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GOING  FOR  THE  GOLDEN  GOAL 


Incidents  in  the  Voyage  of  the  Pioneer  Ship  Tarolinta— 1849. 
BY  DR.  J.  C  TUCKER. 


[continued    FKOM    last    NL'MBER.] 

The  Hotel  Famie,  facing  the  quay  landing  at  Rio  Janeiro,  an  excellent 
restaurant  kept  by  a  Frenchman,  was  continually  crowded  and  never 
closed  its  4oors.  It  was  said  there  were  3,000  Yankee  Doodles  in  the 
city.  It  was  there  that  the  new-comers  usually  experienced  the  conster- 
nation regarding  the  amount  of  their  bills  in  Braiiilian  ciUTency,  so 
amusingly  described  by  Mark  Twain. 

A  portion  of  our  cargo  out;  fresh  water  taken  in ;  oar  deck-load  some- 
what reduced  by  discharge  and  better  stowage,  with  loads  of  fruit, 
wine.  preser\'e5,  etc ,  coming  over  the  side,  purchases  of  passengers — the 
order  was  at  last  given :  ' '  Heave  away  on  your  anchor, " 

Once  more  the  old  familiar  chorus  of  our  sable  crew  rang  out: 
"  Storm  along,  stormy  !  "  Then  came  the  mate's  response.  "  Anchor 
weighed,  sir!  "and  amid  pealing  cheers  from  the  remaining  vessels, 
heartily  acknowledged  by  oiu-s  in  echo,  with  flags  dipping  and  canvas 
filling,  we  slowly  glided  out  of  the  lo%'e!y  harbor  of  Rio  |aneiro.  The 
prow  of  the  good  ship  turned  southward  on  a  direct  course  for  Cape 
Horn.  Off  the  Rio  de  la  Plata.  S.  A.,  March  15,  we  were  bowling 
along  twelve  knots  an  hour,  and  going  too  fast  to  speak  a  homeward 
bound  Boston  brig  that  passed,  or  even  learn  her  name.  It  was  the 
first  one  on  the  horae  stretch  we  had  met  since  lea\-ing  New  York.  She, 
too,  was  fl>ing  on  the  other  tack,  so  we  could  only  signal  her.  and  ex- 
hibit the  large  canvas  sign  with  our  name  and  destination  painted  on  it, 
the  same  used  on  the  vessel  in  New  York  before  sailing.  The  sea  was 
running  very  high,  but  with  glasses  they  must  have  easily  made  it  out. 
TTiose  wonderful  native  boats — catamarans — were,  nevertheless,  outrun- 
ning us  in  this  sea,  and  out  of  sight  of  shore.  Our  run  down  the  re- 
mainder of  the  South  American  coast  was  rapid  and  without  any  start- 
ling incident.  The  usual  shoal  of  dolphins  leaped  and  plunged  beneath 
our  bows,  and  many  were  harpooned.  We  eagerly  looked  for  the  poet- 
ically beautiful  "  changing  hues  of  thedj'ing  dolphin,'"  but  while  we  cer- 
tainly found  enough  to  susuiin  the  sentimental  hypothesis,  we  generally 
conceded  it  to  be  a  sentimental  fiction.  Sunfish.  porpoises,  shark  we 
caught,  cooked,  and  ate  of  them  all.  Whales  without  number  were 
around  us.  The  sea  was  luminous  at  night  with  phosphorescent  anem- 
ones, while  the  sun  reflected  back  a  thousand  different  tints  from  the 
fleets  of  nautilus  through  which  we  sailed.  The  Southern  Cross  grew 
brighter  as  we  neared  it,  and  finally  the  "  Magellan  clouds,''  that  mys- 
terious constellated  trinity  of  clouds  that  regularly  rise  and  set  south  of 
the  straits  of  that  name,  guided  us  as  did  the  pillar  of  fire  the  good 
prophet  Moses.  The  days  grew  shorter,  the  nights  seemed  intermin- 
able. It  was  growing  colder,  too,  and  anon  the  grateful  aroma  of  hot 
whiskies  could  now  be  detected  in  the  cabin  atmosphere.  Let  me  copy 
a  few  lines  from  an  old  letter,  descripti%'e  of  this  portion  of  the  trip: 
"  The  day  was  beautifully  clear  on  which  we  saw  in  the  distance  off"  our 
starboard  bow,  the  barren  and  inhospitable  shores  of  Staten  Land. 
Under  a  favorable  breeze  we  rapidly  neared  them,  and  by  five  p.  m. 
were  directly  off  the  bluffs  of  Cape  St.  John.  Suddenly  one  of  those 
fierce  storms  of  wind  and  rain  peculiar  to  the  cape,  in  less  time  than  I 
have  occupied  in  writing  this,  overcast  the  before  clear  sky,  and  under 
close-reefed  sails,  the  Tarolinta  was  scudding  before  it  to  the  southeast. 
It  had  been  the  captain's  intention  to  run  through  the  Straits  of  Magel- 
lan, between  the  main  land  and  Terra  del  Fuego.  .As  it  was,  the  sudden 
change  of  wind  drove  us  into  currents  and  latitudes  that  nearly  ended 
there  our  voyage.'"  We  were  driven  as  far  south  as6odeg. .  much 
farther  south,  indeed,  than  I  care  to  again  go.  To  be  sure  the  ice- 
bergs were  grandly  magnificent — when  not  so  dangerously  near;  but 
I  have  never  wish&l  to  see  ice  since  outside  of  a  pitcher.  With  our 
decks  and  rigging  cr^'stallized  with  ice,  growing  thicker  each  day;  with 
hatches  battened  down,  as  the  vessel  pit-hing  bows  under  into  the  high 
seas  and  counter  currents  that  knocked  the  headway  out  of  her,  we 
spK>ke-the  brig  Attila  bound  for  CaUfornia  likewise.  As  severe  as  was 
the  cold  to  us  Norsemen,  it  benumbed  and  nearly  rendered  powerless 
our  n^ro  crew — nearly  all  from  the  South.  At  last  the  order  was  given 
to  "  Keep  her  away."  and,  her  prow  turned  northward,  a  cheer  of 
gratitude  and  relief  arose  from  the  forlorn  and  frozen  crew  and  passen- 
gers. 

Many  amusing  incidents  and  practical  jokes  naturally  occurred  among 
one  hundred  and  twenty-five  young  men,  confined  aboard  ship  so  long 
off  the  Cape,  where  we  buffeted  head  winds,  chop  seas,  and  tides;  for 
nearly  two  weeks  we  had  but  six  hours  of  daylight  There  was  no  fire 
in  the  cabins,  and  no  room  for  exercise  below. 

The  chances  of  washing  or  slipping  overboard  on  deck  were  as  ex- 
cellent for  landsmen  as  were  those  of  frosted  hands,  feet,  or  nose. 
Those  who  imagined  their  supply  of  "  grog  "  would  last  to  Valparaiso, 
suddenly  found  frequent  hot  drinks  had  made  low-tide  in  the  demijohn. 
Liquor  of  any  kind  sold  at  mining  prices— $5  a  bottle.  Even  that  price 
advanced  as  the  stock  grew  less. 

A  speculative  f^ssenger  had  bought  a  barrel  of  gin  at  Rio.  and  bottled 
it  aboard,  to  retail  in  the  mines.  He  reluctantly  pjarted  with  a  few  well- 
watered  bottles  at  "$6(238,  buyer  5."  when  a  conspiracy  inveigled 
him  upon  deck,  while  his  stateroom  was  burglarized,  and  the  most  of 
the  bottles  emptied  and  refilled  with  water.  After  that  he  was  surprised 
at  nobody's  wanting  any  more  gin  at  any  price,  until  he  sampled  it  him- 
self one  day,  and  discovered  the  raid  made  on  him. 

In  ours — thelargest  stateroom — called  the  Star  Chamber,  a  great  chest 
of  Dr.  Phinney's,  yclept  "the  ark  and  covenant,"  was  secured  to  the 
floor,  in  the  center  of  the  room,  with  cleets  around  the  upper  edges  to 
keep  things  on.  This  was  our  table.  Fastened  upon  it  burned  almost 
continually  the  spirit  lamp,  heating  water  for  "hot  stuff,"  coffee,  or 
tea. 

During  the  dark  and  tedious  hours,  there  were  gathered  there  some 
of  the  choicest  of  the  good  fellows — George  Vail,  and  Pearson,  of  Troy, 
N.  Y..Judije  Munson  (afterward  on  the  bench  at  Sacramento  City). 
William  C.  Hoff.  Bob  Sterling,  Dan.  Xorcross.  William  S.  O'Brien, 
Nicholas  DePeyster,  Coddington.  Captain  Langdon,  and  many  others. 
The  last  stateroom  forward,  the  Star  Chamber,  was  next  the  ship's  pan- 
try. Only  a  thin  partition  separated  the  apartments.  For  our  mess  of 
nine,  briber)'  for  a  long  time  obtained  from  the  pantryman  extra  luxu- 
ries for  our  private  suppers.  But  there  came  a  time  when  sardines  and 
pies  were  as  scarce  as  liquors. 

One  night  the  foraging  committee  reported  the  discover)  of  a  ten-gal- 
lon keg  of  something.  located  in  the  pantry  against  the  stateroom  parti- 
tion. A  diamond  drill  in  the  shape  of  a  gimlet  was  at  once  nm,  closely 
followed  by  a  tube,  and  the  result  to  the  ingenious  "  nine"'  wasastrearii 
of  very  choice  brandy  !  Judge  Munson  manufactured  an  excellent  ar- 
ticle of  arrack  from  alcohol  (intended  for  medicinal  purposes)  and 
burned  sugar  (caramel).  As  the  steaming  arrack-punch  or  simmering 
porteree  went  round,  wit,  sentiment,  and  folly  found  vent.  The  follow- 
ing words,  set  to  the  tune  of  "  A  \\"et  Sheet  and  a  Flowing  Sea,"  were 
written  and  sung  then  with  a  roaring  chorus  : 

Here's  a  health,  my  boys,  to  yur  island  home 

Far  o'er  the  foaming  brine. 
And  a  toast  to  the  better  da)*s  to  come. 
And  the  jolly  club  of  oine. 


Well  drink  to  the  lovely  girls  so  trim. 

And  the  blissful  hours  spent, 
Aod  pledge  our  glasses  to  the  brim 
O'er  our  "Ark  and  Covenant." 
Chorus — Here's  a  health,  etcy 

We'll  meet,  my  boys,  in  future  days 

As  miners  rough  and  free. 
And  think  hon'  hard  it  u~as  to  raise 

-A.  glass  of  grog  at  sea. 
We'll  drink  to  old  King  Alcohol, 

Sardines,  and  ship  pantry, 
And  fill  our  glasses  to  the  Club 
With  smoking  "porteree." 
Great  was  the  wonderment  of  the  destitute  at  the  never-failing  and 
varied  supply  of  the  Star  Chamber.     The  neatly  fitting  section  of  a 
partition  board  was  removed,  and  the  pantry  quietly  reUeved  of  a  surplus 
of  sardines,  smoked  beef,    hams,  tongues,  etc.     Before  the  astonished 
steward  could  locate  his  loss,  the  keg  was  drawn  off.  and  at  a  time  when 
the  pantry  door  was  OE>en,  adroitly  turned  around.     The  gimlet  hole 
was  previously  plugged  up  in  the  partition,  and  no  traces  of  the  "dia- 
mond drill  on  the  lower  level"  left  to  betray  our  room. 

The  DeviVs  Frying  Pan,  a  manuscript  paper,  edited  and  read  by  Mr. 
Lawrence  once  a  week,  was  the  medium  of  many  good  and  many  bad 
things.  The  contributions  were  generally  anonymous,  and  dropped 
through  a  hole  in  the  editor's  stateroom  door.  The  weaknesses  and 
follies  of  all  were  ventilated  cftener  with  more  malice  than  mercy. 

As  the  days  grew  longer,  and  the  warm,  sunny  atmosphere  of  the 
South  Pacific  thawed  us  out,  the  old  deck-}-ams  were  renewed.  Then 
the  Hon.  Caleb  Lyons  of  Lyonsdale  came  up  from  below,  with  a  Turk- 
ish rug  of  divers  colors  upon  his  arm  and  a  Turkish  smoking-cap  upon 
his  flaring  locks.  As  he  sat  cross-legged  upon  his  mat  and  smoked  his 
pipe,  he  modestly  told  us  how  he  was  appjointcd  by  the  United  States 
Government  Minister  Plenipotentiary  and  Iver}-)  Extraordinary  to  Con- 
stantinople. The  recital  of  his  interview  with  the  Pashas,  the  customs 
of  the  countr}'.  etc..  were  ver)'  entertaining,  for  the  Hon.  Caleb  was  a 
man  of  much  erudition  and  an  acknowledged  elocutionist  and  poet. 
On  the  24th  of  .-Vpril,  in  latitude  50  deg.  9  min. .  longitude  40  deg.  10 
min.,  off  the  southern  coast  of  Chile,  I  attained  my  majority.  On  that 
day,  there  was  nearly  a  mutiny  on  board  the  ship,  because  of  the  scanty 
food  served.  The  Frying  Pan  contained  many  bitter  things  against 
the  captain  and  the  owners.  A  doggerel  in  the  paper  put  our  wants 
into  song  with  a  chorus — quoting  the  captain's  invariable  reply  on  the 
question  of  short  grub — 

"  It's  down  in  the  hold, 
But  we'll  get  it  out  to-morrow 


in  their  plum  duff,  pea  soup,  lobscouse,  and  other  toothsome  marine 
viands,  appoimed  a  committee  of  three  of  the  leanest  men  to  remon- 
strate again,  and  finally,  with  the  captain.  That  worthy  matelot  was 
= — as  frequently — taking  his  afternoon  siesta  in  his  stateropm.  To  sev- 
eral respectful  taps  upon  the  door  of  that  sacred  temple  there  came  no 
response  A  more  energetic  rap  from  the  thinnest  committeeman  elic 
ited  an  inquiry,  "Who's  there?"  Then  came  an  explanation  through 
the  door,  abruptly  closed  by  a  deep!-,  basc  abjuration  from  the  com- 
mander, consigning  the  lean  committeeman  to  the — lowest  level. 

Then  the  committee  returned  to  the  meeting,  b^ged  leave  to  report, 
and  asked  to  be  discharged  from  further  consideration  of  the  subject- 
matter  !  The  same  was  then  considered  in  committee  of  the  whole 
passengers,  with  the  following  result-  But  first  let  me  go  back  and  de- 
scribe \h&  personnel  of  our  worthy  commander.  In  appearance,  he  was 
a  powerful  man.  fully  six  feet  four  inches  in  height.  A  long,  tangled 
yellow  beard  and  moustache,  with  wild  unkempt  hair,  and  eyes  of  the 
same  gamboge  hue;  he  usually  wore  an  old  coat — faded  to  a  harmoniz- 
ing color.  In  stormy  wealher,  the  same  blending  of  tints  was  preserved 
by  a  huge  oilskin  coat  and  "sou'ester.'' 

Now,  at  Rio  several  goats  were  taken  aboard  as  "  fresh  meat,"  and 
served  up  as  early  spring  lamb.  The  veteran  of  the  herd—an  old  ram 
— caught  and  broke  a  leg  in  an  endeavor  to  jump  out  of  the  pen.  It 
was  set.  the  goat  meanwhile  enjoying  the  freedom  of  the  decks  and 
becoming  a  pet  with  all  hands. 

On  this  occasion  the  veteran  was  caught,  his  goatee  yellowed  by  ochre 
paint,  and  with  the  captain's  trumpet  swung  around  his  neck,  the  old 
sou'ester  over  the  goat's  horns,  and  the  long-tailed  oilskin  coat  bound 
around  his  body,  he  was  quietly  coa_xed  near  the  captain's  stateroom 
door.  There,  when  he  had  been  irritated  into  a  bucking  humor,  and 
was  poised  to  pitch  into  his  lormenter,  who  stood  against  the  door,  the 
knob  was  turned,  it  gave  way,  and  the  goat,  in  full  paraphernalia, 
pitched  headlong  into  the  stateroom,  and  into  the  low  berth  opposite, 
where  the  commander  lay.  \\'hen  the  door  again  opened,  and  that  un- 
fortunate goat  came  hurriedly  out  on  his  ear.  there  was  not  a  passenger 
within  twenty  feet  of  it.  The  commander  did  not  reappiear  for  twelve 
hours  after.  The  breeze  changed  to  fair,  but  the  ship  slid  along  under 
scant  sail  only,  for  the  skipper  still  slept,  and  he  alone  could  reef  or 
carry.     Nothing  was  gained  by  that  charge. 

With  the  majority  of  the  passengers  pea  soup  was  a  favorite  article  of 
our  prescribed  diet.  Some  of  them  had  unlimited  capacity  forthe  article, 
and  as  it  was  whispered  that  the  stock  of  dried  peas  was  nearly  ex- 
hausted, these  soup  sharps  determined  to  make  a  comer  in  it  by 
strategy.  The  "Doctor''  (chief  cook  at  s^|  was  not  a  particularly 
handsome  or  cleanly  personage.  He  lived  under  a  dirty  old  skull  cap.« 
the  original  color  of  which,  indistinguishable  with  layers  of  grease,  dirt, 
and  smoke,  had  softened  to  a  hue  becoming  his  Ethopian  complexion. 

As  the  soup  was  ser^'ed.  several  of  the  sharps  sat  back  and  declined 
it.     This  elicited  remarks  of  siuprise  from  others. 

"  WTiy,  how  is  it  you  fellows  don't  eat  soup  to-day?" 

"Never  mind."  was  the  reply;  "you  can  eat  our  share.  No  more 
pea  soup  for  us!  '' 

Urged  to  ex'plain.  the  chief  sharp  spoke  as  follows  : 

"Vou  know  the  old  skull  cap  the  "Doctor"  wears?  Well,  to- 
day, while  he  was  stirring  up  the  pea  soup,  it  dropped  from  his  woolly 
head  into  the  soup-kettle.  He  fished  it  with  a  fork,  and  wrung  it  out 
into  the  kettle.'* 

This  recital  was  given  loudly  and  listened  to  attentively.  A  general 
pushing  back  of  plates  followed,  with  "  a  marked  decUne  in  and  little 
subsequent  demand  for''  pea-soup. 

I  extract  from  an  old  letter  as  follows  : 

"  VALP-A.RAISO,  Chile,  May  13,  1849. — Madam  Aubrey's  Hotel, 
Calle  de  Flores.  Here,  in  this  vale  of  Paradise,  I  sit  down  to  address 
you  again.  After  a  long  and  tedious  doubling  of  the  CajK.  we  arrived 
here  yesterday  at  3  v.  M.  For  the  last  eight  days  we  had  been  within 
one  hundred  miles  of  the  port,  bucking  head  winds  and  tides  ;  and  we 
reached  it  just  in  time,  too,  for  the  heavy  ■ '  norther  ''  that  sprung  up  last 
night  would  drive  before  it  any  vessel  outside. 

"  It  would  do  your  eyes  good  to  see  the  great  bars  of  solid  gold  that 
are  constantly — and  apparently  carelessly — carried  through  this  city  on 
the  shoulders  of  porters.  One  bar  (much  larger  than  that  of  soap)  is  a 
full  load  for  one  man.  They  are  from  California;  and  you  can  imagine 
how  w-e  long  to  reach  there,  feeling  that  our  very  stop  here  is  debarring 
our  participation.  The  United  Stales  sloop-of-war  Z^s/^arrived  here  the 
day  before  us  from  San  Francisco.  She  brings  gold,  and  most  cheering 
intelligence  of  increased  qnantities  found.  I  liave  conversed  with  many 
of  the  officers,  and  gleaned  from  them  much  valuable  information  re- 


specting  the  mines.  They  all  had  leave  of  absence,  and  one  yoxmg 
"  middy,"  sixteen  years  old,  is  said  to  have  dug  $10,000  in  two  weeks. 
Evep'body  that  can,  has  left,  or  is  preparing  to  leave  this  place  for  Cali- 
fornia, "rhe  Sutton,  Laura  Virginia,  Croton,  and  Mary  Stuart  have 
arrived  here.'" 

Valparaiso  was  literally  alive  with  Yankees  en  route  for  California 
when  we  landed.  From  Midshipman's  Row  to  El  Mandrel  they 
swarmed,  indulging  in  ever}-  conceivable  eccentricity,  prodigality,  and 
prank.  As  they  were  generally  good-natured,  and  spending  money 
freely,  their  humors  were  indulged  by  the  inhabitants.  It  was  the  last 
port  before  entering  San  Francisco.'where,  Whittingtonlike.  the  gold 
could  be  picked  up  in  the  streets.  What  was  the  use  of  packing  money 
there?  Why  not  get  rid  of  the  loose  coin  here,  and  start  fresh  with 
gold  dust — the  California  circulating  medium?  I  was  dining  with  some 
friends  in  a  private  room  at  a  restiu-ant.  A  knock  was  heard  on  the 
door,  which  opened  wide  enough  to  admit  an  unquestionablly  Anglo- 
Saxon  head,  uttering  the  one  quer>',  "Yankee  Doodle?"  We  re- 
sponded :  "  Yes  ;  come  in."  In  walked  a  gentleman,  who,  in  an  inde- 
scribably funny  way,  introduced  himself  as  Dr.  Johnston,  a  passenger 
on  one  of  the  American  ships  in  port,  and  "flat  broke.''  He  said  he 
had  been  obUged  to  dine  out,  at  national  expense,  for  the  last  three 
days.  Of  course,  we  invited  him  to  join  us,  and  a  more  witty,  enter- 
taining fellow  I  never  met.  He  said  he  was  by  profession  a  Bohemian, 
but  a  fellow  passenger  dving  on  bis  ship,  he  had  bought  his  effects — a 
homcepathic  book  and  case  of  medicines — and  proposed  to  practice 
medicine  in  California.  Hence  his  title.  His  medicines  were  harmless, 
and  he  had  engaged  Nature  to  make  the  ciu-es. 

Dr  Johnston  was  afterward  quite  a  politician  in  this  city,  and  many 
of  my  readers  may  remember  how  near  he  came  to  hanging  on  the  occa- 
sion of  making  a  speech  to  a  crowd — chiefly  of  Irish  Democrats — on 
Portsmouth  Plaza,  in  '51.  "  \\'ho  was  the  grandfatherof  Andrew  Jack- 
son, but  an  Irishman?  [Hooray  !  hooray  !]  WTio  was  it  that  built  the 
great  cities  and  churches  in  the  East — but  the  Irishmen?  [Hooray! 
hooray  !j  WTio  is  it  that  builds  your  great  public  buildings,  yoiu-  alms- 
houses, your  State  prisons — but  the  Irishmen?  [Hooray!]  And  who 
is  it  that  fills  them — but  the  Irish.  [Hooray  !] "  Jtist  there,  as  John- 
ston slipped  off  the  stand,  it  dawned  upon  the  crowd  that  Johnston  was 
selling  them.  With  a  shout  they  rushed  after  him  down  Clay  Street  and 
into  a  saloon,  that  extended  through  the  block  to  Merchant  Street. 
Johnston  had  preceded  the  crowd  sufficiently,  however,  to  order  the  bar- 
keeper to  set  out  his  glasses,  as  ' '  the  whole  Hibernian  Club  were  going' 
to  drink  !"    He  then  dodged  through  into  Merchant  Street  and  escaped. 

A  party  of  half  a  dozen  men  from  our  vessel — including  the  Hon, 
Caleb ! — landed,  decorated  with  blue  ribbons  round  their  hats  and  in 


An  indignation  meeting  of  sufferers  who  had  ' '  gone  short  "  on  raisins'  'their  button-holes.     They  registered  at  the  hotel  as  ' '  The  Hon.  Caleb 


Lyons  and  his  suite,"  and  inflated  immensely.  Our  fellow-passenger, 
George  Vail,  heretofore  spokeil  of  as  a  man  of  big  intellect  and  body — 
a  gentleman  in  education  and  manners  at  all  times — proposed  10  bur- 
lesque this  aristocratic  party.  He  hired  an  open  barouche  drawn  by 
four  gray  mules,  decorated  with  blue  ribbons ;  and  as*  many  of  our 
darky  sailors  as  could  sit  on  the  front  seat,  and  hang  behind,  similarly 
ribboned-  Likewise,  bedecked  with  blue  streamers.  Vail  sat  upon  the 
back  seat,  and  was  driven  around  to  all  of  the  hotels,  registering  as 
"  Tiie  Hon.  Geo.  Vail  and  suite."'  At  all  times  inclined  to  be  waggish. 
Vail  was  particularly  so  after  a  few  drinks.  Together  we  attended  mass 
at  the  Grand  Cathedral.  A  remarkably  tall,  handsome  man.  Vail  had, 
a  few  days  before  we  entered  \'aJparaiso,  to  save  his  hair,  shaved  a 
small  spot  on  the  crown  of  bis  head.  It  happened  to  be  smiiar  to  the 
custom  of  the  Catholic  priests.  Out  of  respect  for  the  religion,  we  both 
k.ielt.  uncovered,  among  the  devotees — principally  women.  To  our 
mutual  surprise,  when  the  services  ended,  several  women  came  forward 
and  knelt  before  Vail,  asking,  in  Spanish,  for  ablessing.  Thej'beheved 
him  a  foreign  priest-and  he  took  the  cue,  immediately.  To  my  horror, 
a  very  few  moments  saw  him  siu-rounded  by  a  circle  of  pretty  kneeling 
senoriias,  upon  whose  heads  he  placed  his  hands  most  reverently,  as  he 
repeated  something,  in  Latin,  from— .-Esop's  fables.  Directly,  two  priests 
walked  down  the  isle  and  saluted  him  as  a  brother — first  in  Spanish, 
then  in  the  language  Vail  responded  in — French.  They  finally  invited 
him  into  the  sacristy,  back  of  the  altar,  where  I  left  him.  The  priests 
live  well  in  Spanish  America,  and  treated  Vail  like  a  lord ! 

We  saw  but  little  of  him  afterward,  until  on  the  morning  we  sailed. 
There  was  a  ' '  Procession  of  the  Host "  on  that  day,  in  which  the  priests 
walk  two  by  two.  carrjing  the  insignia  of  the  Church,  or  lighted  can- 
dles. It  was  rich  and  interesting  in  the  extreme  to  us,  who  had  never 
before  witnessed  such  a  religious  pageantry  ;  but.  as  we  knelt  with  the 
natives,  while  the  procession  passed,  imagine  our  consternation  and 
horror  as  we  saw  George  \'airs  towering  but  wavering  form  beside  that 
of  a  fat  little  priest,  equally  unsteady,  bringing  up  the  rear  of  the  line  ! 
They  were  both  thoroughly  besmeared  with  dropping  wax  from  the 
lighted  candles  carried  'wabblingly  in  their  hands !  You  may  rest  as- 
sured we  at  once  ran  Vail  into  a  small  boat,  and  got  him  on  board  the 
ship.     The  city  would  have  been  a  verj'  dangerous  place  for  him  had 

his  imposture  been   found  out.     My  room-mate,    P ,   and  myself 

were  the  last  two  on  board.  He  had  requested  me,  on  the  night  be- 
fore, to  call  at  his  quarters  for  him  in  the  morning. 

The  ship  was  to  sail  at  eight.  The  gun  fired,  and  the  welcome  "an- 
chor chorus"  of  our  hearty  crew  rang  out  again.     The  last  ship's  boat, 

loading  with  the  loitering  passengers,    reported  that  P was   not 

yet  on  be  ard.  Jumping  into  a  carriage  I  started  furiously  for  his  late 
quarters,  but  happily  met  him — part  of  a  curious  party — on  his  way 
down  to  the  embarcadero.  Sandwiched  between  Bacchus  and  Venus  (a 
demijohn  on  onearm  and  a  pretty  senorita  on  the  ether),  a  porter  following 
behind  loaded  with  a  multiplicity  of  things,  they  were  leisurely  saunter- 
ing along  to  the  quay,  while  the  Tarolinta,  under  steerage-way,  was 

slowly  getting  up  sail  !      Despite   their  remonstrances,    P ,  after 

many  tender  embraces,  pathetic  tears  and  poedc  apostrophies,  wastimi- 
bled,  with  his  goods  and  gods  (save  the  fair  senorita),  into  a  fast  four- 
oared  boat  and.  by  a  scratch,  we  reached  the  ship.     La  Senorita  lur- 

moia  had,  in  an  affecting  litde  Spanish  effiision,  presented  P with 

the  mirror  in  which  she  dressed  her  hair,  "where  her  face  wouldever 
appear  to  him;"  the  reboso,  so  gracefully  thrown  about  her  head,  which 
would  ever  exhale  for  him  the  perfume  of  her  raven  tresses  he  had  so 
admired ;  and  lasdy,  her  poodle-dog — the  poetical  associations  con- 
nected with  which,  owing  to  deficient  Spanish.  I  failed  to  catch. 

When  the  little  group  of  waving  handkerchiefs  on  the  quay  h^id  grown 
dim,  we  were  alongside  the  moving  ship.  A  rop&.was  thrown  to  us, 
and  a  rope-ladder  lowered  over  the  side.     Tying  the  r<r^oj()  aroimd  him, 

and  slinging  the  mirror  over  his  back,  the  gallant  P ,  bidding  me 

bring  along  the  poodle,  dashed  up  the  swinging  ladder,  araid  the  cheers 
of  the  amused  passengers,  with  whom  he  was  a  great  favorite.      Ever 

courteous  and   gentlemanly,    P could  not  fail   to  recognize  the 

compliment,  and,  forgetting  the  mirror,  let  go  one  hand  to  swing  his 
hat,  and  the  glass,  wiih  its  sweet  photographs,  sank  to  the  mermaids  of 

the  sea  !  For  a  while  P was  utterly  inconsolable,  but  finally  f^oncen- 

trated  his  affection  upon  the  poodle.      The  animal  was  twenty  times  a 


day  carefully  wrapped  up  in   the   reboso,  and  places 
only  to  be  as  often  found,  under  unfavorable  surrov,-^ 
body  else's  bed  !    As  to  the  fragrant  associations  be:.' 
the  dark-eyed  senorita's  tresses,  they  were  quickly  ui- 
supplanted  by  a  d/^ggerel,"  as  my  friend,  DePeyst  - 

[^CONTINUED   IN   NEXT  NL'^MBEK 


■erth. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  DYSPEPTIC  CLUB. 


/n/er/oiMtors—U R\:s,    Bottom,   Acricola,   Gorgeous, 

POLLIWIG,    ACErrES. 

i'rus. — I  was  consulted  during  the  week  Ky  a  mother 
whose  son — an  industrious,  bright,  and  good  boy,  nineteen 
years  of  age — has  fallen  into  a  puppy  love  with  a  countrj- 
girl  of  the  same  age.  The  mother  is  much  distressed,  and 
1  informed  her  I  would  lay  the  matter  before  the  club.  She 
thanked  me,  and  begged  that  it  should  be  a  matter  of  dis- 
cussion before  dinner.  She  paid  us  the  compliment  of  say- 
ing she  thought  the  opinions  of  a  set  of  old  fogies  given 
upon  an  empty  stomach  concerning  the  marriage  of  young 
people  would  be  not  oiherw  ise  than  discouraging  to  any  love 


better  twenty  than  none.  At  fifty  years  of  age  this  man  will 
be  in  the  prime  of  his  life  ;  at  fifty,  with  care  of  chickens, 
pigs,  and  children,  she  will  be  a  broken-down  old  woman. 
At  the  time  her  teeth  are  decayed,  her  hair  thin  at  the  part, 
her  form  misshapen  by  child-birth,  her  complexion  faded,  her 
step  weak  and  weary,  he  will  be  in  the  strength  of  a  vigorous 
manhood.     Look  out  for  domestic  broils  about  this  time. 

Bpl/iwi.—The  old  man  and  woman  in  the  country  want  a 
stout  son-in-law  to  work  the  farm;  the  girl  wants  a  husband; 
the  countr>-  wants  children;  the  love  of  children  will  fill  the 
mother's  heart;  the  love  of  fat  o.\en  and  fast  horses  will  sup- 
ply the  place  of  sentiment  in  that  of  the  comfortable  farmer. 
He  will  be  a  country  magistrate,  go  to  the  Legislature,  die  a 
Christian.     I  vote  to  let  thein  marry. 

//(.T/Vo/a.— .And  this  is  just  the  kind  of  family  upon  which 
rests  the  pemianencc  of  our  government.     -An  honest  man 


proposition.  ,  „ 

A^rtLola. — The  subject  of  marriage  is  one  of  the  greatest  who  tills  his  own  acres  ;  an  honest  woman  who  fills  con- 
importance,  not  only  to  the  parties  concerned,  but  to  society  |  scientiously  and  honorably  the  place  of  wife  and  mother : 
at  large.  In  order  to  consider  it  properly,  we  must  have  all '  children  educated  at  the  country  school-house  to  honor  their 
the  conditions  of  the  parties  set  forth.  I  parents,  brought  up  in  innocence  to  honest  toil ;  a  family 

Bottom. — For  heaven's  sake,  .Agricola,  be  careful.  Vou  i  where  labor  is  respected,  where  religion  is  not  scoffed  and 
will  let  I'oUiwig  and  Gorgeous  loose  upon  us  with  a  deluge  sneered  at,  where  fashions  and  fashion's  follies  are  unknown, 
of  statistics  Irom  Malthus,  Sidney  Smith,  and  Stuart  Mill.       where  books,  and  magazines,  and  respectable  journals  are 

Acttts.—hi  for  me,  my  mind  is  made  up.     I  agree  with   read. 
Ouida,  that  "a  young  man  married  is  a  man  that's  marred."  i      Acetes. —  I   do  not  at  all  under\'alue  the  qualities  you  de- 1 
^n'iv/<j.— Before  .Acetes  gets  started  let  us  have  the  facts. '  scribe.     I   do   not   underrate  the   desirableness  of  a  coin- 

munity  like  that,  aggregated  by  intelligent,  honest,  industri- 
ous farmers.  My  views  of  the  marriage  relation  I  take  from 
the  observation  of  city  life.  I  see  the  ruin  and  misery  re- 
sulting from  hasty,  ill-formed  marriages  in  our  cities,  in  the 
poor  and  in  the  fashionable  classes.  If  this  young  man 
who,  I  take  it,  is  a  gentleman,  city  bom  and  city  bred,  de- 
sires to  become  a  married  farm  laborer,  and  yokes  himself 
to  a  country-  girl  for  the  corn-beef  and  cabbage  of  domestic 
life,  for  babies,  fat  oxen,  and  brood  mares,  I  accept  his  mar- 
tyrdom and  mistake  as  things  out  of  which  good  may  come. 


The  young  man  is  nineteen  .' 

Urus. — Just  past  nineteen. 

Agriiottt. — .\nd  the  young  woman ? 

ifrus. — The  same  age  within  a  few  months.  He  is  poor, 
and  has  no  trade  nor  business.  She  is  the  only  child  of  a 
well  to  do  fanner,  educated  at  a  public  school. 

Bottom. — I  say,  let  them  marry.  He  can  work  on  the 
Eirm;  she  can  tend  dairy,  raise  pigs,  chickens,  and  children. 
The  old  folks  will  give  way  in  time,  and  the  young  people 
Will  find  themselves  well  to  do  farmers,  going  to  church  of  a 

Sunday  after  fat  farm  horses,  believing  in  God,  paying  their  I  But  in  this  city,  around  us,  and  in  our  every  day  intercourse,  I 
taxes — he  a  country  magistrate,  and  she  an  honest  woman,      observe  foolish  and  impro\ident  marriages  out  of  which  noth- 

Aoetes. — Splendid  prospect  that.  I  am  thinking  of  the  '  ing  but  misery  and  disappointment  can  come.  A  poor 
boy.  He  is  a  boy.  He  thinks  he  is  in  love.  He  is  a  fool.  !  young  man,  a  day  laborer,  an  Irish,  or  German,  or  Scandi- 
All  boys  are  fools.  I  always  want  to  kick  young  fellows  I  navian  worlcman,  marries  ;  the  result  is,  more  mouths  than 
from  eighteen  to  twenty-five.  It  is  the  asinine  age — vain,  |  bread.  Our  town  is  filled  with  mendicants  for  labor,  and 
foolish,  piggish,  obstinate,  they  know  more  than  their  fath- !  the  plea  is  an  irresistible  one — "  family  without  food,''  "  chil- 
ers.  They  think  they  know  it  all.  They  rush  blindly  into  !  dren  without  fooci,"  "  I  am  willing  to  work,  but  no  w'ork 
matrimony,  and  the  result  is  either  dissipation,  crime,  and  :  to  do." 

worthlessness,  a  disappointed,  soured  old  age,  or  a  conven-        .Igricola. — Is  not  marriage  the  natural  relation?    What 
tional  relation  between  the  parties  that  carries  no  sentiment '  would  you  do  with  the  poor.'     Deny  to  them  the  priiilege  of 
beyond  the  heneymoon,  and  no  real  love  or  affection  into  I  marriage .'     How  would  you  populate  the  country? 
the  later  years  of  married  life.  Bottom. — Let    them  marry,    of  course.      God   feeds  the 

Bottom. — Acetes  has  been  abroad,  and  he  would  have  our  ravens.  Only  it  is  infernally  provoking  to  an  old  bachelor 
young  people  marry  as  they  do  in  Krance— marriages  of :  like  me  to  be  told  that  I  must  aid  to  support  the  brats  of 
convenience  and  not  of  love,  marriages  made  by  parents  j  every  bull-necked  foreigner  who  is  taught  by  his  religion  to 
and  not  by  the  parties,  marriages  resulting  not  from  love  but '  marr)-  and  get  babies  for  somebody  else  to  support ;  that  I 
from  business  considerations.  must  be  ta.\ed  to  educate  such  children,  especially  to  edu- 

Acites. — I  would  have  young  people  enter  into  the  most-cate  them  to  accomplishments  that  forever  unfit  them  for  the 
important  relation  of  life  with  some  sense.  After  considera-  toil  and  labor  for  which  they  were  bom. 
tion,  1  would  have  them  take  the  advice  of  parents  upon  this  ,  PolliiL'ig. — Then  how  would  you  populate  the  country? 
«s  upon  all  questions  touching  their  future  welfare.  The  boy  i  Bottom. — I  would  not  populate  it.  I  would  prevent  immi- 
seeks  a  profession  or  a  trade  by  the  advice  of  parents.  He  !  gration  both  from  China  and  Europe.  We  have  too  many 
marries  from  the  impulse  of  passion.  He  would  not  pur-  j  foreigners.  The  Chinese  are  the  least  objectionable,  but  I 
chase  a  horse  till  he  had  consulted  a  jockey;  he  would  marry  j  would  prevent  immigration  by  law  from  all  countries. 


a  wife  from  fancy.  She  would  constjt  her  mother  in  buying 
a  dress,  lake  her  advice  in  selecting  a  bonnet,  but  follow  her 
own  hot  impulse  in  taking  a  husband. 

Urus — There  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said  in  favor  of  the 
marriage  of  convenienje — where  the  financial  questions  are 
to  be  considered,  where  the  social  standing  of  the  parties  is 
regarded,  where  the  age,  the  pursuit,  the  habits  of  the  par- 
ties are  weighed. 

Bottom. — When  a  girl  is  placed  in  a  convent  school,  never 
sees  a  man  except  through  bars,  unless  he  is  a  father  or 
brother,  is  kept  locked  and  guarded  as  a  prisoner  from  con- 
tact with  the  other  sex,  and  when  she  finally  takes  a  hus- 
band, accepts  him  as  an  escape  from  virtuous  restraints. 
Compare  French  marriage  and  the  domestic  life  of  the  Latin 
race  with  that  of  the  English,  German,  and  American,  and 
you  have  the  answer  in  the  result. 

Gorgeous. — Bottom  has  the  idea  of  all  untraveled  Ameri- 
cans regarding  European,  and  especially  regarding  French, 
domestic  life.  I  need  not  say  untravded,  for  the  colony  of 
Americans  who  centre  around  Charley  Le  Gay,  at  numero  2, 
Rue  Scribe,  that  live  at  the  Grand  Hotel,  and  loaf  along  the 
Boulevards,  and  spend  their  days  in  looking  at  the  shop 
windows  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,  and  their  nigh's  at  Gardens 
Chantant  and  the  .Mabille,  have  no  more  idea  of  the  family 
life  of  respectable  Parisians  than  they  have  of  the  man  in 
the  moon.  They  never  get  an  insight,  they  never  cross  the 
threshold,  of   the   French   home.     1   speak   from   negative 

C roofs  and  from  presumptions  arising  from  admitted  facts; 
ut  I  declare  it  to  be  my  opinion  that  there  is  no  nation  in 
the  world  where  the  wife  and  daughter  and  sister  a'e  treated 
with  greater  love,  affection,  and  chivalrous  cons.deration 
than  in  France.  I  believe  that  the  French  peasant  is  the 
type  of  a  poor  man's  happy  home.  I  believe  that  industry, 
thrift,  frugality,  and  temperance  distinguish  this  class  beyond 
all  others.  I  believe  that  the  "  good,"  the  "  better  "  society 
of  Fran  e  is  the  best  in  the  world.  There  is  a  vein  of  bru- 
tality and  indifference  in  England  and  Germany,  in  the  lower 
and  middle  classes,  that  is  not  observable  in  France,  Italy,  or 
Spain. 

Acetts. — Well,  I  am-glad  to  know  that  there  is  some  heart, 
some  decency,  and  some  politeness  in  France,  for  1  am 
frank  to  confess  that  I  have  seen  but  little  of  iu  It  is  my 
observation  that  a  Frenchman  has  no  home.  He  has  apart- 
ments where  he  eats  and  sleeps.  His  home  is  at  the  caft. 
A  Frenchman  has  no  politeness  ;  he  has  deportment ;  he 
will  bow,  And.  pardonnt:,  zsi  pat  le:-vous.  but  he  has  no  re- 
spect for  women.  I  have  traveled  in  manv  countries,  but 
America  is  the  only  one  where  th^re  is  a  true '  chivalry  for 
the  se.\.  Here  woman  is  accorded  the  privilege  in  all  re- 
lations. A  woman  may  travel  unattended  firom  New  York 
to  San  Francisco  and  never  receive  an  improper  word  or 
look,  unless  she  invites  it.  No  woman  of  fair  face  can  cross 
a  boulevard  in  Paris  without  insult.  Every  smile  is  a  leer ; 
every  bow  is  an  insult ;  every  look  a  look  of  lust. 
f'rus. — We  wander. 

FelUuig. — This  boy  is  too  young  to  marrj- ;  there  is  not 

i  -:-.Ciect  disparity  of  years.    Ten  years  is  the  minimum  of  dif- 

sciesce  -.iiat  ought  to  be  recognized.     The  h*,band  should  be 

-  •»,-=■   -in  years  older  than  the  wife.     Better  fifteen  than  five-,- 


i'rus. — You  are  crazy,  Bottom,  from  your  prejudice  to  for- 
eigners. It  leads  you  into  all  kinds  of  inconsistencies.  You 
forget  we  are  all  the  descendants  of  foreigners  ;  and  when 
you  say  the  Chinese  are  the  best  of  immigrants  you  insult 
your  own  race. 

Bottom. —  I  forget  nothing.  Because  I  am  the  descendant 
of  an  earlyGerman  immigrant  shall  1  let  all  Germany  over  run 
the  countr)'  ?  I  am  selfish.  I  admit  and  justify  it.  I  have 
made  some  money.  Shall  I  divide  it  with  the  next  German 
immigrant  that  escapes  the  sausage,  sour'Krout,  and  conscrip- 
tion of  his  native  land  ?  I  am  a  pioneer  and  carved  out  a 
farm  from  the  wilderness  by  hard  labor.  Shall  I  divide  it 
with  the  tramp  ?  We  have  a  broad  and  fruitful  country  ;  we 
desire  it  for  our  descendants.  Shall  we  haste  to  overrun  it 
with  men  from  abroad  ? 

Urus. — .And  how  about  the  Chinese  ?  You  say  they  are 
the  least  objectionable  of  immigrants. 

Bottom.  —  Yes.  First,  because  they  do  not  bring  their 
wives  and  multiply.  The  evil  of  their  immigration  is  only 
the  .evil  of  one  generation  after  we  prevent  their  coming. 
They  cannot  become  citizens,  thank  God,  and  they  do  not 
become  rioters  or  politicians. 

Polli'a.ng. — 1  am  opposed  to  the  Chinese  immigration  be- 
cause they  come  in  conflict  w  ith  white  labor,  but  our  country- 
is  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  asylum  of  the  oppressed  of 
other  lands. 

Bottom. — Y'ou  are  opposed  to  the  Chinese  because  they 
cannot  vote,  anc"  you  favor  foreign  immigrants  because  they 
can,  and  yet  you  know-,  and  I  know,  and  everybody  else 
knows,  who  has  the  intelligence  to  observe  and  the  courage 
,to  admit  the  fact,  that-the  average  Chinaman  is  the  superior 
"to  the  average  European  immigrant  in  intelligence,  industry-, 
cleanliness,  and  ^ood  manners.  That  they  ha\e  less  crim- 
inals among  them,  as  indicated  by  our  prisons  ;  less  paupers, 
as  illustrated  by  the  statistics  of  our  hospitals  and  poor-houses. 

Acetes. — I  was  intermpted  by  the  introduction  of  this  Chi- 
nese topic  1  was  speaking  of  the  improvidence  of  the  poor 
in  forming  the  marriage  relation.  .Among  our  better  class 
there  is  a  tendency  to  make  love  marriages,  the  consequences 
of  which  are  even  more  distressing  and  pitiable  than  those 
of  the  working-classes.  Our  school  and  socia'.  system  throws 
the  sexes  together,  acquaintance  are  formed  almost  without 
restraint  'The  youiig  fools  fall  in  love,  or  think  they  do. 
Clandestine  marriages  are  made.  Engagements  are  made 
that  parents  indulge  for  fear  of  worse  consequences.  It  is 
deemed  dishonorable  if  an  engagement  is  made  that  consid- 
ers the  financial  condition  of  the  parties.  The  result  is  hasty 
and  improvident  marriages,  followed  by  poverty-,  disappoint- 
ment, humiliation,  crime,  divorce,  unhappiness,  and  shame. 

Corgeous. — It  is  true  that  our  divorce  record  discloses  a 
most  unfortunate  condition  of  things,  and  I  am  not  prepared 
to  say  that  the  Catholic  church  does  not  take  the  correct  po- 
sition when  it  declares  the  marriage  relation  to  be  a  sacra- 
ment, only  to  be  disturbed  by  divorce  a  vinculo,  and  never 
to  be  followed  by  a  second  marriage.  Catholics — I  mean,  of 
course,  those  who  obsery-e  the  teachings  of  their  religion — 
and  Jews  seldom  if  ever  are  divorced  ;  but  I  know  of  no 
remedy  for  this  condition  of  things. 

Acetes. — Well,  1  do  know  of  a  remedy  that,  if  a  law  pro- 


viding it  were  strictly  enforced,  would  prevent  half  the  mar- 
riages that  are  now-  so  improvidently  entered  into. 

Urus. — Then  let  us  all  give  attention.  .Acetes  has  solved 
the  most  ve.xed  of  all  the  problems  of  society. 

Acetes. — Like  all  great  reforms  it  is  simple.  I  w-ould  edu- 
cate the  sexes  in  separate  schools.  I  w-ould  never  a'low-  boys 
and  girls  to  meet  each  other  in  their  puppyhood  except  in 
the  presence  of  their  parents.  I  w-ould  never  allow-  them  to 
court  by  moonlight,  nor  to  enjoy  each  other's  society  alone 
in  the  parlor.  1  would  make  a  law- against  round  dances. 
.All  letters  should  be  subjected  to  parental  review-.  No  court- 
ing should  be  allowed  except  after  a  declaration  of  intention 
served  upon  the  parents  or  guardians.  All  courting  should 
be  done  in  the  presence  of  the  famil)-,  the  young  fellow  and 
the  girl  sitting  with  their  feet  in  a  tub  of  ice  w-ater.  No  man 
should  marry  till  he  was  thirty  years  of  age  ;  no  w-oman  till 
she  was  twenty-four.  No  marriages  should  be  allowed,  nor 
engagements  be  authorized,  till  the  parties  had  made  a  trip 
to  Santa  Cruz  in  one  of  Goodall,  Perkins  &  Co.'s  steamers 
when  the  sea  was  rough.  The  young  man  should  be  com- 
pelled to  live  w-ith  his  mother-in-law  one  year  before  mar- 
riage. The  young  lady  should  live  that  year  with  his  family. 
During  this  year  the  engaged  parties  should  have  free  inter- 
course with  other  young  people,  but  not  with  each  other. 
During  the  year  the  young  lady  should  depend  upon  her 
prospective  father-in-law-  for  pin  money,  and  the  young  gen- 
tleman should  have  no  night-key  to  his  mother-in-law-'s  house 
— each  being  left  at  liberty  to  terminate  the  engagement  at 
any  time  when  the  conditions  were  found  to  be  irksome. 

Gorgeous. — Oh,  bosh  !  Let  us  get  back  to  sensible  talk. 
It  is  undoubtedly  true  that  marriage  engagements  are  incon- 
siderately entered  into.  It  is  certainly  true  that  the  contract 
is  too  easily  set  aside  by  our  courts.  The  relation  w-ill  be 
rashly  entered  upon  when  it  is  known  how  easily  the  con- 
tract may  be  annulled.  To  the  vicious  and  criminal  it  is  the 
indulgence  of  passion;  to  the  young  and  thoughtless  it  is  an 
experiment. 

Crus. — Our  young  women  are  too  apt  to  think  there  is 
something  of  shame  attaching  to  the  unmarried  coudition; 
that  to  become  an  old  maid  is  to  be  avoided — better  marry 
carelessly  than  not  to  marry  at  all.  This  is  all  w-rong  and 
the  unmarried  condition  is  not  so  regarded  in  other  countries. 
Marriage  is  the  natural  relation  for  w-omen,  but  it  is  a  thou- 
sand times  more  desirable  to  remain  unmarried  than  to 
marry-  unwisely.  It  is  a  thousand  times  better  to  be  an  in- 
dependent, happy  maiden  lady  than  to  be  a  dependent,  un- 
Io\'ed,  unhonored,  unhappy  w-ife.  A  happy-  marriage  is  de- 
lightful. There  is  no  middle  ground.  Matrimony  is  either 
heaven  or  hell;  there  is  no  half-way  house  at  Fiddler's  Green 
where  the  conventionalities  of  life  impose  the  observance  of 
social  amenities;  and  I  w-ould  rather  be  Bottom  and  a  bach- 
elor than  a  husband  in  such  a  position. 

Bottom. — I  beg  of  y-ou  all  to  w-aste  no  sympathy  on  me. 
If  I  am  miserable  I  have  the  privilege  to  go  drown  or  hang 
myself.  I  shall  get  no  Caudle  lecture  when  I  go  home  to- 
night; I  shall  find  no  night-cap  sitting  up  in  disconsolate 
grief  at  the  brutality  of  my  absence  or  at  the  disgusting 
character  of  my  breath.  I  am  denied  the  sw-eet  consolation 
of  toiling  to  save  monej-  for  spendthrift  sons,  or  to  purchase 
false  ringlets  and  ten-button  gloves  for  fashionable  daugh- 
ters. I  am  not  disconsolate  over  the  idea  of  not  being  snub- 
bed by  sons-in-law-.  I  can  travel  w-here  I  please;  I  can  stay 
out  as  late  as  1  please;  I  can  spit  upon  my  hired  carpet;  I 
can  smoke  among  my  hired  curtains;  I  can  put  my  boots 
upon  my  hired  mantelpiece.  I  can  rail  at  w-omen,  laugh  at 
marriage,  and  when  I  get  old  my  money-  w-ill  purchase  for 
me  the  most  devoted  attentions,  and  those  \vho  expect  to  be 
remembered  in  my  will  w-ill  overwhelm  me  with  the  tender- 
est  love. 

Agricola. — Bachelors  never  live  to  old  age,  and  if  they  do 
theirs  is  a  sour,  dyspeptic,  bitter,  unloved,  selfish  existence. 
They  are  surrounded  by  mercenary  relatives  anxious  for 
them  to  die.  .An  old,  old  bachelor  is  a  miserable  being.  Try^ 
it  again.  Bottom;  there  are  other  sweet  apple  trees  in  the  or- 
chard of  life;  there  are  good  fishes  yet  uncaught;  there  are 
prizes  yet  to  be  draw-n  in  the  lottery  of  matrimony. 


Taking  a  Bath  in  Paris. 


A  correspondent  w-rites:  "  I  w-ished  to  take  a  bath.  Found 
a  bath-house  afloat  on  the  Seine.  All  the  big  bath-bouses 
here  are  afloat  Warm  bath,  ten  cents.  Pa  y  as  you  go  in. 
Was  asked  by  attendant  if  I  w-ished  a  ^^  bain  simpie^^  (pro- 
nounced bang  simple).  Told  him  I'd  take  a  "  bank  simple." 
Waiter  let  on  w-ater  and  left.  No  soap,  no  tow-els.  Door 
locked  outside  with  a  string.  This  w-as  too  simple.  Found 
that  ten  cents  included  nothing  but  water.  Could  wash  with 
w-ater,  of  course,  couldn't  wipe  .with  it.  Rang  the  bell. 
Waiter  came.  Ordered  soap  and  towels.  Waiter  grinned 
and  left.  Came  back,  grinned,  and  brought  me  two  pro- 
grammes, one  of  soap  and  the  other  of  tow-els.  Four  kinds 
of  soap  and  five  kinds  of  towels.  'Ytmi— peignoir,  serre-tete, 
drap,fc'nd  du  bain,  oreiller.  Studied  catalogue,  and  finally 
ordered  the  first  on  the  list — (he  peignoir.  Waiter  brought 
peignoir.  Turned  out  to  be  no  tow-el  at  all,  but  a  hot  night- 
gow-n  open  in  front.  Felt  as  if  just  from  the  oven.  Extra 
charge  {ox peignoir,  six  cents.  Laid  hy  peignoir,  and  con- 
cluded to  try  again.  Rang  for  another  tow-el.  Chose  this 
time  a  fond  du  bain.  Waiter  rushed  in  w  ith  a  sheet  and 
doused  it  in  the  bottom  of  the  bath-tub,  rushed  out,  shut  the 
door  and  locked  me  in  again.  Found  myself  no  better  off 
than  before.  Couldn't  wipe  myself  dry  with  a  wet  sheet. 
Rang  again.  Waiter  as  before.  Ordered  another  tow-el. 
This  time  an  oreiller.  Waiter-rushed  out  and  rushed  in 
with  a  piece  of  linen  about  large  enough  for  a  pen-wiper. 
Did  not,  however,  souse  it  in  bath-tub.  It  was  like  a  towel 
in  miniature.  Thought  I  must  be  approaching  the  end.  Pa- 
tience and  perseverance  w-ould  bring  a  tow-el  at  last  Rang 
again.  Ordered  this  time  from  programme  a  drop.  Drop 
turned  out  to  be  a  towel.  WTiy  not  call  it  a  towel  ?  Charge, 
extra  tw-o  cents.  For  serre-tete,  tw-o  cents.  Yor  fond  du  baiji, 
six  cents.  Concluded  now-  to  bathe.  Hauled  the  fond  du 
bain  out  from  the  bottom  of  the  bath-tub  and  chucked  it  on 
the  floor.  Washed,  got  out,  and  concluded  to  get  my  six 
cents  worth  out  of  \he  pei^Jioir.  Did  so.  Put  it  on  and  sat 
in  it.  Very  comfortable.  All  hot-baked  night-gowns  open 
in  front  are,  after  bathing.     French  bang  a  complicated  affair. 

Every-  dove  has  a  cote^  and  every  dog  pants.  A  horse,  un- 
like a  man,  is  alw-ays  prepared  to  meet  an  oat 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


PICTURES. 


^><\\\    \j  (a  1 


She  stood  beside  me,  where  the  vines 
Shadowed  a  face  most  wondrous  fair ; 

A  glancing  sunbeam  left  a  ray 
Of  glory  on  her  golden  hair  : 

Her  sweet  brown  eyes  looked  up  to  mine 

With  all  a  child's  simplicity. 
Yet  in  their  depths  I  fain  had  read 

More  than  a  passing  thought  of  rae. 

The  liny  hands  and  soft  white  arms 
Closely  about  my  own  entwine ; 

The  rosy  lips  hold  richer  feast 

Than  amber  clusters  from  the  Wne. 

I  stooped,  and  whispered  soft  and  low. 
So  sacred  seemed  the  words  to  me, 

"Kiss  me."  I  shook  with  sudden  fear. 
And  then  I  waited,  trustfully. 

Quick,  like  the  glow  of  early  mom, 

The  blushes  spread  o'er  cheek  and  brow; 

She  bends  that  fair  and  graceful  head. 
Those  brownest  eyes  are  dewy  now. 

And  then  she  raised  to  mine  the  lips 
That  should  be  mine  forevermore, 

And  all  the  earth  and  air  and  sky 
Were  glorious  as  ne'er  before. 

Through  all  my  life,  in  good  or  ill, 
Till  hushed  in  silence  of  the  grave. 

My  lips  with  glad  delight  will  feel 

That  first  warm  kiss  my  darling  gave. 


Alas  !  how  easily  things  go  \vrong. 
A  sigh  too  much  or  a  kiss  too  long — 
Theie  follows  a  mist,  a  weeping  rain, 
Ajid  life  is  never  the  same  again. 

Alas  !  how  hardly  things  go  right. 
'Tis  sad  to  watch  on  a  summer  night; 
For  the  sigh  will  come  and  the  kiss  will  stay, 
And  the  summer  night  is  a  winters  day. 

MOR.\. 


I  Love  Thee. 


I  love  thee  for  the  soul  that  shines 

Within  tliine  eyes  soft  beaming. 
From  out  whose  depths  the  prisoned  fires 

Of  intellect  are  gleaming. 

I  love  thee  for  the  mind  that  soars 

Beyond  earth's  narrow  keeping. 
That  measures  suns,  and  stars,  and  worlds. 

Through  boundless  Umits  sweeping.  ' 

I  love  thee  for  the  voice,  whose  power 

Can  in  my  heart  awaken 
To  passioned  life  each  slumbering  chord 

That  ruder  tones  have  shaken. 

Thou  ne'er,  perchance,  mayst  feel  the  chain 
With  which  this  love  has  bound  thee. 

Nor  dream  thee  of  the  hand  that  flung 
Its  glittering  links  around  thee. 

And  vainly  mayst  thou  deem  the  task 

Thy  captive  bonds  to  sever — 
Who  madly  dares  to  love  thee  now 

Will  love  thee  on  forever.  Madge  Morris. 


The  poet,  weary  of  his  task  one  night. 

Tore  up  what  he  had  writ  and  cast  aside 
His  pen      Then  bending  in  despair  he  cried: 
'  My  hope  of  fame  is  past — no  more  I  write," 

When  in  a  vision  came  unto  his  sight 
The  jasper  gate,  and  it  was  open  wide; 
And  lo  !  he  heard  the  angel  choir  inside. 

And  spoke  to  hira  a  spirit  fair  and  bright: 
"Oh,  treasure  in  your  heart  of  hearts  the  strain. 
And  when  the  time  is  ripe  sing  it  again 

Unto  the  listening  world,  and  you  thereby 
Will  win  the  poet's  meed — a  laurel  crown, 
A  people's  love,  and  very  great  renown. 

And,  when  you  die,  a  deathless  memory.'' 

Richard  E.  Whiti. 


LITERARY  AMOURS, 


Research  into  the  most  elevated  provinces  of  Uterature,  in- 
spection of  the  lives  and  doings  of  the  most  gifted  (^{littera- 
teurs^ reveal  phases  of  life  and  love  that  would  at  least  show 
that  literary  genius  is  almost  omnipotent  in  conquering  all 
obstacles  to  its  enjoyment.  Men  whose  mental  forces 
have  enabled  them  to  become  eminent  before  the  world. 
whose  knowledge  of  language  and  human  nature  has  enabled 
them  to  employ  the  former  for  the  subjugation  of  the  latter; 
men  whose  subtile  understandings  of  love  and  its  requisites 
have  enabled  them  to  love  and  beloved  with  unreser\'ed  pas- 
sion; men  of  the  greatest  talent,  the  most  graceful  concep- 
tion in  the  field  of  letters,  ha\'e  been  notably  "immoral." 
But  few  exceptions  can  be  made  to  the  general  rule.  During 
the  early  Grecian  epoch  this  was  almost  entirely  so.  The 
poetry  of  passion  ruled  dominant,  chastity  became  a  rarity 
rather  than  otherwise,  and  undoubtedly  the  greatest  days  of 
ancient  Greece  were  an  age  ®f  unrestricted  revelry,  "  wine, 
women,  and  song."  The  same  epoch,  morally,  has  been 
continually  reproduced  e\'en  to  our  own  era.  During  the 
reigns  of  Pope  Leo  X.  and  of  Clement  VII.,  his  successor, 
in  the  sixteenth  century',  there  became  celebrated  as  a  writer, 
in  Italy,  the  home  of  ancient  Latins  and  their  bands  of  gifted 
authors,  Pietro  Aretino.  Himself  the  offspring  of  unhallowed 
passion,  his  habits  were  outrageously  reckless.  Indiscreet, 
extravagant,  he  flagrantly  violated  all  the  moral  laws  of  his 
countrymen.  Popular  indignation  was  excited  against  him, 
he  was  forced  into  temporary  exile,  he  was  disgraced.  Yet 
his  genius  was  such  that  his  cle\'er  writings,  his  witty  sallies, 
his  inimitable  satirical  talent,  forced  admiration  from  men 
and  noblemen,  and  gained  the  easily  conquered  sympathies 
of  their  wives.  Princes  came  to  his  aid,  princesses  sought 
his  embrace.  Ultimately  he  attached  hunself  to  the  family 
of  Giovanni  de  Medici,  and  accompanied  the  master  to  bat- 
tle where  de  Medici  was  killed.  He  then  removed  to  \^enice, 
wrote  continually  and  with  splendid  success,  grew  rich,  made 
love  to  princesses  and  to  servant-girls,  sought  the  hospitali- 
ties of  palaces  and  kitchens  in  turn,  and  tinally  sought  and 
gained  favor  with  Pope  Clement  VII.,  and  received  prom.ise 
of  the  Pope's  sister  as  a  wife.  With  all  his  coarse  nature  his 
talents  paved  his  way  to  ease,  and  fortune,  and  fame.  Even 
Charles  V.  did  him,  or  rather  his  talents,  homage,  and  he 
lived  in  high  glee.  But  his  life  ended  abruptly.  He  so  ap- 
preciated the  comic.il  side  of  his  ill-doing  that,  upon  being 
told  of  some  of  his  mischief-making,  he  cast  himself  into 
chair  that  he  might  laugh  the  more  heartily,  losing  his  bal- 
ance he  capsized  and  fell  upon  his  neck,  breaking  it.  A  fit- 
ting end  for  the  life  he  had  led.  His  is  only  one  example  of 
many  similar  ones  of  his  time.  Voltaire,  too,  possessed  an 
abundant  share  of  amorous  inclinations.  His  life  appears 
as  of  a  continual  commingling  of  wit  and  women — superior 
literary  talent,  and  unsurpassable  aptitude  for  forming  nota- 
ble and  scandalous  amours.  His  wit  enabling  him  to  form 
these  attachments,  they  in  turn  afforded  him  extensive  fields 
for  observation  and  outlets  for  expression.  Ill-featured 
though  he  was,  his  great  genius  ever  made  him  sought  for. 
His  disposition  displayed  itself  early  in  his  life.  While  yet 
a  boy  he  was  always  to  be  found  in  the  society  of  the  fairer 
sex,  as  much  to  their  satisfaction  as  to  his  own.  At  twenty 
he  became  page  to  the  Marquis  de  Chateauneuf  while  in 
Holland.  Then  he  encountered  one  Olympe  Dunsyer,  who 
afterward  wedded  a  German  Baron,  and  a  mutual  sighing 
ensued.  That  she  was  fH-etty  was  sufficient  to  attract  his  at- 
tention. That  his  attention  should  be  offered  was  sufficient 
to  conquer  the  heart  of  Mademciselle  Dunsyer.  Her  mother 
interfered,  however,  and  with  little  ado  their  clandestine 
love-making  received  a  severe  check.  But  she  was  eager, 
and  he  was  persistent,  and  ultimately  the  Marquis  interfered 
and  consigned  the  youthful  Lothario  to  solitary  confinement. 
His  Dulcinea  attempted  to  visit  him  in  male  attire,  but  was 
detected,  and  sent  by  her  mother  to  Amsterdam.  Mesdames 
de  Rupelonde  du  Chatelet,  Adrienne  Lecouvreur,  the  ac- 
tress, and  many  of  the  Parisian  beauties,  succumbed  to  his 
pleadings.  The  first  he  treated  very  shabbily,  being  more 
pleased  to  see  her  evidences  of  devotion  than  to  accept 
freely  of  them;  the  second  he  adhered  to  notoriously;  the 
actress  was  "diamond  cut  diamond"  with  him.  He  loved 
many  women;  she  favored  many  men.  But  he  was  gener- 
ous in  his  exactions  from  her,  and  seldom  took  exception  to 
her  amours.  He  created  famous  characters,  and  she  per- 
sonated them.  He  lavished  attentions  upon  her,  and  she 
reciprocated.  She  died  in  his  arms,  expressing  her  admira- 
tion for  Marshal  de  Saxe.  What  a  queer  sensation  the 
words  must  have  proven  for  Voltaire  !  She  was  denied  con- 
secration from  the  church.  He  became  violently  incensed 
in  consequence,  and  immediately  wrote  a  venomous,  satirical 
denunciation  of  the  church  and  churchmen,  succeeding  in 
provoking  such  public  indignation  that  safety  compelled  him 
to  seek  retirement  from  the  city.  One  woman,  however,  re- 
fused to  submit  to  his  caresses.  She  was  the  wife  of  Mar- 
shal de  Villars — beautiful,  fascinating.  But  Voltaire,  with 
all  his  influences,  could  not  conquer  her.  She  was  a  thor- 
ough coquette,  and  fully  understood  and  appreciated  the 
value  of  being  sought  for  without  succumbing.  If  modern 
women  could  be  made  to  understand  this,  many  of  them 
would  be  much  more  valued — and  valuable.  She  alone  ap- 
pears to  have  withstood  the  attractions  of  the  great,  the  gift- 
ed, the  sensually  passionate  Vohaire.  In  England,  too,  dur- 
ing the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  genius  and  amativeness,  even 
unto  profligacy,  were  consorts.  George  Peele,  Robert  Greene, 
Marlowe,  Essex,  Shakspeare,  all  the  great  intellects  of  the 
day,  were  submerged  beneath  social  sensations,  improprie- 
ties, scandals.  Peele,  Greene,  and  Marlowe  had  natural 
genius  as  distinctly  great  as  that  of  Shakspeare.  Yet  their 
erotic  excesses,  their  willful  waste  of  their  powers,  prevented 
them  from  rising  to  lasting  fame.  Much  of  Shakspeare's 
greatest  work  was  built  upon  the  foundations  furnished  by 
them.  Their  gracefulness  was  lost  sight  of  beneath  their 
wild  dissipations.  They  died  comparatively  young — Mar- 
lowe low  in  the  thirties,  having  been  stabbed  during  one  of 
his  many  quarrels.  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  ruin  was  due  in  a 
great  measure  to  his  rivalry  with  Essex  for  the  love  of  Eliza- 
beth— a  love  scare  worth  seeking,  as  his  mournful  end  at- 
tested. Even  Shakspeare,  who  loved  to  discourse  of  the 
beauties  of  virtue  and  the  virtuous,  who  denounced  corrup- 
tion and  corruptors  with  all  his  great  mind  and  understand- 
ing of  what  was  right  and  wrong,  he,  too,  was  wofully  lax  in 
matters  of  the  heart.     He  knew  his  power,  and  exerted  it 


freely,  even  if  not  for  good.  True,  he  married  a  farmer's 
daughter,  because  he  loved  her.  He  instilled  into  her  the 
necessity  of  being  true  to  him,  and  straightway  went  and 
sinned  himself  He  disregarded  his  marital  obligations,  and 
poorly  exemplified  the  value  of  what  he  would  teach.  But 
rivaling,  in  point  of  popularity  even  Shakspeare  was  Sir 
Philip  Sidney.  So  great  a  favorite  was  he,  that  when  he 
died,  in  15S7,  at  the  age  of  thirty-one,  "it  was  accounted  a 
sin  for  any  gentleman  of  quality,  for  many  months  after,  to 
appear  at  court  or  city  in  any  light  or  gaudy  apparel." 
("  Life  and  Death  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  1650.")  Popular 
and  loved  by  all,  because  of  his  cultivated  talents,  his  gen- 
erosity, his  noble  station,  and  noble  characteristics;  all  these 
things  greatly  aided  his  conquests  of  feminine  hearts,  and  at 
the  same  time  his  good  traits  of  character  kept  him  in  com- 
paratively respectable  restraint — that  is,  so  far  as  concerned 
fleshly  follies.  His  amours  were  numerous,  notable,  yet 
withal  free  from  severe  reproach.  His  genius  m.ade  him  ad- 
mired; it  made  him  enjoy  admiration.  Elizabeth  doted  on 
him,  called  him  "  My  Philip,"  granted  him  many  favors,  and 
sought  his  pleasure.  For  this  she  receives  the  imputation 
that  it  w^as  more  desire  to  spite  the  bearish  husband  of  her 
sister  Mary,  than  because  of  any  great  recognition  of  his 
good  qualities.  Certainly  it  was  not  because  of  any  sym- 
metry of  features  belonging  to  him,  because  he  was  ex- 
tremely plain  ;  ugly  in  fact,  were  not  his  manners  so  chival- 
rous, his  powers  of  pleasing  so  many  and  so  great.  His 
greatest  disappointment  in  love  was  his  bereavement  of  Lady 
Rich.  They  were  betrothed,  but  disagreements  arose  be- 
tween them;  they  separated,  and  she  married  another.  Aft- 
erward he  grew  more  careless,  sought  female  society,  was 
cordially  received,  even  invited;  made  love  freely,  gained 
fame,  and  died  young.  He  was  not  impeccable,  but  was  as 
near  to  being  so  as  w-ere  most  of  his  illustrious  predecessors 
or  contemporaries — and  if  the  truth  were  known,  probably 
as  much  so  as  his  modern  successors.  Arrogant,  savage  in 
his  insolence,  a  disgrace  to  the  world,  and  to  literature  in 
particular,  was  Dean  Swift.  As  literary  works,  his  writings 
would  in  this  decade  be  deemed  unfit  for  publication. 
They  have  their  piquant  expressions,  they  employ  novel 
nrethods  of  capturing  interest,  but  as  literary  productions 
they  are  coarse,  sensual,  disgusting.  American  opinion  would 
crush  such  a  man  into  oblivion  nowadays.  With  all  the 
liberality  of  modern  American  ideas  of- propriety,  with  all 
the  loose  morals  of  this  fast  age,  our  weakness  of  flesh,  like- 
wise of  mind,  Mr.  Jonathan  Swift  would  meet  with  a  warm, 
a  fiery  reception  if  he  were  to  now  attempt  to  display  his 
vulgarity,  either  in  letters  or  by  wild  profligacy.  How  he 
could  have  met  with  such  w'idespread  success  in  feminine 
conquest  surpasses  imagination.  His  proposals  to  Jane  War- 
ing, whom  he  asked  to  w'ed  him,  but  by  whom  he  was  at 
first  refused,  afterward  accepted,  caused  her  to  scorn  him 
the  second  time.  His  brutal  treatment  of  both  Esther  John- 
son and  Miss  Van  Homrigh,  for  whom  every  spark  of  pity 
is  aroused  when  their  wrongs  are  recited,  would  indicate  the 
man  unworthy  of  being  acknowledged  as  human.  Yet  he 
pursued  his  reckless  course  of  sensuality  ;  dictated  alike  to 
women  of  high  and  low  degree,  and  finally  died  as. he  de- 
served— insane.  His  insolence  to  the  Duchess  of  Shrews- 
bury is  an  example  of  his  every  day  doings.  She  took  hi.n 
to  task  for  neglecting  to  dine  with  her.  Witness  the  assur- 
ance of  his  reply  :  "It  was  too  much  for  her  to  expect  of 
him  under  the  circumstances  ;  she  must  make  more  ad- 
vances ;  he  looked  for  advances  from  ladies,  especially  duch- 
esses." A  titled  "  lady "  might  tolerate  him  ;  a  woman 
never  would.  Crazed  with  egotism,  he  wrote  to  the  Duchess 
of  Queensbury  :  "  I  am  glad  you  know  your  duty ;  it  has 
been  an  established  and  known  rule  for  more  than  twenty 
years  in  England,  that  the  first  advances  have  been  contin- 
ually made  me  by  all  ladies  who  aspire  to  my  acquaintance. 
And  the  greater  their  qaality,  the  greater  their  advances." 
And  this  from  such  a  man  as  he  was  !  In  the  foregoing  has 
been  presented  a  few  varied  instances  of  the  attractions,  the 
power  of  literary  genius  above  all  the  dictates  of  reason  and 
right,  and  even  common  decency.  And  it  shows,  too,  the 
temptations  with  which  all  great  men,  literary  or  otherwise, 
are  sure  to  be  beset.  Some  men  and  women  are  so  unscrupu- 
lous they  sin  from  wantonness  ;  some  are  so  lacking  in  moral 
force  of  character  they  yield  to  temptation,  sin  and  pray 
almost  in  the  same  breath,  and  find  complete  justification 
because  the  temptation  was  so  great;  others  yield  reluctantly 
virtue  after  virtue  in  the  vain  hope  of  acquiring  a  treasure, 
and,  finding  their  visions  dispelled,  their  gem  another's  dross, 
their  idols  valueless,  themselves  burdened  with  the  debt  of 
sin,  pine  away  in  misery.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  however, 
that  literary  ardor  will  be  checked,  nor  woman's  love  for  ge- 
nius be  dispelled,  because  of  these  things.  Men  will  continue 
to  do  as  Byron  did  when  he  married  -Miss  Millbank  to  get 
money  with  which  to  pay  his  debts  ;  Miss  Millbanks  will  be 
found  who  will  willingly  sacrifice  themselves  on  the  shrine 
of  genius  ;  and  they  will  find,  as  these  two  worthies  did,  that 
they  have  made  a  mutual  mistake.  Great  men  may  marry  a 
farm-girl  as  did  Bums,  the  daughter  of  a  country  squire  as 
did  Milton,  a  widow  with  two  children  as  did  Washington, 
or  a  "grass-widow"  as  did  Andrew  Jackson  ;  they  may  wed 
their  nurses  as  did  John  Howard  the  philanthropist,  or  they 
may  emulate  the  example  of  Peter  the  Great,  of  Russia,  and 
take  to  wife  a  peasant  girl  ;  they  may  marry  their  cousins, 
aunts,  sisters-in-law,  as  many  men  do  nowada}S — they  may 
do  one  or  all  of  these  things  if  they  will  and  can,  and  they 
may  be  happy  if  they  know  how  to  be  ;  but  if  they  take  good 
advice  they  will  let  matrimony  alone.  Whistlecraft. 
San  Francisco,  July,  I S78. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  July  14,  1878. 


Consomme  a  la  Eonnc  Femme,  ^ 

Cantaleup. 

Fried  Mountain  Trout. 

Pigeon  Pie. 

Spinach.     Egg  Plant. 

Roast  Lamb,  Mint  Sauce,  Potatoes  baited  with  Lamb. 

Okra  S.ilad,  French  Dressing. 

.Apricot  Tarts. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Peaches,  I-'igs,  Cherries,  Apricots.  Pears,  Grapes. 

and  Plums. 

To  Make  Consomme  a  la  Bon.ne  Femme. — Prepare  one  quart  of  ccnsomme, 

keep  boiling  on  the  back  of  the  range ;  cut  some  small  slices  of  brown  bread 

(French  brown  bread)  longer  than  wide,  without  removing  the  crust ;  arrange 

seven  or  eight  in  the  form  of  a  crown  in  each  soup  plate,  butter  '       -'•-  th':  plates 

m  the  centre  of  each  crown,  break  a  fresh-laid  ejg  in  th,j  h    '  \  ;-?-■;  n 

with  salt  and  pepper,  wet  the  bottom  of  the  plates  with  .;  ; 

put  them  in  a  moderate  oven  to  lightly  poach  the  egg: :  1.  -• 

wet  the  slices  of  bread  with  the  consomme,  and  serve 
garnish  the  consomme  with  finely  shredded  vegetable., 
receipt  from  2  French  paper. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


VAGRANT  VERSES, 


I.— Nocturne. 
A  single  golden  star 

When  the  silence  of  nighl  is  deep: 
A  single  light  in  the  window 

When  the  house  is  quiet  with  sleep. 

And  a  shadow  behind  the  light. 
And  a  heaven  beyond  the  blue. 

And  once  in  a  while  in  one's  life 
A  thought  of  .1  kiss  from  you  ! 


II.— Iq  the  House  of  Rimmoa. 
The  S\Tian  came  to  the  Prophet 

And  said  :  "When  I  bow  the  knee 
Bclore  the  altar  of  Rininion 

Impute  it  not  unto  me. 
Because  the  King  leans  on  me 

The  weight  of  his  roj-ally." 

Love — lost  love,  the  style  of  the  world  is- 

Whenevcr  I  bend  the  knee 
(The  monarch.  Chance,  leaning  on  me). 

Impute  it  not  unto  me; 
'ITiough  I  bow  in  an  alien  temple 

My  heart  is  ever  with  thee. 


III.— Triomphe. 
No  power  can  unspeak  uitcretl  words,  or  call 

Kisses  once  kissed  to  a  repentant  mouth; 
And  I  rejoice  in  knowing  this,  for  all 

Winter  of  parting,  anger's  summer  drouth 

Can  not  take  back  that  spirit  of  the  South — 
Passion  and  fragrance  of  your  kiss  to  me: 

'Hie  fire-light  wavering  in  its  dreams  uncouth, 
You  sitting  with  your  head  against  my  knee;" 

Tlie  pale  snow  driving  'gainst  the  wintry  pane, 

Your  lips  that  kissed,  and  clung,  and  kissed  again. 
Immortal  kisses,  blent  of  fire  and  dew; 

And  you  said  thoughtful:  "  In  the  night  and  rain, 
WhcTL-to'  I  bend  my  wings,  so  kind  and  true 
And  faithful  friend!  sliall  not  find  as  yovi." 


IV.-In  the  Parlor. 
BetwL-cn  the  dusk  and  the  daylight. 

When  the  shadows  longest  grow, 
ITiere  comes  a  silence  on  all  things — 

Tis  the  hour  when  one  speaks  low. 

We  sit  in  the  parlor  together, 

And  heavnly  on  the  air 
Floats  the  faint,  familiar  fragrance 

Of  the  heliotrope  in  your  hair. 

And  in  the  kindly  twilight 
I  see  your  dark  eyes  shine ; 

I  fe»:l  the  touch  of  your  garments. 
Of  your  soft  white  hand  in  mine. 

And  one  might  see  in  the  parlor. 
When  the  day  is  almost  done. 

On  the  wall,  two  tremulous  shadows 
Of  faces  melt  into  one. 


The  Scbool-GtrL 


Come,  tired  eyes !  upturn  your  tcndt-r  light. 

And  let  us'  read  in  depths  of  changing  blue. 

The  winged  thoughts  that  waver  through  and  through. 
Those  mj-stic  mirrors,  if  I  read  aright. 
Reflect  no  lessons  such  as  books  recite. 

But  cAtch  the  subtler  secrets  that  imbue 

Thv  woman's  heart  —making  both  false  and  true 
In  one  deft-wo%en  tapestry  unite. 
In  what  old  picture  would'st  thou  fittest  stand? 

Haply  as  sweet  Virginia — when  through  ways 
Of  crowd  and  jostle  oft  I  see  thee  come — 
Virginia,  with  her  tablets  in  her  hand. 

Ere  Appius  blights  her  with  his  ruffian  gazs. 
Tripping  across  the  forum  of  Old  Rome. 


A  Japanese  Venus. 


As  we  were  about  to  leave,  a  lady  of  elegant  attire  and  at- 
tended by  a  female  ser\-ant  bearing  her  toilet  apparatus,  and 
another  with  other  luxrics  of  the  bath,  entered.  We  thought 
the  license  of  a  stranger  in  foreign  parts  would  warrant  us  in 
loitering  a  trifle  in  order  to  gratify  a  little  curiosity.  Our  new 
arrival,  after  giving  some  directions,  with  the  assistance  of 
her  maid,  began  to  arrange  herself  for  the  bath.  There  are 
many  points  of  radical  difference  between  the  human  genders 
— psychologically,  mentally,  morally,  and  physically,  and  all 
in  favor  of  the  gentle  sex.  And  so  in  their  general  habits. 
A  masculine  disrobing  for  the  bath  flings  his  clothes  in  all 
directions  and  bounces  into  the  water  with  an  impetuosity 
and  \nolence  an>'thing  but  graceful.  Our  Lady  Godiva,  for 
such  we  will  call  her  for  short,  with  the  help  of  her  maid 
neatly  folded  and  laid  away  on  a  cloth  in  a  clean  plage  each 
article  of  apparel  as  it  was  removed.  First  the  silken  robe, 
then  the  flowing  gown-like  robe  of  purple,  then  the  nether 
garments  of  white,  until  we  reached  nature's  own.  It  is  said 
fiiat  astronomers  frequently  level  their  telescopes  at  one  star 
in  order  to  see  another;  we  leveled  our  sight  apparently  at  a 
pretty  little  creature  in  the  bath,  but  by  an  obliquity  of  vis- 
ion took  in  the  other  scene  unobser\-ed.  As  gently  as  a 
zephyr  playing  upon  the  foliage  of  tKe  trees  she  stepped 
along  toward  the  water.  Her  beautifully  rounded  form  and 
poetr)"  of  motion  would  have  been  worthy  of  the  sculptor's 
chisel.  A  beautifully  rounded  ankle  and  a  pretty  foot 
vaguely  visible  beneath  the  laminated  folds  of  a  dozen  skirts 
would  set  a  whole  community  agog-  at  home,  whilst  a  whole 
form  nude  as  nature  and  more  beautiful  than  an  angel  would 
not  so  much  as  attract  a  passing  glance  in  Japan. 


EDITORIAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


George  T.  Bromley  writes  us  a  postal  card  from  Santa 
Barbara  and  asks  us  "  If  we  have  ever  been  there?"  and 
sa>-s  he  will  not  dilate  upon  its  many  attractions  if  we  ever 
have.  We  have  been  there,  and  so  Mr.  Bromley  need  not. 
dilate.  He  also  infonns  us  that  he  has  just  succeeded  to  the 
management  of  the  "Arlington  Hotel,"  that  it  is  a  "  splen- 
did" hotel — "perfect,"  "delightfiiV  and  asks  us  to  come 
and  "bask  In  the  sunshine,''  "bathe  on  the  beach,"  and 
"  revel  "  in  the  luxuries  of  a  tropical  home.  Xow  if  Bromley 
cai\  arra-.^e  a  "  pass  "  for  us  on  the  steamer  we  will  proceed 
--  Santa  Barbara,  and  at  once  enter  upon  our 

\%,  bathing,  and  reveling,  and  if  the  "  Arling- 
-u  it  as  long  as  we  can  then  the  "  Arlington "'  is 
^-^i  Buancial  basis,  and  Bromley  will  eWdence  the 
'5zin\rs  how  to  keep  it 


Trout  Fishing  on  the  Cloud  River. 


In  Camp  on  Cloud  River,  July  4,  1S78. 
Grand  primal  forests  !  Giant  pines  !  Mount  Shasta, 
14,441  fset  in  height,  snow-clad  and  gorgeous  in  his  monarch 
robes  of  forest  trees,  with  crown  of  glorious  sunlight  and 
storm-clouds  !  From  his  base  and  from  out  the  secret  cav- 
erns in  his  rock-ribbed  volcanic  sides  there  bursts  an  hun- 
dred streams,  which,  gathering  together,  fonn  the  Sacramen- 
to. The  Pitt  is  a  magnificent  stream,  and  the  Cloud  is  a 
river  of  picturesque  beauty.  It  runs  through  a  great  canon 
of  wooded  sides,  grand  old  trees,  rapid  like  a  mountain  tor- 
rent, as  broad  as  Montgomei-)-  Street,  its  waters  pure  and 
cold  as  melting  snow,  softened  here  and  therewith  a  glimpse 
of  sunlight  as  it  goes  dancing  along  over  its  rocky  bed,  form- 
ing here  and  there  occasional  side  eddies,  deep  pools  in 
which  the  salmon  and  the  speckled  beauties  hide  and  sport 
themselves.  We  are  having  a  glorious  time.  One  week  in 
camp  at  the  Cloud  is  worth  a  whole  cycle  in  a  Frencli  cafe. 
We  envy  no  one  of  our  wealthy  loungers  on  the  Boule\'ard 
Poissonier,  as  they  listlessly  wander,  in  kid  gloves  and  tight 
boots,  looking  through  passages  and  down  crowded  streets, 
listening  to  the  roar  of  the  busy  thoroughfare.  We  view  the 
cloud-clad  majesty  of  Shasta,  catch  sight  of  the  leaping  wa- 
ters as  they  reflect  through  dim  aisles  of  pine  the  sunlight 
on  their  foaming  wave-lops.  We  listen  to  the  melody  of  the 
winds  playing  through  the  trees,  each  leafy  limb  a  harp- 
string  tuned  by  the  Master's  hand.  We  sleep  beneath  the 
stars.  It  is  the  dreamless  sleep  of  honest  toil.  We  dine 
and  drink,  revel  in  the  rude  cooking  of  the  camp,  the  staple 
of  which  is  venison,  trout,  and  appetite;  we  drink  the  pure 
cold  waters  of  the  stream,  and  the  only  water  I  ever  tasted 
which  one  drinks  for  the  love  of  the  water.  One  sips  it  as 
he  would  a  cordial,  tastes  it  as  he  would  sample  a  rare  wine, 
drinks  it  by  the  goblet,  as  he  would  champagne,  to  allay  his 
thirst,  gulps  it  down  as  the  farm  laborer  would  in  the  blazing 
harvest  field,  souses  himself  in  it  head  and  ears,  as  does  the 
horse  sweating  and  panting  frorn  a  hot  and  dusty  drive. 
Talking  of  waters,  why  could  not  some  of  these  upper 
streams  of  the  Sacramento  be  taken  out,  and  by  ditch  and 
redwood  flume  be  carried  down  to  the  valleys  and  utilized 
for  city  and  farm  consumption  ?  A  ditch  demands  only 
labor;  lumber  is  plentiful.  Any  man  of  sense  can  engineer 
water  down  hill.  The  moment  a  municipal  government  like 
San  Francisco  begins  to  discuss  a  water  problem,  everybody 
in  its  counsel  loses  his  head,  talks  as  familiarly  of  millions 
as  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy  dogs,  a  commission  to  ex- 
amine, engineers  of  national  reputation  to  be  employed, 
great  reservoirs  of  solid  masonn.-  to  be  planned,  iron  pipes 
to  be  contracted  for,  ever)-thing  upon  a  scale  of  extravagance, 
and  everybody  in  it  to  steal  a  fortune.  A  ditch  and  wooden 
flume,  substantially  built,  would  carrj'  the  waters  of  the  Sierra 
to  San  Francisco  with  little  repairs  for  a  hundred  years. 
Our  party  is  a  merr>'  one.  Originally  thirteen,  we  styled 
ourselves  "The  Apostles" — B.  B.  Redding  the  master.  An 
accession  of  one  or  two  additional  persons  has  relieved  us 
from  the  apprehension  of  the  ill-luck  that  attends  the  num- 
ber that  feasted  at  the  last  supper  of  the  betrayed  Essenian. 
Our  party  is  highly  respectable — not  a  member  of  Con- 
gress nor  politician  in  the  crowd.  Only  one  lawyer,  one 
preacher,  and,  thank  God,  only  one  editor  of  a  daily  news- 
paper; all  the  rest  are  above  suspicion.  Hence,  we  confer 
upon  the  party  the  immortality  of  print  by  giving  the  names 
as  follows:  B.  B.  Redding,  Fish  Commissioner  of  Cali- 
fornia; James  McClatchy,  of  the  Sacramento  Bee;  James 
Carolan,  Albert  Gallatin,  D.  W.  Earl ;  Sisson,  of  the  firm 
of  Sisson  &  Wallace;  E.  M.  Arthur,  W.  W.  Crane,  Prof 
Wilkinson,  Rev.  F.  D.  Shearer,  F.  Dewing,  Jos.  D.  Redding, 
Frank  Carolan,  and  O.  S.  McClatchy.  We  left  San  Fran- 
cisco Saturday  morning.  Ferryj  steamer,  and  steam-car  via 
Sacramento,  Marysville,  Chico,  Red  Bluff,  and  Redding  ; 
fare  $13.  From  Redding  to  Sisson's,  in  Shasta  County,  by 
the  Oregon  stage  line,  the  distance  is  seventy-two  miles — 
fare,  %\\  50 — a  fine  mountain  drive  through  groves  of  pine 
and  oak  ;  o\'er  hills  and  valleys,  across  beautiful  rivers  (the 
Pitt  half  a  dozen  times);  by  bridge  and  ferr>^  across  the 
Sacramento  ;  over  rivulets  and  nameless  streams  ;  across 
Salt,  Dog,  Shovel,  Shotgun,  Musquito,  Bowlder,  Flume, 
Slate,  Blue  Rock,  and  Castle  creeks,  each  a  beautiful,  dash- 
ing river  on  its  impulsive,  heedless,  reckless  way  down  to  the 
muddy  Sacramento,  through  to  the  tule  marshes,  through 
the  shallow  bays  to  the  infinite  depths  of  the  ocean.  There 
is  a  simile  here,  I  leave  it  for  the  reader,  old  and  care- 
worn, grizzled  with  age  and  care,  immersed  in  business,  and 
pursuing  the  phantoms  of  wealth  and  ambition,  to  remember 
his  youth  and  draw  the  moral  before  he  plunges  into  the 
ocean  of  eternity.  The  moral,  as  I  draw  it,  is  to  go  fishing. 
Go  out  amid  Gods  primal  forests,  breathe  his  pure,  pine- 
strained  mountain  air,  catch  his  fish,  roam  over  the  hills  for 
his  antlered  herds,  live  on  plain  food,  take  exercise,  leave 
care,  and  forget  business  ;  leave  politics,  and  money,  and 
newspapers,  and  churches,  and  operas,  and  stocks,  and 
sweat  all  the  hypocrisy,  formality,  cant,  and  sham  piety  out 
of  you  ;  for  it  is  an  Arab  proverb,  that  the  days  spent  in  fish- 
ing and  in  the  chase  are  not  recorded  in  the  angel's  book 
where  he  marks  the  passing  three  score  and  ten,  beyond 
which  all  are  treading  on  uncertain  margins.  Our  camp  is 
twenty-two  miles  from  Sisson's,  in  a  charming  bend  of  the 
river,  on  a  peninsula,  covered  with  great  spruce  and  pine 
forests,  the  trees  fringing  the  stream  ;  one  of  the  few  places 
where  close  embracing  mountains  give  way,  and  form  an 
amphitheatre,  leaWng  a  level  piece  of  land  formed  by  Nature 
for  a  camping  spot — a  gilt-edged  invitation  in  God's  own 
autograph  to  all  intelligent  denizens  of  the  murky,  pent-up 
town  to  come  out  from  among  their  wine-laden  side-'boards, 
their  mahogany  dining  tables,  their'hair  mattresses,  and  Ax- 
minster  carpets,  to  drink  water,  live  on  game,  sleep  on  pine 
boughs,  and  promenade  in  a  flannel  shirt  under  the  shadow 
of  over-arching  pines  and  beside  the  murmuring  waters  of 
one  of  his  most  beautiful  rivers.  But  we  came  to  fish  and 
not  to  moralize.  Arrived  in  camp  at  2  o'clock  on  Monday  ; 
spent  an  hour  in  untangling,  assorting,  and  arranging  the 
useless  lines,  hooks,  flies,  bobs,  sinkers,  leaders,  reels,  bas- 
kets, landing-nets,  etc,  that  the  commercial  enthusiasm  of 
our  San  Francisco  sporting  merchants  impose  upon  the  green- 
horn who  for  the  first  time  goes  fishing  to  new  streams  and 
hunting  grounds.     The  first  grand  conception  of  the  Cloud 


fisherman  is  to  take  a  salmon  on  the  hook.  Of  course  he 
fishes  for  brook  trout,  but  he  has  the  lurking  ambition  that 
he  will  land  a  salmon.  He  charts  out  in  his  own  mind,  as 
he  sits  upon  the  bank  with  the  toes  of  his  French  hunting 
shoes  dipping  in  the  stream,  how  adroitly  he  will  manage 
him,  how  deftly  he  will  give  him  line,  how  patiently  he  will 
play  him — when,  whiz  goes  the  reel,  up  flies  the  rod,  the  line 
goes  burning  through  his  fingers  ;  the  sensation  through  line 
and  rod  and  backbone  goes  down  to  the  toe-tips  of  his  French 
hunting  shoes,  and  Mr.  Salmon,  with  a  flap  and  a  dash  in 
the  water,  shows  his  brown  back,  surges  away  with  hook, 
leader,  line,  and  sinker,  and  the  greenhorn  of  a  city  fisher- 
man from  San  Francisco  sits  dangling  his  French  shoes  in 
the  water  of  the  stream,  and  moralizes  how  unsatisfactory  is 
all  book  learning  of  line  and  rod  as  compared  with  the  expe- 
rience that  teaches  how  easy  a  thing  it  is  to  land  a  salmon. 
We  li\e  and  learn,  and  on  Monday  evening  we  strut  proudly 
to  camp  with  a  twelve-pounder  in  our  net.  The  next  day  we 
take  in  five— a  back  load.  The  next  day  we  tramp  five  miles 
down  the  stream  and  '*dam"  the  infernal  greedy  salmon. 
We  can't  keep  them  ofi"  the  line.  We  are  tired  of  salmon  ; 
they  are  tedious  to  get  to  shore,  they  break  lines,  they  are 
too  heavy  to  carry  to  camp,  they  are  useless,  and  we  are  fish- 
ing for  brook  trout  and  Dolly  Vardens.  As  a  sample  of  the 
splendid  fishing  of  this  splendid  stream,  I  was  yesterday  one 
of  three  to  bring  in  ninety-five  finny  beauties,  averaging  a 
pound  in  weight.  My  share  was  twenty-one,  Mr.  B.  B.  Red- 
ding double- distanced  me  by  catching  forty-two,  and  the 
guide,  Mr.  Fay,  made  up  the  balance — though  spending  a 
large  part  of  his  time  in  placing  us  at  favorite  pools,  and  in 
helping  get  our  useless  salmon  on  the  bank.  The  salmon 
are  not  useless,  as  we  use  the  females'  roe  for  bait ;  but  it 
seems  almost  wicked  to  cut  open  the  salmon,  take  her  golden 
spoil,  and  fling  her  lifeless  into  the  stream  as  food  for  other 
fishes  ;  but  it  is  the  rule  of  the  stock  exchange  ;  they  do  it 
on  California  Street.  Business  is  business  ;  fishing  is  fishing. 
The  game  fish,  and  the  rarest  one  to  catch,  is  the  Dolly  Var- 
den.  Mr.  E.  M.  Arthur  was  the  first,  and  Mr.  W.  W.  Crane 
the  second,  in  this  line  of  distinction.  They  are  larger,  more 
gamey,  have  salmon-colored  spots,  but  are  by  no  means  so 
handsome  or  such  good  eating  as  the  brook  trout,  with  his 
gleaming  spots  and  iridescent  lines.  Messrs.  Sisson  and 
Gallatin  are  the  Nimrods  of  our  party.  Some  three  miles 
from  camp  is  a  deer-lick,  where  these  gentlemen  camped  a 
night  in  ambush  for  the  early  deer.  Their  labors  were  re- 
warded with  two  splendid  bucks.  I  wish  I  could  convey  to 
the  readers  of  the  Argonaut  the  graceful  motions  of  these 
antlered  dandies  of  the  forest  ;  howgracefully  they  poise  the 
uplifted  leg,  as  they  come  down  the  mountain ;  how  like  a  lady 
in  the  stately  minuet  they  put  it  down  ;  how  grandly  they  fling 
back  their  antlers  and  snuff  the  air  for  lurking  dangers,  and 
all  the  while  their  bright  eyes  are  keenly  searching  for  the 
hidden  foe.  So  elegant,  so  graceful,  and  so  proud;  so  inno- 
cent, so  beautiful,  and  so  timid,  and  yonder,  just  across  the 
stream,  lurking  in  ambush,  with  implements  of  death  upon 
which  human  ingenuity  has  exhausted  itself  to  kill  each  other, 
a  Winchester  and  a  Henry  send  forth  their  deadly  shot,  Gal- 
latin plows  his  death  volley  through  the  larger  buck,  and 
Sisson  sends  his  shot  crashing  through  the  brain  of  the  other. 
It  seems  cruel,  but  we  have  them  for  breakfast,  and  they  all 
do  it  in  California  Street;  it  is  the  mercy  of  the  stock  ex- 
change. We  have  our  sensations,  too,  as  well  as  you  of  the 
turbulent  town.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Finn  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A. 
P.  Williams  drove  into  camp,  with  servant,  two  horses,  and 
covered  vehicle — ladies  in  appropriate  camping  costume. 
Mr,  A,  P.  Williams  was  the  initial  candidate  for  the  conven- 
tion upon  the  Non-partisan  ticket,  and  beaten  by  the  French 
hair-frizzer,  whom  the  enthusiasm  of  the  German  and  Irish 
mob  has  delegated  to  form  the  organic  law  for  our  State. 
Tuesday  night  a  genial  rain.  Yesterday  a  thunder  storm. 
To-day  an  unexpected  keg  of  lager  from  Yreka.  The  elder 
McClatchy  falls  into  the  stream.  We  celebrate  the  nation's 
birthday  by  nailing  the  banner  of  the  stars  to  the  top  of  a 
lofty  pine;  we  salute  with  a  volley  the  rising  sun.  Young 
McClatchy  and  Redding  have  their  cornets  and  play  the  na- 
tional anthems,  sending  the  swelling*  notes  of  our  patriotic 
airs  echoing  through  the  hills  and  the  cloistered  river  aisles. 
Thursday  evening,  our  party  returning  are  heard  shouting 
and  hooting  over  the  hills  just  as  the  sun  is  declining.  Boys 
let  loose  from  school  are  not  more  hilarious  than  these  staid 
men  of  business  turned  loose  among  the  hills.  Mr.  Carolan 
is  the  hero  of  the  biggest  bag — twenty-five  splendid  fish,  with 
three  Dolly  Vardens.  Mr.  Earl  carried  off  the  second  honors. 
Professor  Wilkinson  brought  in  two  Dolly  Vardens  and  a  nice 
bag  of  brook  trout.  One  of  the  sports  is  to  bet  on  time  in 
catching  salmon.  Messrs.  Sisson  and  Earl  gambled  to-day 
for  coin  that  Earl  could  not  land  a  salmon  in  thirty  minutes. 
Money  up.  In  two  minutes  a  ten-pounder  was  hooked,  in 
two  minutes  more  he  was  off  with  the  hook  in  his  gills.  In 
ten  minutes  more  another  was  hooked  and  lost.  The  game 
becovnes  exciting.  Only  eight  minutes  left.  Another  bite, 
and  a  tweK'e-pounder  took  the  bait.  All  the  party  had 
gathered  around  the  pool  watching  the  contest-  It  was  a 
pretty  fight.  The  monster  was  brought  to  bank  two  minutes 
short  of  time,  and  Mr.  Earl  was  the  happy  winner.  Talk  of 
our  excitement  in  the  gold  room  and  stock  exchange.  They 
all  do  it.  Messrs,  Arthur  and  Shearer  came  in  later  with 
seventy-eight  trout — the  best  bag  of  the  campaign  — the 
preacher  carrj-ing  off  the  honors  with  a  catch  of  forty  trout, 
so  far  the  best  luck  of  the  season.  To-morrow  we  move 
camp  to  Castle  Lake,  thirty-two  miles  away,  for  fly  fishing. 


"David  Bush,  plumber  and  sanitary  engineer."  We  have 
kept  house  for  twenty  years,  and  never  fully  understood  the 
meaning  of  the  word  "sanitary',"  as  connected  with  the 
management  of  drains  and  sewers,  till  v.e  had  our  work  done 
by  David  Bush,  Our  drains  have  smelled  bad,  our  closets 
have  leaked,  our  sewers  have  fouled,  our  stationary  wash- 
stands  have  emitted  malarious  vapors;  we  have  sworn  at  our 
bills,  been  worried  by  our  wife,  been  swindled  by  patent 
traps,  and  quarreled  over  plumbing  bills,  till  house-keeping 
became  a  vexation.  David  Bush,  sanitary  plumber,  came 
and  saw,  and  conquered.  He  put  in  air-pipes,  he  gave 
ventilation,  he  fixed  traps  on  a  common-sense  principle,  and 
the  result  is  a  sweet-smelling  house,  and  we  are  restored  to 
our  wonted  amiability  of  temper,  and  hope  to  escape  typhoid 
fever  for  a  long  time  to  come.  Moral — Better  spend  ten 
dollars  for  the  advice  of  an  intelligent  plumber  than  a  hun- 
dred for  doctors  and  medicine. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


8 


LES  FEMMES  A  L'EXPOSITION.-PAR  MARS.      FROM  THE  '^  JOURNAL  AMUSANT.' 


CARTE  D'EXPOSANTE 

estampilMe 
section  des  lizards  et  des  arts  plastiques. 


-  Je  t'assure  qu'il  a  trfes-bonne  mine  :    il  habite  la  Californie. 

-  Une  mine  d'or.  alors  ? 


Young  lady,  in  a  railway  car,  excitedly  :  "  Conductor,  this 
young  man  you  put  in  this  seat  with  me  has  insulted  me  !" 
Conductor,  grandly  :  "  Scoundrel ;  what  has  he  done,  miss  ?" 
Young  lady,  indignantly  :  *'  He  went  to  sleep."  Howls  of 
derision  and  wrath  from  the  passengers.  The  scoundrel  is 
put  off. 

A  young  lady  of  the  age  of  seven,  who  is  deservedly  a  pet 
of  her  household,  but  is  a  little  exacting,  and  given  to  be- 
mean  herself  as  being  rather  neglected  and  "  sat  upon  "  in 
her  family  circle  than  otherwise,  said  the  other  day  :  "  No- 
body has  ever  cared  for  me,  for  even  when  I  was  born  my 
mother  and  all  my  sisters  were  away  at  the  seaside." 

Model  bill  presented  to  an  American  visitor  to  the  Expo- 
sition : 

Francs.  Francs. 

Table  No 9    A 4 

Soup 5     Bot- 6 

Fish 25     Tie 8 

Roast  Beef 7S     Of ic 

Vegetables 14    Clar 12 

Ch- 2     Et. 

Ees 4 

E 6 

Total 196 


Service 2 


A  practical  joker,  a  prudent  man  withal,  has  gone  to  a 
caf^  and  ordered  a  three-masted  schooner  of  beer,  when  a 
friend  appears  at  the  door  and  beckons  to  him  to  go  out  for 
a  minute.  The  intending  drinker  is  afraid  that  in  his  absence 
some  one  may  get  away  with  the  liquid,  when  a  happy  thought 
strikes  him,  and  he  wraps  around  the  handle  of  the  mug  a 
scrap  of  paper  inscribed  : 

"  I  have  spit  in  this  !" 

With  a  light  heart  he  hastens  to  the  door,  communicates 
with  his  friend  and  returns  to  find  written  in  another'hand 
beneath  his  warning  : 

"  So  have  I  !"  

MacMahon  has  not  the  reputation  of  being  a  brilliant 
speaker,  neither  is  he  considered  to  possess  the  happy  knack 
of  saying  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time.  He  went  the 
other  day  to  the  military  college  of  St.  Cyr,  where  they  hap- 
pen to  have  a  student  of  unmistakable  colored  blood.  Being 
requested  by  the  kind-hearted  governor  of  the  establishment 
to  say  something  reassuring  to  the  poor  lad,  the  chief  man 
in  the  French  Repubhc  beckoned  to  the  dark-complexioned 
boy  to  come  forward,  when  the  following  conversation  took 
place  : 

"  Ahem  !  you  are  a  negro,  are  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  Mr.  President,  I  am." 

"Ah,  well,  I — aw — congratulate  you.  Continue  as  you 
are.     Ahem,  good-bye  !" 

Purchaser  (looking  over  a  collection  of  hats  and  bonnets 
with  great  deliberation  and  indecision) — "You  see,  I  hardly 
know  what  to  select.  I  don't  want  a  hat  for  myself;  I  want 
it  for  a  woman  with  a  beard." 

"A  woman  with  a  beard  !"  echoed  the  stylish  saleswoman 
in  surprise.  Then,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  she  put  the 
usual  query:  "Is  she  married  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  the  purchaser. 

"Well!  well!"  said  the  astonished  saleswoman;  "this  is 
an  incomprehensible  world.  A  woman  with  a  beard  is  mar- 
ried, and  I  (casting  an  admiring  look  on  her  figure  reflected 
in  the  glass)  am  left  here  to  sell  hats." 

Mrs.  Langtrey,  the  reigning  London  beauty,  did  a  spirited 
thing  the  other  day.  In  the  midst  of  an  admiring  circle  she 
asked  her  husband  to  introduce  to  her  a  certain  well-known 
gentleman.  He  did.  The  gentleman,  flattered,  smiled  and 
bowed.  "  I  want  you,"  said  the  beauty,  giving  him  her 
handkerchief;  "I  want  you  to  wipe  off  the  paint  from  my 
fece,  as  I  hear  you  say  at  the  clubs  that  I  am  painted." 


A  poet  sings  :  "  I  at  the  banquet  of  the  gods  have  sate, 
*  *  *  Their  nectar  quaffed,  and  their  ambrosia  ate,  and 
felt  the  Olympian  ichor  in  my  veins."  "  Olympian  ichor"  is 
ver^-^good.  It  is  poetic  license  for  lager-beer  ;  and  ambrosia 
is  ditto  for  Limburger  cheese  and  mustard  on  a  cracker. 


One  evening  the  Rev.  Dr. ^  took  tea  with  us.      Out  of 

politeness,  I  asked  him  to  give  thanks,  forgetting  for  the 
moment  the  presence  of  my  granddaughter  and  the  fact  that 
the  doctor  was  long-winded.  The  child  startled  us  all,  right 
in  the  middle  of  the  grace,  by  exclaiming  in  a  loud  voice, 
"  Oh,  amen  !  Hand  me  the  biscuit." 


"  Mais,  monsieur  le  presidong,"  said  General  Grant,  "you 
will  be  toujours  le  marechal  de  France,  while  I  am  jamais  le 
general,  but  a  plain  citoyen."  "  But  ze  fame  of  your  grand 
battalles  will  make  you  always  live  in  ze  hearts  of  ze  peuple 
as  ze  marshal  dAmerique,"  replied  MacMahon.  "  Ah, 
qu'est  ce  que  c'est  your  donnezing  us;  taffy  ?  "  inquired  Grant. 


One  of  the  Persian  poets  describes  Paradise  as  an  uncom- 
monly fine  section  of  bUiegrass  country  filled  with  perennial 
lilies  and  roses,  and  surrounded  by  a  picket  fence  composed 
exclusively  of  pretty  girls,  who  never  grow  old,  and  with  in- 
numerable other  attractions  not  less  unique  and  rare.  This 
we  regard  as  one  of  the  most  seductive  systems  of  theology 
that  man  has  yet  devised. 


The  most  romantic  incident  connected  with  the  Voltaire 
celebration  was  the  formal  opening  of  the  windows  of  the 
room  in  which  Voltaire  died.  The  house,  which  [forms  the 
corner  of  the  Quai  Voltaire  and  the  Rue  de  Beaune,  belong- 
ed to  the  Marquisa  at  the  time  of  Voltaire's  death;  and,  in 
memory  of  the  great  philosopher,  she  caused  the  windows  to 
be  closed  immediately  he  expired,  and  a  special  clause  in  her 
will  ordered  that  they  should  not  be  opened  until  a  hundred 
years  had  elapsed  from  that  date. 


There  are  more  well-dressed  ladies  to  be  seen  on  the 
streets  of  Vienna  than  in  any  other  city  in  Europe.  In 
Paris,  respectable  ladies  nearly  always  appear  on  the  streets 
in  plain  black  dresses,  as  if  striving  to  avoid  notice  or  at- 
tention. Vienna  is  the  very  reverse  in  this  case,  and  they 
generally  display  great  neatness  and  good  taste  in  their  out- 
fits. They  are  lively  and  vivacious,  as  much  so  as  the 
French,  and  remarkable  for  fine  forms  and  graceful  move- 
ment. In  fact,  there  is  seldom  seen  a  man  or  woman  on 
the  streets  of  Vienna  who  possesses  any  of  the  character- 
istics of  form  or  feature  that  would  indicate  they  are  Ger- 
mans, unless  it  be  among  the  lower  and  working  classes. 


Hard  by  the  market  of  the  Temple,  in  Paris,  there  is  a  re- 
tired little  cafe^  in  a  recess,  with  its  curtains  always  closely 
drawn.  You  would  fancy  that  it  was  unoccupied,  but  turn 
the  door-knob  and  go  in.  Around  two  marble  tables,  stand- 
ing or  seated,  crowd  about  fifty  men,  some  verj'  elaborately 
dressed,  others  plain  as  pipestems.  These  people  drink 
coffee  and  absinthe,  but  that  is  not  what  they  come  here  for 
by  a  long  shot.  They  are  second-hand  dealers  in  precious 
wares,  and  they  meet  here  to  trade.  Each,  on  his  arrival, 
deposits  on  the  table  a  jewelry  box,  divided  into  compart- 
ments, such  as  dealers  in  gold  ware  use,  filled  \\\\\\  gold  and 
silver  watches,  chains,  rings,  brilliants,  etc.  There  is  one 
who  carries  in  his  hand  a  black  leather  valise,  from  which 
he  draws  out,  as  from  a  conjuror's  bag,  the  treasures  of  every 
age — ^jewels,  enamels,  medals,  cups,  porcelain,  etc.  As  soon 
as  the  goods  are  displayed  on  the  table  the  sale  begins,  but 
in  almost  whispers.  No  shouts,  no  discussions,  little  bar- 
gaining. In  order  to  be  sure  of  what  they  buy,  these 
dealers  are  always  provided  with  a  goldsmith's  balance 
of  extreme  dehcacy  and  infinitesimal  weights.  They  give 
all  the  credit  asked  for,  their  transactions  all  being  in  honor. 


Victor  Hugo  and  the  Bishop  of  Orleans. 


Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  Bishop  of  Orleans,  has  hurled 
forth  an  imposing  fulmination  against  Victor  Hugo,  for  his 
eulogy  on  the  arch-heretic,  Voltaire,  at  the  recent  anniver- 
sary in  Paris.     Victor  Hugo  returns  abroadside  in  this  stj'le: 

"  Monsic}(7': — You  are  guilty  of  an  imprudence.  You  re- 
mind those  who  might  have  forgotten  it  that  1  was  brought 
up  by  a  churchman,  and  that  if  my  life  began  in  prejudice 
and  error,  it  was  a  priest's  fault,  not  mine.  That  sort  of  ed- 
ucation is  so  fatal  that  at  nearly  forty  years  of  age,  as  you 
point  out,  I  was  still  under  its  influence.  All  that  has  been 
said  before.  I  don't  dwell  on  it.  I  have  a  certain  contempt 
for  mere  futilities.  You  insult  Voltaire  and  you  do  me  the 
honor  to  revile  me.  That  is  your  affair.  -You  and  I  are  two 
men,  better  or.  worse;  the  future  will  decide  between  us. 
You  say  I  arn  old,  and  you  pretend  to  be  young;  which  I 
believe.  The  moral  sense  is  so  imperfectly  developed  in 
you  that  you  reproach  me  with  the  ver>^  act  which  does  me 
honor.  You  undertake  to  read  me  a  lesson.  By  what  right? 
Who  are  you  ?  Let  us  come  to  the  point.  Let  us  see  what 
sort  of  a  thing  your  conscience  is,  and  what  mine  is.  A  sin- 
gle comparison  will  suffice.  France  has  lately  passed  through 
an  ordeal.  France  was  free.  One  night  a  man  treacher- 
ously seized  her,  overthrew  her,  and  gagged  her.  If  a  nation 
could  be  murdered,  that  man  would  have  murdered  France. 
He  brought  her  near  enough  to  death  to  reign  over  her.  He 
began  his  reign — since  reign  it  was — by  perjur)-,  ambush, 
and  massacre.  He  prolonged  it  by  oppression,  by  tyranny, 
by  despotism,  by  an  indescribable  parody  on  religion  and 
justice.  He  was  at  once  a  monster  and  a  pigmy.  For  him 
were  sung  the  Tc  Dfum^  the  Magnificat,  the  Salviivifac,  the 
Glo7-ia  tiOi,  and  the  rest.  Who  sang  them  ?  Ask  yourself. 
The  law  abandoned  the  people  to  him,  the  church  surren- 
dered to  him  the  Almighty.  Justice,  honor,  country  gave  way 
before  the  man."  He  trampled  under  foot  his  oath,  equity, 
good  faith,  the  glory  of  that  flag,  the  dignity  of  man,  the 
liberty  of  the  citizen  ;  the  man's  prosperity  perplexed  the 
conscience  of  mankind.  This  lasted  nineteen  years.  Dur- 
ing that  time  you  were  in  a  palace;  I  was  in  exile.  Sir,  I 
pity  you.  Victor  Hugo." 

Fans  are  the  cheapest  luxury  of  the  day.  The  Chinese 
have  given  us  an  article,  well  made  of  bamboo  and  embel- 
lished paper,  that  may  be  had  for  two  nickels.  When  the 
cost  of  importation  is  considered,  the  pay  of  labor  in  China 
is  apparent.  Fans  are  said  to  have  originated  in  China  3,000 
years  ago.  At  -a  feast  of  lanterns  the  lovely  Kansi  found  the 
heat  so  oppressive  that,  contrary  to  all  etiquette,  she  took  off 
her  mask.  Partly  to  hide  her  blushes,  and  partly  to  cool  her 
heated  face,  she  agitated  the  mask  before  her  nose.  The 
thing  became -epidemic.  Ten  thousand  hands  at  once  held 
ten  thousand  masks,  and  fanning  became  a  fact.  The  fan 
was  used  as  a  standard  in  war,  and  in  peace  the  fan  assisted 
the  priests  in  the  temple,  both  to  raise  a  cooling  breeze  and 
to  guard  the  sacred  offerings  from  the  contamination  of  nox- 
ious insects.  In  Eg)'pt,  the  fan  of  the  priest  of  Isis  was 
made  of  feathers  of  different  length,  spread  out  in  the  form 
of  a  semicircle,  but  pointed  at  the  top.  It  was  waved  by  a 
female  slave.  Among  the  Romans,  slaves  cooled  the  room 
and  kept  away  flies  during  meal  time  with  fans.  In  the  days 
of  Louis  XIV.  and  XV.  fans  glistened  with  gilding  and  gems, 
and  were  ornamented  by  Boucher  and  Watteau.  These 
works  of  art  were  often  sold  at  as  high  a  figure  as  $75.  The 
Chinese  and  the  French  are  the  great  rivals  in  fan  making. 
To  such  a  degree  of  excellence  has  it  arrived  in  France  that 
a  fan  selling  for  one  cent  goes  through  twenty  different  op- 
erations, performed  by  as  many  pairs  of  hancfs. 


A  Chicago  man  has  invented  a  kind  of  ink  specially  suit- 
able for  lovers.  It  remains  bright  for  five  '  "  leruse,  and 
then  fades  out,  leaving  the  paper  entire!       "^  Thus  the 

most  gushing  of  correspondence  wouM  i  exj-O- 

sure. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


^ 


Your  last  letter,  my  dear,  indicates  dyspepsia.  Is  it  true 
then,  as  1  hear  whispered,  that  the  Springs  arc  dull  this  year 
and  you  are  wishing  yourself  home  again  ?  Let  me  recom- 
mend you  the  latest  and  most  approved-by-fashion  remedy 
for  your  peculiar  difficulty.  It  is  Kcumiss,  or,  if  you  like  it 
better,  milk  champagne.  It  is  warranted  to  put  flesh  on  the 
thinnest,  rouse  the  spirits  of  the  dullest,  and  restore  health 
to  the  most  forlorn.  1  know  whereof  I  speak.  Drop  a 
postal  to  Mr.  Myers,  82 5  Capp  Street,  for  a  dozen  bottles, 
try  it  faithfully,  and  send  me  a  bulletin  of  your  health  in  six 
weeks  from  date.  Had  you  been  here  yesterday,  you  might 
have  seen  your  friend  tucked  away  in  her  own  special  little 
comer  at  liancroft's,  having  one  of  those  "good  times''  that 
are  so  rare  in  her  nowadays  busy  life.  I  mean  to  share  my 
store  of  good  things  with  you  before  long,  but  not  to-day.  I 
must  ask  you,  though,  if  \  ou  have  seen  Longfellow's  latest 
volume  of  poems  ?  Was  ever  art  more  sweetly  sung  than  in 
Kiramos^  wherein  the  potter  turns  his  bu>y  wheel  and  sings 
of  life  and  of  his  work  .'*  Poor  Palissy  !  his  was  indeed  "  the 
divine  insanity  of  noble  minds/'  and  his  whole  life  the 
chronicle  of  a  long  mart>Tdom.  If  we  could  only  know  the 
inner  histories  of  the  masters  of  any  art,  however  humble, 
how  much  more  would  we  prize  the  art  itself.  Is  it  not  so? 
I  think  our  silver  poet  grows  stronger  in  these  later  poems 
than  in  his  earlier  ones.  '•  Purity"  is  the  word  that  best  de- 
scribes him.  His  heart  and  mind  are  as  clear  as  crystal. 
Apropos  of  ceramics — and  just  think  how  long  in  our  blind 
ignorance  we  have  persisted  in  calling  them  "seeramics" — 
did  you  know  that  the  cutting  oi  figures  and  landscapes  on 
the  Doulton  pottery  is  done  by  one  artist  only,  and  that  one 
a  woman.  Her  name  is  Helen  Barlow,  and  she  is  called 
the  Rosa  Bonheurof  Lambeth.  Her  animal  subjects  are  all 
taken  from  live  studies  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  her 
work  commands  the  highest  prices  paid  e.Kcept  for  that  of 
one  other,  George  Tinwonh,  whose  specialty  is  the  small 
terra  cotia  reliefs  illustrative  of  Bible  subjects,  and  so  pre- 
cious is  it  that  it  rarely  gets  as  far  from  home  as  this,  unless 
it  may  be  in  private  collections.  I  have  had  what  you  call 
one  of  my  "  Stanley  fits  "  on  for  the  past  few  days,  and  so 
have  been  exploring,  my  special  errand  being  to  hunt  up 
something  in  the  way  of  picture-frames.  Of  course,  when  I 
got  to  Sanborn  &  \'airs — you  remember,  the  corner  of  Mar- 
ket and  Fifth — I  spent  another  good  hour  looking  over  a 
portfolio  of  those  lovely  photogra\-ures  up-stairs.  A  port- 
folio, did  I  say  t  Well,  yes,  but  a  great  improvement  on  the 
ordinary-  pasteboard  concern  that  lets  ever>thing  slip  out  on 
the  floor  just  at  the  wrong  minute,  or  nips  them  fast  so  there 
is  no  getting  out  the  particular  one  you  want  without  a  strug- 
gle. This  one  of  polished  wood,  in  several  compartments, lets 
down  a  broad  leaf  that  has  a  leg  to  stand-on,  and  permits 
your  sitting  before  it  as  comfortably  as  before  a  table.  Ad- 
mirers of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds'  pictures  will  find  some  excel- 
lent reproductions  among  them,  but  the  cutest  thing  out  that 
is  entirely  new  is  a  picture  entitled,  "  Moving  Day,"  and  its 
companion,  "  Family  Cares."  You  must  surely  see  them 
I  like  engravings  so  much  better  than  colored  pictures  ; 
don't  you  }  You  will  want  to  hear  of  my  selections.  4  found 
that  the  dark  frames,  principally  ebony,  are  the  most  popu- 
lar just  now.  So,  for  my  engravings,  these  were  my  choice. 
Those  of  medium  width,  with  a  design  quite  simple,  and 
mostly  consisting  of  comer  bunches,  is  engraved  in  white  ; 
the  inner  border  is  of  pale  gray  enameling,  similarly  orna- 
mented, but  in  white  instead  of  black,  and  a  fine  band  of 
gilding  relieves  all  suspicion  of  too  much  snmbreness.  Imi- 
tations of  various  woods  are  much  used  also.  The  old  style 
gilt  frame  is  still  used  for  heavj-,  dark  portraits,  and  large 
mirrors  to  some  extent,  but  "combination  "  seems  to  be  the 
rule  here  as  in  everything  else,  and  the  handsomest  are  of 
that  kind.  The  black  line  engraving  on  a  flat  surface  makes 
a  ver)-  effective  style,  i  shall  have  my  favorite  De  Haas  in 
one  before  you  see  it  again.  To  illustrate  the  fluctuations 
of  trade,  .Mr.  Sanborn  told  me  that  of  late,  instead  of  import- 
ing the  pretty  violet  frames  and  small  easel  stands,  they  are 
exporting  them  quite  largely.  1  was  reminded,  by  seeing  a 
variety  of  brackets  and  earned  woodwork,  of  your  pretty 
fancy  of  having  some  made  of  Califomia  woods  to  send  to 
Eastem  friends.  You  can  have  them  done  here,  either  in 
designs  of  your  own  or  those  made  on  purpose  for  you,  for 
all  this  work  is  done  under  Mr.  S.'s  personal  super\-ision. 
Isn't  ic  abominable  the  way  American  artists  are  being 
treated  at  the. Paris  Exposition  ?  Not  one  admitted.  Even 
Bierstadt,  Huntingdon,  and  Hill  shut  out,  though  there  is  a 
ruin?-  I  hear,  that  one  of  the  latters  may  be  accepted. 
ne  ver>*  next  time  we  have"  a  "show"  we'll 
e  of  honor  to  France,  and  so  "heap  coals 
.  r  heads,"  and,  Tom  irreverently  suggests, 
:i:ii5  out !"  Something  new  and  prettj- m  hair 
--inb  and  feather,  which  are  neither  comb  nor 


feather  properly,  but  ingenious  imitations  made  of  hair,  the 
first  being  made  of  one's  own,  the  second  of  strings  of  deli- 
cate frizzes,  which  are  looped  from  the  crown  of  the  head, 
and  fall  in  a  graceful,  featherlike  droop  nearly  to  the 
shoulder.  The  comb  is  an  open,  basket-work  braid  like 
those  you  see  in  German  peasant  pictures,  three  or  four 
strands  in  width,  and  rises  from  among  the  puffs  that  finish 
the  extreme  lop  of  the  head  exactly  like  a  comb  that  is  stuck 
in  sideways.  I  have  a  horror  usually  of  those  barber-heads 
with  their  inane  faces,  but  the  one  on  which  I  saw  this  style 
— and  which,  by  the  way,  1  nearly  forgot  to  tell  you,  is  at 
Shephard's,  on  Stockton  Street,  near  Maiket — looked  so  like 
you,  ma  ihere^  that  it  caught  my  eye;  hence  this  transcrip- 
tion for  your  benefit.  Furthermore,  I  was  seduced  into  a 
shampoo  by  their  especial  method,  and  I  can't  tell  you  how 
much  I  enjoyed  it.  The  way  your  head  is  cuddled  up  in  the 
towel  and  petted  and  palled,  as  if  it  were  a  spoiled  child,  is 

I  worth  the  price  of  the  operation.  Miss  Shephard  took  the 
prize  at  the  last  .Mechanics'  Fair  for  her  particular  line  of 
work — the  bronze  medal,  I   think  it  was — and  would  have 

,  had  one  expressly  for  shampooing  probably,  if  the  commit- 
tee had  submitted  its  several  heads  to  her  personal  manipu- 
lations. How  can  one  write  of  heads  without  coming  back 
at  once  to  the  delightful  subject  of  bonnets,  of  which  I  am 
sure  you  are  always  glad  to  hear.  Madame  Oulif,  Dupont 
and  O'Farrcll  Streets,  has  a  number  of  beauties  on  hand.  I 
dropped  in  this  morning  under  the  impression  that  it  must 
be  an  "  opening  day,"  there  was  so  great  a  display  of  natty 
hats  and  evening  bonnets  visible  from  the  door,  but  it  was 
slack  time,  madame  said,  and  verj*  little  that  was  new  yet, 
except  the  "  Opera,"  and  the  "  Princess,"'  two  immensely 
popular  hats,  each  with  a  tumed-up  brim,  the  former  being 
bent  in  three  large  waves  along  the  edge,  the  latter  plain 
and  filled  in  with  flowers.  Fruit  is  becoming  more  and  more 
fashionable,  either  twined  in  with  flowers  or  alone,  cherries 
at  present,  being  in  season,  are  prime  favorites.  The  "  Bal- 
samo"isjust  the  thing  for  countrj"  wear.  It  is  of  course  white 
or  brown  straw,  tied  down  with  a  brown  veil,  which  is  held 
on  one  side  by  bunches  of  flowers  or  fruit.  It  must  be  worn 
far  back  on  the  head.  Here  is  somewhat  for  you  to  do  to 
pass  the  time.  Make  yourself  a  monogram  fan,  that's  the 
latest.  It  must  be  some  plain  color,  black,  white  or  gray,  in 
order  to  match  any  costume,  and  on  it  you  paste  the  mono- 
grams of  your  gentleman  friends,  which  you  cut  from  letter 
paper,  etc.  The  grouping  is  according  to  your  own  fertile 
fancy.  1  tried  two  or  three  pretty  things  at  Sherman  & 
Hyde's  yesterday,  among  them  those  two  songs  firom  the  bur- 
lesque of  Evangeline^  "  Where  art  Thou  now,  my  Beloved  }  " 
and  "  The  Song  of  Birds."  The  first  is  especially  pretty, 
not  difficult  nor  requiring  great  range  of  voice,  an  advantage 
for  ordinar)-  singers  that  is  peculiar  to  opera  bouffe  music. 
.Millard's  last  "Alas  I  "is  rather  effective  and  exceedingly 

!  .Millard-ish;  not  as  good  as  his*' Waiting,"  and  some  others. 
Stuckenholtz  has  reduced  Drasdil's  great  success,  "  I  cannot 
Sing  the  Old  Songs,"  to  a  schottische.  I  make  the  announce- 
ment with  sincere  sorrow.  It  seems  like  desecration  to  me 
who  do  so  detest  that  particular  phase  of  the  mild  lunacy  we 
call  dancing;  but  then  Stuckenholtz  does  everything  so  well 
that  1  suppose  this  must  be  forgiven  him.  When  you  sum- 
mer runaways  come  back  to  town  you  will  find  a  pleasant 
innovation  at  tlie  Calilornia;  that  is,  the  establishment  of  a 
"  Vienna  Confectioned'"  inside  the  building,  and  the  adop- 
tion of  the  pleasant  European  fashion  of  having  ices,  and 
they  do  say  something  stronger,  if  you  want  it,  handed  round 
during  the  entracte.  Martial,  formerly  in  Thurlow  Block, 
has  gone  over  to  Market  Street — 752 — with  his  glove  store. 
His  specialty  is  Jouvin's,  though  for  a  moderate  priced  glove, 
and  one  which  gives  general  satisfaction,  the  Nilsson  is  well 
recommended,  and,  1  am  told,  is  selling  five  and  six  dozen 
pairs  a  day  at  his  new  place.  The  business  here  is  a  branch 
of  the  Paris  house.  I  want  to  correct  a  slight  mistake  I  made 
last  week  in  placing  Tucker's  trunk  store  on  Pine  instead  of 
Bush,  near  Kearny.  I  wish  you  had  been  here  to  go  with 
me  when  I  had  my  last  photos  taken  at  Houseworth's.  They 
are  just  perfect,  cabinet  size,  and  only  eight  instead  of  ten 
dollars  a  dozen,  since  the  late  reduction  in  the  prices  there. 
The  life-size  crayon  picture  of  Rose  Wood  as  "Zoe"  in  the 
Octoroon^  that  stands  in  the  vestibule  at  Baldwin's  this  -veek, 
was  taken  by  Mr.  Hamilton,  Houseworth's  own  artist,  and 
done  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time — the  order  being 
given  on  Friday,  and  the  picture  delivered  on  Monday.  I 
missed  the  last  Bench  show,  but  it  was  almost  as  good  seeing 
the  portraits  of  all  the  competing  canines,  done  by  the  in- 
stantaneous process  that  is  used  for  taking  babies,  race-horses 
and  other  active  animals.  The  world  is  going  so  fast  now- 
adays that  I  should  not  be  surprised  to  know  that  Edison  or 
some  other  inventive  genius  had  invented  a  process  for  tak- 
ing the  typical  "flash  of  greased  lightning,''  without  scorch- 
ing the  paper.  Houseworth  is  making  animal  pictures  a 
specialty,  and  has  a  room  for  the  express  accommodation  of 
this  special  class  of  sitters  \\  hope  the  types  won't  make  that 
setters).  He  has  some  fine  photos  of  Governor  Stanford's 
and  Mrs.  Mark  Hopkins'  houses,  taken  lately.  That  reminds 
me,  I  heard  the  other  day  that  Senator  Sharon's  house  is 
about  to  be  overhauled,  preparatorj-  to  its  being  sold — the 
probability  being  that  it  will  be  bought  for  a  club,  but  whether 
tor  one  now  in  existence,  or  one  about  to  be  formed,  is  more 
than  your  faithful  gossip  can  say.  There  is  a  fascinating 
picture  just  now  on  exhibition  at  Locan's.  It  is  "  Brun- 
hilde,  Queen  of  Normandy,  condemned  to  death  for  inciting 
civil  war."  The  author  is  Otto  Schrader,  and  he  has  done  a 
fine  piece  of  work  in  this,  his  latest. 

Yours,  as  always,  LiUAS  DUBOIS. 


The  following  letter  was  recently  written  by  a  boy  in  Au- 
gusta, seven  years  of  age,  to  his  uncle  in  Savannah  : 

"  dea  uncle  george  please  get  me  a  newfoundlanrl  dog.  I  want  a 
puppy.  I  hope  you  are  well  like  i  am.  'i  go  to  school  now  and  have 
recess,  i  am  bad  ofiF  for  the  dog.  send  him  as  soon  as  you  can.  i 
send  my  love  to  you  for  christ  sake  amen. 

"  send  a  lx>y  dog.  Robert  S.  H.'' 


Chicago  females  visit  condemned  murderers  in  prison  and 
actually  kiss  them.  This  is  taking  a  ver\-  unfair  advantage 
of  a  man.  He  has  no  escape,  and  is  therefore  compelled  to 
submiL  We  now  understand  why  those  two  men  w  ho  were 
hanged  in  Chicago,  a  few  days  ago,  e.xpressed  a  desire  a 
month  previously  to  have  the  execution  take  place  "  as  soon 
as  possible." 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES. 


XXXI.-POPPIES. 


O  ladies,  softly  fair. 

Who  curl  and  comb  your  hair. 
And  deck  your  dainty  bodies,  eve  and  mom, 

With  pearls  and  flowery  spray. 

And  knots  of  ribbons  gay. 
As  if  ye  were  for  idlesse  only  bom. 

Hearken  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  are  ye,  after  all. 
But  flaunting  poppies  in  among  the  com ! 

Whose  ]i%es  but  part  repeat ; 

Whose  liiile  dancing  ft-et 
Swim  lightly  as  the  silver)*  mists  of  mom ; 

Whose  pretty  palm's  unclose 

Like  some  fresh  dewy  rose, 
For  d.iinty  dalliance,  not  for  distaffs,  bom ; 

Hearken  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  arc  ye.  after  all, 
But  flaunting  poppies  in  among  the  com ! 

O  women,  sad  of  face, 

Whose  crowns  of  girbsh  grace 
Sin  has  plucked  off  and  left  ye  all  forlorn. 

Whose  pleasures  do  not  please. 

Whose  hearts  have  no  heart's-ease, 
"Whose  seeming  honor  is  of  honor  shorn. 

Hearken  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  are  ye.  one  and  all. 
But  painted  poppies  in  among  the  com ! 

Women,  to  nsme  whose  name 

All  good  men  blush  for  shame. 
And  bad  men  even,  with  the  speech  of  scorn  ; 

Who  have  nor  sacred  sight 

For  Vesta's  lamps  so  white. 
Nor  hearing  for  old  Triton's  wreathed  horn. 

Oh.  hark  to  Wisdom's  call. 

What  are  ye.  one  and  all. 
But  poison  pxjppies  in  among  the  com ! 

Women  who  will  not  cease 

From  toil,  nor  be  at  peace 
Either  at  purple  eve  or  yellowing  mom, 

But  drive  with  pitiless  hand 

Your  plowshares  through  the  land 
Quick  with  the  lives  of  daisies  yet  unborn. 

Hearken  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  are  ye.  after  all, 
But  troublous  poppies  in  among  the  com ! 

Blighting  with  fretful  looks 

The  tender-tasseled  stocks — 
Sweeping  your  wide  floored  bams,  with  sighs  forlorn 

About  the  unfilled  grains 

And  stan-jng  hunger-pains 
That  on  the  morrow,  haply,  shall  be  bome — 

Oh,  hark  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  are  ye,  after  all, 
3ul  forward  poppies  in  among  the  com  ! 

O  virgins,  whose  pure  eyes 

Hold  commerce  with  the  skies — 
Whose  lives  lament  that  ever  ye  were  bom. 

The  cross  whose  joy  to  wear 
Never  the  rose  but  only  just  the  thorn, 

Hearken  to  Wisdom's  call: 

What  are  yc,  after  all. 
Better  than  poppies  in  among  the  com  ! 

What  better?    WTio  abuse 

The  gifts  wise  women  use. 
With  locks  sheared  off  and  bosoms  scourged  and  torn, 

Lapping  your  veils  so  white 

Betuixi  ye  and  the  light. 
Composed  in  heaven's  sweet  cislems  mom  by  mom. 

Oh,  hark  to  Wisdom's  call : 

What  are  ye.  after  all. 
Better  than  poppies  in  among  the  com ! 

O  women,  rare  and  fine. 

Whose  mouths  are  red  with  wine 

01  kisses  of  youi  children,  night  and  mom. 
Whose  ways  are  virtues  ways, 
Whose  good  uorks  are  your  praise, 

Whose  hearts  hold  nothing  God  has  made  in  scom  — 
Though  Fame  may  never  call 
Your  names,  ye  are,  for  all. 

The  Ruths  that  stand  breast-high  amid  the  com! 

Your  steadfast  love  and  stire 

Makes  all  beside  it  poor; 
Your  cares  like  royal  ornaments  are  worn; 

Wise  women  !     What  so  sweet. 

So  queenly,  so  complete 
To  name  ye  by,  since  ever  one  was  bora  ? 

Since  she.  whom  poets  call 

The  sweetest  of  you  all. 
First  gleaned  with  Boaz  in  among  the  corn? 


XXXII.-THE  BRIDAL  HOUR. 


The  moon's  gray  tent  is  up  ;  another  hour. 
And  yet  another  one  will  bring  the  time 

To  which,  through  many  cares  and  checks,  so  slowly. 
The  golden  day  did  climb. 

Take  all  the  books  away,  and  let  no  noises 
Be  in  the  house  while  softly  I  undress 

My  soul  from  broideries  of  disguise,  and  wait  for 
My  own  true  love's  caress. 

The  sweetest  sound  will  Ure  to-night ;  the  dew-drops 
Setting  the  green  ears  in  the  com  and  wheat. 

Would  make  a  discord  in  the  heart  attuned  to 
The  bridegroom's  coming  feel. 

Lo%-e  i  blessed  love  !  if  we  could  hang  our  walls  with 
The  splendors  of  a  thousand  rosy  Mays, 

Surely  ihey  would  not  shine  so  well  as  thou  dost. 
Lightning  our  dusty  days. 

Without  thee,  what  a  dim  and  woeful  story 

Our  years  would  be.  O  excellence  sublime ! 
Slip  of  the  life  eternal,  brightly  growing 


In  the  low  soil  of  time  ! 


Alice  Caky, 


Self-respect  is  the  noblest  garment  with  which  a  man  may 
clothe  himself — the  most  elevating  feeling  with  which  the 
mind  can  be  inspired.  One  of  Pythagoras'  wisest  maxims, 
in  his  Golden  Verses,  is  that  in  which  he  enjoins  the  pupil  to 
'*  reverence  himself 


The  question,  "WTiat's  in  a  name  r"  may  find  an  answer 
by  putting  it  at  the  bottom  of  a  promissor>'  note. 

Make  yourself  an  honest  man,  and  then  you  may  be  suro 
that  there  is  one  rascal  less  in  the  world. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


LITTLE  JOHNNY  ON  KEARNY. 


Sooty  mugs. —  The  l7ue  Ittardness  of  Politics  Illiistrated  by 
a  Story  of  a  Horse  and  a  Gim. —  The  Fable  of  the  Polly- 
-wog  and  the  Pollywo^s  Tail.— The  Author's  Sistej-'s 
Young  Mans  Brilliant  Essay  at  Genealogy  on  the  Down- 
Gradi  Ancestral  Line. — Irrelevant  but  Xatural  Tran  si- 
tion  from  Kearnyism  to  Hanging. 


Uncie  Ned  he  said:  "Johnny, 
do  you  kanow  what  these  Kamy 
fellers  is  a  goin  to  do  with  this 
Guvment  when  thay  have  got  it?'' 
and  I  spoke  up,  quick  as  you  ever 
see  a  boy  in  sCoohl,  and  said  : 
"  Run  it  for  to  soot  theirselfs." 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  said: 
"  Johnny,  if  you  cude  jest  see  the 
faces  of  their  delligits  wich  thay 
have  lected  you  wudent  think  there 
was  any  need  for  em  to  soot  their- 
selfs, cos  thay  have  ol  ready  ben 
sooted  by  the  hand  of  a  artist.-' 

Then,  wen  1  ast  Uncle  Ned  wot 
was  poliiticks  all  about,  he  tole  me 
a  little  storj-. 

Once  there  was  a  nigger  wockin 
a  long  a  rode,  and  he  was  over- 
took, the  nigger  was,  by  a  wite  man  ridin  on  a  horse  back 
and  carryin  a  gun.  Then  the  wite  man  he  said  :  "  Im  in  big 
luck  for  to  find  you  ;  you  jest  keep  up  with  me  to  open  and 
shet  the  gates,  or  lie  shoot  you." 

But  bime  by  the  wite  man  he  got  tired  carryin  the  gun, 
and  he  said  a  other  time  :  "  Vou  aint  got  a  nuff  to  do  for  to 
keep  you  out  of  mifchif.     You  got  to  carry  my  gun,  too." 

After  a  wile  the  nigger  he  said  :  "  Vou  got  a  horse  and  I 
got  a  gun  ;  now  for  a  division  of  propty."' 

So  the  nigger  he  pinted  the  gun  at  the  wite  man  and  made 
him  git  off  his  horse  back,  and  the  nigger  he  got  on,  and  the 
wite  man  he  had  to  wock,  and  open  and  shet  the  gates,  and 
lug  the  gun,  and  have  the  sore  feets  his  ownself.  But  bime 
by  the  wite  man  he  thot  a  wile  and  then  he  said  :  "  Mew- 
tation  is  the  great  law  of  Nature,  this  is  a  world  of  change. 
I  think  it  is  a  bout  time  for  a  other  division  of  propty.  You 
jest  git  off  that  horse  back  and  take  this  gun." 

And  so  it  went  on  all  the  time,  and  they  never  got  to 
■where  they  was  goin,  cos  it  took  em  all  their  time  to  git  on 
and  off;  for  the  feller  wich  had  the  horse  was  always  too 
lazj-  for  to  tote  the  gun,  and  the  feller  wich  was  made  to  tote 
the  gun  always  got  the  horse. 

Uncle  Ned  he  says  the  Kamy  fellers  is  the  nigger,  and  we 
is  the  wite  man,  wich  has  jest  handed  him  the  gun.  But  my 
father  he  says  wen  it  comes  to  callin  them  sand  lot  fellers 
niggers  he  wude  like  to  kno  wot  kind  of  quodderpeds  is  to 
take  the  name  of  ?*Iicks. 

My  father  he  says  that  feller  Kamy  has  got  to  come  to 
greef  sooner-or  later,  but  Uncle  Ned  he  says  he  gesses  the 
greef  wil  be  oum,  and  Kamy  wil  jest  come  to  look  on  and 
see  how  it  is  a  workin.  One  momin  father  he  was  readin 
the  hed  Hnes  of  the  Ally  out  loud,  and  thay  said:  "Thiefs 
Fall  Out.  A  Split  in  the  Shirkinmen's  Ranx.  The  Insen- 
jur>'"'s  Torch  Tore  by  Discention.  Karnyand  Kanight  Lock 
Homs.     A  Horse  Divided  Against  Himself  Cant  Stand  Up." 

Wen  he  got  that  far,  Uncle  Ned  he  spoke  up  and  he  said  : 
"Once  there  was  a  tad-pole,  wich  some  fokes  calls  a  molly  wog, 
and  it  was  mostly  all  head,  with  jest  a  little  bit  of  tail.  Bime 
by  some  legs  grode  out,  and  it  left  the  water  and  lived  on  the 
bank  of  the  pond,  and  begun  to  jump,  sted  of  swimmin,  and 
dident  have  no  use  for  a  tail,  wich  dride  up  and  wasent  nice 
to  look  at.  So  the  tail  it  got  mad,  and  said,  the  tail  did  :  '  I 
ben  a  faiful  follerer,  but  if  you  are  a  goin  to  stay  out  here  on 
dr)'  land,  were  we  cant  git  any  thing  for  to  fil  our  belly  with, 
lie  thro  you  hier  than  a  kite  ;  yes,  in  deed,  He  shake  you, 
and  you  mus  git  yure  meals  best  way  you  can.'  So  the  fol- 
lerer it  fel  away,  and  the  tad-pole,  wich  was  now  a  fine  bul- 
frog,  it  tumd  a  round  and  et  it  ever}'  little  tiny  bit  up." 

But  whats  all  this  got  to  do  viith  Mister  Kamy  and  Mister 
Kanight  is  wot  flores  me .' 

Them  fellers  tocks  a  good  deel  a  bout  the  dignity  of  laber, 
but  I  notice  no  boddy  likes  for  to  dignify  more  than  jest  a 
little  wile  at  once,  even  wen  the  mometer  is  at  ninety  in  the 
shade.  If  the  laberers  is  the  only  tru  nobility  I  think  most 
■ot  the  chappies  wich  voted  the  workn  man's  ticket  is  com- 
moners. And  now  He  tel  you  a  little  stor>^  wich  my  sister's 
yung  man  tole  to  me  : 

In  the  year  1889  the  workn  men  had  got  all  the  offices,  and 
Mister  Kamy  was  a  grate  poUy  tition.  He  had  got  rich  and 
had  a  big  house  on  Nob  Hil,  and  had  lots  of  cumpny,  but 
not  any  body  wich  had  ever  worked  in  all  their  lifes,  or  was- 
ent rich,  too.  At  first  he  bragd  how  he  was  a  poor  feller 
once  his  o^^^l  self,  but  bime  bi  he  dident  say  anymore  a  bout 
that.  And  at  first  he  had  his  coat  of  arms  painted  all  over 
ever\'  thing  wich  he  owned,  and  the  coat  of  arms  was  a  man 
drivin  a  dray  ;  but  evr>-  time  it  was  painted  new  the  dray  got 
more  and  more  like  a  chariot,  and  the  man  kep  a  groin  into 
a  Apollo,  wich  after  a  wile  he  said  he  was  desended  from 
throo  a  long  line  of  Italian  kings.  One  time  this  grate  polly 
tition  fel  a  sleep  and  had  a  dreem  wich  he  thot  was  shure 
anuf  He  dreemed,  Mister  Kamy  the  polly  tition  did,  that 
a  little  black  feller  wich  had  homs  like  a  cow's  homs  and  a 
tail  to  m.atch,  only  no  tossel  on  it,  more  like  a  fish  hook,  come 
to  him  and  said  :  "  You  are  as  proud  as  a  turky  cox  ;  I  mus 
take  you  down  a  peg  ;  yes,  indeed.  He  make  yon  hummle  as 
a  littie  spring  lam.  You  come  a  long  with  me  and  He  show 
you  yure  ansisters,  cos  them  pourtraits  on  yure  walls  was 
took  bad,  no  likeniss." 

Then  Mister  Kamey  found  hissef  in  a  grave  yard,  and 
the  little  black  feller  moved  a  stone  and  led  him  down  some 
stairs  into  a  other  world,  like  on  the  bottom  crust  of  pie,  only 
not  so  sticky.  Bime  bi  thay  come  to  a  little  hut  made  of 
terf,  and  If  ikc-d  in  (he  window,  and  there  in  the  dark  thay 
-seen  a  dirty  ole  Irish  man  a  sleepin  oil  his  wisky  on  a  heap 
of  straw,  long  side  a  pig.  Then  the  little  black  feller  twink- 
led his  tail  like  a  labm,  and  said:  "There's  one  ansister," 
and  ^Hster  Kamy  he  blusht  jest  like  Billy,  thats  my  brother, 
wen  my  mother  asks  wet's  become  of  that  stroberr)-  jam,  and 
said,  blister  Kamy  did:  "  Wich  is  the  ansister  ?" 

Then  thay  went  on,  and  prety  sune  thay  found  a  ugly  chap 
in  striped  close,  like  a  wops,  only  not  any  sting,  jest  his  hair 


and  ears  cropt,  and  a  big  watch  chain  onto  his  feets.  Wen 
the  little  black  feller  pinted  him  out,  and  smiled  like  a  cole 
skutde,  the  grate  poUytition  put  his  hands  up  before  his  eys, 
so.  and  groned  like  he  had  et  all  his  cake  and  Billy's  up  top. 

Then  the  little  black  feller  he  said:  "I  aint  got  ony  one 
more  for  to  sho  you,  cos  you  haventhad  but  three  ansisters 
wich  was  distingisht,  and  this  is  the  first  of  the  lot,  but  pon 
my  honner  as  a  workn  man  my  own  self,  Ime  all  most  a 
shame  for  to  be  so  dam  hard  on  you  as  to  sho  you  thisn.  I 
wish  you  was  wel  cut  of  this,  poorfeiler,  but  here  goes.  Be- 
hole  the  lustrious  founder  of  yure  famly  !" 

And  wen  the  grate  pollytition  pulled  his  eyes  out  of  his 
hands  for  to  look,  there  stude  the  lustrious  founder.  It  was 
a  other  pollytition. 

Billy  he  says  \\y  dont  Govner  Irwin  hang  Mister  Kamy, 
but  Mister  Pitchel,  thats  thepreecher,  he  says  wot  good  wude 
that  do,  cos  he  woud  enlist  the  plitikle  simpathize  of  the  hull 
country  by  sayin  on  the  scaffle  that  it  was  for  murder. 

One  time  a  feller  was  led  out  for  to  be  hung  for  killin  a 
nigger,  and  he  tole  the  crowd  that  he  dide  at  peace  with  the 
hul  world,  and  his  ony  regret  was  that  that  sinfie  nigger 
wasent  spared  to  be  present  and  see  how  a  Christen  coud 
die. 

A  other  time,  wile  the  rope  was  bein  put  on  a  other  feller's 
neck,  he  turned  to  the  sherif,  wich  had  jest  got  shook  by  a 
yung  lady  wich  he  wanted  for  to  marr;-,  and  he  said,  the  fel- 
ler did:  "  I  see  a  lot  of  chaps  about  this  ere  gallus  wich  has 
got  sinched  by  yung  womens;  may  be  if  youd  put  my  chance 
up  to  oction  you  wud  get  enoughf  money  for  to  bil'd  a  new 
jail." 


THE  DEATH  OF  POE'S  SWEETHEART. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Le  manage  est  une  loterie  ou  les  hommes  jouent  leur  lib- 
erty et  les  femmes  leur  bonheur. 

L'amour  ne  meurt  jamais  de  besoin  mais  souvent  d'indi- 
gestion. — Ninon  de  Lenclos. 

De  tous  les  corps  graves  de  la  nature,  le  plus  pesant  est 
celui  de  la  femme  qu'on  a  cess^  d'aimer. — L£?nontey. 

Quand  il  est  nu,  l'amour  est  plus  arm^. — Florus. 

L'amour  est  un  oiseau  qui  chante  au  cosur  des  femmes. — 
A.  Karr. 

Les  plaisirs  de  la  pensee  sont  des  rem^des  contre  les  bles- 
sures  du  cceur. — Mme.  de  Stael. 

Le  plus  grand  de  tous  les  plaisirs  est  d'en  donner  k  ce 
qu'on  aime. — Boufflers. 

Dieu  n'a  cree  les  femmes  que  pour  apprivoiser  les  hommes. 
—  \  'oliaire. 

De  tout  ce  que  nous  poss^dons  les  femmes  sont  seules  qui 
prennent  plaisir  d'etre  poss^dees. — Malherbe. 

Tout  mariage  sans  amour  est  une  prostitution. 

B.VISER. 

Baiser !  gage  de  I'esperance, 

Tendre  messa^er  du  desir. 
Tu  sur\is  a  la  jouissance. 

Et  tu  precedes  le  plaisir. 
Donne,  recu  dans  le  mystere, 

\'ers  le  bonheur  tu  nous  conduis, 
Et  semblable  aux  clefs  de  St.  Pierre, 

Tu  nous  ou\Tes  le  paradis. 

Une  charmante  jeune  dame  demandait  un  jour  ^  M.  de 
Boufflers  de  lui  d^finir  l'amour.  — Madame,  repondit-il,  de- 
mandez  plutot  qu'on  vous  le  prouve. 

Celui  qui  inventa  le  premier  vetement  a  peut-etre  invent^ 
l'amour. 

Pour  une  femme,  les  romans  qu'elle  fait  sont  plus  amusants 
que  ceux  qu'elle  lit. — T.  Gautier. 

En  amour,  quand  deux  yeux  se  rencontrent  ils  se  tutoient. 
— A.  Karr. 

Si  I'homme  savait  bien  ce^que  c'est  que  la  vie  il  ne  la  don- 
nerait  pas  si  facilement. — Mine.  Poland. 

La  bouche  d'une  femme  est  faite  pour  trois  choses  :  pour 
sourire,  pour  embrasser,  et  pour  dire  ;  Je  t'aime. 


To  Whom  It  May  Concern. 


There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  this  ;  a  land  of  im- 
measurable beauties  and  inexpressible  pleasures.  There  the 
clear  heaven  overspreads  its  fathomless  and  unflecked  vasti- 
tudes  of  blue  above  a  laughing  earth.  Through  forests  of 
tropical  luxuriance  wander  grassy  paths,  here  bathed  in 
golden  sunlight,  there  checkered  with  the  shade  of  over- 
arching boughs.  No  harsh  sound  breaks  the  almost  sacred 
silence.  The  tender  trill  of  the  birds'  song  blends  softly 
with  the  low  murmurs  of  the  heaven-kissing  tops  of  im- 
memorial elms.  Through  the  far  sunlit  vistas  flit  fairy  forms 
of  sylph-like  loveliness.  The  spell  of  eternal  spring  hangs 
over  all  things.  No  drift  of  snow,  no  rime  of  bitter  frost 
ever  chills  the  fresh  emerald  of  the  grass;  only  the  white  ap- 
ple blossoms  sink  from  the  embraces  of  the  wanton  west 
wind  to  the  bosom  of  earth.  Here  and  there  clear  fountains 
gush  forth  musically  murmuring,  and  through  their  crj'stal 
current  the  eye  catches  the  gleam  of  diamond  pebbles  and 
Pactolian  sands.  Far  in  the  vemal  depths  of  this  land 
stands  a  palace  of  lordly  magnificence  that  no  words  may 
paint.  Pillars  of  chalcedony  and  jasper  support  a  roof  of 
beaten  silver;  over  floors  of  polished  agate  the  wanderer 
passes  through  passages  that  bum  with  precious  stones  set 
in  panels  of  gold.  In  an  inner  court,  where  curtains  of  costly 
stuffs  temper  the  glare  of  day,  a  throne  awaits  him;  a  silken 
cushioned  stmcture  of  jade  and  amethyst.  He  nods  his 
head;  at  the  signal,  the  air  is  filled  with  a  strange,  delicious 
music,  and  a  hundred  odalisques,  more  than  mortal  in  their 
exquisitely  sensuous  grace,  surround  him;  lithe  Almehs  turn 
and  twine  in  their  weird  delirious  dance,  and  loosen  the  fluc- 
tuant transparent  robes  from  their  dusky  quivering  limbs. 
All  around  him,  as  the  shades  of  night  fall,  glows  a  subdued 
light  from  lamps  wherein  priceless  oils  exhale  fragrance. 
Aromatic  odors  steal  over  his  senses;  a  spell  of  languorous 
delight  takes  possession  of  his  whole  being;  existence  seems 
transfigured,  and  life  a  dream,  a  vision  of  glorious,  ineffable 
joy.  That  is  where  the  office-boy  goes  when  you  send  him 
round  the  comer  to  get  milk  for  the  cat,  and  he  comes  back 
one  hour  and  three-quarters  afterward  and  says  the  apothe- 
cary doesn't  keep  it. 


[  .Announcement  is  made  of  the  death  of  Sarah  Helen  ^V^utma^,  at  P^o^^dence, 
of  heart  disease.  To  this  lady  Poe  w-as  for  some  time  engaged  in  marriage,  but 
the  lady  wisely  made  the  engagement  conditional,  and  the  weakened,  dissolute 
pcet  was  unable  to  obscrx-e  the  conditions,  and  they  parted.  In  his  lecture  on 
poetr>-  he  awarded  so  her  a  "pre-eminence  in  refinement  of  art,  enthusiasm,  im- 
agination, and  genius,"  an  estimate  which  the  cultured  lady  scarcely  justified. 
It  w-as  in  September,  1848,  that  they  became  acquainted,  and  he  thereafter  often 
\isited  her  in  Providence.  His  published  letters  to  his  fiaiica  show  much 
delicacj-,  and  a  refined  moral  sense,  and  are  among  the  most  creditable  of  all  his 
writings.  But  some  of  them  betray,  in  the  language  of  Sarah  \\'hi£man,  "the 
agonj-  of  the  conflict  in  which  he  was  foredoomed  10  defeat,  with  a  power  which 
no  added  word  could  heighten."  The  romantic  circumstances  attending  his  first 
meeting  with  this  lady  have  been  beautifullv  narrated  bv  himself  in  his  poem 
"To  Helen,"  as  follows:]  ' 

To  Helen. 

I  saw  thee  once — once  only — years  ago  ; 

I  must  not  say  how  many — but  not  many. 

I I  was  a  July  midnight ;  and  from  out 

A  full-orbed  moon,  that,  like  thine  own  soul,  soaring. 

Sought  a  precipitate  pathway  up  through  Heaven, 

There  fell  a  silven'-silken  veil  of  light, 

With  quietude  and  sultriness  and  slumber. 

Upon  the  uptum'd  faces  of  a  thousand 

Roses  that  grew  in  an  enchanted  garden, 

M'here  no  wind  dared  to  stir,  unless  on  tiptoe — 

That  gave  out,  in  return  for  the  love-light. 

Their  odorous  souls  in  an  ecstatic  death — 

Fell  on  the  uptum'd  faces  of  these  roses 

That  smiled  and  died  in  this  'parterre,  enchanted 

By  thee  and  by  the  poetn*  of  thy  presence. 

Qad  all  in  white  upon  a  Wolet  bank 

I  saw  thee  half  rechning ;  while  the  moon 

Fell  on  the  uptum'd  faces  of  the  roses, 

.And  on  thine  own,  uptum'd — alas,  in  sorrow  !^ 

Was  it  not  fate  that  on  this  July  midnight — 

Was  it  not  fate  (whose  name  is  also  sorrow) — 

That  bade  me  pause  before  that  garden  gate. 

To  breathe  the  incense  of  those  slumbering  roses? 

Xo  footstep  stirred  :   the  hated  world  all  slept. 

Save  only  thee  and  me.     (O  Heaven!     O  God! 

How  my  heart  beats  in  coupling  those  two  words !) 

Save  only  thee  and  me.     I  paused — I  looked — 

And  in  an  instant  all  things  disappeared. 

(.Ah.  bear  in  mind  this  garden  was  enchanted !) 

The  pearly  lustre  of  the  moon  went  out ; 

The  mossy  banks  and  the  meandering  paths, 

The  happy  flowers  and  the  repining  trees 

Were  seen  no  more ;   the  very  roses'  odors 

Did  in  the  arms  of  the  adoring  airs 

All — all  cvpired  save  thee  -save  less  than  thou ; 

Save  only  the  divine  light  in  thine  eyes  — 

Save  but  the  soul  in  thine  uplifted  eyes. 

I  saw  but  them — they  were  the  world  to  me. 

I  saw  but  them — saw  only  them  for  hours — 

Saw  only  them  until  the  moon  went  down. 

What  wild  heart  histories  seemed  to  lie  enwritten 

Upon  those  crystaUine,  celestial  spheres ! 

How  dark  a  wo  !  yet  how  sublime  a  hope ! 

How  silently  serene  a  sea  of  pride ! 

How  daring  an  ambition !   yet  how  deep  —  > 

How  fathomless  a  capacity  for  love ! 

But  now,  at  length,  dear  Dian  sank  from  sight 
Into  a  western  couch  of  thunder -cloud; 
And  thou,  a  ghost,  amid  the  entombing  trees 
Didst  glide  away.      Only  thine  eyes  remained. 
They  would  not  go — they  never  yet  have  gone. 
Lighting  my  lonely  pathway  home  that  night. 
They  have  not  left  me  (as  ray  hope^  have)  since. 
They  follow  me — they  lead  me  through  the  years. 
They  are  ray  ministers — yet  I  their  slave. 
Their  office  is  to  illumine  and  enkindla — 
My  duty  to  be  saved  by  their  bright  light 
And  purified  in  their  electric  fire. 
And  sanctified  in  their  elysian  fire. 
They  fiU  my  soul  with  Beauty  (which  is  Hope) 
And  are  far  up  in  Heaven — the  stars  I  kneel  to 
In  the  sad  silent  watches  of  my  night ; 
While  even  in  the  meridian  glare  of  day 
I  see  them  still — two  sweetly  scintiUant 
Venuses,  une.xtinguished  by  the  sun ! 


The  Wanderer's  Shell. 


One.  lost  and  hopeless,  found  a  shell 

Far  from  its  mother  sea ; 
Its  lonehness  was  as  a  spell, 
That  brought  to  him  the  olden  swell 

Of  sweet  waves  tenderly. 

Close  by,  the  dusky  mountain  chains 
Were  crowned  with  misty  pines^ 

It  was  the  land  where  silence  reigns. 

And  the  lost  man,  with  bitter  pains. 
Dreamed  of  old  fields  and  vines. 

A  peaceful  cloud  went  slowly  by. 

As  a  fair,  floating  sail ; 
He  heard  again  the  sea-bird's  crj', 
Again  the  dear  wave's  low  reply — 

His  face  grew  set  and  psile. 

.\  thought  broke  all  his  moods  to  smiles : 

He  leaned  with  childish  grace. 
And  took  the  shell ;   through  lone  defiles 
The  uind,  with  all  its  happy  wiles. 

Blew  gently  on  his  face. 

At  last,  above  a  friendly  tide. 

He  took  it  from  his  breast, 
.And  looked  on  ocean,  blue  and  wider 
Then  with  slow  fingers  let  it  glide 
To  its  remembered  rest. 
NiLEs,  July  3,  1873.  Charles  H.  Shins. 


The  Origin  of  the  Rose. 


(translated    from    the   GERMAN    OF    BCCKERT.] 


A  lambkin  in  the  pasture  nibbled  rose-bush  twig 

From  piu-e  caprice  and  joy,  nor  meant  to  harm  the  sprig. 

■   For  that  the  rose's  thorn  caught  from  the  lambkin  there 
One  little  fleck  of  wool  that  did  not  leave  it  bare. 

The  thorn's  sharp  fingers  yet  the  ^:  of  fleece  possest. 
When  came  the  nightingale,  alert  to  make  her  nest. 

She  said,  "Oh,  ope  thy  hand,  and  give  that  tuft  to  me, 
And  when  my  nest  is  done  I  will  sing  thanks  to  thee.'" 

It  gave,  she  took,  and  built,  and  as  her  trilling  flows, 

The  thom  enraptured  hears,  and  bursts  into  the  rose, 

S.\N  Franxisco,  July  2,  1878.  Emm  \  Fran    rs  ^'^^v.-o^•. 


The  severest   punishment  of  any  inji 
ness  of  having  done  it;  and  no  one  bu: 
withering  pains  of  repentance, 
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SATURDAY,  JULY  ij,  jSjS. 


It  is  understood  that  the  Democratic  programme,  arranged 
at  Sacramento  during  the  last  session  of  the  Legislature, 
provides  that  Governor  Irwin  shall  renominated  for  Gov- 
ernor, and  Hon.  Frank  McCoppin  for  Lieutenant-Governor. 
This  lets  out  the  chivalr)',  and  accounts  for  the  attitude  of 
that  wing  of  the  party  and  the  Exanihier  in  relation  to  the 
Constitutional  Convention.  It  is  a  coalition  between  the 
Northern  Democracy  and  the  Irish.  The  labor  movement 
is  a  demoralizing  one,  and  creates  confusion  in  the  councils 
of  the  Democracy.  A  movement  was  put  on  foot  by  the 
Republicans  at  Sacramento,  last  winter,  to  nominate  George 
Evans,  of  San  Joaquin,  as  the  Republican  candidate  for 
Governor.  We  have  heard  no  one  named  for  Lieutenant- 
Governor,  and  do  not  believe  the  Evans  movement  has 
gained  any  great  momentum.  It  is  said  that  the  corpora- 
tions favor  the  nomination  of  Senator  Evans  by  the  Repub- 
licans, and  that  they  do  not  disfavor  the  nomination  of  Irwin 
and  McCoppin  by  the  Democracy.  A  movement  is  quietly 
on  foot — non-partisan  in  its  character — to  nominate  John  F. 
Swift  for  Governor,  with  M'aters,  of  San  Bernardino,  for 
Lieutenant-Governor.  Swift  is  a  Republican,  and  has  won 
an  anti-monopolist  reputation  by  his  persistent  opposition  in 
the  courts  and  Legislature  to  the  Spring  Valley  Water  Com- 
pany, while  Waters  was  pronounced  in  his  hostility  to  every 
measure  favoring  corporations  during  the  session  of  the  last 
Legislature.  Senator  Booth  returns  from  Washington  next 
week.  If  he  determines  to  do  so,  he  can  mark  out  the  pol- 
icy and  control  the  nominations  of  the  Republican  party,  or 
he  can  reorganize  a  formidable  Independent  party. 


We  remember,  many  years  ago,  remarking  to  George  Pen 
Johnston,  that  when  the  war  was  ended,  slavery'  abolished, 
and  the  negro  question  eliminated  from  our  national  politics, 
that  there  would  grow  up  at  the  North  and  South  a  great 
national  party,  not  unlike  that  of  the  original  Whig  party — 
one  that  would  embrace  the  intelligence,  wealth,  and  con- 
servatism of  the  nation.  The  war  ended,  and  there  came 
into  our  national  politics  an  element  that  we  did  not  calcu- 
'late  upon.  The  negro  was  not  only  made  a  free  man,  but 
he  was  made  an  elector.  It  was  right  to  give  him  his  liber- 
ty, because  personal  freedom  is  a  natural  right.  It  was  a 
mistake  to  allow  negroes  to  vote.  The  elective  franchise  is 
not  a  natural  right;  it  is  a  political  concession  that  ought" to 
be  given  or  withheld  from  considerations  of  policy.  Nearly 
all  of  our  entanglements  and  local  troubles,  all  the  vexed 
questions  of  reconstruction,  the  frauds  in  Louisiana,  Florida, 
and  South  Carolina,  the  necessity  of  an  electoral  commis- 
sion, the  danger  that  menaced  the  country  at  Hayes'  inau- 
guration, the  Potter  investigation,  and  all  the  thousand  and 
one  disgraceful  incidents  that  have  occurred  since  the  war 
ended,  are  attributable  or  traceable  to  the  fact  that  the  negro 
can  vote.  This  has  postponed  the  time  we  prophesied;  but 
it  will  come,  and  we  think  we  can  now  see  the  first  signs  of 
the  coming  dawn  of  a  better  political  condition.  That  it  is 
necessary  that  intelligence  and  property  should  combine  for 
protection  to  society  is  manifest  now  to  alL  The  incursion 
of  foreigners  for  the  last  thirty  years  has  produced  alarming 
results.  The  growth  of  the  countrj-  and  its  increase  of  pop- 
ulation has  been  abnormal.  Without  here  discussing  the 
question  of  foreign  immigration,  we  may  observe  that  it 
would  have  been  better  if  our  laws  had  been  more  stringent, 
and  that  this  tide  of  aliens  had  not  been  permitted  to  sweep 
over  our  continent.  As  the  result  of  this  immigration,  \ve 
have  now  in  our  midst  a  large,  vicious,  and  dangerous  ele- 
ment, a  riotous,  disorderly,  and  criminal  mob  of  people,  who 
by  reasonrof  defective  reasoning  faculties,  idle  habits,  and 

-:;-_^as  propensities,  allow  adventurers  and  political  dema- 
,::■<:-?-  ---  iGr.vince  them  that  their  interests  lie  in  the  direc- 
*  . :  jvolt   against  authority.      Our  unwise   generosity 

iir:>       :  -j-bulent  mass  with  weapons  for  our  political  hurt. 


It  has  become  apparent  that  when  this  riotous  element  shall 
have  crystallized  into  a  political  party,  and  shall  have  drawn 
to  it  all  the  elements  of  native-bom  wickedness  and  foreign 
ignorance,  it  will  become  formidable  to  republican  institu- 
tions.    It  is  apparent  that  in  the  future  it  will  have  to  be 
suppressed  by  force.     To  do  this,  the  organization  of  a  polit- 
ical party  composed  of  the  order-loving  will  become  neces- 
sary.     An  "order-loving  party"   will  necessarily  embrace 
those  of    the  poorer  classes  who  have  intelligence  enough 
to  know  that  their  interest  lies  with  order  and  good  govern- 
ment.    It  will  embrace  the  industrious  who  look  hopefully 
forward  to  bettering  their  condition  and  the   condition  of 
their  children.     It  will  embrace  all  who  have  property  to 
guard,  and  all  who  have  rights  to  protect.     It  will  neces- 
sarily embrace  the  intelligent,  because  they  are  intelligent. 
It   will   embrace   all  the   honest  and   patriotic  men  of  the 
nation,  because  they  are  honest  and  patriotic.     This  will  be 
an  American  party — a  "national  American  party."     It  will 
be  as  broad  as  the  bounds  of  our  government,  taking  in  the 
North,  and  South,  and  West.     It  will  invite  to  cooperate 
with  it  all  foreign  men  of  intelligence  and  property  who  love 
social  order.     It  will  take  the  gentlemen  of  the  natiori,  the 
wealthy,  the  well-bred,  the  virtuous,  the  decent,  and  the  re- 
sponsible.    It  will  be  the  party  of  "aristocracy, "  the  aris- 
tocracy  of  respectability,   the  aristocracy   of  the   law,  the 
aristocracy  of  intelligence,  the  aristocracy  of  labor.     It  will 
be  denounced  by  all  the  demagogues  and  adventurers,  and 
loud-mouthed,  blatant   Democrats,  and  all  the  vile,  pander- 
ing, office-seeking   Republicans — that  is,  it  will   be   so  de- 
nounced until  it  becomes  the  dominant  party  of  the  nation. 
It  is  to  such  a  party  that  the  writer  of  this  article  desires  to 
belong.     It  is  only  to  such  a  party  as  this  that  republican 
government  can  be  safely  intrusted.      A   party  thus  com- 
posed is  the  only  one  that  can  keep  down  agrarianism  and 
communism,  and  it  is  the  only  party  that  can  successfully 
resist  the  aggressions  of  wealth,  the  greed  of  corporations, 
and  the  tyranny  of  political  power.     It  is  our  idea  to  mar- 
shal the  great  middle  class  of  society  into  an  effective  organ- 
ization for  the  preservation  of  its  rights,  as  against  the  inso- 
lence of  wealth  on  the  one  side,  and  the  insolence  of  the 
mob  upon  the  other  :  a  conservative,  middle-ground  party 
that  shall  embrace  the  landed  estates  of  the  country,  the 
farmers  that  own  the  land  they  till,  the  commercial  men  of 
the  nation,  the  manufacturer  and  artisans  of  the  republic, 
the   professional    men   and    scholars,    the    gentlemen    and 
thinkers,  the  quiet,  contented,  working  classes^those  who 
own   their   own   homes,   and    have   families   and   children. 
Against  such  a  party  as  this  the  wildest  storms  of  fanaticism 
would  rage  in  vain.     Around  such  an  organization  the  disor- 
derly might  riot,  the  vicious  might  prowl,  the  idle  might  bum 
and  beg.     Such  a  party  would  give  us  intelhgence  in   ad- 
ministration ;  would  give  us  economy  and  mtegrity  in  office. 
That  this  class  is  now  divided  into  parties — Democratic  and 
Republican — is   a   shameful  fact ;    it   is  a   disgrace ;  it  im- 
peaches   our    intelligence    and     challenges    our    integrity. 
There  is  no  reason  why  Mr.  Pen  Johnston,  oi  i)\Q  Examiner, 
should  not  indorse  every  line  of  this  article.     He  is  South- 
ern-born, but  the  war   is  ended,  and  slavery  is  abolished. 
There  is  no  reason  why  Mr.  Coffee  should  not  indorse  this 
article.     He  is  Irish-bom  and  Catholic,  but  he  is  an  honest 
man,  and  an  intelligent  one,  and  he  has  taken  an  oath  of 
allegiance  to    the    Republic.      Both  these  gentlemen  have 
(must   have)   an   ingrained   contempt   for    the   Democratic 
party — Johnston  must  despise  the  foreign  element  that  forms 
so  large  a  majority,  and  Coffee  must  despise  the  American 
part  that  composes  so  contemptible  and  pitiful  a  minority. 
The  Marysville  Appeal  suggests  the  propriety  of  renaming 
these  partieSj   styling   one    "  Conservative,"  and   the    other 
"Radical."      The  question  of  name  seems  of  but  minor  im- 
portance, and  the  only  significance  in  dropping  as  a  party 
designation  the  word  "  Democratic  "  is  that   many   stupid 
and  ignorant  electors  adhere  to  the  Democratic  party  be- 
cause of  its  name.      But  as  in  the  new  organization  we  pro- 
pose that  intelligence  and  property   shall  be  arrayed  upon 
one  side,  and  the  stupid  and  ignorant  upon  the  other,  there 
seems  to  be  no  serious  objection   that  this  class  of  persons 
should  style  themselves  democratic.      The  reorganization  of 
parties  is  a  national  necessity.      We  are  going   to  pieces 
under  present  party  dissensions.    The  prosperity  of  the  coun- 
Vcy  demands  some  scheme  for  driving  all  the  rascals,  thieves, 
rioters,  bread  and  butter  spoilsmen,  adventurers,  discontent- 
ed, criminal,  and  vicious,  as  far  as  may  be,  into  a  compact 
organization.      We  desire  to  see  the  ignorant  and  criminal 
massed  and  mobilized,  so  that  we  may  know  ^vhere  to  find 
them,  and  learn  what  they  demand.      The  rascals  are  too 
nearly  divided  now  between  the  two  parties.      They  are  ac- 
tive, ambitious,  and  owing  to  the  indifference  of  good  qitizens, 
they  become  leaders,  control  primaries,   conventions,   and 
nominations.      The  result  is  the  demoralization  of  both  par- 
ties.     If  we  can  bring  intelligent  patriotism  and  property  to 
a  cooperation  we  are  in  hopes  that  we  may  out-number  the 
ignorant,  the  vicious,  and  the  propertyless.    In  such  an  event 
we  should  favor  laws   disfranchising  the  ignorant  and  the 
vicious,  and  would  by  force  and  the  organization  of  a  strong 
local  police,  and  the  formation  of  an  efficient  arm)',  keep 
down  the  violent  and  the  agitators  by  a  discriminating  use 
of  the  bayonet.      We  would  disfranchise  every  person  who 


cannot  understandingly  read  our  constitution  and  laws. 
We  would  disfranchise  every  person  convicted  of  a  crime. 
We  would  disfranchise  every  chronic  idler  and  vagrant.  We 
would  withhold  the  elective  privilege  from  all  foreign-bom 
citizens.  In  other  words,  we  would  establish  a  ruling  class 
composed  of  persons  who  are  native-born,  intelligent  foreign- 
ers already  naturalized,  those  who  can  read  and  understand 
the  laws,  and  those  who  have  acquired  property.  Our  gov- 
ernment is  founded  upon  sentimentality.  It  was  well  enough 
when,  with  three  millions  of  people,  we  were  waging  a  war 
for  national  independence  and  for  recognition  among  nations, 
to  invite  to  our  shores  the  "  oppressed  of  all  peoples."  It 
was  well  enough  to  clothe  foreigners  with  the  rights  of  the 
elective  franchise  until  we  found  that  they  abused  it.  We 
have  tried  the  experiment,  and  now,  after  one  hundred  and 
two  years  of  experience,  we  have  demonstrated  that  fiive 
years  of  pupilage  to  republican  government  is  insufficient. 
We  have  iascertained  that  the  foreign  vote  is  an  element  of 
national  danger,  and  the  time  has  now  come  when,  in  self- 
defense,  we  are  compelled  to  consider  the  necessity  of  reor- 
ganizing our  naturalization  laws.  We  appeal  to  this  newly- 
elected  convention  to  lead  out  in  this  direction,  and  trust  to 
the  people  of  California  that  they  will  ratify  a  constitution 
that  shall  set  the  example  of  elective  reform  to  the  other 
S:ates  of  the  Union,  and  rebuke  this  wild  spirit  of  misrule 
and  disorder  that  is  now  abroad  in  our  land. 


Commander  Glass  sails  with  his  ninety  boys  for  the  South 
Sea  Islands  in  the  Jamestown.  The  annual  cost  of  this  ab- 
surd yachting  experiment  is  $50,000.  A  training-ship  for 
profligate  youngsters,  at  a  cost  exceeding  that  of  educating 
them  at  the  University  of  California,  is  a  striking  instance  of 
the  kind  of  sentimentality  that  is  controlling  our  educational 
system.  If  the  training-ship  Jamestown  should  burn,  and 
Commander  Glass  be  driven  to  earn  an  honest  living  as  cap- 
tain of  a  merchant  ship,  it  would  not  be  a  serious  calamity 
either  to  the  commercial  marine  or  to  the  educational  sys- 
tem of  the  State.  We  regard  the  whole  sham  as  a  piece  of 
wicked  profligacy  out  of  which  idle  politicians  may  steal 
from  the  tax-payers  a  luxurious  living  for  a  few  worthless 
favorites.  Our  common  school  system  is  of  the  same  piece 
of  cloth.  We  spend  in  San  Francisco  one  million  of  dollars 
annually  to  over-educate  or  mis-educate  our  children.  The 
average  graduate  of  our  high  schools,  both  boys  and  girls,  is 
(by  the  system)  rendered  unfit  for  the  station  in  life  to  which 
he  or  she  has  been  born.  It  is  a  sufficiently  difficult  problem 
to  solve,  "What  shall  be  done  with  our  boys  and  girls.'"'  It. 
is  a  more  complex  one  to  answer  what  shall  be  done  with  a 
freckled  faced  girl  whose  mother  is  a  washerwoman,  or  a 
pug-nosed  boy  whose  father  carries  a  hod,  after  she  is  edu- 
cated above  her  station  and  he  to  be  ashamed  of  his  father's 
vocation.  The  present  educational  system  is  destructive  of 
all  respect  for  physical  labor.  If  the  statistics  of  our  San 
Francisco  schools  could  be  ascertained,  we  are  confident  that 
the  children  who  have  graduated  in  crime  out-number  those 
who  have  accepted  a  life  of  physical  labor.  We  are  produc- 
ing a  class  of  useless  boys  and  unprofitable  girls.  We  are 
overcrowding  the  professions  and  we  are  producing  no  work- 
ing class.  The  Chinese  become  more  and  more  of  a  neces- 
sity, as  time  demonstrates  the  fact  that  from  our  native 
American  population  we  are  furnishing  no  workers  and  from 
our  foreign-born  very  few.  If  it  were  not  for  our  immigrat- 
ing class  industrial  vocations  would  come  to  a  dead  lock. 
If  it  were  not  for  the  Chinese  among  us  we  should  have  so 
limited  a  number  of  menial  servants  that  the  whole  system 
of  domestic  life  would  be  compelled  to  undergo  an  organic 
change.  The  time  will  come,  when  in  America  and  in  Cali- 
fornia, the  fact  will  assert  itself  that  our  present  common 
school  system  is  destructive  of  the  class  of  working  people. 
Nor  do  we  believe  that  the  kind  and  degree  of  education 
given  at  our  high  grade  free  schools  is  calculated  to  preserve 
either  the  virtue  or  the  honesty  of  our  rising  generation. 
Our  system  of  punishment  for  crime  is  equally  out  of  joint. 
It  is  a  more  comfortable  position  to  be  a  prisoner  in  San 
Ouentin  than  to  be  a  day  laborer  outside  its  walls.  To  the 
man  who  has  lost  his  pride  or  his  ambition,  and  to  whom  the 
mere  creature  comforts  of  life  is  all  he  demands,  he  may  get 
within  those  walls  clothing,  food,  medical  attendance,  and 
diminished  hours  of  labor,  that  it  is,  if  not  impossible,  at 
least  difficult  to  secure  on  the  outside.  The  county  jail  is 
the  tramp's  city  of  refuge  and  hospital.  Sentimentality  of  the 
soft  hearted  and  soft  headed  philanthropist  protects  him  from 
labor  and  the  chain  gang,  and  sends  him  turkeys  for  Thanks- 
giving and  books  to  inform  his  mind.  The  Industrial  School 
moves  our  sympathies  whenever  a  hoodlum  is  thrashed,  and 
the  ship  Jamestown  with  Commander  Glass  is  provided,  at 
$50,000  a  year,  to  take  ninety  scapegrace  boys  yachting  to 
the  islands  of  the  South  Pacific.  The  only  class  for  which 
no  sensibility  is  aroused  is  the  over-burdened  tax-payer  who 
foots  the  bills. 

The  Constitutional  Convention  is  happily  constituted.  It 
is  Non-partisan  by  a  clear  majority.  Eleven  Republicans, 
seven  Democrats,  and  fifty-one  labor  discontents  will  fairly 
represent  all  the  grumbling  elements  of  society.  A  majority 
of  the  Convention  is  composed  of  intelligent  persons  who 
own  property  and  are  interested  in  the  maintenance  of  order 
and  the  preservation  of  good  government. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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PRATTLE. 


A  bishop  of  Virginia,  patriot- 
-  ically  concerned  for  the  fame  and 
popularity  of  the  "  reel "  and 
"break-down"  .pe- 
culiar to  that  com- 
monwealth, refuses 
the  rite  of  confirma- 
tion to  any  man  or 
woman  who  prac- 
tices "round"  danc- 
ing. This  good  prelate  has  received  from  that  great  moral- 
ist, the  author  of  The  Dance  of  Deaths  what  he  supposes  to 
be  a  letter  approving  his  course,  but  feels  a  natural  misgiv- 
ing about  opening  it,  lest  it  contain  an  all  too  warm  and 
alluring  description  of  the  dance  condemned. 


"  It  is  melancholy,"  says  a  writer  quoted  by  a  local  morn- 
ing journal,  "  to  see  how  large  the  proportion  is  of  young 
ladies  who  marry  solely  to  get  rid  of  their  mothers."  The 
desire  to  have  done  with  the  old  lady  is  commendable  be- 
cause natural ;  the  really  melancholy  part  of  the  business  is 
the  method  adopted  of  "  throwing  her  over  " — delivering  her, 
bound  and  gagged,  into  the  hands  of  that  pattern  and  ex- 
ample of  cruelty,  the  soulless  son-in-law  ! 


Mr.  John  Bartlett  says  he  has  traced  the  origin  of  the 
familiar  line,  "  Though  lost  to  sight  to  memory  dear ; "  he 
avers  that  it  was  written  by  one  Augustus  Braham  at  an  un- 
known date  in  the  last  century.  This  is  a  mistake  ;  I  find  it 
was  used  six  months  before,  by  Theresa  Corlett,  in  her  Ode 
to  Queen  Amie. 


The  New  York  Herald  calls  the  death  of  Queen  Mercedes 
"  another  and  exceedingly  painful  illustration  of  the  sanitary 
condition  of  the  palaces  of  Europe."  Of  all  attacks,  open 
and  covert,  that  American  freemen  have  made  on  the 
"  monarchical  system  "  this  is  the  most  ingenious  and  in- 
sidious. We  confidently  expect  from  the  palaces  a  throng- 
ing output  of  effete  sovereigns  and  tottering  despots,  like 
swarms  of  r^ts  evicted  from  their  holes. 


Miners  are  continually  dying  of  heat  in  the  lower  levels  of 

the  Comstock,  but  that  does  not  disturb  the  pride  of  the 

Gold  Hill  News  in  the  -facts  that  on  the  surface  there  are 

snow-storms  all  the  year  round,  and  water  congeals   at  forty 

degrees.     Gold  Hill,  I  suppose,  is  the  place  described  in  the 

familiar  missionary  hymn — 

"Where  every  prospector  freezes, 
And  only  miners  bile." 


Our  local  press  has  "exerted"  itself  with  considerable  in- 
dustry to  account  for  the  unexpected  circumstance  that  a 
Cahfornian  mare  was  beaten  in  a  race  with  a  Kentuckian 
horse.  It  was  the  muddy  track.  It  was  the  humid  day.  It 
was  the  enervating  effect  of  the  Eastern  climate — on  the 
susceptible  tissues  and  tallows  of  a  beast  accustomed  to  the 
midsummer  races  at  Sacramento  !  May  be  it  was  because 
the  horse  pulled  up  his  feet  and  replaced  them  on  the  ground 
with  a  nimbleness  that  the  mare  was  unable  to  achieve. 


Some  of  our  citizens  who  have  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
"cinched"  for  their  "loyalty  to  CaUfornia"  in  this  horse- 
race business  display  the  customary  alacrity  to  "  damn  the 
jockey,"  and  account  for  their  losses  by  "  incompetent 
riding."  This  is  like  walking  a  long  way  to  find  one's  feet ; 
the  trouble  was  incompetent  betting. 


At  the  dedication  of  a  church,  the  other  day,  the  officiating 
clergyman  expressed  his  belief  that  his  deceased  predecessor 
in  the  holy  office  of  pastor  was  spiritually  present.  Why  not 
bodily?  The  dead  are  fond  of  religious  ceremonies  of  this 
character.  At  the  consecration  of  a  new  convent  near 
Tours,  in  the  sixteenth  century,  all  the  nuns  who  had  died  in 
the  old  one  arose  and  passed  round  the  new  edifice  three 
times,  chanting  a  hymri.  This  is  related  by  Brabius,  who 
seems  to  have  risen  from  his  own  grave  to  relate  it,  for  his 
account  of  it  is  dated  15S3,  whereas  he  died  in  1567.  When 
the  church  in  which  Charlemagne  was  afterward  buried  (in 
the  discarded  sarcophagus  of  Augustus)  was  consecrated  in 
804  there  were  present  363  prelates  of  the  Church.  (The 
world  was  not  then  afflicted  with  a  famine  of  clergymen.  It 
has  not  been  since.)  Two  bishops  of  Tongres  then  arose 
from  their  graves  at  Maestritcht,  and  attended  the  perform- 
ance in  order  to  make  the  number  of  prelates  equal  to  the 
number  of  days  in  a  year.  If  you  do  not  believe  it,  reader, 
you  can  easily  satisfy  yourself  that  a  year  has  exactly  365 
days.     What  more  would  you  have  .'* 


Supervisor  Gibbs  promises  to  introduce  a  resolution, 
shortly,  abolishing  licenses.  It  is  hoped  that  this  will  not  in- 
clude the  "poetic  license"  which  permits  our  local  bards  to 
rhyme  "  flower  "  with  "languish"  and  "heart"  with  "de- 
spair," conclude  a  line  of  dactyls  with  an  anapsest,  and  make 
a  monosyllable  of  "incomprehensibility."  We  can  get  on 
without  municipal  revenue,  but  not  without  municipal  poe- 
try. 


Supervisor  Scott. — I  move  that  the  resignation  of  Mr. 
Brickwedel  be  rejected,  and  he  resume  his  seat  in  this 
Board.  SUPERVISOR  FOLEV. — I  object;  Mr.  Brickwedel 
gave  as  a  reason  for  resigning  that  he  could  not  afford  to  as- 
sociate with  thieves.  Supervisor  Brickwedel. — I  apol- 
ogize; on  reflection  I  think  I  can.    All. — That  is  satisfactory. 

I  fear  if  we  hang  up  a  set  of  rigid  "house  regulations  "  in 
the  Temple  of  the  Muses  the  effect  upon  the  present  lot  of 
devotees  will  be  like  that  intended  by  the  following  notice, 
displayed  above  the  door  of  a  Belgian  village  church:  '"''  Les 
chiens  Iio?'s  de  la  maison  de  Dieny 


By  the  way,  speaking  of  poetic  license,  I  wonder  how  the 
Argonaut's  clever  contributor.  Miss  May  Hawley,  justifies 
her  use,  throughout  an  entire  poem,  of  the  name  "  Dolores  " 
as  a  dissyllable  rhyming  with  "shores."  Dr.  Johnson  once 
"  explained  away  "  an  error  to  a  lady  critic  who  had  "  caught 
him  out,"  in  these  words:  "Ignorance,  pure  ignorance, 
madam."  As  frankness  is  a  charming  attribute  it  is  not  to 
be  doubted  that  Miss  Hawley  has  it,  but  it  is"not  so  easy  to 
believe  she  has  the  ignorance.  If  I  might  venture  a  word  of 
counsel  to  this  gifted  young  lady  it  would  be  to  give  a  little 
more  care  to  the  mechanical  construction  of  her  verses,  and 
throw  away  her  copy  of  the  Songs  of  the  Szej?'as.  We  can 
not  afford  to  have  any  of  her  gold  wasted  by  careless  hand- 
ling, or  adulterated  by  admixture  with  the  base  metal  of  Mr. 
Joaquin  Miller. 

I  have  sometimes  proposed  to  myself  the  pleasure  of  de- 
voting these  columns  for  one  week  to  a  talk  with  several  of 
this  paper's  lady  contributors — I  to  do  all  the  talking,  as  a 
matter  of  course.  I  say  several — they  are  not  all  worth  it. 
There  are  various  reasons  why  I  have  not  done  so — such  as 
consciousness  of  my  lack  of  that  "small  talk"  which  a  great 
statesman  considered  an  indispensable  qualification  in  the 
Prime  Minister  of  a  Queen;  fear  that  by  rude  speech  I  should 
offend  even  in  admiration,  and  catch  it  back  upon  the  ear 
(for  female  writers  are  not,  like  the  conies  of  scripture,  "  a 
feeble  folk");  and,  finally,  apprehension  that  my  sincerest 
praise  would  be  misconstrued  as  veiled  censure.  But  for 
these  and  other  considerations  how  delightful  it  would  be  to 
metaphorically  gather  this  pretty  brood  about  my  knees  and 
give  them  good  counsel  out  of  my  abundant  (because  never- 
drawn-upon)  literary  wisdom — laying  an  admonishing  hand 
upon  the  head  of  this  one  or  that,  shaking  the  finger  of  warn- 
ing under  the  nose  of  Blondette,  and  permitting  the  slow 
growth  of  a  tolerant  smile  beneath  my  own  as  Blackeyes  de- 
velopes  her  "  idea  ;  "  then  administering  encouraging  pats 
all  round,  and  concluding  with  a  general  imposition  of  hands 
and  a  comprehensive  blessing  !  I  think,  indeed,  I  could  en- 
dure the  performance  of  the  various  rites  and  ceremonies  in 
something  more  than  a  metaphorical  manner. 


While  on  this  pleasant  subject  I  wish  (if  it  is  permitted) 
to  say  a  serious  word  concerning  one  whom  I  had  not  in 
mind  in  penning  the  foregoing  paragraph — one  for  whose 
talent  my  respect  is  too  deep  to  permft  me  to  think  lightly 
when  thinking  of  her — I  mean  Miss  Emma  Frances  Daw- 
son. If  that  name  does  not  recall  to  the  regular  reader 
of  this  journal  two  stories — ^"  Shadowed,"  and  "An  Itinerant 
House" — the  regular  reader  may  justly  boast  himself  pos- 
sessed of  a  memory  that  is  steel  to  impress  and  tallow  to 
retain.  Faults  they  had  in  abundance — faults  enough  to 
gratify  the  most  insatiable  critic — but  these  demerits  had 
this  merit  ;  they  were  the  faults  of  genius.  It  is  not  my  cus- 
tom to  set  "the  crown  of  praise"  upon  every  head  that  is 
presented,  but  of  Miss  Dawson  I  should  hke  to  be  under- 
stood as  affirming,  with  whatever  of  strength  resides  in  forth- 
right sincerity,  that  in  all  the  essential  attributes  of  literary 
competence  she  is  a  head  and  shoulders  above  any  writer  on 
this  coast  with  whose  work  I  have  acquaintance  ;  and  on 
this  judgment  I  gladly  hazard  my  small  possession  and  larger 
hope  of  reputation  for  critical  sagacity.  To  that  admirable 
young  woman  nothing  but  the  undesirable  is  denied.  She 
has  but  to  let  her  mind  be  penetrated  with  the  significance 
of  the  fact  that  the  best  products  of  the  human  brain  are 
called.  "  works  " — taking  their  name  from  the  only  possible 
method  of  their  production — and  through  noble  toil  will  come 
a  noble  reward.  In  the  mean  time,  if  she  has  not  had  the 
providence  to  be  born  wealthy,  she  must  learn  to  live  with- 
out eating. 

The  professional  journalist  never,  I  think,  adequately  real- 
izes the  public's  ignorance  of  what  to  him  are  the  most 
familiar  professional  facts,  and  is  subject  all  his  life  to  new 
surprises  as  one  phase  or  another  of  it  is  revealed.  For  ex- 
ample, I  was  asked,  not  long  ago,  by  one  of  the  most  intel- 
ligent persons  of  my  acquaintance,  why  the  Argonaut  did 
not  achieve  all  attainable  literary  excellence  in  all  its  features 
and  departments.  My  first  reply  was,  naturally,  that  I  did 
not  manage  the  ARGONAUT ;  but,  perceiving  that  this  might 
be  misunderstood  as  a  reflection  on  those  who  do,  I 
"amended  the  answer"  by  making  it  a  question:  "Why 
does  yonder  merchant  keep  on  his  shelves  any  but  the  best 
and  highest  priced  goods  ?"  Being  told  that  that  was  "  a  dif- 
ferent matter,"  I  frankly  confessed  it  was,  and  there  this 
luminous  and  instructive  conversation  died  the  peaceful  death 
of  a  spent  match. 


As  to  matches,  a  friend  of  mine  in  lighting  his  cigar  always 
throws  away  unignited  the  first  lucifer  that  he  takes  from  his 
box  and  uses  the  second.  For  a  long  time  I  supposed  this 
custom  to  be  a  religious  observance  of  the  same  kind  as  pour- 
ing a  libation  to  the  gods  before  drinking,  and  forbore  to 
speak  of  it ;  a  tribute  of  brimstone  suggesting  a  divinity  to 
whom  my  friend  would  perhaps  prefer  to  do  homage  in  se- 
cret. Later  I  learned  that  the  rite  had  no  other  significance 
than  the  practical  one  of  economy  in  time  :  this  acute  ob- 
server had  noticed  that  one  seldom  gets  a  light  with  his  first 
match. 


A  daily  paper  of  this  city  announces  that  it  will  publish 
"  an  interview  between  Mr,  Stoddard  and  the  distinguished 
authoress,  George  Eliot."  If  I  were  Mr.  Stoddard  I  would 
disappoint  that  journal,  if  only  in  revenge  for  a  conjunction 
of  names  that  is,  to  say  the  least,  inconsiderate.  But  there 
is  a  better  reason:  the  proposed  article  is  "bad  form,"  and 
not  all  the  conceded  charm  of  Mr.  Stoddard's  prose  can 
atone  for  the  violation  of  taste.  George  Eliot — who,  by  the 
way,  I  have  the  misfortune  to  think  a  grotesquely  overrated 
writer — is  a  famous  woman;  she  has  achieved  a  renown 
which  Mr.  Stoddard  has  yet  to  achieve.  No  one  than  he  is 
better  aware  (and  no  one  than  he,  I  am  sure,  would  more 
readily  admit)  that  he  had  no  claim  to  her  hospitality  or  ac- 
quaintance that  he  and  every  well-behaving  man  do  not  en- 
joy in  common,  and  can  not  with  equal  confidence  present. 
Whether  he  should  visit  her  was  a  question  which  he  had  an 
undoubted  right  to  determine  in  the  affirmative,  subject  of 
course  to  the  possible  censure  of  those  who  believe  that  rev- 
erence for  great  intellect  should  be  manifested  otherwise; 
but  whether,  having  visited  her,  he  shall  publicly  recount 
the  particulars  of  the  visit  is  a  very  different  question,  in- 
deed. It  is  one  which  he  has  no  right  to  decide  for  himself 
according  to  the  promptings  of  his  nature  or  necessities,  but 
which  is  already  decided  for  him  by  the  universal  aversion 
of  well-bred  people  to  the  kind  of  thing  which  he  proposes 
to  do.  It  is  one  of  those  instances  in  which  a  man  may 
profitably  save  himself  the  trouble  of  thinking. 


Mr.  Stoddard's  essay  in  this  direction  last  week  was  not,  I 
should  think,  so  successful  as  to  encourage  him  to  repetition. 
It  had  at  least  the  merit  of  not  being  a  violation  of  confi- 
dence, whatever  may  be  said  as  to  the  point  of  taste,  for  the 
people  whose  receptions  and  literary  life  he  so  neatly  de- 
scribed live  for  no  other  apparent  purpose  than  having  them 
described.  I  happen  to  kno*v  about  these  people,  and  they 
are  essentially  vulgarians,  who,  like  so  many  of  their  class 
in  London,  habitually  "hunt"  literary  ce]ebrities,  and  are 
hunted  by  them  in  turn;  for  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  the  rep- 
resentative literary  celebrity  of  England  is  a  toady  from  the 
capital  offense  of  his  head  to  the  bottom  fact  of  his  foot.  He  is 
as  prodigiously  tickled  by  the  attentions  of  a  knighted  butter- 
man  as  the  knighted  butterman  is  by  his.  Socially  the  two 
are  well-matched  ;  morally  the  1.  c.  has  commonly  the  ad- 
vantage— he  is  the  more  immoral.  In  point  of  intellect  the 
k.  b.  is  of  course  incomparably  inferior,  as  is  .blazingly  ap- 
parent by  comparison  of  the  book  which  he  feels  that  his 
position  in  the  literary  world  compels  him  to  write,  with  the 
gorgeous  descriptions  of  his  receptions  which  the  other  fel- 
low writes;  or  even  with  that  person's  unpublished  lampoons 
on  him  which  circulate  in  the  club  and  coffee-house. 


But  really  I  have  more  to  say  about  literary  London  (and 
its  American  contingent)  than  I  care  to  put  into  these  col- 
umns. As  for  Mr.  Stoddard,  he  is  not  likely  to  question 
either  my  friendliness  or  judgment  when  I  urge  him  not  to 
pursue  here  a  course  that  can  not  fail  to  give  him  a  fame  as 
a  toady  that  will  outlast  his  well-merited  reputation  as  a 
writer — as  the  odor  of  the  hog's-lard  survives  that  of  the 
eau  de  Cologne  in  the  oil  of  flowers  on  the  head  of  beauty. 


"  May  we  close  the  office  to  fight  the  Indians  forty  miles 
away?"  telegraphed  the  officials  of  the  Land  Office  at  Walla 
Walla;  and  the  Commissioner  repHed,  "You  may." 

O  never  may  their  fame  exhale ! 

O  long  survive  tlieir  glory  ! 
Posterity  repeat  the  tale, 

Tradition  tell  the  story 
Of  office-door  and  money-vault, 
Made  fast  and  firm  against  assault 

Through  all  that  dreadful  day^ 
Of  heroes,  rank  on  rank,  inside — 
Strong  breasts  against  the  battle's  tide, 

Strong  hearts  to  bear  ihe  fray,       • 
Long  arms  iliat  floored  the  savage  horde, 

Forty  miles  away  ! 


The  editor  of  the  California  C/iris/ian  Advocate  is  "  fer- 
ninst"  the  State  University  because  it  is  "  Godless."  What 
troubles  this  good  man  is  not  that  'he  University  has  no 
God,  but  that  the  God  of  the  University  will  not  make  it 
into  a  kind  of  Methodist  Book  Concern.  It  annoys  him 
also  to  think  that  the  Deity  who  cares  for  the  University  is 
the  same  Deity  that  looks  out  for  the  Baptists. 


The  dramatic  critic  of  the  Chronicle  thinks  Mr.  George 
Rignold's  brain  has  never  been  cultivated  n*  the  expense  of 
his  body.  Nor  does  his  moustache  show  auj'^u  .'.i?ual  efflor- 
escence gained  by  a  sacrifice  of  luxuriance  :;  ■  '*t;ct  of 
him,  ^*' 


lO 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


MV  LITTLE  PILKINS. 

A  Pleasing  and  Pathetic  Story. 

In  a  certain  June  that  has  long  gone  by,  late  on  a 
balmy  afiemoon.  I  sauntered  forth  to  make  the  tour 
of  my  garden. 

Now  the  fashion  of  the  garden  was  on  this  wise: 
It  lay  in  the  angle  of  two  streets,  with  a  very  good 
width  in  front,  but  stretching  back  sti!l  farther  along 
the  unpretentious  little  thoroughfare  at  the  side,  until 
it  abutted  upon  a  row  of  small  but  decent  dwellings 
in  the  rcir.  A  high  board  fence  inclosed  the  greater 
part  of  it,  but  on  a  line  with  the  middle  of  the  house 
this  ugly,  imper\'ious  barrier  sloped  gradually  down 
into  a  low,  green,  open  paling- 
It  was  dewy  morning  when  I  had  last  seen  my  cin- 
namon pinks  and  pansies,  my  yellow  roses,  and  the 
beauteous  big  shaft  of  double  white  rocket ;  and  it 
will  never  do  to  leave  llowers  loo  long  by  tucmselves ; 
they  neeti  looking  after  and  talking  to  very  often,  to 
keep  them  in  their  first  perfection— persuasive  admo- 
nitions twice  a  day.  at  le^t. 

As  I  wandered  leisurely  from  plant  to  plant  and 
from  shrub  to  shrub  in  a  meditative  way,  I  became 
suddenly  aware  of  a  strange  sound  of  labored  breath- 
ing, and  directly  I  discovered  a  little  plump,  pink  face 
pressed  in  between  the  palings;  one  fat  handgrasi)ed 
a  slat  on  either  side ;  the  eyes  were  tight  shut,  the 
mouth  «-as  puckered  to  a  mera  point,  and  the  Utile 
bud  of  a  nose  was  quite  engrossed  in  snuffing  up  the 
air  most  assiduously,  and  then  exhaling  it  again  with 
a  long  sigh  of  satisfaction. 

"  Fmc  or  superfine?"  pondered  I.  "Snips  and 
snails''  or  "sugar  and  spice?"  Boy  or  girl?  But 
the  question  speedily  answered  itsell,  for  behind  the 
bars  I  caught  sight  of  two  sturdy  little  legs  in  gray 
stockings  and  knickerbockers,  and  out  of  one  side- 
pocket  peepetl  a  blue-edged  handkerchief,  and  out  of 
the  other  the  apex  of  a  top.  Still  the  little  bud  of  a 
nose  kept  snufling  on  and  on. 

*■  Well,  well  !'■  1  said  at  last  ven-  gently,  so  as  not 
to  frighten  away  my  little  visitor  ;  "  wliat  kind  of  a 
nice  little  boy  is  that  looking  through  my  garden 
fence?" 

"  Us  a  boy  coll'd  Ev'eit,"  ^s'as  the  response,  in  a 
tone  more  gentle  still.  "A  boy  coll'd  Ed'ard  Ev'ett. 
A  boy  coll'd  Ed'ard  Ev'eit  Pilkins,"  he  repeated  ;  and 
still  his  eyes  were  shut  and  still  his  nose  went  snuff- 
ing on. 

"And  what  are  you  doing."  I  asked  again,  "  that 
makes  you  look  so  funny  I  can't  help  laughing  ?'* 

The  eyelids  opened  and  disclosed  a  pair  of  mild, 
pale  blue  eyes,  and  the  puckered  moulh  rela.\ed  into 
a  smile  as  he  answered,  "  Oh,  I'm  only  smelMn'  up 
this  good  smell  in  here.  It  smells  so  dreadful  splen- 
did in  here  that  I  stop  and  smell  it  up  evcrj'  day  when 
I  go  to  school,  and  ever)'  day  when  I  come  home 
again."  Then  he  shut  his  eyes  and  puckered  up  his 
mouth,  and  went  to  snuffmg  again. 

••  Why  don't  you  come  inside?"  I  asked. 

"  Darscnt  do  it,  maam.'' 

"Why  not?' 

"  Might  gel  turned  out  and  lookcn  up." 

"  Oh.  not  wncn  you  are  in\ited.  If  you  would  like 
to  come  in  I  will  open  the  side  gale  for  you," 

"Wouldn't  I,  though  !'  and  ihis  lime  he  opened 
his  eyes  for  good,  and  his  whole  face  was  one  big 
smile.  "Wouldn't  1,  though,  like  to  gel  nearer  lo 
those  posies  that  smell  so  dreadful  fine  '." 

In  a  minute  more  he  was  among  the  flowers. 

"  Well,  well,  well  !''  he  said  softly.  "  I  never,  never 
'spccted  to  be  inside  of  this.  Which  do  you  think 
smells  the  very  beslest  of  all,  ma'am  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,  for  I  love  them  everyone  ;  but  per- 
haps this  bed  of  pinks  may  please  you  best.'' 

The  child  took  one  snuff  at  the  mass  of  pinks,  and 
then  went  plump  down  on  ihe  gravel  walk  on  hands 
and  knees,  and  hung  over  them  as  one  bewitched. 

"Oh  I  oh  !  I  never;  never  I"  he  ejaculated  at  last 
in  his  little  gentle  way  ;  "no,  I  never,  never !  I  can't 
breathe  it  in  fast  enough,  nor  hard  enough,  nor  long 
enough ." 

"  Ob.  you  need  not  feel  so  discouraged  about  ii,"  I 
answered  ;  "  you  shall  have  plenty  of  time,  and  some 
of  the  pinks,  too  ;  put  them  in  water  when  you  get 
home,  and  they  will  keep  fresh  a  long  time.  When 
they  wither,  come  back  and  get  some  more.'' 

"Thank  you,  ma'am,'' he  answered  with  a  little 
blush.  "  Maybe  ihal  wouldn't  be  manners.  Maybe 
my  farer  wouldn't  lei  me." 

"You  can  tell  him  I  asked  you,  anyway,"  said  I, 
gathering  the  pinks. 

"  N'ow  iheyll  knaia  I'vc.been  in  here,  won't  they?" 
he  asked  with  a  radiant  gleam  in  his  eyes.  "  'Cause 
how  could  I  gel  the  flowers  if  I  wasn't?  I  never, 
never  'spected  I'd  come  inside  !  It  wasn't  wicked,  1 
guess,  to  smell  'em  through  the  fence.  Farer  says 
what  you  can  carrj-  away  in  your  eyes  and  ears  isn't 
stealing,  and  the  same  to  your  nose,  I  guess.  It 
looks  'xactly  like  heaven  in  here,  don't  it  ma'am?'' 

"  Does  it?"  I  answered  laughing  ;  "  what  do  you 
know  about  heaven,  little  man?" 

"  Oh.  lots  and  lots."  he  replied  serenely. 

"  I'm  glad  you  do,  but  I  think  heaven  has  far  more 
beauty  and  pleasantness  than  even  my  dear  garden." 

"  NIaybe  so;  but  this  is  the  nighest  to  it  thai  I  ever 
saw." 

"  N'ow  hold  the  flowers.  Edward,  as  I  cut  them." 

"  Yes,  ma'am;  but  I  aim  coll'd  Ed'ard." 

"  Oh.  I  thought  thai  was  your  name." 

"Ye.  maam.  so  il  is;  but  an  Ed'ard  coll'd  Ev'eit." 

"All  right,  sir,  we'll  make  no  more  such  mistakes. 
Everett  it  shall  be." 

As  I  ^ve  ihe  boy  the  pinks,  I  saw  that  he  put  first 
one  in  his  right  hand  and  then  one  in  his  left,  with 
perfect  regularity.  "  Pinks  to  the  right  of  me;  pinks 
to  the  left  of  me !  "  thought  I  to  myself;  "  into  ihc 
v,\lley  of  bloom  rode  the  young  Everett !  "  When  1 
cut  the  roses  they  were  sorted  in  similar  fashion,  and 
the  geranium^  leaves,  also,  went  their  divers  ways. 
"There.''  said  I  at  last,  "you  have  two  gay  little 
bouquets,  indeed  !  And  now  tell  me  who  lold  you 
so  much  about  heaven." 

"Oh,  diff'ent  ones;  Joey,  and  the  minister;  and 
my  Sunnel-school  teacher,  and  my  farer  more'n  any- 
body. " 

"  It  isn't  c\ery  boy  that  has  a  father  like  that;  you 
are  fortunate.'" 

"  Yes.  ma'am.  Farer  says  a  poor  man  with  a  big 
family  can't  do  much  for  his  children,  but  he  can  try- 
to  give 'em  religion:  'cause  religion's  cheap  in  this 
counir\-.  if  anything  is;  so  he's  iryin  very  hard  to  give 
U-^  all  religion  'fore  we  grow  up."' 

"  Well,  how  is  it  turning  out?" 

"Joey's  got  it.  and  Marty's  got  it,  and  Nelly  hasn't 
got  It  VPt,  and  Florn-  and  mes  a-tr>'ing,  and  the 
babys  loo  little  to  know  much,  and  the  speck  ofa  new 
baby  can't  ^o  anything  but  sleep." 

"  Vcu  mu£t  have  a  good  father.  Everett;  I  hope 
.  -    --  ■-ii^e^  iv:ll  aU  be  fulfiUed." 

""    -^"2  got  a  good  mower,  too,  only 
i:.:  cani  talk  much; "'  and  then  ray  lit- 


tle \-isiior  departed  with  his  twin  bouquets  and  a  ra- 
diant face. 

It  was  only  a  few  days  later  when  1  saw  the  pleas- 
ant liitlc  visage  thrust  through  the  palings  again. 

"Oh,  Im  glad  to  see  you!"  I  cried;  "do  come 
in!" 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am.     Can't  do  it." 

"  Why  not?'' 

"  Got  put  in  ihe  closet  last  time.'" 

"  For  what,  pray?" 

"  Coming  in  without  being  washed  and  scrubbed. 
Farer  says  a  poor  man  with  a  big  family  can't  do 
much  for  his  cliildren,  but  he  can  make 'em  clean,  for 
water  is  cheap  in  this  country  if  anything  is." 

"  Well,  then,  can't  you  gel  washed  and  scrubbed?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  Joey'Il  do  it." 

"  Fly  home  then,  like  a  bird,  and  I'll  wait  here  for 
you. " 

When  he  came  back  there  was  an  e.\ira  glow  on 
thai  round  and  ruddy  countenance;  it  gleamed  like  a 
red-cheeked  apple  just  polished  for  the  fruit  basket. 
He  went  down  on  his  knees  again  over  the  bed  of 
pinks,  and  seemed  like  one  enchanted.  As  I  cut  the 
flowers  and  gave  them  into  his  hands  we  fell  into  con- 
versation as  before. 

"  I'm  so  sorry  you  were  put  in  the  closet  for  com- 
ing here,  Everett,"  I  said.  "  It  was  a  very  unpleas- 
ant ending  lo  the  afternoon." 

"  No  ma'am,  not  so  very,"  he  answered  serenely. 
"  Ought  to  have  minded  what  I  was  lold.  Besides, 
I  just  shut  my  eyes  and  thought  of  the  pinks  till  Joey 
let  me  out." 

' '  Are  the  others  at  home  as  fond  of  flowers  as  you 
are?" 

"  They  like 'em  very  much;  they  thought  what  I 
took  home  from  here  was  awful  nice,  and  they  knew 
I'd  been  in  here.  The  first  thing  Joey  said  when 
farer  came  home  was  '  Oh.  farer!  farer!  whot  do  you 
think  ?  Ev'ell's  been  in  the  Garde na-Edena,  and 
here's  some  flowers  that  grew  there ! '  " 

"  In  where?"  I  asked. 

"  In  the  Gardena-Edena  ;  Joey  always  calls  it  so. 
That's  my  house,  "  he  continued,  pointing ;  "one, 
two.  three,  down  the  row  ;  and  when  you  go  up  stairs 
in  the  back  room  and  squeedge  your  head  way  over 
sideways  against  the  shutter,  you  can  see  a  little 
piece  of  this  Gardena-Edena.  If  your  barn  wasn't 
there,  and  our  house  was  a  little  further  back  and 
turned  a  teenty-iaunty  bit  this  way,  we  could  see  lots 
of  it.    Joey's  glad  we  can  see  even  a  speck  of  it," 

"Joey's  your  oldest  brother,  I  suppose?" 

"  No,  maam,  Joey's  my  big  sister.  She's  a  girl 
coll'd  Jophesine  Panoleon  Bonaparte  Pilkins." 

' '  Oh  ;  and  Marty's  your  next  sister,  then  ? '' 

"  No,  ma'am,  Marty's  my  big  bro'rer;  he's  a  boy 
coll'd  Martin  Thuler  Pilkins." 

"  Why — what  long,  large  names  !  " 

"Yes,  ma'am;  we've  all  got  'em,  Farer  says  a 
poor  man  with  a  big  family  can't  do  much  for  his 
children,  but  he  can  give  'em  good  names,  'cause 
good  names  is  cheap,  if  anything  is,  in  this  country." 

"And  may  I  know  the  names  of  the  others,  loo?" 

"Oh  yes,  ma'am.     Next  comes  Nelly." 

"Another  sister?" 

"  No,  ma'am,  a  bro'rer.  He's  a  boy  coll'd 
Hosharo  Nelson  Pilkins.  And  next  comes  me.  And 
after  me  comes  Florry.  Florry's  a  girl  coll'd  Flor- 
ence Gighlinale  Pilkins." 

"  Is  that  all?" 

"  Oh,  no,  ma'am,''  he  answered  very  mildly.  Ne.\t 
comes  the  baby.  He's  a  small  boy  coll'd  Christoper 
Bolumkus  Pilkins.  Last  of  all  comes  the  speck  of  a 
new  baby.  He's  a  very  small  hoy  coll'd  Henry  Bard 
Weecher." 

"  G-r-r-acious !  " 

"  Ain't  it  a  nice  name,  too?'' 

"It's  so  tremendously  long  and  strong  for  such  a 
mile  ofa  child  !  I  shouldthink  it  \vould  wear  him  to 
the  very  bone  !  " 

"No,  maam,''  returned  Everett,  gently.  "He 
don't  appear  to  mind  it.  Perhaps  because  we  only 
call  him  Henny." 

In  the  meantime  I  had  been  culling  flowers,  and 
Everett  receiving  them,  and  dividing  them  as  before 
quite  impaitially  between  his  right  hand  and  his  left. 
Pinks,  pansies,  roses,  phlo.xcs,  myrtle,  jasmine,  went 
twig  for  twig,  and  sprig  for  sprig,  on  this  side  and  on 
that. 

"  You  always  make  two  bouquets,  Everett."  said  I. 

"Yes,  ma'am,''  repeated  he  with  great  mildness  ; 
"  I  always  make  two  bouquets." 

It  would  have  been  gratifying  to  know,  but  I  did 
not  ask  him.  fori  respect  the  plans  and  purposes  of 
little  heads,  and  know  that  little  hearts  have  often 
"long,  long  thoughts''  in  them. 

During  that  beauiiful  early  summer  Everett  and  I 
had  many  a  pleasant  meeting.  Two  or  three  times  a 
week  he  came  to  see  me  ;  we  always  fell  into  con- 
versation on  matters  grave  or  gay.  or  lively  or  severe; 
1  always  cul  a  nosegay  of  flowers  for  him,  and  he  al- 
ways divided  them  in  his  own  little  way.  One  day  in 
mid-July  I  said  lo  him  : 

"  1  have  something  this  morning  I  know  you  will 
like.  AlmoEi  all  boys  would  like  them  belter  than 
flowers.'' 

"  I  don't  know  what  it  is  yet.''  he  answered,  softly; 
"  but 'I  like  everything  in  here." 

"It's  cherries!  That's  what  it  is.  '  Cherries  are 
ripe,  cherries  are  ripe,  and  children  can  have  some  ! ' 
Come  into  the  house  and  gel  them."  And  I  showed 
him  the  way  up  a  half-dozen  miniature  steps  tucked 
deftly  into  a  small  comer,  that  led  from  the  garden 
into  the  bay-window  of  the  librar)'. 

"Oh,  what  a  nice  quiriy  steps!"  ejaculated  Ever- 
ett, gently.  "  There's  ever)'lhing  strange  and  pretty 
and  nice  like  fair)'  tales  in  this  Gardena-Edena." 

We  sat  down  by  the  library  table  where  the  basket 
of  cherries  stood,  and  I  picked  from  il  the  biggest 
and  reddest,  with  the  longest  stems — for  a  stemless 
cherry  is  an  imperfect  treasure  :  half  the  fun  is  to 
shake  and  dandle  it  and  twirl  its  ruby  roundness  be- 
fore eating— and  as  I  gave  t!,em  to  him  his  eyes 
shone  with  pleasure;  but  not  one  was  put  in  his 
mouih.  One  cherry  went  into  his  right  hand  and 
one  into  his  left.  I, tried  him  with  a  pair  devoid  of 
stems.  The  lesult  was  the  same.  One  was  inclosed 
by  the  palm  of  one  chubby  hand,  the  other  by  the 
palm  of  the  other.  Verily,  thought  I  to  myself,  this 
13  growing  uncanny.  The  boy  behaves  as  if  he  were 
a  fair>'  himself,  and  some  inexorable  ogre  compelled 
him  to  go  through  with  this  unmeaning  pantomine. 
If  he  does  so  the  next  time  I  see  him.  I  will  surely 
ask  him  the  reason  why.  and  break  ihe  wicked  spelL 

And  when  I  saw  him  a  few  days  later,  and  gave 
him  first  flowers  and  then  cherries,  and  found  that  he 
did  just  as  before,  dividing  them  with  exactitude  into 
two  portions,  I  fulfilled  my  vow. 

"Everett,''  I  said,  "you  have  always  made  two 
bouquets  out  of  the  flowers  I  have  given  you." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,''  he  replied  with  great  mildness,  "  I 
have  always  made  two." 

"And  now,  instead  of  eating  the  cherries,  you  are 
making  them  into  twc  bunches  as  you  did  before.'' 


"Yes.  ma'am,  I'm  making  them  into  two." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  why,  if  you  are  willing  to 
tell  me," 

"Oh.  yes.  ma'am;  I'd  like  to.  Half  of  all  I  have 
is  Florr)''s.  Half  of  all  I  ever  had  is  Florry's.  Half 
of  all  I'm  ever  going  to  have  is  Florry's." 

"  Then  the  flowers  were  always  for  her,  and  these 
cherries,  too  ?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  and  everything  I  gel.  I  always 
want  her  to  have  her  half  first,  so  as  to  gel  the  best; 
and  she  always  wants  me  to  have  the  best,  and  some- 
times we  can't  tell  which  is  the  best,  and  that  makes 
us  laugh.  *  • 

"  Is  Florrj'  your  favorite,  then?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  he  answered,  very  gently;  "  Florrj' 
is  mv  favorite." 

"Why?" 

"Because  Florr>''s  sick.  She's  very  sick.  She 
can't  get  well.  She's  too  sick  to  stay  here  much 
longer.  She's  got  a  'sumption,  and  she  can't  live 
long.'" 

"  You  ne%'er  told  me  that,  Everett." 

"  No,  ma'm;  you  never  asked  me."' 

"  But,  my  dear  little  man,  you  must  tell  me  what- 
ever vou  want  to,  without  my  asking." 

"Alustl?'" 

"  Certainly;  don't  fail  to  do  so." 

"Then  I'll  tell  you  something  now;  shall  I?" 

"  Of  course,  my  dear." 

"  Florry  wants  very  much  to  see  the  lady  that  lives 
in  the  Garden- Edena  before  she  goes  away,  Flor- 
ry's my  dearest  pel.  Half  of  all  I  have  is  Florry's. 
Half  of  all  I  ever  had,  except  you.  I've  seen  you, 
and  talked  with  you,  and  been  in  your  Garden- 
Edena,  and  Florry  hasn't.  You  have  been  just  as 
sweet  as  an  angel  to  me,  and  smiled  at  me  ever  so 
many  times,  but  not  at  Florry.  She  calls  me  "  EUy." 
Almost  every  .day  she  says,  '  Etty,  dear,  I  want  to 
sec  the  lady  that  lives  in  the  Garden-Edena  before  I 
go-*  " 

"I  wish  you  had  told  me  this  before,  Everett. 
I  will  go  with  you  any  hour  of  any  day  she  wants 
me." 

"Thank  you,  ma'am;  I  knew  you  would.  Flor- 
ry's seen  a  little  bit  of  this  Gardena-Edena.  Slie 
used  to  sleep  in  the  little  front  room,  but  when  she 
got  worse  and  couldn't  sit  up  but  a  little  while  at  a 
time,  then  she  changed  into  the  back-room,  se  that 
when  she  did  sit  up  she  could  squeedge  her  head 
sideways  over  by  the  shutter  and  see  a  little  bit  of  it. 
Sometimes,  when  the  wind  blows,  she  smells  the 
flowers  from  'way  over  here,  and  then  she's  glad. 
She  hasn't  sat  up  this  week.'' 

"  Have  you  a  good  doctor  for  her?'' 

"Yes,  ma'am.  Used  to  have  two;  but  it  wasn't 
any  good.  They  said  she  could  not  get  well.  Now 
we've  got  another  that  does  all  he  can.'' 

"  I  am  very  sorry  about  your  Florry." 

"Yes,  ma'am,  so  am  I,''  he  answered  softly,  while 
the  tears  welled  up  in  his  eyes;  "  but  it  can't  be 
helped.  Farer  says  when  you  can  help  a  thing  help 
it,  and  when  you  can't  then  bear  it  with  patience. 
Farer  says  a  poor  man  with  a  big  family  can't  do 
much  for  his  children,  but  he  can  teach  'em  to  go 
without,  and  have  patience,  'cause  patience  is  cheap, 
if  anything  is  in  this  country." 

"Sound  doctrine,"  I  answered,  "but  sometimes 
hard  to  practice.  Give  your  Florry  my  kindest 
wishes,  and  tell  her  the  minute  she  wants  me  I  will 
come. '' 

"  I  will,  ma'am,  and  I  thank  you,  too."  And  he 
went  away  happy  in  his  double  treasure  of  flowers 
and  fruit. 

It  is  not  within  the  power  of  words  to  describe  the 
exceeding  mildness  of  this  little  child.  His  most  joy- 
ous joys  seemed  subdued;  his  troubles  appeared  to 
leave  him  quite  untroubled;  his  strongest  enthusiasms 
were  completely  under  control.  We  have  seen  saintly 
mothers  and  grandmothers,  like  goodly  vessels  that 
have  breasted  the  waves  and  been  tossed  by  the  tides 
and  have  bowed  to  the  gales,  at  last  floating  into 
quiet  harbors,  in  the  mellow  sunset  light,  but  it  is 
nre  to  muet  such  ripe  serenity  in  youth  or  childhood. 

My  little  Pilkins  seemed  even  to  be  aware  of  and 
to  contemplate  his  own  small  lingual  deficiencies 
with  an  unperturbed  urbanity  of  soul.  I  sometimes 
wondered  that  the  father  or  the  mother  or  the  helpful 
Joey  did  not  correct  them,  and  make  the  little  fellow 
mind  his  p's  and  q's,  and  various  other  consonants; 
but  perhaps  with  a  Josephine  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  a 
Martin  Luther,  and  a  Horatio  Nelson  before  him,  a 
Florence  Nightingale,  a  Christopher  Columbus,  and 
a  Henry  Ward  Beecher  before  him,  aoi  to  mention  a 
mother  that  was  too  busy  to  talk,  these  sinless  blun- 
ders were  not  thought  worthy  of  notice.  I  supposed 
myself  quite  familiar  with  his  especial  methods  of 
speech,  but  he  continued  a  puzzle  even  to  me,  some- 
times. 

The  time  of  cherries  had  passed,  and  the  breath- 
less heals  of  August  had  come,  when  Everett  told  me 
one  morning  that  the  doctor  said  that  Florry  was 
worse. 

"Yes,  my  Florry  is  sicker  and  sicker,"  he  said, 
with  a  tremble  in  his  voice;  "but  next  week,'"  he 
added,  trying  to  smile,  "she'll  feel  belter.  She'll 
feel  a  good  deal  better,  "cause  next  week's  got  a  burs- 
day  in  it.  I'll  be  nine  years  old,  and  I'm  going  to 
have  a  present." 

■ '  Won't  that  be  nice  ?"  I  answered. 

"Yes,  ma'am,  I'm  going  to  have  a  present,  and 
it's  half  for  Florry.  In  the  country  where  we  used 
to  live,  right  across  the  road  from  Darby-coll'd- Dea- 
con's, there's  a  cousin  that's  going  to  send  me  a 
present.     It's  a  present  of  a  Collo-coll'-loodles." 

"  A  what,  Everett?" 

"A  splendid  Collo-coll'-toodles;  and  il's  half  for 
Florry,     Isn't  that  nice?  ' 

"  Oh,  very;  I  should  like  to  see  it  when  it  comes." 

"Yes.  ma'am,  you  shall;  I'll  bring  it  right  over 
and  show  it  to  you.'' 

On  the  following  Thursday,  therefore,  he  came  to 
me  all  aglow  with  the  mild  radiance,  and  told  me 
that  his  birthday  present  had  arrived. 

"It's  here,"  he  cried,  jubilantly;  "it's  here,  and 
Florry  likes  it," 

"  How  very  pleasant,"  I  replied, 

"Yes,  ma'am,  very  pleasant;  and  if  you  will  let 
me.  I'll  run  and  get  it  and  show  it  to  you.  Nelly's 
holding  it  for  me  outside  the  gate.'' 

And  in  a  moment  he  had  fled  and  returned,  bring- 
mg  with  him  a  profusely  woolly  white  poodle,  which 
he  sat  down  on  the  floor  between  us.  It  was  so 
shaggy  there  was  no  knowing  bow  from  stem  u^iil  it 
walked,  and  it  looked  like  a  little  sheepskin  door-mat 
that  had  suddenly  rolled  itself  up  and  determined  to 
be  somebody, 

"  Oh,  that's  it,"  I  exclaimed,  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"Yes.  ma'am,  that's  it;  that's  my  Collo-coll'-too- 
dles. AH  that  kind  of  dogs  is  coll'-toodles,  but  this 
toodles'  own  name  is  coll'-Collo." 

"  Carlo !  Carlo  !"  I  said,  "  come  and  get  a  neck- 
tie;" for  I  just  bethought  me  of  a  sky-blue  ribbon  in 
the  Ubrary  drawer. 


We  tied  it  on,  Everett  and  I,  with  a  stylish  bow 
behind  his  left  ear.  and  then  Everett  kissed  him  over 
and  over  again  with  chaslened  rapture. 

"The  only  matter  of  Collo-coH'-toodles,"  said  Ev- 
erett, with  a  gentle  sigh,  "is  that  we  can't  divide 
him.  We  don't  know  which  half  is  Florry's  and 
which  is  mine.  I  think  the  best  way  is  for  Florry  to 
have  all  of  him  now,  because  you  know  when  she — 
when  she  goes  away,''  and  there  was  a  little  choke 
in  his  throat,  "  I  can't  help  having  all  of  him.  I'm 
afraid  she'll  go  very  soon  now.  She  thinks  so.  She's 
made  mower  wash  her  white  dress  all  clean,  and  buy 
a  white  ribbon  for  her  hair.  She's  glad  that  Collo- 
coll'-toodles  came  so  soon,  and  she'd  be  glad  if  you 
would  come  and  see  her  lo-morrow.  She  said  to- 
day, '  Etty,  dear,  tell  ihe  lady  thai  lives  in  the  Gar- 
dena-Edena that  I'd  like  to  see  her  in  the  morning, 
if  it's  perfly  convenient,"  I'll  come  and  bring  you 
when  her  room's  broomed  up,  if  you'll  come.'' 

"  Of  course  I  will,  dear  child,  gladly." 

It  was  early  the  next  morning  when  Everett  came 
for  me— earlier  than  I  expected  him  ;  but  I  went  just 
as  I  was,  in  my  white  morning  gown,  stopping  only 
to  gather  a  few  flowers  for  the  little  sister,  as  we  passed 
through  the  garden. 

With  a  strange  delicacy,  no  one  of  the  family  ap- 
peared. Everett  alone  conducted  me  through  the 
passage,  up  the  stair- case,  all  very  plain  but  very 
clean,  into  the  sick  child^  room.  A  great  pang  of 
infinite  pity  rushed  through  my  heart  at  the  sight  of 
the  little  fading  life  before  me  ;  the  while,  patient, 
hollow-eyed  child,  hurrying  on  with  hot,  quick  pulses, 
into  the  great  hereafter.  Almost  as  instantly  came 
also  the  remembrance  that  for  her  this  visit  should  be 
a  lime  of  peace,  rest,  and  soothing  ;  without  so  much 
as  one  disturbing  look  or  gesture,  I  laid  my  hand 
gently  on  hers,  and  looked  down  in  her  eyes  and 
smiled. 

She  smiled  in  return.  "  I  thank  you,  ma'am,''  she 
said;  "I  thank  you  very  much,  but  I  can't  talk 
much  ;  my  breath  goes  so  fast." 

"  I  came  to  talk  \o you."  I  answered,  "as  long  as 
you  want  me,  and  about  anything  you  like." 

"Tell  me  about  your  Garden  of  Eden,  please.  I'd 
like  to  hear  all  about  that.  How  it's  shaped  out,  and 
where  everything  grows.'' 

The  little  Carlo  was  nestled  down  by  her  side  in  the 
bed.  Everett  climbed  up  and  rested  near  him  lean- 
ing on  his  elbow,  looking  part  of  the  time  at  Florry 
and  part  at  me.  I  laid  the  flowers  in  one  of  her  little 
thin  hands,  and  took  the  other  in  mine. 

"  It's  so  strange  and  so  nice  to  see  you,"  she  said, 
stopping  between  every  few  words  to  breathe.  "  I've 
wanted  it  so  much  and  now  I've  got  it.  Almost  eve- 
rything comes  just  as  I  want  it,  I  wanted  to  see 
Carlo,  and  Carlo's  here,  and  loves  me  already.  I 
wanted  to  see  you,  and  you're  here.  I  was  afraid  my 
while  dress  wouldn't  be  ready,  but  mother  washed  it, 
and  Joey  ironed  it  and  sewed  a  frill  in,  and  that's 
ready.     They  all  wear  white  there,  don't  they?'' 

"  1  think  so,''  I  answered  slowly,  "  of  one. kind  or 
another.     Do  you  care  so  much  for  the  dress,  dear?'' 

'  ■  I  know  what  you  think.  Yes,  I  know.  He  could 
make  it  while  and  clean  as  he  could  my  heart,  as  I 
think  he  has  ;  but  I  just  wanted  to  look  ready,  too. 
I  am  all  ready  but  one  or  two  little  things.  I  want 
to  go.  There's  too  much  pain  and  weakness  here  for 
me,  I  love  the  home  up  there.  I  love  those  that  live 
there.  They  seem  like  dear,  kind  friends  to  me.  But 
one  thing  troubles  me — and  that  is  how  I'll  go.  Etty 
thinks  a  shining  angel  will  bear  me  to  the  sky,  don't 
you,  Etty,  dear?'' 

"  Yes,  Florry,  I'm  sure  of  it." 

"But  if  it  should  be  a  stranger  angel,"  she  said 
an.xiously,  "  wouldn't  I  be  afraid?  If  only  the  kind 
Lord  himself  could  come  1  But  of  course  he  can't 
for  every  child  that  has  to  go  !  Do  you  think  I'll  be 
afraid?" 

I  patted  the  little  hand,  and  shook  my  head  and 
smiled.  "  Not  even  one  tiny  bit  ;  I  think  the  '  dear, 
kind  Friend '  you  have  there  will  send  such  a  messen- 
ger as  you  will  be  glad  to  go  with.  He  has  made  all 
the  other  things  come  right,  he  will  make  this  right 
too.    Only  trust  Him  forthis  as  you  have  for  the  rest." 

"  I  think  I  can,"  she  said,  looking  earnestly  at  me, 
"I  will.  I  do.  Will  you  tell  me  now  about  your 
Garden  of  Eden  ?'' 

I  described  to  her  as  well  as  I  could  the  general 
plan  of  the  garden  ;  the  little  lawn  in  front,  with  its 
trees  and  shrubbery,  and  the  gravel  walks  that  ran  in 
and  out  among  the  grass,  waving  now  to  the  right  to 
give  space  for  an  arbor  viijc,  and  now  to  the  left  to 
make  room  for  a  clump  of  sumach  ;  and  then  hiding 
themselves  in  a  little  thicket  of  greenness  ;  the  close- 
cut  grassy  terrace  that  went  quite  around  the  house  ; 
the  high  trellises  that  carried  the  vines  to  the  top  of 
the  piazza  ;  the  shorter  ones  that  supported  the  roses 
and  clematis  ;  the  summer-house  over  in  the  corner  ; 
the  geometrical  flower-beds  bordered  with  thrift,  and 
blazmg  with  brightest  colors  ;  the  hemlock  hedge 
which  ran  across  the  flower-garden  and  the  kitchen- 
garden  ;  the  row  of  great  white  Antwerp  raspberries 
that  were  planted  all  along  the  side  fence  ;  the  spicy 
strawberry-patch  behind  the  hedge,  where  the  rows  of 
currant  and  gooseberry  bushes  were  planted  ;  where 
the  pear-trees  stood  ;  where  the  cherry  trees  grew  ; — 
and  then  the  whole  wonderful  procession  of  the  bles- 
sed flowers,  from  those  thai  blossomed  first  and  brav- 
est in  the  damp,  nipping,  early  spring  morning,  to 
those  that  opened  boldest  and  latest  in  the  dark  au- 
tumn frosts,  until  finally,  the  flowers  and  the  summer 
had  to  move  together  into  the  big  bay-window  of  the 
library,  and  stay  captive  till  the  spring  came  again. 
The  child's  eyes  were  earnestly  fixed  on  mine,  a  faint 
smile  flitted  over  her  face  now  and  then,  and  once  in 
a  while  her  fingers  pressed  mine. 

"Go  on,  go  on,  please,''  she  said  when  I  paused.. 
' '  Isn't  there  any  more  ? '' 

"  Oh,  yes,  any  quantity;  all  you  want  to  hear." 

So  I  went  on  then  to  tell  her  of  the  robins  that 
built  their  nest  in  the  elm  tree,  with  a  little  piece  of 
pink  tissue  paper  at  one  side  for  a  festive  banner  ;  of 
the  felonious  old  gray  puss  that  tried  to  steal  the 
baby-birds,  and  got  sent  away  for  il ;  of  the  two  fat 
loads  that  lived  at  their  ease  in-the  lettuce  bed,  and 
came  at  dusk  to  ensnare  insects  with  their  lasso-like 
tongues  ;  of  the  great  green  spotted  frog,  a  perfect 
stranger  to  all  the  family,  who  suddenly  arrived  one 
morning  from  foreign  parts,  without  a  shadow  of  in- 
troduction, and  coolly  settled  himself  in  the  high 
grass  around  the  mossy  trough  that  catches  the  drip- 
pings from  the  well. 

The  sultry  August  morning  had  been  growing  sul- 
trier and  more  oppressive  every  moment ;  the  distant, 
busy  hum  of  the  streets  was  only  an  indistinct  mur- 
mur, and  the  house  was  absolutely  still.  The  great, 
bright  eyes  that  had  been  fastened  on  mine  at 
first  had  slowly  drooped  and  languished,  and 
closed  more  than  once,  and  the  child  seemed  too 
drowsy  to  speak.  But  again  the  Utile  fingers  pressed 
mine  faintly,  and  again  I  talked  on,  in  the  most 
dreaming,  droning  tones  I  could  command,  spinning 
an  endless  thread,  spider- fashion,  out  of  myself  about 
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anything  that  came  uppermost ;  the  bees  that  visited 
my  garden,  and  foraged  for  honey  and  pollen  in  such 
a  fussy,  buzzy,  blundering  way,  hurrying  and  scram- 
bling for  fear  some  other  bee  should  get  ahead  of 
them,  and  muttering  and  talking  about  it  all  the 
time,  like  some  people  who  take  their  dinner  with  so 
much  needles'^  noise  and  commotion  that  their  friends 
wish  they  would  do  their  eating^  in  Greenland,  and 
only  come  home  between  times.  And  then  of  the 
butterflies,  the  gorgeous,  beautiful  creatures,  the 
floating  flowers  that  perch  upon  the  anchored  ones, 
and  fan  them  with  their  painted  wings,  and  display 
their  beauties  in  the  sunshine,  and  sip  so  deftly,  that 
like  some  other  people  who  take  their  bite  and  sup 
most  daintily,  pleasing  you  with  their  brightness  all 
the  time,  you  hardly  ever  remember  that  they  eat 
at  all. 

And  then  of  the  wasps,  those  fervid  fire-worshipers, 
who  seem  to  die  with  every  chilling  wind  and  to  be 
born  again  with  the  sunshine;  idle  as  wcA  as  pe  vish, 
they  like  best  the  vicious  silence  and  other  gummy 
flowers  that  have  alre.ady  exuded  their  treasures  for 
them;  but  most  of  all  they  love  the  juice  of  a  bruised 
strawberry,  an  over-ripe  raspberry,  or  a  fallen  pear. 
That's  the  wine  for  their  lordships.  They  tipple  and 
tipple,  till  they  scarcely  can  rise  again  in  the  warm 
summer  air,  and  then  go  drifting  lazily  by  to  leeward, 
centerboard  down. 

The  child's  eyes  had  now  long  been  closed,  the  fin- 
gers had  fallen  quite  away  from  mine,  her  whole 
frame  seemed  quite  relaxed  and  tranquil  in  a  sweet, 
calm  sleep.  Softly  rising  from  my  seat,  and  holding 
up  my  finger  to  Everett  as  an  entreaty  for  perfect 
stillness,  I  stole  silently  away  again  to  my  own  Gar- 
den of  Eden. 

Not  many  days  after,  my  Pilkins  came  once  more 
to  see  me.  1  spoke  to  him  cheerfully  as  he  entered 
the  library,  but  he  did  not  answer.  I  asked  bim  if 
anything  had  happened — if  Florry  was  worse,  but  he 
coii/d  not  answer.  I  opened  my  arms  and  he  ran  into 
them,  hid  his  face  on  my  shoulder  and  cried  long, 
long  and  heavily. 

True  to  himself,  however,  he  struggled  with  his 
sorrow;  he  checked  it  as  manfully  as  he  could,  and 
soon  lifting  his  head,  he  said  gently  : 

"My  Florry's  gone,  all  gone  at  lastl  .  She  went 
away  this  morning,  just  a  little  while  ago,  and  every- 
thing happened  the  way  she  wanted  it.  She  had  a 
good  sleep  the  day  you  were  there.  When  she  woke 
up  she  said,  '  Etty,  dear,  when  you  see  the  lady  that 
lives  in  the  Gardena-Edcna,  tell  her  she  soothed  me 
to  a  sweet,  long  sleep,  the  best  I  ever,  ever  had.'  And 
in  that  sleep  she  had  a  vision.  It  was  a  vision  of  an 
angel.  It  was  dressed  in  while  and  it  looked  like  you, 
and  had  flowers  in  its  hand  as  you  had." 

I  smiled  at  the  simple  childishness  that  did  not  see 
how  the  living  fact  had  suggested  the  dreaming 
fancy. 

"  Yes,"  Everett  went  on,  "  and  ii  smiled,  too,  like 
you  smiled  at  Florry,  and  it  looked  in  her  eyes,  and 
it  laid  its  gentle  hand  on  Florry's,  and  it  said,  '  I'm 
sure  you  would  not  he  afraid  to  go  with  me,'  and 
Florry  said,  'Oh,  no,  not  at  all!  -I'd  love  to  go  with 
youf  And  then  it  said,  '  I  shall  come  soon,'  and  it 
faded  away  like  a  light,  fainter  and  fainter,  smiling  at 
Florry  all  the  time.  It  looked  like  you,  only  it  was 
ever  so  much  bigger  and  stronger,  and  dazzled  up  all 
the  room.  Joey  said  it  was  a  dream,  but  Florry  said 
no,  it  was  a  vision;  and  farer  said,  'Who  knows? 
Let  the  child  take  her  comfort.'  The  next  morning 
Florry  made  them  wash  her  nice  and  clean,  and  lay 
her  white  frock  by  her.  'It  may  come  to-day,  Etty, 
dear,'  she  said,  '  or  it  may  come  to-morrow  ;  and  I 
must  be  all  ready.'  And  yesterday  she  got  all  ready 
again  and  waited.  But  this  morning  she  called  |oey 
early,  and  made  her  put  the  white  dress  on  her,  and 
tie  her  curls  with  the  new  white  ribbon.  '  This  is  the 
day,'  she  said  ;  '  I  was-i't  ^ure  before,  but  now  I 
know  it;  call  them  in,  and  kiss  me  good-bye,  all.' 
Then  we  all  kissed  her  good-bye,  one  by  one  ;  and 
little  Collo  felt  lonely,  and  climbed  up  on  the  bed, 
and  cried  and  lapped  her  cheek,  so  she  kissed  him 
good-bye,  too,  and  he  cuddled  right  down  by  her 
side.  Then  she  said  she  was  tired  and  wanted  to  go 
to  sleep  ;  but  first  she  wanted  Joey  to  lay  the  little  new 
baby  on  her  arm  so  that  she  could  fee!  it  there  a  little 
while,  and  then  she  smiled  at  us  and  said,  '  I'm  just 
as  happy  as  I  can  be.'  and  fell  fast  asleep." 

' '  And  did  not  wake  again  ?  " 

"  Only  for  a  minute.  We  think  the  angel  must 
have  come  for  her;  for  after  a  while,  she  opened  her 
eyes  quick  and  bright,  just  as  if  somebody  had  called 
her,  and  said  softly,  '  Yes,  yes  !  I'm  all  ready  ! '  and 
smiled  and  lifted  up  her  arms  to  be  carried,  and  then 
— and  then — they  said  she  was  gone  !  " 

Once  more  the  poor  little  man  gave  in  to  his  sor- 
row, and  leaned  his  head  on  me,  and  sobbed  while  I 
spoke  such  words  of  sympathy  as  seemed  to  soothe 
him  best.  "Everett,"  I  said  at  last,  "let  us  do 
something  for  Florry  that  we  know  she  would  like. 
Let  us  take  quantities  of  flowers,  rich,  and  sweet,  and 
beautiful,  and  let  us  make  a  perfect  bed  of  them — bed, 
and  pillow,  and  coverlet — for  the  little  form  in  the  lit- 
tle white  dress  that  Florry  left  behind  her." 

"Oh,  that  would  be  nice,"  said  Everett;  "my 
Florry  did  /(>z'£ flowers  so  much," 

And  so  we  did;  the  little,  pearl-white  child,  with  all 
that  was  beneath  her  and  about  her,  we  so  garlanded, 
and  crowned,  and  wreathed,  and  decked  with  flowers 
that  the  last  picture  of  her  on  earth  was  that  of  a 
waxen  bird  in  a  great  wilderness  of  glowing  brilliant 
blossoms. 

This  happened  on  the  eve  of  a  long-planned  visit 
to  the  sea-shore. 

When  I  returned,  after  six  weeks  or  more,  I  missed 
my  little  comrade.  I  looked  often  at  the  place  in  the 
open  palings  where  the  pleasant  little  face  had  been 
wont  to  frame  itself,  and  listened  many  a  time  for  the 
soft  footfalls  that  used  to  come  so  unobtrusively  in  at 
the  side  gate,  but  in  vain.  At  last  I  bade  my  hand- 
maid, Rose,  summon  him  to  his  friend  and  the  flow- 
ers once  more. 

"  Oh,  dear,  ma'am,''  she  exclaimed  penitently.  "  I 
do  beg  your  paidon,  I'm  sure!  I  forgot  entirely  to 
tell  you  that  the  little  fellow  was  here  twice  to  see  you. 
The  last  time,  when  I  told  him  you'd  be  away  for  a 
couple  of  weeks  yet,  he  just  cried  and  said  he'd  never 
see  you  again,  and  he  left  a  long  message  for  you.  I 
passed  particular  remarks  upon  it,  madam,  he  gave  it 
so  wise  and  old-fashioned  like  !  '  Tell  her,'  said  he, 
'  that  I  came  to  say  good-bye.  Father  says  a  poor 
man  with  a  big  family  can't  do  much  for  his  children, 
but  he  can  give  'em  room  to  grow,  for  room's  cheap 
out  West  in  this  country,  if  anything  is  ;  so  we're  go- 
ing out  West,  far,  far  West,  and  I'm  afraid  I'll  never 
see  her  again  !" 

His  foreboding  was  true ;  I  have  never  seen  or 
heard  of  him  since  ;  but  still,  through  the  dissolving 
years,  my  heart  has  ever  remained  faithful  to  the 
memory  of  my  own  Little  Pilkins.  S.  M. 

Everybody  seems  to  think  himself  a  moral  half- 
bushel  to  measure  the  worid's  frailties. 


INTAGLIOS. 

Conscience. 
I  sat  alone  with  my  conscience 

In  a  place  where  time  had  ceased  ; 
And  we  talked  of  my  former  living. 

In  the  land  where  the  vears    ncreased. 

And  I  felt  I  should  have  to  answer 

The  questions  if  put  to  me ; 
And  to  face  the  answer  and  question 

Throughout  an  eternity. 

The  ghosts  of  forgotten  actions 
Came  floating  before  my  sight, 

And  things  that  I  thought  were  dead  things 
Were  alive  with  a  terrible  might. 

And  the  vision  of  all  my  past  life 
Was  an  awful  thing  to  face — 

Alone  with  my  conscience  sitting 
In  that  solemnly  silent  place. 

And  I   thought  of  a  far  away  warning, 
Of  a  sorrow  that  was  to  be  mine; 

In  a  land  that  then  was  the  future, 
But  now  in  the  present  time. 

And  I  thought  of  my  former  thinking, 

Of  the  judgment  day  to  be; 
But  sitting  alone  with  my  conscience 

Seemed  judgment  enough  for  me. 

And  I  wondered  if  there  was  a  future 
To  this  land  beyond  the  grave ; 

But  no  one  gave  me  an  answer, 
And  no  one  came  to  save. 

Then  I  felt  that  the  future  was  present, 
And  the  present  would  never  go  by ; 

For  it  was  the  thought  of  my  past  life 
Grown  into  an  eternity. 

Then  I  awoke  from  my  timely  dreaming, 
And  the  vision  passed  away ; 

And  I  know  the  far  away  warning 
Was  a  warning  of  yesterday. 

And  I  pray  I  may  not  forget  it, 
In  this  land  before  the  grave ; 
That  I  may  not  cry  in  the  future, 
And  no  one  come  to  save. 

And  so  I  have  learned  a  lesson. 

Which  I  ought  to  have  known  before ; 

And  which,  though  I  learnt  it  dreaming, 
I  hope  to  forget  no  more. 

So  I  get  alone  with  my  conscience. 

In  the  place  where  the  years  increase. 

And  I  try  to  remember  the  future 
In  the  land  where  time  will  cease. 

And  I  know  of  the  future  judgment, 

How  dreadful  so  o'er  it  be, 
That  to  sit  alone  with  my  conscience 

Will  be  judgment  enough  for  me. 


—Spectator. 


An  Autumn  Violet. 
I  saw  a  miracle  to-day  ! 
Where  the  September  sunshine  lay 
Languidly  as  a  lost  desire 
Upon  a  sumach's  fading  fire, 
Wncre  calm  iome  pallid  asters  trod, 
Indifferent,  past  a  golden  rod, 
Beside  a  gray-haired  thistle  set — 
A  perfect  purple  violet. 

I  wonder  what  it  were  to  miss 
The  life  of  spring,  and  live  like  this 
To  bloom  so  lone,  to  bloom  so  late, 
And  were  it  worth  the  while  to  wait 

So  long  for  such  a  I  ttle  day? 
And  were  it  not  a  better  way 
Never  indeed  (worse  might  befall) 
To  be  a  violet  at  all? 

So  comely  when  the  spring  was  gone, 
So  calm  when  autumn  splendors  shone. 
So  peaceful  'midst  the  blazing  flowers, 
So  blessed  through  the  golden  hours. 
So  might  have  bloomed  my  love  for  thee. 
It  is  not,  and  it  can  not  be — 
It  can  not,  must  not  be — and  yet 
1  picked  for  thee  the  violet. 

Elizabeth  Stuart  Phelps 


Secrets. 

Not  one  could  tell,  for  nobody  knew, 
How  the  dainty  little  blossom  grew; 
Or  why  it  was  pink,  or  why  'twas  blue. 
This  child  of  the  storm,  the  sun  and  dew. 

Not  one  could  tell,  for  nobody  knew, 
Why  love  was  made  to  gladden  a  few. 
And  hearts  that  would  forever  be  true, 
Go  lone  and  starved  the  whole  way  through. 
Eleanor  Kirk. 


Old  Letters. 

With  rosy  ribbon's  faded  ghost  to  bind  them. 

Long  forgotten  amid  things  we  all  forget. 
In  a  chest  of  ancient  souvenirs  I  find  them. 

Faintly  scented  from  old  crumbled  mignonette 
And  as  now  I  slowly  read  them,  solemn-hearted, 

I  imagine,  with  a  vague,  phantasmal  dread. 
That  among  their  yellowed  pages  I  have  parted 

The  inviolable  cerements  of  the  dead  ! 

Here  arc  words  that  shine  with  sunny  expectation 

Of  returning  over  sea  to  friends  and  home; 
"When  at  last  this  gaudy  Carnival's  elation 

Discontinues,  ive  shall  tear  ourselves  from  Rome." 
Like  a  brook  the  merry  language  ripples  brightly; 

Well  she  loved,  that  happy  sister,  what  life  gave  ! 
Let  me  think  how  many  years  it  is  that  nightly 

Stars  have  glimmered  on  her  lonely  Roman  gjrave ! 

Here  is  writing  that  I  almost  held  as  holy; 

He  was  such  a  tight  of  learning,  Brother  Ned  ! 
Equal  gentleman  to  lofty  or  to  lowly. 

With  his  candid  Saxon  eyes  and  golden  head. 
Father  chided  him  too  sternly,  always  crying 

At  his  boyish  college  love  for  cards  and  wines  ! 
Ah,  how  often  have  I 'dreamed  I  saw  him  dying 

Far  away  among  those  OrCgonian  mines  ! 

Here  are  leaves  whare  still  the  soul    of  slumber    lingers  : 
"Come  to-morrow,  love;  the  country  is  so  dull." 
Oh,   the  perfume  of  those  cottage-door  syringas, 

And  the  twilight  of  the  meadow's  languid  lull  ! 
Oh,  the  fire-flies  with  their  dizzy  glitters  woven 

Through  the  boskage  of  the  copses  dark  and  damp  ! 
Oh,  the  rapture  while  she  gently  played  Beethoven 

In  the  parlor  where  the  moth  was  at  the  lamp  ! 

It  is  lately  as  last  August  that  I  met  her 

At  the  crowded   Newport  ball,  where  I  had  strayed. 
One  a  widower  of  si.\ty-two  and  better. 

One  a  dowager  with  feathers  and  brocade. 
Was  it  fancy  that  sometimes  looked  severely 

At  her  pretty  daughter's  partner  in  the  waltz? 
Coiiid  it  happen  that  a  meagre  income  yearly 

Was  conspicuous  among  his  youthful  faults? 

Dear  mementoes  of  these  disannulled  aflfections. 

Like  the  rays  from  planets  that  no  longer  glow, 
With  your  tidings  that  are  ghostly  resurrections. 

It  were  wiser  to  have  burned  you  years  ago  I 
Yet,  alas!  what  wasting  flame's  intenscr  flashes. 

With  the  reddest  greed  destruction  can  endow, 
Could  have  made  you  the  irrevocable  ashcE 

7'hat  annihilating  time  has  made  you  now  ! 

Edgar  Fawcktt, 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 
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W/S  WONDERFUL  SPOT  OF  CAL- 


ifornia  should  be  visited  by  all  residents  and  tourists. 
The  Geysers  of  Iceland  and  the  Geysers  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  remarkable  Canyon  of  the 
Pluton  in  Sonoma  County.  Wonderful  as  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  wonderful  as  a  health  resort,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
sort of  pleasure.  By  steamer,  train,  and  coach,  over  a 
beautiful  Bay,  through  beautiful  valleys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  than  compensates  for  the  cost  and  time. 
Leave  San  Francisco  daily  at  3  p.  m.,  by  steamer  for  Don- 
ahue; take  train  for  Clovcrdale ;  stay  all  night  at  Clover- 
dale,  and  leave  in  coach — four-in-hand— at  7  A.  M.  for  the 
mountain  drive  over  the  hills  to  the  Geysers.  Returning 
passengers  reach  San  Franci-:co  in  a  day  by  the  Calistoga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Geysers  is  the  easiest,  most  inexpensive, 
and  most  delightful  of  any  in  California,  The  hotel  accom- 
modations, the  trout  fishing,  the  hunting,  the  walks  and 
drives,' the  bathing,  the  everything,  are  perfection. 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 


THE   GREAT  GEYSERS   HOTEL. 

WM.   FORSYTH,  Proprietor. 


HOME    IN,  THE    COUNTRY, 


F- 


NOOK    FARM. 

'AM/LIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  country  will  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj'  of  such  endless  variety  as  tempt 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  E.  SMITH, 
Rutherford,  Naoa  County,  Gal. 


THE     SEASON 

AT 

SANTA     CRUZ 


Pacific  Ocean  Hoiise. 


r\ESIRING  TO  OFFER  MY  GUESTS 

■^"'^  all  the  conveniences  necessary  to  their  enjoyment,  I 
have  purchased  the  grounds  adjoining  the  hotel  for  croquet, 
swings,  etc.  Having  ample  room  for  children's  play-grounds 
I  am  able  to  oflfer  unusual  advantages  to  families.  As  an 
additional  attraction  I  have  erected  Piazza  14  by  100  feet, 
with  an  elegant  dancing  floor.  The  Hotel  has  been  com- 
pletely renovated  and  refurnished.  The  Dining-room  and 
general  menu  is  under  the  personal  supervision  of  Mr.  GEO. 
W.  HOADLEY,  Manager.  I  am  prepared  to  make  special 
arrangements, with  families  and  others  desiring  to  make  an 
extended  stay  at  the  fashionable  watering  place  of  the  Pa- 
cific. Day  rates  as  usual.  J.  H.  HOADLEY. 
Santa  Cruz,  May  loth,  1878. 


^OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY,  BLANK  BOOKS,  LEGAL,  CUSTOM- 
HOUSE, AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 

624  Mongomery  Street,  Montgomery  Block. 

San  Francisco,  California. 


y-'  y.  PETTiT  &•  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 
528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

A  RE    THE    PERFECTLY  PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  the  ordinary 
brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ON  their  mekits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


J.   C.    MERRILL    &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 

LINES. 

304  AND  706  California  St.        -        -         San  Francisco. 


J-yR.  G.  J.  VAN  VLACK, 

^  EDDY  STREET, 

Opposite  The  Baldwin. 


Grand  Western  Market 

CORNER   BUSH   AND   POLK  STS. 


T>    FEHNEMA  NN,  StallsiyandiS,  Strawberry  Depot, 
*    Fruits  and  Vegetables. 

/O    M.  NICHUALS,  Stalls  7  and  8,  Fruit,  Produce,  and 
'~'-  Vegetables. 

(Z    S.  BURNETT  &•  CO.,  Stalls  19  and  20,  Gtocetie 
^^'   and  Dairy  Produce,  etc. 

r   L.  HOFMANN  &•  CO.,  Stalls  Nos.  11  and  12,  Pork 
■^  •    Packers. 

U/   P.  NUTTING,   Stalls   Nos.    35  and  36,   Poultry, 
Game,  etc. 

TOUIS  ARMKNECHT,Sta\k1ios.  37 and 38,  Poultry, 
Game,  etc. 

J\JEVADA  COMPANY,  Stalls  Nos.  5  and  6,  Meats. 
JJENRY  HICKSON,  Stalls  Nos.  27  aiid  28,  MeaU. 


ROBERTS' 
DELICIOUS    CANDIES 

manufactured  daily, 
Northwest  corner  Bush  and  Polk  Sts. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   corner   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


W.     WILKINSON, 

Manufacturer  and  Dealer  in 

T  ABIES',    GENTS',    MISSES',    AND 

■^  CHILDREN'S  BOOTS,  SHOES,  and  GAITERS, 
No.  1212  Polk  Street,  San  Francisco.  Custom  work  prompt- 
ly attended  to.  Repairing  neatly  executed.  Dunbarr's 
Children's  Shoes  a  specialty. 


MOHR    &  STEFFENS, 


DEALERS   IN 


/-GROCERIES,    FINE     WINES,    AND 

^^     LIQUORS,  Pixicy  Hall  Building,   comer  of  Pacific 

and  Polk  Streets,  San  Francisco. 

SS"  All  Goods  delivered  free  and  warranted. 


DANIEL  Z.   YOST. 


J.    W.    BRECKINRIDGE, 
Member  S.  F.  Stock  Ex. 


DRECKINRIDGE  &-    YOST, 
STOCK     BROKERS, 

304  Montgomery  Street. 


J.  M.  WALKBR. 


JENNINGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.  Ai;STIS. 


J.  M.  WALKER   8l  CO. 

CTTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   W.    CORNER 
*^     Montgomery  and  Fine  Streets. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.   B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

TTORNEYS  AND   COUNSELO.RS  ' 

AT  LAAV,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  510  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  i. 


A 


W.    E.    HALE. 


HALE  &   PACHECO, 

CTOCK    AND    COMMISSION  BRO- 

^""^      kers,  317  Montgomery  Street,  Nevada  Block. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

-^  112  Kearny  Street.    Residence,  Palace  Hotel.    Office 

hours,  II  A.  M.  to  I  p.  M.,  5  to  7  P.  M.     Sunday  II  to  i  only. 
Telephone  in  the  office. 


PAS  TUR  AGE. 

r^ENTLEMEN  SEEKING  SUMMER 

^-^  pasturage  for  valuable  Horses  will  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Corte  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
Argon.\lt  office.     Terms,  $6  per  month, 


THE  ARGONAUT  BOUND. 

Sufficient  files  of  the  Argon.\UT  have  been  pre- 
served to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol.  II,  from 
January  12th,  1878,  to  July  6th.  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  by  apply- 
ing at  the  business  office,  522  Cah  -^m.^  Street.  As 
the  number  of  volumes  is  limited,  it  ■vouldbe  well 
to  apply  early, 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Fran'cisco,  jiily  ii.  1878. 
Mv  Dkar  Madge  : — I  have  l»ccn  to  see  the  Octo- 
roon. I  have  no  excuse  10  offer  for  the  circumstance 
save  the  force  of  habtt.  One  gets  into  the  habit  of 
seeing  Hamlet  and  the  Octoroon  periodically  until  it 
is  impossible  to  help  going  when  the  manager  gets 
his  Ortonvn  spell  on.  I  have  seen  it  many  times  be- 
fore plaved  by  more  indiflTerent  actors,  but  I  do  not 
think  I  ever  before  saw  so  much  really  bad  acting 
with  so  much  good  scenery.  I  do  not  like  to  say 
anything  that  will  give  you  a  bad  impression  of  Rose 
Wood,  for  she  is  a  great  favorite  of  mine,  but  as 
'■  Zoe  "  she  reminds  me  irri-sistibly  of  a  domesticated 
maniac.  Miss  Sylvester  as  "  Dora  Sunnyside, "  the 
*  heiress,  appears  in  one  of  those  little,  simple,  old-time 
lawn  patterns  which  always  look  so  deliciousty  cool, 
and  clean,  and  fresh,  and  southeni.  Hannah  Roths- 
child herself  could  not  wear  any  prettier  summer  cos- 
tume than  a  sheer  fresh  lawn.  But  Rose  Wood  wore 
a  while  garment  that  looked  like  a  a\si-o(T  ball  dress. 
[  suppose  it  to  be  a  princesse,  but  it  is  cut  with  what 
we  used  to  call  the  polka  waist,  and  to  the  waist  is 
atuchcd  a  long,  long  skirt — so  long  in  fact  that  the 
train  lingered  in  full  sight  for  several  minutes  after 
ever>-  disappearance — and  it  was  made  of  one  solid 
set  of  puffs.  It  is  a  dress  which  is  not  pretty,  and 
which  I  can  not  fancy  being  of  use  to  any  one  but  a. 
great  Laundress  competing  for  a  prize  at  an  interna- 
tional exposition.  To  this  costume  Miss  Wood  saw 
fit  to  add  an  astonishing  suit  of  hair,  which  first 
hanging  in  a  mammoth  braid,  was  after\s'ard  loosen- 
ed to  the  willful  wind  and  converted  into  a  night 
wrap  to  protect  her  from  the  evening  dews.  It  was 
long,  and  black,  and  thick,  and  straight,  and  there 
was  enough  of  it  to  furnish  material  to  Swinburne  for 
many  volumes  of  ardent  poetr>-.  It  is  but  fair  to  say 
that  the  long  white  dress  and  the  sweeping  hair  gave 
admirable  effect  to  some  ver>'  beautiful  /oscs,  for 
Rose  Wood's  long,  lithe  figure  falls  readily  into  grace- 
ful attitude.  She  does  not  play  "  Zoe  "  well ;  she  is 
too  thoroughly  an  adept  in  the  light  surface  passion 
of  society  plays  to  deal  with  the  deepest  intensity  of 
the  "Octoroon's  ''  sorrow.  The  play  was  written  loo 
long  before  Rose  Wood's  time  to  come  into  the  new- 
school,  and  she  is  not  sufficiently  melodramatic  She 
is  also  obliged  to  make  lore  to,  and  to  be  made  love 
to.  by  Marionette  Robinson.  This,  of  itself,  musi 
be  a  very  discouraging  process.  I  can  fancy  "  Romeo  " 
adjuring  the  balcony  and  having  the  balcony  yield, 
but  I  can  not  fancy  Mr.  Robinson  responding  to  any 
of  the  softer  emotions.  Perhaps  he  is  not  old  enough 
to  have  made  love  in  real  earnest — he  looks  to  be  a 
mere  boy— and  therefore  can  not  make  it  on  the  stage- 
Perhaps  he  thinks  heought  to  be  playing  "  Macbeth" 
instead  of  the  juvenile  lover.  He  will  do  it  too  some 
day,  Madge,  for  there  is  good  material  in  him  not- 
withstanding his  "George  Peyton,''  Perhaps,  alas. 
his  spinal  column  is  not  vertebrated.  for  he  is  as  rigid 
as  a  bolt  and  as  gestureless  as  an  armless  man.  His 
good  voice  and  his  modest  "J  manner  have  carried 
him  through  the  season  hitherto,  but  as  a  Louisiana 
lover,  and  a  relumed  Parisian  at  that,  he  decidedly 
needs  something  more.  Mr.  James  O'Neill  was  a 
ver>-  uncomfortable  looking  red  man — "Injun.''  I 
think  he  felt  excessively  foolish  as  well,  under  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  text,  which  consists  chiefly  of  a  series 
of  grunts.  He  also  looked  quite  remarkable,  for  he 
is  the  fii^t  dcmi-blondc  Indian  I  have  ever  seen.  Also 
the  first  moustachioed  aboriginal  of  my  acquaint- 
ance; but  he  has  culti\-ated  considerable  facial  ex- 
pression, and  looked  vindictive  and  merciless  to  a 
most  terrifying  extent  when  he  came  at  list  upon 
"  McOosky."  dashing  wildly  through  the  cane-brake 
after  the  long  chase.  There  was  an  impressive  tab- 
leau as  the  curtain  fell  upon  them.  The  scene  itself, 
beautifully  painted,  represeated  one  of.  the  dank 
swamps  of  IJDuisiana.  teeming  with  ^ild,  tropical, 
poisonous  luxuriance.  You  could  almost  see  the  blue 
damp  of  miasma  rising  through  the  waving  cane,  and 
the  light  was  tempered  to  gray  shadow.  The  venge- 
ful Indian  towered  darkly  above  the  prostrate  form 
of  his  pale,  tattered  victim,  and  everything  looked 
very  awful  indeed  for  a  brief  minute.  I  think  when 
Mr.  Lewis  Morrison  sits  up  aloft  plajing  his  little 
h.arp.  he  will  not  be  so  happy  as  he  has  been  this 
w-ek  as  "McClosky."  I  am  inclined  lo  think  he 
must  be  rather  a  good  fellow,  he  is  so  absurdly  fond 
of  playing  the  \illain  with  such  villainous  unction. 
How  he  re\-eled  in  it !  How  he  made  himself  dark 
in  the  ^i^.  sets,  till  there  was  sinister  significance  in 
"^Hc  i^Lr:  St  .C'.)lor;  how  he  made  himself  pale  in  the 
-  .  ^"^^  :co;:ed  as  if  he  had  bleached  himself  with 
o-v  he  grinned  with  malice  till  his  white 
iTreri.  cgain;  how  he  swaggered,  and.swore, 


and  snapped  his  whip,  and  made  himself  odious  to 
the  Peyton  family.  I  believe  he  played  "  McClosky" 
so  well  that  he  has  taken  some  of  the  individuality  of 
the  part,  and  that,  henceforth  and  forever  for  me.  the 
"  McClosky  ■'  mark  will  be  on  all  he  undertakes.  I 
can  imagine  that  the  Ortoroon  must  have  been  a 
wildly  exciting  drama  in  its  first  days,  when  the 
abolition  fires  were  just  beginning  to  kindle  and  feel- 
ing ran  high;  but  its  leading  incidents  are  of  the 
things  that  were,  and  interest  in  them  has  passed 
away,     I  can  fancy  the  auction  scene  in  the  days  of 

'  its  first  run — the  still  excitement  when  the  octoroon 
girl  was  bid  for;  the  wild  shouts  when   "  Dora  Sun- 

I  nyside"  offered  her  last  dolkir.  But  it  all  goes  off 
quietly  enough  now.  and  e%'cn  the  dark  African  faces 
which  fleck  the  dress  circle  here  and  there  appear 
stolid  and  unmoved,  e-vcept  by  a  passing  gleam  of 
interest  when  the  plantation  songs  and  dances  begin. 
The  Pickwickian  Bishop  of  course  played  "Scud- 
der" — his  old  part  during  the  long  run  of  the  Octo- 
roon in  New  York — and  little  Miss  Corcoran  played 
"  Paul."  She  is  both  pretty  and  interesting,  but  her 
negro  dialect  would  make  you  laugh.  She  will  never 
be  accused  of  being  an  ex-member  of  a  variety  show. 
You  will  think  my  taste  thoroughly  depraved  when  I 
lell  you  that  1  went  to  Tony  Pastor's  the  other  night 
and  enjoyed  myself  exceedingly  well.  Jack  glared 
dubiously  at  the  line  which  announces  that  Tony 
himself  will  take  part  in  each  evening's  entertain- 
ment, and  managed  to  see  a  man  somewhere  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  dress  circle  with  whom  it  was  neces- 
sary to  have  a  conversation  on  a  matter  of  vital  im- 
IK>rtance  just  at  that  critical  juncture.  He  escaped 
Tony's  serio-comic  budget,  but  I  did  not.  Once 
more  I  beheld  the  blithe  and  dapper  Tony  advance 
to  the  footlights  with  a  dazzling  smile,  arrayed  in  a 
superlatively  well-fitting  suit  of  clothes,  and  flourish- 
ing t'lc  same  opera  hat.  Tony,  without  that  hat, 
would  be  like  the  ghost  of  Hamlet's  father  without 
his  tarletan  overcoat.  It  is  as  essentially  a  part  of 
the  performance  as  the  motto  of  one  of  his  songs. 
Three  several  times  have  I  beheld  the  redoubtable 
Tony  on  his  first  night  in  San  Francisco,  and  each 
time  he  has  advanced  smilingly  to  the  footlights  with 
that  hat  as  flat  as  a  sheet  of  manuscript,  given  it  an 
artistic  Utile  fling  which  shook  out  its  full  depths, 
clapped  it  playfully  on  the  back  of  his  head,  crossed 
his  hinds  on  the  lower  button  of  his  waistcoat,  and 
smiled  inanely.  He  thinks  it  awfully  funny,  and  it 
is,  but  it  is  not  funny  the  way  he  thinks  it  is.  My 
dear  giri.  if  you  can  get  at  my  meaning  in  that  last 
sentence  you  will  accomplish  a  feat,  as  I  did,  per- 
haps, when  I  found  Mr.  Tony  Pastor  amusing.  We 
are  all  credited  with  a  very  considerable  share  of 
personal  vanity,  but  it  is  an  absolute  treat  to  see  any 
one  so  thoroughly  appreciate  the  works  of  nature,  as 
represented  in  himself,  as  does  this  variety  son  of 
song.  What  stuff  he  does  sing,  what  clap-trap  mot- 
toes, what  cheap  sentimentality,  and  yet  how  it 
catches  the  galler>' !  There  lies  the  secret  of  the 
man's  success — in  the  gallery'.  He  not  only  sings  his 
songs  to  it.  but  he  always  consults  it  in  collecting  his 
talent.  Anybody  who  can  tell  an  Irish  story,  or  sing 
a  n^ro  song,  or  shoot  at  a  maik,  or  bathe  like  a  fish, 
or  play  a  tin  whisUe,  or  imitate  an  actor,  or  kick 
higher  than  somebody  else,  or  do  anything  under  the 
sun  that  will  catch  the  gallery,  may  find  a  good  en- 
gagement with  Tony  Pastor.  I  do  not  altogether- 
mean  the  genuine  up-stair  gallery,  Madge,  but  that 
bit  of  gallerj'  element  which  we  have  all  got  in  us, 
even  though  we  sit  in  a  higher-priced  stage  box 
which  has  been  auctioned  off  for  some  special  oc- 
casion to  the  highest  bidder.  I  know  that  in  our 
heart  of  hearts  many  of  us  have  echoed  the  gallerj' 
applause  when  we  did  not  dare  to  express  it,  and  that 
few  audiences  ever  question  a  gallery's  disapprov-aL 
Tony  Pastor's  people  rattle  through  a  very  lively  and 
much  mixed  programme,  and  the  audiences  laugh 
with  that  intermitted  accord  which  is  observable  at 
entertainments  of  this  class.  The  female  element  has 
been  largely- increased,  but  it  is  a  matter  of  taste  as 
to  whether  this  is  an  improvement  or  not.  How  e.x- 
actly-upon  one  pattern  all  these^variety  ladies  are  cut 
Their  noses  and  chins  are  all  whitened  to  such  a  vivid 
ghastly  white,  their  ears  and  cheeks  are  such  an  un- 
compromising red.  their  under  lids  are  so  deeply, 
darkly,  beautifully  black,  and  the  spot  of  rouge  on 
the  upper  lip  is  always  so  singularly  obtrusive.  They 
all  sing  in  a  strange  squeak,  and  they  have  the  same 
gestures,  kicks,  and  vvinks.  Perhaps  I  may  except 
Miss  Mattie  Vickers,  a  young  lady  who  "does  an  act," 
as  the  professional  slang  puts  it,  with  a  Mr.  Charles 
Rogers,  which  is  a  modified  Yokes  affair.  The  gen- 
tleman gives  some  really  excellent  imitations,  and  the 
lady's  "  Pretty  as  a  Peekture,"  after  Aimee,  is  really 
not  half  so  bad  as  I  have  seen  it  done.  She  overdoes 
everv'thing,  and  wears  an  abnormally  large  wig,  but 
she  has  a  fresh  sweet  voice  and  is  pretty.  There  is  a 
liny  midget  with  the  double-barreled  name  of  Fon- 
lainebleau,  who  ought  to  have  her  Winslow's  sooth- 
ing s\Tup  and  be  put  to  bed  hours  before  her  act 
comes  on.  Poor  little  child — she  is  interesting  ex- 
tremely, but  it  is  painful  lo  hear  the  little  thing  tr>'  to 
fill  the  theatre  with  her  tiny  childish  quaver.  Her 
sister  is  a  blithe,  conscientious  little  giri,  but  does  not 
attract  even  as  a  precocious  child.  That  horrible  lit- 
de  Jew-Dutchman  has  come  who  was  here  last  year, 
and  who  jumped  the  classic  heights  of  Dutch  comedy 
into  favoritism  with  one  single  comical  gesture.  He 
has  brought  nothing  new,  and  neither  have  the  Ker- 
neil  brothers,  who  scon  become  wearisome  with  repe- 
tition.    Hoey,  the  versaiUe  musician,  has  brought 


back  his  old  red  coat  in  so  much  worse  condition 
than  it  was  before  that  it  is  now  tied  together  with 
bits  of  t«ine.  The  twine  is  the  only  thing  new  he 
has  brought,  but  he  is  immensely  funny.  Kennedy, 
the  ventriloquist,  is  really  the  feature  of  the  novelties, 
being  not  only  an  excellent  ventriloquist  but  consid- 
erable of  a  wag  as  well.  But,  pshaw  I  What  is  the 
use  of  picking  a  variety  troupe  to  pieces  for  yoiL 
You  know  what  they  all  are,  and  this  is  one  of  the 
very  best — something  that  everybody  must  enjoy.  And 
now  let  us  consider  the  glorious  prospect  of  next  week 
at  the  California.  I  suppose  New  York  gnashes  her 
teeth  with  envy  when  she  reflects  that  there  are  at  this 
moment  in  this  one  little  community,  Maud  Granger, 
Montague,  and  Rignold.  the  three  "chronic  mash- 
ers." That  is  a  horrible  expression,  but  it  is  an  im- 
ported one,  so  I  employ  it,  because  no  other  term  has 
yet  been  universally  applied  to  these  three  people,  and 
I  do  not  think  they  justify  me  in  soaring  to  the  heights 
of  rhetorical  elegance  till  I  know  more  about  them. 
I  do  not  believe  San  Francisco  heads  turn  quite  as 
eitsily  as  New  York  heads,  for,  although  Maud  Granger 
has  been  in  the  city  at  least  twenty-four  hours,  there 
is  yet  no  newspaper  list  of  her  conquests  ;  and  Rig- 
nold and  Montague  have  both  been  as  unmolested  in 
their  San  Francisco  seasons  as  John  T.  Raymond 
might  be,  and  no  one  calls  him  an  .•\donis.  It  strikes 
mc  that  with  pretty  J  cffrys-Lewis,  Fred  \\'arde.  Mon- 
tague, and  Granger,  Diplomacy  should  be  something 
good.     We  shall  see.         Yours,  expectantly, 

Betsy  B. 


Alice  Harrison  in  Boston. 


Boston,  July  2,  1878. 
Df.ar  Argonaut  :— That  the  American  people 
take  their  pleasure  sadly  has  often  been  asserted.  No 
more  convincing  proof  cf  the  justice  of  this  allegation 
could  be  wanted  than  the  spectacle  which  was  wit- 
nessed last  night  at  the  Museum,  when  Evaii^^dine, 
the  beloved  of  Boston,  commenced  its  fourth  consecu- 
tive season.  The  day  had  been  one  of  the  hottest 
ever  known,  and  as  there  wasn't  a  breath  of  wind, 
the  temperature  had  not  become  very  much  lower 
after  nightfall.  In  spite  of  this,  however,  the  house 
was  crowded  to  its  utmost  capacity,  and  the  majority 
of  the  audience  sat  throughout  the  entire  perform- 
ance and  appeared  to  enjoy  it  hugely.  They  applaud- 
ed every  joke  and  every  air,  and,  as  in  the  case  of 
Knight  —  who  undertakes  the  part  of  "Captain 
Dietrich  " — sometimes  would  scarcely  allow  the  peo- 
ple to  get  off  the  stage  at  all.  Alice  Harrison  made 
her  first  bow  to  a  Boston  audience  in  the  character  of 
■ '  Gabriel,"  and  in  a  ravissantc  costume  (?  )  of  green 
and  gold,  and  clocked  stockings,  and  the  whole  flora 
of  the  continent  embroidered  on  her — her  continua- 
tions, looked  verj'  enticing.  She  played  her  part  with 
that  peculiar  sort  of  dash  and  bonhomie  with  which 
California  theatre-goers  are  all  familiar,  and  by  which 
she  has  acquired  the  public  regard  in  the  West. 
However,  the  fastidious  folks  here  (who  by  the  way 
have  lately  been  generously  patronizing  Mme.  Renz's 
Female  Minstrels,  and  the  "  Victoria ''  Loftus  Troupe 
of  British  Blondes)  didn't  approve  of  the  Pacific 
Slope  importation  on  the  score  of  her  acting  being 
' '  suggestive  "  (of  what  ?} ;  and  one  of  the  papers  this 
morning  said  that  she  "  exhibited  a  freedom  of  man- 
ner which  savored  a  little  loo  much  of  California!" 
This  is  good  ! — and  Alice  had  belter  take  warning  and 
lone  down  her  "  California  freedom.''  Laura  Joyce, 
lately  divorced  from  Mr.  Taylor,  made  her  reappear- 
ance as  "Evangeline."  She  was  the  original  repre- 
sentative of  the  character,  and  is  a  great  favorite  here. 
Her  voice  is  amongst  the  "has  beens,''  but  she  acts 
in  a  manner  which  is  called  "  conscientious,"  and 
suits  Boston  audiences — though  to  an  uninstructed 
outsider  it  appears  rather  expressionless  and  dull. 
Willie  Edouin  and  George  Knight  are  admirable  as 
"  Le  Blanc  "'and  "Captain  Dietrich;"  and  George 
Fortesque,  who  weighs  somewhere  about  300  pounds, 
plays  "  Catherine''  in  a  ver>'  droll  kind  of  way.  Ev- 
erjbody  admits  that  it  is  the  best  cast  that  has  ever 
appeared  in  the  piece,  and  it  will  undoubtedly  enjoy 
a  big  run  ;  though  even  with  the  present  people  (.Aiice 
included)  I  don't  think  it  would  do  much  better  in 
Trisco  than  before.  Some  of  the  people  in  the  "trial 
scene"  tried  to  introduce  some  "gags"  about  A  Cel- 
ebrated Case  and  Family  Matters,  but  the  audience 
were  down  upon  it  instantly  and  hissed  energetically. 


Harry  Edwards' benefit  at  the  Grand  Opera  House 
next  Tuesday  evening  promises  to  be  a  very  success- 
ful affair.  At  the  auction  sale  ol  bo-xes  and  seats  at 
the  An  Association  rooms  Thursday  evening  the  bids 
figured  up  $1,037,  two  boxes  selling  for  $100  each, 
one  for  575,  and  the  others  declining  in  premium  to 
Sio  for  front  seats  in  dress  circle.  The  programme 
"for  the  evening  is  an  interesting  one,  well  arranged, 
and  varied  enough  in  its  character  to  admit  of  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  small  army  of  amateurs  and  profes- 
sionals. 


The  chief  attraction  of  Strakosch's  next  season 
will  be  Victor  Masse's  Paul  and  Virginia.  Miss 
Kellogg  will  sing  the  role  of  "  Virginia,"  and  the  new- 
tenor.  Rosnati.  will  assume  the  part  of  "  Paul." 

The  Tour  of  the  World  has  been  reproduced  in 
Paris,  enhanced  by  the  attraction  of  some  lions  in  the 
forest  scene.  They  are  in  an  immense  cage,  the  bars 
of  which  are  concealed  by  trunks  and  boughs. 

Joaquin  Miller's  drama,  Vigilanta,  has  been  re- 
jected by  the  Williamsons. 


STARS  OF  THE  FRENCH  STAGE. 

The  Peculiarities  of  Prominent  Actresses. 

The  charily  fi>te  for  the  benefit  of  needy  children, 
which  took  place  in  the  Garden  of  the  Tuileries  on 
Friday  last,  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  Americans  who 
were  present,  as  it  gave  them  an  opportunity  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  many  of  the  members  of  Parisian  high 
life,  as  well  as  to  see  and  hear  some  of  the  most 
noted  dramatic  artists  of  our  times.  Croizetle  and 
Mme.  Favart,  Got,  and  Delaunay,  the  two  Coquelins. 
Judic  and  Theo,  these  and  various  others  less  cele- 
brated, but  perhaps  not  less  accomplished,  gave  us  a 
taste  of  their  quality  in  two  little  outdoor  theatres  set 
up  for  the  occasion.  Sarah  Bernhardt  and  little  Mile. 
Granier,  the  charming  I'ciit  Dm,  were  announced, 
but  the  latter  failed  to  keep  her  appointment,  and,  if 
the  former  appeared  with  the  other  artists  of  the 
Comedie  Francaise,  it  must  have  been  either  before 
I  got  into  the  little  theatre  or  after  I  left  it.  I  was 
sorry  to  miss  Sarah  Bernhardt,  not  on  my  own  ac- 
count, for  I  have  seen  her  scores  of  times,  but  be- 
cause the  American  ladies  who  were  with  me  were  so 
pailicularly  anxious  to  see  her.  They  had  a  little 
curiosity  to  see  Craizette,  none  .whatever  to  see  Fa- 
vart. As  for  Got,  Delaunay,  and  the  Coquelins,  my 
good  compatriots  had  never  heard  of  them,  and  did 
not  know  vvhether  they  were  men  or  women.  Sar- 
cey,  in  his  delightful  Sunday  criticisms  in  Le  Temps, 
said  last  week  that  of  all  the  artists  of  the  Comedie 
Francaise  at  the  present  lime,  no  individual  one  ex- 
ercises so  great  an  influence  on  the  receipts  of  the 
house  as  Sarah  Bernhardt.  He  attributes  this  marked 
desire  to  see  her  less  to  her  undeniably  great  talent  as  a 
dramatic  artiste,  than  to  the  curiosity  aroused  con- 
cerning her  by  the  gossip  that  has  been  circulated 
about  her,  and  by  the  admiration  her  works  of  sculpt- 
ure and  drawing,  publicly  exhibited,  has  aroused. 
Be  the  cause  what  it  may.  it  is  certain  that  on  the 
nights  Bernhardt  plays,  the  whole  house  is  bought 
up  beforehand,  and  a  mere  outsider  like  myself,  who 
knows  no  other  method  of  getting  into  a  theatre  than 
to  go  to  the  box  office  with  my  money  in  my  hand, 
stands  no  chance  whatever  for  a  seat.  Yet  much  as 
I  admire  Sarah  Bemhardt's  varied  talents,  Croizette, 
to  my  fancy,  is  by  far  the  more  fascinating  artiste. 
Croizette's  beauty  is,  to  me,  the  most  witching  I  ever 
saw.  Beautiful  faces  are  the  rule,  not  the  exception, 
on  the  Parisian  stage.  There  is  the  baby  face,  the 
intellectual  face,  the  Grecian  profile,  iht  petit  mi7iois 
ckiffone,  the  face  that  once  was  superbly  beautiful 
and  has  now  but  the  remains  of  its  former  loveliness, 
and  the  face  whose  owner  is  so  youthful  that  her 
beauty  bids  fair  to  blossom  grandly  in  the  course  of 
time.  Croizette's  lineaments  do  not  belong  to  any  of 
these  categories:  Her  face  is  not  even  highly  in- 
tellectual, yet  the  subtle  charm  of  her  smile  and  the 
mysterious  downward  glance  of  her  eyes  possess  a 
unique  and  altogether  unexplainable  fascination. 
One  cSn  not  but  wonder  what  on  earth  she  is  think- 
ing of — a  query  which  rarely  presents  itself  to  the 
mind  of  the  obsen-er  of  a  Parisian  actress'  face.  It 
is  a  great  pity  for  Croizette  that  she  is  growing  so 
stout.  Her  form  is  already  almost  ponderous,  and 
ihis  amplitude  of  physical  proportions  must  neces- 
sarily eliminate  from  her  repertoire  all  those  roles 
d'ingenue,  like  the  sweet  girl  in  Vete  de  la  Saint 
Martin,  which  she  plays  with  such  witching  grace. 
What  a  humoristic  nebulosity  it  is  who  sails  about 
our  spheres  and  regulates  this  matter  of  obesity  and 
leanness  !  Here  is  Croizette  on  the  path  of  a  fatal 
fatness,  while  Sarah  Bernhardt  is  twin  sister  to  Bar- 
num's  living  skeleton,  and  Mme.  Favart  was  never 
much  more  than  skin  and  bone,  and  seems  to  get 
more  and  more  emaciated  as  she  gets  older.  At  the 
pierformance  of  the  fete  she  and  Croizetle  acted  a 
scene  from  one  of  the  French  classics,  and  Favart's 
stilted  manner,  her  bony  form,  and  her  conventional 
comedy  fan-play  were  in  marked  contrast  to  Croi- 
zette's rich  and  suggestive  method,  her  easy  grace, 
her  plump  figure,  and  her  bewildering  smile.  Both 
were  in  ordinary  carriage  dress,  wearing  their  bonnets, 
and  even  in  this  matter  Croizette  had  the  advantage, 
though  Favart  has  long  been  noted  for  her  superb 
costmning.  When  Jean  de  Thomineray  was  being 
played  at  the  Francaise,  Favart,  as  the  reckless  lady 
of  fashion,  used  to  say  to  her  husband,  ' '  I  owe  50,000 
francs  to  my  dressmaker,"  a  statement  which  old 
Parisians  averred  to  be  very  likely  near  the  truth.  On 
this  occasion  she  wore  an  elaborate  and  pretentious 
dress  of  rich  damasse,  in  color  somewhere  between 
cardinal  and  maroon,  with  under-petticoat  of  lemon- 
colored  silk,  the  whole  befussed  with  triangidar  bows 
and  Van  Dyke  points  and  lace  frillings  ;  while  Croi- 
zette's na\y  blue  foulard,  with  plainly-cut  overskirt, 
underskirt  and  blouse  basque,  jhe  whole  richly  em- 
broidered by  hand  in  contrasting  colors,  was  simplic- 
ity and  elegance  combined.  They  were  called  out 
after  their  scene,  and  some  of  the  most  enthusiastic 
applause  they  got  came  from  the  Princess  Mettemich, 
who  stood  up  in  the  aisle  in  her  progress  outward  to 
testify,  as  noisily  as  her  Httle  hands  could,  her  admir- 
ation of  the  renowned  artistes.  Yes,  La  Mettemich 
is  back  again  in  the  Paris  where,  during  the  Empe- 
ror's day,  she  was  one  of  the  most  brilliant  and  noted 
personages.  How  changed  she  must  find  the  once 
marvelous  capital !  She  is  still  somewhat  prominent 
in  the  circles  of  the  beau  monde,  as  her  birth  and  fort- 
une command  a  certain  recognition,  and  she  is  al- 
ways well  received  at  Court  in  England. — Paris  Cor- 
respondence. 
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SCHOOL  BOOKS. 

A.  Roman  &  Co.  are  now  fully  prepared  to  meet 
the  requirements  of  the  school  book  trade.  A  large 
and  well-assorted  stock  of  the  latest  school  and  col- 
lege text  books  is  now  displayed  in  their  establishment 
awaiting  the  reopening  of  the  schools.  Especial  at- 
tention will  be  given  to  all  orders  for  school  books 
and  all  other  wants  in  school  departments.  New 
books  and  new  styles  of  stationer^'  are  daily  received 
and  sold  at  wholesale  and  retail  at  the  lowest  market 
rates.  Visiting,  inntation,  and  wedding  cards  hand- 
somely engraved  and  printed  to  order,  A.  Roman  & 
Co.,  No.  II  Montgomery  Street.  Lick  House  block. 
During  the  reopening  of  the  schools  the  store  will  be 
kept  open  evenings,  for  two  weeks,  from  Monday, 
July  gth.     The  public  are  cordially  invited. 


GRAND  SWIMMING  MATCHES. 

Ladies',  gentlemen's,  and  boys'  s\\imming  matches 
for  gold,  silver,  and  bronze  medals  will  take  place  at 
the  Neptune  and  Mermaid  Baths,  foot  of  Hyde  and 
Larkin  Streets,  North  Beach,  between  the  hours  of 
lo  A.  M.  and  2  P.  M.,  on  Saturday  and  Sunday  next. 


As  is  the  capital  to  the  column,  so  is  the  hat  to  the 
man.  To  be  topped  with  a  good  '  *  tile  "  is  the  prime 
requisite  of  a  gentleman,  while  "a  shocking  bad  hat " 
is  the  unmistakable  mark  of  ill-breeding  or  (which  is 
worse)  an  empty  pocket.  With  a  good  hat  and  good 
boots,  a  man  may  defy  the  strokes  of  criticism,  and 
kick  the  critic,  respectively.  C.  Herrmann,  at  402 
Kearny  Street  (and  910  Market,  for  it  is  a  large  es- 
tablishment) keeps  the  best  hats  that  are  to  be  had. 
He  is  an  artist,  is  Herrmann,  and  if  you  have  the 
reverence  that  one  artist  feels  for  another,  you  will 
mention  the  price  you  can  pay,  and  place  your  hgad 
in  his  hands  without  question  or  misgiving. 


ExcL-RsroN  Tickets  to  San  Jose  and  Return. 
The  Southern  Pacific  Railroad  Co.  have  determined 
to  issue  excursion  tickets  to  San  Jose  and  return,  the 
fare  for  the  round  trip  being  S3-  The  excursionist 
will  have  the  benefit  of  two  routes  to  return — either 
on  the  Central  Pacific  by  the  way  of  Niles  and  Oak- 
land Point,  or  on  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad. 
Tickets  will  be  issued  on  Saturdays  and  Sundays, 
and  will  hold  good  until  the  following  Monday,  in- 
clusive. These  excursion  tickets  will  be  issued  for 
the  first  time  this  Saturday. 

A  "Wide  Difference. — Agents  for  four-fifths  of 
the  Pianos  for  sale  otfer  a  guarantee  which  amounts 
to  nothing  more  m  reality  than  "take  my  word  for 
it"  Quite  different  with  the  Steinway  Pianos;  a 
guarantee  is  offered  by  a  responsible  house,  who  give 
proofs  of  eighteen  years'  trial  of  the  article  they 
offer. 

Attention  is  respectfully  called  to  the  display  of 
watches,  diamonds,  jewelry,  and  silverware  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  Clock  Tower  Building,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 

The  attention  of  travelers  desiring  to  make  the 
Bodie  trip  is  specially  directed  to  card  on  this  page 
as  to  the  shortest  and  cheapest  route. 


Ladies — Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 

Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  ®f  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regiilar  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
coimtry,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 


The  attention  of  tourists  desiring  to  make  the  Yo- 
seraite  trip  is  specially  directed  to  card  on  this  page 
as  to  the  shortest  and  cheapest  route. 


Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  articles  de  vertit  thoroughly 
repaired  with  GIANT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  all  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  Street. 

"Well,  Mrs.  GrumbUn,  what's  the  matter  with 
your  grandson?" 

"Why,  doctor,  his  throat's  very  bad.  Mr.  Par- 
sons, the  druggist,  says  as  how  there's  something 
wrong  with  the  borax,  but  you  can  see  for  yourself 
that  he  has  three  or  four  big  ulsters  in  his  throat." 


Arrivals  at  the  Geysers. 

The  following  are  the  arrivals  at  the  Geyser  Hotel  for  the 
week  ending  July  9th  :  J.  N.  Pike  and  wife,  S.  F. ;  E. 
Duncan  and  wife,  Sacramento ;  Geo.  D.  Edwards,  Oak- 
land ;  R.  Kosche,  S.  F. ;  James  V.  Hammond,  Logan, 
Utah  ;  A.  S.  Frank,  S.  F.  ;  Miss  Frank,  Madison,  "Wis. ; 
S.  Eppotein,  G.  Berry,  S.  Eddy,  M.  Eppstein,  F,  A. 
Haber,  S.  F.  ;  Mrs.  E.  Waldener,  Mobile,  Aia. ;  Mrs.  C, 
M.  Lincohn,  Mass, ;  F.  Franck,  N.  Granz,  S.  F.  ;  F,  Prior, 
St.  Louis  ;  Jacob  Hendrick,  Cloverdale  ;  T.  C.  Grant  and 
wife.  Miss  b.  A.  Hill,  Miss  Mar>-  and   Annie  Grant,  S.  F.  ; 

D.  A.  Heald,  N.  Y.  ;  D.  Skilton,  Hartford,  Ct.  ;  F.  E. 
Gibson  and  wife.  Sulphur  Creek ;  W.  L.  Ralston  and  wife, 
O. ;  O.  J.  Backus  and  wife,  W.  L.  Coles,  Miss  J.  E.  Coles, 
Geo.  W.  Meade  and  wife,  John  Laws  and  lady,  L.  Wass, 
L.  Squire,  V.  Filbert  and  wife,  F.  F.  Strother  and  T^ife, 
Rev.  P.  J.  Kaiser,  S.  F. ;  Jas.  Uphaus,  O. ;  J.  W.  Pew, 
wife  and  family,  M.  P.  Lesson,  Miss  E.  Lesson,  John  Mar- 
tin, Miss  Isabell  Kingsberrj',  Miss  Maggie  Kingsberrj', 
Master  Geo.  W.  Kingsberrj-,  B.  Sargent,  Dottie  F,  Sar- 
gent, Mr.  and  Mrs,  J,  O.  Roundtree,  Xettie  G.  Roundtree, 
Miss  A.  Roundtree,  Newton  W.  Roundtree,  Oscar  Round- 
tree,  Chas.  P.  Roundtree,  Fred.  L.  Castle  and  wife.  Miss 
Eva  Castle,  E.  G.  Castle,  Arthur  Castle,  F.  W.  Glade,  Miss 
Patterson.  S.  F.  ;  J.  B.  Southard,  Santa  Rosa :  J.  W.  An- 
derson and  wife,  Mrs.  Clark  and  son,  H.  D.  Robinson,  Geo. 
^L  Blake,  S.  F.  ;  Mrs.  Geo.  W,  Simpson,  Miss  Simpson, 
Miss  Hazeliine,  N.  V.  ;  Thos.  J.  G.  Massey,  Mrs.  Ray- 
mond, Mrs.  Kelloggs,  Oakland;  Miss  Otis,  Cloverdale; 
H.  P.  Massey,  J.  S.  Webster,  Geo.  C.  Leppien,  F.  E.  Lep- 
pien,  Dr.  David  Colen  and  wife,  Chas.  D.  Gushing,  W.  B. 
Harrington,  C.  A.  Macomber,    Mrs.  S.  Wickman,    Mrs.  A. 

E.  Taylor,  D.  M.  Kosch,  Robert  A.  Hunter,  D.  Ferguson, 
John  Rae  Hamilton,  S.  F.  ;  Fred  L.  Fake,  Chicago ;  J.  B. 
Lewis,  Lake\ille ;  F.  H.  McFaddon  and  wife,  Oakland; 
Henrj'  J,  Brady,  Blue  Lakes;  Dr.  J.  W.  \yinter,  Mrs.  D. 
H.  Folaom,  Miss  Zincker,  E.  Nathan  and  wife,  R.  Tenman, 

F.  Read  and  wife,  W.  Alkin  and  -wife,  Dr.  C.  T.  Deane,  W. 
H.  Murray,  S.  F. ;  Henry  J.  Young,  Cloverdale ;  H.  J. 
Shaw  and  wife,  Petaluma  ;  D.  L.  Cook,  San  Mateo;  Miss 
E.  Cook,  S.  F.  ;  Mrs.  Williams,  San  Maieo ;  W.  S.  Newhall, 

G.  A.  Newhall,  S.  F, ;  H.  St.  Clare,  Oregon  :  Col.  Forsyth, 
Camden,  N.  J.  ;  F.  Hilis,  Ogden  :  A.  J.  Stewart.  Buffalo ; 
Clark  Robinson,  P.  Hinckle  and  wife,  N.  V.  City :  James 
Ogilvis,  Chicago ;  Martha  BjTon,  England ;  Geo.  M. 
Collier,  Detroit ;  Miss  Althea,  San  Rafael ;  Hon.  Somer- 
dyke  Wilberforce,  England;  Miss  Hathaway,  Medford, 
Mass.  ;  Henrj-  Baker,  Hobbs  Fiat ;  R.  Kanyon  and  wife, 
A.  N.  B,  Folkers  and  wife,  Mrs.  Lent  and  two  children,  S. 
F. ;  Theo.  Green,  Cloverdale ;  John  Luning,  Mrs.  A,  M. 
Terrell,  Geo.  B.  Conaught,  S.  F. ;  H.  B.  Rogers,  New- 
burg,  N.  Y. ;  Jrank  Smith,  Highland  Springs;  E.  C. 
Bow-en,  S.  F.  ;  E.  P.  Flint,  Mrs.  Keeler,  Mrs.  Bonton, 
Highland  Springs, 


ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Designers  and  Manufacturers, 

CLOCK  TOWER  BUILDING,  101  &  103  MONTGOMERY  ST.,  CORNER  SUTTER  ST. 


WATCHES,  DIAWIONOS, 
JEWELRY,  SILVERWARE, 

BRONZES  AND  FANCY  GOODS. 

The  largest  and  most  attractive  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower  prices  than  similar 
goods  have  ever  before  been  offered.     Special  attention  paid  to  the  repairing  and  regulation  of  fine  Watches. 
OFFICIAL   TIMEKEEPERS    FOR    ALL   THE    RAILROADS. 


CHURCH  NOTICE. 


Howard  Street  M.  E,  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
t\vden  Second  and  Third.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  A.  M.  and  yJ^P.  m.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  ser\ice  at  6J2  p.  m. 

Metropolitan  Temple. — Dr.  Kalloch  in  the  morning 
on  the  "  Seventh  Beatitude."  Sunday-school  concert  and 
grand  praise  service  in  the  evening.  Address  by  Dr. 
Kalloch — second  lecture  on  "Chinese  Must  Go" — on  Tues- 
day evening. 


BALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Magl'IRE Makager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipsun Treasurer. 


BRILLIANT  SL'CCESS  !     HOUSES  CROWDED  ; ! 

THE   OCTOROON. 


S.\TURDAV JULY  6 

MATINEE  KT  2;    EVENING  AT  8. 


THE  OCTOROON. 

By  Dion  Boucicauft. 

Reappearance  of  Mr.  James  O'Neill  as Wahnotee. 

Reappearance  of  Mk.  C.  EiSHni  as .Salem  Scudder. 

Reappearance  of  Mrs.  Fakken  a:> Mrs.  Peyton. 

Old  Time  Plantation  Scenes,      Old  Time  Plantation  Songs. 

Sunday,  July  14,  Special  Performance  of 

THE   OCTOROON. 


Monday,  July  15,  and  every  evening  during  the  week, 

THE   OCTOROON. 


B' 


USH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor, 


To-night  and  every  evening,  including  Sunday,     Matinees 
on  Wednesday  and  Saturday. 


TONY    PASTOR 

AND      HIS     ENTIRE     TROUPE. 


The  Greatest  Congress  of  Artists  ever  brought 
together.     The  best  company  in  the  world. 

THE  GREAT  ARRAY  OF  ARTISTS  : 

AVATSON  and  ELLIS,  the  great  German  Team. 

ROGERS  and  VICKERS,  wonderful  .Mimics. 

MISS  KITIV  O'NEIL,  Champion  Lady  Jig  Dancer. 

H-\RRY  KENNEDY,  Premier  VentriloquisL 

The  FONTAINEBLEAUS,  Protean  and  Musical  Sketch 
Artists. 

HARRY  and  JOHN  KERNELL,  the  famous  Irish 
Comedians. 

The  handsome  IRWIN  SISTERS. 

BILLY  BARRY,  the  renowned  Ethiopian  Comedian. 

BRYANT  and  HOEV,  famous  Instrumentalists. 

EMERSON  CLARK  and  the  DALY  BROTHERS, 
King  High  Kickers  of  the  Universe. 

FRAN  K  GIR^XRD,  the  popular  Actor. 

TONY  PASTOR  wU  appear  at  every  entertainment. 


For  particulars,  see  programmes.     Prices  as  usual.     Secure 
seats  at  the  box  office. 


NEW 

BOOKS 

Memoir  of  Wm.  F,  Eartlett.     By  F.  W.  Palfrey $  i  50 

Memorial    and    Biographical    Sketches.     By  J.    F. 

Clarke 2  00 

Charlotte  Cushman,     Her  Letters  and  Memories  of 

her  Life.     Svo 2  50 

The   Coquette;    or.    The   Life  and   Letters   of  Eliza 

WTiarton.      i2mb i  00 

Aunt  Pattj''s  Scrap  Bag.   By  Mrs.  C.  L.  Hentz.   ismo  1  00 

A  Legacy.     By  itiss  Mulock.     i^rao i  50 

72I Market  St.  S.J^ 


DECKER  BROS 


C 


'ALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Bartg.n  Hill Acting  Manager. 


BRIEF  ENGAGEMENT  OF 

MR.     H.    J,     MONTAGUE 

AND   HIS   NEW   VORK   COMPANY, 

Consisting  of  Miss   Maude   Granger,  Miss  Jeffreys  Lewis, 

Mr.  H.  J.  aiontague,   Mr.   F.  B.  Warde,    Mr.  J. 

W.  Shannon,  and  Mr.  J.  W.  Carroll. 


MONDAY JULY  15,  1878 

And  every  evening  during  the  week  and  Saturday  matinee, 
w^^  be  presented  a  new  play,  in  four  acts,  of  powerful  mter- 
est  and  novel  construction,  the  latest  New  York  and  London 
success,  adapted  10  the  English  stage  from  the  French  of 
Victorien  Sardou,  by  Messrs.  Saville  Rowe  and  Bolton  Rowe, 

D  IPLOM  ACY  ! 
DIPLOMACY  I 

W  ith  scenerj-,  costumes,  and   appointments   entirely   new, 
appropriate   incidental  music,  and  a  distribu- 
tion  of   characters,    embracing 

MR.    MONTAGUE'S   COMPANY 

.■\nd  a  powerful  supporting  cast. 


Seals  may  be  secured  at  the  Box  OiEce  six  days  in  advance. 


G 


RAND  OPERA  HOUSE, 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth. 
Lessfe  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennedy 


FAREWELL  TESTIMONIAL 

...  .TO 

MR.    HENRY    EDWARDS, 

Tendered   by  the  Bohemian   Club  and  his    San    Francisco 
friends. 


TUESDAY July  16th 


PROGRAMME: 

Prologue,   written  by   Miss  Ina    D.  Coolbrith,  read   by 
C.  Wakre.n'  Stoddard. 


DELICATE  GROUND. 

Mips  Jkan  Bcbnsiue,   Mr.  ^VILLIE  Sevmocr,  and  BIr. 
Hv.  Edwards. 


AN  OLIO, 


which  iSlRs.  JfDAH,  Miss  Augista  Darcon,  Mr. 
Fitzgerald,  Miss  Virginia  Mitchell,  Mr.  W.  A. 
MesT.AYER,  Mr.  F.  A,  King,  Md.me,  Charlotte 
Varian,  Miss  Katie  Mavhew,  Mr.  J.  R.  Grismer, 
Miss  Nellie  Holbrook,  Mr.  Joseph  Mcrphy,  and 
Miss  M.  E.  Cook  will  appear. 


The  "  Screen  Scene  "  from 

SCHOOL    FOR    SCANDAL. 

aiiss  Eleanor  Carev,.Mr,  Barton  Hill,  Mr.  T.  W. 
•Keene,  and  Mr.  Hv.  Edwards. 


Farewell  Poem by Mr.  Dan.  O'Connell. 

.A.  Few  Parting  Words from Harry  Edwards. 


The  entertainment  will  conclude  with  the  amusing  farce  of 

AN  ALARMING  SACRIFICE, 

In    which    Mr.     Harry   Colrtaine    and    Miss    Emma 
Gr.xttan   will   appear. 


Box  Plan  on  view  at  Mr.  Gray"';  Music  Store,  Kearny  St. 


r\IVIDEND    NOTICE,— OFFICE    OF 

^-^  THE  CALIFORNIA  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco, July  8th,  1378.  .\t  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  above  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  27)  of  One  ($1)  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable 
on  Monday,  July  15,  •iByS.  Tran.sfer  books  closed  until 
i6th  inst,  C.  P.  GORDON.  Secretar>-. 


D 


\IVIDEXD    NOTICE.— SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY.  619  Cl.-iy  Street.—At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this  day,  a  dividend 
free  of  Federal  ta.\,  of  seven  and  one-half  (y'^)  per  cent, 
per  annum,  was  declared,  on  all  deposits,  for  the  term  end- 
ing June  39,  1S78,  payable  on  and  after  July  15.  1878. 

CYRUS  W.  CARM.\NY,  Cashier. 


D 


\IVIDEND     NOTICE.— ODD    FEL- 

LOWS"  SAVINGS  BANK.— The  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  Odd  Fellows'  Sa\ings  Bank  have  declared  a  div- 
idend at  the  rate  of  seven  and  one-half  (7H)  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  Permanent  Deposits,  and  of  seven  and  ihree- 
tenths  (7  3-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Short  Deposits,  for 
the  semi-annual  term  endmg  Tune  30,  1878.  payable  on  and 
after  the  Z2d  inst.  JAMES  BENSON,  Secretar>-. 
San  Francisco,  July  iq,  1878. 


PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


5.  P.  R.  R. 

(X  CRT  HE  RN    D I  VIS  10  X.  ) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


C 


OMMEXCIXG   SATURDAY,  JULY 
ijth,  1S7S, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

San  Francisco  to  San  Jose  and  return. 

SS'  Fare  for  the  Round  Trip,  $3.  Tickets  good  for  re- 
turn by  either  the  Southern  or  Central  Pacific  R.  R. 

S^-dr  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  only  on  Satl'rdavs  and 
Sunday  Mornings. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  for  passage  after 
the  Monday  following  the  date  of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices— Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
A.  C.  BASSEIT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent,         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  AgL 


NOTICE 


THE 


MUTUAL  LIFE  INS. 

COMPANY 

OF  NEW  YORK. 


F.  S.  WINSTON,  -  -  PRESIDENT. 

The  MUTUAL  LIFE  INSURANCE 
COMPANY  of  NEW  YORK  has  received 
authority  from  the  Hoit.  J.  C.  Maynard^  In- 
surance Commissioner^  to  transact  the  busi- 
ness of  Life  Ijisurance  in  the  State  of  Caiifor- 
nia  on  a?id  after  this  date. 

Applications  for  Insurance  in  this  reliable 
Cojnfajiy  received,  and  all  infonnation  per- 
taining to  Life  Insurance  given,  on  applica- 
tion to  the  undersigned^  at  the  Company's  office 
No.  214  Sansome  Street. 

A.  B.  FORBES, 

General  Agent  for  Pacific  Coast. 
.San  Francisco,  July  r,  iSyS. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 


Wholesale  and  Retail 


Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 

and  Domestic  Di'tizs,  Chem- 

icals,  and  Perfumery^ 


140  Montgomerj-   Street,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco, 

ARTICULAR    ATTEXTIOX   PAID 

to  compoimding  Physician's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensary of  which  is  intrusted  to  only  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  every  care  is  taken  to  insure  the  purity  of  aJI 
preparations  used. 


P 


Voting  Ladies'  Seminary, 

BENICIA. 

]\/fRi^-     MARY     ATKINS     LYNCH, 

Principal.  The  ne.^ct  term  will  open  July  31,  1878. 
The  Principal  (.Miss  Atkins)  desires  to  inform  her  friends  and 
former  patrons  that  she  will  resume  her  old  position  in  Ee- 
nicia  with  a  full  corps  of  competent  teachers,  at  the  opening 
of  the  ne.xt  term. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,    GERMAN,  AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

noo  POST  ST.,  BETWEEN  HYDE 

y  ^^     and  LaAin. 
KINDERGARTEN  connected  »-ith  the  Institute. 
The  next  term  will  commence  July  17,  1878. 
A  limited  number  of  Bearding  Pupils  received. 

II.ME.   B.  ZEITSKA.   Principal. 


HO!    FOR   THE    RICH    MINES 


BODIE! 


T 


HE  NEW  ROUTE  IS  170    MILES 

the  shortest,  and  made  in  about  half  the  lime,  by  the 

PIONEER  STAGE  LINE, 


Leaves  MILTON  on  arrival  of  train  at  9.30  a.  St.,  on 
TfEsriAV,  THfRSDAV,and  Satl'kuav,  arriving  at  Bodie  at 
4  p.  M.  the  next  day. 

Leaves  BODIE  Sunday,  TtESDAV,  and  Thcksoav,  sx 
6  A.  .M.,  and  connecUs  with  train  at  Millon  at  10.43  ^^^  next 
day,  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  5.15  v.  m. 

For  all  infoonation  and  to  secure  tickets,  call  on  J.  M. 
HUTCHING^  and  ED.  HARRISON.  .Agents,  at  C. 
Beach's  Book  Store,  No.  3  Monlgomerj'  StrLCt. 


BEST 


KOHLr , "  HHASE 

SAN    F«A>JC'SCO 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  VERSE  CARPENTERS. 

Specimens  of  Their  Handiwork. 

Now  dolh  the  loiling  iumbl«-bug 

Design  his  rolcy-poley. 
And  sntsans  within  the  cheese 

Do  maggot  a^-ful  holey. 

Wrap  its  little  pen  around  it. 
Fold  its  humor  on  it*  breast; 

Since  »-e  know  the  Gict<  has  found  it. 
Let  us  give  that  joke  a  rest. 
Aged  65  years.     —St.  Lifuif  Journal. 

1  am  monarch  of  all  I  suni'cy, 

Mv  right  there  is  none  to  dispute; 
I  speak,  and  my  minions  obey. 

But  i  long  for  a  masculine  brute, 
so^alled. 

O,  "Solitude's  charms"  that  the  pen 

Of  the  poets  have  warbled  about ! 
Better  live  in  a  hovel  with  men 

llian  dwell  in  a  palace  without 
any.  —Crafhic. 

Tis  sad  when  the  sunbeam  is  winging 

Into  your  still  bedroom  at  morn. 
When  the  wTen  in  the  tree-top  is  singing. 

And  the  Shanghai's  devounng  his  corn; 
\^*hen  fondly  the  bumble  doth  hover 

Round  (lowers  of  licarlct  and  gold, 
To  get  down  stairs  but  to  di^covc^ 

\our  breakfast  is  cold. 

A  little  boy  went  out  to  weed 

The  garden  for  his  "  ma," 
And  there  he  did  an  awful  deed— 

He  smoked  his  first  cigar '. 

—HackfMsack  Ref}*l'li\aN. 

He  weeded  on,  all  unconcerned. 

Until  an  awful  gripe 
Gr.«bbed  him  athwart  his  abdomen. 

And  choked  his  wind  off  tight. 

—Ejcchangr. 

And  then  hi&  mamma  pxked  him  up. 

And  many  times  did  whack  a 
Number  nine  ^lipp<:^  'cross  his  Stern. 

Till  he  eschewed  tobacco. 

The  bumble-bee  is  on  his  car, 

The  butterfl)*  is  mad  ; 
The  cricket  chirps  a  lay  most  drear. 

The  bullfrog's  awful  glad.     Next. 

—  .\*.  y.  Expresi. 

The  skcetcr  sings  his  pointed  strain. 

The  pardon  drawls  his  text ; 
The  fly  crawls  on  the  window  pane. 

The  later  bug  comes     Next ! 

— Hackcnsaik  Republican. 

I  am  Mrs.  Jenks  with  a  steel  gray  eye, 
With  limbs  of  the  law  I  am  more  than  fly, 
I  nip  the  tricky,  bamboozle  the  sly, 

I  m  no  raw  recruit  in  the  army. 
I  teach  the  witness  how  to  prance. 
Retreat,  ad^-ance 
With  a  mocking  glance. 
With  aplomb  shiver  the  legal  lance. 
Hurrah  for  the  high    (enks  party. 
For  I'm  Mrs,  Jenks  with  a  chm  that  is  firm, 
I  make  the  luminous  lawyer  squirm; 
He  should  go  to  school  for  another  term, 
Then  enlist  for  five  years  in  the  army. 

— Cin.  Comtnercial. 

Cheerily  dawned  the  morning ; 

Warbled  the  wood  birds  round  ; 
When  they  brought  out  the  croquet  wickets 

And  laid  off"  the  croquet  ground. 
Drearily  dosed  the  twilight, 

Scarcely  a  word  was  said ; 
But  they  carried  him  out  to  the  grave>'ard, 

With  a  mallet  lump  on  his  head, 

—  il^iUOats. 

Who  was  it  when  the  war  was  o'er 
Sought  out  a  home  on  Southern  shore. 
And  stoic  and  plundered,  lied  and  swore? 

Jim  Anderson. 
Who  was  it  party  faith  denied, 
And  quickly  jumped  to  t'other  side, 
And  plundered,  stoic,  and  swore,  and  lied? 

Jim  Anderson. 
Who's  now  with  Tilden,  cheek  by  jowl. 
And  swears  on  honor  of  his  soul 
He  lied  and  plundered,  sw«re  and  stole* 
— St.  Louis  Journal.  Jim  Anderson. 

He  was  swinging  on  the  gate — 
She  had  cautioned  him  to  wait — 

And  he  waited. 
Hour  flitted,  came  she  not; 
Fled  his  patience,  and  he  got 

Aggra*-ated. 

"  I  will  give  her  a  surprise." 
This  he  muttered — and  he  flies 

To  her  winder. 
And  he  warbled,  "  1  am  here. 
Come  and  comfort  me,  my  dear — 
My  Bclinder. ' 

Then  he  scooted,  taking  not 
All  the  components  of  what 

Robed  hib  body. 
And  the  cur  thai  sol  and  chewed, 
Wink-ed  shy,  as  if  he  "  knewed  " 

It  was  shoddy,  — Ha^-kcyt. 

Hear  the  buzzing  of  the  fly. 

Bumbling  buzz : 
WTiai  a  baleful  botheration 
In  its  bubbling  we  descry! 
When  the  busj'  day  is  Wim — 
In  the  first  gray  light  of  mom. 
How  It  bumbles 
As  it  tumbles 
From  the  ceiling  on  our  face; 
Or  soaring  into  space 
How  it  hums. 
And  it  drums. 
And  it  bums ! 
And  we  sit  upright  in  bed, 
Or  we  cover  up  our  head  " 

With  the  sheet. 

And  we  he  till  almost  dead 

With  the  heat. 

Fly.  fly.  fly,  fly ! 

Fly.  fly,  fly.  fly! 

Fly.  fly,  fly,  fly  : 

Oh.  the  bumbling,  blubbing,  buzzing  of  the  fly : 

-Doubt/ui. 

'l"he  butterfly  stis  on  the  fragrant  flower. 

As  happj-  as  happy  can  l«; 
The  yellowbird  sits  on  the  window-pane. 

Or  sings  in  the  button-ball  tree. 
And  stalM-art  John  Henry,  the  farmer  man. 

Goes  fishing  for  trout  in  the  rill; 
While  Mary,  his  wife,  is  riding  ip  hay. 

Or  giving  the  pigs  iheir  s»-iU.        —Doubt/uL 

n-  sad  \»hen  charmed  by  golden  dreams 

■  -  :  .ie  land  of  prett>-  favs, 
-"■    -_    inhering  by  flower-fi inged  streams 

lu-i.  wiad  through  ^"oodland  ways- 
'~.  -T^..    aeath  the  shade  of  rose  and  fir 

Aniflrosial  zephyrs  lurk, 
-  -   fr^il  and  find  the  cucumber 

rras  Settled  down  to  work.         —Wild  Oats. 


NAPA  COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE, 
NAPA,    GAL. 
-IKST-CLASS  BOARDING  SCHOOL, 

Fall  term  will  open  July  31,  1878. 

A.  E.  LASHER,  A.  M..  PriocipaJ. 


p 


BERKELEY 


GYMNASIUM 


The  Berkeley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory  school  to  the 
University)— a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  id 
the  iaiertsts  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramning  system  of  the  sm;ill  colleges  and  military'  acade- 
mics af  the  St.ite,  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Eximinaiion  of  candidates  for  admission  July  23d  and  23d, 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer mmths  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKKl.EV,  CA1.U0KN1.\. 

Note.— We  desire  to  call  special  attention  lo  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bovs. 


CEO.  W,    PRaSCOTT. 


IRVING   M-   SCOTT. 


H.   T.   SCOTT. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1S49.)      Post  OlTicc  Box  212%. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MAN'VFACTfKERS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Prills, 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complute. 


CONSTANTLY   ON    HAND   AND   FOK   SALH, 

Diront-acting  Pum^ingand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary-  Engines, 

Quart;  Crushing  and  .-Vmalgamating  Machinery 
Blake's  Rwck  Breakers, 

Smelting   Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  .it  Iowlt  rales  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO, 


COMMERCIAL 

TNSURAACE   COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Priocipai  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  K.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  L.\TON.  Secr«t.ir)-. 


GOLDEN    GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30,  1S7S. 
For  circulars,  address 

'      D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M,,  Principal, 

Oakland,  Ca!, 


77    P.  PECKHAM, 

STOCK  BROKER, 


Montconierj'  St..  Nevada  Block. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


@  ITie  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


Xear  Bush,  opposite  the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J,  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

rT/    W.  DODGE  &'  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS. 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


QFFER  THE  FOLLOWIXC  HOUSES 

^"^      and  Lots  on  the  Installment  Plan: 

rj   HOUSES  west  side  Guerrero  street,  between  Thirteenth 
/^  and  Fourteenih — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

1   HOUSE  northwest  corner  Guerrero  street  and  Clinton 
Park — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

3   HOUSES  north  side  Washington,  between  Webster  and 
Fillmore — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

4  HOUSES  north  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,   Thirteenth   and    Fourteenth  streets— 6  rooms 
and  bath. 

1   HOUSE  northwest  comer  Twenty-first  and  Jessie  sts, — 
10  rooms  and  bath. 

3  HOUSES  south    side  Clay  street,  between   Jones  and 
Leavenworth — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

2   HOUSES  north  side  Washington  street,  between  Fill- 
more and  Steiner — 8  rooms  and  bath, 
1   HOUSE  west  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twenty-first — 7  rooms. 

1  HOUSE  south  side  Libert^'  street,  between  Valencia 
and  Guerrero — 8  rooms  and  bath. 
3  HOUSES  west  side  Webster  street,  between  Jackson 
and  Washington — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
1  HOUSE  south  side  Post  street,  between  Webster  and 
Fillmore — 8  rooms  and  bath, 

1   HOUSE   east  side   of  York   street,    between   Twentj-- 
fourth  and  Twenty-fifth — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
2  HOUSES  west   side    Pierce  street,  between   O'Farrell 
and  Ellis — 6  rooms  and  bath. 

3  HOUSES  south  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,  Market,  and  Fourteenth  sis — 7  rooms  and  bath. 
4^  HOUSES  south  side  Twenty-first  street,  between  Va- 
^  lencia  and  Mission— 6  rooms  and  bath. 

1  HOUSE  wc-^t  side  Verba  Bnena  street,  between  Clay 
and  Sacramento,  Mason  and  Taylor — 13  rooms  and  bath. 
1  HOUSE  east  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twent\  -first — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
SST  The  houses  are  all  entirely  new,  are  of  modem  con- 
struction and  finish,  and  easily  accessible  by  street  railroads. 
They  are  entirely  disconnected,  have  been  built  under  our 
own  supervision  by  DAY  WORK,  and  are  warranted  first- 
class  in  every  respect.  The  title  warranted  perfect  in  all 
cases,  WM.   HOLLIS,  Manager, 

a^jo  Montgomery  Street. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

P'lre  Instirance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED   IN    1S74.] 

Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    rKANXiSCO,   CAL., 

THOS.   FLINT,  President.        J.  W.   FOARD,  Manager. 

Ferd.   K.   Rule ....Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardner General  Agent. 

John  C.   Stai-le.s ; Special  Agent. 

'J^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,.  FIRE    AND    MARINE. 


CASH   ASSETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  3i8and  220  San^ome  Street,  San  Francisco. 


OFFICERS: 

A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CH.\S.   H.  CUSHING,  Secretarj-, 

H.   H.  W.VrSO-S',  Marine  Surveyor. 


H.     J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

DEN  TIS  T, 

IJAS     REMOVED     HIS     DENTAL 

Rooms  from   the   N.   E.  comer  of  Broadway  and 
Tenth  Streets  to  the  N,  E.  comer  of  Broadway  and  Twelfth 
Streets,  o%'erthe  Oakland  Bank  of  Sasings, 
Oakland,  June  ist,  1879^ 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  BY 
JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 


RARE   OLD    ENGRAVINGS 

AND   ETCHINGS. 
Y'HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 

gravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  the  last  century  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unequaled  workmanship.  They  are  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  p.  .M  and  5  k  m,,  at      • 

No.  417  KEARNY  STREET.  ROOM  No.  i, 
San  Francisco. 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


QPHIR    SILVER    MINING    CO  MP  A- 

ny. —  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i3th  day  of  June,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  32)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj-,  at  the  ofiice  of  the 
Company,  No.  419  Calilernia  Street,  Room  28,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  iSlh  day  of  July,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and  adver- 
tised for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  payment  is  made 
before,  will  be  sold  on  Tl"esdav,  the  sixth  day  of  August, 
1S78,  lo  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together  with  costs  of 
advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 

C.  L.  McCOY,  Secretarj', 

Office — No,  419  California  Street,  Room  28,  San  Fran- 
cisco. Califoniia. 


D 


I VI D END   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cai.,  July6lh,  1878.— At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day,  Divi- 
deni  No.  11,  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable  on 
bnday,  July  isih,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on  Tues- 
day, July  9,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  p.  M. 

WM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room   29   Nevada  Block,    No.    309   Montgomery 
Street   third  floor   San  Francisco   Cal 


-TilVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  STATE 

•'-^  INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  CO.MPA- 
NY. — Dividend  No.  62. — The  monthly  dividend  for  June 
will  be  paid  on  July  loih,  at  their  office,  Nos.  218  and  220 
Sansome  Street. 

CHS.   H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 
San  Francisco,  July  6,  1878. 


PjlVlDEND    NOTICE.  — THE    GER- 

-'-^  MAN  SAVINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY.— For 
the  half-year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board  of  Directors 
of  the  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared  a 
Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8)  per 
cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordinary-  Deposits  at  the  rate  of 
six  and  two-thirds  (6?^)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of  Fed- 
eral tax,  and  payable  on  and  afterthe  15th  day  of  July,  1878. 
By  order. GEO.   LETTE,  Secretary-, 


(^     H.    STREET, 

^-  BOOK,  JOB,  AND  GENERAL 

PRINTER    AND     PUBLISHER, 

523  California  Street, 
Between  Montgomery  and  Kcamy.     Building  formerly  oc- 
cupied by  the  W.  U.  Telegraph  Company. 


Particular  attention  paid  to  the  neat  execution  and  prompt 
delivery-  of  every  varict>'  of  Printing,  such  as  Cards,  Cir- 
ci'i-\Rs.  Bill  Heads,  Esvelopes,  Receipts,  Handbills, 
Letter  Heads,  Note-s  Orders  of  Dasctsg,  Cosxert 
Programmes,  Bills  op  Lading.  Shipping  Receipts, 
Posters,  etc 

Special  anenrion  given  to  BRIEFS,  TR.\NSCRIPTS. 
COMPLAINTS,  .ANSWERS,  PETITIONS,  STOCK 
BROKERS'  BLANKS,  etc 

In  short,  all  kinds  of  Job  and  Book  Printing  executed  on 
ibe  shortett  notice  and  at  the  kiwest  prices. 


DR.    D.    ALBERT    HILLER, 

OFFICE,  17  DUPONT  STREET, 

TJOMCEOPATHIC    FREE    DISPEN- 

^•*      S.ARY  TO   THE  POOR— 12   Eagley  Place,  nexl 
to  Hammam  Baths,  between  Dupont  and  Stockton  Streets. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  ^  to., 

IMPORTERS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS.   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  C.-\FFREY,  Camden,  X.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  New  York. 

H.   KILL.^M  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


AI.SO,   AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUF.ACIX'RED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  S;  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  WTrips,  etc 


A 


NNUAL  MEETING.— OFFICE  OF 

Savage  Mining  Company,  San  Francisco,  June  29, 
1878. — The  regular  annual  meeting  of  stockholders  in  the 
Savage  Mining  Company  «*ill  be  held  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  No,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  ban  Frajicisco,  California,  on  Thursday,  the  eight- 
eenth of  July,  A.  u.  1878,  at  one  o'clock  p,  M.  The  transfer 
books  wiU  be  closed  on  Saturday,  the  thirteenth  of  July,  at 
twelve  o'clock  «.  E.  B.   HOLMES,  Secretary. 


p\IVIDEND  NOTICE.— SAN  FRAN- 

^-^  CISCO  SAVINGS  UNION,  532  California  Street, 
comer  Webb. —  For  the  half-year  ending  with  30th  June, 
1878,  a  dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Dcposts,  and  six  and  two- 
thirds  (6?^)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinarj'  Deposits,  free 
of  Federal  tax,  payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  July  i6th, 
~  B.  LOVELL  WHITt,  Cashier. 


N 


'OTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 


hereby  fiiven  by  ihe  undersigned,  administrator  of 
the  estate  of  JAMES  K.  HAMILTON,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  j>ersons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessarj- vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publication  of  this  notice,  to 
the  said  administrator,  at  his  place  of  business.  Room  la, 
Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery'  Street,  in  the  city  and 
countyof  San  Francisco.     Dated  June  7,  1878. 

WILLIAM  DWOLAN, 
Administrator  of  Eslaieof  James  R,  Hamilton,  deceased. 
Soi„  A.  Sharp   Attorney  for  Administrator, 


N 


'OTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 


is  hereby  given  by  the  undersigned,  administrator  of 
the  estate  of  .MATHIAS  H.A,LLEBACH,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessary  vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publication  of  this  notice,  to  the 
said  administrator  at  the  place  of  his  business.  Room  12, 
Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery'  Street,  in  the  city  and 
county  of  San  Francisco.     Dated  Jijne  7th,  1878. 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 
Administrator  of  Estate  of  Mathias  Hallebach,  deceased. 
Sol.  a.  Sharp,  Attorney  for  Administrator. 


A  PPLICA  TION     TO     BECOME     A 

■^  SOLE  TRADER,— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I, 
BESSIE  RJPPEV,  wife  of  Wesley  C,  Rippey,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  California,  wHll  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State  afore- 
said, on  Monday,  the  5th  day  of  August,  a.  d.  1878,  the 
same  being  a  day  of  the  July  term  of  said  County  Court,  for 
the  judgment  and  decree  of  said  Court  authorising  and 
permitting  me  to  act  as  a  sole  trader,  and  as  such  to  carry 
on  and  conduct  in  my  own  name,  in  said  cityand  county  and 
State  aforesaid,  the  business  of  buj-Jngand  selling  merchan- 
dise, to  keep  a  grocery  and  fanc>'  goods  store,  to  buy  and 
sell  personal  and  real  property,  to  carr>'  on  a  farm,  to  lend 
and  borrow  money  on  mortgages  and  otherwise,  a:id  to  do 
and  perform  all  acts  incident  to  said  different  branches  of 
Uusiness  and  each  of  them,  BESSIE  RIPPEY, 

June  25th,  a,  d,  1S78, 
Wm,  H,  H.  Hart,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
ery Street. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


S.30-. 


^•C>Ig.A.IX^ROJVP.-<?] 

SUMMER    ARRANGEMENT. 

Commencing  April  25,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  \vill  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

A.  M.  DAILY  for  S:ui  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
'  Tres  PInos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  £^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V,  R.  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
SS"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  car  at- 
tached to  this  train. 
Tn  ytn  ^  ^^'  ^-'^LY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sta- 

-  -^  P.  M.  D.\ILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
^■J^jaro,  Hollisier,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
t^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

e^  On  Satlrdavs  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  P,*.j.aro  for  .\ptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
turning, passengers  leave  Santa  Cniz  at  4.30  a.  m.  Mon- 
days (breatfast  at  Gikoy),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10 

A.  M. 

-  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
T'X      tions. 

>^  _„  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Menlo  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^'O^  tions. 

t^  SUNDAYS   AN"   EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  ^\'ay  Stations  at  9,30  A.  M.     Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  p.  m. 
A.  C  BASSETT,  H.  R-  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
g^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Di\'isions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKX.'\ND.  lea^-ing  SAN  FRANCISCO  \-ia  Ferr^- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4,00  p.  M,  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Vcma. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


r^OMMENCIXG  MOADAY,   JULY  i, 

^-^      1878,  and  until  further  notice, 

TRAINS  AND  BOATS 

WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 

Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  JL\k- 
KET  Street. 

7  QQ    A.    M.,    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market   Street  Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Ge>"sers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Daris 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  P.  11.] 

g  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

'  E.\rpress  Train  (Wa  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Sacra- 

mento, Maiy-sville,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax  Reno 
CVirginia  Citi"),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  (jalt  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  p  m.j 

(O  _9(0  A.  M.,  SUJVDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/  '>D  Northern  Rail\\'a.y  Accommodation  Train  (^ia 

Oakland  Ferr^-)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  P.  M.] 

o  QQ  p.  M.,  DAILY,  SAN  JOSE 

^  •  Passenger    Train     (via    Oakland    Ferr>-    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  Ji.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 


3-30 


ATORTH    PACIFIC    COAST     RAIL- 
■L  V  ROAD. 

INCREASED    FACILITIES. 

On  and  after  Wednesday,  May  ist,  1S7S,  the  two  new,  last, 

and  elagant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 


WEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  S.-vN  Francisco. 

Leave  San  R.\ 

FAEL. 

(From   San   Quentin   Ferry, 

Market  Street). 

(\'ia  San  Quentin 

Ferrs-.) 

7.1:  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 

8.15  "  for  San  R.  &  Junct'n 

6.30  A.M 

for  San  Francisco 

9.40  " 

8.0a     " 

" 

1.45  P-M. 

9.00     " 

" 

4-00   " 

11.00     " 

" 

5.00 

3.15  P.M. 

6.r5  "     for  San  Rafaei 

i:~  :: 

" 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5,30  p.3f.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 
7,00  A.>l.  for  San  Francisco. 

AYS. 
(Via  San  Quentin  Ferrj')- 

8,35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
11.15     "       •" 
1.45  P.M.       "  '■ 

4.30    "        "  " 


(From  San  Quentin  Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  RafaeL 
12.30  P.M.      '*  " 

3.15     " 

5.45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.0c   A.  M.   Excursion   train, 
connecting  at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fkeL 

SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows :  \\''eek  daj-s,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTi",  General  Manager. 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R. 


R. 


TIME  SCHEDULE  — SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

Commencing  Monday,  June  loth,   1878,    Boats  and  Trains 

will  leave  San  Francisco  (Waskington  Street 

Wharf),  as  follows : 

7rifi  A.  M.y  DAILY ^  Sttnaays  excepted^ 
'^^  MAIL  AND  EXPRESS  TR,\IN,  via 
Donahue  for  PetaJuma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Stage  cennection  made  at  Santa 
Rosa  for^ilark  West  Springs,  Gei'serville  for  Skaggs' 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino 
Cit\-,  Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and 
the  GEYSERS. 

^^Connections  madeat  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville, 
Russian  River,  and  the  Redwoods, 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  7.55  p.  m.) 

JQQ  P'  ^I'-,  DAILYj  Sundays  excepted, 
'  EXPRESS  \"ia  Donahue  for  Cloverdale  and 

way  stations.     Stage  connections  at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma. 
Round   Trip   Tickets,   good   from   Saturday  till    following 
Monday:  Donahue,  Si  50;  Petaluma,?^;  Santa  Rosa,  $3; 
Healdsburg,  $\;  Cloverdale,  $5. 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  12,55  ^-  M-) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 
S  00  '^'  ^'^-i^^^^y^  only^  via  Donahue, 

for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip;  Donahue,  $1  :  Petaluma,  %r  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
52;  Healdsburg,  53  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  ForestNTlIe,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
forroundtrip:  Fultonand  Laguna,  $2  50;  Foresc^TUe^ Kor- 
bel'sjand  Guemeville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  P.  M.) 
Freight  received  from  7  a.  si.  to  5.00  p.  m.  daily  ( 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washi.vgton  Street  Wharp. 
Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A  A  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  On.  Pass.  Agent. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY  AT  LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,   Room  i6.      Probate,   divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


P.   M.,    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

Railway  Passenger  Train  (i.-ia  Oakland  FerrjO 
to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez, 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.33  a.  m.] 

A  r)r\  P.  M.,   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

■y-  *  *-^  ^-^  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  bctiveen  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arri\Tng  at  San  Jese 
at  6.55  P.  ii,  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12,40  P.  M.] 

yf  Qf)  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^*^^  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (TTie  (Seysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  lea\'ing  at  9-35  P.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thur3da>-s,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia-  Sleeping  cars  bet^veen  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  ii.io  a.  m.] 

QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
\VTiarf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  lea\-ing  Sacramento  at  g.oo  k.  m.  daily, 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p,  m,] 

yf    OQ   P.    M.,    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^  *^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  ^  *'•  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a,  m.] 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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To 
Oakland. 


A.  SI, 

B  6,10 

7.00 

7-30 
8.00 
8.30 
9.00 
9-30 
10.00 
10.30 

zr.oo 
11,30 


P.  M. 
12,30 
z.oo 

1.30 

z.oo 

3.00 
3-30 

4.00 

4-30 

5-00 
5-30 

6, DO 

6.30 
7,00 
S.io 
9.20 
10.30 


H 


3  3      I  -.   =   _d 


A.  M, 

7.00 
S.oo! 
9.00 
10.00' 
11.00 

12,00, 


p.  M. 


1.30 

2.00 

•3.00 

4.00 

5.00 

6.00 

B*7,oo 

b'S.io 

c*io.3o 

B*ii.45 


A.  M.      A.  M.     A.      . 

B   6.10,       8.00        8,00 

7.30    t9.3o;   ^9.30 

8.30     p.   M,       p.   M. 

9,30  ti-oo  3.00 
10,30  3,00!  4.00 
11.30  4.00  tS.io 
p.  M.  I  t8.io| 

12.30J : 

i.ool 

3-30! '■ 

4-30j^ f 

5-3°    „ 
6.30'tChange  cars 

8.10       at  East 
9.201 
10.301     Oakland. 


3—Sj^fufajys  excepted.  c— Sundays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Femside,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9.00,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 
p.  M. 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  19,30  .k.  m.,  3.00,  4.00  P.  m. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


mil 

> 

i 

z 

gf 

From 
Oakland 

'  "   1  "^ 

V 

? 

g-a.-^ 

(Broadway). 

A.  M.  1  A.  M. 

A.  M. 

A.M, 

A.  M. 

A.M. 

A-M. 

p.  M. 

B  6,30  B  5.4o'b'5.oo]   t6-45!  t7.o8 

B5.I0 

8  5,20 

12.20 

8,00      7.308*5,40      7.55I     8.15 

BS.50 

12.50 

10.00      8.30,  "'e.zs!   11.15I   "-35 

6.40 

6.50 

1.20 

p.  M,        9.30 

7.00  til. 45    P-  M- 

7.40 

7.20 

1.50 

3.00    10.30 

8.03 

P.   M.    ,tl2.oS 

8.40 

7-50 

a-50 

4.30I   11,30 

9,00 

3.401       4.03 

9.40 

8:25 

3.20 

5.30'   p.   M. 

10.03 

t4.45 

ro.40 

8.50 

3-50 

11.03 

11.40 
p.  M. 

9.20 

9-SO 

4-00 

4.50 

5-00 

P.  M. 

12.40 

10,20 

5 -20 

1. 00 

1.25 
2.40 
4.40 

10.50 

\% 

•^;=; 

11.50 

6.50 

Change  cars 

4.00 

tChange  cans 

5.40 

8.00 

5.00 

6.40 

9.10 

at  West 

6.03 
B'7.20 
B'8.30 

at  East 

7-50 
9.00 
10.10 

10. zo 

Oakland. 

OaUind. 

B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundays,  S.00,  10.00,  n.oo  a.  m. 
6.00  P.  M. 

From  San  Joee,  daily,  7.05,  8.10  a.  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From  San    Francisco — Daily — 86.30- 

10.15 — 11-15  A.  M, — 12.15 — ^-^5 — 2,: 

6.15  p.  .M. 

From  Oakland — Daily— g6.:2o — 87.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 
■11.05   ■*-    *'■  —  12.05 — i-oS — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4,05 — 5.05- 


-B7.20 — 3.15 — 9.15 
5— 3->5— 4-15— 5-1; 


6.05  P.  M. 


b — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  fumbhed  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  los  MontgomerN'  Street, 


A.  N.  TOWNE, 

General  Sup't, 


T.  H,  GOODMAN, 
Gen.  Pas*,  and  Ticket  Agt. 


r^RENCH  SAVINGS 
J-  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  EusH  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE.  Director. 


-/[/TASONIC  SAVINGS 
-^*^  AND  LOAN  BANK, 

No.  6  Post  St.,  M.\sonic  Temple,  San  Francisco,  Cau 

Term  and  Ordinary  Deposits  received.  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  _Januar>-  of  each  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretary'. 


C;'    P.  C.  R.  R.— (NARROW   GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  i8 


Commencing  Saturday,  June  1.  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Feny  Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Moht>-'s, 
Al\Tso,  Agnew's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

Q   20  ^'  ^^"'  "^^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

^ '  for  Alameda,    Newark,   Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen, 
Mountain  Charley's,  ilartin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz  :  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz, 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.    (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos,) 

^  2Q  P-  ^t-i  "^^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

~r'  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

S^  On  Saturday's  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p,  M,  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  m.  Monday  (bre^Jast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10,15  -A-  m- 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE   SAN    FRANCISC^  DAILY. 


A.M. 

S-oo 

1         A.M. 

1         6.40 

A.M.       1 

9.20      1 

A.  M. 

*io.30 

P.M. 

4.20 

1        P.M. 
1        6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH  STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 

5-40 

1         A.M, 
1         7-30 

A.M. 
9.26 

P,.M. 

1 

P.M. 

4.Z6 

P.M. 
7.00 

THOS. 

*  Sundays  only. 
CARTER.                      GEO. 
Superintendent, 

H.  W.AGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent, 
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PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  vVNGELES,  SANTA  EARB,A.RA.  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S,\N  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  lea\-ing  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papery. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers  with  unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  Will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  S\T)NEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  \-ia  HONOLULU, 
June  10,  July  8,  Aug.  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter, 

FOR  NEW  YORK.  Wa  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  .AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5Eh  and  19th  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  everj-  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  10th, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents,* 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets, 


o 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 


JAP^N    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  ^\'harf,  Cor,  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   vnCa.   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  iS.  |  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Tuesday,  July  25 
Friday,  August  16.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  j  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery-  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf, 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 


5 


'AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

On  and  after  Sunday.  April  7th,  1S77,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows  : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Da^-is  street — 8,45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m.  ;  '3.30  p.  m.  ;  5.30  p.  m, — R.  R. 

Saucehto — 7.55  a,  m. — R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  r  p.  m.  ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — S.00 2.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00 a.  m. ;  ism.;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m,;  11.00  a.  m. ;  1.00  p.m.;  3.30  p.m.; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m.— R.  R, 

On  MONDAY  an  e.\-tra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  S.ATU'RDAV  e.xtra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     •  This  trip  at  2  p,  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suJL     Inquire  at  the  ofHce  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M,  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  41a  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERV,  Superintendent. 


n^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  CJol 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-Prtaidcnt. 
John  W.  Mackay,     W.  S,  O'Brien,     Ja.mes  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W,  Glenkt. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(6c  WaU  Street,)  \Ch.«,W   Chlrch. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customarj-  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCH.\NGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughonc  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A 

LoNiDON  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa^-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Offica 3  Angel  Court, 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

A  tithorizcd  Capital  Stock f  6,000.000 

Surplus  Eai  nings 1^0,000 


WU  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low, 
Ign.  Steinhart, 
P.  N,  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


>■  Managers. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN  FRANCISCO] 


Capital SSi009,ooo 

D.  O.  Mills President, 

William  Alvord ^ Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown C^hier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agencj'  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\-ings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  CJold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 
Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


H 


IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN 


SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C  D.  O'Sulliv.u*. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'SuUivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  .\.  Donahue, 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Rich.^rd  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  E-vpress  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Societj-  will  notbe  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver^'. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit, 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  boors  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PO  WELL 
and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinary  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Welb,  Fgrgo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here ;  hu'  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee, 

DAVID  FARQUHARSON,  President, 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS'  F4LL,  ^23 

^"^  Montgomery-  Street,  San  Fra: 
ceivcd  in  sums  of  one  dollar  ;^iii 
from  the  countr>-  may  be  sent  ihroi; 
Express  Ofiice  or  any  reliable  b:ir>'-: 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their  ^fe  i 
of  the  depositor  should  accomi  "nv  : 
MART-N  H 
James  Benson,  Sccretaiy. 


Pep-Mits  re- 

..  mittances 

fc  Go's 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CIICKEBINC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 

31  POST  ST.,  .Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 

ELEGAXT  PIANOS. 


VILLE  DE  PARIS. 


L.  K.   HAMMER. 

Sole  Acciit  for  Pacific  Coast. 


■"  0»Tier%  of  Chickcring  Pianctt  are  specially  requ«ted 
L\t  orilcn  for  tuning  at  wareroonu.  31  Post  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNAI5E  I'lANOS, 
iRvi.sc  Pianos,  Rogers' Upric;ht  Piaxcs, 
Prince  Organs,  H'a/ers'  Organs,  Sliett  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

-_;.;  M.ARKET  .Sl'RKKT. 


PIANOS 

SCHOM.\CKER  AND  HENKY  K.  MIL- 
.       LER  CELEBR.-\TE1)  PIANOS. 

Piajios  Tuned,  Rented,  and  for  Sale  on  the  Installment  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12   post  Street,  San  F"rancisco. 


ELEGANT 

NEW   STYLES 

..or — 

Millinery  |  Fancy  Goods 

And  all  other  goods  suitable  for  man,  woman  or  child,  at 

PALMER    BROTHERS, 

726,  72S,  730,  732,  and  734  Market  St. 


CONTI N  UA  TI  ON 


OF 


RUPTURE, 


BUY    NO    TRUSS 

l."n:il  you  see  what  h.ii.  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  5end  for  Xew  Hlustiated 
Back      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Fra.ndsco. 


OUR  CLEMNCE  SALE. 

EXTRAORDINARY      BARGAINS 

IX   EVERY   DEPART.MEXT: 

SILKS,  HOSIERY, 

BLACK    GOODS,  LINGERIE, 

DRESS    GOODS,  FANCY     GOODS. 


Special    iNniCKMKN'TS  will  be  offered  in  our  department  of 

DOWIESTICiHOUSEHOLD  GOODS. 

Fine  Table  Linens,  Napkins,  Towels,  Bed  Spreads,  and 

LACE      CURTAINS 

\ViIl  be  sold  at  a  great  sacrifice. 


CITY  OFPARIS. 


MUSICAL    BOXES 

r\F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  pla>-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  citj-. 
.MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
ilanily  received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    .MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
done  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

M.A.NUF.\CTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
ISO  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway,  New  York. 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

AND   DEALERS   IN 

REGALIA 
LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


■  Silk  and  Bunting  Flags,  Baniiei's. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO. 

510   SACRAMENTO   STREET. 


REMOVAL. 


-T^HE  OFFICE  OF  THE 

California  Sttgar  Refinery 

Removed  to  No.  215.  FRONT  STREET,  ^er  Castle  Bros. 


Ftirther Reduction 


TENTS 

And  Camp  Outfits 

FOR  SALE  OR  TO  LET,  .\T 

E.     DETRICK     &     CO.'S, 

119,  121,  and  123  Clay  Street 


THE 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

323  Post  St.,  San  Fraocisco. 


SEATTLE 


MAYNARD   &.  JONES, 


IMPORTERS   OF 


FIRST  QUALITY  ONLY 

Boots  and  Shoes, 

238  KEARNY  ST.,  NEAR  BUSH. 


Sole  .Agents  for  the  celebrated  Greek  Cross  brand  of  La- 
dies' and  Children's  Shoes. 

^^Just  received,  500  dozen  latest  styles  of  Sandals, 
French  and  Oxford  Ties,  Low  Shoes,  etc. 


CHEAPER  THAN  THE  CHEAPEST 


ASK  YOUR  DEALER  FOR  IT. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

^^     for  LaJies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     S^  Entrance 

south  side  of  Court.  WARREN   LELAND. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

AT   GREATLY   REDUCED    PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.   Shrcve   &   Cc 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS 

AND  — 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 


The  perfection  which  the  manufacture  of  Marbleized 
Iron  Mantels  has  attained  brings  ihem  in  direct  competition 
with  the  best  qualities  of  slate  for  all  purposes  where  mantels 
are  used,  and  they  arc  in  a  great  measure  taking  the  place 
of  marble.  The  soft  rich  color  in  which  these  mantels  are 
finished  renders  them  a  much  more  agreeable  article  of  fur- 
niture to  a  room  than  the  cold,  repulsive-looking  marble 
slab,  and  colors  may  be  selected  to  harmonize  with  the  fur- 
niture. In  Elegance  of  Design,  Quality  of  Finish. 
AND  DuKADiLlTv  OF  PoLiSH,  they  are  cvcrj- Way  Superior 
to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also,  they  cost 
ver>'  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far  more  durable 
than  either. 

The  Largest  Stock  and  Greatest  Variety  on.  the  Pacific 
Coast.         For  sale  by 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO., 

Nos.  no,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  B.\TTERY  St. 


H.  P.  GREGORY    &   CO. 

2  AND  4  California  St., 
Sole   Agents   for  the  celebrated 

SPIDER     HOSE, 

A  brand  of  Rubber  Hose  made  expressly 
for  use  on  the    Pacific  Coast.     Costs  no 
more  .-md  guara:iteed  to  outlast  any  other  make. 


GRAND  AVERAGE,  95  1-2, 
OUT  OF  A  POSSIBLE  96. 


CAUTION. — One  New  York  Piano-maker  having  not 
only  published  the  Judges'  signatures  to  an  altered  report, 
but  also  dishonestly  advertised  that  he  had  received  an  aver- 
ageof  95  out  of  a  possible  ^f>,  the  E.\amining  Judges  flatly 
contradicted  him,  and  certify  that  he  reached  an  avaagc  of 
9o?i  Ofly.  ranking  but  thikd  on  Square  and  fol'KTH  on 
Parlor  Grands. 

Ever^-  Steinway  Piano  warranted  for  five  years,  and  sold 
on  the  installment  plan  if  desired,  and  old  Pianos  taken  in 
part  pa>'ment. 

MATTHIAS    GRAY, 

Agent,  105  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


.\  complete  assortmEiii  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 

19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


^A  RE  ROOMS,   N.    W.   CORAER 

KEARXV  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 

The  only  really  lieht-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  [he  markeL 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


The  Ar  0'onaut 


VOL.  III.     NO.  2. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,  JULY   20,   i8j8. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


GOING  FOR  THE  GOLDEN  GOAL, 


Incidents  in  the  Voyage  of  the  Pioneer  Ship  Tarolinta— 184,9. 


KV  DR.  J.  C.  TUCKER. 


[continued   FkOM   LAST  NL-MBEB.] 

Gradually  we  neared  and  crossed  the  "line.''  receiving  the  customan' 
visit  from  * '  Father  Xeptune. "  The  god  of  the  sea  came  over  the  ship's 
bows  exactly  as  eight  bells  announced  meridian.  The  possibiUty  of  a 
\isit  had  been  mentioned  by  the  older  salts,  but  few  were  prepared  for 
the  really  startling  scene  that  occurred.  Xeptune  was  gotten  up  most 
elaborately  ;  amid  great  shouts  from  the  passengers  he  scrambled  from 
the  chains  over  the  bow  s,  trident  in  hand.  Clad  in  a  bearskin  suit  drip- 
ping with  salt  water,  his  long  gray  beard  tangled  with  green  seaweed, 
he  really  did  look  like  the  veritable  sea  god  he  announced  himself ! 
Through  his  trumpet  he  called  for  those  who  crossed  the  line  for  the 
first  time,  and  commanded  the  old  salts  to  bring  them  forth.  A  large 
tub  and  a  pail  of  soap  suds  were  at  once  produced,  and  two  parties — 
who  had  been  inveigled  forward  for  that  purpose — were  suddenly  seized, 
thrust  into  the  tub,  and  thoroughly  lathered  with  a  large  paint  brush. 
Ever\-  time  they  opened  their  mouths  to  yell,  or  to  remonstrate,  the  brush 
full  of  suds  was  poked  into  it.  Then  Xeptune  ordered  them  to  be 
shaved,  and  they  werqt.;ECraped  down  with  a  huge  wooden  razor,  and 
finally  released,  upon  sending  for  a  bottle  of  brandy  in  which  to  drink 
his  godship's  health.  Fortunately  for  the  \ictims,  they  were  like  all 
of  us — troubled  with  but  little  clothing  under  an  equatorial  sun. 

To  make  our  sufferings  greater  at  this  time,  we  were  put  on  an  allow- 
ance of  water.  To  save  a  miserable  pittance  of  a  few  dollars,  our  worthy 
commander  had  jeopardized  our  lives  by  failing  to  renew  his  water  sup- 
ply at  Valparaiso.  A  short  distance  from  that  port,  it  was  announced 
that  the  captain  had  calculated  upon  a  certain  number  of  casks  of  water 
— which,  it  was  now  discovered,  had  leaked  out  !  The  dastardly  trifling 
with  our  lives  was  but  in  keeping  with  the  man's  character,  but  it  came 
nigh  creating  a  mutiny  that  might  have  terminated  badly  for  him.  Just 
when  we  most  needed  water,  we  were  put  upon  an  allowance  of  one 
quart  for  each  man  a  day  ! 

These  patient  passengers,  who  had  paid  S350  apiece  for  good  fare 
anfl  transportation  to  California,  were  obliged  to  stand  in  a  line,  once  a 
day,  bottle  in  hand,  waiting  until  their  names  were  called,  to  receive 
their  quota  of  stinking,  ropy  water  !  We  were  obliged  to  make  it  effer- 
vesce with  soda  and  acid  to  get  it  down,  'twas  so  nauseating  !  How  we 
ever  kept  from  ' "  keelhauling  "  that  old  cheat  of  a  captain  I  cannot,  to 
this  time,  understand.  Roll,  roll — it  seemed  as  if  we  should  roll  our 
masts  out  upon  that  poUshed  sea !  The  pfitch  oozed  out  of  the  deck- 
seams,  while  the  wood  and  iron-work  was  too  hot  to  place  your  hand 
upon.  'Tvvas  like  the  horrid  miseries  of  "ye  ancient  mariner."  Xot  a 
vessel — not  a  cloud,  in  sight ;  nothing  but  the  pitiless,  brassy  sky  above, 
and  the  unrufiled,  heaving  sea  beneath.  Oh,  for  a  gale — a  rain-storm  ! 
How  sweet,  in  comparison,  seemed  the  fierce  winds  that  went  whist- 
ling through  our  ice-cased  rigging  off  Cape  Horn  !  At  last  our  prayers 
were  heard  by  Pluvius,  and  over  the  glazed  sea  came  a  faint  but  wel- 
come ripple,  that  seemed  to  greet  us  like  a  smiling  hope  !  From  the 
edge  of  the  horizon,  there  came  rapidly  across  the  sky  a  cloud,  that 
grew  larger  and  darker  as  it  approached.  Soon  oiu:  idly  flapping  sails 
felt  the  freshening  air  and  filled  away.  Then,  with  steerage-way.  the 
glad  keel  was  once  more  obediently  tuined  northward  amid  a  joyous 
shout  from  one  hundred  parched  throats  !  The  very  waters  seemed  to 
seethe  and  whirl  away  from  her  burning  sides,  as  if  rejoicing  in  the  re- 
newed activity  of  the  elements.  The  soft,  refreshing  rain  came  down 
in  torrents — breaking  the  wind  in  its  force.  Stripped  to  our  buckskin 
suits,  we  danced  about  the  deck  and  rigging.  Every  device  was  brought 
into  use  to  catch  the  water  for  drinking  and  washing.  The  standing 
rigging  was  covered  with  clothes,  while  a  hundred  pairs  of  hands  soaped 
and  rubbed,  wmng  and  hung,  like  a  gigantic  laundry^:  Several  casks  of 
water  were  caught  by  means  of  sails,  and  all  apprehensions  of  a  water- 
famine  were  at  an  end.  After  several  hours  of  rain,  it  cleared  up  with 
a  fair  wind  that  sent  us  bowling  along  on  our  course  to  the  North  and 
West. 

About  this  time,  the  brutality  of  our  captain  found  another  opportun- 
ity to  exhibit  itself.  One  of  the  colored  sailors  fell  and  broke  one  of  the 
bones  (ulna)  of  his  fore-arm.  He  had  the  temerity  to  ask  me  to  exam- 
ine the  fracture.  After  it  was  dressed  in  splints  and  slin^,  he  reported 
to  the  captain  when  he  came  out  of  his  state-room.  .Although  the 
man  informed  him  that  the  arm  had  been  examined  and  pronounced 
broken  "by  both  Dr.  Phinney  and  myself,  he  damned  the  man  for  feign- 
ing injury,  tore  off  the  dressings,  and  ordered  him  forward  to  dutv  ! 
And  it  was  only  after  Dr.  P.  and  myself  energetically  interviewed  the 
unfeeling  old  wretch,  that  he  consented  to  the  man's  going  off  duty  and 
under  treatment. 

Most  of  the  ships  going  out  to  California — all,  with  the  number  of 
passengers  we  carried — had  a  ship's  surgeon  on  board,  who,  for  his  pro- 
fessional senices  rendered  crew  and  passengers,  in  many  instances,  was 
well  paid  in  addition  to  his  passage.  Phinney  and  myself  thought  of 
nothing  of  the  kind,  made  no  such  arrangement  with  the  owners,  who, 
after  we  took  passage,  offered  as  inducements  to  others  to  do  so,  the 
fact  of  "  having  doctors  on  the  ship."  Although  we  very  soon  realized 
'twas  sharp,  mean  treatment  of  us,  no  one  suffered  in  consequence,  as 
neither  of  us  ever  refused  to  attend  mates,  crew,  or  passengers.  It 
would  have  ser\-ed  them  right,  had  the  ship  been  compelled  to  pay  well 
for  the  medical  attendance  furnished.  There  is  a  satisfaction  in  venti- 
lating such  meanness — even  twenty-nine  years  after. 

The  moonlight  nights  on  the  Pacific  are  exceedingly  beautiful.  All 
through  the  tropics — on  both  oceans — I  slept  on  deck.  Time  and  again 
as  I  lay  with  the  full  moon  shining  broadly  in  my  face,  some  good- 
hearted,  superstitious  sailorwould  awaken  me  with  a  "  Beg  pardon,  sir, 
but-the  moon  will  twist  your  face  if  you  sleep  with  it  on  you.  "  Yet,  in 
answer  to  my  many  inquiries,  none  had  ever  seen  sucii  results,  but  had 
"  heard  of  a  case."  And  yet  the  firm  belief  of  the  ignorant  sailor  in 
the  strange  influences  of  the  moon  were  but  natural.  W'e  gaze  on  that 
orb — cold,  changeful,  mysterious — that  for  thousands  of  years  has  so 
strangely  influenced  this  planet  and  every  living  thing  upon  it,  and  still 
fail  to  comprehend  its  power.     Still  science  is  groping  for  the  solution. 

in  the  absence  of  the  moon,  'twas  almost  difficult  to  determine  which 
was  the  more  brilliant,  the  heavens  or  the  ocean.  The  stars  seem  to 
come  nearer  to  you  on  the  Pacific,  while  the  waves  are  teeming  with 
phosphorescent  life.  The  vessel  appeared  plunging  through  a  sea  of 
fire;  her  sharp  bow  divided  the  w.ive  crests  into  long  lines  o;  iridescent 
gleams — blue,  green,  and  purple,  while  myriads  of  sparkling  anemones 
flashed  in  spangled  trains  down  the  foamy  wake.  Lying  silent  and 
alone  upon  the  starlit  sea,  searching  with  aching  eyes  to  look  into 
eternal  space,  realizing  the  infinite  majesty  of  creation,  and  in  com- 
parison the  insignificant  day-life  of  man,  well  may  we  ask  ourselves, 
can  He  who  created  and  maintained  all  this  do  more  than  assign  us  to 
the  evolution  of  great  established  principles  .■*  Will  He,  personally, 
hear  our  prayers — number  the  hairs  upon  our  heads?  Do  we  not  arro- 
gateto  ourselves  too  much  importance? 

"Latitude  12  deg.  north  of  the  equator,  and  still  we  are  bounding  along 
with  the  fairest  of  winds  upon  our  quarter.  If  this  continues  we  shall 
make  a  quick  trip  from  Chile  to  California.  All  are  hopeful  and 
happy." 


So  reads  an  extract  from  an  old  letter.  I  was  joyous,  fresh,  and  crisp 
when  it  was  indited  by  a  young,  careless  hand  twenty-nine  years  ago. 
The  same  hand  unfolds  it  now,  for  the  first  time  in  nearly  a  third  of  a 
century.  "  All  are  hopeful  and  happy!"  How  truthfully  the  letter 
spoke.  A  band  of  young  and  enterprising  men,  impatient,  and  eager 
for  the  unparalleled  adventures  promising  in  the  future;  rapidly  near- 
ing  the  golden  goal  of  their  long  and  tedious  race;  almost  in  sight  of 
the  "  promised  land,'' with  health  and  strength,  and  bright  anticipa- 
tions, why  should  they  not  be  "  hopeful  and  happy  ? ''  Louder,  more 
\igorous  than  ever,  rang  out  the  chorus  of  our  X'egro  Minstrel  Band  as 
all  joined  in  "  Oh.  Susannah  !  don't  you  cry  for  me,  I's  gwine  to  Cali- 
fornia with  my  washbowl  on  my  knee!''  The  choral  discords  would 
have  disconcerted  even  the  lachrymose  Susannah  had  she  occupied  the 
place  of  the  possible  washbowl.  The  accordeon  man  recalled  himself, 
and  encored  his  one  tune,  while  the  fourth-rate  fiddlers,  who  had  all  been 
suppressed  early  in  the  trip,  boldly  sawed  away  again,  rushing  out 
sharps  and  flats  in  shrieking  cadences. 

Day  by  day  our  amiability  increased.  \\'e  even  began  to  think  that 
there  might  be  meaner  men  in  the  world  than  our  commander.  Here- 
tofore, all  who  quareled  were  required  to  step  into  a  rope  ring  on  Sat- 
urday afternoon,  and  fight  it  out  before  referees.  X'ow  there  were  no 
difficulties  to  arbitrate.  Another  barrel  of  dried  peas  had  been  discov- 
ered in  the  hold,  and  the  Captain  ordered  an  extra  allowance  of  raisins 
in  our  plum  duff.  It  took  but  little  then  to  make  us  hopeful  and 
happy.  We  were  busy  now.  Those  who  were  not  already  associated 
formed  companies,  partnerships,  or  companionships  for  working  in  the 
mines.  Some  had  brought  along  their  small  boats,  in  which  they  were 
to  sail  up  the  California  bays  and  rivers  direct  to  the  mines.  Others 
were  building  scow  boats  out  of  lumber  bought  at  \'alparaiso.  All 
were  making  or  airing  their  tents  and  clothing;  and  testing  "pepper- 
pot  "  revolvers,  that  were  to  do  formidable  e.xecution  in  the  wilds. 

About  latitude  17  deg.  north  we  experienced  a  very  hea\y  gale,  but 
still  managed  to  run  nearly  on  our  course-  July  ist.  we  sighted  land 
toward  afternoon,  and  our  cautious  captain  at  once  headed  her  off  for 
the  west.  Xext  inorning  we  pointed  for  the  East  again,  sighting  land 
toward  afternoon,  when  the  ship  was  again  run  off  the  shore — beyond 
the  Farallone  Islands. 

This  exceeding  caution  was  becoming  so  unbearable,  that  those  pas- 
sengers having  boats  were  thinking  to  launch  them  to  row  into  port 
(for  we  had  neared  the  land  close  enough  to  make  out  the  Golden  Gate), 
when,  at  last,  on  the  morning  of  Jidy  6th,  our  bold  captain  sailed 
across  the  bar.  before  the  wind,  and  anchored  off  Clark's  Point.  Near 
us  lay  the  Greyhound,  Grey  Eagle,  and  A  rchitect.  Mr.  William  Codding- 
ton,  to  be  the  first  man  in  California  from  our  ship,  got  oftt  on  the  ex- 
tremitv  of  the  bowsprit.  We  were  forty-nine  days  from  Valparaiso, 
and  one  hundred  and  seventy-four  days  from  Xew  York.  The  light 
row'  boats  of  the  passengers  were  into  the  water  before  her  headway  was 
stopped.  I  was  one  of  the  first  to  land — into  mud  thigh  deepj — on  the 
shore,  at  a  spot  near  the  comer  of  Washington  and  Montgomery 
Streets. 

L'p  the  hill  we  ran  for  the  Post  Office  -then  a  little  wooden  cottage 
house  about  tlie  corner  of  Clay  and  Dupont  Streets.  There  should  be 
letters  there  for  us  by  the  Isthmus  steamers.  We  didn't  stop  to  scrape 
off  the  welcome  mud — it  felt  so  good  to  come  in  contact  with  soil  again 
in  any  shape.  The  letters  were  there  and  our  happiness  made  com- 
plete. Remember,  we  had  heard  nothing  from  home  for  nearly  si.x 
months.  Then  a  party  of  us  went  to  a  restaurant  and  ordered  the  be^t 
dinner  obtainable,  and  over  it  endeavored  to  realize  that  the  long  voy- 
age was  at  an  end,  and  we  at  last  had  reached  the  golden  goal- 

We  had  encountered  some  discomforts,  illness,  vexation  and  delays, 
but  when  at  four  bells  exactly,  on  the  afternoon  of  July  6th,  1849,  the 
staunch  ship  7'r7rt'/////tz  dropped  her  anchor  off  Clark's  (Xorth)  Point, 
to  the  roll-call,  one  and  all  could  answer  "  Here  and  well  ! "  In  the 
happy  heartiness  of  the  hour  all  the  little  enmities  and  misunderstand- 
ings of  our  shipboard  association  were  \viped  out  with  friendly  con- 
gratulations and  farewells  !  It  seemed  like  again  lea\ing  home  to  part 
with  the  loyal  old  craft  that  had  borne  us  so  safely  and  so  far.  We  had 
heard  the  ice-fioes  of  the  South  Pole  vainly  crash  against  her  sturdy 
oaken  ribs;  we  had  seen  her  tall  masts  quiver  and  bend  beneath  the 
"  temporals  "  of  the  tropics:  we  knew  the  key-note  of  every  line  in  her 
standing  rigging,  as  -Eoliiin  like  it  had  sung  or  shrieked  its  weird  wail 
to  the  winds:  our  eyes  and  hearts  were  full  as  we  at  last  left  the  good 
old  ship.  The  many  little  siaterot>m  ornaments  and  conveniences — the 
porous  water-cooler,  ship-chair  and  hammock — shall  we  leave  or  lake 
them  with  us  ? 

It  all  seems  childish  now,  but  only  those  who  have  safely  terminated 
a  long  sea  voyage  can  understand  the  breaking  up  of  ship-board  ties. 
Trunks  were  repacked  to  be  left  on -storage  while  we  went  to  the  mines. 
Our  best  clothes,  white  shirts,  pocket-bibles,  and  daguerreotypes  went 
to  the  bottom,  while  peppeipot  revolvers,  red  flannel  shirts,  and  long- 
legged  boats  came  to  tlie  top.  That  prince  of  hosts.  Knight,  of  Sacra- 
mento City — he  whose  sign,  "  Rest  for  the  wear>'  and  storage  for 
trunks,"  has  gladdened  many  a  w-eary  miner's  heart — could  best  teU 
how  many  trunks  were  redeemed  a  year  after.  Old  partnerships  and 
mining  companies  were  dissolved,  and  new  ones  formed  Long  legal 
contracts  and  obligations  uselessly  encumbered  the  associations  formed 
in  the  East.  Six  months  of  intercourse  at  sea  best  developed  con- 
genialities and  friendships.  The  ill-natured,  lazy,  or  mean  were 
dropped,  and  in  pairs  or  small  parties  the  more  active  combined  for 
mining  or  other  business. 

On  the  day  following  our  anchoring  in  this  port  the  entire  officers  and 
crew  of  our  ship  deserted  in  a  body.  It  almost  seemed  in  ret-ribulion 
for  the  many  mean  things  said  and  done  to  them  and  to  us  by  the  cap- 
tain, but  it  left  us  as  well  in  an  awkward  position.  Our  noble  captain 
swore  with  many  a  briny  oath  he  would  never  pay  the  then  current  rate 
of  wages  asked  for  stevedoring,  viz.  :  one  dollar  an  hour.  If  the  pas- 
sengers wanted  their  goods  they  must  themselves  unload  the  ship.  At 
last  he  agreed  to  pay  the  passengers  one-half  those  rates  for  the  senice. 
and  the  ship  was  speedily  discharged.  The  crew  had,  during  the  vov- 
age,  managed  to  smuggle  into  the  forecastle  a  lot  of  canvas  which, 
during  their  off  watches,  they  had  made  into  a  large  tent  to  use  in  the 
mines.  This  and  a  few  stolen  stores  were  about  all  they  took  with 
them,  for  they  forfeited  their  pay  by  deserting.  The  owners,  conse- 
quently, gained  greatly  by  their  leaving,  and  it  was  more  than  suspected 
that  our  worthy  skipper  was  desirous  of  effecting  just  what  occurred. 

Our  large  company  tent  was  quickly  erected  in  the  then  rapidly  grow- 
ing canvas  city  ycleped  "  Happy  ^"ailey,"  lying  upon  the  sandy  beach 
of  Rincon  Cove.  This  association — the  Albany  and  California  Mining 
and  Trading  Company — I  had  joined  but  a  few  days  before  we  sailed 
from  N'ew  York.  It  was  composed  of  seventeen  men.  comprising 
artisans,  agriculturists,  artists,  a  geologist,  and  a  doctor,  and  was 
heavily  officefed.  We  each  contributed  equally  in  creating  a  capital — 
judiciously  expended  in  the  purchase  of  everything  conceivable  in  a 
country  post-office  grocery.  Tliere  was  a  formidable-looking  constitu- 
tion and  by-laws  three  yards  long,  bearing  a  sworn  official  seal  that 
looked  like  the  rising  sun  ;  a  capacious  cooking  stove  cast  in  Albany, 
and  bearing  the  company's  magnificent  monogram  upon  every  pot-lid 
and  poker ;  a  barrel  of  saleratus.  a  patent  mining  machine,  a  wooden 
chum  and  clothes'  mangle,  seeds,  plows,  sadirons,  and  a  large  assort- 
ment of  hardware.     From  the  sale  of  these— chiefly  from  the  saleratus. 


investment.  The  stove  was  bought  by  my  old  New  York  friend.  Dr. 
Artliur  B.  Stout,  surgeon  of  the  first  steamship  of  the  now  Pacific  Mail 
Steamship  Company.  Dr.  Stout  then  had  a  large  private  hospital  on 
Washington  Street.  He  was  the  only  permanent  physician  then  in 
San  Francisco,  and  was  rapidly  making  money.  The  oldest  practicing 
physician  in  this  city  to-day.  the  Doctor  is  still  active  in  scientific  and 
humanitarian  matters.  Saleratus  was  worth  about  si.xteen  dollars  per 
pound;  "drinks  fifty  cents  each.''  Our  carpenters  put  together  the 
large  scows  we  brought  in  sections.  These  proved  very  valuable  in 
lightering  ashore  not  only  the  cargo  of  our  ship,  but  those  of  very  many 
others.  With  members  of  our  company  as  crews,  they  earned  several 
hundred  dollars  before  being  sold  for  a  large  sum.  Our  small  schooner- 
scow,  completed,  brought  also  from  N'ew  York  in  pieces,  sold  for  a 
great  price.  We  were  all  good  and  affectionate,  but  we  had  been  so 
long  together  on  the  water  that  we  concluded  it  best  not  to  test  our 
amiability  too  far  by  sailing  up  the  Sacramento  in  the  schooner,  as  was 
originally  intended.  David  Hawlev,  one  of  our  passengers,  and, 
when  we  providentally  decided  to  dissolve,  our  arbitrator  in  settling 
up  our  company  affairs,  bought  our  hardware,  agricultural  implements, 
etc.,  and  opened  a  store  in  San  Francisco.  His  descendants  are  still  in 
the  hardware  business  here.  After  many  days  the  large  company  tent 
was  sold  for  a  gambling  saloon.  The  flaunting  flag  of  the  company  was 
hauled  down,  the  final  division  of  funds  was  made,  and  the  members  of 
the  great  Albany  and  California  Mining  and  Trading  Company  parted 
— few  ever  to  meet  again. 

It  was  during  our  encampment  in  Happy  Valley  that  the  first  Vigi- 
lance Committee  formed.  About  July  loth,  I,  with  a  companion,  was 
plodding  over  the  sand-hills  separating  the  valley  from  the  city.  Just 
ahead  of  us,  going  in  the  same  direction,  was  another  passenger.  Directly 
a  singular  party,  of  a  dozen  or  twenty  men,  appeared  coming  from  the 
city.  Some  had  on  portions  of  soldier  clothes,  and  all  were  armed. 
They  had  a  drum  and  fife,  and  were  apparentlv  intoxicated.  When 
they  met  the  man  in  front  of  us  they  choked  and  kicked  him,  and  finally 
threw  him  down  the  sand-bank  !  As  this  didn't  seem  auspicious  for 
our  reception,  we  quickly  made  a  detour  around  the  hills,  and  reached 
the  city  Plaza  through  the  back  ravines  and  bmsh.  Here  we  found 
great  excitement  existing.  Several  of  our  passengers,  myself  in- 
cluded, armed  and  united  with  the  citizens  in  that  affair.  Mr.  Samuel 
Brannan,  who  took  so  leading  a  part  in  this  the  first  Vigilance  Com- 
mittee, is  still  living.  He  was  at  one  time  about  the  wealthiest  man 
on  the  Pacific  Coast — his  income  being  over  530,000  per  month.  Mis- 
fortunes of  many  kinds  have  since  been  his.  Friends,  fortune,  and 
family  have  in  part  left  him,  and  yet  he  seems  to-day  young  and  vigor- 
ous enough  to  regain  all  ! 

The  old  maps  of  San  Francisco  show  the  survey  of  the  city  as  ex- 
tending south  to  Market  Street  only.  Jn  the  summer  of  '49,  the  houses 
and  stores  were  chiefly  upon  the  blocks  lying  between  Portsmouth 
Square  and  Clark's  Point.  Commercial  Street  was  the  first  extended 
out  into  the  bay,  and  was  called  Long  Wharf.  There  the  steamer 
passengers  w^ere  for  some  time  landed.  Our  fellow-passengers,  Wm.  S. 
O'Brien  and  Wm.  C.  Hoff.  were  partners  there  in  the  ship  chandlery 
business.  Joe  Eldridge — the  ever-genial  and  still  popular  auctioneer — 
there  drew  his  first  audience,  selling  the  first  article  he  offered  to  the 
writer.  Of  course  there  were  no  paved  stieets  then,  and  the  thoroug- 
fares  muddy  and  cut  up  fearfully  during  the  severe  winter.  Tobacco 
was  so  largely  shipped  here  on  speculation  that  it  would  not  pay  to 
store  it-  Much  of  it  was  spoiled  in  transit,  and  much  more  by  exposure 
to  the  rains. 

Hundreds  of  boxes  of  the  spoiled  weed  were  thrown  out  into  the 
street,  and  used  by  passers  as  stepping-stones.  After  dark  it  was  al- 
most impossible  to  avoid  stepping  upon  the  swarms  of  rats.  Cats 
brought  an  ounce  apiecel  A  second  Whittington.  ia-  the  guise  of  the 
captain  of  a  Chile  bark,  disposed  of  a  small  invoice  very  rapidly  at  that 
figure.  Strangely  enough,  all  of  these  Spanish  cats  had  twisted  or 
broken  tails,  and  introduced  that  feline  physical  peculiarity  sliU  found 
among  the  cats  here  !  Query:  Are  Chile  cats'  tails  disjointed  by  shiv- 
ering in  fur-rin  parts?    And  yet  these  were  retailed  ! 

^Iany  of  the  old  ships  were  dismantled,  housed  in,  moored  perma- 
nently close  in  shore  at  full-tide,  and  converted  mto  store-houses.  Few 
have  moved  since.  Only  a  week  since,  the  press  reported  an  old  im- 
known  hulk  in  the  line  of  a  street  sewer — quite  up-town.  Many  of  the 
memorable  old  oaken  ships  of  the  world  converged  here— seeking  the 
Golden  Goal.     Nearly  all  are  biuied  on  our  shore. 

The  ship  Cadmus,  that  brought  the  Marquis-General  Lafayette  to 
America,  was  broken  up  in  this  port.  She  was  built  some  time  in  the 
seventeenth  century,  and  yet  was  quite  sound  in  her  frame  timbers. 
The  Brooklyn,  Nianfic,  and  many  other  old  crafts,  lie  sleeping  deep  in 
the  mud  below  the  now  city  grades.  Guarded  each  by  a  single  keeper 
only,  a  fleet  of  noble  vessels  lay  idly  at  anchor  in  this  harbor  during 
that  year.  Graceful  as  yachts,  among  the  old  square  hulls,  rode  such 
fuH  clipper-ships  as  the  Grey  Eagle.  Architect,  and  Grey/wufid.  Oc- 
ca.'^ionally.  some  daring  captain  or  owner  w  ould  leave  imder  short  sail  and 
three  or  four  men,  to  pick  up  a  crew  at  the  Sandwich  Islands,  Mexico, 
or  South  America.  Restaurants  and  hotels  were  numerous.  The  first 
were  remarkablv  good  for  a  new  country,  and  it  was  surprising  how- 
elegant  a  dinner  or  breakfast  could  be  obtained.  The  hotels  were — 
questionable.  B.  flats,  the  size  of  a  sadiron,  overran  every  bedstead 
and  cot.  saving  nothing  of  another  parasite  unnamed  to  polite  ears  ! 
[concluded  in  next  xu.mber.  "i 


tove,  and  boats — we  realized  a  handsome  sum  ;  doubling  our  original 


A  German  has  hit  upon  a  plan  by  which  a  large  number  of  girls  can 
be  courted  at  the  same  time  in  one  room.  The  invention  is  based  on 
the  theorj-  that  "  courtship  requires  a  parlor,  a  sofa,  subdued  light,  and 
seclusion.''  The  inventor  constmcied  in  his  house  a  retiring  room  styled 
"the  lover's  retreat."  This  apartment  is  exquisitely  furnished.  Soft 
velvet  pile  carpets  cover  the  floor.  Elegant  couches  are  placed  here  and 
there,  and  as  you  sit  down  the  soft  swelling  tones  of  a  musical  box  ascend 
from  below  and  agreeably  startle  you.  At  one  end  of  the  room  is  a  bay 
window,  filled  with  all  kinds  of  plants,  exhaling  delicious  odors,  and 
presenting  a  rare  picture  of  loveliness.  Around  the  room  are  placed 
three  statuettes — one  of  Psyche,  one  of  Cupid,  and  one  of  Venus. 
Through  a  small  window  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  filled  with  pale 
pink  glass,  a  flood  of  softly-tinted  light  falls  upon  the  statuettes  and 
gives,  them  a  life-like  coloring.  In  tlie  center  of  the  ceiling,  which  is 
beautifully  frescoed,  is  a  magnificent  blush  rose,  .to  imply  that  all  that 
happens  there  is  siid  rosiv.  A  silver  fountain  scatters  odoriferous  spray 
on  the  air,  a  gold  basin  receiving  it  as  it  falls.  Sentiments  from  Schil- 
ler, Goethe,  Shakspeare.  and  other  famous  poets,  are  scattered  among 
the  fresco  work.  These  "  thoughts  that  breathe  aud  words  that  bum'' 
arc  arranged  according  to  their  intensity.  .\11  bear  on  the  subject  of 
love.  The  negative  sentiments  are  painted  on  a  back-ground,  the  next 
in  order  on  a  purple,  and  so  on,  until  the  glowing  utterances  of  intense 
affection  are  embedded  in  a  setting  of  warm  crimson.  These  senti- 
ments are  numbered.  At  one  side  of  the  door  stands  a  statue  of  Venus, 
and  at  the  other  a  statue  of  Adonis.  On  the  extended  right  hand  of 
each  rests  a  plate,  and  on  that  plate  are  embossed  cavd^  •■M-ing  num- 
bers to  correspond  with  the  sentiments  on  the  walls.  F  \  -:  ^'ir^se 
cards  and  sentiments  a  dozen  mute  lovers  may  con\':-r  '  '■■ 

out  disclosing  their  secret  thoughts  to  strangers,  or 
love-making  of  others. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


CONSTITUTIONAL  REFORMS. 


Messrs.  Editors  : — The  agony  of  electing  members  of 
the  Convention  to  revise  the  State  Constitution  is  over.  It 
is  ascertained  that  a  majority  of  the  members  have  been 
chosen  on  the  Non-partisan  ticket,  and  that  many  gentle- 
men of  talent  and  legal  culture  will  take  part  in  the  delib- 
erations. The  work  of  thinking  out  such  changes  in  the 
fundamental  law  as  will  meet  the  requirements  of  our  pecul- 
iar conditions  as  a  State  must  now  begin.  JJelieving  that 
ever)-  citizen,  whether  elected  to  the  Convention  or  not,  who 
has  any  ideas  to  advance  should  now  utter  them,  in  the  hope 
of  eliciting  such  discussion  by  the  press  as  shall  test  public 
opinion  before  the  assembling  of  the  Convention,  and  thus 
furnish  some  guide  to  that  body,  I  propose  to  advocate 
certain  changes  in  the  Constitution,  which  to  me  seem  like  I 
reforms.  I  beg  leave  respectfully  to  challenge  discussion  of 
these  points  through  your  valuable  columns.  | 

Says  Madison,  in  the  Fcdira/ist,  No.  47  :  *'The  founders  j 
of  our  Republic  have  so  much  merit  for  the  wisdom  they  t 
have  displayed  that  no  task  can  be  less  pleasing  than  that  of  I 
pointing  out  the  errors  into  which  they  have  fallen.     A  re-  | 
spcct  for  truth,  however,  obliges  us  to  remark  that  they  seem  1 
never  for  a  moment  to  have  turned   their  eyes  from   the  ; 
danger  to  liberty  from  the  overgrown  and  all-grasping  pre-  I 
rogative  of  an  hereditarj-  magistrate.     T/uy  Strm  fw^'cf  to 
have  tccollccUii  the   danger  from    legislative   usurpations^ 
which,  by  assembling  all  power  in  the  same  hands,  must 
lead   to   the   same  tyranny  as  is  threatened  by  Executive 
usurpations.         *        *        *         In  a  representative  repub- 
lic, where  the  executive  magistracy  is  carefully  limited   both 
in  the  extent  and  duration  of  its  power,  and  where  the  legis- 
lative power  is  exercised  by  an  assembly  which  is  inspired 
by  a  supposed  influence  over  the  people,  with  an  intrepid 
confidence  in  its  own  strength — which  is  sufficiently  numer- 
ous to  feel  all  the  passions  which  actuate  a  multitude,  yet  not 
so  numerous  as  to  be  incapable  of  pursuing  the  objects  of 
its  passions  by  means  which  reason  prescribes — it  is  against 
the  enterprising  ambition  of  this  department  that  the  people 
ought  to  indulge  all  their  jealousy  and  exhaust  all  their  pre- 
cautions^' 

If  Madison  had  written  the  above  retrospectively  from  a 
California  standpoint  in  1S7S,  instead  of  prospectively  from 
1787,  this  quotation  would  have  been  as  perspicuous  a  spec- 
imen of  true  histor)-as  it  now  is  of  political  prophecy.  The 
powers  granted  by  our  present  Constitution  to  the  Executive 
are  few  and  perfunctory.  The  office  has  always  been  filled 
by  respectable  and  competent  men;  hence  no  shadow  of 
complaint  has  ever  been  cast  upon  its  administration.  And 
notwithstanding  the  elective  character  of  our  judiciary  (so 
frequently  complained  of  on  theoretical  principles*  no  old 
Califomian  need  be  reminded  that  our  judicial  administra- 
tion has  always  compared  favorably  with  those  of  the  older 
States.  But  when  we  recall  the  history  of  our  legislation 
our  eyes  are  necessarily  opened  to  the  weakest  spot  in  all 
our  political  syste.n. 

Fortunately  for  our  State,  especially  in  its  younger  days, 
certain  constitutional  limitations  were  imposed  upon  the  pow- 
ers of  the  Legislature.  Who  does  not  now  see,  in  the  light 
of  past  events,  what  untold  mischief  would  have  resulted 
had  there  been  power  in  that  body  to  contract  unlimited 
debt,  to  grant  special  franchises,  to  create  perpetuities,  to 
charter  banks  of  issue,  to  loan  the  State  credit,  or  to  author- 
ize lotteries  ?  True,  nearly  all  of  these  prohibitions,  few  as 
they  were,  have  been  disregarded.  For  in  1S57  the  Supreme 
Court  had  to  decide  unconstitutional  a  large  debt  contracted 
in  excess  of  $300,000,  by  the  Legislature  without  the  vote  of 
the  people  vNougues  v.  Douglass,  CaL  Reports).  In  1S70 
the  Legislature  expressly  authorized  the  Mercantile  Librar)" 
lotter)',  and  previously  it  loaned  the  State  credit  to  the  Cen- 
tral Pacific  Railroad.  But  its  principal  usurpation  has  grown 
up,  by  a  sort  of  custom,  in  a  direction  wherein  the  Constitu- 
tion is  silent,  to-wit,  in  its  constant  intermeddling  with  t/ie 
local  affairs  0/ counties,  cities,  and  toiuns.  All  that  the  pres- 
ent Constitution  prescribes  on  this  point  is  found  in  Sections 
4  and  5  of  Article  XI  :  "The  Legislature  shall  establish  a 
system  of  count)-  and  town  governments,  which  shall  be  as 
nearly  uniform  as  practicable  throughout  the  State."  "  The 
Legislature  shall  have  power  to  provide  for  the  election  of  a 
board  of  supervisors  in  each  county  ;  and  these  supervisors 
shall  jointly  and  individually  perform  such  duties  as  may  be 
prescribed  by  law." 

It  seems  not  a  little  remarkable  that,  notwithstanding  the 
positive  injunction  in  the  Constitution,  no  uniform  system  of 
town  government  has  ever  been  enacted  by  oui  Legislatures. 
Perhaps,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  the  great  majority  of 
the  early  .American  immigration  came  from  New- England 
and  other  Northern  States  where  the  "town  meeting"  has 
ever  been  the  most  prominent  political  peculiarity,  the  ab- 
sence of  such  legislation  was  due  to  the  predominance  of 
of  Southern  men  in  our  State  politics  from  1849  to  1861  ; 
for  in  the  South  automatic  town  government  has  never  been 
known,  at  least  in  the  New  England  sense.  Perhaps  the  ab- 
sence of  a  permanent  countr>'  population  in  the  pioneer  days 
made  the  town  system  of  government  impracticable.  Vet, 
under  the  language  of  the  Constitution,  it  seems  plain  that 
had  the  principle  of  "local  self-government''  been  thought 
of  or  respected  by  the  early  Legislatures,  it  was  perfectly  com- 
petent for  them  to  have  enacted  it  into  law,  so  that  all  strictly 
local  affairs  would  have  been  retegated  to  the  people  of  the 
localities  concerned,  and  thus  the  business  of  the  Legislature 
reduced  to  the  enactment  of  general  laws  only. 

And  I  contend  that  this  is  the  true  American  idea  on  this 
topic  "  No  taxation  without  representation "  is  a  funda- 
mental republican  principle.  The  people  of  each  county  or 
town  are  the  only  persons  interested  in  questions  relating  to 
roads, bridges,  intercommunication,  county  taxation  and  debis, 
fences,  and  similar  topics,  for  they  alone  must  foot  the  bills, 
and  their  own  people  are  those  principally  benefited.  What 
right,  theoretically  or  practically,  have  the  representatives  of 
all  the  counties  to  vote  on  the  strictly  internal  affairs  of  each ': 
\\"hat  right,  theoretically  or  practically,  has  the  countr)-  to 
dictate  to  the  city  as  to  the  streets  it  shall  open,  the  bridges 
it  shall  b'jild,  the  taxes  it  shall  le\y,  the  appropriation  of  its 
^cbo?^  !Uone-)-5,  the  use  of  its  credit,  the  erection  of  its  pub- 

:.-  ^-■.■,Mng3,  the  bills  it  shall  pay,  etc. .-     It  will  somewhat 

■iir  readers  to  be  told  that  since  the  passage  of  the 

:i:-n  Bill  in  1856-7,  no  less  than  1,100  strictly  local 
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alone  have  been  passed  by  our  successive  Legislatures.  A 
similar  history  must  be  told  of  nearly  every  county  in  the 
State.  In  fact,  an  enumei-aiion  of  the  Acts  passed  by  the 
Legislature  of  1875-76  shows  the  following  proportions  of 
general  to  local  .Acts  : 

Gencml  Acts— new  statutes 76 

.■\niendniL-nts  to  Codes iM 

Local  Acts,  conceming  counties,   towns,   school  districts,   cities, 

swanip  and  reclamation  districts 423 

Total 613 

A  glance  at  any  previous  volume  of  our  statutes  shows 
about  the  same  proportion  of  local  Acts. 

It  must  be  observed  that  these  local  laws  embrace  such  a 
variety  of  topics,  and  extend  to  such  trifling  minutiit  of  leg- 
islation in  such  small  political  subdivisions,  as  to  carry  the 
idea  that  self-government  in  California  is  wholly  exploded : 
Acts  to  prevent  hogs  running  at  large  in  the  town  of  Sutter 
Creek;  to  authorize  Stanislaus  County  to  purchase  a  bridge; 
to  allow  Los  Angeles  to  construct  sewers;  to  enable  Point 
Pleasant  School  District  to  pay  its  school-teacher;  to  fix  the 
salar>*  or  fees  of  this  or  that  town  officer;  to  allow  Wild 
Goose  School  District  to  build  a  school-house;  to  enable  some 
county  to  pay  the  interest  on  its  bonds,  etc.,  etc.  Surely  is 
it  necessarj-  that  such  trifling  local  details  should  form  the 
great  bulk  of  legislation  of  the  State,  as  if  the  people  of  the 
districts  were  unable  to  manage  their  own  affairs?  Is  the 
Government  of  France  any  more  centralized  than  ours  ?  Is 
such  a  system  of  centralization  in  any  sense  American.'  Is 
it  necessar)' — nay,  is  it  not  virtually  injurious — to  all  patriotic 
feeling  among  the  citizens,  who  are  thereby  bound  hand  and 
foot  in  the  management  of  their  own  business,  and  delivered 
thus  helpless  into  the  power  of  the  politicians  ?  Do  we  not 
all  know  that  such  acts  as  those  providing  for  the  Second 
Street  cut  through  Rincon  Hill,  and  the  redistricting  of 
Oakland,  so  as  to  affect  the  political  complexion  of  its  vote, 
were  acts  of  unmitigated  tyranny  by  the  Legislature — 
t>Tanny  perpetrated  in  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  the 
people  interested  ;  tyranny  of  which  those  two  acts  are  sam- 
ples, for  our  statute  books  are  full  of  like  opprobrious  legis- 
lation ? 

Now,  though  the  silence  of  the  Constitution  leaves  the 
door  open  to  the  ambition  of  the  legislative  department  in 
this  direction,  so  that  the  charge  of  unconstitutionality  can 
not  be  proved  against  this  whole  mass  of  legislation,  how 
does  this  system  work  in  practice? 

(1.)  It  transfers  the  legislative  power  on  local  affairs  from 
the  supervisors  of  cities  and  counties  to  their  respective 
delegations  in  the  Legislature — that  is,  from  the  county  seat, 
where  every  local  measure  would  be  watched  by  the  voters 
concerned,  to  the  State  capital  where  they  are  not  present, 
and  can  know  but  little  of  what  is  going  on. 

(2.)  It  throws  an  immense  power  into  the  hands  of  a  pro- 
fessional lobby,  whose  nefarious  and  unblushing  bargain  and 
sale  of  votes  over  every  measure  "that  has  money  in  it," 
has,  for  the  past  ten  or  tweh'e  years,  been  the  crowning  dis- 
grace of  our  State. 

(3.)  It  leads  to  the  constant  tinkering  of  statutes  having 
local  application— the  laws  passed  at  one  session  being  so 
often  amended,  repealed,  and  reenacted  as  to  make  it  in 
some  cases  almost  impossible  to  know  what  the  law  is.  The 
condition  of  road  laws  in  Alameda  County  and  the  numerous 
reincorporations  of  our  principal  cities  are  examples  of  this. 

(4,)  It  induces  all  sorts  of  legislative  jobs  ;  it  causes  a  fear 
of  the  Legislature  in  the  minds  of  all  property-owners,  ut- 
terly disgraceful  to  a  people  calling  themselves  free  ;  it  pro- 
duces a  feeling  of  joy  when  the  day  of  adjournment  arrives 
akin  only  to  that  of  an  enslaved  nation  when  told  of  the 
death  of  its  tyrant. 

(5.)  It  results  in  the  biennial  grinding  out  of  the  statute- 
mill  at  Sacramento  of  eight  hundred  pages,  more  or  less,  of 
crude  and  superfluous  legislation,  the  result  of  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty  days  unnecessary  incubation — when,  were 
its  labors  restricted  to  general  laws,  thirty  days'  time  and  a 
pamphlet  would  far  better  conduce  for  the  good  of  the 
public. 

(6.)  It  involves  the  abnegation  of  political  rights  by  the 
citizens  and  their  transfer  to  an  irresponsible  and  fictitious 
"sovereignty"  at  Sacramento,  for  in  what  respect  the  Legis- 
lature while  in  session  is  not  "  sovereign  '*  it  would  puzzle  the 
average  citizen  to  point  out  The  people  are  the  real  sover- 
eigns under  our  system.  That  sovereignty  can  be  maintained 
only  by  a  jealous  refusal  to  delegate  power  unnecessarily, 
and  by  such  an  arrangement  of  our  institutions  as  shall  re- 
sen'e  to  the  people  the  direct  exercise  of  all  power  not  un- 
avoidably granted  to  a  representative. 

I  respectfully  suggest,  therefore,  to  the  members  of  the 
Convention  the  propriety  of  so  amending  the  present  Con- 
stitution as  to  compel  the  first  Legisla*^ure  assembled  after 
its  adoption  to  provide  for  a  uniform  system  of  county  and 
town  governments,  having  automatic  power  concerning 
roads,  bridges,  fences,  franchises  for  wharves,  ferries,  and 
railroads  within  town  or  county,  the  care  of  the  poor 
and  sick,  the  full  management  of  local  finances,  and  such 
other  matters  as  concern  the  people  of  all  the  county  or 
town  respectively,  and  them  only.  The  three  powers  of  gov- 
ernment, the  legislative,  judicial,  and  executive,  should  be  as 
distinctly  defined  and  separated  in  these  as  in  the  State  Gov- 
ernment, the  legislative  department  in  towns  being  the  peo- 
ple in  town-meeting  assembled.  There  should  be  a  general 
restriction  as  to  the  powers  of  taxation,  limiting  the  same  to 
a  maximum  rate  per  annum.  There  should  also  be  a  restric- 
tion in  the  power  of  contracting  debt,  say  to  five  percent,  on 
the  grand  Hst,  the  same  to  be  used  only  for  the  construction 
of  public  buildihgs  or  works,  and  not  then  unless  the  indebted- 
ness be  ordered  by  a  two-thirds  vote  of  the  people. 

An  elaborate  and  careful  general  law  should  also  be 
enacted  providing  for  the  incorporation  of  cities,  embracing 
legislation  on  all  points  wherein  the  State  has  a  paramount 
interest-  Under  such  a  law  the  question  of  incorporating  a 
city  should  be  left  to  the  vote  of  the  people,  instead  of,  as  at 
the  present  time,  being  left  to  the  manipulation  of  politicians. 
I  believe  the  present  charter  of  San  Francisco  to  be  the  most 
elaborately  confused  and  bungling  contrivance  of  "how  not 
do  it  "  that  is  to  be  found  on  record  in  any  civilized  country. 
The  whole  series  of  enactments  relating  to  the  city  should  be 
swept  out  of  existence,  and  a  plainly  written  scheme  of  a 
strong  municipal  government,  \rith  only  a  mayor  and  legis- 
lative council  elected  by  the  people,  and  all  other  officers 
appointed  during  good  behavior,  substituted  in  their  place. 


Moreover,  the  city  go\-emment  should  be  free  to  manage  mu- 
nicipal affairs  for  the  interest  of  the  people  of  the  city,  checked 
only  by  the  division  of  powers  fundamental  to  the  American 
system,  with  occasional  recourse  to  the  vote  of  the  people. 
I  have  not  time  to  discuss  this  topic  fully  here,  for  it  is  one 
on  which  a  great  deal  may  be  pertinently  said. 

These  general  laws  having  been  passed,  the  Legislature 
should  have  no  power  whatever  to  pass  any  law  intermed- 
dling in  any  manner  with  the  local  aflairs  of  any  city,  county, 
town,  school  district,  road  district,  swamp  or  reclamation 
district,  but  all  their  enactments  should  be  restricted  to  gen- 
eral laws,  in  which  the  people  of  the  whole  State  should  be 
interested,  C.  T.  Hopkins. 

San  P'r-XXCIsco,  July  12,  1878. 


The  Pagan  Creed  of  Death. 


There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.  The  philosophy  of 
the  present-day  rationalists  and  skeptics  was  entirely  antici- 
pated by  the  old  Roman,  Lucretius,  and  Froude,  in  repro- 
ducing it,  declares  that  it  was  also  the  creed  of  Cicero,  Julius 
C;esar,  and  Tacitus.  We  copy  it  as  a  historical  curiosity,  to 
show  that,  with  all  tlicir  ingenuity,  modern  materialists  have 
not  succeeded  in  giving  us  anything  bctteror  radically  differ- 
ent: Death  is  nothing,  for  where  death  is  we  are  not.  Be- 
fore we  were  begotten,  empires  were  convulsed  ;  provinces 
\vere  wasted  with  fire  and  sword ;  nations  were  sunk  in 
wretchedness.  We  knew  nothing  of  these  calaniities.  They 
touched  not  us.  We  could  sufTcr  nothing,  for  we  were  not. 
.4s  it  was  before  we  began  to  live,  so  it  will  be  again  when 
we  ha\e  ceased  to  live.  Storms  may  roll  over  the  earth, 
land  may  be  mixed  with  sea,  and  sea  with  sky.  We  shall 
know  nothing  of  it.  The  substance  of  our  bodies  will  be  in 
other  forms,  with  other  souls  attached  to  them.  New  beings 
will  have  come  into  existence,  to  live  and  pass  avvay  as  we 
did.  But  those  beings  will  not  be  us.  The  continuity  once 
broken  is  broken  forever.  We  shudder  when  we  look  upon 
a  corpse.  We  imagine  that  when  our  bodies  are  corrupting 
we  shall  be  in  some  way  present  and  conscious  of  our  own 
decay,  it  is  not  so.  Our  bodies  will  decay,  but  we  shall 
not  be  present.  We  shall  not  be  any  more.  We  shall  not 
sufTer  any  more.  "Ah  !"  some  one  says,  "must  I  leave  my 
wife  and  children,  and  my  pleasant  home  ?  Must  all  be 
taken  from  me  ?"  They  will  be  taken  from  you,  for  you 
will  have  no  being.  You  will  not  miss  them.  You  will 
know  no  regrets  or  vain  longings  for  what  is  gone.  Your 
friends  will  lament  for  you.  You  will  not  lament  for  them. 
You  will  be  in  peace.  "  Why,  then,  unhappy  mortal,"  says 
Lucretius  to  the  vain  complainers,  "why  do  you  grieve? 
Why  cry  out  on  death  ?  Has  your  life  been  happy,  the  ban- 
quet is  over  ;  you  have  taken  your  fill  ;  depart  and  be  thank- 
ful. Have  you  been  unfortunate,  has  life  brought  you  sor- 
row and  pain,  why  wish  for  more  of  it  ?  Life  and  sorrow 
end  together.  Would  you  live  forever  ?  The  terms  of  human 
existence  do  not  alter.  Had  you  a  thousand  lives  they  could 
bring  you  nothing  new.  You  would  but  tread  again  the  same 
circle.  As  it  has  been  with  you,  so  it  would  be,  though  you 
could  repeat  the  process  to  eternity.  This  is  nature's  sen- 
tence, and  who  shall  gainsay  her?  Dry  your  tears.  Peace 
with  your  idle  whines.  L^se  your  time  wisely  while  it  is 
yours.  A  little  space  and  it  will  be  gone.  The  ages  before 
you  were  born  are  a  mirror  in  which  you  can  read  the  ages 
to  come.  The  past  has  no  terrors  in  it.  The  future  has  none, 
unless  you  create  them  for  yourself.  Real,  indeed,  they  are 
to  you  as  long  as  you  anticipate  them.  Tityus  and  Sisyphus, 
Cerberus  and  the  furies  1  the  thought  of  these  will  cause  you 
agonies  as  long  as  you  believe  in  them.  Know  these  spec- 
tres for  what  they  are,  the  ofifspring  of  your  own  fears,  and 
be  at  rest.  Who  and  what  are  you  that  you  dream  of  immor- 
tality ?  Wiser  and  nobler  men  than  you  will  ever  be  have 
lived,  and  are  gone.    Accept  your  fate.    There  is  no  remedy." 


Why  change  the  name  of  the  McCloud  River  to  the 
"Cloud?"  asks  a  correspondent.  We  answer  :  (i.)  Be- 
cause "  Cloud  "  is  the  true  name.  (2.)  Because  "  McCloud  " 
is  a  false  name.  (3.}  Because  "  Cloud  "  is  poetic,  romantic, 
nice.  (4.)  Because  "  McCloud"  is  personal,  vulgar,  and  un- 
interesting. In  the  ver)-  early  time  of  California,  in  the  days 
of  Lassen.  Reading,  and  other  pioneers  of  the  North,  it  was 
discovered  that  the  waters  of  this  beautiful  stream  came  from 
Mount  Shasta.  Mount  Shasta's  snowy  head  was  in  the 
clouds,  the  waters  were  of  the  melting  snow,  and  these  old 
Pioneers  named  the  river  the  "  Cloud."  It  was  poetic,  ro- 
mantic, and  appropriate.  Then  a  Scotchman  by  the  name 
of  MacTash  came  along  and  camped  upon  the  head-waters 
of  the  stream,  hunted  deer,  and  fished,  and  had  a  squaw, 
and  when  the  neighbors  described  the  river  they  said  "  Down 
at  Macks"  —  "On  the  Cloud  near  Mack's."  Then  the 
"  McCloud  "  and  the  "  MacCloud,"  and  the  "  McLeod."  The 
Scotchman  died,  and  the  name  got  upon  the  maps  as  the 
"  McCloud,"  and  there  it  still  remains.  The  name  is  wrong, 
and  we  invite  the  cooperation  of  all  persons  of  cesthetic  and 
literar)-  taste  who  would  like  to  presen-e  the  true  names  of 
our  mountain  streams  to  remove  that  of  the  dead  Scotchman 
from  our  most  romantic  and  beautiful  of  northen  rivers. 


One  of  the  features  of  the  Exhibition  is  what  is  known  as 
the  American  bar.  On  account  of  the  trouble  caused  by  an 
American  bar  at  Vienna  Governor  McCormick  refused  to 
have  such  an  institution  in  the  section  here.  Some  enter- 
prising Englishmen  have  fitted  up  one  end  of  the  English 
section,  where  all  the  American  drinks  are  built  in  the  latest 
styles.  Governor  .McCormick  made  no  objection  to  its  being 
called  "American,"  as  it  was  not  in  the  American  section, 
and  he  preferred  to  have  nothing  to  say  either  for  or  against 
it.  Americans  who  are  here  of  course  patronize  it  very  lib- 
erally, as  well  as  the  English.  The  French,  too,  are  getting 
rapidly  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  American  drinks. 
They  come  up  and  order  something  that  looks  nice,  and  the 
first  thing  they  know  they  are  what  is  commonly  called 
drunk.  One  of  the  funniest  sights  in  the  whole  Exhibition 
is  a  Frenchman  "  wrestling  with  American  mystifiers."  He 
is  crazy  enough  when  he  is  sober,  but  when  he  is  drunk  he 
awful. 

Society  is  like  the  echoing  hills.  It  gives  back  to  the 
speaker  his  words — groan  for  groan,  song  for  song.  Wouldst 
thou  have  thy  social  scenes  to  resound  with  music  ?  Then 
speak  ever  in  the  melodious  strains  of  truth  and  love. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES, 


XXXin.— THE  BALLAD  OF  JUDAS  ISCARIOT. 


'Twas  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Lay  in  the  Field  of  Blood ; 
'Twas  the  5»ul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Beside  the  body  stood. 
Black  was  the  earth  by  night. 

And  black  was  the  sky ; 
Black,  black  were  the  broken  clouds, 

Though  the  red  moon  went  by. 

'Twas  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Strangled  and  dead  lay  there ; 
'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Looked  on  it  in  despair. 
The  breath  of  the  World  came  and  went 

Like  a  sick  man's  in  rest ; 
Drop  by  drop  on  the  World's  eyes 

The  dews  fell  cool  and  blest. 
'ITien  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Did  make  a  gentle  moan : 
■  I  will  bury  underneath  the  ground 

My  flesh  and  blood  and  bone. 
I  will  bury  deep  beneath  the  soil. 

Lest  mortals  look  thereon. 
And  when  the  wolf  and  raven  come 

The  body  will  be  gone ! 
The  stones  of  the  field  are  sharp  as  steel, 

And  hard  and  cold ,  God  wot ; 
And  I  must  bear  my  body  hence 

Until  I  find  a  spot." 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscsiriot, 

So  grim  and  gaunt  and  gray, 
Raised  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

And  carried  it  away. 
And  as  he  bare  it  from  the  field 

Its  touch  was  cold  as  ice, 
And  the  ivory  teeth  \\ithin  the  jaw 

Rattled  aloud  like  dice. 
As  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Carried  its  load  with  pain. 
The  Eye  of  Heaven,  like  a  lanthom's  eye. 

Opened  and  shut  again. 
Half  he  walked,  and  half  he  seemed 

Lifted  on  the  cold  wind ; 
He  did  not  turn,  for  chilly  hands 

Were  pushing  from  behind. 
The  first  place  that  he  came  unto 

It  was  the  open  wold, 
And  underneath  were,  prickly  whins. 

And  a  wind  that  blew  so  cold. 
The  next  place  that  he  came  unto 

It  was  a  stagnant  pool, 
And  when  he  threw  the  body  in 

It  floated  light  as  wool. 
He  drew  the  body  on  his  back. 

And  it  was  dripping  chill, 
And  the  next  place  he  came  unto 

Was  a  Cross  upon  a  hill — 
A  Cross  upon  the  windy  hill. 

And  a  cross  on  either  side; 
Three  skeletons  that  swing  thereon 

Who  had  been  crucified. 
And  on  the  middle  cross-bar  sat 

A  white  Dove  slumbering; 
Dim  it  sat  in  the  dim  light. 

With  its  head  beneath  its  wing. 
And  underneath  the  middle  Cross 

A  grave  yawned  wide  and  vast. 
But  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Shivered  and  glided  past. 
The  fointh  place  that  he  came  unto 

It  was  the  Brig  of  Dread, 
And  the  great  torrents  rushing  down 

Were  deep  and  swift  and  red. 
He  dared  not  fling  the  body  in 

For  fear  of  faces  dim. 
And  arms  were  waved  in  the  wild  water 

To  thrust  it  back  to  him. 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Turned  from  the  Brig  of  Dread, 
And  the  dreadful  foam  of  the  wild  water 

Had  splashed  the  body  red. 
For  days  and  nights  he  wandered  on 

Upon  an  open  plain. 
And  the  days  went  by  like  blinding  mist, 

And  the  nights  like  rushing  rain. 
For  days  and  nights  he  wandered  on 

All  through  the  Wood  of  W'oe, 
And  the  nights  went  by  like  moaning  wind. 

And  the  days  like  drifting  snow. 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Came  with  a  weary  face — 
Alone,  alone,  and  all  alone. 

Alone  in  a  lonely  place. 
He  wandered  east,  he  wandered  west, 

And  heard  no  human  sound  ; 
For  months  and  years,  in  grief  and  tears. 

He  wandered  round  and  round ; 
For  months  and  years,  in  grief  and  tears, 

He  walked  the  silent  night. 
Then  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Perceived  a  far-off  light  — 
A  far-off  light  across  the  waste 

As  dim  as  dim  might  be, 
That  came  and  went  Uke  the  lighthouse  gleam 

On  a  black  night  at  sea, 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Crawled  to  the  distant  gleam. 
And  the  rain  came  down,  and  the  rain  was  blown 

Against  him  with  a  scream. 
For  days  and  nights  he  wandered  on, 

Pushed  on  by  hands  behind, 
And  the  day^vent  by  Uke  black,  black  rain. 

And  the  nights  like  rushing  wind, 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot, 

Strange,  and  sad,  and  tall, 
Stood  all  alone  at  dead  of  night 

Before  a  lighted  hall ; 
And  the  wold  was  white  with  snow. 

And  his  footmarks  black  and  damp, 
And  the  ghost  of  the  silvern  ntoon  arose 

Holding  her  yellow  lamp ; 
And  the  icicius  were  on  the  eaves. 

And  the  walls  were  deep  with  white. 
And  the  shadows  of  the  giiests  within 

Passed  on  the  window  light. 
The  shadows  of  the  wedding  guests 

Did  strangely  come  and  go, 
And  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Lay  stretched  along  the  snow ; 

The  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Lay  stretched  along  the  snow, 
'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Ran  SNnftly  to  and  fro ; 


To  and  fro,  and  up  and  down. 

He  ran  so  swiftly  there. 
As  round  and  round  the  frozen  pole 

Glideth  the  lean  white  bear, 

"Twas  the  Bridegroom  sat  at  the  table -head, 
And  the  lights  burnt  bright  and  clear : 
'Oh,  who  is  that,"  the  Bridegroom  said. 
Whose  weary  feet  I  hear?'' 
'Twas  one  looked  from  the  lighted  hall. 
And  answered  soft  and  low  : 
'  It  is  a  wolf  runs  up  and  down. 

With  a  black  track  in  the  snow." 
The  Bridegroom  in  his  robe  of  white 
Sat  at  the  table-head: 
'Oh,  who  is  that  who  moans  without?" 
The  blessed  Bridegroom  said. 
'Twas  one  looked  from  the  lighted  hall. 
And  answered  fierce  and  low : 
■  'Tis  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 
GHding  to  and  fro."' 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Did  hush  itself  and  stand. 
And  saw  the  Bridegroom  at  the  door 

With  a  light  in  his  hand. 
The  Bridegroom  stood  in  the  open  door. 

And  he  was  clad  in  white. 
And  far  within  the  Lord's  Supper 

Was  spread  so  broad  and  bright. 
The  Bridegroom  shaded  his  eyes  and  looked. 

And  his  face  was  bright  to  see : 
'  What  dost  thou  here  at  the  Lord's  Supper 

With  thy  body's  sins?"  said  he. 

'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Stood  black,  an^J  sad,  and  bare  : 
"I  have  wandered  many  nights  and  days; 

There  is  no  light  elsewhere." 
'Twas  the  wedding  guests  cried  out  within, 

And  their  eyes  were  fierce  and  bright : 
"Scourge  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Away  into  the  night ! '' 
The  Bridegroom  stood  in  the  open  door. 

And  he  waved  hands  still  and  slow, 
And  the  third  time  that  he  waved  his  hands 

The  air  was  thick  with  snow ; 
And  of  every  flake  of  falling  snow. 

Before  it  touched  the  ground. 
There  came  a  dove,  and  a  thousand  doves 

Made  sweet  sound. 

'Twas  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Floated  away  full  fleet. 
And  the  wings  of  the  doves  that  bare  it  off 

Were  like  its  winding-sheet. 
'Twas  the  Bridegroom  stood  at  the  open  door, 

And  beckoned,   smiling  sweet; 
'Twas  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Stole  in,  and  fell  at  his  feet. 

"  The  Holy  Supper  is  spread  within, 

And  the  many  candles  shine, 

And  I  have  waited  long  for  thee 

Before  I  poured  the  wine!'' 
The  supper-wine  is  poured  at  last. 
The  lights  bum  bright  and  fair, 
Iscariot  washes  the  Bridegroom's  feet, 
And  dries  them  with  his  hair. 

Robert  Buchanan. 


XXXIV-SONG  OF  THE   CLAY. 


I  lie  in  state, 

Insensate  clay. 
And  on  me  wait 

A  long  array 
That  celebrate 

My  festal  day. 
Solemn  and  slow, 
About  they  go. 
And  say,  as  they  pace, 
"What  a  smile  on  t^e  face!" 

Well  may  I  smile  with  perfect  peace. 

To  greet  the  hour  of  my  release ! 

When  the  thing  that  vexed  me  fled. 

The  stricken  mourners  murmured,  "Dead!'' 

Dead  !  —  what  is  dead  ?    I  lie  at  rest. 

No  longer  driven  and  distressed  ; 

The  tyrant  will  at  last  is  still 

That  tortured  me  with  good  and  iU. 

Alive,  they  said,  "Alas,  how  worn  ! 
How  sad  the  face!    how  full  of  scorn!" 
That  was  from  the  soul  within, 

Tormenting  Die  forever ; 
Restless,  weary,  sick  with  sin,  ' 

Mad  with  vain  endeavor. 

Now  I  shall  turn  to  wa\ing  grass, 

Bending  to  the  airs  that  pass  ; 

Upward  mount  in  flickering  flame  ; 

Sleep  in  ihe  dust  from  whence  I  came ; 

By  warring  waves  be  fiercely  hurled  ; 

On  wandering  winds  blow  round  the  world. 

And  fall  again 

To  the  earth  in  rain — 
Soulless  motion  and  soulless  rest, 
Rid  of  my  soul,  I  now  am  blest. 

— Harper's  Miigtizt'iie. 


XXXV.— SHE  CAME  AND  WENT. 


As  a  twig  trembles,  which  a  bird 

Lights  on  to  sing,  then  leaves  unbent, 

So  is  my  memory  thrilled  and  stirred — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As  clasps  some  lake,  by  gusts  unriven. 
The  blue  dome's  measureless  content. 

So  my  soul  held  that  moment's  heaven 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As,  at  one  bound,  our  swift  Spring  heaps 
The  orchards  full  of  bloom  and  scent. 

So  clove  her  May  my  wintry  sleeps; 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

An  angel  stood  and  met  my  gaze 

Through  the  low  door-way  of  my  tent; 

The  tent  is  struck,  the  vision  stays — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

Oh.  while  the  room  grows  slowly  dim. 

And  when  the  oil  is  nearly  sp>ent, 
One  gust  of  light  these  eyes  will  brim 

Only  to  think  she  came  and  went. 

J.  Russell  Lowell. 


ABOUT  WOMEN. 


Whatever  you  dislike  in  another  person  take  care  to  cor- 
rect in  yourself  by  the  gentle  reproof. 


Paris  belles  object  to  the  effect  of  the  electric  light  in  ball- 
rooms. 

Not  one  man  in  a  thousand  marries  the  girl  he  most 
wanted. 

Mrs.  Jenks  says  she  will  not  lecture;  but  Mr.  Jenks  says 
he  knows  better. 

A  man's  will  has  got  to  be  proved  by  the  judge  of  probate. 
A  woman's  hasn't. 

Lot's  wife  looked  back  because  there  was  a  woman  behind 
her  with  a  new  bonnet  on. 

A  young  man  broke  off  an  engagement  because  his  girl 
named  her  pet  calf  after  him. 

A  young  lady  of  Washington  recently  attempted  suicide 
by  taking  a  large  dose  of  indigo.     She  had  the  blues. 

A  young  lady  being  recommended  to  exercise  for  health, 
said  she  would  jump  at  an  offer  and  run  her  own  risk. 

The  difference  between  a  model  woman  and  a  woman 
model  is:  one  is  a  bare  possibility,  and  the  other  is  a  naked 
fact. 

Nearly  ever)'  woman  who  has  attained  intellectual  emi- 
nence was  a  tom-boy  in  her  childhood,  and  did  not  wear 
corsets. 

A  Piqua  girl,  who  had  had  a  quarrel  with  her  lover,  re- 
marked to  a  friend  that  she  wasn't  on  squeezing  terms  with 
that  fraud  any  more. 

Jennie  June  says  a  substitute  for  the  corset  is  clumsily 
called  the  Emancipation  waist.  A  young  man's  arm  is  an- 
other good  substitute. 

Two  of  Bismarck's  nieces,  who  quitted  Germany  in  dis- 
gust on  account  of  some  little  domestic  difficulty,  are  gov- 
ernesses in  a  very  aristocratic  family  in  London. 

In  the  United  States  there  are  five  hundred  and  thirty  fe- 
males practicing  as  doctors,  four  hundred  and  twenty  as 
dentists,  five  as  lawyers,  and  sixty-eight  as  preachers. 

A  young  lady  in  Williamsburg  has  been  sued  for  breach 
of  promise.  The  discarded  lover  says  he  "  noticed  a  cold- 
ness in  her  in  Januar)^"  What  else  could  he  expect  in 
Januar)'  ? 

Lady  (giving  an  apple  to  a  little  boy) :  "  Give  this  apple  to 
the  one  of  us  three  here,  whom  you  think  the  handsomest." 
The  boy  looked  for  a  moment  at  all  three  ladies,  took  the 
apple — and  ate  it. 

An  abbot  once  cured  the  habit  of  scandal  in  a  woman  by 
giving  her  the  seeds  of  thistledown  to  sow,  one  by  one,  and 
commanding  her  to  gather  them  up.  She  could  not^  nor 
could  she  her  evil  words. 

An  African  chief  presented  a  water-cooler  and  fifty  female 
slaves  to  Stanley,  in  exchange  for  a  penny  whistle.  The 
chief  had  evidently  not  read  B.  Franklin's  "^  advice  :  "  Don't 
pay  too  dear  for  your  whistle." 

Perhaps  the  greatest  benefactor  of  the  female  sex  on  this . 
continent  is  Judge  Grant,  of  Davenport,  Iowa.  He  has 
adopted  seventeen  girls,  "raised  them,  and  married  most  of 
them  off  with  generous  endowments." 

A  newly  married  lady,  who,  as  in  duty  bound,  was  very 
fond  of  her  husband,  notwithstanding  his  extreme  ugliness  of 
person,  once  said  to  a  witty  friend,  "  What  do  you  think  ? 
My  husband  has  laid  out  fifty  guineas  for  a  large  baboon  on 
purpose  to  please  me  ! "  "  The  dear  little  man  ! "  cried  the 
other.     "  Well,  it's  just  like  him." 

In  Virginia  City  a  high-toned  Chinese  couple.  Ah  Suee 
and  Miss  Ah  Moy,  were  recently  married.  The  ceremony 
being  concluded,  some  of  those  present  thought  to  joke  Mr. 
Ah  Suee  by  telling  him  of  the  American  custom  of  kissing 
the  bride.  "  Welly  good,"  said  he,  *'  s'pose  you  likee  kiss 
her,  you  pitch  in.      My  tell  you,  she  one  welly  good  kissee." 

Ladies'  dresses  of  the  princesse  pattern  appear  not  to  be 
of  modern  origin,  if  we  are  to  credit  Thomas   Moore's  free 
translation  of  one  of  St.  Chrj'sostom's  homilies  : 
And  homeliest  garb  hath  oft  been  found. 

When  typed  and  moulded  to  the  shape. 
To  deal  such  shafts  of  mischief  round 
As  wisest  men  can  scarce  escape. 

Russell  Club,  for  ladies  and  gentlemen,  will  soon  be 
opened  in  Regent  Street,  London.  One  of  the  new  club's 
attractions  is  the  possession  of  a  box  at  the  Royal  Italian 
Opera,  the  tickets  for  which  will  be  drawn  free  of  charge. 
The  club  will  be  sumptuously  fitted  up  with  reading,  dining, 
and  chess  rooms,  etc.  ;  also  smoking  and  billiard  rooms  for 
gentlemen  members. 

The  "woman  in  journalism''  experiment  tried  by  Miss 
Frances  Willard,  so  well  known  in  Western  literar>'  and  ed- 
ucational circles,  and  her  sister-in-law,  Mrs.  Mary  Willard, 
has  lasted  not  much  more  than  a  month,  the  Chicago 
Eveuing  Post  having  been  swallowed  up  by  a  penny  con- 
temporary, the  Z^fz//)' AVtc'j.  The  price  paid  was  $16,000. 
Less  than  seven  years  ago  the  Post  was  valued  at  nearly 
$200,000. 

Sal  Ary  is  the  young  lady  that  everjbody  wishes  to  secure. 
—  Whitelir.il  Times.  Ann  L'ity  is  also  much  admired. — Bos- 
\  ton  Post.  But  the  worst-bread  girl  is  that  brazen  huzzy  Sal 
yEratus. — Philadt-lplna  Bulletin.  Sal  Ubrioiis  isn't  a  bad 
girl  to  ha^e  around,  but  Sal  Ivated  is. —  Wilmington  Every 
Eveniiig.  But,  after  all,  the  best  girl  to  pin  your  faith  to  is 
Sal  "Vation,  unless  it's  the  girl  of  the  paragraph  man,  whose 
name  is  Sal  L'tar^'. 

A  French  gentleman  anxious  to  find  a  wife  for  a  scape- 
grace nephew,  went  to  a  matrimonial  agent,  who  handed  him 
his  list  of  lady  clients.  Running  this  through,  he  lighted 
upon  his  wife's  name,  entered  as  desirous  of  obtaining  a  hus- 
band between  the  ages  of  twenty-eight  ar''  ■)  rv-rive — a 
blonde  preferred.      Forgetting  his  nephew.       „  1  home 

to  announce  his  discover)"  to  his  wife.      Th:  '    -  rit 

all  disturbed.    '*  Oh,  yes,"  said  she;  "that  is;  ■  lU 

it  down  when  you  were  so  ill  in  the  sprint.  -  ' 

said  we  must  prepare  for  the  worst." 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  VACATION  TRIP  TO  HELLTOWN. 


RY  H.  N.  CLEMENT. 


Bayard  Taylor  had  a  higher  ambition  than  to  be  called 
"the  famous  American  Traveler."  He  aspired  to  literature. 
He  sought  scholarship.  He  loved  that  rarely  acquired  sum 
of  all  accomplishments  —  culture.  Traveling  was  merely 
going  to  school.  To  remain  a  traveler  was  simply  to  be 
known  as  one  who  was  constantly  attending  school.  He 
confesses  to  a  deep  feeling  of  disappoiYitment  when  he  first 
became  aware  that  his  name  was  being  written  down  on  the 
scroll  of  fame  as  **  the  great  American  Traveler,"  and  he 
suffered  untold  anguish  by  the  pubUcation  of  a  false  stor>*  i 
that  the  learned  Humboldt  had  said  of  him  that  "he  had 
traveled  more  and  seen  less  than  any  man  he  ever  met." 
He  thenceforth  solemnly  resolved  to  put  an  end  to  mere 
sight-seeing,  to  writing  descriptions  of  places,  to  establish- 
ing routes  of  travel,  to  making  guide-books,  and  to  set  about 
convincing  the  world  that  he  Aas  more  than  a  mere  traveler, 
that  he  was  a  man  of  thought  and  culture,  that  his  school 
days  were  ended.  Henceforth  he  would  be  a  teacher,  and 
not  a  scholar.  Having  visited  almost  all  the  most  noted 
scenes  of  histor\",  battle-grounds,  ruins,  temples,  palaces,  and 
works  of  art,  he  now  conceived  the  idea  of  taking  a  series  of 
short  runs  to  the  more  unfrequented  and  less  noted  places 
in  Europe,  where  others  had  not  worn  away  the  charm  of 
novelty — where  he  could  once  more  enjoy  that  most  delec- 
table of  sensations,  the  wondering  awe  of  those  who  had 
never  before  beheld  an  American.  The  result  was  the  last 
and  most  charming  of  his  books  of  travel — "The  By-ways 
of  Europe." 

The  numberless  conventional  California  tourists  have 
visited  and  described  over  and  over  again  the  Geysers,  the 
break-neck  ride  with  Foss,  the  Petrified  Forest,  the  Vosem- 
iie,  the  Big  Trees,  Lake  Tahoe,  Santa  Barbara,  Los  Angeles,  j 
and  the  lesser  attractions,  but  no  one  to  my  knowledge  has  ' 
ever  visited  and  described  Helltown.  I  therefore  resolved  ' 
this  year  to  go  to — HelUown.  For  the  benefit  of  the  future 
tourist  who  may  desire  to  reconnoitre  that  by  no  means  dan- 
gerous locality,  1  will  state  that  Helltown  is  on  Butte  Creek, 
but  a  few  miles  from  "  Paradise,'"  on  the  "  Dogtown"  road, 
fourteen  miles  southeast  of  Chico,  among  the  lava-capped 
buttes,  in  Butte  County.  "  Bone-Yard  Flat  "  is  one  of  its 
noted  suburbs,  and  "  Whisky  Flat  "  another.  It  is  perhaps 
needless  to  explain  that  Helltown  was  once  a  populous  and 
flourishing  mining  town,  but  that  now  it  is  a  deserted  and 
lonely  village.  It  recei\'ed  its  unseemly  name  from  the  cir- 
cumstance of  some  reckless  pioneer  miners  having  engaged 
in  an  all-night  "stance  "  at  a  game  of  poker,  during  which 
they  drank  large  quantities  of  ver\'  poor  whisky  (at  "  fifty 
cents  a  drink  ''  of  course),  smoked  "  six-bit "  cigars,  and  the 
next  morning  discovered  that  they  had  been  striking  their 
matches  and  laying  their  cigars  stumps  on  a  keg  of  powder, 
from  which  fact  they  all  decided  to  call  the  camp  "  Hell- 
town.^ Why  the  modem,  harmless,  tame,  and  quiet  village 
should  still  retain  so  terrific  a  name  is  attributable,  I  suppose, 
to  that  per\erse  principle  in  human  nature  which  has  ever 
stubbornly  refused  to  correct  even  misnomers. 

Eric  the  Xonhman,  whom  I  fondly  believe  was  the  first 
discoverer  of  this  continent,  has  come  down  to  us  in  history- 
as  "  Eric  the  Red,"  for  no  other  reason  than  that  he  had  red 
hair  (a  by  no  means  extraordinarj-  circumstance  among  the 
Scandinavian  races),  while  Charles  II.  of  France  is  written 
down  in  histor)*  as  "Charles  the  Bald,"  presumably  on  ac- 
count of  his  having  no  hair  at  all.  They  carried  nick-nam- 
ing to  excess  during  the  middle  ages.  It  is  gravely  asserted 
that  "Charles  the  Simple," a  French  king,  who  was  the  post- 
humous son  of  "  Louis  the  Stammerer,"  was  excluded  from 
the  throne  by  "  Charles  the  Fat,"  of  Germany.  James  Crich- 
ton,  a  Scotch  lad  of  three  hundred  years  ago,  is  known  to 
fame  as  "the  Admirable  Crichton,"  simply  because,  like  Blind 
Tom,  he  was  gifted  with  a  sort  of  insanity  of  genius.  A 
couple  of  richly  robed  kings  and  their  gay  court  followers 
once  met  on  an  open  plain,  and  the  place  of  their  meeting  is 
known  to  this  day  as  *'  the  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold."  Some 
rude  miners  met  in  a  deep  mountain  canon  and  played  cards 
on  a  keg  of  powder,  and  that  place  will  go  down  to  future 
ages  as  *'  Helltown." 

Butte  Creek,  on  the  banks  of  which  Helltown  is  situated, 
is  fairly  entitled  to  be  called  a  historic  stream.    Starting  from 
its  source,  up  in  the  Sierra,  it  has  for  ages  heroically  plunged, 
roared,  and  foamed  away  over  those  lava-capped  Buttes  un- 
til, inch  by  inch,  it  has  furrowed  out  a  deep  and  ample  chan- 
nel in  the  solid  rock,  through  which  it  rushes  impatiently 
down  to  join  the  Sacramento.     It  has  actually  .cut  mount- 
ains in  two.     Great  perpendicular  walls  of  rock  rising  up 
on  either  side,  in  places  hundreds  of  feet,  attest  the  grandeur 
of  its  task.     Monstrous  over-hanging  arches  of  lava  crumble 
and  fall  away  with  each  returning  season,  to  be  swept  away  ] 
by  the  stream — that  stream  which,  ages  ago,  proudly  bathed  • 
the  heads  of  the  tallest  of  those  Buttes,  now  humbly  washes  j 
their  feet,  as  if  in  penitence  for  the  ruin  it  has  wTought.  ! 
Down,  down,  down  that  persevering  little  stream  has  bur- 1 
rowed  its  way  until,  at  last,  it  has  reached  and  crossed  one  j 
of  those  ancient  pre-historic  river  beds,  in  the  gravel  bottom  ' 
of  which  is  found  pure  flakes  and  nuggets  of  gold.     These  I 
ancient  rivers,  which  belonged  to  some  former  geologic  pe- ' 
riod,  seem  to  be  wholly  independent  of  the  present  system 
of  mountains,  valleys,  and  streams.     Mountains  have  abso- 
lutely been  deposited  upon  them,  choking  them  up  and  bur>-- 
ing  them  from  sight  for  ages,  until  the  streams  which  now 
bear  down  fi-om  the  Sierra  have  split  open  the  mountains  ' 
and  exposed  their  hidden  treasures  to  view.     At  Helltown, 
where  Butte  Creek  crosses  one  of  these  old  river  beds,  the 
gravel  had  been  washed  away  from  the  gold  and  the  early 
miners  had  little  else  to  do  but  search  the  channels  and  crev- 
ices of  the  rocks  (or  the  millions  of  dollars  worth  of  gold 
which  they  found  and  carried  away.     But  these  earlv  miners 
confined  themselves  to  the  beds  and  margins  of  the  streams, 
or  to  such  places  as  they  could  carrj-  the  water  by  means  of 
cheap  sluices.     Tt  remained  for  modem  capitalists  to  pene- 
trate the  mountains  and  follow  the  ancient  channels  by  the 
•rcnstruction  of  expensive  ditches  and  tunnels.     The  fall  of 

:'    — ccl^.  for  seven  miles  above  Helltown,  is  nearly  a  hun- 

...  the  mile.-    Taking  advantage  of  this  fact,  a  San 

::    corporation  is  constructing  a  ditch  by  which  it 

filers  of  the  creek  from  their  bed  and  carries  them 

.^    ide  cftiie  mountain  to  a  point  six  liundred  feet  above 


the  bed  of  the  stream  at  Helltown,  from  whence  the  flood- 
gates will  be  opened  upon  the  gold  deposits  that  have  not 
hi.herto  been  reached. 

Working  on  this  ditch  for  wages  of  $i  50  to  $2  a  day  I 
found  the  son  of  a  wealthy  Iowa  banker,  who  had  been 
reared  in  luxur\- ;  another  gentleman  of  education  who  had 
carried  on  an  e.xtensive  business  on  his  own  account  in  Har- 
risburg,  Pennsylvania ;  a  third,  who  possesses  a  fine  clas- 
sical education,  and  has  spent  five  years  in  India  studying 
oriental  literature;  and  a  fourth,  the  son  of  a  San  Francisco 
capitalist,  who  prefers  to  carve  out  his  own  fortune  to  de- 
pending upon  his  father's  bounty.  Tell  me  days  of  true 
heroism  in  California  are  past  I  These  gentlemen  nobly 
prefer  the  dignity  of  countrj-  labor  to  the  degradation  of  city 
idleness. 

In  the  introduction  to  his  "  English  Trails,"  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson  confesses  that  after  his  return  from  Europe  in 
1833,  he  found  much  less  in  his  diary  about  places  than  per- 
sons. He  was  young,  ambitious,  and  impressible  then,  and 
consequently  was  a  hero-worshiper.  He.  naturally  enough, 
had  sought  and  obtained  interviews  with  many  famous 
authors  and  writers  of  that  day,  and  his  diary  was  filled 
with  what  they  had  said  to  him,  and  his  own  opinions  of 
them.  I  may  be  pardoned,  perhaps,  for  the  liberty  of  ex- 
pressing the  opinion  that  Charles  Warren  Stoddard  writes 
infinitely  better  reminiscences  of  persons  whom  he  has  met 
in  his  travels  than  he  does  of  scenes  which  he  witnessed  ; 
and  this  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  for  all  of  our  brightest  and 
most  vivid  recollections  are  of  persons  and  not  of  places.  A 
man  whose  soul  is  more  deeplv  stirred  by  a  landscape  than 
a  warm,  congenial,  responsive  mind  is  a  cold  cynic,  and  1 
will  have  none  of  him.  1,  therefore,  frankly  admit  that  my 
pleasaniest  recollections  of  HelUown  are  of  some  choice 
spirits  whom  I  met  there. 

I  shall  never  forget  a  neat  little  cottage  with  wide  veran- 
das, shaded  and  hidden  from  view  by  full-bearing  orange 
and  broad-leafed  fig  trees,  perfumed  by  rare  flowers,  among 
which  were  innumerable  varieties  of  roses  and  three  species 
of  oleanders — white,  pink,  and  buff — all  in  full  bloom,  in 
Helltown.  This  cottage  was  occupied.  A  quiet,  modest 
little  Presbyterian  family  have  lived  within  its  pleasant 
walls  for  twenty-two  consecutive  years.  Three  bright,  in- 
telligent young  men  have  been  reared  and  educated  under 
that  parental  roof.  Refinement,  taste,  intelligence,  and  (that 
rarest  of  all  graces  in  these  modern  times)  unostentatious 
piety,  find  their  abode  in  that  contented  American  home. 
The  strangest  part  of  the  stor>'  remains  to  be  told.  The 
ever-busy  queen  of  that  little  household  has  found  time  amid 
all  her  cares  of  state,  and  during  a  quarter  of  a  century  of 
senseless  scramble  for  coin,  to  collect  in  a  scrap-book  the 
purer  and  better  gems  of  poetry  from  the  newspapers  and 
periodicals  that  have  steadfastly  found  their  way  to  that 
secluded  spot,  and  has  from  the  same  source  secured  more  or 
less  authentic  likenesses  of  the  principal  authors,  and  has  so 
arranged  her  book  of  books  that  the  poems  of  each  author 
shall  follow  his  picture.  The  result  is  a  large  and  complete 
volume  of  the  best  gems  of  poetry*  of  the  last  quarter  of  a 
centui")-.  All  this,  remember,  in  Helltown — a  rude,  mount- 
ain mining  camp. 

Helltown  has  its  notables  not  unknown  to  fame.  Two  out 
of  the  six  or  seven  adult  inhabitants  of  the  village  are  poets 
of  recognized  reputation,  a  third  is  an  "  occasional  contribu- 
tor," and  a  fourth  lives  two  miles  out  of  town.  The  poet- 
slayer  has  not  yet  visited  Helltown.  It  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  these  poets  confine  themselves  strictly  to  the 
rules  of  prosody.  When  they  sit  down  to  compose  a  poem 
they  do  not  stop  to  methodically  consider  whether  it  shall 
be  an  iambus,  a  trochee,  or  an  anapaest.  They  are  "  in- 
spirational"  poets.  No  lingering  doubts  disturb  their  minds 
as  to  whether  they  are  in  fact  "poets,"  or  mere  "versifiers." 
The  fig-leaf  has  not  as  yet  been  rudely  torn  away  from  their 
understandings  on  this  score  by  the  savage  Bierce,  nor  have 
they  yet  suffered  the  exquisite  agony  of  his  satire.  Their 
versification  may  not  always  be  strictly  correct,  but,  after  all, 
is  not  that  the  fault  of  their  revisers  and  proof-readers? 
Should  it  be  expected  of  the  architect  who  plans  and  con- 
ceives a  grand  and  beautiful  structure  in  his  brain  that  he 
shall  hew  the  timber  and  fit  the  joints  ?  Are  not  these  de- 
tails for  the  rude  mechanic  whose  business  it  is  to  give  form 
to  the  conception  of  the  architect?  Why  not,  then,  make 
these  versifiers,  critics,  and  satirists  subser\'e  some  useful 
purpose  ?  Why  should  Adam  Smith's  law  of  "  the  division 
of  labor"  not  be  applied  to  literatureas  well  as  to  commerce? 
Many  a  poet  as  well  as  tragedian  has  been  "crushed"  by  a 
rude  sneering  word,  who  might  have  electrified  the  world  if 
the  heartless  cynic  who  wrote  it  had  been  set  to  work  with 
his  severe  taste  to  correct  a  few  "paltr>'"  errors  of  construc- 
tion. .  But  I  digress. 

"Pres"  Longley,  the  leading  poet  of  Helltown,  whom  I 
shall  denominate  "the  bard  of  the  Buttes,"  is  a  genuine  for- 
ty-niner— the  best  specimen  of  the  old  t\-pe  of  Califomian 
that  I  have  ever  met.  Not  one  of  the  Bret  Harte  school  of 
ruffians,  who  amuse  themselves  by  caning  each  other  to 
pieces  with  bowie-knives  and  talk  like  highway  robbers,  but 
a  peaceable,  jolly,  fun-loving  gentleman,  who  loves  good-fel- 
lowship and  a  social  convivial  glass.  The  ideal  Califomian 
of  Bret  Harte  was  as  much  too  vicious  as  the  Fennimore 
Cooper  tribe  of  Indians  were  too  romantic.  They  each 
dwelt  exclusively  in  the  imaginations  of  the  writers.  "  Pres  " 
Longley,  the  bachelor  poet  of  Helltown,  dwells  in  his  lonely 
cabin  on  the  banks  of  Butte  Creek.  He  calls  it  his  "vale 
of  seclusion."  His  claim  is  rich  in  gold,  and  a  very  little 
work  now  and  then  supplies  him  all  the  necessaries  of  life. 
His  leisure  ht)urs  are  devoted  to  the  muse  and  to  entertain- 
ing his  friends.  As  a  specimen  of  his  verse,  I  quote  the  fol- 
lowing, from  a  poem  entitled  "The  Bachelors  Inquir>'."  In 
the  first  verse  he  asks  the  "winds"  if  they,  "in  all  their 
wanderings,"  have  "  seen  a  maid" 

— "in  all  the  teeming  lands. 
Like  some  oasis  sweet  amid  the  desert  sands." 

to  "  thrill  "  his  "  lonely  heart."  Receiving  no  reply,  he  ap- 
peals to  the  "hills,"  the  "streams,"  and  to  the  "glorious 
stars,"  in   the   following  strain  : 

Tell  mc.  ye  mighty  hills,  ihat  seem  so  gray  and  old, 
That  stand,  like  giants  lall,  guarding  your  beds  of  gold. 
If  you.  in  all  the  wean-,  lapsing  years  that  laid 
Their  secrets  at  your  feet,  know  such  a  losing  maid? 
But  they  were  mute,  like  solemn  statues  o'er  a  tomb, 
.\nd  frowTied  more  sadly,  with  a  dark  portentous  gloom; 


Yel  still  the  pines,  by  pity  stirred,  hummed  sad  and  low: 
"  No  longer  seek  the  maid — she  breathes  not  here  below.'' 

Tell  me,  ye  streams  that  sweep  the  mountain  side 
.^nd  gully  out  your  rocky  channels  deep  and  wide. 
If  you,  perchance,  might  know  of  any  such  a  maid. 
Whose  love  would  be  the  boon  forwhich  I've  searched  and  prayed? 
But  onward  in  their  madd'ning  course  they  rushed  and  roared, 
Down  to  their  ocean  home,  and  there  their  wealth  outpoured; 
Bui  as  they  passed  along  by  fields  and  meadows  green. 
They  softly  said  in  song.   "That  maid  has  not  been  seen." 

I  turned  my  wandering  gaze  up  to  the  glorious  stais — 
To  \'enus,  Jupiter,  and  to  brilliant  Mars — 
And  then  1  asked  the  pale-faced  moon,  the  golden  sun, 
That  had  through  space  so  many  revolutions  run, 
If  they  in  .-ill  their  ceaseless  vigils  ever  had 
Obtained  a  glimpse  of  that  long-cherished  maid; 
But  they  all  sadly,  sweetly  smiled,  and  told  no  talcs 
To  any  one  within  these  sorrow-haunled  vales. 

Now,  I  do  not  think  Mr.  Bierce  could  have  ever  written 
the  above  poem.  He  is  not  the  sort  of  a  man  to  sadly  mope 
around  the  world  "  longing  for  a  maid."  He  is  even  strenu- 
'  oiisly  opposed  to  "entering  the  bonds  of  matrimony."  He 
I  would,  in  a  business-like  way,  have  simply  "got  married," 
I  and  that  would  have  dispersed  the  whole  romance  at  once. 

Another  of  the  poets  of  Helltown  is  Miss  Mar>-  A.  Foley, 
the  daughter  of  an  "honest  miner  "of  Butte  Creek.  This 
young  lady  really  possesses  talent.  The  following  extract  of 
a  poem  from  her  pen  is,  perhaps,  remotely  similiar  to  one  re- 
cently written  by  Charles  Warren  Stoddard,  and  dedicated 
to  the  departing  Harry  Edwards,  but  it  was  written  months 
previous  to  the  .Midsummer  Jinks,  and  she  could  not,  there- 
fore, have  taken  her  pattern  from  that  : 

To  a  Friend. 

Farewell,  dear  friend  : 
Tlie  verdant  leaves  are  drooping  low. 
Transplendent  in  the  evening  glow, 
Wliich  casts  o'er  all  a  soft  halo — 
Farewell ! 

Farewell,  dear  friend  : 
How  sof  ly  sounds  yon  pulsing  lake. 
Where  breeze-bom  dimples  gently  break 
Its  crystal  surface,  and  awake 
Sweet  sounds. 

Farewell,  dear  friend  : 
A  lingering  thought  steals  over  me. 
What  might  have  been,  and  still  might  be. 
Oh,  canst  thou  solve  this  mystery 
For  me? 

Farewell,  dear  friend: 
Forgive  !     I  should  not  for  thy  sake 
The  chains  of  friendship  rudely  break. 
Nor  my  own  slumbering  thoughts  awake — 
Farewell  ! 

Farewell,  dear  friend  : 
"Twas  but  a  fancy,  now  'tis  past. 
And  dreams  and  hopes  come  quick  and  fast. 
That  Lethe  comes  to  us  at  last — 
Farewell ! 

Farewell,  dear  friend  : 
How  gently  breathes  the  evening  gale 
While  sighing  through  the  dreamy  vale. 
Where  peace  and  harmony  prevail — 
Farewell ! 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  poem  written  by  Mr, 
W.  A.  McCready,  another  poet  who  resides  two  miles  from 
Helltown : 

By  Butte's  fair  banks  and  flowery  dells. 

Where  nattu-e's  gems  are  all  aglow, 
A  blue-eyed  maiden  rare  does  dwell, 

As  fair  a  flower  as  man  could  know. 
The  zephjTS  fan  her  auburn  hair, 

.^nd  waft  sweet  perfumer  from  the  glade. 
She  heeds  not  half  their  beauties  rare. 

This  handsome,  winning  Butle  Creek  maid. 

Something  in  the  atmosphere  of  Helltown — perhaps  its 
close  proximity  to  Paradise — inspires  the  poetic  muse.  I  was 
seized  while  there  with  an  almost  insane  desire  to  write  a 
"poem."  I  suppose  I  had  a  "fit"  of  the  "divine  afflatus." 
When  I  recovered  my  normal  condition  I  found  that  I  had 
produced  a  pure  anap^st — the  most  difficult  feat  in  English 
literature.  Mr.  Bierce,  in  commenting  on  this  form  of  verse, 
says  that  "it  is  difficult  to  conceive  anything  more  intolera- 
ble to  the  ear  than  an  unbroken  succession  of  anapaests," 
and  he  "solemnly  abjures  the  'rising  young  poets'  to  have 
as  little  to  do  with  it  as  possible."  But  the  genuine  poet,  as 
I  have  found  under  "inspiration,"  has  no  control  over  him- 
self, and  must  simply  write  what  his  "soul"  dictates.  In 
proof  of  which,  I  appeal  to  my  friends  Gen.  Foote,  Harry 
Dam,  Charles  Warren  Stoddard,  and  the  hosts  of  others 
who  have  felt  the  "  influence  "  and  know  how  it  is  themselves  : 

To  "Pres."  Longley,  the  Bard  of  the  Buttes. 

I  fell  in  with  an  old  forty-niner. 

Not  one  of  the  Bret  Harte  "galoots,'' 
But  a  gentleman,  poet,  and  miner. 

The  recognized  "bard  of  the  Buttes." 

He  possesses  a  rich  placer  clajm, 

WTiich  he  mines  whenever  it  suits: 
Cares  as  little  for  wealth  as  for  fame. 

This  philosopher  "bard  of  the  Buttra." 

AH  alone  in  his  "  \'ale  of  seclusion" — 

Xo  wife,  no  domestic  disputes. 
No  children,  no  noise  oc-ponfusion — 

Dwells  this  bachelor  '^ard  of  the  Buttes.'" 

Though  imcultured,  his  nature  is  gentle. 

He  loves  those  old  la\'a-capped  Buttes 
With  a  love  that  is  almost  parerital. 

This  genuine  "bard  of  the  Buttes." 

Those  lava-capped  mountains  above  him, 
As  dumb  and  as  speechless  as  mutes. 

Look  down  on  their  poet  and  love  him — 
Their  poet,  the  "bard  of  the  Buttes." 

The  mountain  streams  bom  of  the  rains 

Leap  down  the  dry  gulches  and  chutes, 
As  if  eager  to  catch  the  refrains 

Of  their  poet,  the  "bard  of  the  Buttes," 

The  beautiful  green  mountain  pines 

Softly  whisper  ten  thousand  salutes; 
The  flowers  and  sweet-scented  \ines 

Cluster  round  their  dear  "bard  of  the  Buttes." 

Oh,  thou  poet,  thou  miner  of  gold. 

The  tree  shall  be  known  by  its  fruits; 
Thy  gold,  it  may  rust,  hut  thy  name  shall  be  told 

To  the  fmure.   "bard  of  the  Buttes.  " 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


B 


RETIRING  FROM  BUSINESS, 


BY  BRET  HARTE. 


What  the  Colonel's  business  was  nobody  knew,  nor  did  any- 
body care,  particularly.  He  purchased  for  cash  only,  and 
he  never  grumbled  at  the  price  of  anything  he  wanted ;  who 
could  ask  more  than  that  ? 

Curious  people  occasionally  wondered  how,  when  it  had 
been  fully  two  years  since  the  Colonel,  with  every  one  else, 
abandoned  Dulch  Creek  to  the  Chinese,  he  managed  to  spend 
money  freely  and  to  lose  considerable  at  cards  and  horse 
races.  In  fact,  the  keeper  of  that  one  of  the  two  Challenge 
Hill  saloons  which  the  Colorfel  did  not  patronize,  was  once 
heard  to  absent-mindedly  wonder  whether  the  Colonel  hadn't 
a  money  mill  somewhere  where  he  turned  out  double  eagles 
and  "  slugs  "  (the  coast  name  for  fifty-dollar  gold  pieces). 

When  so  important  a  personage  as  a  barkeeper  indulged 
publicly  in  an  idea,  the  inhabitants  of  Challenge  Hill,  like 
good  Californians  ever^'where,  considered  themselves  in  duty 
bound  to  give  it  grave  consideration  ;  so  for  a  few  days  cer- 
tain industrious  professional  gentlemen,  who  won  money  of 
the  Colonel,  carefully  weighed  some  of  the  brightest  pieces, 
and  tried  them  with  acids,  and  tested  them,  and  sawed  them 
up,  and  had  the  lumps  assayed. 

The  result  was  a  complete  vindication  of  the  Colonel,  and 
a  loss  of  considerable  custom  to  the  indiscreet  barkeeper. 

The  Colonel  was  as  good-natured  a  man  as  had  ever  been 
known  at  Challenge  Hill,  but,  being  mortal,  the  Colonel  had 
his  occasional  times  of  despondency,  and  one  of  them  oc- 
curred after  a  series  of  races  in  which  he  had  staked  his  all 
on  his  own  bay  mare  Tipsie,  and  had  lost. 

Looking  reproachfully  at  his  beloved  animal  he  failed  to 
heed  the  aching  void  of  his  pockets,  and  drinking  deeply, 
swearing  eloquently,  and  glaring  defiantly  at  all  mankind, 
were  equally  unproductive  of  coin. 

The  boys  at  the  saloon  sympathized  most  feelingly  with 
the  Colonel ;  they  were  unceasing  in  their  invitations  to  drink, 
and  they  even  exhibited  considerable  Christian  forbearance, 
when  the  Colonel  savagely  dissented  with  every  one  who  ad- 
vanced any  proposition,  no  matter  how  incontrovertible. 

But  unappreciated  sympathy  grows  decidedly  tiresome  to 
the  giver,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  relief  that  the  boys 
saw  the  Colonel  stride  out  of  the  saloon,  mount  Tipsie,  and 
gallop  furiously  away. 

Riding  on  horseback  has  always  been  considered  an  excel- 
lent sort  of  exercise,  and  fast  riding  is  universally  admitted 
to  be  one  of  the  most  healthful  and  delightful  means  of  ex- 
hilaration in  the  world. 

But  when  a  man  is  so  absorbed  in  his  exercise  that  he  will 
not  stop  to  speak  to  a  friend,  and  when  his  exhilaration  is  so 
complete  that  he  turns  his  eyes  from  well-meaning  thumbs 
pointing  significantly  into  doorways  through  which  a  man 
has  often  passed  while  seeking  bracing  influences,  it  is  but 
natural  that  people  .should  e.xpress  some  wonder. 

The  Colonel  was  well  known  at  Toddy  Flat,  Lone  Hand, 
Blazers,  Murderer's  Bar,  and  several  other  villages  through 
which  he  passed.  As  no  one  had  been  seen  to  precede  him, 
betting  men  were  soon  offering  odds  that  the  Colonel  was 
running  away  from  somebody. 

Strictly  speaking,  they  were  wrong,  but  they  won  all  the 
money  that  had  been  staked  against  them,  for,  within  half 
an  hour's  time,  there  passed  over  the  same  road  an  anxious- 
looking  individual,  who  reined  up  in  front  of  the  principal 
saloon  of  each  place,  and  asked  if  the  Colonel  had  passed. 

Had  the  gallant  Colonel  known  that  he  was  followed,  and 
by  whom,  there  would  have  been  an  extra  election  held  at 
the  latter  place  very  shortly  after,  for  the  pursuer  was  the 
constable  of  Challenge  Hill ;  and  for  constables  and  all  offi- 
cers of  the  law  the  Colonel  possessed  hatred  of  unspeakable 
intensity. 

On  galloped  the  Colonel,  following  the  stage  road,  which 
threaded  the  old  mining  camps  on  Duck  Creek  ;  but  sud- 
denly he  turned  abruptly  out  of  the  road  and  urged  his  horse 
through  the  young  pines  and  bushes,  which  grew  thickly  by 
the  road,  while  the  constable  galloped  rapidly  on  to  the  next 
camp. 

There  seemed  to  be  no  path  through  the  thicket  into  which 
the  Colonel  had  turned,  but  Tipsie  walked  between  the  trees 
and  shrubs  as  if  they  were  the  familiar  objects  of  her  own 
stable  yard.     Suddenly  a  voice  from  the  bushes  shouted  : 
"What's  up?" 

*'  Business — that's  ^\■hat,"  replied  the  Colonel. 
"  It's  time,*'  replied  the  voice,  and  its  owner — a  bearded 
six-footer — emerged  from  the  bushes,  and  stroked  Tipsie's 
nose  with  the  freedom  of  an  old  acquaintance.  "  We  ain't 
had  a  nip  since  last  night,  and  thar  ain't  a  cracker  or  a  hand- 
ful of  flour  in  the  shanty.     The  old  gal  go  back  on  yer?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Colonel,  ruefiiUy,  "  lost  every  blarsted 
race.  'Twasn't  her  fault — bless  her — she  done  her  level  best. 
Ev'rybody  to  home  f " 


"  You  bet,"  said  the  man.  "  All  been  a  prayin'  for  yer  to 
turn  up  with  the  rocks,  an'  somethin'  with  more  color  than 
spring  water.     Come  on." 

The  man  led  the  way  and  Tipsie  and  the  colonel  followed, 
and  the  trio  suddenly  found  themselves  before  a  small  log 
hut,  but  in  front  of  which  sat  three  solemn  disconsolate  indi- 
viduals, who  looked  appealingly  to  the  Colonel. 

"  Mac'U  tell  yer  how  'twas,  fellers,"  said  the  Colonel,  meek- 
ly, "  while  1  picket  the  mare." 

The  Colonel  was  absent  but  a  very  few  moments,  but 
when  he  returned  each  of  the  four  was  attired  in  pistols  and 
knife,  while  Mac  was  distributing  some  dominoes,  made 
from  a  rather  dirty  flour  bag. 

"'Tain't  so  late  ez  all  that,  is  it?"  inquired  the  Colonel. 
"  Better  be  an  hour  ahead  than  miss  it  this  'ere  night," 
said  one  of  the  four.  "  I  ain't  been  so  thirsty  since  I  come 
round  the  Horn  in  '50,  an'  we  run  short  of  water.  Some- 
bodvll  get  hurt  if  ther  ain't  any  bitters  on  the  old  concern — 
they  will,  or  my  name  ain't  Perkins." 

"  Don't  count  on  your  chickens  'fore  they're  hatched. 
Perky,"  said  one  of  the  party,  as  he  adjusted  the  domino 
under  the  rim  of  his  hat.  "  S'posin'  ther'  shud  be  too  many 
for  us  ?  " 

"  Stiddy,  stiddy.  Cranks,"  remonstrated  the  Colonel. 
"  Nobody  ever  gets  along  ef  they  'low  'emselves  to  be 
skeered." 

"  Fact,"  chimed  in  the  smallest  and  thinnest  man  in  the 
party.  "  The  Bible  says  somethin'  mighty  hot  'bout  that;  I 
disremember  adzackly  how  it  goes;  but  I've  heerd  Parson 
Buzzy,  down  in  Maine,  preach  a  rippin'  old  sermon  many  a 
time.  The  old  man  never  thort  what  a  comfort  them  ser- 
mons wus  agoin'  to  be  to  a  road  agent,  though.  That  time  we 
stopped  Slim  Mike's  stage,  and  he  didn't  hev  no  more  man- 
ners than  to  draw  on  me,  them  sermons  wus  aperfect  blessing 
to  me — the  thought  of  'em  cleared  my  head  as  quick  as 

a  cocktail.     An' " 

"  I  don't  want  to  dispute  LogroUer's  pious  strain,"  inter- 
rupted the  Colonel;  "but  ez  it's  Old  Black  that's  drivin'  to- 
day instead  of  Slim  Mike,  an'  ez  Old  Black  allers  makes  his 
time,  hedn't  we  better  vamoose  ?" 

The  door  of  the  shanty  was  hastily  closed,  and  the  men 
filed  through  the  thicket  until  near  the  road,  when  they 
marched  rapidly  on  in  parallel  lines  with  it.  After  about 
half  an  hour,  Perkins,  who  was  leading,  halted  and  wiped  his 
perspiring  brow  with  his  shirt  sleeve. 

"  Fur  enough  from  home,  now,"  said  he.  "  'Tain't  no  use 
bein'  a  gentleman  ef  yer  have  to  work  too  hard." 

*'  Safe  enough,  I  reckon,"  replied  the  Colonel.  "  We'll  do 
the  usual;  I'll  halt  'em;  LogroUer  'tend  to  the  driver.  Cranks 
takes  the  boot,  an'  Mac  an'  Perk  takes  right  an'  left.  An' — 
1  know  it's  tough — but  considerin'  how  e\erlastin'  eternally 
hard  up  we  are^  I  reckon  we'll  have  to  ask  contributions 
from  the  ladies,  too,  ef  that's  any  aboard — eh,  boys  ?  " 

"  Reckon  so,"  replied  LogroUer,  with  a  chuckle  that  seem- 
ed to  inspire  even  his  black  domino  with  a  merry  wrinkle  or 
two.  "  What's  the  use  of  woman's  rights  ef  they  don't  ever 
have  a  chance  of  exercisin'  'em  ?  Hevin'  their  purses  bor- 
rowed 'ud  show  'em  the  hull  doctrine  in  a  bran  new  light." 

"  Come,  come,  boy,"  interposed  the  Colonel,  "  that's  the 
crack  of  Old  Black's  whip  !  Pick  yer  bushes — quick  !  .\11 
jump  when  I  whistle  !  " 

Each  man  secreted  himself  near  the  roadside.  The  stage 
came  swinging  along  handsomely,  the  insides  were  laughing 
heartily  about  something;  and  Old  Black  was  just  giving  a 
delicate  to  touch  the  flank  of  the  off  leader,  when  the  Colonel 
gave  a  shrill  quick  whistle,  and  five  men  sprang  into  t'ne  road. 
The  horses  stopped  as  suddenly  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of 
common  occurrence.  Old  Black  dropped  the  reins,  crossed 
his  legs,  and  stared  into  the  sky,  and  the  passengers  all  put 
out  their  heads  with  a  rapidity  equaled  only  by  that  with 
which  they  withdrew  them  as  they  saw  the  dominoes  and  re- 
volvers of  the  road  agents. 

"  Seems  to  be  something  the  matter,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
Colonel,  blandly,  as  he  opened  the  door.  "  Won't  you  please 
get  out  ?  Don't  you  trouble  yourself  to  draw,  'cos  my  friend 
here's  got  his  weapon  cocked,  an'  his  fingers  is  rather 
nervous.  Ain't  got  a  handkerchief,  hev  yer  ? "  asked  he  of 
the  first  passenger  who  descended  from  the  stage.  "  Hev  ? 
Well,  now,  that's  lucky.  Just  put  yer  hands  behind  you, 
please — so — that's  it."  And  the  unfortunate  man  was  se- 
curely bound  in  an  instant. 

The  remaining  passengers  were  treated  with  similar 
courtesy,  and  the  Colonel  and  his  friends  examined  the 
pockets  of  the  captives.  Old  Black  remained  unmolested, 
for  who  ever  heard  of  a  stage-driver  having  money  ? 

"  Boys,"  said  the  Colonel,  calling  his  brother  agents  aside, 
and  comparing  receipts,  "  'tain't  much  of  a  haul ;  but  there's 
only  one  woman,  an'  she's  old  enough  to  be  a  feller's  grand- 
mother.    Better  let  her  alone,  eh  ?  " 

"  Like  enough  she'll  pan  out  more'n  all  the  rest  of  the 
stage  put  together,"  growled  Cranks,  carefully  testing  the 
thickness  of  the  case  of  a  gold  watch.  "  Just  like  the  low- 
lived deceitfulness  of  some  folks  to  hire  an  old  woman  to 
carry  their  money,  so  it'd  go  safer.  Maybe  what  she's  got 
ain't  nothin'  to  some  folks  that's  got  bosses  that  kin  win 
money  at  races,  but — " 

The  Colonel  abruptly  ended  the  conversation  and  ap- 
proached the  stage.  He  was  very  chivalrous,  but  Cranks' 
sarcastic  reference  to  Tipsie  needed  avenging,  and  as  he 
could  not  consistently  with  business  arrangements  put  an 
end  to  Cranks,  the  old  lady  would  have  to  suffer. 

"  I  beg  your  pardin,  ma'am,"  said  the  Colonel,  raising  his 
hat  politely  with  one  hand  while  he  opened  the  coach  door 
with  the  other,  "  but  we're  takin'  up  a  collection  for  some  de- 
servin'  object.  We  wuz  agoin'  to  make  the  gentlemen  lork 
over  the  full  amount,  but  ez  they  ain't  got  enough,  we  will 
hev  to  bother  you." 

The  old  lady  trembled,  felt  for  her  pocket-book,  raised  her 
veil.  The  Colonel  looked  into  her  face,  slammed  the  stage 
door,  and,  sitting  on  the  hub  of  one  .of  the  wheels,  stared 
vacantly  into  space. 

"  Nothin'  ?"  queried  Perkins  in  a  whisper,  and  with  a  face 
full  of  genuine  sympathy. 

"No — yes,"  said  the  Colonel,  dreamily.  "That  is,  untie 
'em  and  let  the  stage  go  ahead,"  he  continued,  springing  to 
his  feet.  "  I'll  hurry  back  to  the  cabin."  And  the  Colonel 
dashed  into  the  bushes  and  left  his  followers  so  paralyzed 
that  Old  Black  afterward  remarked,  that  "  ef  there'd  been 
anybody  to  the  bosses  he  could  hev  cleaned  the  hull  crowd 
with  his  whip." 


The  passengers,  now  relieved  of  their  weapons,  were  un- 
bound, allowed  to  enter  the  stage,  and  the  door  was 
slammed,  upon  which  Old  Black  picked  up  his  reins  as 
coolly  as  if  he  had  lain  them  down  at  a  station  while  the 
horses  were  being  changed  ;  then  he  cracked  his  whip  and 
the  stage  rolled  off,  while  the  Colonel's  party  hastened  back 
to  their  hut,  fondly  inspecting  as  they  went  certain  flasks 
they  had  obtained  ^vhile  transacting  their  business  with  the 
occupants  of  the  stage. 

Great  was  the  surprise  of  the  road  agents  as  they  entered 
their  hut,  for  there  stood  the  Colonel  in  a  clean  white  shirt, 
and  in  a  suit  of  clothing  made  from  the  limited,  spare  ward- 
robes of  the  other  members  of  the  gang. 

But  the  suspicious  Cranks  speedily  subordinated  his  won- 
der to  his  prudence,  as  laying  on  the  table  a  watch,  two 
pistols,  a  pocket-book,  and  a  heavy  purse,  he  exclaimed  : 

"  Come,  Colonel,  business  before  pleasure  ;  let's  divide  an' 
scatter.  Ef  anybody  should  hear  about  this  robbery  an' 
find  our  trail,  an'  ketch  the  traps  in  our  possession,  they 
might — " 

"  Divide  yerselves,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  abruptness  and 
a  great  oath  ;  "  I  don't  want  none  of  it." 

"  Colonel,"  said  Perkins,  removing  his  own  domino  and 
looking  anxiously  into  the  leader's  face,  "be  you  sick? 
Here's  some  bully  brandy  which  I  found  in  one  of  the 
passenger's  pockets." 

"  I  hain't  nothin',"  replied  the  Colonel,  with  averted  eyes. 
"  I'm  goin',  and  I'm  a  retirin'  from  this  business,  forever." 

"Ain't  a-goin'  to  turn  evidence  ?"  cried  Cranks,  grasping 
the  pistol  on  the  table. 

"  I'm  a-goin'  to  make  a  lead  mine  of  you  ef  you  don't  take 
that  back ! "  roared  the  Colonel,  with  a  bound  which  caused 
Cranks  to  drop  the  pistol  and  retire  precipitately,  apologizing 
as  he  went  :  "  I'm  a-goin'  to  tend  to  my  own  business,  an' 
that's  enough  to  keep  any  man  bizzy.  Somebody  lend  me 
fifty  dollars  till  I  see  him  agin." 

Perkins  pressed  the  money  into  the  Colonel's  hand,  and 
within  two  minutes  the  Colonel  was  on  Tipsie's  back  and 
galloped  off  in  the  direction  the  stage  had  taken. 

He  overtook  it,  he  passed  it,  and  still  he  galloped  on. 
The  people  at  Mad  Gulch  knew  the  Colonel  well,  and  made 
a  rule  never  to  be  astonished  at  anything  he  did  ;  but  they 
made  an  exception  to  the  rule  when  the  Colonel  canvassed 
the  principal  bar-rooms  for  men  who  wished  to  purchase  a 
horse  ;  and  when  a  gambler  who  was  flush  obtained  Tipsie 
for  twenty  slugs — only  a  thousand  dollars,  when  the  Colonel 
had  always  said  that  there  wasn't  gold  enough  on  top  of 
ground  to  buy  her — Mud  Gulch  experienced  a  decided  sen- 
sation. 

One  or  two  enterprising  persons  soon  discovered  that  the 
Colonel  was  not  in  a  communicative  mood;  so  every  one  re- 
tired to  his  favorite  saloon  to  bet  according  to  his  own  opin- 
ion of  the  Colonel's  motives  and  actions. 

But  when  the  Colonel,  after  remaining  in  a  barber  shop 
for  half  an  hour,  emerged  with  his  face  clean  shaved  and 
hair  neatly  trimmed  and  parted,  betting  was  so  wild  that  a 
cool-headed  sporting  man  speedily  made  a  fortune  by  bet- 
ting against  ever)-  theory  that  was  advanced. 

Then  the  Colonel  made  a  tour  of  the  stores  and  fitting 
himself  with  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  carefully  eschewing  all 
of  the  generous  patterns  andt^^ronounced  colors  so  dear  to 
the  average  miner.  He  bought  a  new  hat,  and  put  on  a  pair 
of  boots,  and  pruned  his  finger  nails,  and,  stranger  than  all, 
he  mildly  declined  all  invitations  to  drink. 

As  the  Colonel  stood  in  the  door  of  the  principal  saloon, 
where  the  stage  always  stopped,  the  Challenge  Hill  consta- 
ble was  seen  to  approach  the  Colonel  and  tap  him  on  the 
shoulder,  upon  which  all  men  who  bet  that  the  Colonel  was 
dodging  somebody  claimed  the  stakes.  But  those  who  stood 
near  the  Colonel  heard  the  constable  say: 

"  Colonel,  I  take  it  all  back.  When  I  seed  you  get  out  of 
Challenge  Hill  it  come  to  me  that  you  might  be  in  the  road- 
agent  business,  so  I  foUered  you— duty,  you  know.  But 
when  I  seed  you  sell  Tipsie  I  knew  I  was  on  the  wrong  trail. 
I  wouldn't  suspect  you  now  if  all  the  stages  in  the  State  wuz 
robbed  ;  and  I'll  give  you  satisfaction  any  way  you  want  it." 
"  It's  all  right,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  smile.  The  con- 
stable afterward  said  that  nobody  had  any  idea  of  how 
curiously  the  Colonel  smiled  when  his  beard  was  off. 

Suddenly  the  stage  pulled  up  at  the  door  with  a  crash,  and 
the  male  passengers  hurried  into  the  saloon  in  a  state  of 
utter  indignation  and  impecuniosity. 

The  story  of  the  robber}-  attracted  e\er)body,  and  during 
the  excitement  the  Colonel  quietly  slipped  out  and  opened 
the  door  of  the  stage.     The  old  lady  started,  and  cried  : 
"  George  ! " 

And  the  Colonel  jumped  into  the  stage  and  put  his  arms 
tenderly  around  the  trembling  form  of  the  old  lady,  exclaim- 
ing ; 

"Mother  ! 


It  is  not  evidence  on  the  part  of  a  Supervisor,  that  he  pos- 
sesses integrity,  business  capacity,  nor  an  honest  desire  to 
sei-v-e  the  city,  because  he  grumbles  over  the  payment  of  an 
honest  municipal  debt  and  squirms  at  the  fulfillment  of  a 
legal  contract  entered  into  by  the  city.  The  application  of, 
this  moral  maxim  is  to  the  payment  of  the  claim  of  John  F. 
Swift  by  the  city  of  San  Francisco  of  the  sum  of  $20,000. 
He  has  earned  the  money,  is  entitled  to  it  under  a  written 
contract,  and  any  attempt  to  defeat  or  delay  its  payment  is 
an  evasion  of  duty.  

One  of  the  exhibits  attracting  much  attention  at  the  Tro- 
cadero,  according  to  the  London  II 'orU,  is  that  of  Thomas 
B.  Oakley,  an  American,  who  contributes  three  works  of  art 
from  the  private  collection  of  Mrs.  Sunderland;of  San  Fran- 
cisco—a portemonnaie,  a  powder  box  and  puff,  and  a  jewel 
casket,  all  made  of  solid  gold  and  quartz  rock,  beautifully 
interspersed  with  mosaic. 

Although  French  is  the  language  of  diplomacy,  there  was 
more  English  than  French  spoken  at  the  Kerim  Congress. 
Prince  Bismarck,  Herr  Von  Bulow,  Count  .-Xndrassy,  Count 
Schouvaloff,  and  M.  Waddington  speak  English  fluently.  It 
happened  that  of  the  seventeen  plenipotentiaries  only  five 
besides  the  two  representatives  from  Paris  spoke  French  to 
perfection. 

It  is  stated  that  life-size  portraits  of  -Jiderson  and  '^-trs. 
Jenks  have  been  ordered  by  the  Sazers':  I:  ^15  Club. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


•<^}i' ■■'-■'■ 


Mv  Dear  Em.  : — Of  all  ihe  many  products  of  human 
hands,  I  think  lace  is  the  most  beautiful.  It  is  a  vision  of 
ihe  hoarfrost  made  fast,  a  dream  of  summer's  blossoms  im- 
prisoned in  gossamer  thread — anything  that  is  air\-,  unsub- 
stantial, and  unearthlike.  Wrought  by  the  patient  fingers  of 
human  spiders  thai  burrow  and  hide  from  the  light  of  day, 
it  has  a  pathos  that  no  other  handicraft  has — no,  not  even 
the  grimy,  pitiful  life  of  the  coal  mines.  I  think  I  never 
told  you  of  that  strange  life  1  came  across  when  I  was  last 
in  Europe?  It  was  that  of  a  woman,  not  yet  twenty-five 
years  old,  her  home  the  darkest  and  poorest  cellar  in  all 
Brussels.  There  she  had  toiled  for  years,  beginning  her  ap- 
prenticeship when  only  five  years  old,  to  support  a  sister, 
a  fair-haired  child,  and  sa\e  her  from  the  grim  fate  that  ded- 
icates whole  families  and  generations  to  her  pitiless  trade, 
the  schools  of  West  Flanders  alone  containing  30,000  ap- 
prentices. To  engage  heaven  on  her  side,  she  had  made  a 
vow  to  offer  a  certain  number  of  yards  of  lace  of  her  own 
make  as  a  votive  offering,  if  the  child  might  be  spared.  To 
accomplish  it,  she  had  to  forego  the  usual  summer's  work  in 
the  fields,  and  devote  ever>'  moment  of  her  working  life  to 
the  task.  Each  day  the  single  stream  of  light  that  was  per- 
mitted to  enter  her  damp  chamber  through  the  tiny  opening 
in  the  window  grew  dimmer  and  dimmer  to  her  failing  sight 
— for,  you  know,  these  workers  seldom  retain  their  eyesight 
after  thirty — and  the  work  still  unfinished.  I  heard  the  end 
of  her  sad  story  the  other  day.  Some  time  1  will  write  it 
out  for  you.  It  all  came  back  to  me  this  morning,  while  I 
was  looking  o\'er  some  of  the  new  laces  at  the  Lace  House, 
and  chatting  with  Mr.  Samuels,  who  has  just  returned  from 
the  Paris  Exposition,  where  he  has  purchased  some  of  the 
notable  articles  from  the  Belgian  exhibit,  among  them  a 
flounce  and  shawl  of  Brussels  point  of  rare  beauty.  There 
are  some  beautiful  things  already  here — a  scarf,  for  instance, 
in  the  three  choicest  styles:  the  Valenciennes,  Duchesse, 
and  Point  de  \'enice;  or  if  you  like  it  better  in  the  liquid 
Italian  syllables, /««/(?  tagliato  e  foliani^  or  rose-point,  and 
some  new  designs  in  Valenciennes.  It  is  only  of  late  years 
that  there  has  been  any  variation  of  the  original  and  very^ 
simple  design  in  this  lace,  so  "  set "  in  their  own  way  are  the 
exponents  of  its  particular  school.  It  seems  very  absurd, 
but  is  a  fact  nevertheless,  that  the  products  of  Ghent  and 
Bruges  are  both  inferior  to  those  of  Vpres,  where  the  finest 
are  made,  but  nothing  will  induce  the  makers  of  the  first 
two  places  to  make  the  only  change  needed  to  improve  their 
work,  to  twist  the  bobbins  four  and  five  times,  as  at  Ypres, 
instead  of  only  twice.  Moreover,  Valenciennes  is  not  made 
at  Valenciennes  at  all.  Mr.  Samuels  tells  me  that  the  Meck- 
lin  lace,  made  at  Malines,  is  coming  into  fashion  again,  and 
that  the  Duchesse  will  be  more  sought  after  than  ever. 
There  is  a  new  candidate  in  the  shape  of  a  hand-made  lace, 
similar  in  appearance  to  the  Spanish,  and  a  black  lace  called 
"  Enghein,"  made  in  Belgium,  that  is  an  imitation  of  Chan- 
tilly.  Mr.  Samuels  proposes  to  make  a  fine  exhibit  at  the 
coming  Mechanics'  Fair,  and  hopes  to  have  his  new  goods 
on  in  time  for  it.  He  is  making  strong  efforts  to  induce  some 
other  leading  houses  to  take  a  part  in  the  Fair,  as  welL  It 
is  refreshing  in  these  days  to  see  real  public  spirit,  and  a  lack 
of  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  faults  always  found  with  San 
Francisco  ;  so  I  hope  that  there  may  be  a  great  many  who 
will  be  willing  to  demonstrate  that  there  is  something  more 
than  a  desire  for  individual  gain  among  us.  Such  houses  as 
Sullivan's,  Daridson's,  Shreve's,  The  White  House,  \'ilU  dc 
Paris,  Diamond  Palace  and  a  dozen  others,  can  surely  make 
a  creditable  display,  and  do  something  towards  reWnng  trade 
at  the  same  time.  WTiile  you  are  enjoying  the  summer  days 
ainong  the  flowers  of  Southern  California,  I  am,  perforce, 
still  lingering  amid  sharp  winds  and  too  frequent  fogs.  Do 
you  wonder  then  that  I  solace  myself  by  seeking  the  beauti- 
ful wherever  I  can  find  it?  One  of  my  pet  haunts  is  the  dif- 
ferent flower  stores,  for  there  I  can  almost  fancy  I  am  once 
more  in  sweet  Santa  Rosa,  where,  a  year  ago,  I  dreamed 
away  the  rose-scented  hours.  Funny,  isn't  it,  that  fancies 
should  change,  even  in  flowers  ?  Sievers,  on  Post  Street, 
who  is  my  floral  oracle,  says  they  do,  and  so  it  must  be  true. 
Just  now,  the  fashion  is  for  Stephanotis,  the  fragrant  white 
blossoms  of  the  Clerodendron  and  the  Pythiantus,  and  the 
always  lovely  Cape  Jessamine,  of  which  he  showed  me  flow- 
ers as  large  as  dahMas.  Two  strange  looking  ..\ustralian 
flowers,  both  nameless,  are  a  cactus  plant  with  a  sur-shaped 
blossom  of  deep,  brownish  purple  and  yellow,  and  a  still 
stranger  one,  the  three  leaves  that  form  the  petals  of  rose 
color,  joined  at  the  base,  from  which  spring,  inside,  perfectly 
formed  litde  yellow  blooms,  each  on  a  dainty-  green  stem. 
Isolepsis,  Lobelia,  Smilax,  Ferns,  and  Lycopodium  are  the 
greens  most  used  in  his  hanging  baskets.  I  have  always  fan- 
oi',  J  f.iov:;!!  like  to  be  a  florist  and  lay  out  gardens,  or,  as 

-rtof  rii5  French  signs  have  it  :  "General  mJrcprUe  of 


gardens."  AU'this,  somehow,  brings  me  to  perfumes  and  all 
manner  of  toilet  daintinesses,  in  which  I  know  your  aesthetic 
soul  delights.  -■\  dear  old  English  friend,  as  fanciful  as 
Queen  Mab,  and  withal  as  thoroughly  British  as  Magna 
Charta  itself,  begged  of  me  to  hunt  up  for  her  some  of  Old- 
ing's  face-powder  the  other  day.  Of  course  I  went  to  Wake- 
lee's,  as  we  have  done  for  everything,  lo  !  these  fifteen  years, 
and  equally  "  of  course  "  found  the  desired  article,  together 
with  so  many  more  that  1  should  despair  of  telling  you  half 
in  my  present  letter.  There  were  all  the  old  favorites,  Lu- 
bin's,  the  genumc  Farina  colognes,  from  the  firm  now  over  a 
hundred  years  old,  and  bearing  the  dashing  signature  of  Jo- 
hann  Maria  as  the  trade  mark,  and  a  whole  garden  full  of 
the  newer  but  familiar  .-Atkinson's  extracts,  whose  exquisite 
coloring  alone  would  make  them  my  favorites  :  Wild  Hy.i- 
cinth.  Gardenia,  Heliotrope.  That  reminds  me  ;  do  you 
know-  "the  secret  mystery-  of  the  Jessamine,''  or  the  story  of 
"  Frangipani,'  the  great  and  beloved  alchemist  of  Rome,  who 
made  from  flowers  a  wonderful  cure  for  the  plague,  a  "  per- 
fumed powder  in  a  velvet  bag," 

"  — a  cast  of 

Odors  rare — of  ortis  mixed  with  spice. 

S.-indal  and  violet,  with  musk  and  rose. 

Combined  in  due  proportion  ?  " 

j  Leland  tells  the  story-  prettily  in  verse.  1  doubt,  however, 
that  even  Frangipani  himself  could  make  a  better /cwn'r^ 
siuhit  than  Wakelee  does  from  our  own  California  flowers. 
In  fact,  his  shelves  bear  nearly  as  many  articles  of  his  own 
make  as  of  foreign  manufacture.  Half  the  blonde  locks  you 
see,  ma  chirc,  are  t^ie  results  of  his  ''  -Aureoline,"  w-hich  has 
quite  superseded  all  other  preparations  on  this  slope,  and 
the  number  of  teeth  that  are  daily  brushed  w-ith  his 
"  Odonto  '■  and  Oriental  Tooth  Wash,  and  weary-  heads  re- 
freshed with  the  delicious  A'erbena  Water,  are  something  be- 
yond my  arithmetical  powers  to  compute.  N'ew  and  very 
delicious  are  the  Eickalaer  soaps  from  Brussels.  I  shall 
send  you  some  to  try  this  week,  a  cup  of  Guerlain's  English 
shaving  soap  for  your  good  man,  and  a  box  of  the  Lilien 
Pudcr — the  German  face  powder — that  has  had  such  a  run 
here  ever  since  it  came  out  a  year  and  a  half  ago.  Perhaps 
if  you  are,  like  the  little  girl  in  the  song,  "  very,  very  good," 
1  may  add  one  of  those  "  Ballarat "  toilet  bottles  you  have 
been  coveting  so  long.  \  pretty  little  convenience  is  a 
chased  tin  box  for  soap,  and  one  10  match  to  hold  the  nail- 
brush, in  traveling.  Like  the  hundred  and  one  other  toilet 
conceits,  these  are  Parisian.  The  "  Raphael,"  a  scarlet  pen- 
cil for  the  lips — although  a  misnomer,  for  it  w-as  Rubens,  and 
not  Raphael,  who  laid  on  the  reds  in  compliment  to  his 
ruddy-haired  wife — is  a  handy  trifle  for  those  who  use  rouge. 
.-Vs  for  medical  preparations,  I  w-onder  Mistress  Pandora 
ever  dares  to  show  her  ugly  face  again  w-hile  Wakelee  re- 
mains on  this  side  of  Shadow-  Land,  so  various  are  the 
remedies  he  keeps  for  her  every-  ill.  Stationery-  is  more 
beautiful  than  ever.  Some  samples  of  a  new-  invoice  not  yet 
opened  at  Bancroft's  show-  everything  decidedly  new,  both 
in  shape  and  colors.  Visiting  cards  all  have  gold,  silver,  or 
colored  edges,  and  the  plainest  of  script  is  the  regulation 
lettering.  Entirely  new  is  the  turn-down  comer,  on  which 
are  written  Fciicitatio?i,  Con^e,  CojuioUiwc,  Visits,  as  the 
case  may  require.  They  w-ill  also  be  square  in  form  and 
large  in  size,  which  will  necessitate  a  revolution  in  card-cases. 
Menu  cards  are  as  fanciful  as  ever,  and  correspondingly  ex- 
pensive— four  dollars  for  fifty — but  then  they  are  hand- 
painted,  which  makes  all  the  difference.  Oakey  Hall's 
daughters,  I  hear,  do  the  most  of  those  used  in  Xew-  York, 
as  they  are  accomplished  artists,  and — w-ell,  the  ex-Mayor's 
family  have  felt  more  than  one  of  the  "  slings  and  arrows  of 
outrageous  fortune  "  of  late.  I  must  confess,  I  do  not  see 
that  those  imported  from  Tiffany's  are  one  bit  handsomer 
than  those  made  at  Bancroft's  o\\-n  printing  oflice.  The 
"Napkin"  card  is  stamped  to  look  like  a  fringed  napkin,, 
and  the  nunti  is  printed  diagonally  instead  of  straight  across. 
The  "  Windsor  "  is  the  newest  in  envelopes.  The  flap  is  the 
particular  innovation,  and  is  run  down  to  a  rounded  point,  on 
the  end  of  which,  and  in  the  comer  of  the  en%-elope,  is  the 
monogram.  It  is  to  be  used  for  both  invitations  and  corre- 
spondence. Wedding  cards  and  other  in\itations  w-ill  be 
either  severely  square  or  decidedly  oblong.  "  Shell  rose," 
"  moss  green,"  "  \"erona  cream,"  or  "  macaroni,"  "  new- 
lilac,"  and  "  clouded  sky-,"  are  the  new  tints  in  paper,  w-hich 
comes  in  all  shapes  and  sizes,  the  most  popular  being  the 
medium  square  for  ladies  and  extra  long  for  gentlemen. 
Both  the  matted  or  rough  surface,  so  suited  to  soft  pens,  and 
the  satin  finish,  are  used,  but  1  believe  the  first  is  considered 
the  more  distin^c.  You  are  so  enthusiastic  a  Califomian 
that  you  w-ill  like  the  new  tint  "  shell  rose,"  the  best,  I  know-, 
because  of  its  origin,  which  is  the  pretty  abalone  shell  of  the 
San  Diego  coast.  It  comes  to  me  from  the  best  authority 
that  Tiffany  himself,  desiring  a  new-  shade,  and  seeing  one 
of  them,  sent  it  as  a  model  to  the  mills,  with  orders  not  to 
give  up-  until  the  exact  shade  should  be  obtained.  The  re-, 
suit  is  one  of  the  loveliest  tints  you  can  imagine.  Just 
here  let  me  tell  you  of  a  cheap  table  in  mosaic  made  entirely 
of  abalone  that  is  on  exhibition  at  Plum's.  For  your  chair 
tidies  you  w-ill  do  better  to  get  the  Germantown  wool,  w-hich 
is  almost  excluding  the  German  w-orsteds  from  the  market; 
it  is  only  ten  cents  an  ounce  and  washes  like  cotton,  in  all 
colors.  Mrs.  Deppen  uses  it  almost  altogether.  The  bur- 
laps rugs  are  something  beautiful  and  she  tells  me  she  has 
so  many  orders  from  the  country-  or  those  about  going  out  of 
town,  to  design  and  begin  this  particular  kind  of  work,  that 
she  finds  it  difficult  to  find  time  to  finish  up  those  designed 
for  the  Fair,  besides  some  heavy  orders  from  San  Francis- 
cans now  sojourning  in  Paris.  I  like  the  new  departure  the 
White  House  has  taken  this  week.  The  window  on  Post 
Street  comer  has  been  made  an  exclusively  mourning  de- 
partment, which  not  only  calls  attention  to  a  fine  choice  of 
black  goods,  and  makes  a  selection  very-  much  easier  for 
purchasers,  but  shows  to  advantage  the  brilliant  colors  in 
the  adjoining  ones.  Long  may'  it  be,  how-ever,  before  you 
are  called  to  need  any  of  its  sombre  contents,  my  friend.  I 
wait  a  letter  from  you  with  fresh  commissions  and  new  ques- 
tions. As  ever,  LiLi.\s  Dubois. 


FLOWER  VOICES, 


How  many  men  have  worked  themselves  into  a  brain 
fever  chasing  a  slipperj"  piece  of  soap  around  a  fiill  bath- 
tub? 


Glor^*  is  well  enough  for  a  rich  man;  but  it  is  of  verj-  little 
consequence  to  a  poor  man  with  a  large  family. 


NiLES,  July,  1878. 


Once  in  the  night  I  heard 
The  heart  of  summer  stirred 
By  words  with  music  laden, 

Adrift,  the  shadows  through, 
As  if  each  flower  maiden 

Were  singing  in  the  dew, 
And  idling  all  the  twilight 

Of  some  new  added  grace.    , 
Some  gift  of  stars  and  silence. 

I  leaned  with  longing  face. 
Half  sad,  for  music  troubles  so 

The  one  who  hardly  reads 
Its  swaying  undertone, 

But  yet  hears  sobbing  needs 
'Hiat  in  his  soul  have  grown  ! 
Then,  rising.   I  stepl  down 
The  narrow  oaken  stair. 
And  breathed  a  broader  air 
Than  my  low  da<:ty  room; 
The  nightly  courts  of  gloom 

Were  full  of  love  and  cheer, 
A  faint  wind  past  nie  blew. 

All  music  crept  more  near. 
1  shut  the  door  behind, 
Outreaching  hands  lo  find 

The  voices  that  came  through 
My  window  coiled  with  \'ines — 

Rhythmical  beat  of  oars 
Dipt  in  an  ether  sea. 

Infinite  chant  of  song, 
l^assionate,  pure,  and  free. 

Musical  voices  low. 
And  bits  of  blossom  talk. 

Airily  come  and  go. 
Dreamily  rise  and  fall. 
Happily  laugh,  and  call 
Over  the  garden  walk  ! 

So  through  the  fairy  bowers 
I  pass,  to  search  for  three 
Flower  faces  pure  and  wee. 
Three  souls  that  comfort  me 

In  the  still  daytime  hours. 

Down  by  the  westward  gate 

There  sits  Campanula, 
And  nods  her  tinted  bells. 
And  sings  as  one  elate 

That  hath  an  inner  star. 
And  heart  with  love  deep  freighted. 
That  long  indeed  halh  waited. 

And  hears  a  step,  not  far; 
Then,  with  a  sudden  singing 
From  tiny  bells  outringing, 

I  saw  Campanula — 
She  bent  so  sweetly  over. 
And  kissed  her  fair\'  lover, 

Etehind  a  slender  bar 
Of  netted  scarlet  clover ! 

Wavy,  and  tail,  and  fair, 
Bright  in  the  shining  air. 

Binding  her  yellow  tresses 
Over  her  scarlet  lips. 
Lost  in  a  swift  echpse 
Then  gleaming  out  again. 
As  after  misty  rain 

The  sun  with  keener  lances  ! 
Who  is  the  beauty  there. 

Wild  as  a  forest  queen, 

With  robe  of  glossy  green, 
And  tendrils  in  her  hair? 
O  my  ain'  Clematis, 
Half  entreating  for  a  kiss 

The  tree  ihat  bends  above  you  ; 
How  you  tossed  your  pla\ful  head, 
By  the  dew-drops  diamonded. 

Then  grew  tender  with,  "  I  love  you  !  *' 

Underneath  the  hollow  night 
\\'as  a  tiny  circle  white. 
And  a  litUe  maiden  simple, 
Clad  in  fairy  cloak  and  wimple. 

Never  a  word  of  love  had  she. 
Never  lover  knelt  to  her. 

But  her  eyes  were  a  sea 

Sleeping  in  Italian  skies. 
Fragrant  with  a  wind  of  myrrh. 

And  with  color  music  wise ; 
Yet  across  her  eyes  were  blent 
Something  that  was  half  content. 
And  half  eager  wDnderment. 

Oh !  the  simple  ^^olel. 
Spotless  in  her  maiden  grace. 

Oh  !  the  weird  quaint  faces 
That  the  darlings  daily  lift 

In  ihe  old  remembered  places. 
In  our  childhood's  haumed  valleys. 
Where  the  deathless  simlight  dallies, 

And  memorial  hills  are  wlute ! 
A  faint  far  trumpet  blown. 

An  eager  sweet  farewell. 

And  the  happy  fairy  spell 
From  all  the  land  has  flown ! 

Only  the  moonlight  silvers 
Ejich  weeping  bloom  and  tree. 

The  stars  with  Ufted  faces 
.\re  weeping  silently. 

Then,  while  ihe  earth  is  dreaming 
Of  dawn  with  golden  hair, 

I  tread  the  curving  pathway. 
And  climb  the  narrow  stair. 

Ch.vrle-s  H.  Shin'N. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  July  «,  i 


Tomato  Soup, 

CJoud  River  Dolly  Varden  Trout. 

Sheep's  Trotters,  WTute  Sauce, 

Green  Peas.  Succoiash- 

Roast  Beef.  Fried  Potatoes. 

Sliced  Tomatoes,  Mayonaise  Dressing, 

Frozen  Peaches  and  Cream. 

Fruil-bowl  of  Peaches,  Cherries,  Plums,  .ApricoLs  .^ppIS.  Fig-s  Grapes,  Pearb. 

To  Cooii  Sheep's  Trotter-"^  with  White  Salce.— Take  eight  trotters,  cut 

lengthwise ;  boil  until  tender  in  some  good  stoclc ;  season  with  salt,  pepper,  and 

a  finelj*  minced  onion  and  parsley.     When  nearly  done,  add  a  spoonful  of  butter, 

mbbed  in  flour  sufficient  to  thicken  the  gra\y.     When  ready  to  dish,  add  yolk  of 

one  egg  well  beaten,  and  one  small  cup  of  cream.     Mind  >'ou  do  not  let  it  boil 

after  this  added,  as  it  might  curdle. 


"John,"  said  a  cockney  solicitor  to  his  son,  "  I  see  you'll 
never  do  for  an  attorney,  you  have  no  henerg>\"  "  .Skuse 
me,  father,"  said  John,  "what  I  want  is  some  of  your  chi- 
kanar}-." 

^Vith  love  the  heart  becomes  a  fair  and  fertile  garden, 
glowing  with  sunshine  and  warm  hues,  and  exhaling  svseet 
odors  ;  but  without  it,  it  is  a  bleak  desert  covered  with 
ashes. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


LITTLE  JOHNNY  ON  INDIANS, 


Uncle  Edward's  Charitable  Notion  of  the  So-called  Atrocities 
of  the  Red  Men —  The  True  Cause  of  all  the  Indian 
H  'ars  that  have  Desolated  this  Continent — Shockingly 
Irreverent  Discourse  concerning  Angels — Piracy,  with 
Some  Account  of  a  Recent  Attempt  to  Combine  the  Mod- 
ern Method  with  the  Exploded  System  of  Our  Fathers — 
The  Social  Difference  between  a  Bishop  and  a  Mule — 
The  Red  Man's  Antipathy  to  Bread,  Etc.,  Etc. 


Wen  I  ast  Uncle  Ned,  wich  has  been  in  Injy  and  evi^' 
were,  wot  for  was  them  Injins  bein  so  crewel  to  the  Orregon 
fokes,  he  said,  Uncle  Ned  did  :  "  Wei,  Johnny,  you  see  its 
this  way:  the  Injins  dont  mean  um  any  harm,  but  fact  is 
taint  a  \'ery  easy  thing  for  to  stake  a  feller  down  and  make 
a  fire  onto  his  skummuck,  and  then  git  all  the  skin  off  of 
him,  no  holes  in  it,  without  hurtin,  pertickler  if  he  aint  wel. 
With  the  appliances  of  our  sperior  civilize  mebby  we  might 
do  it,  but  sabbages  has  got  to  work  accordeon  to  their  lights 
and  with  sech  rood  insterments  as  they  pocess,  and  naturly 
they  infiick  pain," 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  thot  a  long  wile,  and  then  he  said  a 
other  time:  "  I  spose,  too,  Johnny,  it  ain't  ol  to  gather  grea- 
ble  to  a  man  to  giv  up  to  the  wandrin  Demmicrats  of  the 
forst  and  plain  a  scallep  wich  he  has  ben  a  tendin  and  a 
greasin,  and  a  cobmin  ol  his  li\'elong,  even  if  it  dident  hurtim 
for  to  hav  it  took.'" 

But  wen  I  ast  Uncle  Ned  wot  did  the  Injins  want  with  the 
Orri  gone  fokeses  skins  and  scallips,  and  wot  for  do  thay  bild 
kitchen  fires  onto  their  bellys,  he  shuke  his  had,  and  he  said. 
Uncle  Ned  said;  "  Ive  ben  thinkn  bout  that  a  goodeel  my 
ownself,  Johnny,  and  taint  quite  clear;  praps  its  jest  cos  they 
are  Injins." 

Then  I  said  mebbe  twas  cos  the  Orry  gone  fokes  was 
wites,  and  he  said  :  "  By  golly,  Johnny,  I  bleeve  you  hav  hit 
it,  I  doo  in  deed  !  Yes,  yes,  I  think  that's  the  troo  slution, 
after  all,  an  Ime  a  goin  for  to  write  to  the  Guvment  this 
minnit.  It  will  be  a  big  thing  for  you,  my  boy,  if  you  hav 
solv  this  Injen  question  wich  has  flored  the  statesmen  of  so 
manny  gennirations  and  is  jest  worryin  the  life  out  of  Briggy 
dear  Genl  John  McCobm  and  ole  Howerd.  The  President 
will  make  you  Secerterr)'  of  the  Exteriour,  an  give  you  all 
the  mlasses  candy  wich  you  can  eat,  an  wen  you  die  I  shudent 
wunder  if  youwude  git  a  monument  as  big  as  the  steeple  on 
a  hidroUick  mine." 

Fokes  wich  lives  in  Orrj'gone  is  web  feets  cos  they  got 
lethers  tween  their  tose  like  geeses,  but  they  dont  lay  egs. 

One  Sundy  wen  Mister  Pitchel,  thats  the  preecher,  was  to 
our  hous  he  was  a  tellin  a  bible  story  bout  some  body  see 
some  angels  flyin  up  in  heven,  and  jest  when  he  tole  it  Billy 
he  come  in,  and  he  thot  thay  was  tockin  bout  the  swallers, 
so  Billy  he  bust  out  and  said:  "  Me  and  Johnny,  we  looked 
up  the  chimbly  and  see  one  lay  a  eg." 

Wen  Franky,  thats  the  baby,  was  had  Billy  he  was  tole 
that  the  angils  brot  him  to  the  hous,  wich  aint  so  cos  it  was 
Missis  Doppy,  wich  has  got  the  red  hed,  jest  like  fire,  you 
never  see  sech  a  red  hed  !  So  one  day  Billy  he  went  to  my 
sister,  wich  was  tockin  to  her  jung  man  in  the  garden,  and 
he  said,  Billy  did:  "Missy,  first  thing  you  know  there  will 
be  a  other  baby  in  this  famly;"  and  wen  Missy  had  run  away 
for  to  see  if  that  ole  woman  at  the  gate  was  the  milk  man 
her  yung  man  he  said :  "You  impident  little  duffer,  wot  do 
you  mean  ?"  Then  Billy  said  them  angels  had  ben  round 
last  nite,  cos  he  had  see  their  trax  in  the  mud.  But  wen  we 
went  to  look  thay  was  nothin  but  jest  turky  trax. 

Angels  is  ol  ver>'  nice,  I  spose,  and  so  is  Injins,  but  giants 
and  pirets  is  the  feUers  for  me.  You  ot  to  see  me  and  Sam- 
my Doppy  a  playin  piret.  Sammy  puts  me  on  a  board,  and 
he  gets  on  a  other  long  side,  and  then  he  says  that  Ime  a 
merchen  man  an  he  is  a  piret,  and  he  hollers:  "  Lay  2  an  be 
destroid  or  lie  send  you  to  the  botom,  and  bio  you  out  of  the 
woter,  and  skuttle  your  binnickle,  and  hang  you  to  the  yard- 
arm,  an  make  you  wock  the  plank,  cos  Ime  Reynard  the  Red 
Revenger,  an  the  ship  wich  crosses  my  whake  gits  licked  '" 

Then  Sammy  bords  me,  and  gose  throo  my  pockets,  and 
takes  my  kanife,  and  my  marbils,  and  my  top,  and  my  kite 
string,  and  my  chock,  and  my  wip  lash,  and  my  buckel  tung, 
an  evr>'  thing  I  got.  Nex  day  wen  I  w-ant  um  back  he  says 
he  saild  unto  Santy  Crews  and  the  lawyers  arested  him  and 
made  him  restore  evr)-  singel  thing,  and  of  cors  if  they  are 
restored  I  cant  git  um.  But  Sammy  says  when  Reynard  has 
had  his  trile  and  is  hung  in  chains  there  will  be  ninety  bars 
of  gole  for  to  die  vide  up  amongue  his  depoziters. 

Jack  Brily,  the  sailer,  he  says  that  2  or  3  weeks  ago  he 
was  on  a  ship  tween  here  and  Portland,  and  one  evenin  there 
was  a  long  lo  black  skuner,  painted  to  look  like  a  passenger 
steamer,  ran  long  side,  and  a  frocious  feller  on  the  ^i  deck, 
nl  over  cutliihes,  and  pistles,  and  dagers,  hoUerd  "  Ship  a 
hoy,"  and  Jack  he  hoUerd  "ship  a  hoy,"  too,  back.  Then 
the  pirets  all  cum  abord  his  ship,  arm  to  their  teeths,  sech 
fritefle  black  lukin  fellers  he  never  see  !  And  wen  thay  was 
on  thay  droo  their  cutlishes,  and  pistles,  and  blunderbushes, 
and  bras  kanuckles,  and  slung  shots,  and  brod  axes,  and 
made  Jack  and  his  mates  buy  Consolidated  Virginy,  and 
Collar,  and  Sabbidge,  and  Opher,  and  Day,  and  ol  the  stocks 
wich  was  on  the  list.    And  then  Jack  says  thay  saild  a  way 


into  the  dark,  and  their  feendish  gle  wrang  out  over  the 
wottery  waste  like  lafture  in  a  toobm. 

Mister  Jonnice,  wich  has  got  the  wooden  leg,  he  blongs  to 
a  secrit  sciety  wich  apes  the  Ingens,  and  thats  how  he  come 
to  git  the  wooden  leg,  cos  his  meat  leg  was  broke  the  night 
he  -jined,  and  it  had  to  be  cut  of  One  day  him  and  Uncle 
Ned  was  tockin,  and  there  was  a  squaw  Ingen  leadin  a  little 
haf  breed  poppoos,  and  Uncle  Ned  he  pinted  at  it  and  said: 
*  Wy  dont  you  go  and  giv  that  little  Incohony  the  grip,  dont 
>  ou  see  he  is  a  other  member  of  the  Improofed  Order  of 
Red  Men  ?' 

Speakn  of  haughf  breeds  my  father  says  there  was  a  mewl, 
and  it  was  lent  to  Bitiop  Blank  so  he  cude  continue  his  go, 
cos  his  buggy  had  broke  down.  The  Bitiop  he  rode  the 
mewl  a  long  time  in  pious  think,  but  ol  of  a  suden  the  mewl, 
wich  mebby  was  a  Methody,  it  jest  kanelt  down  in  the  rode 
with  out  so  much  as  sayin  "  Let  us  pra,"  and  the  good  Bitiop 
was  flang  over  its  hed  in  to  a  slew.  Wen  he  had  pull  hissef 
out,  furious  mad  like  wet  cats,  he  said  :  "  You  inslent  com- 
moner, how  dare  you  treat  a  man  that  way  wich  his  father 
was  a  lord  I" 

Then  the  mewl  it  tost  its  hed,  and  spoke  rite  up,  and  said  : 
^  You  never  see  a  feller  wich  had  sech  little  respeck  as  Ive 
got  for  that  kind  of  wanity. 

One  time  wen  our  fokes  was  crossin  the  planes,  thats  fore 
my  time,  and  Billy  wasent  a  long  neether,  nor  Bildad,  thats 
the  new  dog,  nor  Alose,  wich  is  the  cat,  the  teemj  had  stop 
for  nite,  and  some  Ingens  come  round  for  to  beg  cos  thay 
cuddent  steel.  And  one  old  buck,  wich  was  jest  nothin  but 
skin  an  bones,  cos  he  was  so  starf  to  deth,  nothin  to  eat  for 
six  weeks,  he  come  a  scufflin  up  to  were  my  mother  was 
clearin  a  way  the  dinner  things,  and  pinted  to  his  mowth, 
and  then  took  of  all  his  close  for  to  sho  how  his  skummuck 
was  cave  in.  So  my  mother  she  giv  him  some  meat  wich 
was  lef,  and  he  et  it,  so  quick  like  it  had  fel  down  a  wel. 
Then  mother  she  giv  him  a  grate  big  lofe  of  bred,  but  he 
dident  eat  it,  jest  put  it  under  his  horse  blanket  wich  he  w^ore, 
and  said  :  "  Me  family  man,  heap  poppooses  to  home,"  and 
stagerd  of  Then  my  mother  she  said  :  "  Wot  a  noble  sab- 
bidge ;  w^ot  tutchin  divvotion  '"  But  my  father  he  wotched, 
and  that  Ingin  went  behine  the  whaggens  and  histed  the  lofe 
in  to  the  air,  and  wen  it  come  down  he  giv  it  a  kick  wich 
busted  it  into  sody  biskits. 


ONE  OF  THE  WAYS, 


A  young  man,  with  eyes  of  the  sort  described  by  a  dis 
tinguished  novelist  as  "  soulful,"  stood  on  the  threshold  of 
Dr.  .Austin's  front  door  coaxing  the  moustache  of  the  future 
into  the  light  of  day. 

On  one  hand  was  the  Doctor's  study,  redolent  of  Tanners 
Practice  and  Gray's  Anatomy :  on  the  other,  the  Doctor's 
daughter,  firesh  and  fair,  like  the  breath  of  the  May  day 
morning — like  the  beauty  of  the  clustered  roses  that  barred 
the  sunshine. 

Ruth  Austin  was  not  a  beauty.  Correct  people  who  gauge 
good  looks  by  compass  and  straight-edge  spoke  of  her  as 
"plain;"  the  less  rigid  of  the  school  yielding  the  counter- 
claim "  mentally  interesting,"  for  sake  of  argument.  But  to 
Ned  Stockton  Ruth  was  beautiful,  and  "love  is  enough." 

"  iMentally  interesting"  was  an  ultra  tame  definition.  The 
young  girl  had  the  conversational  brilliancy  of  twenty-six, 
plus  the  freshness  and  minus  the  simper  of  sweet  sixteen. 

"Will  you  ride?" 

"  No." 

"  Shall  we  take  a  drive  ? " 

"  No." 

"  Won't  you  go  fishing  ? " 

"  No." 

"  What  li*/// you  do?" 

"  Sit  here,  of  course,  and  study  the  History  of  European 
Morals,  while  you  play  at  medicine." 

"That  isn't  a  fit  book  for  you  to  read." 

"  Why  ?     Have  you  read  it  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  judge  by  the  title." 

"  You  shouldn't  judge  by  the  title,  neither  of  men  nor  of 
books.     It's  a  shallow  way  unworthy  a  doctor." 

"  Well,  then,  what  am  I  to  do  all  this  morning  ? " 

"Study,  of  course.  I  said  so  I  believe.  Isn't  that  what 
you  came  here  for?  It's  a  good  morning  for  study.  At 
least,  I  think  I  should  find  it  so  if  I  were  given  the  chance." 

Ned  turned  into  the  office,  took  up  a  volume,  and  settled 
down  to  good,  honest  plodding.  And  that  mysterious  but 
unerring  premonition  which  announced  lunch  hour  in  ad- 
vance of  the  bell  recalled  the  soulful  Edward  to  his  sense  of 
hunger  with  something  like  a  shock  of  regret. 

At  lunch  Ruth  was  gracious. 

"You  have  been  a  good  boy  all  the  morning;  we  will  ride 
toward ,  and  meet  the  folks  if  you  like,"  she  said. 

"  Guess  I'll  study,"  said  Ned. 

"  I  guess  you  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  want  Tom 
Cobb,  remember." 

At  two,  this  badly  introduced  couple  were  winding  Sorrel 
Lane  at  a  canter. 

Ned's  horsemanship  was  little  short  of  perfect,  and  his 
Black  Maggie  had  enough  mustang  blood  in  her  veins  to 
lend  a  spice  of  viciousness  to  her  elastic  gayety. 

A  rabbit  jumps  up  from  the  roadside. 

"  Ah,"  says  Ned,  "  a  chase." 

Ruth's  answer  is  to  Tom  Cobb  a  cut  of  the  tingling 
whalebone.  It  is  uncalled  for  and  unwise,  the  great  roan 
gelding  has  put  forty  yards  of  daylight  between  himself  and 
the  black  mare,  before  she  or  her  rider  knows  what's  up,  and 
see,  he  has  the  bit  in  his  teeth  ! 

"  Blue  blazes,"  snaps  Ned,  "  he's  running  away." 

Running  away  he  was,  in  the  terrible,  businesslike  style 
of  which  only  the  thoroughbred  is  capable.  For  a  rod  or 
more  Ruth  tugged  at  the  snaffle,  but  the  old  boy  shook  his 
splendid  head  and  minded  not.  She  ceased  pulling,  and 
keeping  his  head  well  up,  braced  herself  for  a  run.  The  odds 
lie  with  the  gelding,  the  feather-weight  he  carries,  the  start 
he  has,  and  the  slightly  rising  ground  are  all  in  his  favor.  If 
only  Dodson's  gate  be  open. 

One,  two,  three  miles  of  winding  lane  and  hardly  any 
change  in  their  relative  positions.  Neither  rider  has  said  a 
word.  Ruth  has  not  even  looked  back.  The  gelding's 
stride  has  not  perceptibly  slackened,  but  the  pace  is  evi- 
dently telling  on  him. 

Black  Maggie  is  good  for  thrice  the  distance. 


Ned  detects  the  gelding's  sudden  wheeze  and  touches  the 
mare  with  his  spurred  heel  for  the  first  time.  But  ah  !  as 
they  round  that  last  turn  this  side  of  Dodson's,  and  the  road 
narrows  and  straightens,  the  gate  is  shut! 

The  black  mare  feels  the  spur  and  quickens  her  stride — 
nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  they  are  almost  side  by  side.  Ned 
leans  forward  in  his  saddle  to  grasp  the  gelding's  bridle, 
when  with  a  sudden  swer\e  the  mare  flashes  ahead,  and  be- 
fore he  can  even  turn  his  wrist  they  are  upon  the  gate.  It 
is  a  low  affair,  and  the  horses  rise  to  take  it  almost  by  in- 
stinct, for  even  to  Ned  it  is  a  queer  first  sensation.  They 
never  knew  how  it  happened,  but  the  mare's  hind  foot 
caught,  and  she  fell;  the  gelding  was  just  as  clumsy,  and 
both  horses,  pitching  their  riders  over  their  heads,  rolled  in 
the  dust.  Ned  was  on  his  feet  in  an  an  instant,  and  in  an- 
other his  strong  arms  were  around  the  dizzy  Ruth,  and  he 
was  carrying  her  toward  screaming  little  Mrs.  Dodson,  who 
palpitated  in  the  doorway. 

"  Let  me  walk,  Ned,  please,"  said  Ruth,  after  a  wriggling 
half-moment  of  quiescence. 

But  Ned  marched  on,  unheeding,  and  made  his  royal  en- 
try^ into  the  Dodson  kitchen  through  a  barricade  of  hyster- 
ical mother  and  gaping,  big-eyed  little  ones.  He  put  her  in 
a  large  rocking-chair,  as  if  she  had  been  a  baby,  and  added 
to  Mrs.  Dodson's  fright  by  calling  for  "  water,  and  aniica, 
and  whisky,  quick  !" 

"  O,  no,  Mrs.  Dodson,  I'm  all  right;  really,  I'm  not  hurt, 
not  a  bit.  Don't  cry  and  look  so  frightened,  or  I  shall  cry, 
too.  We  came  to  see  little  Dave,  and  were  in  a  hurry,  that's 
all." 

And  Ruth  captured  the  saucer-eyed  David  and  kissed 
him.  So  Mrs.  l3odson  dried  her  eyes,  and  Ned  went  to  see 
about  the  horses. 

Tom  Cobb,  having  had  his  fun  and  learned  his  lesson,  was 
easily  caught,  and  Ned  drove  Black  Maggie  limping  into  a 
comer  and  caught  her  too.  The  mare's  only  injur)'  was  a 
strain  of  her  off  hind  leg ;  the  gelding  wasn't  hurt  in  the 
least,  and  a  little  dusting  was  all  that  the  riders  needed,  and 
so  they  mounted  and  rode  home,  after  having  mutually  kissed 
the  Dodson  fledglings,  from  the  heir-apparent,  aged  six,  down 
to  baby  Nora — "  seven  months,  two  weeks  and  four  days,  sir." 

"  What  a  brute  you  are,  Tom  Cobb,  to  run  away  with  a 
lady,"  said  Ned. 

"  What  a  goose  you  are,  Ruth  Austin,  to  whip  him,"  said 
the  Doctor's  daughter.  "  I  should  think  you  might  have 
caught  him,  though,"  she  added,  "  you  are  so  positive  that 
black  vixen  is  the  '  fastest  thing  in  the  valley.' " 

The  young  man's  "  soulful "  eyes  grew  even  more  soulful, 
his  earnest  tones  swelled  to  deeper  earnestness  : 

"  I  should  like  to  ride  by  your  side  always,  dear  Ruth,  to 
protect  you  from  everj'  danger,  to  share  your  pleasures,  per- 
haps— to  share  your  sorrows,  certainly  ;  I  would  work  hard, 
Ruth,  to  try  and  desen'e  you." 

•'  That  sounds  Uke  a  Sunday-school  hero's  wooing,  Ned. 
I  ought  to  make  sport  of  your  serious,  silly  face,  but  I  won't. 
I,  too,  think  it  would  be  nice  to  ride  together  always,  Ned, 
only  I  want  to  be  sure  you  have  the  better  horse" — and  she 
laughed  softly  above  her  blushes. 

Was  it  the  mare's  strained  tendon  that  made  their  home- 
ward pace  so  laggard  ?  Why  did  the  dusk  creep  up  to  the 
Doctor's  door  before  them  ?  I  do  not  know,  but  I  remem- 
ber the  comment  of  a  philosophic  juvenile  friend  of  mine, 
who  watched  them  pass  along  Sorrel  Lane,  which  was  : 
"  I  said  to  myself,  them  fellars  don't  care  if  school  are  late 
or  not."  And  that  is  about  what  Dr.  Austin  said  when  he 
examined  Ned  in  "  Therapeutics  "  that  evening. 

San  FR-\ncisco,  July  loth.  R.  S.  S. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


On  ne  doit  pas  prendre  au  serieux  cette  chose  sans  cohe- 
sion et  sans  but  qui  s'appelle  le  monde,  et  oil  Ton  n'apergoit 
rien  qui  ait  un  sens  serieux.  Dire  des  riens  dont  le  souvenir 
s'efface  k  mesure  qu'on  les  dit,  ecouter  des  discussions  oiseuses 
que  le  bon  goCit  difend  meme  dapprofondir,  c'est  faire  preuve 
d'usage  du  monde,  mais  ce  n'est  rien  faire  du  tout. — Georges 
Sand. 

Lorsqu'on  commence  d'aimer,  on  ne  fait  que  commenrer 
de  vivre. — Mile,  de  Scudiiry. 

La  conside'ration  pour  les  femmes  est  la  mesure  des  pro- 
gres  d'une  nation  dans  la  vie  sociale. — Gregoirc. 

La  coquetterie  est  un  mensonge  continuel  qui  rend  une 
femme  aussi  meprisable  et  plus  dangereuse  qu'une  courtisane 
qui  ne  ment  jamais. — Ph.  de  Varennes. 

Une  femme  qui  (5crit  a  deux  torts,  elle  augmente  le  nom- 
bre  des  livres  et  diminue  le  nombre  des  femmes. — A.  Karr. 

L'^ventail  est  un  petit  objet  indispensable  pour  les  femmes 
qui  ne  savent  plus  rougir. 

La  nature  fait  des  sots,  les  femmes  les  erigent  en  fats. 

VERS   ECRITS   SUR   L'.^LKU.M    D'UNE  JEUXE    FILLE. 
.Sur  celte  page  blanche  oil  mes  vers  vont  eclore 

Qu'un  souvenir  parfois  rani^ne  voire  coeur; 
De  voire  vie  au5si  la  page  est  blanche  encore, 

Je  voudrais  la  remplir  d'un  seal  mot,  le  bonheur. 
Le  li\Te  de  la  vie  est  un  livre  supreme 

Que  I'on  ne  pent  ouvrir  ni  fermer  a  son  choi.v, 
Oil  le  feuillel  fatal  se  tourne  de  lui-ni^me. 

Le  passage  ador6  ne  sV  lit  qu'une  fois. 
On  voudrait  s'arreler  .'l  la  page  oil  Ton  ainie. 

El  la  page  oil  Ton  meurt  est  dej.'t  sous  les  doigls. 

La  meilleure  femme  au  monde  est  celle  que  Ton  aime  ou 
que  Ton  desire. 

Par  le  monde  il  y  a  beaucoup  plus  d'ennuques  que 
d'hommes.  Done,  sois  ennuque  et  engraisse,  ou  sois  homme 
et  combats. — Rabelais. 

V.4RI.1XTES. 

—  La  garde  meurt  et  ne  se  rend  pas. — Camhronne  a  Wa 
terloo. 

— Un  train  de  chemin  de  fer  part  et  se  rend  i\  destination, 
mais  la  gare  demeure  et  ne  se  rend  pas, 

— Les  femmes  se  rendent  et  ne  meurent  pas. 


A  woman  may  not  be  able  to  sharpen  a  pencil  or  throw- 
stones  at  a  hen,  but  she  can  pack  more  anirles  into  a  trunk 
than  a  man  can  in  a  one-horse  wagon. 
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SATURDAY,   JULY  20,   1S7S. 


Ever  since  the  death  of  Ralston  the  Bttllcttu  and  Cull  have 
been  waging  a  war  against  the  Spring  A'allcy  Water  Works 
Co.  It  is  a  part  of  San  Francisco  journalism  to  have  some- 
thing to  war  against.  It  is  ever  couching  its  barbed  bloody 
lance  against  something.  It  is  a  veritable  Don  Quixote. 
Now  it  is  some  harmless  flock  of  sheep  that  arouses  its  chiv- 
alrous ire,  and  anon  it  is  a  windmill  whose  arms  are,  by  its 
diseased  imagination,  distorted  to  assume  giant  forms.  The 
press  of  San  Francisco  is,  Hke  Don  Quixote,  the  self- 
appointed  knight-errant  of  chivalr\-  charged  with  clearing 
the  land  of  all  abuses.  Its  Dukinea,  whose  peerless  virtues 
it  is  ever  ready  to  proclaim,  is  its  own  virtue,  disinterested- 
ness, and  purity — as  entirely  imaginative  as  was  the  lad)'  to 
whom  the  Knight  of  la  Mancha  had  pledged  his  life  and 
consecrated  his  chivalrous  actions.  The  Call  and  Bullcthi 
are  knight  and  squire — which  rides  the  Rozinante  and  which 
the  ass  we  leave  our  readers  to  choose.  The  Bulletin  has 
been  destroying  dragons,  killing  giants,  and  delivering  the 
people  from  enchantments  so  long,  that  it  would  seem  to  have 
no  occupation  if  it  could  not  conjure  up  some  fearful  ghost 
to  combat.  The  phantoms  it  has  fought,  the  plots  it  has  de- 
feated, and  the  conspiracies  it  has  exposed,  are  something 
truly  wonderful.  There  has  been — in  the  imagination  of  its 
proprietors — some  horrible  mine  hidden  beneath  us  for  the 
past  twenty  years  ;  some  dreadful  Guy  Fawkes  has  been  sit- 
ting by  it,  match  in  hand,  to  blow  us  to  eternal  smash.  As 
we  first  remember,  **  Palmer,  Cook  &  Co.,"  bankers,  were 
the  death's  head  and  bloody  bones.  The  "  city  front  exten- 
sion," the  "  bulkhead,"  the  "  Peter  Smith  titles,"  "  Levi  Par- 
sons," "  Mayor  Garrison,"  "  Hiram  Pearson,"  "outside  lands," 
"Broderick,"  the  "early  Republicans,"  the  railroads,  "Stan- 
ford &  Co.,"  "Goat  Island,"  the  "  Board  of  Supervisors,"  offi- 
cials generally,  and  politicians  without  exception,  are  only  a 
fractional  part  of  the  horrible  forms  that  have  been  conjured 
up  to  affright  our  souls  and  continue  our  subscriptions.  We 
have  heard  this  crj*  of  "  wolf,  wolf,"  so  long  that  we  are  im- 
patient to  be  eaten.  We  had  rather  be  blown  up  and  done 
with  it,  than  to  longer  sit  shivering  with  fear  upon  the  mu- 
nicipal powder  keg.  We  think  we  see  the  end  of  this  long 
jeremiade.  We  are  hopeful  that  the  Pandora's  box  of  evils 
is  now  nearly  exhausted.  The  Bulletin  and  Call  begin  to 
show  signs  of  weariness  ;  the  Spring  Valley  Water  Company 
seems  to  be  the  last  note  of  this  long,  doleful  wail  of  lugu- 
brious mournful  prophecy  of  eviL  Ever  since  Ralston's  death 
the  tune  has  been  played  upon  this  one  string.  The  railroad 
has  made  its  peace,  and  Stanford  &  Co.  have  lain  down  with 
the  lamb.  Indignation  has  cooled  off  against  the  ice  com- 
pany. The  gas  monopoly  finds,  in  these  twin  relics  of  jour- 
nalism, resolute  defenders.  The  slaughter-house  and  beef 
monopoly  of  Lux,  Miller  &  Dunphy  is  looked  upon  as  a 
legitimate  business.  Everything  is  serene  and  lovely,  except 
the  Spring  Valley  Water  Company.  It  is  the  only  surviving 
monster  with  which  the  Btilletin-Call  has  not  made  peace. 
Of  all  the  questions  that  have  ever  disturbed  the  popular 
mind,  this  seems  to  us  to  be  the  easiest  of  solution.  There 
is  one,  and  only  one,  honest  way  for  San  Francisco  to  acquire 
this  water  property,  and  that  is' by  purchase.  There  is  only 
one  honest  rule  to  measure  its  value,  and  that  is  to  estimate 
its  worth  by  its  revenue.  The  claim  of  authority  to  fix  its 
rates  is  the  claim  of  the  highwayman  and  the  road  agent. 
To  say  that  it  should  be  sold  for  what  it  cost  is  to  establish 
a  false  rule.  It  may  be  too  much  or  too  little.  The  land 
upon  which  the  Palace  Hotel  is  erected  once  sold  for  sixteen 
dollars.  The  structure  cost  by  a  million  of  dollars  more  than 
it  is  now  worth.  The  Call  was  once  purchased  for  ten  thou- 
sand dollars.  If  San  Francisco  needed  it  for  a  municipal 
organ,  and  should  proceed  to  condemn  it  for  that  amount 
and  interest,  it  would  be  criminal,  because  the  Call  is  now 
worth  $^00,000.  If  the  water  company  has  increased  in 
: -'.lie  of  an  increase  in  population,  so  has  the  Callj 
--■  ^\  the  company  has  been  watered,  so  has  that 


of  the  Call.  The  water  company  property  is  as  absolutely 
the  property  of  its  stockholders  as  are  the  private  accumula- 
tions of  any  individual.  The  elements  of  time,  increase  of 
population,  and  enlarged  demand,  which  have  gi\en  value  to 
its  stock,  are  the  same  elements  that  have  contributed  to  the 
value  of  the  San  Francisco  Call  and  all  other  property. 
To  endeavor  to  condemn  this  property  for  less  than  it  is 
worth  to  its  owners,  or  to  secure  its  waters  for  less  than  a 
remunerative  price,  is  absolute  dishonesty,  and  would  be  a 
disgraceful  policy  for  .iny  municipal  government  to  adopt. 
Because  politicians  would  extravagantly  administer  water 
works,  is  no  excuse  for  stealing  them.  Because  our  seasons 
are  dry  and  this  peninsular  system  is  the  only  one  available, 
furnishes  us  no  pretext  for  a  dishonest  condemnation.  There 
are  two  honest  ways  out  of  the  water  dilemma.  One  is  to 
purchase  the  works  at  an  honest  valuation.  The  other  is  to 
agree  upon  remunerative  rates,  and  so  legislate  that  consum- 
ers shall  pay  a  just  proportion  of  the  tax,  and  devolve  the 
balance  upon  the  city  treasury  as  one  of  the  general  burdens 
of  government.  To  ta.x  the  householder  with  stable,  garden, 
lawn,  and  bath  tub,  with  the  water  to  sprinkle  streets,  flush 
sewers,  adorn  parks,  supply  public  buildings,  and  guard 
against  conflagrations,  and  to  except  from  this  burden  the 
Hibemia  Bank,  Michael  Reese,  and  the  Nevada  Block,  is  a 
manifest  injustice.  Seventeen  thousand  consumers  are  pay- 
ing water  taxes  that  should  be  divided  equally  among  3oo,*ooo 
people,  and  be  equally  distributed  to  $300,000,000  of  taxable 
wealth.  When  the  Bnllclin  and  Cull  realize  the  fact  that 
Ralston  is  dead,  and  that  the  owners  of  Spring  Valley  water 
stock  have  the  same  rights  as  other  individuals — as  they 
have  themselves  to  their  own  property — they  will  write  more 
rationally  upon  the  water  question,  and  cease  to  longer  ride 
it  as  a  political  hobby. 


EDITORIAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


I-\  Camp  on  Cloud  River. 
The  Pit  River  heads  at  Goose  Lake,  in  the  northeast  cor- 
ner of  California,  and  not  far  from  the  Oregon  line.  It  is 
margined  for  many  miles  by  broad  meadow  lands,  producin, 
nutritious  grasses,  and  affording  abundant  pasturage  for 
stock.  The  Cloud  River  rises  at  the  foot  of  Shasta,  and  of 
all  our  northern  streams  is  the  one  of  coolest,  purest  water. 
The  Sacramento  bursts  from  a  spring  among  the  foot-hills 
of  Mount  Shasta,  and,  is  at  once  a  strong,  rapid  mountain 
stream.  The  Cloud  River  empties  into  the  Pit,  and  the  Pit 
into  the  Sacramento.  The  Pit  is  the  largest  of  the  upper 
Sacramento  branches,  the  longest,  and  ought  by  right  to 
bear  the  name  "  Sacramento"  to  its  source.  Along  the  up- 
per Pit  and  its  many  tributaries  there  is  a  magnificent  graz- 
ing country,  hundreds  of  miles  in  extent,  sparsely  populated, 
government  land,  unoccupied,  and  open  to  preemption,  home- 
stead, and  settlement.  The  land  is  rich,  and  under  cultiva- 
tion will  produce  vegetables,  grain,  and  all  the  hardier  fruits. 
The  climate  is  not  as  severe  as  that  of  New  England,  New 
York,  or  the  Western  States.  The  snow  is  not  deep  in  win- 
ter, and  does  not  linger  as  late  in  the  spring  as  it  does  in  the 
Eastern  country  named.  Outside  of  these  meadows  and 
the  beautiful  valleys  that  margin  the  streams,  the  country  is 
densely  wooded  with  pine,  cedar,  and  spruce.  All  through 
the  northern  counties,  embracing  Shasta,  Trinity,  Siskiyou, 
Humboldt,  Modoc,  and  Lassen,  there  are  valleys,  some 
larger  and  some  smaller,  many  of  them  entirely  unoccupied, 
where  homes  may  be  obtained  without  cost  or  the  expendi- 
ture of  any  other  capital  than  that  of  labor.  There  are  level 
lands  bordering  the  streams,  the  timber  growing  upon  them 
indicating  a  rich  soil.  The  waters  abound  in  fish;  the  hills 
abound  in  game.  During  the  season  all  along  the  upper 
Sacramento  and  beyond  Shasta  the  streams  that  empty  into 
the  ocean  are  filled  with  salmon.  The  expert  with  rod  and 
line  can  catch  a  barrel  of  salmon  a  day  from  the  Cloud 
River;  with  a  seine  there  is  no  limit  to  the  possibilities  of  a 
salmon  catch.  The  diligent  hunter  need  not  content  him- 
self with  a  single  buck  in  a  morning's  hunt.  The  law  now 
and  for  four  years  protects  the  doe  and  fawn;  by  the  end  of 
that  time  the  hills  will  be  swarming  with  antlered  game. 
Grouse  is  common,  but  not  over-abundant.  Ouail  are  plen- 
tiful. The  jackass  rabbit  and  the  gray  squirrel  are  more 
than  plentiful.  The  hills  are  sometimes  abrupt  and  some- 
times stretch  away  in  gentle  slopes,  bearing  evidence  of  their 
strength  and  depth  of  soil  in  the  splendid  forests  that  climb 
to  their  ver)*  peaks.  All  these  hill  and  mountain  sides  are 
watered  with  streams,  rivulets,  and  springs,  so  that  irriga- 
tion is  cheap  and  practicable.  The  rainfall,  as  indicated  by 
the  exuberant  and  almost  tropical  vegetation,  is  abundant. 
If  these  mountains  were  Alpsor  Appenines  they  would  be  cul- 
tivated to  their  summits,  and  the  region  be  thronged  with  a 
hardy  and  industrious  population.  It  is  in  such  mountain 
fastnesses  that  religion  and  liberty  have  made  their  grandest 
struggles.  And  yet  this  splendid  reach  of  mountain  and 
meadow,  this  broad  breadth  of  hill  and  valley,  these  mar- 
gins of  splendid  rivers,  this  great  wealth  of  land  and  water, 
of  wood  and  soil,  lie  almost  unoccupied  and  almost  undis- 
covered. Here  and  there,  scattered  through  the  wide  do- 
main, is  the  hut  of  the  hunter  or  herdsman,  and  along  the 
highways  and  centres  of  travel  the  more  comfortable  cottage 
of  the  farmer  and  home  of  the  innkeeper.  There  are  homes 
and  farms  here  in  our  northern  counties  for  a  million  of  fam- 


ilies. There  is  affluence,  plenty,  and  abundance,  grain,  fruit, 
and  vegetables,  comfort,  ease,  and  independence,  awaiting 
the  industrious  toiler.  Our  fathers,  half  a  century  ago, 
would  yoke  their  cattle,  cover  their  wagons  with  cotton  can- 
vas, load  them  with  wife,  children,  hams,  bacon,  maple 
sugar,  take  axes,  guns,  and  dogs,  plunge  out  into  the  wilder- 
ness, and  by  their  labor  can-e  out  for  themselves  homes,  lay 
broad  and  deep  the  foundation  of  States,  build  up  civiliza- 
tion around  them,  and  from  barbarism  create  society.  Our 
sons  and  our  foreign  immigrants  in  these  degenerate  days 
have  no  nerve  for  this  pioneer  work,  no  muscle  to  swing  the 
ax,  no  courage  to  confront  the  forest,  no  daring  to  brave  the 
dangers,  and  no  patience  to  endure  the  hardships  of  a  life 
of  adventurous  toil.  Our  boys  are  milk-sops — educated, 
nerveless,  cowardly,  hangers-on  upon  their  mothers'  apron- 
strings,  petted,  fondled,  foolish,  ruined  darlings — who  expect 
to  live  upon  their  fathers'  earnings.  They  would  be  lawyers, 
doctors,  politicians,  adventurers,  gamblers,  thieves,  anything 
but  honest  workingmen.  Our  girls  are  a  worthless  set — be- 
coming each  year  more  worthless — and  it  is  not  their  fault. 
We  are  educating  them  to  become  wives  of  rich  men,  play- 
things and  ornaments  of  luxurious  homes;  and  if  they  fail, 
and  we  fail,  then  God  help  them.  Society  is  strewn  with  the 
wrecks,  and  the  tempest  has  just  begun.  In  another  gener- 
ation or  two  the  American-born  will,  be  a  pitiable,  helpless 
thing.  The  sons  of  our  sons,  and  the  daughters  of  our 
daughters,  will  become  objects  of  sympathy.  If  our  nation 
has  ever  a  peasantry,  it  will  be  from  the  American  stock. 
The  intellectual  and  over-educated  can  not  conquer  in  the 
struggle  against  numbers  and  brute  force.  Our  immigrant 
population  no  longer  goes  out  to  the  hills  and  mountains, 
but  throngs  the  cities;  prefers  to  live  in  squalid  pauperism, 
in  sickly  tenement  houses,  to  be  hungry,  ill  clad,  ignorant, 
and  dirty,  than  to  carve  out  a  countr)'  home  by  toil.  The 
Catholic  Church,  the  whisky  deadfall,  the  lager  saloon  with 
its  sawdust  floor,  has  attractions  greater  than  God's  pine 
cathedrals,  his  flowing  streams,  his  flower-clad  meadows. 
The  trouble  is  (and  these  remarks  are  intended  only  to  ap- 
ply to  California),  Bob  IngersoU  is  right.  The  climate  ener- 
vates; life  is  too  easy,  and  the  new  generation  and  the  new 
immigration  won't  work.  Our  boys  and  girls  prefer  the  opera 
and  the  theatre.  Our  immigrants  prefer  to  grumble  at  the 
sand-lots,  to  riot,  to  prate  of  the  oppressions  of  the  poor 
man,  to  envy  the  rich,  and  denounce  the  fortunate,  forgetting 
that  those  whom  they  now  threaten  to  despoil  of  their  fort- 
unes have  gained  them  by  toilsome  labor  and  bold  advent- 
ure, from  which  their  timid  souls  shrink.  One  question  now 
challenging  our  attention  in  California  is,  who  is  to  do  the 
work?  The  son  of  the  hod-carrier  no  -longer  carries  the 
hod  ;  the  daughter  of  the  washerwoman  no  longer  washes  ; 
the  son  of  the  mechanic  no  longer  succeeds  to  his  father's 
trade  ;  the  daughter  of  the  industrious  mother  no  longer 
toils.  Girls  and  boys  are  rarely  apprenticed  to  a  trade;  boys 
of  American  parents  no  longer  run  away  that  they  may  go 
to  sea.  Not  three  per  cent,  of  the  American  merchant 
marine  are  American-born.  Our  work-shops  and  factories 
are  filled  with  foreigners.  Our  farmers'  boys  all  come  to  the 
city;  anything  is  better  than  farm  labor.  Sen'ant-girls  are 
insolent,  idle,  and  will  not  go  beyond  the  sound  of  the 
church-bell  for  wages.  And  when  we  ask  what  is  the 
remedy  for  this  condition  of  things,  the  preacher  answers, 
"more  piety,"  and  the  school -master,  "more  learning." 
Latin,  Greek,  German,  and  French,  calisthenics,  mental 
philosophy,  and  natural  historj',  and  music,  drawing,  rhetoric, 
and  word-analysis,  is  suggested  by  the  Dutch  school-master 
from  Berlin  and  the  Yankee  pedagogue  from  Boston,  as  the 
panacea  for  this  disease  that  is  destroying  our  young  people, 
debauching  our  foreign  population,  and  threatening  the  very 
life  of  society,  civihzation,  and  government.  We  are  quite 
conscious  that  we  are  indulging  the  luxur)'  of  diagnosing  the 
disease  without  suggesting  a  remedy.  We  think  of  no  prac- 
tical way  to  induce  the  over-crowding  population  of  our  cities 
to  go  out  to  the  country.  We  know  of  no  way  of  making  the 
idle  work.  A\'e  would,  however,  modestly  suggest  to  the 
statesmen  of  this  coast  the  propriety  of  spending  less  money 
in  the  direction  of  education.  We  would  also  suggest,  as  an 
inducement  to  country'  life,  that  it  be  made  attractive  ;  and 
in  this  direction  why  not,  at  the  expense  of  the  State 
treasury,  build  Catholic  churches,  German  Turn  Halles,  erect 
theatres  and  opera  houses,  in  all  the  principal  villages  of  the 
State  ;  establish  breweries  and  distilleries  in  all  the  counties, 
and  open  lager  beer  saloons  and  whisky  mills  in  all  the 
townships;  give  every  idle  Irishman  and  German,  and  every 
worthless  American,  a  farm  ;  let  it  be  worked  by  Chinamen 
at  the  expense  of  the  State,  and  thus,  by-making  the  country 
attractive  and  labor  easy,  we  might  induce  the  vicious, 
worthless  rabble  of  the  sand-lots  to  do  us  the  favor  of  re- 
maining in  the  State?  There  is  one  other  way  out  of  this 
difficulty,  and  that  is  for  everj'body  to  go  to  work,  and  not 
feel  that  they  are  demeaned  by  honest  toil ;  for  every  son  and 
daughter  of  American  parents  should  recognize  the  fact  that 
a  life  of  honest  labor  is  more  manly  and  respectable  than 
one  of  humiliating  dependence.  There  is  occupation  upon 
this  coast  for  all,  opportunity  for  all,  room  and  labor  for  all, 
remunerative  compensation  for  all.  All  that  is  demanded 
to  secure  ease,  plenty,  and  independence,  is  for  the  laboring 
poor  to  push  out  into  the  country-  and  go  to  work. 


THE      ARGONAUT. I 


PRATTLE, 


Livingston,  the  Crow  Creek 
■  Indian  Agent,  whose  immatch- 
able  thieving  drove  to  suicide  not 
only  the  sensitive 
accomplices  whom 
he  excelled  but  the 
savages  whom  he 
starved,  is  describ- 
ed as  an  Episcopa- 
lian in  good  stand- 
ing who  had  the  pious  habit  of  giving  tp  chapels  such 
"  testimonials  "  as  stained  windows.  It  is  to  be  hoped  these 
various  windows  may  be  all  collected  in  a  memorial  chapel 
dedicated  to  St.  Mammon,  with  an  officiating  priesthood  of 
American  statesmen  supported  by  the  Government.  It  should 
be  erected  over  the  mouth  of  the  Mammoth  Cave,  which  it  is 
believed  would  serve  as  a  sufficiently  roomy  crypt  for  the 
burial  of  such  eminent  official  thieves  as  have  given  imper- 
ishable lustre  to  the  annals  and  institutions  of  this  country. 
In  the  "  dim,  religious  light"  of  this  monumental  edifice 
there  should  be  continual  prayer  for  the  "  active  participa- 
tion"' of  clean-hearted  gentlemen  in  the  political  affairs  of  a 
nation  in  which  they  form  the  one-onehundreth  part  of  the 
voting  population. 

The  treaty  of  Berlin  assures  the  independence  of  Monte- 
negro, forbidding  her  at  the  same  time  to  have  a  navy  and 
a  flag.  Montenegro  should  be  the  happiest  of  nations — in- 
dependence without  a  Fourth  of  July,  politics  without  a 
Robeson,  poetry  without  a  Drake  ! 


Kearny  explains  that  he  goes  East  "  to  set  the  working- 
men  thinking." 

O  Denis,  Denis,  you  are  mad  ! 

What  is  it  you  would  do? 
The  more  they're  taught  to  think,  my  lad, 
The  less  tiiey'll  think  of  you. 


It  is  rumored  in  newspaper  circles  that  the  CalVs  obituary 
poet  is  to  have  his  pay  raised  to  ten  dollars  a  week,  and  will 
be  immediately  laid  on  in  the  "Produce  Arrivals "  depart- 
ment, in  which  the  announcements  of  importers  who  can 
afford  to  pay  will  be  made  alluring,  somewhat  as  follows  : 

'■JoiKV  S.Mixn  &  Co.— 335  sks.  New  Potatoes. 
"Dearest  tubers,  you've  arriven. 

On  your  substance  we  will  meal ; 
You  to  us,  by  G — ,  are  given. 
You  for  us  the  cook  will  peel. 
Eat,   19." 

This,  the  bard's  maiden  attempt  in  his  new  "sphere,"  is 
under  consideration  by  the  editor,  who  regards  it  as  ambig- 
uous ;  he  being  unable  to  determine  whether  the  third  line 
of  the  poetry  is  gratefully  reverent  or  shockingly  profane. 
Nor  from  the  fourth  does  it  appear  with  sufficient  clearness 
whether  the  cook  is  to  peel  the  potatoes  or  the  potatoes  are 
to  peel  the  cook.  The  concluding  word  (with  appended 
numerals)  seems  to  be  either  descriptive  or  mandatory,  ac- 
cording as  it  may  happen  to  be  bad  Latin  or  good  English. 
If  there  is  anything  more  impenetrable  to  the  Pickeringian 
understanding  than  Latin  it  is  English. 


Here  is  another  and  rather  better  sample  of  the  work  of 
the  commercial  muse,  the  lines  having  recei\'ed  unreserved 
editorial  approval: 

*'  RoBiNSON'  &  Brown  — 400  doz.  ears  Green  Corn. 
"  Open  wider  the  pearly  gates. 

That  lead  to  the  stomach's  floor  ; 
The  cobs  will  suffer  in  passing  through, 
But  their  sufferings  can  be  bore. 
Going  to  join  the  Lima  beans." 


"If  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Justices'  Court  is  materially  en- 
.  larged,"  says  a  morning  journal,  "  a  higher  standard  of  quali- 
fication should  be  required  for  candidates."  Certainly;  in- 
stead of  knowing  but  one  "working  politician"  they  should 
be  required  to  know  two. 

We  are  to  have  great  things  in  photography.  Mr.  Muy- 
bridge  photographs  the  whirling  wheels  of  a  sulky  so  instan- 
taneously that  the  spokes  are  sharply  defined:  they  have  not 
perceptibly  moved  during  the  operation.  He  shows  us  the 
flying  horse,  clear,  distinct,  its  feet  all  in  the  air.  It  is  won- 
derful, it  promises.  Shall  we  not  have,  O  brethren,  faithful 
pictures  of  faithful  women — of  "Madge,  and  Lou,  and  Bella, 
too,"  as  they  looked  while  true  to  us  ?  Ah  !  the  devil  !  it 
requires  electric  light,  and  how  shall  it  shine  in  the  superior 
radiance  of  a  flash  of  constancy  ? 


A  hat-rack  sneak  thief  whom  necessity  has  compelled  to 
accept  an  engagement  as  a  reporter  on  the  Chrouidc  gives 
an  elaborate  description  of  the  inside  of  a  private  dwelling, 
and  boasts  of  his  enterprise  in  obtaining  admission  against 
the  wishes  of  the  owner,  a  lady  recently  widowed.  It  would 
be  useless  to  tell  this  fellow  he  is  a  blackguard,  for  that  he 
already  knows;  equally  futile  to  ask  him  not  to  be,  for  he 
likes  to  be.  It  is  impossible  to  disclose  his  name  until  it  is 
disclosed  to  me,  and  would  then  be  unadvisable  for  he  would 
call  it  fame,  consider  me  his  benefactor,  and  enjoy  the  satis- 
faction of  ingratitude.  Blackguards  are  society's  dead,  of 
whom  we  speak  no  evil  because_they^do  not  mind  it. 


"  Rutherford,"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  looking  across  a  pile  of 
official  documents  to  where  her  consort  sat  knitting  in  the 
chimney  corner,  "is  it  true  that  our  son  Webb  is  going  to 
marry  that  Ohio  girl  ?"  "  I — I — believe  so — that  is,  if  you 
are  willing,"  was  the  propitiating  reply.  "  I  do  not  know 
that  it  will  affect  me;  I  am  not  the  President  of  a  party,  par- 
ticularly a  wedding  party.  The  question  is,  can  you,  with 
your  inexperience  in  the  direction  of  affairs,  afford  to  assume 
the  responsibility  of  a  mother-in-law  ?" 


The  popular  negro  melody,  "  The  Old  Folks  at  Home," 
was  written  by  a  brother  of  Mr.  Jo.  Murphy,  the  no  actor. 
This  interesting  statement  is  made  on  the  authority  of  the 
latter  gentleman,  who  has  not,  however,  pointed  out  the 
numerous,  albeit  unimportant,  verbal  changes  the  great  work 
has  undergone  since  it  left  the  fraternal  hand,  as,  for  exam- 
ple, in  the  lines: 

"  One  little  hut  among  the  bushes — 
One  that  I  love — 
Still  fondly  to  my  memVy  rushes. 
No  matter  where  I  rove.'' 

As  originally  written   these  lines  were  far  finer.     They  read 
thus: 

"  In  me  niiniery  green  is  the  lovely  shabeen 

In  the  bog  that's  benaith  the  hill. 
Where  I  shmoked  me  dudheen,  and  drank  me  poteen 

From  Larry  O'Faherty's  shtill. 
And  me  eye-wathers  flow  as  me  brother  Jo 

Is  perfamiin'  his  barn-door  jig, 
Wid  his  illigant  grace  and  intilligent  face 

Recallin'  me  father's  pig." 


I  am  sorry  to  observe  that  Mr.  Lynch,  of  this  city,  a  gen- 
tleman aged  sixty-three,  has  committed  the  happily  not  very 
common  error  of  killing  his  wife,  with  whom  he  had  lived 
for  forty  years,  but  whom  he  must,  of  course,  henceforth 
live  without.  Mrs.  Lynch's  offense  consisted  in  declining  to 
drink  a  glass  of  beer  when  requested;  perhaps  it  would  be 
more  accurate  to  say  refusing  when  commanded.  For  this 
the  husband  deemed  it  expedient  to  cut  her  fatally  in  the 
abdomen,  though  few  will  agree  with  him  that  such  a 
course  was  either  necessar)'or  humane.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  the  beer  was  good  there  is  no  obvious  reason  why  the  lady 
should  have  refused  it.  It  is  to  be  hoped  a  sample  has  been 
preserved  for  the  use  of  the  jury. 


It  is  a  matter  of  taste,  and  even  the  most  exacting  criti- 
cism must  allow  something  for  the  sentimentality  inseparable 
from  such  occasions,  but  in  a  purely  artistic  sense  Mr. 
O'Connell's  farewell  verses  to  Mr.  Edwards  would  have  been 
better  without  the  "  dears  "  and  the  "  Harrys."  If  it  is  true, 
as 'Mr.  O'Connell  says,  that  "the  love  of  man  for  man"  is  a 
greater  blessing  that  "  the  cooling  mist  that  freshens  all  the 
glade  "  (and  I  do  not  doubt  that  it  is  true),  still,  that  is  not  the 
way  it  is  preferably  expressed.  That  method  is  rather  un- 
pleasantly suggestive  of  the  love  of  gent  for  gent. 


It  has  been  warm  beyond  the  mountains — the  Southerner 
larded  the  lean  earth  with  his  fragrant  fats  and  oils;  the 
Easterner  navigated  his  own  perspiration,  occasionally  en- 
deavoring to  effect  a  landing  to  bury  his  melted  neighbor  in 
a  rat-hole.  In  St.  Louis  twenty  perished  in  a  single  day. 
This  is  gratifying.  It  accentuates  the  advantages  of  "the 
finest  climate  in  the  world,  sir" — our  climate.  On  Saturday 
last  Sacramento  simmered  at  94  degrees;  Calistoga  gently 
stewed  at  96;  Chico  was  crisp  at  98;  Marysville  broiled  at 
99;  Woodland  was  grilled  at  108;  and  at  no,  Davisville, 
Rocklin,  and  Sheridan  were  done  to  a  delicate  and  appeti- 
zing brown.  There  were  no  deaths;  Californians  do  not  die 
from  heat.  They  are  accustomed  to  it.  Still  there  were 
many  who  feared  the  weather  might  take  a  turn  and  be 
fatally  hot.  They  had  not  lived  as  piously  as  they  ought. 
They  made  ready  their  blankets. 

The  efforts   of  the  Widow  Van   Cott  to  snatch  the  San 

Francisco  sinner  like  a  brand  from  the  burning  seem  to  have 

commanded  but  indifferent  success.     To-morrow  will  be  the 

last  day  of  her  mission,  and  the  harvest  of  immortal  souls 

is  still  unreapt,  and  the  Adversary  knocketh  together  his 

header  for  the  garnering  thereof. 

O,  Widow  \'an  Cott,  though  your  zeal  is  too  hot 

To  measure  with  any  pyrometer, 
It  is  wasting  its  blaze  in  attempting  to  raise 
Our  spiritual  thermometer. 
If  'twere  orthodox 
It  would  send  up  stocks. 


Ah  !  those  ambitious,  war-loving,  bloodthirsty  despots  of 
Europe,  what  is  it  they  would  be  at  with  their  expensive 
Congress,  their  long  subtle  machinations,  their  tedious  "me- 
diation," and  "mutual  concessions?"  What  is  this  so-called 
"  Treaty  of  Peace."  Do  they  think  they  can  throw  dust  in 
the  eyes  of  "  forty  millions  of  American  freemen  ? " — lio  they  .'' 
All  this  trouble  and  worry  to  save  the  "down-trodden  masses" 
from  the  "horrors  of  war?"  Bah  !  it  is  not  credible.  It  is 
not  of  the  nature  of  "  tottering  despotisms"  to  mean  mischief 
and  murder?  Are  we  to  suppose  that  "efi'ete  monarchies  " 
are  grown  averse  to  shedding  blood  and  not  wiping  it  up  ? 
Shall  not  trembling  tyrants  ("  Thy  banner-r-r-rs  make  tyran- 
ny ter-remble"  —  sing)  practice  its  immemorial  prank  upon 
"  pop'lar  liberty"  as  heretofore?  Suffer  not,  Columbia, 
thine  eyes  to  be  obscured  by  pulled  wool,  but  with  hand  on 


sword  be  thou  vigilant  to  compel  the  peace  of  Europe. 
Meanwhile,  O  daughter  of  the  gods,  it  is  to  be  remarked  that 
you  are  doing  your  evil  best  to  provoke  a  war  for  territorial 
aggrandizement  with  the  "  Sister  Republic." 


If  some  one  will  kindly  ascertain  who  is  Mr.  Ben.  Butler's 
political  agent  on  this  coast,  and  quietly  brain,  eviscerate,  or 
otherwise  admonish  him,  he  will  "do  the  State  some 
service."  Kearney  openly  favors  the  Butler  person  for 
President,  and  goes  East  to  arrange  the  terms  for  his  sup- 
port. The  Post  publishes  with  paraded  approval  the  mis- 
chievous fellow's  old  speeches  on  the  Chinese-must-go  ques- 
tion. The  Call  in  its  characteristically  sneaking  manner 
hides  away  in  its  editorial  columns  (for  future  display  to 
prove  that  it  has  been  right  from  the  start)  a  commendatory 
article  on  his  grave  opinion  that  no  man  who  works  for  the 
Presidency  can  get  it — a  dictum  that  from  him  has  the  tem- 
perature and  quality  of  a  sigh  uttered  across  a  dish  of  ice- 
cream with  a  brass  spoon  in  it. 


Col.  Jackson,  of  the  Post,  has  imported  a  poet,  one  Col. 
Richard  Realf,  "  whose  already  achieved  and  honorable  rep- 
utation," says  the  consignee,  "entitles  him  to  a  hearty  wel- 
come in  this  State."  Turning  to  his  work — "a  charming 
poem,"Col.  Jackson  says — my  eyes  light  upon  these  two  lines: 

"In  the  concert  halls,  where  the  lyric  air 
In  palpitant  billows  swims  and  swoons." 

It  is  enough  ;  I  welcome  the  warrior-critic's  warrior-poet 
to  a  seat  amongst  the  local  bards.  Make  room  there,  you 
vagabonds.  Mah'ny,  shtop  twirlin'  that  shillaly  ;  ye'll  be 
hittin'  the  gintleman's  nose.  Dam,  you  Dam,  uncross  your 
legs,  sir,  this  minute  ;  and  you.  Captain  Stuart,  stop  inflating, 
and  turn  your  edge  to  the  front.  There,  Colonel,  squeeze  in 
— somewhere.     No  kissing  Theresa. 


A  colored  witness  before  the  Branch  Potter  Committee  at 
New  Orleans  justified  his  perjury  on  a  former  occasion  by 
explaining  that  he  did  not  kiss  the  Bible.  How  does  he 
know  ?  The  good  book  may  have  been  lying  around  on  his 
lip  somewhere  all  the  time  he  was  testifying. 


There  are  seventy-two  postmistresses  in  this  country',  and 
what  they  don't  know  about  the  relations  between  the  men 
and  women  who  seal  their  letters  to  one  another  with  in- 
genious care  could  be  painted  in  Roman  capitals  on  a  dog- 
fight without  compromising  any  lady  in  the  land. 


"  Them  Christians" — dear  disinterested  souls — are  urging 
Lord  Beaconsfield  to  wrest  the  Holy  Land  from  the  grasp  of 
Islam.  No,  no;  the  time  is  gone  by.  The  Crusader  sov- 
ereigns were  right  enough;  they  wanted  the  Holy  Land,  and 
offered  payment  in  the  lives  of  their  subjects — like  the  grand 
gentlemen  and  kings  that  they  were.  Their  rascally  follow- 
ing of  knights  and  knaves  were  better  dead  than  alive,  and 
the  expense  of  getting  them  off  their  hands  these  provident 
princes  defrayed  by  plundering  their  allies.  But  the  Holy 
Land  now  would  cost  money,  good,  hard,  useful  money — and 
no  lives.     The  thought  is  revolting. 


Of  the  late  Col.  Lawrence,  journalist  and  patron  of  genius, 
Mr.  Pickering  avers  that  he  "  brought  out "  that  luminous 
humorist  and  delectable  lecturer,  Mr.  Prentice  Mulford. 

When  La^\rence  cried:  "I've  brought  great  Mulford  out,'' 
And  set  him  'fore  the  people  to  beguile  'em. 

They  said:    "On  corpus  habciis,  no  doubt,'' 

Then — when  they'd  heard  him:  "  Pray  from  what  asylum?" 


"  Missis  isn't  to  home,  sir,"  said  the  carefully  instructed 
parlor-maid  to  the  pastor  when  he  called.  "  My  child,"  said 
the  good  man  sadly,  having  in  mind  the  divine  ordinance, 
"do  you  know  what  it  is  that  people  who  tell  falsehoods  do 
not  keep  ? "     "  No  hired  girl,"  was  the  sententious  answer. 


Really  the  press  is  a  great  convenience.  There  is  not  a 
daily  paper  in  the  city  but  has  informed  its  readers  that  those 
evicted  cyprians  have  resumed  business  in Street. 


"  The  Russians  must  %o.''~Mehciuet  AH.  "Ah  !  but  the 
English  must  come." — Carat/ieodora.  "Everything  comes 
to  him  who  waits." — A?idrassy.  "  See  what  a  just  division  : 
Turkey  gets  as  much  as  any  of  them." — Bismarck.  "  The 
war  was  undertaken  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  Christian 
peoples;  look  at  England  and  say  if  we  ha\e  not  succeed- 
ed."— Gortschakoff.  "  La  Belle  France  emerges  with  glory 
undimmed." — M'addington.  "There  seemed  less  hazard  in 
establishing  a  Turkish  protectorate  after  than  before  the 
^var. " — Bcaconsfu'ld. 


There  is  considerable  appreciation  of  "  the  problem  "  in 
this  item  from  an  Eastern  journal  :  "  A  California  law  forbids 
the  purchase  of  bricks  made  by  Chinamen  for  public  build- 
ings, although  they  are  much  cheaper  than  others  ;  but  the 
contractors  get  all  the  benefit  intended  for  white  laborers, 
for  they  slyly  bu^'  the  Chinamen's  bricks." 


New  York  has  a  Society,  and  is  to  have  an  Institute,  for 
the  preservation  of  the  Irish  language.  This  is  the  first  evi- 
dence that  the  Americanized  Irishman  n.^^ns  to  hold  hU 
tongue,  B, 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


LAUFL\. 

A  True  Story  of  the  Sierra. 

Lottie  Sylvester  was  leaning  over  the  low  gate, 
looking  down  the  road.  The  round  moon,  just  rising 
beyond  the  tall,  dark  stems  of  the  pines,  touched  her 
brown  rippling  hair  with  silver  light,  and  threw  her 
gray  eyes  deeper  into  shadow  beneath  their  long- 
lashed  lids.  She  had  a  pure,  white  face,  not  le- 
markably  pretty,  but  very  fair  to  look  upon.  She  was 
leaning  in  an  altitude  of  expectance,  which  displayed 
a  graceful,  finely  developed  form.  Just  now  there 
was  a  shadow  upon  the  broad,  low  brow,  from  which 
the  hair  was  swept  a«"ay  and  gathered  into  a  coil  be- 
hind, and  her  firm  mouth  had  an  undeniable  pout  as 
she  exclaimed  to  herself; 

"  It's  lime  Theodore  was  here.  I  don't  believe  he 
cares  how  long  he  keeps  me  waiting,  or  whether  he 
comes  or  not.  I  wonder  if  that  isn't  his  step?  1 
won't  go  to  meet  hira.  I'U  wait  till  he  gels  to  the  gate 
to-nighL  " 

The  man  whom  she  had  termed  *  *  Theodore  "  saun- 
tered up  to  the  gate  in  an  easy  fashion  peculiarly  his 
own,  and  remarked  carelessly; 

•' Good  evening.  Lottie." 

His  evident  indifference  stung  the  giri,  for  she  an- 
swered coldly.  "  Good  evening."     He  laughed: 

"Why  didn't  you  say  "Good  evening.  Mr.  Rus- 
sel  ? '  Then  1  should  have  had  no  difficulty  id  de- 
termining your  mood  to-nighL"' 

"  It  seems  you  had  none  anj-way.'*  she  answered, 
shortly. 

He  put  a  white  hand  over  one  of  hers  which  lay  on 
the  gate-post,  and  noted  the  involuntary  quiver  it 
gave  at  contact  with  his  own. 

••  We  have  no  time  to  quarrel  to-night,  Lottie.  I 
am  going  away  to-morrow,"  pausing  to  notice  the  ef- 
fect of  his  words.  Lottie  turned  a  startled  face  to- 
ward him  and  exclaimed: 

•'  Going  away  to-morrow.  Theodore  !     Where?  " 

"  Down  to  the  Bay  City,  my  dear,  for  a  vacation. 
Run  into  U^e  house  and  get  your  shawl,  and  come 
for  a  walk  with  me.     I  want  to  lalk  with  you  before  I 

She  turned  away  and  went  into  the  house.  This 
man  whom  she  Idft  standing  there  by  the  gale,  the 
district  school-teacher  w  iih  his  blonde  moustache,  blue 
eyes,  and  handsome  face,  with  his  indescribable  air 
as  of  one  who  had  seen  much  of  the  world  and  was 
tired  of  it,  was  not  the  man  whom  Laura  Sylvester 
ought  lo  have  loved.  If  she  had  an  innate  perception 
of  the  truth  of  this  fact,  she  crushed  it  out  of  her 
heart  through  Io>-alty  to  him.  Her  life  in  the  wild 
Sierra  was  one  everlasting  monotone,  and  the  arrival 
of  Theodore  Russel  furnished  an  element  hitherto 
lacking,  viz:  diversion.  Loyalty  was  a  predominant 
trait  of  Lottie's  character;  a  mJsanthorpe  might  have 
called  it  obstinacy.  She  had  heard  vague  rumors 
that  he  had  been  seen  on  the  stage  of  a  theatre  in  this 
same  city  of  San  Franciscowhither  he  was  now  bound; 
moreover,  that  his  divine  qualities  as  a  dancer  on  the 
floor  of  a  ball-room  where  Lottie  first  met  him  were 
due  to  that  fact;  then  he  had  been  known  to  gamble 
to  a  small  extent  in  the  town  of  Montezuma,  near 
which  Lottie  resided;  also,  it  was  pretty  well  known 
that  he  h.id  been  seen  under  the  influence  of  liquor 
once  since  teaching  school  there;  all  of  which  Lottie 
styled  base  fabrications  and  clung  to  her  idol  closer 
than  e%-er,  well  knowing  there  were  others  of  her  sex 
ready  to  lear  him  from  her  arms,  and  attributed  the 
nimors  mainly  to  that  knowledge.  More  than  all 
else,  she  dreaded  the  blank  monotony  of  her  hfe  if  she 
shut  out  the  only  adventure  which  had  come  within 
its  limits  thus  far. 

She  came  back  to  the  gate  wrapped  in  a  scarlet 
shaw!,  one  com«r  of  it  thrown  over  her  dark  hair. 
She  took  his  arm  in  silence  and  they  strolled  down 
the  road  together.  She  broke  the  silence  first  with 
the  hesitant  question: 

"  Why  must  you  leave  here.  Theodore? "' 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  "  said  he.  lightly,  "  I  am 
most  deucedly  tired  of  teaching  brats  all  day  and  I'm 
pining  for  a  change.  Haven't  you  noticed  my  de- 
crease in  size  lately  ? ''  The  tears  rose  to  Lottie's 
eyes,  but  she  made  no  answer.  He  looked  down  at 
the  fair  face  in  the  moonlight,  so  close  to  his  shoulder. 
attentively  for  a  moment,  and  then  asked  half-ten- 
derly: 

"  Do  you  care,  Lottie?  Shall  you  miss  me  ver>* 
much  ?  ■' 

Vou  see  that  the  shallow  nature  of  this  man  could 
draw  no  response  from  the  depth  of  Laura's  earnest 
one;  that  at  his  triumph  in  securing  her  love  he  was 
tempted  to  be  cruel;  that,  in  fact,  he  was  very  Utile  in 
love  with  her  himself,  but  since  it  was  a  novelty  to  ruin 
a  pure  woman's  heart,  he  made  pretense  of  being  pure. 
So  when  the  giri  lifting  her  large  gray  e)'es  answered 
with  a  agh,  ' '  You  know  I  can.  Theodore,"  he  pui  his 
arm  around  her  and  drew  her  close  to  him.  laying  his 
lips  against  her  forehead  for  an  instanL  That  Laura 
was  young  you  may  have  imagined.  It  was  not  that 
altogether  which  made  her  so  innocent  and  confiding. 
so  truthful  and  lender.  She  had  been  reared  in  these 
mountains  among  the  mines,  since  she  was  a  child. 
by  a  careful,  scholarly,  quiet  father,  for  whom  she 
was  housekeeper,  and  of  whom  she  was  the  willful 
idoL  It  is  a  curious  fact  thai  one's  nearest  and  dear- 
est of  kin  are  sometimes  blind  to  what  s  in  progress 
under  their  noses,  and  it  proved  to  be  so  in  this  case, 
for  I.aura's  studious  father  was  strangely  obtuse  to 
the  tragedy  enacted  almost  in  his  presence. 

"  Lottie.''  said  Russel,  with  eWdent  sincerity,  "  you 
are  my  good  angel.  If  I  am  ever  templed  lo  go 
astray  one  thought  of  you  will  hold  me  back.  Come. 
dear,  yon  oak  tree  is  our  irysling  place,  and  1  have 
not  much  longer  to  stay.  I  must  be  off  early  to- 
morrow. It  will  be  hard  lo  say  good-bye.  won't  it. 
little  giri  ?  '*  "  * 

Loltie  suddenly  noticed  the  omission  of  any  allu- 
sion lo  the  time  of  his  return.  Did  he  not  then  in- 
tend to  come  back  at  all  ?  \\"as  his  tender  fiatiery 
a  prelude  to  his  final  farewell?  The  thought  start- 
led her  into  a  sudden  exclamation: 

"  Theodore,  are  you  never  coming  back?" 
He  gave  a  slight   bm   unmistakable  start,  which 
sent  a  chill  to  Lottie's  heart.      But  he  answered  al- 
most immediately  with  a  surprised  air: 

"  Why.  whatever  put  thai  into  your  head.  Loltie? 
Not  come  back  when  my  lerm  is' not  half  out !  I 
wish,  indeed,  that  you  and  I  were  going  awav  ne%"er 
to  come  back.  I  should  not  care  if  you  were  with 
mt".  dear.*'  he  said,  wiih  his  arm  around'  her  shoulder. 
It  is  curious  how  a  man  who  will  commit  a  crime 
will  heatate  to  tell  an  outright  lie.  He  will  put  a  di- 
rect question  off  with  ingenious  CTi-asions  rather  than 
answer  by  a  convincing  yes  or  no.  eien  ihough  the 
concealed  purpose  be  steeped  in  sin's  dye.  Lottie 
was  reassured. 

"  It  will  be  hard  lo  say  good-bye."  she  murmured, 

more  to  herself  than  to  him.      They  heard  the  whirr 

■:■''      ;-ee:=  coming  down  the  road,  and  Loltie  drew 

Russel's  ann  and  took  her  station  by  his 


side.  The  moonlight  falling  through  the  leaves  of  the 
oak  beneath  which  ther  stood  flecked  Lottie's  scarlet 
shawl  a.id  Russel's  light  coal.  The  tree  slood  al  one 
side  of  the  road  and  they  waited  for  the  carriage  to 
pass.  It  was  a  Ught  bugg>'  containing  two  men.  one 
of  whom,  catching  sight  of  the  couple  under  the  tree, 
drew  up  tl\c  horses  wiih  a  jerk,  and  handing  ihe 
reigns  to  his  companion,  jumped  out  and  approached 
them.  Russel  drew  bati  into  deeper  shadow-  as  the 
stranger  paused,  asking  in  a  fine,  commanding  %'oice: 

'■  Russel.  is  that  you? 

Russel  did  not  answer,  but  1-ottie  said  w  ith  a  vague 
alarm  in  her  tones: 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Russel  is  here." 

■'  Then.  Russel.  I  want  to  see  you  aminule.  I  have 
business  with  you. 

Russel  came  forward  slowly  to  Lottie's  side. 

"  I  am  engaged,  Gerome.  Some  other  lime — wait 
till  I  gel  back  to  town — won't  you  ?  " 

There  was  an  abjectness  in  Russel's  manner  that 
annoyed  the  stately  Laura.  She  haled  the  suspicion 
of  cowardice  in  any  one.    She  whispered  him  sharply : 

"  Whai  does  he  want,  Theodore?  Why  don't  you 
say  at  once  you  must  go,  and  have  done  with  it  ?'' 

Gerome's  keen  ears  caught  the  defiant  whisper,  for 
he  turned  toward- Lottie  and  said  gravely; 

■•  He  must  come  now.  Miss  Sylvester.  It  is  very 
important." 

"  But  I  tell  you  I'm  engaged,  Gerome.  What  do 
you  want  with  me?"  asked  Russel.  impatiently. 

"  I  had  rather  not  speak  before  this  lady,  unless 
you  compel  me  to.  WiU  you  come  quickly,  or  shall 
I  call  my  companion?" 

Even  in  the  shadow  I^ura  could  see  Russel's  face 
blanch.  A  terrible  fear  had  taken  possession  of  him, 
for  he  gasped  hoarseUt 

"  I'll  go;  but.  for  God's  sake,  don't  make  any  fuss 
about  iL  Lottie,  I  mus/  go.  No.  no — don't  ask  me 
what's  the  matter  !     I — I  can't  tell  you." 

He  shook  her  clinging  hand  off  his  arm  and  strode 
out  in  the  moonlight  toward  the  buggy.  Gerome 
followed  him.  and  said  a  few  words  to  his  companion 
while  untying  a  horse,  ready  saddled,  which  stood 
behind  the  buggy. 

"I'll  follow  you  up  directly,"  he  said,  as  Russel 
sat  down  beside  the  other  occupant  of  the  buggy, 
who  turned  the  horses  and  prepared  to  retrace  their 
steps.  Then  Russel  was  driven  away,  without  cast- 
ing one  backward  glance  at  the  girl  standing  in  the 
moonlight,  whom  Gerome  now  approached,  leading 
his  horse  by  the  halter. 

"  Miss  Sylvester,"  he  said,  gently,  looking  down  at 
her  white  face,  "if  you  will  permit  me  I  will  see  you 
safely  up  the  road  to  your  father's  gate.'' 

Laura  moved  onward  as  if  in  a  dream.  Gerome, 
man  of  experience  though  he  was,  began  to  feel  a 
little  imcomfortable  at  this  conducL  'He  would  even 
have  preferred  the  explanations  he  had  been  afraid 
would  be  asked.  It  was  not  loo  late  for  that  yet,  it 
would  seem,  for  Laura  turned  toward  him,  hfting  her 
long-lashed  lids  and  looking  direct  at  him  with  an 
intense 'concentration  of  foice,  and  said  in  a  voice  of 
controlled  power  and  resolution: 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  lo  tell  me  the  meaning 
of  the  singular  scene  I  have  just  witnessed  ?"" 

Derrick  Gerome  could  not  look  into  the  clear  eyes 
of  ihe  girl  by  his  side  and  tell  her  the  truth.  He 
groaned  in  spirit  and  temporized  with  her;  anjihing 
to  gain  lime.  Yet  he  was  a  brave  man,  as  Laiu^ 
knew,  for  she  had  heard  of  him  before  that  night. 
After  a  little  he  answered: 

"  It  may  not  be  hardly  fair  lo  tell  you  yet  Pray, 
don't  ask  it  I  would  rather  you  should  not  know 
from  me." 

I  have  said  Laura  was  what  might  be  termed  ob- 
stinate. She  stopped  by  the  roadside,  and  Gerome 
stopped,  also,  with  a  "  now  or  never"  feeling  in  his 
mind.  She  said  to  him.  calmly,  deliberately,  everj- 
word  falling  into  the  night  silence  with  startling  dis- 
tinctness: 

"  Mr.  Gerome.  if  you  would  spare  me  the  pain  of 
finding  Mr.  Russel  to-night  and  learning  from  his 
own  lips  the  cause  of  his  sudden  departure,  you  will 
tell  me  the  nature  of  your  business  with  him." 

"  On  my  soul,  she  tvi/i  do  that  thing  if  I  don't  tell 
her.''  thought  Gerome. 

He  stood  with  bent  head  before  her,  that  he  might 
not  see  her  face,  and  said : 

"  Theodore  Russel  is  a  forger.  He  has  forged'  the 
names  of  his  school  trustees  to  a  note  for  five  hun- 
dred dollars,  and  presented  it  at  the  bank  for  pay- 
ment yesterday.  He  intended  to  leave  this  place  to- 
morrow morning,  and  I  was  compelled  to  arrest  him 
to-night.  That  was  my  business  with  him,  and  the 
meaning  of  the  scene  you  have  been  so  unfortunate 
as  to  witness. "' 

To  Gerome's  relief,  Laura  did  not  utter  any  ex- 
clamation, nor  did  she  faint  away.  This  chivalrous 
sheriff  would  have  spared  her  the  knowledge,  if  pos- 
sible, of  her  lover's  crime.  She  said  not  another 
word,  however,  but  walked  on  swiftly  till  she  reached 
the  gate.  She  turned  a  frozen  face  to  him  then,  and 
said  briefly; 

"  Good-night." 

"Good-night,  and  God  be  with  you!"  was  his 
earnest  reply. 

Then  he  sprang  into  his  saddle,  lifted  his  hat  to 
Ker.  and  galloped  up  the  road,  leaving  a  light  trail  of 
dust  behind  him  in  the  moonlighL  The  girl  leaning 
over  ilie  gate  was  a  verj'  different  girl  from  ihe  one 
w  ho  stood  there  half  an  hour  before.  Her  large  eyes 
were  brimful  of  despair  and  defiance.  As  the  recol- 
lection of  the  things  he  had  said  to  her  that  evening 
rose  up  before  her.  she  clenched  her  hands  in  sudden 
detestation  of  herself  for  being  the  dupe  of  such  a 
man  as  Theodore  Russel. 

"  He  said  he  was  going  away,"  she  thought;  "  but 
he  did  not  say  he  was  coming  back — and  now  I  know- 
he  never  meant  to  !  If  I  were  to  go  with  him — when 
he  knew  it  would  be  the  last  time  we  would  ever 
meet !  Hard  to  say  good-bye — oh,  my  God,  what  a 
blind  trusting  fool  I  have  been  !  I  deserve  it  all.  I 
was  warned,  hut  I  would  not  heed  iL  And  he  called 
me  his  good  angel — told  me  that  one  thought  of  me 
would  help  him  from  going  astray?  I  shall  never  be 
able  lo  wash  the  stain  of  this  night  from  my  soul. 
Oh,  what  a  shameful  memory-  I  shall  have  to  carr^" 
all  my  hfe — ^that  1  have  loved  a  Torger ! — a  forger! — 
such  a  weak,  contemptible  criminal  \  And  all  the 
worid  will  know — will  point  the  finger  of  scorn  al  me 
and  say.  "  There  is  Laura  Sylvester,  whose  lover  is  a. 
con\ict  in-  San  Queniin  !'  I  wish  I  were  dead.  The 
atmosphere  of  this  night  will  cling  around  and  about 
mfe  forever,  as  the  scent  of  a  charnel-house  to  a 
shroud !" 

There  was  a  terrible  volcano  in  this  girl's  soul,  and 
not  the  least  poignant  pang  of  her  remorse  was  the 
fact  that  the  man's  clmacter  had  been  revealed  to 
her  and  that  she  had  shut  her  eyes  to  his  defects.  In 
the  silence  of  the  night  she  foi^ht  the  bitter  battle 
through,  and  came  out  of  it  a  changed  woman. 

Meanwhile  Gerome  galloped  steadily  on,  his 
thotights  on  the  white  face  of  the  giri  he  left  standing 


by  the  gale,  until  he  overtook  the  buggj-  containing 
Russel  and  his  deputy.  The  news  had  spread 
I  through  the  mining  town  of  Montezuma,  and  the 
long  street  was  lined  with  a  crowd  of  roughs  and 
spectators,  awaiting  his  arrival  Some  hated  him  for 
the  fascination  he  exerted  over  certain  of  the  fair  sex 
when  he  chose;  some  had  lost  by  his  means  various 
small  sums  at  the  game  known  as  "  draw  poker;" 
and  among  them  all.  now  that  his  downfidl  was  as- 
sured, he  had  not  a  friend. 

Russel  was  lodged  in  the  jail  attached  to  the  court- 
house lo  await  his  trial,  which  come  off  in  a  few 
days.  As  he  admitted  his  guilt,  there  was  no  trouble 
in  convicting  him;  and  he  was  sentenced  to  two 
years  in  San  (Jucntin. 

The  evening  of  his  sentence  he  sent  word  by  the 
jailer  for  Gerome  to  come  to  him.  It  was  dusk  when 
Gerome  entered  the  cell.  Russel  sat  near  the  grated 
window  with  his  head  on  his  hand.  He  looked  upas 
Gerome  came  in,  and  motioned  him  lo  a  seat  on  the 
bed.  For  some  time  neither  spoke.  At  last  Gerome 
said  kindly,  for  the  narrow  cell  stifled  him: 

"Did  you  send  for  me,  Russel?  Can  1  do' any- 
thing for  you?"' 

Russel  answered  without  moving; 

"  I  suppose  you  took  my  traps  into  your  possession 
in  the  search  for  proof  before  I  was  arrested  ?" 

"  Yes."  said  Gerome;  "but  no  one  else  has 
touched  them." 

"Then,"  said  Russel,  slowly,  " there's  one  favor 
I'd  like  to  have  you  do  for  me.  Down  in  the  bottom 
of  my  trunk  there's  a  little  painting,  tied  up  and  ad- 
dressed to  Miss  Ix>ttie  Sylvester.  It  contains  some 
notes,  a  picture,  and  some  little  trifles.  I  meant  to 
send  it  to  her  the  morning  after  I  was  arrested^be- 
fore  I  went  away.     I  wish  she  had  never  seen  me." 

".So  do  I,"  thought  Gerome,  "with  all  my 
heart !" 

Russel  continued: 

"  I've  been  bad  enough.  vWthout  breaking  her 
heart.  I'd  be  glad  to  hear  she  hated  me.  Would  it 
do  any  good  to  tell  her  I  had  a  wife,  do  you  sup- 
pose ?" 

"  Have  you?"  inquire^  Gerome. 

"  No — but  she  thinks  as  badly  of  me  as  she  can, 
unless  there  should  be  another  woman  concerned. 
Well,  do  as  you  like.  But  about  the  package.  Will 
you  take  it  from  the  trunk  and  give  it  to  Lottie  with 
your  own  hands  ? 

"  Yes.  Russel,  I  will  promise  to  do  this  Jor  yoit" 

"Thank  you,  Gerome.  You're  a  man  worth 
knowing.  And  say — couldn't  you  try  to  comfort 
Lottie  yourself?  You're  the  right  sort  for  her.  Well, 
good-bye,  Gerome,''  as  the  latter  rose  to  go.  It  was 
too  dark  to  see  the  red  flush  that  rose  to  Derrick 
Gerome's  strong,  dark  face  at  those  last  chance 
words  of  RusseL  He  said  farewell  kindly  enough  to 
the  miserable  convict,  but  once  outside  the  cell,  un- 
der the  golden  stars,  he  walked  as  though  the  fiends 
were  after  him.  The  conclusion  of  his  meditations 
led  him  to  the  determination  to  comfort  Miss  Syl- 
vester if  possible. 

So  about  a  week  after  Russel's  departure  for  San 
Quentin  Derrick  Gerome  put  the  little  package  in  his 
pocked  and  rode  to  see  Miss  Sylvester.  He  tied  his 
horse  by  the  gale  and  went  into  the  house,  but  Laura 
was  not  there. 

' '  She  told  me  she  would  cross  the  wood  and  go  up 
yon  hill  lo  watch  till  ihe  night-fires  were  Ut  in  the 
Manzanita  diggings  just  opposite,"  explained  Mr. 
Sylvester,  adding  kindlv.  for  he  was  busy  just  then 
with  a  scientific  problem  and  did  not  care  to  be  dis- 
turbed, "vou  will  probably  find  her  there  now, 
Gerome.  She  has  a  curious  fancy  for  odd  scenic 
effects.  It  is  not  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
away.  Tell  her  not  to  stay  out  late.  By  the  way, 
rather  sad  affair  that  is  about  young  Russel.  Didn't 
know  much  about  him  ;  have  only  seen  him  a  few 
times  ;  but  his  career  has  come  to  an  end  rather  sud- 
denly. May  be  all  for  the  b^t,  though,  all  for  the 
best.     Good  night.  Gerome,'" 

It  would  be  "  all  for  the  best"  with  Mr.  Sylvester, 
if  anything  happened  short  of  the  world  turning  up- 
side down,  and  it  might  have  been  .;o  in  any  event  if 
he  could  climb  to  the  upper  side  with  his  sp)ectacles 
and  geological  hammer. 

Gerome  left  his  horse  fast  at  the  gate  and  walked 
across  the  wood,  wondering  if  the  kindly  old  man 
was  really  as  ignorant  of  liis  daughter's  connection 
with  Theodore  Russel  as  he  seemed.  The  sun  had 
not  been  set  but  a  few  minutes,  and  the  soft  summer 
twilight  was  fiUing  the  earth  with  shadows.  Fold  on 
fold  of  the  far  mountain  ranges  rose  into  view  veiled 
in  purple  haze.  A  few  jjale  stars  were  just  coming 
into  view  over  against  the  east. 

Gerome  with  rapid  step  walked  on  till  a  white  fig- 
ure, wrapped  in  a  scarlet  shawl,  sitting  on  a  low  pine 
stump  near  the  edge  of  the  diggings,  arrested  his  at- 
tention. She  had  heard  his  footfall  and  turned  her 
face  toward  him  with  a  faint  flush  burning  through 
its  paleness.  The  blush  was  not  at  his  presence,  but 
at  menior)'  of  the  circumstances  under  which  he  had 
seen  her  last  She  did  not  rise  nor  speak  till  he  came 
close  to  her  side;  then,  in  response  lo  his  "good 
evening.  Miss  Sylvester."  she  answered,  calmly. 
"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Gerome.'' 

There  was  a  minute's  pause,  in  which  Gerome  did 
not  know  what  to  say.  His  admiration  for  the  pale- 
faced  girl  by  his  side  was  veri,*  sincere,  and  he  hesi- 
tated to  explain  the  nature  of  his  business  lest  it 
should  cut  their  Jnlervie^v  short.  He  attempted  a 
little  financiering  instead. 

"  I  have  been  to  the  bouse  to  see  you,  and  your 
father  directed  me  lo  find  you  here.  I  am  not  in- 
truding upon  your  solitude,  am  I,  Miss  Laura?'' 

"  No,"  in  the  same  calm  tone. 

"Your  father  commissioned  me  to  tell  you  not  to 
remain  out  too  late,"  Gerome  weni  on. 

"  Perhaptt  1  had  better  return  now,"  said  I,aura, 
drawing  her  shawi  up  around  her  shoulders. 
Gerome  was  nonplussed.  He  had  made  a  mistake 
in  Ihe  beginning  and  hardly  knew  how  lo  rectify  it. 
He  put  out  his  hand,  saving  hastily  : 

"No,  don't  go  yet;  it  is  early.  Do  you  come 
here  often?" 

"  Quite  often."  said  Laura,  quietly. 

"  .■\re  you  fond  of  watching  the  diggings  after  the 
fires  are  lit  at  night?  " 

"  Yes."  as  evenly  as  before. 

The  indifference  was  banning  lo  be  a  little  e.x- 
asp>erating  to  Gerome.  She  appeared  to  care  no 
more  for  bis  presence  than  for  one  of  the  pine  stumps 
around  her.  She  was  looking  from  under  her  long 
lashes  at  the  play  of  the  waters  against  the  yellow 
eanh-wall  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  mine,  and  the 
flaring  pitch-pine  fire  threw  fitful  shadows  over  her 
Abite  face.  He  caught  the  gleam  of  a  faint  smile 
around  her  mouth  after  a  Utile,  which  made  hira  feel 
decidedly  uncomfortable.  He  thought,  "now  she  is 
making  fun  of  me."  He  sat  down  on  a  log  close  by 
and  stubbornly  resolved  to  be  as  dumb  as  herself, 
since  that  seemed  to  be  her  buroor.  .Aiter  a  long 
silence  she  turned  lo  hira,  saying  gravely  : 


"  It's  my  belief  that  the  Persian  Ghebers  were  not 
far  astray  in  their  form  of  worship,  after  alL" 

Gerome  gave  a  sigh  of  relief,  exclaiming: 

"  1  had  thought  you  would  never  have  sjxsken 
again!  You  put  me  in  mind  of  Tennyson's  Maud, 
whose  deportment  was  '  icily  .r^ular.  splendidly 
null.'  I  was  so  reUeved  to  hear  your  voice  again  that 
1  don'l  believe  1  look  in  the  full  force  of  your  remark. 
What  was  it — something  about  '  Fire  Worshipers,'  I 
think?" 

"Yes."  said  Laura,  with  an  amused  smile.  "I 
was  thinking  of  thai  peculiar  piece  of  versification  in 
Lalla  Rcokh  called  by  that  name." 

"  Of  what  particular  piassage.  Miss  Laura!  Pray 
repeal  it  to  me."'  said  Gerome,  gently. 

Laura  flushed  a  little  at  the  interpretation  he 
might  put  upon  the  lines,  but  repeated  evenly  : 

".\nd  ne'er  did  Saint  of  Issa  gaze 

On  ihe  red  wTCiih  for  martjTS  twined. 
More  funiily  than  the  youth  sur\-eys 

That  pile,  which  through  iHc  gloom  behind, 
Ha,lf  lighted  by  the  ahar's  fire, 
(iiimmers— his  destined  funeral  pjTC ! 
Heaped  by  his  ov\'n,  his  comrades'  hands, 

Of  ev'r>'  wood  of  odorous  breath, 
Then  by  the  Fire-God's  shrine  it  stands. 

Ready  to  fold  in  radiant  death 
The  few  still  left  of  those  who  swore 
To  perish  there  when  hope  was  o'er." 

Gerome  watched  her  closely,  but  she  was  unem- 
barrassed. .As  she  concluded  she  turned  to  him, 
saying: 

"  Do  you  like  Moore's  poetr>'?" 

"  Not  very  well,"  he  answered,  rather  brusquely 
for  him.  He  was  disturbed  by  the  vague  application 
of  the  lines  she  had  just  quoted. 

"Why  not  .*"  she  p>ersisted.  looking  intently  al  the 
fire. 

"  It  is  loo  glittering  ;  it  is  as  comscanl  as  the  dew- 
drops  in  the  morning,  and.  in  many  instances,  fully 
as  evanescent  Then  there  is  a  questionable  morality 
in  it  in  some  cases,  also." 

Laura  was  a  little  aroused  from  her  apathy.  She 
spoke  rather  sharply: 

"Your  criticism  sounds  slightly  superficial.  In- 
stance some  of  the  defects  of  which  you  speak,  if  you 
please,  sir.'' 

"Weil,  to  what  do  the  lines  you  have  jusl  quoted 
lead?  Suicide,  simply.  Thai  is  what  Hafid  did  in 
the  end.  You  can  make  nothing  else  out  of  iL  Isn't 
it  questionable  morality  that  leads  one  to  escape  from 
the  troubles  of  this  life  by  ending  one's  own  life? 
Here  is  an  oft-quoted  couplet ; 

'  I  know  not — I  care  not — if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee  whatever  thou  art!' 

Can  you  approve  of  that  sentiment.  Miss  Laura?" 

Even  through  the  dusk  that  had  fallen  around 
them  Gerome  could  see  the  hot  red  stain  which  rose 
to  laura's  face  al  the  lines  he  quoted.  He  accused 
himself  of  being  the  most  wretched  blunderer  on  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Surely  some  evil  genius  must  be 
leading  him  on  to  destroy  his  hope  Bui  Laura  an- 
swered quietly  enongh,  after  an  instant's  pause  as  if 
for  thought : 

■ '  You  are  severe,  but  just.  I  am  disposed  to  agree 
with  you."  Then  risiag  from  the  pine  stump  where- 
on she  had  been  sitting  she  bent  to  pick  up  her  hat 
from  the  ground  where  it  had  lain,  adding  ;  "I  think 
it  is  time  we  should  return.  Father  would  probably 
call  dark  late  enough." 

She  turned  down  the  p>ath  leading  toward  home, 
Gerome  walking  beside  her.  He  had  an  insane  de- 
sire to  drop  the  packet  he  had  brought  into  the  first 
ditch  ihey  crossed  and  let  the  water  whirl  it  away, 
rather  than  that  this  girl  should  suffer  another  start 
al  his  hands.  But  his  promise  held  him.  and  he  was 
an  honorable  man.  They  were  both  nearly  silent 
going  through  the  wood.  Laura  had  some  faint 
fancy  flitting  through  her  mind  that  if  it  had  beert  this 
man  instead  of  Russel  she  had  met  six  months  ago, 
her  life  would  have  been  ver}-  different.  But  now — 
who  would  want  the  girl  Russel  had  discarded?  She 
felt  herself  unworthy  of  any  true  man's  love,  yet  all 
the  while  seeing  no  escape  from  the  universal  scorn 
and  slander  of  her  life  e-xcept  in  marriage.  But  al 
that  p>oint  in  her  reflections  she  gave  herself  a  mental 
shake,  and  felt  her  face  grow  warm  again  in  the  dark- 
ness at  the  recollection  of  her  thoughts.  After  all, 
there  is  nothing  harder  for  a  high-spirited  woman  lo 
endure  than  the  strictures  of  society,  deserved  or 
otherwise. 

When  they  finally  reached  the  gate,  which  Latuu 
was  about  to  open,  Gerome  put  out  a  strong  white 
hand,  which  trembled  a  htUe,  and  stayed  her. 

"Wait  a  moment.  Miss  Laura."  His  voice  was 
very,  tender  when  he  sprake  her  name.  She  showed 
no  surprise — merely  inquinng  : 

"Won't  you  come  indoors  ?  Fatherwill  he  pleased 
lo  see  you." 

"Not  lo  night,  thank  you.  My  business  is  with 
you. " 

"With  me?"  TTiere  was  an  undertone  of  alarm 
in  her  low  voice.  She  had  not  thought  there  was  any 
special  meaning  attached  to  Gerome's  visit,  and  she 
began  to  fear  now  that  there  was  some  new  trouble  in 
store  for  her.  Gerome  drew  the  package  from  ihe 
breast  pocket  of  his  coat. 

"  Miss  Laura,  the  night  before  Russel  was — taken 
away,  he  sent  for  me.  Wlien  I  went  to  see  him  he 
asked  me  to  take  from  his  trunk  this  packet,  addressed 
to  you,  and  dehver  it  to  you  with  my  own  hands.  I 
have  done  this  because  he  desired  my  promise  that  I 
would  do  so.  It  is  not  a  very  pleasant  duty  for  either 
of  us.  I  will  leave  you  now,  but  some  other  time  I 
may  hope  to  avail  myself  of  your  invitation  to  enter 
your  father^s  house.  Good  night.''  He  put  the  pack- 
age into  her  hand,  which  he  caught  and  pressed  ten- 
derly, then  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  hastily  away 
without  another  word  from  T^aura. 

An  hour  afterward  Mr.  Sylveslei  came  into  tlie  din- 
ing-room. There  was  a  bright  blaze  in  the  grate,  be- 
side which  I,aura  was  standing,  with  her  head  on  her 
arm  which  lay  on  the  mantel-piece. 

"W'hy,  Lottie,  what  a  craz>' notion  to  have  a  fire 
such  a  warm  June  night  as  this  !  Ki^  you  sick,  my 
dear?''  inquired  her  fathet.  an.xiously.  Laura  an- 
swered in  an  odd  mufiled  voice,  without  raising  her 
head  : 

"  I've  only  been  burning  some  waste  praper,  father." 

During  the  next  three  months  Derrick  Gerome  be- 
came a  frequent  visitor  al  Sylvester's  house.  Even 
Mr.  Sylvester  himself  had  begun  to  see  which  way 
these  visits  were  tending,  and,  having  great  re5p>ect 
and  liking  for  Gerome,  he  favored  his  inclinations 
most  agreeably.  With  both  these  coadjutors  arraved 
against  her.  Laura,  who  did  not  care  much  whither 
she  was  drifting,  seeing  the  chasm  which  lay  between 
her  soul  and  Russel's  growing  wider  everj-  day.  was 
fain  to  yield  to  their  entreaties,  and  name  a  day  which 
would  bring  to  pass  the  event  they  both  desired.  So, 
in  the  last  daj-s  of  September.  Laura  saw  her  wedding- 
day  approaching  with  an  apathy  she  strove  in  vain  to 
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conceal.  She  could  not  be  as  interested  as  they  de- 
sired ;  it  seemed  to  her  continually  as  though  it  was 
some  one  else's  wedding-day  instead  of  her  own  ;  or 
else  that  the  ghost  of  Laura  Sylvester,  a  pale,  spirit- 
less woman,  was  about  to  plight  her  troth  to  Derrick 
Gerome.  Of  her  future  husbands  worth  and  good-" 
ness  she  had  no  doubt  whatever  ;  nay,  she  even  an- 
ticipated a  quiet  son  of  satisfaction  at  thought  of  the 
devotion  with  which  he  regarded  her.  She  could  be 
content  all  her  life  with  him,  but  it  was  not  exactly 
the  passionate,  self-sacrificing  love  she  had  thought 
herself  capable  of  before  she  wasted  it  on  an  un- 
worthy object.  You  will  perceive  that  Laura  regarded 
herself  somewhat  in  the  light  of  a  mart>T.  It  is  true, 
her  Sensitive  nature  had  received  a  shock  which  she 
could  not  easily  forget  ;  but  her  actions  conveyed, 
though  she  had  never  put  the  thought  into  words, 
even  \q  herself,  that  since  one  man  had  made  her  suf- 
fer all  men  should  atone.  Gerome  felt  this  lack  of 
ifsponsive  affection  on  herpart,  but  hopred  time  would 
win  a  more  fen'ent  return  of  his  own  warm  regards. 

So.  one  bright  5>eptember  morning.  Laura  was  robed 
in  white  trailing  garments  and  the  traditional  veil  and 
orange-blossoms.  When  she  looked  in  the  glass  her 
own  reflection  startled  her,  it  was  so  wraith-like. 

'■  White  is  so  becoming  to  brides,"  said  her  grati- 
fied attendant.  Laura  looked  down  at  her  ghostly 
robes. 

' '  And  they  lay  out  dead  people  ua  white, "  was  all 
she  said. 

Her  horrified  attendant  saw  her  depart  without 
another  word.  There  was  no  tremor  in  Laura's  voice 
during  the  performance  of  the  solemn  marriage  cere- 
mony, though  that  of  Gerome  was  almost  inaudible. 
It  was  concluded,  and  Laura  Sylvester  was  no  more ; 
but  a  pale,  quiet  woman  stood  in  her  place,  whom 
friends  called  "  Laura  Gerome.''  Her  husband  took 
her  to  San  Francisco,  but.  in  spite  of  the  quietness  of 
her  girlhood,  the  busy  city  Ufe  soon  palled  upon  her 
taste.  She  was  not  in  harmony  with  its  rush  and 
struggle  ;  so.  after  spending  a  month  or  two  of  it,  she 
said  to  her  husband  : 

"  Derrick,  I  want  to  go  home.  I  believe  I  Hke  the 
mountains  best  after  all.  It  is  so  quiet  there,  and 
this  life  tires  me.'' 

"  My  dearest,  we  will  go  to-morrow.  You  do  look 
tired  !  Why  didn't  you  mention  it  before,  Laura?" 
said  her  husband,  tenderly  stroking  herbrowTi  banded 
hair.  It  was  noticeable  that  he  never  called  her  ' '  Lot- 
tie"— the  name  which  Russel's  lips  had  profaned — 
nothing  but  the  stately  "  Laura.''  which  he  spoke  so 
tenderly,  did  she  ever  hear  from  him. 

So  in  a  few  days  they  were  back  in  their  own  home, 
a  picturesque  house  out  of  to\\'n,  whose  sitting-room 
windows  commanded  a  \iew  of  the  Manzanita  dig- 
gings, of  which  Gerome  was  now  superintendent  and 
part  owner.  The  house  was  ha'ndsomely  furnished, 
and  not  far  distant  from  her  girlhood's  home.  Here 
she  passed  the  first  winter  of  her  married  life,  quieily 
enough,  happy  to  all  appearances,  and  no  one  but 
Gerome  felt  the  full  force  and  griraness  of  the  skele- 
ton in  the  closet.  Laura  was  most  willing  to  please 
him,  read  and  talked  about  his  favorite  books,  took 
pains  to  prepare  such  epicurean  dishes  as  he  expressed 
a  fancy  for.  wore  his  favorite  amethyst  ribbons  at  her 
throat  and  in  her  hair,  and  always  addressed  him 
gently  but  with  unvarj'ing  calmness.  The  soul  of  the 
strong  man  was  hungrj'  for  the  signs  of  love,  which 
he  did  not  exhibit ;  he  would  have  given  all  he  owned 
if  she  had  come  to  the  door  to  meet  him  with  ripe 
lips  uplifted  for  a  kiss  ;  he  would  have  showered  ca- 
resses on  her  which  would  have  made  some  women 
the  happiest  wives  in  the  world  ;  but  the  fear  that  they 
would  wear)'  her  restrained  him.  Russel's  name  was 
never  mentioned  between  them — never  approached 
save  once,  when  Gerome  found  Laura  sitting  on  a  low 
foot-stool,  before  a  fire  flickering  in  the  grate,  and  the 
rest  of  the  room  in  shadow.  He  saw  tears  on  her 
lashes,  and  the  sight  rent  his  great  heart ;  he  spoke 
without  stopping  to  think,  out  of  the  depths  of  his 
misery  : 

"Oh,  Laura!  can't  you  forget  and  be  happy?" 
And  she  had  answered,  sadly  enough  : 

"  I  \\ish  to  Heaven  I  could  !"  and  went  away  ^\ith 
her  trouble,  leaving  him  to  bear  his  alone. 

One  day  in  Ma>'  Laura  sat  by  the  \\indow  open  to 
the  soft  South  air.  «ilh  some  sewing  lying  in. her  lap. 
Over  in  the  mines,  whither  Gerome  had  gone  half  an 
hour  before,  all  was  acdviiy.  The  cascade  of  water 
pouring  over  the  top  of  the  bank  caught  the  eye  ;  its 
ribbon-like  stream  «as  swajing  in  the  breeze.  By  the 
pipes  at  the  foot  of  the  bank  several  men  were  stand- 
ing. Gerome  among  the  number,  she  thought  idly. 
She  reached  an  opera-glass  from  a  small"  table  near 
her  and  leveled  it  toward  the  bank.  Yes,  the  bank 
w  as  going  to  cave  before  long,  evident  from  the  watch- 
ful positions  of  the  miners  at  the  foot  of  it.  Even 
while  she  looked  the  earth  started  to  slide,  and  the 
men  left  their  pipes  and  ran  for  safe  places.  Gerome 
was  among  the  number,  but,  being  a  strong,  active 
man,  Laura  had  no  fear  for  him.  But  while  the 
thought  was  in  lier  mind,  she  saw  stumble  and  fall, 
and  the  next  instant  the  sliding  avalanche  of  earth 
had  swept  over  and  around  him,  burying  him  from 
sight.  The  glass  dropped  from  Laura's  shaking  hand. 
She  was  white  to  the  very  lips  with  the  dreadful,  piti- 
ful pallor  of  fear.  In  that  instant  of  horror  the  long 
frozen  current  of  her  heart  was  broken  up,  and.  with 
one  wild  cry  of  "O  Derrick,  my  husband!"  she 
sprang-out  of  the  door,  and  flew  with  the  speed  of 
the  wind  down  the  steep,  rocky  path  which  led  into 
the  mines  In  that  supreme  hour  of  crucial  test  she 
remembered,  nothing  but  that  she  loved  him  whom 
she  had  lost — who  had  lacked  through  her  the  bliss  of 
knowing  himself  beloved.  She  sped  as  if  winged  over 
the  rough  rocks  and  huge  bowlders  which  lay  in  her 
way.  She  scaled  cliffs  and  leaped  chasms  which,  at 
another  time,  she  would  not  have  dared  attempted 
but  she  had  only  one  thought  in  her  mind,  to  save 
her  husband  or  to  die  with  him.  Ghastly  and  pant- 
ing she  appeared  on  the  scene.  One  of  the  men  sud- 
denly darted  from  the  crowd  and  caught  her  arm, 
interposing  himself  between  her  and  the  scene  beyond. 
■'  Good  God  !  Mrs.  Gerome,  how  came  you  here?'" 
But  Laura  struck  at  him  with  her  clenched  hand, 
crying  wildly : 

"  Where  is  my  husband  ?  Let  me  go  to  him  !  Let 
me  go.  I  tell  you  V  and,  breaking  away  from  him. 
she  sprang  forward  to  the  group  of  men  who,  with 
hands  and  shovels,  were  removing  the  earth  from  the 
spot  where  Derrick  Gerome  had  fallen. 

Laura  dropped  on  her  knees,  and  with  feverish 
anxiety  began  to  throw  the  loose  earth  away  with  her 
own  white  hands.  The  man  who  had  stayed  her 
first— the  foreman.  Rolfe— took  hold  of  them  gently, 
but  firmly. 

"Come  with  me.  Don't  you  see  that  you  hinder 
the  men  from  working?"  he  said. 

That  was  enough.  Laura  drew  back  a  few  paces, 
watching  with  maddening  anxiety  the  movements  of 
the  workers.  Swiftly,  but  carefully,  they  worked  ; 
and  after  the  lapse  of  what  seemed  hours  to  Laura, 
a  something  was  slowly  brought  to  view.     Gerome 


tered  lay  on  the  table.  He  refused  the  help  of  anass- 
thetics.  sa\ing  bravely: 

"  I  want  to  keep  my  brain  clear.*' 

When  all  was  ready  Laura  Ufted  the  head  and  laid 
it  against  her  bosom,  holding  it  close  while  the  work 
was  done.  When  he  winced  once  with  the  pain,  she 
pressed  her  lips  to  his  forehead,  his  closed  eyes,  and 
white  hps.     At  last  it  was  over,  and  he  looked  up  at 


had  fallen  forward,  with  one  arm  crushed  under  him. 
and  his  face  to  the  ground.  They  turned  it  to  the 
light  as  Laura  darted  for\vard  and  fell  on  her  knees 
beside  him.  The  face  was  bruised  about  the  tem- 
ples, and  the  yellow  mud  was  clotted  in  his  dark 
curhng  hair.  Some  one  brought  water  from  a  pool 
near  by.  and  with  a  wet  handkerchief  gently  bathed 
his  face.     Laura  lifted  her  head  from  his  heart. 

"He    isn't    dead!     He    isn't    dead!     His    heart  j  her  with  pathetic  smile, 
beats!     I  hear  it!"  she  cried,  excitedly.     "Oh,  for        "  This  is  your  husband,  dear,  all  that's  left  of  him." 
the  love  of  heaven,  send  some  one  for  a  doctor  !''    j      "  Don't,  Derrick,  don't?"  was  all  Laura  couldsay. 

•■  Page  has  gone  long  ago,"  said  one  of  the  men.  i  for  her  own  strength  began  to  fail  under  the  awful 
"  If  we  could  carr)'  him  home,  it  would  be  better."     I  strain  it  had  borne.    But  (lerome,  now  that  the  worst 

A  litter  was  hastily  improvised,  and  laying  their  \  over,  began  to  recall  some  of  liis  old  cheerfulness 
unconscious  burden  on  it,  the  men  proceeded  slowly  j  under  the  potent  spell  of  Laura's  love.     As  the  raedi- 
and  steadily  to  bear  him  home,  where  they  laid  him  '  cal  men  withdrew  a  great  tear  fell  on  his  face, 
on  a  sofa  in  the  cheerful  sitting-room,  and  all  but  j      "  My  darling,  don't  grieve  for  me.     Indeed.  lam 
Rolfe  withdrew.  i  happier  than  in  all  my  life  before,"  he  said,  anxiously. 

"  That  woman's  white  face  will  haunt  me  as  long    But  dowm  went  Laura's  head  on  his  breast,  and  for 
■as  I  Uve."'  said  one  of  them  in  a  subdued  tone.  a  few  minutes  she  sobbed  \iolently.  while  Gerome 

"  She  looks  as  if  she  had  been  struck  with  death    held  her  close  in  the  circle  of  his  right  arm.  whisper- 
herself.  '  was  the  answer.  .  ing  fond  and  endearing  words  in  her  ear.      But  the 

Gerome  was  struggling  for  breath  now,  watched  by  brusque  Doctor  entered  just  then,  and  taking  in  the 
Laura's  agonized  eyes.  Rolfe  was  moistening  his  j  situation  at  a  glance,  exclaimed  hastily: 
lips  with  bmndy  and  holding  Laura's  crs'stal  and  sil-  ]  "Tut.  tut.  madam,  this  will  never  do  !  It  won't, 
ver  flagon  of  smelling-salts  to  his  nostrils.  She  had  '  upon  my  soul !  Wliy.  I  left  you  to  comfort  your 
caught  up  the  flagon  as  she  opened  the  doors  to  let  .  husband,  and  from  the  appearance  of  things  at  pres- 
them  enter,  and  held  it  to  her  husband  with  nervous  ]  ent  I  should  say  he  is  comforting  you.'' 
haste;  but  Rolfe  put  out  a  quiet  hand  and  took  it  I      But  he  was  not  venr'  cross,  for  Gerome's  face  reas- 


from  her.  Gerome  gasped,  and  the  brown  eyes 
opened  slowly,  gazing  full  into  his  wife's  face.  After 
an  instant,  he  said  in  a  dazed,  feeble  way: 

"  What  is  it.  dear?    You  look  frightened." 

Her  heart  gave  a  great  bound. 

"  Me.  always  me.'"  she  thought;  "  he  never  thinks 
of  himself  How  bhnd  I  have  been,  and  O  heaven, 
how  cruel  !'' 

She  put  her  face  down  against  kis  caressingly  as 
she  answered,  suppressmg  her  emotion  to  speak 
quietly: 

The  cave  overtook  you.  Derrick,  and  you  were 
buried  in  it.     But,  thank  God,  you  are  still  alive !" 

The  unwonted  tenderness  of  her  manner  touched 
him.  As  Rolfe  withdrew  to  the  window,  Gerome 
whispered: 

"And  you  were  frightened,  dear?  Did  you  think 
I  was  killed?" 

She  raised  her  face  and  let  him  look  into  her  eyes, 
saying,  with  a  great  throb  of  thankfulness  at  her 
heart  because  that  he  had  Uved  to  hear  it: 


sured  him,  and  as  Laura  lifted  her  head  indignantly, 
with  her  sobs  checked,  Gerome  replied  steadily: 

"Now,  don't  you  interfere.  Hamilton!  Laura  is 
as  brave  as  a  soldier  you  admitted  yourself.  God 
bless  her!  Comfort !  \\Tiy.  I  could  spare  some  of  my 
spirits  to  you.     I'm  not  as  low-spirited  as  you  fancy." 

"  That's  a  fact.  Gerome  ;  you  do  bear  up  well.  I 
couldn't  in  your  place." 

Gerome  looked  up  at  him  with  a  mischievous  smile 
as  he  answered: 

"You  could  if  you  had  my  wife  to  help  you." 

"  There  may  be  something  in  that,  Gerome.  Be- 
lieve I  will  get  married.  Don't  know,  women  are  so 
fussy.  Good  hands  in  sickness,  though.  I'll  see 
about  it."  and  he  went  bustling  out  of  the  house. 

This  happened  some  years  ago.  The  last  time  I 
saw  Gerome  and  his  wife  was  behind  a  handsome 
span  of  horses,  which  Laura  was  driving.  The  dark 
face  of  her  husband  glowed  with  pride  or  gleamed 
with  amusement    at  her  animated  talk,  and  it  was 


Derrick,  until  I  thought  you  might  be  dead,  I  I  plain  that  Laura's  promise  had  been  well  and  faith- 
never  knew  how  dearly  I  loved  you,  how  wholly  my  1  lullv  kept,  that  she  was  in  every  sense  of  the  word  her 
heart  was  yours.     You  must  Hve  so  that  I  may  have    husband's  helpmate,  and  that  his  tower  of  strength 

lav  in  the  fullness  of  her  love. 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 


years  in  which  to  prove  my  words  true,  dearest" 
Then  she  laid  her  lips  hghtl'y  on  his  in  the  first  vol- 
untary kiss  she  had  ever  given  him.  There  was  time 
for  her  to  see  the  great  joy  shining  from  his  dark  eyes 
ere  the  fringed  Uds  swept  over  them,  hiding  their 
light  in  unconsciousness  again.  Laura  sprang  to  her 
feet  in  alarm  as  Rolfe  turned,  saving;  "He  has 
fainted  again.  The  Doctor  is  here  now,  thank  God  ! " 
When  Gerome  was  restored  to  consciousness  a  second 
time,  under  the  Doctor's  manipulations,  his  first  glance 
was  around  the  room  in  search  of  his  wife's  face,  rest- 
ing thereon  with  an  expression  of  absolute  content 

"  This  man's  hurt !"  said  Doctor  Hamilton,  bluntly; 
"  his  left  arm  is  completely  mangled,"  gently  cutting 
the  muddy  slum  away  from  it.  After  a  careful  exam- 
ination of  the  injured  member,  the  Doctor  laid  it  back 
by  the  man's  side  and  looked  at  him  thoughtfully, 
jamming  his  hands  into  his  coat  pockets  as  he  did  so. 
The  brusque  Doctor  had  a  heart,  which  so  many  mem- 
bers of  his  profession  seem  to  lack,  and  he  hesitated 
to  tell  the  stricken  man  the  truth.  But  Gerome  spared 
him  the  p^iin  by  asking  : 

"  Will  I  have  to  lose  it.  Doctor?" 

Laura  drew  close  and  shpped  her  hand  in  her  hus- 
band's uninjured  right  one,  which  closed  round  it  with 
a  tender  pressure.     The  Doctor  answered  slowly  : 

"  I  am  afraid  so.  my  friend.  Thebone  is  so  splin- 
tered and  broken  that  it  is  impossible  to  restore  it. 
You  must  have  struck  your  elbow  on  a  rock  as  you 
fell ;  and.  after  all,  that  may  have  saved  your  life,  as 
that  W3.S  the  primar)-  cause  of  yourunconsciousness." 
With  a  look  of  agony,  which  went  straight  to  Laura's 
heart,  Gerome  exclaimed  : 

"Then  don't  wait !  Take  it  off  at  once,  before  I 
have  had  time  to  think  of  it,  Doctor  !'' 

"That  won't  do.  I  will  send  for  Dr.  Collins,  and 
consult  with  him.  We  shall  not  be  able  to  perform 
the  operation  for  an  hour  yet.  nor  will  your  strength 
at  present  admit  of  it.  I  want  you  to  take  this  cor- 
dial I  am  mixing  four  times  during  this  hour ;  and 
^^^s.  Gerome.  I  am  satisfied  to  leave  my  patient  in 
your  hands  for  comfort  and  consolation  !'' 

He  left  the  room,  Rolfe  following  him.  to  dispatch 
a  messenger  for  Dr.  Colhns,  and  Laura  and  her  hus- 
band were  left  alone.  The  innate  force  and  lovaltj" 
of  her  nature  were  aroused  now.  She  felt  herself  to 
be  the  fountain  whence  her  husband  was  to  draw 
strength  and  support  for  the  coming  trial,  and  she 
rose  equal  to  the  occasion.  She  leaned  over  him, 
saying  quietly,  but  oh  !  so  tenderly  ; 

"  I  am  glad  it  is  no  worse.  Derrick.'' 

"  But  a  cripple.  Laura  !  A  husband  with  only  one 
arm  when  you  married  a  stalwart  man  !"  he  groaned. 

"  For  better  or  for  worse  till  death  us  do  part."  she 
quoted  softly,  remembering  her  wedding  vovr.  "And  ; 
it  is  not  your  heart  that  is  crippled,  my  own  ;  nor  the 
light  of  reason  that  has  left  you.  for  you  can  hear  me  i 
say  ■  I  love  vou,'  and  you  know  what  that  means  ;  . 
and  it  is  not  speech  that-you  are  deprived  of,  for  you  \ 
can  assure  me  of  your  love  in  return  ;  and  the  light 
of  your  eves  is  now  the  light  of  my  heart,  for  you  can  \ 
see  the  face  of  the  wife  who  loves  you  better  than  all  I 
the  world  besides." 

Gerome's  dark  face  was  radiant. 

"  My  angel.''  he  murmured.  "  I  would  he  willing 
to  suffer  any  penalty  that  the  blessing  of  your  affec- 
tion may  be  revealed  to  me." 

"  Derrick,  a  little  while  ago  I  said  my  heart  was 
wholly  yours,  and  that  you  must  live  years  yet  in 
which  to  prove  my  words  true.  Ought  i  not  to  feel 
a.Uttle  thrill  of  thankfulness  that  I  will  have  the  op-  \ 
portunity  of  proving  the  helpmate  I  promised  to  be  ?  , 
I  am  only  concerned  for  the  suffering  you  will  under- 
go, dear  heart."  \ 

"That  will  be  nothing  if  you  can  stay  by  me. 
I^ura."  I 

"  I  will  not  leave  you,  dearest." 

So  when,  at  the  expiration  of  the  hour,  the  two  | 
doctors  entered  the  room  together,  Laura  said  gravely, 
though  with  white  Hps:  ] 

"  My  husband  wishes  me  to  stay  by  him,  gentle- 
men. I  will  be  very  quiet,  I  assure  you.  and  not  in- 
terfere with  vou  in  the  performance  of  your  duties." 

Dr.  Hamilton  looked  at  Gerome's  pleading  face 
and  answered  briefly: 

"  \'er\'  well,  madam."  ! 

When  the  cruel  shining  steel  instruments  were  laid 
out  on  the  table,  Laura,  went  and  knelt  beside  the  i 
sofa  which  had  been  drawn  beside  it.    Gerome's  arm, 
bared  to  the  shoulder,  bruised,  nerveless,  and  shat- 1 
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INTAGLIOS. 

Not  Yet. 
Not  yet,  O  friend,  not  yet 
The  patient  stars 

Lean  from  their  lattices  content  to  wait. 
.A.1I  is  illusiun  till  the  morning  bars 
Slip  from  the  levee  of  the  Eastern  gate. 
Night  is  too  young,  O  friend,  day  is  too  near. 
Wait  for  the  day  that  maketh  all  things  clear. 
Not  yet,  O  friend,  not  yet. 
Not  yei,  O  friend,  not  yet. 
All  is  not  true; 

All  is  not  ever  as  seemeth  now  ; 
Soon  shall  the  river  take  another  blue, 
Soon  dies  yen  light  upran  the  mountain  brow. 
What  lieth  dark,  O  love,  bright  day  will  fill. 
Wait  for  the  morning,  be  it  good  or  ill. 
Not  yet,  O  love,  not  yeL  Bret  H.\rte. 


The  Mysteries. 
Once  on  my  mother's  breast,  a  child,   I  crept. 

Holding  my  breath; 
There,  safe  and  sad,  lay  shuddering,  and  wept 

At  the  dark  mysterj"  of  Death. 
Wearj-  and  weak,  and  worn  with  all  unrest, 

Spent  with  the  strife — 
O  mother,  let  me  weep  upon  thy  breast 

At  the  sad  my5ter>'  of  Life. 

W.    D.    HOWELLS. 


Three  Kisses  of  Farewell. 

Three — only  three,  my  darling — 

Separate,  solemn,  slow; 
Not  like  the  swift  and  joyous  ones 

We  used  to  knovv 
\V"hen  we  kissed  because  we  loved   each   other, 

Simply  to  taste  love's  sweet, 
And  lavished  our  kisses  as  the  summer 

Lavishes  heat ; 
But  as  ihej-  kiss  whose  hearts  are  wTung 

When  hope  and  fear  are  spent, 
.\nd  nothing  Ls  left  to  give  e.\cept 

A  sacrament ! 
First  of  the  three,  my  darling. 

Is  sacred  unto  pain; 
We  have  hurt  each  other  often ; 

We  shall  again. 
When  we  pine  because  we  miss  each  other. 

And  do  not  understand 
How  the  written  words  are  so  much  colder 

Than  eye  and  hand, 
1   kiss  thee,  dear,  for  all  such  pain 

^Vhich  we  may  give  or  take ; 
Buried,  forgiven  before  it  comes. 

For  our  love's  s.:ke  ! 
The  second  kiss,  my  darling. 

Is  full  of  joy's  svi-eet  thrill; 
We  have  blessed  each  other  always  ; 

We  alwa>-s  vriU. 
We  shall  reach  until  we  feel  each  other 

Past  all  time  and  space; 
We  shall  listen  till  we  hear  each  other 

In  ever>-  place  ; 
The  earth  is  full  of  messengers 

Which  love  sends  to  and  fro ; 
I  kiss  thee,  darling,  for  all  joy 

Which  we  shall  know ! 
The  last  kiss,  O  my  darling, 

My  love — I  cannot  see 
Through  my  tears,  as  I  remember 

What  it  may  be. 
We  may  die  and  never  see  each  other. 

Die  with  no  time  to  give 
.■\ny  sign  that  our  hearts  are  failhfut 

'^o  die  as  live. 
Token  of  what  they  will  not  see 

Who  see  our  parting  breath. 
This  one  last  kiss,  my  darting,  seals 

The  seal  of  death  I 


Nature. 
As  a  fond  mother  when  the  day  is  o'er. 

Leads  by  the  hand  her  liiile  child  (o  bed, 
Half  willing,  half  reluctant  to  be  led. 
.\nd  leave  his  broken  pla>-things  on  the  floor, 
Still  gazing  at  them  through  the  open  door, 
Nor  wholly  reassured  and  comforted 
By  promises  of  others  in  their  stead, 
\\'hich  though  more  splendid  may  not  please  him  more; 
So  nature  deals  with  us,  and  takes  away 

Our  playthings  one  by  one,  and  by  the  hand 
Leads  us  so  gently,  that  we  go. 
Scarce  knowing  if  we  wish  to  go  or  stay. 
Being  too  full  of  sleep  to  understand 

How  far  the  unknown  transcends  the  what  we  know. 
Longfellow. 


^HIS  WONDERFUL  SPOT  OF  CAL- 

ifomia  should  be  visited  by  all  residents  and  tourists. 
The  Geysers  of  Iceland  and  the  Geysers  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  remarkable  Canyon  of  the 
Pluton  in  Sonoma  Countj-.  Wonderful  as  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  wonderful  as  a  health  resort,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
sort of  pleasure.  By  steamer,  train,  and  coach,  over  a 
beautiful  Bay,  through  beautiful  valleys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  than  compensates  for  the  cost  and  time. 
Leave  San  Francisco  daily  at  3  p.  m,,  by  steamer  for  Don- 
ahue; take  train  for  Cloverdale;  stay  all  night  at  Clover- 
dale,  and  leave  in  coach — four-in-hand — at  7  ,\.  m.  for  the 
mountain  drive  over  the  hills  to  the  Geysers.  Returning 
passengers  reach  San  Francisco  in  a  day  by  the  Calistoga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Geysers,  is  the  easiest,  most  ine\-pensive, 
and  most  delightful  of  any  in  California.  The  hotel  accom- 
modations, the  trout  fishing,  the  hunting,  the  walks  and 
drives,  the  bathing,  the  everj-thing,  are  perfection. 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 


THE  GREAT  GEYSERS  HOTEL. 

\VM.   FORS\TH,   Proprielor. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY. 


NOOK    FARM. 


F' 


'AMILIES    WISHnXG    TO   SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  country-  will  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery'  of  such  endless  variety  as  lempt 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Naoa  Counry.  Cal. 


THE     SEASON 

.\T 

SANTA     CRUZ. 


Pacific  Ocean  House. 


rsESIRIXG  TO  OFFER  MY  GUESTS 

■^-"^  all  the  conveniences  nece^ar>-  to  their  enjoj-ment,  I 
have  purchased  the  grounds  adjoining  the  hotel  for  croquet, 
swings,  etc.  Having  ample  room  for  children's  play-grounds 
I  am  able  to  offer  unusual  advantages  to  families.  As  an 
additional  attraction  I  have  erected  Piazza  14  by  100  feet, 
with  an  elegant  dancing  floor.  The  Hotel  has  been  com- 
pletely renovated  and  refurnished.  The  Dining-room  and 
general  menu  is  undetthe  personal  supervision  of  Mr.  GEO. 
W.  HO.ADLEY,  Manager.  I  am  prepared  to  make  special 
arrangements  with  families  and  others  desiring  to  make  an 
extended  stay  at  the  fashionable  watering  place  of  the  Pa- 
cific. Day  rates  as  usual.  J.  H.  HOADLEY. 
Santa  Cniz,  May  loth,  137S. 


<>f.OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY,  BLANK  BOOKS.  LEGAL,  CUSTOM- 
HOUSE, AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 
624  Mongomery  Street,  Montgomerv  Block. 
San  Francisco.  California- 

y-  y.  FETTiT  &»  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVIXG    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 
528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE   PERFECTLY   PURE 

-^^      and  highly  concentrated  Extrs.cts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  vrith  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  siii)erior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  the  ordinary 
brands  of  ExiracLs. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  their  merits,  they  have  h«cu 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  arc  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast;  Dealers  will  find  (hem  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN"  FR.\NCISCO.  CAL. 

J.   C.   MERRILL   &.   CO. 

SHIPPING 

A  N*  I)  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

.\5enI5  for  the 

S\NDWICH    ISL.\NDS    AND    OREGON    P.ACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  7o6  California  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Francisco.  July  i6,  1878. 
Mv  Okak  Madge  : — I  wish  you  could  have  l)een 
with  us  on  Monday  night  at  the  California.  It  was 
so  like  the  old  limes — the  old  times,  I  mean,  not  only 
before  the  cm  of  economy  set  in,  but  before  the  be- 
ginning of  the  (k-eline*  Iij'er\lhing  in  the  way  ot 
mountings  was  lavish,  and  the  cast  contained  not  a 
single  stick.  Think  upon  that.  Madge,  and  think 
also  what  a  long,  long  time  it  has  been  since  it  was 
possible  10  say  it  of  a  performance  in  that  theatre. 
Diplomacy  is  a  charming  play,  and.  perhaps,  owes 
something  of  its  interest  in  these  times  (o  the  won- 
drous amount  of  state-craft  which  those  old  fellows 
over  the  water  are  employing  just  now.  In  short, 
diplomacy  is  the  fashion,  and  diplomats  arc  greater 
men  than  generals.  Of  course,  in  the  play,  every- 
thing diplomatic  is  delightfully  \-ague,  and  we  onlv 
know  of  jhe  dispatches,  which  cause  all  the  trouble, 
that  they  are  important  and  that  they  are  Russian. 
This  latter  is  a  ver>-  strong  recommendation.  It 
would  appear  that  no  plaj-wright  can  with  impunity 
give  a  play  over  to  a  critical  public  unless  in  contains 
the  Russian  clement,  as  popular  taste  runs  nowadays; 
and  it  does  help  to  make  a  play  picturesque,  both  be- 
cause the  Russians  are  bom  sybarites  and  bom 
schemers,  in  Diphnuuy  there  is  just  enough  Russia 
introduced  to  make  the  necessar\'  mischief,  for  the 
"  Reauclerc"  brothers  are  Englishmen  aud  members 
of  the  British  Embassy,  while  the  heroine  and  her 
mother  hail  from  Paragiwy.  That  is  rather  an  odd 
fancy,  is  it  not,  Madge,  to  bring  a  heroine  from 
Paraguay  of  all  coxmtries?  But  whenever  those 
foreign  dramatists  introduce  to  fiction  a  lady  whose 
habits  of  life  are  more  Inxuriouj  than  her  known 
hank  account  would  seem  to  warrant,  ihey  locate  her 
either  in  the  United  States  or  South  America.  The 
plot  of  Diptonuuy  is  as  delicate  as  a  spider's  web,  but 
woven  of  that  strongest  thing  in  nature — the  jealousy 
of  a  woman  baffled  in  love.  Mi*^  Jeffreys-Lewis  as 
the  "  Comtesse  Zicka  "  quite  froze  me  with  horror  in 
the  first  acL  Such  concentrated  malignity  of  hate  is 
quite  terrifving  even  in  fiction.  Vou  have  no  idea, 
Madge,  how  Miss  Lewis  has  improved,  even  since 
she  was  here  last  playing  in  Pique.  An  indefinable 
change  has  passed  over  her.  She  has  lost  her  af- 
fectations. She  is  stronger,  more  thorough,  and 
more  finished.  She  has  an  immensely  strong  part. 
She  is  a  female  Russian  spy.  a  woman  with  a  history, 
an  adventuress  who  has  been  overtaken  by  a  genuine 
passion,  and  finds  a  rival  in  a  yoOng  girl  whose 
charms  consist  of  a  fresh  heart  and  a  pretty  face.  Al- 
together, she  is  a  "  ver>-  had  sort,"  as  the  novels  say, 
but  she  pleaded  her  case  so  strongly,  she  was  so  in- 
expressibly touching  in  her  interview  with  "Baron 
Stein  " — where  she  tells  her  story  in  the  second  act 
after  her  return  from  the  wedding  of  her  rival— that 
my  sj'mpathies  perforce  went  out  to  her,  so  that  her 
hiimiliaton  actually  hurt  me,  my  interest  was  so  real. 
But  how  subtly  she  wove  the  toils  around  "Dora;" 
how  she  wrung  the  heart  of  the  man  she  loved;  how 
cleverly  she  seconded  the  schemes  of  the  wily  Baron. 
and  how  thoroughly  she  mixed  affairs  up  generally  ! 
I  never  saw  so  labyrinthine  a  plot  whose  incidents 
were  so  naturally  brought  about,  and.  in  the  end,  so 
neatly  unwound.  Vou  will  remember,  Madge,  my- 
impressions  of  Maud  Granger,  derived  partly  from 
her  photographs  and  partly  from  the  reports  of  those 
who  had  seen  her.  I  thought  her  tall  and  Junoesque, 
Large,  exceedingly  in  fact,  with  a  pair  of  big  flashing 
coal-black  eyes,  and  a  big  stage  voice  with  a  presence 
altogether  to  which  the  term  magnificent  would  be 
most  applicable,  judge  of  my  amaze  when  a  pretty 
little  creature  swept  out.  who  quite  upset  all  my  pre- 
conceived ideas.  She  is  short,  quite  short,  with  a 
svelU,  lissome  figure,  and  eyes  which  mav  be  black 
or  blue  or  gray.  1  could  not  tell,  but  large  and  round 
and  full.  They  neither  flash  nor  dance  as  I  expect- 
ed, but  are  soft  and  pleading,  and  taken  altogether 
she  is  quite  a  delicious  little  woman.  And  what  a 
dresser, Madge  !  JefFreys-l^wis.as  the  "Comtesse,'" 
is  a  picture  in  her  magnificent  costumes,  but  there  is 
something  out  of  the  conmion  in  Maud  Granger's 
style.  The  costumes  may  be  Worth's,  but  they  are 
not  Worthian.  She  inclines  to  the  neglige,  and  wore 
two  rA->bes  dts  fh.unbres,  both  of  white  and  gold,  but 
the  second  of  white  satin,  and  a  little  more  elaborate 
than  the  first,  a  natural  circumsuince  perhaps,  since 
it  was  an  article  of  the  trousseau.  She  must  be  fond 
of  gold,  for  her  second  toilet  had  some  yellow 
draper}- — an  over-dress  I  suppose  it  to  be — and  her 
bridal  traveling-dress  of  purple  and  golden  bronze 
'..--  '.ii.  (ig  all  over  with  little  golden  jigamarees  of 
=  sort.   The  effect  was  quite  enchanting,  I  assure 


you.  I  do  not  fancy  Maud  Granger  to  be  an  e.\tra- 
ordinarj-  actress.  In  a  round  of  characters  she  could 
not  approach  JeflfreySf  Lew  is  ;  but  "Dora'' — how  in 
the  world  did  a  Paraguayan  ever  come  to  be  named 
Dora  ?— is  a  part  which  fits  her  well,  and  she  plays  it 
ven.'  prettily.  There  is  a  charming  scene  between 
husband  and  w  ife,  in  which  both  she  and  Montague 
are  delightfully  natural.  Poor  fellow  !  hewus  suffer- 
ing from  a  terrible  cold,  and  was  as  hoarse  as  a  crow. 
It  must  be  verj-  discouraging  to  make  even  stage  love 
when  the  croup  comes  struggling  up  in  the  throat 
with  one's  feelings;  but  Montague,  as  you  know,  in 
this  line,  always  dependeil  quite  as  much  upon  pose 
as  upon  his  lines.  In  point  of  fact,  he  attitudinizes 
too  much,  a  weakness  which  was  obser\-able  in  the 
famous  scene  between  the  three  men  at  the  close  of 
the  second  act.  It  is  the  thing  to  run  Montague 
down,  Ixrcause  he  is  so  well  liked  by  the  ladies,  some- 
thing which  the  poor  man  can  not  help.  I  can  not 
fancy  him  as  "Spartacus."  or  "Samson, "or  "Jibbe- 
nainosay."  but  a  more  graceful,  manly,  and  gentle- 
manly performance  than  his  "Julian  Beauclerc''  I 
should  not  ask,  nor  do  I  soon  again  expect,  to  see. 
The  stillness  in  the  theatre  was  intense  when  "  Count 
Orloff"  unwittingly  accused  the  wife  of  his  friend, 
and  the  repressed  leeling  with  which  all  three  gentle- 
men played  the  scene  was  very  strong  in  its  effect. 
It  was  uncomfortably  like  a  bit  of  real  life  and  ever)- 
one  was  very  glad  to  see  them  appear  amicably  to- 
gether before  the  curtain.  It  is  rarely,  alas  how  rare- 
ly, that  one  sce5  so  many  good  actors  together.  Mr. 
F.  B.  Warde,  who  plays  the  brother,  is  enough  like 
Montague  to  be  his  brother,  but  in  the  play  they  are 
so  exceedingly  friendly  as  to  almost  make  the  idea  of 
relationship  incompatible.  They  speak  in  same 
manner,  dress  in  the  same  style,  and  have  the  same 
regard  for  all  the  minor  courtesies  of  the  drawing- 
rDoni.  Warde  has  a  bright,  open  face,  and  a  twink- 
ling eye.  is,  in  fact,  a  belter  looking  man  than  Mon- 
Uigue.  but  not  quite  so  good  an  actor,  in  this  line  at 
least,  though  an  able  second.  In  fact,  Madge,  they 
both  have  such  .awfully  nice  parts  that  they  can't  help 
making  themselves  liked  in  them.  "  Count  Orloff" 
has  a  very  correct  and  dignified  manner,  and  was  an 
admirable  third  in  this  remarkable  scene.  As  for 
"  Baron  Stein  " — I  believe  the  man's  name  is  Shan- 
non, .but  I  can  not  think  of  him  as  anything  but 
"Stein" — his  make-up  is  so  thorough  that  I  heard 
many  people  disclaim  the  idea  of  its  being  a  make-up 
at  all.  He  has  a  pair  of  keen,  glittering  eyes,  under 
white  pent  brows,  a  mere  soup^on  of  accent  and  a 
bland  suavity  which  is  quite  exasperating  when  you 
know  what  a  grand  old  rascal  he  is.  It  is  an  admi- 
rably drawn  characterand  admirably  played.  There, 
Madge  !  Four  good  actors  all  together  in  one  thea- 
tre in  one  play  !  Add  to  these  two  excellent  act- 
resses, a  couple  of  artistic  interiors,  unexampled  care 
in  costuming  both  on  the  part  of  the  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, an  audience  almost  as  brilliant  as  in  the 
opera  season,  and  you  will  not  be  astonished  that  I 
found  nothing  to  gi-cwi  about.  I  enjoyed  myself 
thoroughly,  as  I  always  do  when  they  give  anything 
worth  enjoying.  I  can  not  say  as  much  for  Tuesday 
evening,  when  a  very  large  circle  of  personal  friends 
assisted  at  the  benefit  of  Harrj'  Edwards.  The  occa- 
sion was  interesting,  but,  for  an  hour  or  two  there 
was  a  perfect  carnival  of  amateurism.  I  am  sorry  he 
is  going,  but  tlie  fates  be  thanked  that  when  he  does 
go  he  goes  to  Boston.  'I'hey  say  W.  .■\.  Mestayer 
is  going  there  also,  and  I  should  not  like  to  have  the 
fastidious  Hubites  judge  of  California  taste,  as  they 
would  do  should  Mr.  Mestayer  bill  himself  as  a  "Cal- 
ifornia favorite."  Mr.  Harry  Edwards  will  offset  any- 
thing of  that  kind  I  hope,  or  else  Boston  will  regard 
us  as  a  band  of  wild  lunatics.  The  programme  for 
the  benefit  was  necessarily  made  up  of  what  material 
could  be  made  available,  and  was  therefore  too  frag- 
mentary to  be  tlioroughly  enjoyable.  However,  it 
was  just  as  well.  Jack  says  we  had  no  business  to  be 
enjoying  ourselves  at  such  a  parting.  There  were 
some  redeeming  features,  one  of  which  was  the  sing- 
ing of  Madame  \'arian — mother  of  vain,  pretty  Xina 
— a  lady  who,  under  a  long  Italian  name,  is  said  to 
have  once  entranced  audiences.  Her  voice  is  jangled 
by  time,  but  she  is  an  artist.  Another  was  Grismer's 
recitation  of  the  soliloquy  in  Enoch  Ardcn  :  "A  ship- 
wrecked sailor  waiting  for  a  sail ;  no  sail  from  day  to 
day.''  Of  course  he  said  "hit  no  sail."  They  all 
offend  metrical  sjTnmetry  with  that  little  conjunction. 
Yet  he  gave  the  pretty  fragment  with  feeling  and 
taste,  and  in  a  deep,  sonorous  voice,  which  called  up 
memories  of  poor  Edw  in  Adams,  who  is  always  iden- 
tified with  "  Enoch  Arden."  Rogers,  of  Tony  Pastors 
troupe,  has  been  gi\ing  an  imitation  of  Edwin  Adams 
in  tliis  same  bit  during  the  week,  but  it  is  not  so 
happy  as  some  others  of  his  acts.  They  have  changed 
the  bill  at  Tony's  just  enough  to  call  it  changed,  and 
the  crowds  are  still  flocking  there  to  laugh  and  be 
gay.  It  is  a  comfortable  place  to  go,  for  there  is 
never  any  of  the  tedium  of  delay.  Every  one  is 
sharply  on  time,  no  one  dawdles,  and  thc-re  is  noth- 
ing of  "the  endless  repetitions  of  encores,  which  be- 
come such  a  nuisance.  Patience  here  is  never  worn, 
at  least  with  wailing — a  lesson  which  some  of  the 
other  Jiianagers  could  advantageously  learn  from 
"America's  own  vocalist.''  A  striking  name,  is  it  not  ? 
But  not  nearly  so  funny  as  an  advertisempnt  I  saw 
the  other  day,  where  Harrigan  and  Hart's  entertain- 
ment is  caHed  the  "  Genesis  of  Vaudeville.''  Adieu  ! 
Come  down  and  see  Diplomacy  if  you  can,  and  enjoy 
it  as  much  a;  did  Yours,  Betsy  B, 


The  Power  of  Love. 

But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eye?, 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain ; 

Bui,  wilh  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  cverj-  power, 

-Vnil  gives  to  cvcr>'  power  a  greater  power — 

.■\  sort  of  double-geared  block  and  tackle  arranjiement. 

Thai  will,  among  other  things,  keep  a  man 

Chained  to  the  sofa  in  her  father's  parlor 

Till  half-post  one  o'clock  next  day. 

I.«ve  adds  a  precious  seeing  to  the  eye, 

Which  enables  base,  dcccivmg  men  to  pay 

Two  dolliu-s  and  a  half  for  a  pasle  diamond 

Set  in  a  brass  ring,  and  palm  it  off 

On  his  best  girl  for  one  of  Tiffany's  best  stones. 

And  the  dear,  conlldiiig  creature,  extending 

Her  taper  finger  to  receive  the  mfl, 

Exclaims,  "O  George!"  and  falling  into  his  arms 

Soils  his  while  vest  with  tears  of  joy ! 

A  lover's  c.ir  will  hear  the  lowest  sound, 

And  there  are  few  cases  on  record 

Where  the  old  man  succeeded  in  stealing 

From  the  bed-room  to  the  parlor  door 

Without  surprising  at  least  one  of  the  young  people. 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty   Bacchus  gross  in  laste ; 

And  for  valor,  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 

Packing    enough   confectionery  in   his    coat-tail    pockets 

To  sink  a  shiiJ  of  a  hundred  tons  burden!? 

Subtle  as  Sphin.Y,  as  sweet  and  music.il 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute  strung  with  hair 

Plucked  from  the  bright  and  golden  butler 

Which  comcth  from  the  Western  Reserve. 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write 

Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love's  sighs ; 

O  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  ears — 

But  what  docs  an  Indian  know  about  poetry? 

—Oil  City  Derrick. 


The  New  York  Graphic  says  :  The  marriage  of 
Miss  Mary  Anderson,  the  actress,  to  Lieutenant  Fre- 
mont, a  son  of  General  John  C.  Fremont,  is  an- 
nounced by  the  Louisville  Argus,  on  the  authority  of 
Mrs.  Fremont,  who  wrote  the  fact  to  General  William 
Preston.  It  appears  from  the  statement  that  Miss 
Anderson  was  married  on  the  30th  of  May,  the  day 
she  sailed  for  Europe,  and  that  on  that  date  the 
Lieutenant  boarded  his  own  ship,  it  being  arranged 
that  they  should  meet  in  Paris  and  pass  the  honey- 
moon there.  That  the  fair  young  tragedienne  is 
now  acting  "Juliet''  to  the  fortunate  Lieutenant's 
"  Romeo,''  there  would  seem  every  reason  to  believe; 
and  this  contrary  to  the  advice  of  no  less  a  mentor 
than  Mr.  Boucicault,  whose  sage  remarks  in  an  inter- 
view published  in  the  Graphic  are  recalled  by  this 
revelation  of  "  perfect  bliss."  "I  was  telling  Miss 
Anderson,"  said  Mr.  Boucicault  (we  quote  him  from 
the  interview),  "that  a  young  actress  should  avoid 
marriage.  The  priestesses  of  our  art  should  be  de- 
voted to  celibacy.  The  audience  is  a  husband  that 
is  never  out  of  temper — always  a  lover,  liberal,  faith- 
ful, and  always  at  hom'e.  She  cannot  ser\'e  two  mas- 
ters. An  actress  should  live  among  the  illusions  of 
life  as  long  as  she  can.  Marriage  and  its  conse- 
quences are  realities  of  the  realist  kind."'  "  But  is  it 
tnie  that  you  speculate,"  asked  the  lady,  with  perti- 
nacious ciuiosity,  "  that  you  are  wise  in  stocks  and 
shares?"  Xo  wonder  Miss  .Anderson,  on  the  verge 
of  "  realities  of  the  realist  kind,"  changed  the  sub- 
ject, although  we  doubt,  in  light  of  later  events,  the 
"pertinacious  curiosity"  in  regard  to  stocks  and 
shares.  To  hear,  and  yet  not  to  obey  !  We  would 
remind  the  giver  of  such  w.se  counsel,  however,  that 
the  priestess  of  art  is  apt  to  be  the  gainer  by  loving 
and  living,  and  that  when  Miss  Anderson  carries  out 
his  project  of  playing  "Parthenia"  to  Mr,  McCul- 
lough's  "  Ingomar,''  there  will  be  a  "  new-foimd 
meaning  in  those  stupid  words" — 

"  Two  souls  with  but  a  single  thought, 
Two  hearts  that  beat  as  one !" 


Miss  Gene\ieve  Ward  has  arrived  in  New  York 
from  Europe,  but  left  almost  immediately  for  Marsh- 
field,  where  she  will  remain  until  September.  Miss 
Ward  is  said  to  be  the  greatest  tragedienne  now  upon 
the  stage,  and  her  appearance  at  Booth's,  under  the 
auspices  of  Messrs.  Jarrelt  &  Palmer,  will  be  an  oc- 
dsion  of  great  interest.  Miss  Ward  will  be  remem- 
bered as  Mme.  Guerrabella,  whose  beautifiol  voice 
promised  so  much  for  a  fine  artistic  career  some  years 
ago.  She  is  .\merican  by  birth,  belonging  to  one  of 
the  best  old  New  York  families,  though  she  has  won 
her  theatrical  triumphs  abroad.  It  was  to  the  loss  of 
her  voice  while  pursuing  operatic  studies,  and  to  the 
despair  which  that  loss  created,  that  we  owe  the  ac- 
quisition to  the  stage  of  one  more  great  artiste.  Miss 
Ward  has  had  the  most  distinguished  success  in  Lon- 
don during  the  past  season,  and  comes  back  to  us  in 
the  zenith  of  her  fame,  with  a  reputation  as  woman 
and  actress  of  which  hercounir)'\vomenmaybe  proud. 


The  dramatic  amusements  for  this  country  this 
season,  out  of  New  York,  will  be  entirely  by  traveling 
companies.  The  Dramatic  News  says  that  only 
eight  cities  in  the  United  States  will  have  stock  com- 
panies, and  of  these  only  three  cities  will  have  resi- 
dent companies — New  York,  Boston,  and  Philadel- 
phia. McVicker,  who  will  have  the  only  stock  com- 
pany in  Chicago,  reser\es  the  privilege  of  sending  it 
out  through  the  country  at  odd  times.  Spaulding  of 
St.  Louis,  and  Miles  of  Cincinnati,  employ  one  com- 
pany in  conjimction.  New  Orleans  will  have  no 
company,  San  Francisco  but  two,  Louisville  none, 
Baltimore  one,  Albany  none,  Portland  none,  Detroit 
none,  Pitsburgh  none,  Cleveland  one  {which  will 
mainly  be  on  the  road,  however).  A  rough  estimate 
gives  sixty-five  as  the  number  of  combinations  that 
will  travel  about  the  country. 


A  risky  experiment  was  tried  in  a  Paris  theatre.  In 
the  ballet  the  leading  danseuse  came  forward  wa\ing 
an  olive  branch.  Then  all  the  flags  of  the  world 
were  waived  by  the  corps,  except  that  of  Germany. 
Then  the  premiere  danseuse  displayed  the  German 
flag.    The  reception  given  it  was  very  cordial. 


T^ALDWIISrS  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Makacer. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Managiir. 

C.  R.  Chipman Treasuker. 

Last    Nights  of  the  GRE.^T  HIT  OF  THE  SEASON. 

THE   OCTOROON. 

Old  Time  PIniuation  Scenes.      Old  Time  Plam:ition  Songs. 

SATURDAY JULV  20 

MATINEE  AT  J ;    EVENING  AT  8. 

THE  OCTOROON. 

Sunday,  July  ;i,  Last  Performance  of 

THE   OCTOROON. 

Monday,  July  22,  and  for  this  week  only,  grand  production 
of  the  great  Comedy  of  Adventure, 

FROM  SINGAPORE  TO  SUEZ 

in'  TiiE 

OVERLAND  ROUTE, 

By  Tom  Taylor,  Esq.,  with  new  and  original  scener>',  music, 
tropical  properties  and  costumes,  and  mechanical  effects. 


c 


'ALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hii,l Acting  Managhr. 


INSTANT  SUCCESS 
INSTANT  SUCCESS 

...  .OF 

MR.     H.    J.     MONTAGUE 

AND  HIS  NEW  YORK  COMPANY 
In  Sardou's  latest  success, 

DIPLOMACY  I 
DIPLOMACY  I 

Which  will  be  presented  Monday  Evening,  July  asd,  and 
everj' evening  during  the  week  and  Saturday  matinee,  with 
scenerj',  costumes,  and  appointments  entirely  new  and  a  cast 
including  Misses  Jeffreys  Lewis,  Maude  Granger,  Emily 
Mestayer,  Hattie  Roche,  Jennie-\rnot,  Messrs.  H.  J.  Mon- 
tague, F.  B.  W.-irde,  J.  W.  Carroll,  J.  \V.  Shannon,  J.  N. 
Long,  and  John  Wilson. 


Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Box  Office  six  days  in  advance. 


DUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY,  AT  2  P.  M. 

To-night  and  everi'  evening,  including  Sunday.     Matinees 
on  Wednesday  and  Saturday. 

Second  Week — Complete  and  Entire  Change  of  Programme. 
Everj-  Act  a  Specialty — Everj-  Specialty  a  Feature. 

TONY    PASTOR 

In  an  entire  New  Budget  of  Songs. 

JOHN&HARRYKERNELL,  North  of  Ireland  Delegates 

BILLY  BARRY'S Odds  and  Ends 

IRWIN  SISTERS Love  and  War 

WATSON  and  ELLIS Dutch  Reception 

ROGERS  and  VICKERS Debutante 

MISS  KITTY  O'NEIL Lancashire  Clog 

BRY.ANT  and  HOEY'S Yellow  Clarionelle 

KING  HIGH   KICKERS She  didn't  name  the  day 

HARRY  KENNEDY'S Ventriloquisms 

The  FONTAINEELEAUS' New  Sketches 

Germany  vs.  Ireland Practical  Joker 

-Aji  entire  new  melange  of  song,  fun,  and  comedy — the 
whole  forming  the  most  elaborate  of  Vaudeville  Programmes. 
Special  attention  called  to  the  popular  Ladies'  Saturday 
Aiatinee. 

Box  office  open  continuously  for  sale  of  reserved  seats 
from  8  A.  .M.  to  lo  p.  -M. 

Carriages  ordered  for  10:30  p.  M. 


nALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Bakton  Hill Acting  Manager. 

SUNDAY  EVENING JULV  21 . 

FAREWELL  TESTIMONIAL 

TO 

T.  W.   KEENE, 

Positively  his  la-^t  appearance  prior  to  his  departure  for  the 
E.-ist. 


TH  E    DUKE'S    MOTTO, 

■With  a  powerful  casi. 


^'  Box  sheet  now  open. 


DRAMATIC  INSTRUCTION 


/ly/f.  A.  D.  BRADLEY  (late  Stage  Man- 

agcr  Grand    Opera   House)  gives  practical  instruc- 
tion  in    ELOCUTION    AND  DRA.MATIC  ART.      Re- 
hearsals and  Amateur  Performances  superintended.     Les- 
sons given  at  residences  if  desired. 
Address  care  Bohemias'  Ci.lb. 


MR.  GEORGE  J.  GEE, 

Organist  Trinitv  Church, 

JDESUMES   LESSONS    ON    ORGAN 

-^  *■     and  PL\XO,  Monday,  July  22d, 

S^  Office,   No,    31   Post  Street.      Residence,    No.   708 
Mason  Street. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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The  plash  of  fountains  in  the  moonlit  courts  of  the 
Alharabra ;  the  tinkle  of  a  lovers  lute  beneath  the 
window  of  Beauty;  the  swooning  of  "the  languid 
air"  tangled  in  the  strings  of  an  .-Eolian  harp;  "the 
horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blowing;"  the  "sweet  jar- 
goning''  of  "all  little  birds  that  are" — all  these,  and 
more,  are  mixed  and  mingled,  and  anon  clearly  indi- 
vidualized, in  the  strains  of  the  modem  musical  box. 
At  M.  J.  Paillard  &  Co.'s,  120  Sutter  Street,  every 
variety  of  this  magical  instrument  can  be  heard,  and 
from  hearing  to  buying  the  transition  is  almost  inev- 
itable. Some  of  these  angels  in  the  household  will 
perform  you  more  than  one  hundred  airs,  and  the 
prices  of  all  kinds  are  ridiculously  low. 

Mr.  George  J.  Gee,  the  well-known  organist  at 
Trinity  Church,  has  just  returned  from  a  business 
trip  to  Boston,  New  York,  and  other  Elastem  cities, 
where  he  has  been  studying  the  latest  and  most  ap- 
proved methods  and  styles  under  instruction  from  the 
bfet  organists  and  teachers  in  the  country.  Mr.  Gee 
resumes  the  gi\ing  of  lessons  to  organ  and  piano  pu- 
pils at  his  residence,  and  to  them  the  experience  of  his 
recent  trip  will  be  invaluable. 

Mr.  C.  F.  Chickerin'G.  senior  member  of  the 
celebrated  piano  manufacturing  firm  of  Chickering  & 
Sons.  New  York  and  Boston,  is  now  pa>ing  his  first 
visit  to  this  city,  with  a  \iew  of  extending  the  business 
interests  of  the  firm  on  this  coast.  The  Chickering 
pianos  have  a  world-wide  reputation. 

The  Government  of  Wurtemburg.  upon  the  peti- 
tion of  the  Piano  manufacturers  of  the  kingdom,  has 
purchased  one  of  Steinway's  Grands  and  one  Up- 
right Piano,  to  serve  as  models  in  this  branch  of  in- 
dustry, and  as  such  to  be  publicly  exhibited  in  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce  at  Stuttgart. 


Attentio'n  is  respectfully  called  to  the  display  of 
watches,  diamonds.  jewelr>'.  and  silverware  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  Clock  Tower  Building,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 

The  attention  of  travelers  desiring  to  make  the 
Bodle  trip  is  specially  directed  to  card  on  this  page 
as  to  the  shortest  and  cheapest  route. 

Ladies — Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Yoiu-  orders  are  filled  by 
ray  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 

PERSON'S  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 

Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  articles  dc  vertit  thoroughly 
repaired  \%ith  GIANT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  all  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  Street. 

Ben.  Wade,  when  he  was  traveling  westward,  in- 
teniewed  a  lank  countrj-man  peddling  cakes  at  a 
small  station  in  the  alkali  region. 

'■  Wall,  yas,  stranger,  I  'low  we've  got  jest  as  good 
a  patch  o'  country  as  can  be  fetched  in  Ameriky. 
Ther  ain't  but  two  things  we  lack;  ef  we  had  them 
we'd  be  all  right.  I  calculate  all  we  need  is  water 
and  good  society.'* 

"  Humph  !"  grunted  the  crusty  Senator,  "  that'sall 
hell  needs." 


CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor.  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
wiU  preach  at  11  a.  m.  and  7}^  p-  M-  Sunday-school  at  z 
p.  M.     Praise  service  at  b%  P.  M. 


S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    DIVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


/COMMENCING   SATURDAY,   JULY 
*-     zj//i,  1878, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

San  Francisco  to  San  Jose  and  other 

POINTS   AND   return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
em  or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

S^  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  ONLV  on  Satl-rd.ws  and 
Sunday  Moknings. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  forpassage  after 
the  Monday  following  the  date  of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices — Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets  ;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
A.  C.  EASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agt. 


NOTICE.— San  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  {\ia  C.  P.  R- 
R.)  can  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  Oakland  Ferr^-,  foot  of  jMarket  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco; also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 


ANDER8BN  &  RANDOLPH 

Designers  and  Mannfacturers, 

CLOCK  TOWER  BUILDING,  101  &  103  MONTGOMERY  ST.,  CORNER  SUTTER. 


WATCHES,  DiAMOMDS, 
JEWELRY,  SILVERWARE, 

BRONZES  AND  FANCY  COODS. 


The  largest  and  most  attractive  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower  prices  than  similar 
goods  have  ever  before  been  offered.    Special  attention  paid  to  the  repairing  and  regulation  of  fine  Watches. 
OFFICIAL   TIMEKEEPERS    FOR    ALL   THE    RAILROADS. 


A    CARD. 


TO    OUR     PATRONS    ON    THE    PACIFIC    COAST    USING    THE 


"AUTO 


Machines,  zue  hereby  offer  Thi'ee^Pi-einiunis  of  $  So,  $40,  and  Sjo. 

fPOR    THE  BEST  DISPLAY   OF  SEWING  DONE  ON  OUR  MACHINES, 

as  follows:  For  the  best  and  largest  display  of  fine^Vhite  Sewing,  such  as  Ladies'  Underwear,  Infants'  Dresses, 
and  Flannel,  etc.,  a  Premium  of 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  second  best  same  kind  of  work^ 


FORTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 


For  the  best  showing  of  Hea\y  AVork,  such  as  Bt 


aver  Cloaks,  Boys'  and  Men's  Coals.  Pants,  or  Vests,  c 
Worsted  Dresses, 


verj'  He3\y 


THIRTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 


The  work  to  be  placed  on  e.\hibition  at  the  Mechanics"  Fair  this  coming  Fall,  and  premiums  to  ha  awarded  by  a 
committee  of  three  ladies  to  be  chosen  at  the  time.  At  the  close  of  the  Fair  all  work  to  be  returned  to  owner.  No 
work  to  be  washed,  but  to  be  placed  on  exhibition  just  is  it  comes  from  machine.  Ladies  taking  part  in  this  matter 
will  not  be  known  pel  sonally,  as  work  will  be  designated  by  the  number  placed  upon  it.  No  Sewing  ^lachine  or  ex- 
Sewing  Machine  Teacher  allowed  to  compete.  Fair  opens  Augub.t  6,  1S73.  All  parties  taking  an  interest  in  this 
matter  not  only  have  the  btiicfit  of  their  own  work,  but  stand  a  chance  of  winning  one  of  the  pn;;es.  Any  further 
information  can  be  obtained  at  our  office. 

WILLCOX  &.  GIBBS  SEWING  MACHINE  CO. 

O.   L.  HOVEY,    MANAGER. 
124  Post  Street San  Francisco.  |  361  Twelfth  Street Oakland. 


THE  CAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO, 


HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 


As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAX  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH   STREET,   S.   F. 


WAKE  LEE'S 


AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CO  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

*~-^  to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  \V.\KELEE  &  CO., 

Druggists,  corner  Montgomery-  and  Bush  Sts, 


aiLVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

*~-"^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co,  California.     Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  eighteenth  (i8th)  day  of  July,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  3)  of  fifty  cents  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  SecreUir>-,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  19,  Kayward's  Building,  No.  419 
California  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessmentshall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty-second  (22d)  day  of  August,  1878,  will  ; 
be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  j 
and,  unless  payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Thitrs-  | 
DAY,  the  twelfth  day  of  September,  187S,  to  pay  ihe-de-i 
hnquent  assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  , 
expenses  of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors.  I 

W.   E.  DEAN,  Secretarj-. 

Office,  Room  19,  HajTvard's  Building,  No.  419  California 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

r^IVIDEND  NOTICE.—FRENCH 

•^""^  Sa^-ings  and  Loan  Society,  411  Bush  Street.— For  the 
half  year  ending  June  30,  187S,  the  French  Savings  and 
Loan  Society  has  declared  a  dividend  of  7K  per  cent,  per 
annum,  free  of  Federal  tax,  payable  on  and  after  July  17, 
1878.     By  order  GUST.A.VE  MAHE,  Director. 


HO!    FOR   THE    RICH    IVIENES 


B  O  D  I  E  ! 


n^HE  NEW  ROUTE  IS  170    MILES 

•^        the  shortest,  and  made  in  about  half  the  time,  by  the 

PIONEER  STAGE  LINE, 

AS    H'LLi:  \V5  ; 

Leaves  MILTON  on  arrival  of  train  at  9.30  a.  m_.,  on 
Tlesd.w,  Thirsd-W,  and  Satcrdav,  arriving  at  Bodie  at 
4  r.  M.  the  next  day. 

Leaves  BODIE  Slxdav,  Tiesdav,  and  Thcrsdav,  at 
6  a.  m.,  and  connects  ^\-ith  train  at  MiJlon  at  10.45  the  next 
day,  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  5.15  p.  m. 

For  all  information  and  to  secure  tickets,  call  on  J.  M. 
HUTCHING^  and  ED.  HARRISON,  Agents,  at  C. 
Beach's  Bc-jk  Store.  N'X  3  Montgomery  Strt:et. 

DECKER  BRO$ 


NEW 

BOOKS 

Beaumont,  Francis,  and  Fletcher,  ^Vorks  of.   2  \  ols., 

8vo $  5  00 

Laveleye,  E.  de.     Primitive  Property.     8vo 4  50 

Madame  Pompadour's  Garter.     By  G.  de  St.  Aiidre. 

i6mo 1  00 

The  China  Hunters'  Club.    By  the  youngest  member, 

i2mo ■ 1   75 

Hathercourt.     By  Mrs.  ilolesworth.     i6mo i  00 

Somebody  Else.     By  G.  P.  Lathrop.     i8mo i  25 

Angell,  Dr.   H.  C.     How  to  take  care  of  our  Eyes, 

lomo 50 

The  Devoted  Bride.  By  St,  Geo.  Tucker,  i2mo, . .  1  00 
Aunt  Patty's  Scrap  Bag.  By  Mrs.  C.  L.  Hent7,  i2mo  i  00 
Memoirfof  WiUiamm  Francis  Bartlelt.  By  F.  \V.  Pal- 

frej- I  50 

Dictionarj-  of  Americanisms.    By  J.  R.  Bartlett.    New 

Edition.     8vo 4  00 

7be  .Armies  of  Asia  and  Europe.     By  Gen.  Emor\- 
-    Upton,  U,  S.  A,     8vo 3  00 

RxiXCEOTTS 

AJ721  l.lARi'CET  St.  S.K 

THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,  MAN  AGE  ESTATES 

TTOUSES    AND    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

ill  this  city,  Oakland,  and  Aiameda.  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  [he  country*.  Agents  in  the 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORXIA   STREET. 

mHos  Ml 


NOTICE. 


MUTUAL  TiFE  m. 

COMPANY 

OF  NEW^YORK. 

F.  S.  WINSTON,  -  -  PRESIDENT. 


The  MUTUAL  LIFE  IXSURAXCE 
COMPAXY  of  NEW  YORK  has  received 
authority  from  the  Hon.  f.  C.  Maynard^  In- 
surance Commissioned'.^  to  transact  the  busi- 
7iess  of  Life  Insurance  in  the  State  of  Calif  or- 
nia  071  and  after  this  date. 

Applications  for  Insurance  in  this  reliable 
Company  7'eceived^  and  .all  information  per- 
taifiing  to  Life  Inswaiice  given,,  on  applica- 
tion to  the  undersigned.,  at  the  Cotupany's  office 
No.  214  Sansome  Street. 

A.  B.  FORBES, 

General  Agent  for  Pacific  Coast. 
San  Francisco,  J^t^y  A  iSjS. 

MECHANICS'    INSTITUTE. 

Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  GAL.,  1878. 


T 


HE    MANAGERS    HAVE    THE 

honor  to  announce  to  the  public  that  the  Thirteen'tii 

Gr.AND     EXHIBITIO.N     OF    .SciENCE,    ArT,  AXD     IxurSTKV. 

given  under  'the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  wiil 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth,  and  Mission  Sts., 
on  Tlesdav,  August  13th.  Great  and  unusual  attractions 
will  be  presented  to  visitors.  Mining,  Agricultural,  and 
other  machinery  will  be  in  motion.  Pacific  Coast  Manufact- 
ures, Minerals,  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be  fullyrepre- 
sented,  besides  many  new  novelties  never  before  exhibited 
on  this  coast.  Tke  .\rt  Department  will  be  under  the  su- 
per\'ision  of  the  San  Francisco  Art  .\ssociation,  a  guarantee 
for  excellence  and  completeness.  Local  .\rt  will  be  spec'ally 
represented,  as  also  works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected 
from  the  private  galleries  of  this  city.  The  Horticultural 
Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be  made  still  more  at- 
tractive this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new  features. 
The  Music — Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accom- 
plished musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  pro- 
gramme of  the  most  popular  music.  No  e.\-pense  or  pains 
will  be  spared  by  the  management  that  ^\-ill  add  to  the  com- 
fort or  convenience  of  visitors.  Applications  for  space  or 
information  can  be  obtained  from  the  Secretary,  at  the  ottice, 
27  Post  Street.  IRVING  M,  SCOTT,  President. 

J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 
J.  H,  Cut-VEK,  becreiarj'. 


STATE 


AGRiCULTURA 


SOOI  ETY. 


TWENTY- FIFTH    ANNUAL    FAIR 

AT   SACRAMENTO, 

MONDAY SEPTEMBER  i6,   1878. 


T 


'HE  ABOVE  FAIR  OF  THE  STATE 


Agricultural  Societj- 
on  MOND.W,  Sepu  i6,  i8 
elude  Saturday,  Sept,  21. 


ivill  commence  at  Sacramento 
jZ,  and  will  continue  to  and  in- 
The  attention  of  exhibitors  is 
called  to  the  Premium  List,  which  is  the  most  Uberal  ^ver 
issued  in  the  State,  presenting  very  attractive  features,  Ev- 
cr^'  accommodation  will  be  provided  for  «.\hibitors  of  all 
kinds.  An  abundance  of  motive  power  will  be  fur:iished, 
and  ever>-  attention  paid  to  the  requirements  of  those  desir- 
ing to  e.\hibit  productsof  their  own  handiwork  or  oiherwn'se. 
The  artisans,  artists,  manufacturers,  and  mechanics  of  San 
Francisco,  and  all  others  interested  in  the  development  of 
the  State,  are  particularly  inWted  to  display  the  result  of 
their  labors  at  the  Fair.  Every  facility  will  l>e  offered  by 
the  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  (or  free  transporta- 
tion of  goods  and  articles  to  andfrom  the  Fair.  Any  further 
information  can  be  obtained  at  the  office  of  the  President  of 
the  Society,  Room  No.  17,  Phcenix  Building,  S  W.  comer 
Jackson  and  Sansome  Streets,  San  Francisco,  or  fro.-n  Rob- 
ert Beck,  Secretary-,  at  the  Pavilion,  Sacramento. 

M.  D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Robert  Beck,  Secretar>'. 


DELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

'^'^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  S.-in  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
County-,  Ne\"ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  17th  day  ot  July,  1878,  an  ;w*css, 
menl  (No.  15)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  le\lcd  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room-  21,  No.  419  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

.\ny  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  ?IialI  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentieth  (20th)  day  of  August,  iSjS,  will  be 
deUnquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  pa>-ment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  TriiSDV' 
the  tenth  day  of  September,  187S,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETl".  ,Secrctar>'. 

Office,  Room  21,  No,  419  California  Street,-  .San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 


RUPTURE 


BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCES  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRU.SS 


CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street.  San  Francisco, 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRXnGISCO 

&    O'.KUA^'C 
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Grand  IVestern  Market 

CORNER   BUSH   AND   POLK  STS. 

J3    FEHNEMA  N.V.  Stalls  17  and  iS.  StniwlwrTy  Depot, 
•^'  Fruits  and  Vcgctaoles. 

r)    M.  .VJCHUALS,  Stills  7  and  8,  Frail,  Produce,  and 
*-^'  Vegetables. 

f2    S.  BURNETT  &•  CO.,  Stalls  19  and  x>,  Crocerie 
^^*  and  Dairj-  Produce,  etc 

T   L.  HOFMA.VX  &■  CO.,  Stalls  Nos.  11  and  12,  Pork 
■'•  Packers. 

TX'  P.  NUTTING.  Stalls  Nos.    35  and  36,   Poultrj-, 
'"  '  Game,  etc. 

r  OU/S  AR.V1C.VECHT,  SlalU  Nos.  37  and  38,  Poullrj-,' 
•'~'  Game,  etc. 

JJEVADA  COMPANT,  Stalls  Nos.  5  and  6,  Meats. 
ZJENKV  HICKSON,  Stalls  Nos.  a?  and  aS,  Meats. 


ROBERTS' 
DELICIOUS    CANDIES 

manlfacilred  uailv, 
Northwest  corner  Bush  and  Polk  Sts. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   .ind    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


W.     WILKINSON, 

Manufacturer  and  DeaJcr  in 

J  ABIES',    GEXTS,    MISSES',    AND 

-^  CHILDREN'S  BOOTS,  SHOES,  and  GAITERS, 
No.  1312  Polt  Street,  San  Francisco.  Custom  worfc  prompt- 
ly attended  lo.  Repairing  neatly  executed.  Dunbarr's 
Children's  Shoes  a  s»pecia]tv- 

MOHR    &   STEFFENS, 

DEALERS    IN 

/GROCERIES,    EEVE    IFEVES,    AXD 

^^  LIQUORS,  PixIcy  Hall  Buildtog,  comer  of  Pacific 
and  Polk  Streets,  San  Francisco. 

tST  AU  Goods  delivered  free  and  warranted. 


DANIEL  Z.   YOST. 


r>RECKIXRIDGE  &-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 
304  Montgomery  Street 


J.  M.  WALKER. 


JENNINGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.   AfSTIN. 


J.  M.  WALKER   &  CO. 

(TTOCA-  BROKERS,   N.   JV.    CORNER 
'-'     Montgomery  and  Pine  Streets. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.   B.  KEt.LOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORXEYS  AXD    COUXSELORS 

AT  L.\W,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  sio  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  %. 


W.    E.    HALE. 


R.    PACHECO. 


HALE   &   PACHECO, 

^TOCK    .4XD     COMMISSION   BRO- 

kers,  517  Montgomery-  Street,  Ne\-ada  Block. 

THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(Cniversiiy  cf  O^penhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAX  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

112  Kearny  SireeL  Residence,  Palace  Hotel.  Office 
hours,  II  .\.  M.  lo  1  P.  M..  5  lo  7  p.  M.  Sunday  II  to  i  only. 
Telephone  in  the  office. 


PAS  TUR  AGE. 

r^EXTLEMEX  SEEKJXG  SUMMER 

pajrorage  for  \-aluabIe  Horses  vi-ill  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  oi  care  at  Corte  Madem.  Inquire  at  ihe 
AncoNAt'T  office     Tenns,  $6  per  month. 


THE  ARGONAUT  BOUXD. 

Sufficient  files  of  ihe  Argos.vut  have  been  pre- 
sen-ed  to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol  II.  from 
January  12th,  1878.  to  July  6th.  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  by  apply- 
Ir-r  ----^  liie  ijasiness  office,  522  California  Street      As 

:  -     ;  _-s-  of  Toltimes  is  limited,  it  would  be  well 


Voting  Ladies  Senwiary, 

BENICI  A. 

\fKS.     MARY     ATKIXS      LVXCH, 

^  Principal.     The  next  term  will   open  July  31,  187E. 

The  FVincipal  (Miss  Alkins)  desires  toinfumi  her  friends  and 
former  patrons  that  she  will  resume  her  old  position  in  Be- 
nicia  wnth  a  full  corps  of  competent  teachers,  at  the  opening 
of  the  nc.\t  term. 


NAPA  COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE, 

NAPA,    CAL. 
rpiRST-CLASS  BOARDIXG  SCHOOL, 

-^         Fail  term  will  open  July  31,  1878. 

.\.  E.  LASHER,  v\.  M.,  Principal. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  Berkeley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory'  school  lo  the 
University)— a  first-class  boarding-school  cst.ibiishmcnt  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramrning  s>-stcm  of  the  small  colleges  and  military'  acade- 
mies of  the  Stale.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Eximiaalion  of  candidates  for  aJmis^ion  July  22d  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer mjnths  for  students  preparing  for  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
drKs 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL. 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNI.\. 

Note. — We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  ihe  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bovs. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  coomtence  July  30,  1 
For  cu-culars,  address 


D.  P.  S-\CKETT,  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland,  Cal. 


27      P.   PECKHAM, 

STOCK.  BROKER, 

311  Montgomery  St.,  Nevada  Block. 


M  U  LLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


^g  The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


Near   Bush,   opposite   the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


,    PKESCOTT. 


IRVIKG    M.   SCOTT. 


H.   T.   SCOTT. 


Newton  Booth,  Z.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W-.  W.  Doikje,  San  Francisco 

TX/-    IV.  DODGE  &-  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comw  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALF  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54   CLAY    STREET. 


RARE   OLD    ENGRAVINGS 


T 


AND   ETCHINGS. 

"HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 


gravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  the  last  century'  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unequaled  workmanship.  They  are  specially  suitable 
for  Frajning.  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  ;i  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  p.  M  and  5  p.  M.,  at 

No.  ^l7  KEARNY  STREET,  ROOM  No.  i, 
San  Francisco. 


n     H.    STREET, 

^-  BOOK,  JOB,  AND  GENERAL 

PRINTER    AXD     PUBLISHER, 

522  C.ALiFORNiA  Street, 
Betw-een  Montgomery  and  Kearny.     Building  formerly  oc- 
cupied by  the  W.  U.  Telegraph  Company. 


Panicular  attention  paid  10  the  neat  execution  and  prompt 
deliverj-  of  every  ■i-ariet>-  of  Printing,  such  as  Cards,  Cir- 
CCL.\RS,  Billheads,  Envelopes,  Receipts,  Handbills, 
Letter  Heads,  Note.*;,  Orders  or  Dancing,  Concert 
Programmes,  Bills  of  Lading,  Shipping  Receipts, 
Posters,  etc.    - 

Special  attention  gi\-en  to  BRIEFS,  TRANSCRIPTS, 
COilPLAINTS,  ANSWERS,  PETITIONS,  STOCK 
BROKERS'  BLANKS,  etc 

Id  short,  all  kinds  of  Job  and  Book  Printing  execoted  on 
the  shortest  notice  and  at  the  lowest  prices. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1049.)      Post  Omce  Box  .*i2S. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MANUKACTURERS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoi^^tin^  Engines. 

Marine  Siatienar>-  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


constantly  on  hand  and  for  sale. 

Direct-acting  Pumpmgand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary-  Engines, 

Quartz  CriLshing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery: 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers. 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps^ 

Chlorodizing  Furnace*;, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
.All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRE  SCOTT,  SCOTT  &  CO. 


O 


PEER  THE  FOLLOW IXG  HOUSES 

and  Lots  on  the  Installment  Plan; 

^  HOUSES  west  side  Guerrero  street,  between  'ITiirlecnth 
^  and  Fourteenth — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

IHOL'SE  northwest  comer  Guerrero  street  and  Clinton 
Park — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

3HOL'SES  north  side  Washington,  between  Webster  and 
Fillmore — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

4  HOUSES  north  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,   Thirteenth  and    Fourteenth  streets — 6  rooms 
and  bath. 

1   HOUSE  northwest  comer  Twenty-first  and  Jessie  sts, — 
10  rooms  and  bath. 
O   HOL'SES  south   side  Clay  .street,  between  Jones  and 
O  Leavenworth — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

^   HOUSES  north  side  Washington  street,  between  Fill- 
^  more  and  Steiner— S  rooms  and  bath. 

1    HOUSE  west  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twenty-first — 7  rooms. 

1   HOUSE  south  side   Liberty  street,  between  Valencia 
and  Guerrero — 8  rooms  and  bath. 
O   HOL'SES  west  side  Webster  street,  between  Jackson 
O  and  Washington — 6  rooms  and  bath. 

1  HOUSE  south  side  Post  street,  between  Webster  and 
Fillmore— 8  rooms  and  bath. 

1   HOUSE   east  side   of  Vork   street,   between   Twenty- 
fourth  and  Twenty-fifth — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
^  HOUSES  west   side   Pierce  street,  between   O'Farrell 
/V  3J^d  Ellis — 6  rooms  ind  baih. 

2  HOL'SES  south  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,  Market,  and  Fourteenth  sts— 7  rooms  and  bath. 
^  HOUSES  south  side  Twent^-.first  street,  between  Va- 
/V   Icncia  and  Mission—  6  rooms  and  bath. 

1  HOUSE  west  side  Verba  Buena  street,  between  Clay 
and  S.-icramenio.  Mason  and  Taylor — 13  rooms  and  bath. 
1  HOUSE  east  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twenty-first — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
S^  The  houses  are  all  entirely  new,  are  of  modem  con- 
struction and  finish,  and  easily  accessible  by  street  railroads. 
They  are  entirely  disconnected,  have  been  built  under  our 
own  supervision  by  DAY  WORK,  and  are  warranted  first- 
class  in  every  respect.  The  title  warranted  perfect  in  all 
cases.  WM.   HOLLIS,  Manager, 

230  Montgomery'  StreeL 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS'OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCHTYPE, 

SPEC1.\L  .\OEN'TS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  5=9  COMIIERCI.M,  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorif  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q    F,   WILLEY  ^  CO., 

importers    and    MANLFACTIKERS   OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


.Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO..  New  York. 
.     W.   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   C.AFFREY.  Camden,  N.  I., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  -New  York, 

H.  KILUAM  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  \\'ilmington 


ALSO,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  M.\NUFACTURED  EV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  S:  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

.A.  H.  DLNSCO.MBE. 

.Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


H.     J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

DENTIST, 

J-TAS     REMOVED     HIS     DEXTAL 

Rooms   from   the   N.   E.   comer  of  Broadway  and 
Tenth  Streets  lo  the  N.  E.  comer  of  Broadway  and  Twelfth 
Streets,  over  the  Oakland  Bank  of  Sarings. 
Oakland,  June  1st,  187S. 


A 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

TTORNEYS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Sherman's  Bi'ildi.ng, 


Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco. 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


COMMERCIAL 

T.XSURAXCE   COMPAXY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Secretary. 

CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED   IN    1 874.] 

Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

.•\55ets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANLIStd,    CAL., 

THOS.   FLINT,  President.        J.  W.   FOARD.  Manager. 

Ferd.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardner.... General  .\gcnt. 

John  C.  Staples Special  .Agent. 

^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  and  — 
INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    M.ARINE 

CASH  ASSETS 8450,000 

Principal  Office,  2i3  and  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 

officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice.Presidenl, 

CHAS.   H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 

JJIVIDEND  NOTICE.  — OFFICE    OF 

the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Ne\-ada 
Block,  Room  37,  San  Francisco,  July  15th,  1878.— At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day.  a  dividend  (No.  33)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Saturday,  July  aolh,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  zad  insL 

W.  W.  TRAVLOR,  Sccretarj-. 

r\IVIDEND    NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

-'-^  THE  C.VLIFORNIA  .MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco, July  Sth,  J £78.  .At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  above  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  27)  of  One  ($1)  Dollar  per  share  wa>;  declared,  payable 
on  Monday,  July  15,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  until 
1 6th  insi. C  P.  GORDON,  Secrctar>-. 

r\nTDEND    NOTICE,— SAVINGS 

■^-^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETV,  619  Clay  StreeL~At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this  day,  a  di\idend 
free  of  Federal  ta.v.  of  seven  and  one-half  (7H)  P*:r  cent. 
per  annum,  was  dcilarcd.  on  all  deposit-;,  for  the  term  end- 
ing June  29,  1878,  payable  on  and  after  July  15.  1878. 
CVRUS  W.   CARMANV,  Cashier. 

r\IVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal,,  July  6th,  1878. — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  II,  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payableon 
Friday,  July  12th,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on  Tues- 
day, July  9,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  p.  m. 

W>L  WILLIS,  Secretary'. 
Office,  Room   29   Nevada  Block,    No.    309   Montgomery- 
Street   third  floor   San  Francisco   Cal 

jniVIDEND    NOTICE.— THE    GER- 

-^  MAN  SAVINC-S  AND  LOAN  SOCIETS\— For 
the  haJf-year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board  of  Directors 
of  the  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared  a 
Di\'idend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8)  per 
ccnL  per  annum,  and  on  Ordinary'  Deposits  at  the  rate  of 
six  and  two-tbirds  (6^)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of  Fed- 
eral lax,  and  paj'able  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  July,  1878. 
By  order.  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 

p\IVWEND  NOTICE.— SAN  FRAN- 

-^  CISCO  SAVINGS  UNION,  532  California  Street, 
comer  Webb.  — For  the  half-year  ending  ;wilh  3olh  June, 
1878,  a  di%'idend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cenL  per  annum  on  Term  Deposis,  and  six  and  two- 
thirds  (6?3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary"  Deposits,  free 
of  Federal  lax,  payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  July  i6th. 
1878.  LOVELL  WHITE.  Cashier. 

APPLICATION     TO     BECOME     A 

-^-*-  SOLE  TR.\DER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I, 
BESSIE  RIPPEV,  wife  of  Weslej-  C.  Rippey,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  Stale  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Couri  of  said  city  and  county  and  Slate  afore- 
said, on  MoNDAV,  the  5th  day  of -Vugust,  a.  d.  1878,  the 
same  being  a  day  of  the  July  term  of  said  County  Court,  for 
the  judgment  and  decree  of  said  Court  authorizing  and 
permitting  me  to  act  as  a  sole  trader,  and  as  such  to  carr\* 
on  and  conduct  in  my  own  name,  in  said  city  and  county  and 
State  aforesaid,  the  business  of  buying  and  selling  merchan- 
dise, to  keep  a  grocery-  and  fancj'  goods  store,  to  buy  and 
sell  personal  and  real  property,  to  carrj-  on  a  farm,  to  lend 
and  borrow  money  on  mortgages  and  otherwise,  and  lo  do 
and  perform  all  acts  incident  to  s.T.id  different  branches  of 
busine.'^  and  each  of  them,  BESSIE  RIPPEV. 

June  26th,  .\.  D.  1878. 
Wm.  H.  H.  Hart,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  230  Jlontgom- 
ery  Street. 

MUSICAL    BOXES 

QF  AI^L  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  plaj-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city, 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGE.\BLE  Ci'LIN- 
DERS  alwaj-s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  stj-les  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    8l    CO., 

MANTJFACTURERS  .\ND   LMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  6B0  Broadway,  New  Vork. 

JJR.  G.  7.   VAN  VLACK, 

t  EDDY  STREET, 

Opposite  The  Baldwin. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


SUMMER    ARRANGEMENT. 

COMMENXIKG  APRIL  25,    1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  bt^tween  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  --  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  HolHster, 
*-'*j  ^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cmz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R,  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
S^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  car  at- 
tached to  this  train. 

m  jtn  ^'  ^^*  I^AILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
y  U,^U  [ions. 

-  -„  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'O  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
t^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

S^  On  Saturdays  onV.  the  Santa  Cruz  R,  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaro  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  Re- 
turning, passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  a.  m.  Mon- 
days (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriv-ing  in   San  Francisco  at  10 

A.   M. 

.  .^  P.  flL  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
^•^^tions. 

/:  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Menio  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^'O^  tions. 

B^  SUNDAYS    AN    EXTRA   TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  A.  M.     Retmning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  p.  M. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &:  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
B^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
Wa  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


N 


ORTH    PACIFIC     COAST     RAIL- 
ROAD. 

INCREASED    FACILITIES. 


On  and  after  Wednesday,  May  ist,  1S78,  the  two  new,  last, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  R.A.F.\EL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 

"WEEK  DAYS. 
Leave  San  Francisco. 
(From   San   Quentin    Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
7.15  A. SI.  for  S^.n  Rafael. 
8,ig  "  for  San  R.  &Junct'n 
9.40  " 
1.45  P.M. 

4.00  "  "  " 

5.00  " 
6.15  "    for  San  Rafael. 


Leave  San  Rafael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Fcrrj-.) 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
8.00     "         "  " 

g.oo     "         "  " 


6.15     "         " 

(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7.00  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 
3.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco 


1.45  P.M. 
4.30    " 


(From  Saucelito  Ferrj%  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

SUNDAYS. 
(From   San   Quentin    Ferryj 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
12. 30  P.M.        "  " 

3-13     "         "  " 

5.45     *'   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferrj',  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8. 00   A.  SL   Excursion   train, 

connecting   at    Junction  (Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 

with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fael, 6.45  P.M. for  San  Francisco. 

SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Tr^  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael have  been   reduced   as  follows :  Week  days,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.   R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 


S 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


TIME  .SCHEDULE  —  SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

Commencing  Monday,  June  loth,   1878,    Boats  and  Trains 

will  leave  San  Francisco  (Washington  Street 

^Vharf ),  as  follows : 

7  0/0  A.  A/.,  DAILY,  Sunaays  excepted, 
*^^  MAIL  AND  EXPRESS  TRAIN,  via 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa-  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations-  Stage  connection  made  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs,  Geyserville  for  Skaggs' 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino 
City,  Highland  Springs,  Eartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and 
the  GEYSERS. 

a^Connfttionsmadeat  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville, 
Russian  River,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  7.55  p.  m.) 

■J   r\r\  P.  M.,  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted, 

O  *^^  EXPRESS  via  Donahue  for  Cloverdale  and 
way  stations.  Stage  connections  at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma, 
Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following 
Monday:  Donahue,  $1  50;  Petaluma,  $2;  Santa  Rosa,  $3; 
Healdsburg,  $4  ;  Cloverdale,  $5. 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  12.55  P-  "■) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 
S  00  ^'  ^--t^^^^^^y^  only,  via  Doftahzie^ 

^^  •  ^^  ^^  for  Cloverdale  and  way  statians.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip:  Donahue,  Si  '•  Petaluma,  $1  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2;  Healdsburg,  $3;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's,  Guerneville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip;  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50;  Forestville.'Kor- 
bel's.and  Guemeville,  $3, 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  5.00  P.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 
Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,  Room  16.     Probate,   divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  ^1  other  cases  attended  to. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


C 


9-30 


'OMMENCING      WEDNESDA  V, 

July  10,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
W/LL  LEAVE  SAN  FSANCISCO: 

7.00    ^-    ^^^■'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
btoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Daris 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  p.  m.] 

g  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

-    *  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj')  for  Sacra- 

mento, Marj'sville,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
(Virginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  f  m.j 

8.00  -"'•    ."'•'•'     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

Special  train  \'ia  Oakland  Ferr>",  arrives  at 
Martinsz  10. 15  A.  m.  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  p. 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  p,  m. 

Excursion  Tickets  at  Reduced  Rates. 

A.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 
Oakland  Ferrj')  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  m.] 

->  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  '  Passenger    Train     (Wa    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

J    OQ   P.   M.,    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

^  *^  Railway  Passenger  Train  (\ia  Oakland  Ferrj') 

to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  A.  M.l 

A   r)r)  P.  M,   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

T^  •  *-^  *-^  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-)  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (.\rizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  si.] 

//  on  P'  ^^■^•'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

■^'  '-^'-^  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  g.35  p.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  n.io  a.  m.] 

yt  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

"T^**-^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
A\Tiarf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaxing  Sacramento  at  9.00  a.  m.  daily. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

4   QO   P-    M;    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^  *,J  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  ^-  "-  [.\rrive  San  Francisco  7,30  a.  m.] 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS. 
FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  D.\ILY. 
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*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Femside,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9.00,  10.00  A.  M.,  5.00 

P.  M. 

To  San  Jos«,  daily,  19.30  A.  m.,  3.00,  4.00  p.  m. 
TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.. DAILY. 
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8 — Sttftdays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundays,  8.00,   10.00,  11.00  A.  m. 
6.00  p.  M.  . 

From  San  Jose,  daily,  7.05,  8. 10  A.  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Franxisco — Daily— ^^.^o — 87.20 — 8.15 — 9.15 

10.15 — II. 15  A.  M. — i?.i5 — 1.15- 

— 6.15  P.  m. 
From  Oakland — Daily — e6.2o- 

— 11.05  A.    M.  — 12.05 — ^■057' 

6.05  p.  M. 


2.25—3.15—4.15—5.15 

— B7. 10 — 8. 05 — 9.05 — 10.05 
_     M5— 3.05— 4.05— 5.05— 
B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  103  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  (500DMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Agt. 
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RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearnev,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAKE.  Director. 


][^ASONIC  SAVINGS 
^^^  AND  LOAN  BANK, 

No.  6  Post  St.,  Masonic  Temple,  San  Francisco,  Cai_ 

Term  and  Ordinary  Deposits  received.  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  January  of  each  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretary. 


C;'    P.  C.  R.  R.—(NARR01V  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMiMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  F'err^- Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mouxy's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

Q  20  '■^*  ^^-1  "'■'''^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

^ '  for  Alameda,    Newark,   Alviso,    Santa  Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  AVells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  jlartin's  .Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cklz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.    (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

yf  2Q  P-  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

1'  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

^S"  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
V.  11.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A.  M.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  -^'  ^i- 


FERRIES    AND    UOOAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE   SAN    FRANCISCO   DAILY. 


A.M. 

5.CX5 

1        A.M.        1 

1    6.40   1 

-.      \ 

A.  M. 
'10.30 

1        P.M. 

1        4-20 

1        P.M. 

LEAVE  HIGH  STREET 

(alameda)  daily. 

A..M. 
5.40 

1        A.M. 
1      7-30 

A.M.        1 
9.26         1 

P.M. 
*3-oo 

1      -P.M. 
1      4-=6 

1        P.M. 
1      7-00 

THOS 

*  Sunda> 
C.A.RTER, 
Superintendent. 

s  only. 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

p 


ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLi\ND  (Oregon),  everj-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANf.A.  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  ne.^k  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


P 


'ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers  ^vith   unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOH.\MA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  1st  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU. 
June  10,  July  8,  Aug.  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  A-ia  PANAMA,  €ENTR-\L  AMER- 
ICAN,  MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  19th  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th^and  every  four  weeks  thereafter, 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  S:  CO.,  .Agents, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  WTiarf,  Cor.  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  \viih   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  July  25 
Friday,  August  16.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomcrj'  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at   the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'I  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 
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AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

On  and  after  Sunday.  April  7th,  1877,  a  swifi  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows ; 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Davis  street — 8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m,  ;  ''3.30  p.  m.  ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucelito — 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R.  ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  i  p.  m.  ;  4.30 
p.m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — 8.00  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00  a.  m. ;  12  m. ;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11.00  a.  m. ;  i.oop.  m.;  3.30  p.m.; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m. — R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  e.\tra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     *  This  trip  at  2  p,  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


nr^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital Jio.ooo.ooo  Gol 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.     J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackay,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair, 


Cashier 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Ne 
Agents  at  New  York, 


.H.  W.  Glhnny. 

...Geo.  a  King 

( C.  T.  Christensen, 


(62  Wall  Street.)!  Chas.  W  Church. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers"  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughouc  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers.  . .  .The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

LoNDO.N  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


n  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
-*  (Limited.) 


No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Officw 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman^  Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock S6,ooo,ooo 

Surplus  Eai  nin£s 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  Ui^ 
Ign.  Steinhart,  )  ^ 

P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN    FRANCISCO, 


Capital SjjOOOyOOO 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  SaWngs  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Cit^'  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama, 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  houje, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deli^ciy- 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  hi>  lirst 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


'JUNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PO  WELL 

^  and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinarj'  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  paiis-book  oreniraiice  fee. 

DAVID   FARQUHARSON,  President. 

ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


O 


FFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS  HALL, 32s 

Montgomerj'  Street,  San  Francisco.  Deposit:>  re- 
ceived in  sums  of  one  dollar  and  upward.  Remittances 
from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  W»lls,  Fargo  &  Go's 
Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  '.  u-^e.  but  the  Bank 
will  not  be  responsible  for  theiriaft:  il'J  ■  "^  "!  he  signature 
of  the  depositor  should  accompany  tl  ■  -■-'.. 

MAR'lIN    li.  '■-. 

James  Bbnson,  Secrelar>-. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEBINi; 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 

31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Instiiule  Building. 
ELEGA.XT  PIANOS. 
L.  K.   HAMMER, 

Swlc  .Xccnt  for  Pacific  Co;l>i. 

iSF  Owners  of  Chickering  Pianos  are  specially  rcqticaled 
to  leave  orders  for  luilinR  al  warerooms.  31  Post  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNAbE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Uprioht  Pianos, 
Prince  Organs,  Waters'  Organs,  S/nv/  Musk. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &  Co., 

733  M.VRKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHO.MACKER  AND  IIENRV  F.  .MIL- 
LER CELEBR.VLED  PLANOS. 

Pi.ino^  Tunc.!.  Rcmcd.  .-uid  for  Sale  'jn  Ihe  Inst.illnicnt  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&  Co. 

12  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


ELEGANT 

NEW   STYLES 

Millinery  |  Fancy  Goods 

And  all  other  coods  suilabic  for  man,  woman  or  child,  at 

PALMER    BROTHERS, 

7j6.  72S,  730,  732,  and  734  Market  St. 


MAYNARD   &  JONES, 


IMPORTERS  OF 


FIRST  QUALITY  ONLY 

Boots  and  Shoes, 

238  KEARNY  ST..  NEAR  BUSH. 


Sole  Agents  for  the  celebrated  Greek  Cross  brand  of  La- 
dies' and  Children's  Shoes. 

tS"  Just  received.  500  dozen  latest  styles  of  Sandals, 
French  and  Oxford  Ties,  I^w  Shoes,  etc. 

MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

ANU    DEALERS   IN* 

REGALIA 

AND 

LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  AI-I,  .SOCIKTIES. 


Silk  and  Bunlins;  Flags,  Banners. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 

510  SACRAMENTO  STREET. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE-  &  CO., 

WTiulesaleaijJ  Retail 

Druggists,   Iviporlcrs  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Di-ngs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Montgomery  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 

San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR    ATTE XT/OX   PAW 

_  to  compounding  Ph>-5ician"s  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  eii-ery  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  puritj-  of  all 
preparations. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

5?o  Post  St..  San  FrancLcco. 


VILLE  DE 


-^"V^. 


OUR  CLEmNGE  SALE 

DRAWING    ro   A    CLOSE. 


OUR  SUMMER  STOCK 


IS  ^TSI1JLY  DI.MIXISHING. 


LAST   WEEK    OF  OUR    REMNANT   SALE. 


ryiramcif'M 


'O. 


CITY  OF  PARIS. 


swimmIng"  baths 

poor   OF  WEBSTER   STREET,  ON  CENTRAL  AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BEACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "  elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep,  and  high  water  at  all  limes 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECLAL  ACCOMMOD.VnONS    FOR    LADIES   UNAITENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  N  EWAR  K — depot  on  the  premis  .'s  ;  or  C.  P.  R.  R. 
ti.i  Mastic  Staiion,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway   Station,  running  withm   two  blocks  of  the  Baths. 
BATHS,   25  CENTS,  including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits.  Towels.  Shower  Baths,  etc. 

R.  HALEY  &  C.  A.  EPSON,  Proprietors. 


ALL     SHOULD     BUY 

SEWING  MACHINES 


ig    Xc-lU   Montgomery   Street,    San    Francisco, 

SAVE MONEY! 


The  /  'ery  Rest  and  Latest  Impnn'ed  S'tandard  Kinds  at  Prices  within  the  Means  of  All. 
iSCr  .'Satisfaction  to  Customers  Guaranteed.  "'5^ 


All  who  order  from  a  distance,  if  not  well  pleased  w  ith  the  machines  when  received, 
can  return  them,  and  the  price  will  be  refunded  and  the  return  freight  paid  by  the  under- 
signed. This  Agency  is  under  the  control  of  no  Eastern  Company.  The  machines  are 
purchased  from  the  leading  manufacturers  for  cash.  By  combining  several  agencies  in 
one,  and  closing  expensive  separate  offices,  machines  can  be  sold  at  very  low  prices. 

samueT^hill 

GENERAL  MEALKR  IX  SEWING  .MACHINES.     ALSO,  AGENT 

FOR  THE  CELEBRATED   HOWARD   NEEDLES  FOR  ALL  MACHINES, 


FLORENCE    OIL    STOVES. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- ^ 

chant  Street.    Room   i6.      Probate,   divo/ce,  bank-  | 
ruplcj-,  and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


r\R.  G.  J.   VAN  VLACK, 

4  EDDV  STREET, 


Opposite  The  Baldwin 


eUY  YOUR    SHIRTS 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

AT   GREAI  I.V    REl>UCi:b    PKICKS. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shrevc   cf   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

W.  W.   MONTAGUE  &  CO. 


Till-   iMrBt'VHn 


FRENCH    RANGES 

(m':t  in   ukick.) 
VAN'S  WROUGHT  IRON 

PORTABLE     RANGES. 

COOKIN'G,  PARLOR,  AND  HE.VITNO 

S  T  O  FES. 


'llic  largest  stuck  and  greatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  coast 
Over  FIVE  Hi'.VDRED  different  styles  and  pallems  to  select 
from.     Evcrjahing  required  to  fit  up  a  kitchen  complete. 


Nos.  no,  112,  114,  iiS,  &  120  Battery  St. 


GRAND  AVERAGE,  95   1-2, 
OUT  OF  A  POSSIBLE  96. 


CALTION.— One  New  York  Piano-maker  having  not 
only  published  the  Judges'  signatures  lo  an  altered  report, 
but  also  dishonestly  advertised  that  he  had  received  an  aver- 
age of  95  out  of  a  possible  p6,  the  E.\amining  Judges  flatly 
contradicted  him,  and  certify  that  he  reached  an  av«age  of 
QoK  only,  ranking  but  third  on  Square  and  foi'rth  on 
Parlor  Grands. 

Everj-  Steinway  Piano  warranted  for  five  years,  and  sold 
on  the  installment  plan  if  desired,  and  old  Pianos  taken  tn 
part  paj-menl. 

MATTHIAS    GRAY, 

Agent,  105  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE   ART    GALLERY. 

A  complete  assortment  of  ARTISTS'  M,\TERIAL,  COLD 
FRA.MES,  etc. 

19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


WAREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 
KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE   &  CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS,  , 

.MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 

The  only  really  liE;ht-running  lock-stiich   Sewing  Machine 

in  ihe  market. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

,1^.^     for  LaJieii,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     B^  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court. 


AMISH'S 


The  Ar  O'onaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  7. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,  JULY  27,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


GOING  FOR  THE  GOLDEN  GOAL, 


Incidents  in  the  Voyag-e  of  the  Pioneer  Ship  Tarolinta— 1849. 


BV  DR.  J.  C  TUCKER. 


[Ci)NCI  I  DKD    KKOM    LAST    NlMilEK.] 

livery  hotel,  restaurant,  auction  and  gambling  house  in  San  Fran- 
cisco ill  J849  had  a  fiend  employed  to  ring  a  great  bell,  or  more  infernal 
gong,  in  front  of  Its  door.  The  din  at  meal  times  and  in  the  evening 
was  almost  unbearable.  I^ter  a  municipal  ordinance  stopped  the  mad- 
dening clatter.  Let  me  recall  an  evening  scene  in  these  exciting  days. 
Turn  the  corner,  and  step  into  the  old  Parker  House,  and  you 
with  difficulty  convince  yourself  you  are  in  America — in  so  new  and  so 
distant  a  counlr\- !  In  a  lofty  saloon  50  by  100  feet,  you  find  a  conven- 
tion of  the  world's  people  strangely  attired  and  more  strangely  occu- 
pied. The  wails  are  handsomely  papered;  rich,  massive  chandeliers 
hang  from  the  ceiling,  throwing  from  their  many  cut-glass  astral  lamps 
a  flood  of  light  upon  the  bewildering  scene.  A  band  of  superior  musi- 
cians are  playing  at  one  end  of  the  saloon ;  jvhile  a  magnificent  bar,  gUt- 
tering  with  burnished  metal,  wood,  and  glass,  is  again  and  again  repro- 
duced by  the  many  high  mirrors  on  every  side.  Billiard  tables  are  in 
the  centre,  while  ranged  around  the  room  are  games  of  every  kind.  At 
the  roulette  table,  the  roii^c  et  noir,  and  others  of  mere  chance,  are 
gathered  the  greatest  throng.  Beautiful  women,  chiefly  French  and 
Spanish,  richly  decked  in  dress  and  jewels,  sit  behind  the  table  with 
the  dealers.  *  "Make  your  game^ail  set — roll.  The  red  wins;  the 
black  loses,"  and  the  lynx-eyed  croupier  rakes  in  the  coin  and  dust. 
Faro,  nionte,  vhigt-im,  and  a  dozen  others  bid  for  your  money.  Long 
lines  of  men  are  drinking  there.  The  air  is  thick  with  tobacco  smoke 
and  the  fumes  of  liquor.  There  is  a  confusing  jargon  of  sounds — the 
clashing  of  glasses  and  jinghng  of  coin  ;  the  calls  of  the  dealers;  the 
click  of  the  billiard  balls;  the  popping  of  corks;  the  hum  of  human  voi- 
ces, and,  above  all  the  ringing  tones  of  bugle,  harp,  and  viol.  Nearly 
every  man  is  dressed  in  flannel  shirt  and  long  boots,  while  in  his  waist 
or  boots  he  carries  knife  and  pistols.  The  dealers  are  much  better 
dressed.  Upon  the  inner  ledge  of  the  table,  just  under  the  dealer's 
hand,  lies  a  brace  of  pistols.  Slouched  hats  generally  prevail.  There 
are  many  Mexicans  and  natives  in  their  rich  national  dress  of  slashed 
leather  pants,  with  silver  buttons  and  embroidery  down  the  outer  side 
of  the  leg;  short  jacket,  similarly  ornamented,  coming  down  to  the  sash 
gracefully  woimd  round  the  waist,  and  holding  the  long  knife;  the  broad 
Peruvian  hat  and  the  great  jingling  spurs  complete  the  costume. 
Monte  is  the  favorite  game.  The  "  Kanaka  " — ^just  returned  from  the 
mines — dashes  down  his  buckskin  bag  of  gold  dust  on  the  "Jack,  Jack 
and  a  Jack  "  game.  Few  win — all  lose.  But  there  is  ver\-  general  good- 
nature, and  none  seem  to  complain.  Hark  !  Bang,  bang  goes  a  pistol! 
It  is  at  the  monte  table.  The  crowd  press  together  there,  then  sud- 
denly open  as  the  proprietors  superintend  the  carrying  out  of  a  limp 
figiue.  He  attempted  to  withdraw  his  money  after  betting,  and  tJie 
dealer  shot  him.     That  was  all.     "  On  with  the  dance!"' 

The  old  cemetery  was  at  the  north  end  of  Stockton  Street.  There  are 
still  some  of  the  signs  of  graves  remaining.  Cases  of  adipocere  were 
said  to  have  been  found  there  upon  removing  the  bodies,  years  after. 
The  gambling  houses  were  everywhere,  and  going  night  and  day.  but 
the  "  Parker"  was  the  most  magnificent.  For  those  who  liad  no  stores 
there  was  no  place  in  which  to  pass  the  l«ng  evenings  except  the  saloons. 
Free  lunches  were  bounteous  banquets,  and  "drinks  fifty  cents  each  !  " 
The  genus  bummer  existed  at  that  eariy  day,  and  none  went  hungry. 
If  a  man  by  the  roadside  was  ill,  or  met  with  an  accident,  some  stranger 
would  mount  a  box,  and,  appealing  to  "  the  crowd,"  pass  around  liis 
hat  and  obtain  enough  to  pay  the  sufferer's  board  and  lodging  for  a 
month,  or  perhaps  pay  his  fare  back  East.  Pearson,  of  Troy,  N.  Y.  ,a  tal- 
ented lawyer,  and  a  courteous  gentleman  ever,  was  among  the  first  called 
by  death  from  the  Tarolhda's  passenger  list.  George  Vail  followed 
shortly  after  ;  he  was  a  general  favorite,  but  none  could  keep  him  from 
self-destruction.  As  his  family  were  very  wealthy,  and  as  he  uas  the 
only  son,  the  body  was  preser\ed  in  a  cask  of  brandy — ^stored  in  a  ware- 
house. His  family  were  several  times  notified  of  the  fact,  but  never 
replied  nor  desired  the  body  shipped  home.-  In  the  first  jjreat  fire  the 
warehouse  was  burned  with  its  contents,  including  the  remains  of  our 
esteemed  friend,  Vail.  The  arrival  of  the  Isthmus  steamer— every  month 
— was  the  great  event  in  those  day^^.  When  the  uncouth  giant  arms  of 
the  wooden  telegraph,  upon  the  summit  of  Telegraph  Hill,  began  to 
fling  themselves  about,  the  word  ran  from  street  to  street  ' '  The  steamer's 
coming  in  !  "  Then  a  stream  of  humanity  poured  down  Long  Wharf, 
and  eagerly  sought  for  friends  among  the  new-comers.  Hours  before 
the  mails  reached  the  Post-oftice,  lines — blocks  long — of  men  were  formed 
from  the  delivery  windows.  Places  were  sold  therein,  at  high  prices 
sometimes.  Eastern  newspapers  brought  a  dollar  apiece.  The  Govern- 
ment postage  upon  a  letter  amounted  to  about  twenty  cents. 

The  following  is  an  alphabetically  arranged  list  of  the  passengers  of 
the  ship  Tarolh!t<i,  correct  as  to  former  and  present  residence,  or  con- 
dition, so  far  only  as  the  memory  or  knowledge  of  the  remaining  little 
band  of  a  dozen,  upon  this  coast,  extends.  The  "TarcliiiUj  Asi^ocia- 
lion  "  numbered  eight  old  members  at  its  last  anniversary  celebration, 
July  6,  1878  ;  but  descendants  of  its  members  are  numerous  and  prom- 
ise to  perpetuate  it. 
Austin,  J.  P.,  Albany.  X.  Y, 

Brundage,  E.  T.,  New  Jersey,  artist,  now  in  Newark,  X.  J. 
Brooks,  John  W.,  Albany,  X.  Y.,  for  many  years  of  the  firm  of  Tay. 

Brooks  &:  Bachus,  now  living  in  Oakland,  Cal. 
Barr,  J.  C,  Xew  York,  dead  (?). 
Barr,  William,  Xew  York. 
Burroughs,  Charles  W. ,  carpenter,  dead  (?). 
Brj'anl,  G.  W,  Albany,  living  in  Carson,  X'evada,  employed  in  the  C 

S.  Mint. 
Bunce.  J.  M.,  Xew  York. 

Brown,  Richard,  New  York,  miner  at  Camptonville,  Cal. 
Blackett,  W.  G.,  Xew  York. 
Banning,  A. 
O'Brien.  William  S.,  Xew  York,  of  the  late  firm  of  Flood  &  O'Brien, 

died  May  2,  1878,  in  San  Francisco. 
Baldwin,  M.,  Xew  Jersey,  jeweler,  living  in  Alameda,  Cal: 
Cox,  William,  X'ew  York.  dead. 
Chapman,  Charles  E.,  X^ew  Vork. 
Conant.  P.  E. 

Cook,  W.  B.,  Albany,  stationer  in  San  Francisco,  dead. 
Cornell,  John  H. ,  Flushing,  L.  I. 
Conrad,  M.,  X'ew  York. 

Coddington,  William.  Xew  York,  capitalist,  San  Francisco. 
Cox,  Harry  F. ,  Xew  York. 
Cox,  G.  W.,  Xew  Vork. 

Cook,  D.  B.,  Xew  York,  died  in  Californi;i  in  1849. 
Ciprico,  August,  Xew  Vork,  carpenter. 
Devoe,  James  M.,  Xew  York,  printer. 
Dodd,  D.  W.,  Xewjersey. 
Demitt,  A.  P. 
Ford,  William  S. ,  New  York,  miner. 


DePeyster,  X'icholas,  X'^ew  York,  capitalist,  now  living  in  New  York. 

Franklyn.  E.,  .-Ubany. 

Grant,  J.  D.,  Trov.  X.  Y. 

Gibbs.  S.,  Xew  York. 

Gilbert,  George,  Xew  York. 

Halsey,  P.  S.,  Xewjersey. 

Hockman,  Richard,  Xew  York,  druggist.  Angel's  Camp,  Cal. 

Hubbell,  A. 

Howell.  Joseph  L. ,  Long  Island,  stationer,  San  Francisco. 

Hempstead,  B. ,  Long  Island. 

Hunt,  Pat.,  Xew  York,  kept  livery  stable  in  San  Francisco,  dead. 

Higgins,  T.  A.,  Xew  York. 

Hogabone,  W.  G. 

Howe,  P.  L. ,  Albany, 

Hoff,  Wm.  C. ,   X'ew  York,   real  estate  operator,   of  Mission   Dolores, 

San  Francisco,  member  of  California  Legislature,  dead. 
Hyatt,  John,  X''ew  York,  died  in  early  days. 
Hyatt,  Eugene,  now  in  Xew  York  Post-oflfice. 
Jenkins,  Bob,  Albany,  now  in  Xew  York. 
Jerome,  Fred.,   England,  boatman   in   San    Francisco,    "  Hero  of  the 

Ocean  Monarch.'' 
Keeler,  R. 

Livingstone,  Frank,  X'ew  York,  now  in  Xew  York. 
Lyons,  Caleb,  Lyonsdale,  X^  Y..  Assistant  Secretary  of  the  first  Con- 
stitutional Convention   of  California,   and  Governor  of    Idaho, 

dead. 
Lawrence,  James  P.;  X'ew  York,  printer,  dead. 
Lowere,  S.  W. 
Lock,  J.  B. ,  Troy. 
I-^ngdon,  Capt.  George,  Xew  York,  j  ustice  of  Peace  at  Benicia  in  early 

days,  dead, 
Laundergan,  J. 
Munson,  Atonzo,  Xew  York,  Judge  in  Sacramento  and  San  Francisco, 

now  in  Xew  York. 
Milne,  David  X.,  auctioneer  in  Sacramento  City  and  San  Francisco, 

dead. 
Monahan,  J.,  Albany. 

Munsell,  Harrison,  .\lbany,  died  on  American  River,  January.  1850. 
Mcintosh,  George,  Connecticut,  dead. 
Miller,  Xathaniel,  Long  Island. 
McXevin,  A.  C. 
Morehouse,  George  T.,  Albany. 
Milland,  S.,  miner,  an  extensive  prospector. 
X'oah,  Tim.  C.  and  Wm.  B.,  Albany,  nephews  of  e\-Secretarj  of  Slate 

Wm.  L.  Marcy. 
Xoyse.  J.  V,  H.,  Albany. 
Xorcross,  Daniel,  Philadelphia,   now  in  San  Francisco,  regalias,  etc.. 

Masonic  Temple. 
Xelson.  S. 

Xewman,  J.,  Xew  York,  died  June  26,  1856,,  at  .Vngcl's  Camg^!^^, 
Powers,  K.  J.,  Xew  York. 
Paynter,  W.  P. 

Pearson,  S.  D.,  Troy,  lawyer,  died  in  San  Francisco,  in  1849. 
I'earson,  H.  L.,  X'ew  York, 
Paul,  J.  L.,  Xew  York. 

Phinney,  Dr.  Joel  R..  Xew  Vork.  died  at  Granada,  Xicarauga,  in  1856. 
Proper,  William,  Xew  York, 
(Juackenboss.  — ,  Albany. 
Ravelyea,  Isaac,  now  in  Xew  Vork. 
Richards,  J.,  now  in  Xew  York. 
Rowley,  F.,  Xew  York. 
Ryder,  P.  F. ,  Connecticut, 
Ryder,  D.  X.,  Connecticut. 
Smith,  W.  Oscar,  X'ew  York,  no»  at  Salt  Lake. 
Stevenson,  Amasa,  .Mbany. 
Sterling,  J.  W. ,  Connecticut. 
Sterling,  D. ,  Connecticut. 

Sterling,  Robert  W.,  Connecticut,  now  in  Xapa,  banker. 
Schell,  A.,  .Albany,  now  at  Knight's  Ferry. 
Sharkey.  William,  now  editor  Chico  Xcivs. 
Stevenson.  Samuel,  .Vlbany. 
Smith,  Kd.  C,  Albany. 
Storey,  R.,  .Ubany. 
Southard,  T. ,  Ixing  Island. 
Stevenson,  S.  P.,  dead. 

Short.  John,  X'ew  Vork,  nuw  Captain  of  Police  in  San  Francisco. 
Short.  WiUiam,  Xew  York,  now  in  X'ew  Jersey. 
Tucker,  Dr.  J.  C,  .Xew  York,  now  in  San  Francisco. 
Thorp.  James  H..  Long  Island. 
Truax.  Ed.  D.,  Troy,  now  in  New  York. 
Thompson.  — ,  Albany,  now  in  California. 
Tarboss,  William,  Troy. 
Tvler,  S-  J.,  Albany. 
Thorp,  -U',  T. 
Vail.  George  P.,  Troy,   died  in   1849.   in   San   Francisco,  remains  pre- 

ser\'ed  in  brandy  cask,  and  burned  in  first  great  fire. 
Wheeler,  George  \\\,  Connecticut. 
Winchester,  J.,  Xew  York,  now  editor  in  C^alifornia. 
"W'entworth,  Xathaniel,  X'ew  York,  now  merchant  in  .San  Francis  o. 
Ward,  C.  S.,  Xew  York. 
Williams.  J. 

Xearly  all  of  the  above  names  liavc  done  the  "State  some  service." 
In  the  political  and  legislative  councils,  upon  the  judicial  seat,  wielding 
the  editorial  pen.  developing  vast  mining  resources,  upon  the  commer- 
cial mart,  in  the  fields  of  humanity,  science,  exploration,  and  invention 
— everywhere  have  the  passengers  of  the  Taroli/Ua  been  found  honora- 
bly and  honestlv  toiling — still  toiling  onward  to  tlie  Golden  Goal. 
Honors  have  fallen  upon  many— wealth  upon  few.  The  remarkable 
fortune  of  our  late  companion,  William  S  O'Brien,  is  the  exception. 
Warm-hearted  and  unchanged  by  his  acquisition  of  millions,  he  ever 
took  pleasure  in  meeting  his  compagnons  de  voyage,  and  in  recalling  the 
incidents  and  friendships  of  out  trip.  None  among  those  upon  whom 
fortune  smiled  had  a  heartier  hand  and  word  for  his  fellow- passengers 
than  the  late  William  C.  Hoff.  In  many  instances  he  more  materially 
aided  them  when  overtaken  by  calamity  or  sickness.  The  memory  of 
that  noble  old  Roman  lives  ever  green  in  the  hearts  of  the  few  sun,-iyors. 
The  blight  of  dishonor,  crime,  or  fraud  has  never  fallen  upon  a  single 
name  of  the  list,  and  the  many  descendants  of  the  TaroUnia  Pioneers 
may  proudly  perpetuate  the  association  of  that  name,  as  they  continue 
to  fly  the  ship's  checkered  flag  on  the  occasions  of  the  anniversary_  of 
July  6,  1849.  

World  Fable  :  .\  Loquacious  Barber,  being  desirous  of  replenishing 
his  Stock  of  Bear's  grease,  and  knowing  a  Bank  whereon  the  wild  Bears 
doze,  armed  himself  with  his  Razor  and  proceeded  noiselessly  and  on 
tiptoe  to  the  Spot.  He  was  just  about  to  take  the  Bear  by  the  Xose 
and  cut  his  Throat,  when  his  Professional  Instinct  impelled  him  to  ask 
his  intended  Victim  if  he  would  not  have  a  Bottle  of  Mandelmilch  to 
prevent  the  falling  out  of  his  hair.  Thm  apprised  of  his  danger,  the 
Ferocious  Plantigrade  bad  no  difl"iculty  in  killing  the  Loquacious  Bar- 
ber,    Moral  :  Go  Thou  and  Do  Likewise. 


SHORT  STORIES  AND  SUGGESTIONS, 


By  Sam  Davis. 


When  Ralston  was  president  of  the  Bank  of  California,  the  question 
of  William  Sharon  being  appointed  the  bank's  agent  in  Virginia  City 
was  under  discussion. 

One  of  the  directors  urged  that  Sharon  was  not  a  fit  man,  as  he  was 
a  notorious  poker-player,  and  he  could  prove  it.' 

"The  main  thing  we  want  proof  on,"  interrupted  Ralston,  "is  his 
qualifications  as  a  poker-player.  A  poor  poker-player  has  no  business 
in  a  bank.  If  he  is  a  good  poker-player,  why  then  we'll  give  him  the 
place." 

Some  of  the  directors,  who  had  vivid  recollections  of  his  skill,  de- 
cided that  he  was  considerably  above  the  average;  and  that's  how  Sharon 
got  his  start  in  the  world. 

Speaking  of  poker,  reminds  me  of  the  story  they  tell  on  Bishop,  the 
well-known  Pioche  lawyer. 

He  was  once  playing  with  a  party  in  which  there  was  an  irrepressible 
Irishman,  who  suddenly  laid  down  his  cards  and  remarked: 

"  I  don't  wish  to  be  personal  or  insinuaiin',  but  if  the who's 

chatin  at  the  keerds  don't  quit,  bedad,  he'll  get  his  (7//«r  eye  knocked 
out." 

The  fact  that  Bishop  is  a  one-eyed  man,  and  the  only  one  at  the 
table,  gave  the  point  to  the  Irishman's  remark. 


A  restaurant  patron  was  talking  somewhat  roughly  to  a  waiter,  when 
the  proprietor,  stepping  up,  remarked: 

■*  Don't  talk  to  him  that  way.  He  used  to  be  Governor  of  Oregon, 
and  such  treatment  naturally  hurts  his  feelings." 


Some  years  ago  some  Comstockers  concluded  to  play  a  joke  on  a 
bald-headed  man  in  Gold  Hill,  and  told  him  that  a  decoction  of  sage- 
brush leaves  would  certainly  make  liis  hair  sprout. 

He  boiled  up  bushels  of  the  leaves,  and  recommended  the  remedy  to 
his  friends. 

The  bald-heads  tried  it  all  over  the  State,  without  suspecting  the  joke, 
and  finally  "  The  Sage  Brush  Remedy"  for  baldness  began  to  be  sold 
at  drug  stores  and  finds  a  ready  sale  to  this  day. 


Some  years  ago  a  deputy  sheriff  attempted  to  collect  a  debt  from  the 
manager  of  a  San  Francisco  theater.  A  sleight-of-hand  performer  of 
considerable  renown  was  the  attraction.  The  manager  heard  of  the 
contemplated  invasion  of  the  collector,  and  appealed  to  the  man  of 
legerdemain. 

He  said  he  would  fix  it. 

About  seven  o'clock  the  collector  made  his  appearance.  The  mana- 
ger was  bland  and  polite. 

"  Take  the  receipts  of  the  house.    You  surely  would  net  expect  more." 

The  collector  sat  for  nearly  two  hours  and  watched  about  $800  drop 
into  the  cash-box,  and  was  happy. 

When  the  audience  was  all  in,  he  seized  the  box.  It  came  up  some 
what  lighter  in  his  hand  than  he  anticipated.  It  had  no  bottom,  and 
every  cent  dropped  in  at  the  top  had  glided  down  a  sort  of  flume  through 
the  floor,  where  it  was  duly  and  conscientiously  corralled. 

The  nonplussed  emissary  of  the  law  then  attempted  to  go  inside,  and 
was  refused  a  pass. 

"Is  this  seat  next  to  you  engaged  ?"  asked  the  traveler  of  a  young 
lady  in  the  cars. 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  is." 

"  Who's  engaged  it  ?" 

"A  gentleman,  I  believe,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  he  cant  engage  a  seat  this  way  and  not  sit  in  it.  I  don't  see 
any  baggage.     Where's  his  baggage?" 

•And  he  w as  on  the  point  of  sitting  down,  when  the  young  lady,  mxxs- 
tering  all  her  courage,  exclaimed:  "  Oh  !  sir,  I'm  his  baggage."' 


Leaving  this  idea  of  short  stories,  I  wish  to  suggest  a  field  for  the  idle 
capital  now  lying  donuant  in  San  Francisco. 

I  understand  that  in  some  portions  of  Africa  and  the  South  Sea  Islands 
the  practice  of  regarding  missionaries  as  a  regular  article  of  diet  is  still 
in  vogue, 

'It  costs  about  31,000  to  take  a  missionary  from  his  home  in  the  United 
States  and  land  him  sound  in  mind  and  limb  among  the  cannibals  of  a 
foreign  country.  If  he  is  so  unfortunate  as  to  have  a  family  it  costs 
double,  if  not  more. 

X'ow  the  main  item  is  the  traveling  expenses  of  the  men  of  the  Lord, 
who  are  required  by  the  soulless  steamship  companies  to  pay  in  advance 
the  same  as  sinners  and  excursionists. 

Xo  sooner  do  they  arrive  in  their  respective  fields  of  usefulness  than 
they  are  killed  and  eaten  by  the  savages  and  their  outfit  and  traveling 
expenses  are  a  dead  loss  to  the  treasury  of  the  church. 

There  was  a  time  when  the  cannibals  were  content  to  masticate  the 
flesh  of  the  most  cadaverous  man  that  could  be  sent  out,  but  of  late 
they  have  learned  to  distinguish  at  a  glance  between  the  tender  flesh  of 
a  high-salaried  X'ew  York  missionary  and  the  fibrous  meat  of  a  half-fed 
X'ebraska  gospelizer.     The  following  letter  explains  itself: 

South  Sea  Islands,  Fcbruar>-  8,  \l~,^. 
To  THE  Board  of  Pmmkstic  Missions,  New  York— Dear  Sirs:--During 
the  last  ten  years  the  ([uality  of  the  missionaries  sent  to  this  section  has  ^bcen  far 
below  the  average.       flea.se  for\vard  an  invoice  of  the  lenderest  stock  you  can 
find.     No  slop-fed  iiie;il  for  us.     Yovirs  truly,  MlN  Tui,  and  2,000  others. 

Now  my  idea  is  that  much  saving  could  be  effected  by  killing  the  mis- 
sionaries at  home  and  shipping  the  meat  in  cans. 

The  meat  would  doubtless  find  a  ready  s;ile  with  the  cannibals,  and 
if  steamed,  packed,  and  sorted  (without  bones)  they  would  pay  a  good 
price  for  it.     As  it  is  now  they  help  themseh-es  and  ixiy  nothing. 

A  meal-packing  establishment  w  ith  a  little  capital  would  soon  become 
a  permanent  and  thriving  institution.  It  would  rid  the  country  of  su- 
perfluous clergymen  at  a  trifling  expense,  and  instead  of  being  a  steady 
drain  upon  the  cofters  of  the  church  would  be  a  substantial  addition  to 
its  yearly  revenue. 

After  the  trade  had  been  sufticicntly  carried  on  to  become  a  permanent 
institution,  and  the  canned  meat  began  to  be  look-^d  upon  as  an  indis- 
pensable article  of  diet  with  the  patrons  of  the  trade,  it  would  be  the 
easiest  thing  in  the  world  to  slip  a  Chinaman  now  and  then  in  the  place 
of  the  divines,  and  if  care  were  taken  the  whole  shipment  might  be  so 
managed  that  Chinamen  would  wholly  supplant  the  missionaries. 

Thcv  could  be  inspected  and  marked  like  wheat;  for  instance:  White 
Missionaries,  Xo.  1  ;  Converted  Chinese.  Xo.  2  ;  Heathen  Chinese, 
Xo.  3.  San  P'rancisco  hoodlums  and  politicians  might  be  sold  to  the 
lower  classe;  under  brand  4. 

This  plan  would  not  otlly  give  the  cannibals  a  belter  quality  of  meat 
than  they  have  had  heretofore,  but  it  would  enable  doirpMic  mi<isiona- 
riestoget  better  salaries,  and  perhaps  the  cannibals  m'-^l^t  mrtake  of 
enough  gospel  at  their  meals  to  become  wholly  convertrvj 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


'CHISPA."--A  LUMP  OF  HUMAN  GOLD. 


A  wad  Waif  of  the  Sierra.  - 


Chispa\va5  bom  during  the  fall  of '49 — ushered  into  being 
amid  total  darkness  on  the  night  of  November  13th,  and  the 
tiny  wail  of  the  babe  mingled  with  the  plaintive  sobbing  of 
the  winir\-  winds  as  they  swept  with  unseen  fingers  the 
strings  of  Nature's  harp  of  pines. 

The  snow  drifted  waist  deep  around  the  rude  log  hut,  and 
the  distant  moaning  of  the  Stanislaus  River  was  the  first 
lullaby  that  greeted  his  cars.  Alone  and  unattended,  the 
Indian  mother  gave  her  half-breed  child  its  first  sustenance, 
and  in  the  agony  of  that  dismal  hour  hushed  the  sad  cry  of 
the  forlorn  waif  thus  miserably  brought  to  life. 

The  morning  light  brought  to  the  door  of  the  cabin  a 
kind-hearted  miner,  who,  knowing  that  a  wofnan  lay  in  mor- 
tal pain,  in  solitude  and  gloom,  had  tossed  on  a  sleepless 
couch  the  whole  night  through. 

Approaching  the  cabin  as  quietly  as  possible  in  the 
crunching  snow,  the  tall,  broad-chested,  heavily-bearded 
man,  with  hesitating  touch  lifted  the  latch,  and,  half-fearing 
to  look  upon  a  spectacle  of  misery  and  death,  pushed  the 
door  open  and  peered  into  the  bare  apartment. 

There,  in  a  comer,  lying  upon  a  pile  of  green  pine  tassels, 
half  covered  with  a  blanket  which  he  had,  amidst  the  deris- 
ion of  his  fellow-miners,  carried  to  the  cabin  on  the  previous 
night,  lay  the  mother,  asleep.  L'pon  her  brown  bosom  nes- 
tled the  child,  his  little  hands  unconsciously  clasping  the 
long  black  tresses  of  the  woman's  coarse  hair.  Only  the 
steady  respiration  of  the  mother  gave  evidence  that  life  still 
remained — that  Nature  had  dealt  kindly  with  her  daughter. 

Closing  the  door,  the  miner  departed  as  slowly  as  he  had 
approached.  He  hastened  to  the  camp  on  the  hillside,  and 
spread  the  news  among  the  stalwart  miners;  and  it  was  not 
long  before  these  hardy  denizens  of  the  gulches  were  on 
their  way  to  lnok  upon  the  first  baby  bom  in  IMne  Log. 

Some  laughed  at  the  idea  of  men  hurrying  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  a  half-breed  papoose  and  its  Indian  mother; 
others  sneered  to  feel  themselves  actuated  by  a  curiosity  to 
gaze  at  "a  d — d  Greasers  brat"  asleep  in  its  mother's  arms; 
but  long  before  the  cabin  door  was  reached  a  solemn  still- 
ness fell  upon  the  men,  and  when  at  last  they  stood  around 
the  open  door,  to  their  lasting  honor  be  it  said,  every  head 
was  uncovered  in  respect  to  babyhood's  innocent  sleep. 

"The  puny  little  Injun  1"  was  the  admiring  remark  of 
Andy  McPherson. 

"Only  half  Injun,''  corrected  Steve  Harper;  "the  other 
halfs  Greaser." 

"Nice  condition  fur  a  father  to  leave  his  family," m'uttered 
Brock  Bulger,  shoving  his  toil-hardened  hands  deep  into  his 
pockets.  "'Tain't  square, 'tain't  human.  Let's  string  him 
up  when  he  comes  back  home." 

"An'  leave  the  little  kid  half  an  orphan?"  asked  Sam 
Leonard,  the  kind-hearted  miner  who  had  called  the  citizens 
of  Pine  Log  to  the  cabin. 

"Twouldn't  make  nuch  ditierence,  I  reckon,  ef  the  little 
cuss  was  left  an  orphan  all  together,"  retorted  Brock.  "  He's 
a  hell  of  a  father,  anyhow,  to  throw  off  on  his  wife  an'  child 
this  way,  an'  he  don't  deserve  no  consideration  thet  I  ken 
see." 

"Thet's  so,"  said  Calaveras  Joe. 

"Besides,  we'll  all  chip  in  an'  take  a  father's  care  o'  the 
young  'un,  turn  an'  tum  about,  yer  see,"  remarked  Harper. 

The  sentiment  of  the  majority  seemed  to  be  in  favor  of 
summar)' justice  as  regarded  the  cruel  deserter  of. "his  fam- 
ily," and  the  considerate  Sam  only  stipulated  for  "ameetin', 
boys,  so's  ever>*thing  ken  be  fi.xed  up  reglar." 

This  proposition  was  agreed  to  in  low  tones,  and  then  all 
eyes  turned  upon  the  objects  of  their  solicitude.  The  mur- 
muring of  voices  had  awakened  th^  mother,  and  clasping 
her  little  one  closer  in  her  arms,  she  stared  wildly  at  the 
crowd  for  a  moment.  The  respectful  attitude  of  the  men, 
and  their  silence,  reassured  her.  The  frightened  look  for- 
sook her  eyes  entirely  when  Sam  Leonard,  urged  by  the  ex- 
pressive pantomime  of  his  companions,  stepped,  hat  in  hand, 
to  the  comer  where  she  rested. 

"  How  d'ye  feel,  Nita  V  asked  Sam. 

"  Heap  sick,  me.  Poco  tiempo,  purty  well,  mebbe,"  re- 
plied the  woman,  with  a  faint  attempt  to  smile. 

"  How's  the  baby,  Nita  ?" 

"Pickaninny  heap  cold.     Presenta  me  blanket,  Sam.'"' 

"  You  bet  I  will,  Nita.  Here,  Brock,  go  down  to  my  cabin 
an'  fetch  two  of  the  heaviest  blankets  you  ken  find — an'  1 
say,  Brock,  fetch  up  something  to  eat;  something  sofr  an' 
easy  to  chew.     Hurry  up,  Brock." 

The  messenger  flew  on  his  errand  of  mercy. 

As  soon  as  evcr>-  arrangement  possible  for  the  comfort  of 
mother  and  child  had  been  made  the  crowd  dispersed  to 
their  several  claims,  and  for  days  after  the  recent  arrival  was 
the  staple  of  conversation  in  and  around  Pine  Log  Camp. 
As  a  matter  of  course,  nothing  could  be  accomplished  except 
at  the  orthodox  miners'  meeting.  Consequently,  on  the 
night  following  the  birth  of  the  child,  the  majority  of  the 
miners  comprising  Pine  Log  Camp  met  in  solemn  conclave 
at  Sam  Leonard's  cabin,  and  choosing  Sam  president  of 
the  meeting  in  virtue  of  his  being  "the  original  locator,"  and 
Charles  Babb  secretary-,  proceeded  to  business. 

In  the  course  of  this  meeting  there  was  much  free  speech, 
a  little  "  chaff,''  a  few  acrimonious  remarks,  and  a  unanimous 
desire  to  aid  the  Indian  mother  and  her  new-born  babe. 

The  result  of  the  protracted  discussion  was  the  following 
resolutions,  preserved  by  Babb  for  future  reference  : 

Where.\s,  It  has  pleased  Almighty  God  to  bestow  upon  thai  por- 
tion of  humanity  now  located  at  Pine  Log  Camp,  on  the  .Stanislaus 
River,  a  helpless  babe  : 

And  WHERE.\s,  We  do  not  consider  its  natural  protectors  sufficiently 
competent  to  care  for  or  proWde  for  it  in  a  proper  or  Christian  like 
manner ;  . 

Tkerefore.  be  it  resolved,  by  the  miners  of  the  aforesaJd  camp.  That 
we  take  charge  of  the  child  and  raise  it  from  its  present  degraded  con- 
dition to  a  sphere  of  usefulness ; 

Resolved.  That  we  use  eveiy  endeavor  to  keep  it  away  from  tlie  e\il 
influences  of  Greaser  horse  thieves  and  Digger  Indians. 

Resolved.  That  we  hang  its  father  on  the  first  opponunity. 

R^i>l'~(^.  That  we  educate  it  in  the  American  language.' 

Et:;--r::^-i ^  That  we  allow  it  to  vote  when  it  is  old  enough. 

-■-"':'  That  we  name  it  ■"Chispa" — first,  because  its  sex  is  at 
--..--  :^';  .;ru,.-icwn  to  Us;  and  second,  because  as  it  now  exists  it  is  a  lit- 
■  -^  '   ■■•ypih'uman  gold. 

:    i:  ^ext  moramg  a  Relief  Committee  \isited  the  hospital 


cabin  for  the  purpose  of  carrj'ing  out  the  instructions  of  the 
good  Samaritans  in  convention  assembled.  The  cabin  was 
empty. 

The  mother  had  folded  the  blankets  around  herself  and 
child  and  fled  while  tlie  miners  were  deliberating  upon  the 
future  of  their  prolt5g(5. 

Another  meeting  was  immediately  called,  and  the  Relief 
Committee  made'  their  report.  Another  committee  was 
organized  and  instructed  lo  find  Chispa  and  Nita,  and  bring 
them  back  to  the  camp— by  force  if  necessary.  This  commit- 
tee started  in  search  of  the  wanderers,  and  in  the  course  of 
the  day  found  them  at  an  Indian  rancheria  near  Deadman's 
Bar,  on  the  Stanislaus.  Kvery  etibrt  was  used  to  induce  the 
woman  to  return,  but  she  steadily  refused,  explaining  in  her 
broken  English  that  she  was  more  comfortable  among  her 
people.  The  committee  did  not  have  the  heart  to  carry  out 
their  instructions  to  the  letter,  and  returned  to  Pine  Log 
without  the  objects  of  their  search. 

A  promise  was  exacted  from  the  mother,  however,  that 
she  would  remain  in  that  vicinity  until  the  child  was  able  to 
walk,  and  that  she  would  then  allow  it  to  Hve  at  the  camp. 
The  chairman  of  the  committee,  in  his  report  to  the  meet- 
ing, closed  with  tlie  remark  : 

"  Injuns  is  Injuns,  boys,  an'  they  ain't  to  be  depended  on 
w'en  contracts  is  to  be  stuck  to." 

Perhaps  the  most  important  information  which  the  com- 
mittee brought  was  that  relating  to  the  sex  of  the  child.  In 
the  forcible  language  of  Steve  Harper,  Chispa  was  "  a  boy- 
babby,  dern  the  little  yaller  cuss's  hide." 

The  winter  passed  away  and  spring  came.  The  original 
inhabitants  of  Pine  Log,  in  their  restless  search  for  the 
treasures  of  the  placers,  had  drifted  up  and  down  the  river. 
Some  of  them  had  migrated  to  other  diggings,  and  there  had 
been  a  large  influx  of  new  faces.  In  the  absorbing  pursuit 
of  wealth  Chispa  and  his  mother  had  been  almost  forgotten, 
and  it  is  not  at  all  certain  that  even  if  Juan  Mendosa,  his 
father,  had  returned  to  the  camp  the  resolution  referring 
to  his  disposition  would  have  been  Carried  out  or  even 
attempted. 

In  the  spring  of  1S51  only  Sam  Leonard  and  Brock 
Bulger  still  occupied  their  old  cabins,  but  they  knew  where 
many  of  the  former  residents  were,  and  in  desultory  conver- 
sations about  Chispa,  agreed  that  if  Nita  kept  her  promise 
and  brought  her  boy  back,  they  would  duly  notify  the  foster- 
fathers,  and  hold  another  meeting. 

The  winter  of  1852  was  unusually  severe  in  the  Pine  Log 
section.  The  river  was  swollen  very  high,  and  all  the  wing- 
dams  and  sluices  were  swept  away.  The  weather  was  ex- 
tremely cold,  and  the  snow  lay  deep  on  the  slopes  of  Table 
Mountain,  covering  the  bottoms  of  ravines  and  gulches,  and 
shrouding  the  chaparral  and  stunted  buckeyes  where  it 
drifted  against  the  mountain  side. 

A  party  of  men  returning  from  Columbia  along  the  slip- 
pery trail  paused  a  moment,  just  above  Pine  Log,  to  look 
across  the  river  at  the  snow-clad  declivities  of  the  Calaveras 
side.  Why  they  had  halted  none  of  them  knew,  for  there 
was  nothing  to  look  at  but  a  dreary  waste  of  snow,  with  here 
and  there  a  cabin  or  two,  from  the  chimneys  of  which  curled 
thin  streaks  of  blue  smoke  suggesting  warmth,  comfort,  and 
the  evening  meal.     Suddenly,  one  of  them  broke  the  silence  : 

"  Is  that  a  blanket  down  there.'" 

"  Where  ? "  asked  another. 

"Down  there,  close* to  that  leaning  pine— to  the  right — 
about  a  hundred  feet  below  the  trail,"  answered  the  other. 

"  I  see  it,"  said  a  third  ;  "  it's  half  buried  in  the  snow  'long- 
side  o'  the  pine.     It  does  look  like  a  blanket." 

Moved  by  a  common  impulse  the  party  hurried  to  the  spot 
as  rapidly  as  the  nature  of  the  ground  would  permit,  and  the 
discoverer  began  to  scrape  the  snow  away  from  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  huge  bundle  of  blankets.  In  a  few  moments 
the  heap  was  uncovered  and  the  brown  face  of  a  woman  re- 
vealed— the  face  of  an  Indian  squaw.  A  heavy  blanket  was 
closely  wrapped  around  her  form,  and  she  seemed  to  be  hold- 
ing something  close  to  her  breast.  One  of  the  men  gently 
unrolled  the  covering,  and  the  face  of  a  little  boy,  asleep  or 
dead,  was  disclosed.  The  woman's  arms  were  folded  about 
the  child  and  her  lips  were  close  to  its  face,  as  if  she  had 
been  endeavoring  to  preserve  its  life  by  the  warmth  of  her 
breath.  One  of  the  men  knelt  beside  the  motionless  form 
of  the  woman  and  bent  his  head  over  her  chest. 

"  Is  she  dead.^"  asked  one  of  his  companions. 

"Frozen  stiff — almost,"  answered  the  other. 

"And  the  baby  ?"  anxiously  inquired  the  miners  together. 

"  I  can't  tell.  Let's  carry  it  to  the  camp.  There  may  be 
some  life  left — perhaps  we  can  save  it.  No  use  fooling  with 
the  woman,  she's  gone  sure.    We'll  come  back  and  bury  her." 

Wrapping  the  child  in  one  of  their  heavy  coats,  the  miners 
hurried  to  the  camp,  which,  fortunately,  was  close  at  hand. 
A  warm  fire  and  the  prompt  administration  of  stimulants 
soon  produced  an  effect  and  the  boy  opened  his  eyes.  Find- 
ing himself  among  strangers,  and  missing  his  mother,  the 
little  foundling  began  to  cry — sobbing  in  a  scared,  pitiful 
tone  that  brought  sympathetic  moisture  to  the  eyes  of  men 
who  scarcely  knew  the  weakness  of  tears. 

Thus  did  Chispa  return  to  the  place  of  his  birth. 

Brock  Bulger  was  the  only  claimant  of  the  waif,  Sam  Leon- 
ard having,  a  short  time  before,  left  for  the  placers  of  the 
Tuolumne,  and  to  Brock  was  the  little  innocent  given  "to 
educate  an'  bring  up,"  as  the  miners  expressed  it — speaking 
sarcastically  and  winking  their  reserved  opinions  as  to  what 
that  "education  an'  bringing  up  "  would  amount  to. 

As  the  months  rolled  on  Chispa  became  more  and  more 
proficient  in  the  "American  language,"  and  there  was  not  an 
oath  or  a  slang  e.xpression  current  in  the  camp  that  he  could 
not,  in  due  course  of  time,  lisp  with  remarkable  aptitude. 
He  was  encouraged  in  this  style  of  phraseology  by  the  con- 
trast-loving miners. 

"  It's  mighty  cute  to  hear  a  baby  cuss,'*  said  Lige  Peters  ; 
"sounds  like  an  angel  joshin'a  barkeep.  Here,  Chispa,  what's 
yer  ol'  man  Brock,  anyhow  ? " 

And  the  little  fellow  would  reply,  as  he  had  been  taught, 
in  the  most  earnest  tone  imaginable  : 
"A  oV  pirate,  dol  dern  his  pesky  hide." 

Whereat  the  admiring  crowd  would  laugh  until  the  cliffs 
replied  again. 

When  Chispa  was  four  years  old  he  chewed  "nigger heel" 
and  smoked  a  short  clay  pipe  as  complacently  as  the  oldest 
inhabitant.  Whisky  did  not  agree  with  his  delicate  consti- 
tution at  this  period  of  his  life,  and  ever)'  effort  on  his  part 
to  swallow  the  fiery  fluid  produced  untold  suffering. 


"  His  young  coppers,"  Jersey  was  wont  to  remark,  "  isn't 
galvanized  yet.  Wait  'till  he's  a  few  years  older — ef  double- 
distilled  essence  of  high-proof  tarantul.i  juice  fazes  then  you 
ken  take  my  head  fur  a  foot-ball." 

In  every  other  vice,  however,  Chispa  soon  became  profi- 
cient, and  as  the  practice  of  these  vices  was  considered  "  cun- 
ning" in  one  so  young,  by  the  baser  elements  of  the  camp's 
society,  who  were  his  mentors,  he  was  encouraged  in  his  bud- 
ding evil  propensities.  At  all  hours  of  the  day  he  might  be 
observed  in  the  centre  of  some  rough,  heartless  crowd  dis- 
playing his  wicked  accomplishments  in  every  phase  which 
the  fertile  ingenuity  of  his  teachers  could  suggest.  When 
not  engaged  in  his  favorite  pastime  of  stoning  the  Chinamen 
on  the  river,  he  was  studiously  absorbing  the  mysteries  of 
draw  poker,  seven-up,  or  some  other  similar  speculative  sci- 
ence, under  the  tuition  of  some  old  stager  who  had  long  since 
forgotten  every  principle  of  decency  or  self-respect. 

The  camp  possessed,  among  other  human  curiosities,  an 
odd,  vagrant  genius,  known  as  "  Colonel  Tom" — a  tall,  lank 
Pennsylvanian,  who,  in  addition  to  a  dozen  other  talents,  was 
something  of  an  orator  ;  and,  combining  a  passably  vivid 
imagination  with  a  smattering  of  historical  learning  and  con- 
siderable experience  as  a  traveler,  was  an  interesting  and  at 
times  eloquent  conversationalist.  This  rank  weed  of  society 
gave  Chispa  "a  pedigree,"  and  traced  his  lineage  back  to  a 
period  when  the  blood  of  his  ancestors  coursed  through  their 
veins  as  blue  as  indigo. 

"Look  at  him,  boys,"  he  would  say,  pointing  to  Chispa, 
"  look  at  him,  the  degenerate  son  of  illustrious  sires.  I  don't 
mean  Mendosa,  but  the  crowd  that  flourished  behind  him  in 
the  dim,  misty  past.  Why,  Chispa's  the  lineal  descendant 
of  the  first  families  just  as  much  as  the  Randolphs  of  Roan- 
oke were  ;  his  record  is  better  than  Randolph's,  for  the  proud 
Virginian  only  claimed  nobility  on  the  Injun  side,  while 
Chispa  can  trace  his  ancestors  back  to  the  blue-bloods  along 
both  branches  of  the  family  tree.  On  his  mother's  side  we 
see  the  princes  of  her  ancient  tribe  struggling  across  the 
glistening  ice-floes  of  the  frozen  North,  fleeing  before  the 
rnore  warlike  people  of  middle  Asia.  Further  along  we  see 
them  steadily  wending  their  way  south,  peopling  the  forest 
and  the  desert,  building  mounds,  living  tlae  lives  of  nomadic 
patriarchs,  and  finally  attaining  the  glories  of  civiHzation 
under  the  rulers  of  the  Aztec  and  Inca  empires.  The  deca- 
dence of  this  glorious  race,  this  seventh  of  the  lost  tribes  of 
Israel,  is  strongly  marked  until  it  reached  Chispa.  On  his 
father's  side  we  have  the  pure  Castilian,  the  chivalry  of  the 
fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries.  We  observe  the  alliance 
between  the  proud  peer  of  Arragon  and  the  Moorish  princess 
of  Granada.  Then  comes  the  division  of  the  family,  when 
one  branch  rights  beneath  the  gorgeous  banners  of  Ferdi- 
nand and  Isabella,  and  the  other  mounts  guard  beneath  the 
pale  light  of  the  crescent  moon  upon  the  gray  walls  of  the 
Moorish  citadel.  Then  follows  the  banishment  of  Boabdil — 
the  last  sigh  of  the  Moor — and  we  lose  sight  of  a  portion  of 
Chispa's  ancestors  in  their  perpetual  exile.  Some  of  the 
Christian  branch  accompany  Columbus  to  the  New  World, 
and  afterward  do  deeds  of  daring  and  enterprise  in  the  con- 
quests of  Cortez  and  Pizarro,  gradually  amalgamating  with 
the  Aztec  race — the  race  of  the  father  blending  with  that  of 
the  mother— and  falling  lower  and  lower  in  the  scale  of  civ- 
ilization until  Chispa  is  produced.  Look  at  him,  boys.  He's 
of  right  noble  descent,  but  he's  at  the  bottom  of  a  mighty 
deep  shaft.  His  father's  ancestors  sang  serenades  by  bright- 
ly flashing  Gaudalquiver,  and  watched  the  soft  moonlight  as 
it  played  on  the  sparkling  waters  of  the  fountain  that  once 
so  musically  tinkled  in  the  Court  of  Lions,  in  the  grand,  old, 
legend-haunted  Alhambra — and  there  squats  the  result  of  all 
this  hereditary  pomp  and  gloiy  trying  to  turn  jacks  from  the 
bottom  so  that  Nigger  Bob  won't  see  how  he  does  it.  All  is 
vanity,  boys,  and  the  older  you  get  the  more  vanity  you'll 
see.     I'm  dry.     Whose  going  to  call  for  the  liquor?  " 

Whatever  may  have  been  Chispa's  lineage,  one  thing  is 
certain— barbarous  instincts  were  constantly  cropping  out 
in  his  nature.  He  fought  boys  of  his  own  size  and  age, 
Mexican  or  Indian,  with  all  the  vim  of  a  Spanish  knight  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  and  he  plundered  as  naturally  as  did  the 
marauding  nobles  of  feudal  times. 

At  seven  years  of  age  he  was  soundly  thrashed  by  Brock 
for  robbing  sluices,  and  at  ten  he  was  considered  an  arrant 
nuisance  in  the  camp.  At  fifteen  he  was  an  accomplished 
gambler,  horseman,  thief,  bruiser  (light  weight),  and,  withal, 
a  lazy,  good-for-nothing  vagabond.  Long  before  Brock  Bul- 
ger left  the  camp  he  had  utterly  discarded  Chispa,  after  a 
hard-fought  battle  in  which  the  ungrateful  young  reprobate 
struck  him  twice  across  the  head  with  a  hea\y  bludgeon,  and 
only  refrained  from  murdering  him  outright  because  the  by- 
standers interfered. 

Twenty-five  lashes,  well  laid  on,  in  the  presence  of  the  en- 
tire camp,  did  not  cure  the  youth  of  seventeen  of  his  heredi- 
tary propensity  for  thieving,  or  cause  him  to  leave  the  camp. 
His  Mexican  and  Indian  mixture,  probably,  made  him  thirst 
for  revenge  upon  his  enemies  at  some  future  opportune  time. 

A  long  absence  from  the  camp  soon  after  his  eighteenth 
birthday  induced  many  to  believe  that  he  had  apprenticed 
himself  to  his  fathers  trade  of  horse-stealing,  and  when  he 
returned  to  Pine  Log  well-supplied  with  money  the  suspicion 
was  confirmed. 

The  last  act  in  the  mottled  career  of  this  unfortunate  waif 
occurred  one  night  in  a  low  Mexican  gambling  den  at  Mar- 
tinez, a  camp  near  his  native  place. 

In  a  game  of  monte  he  had  a  dispute  with  the  dealer,  an 
old  Mexican,  and  from  words  they  came  to  blows.  The 
crowd  interfered  and  separated  the.n,  but  a  few  moments 
afterward  they  stood  face  to  face  once  more,  each  armed 
with  a  drawn  knife — long,  keen,  murderous  blades.  Before 
any  one  could  prevent  them  they  closed  in  a  terrible  death- 
grapple.  A  few  sickening  lunges,  an  oath  or  two,  a  horrible 
groan,  a  devilish  pain-smothered  laugh,  and  the  struggle  was 
ended.  Both  staggered  and  fell,  the  old  man  expiring  im- 
mediately in  the  great  pool  of  thick,  crimson  blood  that 
spread  over  the  floor.  The  other  died  in  an  attempt  to  drive 
his  knife  home  once  more. 

By  this  time  the  saloon  was  full  of  howling  men,  wildly 
gesticulating  and  jostling  each  other  in  their  efforts  to  reach 
the  bodies.  Then  a  silence  fell  upon  the  crowd,  broken  at 
last  by  a  deep  voice  near  the  two  corpses: 

"  It's  retribution,  boys.  The  cuss  thet  turned  the  waters 
loose  hez  bin  swamped  in  the  freshet — Chispa's  killed  his 
father  !  "     The  speaker  was  Sam  Leonard. 

S.\x  Franxisco,  July  20,  1878.  E.  H.  Clough. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  OASIS, 


For  the  Argonaut,  by  Nathan  D.  Umer. 


"  As  rivers  of  water  in  a  dr>-  place,  as  the  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary 
land." — /saia/i. 

Another  day  !     The  long  and  level  rays, 

Like  molten  silver,  o'er  the  desert  ran ; 
And  slowly  still  within  that  furnace-blaze 
Crept  on  our  caravan. 

Many  behind  had  found  a  shifting  tomb. 

Dying  athirst  amid  the  sandy  waves  — 
Camel  and  rider — and  the  dread  Simoom 

Had  heaped  their  lonely  graves. 

Our  Lybian  drivers  staggered  faintly  by. 

And  goaded  on  our  patient  "desert-ships;" 
We  searched  in  vain  the  scorched  and  C9ppery  sky, 
And  gnawed  our  raging  lips. 

At  last  the  camels  reared  their  heads  on  high. 

Snuffed  tlie  hot  air,  and  then,  as  in  a  dream, 
Pushed  on,  with  pace  redoubled,  and  a  cry  — 
A  wild  and  grateful  scream. 

A  tiny  speck  upon  the  glassy  verge 

Grew  large  and  larger  as  our  caravan 

Sped  o'er  the  desert,  like  a  broken  surge, 

"Mid  cries  of  beast  and  man. 

Only  some  palm  trees  clustenng  about 

A  sphinx  half  buried  in  the  sandy  tides ; 
But  still  our  camels,  with  their  necks  stretched  out. 
Rushed  on  with  mighty  strides. 

Then,  as  we  neared  the  emerald  oasis, 

The  plash  of  waters  fell  upon  the  ear 

Like  choicest  music,  and  we  reeled  to  kiss 

The  wave  that  sparkled  near. 

Gemming  the  bald,  blear  desert  like  a  star. 

And  shaded  by  the  palm -leaves  interlaced. 
It  bubbled  high,  and  glistened  from  afar, 
A  diamond  of  the  waste. 

Its  music  fanned  us  like  a  cooling  breeze. 

We  groveled  down  to  suck  the  limpid  tide, 
And  the  poor  camels  sank  upon  their  knees, 
And  drank,  all  grateful  -  eyed. 

No  more  we  feared  the  wide,  wide  sandy  seas. 

Or  clouds  of  robber-horse  upon  our  flank; 
And  hymns  of  praise  the  holy  dervishes 
Loud-chanted  as  we  drank. 

"Allah  il  Allah!"     Through  the  burning  air 

And  o'er  the  plains  their  hoarse  thanksgivings  swept ; 
Our  bosoms  beat  in  accord  with  the  prayer. 
And,  as  we  drank,  we  wept. 

Oh,  many  a  time  since  then  my  life  hatli  seemed 

A  wide  Sahara,  desolate  and  apart. 
And  the  sweet  memory  of  that  prayer  hath  streamed 
Like  music  to  my  heart ; 

Till,  pressing  on,  half  fainting  and  athirst, 

Soft  oases  of  faith  my  journey  graced. 
And  cooling  waters  from  their  bosoms  burst 
To  cheer  me  o'er- the  waste. 
Xew  Yokk  City,  July  lo,  1878. 


Saints  and  Sinners. 


There  goes  a  woman,  who,  loving  too  ill 

(Was  there  doom  in  her  blood?),  in  time  became 
Dark  with  ulcers  of  mind  and  will  — 

Spotted  with  sin  and  shame. 
But  I  think,  by  the  awful  look  in  her  eyes 

{The  woman  who  tied  to  the  Lord  looked  so). 
That  down  in  her  heart  she  moans  and  cries 

With  immedicable  woe. 

There  goes  a  column  of  circumspects.     See, 

How  clean  and  comely,  and  sleek  and  fair, 
And  unto  the  ultimate  degree 

Prim  and  proper  they  are. 
Ah,  worldling!   you  need  not  pry  nor  peek 

Into  their  secrets  for  fault  or  flaw  ; 
They  are  not  of  your  kidney,  frail  and- weak — 

They  are  strong,  and  walk  by  the  Law. 

But  see  !     They  have  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  skirts. 

How  keen  they  are  on  the  scent  for  sin  ! 
And  the  hound  in  the  heart  of  each  asserts 

Itself,  and  the  pack  begin. 
Bravely,  my  masters !     Mangle  her  now  ! 

What  to  you  is  her  hideous  stress? 
Tear  and  trample  from  foot  to  brow 

Her  clothed  unhallowedness. 

There,  there — enough  now.     Handsomely  done! 

How  whitely  your  teeth  gleam  when  you  snarl. 
And  how,  like  an  arrowed  dear,  did  run — 

Whither? — the  maddened  girl. 
Is  that  a  gout  of  blood  on  your  glove? 

You  say  her  breath  had  a  noisome  smell  ? 
And  something,  I  think,  was  said  of  Love, 

By  Some  One — can  you  tell? 
San  Francisco,  July  20,  1878.  Richard  Reali". 


BENJAMIN  D'ISRAELI, 


The  following  psychological  incident  is  of  interest :  A  gen- 
tleman of  Louisville,  Kentucky — a  man  of  fine  nervous  or- 
ganization— was  taking  his  afternoon  siesta  ;  his  daughter,  a 
young  lady  of  seventeen,  sitting  by  his  side,  with  her  hand 
in  his,  and  reading.  As  he  passed  from  the  wakeful  state 
into  one  of  semi-slumber  he  saw,  or  seemed  to  see,  appear  at 
the  foot  of  his  bed,  a  tall  man,  with  a  sorrowful  expression 
upon  his  face,  who,  bending  down  tenderly,  lifted  up  a  coffin 
and  disappeared.  He  was  so  disturbed  by  the  strange  and 
unaccountable  nature  of  his  vision  that,  after  tossing  rest- 
lessly for  a  few  moments,  he  opened  his  eyes  and  said  : 

"Daughter,  1  believe  I  cannot  sleep  to-day, and  will  get  up." 

Looking  up  from  her  book,  in  which  she  was  evidently 
deeply  absorbed,  she  said  : 

"  Papa,  this  is  a  strange  book  that  I  am  reading." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  he. 

"  The  life  of  Maria  Antoinette,"  she  replied,  and  then  read 
from  the  pages  before  her  a  recital  of  the  exact  incident  that 
had  just  constituted  his  dream. 

A  volume  of  poems  by  Joaquin  iVIiller,  entitled  "  Songs  of 
Far  Away  Lands,"  will  be  published  in  London  in  Septem- 
ber.    The  work  will  be  dedicated  to  Lord  Houghton. 

When  you  have  no  absolute  knowledge,  you  have  no  fur- 
ther use  for  belief. 


"  I  shall  sit  down  now  ;  but  thetime  will  come  when  you  will  hear  me."' 

Forty-one  years  ago,  in  the  British  House  of  Commons, 
these  words  were  uttered  by  a  new-comer,  a  gayly-dressed 
young  man  of  Jewish  aspect,  who,  in  the  attempt  to  deliver 
his  maiden  speech,  was  coughed  down,  and  who,  while  beat- 
ing an  oratorical  retreat,  delivered  himself  of  a  prophecy. 
His  name  heads  this  article.  He  is  called,  besides,  "  Earl  of 
Beaconsfield."  This,  though  a  bit  of  verbal  embroidery  by 
which  he  is  decorated,  makes  no  part  of  his  genuine  self 
The  coronet  that  is  supposed  to  adorn  his  brow  is  made  of 
tinsel.  It  can  not  change  the  man,  for  the  day  following 
that  upon  which  he  put  it  on  he  was  still  Benjamin  d'lsraeli, 
and  nothing  else,  in  spite  of  the  plumes  that  disguised  and 
disfigured  him.  His  career  stands  apart  and  by  itself  It 
is  worth  considering.  The  first  that  is  known  of  his  ances- 
tors is  that  they  lived  Spain  in  the  fifteenth  century,  and 
that,  being  of  the  Hebrew  race,  they  were  by  the  Inquisition, 
then  rampant  under  Torquemada,  driven  abroad,  and  that 
they  finally  settled  in  Venice,  whence  one  of  them,  Benjamin 
d'lsraeli,  departed  for,  and  made  his  home  in,  England  in 
1749.  This  man  had  a  genius  for  commerce,  and  an  lesthetic 
taste.  But  he  imparted  neither  of  them  to  his  son  Isaac, 
who  led  the  life  of  a  bookworm,  and  became  a  hermit  in  a 
library.  In  1805  a  son  was  born  to  him,  and  was  called  after 
his  grandfather,  Benjamin.  So  d'lsraeli  then  became  a  fixed 
name,  since  two  Englishmen  bore  it;  and  thus  was  realized 
the  ancestral  wish,  on  taking  refuge  in  Venice,  that  "  they 
assume  the  name  of  d'lsraeli — a  name  never  borne  before  or 
since  by  any  other  family,  in  order  that  their  race  might  be 
forever  recognized."  The  young  man  never  went  to  school. 
He  entered  no  university.  Aided  by  a  few  private  tutors, 
his  father  taught  him  all  he  knew.  There  was  no  money  in 
the  family;  and  so  the  youngster  was  to  be  dedicated  to  toil. 
A  legal  light  takes  him  in  charge,  and,  having  no  son,  en- 
gages to  leave  to  his  student  and  protegd  the  toils  and  ben- 
efits of  a  lucrative  professional  business.  This,  however, 
soon  become  an  irksome  life,  and  the  student  wearied  of  his 
task.  The  catet pillar  of  the  law  soon  emerged  into  a  butter- 
fly of  literature.  He  wrote  novels;  he  frequented  society; 
he  studied  the  peculiarities  and  the  weaknesses  of  the  titled 
dames  who,  in  their  homes  of  ease  and  superabundance  of 
social  chatter,  unconsciously  betrayed  the  secrets  of  such  of 
their  dozing  husbands  as  happened  to  be  intrusted  with  the 
secrets  of  state.  The  youth  determined  to  be  a  politician — 
possibly  a  statesman.  The  first  he  knew  he  could,  the  lat- 
ter he  hoped  to  be.  Fired  with  the  idea,  and  conscious  of 
the  lack  of  the  necessary  connections  he  saw  the  necessity 
of  fastening  himself  on  some  one  who  could  promote  his 
elevation.     As  Sheridan  Knowles  puts  it ; 

"  A  dwarf  may  have  a  giant  for  his  friend, 
And  thus  be  master  of  a  giant's  strength." 

In  1826  the  novel  called  Vivian  t^n^' made  its  appear- 
ance. Of  course  every  one  remembers  that  novel.  It  is  a 
prophetic  photograph  of  the  present  Prime  Minister  of  Great 
Britain.  Who  is  "  Vivian  Grey  .''  "  The  grandson  of  the 
exile  who  became  a  Venetian,  and  then  a  denizen,  of  Eng- 
land. And  who  is  the  "  Marquis  of  Carabas.^"  The  man 
over  whose  shoulders  this  Venetian  grandson  intends  to 
climb  to  power,  and  that  man  turns  out  to  be  Lord  Derby. 
But  before  we  go  further  the  question  of  the  Jewish  disabil- 
ity must  be  disposed  of  This  young  man  is  a  Jew.  In  1753 
Parliament  declared  that  Jews  might  be  naturalized.  But  in 
the  following  year,  in  obedience  to  the  popular  clamor,  this 
law  was  repealed.  What  chance  then  was  there  for  a  Jew  ? 
Certainly  none.  Not  one  of  them  could  become  an  English- 
man. They  were  tolerated,  but  proscribed.  Therefore,  the 
young  d'lsraeli  must  abjure  the  faith  of  his  fathers.  But  why 
any  young  gentleman  should  even  folloiu  the  faith  of  his 
fathers,  though  a  thing  unknown  to  an  American,  was  quite 
well  known,  and  still  is,  in  England.  The  poet  Rogers 
makes  his  acquaintance — Samuel  Rogers,  the  banker,  the 
first  example  of  mammon  and  poesy  combined.  Rogers 
takes  the  lad  to  an  Episcopalian  Church  and  has  him  bap- 
tized. This  was  in  1817.  Thenceforth,  he  is  to  be  an  English- 
man and  a  Protestant.  But  does  he  so  become  ?  The  sequel 
shows  no  such  thing.  He  renounces  the  faith  of  his  fathers 
in  order  that,  in  his  new  garb,  he  may  better  become  its 
"  champion."  He  never  ceases  to  be  a  Jew.  In  his  writings 
he  magnifies  the  Hebrew.  In  Tant'rt'd^  "  Sidonia,"  the  child 
of  Israel,  is  the  type  of  the  representative  Jewish  brain,  and 
that  is  to  dominate  the  world.  He  remembers  his  ancestral 
rights,  for  he  has  been  aroused  by  the  lofty  ire  of  Shylock, 
who,  in  delirium  of  argumentative  passion,  demands: 

"I  am  a  Jew!  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes?  Haih  not  a  Jew  hands,  or- 
gans, dimensions,  senses,  afflictions,  passions  ?  Fed  with  the  same 
food,  hurt  with  the  same  weapons,  subject  to  the  same  dieases,  healed 
by  the  same  means,  warmed  and  cooled  by  the  same  winter  and  sum- 
mer as  a  Christian  is  ?  If  you  prick  us  do  we  not  bleed  ?  If  you  tickle 
us  do  we  not  laugh  ?  If  you  poison  us  do  we  not  die  ?  -And  if  you 
wrong  us  shall  we  not  revenge  ?  " 

And  is  his  race  not  revenged  ?  Look  at  its  representative. 
A  poor  Jewish  boy,  born  in  a  country  in  which,  by  the  funda- 
mental law,  a  few  creatures  set  themselves  apart,  possessed  of 
unbounded  wealth,  w-ith  most  of  the  land,  with  titles  and  pre- 
tensions recognized  by  law,  encouraging  them  to  think  them- 
selves, on  their  way  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  as  born  of 
some  superior  clay,  he  rises  by  his  native  gifts  superior  to 
them  all.  He  finds  their  head  of  state  a  Queen,  and  he 
amuses  himself  by  making  her  an  Empress.  He  finds  a 
murmur  of  discontent  among  the  people  and  among  the 
Commons.  They  abject  to  the  title  of  Empress.  He  says  : 
"  Oh,  that  means  only  an  Empress  in  India  ; "  and  as  he 
folds  his  legs  while  they  vote,  she  emerges  an  Empress 
everywhere,  and  he  walks  forth  an  Earl.  The  war  rages. 
Russia,  obedient  to  the  testament  of  Peter  the  Great,  once 
more  advances  on  Constantinople.  England  seems  quies- 
cent. But  the  Turk  is  subdued.  And  then  the  Jew  begins 
to  move.  He  orders  the  British  admiral  to  creep  up  toward 
Constantinople.  He  brings  forward  the  dusky  troops  from 
India.  The  opposition  snuffs  immediate  war  and  ruin  to  the 
empire.  Gladstone  argues,  John  Bright  protests,  Piinch 
scoffs,  and  the  Times  thunders.  But  the  Jew  quietly  takes 
the  morning  train  for  Berlin,  and  the  Queen,  having  no  war- 
rior wounded  and  not  a  shilling  expended,  sees  a  great  war 
brought  to  a  close,  and  her  dominions  enriched  by  the  an- 
nexation of  an  island  of  priceless  value — Cyprus — more  than 
I  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  long  and  forty  wide  ;  a  veritable 


warlike  key,  that  did  not  cost  a  shilling  ;  a  sealike  gem, 
whether  for  strategy  or  for  romance  ;  the  birth-place  of 
Venus,  for  there,  if  we  believe  the  poets,  she  came  dripping 
from  the  sea.  To  return  a  little.  The  semi-converted  He- 
brew disdains  the  remembrance  of  his  oratorical  fiasco  of 
1S37 — the  first  year  of  Victoria's  reign — and  in  1839  he  be- 
gins to  gain  the  attention  of  the  House  of  Commons.  As  a 
boy  proceeds  in  learning  to  swim,  he  strikes  out  cautiously. 
Daniel  O'Connell  had  said  of  him  :  "  If  this  fellow's  gene- 
alogy could  be  traced,  I  believe  he  would  be  found  to  be  a 
lineal  descendant  of  the  impenitent  thief  who  died  on  the 
cross."  He  challenged  the  Irish  agitator,  who,  having  al- 
ready killed  one  man  in  a  duel,  declined  the  chance  of  a 
repetition  of  that  luxury,  and  the  whole  matter  was  soon  for- 
gotten. With  the  strange  man's  connection  with,  and  oppo- 
sition to,  political  parties  we  have  no  room  to  deal — doubt- 
less, he  was  a  Radical-Tory  and  a  Tory-Radical,  and,  finally, 
a  Conservative — but  all  that  concerns  rather  the  finesse  of 
parties  than  the  substantial  feature  of  his  nature,  with  which, 
alone,  at  this  distance,  we  are  able  to  deal.  Suffice  it  that, 
from  obscurity,  he  leaped  to  a  high  place  in  a  kingdom,  and 
tiiat  circumstance,  per  se,  interests  an  American  ;  for  here 
we  pretend  that  there  exists,  between  nothingness  and  re- 
nown, no  artificial  impediments.  We,  therefore,  feel  inqui- 
sitive when  we  hear  that  this  man,  circulating  through  a 
crowd  of  English  Tories,  boldly  says  :  "  I  was  obliged  to  ed- 
ucate my  party."  And  that,  at  Berlin,  where  the  various 
nations'  chosen  ones  went  for  converse,  for  coinpromise  and 
adjustment,  this  man  loudly  proclaims  :  "I  do  not  come 
here  to  yield."  On  this  side,  we  innocently  ask,  if  you  did 
not  go  to  yield,  why  did  you  go  at  all  ^  Why  did  you  not 
send  an  agent  with  a  power  of  attorney,  authorized  to  agree 
to  your  foregone  conclusions  ?  It  is  plain  that,  by  the  weak 
condition  of  the  Russian  army,  by  the  difficulty  of  obtaining 
a  loan,  crowned  by  this  Jew's  superb  audacity,  the  Berlin 
day  was  won,  and  the  grandson  of  the  exiled  Hebrew  goes 
back  to  his  Royal  Mistress,  laden  with  the  trophies  of  his 
pilgrimage.  We  may  recall  the  touching  lines  by  which 
Shelly  commences  the  dedication  to  his  wife  of  his  poem, 
"  The  Revolt  of  Islam,"  written  while  absent  from  her  ; 

"And  now  my  summer's  task  is  done,  dear  Mary, 
And  the  fruit  is  at  thy  feet." 

The  flower-beds  near  Charing  are  rifled  of  their  sweets  to 
adorn  his  triumphant  path.  Even  his  political  foes  leave 
their  seats  to  join  the  swelling  throng.  All  England  rises  to 
welcome  him.  In  his  subdued  visage  and  in  his  quiet  man- 
ner there  may  be  found  the  traces  of  that  feeling  of  revenge 
that  recalls  the  thunders  of  Sinai.  But  what  is  said  by  his 
enemies  ?  Alas,  he  has  none  !  He  walks  the  earth  alone. 
He  has  no  ancestors.  He  has  no  daughter,  no  son,  to  in- 
herit his  fortune  or  his  fame.  His  foes  are  in  no  enmity  to 
him;  they  feel  hostility  only  to  the  measures  his  genius  ex- 
presses. If  he  were  to  die  to-morrow  they  would  neither  dis- 
parage his  deeds  nor  attend  his  funeral.  He  has  a  melan- 
choly remembrance.  He  was  enamored  of  literature,  and 
he  can  receive  the  welcome  of  his  pillow  at  night,  and  think 
he  has  done  something  for  it.  He  paid  a  tribute  to  letters 
in  making  the  author  of  Lucille,  "  Owen  Meredith,"  the  mag- 
nate of  India.  He  chose  the  title  of  Beaconsfield  for  his 
wife  and  for  himself,  because  that  spot  is  one  not  known  in 
song  and  story  by  the  achievements  of  the  Norman  robber,  or 
of  any  of  his  followers  now  reveling  in  the  factitious  splen- 
dor of  his  successes,  but  because  the  ground  is  hallowed  by 
being  the  resting  place  of  the  Poet  Waller  and  of  the  liter- 
ary statesman,  Edmund  Burke.  These  suggestions  concern 
a  moral  phenomenon  going  on  before  our  eyes.  We  are  too 
much  bent  upon  material  things  to  heed  it.  If  it  had  been 
a  tradition  coming  down  to  us  as  of  a  hundred  years'  growth 
it  would  have  been  read  as  a  fair)'  tale. 

SAN  Francisco,  July  23,  187S.  E.  L.  G. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


S'abstenir  pour  jouir,  c'est  la  philosophie  du  sage,  c'est 
r^picur^isme  de  la  raison. — J.  J.  Rousseau. 

Da  premiere  larrae  d'amour  qu'on  fait  verser  parait  un  dia- 
mant,  la  seconde  une  perle,  et  la  troisicme  une  larme. — Poin- 
celot. 

Le  prince  de  Conti  qui  dtait  d'une  laideur  remarquable  dis- 
ait  ^  sa  femme  au  moment  de  partir  pour  un  voyage  :  — Sur- 
tout,  Madame,  n'allez  pas  pendant  mon  absence  me  faire  des 
infidelities.  — Oh  !  ne  craignez  rien,  lui  rcjpondit  la  princesse, 
cette  envie  ne  me  prend  que  quand  je  vous  vols. 

L'imagination  est  une  libertine  qui  d^sabille.tout  ce  qu'elle 
convoite. — A.  Kicard. 

Le  mariage  doit  combattre  sans  repos  ni  trtve  ce  monstre 
qui  dtfvore  tout,  I'habitude. — Balzac. 

Pour  un  Orphee  qui  fut  chercher  sa  femme  en  enfer,  com- 
bien  de  veufs,  hdlas  !  qui  n'iraient  pas  mcme  en  paradis  s'ils 
pensaient  y  retrouver  la  leur. — J.  Petit-Senn. 

En  parlant  des  orages  un  pofete  a  dit : 

J'ai  vu  ceux'  de  la  femme  et  j'ai  vu  ceux  des  flots, 
Kt  j'ai  plaiiu  les  aniants  plus  que  les  matelots. 

La  femme,  c'est  le  cceur  de  I'homme. — P.  Lcroux. 

Madame  du  Bocage  peu  contente  du  po&me  de  Milton 
composa  un  nouveau  Paradis  perdu,  sur  lequel  un  pofete  fit 
cette  (^pigramme  : 

Sur  cet  ,5crit,  charmante  du  Bocage, 

Veux-tu  savoir  quel  est  mon  sentiment, 
Je  compte  pour  perdus  en  lisant  ton  ouvrage 

Le  paradis,  mon  temps,  ta  peine  et  mon  argent. 

Toutes  les  femmes  sont  ^gales  devant  I'amour. 

Je  mettrais  plutot  toute  I'Europe  d'accord  que  deux  femmes. 
— Louis  XIV'. 

La  vie  est  un  gigot  dont  bien  des  gens,  \\i\s.s  !  n'ont  a 
grignoter  que  le  manche. 

En  amour,  pour  ctre  ti^irn^raire  avec  succis,  il  faut  I'etre  i 
propos. — Ninon  de  J-enclos. 

La  toilette  d'une  femme  est  I'autel  de  !';■' 

On  peut  diviser  la  vie  des  femmes  en  tr  v  1  lies  :  Dans 
la  premiere  elles  revent  I'amour ;    dans  lies  le 

font ;  dans  la  troisii^me  elles  le  regrctteiu  f>ey. 


THE       ARGON  AU  T. 


ODE  TO  THE  MOSQUITO, 

For  the  Argonaut,  by  John  Vance  Cheney. 


Could  thorns  and  thistles  sprout  a  lung 

Through  which  their  sharpness  might  be  sung ; 

Were  nettles  hke  a  baby  born 

To  yell  from  darkness  till  the  morn; 

Were  Hades  housed  in  one  small  thing, 

Could  curses  buzz  about  and  sing. 

Hot  taper  torments  serenade 

With  whines  on  flying  fiddles  played ; 

Had  slivers  wings  and  heinous  heart 

To  act  the  true  assassin's  part ; 

Did  evil  hatch  itself  through  flies, 

Avernian  atoms  in  disguise — 

Thou  murdVous  motes  of  midnight  air, 

Stiaight  could  I  place  ye  then  and  there. 

Whence  sally  thy  ferocious  flock 
As  slowly  my  rheumatic  clock 
Goes  hobbling  through  the  solemn  hours? 
Whence  come  those  pricking  powers, 
Minute,  stillettoed  villainies. 
To  sap  the  vitals  of  mine  ease  ? 
■What  mighty  midge,  in  conscience's  stead. 
Disturbs  the  refuge  of  ray  bed. 
Or  pauses  on  infernal  route 
To  drain  life's  very  fluid  out? 

O  water-risen,  dip'tral  devil. 
Thou  stan-ed,  wizen  runt  of  revel; 
O  empty  wickedness  with  wings. 
Thou  insect-imp  equipped  with  stings ; 
O  awl  for  flesh  of  human  kind. 
Gaunt  gimlet  with  a  miner's  mind : 
Thou  pestilence  on  pinions  gray. 
Thou  embr)'0  eagle  mad  for  prey — 
\Vhat  still  more  cussed  can  I  say. 
Thou  hornet's  ghost  turned  t'other  way? 

One  moment !     I-o  !   upon  my  wall 
As  plain  as  in  Belshazzars  hall : 
*   "  WTien  heaven  and  earth  and  hell  were  made, 
Tartarean  leavings  were  mislaid ; 
These  Satan  w'as  allowed  to  see  to, 
And  thence  evolved  the  d— d  mosqtuto." 
Sacramicnto.  July  20,  1878. 


The  career  of  England's  present  Premier  is  the  romance 
of  the  century.  He  was  of  a  proscribed  class,  poor,  un- 
known, and  of  humble  family.  Now  he  ranks  the  foremost 
man  of  the  foremost  nation,  and  holds  a  place  in  the  esteem 
and  affection  of  the  English  people  that  has  not  within  the 
century  been  accorded  to  valor  in  arms  or  success  in  state 
craft  We  can  but  admire  the  genius  of  the  man  who  has 
thus  carved  his  name  above  those  of  warriors,  statesmen, 
scholars,  or  men  of  hereditary  birth.  Disraeli  owes  his  great- 
ness and  his  success  not  to  the  accident  of  family  or  fortune, 
but  to  the  strength  and  vigor  of  an  intellect  that  has  enabled 
him  to  triumph  over  all  obstacles  that  lay  in  his  path  to  the 
achievement  of  real  greatness.  It  is  fitting  that  to  such  a 
man  the  English  subjects  residing  in  San  Francis_co  should 
convey  their  appreciation  of  his  services  to  the  English 
cro\vn,  and  realm,  and  people.  They  have  done  so  in  pre- 
paring for  him  an  appropriate  gift ;  a  gift  with  a  meaning  ; 
a  gift  that  has  its  significance,  and  is  as  valuable  as  appro- 
priate. To  Anderson  &  Randolph,  jewelers  of  the  clock 
tower,  has  been  entrusted  the  preparation  of  a  casket,  from 
a  design  drawn  by  Mr.  A.  W.  Stott  of  their  house.  It  is  en- 
graved with  the  Beaconsfield  arms  ;  apartments,  inlaid  with 
gold  quartz, contain  the  choicest  specimens  of  California  ores; 
the  soldier  of  Britain,  the  soldier  of  India,  the  British  sailor, 
the  British  arms,  with  rose,  shamrock,  and  thistle,  and  the 
arms  of  California  are  embossed  upon  its  sides  in  gold  carv- 
ing. The  casket  is  to  contain  an  address  in  vellum,  contain- 
ing the  signatures  of  the  donors.  The  design  of  the  handles 
is  a  crossed  pen  and  sword,  surmounted  by  a  crest  in  gold 
of  the  arms  of  the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield.  When  completed 
it  will  be  a  most  unique  and  elegant  gift,  worthy  of  the  geii- 
tlemen  who  present  it,  the  artist  who  designed  it,  the  arti- 
sans who  manufacture  it,  and  the  most  eminent  statesman 
and  diplomatist  to  whom  it  is  to  be  presented. 


THE  DIGNITY  OF  LABOR. 

The  best  servant  we  ever  had  was  an  English  gentleman. 
He  was  intelligent,  courteous,  diligent,  and  fully  understood 
all  the  duties  of  his  position.     His  knowledge  of  horses  was 
thorough.     He  not  only  drove  and  groomed  well,  but  was 
fully  up  in  the  treatment  of  all  the  ailments  and  diseases  ot 
which  good  horses  in  this  country  seem  to  be  continually 
afflicted.     He  was  a  man  of  about  thirty-five  years  of  age, 
and  came  to  us  from  the  mines  with  no  other  indorsement 
than  his  own  modest  bearing.     One  day  he  asked  "s  in  ref^- 
erence  to  drafts  and  bills  of  exchange,  remarking  that  he  had 
sent  certain  moneys  to  his  family  in  England  and  had  never 
heard  whether  they  had  been  received  or  not.     Subsequently 
—and  after  he  had  been  in  our  employ  nearly  two  years— he 
came  to  us  and  said  he  desired  to  terminate  his  engagement 
as  soon  as  we  could  supply  his  place.    He  then  said  :      I  am 
the  son  of  an  English  gentleman.     My  eldest  brother  is  m 
Parliament,  my  younger  brothers  are  partners  m  the  banking 
house  of  Blank,  Blank  &  Co.     My  career  m  California  has, 
of  late  years,  been  an  unfortunate  one.     My  letters  miscar- 
ried •    my  drafts  did  not  reach  home  ;    I  was  overtaken  by 
poverty  ;  I  felt  that  mv  family  had  abandoned  me,  and  I  now 
leam  that  they  thought  me  dead."     He  showed  us  long  and 
loving  letters  from  his  mother,  his  brothers,  and  sisters; 
ample  remittances  were  furnished  him  to  return.     He  had 
cut  slips  from  the  English  journals  containing  accounts  ot 
his  family,  and  they  more  than  confirmed  his  statements  of 
their  social  standing.     He  returned  to  England,  and  \ve  have 
since  heard  from  him  moving  in  the  circle  to  which  he  was 
born  and  educated.     We  narrate  this  incident  as  illustrative 
of  the  fact  that  the  true  gentleman,  and  the  educated  man, 
can  honorably  fill  even  a  menial  station,  and  not  be  demor- 
alized or  destroyed  at  a  temporary  run  of  ill  luck  and  adverse 
fortune.     We  are  informed  that,  during  the  summer  vaca- 
tions of  our  Eastern  colleges,  many  students  of  Yale  and 
Harvard  go  to  the  seaside  and  mountain  resorts,  where  they 
find  employment  as  hotel  servants,  and  thus  earn  money 
enough  to  continue  their  collegiate  studies  and  enable  them- 
selves to  graduate.     When  we  were  in  Europe  we  observed 
in  hotels,  as  waiters,  porters,  etc.,  many  young  men  speaking 
several  languages,  and  evidencing  that  they  were  persons  of 
intelligence  and  education.     This  is  especially  noticeable  m 
Switzerland  ;  young  gentlemen  of  good  families,  who  intend 
to  adopt  as  a  business  the  keeping  of  a  hotel,  enter  them- 
selves as  apprentices.     They  become  cook,  porter,  waiter, 
clerk,  and  thus  advance  to  the  position,  where  they  bring  ex- 
perience and  practical  knowledge  to  the  business  in  which 
they  finally  engage.    The  wealthy  business  men— mechanics, 
manufacturers,  shopkeepers,  ship-builders,  bankers,  and  pro- 
fessional men— of  Europe,  as  a  rule,  educate  one  or  more 
sons  to  continue  their  pursuits,  and  thus  it  is  not  infrequent 
to  see  old  established  houses  whose  business  has  been  handed 
down  se\-eral  generations  in  a  line  of  unbroken  succession 
from  father  to  son.     This  will  doubtless  come  in  time  to  our 
country  ;   but  it  will  be  when  parents  educate  their  sons  to 
the  fact  that  any  honest  employment  is  honorable,  and  when 
over-crowded  professions  shall  have  convinced  aspirants  for 
professional  honors  that  it  is  better  to  prosper  and  grow  rich 
in  some  industrial  pursuit,  than  to  beg  and  starve  upon  the 
ragged  edge  of  some  more  genteel  employment. 


CONSTITUTIONAL  REFORMS, 


A  great  revolution  has  been  going  on  among  our  liberty- 
loving  German  fellow-citizens  of  Cincinnati.  The  battle  has 
been  fought  and  won.  Lager  beer  is  three  cents  a  glass  ' — 
a  schooner  for  half  a  dime  !  Is  the  spirit  of  German  liberty 
dying  out  among  our  adopted  German  fellow-citizens  of  this 
empire  of  the  Pacific  ?  Are  they  slaves,  to  longer  submit  to 
the  tyrant  brewer  ?  Shall  this  land  of  e.xcellent  barley  and 
superior  hops  rest  supinely  under  the  infliction  of  teii  cents 
a  glass  for  lager  from  beer-bloated  brewers  ?  We  invoke 
the  shades  of  the  immortal  Gambrinus.  We  call  upon  the 
memory  of  all  the  philosophers,  poets,  and  warriors,  who 
have  drawn  their  inspiration  and  their  valor  from  malt,  to 
rise  like  yeast  in  their  invincible  might  and  assist  us  to 
secure  the  inalienable  right  of  cheap  beer.  We  demand  of 
our  newly-elected  delegates  to  the  Constitutional  Conven 
tion — of  Neunaber,  Freud,  Kleine,  and  Beerstecher — that 
they  raise  their  eloquent  voices  in  vindication  of  the  rights 
of  our  stomachs,  and  in  the  name  of  that  kind  of  liberty  for 
which  Hessians  fought  on  our  ensanguined  battle-fields,  se- 
cure a  provision  in  our  organic  law  that  will  guarantee  to  us 
and  our  descendants,  for  all  time  to  come,  lager  beer  at 
three  cents  a  glass. 


Thank  God,  the  labor  problem  is  solved.  Gold  has  been 
discovered  on  the  ocean's  beach.  Beerstecher,  Clitus  Bar- 
bour, Dr.  O'Donnell,  Wellock,  and  Kearney  have  become 
honest  miners.  The  Chronicle  is  the  organ,  if  not  the  dis- 
coverer, of  these  new  gold  fields.  And  only  four  miles  aw-ay 
from  the  sand-lots;  only  four  miles  from  lager,  ^vhisky,  bil- 
liards, poker,  cinch,  seven  up,  and  the  other  seductive  allure- 
ments of  civilization.  Now  if  the  city  will  only  build  a  rail- 
road to  the  beach,  cushion  the  car  seats,  limit  the  fare,  and 
guarantee  good  wages  for  eight  hours'  labor,  we  may  con- 
clude that  the  workingmen's- millennium  has  come.  We  are 
sorry  to  observe,  however,  that  Clitus  and  his  associates  are 
endeavoring  to  monopolize  the  beach  of  God's  ocean  by  se- 
curing a  thousand  yards  of  the  frontage,  thus  endeavoring  to 
make  themselves  bloated  monopolists  of  black  sand.  The 
next  thing  we  shall  expect  is  the  organization  of  stock  com- 
panies, an  excitement  in  stock  circles,  and  an  endeavor  to 
bull,  bear,  ,and  comer  the  sea  waves  and  sand-dunes  in 
searfh  of  gold  dust. 


The  Board  of  Education  has  consolidated  certain  cosmo- 
politan schools,  and  made  a  saving  of  $7,000  per  annum. 
This  is  the  first  check  to  a  great  abuse.  It  is  the  first  step 
to  the  correction  of  a  great  evil.  It  costs  twelve  hundred 
thousand  dollars  a  year  to  administer  the  free  common 
schools  of  San  Francisco.  The  cosmopolitan  schools  are 
doing  more  harm  than  they  are  doing  good.  Our  advice  is 
to  abolish  cosmopolitan  schools  and  discharge  all  special 
teachers  ;  to  no  longer  teach  Latin,  French,  Gerrnan,  mu- 
sic, drawing,  calisthenics,  nor  any  except  the  rudimentary- 
branches  of  the  English  language;  to  dismiss  nearly  all  the 
male  teachers,  and  employ  only  competent  females.  One 
male  teacher  should  be  retained  in  every  school-house  to 
maintain  discipline  and  do  the  flogging.  The  boys'  and 
girls'  high  school  and  the  grammar  schools  should  be  con- 
verted into  schools  where  primary  branches  of  English  edu- 
cation are  taught.  If  foreigners  do  not  like  this,  let  them 
leave  the  country.  If  our  rich  people  desire  to  give  their 
boys  and  girls  a  better  education  than  our  plan  would  give, 
let  them  send  their  children  to  private  schools  and  pay  for 
their  education.  The  whole  present  system  of  free  common 
schools  is  abnormal,  absurd,  hurtful,  and  extravagant.  It  is 
communism  disguised,  under  the  pretense  that  a  higher  and 
better  education  is  a  panacea  for  all  social  and  political  evils 
— a  communism  inspired  by  demagogues,  in  the  interest  of 
pedagogues,  book-makers,  contractors,  janitors,  and  boards 
of  education.  The  only  class  that  it  was  originally  intended 
to  aid,  namely:  the  poor,  are  unable  to  avail  themselves  of 
the  opportunity  to  give  their  children  the  higher  education 
because  of  the  cost  of  books,  clothing,  etc.,  and  their  inabil- 
ity to  spare  their  children  from  remunerative  labor  past  the 
ages  of  twelve  and  fourteen.  The  first  step  to  real  reform 
would  be  to  abolish  the  Board  of  Education  and  devolve  its 
duties  upon  the  Board  of  Supervisors,  hoping  that  out  of 
twelve  members  a  committee  of  educated  gentlemen  might 
be  chosen  who  have  more  sense,  intelligence  and  integrity 
than  has  composed  our  ordinary  Boards  of  Education.  We 
had  one  Board  composed  of  twelve  persons,  seven  of  whom 
were  Irish  Catholic  Democrats — all  ignorant,  and  not  all 
honest 


In  Memoriam. 
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The  ^^olian  harp  its  low  vibration  gives. 
The  wind  sweeps  by,  and  still  the  suff'erer  lives ; 
The  wind  sweeps  by,  the  rose's  leaves  are  shed. 
The  hlv  droops — a  bright  young  life  has  fled. 

O  tuneful  harp,  thy  breathing  notes  renew ; 
O  flower  of  love,  retain  that  roseate  hue ; 
O  hly  fair,  it  is  the  morning  light — 
Why  fade  and  vanish  in  the  gloom  of  night  ? 

A  brighter  dawning  hears  the  harp's  sweet  strain. 
In  brighter  sunlight  blooms  the  flowers  again ; 
They  wreathe  the  life  no  loving  hand  could  slay. 
And,  floating  upward,  seek  the  Perfect  Day. 


Editors  Argonaut  :— Under  the  above  heading  there 
appeared  in  your  issue  of  20th  July  instant  a  very  able  letter, 
bearing  the  signature  of  C.  T.  Hopkins,  which  I  have  read 
with  much  interest.     In  support  of  the  recommendations 
therein  contained  for  the  redress  of  the  great  evils  so  graph- 
ically depicted,  under  which  this  community  is  suffering,  1 
take  the  liberty  of  directing  attention  to  the  advantages  and 
privileges  which  our  Australian  cousins  are  now  practically 
realizing  under  their  Constitution,  embodying,  as  they  do,  the 
principles  so  ably  advocated  by  Mr.  Hopkins.     Local,  or 
municipal,  government  is  there,  completely  and  absolutely, 
delegated  to  the  TAXPAVING  inhabitants  of  the  respective 
municipalities,  and  free  from  all  interference  by  the  General 
Government.    These  bodies  become  the  nurseries,  or  prepar- 
atory colleges,  for  the  training  of  legislators  for  the  supreme 
Parliament  of  the  State,  furnishing,  as  they  do,  fractical 
illiislraiions  for  the  public  to  judge  of  the  fitness  of  candi- 
dates for  higher  honors.     Upon  my  arrival  in  this  State — 
some  eight  years  since — after  a  previous  residence  of  many 
years  in  Australia,  I  was  astonished  to  find  that  the  Supreme 
Legislature  held  its  session  only  once  in  two  years;  that  such 
session  was  limited  to  the  period  of  ninety  days  ;    that  the 
entire  community,  during  such  term,  were  in  constant  dread, 
and  only  appeared  to  breathe  freely  and  recover  that  degree 
of  equanimity  possible  under  such  a  state  of  circumstances 
when  the  time  expired  and  the  opportunity  of  perpetrating 
further  mischief  by  the  representatives  of  the  people  (save 
the  mark  ! )  had  terminated.     That  there  is,  unfortunately, 
good   cause   for  this   apprehension   subsequent    experience 
soon  convinced  me,  and  the  proceedings  of  the  last  Legisla- 
ture furnish  the  most  deplorable  examples  of  the  great  evils 
and  defects  that  so  urgently  demand  a  remedy.    As  you  may 
suppose,  my  conception  of  the  majesty  and  functions  of  Par- 
liament received  a  severe  shock.     This  supreme  tribunal  of 
the  state  I  had  looked  upon  (what  in  truth  it  should  be)  as 
the  palladium  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  the  people,  and 
where  all  the  wrongs  and  errors  existing  in  the  body  politic 
would  be  remedied.    As  Mr.  Hopkins  so  tersely  states  :  "The 
people  are  the  real  sovereigns  laukr  our  system."     With  the 
view  of  illustrating  in  what  manner  this  sovereignty  can  be 
thoroughly  and  properly  exercised,  I  w-ill,  with  your  permis- 
sion, briefly  explain  the  principles  of  the  governments  now 
successfully  in  operation  in  the  Australian  colonies,  and  where 
Republicanism,  or  government  of  the  people  by  the  people,  ob- 
tains more  perfectly  than  in  any  other  part  of  the  world. 

The  distinctive  character,  and  the  keystone  of  its  success, 
is  what  is  known  as  "Respottsible  government;'  comprising 
representatives  of  the  people,  elected  by  ballot  under  almost 
universal  suff'rage,  who  assume  certain  executive  offices  with 
the  emoluments  attached  thereto,  and  conduct  the  govern- 
ment of  the  country  ;  which  offices  or  positions,  however,  they 
can  only  retain  so  long  as  they  can  comtnand  a  majority  of 
the  votes  of  their  fellow  representatives. 

The  Government  is  invested  with  the  patronage  of  appoint- 
ing to  all  new  offices,  as  well  as  the  filling  of  all  vacancies 
that  may  occur,  and  for  the  judicious  exercise  of  which,  as 
well  as  for  all  legislation,  it  is  held  responsible.  Upon  their 
failure  to  carrj'  their  measures,  or  upon  a  direct  vote  of  the 
House  distinctly  affirming  a  want  of  confidence,  the  minis- 
try must  retire  and  resign  their  offices;  retaining  them  only 
until  their  successors  are  appointed  by  the  Governor,  who, 
as  the  head  of  the  executive,  must  carry  into  effect  the  policy 
of  his  responsible  ministers.  When  it  so  happens  that  par- 
ties are  evenly  divided,  so  that  it  is  difiicuU  to  obtain  a  work- 
ing majority  on  either  side,  then  it  becomes  the  duty  of  the 
Governor  to  dissolve  the  Parliament,  and  the  people  have  the 
opportunity  of  electing  an  entirly  new  one.  The  terms  for 
which  Parliaments  are  elected  vary  from  three  to  five  years, 
but  they  may  be  sooner  terminated  as  above  indicated.  It 
will  thus  be  seen  that  tiit  people  exercise  a  very  beneficial 
and  controlling  influence  over  their  representatives,  and  "  as 
eternal  vigilance  is  the  price  of  liberty,"  so  also,  it  will  be 
found,  is  a  powerful  well-organized  opposition  the  true  safe- 
guard of  the  nation.  Instead  of  subordinate  officers  being 
elected,  they  are  appointed  by  the  Go'vernment  from  quali- 
fied candidates,  who  must  pass  certain  examinations;  and 
which  offices,  being  fairly  remunerated,  are  permanently 
held  during  good  behavior  and  the  efficient  discharge  of  the 
duties  devolving  on  them. 

It  will  thus  be  noted  that  this  system  insures  the  most  ef- 
ficient and  faithful  discharge  of  the  public  business,  in  which 
the  whole  community  are  interested  and  concerned,  and  at 
the  same  time  provides  an  avenue  of  honorable  occupation 
for  such  as  may  desire  to  qualify  themselves,  and  devote 
their  services  in  this  manner. 

To  introduce  this  system  into  the  United  States,  and  thus 
effect  the  regeneration  so  earnestly  needed,  the  ^following 
suggestions  are  submitted; 

(I.)  That  the  President  should  be  elected  by  the  entire 
nation  for  a  term  of  years,  and,  as  the  head  of  the"e.xecutive, 
must  fulfill  his  duties  in  accordance  with  the  advice  of  his 
responsible  ministers. 

(2.)  The  responsible  ministers,  chosen  by  the  President 
from  the  representatives  of  the  people,  must  be  confirmed  by 
their  respective  constituencies  reelecting  them,  the  accept- 
ance of  office  having  the  effect  of  vacating  their  seats. 

(3.  The  same  principle  should  prevail  in  the  government 
of  the  several  States,  the  Governors  acting  under  and  with 
the  advice  of  their  responsible  ministers. 

(4.)  The  suffrage  should  embrace  a//  adults  ovei  twenty- 
one  years  of  age,  without  distinction  of  se.v,  citizens  of  the 
United  States,  duly  registered,  capable  of  reading  and  writ- 
ing, and  having  resided  six  months  in  the  district  where  the 
vote  caji  be  recorded.  ^ 

To  obtain  the  reforms  now  shadowed  forth,  in  a  constitu- 
tional and  effective  manner,  it  is  suggested  that  means  simi- 
lar to  those  adopted  in  Great  Britain  in  obtaining  the  repeal 
of  the  Corn  Laws  and  other  important  reforms,  should  be 
organized;  and  the  recent  establishment  of  granges  through- 
out the  United  States  would  appear  to  offer  the  most  desi- 
rable organizations  for  the  discussion  and  agitation  of  this 
truly  national  object.  An  earnest,  faithful,  and  patriotic  com- 
mittee should  be  formed,  whose  duty  should  be  to  thoroughly 
acquaint  themselves  with  the  working  of  the  institutions  re- 
ferred to,  and  then  submit  a  practical  adaptation,  with  prob- 
able improvements,  for  adoption  in  the  United  States. 
Sax  Fraxcisco,  July  23.  Anglo-Austrauan. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


SANTA  CRUZINGS-SKETCHES  AT  THE  LONG  BRANCH  OF  THE  PACIFIC, 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


•Z^P  — - 


Uk_^k  Em  ; — It  was  "  borne  in  '  on  me,  as  the  saying  goes, 
yesterday,  to  see  what  I  could  find  of  interest  in  quite  a  dif- 
ferent line  from  anything  I  have  yet  told  you  of.     With  that 
laudable  purpose  in  view,  1  dropped  into  Will  &  Finck's,  on 
Market  Street,  near  Fourth.     Tom  says  I  have  made  noth- 
ing but  lulling  remarks  ever  since  ;    but  then,  between  our- 
selves, Tom  is  such  a  goose,  I  never  notice  him  any  more, 
e.\cept  to  smile  graciously  when  he  brings  me  a  peace  offer- 
ing in  the  shape  of  a  box  of  don  dotts  from  Townsend's,  or  a 
lovely  hanging  basket,  as  he  did  the  other  day  from  Sievers'. 
Now,  I  really  didn't  e.\pect  to  find  anything  special  there  ; 
and,  to  my  surprise,  was  beguiled  into  a  downright  enthusi- 
asm over  their  show  of  cutlerv-  before   I  got  away.     Such 
splendid  caners,  with  handles  of  ivory  and  buckhom  cun- 
ningly can"ed  ;    such  cute  little  contrivances  for  table  use — 
ice  tongs,  cheese  scoops,  mutton-leg-holders,  to  steady  the  end 
of  the  joint  while  one  can-es  ;    skewer-pullers,  that  nip  the 
skewer  as  in  a  vice  and  draw  it  out  easily.     These  are  all 
made  in  their  own  establishment,  as  well  as  the  carvers, 
which  are  really  a  specialty.    The  latter  are  somewhat  pecu- 
liarly shaped,  a  sort  of  half  scimeiar,  and  are  patented.     Mr. 
Finck  told  me  that  they  have,  for  the  last  three  years,  sup- 
plied Tiffany  w-ith  all  the  carvers  they  sell,  last  week  sending 
them  a  case  of  twenty-five  sets.     This  is  something  we  may 
well  be  proud  of,  and  looks  as  if  we  are  really  beginning  to 
run  alone,  if  we  are  only  twenty-seven  years  old.     1  took  a 
look  into  the  work-shop,  which  runs  through  from  Market  to 
Stevenson  Street,  where  twenty-six  workmen  are  kept  stead- 
ily employed,  even  in  these  dull  times.     But  I  cant  pretend 
to  tell  you  of  all  the  various  kinds  of  sharp-edged  tools, 
knives,  scissors,  and  the  like.     They  "  must  be  seen  to  be 
appreciated."    Tell  Clara  1  have  found  something  absolutely 
new  in  table  linens  for  her  at  the  J  'ille  de  Paris.     They  are 
of  plain — that  is,  unstamped — linen,  and  are  heavily  embroid- 
ered, a  quarter  of  a  yard  deep,  in  a  chain-stitching  of  red, 
blue,  and  yellow,  which  is  known  as  "  Broderie  Russe,"  al- 
though they  are  really  much  more  Turkish  in  character. 
The  napkins,  which  are  simply  immense,  are  similar  in  de- 
sign.    Some  are  done  in  red  alone,  the  richly  ornamented 
pattern  of  these  being  buds  and  flowers  combined.     Then 
there  are  others  that  have  only  a  broad  satin  stripe  round 
the  edge,  which  are  intended  for  ladies  to  work  for  them- 
selves, a  large  monogram  being  the  prettiest.  Vou  will  know 
this  quality,  for  they  come  from  the  Belfast  house  of  Brown 
&  Company,  which  formerly  supplied  only  the  aristocracy  of 
Great  Britain,   but  of  late  years  has  opened  its  doors  to 
us  poor  commoners.     Their  pattern-book  is  a  real  work  of 
art,  and  from  it  one  may  select  designs  for  naperj'  and  have 
them  made  to  order  without  extra  cost.     The  latest  kink  is 
to  embroider  one's  own  stockings,  the  open-work  Lisle  thread 
in  unbleached  tints  being  the  correct  thing,  and  the  em- 
broidering is  done  with  silk  floss,  an  overstitch,  with  a -filling 
in  of  lace-stitch.     There  are  some  very  pretty  ones,  just  suit- 
ed for  the  purpose,  at  this  same  house.    Roman  'what  a  cap- 
ital chance  to  quote  the  line,   "  The  noblest  Roman  of  them 
all,"';  has  just  been  getting  in  some  unique  fancies  in  letter 
papers.    One  is  gilt-edged,  with  comers  sometimes  rounded, 
sometimes  cut  off  sharp,  and  again  in  an  inverted  scollop 
another  has  a  monogram  in  blue,  and  the  date,  "  San  Fran- 
cisco," in  full,  on  the  top  of  the  page,  and  also  on  the  flap  of 
the  envelope.     Colored-edged  cards  for  short  notes  come  in 
pretty  wooden  cases,  with   the  envelopes  to  match.     Mrs. 
Wards  book,  "  Sensible  Etiquette,"  is  attracting  considera- 
ble notice,  it  is  so  thoroughly  practical  and  sensible.     See 
how  prettily  she  sums  up  the  true  ladyhood  she  inculcates  in 
it  :  "  .At  the  highest,  ladyhood  implies  a  spirituality"  made 
manifest  in  poetic  grace."     She  has  something  to  say  about 
pretty  much  everything.     Another  new  volume  I  dipped  into 
while  loitering  at  Roman's  is,  "  What  Our  Girls  Ought  to 
Know,"  by  Dr.  Mary  J.  Studlej-,  Professor  of  the  Natural 
Sciences  in  the  State  Normal  School  at  Framingham,   Mas- 
sachusetts.    It  is  full  of  the  grandest  truths,  put  in  sweet, 
simple,  yet  vigorous  language.     As  Mr.  Roman  himself  said, 
in  calling  my  attention  to  it,  "  I  wish  I  could  put  a  copy  into 
the  hands  of  every  girl  in  San  Francisco."    1  hear  a  whisper 
in  the  air  that  the  old-fashioned  "cottage"  bonnet,  the  same 
as  our  fathers  are  always  saying  our  mothers  looked  so  be- 
witching in  when  they  were  young,  are  coming  in  again.    Do 
vou  recollect  the  pretty  little  poem — I    think  it  was  N.  P. 
Willis' : 

"  T\ing  her  bonnet  under  her  chin. 
She  tied  a  young  man's  heart  lAiihin." 

Our  milliners  are  resting  on  their  laurels  just  now,  and  one 
can  not  find  any  real  novelties.     In  untriramed  hats  and 
bonnets  the  most  popular  shapes  are  the  "'  Mercedes,''  the 
"  Princessc'  and  the 
-       :-:or,^^Ddthe" 


coarse,  mixed  straw,  is  ver>'  neat  when  not  tortured  into 
unnatural  shapes,  its  normal  condition  being  a  flat,  broad 
brim,  and  the  suitable  garniture,  field  flowers  and  veiling. 
The  largest  assortment  of  untrimmed  milliner)-  1  find  at 
Ross',  under  the  Baldwin.  By  the  way,  there  is  a  new  store 
just  opening,  in  dry  goods  and  fancy  goods,  in  the  block  be- 
low, that  is  making  a  ver>'  fresh,  pretty  show  in  its  win- 
dows. 1  hear,  too,  that  Motfatt,  late  of  Keane  &  O'Con- 
nor, goes  in  with  OConnor,  and  will  open  business  in  the 
new  premises  to  be  remodeled  from  the  old  Morton  House. 
A  little  oddity  in  the  way  of  jewelry  1  saw  the  other  day  was 
a  pair  of  bracelets  made  of  peach  stones,  curiously  carved, 
and  linked  together  with  silver.  They  are  at  .Mayer  & 
Sons,  313  Kearney  Street,  where  the  sign  "Sea  Bean 
Jewelr>- ''  has  so  long  tantalized  me  that  I  finally  went  in  to 
investigate.  They  are  made  in  lockets  and  sleeve-buttons, 
and  come  from  the  Forida  coast.  But  Mr.  Mayers  specialty 
1  found  to  be  Japanese  goods,  in  which  he  is  a  large  dealer, 
while  on  Montgomery  Street,  the  Duke  of  Manchester  hav- 
ing purchased  largely  of  his  curios;  Schuyler  Colfax,  loo,  laid 
in  a  supply  of  "Josses"  and  such  like  trifles  during  his  late 
lecture  visit  here.  Some  of  the  specimens  of  Japanese  crys- 
tals are  ver>'  fine,  as  are  also  the  carved  ivory  work  and 
frosted  work  in  silver,  card-cases,  and  so  on.  California 
diamonds  are  another  specialty.  There  is  no  end  of  pretty 
foot  coverings  just  now,  though  the  fa\orites  still  continue  to 
be  the  low  shoe  in  at  least  a  half  dozen  modifications. 
Kast,  who,  since  he  has  been  on  Market  Street,  has  been 
doing  business  enough  to  satisfy  any  one,  has  some  of  the  most 
tempting  botiitws  this  side  of  Paris  ;  in  fact  there  are  plenty 
that  have  not  long  been  out  of  that  dear,  delightful,  naughty 
city.  They  may  talk  hygiene  and  hygienic  reform  as  much 
as  they  like,  but  a  French  shoe,  even  with  the  most  trying 
of  heels,  will  reign  supreme.  The  newest  things  out  are  the 
"  Aimee,'"  a  low  shoe  finished  otT  by  a  cut  steel  buckle,  and 
the  "  Princesse,"  with  three  and  five  straps.  The  steel  buck- 
les are  on  everything,  even  the  white  and  light-colored  shoes 
for  ballroom  wear.  They  are  particularly  pretty  on  the  lat- 
ter, looking  in  the  gaslight  exactly  like  diamonds.  The 
rumor  that  square  toes  were  to  be  insisted  on  by  fashion 
seems  to  have  been  false,  for  all  of  the  newest  styles  have 
exceedingly  pointed  ones.  Luckily,  fashions  nowadays 
change  so  rapidly  that  there  is  no  time  to  go  to  extremes,  or 
one  might  think  there  was  some  danger  of  our  adopting  the 
yard-long  toes  of — whose  reign  was  it? — when  the  gallants 
wore  the  tips  of  their  boots  fastened  to  their  girdles  by  chains 
to  keep  from  falling  over  them.  P'ancy  President  Hayes  is- 
suing sumptuar)'  laws  prohibiting  one  of  our  society  sharps 
from  exceeding  the  regulation  length  in  shoe  leather  !  But 
before  they  get  too  absurd,  presto  !  change,  we'll  have  some- 
thing else.  "There  is  a  providence,"  you  know,  as  the  di- 
vine WiUiam  says,  "  that  shapes  our  ends,"  though,  come  to 
think  of  it,  I  don't  believe  he  meant  the  sentiment  in  exactly 
this  connection.  Here  is  something  very  naughty,  of  course, 
and  I  don't  mean  to  "  go  and  do  likewise,"  by  any  means, 
but  just  another  proof  that  we  American  girls  are  not  one 
bit  worse  than  our  prudish  English  sisters,  even  if  we  do 
scandalize  proper  folks  sometimes.  It  is  called  the  language 
of  the  glove  and  is  supposed  to  be  an  improvement  on  that 
of  the  fan  and  handkerchief: 

Drop  a  glove — Yes. 

Crumple  the  gloves  in  the  right  hand — No. 

Half  unglove  the  left  hand — Indifference. 

Tap  the  left  shoulder  wiih  the  gloves — Follow  me. 

Tap  the  chin  with  the  gloves — I  love  you  no  longer. 

Tuni  the  gloves  inside  out — I  hale  you  ! 

Fold  the  gloves  neatly — I  should  like  to  be  with  you. 

Put  on  the  left  glo%'e,  leaving  the  thumb  uncovered — Do  you  love  me? 

Drop  both  gloves— I  love  you. 

Twirl  the  gloves  round  the  finger — Be  careful;  we  are  watched. 

.Slap  the  back  of  the  hand  with  the  gloves— I  am  vexed. 

Take  a  glove  in  each  hand  and  separate  the  hands — I  am  furious. 
Ever  your  own,  LiLi.\s  DUBOIS. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES. 
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Paris  correspondence:  I  was  to-day  in  that  part  of  the  Fair 
where  they  keep  toys..  It  was  the  French  part.  The  French 
have  the  biggest  part  because  they  are  at  home.  The  rest 
of  us — English,  Italians,  Dutch,  Belgians,  Russians,  Turks, 
Tapanese,  Americans,  and  Chinamen — have  not  so  many 
things  to  show  as  the  French,  because  we  have  to  carr>-  them 
ftirther  and  it  costs  us  more  to  come  and  live  here.  The 
French  will  not  let  us  live  here  for  nothing.  They  make  us 
pay  for  every  mouthful  we  eat.  But  when  1  saw  the  millions 
and  millions  and  lots  and  cords  of  toy  fish  here,  as  big  as 
California  salmon,  which  would  swim  in  a  tub  of  water  as 
well  as  any  live  fish  when  wound  up  by  a  key  which  went 
into  their  backs;  when  I  saw  the  real  toy  locomotives  and 
steamboats  which  had  real  machiner)-,  and  went  with  real 
steam;  when  I  saw  the  toy  balloons,  some  of  them  made  in 
the  shape  of  a  man,  and  as  big  as  a  real  man,  which  you 
could  hold  by  a  cord  while  he  went  up  in  the  air  and  floated 
and  bloated  in  the  clouds  on  his  back;  when  I  saw  a  toy  girl 
in  a  bathing  dress,  about  half  as  long  as  your  arm,  in  a  tub 
of  water  swimming  around  just  as  well  and  a  great  deal  bet- 
than  a  great  many  live  girls,  for  she  struck  out  with  her  arms 
and  her  legs  just  as  natural  as  life,  and  wound  up,  like  the 
swimming  fish,  by  a  key  that  started  some  hidden  machinerj* 
in  the  small  of  her  back,  which  went  until  she  ran  down  and 
then  she  floated  around  loose;  she  could  swim  on  her  back, 
too,  when  you  turned  her  over.  I  say,  when  I  saw  all  these 
things  and  a  great  many  more  that  never  were  heard  of  or 
made  at  all  when  I  was  a  boy — when  we  had  little  tops,  old 
clay  marbles,  com  cobs,  clam  shells  and  sand  hills  to  play 
with — I  felt  sorrj'that  I  hadn't  put  off  being  bom  until  a  lit- 
tle later  in  life,  that  I  might  have  some  of  these  toys  to  play 
with.  John  Thom.-\s. 
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Crab  Soup. 

Rg*s  KJdnej-s  stewed  with  Sherry  Wine  and  Serx-ed  with  Rice. 

Broiled  Breast  of  Lamb.  Green  Peas. 

Tomatoes  a  I'Espagnole.  Potato  Salad. 

Swedish  Cream  (see  Vol.  I,  No.  15). 

Fruii-bowl  of  Peaches,  Pcan>,  Plums,  Cage?.  Apples,  Grapes,  and  Figs, 


Tr,  ilAKE  Crab  Soi'p. — Take  one  large  boiled  crab,  pick  the  meat  from  the 

claws  into  shreds,  and  put  into  a  cool  place  until  wanted.     Scoop  out  the  pulpy 

I  part   and   the  white   meat  from   the  body,  pound  it  well  with  about   half  the 

■  quantitj-  of  rice  boiled  in  broth  ;  dilute  with  a  pint  of  rich  stock,  rub  through  a 

screen,  put  into  a  saucepan,  and  keep  in  a  cool  place.     Just  before  sending  to 

T-       y  - -c       c  \y    -t  jv  '  !  ^^'^  P"'  '^  ^^'^^  ^^  ^'^^  ^^^  **■''  "^^^  ^  woodcn  spooH.     lake  care  that  it  does 

1  IVOll,"  for  filll  dress,  and  the  "  Marj'  ;  not  get  too  hot,  as  that  would  curdle  the  soup.     Finish  seasoning  by  adding  half 

Berkeley ''an  imported  English  hat  for    ^  P'"'  ^^  ^^^g  creamand  a  little  cayenne  pepper;  then  pour  the  soup  into  a 

_   ■    _  ^  A-.  "^        i£  ^    1  1  ^  71       1  tureen  contaming  the  shredded  meat   from  the  claws  previously  made  hot  m  a 

2S.0   mommg  wear.     The  pretty  "  Golden  Gate,"  a]  smji  quantity  of  stock. 


following  is  said  to  have  "  the  dignitj'  of  Miner\-a,  the  fidelity  and  devo- 
Andromache,  and  the  fondness,  passion,  and  despair  of  Dido,  all  com- 
1 
Goddess  of  dreams !   mother  of  love  and  sorrow  ! 
Such  sorrow  as  from  love's  fair  promise  flows 
Such  love  as  from  love's  martyrdom  doth  borrow 
Th.il  conquering  calm  which  only  sorrow  knows. 

Venus  madonna !   so  serene  and  tender 

In  thy  calm  after-bloom  of  life  and  love. 
More  fair  than  when  of  old  thy  sea-bom  splendor 

Surprised  the  senses  of  Olympian  Jove. 

Not  these  the  lips  thai  with  impassioned  plaining 
Poured  subtle  heats  through  Aden's  languid  frame. 

Till  over  cheek  and  brow  their  kisses  raining 

Thrilled  to  his  heart  and  turned  its  frost  to  flame. 

Thy  soul,  transcending  passion''s  wild  illusion. 

Its  fantasy,  and  fever,  and  unrest. 
Brood's  tenderly  in  Thought's  divine  seclusion 

O'er  some  lost  love-dream  lingering  in  thy  breast. 

Thv  face  seems  touched  with  pity  for  the  anguish 
Of  earth's  disconsolate  And  lonely  hearts — 

For  all  the  lorn  and  loveless  lives  that  languish 
In  solitarj-  homes  and  sordid  marts ; 

With  pity  for  the  faithlessness  and  feigning. 
The  \*ain  repentance  and  the  long  regret. 

The  perfumed  lamps  in  lonely  chambers  waning. 
The  untouched  fruit  on  golden  salvers  set ; 

With  pity  for  the  patient  watchers  yearning 

Through  lonely  casements  over  midnight  moors, 

Thrilled  by  no  echo  of  far  feet  returning 

Through  the  blank  darkness  of  the  empty  doors ; 

With  sorrow  for  the  coy,  sweet  buds  that  cherish 

In  virgin  pride  I.x>ves  luxury  of  gloom. 
And  in  their  fair  unfolded  beauty  perish, 

Fading  like  flowers  that  knew  not  how  to  bloom ; 

With  sorrow  for  the  ever-blow-n  pale  roses 

That  waste  their  perfumes  on  the  wandering  air; 

For  all  the  penalty  that  Life  imposes 

On  Passion's  dream,  on  Love's  divine  despair. 


XXXVII.-NOW  AND  THEN. 


■  Sing  me  a  song,  my  nightingale, 

Hid  in  among  the  twilight  flowers; 
And  make  it  low,''  he  said,   "  I  pray, 
.And  make  it  sweet."     But  she  said,  "Nay; 
Come  when  the  mom  begins  to  trail 

Her  golden  glories  o'er  the  gray — 
Mom  is  the  time  for  love's  all-hail!" 
He  said,   "The  morning  is  not  ours  ! 

"Then  give  me  back  my  heart's  delight, 
Hid  in  among  the  twilight  flowers, 
The  kiss  I  gave  you  yesterday. 

See  how  the  moon  this  way  has  leant. 
As  if  to  yield  a  soft  consent. 
Surely,"  he  said,   "you  will  requite 

My  love  in  this?''     But  she  said,   "Xay." 
"Yea,  now,"  he  said.     Bm  she  said.   "Hush! 
And  come  to  me  at  morning  blush." 
He  said,   "  The  morning  is  not  ours! 

"  But  say,  at  least,  you  love  me,  love. 
Hid  in  among  the  twilight  flowers ; 
No  winds  are  listening  far  or  near — 
The  sleepy  doves  will  never  hear." 
"Ah.  leave  me  in  my  sacred  glen, 

.\nd  when  the  saffron  mom  shall  close 
Her  misty  arms  about  the  rose. 
Come,  and  my  speech,  my  thought  shall  prove — 
Not  now."  she  said,   "not  now.  but  then." 
He  said,   "  The  morning  is  not  oiu"S  ! " 

Alice  Cary. 


XXXVIII.— "THE  BOYS." 


Has  there  any  old  fellow  got  mixed  with  the  boys? 
If  there  has.  take  him  out,  without  making  a  noise. 
Hang  the  almanac's  cheat  and  the  catalogue's  spile  ! 
Old  time  is  a  Uar!     We're  twenty  to-night! 

We're  twenty!     We're  twenty!     Who  says  we  are  more? 
He"s  tipsy — young  jacknapes  !     Show  him  the  door! 
"Gray  temples  at  twenty!  "     Yes,  Tvhite  if  we  please; 
Where  the  snow-flakes  fall  thickest  there's  nothing  can  freeze! 

Was  it  snowing  I  spoke  of?    Excuse  the  mistake ! 
Look  close — you  will  see  not  a  sign  of  a  flake! 
We  want  some  new  garlands  for  those  we  have  shed  — 
And  these  are  while  roses  in  place  of  the  red. 

We've  a  trick,  we  young  fellows,  you  may  have  been  told, 
Of  talking  (in  public)  as  if  we  were  old  ; — 
Thai  boy  we  call  "Doctor,"  and  this  we  call  "Judge  ;" 
It's  a  neat  little  fiction — of  coiu3e  its  all  fudge. 

That  fellow's  the  "Speaker" — the  one  on  the  right; 
"Mr.  Mayor,"  my  young  one,  how  are  you  to-night? 
That's  our  "member  of  Congress,"  we  say,  when  we  chafi"; 
There's  Reverend — what's  his  name? — don't  make  me  laugh. 

That  boy  with  the  grave,  mathematical  look 

Made  beheve  he  had  written  a  wonderful  book. 

And  the  Royal  Society  thought  it  was  true! 

So  they  chose  him  right  in — a  good  joke  ii  was,  too  ! 

There's  a  boy,  we  pretend,  with  a  three-decker  brain. 

That  could  harness  a  team  with  logical  chain  ; 

When  he  spouts  for  our  manhood  in  syllabled  fire, 

We  called  him  "The  Justice,"  but  now  he's  "The  .Squire'.' 

And  there's  a  nice  youngster  of  excellent  pith  — 
Fate  tried  to  conceal  him  by  naming  hin*  Smith  ; 
But  he  shouted  a  song  for  the  brave  and  the  free — ■ 
Just  read  on  his  medal,  "My  country.''  "of  ihse!'* 

You  hear  that  boy  laughing? — you  ihink  he's  all  fun; 
But  the  angels  laugh,  too.  at  the  good  he  has  done ; 
The  children  laugh  loud  as  ihe>'  troop  to  his  call. 
And  the  poor  man  that  knows  him  laughs  loudest  of  all ! 

Yes,  we're  boys —always  playing  with  tongue  or  with  pen; 
And  I  sometimes  have  asked,  shall  we  ever  be  men  ? 
Shall  we  always  be  youthful,  and  laughing,  and  gay, 
'Till  the  last  dear  companion  drops  smiling  away? 

Then  here's  to  our  boyhood,  its  gold  and  its  gray ! 
The  slars  of  its  winter,  the  dews  of  its  May ! 
And,  when  we  have  done  with  our  life-lasting  toys, 
Dear  Father,  lake  care  of  thy  children,  the  Boys ! 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


MR,  PERRY  CHUMLY'S   ECLIPSE, 


A  Story  of  Truth  at  the  Bottom  of  a  Well. 


The  spectroscope  is  a  singularly  beautiful  and  delicate  in- 
strument, consisting,  essentially,  of  a  prism  of  glass,  which, 
decomposing,  the  light  of  any  heavenly  body  to  which  the  in- 
strument is  directed,  presents  a  spectrum,  or  long  bar  of 
color.  Crossing  this  are  narrow,  dark  and  bright  lines  pro- 
duced by  the  gases  of  metals  in  combustion,  whereby  the 
celestial  orb"s  light  is  generated.  From  these  dark  and 
bright  lines,  therefore,  we  ascertain  all  about  the  composition 
of  the  sun  and  stars. 

Now  Ben  had  made  some  striking  discoveries  in  spectro- 
scopic analysis  at  his  private  garden  observatoiy,  and  had 
also  an  instrument  of  superior  power  and  capacity  invented, 
or  at  least  very  much  improved,  by  himself;  and  this  instru- 
ment it  was  which  he  and  I  were  arranging  for  an  examina- 
tion of  the  comet  then  flaming  in  the  heavens.  William  sat 
by,  apparently  uninterested.  Finally  we  had  our  arrange- 
ments for  an  observation  completed,  and  Ben  said:  "  Now 
turn  her  on." 

"That  reminds  me,"  said  William,  "of  a  little  stor>'  about 
Perry  Chumly  who — " 

"  For  the  sake  of  science,  William,"  I  interrupted,  laying  a 
hand  on  his  arm,  "  I  must  beg  you  not  to  relate  it.  The 
comet  will  in  a  few  minutes  be  behind  the  roof  of  yonder 
lodging  house.     We  really  have  no  time  for  the  storj-.'" 

"  No,''  said  Ben,  "time  presses;  and,  anyhow,  I've  heard 
it  before." 

"  This  Ferry  Chumly,"  resumed  William,  "believed  him- 
self a  born  astronomer,  and  always  kept  a  bit  of  smoked 
glass.  He  was  particularly  great  on  solar  eclipses.  I  have 
known  him  to  sit  up  all  night  looking  out  for  one." 

Ben  had  now  got  the  spectroscope  trained  skyward  to  suit 
him,  and  in  order  to  exclude  all  irrelevant  light  had  let  down 
the  window-blind  on  the  tube  of  it.  The  spectrum  of  the 
comet  came  out  beautifully— a  long  bar  of  color  crossed  with 
a  beautiful  ruling  of  thin  dark  and  bright  lines,  the  s-tght  of 
which  elicited  from  both  of  us  an  exclamation  of  satisfaction. 

"  One  day,''  continued  William  from  his  seat  at  another 
window,  "some  one  told  Perry  Chumly  there  would  be  an 
eclipse  of  the  sun  that  afternoon  at  three  o'clock.  Now 
Perr)'  had  recently  read  a  storj-  about  some  men  who  in  ex- 
ploring a  deep  gorge  in  the  mountains  had  looked  up  from 
the  bottom  and  seen  the  stars  shining  at  midday.  It  oc- 
curred to  him  that  this  knowledge  might  be  so  utilized  as  to 
give  him  a  fine  view  of  the  ecHpse,  and  enable  him  at  the 
same  time  to  see  what  the  stars  would  appear  to  think  about 
it." 

"77/^/,"  said  Ben,  pointing  to  one  of  the  dark  lines  in  the 
cometic  spectrum,  "//i^?/  is  produced  by  the  vapor  of  carbon 
in  the  nucleus  of  the  heavenly  visitant.  You  will  observe 
that  it  differs  but  slightly  from  the  lines  that  come  of  volatil- 
ized iron.  Examined  with  this  magnifying  glass  " — adjust- 
ing that  instrument  to  his  eye — "  it  will  probably  show — by 
Jove  !"  he  ejaculated,  after  a  nearer  view,  "it  isn't  carbon  at 
all.     //is  MEAT  !" 

"  Ot  course,"  proceeded  William,  "  of  course  Perr>'  Chumly 
did  not  have  any  cafion,  so  what  did  the  fellow  do  but  let 
himself  down  with  his  arms  and  legs  to  the  bottom  of  an 
old  well,  about  thirty  feet  deep  !  And,  with  the  cold  water 
up  to  his  middle,  and  the  frogs,  pollywogs,  and  aquatic  liz- 
ards quarreling  for  the  cosy  corners  of  his  pockets,  there  he 
stood,  waiting  for  the  sun  to  appear  in  the  field  of  his  '  instru- 
ment' and  be  eclipsed." 

"  Ben,  you  are  joking,"  I  remarked  with  some  asperity ; 
"you  are  taking  liberties  with  science,  Benjamin.  It  cant 
be  meat,  you  know." 

"I  tell  you  it  is  though,"  was  his  excited  reply;  "it  is  just 
mt'af,  I  tell  you.  And  this  other  line,  which  at  first  I  took 
for  sodium,  is  /torn — bone,  sir,  or  Fm  an  asteroid  !  I  never 
saw  the  like ;  that  comet  must  be  densely  peopled  with  butch- 
ers and  horse-knackers  ! " 

"When  Perr)- Chumly  had  waited  along  time,"  William 
went  on  to  say,  "looking  up  and  expecting  everj'  minute  to 
see  the  sun,  it  began  to  get  into  his  mind,  somehow,  that  the 
bright,  circular  opening  above  his  head — the  mouth  of  the 
well — ■ii.'iis  the  sun,  and  that  the  black  disk  of  the  moon  was 
all  that  was  needed  to  complete  the  expected  phenomenon. 
The  notion  soon  took  complete  possession  of  his  brain,  so 
that  he  forgot  where  he  was  and  imagined  himself  standing 
on  the  surface  of  the  earth." 

I  was  now  scrutinizing  the  cometic  spectrum  very  closely, 
being  particularly  attracted  by  a  thin,  faint  line,  which  I 
thought  Ben  had  overlooked. 

"Oh,  that  is  nothing,"  he  explained  ;  "that's  a  mere  local 
fault  arising  from  conditions  peculiar  to  the  medium  through 
which  the  light  is  transmitted — the  atmosphere  of  this  neigh- 
borhood. That  is  whisky.  This  other  line,  though,  shows 
the  faintest  imaginable  trace  of  soap  ;  and  these  uncertain, 
wavering  ones  are  caused  by  some  effluvium  not  in  the  comet 
itself,  but  in  the  regions  behind  it.  I  am  compelled  to  pro- 
nounce it  tobacco  smoke.  I  will  now  tilt  the  instrument  so 
as  to  get  the  spectrum  of  the  celestial  wanderer's  tail.  Ah  ! 
there  we  have  it.     Splendid  !  " 

"  Now  this  old  well,"  said  William,  "  was  near  a  road,  along 
which  was  traveling  a  big  and  particularly  hideous  nigger." 

"  See  here,  Thomas,"  exclaimed  Ben,  removing  the  mag- 
nifying glass  from  his  eye  and  looking  me  earnestly  in  the 
face,  "if  1  were  tell  you  that  the  coma  of  this  eccentric 
heavily  body  is  really  hair,  as  its  name  implies,  would  you 
believe  it.^'' 

"  No,  Ben,  I  certainly  would  not." 

"Well,  I  won't  argue  the  matter;  there  are  the  lines — they 
speak  for  themselves.  But  now  that  I  look  again,  you  are 
not  entirely  wrong  :  there  is  a  considerable  admixture  of 
jute,  moss,  and  I  think  tallow.  It  certainly  is  most  remark- 
able !     Sir  Isaac  Newton — " 

"That  big  nigger,"  drawled  William,  "felt  thirsty,  and 
seeing  the  mouth  of  the  well  thought  there  was  perhaps  a 
bucket  in  it.  So  he  ventured  to  creep  forward  on  his  hands 
and  knees  and  look  in  over  the  edge." 

Suddenly  our  spectrum  vanished,  and  a  very  singular  one 
of  a  quite  different  appearance  presented  itself  in  the  same 
place.  It  was  a  dim  spectrum,  crossed  by  a  single  broad 
bar  of  pale  yellow. 

"Ah  !"  said  Ben,  "our  waif  of  the  upper  deep  is  obscured 
by  a  cloud;  let  us  see  what  the  misty  veil  is  made  of." 


He  took  a  look  at  the  spectrum  with  his  magnifying  glass, 
started  back,  and  muttered  :  "  Brown  linen,  by  thunder  !" 

"  You  can  imagine  the  rapture  of  Perr>-  Chumly,"  pursued 
the  indefatigable  William,  "when  he  saw,  as  he  supposed, 
the  moon's  black  disk  encroaching  upon  the  body  of  the 
luminar>-  that  had  so  long  riveted  his  gaze.  But  when  that 
obscuring  satellite  had  thrust  herself  so  far  forward  that  the 
eclipse  became  annular,  and  he  saw  her  staring  down  upon  a 
darkened  \\orld  with  glittering  while  eyes  and  a  double  row 
of  flashing  teeth,  it  is  perhaps  not  surprising  that  he  vented 
a  scream  of  terror,  fainted,  and  collapsed  among  his  frogs  ! 
As  for  the  big  nigger,  he,  almost  equally  terrified  by  this 
shriek  from  the  abyss,  executed  a  percipitate  mo^■ement 
which  only  the  breaking  of  his  neck  prevented  from  being  a 
double  back-somersault,  and  lay  dead  in  the  weeds  with  his 
tongue  out  and  his  face  the  color  of  a  cometic  spectrum. 
We  laid  them  in  the  same  grave,  poor  fellows,  and  on  many 
a  still  summer  evening  afterward  I  strayed  to  the  lonely  lit- 
tle church- yard  to  listen  to  their  smothered  requiem  chanted 
by  the  frogs  we  had  neglected  to  remove  from  the  pockets  of 
the  lamented  astronomer. 

"  And,  now,"  added  William,  taking  his  heels  from  the 
window,  "  as  you  can  not  immediately  resume  your  spectro- 
scopic obversations  on  that  red-headed  chamber-maid  in  the 
dormer-window,  who  pulled  down  the  blind  when  I  made  a 
mouth  at  her,  I  move  we  adjourn."  A.  G.  B. 


LITTLE  JOHNNY  ON  THE  WEATHER. 


Gaffey-  Peters  on  Mcicoro/ogy — The  Parsee  '■^flores"'  the  Mis- 
sionary— All  Epistle  from  a  Thrifty  Tiller  of  the  Moral 
Vineyard — The  A'cgro  who  became  a  Qook  in  spite  of 
Himself  and  the  aphoristic  Tiger. 


Ole  Gaffer  Peters  is  sech  a  ole  fool  I  shud  think  he  wude 
bust,  cos  the  uther  day  he  was  to  our  house,  and  my  mother 
she  said;  "  Gaffer,  the  sun  is  offle  hot  to-day,"  and  Gaffer 
he  said;  "Yes.  there  aint  nothin  like  a  warm  day  for  to 
make  the  sun  hot.*'  But  jest  gimme  a  griddle  cake,  plenty 
butter  on  it,  and  thats  the  feller  for  me  ! 

Uncle  Ned  says  there  is  fokes  in  Pershy  wich  werships 
the  sun,  and  one  day  one  of  these  fellers  was  down  onto  his 
kanees  a  worshippin  hard  as  ever  he  cude,  like  he  wude  do 
hissel  a  injeiy,  and  a  good  -mishnarj-  come  a  long  and  he 
sed,  the  mishnarj-  did  :  "  Wot  a  damb  fool  for  to  worship  a 
thing  which  you  can  see  !" 

But  the  man  wich  was  to  his  de  votions  said;  "  I  got  you 
there,  ole  feller;  no  chance  to  do  any  bisniss  with  me;  Ime 
blind  as  a  bat." 

A  man  wich  was  sent  out  to  a  place  in  Africa  for  to  be  a 
mishnarj'  wasent  herd  of  for  a  long  time,  but  bime  by  he 
wrote  home  to  his  preechers,  and  the  letter  sed  : 

"  Deer  Bruthen: — I  ben  labrin  in  this  comer  of  the  mortal 
vinyard  for  3  years,  and  this  mishen  has  ben  self  sportin  and 
haint  cost  the  Sundy  scoohl  puples  a  red  cent,  cos  all  be 
nited  hethens  wich  wudent  accep  the  means  of  grace  I  sold 
to  the  slave  traders  for  to  pa  xpenses  of  the  good  work;  but 
now  there  aint  a  pore,  mizzable  sinner  in  10  one  hunderd 
miles  wich  wude  fetch  fifteen  cents  for  a  scare  cro  in  a  tater 
feeld.  So  you  got  to  take  a  clecktion  up  reel  quick,  cos  the 
immortle  soul  which  I  hav  brot  to  a  kanollege  of  the  livin 
Trooth  wil  back  slide  les  he  gits  a  cupple  01  tomatto  cans 
for  his  ears,  and  a  harth  brush  for  a  tail,  and  has  a  risin  sun 
painted  fresh  on  to  his  belly." 

Its  dredfle  hotter  in  Affrica  than  it  is  here,  cos  there  is 
were  the  Hotentots  lives.  And  there  isephalents  there,  too, 
and  ri  nosy  roses,  and  high  potamusses,  and  cracky  diles, 
and  a  hull  show  for  nnthin,  no  buyin  tickets  jest  wock  rite  in 
and  be  et.       • 

One  mornin  reel  erly  there  was  a  natif  nigger  in  the  Saiy 
desert,  and  he  seen  a  lot  of  sabbage  animels,  and  there 
wasent  any  place  to  hide  hissef.  So  he  la  down  and  cuvered 
hissefwith  sand,  all  but  jest  his  nose,  and  thot  he  was  a 
smarty,  but  a  tiger  had  seen  him  do  it,  and  tole  the  others. 
So  thay  all  come  up  and  stood  in  a  ring  a  round  his  nose. 
And  the  tiger  wank  its  i  and  said  :  "Wots  that?"  Then  the 
lion  luked  very  sollem  and  said  :  "  That  is  a  dismantle  fort- 
ress, dont  you  see  the  port  holes  for  the  cannons?"  And 
the  rinosy  rose  it  sed  :  "  I  shud  think  it  was  a  nose  mebby, 
only  it  aint  got  no  horn  on  it."  Then  the  ephlent  it  said  ; 
"  How  cude  a  nose  hav  a  horn  on  it,  you  fool  ?  But  this 
aint  one,  cos  where  is  the  proboscus  ?" 

An  wile  thay  was  a  havin  their  own  fun  the  sun  it  kep  a 
gettin  hi  upper,  and  the  sand  it  begin  for  to  be  hot,  and  the 
natif  niggers  there  dont  wear  no  close,  but  if  thay  wude  tr)- 
it  on  in  California,  the  notty  things,  it  wude  be  lifely  times, 
but  no  base  ball,  cos  the  bats  wude  be  wanted  for  to  spank 
em.  So  the  pore  nigger  wich  was  in  the  hot  sand  he  stood 
it  long  as  ever  he  cude,  til  he  was  jest  nothin  but  a  blister, 
and  then  he  shuke  hisseluf  out  and  said  :  "  Ime  ofile  sorr^-  I 
kep  yure  dinner  a  waitin,  but  I  dident  like  to  spile  sech  a 
elligant  roast  by  takin  it  out  fore  it  was  done." 

And  wen  the  natif  nigger  was  et  txxy  little  tiny  bit  up,  the 
tiger  it  licked  its  lips  and  sed  :  "Let  me  do  the  cookin  for 
these  niggers  and  I  dont  care  whoo  makes  their  laws." 

But  mebby  the  niggers  wude  care. 


When  Jules  Janin  was  in  London  during  the  Exhibition 
of  1S51,  as  newspaper  correspondent,  he  noticed  the  inscrip- 
tion on  the  Royal  Exchange:  "The  Earth  is  the  Lord's," 
which  he  at  once  copied  and  sent  to  hisjournal  as  La  Terre 
est  aiix  Seigneurs,  a  mar\'elous  instance,  he  said,  of  the 
slavish  way  in  which  the  English  worshiped  their  aristoc- 
racy. But  what  are  we  to  think  of  the  French  journal  which 
declared  of  the  author  of  Waverly:  "  Qu'il  etait  sans  doute 
moiti^  Fran<;ais,  puisqu'il  sappellait  Voltaire-Scott  ! "  or 
what  bounds  shall  be  found  to  restrain  our  laughter  and 
amusement  when  we  read  of  the  ingenious  translator  who 
ushered  CoUey  Cibber's  Love's  Last  Shift  into  the  admiring 
Parisian  world  under  the  title  of  La  Derniere  Chemise  de 
I  Amour  P^ 


Frank  and  Willie  were  discussing  which  were  the  most 
economical,  men  or  women  ;  and  Frank  seemed  to  be  get- 
ing  the  best  of  the  argument,  when  Willie  suddenly  brought 
the  debate  to  a  close  by  saying  :  "  One  thing  I  know  ;  my 
father  can  make  a  piece  of  butter  go  over  more'n  twice  as 
large  a  piece  of  bread  for  me  as  mother  can." 


A  MONTH  IN  THE  SIERRA. 


"  By  the  forests  lakes,  and  fountain. 
Through  the  many  folded  mountain." 

IXDEPEXDENXE   LAKE,  July,  1S78. 

A  month  in  the  heart  of  the  Sierra — a  month  of  dreamy 
repose  and  of  lotus-eating  in  the  truest  sense.  I  wish,  dear 
Argonaut,  I  could  send  you  a  branch  of  this  "  enchanted 
stem  "that  you,  too,  might  taste  this  dream-rest.  It  has 
been  such  a  delightful  rest — a  complete  cycle  of  existence 
rounded  by  a  dream.  Like  the  weary,  tempest-tossed  mari- 
ners in  the  legend,  I,  with  them,  would  give  heed  forever- 
more  to  the  spirit-song,  "  There  is  no  joy  but  calm, '  and  like 
them  imploringly  plead,  "  Let  us  alone."  Like  the  Chinese 
I  would  make  my  map  of  the  world  consist  of  a  circle  in  a 
square.  The  circle  would  be  my  little  world  here  of  perfect 
repose  and  seclusion,  while  I  would  consign  to  the  narrow 
corners  outside,  all  that  pertains  to  the  great  workingday 
world  w-ith  its  sordid  cares.  This  lovely  little  lake  is  nestled 
charmingly  amid  the  hills,  and  crowned  by  lofty  mountains, 
behind  which  rise  the  icy  peaks  of  glaciers. 

Declivities  slope  down,  lu.\uriantly  overgrown  with  verd- 
ure, and  little  crinkled  streams,  formed  by  the  melting  snow, 
here  and  there  come  scurrying  down  the  mountain  sides, 
eager  to  join  the  bright  blue  waters  of  the  lake  below.  Soft 
airs  from  the  wooded  slopes  fan  us'  with  benignant  breath, 
laden  with  the  resinous  odors  of  the  forest  firs  and  pines. 
Ever)'thing  around  seems  to  grow  and  bloom  for  the  mere 
love  of  growing  and  being  beautiful.  If  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  an  earthly,  dreamy,  sensuous  paradise,  I  think  it  might  be 
found  just  here.  The  pleased  eye  falls  on  a  thousand  beau- 
ties. In  the  distance  far  below  lie  verdant  meadows,  or 
rather,  in  the  apt  words  of  Goethe  "  long,  deep  chains  of 
valleys,  in  which  wine  and  oil  liow  in  the  abundance  of  blos- 
soms.'' The  great  beauty  of  the  scener>-  lies  in  the  sim- 
plicity of  the  outlines,  and  in  their  supernatural  grandeur. 
It  is  indeed  "  possessed  beyond  the  muse's  painting." 

Opportunity  for  excursions  to  points  of  interest  about  the 
lake  are  not  wanting.  Five  miles  on  horseback  to  Mount 
Lola  makes  an  exceedingly  interesting  ride,  a  part  of  the 
way  over  great  banks  of  snow,  which  never  disappear.  The 
crest  of  this  mountain  is  9,300  feet  above  the  level  of  the 
sea.  As  we  ascend,  the  view  opens  grander  and  more  mag- 
nificent, while  smaller  and  smaller  grows  the  lake,  until  it 
appears  as  a  mere  thread  of  silver  in  the  encircling  band  of 
the  mountains.  TBe  summit  reached,  we  stand  enraptured 
at  the  overwhelming  sublimity  of  the  view.  To  the  north 
and  w-est,  stand  boldly  out  in  relief  against  the  sky,  the 
Sierra  Buttes  and  Lassen's  Peak,  while  in  the  distance, 
dimmed  by  the  space  of  158  inter^'ening  miles,  the  glimmer 
of  the  whited  peaks  of  Mount  Shasta  is  discernible.  To- 
ward the  west  we  look  out  over  the  great  Sacramento  Val- 
ley, past  the  Marys\ille  Buttes,  on  to  the  Coast  Range;  and 
to  the  south  we  discover,  with  some  effort.   Mount   Diablo. 

At  the  east  are  the  Washoe  and  Humboldt  snowy  ranges, 
and  to  the  south  stand  in  serried  ranks  the  peaks  of  the  Ne- 
vadas.  It  is  a  scene  not  to  be  described — it  must  be  seen  to 
be  realized.  The  grandeur  steals  upon  the  soul  and  takes 
possession.  Snow-white  heights  stand  forth  in  grandest  ma- 
jesty— Titans  who  with  one  bound  seem  to  touch  the  heavens. 
Pealc  after  peak  rises  before  us  ;  mountain  ranges,  crowned 
with  snow,  take  the  forms  of  domes  and  castles  and  temples. 
These  great  hills  of  pure  snow,  illumed  by  the  sunset  colors 
of  the  dying  day,  seem  indeed  like  the  great  gateways  of  the 
celestial  city  ;  the  delicate,  feather>-  clouds,  so  bright  and 
pure,  take  the  forms  of  angels  hovering  over  the  summits — 
mountains  of  emerald  and  gates  of  pearl.  The  soul  would 
fain  elevate  itself  to  come  into  a  more  perfect  unison  with 
this  majesty  of  nature  ;  and,  looking  still  beyond  to  the  far- 
thest height,  and  seeing  with  soul  vision,  "Jasper  first,"  I 
said,  "and  second,  sapphire  ;  third,  chalcedony  :  the  rest  in 
order — last,  an  amethyst." 

We  were  awakened  from  our  ^-ision  by  the  rude,  if  not 
in^everent,  inquiry  of  one  of  our  party  :  "  Wonder  if  this  is 
not  the  place  where  Satan  took  Christ  when  he  tried  to  tempt 
him  with  the  offer  of  all  in  view?"  A  rumbling  sound  an- 
swered in  rebuke,  and,  turning,  we  saw  the  clouds  gathering 
as  if  menacing  us  w-ith  their  frowns  ;  and,  from  the  dark  cti- 
muli,  came  flashes  of  lightning,  and  the  sounds  of  thunder 
came  reverberating  fir>.m  range  to  range  and  from  peak  to 
peak,  and,  multiplied  by  innumerable  echoes,  vanished  down 
the  farthest  range  of  hills.  Terror  and  awe  are  forgotten, 
however,  as  we  stand  entranced  by  the  majest)'  and  sublim- 
ity of  the  music  of  the  mountains,  given  back  in  the  low 
rumble  and  distant  reverberating  roll,  like  that  of  the  legend- 
ary phantom  ten-pin  players  of  the  Catskills. 

Our  excursions  on  the  lake  are  daily,  and  we  sail,  row,  and 
become  fascinated.  The  charm  of  fishing  is  inexhaustible 
as  the  supply.  There  is  pleasure  even  in  the  selection  of 
our  fishing  tackle,  and  the  gathering  together  of  the  various 
et  cc/t-ras,  chief  of  which  is  the  plethoric  lunch  basket,  pro- 
vided and  generally  packed  by  our  good  hostess.  She  never 
forgets  the  bottle  of  that  elixir  of  the  gods  here  called 
"  mountain  ash."  As  we  are  rowed  up  the  lake  by  the  strong 
arms  of  our  obliging  host  we  have  time  to  appreci.ile  and 
enjoy  the  delicate  green  of  the  firn'  mountain-sides  around, 
the  crj-stal  waters  beneath,  and  the  white  clouds  above 
hanging  like  masses  of  snowy  smoke.  Half  way  up  the  lake 
we  stop  for  rest  and  refreshment.  This  is  our  half-way 
house.  A  tiny  little  stream  comes  leaping  down  the  hill, 
clear  and  icy  cold.  A  small  portion  of  this  and  a  generous 
measurement  of  "  mountain  ash  "  put  us  on  our  metal  again, 
strengthens  the  foundation  of  our  airy  castles,  and  with  a 
long  pull  and  a  strong  pull — at  the  oars  I  mean — we  soon 
reach  the  head  of  the  lake.  A  little  more  "  mountain  ash  " 
and  we  turn  attention  to, the  day's  sport.  It  is  fascination, 
bewilderment;  we  are  overwhelmed.  At  every  throw  of  the 
line  we  bring  a  victim  to  the  surface,  splashing  and  strug- 
gUng  to  the  boat,  his  sides  glitterir.g  in  the  sunlight  will- 
purple  and  golden  spots.  These  trdut  are  somewhat  smaller 
than  those  of  Lake  "Tahoe,  but  much  finer  and  more  delicate 
in  fia\or.  They  take  the  hook  readily,  and  we  frequently 
caught  from  two  to  three  hundred  in  a  d ly's  sport,  a\eraging 
half  a  pound  piece. 

A  day  in  the  sunshine,  breathing  this  delici'-'usly  pure  air, 
and  exhilarated  by  it  and  our  sport  mentally  and  physically, 
the  evening  brings  that  charming  lassitude  so  conducive  to 
peaceful  repose;  and  in  this  condition,  d^aj-  ARGONAUT,  we 
say  good  night,  and  lie  down  to  pleasant  drf  -ins.     LOTUP. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 
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THE  ARGONAUT. 
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SATURDAY,   JULY  27,   1S7S. 


It  is  claimed  by  many  that  there  should  have  been  no  call 
for  a  Constitutional  Convention.  It  is  conceded  by  nearly 
all  that  the  present  organic  law  is  a  very  good  one,  and  that, 
under  a  proper  judicial  interpretation,  it  would  have  been 
safer  to  adhere  to  it  than  to  make  the  experiment  of  a  change. 
All  intelligent  persons  recognize  the  peril  involved  in  the  en- 
deavor to  form  a  new  code  of  laws,  and  to  provide  the  ma- 
chiner)'  for  their  execution.  It  was  especially  hazardous  to 
make  the  experiment  at  this  time.  There  is  abroad  in  our 
community  a  wide  spread  discontent  arising  from  causes  alto- 
gether foreign  to  those  involved  in  a  change  of  organic  law. 
Yet  this  discontent  was  seized  upon  by  demagogues  and  art- 
fully used  to  bring  about  a  political  revolution.  Our  Consti- 
tution is  not  at  fault  for  dr>-  summers  and  short,  crops.  It 
did  not  cause  gambling  in  mining  stocks,  and  is  not  respon- 
sible for  disastrous  results  arising  therefrom.  It  did  not  in- 
cite the  slave-holders'  rebellion,  nor  could  it  prevent  the 
results  that  came  from  civil  war.  It  could  not  control  nor 
direct  the  financial  policy  of  the  nation,  nor  is  it  in  any  sense 
responsible  for  the  disasters  and  inconveniences  arising  from 
the  presence  in  our  midst  of  a  Chinese  population.  The 
Democratic  party,  from  some  inscrutable  and  mysterious 
purpose,  resohed  that  the  opportunity  to  spend  a  million  or 
twelve  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  the  people's  money  should 
not  be  allowed  to  pass,  and,  evolving  from  its  inner  conscious- 
ness some  motive,  which  it  has  not  as  yet  disclosed,  the  Con- 
vention was  called.  It  was  an  opportunity  for  an  outburst 
of  all  the  devilish  incendiarism  with  which  the  worst  ele- 
ment of  the  Democrac>"  was  charged.  The  pent  up  fires  of 
discontent,  lawlessness,  and  crime  burst  forth.  Ireland  and 
Germany  vomited  forth  upon  the  sand-lots  and  elsewhere 
their  hatred  of  institutions  they  did  not  understand,  and 
raised  the  standard  of  revolt  against  conditions  that  are  hard 
upon  the  unfortunate,  the  idle,  and  the  vicious.  The  accu- 
mulated wealth  of  an  industrious  and  enterprising  commu- 
nity tempted  the  greed  of  these  alien  bandits,  and  they 
regarded  the  savings  of  the  Industrious  as  the  legitimate  loot 
and  plunder  of  an  agrarian  war.  This  war  they  organized, 
and  proclaimed  their  intention  to  subvert  society,  order,  and 
government  in  the  interest  of  an  unprincipled  band  of  alien 
adventurers.  "  We  w  ill,"'  they  said,  "  divide  propert>",  over- 
turn vested  rights,  prescribe  the  hours  and  wages  of  labor. 
We  will  limit  the  occupation  of  lands  and  the  accumulation 
of  estates.  We  will  exempt  the  poor  from  taxation.  We  will 
place  the  burdens  of  government  upon  the  rich.  We  will 
make  vacant  all  the  offices,  and  will  fill  them  with  the  greasy 
creatures  of  our  own  creation.  We  vn\\  send  hair-frizzers 
and  cooks,  bar-room  loafers  and  day  laborers,  to  make  the 
organic  law  for  California."  And,  except  for  the  intelligence 
and  patriotism  of  the  rural  districts,  the  State  would  have  en- 
dured the  shame  that  overwhelmed  the  metropolis.  Had  it 
not  been  for  the  countrj-  and  its  consenatism,  this  State 
would  have  been  given  over  to  the  train  bands  of  Hessians 
that  have  invaded  it,  and  to  the  plunder  of  the  alien  advent- 
urers who  understand  neither  the  principles  of  republican 
government  nor  the  restraints  of  obedience  to  the  law. 
This  danger  is  happily  averted.  The  Constitutional  Con- 
vention is,  in  its  majority,  composed  of  intelligent  gentle- 
men, men  of  property,  who  have  an  interest  in  the  conser\a- 
tion  of  order.  They  have  duties  to  perform,  the  first  and 
most  important  of  which  is  not  to  )ield  to  the  clamor  of 
this  importunate  mob.  The  first  principle  of  the' new  code 
should  be  to  provide  the  machinery  for  suppressing  mob 
utterances  and  mob  acts  by  the  strong,  iron  hand  of  militar>' 
force.  It  should  be  placed  beyond  the  power  of  political 
judges  to  declare  any  law  for  the  repression  of  incendiarj' 
language  or  for  the  suppression  of  mob  \-iolence  to  be  un- 
constitutional. Taxes  should  be  so  equalized  that  ever^'  cit- 
i^en  paj-s  upon  what  he  is  worth  in  real,  personal,  and  mbced 
:  r^perty.     He  should  not  pay  upon  what  is  encumbered  by 

.  -  _  t.  and  the  man  or  corporation  to  whom  that  debt  is  owing 


should  pay  the  tax  that  is  rightfully  imposed  upon  it.  There 
should  be  a  limit  fixed  to  State  and  municipal  liabilities,  and 
pro\ision  made  to  secure  the  strictest  economy  and  the  most 
perfect  integrity  in  the  execution  of  official  trusts.  This 
being  done,  the  burdens  of  governnieni  will  set  lightly  upon 
all.  If  .\ssessors  will  marshal  all  the  wealth  of  California, 
corporate  and  individual — lands,  railroads,  houses,  gas,  wa- 
ter, and  all  corporate  franchises,  all  personal  property,  all 
articles  of  luxur>-,  all  the  diamonds,  jewels,  pictures,  and 
marbles  that  adorn  the  palaces  of  the  rich,  all  the  bonds, 
collaterals,  promissory-  notes,  stocks,  and  securities  of  our 
money  lenders,  all  the  mortgages  of  our  banks,  all  the  stocks 
of  our  mining  stock  gamblers,  all  the  velvets,  laces,  and  ten- 
button  kid-gloves  of  our  ladles,  all  the  goods  in  our  ware- 
houses, all  the  stocks  of  our  retail  dealers,  and  make  ever>' 
man  and  woman  and  corporate  manager,  on  oath,  give  the 
schedule  of  his  wealth,  and  for  omission,  false  oath,  or  will- 
ful repression  of  facts  send  him  or  her  to  State  prison — our 
lax  will  be  a  light  one,  and  real  estate  will  not  be  compelled 
to  stagger  under  a  mountain  of  municipal  debt  and  pay  all 
the  taxes  that  personal  property  now  shirks  from  paying, 
through  lies,  perjur>',  and  deceit.  We  commend  the  gentle- 
men of  the  Convention  to  hold  in  mind  this  fact.  We  do  ' 
not  desire  that  the  change  of  judges,  legislators,  and  local 
officials  should  be  too  sudden.  It  will,  in  our  opinion,  be 
unwise  to  legislate  the  present  officials  from  office  immedi- 
ately upon  the  adoption  of  the  Constitution.  Let  us  have 
time  to  adjust  ourselves  to  the  new  condition  of  things,  and 
to  become  accustomed  to  the  changes  that  we  are  to  under- 
go, (iive  the  people  time  to  consider  before  they  are  com- 
pelled to  act.  Instead  of  shortening  the  time  of  the  present 
officials  by  a  year,  it  would  be  better  to  extend  it  for  the 
same  period.  To  illustrate  :  Let  the  present  hold  -  over 
Senators  continue  in  office  for  the  terms  to  which  they  have 
been  elected.  Let  the  Supreme,  District,  and  local  judges 
have  their  terms  of  office  extended,  so  that  we  may  have  the 
benefit  of  their  experience  to  put  the  new  experiment  afloat. 
Let  the  county  officers  hold  over  another  year,  so  that  the 
machiner)'  of  the  local  governments  may  not  be  brought  to 
an  abrupt  termination.  To  adopt  a  new  law,  elect  new  legis- 
lators, construct  new  courts,  and  make  a  complete  change  of 
county  and  municipal  officers,  is  to  subject  our  government 
to  an  unwonted  and  severe  strain.  Let  us  not  precipitate 
ourselves  into  the  confusion  and  chaos  of  so  radical  and 
complete  a  political  revolution  as  would  be  involved  in  this 
proceeding.  Our  advice  would  be  to  arrange  for  the  elec- 
tion of  officers  so  as  to  defer  the  change  till  the  Presidential 
election  of  1780.  This  election  will  bring  out  the  entire  vot- 
ing strength.  The  misrule  and  riot  party,  it  is  hoped,  *vill 
by  that  time  have  spent  its  force.  The  demagogues  and  ad- 
venturers who  live  upon  agitation  will  have  tamed  down. 
The  few  who  have  bubbled  to  the  surface  in  San  Francisco 
will  have  spent  the  money  earned  in  Convention,  and  will  be 
starved  back  to  their  occupations,  or  killed  by  the  bad  whisky 
that  is  always  available  to  men  of  political  prominence.  The 
Presidential  election  will  bring  to  the  Jjallot-box  the  whole 
mass  of  electors.  This  programme  will  give  us  two  years  of 
political  repose,  and  will  put  off  at  least  for  so  long  a  time 
the  evil  hour  of  Kearney's  prophecy,  when  he  would  place 
Sharpstein  upon  the  Supreme  bench,  and  fill  the  seats  of  the 
district  courts,  and  the  halls  of  legislation,  with  greasy  me- 
chanics. Our  suggestion,  of  giving  another  year  of  official 
incumbency  to  the  present  Governor,  and  to  the  hold-over 
Senators  who  called  this  Convention,  and  to  the  Democrat 
officials  throughout  the  State,  is  prompted  by  no  love  of 
them.  We  want  to  hear  the  howl  and  see  the  gleaming  teeth 
of  the  hungT)"  foreign  jackals  a  little  longer,  before  they  get 
another  bite  at  the  carcass.  We  are  in  hopes,  too,  that  within 
the  period  of  two  years,  better  crops,  more  prosperous  sea- 
sons, extended  railroads,  new  mining  developments,  a  larger 
immigration,  more  tule  lands  reclaimed,  more  desert  lands 
irrigated,  more  great  landed  estates  divided,  greater  econo- 
mies in  life,  greater  moderation  in  business,  less  speculative 
ventures,  and  less  gambling  in  mining  stocks,  will  bring  about 
more  prosperous  times  \  that  sober  sense  and  reason  will 
have  been  restored  to  the  misguided  masses  who  have  fol- 
lowed the  counsels  of  the  ignorant,  vicious,  and  idle  dema- 
gogues, who  have  so  selfishly  and  cruelly  deceived  them. 


On  Monday  evening  we  spent  an  hour  in  the  Board  of 
Supen^isors.  It  was  the  first  time  we  ever  visited  the  Board 
in  session.  The  City  Hall  when  finished  will  be  an  elegant 
and  costly  structure.  It  is  a  piece  of  extravagant  folly,  but 
when  completed  it  will  be  paid  for  and  it  will  be  an  orna- 
ment to  San  Francisco.  It  is  extravagantly  furnished,  and 
this  is  a  just  cause  of  complaint  against  those  who  are  re- 
sponsible. The  fiimiturej  carpets,  and  chandeliers  are  costly 
beyond  ever)'  necessity.  The  counters  in  Mayor  Br>*anrs 
store  and  the  desks  in  the  Super\*isors'  private  offices  are  not 
of  car\ed  rosewood,  nor  do  they  carpet  their  places  of  busi- 
ness with  the  finest  productions  of  foreign  looms;  they  do 
not  have  half  a  dozen  flunkeys  sitting  around  the  doors  of 
their  business  places  on  stools,  as  messengers  and  janitors. 
The  Count>-  Clerk,  the  Sheriff,  the  Tax  Collector,  the  Jus- 
tices, the  courts,  and  ever>'  other  department  of  the  oixy 
government  has  more  employes  than  are  necessar>'.  The 
I  salaries  of  officials  from  Mayor  down  to  Pound-keeper  are 


higher  than  they  ought  to  be.  The  Bank  of  California  pays 
its  best  book-keepers  and  clerks  from  $100  to  $175  per 
month.  Better,  more  intelligent,  more  responsible,  better 
educated,  more  Industrious,  and  more  competent  men  than 
Sheriff  Nunan,  County  Clerk  Reynolds,  Collector  Mitchell, 
Superintendent  of  Streets  Mansur,  Superintendent  of  Schools 
Mann,  .\uditor  Maynard,  Treasurer  Hubert,  or  any  of  the 
other  city  officials,  can  be  found  who  would  stipulate  to  work 
for  less  than  $200  per  month,  and  be  glad  of  the  opportunity. 
The  man  who  drives  our  carriage  Is  as  Industrious,  as  brave, 
as  respectable,  as  intelligent,  and  as  competent  as  the  aver- 
age policeman,  and  he  is  glad  to  work  for  $40  per  month. 
There  are  better  lawyers  at  the  bar  than  on  the  bench,  who 
would  be  glad  of  the  positions  at  half  the  salary-.  There  are 
thousands  of  intelligent,  conscientious,  and  competent  ladles 
who  would  fill  the  positions  of  our  male  school  teachers  at 
half  the  price.  Our  street  system  Is  a  systematically  organ- 
ized robber)-.  The  average  street  contractor  Is  a  highway- 
man in  the  literal  sense.  Personal  property  owners  have,  by 
lies  and  perjury,  reduced  the  hiding  of  their  assets  from  the 
Assessor  and  Tax  Collector  to  a  fine  arL  The  result  is,  real 
estate  is  over-burdened,  and  is  the  first  to  shrink  in  value 
because  it  cannot  steal  away  and  avoid  being  taxed.  We 
were  very  favorably  impressed  with  the  personnel  of  our 
Board  of  Supervisors.  Most  of  them  we  have  known  for  a 
long  time.  We  noted  their  treatment  of  different  questions 
as  they  came  up,  and  we  came  away  with  a  favorable  opinion 
of  the  intelligence  and  integrity  of  the  gentlemen  who  com- 
pose the  Board.  There  is  a  disposition  upon  the  part  of  the 
press  and  of  the  public  to  jump  at  conclusions  prejudicial 
to  the  honor  of  mep  in  office.  To  call  them  "  rogues  "  and 
"  thieves  ''  is  the  vocabulary  in  dally  use.  The  .Supervisors 
of  San  Francisco  legislate  for  the  wants  of  300,000  people, 
and  for  the  protection  of  more  than  $300,000,000  of  wealth. 
L'nder  pressure  of  jobbers,  contractors,  place  hunters,  and 
place  holders,  they  may  give  way  more  than  in  their  private 
business,  they  may  yield  a  point  when  the  interests  of  the  in- 
dividual comes  in  conflict  with  those  of  the  general  public, 
they  may  be  at  times  careless  or  indifferent,  but  that  there  is 
in  the  present  Board  any  corrupt  ring  we  see  no  evidence. 
That  it  has  many  honest  gentlemen  in  it  we  know,  and  in 
our  judgment  it  would  be  better  for  property  owners  to 
oftener  attend  the  meetings  of  the  Board,  and  become  some- 
what more  conversant  with  the  city  legislation.  It  would,  in 
our  judgment,  be  better  if  the  ever  vigilant,  and  ever  vir- 
tuous daily  press  would  be  somewhat  more  careful  and  more 
deliberate  before  it  indiscriminately  assails  officials.  It  is 
this  unwarranted  denunciation  of  the  press  that  renders  of- 
ficial life  and  the  perfonnance  of  public  duties  distasteful  to 
quiet,  honest  men.  If  property-owners  would  organize  for 
the  purpose  of  protecting  their  property,  and  would  be  half 
as  diligent  in  its  defense  as  jobbers,  place  holders,  and  con- 
tractors are  in  warring  upon  It,  we  should  have  a  better  ad- 
ministration of  our  municipal  government,  less  grumbling, 
and  less  taxes  to  pay. 

Felix  Adler,  a  German  Jew,  whose  occupation  is  that  of  a 
traveling  lecturer  against  the  dogmas  and  teachings  of  the 
Christian  Church,  proposes  to  establish  in  San  Francisco  a 
Kindergarten  School.  If  this  undertaking  were  an  individual 
enterprise  at  the  cost  of  Mr.  Felix  Adler,  it  would  be  thus 
placed  beyond  our  right  of  criticism.  But  when  it  becomes 
a  public  charity,  and  is  founded  upon  the  solicited  gifts  of 
the  benevolent,  we  exercise  a  privilege,  if  we  do  not  perform 
a  duty,  in  demanding  its  aims  and  purpose.  It  is  to  be  an 
unsectarian  school  for  poor  children  from  three  to  six  years 
of  age — we  presume  to  be  under  the  charge  of  Professor 
Adler.  \\'hether  Christian  or  Jewish  parents  may  desire  to 
have  the  minds  of  their  children,  In  the  formative  Jige,  left  to 
the  guidance  of  an  avowed  infidel,  is  for  them  alone  to  de- 
termine. It  is  our  observation  that  men  who  are  ver\"  lib- 
eral in  the  direction  of  free  thought  are  restrained  somewhat 
in  expressing  their  opinions  in  the  presence  of  their  wives, 
and  silent  in  the  audience  of  their  children.  Doubt  and 
disbelief  comes  soon  enough,  and  though  we  are  not  at  all 
orthodox  in  our  religious  sentiments,  we  have  never  been 
able  to  trace  any  evil  influence  from  the  religious  teachings 
of  a  mother  to  an  infant  child.  Our  doubts  are  so  well 
grounded  upon  this  subject  that  it  is  our  opinion  that  a  three- 
year  old  child  had  better  be  left  to  the  teachings  of  its  moth- 
er, rather  than  to  be  turned  over  to  the  moulding  process  of 
Messrs.  Adler,  Schiienemann- Pott,  Joseph  Winansand  Fred. 
MacCreUish;  Mesdames  Muser,  Gotting,  and  Miss  Malwe- 
del.  We  think  we  scent  the  rodent  in  the  suggestion  of 
Prof,  .\dler  that  this  is  a  tentative  experiment,  preliminary 
to  engrafting  another  German  educational  experiment  upon 
our  already  over-burdened  and  oppressed  taxpayers.  As  we 
are  opposed  to  teaching  litde  Germans  over  six  years  of  age 
how  to  speak  their  mother  tongue  at  the  public  e\-pense,  so  , 
are  w-e  unwilling  to  be  taxed  in  order  that  little  Germans  of 
three  years  of  age  should  escape  the  danger  of  becoming 
Jews,  Catholics,  or  Protestants,  and  have  their  infantile 
minds  directed  to  that  higher  range  of  free-thought  known 
as  infidelit)-.  We  are,  for  these  and  other  reasons,  therefore, 
inspired  to  advise  our  readers  not  to  subscribe  one  dollar  a 
month  to  aid  in  the  experiment  of  a  Kindergarten  School  for 
poor  children  of  three  years  of  age  in  San  Francisco. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


9 


PRATTLE, 


The  man  who  committed  sui- 
cide with  a  ferr\--boat.  the  other 
day,  left  behind  him  a  pathetic 
letter  intended  to 
excite  pubHc  sym- 
pathy ;  but,  with 
that  lack  of  literary 
judgment  which  dis- 
tinguishes the  un- 
practiced  amateur, 
he  imprudently  mentioned  that  he  was — a  book-canvasser  I 
Ever}-  man  thinks  himself  a  good  writer  and  a  "  lord  of  hu- 
man tears;"  whereas,  there  is  not  more  than  one  man  in  a 
thousand  who  can  make  us  weep  with  his  pen  except  by 
sticking  it  into  otu-  eyes. 


At  about  the  same  time  that  the  President  was  ostenta- 
tiously entertained  by  Senator  Don  Cameron,  with  whom 
he  had  theretofore  been  at  feud,  it  was  obsened  that  the 
\\'idow  Oliver  was  dismissed  from  her  clerkship  in  one  of 
the  Departments.  That  lady  may  be  said  to  have  paid  for 
the  dinner  and  been  herself  sened  up. 


Said  Bishop,  actor :  "  I  had  quite  a  scare- 
Capsized  my  boat ! " 

Said  Bradley,  ditto:  "Are  you  not  aware 
That  sticks  \nll  float?" 


A  contemporar>-  has  a  mar\'elous  storj-  of  a  Confederate 
prisoner  of  war,  who  being  required  to  work  on  the  fortifica- 
tions under  negro  supen'ision  seized  a  hatchet,  severed  his 
hand  from  his  arm,  and  said  to  the  officer  engaged  in  coerc- 
ing him:  ''  Now,  sir,  will  you  make  me  work  for  your  rotten 
government  under  a  negro  guard?"  The  tale  is  essentially 
true ;  I  was  an  eye-witness.  But  it  occun'ed  this  way  : 
Threatened  with  hanging  if  he  wouldn't  go  to  work,  the  pris- 
oner seized  the  officer's  sword,  and  dextrously  severed  his 
own  head  from  the  body.  "Now,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  bow 
of  politest  mockery,  "if  it's  a  fair  question  permit  me  to 
ask  how  you  will  make  the  rope  hold  ?"  Struck  with  admi- 
ration for  such  heroism,  the  officer  set  him  free,  presented 
him  with  the  cover  of  a  collar-box  for  a  hat,  and  paid  his 
passage  to  San  Francisco.  He  is  one  of  the  profoundest 
thinkers  in  this  State,  and  is  at  present  editing  the  Momiug 
Call 

"  Resolved  that  we  \\-iU  post,"  the  merchants  say, 
"All  names  of  debtors  %\ho  do  never  pra,y." 
"Whose  shall  be  first?"  inquires  the  ready  scribe — 
"Who  are  the  chiefs  of  the  marauding  tribe?" 

Lo !  high  Parnassus,  lifting  from  the  plain, 

Upon  his  hoar)-  peak,  a  noble  fane. 

Within  that  temple  all  the  names  are  scrolled 

Of  California's  bards,  inscribed  in  gold ; 

To  that  bad  eminence,  my  friend,  aspire. 

And  copy  thou  the  Roll  of  Fame,  entire. 

Vet  not  to  total  shame  those  names  devote, 

But  add  in  mercy  this  e.xplaining  note  : 
"  These  cheat  because  the  law  makes  theft  a  crime, 

And  they  obey  all  laws  biit  laws  of  rhyme." 


By  way  of  proving  that  "the  pediments  and  sunken  foun- 
dation stones  of  the  law  are  based  on  broad  grounds  of  com- 
mon sense,"  a  correspondent  at  Marj'sville  sends  me  a  "legal 
maxim  "  in  rather  fishy  Latin,  to  the  effect  that  when  a  stur- 
geon is  taken  it  shall  belong  to  the  king  entire,  but  of  a  cap- 
tured whale  he  shall  have  only  the  head,  while  the  tail  shall 
go  to  the  queen.  That  may  be  good  law  in  Mar^-sville,  but 
it  is  a  dead  letter  down  here.  Wlien  a  sturgeon  is  taken  in 
these  waters  it  goes  to  the  hotel  dining-room  as  "sea  bass;  " 
and  when  a  whale,  t'«  ro2fle  to  the  Yuba,  comes  ashore,  it  is 
divided  as  follows;  the  finder  takes  its  measure,  and  the 
showman  its  carcase.  Its  description  is  given  to  the  poor, 
and  its  immortal  part,  the  odor,  accrues  to  this  State  as  a 
permanent  endowment,  and,  as  an  occasional  benefaction, 
when  the  wind  favors,  to  Nevada. 


•  Say  it  over,  do  you  love  me?" 

Said  the  husband  of  a  yeai- ; 
'  Are  you  happy — do  you  love  me — 

Lo\e  to  have  me  always  near?" 

—  IVSilirtm  D.  Pollock. 

'  Yes.  I  love  you,  Bill,  you  bet  your 
Life  I  do,  because  you  snore 
Tetraraetrically — let  your 

Rhinotrochees  soimd  once  more." 


He  had  slept  like  a  brave  man,  long  and  well,  had  the 
obese  and  not  over-active  Joseph,  under  a  bay  tree  in  one  of 
the  comfortable  \aUeys  of  Marin,  and  now  his  waking  eye 
vainly  explored  the  circumjacent  spaces  for  his  comrades. 
Lifted  above  his  head  in  a  cleft  stick  the  ace  of  spades  in- 
vited attention.  Joseph  handed  it  down  and  read  the  follow- 
ing inscription: 

"  Here  rests  the  mortal  part  of  Jo, 

WTio  lay  down  here  and  closed  his  eyes 
In  perfect  health  ;  but  well  we  know 
That  life's  too  short  for  him  to  rise." 


I  have  received  a  bookseller's  circular  in  which  it  is  af- 
firmed that  everj'body  should  read  a  brochure  (by  a  person 
who  has  the  learning  to  call  himself  "  Semper  ^'eritas  "  }  en- 
titled "An  Appeal  to  the  Jen-s  to  Stimulate  Them  to  Obtain 
a  Higher  State  of  Civilization."  This  is  rather  good  con- 
cerning a  people  whose  ancestors  were  masters  when  ours 
were  slaves,  who  had  the  arts  when  we,  skin-clad,  sat  on  our 
haunches  gnawing  bones,  and  from  whose  early  literature  we 
have  compiled  a  religion.  In  the  Jews  I  am  aware  of  but 
two  important  defects — weakness  of  judgment  and  imper- 
fect poHteness;  they  are  poor  judges  of  ready-made  clothing 
and  they  treat  the  deities  of  other  races  with  marked  inci- 
vility. 


Says  Hayes  to  Widow  Oliver:  "I  kiss  vou 

(A  Judas-spree,  dear  madami  and  dismiss  vou. 

For  Simon  says.   'Thumbs  down.'  and  that,  translated. 

Means,   'Let  the  fallen  be  decapitated." 

Simon  and  I  (as  birds  of  certain  feather. 

Where'er  corruption  is,  will  flock — to  ,?ather^ 

Are  for  Reform — 1  Civil  Ser\-ice  climb  on, 

And  that's  my  hobby  ;  his,  I  think,  is  Simon. 

I'm  pledged  to  make  the  countrj's  fame  less  shadv. 

And  he  to  make  of  you  an  honest  lady. 

But  breach  of  promise  is  our  common  mania — 

You  lose  your  place  or  I  lose  Pennsylvania. 


An  "American  Bar"  has  been  opened  at  the  Paris  Exhi- 
bition, and,  prudently  avoided  by  our  countrymen,  is  civilly 
patronized  by  the  natives.  But  it  requires  only  one  cock- 
tail to  knock  the  Parisian  faculties  stone-cold;  in  conse- 
quence whereof  the  American  Bar  is  the  only  quiet  corner 
in  the  world's  capital;  for  a  Frenchman,  although  drunk  as 
a  lord  when  sober,  is  sober  as  a  deacon  when  drunk.  Owing 
to  the  torpor  of  its  occupants,  the  place  (with  a  courteous 
concession  to  la  latigitc  Americaiiie)  has  received  the  name 
of  MaisoH  des  Steefs — which  these  good  people  believe  to 
be  our  name  for  a  morgue. 


Lo  !  a  drowing  woman  gaily 
Rescued  by  Professor  Daley. 
From  the  woman — heaven  bless  her  !- 
^Vho  can  rescue  the  professor? 


Mr.  Archibald  Forbes,  the  famous  war  correspondent  of 
the  London  Daily  Av.t'.f,  does  not  appear  to  be  aware  of  our 
republican  prejudices  and  aversions — our  loathing  of  aristoc- 
racies, and  contemptuous  indifference  to  "  crowned  heads." 
His  lectures  in  this  countrj-  are  to  be  on  the  subject  of  "  Em- 
perors whom  I  have  Met.''  Of  course  he  will  talk  to  empty 
benches,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  these,  self-wrenched 
from  the  floor,  were  to  throw  themselves  at  his  head.  Now, 
here  is  a  question  of  law  which  Mr.  Forbes  would  do  well  to 
consider  with  the  guarded  attention  of  an  old  maid  recon- 
noitring a  pair  of  trousers  in  the  solitude  of  the  kitchen 
cellar.  If  when  he  delivers  his  lecture  all  the  people  of  the 
vicinity  should  unhappily  break  their  necks  in  attempting  to 
escape  the  sound  of  his  voice,  could  he  not  be  held  for  mur- 
der? 

If  Mr.  Forbes  should  by  any  choice  have  a  beggarly  half- 
dozen  auditors — hired  with  "British  gold" — I  suggest  that 
the  "  exercises  "  begin  with  an  appropriate  song  composed 
on  the  model  of  the  following  spirited  stanza: 

What  makes  the  mob  love  monarcbs  so,  monarchs  so,  monarchs  so — 
What  makes  the  mob  love  monarchs  so? 

The  Eagle's  children  cry. 
Wh}',  monarchs  love  thf  mob,  you  know,  mob  you  kno«',  mob  you 

know — 
Wh)-.  monarchs  love  the  mob,  you  know, 

Made  up  in  mutton  pie. 

If  the  dazzling  sarcasm  of  that  truly  original  song  do  not 
hurl  ever>'  effete  d>-nasty  from  its  crumbling  throne,  as  Saul 
was  unhorsed  by  the  divine  effulgence,-  I'll  eat  my  leg  ! 

I  fear  I  have  lately  exhibited  a  spirit  of  most  reprehensi- 
ble levity  with  reference  to  some  of  the  cherished  principles 
and  traditions  of  our  American  politics.  In  defense  I  can 
only  plead  that  I  ne\-er  more  than  half  understood,  but  did 
always  wholly  condemn,  ''-  government  of  the  people,  by  the 
people,  and  for  the  people."  I  openly  affirm,  and  can  prove, 
the  entire  incapacity  of  our  people,  or  any  people,  for  self- 
government.  I  assert  that  no  single  proposition  is  supported 
by  so  formidable  a  series  of  historical  facts  as  this.  The 
chain  of  evidence  is  unbroken  and  indisseverable  ;  the  links 
that  we  are  forging  to-day  for  its  hither  end  are  as  flawless 
as  those  which  the  early  republics  welded  into  the  immeas- 
urable sequence  at  the  point  where,  beyond  their  desolation, 
all  is  dark.  If  democracy  is  not  necessarily  and  inherently 
a  failure — if  an  endurable  republic  is  anything  more  than  the 
splendid  dream  of  a  generous  imagination — then  the  histori- 
cal method  of  ascertaining  truth  is  more  worthless  than  the 
incantation  of  a  thaumaturgist,  and  more  misleading  than 
the  oracle  of  a  pagan  temple. 


The  republic  has  the  lowest  aim  of  all  forms  of  govern- 
ment ;  it  proposes  to  accomplish  only  that  modest  Bentham- 
ite Utopia,  "the  greatest  good  to  the  greatest  number;''  and 
it  is  with  reference  to  this  unexacting  standard  that  it  must 
be  judged—and  judged  to  have  failed.  For  the  realization 
of  that  nobler  aspiration,  the  greatest  good  to  the  greatest 
men,  its  competence  is  as  that  of  a  boa  constrictor  to  wet- 
nurse  young  lions.  If  I  were  dictator  it  is  to  the  attainment 
of  this  latter  object  that  I  would  direct  all  the  energies  of 
the  State  ;  nor  would  I  too  curiously  consider  the  cost  of 
success.  Slaver)'  is  an  ugly  word  ;  but  if  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  temple  of  the  Greek  civilization  was  reared  upon  a 
substructure  of  Helots'  bones,  I  should  not  have  the  pre- 
sumption cruelly  to  turn  my  back  upon  the  practical  signifi- 
cance of  the  fact.  War  is  an  unpleasant  business  ;  but  if 
convinced  that  the  lassitudes  and  cupidities  of  peace  relaxed 
the  national  intellect  and  debauched  the  national  conscience, 


I  hope  I  should  have  the  benevolence  to  make  education  by 
fire  and  sword  compulsory'.  Poverty  is  a  disadvantage,  wealth 
a  peril ;  but  if  hereditar)- leisure  appeared  a  condition  neces- 
sar>-  to  the  growth  of  great  minds,  ought  I  dishonestly  to  re- 
frain from  heaping  the  coft'ers  of  the  few  with  the  earnings 
of  the  many  ? 

I  do  not  say  I  hold  the  opinion  intimated  above;  what  I 
do  say  is  that  I  favor  all  such  forms  of  dominion  and  subor- 
dination^all  such  codes  and  customs — all  such  relations  of 
the  individual  to  society — as  tend  to  the  rearing  of  broad- 
brained  and  great-hearted  gentlemen.  How  dare  we  medi- 
ocre millions — males,  females  and  young — weigh  our  \TaIgar 
"  welfare  "  and  our  purposeless  "  lives  "  against  the  precious 
possibility  of  a  Shakspeare  !  Is  it  not  matchless  effronter>' 
to  measure  and  tally  the  tears,  the  sv.eat,  the  blood,  that 
may  be  required  of  us  to  water  the  soil  where  Paul  hath 
planted?  Is  humanity  wiser  or  better  for  our  lives;  in  pain 
when  we  suffer;  and  poorer  when  we  die  ?  What  we  need 
is  the  decent  pride  of  the  honest  Irishman  who  boasted  that 
the  Duke  of  \\'ellington  had  spoken-  to  him — saying,  "  Out 
o'  the  way,  you  blackguard,  or  111  ride  over  you  I'" 


Let  us  not  deceive  ourselves  with  cant — our  solicitude  and 
sympathy  for  mankind  are  quite  as  insincere  as  the  affected 
distress  concerning  public  affairs  which  Johnson  rebuked  in 
Boswell.  No  one  but  Jesus  Christ  ever  loved  mankind. 
Our  eyes  are  wiser  than  our  tongues:  every  one  has  wept 
for  the  death  of  a  man;  no  one  ever  wept  for  the  death  of  a 
thousand.  You  may  go  into  a  cemetery  and  pass  over  a 
hundred  graves  of  nobodies  without  so  much  as  a  sigh;  you 
come  upon  that  of  great  man  and  are  profundly  moved. 
The  Grosser  Kurfurst  founders  with  three  hundred  sailors 
and  marines;  you  pause  midway  in  the  dispatch  to  pare  a 
nail.  Suppose  Bismarck  had  been  on  board  I  An  entire 
army  is  destroyed  in  battle.  Bah  I  that  is  what  they  might 
have  expected.  But  it  is  different  when  Bryant  cracks  his 
pate  on  a  door-step. 


As  it  is  the  regimental  officers  who  are  the  regiment,  the 
organization,  so  it  is  the  world's  great  men — eminent  and 
obscure — who  are  the  world.  These  are  they  for  whom  gov- 
ernments should  be  "  established  among  men."  Their  wel- 
fare is  the  justification  of  organized  society.  Is  this  hero- 
worship  ?  I  do  not  know— I  never  in  all  my  life  took  three 
steps  to  see  an  eminent  person  with  whom  I  had  not  per- 
sonal acquaintance.  Let  me  not  be  disingenuous;  I  once 
mounted  a  nail-keg  to  have  a  look  at  the  Shah  of  Persia, 
and  on  another  occasion  climbed  three  pair  of  stairs  to  see 
Colonel  Jackson  about  an  advertisement. 


■  Pen's  mightier  than  the  sword,''  McComb  begins- 
Backus  takes  up  the  talking 
With — **  Doesn't  get  between  a  fellow's  shins 
And  trip  him  up  when  walking." 


Twelve  members  of  a  Mississippi  family  named  Sample 
are  reported  murdered.  Ha^'ing  taken  twelve  Samples, 
Death  ought  to  be  able  to  say  if  he  will  have  the  lot. 


A  church  journal  complains  of  "  the  decay  of  seriousness." 
That  is  bad,  certainly,  but  what  ails  us  graybeards  is  the  se- 
riousness of  decav. 


A  propos  of  seriousness,  here  is  a  bit  of  conversation  be- 
tween two  friends  of  mine  on  their  way  home  fi-om  "  the 
club  "  at  an  unheavenly  hour.  A. — "  Bless  me  1  how  will  the 
wife  receive  me?"  B. — "What  is  the  lady's  usual  frame  of 
mind  on  such  occasions— ct'/z/tv/r  de  rose .^"  A, — "  H'm, no ; 
not  quite.     A  kind  of  night-blooming  cereusness." 


When  the  Call  and  Chronicle  begin  to  abuse  the  army  at 
about  the  same  time,  and  neither  on  seeing  the  other  at  it 
will  turn  around  and  take  the  other  side,  it  must  be  that  each 
has  an  exceptionally  gratifying  sense  of  its  own  stupidity  and 
sin  ;  for  if  there  is  anything  that  will  make  a  thief  stop  steal- 
ing it  is  an  opportunity  to  expose  the  theft  of  another  thief. 

\\'hen  two  gravevard  ghouis  clandestine. 
Swallowing  the  same  intestine. 
View  each  other's  j.a\\s  encroaching 
On  the  point  they're  both  approaching. 
Xeither  leann'g  off  to  puH  it 
Out  of  the  competing  gullet — 
For  so  provident  a  measure 
Too  intent  on  present  pleasure — 
What  must  be  the  fine,  infernal. 
Kank.  immatchable,  supernal 
Naslincss  of  that  "internal!'' 


Mr.  Burleigh,  a  barber,  of  Capron,  Illinois,  has  set  lectu- 
rers a  brilliant  and  praiseworthy  example.  He  announced 
"A  lecture  on  suicide  with  a  practical  illustration,  at  Thorn- 
ton Hall ;  "  took  over  $200  in  at  the  cloor  as  a  burial  fund: 
talked  an  hour  and  a  half  on  the  utility  and  means  of  termi- 
nating life's  troubles;  and  then  drawing  a  revolver  shot  him- 
self dead.  The  audience,  it  is  said,  were  perfectly  satisfied 
with  the  performance,  but  few  demanding  their  money  back 
at  the  door,  and  it  is  confidently  hoped  and  expected  that 
this  species  of  entertainment  will  become-wide-spread  and 
popular.  There  will  be  no  difficulty  here  in  finding  stflr 
performers;  no  trouble  in  raising  a  satisf:p  t'  '^-  burial  fund; 
no  doubt  of  a  full  house.  B. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  ROSE  OF  EDEN, 


Fair  Eve  knell  close  by  the  guarded  gale,  in  the  glow  of  the  Eastern  ' 
spring.  I 

She  saw  the  flash  of  the  angd*s  sword  and  the  sheen  of  ibe  angd's  »ir^; 

aie  ih<«ight,  as  she  held  her  sobbing  breath,  she  could  hear  ibc  happj- 
sghs  I 

Of  the  liny  rivulets  that  fed  the  mosses  of  Paradise  ; 

She  knew  how  the  birds  were  flaitering.  among  the  dustered  flowers       | 

And  gorgeous  blooms  and  arching  trees  that  shadowed  Eden's  bowsers. 

And  she  cried  aloud  in  an  agony  of  wild,  reroorsefal  prayer  ; 

"  Give  nte  one  bud,  bat  one,  but  one,  from  the  thousands  that  blossom 
there ! "' 

He  turned  as  be  heard  her  jntcous  \'oice.  in  his  grave,  angdic  grace. 
And  he  looked  with  a  wistful  tenderness  on  the  beautiful  woman's  face : 
And  because  it  was  so  beautiful,  and  because  she  could  not  see 
How  £air  were  the  pure  white  cydaroen,  crushed  dying  at  her  knee ; 
And  because  he  knew  this  punishment  through  the  wearj-  years  roust 

bum. 
That  through  all  things  sweet  and  good  on  earth  her  heart  would  for 

Eden  vf-am. 
He  gathered  a  rich,  red  rose,  that  grew  where  the  four  rivers  met. 
And  flung  it  to  the  fraU,  fatal  hands,  that  clasped  imfjoring  yec 

And  though  for  many  a  cyde  post  that  rose  in  dust  has  lain. 

With  her  who  bore  it  on  her  breast,  when  she  passed  from  life  and  pain. 

There  is  never  a  daughter  of  Eve  but  once,  ere  the  tale  of  her  days  is 

ctone. 
She  will  krtow  the  scent  of  ihe  Eden  rose,  just  once,  beneath  the  sun  ! 
And  whatei'er  else  she  may  win  or  lose,  endure,  or  do.  or  dare. 
She  »ill  never  forget  the  enchantment  it  gave  to  the  common  air : 
For  the  worid  may  give  her  content  or  joy.  fame,  sorrow  or  sacrifice. 
But  the  hour  thai'tm>ughl  the  scent  of  rose,  she  livwi  it  in  I'aradise. 

— All  th€  Yiar  RcuitJ. 


z'.Me.  and  he  saw  the  colored  sketches,  and  learned  their'      "Princess — lady — Soefa  1  I  love  you  I "  and  he  stood  here 
hi5tor>-.  5  before  her  with  his  arms  outstretched,  and  that  light  in  his 

With  tales  of  splendid  palaces,  of  gorgeous  pictures,  of  eyes  that  Sappho  saw-  in  the  eyes  of  Phaon. 


FLEUR-DE-LIS. 


The  Pre-historic  Legend  of  a  California  Flower. 


feiir  women  and  helpful  men,  he  fired  the  heart  of  tjie  mount 
ain  shepherd,  so  that  naught  but  to  see  the  great  cit>-  of  his 
land  where  dwelt  the  king — patron  of  all  arts — woiJd  now 
content  him. 

So  he  sold  his  sheep,  gathered  his  paints  and  parchments, 
cut  a  stout  staff,  and  begging  of  the  stranger  a  letter  to  the 
king,  set  out  on  foot  from  his  mountain  home. 

The  heavens  were  resplendent  with  the  red  glow  of  a  gor- 


I  ain  the  daughter  of  a  king,"  she  said,  as  she  raised  her 
face  and  looked  at  him. 

He  had  stepped  from  imder  the  canopy  as  he  spoke — she 
was  still  beneath  it. 

As  they  stood  there,  silent,  over  all  the  valley  settled  a 
strange  oppression,  the  heat  grew  more  intense,  the  air  itself 
seemed  weighted  with  noxious  vapors;  there  came  a  tremu- 
lous shudder  of  the  earth,  the  garden  heaved  as  a  ship  in  a 


geous  sunset,  as  with  eager  movement  Otalas  neared  his  j  storm,  and  the  ground  beneath  the  foot  swelled  as  a  wave 
journeys  end.  that  is  about  to  break. 

With  all  the  fabled  splendor  of  .Atlantis,  with  groves  fairer  And  above  Soefa's  head,  the  granite  canopy  with  a  hollow, 
than  those  of  Dodona,  and  temples  and  palaces  more  beau- '  groaning  noise  was  cracking  and  breaking  loose  from  the 
tiful  than  those  of  Ephesus,  the  City  of  the  Valley  rose  be-  palace  walls,  and  she  knew  it  not — but  simply  gazed  upon 
fore  his  eyes,  regnant  in  her  strength,  great  in  her  extent,  I  the  artist,  who  stood  in  a  breathless  and  motionless  torpor, 
and  marvelous  in  her  loveliness.  i  unable  to  move,  unable  to  cry,  unable,  he  thought,  to  care. 

Otalas  stood  at  the  gate,  wear)',  footsore,  and  unknown,  I  At  last,  as  the  mass  of  stone  loosened  its  final  hold  and 
faint  and  yet  strong.  As  he  stood  there  he  heard  a  ripple  of  fell — with  one  wild  cr>-  he  shook  off  the  letharg>-  that  para- 
silver>-  laiighter— joyous  as  the  carol  of  the  meadow  lark,  |  h-zed  his  limbs,  and  springing  to  her  side,  pushed  her  away 
and  so  sweet  it  sent  the  blood  back  to  his  heart  and  fLxed  — away  from  under  the  might>*  incubus  that  felled  him,  a 
him  motionless,  shuddering  with  a  strange  delight.  '  sacrifice,  to  the  earth. 

Through  the  portals  of  the  massive  entrance  there  came  a  !  Frantic-eyed,  she  fled — but  only  for  a  moment.  Then  she 
be\7  of  laughing  maidens,  and  in  their  midst,  like  a  water- '  came  back  and  stooped  to  his  side.     Her  fingers  trembled 


as  she  felt  for  the  faintest  pulse,  where  pulse  there  was  none. 
Then  the  clouds  drifted  back  from  across  the  moon,  and  a 
paie,  slanting  ray  of  light  fell  across  his  ghastly  face.  .\nd 
thus  once  more  she  looked  at  the  artist's  features;  and  now 
in  her  eyes  shone  that  tearless  sob,  now  her  lips  were  senti- 
ent with  that  unutterable  woe. 

Dead,  dead,  dead  I  Dead,  with  all  his  glorious  hopes,  his 
dreams  of  art,  his  soul  of  love  and  loyalt)-.  -And  in  ^e  pal- 
ace the  fright  was  over,  the  gayeties  resumed,  again  breathed 


A  summer  or  so  ago,  wandering  aimlessly  about  in  the 
valley  of  Santa  Clara,  I  chanced  to  spend  some  weeks  at  the  ' 
old  mission  of  St.  Francis,  where  I  became  acquainted  with  | 
Father  Jose — since  dead — as  genial  a  gentleman  and  as  de- ! 
voted  a  student  as  one  finds,  even  outside  the  ranks  of  his  j 
calling.  The  worthy  padre  and  myself  became  the  best  of! 
friends,  and  many  were  the  evening  rambles  we  took  to- ; 
getherin  that  "Valley  of  the  Pleasant  Nights,^  as  the  blessed  j 
founder  of  the  mission,  Father  Benvenuto,  called  them  a ' 
hundred  years  agone.  | 

Our  conversation  generally  drifted  into  subjects  connected  j 
with  the  foundation  and  history-  of  the  early  church  establish- 1 
ments,  and  the  tales  of  the  childlike  natives  and  the  good  j 
fethers.  who  came  from  Castile  and  from  Leon  to  bless  and 
teach,  beguiled  many  a  wear)"  hour. 

One  evening,  strolling  along  the  tree-lined  alameda^  and  ! 
now  and  then  stopping  to  gather  the  simple  wild  flowers  that 
lined  the  borders  of  the  avenue,  I   plucked  a  blossom  that 
was  strange  to  me,  alike  in  historj-  and  in  name. 

I  spoke  of  it,  and  my  companion  told  me  then  it  was  the 
wild  fleur-de-lis,  which  grows  abundantly  in  all  our  sea-coast 
valleys,  and  which,  though  almost  weirdly  lovely,  neither  [ 
he  nor  I  had  ever  seen  domesticated.  I 

The  padre — who  was  something  of  a  heretic,  by  the  way,  | 
and  who  clung  to  the  curious  belief  that  in  the  times  of ; 
which  histor\-  makes  no  mention  there  existed  over  the  face  ' 
of  the  earth  a  highly  civilized  and  enlightened  people — the  j 
padre  informed  me  that  the  natives  in  early  times  related  a  ] 
strange  legend  of  the  lovely  blossom  and  that  for  it,  even  ; 
many  years  after  the  arrival  of  the  missionaries,  they  pre- 
sented a  species  of  tender  adoration. 

As  1  studied  over  the  purple  petals  drooping  with  a  lovely 
grace,  the  creamy  stamens  just  tipped  with  golji,  and  inhaled 
the  feint  and  balmy  perfume  that  floated  from  the  violet 
heart  of  the  flower,  I  seemed  myself  to  feel  some  mystic, 
inherent  charm  that  bound  my  senses  like  a  spell  cast  by  an 
Indus  sorcerer. 

And  we  stood  there — the  padre  and  I — under  the  giant 
trees  ;  and  in  a  voice  low  in  tone,  and  yet  resonant  with 
passion,  he  told  the  stor>"  of  the  TjTian  flower. 

In  those  times,  when  nations  flourished  whose  course  and 
power  have  vanished  from  memory-  hke  dreams  of  the  morn- 
ing, whose  verj'  names  the  perspicacity  of  history-  has  left  to 
legend  or  to  silence,  over  the  broad  valle>'s,  the  snow-j-  peaks, 
and  sun-lit  harbors  of  California,  a  might)"  nation  rose,  en- 
dured, and — succumbing  under  the  weight  of  ages  on  her 
brow — finally  felL 

Of  her  temples  of  marble  and  jasper,  her  palaces  of 
granite  and  chalcedony,  her  ships,  her  marts,  her  glorious 
histor)",  and  her  mysterious  fall,  no  trace  remains.;  only  the 
tremulous  fleur-de-lis  presenes  its  delicate  purple  pallor  and 
its  strange,  sweet  scent — a  perplexitj*  of.memor)-  and  a 
dream  of  myster)-. 

It  was  the  flower  of  royalty*  in  those  days — the  flower  of 
royalt)'  of  a  mighty  nation  whose  borders  stretched  from  the 
Columbia  to  the  Colorado,  and  whose  metropolis  stood  in  the 
Valley  of  the  Pleasant  Nights. 

And  in  those  days  a  gentle  boy,  whose  hair  was  like  the 
gold  floss  spun  by  old  Etruria,  and  whose  eyes  reflected 
every  thought  as  the  blue  Sierra  lakes  mirrored  the  gentlest 
movement  of  the  lining  trees  and  grasses,  had  his  home 
away  in  the  north,  in  the  land  where  the  rushing  waters  of 
the  Trinit)"  bounded  as  impassioned  love  to  meet  the  wel- 
come of  the  rock-bound  sea. 

Simple  shepherd  of  mountain  sheep,  his  art-lessons  in- 
carnated the  innocence  of  the  things  he  tended.  The  angel 
of  true  Art  spoke  understandingly  to  his  heart  in  the  beauty 
of  the  forests,  the  grasses,  and  the  flowers,  while  the  Name- 
less God  whispered  to  his  pure  soul  and  was  comprehended 
in  the  towering,  snow-clad  peaks,  the  roaring  torrents,  and 
the  masses  of  turquoise  clouds — scarlet  and  gold-edged  by 
day,  silvered  with  star-dust  in  the  silent  night 

And  in  the  night,  his  flock  folded  and  his  daily  labor  done, 
he  sat  on  the  borders  of  the  mountain  stream,  and  his  eyes, 
sweeping  along  the  multitudinous  vistas  of  the  stars,  had  in 
them  that  look  which  dwells  in  the  eyes  of  man  when  the 
spiritual  vision,  driven  on  by  the  genius  of  aspiration  and  of 
art,  is  yet  arrested  by  the  diamantine  limits  of  the  universe. 
Otalas  was  an  artist  in  these  dreamy  hours,  and  with  col- 
ored earths,  delved  from  the  slopes  of  the  hills,  and  parch- 
ment made  by  his  own  hand,  he  limned  marvelous  pictures 
L'vsk)-.  of  trees,  and  of  woodland  elves.  But  not  for  long, 
-nr-c-re  summers  day  there  came  a  stranger  to  that  quiet 


lily  on  the  bosom  of  a  lake,  walked  Soefa. 

The  hands  of  her  maids  were  filled  with  flowers,  their 
words  brimmed  with  lightsome,  childish  joy,  which  hushed, 
though,  as  the  saw  the  wear)"  youth  leaning  exhausted  upon 
his  madrono  staff. 

Soefa  paused — then,  touched  by  pit)',  spoke  to  the  shrink- 
ing boy: 

"  Fair  sir,  wearied  you  look  and  travel  worn.  I  pray  you, 
sir,  if  help  there  be,  that  we  may  do,  'tis  yours.      My  noble  j 

father  rules  this  land,  and   'tis  not  fit  that  stranger  guests,  ■  the  softest  music,  and  to  it  whirled  the  people  in  the  rhythm 
though  rich  or  poor,  should  be  unwelcome  here.''  !  of  the  dance. 

"  Nay,  lady,"  he  answered,  waving  back  the  but  half-out-  |      Too  soon,  alas 


stretched  charitable  hand,  "  I  crave  no  aid,  save  that  which 
lawfully  I  earn.  I  am  a  peasant  of  the  mountains  in  the 
north,  and  bear  to  the  ruler  of  this  land  a  letter.  That  I 
would  fain  deliver — 'tis  but  to  ask  for  work  to  do.^ 

"  Myself  will  take  the  letter;  and  come  thou  to  the  palace 
on  the  morrow,  and  ask  for  me — the  demoiselle  Soefa.  Stay 
— this  flower  will  give  you  entrance.  Tis  the  royal  sign.^ 
So  speaking,  she  took  from  her  raven  hair  a  purple  flower, 
with  tender  stamens,  and  bound  it  with  some  pinks  and 
mignonette  ;  then  gi^'ing  it,  she  smiled  and  moved  away. 

A  year  of  burning  days  and  starr)-  nights  passed  swiftly 
by,  and  in  all  the  silent  flight  of  the  winged  days  fortune 
smiled  on  the  painter-peasant. 

Day  by  day  since,  tremblingly,  he  first  sought  the  palace 
doors,  did  his  fame  and  fortune  grow,  till  at  last,  recognized 
in  one  brief  year  as  a  man  of  mar\"eIou5  genius,  he  was 
commissioned  to  paint  the  portrait  of  the  high-bred  princess. 

And  it  was  done. 


the  Princess  knew  the  truth;  too  soon 
her  own  heart  told  her  he  was  dead:  and  then  she  raised  her 
slender  form  and  turned  her  eyes  first  to  the  eternal  stars, 
and  then  again  to  him. 

Then,  as  she  stood  alone  above  that  silent  form  out- 
stretched in  the  cruel  Hght  of  the  moon  upon  the  bed  of 
purple  flowerets — as  she  stood  above  that  pale  face,  crimson 
spotted  with  a  single  gout  of  blood  on  the  ashen  cheek,  she 
reeled  and  fell. 

They  found  her  there — the  palace  revelers — in  the  early 
mom,  her  senseless  body  prone  upon  his  o\\"n,  and  they  took 
her  up  and  bore  her  gently  away.  They  say  she  never 
waked  from  that  death-like  sleep  of  grief.  It  was  better  so 
— for  she  had  loved  him;  not  with  a  love  that  broke  all  bar- 
riers down,  perhaps  not  even  knowing  that  she  loved  till 
that  last  moment — and  yet,  she  loved  him  welL 

They  heaped  her  grave  and  his  with  those  daint)"  flowers 
that  ever  since  have  seemed  to  weep;  they  can'ed  with  cun- 
ning hand   the  blossom's   delicate  form  upon  the  marble 


And   there   were   two   Soefas   then  ;  only,   the   one   that  i  tomb,  and  the  people  even  loved  them  so,  for  their  sad  tale, 
seemed  to  start  from  out  the  canvas  had  in  her  eyes  a  depth    that  out  of  the  whole  histor)-  of  that  pre-historic  age,  this 


of  sadness  the  living  one  had  never  yet  experienced,  and  on 
her  lips,  some  said,  there  trembled  a  sob  of  unutterable  woe. 

He  had  conceived  her,  sitting  upon  a  bank  of  fleur-de-lis 
that  grew,  wild  and  luxuriant,  by  the  walls  of  the  palace,  just 
under  a  massive,  sculptured  canopy  of  granite  that  bore  the 
blazonr)-  of  her  royal  race.  A  form  of  haughty,  splendid 
beauty,  clad  in  a  white  tunic  banded  at  waist  and  sleeves 
with  gold ;  her  neck  and  shoulders  bare  and  smooth,  and 
gleaming  white  as  sculptors  marble  against  the  shade  of  her 
half-loosened  hair  which  fell  to  the  ground  as  midnight  falls 
in  the  tropics.  But  her  eyes,  glorious  in  their  dark  brown 
beaut)-,  were  veiled  with  a  mist  like  the  tears  the  stars  shed 
on  cloudy  summer  nights  ;  and  on  her  lips — too  perfect  for 
silence  and  repose — there  wavered  and  trembled  a  sobbing 
sorrow  that  seemed  to  pain  the  heaping  mass  of  amethyst 
flowers  that  bestrewed  her  lap. 

Soefa,  looking  at  this  second  self,  felt  that  gold  for  pay- 
ment of  its  beauty  would  be  as  dross  ;  and  she  cut  from  her 
hair  one  dark,  silken  tress  and  put  it  in  the  painters  hand. 

Vet  more — in  the  stately  throne-room,  when  the  canvas 
was  unveiled  before  the  enthusiastic  court,  it  was  her  sweet 
voice  that  gave  the  dearest  praise. 

"Ah,"'  said  she,  "  so  long  as  great  natures  live,  true  art 
shall  live ;  when  these  fail,  then  falls  true  art,  and  when  it 
falls — the  world  !~ 

And  yet  again  months  winged  onward,  and  once  more  the 
palace  shone  with  a  thousand  gorgeous  lights  that  gleamed 
on  the  flower- wreathed  cornices  and  solemn  capitals,  and 
seemed  to  battle  T\-ith  the  sleepy  softness  of  the  night. 

It  was  her  birth-day,  and  gathered  to  celebrate  it  w"ith  be- 
coming splendor  were  all  the  great  nobility  of  name,  of  wit, 
and  of  beauty  of  the  land. 

Never  had  the  \'alley  City  seen  a  happier  eve  ;  never  was 
it  to  wake  to  a  sadder  mom.  Vet  on  that  night.  Fate  itself 
seemed  to  have  set  its  seal  of  happiness- 

Low,  distant  bell  tones,  sounding  like  the  thoughts  of  a 
mighty  Melancholy,  were  mingled  and  mixed  with  the  clear 
notes  of  the  trumpet,  the  blare  of  triumphant  bands,  and 
the  soft  sweetness  of  the  lute  played  under  summer  trees. 

All  was  rh)thm, light, and  perftime ;  even  the  balmybreezes, 
sweeping  dowTi  from  the  dark  blue  Sierra,  bore  in  their  bo- 
som the  lingering  odors  of  the  forest  pines. 

L'nder  the  might)-  granite  canopy,  where  was  raised  a  vel- 
vet dais,  the  dark-eyed  hyacinthine  fleur-de-lis  nodded  and 
swayed  in  their  sensuous  delight — knowing  as  little  as  did 
the  fleecy  clouds  the  issues  of  that  tropic  eve. 

In  the  grand  hall  of  the  palace,  lofty,  vaulted,  and  fretted 
with  antique  figures  antiedating  those  of  the  temples  of  Ele- 
phanta,  the  dancers  moved  to  the  passionate  music,  which 
thrilled  and  throbbed  with  joy. 

Knowledge  of  love,  unknowTi  erstwhile,  is  sweet ;  and,  as 
Otalas  watched  the  Princess  floating  with  all  the  poesy  of 
the  goddess  of  the  hour,  that  knowledge  came  to  him.  "Tread 
lightly,  love,"  his  heart  inaudibly  whispered  unto  her  ;  "tread 
lightly  I  under  your  tinkling  feet  lies  my  whole  soul,  sweet- 
heart." 

And,  as  the  night  waned,  he  left  the  brilliant  scene  and 
strolled  outside,  to  that  velvet  throne  that  rested  on  the  bed 
of  violet  flowers  ;    and,  as  the  hours  fled  on,  Soefa,  wearied 


leaf  alone  from  their  annals  has  come  down  to  us. 

O  love  ;  O  grief !  Plato  well  knew  you  both  when,  amid 
the  groves  and  temples  of  stately  Greece,  he  uttered  that 
sorrowful  cr)":  "  One,  indi\'isible,  everlasting,  and  single." 


BURNETTE   G.    H.ASKELL. 


San-  Franxisco,  July,  1878. 


A  book  has  recently  appeared  in  England  entitled  "  Cycles 
in  Commercial  Failures  "  showing,  or  attempting  to  show,  by 
statistics  that  the  law  of  periodicit)'  in  panics  makes  one 
necessar)-  ever)-  ten  years.  The  same  superstition  has  pre- 
vailed in  America  and  California,  and  it  really  seems  as 
though  for  the  last  half  centur)'  in  the  Eastern  States,  and, 
since  the  settlement  of  this  State,  in  California,  that  we  do 
have  our  regularly  recurring  period  of  hard  times.  That 
there  is  any  law  governing  the  business  tides  we  doubt,  ex- 
cept that  tendenc)^  in  human  nature  to  rush  from  one  ex- 
treme to  another.  We  are  always  discounting  the  future. 
When  business  is  good  we  make  it  better  by  our  energ)',  en- 
thusiasm, and  confidence.  \\'hen  times  are  dull  we  make 
them  worse  by  our  fears  and  our  want  of  confidence.  We 
remember  the  panic  of  1854;  we  recall  the  Frazer  River 
scare.  This  is  the  third  time  in  our  histor)'  that  we  have 
seen  business  men  frightened,  real  estate  dull  and  faint- 
hearted, croakers  go  about  the  streets  with  lugubrious  \'is- 
ages  and  sepulchral  voices  prophec)'ing  evil.  This  is  a  good 
time  for  fools  to  sell  real  estate,  and  a  good  time  for  wise 
men  to  purchase.  These  are  the  times  in  which  the  doctrine 
of  the  sur\-ival  of  the  fittest  is  illustrated. 


Mr.  E.  D.  Sawyer  has  had  the  industrious  presumption  to 
collate  a  constitution,  which  he  respectfully  and  appropriately 
dedicates  to  Mons.  Bonnet,  the  barber,  and  Mons.  Vacquerel, 
the  cook.  From  it  we  extract  the  following  provisions  as 
specimens  of  the  whole; 

Art.  II.  Sect.  2. — "  All  elections  shall  be  free  and  equal.'' 

An.  il.  .Sec.  3. — "No  alien  Chinaman  shall  have  the  right  of  suf- 
frage.'' 

.Art.  V,  Sec.  24. — "An  office  is  a  public  position." 

Art,  V,  Sec.  25, — Prorides  in  the  oath  of  office:  "I  do  solemnly 
s\%  ear  that  I  will  not  accept  any  Federal  office  during  my  term  of  office. " 

The  Supreme  Court  shall  have  an  appeal  as  follows: 

"  In  cases  %vhere  either  court  of  appeals  overrules  a  prior  decision  of 
the  highest  court-of  the  State,  not  previously  ot-erruled  by  the  same 
court.'* 

Judge  E.  D.  Sawyer's  law  learning  will  never  make  him 
mad,  but  it  is  devilish  vexatious  to  ever)-body  except  him- 
self   - 

M.  Gustave  Droz,  the  distinguished  French  novelist,  is  a 
painter  who  took  to  writing  only  by  accident,  in  order  to  as- 
sist his  friend  M.  .Marcellin,  who  had  founded  the  VieParisi- 
cfuie.  In  that  sprightly  journal  of  sport  and  fashions,  the 
signature  "  Gustave  Z,"  was  for  several  years  the  chief  ele- 
ment of  success,  and  much  surprise  was  expressed  on  its 
becoming  known  that  the  author  who  drew  the  habits  of  re- 
fined society  so  well,  w-ho  was  so  much  at  home  in  portray- 
ing women,  and  who  knew  ail  the  prattle  of  children   by 


^ ^ ^  heart,  was  a  hardened  bachelor,  who  lived  in  a  studio  redo- 

and  flushed,  came  also'from  the  hall, unremarked  and  alone.  |  lent  with  tobacco  smoke,  and  never  set  foot  in  a  drawing- 
Out  from  the  lights  and  into  the  palpable  night  she  strayed    room  because  he  hated  dress-coats. 

— strayed  to  that  same  sweet  bank  over  which  the  sculptured  : 

canopy  cast  a  grim  and  menacing  shade.  '      A  chap  on  Long  Island  has  named  his  little  boy  Brete  Tarte. 
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INTAGLIOS. 

The  Sarcastic  Fair. 
Her  mouth  is  a  honey-blossom. 
No  doubt,  as  the  poet  sings ; 
But  within  her  Ups,  the  petals, 
Lurks  a  cruel  Dee  that  stings. 

W.    D.    HOWKI.LS. 


Tiie  White  Rose  Lover. 

Up  to  her  chamber  window 

A  slight  wire-treUis  goes. 
And  up  this  Romeo's  ladder 

Clambers  a  bold  white  rose. 

1  lounge  in  the  ilex  shadows, 

I  see  the  lady  lean. 
Unclasping  her  silken  girdle, 

The  curtain  folds  between. 

She  smiles  on  her  white  rose  lover. 

She  reaches  out  her  hand. 
And  helps  him  in  at  the  window — 

I  see  it  where  I  stand. 

To  her  scarlet  lips  she  holds  him, 
And  kisses  him  many  a  time ; 

.-Vh  me'  it  was  he  that^won  her, 
Because  he  dared  to  cHmb. 

T,  B.  Aldkich, 


From  the  German. 
Oh,   the  might  of  the  strength  that  dwells  apart 
In  the  deep,  deep  ceils  of  a  woman's  heart ! 
Little  we  know  it,  and  man  may  deem 
It  is  but  the  tale  of  an  idle  dream; 
But  there  ate  springs  which  are  never  drj-. 
But  flow  on  in  silence  exhaustlessly; 
And  there  ar«  chords  which,  if  once  ye  sound  them, 
The  heart  where  they  dwell  will  shiver  round  them. 


Sermons. 
Sometimes  a  little  flower  will  tell  u&  more 

Of  God's  good  wisdom  than  the  grandest  words 

That  ever  preacher  preached  or  organ  chords 
Thundered  within  the  lemple's  sacred  door ! 

A  fi>'ing  seed  wafted  on  busj'  wind; 
A  bird-nest  hiding  where  the  branches  lean; 

A  glimpse  of  sunlit  valley,  left  behind, 
With  sweet  homes  nestled  in  the  living  green; 

Some  friendly  voice  that  greets  us  on  the  road 
In  common  salutation  brief  and  kind; 

A  gentle  glance  by  stranger  eyes  bestowed; 
The  dear  face  of  a  child  with  tender  meaning  lined. 

A  lonely  grave  where  violet  buds  have  blown — 

These  are  the  presents  by  which  God  is  known. 


Strawberry's  Surprises. 
Sweet  little  Strawberry'  Blossom 

Sat  nodding  in  the  sun ; 
She  said ;  "  When  breezes  dance  me, 

O  what  delicious  fun  !" 
Just  then  a  merr>"  zephjT, 

Who  was  ga>-ly  rushing  by. 
Took  Blossom's  white  hat  with  him ; 

Said  Strawbcrrj-  Blossom,   "WTiyl" 

The  warm  sun,  smiling  brightlj". 

Kissed  Berrj-'s  drooping  head ; 
She  dropped  it  lower,  lower. 

And  blushed  a  ros>-  red. 
A  little  brown-cheeked  urchin 

Espied  her  bending  low, 
And  bore  her  home  to  mamma ; 

Said  Ripe  Red-Berrj-,  "Oh!" 


The  Ideal. 
Oh,  might  I  meet  her  in  my  wandering, 

By  mossy  ri\-ulet  or  green  hedge-wall. 
Or  in  the  copse  where  early  throstles  sing. 

And  clasp  her  in  my  arms  and  tell  her  all  ! 
Yet  well  I  know  she  dwelleth  not  on  earth. 

Nor  yet  in  any  other  world  unseen; 
Nor  will  God  ever  fashion  such  a  one 
Lest  haply  He  Himself  should  find  a  dearth 

Of  love  and  worship.     If  man's  earthly  queen 
Were  peerless  as  his  highest  thought  could  throne. 
He  would  not  lift  his  soul  above  her  face; 

And  if  she  smiled,  his  heart  would  be  at  ease. 
Nor  reck  of  nobler  love  or  fairer  grace 

Till  black  death  caught  him  slumbering  at  her  knees. 


A  Green  Heron. 

AVhere  a  bright  creek  into  the  river's  side 
Shoots  its  keen  arrow,  a  green  heron  sits 
Watching  the  sunfish  as  it  gleaming  flits 
From  sheen  to  shade.     He  sees  the  turtle  glide 
Through  the  clear  spaces  of  the  rhythmic  stream, 
Like  sotne  weird  fancy  through  a  poet's  dream  ; 
He  turns  his  golden  eyes  from  side  to  side, 
In  ver>'  gladness  that  he  is  not  dead, 
While  the  swift  wind-stream  npples  overhead, 
And  the  creek's  wavelets  babble  underneath! 

O  bird  !  that  in  a  cheerful  gloom  dost  live, 
Thou  art  to  me,  a  tj-pe  of  happy  death; 
For  when  thou  fliest  away  no  mate  will  grieve 
Because  a  lone,  strange  spirit  vanisheth  1 

— Scriirio 


Lamplight  vs.  Starlig'ht. 
Drunken  with  oil  and  all  ablaze, 
A  proud  lamp  sneered  at  Vesper's  rays ; 
Boasted  it  shed  a  brighter  gleam 
At  eve  o'er  valley,  hillside,  stream. 
The  night  -wind  rising,  softly  sighed, 
And  in  its  breath  the  lamp's  light  died. 
Kindled  its  wick,  some  one  again. 
From  biting  taunt  could  not  refrain. 
Short-lived  your  radiance  seems,  he  said. 
Their  beams  the  stars  forever  shed, 

B.  W. 


A  LUy's  WTord. 
My  delicate  lily — 

Blossom  of  fragrant  snow. 
Breathing  on  me  from  the  garden — 
How  does  your  beauty  grow  ? 
Tell  me  what  blessings  the  kind  heavens  give. 
How  do  you  find  it  so  sweet  to  live? 

One  loving  smile  of  the  sun 

Charms  me  out  of  the  mould; 
One  tender  tear  of  the  rain 
Makes  my  full  heart  unfold. 
Welcome  whatever  the  kind  heavens  give. 
And  you  shall  find  it  as  sweet  to  live. 

Licv  Laro: 


A  Lover's  Prayer. 
In  vanished  days  I  said;   "If  God  shall  give 
To  me  contentment — cause  my  path  to  lie 
'ITirough  ways  of  pleasantness — 1  then  may  live 

A.  peaceful  life,  and  peacefully  may  die ; 
And  joy  shall  surely  through  these  channels  flow, 
If  God  shall  bless  me  so." 

But  now  I  say:  "If  God  .shall  give  me  thee  t  " 
So  ends  my  prayer.     If  I  at  Tast  may  bend 

Before  thee,  loved  one,  who  art  more  to  me 
Than  all  that  life  holds  dear,  that  hour  shall  end 

All  save  the  dearest  joy  that  man  may  know, 
If  God  shall  bless  me  so. 

We  walk  through  life  in  devious  ways;  no  light 

Illumes  the  distant  future's  shadowy  mist, 
But,  like  wme  phantom  of  the  lonely  night, 

Come  yearning  thoughts  my  soul  can  not  resist, 
I  long  to  share  the  Joys  my  fancies  know. 
Kind  Lord,  oh,  bless  me  -<so ! 

Eliot  Ryder. 


SANITARY  NOTES. 

Some  of  our  wealthy  citizens  and  large  owners  of 
real  estate,  worn  out  with  the  great  and  petty  e-\ac- 
tions  of  Spring  Valley,  have  an  application  before  the 
Board  of  Supenisors  for  a  franchise  to  bore  wells  and 
supply  a  populous  portion  of  this  city  with  water. 
They  have  failed  to  read  of  the  effects  of  w«lls  on 
real  estate  in  other  populous  cities.  It  does  not  occur 
to  them  that  there  can  be  much  connection  between 
the  price  of  real  estate,  in  a  given  neighborhood  of  a 
c;ty.  and  the  fact  that  the  people  of  that  neighborhood 
are  supplied  with  water  pumped  from  a  well  in  that 
\-icinity.  Yet  in  all  large  cities  real  estate  is  cheapest 
and  rents  lowest  in  those  portions  where  the  people 
are  supplied  from  well  water.  The  reason  is  obvious. 
The  people  who  use  well  water  in  a  populous  city  are 
subject  to  t^-p'ioid  and  low  fevers,  diphtheria,  head- 
aches, and  general  ill  health.  The  neighborhood  ob- 
tains the  reputation  of  being  unhealthy,  the  better 
classes  leave  it,  rents  fall  and  it  is  occupied  by  the 
poor  and  ignorant.  Imagine  a  well  in  Hayes  Valley 
or  at  the  Mission,  two  hundred  feet  deep,  and  five 
thousand  water  closets,  swill  receptacles,  urinals,  and 
miles  of  sewers  on  the  surrounding  hills,  and  a  popu- 
lation of  thirty  thousand,  making  use  of  these  dailv. 
Imagine  this  animal  filth  percolating  through  redwood 
sewers  and  State  prison  porous  brick  into  the  sur- 
rounding sand,  there  to  be  husbanded  until  the  next 
winter's  rain  carries  it  into  these  wells,  there  to  be 
mixed  with  the  water  in  the  lower  strata,  and  then 
pumped  up  and  used,  looking  as  clear  as  rock  crystal, 
but  as  full  of  uric  acid  and  other  fecal  matter,  as  the 
surgical  ward  of  an  old  hospital  is  of  the  bacterias  of 
putrefaction. 

In  the  suburbs  of  Liverpool,  in  England,  a  genUe- 
raan  bored  a  well  three  hundred  and  fifty  feet  deep 
for  the  use  of  his  house.  The  greater  part  -of  the 
boring  was  through  rock.  It  was  not  supposed  pos- 
sible that  the  water  from  the  well  could  be  contam- 
inated. The  water-closet,  which  had  been  some  years 
in  use,  was  situated  more  than  three  hundred  feet 
from  the  spot  where  the  well  was  bored  ;  yet.  the  year 
after  the  well  was  used,  a  test  showed  the  water  from 
it  to  contain  uric  acid.  pro\'ing  that  the  contents  of 
the  water-closet  had  followed  the  strata  of  rock,  and 
followed  the  pipe  down  to  the  source  from  which  his 
house  was  supplied.  In  .-Vugust.  1873,  in  a  part  of 
that  district  of  London  called  Pentonville.  more  than 
three  hundred  children,  less  than  three  years  of  age, 
died  of  typhoid  fever  within  four  days.  The  physi- 
cians were  at  a  loss  to  account  for  this  great  mortality 
until  it  was  ascertained  that  all  of  the  families  where 
the  deaths  occurred  were  supplied  with  milk  from  a 
particular  dairy  seventy  miles  distant.  An  examina- 
tion showed  this  dairy  to  be  cleanly  and  the  cows  to 
be  fed  on  proper  food.  The  buildings  in  which  the 
cows  were,  housed  were  on  a  hill,  and  all  of  the  solid 
and  liquid  maniU"e  was  preserved  for  sale  in  a  large 
stone  tank  beneath  these  buildings.  At  the  foot  of 
this  hill  ran  a  small  brook  where  the  cows  were  regu- 
larly driven  for  water.  It  was  found  that  some  of  the 
stones  near  the  foundation  of  this  lank  had  yielded 
to  the  pressure,  and  the  contents  had,  probably  for 
months,  been  passing  under  ground  to  this  brook. 
The  cows  had  thus  been  compelled  to  drink  their  own 
fecal  matter,  and  the  infant  mortahty  was  explained. 

In  a  recent  history  of  the  spectroscope,  it  is  stated 
that,  about  five  years  since,  the  typhoid  fever  broke 
out  on  one  side  of  a  street  in  Liverpool,  there  being 
no  cases  on  the  other  side  of  the  same  street.  It  was 
found  that  the  water  supply  of  each  came  from  dif- 
ferent sources.  The  reser\'oir  that  supplied  the  side 
where  the  sickness  prevailed  was  situated  on  a  hill 
above  which  was  a  hospital.  The  physicians  said 
these  cases  of  typhoid  were  certainly  the  result  of 
the  absorption  of  excrementilious  matter,  and  they 
suspected  that  the  drainage  of  the  hospital  was  find- 
ing its  way  into  the  resen'oir.  To  test  the  fact,  a 
small  quantity  of  lithia  was  placed  in  one  of  the 
urinals  of  the  hospital,  and  after  sufficient  time  had 
elapsed  water  was  drawn  from  one  of  the  pipes  in  an 
infected  house.  This  water  was  tested  in  the  spec- 
troscope, and  immediately  showed  the  crimson  and 
yellow  lithium  Unes.  Excavation  proved  that  a  break 
in  the  sewer  of  the  hospital  had  saturated  the 
ground,  and  that  a  portion  of  the  contents  of  the 
sewer  had  been  leaking  into  the  reservoir. 

The  Cloaca  Maxima,  constructed  of  stone  (not  by 
a  San  Francisco  street  contractor,  for  it  has  been  in 
use  without  repair  for  2400  years)  has  corrupted  the 
earth  to  a  depth  of  forty  feet,  and  for  more  than  one 
hundred  feet  on  each  side.  So  deadly  are  the  exhala- 
tions, than  none  but  the  lowest  class  of  Romans  now 
Uve  in  its  immediate  vicinity.  Travertine,  tufa,  and 
clay  would  hardly  absorb  more  01  a  given  amount  of 
excrementitious  matter  in  2400  years  than  a  wooden 
sewer  and  our  sand  would  in  thirty  years.  There  is 
not  a  physician  who  ' "  keeps  abreast  "  of  the  investi- 
gations in  sanitary  science,  but  advises  against  the 
use  of  water  from  wells  in  populous  neighborhoods. 
There  is  not  an  intelligent  property-holder  in  Rome, 
London,  Edinburgh,  Boston,  New  York,  or  Phila- 
delphia, who  would  hope  to  keep  tenants  of  an  intel- 
hgent  class  if  he  compelled  them  to  use  water 
pumped  from  wells  in  the  \icinity  of  cesspools,  water- 
closets,  urinals,  and  sewers. 

One  of  our  citizens  of  average  intelligence.  liWng 
near  the  base  of  one  of  our  hills,  some  years  since, 
determining  not  to  suffer  the  extortions  of  the  Spring 
Valley  Con*pany,  boied  an  artesian  well  for  the  sup- 
ply of  his  house  and  that  of  his  tenants.  There  are 
more  than  one  thousand  water-closets,  besides  the 
sewers,  on  the  hill  above  him.  His  tenants  have  left, 
and  his  houses  are  but  rarely  occupied;  he  has  lost 
both  of  his  children,  one  by  typhoid  and  one  by 
diphtheria;  his  wife  has  become  a  confirmed  invalid, 
and  he  has  pains  in  the  back,  continuous  headaches, 
and  low  fever,  and  crawls  do^m  town  to  attend  to 
his  business  but  two  or  three  days  in  the  week.  His 
physician  advised  him  that  probably  the  water  he  was 
using  was  contaminated,  and  had  someof  it  analyzed 
by  a  chemist.  It  was  found  to  contain  uric  acid. 
The  physician  was  discharged  as  compensation  for  his 
faithful  investigation,  and  our  citizen,  clear-headed 
and  sharp  on  grain,  burlaps,  and  stocks,  is  now  un- 
der the  care  of  a  Chinese  doctor,  who  tells  him  his 
trouble  is  caused  by  his  liver  having  become  detached 
from  his  back-bone,  and  that  the  fever  has  melted 
the  fat  of  his  kidneys,  and  that  his  liver  is  floating 
loose  in  this  melted  fat.  The  Chinese  doctor  is  giv- 
ing him  a  tea  made  of  mistletoe  leaves,  ^nseng,  gum 
arable,  and  sturgeon  bladder,  and  tells  him  that  this 
tea  will  cause  his  liver  again  to  adhere,  when  he  will 
be  restored  to  health. 

We  cannot  complain  that  intelligent  physicians  do 
not  ad\ise  us  of  the  effects  of  lack  of  proper  ventila- 
tion or  of  bad  sewage  and  contamination  of  drinking 
water.  The  scientific  and  medical  journals  are  filled 
with  artic'es  on  these  subjects  and  the  public  can  read 
them  if  they  desire  to  be  informed.  One  could  hardly 
expect  his  physician  to  say,  "My  dear  sir,  you  have 
now  been  over  your  ledger  and  given  close  attention 


to  your  business  for  fifteen  years;  you  live  in  a  cli- 
mate where  your  skin  cannot  act  naturally  and  your 
kidneys  have  to  do  the  work  properly  belonging  to 
the  skin;  you  must  quit  work  and  go  hunting  and 
fishing,  where  you  \siU  have  physical  exercise,  natural 
perspiration  and  give  your  brain  rest.  You  have  now 
slight  congestion  of  the  brain  and  occasional  touches 
of  sciatica  showing  that  the  ner\-ous  center  is  over- 
worked.'' Or,  how  would  one  receive  it  if  his  phy- 
sician said,  "  My  friend,  you  are  'doping'  your  hair 
and  beard  with  hair-dye  to  look  young;  you  deceive 
no  person  but  yourself;  when  time  sends  gray  hair 
he  sends  wrinkles  and  crow's  feet  to  correspond.  AH 
of  this  hair-dye  is  composed  of  lead  and  sulphur  in 
some  form;  handle  it,  dje  your  hair  with  it  and  your 
system  will  absorb  it.  Your  daily  headaches,  sUght 
numbness,  wandering  pains  and  occasional  tempo- 
rary paralysis  of  particular  nerves  is  painter's  colic 
caused  by  lead  poisoning  from  '  hair-dye  warranted 
to  be  prepared  entirely  from  vegetable  products.'" 
Xo  physician  can  afford  to  be  "a  prophet  of  evil." 
.A  few  constitutions  can  stand  fifteen  or  twenty  years 
close  attention  to  business  without  relaxation,  and 
those  who  possess  them  may  not  die  of  Bright's  dis- 
ease or  paralysis,  and  some  constitutions  are  capable 
of  resisting  lead  poisoning  for  many  years.  The 
physician  who  volunteers  advice  loses  his  practice 
when  his  predictions  fail.  Most  of  us  do  not  want 
to  knort'  the  truth,  even  when  we  ask  for  it,  if  it  is 
disagreeable,  or  if  it  will  interfere  with  our  money- 
making,  our  habits,  or  oiu-  pleasures.  Some  years 
since  a  Captain  of  Police,  in  an  interior  city,  con- 
tracted an  annojing  hacking  cough;  at  last  he  got 
uneasy  about  it.  and  called  on  an  intelligent  physician 
and  said:  "  I  have  had  this  cough  for  some  time  and 
it  worries  me;  I  come  to  have  you  examine  it.  If  it 
is  consumption  I  want  to  know  it  and  arrange  my 
affairs.  You  know  I  am  not  afraid  to  die.  for  you 
are  aware  that  in  the  pursuit  of  thieves  and  robbers 
I  have  taken  desperate  chances  and  hold  my  life 
cheap.  I  want  to  know  the  truth."  Tr.e  physician 
applied  his  stethescope.  found  tubercles,  and  frankly 
told  him  he  had  consumption.  The  captain  said. 
"It's  a  d — d  lie,''  and  left.  He  died  within  ten 
months,  but  devoted  his  time  to  the  last  in  informing 
his  acquaintance  that  he  was  daily  improving  in 
health,  and  in  injuring  the  medical  reputation  of  the 
physician  who  told  him  the  truth  at  his  own  earnest 
solicitation. 

Spring  Valley  water  is  bad  enough.  The  cyclops. 
rotifers,  and  other  animal  infusoria  can  be  digested 
without  injiu-y;  so  can  cheese-mites  and  wood-cock 
entrails.  All  catchment  water  is  bad  when  obtained 
tained  from  hills  containing  vegetation.  The  humus 
and  decayed  vegetation  washed  into  the  reservoirs  by 
the  winter  rains  only  produce  malarious  fevers,  and 
these  can  be  neutralized  by  sulphate  of  quinia.  But 
physicians  have, no  equivalent  for  quinia  where,  in- 
stead of  decayed  v^etable  matter,  decayed  animal 
and  fecal  matter  have  been  absorbed  into  the  sys- 
tem, producing  typhoid. 

Without  doubt  the  wells  will  be  dug  and  some  peo- 
ple will  use  the  water.  It  may  be  that  this — in  the 
theory  of  evolution — is  one  of  the  modes  by  which 
the  race  is  to  be  improved.  If  some  people  will  not 
read,  nor  think,  nor  study  to  prolong  their  lives,  it  is 
well  that  they  should  die  young  and  before  they  have 
propagated  their  kind.  By  this  process — time  enough 
being  given — the  race  will  have  improved  by  a  "nat- 
ural selection  "  in  sorting  out  the  ignorant  and  stupid. 
B.  B.  R. 

God  Knoweth  Best. 

Some  lime,  when  all  life's  lessons  have  been  learned, 

.A.nd  sun  and  stars  forevermore  have  set, 
The  things  which  ourweak  judgments  here  have  spumed. 

The  things  o'er  which  we  grieved  with  lashes  wet, 
Will  flash  before  us,  out  of  life's  dark  night, 

As  stars  shine  most  in  deeper  tints  of  blue; 
And  we  shall  see  how  all  God's  plans  were  right. 

And  how  what  seemed  reproof  was  love  nfost  true. 

.And  we  shall  see  how,  while  we  frown  and  sigh 

God's  plans  go  on  as  best  for  you  and  me ; 
How,  when  we  called,  He  heeded  not  our  crj-, 

Because  His  ^visdom  to  the  end  could  see. 
And  even  as  prudent  parents  disallow 

Too  much  of  sweet  to  craving  babyhood, 
So  God,  perhaps,  is  keeping  from  us  now 

Life's  sweetest  things  because  it  seemeth  good. 

.\nd  if,  sometimes,  commingled  with  life's  wine. 

We  find  the_  wormwood,  and  rebel  and  shrink, 
Be  sure  a  wiser  hand  than  yours  or  mine 

Pours  out  this  potion  for  our  lips  to  drink. 
And  if  some  friend  we  love  is  Ijing  low. 

Where  human  kisses  can  not  reach  his  face, 
Oh,  do  not  blame  the  loving  Father  so. 

But  wear  your  sorrow  with  obedient  grace  ! 

.A.nd  you  shall  shortly  know  that  lengthened  breath 

Is  not  the  sweetest  gift  God  sends  His  friend, 
And  that,  sometimes,  the  sable  pad  of  death 

Conceals  the  fairest  boon  His  love  can  send. 
If  we  could  push  ajar  the  gates  of  life, 

.\nd  stand  within,  and  all  God's  workings  see. 
We  could  interpret  all  this  doubt  and  strife, 

.\nd  for  each  mysterj*  could  find  a  key ! 

But  not  to-day.     Then  be  content,  poor  heart ! 

God's  plans,  like  lilies,  pure  and  white,  unfold. 
We  must  not  tear  the  close-shut  leaves  apart ; 

Time  will  reveal   the  calyxes  of  gold. 
.\nd,  if  through  patient  toil,  we  reach  the  land 

Where  tired  feet,  with  sandals  loose,  may  rest. 
When  we  shall  clearly  know  and  understand, 

I  think  that  we  will  say,  "God  knew  the  best!" 


Floy's  Musiag^s. 


I  wonder  why  the  sky  is  always  blue 
Except  at  night,  and  when  it's  raining,  too ; 
And  why  those  clouds  float  on  and  never  fall. 
Does  some  one  hold  them  there?     I  wonder  who. 

They,  look  like  snowflakes  piled  so  high  up  there ; 
I  wonder  if  they  are ;  and  if  that's  where 
God  keeps  the  snow  through  all  the  summer  time 
Till  winter  comes,  then  drops  it  in  the  air. 

I  wonder  why  the  trees  are  green,  and  why 
They  lift  their  faces  up  against  the  sky. 
I  wonder  what  they  see,  and  if  they're  glad 
To  feel  the  sun  kiss  all  their  dewdrops  dry, 

I  wonder  why  the  brooklet  murmurs  so, 
And  why  its  waters  always  onward  go. 
I  think  it  might  be  happy,  it's  so  bright, 
And  stay  a  while  here  where  the  roses  grow. 

Perhaps,  like  me,  it  wonders  why  it  goes. 
But  knows  It  must ;  and  so  still  onward  flows. 
And  that  is  why  it  grieves  so.     How  I  wish 
I  knew  what  it  is  saying  to  the  rose  I 

The  rose  bends  down,  keeps  all  her  branches  -iiill, 
Leans  low  and  listens  there  a  moment,  till 
She's  heard  the  story ;  then  she  trembles  so 
She  drops  her  own  pink  blossoms  on  the  rill. 

Is  she  sorry?     Shall  I  by  and  by 
Learn  all  the  meanings,  if  I  tr>-  and  trj"? 
But  when   I  ask  at  home,  they  only  laugh 
And  say,  "Don't  tease  so,  Floy."     I  wonder  why. 
Leslie  Bikto.v. 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 


n~"HIS  WONDERFUL  SPOT  OF  CAL- 

ifomia  should  be  visited  by  all  residents  and  tourists. 
The  Gej-sers  of  Iceland  and  the  Gejsers  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  remarkable  Canyon  of  the 
Pluton  in  Sonoma  County.  Wonderful  as  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  wonderful  as  a  health  resort,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
sort of  pleasure.  By  steamer,  train,  and  coach,  over  a 
beautiful  Bay,  through  beautiful  valleys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  than  compensates  for  the  cost  and  time. 
Leave  San  Francisco  daily  at  3  p.  m.,  by  steamer  for  Don- 
ahue: lake  train  for  Cloverdale;  stay  all  night  at  Clover- 
dale,  and  leave  in  coach — four-in-hand — at  7  a.  .m.  for  the 
mountain  drive  over  the  hills  to  the  Geysers.  Returning 
passengers  reach  San  Francisco  in  a  day  by  the  Calistoga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Geysers  is  the  easiest,  most  inexpensive, 
and  most  delightful  of  any  in  California.  The  hotel  accom- 
modations, the  trout  Ashing,  the  hunting,  the  walks  and 
drives,  the  bathing,  the  everything,  are  perfection. 


The  Wonderfid  Geysers! 


THE   GREAT  GEYSEfJS   HOTEL. 

WM.   FORSYTH,  Proprietor. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


NOOK    FARM, 


R 


'AMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  country  will  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery  of  such  endless  varietv  as  tempt 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table,  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  B.  SMITH, 
"Rutherford.  Napa  County,  Cal. 

THE     SEASON 

AT 

SANTA     CRUZ. 


Pacific  Ocean  Hotise. 

p\ESIRIXG  TO  OFFER  MY  GUESTS 

—  all  the  conveniences  necessary  to  their  enjoyment,  I 
have  purchased  the  grounds  adjoining  the  hotel  for  croquet, 
swings,  etc.  Having  ample  room  for  children's  play-grounds 
I  am  able  to  offer  unusual  advantages  to  famihes.  As  an 
additional  attraction  I  have  erected  Piazza  14  by  100  feet, 
with  an  elegant  dancing  floor.  The  Hotel  has  been  com- 
pletely renovated  and  refurnished.  The  Dining-room  and 
general  menu  is  under  the  personal  supervision  of  Mr.  GEO. 
W.  HO.\DLEY,  Manager.  I  am  prepared  to  make  special 
arrangements  with  families  and  others  desiring  to  make  an 
extended  stay  at  the  fashionable  watering  place  of  the  Pa- 
cific. Day  rates  as  usual.  J.  H.  HOADLEY. 
Santa  Cruz,  May  loth,  1S78. 

<>fOS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY,  BLANK  BOOKS.  LEGAL,  CUSTOM- 
HOUSE, AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 
624  Mongomery  Street,  Montgomery  Block. 
San  Francisco,  California. 

■T^   7.  PETTIT  (Sr-  CO:S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 

528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  the  ordinary 
brands  of  ExtracL-i. 

Comparing  qualitj-  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ON  THErR  .merits,  they  have  b«en 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumer?  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FR.VNCISCO.  CAL. 


J.   0.    MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

AgcnLs  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 


204  AND  ?o6  California  St. 


San  Francisco. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


San  Francisco,  July  25,  1878. 
Mv  Dear  Maduk  :— \\'hen  I  go  to  Baldwin's 
Theatre  nowailaj-s  lo  see  a  new  play  I  really  expect 
something  of  a  treat  The  pLiy  itself  is  likely  to  be 
pretty  bad,  for  they  ha\e  come  entirely  to  the  end  of 
their  Union  Sqitare  rci^urces.  and  everything  in  tlie 
dramatic  line  i$  n  drug  in  the  market  but  good  plays. 
But  the  ^tuflr  they  do  scramble  together  ihcy  mount 
w  iih  suc\  regard  for  the  unities,  uith  such  absolute 
fidelity  to  the  little  things  which  catch  the  public,  that 
one  is  vcr)-  apt  to  sit  through  the  performance  to  see 
what  device  the  clc%*er  machinists  have  evolved  from 
the  depths  o)  experience  and  imagination.  There 
was  a  go*d  deal  of  this  sort  of  thing  in  rnrnt  Singa- 
pore to  Sties,  which  name  the  nunagcment  thought 
more  appropriue  tlian  The  Oier/.inJ  /^auU,  as  Tom 
Taylor,  for  some  strange  reason,  chose  to  christen 
his  play.  The  latter  name  is  not  only  suggestive  of 
the  big  American  trip,  but  as  almost  the  entire  plot 
takes  place  on  ship-board,  it  is  ridiculously  irrele\'ant. 
The  management,  therefore,  did  a  very  wise  thing 
in  making  a  ch.inge.  They  got  up  a  ver>'  realistic- 
looking  saloop.  If  the  Vokes  had  only  been  thereto 
pitch  and  toss  with  the  imaginary  lurches  of  the  ves- 
sel, we  should  all  have  been  dreadfully  sea-sick,  with 
that  horribly  reminiscent  red-checked  table-cloth  be- 
fore us,  and  the  long  lines  of  staterooms  from  which 
a  phantom  emerged  now  and  again.  But  the  Vokcs 
were  not  tlicre,  and  the  people  rambled  around  as 
5tolidly  as  if  they  stood  upon  as  firm  a  base  as  the 
Pyramid  of  Cheops,  so  \vc  were  saved  all  imaginary 
trouble.  The  deck  scene  was  more  attractive,  with 
its  masts,  and  spars,  and  all  Ihc  paraphernalia. 
There  were  a  few  life-preser\'ers  disposed  gracefully 
about,  some  comfortable  looking  lounges,  and  a 
crowd  of  people.  Among  them  were  some  white- 
robed  .Xj-ahs  in  r^ulation  costume,  toe-slippeis.  ban- 
gles, etc.  One  of  these,  a  .Miss  .\Ima  Saville,  an  ac- 
commodating little  singer,  reminds  me  strongly  of 
Clara  Ionise  Kellogg  as  "  Aida."  Perhaps  I  need 
not  mrniion  that  the  resemblance  ceases  when  Miss 
Saville  begins  to  sing,  although  she  crooned  a  Hin- 
doo song  ven-  prettily.  The  Hindoo  song  was  an- 
other of  the  realistic  effects,  but  as  Hindosiance  is 
rather  an  unfamiliar  language  hereabouts.  Miss  Sa- 
ville was  not  importuned  for  an  encore.  But  the  tri- 
umph— Vtic  piece  de  resistance,  \\\e  scenic  artist's  vic- 
tory—^as  the  sea,  as  represented  first  in  t)ie  raft 
tableau,  and  aftem'ard  .is  washing  the  shores  of  the 
coral  reef  upon  which  the  entire  dramatis  personna 
were  wrecked.  The  sea  consisted,  in  this  instance, 
of  a  scries  of  gray  somethings,  at  first  strikingly  like 
the  pictures  of  the  Himala)'an  summits  in  the  school 
geographies.  Like  the  restless  sea  they  shifted  e\'er, 
and  looked,  in  the  half-light,  like  a  long  procession 
of  friars,  in  orders  gray,  bouncing  over  a  mud-pud- 
dle .\s  they  assumed  more  reguLar  motion,  rising 
and  collapsing  quite  evenly,  the  phce  looked  like  an 
umbrella  factorj-  in  which  a  number  of  workmen  were 
engaged  in  testing  the  joints  by  half-opening  a  new 
sa  of  gray  umbrellas.  As  a  matter  of  course,  in 
such  an  extremely  realistic  production  the  breakers 
could  not  be  omitted.  They  were  formed,  so  far  as 
I  could  see.  of  an  -\rchimedes  screw,  swathed  in 
green  calico  and  tufted  wnth  white  cotton  batting. 
The  idea  is  not  bad,  and  on  a  big  stage  I  could  fancy 
this  a  fine  scene.  But  I  can  not  say  that  we  were 
overcome  with  awe  with  these  almost  transparent 
illusions,  even  in  the  terrific,  thrice-encored  raft- 
scene,  where  a  few  of  the  survivors  stood  calmly  on 
a  dry  goods  box  while  the  big  black-board  in  front 
of  them  pitched  and  tossed  about  wildlv  in  the 
high  calico-sea.  The  only  striking  members  of 
the  group  were  Kshop  and  Willie  Sej-mour.  The 
latter  appeared  in  a  deadly  dark  frown  and  a  ver>- 
tight  white  suit  as  the  detective  ;  and,  as  he  fastened 
the  relentless  grip  of  the  law  in  mid-ocean  on  the  un- 
happy AugTL«tus  Lo-.ibond.  the  tableau,  considering 
the  relative  avoirdupois  of  the  pair,  was  something 
awe-inspiring.  Some  people.  I  observe,  are  inclined 
to  compare  Bishop  unfavorably  with  Crane  in  this 
part,  but  1  attribute  such  an  idea  to  rusty  raemorj-. 
I  cannot  conceive  anjthing  more  absurd  than  Kshop 
reeling  .-around  the  saloon — for  he  is  the  only  one  who 
suggests  any  imsteadiness  in  a  ship's  gait — with  the 
qualms  of  incipient  sea-sickness  visiting  him  at  inter- 
vals, and  various  other  miseries,  matrimony  included. 
accumulating  around  him.  His  face,  in  iL';  various 
phases,  would  sen'e  admirably  to  adorn  one  of  those 
l>»ks  on  elocution  wherein  the  passions  are  illustrated 
;r  that  remarkable  series  of  wood-cuts  which  out- 
■--::  each  othex  in  hideousness.  I  do  not  wish  to  con- 
vej"  the  idea  to  you,  Madge,  that  this  excellent  come- 
tfian  is  hideous,  but  w  hen  he  commences  to  be  fiumy 


he  does  not  spare  his  beauty.  Rose  Wood,  as  * '  Mrs. 
Sebright,"  the  heroine— they  are  all  heroes  and  hero- 
ines, but  I  assume  her  to  be  the  heroine  because  she 
is  the  leading  Lidy — is  a  dashing  young  widow.  That 
is  to  say.  she  has  a  husband  whose  existence  she  does 
not  mention  and  his  name  is  Jack.  She  makes  many 
apostrophes  to  him  when  she  is  alone,  which  caused 
my  Jack,  who  is  not  always  attentive  to  the  play,  to 
start  with  some  alacrity  in  answer  to  the  fervency  of 
tlie  tone.  She  templed  the  burning  sun  of  the  Indian 
Ocean  in  a  jxile  pink  ball  dress,  and  without  so  much 
as  a  wisp  of  straw  on  her  head.  But  she  is  such  a 
nice  little  body,  and  works  so  hard,  and  is  sometimes 
so  thoroughly  good,  that  I  can  forgive  her  making  a 
guy  of  herself  as  she  does  in  the  last  act,  where  they 
arc  reduced  to  strange  shifts,  but  where  Miss  Cor- 
coran makes  herself  picturcsc|ue  by  twisting  an  old 
red  silk  handkerchief  around  her  head  in  fisherman's 
style.  Mr.  Mackay,  in  this  same  act,  as  "Sir  Solo- 
mon Kra/er.  K.  C.  B.,"  etc.,  is  as  complete  a  wreck 
as  the  dismanih-d  ship  or  the  gay  "  Mrs.  Skewton  *' 
when  she  was  taken  to  pieces.  I  hardly  liked  him  so 
well  as  upu-al  during  the  first  two  acts,  but  when  he 
appeared  among  the  shipwTecked  on  the  reef,  sans 
hair,  sans  dye,  sans  teeth,  sam  everjlhing,  I  realized 
how  well  he  had  been  made  up  in  the  first  part.  Af- 
ter all,  I  said  to  myself,  he  rarely  makes  a  mistake. 
This  last  act,  by  the  way,  saves  the  play.  The  first 
part  is  so  insufferably  tedious  that,  if  the  raft  tableau 
had  not  awakened  the  risibilities,  I  believe  few  would 
ha\'e  sat  long  enough  to  see  the  best  of  iL  But  the 
List  aa  brings  them  all  together  under  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances, and  admits  of  a  little  insight  to  human 
nature.  Mr.  James  O'Neill  is  put  on  the  bills  as 
"Tom  Dexter,"  an  adventurer,  though  why  an  ad- 
venturer I  cannot  sec.  He  is  made  ship's  surgeon  in 
about  five  minutes  after  the  curtain  goes  up,  and 
might  just  as  well  have  held  that  honorable  position 
from  the  beginning.  Perhaps,  however,  it  is  to  ad- 
mit of  a  certain  rollicking  jaimiiness  of  manner,  which 
would  l>e  unbecoming  in  a  ship's  surgeon,  but  would 
sit  well  enough  upon  an  adventurer.  1  do  not  like 
Mr.  O'Xeill's  rollicking  jauntiness.  Since  I  have  seen 
his  "Jean  Kenaud" — which  is  really  a  powerful  bit 
of  acting — I  find  that  the  gentleman  must  be  veiy 
much  in  earnest  to  do  anything  really  well.  Of  com- 
edy he  h.os  a  fal?*",.!  may  s-iy  .1  falsetto,  idea.  Mr. 
Brown's  ".Major  McTurk*'  was  chiefly  remarkable 
tor  an  accentuated  seam  down  the  back  of  his  head, 
and  a  Scotch  accent  which  was  not  half  bad.  He  is 
quite  a  clever  character  actor,  and  possesses  some  ge- 
nius in  the  matterof  make-up,  which  genius  developed 
itself  in  this  instance  in  a  pair  of  extemporized  shoes 
consisting  of  basket  covers.  I  watched  the  various 
rigs  with  some  interest,  as  they  indicated  to  some  de- 
gree just  how  the  various  fancies  would  turn  in  case 
of  real  necessity.  I  have  been  to  see  Diplomary  once 
again.  I  am  amused  by  the  \'arious  comments  of  the 
people  around  me.  They  will  go  and  sit  through  a 
mass  of  drivel,  and  laugh,  applaud,  and  go  again, 
and  make  no  criticism,  but  each  one  finds  a  petty 
flaw  4"  Diplomacy,  and  seems  to  rejoice  in  his  dis- 
cover}- as  a  compliment  to  his  own  perspicacity.  Jack 
and  I  thought  we  w  ould  take  a  hand  at  this  fault-find- 
ing the  other  night.  We  commenced  by  objecting  to 
"Zicka's"'  bitter  humiliation.  She  is  crushed  into 
the  very  dust,  tonured  by  the  light,  cold  sneers  of 
the  supercilious  "  Harry  Beauclerc,"  agoiiized  by  the 
cruel,  unforgiving  "Julian."  We  did  not  Uke  the 
way  "  Harrj'  Beauclerc"  played  with  his  \ictira  in 
that  little  fable  of  the  mouse  and  toasted  cheese.  We 
did  not  like  to  have  her  make  her  confession  before 
them  all.  We  did  not  h'ke  to  look  upon  the  strong 
agony  of  the  strong  woman.  In  short,  we  found  that 
if  we  rfiminated  what  we  did  not  like  we  completely 
destroyed  one  of  the  strongest  dramatic  situations 
which  the  plaj'wright  conceived.  'Yhz  finale  is  really 
tame  just  at  the  last  moment  with  that  wooden,  unim- 
pulsive  embrace  of  the  reconciled  pair,  but  still  how 
few  are  the  flawless  gems  !  We  gladly  accept  Diplo- 
macy as  it  is  w  iih  all  its  rarely  good  acting  and  deli- 
cate sinuosities  of  plot !  What  a  natural  and  clever 
suoke  that  is,  to  give  the  wily  diplomatist  for  a  clue 
the  scent  of  a  sachet-bag.  There  is  something  sensu- 
ously suggestive  in  the  very  name  of  lotus-bloom,  and 
women  of  the  "  Zicka"  stripe  always  love  strong  per- 
fume. They  like  abrupt  contrasts,  warm  colors, 
splendid  jewels,  dashing  traps,  warmth,  magnificence, 
expense.  I  should  not  ask  a  belter  "Zicka"  than 
Jeffreys- Lewis.  What  an  advantage  height  gives  a 
w  oman  on  the  stage  !  To  me  she  is  suggestive  some- 
times of  a  barbaric  princess  with  her  deer-like  tread, 
her  jetty  locks,  her  dark-blue,  expressive  Celtic  eyes, 
her  magnificence  of  raiment,  and  a  pair  of  great  gold 
earrings,  more  expressive  than  the  inevitable  solitaires. 
Don't  be  alarroed  at  this  bit  of  gush,  Madge;  the 
lady  deserves  it,  for  either  the  roof  leaked  on  my 
nose  or  I  shed  a  silent  tear  when  she  put  forth  the 
circxmi stances  of  her  hapless,  helpless  girlish  life  in 
extenuation  for  an  apparently  long  h'st  of  sins.  She 
is  wonderfully  intense,  and  as  such  a  complete  foil  to 
the  pretty,  kittenish  "  Dora,"  with  her  volatile,  im- 
pulsive ways,  her  surface  passions,  and  her  blonde, 
placid  beauty.-  Jeffreys-Lewis  could  play  "  Oora," 
but  Maud  Granger  could  not  play  "  Zicka.''  I 
fancy  Maud  Granger  would  make  a  delightful  "Ju- 
lieL"  There  is  a  bit  in  Diplomacy  which  is  slightly 
reminiscent  of  the  scene  with  the  nurse,  and  Maud 
Granger  does  it  quite  charmingly.  Montague  is  still 
hoarse  to  some  extent,  but  he  does  not  retire  to  the 
wings  and  cough  violently  every  few  seconds,  as  bur- 


lesque/r/m/ tAin«f  do.  He  permits  the  audience  to 
forget  that  he  has  a  cold  if  tliey  can.  In  fact,  no  one 
obtrudes  personality  on  the  audience,  as  has  for  so 
many  years  been  the  obno.vious  custom  of  the  Cali- 
fornia Theatre  slock  company.  Mr.  Wardc  occasion- 
ally sees  fit  to  indulge  in  the  slightest  little  bit  of  low 
comedy.  People  laugh  at  him  at  the  time,  but  com- 
ment on  it  afienrard,  not  because  in  itself  it  is  so  ver)- 
bad — it  would  hardly  be  called  low  comedy  in  other 
companies — but  because  it  jars  upon  the  harmony 
which  the  superb  "  Ztcka,"  the  pretty  "  Dora,*'  Uie 
perfect  "Stein,"  the  fen-ent  "Julian,"  the  courteous 
"Orloff"  produce,  and  in  which  constellation  Mr. 
Warde  is  certainly  one  of  the  shining  lights.  I  think, 
Madge,  that  I  have  got  th.it  figure  a  little  mi.ved,  but 
they  talk  of  the  harmony  of  the  spheres,  and  the 
spheres  make  the  constellations,  so  I  will  let  it  go. 
In  any  case,  you  always  undcrsuind 

Your  own,  Bktsv   B. 


A  Compliment  for  the  Loring  Club. 

To  THE  Akconait  ;  —  The  writer,  on  Tuesday 
evening,  had  the  pleasure  of  attending  the  rehearsal 
of  the  Loring  Club,  and  begs  of  the  Argonal't  a 
few  lines  in  which  to  express  an  humble  opinion  of 
praise  toward  the  rendering  of  one  special  number  of 
the  programme.  Having  been  connected  with  and 
heard  similar  organizations  in  various  cities  of  the 
East,  societies  which,  in  their  interpretation  of  male 
part  songs,  stand  unrivaled,  it  is  not  the  writer's  de- 
sire to  offer  any  comparisons  in  a  programme  thor- 
oughly well  sung  from  beginning  to  end,  but  simply 
to  refer  to  the  singing  of  Schubert's  "  The  Night '" — 
the  last  number  but  one  of  the  programme.  Such  a 
rendition  as  the  Loring  Club  gave  to  this  gem  was 
certainly  one  that  older  and  more  e.vperienced  socie- 
ties, with  a  larger  and  more  favorable  field  from  which 
to  select,  would  have  been  proud,  and  deservedly 
proud,  to  have  given.  The  shading,  tlie  perfect  even- 
ness of  tone  throughout,  with  no  apparent  forcing  of 
voices  in  any  part,  and  the  feeling  or  sentiment  that 
seemed  to  pervade  each  singer,  made  this  song,  of  all 
the  rest,  as  deliciously  delicate  and  faultless  as  male 
part  singing  can  hope  to  be.  N'o  nicer  compliment 
can  be  paid  the  club  and  its  director,  than  that  their 
Eastern  rivals  in  song  would,  notwithstanding  their 
advantages,  find  it  extremely  difficult  to  render  any- 
thing nicer  or  more  perfectly  than  Schubert's  song 
was  rendered  on  Tuesday  evening  by  the  Loring  Club. 
Tliat  the  club  may  continue  to  produce  such  musical 
perfections  is  the  sincerest  wish  of  a  gratified 
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What  Answer? 


.  The  effort  on  the  part  of  the  managers  of  the  Cal- 
ifornia Theatre  to  secure  new  faces  has  been  a  suc- 
cess, and  for  the  production  of  Diplomacy  they  de- 
serve a  renewal  of  the  patronage  tor  which  this  thea- 
tre was  originally  distinguished.  But  why  does 
Schultz  still  lead  the  orchestra  ?  \\'hat  cvquisite 
torture  to  be  obliged  to  sit  through  the  execrable  se- 
lections of  this  mtisical  phenomenon  !  With  what 
grave  apprehension  v\-e  see  the  drop  fall,  for  it  is 
then  we  are  left  to  the  questionable  taste  of  our  ' '  ex- 
fire  boy  !'*  And  our  ears  have  been  tortured  with  the 
inevitable  "  Wake  up,  Mose,"'  until  they  ring  again. 
W'e  can  not  always  go  out,  because  we  respect  our 
record — and,  besides,  our  wife  won't  let  us.  With 
such  an  orchestra  as  the  California  pDssesses  under 
his  control,  Mr.  Scultz  could  surely  give  us  (if  he  saw 
fit)  music  that  would  while  away  the  "  'tween  acts,'' 
that  would  lead  us  to  look  with  'composure,  at  least, 
upon  the  falling  of  the  drop,  and  perhaps  with  regret 
upon  its  rise.     May  we  hope  for  this? 

One  Who  Can't  Go  Out. 


THE  HOTEL  VER.WDA. 

.\FTBR  THE  ARRIVAL  OF  THE  SATLRD.\V  NIGHT  BOAT. 

Why!  how  d'ye  do? 

Can  it  be  you! 
WTicn  did  you  get  here,  pray? 

You  know  you  wrote, 

In  your  last  note, 
You  couldn't  get  av^-ay. 

You  lodk  quite  ill, 

(Now  don't !     Be  siiH  ! 
Don't  SQuecze  my  hand  !     rU'go.) 

You  ve  heard!     Heard  what? 

Is  it  tnie,  or  not? 
Oh!  thatt    How  did  you  know* 

Yes!     I've  said  yes. 

To  whom!    Just  guess — 
I'll  tell  you  if  you're  right — 

//  isn't  rmt. 

But  you,  no  doubt, 
<  'an  l:ce|>  //  secret,  quite. 

What  can  you  mean? 
^  /  might  have  seen? 
Seen  what !    You  never  said — 

I  couldn't  guess; 

I  told  him  yes. 
You  don't  wish  you  were  dead. 

1  met  liim  here — 

No  !    Just  this  year. 
There,  that's  his  T  cart — see? 

Ves  \  'tis  quite  swell, 

.'\nd  the  ^room  as  well. 
There!  that  little  man!    That's  he. 

I  must  not  wait. 

I'll  be  too  late. 
He's  going  lo  drive  wnth  me. 

rU  meet  you  then, 

On  the  piaz2a,  when 
It's  dark,  and  fit  can't  ^ee. 


Fiske's  Dramatic  Collesre, 


Charles  Reade  and  Charles  Mathews. 

The  following  correspondence  once  took  place  be- 
tween Charles  Reade  and  the  late  Charles  Mathews  : 
Garrick  Club,  Covest  Gardes,  November  28. 

Dear  Sir  : — I  «-as  stopped  the  other  night  at  the  stage 
door  of  Druty  Lane  Theatre  by  people  whom  I  remember  to 
have  seen  at  the  Lyceum  under  your  reign.  ITiis  15  the  first 
time  such  an  affront  was  ever  put  upon  rne  in  any  theatre 
where  I  have  produced  a  play,  a-id  is  without  precedent 
when  an  affront  was  intended.  As  I  never  forgive  an  affront, 
I  am  not  liastj-  to  sijppose  one  intended.  It  is  verj"  possible 
that  this  was  done  inadvertently,  and  the  present  stage  list 
may  have  been  made  out  without  the  older  claims  being  ex- 
amined. Will  you  be  so  kind  as  to  let  me  know  at  once 
whether  this  is  so ;  and  if  the  people  who  stopped  roe  at  the 
stage  door  are  yours,  will  you  protect  the  author  of  "  Gold," 
etc,  from  any  repetition  of  such  anno>-ancc.  I  am,  dearsir, 
yours  faithfully,  Charles  Reade. 

To  this  demand  Mr.  Reade  received  next  day  the 
following  answer : 

T.  R.,  DRtftv  Lane,  November  29. 

Dear  Sir  : — If  ignorance  is  bliss  on  general  occasions, on 
the  present  occaaon  it  certainly  would  be  folly  to  be  wise. 
I  am  therefore  happy  to  be  able  to  inform  you  that  I  am  ig- 
norant of  your  having  produced  a  playat  this  theatre :  ignor- 
ant that  you  are  the  author  of  "Gold;"  ignorant  of  the 
merits  of  that  play;  ignorant  that  your  name  has  been  erased 
from  the  list  at  the  stage  door;  ignorant  that  it  has  ever  been 
on  it  ;  ignorant  that  you  had  presented  yourself  for  admit- 
tance ;  ignorant  that  it  had  been  refused ;  ignorant  that  such 
a  refusal  was  without  precedent ;  ignorant  that  in  the  man 
wlio  stopped  you  you  recognized  one  of  the  persons  lately 
with  me  at  the  Lyceum  ;  ignorant  that  the  doorkeeper  was 
ever  in  that  theatre;  ignorant  that  3*ou  never  forgive  an 
affront ;  ignoeant  that  any  had  been  offered ;  ignorant  of 
when,  how  or  whom  the  list  »-as  made  oat,  and  equally  so 
by  whom  it  was  altered.  Allow  me  to  add  that  I  am  quite 
incapable  of  offering  any  discourtesy  to  a  gentleman  I  have 
barely  the  pleasure  of  knowing,  and,  moreover,  have  no 
power  whatever  to  interfere  with  Mr.  Smith's  arrangemenL^ 
or  di^iaiTangeraenis ;  and,  with  this  wholesale  admission  >if 
igncaance,  iacapadtj-,  and  impotencCi  believe  me,  yours 
faithfully,  C  J.  -Mathews. 

Charles  Reade,  Esq. 


The  next  attraction  at  the  Bush  Street  Theatre  will  be 
Haveriy's  Minstrels,  with  a  new  assortment  of  talent 


The  New  York  Dramatic  Xcivs  gets  sarcastic  over  I 
the  idea  of  the  Dramatic  College  which  Stephen  Fis'>cc 
proposes  to  establish  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  The 
It  says  :  "All  sects  of  professors  and  teachers  rir. 
be  engaged  for  its  faculty.     It  is  to  become  a  son  of  , 
Conservatory,  in  which  the  yoimg  idea  will  be  taught  I 
how  to  shoot  tragically  or  comically,  as  the  case  r. 
be.  and  then  polled  for  theatrical  use.     '  Ladies 
gentlemen* — mind  you,  nothing  short  of  "ladle-   - 
gentlemen ' — will  be  enabled  to  make  their  first 
pearance  on  any  stage  in  leading  characters,  \^ 
equipped  with  Mr.  Fiske's  certificates  of  compete: 
Once  a  year  the  imdergraduaie  supernumeraries 
receive  their  diplomas  from  '  Governor  Tilden,  .'\i;_ 
Belmont,  and  other  distinguished  gentlemen,'  \v' 
will,  of  course,  make  first-class  actors  and  actr. 
of  them  at  once.    The  '  ladies,"  we  presume,  wii; 
take  '  Pauline,'  'Juliet,'  and  'Camille'  d^rees,  \> 
the  'gentlemen,'  on   their  side,  will   have  for 
titles  of  their  baccalaureate,  'Romeo,'  'Armand." 
'Claude  Melnotte.'     There  will  hereafter,  thank.>  ,  j 
Mr.  Fiske,  be  none  of  that  dearth  of  talent  which  ;iJl 
the  newspapers  so  painfully  deplore,  and  '  Society ' 
will  fairly  swarm  with  'ladies'  and  'gentlemen*  com- 
petent and  more  than  willing  to  go  on  and  pla\  ■\ 
'  responsible'  part  at  a  moment's  notice.    Serioi; 
was  ever  a  more  absurd  scheme  more  audacic. 
presented  to  the  consideration  of  the  pubhc? 
simple  meaning,  if  Mr.  Fiske's  glittering  genera!  ■. 
have  any  meaning,  is  this  :  Mr.  Fiske  not  only  ini! . 
to  pay  no  salaries  to  his  company,  but,  on  the  c' 
hand,  intends  to  make  his  company  pay  him  for 
privilege  of  appearing  on  his  stage.     Competent  ; 
fessional  actors  will  be  replaced  by  a  lot  of  ambii 
novices,  out  of  whom  Mr.  Fiske  w  ill,  imder  the  ; 
tense  of  '  educating '  them,  extort  considerable  fe 


Di  Murska  has  told  her  matrimonial  storj'  to  a  :<-•- 
porter  of  the  Chicago  Intcr-Ocean,   picfacing  it  \\\\\\ 
the  assertion  that  she  is  of  noble  birth,  and  that  Ler 
success  in  Europe  was  wonderful.     A  French  Count 
followed  her  for  years,  but  she  spumed  his  offer 
marriage,  and  he  in  desperation  shot  himself,     -^ 
says  as  to  her  first  husband:  "In  our  troupe  vsa^-  ^ 
young  Scotchman,  Anderson,  well  educated,  and  an 
excellent  pianist.     I  supposed  that  his  brilliant  com- 
plexion was  the  restilt  of  health,  but  it  was  only  the 
indication  of  heart  disease.     I  liked  him  very  well, 
but  never  dreamed   of  anything  more,  though   he 
showed  me  much  attention.     In  New  Zealand,  one  | 
evening,  he  fell  from  the  piano-stool  insensible.   Ih-""!  ■ 
him  carried  to  my  apartments,  and  the  doctor  ss: 
was  a  terrible  attack  of  heart  disease.    To  move  1/ 
the  physicians  said,  would  be  fatal     I  therefore  c, 
up  my  apartments  and  took  others,  and  shared  v^ 
my  maid  in  nursing  him.     I  was  roused  from 
compassion  to  hear  that  people  were  sajing  bad  th '. 
of  me  because  I  was  taking  care  of  a  sick  man  in 
own  house.     He  heard  of  it,  and  b^ged  me  to  n, 
ry  him,  as  he  had  only  a  few  daj-s  to  live.     1 
foolish  enough  to  do  so.     He  lingered  for  six  we-, 
and  managed  in  thgt  time  to  draw  a  large  sum  of 
money  from  the  ba'nk,  which  he  sent  to  his  own  frii:-- 
ilv."    Three  months  after^vard  she  married  Mr.  Hill. 


Clara  Louise  Kelloggs  favorite  "ctiss  word"  is 
"  By  chaowder."  Myron  W.  Whitney's  is  "Crotch 
all  broom-sticks."  Minnie  Hauck's  is  "  Holy  St. 
Jerome,"  and  Annie  Louise  Carj'  alwayssays  "  GreAt 
jimiper  ginger  "  when  her  boot-lace  breaks. 


After  Howells,   Bayard  Taylor  will  be  Lawrerj 
Barrett's  next  sensation  in  the  way  of  a  native  Ameri- 
can playwright,      Taylor's  play,  howe^'er,  is  said  to 
be  simply  a  translation,  and  not  to  claim  any  decided 
originality  in  the  way  of  treatment. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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EXCURSION  TICKETS  TO  MONTEREY. 

On  Saturday  last  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad 
Company  commenced  the  sale  of  round-trip  excur- 
sion tickets  to  Monterey  at  greatly  reduced  rates. 
These  tickets  will  be  sold  on  Saturdays  only,  for  the 
8.30  A.  M-  and  the  3.30  P.  M.  trains.  The  run  of 
the  latter  train  \\iU  be  extended  to  Salinas  on  Satur- 
days to  accommodate  this  travel,  the  Monterey  and 
Salinas  Valley  Railroad  making^  close  connection  with 
this  train  for  Monterey.  Tickets  good  for  return  on 
the  following  Monday,  arri\ing  in  San  Francisco  at 
10  A.  M.  and  3.40  P.  M. 

DRESSMAKING  OR  PLAIN  SEWING. 
A  lady,  in  need  of  employment,  and  a  first-class 
cutter,  fitter,  and  dressmaker,  wishes  engagements  in 
private  families,  or  would  take  work  at  home .  Terms 
reasonable.  Address  Mrs.  M.  .A  W.,  Argonaut 
office.  

THE   BEST   OF  TESTS. 

New  York,  May  24,  1873. 
Messrs.  Steinway  &  Sons  : — Gentlemen — On  the 
eve  of  retiu-ning  to  Europe,  I  deem  it  my  pleasant 
duty  to  express  to  you  my  most  heartfelt  thanks  for 
all  th,e  kindness  and  courtesy  you  have  shown  me 
during  my  stay  in  the  United  States  ;  but  also,  and 
above  all.  for  yoin-  imrivaled  Piano-fortes,  u  hich,  once 
more,  have  done  full  justice  to  their  world-wide  repu- 
tation, both  for  excellence  and  capacity  of  endining 
the  severest  trials.  For.  during  all  my  long  and  diffi- 
cult journeys  all  over  America,  in  a  very  inclement 
season,  I  used  and  have  been  enabled  to  use  your  i 
Pianos  exclusively  in  my  two  hundred  and  fifteen  con- 
certs, and  also  in  private,  with  the  most  eminent  sat- 
isfaction and  effect.         Yours,  very  truly, 

Anton  Rubinstein. 


ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH 

Designers  and  Alannfacfiirers, 

CLOCK  TOWER  BUILDING,  101  &  103  MONTGOMERY  ST.,   CORNER  SUTTER. 


WATCHES,  mmm\ 

J&WELRY,  SILVERWARE, 

BRONZES  AND  FANCY  COODS. 

The  largest  and  most  attractive  stock  oi  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower  prices  tlian  similar 
goods  have  ever  before  been  offered.    Special  attention  paid  to  the  repairing  and  regulation  of  fine  Watches. 
OFFICIAL   TIMEKEEPERS    FOR    ALL   THE    RAILROADS. 


Attention  is  respectfully  called  to  the  display  of 
watches,  diamonds,  jewelrj-,  and  silverware  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  Clock  Tower  Building,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 

The  attention  of  travelers  desiring  to  make  the 
Bodie  trip  is  specially  directed  to  card  on  this  page 
as  to  the  shortest  and  cheapest  route. 


Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  r^iilar  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  fe\v  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 


■DALD WIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

f.  lvster .a.cting  manager, 

g.  r-  cuipman trey\sl'ker. 

Brilliant  success   of    the  great  Comedy  of  Adventure,  by 
Tom  Taylor,  Esq., 

FROM  SINGAPORE  TO  SUEZ 

EV    THE 

OVERLAND  ROUTE. 

SATURDAY JULY  so 

MATIXEE  AT  2  :    EVENING  AT  3. 

FROM  SINGAPORE  TO  SUEZ. 

Sunday,  July  2S,  Last  Performance  of 

FROM  SINGAPORE  TO  SUEZ. 

Mondav,  Jnly  29,  first  appearance  of  the   great  character 

actor,  Mr.  J.  H.  STODDARD,  in  his  celebrated 

part  of  "  Monej-penny,"  in 

THE  LONG  STRIKE. 

In  preparation,  an  Koglish  adaptation  of  thegreat  success  at 
the  "  Francais,"  in  Paris, 

LES    FOURCHAMBAULT. 

/CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlxjr. Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 

MoND-W,  July  29th,  and  every  evening  during  the  week, 
and  at  Saturday  Matinee. 

THE  REIGNING  SENS-iTION, 
THE  REIGNING  SENS.\TION, 
THE  REIGNING  SENS.ATION, 

Sardou'i 

DIPLOMACY  ! 
DIPLOMACY  ! 
DIPLOMACY  i 

As  presented  by 

MR.     H.    J.     MONTAGUE 

.AND  HIS  NEW  YORK  COMP.iNV. 
Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Bo.\  Office  six  days  in  ad%*ance. 


T^USH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


Crowded   Nightly  -with   Audiences  composed  of  our   Best 
Families. 


This  (Saturday),  July  27th,  and  Saturday  Matinee,  Special 
Noveltj-  Programme  No,  3  of 

TONY    PASTOR'S 

GRAND,   UXEQUALED    VAUDEVILLE   TROUPE. 

Surpassing  in  attractiveness  all  previous  entertainments  of 
this  Company.  Ever}-  Ariist  in  a  New  Specialtj-.  Posi- 
tively no  old  acLs  repeated.  Electric  and  instantaneous 
popularity-  of 

TONY  PASTOR'S  NEW  LOCAL  SONG, 

IN  A  MINE  (Baby  Mine),  in  which  he  describes  the 
hopes,  fears,  and  dtspair  of  unsuccessful  speculation  In 
sliver  stocks. 

The  Four  Muldoons. 

The  Milliners. 

Ventriloquism. 

Street  Thespians. 
Three  hours  of  Delightful  Amusement. 


Ladies— X CM EROL's  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co,,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomer)'. 

Fans,  dolls,  to\'3.  and  articles  dc  z-erin  thoroughly 
repaired  with  GIAXT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  aU  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  StreeL 

CHURCH  NOTICE. 

How.\RD  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor.  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  11  a,  m.  and  ^%.  p.  31.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M,     Praise  service  at  6J^  r.  m. 

DRAMATIC  INSTRUCTION 

l\/rR.  A.  D.  BRADLEY  (late  Slage  Man- 

ager  Grand   Opera  House)  gives  practical  instruc- 
tion in    ELOCUTION   AND  DRAMATIC  ART.      Re- 
hearsals and  Amateur  Performances  superintended.     Les- 
sons given  at  residences  if  desired. 
Address  cars  Bohemian"  Clib. 

MR.  GEORGE  J.  GEE, 

Organist  Trinity-  Chirch, 

TDESUMES   LESSONS    OX    ORGAN 

-^  *■     and  PIANO,  Monday,  July  aad. 

SS'  Office,  No.  31  Post  Street-  Residence,  No.  708 
Mason  Street. 

HARRY   N.   MORSE, 

(ex-sheriff   ALAMEDA   COl.NTV,) 

r\ETECTIVE    AND     COLLECTION 

■'-^     AGENCY,  Safe  Deposit  Building,  328  Montgomerv 
Street,  Room  No.  12,  third  floor,  San  Francisco. 

This  agencj"  is  prepared  to  do  all  legitim.^te  dclecli\"e 
business  entrusted  to  its  care.  It  does  not  operate  for  con- 
tingent re^vards,  and  is  independent  of  govenuneot  or  mu- 
nicipal cootrol. 

ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   GAL. 

AJ-Q     HOTEL     ON     THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlington  in  the  air^-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  airangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty-  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Argoxalt  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  ine.vhauslible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  ver>-  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Arlington,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLEY,  Manager. 

NEW 

EOOKS 

Bishop,  N.  H. — Voyage  of  the  Paper  Canoe,  a  Jour- 
ney of  2,500  miles  from  Quebec  to  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  during  1874-5.     8^'*> $2  50 

Sampleton,   S. — Adventures   of  an  American    Consul 

Abroad.     i6mo. ^  -- i  50 

Vasco  da  Gania's  Vo>"ages  and  -Adventures.     By  Geo. 

M.  Towle.     Illustrated,  lomo i  00 

Seola.     i6mu i  50 

His  Inheritance.     By  Adeline  Traftoo.     12  rao 1  50 

Rothmel.     By  the  author  of  That  Husband  of  Mine. 

izmo I  50 

Fall  of  Damascus.     A   Historical  Novel.     By  C.  W. 

Russell,     ismo i  50 

Hammersmith  :  His   Harvard   Days.     Chronicled   by 

M.  S.  Severance,     izmo 2  00 

Poganne  People:  Their  Loves  and  Lives.     By  Harriet 

Beech er  Stow e.     i2mo i  50 

Waites,  A. — ^I'he  Historical  Student's  Manual.     4to...       75 

Brassey,  Mrs. — Around  the  World  in  the  Yacht  "Sun- 
I  b^m.     8vo 5  50 


S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    DIVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


COMMENCING   SATURDAY,   JULY 
^     iSth,  1S7S, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

San  Francisco  to  San  Jose  and  other 

POINTS  -AND   return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
em  or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

S^  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  only  on  Satl-rd.\vs  and 
StNDAV  MOKNINGS. 

'ITie  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  for  passage  after 
the  MoNDAV  following  the  date  of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices— Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets  ;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
.A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  .-\gt. 


NOTICE.— San  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  (via  C.  P.  R. 
R.)  can  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Raihoad,  Oakland  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco; also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 
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AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  2Qth,   1878.   and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San   Francisco 

(Washington  Street  ^Miarf ),  as  follows : 

JOQ  P.  ^Lj  DA/LY^  Sundays  excepted, 
'O  Steamer   "James  M.Donahue'  (Washington 

Street  WTiarf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdshurg,  CIo\"er- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  conoecrion  at  Lake- 
\-iIle  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyser\-ille  for  Skag^'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Uktah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bardett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a.  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

JP  QQ  A.  M.^  Sundays  only ^  via  Donahue, 

for  Cloverdale  and  waj-  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip:  Donahue,  Si  '■  Petaluma,  $1  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
52;  Healdshurg,  S3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.    Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  5=  50;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's,and  Guemeville,  $3. 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 


AND   DEALERS   IN 


LVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  HIBER- 

NIA  S.AVINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  N.  E. 
comer  Monlgomer>-  and  Post  Streets,  .San  Francisco,  July 
24,  1872. — At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  di\idend,  at  the  rate  of  ^\^z  per  cent,  per 
annum,  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six  months  end- 
ing July  2ist,  1878.  payable  from  and  .ifler  this  date,  and 
free  from  Federal  lav. 

EDW.\RD  MARTIN,  St:cretar>-. 


REGALIA 

\ND 

LODGE   SUPPLIES 


FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Biutfiitg  Flags,  Banners. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 

510   SACRAMENTO   STREET. 


A  PPLICA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

'^~^  TRADER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I,  K.  3- 
Eggert  .Aitken,  wife  of  Charles  H.  Aitken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  Califomia,  will  apply 
to  the  Count>-  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  ^Monday,  the  ad  of  September,  a.  d.  1878. 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September  term,  a.  d. 
1S78,  of  .said  Countj'  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carrj-  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  countj*  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  bupng  and  selling  merchandise,  to  own  and  nin  a 
lodging-house,  to  buy  and  sell  mining  stocks,  personal  and 
real  propert\%  to  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
otherwise,  and  10  act  as  spirit  and  test  medium,  and  to  do 
and  perform  all  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  and  each  of  them. 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Frandsco.  Cal..  July  i6th.  a.  d.  1878. 
Wm.  H.  H.  Hakt,  .Vttoniey  for  Petilioncr,  230  Montgom- 
er>"  Street. 


AGRICUrfuRAL 

SO  01 ET Y . 

TWENTY- FIFTH     ANNUAL    FAIR 

AT   SACRAMENTO, 
MONDAV SEPTEMBER  i6,  1878. 


T 


HE  ABOVE  FAIR  OF  THE  STATE 


t^  Next  Week  positively  last  week  of  the  season. 
ser\-ed  seats  at  Box  Office  to-day  and  every  day. 


Re- 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


Agricultural  Society  will  commence  at  Sacramento 
on  MONDAY.  Sept.  i6,  1878,  and  will  continue  to  and  in- 
clude Saturday,  Sept.  21.  The  attention  of  e-vhibitors  is 
called  to  the  Premium  List,  which  is  the  most  liberal  ever 
issued  in  the  State,  presenting  verj-  attractix-e  features-  Ev- 
er>-  accommodation  will  be  proWded  for  exhibitors  of  all 
kinds.  An  abundance  of  moti\e  power  will  be  furnished, 
and  everj-  attention  paid  to  the  requirements  of  those  desir- 
ing to  exhibit  productsof  their  own  handiwork  or  otherwise. 
The  artisans,  artists,  manufacturers,  and  mechanics  of  San 
Francisco,  and  all  others  interested  in  the  development  of 
the  State,  are  particularly  inN-ited  to  display  the  result  of 
their  labors  at  the  Fair.  Everj-  facility  will  be  offered  by 
the  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  for  free  transporta- 
tion of  goods  and  articles  to  and  from  the.Fair.  .\ny  further 
information  can  be  obtained  at  the  office  of  the  President  of 
the  Society,  Room  No.  17,  Ph'enix  Building,  S  W.  comer 
Jackson  and  Sansome  Streets,  San  Francisco,  or  from  Rob- 
ert Beck,  Secretary-,  at  the  Pavilion,  Sacramento. 

M.  D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Robert  Beck,  Sccretar>-. 


WA  KE LEE' S 

AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CO  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  52-<Jo- 
Manufactured  bj-  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO.. 

Dmggists,  comer  Montgomerj-  and  Bush  Sis- 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   corner   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  fixim  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


J^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNL\. 


Paid  up  Capital 5io,ooc^ooo  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Locis  McLane,  President.     J.  C  Flxjou,  Mce-Presidenu 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     Ja.mes  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  -A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  J  C.  T.  Christenses. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  \  Chas.  W  Chirch. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  a\'ailable  in  any 
part  of  the  world,  ilakes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customarj'  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  princip^  Cities  throughout  the    United    Slates, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

.\mer.  Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa-j-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 
JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOK.OHA^L\  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC.  OOEANIO.         BELGIC- 

Saturday.  May  iS.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday.  .\ug.   1 
Friday,  .August  16.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday. 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday.    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomerj-  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com.  ^ 
pany's  \\Tiarr. 

T.  H.  GOODM.VN,  Genl  Passenger  -Agent. 

D.AVID  D.  CO  ETON,  President.   . 

THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark). 

pHVSICIA.\  AND  SURGEON    Office 

•'■  .-ind   Residence,  112   Kearny  Street.    Office  hours,  11 

A.  M.  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  5  1'.  M.     Sunday  11   to  i   only.     Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


BEST 


KOHLER&C'iJ^ 

SAN    FRANCif 
&  OAKLAi 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  STORY  OF  DEACON  BROWN. 

Have  you  heard  the  stor^-  of  Deacon  Brown — 

How  he  came  near  losing  his  saintly  crown 

By  uttering  language  so  profane? 

But  it  wasn't  his  fault,  as  I  maiDtain; 

Listen,   Maria,  and  you  will  sec 

How  It  might  have  happened  to  you  or  me. 

A  worthy  man  was  Deacon  Brown 
As  ever  lived  in  CIovertoMTi; 
Bland  of  manner  and  soft  of  speech, 
With  a  smile  for  all  and  a  word  for  each. 
"There's  odds  in  deacons,"  as  I've  heard  lell; 
But  one  who  had  known  him  for  quite  a  spell 
Has  often  told  me  that  Brown  stood  w^ell. 
Not  only  in  church,  but  among  his  neighbors, 
Esteemed  and  loved  for  his  life  and  labors. 
Not  a  man  in  the  town  at  Brown  would  frown. 
There  wasn't  a  stain  on  his  fair  renown; 
His  soul  was  white  though  his  name  was  Brown. 

One  morning  the  deacon  started  down 

To  purchase  some  goods  .it  the  store  in  town; 

Sugar  and  salt  and  a  calico  gown. 

And  a  pair  of  shoes  for  the  youngest  Brown, 

And  other  things  which  he  noted  down; 

A  ROod  provider  was  Deacon   Brown. 

His  guileless  heart  was  light  as  a  feather. 

As  he  rode  along  in  the  sweet  May  weather. 

Tin  he  came  at  length  to  the  garden  g;itc 

Of  the  widow  Simpson,  and  there  did  wait 

For  a  moment's  chat  with  the  pious  dame 

Who,  years  agonc,  was  the  deacon's  flame. 

The  widow  Simpson  was  meek  and  mild, 
With  a  heart  as  pure  as  an  innoci;nt  child; 
She  dwell  in  a  cottage,  small  and  neat. 
A  little  way  back  from  iho  village  street; 
And  now.  in  sun-bonnet,  with  trowel  in  hand, 
She  was  tickling  the  soil  of  her  garden  land. 

The  widow  looked  up  and  said,  "  Du  tell_| 
Is  that  you,  deacon?     I  hope  you're  well." 
And  the  deacon  replied  to  the  gentle  dame : 
"  Quite  well,   I  thanJc  you;  I  hope  you're  the  same." 
"Then  they  talked  of  the  crops  and  the  late  spring  siurnis, 
Of  the  sparrowgrass  and  the  currant  worms; 
And  she  asked  the  deacon  what  she  should  do 
For  the  varmints  that  riddled  her  bushes  through. 

The  deacon,  scratching  his  hcid,  said,_  "Well, 

If  1  were  you  I  would  give  them  hcl" — 

He  bore  too  hard  on  the  fence  as  he  spoke, 

\\^cn  suddenly,  swiftly,  down  it  broke; 

And  prostrate  there,  at  the  widow's  feet. 

Lay  the  fence,   and  the  dc-icon  p.ile  as  a  sheet '. 

The  deacon's  pride  was  sadly  humbled; 

His  teeth  dropped  cut  and  he  wildly  mumbled, 

As  blindly  there  in  the  dirt  he  fumbled; 

And  the  widow's  faith  as  suddenly  crumbled 

\Vhen  she  saw  how  her  good  friend  Brown  had  slumblcJ. 

And  her  beautiful  fence  to  [he  ground  had  tumbled, 

While  it  seemed  to  her  that  an  tarihquakc  rumbled. 

In  fact,  as  you  see,  things  were  gcncndly  jumbled, 

"The  widow  turned  pale,  and  well  she  might. 

As  she  looked  at  the  ruin  with  womanly  fright: 

But  her  pious  soul  was  shocked  still  more, 

As  she  thought  'twas  an  oath  the  deacon  swore  ! 


Young  Ladies  Seminary, 

BENICIA. 
l\fRS,     MAR  Y     A  TKINS      L  I WCH, 

-^'■'-  Principal.  The  next  term  will  open  July  31,1878. 
The  Principal  (Miss  Atkins)dcsircs  to  inform  her  friends  and 
former  patrons  that  she  will  resume  her  old  position  in  Be- 
nicta  with  a  full  corps  of  competent  teachers,  at  the  opening 
of  the  next  term. 


NAPA  COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE, 

NAPA,    CAL. 
VJ^ST-CL.-iSS  BOARDING  SCHOOL, 


GEO,  \V.    PRESCOTT.  IRVI.S-G   .M.    SCOTT. 


H.    T.   SCOTT. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  FoiinJi^a  1S49.)      Posl  Office  Box  3i;8. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     K  R  A  X  C  I  S  C  0 


Rl 


■dl  term  will  open  July  ; 


.\.  E.  LASHER,  A.  M.,  Principal. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  B'.rkclcy  Gymnii^iuni  (a  preparalorj'  school  to  the 
Uaiverxity>^a  first-class  boarding--school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramming  system  of  the  small  colleges  and  militarj-  acade- 
mies of  the  Stale.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admisMOii  July  aad  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer manths  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNL-\. 

NoTE.--We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  .\ca- 
dcmical,  and  solicit  the  patron.igc  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bovs. 


The  deacon,  too.  in  his  grief  i 

Was  afraid  he  had  given  the  widow  offense. 

He  looked  around  in  a  vague  surprise. 

While  he  tried  to  dam  the  tears  that  would  rise 

(Of  pain  and  shame)  in  his  dust-filled  eyes. 

But  when  he  recovered  his  teeth  and  sense 

He  borrowed  a  hammer  and  fixed  the  fence, 

And  endeavored  with  meekness  to  explain 

His  late  remark,  which  was  cut  in  twain 

By  the  tall  of  the  ience  and  his  own  sad  fall ; 

No  man  could  say  he  ever  swore  ! 

He  was  only  speaking  of  hclUbo>\\ 

A  drug  she  could  buy  at  Whai's-his-name's  store. 

To  kill  the  bugs  which  her  bushes  bore. 

I  can  not  tell  all  that  the  deacon  said. 

But  he  started  home  with  an  aching  head. 

And  a  hea\-y  heart  that  could  not  rest  ; 

For  a  guilty  feeling  was  in  his  breast 

Which  he  couldn't  get  out,  though  he  tried  his  best. 

And  the  widow,  she  was  ill  at  ease. 

In  spite'of  the  deacon's  apologies. 

She  left  the  garden,  went  up  the  stair, 

Threw  herself  into  her  rockmg-chair. 

And  rocked  and  rocked,  till  the  soothing  balm 

Of  the  breeze  and  the  sunshine  made  her  calm, 

Then  she  searched  the  scriptures  to  find  a  text 

That  should  somewhat  ease  her  mind  perplext ; 

For  her  righteous  soul  was  sorely  vext. 

And  she  wondered,   "Whatever  will  happen  next!" 

And  she  thinks  to  this  day,  as   I've  heard  her  say, 

Brown  shouldn't  have  spoken  in  just  that  way. 

But  as  for  myself,  1  question  whether. 

If  he'd  just  put  his  syllables  nearer  together. 

There  had  been  the  least  trouble  of  scandal.    But  then. 

Such  mistakes  will  occur  with  the  wisest  of  men. 

In  \newing  such  things  with  our  moral  eyes, 
There's  a  tendency,  always,  to  moralize  ; 
And  this  is  the  moral  I  offer  for  all ; 
When  you  think  you  arc  standing  take  heed  lest  you  fall  I 
— Boston  Cotnmonwt'aitlt. 


Shylock  to  Aotonio. 

Signor  Antonio,  many  a  time  und  oft 

In  der  Rialto  you  haf  abused  me 

Abound  mine  monies,  und  said  dot 

I  took  more  inderest  in  a  year 

Den  der  brincipal  \'as  c<jme  to  ! 

Still  haf  I  borne  all  dose  mit 

.\  patient  shrug; 

For,  vat  you  call  it?  sufferance? — 

Vas  der  badge  uv  all  our  tribe ; 

You  call  me  bad  names — 

Misbeliever,  cut-throad.  son  ov  a  gun. 

Cheep  Shon,  und  so  on. 

Yell,  den,  it  vas  now  appeared 

Dat  you  need  mine  helup  I 

You  come  to  me  und  yeu  said. 

Mister  Shylock,  old  poy,   I  vould 

Like  to  borrow  dree  dousand  ducats 

Till  next  Saturday!     You  said  so? 

You  dat  haf  booted  me 

Two,  dree,  six,  several  dimes. 

Und  spum'd  me  from  your  threshold 

Like  a  log  I     Monies  is  your  suit,  den? 

By  goodness,  you  haf  more  cheek 

As  a  book  agent !     Should  I  not  said : 

Haf  a  dog  money? 

Do  a  son  uv  a  gun 

Keep  a  pank  ackound? 

Didn't  it  been  impossibility 

Dat  a  cur  should  lend  you 

Dree  dousand  ducats?     Or, 

Shall  I  bend  low,  und  in  a  bondsman's  key, 

Mit  bated  breath  und  vhlspered  humblene^ 

Said  this: 

Fair  sir,  you  spit  on  me  on  N'ednesday  last, 

You  spum'd  me  on  Thursday, 

On  Fridav  you  told  me  to  vipe  off 

Mine  shin  off; 

Anudder  dime  yoa  call  me 

Old  Stick-in-der-mud ; 

Und,  now,  for  dose  dings 

I  lend  you — a  fife  cent  nickel 

Und  took  a  mortgage 

On  your  old  paid  head  \    Don't  it? 

—on  City  Derrick. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


MANfFACTL'RHRS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoisting  Engine^ 

M.-irine  Stationary  am  Portable 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY  ON   HAND   AND   FOR  SALE, 

Diroct-acling  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationarj-  Engines, 

Quart;  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelling  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT,  SC01T  &  CO. 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 

SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
.\ii(I  205  LeidesdorflT  Street,  San  Francisco. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  Prudent. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Secritar)-. 


T 


HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


INSUR,\NCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS 8450,000 

Principal  Office,  stS  and  220  Sansomc  Street,  San  Francisco 


A.  J, 


officers: 
BRYANT,  President, 
RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


r\IVIDEND    NOTICE.— S AVI NGS 

-'-^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  6io  Clay  Strect.-At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this  day,  a  dividend 
free  of  Federal  ta.x,  of  seven  and  one-half  (7!^)  per  cent, 
per  annum,  was  declared,  on  all  deposits,  for  the  term  end- 
nig  June  29,  1878,  payable  on  and  after  July  15.  1878. 

CYRUS  \Y.  CARMANY,  Cashier. 


D 


I VI D END    NOTICE.— THE    GER- 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30,  1878. 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKEIT,  A.  M., 


Principal, 
Oakland,  Cal. 


M  ULLER'S 

%0F  TO  METER.' 

The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near   Bush,    opposite   the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 


PV. 


W.  DODGE   Sr'   CO., 
WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 


Northwest  com«r  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


RARE   OLD   ENGRAVINGS 

AND   ETCHINGS. 
Y^HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREA  T  EN- 

gravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  the  last  century  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unequaled  workmanship.  They  are  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  1  P.  M  and"  5  i'.  m.,  at 

No,  417  KEARNY  STREET,  ROOM  No.  i, 
Sa.v  Francisco, 


0. 


F.   WILLEY  &-  CO., 


IMl'OKTKKS 


.lA.NL'FACTf]; 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  MONTGOMERY  St.,  SaN   FrANCISCO. 

Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  .S  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  .S.   CAFFREY,  Camden,  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.   KILLAM  &  CO..  New  Haven, 
C0OLI.\G  BROS.,  Wilmington 


ALSO,    AGENTS   FOR 

H-\RNESS  iSIANUFACT'URED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

\.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  line  assortment  of  Robes.  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


H.     J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

D  E  N  T I  S  T, 

IT-^S     REMOVED     HIS     DENTAL' 

Rooms   from   the   N.   E.  comer  of  Broadway  and 
Tenth  Streets  to  the  N.  E.  corner  of  Broadway  and  Twelfth 
Streets,  over  the  Oakland  Bank  of  Sax-ings. 
Oakland,  June  1st,  1878. 


the  half-year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board  of  Directors 
of  the  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared  a 
Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8)  per 
cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  M.  the  rale  of 
six  and  two-thirds  {67^)  per  cent,  ner  annum,  free  of  Fed- 
eral la.\,  and  payable  on  and  after  (tie  i5ih  day  of  July,  1878. 
By  order.  GEO.   LEITE,  Secretary. 


DANIEL  Z.   YOST. 


JDRECKINRWGE 


YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

304  Montgomery  Street. 


J.  M.  WALKER. 


JENNINGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.  AUSTIN. 


c. 


H,    STREET, 

BOOK,  JOB,  AND  GENERAL 

PRINTER    AND     PUBLISHER, 

522  California  Street, 
Between  Montgomery  and  Kearny.     Buildiug  formerly  oc- 
cupied by  the  W.  U.  Telegraph  Company. 


"  What  we  want  is  work,  and  pay  for  doing  it," 
said  the  tramp.  '  •  \Miat  kind  of  work  ?  "  said  a  by- 
nander.  "Unloading  schooners,"  replied  the  incip- 
itni  communist,  "  beer  schooners. " 


Particular  attention  paid  to  the  neat  execution  and  prompt 
delivery  of  everj-  varietj'  of  Printing,  such  as  Cards,  Cir- 
culars, Bill  Heads,  Enveloces,  Receh-ts,  Hasdbili-S, 
Letter  H&ads,  Notes,  Orders  or  Da.s'cing,  Concert 
Programmes,  Bills  of  Lading,  Shipping  Receipts, 
Posters,  etc 

Special  attention  given  to  BRIEFS,  TR.\NSCR1PTS, 
COMPL.-VIXTS,  .-ANSWERS,  PETITIONS,  STOCK 
BROKERS'  EL\NKS,  etc 

In  short,  all  kinds  of  Job  and  Book  Printing  executed  on 
the  shortest  notice  and  at  the  lowest  prices. 

THE  ARGONAUT  BOUND. 

Sufficient  files  of  the  ARGOXAtjX  have  been  pre- 
sen-ed  to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol.  H,  from 
jaimrirj-  12th,  1878.  lo  July  6th.  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  by  apply- 
ing at  the  business  office,  522  California  Street.  As 
the  numbe.'-  of  voliunes  is  limited,  it  would  be  well 
to  apply  early. 


J.  M.  WALKER   &   GO. 

(TTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   IV.    CORNER 
^     Montgomery  a?}d  Pi7ie  Streets. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &.  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^       AT  t^.Vff,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 

OfSce,  No.  5^0  California  .Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  ^. 


E.  H.^LE. 


HALE  &.   PACHECO, 

CTOCK    AND     COMMISSION  BRO- 

^'"^     kers.  317  Montgomerj-  Street,  Xevada  Block. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 


2  Kearny  StreeL 
hours,  rr  A.  .m.  to  i  P.  -M. 
Telephone  in  the  office. 


Residence,  Palace  Hotel.    Office 
5  to  7  r.  M.     Sunday  ii  to  i  only. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 


FOR   SALE  BY 


JOHN    MOLLOY,     54   CLAY    STREET. 


-TilVIDEND  NOTICE.— SAN  ERAN- 

^-^  CISCO  S.WINGS  UNION.  532  California  Street, 
corner  Webb.  —  For  the  half-year  ending  [with  jolh  June, 
1878,  a  dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rale  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Dcposts,  and  six  and  two- 
thirds  (673)  pur  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinarj'  Deposits,  free 
of  Federal  lax,  payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  July  i6th, 
1878.  LOVELL  WHITE,  Oishier. 


A  P  PLICA  TION 


TO     BECOME     A 


SOLE  TRADER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I, 
BESSIE  RIPPEN',  wife  of  Wesley  C.  Rippey,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  amdcounty  and  Slate  alore- 
said,  on  Mlindav,  the  5th  day  of  August,  a.  u.  1878,  the 
same  being  a  day  of  ihe  July  term  of  said  Countj-  Court,  for 
the  judgment  and  decree  of  said  Court  authorizing  and 
permitting  me  to  act  as  a  sole  trader,  and  as  such  to  carry 
on  and  conduct  iw  my  own  name,  in  said  city  and  county  and 
■State  aforesaid,  the  business  of  buying  and  selling  merchan- 
dise, lo  keep  a  grocery  and  fancy  goods  store,  to  buy  and 
sell  personal  .ind  real  property,  to  carry  on  a  farm,  lo  lend 
and  borrow  money  on  mortgages  and  otherwise,  and  lo  do 
and  perform  all  acts  incident  to  said  different  branches  of 
business  and  each  of  them.  BESSIE  RIPPEV. 

June  26th,  A.  O.  1878. 
Wm.  H.  H.  Hart,  .\lloniey  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
ery- Street. 

TDELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

■^^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
Countj',  Nevada- 
Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  17th  day  ol  July,  1878,  an  a&sesE- 
ment  (No.  15)  of  one  dollar  per  snare  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  21,  No.  419  Califoinia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentieth  (20th)  day  of  August,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tuesday, 
the  tenln  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room   21,  No.  419  California  Street,    San    Fran- 
cisco, California. 


PAS  TUR  AGE. 

GENTLEMEN  SEEKING  SUMMER 

^"^  pasturage  for  \'aluable  Horses  tvill  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Corte  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
Argonaut  office.     Terms,  $6  per  month. 


aiLVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

*^      Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San    Francis- 
co,  California,      Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  eighteenth  (18th)  day  of  July,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  3)  of  fifty  cents  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  19,  Hayward's  Building,  No.  419 
California  Street,  San  Fraocisco,  California. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  a*.sessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
00  the  twenty-second  (22d)  day  of  August,  1878,  will 
be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Thi^rs- 
DAV,  the  twelfth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  de- 
linquent assessment,  together  with  cosLs  of  advertising  and 
expenses  of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.   E.  DEAN,  Secretary. 

Offic«,  Room  19,  Hayward's  Building,  No.  419  California 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


ryiVIDEND  NOTICE.— ERENCH 

■^"'^  Savings  and  Loan  Society,  411  Bush  Street.— For  the 
half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  French  Savings  and 
Loan  Society'  has  declared  a  dividend  of  jl't  per  cent,  per 
annum,  free  of  Federal  ta.\,  payable  on  and  after  July  17, 
1878.     By  order  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 
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MUSICAL    BOXES 

E  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  citj'. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  st»ck. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
d©ne  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &.    CO., 

M.ANUF.ACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNEYS-A T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Sher-man's  Euilding, 

Montgomeiy  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


wm^Mm 


COMMENCING    Sl^NDAY,    JulV    14,    1878. 

Passenger  trains  w-iH  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  j^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
^'O  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^^  At  Pajae;o,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 
rn    -fn  ^-  ^^-  DAILY    for    San    Jose    and   Way   Sta- 

-  -  „  P.  iM.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O'O  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
J®"  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

S^  On  Satirdays  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaro  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
turning, passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  a.  m.  Mon- 
days (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10 
A.   M 

S^  Special  Notice. — On  Satlrdayk  only  the  run  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  to  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V.  R.  R.  for  Monterey.  Returning,  leave 
Monterey  Mondays  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  a.  .m. 

,     .r,    P-    M.    DAILY    for    San    Jose    and    Way    Sta- 
4-4^  tions. 
A   on^-  ^'^-  I^AILY    for    Menlo    Park  and  Way  Sta- 

S^-  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a,  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6,00  p.  M. 

SS^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to   Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
^'  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferr>' 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  v.  m,  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  ^lohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 
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ORTH    PACIFIC    COAST    RAIL- 
ROAD. 

INCREASED    FACILITIES. 


On  and  after  Wednesday,  May  1st,  1878,  the  two  new,  fast, 
and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 
SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 
and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 
WEEK  DAYS. 
Leave  San  Francisco. 
(From   San    Quentin    Ferrj", 
Market   Street). 
.  for  Srn  Rafael. 


8.15  "  for  San  R.  &  Junct'n 
9.40  " 

1.43  P.M.  "  " 

4.00  "  "  " 

5.00  "  "  " 

6.15  "    for  San  Rafael. 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 


(From    San    Quentin    Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
10.00  a.m.  for  San'Rafael. 
12.30  P.M.       "  " 

3-15     "         "  " 

5.45     "  for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00   A.  M.   Excursion   train, 
connecting   at    Junction 
with  train  for  San  Ra- 
fael 


7.00 
SUNDAYS. 


Leave  San  Raf.ael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Ferrj-.) 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco, 
S.oo     " 

9.00     "  "             " 

11.00     "  "             " 

3.15  P.M.  " 

5.00      "  "                 " 

6.15      "  " 

(^'ia  Saucelito  Ferrj'). 

M.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 

8.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
ii.iS     "         "  " 

1.45  P.M.         "  " 

4.30       "  "  " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 

6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael have  been  reduced  as  follows:  Weekdays,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents, 

W.  R,  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W,  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 
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'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


TIME  SCHEDULE  — SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

Commencing  Monday,  June  loth.   1S78,    Boats  and  Trains 

will  leave  San  Francisco  (Washington  Street 

"VVharf ),  as  follows : 

7yn/-)  A.M.,  DAILY^  Su7iaays  excepted^ 
'^^  MAIL  AND  EXPRESS  TRAIN,  via 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  made  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs,  Geyserville  for  Skaggs" 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino 
City,  Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and 
tbe  GEYSERS. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville, 
Russian  River,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  7.55  r.  m.) 

fif)  P.  M.,  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted^ 

^^  EXPRESS  via  Donahue  for  Cloverdale  and 
way  stations.  Stage  connections  at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma. 
Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following 
Monday:  Donahue,  Si  50;  Petaluma,  $2;  Santa  Rosa,  $3; 
Healdsburg,  $4  ;  Cloverdale,  $5. 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  12.55  p.  m.) 
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SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

R  Qf)  A.  M.^Snndays  only,  via  DonaJme, 

^  *^^  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip :  Donahue,  $1  :  Petaluma,  $1  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2  ;  Healdsburg,  S3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bels,  Guerneville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50  ;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's.and  Guerneville,  $3. 

(AJrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  M.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m,  to  5.00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 
Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  *z  Nevada  Block. 


C.  P.  R.  R. 
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OMMENCING      WED  NE  S  DAY, 

July  10,  1S78.  and  until  further  notice, 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEAVE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 


7,00    '^-    ^^-^    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  p,  M.] 

^  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

Exji^M^ss  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-)  for  Sacra- 
mento, Marj-svitfe,  Reddine  (Portland,  Or,)  Colfax,  Reno 
(Virginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  p  m.j 

8.00  -"^-    -^•'     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

Special  train  via  Oakland  Ferrj',  arrives  at 
Martinez  10.15  a.  .m.  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  p. 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  v.  m. 

Excursion  Tickets  at  Reduced  Rates. 

Q^  OQ  A.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/  '-D  Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 

Oakland  Ferry)  to  Martinez, 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  m.] 

?   00  ^-  ''^•'   D^I^'^^   5^iV  JOSE 

,D  ■  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Niles),  Stopping  at  all  way  stations-  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  :.i.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

O    on   ^-    ^^■'    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

^  *Jj  Railwaj'  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  31.] 


yf   r)r)  P.  M.,   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

£^,\J\J  yj.^|p  ^yj^  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Mercedi  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers), Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  knd 
Yuma,  Connects  at  Niles  iivith  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6,55  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  m.] 

yt  r)Q  p.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^'^'-^  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  g.35  p.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  n.io  a.  m.] 

/   r,f)  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^•^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
\Vharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River  ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  k. y\.  dailj'. 

[.\rrivc  San  Francisco  8.00  P.  M.] 

\,    on   P-    '^'^■^    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^  *^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  A.  M.  [iVrrive  San  Francisco  7.30  A.  M.] 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


^—Sundays  excepted.  cSuttdays  mtly. 

■'  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Femsidc,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9,00,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 
p,  M. 

To  San  Jose,  dailj',  tg-so  A,  m.,  3.00,  4.00  p.  M. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundaj's,  S.oo,  10.00,  11.00  . 
6,00  P,  M, 
From  San  Jose,  dailj',  7.05,  8.10  a.  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Francisco — Dai/y—^6.y\ — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9,15, 
10,15—11.15  A.  M.—I5.15— 1,15— 2,25— 3-15— 4-'5~5-i5 

— 6.15  P,  M. 

From  Oakland — Daily — b6.2o — 07. 10 — 8.05 — g.05 — 10.05 
— 11.05  A.  M,  —  12,05 — 1-05 — 2-^5 — 3-05 — 4-05 — 5-05 — 
6.05  P.  M.  B — Daily,  Simdnys  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  lor  and  10.^  Montgomery  Street, 
A.  N,  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN. 

General  Sup't,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t. 
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"RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearnev,  San,  Francisco. 
G.  MAKE,  Director. 


l\/rASONIC  SAVINGS 
-^*^  AND  LOAN  BANK, 

No.  6  Post  St.,  Masonic  Te.mpi.e,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Term  and  Ordinary  Deposits  received.  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  January  of  each  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretary. 


C;*    P.  C.  R,  R.-~(NARR01V  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  ^vill  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferrj- Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ  A.  M.,  z'ia  Ala})ieda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  .^varado.  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Loveladj-'s,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

O  20  ^'  '^■'  ^'"^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

)/ '  for   Alameda,    Newark,   Alviso,    Santa   Cfara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cklz ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquet,  to  Santa  Crl-z. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos,) 

PQ  P.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

'  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations, 

^^  On  Saturdaj's  onlj- stages  \vill  connect  with  the  4.20 
p,  ,M,  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga,  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  -\.  -M.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  '^-  >'• 
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FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE  SAN   FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


A.M. 
500 

A.M. 
6.40 

A.M.       1 

A.  M. 
^10.30 

1         P.M. 
1        4-20 

1         P.M. 

1      6.20 

'    LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 

5 -40 

1        A.M.       1 
1        7-30       1 

A..M.        1 
9.26        1 

P.M, 
'3.00 

1         P.M. 

1      4-26 

P.M. 
7.00 

THOS 

'  Sundaj 
CARTER, 
Superintendent. 

s  only. 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj'  five  daj's,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO^  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
everj'  third  daj". 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Companj''s  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomerv  St.,  keak  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents,^ 
No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Fra:.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  w^II  leave  San  Francisco: 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  everj'  month, 

FOR  S\T)NEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
June  JO,  July  8,  Aug,  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter, 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA.  CENTR,\L  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  19th  of  each  month, 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter, 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loch, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets, 


o 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 


STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and   Erannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   \nih   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesdaj-,   June  iS  I  Thursdaj',  July  25 
Friday,  August  16.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesdaj-,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at   the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's \Vharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.   COLTON.  President. 


s 


AUCELITO  FERRY. 


12  m. ;  3.C 


SUMMER  ARR.\NGEMENT, 

On  and  after  Sunday.  April  7th,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows  : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Davis  street — 8.45  a,  m,;  n.oo 
a.  m,  ;  'j.30  p.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucelito— 7.55  a,  m.— R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  i  p.  m.  ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco— S,oo  a- m. — R,  R.;  10.00  a.  m. 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m. ;  1  i.oo  a.  ra. ;  1,00  p.  m, ;  3.30  p.  m, ; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m.— R.  R. 

On  MOND.\Y  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     •  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO,,  No,  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


T 


'HE  NEVADA   BANK 

OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gol 

Surplus  (U.  S,  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
LoLis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  f  C,  T,  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street,)  (Chas.  W  Church. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers' Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Paj-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Offica 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc. 

A  uthorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Eai  nijigs 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Monej-,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  ,, 

IGN-.    StEINHART,  P*"S'"- 
P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


nrHE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN  FRANCISCO- 


Capital $^^000,000 

D,  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown .1. Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agencj-  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unioa 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand  ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation, 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast- 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  partsof  the  world. 
Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydnej-,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 
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IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D,  O'Sullivan. 

trustees. 
M,  D,  Sweenej',  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P,  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A  Donahue, 

Treasurer. Edward  M.\rtin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  com»r  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR- 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wcl  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  \vill  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivcrj-. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit, 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P,  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    Ai\D    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PC  WELL 
and  Eddj*  Streets.  Ordinarj' and  Term  Dcpositsj^- 
ceived,  and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  securitj'.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  bj-  Wells,  Fargo  K;  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  rcce-nt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  orcnirance  fee. 

D.WID   FARQUHARSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS'  HALL, 323 

^"^      Montgomerj'   Street,    San    Francisco.      Deposits  re- 
ceived   in   sums  of  one   dollar  and   upward.     Remittances 
from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  WwUs.  '^arco  X  Co's 
Express  Office  or  any  reliable  bankmg  boii':'..  '  i^'    '"■.  l.'.mk 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  dr.-li%cr; 
of  the  depositor  should  accompany  ihe  Mr 
MARTIN  PEL II 
James  Benson,  Secretarj-, 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEmiC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEOAXT  P/AXOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .\kci.1  r..r  P;n,lfic  Loa>[. 

tS"  Ownei^  uf  Cliickering  Planus  arc  specially  rcque&l«d 
to  leave  orders  for  lunint:  at  warerooins.  31  Post  Street. 

.mTJsic 

K.\.\lll£  PIA.NOS, 
iRVi.NG  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Pianos, 
Princt-  OfiTti/tSj  It'ii/i-rs'  Orj^ii/ts,  S/wtt  Afusii: 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

-33  M.-\KKET  STREET. 

H'lANOS 

SCHOM.ACKEK  .AND   HENKV  K.  MIL- 
LER CELEIiR.ATEiJ  PI.\N"OS. 

Pi.uw»  'luiicl.  RciilrJ.  ;iii.l  f^>r  S.ilc  .■»  the  Inyl.illiiiciil  I'l.uj. 

WOODWORTH,  SCHELL&  Co. 

12  Host  Street,  San  Francisco. 


H.   P.   WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Uliulr-.,!.  .111.1  kci.ul 

Druggists,   Iiiiporlcrs  of  Foreign 

and  Domestic  Drugs,  C/ieiii- 

ieo/s,  and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Montgomery*  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

pARTICVLAR    ATTKXTIOX   PAID 

to  com^unding  J'h)'sician"s  Prcscriptiuiis,  ihe  dis- 
pcDMiig  of  which  i:>  entnisLcd  only  to  the  most  Competent 
hands,  while  everj-  care  t^  token  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


r\FFER  THE  FOLLOWIXG  HOUSES 


and  Ix>lson  the  Installment  Plan: 


3 
1 
3 
4 

and 

1 

3 

1 
1 
3 
1 

1 

2 

1 
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HOUSES  west  side  Guerrero  street,  betu-cen'Hiirteenth 

and  Fourteenth     lo  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSE  northwest  comer  (luerrero  vii^el  and  Clinton 

Park — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  north  side  Wa.shinsloo,  between  Webster  and 

Fillmore — lo  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  north  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Gucnxrro, 

Dolores,   'ITjirleenth   and    Fourteenth  streets— 6  rooms 

bath. 

HOUSE  northwest  comer  Twenly-firstand  Jessie  sis. — 

lu  rooms  and  bath. 


HOUSES  south   side  Clay  street,  betwci 
Lca\'enworth— lo  room>  and  bath. 


Jones  acd 


HOUSES  north  ade  WaJiington -street,  between  Fill, 
more  and  Sleiner — 8  rooms  and  hath. 
HOUSE  west  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twent>-- first-  7  roijois. 

HOUSE  south  side   Liberty  street,  between  Valencia 
and  Guerrero  -  3  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  west  side  Webster  street,  between  Jaglvson 
and  Washington — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  south  side  Post  street,  between  Web>terand 
Fillmore— S  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSE  east  side   of  York   >lreet.   between   Twenty- 
fourth  and  Twenty-fifth— 6  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSES  west   side    Pierce  street,  between   CFarrcIl 
and  Ellis — 6  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  south  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Cueneit), 
Dolores,  .Market,  and  Fourteenth  sts— 7  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSES  south  side  Twenty-first  street,  between  Va- 
lencia and  Mission— 6  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  west  ^idc  Verba  Bnena  street,  between  Clay 
and  Sacramento,  .Ma.'-.>n  and  Tajlor — 13  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  easi  side  Ste^-cnson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twenty-first — h  rooms  and  b.ilh. 

^S*  The  houses  arc  ;J1  entuely  new.  are  of  modem  con- 
struction and  finish,  and  easily  accessible  by  street  railioods. 
They  are  entirelv  disconnected,  ha\-e  been  built  under  o-i- 
own  super\-ision  by  D.AV  WORK,  and  are  warranted  first- 
class  in  every  respect.  The  title  warranted  iierfcct  in  all 
cases.  WM.   HOLLIS,  Manager, 

230  Montgomery  Street- 

FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTOR\EY   AT   LAW,  604    HER- 

chant  Street.    Room  16.      Probate,   dnVfoe,  bask- 

ruptc>-;  and  all  other  cases  .ittended  to. 


SINESS 

COLLEGE, 

■>t-.  S.^n  Francisco 


A    CARD. 

TO    OUR     PATRONS    ON    THE     PACIFIC    COAST    USING    THE 

"AUTOMATIC" 

Macliines,  riv  liercby  cjjcr  Three  Premiums  of  $jo.  $-fo.  and  Sjo. 


F 


70R    THE  BEST  DISPLAY   OF  SEWING  DOSE  ON  OUR  MACHINES, 


as  foltou-s:  For  the  best  and  largest  display  of  fiiie\Vhite  Sewing,  such  as  Ladies'  Underwear,  Infaiils'  Dresses, 
ind  Flannel,  etc.,  a  Premium  of 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  secuud  Itcst  s;u»e  kind  of  work — 


FORTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 


F.T  till- best  sh.iinng  of  Hc;.vy  Wor);, 


-  Ileavt-r  tr.al.^,  1:..; 


r  Vests,  t 


THIRTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

The  wurk  t.)  be  iikiccd  on  c.xhibitKHi  :ii  the  .Meglianio-'  K.ur  this  coming  Fall,  iind  premiums  to  l>c  awiirded  by  a 
committee  of  ihrec  ladies  to  be  chosen  at  the  lime.  -At  the  close  uf  the  Fair  all  work  to  be  returned  lo  owner.  No 
Work  lo  be  washed,  but  to  l>c  placed  on  exhibition  Just  is  it  comes  from  machine.  Ladies  taking  purl  in  this  matter 
will  not  be  known  peisonally,  as  work  will  be  designated  by  the  number  placed  upon  it.  No  .Sewing  Machine  ore\- 
Scwing  Machine  Icachcr  allowed  to  compete.  Fair  opens  August  6,  1878.  .\ll  parties  taking  an  interest  in  this 
matt«r  not  only  have  the  Iwnefil  of  their  own  work,  but  stand  a  chance  of  winning  one  of  the  prizes.  -Any  further 
infornudion  i_;iii  !«;  obtained  at  our  office. 

WILLCOX  &.  GIBBS  SEWING  MACHINE  CO. 

C.   L.  HOVEY,    MANAGER. 
124  Post  Street San  Francisco.  |  361  Twelfth  Street Oakland. 


SWIMmIng"  BATHS 

pVOT.   OF   WERSTER   STREET,  ON  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

l!E.\CH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronoiince<l  by  the  "elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakhmd  as  the  only 
place  for  a  giKid  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep,  anil  high  «  ater  ai  all  times 
i>f  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCO.MMOD.VnONS   FOR    LADIES   UNATI  ENF^ED. 
Ktachcd  in  thirly-fi\e  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEW.\RK — depot  on  the  premises;  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
t"  M.vsiiL  Smtioo.  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-car^  at   Kroadway  Station,  running  within  two  blocks  of  the  lialhs, 
BATHS     25  CENTS    including  IVivate  Room,  Bathing  Suils,  ToweU,  Shower  Baths,  etc 

.      '  '  R.  HALEV  &  C,  A.  EDSON,  Proprietor. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 


HA\'E    FI\'E  TIMES  .\.S   MUCH 


FURNITU 


As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  thai  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  AVISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE.  THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 


Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL.,  1878. 


"THE    MANAGERS    HAVE    THE 

honor  ti-  announce  tothe  public  that  the  TuiKTHfiNTii 
Gk.\m»  ExHihiTiiix  oh  ScitNLE.  Art,  \mj  Imji  strv. 
given  under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth,  and  Mission  Sts., 
on  Ti  ti.!>A\,  .\ugust  13th.  Great  and  unusual  attractions 
will  lie  presented  to  visitors.  Mining.  Agricultural,  and 
other  machinerj-  will  be  in  motion.  Pacific  Co;isl  Manufact- 
ures'. Minerals,  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be  fully  repre- 
sented, besides  many  new  novelties  never  before  exhibited 
on  this  coast.  Tke  .\rt  Department  will  be  under  the  su- 
per%i5ion  of  the  San  Francisco  ,\rt  .Vssociation,  a  guarantee 
for  excellence  and  completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially 
represented,  as  also  works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  .selected 
from  the  private  galleries  of  this  city.  The  Horticultural 
Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  vn'U  In;  male  still  mure  at- 
tractive this  \-ear  by  the  addition  of  many  ncrt  feature-. 
The  Music— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  ti^st^;la.-^  inT.tni- 
mental  Concert  will  l»e  ^ven  by  the  best  soloist?,  and  accom- 
plished musicians  of  thi-.  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  pro- 
gramme of  ti.e  most  popular  music.  No  expense  or  pains 
will  be  spared  by  the  management  that  will  add  to  the  com- 
fort or  convenience  of  visitors.  .Applications  for  sjiacc  or 
information  can  l»e  obtained  ftiim  the  Secretary,  at  theol^ce, 
27  Post  Street.  IRVING  M.  SCOTT.   President. 

J.  H.  GILMORE.  Superintendent. 
J.   H.  CiLVER,  Secretary*. 


RENT    HOUSES, 

COLLECT  RENTS,  MANAGE  ESTATES 

TTOO'SES    .IND    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

in   this  city,  Oakland,  and   Alameda.     Lands  and 
■  Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  the  counlrj-.     Agents   in  the 
'  principal  cities.     Colleciions  made  throughout  the  coast. 
^^O,   534   CALIFORNIA    .STREET. 

MAYNARD   &.  JONES, 

IMI'UKTKKS   0¥ 

FIRST  ()UAL1TY  ONLY 

Boots  and  Shoes, 

238  KEARNY  ST.,  NEAR  BUSH. 


Sole  Agents  for  the  celebrated  Greek  Cross  brand  of  La- 
dies' and  Children's  Shoes. 

^3^  Just  received,  500  dozen  latest  styles  of  Sandals, 
French  and  Oxford  Ties,  Low  Shoes,  etc. 


RUPTURE 


BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  yijU  see  wliat  has  been  acojni- 
plished  by  DR.  PIERCES  Lite  in- 
\'ention. 

Call,  or   ^nd   for  New    Illustrated 
Book.     Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


HO!    FOR    THE    RICH    MINES 


B  O  D  I E  ! 


D 


R.  G.  7.   VAX  VLACK, 


t  EDUV  SIREET, 

Opi^aiTE  The  Baldwi-n. 


n-HE  NEW  ROUTE  IS  170    MILES 

th-:  -li'.ne.I,  niij  in;ijc  in  about  ti.-iif  the  time,  by  the 

PIONEER  STAGE  LINE, 

AS  follows: 

Leaves  MILTON  on  arrival  of  tr^n  at  9.30  .\.  m.,  on 
Ti;ESt>AV,  Thuksd.w,  and  Satirhav,  arriving  at  Bodie  at 
4  p.  >i.  the  ncTt  day. 

Leaves  BODIE  St^NDAY,  Tlesuav,  and  Tmlksdav,  at 
6  s.  M.,  and  connects  with  train  at  Milton  at  io.45  the  next 
day,  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  5.15  p.  w. 

For  all  information  and  to  secure  tickets,  call  on  J.  M. 
HUTCHINGS  and  ED.  HARRISON,  .Agents,  at  C. 
Beach's  Book  Store,  No.  3  Montgomer>-  Street. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

.Vr    CREMI.V    KKDUCKll    PKICKS. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shrcvc   ct"'   Co., 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS 

—  AND  — 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 


The  perfcclion  which  the  manufacture  of  Marblei)!ed 
Iron  Mantels  lias  attained  brings  them  in  direct  competitioD 
with  the  best  qualities  of  slate  for  all  purposes  where  mantels 
are  used,  and  they  are  in  a  great  measure  taking  the  place 
I'f  marble.  The  soft  rich  color  in  which  these  mantels  are 
finished  renders  them  a  much  more  agreeable  article  of  fur- 
niture to  a  room  than  the  cold,  repulsive-looking  marble 
slab,  and  colors  may  be  selected  to  harmom/e  with  the  fur- 
niture. In  El.EGANLK  UK  DksIGN,  QlALlTV  OF  FiNISH, 
AMI  DiKAHiMTV  Uf  PoMSH,  they  are  everj"  Way  supcrioF 
to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also,  they  cost 
vcr>'  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far  more  durable 
than  either. 

The  Largest  Stock  and  Greatest  Variety  on  the  Pacific 
Coast,         For  sale  by 

W,  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO,, 

No.s.  110,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  B,viTERV  St. 


GRAND  AVERAGE,  95  1-2, 
OUT  OF  A  POSSIBLE  96. 


CAUTION. ^One  New  York  Piano-maker  having  not 
only  published  the  Judges"  signatures  to  an  altered  report, 
but  also  dishonestly  advertised  that  he  had  received  an  aver- 
age of  95  out  of  a  possible  p6,  the  E.vamining  Judges  flatly 
contradicted  him,  and  certify  that  he  reached  an  avaage  of 
ooj<  only,  ranking  but  third  on  Square  and  kolkth  on 
Parlor  Grands. 

Every-  Steinway  Pi.-uio  warranted  for  five  years,  and  sold 
on  the  installment  plan  if  desired,  and  old  Pianos  taken  in 
part  paj-menL 

MATTHIAS    GRAY, 

.■\genl,  105  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco, 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  ti^'jrtiner 

19   AND    2 


luf  ARTISTS'  M.VTEKIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 


POST   STREET. 


^A  RE  ROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

KEARNY  ANB  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 

'ITie  only  really  light-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


'DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.   E\".\NS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT 

FIRST  CLASS  IX  ALL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

^^     for  Laiiies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     S^  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court. 


BEAMISH'S 


The  Argonaut. 


VOL.  III.    NO.  4. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,   AUGUST  3,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


WHY  SHOULD  THE  CHINESE  GO? 


A  PertineDt  Inquiry  from  a  Mandarin  High  in  Authority. 


h-ALACE  Hotel,  August  2,  1878. 

To  THE  Argonaut: — You  will  doubtless  gather  from  the  superscrip- 
tion and  general  appearance  of  this  letter  that  I  am  what  Europeans,  in 
the  abundance  of  their  vanity,  would  be  wevy  likely  to  regard  as  an 
anomaly — an  educated  Chinaman.  In  a  word,  I  speak  and  write  your 
language,  as  I  believe,  correctly.  And  it  is  because  of  this  slight  accom- 
plishment that  my  general  unworthiness  has  been  overlooked  bv  mv 
countrymen  residing  in  California,  and  I  have  been  selected  by  them  to 
communicate  to  the  public  the  Chinese  side  of  the  Chinese  question. 
The  Argonaut  has  been  especially  preferred  as  the  medium  for  the 
promulgation  of  these  views  on  account  of  its  reputed  fairness  to  all. 

The  cry  is  here  that  the  Chinese  must  go.  I  sav  that  they  should 
not  go  ;  that  they  can  not  go  ;  will  not  go.  More  than  this,  that,  were 
it  conceivable  that  they  went,  your  State  would  be  ruined  ;  in  a  word, 
that  the  Chinese  population  of  the  Pacific  Coast  have  become  indispen- 
sable to  its  continued  prosperity,  and  that  you  cannot  aiford  to  part  with 
them  upon  any  consideration. 

If  this  be  true — and  I  believe  I  can  demonstrate  it  even  to  your  satis- 
faction— the  truth  is  an  important  one.  It  concerns  every  element  of 
the  future  social  life  of  California  ;  it  lies  at  the  basis  of  yoxu"  industries; 
it  is  bound  to  subvert  that  demagogism  by  which  your  politics,  as  you 
call  it,  have  been  degraded  to  a  level  scarcely  higher  than  incendiarism, 
pillage,  and  murder. 

Before  I  begin,  let  me  describe  the  spirit  in  which  I  propose  to  discuss 
this  subject.  In  the  first  place  I  intend  to  be  just ;  to  differ  from  you 
honestly;  to  be  influenced  by  neither  prejudice,  hatred,  nor  resentment ; 
to  employ  no  specious  arguments  ;  to  set  up  no  weak  issue,  the  easier 
to  demolish  it ;  to  employ  respectful  language  ;  to  advance  no  facts 
which  are  not  either  well  known  to  history  or  established  in  the  course 
of  the  discussion  itself. 

Clothed  in  this  dignity  of  discourse,  I  enter  the  lists  without  fear.  I 
am  upon  your  soil ;  I  am  sturounded  at  the  best  by  unsympathetic  spec- 
tators ;  my  only  buckler  is  the  truth  ;  my  only  weapon  your  language, 
the  peculiarities  of  which  can  never  be  wholly  mastered  by  a  foreigner. 
Far  from  complaining  of  any  disadvantage  in  these  respects,  I  am  free  ! 
to  own  that  no  soil  is  freer,  no  assemblage  more  noble,  no  regulations 
more  just,  than  those  which  claim  the  proud  title  of  American. 

And  now  let  the  heralds  be  heard  and  'my  grievance  stated.  Hear, 
oh,  ye  just  and  valiant  men,  ye  beauteous  and  compassionate  women, 
the  plaint  of  K\sang  Chang  Ling,  a  Uterafe  of  the  first  class,  a  warrior 
and  noble,  a  leader  of  the  Chinese  and  a  representative  by  authority. 

The  first  intercourse  in  modern  times  between  Europe  and  China  took 
place  in  the  early  part  of  the  thirteenth  cenlur}',  when  Gtnghis  Khan, 
our  first  Mongol  emperor,  canied  an  imperial  army  and  the  cause  of 
Deism,  or,  as  you  now  call  it,  Unitarianism  (I  use  the  word  iidvisedlv), 
through  idolatrous  Russia.  In  1235.  Oktai,  son  of  Genghis,  dispatched 
his  nephew,  Batu  Khan,  with  500.000  men.  who.  in  the  same  cause,  con^ 
quered  Russia,  Poland,  and  Silesia,  including  the  strongly  fortified  cities 
of  Cracow  and  Lublin.  This  prince  met  and  overthrew  in  battle,  Prince 
George  II.,  of  Prussia  ;  Henry,  Duke  of  Breslau  ;  and  Bala  IV.,  of  Hun- 
gary- ;  only  resting  his  \ictorious  army  after  he  had  encamped  in  Dal- 
matia  and  floated  the  ensign  of  China  above  the  Venitian  sea. 

In  1240,  and  while  still  occupied  in  that  religious  regeneration  of  East- 
em  EtU"ope  which  had  been  commenced  by  the  illustrious  Genghis, 
Prince  Batu  died,  leading  command  of  the  army  of  occupation  to  Prince 
Barkah.  In  1245,  after  news  had  reached  Europe  of  the  conquest  of  Jeru- 
salem by  the  Kharizmians  and  the  treacherous  massacre  of  the  Knights 
Templar  and  other  Christian  inhabitants,  the  Seventh  Crusade  was  pro- 
claimed, and  Pope  Innocent  IV.,  of  Rome,  and  Louis  IX..  of  Trance, 
united  in  an  entreaty  to  the  Chinese  prince  to  combine  with  them  in 
chastising'the  Moslem.  This  request  he  was  inclined  to  grant  for  two 
reasons :  First,  the  Chinese  sympathized  with  Christianity,  which  had 
been  tolerated  and  allowed  to  be  preached  in  China  since  the  advent  of 
the  Nestorian  Olopwen  in  636  ;  second,  at  the  time  of  Prince  Batu's 
death  he  was  preparing  a  force  to  conquer  Turkey  and  uproot  Moham- 
medanism. But,  insurrection  breaking  out  in  Russia.  Barkah  \\as  com- 
pelled to  march  thither  and  forego  the  pleasure  of  uniting  his  forces 
\nth  those  of  the  Christian  monarchs.  When,  at  a  later  period,  Pope 
Boniface  VIII,  sent  a  number  of  Catholic  missionaries  to  our  countrj', 
they  were  received  with  kindness  and  permitted  to  preach  their  doctrines 
without  molestation. 

So  much  for  the  first  intercourse  between  China  and  modem  Europe. 
To  you.  Genghis  Khan  was  a  cmel  marauder  at  the  head  of  an  army 
of  robbers  and  murderers,  who  overran  Eastern  Europe  for  spoil.  To 
us,  he  was  a  great  religious  leader,  who  sought  to  uproot  idolatry'  and 
establish  a  pure  and  simple  deism  in  its  place.  The  idea  of  leaving  a 
rich  country  like  China  to  find  spoil  upon  the  desolate  steppes  of  Rus- 
sia, or  amongst  the  wretched  peasants  of  Prussia  or  Hungary,  is  ab- 
surd. If  our  generals  had  been  after  spoil,  ihcy  would  have  marched 
into  Western  Europe  for  it  There  was  no  physical  ofast.ulo  to  stop 
them.  They  had  more  men-at-arms  equipped  and  encamped  in  Dal- 
matia  than  all  Europe  could  have  raised  in  a  year.  But  there  was  a 
moral  obstacle  in  the  way.  Western  Europe  was  a  Christian  country, 
and  with  the  religion  of  Christ  the  Chinese  leaders  had  no  quarrel. 
And  so,  from  the  confines  of  Christendom,  within  whose  borders  they 
never  entered,  these  half  a  million  of  warriors,  with  whom  Prince  Bar- 
kah had  crossed  the  Danube,  were  marched  back  over  five  thousand 
miles,  chiefly  of  arid  wastes,  to  the  Flowery  Kingdom  and  their  homes. 
If  you  have  anything  in  the  historj-  of  your  civilization  to  match  the 
magnitude  of  these  expeditions,  the  distances  they  traversed,  the  grand- 


eur of  their  mission,  and  the  sublime  restraint  they  exercised  toward 
Christian  Europe,  we  Chinamen  would  be  glad  to  hear  of  it.  I  am 
sure  you  will  not  find  it  in  the  expeditions  of  Cortes  or  Pizarro,  who, 
between  them  and  in  the  name  of  your  religion,  butchered  several  mill- 
ions of  the  peaceful  and  inoffensive  inhabitants  of  Me.tico  and  Peru, 
and  reduced  the  remainder  to  the  cruel  slavery  of  the  mines.  Xor  is 
it  to  be  found  in  the  annals  of  the  Thirty  Years  War,  nor  in  the  records 
of  the  Inquisition, 

But  it  is  not  to  invite  such  comparisons  that  these  episodes  of  history 
have  been  introduced.  My  object  is  a  higher  one.  This  is  to  compare 
the  military  power  and  resources  of  China  and  Western  Europe  at  three 
critical  periods  of  their  intercourse — at  the  period  of  the  Chinese  in- 
vasions of  the  thirteenth  century,  at  the  opening  of  maritime  commerce 
by  Europeans  in  the  sixteenth  century,  and  at  the  present  time. 

When  the  hosts  of  Batu  Khan  overlooked  the  Adriatic  Sea,  they 
were  clad  in  steel  armor  and  mounted  upon  fleet  horses.  Their  arms 
consisted  of  the  sword,  battle-ax,  mace,  bow-gun.  and  culverin.  With 
the  exception  of  the  pieces  used  by  the  Arabs  in  Spain,  who  had  ob- 
tained a  knowledge  of  gunpowder  from  China,  through  commercial  chan- 
nels, these  culverins  were  the  only  artillery  in  Europe.  In  a  word,  the 
arms  and  accoutrements  of  the  Chinese  were  at  that  period  vastly  supe- 
rior to  those  employed  throughout  Europe  generally;  the  numbers  of 
their  armies  were  far  greater,  and  their  disciphne  was  perfect;  and.  as 
to  their  prowess,  this  is  attested  by  their  conquests,  and  still  more  by 
by  the  almost  entire  silence  of  European  historj'  concerning  them. 

At  this  period,  save  in  Mohammedan  Spain,  Western  Europe  was 
steeped  in  poverty,  ignorance,  and  despair.  Its  civiliy^tion  had  been 
long  decaying  ;  its  population  had  dwindled  from  sixty  millions,  in  the 
time  of  the  Antonines,  to  thirty  millicns  when  the  Inquisition  was  es- 
tablished. Society  had  become  so  debased  that  in  the  eleventh  century 
human  beings  were  employed  as  a  circulating  medium  in  Britain,  and 
the  price  of  a  man  was  less  Uian  that  of  a  hawk. 

In  the  twelfth  centur>',  and  as  a  sign  of  his  superiority.  Pope  Celest- 
inc  III.  kicked  the  crown  off  the  head  of  the  Emperor,  Henry  VI. 
Kings  then  lived  in  huts,  arid  peasants  in  holes  in  the  ground,  where 
they  slept  with  the  pigs.  The  common  garment  was  a  sheepskin, 
which  was  worn  through  life.  That  of  Thomas  a'  Becket  had  to  be 
peeled  from  off"  his  back  after  he  died.  Woolen  garments  were  worn 
at  a  later  date,  and  at  first  only  by  the  feudal  lords  and  their  principal 
retainers.  .-Vs  for  undergarments,  these  were  only  known  to  the  Arabs. 
The  continent  was  divided  into  a  great  number  of  petty  kingdoms — 
in  France  alone  there  were  twenty-nine,  each  with  its  own  dynasty  and 
hislor}* — and  each  kingdom  into  an  infinite  number  of  feudatories.  The 
kings  were  mere  figure-heads  ;  the  real  power  lay  locally  with  the  feudal 
lords,  and  continentally  with  the  Pope.  Indulgences  were  bought  and 
sold  in  open  day  ;  the  grossest  sensuality  pre^-ailed.  ajid  every  tendency 
toward  progression  was  smothered  in  the  folds  of  a  sordid  ecclesiasti- 
cism  and  a  profligate  aristocracy. 

In  a  word,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  China  stood  at  the  height  of  her 
power  and  magnificence;  Europe  at  the  lowest  point  of  her  decadence. 
Magna  Charta  was  not  written  until  1215,  and  had  to  be  confirmed 
above  fifty  times  during  three  centuries  before  its  reforms  were  assured. 
Coal — that  illimitable  reservoir  of  mechanical  force,  which  has  subverted 
the  relations  and  revolutionized  the  histor)-  of  races — was  not  discovered 
in  Newcastle  until  1239,  nor  made  an  article  of  traffic  until  1381.  The 
Crusades,  the  inventions  of  gunpowder  and  printing — both  obtained 
from  China — the  discovery  of  America,  the  reformation  ;  in  short,  all  of 
those  causes  or  influences  to  which  the  civilization  of  Modem  Europe 
has  been  variously  ascribed,  had  yet  to  occur.  When  these  did  occur 
Europe  rose  to  power,  whilst  at  the  same  time,  China,  from  causes 
which  I  need  not  enter  into  here,  fell  into  decay.  We  have  seen  how 
China  behaved  toward  Europe  when  the  latter  was  at  her  mercv.  \\"e 
have  next  to  trace  the  attitude  of  Europe  toward  China  upon  the  open- 
ing of  Oriental  commerce  and  since  that  time — that  is  to  say,  ever  since 
Europe  has  become  the  stronger.  This  e.\change  of  conditions  had 
partly  occurred  before  the  Portuguese  rounded  theCapeof  Good  Hope. 
At  this  period  China  was  in  a  decaying  and  feudal  condition,  while  the 
causes  referred  to  were  soon  to  infuse  fresh  life,  vigor,  and  resources 
into  Europe.  It  was  the  Europeans  who  were  now  the  better  armed 
and  equipped.  Their  ships,  their  artillery,  their  small  arms,  were  all 
better  than  ours.  We  shall  presently  see  what  use  they  made  of  them. 
Meanwhile,  let  us  rapidly  glance  at  the  condition  of  the  Celejtial  Em- 
pire. It  was,  as  I  have  stated,  in  a  feudal  condition,  and  so,  in  great 
measure,  it  continues  to  this  day.  Although  the  just  pride  of  the  Em- 
peror will  not  permit  him  to  admit  the  fact,  his  power  over  the  numer- 
ous provinces,  islands,  and  vassal  and  tributary  states,  which  compose 
his  dominions,  is  far  from  complete. 

Europeans  do  not  appear  to  understand  this  condition  of  affairs;  yet 
it  has  had  much  to  do  with  their  misunderstandings  of  my  countr}'men. 
The  foreigners  who  have  at  various  times  sought  and  obtained  imperial 
permission  to  trade  at  certain  ports  of  China  supposed,  perhaps,  when 
this  permission  was  obtained,  that  they  had  a  complete  right  to  trade. 
But  this  by  no  means  followed.  There  remained  to  be  obtained  the 
permission  of  the  feudatory  or  local  authorities  of  the  territory  in  which 
the  trading  was  to  be  done.  This  permission  was  not  always  sought 
after,  and  forcible  attempts  were  made  to  trade  without  it — attempts 
that  invariablv  gave  rise  to  further  misunderstandings. 

As  feudalism  of  the  type  now  existing  in  China  has  been  long  since 
extinguished  in  Europe,  it  is  difficiJl  to  illustrate  the  injustice  of  these 
attempts  by  reference  to  any  governmental  arrangements  that  now  exist 
in  the  Western  World.  The  best  simile  I  can  think  of  would  be  fur- 
nished by  an  effort  on  the  part  of  foreigners  to  lay  a  railroad  through 
the  United  States  under  a  charter  from  the  Federal  Government,  and 
without  obtaining  permission  from  the  States.    But,  after  all,  the  resem- 


blance between  feudaUsm  and  federalism  is  very  faint.  Happily  for 
Americans  the  Federal  Government  possesses  sufficient  military  strength 
to  keep  the  States  in  subordination,  and  the  States  sufficient  respect  for 
the  Federal  Constitution  not  to  defy  its  authority;  but  such  is  not  the 
case  in  China,  nor  has  it  been  for  several  centuries.  The  great  vassals 
of  the  empire  divide  much  of  its  power  between  them;  sometimes  they 
even  create  the  Emperor, 

It  was  in  the  year  1498  that  the  Portuguese,  under  Vasco  de  Gama, 
made  their  way  around  the  Cape.  In  1510,  under  Albuquerque,  they 
treacherously  seized  the  East  Indian  city  of  Goa,  and  leaving  a  garrison 
in  it,  sailed  away  to  Malacca,  which  the)' had  seen  and  coveted  in  1508. 
This  great  city  they  treacherously  and  piratically  captured.  The  su- 
periority of  their  arms  will  be  understood  when  it  is  stated  that  this  act 
was  committed  by  only  eight  Portuguese,  assisted  by  two  hundred  Mala- 
bar natives.  They  plundered  Malacca  of  "  a  booty  so  enormous  that  the 
quinto,  or  fifth,  of  the  King  of  Portugal  amounted  to  200,000  gold  cru- 
zadoes,  a  sum  equivalent  to  $5,000,000,"  exclusive  of  ships,  naval  stores, 
artillery,  and  other  property.  Malacca  was  at  that  time  a  vassal  state 
of  the  Chinese  Empire,  and  otu"  first  acquaintance  with  maritime  Europe 
was,  therefore,  begun  on  its  part  by  the  greatest  act  of  piracy  the  world 
has  ever  witnessed.  Pizarro's  plundering  of  Peru,  committed  a  few- 
years  later,  was  nothing  compared  with  it.  Hearing  at  Malacca  of  the 
great  Chinese  cities  to  the  northeast,  and  hoping  no  doubt  to  pillage 
them  as  his  companions  had  pillaged  Goa  and  Malacca,  one  of  the 
Portuguese,  Raphael  Perestralo,  sailed  away  in  a  junk  to  view  our  coast. 
Finding  the  Chinese  better  preparedTor  pirates  than  he  expected,  be  re- 
turned to  Malacca. 

The  result  of  this  reconnoissance  was  that  a  pretended  "  embassy  " 
was  dispatched  from  Lisbon  in  1518,  under  Ferdinand  Andrada,  to  treat 
with  the  Emperor  of  China  for  permission  to  trade.  Andrada,  the  first  - 
European  to  land  at  a  seaport  of  China,  appeared  off  the  harbor  of 
Canton  in  the  same  year,  and  was  allowed  to  disembark  and  to  send  an 
en\oy  to  the  Emperor  at  Peking.  This  envoy,  whose  name  was 
Thomas  Perez,  was  kindly  received,  loaded  with  presents,  and  accorded 
the  favors  he  sought  He  at  once  visited  all  the  sea-coast  towns,  and 
after  a  rapid  survey  of  them  returned  to  Canton  and  joined  his  colleague 
Andrada.  Meanwhile,  Andrada's  brother  Simon  appeared  off  the 
coast  in  command  of  a  piratical  squadron,  pillaging  the  inhabitants  and 
seizing  young  w^omen.  He  then  built  a  fort  on  the  Island  of  Taywan 
and  extorted  money  from  every  vessel  bound  to  or  from  Canton  ;  not 
supposing  but  that  his  brother  Ferdinand  was  on  board  of  his  own  ship 
and  safe  from  Chinese  reprisal.  Thus  it  appeared  that  this  band  of 
"embassadors''  were  nothing  but  a  lot  of  adventurers  and  cut-throats, 
whose  sole  object  was  plunder  and  rapine.  So  soon  as  their  doings  be- 
came known.  Perez  and  Andrada  were  seized  in  Canton,  tried,  and  con- 
demned to  pay  a  fine,  and  to  leave  the  countrj' — a  mild  punishment  for 
their  great  offenses.  Pending  the  payment  of  this  fine  a  subject  of  the 
Sultan  of  Malacca  arrived  at  Peking,  and  related  the  story  of  the  pillage 
of  that  town  by  the  Portuguese.  The  true  character  of  these  scoundrels 
was  now  clear  beyond  a  doubt.  They  were  again  seized,  this  time  on 
charges  of  high  treason,  and  condemned  to  death  ;  their  Uves  being  of^ 
fered  them  on  condition  ol  restoring  \Ialacca.  Failing _to  do  this,  they 
were  all  executed  in  1823. 

I  have  related  the  particulars  of  this  our  first  transaction  with  natives 
of  maritime  Europe  because  it  is  a  type  of  all  the  others  that  followed 
from  that  time  until  the  opium  war  of  1842.  The  naval  commanders  of 
the  si.vleenth  centur>'  were  little  more  than  pirates,  and  so  long  as  they 
succeeded  in  filling  the  royal  treasuries  of  Europe  w  ith  gold  and  silver, 
their  sovereigns  were  quite  ready  to  close  their  eyes  to  the  means  by 
which  this  wealth  was  acquired.  Such  was  the  character  of  Albuquer- 
que, Andrada,  Cortes,  Pizarro,  Sir  John  Hawkins,  Sir  Francis  Drake, 
Sir  Henry  Morgan,  and  numerous  others.  Tlie  Portuguese,  the  Dutch, 
and  the  English  came  to  China  as  the  Spaniards  had  visited  Mexico 
and  Pera,  and  as  the  English  afterward  visited  the  West  India  Islands, 
the  Spanish  Main,  and  the  East  Indies— to  plunder  it.  At  first  we  did 
not  suspect  them  of  such  designs,  and  being  especially  a  peaceful  and 
commercial  people,  wc  listened  to  their  proposals  of  trade,  and  threw 
the  whole  country  open  to  them.  It  was  only  after  repeated  evidences 
had  convinced  us  that  they  designed  to  treat  China  as  they  had  treated 
Spanish  America  and  Hindostan  that  we  adopted  that  policy  of  restric- 
tion which  afterward  came  to  be  looked  upon,  however  erroneously,  as 
essentially  Chinese.  The  real  fact  of  the  matter  is  that  we  desired  to 
trade  even  more  strongly  than  you  did,  only,  obsening  that  your  gtms 
were  heavier  and  your  men  stronger  than  ours,  that  your  traders  were 
little  better  than  b;indits,  and  your  naval  commanders  a  parcel  of  swash- 
bucklers, we  deemed  it  prudent  to  conduct  this  imde  solely  at  Macao 
and  Canton,  where,  confined  to  Umited  districts  and  to  the  manage- 
ment of  the  1  longs,  it  might  not  be  used  as  a  means  of  gaining  entrance 
to  the  countr>',  and  of  tampering  with  our  vassal  states,  as  had  been 
done  in  Mexico,  Peru,  and  Hindostan. 

Perhaps  you  may  think  that  the  Chinese  question  in  California  has 
little  to  do  with  all  this.  Well,  we  shall  see.  The  trouble  about  the 
Chinese  question  is,  that  it  has  hitherto  been  \iewed  from  too  low  and 
narrow  a  standpoint.  It  has  been  forgotten  that  nations  have  histories, 
and  that  their  relations  toward  one  another  are  not  to  be  determined 
Ilogether  by  present  or  local  considerations.  Tliis  may  not  be  per- 
ceptible to  my  friends  of  the  sand-lot,  who,  as  workingmen,  inspire  my 
respect,  while  as  historians  and  logicians  they  excite  only  my  amuse* 
ment.  But  it  will  be  perceived  the  moment  it  comes  to  be  pn.ciically 
decided,  and  it  may  then  be  too  late  to  discuss  the  matter.  For  this 
reason,  and  because  a  peaceful  solution  of  this  questior  !l  -irahle, 

both  for  your  people  and  ours,  I  prefer,  with  your  honor 
to  discuss  it  now.  -       Kwanc  > 

[continued  in  next  NUMBE     ' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  WASTED  LIFE. 


The  Story  of  an  Oregon  Clergymao. 


The  Young  -Men's  Debating  Club  of  Portland,  Oregon, 
had  become  deeply  interested  on  the  subject  of  intemperance 
in  the  use  of  spirituous  lii|Uors. 

A  debate  between  some  of  the  more  prominent  members 
of  the  association  had  taken  place,  in  which  various  argu- 
ments relating  to  the  question  had  been  brought  forward. 
Of  course  temperance  principles  triumphed,  as  they  gener- 
ally do  on  such  occasions. 

The  president  of  the  club,  the  Rev.  John  IJelden,  in  award- 
ing the  victory  to  the  temperance  people,  took  occasion  to 
say:  The  arguments  brought  forward  by  the  different  speak- 
ers this  evening  are,  to  a  certain  extent,  true.  '  I  feel  certain 
that  the  use  of  intoxicating  liquors  is  the  direct  cause  nf  a 
vast  amount  of  misery  and  unhappiness.  Uut,  while  con- 
ceding this,  I  am  not  prepared  to  admit  the  truthfulness  of 
the  statement  made  by  several  gentlemen  this  evening,  that 
alcohol  has  been  the  ruin  of  all  the  dissipated  sots,  whose 
lives  have  been  shown  up  to  us.  I  consider  that  many  of 
these  unfortunate  men  have  been  ruined  by  other  weak- 
nesses. I  have  a  case  in  my  mind  at  the  present  moment 
which  supports  this  supposition,  and  the  story  is  both  ro- 
mantic and  interesting  : 

I  came  to  Oregon  several  years  ago  for  the  purpose  of  fill- 
ing the  position  of  iVesiding  Elder  of  a  certain  district  of 
our  church.  My  circuit  ranged  over  a  large  extent  of  coun- 
tr)*,  mostly  uninhabited,  the  part  that  was  inhabited  being 
filled  with  a  crowd  of  rough,  rude  men.  I  must  acknowledge 
that  the  life  was  distasteful  to  me,  but  I  conscientiously  strove 
to  fill  the  position  and  do  my  duty. 

After  quite  a  long  time,  I  received  notice  that  I  was  to  be 
transferred  to  a  more  congenial  field  of  labor,  and  to  proceed 
on  a  farewell  trip  ovcrmy  circuit.  On  this  trip  I  first  became 
acquainted  with  the  principal  character  in  this  narrative. 

It  was  nearing  dusk  of  an  April  day.  I  had  been  riding  from  ' 
early  in  the  morning  and  felt  fatigued,  and  1  noticed  that  my 
horse  traveled  as  though  he.  too,  was  jaded.  Under  the  cir- ' 
cumstances  I  considered  it  about  time  to  rest.  The  nearest 
house,  however,  on  the  trail  which  1  was  following  was  sev- 
eral miles  away.  I  had  heard,  however,  on  one  of  my  pre- 
vious trips,  of  a  ranch  situated  a  short  distance  from  where 
I  was,  to  the  right  of  the  main  trail.  There  I  determined  to 
go.  1  took  a  bridle-path  over  a  grassy  ridge,  and,  after  a  few 
minutes  rapid  traveling,  I  saw  the  rancher's  house,  nestling 
on  the  nearer  bank  of  a  small,  narrow  river,  about  half  a  mile 
below  me. 

As  1  jogged  down  the  hill,  I  observed  that  there  was  a 
small  patch  of  cultivated  land  adjoining  the  house.  Here 
was  an  incipient  orchard — a  few  young  trees — apple  and 
peach  and  plum,  a  few  rows  of  strawberry  \ine5,  some goose- 
berr>'  bushes,  and  the  balance  of  the  land  taken  up  by  com 
and  potatoes. 

The  house  itself  was  built  of  logs,  in  genuine  pioneer  style, 
the  chinks  between  the  logs  being' plastered  with  mud.  I 
passed  through  a  large  corral,  rode  up  to  the  door,  and,  in 
the  custom  of  the  day  and  countr>',  shouted  out : 

"  Hello,  house  :  ' 

A  young  man  answered  my  call,  in  a  clear,  ringing  voice, 
with  the  cheering  words  : 

"  Hello,  yourself  !     'Light,  stranger,  and  come  in. 

I  dismounted,  and,  after  giving  my  horse  into  the  care  of 
the  rancher,  entered  the  house. 

The  house  consisted  of  two  rooms;  the  front  one,  in  which 
I  now  found  myself,  was  of  fair  size;  the  wall  was  papered, 
and  pendent  from  nails,  tacked  here  and  there,  were  a  few 
gaudy  pictures.  This  room  was  separated  from  the  kitchen 
by  a  board  partition,  in  the  middle  portion  of  which  was  a 
rioor  which  was  partly  open. 

Glancing  through  the  half-open  door  1  saw  a  squaw  busily 
engaged  preparing  the  evening  meal.  She  was  a  big,  fat, 
clumsy  creature,  of  whom  the  only  noticeable  feature  was 
the  three  straight,  blue  lines  tatooed  on  the  chin.  While  ob- 
sen'ing  these  facts,  the  young  man  returned 'from  the  barn. 

"Stranger,"  he  said,  as  he  stirred  up  the  back-log  in  the 
fire-place  with  the  small  fire-shovel,  "  my  name's  Campton, 
what  might  be  yours  ?" 

I  mentioned  mine,  without  stating  my  occupation. 

"Glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Belden,"  he  cried,  "and  I  guess 
you  will  be  glad  to  meet  a  square  meal  after  being  in  the 
saddle  all  day.     Come,  let  us  dispose  of  this  grub." 

We  sat  down  before  a  table  on  which  fried  venison  was 
the  principal  dish,  and  began  a  vigorous  attack  on  the  well- 
cooked  viands.  The  squaw  was  standing  by  the  stove 
watching  us. 

"  Come,  Susan,"  he  said,  in  an  authoritative  tone,  "  sit 
down  and  eat."  Then  turning  to  me  he  said:  "Mr.  Bel- 
den,  this  is  my  wife." 

At  that  day  and  in  that  section,  it  was  no  uncommon 
thing  for  white  men  to  live  with  squaws.  But  nearly  all  of 
these  "squaw-men"  (as  they  were  called;,  with  whom  I  had 
become  acquainted,  were  men  of  maturer  years,  who  had 
come  to  the  country  when  it  was  more  unsettled,  and  w ho 
had  taken  squaws  because  of  the  scarcity  of  while  women. 
But  here  was  a  young  man,  who,  despite  his  slangy  ways, 
evidently  possessed  a  fair  intellect  and  a  lively  disposition; 
one  from  whom  much  better  things  might  have  been  expect- 
ed. My  surprise  was  extreme,  and  the  squaw,  who  ap- 
peared well  pleased  with  her  situation,  grinned  at  the  look 
of  astonishment  which  I  could  not  conceal. 

Campton  was  a  genial  host.  That  evening  we  seated  our- 
selves in  the  front  room  around  the  fire-place,  from  which  a 
huge  back-log  threw  out  a  genial  heat;  and  I  passed  the 
time  listening  to  his  recital  of  interesting  incidents  of  the 
rude  life  in  that  backwoods  countr>-.  But,  notwithstanding 
the  humorous  nature  of  the  narratives,  and  the  happy  way  in 
which  he  told  them,  they  were  garnished  with  oaths  of  so 
mean  a  character  and  of  so  great  a  variety  that  I  was  often- 
times inexpressibly  shocked. 

The  following  morning  I  left  early.     Campton  refused  pay 

for  my  lodging,  and  cordially  invited  me  to  call  should  I  ever 

happen  to  be  in  that  section  again.      My  interest  in  him  be- 

ir  J  c:-:7:t:;d,  I  felt  anxious  to  know  what  train  of  events  had 

"  -."  -oung,  so  handsome  a  man  to  hve  with  that  coarse, 

.:;ri,v — one  of  the  most  hideously  ugly  squaws  I  had 


The  duties  of  my  position,  however,  compelled  me  to  take 
a  direction  in  which  he  was  but  little  known;  and  in  the  ex- 
citement of  travel  and  new  scenes,  all  thoughts  of  him  pass- 
ed from  my  mind  not  to  be  again  revived  until  some  five 
years  had  elapsed. 

********** 

I  was  about  to  start  on  a  long-contemplated  trip  to  the 
old  world.  On  my  way  to  Portland  i  reached  a  small  town 
upon  a  Saturday  evening,  and  remained  there  over  the  Sab- 
bath. I  accepted  an  invitation  extended  by  the  resident 
minister  to  preach  a  sermon  in  the  little  church  belonging  to 
our  sect,  and  delivered  one  which  1  have  since  been  told  was 
eloquent.  Whether  it  was  or  not,  it  most  certainly  came  from 
the  heart,  and  should  have  been  effective.  It  was  an  appeal 
to  all  poor  sinners,  and  1  remembered  that  I  entreated  them, 
one  and  all,  to  do  their  duty  and  trust  in  God. 

After  the  sen-ices  a  few  of  the  parishioners  remained  for 
the  purpose  of  speaking  with  me,  among  them  w.is  a  young 
lady,  a  school-teacher,  of  well  known  religious  tendencies, 
whose  beauty  was  extreme.  I  have  not  seen  her  since,  but 
now,  after  the  lapse  of  years,  1  can  clearly  recall  the  pale, 
delicate  features,  the  blue  eyes,  and  the  dark  hair  that  fell  in 
ringlets  over  her  shoulders. 

There  was  an  expression  of  peace  on  the  face  that  is  inde- 
scribable ;  there  was  a  pleading  look  in  the  eyes  that  would 
have  induced  me,  had  1  been  a  young  man,  to  do  some  ver>' 
disagreeable  things  to  please  its  possessor. 

Her  face  was  but  the  index  to  her  mind,  her  thoughts 
were  pure,  her  disposition  kind,  her  behavior  modest.  I 
spoke  a  few  words  of  ordinar>'  civility  to  her,  which  she 
gracefully  answered,  and  then  introduced  me  to  the  gentle- 
man accompanying  her — a  Mr.  Hubert  Campton. 

In  the  few  seconds  spent  in  murmuring  the  usual  compli- 
ments my  thoughts  flew  quickly  back  to  the  "  squaw  man  "  I 
had  met  five  years  before,  and,  as  our  eyes  met,  I  thought  I 
could  trace  a  strong  resemblance  between  the  features  of  the 
quiet,  self-possessed  gentleman  standing  before  me  and  those 
of  my  profane  friend  of  the  hills.  His  actions  proved  to  me 
that  I  was  not  mistaken,  for  he  gave  me  a  look — I  may  say 
an  appealing  look — and  said  in  a  ver\-  low  tone  of  voice  : 

"  Mr.  Belden,  1  believe  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing you  before.  I  should  like  to  see  you  this  afternoon,  if 
you  have  the  time  to  spare,  for  a  short  talk." 

1  muttered  an  assent  to  this  propostion,  and,  accompanied 
by  the  )oung  lady,  he  passed  down  the  aisle,  and,  in  the  de- 
parting throng,  were  soon  lost  from  sight. 

That  afternoon  he  called  upon  me  at  my  rooms  in  the 
hotel. 

On  entering  he  advanced  across  the  room,  and  when  I 
arose  to  greet  him  he  grasped  my  outstretched  hand  and 
shook  it  warmly,  saving  at  the  same  time  : 

"  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Belden,  and  I  thank  you  for 
the  sermon  which  I  listened  to  to-day.  It  has  done  me  a 
world  of  good.  But  it  is  not  of  that  I  come  to  speak;  I  am 
here  on  different  business."' 

I  had  placed  a  chair  for  him  by  the  window  while  he  was 
uttering  these  words  and  motioned  him  to  a  seat.  I  made 
no  verbal  reply  to  his  compliment,  though  I  assure  you  I 
appreciated  it,  and  could  not  but  favorably  contrast  his  ap- 
pearance and  manner  at  the  present  time  to  what  they  had 
been  when  I  last  saw  him.  He  seated  himself  by  the  open 
window  and  gazed  out  upon  the  people  passing  on  the  street 
below. 

It  was  a  pleasant  day.  The  sky  was  blue,  the  weather 
warm,  the  atmosphere  delicious.  For  a  time  the  quiet 
beauty  of  the  scene  kept  us  both  silent.  Finally  he  spoke, 
saying  : 

"  Mr.  Belden,  I  came  here  to-day  to  explain  to  you  why 
you  see  me  here,  and  to  request  you  to  refrain  from  any 
mention  of  the  peculiar  circumstances  connected  with  my 
past  life,  with  which  you  are  acquainted.  In  doing  this,  I 
intend  to  confide  my  life's  past  history-  to  you,  so  that  you 
will  see  that  I  am  acting  honestly  with  you  and  others. 

"To  begin  at  the  beginning,  I  come  of  good  but  ignorant 
parents.  I  myself  received  a  fair  education  during  my  early 
years.  In  my  nineteenth,  I  came  to  Oregon.  I  settled  upon 
a  piece  of  land — the  same  that  you  saw  five  years  ago.  I 
was  not  of  age  at  the  time.  But  as  I  was  strong,  well  built, 
and  quite  old-looking,  this  caused  me  no  trouble. 

"  After  living  on  the  place  for  about  a  year  and  a  half,  I 
began  to  grow  tired.  The  life  became  monotonous.  I  de- 
sired a  release  from  it,  and  I  particularly  longed  for  the  so- 
ciety of  woman  ;  but  I  dared  not  leave  the  place,  as  the  land 
w^as  unsun'eyed — and  you  are  probably  aware  that  on  unsur- 
veyed  government  land  it  is  necessar>'  for  the  settler  to  be  on 
his  claim  at  least  once  in  thirty  days.  In  my  letters  home,  I, 
of  course,  mentioned  these  facts;  and  I  received  several  let- 
ters from  my  parents,  commiserating  my  lonely  condition. 
Finally  I  received  a  letter  from  home,  in  which  even  more 
than  the  usual  sympathy  was  expressed,  and  I  was  asked,  in 
a  hinting  sort  of  a  way,  if  I  remembered  a  certain  young 
lady,  who,  in  younger,  happier  years,  had  been  a  playmate. 
'  If  you  do,'  the  letter  went  on  to  say,  'she  is  single  ;  she  is 
a  mighty  nice  woman,  and  as  good  a  cook  as  you  ever  laid 
eyes  on.  Of  course,  she  ain't  over-brite,  but  she's  powerful 
handy  to  half  around.' 

"Those  are  the  ver>- words,  as  they  were  written  in  that 
letter,  in  my  fathers  cramped  hand,  with  his  ver>'  peculiar 
spelling.  I  thought  over  this  thing  seriously.  I  must  ac- 
knowledge that  I  was^somewhat  inclined  to  be  sentimental. 
I  had  on  divers  occasions  allowed  my  mind  to  be  filled  with 
captivating  thoughts  of  a  possible  future,  in  which  a  tender, 
loving  woman  and  myself  should  play  a  leading  part.  And 
from  such  pleasant  dreams  I  was  invited  to  descend  to  the 
end  that  I  ■  might  marry  a  girl  *  who  is  not  over-brite,  but 
powerful  handy  to  half  around.' 

"  I  remembered  the  girl  well ;  but  the  remembrance 
brought  no  pleasing  fancies..  A  pretty,  light-hearted  crea- 
ture, winning  enough,  to  be  sure,  but  yet  lacking  that  inde- 
finable something  for  which  I  was  looking — that  magnetic 
charm  which  produces  love.  It  was  repugnant  to  my  feel- 
ings to  marrj-  her,  and  I  do  not  think  I  would  have  done  so 
had  it  not  been  for  the  fact  that  on  a  certain  warm  summer's 
night,  after  a  hard  day's  work,  I  returned  home  wearied  out; 
I  looked  around  the  cabin:  I  saw  the  half-cooked  grub,  the 
sodden  bread,  the  dirty  coffee — and  my  resolution  was 
formed. 

"  I  sat  down  and  wTote  a  letter  to  Miss  Florence  Jones, 
fi-ankly  stating  my  position,  and  in\iting  her  to  leave  the 
world  and  cleave  to  me,  for  better,  for  worse,  etc 


"There  was  no  foolish  sentimentality  about  it.  It  was  a 
purely  business  transaction,  done  in  a  purely  business  man- 
ner ;  and  I  sometimes  think  that  if  there  had  been  a  greater 
show  of  affection,  it  would  have  been  better  for  us  both." 

He  stopped  speaking  while  he  lit  a  cigar,  after  first  offer- 
ing me  one,  which,  of  course,  1  declined. 

He  paced  up  and  down  the  room  for  a  few  moments,  his 
hands  clasped  behind  his  back,  and  then  cqntinucd  : 

"Well,  she  accepted  the  offer.  The  preliminaries,  consist- 
ing of  a  draft  for  two  hundred  dollars  to  defray  expenses  and 
a  few  smaller  trifles,  were  soon  arranged.  Then  came  a  trip 
on  the  cars  to  New  York  for  Miss  Jones  ;  an  ocean  voyage 
to  San  Francisco,  ■Z'/ti  Panama,  for  the  same  young  lady; 
then  Portland  ;  the  Hills  ;  a  quick  wedding  ;  roast  turkey; 
some  cake  ;  and  the  wedding  lour  was  ended,  'store '  clothes 
laid  aside,  and  the  hard  realities  of  every-day  life  began." 

Again  he  paused.  He  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 
There  was  an  expression  of  sadness  on  his  face  which  I  could 
not  help  noticing,  though  I  could  not  imagine  the  cause.  I 
felt  interested  in  his  story,  and  1  felt  charmed  with  him. 
Soon  he  turned  towards  me  and  again  continued  : 

"  1  purposely  condense  this  statement  as  much  as  possible. 
Of  course  my  own  feelings  and  affections  have  but  liiile  in- 
terest for  you." 

I  assured  him  that  I  was  very  much  interested,  and  de- 
sired him  to  take  his  time  and  tell  his  story  in  his  own  way. 

"Thank  you,"  he  answered,  bowing.  "  My  wife  and  Ilived 
quite  happily,  after  a  fashion.  There  was  no  love  lost  be- 
tween us,  but  we  did  very  well ;  and  I  really  supposed  I  was 
happy  and  felt  certain  she  was,  until,  after  .two  years  of  wed- 
ded life,  there  came  a  night  which  I  will  remember  to  my 
dying  day.  A  stormy  night ;  a  night  of  hea\y  rain  and  blus- 
tering wind  ;  a  gloomy  night  for  the  mind  ;  one  of  those  dis- 
mal nights  on  which  the  darker  side  of  our  nature  comes  to 
the  surface  and  remains  with  us  to  render  us  sour  and  crab- 
bed while  it  lasts  ;  precisely  the  sort  of  night  that  I  should 
;  select  for  a  dark,  bad  deed. 

j  "  On  that  night  the  wife  of  my  bosom  left  me,  taking  with 
her  our  child — the  sole  pledge  of  our  married  life — and  ac- 
\  companied  by  one  whom  I  had,  up  to  that  moment,  consid- 
ered my  dearest  friend." 

He  sat  down  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  as  though 
he  would  hide  the  evidences  of  passion  that  shone  so  clearly 
in  his  ever)'  feature.  1  sympathized  with  him,  but  I  consid- 
ered it  best  to  say  nothing,  and  so  I  waited.  He  arose  once 
more,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  room  while  he  continued  : 

"  1  can  tell  this  to  you  quite  coolly  now;  but  then — I  was 
— well,  what  matter  words— mad,  crazy,  out  of  my  mind.  I 
followed  her  and  her  partner  in  crime — unsuccessfully.  Had 
I  overtaken  them,  it  would  have  been  the  worse  for  one  or 
both,  for  I  had  the  ancient  injunction  in  my  mind,  'an  eye 
for  an  eye,  a  tooth  for  a  tooth."  I  returned  home.  My  heart 
was  full  of  the  most  deadly  hatred  for  all  womankind.  I 
took  that  squaw  whom  you  saw  from  the  Indian  with  whom 
she  had  been  living  ;  I  made  her  the  mistress  of  my  house. 
I  wished  to  show  my  utter  contempt  for  her  faithless  white 
sister,  and  that  was  my  way  of  doing  so.  I  gave  myself  up 
to  dissipation.  I  am  told  that  I  made  my  name  a  terror  to 
the  quiet  people  in  our  neighborhood  ;  for  this  I  am  sorry. 

"A  few  months  ago  I  met  the  lady  in  whose  company  you 
saw-  me  to-day.  I  saw  in  her  the  ideal  of  my  youth.  I  felt 
that  she  could  lift  me  to  a  higher,  nobler  life,  and  I  have 
learned  to  love  her  with  all  the  strength  of  my  nature.  I  be- 
lieve she  reciprocates  this  passion.  But  she  knows  nothing 
of  my  past  life,  and  believes  me  to  be  all  that  is  good  and 
true." 

Again  he  stopped  for  a  moment,  as  if  in  thought,  and  then 
turning  to  me,  he  said: 

"Now,  Mr.  Belden,  I  intend  to  tell  her  all  these  things, 
and  I  desire  the  information  to  come  from  me.  For  this 
reason,  I  ask  as  a  favor  that,  for  a  few  days,  you  will  say 
nothing  of  these  troubles  of  my  past  life.  Perhaps  her  love 
for  me  will  enable  her  to  forgive  my  errors,  to  forget  my 
past."     He  stopped  speaking. 

I  was  powerfully  affected  by  his  romantic  story.  I  felt 
that  the  man  was  honest  and  sincere,  I  felt  that  he  truly  de- 
sired that  one  dark  blot  of  his  life  to  be  effaced,  I  felt  that 
he  needed  encouragement,  and  taking  his  hand,  I  said  to 
him: 

"  Mr.  Campton,  you  have  my  sympathy.  All  1  can  say  to 
you  is  to  assure  you  that  I  will  be  silent,  and  to  repeat  to 
you  those  stereotyped  words,  so  easy  to  utter,  so  hard  to  live 
up  to, '  Do  your  duty.'  Your  duty  at  the  present  time,"  I 
added,  ''  is  to  inform  Miss  Ruddock  of  these  facts.  Though 
you  have  fallen,  still  it  is  possible  for  you  again  to  rise.  You 
may  succeed;  perhaps  you  may  fail.  In  either  case  remem- 
ber those  words  of  Schiller's: 

"  \\'\ml  shall  I  do  to  gain  eternal  life? 

Discharge  arigbt 
The  simple  duties  with  which  each  day  is  rife; 

Yea,  with  thy  might. 
Ere  perfect  scheme  of  action  thou  dense 

Shall  life  be  fled. 
While  he  who  ever  acts  as  conscience  cries 

Shall  live  though  dead.*' 

I  believe  I  threw  some  feeling  into  these  lines.  I  know 
that  I  wished  to  do  so,  and  I  am  vain  enough  to  believe  that 
I  succeeded.  He  listened  attentively,  and  when  I  ceased 
he  cried: 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,  Mr.  Belden;  those  words  are 
sufficient.     They  give  me  new  courage,  and  now  I  will  leave 
you.     Good-bye,"    After  a  few  more  words  we  parted. 
********** 

The  following  day  I  left  for  San  Francisco.  I  went  to 
Europe.  I  saw  the  Holy  Land,  the  Eternal  City.  Art,  with 
its  priceless  treasures,  detained  me  in  Italy;  reverence  for 
the  past,  in  Palestine;  admiration  for  the  bustling  activity 
of  the  present,  in  England.  Month  succeeded  month,  until 
twenty-four  had  slipped  away,  and  I  sighed  for  home. 

1  relumed.  What  joy  it  was  to  meet  my  friends  once 
more!  How  bright,  how  cheerful  all  seemed.  After  a  short 
rest  in  Portland  I  took  a  trip  into  the  countrj-.  On  a  sum- 
mer's day  I  once  more  drove  down  into  the  little  town  where 
I  had  last  seen  Campton,  and  the  memorj-  of  the  past  came 
back. 

That  afternoon  I  accompanied  my  friend,  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Strong,  in  a  walk  through  the  neighboring  fields  that  were 
now  a  waving  mass  of  grain.  Grains  of  all  kinds  were  grow- 
ing near  us,  their  slender  blades  blowing  here  and  there  in 
consonance  with  the  light  breeze  that  brushed  so  daintily  by. 
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We  talked  of  many  things.  My  friend,  of  course  desired  to 
hear  tales  of  the  strange  land  from  which  I  had  but  just  re- 
turned, and  in  the  description  of  the  interesting  scenes 
through  which  I  had  passed  I,  for  the  time,  forgot  my  friend 
Campton. 

We  strolled  along  until  taking  a  sudden  turn  in  the  trail 
we  came  in  sight  of  the  village  cemetery,  situated  on  a  lit- 
tle hill  above  the  winding  river.  A  feeling  of  awe  involun- 
tarily came  over  me. 

The  cities  of  the  dead  always  have  a  solemnity  for  me 
which  I  find  it  hard  to  explain.  We  walked  along  more 
silently  until  we  reached  a  grave,  over  which  daisies  were 
growing  in  wild  luxuriance.  Mr.  Strong  stopped  and,  point- 
ing to  the  grave,  said  : 

"That  is  the  grave  of  one  universally  beloved,  but  whose 
life  was  very  unhappy.  I  firmly  believe  she  is  now  an  angel 
in  heaven,  for  while  on  earth  she  was  kind  to  the  suffering, 
good  to  all." 

"  Her  name?" 

"Alice  Ruddock." 

"What !  Not  the  lady  to  whom  a  Mr.  Campton  was  pay- 
ing his  attentions?"  I  involuntarily  exclaimed. 

"The  same,"  was  the  answer.  "Campton  subsequently 
became  engaged  to  her,  but  a  few  days  before  the  one  fixed 
for  the  wedding  facts  came  to  light  which  justified  her  in 
breaking  off  the  match. 

"  It  appears  that  several  years  before  coming  to  our  vil- 
lage he  had,  in  a  fit  of  desperation  caused  by  his  wife  running 
away  with  another  man,  killed  an  Indian  who  had  objected 
to  having  his  squaw  taken  from  him.  With  this  squaw  he 
had  afterward  lived.  More  than  this,  he  had  not  even  at- 
tempted to  get  a  divorce  from  his  former  wife.  He  was  a 
man  of  the  most  abandoned  character,  and  yet  possessed  a 
manner  that  pleased  all.  I  myself  believed  firmly  in  his 
honesty,  truthfulness,  manliness,  and  nobility  of  character, 
until  indubitable  evidence  compelled  me  to  change  my 
mind.  These  charges  that  I  speak  of  were  kept  quiet  for  a 
time,  but  they  at  last  leaked  out.  At  first  he  denied,  but 
finally  acknowledged  their  truthfulness. 

"  She  was  thunderstruck.  She  had  believed  him  to  be  all 
that  was  good  and  true,  and  you  can  imagine  what  a  shock 
his  crime  and  subsequent  duplicity  would  be  to  one  of  her 
disposition. 

"  She  loved  him  fondly,  but  detested  his  crimes.  No  soph- 
istry could  make  her  see  them  in  any  but  their  true  light — 
that  of  open  immorality,  cruel,  unprovoked  murder,  and  the 
worst  of  duplicity  to  herself.  She  told  him  to  leave  her,  and 
he  finally  did  her  bidding.  Her  physique,  never  very  strong, 
became  more  delicate  ;  her  mind  was  preyed  upon  by  brood- 
ing thoughts,  conflicting  feelings — but  she  never  complained. 
Within  that  fragile  body  was  an  unbending  will.  There 
seemed  to  be  but  little  change  in  her  for  a  few  months  ;  then 
her  health  gave  way  ;  all  that  science  could  do  was  done  ; 
all  that  money  could  procure  was  at  her  service.  But  the 
wisest  leech  could  not  cure  so  subtle  a  disease  ;  the  wealth 
of  the  Rothschilds  could  not  procure  healing  balm  for  a 
broken  heart.  And  she  died,  with  a  serene  smile  on  her  lips 
and  that  old  peaceful  expression  in  her  face — looking,  for  all 
the  world,  as  though  Heaven,  in  all  its  beauty,  was  before 
her.  She  was  buried,  and  the  school  children  planted  these 
flowers  on  the  grave  of  that  teacher  who,  in  her  happy  days, 
had  been  so  kind  to  them. 

"What  became  of  Campton  I  know  not.  He  has  not  been 
here  since  the  day  when  she  ordered  him  from  her  presence. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  can  say  more." 

My  friend  ceased.  I  then  told  him  of  my  acquaintance 
with  Campton's  histor}';  of  his  visit  to  me  ;  and  we  discussed 
his  reason  for  making  that  visit.  For  my  part,  I  believed 
then,  and  I  believe  now,  that  he  was  in  earnest  at  that  time. 
I  think  he  was  more  weak  than  wicked.  I  think  he  was  one 
of  that  large  class  of  men  who  have  a  yearning  for  a  better 
life,  but  who  have  not  the  self-control  to  curb  their  passions. 
Notwithstanding  this,  however,  I  have  always  regretted  that 
I  did  not  tell  the  young  lady  the  little  I  knew  of  his  stor)'. 
It  might  have  turned  her  thoughts  from  him  and  saved  much 
misery  to  both. 

"  Now,  young  gentlemen,  members  of  this  association,  in 
the  course  of  your  debate  on  intemperance,  some  of  you  in- 
stanced the  case  of  a  well  known  sot  called  'Whisky  Bill' 
as  an  example  of  a  bright  mind,  a  fertile  genius,  wrecked 
through  the  demoralizing  power  of  alcoholic  drink. 

"  My  young  friends, Whisky  Bill  was  stranded  in  Life's  voy- 
age before  he  ever  indulged  in  the  fascinating  demon  of 
drink.     That,  certainly,  was  one  vice  which  he  had  not. 

"Whisky  Bill — the  drunkard,  the  bummer,  the  sneak  thief 
— is  none  other  than  he  whom  I  knew  as  Hubert  Campton. 
His  own  evil  passions  have  been  his  ruin,  whisky  being  but 
an  accessory  to  the  act. 

"  I  think  this  supports  my  theory,  that  many  men  are  ruined 
by  other  weaknesses,  become  drunkards,  and  the  world  says : 
*  See  what  whisky  has  done  ! ' "  Trist. 

Sak  Fr.ancisco,  August  2,  1878. 


CLEAR  LAKE  AND  ITS  ENVIRONS, 


The  Cincinnati  Saturday  Night  has  found  a  solution  of 
the  Chinese  problem  as  follows  :  "  It  is  conceded  that  the 
Chinamen  who  come  to  our  shores  do  not  come  to  stay. 
Their  intention  always  is  to  return  to  China  when  they  have 
gained  a  certain  amount  of  money.  We  think  we  discover 
in  this  a  solution  of  that  puzzling  Chinese  question.  Find 
out  the  lowest  amount  of  money  that  will  induce  John  to 
streak  it  back  to  the  Celestial  Empire,  then  pay  him  to  leave 
at  once.  The  money  can  be  raised  by  subscription,  or  voted 
by  Congress.  Then  pass  a  law  to  permit  no  more  Chinamen 
to  come  here.  This  plan  is  somewhat  expensive,  to  be  sure, 
but  it  is  better  than  revolution,  such  as  is  threatened  in  Cali- 
fornia, or  a  bloody  war  of  extermination,  flow  much  cheaper 
it  would  have  been  to  have  bought  up  the  slaves  of  ihc  South 
and  given  them  their  freedom  than  to  ha\e  carried  on  a  four 
years'  war  for  their  emancipation." 

We  have  arrived  at  the  third  milestone  of  the  second 
century  in  our  journey  through  life  as  a  nation. — Boston 
Globe.  Yes,  and  a  nice-looking  tramp  we  are. — Coiirler- 
Journal. 

When  a  bridegroom  finds  all  the  clothes  he  owns  in  the 
world  hung,  one  over  the  other,  on  a  hook  behind  the 
pantry  door,  he  realizes  for  the  first  time  that  the  honeymoon 
is  over. 


Believing  that  there  must  be  a  haven  somewhere  for  law- 
yers, beyond  the  reach  of  business  memories,  where  the 
nervous  client  and  loquacious  witness  never  come  ;  where 
there  are  no  calendars  and  law-days  ;  where  telegraph  wires 
won't  reach  ;  and  where  they  may  find  rest  from  the  pest  of 
demurrers,  motions,  and  time  extensions ;  somewhere  beyond 
the  jurisdiction  of  courts — where  there  are  no  statutes  over- 
riding law,  and  no  codes  in  conflict  with  common  sense — I 
left  San  Francisco  tired,  weary,  heart-sore,  and  head  aching 
to  find  rest,  peace,  and  quiet.  One  party  of  friends  kindly 
invited  me  to  Bear  \^alley,  where  accommodating  deer  were 
waiting  to  be  shot ;  another  suggested  the  Summit,  ^\■ith 
grouse  and  mountain  quail  as  provender  for  powder  ;  and  a 
third  so  fired  my  imagination  with  the  fish  and  game  of 
Cloud  river,  that  I  actually  enlisted  for  a  ten  days'  cruise, 
near  the  mountain  peaks  of  Shasta  ;  but  the  bustle  of  pre- 
paration, the  anticipation  of  fatigue,  and  the  dread  that  wit 
and  repartee  might  entail  mental  exertion,  decided  me  to 
abandon  all  these  allurements,  and  seek  repose  beside  what 
a  nautical  friend  designated  as  the  "  stagnant  pool  of  Clear 
Lake."  I  was  tired,  and  sought  rest ;  overworked,  and 
longed  for  indolence — pure  and  unadulterated.  I  had  lived 
in  the  tropics,  and  knew  that  heat  was  favorable  to  the  one, 
and  begot  the  other.  So  when  I  heard  that  the  climate  of 
Tophet  was  a  freezing  atmosphere  compared  to  Lakeport,  I 
at  once  took  boat  and  in  two  hours  reached  Donahue,  where 
the  cars  were  in  waiting,  and  in  due  time  whirled  us  to  Clo- 
verdale  (terminus  of  stages),  from  whence  radiated  the  four- 
in-hands  to  ever)'  conceivable  place,  with  springs  of  everj' 
conceivable  character,  flavored  with  every  conceivable  nau- 
sea, and  warranted  to  cure  eveiy  concei\-able  ache,  pain, 
complaint,  ailment,  or  disease.  The  population  of  this  thriv- 
ing city  is  of  a  very  fluctuating  character,  and  its  number  of 
congressional  representatives  would  materially  depend  upon 
what  hour  of  the  day  its  census  was  taken  :  as  the  influx  of 
passengers,  rattling  of  stages,  prancing  of  horses,  pitching 
round  of  baggage,  squabbling  for  seats,  and  scrambling  to 
get  them,  the  rushing  about  of  irrepressible  females  and 
fussy  masculines,  ringing  of  dinner  bells,  and  recurring  shout 
of  "  all  aboard,"  would,  at  one  o'clock,  convey  an  idea  of 
population  that  is  in  startling  contrast  with  the  deserted 
streets  and  unbroken  quiet  of  an  hour  later.  Seated  in  a 
comfortable  wagon,  open  at  the  sides,  we  again  sped  along, 
at  first  up,  up,  up,  until  we  reached  an  altitude  where  the 
view  of  distant  valleys  and  the  lazy,  slumbering  lake,  with  its 
shimmer  of  light  and  glassy  surface,  presented  a  panorama 
of  mingling  colors,  lights,  and  shadows  that  Tavernier  or 
Keith  might  have  coveted  ;  then  down,  down,  down,  with 
short  angles  and  abrupt  turns  that  presented  kaleidoscopic 
changes  of  scenery,  mingled  with  a  startling  recognition  of 
our  road  as,  miles  in  advance,  it  frisks  from  one  precipice  to 
another,  chnging  to  the  mountain  side  as  if  suspended  there, 
and  hanging  over  chasms,  where  the  breaking  of  a  bolt  or 
the  loss  of  a  wheel  would  prove  to  all  an  avenue  to  eternity. 
At  eight  o'clock  we  reached  Kelseyville  (another  terminus  of 
stages,  on  a  smaller  scale),  the  distributing  point  for  Bassett's, 
Bartletts,  Soda  Bay,  Highland  Springs,  Lakeport, etc.  Then, 
after  the  usual  detention  for  whisky  and  the  mail  bags,  we 
took  another  stage  and  reached  Soda  Bay  at  nine.  But 
tired,  sleepy,  and  hungry,  I  had  little  desire  that  night  to  in- 
vestigate surroundings,  to  which  I  bore  the  relation  of  "  a 
cat  in  a  strange  garret  ;"  but,  the  next  morning,  I  was  de- 
lighted with  its  picturesque  surroundings.  In  a  forest  of 
mammoth  oaks,  that  reached  the  water's  edge,  the  house  and 
its  cottages,  like  a  planet  and  its  satellites,  clustered  amid  the 
green  of  its  foliage.  Shaded  by  the  towering  mountain  that 
adjoins  this  forest — dark,  shadowy,  and  frowning  in  its  grand- 
eur, as  it  rises  2,500  feet  to  the  clouds'  embrace — and  cooled 
by  the  breath  of  the  broad-bosomed  lake,  that  sparkled  in 
the  glint  of  the  rising  sun,  I  realized  the  sought-for  haven, 
cried  "  Eureka  ! "  and  anchored  my  furlough  here. 

The  first  immigrants  to  this  region  were  Missourians,  and, 
with  the  utilitarian  spirit  of  their  fathers  (just  as  they  cut 
do«  n  oak  trees  to  plant  beans),  substituted  Clear  Lake  for 
Kalula  (bridal  sheet),  and  swept  away  Kanocti — the  Indian 
name  of  this  monolith  temple,  w-ith  its  clustering  memories, 
of  which  God  was  the  architect,  and  a  now  nearly  extinct 
race  the  chroniclers — and  substituted  "  Uncle  Sam,"  with  tales 
of  silver,  cinnabar,  and  sulphur  as  legends  of  its  summit. 
But  call  it  what  you  will,  like  ruined  Coriolanus,  its  dignity 
is  ineffaceable,  and  its  patent  of  royalty  bears  the  autograph 
of  its  Creator. 

Grand  Kanocti  !  The  signal-ground  of  a  now  buried  na- 
tion, from  whose  apex  the  beacon's  blaze  or  curling  smoke 
roused  the  war-whoop,  and  summoned  to  blood  and  strife 
the  savage  hearts  of  seven  tribes.  Proud  Kanocti  !  whose 
sacred  summit,  with  its  legendary  deities,  formed  the  Mecca 
of  the  red  man's  worship,  and  in  whose  shadow  the  red  man's 
God  listened  to  plaint  and  prayer. 

Traditional  romance,  too,  bears  its  part,  and  tells  of  the 
captured  White  Dove,  who,  true  to  her  plighted  love,  fled 
from  the  wigwam  of  the  fierce  Waquonekwhat,  and,  like 
Andromeda,  was  bound  to  a  rock  to  expiate  her  sin;  but  no 
Perseus  came  to  the  rescue  of  the  Spanish  maiden,  and  her 
moans  are  yet  heard  in  echo  on  Kanocti's  height,  craving 
drink  from  the  unheeding  lake,  whose  water  in  revenge  has 
ever  since  been  turbid;  and  it  is  said  that  even  now  a  shell- 
ful  dipped  from  the  lake,  and  left  upon  the  summit,  insures 
success-to  sighing  swains  and  despondent  lovers. 

At  Soda  Bay,  beneath  spreading  oaks,  with  cigar  and 
book,  I  realized  "the  lazy  man  paradise."  Too  warm  for 
exertion,  and  too  cool  for  discomfort,  I  dreamed  away  a 
week,  uninterrupted  by  the  din  of  crowds,  and  free  from  the 
presence  of  shoddy  fashion,  with  its  vulgar  display  of 
wealth,  rudeness,  and  bad  grammar  The  guests  were  a  few 
over-worked  brokers,  coUegemen,  and  lawyers,  with  their 
wives  and  daughters.  Thank  God  !  there  were  no  sick  peo- 
ple, with  querelous  tempers  and  whining  complaints — all 
were  healthy,  good-natured,  full  of  fun,  and  redolent  with 
spirits  ;  hammocks  swung  on  ever)'  piazza,  and  loungers 
rocked  in  every  hammock;  seats  beneath  the  trees,  and 
idlers  on  every  seat.  The  morning  hours  were  devoted  to 
croquet  and  ten-pins;  midday  to  boat  sailing  and  siestas 
and  repose;  afternoon  lo  boating  and  bathing,  and  the  even- 
ing to  billiards,  promenades,  and  gossip. 

Clear  Lake,  of  which  Soda  Bay  is  an  arm,  was  an  indis- 
pensable factor  in  the  comfort,  convenience,  and  enjoyment 


of  my  quarters.  With  a  cool  breeze  rippling  its  surface,  it 
forms  a  pleasant 'highway  to  Lakeport,  Sulphur  Banks, 
Floyd's  Landing,  Lower  Lake,  etc.,  and  the  beautiful  little 
steamer  that  traverses  its  waters  is  indefatigable  in  her 
rounds,  making  each  landing  at  least  four  times  a  day. 
There  are  yachts,  sail  and  row  boats  innumerable,  to  be  had, 
and  relying  upon  the  assurance  of  my  nautical  friend,  that 
Clear  Lake  was  "a  stagnant  pqpl,"  I  hired  Captain  Bundy 
and  his  yacht  to  take  myself  and  party  for  a  day's  sail,  but, 
as  the  sequel  shows,  mine  was  a  misplaced  confidence.  \\'e 
left  at  seven,  and  under  the  influence  of  a  gentle  breeze 
(which,  by  the  way,  mild  or  strong,  always  blows  from  the 
west),  we  reached  Sulphur  Banks,  where  the  kind  attentions 
of  Messrs.  Lightner  and  Tucker,  the  superintendents,  en- 
abled us  to  visit  and  satisfactorily  inspect  the  largest  quick- 
silver mine  in  America,  with  its  vast  machinery  and  reduc- 
tion works,  and  the  pleasure  of  this  visit  was  very  much  en- 
hanced by  the  presence  of  Professor  Rising,  of  the  Univers- 
ity, whose  modest  but  intelligent  explanations  were  an 
interesting  lesson  on  cinnabar  in  particular,  and  geology  in 
general. 

After  a  picnic  lunch,  and  a  three-mile  walk  to  visit  Bora.\ 
Lake,  which  we  finally  saw  from  a  high  mountain,  with 
probably  as  little  satisfaction  as  the  children  of  Israel  did 
the  Promised  Land,  the  problem  of  return  now  became  a 
serious  question,  for  the  gentle  zephyr  had  become  a  re- 
spectable tornado,  and  "  the  stagnant  pool "  wore  the  white- 
capped  aspect  of  our  bay  under  the  spur  of  a  full-grown 
norther.  However,  as  Bundy  was  captain  and  oracle,  and 
he  said  "go,"  I  overruled  the  timidity  of  the  ladies,  and  we 
cast  off;  but  five  minutes  buffeting  brought  to  my  recollec- 
tion the  courageous  bovine  that  butted  a  locomotive,  and  as 
we  keeled  over,  and  scudded  on  our  side,  I  knew  that  I  was 
entitled  to  respect  for  neither  courage  nor  discretion  ;  how- 
ever, to  make  a  long  story  short,  we  rushed  in  among  the 
tules,  then  worked  our  way  to  the  lee  of  an  island,  and 
finally  got  ashore,  thoroughly  wet,  and  with  a  settled  convic- 
tion that  yacting  is  a  fraud.  We  returned  to  Sulphur  Bank, 
where  a  warm  fire,  dinner  at  the  hotel,  beds,  and  breakfast 
restored  us  to  a  sense  of  self-respect,  and  abandoning  Cap- 
tain Bundy  and  his  yacht,  we  took  the  steamer  and  reached 
home  in  time  for  lunch.  We  here  visited  an  encampment  of 
twenty-five  or  thirty  Indian  lodges,  with  a  council-house  in 
the  middle;  the  people  were  dirty  and  squalid,  but  with  an 
abundance  of  food,  consisting  of  wild  oats  and  dried  fish, 
both  of  which  are  plentiful — indeed,  the  lake  is  so  over- 
stocked with  black-fish  that  they  are  scooped  up  with  the 
paddles,  and  the  shores  are  lined  with  the  dried  or  decayed 
carcasses  of  millions. 

Clear  Lake  is  thirty-eight  miles  long  and  of  varying  width, 
with  a  succession  of  peninsulas  that  gives  it  the  appearance 
of  what  it  probably  is,  three  or  four  continuous  lakes  broken 
into  one,  which  collecti\'eIy  present  a  larger  water  area  than" 
Tahoe.  Its  name  is  a  shocking  misnomer;  the  water  looks 
dirty,  and  tastes  abominably;  no  one  drinks  it  \\ho  can  pos- 
sibly get  spring  or  well  water,  and  yet  some  speculators  had 
the  impudence  last  year  to  offer  its  supply  to  San  Francisco, 
and  actually  got  the  Water  Commissioners  to  incur  the  ex- 
pense of  an  inspection. 

Opposite  Soda  Bay  is  the  palatial  dweMing  and  orna- 
mented grounds  of  Captain  Floyd  (one  of  Lick's  trustees). 
At  a  very  large  outlay  the  Captain  has  erected  here  one  of 
the  most  elegant  summer  residences  in  America.  "With  deli- 
cious water  from  a  mountain  stream,  his  grounds  and  gar- 
dens are  made  to  bloom  in  beautiful  forgetfulness  of  drought 
and  summer  hefts.  At  the  Captain's  invitation  I  visited  his 
"  Villa  on  the  Lake,"  and  was  entertained  with  that  hospi- 
tality which  is  peculiarly  indicative  of  the  combined  quali- 
ties of  the  gentleman,  the  sailor,  and  the  sportsman.  I  here 
inspected  the  finest  collection  of  firearms  and  bladed  weap- 
ons that  it  has  ever  been  my  good  fortune  to  see.  Moorish 
daggers  and  Spanish  poignards,  Turkish  scimitar  and  Rus- 
sian sabre,  Saxon  sceax,  Scotch  claymore,  Japanese  hari- 
kari,  Malay  crease,  anlace,  Lochaber  axe,  and  swords  of 
every  shape,  weight  and  size;  dueling  pistols  innumerable, 
each  labeled  with  its  victims,  one  or  more;  rifles  of  every 
make,  and  shotguns  of  every  pattern,  from  the  match-lock  to 
the  breech-loader  ;  Indian  spears,  Chinese  knives,  and  non- 
descripts that  were  nameless,  but  looked  wicked.  To  a  ge- 
nial kindness  the  Captain  adds  flashes  of  practical  humor 
that  are  very  amusing.  For  instance,  ever)'  city  masculine 
that  visits  that  neighborhood  has  an  idea  that  he  may  shoot 
a  deer,  and  though  they  never  breast  mountain  or  forest  for 
that  purpose,  yet  the  rifle  is  their  frequent  companion  on 
lake  or  shore,  as  if  they  expected  to  find  water  deer.  Well, 
for  the  accommodation  of  these  gentry,  he  has  erected  near 
his  house,  on  the  mountain  side,  a  full-sized  prong-homed 
buck  of  wood,  which  looks  so  life-like  that  city  Nimrods  are 
forever  banging  at  it,  and,  as  the  employifs  of  the  steamer 
are  in  the  joke,  they  rather  encourage  deer  shooting  from 
her  deck,  which  elicits  roars  of  laughter  at  the  would-be 
hunter's  expense — and  as  each  victim  is  initiated,  he  keeps 
the  secret,  and  passes  on  the  joke. 

Before  closing,  I  must  refer  to  one  of  the  peculiarities  of 
this  section  of  country.  The  most  persevering,  persistent, 
and  never-let-up  system  of  lying  seems  to  have  been  adopted 
along  the  entire  routes  from  Cloverdale  to  Calistoga,  as  to 
distances.  Cloverdale  is  from  twenty-seven  to  thirty  miles 
from  Kelseyville,  and  takes  seven  hours  staging,  but  the 
drivers,  hotel-keepers,  and  in  fact  every  body  along  the  line, 
say  that  it  is  only  nineteen.  Calistoga  is  forty-five  miles  from 
Kelseyville,  and  takes  eight  hours,  but  they  declare  it  is  only 
thirty.  Bassett's  is  twenty-one  miles  from  Soda  Bay,  but 
they  vow  it  is  fourteen;  and  Soda  Bay  six  from  Kelseyville, 
but  they  call  it  four,  and  so  on.  The  real  object  is  not  lying 
for  the  mere  love  of  lying,  but  a  hope  that  shortening  the  dis- 
tance will  benefit  his,  her,  or  their  particular  interests;  for  ev- 
er)' one  in  this  region  owns  a  spring  of  some  sort,  soda,  bora.x, 
iron,  sulphur,  or  salts  of  one  kind  or  another — cold,  tepid,  or 
hot — and  which  they  designate  as  medical,  medicated,  med- 
icinal, mineral  or  mercurial,  as  their  fancy  or  intelligence 
dictates.  Of  course  the)'  are  all  highly  curative  and  of  great 
value — some  are  special  cures,  and  others  are  panaceas,  but 
ever)'body  expects  to  make  his,  her,  or  their  fortime  from 
his,  her,  or  their  particular  spring;  so,  he,  she,  and  they  are 
actively  lying  it  into  shorter  distances  as  r.'.  airily  ^5  they 
can;  and  I  hope  that  they  will  all  succeed  in  b>ui'iing  sani- 
tariums,'hygienes,  and  water-cures,  keep  then-r  -Ica-.i  and 
grow  rich  off  gout,  gravel,  and  all  oth .r  ailn  '^ 

diet,  lazy  habits,  and  liquor-drinking  begets. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


DOINGS  OF  THE  LAST  LEGISLATURE, 


H\  ASSK.Ml;l.V.MAN  «'.  I.  ANDERSON. 


The  last  Legislature,  or  the  Lej;islature  which  last  con- 
vened in  this  State,  has  been  the  subject  of  more  than  com- 
mon denunciation,  not  only  at  the  hands  of  those  opposed 
to  its  composition,  in  a  partisan  sense,  but  as  well  by  those 
of  the  same  political  affiliation.  It  was  a  Democratic  Legis- 
lature. It  was  overwhelmingly  Democratic.  For  its  acts 
and  doings  that  party  must  be  held  responsible.  The  peo- 
ple will  unquestionably  hold  the  party  so  responsible,  as  they 
ought;  for  the  sins  ol  officials  must  and  do,  inevitably,  in  a 
popular  government,  fall  upon  the  heads  of  the  sect  or  organi- 
zation which  placed  them  in  power.      .So  let  it  be  with  this. 

I  have  patiently  sat  do«n  under  the  odium  which  has  been 
cast  upon  the  bodies  which  finished  their  labors  on  the  first 
of  April  of  tliis  year,  and  when,  superadded  to. the  abuse 
heaped  upon  them  by  the  journals  Republican  and  journals 
Independent, came  the  fiercepliilippics  of  the  oiify  IhiiuHralic 
paper,  arraigning  them  for  a  depth  of  iniquity  never  reached 
by  an\'  former  Legislature,  even  those  bearing  the  horrid 
front  of  what  it  would  dominate  Radical-Republican,  1  ha\  e, 
in  common  with  my  associates  from  country  and  city,  ex- 
claimed, what  is  it  that  we  did,  or  omitted  to  do,  which  calls 
for  this  condemnation  even  from  the  judgment-seat  of  our 
friends.'  I  find  in  your  columns  of  the  past  week  that  a 
gentleman  fresh  and  raw  from  England's  nether  world  of 
Australia,  signing  himself  "  /\nglo-Australian,"  in  presenting 
for  imitation  in  the  formation  of  our  coming  Constitution  the 
archetype  of  England's  colonial  governments,  must  even  take 
a  shy  at  California's  parliamentarians,  and  join  his  voice  to 
the  howl  of  opprobrium  which  the  press  had  raised  with  such 
unwonted  harmony.  And  ;et  to  do  this  Anglo-Australian 
justice,  1  am  free  to  say,  that  1  believe  he  had  equally  as  well 
considered,  as  charitably  and  circumspectly  examined,  and 
as  intelligently  weighed  the  acts  and  doings  of  the  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty  citizens,  gathered  from  the  body  of  the  peo- 
ple, who  sat  as  their  representatives  at  Sacramento  during 
the  last  session,  as  had  any  of  that  daily  press,  whose  office 
it  should  be  to  resort  to  the  best  sources  of  information,  and 
to  give  the  public  for  facts  only  that  which  is  truth,  for  opin- 
ion and  speculation  only  that  which  is  just  and  rational. 

Having  possesse'd  my  soul  in  patience  thus  long,  and  hav- 
ing a  little  leisure  which  1  do  not  know  how  else  to  employ 
profitabl)-,  it  occurs  to  me  just  to  collate  brief  memoranda 
of  the  more  prominent  legislative  acts  which  emanated  from 
the  session  referred  to.  Before  commencing  this  synopsis, 
however,  I  venture  this  bold  paradox,  as  it  will  doubtless  ap- 
pear to  many;  that  is  to  say: 

The  last  Lt-i^ishiturc  wtu  the  most  economical  which  has 
-assent bled  in  California  for years^  perhaps  the  most  so  of  any 
that  e^'er  convened  within  the  State. 

This  I  venture,  although  it  has  been  denounced  as  the 
most  prodigal  and  the  most  lavish  in  its  expenditures. 
There  is  a  very  simple  and  inexorable  mode  of  trial  by  which 
this  question  of  economy  or  e.xtravagance  maybe  tested  and 
determined,  and  that  is  by  the  record,  the  history  of  appro- 
priation antl  taxation  by  the  several  Legislatures,  embracing 
this,  and  those  also  which  were  its  predecessors.  The  truth 
is  that  it  carried  economy  to  e.xcess,  as  was  evidenced  by  its 
refusal  to  continue  the  pension  to  Marshall,  the  discoverer 
of  gold,  which  had  been  granted  for  a  number  of  years  by 
former  Legislatures,  and  also  that  to  General  John  A.  Sutter 
— donations  perhaps  well  merited.  Nor  do  1  believe  that  it 
can  be  justly  retorted  that  in  this  they  "  gagged  at  a  gnat  and 
swallowed  a  camel; "  nor  is  any  other  like  wise  saw  in  order 
in  my  judgment.  At  least  I  take  the  liberty  of  challenging 
a  refutation  of  my  assertion  of  exiictness  in  economy  by  ask- 
ing a  specification  of  acts  of  extravagance. 

I  call  attention  to  the  following  brief  table  of  appropria- 
tions for  State  purposes,  made  by  the  last  three  Legislaturfes, 
with  the  rates  of  taxation  resulting  therefrom,  in  order  that 
a  correct  estimate  may  be  formed  by  comparison  : 

T,'l,!lAiu,'mit 
Fiimt  ]V„rv.  R„kal. 

Twenty-sixth,  1874-75 33-234. 000 

Twenty-seventh.  1875-76 3.066.000 

Twenty-eighth,  1876-77 3.736,000 

Twenty-ninth,  1877-78 3,223,000 

Thirtieth,  1878-79 2,835.000 

Thirty-first,  1879-So 3,015,000 

From  the  above,  it  will  be  seen  that  in  1874-75  and  1S75- 
76,  the  last  two  years  of  Governor  Pacheco's  administration, 
the  aggregate  appropriations  (to  say  nothing  of  deficiency 
bills  thrown  upon  Governor  Irwin  were  .$6,300,000,.  giving 
an  average  annual  tax  of  62.7  cents  on  the  $100  of  taxable 
property  ;  that  for  the  first  two  years  of  Governor  Irwin's, 
viz :  1S76-77  aiid  r877-S8,  the  total  appropriations  were 
$6,959,000,  necessitating  an  annual  tax  of  6S.2  cents  on 
each  $100  of  taxable  property  ;  while  the  appropriations  for 
the  two  years  provided  for  by  the  hist  Legislature  only  ag- 
gregated $5,850,000,  requiring  a  tax  of  only  54;^  cents  on 
the  $100  of  taxable  property  of  the  State. 

This  is  the  record.  When  it  is  borne  in  mind  that  this 
Legislature  was  burdened  as  none  other  has  ever  been,  with 
$150,000  to  pay  for  the  extraordinary  expenditure  required 
for  the  Constitutional  Convention,  and  that  it  made  other 
unusual  appropriations,  such  as  that  of  $130,000  for  Branch 
State  Prison  at  Folsom,  and  $100,000  for  a  general  recon- 
noisance  and  survey  of  the  Slate,  with  reference  to  a  general 
system  of  irrigation^where  is  there,  it  may  be  asked,  a 
foundation  for  the  charge  of  profligacy  of  expenditure  and 
waste  of  the  public  treasure  ? 

Bad  legislation,  evil  legislation,  ignorant  legislation,  have 
also  been  imputed  to  the  same  bodies  by  the  voice  of  the 
press,  irrespective  of  party  predilections.  To  this  I  give  an 
answer  also  from  the  record,  as  before  intimated,  and  chal- 
lenge a  fair  comparison  with  the  work  of  its  predecessor. 
and  a  specification  as  to  which  of  the  series  should  be  wiped 
from  our  statute  book. 

It  enacted  a  law  by  which  a  deserted  wife  may  compel  her 
husband  to  provide  for  her  support  and  the  maintenance  of 
their  children,  without  ci'mpellini;  her  to  bring  an  action  for 
divorce.     ^.Amendment  to  Section  137  of  the  Civil  Code.; 

An  act  to  exempt  for  the  benefit  of  the  sunivor  a  life  pol- 

;.:v,  „f.»rever  the  company  may  be  situated  in  which  it  is 

■  r"',  '.'.hereas  heretofore  it  was  only  exempt  in  case  the  pol- 

"  a=  issued  by  a  California  company.     (See  amendment 

:'on  690  Code  of  Civil  Procedure.  1 
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It  passed  the  best  election  laws  that  California  has  ever 
had,  under  which  we  are  probably  to  be  spared  in  future 
those  frauds  which  from  the  beginning  of  our  State  have 
been  a  matter  of  reproach,  and  probably  in  several  epochs 
the  criminal  cause  of  disorder  and  bloodshed. 

It  passed  laws  to  suppress  those  prolitic  institutions  known 
as  "  piece  clubs,"  by  which  the  honest  were  shocked  and  pre- 
cluded from  being  candidates  for  office,  to  the  great  advan- 
tage of  the  unscrupulous  and  depraved. 

It  passed  laws  by  which  the  crafty  work  of  the  low  poli- 
tician will  hereafter  be  defeated,  and  the  intent  and  purpose 
of  the  honest  voter  will  be  secured  against  the  imposture  of 
bogus  and  spurious  election  tickets. 

it  passed  laws  for  the  regulation  of  the  Kire  DepaUmcnt, 
pronounced  by  the  L'nderwriters,  and  Ijv  all  fair  citizens  who 
have  examined  it,  to  be  the  best  ever  enacted  in  this  or  any 
other  State  ;  by  which,  above  all  things,  the  Department  is, 
as  far  as  practicable,  protected  against  the  dangers  and  in- 
trigues of  politics. 

It  passed  laws  for  the  increase  of  the  police,  as  demanded 
by  popular  sentiment,  and  embraced  in  the  bill  therefor  a 
system  of  regulations  very  far  in  advance  of  any  former  leg- 
islation, by  which  the  discipline  and  morals  of  the  force 
must  necessarily  be  greatly  improved,  besides  removing  it  as 
far  as  possible  from  the  sphere  of  politics. 

It  passed  laws  to  regulate  the  fares  on  street  railroads  in 
San  Francisco,  and  reducing  the  rate  to  five  cents,  to  the 
great  benefit  of  the  masses  of  our  citizens,  and  especially  to 
the  poorer  classes. 

It  passed  laws  to  regulate  the  price  and  ciuality  of  gas  in 
San  Francisco,  and  reducing  absolutely  the  price  therefor  to 
the  extent  of  twenty  per  cent,  on  their  former  rates — that  is, 
from  $3.75  to  $3  per  thousand — and  empowering  the  Board 
of  Supervisors,  upon  the  report  of  the  Gas  Commissioner,  if 
found  to  be  justified,  to  cut  down  the  price  still  further.  The 
act  to  go  into  operation  in  six  months. 

It  passed  laws  providing  for  checking  frauds  in  banking 
by  man)-  regulations,  and  an  act  to  prevent  savings  banks 
from  purchasing  or  loaning  money  on  mining  stocks  and 
other  dangerous  securities. 

It  passed  laws  to  check  fraud  on  the  part  of  those  engaged 
in  life  and  fire  insurance,  and  to  secure  the  ability  of  com- 
panies to  respond  to  all  losses  and  in  all  events  contemplated 
by  the  policy  to  the  assured. 

It  corrected  the  legislation  by  which  the  expenses  of  the 
Supreme  Court,  held  in  San  Francisco,  were  imposed  upon 
our  city,  and  placed  it  where  it  properly  belongs,  upon  the 
State. 

It  passed  an  act  so  amending  the  Civil  Code,  that  "the 
legal  rate  of  interest  is  reduced  from  ten  to  seven  per  cent, 
per  annum,  in  the  absence  of  special  contract. 

it  passed  laws  greatly  reducing  the  rate  of  business 
licenses  of  our  mercantile  and  commercial  classes,  by  what 
is  known  as  the  Broderick  bill,  as  may  be  demons^trated  by 
comparing  the  act,  on  page  442  of  Session  Laws,  with  Sec- 
tions 3376  to  3387  of  the  Political  Code. 

And  here  I  may  remark  that  the  anathemas  against  the 
last  Legislature  of  the  gentlemen  who  held  meetings  to  re- 
sist the  suits  commenced  by  Mr.  Sinton,  the  Tax  Collector, 
were  based  in  entire  ignorance  of  the  subject  upon  which 
they  spoke.  It  will  be  seen,  upon  examination,  that  the  law, 
to  enable  the  Tax  Collectors  to  bring  suit,  was  put  in  the 
original  Code  in  1S73,  and  that  the  last  Legislature's  only 
offense  was  that  they  cut  down  the  license  taxes  on  an  aver- 
age fully  fifty  per  cent. 

Such  are  some  of  the  enactments  emanating  from  the  last 
Legislature  occurring  most  readily  to  my  mind.  Upon  a 
close  scrutiny  of  the  Session  Laws,  a  number  of  valuable 
statutes  of  equal  merit  would  unquestionably  be  developed, 
which  after  the  lapse  of  months  escape  my  recollection.  It 
may  perhaps  be  well  in  future  to  extend  the  catalogue.  In 
the  meantime,  I  would  suggest  that  whosoever  believes  that 
the  last  Legislature  is  deserving  of  censure  will  with  frank- 
ness disclose  some  ground  for  his  belief,  and  enlighten  the 
world  by  particularizing  the  evil  deeds,  the  acts,  and  enact- 
ments by  which  he  is  offended. 

By  some,  the  law-makers  have  been  bitterly  arraigned  be- 
cause of  the  passage  of  the  Act  known  as  the  ''incendiary," 
or  "gag''  law;  while  others,  equally  vindictive  toward  them, 
applaud  that  legislation  as  wise  and  salutary.  It  is  sufficient 
to  say  of  it,  that  the  law  is  general  and  discriminates  in  fa- 
vor of  no  person  or  class  of  persons.  It  restrains  equally 
the  orator  of  the  sand-lot,  the  minister  in  the  pulpit,  the  law- 
yer in  the  courts,  the  lecturer  of  whatever  persuasion  or  of 
whatever  degree.  It  regards,  as  good  laws  should,  every  cit- 
izen equally  and  is  no  respecter  of  persons.  While  common 
charity  would  certainly  make  allowances,  and  treat  with  more 
lenity,  the  ravings  of  the  ignorant  than  of  the  cultured,  the 
law  must  know  all  alike,  and  punish  those  who  preach  vio- 
lence, sedition,  and  insurrection,  without  regard  to  wealth  or 
station.  This  law  was  made  for  all ;  and,  since  its  passage, 
all  men  have  enjoyed  the  same  liberty  of  speech  which  the 
founders  of  our  government  aimed  to  secure  to  themselves 
and  to  their  posterity.  Some  have,  since  its  passage,  exer- 
cised a  ver>-  large  liberty  in  this  respect  without  rendering 
themselves  amenable  to  its  provisions  or  penalties.  The 
singular  thing  is,  that  those  who  have  exercised  and  enjoyed 
the  greatest  amount  of  liberty  and  license  are  the  only  irten 
who  complain  of  the  law,  or  who  think  they  have  not  got 
enough  of  freedom  for  their  tongues.  All  of  which  but  shows 
that  the  love  of  talking,  like  some  few  other  appetites,  does 
not  fatigue  hy  indulgence,  but  that  excess  only  invigorates  to 
greater  excesses. 

Amongst  the  omissions  and  commissions  complained  of  by 
many,  was  the  action  of  the  Legislature  with  reference  to  the 
subject  of  the  water  question  rates  and  supply  of  this  me- 
tropolis. If  no  bill  was  passed,  it  was  rather  the  fault  or 
merit  of  a  gentleman  who  is  now  far  from  California.  A  bill 
passed  in  both  houses,  and  an  immaterial  amendment  made 
by  the  Senate,  in  which  the  Assembly  stood  ready  in  an  in- 
stant to  concur,  which  would  have  ripened  the  measure  into 
a  most  excellent  law — a  law  much  better  than  the  extreme 
radical  measure  proposed  and  advocated  bjhim — was  taken 
off  and  condemned  to  defeat  by  the  original  author,  because 
a  majority  of  obstinate  men  in  the  Senate  and  House  would 
not  follow  his  peculiar  philosophy  on  water.  That  philoso- 
phy was,  that  there  is  no  property  in  water,  and,  therefore, 
that  water  works  are  not  protected  by  sanctions  of  the  Con- 
stitution of  our  State,  which  declares  that  private  property 
shall  not  be  taken  for  public  use  without  due  compensation, 


and  that  no  person  shall  be  deprived  of  his  property  without 
due  process  of  law.  The  gentleman  to  whom  1  refer,  and 
for  whom  I  certainly  entertain  a  very  great  respect,  being 
absent  in  a  foreign  land,  I  am  restrained  from  those  criti- 
cisms upon  his  philosophy,  his  conduct,  and  his  motives,  in 
which  I  should  otherwise  feel  myself  at  liberty  to  indulge. 
A  history  of  the  attempted  legislation  upon  this  subject,  fairly 
and  squarely  put,  is,  however,  demanded  by  considerations 
of  justice  to  the  representatives  from  San  Francisco,  and  I 
may  find  time  to  afflict  you  with  a  full  and  extended  account 
thereof. 

One  other  matter  has  doubtless  contributed  to  the  course 
of  popular  animadversion  upon  the  Legislature,  and  is  cer- 
tainly as  much  misunderstood  as  any  with  which  it  was  called 
upon  to  deal.  I  refer  to  the  subject  of  the  control  by  legis- 
lation of  railroads,  embracing  a  great  variety  of  topics,  such 
as  freights  and  fares,  eminent  domain,  etc.  It  may,  perhaps, 
be  interesting  to  review  this  subject  of  periodical  agitation 
and  alarm,  and  give  a  brief  exegesis  of  it  as  of  some  "hydra 
or  chimera  dire." 


Our  hearts  are  stirred  by  daily  narratives  of  the  struggling 
poor.  More  deeply  moved  by  the  stories  of  those  who  have 
seen  better  days  ;  who  struggle  with  their  pride  against  a 
disclosure  of  their  wants  ;  women  well  born,  well  reared,  too 
virtuous  to  sin,  too  proud  to  beg,  and  who  in  their  heart- 
broken despondency  and  shame  know  not  what  to  do. 
There  is  a  time  when  in  the  transition  period  from  wealth  to 
poverty  that  the  refined,  delicate,  and  cultured  lady  suffers 
pangs  more  inexpressibly  painful  than  comes  from  hunger. 
To  such  it  is  a  relief  when  the  depth  is  reached  and  the 
possibilities  of  poverty  are  fully  fathomed.  We  know  of  a 
case,  and  would  not  write  of  It  if  our  purse  was  as  deep  as 
our  sympathy.  We  write  in  hope  that  it  will  move  generous 
and  wealthy  people  to  interpret  the  stories  that  are  written 
in  the  sad  eyes  and  hopeless  despair  of  face  of  those  who 
will  not,  unquestioned,  speak  of  their  poverty.  We  knew 
her  as  a  young  girl,  the  wife  of  a  prosperous  gentleman,  the 
mother  of  a  promising  boy,  the  petted  leader  of  fashionable 
society,  a  welcome  guest  at  the  homes  of  the  highest  social 
class,  cultured,  refined,  and  elegant.  Adversity  came,  and 
the  husband  lost  courage,  and  was  lost.  The  wife  and  boy 
struggled  on  in  a  small  room  poorly  furnished-  Gifts,  jewels, 
dress,  went  slowly  out  for  rent  and  food.  The  lad  obtained 
employment,  sinned,  fell,  and  fled.  It  was  not  a  crime — it 
was  a  struggle  to  help  his  mother.  The  angel  will  record 
the  effort  in  the  Lamb's  book  of  life.  She  begged,  pleaded, 
and  cried,  and  the  wronged  employer  condoned  the  offense. 
Then  she  struggled  on  for  days  and  weeks.  She  was  hun- 
gry. At  midnight  she  picked  up  sticks  to  cook  her  food. 
Wearied,  she  sat  upon  the  door-steps  of  luxurious  homes 
where  she  had  been  a  welcome  guest,  arid  whose  owners  (let 
it  be  hoped)  would  have  helped  her  if  she  had  had  the  cour- 
age to  make  her  desolation  known.  This  is  not  a  romance  ; 
it  is  not  an  exaggeration  ;  it  is  true.  It  is  not  the  only  case. 
Christian  ladies,  you  of  happy  homes,  you  loved  and  hon- 
ored wives,  you  who  visit  summer  resorts,  you  who  indulge 
in  dress  and  equipage  ;  gentlemen,  you  men  of  affairs,  of 
wealth,  of  millions,  you  generous,  chivalrous  men  ;  Chris- 
tians, you  who  think  the  sentiment  an  inspired  one  that  de- 
clares that  of  all  the  virtues  the  greatest  is  charity,  look 
around  you,  organize  a  relief  for  the  proud  poor.  Do  it  se- 
cretly, delicately  ;  and  if  there  is  a  reward  for  generous 
deeds,  you  will  receive  it  ;  if  there  Is  a  heaven,  you  will  at- 
tain it. 

A  man  forty  years  of  age  came  mto  our  office  this  week 
seeking  employment.  His  story  is  this  :  Native-born,  mar- 
ried, no  children,  wife  can  sew,  make  dresses,  cut,  and  fit. 
He  has  been  in  the  boot  and  shoe  trade,  is  sober,  industri- 
ous, intelligent,  and  willing  to  work  ;  can  not  work  on  a 
farm  ;  does  not  know  how  ;  is  not  strong  enough  to  labor  in 
the  forest,  nor  in  a  quarry,  nor  in  the  mines  ;  lost  in  stocks  ; 
is  flat  broke  ;  no  money,  no  furniture,  nothing — nothing  left 
but  a  wife  and  an  appetite.  We  suggested  a  shoe  store. 
His  answer  was,  no  money  for  rent,  fixtures,  stock,  or  start. 
We  Inquired  concerning  him,  and  found  his  stoiy  a  true  one. 
Nov.-,  if  he  was  a  Jew'  his  co-religionists  would  take  care  of 
him.  They  would  make  a  pool  for  him  ;  club  together,  raise 
him  a  hundred  dollars,  and  establish  for  him  a  credit.  He 
would  pull  through,  pay  back  the  money,  escape  shame,  beg- 
gaiy,  and  the  poor-house.  This  man  honestly  wants  work, 
and  can  not  obtain  it ;  his  wife  wants  employment,  and  can 
not  get  it.  He  is  desperate.  Christians  and  Americans  are 
a  thoughtless,  heartless,  selfish  class.  They  are  not  as  good 
as  the  Jews  in  this  respect.  The  Jews  exhibit  more  sense, 
more  business  instinct,  more  humanity,  than  do  Christians. 
They  help  their  poor  to  take  care  of  themselves.  We  wish 
somebody  would  organize  a  secret  benevolent  society  to  aid 
Americans  who  have  seen  better  days  ;  to  lend  them  a  little 
money  to  start  them  in  some  trade  or  employment ;  help 
them  tide  ovei^  hard  times.  We  say  secret,  in  order  that  it 
may  not  be  imposed  upon  by  the  worthless.  There  are 
plentv  of  men  and  women  to  whom  a  little  aid  would  give 
heart.  A  little  advice  and  encouragement  would  afford  as- 
sistance better  than  money-  It  is  not  charity  nor  alms  that 
such  people  want.  It  is  advice,  encouragement,  and  a  tem- 
porar)  loan.  If  the  right  persons  will  move  in  this  matter, 
money  will  be  abundant.  Wealthy  men  would  be  glad  to 
aid  such  an  organization  ;  but  they  are  begged  at,  cried  at, 
talked  at,  and  bothered  by  professional  adventurers  and 
mendicants,  till  they  weary  of  Ustening.  They  are  Imposed 
upon  by  frauds  and  tramps  until  they  are  callous  to  the  sto- 
ries of  honest  poverty,  and  shut  their  ears  and  purses  to  the 
deserving  poor.  This  secret  aid  society  for  deserving  Amer- 
ican poor  who  ha\e  seen  better  days  must  have  no  paid  offi- 
cials. It  ought  to  have  a  directory  of  wealthy  and  generous 
ladies,  and  its  stockholders  should  be  millionaires  and  mon- 
ej-ed  men  who  are  willing  to  pay  assessments.  Its  active 
agents  and  almoners  should  be  men  of  benevolence,  wealth, 
and  business  sense,  who  will  give  their  time  in  aid  of  those 
who  have  been  less  fortunate  than  themselves. 


"Thou  shalt  not  lend  on  usur)'  to  thy  brother.*' — Deuter- 
onomy^ xxiii,  19. 

"Thou  oughtst  therefore  to  have  put  my  money  to  the 
exchangers,  and  then  at  my  coming  I  should  have  received 
mine  own,  with  usury." — Afatiheti',  xxv,  27. 
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EXTRACTS  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  AN  EARLY  CALIFORNIAN, 


BY  JAMES    C.    WARD. 


Verba  Buexa,  or  San  Francisco,  in  1847.      View  or  Cove,  with  Goat  Island  bevond. 
(fro-m  an  original  sketch.) 


San  Francisco,  April  30,  1847.— We  cast  anchor  before 
this  town,  called  by  the  Spaniards  Verba  Pjuena,  on  the  26th 
March,  at  5  P.M.  The  Indcptmdencc,  Cyanc,  and  Lexington, 
vessels  of  war,  were  near  us,  besides  several  merchantmen. 
I  slept  that  night  at  the  Portsmouth  House,  on  the  Plaza, 
kept  by  a"  man  named  Brown,  where  I  met  the  Alcalde, 
Leidesdorff",  late  American  Vice-Consul,  Dr.  Robert  Semple, 
a  six-footer  in  buckskin,  one  of  the  bear-flag  party  and  edi- 
tor of  the  Calif 07'nian^  other  residents,  and  several  navy  offi- 
cers— our  old  friend,  Frank  Conover,  among  them.  As  six 
months,  to  a  day,  had  passed  since  we  left  New  York,  I  sat 
up  till  the  small  hours  listening  to  the  news.  From  all  ac- 
counts, Stockton  and  Fremont  have  disturbed  rather  than 
quieted  the  people  of  the  country,  who  were  favorably  dis- 
posed toward  us  at  the  time  Commodore  Sloat  raised  our 
flag  at  Monterey.  Everything  seeming  peaceful,  he  went 
home  soon  after,  leaving  Stockton  in  command  of  the  squad- 
ron. About  the  same  time,  a  lieutenant  of  marines,  named 
Gillespie,  arrived  here,  and  proceeded  north  with  dispatches 
for  Fremont — probably  letters  from  Senator  Benton,  inform- 
ing him  of  the  intentions  of  our  government.  Fremont  was 
on  his  road  to  Oregon  when  Gillespie  overtook  him.  He 
turned  back,  and,  reinforcing  his  band  with  a  party  of  emi- 
grants who  had  raised  the  bear-flag,  seized  horses  from  the 
rancheros  to  mount  them,  and  cattle  to  feed  them,  and 
marched  toward  Monterey.  At  Sonoma,  some  of  our  best 
friends — General  Vallejo,  his  brother,  his  brother-in-law,  Mr. 
Leese,  an  American,  and  a  Colonel  Prudhon — were  made 
prisoners.  At  this  place,  where  Stockton  was  received  with 
honors — procession,  dinner,  etc. — numerous  Californians  as- 
sisting, he  informed  them  that  he  and  his  army  would  wade 
ankle-deep  in  blood,  if  necessary,  to  conquer  the  country. 
The  officers  of  the  army,  and  of  the  navy  feutside  of  Stock- 
ton's own  ship,  believe  the  late  troubles  have  been  caused 
mainly  by  those  who  wanted  to  make  history  for  themselves. 
They  say  there  is  no  question  as  to  Stockton's  bravery  ;  but 
that  he  was  disappointed  in  not  having  the  glory  of  taking 
possession,  and  "spoiled  for  a  fight"  afterward.  Oar  gov- 
ernment seems  to  have  acted  cautiously  in  the  matter,  and 
the  proceeding  of  Sloat,  watched  as  he  was,  must  have  taken 
Admiral  Seymour  quite  aback.  While  the  Commodore  and 
he  were  at  Mazatlan,  they  were  on  the  pleasantest  of  terms, 
entertaining  each  other,  apparently  with  little  thought  for  the 
morrow.  One  morning,  after  leaving  the  Admiral's  ship,  the 
Commodore  had  just  touched  his  own  quarter-deck,  when 
the  anchors  were  shipped,  and  the  Congress  was  on  her  way 
to  Monterey.  Seymour  followed  only  soon  enough  to  see 
the  stars  and  stripes  waving  over  the  Plaza.  I  hear  he  sent 
the  Commodore  word  that  he  would  return  his  salute,  but  he 
must  not  ask  him  to  salute  the  flag  on  shore.  He  undoubt- 
edly intended  to  hoist  the  British  flag  there.  The  Independ- 
crice  and  Cyane  left  here  the  early  part  of  the  month.  We 
do  not  know  their  destination,  but  suppose  they  are  to 
blockade  Acapulco  or  Mazatlan.  1  have  dined  on  board  the 
Cyane,  and  have  called  upon  Commodore  Shubrick  to  whom 
letters  of  introduction  for  us  were  sent  by  Commodore  Bol- 
ton. Last  Sunday  I  rode  to  the  Mission' of  Dolores,  three 
miles  from  here,  in  company  with  Leidesdorff",  Captain  and 

Mrs. ,  etc.,  etc. — eight  in  all.     The  priest,  Padre  Santil- 

tan,  is  an  Indian.  He  was  assisted  in  the  service  by  several 
boys  clothed  in  priestly  garments.  A  numerous  congrega- 
tion of  well  dressed  Californians  were  kneeling  as  we  entered 
the  church  door.  The  interior  was  decorated  with  pearl 
shells  and  many  gilt  and  tinsel  ornaments,  and  illuminated 
with  candles.  As  the  women  were  dressed  in  rich  colored 
silks  and  satins,  with  colored  mantillas  or  rebosas  drooping 
from  their  heads,  and  the  men  in  blue  jackets  and  calsona-os 
with  silver  buttons,  and  red  and  blue  scrapes  on  their  shoul- 
ders— the  effect  was  beautiful.  The  priest's  voice  was  grat- 
ing, so  was  the  music.  We  did  not  remain  through  the  serv- 
ice, but  walked  about  to  examine  the  Mission  buildings. 
They  formed  three  sides  of  a  hollow  square,  and  were  all 
built  of  adobe  ;  some  of  the  garden  walls  are  composed  of 
bullocks  skulls  and  horns  piled  up  and  stuck  together  with 
adobe — all  in  ruins,  with  the  exception  of  those  near  the 
church.  A  corral  shows  where  the  bull  fights  are  commenced. 
I  hear  the  animal  is  not  confined  to  it,  but  often  rushes  through 
the  plaza  ;  not  being  selected  for  his  ferocity,  and  having  the 
points  of  his  homs  sawed  off",  he  is  not  formidable.  As  there 
are  but  i^w  of  us  resident  here  we  are  ver)' intimate,  meeting 
at  each  others  houses  unceremoniously,  often  inviting  our- 
selves to  breakfast,  dine,  or  sup,  as  we  happen  to  fall.  Be- 
sides Americans — principally  New  Englanders — there  are  a 
Dane,  two  Russians,  a  Swiss,  and  a  Sandwich  Islander  in  our 
little  circle.  Of  an  evening  we  congregate  accidentally  here 
and  there  ;  have  music  from  S — 's  guitar,  or  Don  A — 's 
piano.  Both  sing.  Their  comic  songs  draw  tears  from  our 
eyes  ;  and  they  are  capital  actors,  too.     Sometimes  Dr.  Pow- 


ell, surgeon  of  the ,  drops  in,  and  we  have  his  stories 

and  ventriloquism — which  is  wonderfully  perfect — to  amuse 
us.  He  was  at  our  house  last  evening,  when  W.  H.  Davis 
came  in  with  a  bottle  in  his  hand — one  of  a  dozen  found  dur- 
ing the  day  under  the  floor  of  his  store,  which  was  being  re- 
paired ;  the  box  must  have  been  there  several  years,  and 
came  from  Los  Angeles  ;  the  wine  had  as  much  body  as  port, 
resembling  it  in  taste  and  color.  Very  often  whist  and  vingt- 
et-un  and  poker  are  played — the  latter  limited  by  general  un- 
derstanding. Lately  M — ,  from  the  Islands,  has  broken  into 
this  good  rule.  Whereas,  the  lovers  of  the  game  here  played 
for  amusement  and  with  great  consideration  for  each  other's 
means,  he  seemed  inchned  to  make  money,  and  carried  it  so 
far  that  he  received  a  lesson.  One  night  G —  had  lost  an  unu- 
sually large  amount  to  him  ;  other  players  had  dropped  off", 
and  the  game  was  left  between  the  two.  Both,  at  last,  either 
had  good  hands  or  were  bluffing  most  courageously  ;  when 
M —  had  up  an  amount  sufficient  to  cover  G — 's  losses  he 
called  him.  Both  were  very  cool  and  quiet,  though  it  was  a 
more  serious  matter  for  G —  than  for  M — .  The  latter  could 
have  lost  without  inconvenience.  "Well,"  said  I\I— ,  smiling 
patronizingly,  as  he  took  his  cigar  from  his  mouth,  "What 
can  beat  four  kings  ? "  G —  paused  a  moment — looked  at 
him  seriously — laid  down  his  cigarrito  and  answered,  "  Noth- 
ing— but  four  aces."  M— 's  smile  faded,  and  his  eyes  in 
"  wonder  grew,"  as  he  realized  his  defeat.  "  Now,"  said  G — , 
"the  time  has  come  to  inform  you  that  we  play  here  for  the 
pleasure  of  the  game— not  for  profit.  I  find  by  my  little 
memorandum  that  I  am,  at  last,  even  with  you.  You  know 
I  could  have  led  you  very  far.  If  I  had'won  from  you,  I 
should  have  been  obliged  to  play  with  you  again  ;  at  present, 
I  am  free  to  say  that  I  never  will."  M —  was  never  after- 
ward invited  to  take  a  hand.  He  was  also  of  the  kind  that 
never  takes  offense  ;  so  things  have  returned  to  the  "even 
tenor  of  their  way."  Next  door  to  the  hotel  lives  Don  Juan 
Vioget,  a  native  of  Switzerland,  at  one  time  a  lieutenant  in 
the  Brazilian  navy.  He  spcnks  four  or  five  languages,  draws 
skillfully,  and  has  surve)ed  and  made  the  plans  of  this  Pue- 
blo of  Yerba  Buena.  The  ceiHngs  of  his  parlors  have  been 
painted  by  him  in  tasteful  designs  ;  and  a  panoramic  view  of 
the  Bay  and  City  of  Rio  Janeiro,  in  pen  and  ink,  exceeds 
anything  of  the  kind  I  have  ever  seen.  He  is  very  entertain- 
ing and  hospitable,  and  his  house  a  great  resort ;  a  hearty 
welcome  and  a  cup  of  delicious  coff"ee  await  his  visitors  at 
any  hour.  There  is  only  one  garden  in  the  place — Leides- 
dorfPs — which  has  been  made  by  scraping  the  decayed  leaves 
from  under  the  scrub  oaks  and  forming  flower-beds  of  the 
loam.  His  Scotch  gardener  has  succeeded  wonderfully  in 
this  enterprise.  You  must  know  that  the  land  hereabouts  is 
covered  with  sand,  excepting  in  the  heart  of  the  town.  At 
the  Presidio,  and  about  the  Mission,  where  the  winds  have 
full  sweep — a  northwest  gale  blowing  daily  during  the  sum- 
mer from  n  a.  .m.  till  sundown — the  sand  hills  are  thickly 
covered  with  scrub-oak  woods,  which  lean  away  from  the 
winds  as  though  they  would  avoid  them. 

May  31,  1847.— This  letter  will  be  brought  to  you  by  Gen- 
eral Kearney's  party.  Every  one  regrets  his  leaving.  He  has 
the  esteem  of  all  who  inhabit  this  country,  CaHfornians  as 
well  as  foreigners.  Fremont  is  with  him  under  arrest.  Col- 
onel Mason  is,  of  course,  left  in  command.  News  of  the 
taking  of  Vera  Cruz  by  General  Scott,  and  of  General  Tay- 
lor's great  victory  over  Santa  Ana,  sent  by  the  British  Min- 
ister at  Mexico,  has  come  to  us  from  Mazatlan.  We  cele- 
brated here  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm  by  illuminating  the 
town,  firing  salutes,  burning  tar-barrels,  etc.  If  military 
successes,  such  as  any  army  might  be  proud  of,  fill  your  soul 
with  joy,  think  of  the  effect  they  produced  upon  us,  children 
of  the  republic,  in  an  unfriendly  territory',  and  so  far  sep- 
arated from  it.  But  for  all  this  glory,  how  much  we  shall  re- 
joice in  peace — a  peace  that  adds  California  to  the  Union. 
If  it  is  restored  to  Mexico,  you  may  depend  upon  it  that  we 
shall  fight  for  it  upon  our  own  hook,  for  wherever  an  emi- 
grant has  obtained  a  piece  of  land  he  will  defend  it  till 
death.  There  are  many  in  the  country,  and  as  the  current 
is  this  way  there  is  not  power  enough  in  California  to  turn  it 
back.  Farms  of  the  Spaniards,  lands  that  have  never  been 
cultivated  before,  are  worked  on  joint  account,  and  will 
eventually  be  in  their  possession.  The  Californians  work 
but  little,  and  receiving  large  incomes  from  their  growing 
farms,  are  enabled  to  lead  easy  lives.  Bob  gave  a  fandango 
at  the  Mission  of  Dolores  last  week.  There  were  some 
thirty  senoritas  present  besides  the  Mormonitas ;  three  of 
them  were  quite  pretty,  and  one  of  whom  was  married  to  a 
man  named  Andrews,  of  Salem,  Massachusetts.  Two  of  her 
brothers  were  shot  by  Fremont's  party  after  being  made 
prisoners,  it  is  said.  Notwithstanding  their  gracious  man- 
ners I  could  not  help  thinking  they  hated  us  for  our  Ameri- 
can blood  ;  and  who  could  blame  them?    The  dancing  com- 


menced at  nine  o'clock,  and  we  left  them  still  at  it  at  five  in 
the  morning.  Some  of  them  waltz  well,  always  the  slow 
Spanish  waltz,  but  they  pride  themselves  particularly  upon 
their  execution  of  the  son^  jarabc,  and  gota,  the  steps  of 
which  are  not  easily  acquired  by  foreigners.  The  music  was 
from  guitars,  accompanying  songs  often  improvised  and 
complimentary  to  the  belles  of  the  evening.  Although 
drinking  and  card-playing  were  among  the  diversions  of  the 
occasion,  every  one  behaved  well.  Indeed,  good  manners 
are  common  to  all,  and  a  large  portion  of  those  who  appear 
so  well,  and  converse  and  sing  so  wittily,  can  neither  read 
nor  write.  We  ride  on  horseback  almost  every  day,  each 
resident  having  a  cavallada  of  from  two  to  a  dozen  horses, 
cared  for  by  a  vaquero.  On  the  few  days  when  the  fog  will 
allow  us  to  catch  sight  of  them  the  views  from  the  road  to 
the  Presidio  are  very  fine  and  varied.  At  one  moment  you 
are  picking  your  way  through  the  thickest  scrub-oak  shrub- 
bery, and  the  next  galloping  over  a  beautiful  plain  ;  your 
path  through  the  woods  in  the  early  morning  before  the 
northwester  has  set  in,  and  while  the  sun  is  unveiled  by  fog, 
is  overrun  with  rabbits  and  quail,  and  if  you  choose  you  may 
give  chase  to  the  coyote,  who  jogs  along  unconcernedly  not 
very  far  ahead  of  you.  Wild  flowers  are  scattered  far  and 
wide  over  the  plain,  brilliant  in  color,  and  beautiful  enough 
for  the  choicest  garden  ;  and  madiilces  (strawberries),  just 
ripe,  are  waiting  to  be  picked  here  and  there,  and  all  along 
the  road.  Of  a  clear  day  the  beauty  of  the  Bay  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, and  of  the  hills  and  mountains  which  encompass  it, 
are  beyond  my  powers  of  description.  Our  rides  extend  to 
an  old  fort  near  the  entrance  to  the  Bay,  but  on  our  return 
we  always  call  upon  the  officers  at  the  Presidio  to  tell  the 
news  or  to  listen  to  one  of  Captain  Lippitt's  stories. 

Sonoma,  June  29,  1847. — Last  evening  I  was  introduced 
to  Commodore  Stockton,  at  General  Vallejo's.  He  has  just 
purchased  a  large  and  valuable  estate  near  Santa  Clara,  and 
is  on  his  way  home  over  the  mountains.  Commodore  Bid- 
die,  his  commanding  officer,  says  he  has  not  granted  him 
leave  of  absence,  nor  has  he  deigned  to  ask  it.  Major  X — 
of  his  suite  I  have  met  often.  He  will  call  on  you  and  give 
you  news  of  us  and  of  the  country.  You  must  remember,^ 
however,  that  his  story  is  different  from  General  Kearney's, 
and  that  the  latter  has  the  support  and  confidence  of  the 
largest  and  best  portion  of  our  community,  including  military 
and  naval  officers.  We  have  heard  of  the  capitulation  of 
San  Juan  d'Ulloa,  and  of  our  array  being  within  one  day's 
march  of  the  City  of  Mexico.  Where  will  you  find  laurels 
sufficient  to  cover  the  victors  ?  We  have  had  glory  enough  ; 
send  us  peace.  Business  is  dull.  Land  speculations  occupy 
every  one's  attention  at  present.  Think  of  fifty  vara  lots 
(one  hundred  and  thirty  and  a  half  feet  square)  in  San  Fran- 
cisco being  sold  for  seven  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  !  It 
seems  hke  1S37  on  a  small  scale.  I  expect  to  ride  from 
forty  to  fifty  miles  to-day  to  reach  either  San  Rafael  or 
Saucelito. 


y^^feJ&iSfeL 


North  Beach,  1847,     House  of  juana  Lkioiv 
[conti.vced  in  next  numbrr.] 


Sitting  Bull  has  made  overtures  to  this  Government  for 
permission  to  return  and  make  his  home  with  us  once  more, 
but  it  has  been  pointed  out  to  him  that  race  prejudices  are 
pretty  strong  among  the  Palefaces,  and  for  the  present  it 
would  be  better  for  him  to  remain  across  the  border.  To 
this  he  is  understood  to  have  replied  that  he  and  his  con- 
stituents are  no  worse  than  Kearney  and  his  merrj'-men — 
whom,  with  doubtful  taste  and  imperfect  respect,  he  describes 
as  "  Irishmen  not  taxed."  The  Red  Man,  although  the  sun 
is  his  father  and  the  mountain  his  brother,  should  not  bandy 
words  with  the  Great  Grandmother  at  Washington. 


Estrangement. 


Only  a  ■' something  light  as  air," 

Which  never  words  could  tell, 
Yet  feel  you  that  between  your  lives 

A  cloud  has  strangely  fell ; 
Though  never  a  change  in  loolc  or  lone, 

A  change  your  heart   is  grieving  ; 
You  sentient  feel  the  friend  you  love] 

Has  deemed  you  are  deceiving. 

A  promise  rashly  given  has  bound 

Your  lips  the  truth  to  screen,  iicH/ii^ 
The  nameless  something  gathers  fast 

^Vs  mist  the  hills  between  ; 
You  wmp  you  in  your  cloak  of  pride. 

The  words  are  never  spoken 
Tliat  might  iiave  thrown  the  portal  wide. 

And  friendship's  tie  is  broken. 
San  Jose,  .\ugu5t  2,  1878,  Madge  Mouurs. 


A  Chinaman  up  in  Solano  County  declares  that  if  he 
hears  any  more  of  this  "  Chinese  must  go  "  nonsense  he  will 
discharge  every  white  man  in  his  employ.  Up  to  the  pres- 
ent time  lie  hasn't  heard  any  more,  and  the  man  who  keeps 
the  corner  grocery  has  hung  a  placard  in  his  window  read- 
ing :  "  The  Sign  Language  Spoken  Here." 

ll  is  deferentially  suggested  that  mining  presidents  and 
superintendents  have  too  long  been  permitted  to  conceal  the 
actual  condition  of  the  mines  with  the  veil  of  publicity. 
What  is  needed  is  a  law  making  it  felony  to  mystify  the  pub- 
lic by  free  access  to  the  mines  and  permissi'.n  to  sample 
ores. 

A  Santa  Clara  County  coroner's  jury  ha,  j.^  found  that  tf^ 
deceased  was  one  hundred  years  old,  and  die':  firir,  causes 
unknown.     Perhaps  it  was  neglectet"  by  it-- 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


ECHOES  FROM  THE  ESOTERIC  CLUB.-VIII. 


And  I  will  further  acknowledge  that  the  idea  of  an  uncon- 
scious rest  at  the  termination  of  this  life  is  more  attractive 
to  my  mind,  at  least  in  most  of  its  moods,  than  that  other 
idea  of  continued  consciousness  under  new  conditions: 

"  If  I  must  Like  my  choiirc  between  the  pair 
That  rule  aliemaiely  the  weary  hours. 
Night  is  than  day  more  acceptable;  sleep 
Doih  in  my  estimate  of  things  appear 
A  Iwttcr  Slate  than  \\orking;  death  than  sleep. 
Feelingly  sweet  is  stillness  after  storm. 
Though  under  covert  of  the  wormy  ground.' 

'  And  I  can  moreover  affirm,  as  a  fact  of  my  individual  ex- 
'  perienee,  that  even  in  my  earliest  youth,  a  season  when  the 
ideas  of  death  and  annihilation  are  most  dreadful  and  ab- 
horrent— 

"  Those  dark,  impcriious  shades  that  hang 
Upon  the  region  whither  we  arc  bound 
Nccr  weigh«i  so  hea%-ily  upon  my  mood 
As  to  exclude  the  power  to  enjoy 
The  vital  beams  of  present  sunshine." 


Atom. — After  the  period  of  middle  age,  I   think  the  ma- 
jority of  men  do  not  shrink  from  the  idea  of  ceasing  to  exist 
as  a  repulsive  one.     It  then  generally  becomes,  at  worst, 
"  A  thought  uhich  may  Ix'  fac'Cd.  though  comfortless." 

The  old  Pagans,  a  sound,  healthy-minded  set,  did  not  bother 
themselves  much  about  death  and  the  hereafter.  They  en- 
joyed life,  I  fancy,  much  more  keenly  than  we  do: 

"  Were  humbly  thankful  for  the  good 
Wliich  the  warm  sun  solicited,  and  earth 
Bestowed;  were  gladsome,  and  their  moral  sense 
They  fortified  with  reverence  for  the  gods.'" 

I  know  that  Wordsworth  says,  "They had  hopes  that  over- 
stepped the  grave,"  but  if  they  had,  such  hopes  had  no  ver)' 

He'longed  for  it  as  a  dreamless    large  part  in  their  lives  or  feelings. 

bv    consciousness.     "  For    now  ;      J'o/yi^hi/.—\\tnry    Ward     Beecher    says    that     Bryant's 


/n/tr/oiutors—lRi^vs,  POLYOi.OT,  \'ivii),  Ar.REsris,  Atom. 

Ursus. — I  agree  with  Polyglot,  that  discussion  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  immortality  of  the  soul — or,  as  I  should  prefer  to 
state  it,  the  possibility  of  a  continuation  of  individual  exist- 
ence after  physical  dissolution— is  altogether  vain  and  un-, 
profitable.  To  begin  with,  the  question  can  never  be  de- 
termined. I  don't  see  that  the  problem  is  a  whit  clearer,  or 
that  our  knowledge  in  regard  to  it  is  greater,  than  it  was 
when  Cicero  and  his  friends  talked  it  over  at  his  villa,  or 
when  Job  dubiously  asked  :  "If  a  man  die,  shall  he  live 
again  Y^ 

Polyglot. — Xay,  not  dubiously.     It  is  clear  that  he  be- 
lieveci  death  to  be  the  end. 
sleep,    a    rest    untroubled 


should  I  have  lain  still  and  been  quiet,  I  should  have  slept  : 
then  had  I  been  at  rest.''  "As  the  cloud  is  consumed  and 
vanisheth  away,  so  he  that  goeth  down  to  the  grave  shall 
come  up  no  more."  "For  now  shall  I  sleep  in  the  dust; 
and  thou  shalt  seek  me  in  the  morning;  but  I  shall  not  be.'' 


"  Thanatopsis  ■'  is  a  Pagan  poem.  His  language  is:  "A 
sweeter  Pagan  song  was  never  sung."  And  then,  by  way  of 
showing  the  superiority  of  Christian  poetry,  he  reads  Dr. 
Watts"  hymn,  "Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb  I"  Well, 
"Thanatopsis"  is  Pagan;  nearly  all  the  true  poetry,  the  ten 


'  Before  I  go  whence  1  shall  not  return,  even  to  the  land  of  der  poetry,  that  has  ever  been  written— to  say  nothing  of  the 


darkness  and  the  shadow  of  death;  a  land  of  darkness  as 
darkness  itself,  and  of  the  shadow  of  death,  without  any 
order,  and  where  the  light  is  as  darkness."' 

Vivid. — Those  are  weird  and  powerful  strains.  The  au- 
thor of  them  was  assuredly  one  of  the  grandest  of  poets. 

Polyglot. —  It  can  not  be  gainsaid.  But  it  is  equally  clear 
that  he  had  no  belief  in  the  prolongation  of  individual  exist- 
ence beyond  the  grave. 

I'iviii. — To  that  I  oppose  an  unhesitating //('jf (?////.'     The 


jreat  poetry — is  Pagan  in  the  same  sense.  Burns,  Beranger, 
and  most  of  the  sweet  singers  of  modern  times,  are  as  thor- 
oughly Pagan  in  their  songs  as  Sappho  or  Anacreon.  And 
it  must  be  so  in  the  nature  of  things.  For  to  be  wholesome- 
minded  and  human,  without  morbidness,  is  to  be  Pagan. 
Some  one  has  said — and  there  is  a  volume  of  meaning  in  the 
apothegm:  'Paganism  is  simply  humanity  unspoiled  by 
Christianity."  What  a  fine,  pure  Pagan  feeUng  runs  through 
Tennyson's  "  Millers  Daughter  I  "      The  old  miller  himself 


piece  is  a  dramatic  poem.     Job,  Zophar,  Bildad,  and  Eliphaz    is  a  magnificent  Pagan — though  he  doubtless  never  suspected 

are  as  l-nAy ilraifiatis pt-rsomr  as  "  Hamlet''  and  "  Polonius,'' 

*'  Othello"'  and  "  lago."     It  would  be  the  height  of  absurdity 

to  hold  a  dramatic  author  responsible  for  the  sentiments  he 

puts  into  the  mouths  of  his  characters.     It  is  in  the  nature 

of  things  impossible  that  he  should  agree  with  all  of  them 

when  they  differ  diametrically,  as  the  interlocutors  in  the 

drama  of  Job  do.     Eliphaz  attacks  Job  very  much  as  our 

modem  Doctors  of  Divinity  have  attacked  IngersoU.     As 

King  James'  translators  express  it  in  their  head  lines,  he 

"reproveth  Job  for  want  of  religion."     Bildad  follows  in  a 

similar  strain:  "  How  long  wilt  thou  speak  such  things  ?  and 

how  long  shall  the  words  of  thy  mouth  be  like  a  strong 

wind?''    As  for  Zophar,  he  waxes  positively  abusive:  "Should 

not  the  multitude  of  words  be  answered,  and  should  a  man 

full  of  talk  be  justified?     Should  thy  lies  make  men  hold 

their  peace,  and  when  thou   mockest  shall  no  man  make 

thee  ashamed?"'     And  Job's  language,  when  the  controversy 

wa.\es  warm,  is  not  a  whit  more  parliamentarj-:  "Ve  are 

forgers  of  lies;  ye  are  all  physicians  of  no  value." 

Polyglot. — And  the  tone  of  the  theological  discussion  does  That  is  intensely  human,  without  a  suggestion  of  morbidness. 
not  appear  to  have  perceptibly  improved  since  Job's  time,  without  a  hint  of  any  need,  of  any  quality,  or  of  any  feeling 
But  to  come  back  to  the  point:  I  said  the  author  of  Job  had  ,  that  is  not  natural  and  earthly.  Therefore,  it  is  Pagan  in 
no  belief  in  immortality,  and  cited  the  language  of  the  chief!  Beechers  sense.  Can  you  conceive  of  that  miller  as  singing 
character  in  the  drama  in  proof  of  it.     X'w'id  replies  that  the    Dr.  Watts'  hymns  ?   Can  you  conceive  of  him  as  "  telling  his 


'■  I  see  the  wealthy  miller  yet, 

His  double  chin,  his  portly  size, 
.•\nd  who  that  knew  him  could  forget 

The  busy  wrinkle  round  his  eyes? 
The  slow,  wise  smile  that  round  about 

His  dusty  forehead  dr^'ly  curled, 
Seemed  half  within  and  half  without 

.\nd  full  of  dealings  with  the  world." 

Vivid. — I  can  see  nothing  distinctively  Pagan  in  that.     It 
is  simply  a  graphic  picture  of  a  not-uncommon  type  of  man. 
Polyglot. — Wait  a  minute: 

■'  In  yonder  chair  I  see  him  sit. 

Three  fingers  round  the  old  silver  cup — 
I  see  his  gray  eyes  twinkle  yet 

.-\l  his  own  jest— gray  eyes  lit  up 
With  summer  lightnings  of  a  soul 

So  full  of  summer  warmth,  so  glad. 
So  healthy,  sound,  and  clear,  and  whole 

His  memorj'  scarce  can  make  me  sad." 


Other  interlocutors  contradict  the  one  whom  I  quoted.  I  re- 
join that  they  do  not  contradict  him  on  that  point.  There 
is  nothing  in  the  whole  poem — no  word  uttered  by  any  of 
the  speakers — to  indicate  a  belief  in  a  future  life. 

Vivid. — Again  I  say,  Xegatur.  What  can  you  make  of 
the  famous  and  most  wonderful  passage  in  which  Eliphaz 
speaks  of  his  "  vision  of  the  night,"  but  a  clear  intimation  of 
spiritual  existence  ? 

I'rsus. — I  fail  to  see  the  relevancy  of  all  this.  If  the  book 
of  Job  is  a  dramatic  poem,  what  value  in  this  discussion  is 
to  be  attached  to  the  opinions  put  into  the  mouths  of  the 
characters  ?  They  have  no  weight  except  what  they  may 
possess  intrinsically  as  arguments;  and  they  are  not  argu- 
ments at  all,  any  more  than  Cicero's  rhapsody  about  the 
"glorious  day  when  he  shall  depart  to  join  the  divine  con- 
gregation of  spirits."  I  don't  remember  the  words  of  the 
original,  and  possibly  my  rendering  is  ine.xact. 

Polyglot. — It  is,  as  you  say,  a  mere  rhapsody:  O prte- 
clanan  diem^  cum  ad  id  divinum  comiliitm  cceiitrnque  ani- 
niarum  profit  isiar :  What  an  overrated  fellow  that  same 
Cicero  has  been  all  these  generations  !  A  mere  wind-bag,  a 
dealer  in  words  and  phrases  and  high-sounding  declamation. 
Demosthenes  was  eloquenL  There  is  sense,  and  pith,  and 
manly  force  in  his  orations.  But  the  "  eloquence  "  of  the 
Roman  was  mere  rhetoric,  and  his  "philosophy"  a  feeble, 
dilettant  echo. 

Ursus. — I  always  secretly  regarded  him  as  a  verbose 
spouter,  from  the  time  my  soul  was  first  vexed  by  the  at 
tempt  to  construe  :  ilitousguc  Catalimi  abutcrc  nostra  pa- 
tit-ntia/  etc.  But  as  I  was  not  then  the  member  of  an  eso- 
teric club,  I  sagaciously  kept  that  and  other  heresies  to  myself. 

Agrestis, — Somehow,  we  do  not  seem  to  take  hold  of  the 
question  of  the  evening.  All  that  has  been  said  so  far  is 
purely  discursive. 

/'t?/)'^/(7/.— Because  there  are  no  data  for  argument,  and 
perhaps,  also,  because  there  is  a  general  feeling  that  it  is  not 
"  a  live  topic."  For  my  part,  I  acknowledge  that  I  take  no 
interest  in  it.  Wordsworth's  "  Recluse '"'  ver)-  well  describes 
my  mental  attitude  on  the  subject: 

■'  For  I,  without  reluctance,,  could  dech'ne 
.\ii  act  of  inquisition  whence  we  rise. 
And  what,  when  breath  hath  ceased,  we  mav  become: 
Here  we  are.  in  a  bright  and  breathing  world ! 
Our  origin,  what  matters  it  ?  " 


religious  experiences  ?"  or  as  having  any  spiritual  megrims! 
or  as  being  distressed  about  "  the  state  of  his  soul  ?  "  On 
the  other  hand,  can  you  conceive  of  him  as  a  hypocrite,  or  a 
sneak,  or  as  doing  a  mean  or  unmanly  thing?  Of  course 
you  can't.     His  "  soul  "  is 

■'  So  full  of  summer  warmth,  so  glad. 
So  healthy,  sound,  and  clear,  ard  whole," 

that  even  thoughts  of  death  and  the  grave  associated  with 
his  memor>'  bring  no  sadness.  That,  I  say,  is  distinctively 
Pagan. 

Vivid. — You  appear  to  me  to  have  a  peculiar  idea  of  what 
constitutes  Paganism.  I  fear  it  is  only  when  viewed  from  a 
great  distance  and  through  a  poetical  haze  that  it  will  appear 
the  charming  thing  you  paint  it.  Your  process  is  a  most 
amazing  one.  You  take  all  the  fairest  natural  attributes  of 
man  as  man,  group  them  together,  and  glorify  them  as 
Pagan  attributes.  Then  you  segregate  all  the  weaker  and 
meaner  characteristics  of  man^-characteristics,  mind  you, 
which  have  belonged  to  all  races  of  men  in  all  ages,  under 
all  conditions  of  creed  and  culture — and  by  plain  implica- 
tion you  call  them  Christian  attributes.  Paganism,  I  take 
it,  is  a  deification  of  nature;  and  all  crimes,  and  vices,  and 
abominations  are  common  to  man  in  a  state  of  nature  unre- 
strained by  religion.  Talk  about  Pagan  purity  !  You  are  a 
scholar  and  are  familiar  with  Juvenal.  Tell  me  if  Paul's 
fearful  picture  of  Pagan  morality  in  the  first  chapter  of  his 
epistle  to  the  Romans  is  any  stronger  or  more  repulsive  than 
that  drawn  in  the  Satires.  You  have  read  the  history  of  the 
ancient  nations.  Tell  me,  if  in  any  of  them,  under  the 
"  sound,  and  wholesome '"'  Pagan  beliefs,  the  masses  were  as 
virtuous  as  those  of  the  most  priest-ridden  community  in 
Christendom  ? 

Polyglot. — This  is  not  reasoning  ;  it  is  declamation.  You 
propound  interrogatories,  and  afford  no  opportunity  for  reply. 

Atom. — It  is  one  of  \'ivid's  "brilliant  flashes  of  silence." 
This  sounds  like  old  times.  You  have  waked  him  up  at  last. 
Don't  you  see,  man,  that  he  doesn't  hear  a  word  you  say? 
You  might  as  well  tr>*  to  dam  Niagara  as  to  stop  him  now. 

I'ivid. — Whdt  conception  had  the  noblest  and  most  ele- 
vated Pagans,  equal  in  its  effect  for  good  on  the  human  race, 
to  the^  Christian  conception  of  one  God,  the  Father  of  the 
I  whole  family  of  men,  and  of  one  law  of  universal  love,  trans- 
I  cending  all  bonds  of  country-,  tribe,  or  family  ? 


Polyglot. — If  you  will  allow  me  to  squeeze  in  a  word  or 
two  edgewise,  I  will  tell  you. 

Vivid. — Can  you  tell  me  the  origin  of  the  idea  of  the  moral 
brotherhood  of  man  ?  Dare  you  deny  that  it  is  exclusively 
due  to  religious  development  ?  Is  not  modem  humanitari- 
anism,  in  all  its  manifold  forms,  with  its  vast  outgrowth  of 
benevolent  institutions,  its  associations  for  ameliorating  the 
coqdition  of  the  human  family,  and  even  of  the  brute  crea- 
tion— is  not  all  this  the  product  of  Christian  civilization  ? 

Polyglot. — It  is  the  product  of  civilization  ;  of  the  increase 
and  diffusion  of  knowledge.  It  is  humanitarian,  not  ecclesi- 
astical. Crusades,  inquisitions,  autos  da  ft\  religious  wars, 
persecution,  pilgrimages  to  holy  shrines,  winking  and  weep- 
ing virgins — you  may  legitimately  claim  these  as  the  devel- 
opment of  Christian  ecclesiasticism. 

/  'ii'id. — There  is  no  word  for  "  home  "  in  any  but  the  Chris- 
tian languages. 

Polyt^lot. — What  do  you  mean  by  "  the  Christian  lan- 
guages," I  wonder?  How  would  you  translate  domum  adin', 
and  rt's  angusta  domi .' 

Atom. — The  last  is  not  a  good  instance,  most  learned  Pol- 
yglot. In  the  language  of  Touchstone,  I  demand  "a  more 
sounder  instance."  Pes  angusta  domi  is  simply  "  poverty," 
as  I  have  been  taught ;  "  straitened  circumstances,"  whether 
at  home  or  abroad. 

Viidd. — Home  I  oh,  precious  name  ;  redolent  of  all  sweet 
and  holy,  all  sacred  and  saving  associations  I  The  institu- 
tion, as  well  as  the  name,  was  unknown  to  the  Pagan  world. 
It  is  unknown  to-day  outside  of  Christendom. 

Atom. — He  pauses  for  breath.  Now's  your  chance.  Poly- 
glot. 

Vivid. — And  Paganism  is  so  "sound  and  healthy  !  "  And 
religious  emotion  is  "  morbid,"  forsooth  !  .-Mas  !  is  it  indeed 
so?  Is  the  dissatisfaction  that  the  best  of  us  feel  with  what 
we  are,  the  aspiration  toward  something  higher  and  better 
than  we  attain  ;  are  contrition  for  the  past,  good  resolves  for 
the  future,  the  consciousness  of  sin,  the  yearning  for  pardon, 
the  recognition  in  Jesus  of  a  higher  ideal  than  has  ever  be- 
fore or  since  found  realization  on  earth,  the  love  of  man,  the 
fear  of  God — are  these  the  offspring  of  disease  and  hypo- 
chondria? Is  the  untroubled,  purely  objective  life  of  the 
"  happy  brutes,"  the  highest  life  for  man  ?  Is  self-condem- 
nation weakness,  repentance  a  sickly  qualm,  and  conscience 
a  "  megrim  ?" 

— "Conscience,  reverenced  and  obeyed. 
As  God's  most  intimate  presence  in  the  soul. 
And  his  most  perfect  image  in  the  world." 

Agrestis. — .\11  this  is  beside  the  question,  which  thus  far 
has  been  scarcely  approached.  Our  subject  to-night  was  the 
immortality  of  the  soul,  not  the  relative  merits  ol  Christianity 
and  Paganism.  On  the  former  question  both  Christians  and 
Pagans  have  been  divided,  for  there  have  been  sects  that 
hold  the  doctrine  of  the  annihilation  of  the  wicked.  All  the 
talk  to-night  has  been  mere  skirmishing  at  the  outposts,  and 
I  am  of  opinion  that  the  law  under  which  this  discussion  was 
appointed  has  not  been  complied  with.  In  order  to  secure  a 
less  desultor)-  treatment  of  the  subject,  I  will  request  \'ivid, 
at  the  next  meeting,  to  open  the  argument  in  favor  of  a  fu- 
ture existence,  and  Polyglot  to  follow  on  the  other  side,  after 
which  the  discussion  will  become  general.  This  will  tend  to 
narrow  the  range  of  conversation. 

[  'i7'id. — I  think  Polyglot  will  agree  with  me  that  he  should 
open  the  debate.  The  side  assigned  him  is,  in  reality,  the 
affirmative. 

Polyglot. — I  do  agree  with  \'ivid  in  that  view  of  the  mat- 
ter, though  for  a  reason  probably  different  from  that  he  would 
offer.  That  physical  dissolution  terminates  individual  exist- 
ence is  the  natural,  spontaneous  belief  of  all  who  witness  the 
phenomenon  of  death.  Xo  one  ever  yet  looked  upon  the 
lineaments  of  a  deceased  friend  without  a  fear,  if  not  a  con- 
viction, that  all  conscious  existence  had  ended  forever.  All 
the  analogies  point  that  way.  It  is  the  fair  and  obvious  pre- 
sumption. Therefore  it  is  a  natural  affirmative.  The  con- 
trary proposition  is  a  violent  one,  and  the  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  maintaining  it  are  such  as  to  entitle  its  advocates  to 
the  advantages  supposed  to  belong  to  the  negative  side  in  an 
argument. 

Vivid. — It  is  true,  I  should  claim  the  negative  in  the  dis- 
cussion upon  a  different  ground  from  that  stated.  But,  as  we 
agree  in  the  practical  conclusion,  I  am  content. 

James  F.  Bowman*. 


The  City  after  Midnight 


'Twas  past  the  noon  of  night,  and  the  clanging  monitors  in  yonder  towers 

Tolled  off  in  brazeh  notes  as  lick  by  tick  the  minutes  reached  to  hours. 

The  ebon  wings  of  darkness  were  folded.     One  by  one 

Lights  disappeared,  and  save  a  glimmer  here  and  there  all  were  gone. 

The  few  remaining  convey  to  thoughtful  minds  the  curse  we  know. 

When  death  by  sin  crept  in.     Yon  attic  window  speaks  a  tale  of  woe 

Where  sorrow  reigns  and  fading  hope  at  last  expires. 

Why  hope?    Why  pray?     Why  all  these  fond  desires? 

.■\  spirit  lakes  its  flight  and  leaves  the  senseless  clay ; 

It  soars  away  unseen  from  this  dark  sphere  to  brightest  day. 

Yonder  where  revelrv',  and  song,  and  senseless  mirth, 

.\nd  ribald  jests,  and  darker  deeds  have  birth. 

The  flaming  jets  and  dazzling  rays  of  crj'stal  chandeliers 

Proclaim  the  tree  of  knowladge ;  and  'neath  its  branches  there^appears 

With  ripened  fruit  Eve's  daughters  tempting  men. 

While  he.  the  first  of  human  kind,  a  willing  victim  falls  again. 

The  loathsome  dens  from  whence  a  few  faint  struggling  rays 

Creep  forth,  like  coward  thieves,  their  import  well  conveys. 

Like  the  life-long  prisoner's  gloomy,  reeking  cell, 

It  proves  that  even  here  on  earth  mankind  may  make  a  hell. 

What  more?    What  worse?    And  yet  the  pious  bid  us  warning  take, 

.\Tid  shun  the  horrors  of  their  self-made  burning  lake. 

The  city  sleeps,  and  the  drowsy  watchers  hourly  tell 

The  wakeful  listening  few  that  "All  is  well!'' 

Those  restless  spirits  doomed  to  suffer  thus  by  an  all -chastening  rod 

N'eglect  to  help  themselves  and  vainly  call  on  God. 

He  hears  their  impious  prayer,  but  haply  answers  not. 

While  the  poor  suffering  wretch  t)elieves  himself  forgot. 

He  sees  in  darkness,  and  the  unuttered  soul-felt  prayer 

He  answers— not  literal,  but  by  the  sweet  assurance  He  is  there. 

Who  keeps  these  slumbering  thousands?    Where  now  are  they? 

True,  their  earthly  bodies  rest,  but  their  spirits  soar  away. 

In  sleep  we  forget  all,  and  while  we  slumber  on  oiu-  bed, 

\\'hal  more  like  death?    We  to  all  worldly  things  are  dead. 

A  city  of  the  living  dead,  who  in  a  few  brief  hours  may 

.Awake  to  life  again,  and  waking  greet  the  day. 

But  a  few  more  nights  of  darkness,  a  few  more  hours  of  pain. 

And  we  shall  sleep-  perchance  never  to  wake  again. 

Philmore. 


Hell  hath  no  fur>*  like  "the  sweet  girl  graduate"  scorned 
— that  is  to  say,  ignored  in  a  report  of  the  commencement 
exercises. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


If/  }\\   ^^ 


'.^iX^'^P^. 


\^-r.  \-^ -- 


Hoii.'  the  li'ri/er's  Sistt-r  cauie  near  Dying  of  Ennui^  and 
the  Rude  Method  of  her  Cure. — A  Question  as  to  the 
disposition  of  the  Door  Money  at  Mr.  Beecher's  ex- 
pected Lectures. — The  W? iters  Discouragements  i?i 
the  Pursuit  of  Instruction  and  Elevating  Reading  Mat- 
ter.— A  Literary  Dog  of  Loic  Taste. — G?and  Lecture 
by  the  IJ'riters  Uncle  Edward  on  what  Not  to  Read 
i7i  the  Newspapers. — Billy  takes  the  Liberty  to  Wink 
with  Disastrous  Effect^  etc. 


The  other  day  we  had  et  our  lunch,  crab  sallid,  but  lobster 
is  mity  nice  too,  I  can  tell  you,  and  my  mother  she  lay  onto 
the  sofy  a  sleep,  cos  it  was  a  warm  day,  and  Uncle  Ned  he 
was  readin  a  newspaper,  and  my  father  he  was  doin  jest 
nothin  at  all,  and  Missy  she  was  at  that  biznice  too. 

And  bime  by  Missy  she  spoke  up  and  yawned,  and  father 
he  said: 

"  My  ^rl,  dont  you  konaw  its  implite  for  to  yon  ?" 

And  Missy  said:  "Yes,  poppy,  but  you  must  forgif  me,  for 
Ime  jest  sicken  tired  of  evr^^  thing  in  this  world.  Sech  a 
stoopid  world  I  never  see,  and  I  kno  I  shall  die  of  ongwee 
this  minnit  I '' 

Jest  then  Uncle  Ned,  wich  had  the  paper,  he  began  to 
reed  very*  lo  an  soft,  like  to  hisself: 

"  The  foUem  new  facks  a  bout  the  Beecher's  candle  case 
is  vowch  for  by  ^Nlrs.  Tilling,  and  we—''  but  Uncle  Ned 
didnt  git  no  further,  cos  ^Missy  she  jumpt  up  and  said: 

''  Wots  that  !''  and  snatch  the  paper  for  to  reed  the  rest 
her  own  selluf,  and  mother  she  rose  her  hed  from  the  sofy 
piller  and  rubbed  her  eys  wild,  and  Bildad,  thats  the  new 
dog,  wich  was  lyin  on  the  rug,  set  up  and  thumped  his  tail, 
and  Mose,  wich  is  the  cat,  wocked  out  from  under  the  plan  O. 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  laughft  and  said: 

"Missy,  if  you  shud  die  of  ongwee  fore  you  find  that  in  the 
paper  I  hope  you  wil  forgif  me  with  yure  last  breth  for  sayin 
it  was  there,  and  disturbin  yure  peecefle  end." 

Then  my  father  he  spoke  up  and  said;  "  O,  thats  ol  rite, 
Edard,  and  the  rockn  chairs  in  this  house  wude  thank  you 
for  doin  it  more  frequent,  but  for  hevins  sake  dont  disturb 
the  end  wich  talks."' 

Yesterday  Misses  Pitchel,  thats  the  preechers  wife,  waste 
our  house,  and  sed  : 

"  Wot  a  blessn  that  the  Lord  is  a  goin  to  bring  Mr,  Beech- 
er  to  Californy." 

And  Uncle  Ned  he  said;  "  No  mom,  its  Tom  Maguu-e 
thats  doin  it." 

But  Missis  Pitchel  she  said:  "Mister  Maguire  is  only  the 
humble  instment  of  the  divine  wil;  its  the  Lord  wich  does 
it  for  the  teechin  of  the  peeple." 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  said  a  other  time: 

"  Wei,  we  got  to  pay  a  doUer  a  hed  for  to  be  tot,  but  taint 
worth  while  to  dispute  a  bout  who  gits  the  money." 

Jest  gimme  a  cirkis  with  a  ephalent,  and  a  calown,  and  a 
lady  wich  can  take  sight  a  long  her  back,  and  I  dont  want 
any  teechin  at  all,  and  neither  does  Billy. 

Biliy  he  said:  "Johnny,  I  kanow  some  thing  ^\^ch  you 
dont." 

And  I  said  :  "Billy,  wot  is  it,  cos  I  kanow  how  many  kit- 
tins  Missis  Doppy's  ole  cats  got,  and  I  kanow  were  ole  Gaf- 
fer Peterses  hens  nest  is,  wich  is  more  than  he  does,  and  I 
kanow  that  the  ephalent  is  the  king  of  beests,  and  I  kanow 
that  George  Whashington  was  the  father  of  his  countr)^  and 
the  boy  that  stude  on  the  bumin  deck.'' 

Then  Billy  he  said  :  '*  1  kanow  wot  it  was  wich  Beecher 
done.'' 

Then  I  sed  :  "  Wot  ? '" 

But  Billy  he  wank,  and  sed  it  wasent  fit  for  to  be  tole  to 
any  body,  I  must  read  it  in  the  papers,  and  I  would  find  out 
all  a  bout  it  in  the  Cronicle  ten  collums  and  some  concludin 
remarks  and  a  editorial. 

But  wen  I  ask  my  mother  to  give  me  the  Cro?iicIe  reel 
quick,  rite  a  way,  cos  I  must  reed  a  bout  Beecher,  she  sed  : 

"  I  think  youre  father  has  took  it  a  way  for  to  shafe  hisself, 
mebby  you  better  ask  him." 

So  I  got  a  ole  Alty  and  carried  it  to  my  father,  wich  was 
a  smokin  in  the  garden,  and  ask  him  wude  he  shafe  hissef 
with  thatn,  and  gimme  the  other  so  I  cude  read  a  bout  Mis- 
ter Beecher. 

My  father  he  looked  at  me  a  wile,  and  then  he  tuke  the 
pipe  out  his  mowth,  and  he  s^d,  my  father  did  : 

"Johnny,  the  subjeck  naterly  divides  its  sellef  into  2  heads ; 
ferst,  wil  I  shave  mysef  with  the  Alty,  and,  seckend,  wil  i 
let  you  hav  the  Caronicle  for  a  stated  purpess  ? 

"  Regardin  the  former  I  wil  ony  say,  that  if  you  kanew 
yure  father  Uke  a  wise  chile  ot  you  mite  spared  his  feelins 
the  painfleness  of  bein  ast  wether  he  wude  shafe  hissef  with 
with  sech  a  paper  as  has  ben  mensioned,  as  long  as  it  was 
opn  to  him  ;o  v.hipe  bis  razer  into  his  hair,  ar  on  Moses  tail, 
wich  is  the  cat. 

"  To  the  latter  question  I  repli  yes,  with  al  my  hart,  cer- 
tinly,  to  be  shure,  wy  not,  cos  it  is  readin  wich  makes  fokes 
good  and  smart. 

"  But,  Johnny,  Ime  sorry  to  say  yure  mother  has  took  awa 
the  Cronikle  for  to  rap  up  Franky,  thats  the  baby  in  it." 

Wen  I  seen  thay  was  both  in  a  fog  I  went  to  Uncle  Ned 


and  ast  him  did  he  hav  it,  cos  I  wanted  to  read  a  bout  Mis- 
ter Beecher,  so  I  wude  be  good  and  smart. 

L'ncle  Ned  thot  a  wile,  and  then  he  got  up  and  dident  say 
nothin  but  went  and  looked  in  the  cole  skuttle  and  shaked 
his  hed. 

Then  he  looked  be  hine  a  picter  on  the  wall  and  shaked 
his  head  a  other  time. 

Then  he  went  to  the  fire  place  and  luked  up  the  chimmy 
and  shaked  his  head  like  be  fore. 

Bime  by  he  said  :  "  \\'ot  a  xtronr>-  thing,  wot  ever  has  went 
with  that  paper?"  I 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  went  out  of  the  rume,  but  prety  sune  j 
he  come  back  a  shakin  his  hed  a  other  time,  same  way,  like  | 
he  was  sorr>",  and  he  said  :  [ 

"Johnny,  its  jest  as  1  speckted,  Mar>-,  thats  the  house  maid,  ■ 
bhe  has  gone  an  giv  the  paper  to  Bildad,  thats  the  new  dog,  ' 
for  him  to  read  the  pound-  keepers  vertisements,  and  that 
animel  has   de\oured  it  all  with  an  absorbin  intrest,  yes, 
Johnny,  the  wrascle  has  went  and  et  it !  " 

Wen  L'ncle  Ned  see  me  bust  out  cryin  he  said:  "  Come, 
now,  Johnny,  me  an  Billy  an  you  better  go  for  a  wock  to 
see  wether  them  nut  megs  has  come  up  wich  I  giv  Gaifer 
Peters  for  to  plant." 

Wile  we  was  a  wockin,  me  an  him  an  Billy,  he  stopt,  L'ncle 
Ned  did,  and  said  ol  to  once: 

"  Now,  luke  here,  you  little  fellers,  and  hark  to  a  man  | 
wich  has  ben  in  Injy  and  evry  were. 

"  Wen  ever  you  take  up  a  daly  paper  for  to  read  and  git 
wisedom  like  you  ot,  of  corse  you  dont  want  to  read  it  evry 
little  bit  up,  clear  thru,  but  only  wot  is  good. 

"  Wei,  wen  you  see  a  article  wich  is  long  like  yure  leg,  and 
Jias  got  big  black  aphlabet  letters  to  the  top,  and  the  hnes  is 
far  4part,  and  the  words  him  and  her  is  in  it  all  thru,  wy, 
dont  you  read  it,  cos  its  ded  shure  to  be  stoopid." 

Then  1  spoke  and  said  wot  for  did  my  mother  read  them 
stoopid  things  more  than  any  other  kind.  And  Uncle  Ned 
he  said: 

"Johnny,  my  lad,  Ime  glad  you  hev  ast  that  conun  drum, 
cos  it  givs  me  oppertunity  lor  to  explain  a  delekit  matter. 

"  It  is  ol  rite  for  yure  mother  to  read  them  things,  for  some 
thing  ails  her,  but  dont  you  tel  any  body,  I  aint  wispered  it 
to  a  soul  but  you  boys. 

"  My  lads,  its  a  sad  and  soUem  trooth  that  yure  mother  is 
aflickted  with  the  spirrit  of  ihquir>' !" 

Then  I  busted  out  agin,  but  he  said:  "  Dri  yure  eys, 
Johnny,  mebby  she  will  liv  thru  it,  tho  its  mostly  fatle,  I  con 
fess. 

"  But  them  rticles  like  we  was  speakn  of  in  the  papers: 
you  see  taint  no  use  for  you  to  read  em  cos  thay  aint 
made  for  to  be  under  stood,  lots  of  things  in  em  wich  no 
body  dont  kano  wot  means  only  jest  the  fellers  wich  rwote 
em. 

"  Billy,  you  notty  boy,  dont  you  kanow  it  is  wicked  for  to 
wink  .'^ "' 

Then  Billy  he  said:  "  Pleas  Uncle  Ned  its  a  nat  flue  in 
my  eye." 

And  jest  then  Bildad,  thats  the  new  dog,  wich  et  the  pa- 
per, and  Mose,  wich  is  the  cat,  thay  come  up,  like  to  hear 
wot  more  L'ncle  Ned  had  got  for  to  say,  but  a  other  nat  got 
in  Billy's  eye  and  he  wank  so  fast  and  fewripus  that  the 
meetin  was  broke  up  in  disorder  ! 


A  CALIFORNIAN  GIRL  AT  THE  PARIS  FETE. 


'  / 


A  Flower  for  a  Friend. 


I  can  not  give  you  roses, 

Cream  white  or  crimson  hued, 
With  virgin  love  pale  blushing, 
Or  passion's  glow  imbued; 
The  blind  god,  Cupid,  keeps  them  still 
For  those  that  bend  them  to  his  will. 

I  can  not  give  you  lilies. 

Too  pure  and  cold  are  they ; 

Their  stainless,  fragrant  whiteness 

In  dear  dead  hands  we  lay; 

Emblems  of  faith  and  heaven,  they  bloom 

By  the  dark  doorway  of  the  tomb. 

Xo  orange  bloom  I'll  gather; 

Another  hand  than  mine 
Sha:ll  crown  you  wvCo.  its  blossoms 
And  think  you  ail  dirine. 
Let  that  one  flower  be  still  tmtried 
Until  we  say,   ' '  God  bless  the  bride  t " 

Forget-me-not  is  tender. 

But  touched  with  doubting  pain ; 
Leave  that  for  parting  lovers 
Who  pray  to  meet  again. 
See!   on  the  blue-eyed  flower  this  dew. 
Poor,  wounded  Love,  it  weeps  for  you. 

I  would  not  give  you  \ioIels ; 
Each  fragrant,  purple  leaf, 
A  sad  and  chastened  spirit. 
Breathes  out  its  soul  in  grief. 
I-.ay  them  upon  the  widow's  heart. 
For  mem'ries  sweet,  to  ease  its  smart. 

I  do  not  bring  you  daisies ; 
Half  hidden  in  the  grass. 
They  romp  with  shine  and  shadow. 
While  warm  winds  kiss  and  pass. 
Where  in  their  leaves  they  play  "bo-peep." 
Leave  them  for  children's  hands  to  reap. 

I  bring  you  only  pansies, 

Dark,  dewy,  as  your  eyes. 
Hiding  in  all  their  beauties 
Some  ever  fresh  surprise; 
But  constant  through  the  changing  year. 
In  sun  and  rain — like  you,  my  dear. 
S.AN  FRAScfsco.  July.  1878.  Florkncf.  Sid.\-ev  Smith. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  August  4,  18; 


Cantaleup. 

Green  Com  Soup. 

Boiled  Fresh  Cod.     Mashed  Potaloes. 

Beefsteak  a  la  Bordellaise.     String  Beans.     Cauliflower. 

Roast  Lamb,  Mint  Sauce. 

Tomato  and  Cucumber  Salad. 

Cream  Meringue. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Peaches,  Pear^.  Plums,  Gages.  .Apricots,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Ckeam  Mekincle. — Put  into  a  pint  of  sweet  milk  the  thin  rind  of 

a  lemon  .-\nd  five  bitter  almonds.     Boil  three  minutes,  and  place  where  it  will  not 

be  reduced,  bat  will  keep  hot,  until  sufficiently  flavored.     Sweeten  it  with  three 

ounces  of  lump  sugar.     When  dissolved,  strain  and  mix  the  milk  with  half  a  pint 

of  cream  ;  then  stir  the  whole  gradually  to  the  well-beaten  yelks  of  si,\  fresh  eggs, 

and  thicken  like  boiled  custard.     Put  when  cold  into  a  deep  dish.     Beat  to  a 

solid  froth  the  whites  of  six  eggs,  mix  them  with  five  lablespoonfuls  of  pulverized 

sugar,  and  spread  evenly  over  the  custard.     Set  al  once  into  ?  moderate  oven, 

bake  half  an  hour,  and  ser\-e  immediately. 


The  day  before  the  fete  one  was  constantly  running  into 
people,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  an.xiously  upon  the  clouds. 
I  wonder  if  the  Bonapartists  wished  for  a  storm.  Their 
papers  had  sneered  about  the  fete  for  weeks  before,  and  they 
would  have  had  a  fine  opportunity  to  display  their  wit  and 
sarcasm  had  the  day  turned  out  badly.  The  malicious  Fig- 
aro did  tr)'  so  ver)'  hard  to  find  something  to  object  to. 
The  Bonapartists  haven't  had  a  very  pleasant  time  of  it  so 
far.  They  predicted  that  there  would  be  no  fete,  and  said 
there  was  no  day  to  commemorate  which  was  not  black 
with  murder  and  bloodshed ;  but  France  arose  superior 
to  the  difficulty,  and  chose  a  fair,  clean,  new  day,  that  was 
an  anniversary  of  nothing.  They  declared  that  the  republic 
was  too  young  and  too  poor  to  celebrate  it  properly,  and  last 
night,  with  its  brilliant  illuminations,  its  wild  gayet\'  and 
noisy  patriotism,  was  a  good  answer  to  the  controversy. 
The  Tuileries  gardens  became  fair>iand.  Arch  after  arch 
of  gas-jets  glittered  away  into  dim  prospective.  At  one 
place  a  red  light  would  brighten  the  sky,  giving  a  strange, 
unearthly  glow  to  the  trees,  and  people  from  all  parts  of  the 
garden  would  run  toward  it,  like  needles  to  a  magnet.  Then 
it  would  die  out,  and  a  green  light  blaze  forth  somewhere 
else;  away  rushed  the  crowd,  as  if  drawn  by  invisible  strings. 
The  Seine  was  beautiful.  Its  dark,  calm  surface  was  dot- 
ted with  red  and  blue  lights,  which  cast  long,  trembling  re- 
flections into  the  water.  Long,  narrow  streets  led  away  into 
the  distance  like  torchlight  processions.  The  towers  of 
Notre  Dame  rose  tall  and  grand  against  the  sky,  which 
looked  cool  and  gray  in  contrast  with  the  brilliant  scene  be- 
low. How  different  was  this  fete  from  any  I  have  ever  seen  at 
home^no  fights,  no  rows,  nor  angry  words,  nothing  but 
laughter  and  light-hearted  merriment.  The  man  who,  hi 
any  other  countr}',  would  become  riotous  and  drunken,  and 
find  himself  in  charge  of  the  government  next  morning, 
here  took  his  wife  and  babies  along  with  him,  and  was  gayly,  ■ 
enthusiastically  happy  in  a  manner  dehghtful  to  look  upon. 
One  poor  tired  fellow,  staggering  along  under  the  w^eight 
of  two  happy  wide-awake  children,  ver>'  naturally  grumbled 
a  little  ;  his  wife,  a  bright,  chipper  little  body,  was  heard  to 
exclaim  cheerily  :  "Ah,  we  are  amusing  ourselves  !  We're 
not  going  home  till  one  o'clock."  Paterfamilias  shook  his 
head  despondently,  and  staggered  on.  Another  father  led 
his  little  girl  by  the  hand  ;  she  had  lost  her  shoe,  and  was 
limping  and  crying  pitifully  ;  but  the  noise  of  the  crowd  and 
her  father,  loudly  singing  the  Marseillaise,  drowned  her  baby 
voice.  Everybody  seemed  to  be  amusing  themselves,  from 
the  great  folks  riding  carriages  to  the  \\X\\^  gamins,  happy 
over  a  fire-cracker.  A  friend  of  mine  passed  one  of  the 
chambermaids  of  his  hotel  on  the  stairs,  beaming  with  smiles 
and  fluttering  with  anticipations  and  ribbons.  "  Ah,''  said 
she  to  him,  in  her  pretty  French,  "  there  is  no  one  like  me 
for  love  of  countr>- ;  I  shall  see  all  the  illuminations  ! "  I 
asked  our  gargon,  Jules,  next  day,  how  he  enjoyed  the  fete? 
He  sighed,  saying,  "  I  had  but  one  hour  of  it,  mademoiselle." 
Gayety  reigned  supreme  in  the  Latin  Ouartier.  1  hardly 
believe  there  was  a  window,  however  near  the  clouds,  that 
had  not  its  lantern  and  flag,  and  very  likely  the  owner  went 
without  his  dinner  to  purchase  them.  One  little  garret  win- 
dow near  here,  that  could  not  possibly  be  seen  from  any 
street,  and  looked  out  upon  the  roofs  and  back  courts  of 
ftther  houses,  sparkled  brilliantly  with  lights  and  flags  and 
evergreen — a  shining  star  of  patriotism.  I  saw  a  deformed 
girl,  Saturday  evening,  limping  cheerfully  home,  her  pale  face 
beaming  with  smiles,  her  weak  arms  filled  with  flags  and  lan- 
terns. Perhaps  that  little  window  belongs  to  her,  and  her 
artistic  fingers  arranged  the  flags  and  hung  the  eveigreen. 
Her  father,  brother,  some  one  dear  to  her,  may  have  lost  his 
life  for  the  republic,  and  she,  in  her  garret  window,  lights  a 
lantern  to  his  memor)'.  The  happy-go-lucky  students  hung 
up  their  palettes,  threw  aside  their  scalpels,  forgot  their  com- 
passes and  modeling  tools,  and  entered  heart  and  soul  into 
the  sport.  They  wore  neckties  of,  and  tricked  out  their  hats 
with  the  national  colors.  They  formed  little  processions,  and 
carried  lanterns  hanging  aloft  on  the  ends  of  their  canes. 
They  sheltered  their  gayly  dressed  lady  loves  with  umbrellas, 
from  ever>^  point  of  which  hung  a  lantern.  They  laughed 
and  ioked  amongst  each  other,  and  sang  the  Marseillaise  with 
fresh  young  hearty  voices.  Crowds  of  people  sat  around  the 
little  tables  in  front  of  the  cafe's,  and  clinked  their  glasses 
and  clapped  their  hands,  joining  in  the  song.  Omnibuses 
rattled  by,  fluttering  with  flags  and  fireworks  spurting  from 
the  knife-boards  ;  passengers  caught  up  the  air,  singing  as 
they  passed.  One  place,  where  the  crowd  was  dense,  a  rol- 
licking fellow,  o\ercome  by  patriotism  and  the  generous  wines 
of  France,  sang  the  Marseillaise  loudly,  and  enthusiastically 
kept  time  upon  his  neighbor's  back.  I  saw^  m.ny  a  good- 
looking  fellow  with  an  American  flag  in  his  button-hole,  and 
the  dear  old  stars  and  stripes  waved  forth  ffm  many  a  win- 
dow— a  delicate  compliment  from  a  sistc        '^ 

Paris,  July,  1S78.  1^ 
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On  the  fifth  page  we  print  the  first  of  a  series  of  articles 
from  the  pen  of  Mr.  James  C.  Ward — being  extracts  from 
letters  written  in  1S47-48,  and  illustrated  by  drawings  made 
by  -Mr.  Ward  at  the  time.  We  think  the  narrative  a  most 
charming  one,  and  intensely  interesting,  not  only  to  those  of 
our  readers  conversant  with  California  in  the  olden  times, 
but  also  to  the  more  recent  comers.  The  correspondence  on 
the  first  page  concerning  the  Chinese  problem  is  something 
that  should  be  carefully  and  dispassionately  read. 


Mr.  Clitus  Barbour  is  not  altogether  wrong  when  he  de- 
clares that  if  an  error  of  a  word  in  the  law  that  licenses 
bankers  shall  authorize  them  to  avoid  the  payment  of  $40,- 
000  to  the  city  treasury,  and  to  that  extent  shirk  the  respon- 
sibility of  government,  the  workingmen  will  be  justified  in 
sending  their  own  men  to  make  laws,  and  to  elect  their  own 
men  as  executive  officers  to  enforce  them.  The  discovery  of 
this  technical  error  is  attributable  to  the  astuteness  and  re- 
search of  ex-Governor  Burnett,  President  of  the  Pacific  Bank. 
This  gentleman  has  held  the  highest  executive  office  in  our 
State.  He  has  been  honored  with  places  of  emolument. 
God  (as  he  believes  1  has  blessed  him  with  wealth.  For  thirty 
years  at  least,  he  has  been  well  fed,  well  housed,  well  clad. 
He  has  escaped  the  primal  curse  of  labor.  In  his  luxurious 
bank  parlor,  on  his  cushioned  easy  chair,  he  hires  out  his 
money  at  usur)-.  He  is  the  head  of  a  large  and  highly  re- 
spectable family,  whose  welfare  is  involved  in  the  preser\'a- 
tion  of  order  and  good  government.  He  is  fwe  believe)  the 
president  and  managing  trustee  of  a  corporation  having  un- 
der its  control  a  million  of  money.  His  home  and  his  bank 
are  guarded  by  the  police.  His  business  controversies  are 
settled  in  the  courts.  His  children  ;if  he  is  not  too  devout  a 
Roman  Catholic)  are  educated  in  the  public  schools.  He  is 
a  humane  man,  and  would  not  have  our  hospitals  discontin- 
ued. He  would  have  our  sewers  flushed,  that  his  family  may 
escape  typhoid  fevers.  He  would  have  our  parks  watered 
and  improved,  for  there  he  drives  his  carriage.  His  bank 
and  private  residence  are  protected  by  our  fire  department. 
As  a  business  man,  he  recognizes  the  necessity  of  revenue  to 
support  government.  As  a  Christian  gentleman,  a  man  of 
honor,  he  knows  that  this  duty  devolves  upon  all  according 
o  their  means.  Vet  he  finds  a  technical  excuse  for  the  avoid- 
ance of  his  duty  as  a  citizen,  a  gentleman,  and  a  Christian. 
He  refuses  to  pay  a  license  for  his  bank,  when  he  knows  that 
the  man  who  owns  a  horse  and  dray,  or  express  wagon,  must 
pay  ;  and  the  toiling  woman,  who  fights  the  wolf  from  her 
door  with  a  sewing-machine,  must  also  pay.  It  is  just  such 
conduct  as  this,  on  the  part  of  the  rich,  that  arouses  the  just 
resentment  of  the  poor.  If  rich  men,  in  defiance  of  duty, 
shall  employ  their  money  to  avoid  their  share  of  the  respon- 
sibilities and  burdens  of  organized  society,  they  must  not  be 
surprised  that  brute  force  will  counsel  with  passion,  and  or- 
ganize in  a  rude  way  to  correct  wrongs  of  which  it  alone  feels 
the  injustice.  We  hope  our-bankers  are  generous  and  mag- 
nanimous enough  not  to  follow  the  example  of  the  Pacific 
Bank  in  invoking  a  technical  error  to  avoid  the  payment  of 
a  just  municipal  tax. 

Wealth  has  its  duties  and  its  responsibilities.  One  duty 
is  to  live  well,  to  spend  money,  to  build  palatial  residences, 
to  drive  elegant  equipages,  to  dress,  dine,  keep  ser\ahts,  go 
to  operas,  give  balls  and  banquets,  buy  jewels,  and  distribute 
generously.  The  more  money  that  is  spent  the  better. 
Luxurj'  and  extravagance  are  only  other  names  for  charity 
and  generosity.  The  rich  man  who  builds  a  gorgeous  house, 
fills  it  with  ser\'ants,  and  keeps  one  or  more  expensive  estab- 
ments,  we  admire.  The  rich  man  who  is  economical  and 
prudent,   who  lives   moderately,   and   does   not   spend   his 

-    -cy.  we  rate  as  a  miser  and  usurer,  as  a  selfish  being  who 


does  no  good.  The  more  generous  and  extravagant  rich 
man,  who  lives  high,  eats  well,  and  drinks  well,  is  more 
apt  to  die  soon  and  distribute  his  wealth.  This  is  good. 
The  economical  and  prudent  rich  man  is  liable  to  live  to  an 
extravagant  old  age,  and  to  cumber  the  earth  for  a  long  time 
with  his  vices  of  sobriety,  temperance,  economy,  thrift,  and 
accumulation.  This  is  bad.  Every  rich  man  ought  to  keep 
fast  horses  and  bet  on  them ;  ought  to  gamble  in  stocks  ; 
ought  to  gel  intoxicated  every  day  at  his  own  table.  liut 
these  are  not  his  only  duties.  There  are  other  duties  that 
he  owes  to  organized  society,  and  that  he  owes  to  his  fellow- 
men.  These  duties  are  reciprocal.  The  man  worth  a  mill- 
ion never  sits  upon  a  jury  ;  he  is  never  summoned  in  time 
of  trouble  upon  \\i^  posse  comitatus ;  he  is  never  drafted  in 
time  of  war;  he  is  never  chosen  as  judge  or  inspector  of 
election  ;  he  never  joins  the  volunteer  militia ;  he  never  goes 
to  the  Legislature,  or  Board  of  .Supervisors,  or  becomes  a 
member  of  the  Board  of  Education.  These  duties  are  per- 
formed by  the  great  middle  class  of  society.  Still,  he,  more 
than  any  other  individual,  enjoys  the  protection  of  organized 
government  ;  he  has  more  property  to  protect,  more  rights 
to  guard,  and  more  lives  to  lose  ;  hence,  in  our  judgment,  he 
should  perform  the  duties  of  his  station.  He  should  charge 
himself  with  thinking  for  those  who  can  not  think ;  he 
should  give  employment  to  those  who  have  not  the  brains  to 
find  it ;  he  should  manufacture,  build,  engage  in  industrial 
enterprises.  In  self-defense  he  should  see  that  no  honest 
worker  is  unemployed.  There  should  be  around  him  no 
empty  stomachs  if  he  can  avoid  it.  He  should  educate  the 
children  of  the  poor  ;  he  should  establish  technic  schools  ; 
he  should  administer  his  wealth — in  part  at  least — as  a  trust  ; 
he  should  hedge  himself  round  with  a  prosperous  com- 
munity ;  he  should  pay  his  taxes,  and  not  seek  to  evade  the 
responsibilities  of  his  position  ;  he  should  make  his  will  and 
handsomely  endow  some  institution  for  the  public  good,  and 
then  he  should  either  die  early,  or,  having  relinquished  his 
desire  for  accumulation,  live  a  life  of  generous  expenditure. 
As  a  matter  of  course,  his  sons  and  daughters  will  amount  to 
but  little,  and  this  is  well.  The  chances  are  that  the  sons  of 
this  rich  man  will  become  either  profligates  or  milk-sops. 
They  will  grow  up  either  without  restraint  or  they  will  have  too 
much.  If  they  have  too  little  they  will  be  wild — spendthrifts 
and  debauchees.  If  they  are  good  and  obedient  they  will 
be  educated  at  home  by  private  masters,  abroad  at  Heidel- 
burg  or  Oxford,  and  will,  in  idle  worthlessness,  enjoy  their 
inherited  estates.  The  daughters  will  be  put  up  at  lottery 
to  other  rich  men's  sons.  We  know  the  number  of  blanks 
and  prizes  in  this  game  of  matrimony.  We  of  the  middle 
class  are  holding  the  fort  between  the  villeins  of  the  sand- 
lot  and  the  barons  of  the  hills.  Upon  the  great,  intelligent, 
middle  class  devolves  the  duty  of  maintaining  government 
and  social  order.  There  are  two  vicious  elements — two 
dangerous  powers — in  society.  One  is  the  \'ery  rich,  and  the 
other  the  vicious  poor.  The  first  is  indifferent ;  the  second 
is  desperate.  The  first  is  above  the  law  ;  the  second  sets  it 
at  defiance.  The  first  shrinks  its  duties  and  shirks  its  re- 
sponsibilities ;  the  second  transcends  its  rights,  and  in  its 
insolence  grasps  at  remedies  that  are  revolutionary.  The 
first  will  not  vote  ;  the  second  votes  often.  The  first  hides 
its  money  in  cowardly  fear  of  its  loss  ;  the  second  refuses  to 
labor,  and  strikes  for  reduced  time  and  higher  wages.  The 
first  occupies  our  courts  in  settling  its  disputes,  and  subjects 
the  community  to  heavy  taxation  to  maintain  the  machinery 
to  arbitrate  concerning  its  wealth  ;  the  other  demands  the 
establishment  of  a  costly  police  to  keep  it  in  subjection  to 
the  law.  The  first  combines,  and  by  hiring  attorneys 
learned  in  the  law,  by  technicalities  and  subtle  subterfuges, 
evades  the  payment  of  taxes  ;  the  other  has  nothing  to  tax. 
Thus  the  burdens  of  government  fall  upon  the  middle  class. 
It  is  ground  between  the  upper  and  nether  millstones— cor- 
porate wealth  and  selfish  greed  at  the  top  ;  poverty,  crime, 
and  discontent  at  the  bottom. 


I  live  in  the  suburb  of  the  city  ;  have  lived  in  the  same 
house  twenty-three  years.  My  neighbors  are,  many  of  them, 
poor,  industrious  workingmen,  who  would  gladly  toil  for  two 
dollars  per  day.  They  have  families,  wives,  and  children 
dependent  upon  their  daily  labor  for  their  daily  bread.  Last 
winter  I  went  to  the  Legislature  and  asked  for  an  appropria- 
tion for  Lobos  .Square,  in  order  to  gi\'e  my  neighbors  work. 
The  work  is  the  shoveling  and  removal  of  sand.  The  dele- 
gation promptly  acted,  and  $30,000  was  appropriated  for  it. 
Senator  Rogers  was  especially  active  in  passing  the  bill. 
After  the  act  had  passed  I  found  that  it  was  exceptional  in 
this,  viz  ;  it  took  the  whole  control  of  the  work  away  from 
the  Board  of  Super\isors  and  gave  it  to  the  Superintendent 
of  Streets.  I  came  to  San  Francisco  and  urged  Mr.  Man- 
zer  to  begin  the  work.  M.y  neighbors  were  pressing  and 
anxious  for  employment.  Again,  and  again,  I  interviewed 
the  Street  Superintendent,  and  urged  him  to  diligence  in 
setting  the  work  on  foot.  I  was  met  by  excuses  and  delays. 
"  The  bill  had  not  come  down."  "  The  sur\'ey  had  not  been 
made."  "The  grade  had  not  been  established."  "There 
was  no  money  in  the  treasur)'."  I  offered  to  remove  all 
these  obstacles — the  last  by  placing  $30,000  in  the  Bank  of 
California  to  the  credit  of  the  work,  and  wait  reimbursement 
by  the  city.     Still  the  matter  hung  fire.     The  Legislature 


adjourned,  and  then  for  the  first  time  I  found  that  Senator 
Rogers  was  to  superintend  the  work.  I  urged  him  to  begin, 
and  he  hung  fire.  In  June  a  stable  was  constructed  at  the 
corner  of  Green  and  Octavia  Streets.  Rumor  said  it  be- 
longed to  Senators  Rogers  and  Nunan.  .Rumor  said,  also, 
that  these  two  Senators  were  to  handle  this  money.  In 
July,  from  this  stable  there  came  horses  and  carts  to  do  this 
work.  I  saw  eight  carts  at  work,  with  eleven  men.  There 
was  no  room  for  carts  and  horses.  They  were  in  each  oth- 
er's way,  and  unemployed.  The  labor  could  be  better  done 
by  men  and  hand-carts.  These  horses  and  carts  work  eight 
hours  per  day.  The  pay  is  four  dollars.  The  pay  goes  to 
horses  that  ought  to  ^o  to  men  ;  money  is  expended  for  hay 
and  oats  that  ought  to  go  for  bread  and  meat.  The  horses 
are  owned,  as  1  am  informed,  by  two  Senators — two  legisla- 
tors who  passed  the  law — ex-Senator  Rogers  and  ex-Senator 
Edward  Nunan.  My  neighbors  think  the  work  is  improp- 
erly and  extravagantly  done ;  that  five  thousand  dollars 
honestly  given  to  men  with  hand-carts  and  wheelbarrows, 
with  ten  hours  labor,  would  move  more  sand  than  the  $15,- 
000  that  is  to  be  expended  this  year.  My  neighbors  think 
there  is  a  job  in  this  thing,  and  that  there  are  two  ex-Sena- 
tors in  it.  My  neighbors  are  indignant,  and  the  poor  labor- 
ers who  need  this  work,  and  who  think  themselves  more  de- 
serving than  a  politician's  horse,  have  asked  me  to  write 
about  it,  and  1  have  done  so,  in  the  hope  that  this  business 
is  on  the  square,  and,  if  not  on  the  square,  that  some  way 
will  be  found  to  arrest  the  crime  before  all  the  money  is 
squandered  on  these  ex-Senators'  horses.  My  neighbors  are 
\'ery  good  people,  and  have  never  been  guilty  of  incendiary 
speech  or  riotous  conduct,  and  they  despise  those  dema- 
gogues who  would  incite  insurrection  against  the  law  ;  but 
they  hate  and  denounce  intriguing  and  heartless  politicians 
who  would  steal  the  bread  from  the  mouths  of  willing  work- 
ers, that  they  may  live  in  idleness  and  ease.  1  agree  in 
opinions  with  my  neighbors,  that  this  matter  should  be  in- 
quired into.  P. 

A  serious  charge  is  that  made  under  oath  by  Messrs. 
Spaulding,  Pinney,  and  Crawford,  against  Mr.  E.  W.  Burr, 
President  of  the  Clay  Street  savings  bank.  Mr.  Burr  is  an 
old  resident  of  San  Francisco,  and  is  the  executive  officer  of 
a  bank  holding  some  $12,000,000  of  the  people's  money  in 
trust.  The  charge  against  him  is  that  he  loaned  from  the 
bank  to  certain  navy  contractors  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
dollars  upon  naval  pay-certificates,  which  he  was  informed 
were  worthless  as  security ;  that  he  knew  the  borrowers  were 
engaged  in  mining  stock  speculations ;  and  that,  secretly  and 
without  the  knowledge  of  his  co-directors,  he  received  from 
the  borrowers  five  per  cent.,  which  he  appropriated  to  his  per- 
sonal use.  No  more  serious  accusation  can  be  brought 
against  a  person  holding  a  fiduciary  trust.  If  it  is  true,  Mr. 
Burr  is  guilty  of  a  most  heinous  crime  ;  if  it  is  untrue,  he  is 
the  victim  of  a  criminal  conspiracy.  That  he  loaned  the 
money,  we  know  ;  that  he  took  na\'y  pay-certificates  as  col- 
lateral, we  know  ;  that  the  bank  lost  $240,000  we  also  know. 
Mr.  Burr  will,  at  his  convenience — and  that  should  be  very 
soon — make  a  full  explanation  of  this  business.  He  owes  it 
to  his  own  good  name  ;  he  owes  it  to  depositors  and  stock- 
holders in  his  bank  ;  he  owes  it  to  the  community  in  which 
he  has  lived  for  nearly  thirty  years,  and  which  has  honored 
him  by  its  confidence  as  mayor  and  banker.  Until  he  makes 
that  explanation — if  in  reasonable  time — it  is  proper  that  the 
pubhc  should  suspend  its  opinion  and  that  the  press  should 
be  silent.  The  trial  in  the  United  States  court  in  which  this 
testimony  was  brought  out  resulted  in  the  acquittal  and  hon- 
orable discharge  of  William  B.  Carr  from  any  complicity 
with  Mr.  Pinney  in  these  money  transactions. 

If  the  Arcoxal'T  had  been  Governor  of  California,  and 
Mayor  of  San  Francisco,  and  there  had  come  to  our  shores 
from  the  Empire  of  China,  on  its  way  to  our  national  capi- 
tal, an  accredited  diplomatic  commission,  charged  with  rep- 
resenting an  imperial  dynasty  4,000  years  old,  a  population 
numbering  400,000,000  of  people,  a  civilization  like  that  of 
the  Chinese  Empire,  and  a  commerce  as  rich  as  that  of  Asia 
— a  nation  with  whose  officials  we  have  serious  questions  to 
consider  and  determine — we  should  have  paid  it  some  marked 
and  special  attention.  We  should  not  fear  to  have  comprom- 
ised our  personal  dignity  by  polite  and  courteous  attentions 
to  the  minister  and  suite  of  this  barbaric  power.  We  should 
have  delighted  to  show  to  this  heathen  magnate  the  superior 
courtesy  of  our  Christian  training,  and  to  have  demonstrated 
to  his  darkened  intellect  the  chivalrous  and  polite  deport- 
ment that  so  eminently  distinguishes  us  of  the  Western  and 
higher  civilization.  But  then  we  shouki  not  anticipate  being 
a  candidate  for  re-election  to  the  office  of  Governor  of  Call-, 
fomia,  or  Mayor  of  San  Francisco. 


The  "  National,"  or  Greenback,  party  is  a  growing  power. 
Peter  Cooper  is  its  corner-stone.  Its  organ,  The  Advocate^ 
has  the  largest  circulation  of  any  paper  in  America.  Clubs 
are  forming  in  ever>'  State.  It  will  make  a  formidable  con- 
test at  the  next  presidential  election.  National  paper  cur- 
rency, and  plenty  of  it,  is  the  leading  plank  of  its  platform, 
and  the  panacea  proposed  for  the  hard  times.  The  official 
designation  of  this  new  political  organization  is  the  "  Na- 
tional Labor  League." 
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PRATTLE, 


We  read  of  hot  weather  in  the 
Mississippi  Valley,  performing 
drowsy  purrs  of  satisfaction  with 
our  better  climate.' 
This  comes  of  im- 
perfect reflection. 
Did  not  the  heat 
in  St.  Louis  knock 
over  a  newspaper 
"humorist?''  When 
has  our  mild  temperature  done  as  much  for  tisi  Have  we 
not  newspaper  "humorists"  by  companies  and  regiments, 
delivering  ghastly  grins  and  voluble  cackles,  baring  snaggy 
teeth,  agitating  dirty  shirt-fronts,  and  telling  us  this  elaborate 
performance  is  wit  ?  A  few  have  been  hanged,  a  few  have 
gone  to  the  State  prison  ;  but  as  a  rule  the  "  humorist "  has 
too  little  respect  for  human  life  to  die,  and  for  the  comforts 
of  home  to  go  abroad.  Nothing  can  abate  the  gelid  rigor  of 
his  effrontery  but  a  climate  that  will  drop  him  in  his  tracks. 


Lo  !  "humor"'  penetrates  the  air, 

As  frost  in  regions  polar, 
To  make  us  at  each  breath  aware 

Of  every  hollow  molar. 

Remark,  good  Satan,  we  entreat, 
The  freezing  up  of  laughter ; 

Advance  us  ten  degrees  of  heat, 
Deducting  them  hereafter. 

The  "funny  man"  now  rules  the  roast 
In  letters — pray  thee  take  him, 

And  singe,  and  stew,  and  boil,  and  toast, 
And  fry,  and  grill,  and  bake  him. 


Speaking  at  the  dinner  given  him  by  the  Carlton  Club, 
Lord  Beaconsfield  described  Mr.  Gladstone  as  a  "  sophisti- 
cal rhetorician,  inebriated  with  the  exuberance  of  his  own 
verbosity  and  egotistical  imagination."  This  terrible  indict- 
ment may  not  "  live  as  long  as  the  language,"  but  it  cannot 
be  entirely  forgotten  while  the  affectation  of  polysyllabic  vol- 
ubility dominates  the  vituperative  vocabulary  determining 
the  ambidextrous  applicability  of  its  characteristically  con- 
vertible equivalents. 

Dr.  Shorb  having  resigned  his  commission  as  Surgeon- 
General  of  the  State  militia  considerable  public  solicitude  is 
felt  for  the  warriors  who  may  be  disabled  in  the  next  parade. 
The  chaplain  of  the  forces  piously  suggests  that  they  receive 
the  prayers  of  the  church,  but  the  commander-in-chief,  with 
the  coarse,  practical  wisdom  distinguishing  the  man  of  action, 
favors  putting  their  heads  under  a  pump.  The  effect  of  this 
heroic  treatment  would  depend  somewhat  on  the  manner  of 
man  at  the  pump-handle  ;  if  he  should  be  a  person  of  sense 
and  patriotism  the  prayers  would  be  all  the  more  necessary, 
for  he  would  assuredly  drown  every  mother's  son  of  them. 


Bismarck  and  Grant,  in  friendly  chat. 

Considered  gravely  this  and  that. 

Each  gave  his  own  peculiar  twist  — 

Republican  or  Monarchist-- 

To  ev'rything  discussed,  and  bent. 

To  match  his  bias,  each  event. 

Said  Bismarck:  "Things  are  looking  dark 

O'er  there  since  Kearny  made  his  mark," 
"All  bright  o'er  here,  I  hope,  Herr  Bismarck," 

Said  Grant,   "since  Nobeling  made  his  mark.' 

Both  laughed,  and  both  resumed,  as  one  : 
"'Tis  plain  there's  nothing  to  be  done 

Save  listen  to  these  beggars',  cries. 

But  kill  the  rascals  if  they  rise." 

What!     Nothing?    Why,  we  here  discuss 

The  plan  of  letting  thejii  kill  us! 


One  day  last  week  a  journalist  of  this  city  was  severely 
beaten  for  something — I  do  not  know  what — that  had  ap- 
peared in  a  newspaper  with  which  he  is  connected.  As  it  is 
not  my  habit  to  discuss  in  print  matters  that  are  to  receive 
judicial  investigation,  I  find  it  entirely  easy  to  accomplish  a 
forbearance  that  others  have  failed  to  achieve.  But  without 
reference  to  this  particular  case  I  beg  leave  to  state,  in  the 
character  of  an  expert  who  has  a  practical  acquaintance  with 
both  methods  of  redress,  that  it  is  more  agreeable  to  a  jour- 
nalist to  be  shot  than  beaten.  This  serious  objection  to  the 
former  method  is,  it  seems  to  me,  more  than  counter- 
balanced by  considerations  of  safety  to  the  avenger,  who  is 
commonly  an  extremely  prudent  man  ;  for  if  the  victim  of 
the  fist  or  bludgeon  choose  to  prosecute  his  assailant  that 
gentlemen  will  almost  certainly  be  sharply  reprimanded,  and 
if  very  wealthy  may  even  by  fined  ;  whereas  there  is  no 
recorded  instance  of  punishment  for  shooting  a  newspaper 
man.  The  restrictions  of  the  game-law  do  not  apply  to  this 
class  of  game.  The  newspaper  man  is  a  bird  that  is  always 
in  season  ;  sportsman  and  pot-hunter  alike  may  with  assured 
impunity  crack  his  bones  with  a  bullet,  or  fill  his  skin  with 
buck-shot,  compiling  his  carcass  in  a  bag  and  exposing  it  for 
sale.  Whether  his  female  and  young  are  protected  by 
statute  I  do  not  know,  but  should  suppose  they  would  be 
considered  sufficiently  protected  by  the  liberty  to  kill  hivi. 


I  am  quite  serious  in  the  statement  that  nobody  in  the 
United  States  has  ever  been  hanged  for  killing  a  journalist ; 
public  opinion  will  not  permit  it,  and  if  there  is  any  one  who 
is  committed  to  that  mangy-dogma,  vox  popuH  vox  Dei^  it 
is  your  journahst.     I  am  myself  but  indifferently  reverent  of 


public  opinion,  but  in  thisparticular  I  maintain  its  righteous- 
ness because  it  so  accurately  squares  with  my  strongest  pro- 
pensity. I  am  sure  I  never  saw  a  journalist  without  secretly 
wishing  to  kill  him  ;  equally  sure  I  was  never  seen  by  any 
without  him  wishing  to  kill  me.  This  kind  of  feeling  be- 
tween persons  who  so  perfectly  understand  one  another's 
merits  and  deserts  can  not  be  altogether  wrong.  Being 
natural,  necessary,  and  intelligent,  it  must  be  altogether 
right.  Moreover,  it  is  universal,  which  is  better.  That  it 
commonly  exists  as  a  mere  tender  sentiment,  begetting  no 
action,  is  nothing  ;  so  do  some  of  the  most  radiant  virtues 
that  distinguish  the  good  and  great  from  the  mean  and 
base — as  compassion  for  the  poor  and  ambition  to  subdue  a 
stage-robber. 

After  all,  there  is  a  certain  rough  justice  tempering  the 
terrors  of  even  the  cruelest  practices.  The  bull  in  the  arena, 
his  shoulders  gay  with  inserted  fiags,  is  permitted  to  add 
festoons  of  human  entrail  if  he  can  ;  and  although  the 
American  public  will  not  deny  itself  the  pleasing  pageant  of 
some  blameless  citizen  accomplishing  serpentile  contor- 
tions under  the  editorial  pen,  neither  will  it  inhibit  the  flight 
of  the  blithe  bullet  through  the  editorial  body.  It  is  a  good- 
natured  public,  easily  amused,  or,  if  offended  by  the  bloody 
blundering  of  some 

"unperfect  actor  on  the  stage, 
Who  with  his  fear  is  put  beside  his  part," 

quite  as  easily  appeased.  It  were  ungracious  in  us,  "  the 
mob  of  gentlemen  who  write  with  ease,"  to  complain  of  our 
"dreadful  trade"  and  its  hard  conditions,  when  our  fatal 
mistakes  are  as  avidly  relished  and  sincerely  applauded  as 
any  shining  conquest  of  our  most  consummate  art. 


I  am  almost  ashamed  to  confess  that  my  thesaurus  of  obit- 
uary poesy  contains,  this  week,  no  gem  of  lustre  superior  to 

this  : 

"  Softly  the  church  bells  were  tolling 
When  dear  little  Sammy  was  born, 
And  as  purely  and  calmly  he  left  us; 
Our  darling,  our  pride,  and  our  joy.'' 

These  are  not  luminous  lines  ;  their  penury  of  rhyme  alone 
would  condemn  them.  Compared  with  some  of  the  crj'stals 
of  the  early  Pickeringian  period  their  luculence  is  as  the 
ghostly  glimmer  of  a  dead  fish  in  the  moonlight  to  the  beamy 
dazzle  of  a  toper's  noonday  nose.  I  hope  somebody  will  die 
next  week  whose  decease  will  be  so  poignantly  regretted  as 
to  inspire  a  more  moving  strain. 


While  on  the  subject  of  obituary  literature — a  theme  that 
always  brings  out  my  tenderest  emotions,  like  the  appetizing 
odor  of  toasted  cheese  eHciting  rats  from  their  holes — I  may 
mention  with  admiration,  unmixed,  I  hope,  with  envy,  that 
the  BuUetin  is  the  pioneer  in  a  field  of  literary  endeavor  not 
hitherto  explored,  but  promising  romantic  adventure  and 
abundant  profit.  The  discovft-y  of  the  Political  Obituary  is 
indeed  a  feat  rivaling  in  splendor  and  magnitude  Raleigh's 
failure  to  find  El  Dorado,  and  Ponce  de  Leon's  abandon- 
ment of  the  search  for  the  Fountain  of  Youth,  I  venture 
reverently  to  quote  :  "  Our  departed  friend  was  therefore 
from  education  a  Democrat  of  the  school  of  Jefferson,  and 
never  swerved  from  his  political  bias,  although  he  was  keen 
enough  to  realize,  and  frank  enough  to  acknowledge,  the 
great  mistakes  which  have  been  committed  by  his  party 
from  time  to  time  during  the  last  thirty  years."  This  is 
"  improving  the  occasion"  to  "  get  a  lick  in  "  at  the  Demo- 
crats, certainly,  but  I  hope  those  miscreants  will  be  still 
more  insufferably  plagued  by  some  such  inscription  as  this, 
blazoned  on  "  our  departed  friends'"  headstone  : 

"  Weep  not,  my  friends,   I'm  freed  from  gross  decay, 
And,  purged  of  error,  bask  in  endless  day  : 
Death  laid  a  Democrat  beneath  this  sod. 
But  gave  a  bright  Republican  to  God." 


Said  the  Moon  to  the  Earth  :  "You're  deluded— 

Your  swaggering  Sun  is  a  cheat ; 
When  «n'  shining  bulk  is  obtruded 

I  quench  all  his  splendor  and  heat." 

'  Your  power,''  said  Earth,   "is  conceded 
Some  beams  of  his  love  to  keep  hack  ; 
You're  looking  as  big,  too,  as  lie  did. 
But  looking  disgustingly  bkick," 

Made  visible  out  of  his  season 

By  smirching  superior  fame, 
The  dunce  in  the  day  of  his  treason 

Exposes  the  night  of  his  shame. 


"As  a  dog  returneth  to  its  vomit,"  saith  the  Scripture  with 
magnificent  coarseness,  "  so  a  fool  returneth  to  his  folly." 
In  the  "  fierce  light  "  of  this  splendid  simile  it  is  difficult  for 
feeble  eyes  to  determine  if  the  Bulletin  is  a  dog  or  a  fool, 
but  in  the  spirit  of  compromise  let  us  give  it  the  benefit  of 
the  doubt,  and  consider  it  both  ;  for  as  its  writers  appear  to 
think  as  thriftily  with  their  bellies  as  honestly  with  their 
brains,  their  deliveries  have  the  double  character  of  rejected 
food  and  discredited  reason.  More  head-strong  than  strong- 
headed,  this  persistent  journal  renews  its  argument  on  the 
proposition  that  Congress  has  the  right  to  set  aside  our 
treaty  with  China  without  the  consent  of  that  Power — that 
"a  nation  parts  with  no  element  of  its  sovereignty  by  treaty 
with  another  nation."  It  has,  moreover,  the  boreal  im- 
pudence to  adduce  the  instance  of  the  Winslow  Extradition 
matter,  in  which  the  British   Legislative  power  modified  the 


conditions  of  a  treaty  which  the  British  Executive  power  had 
concluded  with  us.  But  it  prudently  suppresses  the  facts 
that  our  Government,  incensed  at  the  breach  of  faith,  came 
near  breaking  off  diplomatic  relations  in  consequence,  and 
that  the  British  Government  surrendered  the  point  at  issue 
with  something  like  an  apology,  and,  ignoring  the  act  of  Par- 
liament which  had  caused  the  entire  correspondence,  asked 
us  to  conclude  a  new  treaty.  But  there  is  no  suppressio  vcri 
or  sKoot'stio  falsi  too  base  for  an  editor  who  has  made  up 
his  cowardly  mind  to  piously  perform  whatever  abominable 
rite  the  rubric  of  public  opinion  worship  may  prescribe. 

His  foot-ball  conscience,  tossed  among  men's  toes, 
This  way  and  that  obediently  goes  ; 
To  nowhere  tending  and  at  nothing  sticking. 
Though  moved  by  kicks,  indifferent  to  kicking. 

If  the  President  should  deem  it  necessary  to  recommend 
that  Congress  legislate  upon  the  terms  of  the  Burlingame 
Treaty  I  have  the  honor  to  suggest  that  his  message  be  writ- 
ten on  the  back  of  the  official  copy  (from  the  archives  of  the 
State  Department)  of  one  of  Mr.  Fish's  communications  to 
the  British  Foreign  Office  during  the  controversy  mentioned. 
After  the  document  had  served  its  second  purpose  it  could 
be  relegated  to  its  pigeon-hole,  and  would  have  an  added 
value  as  a  beautiful  and  instructive  record  of  national  con- 
sistency. 

It  is  to  be  noted  that  this  offensive  doctrine  of  the  right  of 
a  nation  to  cancel  with  its  left  hand  _the  solemn  obligation 
that  it  signed  with  its  right  is,  in  America,  of  purely  local  and 
contemporary  growth.  Until  within  a  year  it  was  never 
heard  of  except  as  a  device  of  "  perfidious'  Albion  "  in  the 
Winslow  matter.  True,  Congress  once  did  (as  Mr.  Horace 
Davis  had  the  folly  to  "  point  out "  )  declare  (under  "  severe 
provocation,"  as  the  Bulletin  has  the  stupidity  to  confess) 
that  certain  treaties  with  France  "were  no  longer  obligatory 
on  the  United  States."  It  is  not  the  only  time  that  Congress 
has  practically  declared  war,  and  the  "  legality  "  of  so  doing 
maybe  readily  conceded  without  reading  the  learned  decis- 
ions of  the  Supreme  Court  thereon.  But  we  are  claiming, 
here  in  California,  the  moral  right  and  present  expediency 
of  repudiating  a  national  obligation  deliberately  assumed  and 
faithfully  observed  by  the  other  signatory  power.  And  this 
claim  we  base  on  the  ground  that  that  power  might  have 
known,  and  must  be  assumed  to  have  known  that  admirable 
principleof  our  simple  system  whereby  our  Legislature  may 
at  its  sweet  will  upset  any  arrangement  which  our  Execu- 
tive may  have  made  with  the  implied  advice  and  consent  of 
one  branch  of  that  Legislature,  and  the  actual  advice  and 
consent  of  the  other;  and  this  at  the  dictation  of  something 
known  as  a  popular  majority.  In  other  words,  in  concluding 
a  treaty  with  us  a  foreign  nation  must  remember  at  its  peril 
that  we  are  fools  b\'  nature  and  rascals  by  impulse. 


But  it  is  legctl^  quoth  'a  !  That  is  the  misleading  word  that 
has  fastened  our  clumsy  feet  in  this  bog.  In  discussion  of 
international  obligations  it  has  neither  place  nor  meaning. 
International  "law"  is  not  law  ;  there  is  no  tribunal  for  its 
enforcement,  no  penalty  for  its  violation.  It  is  "legal"  for 
a  nation  to  do  whatever  it  dares  do  ;  "  legal "  for  it  to  ab- 
stain. Whether  it  shall  observe  its  agreements  with  others 
is  a  question  of  honor  ;  whether  the  others  shall  resent  its 
failure  to  do  so  is  a  question  of  expediency.  Singly  to  abro- 
gate a  treaty  is  to  declare  war ;  the  aggrieved  party  may 
accept  the  defiance  or  not.  If  we  repudiate  an  undertaking 
with  the  Akhoond  of  Swat,  the  decision  of  our  courts  that  it 
was  legal  to  do  so  is  exactly  as  relevant  and  valuable  as  the 
decision  of  his  Lord  Wiper  of  the  Ineffable  Nose  that  it 
was  not. 

A  whale  with  a  cold  harpoon  standing  in  his  vitals  makes 
himself  ridiculous  ;  his  pranks  are  dangerous  to  the  men  in 
the  boats,  laughable  to  those  on  the  ship.  Underneath  the 
foam  and  furj-  there  is  a  certain  pathos.  We  are  in  our 
flurry;  the  Chinese  iron  has  entered  our  very  soul.  To 
rid  ourselves  of  these  aliens  we  have  left  no  stone  unturned 
and  few  unflung.  W^e  ha\-e  abraded  our  knees  and  torn 
our  hands  groveling  and  groping  for  the  clue  that  is  to 
conduct  us  out  of  this  maze.  "  Catching  at  straws,"  "lean- 
ing on  broken  reeds,"  "  building  on  shifting  sands" — bah! 
the  whole  battered  and  thin-worn  mintage  of  spielmark  met- 
aphor occurs  for  passage.  In  plain,  coarse  speech,  we've 
done  our  level  best  to  beat  the  Johns,  and  they've  got  away 
with  us.  Disappointed,  chagrined,  surly  under  the  apathy  of 
our  Eastern  brethren,  or  stung  to  madness  by  their  sneers, 
we  have  now  the  misfortune  to  have  lost  both  judgment  and 
dignity,  and  are  become  dangerous  to  ourselves  and  ridicu- 
lous to  others.  Convinced  that  our  material  welfare  is  going 
to  the  dogs,  we  petulantly  fling  our  reason  after  it,  and  our 
conscience  after  that.  I  think,  my  friends,  we  can  better  af- 
ford to  part  with  our  property  than  with  our  honor,  though 
the  Jhillctin  is  of  a  different  opinion.  Each  is  sincere,  be- 
cause selfish  :  for  I  have  no  property,  and  the  Bulletin  has 
no  honor. 

The  Boston  Herald  is  cold  and  unloving  toward  those 
"who  are  as  bitter  against  the  reaping  machine  as  against 
the  Chinaman,  spending  their  talent  in  burnin.;  one  and 
abusing  the  other."  Well,  there  has  been  too  mt'cii  abuse 
of  the  reaping  machine,  that's  a  fact. 


iO 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


I  know  you  will  think  me  a  sad  ^d-about,  dear  Em,  but 

the  fact  is,  our  stores  are — some  of  them — such  delightful 
places  to  lounge  in,  and  why  shouldn't  we  women  be  allowed 
to  loaf  in  our  own  way,  as  well  as  tlie  '*  lords  of  creation  ?" 
I  am  sure  we  don't  do  half  as  much  mischief,  as  a  general 
thing,  and  we  get  quite  as  much  fun  out  of  it,  «W/  ce  />as 
vru!  t  Louise  came  in  yesterday  morning,  bound  for  a  day's 
shopping,  and  nothing  would  do  but  I  must  leave  everything 


cations  of  the  Dolman  (only  I^Jademoiselle  Trouffe  says 
we  must  not  say  Dolman  any  more),  and  trimmed  with  lace, 
passementerie  and  beads.  Abel  was  a  genuine  artist,  and 
would  draw  a  design  for  your  cloak  or  mantle  right  before 
your  eyes,  while  you  were  giving  him  your  order  ;  and,  as 
he,  like  Shakspeare,  never  repeated  himself,  the  consequence 
is  that  no  two  garments  are  ever  exactly  alike.  An  ermine 
cloak  from  \Vorth  is  something  in  the  same  form,  and  is 
lined  with  peach-colored  plush  and  edged  with  quillings  of 
silk  of  the  same  color ;  it  may  be  worn  either  side  out,  and 
is  only  $400.  A  white  cashmere,  lined  and  embroidered  with 
blue,  and  trimmed  with  pearl-beaded  lace  and  swan's  down 
and  feathers,  is  less  expensive,  but  very  handsome.  I  hap- 
pened in  just  in  time  to  assist  at  the  opening  of  some  new 


and  go  with  her,  and  when  I  found  that  it  was  to  include 

visit  to  Chadbourne's,  in  search  of  furniture,  I  was  ready  |  morning  wrappers  that  were  just  too  sweet  for  anything. 

enough,  for  1  had  been  longing  for  some  good  excuse  to  go    Some  were  of  ecru  camel's  hair  with  jabols  of  lace  and  car- 


through  their  new  place.  Well,  my  dear,  it  \\as  just  charm 
ing.  \\"e  began  at  the  first  floor,  and  went  on  by  easy  stages 
— on  the  elevator — clear  to  the  ver>-  top,  five  floors,  where 
we  saw,  among  other  things,  .Mr.  C.'s  designing  young  man 
at  work  on  those  to-be-famous  lambrequins  of  Mrs. — well,  I 
won't  tell  you  the  name,  because  I  am  going  to  tell  you  the 
price,  which  is  to  be  a  cool  thousand  a  window.  They  are 
of  blue  satin,  with  flowers  of  satin  and  velvet  in  applique 
and  silk  embroider)-,  and  ever  so  much  lovely  lace-work  in 
between.  Louise  is  refurnishing  entirely  this  fall,  and  very 
wisely,  I  think,  has  decided  on  having  a  variety  of  styles  in- 
M 


dinal  bows  ;  others  of  blue  silk  serge,  made  with  the  *'  Wat- 
teau  *'  fold  in  the  back,  and  ornamented  with  Torchon  lace. 
To  wear  with  them  were  the  daintiest  of  breakfast  caps,  of 
every  shape,  color,  and  material — cri'^e  lisst\  muslin,  silk — 
and,  prettiest  among  them,  a  Turkish  silk  of  pale  blue  and 
gold  arabesque  design,  and  made  exactly  like  a  gentleman's 
smoking  cap,  only  that  instead  of  a  tassel  to  hang  at  one 
side,  there  was  a  long  end  of  the  silk  fringed  out,  and  a  bor- 
dering oi  crept-  lissc  where  it  rested  on  the  hair.  The  "  Char- 
lotte Corday  "  in  -print  bourettc  gau;^e,  and  the  *'  Italian  peas- 
ant "'  of  white  muslin,  are  ver>'  pretty  also.     Vou  have  heard 


stead'  of  confining  herself  to  one.  Mr.  Michaels,  who  is  a  '  of  the  rainbow  trimming  that  Worth  is  using  so  extensively, 
model  ciccrotu,  pointed  out  all  the  newest  things,  and  helped  |  and  that  is  to  be  the  rage  this  coming  season.  It  consists 
us  wonderfully  in  their  selection.  He  discourses  of  furni-  of  a  fine  silk  cord,  in  which,  as  in  the  beads  to  be  used  with 
ture  ctytt  amore^  and,  I  assure  you,  I  felt  quite  w  ise  before  we  j  it,  the  predominating  color  is  golden,  although  every  other 
left.  The  Eastlake,  Queen  Anne,  and  Gildowski  are  the  color  is  combined,  making  a  tint  describable  only  by  the 
three  most  popular  styles,  and  one  bed-room  set  of  Queen  1  term  "  rainbow."  The  cord  is  put  on  like  braiding,  the  beads 
Anne,  in  French  walnut  inlaid  with  marquetr>',  captivated  j  following  ever)' turn,  so  that  the  effect  is  of  beaded  embroid- 
me  completely.  The  Kastlake  you  are  familiar  with,  ofjery.  The  most  unique  application  of  it  is  on  the  front  of  the 
course.  I  fancy  Kastlake  himself  must  look  something  like  j  corsage,  which  must  be  long  and  pointed,  a  la  Rubens'  por- 
the  fashion  he  has  inaugurated — very  square  in  build,  some-  traits  in  the  Louvre.  En  pussa?i(^  the  extreme  of  the  mode 
what  stem,  and  full  of  character.  The  Gildowski  is  later  ]  in  Paris  will 'be,  this  winter,  the  looped-up  over-skirt  of  the 
than  either  of  the  others,  and  is  best  suited  to  ample  rooms  ,  same  period.     But,  if  I  run  on  at  this  rate,  I  shall  leave  my- 
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and  high  ceilings,  for  it  is  massive,  literally  as  well  as  figura 
tively — a  single  set  weighing  a  thousand  pounds.  It  is  a 
specialty  with  this  finn.  But  the  quaintest,  preiDest  thing 
in  the  way  of  chamber  furniture  is  what  is  called  the  ladies' 
toilet  chambejp  sets,  the  bureau  of  which  has  a  square,  hang- 
ing gl^s,  with  side  stands  and  drawers,  quite  high  up  on 
both  sides.  In  ornamentation,  there  seems  to  be  a  decided 
tendency  toward  marquetr>',  the  handsomest  articles,  such 
as  work-tables,  buffets,  bookcases,  and  desks,  being  exten- 
sively inlaid;  and  one  of  the  choicest  bits  of  imported  work 
there  was  a  desk  of  ebony  and  this  style  of  finishing.  A 
work-table  of  ebony,  marquetry,  and  inlaid  work  of  different 


self  no  lime  to  tell  you  of  anything  else  ;  and,  really,  although 
the  cry  is  "^  nothing  new,"  everywhere  I  go  I  manage  to  find 
a  good  deal  that  is  not  only  new  but  very  pretty  besides. 
Arthur  is  just  getting  into  regular  boys'  clothes,  and  I  took 
him  down  to  Figel's  for  his  first  suit.  Vou  should  see  the 
airs  he  puts  on  1  He  does  look  too  sweet  for  anything  in  it, 
too — a  bottle-green  cashm.ere,  kilt-pleated  at  the  back  and 
plain  in  front,  with  the  cutest  little  pockets.  The  nobbiest 
thing  in  trimmings,  Mr.  Bine  tells  me,  will  be  the  seaweed 
fringe.  It  has  been  used  this  past  summer,  but  it  comes  now 
in  a  solid  fringe,  very  full,  and  is  an  improvement  on  the 
first.     Don't  you  wish  you  were  a  bold  Briton,  so  you  might 


woods,  is  another  gem;  but  the  loveliest  thing  there  is  a  have  a  hand  in  the  grand  presentation  to  be  made  to  Lord 
closed  music-stand  of  ebony,  with  figures  in  bronze  relief.  I  Beaconsfield  by  his  countr>'men  here?  The  description  of 
tried  to  select  a  desk,  but,  with  twenty  varieties  to  choose  '  the  design — for,  of  course,  it  is  only  in  embr>o  as  yet — reads 
from,  r  became  so  bewildered  1  finally  gave  up  in  despair.  I  I  quite  elaborately.  It  is  to  be  a  gold  casket,  with  the  Bea- 
think  things  in  this  world  ought  to  be  so  arranged  that  one  |  consfield  coat  of  arms  in  gold  rehef  on  top  ;  cabinets,  con- 
could  refurnish  even.-  three  or  four  months  say,  or  ever>-  laining  specimens  of  California  ores,  on  each  side  ;  on  one 
time  anything  new  strikes  one's  fancy.     There  is  a  sense  of  end,  also,  an  Indian  soldier  grasping  the  hand  of  a  British 

ditto,  with  the  motto,  "  Defense,  not  defiance,"  underneath  ; 

and  on  the  other  a  British  sailor,  with  the  motto,  "  Ready, 
that  nine  women  out  often  prefer  to  any  amount  of  political  j  aye.  ready."'  The  rose,  shamrock,  and  thistle  will  be  on  the 
power.  Why  is  this  so.^  Give  it  up?  So  do  I.  There  is  j  centre  of  the  front,  and  the  arms  of  California  on  the  back, 
nothing  ne.ver.  and  there  can  be  hardly  anything  richer,  in  ^  while  around  the  edges  an  endless  cable  indicates  Britannia's 
the  w-ay  of  upholster)'  goods  than  the  Turkish  and  Persian  1  boasted  rulership  of  the  seas.  Inside  the  casket  is  a  roller 
tapestries,  and  as  Mr.  C.  always  has  plenty  on  hand  already  1  on  which  the  address  and  ^he  names  of  the  givers  will  be 
made  up,  it  is  no  trouble  to  choose.  Eastlake  rockers —  '  photographed — the  handle  of  the  spring  which  works  the 
sensible  man  !  no  horrid   points   to   tumble   over,  but   the    roller  being  in  the  form  of  a  crossed  pen  and  sword,  sur- 


power  m  the  mere  fact  of  choosing  beautiful  things  and  say- 
ing, "  You  may  send  this,  and  this,  and  this,  If  you  please," 


easiest  of  springs  instead;  lounges,  easy-chairs,  to  lose  your- 
self in  after  dinner,  with  the  last  new  magazine  or  novel; 
divans,  and  so  on,  ad  infinitum.  The  parlor  set  in  Turkish 
goods  and  ruby  velvet  that  stands  in  the  window  this  week 
is  for  Frank  Stewart,  President  of  the  First  National  Gold 
Bank  of  Sacramento,  and  displays  excellent  taste.  Oh,  yes; 
there  is  something  new — the  "  Valley  Flower,"  it  is  called. 
It  is  a  satin  brocade  goods,  in  ashes  of  roses,  with  sprigs 
and  sprays  of  wild  flowers.  The  parlor  set  being  made  for 
Mrs.  Mackintosh  is  one  of  the  loveliest  things  you  ever  saw. 
Each  piece  is  finished  with  puffings  of  crimson  velvet,  and  it 
will  be  as  elegant  as  it  is  costly.  Mr.  Michaels  says  they  find 
plenty  to  do  to  keep  forty  workmen  always  busy,  and  then 
there  is  the  house  at  Portland,  Oregon,  doing  a  thriving 
business,  so  it  is  no  wonder  there  is  never  anything  but 
smiles  and  good  temper  there,  for  success  is  a  great  beauti- 
fier  and — well,  both  Mr.  Chadbourne  and  his»chief-of-staff" 


mounted  by  the  EarVs  crest.  Anderson  &  Randolph's  design 
was  the  one  chosen,  and  the  value  of  the  concern  when  fin- 
ished will  not  fall  far  short  of  four  thousand  dollars.  The 
address  is  to  be  gotten  up  in  a  somewhat  novel  manner,  and 
is  to  be  done  by  Mr.  Stemdale.  Hamilton  and  Jackson,  the 
artists  who  made  Rose  Wood's  picture  I  mentioned  week 
before  last,  have  a  full-length  of  Maud  Granger,  in  the  Cali- 
fornia Theatre  vestibule,  even  better,  I  think,  than  hers.  They 
have  a  dehghtful  studio  in  "  St.  Ann's  Rest "  building,  cor- 
ner of  Powell  Street,  and  opposite  the  side  entrance  of  the 
Baldwin.  Crayons  are  their  specialty,  although  they  do  a 
great  deal  of  fine  work  in  other  lines,  and  they  do  all  of 
Houseworth's  orders,  many  from  the  other  leading  photogra- 
phers, as  well  as  direct  orders.  When  you  come  home  you 
shall  see  one  of  "  Vours  truly,"  now^  just  begun.  Vou  asked 
in  your  last  letter  for  some  suggestions  as  to  neck  wear,  so  I 
stopped  in  at  Chester's,  on  Montgomer)-  Street,  to  hunt  up 


are  as  round  and  as  rosy  as  winter  apples.  Miss  Stauffer,  of'  any  possible  novelties  for  you,  and  found  Mr.  C.  about  to 
San  Jos^,  you  know,  is  to  be  married  on  the  5th  of  Septem- 1  start  for  the  East  in  a  few  days  on  a  combined  pleasure  and 
ber  to  Judge  Gilfoy,  of  Salem,  Oregon,  and  Samuels,  of  the  :  business  tour.  Knowing  your  utter  destitution  'ycu  must 
Lace  House,  has  had  the  importing  of  some  of  the  wedding  '  have  left  town  two  months  ago,  with  no  less  than  a  dozen 
trousseau.     Now,  I  know  you  are  dying  to  hear  all  about  it,  ;  different  styles,  then  quite  new  !  ,,  I  made  the  case  as  ur- 


so  I  will  not  keep  you  in  suspense.  The  first-day  reception 
dress — for  she  will  be  married  in  a  traveling  suit — is  a  com- 
bination costume  of  corn-colored  silk,  known  as  grain 
pouiirc^  and  white  brocaded  gauze,  from  Worth's.  The  body 
is  quite  unique,  being  a  corselet  of  the  silk,  cut  square  back 
and  front,  with  ver\'  small  ends  at  the  back,  and  ornamented 
by  a  lined  bow  of  the  same,  from  which  the  high-necked 
waist  of  brocade  rises  as  if  from  under  a  separate  boddice. 


^ent  as  possible;  indeed,  I  must  have  been  quite  tragic,  for 
he  laughed  heartily  at  my  despair — hard-hearted  wretch  ! — 
and  said,  "Tell  your  fair  friend  to  possess  her  soul  in  pa- 
tience, for  there  will  surely  be  something  new  in  a  month 
from  now.  Meantime,  here  is  a  prophecy  for  her  private 
ear:  Deep  round  or  square  collars  of  satin  and  lace,  or  lace 
and  crepe  de  chine,  with  satin  bows  and  loops,  will  be  one  of 
the  new  fancies,  and  square  linen  ones,  edged  with  the  hand 


The  latter  is  made  surplice  neck,  and  trimmed,  as  are  the  I  made  lace,  crochetted  from  the  pearl  braid,  and  of  the  same 
plain  elbow  sleeves,  with  puffings  and  ver>-  wide  Valen-  '  shapes  as  the  lace  ones,  are  to  be  worn  with  morning  cos- 
ciennes  lace.  The  underskirt  is  of  the  silk  edged  with  a  ■  tumes.  The  boKqitetiereficJiu,  made  of  white  silk  grenadine 
narrow  pleating  of  the  same,  over  which  falls  a  shell  ruffle  o{  \\\\\\  embroidered  wreaths  of  wild  flowers  in  natural  colors, 
the  gauze  finished  with, lace,  and  above  that  still  another  i  and  mossy  foliage  for  a  background,  the  edge  finished  with  a 
plain  ruffle.  The  draper)'  is  long  and  flowing  in  front,  and  j  fall  of  Mechlin  lace,  put  on  without  gathers,  and. the  bou- 
caught  back  by  shells  of  the  sill^  The  bride-elect  is,  you  \  guetiere  cra\-at,  in  the  same  style,  but  in  form  like  a  tie,  will 
know,  a  demi-brune,  slender,  and  exceedingly  graceful,  and  1  will  probably  come  in  the  fall  stock,  as  well  as  a  variety  of 
admirably  suited  to  carry  off  an  elaborate  toilet.  Another  the  Irish  lace  cuffs  and  fichus,  and  the  more  expensive  laces 
costume  is  of  black  brocaded  velvet,  trimmed  with  narrow  j  jn  the  same  shapes."  If  there  is  any  one  thing  I  like  more 
cord  fringe  and  heavy  Turkish  tassels.  It  is  an  open-coat  than  another  it  is  a  man  who  can  speak  .with  authority  on 
waist.  Pompadour  neck,  filled  in  with  ^plastron  of  plain  silk,  I  these  momentous  subjects.  That's  the  secret  of  business 
and  has  the  long  ends  of  the  basque  at  the  back,  gathered  success,  to  know  not  only  what  has  been  and  is,  but  what 
in  and  finished  with  tassels  of  chenille.  The  overdress,  will  be,  as  well,  and  I  think  Mr.  Chester  has  learned  it  com- 
which  covers  one  side  only,  being  fastened  high  up  on  one  ;  pietely.  Ever  your  own,  Liuas  Dubois. 

hip,  is  in  the  "  Turkish  drapery "  fashion,  and  falls  in  a  long,  --■•'-  ■  -  ---r^ 

graceful  sweep  low  on  the  train  of  plain  silk.  Mademoiselle 
Trouffe  showed  me  some  elegant  cloaks  Mr.  Samuels 
brought  from  Paris  with  him.  They  were  made  by  Abel, 
the  Worth  of  cloak-makers,  who  died  suddenly  the  other 
dav,  Mr.  Samuels,  chancing  to  be  the  only  San  Francisco 
merchant  on  the  spot,  purchased  the  most  of  the  stock. 
Xhey  are   of  camel's  hair,  or  cashmere,  and  are  all  modifi- 


Xext  to  a  cream-jug,  the  favorite  resort  of  a  fly  is  a  bed- 
room where  the  clothes  are  not  long  enough  to  cover  both 
ends  of  the  sleeper  simultaneously. 


XXXIX.— Measuring  the  Baby. 


Wl-  measured  the  riotous  baby 

Against  ihc  cotUige-Mall; 
.\  lily  grew  on  the  threshold, 

.And  the  t)oy  was  just  as  tall ; 
.A  royal  tiger  lily, 

With  spots  of  purple  and  gold,. 
And  a  heart  like  a  jeweled  chalice, 

The  fragrant  dew  to  hold. 

Without,  the  bluebird  whistled 

High  up  in  the  old  roof- trees, 
.\nd  to  and  fro  at  the  window 

The  red  rose  rocked  her  bees; 
And  the  «ee  pink  fists  of  the  baby 

Were  never  a  moment  still, 
Snatching  at  shine  and  shadow 

That  danced  on  the  lattice- sill. 

His  eyes  were  wide  as  bluebells. 

His  mouth  like  a  flower  unblown. 
Two  little  bare  feet,  like  funny  white  mice, 

Peeped  out  from  his  snowy  gown ; 
.And  we  thought,  with  a  thrill  of  rapture 

That  yet  had  a  touch  of  pain, 
When  June  rolls  around  with  her  roses. 

We'll  measure  the  boy  again. 

.\h  me  !   in  a,  darkened  chamber, 

\\\k\\  the  sunshine  shut  away. 
Through  tears  that  fell  like  a  bitter  rain. 

We  measured  the  boy  to-day; 
And  the  little  bare  feet,  tliat  were  dimpled 

And  sweet  as  a  budding  rose,  . 

Lay  side  by  side  together 

In  the  bush  of  a  long  repose. 

Up  from  the  dainty  pillow. 

White  as  the  risen  dawn, 
The  fair  little  face  lay  smiling. 

With  the  light  of  heaven  thereon : 
-And  the  dear  little  hands,  like  rose-leaves 

Dropped  from  a  rose,  lay  still, 
Never  to  snatch  at  the  sunshine 
That  crept  to  the  shrouded  silL 

We  measured  the  sleeping  baby 

With  ribbons  white  as  snow. 
For  the  shining  rosewood  casket 

That  waited  him  below ; 
And  out  of  the  darkened  chamber 

We  went  with  a  childless  moan — 
To  the  height  of  the  sinless  angels 

Our  little  one  had  grown. 

Emma  Alice  Brown. 


XL.-Oh.  Why  Should  the  Spirit  of  Mortal  be  Proud? 


Oh,  why  should  the  spirit  of  rflortaJ  be  proud? 
Like  a  swift  fleeting  meteor,  a  fast  flying  cloud, 
A  flash  of  the  lightning,  a  break  of  the  wave,- 
Man  passeth  from  life  to  rest  in  the  grave. 

The  leaves  of  the  oak  and  the  willow  shall  fade, 

Be  scattered  around  and  together  be  laid ; 

And  the  young  and  the  old,  and  the  low  and  the  high. 

Shall  moulder  10  dust  and  together  shall  lie. 

The  infant  a  mother  attended  and  loved ; 
The  mother  that  infant's  affection  who  proved; 
The  husband  that  mother  and  infant  who  blessed^ 
Each,  all,  are  away  to  their  dwellings  of  rest. 

The  maid  on  whose  cheek,  on  whose  brow,  in  whose  eye, 
Shone  beauty  and  pleasure— her  triumphs  are  by; 
.And  the  raemVies  of  those  who  loved  her  and  praised 
-Are  alike  from  the  minds  of  the  living  erased. 

The  hand  of  the  king  that  the  sceptre  hath  borne, 
The  brow  of  the  priest  that  the  mitre  hath  wora. 
The  eye  of  the  sage  and  the  heart  of  the  brave. 
Are  hidden  and  lost  in  the  depth  of  the  grave. 

The  peasant  whose  lot  is  to  sow  and  to  reap. 
The  herdsman  who  climbed  with  his  goats  up  the  steep. 
The  beggar  who  wandered  in  search  of  his  bread, 
Have  faded  away  like  the  grass  that  we  tread. 

The  saint  who  enjoyed  the  communion  of  heaven. 
The  sinner  who  dared  to  remain  unforgiven. 
The  \rise  and  the  foolish,  the  guilty  and  just. 
Have  quietly  mingled  their  bones  in  the  dust. 

So  the  multitude  goes,  like  the  flowers  or' the  weed 
That  withers  away  to  let  others  succeed; 
So  the  multitude  comes,  even  those  we  behold. 
To  repeat  every  tale  that  has  often  been  told. 

For  we  are  the  same  our  fathers  have  been ; 
We  see  the  same  sights  our  Tatheis  have  seen; 
We  drink  the  same  stream  and  \iew  the  same  sun. 
And  run  the  same  course  our  fathers  have  run. 

The  thoughts  we  are  thinking  our  fathers  would  think ; 
From  the  death  we  are  shrir5:ing  our  fathers  would  shrink ; 
To  the  life  we  are  chnging  they  also  would  cling ; 
But  it  speeds  for  us  all,  like  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

They  loved,  but  the  story  wc  can  not  unfold ; 
They  scorned,  but  the  heart  of  the  haughty  is  cold; 
They  grieved,  but  no  wail  from  their  slumbers  will  come; 
They  joyed,  but  the  tongue  of  their  gladness  is  dumb. 

They  died — aye.  they  died— and  we  things  that  are  now — 

Who  walk  on  the  turf  that  lies  over  their  brow. 

Who  make  in  their  dwelling  a  transient  abode — 

Meet  the  things  that  they  met  on  their  pilgrimage  road. 

Yea !   hope  and  despondency,  pleasure  and  pain, 
We  mingle  together  in  sunshine  and  rain; 
And  the  smites  and  the  tears,  the  song  and  the  dirge, 
Still  followed  each  other,  like_surge  upon  surge. 

Tis  the  wink  of  an  eye,  'tis  the  draught  of  a  breath  ; 
From  the  blossom  of  health  to  the  paleness  of  death, 
From  the  gilded  saloon  to  the  bier  and  the  shroud — 
Oh.  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud?        Kxo.v. 


Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie,  which  we  ascribe  to 
heaven. 


Among  the  Zulus,  a  nation  of  the  Caffres,  according  to 
etiquette,  the  mother-in-law  can  not  face  the  son-in-law,  but 
must  hide,  or  pretend  to  hide,  -when  she  sees  him.  In  this 
country  it  is  reversed.  It  is  the  son-in-law  who  does  the 
dodging. 

An  Eastern  exchange  says:  "Every  once  in  awhile  we 
hear  of  a  Calfomia  woman  killing  a  bear.  This  is  all  right. 
But  we  challenge  the  world  to  ransack  the  pages  of  history 
and  show  us  where  a  woman  ever  got  away  with  a  mouse." 
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INTAGLIOS. 

Fickle  Fortune. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  GEtBHL. 
Fortune  is  not  won  by  wooing — 

Fickle  coquette  from  her  birth — 
Nor  is  caught  by  one  pursuing, 

Thougk  he  seek  her  round  the  earth. 

Lj-ing  in  the  fragrant  grasses, 

Singing  songlets  Eo  thyself, 
Chanceih  suddenly  from  heaven 

Right  beside  thee  falls  the  elf. 

Then  thou'lt  seize  and  closely  bind  her, 
And  tell  none  thou  hast  the  prize, 

Lest  at  last  she  should  escape  thee 
And  regain  her  native  skies. 

N.  W.  Tl'nstall. 


Wait 
For  years  we  pray,  but  pray  unheard; 
For  years  we  hope  with  hope  deferred; 
For  years  we  yearn,  but  yearn  in  vain; 
Vet  pray,  and  hope,  and  yearn  again. 

The  day  comes  when  we  pray  no  more, 
When  hope  and  yearning  both  are  o'er; 
When  heart  and  soul  we  yield  to  doubt, 
When  faith  in  life  has  faded  out. 

'ITien  lo  I  within  our  easy  grasp, 
Unwilling  to  elude  our  clasp. 
The  joy  for  which  we  long  have  cried 
Stands,  all  unsummoned,  at  our  side. 


If  You  and  I. 

If  you  and  I  were  birds. 
And  in  some  nook  there  was  a  dowBy  nest, 

Just  made  for  two. 
Would  you  fly  heedless  by,  all  uncaressed, 
Because  my  rippling  song  lacked  words 
To  tell  the  careless  world  I  cared  for  you? 

If  you  were  some  sweet  rose, 
And  I  a  butterfly — would  you  at  dawn 

Unfold  for  me. 
Or  take  the  dewy  jewels  of  the  morn, 
And  all  your  winsome  petals  close, 
To  wait  till  fickle  suns  should  smile  on  thee? 

If  you  and  I  were  dreams — 
Of  Heaven  you,  and  I  of  Earth — would  you 

When  tender  love 
In  some  poetic  mind  should  link  the  two. 
Be  raptured  skies  to  murmurous  streams 
Or  stay  still  far,  so  scornfully,  above? 

If  you  were  laughing  Daj*, 
And  I  the  mourning  Night;  when  vesper  hour 

Drew  gently  near. 
Would  you  entrance  rae  with  your  magic  power — 
Or  shroud  yourself  in  sullen  gray. 
And  keep  your  kisses  for  another's  tear?' 

And  if  you  were  the  sea 
Beloved  by  gorgeous,  tropic  isles,  and  I 

The  dreajy  Pole, 
Would  you  reach  passioned  arms  where  I  should  lie. 
And  lift  the  icy  grief  from  rae — 
Or  keep  the  wealth  of  warmth  within  your  soul? 

And  O,  if  you  and  I — 
Mere  man  and  woman— just  by  chance  should  meet 

In  some  dear  place, 
Would  you  turn  from  me  then— ah,  would  you,  sweet? 
Or  never  say  the  same  good-bye. 
But  welcome  gladly  back  the  olden  grace  ! 

Henry  Giv  Carleton. 


What  of  That? 
Tired  !     Well,  what  of  that  ! 
Didst  fancy  life  was  spent  on  beds  of  ease. 
Fluttering  the  rose  leaves  scattered  by  the  breeze? 
Come,  rouse  thee  !  work  while  it  is  called  to-day  ! 
Coward,  arise  !  go  forth  upon  thy  way  I 

Lonely  !     And  what  of  that  ? 
Some  must  be  lonely;  'tis  not  given  to  all 
To  feel  a  heart  responsive  rise  and  fall, 
To  blend  another  life  into  its  own; 
Work  may  be  done  in  loneliness.     Work  on. 

Dark!     Well,  what  of  that? 
Didst  fondly  dream  the  sun  would  never  set? 
Dost  fear  to  lose  thy  way?     Take  courage  yet ! 
Learn  thou  to  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight; 
Thy  steps  will  guided  be,  and  guided  right. 

Hard  '     Well,  what  of  that? 
Didst  fancj'  life  one  summer  holiday. 
With  lessons  none  to  leam,  and  naught  but  play  ? 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  task  !     Conquer  or  die  ! 
It  must  be  learned  !     Learn  it,  then,  patiently. 

No  help?     Nay,  'tis  not  so! 
Though  human  help  be  far,  thy  God  is  nigh — 
Who  feeds  the  ravens,  hears  His  children's  ay; 
He's  near  thee,  whereso'er  thy  footsteps  roam, 
And  he  will  guide  thee,  light  thee,  help  thee  home. 


Dead  Love. 
All  other  griefs  may  find  a  voice  for  song. 

Love  dead  is  dead  beyond  the  reach  of  prayer. 
The  lender  flower  your  careless  feet  have  crushed 

May  bloom  again,  nursed  by  the  sunmier  air. 

Above  the  broken  sod,  where  sleep  your  dead. 
Whom  tender  watching  could  not  wrest  from  death 

Some  bow  of  hope  may  shine  through  all  your  tears, 
And  loving  prayers  ascend  with  everj'  breath. 

For  faith  divine  sees  through  the  darksome  cloud 

The  glorious  reflex  of  eternal  light. 
The  promise  that  beyond  the  valley  dim 

Arches  the  glorj-  of  the  Infinite. 

But  love,  dead  love,  the  saddest  death  of  all. 
Leaves  not  the  shadow  of  a  hope  behind; 

Tom  from  its  native  soil  by  tempest  shock. 
Its  tendrils  scattered  by  the  cruel  wind 

No  after  summers  with  their  breath  of  balm 
Can  win  back  that  which  perished  in  an  hour; 

For  love,  alas  !  there  is  no  risen  Christ 
With  promise  of  the  resurrection  power. 

D.  M.  Jordan. 


Gone  in  Rage. 

Oh,  God !  how  bitter  are  the  wrongs  ot  love  I 

Life  has  no  other  sorrow  half  so  acute ; 

For  love  is  made  of  everj-  fine  emotion, 

Of  generous  impulses  and  noble  thoughts; 

It  looks  up  to  the  stars  and  dreams  of  heaven; 

It  nestles  'mid  the  flowers  and  sweetens  earth. 

Love  is  aspiring,  yet  humble  loo ; 

It  doth  exalt  another  o'er  itself 

With  sweet  heart-homage,  which  deUghts_  to  raisa 

That  which  it  worships,  yet  is  fain  to  win 

The  idol  to  it-^  lone  and  lowly  home 

Of  deep  affection.     'Tis  an  utter  \%Teck 

When  such  hopes  perish.     From  that  moment,  life 

Has  in  its  depths  a  wail  of  bitterness 

For  which  there  is  no  healing.        L.  E.  L.^ndon. 


Music. 
Hear  what,  now  loud,  now  low,  the  pining  flute  complains. 

Without  tongue,  yellow-cheeked,  full  of  winds  that 
Wail  and  sigh,  sa>nng,   "  Sweetheart,  the  old  mystery-  re- 
mains 
If  I  am  I,  thou  thou,  or  thou  art  I." 

From  thb  Persian  Post  Hilali. 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  GONDOLIER. 

The  clocks  of  Venice  had  just  struck  the  midnight 
hour. 

An  old  man  and  a  youth  were  standing  on  one  of 
the  wharves,  engaged  in  a  low  conversation  and  in 
looking  earnestly  toward  the  Lido. 

"  One  spirit  has  been  repeatedly  seen,  Paulo,"  pur- 
sued the  old  man,  "and  I  can  give  you  the  proofs. 
No  longer  ago  than  last  evening  a  veracious  friend  of 
mine,  the  Count  Bertram,  was  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Lido  a  little  after  midnight,  but  by  a  mere  chance, 
and  not  with  the  intention  of  investigating  the  mat- 
ter. He  affirms  that  he  saw  the  spirit,  the  night 
being  clear,  and  that  his  gondola  passed  within  a  few 
rods  of  that  in  which  she  was  silentl>  floating  over 
the  waters." 

"  Padre  mio,"  responded  theyouth,  "  do  you  think 
this- mysterious  being  is  really  a  spirit?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it  whatever.  But  why  ?''  said 
he,  characteristically,  taking  the  youth  by  the  button- 
hole. '■  Firstly,  because  I  knowthat  spiritscan com- 
municate with  mortals  in  the  flesh.  Secondly,  be- 
cause spirits,  having  the  power  of  communicating 
with  mortals  in  the  flesh,  have  also  the  power  of  re- 
vealing themselves  to  mortals  in  the  flesh.  Thirdly, 
because  I  have  seen  spirits  myself.  Fourtiily,  anti 
lasUy,  because  the  reality  of  communications  of  this 
kind  has  been  established  by  the  wise  and  good  of  all 
nations." 

The  listener  smiled,  the  while  he  looked  thought- 
fully at  a  gondolier,  a  few  paces  distant,  who  was 
waiting  for  a  fare.  He  then  looked  at  the  moon, 
marking  the  exquisite  loveliness  of  the  night,  coughed 
audibly,  and  finally  said  : 

"I  thank  you,  Padre  mio,  for  the  kindness  with 
with  you  have  responded  to  my  queries.  I  wish  you 
good-night.'' 

"Stay,  my  dear  Count.  As  an  old  friend  of  your 
late  father.  I  must  give  you  a  little  advice.  Young 
blood  is  rash,  and  particularly  when  beauty  and  mvs- 
tery  are  concerned.  Nothing  good  can  ever  come  of 
attempting  to  raise  the  veil  by  which  this  hapless 
maiden  is  enshrouded.  I  confess  to  you,  in  this  pri- 
vate way,  that  I  have  a  way  of  explaining  the  matter 
to  my  own  satisfa.tion.'' 

"  Will  you  give  me  the  explanation?'' 

"With  pleasure,  if  you  promise  to  keep  it  secret. 
The  daughter  of  the  Duke  de  Montellani.  as  you  are 
aware,  disappeared  suddenly,  five  weeks  since,  with- 
out leaving  a  single  clue  behind  her  to  the  mystery- of 
her  disappearance.  Every  possible  investigation  has 
been  instituted  by  her  father,  but  with  no  result. 
Many  theories  and  suspicions  have  been  broached, 
and  received  with  more  or  less  respect,  and  some  of 
them,  by  an  occasional  person,  with  credence.  My 
suspicion  is  this,  that  the  Countess  of  Montellani  was 
seized  by  a  ruffian  whom  she  had  offended,  subjected 
to  indescribable  outrages,  and  drowned  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  Lido  !  " 

"  Terrible  !" 

"  Hence  it  is  that  her  unhappy  spirit  is  seen  in  that 
vicinity.  Take  my  advice,  my  dear  Count ;  do  not 
trust  yourself  on  those  accursed  waters.  Thai  is  my 
parting  couneel.     Good-night." 

As  tiie  old  man  walked  away  the  Count  of  Lontano 
looked  searchingly  around.  A  few  jiersons  were  per- 
ceivable here  and  there,  but  a  profound  silence — 
such  a  silence  as  is  unknown  in  every  other  city  of 
the  world — reigned  around  him. 

The  Count  was  on  the  eve  of  embarking  in  the 
gondola  he  had  previously  noticed,  when  a  party  of 
three  persons  appeared  on  the  threshold  of  a  palatial- 
looking  mansion  behind  him — one  of  them  an  elderly 
gentleman  of  pleasing  exterior,  the  second  his  wife, 
and  the  third  a  young  and  gloriously  beautiful 
maiden  of  seventeen  summers.  The  Count  started 
as  if  shot  the  instant  his  eyes  rested  upon  the 
maiden's  features. 

"The  Countess  of  Montellani!''  he  muttered. 
' '  There  is  a  mystery  in  this  affair  worthy  of  a  so- 
lution ! '' 

The  Countess  entered  a  gondola  and  seated  her- 
self within  the  canopy.  The  gondoher,  disguised 
from  head  to  foot,  placed  himself  at  the  oars.  The 
elderly  gentleman  and  his  wife  placed  themselves  in  a 
second  gondola  and  took  the  lead  toward  Lido.  The 
party  had  advanced  but  a  few  rods  ere  the  Count, 
snugly  esconced  in  a  third  gondola,  was  silently  fol- 
lowing in  their  wake. 

"  Perhaps,"  said  he  to  the  gondolier  ;  "  perhaps  I 
shall  annoy  the  Countess  and  her  friends.  If  you 
detect  any  signs  of  such  a  circumstance  you  will  re- 
turn to  the  city.'' 

But.  as  the  Count  soon  discovered,  there  was  no 
occasion  for  attention  to  be  directed  to  his  soUtary 
vessel,  the  sea  being  covered  with  gondolas,  advanc- 
ing from  all  quarters  to  the  Lido  in  silence. 

"The  mystery  has  been  circulated  in  the  city," 
whispered  the  Count's  boatman,  "and  hence  ibis 
assemblage  of  the  curious." 

"  I  had  an  idea,  as  soon  as  I  saw  the  Countess  of 
Montellani,  that  she  could  give  us  an  explanation, 
but  it  seems  that  I  was  mistaken." 

"  O,  she  is  not  the  spirit,"  was  the  reply.  "The 
story  of  her  disappearance — but  perhaps,  my  lord, 
you  have  heard  only  a  single  version  of  the  affair. 
The  Countess  eloped,  lea\ing  a  note  for  her  father, 
which  contained  all  necessary  information  on  the 
subject ;  but.  by  some  chance  or  other,  he  failed  to 
receive  it,  and  hence  the  fearful  stories  resulting  from 
her  absence:  When  her  father  found  that  she  had 
married  a  man  so  obnoxious  to  him  (by  reason  of  an 
old  family  feud)  as-  the  Count  de  Varre.  he  did  not 
care  to  contradict  the  sior\'  which  had  gone  abroad 
respecting  the  drowning  of  his  daughter  by  some 
ruffians  in  the  Lido.'' 

"And  the  Count  de  Vane?  " 

"  Is  very  ill  at  his  residence.  This  gentleman  and 
lady  attending  the  Countess  are  a  very  respectable 
couple,  who  have  long  been  intimate  with  the 
Vaires." 

"And  what  are  they  all  doing  here?" 

"The   same  as   we  are  doing,"  replied  the  gon- [ 
dolier.  with  a  smile. 

"  The  attraction  of  the  mystery?" 

"That  is  it,  without  doubt." 

"  But  do  you  think  we  will  make  any  tliscovery 
with  regard  to  the  identity  of  the  spirit?" 

"  I  do  not.  Spirits,  my  lord,  do  not  ever  appear 
in  the  midst  of  such  a  concourse  as  is  now  assembled 
hereabDuts;  and  if.  as  some  are  bold  enough  to  de- 
clare, the  reputed  spirit  is  a  young  woman  of  our  city, 
she  will  not  be  very  Ukely  to  exhibit  herself  to  such 
a  promiscuous  crowd  as  has  been  attracted  hither." 

A  large  assemblage  of  boats  had  now  arrived  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  Lido,  taking  up  their  positions 
around  the  supposed  locale  of  the  mysterious  disap- 
pearance, in  such  a  manner  as  to  leave  an  open  space 
in  the  form  of  a  •ircle,  and  half  a  mile  in  diameter, 
as  the  centre  upon  which  all  eyes  were  fixed. 

"  There  has  been  a  small  collection  here  for  several 
evenings,"  said  the  Count's  gondolier,  "in  expecta- 


tion of  seeing  the  spirit,  but  their  curiosity  has  not 
been  gratified.  In  fact,  the  spirit  has  not  appeared 
within  a  fortnight,  and  not  at  all  since  the  attendon 
of  the  public  was  directed  to  the  affair." 

As  the  gondolier  ceased  speaking,  the  Count  of 
Lontano  saw  that  a  great  deal  of  attention  was  being 
bestowed  upon  a  gondola  advancing  from  the  direc- 
tion of  the  city.  He  was  not  able,  on  account  of  the 
inter\'ening  boats,  to  discover  the  e.xact  occasion  of 
the  excitement,  which  began  to  go  the  rounds  of  the 
circle,  the  more  especially  as  not  a  word  was  uttered 
aloud. 

It  was  not  long,  however,  ere  that  portion  of  the 
circle  of  boats  w  hich  was  on  the  side  next  the  city 
parted  in  twain,  leaving  an  open  space  between  them, 
by  which  the  approaching  gondola  might  advance  to 
the  centre  of  said  c  rcle. 

A  few  minutes  later,  the  cause  of  the  excitement 
was  apparent  to  all  observers. 

"It  is  the  spirit !''  said  the  gondolier  of  the  Count 
of  Lontano,  in  a  .vhisper.  "Its  appearance  agrees 
with  all  the  reliable  information  I  have  gathered  on 
the  subject." 

The  reputed  spirit  of  the  Lido  was  alone  in  an  un- 
covered gondola,  which  she  herself  sculled  slowly 
through  the  water,  keeping  her  eyes  fixed  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  spot  where  the  tyrants  of  Venice  have 
drowned  so  many  of  the  noblest  of  men.  She  wore 
a  long  and  flov\ing  garment  of  snowy  whiteness,  and 
her  unbound  hair  floated  in  wavy  ringlets  around  a 
neck  and  shoulders  of  exquisite  beauty. 

"  Good  heavens  !  is  it  possible?''  cried  the  Count 
of  Lontano,  after  gazing  long  and  earnestly  upon  the 
mysterious  being.  '•  I  could  swear,  without  any  scru- 
ples, that  I  am  gazing  on  the  face  and  figure  of  Sig- 
nora  Ludovico,  my  own  betrothed,  whom  I  have  not 
seen  for  two  months.''  he  added  to  the  gondolier, 
"having  been  absent  from  the  city  ! '' 

"  Does  the  lady  walk  in  her  sleep,  my  lord?" 

The  Count  started — arose  to  his  feet  with  consider- 
able excitement  —  continued  gazing,  rubbing  alter- 
nately his  eyes  and  his  glass — then  sat  down  with  a 
smile  upon  his  features. 

"  Meras  grandfather  was  drowned  by  the  govern- 
ment in  the  Lido."  he  muttered,  "and  that  must  be 
the  reason  of  her  visits  ! '' 

The  gondola  of  the  reputed  spirit  was  now  resting 
motionless  in  the  centre  of  the  encircling  boats,  while 
she  herself  remained  silent  and  motionless  therein, 
her  arms  folded  upon  her  bosom,  and  her  eyes  turned 
toward  heaven. 

It  was  not  long  ere  a  strange  feature  was  given  to 
the  scene. 

The  gondola  and  the  mysterious  being  therein, 
while  all  eyes  were  fixed  so  intently  upon  it.  suddenly 
disappeared  beneath  the  surface  of  the  sea.  But  few 
of  those  who  witnessed  the  event  could  reaUze  its 
actuality,  ere  tha  closing  waters  were  as  placid  above 
the  sunken  gondola  and  its  burden  as  the  brow  of  a 
smiling  babe. 

There  arose  from  all  those  spectators  a  wild  cry  of 
horror  and  astonishment,  not  unmixed  with  fear  and 
superstition,  while  boat  after  boat  shot  forward  in  the 
direction  of  the  spot. 

"  Hasten,  hasten  !"  cried  the  Count  of  Lontano  to 
his  gondolier.  "  I  was  probably  mistaken  in  thinking 
I  knew  the  lady  ;  but  it  is  my  duty  and  privilege  to 
make  some  effort  to  save  the  mysterious  and  unfort- 
unate being  !" 

The  gondolier  regarded  the  Count  fixedly,  without 
touching  the  oars,  while  a  singular  smile  rested  upon 
his  features. 

"  That  is  not  a  woman,  my  lord  ! ''  said  he,  with  a 
quietness  peculiar  to  himself. 

'  ■  Not  a  woman  ? ''  cried  the  Count.  "  Would  you 
attempt  to  make  me  believe  it  was  a  spirit?  "' 

"  It  was  not  a  spirit  !  " 

"  What !  Woiild  you  have  me  distrust  that  I  have 
seen  any  woman  or  gondola  at  all  ?  '' 

The  boatman  repeated  his  earnest  scrutiny  of  the 
Count's  featiires,  and  rephed  to  his  question  by  asking 
another. 

"  Can  your  lordship  keep  an  important  secret  ? '' 

"  Certainly,"  responded  the  Count,  in  much  wonder 
and  curiosity,  again  assuring  himself  by  a  glance  that 
the  other  gondolas  were  doing  all  that  could  be  done 
for  the  rescue  of  the  mysterious  being. 

"  Do  you  pledge  yourself  to  keep  the  revelation  I 
make  an  inviolable  secret?" 

"  I  do!" 

"  Know  then,  my  lord,  that  the  gondola  and  woman 
is— an  automaton  of  my  own  manufacttu-e  !  " 

The  Count  was  too  much  astonished  to  reply.  The 
gondolier  resumed  his  oars  and  commenced  rowing 
toward  the  city. 

"  Wonderful  man  !  "  exclaimed  the  Count,  at  last, 
"  it  is  a  pity  that  such  a  piece  of  skill  should  be  for- 
ever lost ! " 

"  Have  no  anxiety  upon  that  point,  my  lord,"  was 
the  reply;  "  in  about  three  hours  that  boat  and  wom- 
an will  return  to  the  surface,  and  I  shall  be  on  the 
spot  to  receive  it." 

"  I  do  not  see."  said  the  Count,  musingly,  "  why  I 
mistook  the  figure  for  Signora  Ludo\ico?  " 

"It  is  because  the  figure  is  a  perfect  likeness  of 
that  lady." 

The  Count  started  to  his  feet,  motioning  to  the 
gondoher  to  cease  rowing.  He  then  extended  his 
hand. 

"  You  are  not  only  a  wonderful  genius,"  said  he, 
"  but  I  perceive  you  are  a  friend  to  me  and  mine  !  " 

"  Your  father,  my  lord.''  responded  the  boatman, 
"  saved  my  father  from  an  ignominious  death.  More- 
over, as  another  reason  of  my  attachment  to  your 
lordship,  my  betrothed  is  in  the  service  of  Signora 
Ludo\ico.  Perhaps  " — he  added  suggestively — "  per- 
haps, when  your  lordship  weds  your  ladyship — " 

"  You  and  the  bride  you  have  chosen  shall  not  be 
forgotten  !  "  interrupted  the  Count,  again  pressing  the 
hand  of  the  boatman. 

In  conclusion,  we  have  only  to  say  that  the  Count 
Lontano  and  the  Countess  are  living  in  elegant  style 
upon  the  grand  canal  of  Venice.  Each  has  a  faithful 
and  confidential  ser\'ant. 

As  to  the  myster>-  of  the  "  Spirit  of  the  Lido,"  to 
the  generality  of  the  Venetians  it  is  as  dark  as  ever. 
A  few  of  them,  however,  have  gained  an  idea  de  plus 
by  seeing  the  automaton  gondolier  in  the  Vatican, 
where  you  may  see  it  at  your  leisure,  the  next  time 
you  visit  the  Eternal  City.  * 

They  were  standing  at  a  window.  "In  looking 
out  doors  do  you  notice  how  bright  is  the  green  of 
of  the  grass  and  leaves?''  asked  an  elderly  gentleman 
of  a  litde  girl  whose  home  he  was  visiting.  "Yes. 
sir,"  "  Why  does  it  appear  so  much  brighter  at  this 
time?"  he  next  asked,  looking  down  upon  the  1  right 
sweet  face  with  tender  interest.  "  Because  ma  has 
cleaned  house  and  you  see  out  better, '  she  said.  The 
elderly  gentleman  sat  down. 

The  excesses  of  our  youth  are  drafts  upon  old  age, 
payable  with  interest,  about  thirty  years  after  date. 


T/ie  Wonderfid  Geysers! 


J-'HIS  WONDERFUL  SPOT  OF  CAL- 

ifomia  should  be  visited  by  all  residents  and  tourists. 
The  Geysers  of  Iceland  and  the  Geysers  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  remarkable  Canyon  of  the 
Pluton  in  Sonoma  County.  Wonderful  as  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  wonderful  as  a  health  reson,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
sort of  pleasure.  By  steamer,  train,  and  coach,  over  a 
beautiful  Bay,  through  beautiful  valleys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  than  compensates  for  the  cost  and  time. 
Leave  San  Francbco  daily  at  3  r.  M.,  by  steamer  for  Don- 
ahue; take  train  for  Cloverdale;  stay  ail  nighl  at  Clover- 
dale,  and  leave  in  coach — four-in-hand — at  7  a.  .m.  for  the 
mountain  drive  over  the  hilU  10  the  Geysers.  Returning 
passengers  reach  San  Francisco  in  a  day  by  the  Calisioga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Geysers  is  the  easiest,  most  inexpensive 
and  most  delightful  of  any  in  California.  The  hotel  accom 
modations,  the  trout  fishing,  the  hunting,  the  walks  an 
drives   the  bathing,  the  everJ^hing,  are  perfection. 


T/ie  Wonderful  Geysej's! 


THE  GREAT  GEYSERS  HOTEL. 

W.M.   FORSVTH,  Proprietor. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY. 
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NOOK    FARM. 

FAMILIES    WISHING    TO   SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  countr)'  will  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj'of  such  endless  variety  as  tempt 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  E.  SMITH, 
Rutherford,  Napa  County.  Cal. 


MEOHANIOS'    INSTITUTE. 

Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL.,  1878. 


T 


•HE    MANAGERS    HAVE    THE 

honor  to  announce  tothe  public  that  the  Thirteenth 
Gk.and  Exhibition  of  Science,  Art,  and  Indlstrv, 
given  under  the  auspices  of  the  ^lechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Parilion,  on  Market,  Eighth,  and  Mission  Sts., 
on  Tlesdav,  August  13th.  Great  and  unusual  attractions 
will  be  presented  to  \Tsiiors.  Mining,  Agricultural,  and 
other  machinerj-  will  be  in  motion.  Pacific  Coast  Manufact- 
ures, Minerals,  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be  fullyrepre- 
sented,  besides  many  new  novelties  never  before  exhibited 
on  this  coast.  Tke  .\rt  Department  will  be  under  the  su- 
pervision of  the  San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee 
for  e.\ceHence  and  completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially 
represented,  as  also  works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected 
from  the  private  galleries  of  this  citj-.  The  Horticultural 
Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be  made  still  more  at- 
tractive this  year  by  the  addiaon  of  many  new  features. 
The  Music — Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accom- 
plished musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  *change  of  pro- 
gramme of  the  most  popular  music.  Xo  e.vpense  or  pains 
will  be  spared  by  the  management  that  will  add  to  the  com- 
fort or  convenience  of  visitors.  Applications  for  space  or 
information  can  be  obtained  from  the  Secretar>',  at  the  office, 
27  Post  Street.  IRVIXG  M.  SCOTT,  President. 

J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent, 
J,  H.  Culver,  Secretarj-. 


irvOJ-.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

ST.ATIONERY,  EL.iKK  BOOKS,  LEG.-iL.  CUSTOM. 

HOUSE,  .^ND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 

624  Mongomery  Strict,  Montgomery  Block. 

San  Frandsco.  California. 

y^  7.  PETTiT  &'  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

EST.\BLISifMEN"T, 
528  C.ALiFORSi.^  Street,  San  Franxisco,  Cai_ 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

/]  RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

■^^      and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care,  llicy  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  botilc  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinaiy 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  qualitj-  and  contents,  none  other  arc  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ON  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 


STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  wUl  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  arc 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    GO. 

SAN  FR.\NCISCO.  CAL. 


FRANK  KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

-*^       chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate,   dlvo.-ce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  ca5cs  attended  to. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Francisco.  August  i,  1878. 
My  Dkar  Madge  :— \\*hen  Jack  and  I  dropped 
into  Baldwin's  the  other  nighl  to  see  The  Umg 
Strike,  the  outlook  for  an  cnjo}-able  evening  was  not 
ddusively  brilliant.  All  the  best  names  wire  out  of 
the  bill,  and  all  the  best  members  of  the  company 
were  \-ariously  disposed  about  the  auditorium.  Rose 
Wood  was  having  a  rest,  and  so  were  Mackay.  and 
Mrs.  Farren,  and  pretty  little  Kate  Corcoran,  and 
James  O'Neill.  When  you  take  the  leading  man  and 
leading  lady  out  of  a  company,  together  with  the  best 
character  actor,  one  of  the  nicest  of  old  ladies,  .and 
the  pretty  juvenile,  what  is  left  is  like  the  Bismarckian 
Turkey  after  diplomatic  dissection.  Mackay,  O'Neill, 
Corcoran  !  Have  you  ever  obsen'ed.  Madge,  since 
some  people  began  the  sensible  custom  of  playing 
undei  their  own  names,  how  extremely  Celtic  in 
character  the  list  of  a  company  becomes?  Then  we 
have  Sulli^-an,  McCullough.  Dargon  ;  or  to  descend 
a  peg.   Emerson,   Dougherty.  Murphy.     Truly,  the 


stage,  when  they  transgress  all  reasonable  bounds, 
they  are  called  eccentric  character  actors.  Once,  all 
plays  were  either  comedies,  tragedies,  or  farces  ;  all 
actors  were  either  comedians,  tragedians,  or  clowns. 
They  are  so  thoroughly  classified  nowadays  that  no 
man.  however  original  the  bent  of  his  genius,  am  fail 
to  fall  in  some  niche.  I  was  much  struck  by  Mr. 
Hemes  "  Noah  Leroyd,"  in  the  I j?tig  Strike,  For 
once  he  disposed  of  the  incipient  apoplexy  which 
frequently  distinguishes  him.  and  which  was  more 
marked  than  usual  in  his  nondescript  "  Col.  Colpep- 
per'last  week.  As  "Noah  Leroyd."' his  make-up 
was  really  as  complete  as  a  genre  painting.  He  was 
earnest  and  really  impressive,  and  his  dialect  was  bet- 
ter than  fair.  The  other's  dialects  reminded  me  of 
the  dahlias  at  a  flower  show.  You  know  *liat  long 
lines  of  them  they  have  in  glass  iKJtiles  at  the  Me- 
chanics' Fairs,  each  one  different  from  its  neighbor  in 
some  subtility  of  hue,  size,  and  shape.  The  dialectic 
x-ariations  lasted  as  long  as  the  dialectic  cast  did.  and 
only  ceased  when  it  became  necessary  to  double  up 
for  the  court  scene.  And  what  a  farce  was  this 
court  scene.  Madge,  in  a  theatre  where  they  have 
picked  up  such  a  high  repuLation  for  thoroughness 
in  their  settings !  Jack  mildly  intimated  that  they 
looketl  like  a  lot  of  amateurs  on  a  lark  in  the  ward- 
robe room.  Mr.  Sioddart  had  a  bit  of  wig  about 
the  size  of  a  small  lamp-mat  perched  gracefully  on 
one  eyebrow,  and  the  dignity  of  the  entire  scene  con- 
sorted harmoniously  with  the  position  of  this  wig.  1 
need  hardly  say  that  it  was  not  a  fuc  simile  of  an 
English  court.  The  hedge  scene  was  very  prettily 
'  gotten  up.  and  its  picturesqueness  heightened  by  a 
distant  \iew  of  the  mills.  The  mills  in  both  scenes 
looked  like  the  Palace  Hotel  isolated  on  a  heath  and 
illuminated  for  the  Chinese  Embassy.  The  resem- 
blance, it  is  but  fair  to  say.  is  the  fault  rather  of  the 
architect  of  the  Palace  than  of  the  scenic  artist.    The 


WAR  OF  THE  CYCLOP.£DIAS, 

A  Statement  and  a  Challenge. 

The  California  State  Board  of  Education,  at  its 
last  meeting,  with  but  one  dissenting  vote,  de- 
clared that  ^oAfiSi'n's  LWclopadiii  was  not  sectarian. 
This  action  was  taken  by  the  Baird  in  the  face  of  the 
fact  that  the  agent  of  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  had  deluged 
the  Board  with  conmmnications  from  prominent 
Catholic  clergj-men  and  laymen,  editorials  from  thc_ 
Monitor,  and  legal  opinions  from  their  paid  attorneys, 
in  all  of  which  the  allegations  were  freely  made  that 
certain  articles  in  Johnson's  Cyclopxdia  were  secta- 
rian, and  unfair  to  the  Catholic  Church  in  their  treat- 
ment of  its  dogmas  and  historj-.  The  same  Board, 
at  the  same  meeting,  on  motion  of  Professor  Allen, 
who  openly  declared  Johnson's  to  be  the  belter  work 
of  the  two  under  consideration,  voted  to  rescind  a 
resolution  passed  at  a  pre%-ious  meeting  of  the  Board, 
recommending  yohn soil's  Cyelopxditi  os  the  best  ob- 
tainahU  book  of  reference  for  the  Public  Schools  of  the 
State.  This  strangely  inconsistent  action  of  the 
Board  can  only  be  attributed  to  the  persistent  impor- 
tunity of  .Xppleton's  canvassers,  and  to  want  of  back- 
bone on  the  part  of  members  of  the  i.Board.  who  are 
more  anxious  to  secure  political  preferment  than  to 
maintain  their  consistency.  This  action  of  the  Slate 
Board  strikes  the  last  prop  from  under  the  tailing 
fortunes  of  Appleton's  blighted  ^and  doomed  Cyclo- 
paidia.  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  have  for  months  been 
endeavoring  to  prove  that  Johnson's  Cyclopaedia  is 
sectarian.  This  was  their  last  ditch,  and  the  Slate 
Board  has  effecluallyburied  them  in  it.  I  dare  them 
to  bring  this  question  before  the  courts  for  their  de- 
cision. H.  D.  Watson. 


nALDU'IN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguirb Manager. 

F.  LvsTER .Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer. 


InslnnUneoii';  and  Brilliant  Success  of  the  celebn\l«d  char- 
acter actor, 

MR 

Attested  by  ruji 


J.   H.  STODDART, 

waled  recalls  before  the  curtain  and  ten: 
of  .applause. 


SATURDAY 

MATIN'EE  AT  5: 


AUOL'Sr 

KN'KNING  AT  S. 


THE  LONG  STRIKE. 

Moneypciiny -Mr.  J.  H.  Su>J<l.irt. 


Sundaj*.  Aupu-iit  \,  T_^-t  Pcrfr.mi.-ince  ".f 

THE  LONG  STRIKE. 


MonJay,  August  =i,  Mr.  J.  H.  SioJdart  will  uppcar  in  lus 
great  part  of  Michael  Gamer,  in  Bjtoh's  domestic  drama, 

DEARER  THAN  LIFE. 

To  be  preceded  \>\  tlic  i:^c<t  of 

POST  OF  DANGER, 

In  which  Mr.  C.  B.  Bishop  will  appear. 


green  isle  has  contributed  generously  to   pleasure- . 

making.      There  was  a  time  when   'the    California  I  "'"   ^^  Diplomacy  comes  to  an  end   on   Saturday 

Theatre  Company  wus  a  Johnny  Bull  conclave,  with    "'S'"-     ^  ^  ='^'^-  ^'^  P^"  ^^  "^  "'     '^^^'^  ''  ^""^  ^"  '" 

all.  we  shall  not  look  upon  its  hke  again— that  is  to 
say,  verj"  soon,  I  presume  some  one  will  eventually 
brush  up  his  wits  and  get  up  another  good  play 
somewhere  within  the  present  cycle,  but  the  prospect 
is  not  enlivening.  There  was  either  war  or  rumors 
of  war  up  at  the  California  early  in  the  week,  and  it 
was  whispered  on  Monday  that  the  gentle  Zicka  had 


the  I*atemans,  Harrj-  Edwards.  Jennie  I-ee,  and  for 
a  period  a  long  succession  of  English  stars.  Bui 
they  have  changed  all  that,  and  all  the  companies  are 
wonderfully  cosmopolitan.  Mr.  Sioddart,  the  new 
star  at  Baldwins — ah.  have  I  come  back  to  Bald- 
win's?— is  a  Scotchntan.  They  do  not  send  tts  many 
actors  from  ihe  land  of  Bruce.  After  having  seen 
Mr.  Stoddart,  I    am 


not  surprised.  Such  tremen-  \  ^'^  ^lighUy  infuriated  in  real  earnest,  for  some  rea. 
dous  reaction  from  the  tradiuonal  phlegm  and  cold  !  ^^n  or  other,  and  refused  to  play  the  strat^c  ' '  Com- 
gmvilv  of  the  Scottish  character  would  soon  wear  the  ^^^"  "^^  ^^"^  ^  dilemma,  for  Diplomacy  m  this 
populltion  out.  yet  Mr.  Stoddart  is  as  unmisiakablv  '  ^"^^  ^^'^^'O"^  Jeffreys-Leuis  would  be  like  England 
Scotch  as  when  his  fool  first  pressed  the  heather,  and  '^'^"out  Disraeli.  WTio  could  take  her  place?  Not 
the  accem  hangs  upon  his  lips  in  all   its  round  rich-  .  P^^»>-  ^^^^'  Carey,  who  has  lost  her  spoiled  baby 


ness.     I  suppose  I  ought  to  tell  you  that  he  is  a  won-  ' 
derfuUy  fine  actor.     E\-ery  onesaysheis;  in  fact,  they 
call  him  an  artist.     Gustave  Dore  is  the  first  artist  of 
the  age,  though  his  ever^-  line  is  grotesquely  long.     I 
will  do  Mr.  Stoddart  the  hofior  to  place  his  name  in 
close  juxtaposition  to  Gustave  Dore's  in  this  scrawl, 
and  say  that  his  lines  are  grotesquely  broad.     Per- 
haps, in  this  instance,  they  were  broader  than  usuaL 
I  fancy  he  stood  at  the  wings  during  the  two  tame 
acts  which  preceded    his  entrance  and  gauged  the 
temper  of  the  audience.     I  can  not  say  that  it  was  a 
spirited  audience.     People  lounged  gloomily  back  in 
their  seats  with  thai  listlessness  which  a  thin  house 
and  dull  action  are  sure  to  bring  abouL     Mr.  Stod- 
dart saw  that  it  was  necessary  to  startle  them  into  in- 
terest, and  he  did  so.     He  came  in  as  if  he  were  shot 
in,  and  when  he  got  in  I  assure  you.  my  dear  Madge, 
he  did  not  permit  the  action  to  flag.     I  heard  people 
ulking  about  his  school— every  actor  is  supposed  to 
have  a  school  nowadays.    Jack  suggested  that  he  be- 
longed to  Ihe  boisterous  school,   where    antics  and 
gyTations  are  important  items  in  the  cotu^se  of  study. 
Mr.   Stoddart   really  is  a  clever   contortionist.     He 
can  collapse  into  a  heap,  sprawl  over  more  stage,  di  op 
himself  down   and  pick  himself  up  again  quicker 
than  any  one  I  ever  saw  outside  the  ring.     The  peo- 
ple were  wild  with  infantile  delight.     They  screamed 
with  laughter,  they  stormed  applause,  they  called  him 
before  ihe  curtain  again  and  again.     .\nd  the  more 
they  laughed  and  applauded,  the  more  he  rolled  his 
eyes  and  tumbled  into  a  little  heap,  and  straightened 
up  into  a  siring,  and  boiled  in  and  out.  like  a  no- 
lently  propelled  shuttlecock.     You  w.ll  be  astonished 
after  all  this.  Madge,  when  I  tell  you  that  he  was 
playing  the  part  of  a  crusty,  irascible,  tetchy  old  law- 
yer, one  of  those  old  fellows,  you  know,  whom  we 
always  find  in  fiction  and  never  in  fact,  with  a  heart 
bubbling  over  with  goodness,  and  an  aspect  as  stem 
as  the  laws  of  the  Medes  and  Persians.     I  must  say. 
that  in  the  midst  of  all  his  e-^tra^-agance  of  action — 
and  anything  more  mildly  absurd  I  can  not  imagine 
— that  he  managed  to  convey  the  idea  of  such  a  man 
perfectly.     His  conception  was  artistic,  e\'en  though 
his  acting  outraged  the  natural.     Il  is  difficult  to  re- 
concile two  such  extremes,  but  in  this  case  they  were 
reconciled.     He  is  no  clown,  careening  wildly  about, 
however  whimsical  his  antics ;    no  buffoon.  howe\e% 
tiunultuotis  the  delight  he  excites  in  the  gallery.    His 
picture  is  in  good  drawing,  though  the  lines  are  loo 
strong  ;  and  his  colors  are  true,  though  too  loud  and 
too  la\Tsh.     I  suppose  the  fact  that  he  is  professedly 
an  eccentric  character  actor  must  account   for  his 
deepest  plunges  into  the  improbable.     Eccentric  is  a 
most  comprehensive  word.     In  fad.  Madge,  i  fear 
eccentricity  covers  a  greater  multitude  of  sins  than 
-r,.A^.iy  does.     It  is  my  pradlical  e^qjerience  that  when 
-  :*.e  become  insufferably  ill-natured  and  disagreea- 
.  r.  o7  mildlv  insane,  they  are  called  eccentric.    On  the 


ways  since  she  went  to  New  York,  and  who  some- 
times does  belter  than  one  expects.  WTiat  a  pretty 
throat  she  has,  by  the  way,  and  how  rare  a  beauty  it 
is.  But  fancy  her  as  "  Zicka." — "  Zicka,"  who  is  a 
paniheress.  but  who  would  in  such  hands  become 
simply  an  angry  Idtien.  Rose  Wood  might  have 
filled  the  breach,  and  how  the  little  woman  would 
have  reveled  in  the  pan.  I  am  almost  sorry  she 
could  not  have  had  a  chance  just  for  one  night  I 
should  like  to  ha\'e  seen  her  bend  her  best  energies 
to  it,  and  I'll  engage  she  would  have  managed  to 
make  a  hit  of  it  somehow  or  other  if  she  had  been 
obliged  to  make  a  new  departure  and  remould  the 
high-strung  "  Zi.ka.''  Luck  did  not  favor  her.  how- 
ever. Jeffreys- Lew  is  came  off  her  pedastal  of  un- 
timely wxaih,  and  played  with  more  spirit,  perhaps, 
than  ever.  I  believe  they  are  going  to  give  us  a  new 
bill  on  Monday  night — False  Shame;  perhaps  an- 
other but  a  milder  W'allackian  success.  We  are 
spoiled  for  anything  but  a  superior  article  ;  but  ef 
course  I  must  see  it  and  tell  you  all  about  iL 

Yours,  always,  BETSY  B. 


Ill  preparation,  an  English  adaptation  of  thegreat  success  at 
the  "  Francais,"  in  Paris, 

FOURCHAMBAULT  &  CO. 

(LIMITED). 


c 


CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill .-Acting  Manager. 


Monday,   August  5th,  and  cvcr^-  evening  during  the  week, 
and  at  Saturday  Matinee. 


Shakspeare  gives  an  admirable  description  of  the 
commonwealth  of  bees  as  the  type  of  a  well-ordered 
State : 

For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Pur  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  close. 
Like  music 

Therefore  doth  heavco  divide 
The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setlmg  endeavor  in  continued  motion ; 
To  wfich  U  fixed,  as  aim  or  buit. 
Obedience ;  for  so  work  the  honey-bees ; 
Creatures  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
'llie  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king  and  officers  of  sorts ; 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home ; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  Hke  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings, 
Slake  boot  ufwn  the  summer's  velvet  buds ; 
UTiich  pillage  they  with  merrj-  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor; 
Who,  busied  in  his  majestj",  survey's 
The  singing  masons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading-up  the  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 
The  sad-ey'd  Justice,  ■ftith  his  surly  hum, 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
ITie  lazy,  j-2»-ning  dnane. 


Max  Strakosch^  is  in  Vienna,  Kellogg  in  Paris, 
janauschekin  Kissingen,  Alice  Oates  in  Paris,  Mary 
.Anderson  in  Paris,  Modjeska  in  Warsaw,  John  Mc- 
Culjough  at  Long  Branch,  J.  C.  Williamson  afSiam- 
ford,  with  Steele  Mackaye  ;  Eben  Plymplon  at  the 
While  Mountains,  Eliza  Weathersby,  Nat  Goodwin, 
Dan  Harkins,  Steve  Fiske,  James  Lewis,  Sydney 
Cowell,  George  Giddens,  at  Larchmont ;  Madame 
Ponisi  at  Milford.  Pa.:  Maggie  Mitchell,  W.  R. 
Floyd.  O.  D.  Byron.  Manager  Henderson,  Mali 
Canning,  Frank  Chanfrau.  Mrs.  Chanfrau,  Minnie 
Palmer,  at  Long  Branch  ;  Theodore  Moss  and  fam- 
ily at  skratoga  ;  John  Gilbert.  Edward  Green.  Joseph 
Proctor.  Mrs.  Bowers.  Mr.  McCullom,  Agnes  Booth, 
at  Manchester,  Mass. ;  Lawrence  Barrett  at  Cohas- 
set ;  the  Lingards  have  gone  to  H— alifax. 


All  who  are  interested  in  knowing  which  cyclo- 
paedia is  the  best  w  ill  read  the  following  challenge  to 
D.  Appleton  &  Co.,  or  their  agents  on   the  coast, 
which,  if  accepted  \of -which  there  is  no  probability), 
will  permanently  settle  the  question  as  to  the  value  of 
a  work  which  can  now  only  be  kept  afloat  by  Catholic 
patronage.      Let    Appleton's    people    choose    three 
scholars  of  well  known,  \-aried  ability  on  the   coast ; 
I  will  choose  three  ;* the  six  to  choose  three  more; 
and  if  this  committee   decide   that  .Appleton's  Cyclo- 
paedia is  the  best,  I  will  pay  S500  to  any  charitable 
institution  the  committee  will  designate,  and  publish 
their  decision  in  all  the  papers  in  San  Francisco  at 
rav  own  expense.     If  the   decision  is  the  other  way, 
and  Johnson's  is  declared  the  best,  I  require  of  the 
Appleions,  or  their  hirelings,  exactly  the  same  con- 
ditions.     If  those  interested  in  this  tuicient  cyclo- 
piedia  \ancient  as  compared  to  Johnson's)  wish  to 
trust  their  work  to  such   a  comparative  examination 
as  I  propose,  let  them  so  state  it  in  next  Saturday's 
edition  of  this  paper,  or  forever  keep  quiet  about  the 
superiority  of  a  work  of  reference  which  I  can  furnish, 
bound  in  sheep,  sLxieen  volumes,  for  $60,  and  make 
money,  while  its  prices  from  the  agents  is  $96  ;  and  I 
wish  to  say  right  here  to  every  man  or  woman  who  is 
thinking  of  purchasing  a  cyclopaedia,  and  likely  to 
be  enticed  into  buying  either  of  the  Appleton's  cyclo- 
pedias by  tmscrupulous  agents,  that  I  will  furnish  the 
Condensed  American  Cyclopccdia,  a  work  in  four  vol- 
umes, seUing  by  the  agents  for  535  in  sheep,  for  519 
in   the  same  binding.     This  is   the  work  which  D. 
Appleton  &  Co.  hoped  to  head  off  Johnson's  Cyclo- 
paedia,   which     had    by    its    unprecedentedly    low 
price  and  great  excellence  ruined  the  sale  of  their 
"Revised  American."    This   condensed  fraud  was 
principally  used  to  swindle  teachers,  and  was  sold  to 
them  for  $5  down  and  %^  [>er  month  for  eleven  months. 
Easy  terms,  but  two-thirds  of  all  the  teachers  who 
subscribed  for  it  repudiated  their  subscription  to  it 
upon  finding  out  the  character  of  the  work  ;   and  I 
have  in  my  possession  several  insulting  letters  from 
the  agents  of  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  to  refined  ladies  in 
this  city,  teachers  in  our  public  schools,  who  labor 
hard  for  their  money,  because  they  would  not  consent 
to  be  swindled.     These  letters  I  will  pubUsh  when 
called  upon.     Please  recollect  now,  all  who  read  this, 
and  tell  your  friends,  that  I  will  furnish  Appleton's 
"  Re\ised  American  Cyclopaedia,"  in  sixteen  volumes, 
sheep,  for   $60 ;    and   see   to  it   that  you    pay  the 
agents  no  more,  for  both  this  work  and  Appleton's 
"  Condensed  American '"  are  a  drug  in  the  East,  as  is 
eWdent  by  the  prices  at  w  hich  I  offer  them  to  the  pub- 
lic.    Remember,  that  Johnson's  Cyclopardia  is  now 
the  standard  work  of  reference  for  the  schools  of  this 
city,  and  that  the  Classification  Committee  of  the 
Board  of  Education  were,  after  months  of  investiga- 
tion and  comparison,  unanimoxisly  of  the  opinion 
that  Johnson's  was  the  best,  and  what  little  opposi- 
tion the  work  received  in  the  Board  was  entirely  on 
the  ground  that  the  Catholics  objected  to  the  work. 
Please  bear  in  mind  also,  that  the  Board  of  Educa- 
tion of  our  fair  sister  city  across  the  bay  have  also 
adopted  Johnson's  work   as  the   standard   for  the 
schools  of  their  city,  and  that  they  were  unanimous 
in  this  vole,  as  well  as  in  the  other  ordering  the  "Ap- 
pleton''5  mno  in  use  in  our  schools  sold  off,  and  John- 
son's substituted."    Johnson's  Cyclopa^ia  is  boimd 
in  eight  as  well  as  in  fotu-  voliunes,  and  is  sold  from 
$43  a  set,  upwards.  H.  D.  W.vtson. 


MR 


Fourth  and  last  vs'eek  of 
THE  REIGNING  SENS.ATION, 

Sardou's 

DIPLOMACY  I 

A.>  presented  by 

.     H.    J.     MONTAGUE 

AND  HIS  NEW  YORK  COMPANY. 


Friday,  Aug.  9th,  Benefit  of  MR.  H.  J.  MONTAGUE. 
Saturday,  Aug.  loth.  Last  DIPLOMACY  Maunee. 
Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Box  Office  six  days  in  advance. 


MoNDAV,  August  i2th.— Brief  engagement  of  the  cele- 
brated artiste,  Miss  Maggie  Mitchell,  who  will  appear  .is 
"  Mignon." 


nuSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Pkocrietor. 


^y"Thi£  (S.iturday)  afternoon, 

LAST  MATINEE  OF  THE  TONY  PASTOR 
TROUPE. 


This  Saturday  evening,   at  S  o'clock,  la.<t  night  but   one  -. 

TONY  PASTOR  AND  HIS  COMPANY. 


Sunday  evening,  August  4th,  Farewell  Benefit  and  last  aj 
pearanceof 

TONY  PASTOR  AND  HIS  COMPANY. 


1  Monday  evening,  .\ugu=t  5th,  return  of  the  famous 

HAVERLY  MINSTRELS, 

Who  will  appear  in  conjunction  with 

HUGHEY   DOUGHERTY, 

The  Prince  of  Ethiopian  Comedians, 

GUS  WILLIAMS, 

The  greatest  living  Dutch  Dialect  Actor,  and 

BILLY  SWEATNAM, 

The  popular  and  favorite  Comedian,  making  the  strongest 
and  most  complete  Minstrel  Organization  in  the  Unued 
States 


DRAMATIC  INSTRUCTION 

]\/TR.  A.  D.  BRADLEY  (late  Stage  Man- 

-^    -^      ager  Grand   Opera  House)  gi%'es  practical  instruc- 
tion in    ELOCUTIOX  AND  DRAMATIC  ART.      Rc- 
heai^s  and  Amateur  Performances  superintended.     Le-- 
sons  given  at  residences  if  desired. 
.•\ddress  care  Bohemtan  Cltb. 


MR.  GEORGE  J.  GEE, 

Organist  TRiNrr^'  Chcrch, 

pESUMES   LESSONS    ON   ORGAN 

-'*■      and  PIANO,  Monday,  July  22d. 

SSr  OGBce,   No.   31    Post  Street.      Residence,   No.   70S 
Mason  StreeL  ^^_^ 


PALACE    HOTEL  RESTAURANT 

FIRST  CL.\SS  IN  .\LL  KESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE    'PLACE 

^^    for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families,    i^  Entrance 
sooth  side  of  Couit. 


A  CARD. 

Editor  Argonaut  ;  I  hereby  deny  ex- 
plicitly the  statements  made  by  the  witnesses 
in  the  case  of  the-  United  States  vs.  \V.  B. 
Carr,  accusing  me  of  demanding  and  receiv- 
ing commissions  for  loans  made  to  G.  M. 
Pinney  upon  certificates  issued  by  R.  C. 
Spaulding  as  Xa\-)-  Paymaster  and  referred 
to  by  said  witnesses.  I  further  say,  that  I 
never  received,  directly  or  indirectly,  any 
commission  or  compensation  whatever  for 
making  the  loans  referred  to  by  said  witnes- 
ses, and  that  I  never  demanded  or  requested 
any  such  to  be  paid  to  me. 

E.  W.  BURR. 

Subscribed  and  swomto  before  me  this 
1st  day  of  August,  1878. 

S.A^-MX  S.  MURFEV, 

[SEjVL]  Notary  Public. 
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CHURCH   NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Chcrch,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor.  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
\\-ill  preach  at  ii  A,  M.  and  7J2  p.  M.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  service  at  6S4  r.  m. 

A  COMPLIMENT. 
Pray  tell  Mr.  Steinway  that  his  splendid  Upright 
Piano  shone  to  brilliant  advantage  at  the  Festival 
performance  at  the  Wartbiirg,  where  last  Tuesday  it 
sen'ed  under  my  fingers  vice  orchestra,  exciting  gen- 
eral admiration.  Fkanz  Liszt. 

Attention  is  respectfully  called  to  the  display  of 
watches,  diamonds,  jewelry,  and  silvenvare  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  Clock  Tower  Building,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new- store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons. 

Persi:).\"s  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 

Ladies— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  oflice.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 

Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  articles  dcveriu  thoroughly 
repaired  with  GL\XT  CE.MENT.  Sold  by  aUdrug- 
gists,  and  at  417  Washington  Street. 

HARRY   N.   MORSE, 

{ex-sheriff    ALAMEDA    COUNTY,) 

-TiETECTIVE     AND      COLLECTION 

■^-^  AGENO',  Safe  Deposit  Building,  328  Montgomery 
Street,  Room  No.  12,  third  floor,  San  Francisco. 

This  agency  is  prepared  to  do  all  legitimate  detective 
business  entrusted  to  its  care.  It  does  not  operate  for  con- 
tingent rewards,  and  is  independent  of  government  or  mu- 
niapal  control. 

THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A,  M.  to  I  P.  .M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  11  to  1  only.  Tele- 
phone  in  the  office. 

NEW 

EOOKS 

Dosia.  A  Russian  Slorj-.  By  Henri' Grcvilk-,  i::nio.Si  50 
Love  works  Wonders.  A  novel.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay-  i  50 
Molly  Maguires  and  the   Detectives,  The.     By  Allan 

Pinkerton.     ismo i  50 

Strikers,  Communists,  Tramps,  and  the  Detectives.  By 

Allan  Pinkerton.     i2mo 1  50 

Lamb,  Chas.     The  Essays  of  Elia.     iSmo,  paper 30 

Bird  of  Passage,  The.     A  storj-.     Ey  J.  Sheridan  Le 

Fanu.     iSmo,  paper 25 

Thompson,  Maurice — The  Witchery  of  Archer^-.     A 

complete  manual  of  archery.     i6mo 1  50 

Saxe  Holm's  Stories.     Second  Series,     ismo i  50 

Bishop,  N.  H. — Voyage  of  the  Paper  Canoe.     Svo. . .   2  50 

721  Jv-lAEKET   St.  S.I^ 

RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book-     Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  6og  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


HERRMANN 


THE    HATTER, 

Has  removed  to 

336    KEARNY    STREET, 

Between  Pine  and  Eush  Streets. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

T/ie  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  muck  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

andersonITrandolph 

Clock  Tower  Builditig,  corner  Montgomery  and  Slitter  Sts. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO. 


HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 


FURN 


As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,   S.   F. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conser\-ative  management  it  has  grown,  strengthened,  and  ex- 
tended its  facihties,  and  its  reputation  for  honest,  rehable  life  insurance  now  places  it  at 
the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S.  Its 
policies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfeiture  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  ha- 
bilities  amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  328  Montgomery  Street,  San 
'  Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


HO!    FOR   THE    RICH    MINES 

B  O  D  I E  / 


nrHE  NEW  ROUTE  IS  170    MILES 

the  shortest,  and  made  in  about  half  the  time,  by  the 

PIONEER  STAGE  LINE, 

AS  follows: 

Leaves  MILTON  on  arrival  of  train  at  9.30  a.  m.,  on 
Tuesday,  Thlrsdav,  aod  Satlkdav,  arriving  at  Bodie  at 
4  !■.  M.  the  ne.xt  day. 

Leaves  BODIE  Sixdav,  Tlesdav,  and  Thlrsdav,  at 
6  A.  -M.,  and  connecL:;  \v\t\v  train  at  Milton  at  10.45  ^^^  "^^^ 
day,  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  5.15  p.  m. 

For  alt  information  .ind  to  secure  tickets,  call  on  J.  M. 
HUTCHINGS  and  ED.  HARRISON.  Agents,  at  C. 
Beach's  Book  Store,  No.  3  Montgomerj-  Street. 


The  Mint  of  the  United  States  at 
San  FianciscOy  Cat. 


StPEHiNTHNDtNT's  Okkice,  July  zg, 


QN  AND   AFTER  AUGUST  1st,   UN- 

til  further  notice,  the  price  paid  for  Silver  at  this 
Mint,  in  sums  of  Ten  Thousand  Ounces  and  less,  will  be 
the  equivalent  of  the  London  rate  on  the  day  of  purchase, 
less  one-half  cent  per  ounce  line,  payable  in  standard  silver 
dollars.  H.  L.  DODGE,  Superintendent. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 

COLLECT  RENTS.MANAGE  ESTATES  j 

TTQUSES    AND    LOTS   FOR   SALE  ^ 

in   this   citj-,  Oakland,  and   Alameda.     Lands  and  : 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  the  countr)-.     Agents   in  the  ' 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast.         ] 
No.  534  CALIFORNIA   STREET. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   corner   Polk   and    Pine    Streets. 


Prc^-riptioas  preparcil  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals, 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

AND    DEALERS    IN 

REGALIA 


LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Bunting  Flags,  Banners. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO. 

510   SACRAJIENTO   STREET. 


Fine  Upholstery,  Cabinet  k  Frame  Work 

A    SPECIALTV. 

OUR  CARPETTVG,   CPHOLSTERT  AXO 
BEDDKG  MATERIAL,  are  all  of  the  firstqnalitj- 
HaTing  increased  our  facilities  and  enlarged  onr  Fi:mt- 
tare  Manufactory,  wo  arc  prcp-ired  to  execute  ^xA"^  for 
A-VTIQUE,  MEDL^V^U,and3I0DEE.\FUR.VITL"UE 
irom  Original  Designs, 

CHARLES  M.  PLUfVl. 


S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    DIVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


COMMENCING   SATURDAY.  JULY 
'-'     13th,  1S78, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  bt  suld  by  ihi^  Company  from 

San  Franxisco  to  Sax  Jose  and  other 

POINTS   and    return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
em  or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

SS'  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  unly  on  S,\tl"rdavs  and 

SlND.W  MOKNINGS. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  wiil  not  be  good  forpassa^c  after 
the  Monday  following  the  date  of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices— Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets  :  Valencia*Street  Station. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agt. 


NOTICE.— San-  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  (\-ia  C.  P.  R. 
R.)  can  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  Oakland  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco; also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 

ARLINCTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 

ATO     HOTEL     ON     THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlint-ton  in  ihe  airj-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Argon.^ut  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  ine.vhau5lible  pleasure  \rithout,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  very  economical  rate  of  e.vpenditure,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Akli.sgton,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLEV,  Manager. 


WA  KE LE E' S 


AUREOLINE 


Products  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

C<y  MUCH  .ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

*~~^  to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO.. 

Druggists,  comer  Montgomery-  and  Eush  Sts. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 


T 


HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 


■ravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
durin;;  ihc  last  centurj'  arc  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unci|iialed  workmanship,  ITiey  arr  specially  suiiaMe 
for  Framing,  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  insiKCt  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  p.  M  and  5  i-.  m..  at 

No.  417  KEARNY  STREET,  ROOM  No.  r, 
S\N'   Fka\'|v-io. 


BEST 


KOHLER&CH.ASE 


SAN   FRANC  "^ 
&  CAKL 
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DINAH  AND  THE  TELEPHONE. 

Isc  bin  tallcin'  wid  de  speirits. 

An'  I  hccrd  olc  Gabriel's  horn — 
An'  I  oebbcr  seed  sich  doin's, 

Nebbcr  sence  olc  Dinah's  bom  ; 
Now.  you  ni^pJis,  don't  say  nuffin, 

Jes'  yer  wail  an'  heah  me  froo. 
Fur  dc  tale  I  hab  ter  tell  yer 

Beats  de  debbil— yas  it  do. 

^^'hcn  I  seed  de  crowd  a-standin' 

Roun'  dat  box  in  Mars'  Jim's  s.to'. 
I  jes'  know'd  dat  sum^in  wuz  comin'. 

An'  it  did  come,  sartm  an'  she"; 
Dev  wui  a-xin'  all  sorts  ob  questions. 

\Vid  deir  moufs  close  ter  dal  box. 
An'  de  answrrt; — de  Lor'  hab  mossy — 

Nebboh  did  I  heah  sJch  talks. 

By  iisef  de  box  wuz  ntiffin, 

But  it  had  a  siring  dat  run  — 
Well  I  seed  i[  go  way  obcr 

Dc  house-tops  toward  dc  iUD — 
An'  de  iin>;s  I  hecrd  a-iricklin' 

Thru  dat  box  mtiz  mighty  queer. 
An"  1  know'd  befo'  dey  tole  me 

Dat  de  spcrrits  muz  pow'ful  near. 

Mars'  Jim  he  ax'd  sum  questions 

Jcs'  fur  me,  about  de  crap, 
An*  bow  long  bcfo'  ole  Dinah 

In  de  crave  wud  hab  ter  drap; 
An*  de  answer  wuz  de  wustest — 

Al!  de  summer's  gwmc  be  dr>'. 
An    bcTo'  annudcr  season 

Po'  ole  Dinah's  got  ter  die. 

.\rter  dat  dc  swectcs'  moosic 

Uuivcr'd  thru  dat  cotton  string, 
.\n    Mars'  Jim  he  said  de  tootin' 

Wuz  ole  Gabriel  on  dc  wing  ; 
An'  wid  dat  1  let*  and  lit  out. 

An'  I'se  h>-ar — but  not  fur  long — 
I'se  jes'  u-aitin'  fur  de  angels — 

Waitin"  till  dcy  sound  de  gong. 

Wha"  dat.  Pomp— no  use  in  wukin, 

.\rter  what  dc  spcrrits  said? 
Yer  laz}'  niggah.  git  de  hoe,  ^i. 

An'  reprove  dat  coilaid  bed ; 
W'ha'  de  spcrrits  scz  is  one  ting. 

An'  de  collards  am  annudcr — 
Dat's  ez  troo  cz  Pomp's  a  niggah. 

An'  dat  I  is  Pompey's  mudder! 


"  Gif  der  Gbeese  a  Vair  Chance." 

The  man  swagijered  into  a  tidy  lunch  house  over 
ihe  Rhine,  flopped  into  a  chair,  shipped  his  feet  upon 
the  tabic,  shoved  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head,  and 
called  for  beer,  bread,  and  Limburgcr.  The  propri- 
clor  hustled  around  and  filled  the  order  himself. 

The  man  picked  up  a  bit  of  the  cheese  on  a  fork 
and  smelled  of  it  derisively. 

■■  Take  th.^t  away,"  he  said,  "and  bring  me  some 
decent  cheese-  It's  Limburger  I  want — this  is  no 
eood.'' 

"WTiat's  de  matter  mit  dot  gheese,  mine  frinde? 
Vas  id  doo  sdrong?  I  hafF  zoom  dot  vas  \Tesher,'' 
said  the  German,  anxious  to  please. 

"Strong!  Xaw!  That's  what  I  want.  This  cheese 
is  no  "count  at  all.  I  want  something  I  can  smell 
dear  across  the  room.  Trot  it  out.  and  be  lively. 
This  don't  stink  a  bit — fetch  in  the  rankest  you've 
got.  I've  got  a  Dutch  stomacli.  if  I  was  bom  in 
America."  and  the  man  smelled  at  the  cheese  again, 
and  threw  it  down  in  disg\ist. 

The  proprietor  bowed  over  the  table,  and  also 
sniffled  a  few  times.  He  then  turned  an  injured  look 
on  the  captious  customer  and  persuasively  said  : 

"Dot  was  not  fair,  mine  frinde;  dock  down  dem 
oots  off  der  dable  und  gif  de  gheese  a  vair  chance." 
— Ci/tcin/ijfi  Breakfast  TabU, 


St  Louis  LoD^^.— no  in  the  Shade. 

Oh.  for  a  lodge  in  the  garden  of  cucumbers ! 

Oh,  for  an  iceberg  or  two  at  control ! 
Oh.  for  a  vale  which  at  midday  the  dew  cumbers  I 

Oh,  for  a  picasurc-trip  up  to  the  Pole ! 

Oh,  for  a  little  onc-ttorj-  thermometer. 

With  nothing  but  zeros  all  ranged  in  a  row  I 

Oh,  for  a  big  double-barreled  hydrometer. 

To  measure  this  moisture  that  rolls  from  my  brow ! 

Oh.  that  this  cold  world  were  twentj-  times  colder* 
(That's  irony  red  hot  it  sccraeth  to  me) : 

Oh.  for  a  turn  of  its  dreaded  cold  shoulder ! 
Oh,  what  a  comfort  an  ague  would  be ! 

Oh,  for  ^  grotto  to  l^-pify  heaven. 

Scooped  in  a  rock  under  cataract  v-ast  ! 

Oh.  for  a  winter  of  discontent  cren. 
Oh,  for  wet  blankets  judiciously  cast ! 

Oh.  for  a  soda  fount  spouting  up  boldly 

From  everj-  hot  lamp-post  against  the  hot  sky ! 

Oh.  for  a  proud  maiden  to  look  on  me  coldly. 
Freering  my  soul  with  a  glance  of  her  e^'e ! 


Iced  Tea. 

Al  twilight  the  other  evening  a  thirsty  citizen  en- 
ered  a  new  rest-iurant  on  Gratiot  Avenue  and  in- 
quired for  iced  tea.  He  was  handed  a  glass  of  liquid 
which  tasted  like  tea,  but  was  almost  warm  enough 
or  the  table. 

"  I  inquired  for  iced  tea,''  he  said,  as  he  put  dowTi 
he  glass. 
"And  you've  got  it."  was  the  reply. 
"  Etoyou  call  this  tea  cold?  "indignantly  exclaimed 
the  citizen. 

The  man  tasted,  smacked  his  lips,  tasted  again,  and 
said  : 

"Well,  it  isn*t  ver>-  cold,  but  I  can't  afford  to  ice 
my  tea  c\-er)-  fifteen  minutes,  can  I  ?  I  melted  up  at 
least  ten  pounds  of  ice  and  poared  it  into  that  jar  at 
noon,  and  I  dont  see  what  ails  JL  Stand  back  and 
let  me  fan  the  tumbler  with  mv  hat ! " — Detroit  Free 
Press. 


This  little  dog  has  chased  the  mou^ 

Around  the  sugar  bowl. 
But,  fortunately  for  the  mouse. 

He  safely  reached  a  hole. 

The  mouse,  u-ithin  his  snug  abode. 
Doth  wink  in  sweet  content. 

The  while  the  Htlle  dog  pretends 
He  doesn't  care  a  cent. 


Lpon  the  green  sw-ard,  with  my  most  adored 

I  sal.  and  we  whispered  our  love. 
While  the  sweet  little  birds  repeated  our  words 

In  the  great  drooping  ftillow  abo^-^ 
A  modest  surprise  beamed  out  of  our  eyes 

-■Vs  I  press'd  her  dear  form  to  ray  breast — 
^\"hfa  dropped  from  the  wilier  a  big  caterpillar 

Down  her  ueclc — just  imagine  the  rest ' 

M.  W.  B. 


Yoimg  Ladies  Seminary, 

BENICIA. 
MHS.     MARY    A  TKINS     /.  YNCH, 

"'■  Principal.     The  next  terra  will  open  July  31,1878. 

The  Principal  (Miss  Atkins)  desires  to  inform  her  friends  and 
former  patro.is  tbat  she  will  resume  her  old  position  in  Be- 
nicia  with  a  full  corps  of  comjictciil  teachers,  at  the  opening 
of  the  next  term. 


NAPA  COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE, 

NAPA,    CAL. 
P'/RSrCLASS  BOA/ilUAO  SCHOOL, 

•^         F;ill  term  will  open  July  31,  1878. 

A.  E.  LASHER,  A.  M..  Princ!p.-J. 


BERKELEY 

CYIVINASIUM 


The  Btrkelcj-  Gymnasium  (a  preparatorj-  school  to  the 
University)— a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  intcrv'sls  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
craimiing  s>-slem  of  (he  small  colleges  -ind  militarj-  acade- 
mies of  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  23A  .ind  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer m>nths  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  t'niversir\'.  For  cntalcgtie  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

NoTH. — We  desire  to  call  special  altention  to  the  organi- 
cxuon  of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  »olicit  ihc  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo>~s. 


CEO.  W,    PRESCOTT.  IRVIKG   M.   SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30,  187S. 
For  cxrcutars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland,  Cal. 


M  ULLER'S 

OPTOMETER.' 


The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


OPTICIAN  I     r35  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near   Bush,   opposite   the    Occidental 


J.   O.   MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  fcr  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 

LINES. 


204  AND  206  Cauforni.\  St. 


San  Francisco. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  EY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54   CLAY    STREET. 


AGRICuTfuRAL 

S  O  CIET Y . 

TWENTY- FIFTH    ANNUAL    FAIR 

AT   SACRAMENTO, 
MONDAY SEI'TKMBER  i6.  1878. 


'HE  ABOVE  FAIR  OF  THE  STATE 


T 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1S49.)      Post  OlTice  Box  jijS, 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MASft-ACTl-KKKS    OP 
Com  preyed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

i^Iarine  Stationary-  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CO.NSTANTLV   ON   HAND   AND   l-'OK   SALE. 

Direct-acting  Pummngand  Hoistmg  Engmes, 
Upright  and  Stationarj-  Engiiics, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  .Amalgamating  Machinerj-" 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelling  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pum^s, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
man  ufac  t  urcrs. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


Agricultural  Societj*  will  commence  at  Sacramento 
on  MONDAY,  Sept.  16,  1878.  and  will  continue  to  and  in- 
clude Saturday,  Sept.  21.  The  attention  of  exhibitors  is 
called  to  the  Premium  List,  which  is  the  most  liberal  ever 
issued  in  the  State,  presenting  vcr^-  altraclivc  features.  -Ev- 
erj-  accommodation  will  be  provided  for  exhibitors  of  all 
kind-.  An  abundance  of  motive  power  will  be  furaJshed, 
and  every  attention  paid  to  the  requirements  of  those  desir- 
ing ti^  exhibit  producUof  their  own  handiwork  or  oihcrwise. 
The  artisans,  artists,  manufacturers,  and  mechanic*  of  San 
Francisco,  and  all  others  interested  in  the  development  of 
the  Slate,  are  particularly  incited  to  display  the  result  of 
their  labors  at  the  Fair.  E^-er^-  facilitj-  will  be  offered  by 
the  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  lor  free  transporta- 
tion of  goods  and  articles  to  and  from  the  Fair.  Any  further 
informatioQ  can  be  obtained  at  the  office  of  the  President  of 
the  Societ>-.'Room  No.  17,  Phoenix  Building,  S  W.  corner 
Jackson  and  Sansome  Streets,  San  Francisco,  or  from  Rob- 
ert Beck.  Seci«iaT>-,  at  the  Parilion,  Sacramento. 

M.  D.  EORLCK,  Preadent. 
R*B5RT  Beck,  Secr«ary. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIOSS  AiXD    OF 

^"^  Standard  Reputation,  plajing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
.MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGE.AELE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  stj-les  con- 
stantly recci%-ed.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

M.\NUFALTUKERS  .\ND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Suiter  Street,  San  Francisco- 
Branch  of  House,  680  BroadwaTt  New  York- 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLK  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPKCIAI,  Ai;EXrS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  CO.MMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  I^idesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  &-  Ca, 

IMPORTERS  AND  MAKUFACTUIiERS   OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

Xd,  427  M0NTG0.MERV  St.,  San  Fra-vcisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS.  Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   CAFFREY.  Camden.  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KIL1^\M  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


At.SO,   AGE.VTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  S:  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCO.MBE. 

.\lso,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


DANIEL  Z.   YOST. 


J.   W.    BRECKINRIDGE, 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  Ex. 


URECKIXR/DGE  £-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

304  Montgomer)'  Street. 


J.  M.  WALKER.  JENNINGS  S.  cox.  ALEX.  AUSTIN. 

J.  M.  WALKER   &  CO. 

CTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   H'.    COR.VER 
"^     Montgomery  and  Pi}u  Streets. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELt.OGG. 


FOX  8l  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS  AND   COUNSELORS 

-^^       AT  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 

Office,  No.  5^  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2.  and  *^ 


W,    E.    HALE. 


R.    FACHS:i;n. 


HALE   &.   PACHECO, 

OTOCK    AAV     COMMISSION  BRO- 

kers,  317  Montgomerj*  Street,  Nevada  Block. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

Jir    W,  DODGE  &-  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  corntr  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  Sao  Franci5a:o. 


/• 


COMMERCIAL 

ySC/RAACE   COMPAKY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Frantisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.   LATON.  Secretary. 


'pHE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AKD  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY.    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS $450,000 


Principal  Office,  318  and  zao  Sansome  Street,  San  FranciiCO 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.   H.  GUSHING,  Sccrelarj-, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Sur^evo 


APPLICATION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

■^^  TRADER.-Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I.  K.  S. 
Eggert  Aitken.  M-ifc  of  Charles  H.  Ailken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
10  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  .Mundav,  ihe  2d  of  September,  a.  d.  1878. 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September  term,  a.  u. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  mc  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader^  and  as_  such  10  cany  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  ciiy  and  county  and  Stale  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  to  own  and  run  a 
lodging-house,  10  buy  and  sell  m.ning  slocks,  personal  and 
real  property,  to  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
otberwisc,  and  lo  act  as  spirit  and  test  medium,  and  to  do 
and  perform  alt  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  and  each  of  them. 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  July  i6th,  a.  d.  1S78. 
Wm.  H.  H.  Hart,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  330  Montgom- 
ery- Street. 


D 


rVJDEND  NOTICE.— THE  HIBER- 

NIA  SAVINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  N.  E. 
corner  Montgomerj-  and  Post  Streets.  San  Francisco,  July 
24,  1878. — Ac  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Dircaors, 
held  this  day.  a  dividend,  at  the  rate  of  7H  pi;r  cent,  per 
annum,  was  declared  on  all  depa<.its  for  the  six  months  end- 
ing July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  after  this  date,  and 
free  from  Federal  ta.\. 

EDW.VRD  MARTIN.  Secretar>-. 


D 


\IVIDEND    NOTICE.— S A  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  610  Clay  Street.— .\l  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this  day,  a  dividend 
free  of  Federal  tax,  of  seven  and  one-half  (7^^)  per  cent, 
per  annum,  was  declared,  on  all  deposits,  for  the  term  end- 
mg  June  39,  1878.  payable  on  and  after  July  15.  1878. 

CYRUS  W.   CARMANY.  Cashier. 


A  P PLICA  TION     TO     BECOME     A 

^~^  SOLE  TRADER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I, 
BESSIE  RIPPEY,  wife  of  Wesley  C.  Rippey,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  Sute  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State  afore- 
said, on  Monday,  the  5th  day  of  .\ugust,  a.  n.  1878,  the 
same  being  a  day  of  the  July  term  of  said  County  Court,  for 
the  judgment  and  decree  of  said  Court  authorizing  and 
permitting  me  to  act  as  a  sole  trader,  and  as  such  to  carri- 
on and  conduct  in  mv  own  name,  in  said  city  and  county  and 
State  aforesaid,  the  busines.s  of  bu>-ingand  selling  merchan- 
dise, to  keep  a  grocerj-  and  fancj-  goods  store,  to  buy  and 
sell  personal  and  real  property,  to  carrj-  on  a  farm,  to  lend 
and  borrow  money  on  mortgages  and  otherwise,  arid  to  do 
and  perform  all  acts  incident  to  said  different  branches  of 
business  and  each  of  them.  BESSIE  RIPPEV. 

June  26th,  A.  D.  1878. 
Wm.  H,  H.  H.krt,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  330  Montgom- 
ery Street. 


nELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
Countj',  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  17th  day  ol  July,  1878,  an  a^^ess- 
mcnt  (No.  15)  of  one  dollar  per  snare  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  S«cretar^%  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  21,  No.  419  Califoinia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentieth  (20th)  day  of  August,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  TfESDAV. 
the  tenth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretar>-. 

Office,  Room  21,  No.  419  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 


(TILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

*'~^      Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San    Francis- 
co,  California.      Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  eighteenth  (i8th)  day  of  July,  1878,  an 
a.».sessment  (No.  3)  of  fifty  cents  per  share,  was  Ic^ed 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  Stales  gold  coin  to  the  Secrelar}-,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  19,  Ha>-ward's  Building,  No,  419 
Cialifomia  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty-second  (22d)  day  of  August,  1878,  will 
be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  pa>-ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Th  l  hs- 
DAV,  the  twelfth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  de- 
linquent assessment,  together  with  costs  of  Bdvertisiog  and 
expenses  of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.   E.   DEAN,  Secretary. 

Office,  R-xim  10,  Haj-ward's  Building,  No.  419  California 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


ryiVIDEND  NOTICE.— FRENCH 

Savings  and  Loan  Society,  411  Bush  Street. — For  the 
half  year  ending  June  30,  187S,  the  French  SaWngs  and 
Loan  Society  has  declared  a  dividend  of  7'2  per  cent,  per 
annum,  free  of  Federal  tax,  payable  on  and  after  July  17, 
1878.     By  order  aUSTAVE  >L\HE,  Director. 


H.    J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

DENTIST, 

fJ-4S     REMOVED     HIS     DENTAL 

_  Rooms   from   the   N.   E.  comer  of  Broadway   and 
Tenth  Streets  lo  the  N.  E.  comer  of  Broadway  and  T-Aclfth 
Streets,  over  the  Oakland  Bank  of  Savings. 
Oakland,  June  isi,  1878. 


PAS  TUR  AGE. 

r^ENTLEMEN  SEEKING  SUMMER 

pasturage  for  v'aluablc  Horses  tvill  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Corte  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
Argos'avt  office.    Term'?.  $6  per  month. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CuMllENClNG    Sl'NDAV,    JuLV    14, 

Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows :     ■ 

Q  -^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
^'O  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  S^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Apios  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V,  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
J^Stace  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

jn    ff~.  A.  M.  DAILY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sta- 

J  -^  P.  i\I.  DAILY  (Sundays  e.\cepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'O  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos.  and  Way  Stations. 
BS"  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clar.^  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

S^  On  Saturdays  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
With  this  train  at  Pajaro  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
turning, passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  a.  m.  Mon- 
days (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriWng  in  San  Francisco  at  10 
a.  m. 

B^  Special  Notice, — On  Saturdays  only  the  run  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  to  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V.  R.  R.  for  Monterey.  Returning,  leave 
Mtnterey  Mondays  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  a.  m. 

.  .f.  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
■^•■^^  tions. 

/.  --,  P.  M.  DAILY  for  MenJo  Park  aniWay  Sta- 
^'O^  lion^ 

as*  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9,30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  p.  .M. 

m^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  EASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt-  Agl. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
t^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  caj^  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  M.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  IMohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Coiton,  Colorado 
River,  and  YuMA. 


ATORTH    PACIFIC    COASI     RAIL- 
■'■  V  ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF    TIME. 

On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,  187S,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 

WEEK  DAYS. 


Leave  San  Francisco. 
(From   San   Quentin    Ferrj', 

Market  Street). 
7.15  A.M.  for  Ss.n  Rafael. 
8.15  "  "       &:  Junction 

9.40  " 

1.4s  P.M.         "  " 

4.10  "  "  " 

5.10  "  "  " 

6,10  "    for  San  Rafael. 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
5.30  P.M.   for  all   points  be- 
tween Saucelito   and    San 
Mbfael. 
1.45  P.M.    Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  andwaysta- 
tions.     Stage    connections 
made  daily,   except    Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 
(From   San   Quentin    Ferrj', 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
13,30  P.M.       "  " 

3-15     " 

5.45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00   A.  M.   Excursion   train, 
connecting   at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 


Leave  San  Rafael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry.) 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 

8.00     "  "  " 

9.00     "  "  " 

11.00     "  "  " 

3.20  P.M.  "  " 
4.45      " 
5-45     " 

(y\&  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7.00  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferrj'). 
8.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 

1.45  P..M.         " 

4.30       "  "  " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferrj'). 

6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  b^n   reduced   as  follows :  Week  days,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO-  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 


O^A^  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  2C)th,   1S7S,    and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San   Francisco 

(Washington  Street  "SVharf),  as  follows; 

o     OQ  P-  ^I-i  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted^ 

^  '^  Steamer   "James  ftL  Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  WTiarf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lakp- 
^■itle  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korhel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a.  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

J?  QQ  A.  M.,  Sundays  only^  via  DonaJme, 

for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip:  Donahue,  $1  :  Petaluma,  $1  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's,  Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50  ;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's.and  Guemeville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3,00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


A 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 


Nos. 


;,  AND  4   ShEK.MAN's   El'ILDING, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


C 


C.  p.  R.  R. 

'OMMENCIXG      WEDNESDA  V, 

July  10,  :S78,  and  until  further  notice, 
TRAINS  AND  BO.\TS 
IP7LL  LEAVE  SAN  FXANC/SCO: 

7.00    ^-    "'""•'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma).  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  p.  :ii.] 

8  00  ^-  ^-^  ^^^LY,    ATLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Sacra- 
mento, Marysville,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
(Virginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Cralt  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  P.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  p  m., 

S  00  ^-    ^^-^     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

*  Special   train   via   Oakland    Ferrj-,  arrives    at 

Martinez  10.15  a.  m.  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  \: 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  p.  M- 

ExcuRsiON  Tickets  at  Reduced  Rates. 

n.70  ^-  ^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

Z  ''D  Northem  Railway  Accommodation  .Train  (via 

Oakland  Ferrj-)  to  Martinez. 

[.Vrrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  m.] 

?  00  ^-  -''^•'   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

mD  '  Passenger    Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  g.35  a.  M.] 


3-30  L 

to  San  Pablo  a 


DAILY,    NORTHERN 

enger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 
[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  A.  M-] 

yf  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

T"'  ^^  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave.  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angele.s, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  -M.J 

A  Qr^  P.  M,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^•^^  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  \\'ith  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  g.35  p.  M.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

yi  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

fr'  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  BenicJa  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  a.  m.  daily. 

[.\rrive  San  Francisco  8.00  P.  M.] 

yt    JO   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^  '^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  \'ia  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriv-ing  at  Los  Angeles  on  settond  day  at 
11.55  ^-  f*'-  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  .m.] 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 
FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  D.\II.Y. 


To 

Oakland. 

To  San  Lean- 

dro  and 
Hay  ward's. 

To  East 
Oakland. 

To  Alameda. 

z 

• 

"3 

p.  M. 

A.  M.    1  A.   M.       K.    M.      A.    ,\  . 

A.  JI.  1   A.   M. 

B6.10 

12.30 

7.OOIB   6.10;       8.00        8-00 

7-301 B  6.10 

I.OO 

8-00        7-30      1^0-30      +9-30 

8.30!      S.OO 

7-30 

1-30 

2.00 

9.00       8.30]   P-  M.      P.  M. 
10.00'     9. 301   ti.oo      3.00 

9.301    10.00 
10.30!    P.    M. 

S.30 

3-00 

11.001    10.30,       3.00        4-00 

11.30        3.00 

9.00 

3-30 

12.00'   11.30I     4-00    tS.io 

P.  M.           4.30 

4-00 

P.  .M. 

>••'■•      tS.ro, 

i.ooj     5.30 

4-30 

1.30 

2-00 

1-00, 

5-00 

5-30 
6.00 

*3.oo 

11-30 

12.00 

6-30 

S-ooi     5.30 

6-ooj     6-30  tChange  cars 

Change  cars 

8.10 
9.20 

b'"7.oo'     7.00 

B*S.io     S.IO       at  East 

at  West 

10.30 
BII.45 

C'10.30        9-20 

B*ii.45'  10.30     Oakland. 
lBii.25 

Oakland. 

•&— Sundays  excepted.  c— Sundays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Ferasidtt,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9.00,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 

P.   M- 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  +9.30  a.  m.,  3.00,  4.00  P.  M. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundays,  8.00,  io.oo,  11.00  A."  M. 
6.00  P.  M, 

From  San  Jose,  daily,  7.05,  8.10  A-  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Fraxcisco — Dai/y—Bi-zo — b?'^' 
10.15 — 11.15  A.  M- — 12.15— 
— 6.15  p.  M, 


S.15— 9.15. 
5— 2.25— 3.15— 4-15— 5.15 


F 


RENC/I  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  FjiANCisco. 
G.  MAHE.  Director. 


From  Oakland — Daily — B6.20 — B7. 10 — S.05 — 9.05 — 10.0 
— 11.05  A.  M.  —  12.05 — ^-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05- 
6.05  p.  M.  B — Daily.  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official'Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  lo^  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t. 


][/rASONIC  SAVINGS 
•^^-^  AND  LOAN  BANK, 

No.  6  PocT  St.,  Masonic  Temple,  San  Fr.\nc!sco,  Cau 

Term  and  Ordinary  DeposiL*?  received-  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  January  of  each  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretary. 


C;^    P.  C.  R.  R.~{NARR01V  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND  SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 

Commencing  .Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  furlhcrno- 

tice,  trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 

at  the  new  Ferrj- Landing,  Market  St.: 

5  00  ^'  ^^'^">  "'■'^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  .\lameda.  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

O   20  "'^"  ■^■'  ^^"'^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

y  '  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa   Clara., 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  (jatos  with  Col.grove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  JIartin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Ckiz  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Criz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

zZ  20  ^'  ^^"*  ""^^^  Alameda  Ferry.,  daily, 

r  '  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

^r  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  .M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  m.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M. 
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•HE  NEVADA   BANK 

OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S-  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
LoL-is  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mack^v,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair- 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenkv. 

-Agent  at  Virginia,  Ncv...^ Geo.  A.  King 

-Agents  at  New  York,  f  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.) "i  Chas.  W   Chlrch. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers"  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

.■\mer.  E.\change  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa^me  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 
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HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limiled.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Oflics 3  An^l  Court . 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc. 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE   SAN    FRANCISCO   DAILY. 


A.M. 
5.00 

A.M. 
6.40 

9:20      1 

A.  M. 
-10.30 

1 

P.M. 

4.20 

1         P.M. 
1         6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 
5-40 

1         A.M.        1 
1         7-30        1 

A.M. 
9.26 

P.M. 
'3-00 

4".26 

I      7-00 

THOS- 

*  Sunday 
CARTER, 
Superintendent. 

s  only, 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 
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'ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTL.AND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARIJAR^\.  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northem 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  lea^^ng  San  Francisco  about 
everj'  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomerv  St.,  srak.  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No,  10  Market  Street,  San  FraT.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  \-ia  HONOLULU, 
June  10,  July  8,  -Aug.  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANA^LV,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  19th  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  evcrj'  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    E.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTL.VND,   Oregon,  an  the  10th, 
2oth,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


AuOiorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Ea7  nings -, . . .       tjo.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  E\chan|;e  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world- 

Frep'k  F.  Low,  1  ... 
Ic».  Ste.shart,!-^''""'^'"- 
p.  N,  LiLiENTHAL,  C^hier. 


T 


HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital Ss,ooo,ooo 

D.  O.  MiELS President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President . 

Thomas  Brown Cashier, 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency-  of  the  Bank  of  Califor* 
nia;  Boston,  Treraont  National  Bank;  Chicago.  L'nioc 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand  ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

FOR  

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and    Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

yOKOHA^LA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  iS  |  Thursday,  Aug.   1 
Friday,  August  16.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,   Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomerj*  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at   the    Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's AVharf, 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 
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'AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

On  and  after  Sunday,  .\pril  7th,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  folloH's  : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Davis  street— 8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m. ;   '3.30  p.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucelito — 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  i  p.  m. ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

Sao  Francisco — 8.00  a.  m. — R,  R.;  10.00  a.  m.;  12  m. ;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.^0  p.  m. ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11.00  a.  m. ;  i.oo  p.  m.;  3.30  p.  m. ; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45P.  m.— R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     *  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suiL     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-en-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  Si 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^J-  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  S^veenev. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Si'llivan. 

trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'SulIivan,         P.  McAran. 
John  Sullivan,  GusL  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin.  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donaliue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

OiEce,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  E.\press  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Societj'  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deiiverj". 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  firsi 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $3.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 
and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinarj'  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  nrceipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee. 

DAVID  FARyUHAkSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS'  HALL, 323 

Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco.  Dep.'-its  re- 
ceived in  sums  of  one  dollar  and  upward.  Kemillances 
from  the  countrj-  may  be  sent  thruugh  \V»iIs.  Fargo  &  Co"s 
Express  Oflice  or  any  reliable  banking  house,  .  i  ^>.  I'.nnk 
will  notbc responsible  for  theirs.ife  deiivr:r"  '' 

of  the  depositor  should  accompany  the  fu 
MAR'J'IN  HELI  \ 
Jamfs  Bf.nson,  Sccretarj-. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKMINC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Inslitule  Building. 
ELBGA.VT  P/A.VOS. 
L.  K.   HAMMER, 

Sole  Agent  for  Pacific  Cooil. 

SS"  Owners  of  Chickcrinj;  PL-uius  are  spedatly  requested 
lo  leave  orders  for  tuning  at  warcroomi,  31  Post  StreeL 


ilMUSIC 


KXA13E  PLANUS, 
Irvim;  Pianos,  Rouicks'IIprichi-  Pi.\xos, 
Princf  Orffjns,  Walers'  Organs,  Slitel  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &  Co., 

-r^  M.AKKET  STKEKT. 

"TFaWs 

SCHOM.ACKF.R  AND  HENRY  K.   .MIL 
LER  CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

PiaiKjs  TuikJ,  Reiilcil.  and  forSalconthelnstaltiiicni  I'laii. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12   Tost  Street,  San  Francisco. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  nitd  Kclail 

Dnfggisis,   hnportcrs  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  DnigSy  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Muiitgomen'   Street,  under  the  Oi-cideiHal    Hotel. 
-•san  FranciA'o. 

ARTICULAR    ATTEhTlO.\    J'AJP 

lo  compounding  Physician's  Prescript iuiin  llie  dii- 
pensing  of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  comi>eient 
hands,  while  everj-  care  is  taken  to  eiu'.urc  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


P 


QFFER  THE  FOLLOWING  HOUSES 

^'^     and  lA>ti  ou  the  Installment  Plan  : 

HOUSES  west  side  Guerrero  street,  between  ■I'hiricerith 
and  Fourteenth — 10  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  northwest  comer  Guerrero  street  and  Clinton 
Park — 10  roonis  and  Wth. 

HOUSES  north  sideWas.hington,  Ixrtwecn  Web.-terand 
Fillmore — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  north  side  Clinton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,  Thinccnlh  and  Fourteenth  streets — 6  rooms 
bath. 

HOUSE  northwest  conier  Twenty-first  and  Jessie  !>is- — 
10  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  south  side  Clay  .-ilreet,  between  Jones  and 
Lea^'enworth — 10  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  north  side  Washington  street,  between  Fill- 
more and  Sterner — 8  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  west  side  Stevenson  street,  between  Twentieth 
and  Twenty-first — 7  rooms. 

HOUSE  south  >ide  Uberty  street,  between  Valencia 
and  Guerrero^S  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  west  side  Webster  street,  between  Jackson 
and  Washington — 5  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  south  side  Post  street,  between  Web>ter  and 
Fillmore — 8  room.'*  and  bath, 

HOUSE   cast  side  of  York   street,   between   Twenty- 
fourth  and  Twenty-fifth — 6  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSES  west   side   Pierce  street,  between   O'Farrell 
and  Ellis — 6  rooms  and  bath. 

HOUSES  south  side  Qtnton  Park,  between  Guerrero, 
Dolores,  Market,  and  Fourteenth  sts — 7  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSES  south  side  T«etit5--first  street,  between  Va- 
lencia and  Mission— 6  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  west  side  Verba  Bnena  street,  between  Clay 
and  Sacramento.  Mason  and  Taylor — 13  rooms  and  bath. 
HOUSE  east  side  Sldveoson  street,  between  Tweolieth 
and  Twenty-first — 6  rooms  and  bath, 

tS"  The  houses  are  all  entirely  new,  are  of  modem  con- 
struction and  finish,  and  easily  accessible  by  street  rai!rt«ds. 
They  are  entirely  disconnected,  ha%e  been  built  under  our 
own  supervision  by  D.W  WORK,  and  are  warranted  first- 
class  in  everj-  respect.  The  title  warranted  perteci  in  .ill 
cases.  WM.  HOLLIS.  Manager. 

230  Montgomery  Street, 

r\R.  G.  J.  VAN  VLACK, 
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EDDY  STREET, 

Opposite  The  Baluwi; 


MM 


IFIC 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

^^o  Post. St..  San   FrancUc:*. 


A    CARD. 


TO    OUR     PATRONS    ON    THE     PACIFIC    COAST    USING    THE 


ATIC" 


Alackiiws,  7i'c  hereby  offer  Three  i'remiiniis  0/  $jo.  $40,  and  $j(}. 
rpOR    THE  BEST  DISPLAY  OF  SEWING  DONE  ON  OUR  MACHINES, 

•Is  follows  :   For  the  bol  and  largest  display  of  fine  White  Sewing,  such  as  I.^dics'  Underwear,  Infants'  Dresses, 
and  Flannel,  etc.,  a  Premium  of 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  second  bot  .-viune  kind  of  work  ~ 

FORTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  the  best  .-.howilig  of  Heavy  Wi.rk,  sulIi  .ls  l:ca\cr  Cl'-'xil;>,  K(.>^'  .hkI  .Mcii'>  Cl.^is.  l'ain>.  ur\'eslN,  or  vtrj-  Heavy 

THIRTY  DOLLArFgOLD  COIN. 

'Hie  work  lo  be  placed  on  exhibition  at  the  Mechanics'  Fair  this  coining  Fall,  and  preiuiunis  to  be  awarded  by  a 
Committee  of  three  ladies  to  be  chosen  at  the  time.  At  the  close  of  the  Fair  alt  work  to  be  returned  to  owner.  No 
work  to  be  washed,  but  lo  be  placed  on  exhibition  just  is  it  comes  from  machine.  Ladies  taking  |)nrt  in  this  matter 
will  not  be  known  peisonaily,  as  work  will  be  deslgiiatcd  t>y  the  number  placed  upon  it.  No  Sewing  Machine  orcx- 
Scw-iug  Machine  'Iciichcr  allowed  to  compete.  Fair  opens  August  6,  1878.  .XII  parlies  taking  an  interest  in  this 
iiialler  not  only  have  the  benefit  of  their  own  work,  but  stand  a  ch.ince  of  winning  one  of  the  prizes.  .Anyfurtht;r 
iiir.nit;tii"ti  L.m'  I.c  iibt.iiiicd  at  -mr  nflicc. 

WILLCOX  &  GIBBS  SEWING  MACHINE  CO. 

C.   L.  HOVEY,    MANAGER. 
124  Post  Street San  Francisco.  |  361  Twelftli  Street Oakland. 

THE  ARGONAUT  SKETCH  BOOK 


OF  THE  MECHANICS'  FAIR  FOR  1878. 


This  popular  publication  will  consist  this  year  of  thirty-six  large  pages,  printed 
on  heavy  book  paper,  bound  in  covers,  and  profusely  illustrated  by  the  best  artists 
on  the  coast.  '  -A  first  edition  of  15,000  copies  will  be  issued  the  second  or  third 
week  of  the  Fair,  and  placed  by  the  San  Francisco  News  Company  in  everj-  city, 
town,  and  village  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Special  terms  to  the  trade.  A  limited 
number  of  first-class  advertisements  will  be  given  space  on  covers.  For  advertising 
terms  and  further  particulars;  apply  at  .■\rgonait  office,  522  California  Street. 

THE    ARGONAUT    PUBLISHING    COMPANY. 


TERRACE 

SWIMMING  BATHS 


R 


VOT   OF  WEBSTER  STREET^  ON  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

KE.ACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  *'  elite  "  of  San  FrancL^o  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
pUice  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacihc  Coa--t.  Pcrfetn  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep,  and  high  water  at  all  time.^ 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCOM.MODAllOXS   FOR   LADIES  U^f.VnKNDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  XEW.ARK — depot  on  the  prem!>cs  :  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-car^  at  Broadway  Station,  running  within  two  Hocks  of  the  Bath.s. 
BATHS    25  CENTS    including  Prirate  Room,  Bathing  Suits,  ToweLs.  Sh...v.er  Bnths.  etc. 
OMI  no,  ^O  Otl^i  10,  =  R.   HALEV  .v^  C.  A.   EDSOX,  Proprietors. 


BUY  Y 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

\T  CRE.VTLV    RKDUCED    PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shreve  Of   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

W.  W.   MONTAGUE  &.  CO. 

i  111-     IMI  K'lVKn 

FRENCH    RANGES 

(^Kl'    IN     IIKICK.) 

VAN'S  WROUGHT  IRON 

PORTABLE     RANGES. 

COOKI.NG,  P.\KI,OK,  AND  HKATINr, 

S  T  O  FES. 


The  largest  stock  and  greatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  coast 
Over  FIVK  Hf.vuKEu  different  i,tyles  and  patterns  to  ncIccI 
from.     Everj-ihing  required  to  fit  up  a  kitchen  complete. 


NoS.    no,   112,   114,   !lS,  &   120   B.AITERY    St. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE   ART   GALLERY. 

A  cuiiii'lele  .T.-iorlnieiit  uf  ARTIST.S'  JI ATERI AI,,  GOLD 
l-RAMES,  etc. 

19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


TJ/AREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORjVER 

'^"       KEARNY  AND  SUITER  STREETS. 

SHERMAN,  "TJYDE    &.   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC,  ' 

■    MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


'THE  HIGH  REPUTATION  OF  THE 

Grover  &  Baker  Machine  is  the  result  of  true  worth 
and  long  years  of  honorable  scr%'ice. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  29  Post  Street. 


pUBLIC  ADMLXISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


CriERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

*^  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California,  Location  of  works,  Virgnia 
Mining  District,  Storey  County,  iJcvada. 

Noiice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  ihe  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  thirty-fir>t  day  of  July,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  55)  of  one  (Si)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
L'nited  State.^^  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Bloock,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.■^ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  fourth  day  of  -September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  WEt>-NESD.\v,  the  iwenty-fifth 
day  of  September,  187E,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
together  with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

\V.  W.  STETSON,  Secretary-. 

Office— Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomer>- 
Street,  San  Francisco.  California. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  5. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    AUGUST   10,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


WHY  SHOULD  THE  CHINESE  GO?-II, 


A  Pertinent  Inquiry  from  a  Mandarin  High  in  Authority. 


[continued  fkom  last  number.] 

Palack  Hotel,  August  2,  1878. 
To  THE  Argonaut:— In  my  last  communication  I  showed  that 
when,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  China  was  superior  to  Europe  in  popula- 
tion, civilization,  and  arms,  and  that  although  she  was  able  to.  and  did, 
march  half  a  million  of  well  equipped  men  to  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic, 
she  paused  there  out  of  respect  for  Christianity  and  the  social  progress 
of  mankind,  and  led  her  vast  hosts  back  to  their  distant  homes  without 
molesting  the  West.  I  showed,  also,  when,  in  the  sixteenth  century, 
these  conditions  of  strength  had  become  reversed— when  China  had  be- 
come the  weaker  and  Europe  the  stronger — what  bad  use  the  latter  made 
of  its  superiority,  and  how  nothing  short  of  rigorous  exclusiveness  on 
our  part  could  have  saved  our  country  from  being  desolated  by  Euro- 
pean arms  and  enslaved  by  European  adventurers. 

.  It  will  not  do  for  you  to  claim  that  you  Europeans  had  no  intentions 
of  this  sort ;  for  history  would  belie  you.  What  was  Columbus'  ob- 
jective point  when  he  sailed  to  the  West  ?  Cathay,  that  far  famed  China, 
whose  riches  liad  been  portrayed  in  the  glowing  pages  of  Marco  Polo. 
To  bis  dying  day  the  great  Captain  supposed  the  shores  of  Hispaniola 
were  those  of  Cathay,  and  that  he  had  only  to  explore  farther  in  order 
to  reach  the  civilized  portion  of  that  vast  empire.  What  land  did  the 
Spaniards  suppose  they  were  upon  when  they  ravaged  the  Mexican 
Empire?  China.  It  was  always  China  of  which  you  were  in  search, 
and  had  you  found  it  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  you  would  have  de- 
spoiled it  as  you  despoiled  the  lands  which  you  mistook  for  it. 

Nor  will  it  do  for  you  Americans  to  claim  exemption  from  reproach 
on  the  ground  that  these  atrocious  transactions  were  the  work  of  other, 
nations  than  your  own.  You  are  all  as  one  nation  in  your  attitude  to- 
ward China.  When  one  of  you  obtains  a  concession  from  the  Imperial 
Government,  no  matter  how  unjustly — witness  the  treaties  after  the  wars 
of  1842  and  1858 — the  others  are  sure  to  demand  similar  concessions. 

When  one  of  you  gains  an  advantage  from  us,  the  others  are  certain 
to  claim  a  similar  advantage.  Because  the  Portuguese  obtained  a  foot- 
ing at  Macao,  the  British  must  have  the  Island  of  Hongkong.  When 
any  misfortune  happens  to  us,  you  are  all  so  eager  to  profit  by  it  that 
you  stand  by  one  another  as  a  single  body.  Thus,  when  the  Taiping 
rebellion  threatened  to  subvert  the  Empire,  your  war-ships  all  swung 
coldly  at  their  anchorages  in  our  harbors,  like  so  many  vultures  waiting 
for  their  prey  to  expire  ;  and  so  far  from  offering  to  help  us,  you  helped 
the  rebels.  More  than  this,  you  took  advantage  of  the  occasion  to 
make  war  upon  us.  I  do  not  blame  you  ;  I  merely  state  a  fact.  You 
are  united  by  the  bonds  of  a  religion  which  you  fancy  to  be  the  source  of 
your  greatness,  and  to  be  filled  with  the  promise  of  more.  The  Span 
■  ish  conquistadores  used  to  carry  the  symbol  of  this  faith  in  front  of  their 
armies;  modern  Europe  more  discreetly  smuggles  it  into  the  "most 
favored  nation''  clause  of  its  treaties  with  China. 

The  inferiority  of  our  arms  to  yours  at  the  period  of  our  early  mari- 
time intercourse  is  evinced,  not  only  by  the  easy  fall  of  Malacca,  but 
also  by  the  fact  that,  chief  among  the  goods  we  u?ed  to  purchase  of  you, 
were  European  muskets.  It  is  also  proved  during  the  bombardment  of 
our  ports  in  the  opium  war,  when  the  British  found  our  batteries  to 
contain  only  cast-iron  three-pounders,  and  sometimes  only  representa- 
tions of  guns  painted  on  canvas. 

When  we  came  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  European  arms,  and  the 
way  to  make  them,  the  fear  of  invasion  and  subjection  became  lessened; 
but  it  has  never  wholly  passed  away,  nor  can  it  pass  away  until  China 
wholly  emerges  from  that  feudal  condition  in  which  she  still  lingers. 
This  condition  is  one  of  great  peril  to  her  imperial  autonomy.  The 
efforts  of  the  central  government  have  to  be  continually  exercised  to 
keep  the  great  feudatories  in  subjection.  When  I  state  that  there  are 
lords  in  China  who  own  greater  domains,  and  are  more  wealthy,  than 
any  individual  in  Christendom,  whilst  the  people  are  extremely  poor, 
you  will  understand  me.  For  instance,  when  Prince  Keshen  was  con- 
demned in  1841  for  ha\ing  suffered  defeat  in  the  opium  war.  there  was 
confiscated  of  his  property  $7,500,000  in  gold,  $2,667,000  in  silver,  and 
other  goods  worth  still  more— -in  all  about  $25,000,000  worth.  A 
country  whose  lords  are  thus  rich  is  easily  subdued.  Her  millions  of 
soldiers  count  for  nothing,  because  they  belong  to  the  feudatories,  and 
these  may  be  easily  divided  by  a  crafty  foe.  Witness  the  operations  of 
Cortes  in  Mexico  and  Clive  in  India. 

From  these  facts  and  considerations  ;  from  the  absence  on  our  part 
of  hostility  toward  European  civilization,  as  evinced  by  our  forbearance 
toward  you  when,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  we  were  the  stronger  ;  from 
the  existence  on  your  part  of  hostility  toward  our  civilization,  as  evinced 
by  the  bad  use  yau  made  of  your  superiority  when,  in  the  sixteenth 
century,  you  had  become  the  stronger ;  from  the  feudal  condition  of 
our  empire  and  the  fear  entertained  by  our  government  even  now, 
when  our  weapons  are  the  same  as  yours,  that  China  may  be  conquered 
and  reduced  by  you  as  have  been  Mexico,  Peru,  and  India — from  these 
facts  and  considerations,  I  say,  we  would  much  prefer  to  have  no  deal- 
ings you  ;  we  would  rather  close  our  ports  and  maintain  a  policy  of 
entire  isolation  from  the  European  world. 

The  trouble  with  Europe,  however,  is  that  such  a  policy  would  not 
suit  its  interests.  You  desire  to  possess  every  conceivable  privilege  of 
trade,  residence,  religion,  etc.,  for  Americans  in  China,  whilst  you 
would  deny  all  of  them  to  Chinamen  in  ^Vnierica.  And  this  brings  us 
directly  to  the  Chinese  question  in  California. 

Let  it  be  fully  understood  at  the  outset  that  we  Chinese  have  never 
sought  to  obtain  leave  for  our  people  to  live  in  your  countries,  except 
as  a  counterpoise  to  a  similar  permission  first  sought  on  your  part. 


Nearly  two  thousand  years  before  a  Chinaman  ever  settled  in  Europe, 
Europeans  settled  in  China.  .Not  only  this— they  were  protected  in 
their  persons,  their  property,  and  their  religion.  Furthermore,  the 
Emperor,  Tienpan,  went  so  far  as  to  build  a  Christian  church  for  Olop- 
wen  and  order  it  tD  be  supported  out  of  the  public  coffers.  And  this 
was  five  hundred  years  before  Christianity  was  introduced  even  into 
some  parts  of  Europe — for  example,  Russia. 

When  the  elder  Polos  visited  us.  we  treated  them  well.  They  re- 
mained with  us  for  more  than  fifteen  years,  and  then  departed  freely, 
carrying  away  great  wealth.  When  Marco  Polo  came,  he  was  similarly 
treated.  He  remained  twenty  years,  and  when  he  departed,  which  he 
did  at  his  own  request,  he  was  loaded  with  presents  and  other  favors. 
During  all  this  time  we  sent  none  of  our  people  to  Europe.  It  was  you 
always  that  sought  permission  to  dwell  with  us,  whilst  we  never  came 
to  you.  And  observe  what  you  gained  by  it.  You  took  from  us  the 
inventions  of  the  mariners'  compass,  sails  for  ships,  rudders,  gunpow- 
der, paper,  printing,  and  many  other  useful  things.  All  these  came  to 
you  from  China,  either  by  the  hands  of  the  Arabs,  or,  later  on,  with 
the  expeditions  of  Genghis  Khan  or  Batu  Kahn,  or  through  the  Polos ; 
for  these  inventions  were  not  known  to  Europe  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
while  they  had  been  long  used  in  our  country. 

When,  at  a  later  period,  the  western  nations  made  their  way  to  our 
ports,  it  was  they  who  came  to  us  and  sought  permission  for  their  mer- 
chants and  artisans  to  dwell  among  us,  not  we  who  desired  t©  send 
colonists  to  you.  The  whole  burden  of  the  negotiations  sought  by  Eu- 
ropean nations  with  the  Imperial  Court  has  been — permission  to  live  in 
China,  In  these  negotiations,  Americans  have  ever  been  foremost. 
You  sent  Mr.  Caleb  Gushing  to  us  in  1844,  Mr.  Reed  in  1858, 
and  Mr.  Burlingame  in  1867.  Wlien  the  last-named  gentleman  re- 
signed from  your  diplomatic  service  to  enter  ours,  and  effected  the 
treaty  that  goes  by  his  name,  he  was  rewarded  by  you  for  his  part  in 
the  ii-ansaclion  with  the  highest  encomiums  and  the  warmest  welcome. 
Let  me  read  you  two  or  three  clauses  from  this  treaty. 
Article  VI.  guarantees  every  privilege  and  complete  protection  to 
Americans  in  China,  and  this  is  carried  so  far  that  Article  I.  forbids 
the  employment  of  the  foreign  establishments  on  the  coast  of  China — for 
example,  the  Portuguese  establishment  at  Macao,  the  British  island  of 
Hongkong.. etc. — ^as  ameans  of  aggression  against  the  United  States,  in 
case  of  a  war  bmween  that  <..;untry  anSPonugal, 'or  Great  Britain,  etc. 
Article  IV.  grants  entire  freedom  of  religion,  protection  of  sepulture, 
etc.  And  Article  VII.  the  right  to  establish  their  own  schools,  etc.  to 
Americans  in  China. 

Article  VI.  confers  equal  rights  upon  Chinamen  in  the  United  States. 
Under  these  articles  a  numerous  body  of  your  citizens  have  established 
themselves  in  China,  possessed  themselves  of  the  coasting  trade,  and 
many  other  branches  of  navigation  and  trafllic,  and  thus  deprived  thou- 
sands of  Chinamen  of  employment.  The  complaints  of  these  poor  peo- 
ple are  not  conveyed  to  you  ;  because  our  government  has  too  much  re- 
spect for  its  treaty  obligations  to  permit  you  to  be  annoyed  with  any 
expression  of  regret  concerning  the  working  of  its  compacts  with  you. 
On  the  other  hand,  while  the  profits  of  which  the  Chinese  coast  and 
river  junk  trade  have  been  deprived,  by  American  steamers,  go  to  swell 
the  dividends  of  your  navigation  companies  and  afford  employment  to 
your  maritime  classes,  your  shipbuilders,  and  your  machinists,  your 
newspapers  are  filled  and  your  halls  of  legislation  resdund,  with  outcries 
against  Chinese  labor  in  America. 

Thus  it  appears  that  the  United  States  maintains  precisely  the  same 
position  in  respect  to  China  as  the  other  European  nations  do.  You 
all  desire  to  possess  advantages  in  China,  which,  at  the  same  time,  you 
would  deny  to  Chinamen  in  America.  You  have  bombarded  our  ports 
and  forced  us  into  an  unwilling  commerce  with  you.  which  now  you  de- 
sire shall  be  entirely  one-sided.  Your  reason  for  this  unfairness  is  not  a 
sordid  one.  You  are  clear-headed  enough  to  perceive  that  the  benefit 
to  commercial  intercourse  cannot  be  unilateral.  But  you  fancy  that  the 
advantages  of  social  intercourse  may  be  monopolized  by  one  party. 
You  will  not  permit  us  to  shut  ourselves  up.  You  demand  every  privi- 
lege for  Americans  in  China,  but  you  would  deny  the  same  privileges  to 
Chinamen  in  America,  because,  in  your  opinion,  the  presence  of  the 
Chinese  amongst  you  is  a  menace  to  your  civilization.  You  shrink  from 
contact  with  us,  not  because  you  regard  us  as  mentally  or  bodily  infe^ 
rior — for  neither  fact  nor  argument  will  support  you  here — but  rather 
because  our  religious  code  appears  to  be  different  from  yours,  and  be- 
cause we  are  deemed  to  be  more  abstemious  in  food,  clothing,  and 
shelter. 

If  our  religious  forms,  our  daily  bill  of  fare,  and  our  demands  for 
wages  were  the  same  as  yours,  it  would  be  dilflcult  to  see  what  griev- 
ance, either  real  or  fanciful,  you  would  have  to  complain  about.  Since 
you  profess  in  your. political  constitution,  your  pulpit  declamations,  and, 
more  than  all,  in  your  manner  of  living,  that  you  are  not  bigoted  and 
care  nothing  for  religious  forms,  the  menace  to  your  civilization  appears 
to  resolve  itself  into  a  fear  of  losing  your  accustomed  roast  beef,  white 
shirt-collars,  and  carpeted  houses.  It  is  a  menace  to  the  sensual  indul- 
gences to  which  you  have  been  accustomed  during  the  last  three  centu- 
ries— that  is  to  say.  since  the  opening  of  sea  trade  to  the  Orient. 

There  is  a  significance  in  this  coincidence,  to  which,  in  another  place 
I  shall  have  occasion  to  allude  more  fully.  Meanwhile,  let  us  agree 
upon  the  grounds  of  your  hostility  to  the  Chinese  in  California.  I  say 
it  is  chiefly  the  fear  of  having  to  descend  (as  you  would  regard  it)  to  your 
notion  of  the  Chinese  level  of  5«bsistencc — rice,  one  suit  of  clothes,  and 
bare  walls.  This  is  the  substance  of  your  1300-page  Report  of  the  Joint 
Special  Committee  to  investigate  Chinese  Emigration.  If  it  is  anything 
else,  I  shall  be  glad  to  shift  the  issue  with  you. 

Treating  this  as  the  essence  of  the  Chinese  question,  let  us  see  what 
there  is  in  it.     Substantially,  Asia  desires  seclusion  from  the^European 


world  ;  substantially,  Europe  desires  commerce  with  Asia.  In  India 
this  commerce  is  carried  on  by  force.  In  China  and  Japan,  because 
you  cannot  employ  force,  you  desire  to  so  arrange  it  that,  while  the  com- 
mercial benefits  may  be  mutual,  the  social  advantages,  as  you  regard 
them,  may  all  be  on  your  side.  You  insist  upon  trade  with  China,  but 
you  want  no  contact  with  her  people,  for  fear  of  their  pagan  influence 
and  their  economical  mode  of  living.  Can  you  be  gratified  in  both  re- 
spects ?    Impossible. 

The  same  God  that  made  you,  made  us  ;  the  same  inexorable  laws  of 
nature  that  govern  you,  govern  us.  Foremost  among  these  laws  is  that 
of  gravitation.  When  a  substance  falls  to  the  earth,  the  earth  rises  at 
the  same  time  to  the  substance.  All  action  and  reaction  are  reciprocal. 
This  law  holds  good  throughout  the  physical  world  ;  it  also  holds  good 
throughout  the  moral  and  political  world.  Nature  forbids  one-sided  ar- 
rangements. If  you  must  trade  with  China,  you  must  come  in  contact 
with  Chinamen  and  be  subjected  to  the  influence  of  Chinese  morality 
and  Chinese  civilization.  The  influence  may  be  small,  may  be  remote, 
may  be  inappreciable — as  is  the  rise  of  the  earth  toward  falling  sub- 
stances— but  it  must  take  place,  and  neither  you  nor  we  can  help  it. 
You  may  drive  us  out  of  Cahfornia,  but  we  shall  influence  your  social 
affairs  all  the  same.  The  goods  that  we  now  maniifacturc  in  San  Fran- 
cisco will  be  fabricated  in  Canton  ;  and,  no  matter  how  high  you  may 
raise  your  tariff,  you  will  walk  in  Canton  shoes,  wear  Canton  shirts, 
smoke  Canton  cigars,  and  shoot  each  other  with  Canton  revolvers  and 
gunpowder;  for  we  can  make  all  of  them  cheaper  than  you  can. 

If  you  have  debauched  us  with  opium,  we  have  got  even  with  you  by 
acquiring  your  mechanical  arts  ;  and  henceforth,  tmless  Europe  and 
Asia  shall  fall  back  upon  a  now  impossible  scheme  of  strict  non-inter- 
course, their  fortunes  must  go  together.  If,  as  you  believe,  your  civiL- 
ization  is  superior  to  ours,  it  will  have  to  fall  a  little  in  order  that  ours 
may  rise  a  great  deal ;  and  this  must  take  place  whether  the  few  Chinese 
now  in  Cahfornia  shall  remain  or  not.  It  is  God's  law.  and  can  not  be 
averted.  It  is  the  means  by  which  He  has  and  will  continue  to  slowly 
knit  together  the  diverse  threads  of  all  human  hfe. 

In  my  next  and  final  letter  I  propose  to  show  how  mistaken  you  are 
in  regarding  your  civilization  as,  on  the  whole,  superior  to  ours  ;  and, 
on  the  contrary,  how  much  your  civilization  owes  to  ours,  and  how  rap- 
idly it  would  decay  without  the  support  which  our  civihzation  affords  it, 
even  at  the  present  time.  After  this  I  will  e^deavorto  draw  a  picture 
of  what  Cahfornia  would  be  were  the  Chinese  driven  from  it.  and  to 
justify  this  delineation  will  refer  to  the  expulsion  of  the  Moors  from 
Spain  and  the  Chinese  from  Manila.  And  when  I  shall  have  done  this, 
I  will  rest  ray  case. 

Let  me  in  this  place,  however,  endeavor  to  correct  one  great  misap- 
prehension in  respect  to  the  Chinaman.  You  are  continually  objecting 
to  his  morality.  Your  travelers  say  he  is  depraved  ;  yom-  missionaries 
call  him  ungodly;  your  commissioners  call  him  uncleanly;  and  your 
sans  culottes  call  him  everything  that  is  vile.  Yet  your  housewives  per- 
mit him  to  wait  upon  them  at  table  ;  they  admit  him  to  their  bed-cham- 
bers ;  they  confide  to  him  their  garments  and  jewels  ;  and  even  trust 
their  lives  to  him,  by  awarding  him  supreme  control  over  their  kitchens 
and  the  preparation  of  their  food.  There  is  a  glaring  contradiction  here. 
The  plain  truth  is,  that  what  you  have  regarded  as  evidences  of  im- 
morality and  depravity  are  simply  evidences  of  indigence  and  misery. 
China  is  in  a  feudal  condition.  Her  nobles  are  enormously  rich  and 
powerful  ;  her  peasants  are  extremely  poor  and  ^\Tetched.  The  unpleas- 
ant things  which  your  travelers  and  missionaries  have  observed  in  China, 
are  not  common  to  Chinamen.  They  have  never  been  observed  in  con- 
nection with  rich  Chinamen.  They  are  peculiar  only  to  poverty.  They 
belong  to  the  miserable — to  the  miserable  of  all  countries.  What  Mr. 
Grififis.  in  his  recent  chapter  on  the  "Heart  of  Japan,"  says  of  that 
country,  is  true  also  of  China  :  the  peasantry  are  very  poor,  The  nak- 
edness of  the  towns,  of  the  houses,  of  the  people,  their  scant  fare,  their 
degradation  —  which  were  only  to  be  fully  perceived  when  he  reached 
the  interior  of  the  country — made  him  exclaim,  with  disappointment : 
"  I  began  to  realize  the  utter  poverty  and  wretchedness  of  the  people  and 
the  country  of  Japan"  (p.  415}.  Yet  every^vhere  he  found  some  edu- 
cation and  abundance  of  good  nature  (p.  420). 

It  is  the  same  in  China.  'J  he  nobles  are  the  richest  in  the  world  ; 
the  peasants  are  the  poorest.  What  little  of  the  latter's  habits  and  i-ur- 
roundings  has  proved  repulsive  to  Occidental  eyes,  is  the  result,  not  of 
inferior  morality,  but  of  inferior  wealth.  The  European  peasant  was  in 
the  same  condition  three  centuries  ago.  and  in  some  countries — for  ex- 
ample. Russia,  EasLorn  Germany.  Roumania,  Ireland,  and  parts  of  Italy 
and  Portugal — he  is  very  nearly  in  a  similar  condition  to-day.  Yet  you 
not  only  tolerate  him  in  America,  you  share  with  him  your  political  priv- 
ileges ;  you  admit  him  to  social  communion  ;  he  is  your  brotlier  ;  while 
the  poor  Chinaman  you  would  drive  away  with  blows  and  contumely. 
What  if  it  should  appear  that,  after  all,  there  was  nothing  defensible 
beneath  your  hatred  of  Chinamen  but  ignorance  and  religious  bigotry? 
Where  would  then  stand  the  bases  of  your  vaunted  civilization? 

The  slender  fare  of  rice  and  the  other  economical  habits  of  the 
peasant  class,  which  are  so  objectionable  to  your  'owcr  orders  and  the 
demagogues  who  trumpet  their  clamors,  are  not  the  result  of  choice  to.  . 
Chinamen  ;  they  follow  poverty.  The  hard-working,  patient,  servants 
you  have  about  you  to-day,  love  good  fare  as  well  as  other  men,  but  they 
are  engaged  in  a  work  far  higher  than  the  gratification  of  self-indul- 
gence ;  they  are  working  to  liberate  their  parents  in  China  from  the 
thraldom  of  feudal  villeinage,  and  so  long  as  their  labor  coiUinues  to 
strike  off  the  fetters  from  their  beloved  ones  will  they  continue  to  prac- 
tice their  noble  self-abnegation.  When  this  emancipatio  is  complete, 
you  will  find  the  Chinaman  as  prone  as  any  human  ^  '  ' '■^ 

belly  and  cover  his  back  with  good  things.      Kwan- 

CONCLUDED   IN    NEXT   NU.MI     ::.  1 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


JACK  AND  JILL, 

Adapted  for  the  Argonaut,  from  Mother  Goose,  without  Permission. 

"  It's  the  ver>'  thing,"  cried  Jill,  exultantly. 

And  while  she  is  leaning  back  in  her  own  easy  rocking- 
chair,  building  any  amount  of  lofty  air-castles,  let  me  tell 
you  just  how  it  was. 

Jack  and  Jill  lived  in  a  charming  little  house  in  a  lovely 
location,  not  too  far  out  of  town — ^just  right,  in  fact.  And 
they  lived  in  a  delightfully  comfortable  way — which  means 
that  they  were  not  rich.  They  went  to  all  the  places  of 
amusement,  and  had  nice  little  suppers  and  charming  drives 
in  Jill's  own  trim  phaeton. 

And  they  had  a  good  many  pleasant  friends.  What  more 
could  anybody  ask  .-  lUit  Jill  was  an  ambitious  little  woman, 
and  Jack — well,  Jack  was  led  mildly  around,  without  feeling 
the  thread  which  pulled  him  this  way  or  that.  Men  are  such 
moles,  aren't  they  ? 

His  mother  lived  with  them.  Slic  was  a  person  whom 
iMr.  Sparkler  would  have  immediately  identified  as  "a 
dooced  fine  woman,  with  no  nonsense  about  her."  She  ac- 
cepted her  son's  alienation,  her  daughters  ambition,  and 
their  combined,  careless,  selfish  afiection,  with  the  God- 1 
given  patience  mothers  have.  j 

It  is  a  bitter  law  of  Nature  that  bids  the  children  we  have 
nourished  and  trained  push  us  aside  as  soon  as  their  wings  I 
have  been  tried,  with  much  the  indifference  of  the  insect  to-  j 
ward  the  chrysalis-shell  from  which  it  has  just  emerged. 
And  yet  I  presume  it  would  be  unorthodox  to  say  that  the 
selfish  animal  instinct  overbalances  the  soul-power  when  it  J 
comes  to  life  questions  and  life  struggles.  j 

Jack's  mother  accepted  the  inevitable,  shouldering  the  de-  i 
pendent,  unsatisfactor>'  existence  which  was,  after  all,  Hob- 1 
son's  choice  with  her,  and  shipping  from  Jill's  plump  shoul-  ! 
ders  to  her  own  all  the  cares  of  the  household. 

For,  as  I  have  said  before,  Jill  was  ambitious,  and  as  Jack 
crept  slowly  up  the  business  ladder  she  looked  longingly  at 
the  social  stairway  whose  highest  step  is  the  ultima  thitle  of 
every  feminine  aspiration. 

Almost  imperceptibly  their  modest  little  house  enlarged 
and  beautified,  and  "gentle  folked."  as  poor  old  Jo  Garger)' 
would  say,  and  the  occupants  kept  pace  with  the  progress. 
But,  after  all,  their  society  was  not  society  with  a  big  S. 

Jill's  "evenings  '  had  not  blossomed  into  "receptions" 
and  "  kettle-drums,'  and  had  no  place  in  the  "  social  gossip  " 
column  of  the  newspapers.  She  knew  well  enough  who 
were  our  ''best  people"' — what  they  did,  where  they  went, 
and  what  they  wore. 

She  had  friends  who  had  friends  who  were  within  the 
charmed  circle.  -She  saw  women  not  so  clever  or  well-to-do 
in  the  world  as  she.  who  moved  side  by  side  with  bonanza 
kings  and  queens,  and  her  heart  grew  bitter  within  her. 
Jack,  too,  began  to  feel  a  small  thrill  of  discontent.  He  was 
proud  of  his  pretty  wife,  his  comfortable  home,  and  his  self- 
won  success.  The  spread-eagle  doctrine  began  to  permeate 
his  mental  system. 

"  I'm  as  good  as  anybody,  now  that  I'm  rich.'" 

That's  about  the  way  it  reads,  I  believe.  So  it  was  easy 
for  Jill  to  go  on  with  her  plans  for  conquest,  and  she  drew 
them  up  like  a  skillful  general.  But  soldier  and  diplomatist 
must  bend  alike  to  the  power  ycleped  Mrs.  (jrundy  ;  and  so 
this  small  woman  found  to  her  cost. 

After  all,  it  was  impossible  to  enter  the  magic  gate  without 
a  passport,  and  that  passport  Jill  had  not  quite  money  enough 
to  buy. 

She  cultivated  ever>body  she  thought  would  be  able  to 
help  her.  She  even  fished  for  invitations.  She  courted  in- 
troductions to  great  folk  ;  but  still  found  herself  outside. 
Mrs.  Carbuncle  had  not  called,  Mrs.  Hye  Tyde  had  not  bid- 
den her  to  one  of  her  feasts,  and  poor  Jill  was  ready  to  cr)- 
her  eyes  out  with  vexation. 

She  had  become  a  monomaniac  on  the  subject.  She  was 
growing  pale  and  anxious.  She  laid  awake  all  night,  and 
plotted,  and  planned :  three  tiny  wrinkles  crept  into  her 
smooth  forehead.  It  was  laughable,  and  yet  it  was  pitiful. 
If  you  think  I  exaggerate,  go  into  almost  any  of  our  middle- 
class  homes  and  you  will  find  Jill's  counterpart,  in  ambition 
at  least. 

It  is  one  of  the  curses  of  our  countr)'  and  age,  this  desire 
to  creep,  or  push,  or  beg  a  way  into  a  circle  a  little  higher. 
Not  that  we  may  be  improved  or  refined  thereby — for  the 
world  of  letters  is  a  terra  imi\^uita  to  most  of  our  true  so- 
ciety people — but  because — well,  who  can  say.''  Its  a  sort 
of  conundrum,  you  see — and  I,  for  one,  gave  it  up  long 
ago. 

Jack's  mother  looked  on  at  this  little  comedy  of  errors 
with  silent  disapproval.  (Jnce  or  twice  she  tUd  \-enture  a 
mild  remonstrance,  but  pouf  I  who  ever  'followed  a  mother- 
in-law's  advice  ? 

Jack  and  Jill  had  started  on  their  journey,  and  "all  the 
kings  horses  and  all  the  king's  men''  could  not  turn  them 
back.  For  just  as  Jill  was  beginning  to  be  discouraged 
there  came  a  letter  from  old  Aunt  Penryn.  Don't  tell  me  it 
was  chance,  for  I  know  better. 

Aunt  Penrj-n  was  the  Grand  Panjandrum  of  the  family — a 
sort  of  female  Midas  who  turned  ever)-thing  she  touched  to 
gold,  but,  unlike  that  narrow-headed  hero  of  mythology',  she 
did  not  have  it  turned  back  again. 

She  was  a  selfish,  penurious,  withered  old  sinner,  who 
looked  on  poor  people  with  the  indifference  of  one  born  in 
the  purple.  She  had  always  snubbed  Jack's  mother,  and  al- 
ternately petted  and  patronized  Jack,  and  when  that  young 
gentleman  got  married  she  sent  him  a  weak-legged  pair  of 
sugar-tongs  and  her  blessing.  I  hesitate  to  say  which  was 
worth  the  most. 

But  there  was  always  a  feeling  of  awe  in  the  family  when 
her  name  was  mentioned.  Secretly,  Jill  was  certain  she 
would  leave  ail  her  money  to  Jack,  but  she  never  confessed 
this  hope  to  him. 

Now,  however,  Aunt  Penr>-n  had  absolutely  written  to  say 
that  she  was  coming  to  town  for  a  few  days,  and  would  be 
pleased  to  have  them  call  on  her.  Then  it  was  that  Jill  ut- 
tered the  mysterious  sentence  which  begins  my  stor\'.  Then 
it  was  a  project  so  brillant  flashed  into  her  mind  it  almost 
took  her  breath.  Perhaps  Aiint  Pen.  intended  her  letter  to 
pt  ->duce  that  result  At  any  rate,  Jill  resolved  to  ask  her  to 
niake  their  house  her  home  during  her  stay  in  the  city,  etc. 
V,  e  all  know  what  a  nice  little  letter  Jill  can  write  when  she 

nooses,  for  she  reasoned  in  this  way  : 


"  If  she  comes  here  all  her  fi-iends  will  call,  and  they  will 
ask  to  see  me,  and  Jack  and  1  will  be  included  in  her  invita- 
tions," and  with  that  she  gave  her  head  a  toss.  Do  you  re- 
member the  story  of  the  milk-maid,  my  friends?  It  was  in 
"Webster's  Spelling  Hook."  and  was  a  very  prel\y  story 
indeed.  But  the  time  had  not  yet  come  for  the  upsetting  of 
the  pail,  so  Jill  went  on  with  her  meditations  unchecked. 

Jack  laughed  when  she  made  known  her  plans  to  him, 
and  said  :  "  Well,  do  as  you  like.  .\unt  Pen.  is  a  pretty 
tougli  customer,  though.  I'm  afraid  youll  repent  before  her 
visit  is  over."  Jack's  mother  only  looked  a  little  troubled. 
'•  If  you  can  manage  it,  no  doubt  it  will  be  very  pleasant  for 
you."  Well,  all  this  was  not  exactly  condemning  her  plans, 
and  yet  Jilt  felt  that  she  must  shoulder  the  responsibility 
alone.  Perhaps  her  invitation  would  not  be  accepted.  At 
any  rate,  it  was  only  right  they  should  be  civil  to  the  poor 
old  lady.     So  she  talked  to  herself. 

'S'ou  know  how  we  all  put  our  consciences  away  on  the  up- 1 
per   shelf  of  the  darkest    closet  sometimes.     But  the  very  j 
next  day  came  a  letter  from  Aunt  Pen.  saying  she  would  be  I 
"ver)' happy."     So  the  plunge  was  made.     Then  Jill  began, 
to  think  the  fumiture  in  the  blue  room  rather  />assr\  and  icst 
.Aunt  Pen.  might  think  they  were  not  able  to  afford  new  she 
had  stupid  upholsterer's  men  tramping  in  and  out  for  a  week 
doing  much  more  damage  than  good.     Really,  the  house  was 
in  applc-pic  order  before,  but  now  there  must  be  an  extra 
cleaning,   lest  Aunt    Pen.  might    think    her  a  poor  house- 
keeper.    And   Jack's  mother  submitted  even  to  this.     We, 
who  know  all  about  ii,  know  that  she  watched  over  the  whole 
household,   made    the   puddings   Jack   liked,    mended    and 
stitched,  and  saw  that  everything  came  out  even,  for  these 
good  people  were  not  so  rich  but  that  willful  waste  might 
make  woeful  want. 

But  those  who  take  to  themselves  the  credit  of  good  deeds 
generally  get  the  praise.  "  Set  down  your  value  at  your  own 
high  rate,  the  world  will  pay  it."  Certainly  it  was  so  in  the 
house  that  Jack  built.  Well,  the  eventful  day  at  last  arrived. 
Aunt  Penryn  came,  was  welcomed,  and  installed  in  her  com- 
fortable quarters. 

Jill  was  agreeably  disappointed  ;  in  fact,  she  quite  felt  in 
love  with  the  old  lady,  for  Aunt  Pen.  was  delighted  with 
everything,  and  admired  everything,  from  the  Maltese  cat 
up  to  the  weather-vane.  .\  disinterested  obser\er  would 
have  said  she  was  too  enthusiastic,  but  Jill  was  too  happy  in 
the  receipt  of  such  praise  to  be  critical,  and  it  all  turned  out 
just  as  she  had  anticipated. 

She  shone  in  Aunt  Pen.'s  reflected  glory  ;  bhe  went  out 
shopping  in  carriages  which  Jack  hired — for  Aunt  Pen. 
could  not,  or  would  not  ride  on  the  street  cars,  and  said  so 
many  contemptuous  things  of  the  people  who  did  that,  Jill 
was  ashamed  to  confess  herself  of  the  mob.  Mrs.  Hye  Tyde 
had  sent  in  cards  to  her  as  well  as  to  Aunt  Pen.,  and  given 
them  all  invitations  for  her  next  "  Thursday." 

All,  did  I  say.^  Well,  all  but  Jack's  mother.  Of  course, 
s/it'  didn't  care  to  go  any  way,  though  she  was  younger  and 
oh,  ever  so  much  prettier  than  .Aunt  Pen.,  but  Mrs.  Hye 
Tyde  didn't  know  she  existed  and  Jill  forget  to  tell  her  ;  we 
won't  say  she  was  ashamed,  that  would  sound  too  bad. 

Jill  had  to  have  her  wardrobe  replenished  to  enter  properly 
into  all  these  gayeties,  and  Aunt  Pen.'s  caprices,  whose  other 
name  was  legion,  doubled  6p  the  monthly  expenses  fright- 
fully, but  still  it  was  verj-  pleasant  to  meet  ail  these  stately 
swans  and  to  feel  that  she  was  sailing  in  the  same  pond  with 
them — in  fact,  was  quite  one  of  them.  Of  course,  she  wasn't 
one  really,  she  was  only  a  silly  little  goose,  but  she  arched 
her  neck  and  stretched  it  out  so  that  it  did  pretty  well. 

Her  old  neighbors  and  friends  were  not  quite  forgotten  ; 
indeed.  1  think  her  chief  pleasure  arose  from  the  recital  of 
her  successes  and  the  pangs  of  envy  which  she  knew  she 
created. 

But  her  patronizing  airs  were  really  quite  ridiculous,  and 
as  her  visiting  list  gained  names  at  one  end  it  lost  at  the 
other.  Her  former  acquaintance  seemed  to  rival  each  other 
in  praising  her  to  her  face  and  abusing  her  behind  her  back, 
and  her  new  friends  patronized,  and  snubbed,  and  forgot  her 
by  turns,  but  still  were  gracious  enough  to  warrant  her  cling- 
ing to  them. 

Patronizing,  and  snubbing,  and  forgetting  ha\-e  been  re- 
duced to  fine  arts  by  fine  people. 

The  thick-skinned  adventurers  who  make  their  living  from 
their  patrons  don't  seem  to  mind:  but  Jill  was  not  thick- 
skinned,  and  she  quivered  and  winced  under  these  needle 
thrusts  ;  but  the  Spartan  boy  was  a  humbug  to  this  small, 
but  plucky,  woman,  and — she  smiled  and  held  on. 

Meanwhile  Aunt  Penr>'n  was  having  "lots  ot  fun  and 
nothing  to  pay'' — as  the  street  gamins  would  say — and  that 
was  verj-  pleasant. 

In  the  beginning  of  her  visit  Jill  had  o])ened  all  her  heart 
to  her.  "Aunt  Pen.  was  so  sympathetic,  and  it  was  so  nice 
to  be  with  some  one  who  understood  you."  She  even  in- 
dulged in  some  very  ill-natured  remarks  about  Jacks  mother, 
at  which  Aunt  Pen.  laughed  wickedly,  and  that  incited  her 
to  do  the  same  thing  again.  Her  conscience  was  shut  up  so 
tight  now  that  it  could  not  even  kick,  so  everything  went  on 
merrily.  Hut  by  and  by  Jill  found  that  Aunt  Pen.  would 
forget  to  listen  when  she  told  some  neat  little  story,  or  would 
break  ruthlessly  in  and  interrupt.  The  same  indomitable 
old  lady  would  also  disarrange  the  whole  household  with 
some  plan  for  visiting  or  sightseeing,  and  then  forget  to  start, 
or  conclude  to  do  something  else. 

She  flattered  Jill  by  wanting  to  have  clothes,  jewelry,  or 
furniture  like  hers.  "  I  must  really  get  a  wrap  just  like  yours, 
to-morrow,"  she  would  en-,  but  before  the  purchase  was  made 
would  see  some  other  style  and  make  lliat  her  model.  So 
Jill  began  slowly  to  understand  what  Jack  meant  when  he 
said  his  aunt  was  a  "tough  old  visitor;"  but  the  worst  of  all 
was  that  Jill  began  to  fear  her  trouble  would  be  unrewarded. 
She  was  quick  enough  to  see  that  her '"carriage  acquaint- 
ance" would  be  pretty  apt  to  drop  her  entirely  when  her 
guest  was  gone  unless  she  made  herself  more  conspicuous. 
Sometimes  notoriety  will  accomplish  what  patience  fails  to 
secure.  So,  after  much  laborious  thinking,  and  many  consul- 
tations with  Jack,  she  resolved  to  give  a  party  —  not  a  "mu- 
sicale,"  or  a  "kettle-drum,"'  but  a  real  "crush  ball." 

Perhaps  you  never  gave  one,  so  you  don't  know  what  it 
means.  It  meant,  in  Jack's  house,  that  a  temporary  dancing- 
room  had  to  be  built  on,  and  the  fumiture  taken  out  of  one 
room  and  put  into  another.  Everj'body  was  made  uncom- 
fortable for  a  week  beforehand  ;  it  was  worse  than  a  moving. 
The  place  was  thronged  with  trades  people  of  all   sorts. 


Strange  servants  had  to  be  brought  in,  who  smashed  furni- 
ture and  fine  china  with  charming  alacrity,  but  whose  accom- 
plishments evidently  went  no  further. 

Jill  had  seized  the  time  for  her  "crush  '"  when  Jack's  mother 
was  on  a  visit  to  some  country  friends,  because  she  felt  a  lit- 
tle uncomfortable  in  the  knowledge  of  that  good  woman's 
disapproval. 

Now  she  missed  the  house-mother  sadly.  She  had  taken 
so  little  care  heretofore,  that  it  came  with  added  weight  in 
this  emergency.  The  excitement  and  anxiety  unstrung  her 
nerves,  and  the  regrets  of  several  of  the  most  distinguished 
guests  finished  the  business. 

When  the  night  of  the  party  came  she  was  almost  crazy 
with  a  furious  sick  headache.  In  the  old  days  she  would 
have  gone  to  bed  and  been  soothed  by  tender  hands,  but  now 
she  must  keep  up,  come  what  might. 

She  had  lost  her  self-possession  early  in  the  day,  and  had 
given  up  ever^-thing  to  the  restaurateur  and  his  myrmidons, 
to  the  florist  and  all  the  rest  of  the  aids  to  such  a  hospitality; 
but  they  hunted  her  down  and  wanted  this  or  that  unprocur- 
able thing  until  she  was  almost  wild. 

Aunt  Pen.  had  left  the  house  with  the  first  symptoms  ef 
chaos.  She  "could  fioi  be  disturbed  by  such  confusion;"  su 
she  pleaded  an  engagement  to  Mrs.  Goldnote  and  turned 
her  back  on  the  preparations  in  her  honor. 

The  dressmaker  did  not  send  Jill's  dress  until  the  last  min- 
ute, and- then  it  was  so  ill-fitting  that  it  could  not  be  worn, 
and  she  had  to  put  on  an  old  one.  The  hairdresser  experi- 
mented, and  produced  a  result  more  startling  than  becoming, 
while  half  a  dozen  hair-pins  stuck  straight  into  the  poor, 
aching  head  all  the  evening. 

Jill  had  found,  when  she  made  out  her  list,  that  her  fash' 
ionable  acquaintance  would  by  no  means  fill  her  house,  so. 
she  took  the  upper  stratum  of  her  old  friends  and  sane 
wiched  them  in,  with  many  misgivings,  it  is  true,  but  trusi 
ing  to  good-fortune  and  her  own  tact  to  make  things  pass  oi 
smoothly.     The  result  may  be  anticipated. 

To  be  sure,  the  dancing  people  did  their  duty,  but  then 
was  no  mixing  such  discordant  elements.     One  might  hav) 
supposed  that  a  league  had  been  formed  to  crush  any  inter-; 
change  of  civilities. 

Poor  Jill,  with  her  head  splitting  and  a  very  white  faci 
went  around  smiling,  and  tried  to  do  her  duty,  but  herefforl 
were  unavailing. 

Mrs.  Hye  T)de  went  home  before  supper.  That  was  thi 
bitterest  draught. 

And  the  supper — well,  the  less  said  of  it  the  better, 
was  a  pity  that  Jill   had  taken  a  streak  of  economy  when 
came   to   that  part  of  the  programme  ;    but  she  had,  beinj 
impelled  thereto  by  Jack's  growls  of  discontent.    Well,  thei 
had  been  a  little  tiff  with  the  all-potent  French  gentlem; 
who  was  king  of  the  cuisine,  and  the  result  was  easy  t] 
foresee  again.     Revenge  was  eas;,  and  revenge  was  sweet.1 

The  supper  was  unduly  delayed,  to  begin  with,  and  w 
all  insufiicient,  to  end  with.  Jack  and  Jill  heard  varioi 
murmurs  of  dissatisfaction,  and  saw  motions  of  scarce! 
concealed  contempt ;  but  the  liquors  were  profuse,  and  gooj 
— of  their  kind.  Jack  had  attended  to  that.  And  the  gi' 
young  gentlemen,  making  up  for  the  lack  of  sohds,  grej 
gayer  as  the  night  wore  on.  Some,  in  fact,  were  a  littj 
boisterous,  and  had  to  be  smuggled  out  at  side-doors. 

Jill  was  ready  to  die  with   mortification.     She  began 
hate  them  all.     Would  they  never  go.'     Of  course,  even  tl 
last  lingerer  dropped  away  after  a  while.     Evenbody  cami 
up  and  simpered  : 

"  tiood-night ;  ^\  e've  had  such  a  delightful  evening." 

And  poor  Jill  smiled  a  ghastly  smile,  and  murmured  : 

"  Going  ? — so  soon  /' 

And  finally  they  were  all  really  and  truly  gone,  and  then 
Jill  crept  up  stairs,  and  went  into  hysterics  for  the  first — and 
last — time  in  her  life. 

She  could  not  come  down  stairs  that  day,  nor  the  next, 
nor  the  next,  nor  for  a  week. 

In  the  meantime  old  Aunt  Penryn  sent  for  her  trunks  and 
came  one  day,  ostensibly  to  say  good-bye,  but  I  don't  be- 
lieve she  said  it  after  all,  for  she  spent  the  whole  time  tell- 
ing Jill  all  the  disagreeable  things  she  had  heard  said,  sup- 
plemented by  all  the  disagreeable  things  she  could  think  o( 
herself,  winding  up  with  a  little  advice. 

"  It's  positively  no  use  for  you  to  try  to  go  into  good  so- 
ciety; not  yet  awhile  at  any  rate,  unless  Jack  should  get 
ver)-  wealthy,  and  that's  not  possible  while  you're  so  extrava- 
gant. Vou  might  get  along  with  fewer  servants.  I  did 
think  of  putting  Jack  in  charge  of  those  mills  of  mine  up 
country,  but  am  afraid  he's  growing  reckless.  Mr.  Garnet 
tells  me  he  has  been  speculating  deeply  in  stocks,  and  t/tai 
won't  do  you  know.  I  only  tell  you  this  for  your  own  good," 
she  went  on,  piously,  while  poor  Jill  withered  under  the 
tongue-lashing.  She  w-as  conscience-stricken,  else  she  wouli 
have  given  the  old  lady  a  Roland  for  her  Oliver. 

And  by  and  by  the  servants  came  to  tell  her  that  one  ol 
her  new  hall  statuettes,  bought  at  the  instigation  of  Aunl 
Pen.  and  Mrs.  Comstock,  had  been  thrown  down  and  shat- 
tered by  a  too  energetic  dancer. 

Well,  Jack's  mother  came  home  and  straightened  out  thi 
household   tangle  and    waited    on  Jill,   and — never  said 
word^  but  that  was  only  an  aggra\'ation. 

Jack  came  and  went,  and  tried  to  be  jolly,  but  it  was  eas; 
to  see  that  he  was  driven  hard.  He  was  getting  irritabli 
and  impatient,  too. 

Aunt  Pen.'s  visit  set  Jill  back  another  week.     Shewasnol 
seriously  ill,  only  weak  and  good-for-nothing.      It  was  thi 
reaction  from  her  gayeties.      She  had  got  to  the  top  of  tl 
hill  and  had  drawn  the  coveted  pail  of  water,  but  when  si 
tumbled  down  it  splashed  all  o\-er  her,  and  washed  awi 
her  heart-burning,  and  envy,  and  ambition.      She  had  ti 
to  think  it  all  over  lying  there  so  long. 

Jack's  mother  drew  the  ston'  of  all  his  embarrassmeni 
from  him  in  some  mysterious  way  that  only  mothers  know] 

It  was  worse  than  they  thought ;  but  by  and  by,  when  thi 
had  all  talked  it  over  together,  it  seemed  to  grow  lighter, 
burdens  shared  always  do.  And  Jill  herself  proposed  to  si 
their  house  and  live  any  way  for  a  little  while  until  they  coul 
do  better  ;  though  it  was  a  cross  to  give  up  everything — ni 
at  first,  perhaps  ;  it  is  so  easy  to  plunge  into  a  big  sacrifid 
but  the  little  stings  of  mortified  pride,  and  the  loss  of  dail 
conveniences,  the  small  hurts  were  hard  to  bear.  ^ 

But  by  the  time  summer  came,  as  Jill  was  still  weak,  they 
went  off  with  half  a  dozen  good  friends  down  the  coast, 
camping.    A  few  months  before  Jill  would  have  scorned  such 
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a  plebeian  pleasure-trip  ;  indeed,  she  had  planned  to  go  to 
White  Sulphur,  where  she  could  bask  in  the  halo  of  the  social 
planets  ;  and  she  even  ventured  to  think  of  herself  as  a  very 
pretty  little  satellite  ;  but  that  was  all  over  now.  I  confess 
that,  as  she  grew  stronger,  she  felt  pangs  of  worldliness  oc- 
casionally.   "When  the  devil  was  sick" — you  know  the  rest. 

But  she  had  long,  serious  conversations  with  the  trees,  and 
the  hills,  and  the  sea,  and  they  all  told  her  the  same  story  of 
something  better  than  fine  feathers  and  fine  cages.  She  was 
getting  frightened  about  Jack.  Aunt  Pen.  told  the  truth. 
He  iL'os  growing  reckless.  And  when  they  went  home — like 
the  good  girl  that  she  was — she  set  herself  to  work  undoing 
all  she  had  done  ;  and,  in  trying  to  help  Jack,  did  herself 
much  good. 

This  sounds  highly  moral  and— improbable';  but,  once  in 
a  century  or  so,  a  stray  reformer  does  manage  to  turn  over  a 
new  leaf  which  is  not  quite  like  the  old.  It  was  hard  work  ; 
but,  as  I  have  said  before,  Jill  had  a  good  deal  of  what  peo- 
ple vaguely  call  "character;"  so  she  worked  out  her  own 
salvation,  and  Jack's  too,  in  slow  but  resolute  fashion. 

Perhaps  you've  already  surmised  that  Aunt  Pen.  has  never 
left  them  any  money  ;  in  fact,  I  don't  think  she  will  ever  die  ; 
but  they  don't  care  much  now,  and  have  ceased  to  speculate 
on  the  amount  of  her  fortune. 

And  Jack's  mother  stays  on  and  on,  and  takes  care  of  the 
children  as  they  come,  and  is  truly  thankful,  poor  soul,  for 
what  she  receives  in  the  way  of  stray  kindnesses  and  "daily 
bread."  And — that's  all,  I  believe,  except  that  Jill  had  her 
broken  statuette  pieced  together  again,  and  keeps  it  as  a  sort 
of  mortification  to  the  flesh  whenever  she  feels  a  longing  for 
the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  and  as  a  reminder  of  her  struggles 
up  the  hill  of  "Good  Society."  Q.  T. 

Belmont,  August  4,  1878. 


More  of  Special  Education. 


ON  SHADOW  LAKE, 


BY   MAY   N.  HAWLEY. 


Editors  Argonaut: — I  perused,  with  much  interest,  an 
article  in  a  late  number  of  the  Argonaut,  commending  the 
action  of  the  Board  of  School  Directors,  dropping  some  of 
the  special  teachers  of  language,  whereby  the  city  will  hence 
forth  be  saved  an  annual  expenditure  of  $7,000.      I   concur 
most  heartily  with  you  in  your  ideas  with  reference  to  these 
matters,    I  protest  against  the  instruction  of  accomplishments 
in  our  public  schools,  upon  the  ground  that  three-founhs 
of  the  pupils  are  children  of  poor  parents,  and  necessity 
compels  them  to  leave  school  at  an  early  age.     This  is  par- 
ticularly the  case  with  our  boys,  many  of  whom  are  obliged 
to  enter  the  lists  and  begin  the  battle  of  life  before  having 
completed  a  grammar  school  course.     What  utter  folly  it  is 
then  to  waste  their  precious  time  in  the  study  of  empty  ac- 
complishments, whose  value  to  them  in  after  years  is  simply 
infinitesimal  !      How  much  more  sensible  it  were  to  instruct 
them  thoroughly  in  such  branches  which  will  be  of  material 
assistance  to  them  in  their  efforts  to  gain  a  livelihood,  instead 
of  frittering  away  hour  upon  hour,  and  having  nothing  in  the 
end  but  a  smattering  of  foreign  languages,   drawing   and 
music,  and  still  less  knowledge  of  the  common  rudiments  of 
an  English  education.      Now  that  the  directors  have  begun 
the  good  work  of  reform  and  economy,  let  them  not  stop 
until  they  have  dipensed  with  more  of  these  unnecessary 
evils,  these  special  teachers,  who  are  drawing  heavily  upon 
the  tax-payers'  money,  and  who  in  return  are  giving  little  or 
no  service.     In  connection  with  this  subject  allow  me  to  call 
your  attention,  Mr.  Editor,  to  a  few  facts  in  regard  to  the 
music  supposed  to  be  taught  entirely  by  special  teachers, 
whose  salaries  amount  annually  to  over  $10,000     In  the  first 
place,  a  Principal  of  Music  is  employed  at  $200  per  month, 
whose  duty  is  to  superintend  the  instruction  of  that  accom- 
plishment, in  order  to  do  which  he  must  visit  the  different 
schools,  not  occasiojially,  h\3X  frequently^  to  discover  whether 
the  work  is  being  carried  on  properly  and  efliciently.      Such 
being  the  case,  the  following  query  is  pertinent:  Why  does 
he  confine  all  his  time  and  attention  to  some  schools  in  par- 
ticular, to  the   complete   neglect    of  others  ?     One    of  the 
largest  schools  in  this  city  has  not  been  visited  by  this  man 
for  more  than  a  year,  but  has  been  left  entirely  to  the  mercy 
of  his  assistants  ;  and  oh,  Mr.  Editor,  such  assistants.    One 
whom  I  now  recall,  and  who  evidently  hails  from  the  Green 
Isle,  in  his  fruitless  efforts  to  instil  the  rudiments  of  music 
into  the  youthful  mind,  addresses  the  pupils  in  a  brogue  so 
utterly  unintelligible  at  times  that  one  is  at  a  loss  to  deter- 
mine whether  he  is  instructing  in  his  native  Irish  or  not.    In 
the  study  of  a  foreign  language  a  good  accent  is  certainly  a 
most  essential  requirement,  and  is  one  of  the  first  things  to 
be  acquired,  but  I  fancy  that  parents  are  not  particularly  de 
sirous  of  having  their  children  learn  to  sing  with  a  brogue 
Another  assistant  is  employed,  whose  position  was  never  be 
stowed  upon  her  because  of  her  ability  to  sing,  neither  for 
her  tact  in  imparting  the  extremely  small  amount  of  knowl- 
edge she  possesses  of  the  branch  she  pretends  to  teach,  and 
for  which  overwhelming  1  ?j  labor  she  is  remunerated  witti  the 
very  handsome  salary  of  $125  per  month.     Shall  I  term  it 
instruction  or  merely  repetition  when  some  of  the  lower 
grades  under  the  supei-vision  of  this  special  teacher  have  not 
been  taught  by  her  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  little  song  for 
months  and  months  past?     Children  grow  weary  of  repeti- 
tion; it  becomes  monotonous  and  uninteresting,  and  they  are 
ever  on  the  qui  vive  for  some  novelty.     Mr.  Editor,  in  our 
primary  schools  the  regular  teacher  does  the  work,  and  I  do 
most  emphatically  assert  that,  without  her  continued  efforts, 
the  pupils  would  gain  little  or  no  knowledge  of  music.     If 
music  must  be  taught,  our  class  teachers  are  able  and  willing 
to  do  so  in  the  future  as  they  have  ever  done  in  the  past. 
The  special  teacher,  who  receives  $1,500  per  annum,  is  re- 
garded merely  as  a  visitor  (and  a  very  intrusive  one  some- 
times), who  calls  occasionally  to  listen,  and  to  comment, 
upon  the  work  accomplished  by  the  class  teacher,  who  is  paid, 
in  some  instances,  but  half  the  salary  of  the  more  favored 
special.     School  directois,  du  not  weary  with  well  doing  ;  in- 
vestigate these  matters,  and  you  will  find  that  you  can  easily 
dispense  with  some  of  these  special  teachers,  without  any 
loss  whatever  to  the  children,  and  with  considerable  gain  to 
your  funds.     But  enough  of  the  music  question  at  present. 
Yours,  truly,  R.  G.  D. 


t 


The  "Keramic"  bathing  suit  is  the  latest.  It  is  made  of 
gayly  figured  cloth,  and  makes  the  bather  look  like  a  coUec 
tion  of  foreign  postage  stamps. 

Three  may  keep  a  secret,  if  two  of  them  are— dead. 


Nestled  among  Sierra's  minarets, 

Blue,  ragged  peaks,  and  breezy  wooded  slopes, 

Where  the  wind  whispers  to  ihe  pines  in  tropes 

Of  musical  despair — alternate  hopes — 

A  long  blue  line  of  lake  shines  through  the  line  of  nets 

Of  inlaced  branches  on  its  wild,  steep  shore. 

All  day  the  restless  aspen  shakes  before 

The  cool,  fresh  wind  ;  the  tamaracks  fling  plumes 

Of  dark,  rich  fragrance  downward  to  the  spumes 

From  foam -crests  flecking  the  incoming  sweep 

Of  plangent  waves  against  their  feet ;   the  steep. 

Grim,  granite  mountains  throw  ilie  shores  in  shade, 

Save  when  the  =im  sails  in  high  majesty 

Through  the  broad  track  of  noon.     Then  shadows  fade 

And  melt  into  the  cool,  dark  wood,  till  day 

Softly  from  Shadow  Lake  is  chased  away. 

Deep  in  the  fragrant  wood,  in  days  of  old. 
Before  the  land  was  stricken  in  the  quest 
For  the  rich  treasure  of  its  hidden  gold. 
There  dwelt  two  roving  princes  of  the  west — 
Princes,  in  that  they  twain  might  have  possessed 
The  princeliest  realm  of  the  Sierra's  land  ; 
And,  undisputed  then,  their  claims  might  stand, 
Since  they  alone  had  cared  to  claim  the  vast 
Pure-tenipled  wood  in  those  days  of  the  past. 

They  came  together  on  ihe  lone  lake's  shore — 
Glancing  with  questant  eyes  each  other  o'er. 
Unused  to  meeting  strangers  in  the  wood. 
One  dark,  the  other  fair;  both  of  proud  blood  — 
Castilian — strong,  unfettered,  unrestrained. 
The  fairest  smiled.     "Friend,''  said  he,  "I  have  gained 
This  spot  by  chance.     If  thou  with  solitude 
Prefer  to  share,  I  leave  to  thee  this  wood," 
"Nay,''  said  the  other,  frankly,  "we  will  be 
Two  princes  of  one  royal  family. 
And  share  the  throne  between  us.     I  am  he 
Men  call  De  Castro.     Who  art  thou,  O  Prince?'' 
The  fair  one  answered,  merrily  :  "Ay,  since 
Thy  whim  is  for  a  title,  mine  shall  be 
The  Prince  Delgardo.     Surely,  royalty 
Ne'er  had  less  cares  of  state  than  thine  and  mine. 
Thy  hand.  O  Prince !  and  this  lake  holds  the  wine 
Spilled  on  our  coronation'' — stooping  down 
To  lift  the  water  in  his  hollowed  hand 
And  shower  it.  diamond-like,  upon  them  both. 
Then,  clasping  hands  an  instant — nothing  loth, 
They  wandered  up  the  green  aisles  of  the  wood. 
And  left  the  blue  lake  to  its  solitude. 

Thereafter,  sounded  through  the  mystic  pines. 
Through  groves  of  cottonwood  and  tamarack. 
The  whirr  of  startled  wings  and  the  sharp  crack 
Of  death -aimed  guns;   the  rabbit,  at  such  times. 
Pausing  one  palpitant  instant  to  look  back. 
Laid  slender  ears  against  his  neck  and  flew 
With  light  leaps  through  the  wood.    The  startled  deer, 
With  heads  upflung,  moist  from  the  streamlet  clear 
Beneath  their  muzzles,  heard  the  sound  and  knew 
Death-warrant's  future  seal,  and  trembhng  fled 
Deeper  within  the  forest.     "Through  the  night 
The  broad  red  glare  from  the  camp-fire  was  shed 
Out  on  the  black  flood  of  the  lake,  where  stars 
With  lustrous  fire  shivered  into  light  ; 
And  the  pale  moon -beams  crossed  the  lake  in  bars 
Between  the  pines  dark  stems.     Delgaido  wrought, 
Fleetly  and  skilled,  a  graceful,  slender  boat. 
Rounded  and  shapen  with  an  art  which  sought 
To  make  most  perfect  work.     It  lay  afloat 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  lake  at  last, 
Fitted  with  oars  and  one  tall  slender  mast. 
To  which  a  sail  clung,  fluttering  in  the  wind  — 
Bought  from  some  Indians  straying  through  the  land. 
The  light  thing  answered  to  Delgardo's  hand. 
And  through  rich  days  in  dreaminess  of  mind 
They  floated  with  the  breeze,  or  idly  tried 
To  count  the  pebbles  in  some  shallow,  where 
The  sp>eckled  trout  unfearingly  would  glide 
Beneath  the  simUt  waters  heaving  there. 

There  came  one  day  to  that  secluded  shore 
One  whom  Delgardo  named  Princess  Inore ; 
Her  friends  attendant  begged  the  right  to  stay 
For  rest  from  travel  by  the  lake  a  day  ; 
It  might  be  more,  for  they  had  come  from  far 
And  were  aweary.     So  Delgardo  said. 
Kindly  and  courteously,  with  bended  head  ; 
"Most  welcome,  friends!    -Ml  that  we  have  is  thine!" 
De  Castro  silent  stood  and  made  no  sign — 
Save  when  Inore  thanked  his  friend  graciously, 
Pleased  with  his  fair  face  and  his  courtesy. 

The  day  of  rest  was  lengthened  into  two. 
Those  two  into  a  week,  and  the  week  grew 
Into  the  semblance  of  a  month,  and  still 
Inore  had  lingered  by  the  lake  until 
The  sweet  midsummer  threatened  to  be  gone. 
The  days  with  magic  splendor,  one  by  one. 
Rose  from  beyond  the  line  of  dim  blue  hills. 
Filled  to  the  doming  sky,  failed  to  the  west. 
And  slipped  from  sight  as  twilight,  from  its  rest, 
p'lung  to  the  breeze  the  essence  night  distills. 

Through  the  cool  woods  De  Castro  and  Inore 

Wandered  in  golden  afternoons  ;  she  knew 

His  passionate  regard  led  him  to  woo 

And  win  her,  distant  from  the  blue  lake's  shore 

Where  his  fair  rival  waited  their  return. 

Vain  was  his  care ;  love  never  can  unlearn 

The  spells  it  caught  in  weaving  subtle  nets 

To  snare  the  human  heart.      De  Castro  brought 

Wild  flowers  to  deck  her  flowing  midnight  hair. 

Strings  of  red  berries  for  her  round  arms  and  her  bare 

Brown  throat  and  bosom  ;  eagerly  he  sought 

Tne  richest  treasures  of  the  wood  to  find, 

.And  poured  them  at  her  feet ;  he  could  not  bind 

To  his  her  gentle  heart,  yet  that  she  feared 

To  rouse  the  evil  in  his  breast  she  said 

No  word  by  which  he  deemed  himself  endeared. 

Nor  any  word  lest  he  had  wished  her  dead. 

At  eventide  she  floated  on  the  lake 

In  the  white  boat  steered  by  Delgardo's  hand. 

The  while  De  Castro  watched  them  from  the  land 

With  sullen  brows  and  folded  arms.     What  time 

The  silver  waters  parted  in  the  wake 

Of  the  swift  boat  her  light  laugh  floated  out. 

And  all  her  heart  was  buoyant  as  with  wine. 

The  fair,  frank  Prince  Delgardo  had  no  doubt 

To  mar  their  pleasance.     Nay,  he  even  felt 

A  sorrow  through  his  gen'rous  bosom  stir 

At  thought  of  his  dark  rival's  agony. 

And  said  low  to  Iiimself,   "For  wounding  her 

I  can  not  do  it  ;  for  myself  I  cry. 

Take  her,  O  friend  ;  and  I  would  you  could  make 

Her  happiness  beside  the  light  of  thine ! 

If  this  be  not,  then  doT  claim  her  mine." 


Lightly  one  night  the  boat  returned,  and  lay 
White  in  the  fire-light  from  the  shore  which  shone 
With  fitful  gleams  upon  the  waves ;  the  moan 
Of  waving  pines  rolled  downward  to  the  bay, 
And  spread  with  hollow  echoes  on  the  shore. 
De  Castro  woke  from  troubled  sleep  before 
The  last  red  gleam  had  faded  from  the  night. 
And  saw  the  light  boat  tossing  on  the  wave. 
Some  subtle  purpose  fired  his  soul ;  he  gave 
A  swift,  exultant  glance  around;  no  sight 
Of  living  thing  rewarded  his  keen  eye. 
In  the  night  silence  not  a  soul  was  nigh 
Save  the  sleep-chained  Delgardo  in  the  boat, 
As  tilted  by  the  waves  it  lay  afloat. 

It  was  Delgardo's  habit  oft  to  sleep 

In  swinging  slumber  on  the  silver  waves  ; 

He  said  their  lapping  made  his  slumbers  deep, 

And  the  slow  ripple  washing  shoreward  lulled 

The  lesser  murmurs  of  the  night  to  rest. 

Upon  the  shore  there  stood  a  great  tree,  culled 

By  dark  De  Castro  from  them  all  as  best 

And  fittest  for  his  purpose.     Strong  and  tall — 

A  gnarled  old  cedar  stretching  out  mute  limbs 

Rigid  through  pain.     De  Castro  marked  its  fall 

One  day  in  evil  mood,  and  how  there  lay 

The  white  boat  in  the  shadow  of  its  arms. 

So  when  the  camp  was  lonely  one  fair  day. 

And  brooding  silence  woke  not  to  alarms 

Of  stranger  sounds,  De  Castro  cut  the  tree. 

But  let  it  stand  defying  scrutiny. 

Wedging  it  carefully  till  but  a  sweep 

Of  western  wind  had  blown  it  from  its  hold 

Headlong  upon  the  bosom  of  the  deep 

Blue  lake,  whereon  the  white  boat  gently  rolled. 

De  Castro  caught  a  club,  and  cautiously 
With  Indian  cunning  crept  toward  the  tree  ; 
At  one  strong  blow  the  wedge  flew,  and  the  sound 
Falling  among  the  hollow  hills  inwound 
With  the  death  groan  the  tiee  gave  as  it  fell. 
A  jet  of  flame  rose  from  the  smouldering  fire, 
Flinging  a  weird  light  out  upon  the  lake  ; 
Some  prescient  spirit  bade  the  sleeper  wake — 
And  starting  up  with  hands  outflung.  the  spire 
Of  pale  flame  threw  its  lance  upon  the  boat 
And  showed  the  slender  figure  of  Inore ! 

O  then  a  wild  cry  thrilled  along  the  shore. 
And  in  the  instant  ere  the  great  tree  fell 
De  Castro  sprang  into  the  lake !     The  rush 
Of  writhing  branches  bore  them  down  ;  the  swell 
Of  the  lashed  water  surged  upon  the  beach. 
And  with  a  hiss  the  camp-fire  died.     Then  hush 
Of  night  and  silence  dwelt  there  evermore. 


Delgardo's  spirit  haunts  the  blue  lake  still, 
The  Indians  say.  ,  Like  Aedon  of  old. 
He  pined  through  grief  until  his  fate  was  told, 
And  as  a  lonely  bird  is  heard  his  note 
Beneath  the  dusk  of  evening  from  the  hill ; 
Ever  alone  the  stricken  echoes  float. 
Meeting  no  answering  echoes,  and  the  night 
Leans  to  his  sad  complaint  \sith  tender  breast 
And  gives  him  hearing  for  his  grief's  unrest. 
But  hushes  him  to  silence  with  the  light 

By  day  the  sun-waves  ripple  o'er  the  spot. 
And  in  their  brightness  this  tale  is  forgotj— 
But  underneath  the  waters  one  may  see 
Even  now  the  skeleton  of  memory. 
For  the  long  shape  of  the  white  boat  starts  up. 
Startling,  distinct,  from  its  unquiet  bed. 
To  the  keen  watcher  sailing  overhead  ; 
And  through  the  quivering  waters  one  may  see 
The  clasping  branches  of  the  cedar  tree 
Across  its  slight  white  shape  imprisoning 
With  iron  arms  the  old-time  dainty  thing 
Which  rode  the  waves  with  ease  ;  around  it  play 
Scaled  silver-fish,  and  all  the  summer  day 
The  fearful  aspen  shudders  on  the  shore 
And  the  pines  moan  and  murmur  evermore. 
North  Columbia,  Cal.,  July27,  1878. 


The  Mother's  Prayer. 


A  winters  night— the  wind  was  blowing  wild 
Around  a  home  where  want  and  sorrow  dwelt. 

And  by  the  bedside  of  a  dying  child 

In  tears  and  prayers  a  widowed  mother  knelt. 

And  lo  !   an  angel  bright  stood  by  her  side. 

To  whom  the  mother:  "Wherefore  do  you  come?" 
And  tenderly  the  shining  one  replied: 
"  To  take  your  darUng  to  a  happier  home," 

The  mother  spoke:  "'Tis  cruel  and  unkind^ 
To  take  my  child  and  let  me  linger  still." 

The  angel:  "Mother,  if  you  were  not  blind. 

You  would  bow  down  in  reverence  to  His  will." 

The  mother  said,   "Much  son-ow  I  have  seen; 

Filled  to  the  brim  with  care  and  misery 
My  cup  of  life  for  many  years  has  been; 

Then  do  not  take  my  only  joy  from  me." 

The  angel  answered:  "If  a  mother's  tears 
Might  change  the  ruling  of  the  God  above. 

And  if  your  son  might  live  to  manhood's  years, 

No  blessing,  but  a  curse,  the  change  would  prove. '' 

"  I  care  not  what  his  lot  in  life  may  be," 

The  mother  sobbed,  "but  leave  my  little  dear." 

"You  care  not.  "  said  the  angel;    "list  to  me. 

And  from  his  life  one  passage  you  will  hear: 

"  Your  son  will  woo  a  maiden  fair  and  good. 

And  win  her  from  her  home  and  country  life, 
And  she  will  barter  truth  and  maidenhood 
To  be  to  him  his  everything  but  wife. 

"  And  he  will  tire  of  the  poor  girl  at  last. 

And  on  a  night  like  this,  of  storm  and  sleet, 
With  baby  in  her  arms,  she  shall  be  cast 
Out  of'her  home  to  pensh  in  the  street." 

The  mother  rose.     "My  prayer  I  do  recall. 

Take  him.     A  single  tear  I  will  not  shed. 
If  by  his  living  one  poor  soul  might  fall. 

I  would  a  tliousand  times  that  he  were  dead," 

The  angel  spoke:  "A  mother's  love  is  true. 

I  take  your  little  one.  but  he  will  wait. 
Sinless  and  beautiful,  to  welcome  you. 

When  life  is  o'er,  beside  the  jasper  gale." 

And  saying  this,  he  vanished  from  the  place.     \ 
And  as  the  mother  knelt  beside  the  bed. 

She  kissed  her  little  infant's  pallid  face. 
And  spoke:  "I  thank  Thee,  God,   .hat  ! 
San  Franci.sco,  August  3,  1878. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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At  his  coiinlr)'  residence — Belmont — on  Thursday  evening, 
Senator  Sharon  gave  an  entertainment  to  nearly  a  thousand 
guests  ;  the  occasion  being  the  entrA'  into  society  of  his 
youngest  daughter.  Miss  Flora.  The  Belmont  mansion  is 
the  fonner  residence  of  Mr.  Ralston,  famous  for  its  hospi- 
lalilics  and  the  character  of  its  receptions  during  Mr.  Ral- 
ston's  career,  where  every  distinguished  stranger  that  visited 
our  coast  was  made  a  welcome  guest.  Mr.  Sharon  has  suc- 
ceeded, not  only  to  Mr.  Ralston's  mansion,  but  to  his  hospi- 
table disposition,  in  throwing  open  his  house  to  people  who 
move  in  good  society.  In  recalling  the  splendid  wedding 
festivities  at  his  town  house  on  Sutter  Street,  at  the  marriage 
of  his  daughter  with  Mr.  Frank  Newlands,  we  ought  not  to 
hint  that  Senator  Sharon  has  entered  upon  a  new  life  in  re- 
moving to  a  new  house.  The  wedding  to  which  we  refer  was 
the  social  event  of  the  year  in  which  it  occurred  ;  the  enter- 
tainment given  at  the  Belmont  mansion  to  the  Earl  and 
Countess  of  Dufferin  was  the  event  of  its  season,  as  the 
splendid  festivities  of  Thursday  evening  is  likely  to  be  the 
crowning  event  of  this  year's  social  campaign.  The  rendez- 
vous at  the  Southern  Pacific  depot  was  prompt,  responsive 
to  the  following  simple  invitation  : 

The  Hon.  \VM.  SH.XRON      ■ 

Requests  tliL-  plciisure  of  your  company. 

at  Belmont. 

ThurscUy  evening,  .\ugust  8th. 

C-irs  leave  comer  Third  and  Tounsend  Streets,  at  8  o'cUkU. 

R.  S.  V.  P. 

Soon  after  the  appointed  hour  full  fifteen  car-loads  of  ladies 
and  gentlemen  were  en  route  for  San  Mateo.  All  the  ve- 
hicles of  the  county  seemed  in  waiting  at  Hclnioni,  and  in 
a  short  time  the  guests  were  being  driven  through  the  ele- 
gant grounds  and  illuminated  groves  that  environ  the  spa- 
cious mansion  of  the  Senator.  It  was  a  brilliant  affair.  All 
that  wealth  and  generous  mtcnt  could  accomplish  was  done 
for  the  entertainment  and  pleasure  of  his  numerous  guests. 
Good  society  was  in  its  best  dress  and  on  its  best  behavior. 
That  it  was  a  most  agreeable  aflair  it  is  only  necessary-  to 
say  that  nearly  a  thousand  pleasure-seeking  people  were 
thrown  together  in  a  spacious  and  elegant  mansion,  brilliant 
with  light,  adorned,  with  flowers,  filled  with  sen^ants,  pro- 
vided with  music,  and  a  banquet  of  all  the  luxuries,  and  in- 
vited to  enjoy  themselves,  as  most  assuredly  they  did,  till 
the  morning  dawn  dimmed  the  thousand  glimmering  lights 
that  had  adorned  the  grounds.  It  would  seem  invidious  to 
describe  a  score,  or  even  a  hundred,  of  the  very  costly  and 
elegant  toilets  of  the  ladies,  where  all  were  exceptionally 
and  fashionably  clad.  It  would  seem  to  us  inappropriate  to 
mark  for  special  notice  jewels  and  fabrics  which  wealth  can 
produce,  and  omit  a  description  of  the  graces  and  beauties, 
the  deportment  and  elegance,  which  belong  to  culture,  birth, 
and  breeding.  Among  the  invited  guests  we  mention  the 
following  : 


Mr.  and  Mre.  A.<.hbumer. 

Mayor  AUord. 

Geneml  Alc.tinder. 

Mr.  and  Mr^.  ,\ver)-. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pelham  .Ames, 

Mr.  F.  Atherton, 

Miss  Adanu, 

Miss  Anna  Alexander. 

Mr.  and  Mrs,  Joseph  .Austin, 

Miss  Allen. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alchcson. 

Misses  Ashe. 

Mr.  Bradford. 

Dr.  Boshic. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  J.  Bryant. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brumagem. 

Wm.  Lane  Booker. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  P.  Blanchard. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boardman. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Handing. 

Mr.  and  Mra.  Brcckenridge. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alex.  Badlam. 

Mr.  BrowTi, 

Miss  E>ollic  Brown, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rorroilhet. 

Mr.  and  Mrs,  G.  T.  Bromle>-, 

Mr.  and  Mr^.  W.  Bcllrjc. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Burling. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Jeremiah  Blade. 

Air.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Barron, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  D.  Bacon. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Bailev. 

Dr.  and  Mhl  Buck'nall. 

Captain  and  Mrs.  J.  H.  P«ard. 

Colonel  and  Mre.  Baker. 

Colonel  and  Mrs,  Bradley,  | 

Charles  W'olcoi  Brooks. 

Newton  Booth. 

Miss  Banks. 

Mr.  and  Mre.  Kxler. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  Barnes. 

Mr.  and  Mr.  Bishop. 


Miss  Bishop.    ■ 
William  T.  Rnbcock. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  I.  Pnshop. 
Miss  Brcnham. 
Jules  Burling, 
Mr,  Mrs.  and  Miss  Beaver. 
Dr.  Brigham, 
Mr.  George  Bonny. 
Mr.  and  Mis.  Jos.  Rinon, 
Mr.  and  Mrs,  Alex.  Baldwin, 
Miss  Mary  Bates. 
General  and  Mrs.  Cobb, 
Judge  and  Miss  CurTC>-. 
Lieutenant  Cheney. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Coming. 
Judge  and  Mrs.  Crockett. 
"Slisscs  Crockcil, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Coey, 
Senator  and  Mrs.  Cole, 
Miss  Cole. 
Misses  Coleman, 
Senator  and  Mrs.  Casscrly. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Coleman, 
Mr.  Che\-assus. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  Castle. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  F.  CasUe. 
Mr.  and  Mrs,  Charles  Crocker, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  D'.  D.  Colton, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howard  Coit. 
Mr.  Crittenden. 
Miss  Crittenden. 
Miss  Mari.-in  Cashing. 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cushing. 
Miss  Coffee. 
Misses  Chamberlain, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jennings  S.  Cox. 
Miss  Coggcshall. 
Mr.  and  .Mrs.  Cheeseman, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clement, 
Mr.  and  Miss  CogbiU. 
Fred.  Crocker. 
Miss  Chadwick. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Crafts, 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Campbell. 

Frank  X.  Cicotl,      j...  ,  . 

P.  H.  Canavan, 

Mr.  and  Mrs,  Donahue, 

Miss  Donahue, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Is.i;ic  Davis, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Honicc  Davis. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Daingerficld, 

\\x,  W.  X.  niggle, 

Mr.  Ktigt-ne  Dewey. 

Charles  Uungnn, 

General  and  Mrs.  Dodge. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  1.  T.  Doyle. 

Lieulen:tnt  and  Mrs.   Delahanty, 

Mr.  and  .Mrs.  Oeckcr, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alex.  Del  Mar. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  C.  T.  Deanc, 

Misses  Dennis, 

Misses  Dearborn, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Delmas. 

>!iss  Ida  Davis, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  W.  Dwindle, 

Miss  Ida  Davis. 

Captain  and  Mrs.  Eldridge, 

Miss  Kldridgc, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Einilio, 

.Mrs.  and  Miss  Ktain, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Earle, 

I>r.  and  Mrs.  Eckel, 

Misses  Eckel. 

Mrs.  Henry  Edgerton. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  P.  Evans, 

Mrs.  and  Miss  Easton, 

Mr.  EbiuUiUo, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Freeborn, 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Stephen  J.  Field, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  B.  Forbes. 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  Fry, 

Edward  Fr>*, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fall. 

Miss  Fall. 

Mrs.  J.  B.  Felton. 

("harlts  Felton, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  j.  C.  Fair, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  C.  Flood, 

Miss  Flood, 

Mrs.  Foster, 

General  and  Mrs.  French. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alex.  Forbes, 

•Misses  Forbes, 

Captain  and  Mrs.  Field. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thos.  Finley, 

Henr)'  S.  Filch, 

Mr.  Franklin. 

Lieutenant  Greenough, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gould, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Graves. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Gwin, 

Miss  Gwin, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Txiuis  Gamett, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  CJoodman. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gilman, 

Miss  Gordon, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Grealhouse, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  L.  Gould. 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  Granniss, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gashwiler. 

Comni.inder  Glass, 

Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Gear)-, 

Col.  and  Mrs.  Geo.  Gray, 

Miss  Gray. 

Misses  Gamett, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  B.  Haggin, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Louis  Haggin, 

Mr.  Heydenfeldt. 

Judge  Hastings  and  sons, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Huntington, 

.Miss  Huntington, 

Ben  Holladay.  Jr.. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Hager. 

Judge  Hoge, 

'Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hitchcock, 

R.  Y.  Ha>-ne. 

Mrs.  Hugerson. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  W.  Houard, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.    Hallet. 

Major  R.  P.  Hammond  and  sons, 

Judge  Ogden  Hoflfman, 

Horace  L.  Hill. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lucien   Hermann, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Theo.  Hay, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hall. 

R.  C.  Hall. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hutchinson, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hemphill, 

Mr.  and  Miss  Hawldns, 

Edward  Hooper. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Holt. 

Miss  Julia  Holt. 

Governor  and  Mrs.  Haight. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Huntsman. 

Chancellor  Howard, 

Horace  L.  Hill, 

Sol.  Heydenfeldt.  Jr.. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hciid. 

Senator  and  Mrs.  John  P.  Jones, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Louis  Janin. 

Mr.  Henry  Janin, 

Mr.  and  -Mrj.  Tcnks, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  1.  P.  Jackson. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rosevelt  Jones, 

Miss  Rosevelt  Jones. 

"The  Only  Jones." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jarboe. 

Lieui.-Gov.  and  Mrs.  Johnson, 

Miss  Ada  Johnson. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kinsey. 

T.  Kearney, 

General  and  Mrs.  Kaulz, 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Kcene>-, 

General  and  Mrs.  E.  D.  Keyes, 

Rev.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Kendig, 

Qeneral  and  Mrs,  Kellon, 

Major  Keelcr, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kittle, 

J.  G.  Kellogg, 

.Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  Adolphe  Low, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  I..OW. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Lake. 

^Ir.  and  Mrs.  Lawson, 

Governor  and  Mrs.  Low, 

H.  Logan. 

Misses  I.^hsc. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  M.  I-ent, 

Milton  S.  I^tham, 

Nicholas  Luning, 

Reuben  Lloyd, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  T.  T^awton, 

Miss  I^throp, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lightner, 

Edward  LeBreton, 

Mr.  and  Mk.  Livermore. 


Orlando  Lawton. 

Misses  Lake, 

Miss  I^iwton. 

Captain  and  Mrs.  Maury, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Govcrneur  Morris, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Macondray, 

Mr.  Madden. 

judge  and  Mrs.  McKinstrj-. 

".Mr.  and  Mrs.  |olin  Maynard, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kobert  Morrow. 

General  and  Mrs.  McDowell, 

Misses  McDowell, 

General  and  Mrs.  Myers, 

General  and  Mrs.  Miller, 

Miss  Dora  Miller. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hall  McAllister. 

Misses  .McMlisier, 

G.  T.  Marye. 

Dr.  Maxwell, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edgar  Mills, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  McMuUen. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.aspcr  McDonald, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  "Slark  McDonald. 

Misses  Maynard. 

Mrs.  I>afayetie  Maynard, 

H.  Mitchell, 

Miss  Majilton, 

Mr,  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Merrill, 

Mr.,  Mrs.  and  Miss  l'..  Martin, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  McCoppin, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  (has.  Mcl,ane, 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  Mendell, 

Charles  Mayne, 

B.  M.  Maynard. 

Mr.,  Mrs.  and  Miss  Msisters, 

Frederick  .Mason, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Morse, 

('ommodore  McDougal, 

Miss  Opie  McDougal, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chas.  McLaughUn, 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Meares, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  Norris. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Newlands, 

Miss  Jessie  Newlands, 

Robert  Nutall, 

H,  M.  Naglee, 

Mrs.  and  Miss  Neville, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  R.  L.  Ogden, 

Mrs.  James  Otis, 

D.  J.  Oliver, 

Miss  Oliver, 

Mrs.  and  Miss  O'Brien, 

y.  W.  Praiher. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  M.  Pixley, 

Miss  Katie  Plume. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  V.  Plume. 

Mrs.  Theodore  Payne, 

Warren  and  Theodore  Payne, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jules  Parrott, 

Tiburcio  Parrott, 

Governor  and  Mrs.  Pacheco. 

General  and  Mrs.  Potter. 

General  and  Mrs.  Prince. 

Mrs.  Patten, 

Miss  Poelt, 

Misses  Parott, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Prescott, 

Miss  Peters, 

Miss  Perry, 

Julian  Rix, 

Mrs.  Edmund  Randolph, 

Miss  Randolph, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Reqim, 

John  Roman. 

.Mr.  and  Mrs.  Redington, 

R.  C.  Rogers. 

Robert  Roy, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robinson, 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Rhodes, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chris.  Reis. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jackson  RaJston, 

Mr.  L.  L.  Robinson, 

Miss  Ransome. 

Mrs.  De  Russey, 

Miss  Kaynor, 

Misses  Redington, 

J.  A.  Robinson, 

Governor  and  Mrs.  Stanford. 

Commodore  and  Mrs.  Spotis, 

Miss  Lizzie  Spotts, 

Dr.  Shorb, 

Mrs.  M.  D.  L.  Simpson, 

Miss  Bessie  Simpson, 

Mrs,  and  Miss  Swearingen. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Sunderland. 

Senator  and  Mrs.  Sargenl, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Skae, 

Senator  and  Mrs.  W.  M.  Stewart. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Spaulding, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  T.  Selby, 

Miss  .Sterling, 

Eugene  Sullivan. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Shreve, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sedg\nck, 

Mrs.  E.  F.  Sherwood, 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  Stewart, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Irving  Scott, 

Hon.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Seward, 

Mr.  Stoutenborough, 

Mr,  and  Mrs.  G.  F.  Smith, 

Judge  L.  Sawyer, 

ftlisses  .Stevenson. 

Miss  Bessie  Sedgwick, 

Governor  Safford. 

Mr,  and  Mrs.  Selfridge, 

Mrs.  Henley  Smith. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Smith. 

Wavcrly  Sterley, 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Sanderson. 

N.  B.  Stone, 

Temple  Spotts, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  M.  Sillim. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tallant, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stuart  Taylor, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lloyd  Te^is, 

Wm.  Neely  Thompson, 

Mr.  and  ^Iis5  Thibault. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  D.  Thornton, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  Thornton, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  R.  Tobin, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tompkins, 

A  S.  Tubbs, 

Mrs.  Bessie  Thornton, 

MissTibbitts, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tuttic. 

Miss  Tompkins, 

Miss  Thompson, 

Miss  Thresher, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tubbs, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tildcn. 

Miss  Trowbridge. 

Mr.  and  Mrs,  W.  Tombull, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  L'nderhill, 


Miss  Van  Rcyncgom, 

Mr.  Venue. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Van  Rensalaer, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Vassault, 

Misses  Vassault, 

Mrs.  and  Miss  Van  Voorhecs, 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Wright, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wilson, 

Mr.  Wilclisky, 

John  Weller. 

Nlr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Weller, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  L.  Weaver, 

Miss  Maria  Wood, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wlieeler. 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Wallace, 


Mr.  and  Miss  Wood. 

Mr..  Mrs.  and  Miss  White, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  T.  Watkins, 

Mr.,  Mrs.  and  Miss  Wooster, 

Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Woodruff, 

John  and  Elertha  Washington. 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  W.  Wiggins. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wood, 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Whitney. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Geo.  Whitney, 

Mr.  and  Mrs,  Wakelee, 

J.  Wadsworth, 

"H.  Weil. 

Mr,  and  Mrs.  Yost. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yerrington, 


The  caries  tU  menu  were  in  red  impression  on  white  andi 

tinted  satin — those  for  the  ladies  being  edged  with  white  lace,' 
and  reading  : 

Souper.— Menu. 

Rki.mont,  le  8  Aout  1878. 

CIl.M'P. 

Hultres  a  la  Pouletic. 

Bouch(5cs  dc  Clovis,  Hultres  frites. 

Terrapin  k  la  Marj-land. 

ENTREES    FROrDES. 

Filets  de  volaille  en  chaufroix. 

Foie  gras  de  Strasbourg  en  bordures. 

Cotelettes  de  chevrcuil  a  la  Dorscey. 

Saladc  dc  langoustes  d  la  Bagration. 

Salade  de  volaille  A,  la  modenie. 

GR0.SSF.S    pncCES    FROIDE.S. 

Lc  Fort  MaJakoff  en  pain  de  Gibier,  k  la  Saint  Hubert. 
Bastion  rustique  en  galantine  de  cochon  de  lait. 
Janibon  de  Virginie  en  damier. 

Filets  de  baruf  a  la  Russe. 

Cialantine  de  dindes  k  la  banquicre. 
L^ngues  de  boeuf  4  recarlaiL-, 

nESSKKT, 

Charlotte  k  la  Russe,     fleld-e  k  la  Maccdoine. 
Gdteaux  assortis.     Bonbons  en  surprise, 
Glaces  grands  moules  k  la  Napolitaine, 
Glaces  en  pelits  moules  fantaisie. 

Pi^ce  de  milieu  en  nougat  jardiniere. 
Pagoda  chinoise  k  la  moderne. 

Fontaine  pastillage  k  la  Florentine. 
Mosaic  k  la  Ninon. 

Corne  d'abondance  k  la  Parisiennr 

R.\FRAICH1SSEMF.NTS. 

Punch  au  Champagne. 

Orangeade.  Orgeat.  Groseilles. 

CHAUD. 

Consomniii  de  volaille  en  tasses. 

Bar\aroises.        Au  lait  d'amandes  et  mexicaines. 

Caft^  Vins. 


It  gives  us  pleasure  to  record  the  quiet  but  stylish  mar- 1 
riage  of  Lieutenant  Robert  H.  Fletcher,  of  the  Twenty-firstI 
Infantry,  and  Miss  Octavia  Miller,  on  Thursday,  the  6th' 
inst.,  at  Grace  Church,  by  the  Rev.  Ur.  I'latt.  The  bride 
and  groom  are  both  favorites  in  society,  well  known,  and 
highly  appreciated — she,  for  her  piquancy,  freshness,  and 
style;  he,  for  his  elegance,  intelligence,  and  fine  appearance. 
Miss  Miller  is  the  daughter  of  James  A.  Miller,  Esq.,  from 
the  "  blue  glass  "  region,  and  is  a  happy  representative  of 
Kentucky's  lovely  daughters.  The  quiet  and  tasteful  manner 
in  which  the  affair  was  conducted  is  indicative  of  the  very 
good  sense  of  the  young  couple.  The  lovely  bridesmaid, 
Miss  Susie  Coffee,  attended  by  the  gallant  and  popular 
young  officer.  Major  Keeler,  completed  the  bouquet  of  beauty 
at  the  chancel. 


Dr.  J.  Clarence  Cutter,  of  Warren,  Massachusetts,  and  Dr. 
George  A.  Leland,  of  Boston,  are  guests  of  friends  in  the 
city,  the  two  gentlemen  being  en  route  to  Japan  under  Gov 
ernment  appointment.  Dr.  Cutter  goes  to  Sappro,  as  Pro- 
fessor of  Physiology'  and  Comparative  Anatomy  and  Con- 
sulting Physician  of  the  Government  Hospital,  while  Dr. 
Leland  will  be  located  at  Tokio.  The  party  sail  in  the  Gaeln 
on  the  1 6th  instant. 


Among  the  celebrated  poets  whose  genius  was  manifested 
at  an  early  age,  the  following  are  remarkable  examples  : 
Tasso  wrote  his  "  Lines  "  to  his  mother  at  the  age  of  nine 
years  ;  Cowley  completed  the  "Tragical  History  of  Pyramus 
and  Thisbe"  when  ten  years  old;  Pope  was  only  twelve 
when  he  wrote  his  beautiful  "  Ode  to  Solitude,"  and  Chatter- 
ton  wrote  the  "  Hymn  for  Christmas  Day  "  at  the  same  age  ; 
Keats  wrote  many  of  his  finest  minor  poems  before  he 
reached  twenty  ;  Gray  wrote  Latin  poems  while  a  school- 
boy ;  Bryant  composed  poetry  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  and 
his  best  poem,  "  Thanatopsis,"  was  written  at  the  early  age 
of  eighteen. 

The  Convention  to  revise  the  Constitution  should  have  for 
its  clerk  a  gentleman,  a  good  reader,  and  one  conversan' 
with  the  peculiar  duties  of  such  a  position.  He  must  not 
only  be  competent,  but  must  be  entirely  reliable.  Believing 
that  Mr.  Marcus  D.  Boruck  possesses  all  these  qualifi- 
cations, we  shall  be  glad  if  he  receives  the  appointment. 


Love  and  Flowers. 


O  sweet  the  red  June  rose  to  see, 
The  yellow-banded  honey-bee. 

The  clustered  mignonette; 
But  my  love's  lips  are  sweeter  far 
Than  any  perfumed  flowers  are, 

Than  ever  ros&-was  yet ! 

O  joy,  the  rippling  brook  to  hear, 
The  music  of  its  waters  clear, 

The  glamor  of  its  voice  ; 
But  my  dear  love's  faint  softest  word 
1=  music's  self — nor  ever  heard 

Was  music  half  so  choice ! 

O  bright  the  rising  dawn  in  May, 
The  slow-unfolding  flush  of  day, 

The  splendor  of  its  hues  ; 
Rut  my  dear  love's  enchanting  smile 
Could  night  herself  to  shine  beguile. 

And  day  with  night  confuse! 

Franxis  H.  Hemf,ryJ 


Une  cour  sans  femmes,  disait  Fran9oi5  I.,  cest  une  anne 
sans  printemps,  un  printemps  sans  fieurs,  une  fleur  sans  pa 
fum. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  AN  EARLY  CALIFORNIAN.-II. 


BY  JAMES  C.    WARD 
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General  Vallejo's  House,  Sonoma,  1848.  —  Barracks. — Mission  Church. 

•  (from  an  original  sketch.) 


San  Francisco,  July  23,  i847.~Since  I  wrote  you  I  have 
taken  two  jaunts  to  the  other  side  of  the  bay.  The  first  was 
to  Sonoma,  where  we  have  a  military  post.  A  beautiful  plain 
is  stretched  out  in  front  of  the  town  and  reaches  to  the  bay, 
a  distance  of  some  three  miles  ;  considerable  of  it  is  cov- 
ered with  trees — mostly  oaks  of  fine  proportions,  and  grow- 
ing somewhat  apart — which  gives  it  the  appearance  of  a  park. 
The  ground  is  covered  with  wild  oats.  In  riding  over  it  with 
Captain  Brackett,  who  commands  the  post,  we  came  upon  a 
herd  of  antelope,  about  thirty  in  number,  and  most  beauti- 
ful to  look  at.  As  we  were  well  mounted  we  gave  chase,  but 
it  was  impossible  to  overtake  them  ;  indeed,  they  would  get 
far  away  and  then  stop  to  gaze  at  us  until  we  came  almost 
within  pistol  shot,  and  again  they  were  off  with  the  "wings 
of  the  wind."  Though  the  lands  appear  fertile  the  Captain 
says  they  cannot  be  cultivated,  owing  to  dry  seasons  and 
grasshoppers  which  devour  the  vegetation.  I  visited,  not 
far  from  the  town,  the  farm  of  Don  Andreas  Hoepner,  the 
Russian  gentleman  of  whom  I  wrote  in  a  former  letter  as 
playing  so  delightfully  on  the  piano.  It  is  a  league  square, 
given  him  by  General  Vallejo  for  instructing  his  children  in 
music.  A  charming  ^pot.  The  house  just  built,  standing  on 
an  eminence,  is  surrounded  by  large  trees  ;  and  a  stream  of 
water,  which  is  in  some  places  deep  enough  to  swim  a  horse, 
runs  through  a  great  part  of  the  property,  often  hidden  by 
the  bushes  and  trees  upon  its  banks.  About  an  eighth  of  a 
mile  from  the  house  is  a  hot  spring  of  a  temperature  of  120 
degrees,  which  he  intends  conducting  into  baths.  Hoepner 
is  a  man  of  taste  ;  if  he  carries  out  his  plans  it  will  become 
a  paradise.  He  told  me  that  the  portion  of  the  place  near- 
est the  hills  was  covered  mornings  and  evenings  with  deer. 
General  Vallejo,  commandante  of  this  portion  of  the  coun- 
try under  Mexican  rule,  is  said  to  be  the  most  cultivated  Cal- 
ifornian  in  the  country.  He  very  kindly  invited  me  to  stay 
at  his  house,  but  I  did  not  accept  of  his  hospitality.  The 
house  seemed  comfortably  furnished,  as  was  that  of  his 
brother,  on  whom  I  also  called.  I  passed  one  night  with 
their  brother-in-law,  Mr.  Leese,  an  American,  who  with  his 
wife  gave  us  a  cordial  welcome.  Their  children  were  all 
beautiful  and  well  bred,  and  my  time  was  made  to  pass  ver>' 
agreeably.  It  was  at  their  house  that  I  smoked  my  first  cig- 
arrito,  which  was  made,  lighted,  and  presented  in  its  delicate 
silver  holder  by  the  lady  of  the  house.  Having  determined 
to  return  by  land  to  Saucelito,  which  is  but  seven  miles  across 
the  bay  from  San  Francisco,  I  requested  the  General  to  send 
to  his  ranch  for  some  government  horses,  which  were  wanted 
at  Corte  Madera,  near  Saucelito,  where  the  Quartermaster 
has  a  saw  mill  in  operation.  I  started  at  five  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  with  a  volunteer  for  a  guide  ;  when  about  four  miles 
from  Sonoma  I  stopped  to  lengthen  my  stirrup-leather,  let- 
ting him  go  on,  as  he  was  driving  two  horses  ahead  of  him. 
He  was  out  of  sight  when  I  started  again  ;  and,  as  the  roads 
now  turned  into  the  mountains,  I  missed  the  right  one  and 
continued  on  for  some  three  miles,  as  I  suppose,  without  see- 
ing anything  of  my  man.  At  last,  feeling  convinced  that  I 
had  made  a  mistake,  I  put  spurs  to  my  horse  and  galloped 
back  ;  when  I  reached  the  plain  again,  I  discovered  another 
road  turning  off  to  the  right ;  I  followed  it  for  about  four 
miles,  and  met  my  guide  returning  for  me.  He  had  left  the 
horses  at  Petaluma,  about  five  miles  off,  where  General  Val- 
lejo owns  many  leagues  of  land,  and  where  he  has  built  an 
immensely  large  house.  It  was  never  finished,  and  is  now 
partly  in  ruins.  The  scene  now  before  us  was  very  gloomy, 
with  scarcely  anything  to  disturb  its  monotony,  and  not  a 
■  soul  in  sight  but  the  General's  Indians.  It  began  to  get  dark 
before  we  had  crossed  the  marsh  at  Petaluma,  and  a  cloudy, 
windy  night  set  in  and  continued  until  we  alighted  at  nine 
o'clock  at  the  door  of  a  Senor  Pacheco — fourteen  leagues 
from  Sonoma.  We  were  on  a  full  gallop  most  of  the  way. 
The  Seiior  was  in  bed,  but  he  threwonhis  j-^ri?^^  to  receive  us, 
and  by  his  orders  we  soon  had  a  supper  before  us.  After 
telling  the  Don  as  much  of  the  news  as  my  poor  Spanish 
would  admit  of  I  asked  to  be  shown  to  bed.  The  bed-room 
was  floored,  and  in  it  were  four  beds.  Mine  I  found  had 
just  been  cleanly  sheeted,  and  the  pillow-case  was  ruffled. 
It  is  the  pride  of  Californians  to  offer  their  guests  good  beds. 
One  of  the  other  beds  was  occupied  by  the  senor,  and  an- 
other I  discovered  by  their  voices  to  be  occupied  by  women, 
but  it  was  curtained.  Bear  in  mind  that  the  rooms  have  no 
doors,  and  that  the  room  we  ate  in  had  its  floor  covered 
with  sleeping  Indians,  male  and  female.  At  six  next  morn- 
ing we  arose  and  went  our  way,  and  passing  through  the 
Mission  of  San  Rafael  reached'Corte  Madera  at  breakfast 
time.  The  red-wood  trees  cut  here  are  of  the  largest  and 
tallest  kind,  some  being  two  hundred  feet  high.  There  have 
been  some  of  the  same  kind  cut  farther  south  at  Santa  Cruz, 
which  nieasured  fifteen  feet  in  diameter.     The  saw-mill  is 


placed  on  the  side  of  a  hill  fronting  a  small  plain,  and  sur- 
rounded by  grand  old  mountains.  I  slept  pretty  much  all 
the  balance  of  the  day,  and  the  next  morning  started  for 
Saucelito.  I  came  near  (!)  shooting  a  buck  on  the  way  with 
one  of  my  pistols,  which  was  all  that  occurred,  excepting  that 
I  met  a  man  called  Four-fingered  Jack  at  the  wido\^  Reed's 
ranch.  This  man  is  said  to  have  been  engaged  in  the  mas- 
sacre of  some  Americans  just  before  Fremont  made  his  raid 
upon  San  Rafael,  who  were  tied  and  cut  to  pieces,  if  rumor 
can  be  believed.  I  had  met  Jack  on  the  road  before  without 
knowing  who  he  was.  I  found  him  very  civil,  and  dnly  upon 
my  bidding  him  a^/ios  and  shaking  hands  did  I  discover  that 
he  had  lost  a  thumb.  On  arriving  at  Captain  Richardson's, 
Saucelito,  I  found  that  there  was  no  launch  going  to  San 
Francisco  that  day,  so  I  determined  to  go  on  board  the 
ColumbiiSj  being  acquainted  with  her  officers,  and  wait  for 
an  opportunity.  I  was  kindly  received  in  the  ward-room,  and 
borrowing  what  I  was  most  in  need  of — a  change  of  under- 
clothes— soon  slipped  into  them,  after  a  refreshing  bath. 
The  next  morning  I  arrived  at  San  Francisco  after  a  week's 
absence.  On  the  5th  of  July  we  gave  a  ball  at  the  hotel,  the 
Congress  lending  us  her  band.  Everybody  seemed  to  have 
a  pleasant  time,  and  "  danced  all  night  till  broad  daylight." 
Last  Saturday,  being  obliged  to  go  again  to  Corte  iVIadera 
on  business,  I  stayed  part  of  the  time  at  the  Mission  of  San 
Rafael  with  Don  Timoteo  Murphy.  Mr.  Murphy  having 
lost  many  cattle  lately,  killed  by  bears,  at  one  of  his  ranches 
called  the  Gallinas,  he  determined  to  destroy  the  latter  by 
means  of  a  cacastre — a  sort  of  fort  ma(fe  by  digging  a  pit  in 
the  ground  six  feet  square  by  four  or  five  deep,  at  the  comer 
of  which  strong  posts  are  sunk,  and  to  them  spars  secured. 
The  top  is  then  covered  with  spars  firmly  fastened  except  on 
one  side,  which  is  to  be  fastened  from  within  by  three  well- 
armed  men  who  enter  it.  The  bears  are  to  be  enticed  to 
this  spot  by  a  dead  horse  or  cow,  which  is  dragged  over  the 
grounds  near  their  lairs,  and  then  buried  near  the  cacastre. 
They  invariably  come  at  night  and  dig  up  the  dead  animal, 
and  are  easily  shot  by  those  on  \^'atch  in  the  fort.  I  went 
with  him  to  superintend  the  building  of  one.  The  spot  was 
six  miles  from  the  Mission  ;  the  ride  to  it  through  a  beauti- 
ful valley.  We  were  followed  by  Mr.  Murphy's  grayhounds, 
thirteen  in  number,  and  on  our  return  started  two  hares,  to 
which  we  gave  chase.  One  of  them  took  to  the  hills,  and  the 
other  was  lost  in  the  bushes.  Mr.  Murphy  is  an  Irishman, 
and  fond  of  sporting,  but  I  am  not  sure  that  he  is  very  suc- 
cessful with  his  pack.  The  excitement  was  very  agreeable, 
however,  although  the  run  was  so  short.  As  we  neared 
home  we  stopped  at  one  of  the  Mission  buildings  to  see  a 
dying  man.  I  did  not  wish  to  enter  the  room,  but  they 
thought  I  had  better  do  so.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  had 
never  seen  a  person  suffer  more  than  the  old  man  appeared 
to.  His  young  wife  sat  on  one  side  of  his  bed  (which  was 
almost  on  the  floor)  and  his  son  on  the  other,  a  large 
woman  was  squatting  near  his  feet,  and  every  few  minutes 
they  moved  him  to  render  his  position  more  comfortable. 
They  did  not  seem  to  be  affected  by  his  pain,  or  by  the  ap- 
proach of  death.  Although  I  could  not  make  out  all  they 
said,  they  smiled  and  laughed  several  times  while  we  were 
there,  and  smoked  their  cigarrittos  as  coldly  as  though  he 
was  in  a  gentle  sleep.  He  died  the  next  morning,  and  was 
buried  the  day  after  without  benefit  of  clergy,  the  priest 
being  absent. 

October  /_§,  iS^y. — Governor  Mason  paid  us  a  visit  about 
three  weeks  ago,  which  he  said  he  enjoyed  much.  We  did 
our  best  to  entertain  him.  Dinner  parties  were  given  him 
every  day  of  his  sojourn,  and  a  ball,  which  surpassed  any 
before  given,  enabled  him  to  see  collected  together  "  our 
best  society."  Poor  Jackson  was  in  great  demand.  He, 
with  the  glass  and  china,  were  borrowed  every  day,  and  the 
ball  supper  was  under  his  special  supervision.  We  sent  all 
around  the  bay  for  Spanish  ladies,  and  had  quite  a  fine  col- 
lection of  them,  including  Dofia  Dolores,  the  belle  of  the 
Contra  Costa.  I  have  just  returned  from  a  visit  to  Monte- 
rey, having  been  obliged  to  go  there  suddenly  on  business 
with  officers  of  the  squadron.  I  left  San  Francisco  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  intending  to  reach  Santa  Clara  that 
night.  Have  I  described  the  riding-dress  usually  worn  here  ? 
A  Spanish  somdrct'o  of  vicuna  covered  with  oil  silk,  secured 
to  the  head  by  a  broad  ribbon  which  passes  under  the  chin  ; 
a  blue  cloth  jacket,  with  metal  buttons  ;  satin  vest,  with 
ditto  ;  blue  caizo7icras,  with  silver  buttons  all  down  the  sides, 
but  open  from  below  the  knees  ;  under  calzoneras  leather 
bottas  bound  about  the  calves,  with  knife  tucked  into  the  top 
of  the  right  one  ;  over  the  shoulders  a  Mexican  scrape  (wa- 
ter proof) ;  spurs  with  large  rowels  and  steel  pendants,  in- 
laid with  silver,  jingling  like  sleigh-bells  from  the  heels ; 
holster  pistols  hanging  from  the  horn  of  the  saddle,  the  most 


valuable  part  of  which,  thetree — strapped  very  firmly  on  to 
the  horse,  costs  about  three  times  as  much,  but  lasts  forever 
— is  covered  by  two  or  more  housings  or  machillos^  which 
are  generally  embroidered,  and  in  camping  out  are  spread 
lengthwise  on  the  ground.  Of  course  this  costume  is  modi- 
fied by  the  ^'ingo,  but  much  of  it  is  necessarily  adopted.  I 
was  mounted  on  a  good  horse,  and  was  followed  by  an  In- 
dian vaquero  who  drove  three  more.  The  road  from  San 
Francisco  to  the  Mission  of  Dolores  is  only  four  miles  long. 
Being  sandy,  and  through  scrub  oaks  which  entirely  shut  out 
the  view,  it  is  a  tedious  and  hard  road  to  travel.  Fortu- 
nately, I  had  a  companion  in  a  young  Spanish-Russ  named 
Bolcoff,  just  married  to  one  of  the  prettiest  girls  of  the 
neighborhood,  whom  he  intended  to  join  at  the  Mission  and 
take  with  him  to  the  ranch  of  her  father,  six  leagues  off.  On 
reaching  the  church,  however,  he  found  that  the  parents  of 
the  young  lady  were  there,  standing  godfather  and  god- 
mother to  a  little  negrita  (brunette),  and  as  it  begun  to  rain 
he  concluded  to  pass  the  night  at  Padre  Santillan's  house. 
I  determined  to  push  on  in  spite  of  the  rain,  and  was  pass- 
ing rather  a  gloomy  time  of  it  among  the  hills,  when  a  cou- 
ple of  my  acquaintances  overtook  me — a  Frenchman  and 
his  brother-in-law,  a  Seiior .  They  were  to  stop  at  San- 
chez' for  horses,  and  while  we  waited  for  them  to  be  brought 
the  rain  began  to  fall  in  good  earnest,  whi.ch  decided  us  to 
remain  there  and  pass  the  night.  The  Sanchez  family  con- 
sider themselves,  and  are  considered,  the  aristocracy  of  the 
neighborhood.  But  as  they  are  known  to  be  inimical  to  our 
flag,  they  are  not  popular  with  Americans.  I,  however,  can 
not  too  highly  speak  of  the  kindness  and  hospitality  of  our 
host.  There  are  few  of  the  Californians  who  sit  at  table 
with  you  during  meals.  He  stood  and  waited  upon  us.  Nor 
could  I  induce  him  to  be  seated.  While  a  prisoner  on  board 
the  Savannah  during  the  troubles,  his  roof  had  been  blown 
away  by  a  storm,  and  wife  and  children  took  shelter  with  the 
neighbors.  The  place  was  much  exposed,  and  three  times 
had  the  same  accident  happened,  costing  him  seven  hundred 
dollars  for  repairs.  I  showed  him  how  easily  it  could  be  se- 
cured by  our  method  ;  but  I  suppose  nothing  will  ever  sup- 
ply the  place  of  the  hide  ropes  by  which  it  is  fastened  to  the 
adobe  walls.  I  remarked  to  him  that  his  house  being  right 
on  the  road,  and  the  only  shelter  between  Santa  Clara  and 
San  Francisco,  he  must  be  greatly  inconvenienced  by  visit- 
ors. He  answered  that  to  be  sure  many  stopped  there,  but 
he  was  glad  to  receive  them  ;  and,  besides,  his  father,  on 
his  death-bed,  had  enjoined  his  children  never  to  deny 
shelter  to  those  that  asked  it.  Such  hospitality  is  universal. 
And  so  it  happens  that  those  he  looked  upon  as  enemies  are 
every  day  too  glad  to  lay  themselves  under  obligation  to 
Seiior  Sanchez  for  hospitalities,  which  can  never  be  fully  re- 
ciprocated. We  started  next  morning  at  five,  after  a  sound 
night's  rest,  and  were  in  the  Pueblo  of  San  Jos^  at  half  past 
eleven.  Parts  of  the  road  were  very  beautiful,  particularly 
that  between  the  Mission  of  Santa  Clara  and  the  Pueblo,  the 
whole  of  which  is  through  an  avenue  planted  by  the  Francis- 
can fathers.  We  saw  several  deer  near  the  road,  and  coyotes 
(prairie  wolves),  even  so  tame  that  now  and  then  one  would 
jog  along  before  us  like  a  dog.  Ground  squirrels  abound, 
and  in  the  environs  of  the  Mission  and  Pueblo  the  roads 
have  been  injured  by  their  holes  as  to  be  dangerous  at  .night. 
Many  are  thrown  from  their  saddles  in  consequence  of  their 
horses  stepping  into  them.  In  the  Pueblo  I  found  a  most 
comfortable  stopping  place  at  the  house  of  Peter  Davidson, 
with  whom  we  have  business.  Peter  has  opened  an  inn 
which  would  do  credit  to  any  of  our  country  towns.  The 
rooms  are  so  pleasant,  and  everything  about  them  so  tidy, 
that  I  would  have  been  glad  to  pass  a  week  or  two  with  him. 
I  should  have  gone  on  toward  Monterey  the  same  afternoon 
but  I  had  promised  Purser  Price  of  the  Cyanc  that  I  would 
wait  until  the  next  morning  for  him.  This  town  con- 
tains about  a  thousand  inhabitants,  principally  Spanish. 
The  houses,  being  of  adobe  and  out  of  repair,  do  not  improve 
its  appearance.  The  men  are  allowed  to  be  the  most  unruly 
in  Northern  California.  Horse  thieving  is  not  uncommon, 
and  gambling  almost  universal  among  them.  Two  days  be- 
fore my  arrival  a  Californian,  somewhat  intoxicated,  boasted 
to  one  of  his  companions,  that  he  would  flog  with  his  niacarte 
(hair  rope)  the  first  American  he  met.  It  happened  that  four 
of  our  countrymen,  a  moment  afterward,  were  passing  by  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  and  were  pointed  out  to  him. 
Upon  his  saying  that  he  could  not  put  his  threat  into  execu- 
tion for  want  of  a  horse,  one  was  immediately  offered  to  him. 
He  mounted  and  rushing  up  to  the  strangers  struck  one  of 
them,  who,  it  seems  had  just  risen  from  a  bed  of  sickness, 
several  blows  upon  the  back.  Whereupon  one  of  his  friends 
picked  up  a  stout  stick  with  which  to  defend  him,  when  the 
Spaniard  wheeled  his  horse  round  upon  him  and  raided  his 
macai-ic  to  strike  him  also.  The  man  \\z.s  too  quick  for  him, 
however;  he  dodged  the  rope,  and  with  one  blow  from  the 
stick  felled  him  to  the  ground.  The  Californian  died  next 
day,  partly  owing  to  bad  medical  treatment  it  was  said.  The 
American  gave  himself  up  to  the  Alcalde,  but  was  soon  ac- 
quitted, upon  the  testimony  of  the  Californians  and  Ameri- 
cans who  witnessed  the  assault.  It  was  thought  that  the  af- 
fair would  excite  revengeful  feelings,  and  it  was  rumored  that 
the  dead  man's  friends  had  vowed  to  take  the  lives  of  five 
Americans  as  an  offset.  Determining  to  leave  the  horses  I 
had  with  me  at  a  livery  stable,  and  hire  fresh  ones  for  the 
next  day's  journey,  Senor  Juan  Bernal  obliged  me  with  four, 
for  which  I  agreed  to  pay  $40  on  condition  of  their  bringing 
me  safely  back  to  the  Pueblo  again — a  large  sum,  when  it 
is  considered  that  the  price  for  horses  ranged  from  $15  to 
$25,  and  that  mares  could  be  bought  for  much  less.  After 
an  early  breakfast,  and  a  precaution  taken  to  stow  away  in 
the  saddle-bags  (which  the  vaquero's  horse  carried)  a  bottle 
of  claret  and  some  eatables,  I  mounted  and  rode  over  to  join 
the  Purser,  who  had  arrived  at  nine  o'clock  on  the  previous 
niglii.  1  found  him  waiting  for  horses,  so  had  to  start  with- 
out him,  he  and  his  party  promising  to  overtake  me,  if  pos- 
sible, or  to  meet  me  at  San  Juan,  forty  miles  from  Monterey, 
that  night.  When  I  told  them  I  should  be  in  Monterey  at 
that  time,  if  my  horses  could  carry  me  there,  they  laughed 
at  my  presumption.  When  well  out  of  the  Pueblo,  however, 
I  told  Bruno,  in  the  best  Spanish  I  could  command,  that  I 
wanted  to  be  in  Monterey  that  night.  He  replied,  shalcing 
his  head,  "//^  cs possible,  senor,  con  estos  caballos^'  (it  is  im- 
possible with  these  horses,  sir).  So  I  supposed  I  £'-ould  be 
compelled  to  accept  the  altfemative,  and  remain  for  th^  v-'ghi 
at  San  Juan. 

[continued  in  next^number.] 
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and  yet  how  the  present  is  ever>-  day  improving  on  even  the 
exquisite  relics  of  the  past  that  busy  hands  are  constantly 
unearthing  for  us.  What  could  be  more  beautiful,  and  at 
ihe  same  time  new,  than  the  medallion  paintings  on  gold, 
with  here  and  there  a  diamond,  like  a  stray  dew-drop,  set  in 
Is  it  really  so  ver>*  wrong,  dear  Km,  to  want  pretty  things  on  the  surface  of  the  picture  ?  These  are  done  in  l\iris,  but 
that  don't  belon<j  to  you,  provided  you  don't  tr)-  to  possess  come  unset,  to  be  made  up  in  any  form  desired.  They  are 
yourself  of  ihtm  unlawfully?  If  it  is,  then  do  I  most  griev- !  charming  when  mounted  with  a  heavy  open-work  gold  bor- 
ously  offend  ever)-  time  I  pass  Ackerman's  windows.  What  dering,  a  single  one  for  the  top  of  a  bracelet.  Uo  you  rec- 
perfect  kaleidoscopes  they  are.  No  two  days  the  same,  ollect  the  life-size  statue  in  bronze  of  Augustus  Cesar  that 
One  time  a  most  appetizing  dinner  set,  arranged  with  the  Mr.  Johnson  brought  from  Rome  some  time  ago?  It  cost 
most  artistic  taste  ;  another,  ornamental  chinaware,  figures  i  $7,000,  and  stands  now,  I  think,  in  the  front  hall  of  the 
in  bisque^  bronze,  terra  cotia,  or  crystals  dainty  enough  for  house  on  Sutter  Street.  It  was  made  by  Bochetti,  the  most 
the  queen  of  the  fairies'  own  use.  Yesterday  it  was  the  most !  famous  of  living  bronze-work  arlisis.  Mr.  Kandoiph  showed 
charming  groups  and  single  figures  in  marble,  each  under  a  '  nic  an  exact  duplicate  of  it,  though  much  smaller,  and  made 
glass  case,  that  stopped  ever)-  one  as  they  passed  down  Sut- '  by  the  same  artist.  It  is  as  finely  finished  as  the  most  pre- 
:i.     There  was  "The  Death  of  the  Stag,"  and  **  The  1  cious  piece  of  gold  work  would  be  ;  t 


icr  Street. 
Terriers,"  both    new 


and    exceedingly    fin'e ; 


'  War    and  ; 


study. 


the  breast-plate  alone 
There   suddenly  comes  into   my  treacherous 


I'eace,"  "  Cupid  Caught,"  "  live,"  in  all   her  pristine  loveli-    memor>-  a  promise  I  made  you,  so  long  ago,  to  find  out  the 
■     ■ "    The /'/J^wc  statuettes,    special  makes  of  gloves  at  our  stores.   1  redeem  apart  of  it  at 


ncss,  and  my  ptrt,  the  "  t»reek  Slave."  The  Insq. 
although  not  new,  are  constantly  coming  up  in  new  forms, 
the  prettiest  being  always  companion  pieces  (a  man  and  a 
woman  J,  cither  in  the  extremes  of  the  court  mode  or  a  pict- 
uresque peasant  couple.  In  each  you  will  see  that  the  type 
of  face  is  marked  plebeian  or  patrician,  according  to  the  sub- 


.pecial  makes  ot  glo 

least,  at  once,  by  telling  you  how  much  I  like  the  Balsez-Pre- 
ville— a  make  I  acknowledge  quite  new  to  me  until  I  found 
them  at  the  X'ilU  th'  Paris,  and,  finding  them  there,  knew 
them  to  be  good,  even  before  I  looked  at  them.  They  are 
the  softest,  most  elastic  kid  I  have  ever  worn,  and  have  the 


jcct,  so  there  could  be  no  mistaking  either  were  the  dresses  pretty  scolloped  tops  I  like  so  much.    They  are  marked,  too, 

reversed.     That's  the  idealiz-Uion  of  art,  of  course,  for  have  as  shoes  are,  with  a  letter  as  well  as  a  number,  to  indicate 

you  never  noticed  how  exceedingly  unpatrician  are  many  of  differences  too  slight  to  constitute  a  full  size,  as  extra  length, 

the  regal  faces  of  Kuropc,  and  what  glimpses  of  true  royalty  or  slendemess  of  finger  and  so  on,  so  that  it  is  impossible  to 


one  often  gets  in  faces  that  are  surrounded  by  rags  and  tat 
ters  in  the  ever>-day  crowds  we  meet  ?  1  have  come  to  the 
conclusion,  my  friend,  that  in  this,  as  in  ever>thing  else  in 
this  world,  things  are  sadly  mixed.  Afais  rc":rnofts.  Some- 
thing new  is  the  /frra  cuitt"  ware.  It  is  the  natural  orange 
color  of  the  clay,  and  the»  designs  are  quaint  and  original. 
One,  for  example,  is  a  French  peasant  from  Normandy,  with 
an  old-fashioned  spindle  in  her  hand.  Some  ten  or  twelve 
inches  in  height,  they  are  a  pretty  size  for  the  mantel.  An- 
other novelty  is  marked  "  Peche  Coquettes."  The  pair 
represents  a  man  and  a  woman,  in  Urra  iu:/t\  each  sealed 
in  a  sea-shell,  the  man  with  his  hand  to  his  face  as  though 
calling  to  the  woman,  who  takes  no  notice  of  his  advances. 
The  combination  of  silver  and  bronze  is  novel,  too,  and 
makes  up  charmingly  in  candlesticks,  vases,  and  such  half- 
useful,  half-ornamental  things.  But  something  you  have  not 
yet  seen,  I  know,  is  the  opal  glassware,  as  it  is  called.  It  is 
the  plain  flint  glass,  but  the  beauty  of  it  consists  in  the  color- 
ing, which  combines  every  tint  of  the  rainbow,  and  trembles 
and  shimmers,  and  changes  from  azure  to  crimson,  then  back 
again  to  purple,  gold,  and  green  while  you  look ;  or,  for  a 
more  homely  but  still  better  descriptive  simile,  a  soap  bub- 
ble, when  the  sunlight  shines  through  it.  The  coloring  is  a 
revival  of  one  of  the  "lost  arts,"  so  .Mr.  Ackerman  says. 
The  Swiss  department,  in  the  Kearny  Street  side  of  the 
store,  is  a  small  exposition  in  itself.  There  is  the  pretty  cot- 
tage that  the  Swiss  workman  is  so  fond  of  repeating,  in  a 
hundred  different  situations  at  least,  for  it  is  his  one  idea  of 
home ;  and  there  is  the  short-skirted  peasant-wife  in  the 
open  door  with  the  youngsters  in  her  arms,  and  one  hand 
shading  her  eyes  that  are  looking  out  through  the  gathering 
twilight  for  some  one  who  is  coming.  The  goals  gambol  on 
the  neighboring  crags  ;  here  and  there  is  seen  a  straggling 
cow  coming  leisurely  home.  One  can  almost  hear  the  echo 
of  the  distant  "  yodel "  as  it  floats  across  the  valley  on  the 
crisp  c%'ening  air.  And  how  all  the  most  beautiful  forms  of 
womanly  work  are  making  themselves  industrial  necessities 
nowadays.  I  fere  is  one  of  the  latest  applications  of  it  in  silk 
embroider)'  on  the  creamiest  and  softest  of  kid,  for  the  backs 
of  photograph  albums  and  glove  boxes ;  on  another  is  an 
exquisite  hand-painting  on  the  same  material.  The  most 
complete  of  albums  I  have  seen,  however,  is  one  of  Russia 
leather,  heavily  bound  and  ornamented  with  designs  in  sil- 
ver, a  porcelain  painting  set  in  the  back  of  one  cover,  and 
inside  the  places  for  pictures  are — on  one  side  of  the  page 
for  large  ones,  one  on  a  side  ;  on  the  other,  spaces  for  four 
small  ones.  The  book  is  supported  on  a  massive  rotary 
stand  of  ebony  and  silver.  These  are  some  few  of  the  pretty 
things  I  have  seen  since  I  last  wrote ;  but  don't  fancy, 
please,  that  they  are  even  a  tenth  part  of  what  I  found 
there.  I  have  only  skimmed  lightly  over  the  surface,  for  it 
would  be  far  easier  for  me  to  tell  you  what  Ackerman  has 
nof  than  what  he  has  in  his  delightful  collection.  The  in- 
visible threads  of  fate  seemed  to  draw  me,  the  other  day,  to 
Anderson  &  Randolph  s,     (I   told  you  last  week  of  the  Bea- 

consficld  testimonial  to  be  made  there.)     Helen  B had 

been  in  to  sec  me,  and  could  do  nothing  but  rave  over  the 
diamonds  she  had  just  seen  there,  so  I  went  in  to  see  for 
myself;  and  certainly  they  were  worth  the  seeing,  especially 
that  splendid  pair  of  twelve-carat  unset  stones—just  two 
Quivering  drops  of  light,  as  it  were,  lying  on  the' paper  ;  but 
tncy  arc  mar\'els  of  perfect  cutting,  and  worth  $5,000.  Did 
you  know  that  color  does  not  diminish  the  value  of  dia- 
monds, provided  the  transparency  is  not  affected  ?  It  seems 
that  there  are  stones  of  all  the  different  colors— the  "  Hope" 
diamond,  supposed  to  be  a  fragment  of  the  blue  crown  dia- 
mond of  France  stolen  in  1 792,  under  the  regime  of  Robes- 
pierre ;  the  emerald  green  diamond  in  the  royal  treasury  at 
Dresden,  a  bright  pink  one  belonging  to  the  Marquis  de 
Dree,  and  the  celebrated  dwarf  diamond,  the  shade  of  to- 
bacco juice,  that  has  just  been  sold  to  a  wealthy  American 
by  the  Paris  firm  of  Basset  &  Lemonnier,  the  jewelers  who 
have  most  frequently  done  the  setting  of  the  French  crown 
jewels,  besides  several  others  equally  famous  ;  but  we  rarely 
see  such  outside  of  old  collections.  1  should  be  quite  con- 
tent, though,  with  a  few  plain  white  ones  for  everjday  wear, 
wouldn't  you  ?  One  of  the  most  unique  designs  there  was  a 
diamond  hair  ornament  in  the  form  of  the  "dipper"  in  Ursa 
Major.  "For  further  particulars,"  as  the  advertisements 
say,  consult  your  astronomical  ^tlas.  You  know  my  passion 
for  cameos  ;  there  is  something  so  real  and  living  about 
them.  And  you  can  imagine  with  what  interest  I  examined 
a  whole  irayful  of  unset  specimens.  It  is  mar\*elous  with 
what  precision  the  most  minute  figures  are  cut ;  the  head  of 
Shakspeare,  on  a  pink  stone  just  large  enough  for  a  lad>''s 
ring,  being  as  perfect  a  likeness  as  the  largest  engraving. 
**  1  he  Seasons,"  "  Spring,"  a  mother  and  child,  and  any  num- 
ber of  the  fan^iliar  mythological  and  medieval  subjects  you 
'fee  en  chnaware  and  other  ornamental  work,  are  reduced 
:o  ^^  suitat^-le  size  for  lockets,  rings,  and  pins.  The  gold- 
:  ;i: 'i  ait  is  probably  the  best  preserved  from  antiquity,' 
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;ei  anything  but  perfect  fits.     Uo  tr)-  them,  and  1  am  sure 
you  will  agree  with  me  that  they  arc  perfection.     Do  you 
care  as  much  for  candies  as  ever  ?     I  daic  say  you  do,  and  I 
mean  to  send  you  down  a  box  of  "  assorted  "  from  a  new 
place  on  Kearny  Street,  the  "  Clarendon,"  near  Sutter.    Car- 
amels are  their  specialty,  and  particularly  the  new  vanilla 
caramel  ;  but  there  is  everj-thing  else  that  "  a  sweet  tooth  " 
like  yours  can  wish  for.     I  can  vouch  for  the  purity  of  them 
all,  for  I  have  been  through  the  factory  and  seen  them  made; 
and  for  their  deliciousness,  for  I  feasted  on  them  all  one  eve- 
ning this  week  while  at  pretty  Rachel  Lowenthal's  concert. 
I  have  just  been  thinking  of  the  various  absurd  theories  about 
"spheres" — men's  and  women's,  I  mean — and  the  perpetual 
squabbling  that  is  going  on  over  them,  when  I  came  across 
two  or  three  little  items  like  these  :  "  Descriptions  of  dresses 
and  costumes,  by  Walter  Crane,  the  English  artist ;"  "  artis- 
tic dress  designs,  by  William  Morris,  poet  and  upholsterer 
for  the  wife  of  a  Royal  Academician."     When  male  poets 
and  artists  will  vie  with  the  dressmaker  in  decorating  the  fe- 
male form,  it  is  about  time  to  respectfully  consider  the  ques- 
tion whether  the  industrial  world  may  not  be  divided  into 
aptitudes  rather  than  sexes  after  all.     Perhaps  you  would 
like  to  hear  how  the  wife  of  the  said  academician  was  dressed 
by  the  poet  ?    The  underdress  was  of  changeable  green  satin, 
slightly  shirred  in  the  front  breadth  ;    the  overdress,  which 
was  of  a  clinging  oriental  goods,  half  silk,  half  wool,  of  pale 
green  and  silver,  in  delicate  flowers,  fitted  closely  in  front 
and  on  the  sides  ;  but  the  back  consisted  of  three  loose  pieces 
buttoning  over  each  other  irregularly,  and  ending  in  a  long, 
square  train  lined  with  white  satin  and  lace  frills.     A  loosely 
tied  fichu  of  old  lace,  fastened  by  a  bunch  of  yellow  roses, 
was  the  only  ornament  worn.    Was  it  not  charming  ?    From 
London,  too,  we  shall  soon  have  the  prettiesty/t/;;/  yet  worn, 
a  fine  India  muslin,  edged  with  a  narrow  plaited  frill  of  the 
same,  and  with  a  deep,  square  cut  collar  laid  over  it,  simi- 
larly frilled,  and  finished  by  two  loops  of  white  satin  ribbon, 
one  end  of  which  is  caught  by  a  flower  to  the  left  side  of  the 
belt.     It  is  an  exact  reproduction  of  the  one  worn  by  Miss 
Terry  in  the  "Vicar  of  Wakefield," — running  at  one  of  the 
London  theatres  under  the  title  of  "Olivia."     In  fancy  work 
there  are  ver\'  pretty  doylies  to  be  made  for  finger  bowls,  ont 
of  the  peasant  linen,  which  are  to  be  embroidered  in  "out- 
line" stitch  in  black  silk  or  Pyrenees  wool.     Subjects  from 
Mother  Goose  are  favorites,  and  a  line  of  the  poem  illus- 
trated is  embroidered  under  the  picture.     The  Point  Russe 
stitches  are  newer  than  the   Kensiggton  crewel  work,  and 
prettier  for  working  on  felt  for  curtain,  table,  and  mantel  cov- 
ers.    "  .Mummy  cloth,"  described  as  a  sort  of  "crinkly  linen 
material,"  is  said  to  be  a  fresh  fancy  for  curtains  and  hang- 
ings.    I  shall  try  to  find  some  for  you  at  Mrs.  Koerner's,  as 
she  gets  everj'thing  as  soon  as  it  is  out     Speaking  of  crewel 
work  just  now  reminds  me  that  I  heard  of  some  ver>'  pretty 
linen  suits  that  have  lately  created  a  sensation.     They  are  of 
linen  and  worked  in  crewels  with  belts  to  match,  probably 
after  the  present  styles  at  Newport.    They  are  hand-worked, 
of  course.    Have  you  seen  any  of  them  ?    Vou  would  hardly 
believe  the  extraordinary  prices  Fralinger  &:  Noll  are  selling 
their  cloaks  and  dolmans  at,  and  bathing  and  boating  suits  as 
well.      Kilt  skirts  of  \"ictoria  lawn,  for  morning  wear,  and 
other  hght  suits,  in  proportion.     They  are  such  pleasant  peo- 
ple to  deal  with,  too,  that  it  would  be  a  treat  to  go  there, 
even' if  there  were  not  half  as  many  things  to  see  as  there 
are.     Here  is  a  pretty  compliment  paid  to  one  of  our  leading 
tourists  the  other  day — you  can't  pass  down   Sutler  Street 
from  Kearny  to  Montgomery  without  seeing  their  window  ; 
a  standing  basket  had  been  supplied  from  their  store  for  a 
late  wedding  over  in  Oakland,  which  was  such  a  model  of 
beauty  that  the  recipients  had  it  photographed.      Messrs. 
Wehlspiel  &  .Mayrenholtz  were  the  first,  I  believe,  to  intro- 
duce to  San  Francisco  the  style  of  making  up  bouquets  now 
so  popular  at  the  East;  that  is,  the  flowers  lightly  put  together 
instead  of  the  old-fashioned  light  bunch  that  was  so  horribly 
inartistic,  and  the  lighter  and  more  delicate  blossoms  allowed 
to  stand  gracefully  out  from  the  main  bunch.      Two  of  the 
prettiest  dresses  at  the  Sharon  ball,  on  Thursday  night,  were 
.Mrs.  Field's  and  Miss  Mathews'.     The  former  was  of  pale 
green  silk  with  a  Russian  lace  tunic  and  garnitures  of  cardi- 
nal flowers;  and  the  latter  a  white  satin,  draped  from  the 
shoulder  with  irrZ/c- //jj<::  embroidered  with  cut  pearl  beads. 
I  came  ver)*  near  forgetting  to  tell  you  that  Aunt  Clarissa 
■  writes  from  the  South  that  she  is  still  enjoying  the  recollec- 
tion of  her  visit  here,  and  is  daily  showering  blessings  on 
your  humble  ser\-ant  for  having  persuaded  her  into  buying 
one  of  those  new  style  refrigerators  of  Montague's.     Funny 
how  long  it  has  taken  inventors  to  apply  the  simple  fact  that 
cold  air  is  the  heavier  and  necessarily  falls,  to  the  construc- 
tion of  coolers  of  all  kinds.      Some  one  has  done  it  at  last 
though,  and  the  result  is  that  this  one  has  the  ice  chamber 
above  instead  of  below,  and  there  is  nothing  now  left  to  be 
improved  upon. 

Yours  affectionately,  Lilias  Dubois. 


XLI.— A  Dead  Letter. 


.■\  c<i;iir  blcssc  —  Tombrc  ct  Ic  silence." — H.  di-  Baiaac. 

I. 
I  drew  it  from  its  china  tomb; 

It  cinn;  out  feebly  scented     •. 
With  some  thin  ghost  of  past  perfume 

That  dust  aiul  days  had  lent  it  - 
An  old  stained  letter,  folded  still. 

'i'o  read  with  due  comiwsure 
I  sought  the  sunlit  window-sill 

Above  the  gray  inclosure, 
That,  glimmering  in  the  sultry  haze, 

Kaint  flowered,  dimly  shaded. 
Slumbered,  like  (ioldsmith's  Madam  Ulnize, 

liedizened  and  brocaded, 
A  queer  old  place !     You'd  surely  say 

Some  tea-board  garden  maker 
Had  planned  it  in  Dutch  WJllianrs  day 

To  please  some  florist  Quaker, 
So  trim  it  wiis.     The  yew  tree  still. 

Will)  pious  care  perverted, 
Grew  in  the  same  grim  shape ;  and  still 

The  lipless  dolphin  spirted  ; 
Still  in  his  wonted  slate  abode 

The  broken -nosed  Apollo; 
And  still  the  cypress  arbor  showed 

The  same  umbrageous  liollow  — 
Only,  as  fresh  young  Beauty  gleams 

Krom  coffee- colored  laces. 
So  peeped  from  its  old-fashioned  dreams 

Its  freslier  modern  traces: 
I'or  idle  mallet,  hoop,  and  ball 

Upon  the  lawn  were  lying; 
.A,  magazine,  a  tumbled  shawl. 

Round  which  the  swifts  were  flying ; 
And  tossed  beside  the  guelder  rose 

A  heap  of  rainbow  knitting. 
Where,  blinking  in  her  sweet  repose, 

A  Persian  cat  was  sitting. 
.\  place  to  love  in — live — for  aye, 

If  we,  too.  like  Tithonus, 
Could  find  some  god  to  stretch  the  gray 

Scant  life  the  fates  have  thrown  us. 
But  now  by  steam  we  run  the  race 

With  buttoned  heart  and  pocket — 
Our  Love's  a  gilded,  surplus  grace, 

Just  like  an  empty  locket. 
"The  time  is  out  of  joint."     Who  will 
May  strive  to  make  it  better; 
For  nie,  this  warm  old  window-sill, 

And  this  old  dusty  letter. 

ir. 

Dear  John  (the  letter  ran),  it  can't,  can't  be, 
l-'or  Father's  gone  to  Chorley  Fair  with  Sam, 

And  Mother's  storing  apples —  Prue  and  me 
Up  10  our  Elbows  making  Damson  Jam; 

But  we  shall  meet  before  a  Week  is  gone  — 

'Tis  a  long  Lane  that  has  no  Turning,  Jolin  ! 

Only  till  .Sunday  next — and  then  you'll  wait 
Behind  the  White  Thorn,  by  the  broken  stile; 

We  can  go  round  and  catch  them  by  the  Gate — 
All  to  ourselves  for  nearly  one  long  mile. 

Dear  Pruc  won't  look,  and  Father  he'll  go  on, 

And  Sam's  two  eyes  are  all  for  Cissy,  John ! 

John,  she's  so  smart  —  with  every  ribbon  new, 
Fiarae- colored  Sacque  and  Crimson  Paduasoy; 

As  proud  as  proud,  and  has  liie  Vapors,  too, 
Just  like  a  I^dy  —  calls  poor  Sam  a  boy. 

And  vows  no  Sweet- Heart's  worth  the  thinking  on 

Till  he's  past  Thirty  —  I  know  belter,  John!. 

My  dear,   I  don't  think  I  thought  of  nmch 
Before  we  knew  each  other,    I  and  you ; 

And  now,  why,  John,  your  least,  least  Finger-  touch 
Gives  me  enough  to  think  a  Summer  through. 

See.  for  I  send  you  Something !     There,  'tis  gone  1 

Look  in  this  comer — mind  you  find  it,  John! 

MX. 
This  was  the  matter  of  the  note  — 

A  long  forgot  deposit. 
Dropped  in  a  Chelsea  Dragon's  throat 

Deep  in  a  fragrant  closet. 
Piled  with  a  modish  Dresden  world, 

Be.au.\,  beauties,  prayers,  and  poses, 
Bronzes  with  squat  legs  under- curled, 

.And  great  jars  filled  with  roses. 
Ah,  heart  ihat  wrote!     Ah,  lips  that  kissed  ! 

You  had  no  thought  or  presage 
Into  what  keeping  you  dismissed 

Your  simple  old-world  message! 
A  reverent  one.     Though  wc  lo-day 

Distrust  beliefs  and  powers. 
The  anicss,  ageless  things  you  Kiy 

,\re  fresh  as  God's  own  flowers. 
Starring  some  pure  primeval  spring. 

Ere  Gold  had  grown  despotic — 
Ere  Life  was  yet  a  selfish  thing. 

Or  Love  a  mere  exotic. 
I  kneel  to  you  !     Of  those  you  were 

Whose  kind  old  hearts  grow  mellow, 
Whose  fair  old  faces  grow  more  fair 

As  Point  and  Flanders  Yellow ; 
Whom  some  old  store  of  garnered  grief, 

Their  placid  temples  shading, 
Crowns  like  a  wreath  of  auiunm  leaf 

With  lender  tints  of  fading. 
Peace  to  your  soul.     You  died  unwed 

Despite  this  loving  letter. 
And  what  of  [olm?    Of  John  be  said 

The  less,  1  think,  the  better. 

— -'///  the   Year  Round. 


XLII.-The  Daisy. 


Not  worlds  on  worlds  in  phalanx  deep 

Need  we  to  prove  a  God  is  here ; 
The  daisy,  fresh  from  winter's  sleep, 

Tells  of  His  hand  in  lines  as  clear. 

For  who  but  He  who  arched  the  skies, 
And  pours  the  day-spring's  Uving  flood. 

Wondrous  alike  in  all  He  tries, 

Could  rear  the  daisy's  purple  bud? 

Mould  its  green  cup,   its  wir>-  stem. 

Its  fringed  border  nicely  spin. 
And  cul  ihe  gold -embossed  gem 

That,  set  in  silver,  gleams  within? 

And  fling  it.  unrestrained  and  free. 

O'er  hill  and  dale  and  desert  sod, 
That  man,  where'er  he  walks,  may  see 

In  every  step  the  stamp  of  God  ? 

John  Mason  Good,' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


FALLEN  LEAVES, 


From  Little  Johnny's  Diary. 


JUXE  22th. — Sassidges  for  breckfis,  j-ou  ot  to  seen  me  an 
Billy  et  em.  If  we  was  let  we  wude  et  lots  more  than  we 
was  giv,  but  I  like  readin  good  books,  too. 

One  time  there  was  a  little  boy  wich  had  ben  giv  some 
money,  and  he  went  to  Mister  Brily,  the- butcher,  and  bot  so 
much  sassidge  like  he  wude  bust,  and  he  was  sick  a  bed. 
So  his  father  he  said  : 

"  lie  make  him  not  likem  anny  mor,  seef  I  dont." 

So  his  father  said  :  "  Sammy,''  cos  that  was  his  name, 
"doo  yu  kanow  wot  sossidges  is  made  out  of?" 

And  Sammy  said  he  dident.  Then  his  father  said  :  "  Ba- 
bies ! " 

And  Sammy  said  :  "  How  crewel  !"  and  his  father  said  : 
"Offlel" 

Then  Sammy  he  thot  a  wile  reel  hard,  like  he  wude  go  to 
sleep,  and  then  he  said  : 

"  How  much  sossidges  wude  our  baby  make,  and  wude  it 
make  a  mile  ?  Cos  wen  I  git  wel  I  mite  go  to  the  restyrant 
and  say,  ■■  I  can  git  a  mile  of  sossidges,  and  if  yule  cook  em 
reel  brown  you  may  hav  a  bite,  I  aint  sting}'.'" 

I  hav  herd  fokes  say  that  cats  is  put  in  to  sossidges,  but 
taint  so,  its  jest  the  other  way,  but  cats  eats  rats,  too. 

Once  a  rat  was  eetin  some  bugs  wich  it  had  foun  drownded, 
and  a  cat  see  him  doin  it.  And  wen  the  rat  had  et  em  evry 
little  bit  up  the  cat  she  et  the  rat,  and  wocked  a  way  a  shakin 
her  hed  like  sayin  : 

"  There,  that  wil  teech  you  better  than  to  eat  sech  disgustin 
food,  you  nassy  thing,  it  makes  me  sick  to  my  stumack  ake 
for  to  think  of  it  I '' 

Uncle  Ned  says  that  remines  him  of  a  nigger  wich  he  see 
in  Africy.  The  nigger  had  kil  a  other  nigger  in  a  fite,  and 
had  brot  the  boddy  home,  and  Uncle  Xed  ast  him  was  he  a 
goin  to  eat  it.  The  nigger  he  was  offle  mad,  and  he  said,  the 
nigger  did  ; 

"  Do  you  think  Ime  a  disgustin  cannible  ?  Ime  a  goin  to 
giv  him  to  my  dog,  for  to  make  the  dog  fat." 

Then  Uncle  Ned  said  :  "O  thats  how  it  is,  but  wot  in  the 
wirld  do  you  keep  dogs  for  ?  " 

And  the  nigger  he  said  :  "  Wot  do  I  keep  dogs  for  ?  I 
I  never  see  sech  a  fool.  Wot  does  any  body  keep  dogs  for 
but  to  eat  em  ?  *' 

Billy  he  got  a  lickin  to  day  for  throne  rocks  at  a  Chiny 
man,  sene  him  rite,  puddin  for  dinner,  and  Franky  is  gittin 
a  other  tooth,  and  mother  is  dlited  like  it  was  a  other  leg  ! 

July  the  I5st. — I  was  made  wosh  in  ice  woter  cos  I  dident 
git  up  wen  I  was  tole,  but  you  ot  to  seen  wot  a  little  tiny 
drop  was  anuf.  Looked  like  it  wude  rain,  but  after  it  had 
straind  a  wile  it  giv  it  up. 

Wen  I  ast  my  father  did  he  think  it  wude  rain,  so  I  coud 
make  a  sno  man  out  of  mud,  he  dident  say  any  thing  for  a 
long  wile,  but  pretty  soon  he  looked  at  my  mother  and  smild 
and  he  said,  my  father  did: 

"  If  it  wude  rain  lots,  wife,  Johnny  cude  have  a  piller  of 
salt." 

But  my  mother  she  said: 

"You  must  be  crazy;  do  you  think  Ide  let  him  sleep  on 
sech  a  thing  as  that  ?  " 

There  was  a  feller  wich  was  silly,  and  he  was  a  standin 
in  the  rode  bear  heded,  and  his  brother  looked  out  the  win- 
do  and  sed: 

"  Wy  dont  you  come  in  the  house,  dont  you  see  its  goin 
for  to  rain  ?  " 

Then  the  silly  feller  he  said: 

"  You  hav  al  ways  call  me  a  fool,  bot  wich  is  the  fool  now 
Ide  like  for  to  kano,  do  you  spose  if  I  was  to  com  in  the 
house  it  wudent  rain  all  the  same? "' 

This  morng  we  had  egs  and  ham  for  breckfess  and  my 
sister  for  dinner.  She  dident  seem  to  feel  nice,  and  I  ast  her 
how  she  liked  bein  marrid  to  her  young  man,  and  livin  in  a 
other  hous,*  and  she  dident  say  nothin,  but  looked  like  she 
was  a  goin  to  bust  out  bawlin.  Then  my  mother  she  spoke 
up  and  said  wasent  it  a  brass  band,  but  it  wasent  cos  I  ran 
out  for  to  see.  Wen  I  cum  back  my  sister  she  had  shet  her- 
sef  up  in  a  bed  room  up  stairs,  now  Ide  like  to  kanow  wots 
up,  if  that  yung  man  has  ben  Hckin  her  he  better  not,  no  in- 
deed, cos  he  wil  have  to  go  to  the  bad  place  wen  he  dise, 
and  the  ole  black  feller  will  say: 

"  Yure  so  fond  of  lickin  may*be  you  better  lick  this  red  hot 
griddle  nex  2  or  3  million  years  wile  I  mix  up  some  batter 
for  to  make  me  a  cake,  cos  I  aint  had  any  breckfiss  yet." 

Once  there  was  a  man  lickin  his  whife,  and  a  little  boy 
cetched  him  at  it,  and  he  said,  the  little  boy  did  : 

"Wot  do  you  mean  by  like  that,  you  notty  man,  if  you 
dont  stop  this  minnit  there  will  be  litcnin  1" 

But  the  man  done  i'.  agin,  and  the  little  boy  he  pull  offhi^: 
;L':ket  and  said  :  "  Now  lie  giv  it  to  yu,  good  !"  and  dubble 
up  his  fists,  but  the  man  he  kep  on  a  licken  his  whife  like  he 
never  expeckted  to  have  a  other. 


Then  the  little  boy  he  got  up  in  a  apple  tree  and  said  : 

"  You  wicked  feller,  if  I  was  down  out  of  this  tree  it  wude 
be  pizen  times  for  you  !■' 

Then  the  man  he  went  away  to  hav  a  quiet  smoke,  and 
wen  the  woman  wich  was  licked  she  see  the  little  boy  gitin 
down  out  the  tree  she  cetched  him  and  giv  him  a  offle  lickin 
his  ownself,  and  said  : 

"Thattle  be  good  for  yure  tung,  you  sassy  brat  \" 

I  spose  my  father  he  thot  of  that  this  after  noon  wen  I 
herd  him  tell  my  mother  it  wasent  no  use  to  enter  fearin 
tween  a  man  and  his  wife,  let  em  make  it  up  their  own 
:>ellufs.     But  Ide  like  to  kano  wots  come  of  Uncle  Ned. 

Jn.v  the  i6d. — This  mornin  I  went  strate  to  Uncle  Ned 
bOon  as  ever  I  got  up  and  I  said  : 

'•  Uncle  Ned,  taint  no  use  us  havin  secrits  from  each  other 
or  we  cant  live  together  any  more." 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  said  :  "  Johnny,  1  dont  want  to  gather 
any  more,  1  gethered  one  yesterday,  and  Ide  like  to  get  rid 
of  thatn." 

Then  I  said  :  "Wy  dont  yu  tel  it  to  me  then  :  I  no  that 
jung  man  has  been  licken  Missy,  cos  if  he  aint  wot  for  did- 
ent she  go  home  las  nite,  but  stade  to  our  house  .'^" 

Uncle  Ned  he  said  twassent  so,  she  went  home  bout  3  Oh 
clock  this  mornin,  cos  he  went  with  her,  it  was  all  rite  and  I 
mussent  say  no  more  about  it,  so  I  wont. 

Chickin  for  dinner  and  lots  of  stufiin,  pertickler  by  me. 

But  I  kanow  he  licked  her. 

Mary,  thats  the  house  maid,  has  got  a  new  frock  made  out 
of  my  mother's  ole  dress,  Franky,  thats  the  baby,  said  "  La, 
la,  la,  la,"  you  never  see  sech  a  smart  baby  I 

I  know  were  there  is  a  baby  which  is  a  heap  older  than 
ourn,  but  not  moren  halef  so  big,  and  it  cant  wock,  and  it 
cant  tock,  but  it  can  jist  discount  any  body  a  lookin  out  of 
its  eyes.     It  is  in  a  store  windo,  and  is  made  out  of  whax. 

Fore  my  sister  was  married  to  her  yung  man,  and  went  to 
liv  in  her  uther  hous  and  be  licked,  me  and  her  used  to  pas 
that  windo,  and  I  was  for  stoppin,  but  she  wude  pul  me  a 
long  and  say  : 

'  Wy,  its  ben  there  ever  since  I  was  little,  only  some  times 
its  close  is  change,  wot  can  you  see  to  like  in  that  thing,  I 
think  thay  better  wash  the  nasty  black  spots  off  its  nose." 

But  the  other  day  we  was  goin  past  agin,  and  she  stopt 
and  looked  a  long  wile,  and  then  she  said  : 

"0,  you  darlin,  wee  sweet,  if  you  was  a  live  I  woud  bi 
yu  and  jest  eat  you  evry  mite  up,  wot  dear  little  freckles  onto 
its  funny  nosie  !  *' 

Now  wot  do  you  think  of  that  ? 

July  the  17. — I  was  to  my  sisters  hous  to  day  ;  and  wile  I 
was  into  her  werk  bascuit  I  foun  a  letter  wich  was  rote  her 
by  her  yung  man  wile  she  was  over  to  our  hous,  time  he 
licked  her,  and  I  coppid  it  in  my  diry  wile  she  was  out. 
Here  it  is,  xcuse  spellin  : 

A/y  Prerioiis  Szoeetsweet ,  Come  liome  with  your  Uncle  Edward.  I 
have  told  him  all.  and  he  says  we  were  neither  of  us  to  blame.  He  will 
hand  you  this  note  and  I  beg  you  will  come  back  with  him  to  your  own 

LoviF.  DoviE. 

P.  S. — Uncle  Edward,  fortunately,  had  some  fruit  in  his  pocket,  which 
he  happened  to  lay  on  the  table,  and  I  must  confess  th.-it  that  table 
cover  is  orange,  as  you  contended,  and  not  yellow  as  was  suggested  by 
me.  So  it  was  all  my  fault  and  I  freely  forgive  you.  and  we'll  never, 
never  have  another  dispute  while  we  live.  L.  D. 

There  !  I  new  he  licked  her.     Sammon  for  dinner  today. 


LEGENDARY  FALL  OF  THE  FIRST  PINE. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Qu'est-ce  qui  rend  les  amities  si  tiedes  et  si  peu  durables 
entre  les  femmes  ?  Ce  sont  les  interets  de  Tamour,  c'est  la 
jalousie  des  conquetes. — y.  J.  Rousseau. 

L'amour,  quand  il  est  seul,  n'est  qu'un  feu  passager,  il  est 
tout  desir,  tout  passion,  il  faut  que  Tamiti^  s"y  mcle,  et  ce 
n'est  que  de  ce  sentiment  qu'il  recoit  la  plenitude  et  la  durde 
de  son  existence. 

Peu  de  gens  savent  ce  que  c'est  que  l'amour  et  parmi  ceux 
qui  le  savent,  il  en  est  bien  peu  qui  le  disent. — Mmc.  Guizot. 

Un  femme  dont  la  grande  beaut^  e'clipse  celle  des  autres  est 
vue  avec  des  yeux  difFerents  par  autant  de  personnes  qu'elle 
est  regardee:  les  jolies  femmes  la  voient  avec  envie,  les  laides 
avec  depit,  les  vieillards  avec  regret,  les  jeunes  gens  avec 
transport. — Marquis  dArgcns. 

Le  sommeil  est,  apres  la  mort,  ce  qu'il  y  a  de  meilleur 
dans  la  vie. — Th.  Gantic{\ 

La  flatterie  est  comme  la  fausse  monnaie,  elle  appauvrit 
celui  qui  la  recoit. 

La  femme  est  une  charmante  cre'ature  qui  retire  aussi 
facilement  ses  gants  que  son  cceur. — Balzac. 

CONFIDENCE. 
Mon  C'Kur  soupire  des  Taurore. 

Le  jour,  un  rien  me  fait  rougir, 
Le  soir,  mon  cceur  soupire  encore, 

Je  sens  du  mal  et  du  plaisir. 

Je  rOve  A  toi  quand  je  sommeille, 

Ton  nom  m'agite,  il  me  saisit, 
Je  pense  a  toi  quand  je  m'cveille, 

Partout  ton  image  me  suit. 

Quand  tu  paries  ta  voix  touchante 

Dans  mes  sens  porta  le  plaisir. 
Ton  aspect  me  trouble  et  m'enchante, 

Je  te  cherche  et  je  voudrais  te  fair. 

Oui,  tout  il  mon  cceur  te  rappelle, 
Je  jouis  cent  fois  de  mon  bonheur. 

Ah  !  tiis-moi  comment  on  appelle, 
Ce  qui  se  passe  dans  mon  cceur. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  SLs  Persons. — Sunday,  Aug:ust  ; 


It  was  a  dreamy,  quiet  night  in  early  June. 

The  earth  had  laid  aside  her  dainty  spring  garment,  and 
had  clad  herself  in  the  fresh,  sweet  beauty  of  early  summer. 

Evening  had  enhanced  and  made  perfect  this  beauty,  for 
over  it  she  had  scattered  myriads  of  pure  dew-drops  that 
were  turned  by  the  bright  light  of  the  morn  into  sparkling 
crystals. 

The  silence  which  had  been  uninterrupted,  except  by  the 
plaintive  chirp  of  some  restless  little  bird,  was  now  broken 
by  the  low  murmurings  and  whisperings  of  the  pines  as  they 
swayed  to  and  fro,  and  bowed  one  to  tlie  other. 

Presently  there  was  a  hush,  as  Somnus,  god  of  sleep, 
passed  through  the  forest,  gently  closing  as  she  went  the 
eyes  of  the  wakeful  birds.  Then  followed  the  dream-god, 
Morpheus,  flying  slowly,  and  scattering  his  queer  fancies  to 
right  and  to  left. 

As  soon  as  they  had  passed  on  the  whisperings  were  re- 
sumed, and  this  time  the  tones  were  louder  and  more  dis- 
tinct. 

Grand  old  pines!  they  had  much  to  say. 

For  centuries  they  had  stood  together;  they  had  battled 
the  fiercest  storms,  and  up  to  that  day  they  had  been  un- 
broken. 

To-night  their  king,  the  tallest,  noblest  one  among  them, 
lay  stretched  out  at  their  feet  dead. 

Not  killed  by  nature,  but  cut  down  by  the  hard,  keen  axe 
of  a  woodman,  the  first  that  had  entered  the  forest. 

How  their  hearts  had  thrilled  with  agony  when  they  saw 
the  cruel  blade  descending,  each  time  burying  itself  more 
and  more  deeply  into  the  heart  of  the  true  old  tree. 

This  pine  had  been  their  idol,  and  not  only  theirs,  but  also 
that  of  the  little  birds,  which  had  known  and  loved  it  best  of 
all,  and  had  sung  iheir  gayest,  sweetest  songs  in  its 
branches;  and  the  rabbits,  squirrels,  and  soft-eyed  deer,  they, 
too,  had  loved  it  well. 

There  was  also  a  little  stream  that  cur\-ed  around  its 
trunk,  and  chattered  and  sang  to  it  the  live-long  day. 

The  old  pine  had  loved  this  little  stream,  and  had  nur- 
tured and  cared  for  her  from  the  time  she  came  out  of  the 
ground  a  tiny  spring. 

So  when  the  little  spring  had  burst  away  from  her  bed, 
she  first  curved  around  her  dear  old  friend. 

Often  in  the  beginning  of  her  journey  she  was  touched  by 
the  sharp  rocks  in  her  path,  and  would  gurgle,  and  cr>',  and 
complain. 

Then  how  kindly  would  the  old  tree  soothe  and  comfort 
the  little  pilgrim. 

Now  she  must  battle  alone  ;  her  friend  had  suddenly  and 
strangely  fallen.  It  lay  right  across  her  path,  blocking  it  as 
the  sharp  rocks  and  stones  had  never  done. 

The  little  streami  she  softly  caressed  her  lost  friend,  she 
poured  her  waters  over  the  bruised  branches,  and  murmured 
to  it  her  grief  and  love,  but  it  would  not  answer  her;  it  lay 
still  and  helpless  in  its  bright  robes,  still  green  and  spark- 
ling with  dew. 

That  was  the  saddest  night  the  forest  ever  knew;  happen- 
ing, too,  in  the  brightest  season. 

In  the  time  when  the  flowers  were  all  blooming,  and 
everything  rejoicing. 

Previously  on  such  June  nights  the  pines  had  been  full  of 
gladness,  had  laughed  and  told  wonderful  stories  of  the 
moon,  stars,  brooks,  and  birds,  and  of  the  time  when  the  In- 
dian warrior  Hiawatha,  and  the  lovely  Minnehaha,  had 
passed  through  the  forest  on  their  bridal  journey  homeward 
from  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs. 

But  all  this  bright  June  nigh;  the)-  rocked  and  moaned, 
and  never  since  have  they  ceased  their  murmurings,  though 
many  ha\'e  shared  the  same  fate. 

Go  into  the  forest  and  Usten  to  the  whisperings  of  the 
pines;  still  they  tell  the  same  tale  over  and  over — tell  of  that 
dreadful  night  when  the  fall  of  the  first  pine  caused  the 
earth  to  shake,  and  the  frightened  birds  to  fly  away. 

Tell  how  the  little  stream  continued  to  grieve  and  weep, 
until  her  waters  were  turned  to  salt  tears,  how  at  length  she 
buried  herself  and  traveled  for  many  miles  in  the  dark 
ground,  and  at  last  reappeared  in  a  desert  land  as  a  great 
salt  lake.  Kismet. 

San  Francisco,  July  20, 1S78. 


*  Only  last  week  this  audacious  chronicler  represented  that  estimable 
young  woman,  his  sister,  as  being  still  a  spinster,  living  under  the  pa- 
ternal roof. — Editor. 


Muskmelon. 

Vegeiable  soup. 

Baked  Red-tish. 

Lamb  Chops.  Potato  Croquettes. 

Succotash.  Sweet  Potatoes. 

Ro.Tst  Duclcs,  Apple  Sauce. 

Cucumber  Sal.id. 

Lemon  Cream. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Pe.nches,  Apricots,  Plums,  Cages,  Apples,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Lemon  Ckeam. — Boil  the  thin  rind  of  two  lemons  In  a  pint  of 

cream  ;  strain  and  thicken  with  the  well-bealen  yelks  of  three  and  whites  of  four 

eggs  ;  sweeten  with  pulverized  sugar;  stir  until  nearly  cold,  and  pul  in  glasses. 

To  Bake  Reu-fish. — Prepare  a  rich  dressing  of  bread,  onions,  parsley,  and 
part  of  a  clove  of  garlic  very  finely  minced.  P'ill  the  fish,  lay  on  the  top  three  or 
four  thin  slices  of  fat  pork,  put  into  the  pan  enough  soup  stock  to  make  sufficient 
gravy.  When  partly  cooked,  add  four  lablcspoonfuls  of  tomato  catsup,  and  one 
of  Nabob  sauce.    Thicken  with  a  little  Hour,  and  baste  continually. 


An  Optical  Delusion. 


The  Colonel,  a  rigid  martinet,  is  sitting  at  the  window  of 
his  room,  when  looking  out  he  sees  a  Captain  crossing  the 
barrack-yard  toward  the  gate.  Looking  ac  him  closely  he 
is  shocked  to  observe  that,  the  rules  and  regulations  to  the 
contrary  notwithstanding,  the  Captain  does  not  cany  a 
sword. 

"Captain!"  he  calls  from  the  window;  "Hi,  Captain; 
step  up  to  my  room  for  a  moment,  will  you  ?  '' 

The  Captain  obejs  promptly,  borrows  a  sword  from  the 
officer  of  the  guard,  the  guard-room  being  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs,  and  presents  himself  to  the  Colonel  in  irreproachable 
tenue.  * 

The  Colonel  is  somewhat  surprised  to  see  the  sword  in  its 
place  and,  having  to  invent  some  pretext  for  calling  his  sub- 
ordinate back,  says,  with  some  confusion,  **  I  beg  your  par- 
don, Captain,  but  really  IVe  forgotten  what  it  was  I  wanted 
to  speak  to  you  about.  However,  it  can't  have  been  any- 
thing veiy  important;  it'll  keep,     tiood  morning." 

The  Captain  salutes,  departs,  returns  the  sword  to  its 
owner  and  is  making  off  across  the  barrack-yard,  when  he 
again  comes  within  the  Colonel's  vision. 

The  Colonel  rubs  his  eyes,  stares,  says  softly  to  himself, 
"  Wow  in  thimdcr  is  this  ?  Dem  it,  he  hasn't  a  sword  to  his 
waist ; "  then  called  aloud,  "  Captain  !  oh,  Captain,  one 
moment  please." 

The  scene  is  re-enacted. 

The  Captain  salutes,  departs,  returns  the  sword  to  its  owner, 
and  makes  for  the  gate.  As  he  crosses  the  barrack-yard  the 
Colonel  calls  his  wife  to  his  side  and  says  :  "  See  that  officer 
out  there?     Has  he  got  a  sword  on.^" 

The  Colonel's  wife  adjusts  her  eye-glass  upon  him,  scans 
him  keenly  and  says  :  "  He  hasn't  a  taste  of  a  sword." 

The  Colonel — "That's  just  where  you  fool  you'-elf.  He 
has  !"'" — Paris  Figaro. 

There  is  even  a  happiness  that  makes  tht  ht:'.i 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


NO  TIC E. 

The  Argonaut  h  published  cvtry  Saturday,  at  \o.  $33    Citli/frmia 

Strttt,  by  the  Argattaut  PubHshiHg  Ccmpamy. 
Rates  of  Subscription,  S-f  Per  rear:  six  mjHtks,  $3.3$:  thrte  months, 

$/,^o — payable  in  aJi'an'ce.      Postage  prepaid.       City  lubstriberj 

sened/vrjj  cents  per  month.     Sinfle  copies,  to  cents. 
Address  ail  coeimuuieations  to  "  The  Argonaut,  JJJ  California  Street, 

San  Fraa£tsco." 
Branch  Oj^ce.  Cth>/'ers  Hooistore.  7/6  Afariet  Street. 
A'ews  Dealers  and  Agents  in  the  interior  supplied  by  the  San  Pranrisco 

Xeu?s  Company,  Xo.  41J   Washington  Street,' to  whom  alt  orders 

skomid  bt  attdrtssed, 

A.  P.  STANTON,  Btuiness  Manager, 


THE  ARGONAUT. 


Frank  M.  Pixi.ev,  \ 
FRKI).  M.  Somers,    1 


Editors. 
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An  agreeable  surprise  has  been  experienced  by  our  citizens 
of  San  Francisco  this  last  week  in  the  telegraphic  announce- 
ment from  Bavaria  of  the  death  of  Michael  Reese.  Michael 
was  a  wealthy  Israelite  of  somewhat  eccentric  habits,  of  vast 
wealth,  and  marked  individuality  of  character,  who  has  lived 
among  us  these  many  years.  His  most  pronounced  quality 
of  mind  is  expressed  in  his  own  almost  pathetic  confession 
"ithat  avarice  was  with  him  a  disease."  With  a  clear  head 
and  subtle  mind  for  business;  with  habits  of  industry  that 
sought  no  recreation;  with  an  energy  that  was  untiring; 
with  habits  of  personal  economy  verging  upon  painful  self- 
denial  of  dress  and  even  food;  with  a  sharp  instinct  of  busi- 
ness policy  that  taught  him  that  honesty  would  pay  and  that 
an  honorable  regard  for  his  word  was  a  wise  discretion;  with 
a  reputable  record  in  business  transactions,  he  accumulated 
a  large  fortune.  He  became  rich,  and  nothing  more.  The 
keenest  pang  he  ever  experienced  was  that  younger  men 
with  better  luck  made  more  money,  and  distanced  him  in  the 
pursuit  of  wealth.  Out  of  his  vast  accumulations  he  leaves 
to  San  Francisco  charities  a  mere  pittance.  The  will  pre- 
pared for  him  by  his  attorney  and  friend,  John  I!.  Kelton, 
gave  six  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars  to  the  University 
of  California,  and  other  thousands  to  charity  ;  but  no  sooner 
had  the  generous  heart  of  Felion  been  silenced  in  death  than 
Michael,  true  to  his  instinct,  withdrew  the  deposit  he  had 
made  in  heaven,  and  gave  it  to  his  relatives  in  Chicago. 
These  charitable  pittances  are  but  a  partial  restoration  to  the 
public  of  what  he  has  somewhat  rudely  gathered  from  it. 
One  of  the  curious  incidents  of  Michael's  death  is  in  the 
gushing  notices  he  has  received  irom  the  press,  under  the 
impression  that  he  had  left  more  than  a  million  in  public 
charities.  "  Noble,"  "  unselfish, '  "  generous, '  "  self-denying 
gentleman,"  are  some  of  the  expressions  employed,  and  his 
little  parsimonious  eccentricities  of  life  were  by  the  San  Fran- 
cisco press  condoned,  excused,  and  interpreted  in  the  light 
of  "self-denial."  "Not  living  for  himself,"  e.\plaincd  the 
Bulletin.  "  Agent  in  his  life  for  benevolent  institutions," 
echoed  a  press  that  during  his  long  and  not  dishonorable 
business  career  had  omitted  no  opportunity  to  wound  and 
insult  him.  If  they  take  any  other  San  Francisco  journals  in 
the  spirit  land  than  the  Argonaut,  how  Michael  and  his 
friends  will  enjoy  reading  them.  The  merry  laugh  of  our 
genial  friend  Felton  will  ring  out  above  the  music  of  the 
golden  harps  and  angel  chorus  as  he  appreciates  the  joke. 
If  .Michael  Reese  was  as  the  Bulletin  avers  but  "  the  agent 
of  benevolent  institutions,"  we  respectfully  suggest  that  five 
per  cent,  is  not  a  fair  accounting  of  his  trust,  and  should  he 
be  summoned  at  the  bar  of  that  high  court  of  chancery  to 
marshal  his  assets  and  make  a  showing  of  his  accounts.  He 
will  most  assuredly  be  mulcted  in  damages,  unless  Felton  is 
there  with  his  logic  and  his  eloquence  to  help  his  friend 
Michael  win  his  last  Suit  at  the  highest  court  of  ultimate  ap- 
peal. To  us  the  life  and  example  of  Michael  Reese  are 
not  altogether  lovely.  From  the  Chronicle  we  take  the 
salient  points:  Bora  in  Bavaria;  poor;  an  immigrant  to 
America  when  young ;  a  tanner's  apprentice  ;  a  peddler  ;  a 
merchant;  a  bankrupt;  a  negro  slave-trader;  an  army  con- 
tractor; a  speculator;  a  money-lender;  a  broker;  a  bachelor; 
occupying  meanly  furnished  apartments;  moving  to  San 
Mateo  to  escape  ta.\ation;  and  to  his  intimate  friends  admit- 
ting that  "  avarice  was  a  disease  with  him."  Without  record 
so  far  as  we  ever  heard  of  a  generous  act  or  a  charitable 
deed  saving  to  his  relations,  he  passes  from  an  unloved  life 
to  an  unregretted  death,  leaving  ""a  well  conditioned  estate 
\-ariouily  estimated  at  from  five  to  ten  millions."  What  a 
feeble  foot-print  has  this  rich  man  left  in  the  sands  of  time. 

>c  .-.rst  wave  washes  it  out,  and  the  memory  of  Michael 


Reese  will  be  forgotten  and  his  name  alone  will  be  preserved 
in  marble  over  an  obscure  grave  in  the  little  village  of  Waller- 
stein,  in  Bavaria,  and  yet  with  his  great  fortune,  and  his  keen, 
active,  subtle  brain,  what  a  magnificent  monument  he  might 
have  reared  here  in  this  city  that  has  been  so  generous  to 
him!  What  a  noble  practical  and  splendid  charity  he  could 
have  endowed,  and  with  it  associated  his  memory  for  all 
generations  and  all  time  to  come!  Old  barber  Time  is  now 
calling  for  the  "  next  gentleman." 


The  Constitution  of  this  State  provides  that  taxation  shall 
be  equal  ;  but  it  is  not,  and  it  has  never  been.  There  seems 
to  be  great  difficulty  in  organizing  any  system  of  collecting 
revenue  that  equalizes  the  burden  of  government.  Tliis 
diRiculty  is  not  only  experienced  in  California — a  new  State 
—in  the  United  States,  a  Republic  ;  but  in  the  oldest,  best 
organized,  and  best  governed  countries  of  Europe  the  same 
difliculty  exists.  The  inequality  of  taxation  is  especially 
obser>able  in  the  city  of  San  Francisco.  The  owners  of 
personal  property  resort  to  every  possible  device  to  hide 
their  possessions  from  the  assessor,  and  the  result  is  that 
the  burden  falls  upon  real  property.  There  is  in  round  num- 
bers only  about  $50,000,000  of  personal  property  in  this  city 
subject  to  taxation.  Yet  we  have  two  firms,  each  composed 
of  four  individuals,  that  are  worth  more  than  $50,000,000. 
Messrs.  Stanfiird,  Huntington,  Crocker,  and  the  Hopkins 
estate  are  worth,  independent  of  the  railroad  property — also 
owned  and  controlled  by  them — more  than  $50,000,000. 
.Messrs.  Flood,  Mackay,  Fair,  and  the  O'Brien  estate  are 
worth  more  than  $50,000,000,  independent  of  their  mines, 
forests,  roads,  and  mills  in  Ne\'ada.  The  Spring  \'alley 
Water  Company  is  valued  at  $12,000,000.  The  City  Gas 
franchise  is  selling  in  the  market  at  $10,000,000.  We  have 
a  hundred  gentlemen  doing  business  and  resident  in  this 
city  who  are  millionaires.  In  addition  to  those  we  have 
named  are  several  individuals  whose  wealth  varies  from  fi\'e 
to  ten  millions,  and  a  score  who  are  worth  more  than  two 
millions.  If  to  these  tremendous  fortunes  we  estimate  the 
aggregate  of  thousands  of  prosperous  and  wealthy  citi- 
zens, the  immense  sums  represented  by  bank,  mining,  rail- 
way, and  other  corporations,  our  immense  stocks  of  goods 
in  warehouses  and  stores — the  sum  total  would  swell  to  an 
incredible  amount.  Foreign  bankers,  insurance  men,  and 
merchants  succeed  in  contributing  almost  nothing  to  the 
maintenance  of  our  government.  Corporations  boldly  claim 
that  their  capital  is  exempt  from  taxation  ;  that  notes,  mort- 
g;iges,  bonds,  and  legal  obligations  are  only  evidences  of 
value,  and  not  property  subject  to  taxation  ;  that  franchises, 
rights,  and  privileges — no  matter  how  valuable,  or  how  large 
may  be  the  income  therefrom — are  not  taxable.  There  is 
a  very  specious  and  subtile  line  of  argument  sustaining  this 
view  of  the  laws  that  it  is  difficult  to  answer.  Our  corpora- 
tions and  men  of  wealth  spare  no  exertions  to  avoid  taxa- 
tion. They  employ  counsel  ;  they  interpose  the  law's  delay ; 
they  drive  our  courts  to  extremes  of  nicest  interpretation  of 
statutes  to  avoid  bearing  their  just  burdens.  It  is  to  this 
point  that  we  desire  to  call  the  attention  of  our  wealthy  fel- 
low-citizens, and  to  appeal  to  them  to  do  their  duty.  Not 
less  than  $200,000,000  of  wealth  avoids  taxation  in  San 
Francisco.  If  all  were  equally  and  fairly  taxed,  we  should 
scarcely  feel  the  burdens  of  government ;  and  if  to  this 
there  could  be  an  economical  and  honest  administration,  our 
burdens  would  be  light  indeed.  Real  estate  can  not  hide  ; 
it  must  therefore  almost  alone  support  a  municipal  and  State 
government.  The  firmers  throughout  the  State,  the  home- 
stead and  small  real  estate  owners  of  the  towns,  are  intelli- 
gent. They  understand  this  condition  of  things.  They  are 
indignant,  and  they  resent  the  wrong  put  upon  them.  And 
hence  it  is — and  most  natural,  too — that  when  passion  and 
violence  organize  upon  the  sand-lots  in  opposition  to  wealth 
and  wealthy  corporations,  the  great  conservative,  thinking 
mass  of  real  property  owners  looks  with  complacent  indilTer- 
ence  to  the  threats  of  agitators,  and  e\'en  votes  with  them. 
Now,  this  Convention  to  reorganize  the  Constitution  is  vir- 
tually in  the  hands  of  the  great  corporations.  Most  of  the 
delegates  were  chosen  by  them,  and  the  Convention  will  be 
under  the  control  of  the  moneyed  interests.  We  mean  by 
this  that  the  guiding  influences  that  will  surround  and  direct 
the  deliberations  of  the  Convention  will  come  from  the 
wealthy  class.  Hence  we  appeal  to  that  class  to  do  its  duty 
honestly,  and  give  to  the  people  of  California  equal  taxation 
— first,  because  it  is  right ;  and,  second,  because  it  is  politic 
and  wise.  Property  and  wealth  have  no  protection  nor  safety 
under  a  republican  form  of  government,  except  so  far  as  just 
laws  shall  be  honestly  administered  by  the  people.  Wealth 
is  always  in  the  minority  ;  and  whenever  the  time  shall  come 
that  the  majority — to  wit,  the  not  wealthy  class — shall  feel  that 
it  is  being  imposed  upon  by  unjust  laws,  made  and  adminis- 
tered in  the  interest  of  a  moneyed  or  social  class,  at  that 
moment  our  government  will  begin  to  decay,  and  wealth  will 
turn  to  ashes.  So  we  say  to  this  Convention,  give  us  laws 
taxing  all  property  equally.  The  people  will  not  be  content 
i  with  any  specious  reasoning,  that  says  to  the  farmer  who  has 
land  worth  ten  thousand  dollars — upon  which  the  village 
bank  has  a  mortgage  of  five  thousand  dollars — that  he  must 
pay  all  the  taxes.  The  citizen  of  the  town  will  not  be  satis- 
fied with  the  reasoning  that  makes  him  pay  a  tax  of  $250  on 


$Io,ooo  worth  of  real  estate,  while  his  neighbor  pays  nothing 
on  $10,000  worth  of  gas  stock.  If  a  water  company  is  only 
mains  and  hydrants  ;  a  gas  company  only  pipes,  holders,  and 
old  iron  ;  a  railway  only  ties,  rails,  cars,  cables,  and  horses 
— then  a  building  is  only  second-hand  lumber,  and  old  nails, 
brick,  stones,  laths,  slack-lime,  and  sand.  We  know  all  about 
the  argument  that  declares  that  only  t/iiiit^s  should  be  taxed  ; 
but  we  declare  that  it  is  our  conviction  that  all  rights,  privi- 
leges, and  franchises  that  produce  money  should  be  taxed. 
Everything  is  property  that  earns.  Everything  is  property 
that  produces.  Let  us  illustrate  by  a  printing  office.  The 
Akco.saut  is  taxed  upon  a  valuation  of  $2,500.  It  earns 
more  money  every  month  than  any  brick  building  worth 
$50,000 ;  it  ought  to  be  taxed  for  $50,000.  The  morning 
Gr// is  worth  $300,000.  Mr.  Pickering  would  not  lake  that 
amount  of  money  for  it.  It  would  bring  that  in  the  market. 
It  earns  an  income  on  that  valuation,  yet  it  is  taxed  on  a  val- 
uation of  say  $7,000 — its  type,  presses,  and  office  furniture. 
A  property  in  houses  and  lands  worth  $300,000,  after  pa)'ing 
street  assessments,  insurance,  and  other  expenses  incident  to 
real  property,  would  pay  this  year  a  tax  of  $7,500,  while  Mr.  " 
Pickering  would  pay  a  tax  of  $17.50.  This  is  illogical,  un- 
just, and  insupportable.  It  is  an  unfair  discrimination  against 
one  kind  of  property  in  favor  of  another.  It  is  unequal  tax- 
ation. If  Mr.  Pickering  should  reply  to  this  argument — he 
will  not,  because  the  great  dailies  never  notice  the  Arc.o- 
NAL'l" — he  will  answer  "the  argument  of  an  obscure  weekly 
cotemporary  "  by  saying  that  $293,000  of  the  Call  property 
is  "good  will,"  and  not  therefore  taxable  as  property.  Our 
reply  is,  call  it  what  you  please,  "good  will,"  or  a  franchise 
as  common  carrier  of  small  advertisements,  it  earns  an  in- 
come upon  a  value  of  $300,000,  is  worth  $300,000,  and  ought 
to  pay  a  tax  upon  that  amount ;  and  that  there  is  no  argu- 
ment, in  conscience  or  good  morals,  that  can  avoid  the  logic 
of  this  conclusion.  Bank  stock,  insurance  stock,  and  stock 
of  every  corporation,  should  be  taxed  the  full  market  value. 
If  all  would  pay,  it  would  be  an  easy  burden  to  carry  ;  if  all 
shirk  this  duty,  and  the  motto  of  our  classes  rich  in  personal 
property  shall  be,  "  Tlie  devil  and  the  tax-collector  catch  all 
who  can  not  hide,"  then  communism  and  agrarianism  will 
not  seem  such  portentous  evils  to  those  who  have  too  much 
real  estate  and  too  little  personal  property.  Our  whole 
scheme  of  taxation  is  an  imposition  upon  real  property. 
This  tax  must  be  paid.  The  official  grasps  it  with  an  iron 
hand.  To-day  the  tax  on  real  estate  is  due  ;  to-morrow  it  is 
delinquent,  with  a  penalty  of  five  per  cent,  added  ;  the  next 
day  it  is  sold,  and  the  buyer  may  demand  fifty  per  cent,  for 
its  redemption.  If  by  accident  or  inability  the  tax  remains 
unpaid,  the  sovereign  authority  declares  the  certificate  prima 
facie  evidence  of  title.  '  If  through  a  broken  sidewalk  a 
drunken  fool  breaks  his  worthless  neck,  the  damage  is  a 
lien  on  the  lot.  The  street  contractor  plots  its  improvement, 
and  the  owner  is  forced  to  submit  to  the  cost  of  printing, 
surveying,  superintending,  and  stealing,  and  the  swindling 
aggregate  of  stealings  becomes  a  lien  upon  the  property  "  im- 
proved," bearing  interest  at  one  per  cent,  per  month,  against 
which  the  statute  of  limitations  does  not  run.  Real  property 
is  the  goose  that  lays  the  golden  egg,  and  there  is  an  army 
of  politicians  and  contractors  conspiring  and  confederating 
to  kill  the  goose.  An  organization  should  be  perfected  to 
guard  this  property  from  depredation — a  real  estate  self-de- 
fense society.  The  true  rule  of  assessing,  say  the  water 
company,  is  to  fix  its  value  according  to  the  market  cash 
value  of  its  stock,  and  then  exempt  all  the  things  that  go  to 
make  up  the  corporate  value.  Assess  the  gas  company  at 
say  $S,ooo,ooo,  and  exempt  from  taxation  its  lands,  houses, 
holders,  furnaces,  coal,  coke,  pipes,  etc.,  that  are  owned  by 
it.  Assess  the  Call  at  $300,000,  and  exempt  its  type, 
presses,  and  office  furniture.  This,  it  is  said,  is  taxing 
brains.  All  right,  then  tax  brains.  We  admit  that  it  is  a 
high  valuation  to  put  upon  the  contents  of  Mr.  Pickering's 
hat,  but  if  that  brain  can  produce  earnings  upon  a  valuation 
of  $297,000,  it  ought  to  pay  the  tax.  The  product  of  brain 
and  luck  ought  not  to  be  exempt  from  taxation  any  more 
than  muscle.  A  cow  is  taxed  that  gives  milk,  a  sheep  that 
yields  a  fleece,  why  not  a  brain  that  through  the  medium  of 
small  advertisements  and  small  editorials  can  earn  money? 
We  call  the  attention  of  Constitutional  delegates  to  this  line 
of  reflection. 


Kearney  is  the  wild  clamor  of  an  undefined  discontent. 
His  is  a  crazy  but  earnest  protest  against  wrongs  the  causes 
of  which  he  does  not  understand  and  the  remedies  for  which 
he  cannot  prescribe.  Kearney  is  a  hound  on  the  scent.  His 
is  not  a  musical,  but  it  is  an  honest  bark;' and  we  know  the 
beast  is  there.  Kearney  is  a  voice  crying  in  the  wilderness 
of  Massachusetts,  "  Prepare  ye  the  way  for  Ben  Butler  to 
be  Governor,  and  make  his  path  straight  to  the  Presidential 
chair."  If  there  had  been  no  Chinese  in  California,  there 
had  been  no  Kearney.  Kearneys  will  multiply  in  the  nation 
till  reforms  begin. 

We  apologize  to  Senator  Nunan  for  our  editorial  last  week. 
He  is  not  in  anywise  connected  with  the  expenditure  of 
moneys  upon  Lobos  Square.  A  street  contractor  named 
Nunan  is  engaged  with  Senator  Rogers  in  doing  this  workj 
hence  our  mistake. 
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PRATTLE, 


countrj''s  respect  by  success.     It 
wish  to  regain  his  own  by  defeat. 


It  is  hardly  fair  for  General 
Grant's  "pliticle  friends"  to  so 
vehemently  protest   against    his 
evident  intention  of 
again  being  a  can- 
didate for  the  Pres- 
idency.    In  former 
struggles    for    that 
exalted  position  he 
has  twice  won  the 
is  natural  that  he  should 


The  declaration  of  Servian  independence  is  to  be  made  on 
the  twenty-second  day  of  the  current  month.  This  is  impu- 
dent !  Does  Servia  suppose  these  United  States  will  submit 
to  have  the  Fourth  of  July  shuffled  about  in  the  calendar  at 
the  caprice  of  a  petty  principality .' 


It  is  suggested  that  Servia's  Declaration  of  Independence 
begin  with  the  following  glittering  generality  :  "  When  in  the 
course  of  European  diplomacy  it  becomes  necessary  for  one 
people  to  let  another  dissolve  the  political  bands  which  have 
connected  them  with  a  third,  and  to  assume  among  the  pow- 
ers of  the  earth  the  desperate  and  unequal  station  to  which 
the  will  of  an  International  Congress  condemns  them,  a  de- 
cent respect  to  the  cannon  of  their  protectors  requires  that 
they  should  say  nothing  about  the  causes  which  compel  them 
to  accept  the  situation." 

Mr.  Foster,  who  has  been  nominated  for  Congress  by  an 
Ohio  Republican  convention,  declares  that  the  President  has 
alienated  the  sympathies  of  his  party.  Do  not  wholly  con- 
demn him  :  he  has  done  it  without  enlisting  the  sympathies 
of  the  other  party. 

In  explanation  of  his  interview  with  Kearney,  Ben.  Butler 
states  that  it  is  his  habit  to  call  on  any  gentleman  of  promi- 
nence coming  to  Boston  to  whom  he  thinks  his  visit  would 
be  agreeable.  Hope  he  does  not  make  any  mistakes  in  this 
matter  ;  it  would  be  extremely  embarrassing  if  he  should 
some  day  call  upon  a  gentleman  of  prominence  who  had 
just  pocketed  a  lot  of  silver  ware  from  the  hotel  table,  and 
had  not  had  time  to  lock  it  up. 


The  sons  of  toil  are  beginning  to  impose  their  horny  hands 
on  labor-saving  machinery ;  the  eastern  skies  are  lumi- 
nous o'  nights  with  an  auroral  glow  of  consuming  reapers,  and 
the  smoke  of  the  mower's  burning  ascendeth  up  forever  and 
ever.  The  agricultural  laborer  of  the  period,  with  his  mus- 
cles of  tireless  steel,  his  simple  wants  and  his  no  vote,  is  be- 
come a  cloud  by  day  and  a  pillar  of  tire  by  night ;  and  those 
chosen  people,  the  tramps,  emancipated  from  the  Egyptian 
bondage  of  labor  to  possess  the  promised  land  of  indolence, 
"Eye  the  blue  vault  and  bless  the  useful  light." 

Contemporaneously  there  sits  in  Washington  a  committee 
of  Congress  gravely  considering  the  "labor  question"  — 
whatever  that  may  mean — respectfully  listening  to  arguments 
against  machinery,  and  endeavoring  in  all  sincerity  to  hit 
upon  a  practicable  method  of  "  engrafting  "  upon  this  Gov- 
ernment the  ten  thousand  times  discredited  function  of  pro- 
viding for  the  able-bodied  poor.  And  this  is  only  the  elev- 
enth decade  of  "  Government  by  the  people  for  the  people." 
There  is  a  lower  deep  of  political  degradation  than  this,  but 
it  is  occupied  by  Mexico. 

For  the  people  indeed  !  Let  me  ask  you,  reader,  what  is 
meant  by  that  expression,  "  the  people,"  when  employed  in 
its  political  sense  ?  "  Obviously  the  entire  population  of 
this  country  " — so  you  will  be  likely  to  reply  if  you  speak 
without  reflection.  Scrutinize  the  mental  conception  and 
you  will  find  it  does  not  embrace  either  the  wealthy  or  the 
educated  classes.  Nor  does  it  include  those  who  hold  office 
— "  servants  of  the  people  "  as  they  humbly  designate  them- 
selves. Whenever  in  the  discussions  of  the  last  thirty  years 
a  politician  has  said  "  the  people  "  he  has  implied  antagonism 
and  menace,  forecasting  the  present  attitude  of  the  thing  he 
has  meant ;  for  the  poor  and  ignorant  majority  to  whom  he 
has  given  the  name  has  at  last  justified  his  hinted  threat  and 
is  in  veiled  rebellion  against  property  and  intelligence.  You 
may  dispute  this  assertion  ;  also  you  may  tie  up  your  head 
in  a  bag  and  swear  the  sun  is  a  pansy-colored  hippopotamus 
in  a  fantail  coat  with  piebald  buttons. 


"  Remember,  my  son,  in  whose  honor  you're  named — 
The  holy  St.  Stephen,  in  martyrdom  famed. 
His  fate  in  your  memory,  child,  do  you  keep?"' 

"  Yes  :  they  rocked  him  to  sleep,  mother,  rocked  him  to  sleep." 


My  good  friend  Barbarossa,  the  gastronome,  had  done  the 
late  Mr.  Michael  Reese  a  service,  and  the  latter  invited  him 
to  dinner,  asking  him  to  designate  a  suitable  restaurant  for 
that  religious  rite.  Naturally  Barbarossa  bethought  him  of 
a  friend  of  his,  2ifaitvre  diable  of  a  Frenchman,  who,  cater- 
ing not  wisely  but  too  well,  had  brought  himself  to  the  dizzy 
brink  of  ruin  ;  and  to  his  place  they  went,  Mr.  Reese  begging 
his  guest  to  order  the  dinner.     Delighted  with  the  double 


opportunity  to  serve  his  needy  friend  and  himself,  Barbar- 
ossa nominated  the  most  costly  comestibles  in  savage  pro- 
fusion, while  the  rarest  wines  of  the  sad-eyed  t7/(y"poured  in 
copious  tides,  till  the  two  Svere  bellied  like  tuns,  and  the 
great  blonde  beard  of  the  guest  was  dripping  drunk  in  its 
every  hair,  the  close-handed  capitalist,  as  if  dominated  by 
some  mad  caprice  of  prodigality,  ever  inciting  him  to  new  ex- 
travagance. The  feast  being  at  an  end  the  two  passed  into 
the  street,  Mr.  Reese  not  e\en  deigning  to  look  at  the  wait- 
ing 7estaHrateur,  much  less  settle  his  stupendous  bill.  Bar- 
barossa ventured  to  remonstrate  :  "  The  man  knows  us 
both — he'll  send  the  bill  to  me."  "  Don'd  bay  it,"  was  the 
reassuring  reply  ;  "  he's  a  denant  of  mine,  but  he  gif  me  nod 
my  rent.     I  eats  ope  his  occount  und  owet  he  goes." 


According  to  the  dismal  statistics  of  the  coroner,  there 
have  been  in  this  city,  during  the  last  sixteen  years,  6S7 
known  cases  of  successful  suicide,  of  which  number  103  were 
accomplished  within  the  last  twelve  months.  These  figures 
represent  a  ratio  of  suicides  to  population  about  three  times 
greater  than  any  other  city  in  the  world  can  honestly  claim  ; 
although  the  proportion  of  women  is  here  considerably 
smaller  than  elsewhere.  If  our  laws  for  the  discouragement 
of  murder  were  more  stringently  enforced  we  should,  no 
doubt,  be  able  to  make  an  even  better  showing  than  we  do  ; 
it  being  an  apparently  unanswerable  objection  to  that  form 
of  offense  that  in  many  cases  the  man  who  (not  unnaturally, 
it  must  be  confessed)  prefers  to  take  the  life  of  another 
would,  if  restrained  by  fear  of  the  death  penalty,  take  his 
own  instead — an  arrangement  preferable  in  many  respects  to 
his  victim.  Insanity,  too,  draws  off  many  whose  rightful 
place  is  in  the  ghastly  ranks  of  suicide  ;  and  many  "  self- 
murders"  that  ought  to  occur  are  at  least  postponed  by 
marriage,  a  not  uncommon  expedient  of  desperate  youth. 
Of  course,  murder,  insanity,  and  marriage  are  rife,  also,  in 
other  cities,  but — excepting  the  last — not  in  such  unreason- 
able excess. 

I  hope  it  is  plain  enough  from  the  foregoing  remarks  that 
I  flatly  disapprove  of  murder,  and  do  not  favor  insanity — 
except  in  poets.  Of  marriage  1  prefer  to  say  nothing;  it  is 
thought  by  many  to  be  excusable,  and  some  have  even  ex- 
tolled it.  The  morality  of  suicide  each  must  determine  for 
himself;  its  expedience  is  largely  a  question  of  method.  It 
is  seldom  .advisable  to  commit  it  with  whisky,  and  never,  I 
think,  with  gin.  In  any  case,  I  would  counsel  the  victim  of 
mental  depression  to  try  the  consolation  of  wealth  before 
taking  with  his  eyes  open  a  step  which  he  will  find  it  difficult 
to  retrace  with  them  closed. 


In  writing  (reluctantly)  of  suicide  I  am  reminded  of  the 
fate  of  a  negro  minstrel,  related  in  a  recent  press  telegram. 
This  unfortunate  cut  his  throat  just  before  his  time  to  go 
upon  the  stage.  The  melancholy  event  occurred,  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  in  this  way.  In  sabling  his  visage  with 
burnt  cork  the  deceased  had  inadvertently  neglected  to 
"  leave  a  mouth,"  and  was  testily,  perhaps  harshly,  informed 
by  the  stage  manager  that  he  must  not  appear  without  one. 
There  was  no  water  handy,  time  pressed,  a  razor  lay  sug- 
gestively near,  and — in  short,  the  regulation  "  mouth  "  being 
unattainable  the  poor  fellow  made  the  best  imitation  he  knew 

how. 

Observe  the  end-man's  end  !    Serene 

He  lies  beneath  these  stones.  ' 

His  life  he  lived  as  Tambourine, 

Yet,  at  the  last,  he's  Bones. 


A  correspondent  of  the  Chronicle  mentions  a  freezing  day 
in  New  York  when  his  champagne  was  nearly  "  Frippi." 
What  a  cold  "  spell." 

The  Kearney  meeting  in  Faneuil  Hall,  Boston  (alas  that 
the  Cradle  of  Liberty  should  have  been  defiled  by  this  mis- 
born  manikin  of  a  nobody's  darling  !)  voided  a  sequence  of 
resolutions  whose  sanguinary  articulations  resembled  links 
of  blood  sausage.  In  the  first  of  these  "  dread  resolves"  it 
is  asserted  that  this  Republic  "saps  the  blood  of  the  Nation- 
al industries,  so  that  it  can  be  lapped  up  by  the  vampires  of 
capital."  This  is  stronger  than  honey  and  sweeter  than  a 
lion.  It  stimulates  the  sentiments  and  tightens  the  under- 
standing. In  its  power  upon  the  imagination  it  exceeds  the 
sun-saluting  carol  of  a  dawn- wandering  idiot,  the  low,  luxu- 
rious drone  of  a  dozing  dunce,  or  the  wild,  weird  ululation 
of  a  hill-top  fool  in  the  gloaming. 

During  his  Faneuil  Hall  speech  Mr.  Kearney  was  repeat- 
edly interrupted  by  irrelevant  exclamations  and  flat  contra- 
dictions, as  if  a  multitude  of  "  political  opponents "  were 
clamoring  at  him  from  obscure  corners.  Vainly  the  orator 
affected  to  ignore  the  unmannerly  conspiracy;  the  voi&es 
drowned  his  own  discourse,  and  as  each  hesitating  sentence 
prematurely  expired  upon  his  lips  there  succeeded  the  spa- 
cious volubility  of  some  noble  sentiment  filling  the  conscious 
pause  with  sonorous  good  sense,  or  some  rattling  truth  leapt 
like  a  thunderbolt  athwart  the  suspended  argument,  severing 
it  as  a  filament  of  flax  is  parted  by  flame,  and  blasting  both 
the  thought  that  went  before  and  the  thought  that  \\'as  to 
come.  Angry,  chagrined,  and  bereft  of  all  patience,  Mr. 
Kearney  finally  made  an  intemperate  appeal  to  the  police 
to  "  put  them  d —  dirty  blaggards  out ! "      "  Can't  be  did," 


gravely  replied  a  civic  functionary,  toying  thoughtfully  with 
his  idle  baton,  "  them's  the  reg'lar  echoes  of  this  hall.  They 
aint  got  the  hang  o'  yer  lingo,  but  they're  givin'  ye  the  best 
they  got.  You  oughtn't  to  woke  'em."  Kearney  faintly 
asked  the  secretary  of  the  meeting  to  read  the  resolutions, 
and  a  cobwebby  niche  responded  with  a  malediction  on 
George  III. 

Mr.  Oettinger  of  this  city  is  trying  to  compel  Mr.  Hoff- 
man to  pay  him  $2,500  because  he  was  bitten  by  Mr.  Hoff- 
man's dog.  This  is  exorbitant ;  Mr.  Hoffman  might  almost 
as  well  give  him  the  dog  ! 

I  have  before  me  a  letter,  inclosed  in  which  one  of  my 
pleasant  paragraphs  returned  to  this  office  like  the  dove  to 
the  ark.  It  was  an  experirnental  paragraph,  thrown  off  as  a 
"  feeler  "  for  pro-coolie  sympathies,  but  the  flood  of  race  an- 
tipathy has  apparently  not  subsided  ;  it  found  no  rest  for  the 
sole  of  its  foot,  and  couldn't  hang  on  anywhere  by  its  toe 
nails.  So  it  returned,  accompanied  by  a  letter  in  which  the 
popular  side  of  the  "burning  question  "  is  supported  by  the 
characteristic  argument  that  the  senior  editor  of  this  paper 
was  once  engaged  in  "  robing  widows  and  orphens  in  black 
male  sutes."  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  from  the  meagre  par- 
ticulars of  this  amazing  charge  it  does  not  clearly  appear 
whether  the  culprit  dissembled  his  guilt  under  the  character 
of  a  philanthropist,  a  tailor,  or  an  armorer  ;  but  through  the 
bald  abridgment  of  the  accusation,  and  the  dazing,  ambi- 
guity of  its  spelling,  his  crimes  "  glitter  like  a  swarm  of  fire- 
flies tangled  in  a  silver  braid  ; "  and  now  that  he  has  been 
pointed  out  to  Justice  I  e.xpect  him  to  imitate  "great  Orion" 
by  "  sloping  slowly  to  the  west." 

It  is  consolatory  to  reflect  that  should  this  malefactor  es- 
cape to  one  of  the  South  Sea  Islands  he  will  be  unable  to 
practice  his  questionable  specialty  in  misdemeanness  ;  for 
there  the  widows  and  "orphens"  are  already  "robed"  in 
black  "  sutes  " — of  male  or  female  fashion  according  to  the 
sex  of  the  wearer.  Need  I  add  (blushing) — must  I  confess 
{hiding  my  face)  that  I  allude  to  their — their  skins .'' 


In  a  letter  to  the  Bulletin^  descriptive  of  the  city  prison 
in  which  he  had  the  sombre  luck  to  be  cast,  "  F." — presum- 
ably Dr.  Favor — says  : 

"  Vice  is  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien 
That  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen  ; 
But  seen  too  oft  becomes  familiar  to  our  face. 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace." 

The  charge  of  manslaughter  against  him  being  lightly  dis- 
missed by  the  prosecuting  officer.  Dr.  Favor  holds  that  his 
imprisonment  was  unjust ;  but  it  by  no  means  follows  that 
because  a  man  with  so  malevolent  an  endowment  of  capac- 
ity for  misquotation  has  not  as  yet  had  a  good  opportunity 
to  take  life  he  should  be  permitted  to  run  at  large,  while 
dogs  that  are  seen  to  be  full  of  the  "promise  and  potency" 
of  hydrophobia  are  hunted  down  and  killed.  Dr.  Favor 
should  be  gently  but  firmly  remanded  to  solitary  confine- 
ment until  he  learn  that  literary  malpractice  is  as  bad  as 
medical.  I  dare  say  he  would  take  it  as  an  affront  to  his 
profession  if  I  should  go  to  one  of  his  headache  patients 
and  backoff  a  leg,  or  thrust  a  butcher's-knife  into  the  thorax 
of  a  man  with  a  ring-worm. 

In   Fresno,  where  the  acorns  all  are  blasted. 

The  pigs,  to  show  their  mourning,  droop  half-masted. 


The  Californian  sheepherder — by  the  way,  what  has  the 
word  "  shepherd"  done  that  it  should  have  been  kicked  out 
of  the  vocabulary  ? — does  not  appear  to  have  acquired  the 
meeker  virtues  of  the  gentle  animals  over  which  he  exercises 
a  mild  sway  pointed  by  dog-bites.  A  party  of  these  nomads 
recently  visited  a  settlement  which  had  been  hastily  aban- 
doned by  the  Indian-fearing  whites,  and  did  most  wickedly 
and  calamitously  pillage  and  despoil  the  same.  They  deso- 
lated that  "  outpost  of  civilization  "  with  the  frenzy  of  a  Band 
of  Hope  raiding  a  rye-field,  or  a  gang  of  callow  geologers 
devastating  a  brick-yard.  One  of  the  settlers  who  ventured 
back  to  reconnoiter,  was  asked  on  his  return  to  camp  if  the 
Bannacks  had  been  there.  "  No,"  he  said,  reflectively,  "  no, 
I  think  they  must  have  passed  round  to  the  north — consider- 
ing all  that  is  left.  No,  the  Bannacks  would  have  taken 
more  things  away."  "  Then  things  remain  pretty  much  as 
we  left  them  ?"  "  Well,  not  quite — there  have  been  changes. 
The  latitude  and  longitude  are  there." 

At  a  pigeon-shooting  match  at  Hagerstown,  Mr.  Samuel 
Donohue  had  the  misfortune  to  stand  at  the  wrong  end  of  a 


gun. 


The  sportsmen  gathered  round  the  spot 
To  sorrow  for  their  dear  dead  shot ; 
And  e'en  the  pigeons — such  llieir  love — 
Became  each  one  a  mourning  dove. 
Vou  don't  believe?  No  more  do  I  ; 
I'm  civil,  though,  to  men  who  die — 
Of  whom  some  good  is  rightly  said. 
To  make  them  feel  they're  surely  dead. 


Professor  Hughes,  the  microphone  man,  says  his  experi- 
ments with  that  instrument  point  to  the  conclusion  that  it  is 
not  through  our  ears  but  through  our  bones  that  we  hear 
ourselves  talk.  How  comes  it,  then,  that  Heavtn  has  en- 
dowed with  ears  of  such  imperial  magnitude  the  men  who 
are  most  enamored  of  their  own  discourse  ? 


jU 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


ENGLAND,  TURKEY,  AND  RUSSIA. 


Some  years  ago  the  brilliant  Spanish  essayist,  Castclar, 
likened  Russia  to  a  great  octopus  (devilfish)  reaching  out  its 
Briarean  tentacles  to  grasp  and  suck  into  its  maw  the  vari- 
ous nationalities  of  Europe  and  Asia,  A  few  months  ago 
this  figure  was  more  siartlingly  presented  in  the  shape  of  a 
widely  circulated  cartoon.  The  cartoon,  though  increasing 
the  fears  of  the  other  continental  nations  of  Europe,  failed 
to  arouse  them  into  forming  an  alliance  with  England  to  stay 
the  Muscovite  legions  from  conquering  Turkey  ;  and  the 
English  being  divided  among  themselves,  which  prevented  a 
single-handed  earlier  interference,  that  tottering  empire  was 
compelled  to  succumb.  The  great  body  of  the  English  peo- 
ple, however,  at  length  opened  their  eyes  to  the  sagacious 
policy  of  their  astute  prime  minister,  and  nearly  all  opposi- 
tion was  withdrawn  to  whatever  l>old  and  warlike  policy  he 
might  choose  to  pursue  in  the  premises — the  more  quickly 
impelled  to  this  by  reason  of  the  world's  hisses  about  the 
cowardice  and  waning  influence  of  their  country.  Conse- 
quently, preparations  for  war  against  Russia  were  openly  and 
vigorously  proceedcil  with. 

The  latter,  meaninne,  had  extorted  from  prostrate  Turkey, 
at  the  i;ates  of  her  capital,  a  humiliating  treaty,  which  left 
the  conquering  party  arbiter  of  the  situation.  England  de- 
clared that  such  treaty  should  not  be  carried  into  effect. 
This  appeared  to  inevitably  join  the  issue  and  precipitate  an 
early  conflict  between  these  mighty  powers.  The  ^'//  ///<>/ of 
Bismarck,  that  it  would  be  like  a  fight  between  a  whale 
and  an  elephant — not  amounting  to  much  because  neither 
could  get  at  the  other — was  accepted  as  an  act|uicscence  on 
the  part  of  the  continental  nations  to  let  the  two  animals  go 
at  each  other  as  best  they  could.  .Vnd  C.ermany  being  re- 
garded by  the  others  as  a  sort  of  lesser  octopus,  and,  there- 
fore, friendly  with  its  species,  all  eyes  were  turned  toward 
England  to  learn  her  final  determination. 

Kor  many  weeks  a  trembling  suspense  was  felt  regarding 
the  convening  of  a  congress  to  adjust  mailers  peaceably. 
The  great  Russian  bear  growled  a  fierce  defiance.  The  old 
British  lion  shook  his  mane  and  roared  back  a  sa\age  re- 
sponse. It  was  thought  by  many  the  time  had  passed  for 
such  peaceful  settlement,  and  that  no  congress  would  con- 
vene. But  when  from  far  off  India  was  heard  the  concert- 
ing blood-cry  of  Britain's  Bengal  tigers,  Russia  consented  to  \ 
its  assembling.  When  Schouvaloff  essayed  therein  to  arouse  ■ 
the  fears  of  that  Congress  and  of  all  Europe  regarding  the 
rise  of  another  Tamerlane  or  Genghis  Kahn,  who  would 
lead  his  countless  hosts  from  Asia,  armed  with  the  best  mod- 
ern weapons,  to  overwhelm  and  conquer  Christendom,  it  was 
seen,  by  the  reflecting,  that  Russia  was  appalled  at  the'po- 
tcncy  of  England  and  her  dusky  allies,  and  was^  prepared, 
unless  the  other  Powers  of  Europe  stood  by  her,  to  yield  to 
England's  demands.  But  these  Powers  not  entering  into 
the  views  of  Schouvaloff,  or  dreading  less  the  remote  and 
problematical  irruption  of  the  .Asian  tigers  to  the  immediate 
danger  from  the  European  octopus,  refused  to  hearken  to 
the  wily  Russian  diplomat  ;  and  the  great  English  premier, 
conscious  of  being  master  of  the  situation,  told  the  Russian 
that  that  Congress  had  nothing  to  do  with  such  questions. 

To  this  must  be  supplemented  England's  vast  wealth  and 
facility  for  raising  any  amount  of  that  important  "sinew  of 
war,"  money.  At  the  same  time  her  far-reaching  statesmen 
brought  their  financial  influence  to  bear  upon  the  great 
money-lenders  of  Europe  and  prevented  Russia  obtaining  a 
loan  from  them. 

Thus  was  the  octopus  scotched,  and  thus  did  England's 
statesmen,  confident  of  the  force  they  could  bring  to  bear  to 
sustain  their  diplomacy,  dictate  the  action  of  that  Congress, 
dwarf  the  representatives  of  the  other  nations  in  ci>uncil 
there  assembled,  and,  simultaneously,  enter  into  an  impor- 
tant independent  alliance  with  Turkey,  by  which  this  Power 
surrenders  the  island  of  Cyprus  to  England,  and  virtually 
becomes  an  appanage  of  this  the  grandest  empire  the  world 
has  known — -an  empire,  compared  with  which  Imperial 
Rome,  in  her  palmiest  day,  appears  insignificant. 

Gladstone  and  his  followers  in  Parliament  denounce  the 
Anglo-Turkish  Convention  on  the  ground  that  it  leads  to  an 
inevitable  conflict  between  England  and  Russia.  This  con- 
flict was  inevitable,  at  no  distant  day,  whether  such  conven- 
tion, with  similar  arrangements,  had  been  held  and  made  or 
not.  The  advantages  accruing  to -England  from  the  saga- 
cious foresight  and  bold  diplomacy  of  Beaconsfield  and  co- 
terie, is  in  giving  to  their  counirj'  the  vantage  ground  which 
Russia  was  stealthily  seeking. 

Potempkin,  to  please  the  eye  of  the- Empress  Catharine, 
on  her  visit  to  the  Black  Sea,  a  century  ago,  to  emphasize 
the  will  of  Peter  the  Great,  and  flatter  the  aspirations  of  the 
Russians,  had  inscribed  on  a  southern  gateway  leading  out 
from  Moscow,  with  a  finger  pointer,  "  This  is  the  road  to 
Constantinople.*'  Since  then  the  Russian  autocrats  and 
statesmen,  as  well  as  people,  have  been  constantly  read- 
ing such  inscriptions,  and  several  times  started  with  large 
armies  along  that  thoroughfare,  to  plant  the  double-headed 
eagle  standard  upon  the  ramparts  of  Byzantium.  But  such 
inscription  must  now  be  erased.  Russia  will  never  reach  that 
long-coveted  goal  of  her  ambition.  The  Congress  of  Berlin 
has  interposed  an  impassable  barrier,  and  Russia  will  not  be 
permitted  to  acquire  one  foot  more  tcrritor>'  in  Europe,  and 
possibly  not  in  Asia;  but,  rather,  to  lose  some  of  what  she 
has.  England's  Asian  policy,  with  which  the  other  Euro- 
pean nations  will  act  in  concert — at  least  for  their  safety 
sanction — will  estop  further  territorial  expansion  of  the  great 
Slavic  Empire. 

It  being  no  longer  necessan%  except  temporarily,  to  up- 
hold Turkish  rule  in  Europe  to  impede  the  encroachments 
of  Russia,  a  few  years  hence  will  witness  the  departure  of  the 
crescent  emblem  across  the  Bosporus,  and  the  rechristening 
of  the  mosque  of  Omar  with  its  ancient  appellation,  the 
church  of  St.  Sophia. 

The  boundaries  of  the  new  kingdom  of  Roumania  will 
then  be  extended  south  to  the  Balkan  mountains,  those  of 
C.reece  up  to  and  along  that  line  to  the  Black  Sea,  exclud- 
ing Constantinople,  which  with  a  strip  of  territor)-  along  the 
northern  border  of  the  Bosporus  and   Dardenellos  will  be 
Tiade  a /;v*r  «'/>*,  under  the  joint  protectorate  of  the  nations 
:  Europe.     Austria  has  virtually  secured,  by  the  late  Berlin 
—  "  :!',e  incorporation  of  Bosnia  and   Herzegovina,  and 
_  r.bsorb  Ser\na. 
/.ir-'^tly  EngUsh  capitalists,  bonused  and  backed  by 


their  government,  will  commence  building  a  railroad  from 
the  Bosporus  to  the  Persian  Gulf,  with  a  branch  to  some 
port  upon  the  Levant  near  Cyprus;  and,  in  time,  a  grand 
trunk  road,  to  connect  with  this,  passing  through  Persia  and 
Afghanistan  to  the  British  Dependency  of  Hindostan,  over 
which  latter  sevenil  thousand  miles  of  such  roads  now  run. 

This  bars  Russia's  design  of  cutting  off  England's  com- 
munication with  her  Asiatic  dominion,  by  dominating  Arme- 
nia, Persia,  and  .Afghanistan.      But   English  supremacy  in 
Hindostan  is  constantly  jeopardized  by  the  intrigues  and  as- 
pirations of  her  great,  jealous  rival.     Both  seek  to  dominate 
Asia.     To  foment  disaffection  and  insurrection  among  Eng- 
land's Hindoo  subjects  is  the  policy  of  Russia.     Eui^land  has 
good  ground  to  dread  this.      All  her  writers  upon  English  i 
rule  in  Hindostan  clearly  admit   it.       Her  statesmen  con-  ' 
slantly  manifest  it.      This  has  impelled  these  statcsnien  to  j 
seek  an  ally  in  Asia,  which  having  a  common  fear  of  the  en-  1 
croachments  of  Russia  upon  their  respective  territories,  and  ! 
having  power  to  repel  it,  can  be  relied  upon  to  make  com- 
mon cause  against  her.     This  all)'  is  China. 

During  the  past  few  years  a  vast  change  has  taken  place 
in  British  opinion  and  policy  regarding  the  Chinese.  Krom 
treating  them  as  inferiors,  and  undertaking  to  domineer  over 
and  dictate  to  them,  their  sapient  statesmen  have  sought  to 
place  the  two  nations  upon  a  footing  of  equality  ;  the  Chi- 
nese, meantime,  abating  their  arrogance  and  contemptuous 
treatment  of  the  other  races.  In  every  way  have  they  in- 
gratiated themselves  with  these  Mongol  millions.  The  for- 
eign commerce  of  China,  not  controlled  by  the  Chinese,  is 
almost  wholly  in  English  hands,  or  subordinated  to  it.  At 
the  court  of  Pekin,  their  minister  is  almost  alone  barkened 
to  among  the  diplomatic  corps.  The  statesmen  of  England 
have  been  first  to  appreciate  that  Chinese  statesmen  are  as 
subtle,  sagacious,  and  comprehensive  as  themselves.  In- 
stead, therefore,  of  joining  the  false  and  foolish  outcry,  so 
prevalent  in  our  country,  about  the  Chinese  and  Japanese 
being  narrow-minded  and  unprogrcssive,  they  recognize  the 
fact  that  since  the  breaking  down  of  their  walls  of  exclusion 
by  the  Christian  nations,  thus  enforcing  a  common  world 
relation  with  them,  they  have  become  the  most  progressive 
people,  in  many  respects,  on  earth.  In  fact,  the  Chinese,  in 
consequence  of  their  great  numbers,  have, proven  too  pro- 
gressive and  aggressive  to  suit  many  of  us.  The  ouirlowing 
of  China's  redundant  population  into  British  and  American 
lands,  and  their  rapid  acquisition  of  so  many  of  the  money- 
making  ideas  and  appliances  of  the  "outside  barbarians," 
which,  added  to  their  own,  including  their  habits  of  indus- 
try, frugality,  sobriety,  and  thrift,  are  so  shoving  aside  the 
white  race  as  to  demand  some  interposition  to  stop  the  fur- 
ther influx  of  such  overslaughing  people  to  our  shores. 

Our  Chinese  minister,  now  in  San  Francisco,  as  w-ell  as 
one  of  the  inteniewed  members  of  the  recently  arrived  Chi- 
nese embassy,  give  it  as  their  opinion  that  Chinese  immi- 
gration to  our  shores,  as  well  as  others,  will  continue  as  long 
as  they  can  make  more  money  in  such  countries  than  at 
home.  That  is,  the  Mongol  outflow,  if  left  free,  will  spread 
over  the  world  until  labor  rates  everywhere  shall  be  equal- 
ized with  those  in  China. 

British  statesmen  will  seek  to  stay  this  Chinese  deluging 
of  their  demesnes  by  opening  an  outlet  for  such  migration 
into  the  less  populous  portions  of  Asia.  To  the  north  of 
China  proper  lies  a  vast  and  thinly-populated  territory. 
Over  this  region,  China,  by  virtue  of  her  Tartar  conquerors' 
rights,  once  held  sway  even  to  the  north  of  the  great  River 
Amoor.  It  was  their  fatherland.  This  has  been  gradually 
encroached  upon  by  Russia,  and  incorporated  in  that  em- 
pire. Twenty  years  ago,  during  the  war  waged  by  England 
and  France  against  China,  Russia  was  solicited  by  these 
allies  to  participate,  in  order  to  compel  the  Chinese  Govern- 
ment to  come  into  proper  treaty  relations  with  the  Christian 
Powers,  and  treat  their  subjects,  trading  with  China,  prop- 
erly. Russia  declined,  but  took  advantage  of  the  opportu- 
nity to  press  China  into  ceding  to  that  Power  all  of  the 
Mantchooria  territor>'  {300,000  square  miles;  lying  south  of 
the  Amoor,  nearly  as  far  as  the  peninsula  of  Corea.  China 
must  be  anxious  to  recover  this  territory,  and  a  portion  of  1 
the  secret  arrangement  between  the  Chinese  and  the  English  ' 
Governments  is  doubtless  an  understanding  that  in  the  event  I 
of  a  rupture  between  England  and  Russia,  China  will  be- 
come a  participant  in  the  war,  as  an  ally  of  England,  and 
thus  regain  Mantchooria,  as  well  as  better  fortify  her  other 
long  northern  boundar>'  between  Russia,  reaching  to  the 
centre  of  Asia. 

And  here  in  this  centre  of  such  continent  is  where  the 
conflict  between  England  and  Russia  will  commence — a  con- 
flict that  can  not  much  longer  be  staved  off. 

Kashgaria,  the  furthest  we5tern  limit  of  the  Chinese  Em- 
pire, was  reconquered  a  few  months  ago,  having  fifteen  years 
previously  revolted  and  regained  its  independence.  This 
borders  on  Turkistan,  in  which  Russia  has  been  recently 
making  inroads,  having  conquered  and  annexed  the  Khanate 
of  Khiva  about  five  years  ago,  and  is  now  concentrating 
armies  there  to  make  further  conquests  and  secure  a  strong 
point  (fappm\  or  commanding  position,  from  whence  to 
menace  English  India,  whose  northwestern  boundary  ap- 
proximates such  locality. 

The  great  Himalaya  range  of  mountains  will  be  agreed 
upon  between  England  and  China  as  the  natural  and  un- 
changeable boundary  between  their  possessions,  and  their 
alliance  will  tend  lo  forestall  the  machinations  of  Russia  in 
stirring  up  the  Hindoos  to  revolt  against  the  master)'  of  the 
former. 

When  Schouvaloff,  in  the  Berlin  Congress,  suggested  that 
it  would  be  well  for  Europe  to  prohibit  the  exportation  from 
;  thence  to  China  of  arms  of  precision,  he  affected  ignorance 
of  the  fact  that  Chinese  and  Japanese  factories  are  turning 
'  out  suc^arms  of  a  quality  equal  to  the  best  European,  and 
'  in  the  event  of  a   greater  demand  for  them,  such  factories 
can  be  increased  to  any  extent.-   It  is  folly  to  suppose  that 
an  ingenious  and  remarkably  imitative  race  like  these  Mon- 
gols, who  had  invented  and  used  gunpowder,  fire-arms,  the 
I  magnetic  needle,  printing,  and  other  arts  and  sciences  long  bc- 
I  fore  such  were  known  in  Europe,  are  now  incapable  of  com- 
I  peting  with  these  Europeans  in  such  things.     The  Chinese 
'  are  also  building  gunboats,  and  casting  cannon  of  various 
'  calibre.     They  are  indifterent  to  death,  and  savage  fighters 
I  when  aroused,  and  if  well  drilled  and  armed,  led  by  Euro- 
!  pean  commanders  of  capacity  and  enranked  with  regiments 
of  European   soldier)-,  there  is  no   question   but   they  will 
1  prove  formidable  in  battle  against  any  foe. 


Russia's  late  rapidly  increasing  influence  in  Europe  has 
not  only  been  stayed  but  backset.  She  has  been  foiled  in 
her  aggressive  and  annexing  movements  toward  Constanti- 
nople, or  any  portion  of  European  Turkey.  She  has,  too, 
taken  her  last  slice  of  .Assyrian  Turkey.  It  was  a  politic 
move  of  Beaconsfield  not  to  oppose,  as  an  ultimatum,  her 
keeping  the  circumscribed  area  of  Kars,  with  its  little  port  of 
Batoum,  since  a  railroad  fiom  Trebizond  7-ia  Erzeroum  to 
connect  with  the  road  leading  from  C(msiaiUinople  to  the 
Persian  Gulf  will  neutralize  Russia's  commercial  and  mili- 
tary importance  there.  Moreover,  in  the  event  of  a  war  with 
England  the  hitter's  fleet  would  soon  render  Batoum  of  no 
value  to  Russia  as  an  army  supply  base.  In  fact,  the  Anglo- 
Turkish  Convention  was  the  most  masterly  diploniatic  toitp 
ever  performed,  and  taken  in  connection  with  the  action  of 
the  Picrlin  Congress,  effectually  forestalls  all  further  progress 
of  Russia  southward  to  the  west  of  the  Caspian  sea.  The 
great  question  as  to  Russian  and  linglish  policy  to  the  east 
of  that  inland  sea  lomn-^  up  in  grand  and  startling  propor- 
tions. To  what  extent  ttieir  policy  and  interests  may  clash, 
and  what  forces  each  may  be  able  to  bring  to  bear,  opens  a 
vast  field  for  speculation.  Whilst  England  is  more  harmo- 
nious at  home  than  she  has  been  for  several  generations,  the 
threatened  interna!  convulsions  in  Russia  must  be  taken  in 
such  consideration. 

It  is  the  interest  of  the  Western  Powers  of  Europe  lo  up- 
hold the  policy  of  England  in  Asia,  since  it  was  the 
strength  given  to  England  by  her  Asian  dependencies  and 
her  alliances,  including  Turkey  and  China,  that  enabled  her 
to  checkmate  Russia,  and  relieve  those  nations  of  any  dread 
of  Russian  domination.  Germany,  perhaps,  may  be  an  ex- 
ception, and  feel  somewhat  chagrined  at  the  turn  of  affairs, 
since  it  has  shorn  this  new  Power  of  much  of  her  recently 
acquired  prestige  and  importance.  Beaconsfield  has  eclipsed 
liismarck  as  much  as  England  has  eclipsed  Germany.  The 
immense  power  capable  of  being  wielded  by  England,  by 
reason  of  her  Asiatic  alliances  and  resources,  and  protect- 
orate of  them  against  the  aggressions  of  Russia  and  Ger- 
many, will  induce  the  remainder  of  the  European  States  to 
remain  firm  allies  of  that  dominating  Power  of  the  globe. 
Austria's  interests  arc  now  so  interwoven  with  English 
policy  as  to  insure  that  Empires  earnest  alliance  with  her. 
France,  likewise,  will  cooperate  with  such  policy.  She  must 
be  delighted  at  England's  overshadowing  Germany,  and  is 
all  the  more  encouraged  as  to  an.early  recovery  of  Alsace 
and  Lorraine.  American  writers  appear  not  to  comprehend, 
and  European  ones  who  do  are  restrained  from  policy  in 
stating  fully  the  vast  significance  of  this  Berlin  Congress 
settlement,  and  England's  Turkish  and  other  Asiatic 
alliances.  The  masterly  moves  of  Beaconsfield  have 
severed  long-wavering  Austria  from  all  subserviency  to,  or 
participation  in,  Russian  schemes  of  aggrandizement,  and 
released  her  from  any  dread  of  Germanic  dictation.  En- 
gland, I-'rance,  and  Austria  are  now  in  full  accord. 

The  bold  and  successful  diplomacy  of  Beaconsfield  and  of 
the  Cabinet  who  supported  him,  in  opposition  to  that  of 
Derby,  Gladstone,  Harlington,  Bright,  Fawcett,  and  others 
advocating  their  short-sighted  and  timid  policy,  marks  the 
difference  between  genius  and  talent.  Genius  has  prescience 
and  clearly  perceives  victory  through  certain  apparently 
reckless  and  defiant  movements,  where  talent  sees  only  dan- 
ger, insurmountable  obstacles,  and  disaster.  Gladstone  and 
Derby  reprehended  the  daring  project  of  Beaconsfield  in 
bringing  Indian  troops  to  Europe  and  agreeing  to  a  protect- 
orate of  Asiatic  Turkey,  without,  too,  first  obtaining  the  as- 
sent of  Parliament,  and  would,  doubtless,  have  yielded  to 
Gortschakoft"s  and  Bismark's  proposition  to  totally  dismem- 
ber Turkey,  England  to  receive  Egypt  as  her  share  of  the 
spoils.  This  would  have  left  Russia  master  of  the  situation 
and  endangered  England's  East  Indian  possessions  and 
Asian  supremacy. 

There  are  limes  when  men  of  genius  should  be  placed  at 
the  head  of  affairs  and  given  free  scope  to  work  out  their 
plans.  The  English  people  appear  to  have  appreciated  that 
another  such  period  in  their  history  has  now  arrived,  and 
will  doubtless  give  to  the  Jew  Disraeli  the  same  carU-  hlanche 
for  action  as  that  bestowed  upon  the  younger  Pitt.  The 
world  has  knowledge  of  what  he  has  accomplished;  I  have 
attempted  to  faintly  outline  what  I  deem  to  be  his  grand 
schemes  for  the  future.  He  has  placed  England  upon  a 
lofty  pinnacle  of  greatness.  It  is*  for  him  and  worthy  suc- 
cessors to  securely  prop  and  keep  her  there. 

If  not  deemed  irrelevant  to  the  subject-maller  of  this 
essay,  I  would,  in  closing,  query  :  Why  is  it  that  this  com- 
posite of  Angles,  Saxons,  Kormans,  and  Celts  composing 
the  British  people,  whose  homeland  is  but  two  islands  of 
circumscribed  extent,  have  now  a  government  of  such  puis- 
sance, controlling  an  empire  the  mightiest  far  the  world 
has  ever  witnessed  ;  an  empire  prosperous  and  progressive; 
when  we,  their  American  descendants,  made  up  of  the  same 
European  races  and  possessing  for  our  homeland  avast  con- 
tinent, containingunparalleled  natural  resources,  are  internally 
convulsed,  have  but  just  passed  through  a  devastating, 
bloody  struggle  among  ourselves,  and  are  portentously 
threatened  with  a  far  worse  one,  with  a  currency  deranged, 
commerce  drying  up  or  passing  into  foreign  hands,  all  indus- 
tries paralyzed,  millions  of  idlers  verging  on  starvation,  indi- 
viduals and  the  nation  on  the  brink  of  bankruptcy,  with 
everj'  sound  economic  theory  ignored  by  those  who  have  the 
conduction  of  affairs,  and  a  ^'eneral  destruction  of  the  entire 
governmental  fabric  and  social  organism  imminent  ?  Where- 
fore this  contrast  ?  Is  it  not  because  England  possesses  a 
normal  form  of  government,  and  we  an  abnormal  one  ?  The 
first  calls  to  the  helm  of  her  affairs  the  best  intellects  to  be 
found  within  her  borders,  whatever  their  "Class,  race,  or  con- 
dition in  society.  She  seeks  out  gentlemen,  statesmen,  and 
scholars,  and  places  them  in  her  public  posts.  We  choose 
trafficking  politicians  and  asses  for  ours,  "The  tree  is 
known  by  its  fruit." 

S.V.N'  Francisco,  August  6,  1878.  C.  E.  P. 


Nothing  will  harass  a  worthy  man  more  than  the  compar- 
1  atively  trifling  discover)^  that  his  wife  has  cut  a  corner  lot 
I  out  of  his  undersiiirt  for  a  powder  rag. 

There  are  four  women  who  have  betrayed  their  country — 
Mrs.  Jenks,  Mrs.  Tilton,  Eliza  Pinkston,  and  Mollie  Mc- 
Carthy. 

He  is  rich  enough  who  does  not  want. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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THE  TWO  LIONS  OF  KER-FOOS. 

A  Thrilling'  Adventure  in  Central  Africa. 

In  1851  a  grand  missionary  expedition  was  organ- 
ized by  the  Marchioness  de  Fontainebleau.  a  fasliion- 
able  zealot,  who  had  come  into  an  enormous  fortune 
by  the  death  of  her  husband,  and  who  wished  to  ex- 
piate, by  some  extraordinary  Christian  effort,  her 
sins  in  having  shortened  ttiat  husband's  life  some 
twenty  years.  I  believe  the  Marchioness  was  by  all 
odds  the  gayest  devotee  of  which  missionary  records 
make  any  mention.  But  she  was  not  only  beautiful, 
fascinating,  and  light-hearted,  but  brave,  recliless, 
and  original  to  the  last  degree.  The  expedition  that 
set  out  from  Zanzibar  included  several  of  her  admi- 
rers, and  was  accompanied  by  herself  and  several 
■  other  reckless  and  beautiful  friends  of  hers.  The  in- 
tention was,  I  believe,  to  found  a  missionary  colony 
on  LakeTangaujika,  under  the  since  celebrated  Abbe 
St.  Palm,  but  the  expedition  was  diverted  from  the 
fine  macadamized  road,  which  Speke  had  made 
through  that  country,  by  the  fierce  opposition  of  the 
Hijididis,  and  went  up  along  the  eastern  shore  of 
Lake  Nyanza. 

Probably  no  such  caravan  ever  before  set  out  at 
any  time.  The  Dutch  Governor  of  Zanzibar  had  pro- 
vided a  company  of  troops  and  a  brass  band,  in  ad- 
dition to  which  there  were  fifty  well-mounted  Boloch 
soldiers,  and  a  large  provision  and  mule  train.  The 
first  six  weeks  of  the  journey  resembled  a  continuous 
picnic— the  Marchioness,  with  characteristic  lightness, 
called  it  a  movable  feast.  There  were  in  her  retinue 
twelve  adventurous  gentlemen,  who  played  the  parts 
of  knights,  lovers,  and  champions,  and  made  the 
wilderness  ring  with  their  sports  and  songs.  I  pre- 
sume all  of  us  were  perfectly  willing  to  die  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Marchioness.  There  is  no  denying  it,  she 
e.Kerted  somt  kind  of  charm  over  us  that  was  irresist- 
ible. I  believe  she  favored  me  a  little,  whether  it  was 
on  account  of  my  American  recklessness  and  wild 
humor  I  do  not  know  (alas!  every  one  of  the  party 
believed  she  favored  him),  but  she  laughed  at  my 
jokes,  and  applauded  my  plantation  songs  when  the 
ballads  of  Provence,  sung  by  the  Abbe  St.  Palm  him- 
self, did  not  rouse  her,  and  the  Duke  of  Elkonshire's 
wild  stories  sometimes  seemed  to  bore  her. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  describe  that  expedition,  of 
which  you  have  no  doubt  read  a  great  many  of  the 
wild  and  romantic  stories  that  have  been  printed.  It 
is  only  necessary  that  you  should  understand  its  char- 
acter in  order  to  appreciate  the  incredible  circumstance 
wi.ich  happened  to  me.  At  the  end  of  about  eight 
weeks — which  had  passed  like  an  Oriental  tale — un- 
disturbed by  any  other  untoward  incidents  than  the 
death  of  Count  Ratifia  by  the  fever,  and  the  loss  of 
our  milch  cows  by  a  couple  of  lions  that  followed  us 
from  Ijjjij  to  Ujjuj,  and  which  cut  off  our  ice  cream, 
We  camped  on  the  Plain  of  Custards,  so  called  from 
the  groves  of  custard  trees  which  skirt  it,  and  the 
Marchioness  proceeded  to  found  her  colony.  The 
party  was  here  just  three  weeks,  in  which  lime  it  laid 
the  corner-stone  of  the  mission,  put  up  three  or  four 
frame  houses,  and  fairly  planted  what  was  to  be  the 
City  of  St,  Jerome  (Jerome  was  the  name  of  the  Mar- 
quis.) During  our  stay  at  this  place,  I  and  the  Duke 
of  Etkonshire  came  near  having  an  open  rupture. 
Wehad  all  along  looked  upon  each  other  as  rival  gal- 
lants, but  had  preserved  all  the  amenities  of  chival- 
rous social  intercourse.  The  Marchioness  had  a  pa- 
vilion put  where  she  could  overlook  the  workmen,  and 
here  most  of  us  were  in  the  habit  of  congregating  in 
the  delicious  tropical  twilight;  and  while  the  natives 
played  their  rude  games  of  croquet  for  us,  we 
amused  ourselves  in  singing  and  narrating  our  advent- 
ures. I,  so  far,  had  been  the  admitted  favorite,  on 
account  of  the  wild  witchery  and  novelty  of  my  negro 
songs.  Invariably,  the  queen  of  this  conclave  would 
call  upon  me  to  sing  her  one  of  the  Folk  songs  of  my 
native  land,  and  as  often,  at  her  request,  I  have 
trolled  the  "  Veetching  Dina  Crow,"' and  "Downs 
Zupon  Ze  Svaunie  Revare,"  accompanying  myself 
upon  the  bones,  and  feeling  amply  repaid  by  the 
glance  of  astonishment  and  admiration  which  she  be- 
stowed upon  me. 

One  evening,  however,  the  Duke  of  Elkonshire 
made  a  sarcastic  remark  when  it  came  my  turn,  and 
I  resolved  to  do  my  best.  I  therefore  selected  what 
had  always  been  a  favorite  air  of  hers.  It  was  ' '  Sing- 
Song-Polly-Won't-You-Ki-Me-O,''  which,  in  her  de- 
licious English,  became  "  Tzing  Polly  Kime."  On 
this  occasion  I  did  not  please  her.  The  Duke  saw  it. 
His  triumph  irritated  me.  I  felt  that  he  was  in  favor. 
We  had  some  words  and  parted  that  night  bad 
friends.  The  same  evening  an  incident  occurred 
which  it  is  necessary  to  relate.  We  all  had  African 
servants;  mine  was  Oke  Koke,  and  the  Duke's  was 
known  asNigiji.  They  were  always  quarreling  and 
stealing  each  other's  blankets,  just  before  retiring 
thai  night  my  man  came  into  my  kraal  and  told  me 
he  had  got  one  of  the  workmen  to  mark  all  my 
blankets  with  black  paint,  and,  sure  enough,  he  spread 
out  one.  and  there  was  a  great  O.  K.  in  the  middle 
of  it.  But  this  was  not  the  worst  or  it.  The  other 
native,  not  to  be  outdone,  had  gone  and  got  the  same 
workman  to  mark  his  blankets  with  white  paint,  and 
to  distinguish  Nigiji  from  Oke  Koke  he  had  painted 
N.  G.  on  them. 

Irritated  as  I  was  at  this,  I  could  not  help  laughing 
at  the  stupidity  of  it  ;  and,  telling  Oke  to  get  my 
traps  together  and  wake  me  early,  went  to  bed. 

The  next  morning  I  got  up  early,  before  the  camp 
was  astir,  and.  with  my  servant,  set  out  for  a  hunt. 
I  was  burning  to  do  something  to  distinguish  myself 
over  the  love-sick  Duke.  Before  I  left  the  encamp- 
ment I  wrote  a  slip  and  stuck  it  on  his  kraal  door.  It 
read  thus  :  *'  I  have  taken  to  the  field.  I  leave  you 
to  do  the  singing.    I  intend  to  do  some  of  the  killing. " 

I  knew  that  the  expedition  would  set  out  in  a  few 
days  on  the  return,  and,  taking  the  route  along  the 
shore  of  N'yanza,  would  come  up  with  me  somewhere  ; 
and  by  that  time,  perhaps,  her  Majesty  would  be 
longing  for  my  return.  I  also  fancied  that  I  could 
leave  a  few  carcasses  in  their  way  as  a  reminder  of  my 
prowess.  For  I  knew  the  Duke  had  been  boasting  of 
how  he  intended  to  kill  the  two  lions  that  had  hovered 
on  our  rear  ever  since  we  left  IJijij. 

Oke  and  myself  were  well  armed  ;  and  we  set  out 
with  light  hearts,  striking  into  a  jungle  which  was  al- 
most impassable,  save  by  following  the  rhinoceros 
paths,  and  soon  left  the  camp  far  in  the  rear.  Any- 
thing more  uncomfortable  to  the  pedestrian  than  one 
of  these  jungles  it  is  impossible  to  conceive.  The  rhi- 
noceros paths  are  the  only  sure  footing  ;  these  the 
animals  make  themselves,  by  killing  the  old  and  use- 
less of  their  own  species  and  sinking  them  in  the  soft 
places  ;  the  bodies  are  covered  with  leaves  and  soil, 
and  the  stout  ribs  servt;  as  a  framework,  which  makes 
in  places  an  almost  continuous  bridge,  which,  as  one 
walks  over  it,  sounds  resonant  enough.  It  is  in  the 
hollows  of  these  decayed  animals  that  the  python 
makes  its  nest  and  rears  its  young.  In  the  mornings, 
before  the  heavy  exhalations  rise  from  the  jungles,  the 


strange  animal  crawls  from  its  hiding-place  and  lies  | 
across  the  path,  making  it  look  like  those  corduroy 
roads  that  one  sees  in  the  West.  The  python  is  not, 
however,  as  dangerous  to  the  traveler  as  the  lasso 
snake,  which  grows  fifty  and  sixty  feet  long.  It  ties 
itself  into  a  slip  noose,  and  then,  holding  on  to  the 
branch  of  a  banyan  tree,  throws  its  body  with  fearful 
precision  over  its  prey. 

We  finally  emerged  from  this  jungle  upon  a  wooded 
plain,  dotted  all  over  with  chow-chow  trees  and  pep 
per  bushes. 

The  native  method  of  gathering  the  chow-chow  is 
not  unlike  that  of  our  people  in  collecting  maple 
syrup.  They  tap  the  trees,  put  their  gourds  under 
the  incision,  and  leave  the  thick  chow-chow  to  flow. 
The  stuff  is  then  sent  to  the  coast,  where  it  is  put  up 
in  open-mouth  bottles.  I  never  saw  a  picaliliy  tree 
farther  south  than  Algeria. 

Toward  the  end  of  our  second  day's  journey  we 
came  across  two  of  those  mysterious  animals  called, 
by  the  negroes.  Gobblechops.  They  are  not  unlike  a 
jackal  or  American  cayote  in  size  and  general  appear- 
ance, but  they  are  more  vicious,  and  have  a  flexible 
jaw,  not  unlike  the  snout  of  a  tapir.  The  dreaded 
beast  is  held  in  a  sort  of  holy  horror  by  the  natives, 
who  are  at  the  mercy  of  its  devastations,  but  are  for- 
bidden by  their  superstition  to  kill  it.  Its  habit  is  to 
steal  into  a  village  at  night,  and,  taking  a  bite  out  of 
the  face  of  a  sleeper,  to  disappear  instantly,  leaving 
him  horribly  disfigured  for  life.  There  is  a  tribe  in 
Ukafongo,  nearly  every  member  of  which  has  only 
one  side  to  his  face,  owing  to  the  persistent  ravages 
of  this  animal. 

In  spite  of  Oke's  protestations  I  managed  to  lodge 
a  bullet  in  one  of  them,  and  he  dropped  with  a  loud 
scream.  The  native  would  not  go  near  the  carcass, 
but  loudly  lamented  my  act,  declaring  that  every  man 
who  killed  a  gobblechops  was  sure  to  be  eaten  by  a 
lion. 

As  I  foolishly  handled  the  beast  in  my  examination, 
I  found  that  its  sickenihg  odor  clung  to  me  all  the 
next  day,  and  coming  across  a  limpid  pool  of  water 
in  a  thicket  of  plantains,  we  drove  the  monkeys  away 
and  I  proposed  to  Oke  that  we  take  a  bath.  He  was 
pleased  with  the  idea  ;  so  I  divested  myself  of  my, 
nankeen  trousers  burnouse,  hung  my  shirt  upon  a 
branch,  and  we  plunged  in.  It  proved  to  be  an  ice 
cold  mineral  spring,  that  left  an  incrustation  of  salt 
all  over  our  bodies.  I  was  quite  benumbed  by  the 
sudden  change  of  temperature  ;  but  Oke,  wjjo  was 
familiar  with  the  situation,  spread  out  a  couple  of 
blankets  in  the  sun,  to  protect  us  from  the  jackass  ant 
(a  voracious  insect  that  bites  a  piece  out  of  you  as  big 
as  a  buck-shot),  and  bade  me  imitate  his  example,  and 
lay  on  my  back.  The  remedy  was  effectual.  I  was 
not  only  warmed,  but  the  rays  of  the  sun  dissipated 
the  salt  entirely.  But  I  noticed,  as  I  was  dressing, 
that  Oke  had  two  large  letters,  O.  K.,  imprinted  in 
white  on  his  black  hide  ;  and,  coming  to  look  at  my 
blanket,  I  found  that  it  was  similarly  marked,  only 
my  label  was  N.  G.,  and  the  salt  made  it  ineradicable. 

The  rascal  had  stolen  one  of.  the  Duke's  blankets, 
and  I  had  lain  upon  it. 

We  struck  the  Nyanza  on  the  third  day.  A  steep 
bluff,  almost  perpendicular,  of  blue  clay  and  pudding- 
stone,  forty  feet  high,  runs  along  its  eastern  shore. 
But,  between  the  bank  and  the  lake,  there  is  a  space 
of  fifty  feet,  level  and  smooth,  covered  with  a  fine 
yellow  sand,  said  to  contain  gold  dust. 

In  skirting  along  this  bluff  we  found  groves  of 
chow-chow  trees  at  regular  intervals,  growing  so 
thick  that  we  had  to  go  around  them.  It  was  on  the 
fourth  day,  and  we  were  enjoying  a  morning  repast 
on  the  edge  of  the  cliff.  I  had  shot  a  fine  fat  kanga- 
roo, which  Oke  had  broiled,  and  we  were  sitting  at 
our  meal,  between  a  chow-chow  tree  and  a  custard 
bush,  plunging  our  delicate  morsels  into  the  appetizing 
sauce  that  flowed  at  our  feet,  when  I  happened  to 
turn,  and  saw  standing  on  the  yellow  sand  at  the 
foot  of  the  bluff  a  majestic  lion  with  his  tail  in  the  air. 

I  dropped  the  morsel  that  I  held  in  my  hand,  and 
seized  my  American  rifle.  Just  as  I  did  so,  Oke 
caught  my  arm.  drew  me  round,  and  pointing  into 
the  chaw-chow  bushes,  said  : 

"  Lookee  !  lookee  !" 

I  did  "lookee,"  and  there,  slowly  approaching,  his 
tawny  head  visible  above  the  brush,  was  another  lion 
in  our  rear, 

"We  are  dead  niggers,"  Oke  cried.  "It  is  the 
mate  ;  we  have  killed  the  gobblechops,  and  lion  eatee 
black  man  and  white." 

I  looked  at  my  rifle.  Heavens  !  it  was  not  loaded. 
I  had  forgotten  to  attend  to  it  when  I  killed  the  kan- 
garoo. 

But  the  brain  of  an  experienced  American  hunter 
acts  quickly. 

"We're  not  dead  niggers  yet,"  I  cried;  "where 
are  our  blankets?'' 

They  were  down  at  the  spring. 

"  Then,"  I  said,  "  be  quick— do  as  I  do," 

And  I  began  to  strip  off  my  clothing,  Oke  imitat- 
ing me. 

I  lore  my  shirt  into  strips,  twisted  it  around,  and, 
fastening  one  end  to  a  chow-chow  stump  and  the 
other  to  my  wrist,  lowered  myself  over  the  cliff.  Oke 
followed  my  example,  and  in  less  than  five  minutes 
we  were  both  hanging  safe  from  either  beast,  unless 
one  of  them  hauled  us  up  with  his  teeth. 

I  was  never  before  in  such  a  predicament  in  my 
life,  but  I  felt  sure  that  wc  were  safe,  and  that  one  or 
the  other  of  the  beasts  would  retire,  and  we  could 
then  drop  down  or  pull  ourselves  up.  The  only  im- 
mediate distress  was  caused  by  the  beams  of  the  hot 
sun,  which  seemed  to  be  intensified  by  the  black 
paint  on  my  back.  I  could  turn  my  head  partly 
round,  and  could  see  the  lion  standing  on  the  shore 
immovable,  with  his  tail  standing  still  in  the  air. 

Oke  was  hanging  about  six  feet  from  me,  and 
never  ceased  groaning.  I  tried  to  cheer  him  as  well 
as  I  could,  but  my  sympathy  and  courage  had  very 
little  effect  upon  him.  He  said  the  sun  was  eating 
his  marrow.  I  told  him  to  pull  himself  back,  then, 
if  he  preferred  it,  and  let  the  lion  eat  him.  But  he 
gave  very  little  heed  to  what  I  said,  keeping  up  a 
hideous  howling,  and  in  his  writhing  managing  to 
swing  his  body  so  that  he  came  against  me  with  great 
violence,  and  I  expected  to  have  my  brains  knocked 
out  momentarily. 

Suddenly|he  cried  out,  with  horror  : 

"  Whanke-janke  !   whanke-janke  !'' 

And  looking  up,  I  found  that  it  was  too  true.  The 
whanke,  or  jackass  ant,  had  discovered  us,  and  was 
already  swarming  upon  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  prepar- 
ing to  come  down  the  bands  by  which  we  were  sus- 
spended,  and  cover  our  bodies. 

There  was  no  possible  escape  from  this.  But  the 
brain  of  an  American  hunter  does  not  usually  give 
out,  even  when  hung  up  in  an  .African  sun  to  dry.  I 
told  Oke  to  listen  to  me  and  do  as  I  bid  him,  I  then 
explained  to  him  that  our  only  defense  from  the 
whanke-janke  was  to  swing  ourselves  as  violently  as 
possible,  and  the  collision  of  our  bodies  would  knock 
off  the  insects. 


Accordingly  I  set  him  the  example.  The  infernal 
ants  were  advancing  in  a  black  mass  upon  us.  In  a 
little  while  I  felt  sure  that  the  myriads  of  them  would 
consume  us,  so  1  commenced  to  howl,  and  squirm, 
and  sway  my  body  as  violently  as  I  could,  and  every 
time  that  we  came  together,  with  a  tremendous 
thwack,  I  shut  my  eyes  and  howled  the  louder,  Oke 
did  the  same. 

Our  sufferings  ^yere  now  intense.  The  sun  had 
reached  the  meridian,  and  its  direct  rays  were  blister- 
ing my  back.  To  add  to  my  agony,  one  of  the 
chow-chow  shrubs  that  bent  over  above  us  dripped 
its  acrid  juice  directly  upon  the  already  palpitating 
flesh.  I  suppose,  sir.  tli;it  gods,  let  alone  men,  never 
witnessed  such  a  spectacle  as  that  of  two  human 
beings,  duly  labeled,  hanging  upon  a  bank,  hundreds 
of  miles  from  any  help,  writhing  in  the  most  prepos- 
terous manner,  and  howUng  at  the  top  of  their 
voice=;.  But  I  noticed  a^  I  swung  that  the  lion  still 
stood  upon  the  sand  with  his  tail  rigidly  in  the  air. 
How  long  we  suffered  I  can  not  tell.  The  accursed 
insects  were  too  smart  to  venture  upon  our  bodies  to 
be  knocked  off  ;  they  remained  upon  our  arms.  It 
seemed  an  eternity. 

When  at  last  I  told  Oke  that  death  at  the  merciful 
jaws  of  the  lion  were  preferable  to  this,  and  that  we 
had  better  crawl  up,  we  found  that  we  no  longer  had 
the  strength  to  lift  our  own  bodies.  In  the  height  of 
my  agony,  I  pictured  the  patient  beast  with  his  tail 
in  the  air  wailing  for  us.  I  even  imagined  the  horri- 
ble humor  of  his  soliloquy:  "This  is  the  most  in- 
comprehensible performance  that  that  incompre- 
hensible creature  man  ever  got  up  for  my  entertain- 
ment. To  think  that  he  should  first  cook  himself 
before  falling  into  my  clutches,  is  a  politeness  that  I 
never  would  have  dreamed  of." 

Suddenly  Oke's  deafening  howls  were  intermitted 
a  moment,  and  then  he  cried  joyfully,  "Jiggery- 
gimp-golly  !    jiggery-gimp  !  " 

I  listened.  There  was  a  familiar  and  regular  sound 
in  the  air.  It  was  indeed  the  jiggery-gimp.  I  could 
hear  the  band  of  the  Marchioness  approaching.  It 
was  playing  my  own  version  of  the  "  Tzing- Polly- 
Kime." 

In  an  instant  physical  pain, "danger,  and  all  else 
were  driven  out  of  my  mind  by  an  overwhelming 
sense  of  indignation.  The  whole  expedition  was 
marching  homeward  along  the  shore  of  the  lake,  and 
there  was  I,  hanging  in  the  sun,  and  marked  "  N. 
G,,''  without  a  rag  to  my  name,  and  unable  to  help 
myself.  What  will  the  Marchioness  say  ?  What  will 
the  Duke  say  ?  I  queried,  what  in  the  name  of 
heaven  will  I  say  myself?  The  lions  will  disappear 
as  help  approaches,  and  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
prove  that  we  were  attacked  by  two  ferocious  beasts. 

But  the  lion  on  the  sand  did  not  disappear.  I 
could  see  that  he  was  there  with  his  tail  in  the  air 
yet.  and  the  troop  was  almost  in  sight.  I  could  not 
understand  it.  I  wanted  to  die.  I  tried  to  bite  the 
linen  rope  through  with  my  teeth,  so  that  I  could 
fall  and  be  eaten  before  they  arrived,  but  I  had  not 
the  strength,  and  I  got  my  mouth  full  of  whanke- 
janke. 

Presently  the  advance  guard  drew  up  on  the  sand. 
The  drum-major  of  the  band.  I  felt,  was  pointing  at 
the  stupendous  spectacle  with  his  staff. 

Then  the  Marchioness,  in  her  chariot,  drove  up, 
escorted  by  the  Duke  and  her  other  gallants. 

"Ah,  it  is  ze  malfaitcurs !"  I  heard  the  March- 
ioness say.  "  Ze  creemenals.  But  how  shall  we  in- 
terpret the  N,  G.  ?" 

Then  I  distinctly  heard  the  Duke  say  :  "Oh,  they 
are  malefactors,  as  you  have  guessed,  but  the  white 
man  is  marked  N.  G.  because  in  his  own  country 
that  stands  for  No  Good.  O.  K, ,  I  presume,  is  to 
indicate  that  the  other  is  a  hardened  villain— an  Old 
Krow,  perhaps. 

At  that  moment  Oke  began  a  new  series  of  kicks 
and  yelps  to  let  them  know  he  was  alive. 

"Moil  Dieicf'  the  Marchioness  cried,  "it  is  ze  ex- 
piation gymnaslique  !  Ha-ha!''  And  I  heard  her 
clap  her  hands  and  call  to  her  women  that  the  wilder- 
ness had  provided  a  cirque,  and  she  intended  to  camp 
there  and  see  it  out.  To  my  amazement  she  bade 
her  servants  7novc  the  lion — yes,  move  the  lion,  that 
she  might  get  her  chariot  mto  better  position — and  I 
perceived  that  four  black  rascals  picked  the  beast  up 
and  carried  it  out  of  the  way,  with  its  tail  in  the  air. 

Merciful  Jove,  //  locu  stuffed  ! 

When  the  Duke  cried  out  to  the  niggers  to  be  care- 
ful how  they  handled  the  skin-^he  didn't  want  the 
tail  broken — the  whole  truth  flashed  upon  me.  The 
two  lions  I  had  seen  were  the  two  the  Duke  had  shot. 
The  Marchioness  had  ordered  them  stuffed  for 
preservation,  and  they  were  carried  ahead  of  the  ex- 
petlition. 

When  this  awful  fact  broke  fully  upon  me  I  de- 
termined, if  I  could  not  die,  at  least  to  simulate 
death,  in  hopes  that  the  party  would  go  on  leave  me 
hanging  there. 

But  it  was  no  use.  The  detachment  on  the  cliff 
tied  ropes  to  us,  and  lowered  us  down,  and  we  were 
identified  and  covered  up. 

I  have  only  this  to  say  in  conclusion,  that  in  ex- 
planation of  my  conduct  to  the  Marchioness,  I  told 
her  that  in  despair  of  winning  her  favor,  I  had  de- 
termined to  commit  suicide  in  the  most  painful 
way,  and  lh;it  my  faithful  stTvrtnt  had  imitated  me. 

"Ah,  fantasie  superbe  Amerique  !  '"  she  cried,  "  It 
ees  worthy  of  ze  Vashington.  But  you  shall  explain 
on  me  ze  superscription  of  ze  N.  G." 

"  That,"  I  replied,  after  I  had  thought  a  moment, 
is  easily  explained,  "  In  New  York  we  have  a  corps 
militaire  called, the  National  Guard,  to  which  all  the 
young  men  of  good  blood  ally  themselves.  Each 
member  of  this  noble  organization  is  compelled  to 
take  a  fearful  oath  of  loyalty,  and  to  have  N.  G. 
talooed  on  his  back." 

Whether  this  was  credible  or  not  never  occurred  to 
her.  It  was  brilliant,  and  that  is  always  enough  for 
a  Frenchwoman, — "  Trinculo^^  in  N.  Y.  Spirit  of 
the  Times. 


I  Extreme  caution  :  I.  Being  at  a  cafe  and  desiring 
to  pay  for  his  beer,  a  guest  gives  the  waiter  a  20-franc 
piece.  II,  The  waiter  promptly  returns  with  a  10- 
franc  gold  piece  and  silver  for  the  rest.  HI.  The 
guest  gives  him  back  the  io*franc  piece,  saying  : 
"  Give  me  two  5-franc  pieces  for  that,  please.''  IV. 
The  waiter  rings  the  gold  coin  on  the  table  and  says, 
apologetically  :  "  You  know  there  are  so  many  coun- 
terfeits out  these  times  that  we  have  to  be  on  our 
guard." 

The  Equator  Defined:  Professor-  "'Define  the 
equator,"'  Student — "  It  is  the  place  where  the  sun 
crosses  the  line.''  Professor^"  What  line?  "  Stu- 
dent—" I  suppose  it's  the  one  referred  to  by  Euclid, 
that  has  neither  breadth  nor  thickness.''  Professor — 
"Next."  Student  No.  2 — "There's  no  such  line. 
It  has  been  shown  to  be  purely  imaginary — a  mere 
superstition  of  sailors.  Columbus  sailed  across  it, 
and  it  wasn't  there.'" 


INTAGLIOS. 

Kissing. 
There's  a  jolly  Saxon  proverb 

That  is  pretty  much  like  this : 
That  a  man  is  half  in  heaven 

When  he  has  a  woman's  kiss. 
But  there's  danger  in  delaying. 

And  the  sweetness  may  forsake  it — 
So  I  tell  you,  bashful  lover, 

If  you  want  a  kiss,  why  take  it. 

Never  let  another  fellow 

Steal  a  march  on  you  in  this, 

Never  let  a  laughing  maiden 
See  you  spolhng  for  a  kiss  ; 

There's  a  royal  way  of  kissing, 
And  the  jolly  ones  who  make  it 

Have  a  motto  that  is  winning : 
If  you  want  a  kiss,  why  take  it 

Any  fool  may  face  a  cannon — 

Anybody  wear  a  crown — 
But  a  man  must  win  a  woman 

If  he'd  have  her  for  his  own. 
Would  you  have  a  golden  apple, 

You  must  find  a  tree  and  shake  it; 
If  a  thing  is  worth  the  having. 
And  you  want  a  kiss,  why  take  it. 

Who  would  burn  upon  a  desert 

With  a  torest  growing  by? 
Who  would  give  his  sunny  summer 

For  a  black  and -wintry  skyV 
Oh  !  I  tell  you  there  is  magic, 

And  you  can  not,  can  not  break  it ; 
For  the  sweetest  part  of  loving 

Is  to  want  a  kiss  and — take  it. 


An  Alsace  Legend. 

Knowesl  thou,  Gretchen,  how  it  happens 

That  the  dear  ones  die? 
God  walks  daily  in  His  garden 

While  the  sun  shines  high. 

In  that  garden  there  are  roses, 

Beautiful  and  bright, 
And  He  ganes  round  delighted 

With  the  lovely  sight. 

If  He  marks  one  gayly  blooming, 

Than  the  rest  more  fair, 
He  will  pause  and  gaze  upon  it. 
Full  of  tender  care. 

And  the  beauteons  rose  He  gathers 

In  His  bosom  lies ; 
But  on  earth  are  tears  and  sorrow. 

For  the  dear  one  dies. 

L.    S.    CO.STELLO. 


Resignation. 
If  you  were  a  princess  and  I  a  knight, 

And  this  were  the  lawless,  olden  time, 
When  love  was  potent,  and  might  was  right. 

And  the  sacking  of  castles  was  not  a  crime — 
Or  if  I  were  a  villain  and  you  a  fool, 

And  we  both  were  selfish,  reckless,  and  blind, 
I'd  scarcely  remain  so  seemingly  cool. 

With  this  raging  fire  in 'my  heart  confined. 

For  my  love  is  as  fierce  as  the  love  of  old. 

And  my  spirit  as  brave  to  do  and  dare. 
As  a  Knight  of  the   Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold, 

Or  any  who've  battled  for  lady  fair ; 
And  you  are  as  beautiful,  sweet,  and  good 

As  the  fairest  princess  of  romance 
Who  ever  looked  out  on  enchanted  wood — 

But  you're  not  to  be  won  with  sword  or  lance. 

There  are  tendrils  of  love,  chains  of  pure  gold. 
Innocent  child-hands  that  hold  ua  apart; 

The  old  love's  a  dream,  a  tale  that  is  told, 
A  memory  sweet  hidden  deep  in  the  heart. 

In  vain  the  battle  and  clash  of  steel, 

In  vain  the  railing  at  what  we  call  fate; 

Peace  may  come  with  the  turn  of  the  wheel ; 
True  to  each  other,  we  can  but  wait.  H, 


A  Song. 
Kiss  no  one  but  me,  my  darling, 

Love's  kisses  are  fragile  things, 
And  the  stain  of  two  common  usage 

To  their  dainty  essence  dings- 
Kiss  no  one  but  me,  kiss  no  one  but  me, 
And  I'll  gather  thy  sweetness  faithfully. 

Kiss  no  one  but  me,  my  darling. 
Lest  out  of  the  soil  of  each  kiss 

Should  be  lost  the  mystical  lovc-charm 
'that  wakens  from  slumber  our  bliss; 

Kiss  no  one  but  me,  kiss  no  one  but  me, 

I  vow,  as  I  live,   I'll  kiss  no  one  but  thee. 

And  if  years  shall  fade  our  red  kisses. 

We  will  fold  them  softly  away 
In  memory's  beautiful  casket. 

Pure  for  a  heavenly  day. 
Kiss  no  one  but  me,  kiss  no  one  but  me ; 
As  an  angel  I'll  woo  thy  kisses  from  thee. 

Marie  Le  Bakon. 


Love's  Secret. 
Never  seek  to  tell  thy  love, 

Love  that  never  told  can  be ; 
For  the  gentle  wind  dolh  move 

Silently,  invisibly. 

I  told  my  love,  I  told  my  love, 
I  told  her  all  my  heart ; 

Trembling,  cold,  in  ghastly  fears 
Ah!  she  did  depart. 

.Soon  after  she  was  gone  from  me, 

A  traveler' came  by. 
Silently,  invisibly: 

He  took  her  with  a  sigh. 


The  Fulfillment  of  Craving. 
If  we,  indeed,  could  surely  gain 
The  end  to  which  we  toil  and  strain; 
Could  grasp  the  thing  we  deem  most  dear. 
And  hold  it  firm  and  keep  it  near; 

Couldst  say,  "  Behold,  the  good  we  sought 
Unto  our  very  doors  'tis  brought!" — 
Ah  !  is  it  clear  thai  we  should  be 
In  truth  more  favored  or  more  free? 

For  while  in  vain  we  ply  our  task, 
And  Fate  forbids  the  boon  we  ask, 
Some  greater  good  do  wc  not  find 
When  round  our  necks  fond  arms  are  twined. 

And  kind  lips  wliis|)cr  words  unfeigned, 
'  All  is  not  lost  if  love  be  gained  !" 
.-\ll  is  not  lost!     Nay,  rather  say 
That  all  is  won,  and  ours  to-day. 

Upon  the  mountain's  height  wc  thought 
To  gain  ihe  pri/e  for  which  we  sought; 
Ah  !  love,  'twas  well  we  strove  in  vain; 
Did  wc  not  meet,  love,  on  the  pluiu? 


Love  scorns  degrees;  the  low  he  lifieth  high, 
The  high  he  draweth  down  to  that  fair  plain 
Whereon,  in  his  divine  equality, 
Two  loving  hearts  may  meet,  nor  mc  '  jn  v.iii 
'Gainst  such  sweet  leveling  custom  cric^  niMi; 
But  o'er  its  harshest  utterance  one  11, n 
Breathed  passion-wise,  dolh  •noiini  ■- i 
For  Love,  earth's  lord,  must  nave  hi 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


Sas  Francisco,  August  8,  1878. 

Mv  Dkak  Mai>gk:— Have  you  noi  oflcn  won- 
dered wliai  Mr.  HeDr>'  J.  Byron's  n-putntion  was 
made  of?  I  have  coiiu*  lo  ihc  conclusion  ihat  it  is 
gotten  up  out  of  the  unie  material  as  his  plays  — 
which  is  to  say.  nothing.  The  t-arious  stages  of 
domestic  insipidity  are  scarcely  sufficiently  thrilling 
within  themselves  to  be  called  incidents.  Our  Beys 
when  played  by  thorough  artists  is  really  a  nice  little 
play,  but  the  most  remarkable  thing  about  it  to  me  is 
its  fabulous  run.  But  I  can  not  regard  this  run  as 
any  exctise  for  following  it  up  with  such  an  absolute 
pall  of  tedium  as  Dearer  thjH  Life,  I  ha\-e  not  the 
faintest  idea.  Madge,  what  was  drarer  than  life.  At 
lirst  1  thought  it  was  the  old  woman,  by  which  prcttv 
name  one  of  the  party  is  affectionately  alluded  to. 
Then  I  thought  it  wus  the  son  or  hero,  and  finally  I 
agreed  with  myself  to  consider  it  a  small  box  of  coin 
which  was  locked  up  in  the  dresser  drawer,  where  the 
knives  and  forks  ought  to  ha%*e  been,  Kvcntailly  I 
decided  that  the  phrase  had  a  musical  jingle  in  Mr. 
Byron's  car  which  made  him  adopt  it  as  a  title  with- 
out rhyme  or  reason.  I  think  I  hit  it  then.  To  give 
yoa  a  specimen  of  its  originality,  Madge,  I  must  tell 
you  that  we  were  occupied  for  about  three-quarters 
of  an  hour  in  gazing  upon  that  familiar  scene,  the 
threatened  eviction  of  a  tenant  from  an  attic  lodging. 
Jack  took  warning  the  moment  the  curtain  went  up. 
When  he  found  the  party  up  in  the  mansard  with  the 
heroine  sewing  by  the  light  of  a  Lillow-dip  his  pro- 
phetic soul  anticipated  the  Undlady.  He  st-ized  his 
hat  and  incontinently  fled.  A  gentleman  sitting  near 
who  had  the  air  of  a  theatre  habitue  hazarded  the 
surmise  that  during  a  quarter  of  a  century  of  play- 
going  he  had  seen  at  last  one  thousand  irate  land- 
ladies expostulating  with  as  many  impoverished  ten- 
ants. The  traditional  landlady  cap-ribbons  and 
flaunting  curls  »as  not  wanting  here.  Of  course  the 
suffering  heroine  called  her  "woman''  in  tones  of 
withering  contempt— I  have  observed  that  a  great 
deal  of  withering  contempt  is  employed  by  these  im- 
pecunious lodgers— and  of  course  the  landlady  re- 
sented the  epithet  with  spiriL  Now.  Madge,  don't 
you  think  Hyron  might  have  let  this  poor  old  joker. 
which  has  lived  a  long  and  honorable  life  and  has 
done  arduous  duty,  die  a  peaceful  death.  I  heard 
it  remarked  that  there  was  some  wit  in  the  dialogue. 
I  candidly  confess  that  I  was  too  obtuse  to  discover 
IL  I  can  only  excuse  myself  on  the  ground  that  I 
was  ten  thousand  miles  away  from  the  scenes  which 
gave  these  sayings  significance.  If  Mr.  B)Ton's  plays 
fall  into  good  hands  it  will  generally  be  found  that 
they  contain  one  or  two  good  chaiacter  drawings; 
therefore,  Mr.  Stoddan  and  Mr.  Mackay  were  pro- 
vided for.  Mr.  Stoddart  a^rrowly  escaped  being  a  ge- 
nius, but  he  did  escape.  I  know  that  by  his  "Lawyer 
Monev-pcnny  "  ol  last  week.  I  can  see  how  very 
close  to  it  he  came  by  his  "Michael  Garner"  this 
week.  I  do  not  see  the  justice  of  extensively  billing 
him  as  a  star  in  such  a  company.  To  my  thinking 
he  would  need  to  be  a  luminary  of  very  brilliant  efful- 
gence to  shine  them  down,  but  he  plav-s  "Michael 
Gamer"  with  an  an  which  is  beyond  question. 
Some  of  his  effects  are  due  to  his  own  personality, 
which  is  rather  striking.  He  has  an  odd  face  which 
in  a  w^y  is  expressive,  and  he  has  a  hasty  ejaculator>' 
style  of  speaking  which  is  sontelimes  effective  and 
sometimes  decidedly  uo intelligible.  Snapping  his 
fingers  is  a  favorite  trick  with  him,  not  that  it  means 
an)thing  in  particular,  unless,  perhaps,  impatience. 
It  is  a  gesture  which  he  uses  d*/ /*^. ,  as  the  music 
books  say.  Thej-  snap  like  a  whip-lash  until  the 
theatre  resounds  with  crackling  bony  significance. 
Mr.  Sioddart's  pathos  is  a  little  hollow.  He  can 
make  people  laugh  more  easily  than  he  can  make 
them  weep.  Mr.  .Mackay.  not  to  be  outdone  by  the 
New  York  slit,  devoted  considerable  care  to  his  pro- 
duction of  "  L'nclc  Ben,"  a  drunken  old  scoundrel  of 
no  particular  \-alue,  dtber  in  his  £amily  circle  or  in 
the  (rfay.  Mr.  Byron  drew  a  skdeton  which  Mackay 
filled  in.  The  main  filling  was  an  asthmatic  cough. 
which  excited  a  mfld  hiLirity.  Encouraged  by  the 
success  of  his  venture,  the  .ictor  coughed  too  often 
and  desirovcd  the  illusion.  To  the  congh  he  added 
an  alcoholic  huskiness.  The  huskiness  was  admira- 
ble, but  it  prevented  our  distinguishing  one  word. 
Perhaps  that  was  why  he  made  a  hiL  Voor  Miss 
Sylvester !  The  stage  manager  seems  determined  to 
drown  her  in  a  pool  of  lachrj-mal  parts.  Weep, 
hinc,  and  whimper;  whimper,  whice.   and  weep. 

at  i:>  al'  ihcv  haip-e  given  her  to  do  latdy,  and  1 
_:-!?  i'  with  the  pertinacity  of  a  spofled 
vi  Uked  Miss  Sylvester  ver^-  much,  but 
-^  cc  earth  so  tiresome  as  a  woman 


constantly  in  tears,  ard  if  the  stage  manager  does  not 
allow  her  to  cheer  up  for  a  brief  week  or  two  the  poor 
girl  will  become  odious  without  being  able  to  help 
hersdf.  Miss  Sylvester  can  not  be  called  a  dresser 
in  the  ordinary  stage  acceptation  of  the  term,  but  she 
sometimes  gives  quite  a  tasteful  toucti  to  her  toilets. 
In  Dcirer than  Life  she  wore  a  little  striped  muslin. 
made  in  the  old-fashioned  way  when  ten  or  eleven 
yards  made  a  dress  pattern.  My  dear  Madge,  it  is 
astonishing  how  well  a  woman  can  look  in  ten  >'ards 
of  dry  goods.  She  did  not  wear  the  pretty  little 
household  apron  which  was  the  natural  accompani- 
ment of  these  pkiin,  homely  dresses,  but  she  must 
have  borne  in  upon  many  a  mind  the  conviction  that 
we  carry  from  "twenty-five  to  thirty  extra  yards  of 
superfluous  ntaterial  in  our  daily  walks.  Besides 
Miss  Sylvester's  old-fashioned  dress  the)-  gave  an 
old-fashioned  farce  ;  but  farces  are  entirely  too  old- 
fashioned.  I'hc  comedy  drama  has  put  them  com* 
plcicly  out  of  dale.  So  long  as  we  have  Baby,  Pink 
Domifuii.  and  Forbidden  Fruit  to  fill  an  entire  evening, 
we  do  not  need  a  little  dessert  of  the  old-time  farce, 
even  with  Bishop  in  the  cast.  I  do  not  know  of  any- 
thing more  inane  than  a  farce.  I  have  found  myself 
laughing  at  Jefferson  as  "Hugh  de  Brass,"  and  I 
defy  any  one  to  gaze  with  smileless.  stony  counte- 
nance at  Bishop  in  A  Point  of  Honor.  But  what 
stuff,  w  hat  downright  idiocy  a  farce  is  !  Fancy  Wil- 
lie Seymour  doing  climbing  gj'ranastics  on  a  garden 
wall,  and  giving  a  spiritualistic  seance  in  a  sheet  and 
pillow-case !  Fancy  Bishop  trembling  with  terror 
before  the  m.nn  who  sang  "Baby  Mine'"  at  Harry 
Edwards'  benefit  and  yet  lingers  in  the  countrj*  un- 
harmed and  faces  an  audiences  unblushingly  !  Think 
of  Miss  .\lma  Saville  playing  leading  lady  !  I  think, 
for  that  matter,  that  her  liitlc  speech  was  perhaps 
the  funniest  thing  in  the  farce.  It  was  more  ama- 
teurish than  a  boarding-school  exhibition.  Possibly 
the  girl  herself  is  not  to  blame  for  taking  her  little 
opportunity  when  it  comes;  but  with  a  large  and 
cxiH-nsive  company  rusting  with  disuse,  the  manage- 
ment are  foolish  to  put  inefficiency  forward.  They 
are  to  give  us  Les  FourehambauUs  in  this  theatre 
next  week.  There  is  enterprise  for  you  ;  for  this  will 
be  the  first  time  it  is  prescnifd  in  English.  I  hope  it 
will  be  good  English.  I  find  that  a  great  many  peo- 
ple, like  myself,  suffered  a  sevcrr;  disappointment 
when  tliey  went  to  see  the  minstrels  on  their  return. 
Somehow  those  brilliantly  illuminated  posters — how 
well  Haveriey  understands  advertising  ! — caught  the 
eye  and  stirred  the  fancy.  Gus  Williams,  Sweatnam, 
and  Dougherty  !  Those  are  good  enough  names  to 
guarantee  a  lively  entertainment.  Either  Hughey 
Dougherty  suffers  from  imitators  or  he  is  not  very 
original.  Either  Billy  Rice  copies  him  or  he  copies 
Billy  Rice.  Either  he  has  a  verj-  bad  cold  or  an  ex- 
cessively di-^agreeable  voice.  WTiere  there  are  so 
nuiny  eithers.  you  can  imagine  that  I  was  not  de- 
lighted v,iih  Hughey  Dougherty.  He  did  one  clever 
thing  in  the  finale,  which  he  calls  ''Gilmoreat  the 
Trocadero."  Gilmore,  who  is  the  coolest,  quietest, 
calmest,  and  most  dignified  of  leaders,  is  mercilessly 
travestied  ;  but  it  is  very  amusing.  TTiey  are  genius- 
es, after  a  fashion,  some  of  these  minstrels,  and  con- 
jure up  some  \fTy  funny  imaginings.  I  find  that  I 
quite  miss  Harry  Richmond,  who  had  the  unusual 
quality  of  wearing  well,  aside  from  one  tedious  act. 
and  who  was  cut  upton  rather  a  different  pattern  from 
the  others.  They  used  to  say,  when  the  minstrels 
were  here  before,  that  Thatcher  copied  Sweatnam. 
but  they  are  both  here  together  now,  and  we  hear  no 
more  of  that.  .Sweatnam.  for  some  reason,  has  in- 
gloriously  suffered  his  laurels  to  wither.  He  has 
brought  nothing  new  with  him,  and  the  old  falls  stale 
and  flat  He  had  a  reception  warm  enough  for  a 
Ristori,  but  I  fear  the  gallery  fell  a  little  cheap  o%'er 
its  demonstrations  when  he  walked  off  to  faint  ap- 
plause. After  all,  people  are  very  patient  with  min- 
strelsy. It  is  only  once  in  a  very  great  while  that  a 
bit  of  novelty  shines  in  it.  TTiev'  might  at  least  fur- 
bish up  the  old  stuff  to  makeitpresenublc.  Thatcher 
is  always  dry  and  droll ;  but  I  wish  he  would  not 
play  arithmetic  with  his  mutilated  fingers,  as  I  wish 
that  Dougherty  would  not  jest  with  his  voice  if  it  is  a 
permanent  affliction  instead  of  a  temporary  hoarse- 
ness. Thatcher  sings  a  parody  upon  "  Baby  Mine," 
and  is  encored  till  his  muse  gives  out.  The  quartet 
arc  as  pleasant  to  listen  to  as  oer.  but  the  songs  in 
the  first  part  are  not  extraordinary.  It  is  an  immense 
company,  for  they  have  two  or  three  yet  in  reser^'e, 
Diplomaty  has  remained  unchanged,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  couple  of  new  dresses.  Jeffreys -Lewis 
flashed  upon  the  bewildered  vision  last  week  in  a 
silken  robe  of  lively  canary  color,  set  off  with  ruby 
%elvet ;  it  looked  better  than  such  a  startling  combi- 
nation reads.  Maud  Granger  wore  a  new  promenade 
toilette,  in  the  last  act.  of  ^ru  and  cerise  ;  the  over- 
dress was  of  «:ru  lace,  through  which  the  cerise  was 
\isible  ;  a  satin  sash,  of  the  brighter  color,  was  trans- 
fi.xed  by  a  huge  steel  buckle,  at  least  half  a  foot  long  ; 
bonnet  to  match.  I  am  sorry  to  say  this  is  ihetr  last 
week.  We  shall  miss  such  a  company  ver>-  much  I 
am  sure,  and  I  fear  that  what  comes  after  will  suffer 
by  comparison.  The}-  could  not  depart  without  let- 
ting us  knew  th.-ii  they  can  play  something  else  be- 
sides Diplomacy.  For  Mr.  Montague's  benefit,  on  Fri- 
day night,  they  produce  Faht  Shame  :  but  on  Satur- 
day night  we  are  to  ha^-e  a  melange  of  the  Intimate 
— "  Romeo,''  ••Armand,"  "Claude.*"  "Juliet,''  "Pau- 
line," and  "  CamiUe."  I  will  tell  you  next  time  how 
they  make  the  division,  for  it  is  loo  decidedly  mixed 
to  understand  it  from  ihe  playbills.    This  sort  of  en- 


tertainment is  alwuys  unsatisfaciorj'.  but,  in  this  case, 
it  will  be  interesting,  I  have  never  heard  Jeffreys- 
Lewis  in  anything  but  the  Daly  drama  till  now,  and 
I  am  curious  to  see  how  she  will  comport  herself  in 
the  older  plays.  Maud  Granger  I  know  w  ill  make  a 
lovely  Juliet,  although  I  should  dread  the  fourth  act 
for  her  should  it  be  given  in  its  entirety.  I  have  been 
looking  at  Lotta's  mignonne  face  and  burnished  locks 
in  the  boxes  lately,  and  thought  perhaps  we  were  to 
have  seen  her  in  one  of  her  new  plaj-s,  but  an  enter- 
prising interviewer  has  dashed  my  hopes.  For  my 
part  I  like  the  little  Loita  extremely.  I  admire  her 
for  her  modesty  in  not  wishing  to  play  lest  they  should 
think  her  presuming  upon  her  own  generosity,  but  I 
fear  she  ever-estimated  the  delicate  consideration  of 
this  community.  They  have  never  extended,  either 
to  her  or  to  her  gift,  a  super-abundant  courtesy,  and 
I  fear  that  if  she  did  play  the  fountain  would  not  ma- 
terially affect  the  cash-box.  At  all  events,  she  has 
made  enough  money  elsewhere  to  be  independent  of 
California  caprice.  Next  week  wc  are  to  have  Mag- 
gie Mitchell,  also.  I  believe,  the  founder  of  a  school. 
So  you  sec  the  theatres  are  becoming  lively  again ; 
and  when  Kennedy's  Standard  opens  there  will  be 
more  yet  to  hear  about  from 

Yours,  devotedly,  Bktsy  B. 


THE  CVCLOPv€DL\  \VAR. 

A  Challenge  that  was  Accepted. 

We  have  successfully  met  one  challenge  of  the 
Johnson  "  agent,  and  until  hcacquitshimsclf  of  the 
charges  publicly  made  against  him  at  that  time,  we 
decline  every  proposition  which  allows  him  to  repeat 
Ks  "  packing  "  process.  Moreo%'er.  the  superiority 
of  "Appleton  "  is  already  too  well  established  to  need 
any  such  child's  play.  The  testimony  of  over  two 
hundred  college  professors  and  others,  in  our  pros- 
session,  who  have  exchanged  their  Johnson  Diction- 
ary for  the  Appleton  Cyclop<£dia.  and  the  action  of 
the  State  Board  of  Education  rescinding  its  former  re- 
commendation of  yohnsous  Cycle,  as  one  of  the  library 
books,  ought  to  be  conclusive  evidence  as  to  which 
stands  the  test  of  use  and  an  impartial  examination. 

We  repeat  our  article  published  in  the  Calioi  Jan- 
uar)'  22,  1878,  which  has  not  yet  been  denied: 

"  To  whom  it  may  concern:  At  the  urgent  solicita- 
tion of  H.  D.  Watson,  agent  of  Johnson's  Cyclo- 
paedia, and  with  the  cordial  cooperation  of  James  T. 
White,  agent  for  Appleion's  .American  Cyclopaedia, 
having  critically  compared  the  two  works  in  their 
treatment  of  over  one  thousand  test  topics  of  our 
own  selection,  we  have  reached  the  following  con- 
clusion : 

"In  the  careful  and  exhaustive  treatment  and 
sub-headings  of  a  score  or  two  of  special,  scientific, 
and  fKjpular  subjects,  Johnson  excels.  In  many 
tables  of  statistics,  and  in  the  necessary  notation  of 
pronunciation,  his  work  is  the  more  convenient. 

"  In  shape,  size,  and  weight  of  volumes  ;  in  quali- 
ty of  binding,  legibility  of  type,  thickness  and  color 
of  paper ;  in  the  equal  distribution  and  the  great  su- 
periority of  maps  and  engravings,  both  in  number 
and  artistic  excellence  ;  in  the  important  departments 
of  biography  and  histor)' ;  in  the  description  and 
illustration  of  great  cities  and  chief  towns  ;  and, 
finally,  in  general  method  and  symmetrj'.  as  well  as 
in  fairness  and  impartiality,  we  consider  the  Ameri- 
can Cyclopasdia  tmqueslionably  and  very  decidedly 
the  better  book. 

"  Respectfully.  E.   KXOWLTOX, 

S.  A.  WHITE." 

This  verdict  has  double  weight,  fj-om  the  fact  that 
the  Johnson  agent  selected  andaiiempted  \o  pack\^\s 
jur)'  against  us  by  putting  upon  it  a  gentleman  who 
had  previously  been  offered,  unbeknown  to  us,  a 
heavy  consideration  to  espouse  the  Johnson  cause. 
Sloreover,  during  an  intermission  of  the  investiga- 
tion, the  same  agent  endeavored  surreptitiously  to  in- 
fluence both  gentlemen  to  decide  the  case  in  his 
favor,  showing  testimonials,  urging  the  previous  ar- 
rangement in  the  one  case,  and  using  ever^-  means  in 
his  power  to  prejudice  the  decision.  But  after  a 
searching  investigation  and  comparison  of  the  two 
works,  the  manifest  superiority  of  the  .Xppleton's 
Cyclopaedia  called  forth  the  above  verdict,  notwith- 
standing the  pecuniary  consideration  offered  to  the 
one,  and  the  personal  pressure  brought  to  bear  upon 
both.  As  this  was  not  a  judicial  proceeding,  such 
an  offense  is  not  indictable,  but  it  is  nevertheless  a 
crime  against  honor  and  an  insult  to  justice  and  fair 
play.  J.A.MES  T.  WHITE  &  CO. 


HENRY  V.  TO  THE  HERALD. 

I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back; 

Bid  tnem  achieve  me,  and  sell  my  bones 

To  the  guano  manufacturers,  if  they  so  desire  t 

Good  Gi^  !  why  should  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus? 

The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 

For  two  dollars  and  a  quart  of  whlsk>'. 

While  the  bca.st  Used,  was  killed  while  hunting  him. 

Tell  them  I  bid  thee  put  that  in  thy  pipe 

And  smoke  it ! 

Discourse  with  (he  Constable  of  France 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day ; 

Our  gayiicss  and  our  gilt  are  all  besmirched 

With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field, 

Or  painful  marching  in  the  rainy  field. 

Or  noofini*  it  across  lots,  as  best  doth  suit  thee. 

'llie  blacking  is  all  worn  off  our  shoes. 

And  our  mousuu:hes  haven't  been  waxed  for  two  days  ; 

'llierc's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host 

(Good  argument,  1  hope,  we've  had  no  chicken  pie). 

And  time  has  worn  us  into  slovenr)*. 

But,  bet  thy  life,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim. 

And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 

'l"hey'Il  be  in  fresher  r<jl*cs,  or  break  a  hame-string  ! 

They  say  they'll  skin 

The  fiay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  soldiers'  heads. 

Snatching  their  backs  bald-headed,  as  it  were. 

And  turn  them  out  in  search  of  a  clothing  store. 

If  ihcy  do  this  (and  well  I  know  they  have  the  sand), 

My  ransom,  then,  shall  soon  be  levied. 

Herald,  save  thy  labor; 

Come  thou  no  more  for  ran>om,  gentle  herald, 

Lest  we  have  thee  roasted  for  dinner!      — Derrick, 


The  New  York  Sunday  .\fercury  publishes  the  fol- 
lowing as  the  list  of  attractions  next  season  :  Edwin 
Booth,  Joseph  Jefferson,  John  McCullough,  Geoi^e 
Rignolu.  Lawrence  Barrett,  E.  A.  Sothern,  John  T. 
Raymond,  J.  C.  Williamson,  J,  K.  Emmet,  Frank 
Mayo.  F.  S.  Chanfrau.  Fechtcr,  Joe  Murphy,  Oliver 
Doud  Byron,  Robert  .McWade,  the  Florences,  George 
Knight's  Otto.  McKee  Rankin's  Danifes,  Hartley 
Campbell's  Vigilantes.  H.  J.  Montague's  Diplomacy, 
Robson  and  Crane,  the  Lingards,  Slar}'  .Anderson, 
Clara  Morris,  Gcnc\ieve  Ward,  Ada  Cavendish, 
Blanche  .Meda,  Von  Stamwitz.  Fanny  Davenport, 
Lotta,  Maggie  Mitchell,  the  Majeronis,  Modjeska, 
Kale  Claxion,  Katie  Putnam,  Ixjuise  Pomeroy.  Imo- 
gene.  Fay  Templeton,  Eliza  Weathersby,  Colville's 
Folly  Company,  Grovers  Boarding  House,  Effie  EUs- 
ler.  Josh  Han's  Chicago,  Milton  Nobles'  Phatnix. 
Mrs.  Chanfrau.  Salisburj-'s  Troubadours,  Rice's  Sur- 
prise, Rice's  Evangeline.  McUonough's  Afltss,  Mrs. 
Bowers.  Buffalo  Bill,  Texas  Jack,  Kendall  Comedy 
Company,  Wallack  -  Dillon  Combination,  Kiraify 
Troupe,  Frazier  Pantomime  Troupe,  Park  Theatre 
Hurricane  Company,  Marie  Zoe,  Denman  Thomp- 
son Troupe,  John  .A.  Stevens,  \\'allace  Sisters,  Berger 
Family,  the  "Slapleson,  Strakosch.  Hess,  Oates.  Hot- 
man,  Richings-Bemard,  and  di  .Murska  opera  troupes. 
Kale  Fisher  and  Fanny  Louise  Buckingham's  Ma- 
zeppas.  besides  a  score  of  minstrel  and  variety  troupes. 
With  scarcely  half  a  dozen  exceptions,  the  above  list 
represents  complete  organizations. 


The  statement,  industriously  circulated  by  the 
"Johnson ''  agent,  that  we  bought  this  verdict,  called 
out  the  following  letter  : 

"876Shotwell  Street.  May  29,  1878. 
"  To  whom  it  may  concern  :  In  the  Cyclo.  matter, 
I  desire  to  state  explicitly  and  emphatically  that  the 
only  man  who  approached  me  with  any  pecuniar}' 
consideration,  directly  or  indirectly,  was  H.  D.  Wat- 
son, and  he  did  vcrv  decidedly  and  persistenllv. 

"Very'resp'y.         E.   KNOWLTON. 

It  is  very  apparent  that  the  "Appleton"  is  the 
standard  and  most  sought  after,  when  its  opponents 
resort  to  the  trick  of  underselling  to  break  its  sale  ; 
but  the  following  letter,  and  the  statements  of  sev- 
eral who  have  applied  to  the  "Johnson"  agent  for 
sets  without  success,  are  conclusive  proof  that  he  can 
not  supply  a  single  set,  and  that  his  advertisement  is  a 
gross  misreiHesentation : 

"Sa.v  Francisco,  July  8.  1878. 
"H.  D.  Watson.  Esq..  Agent  of  'Johnson*  — 
Dear  Sir  : — Have  written  you  twice  without  getting  a 
reply.  Will  take  all  the  Appletons  you  can  furnish 
at  560  a  seL  I  have  calls  for  them  almost  daily,  and 
have  no  doubt  I  could  dispose  of  large  quantities  in 
a  short  time.  \\'i!l  you  send  me  what  you  have,  and 
get  the  coin  in  exchange.     Respectfully, 

"L  N.  CHOYNSKL' 

Comment  is  unnecessary. 

JAMES  T.  WHITE  &  CO., 
Agents  of  "Appleton's  American  Cyclopsedia. 


Th*^  Dramatic  .\'ews  says  :  Lizzie  McCall  has  been 
ad^ng  to  her  fighting  reputation.  In  company  with 
E.  E.  Rice,  she  went  to  the  house  in  which  her  sister 
Ellie  lay  dead,  and  began  an  intemperate  scene  over 
the  coffin  as  to  who  should  pay  the  expense  of  the 
burial.    To  do  this  shecame  in  a  carriage. 


nALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor. MXnacers. 

Barton  Hill Acri.vc  Ma.sager. 

Mo.SDAV,  August  i2ih,  and  every  evening  during  the  week, 
and  at  Saturday  Matinee. 

Brief    Engagement   of   the    SLPRE.ME     F.-WORITE, 

MISS  MAGGIE  MITCHELL, 

Who  will  appear  ai 

MIGNON!    MIGNON!   MIGNONl 

In  a  dramatic  adaptation   of  .\mbrosc   Thomas'   Opera  of 

that   name,   founded    on    Goethe's   masterpiece   and 

chiefcst  gem,  supported   by   the  favorite  actor, 

MR.  WILLIAM  HARRIS, 

And  the  followng  members  of  the  new  company  of  the 
California  Theatre:  Miss  Marie  Prescott,  Mr.  Kussell  S. 
Bassett,  Mr.  Frederic  Bock,  Mr.  F.  G.  Cotter,  and  Mr. 
Chas.  W,  Butler.     New  Scenerj*.  Costumes  and  Properties, 

Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Box  Office. 

T>ALDWI]SrS  THEATRE.    . 

Thomas  Macuire Managex. 

F.  Lyster Acting  Manager. 

G.  R,  Chipman Treasl'rek. 

Sak  Franxisco,  August  loth,  1878. 
The  Management  has  the  honor  to  announce  that  on 
Monday  next,  August  izth,  will  be  produced  at  this  theatre 
the  grealcsi  Comedy  of  modem  times,  now  creating  an  un- 
paralleled sensation  at  the  Comedie  Francaise,  in  Paris,  the 
first  dramatic  theatre  in  the  world, 

LES    FOURCHAMBAULT, 

Written  by  Emilc  Augier.  The  Scenery  will  be  painted  by 
Mr,  George  Dajion,  from  sketches  and  models  sent  from 
Paris  by  M  r.  Maguirv.  The  Costumes  will  be  exemplars  of 
the  latest  Parisian  style  by  Worth,  and  the  English  adapta- 
tions will  be  made  by  Mr.  Fred,  Lyster,  author  of  "  Ready," 
"Three  Millions  of  Money,"  "  Forget  Me  Not,"  and  the 
Englbh  version  of  "  La  Perichole,"  "  Les  Brigands,"  "  La 
Jolie  Parfumeuse,"  etc.  The  Cast  will  include  all  the  prin- 
cipal  Artists  of  the  Comedy  Cumpar.y  of  Baldwin's  Theatre. 

FOURCHAMBAULT. 

Baron  de  Rastiboulois Mr    F,  F.  Mackay 

M.  FourchambauJt Mr.  J.  A.  Heme 

M.  Bernard Mr.  James  O'NeU 

Leopold  Fourchambault Mr.  Lewis  Morrison 

Mme.  Fourchambault Mrs.  Farren 

Mme.  Bernard Mi^s  Kate  Denio 

Mile.  Blanche  Fourchambault Miss  Louise  Sylvester 

Mile.  Marie  Letellicr Miss  Rose  Wood 

The  Management  begs  to  state  that  this  is  the  first  per- 
formance, in  the  English  language,  of  this  great  play. 


TDUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charle.<;  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


SATURDAY 

MATIXEE  AT  s: 


AUGUSl' 

EVENING  AT  8. 


HAVERLY  MINSTRELS, 

\\'ho  will  appear  in  conjunction  with 

HUGHEY   DOUGHERTY, 

The  Prince  of  Ethiopian  Comedians, 

GUS  WILLIAMS, 

The  greatest  ]i\-ing  Dutch  Dialect  .-Vctor,  and 

BILLY  SWEATNAM, 

The  popular  and  favorite  Comedian,  making  the  strongest 
and  most  complete  Minstrel  Organization  in  the  Vnited 
Stales. 


THE       ARGONAUT, 
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CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor.  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  a.  m.  and  j%  p.  m.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  ser^nce  at  6^4  r.  m.  


Attention  is  respectfully  called  to  the  display  of 
watches,  diamonds,  jeweln-,  and  silverware  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  Clock  Tower  Building,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Toadies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons. 


Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  prix-acy,  and 
ciye  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 

L.a.d:es— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  dafly 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  compet«it  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  ariides  de  -jertu  thoroughly 
repaired  w\\h  GIAXT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  all  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  Street. 


DRAMATIC  INSTRUCTION 


M' 


R.  A.  D.  BRADLEY  (late  Stage  Man- 


ager  Grand   Opera  House)  gives  practical  instruc- 
tion in    ELOCUTION  AND  DRAMATIC  ART.      Re- 
hearsals and  Amateur  Performances  superintended.     Les- 
sons given  at  residences  if  desired. 
Address  care  Bohemian  Cllb. 


MR.  GEORGE  J.  GEE, 

Organist  Trinity-  Church, 

IDESUMES   LESSONS    OX   ORGAN 

-**-     and  PIANO,  Monday,  July  22d. 

SS"  Office,   No.    31  Post  Street.      Residence,    No.   708 
Mason  StreeL 


FALK'S 


MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Is  especially  recommended  to  those  desiring 
a  pleasant,  palatable  table  beverage.  Made 
from  pure  malt  and  hops,  and  prepared  espe- 
cially for  this  climate.  Trj'  it.  For  sale  by 
all  grocers  and  liquor  dealers. 

CUTTING  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


MOO  D  Y'S 

DriLg  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chenaicals. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 

COLLECT  RENTS,  MAKAGE  ESTATES 

TTOUSES    AND    LOTS   FOR    SALE 

in  this  citj-,  Oakland,  and  Alameda,  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  the  countr>'.  Agents  in  the 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coasL 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA  STREET. 


REMOVAL 

HERRMANN 

THE    HATTER, 

Has  removed  to 

336    KEARNY    STREET, 

Betn-een  Pine  and  Bush  Streets. 


THE  ARGONAUT  BOUND. 

Stifficient  files  of  the  Argonaut  have  been  pre- 
served to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol.  II,  from 
January  12th,  1878,  to  July  6lh,  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  by  apply- 
ing at  the  business  office,  522  California  Street.  As 
the  niunber  of  volumes  is  limited,  it  would  be  well 
to  apply  early. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 


^-<^^ 


i{3»«^l 


ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH 

Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sutter  Sts. 


THE  OAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.  F. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conser\-ati\-e  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  pohcies  are  issued  under  the  n on- forfeiture  law  of  JNIassachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  pohcy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  514,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  338  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


NEW 

BOOKS 

Waitcs,  A.     The  Historical  Students'  Manual.     410..$     75 

Durant,  Dr.  Ghislani.  Horseback  Riding  from  a  Med- 
ical Point  of  View,     ifirao.     137  pp i  25 

Gibbon,  Edward.     His  Life  and   Career.     By  James 

C.  Morison.     i2mo 75 

Grohman,  \V.  A.  B.  Gaddings  with  a  Primitive  Peo- 
'     pie.     Sketches  of  Tito!.     i6mo i  00 

Ingersoll,  Robert  J.     The  Ghosts  and  Other  Lectures. 

8vo I  25 

Benjamin,  S.  G.  W,     The  Atlantic  Islands  as  Resorts 

of  Health  and  Pleasure.     8vo 3  co 

Lecky.  W.  E.  H.  Hisiorj'  of  England  in  the  Eigh- 
teenth Century-.     2  vols,     i2mo 5  00 

Walker,  Francis  h.     Money.     Svo 4  00 


i    T^rvIDEXD  NOTICE.~THE  STATE 

-'-^  INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
NY.— Dividend  No.  63. — The  monthly  dividend  for  July 
ivill  be  paid  on  August  10,  at  their  office,  Nos,  218  and  220 
Sansome  Street. 

CHS.  H.  GUSHING,  Secretary. 
San  Francisco,  August  5,  1878. 


7JIVIDEND   NOTICE.— OFFICE  OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  August  7,  iS/S.— At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  12,  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable  on 
Monday,  August  12, 1S78.  Transfer  books  closed  on  Thurs- 
day, August  8, 187S,  at  3  o'clock  p.  m. 

\VM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room  20  Nevada  Block,   No.    309  Montgomery 
Street   third  floor   San  FrancLvro   Cal 


721ivlARKET  St.  S.K 


T^IVIDEND    NOTICE.—OFFICE    OF 

\/-^  THE  CALIFORNIA  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
i  ciaco,  August  7,  1873.  At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
'  ors  of  the  above  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No,  38)  of  One  (St)  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  paj-able 
I  on  Thursday,  August  15,  1878.  Transfer  book^  closed  until 
'  i6th  inst.  C  P.  GORDO.V,  Secretarj". 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book.     Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  EL,\STIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Saca-araento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


N 


VTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 


is  hereby  tjiven  by  the  undersigned.  Administrator  of 
the  Estate  of  MICHAEL  KELLEHER,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessarj- vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  afier  the  first  publication  of  this  notice,  to  the 
s-aid  Administrator  at  his  place  of  business,  Room  is.  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery-  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty of  San  FrancUco.     Dated  August  3th,  1878. 

WILLIAM  DOOL.\N. 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  M  ichae!  Kellehcr.  deceased. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


Fine  Upholstery,  Cabinet  k  Frame  Wori^ 

A    SPECIALXY. 

OtTR  CARPETTVG,   UPHOtSTBRT  \-Sn 
EEDDD-'G  MATERI^VL  nro  ell  of  thofirstqualitr. 
HavTDg  increased  our  facilities  and  enlan^cd  oar  Fiifni- 
l^re  Slannfactorr.  wo  arc  prepared  to  eTcciitp  oTif-s  for 
iNTIl^UE,  SIEDLEVALand  3I0DER5  FUR;;iTL'iiJi 
irom  Onginal  Designs. 

CHARLES  M.  PLUM. 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

AND    DEALERS    IN 

REGALIA 

AND 

LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Bunting  Flags,  Banners. 

A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 

510  SACRA.MENTO  STREET. 


S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    DIVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


COMMENCING   SATURDAY,  JULY 
<-     13111,1878, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

I  Sax  Franxisco  to  San  Jose  and  other 
I  points  and  return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
em  or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

^'  These  Tickets  \vill  be  sold  onlv  on  S.\turdays  and 
Sunday  Mornings. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  forpassagc  after 
the  JIONDAV  foilowing  thedat^of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices — Passenger  Depot,  Tov.-nsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets  ;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
A.  a  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agt. 


NOTICE.— San  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  (via  C.  P.  R. 
R.)  can  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  Oakland  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco: also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,  CAL. 

NTO    HOTEL    ON    THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlington  in  the  airy  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  bcautv  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  .4rgonalt  u-ill  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  very  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Arlington,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.   BROMLEY,   Manager. 


WAKE  LE  E'  S 


AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CO  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Druggists,  comer  Montgomeo"  and  Bush  Sts. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 


T 


HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT E:. 


gra\-ers  who  flourished  in  It-oly,  France,  and  England 
during  the  last  centurj-  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unequalcd  workmanship.  They  arc  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  1".  -M  and  5  v.  m.,  at 

No.  4tr  KEARNY  STREET,  ROOM  No.  r, 
San  Francisco. 


BEST 


KOhllR  &  CHhSE 


SA 


IPCO 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


JOSH  BILLINGS'  COUGH-DROPS. 

The  philosopher.  Jash  Billings,  has  placed  in  the 
hands  of  his  pubhsners  ihe  Farmer^ s  Atmjniix  for 
1879.  From  its  pages  we  make  the  following  ex- 
tracts: 

Bachelors  arealwusahragt;in  ovthdr  freedom  ! ! — 
freedom  to  dam  thclrownsiockingsand  [wulilss  their 
own  shins!  I  had  mihcr  be  a  widdowcr  once  in  a 
years,  reglar.  than  tew  be  a  grunting,  old.  hair-dyed 
bachelor  only  for  90  days. 

Ambishun  lew  ^hine  in  c\erything  iz  a  sure  way  tew 
put  a  man's  kandcll  all  out. 

Sucking  a  whipt  sillybub  tliru  a  rhy  straw  iz  a  good 
deal  like  tricing  to  liv  on  buiy. 

Sum  people  won't  lx-lts\ve  cnny  thing  they  kant 
prove;  the  things  i  cin'i  prove  are'  the  verj*  things  i 
beleave  the  most 

Good  examples  amung  the  rulers  are  the  best  laws 
they  kan  enakL 

C5ne  ov  the  saddest  sights  ov  all  to  me  \z  an  old 
man.  poor  and  dcMrrtcd.  whom  i  once  knew  living  in 
ease  and  luxury. 

He  whe  >|X'nds  htz  younger  days  in  disapashun  iz 
mortgaging  himwlf  tew  dis-icazeand  [wvcrty,  two  in- 
exorable creditors,  who  arc  certain  tew  fon:close  at 
last,  and  lake  iw^scssion  ovthe  premises. 

Th«-  world  owes  all  its  energy  and  refinement  tew 
luxur>*s— diggings  roots  for  brekfast  and  going  naked 
for  clothes  iz  the  virtewous  innocence  ov  a  lazy  sav- 
age. 

Prudes  are  coquets  gone  to  seed. 

A  dandy  in  lo\-e  iz  m  just  about  az  bad  a  fix  az  a 
slick  ov  niol.i>'MS  k.-tndy  th.it  haz  half  melted. 

Thare  is  nogool  sub>litule  for  wisdum,  but  silence 
ix  the  best  Itut  haz  been  discovered  yel. 

Thare  iz  lot>  ov  fulks  in  this  w  orld  w  ho.  mthcr  than 
not  find  enny  fault  at  all,  wouldn  t  hesitate  tew  s;iy 
tew  an  angle  wonn  that  his  uul  wax  altogether  loo 
long  for  the  rest  ov  his  boddy. 

A  man  who  iz  good  company  for  himself  iz  alwus 
£Ood  comp.iny  for  others. 

I  never  knew  but  one  infidel  in  mi  life,  and  he  had 
no  more  courace  than  a  haff  drowned  kitlen  jest 
pulled  out  ov  a  swill  barrvl.  and  w^z  ni  afraid  tew 
die  az  the  dcnl  would  be  if  he  waz  allowed  lew  visit 
the  earth,  for  a  short  seazon.  to  rei-ruit  himself. 

I  have  seen  men  who  h-id  worn  out  their  \-iccs,  and 
suppozed,  ov  course,  that  they  wuz  lying  on  ihcir 
vinues. 

What  a  man  is  most  afrade  ov  he  sez  he  don't  bc- 
lea\-c  in ;  this  nwy  ackount  for  sum  men's  unbeleaf  in 
hell 

The  man  who  diesHhe  richest  iz  the  one  w  ho  leaves 
the  least  here  and  takes  the  most  with  him. 


The  Wonderful  Geysers! 


'T'Hrs  WOXDERFUI.  SPOT  OF  CAL- 

•^  tfomia  ihouM  be  vvsitcd  by  all  rcsidcnl*  ami  tourists. 
The  G«j-sers  of  Iceland  and  the  trt>--«rs  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  rtmoikable  Canyon  of  the 
Plutoo  in  Sxioma  County.  Wonderful  .^s  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  won  Jerful  as  a  health  resort,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
wet  of  pIcaAUre.  By  steamer,  train,  and  c(»ach.  over  a 
beautiful  Kay,  throucn  beautiful  \-ancys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  (Kan  compen>aics  \o-  the  co^l  and  time. 
Lea^-e  San  Francisco  daily  at  1  p.  m..  by  it«>mer  for  Don- 
ahue; take  train  for  Clovxrdalc;  stay  all  night  .11  Clovcr- 
flale,  and  leave  in  coach —four-in-hand — at  7  a.  11.  for  the 
mountain  dri*-e  ov^t  the  hills  to  the  Ge>-sers.  Reluming 
paueageri  reach  San  Francisco  in  a  day  by  the  CalLstoga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Oe>*ser>  Ls  the  easiest,  most  inexpensive 
ano  most  delightful  of  any  in  California.  The  hotel  accom 
modatiorts,  the  trout  li>ning,  the  hunting,  the  walks  ao 
drives  the  bathing,  the  ever>thin..;,  arc  perfection. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  B'.^rketey  G>'mna.sium  (a  preparalor>*  school  to  the 
University)— a  first-cl.v«  board  ing.Mihool  establishment  in 
the  intenisLs  of  higher  cducaiiun.  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramiiing  syvlcm  of  the  smull  collci^cs  and  military*  acade- 
micNof  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  a^ih. 
Kximination  of  can^lil.lale^  for  admission  July  33d  and  a^d. 
Hy  re»i'Je>t.  in>truction>  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer minth^  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
lioa^  a  the  i*iil\cr«ity.  For  c:»t.iIo^c  or  particul.\r>i,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL. 

HERKKI.r.V,  CALIFORM.V 

NoTK.— Wc  de&ire  to  call  <peci.-il  .ittenlion  to  the  orgajii- 
ration  of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  .-uid  guardians 
of  small  bo\Ti. 


CBO.  W.    TRESCOTT. 


IKVING   M.    SCOTT.  H.    T.    SCOTT. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 

Next  year  will  commence  July  50,  1873, 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKErr.  A.  M.,  Principal. 

Oakl.-md,  Cal. 


The  IVonderfid  GeysersJ 


THE    GREAT   GEYSERS    HOTEL 

WM.  FORSYTH,  Proprietor. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY, 

NOOK~FARM. 

-pAMIUES    \V'i:iHh\G    TO   SPEXD 

■^  the  Summer  in  the  counirj-  »-i!l  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  'iOcneo'of  su*^"  endle>*  variety  a.s  tempi 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  ^ood  ac- 
commodatioRs  and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishmg  and 
hunting  on  the  preml*es.  Four  tnitins  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily,     .\ddrcvi 

E.  B.  SMITH. 
Rutherford.  Kapa  CounC\-.  CaL 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE, 

Tliirtcailh  Iiuiustrial  Exhihilion. 
SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL.,  1878. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER 


ITic  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


OPTICL\X  I     135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near   Bush,   opposite   the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

t  Founded  iS*^.)      Post  OlTicc  I!ox  jiaS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 
SAN    FRANCISCO 


F' 


COMMERCIAL 

SURAXCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 


MANUKACTURKRS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

M.-lrine  Station-ory  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CON5TANTLV  ON    HAND  AND    FOR   SALE, 

Direct-actmg  Pum^mgand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Slalionarj-  Engines, 

Quart/ Crushing  .-ind  Amalgamating  Machlncry- 
BLilce's  Roclt  Urcakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  E:(slcrn 
m.in  ufacturcrs. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  ft  CO. 


FIRE    AND    MARINE, 

Princip.ll  office,  405  Cilifomia  Street,  S.-m  Franci.>ico. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  L.\TON,  Secretary. 


T 


HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


INSURANXK    CO.MPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS $450,000 

Principal  Office,  aiSatid  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisico 


OPKICERS  : 
A.  J.   BRYANT.  Preiildent, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President. 


CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secrelarj-, 
H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  : 


SON.  Marine  Survevo 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^'^  Standard  Reputation,  plapng  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  COXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS alwa>-s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  slock. 

REPAIRING     OF    MUSIC.A.L     BOXES     thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANU1-".\CTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadwav.  New  York. 


J.   C.   MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 

LINES. 

304  AND  ao6  California  St.         -       -        San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  conccntratt-d  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  Tney  aro  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinar>' 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  t|u.iliiy  and  contents,  nkinc  other  arc  neariy  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  tiikiR  mkrits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTR^VCTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coa";!.  Dealers  will  find  them  10  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  ih^n  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  ret^ue^ied  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

RAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE  .MAKERS  OK 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  5IJ  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q    F.   IVILLEY  &-  CO., 

IMfORTERS   ASD    M.\Nl'FACTiHERS    OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  S.\n  Franxisco. 


aiERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

Company. —  Location  of  principal  pl.ice  of  business, 
San  Francisco.  Cilifonii-i,  Location  ol  works,  Virynia 
Mining:  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trusttcs,  held  on  the  thirty-first  d.iyof  July,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  55)  of  one  ($i)doIlarpcrsharew;is  levied  upon  the 
capital  ^lock  of  the  ciirporation,  payable  immcdialcly  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretar>-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Bloock,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street.  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  fourth  day  of  September,  1S7S.  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the  twenty-fifth 
day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  .-issessmcnt, 
together  with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

W.  W.  .STETSON,  Secretar>'. 

Office — Room  ^7,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street.  San  Francisco.  California. 


A 


PPUCA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

TRADER.-Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I.  K.  S. 
Ecr.ERT  AiTKE.N.wife  of  Charles  H.  Aiiken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Fr-inciscc,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  sd  of  September,  a.  d.  1878. 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September  term.  .\.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  sUch  to  carry  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buj'ing  and  selling  merchandise,  to  own  and  run  a 
lodging-house,  to  buy  and  sell  mining  stocks,  personal  and 
real  property,  to  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
othenvihc,  and  to  act  .xs  spirit  and  test  medium,  and  to  do 
and  perform  ail  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  and  each  of  them. 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  July  i6lh,  a.  d.  1878. 
W.M.  H.  H.  Hakt,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
erj-  Street. 


r\IVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  HIBER- 

■'-^  NL'V  SAVINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  N.  E. 
corner  Monlgomerj'  and  Post  Streets,  San  Franci.Mio.  July 
24.  1878. — .\t  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend,  at  the  r.atc  of  ^%  per  cent,  per 
annum,  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six  months  end- 
ing July  2TSt,  1878.  p.ayable  from  and  after  this  date,  and 
free  from  Federal  tax. 

EDWARD  MARTIN.  Secretary. 


.Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
VV.  D.   ROGERS.  Philadelphia. 

C.  S.   CAKFREY.  Camticn,  N.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS,   New  York. 

H.   KII.LAM  &  CO.,   New  H.iven. 
COOLI.NG  BROS..  Wilmington 


Ar_SO,  .AGtiSTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  .MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

i\Lso,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


DANIEL  Z.    VOST. 


STATE 


T)RECKINRIDGE  6-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

304  Montgomery  Street. 


•T^HE    MANAGERS   HAVE    THE 

honor  to  announce  toihe  public  that  the  Thirteenth 
Grand  Exhibition*  or  Scik-vce.  Art.  and  Indintkv. 
given  under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market.  Eighth,  and  Mission  Sts., 
oti  TwesDAV,  August  i^lh.  Great  .ind  unusual  attractions 
will  be  presented  to  \-.Miors.  Mining,  .•Vgneulttiral.  and 
other  machiner>'  i*-ill  be  in  motion.  .Pacific  Coast  M.-inuract- 
DTCS.  MineraJs,  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be  fully  repre- 
sented.  besides  many  nr:w  novelties  neii-er  before  exhibited 
on  this  coai^t.  T>e  .\rt  Department  will  be  under  the  su- 
per>Tsion  of  the  S,in  Fr4ncisco  .Art  .■Yssociatioo.  a  guar:>ntce 
for  excellence  and  completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  sfwcially 
represented,  as  also  «orIrt  of  noted  forcijrn  artist*.  *e'e>:ted 
from  the  private  galleries  of  this  citj-,  'ITie  H-irticuhural 
Garden.  50  popular  hercii>foTe.  will  be  maJe  still  more  at- 
tractive this  j-ear  by  the  addition  of  many  new  fcaiciesi. 
The  Music — l^ch  afternoon  and  e^-ening  a  fir*.t-ctas.s  instiu- 
mental  Concert  will  be  ^ven  by  the  best  soloists  and  accom- 
plished musiciar.s  of  this  city,  vith  a  daily  change  of  pto- 
gramme  of  the  most  popular  music  No  expense  or  pains 
will  be  spared  by  the  management  that  will  add  to  the  com- 
fort or  con^-enicnce  of  visitors.  Applications  for  space  or 
information  can  be  obiaine-i  from  the  S^cTetar\-,  at  theolEi-c. 
27  Post  Street.  IRVING  M.  SCOTT.  President. 

J.   H.  r.ILMORE.  Superintendent. 
J.   H.   CVLVER,  Secretar)-. 


AGRICULTURAL 

S  O  CIET Y . 

TWENTY- FIFTH     .ANNUAL    FAIR 

AT   SACRAMENTO, 
MOND.W SEPTEMBER  16,  1878. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

jTTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chaat  Street,   Room  ifiL     Probate,   divo.-ce,  bank- 
-V-  -■»>;d  all  other  cases  attended  to.. 


■THE  A  ROVE  FAIR.  OF  THE  STA  TE 

Aericultural  Soc:ety  will  commence  at  Sacramento 
on  MOSlJ.AV,  Sept.  16.  i3j8,  and  will  continue  to  and  in- 
clude Saturday.  .Sept.  ^i.  'J'he  attention  of  exhibitors  is 
called  to  the  Premium  List,  which  is  the  most  liberal  e^'cr 
issued  in  the  State,  presenting  vcr^- attractive  features,  Ev. 
erj"  accommodation  will  be  pr<ivnded  for  exhibitors  of  all 
kind-s.  An  abundance  of  motive  power  will  hn  fumUhed, 
and  every  attention  paid  to  the  requirements  of  those  desir- 
ing io  exhibit  producisof  their  own  handiwork  or  otherwise. 
The  artisans,  artists,  mAnufariurers.  and  mechanics  of  San 
Francisco,  and  all  others  interested  in  the  development  of 
the  State,  are  particularly  inviied  to  display  the  result  of 
their  labors  at  the  Fair.  Ever>-  facilitj*  will  be  offered  by 
the  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  lor  free  transporta- 
tion of  soods  and  articles  to  and  from  Ihe  Fair.  Any  further 
information  can  be  obtained  at  the  office  of  the  President  of 
the  Society.  Room  No.  17,  Phirnix  Buildins,  S  W.  comer 
Jackson  and  Sansome  Streets,  San  Francisco,  or  from  Rob- 
ert Beck,  SccT':tary,  at  the  Pavilion,  Sacramento. 

M.  D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Robert  Beck,  Secretary. 


J.  M.  WALKEK. 


JENN'ISGS  S.  COX.  ALEX.  AUSTl.N. 


J.   M.  WALKER   &   CO. 

OTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   W." CORNER 
*-^     Montgomery  and  Pine  Streets. 


CHAS.  S.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGC, 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 
A  TTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW,  San  Franinsco.  Cal. 
Oilice,  No.  5w  California  Street,  Rooms  t.  3.  and  7. 


VV.    E.   HALE. 


HALE  &.  PACHECO, 

(TTOCK    AND     COMMISSION   BRO- 

^"^     kers,  317  Montgomery  Street,  Nevada  Block. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

W.  DODGE  &-  CO., 
WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  coni«r  Qay  and  Front  Streets,  San   Francisco. 


IV. 


DELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

■^"^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
County,  Nevada, 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  lyih  day  ol  July,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  15)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
L'niied  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary',  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  21,  No.  419  Califoinia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentieth  (20th)  day  of  jVugusl,  187S,  will  be 
dtrlinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tiesdav, 
the  tenth  day  of  September,  187&,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  21,  No.  419  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 


(TILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

^^-^      Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San    Francis- 
co,  California.      Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  eighteenth  (iSth)  day  of  July,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  3)  of  fifty  cents  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  Stales  gold  coin  to  the  Secrclarj-.  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  19,  Ha>-vvard's  Building,  No.  419 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  California. 

Any  stock  up*»n  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
OB  the  twenty-second  (32d)  day  of  .\ucust.  1878,  will 
be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  piijTnent  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Tiii'KS- 
D.\v,  the  twelfth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  de- 
linquent assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and 
expenses  of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretary-. 

Office,  Room  19,  Haj-ward's  Building,  No.  419  California 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


T^IVIDEND  NOTICE.— FRENCH 

'^"^  Savings  and  Tx).in  Society,  411  liush  Street. — For  the 
half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  French  Savings  and 
Loan  Society  has  declared  a  dividend  of  ^'*^  i>er  cent,  per 
annum,  free  of  Federal  t.Tx,  payable  on  and  after  July  17, 
1878.     By  order  GUSTAVE  MAKE.  Director. 


n-^  7.  PETTiT  &^  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

EST.\BLISHMENT,- 
528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    54-   CLAY   STREET. 


PAS  TU  R  AGE. 

r^ENTLE.MEN  SEEKI.XG  SUMMER 

^"^  pasturage  for  valuable  Horses  will  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Corte  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
Argonaut  office.    Terms,  $6  per  month. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


C'>m~em:in"i;  Si."Mj.-.v,  Jl-lv  14.   iSjS, 
Passenger  irains'^vil!  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Founh,  as 
follows : 

Q  __  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  HoIHster, 
^'O  Tres  Pinos.  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  SS"  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
J^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

r^  j/^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
10.40  ^,^^^_ 

o':>n  ^-  ^^-  I>AILY  (Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O'O  jaro,  HoUister,  Trcs  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S:S'  Stage  connection  made  \Wth  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

S^  On  Saturdays  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaro  K)r  Aptos  and  Santa  Cniz.  Re- 
TfR.NiXG,  passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  a.  m.  Mon- 
days (brealcfast  at  Giiroy),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10 
A.  M 

S^  Special  Notice. — On  Saturdays  only  the  run  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  to  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V.  R,  R.  for  Monterey.  Returning,  leave 
Monterey  Mondays  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arTi\*ing  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  A.  M.  , 

^  ^rx  p.  M.  DAILY  for  San .  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
4-4^  tXons- 

A  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Meolo  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^•J^  tions. 

S^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  g.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  o.co  r.  m, 

e^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to   Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive, 
A.  C.  EASSEIT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  j\s5t.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
3^  Pa=isengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  «a  Ferrj- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yi^ma. 


N 


ORTH    PACIFIC    COAST     RAIL- 
ROAD'. 

CHANGE    OF    TIME. 


On  and  after  Monday.  August  5th,  1S78,  the  two  new,  last, 
and  elegant  steamers  S.-\N  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 
SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 
and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 
WEEK  DAYS. 
Leave  San  Francisco. 
(From   San   Queniin    Ferrj'j 
Market  Street). 


Leave  San  R.\fael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Ferrj-.) 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco, 
S.00     ''        "  " 

9.00     "         *'  " 

11.00     "         "  " 

3.20  P-.M.       "  *' 

4-45     '' 


7,15  A.M.  for  Siui  Rafael. 

8.15  "  "      &  Junction 

9.40  " 

1-.45  P.M. 

4.10  "  "  " 

5.10  " 

6.10  "    for  San  Rafael. 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
RafaeL 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  waysta- 
tions.  Stage  connections 
made  daily,  e.xcept  Mon- 
day, for  all  pointi  on  North 
Coast. 

sun: 

(From   San   Quentin    Ferrj', 

Market  Street). 
io.(M  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
1Z.30P.M.      "  " 

S.45     "   for  Saa  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferr>',  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00  A.  M.   Excursion   train, 
connecting  at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 

SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael have  been  reduced  as  follows;  Wetik  days,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent, 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY.  General  Manager. 


5-45 

(Via  Saucelito  Ferrj-)- 
7.00  a.:m.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Feny-). 

8.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
II. 15     "         "  " 

1.45  P.M.         " 

4.30       "  "  " 


(\1a  Saucelito  Ferry). 
6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


s 


'AN  FRAjVC/SCO  and 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R,  R. 


.Commencing  Monday,  July  20th,   iSjg,    and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco 

(Washington  Street  \\'harf),  as  follows: 

J^Q  P.  J/.,  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted^ 
'^  Steamer  "James  il.  Donahue"  (^Vashington 

Street  ^Miarf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  banta  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clo%'er- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
xHIle  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
Cioverdale  for  Ukiah,Lakeport,  Mendocino  Citj-,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

^^"Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Gueme\-ilie,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a.  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  j\T  REDUCED  R.\TES. 

for  Cioverdale  and  way  sLitions.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip :  Donahue,  Si  :  Petaluma,  $1  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2 ;  Healdsburg,  S3  ;  Cioverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Eig  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50  ;  Forestx-ille,  Kor- 
bers,and  GuemeWlle,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  P.  M.) 

Freight  received  from  7  -v.  .m.  to  3.00  v.  H.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  ^V.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H,  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNEYS-AT-LA  ir, 

NOS.  2,  3,  AND  4   ShER-MAn's  BciLDHiG, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  corner  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


O 


OMMEXCIXG      WEDNESDA  Y 

July  10,  1S73,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VB  SAN  FRANCISCO: 


7  QQ    A.    M.,    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  p.  M.] 

8.00  ^-  ^'^^  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

E.tpress  Train  (via  Oakland  Feny)  for  Sacra- 
mento, Mar>-sville,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
C^^ginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriWng  at  lone  at  3,40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  p  m.j 

S  00  -^-    ^^■'     SUlYDAYS      ONLY— 

*  Special   train   via   Oakland    Ferr)-,  arrives    at 

Martinez  10.15  ■*•  ^''  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  P. 
m.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  r.  ."^i. 

ExcirKSiON  Tickets  .\t  Redlxed  Rates. 


9-30 


A.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 
Oakland  Feny)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  r^L] 

?   00  ^-  ^^■'   -C-4/-iK,    SAN  JOSE 

^  '  Passenger    Train     (ria    Oakland    Feny   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5,30  P.  51.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

O    OQ   P.   M.,    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

,J?  *^  ^  Railway  Passenger  Train  (ria  Oakland  Feny( 
to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez, 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  m,[ 

A  cin  P'  ■^■'   DAILY,  EXPRESS 

^'*-^*-'  Train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferrj-)  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Jlerced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave.  Ncwh.-i!t 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriN-ing  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  P-  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  M.] 

A  f\r)  P.  J/.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^'^^  Yallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  ^rith  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Ge>-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p,  M.,  on  Tuesda>-s, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturda>-s  only,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleepingcars  between  \  allejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  .\.  m.] 

//  no  P'  ^^'>  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^-^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
^Vha^f )  for  Eenicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.C0  a.  m.  daily, 

[.Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

//    :!n   P-    '^^■'    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^*^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  %'ia  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  .Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  A.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a,  m.] 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TR.\INS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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12-3° 

7.00 

I. 00 

7-30 

i.30 

-8.00 

2.00 

8.30 

3.00 

9.00 

3-30 

9.30 

4.00 

10.00 

4-30 

10.30 

5-00 

11.00 

5-30 

11.30 

b.oo 
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B1I.45 


^Snndays  excepted.  c—Simdays  only. 

■*  ,\Iameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Fernside,  except  Sundaj-s,  7.00,  9.C0,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 
P.  M. 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  19.30  A.  M.,  3.00,  4.00  P.  m. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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Berkeley. 
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5.00 
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6.03 
B'7.20 
B'8.30 

at  East 

7- SO 
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Oakland. 

Oakland. 

10.00 

B — Smufnys  excepted. 
*  .\lameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Fernside,  except  Sundays,  3.oo,  10.00,  11,00  a.  m. 
i,co  p.  M. 
From  San  Jose,  daily,  7.05,  8.10  a.  m. 


CREEK  ROU'TE 
From  Sam    Francisco — Daily — B6.30 — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9.15, 

10.15—11.15  A.  m.— 12.15— 1.15—2,25— 3.15— 4.15— 5.15 

— 6.15  p.  M. 
From  Oakland — Daily — E6.20 — B7. 10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 

— 11.05   A-    "■  —  ^2*o5 — 1-05 — =-'5 — 3-05 — 4-05 — 5-05 — 

6.05  P.  M.  B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  .Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  iot  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass.' and  Ticket  Ag't 


E 


RENCH  SA  VIXGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAKE.  Director. 


]\/rASONIC  SAVINGS 
-^•^  AND   LOAN  BAXK, 

No.  6  PocT  St.,  Masonic  Te.\iple,  San  Fka.ncisco,  Cau 

Term  ana  Ordinary  DeposiL";  received.  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  January  ol'  each  year.  Lo,-ms  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretary-. 


<;■    P.  C.  R.  R.— (NARROW  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 


Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  wnll  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferry  Landing,  Market  St,: 

5QQ  A.  jM.,  via  Alameda  Eet'ry,  daily, 
for  ,\lameda.  West  San  Leaiidro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowr>-s, 
AK-iso,  .■\gne\v's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Galos,  and  Alma. 

Q    p/p  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

y  '  —'  for  Alameda,    Newa-'k,   .Mviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  ^vay  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
^lountain  Charley's,  ilartin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Chuz  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Ckcz. 
.Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

A    OQ  P-  ^'-i  ^2<z  Alameda  Ferry,  dally, 

T**  for  Alameda,  Ne^vark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

-Alma,  and  all  way  stations, 

i^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  .M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  .\.  .m,  Monday  (breal:fast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  a.  m. 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE  SAN    FRANCISCO    DAILY. 


A..M. 
5,00 

1         A.M. 

1    6.40 

A.M.       1 

A.  M. 
-10.30 

1        P.M. 
1        4-20 

1        P.M. 

LE.^VE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 
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5-40 
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-■30        1 

A.M.        1 

0-^6      1 

P.M. 

*3-oo 

P.M. 
4.26 

1        P..M. 
1      7-00 

THOS 

*  Sunday 
CARTER, 
Superintendent, 

5  only. 
GEO, 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent, 
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.4CIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  \riH  sail-from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTL.-\ND  (Oregon),  cverj-  five  daj-s,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BAREAR-\.  S.-\NT.\  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S.\N  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers, 
Ticket  Office,  No,  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO,,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


P 


ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class  steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 

On  the  ist  of  everj'  month. 

FOR  S'iT^NEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
June  10,  July  8,  .-Vug.  5,  and  everj'  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  ^la  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  iglh  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    E,  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTL,\ND.  Oregon,   on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  3olh  of  each  month, 
WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  \Vharf,  Cor.  Fir«t  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOH.\M.A.  AND    HONGKO.NG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghac, 

GAELIC,         OCEANIC,        BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  1  Thursday,  .-\ug.   i 
Friday,  August  16.     Tuesdaj',  bept,  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,   Dec.  17  [  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  JMontgomerj'  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's WTiarf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

D.WID  D.  COLTON,   President.  s 


^ 


A  UC ELI  TO  FERRY. 


SU.MMER  .\RR.\NGEMENT. 

On  and  after  Sunday,  .^pril  7th,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows  : 

San  Francisco,  foot  pf  Davis  street — 8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  ra. ;  *3.3o  p.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucclit-j— 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  g.30  a.  m. ;  t  p.  ra. ;  4.30 
p.  m, 

SUND.\Y  TIME. 

San  Francisco— 8.00  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00  a.  m. ;  12  m. ;  2.00 
p.  ra. ;  4. 30  p.  m.  ;  6. 30  p.  m. 

Saucelito— g.oo  x  m.;  1 1,00  a.  m. ;  i.oo  p.  m.;  3.30  p.  m. ; 
5,45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m.— R.  R. 

On  MOND.\Y  an  extra  trip  from  Sxn  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURD.-VY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     '  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
c. .  CD  A  v/  'ic    ATriTD  V    c. ,,.>-:,.. .c-.r^... 


Street. 


FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 
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HE  NEVADA   BANK 

OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U,  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  f  C.  T.  Christessen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  \  Chas.  W  Church. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  E.vchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the   United    States, 
Euroj>e,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  HawaiL 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  E.  A. 

Amer,  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>Tie  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


y  HE  AA'GLO-CALIFORNIAN  BAA'R 
-'■  (Limited.) 


No.  422  California  Stkeet,  Sa.n  Francisco. 


London  Oflicfl 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

Aut/ioHzed  Capital  Stock ^6.000.000 

Surplus  Earnings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k:  F.  Low,  )-.»,„,,„„ 

ICN,    STEINHART,)-^^^"^SerS. 

p.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


J-HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital SS-,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President, 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


.AGENTS  — New  York.  Agencj-  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank ;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  .Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  .Agencies  at  ^nrginia  Citj-  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mming'districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort -on-Main,  .Antwerp,  .Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sychiey,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERXIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President 

Vice-President.. 


M.  D.  SWEENEV. 

CD.  O'SlLLIVAS. 


TRUSTEES. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J,  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  .A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  corner  of  Marlntand  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITT.ANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj*  may  be  sent  through  Wcl  s, 
Fargo  &  Co,'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  Iiuu:ie, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver^-. 

'ITie  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accom|.iany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upn-ard.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  m.  to  3  p.  .M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 
and  Eddy  SlrecU^.  Ordinarj*  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived,  and  Loans  made  on  rc.iI  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  S;  Co..  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  rc-ponsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  N" 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee. 

D-AVID  FARQUHARSON,  President. 

ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


0 


FFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS  HALL, 325 


Montgomery   Street,    San    Francisco, 
ccivcd   in  sums  of  one   dollar  and    upward. 
from  the  country-  may  be  sent  throu   '    \'-'-'J'>". 
Express  Office  or  any  reliable  bar        ^ 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their. ■■.i:''- 
of  the  depositor  should  acc^mp-'  ' 
&LA  a  I  N 
James  Benson,  Secretarj-. 


Deposits  re- 
Remittances 

Fargo  &  C  "s 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CmCKHIIlC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
El£G.-l.\r  P/.IXOS. 
L.  K.   HAMMER, 

Sole  Asent  for  Pacific  Co.-uiLB 

g^  Owners  of  Chickcring  Pianw  arc  specially  re\)ue&ted 
to  leave  orders  for  taaioeat  wareruoms,  31  Post  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNAbE  PI.WOS, 
Irving  Pi,\nos,  Rogers' Upright  Pi.wos, 
PrinCt  Origans,  U  'dUrs'  Or^'ii/is,  S/it\-/  Mitsii. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  .M.IRKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND   HENKV   F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Pianos  Tuned.  Keiilevl.  ;uid  fir  S:i|pMn  the  iTiM.iilmcnl  Plnn. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  I*ost  Street,  San  Francisco. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(L*iiiM:r-.ity  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

nUyS/C/AA  AND  SUKGEOA.    Office 

and  Rcsidciice,  113  Kearny  .Sircct.  Office  hours,  1 1 
A.  M.  to  t  I-.  M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  ti  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  and  Kclail 

Dntggists,   Importc7's  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Pcr/u7neryy 

No.  140  Montgomery  Street,  under  the  Occidental   Kuiel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

lo  compounding  Physician's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  Ls  eninwted  only  lo  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  evcr>-  care  Ls  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 

PALACE    HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

first  cl^ss  in  all  respects. 
QUIET  AND  Desirable  place 

^^    for  La-Jies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families,    EcT  Kntrancc 
soQth  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


JJR.  G.  J.  VAN  VLACK, 


4  EDDV  STREET, 

Oi-r^siTK  The  Baldwin 


A    CARD. 

TO    OUR     PATRONS    ON    THE    PACIFIC    COAST    USING    THE 

"AUTOMATIC" 

Machines,  zi<e  hereby  offer  Three  Premtunis  of  $jo,  S-/0,  and  Sjo. 


F' 


•'V 


OR    THE  BEST  DISPLAY   OF  SEWING  DONE  ON  OUR  MACHINES, 

as  follows  :   For  the  best  and  largest  disphiy  of  fino  While  Scwjni;.  such  as  I,adli;s'  Uiitlt^rwear,  Infants'  Dresses, 
and  Flannel,  etc.,  a  Preminni  nf 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  second  best  same  kind  of  «urk    - 

FORTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

For  the  best  >howIiig  of  Hca\'>'  Work,  sucb  as  Beaver  Cloaks,  Hoys'  and  Men's  Coats,  Pants,  or  Vests,  or  vcrj-  Heavy 

Worsted  Dresses, 

THIRTY  DOLLARS  GOLD  COIN. 

The  work  to  be  placed  on  exhibition  at  thi;  Mechanic-.'  Fair  this  coming  Fall,  and  premiums  lo  be  awarded  by  a 
committee  of  three  ladles  to  be  chosen  at  the  time.  At  tlie  close  yf  the  Fair  all  work  to  be  returned  to  owner.  No 
work  lo  be  washed,  but  to  be  placed  on  exhibition  just  is  it  comes  from  machine.  Ladies  taking  part  in  this  matter 
will  not  be  known  peisonally,  as  work  will  be  designated  by  ihe  number  placed  upon  it.  No  Sewing  Machine  or  e.\- 
Scwins  Machine  Te.-ichcr  .-dlowcd  to  compete.  Fair  opens  August  13,  1878.  All  parties  taking  an  interest  in  this 
matter  not  unly  have  the  benefit  of  their  own  work,  but  stand  a  chance  of  winning  one  of  llie  pri/es.  Any  further 
information  c.in  be  obtained  at  our  office, 

WILLCOX  &  GIBBS  SEWING  MACHINE  CO. 

C.    L.   HOVEY,    MANAGER. 
[24  Post  Street San  Francisco.  |  361  Twelfth  Street 
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BUSINESS 


OF  THE  MECHANICS'  FAIR  FOR  1878. 


This  popular  publication  will  consist  this  year  of  thirty-six  large  pages,  printed 
on  heavy  book  paper,  bound  in  covers,  and  profusely  illustrated  by  the  best  artists 
on  the  coast.  A  first  edition  of  15,000  copies  will  be  issued  the  second  or  third 
week  of  the  Fair,  and  placed  by  the  San  Francisco  News  Company  in  everj'  city, 
town,  and  village  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Special  terms  to  the  trade.  A  limited 
number  of  first-class  advertisements  will  be  given  space  on  covers.  For  advertising 
terms  and  further  particulars,  apply  at  Argonaut  office,  522  California  Street. 

THE    ARGONAUT    PUBLISHING    COMPANY. 


COLLEGE, 

Pstet  Su,  San  Francisco. 


TERRACE 

SWIMMING 

poor   OF  WEBSTER   STREET,  ON  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

EE-ACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coa.si.  Perfect  security  against  monstcra  of  the  deep,  and  high  water  at  all  times 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS    FOR    LADIES  UNATIEXDED. 
Rtached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWARK— depot  on  the  premises;  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  hon>e-cars  at   Broadway  Station,  running  within  two  blocks  of  the  Baths, 
BATHS    25  CENTS    including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits.  Towels,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 

'  '  R.   HALEV  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


BUY  YOUR    SHIBTS  A 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 


JEWELRY 


AND    SILVERWARE 

AT  GREATLY   REDUCED    PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &'  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50   PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shreve  &  Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS 


ENAMELED    GRATES. 


The  perfection  which  the  manufacture  of  Marbleized 
Iron  Mantels  has  attained  brings  them  in  direct  competition 
with  the  best  qualities  of  slate  for  all.purposes  where  mantels 
are  used,  and  they  arc  in  a  great  measure  taking  the  place 
of  marble.  The  soft  rich  color  in  which  these  mantels  are 
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AND  DuKAhii-iTV  OF  Poi.isii,  they  arc  every  way  superior 
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W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO., 
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WHY  SHOULD  THE  CHINESE  GO?-III, 


A  Pertinent  Inquiry  from  a  Mandarin  Hign  in  Authority. 


[concluded  from  last  number.] 

Palace  Hotel,  August  2,  1878. 

To  THE  Argonaut  : — The  limits  to  which  these  letters  restrict  me 
are  a  great  source  of  embarrassment.  I  am  forced  to  outline  the  story  of 
twenty  centuries  of  intercourse,  three  of  which  have  been  active  and 
bear  immediately  upon  the  present  question,  in  the  course  of  a  few  col- 
umns. I  must  compare  Christianity  with  Buddhism,  an  allodial  civiliz- 
ation with  a  feudal  one,  and  strike  a  balance  between  two  worlds  with 
the  dash  of  a  pen.  It  is  not  a  cause  that  I  am  to  defend  ;  it  is  a  mira- 
cle that  I  must  accomplish. 

Let  me  begin  this  letter  with  the  rehgious  question.  Is  it  the  religion 
of  the  Chinese  residents  in  America  of  which  you  complain  ?  What 
right  have  you  to  do  this,  with  freedom  of  religion  guaranteed  in  your 
Federal  and  State  constitutions  and  a  hundred  monstrous  sects  flourish- 
ing in  your  midst  and  protected  by  your  laws  ?  There  are  more  Shakers 
than  Buddhists,  more  Mormons  than  Confucians,  in  your  country;  and, 
while  the  latter  keep  their  religion  to  themselves,  the  former  flaunt  theirs, 
with  all  its  repulsive  features,  in  the  face  of  your  moral  code,  which  it 
flatly  insults.  Do  you  complain  of  Chinerc  morality?  In  what  respect 
is  your  code  superior  to  ours  ?  What  dttty  does  it  commend  which  ours 
disregards?  What  virtue  does  it  inculcate  which  ours  neglects?  Or  do 
you  complain  of  the  practical  behavior  of  Chinamen,  regardless  of  reli- 
gion or  moral  code?  Let  their  industry,  their  peaceful  manners,  their 
resignation  to  insult  and  contumely,  be  your  answer. 

You  say  that  your  civilization  is  superior  to  ours,  and  that  it  must  not 
be  degraded  by  contact  with  us.  When  your  twenty  discordant  writers, 
Volney,  Burke,  Guizot,  Mackinnon,  Colquhon,  Buckle,  Spencer,  Draper, 
and  the  rest  agree  upon  what  civilization  means,  we  shall  be  better 
able  to  reply  to  you.  With  us,  civilization  indicates  a  given  condition 
of  society,  combined  with  the  direction  and  velocity  of  its  movement 
from  that  condition  to  another.  The  condition,  we  regard  as  due  to 
physical  resources  ;  the  movement  and  its  velocity,  to  the  struggle  be- 
tween those  resources  and  the  population  which  has  to  subsist  upon 
them.  At  times,  population  gets  the  upper  hand  of  nature  ;  then  civil- 
ization advances.  At  others,  nature  gets  the  better  of  population  ;  then 
civilization  decays.  We  are  an  old  nation  and  have  seen  many  of  these 
changes  ;  but  we  have  neither  forgotten  justice  nor  charity  to  others 
when  they  favored,  nor  begged  indulgence  from  others  when  Ihey  went 
against  us.  When,  in  the  days  of  Genghis  Khan,  our  name  was  a  terror 
to  Western  Europe,  we  took  no  -advantage  of  you  and  imposed  upon  you 
no  yoke.  Now  that  we  are  engaged  in  so  desperate  a  struggle  against 
nature  thai,  during  the  past  few  years,  millions  of  human  beings  have 
expired  from  starvation  within  our  borders,  we  ask  no  favors  from  you. 
Whatever  you  may  think  of  our  civilization,  violence  and  force  form  no 
portions  of  its  basis.  Its  foundations — however  rudely  capped  —  are 
laid  injustice,  and  mercy,  and  toleration. 

But  what  is  this  Western  civilization  of  which  you  boast  so  loudly? 
Had  it  any  history  previous  to  the  opening  of  the  sea  route  to  China? 
Pause  a  moment.  Be  just.  Reflect.  When  you  shall  have  caught  the 
clue  to  such  a  history,  let  us  be  apprized.  But  we  believe  you  uill  fail. 
You  will  remember  that  we  happen  to  know  something  of  Europe  in 
the  thirteenth  century,  and  to-day  our  histories  can  tell  nuDre  of  this 
obscure  period  than  yours.  We  have  our  own  theory  concerning  the 
sources  of  your  present  greatness.  We  ascribe  it,  in  part,  to  your  gains 
from  the  piratical  conquest,  enslavement,  and  murderous  extinction  of 
the  American  races,  but  chiefly  to  the  profitable  trade  with  \W  Orient. 
From  the  opening  of  this  trade  to  1640,  when  the  Portuguese  were 
driven  from  japan,  and  the  British  first  acquired  territory  in  Hisdostan, 
three  of  your  nations  aJone  took  a  thousand  millions  of  specie  from 
Asia  ;  two-thirds  as  much  as  they  wrung  from  all  America  during  the 
same  period.  From  Malacca,  alone,  they  took  twenty-five  millions  ; 
from  Japan,  up  to  the  date  mentioned,  four  hundred  millions  ;  from 
India  and  China  other  vast  sums.  These  nations  were  Spain,  Portugal, 
and  Holland.  You  imported  calicoes  from  India,  rice  and  silk  from 
China,  copper  from  Japan,  spices  from  the  Islands  ;  and  you  sent,  in 
return,  woolens,  iron-wares,  and  other  northern  fabrics.  Every  western 
nation  had  its  East  India  or  Oriental  company,  whose  profits  upon  each 
voyage  varied  from  forty  to  three  hundred  per  cent.  When  you  could 
not  trade,  you  robbed  ;  and  your  pirates,  whose  atrocities  your  mcn- 
archs  not  only  connived  at  but  rewarded,  despoiled  our  se^is  and  rav- 
aged our  coasts.  These  profits  and  spoils  gave  rise  to  those  industries 
which  furnish  the  present  support  to  your  boasted  civilization  ;  they  in- 
voked those  industrial  classes,  which  before  them  bad  no  existence  in 
Europe,  and  whose  emergence  from  feudal  vassalage  forms  the  history 
of  your  liberties.  In  a  word,  your  civilization  is  indebted  to  ours  for  all 
there  is  of  it  to  which  you  dare  to  refer  ;  and  it  still  depends  so  largely 
upon  the  Oriental  trade,  which  amounts  in  value  to  $1,000,000,000  per 
annum,  and  employs  ten  million  tons  of  western  shipping — more  than 
one-half  of  which  is  with  China  alone — that  if  this  trade  were  destroyed, 
through  your  illiberality  to  Chinamen,  there  can  be  Uttle  risk  in  predict- 
ing that  your  civilization  would  sustain  the  severest  blow  to  which,  prac- 
tically, it  is  hable  to  be  subjected.  During  the  palmy  days  of  the  Ori- 
ental trade  your  physical  resources  exceeded  the  wants  of  your  popula- 
tion ;  you  grew,  took  to  the  consumption  of  luxuries,  and  have  now 
become  proud,  insolent,  and  unjust.  At  the  present  time,  although  the 
Oriental  trade  is  greater  than  ever,  competition  has  reduced  its  profits 
to  a  minimum  ;  your  population,  in  Europe  and  America,  grown  from 
forty  millions  to  four  hundred  millions,  is  fast  outstripping  your  pro- 
ductive resources,  and  you  can  not  afford  to  dispense  with  any  of  them 
that  you  possess — least  of  all.  with  so  important  a  one  as  the  Chinese 
trade.  Abandon  that,  and  your  fate  as  a  progressive  civilization  is 
sealed  ;  and,  as  things  which  do  not  grow,  decay,  so  will  the  day  dawn 
when,  not  the  Zealander,  but  the  Chinaman,  will  arise  to  muse  over 
your  ruined  cities,  and  recall  the  ingratitude  and  folly  that  precipitated 
your  fall. 

Driven  from  your  place  in  the  ranks  of  a  civilization  whose  greatness 
you  now  perpetually  boast,  you  may  meanly  seek  as  Americans  to 
escape  the  fate  that  threatens  to  overtake  you  as  Europeans.  You  may 
cry  let  European  civilization  decay  if  it  will  ;  our  concern  is  with  the 
United  States  ;  sauve  qui  petit  f  In  vain  ;  you  must  fall,  ns  you  have 
risen,  with  the  rest.  If,  meaner  still,  you  entrench  yourbttvrs  on  the 
narrow  strip  of  land  between  the  Sierra  and  the  ocean  and  resolve,  as 
CaUfornians,  to  pursue  a  policy  which  you  fear  to  avow  as  Americans,  let 
me  show  you  what  will  happen.  And  here  I  appeal  not  to  philosophy, 
but  to  history,  which  seems  better  fitted  to  the  scope  of  Western  minds. 

In  1565  the  Spaniards  in  Mexico — the  same  men  who  discovered  and 
colonized  California — sent  a  fleet  to  the  Philippine  Islands,  which  they 
captured  and  occupied.  Under  assurances  of  protection  from  these 
marauders  a  considerable  number  of  Chinamen  were  induced  to  reside 
upon  the  islands,  which,  under  the  effects  of  their  industry  and  enter- 
prise, became  as  rich  and  productive  as  before  they  had  been  poor  and 
barren.  In  1602  there  were  upward  of  twenty  thousand  Chinese  in 
Manila,  whilst  the  number  of  Spaniards  did  not  exceed  eight  hundred. 


There  never  had  been  the  slightest  disturbance  between  them.  The 
Chinese  were  hard  workers,  who  meddled  with  nobody.  The  Spaniards 
rode  about  on  horseback,  enjoying  the  fruits  of  the  Chinamen's  labor 
and  living  like  lords  ;  and  yet  they  were  not  satisfied.  They  wanted  to 
rob  the  Chinamen  of  the  little  they  had  managed  to  save  under  the  hard 
conditions  of  their  life.  The  Spaniards  met  together  in  secret,  planned 
a  massacre  of  the  Chinese,  and  carried  out  this  atrocious  design  with 
such  expedition  that,  in  the  course  of  a  few  months,  but  few  of  the 
twenty  thousand  victims  were  left  alive.  The  marauders  then  divided 
the  spoils  they  had  gained,  and  rejoiced  in  the  name  of  civilization  and 
religion.  Thirty-seven  years  later,  a  new  generation  of  Chinamen  hav- 
ing arisen,  who  were  ignorant  or  careless  of  what  had  occurred  before, 
some  thirly-three  thousand  of  my  countrymen  gradually  found  their 
way  to  Manila.  Precisely  the  same  thing  happened  as  before.  The 
Spaniards,  coveting  the  wretched  gains  of  the  Chinese,  planned  their 
massacre,  and  slaughtered  twenty-two  thousand  of  them  in  four  months, 
with  a  loss  on  their  own  side  of  but  three  hundred  and  thirty  (Martin's 
History  of  China,  I.  378).  From  that  moment  the  Philippines  decayed 
and  sunk  to  nothing.  In  1762,  when  Sir  William  Draper  captured 
Manila  from  Spain,  his  most  numerous  and  eager  allies  were  the  Chinese. 
It  was  a  punishment  and  a  retribution  to  the  Spaniards. 

Did  the  Philippines  decay  because  the  Chinese  had  been  driven  from 
them  ?  Yes.  But  let  us  glance  at  the  story  of  the  Moorish  expulsion  from 
-Spain  before  we  dig  down  to  those  reasons  which  so  nearly  concern  the 
present  welfare  of  California  and  the  Pacific  slope  of  America. 

At  the  time  that  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  conquered  Granada,  Spain 
had  a  population  of  21,000,000;  Castile  had  11,000,000;  Aragon, 
7.000,000;  Granada.  3,000,000.  A  large  proportion  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Castile  and  Aragon,  and  all  of  those  in  Granada,  were  Moors  or  Jews. 
The  former  were  the  agriculturists  of  the  peninsula;  the  latter  the 
manufacturers  and  merchants.  The  conquest  had  been  aided  by 
fanaticism,  and  the  impersonators  of  this  element  claimed  for  their  re- 
ward the  expulsion  of  the  Moors  and  Jews.  No  sooner  said  than  done. 
The  fiat  went  forth,  and  in  the  same  year  that  America  was  discovered 
by  Columbus  the  kingdom  of  Spain  was  closed  to  the  heretics.  A 
million  of  them  were  driven  forth.  Some  professed  Christianity  and  re- 
mained until  1610,  when  they,  too,  were  cast  out.  Others  of  the  pro- 
scribed fled  to  freer  lands,  so  that  in  1594  the  entire  population  left  in 
Spain  was  but  8,206,791.  The  kingdom  was  a  wreck,  and  despite  the 
magnificent  conquest  of  America,  despite  the  gold  and  silver  wrung 
from  the  Indians  and  the  monopoly  of  the  Colonial  trade,  which  was 
maintained  until  the  period  of  the  Mexican  and  South  American  revo-' 
lutions,  it  never  recovered  the  loss  thus  sustained.  It  is  only  within  the 
past  twenty-five  years  that  Spain  has  been  again  enabled  to  hold  up  her 
head  among  the  nations  of  the  world  ;  only  since  the  time  when  she  has 
decreed  religious  toleration  and  blotted  out  from  her  history  the  bloody 
and  detestable  crime  which  she  committed  three  centuries  ago.  The 
cry  raised  against  the  Moors  in  Spain  and  the  Chinese  in  Manila  was 
the  same  :  piaganisni,  filth,  leprosy,  a  lower  civilization.  It  was  false  in 
both  cases,  as  it  is  in  the  present  case  of  California.  The  real  offense 
was  that  the  hated  races  were  more  abstemious  and  economical  than  the 
race  in  power,  and  much  as  you  may  endeavor  to  conceal  it  from  the 
world  and  from  yourselves,  this  is  the  off'ense  of  the  Chinamen  in  Cali- 
fornia. Are  not  your  sans  culottes  destroying  your  harvesters  and  other 
labor-saving  machinery  ?  Do  they  not  murder  those  of  their  own  num- 
ber who  are  satisfied  to  accept  lower  wages  than  the  leaders  choose  to 
demand? 

I  believe  that  I  have  said  enough  to  show  why  the  Chinese  should  not 
go.  It  is  only  necessary  to  advert  to  the  enormous  interests  which  they 
have  built  up  in  this  country  to  make  it  clear  that  they  can  not  go  ;  and 
I  may  add  that  if  it  becomes  necessary  for  them  to  appeal  to  all  Chris- 
tendom, and  even  to  arms,  against  your  injustice,  they  arc  prepared  to 
do  so.  They  did  not  .seek  Western  intercourse  ;  they  did  not  ask  for 
the  Buriingame  treaty  ;  but  now  that  both  have  been  thrust  upon  them 
they  are  determined  that  both  shall  be  respected.  They  will  not  be 
driven  forth.  It  must  sound  strangely  to  hear  a  Chinaman  speak  of  re- 
sorting to  arms  to  obtain  the  oSjservance  of  a  treaty.  It  is  strange  ;  but 
it  is  your  method,  the  method  of  your  boastfed  Western  civihzation  ;  you 
have  taught  it  to  us.  and  we  shall  employ  it.  It  may,  also,  seem  pre- 
posterous on  our  part  to  speak  of  arms,  when  you  believe  that  we  have 
none.      But  here  you  are  mistaken. 

During  your  civil  war,  a  single  Confederate  cruiser,  whose  operations 
in  Chinese  waters  were  zealously  aided  by  the  British  Consuls,  and 
alarmingly  magnified  by  the  reports  of  the  British  merchants  in  our 
ports,  entirely  swept  your  commerce  from  the  Pacific  Ocean.  This  fact 
taught  us  two  things  :  First,  the  English  are  your  rivals  in  trade,  and 
would  gladly  ruin  you  ;  second,  they  are  ready  to  sell  war-ships,  arms, 
and  ammunition  to  your  enemies.  At  the  present  time  they  have  a 
number  of  fine  iron-clads  which,  being  our  friends,  they  will  be  glad  to 
sell  to  us.  and.  if  needs  be.  show  us  how  to  handle.  The  day  that  you 
become  so  weak  and  faithless  as  to  give  way  to  your  ignorant  classes, 
and  permit  the  torch  and  the  dagger  to  drive  us  from  your  shores,  that 
day  will  sec  every  resource  of  the  Ta-tsing  empire  put  forth  to  punish 
you.  Your  commerce  will  be  swept  Irom  the  Pacific,  perhaps  forever  ; 
it  may  even  be  seriously  crippled  on  the  Atlantic  ;  and  you  may  then 
learn,  when  too  late,  that  China,  though  old  and  apathetic,  is  by  no 
means  dead  or  powerless. 

But  pardon  these  threats.  They  are  merely  the  ebullition  of  an  in- 
jured patriotism,  an  outraged  sense  of  justice.  We  would  be  your 
friends,  not  your  enemies.  The  oldest  and  the  newest  empires  of  the 
world,  joined  together  in  the  common  cause  of  Free  Trade,  would  fu.^- 
nish  a  spectacle  whose  sublimity  might  form  the  Pharos  to  a, new  and 
higher  civilization  for  a  united  world.  Disunited,  warring  \iilh  each  other, 
and  in  war  seeking  for  allies,  with  little  regard  to  the  incongruity  of  the 
alliance,  they  would  not  only  afford  an  unseemly  spectacle,  but  they 
might  involve  each  other  in  ruin  and  the  world  in  a  desolation  so  wide- 
spread that  its  industrial  rehabilitation  may  need  the  work  of  centuries. 
I  have  said  it — the  Chinese  should  not,  can  not,  will  not  go.  I  will  now 
-.how  you  that  if  they  did,  it  would  be  so  nmch  the  worse  for  you — aye, 
even  for  the  very  classes  who  are  clamorous  for  their  removal.  What 
are  they  doing  here?  In  a  woid,  they  are  pursuing  a  number  of  indus- 
tries which,  without  them,  would  have  no  existence  at  all  on  this  coast. 
All  the  evidence  in  your  Chinese  Immigration  Report  goes  to  prove 
that  this  is  a  correct  description  of  the  class  of  vocations  in  which 
they  are  employed.  The  City  Assessor,  who  with  binocular  vision. 
finds  28.500  Chinese  in  this  city,  gives  their  occupations  as  follows,  the 
classification  being  my  own  : 

(i)  As  domestics  and  washermen 7,200 

(2)  .A,s  makers  of  clothing,  shoes  and  slippers 6,250 

(3)  As  makers  of  cigars  and  cigar-boxes -Sr'So 

(4)  As  fishermen,  truck- farmers,  and  hucksters. -3,700 

(5)  As  Chinese  merchants,  brokers,  clerks,  and  porters,  Chinese 

restaurants,  places  of  worship,  and  other  purely  Chi- 
nese occupations 4ii5o 

(6)  As  rag-pickers ■ .  ■     600 

(7)  In  American   manufactories  :   frutt-canning,  woolen    mills, 

tanneries,  matches,  gunpowder  mills,  and  brick  yards. 3,450 

Total 28,500 


In  the  other 
vocations. 


er  towns  of  the  State  the  Chinese  are  employed  in  similar 
In  the  rural  secuons  they  pick  nineteen-lwenlieths  of  the  ' 


grape  crop  (Rep.,  p.  1203).  In  the  mining  districts  they  work  the  pla- 
cers which  white  men  have  long  since  abandoned.  It  is  quite  safe  to 
say  that  if  they  were  driven  from  those  industries  not  one  of  thera 
would  be  continued.  Let  us  look  at  them  seriatim  :  (i)  Families,  who 
would  have  to  pay  $25  to  S40  a  month,  Biddy's  demand  for  housev.ork, 
instead  of  the  $10  or  $15  with  which  John  is  satisfied,  would  break  up 
housekeeping,  become  their  own  domestics,  or  else  leave  the  country. 
The  times  are  past  when  exceptionally  high  rates  of  wages  can  be  sus- 
tained. (2)  The  clothing,  shoes,  and  slippers  now  made  here  by  Chi- 
namen would  either  be  made  in  China,  of  British  muslin,  leather,  etc.. 
or  else  manufactured  in  the  East,  and  in  either  case  imported  to  this 
coast.  It  is  entirely  out  of  the  question  to  imagine  that  these  industries 
would  be  continued  upon  the  Californian  workingmen's  wage-basis  of 
$3  or  $4  a  day.  The  general  level  of  wages  and  prices  and  livi"^  has 
fallen  far  below  such  rates,  and  neither  intimidation  nor  violence  can 
raise  it.  The  workingmen  themselves  would  have  to  leave  the  Slate, 
because  the  capitalists  could  no  longer  afford  to  live  here.  (3)  No  one 
pretends  that  cigars  can  be  made  upon  your  would-be  basis  of  wages. 
Already  most  of  the  cigars  consumed  here,  apart  from  those  made  by 
Chinamen,  are  imported  from  New  York.  As  for  the  yarns  about  lep- 
rous Chinese  cigar-makers,  the  finest  cigars  in  the  world,  those  of  Ha- 
vanna,  are  all,  without  exception,  made  by  Chinamen  ;  and  this  has 
been  the  case  for  upward  of  twenty  years.  (4)  Fish  caught  and  vege- 
tables grown  by  Chinamen  are  now  sold  in  this  market  quite  chenply. 
Drive  the  Chinamen  away,  and  neither  of  these  articles  of  food  would 
be  seen  at  any  tables  but  those  of  the  rich.  (5  and  6.)  It  is  presumed 
that  no  one  but  Chinamen  are  prepared  to  fill  the  places  of  these 
classes.  {7)  This  is  really  the  only  class  of  laborers  who  come  into 
competition  with  the  workingmen  whom  you  admit  to  citizenship.  They 
are  ready  to  retire  at  any  moment  in  favor  of  the  latter,  who  are  wel- 
come to  undertake  the  dangerous  and  offensive  labors  which  the  Chi- 
nese now  perform  in  these  manufactories. 

The  settlement  of  California  is  due  to  its  placer  mines.  While  these 
were  prolific  the  county  was  prosperous,  and  high  prices,  high  wages, 
and  high  living  was  possible.  To  augment  this  prolificity  you  invited 
Chinamen  here,  and  worked  them  for  your  own  benefit.  When  the 
placers  were  exhausted  some  of  you  combined  and  turned  your  atten- 
tion to  quartz  mines;  others  to  wheat  farming.  The  Chinese  picked 
up  a  living  by  resorting  to  petty  industries  in  which  you  could  not  com- 
pete with  foreign  or  Eastern  artisans,  and  which  you,  therefore,  could 
not  have  started.  Now  that  the  Chinamen  have  built  wp  these  trades 
some  of  you  would  drive  them  away,  hoping,  no  doubt,  to  fill  their 
places,  and  perhaps  fill  them  at  higher  wages.  How  mean!  how  stupid! 
The  truth  is  that  you  can  no  more  continue  these  industries  after  the 
Chinamen  arc  driven  away  than  you  can  work  a  hydraulic  claim  with- 
out piping,  or  a  manufactory  without  steam.  The  Chinese  are  the 
labor-saving  machines  that  render  these  industries  possible.  Banish 
them  and  the  industries  will  perish.  Then  will  your  coast  be  deserted 
and  your  working  men  themselves  forced  to  flee  from  it.  »They  can  not 
live  upon  quartz-mines  and  seem  to  be  averse  to  wheat  farming.  When 
they  shall  have  raised  the  price  of  living  to  what  it  was  of  yore,  and 
shall  find  themselves,  as  they  will,  without  the  placer  mines  which  sus- 
tained it.  they  must  either  leave  or  stanc-  May  heaven  guide  them  in 
their  darkness.  They  have  much  need  of  light  when  they  regard  the 
poor  Chinaman  as  being  in  their  way;  the  truth  being  that  without  his 
aid  in  providing  iliem  with  cheap  food,  clothing,  5er\ices,  etc. ,  they 
would  not  be  able  to  live  here  at  all. 

The  same  logic  that  would  banish  theChincsewilldeslroy  every  labor- 
saving  machine  in  the  land.  This  would  involve  not  merely  the  bar- 
vesting  and  sewing  machines,  but  also  the  spJade  and  the  axe.  The 
former  in  the  hands  of  a  skilled  husbandman  will  perform  as  much 
labor  as  could  be  done  by  a  dozen  men  with  fingers  and  toes;  the  latter 
as  much  as  could  be  effected  by  a  hundred  men  with  their  unaided 
teeth.  These  labor-saving  implements,  therefore,  displace  so  many 
honest  workingmen,  who  may  starve  for  lack  of  work.  Moreover,  the 
spade  and  axe  are  non- consumers.  They  neither  eat.  drink,  nor  wear 
clothes,  as  Christians  do.  The  spade  has  no  religion;  the  axe  no 
morals.  The  spade  is  a  filthy  instrument  groveling  among  worms  and 
putrid  bodies;  the  axe  has  committed  many  bloody  crimes.  The  spade 
cannot  agitate;  nor  the  axe  vote.  They  are  not  allowed  to  perform  the 
duties  of  citizen,  and  are.  therefore,  unworthy  of  its  privileges;  one  of 
these  being  that  of  remaining  in  the  counrry.  Many  spades  and  axes 
come  from  Sheffield,  and  neariy  all  others  are  made  of  British  steel. 
They  are,  therefore,  aliens,  whose  presence  here,  and  whose  strange  at- 
tributes fonii  a  standing  threat  to  American  institutions.  Your  laws  or 
customs  do  not  permit  them  to  mingle  with  your  people.  No  man 
may  marry  a  spade;  no  woman  an  axe.  The  very  aspect  of  these  alien 
labor-saving  machines  is  repulsive  to  you.  The  spade  does  not  wear  a 
queue  longer  even  than  George  Washington's,  nor  the  axe  e.xcel  General 
Grant  in  the  smoking  of  narcotics;  but  they  Ixjth  go  stark  naked,  with- 
out a  strip  of  clothing  on  them;  and  what  sight  can  be  more  offensi\-c 
to  civilized  eyes?  Then  down  with  these  labor-saving  implements. 
Let  theory  of  every  true  American  be:  The  Spades  and  Axes  Must  Go! 

But  this  machine-smashing  logic  is  not  peculiar  to  California.  The 
industrial  world  of  Christendom  resounds  with  it.  The  same  class  of  men 
who  burned  the  woolen  frames  at  Lancashire  are  now  breaking  the 
reapers  and  mowers  of  New  York,  tlie  harvesters  of  Kansas,  and  the 
gang-plows  of  riie  San  Joaquin  \-aliey.  WTaen  Commodore  Perry  Wsited 
Japan  he  carried  ashore  a  min  alure  railway,  a  telegraph,  a  har\'ester. 
and  numerous  labor-saving  jmplemements.  "  Yoiu- cinlization  is  de- 
graded; ours  is  ele\-ated,"  cried  this' worthy  commander  to  the  wonder- 
ing Asiatics.  "  Behold  the  proof.  Your. plows  and  cauia-ges /'jin-riki- 
s/iaj  are  drawn  by  men;  ours  by  steam.  Your  messages  are  carried  by 
runners;  ours  by  lightning.  You  are  the  slaves  of  toil;  we  are  the  mas- 
ters." You  were  very  anxious  to  ?ell  these  civilizing  machines  to  th*; 
Japanese,  in  order,  as  you  said,  to  lift  them  up  to  your  own  proud 
level,  and  you  have  never  failed  to  similarly  press  them  upon  us.  Was 
this  because  you  xmtc  mistaken  witli  respect  to  the  advantages  of  kibor- 
saving  machines,  or  because  you  anticipated  having  no  further  use  for 
them  at  home? 

But  enougli.  The  times  arc  hard;  there  is  much  suffering  among^the 
poor  in  everv  land,  and  coming,  as  I  do,  from  a  country  where  suffer- 
ing has  most  enthroned  itself  1  am  not  disposed  to  push  the  argument 
beyond  the  pale  of  self-defense.  No  one  has  a  deeper  stake  in  the  wel- 
fare of  your  working  classes  than  the  Chinese;  for  unless  they  rminage 
to  sustain  themselves,  what  must  be  the  fate  of  our  serving  millions  ? 
All  I  ask  is  that  your  workingmen  will  cease  to  look  upon  the  Chinese 
as  the  source  of  their  troubles.  It  is  not  there,  nor  is  it  in  the  presence 
of  any  other  labor-saving  machines.  Perhaps  they  will  find  it  in  the 
worid's  dwindling  stock  of  metallic  money— and  in  this  respect  one  of 
the  planks  of  their  platform  commends  itself  most  heartily  to  my  mind. 
Perhaps  they  will  find  it  in  governmenla!  extravagance,  in  trade  mo- 
nopolies, in  the  privileges  accorded  to  corporations,  in  the  exemption 
of  government  bonds  and  other  property  from  taxation— I  kno\'/  not 
where.  Your  Congressional  Committee,  now  in  New  York,  is  making 
the  proper  inquiries.  It  is  not  our  business  to  discover  th'  cnu'^';  of 
your  misfortunes.  It  is  enough  if  we  show  that  they  do  ist  [n-tr 
from  our  presence  here,  .ind  that,  on  the  contrary,  ihcy  v.oul 
finitely  aggravated  were  you  unfortunately  to  forget  w!  .r 
honor,  to  justice,  and  to  your  own  interest,  and  auempi 
away  from  your  shores.  KwANG  Cii.^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  CALAVERAS. 


Ad  Episode  in  the  History  of  Murphy's  Camp. 


I  will  allow  "  the  Major''  to  deliver  his  own  thanicler  : 

"  I  don't  pretend  that  I  am  a  modem  Chevalier  liayard  by 
any  means,  neither  do  1  wished  in  be  charged  with  the  af- 
fected elcj»ance  of  a  Chesterfield,  bm  1  do  claim  that  1 
possess  the  instincts  of  a  ^^cnileman.  I  will  elucidate.  A 
gentleman  never  wittingly  causes  pain  :  a  gentleman  never 
quarrels  with  his  inferiors :  a  gentleman  always  resents  an 
intended  insult  He  preserves  his  honor  intact,  never  sully- 
ing it  by  a  mean  action.  A  man  who  claims  the  true  knij,'ht- 
hood  as  his  birthright  has  as  much  regard  for  the  helpless  of 
ever)'  degree,  be  they  men,  wotiien.  or  children,  as  he  would 
have  for  his  own  blood  relations.  He  calls  all  men  brothers, 
and  his  hand  is  always  stretched  forth  to  aid  and  assist 
those  who  require  his  help." 

*'  Maje,  <  ►  Sfajt-.'     I  say,  Majc." 

The  speaker  was  a  little  man.  attired  in  a  suit  of  ancient, 
greasy,   picturesquely   ragged   clotlics.      A   man    overshad- 1 
owed  by  a  broad  brimmed,  while  straw  hat,  which  compelled 
him  to  assume  a  striking  resemblance  to  a  mushroon,  al- 
though, perhaps,  in  reality  he  was  only  a  loadstonl. 

**  Well,  Steve, "  answered  the  Major,  drawing  himself  up, 
and  as  he  cast  a  glance  of  gentlemanly  benignity  upon  the 
"inferior,"  patronizingly  waited  for  the  human  fungus  to 
speak. 

"  Maje,  I  love  ye." 

The  earnest  tone  in  which  "  Little  Steve  "  declared  his 
passion,  and  the  grotesque  contortion  of  his  countenance 
while  emphasizing  the  sentiment,  created  k  hearty  laugh 
among  the  by-standers,  although  the  words  and  action  had 
been  familiar  to  them  and  a  by-word  among  them  for  years. 

"  I  know  you  love  me,  Steve." 

"Of  course  ye  do,  Maje,  hut  I  love  ye  all  the  same.  Gi' 
me  a  quarter." 

"  What  will  you  do  with  a  quarter,  Steve  ? "  asked  the 
Major,  smiling  in  conscious  superiority  upon  the  diminutive 
specimen  before  him. 

"  I'll  get  somethin'  to  eat,  Maje.     Gi'  me  a  </uarUr.^] 

"No,  .Steve,  you  want  the  money  for  whisky.  Now,  be 
honest,  and  say  you  intend  to  spend  it  for  whisky." 

"Ah,  Maje,  ye  think  yeVe  struck  it.  I  love  yc,  Maje. 
Gi'  me  a  quarter." 

"  Not  for  whisky.  You're  getting  too  old  to  shorten  your 
days  with  whisky." 

"  Yer  gettin'  down  close  to  the  tail-race  ycrself,  Maje." 

"  I  know  it,  Steve,  and  so  I've  quit  drinking." 

**  Don't  ye  drink,  Maje '! " 

"No,  Steve.' 

"What  !  don't  drink  .'  An'  that  no&c  !  I  *on  t  drink  .-  .\h, 
Maje,  I  love  ye.  but  that  nose,  that  nose  :  an*  don't  drink  ?"' 

The  nide  laughter  of  the  crowd  must  have  rutBed  the 
calm  spirit  of  "the  first  gentleman  in  Calaveras."  but  not  a 
line  upon  that  firm,  handsome  face  quivered  as  he  slowly 
sauntered  to  the  table  on  the  other  side  of  the  saloon  and! 
dispwsed  himself  in  an  easy,  negligent  attitude  to  watch  the 
progress  of  a  quite  little  poker  game.  Not  so  his  late  re- 
viler.  Drawing  the  comers  of  his  mouth  down  and  tipping 
his  wide-brimmed  sombrero  forward  upon  his  brow,  he 
turned  toward  the  bar,  muttering  disconsolately  : 

"  It's  a  cold,  calculatin'  world.  Stevey,  old  boy.  yer  for- 
sook. Barkeep,  I  love  ye.  Gi'  me  a  glass  o'  whisky."  He 
threw  down  a  dime. 

"  .\ll  right,  Steve." 

-As  the  barkeeper  turned  to  get  the  bottle  Steve  picked  up 
the  dime  and  returned  it  to  his  pocket. 

The  barkeeper  poured  out  a  liquor  which  Steve  at  once 
perceived  was  not  what  he  wanted,  and,  in  the  petulant,  half 
whining  tone  of  a  spoiled  child,  poured  the  vials  of  his  wrath 
upon  the  head  of  the  man  who  was  attempting  to  impose 
upon  him. 

"  Ye  scavenger,  what  do  ye  call  that  ?  Whisky  ?  Ye  lie  ; 
its  yer  own  base  blood,  an'  its  too  weak  for  Steve,  ye  bet  yer 
life  !  Ye've  squeezed  it  out  o'  yer  heart,  ye  miser.  ^*e  don't 
know  a  gentleman  when  he  comes  to  yer  bar.  I'm  a  gentle- 
man, ye  base  bom  dog,  I've  got  money;  I've  paid  yea 
dime  fur  whisky,  an'  ye  gi'  me  liver  milk.  Gi'  me  a  glass  o' 
whisky,  ye  scavenger,  or  Til  leave  yer  house  an'  never  pat- 
ronize it  again.  Til  get  my  friends  to  leave  ye.  I'm  a  gen- 
tleman, ^xi  ni  have  what  I  pay  for." 

This  tirade  having  amused  the  crowd  immensely,  the 
whisky  was  produced,  as  Steve  knew  it  would  be.  But  the 
barkeeper  of  the  Riffle  Saloon  never  saw  Steve's  dime  again. 

II. 

The  arrival  of  the  stage  at  Murphvs  was  a  diurnal  event. 
As  the  four  white  horses  dashed  up  to  the  express  office  mo- 
notony flapped  its  wear)-  wings  and  insuntly  took  flight.  It 
was  the  signal  for  lights  to  glimmer  through  the  deepening 
twilight  from  cottage  and  store ;  and  when  the  lumbering 
vehicle  swung  half  gracefully  to  a  position  in  front  of  the 
post-office,  a  crowd  of  eager  men  were  always  in  waiting  to 
receive  it.  While  t'^e  driver  was  dragging  the  brown  leather 
mail  bags  from  beneath  his  seat  he  was  the  target  for  dozens 
of  pithy  interrogatories  and  pungent  jests,  to  all  of  which  he 
replied  with  equal  pith  and  redundant  pungenc)*. 

"  How's  the  creek,  Sam  t" 

"  Low,  Judge." 

"  See  anything  o'  Bill  Bertine  down  at  Milton,  Sam  ?" 

" Fetched  him  as  far  as  Longs,  Cap." 

*'  Nobody  wanted  to  look  into  the  treasure  box  this  time,  I 
s'pose  ;  did  they,  Sam  r" 

"  Not  this  trip.  Colonel.  Taint  quite  time  for  ihcm  fellers 
ter  be  inquisitive,  ye  see." 

"  Any  calico  aboard .' " 

"  One  piece." 

"  How's  the  roads  ?  " 

"Bull)v' 

"  How's  things  below,  anyhow,  Sam .-  ' 

"  Same's  usual,  Maje  ;  played  out." 

Further  supplies  from  this  source  of  information  were  sud- 
denly cut  short  by  rattling  harness  and  the  rapid  disappear- 
i-.c^-f  the  mountain  chariot  around  a  neighboring  corner, 
::-  --ray  to  the  stable. 
id"  ay  beiween  the  express  office  and  the  post-office  the 

■---■i  i'jpped  at  the  Calaveras  HoteL     .A  lady,  enveloped  in 


a  brown  linen  duster,  whose  face  was  concealed  in  the  ample 
folds  of  a  green  tissue  veil,  was  attempting  to  alight.  Her 
duster  caught  on  the  comer  of  the  seat  and  held  her  back. 
Major  William  K.  Morgan  saw  the  lady's  predicament,  and, 
spurred  by  the  instincts  of  a  gentleman,  he  hastened  to  her 
relief  U  Fate  !  thy  ways  are  indeed  past  linding  out.  The 
Major's  deft  fingers  soon  disengaged  the  flowing  duster,  and 
the  .Major's  strong  arm  easily  bore  the  slight  form  of  its 
wearer  to  the  sidewalk. 

"  Thank  you,  sir."     The  voice  was  not  musical. 

"  Not  at  all,  madam."  .\  bow  worthy  of  Turveydrop. 
"Can  I  assist  you  further?"  he  inquired,  observing  that  the 
lady  was  regarding  him  intently  through  her  veil. 

"Oh,  William  \  it  is,  oh,  it  is  \"  and  the  linen  duster  pre- 
cipitated itself  upon  the  tall  form  of  the  astonished  .Major; 
its  sleeves  encircled  his  neck,  and  the  green  tissue  rubbed 
against  his  immaculate  shirt  front. 

"  Madam  ! " 

«0  William!'^ 

"Madam,  I— really,  this  is—" 

"  O  William  ;  after  all  these  years. " 

"  I  don't  imderstand  you,  madam  ;  really  there  must  be 
some  mistake." 

"Why,  William,  don't  you  know  mc.'"'  The  lady  stepped 
back  and  raised  her  veil,  revealing  a  face  wrinkled  with  age, 
not  to  say  homely.  I  Icr  bright  eyes  sparkled  with  animation 
and  pleasure,  redeeming  in  a  measure  the  plainness  of  her 
features.  The  .Major  stood  for  a  moment,  as  if  paralyzed. 
He  uttered  but  one  sentence  ; 

"  My  God,  she's  come  at  last  1'' 

Then  he  fled  as  if  a  pestilence  were  pursuing. 

The  .Major  had  proved  recreant  to  "the  instincts  of  agen- 
tleman  "  upon  this  occasion  at  least. 

The  lady  stood  rigid  for  a  moment  and  then  turned  with  a 
mortified  expression  toward  the  hotel  door. 

"Why  don't  you  cuss  him,  missis?" 

Little  Steve  emphasized  ever)'  other  word  in  his  usual  ab- 
surdly emphatic  manner  as  he  reeled  across  the  lady's  path. 

"  Do  you  know  him  ? "  sharply  inquired  the  forsaken. 

"  Do  I  /v/c?*'  him  ?  Know  the  old  .Maje  ?  That's  purty 
good.     Why  the  Majc's  my  ^anf,  missis.'' 

"Your  wiiat  ?" 

"  My  pard.  We  runs  together,  me  and  the  Maje  does. 
He  stakes  me  when  I'm  broke,  an'  when  he's  strapped  I — 
well  I'm  purty  much  broke  most  o'  the  time."' 

"  If  I'm  not  ver)'  much  mistaken,  that  man's  William  — .'" 

"  Bill,  missis.  Bill's  his  fust  cog,  arter  'is  title."' 

"  I  don't  approve  of  slang  names,  sir,"  and  the  lady  curled 
her  thin  lips  in  ineflfable  scorn. 

"  Maybe  ye  donl  missis,  but  ye  can't  play  no  'William' 
on  the  Maje.  The  old  man  wont  hev  it.  'Cause  why  ?  'Sposc 
ye  go  shoutin' *  William' round  through  this  yer  camp  an' 
the  boys  tacks  '  Sweet '  onto  it,  how  dye  'spose  the  Maje'd 
take  it  ?  He'd  rile,  thet's  how  he'd  take  it.  'Spose  some  old 
squint-eyed  roosterd  come  slashin'  round  shoutin'  out  *Ste- 
phen!"  meanin'  me  ,  how  d'ye  think  I'd  like  it  ?  How  d'ye 
spose  I'd  take  it  ?  Why  Id  rile  too.  That's  where  the  Maje 
an'  me  agrees  all  the  time.'' 

The  lady  had  regarded  Little  Steve  with  unconcealed  con- 
tempt during  this  discourse,  but  she  may  be  excused  by  all 
fair-minded  people  upon  the  hypothesis  that  most  of  it  was 
unintelligible  to  her. 

"Well,  what  is  his  name  then  ?"  was  her  spitefully  enun- 
ciated question. 

"  Maje." 

"Which  1  take  to  be  slang  for  Major." 

"  Xo  'tain't.     It's  .Maje,  plain  Maje." 

"  I  suppose  he's  got  more  of  a  name  than  that :  " 

"Maje  Bill  Morgan,  ef  it's  the  hull  ticket  yer  after." 

"  I  wasn't  mistaken.     I  knew  I  was  right." 

"Relative?"  asked  Steve,  lurching  toward  her. 

"  It's  none  o(vo/fr  business." 

"  Wife,  maybe  ?  "  was  Steve's  imperturbable  rejoinder. 

"Shut  up  !"  and  the  lady  made  a  frantic  dash  for  the 
door. 

"  Grandmother  ?  "  shoifted  Steve,  as  she  darted  through  the 
door. 

Receiving  no  answer,  the  toadstool  zigzagged  down  the 
the  street  muttering  emphatic  words  for  his  own  delectation. 

III. 

Major  William  R.  Morgan  earned  a  precarious  livelihood 
as  a  law)-er  not  overburdened  with  practice.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  limited  legal  business  that  accidentally  found  its  way 
into  his  office,  however,  he  managed  to  keep  up  appearances, 
and  by  clothing  himself  in  habiliments  according  with  his 
gentlemanly  instincts  would  have  impressed  the  superficial 
observer  with  the  idea  that  he  was  at  least  an  aristocrat  in 
straitened  circumstances — any  person  would  have  freely  sub- 
scribed to  his  claim  to  gentility.  He  occupied  an  office  ad- 
joining that  of  Judge  Robertson,  and  early  on  the  morning 
the  events  I  have  related  Charlie  Fitzpatrick,  Robinson's 
clerk,  while  deeply  immersed  in  his  studies  for  the  bar,  heard 
a  strange  altercation  through  the  dividing  partition. 

The  Major  spoke  first: 

"  I  can  hardly  support  myself,  much  less  a  woman." 

-A.  female  voice  replied: 

"  If  I  was  young  and  good-looking,  William,  you'd  find  a 
way  to  take  care  of  me. " 

"  Youth  and  beauty  never  sway  the  action  of  a  true  gen- 
tleman where  a  lady  is  concerned,"  answered  the  Major. 

"  You  knew  I  was  coming.'' 

"  And  you  knew  I  was  not  prepared  to  receive  you." 

"  Your  answers  to  my  questions  left  me  in  doubt." 

"  I  consider  myself  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  offend 
where  I  can  palliate  and  accomplish  the  purpose  I  seek  to 
attain." 

"  But  you  didn't." 

"  I  see  I  didn't." 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment  and  then  the  Major  con- 
tinued: 

"  But,  really,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  perceive  on  what  grounds 
you  base  a  claim  to  any  pecuniar)'  aid  from  me." 

The  lady's  most  spiteful  tones  made  answer  :  "  You're  at 
a  loss,  are  you  ?  You  can't  see  where  my  rights  come  in, 
eh?  Well,  if  you  can't,  you  can't,  and  that's  all  there  is 
about  it  But  I  can,  and  I  think  this  or  any  other  com- 
munit)-  will  maintain  me  in  those  rights  if  I  ask  'em," 

"  Our  relationship  ceased  more  than  twent)"  years  ago, 
madam." 


*'  It  will  never  cease." 
j      .\  groan. 

"  You  needn't  take  on  so  about  it,  William  Morgan  ;  I'm 
here  now,  and  I'm  going  to  stay.     There,  now." 

"  Stay  and  be —  " 
I      Horror  of  horrors  !     The  Major  had  again  proved  re(  reant 
to  "the  instincts  of  a  gentleman,"  or,  more  fairly  speaking, 
perhaps,  "the  instincts  of  a  gentleman '.had  proved  recreant 
i  to  the  Major. 

"You  may  swear  to  your  heart's  content,  William,  but  it 
won't  alter  the  case." 

"  1  wish  I  were  dead." 
j      "'  Boor  man  1 "  (sarcastically). 
;      "  Do  you  intend  to  persecute  me?" 

I      "  If  you  call  staying  in  this  rag-tag,  bob-tail  town  persecu- 
•  tion,  ril  persecute  you,  for  here  I'll  stay  if  1   have  to  take  in 
washing   to  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door ;  and  at  my  age, 
1  too."     (A  series  of  modulated  sobs.) 

"Then  I'll  leave." 
'      "  %'our  disgrace  shall  follow  you." 

"  I'm  desperate.     Let  anything  follow  me  so  that  jv//  keep 
your  distance." 
I      "  ^'ou're  an  ungrateful  wretch." 

"  I'll  not  remain  to  be  reviled  in  my  own  office,  madam, 
C.ood  day,  madam." 

A  door  slammed  and  quick,  hea\')',  angr)'  footfalls  sounded 
'  on  the  sidewalk  outside.     For  a  moment  nothing  more  was 
heard  by  the  deeply-interested  law  student.     Then  the  door 
I  slammed  again — slammed  so  hard  that  the  windows  rattled, 
and  rapid,  light,  spiteful  footfalls  pattered  down  the  street. 
I  The    student    dashed    his    "  Chitty"   into    the    book-case, 
grabbed    his   hat,  and   rushed   into   the   street.     In    fifteen 
minutes  the  entire  population  of  Murphy's  knew  that  the 
Major's  wife  had  arrived.     The  gossips  discussed  his  heart- 
less desertion  of  "a  sweet  old  lady"  twenty  years  before. 
The  female   gossips  mouthed  it  and  mumbled  it ;  the  male 
scandal-bugs   chewed    it   and   spewed  it.     The  Major   was 
j  heartily  condemned  by  the  respectable  majority,  and  pitied 
1  by  the  disreputable  minority.     In  either  case  it  was  a  galling 
'chain    to   hang   about  the  neck  of  "the  first  gentleman  in 
Calaveras."     The  Major,  all  unconscious  of  the  immediately 
impending  storm,  entered  the   Riffle  saloon.     There  were 
gathered   his  boon  companions,  and,  exercising  the  preroga- 
tives  of    boon   companions,   they   proceeded   with    refined 
cruelly  to  "chaff"  him. 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  us  about  it?"  asked  Sandy  Mcln- 
tyre. 

"Tell  you  about  what?''  inquired  the  Major. 

"  That  you  were  married." 

"  I  am  not  married."' 

"That's  played  out,  Maje  ;  we've  got  the  documents." 

"  Gentlemen,  my  wife  died  twenty  years  ago,"  answered 
the  ^lajor,  gazing  sadly  around  upon  the  grinnmg  group. 

"  It  won't  do,  Maje,"  laughed  Tom  Williams.  "  It  won't 
do.     But  you  ain't  the  fust  man  by  a  long  shot." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  You  might  as  well  own  up,  Maje.  Bygones  is  bygones, 
an'  besides,  Maje,  you  war  dro\e  to  iL  Make  the  best  of  it 
an'  settle  down  to  bizness  agin." 

"  I  don't  catch  your  drift,  Tom.  What  are  you  trying  to 
say?"  and  the  Major  tlushed  a  little,  beginning  to  perceive 
that  this  badinage  had  something  to  do  with  the  late  arrival. 

"  I  ken  prove  it  by  the  boys  here,  Maje,  thet  you're  in 
pardnership.  It  was  mean  of  you  to  keep  it  back  so  long. 
Demed  mean,  Maje,  an'  we  a  tellin'  you  all  our  little  domes- 
tic secrets  right  along." 

"  A\Tiat  are  you  driving  at,  boys  ?  Come,  out  with  it,  and 
on  the  honor  of  a  gentleman  I'll  make  a  clean  breast  of  the 
whole  matter."     The  Major  was  gradually  getting  excited. 

"  You're  married,  an'  the  old  gal  hez  come  to  see  how 
you're  prosperin' ;  demed  ef  it  wasn't  kind  of  her,  but  it's  all 
right,  >Iaje  ;  we'll  stan'  by  you  an'  comfort  you  when  she 
storms  round  an'  runs  you  off  the  ranch." 

"  You  are  wrong,  gentlemen.     I  am  not  married." 

"Well,  it  'mounts  to  the  same  thing.'" 

"  No,  it  don't ;  my  wife  died  twenty-one  years  ago,  as  I 
told  you  before." 

"Oh,  then,  it's  yourlovin'  sister,  come  out  from  the  States 
to  tell  you  how  the  old  place  hez  changed.  We  oughter 
thought  o'  thet  afore,  boys." 

The  leaven  of  sarcasm  with  which  this  reply  of  "  Bos- 
ton's "  was  permeated  was  fully  appreciated  by  the  crowd, 
and  a  derisive  laugh  went  up  in  token  of  approvaL 

"She  is  not  my  sister." 

There  was  a  tone  of  counter-sarcasm  in  the  .Major's  reply 
which  offset  the  Bostonian  effort,  but  the  rude  "  sports  "  and 
loafers  in  that  gathering  could  not  have  explained  it  if  they 
had  tried. 

"  How  about  cousin  .'"  asked  Sandy  Mclntyre,  with  a  fee- 
ble effort  at  keeping  up  the  prevailing  tone  of  the  conversa- 
tion. 

"  You  are  guessing  wild,  Sandy,  as  usual,"  said  the  Major. 

"You'd  better  throw  her  off  altogether,  Maje,  an'  say  she's 
some  o'  yer  wife's  relations.  What  do  you  take  us  fur — Chi- 
namen f" 

This  wild  burst  of  honest  indignation  was  from  Fandango 
Frank,  the  roughest,  and  at  the  same  time  the  most  out- 
spoken, denizen  of  the  camp.  He  threw  it  out  ^.s  a  parting 
shot,  and  three  or  four  of  those  congregated  about  the  Major 
turned  on  their  heels  laughing  and  ejaculating,  "Wife's  re- 
lations is  good." 

"You  are  right,  Frank,"  said  the  Major;  "and  to  satisfy 
the  miserable,  pr)'ing  curiosity  of  this  crowd  and  this  town, 
I'll. explain  that  the  lady  who  arrived  last  night,  and  to 
whom  you  of  course  refer,  is  my  mother-in-law.  The  man 
or  woman  who  says  a  word  derogatory  of  her  shall  be  held 
strictly  accountable  by  me.  My  mother-in-law,  gentlemen, 
was  my  sainted  wife's  mother,  and  she  is  entitled  to  the  re- 
spect of  all  my  friends.     Let's  have  something — all  hands." 

Thus  did  the  Major  vindicate  his  own  honor  and  disguise 
his  own  feelings  in  this  trj-jng  episode  of  his  life. 

That  night  "the  first  gentleman  of  Calaveras"  was  ver>' 
drunk.     \'ain  respite. 

IV. 

The  comfortable  situation  of  the  Major's  mother-in-law 
at  the  Calaveras  Hotel,  and  the  Major's  apparent  acceptance 
of  the  situation,  had  almost  silenced  the  scandal -mongers, 
when  an  incident  occurred  which  was  sufficient  to  cause  an- 
other ripple  upon  the  surface  of  the  social  pool 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


The  Major  was  seated  in  his  office,  one  night,  conning  the 
latest  magazine  in  lieu  of  a  brief,  when  a  messenger  rushed 
in  with  the  exclamation  : 

"  Maje,  Little  Steve's  dyin',  an'  he  wants  you  to  come  an' 
see  him  afore  he's  too  far  gone." 

"Little  Steve — dying?  Ho\rs  that?"  asked  the  Major, 
sincere  anxiety  and  heartfelt  solicitude  overspreading  his 
features  as  he  questioned. 

"  Well,  you  see,  Steve  was  on  a  big  bust — the  wust,  I 
reckon,  he  ever  tackled  ;  an'  when  he  tried  to  git  home  to 
sober  off  he  was  stumblin'  an'  fallin'  at  ev'rystep.  Of  course 
the  boys  only  laughed  at  him — the  derned  coyotes  wouldn't 
a  helped  him  ef  he'd  bin  dyin'  thet  minit.  Little  Steve 
■  know'd  he'd  hev  to  make  his  cabin  alone,  an'  picked  himself 
up  after  ev'r)-  tumble,  cussin'  ez  ef  his  heart'd  break. 
Derned  ef  I  wasn't  mad  enough  to  go  down  town  an'  knock 
hell's  bells  outen  the  hull  bilin'  w'en  I  heerd  it.  So  Steve 
tumbles,  and  reels,  and  picks  himself  up,  until  he  comes  to 
Sadler's  old  shaft,  jest  under  the  trail — you  know  the  place, 
Maje.  W'en  he  gits  to  thet  spot  he  stops  a  minit,  an'  then 
plunges  head  fust  into  the  hole,  and  lays  thar.  He  says  he 
couldn't  a'  helpea  goin'  in  ;  he  know'd-  the  shaft  was  thar, 
an'  he  was  drawed  to  it.  Thet  was  las'  Monday,  four  days 
ago,  an'  he  wasn't  found  'til  nex'  day.  Jim  Ackerly  heerd 
him  groanin',  an'  went  down  after  him.  The  doctor  says  it's 
internal  an'  he  can't  live  till  momin',  so  Steve  sends  me  over 
fur  you,  'cause  he  ain't  easy  in  his  mind  'bout  somethin'  be- 
tween you  an'  him.  Ef  those  fellers  as  saw  him  trv'in'  to  git 
home  hed  only  helped  him  instead  o'  laughin'  at  him,  he'd  a 
bin  all  right  now.     Ter  h^ — 1  with  sech  Christians  I" 

While  Fandango  Frank  was  thus  delivering  himself  the 
Major  was  putting  on  his  overcoat  and  hat.  Then,  without 
a  word  farther,  the  two  men  plunged  into  the  darkness.  It 
was  raining  heavily,  and  the  trail  was  slipper)\  As  they 
tramped  through  the  mud  and  slush  the  only  sounds  audible, 
besides  their  own  footfalls,  was  the  mournful  sighing  of  the 
wind  through  the  wet  pines  and  the  steady  drip  of  the  rain. 

** There's  the  shaft,"  said  Frank,  as  they  came  to  the  nar- 
rowest and  most  difficult  part  of  the  trail.  It  was  a  great, 
yawning,  black  hole,  looking  larger  and  blacker  in  the  gloom. 

The  Major  shuddered  as  he  hurried  by. 

Steve's  cabin  on  the  hillside  was  soon  reached,  and  the 
two  men  lost  no  time  in  entering  the  squalid  abode.  The 
dying  man  was  stretched  out  on  a  rude  bunk,  surrounded  by 
a  crowd  of  men  in  ever)-  variety  of  costume  known  to  that 
section.  There  was  Bill  McKenzie,  the  gambler,  in  his 
"plug"  hat  and  spotless  beaver  suit ;  beside  him  stood  Jim 
Acherly,  in  his  rough  miners  garb  ;  seated  at  the  foot  of  the 
bed  was  Sandy  Mclntyre,  twirling  his  old  slouch  hat  in  his 
hands  and  gazing  sadly  into  vacancy;  at  the  head  of  the  bed 
was  Dr.  Simpson,  seated  on  a  powder  keg  and  watching  the  I 
uneasy  breathing  of  Steve.  A  tallow  candle  threw  a  dull 
light  over  the  scene,  lending  a  Rembrandt  effect  to  the  picture. 

As  the  Major  and  Frank  entered  a  subdued  "'  Hush  "  went 
around,  and  this  noise,  slight  as  it  was,  awoke  Steve  from 
his  troubled  sleep.     He  caught  sight  of  his  friend. 

"  Ah,  Maje,  I  thought  maybe  ye  wouldn't  come." 

'* Why  not,  Ste\e ? " 

"'Cause  I  played  it  low  down  on  ye,  old  man." 

"  I  don't  recollect,  Steve." 

"  Of  course  yer  don't.  Yer  a  gentleman,  Maje  ;  I  know 
ye  are  ;  ain't  them  yer  own  words,  .Maje  ?" 

"  I  try  to  act  as  a  gentleman  ;  but  I  fear  that  the  best  of 
us  are  sometimes  aggravated  beyond  the  bounds  of  strict  de- 
corum." 

. "  Kerrcct,  Maje  ;  thet's  me.  I  was  aggerawated  an'  the 
rest  of  it;  w'en  I  reflected  onto  yer  nose  that  day.  I'm  a  gen- 
tleman, too,  Maje  ;  an'  I  'poligizes,  with  my  las'  breath  I 
'pologizes,  Maje." 

"  Don't  speak  of  it,  Steve.  I  bear  you  no  ill  will  on  that 
score." 

"  Of  course  ye  don't,  old  man  ;  'taint  in  ye  ;  yer  a  diamon'- 
plated  gentleman,  you  bet  Boys,  the  Maje  is  a  gentleman  ; 
ye  ken  take  a  dyin'  man's  word  fur  thet  sarcumstance." 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  for  a  moment,  while  the 
rain  beat  mournfully  upon  the  shingled  roof,  and  the  wind 
sighed  sadly  in  the  rustling  pines  around  the  cabin.  The 
doctor  felt  the  dying  man's  pulse. 

'*  He  can't  hold  out  much  longer,"  he  whispered. 

Little  Steve's  eyes  were  closed,  but  his  thoughts  were  busy. 

"  Ver  a  lawyer,  Maje." 

"  Yes,  Steve." 

"  I  want  to  make  my  wilL" 

"  All  right,  Steve." 

The  assemblage  did  not  even  smile  at  the  dying  man's  ab- 
surd request.  The  Major  produced  a  pencil  and  paper,  and 
announced  his  readiness  to  itemize  the  last  will  and  testa- 
ment of  Stephen  Wilson. 

"  I  gives  my  loose  traps  to  Jim  Acherly  fur  histin'  me 
out  o'  '  the  Grave.' " 

"  Who  wouldn't,  Steve?"  interrupted  Jim. 

"  Ye  got  that  down,  Maje  ?  "  said  Steve  severely,  and  for 
Acherl)^"s  especial  admonition. 

"  All  my  household  goods  to  James  Acherly,"  answered 
the  Major. 

"  That's  the  ticket.  I  gives  my  live  stock  ter  Sandy,  thar, 
in  trust  fur  Sandy's  wife  thet  -iuas  the  widder  Miller." 

"What  does  your  live  stock  consist  of,  Steve?" 

"  One  purp  (coyote  breed' ,  one  brindle  goat,  an'  a  cayuse 
Jack— the  Jack's  got  the  bots." 
"Live  stock  specified,  Steve." 

"  A  hundred  an'seven  dollars  to  pay  the  doctor  an' plant  me." 
The  Major  hesitated  an  instant. 

"  It's  all  right,  Maje,  salted  it  w'ile  I  was  loafin'  round. 

Ye'll  find  the  bullion  in  thet  old  boot  hangin'  on  the  wall  thar." 

An  inspection  proved  the  truth  of  Steve's  assertion.      He 

had  lived  economically  and  saved  his  "earnings"  during  his 

vagrant  career. 

"All  right,  Steve;  anything  else?"  asked  the  Major  after 
the  money  had  been  counted. 

"  Xo— yes,  ther  is,  too;  send  a  lock  o'  my  hair  to  Missis 
Bill  Johnson  in  Savanner,  Georg>'.  Put  it  down,  Maje,  so's 
you  won't  forgit." 

*'  I  won't  forget,  Steve.  Is  that  all  ?  " 
"I  guess  so.  Only,  Maje,  ye  might  take  a  bit  uv  advice 
from  a  man  as  is  lookia'  over  the  edge  o'the  grave,  an'  ef  ye 
wouldn't  git  riled  or  take  it  hard  Id  say,  don't  go  back  on 
the  old  uoman.  Maybe  she'll  peg  along  'til  ye're  laid  out 
like  me,  an'  ef  ye're  kind  to  her  an'  don't  cuss  her  she'll  be 
an  angel  to  yer.     She'll  feteh  an'  carry  things  fur  ye.     She'l! 


tend  ye  like  a  mother,  an'  ye  won't  die  like  Little  Steves  a 
dyin' — ye'll  hev  a  woman  round  to  smooth  yer  hair  back  an' 
cheer  ye  w'en  ye  think  it's  hard  fur  ye  to  go.  Don't  shake 
the  old  woman,  Maje,  she'll  be  a  friend  to  yer  w'en  yer  hard 
up  fur  friends." 

The  wear}-  tones  of  the  last  sentences  indicated  that  the 
vagrant  gentleman  was  sinking  fast.  When  he  spoke  again 
it  was  with  evident  effort,  and  his  pale,  thin  face  grinned  as 
if  with  pain,  but  he  was  of  course  too  far  gone  to  suffer  much 
then. 

"  Boys,  how're  ye  goin'  ter  plant  me  ?" 

"  Don't  talk  about  it,  Steve — ^don't  give  in,  ef  ye  are  peter- 
in  1  Don't  talk  about  graves  an'  fun'rals.  Give  us  some- 
thin'  cheerful — talk  about  bosses,"  blurted  Sandy  Mclntyre. 

"  Don't  you  take  on  so,  Sandy.  I  ain't  scared.  You'll  hev 
ter  pass  in  yer  checks  bimeby,  so  what's  the  odds  ?  Gi'me  a 
send-off,  will  ye,  boys  ?" 

L'nanimous  assent  in  a  low  tone. 

"Ye'll  all  turn  out,  won't  ye?" 

"You  bet." 

"  They'll  close  the  shops  w'en  the  percession  goes  down 
the  street,  won't  they  ?" 

"  Of  course." 

Another  interval  of  silence. 

"  Any  preachin'  ?" 

"  Do  you  want  any,  Steve  ?"  inquired  the  !Major. 

"  Don't  know — but  what — I'd  rest  easier — ef  somethin' 
was  said — "bout  me — after  I  was — dead.  Somethin'  good — 
yer  know." 

He  raised  himself  with'  an  effort,  and  stretching  out  his 
hand,  whispered  : 

"  Good-bye,  boys — ef  I  don't  see  ye  agin." . 

He  fell  back  upon  the  pillow,  seemingly  unconscious,  as 
one  after  the  other  grasped  his  hand.  He  was  breathing  his 
last.  His  mind  v.andered.  They  could  hear  him  muttering 
incoherently : 

"  I  /oz't'  ye — I  /oz'c  ye.     Gi'  me  a  quarter?" 

He  threw  his  hands  up  convulsively. 

"  Gi'  me  a  quarter,  Maje?     I  /oz'e  ye — I  /ove  ye — I  /oi>€ — " 

Little  Steve  was  dead.  E.  H.  Clough. 


A  REMARKABLE  LADY  MATHEMATICIAN. 


A  few  years  ago,  when  pursuing  professional  studies  in 
New  York,  I  became  interested  in  some  mathematical  inves- 
titjations,  and,  in  pursuit  of  them,  frequented  the  Astor  Li- 
brary, where  I  was  given  access  to  the  alcoves  containing 
some  curious  mathematical  volumes,  among  which  I  noticed 
a  work  on  Analytical  Geometr)-,  published  in  Milan  in  174S, 
and  also  an  English  translation  of  the  same  work.  I  found 
it  to  be  the  production  of  a  lady,  Maria  Gaetana  Agnesi ; 
and,  after  reading  the  preface,  my  curiosity  was  excited  to 
find  out  something  about  such  a  remarkable  person.  An  ex- 
amination of  the  encyclopaedias  gave  me  only  a  meagre  and 
unsatisfactory'  account  —  merely  a  few  bare  details  of  her 
birth,  residence,  and  death.  This  led  me  to  ask  the  cour- 
teous librarian  for  some  information,  and  he  told  me  there 
was  no  account  of  her  histor)'  except  in  a  French  volume 
containing  proceedings  of  the  Royal  Academy  in  Paris,  where 
was  published  an  c'/ci^e  after  her  death.  He  found  it  for  me, 
and  from  it  I  was  able  to  glean  a  tolerably  full  account  of  this 
remarkable  woman,  which  I  believe  has  not  been  heretofore 
published  in  English. 

She  was  born  at  Milan  on.  the  sixteenth  of  March,  17 18. 
Her  father  was  a  person  of  good  position  and  respectable 
talents  as  a  mathematician,  being  a  professor  in  the  L'niver- 
sity  of  Bologna.  His  position  and  his  tastes  brought  to  his 
house  some  of  the  best  cultivated  men  of  the  day,  who,  it 
may  be  supposed,  exerted  a  marked  influence  over  his  family. 
His  young  daughter,  the  subject  of  this  sketch,  was  obsened 
to  be  an  attentive  listener  at  these  reunions  ;  and  soon  it  was 
discovered  that  she  displayed  an  extraordinar>'  aptitude  for 
languages,  insomuch  that  her  father  put  her  to  the  same  stud- 
ies in  Latin  and  Greek  as  her  elder  brother.  She  acquired 
languages  so  rapidly  as  to  be  called  the  "walking  polyglot." 
It  is  said  she  could,  at  the  age  of  twelve,  speak  seven  lan- 
guages and  converse  readily  in  Latin.  At  this  age  she  began 
the  practice  of  reciting  the  office  of  the  Virgin  in  Greek — a 
practice  she  faithfully  observed  during  her  whole  life.  About 
this  time,  also,  she  is  said  to  have  written  a  thesis,  and  de- 
livered it  before  a  private  meeting  of  her  father's  friends,  to 
show  the  suitableness  of  classical  studies  for  women.  In 
the  year  1730  her  severe  mental  appUcation  began  to  tell  on 
her,  and  she  was  attacked  with  headache  and  vertigo,  which 
more  or  less  troubled  her  during  her  life.  As  a  remedy,  she 
was  advised  to  take  riding  lessons ;  and  soon  she  became 
quite  expert  in  the  saddle,  and  in  other  athletic  exercises, 
which  exercised  a  most  beneficial  effect  on  her  general  health. 
Her  fathers  house  was  the  resort  of  many  eminent  math- 
ematicians, who  were  exceedingly  interested  in  her  studies, 
and  gave  her  much  encouragement  in  prosecuting  them. 
These  were  ecclesiastics,  and  many  of  them  devout  men, 
which  will  account  for  the  strong  religious  bias  she  mani- 
fested, and  her  subsequent  renunciation  of  the  world.  At 
the  age  of  twenty  she  took  an  inclination  to  retire  from  the 
world  to  a  convent,  and  asked  her  fathers  consent,  who  was 
painfully  surprised  when  he  learned^  her  intention — his  dis- 
appointment being  the  greater  from  the  high  hopes  he  had 
entertained  of  her  future  eminence.  After  some  remon- 
strance she  yielded  to  his  objections  on  three  conditions, 
which  were,  that  she  should  be  allowed  to  clothe  herself  in 
a  simple,  humble  manner ;  that  she  might  attend  church  on 
every  occasion  she  wished,  and  that  she  should  give  up  en- 
tirely balls,  theatres,  and  other  profane  amusements. 

At  this  time  there  was  appointed  in  Milan  a  celebrated 
professor  of  physics  and  mathematics,  D.  Ramir  Rampinelli, 
from  Brescia,  who  was  soon  offered  the  hospitality'  of  the 
Agnesi  family,  where  he  met  the  subject  of  this  sketch. 
From  this  time,  under  his  supervision,  she  devoted  herself 
entirely  to  mathematics,  and  immediately  her  reputation  be- 
gan to  extend,  so  that  eminent  travelers  were  pleased  to  ask 
for  the  privilege  of  an  audience.  One  of  these,  M.  De  Bros- 
ses,  president  of  the  parliament  of  Dijon,  reports  a  visit  he 
made  to  her  in  1740,  and  thus  gives  an  account  of  it.  At  a 
aniVfrsazionL^  to  which  he  and  his  nephew  were  invited,  they 
found  about  thirty  persons,  from  several  different  nations  of 
Europe,  sitting  around,  and  Agnesi  and  her  little  sister  seated 
i  under  a  canopy.  "  I  had  conceived,"  he  says,  "  when  I  went 
I  that  it  was  only  to  converse  with  this  young  lady  in  the  usual 


way,  though  on  learned  subjects  ;  but,  instead  of  this.  Count 
Belloni  ',>\'ho  had  introduced  me)  made  a  fine  harangue  to 
the  lady  in  Latin,  with  the  formality  of  a  college  declama- 
tion. She  answered  with  great  readiness  and  ability  in  the 
same  language  ;  and  they  then  entered  into  a  disputation  on 
fountains,  and  the  causes  of  the  ebbing  and  flowing  which  is 
obser\'ed  in  some  of  them,  likes  the  tides  in  the  sea.  She 
spoke  singularly  well  on  this  subject,  and  I  never  heard  it 
treated  in  a  manner  that  gave  me  more  satisfaction.  Count 
Belloni  then  desired  me  to  enter  with  her  on  the  discussion 
of  any  other  subject  I  chose,  provided  that  it  related  to  math- 
ematics or  natural  philosophy.  This  proposal  alarmed  me  a 
great  deal,  as  I  found  that  I  was  expected  to  hold  a  conver- 
sation in  the  Latin  language,  with  which  I  had  no  longer  that 
familiar  acquaintance  and  readiness  in  speaking  which  in 
the  days  of  my  youthful  st\jdies  I  possessed.  However,  I 
made  the  lady  the  best  excuses  I  could  for  the  want  of  skill 
in  that  language."  He  then  relates  how  the  discourse  turned 
upon  "  transparent  bodies,"  and  on  cun.ilinear  geometiy,  car- 
ried on  in  French  and  Latin.  "  After  this,"  he  says,  "  the 
conversation  became  general,  everj'  one  speaking  to  her  in 
the  language  of  his  own  countr)-,  and  she  answering  in  the 
same  language,  for  her  knowledge  of  languages  is  prodigious. 
I  was  sony-  to  hear  that  she  was  determined  to  enter  a  con- 
vent and  take  the  veil,  which  was  not  for  want  of  fortune 
(for  she  is  rich;,  but  from  a  religious  and  devout  turn  of 
mind,  which  disposes  her  to  shun  the  pleasures  and  vanities 
of  the  world." 

She  now  conceived  the  idea  of  simplifj-ing  a  work  on  ana- 
lytical geometry  that  was  found  to  be  ver)-  abstruse;  but  after 
some  lime  she  determined  to  publish  an  original  work, 
which  appeared  in  1 748,  under  the  title  of  "  Analytical  In- 
stitutions " — a  work  that  established  her  fame  throughout 
all  Europe;  and  obtained  for  her  the  honorar>'  membership 
of  seVeral  learned  academies.  A  copy  of  this  wonderful 
work  in  Italian,  published  in  the  same  year,  as  well  as  an 
English  translation  made  by  the  Rev.  John  Colton  for  the 
use  of  the  ministr)'  of  Cambridge,  is  in  the  Astor  librarj-. 
Agnesi  dedicated  the  work  by  permission  to  Maria  Theresa, 
of  Austria,  and  the  dedication  is  unusually  interesting,  and 
justifies  a  few  extracts.  She  begins  by  sapng,  "Among  the 
various  arguments  revolved  in  my  mind  inducing  me  to 
hope  that  your  Sacred  Majesty,  according  to  your  great  con- 
descension, would  vouchsafe  to  receive  favorably  this  work 
of  mine,  which  is  proud  to  shelter  itself  under  your  august 
name,  and  humbly  crave  your  gracious  patronage  and  pro- 
tection— among  all  these  arguments,  I  say,  none  has  encour- 
aged me  so  much  as  the  consideration  of  your  sex,  to  which 
your  Majesty  is  so  great  an  ornament,  and  which  by  good 
fortune,  happens  to  be  mine  also.  For  if  at  any  time  there 
can  be  an  excuse  for  the  rashness  of  a  woman  who  ventures 
to  aspire  to  the  sublimities  of  a  science  which  knows  no 
bounds,  not  even  those  of  infinity-  itself,  it  certainly  should 
be  in  this  period  in  which  a  woman  reigns,  and  reigns  with 
universal  applause  and  admiration.  Indeed,  I  am  fully  con- 
vinced that  in  this  age — an  age  which  from  your  o\\ii  reign 
will  be  distinguished  to  latest  posterit>^ — ever>'  woman  ought 
to  exert  herself  and  endeavor  to  promote  the  glor>'  of  her 
sex,  and  contribute  her  utmost  to  increase  the  Ipstre  which  it 
happily  receives  from  your  Majestj-.  Vouchsafe,  therefore, 
madame,  to  cast  a  favorable  eye  on  this  performance  of  mine, 
not  only  as  a  work  which  comprehends  the  highest  attempts 
of  the  understanding,  but  also  as  the  greatest  tribute  it  was 
in  my  power  to  offer  to  the  glor^-  of  your  auspicious  reign." 

This  dedication  was  acknowledged  by  Maria  Theresa  in 
the  following  communication,  written  in  French,  and  it  may 
be  interesting  to  copy  it  in  that  language: 

"  Sa  majesty  I'lmperatrice,  notre  souveraine  a  daigne  me 
charger  de  vous  manifester  le  plaisir  avec  lequel  elle  a  recu 
le  savant  ouvrage  des  'Institutions  Analjtiques' que  vous 
lui  avez  de'di^.  Une  des  choses  que  S.  M.  a  le  plus  a  coeur 
est  qu'en  instruise  avec  soin  la  jeunesse.  EUe  a  done 
eprouve  un  grand  plaisir,  en  voyant  qu'une  personne  de 
votre  me'rite,  apr^s  avoir  obtenu  les  applaudissemens  des 
savans,  en  se  livrant  a  acquierer  des  connoissances  utiles, 
soit  panenue  a  repandre  de  le  clarte'  et  de  I'agr^ment  sur  les 
sciences  les  plus  sublimes. 

"  Elle  m'a  command^  en  meme  temps  de  vous  faire  tenir 
le  paquet  que  ie  vous  pr^sente.  pour  que  vous  conseniez  ce 
qu'il  contient,  en  memoire  de  I'estime  et  de  la  bienviellance 
qu'elle  a  pour  vous.  En  executant  les  ordres  de  Sa  Majestif, 
je  felicite  avec  vous  de  la  justice  qu'elle  rend  a  votre  rare 
merite  par  cet  acte  que  me  donne  occasion  de  vous  assurer 
que  je  suis  votre  tr^s  humble  serviteur, 

Le  Comte  Pall.\vicixi. 

"MiL.\x,  le  5  Octobre,  174S." 

Greater  than  all  these  preeminent  marks  of  distinction  was 
her  appointment  to  succeed  her  father  in  the  chair  of  mathe- 
matics in  the  University  of  Bologna-  This  honor  was  con- 
ferred on  her  in  the  most  flattering  terms  by  Pope  Benedict 
XI\'.,  who  declared  that  it  was  not  she  who  was  honored  by 
the  appointment,  but  rather  the  University.  It  was  merely 
an  honorary  dignity,  as  there  is  no  evidence  that  she  actually 
performed  any  duties  appertaining  to  the  position.  At  that 
time  her  fame  was  at  the  highest;  the  Academy  of  Sciences 
at  Paris  accepted  her  work,  awarded  it  the  highest  commen- 
dation, and  regretted  their  rules  did  not  permit  ladies  to  be 
enrolled  as  members. 

Shortly  after  this,  in  1752,  she  lost  her  father,  and  now  the 
step  she  had  long  contemplated  was  taken.  She  abandons 
her  chosen  pursuits,  turns  her  back  upon  well-earned  ap- 
plause, rehnquishes  the  hopes  of  still  further  renown,  and 
immures  herself  in  the  solitude  of  a  convent,  retiring  to  a  se- 
clusion to  which  many  of  her  sex  have  brought  the  most 
brilliant  talents,  the  best  cultured  intellects,  and  the  loveliest 
traits  of  both  mind  and  person.  The  pious  may  deem  the 
sacrifice  ail  the  more  pleasing  and  meritorious,  but  we  can 
not  but  lament  that  talents  so  transcendent  and  gifts  so  ex- 
traordinary were  not  longer  employed  for  the  benefit  of  the 
world  and  the  glory  of  her  sex.  But  still  were  her  devotion 
and  active  benevolence  bestowed  for  the  benefit  of  the  suf- 
fering. She  had  a  comfortable  fortune  which  she  entirely  de- 
voted to  the  support  of  the  indigent  and  the  sick,  attending 
to  them  personally  and  relieving  their  wants.  She  joined 
the  strictest  order  of  nuns — the  Blue  Xuns — and  was  con- 
:  spicuous  and  exemplar)^  as  a  devoted  member  ,\T'e  order. 
She  thus  lived  in  the  exercise  of  the  most  Je 
,  lence  and  self-sacrifice  for  nearly  forty-severj 
j  Januar>'  9,  1799, saying:  "  Not  my  will  bt:  i^ 
1     Sax  Fr.\ncisco,  July  16,  1878.  Jor 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


LITTLE  JOHNNY  ON.A  RIVAL  JOURNALIST, 


LAND  VIEWS  AND  OTHER  VIEWS, 


My  father  he  sed  lo  Uncle  Neil  :  "  Edard,  hav  you  see  las 
Satterdys  J'nsl  r  /\nd  Uncle  Ned  he  sed  mebby  my  mother 
had  took  it  for  a  bussle,  wudent  he  jest  as  leaf  ha\e  the 
IVofis,  wich  had  got  a  nice  picter  of  a  jackous  buckin  ? 

Then  my  father  he  sed  a  other  time  :  "  Edard,  wen  I  ask 
you  a  quession  I  got  a  rite  for  to  expeck  you  to  anscr  that 
pertickler  inquire,  and  no  side  issews.  Taint  wot  any  woom- 
an  may  hapn  to  be  a  doin  for  to  buiifle  hersef,  nor  yet  wether 
He  hav  this  or  that,  but  hav  you  see  the  /"«/ of  Satterdy 
last  ?" 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  sed  :  "  No." 

Then  my  father  he  said  :  "  Wcl,  Edard,  you  kanow  my 
oppinion  of  that  paper,  and  you  kanow  my  oppinion  of  any 
boddy  wich  will  read  it,  slong  as  goin  to  funerels  is  more 
amuzin  and  studyin  the  tier  poker  is  more  teechin,  and  shakin 
for  the  drinks  is  moraler.  Wot  do  you  think  the  tdditer  of 
that  detessible  sheet  has  went  and  done  ?  You  dont  kanow, 
Edard^you  giv  it  up.  Wei,  the  lolife  blagerd  has  ben  and 
printed  a  long  artickle  all  a  bout  how  menny  boys  our  leaden 
citizins  has  got,  and  wot  nice  boys  they  be.  Edard,  wen  I 
refleck  wot  newspaperin  in  San  Francisco  has  be  come,  wile 
Bildad,  thats  the  new  dog,  and  Mose,  wich  is  the  cat,  is  jest 
a  wastin  their  tallents  a  snappin  up  blu  bottle  flies  and  a 
groing  fiddle  strings,  respecktively,  it  makes  me  jest  as  hop- 
pin  mad  as  a  hen  with  her  hed  cut  of ! ' 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  said  wot  did  my  father  doo  when  he 
was  mad  like  that,  and  my  father  said :  "  Doo  !  Wot  can  I 
doo  but  lick  Billy  and  Johnny,  and  kick  Bildad,  thats  the 
new  dog.  and  heav  things  at  Mose,  which  is  the  cat.^" 

Jest  then  Billy  he  said  he  gessed  that  pig  was  in  the  gar- 
den agin,  and  I  membered  Ide  left  my  whaggon  on  the  side 
wock,  and  Bildad  tried  for  to  git  the  pint  of  his  tale  tween 
his  fore  legs,  and  Mose  made  hizzen  real  big,  and  his  back 
upper  than  cammles  backs,  and  there  was  a  fewnerel  per- 
cesson  to  the  back  y.-ird,  but  no  prccch. 

Nex  time  1  seen  Uncle  Ned  1  said  wot  was  it  all  a  bowt, 
and  he  said:  "Johnny,  its  ony  that  feller  Kemle  Jacksing 
has  ben  a  printin  things  into  his  paper  callin  all  the  snotti- 
nose  brats  wich  has  got  rich  fathers  yung  eagles,  and  strong 
limd  lions,  and  cleer  ide  cracky  diles,  and  sech  rot." 

Then  I  said  :  "  Did  he  call  me  and  Billy  that,  hooray .' " 

But  Uncle  Ned  he  said  :  "Johnny,  its  natterel  that  yure 
fection  for  the  broot  creasion  shude  bline  yure  eys  to  the  dis- 
gustacy  of  sech  iittirature,  but  you  an  Billy  aint  mensiond,  for 
2  reasens.  Fers,  yure  father,  owin  to  the  mournful  habit  wich 
I  hav  got  of  speckle  atin  for  a  rize  in  wile  cats,  aint  as  rich 
as  his  virtues  deser\es,  pertickler  his  tutchin  faith  in  my 
judgment.  Second,  the  stem  dizzplin  of  \*ure  mother  in  the 
matter  of  hankcheefs  is  sech  that  you  dont  come  in  the  cat- 
tigory  of  yuths  wich  I  hav  elligantly  dessinated  as  snotti- 
nose.  So  you  mus  for  the  present  pine  in  obscurity,  til  meb- 
by some  time  you  can  get  Kurnel  Jacksins  tention  onto  you 
by  lickin  rich  men's  feets  your  own  self  instead  of  him." 

But  if  Uncle  Ned  thinks  I  wude  do  it  I  can  jest  tel  him 
they  got  to  wash  em,  but  pigs  trotters  is  mity  nice  pickeld,  I 
can  tel  you. 

After  a  wile  Uncle  Ned  he  said  a  uther  time:  "Johnny, 
yure  Uncle  Edard,  as  yu  was  once  on  the  pint  of  remarkin, 
has  ben  in  Injy  and  evry  were,  and  natterly  has  saw  a  good 
menny  gum  dasted  fools,  not  to  menshtion  ole  Gaffer  Peters 
and  Gennel  John  .MacCoobm,  but  this  is  the  firs  time  in  all 
his  life  wich  he  has  ever  herd  of  a  gay  galoot  wich  wude 
print  in  his  own  news  paper  a  list  of  distingishmenand  their 
yung,  and  put  hissellef  in  a  mung  em,  with  a  slobberin  scrip- 
tion  of  his  o«-n  welps  !  He  done  it,  Johnny,  he  done  it,  and 
wile  I  dont  say  that  it  wude  justifie  >'ure  father  in  lickin  you 
and  Billy,  like  he  threttend,  I  mus  conphes  it  is  enoughf  to 
make  you  an  Billy  lick  yure  father  if  you  was  able." 

Then  Billy  he  said  :  "  Wy  ct  we  to  lickim  wen  twont  him 
done  it  ? " 

Uncle  Ned  be  thol  a  wile,  and  then  he  said  :  "  William, 
my  lad,  bcwhare  of  soffistry ;  by  sech  reesonin  as  that  you 
can  proov  any  thing  wot  ever.  Spose  that  on  last  Fridy 
Cunnel  J.-i.\sons  boys  had  argude  that  way.  At  that  time  //<r 
haddcnt  done  it,  neether.  But  wasent  he  jest  on  the  ragged 
edge  of  doin  it.'  And  wudent  a  good  larruppin  lade  him  up 
so  he  cudent .-  1  tel  you,  my  lads — and  you  must  bleeve  a 
man  wich  has  ben  in  Injy  and  evry  were — there  issent  any 
way  for  to  tel  til  afierwerds  wether  the  time  is  ripe  for  a  boy 
to  lick  his  father  or  not :  but  if  he  has  got  one  wich  is  like 
Curpil  Jacksen  it  is  best  to  olways  be  on  the  safe  side  and 
lickim.  And  with  these  improvvin  obsvations  lie  conclude 
with  a  little  stor^-. 

"  One  time  there  was  a  jackus  jumped  in  to  a  paster  were 
there  was  some  horses,  and  one  hors  it  said  :  '  Wot  bizness 
you  got  in  here,  you  offle  feller,  a  mung  us  ?  Git  out,  vou 
horble  appirition  1 '  Then  the  jackus  he  said :  'Wei,  1  kanow 
I  aint  reel  purty  for  to  look  at,  bnt  jest  giinme  the  rite  kind 
of  a  whife  and  He  sho  you  sech  a  jolly  lot  of  strong  limd 
and  clear  eyed  young  mules  as  you  aint  any  of  you  got  vure 
^v-n  se'fs  !'" 

"teo  rand  word  spoken  to  a  tramp  may  cheer  his  whole 
_— 'Te.     Remember  this  when  you  see  him  walking  off 
■,.;  a^;e  and  fifty  feet  of  garden  hose. 


Editor  Argox.vut  : — In  an  editorial  of  last  week  you 
appeal  to  the  forthcoming  Convention  to  provide  for  the 
equal  taxation  of  all  species  of  property,  "first,  because  it  is 
right ;  and  second,  because  it  is  politic  and  wise."  I  differ 
with  you,  and  hold  that  all  taxation  for  revenue  should  be 
imposed  upon  land  only  :  First — Personal  property  and  im- 
provements consist  of  things  produced  by  individual  exertion, 
and  are  therefore  rightlj'  individual  property.  Land  is  the 
creation  of  the  .Almighty,  and  is  therefore  rightly  common 
property.  The  value  of  personal  property  and  improve- 
ments is  a  real  value,  which  its  possessors  (or  those  from 
whom  they  take  have  added  to  the  wealth  of  the  community. 
The  value  of  land  is  not  a  re.-il  but  a  reflected  value.  1 1 
represents  not  an  addition  lo  the  wealth  of  the  community, 
but  simply  the  power  of  appropriating  that  wealth.  It  is, 
therefore,  only  right  that  the  whole  value  of  land  should  be 
exhausted  by  taxation  before  any  levy  is  made  upon  personal 
property  and  improvements.  Second — Besides,  the  con- 
siderations of  right,  policy,  and  wisdom  retiuirc  that  taxation 
should  be  so  levied  (i)  as  to  be  collected  with  the  greatest 
certainly  and  the  least  vexation,  expense,  and  demoraliza- 
tion, ancl  (2)  so  as  to  least  interfere  with  production,  (i.) 
There  never  was,  and  ne\cr  will  be,  a  correct  assessment 
and  certain  collection  of  a  tax  on  personal  property — the  at- 
tempt to  secure  it  by  oaths  involves  perjury  ;  the  attempt  to 
secure  it  by  inquisitorial  power  involves  corruption.  But 
land  can  not  be  concealed,  and  its  value  can  always  be  as- 
certained, and  the  whole  revenue  might  be  collected  from  it 
with  no  greater  expense  than  to  collect  a  part.  (2.)  To  tax 
personal  property  and  improvements  is  to  discourage  pro- 
duction. To  tax  money  is  to  have  less  money :  to  tax 
horses  is  to  have  fewer  horses,  etc.  But  no  matter  how 
heavy  the  tax  on  land,  will  there  be  any  the  less  land  ?  Nor 
until  the  tax  is  greater  than  the  value  of  the  land  will  it  in 
the  slightest  degree  discourage  the  use  and  improvement 
of  land.  On  the  contrary,  it  will  stimulate  the  use  and  im- 
provement of  land  by  making  it  unprofitable  to  hold  land 
without  using  it,  and  thus  making  it  easier  for  those  who 
wish  to  use  land  to  get  it  For  these  reasons  it  is  politic  and 
wise  that  all  taxes  for  revenue  should  be  put  on  the  value  of 
land,  and  personal  property  and  improvements  be  entirely 
exempted.  Hkxry  George. 

If  Mr.  Henry  George  is  right,  and  land  should  bear  all  the 
burdens  of  government,  and  there  should  be  no  limitation  of 
that  tax  until  it  equals  the  value  of  the  land,  would  it  not  be 
just  a  little  hard  upon  the  present  land-owners  .'  Has  not 
land  been  acquired  by  its  present  owners  by  individual  ex- 
ertion as  well  as  personal  property  ?  Government  declares 
it  to  be  property — we  have  sold  our  labor  to  purchase  it — 
we  have  exchanged  our  productions  to  acquire  it.  Govem- 
I  ment  protects  it  no  more  than  it  protects  personal  property. 
1  Then  why  should  land  bear  all  the  burdens  of  maintaining 
[  government?  The  .Almighty  created  land;  the  .Almighty  crea- 
ted diamonds  and  gold  ores,  silver,  sulphureis,  and  cinnabar, 
and  the  value  of  these,things  is  not  more  real  than  that  of  land. 
Convenience  in  collecting  revenues  cuts  no  figure  in  the  argu- 
ment. There  never  was,  and  there  never  will  be,  a  correct  as- 
sessment of  land.  If  the  tax  on  personal  property  will  dis- 
courage its  production,  the  tax  on  land  will  discourage  its  oc- 
cupation. How  it  will  stimulate  the  use  and  improvement  of 
land  to  make  it  unprofitable  to  hold  it  we  do  not  understand. 
We  admit  that  if  land  is  taxed  to  its  full  value  it  will  be  an 
easy  matter  for  any  body  to  acquire  it,  but  we  reverently  ask 
who  in  the  devil  would  want  it.'  .As  a  land-owner,  and  not 
a  pawn-broker,  or  holder  of  incorporated  stocks,  and  other 
personal  property,  we  would  like  ^Ir.  George  to  explain  the 
fairness  and  morality  of  taxing  us  out  of  our  property.  Won't 
there  be  just  a  little  hardship  and  wrong  in  starting  out  in 
this  new  direction. 


Lord  Beaconsfield  holds  to-day  in  the  popular  estimation 
of  Englishman  a  peculiar  position.  Without  "  family,"  and 
of  a  hated  race,  he  is  the  idol  of  the  Tor>'  party  that  prides 
itself  upon  enrolling  among  its  members  the  scions  of  the 
best  blood  and  best  lineage  of  the  kingdom.  Self-made,  and 
of  confessed  ability,  he  is  denounced  by  the  Liberal  party. 
Upon  his  return  from  Berlin  he  received  at  Charing  Cross 
such  a  popular  reception  as  was  seldom  accorded  to  one  of 
royal  blood  or  military'  achievement.  His  Queen  has 
kneeled  before  him  and  affi.xed  the  emblem  of  the  royal 
Order  of  the  Garter.  From  a  politician  he  has  become 
Premier  of  England.  He  is  an  earl  by  royal  letters  patent. 
The  Tories  and  the  multitude  say  he  has  outwitted  Bis- 
marck ;  he  has  crowned  England  with  new  triumphs  ;  he 
has  outmanoeuvred  the  ablest  statesmen  of  Europe,  and  has 
defeated  the  ambition  of  Russia  ;  he  has  rescued  Constan- 
tinople from  the  grasp  of  the  northern  bear  ;  he  has  opened 
up  a  new  route  to  Hindostan  ;  he  has  demonstrated  En- 
gland's greatness,  and  in  the  conflict  of  statecraft  made  En- 
gland the  arbiter  of  nations  and  first  of  the  Powers  of 
Europe  ;  he  has  added  Cyprus  to  the  domain  of  the  empire  ; 
he  has  secured  the  Mediterranean  as  an  English  lake,  and  he 
has  forever  guaranteed  the  permanence  of  the  Indian  Empire 
as  an  appanage  of  the  English  crown.  The  Liberals  declare 
that  his  triumphs  are  ilRisor>'  and  unreal ;  that  he  has  allowed 
Russia's  policy  of  dividing  Turkey  to  succeed  ;  that  C>'prus 
is  a  costly  toy  ;  that  the  protectorate  of  Asia  Minor  is  a 
hazardous  burden  of  responsibility ;  that  he  has  only 
checked,  not  arrested,  the  steady  march  of  Russian  con- 
quest that  threatens  to  absorb  Turkey  and  menaces  the  En- 
glish Empire  in  India ;  that  the  settlement  contains  the 
germs  of  future  troubles.  The  admirers  of  Gladstone  look 
upon  Beaconsfield  as  one  who  has  won  success  by  ofttimes 
changing  sides  and  changing  principles ;  w-ho  has  won 
celebrity  as  a  rhetorician  and  romance  writer,  without  ability 
as  a  statesman  or  honesty  as  a  man.  The  measure  of  Lord 
Beaconsfield's  honors  is  full.  In  the  foremost  nation  of  all 
the  world  he  is  to-day  the  foremost  man.  His  triumphs  will 
last  till  future  events  shall  affirm  his  policy  or  demonstrate 
his  mistake.  This  will  not  come  in  his  lifetime,  so  he  may 
rest  upon  his  laurels,  lea\ing  his  fame  to  the  chances  of 
future  complications  and  the  development  of  future  events. 


The  very  latest  novelties  in  jewelry  now  worn  by  the  ^'iite 
in  New  York  are  pins,  earrings,  and  neckchains  exquisitely 
car\"ed  in  tinted  shell 


LIVERIES, 


\Vc  of  the  American  Republic,  descendants  of  liberty- 
loving  Saxons,  have  chosen  labor  as  our  monarch,  and  to  it 
given  the  badge  of  royalty.  Not  gold,  not  cotton,  but  labor, 
wears  the  jeweled  coronet  of  king.  We  honor  labor ;  we 
make  it  respectable.  The  Argonavi'  i?  the  court  journal. 
We  delight  to  write  about  labor  ;  to  chronicle  its  move- 
ments. When  its  subjects  lack  loyalty,  and  revolt  against 
its  dignity  on  the  sand-lots,  we  denounce  them.  The  Ar- 
GONAVT  delights  to  advise  American  boys  and  native-born 
girls  that  labor  is  honorable  ;  that  there  is  no  condition  of 
birth,  accident  of  fortune  or  surroundings,  that  should  make 
them  ashamed  of  honest  toil.  We  commend  our  boys  to 
the  trades  and  farms,  lo  the  merchant-marine,  to  the  forest, 
foundries,  and  mines  ;  our  girls  to  the  home  duties  in  cham- 
ber and  kitchen.  But  we  have  never  yet  so  forgotten  our 
own  early  teachings,  our  prejudices,  and  our  pride  as  to  com- 
mend to  our  young  gentlemen  that  they  should  wear  the  liv- 
er)' of  flunkies.  We  are  not  so  far  the  slaves  of  corporate 
wealth  as  to  be  willing  that  it  should  distinguish  its  em- 
ployed men  with  a  livery.  We  saw  that  inflated  ass,  Jim 
Fisk,  when  in  the  pride  and  insolence  of  his  ill-gotten  gains, 
put  a  uniform  upon  his  employes.  It  lasted  for  a  time,  and 
if  his  death  contributed  to  terminate  this  miserable  imitation 
of  bad  European  manners,  it  was  a  blessed  murder.  We 
are  surprised  and  asliamed  that  our  old  friend  and  boyhood 
companion  who  is  managing  the  California  Street  Railroad 
should  be  guilty  of  the  unpardonable  sin  of  uniforming  his 
conductors  and  drivers.  Gilt  braid,  gold  bullion,  and  brass 
buttons  put  upon  gentlemen  who  are  willing  to  work, 
as  a  badge  of  their  slavery-,  is  a  crime.  Tom  Hinchman  and 
the  writer  were  once  clerks  in  a  dr>-  goods  store  in  Roches- 
ter. Had  their  employers  endeavored  to  uniform  them  they 
had  run  away  and  preferred  to  have  driven  a  tow-boat  on 
the  canal.  This  road  has  in  its  employment,  as  conductors 
and  drivers,  gentlemen.  We  ride  over  it  everj-  day.  We 
recognize  many  whom  we  would  not  be  ashamed  to  kno\^  in 
any  relation.  We  contrast  them  in  deportment,  bearing, 
and  dress,  with  the  employes  of  other  roads,  and  we  feel 
mortified  that  they  should  be  subject  to  the  insult  of  a  uni- 
form— a  cap  with  the  word  "  conductor  "  or  "  engineer,  "  a 
badge  with  the  number  of  the  car,  are  well  enough.  These 
gentlemen  work  fourteen  and  a  half  hours  per  day,  earning, 
on  an  average,  saj-  $60  per  month.  They  have  families  to 
provide  for;  they  ought  not  to  be  subjected  to  the  expense 
of  this  showy  toggerj'  in  its  purchase,  nor  to  the  mortifica- 
tion of  wearing  iL  We  hope  Mr.  Thomas  Hinchman,  who 
is  charged  with  conducting  this  road,  will  revoke  this  absurd 
order  of  uniforming  his  drivers  and  conductors  before  his 
employers  see  this  article. 

Our  Denis. 

The  reception  of  Kearney,  the  California  agitator,  in  Bos- 
ton by  a  crowd  of  workingmen,  the  careful  reports  of  his 
speeches  by  the  press,  and  the  editorial  comments  on  him 
by  all  the  leading  papers,  form  altogether  a  spectacle  that 
must  delight  Thomas  Carlyle,  if  he  still  pays  attention  to 
contemporary  politics,  for  Kearney  is  probably  the  lowest 
type  of  demagogue  that  has  yet  appeared  in  histor>'.  All 
his  predecessors  of  which  there  is  any  record  have  laid  claim 
to  some  of  the  qualities  which  are  supposed  to  distinguish 
the  civilized  man  from  the  savage,  but  Kearney  makes  no 
pretense  to  anything  which  the  reading,  thinking,  and  re- 
membering part  of  the  human  race  has  hitherto  considered 
respectable.  He  simply  does  what  the  naked  Bushman  does 
— curses,  calls  names,  and  threatens  death.  Nevertheless, 
he  has,  in  one  of  the  foremost  communities  of  the  modern 
world,  a  considerable  following,  and  is  an  object  of  interest, 
and  even  of  deference,  to  most  of  our  politicians.  He  is 
worth  study,  because  he  is  a  kind  of  animal  for  which  neither 
American  politics  nor  manners  have  made  as  yet  the  slight- 
est preparation,  and  because  he  is  the  first  to  assert  a  claim 
which  has  been  long  in  the  air,  viz.,  the  claim,  not  simply  of 
the  poor  man  to  rule  the  State,  but  of  the  brutal,  ignorant, 
blaspheming  ruffian  to  have  his  way  with  the  frugal,  indus- 
trious, prudent,  and  religious ;  and  assuredly  we  have  not 
seen  the  last  of  his  kind.  Let  us  add — and  without  any  wisK 
to  raise  a  question  of  party  politics — that  the  moral  and  re- 
ligious people  of  the  North,  in  using  their  influence  and  the 
force  of  the  Federal  authority  to  procure  and  maintain  for 
several  years  the  government  of  great  civilized  communities 
at  the  South  by  the  grossly  ignorant  portion  of  the  popula- 
tion, and  to  discredit  the  intelligent  portion  for  political  pur- 
poses, have  been  sowing  the  seed  from  which  the  Kearneys 
spring.  If  Kearney  makes  the  well-meaning  believers  in 
nose-counting  as  an  efficient  means  of  administering  human 
affairs  a  little  more  thoughtful  and  cautious,  he  may  yet 
prove  a  useful  blackguard. — Xew  York  Natiojt. 


For  Women. 


Mr.  Henr>'  C.  Jarrett  charged  eight  thousand  dollars  for 
making  a  contract  for  Kellogg,  which  a  husband  could  have 
made,  and  would  have  made,  in  the  regular  course  of  his 
duties.     The  lesson  is  obvious. 

"  Murder  !  murder  !  "  cried  a  pretty  milliner  of  Galveston, 
Texas,  Mrs.  Ella  Quinn,  and  all  the  time  she  was  peppering 
the  body  of  Captain  Guthrie,  a  false  lover,  with  derringer 
balls.  "Things  by  their  right  names"  is  a  characteristic  fe- 
male principle. 

In  1S56,  a  girl,  not  over  fifteen,  was  brought  to  Max  Ma- 
retzek.  He  looked  at  her  ;  she  was  petite,  a  brunette,  with 
a  low  forehead,  plump  cheeks,  snappish  dark  eyes,  and  a 
childish  manner.  He  listened  to  her  ;  she  had  a  bright,  so- 
prano voice,  and  a  certain  unconscious  and  spontaneous 
grace  of  action  and  utterance  that  impressed  him.  He  sent 
her  to  Errani,  and  paid  for  her  lessons  himself,  for  there  was 
a  possibility  that  the  girl  might  develop  into  a  profitable 
prima  donna.     She  developed  into  Minnie  Hauck. 

in  a  journal  of  a  date  just  previous  to  the  marriage  of  the 
manager  of  the  Royal  Italian  Opera,  London,  to  Albani  we 
find  this  paragraph,  faintly  foreshadowing  some  kind  of  a 
change  :  "  Fresh  rumors  have  been  current  of  the  alleged 
approaching  retirement  of  Mr.  Frederick  Gye.  Mr.  Gye's 
health  is  exceedingly  delicate,  if  not  actually  precarious."  It 
is  no%v  more  clear  what  was  the  matter  with  Mr.  Gye. 


i 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.-III, 


By  an  Early  Californian. 


San  Jose  in  184.7.     ( From  an  original  sketch.) 

For  four  hours  we  galloped  on  in  the  direction  of  San  Juan 
without  stopping  ;  sometimes  I  would  be  far  ahead  of  Bruno, 
and  then  again  he  would  be  far  ahead  of  me.  I  was  much 
pleased  with  him,  he  being  by  far  the  most  intelligent  Indian  1 
had  met ;  his  thin  lips  and  determined  expression  have  noth- 
ing in  common  with  those  of  his  race.  He  was  a  cjeneral 
favorite  on  the  road  ;  and  several  times  during  the  journey 
I  was  informed  that  I  had  the  best  vaquero  in  the  country, 
and  that  no  one  could  beat  him  in  throwing  the  7-iata.  Dur- 
ing the  troubles  Bruno  was  of  great  assistance  to  our  cause, 
often  carr)*ing  dispatches  through  the  enemy's  lines  when  no 
one  else  dared  to  attempt  it.  We  halted  beside  the  first 
stream  we  had  seen  since  we  started,  and  changed  horses, 
as  ours  were  almost  used  up.  The  saddle-bags  were  light- 
ened, too,  1  giving  the  boy  half  my  lunch,  including  some  of 
the  best  claret  I  had  tasted  in  the  country — which  proved  to 

be  of  that  same  "LaRose"  which will  remember  we 

used  to  get  at  Bonnard's  and  Delmonico's.  How  little  did  I 
imagine  at  that  time  that  I  should  find  it,  or  it  me,  on  the 
shores  of  the  Pacific.  For  a  half  hour  I  stretched  myself 
on  the  grass  in  the  warm  sun  in  pleasant  reverie  ;  and  I  was 
far  away  from  California  when  Bnmo  announced  that  the 
horses  were  ready.  Soon  in  the  saddle  again,  I  rode  on 
ahead,  for  Bruno  found  it  hard  work  to  drive  our  tired  ani- 
mals. We  had  passed  San  Juan  before  I  was  well  aware  of 
it ;  and  w'hen  we  were  within  six  leagues  of  Monterey  the 
sun  was  still  w'ell  up.  Here  we  came  in  sight  of  several 
dweUings,  and  Bruno  recommended,  if  I  intended  to  go  on, 
that  we  should  leave  the  poor  tired  beasts  we  were  driv- 
ing before  us  at  one  of  the  ranches,  and  take  them  again  on 
our  return.  I  agreed  to  his  plan,  telling  him  to  leave  them 
at  the  ranch  nearest  the  Santa  Cruz  road,  as  I  wished  to 
pass  through  that  place  on  my  way  home  ;  so  we  jogged  on 
until  we  were  within  three  leagues  of  the  capital.  The  peo- 
ple of  the  first  house  at  which  we  stopped  seemed  not 
favorably  disposed,  on  discovering  that  I  was  an  Americano, 
but  Bruno  was  told  that  a  neighbor,  named  Garcia,  might 
allow  us  to  leave  them.  I  determined,  however,  to  alight 
where  I  was,  telling  Bruno  to  leave  the  horses  somewhere, 
and  call  for  me  when  he  had  done  so.  So  I  dismounted, 
and  taking  a  claret-bottle  from  the  saddle-bags,  walked  up 
to  the  door.  I  bid  them  all  a  bueiios  ta7-des^  and  asked  for  a 
little  water.  There  were  several  women  seated  about  the 
door,  and  a  tall  old  man,  whom  they  called  Don  Trinidad, 
received  me  and  invited  me  in.  They  all  seemed  \ery  low- 
spirited,  and  even  gloomy,  and  I  soon  felt  that  I  must  be 
intruding  upon  those  who  were  in  trouble.  Some  glasses 
were  brought,  however,  and  the  old  man  took  wine  with  me. 
I  told  him  whence  I  came,  and  tried  to  commence  a  con- 
versation with  him,  and  at  last  he  asked  me  several  ques- 
tions. A  good-looking  young  woman  with  a  child  in  her 
arms  now  entered  the  room,  and,  taking  wine  wdth  me,  asked 
if  I  came  from  the  pueblo,  and  whether  I  had  heard  any- 
thing of  the  man  w^ho  had  been  killed.  I  told  her  that  I 
had,  and  then  related  the  whole  of  the  storj-  as  well  as  I 
could.  She  said  that  she  had  heard  the  same  in  all  its  par- 
ticulars ;  and  then,  looking  at  me  with  a  sorrowful  but 
steady  gaze,  she  told  me,  with  a  sigh,  that  the  dead  man 
was  her  brother.  I  felt  for  the  poor  girl,  and  while  assuring 
her  that  my  stor}-  was  confirmed  by  her  countr>"men,  I  said 
that  it  was  indeed  pitiful.  Don  Trinidad  came  to  my  relief, 
saying  that  he  would  have  acted  as  the  stranger  had  ;  but 
that  it  was  unfortunate  that  the  accident  should  have  hap- 
pened to  as  good  a  man  as  ever  breathed,  whose  conduct  on 
the  unfortunate  occasion  was  unaccountable  to  him.  As 
Bruno  had  now  returned,  I  bade  them  good-bye,  and  they 
wished  me  a  safe  journey.  It  was  getting  so  dark  that  I 
could  see  but  little  of  the  country,  but  I  felt  that  the  road 
was  as  sandy  as  that  in  the  neighborhood  of  San  Francisco, 
and  its  monotony  was  only  relieved  by  our  meeting  some 
emigrant  wagons  bound  for   the   delightful   vallej-  of   San 

Jos^.     I  reached  Mrs.  's,  in  Monterey,  where  Robert 

Wells  boards,  at  half-past  nine,  havmg  ridden  ninety  miles 
since  half-past  se\'en  that  morning.  Early  next  day  I  re- 
ceived an  invitation  from  Mr.  Larkin,  late  American  Consul, 
to  a  ball  given  by  him  at  the  barracks  the  same  evening. 
As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over,  I  went  on  board  the  Warren 
to  see  Captain  Hull.  I  found  Lieutenant  Lanman,  who  came 
out  in  the  Pteble^  in  command;  but  Captain  Hull  soon 
made  his  appearance.  My  business  with  him  was  to  obtain 
his  approval  to  some  bills  contracted  by  his  order ;  but  it 
was  only  after  an  hour's  hard  talking  that  I  succeeded.  In 
Monterey  I  found  many  officers  of  the  Independe?ice  and 
Cyaiie  with  whom  I  was  acquainted,  and  the  ball-room  was 
filled  with  officers  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  place.  Very 
few  ladies  were  present,  because  Larkin  had  invited  them  to 
meet  the  officers  about  leaving  for  Mazatlan.  Even  a  dance 
— that  powerful  attraction — could  not  induce  them  to  asso- 
ciate with  those  who  so  soon  might  shed  the  blood  of  their 
compatriots.  After  passing  three  days  in  Monterey,  and  in 
pleasant  rides  about  the  environs,  1  left  it  on  a  Monday 
evening.  Finding  that  our  horses  had  strayed  from  Garcia's, 
and  after  spending  an  hour  in  looking  for  them,  I  concluded 
to  call  upon  Don  Trinidad,  who  invited  me  to  pass  the  night 
at  his  house.  I  was  only  too  glad  to  accept  the  invitation. 
His  manners  were  friendly,  and  he  entertained  me  with  a 
little  of  his  own  histor^,  showing  me  many  of  his  papers  and 


informing  me  that  he  was  Alcalde  of  the  Refugio,  as  the 
little  village  about  him  was  called.  His  surname  was  Espi- 
nosa.  He  called  me,  as  I  had  requested,  at  daylight  next 
morning,  and  I  took  leave  of  him,  hoping  that  I  might  soon 
have  an  opportunity  of  serving  him.  I  told  Bruno  that,  in- 
stead of  going  to  Santa  Cruz,  we  would  keep  straight  on  to 
the  Pueblo,  inquiring  at  every  ranch  for  the  horses,  as  in  all 
probability  they  would  travel  homeward.  We  were  so  fort- 
unate as  to  discover  them  at  the  first  ranch  we  stopped  at. 
The  ranchero  w-as  a  Frenchman,  who  seemed  delighted  to 
meet  any  one  who  could  speak  his  native  language,  and  who 
begged,  if  I  came  that  way  again,  that  I  would  pass  the 
night  at  his  house  and  gossip  a  little.  We  now  turned  to- 
ward Santa  Cruz,  using  the  poorest  horses  for  the  journey, 
as  we  should  want  the  best  the  next  day  in  crossing  the 
mountains  which  separate  that  plate  from  the  Pueblo.  Our 
road,  winding  about  the  base  of  high  hills,  was  through  a 
very  charming  country,  the  farms  of  which  seemed  in  far 
better  condition  than  any  that  I  had  yet  seen.  The  ponds 
and  streams  were  covered  with  ducks  and  other  water  fowl, 
and  the  trees  and  bushes  alive  with  small  birds  and  quail. 
The  latter  are  larger  than  ours,  and  are  really  a  species  of 
partridge.  Our  poor  horses  nearly  gave  out  when  within 
two  leagues  of  our  destination.  Fortunately,  howe^'er,  a 
traveler,  with  vaquero  and  half  a  dozen  horses  and  mules, 
overtook  us  at  this  point,  inspiring  our  poor  beasts  with  re- 
newed life  and  causing  them  to  trot  along  briskly  for  acquaint- 
ance sake.  I  found  by  the  dress  of  my  fellow- traveler  that 
he  was  a  reverentissimo  padre,  with  his  gray  gown  tucked 
up  around  his  waist.  As  he  was  polite' — asking  many  ques- 
tions— 1,  to  keep  up  the  conversation,  was  quite  as  inquisi- 
tive, and  discovered  that  he  was  a  Mexican  returning  home 
from  the  Mission  of  San  Juan,  and  that  he  was  Padre  Anser 
(goose).  We  kept  together  until  we  neared  Santa  Cruz.  I 
did  not  arrive  at  Monsieur  Rousillon's,  the  person  whom  it 
was  my  chief  business  to  see,  until  sunset.  His  houses  and 
saw^  mills  are  most  romantically  situated  in  a  gorge  of  the 
mountain,  surrounded  by  the  tallest  and  largest  redwood 
trees  in  the  country— some  of  which  1  hear  measure  forty- 
five  feet  in  circumference.  The  stream  of  water  which  turns 
the  mill-wheel  is  so  serpentine  that  we  crossed  it  five  times 
in  a  quarter  of  a  mile's  distance.  As  we  approached  the 
house  1  discovered  two  persons  talking  together,  one  of  whom 
I  instantly  knew  for  a  Frenchman  ;  so  1  rode  up  to  him  and 
said ;  "  C'est  Monsieur  RousiUon,  n'est  ce  pas  ? "  "  C'est  bien 
vrai ;  voili  Monsieur  Ward  qui  est  le  bien  venu."  We  were 
soon  well  acquainted.  Orders  were  given  about  the  horses 
and  about  supper,  and  I  was  carried  into  the  house.     His 

guest  said  he  knew well.     I  asked  his  name,  and  found 

he  was  Mrs.  — *s  brother,  and  she  had  desired  me  to  see 
Moses  in  Monterey.  After  supper  we  settled  accounts,  made 
tea-punch,  and  told  stories  till  bed  time.  I  set  out  the  next 
morning  to  visit  a  Senor  Bolcoff,  father  of  the  young  Russian 
bridegroom  in  whose  company  1  had  left  San  Francisco.  I 
found  a  gay  party  assembled  at  his  house — the  bride  and 
bridegroom  arriving  the  night  before.  They  were  to  have  a 
grand  fandango  that  ver)-  evening.  Seiiora  B —  I  had  be- 
come acquainted  with  in  San  Francisco,  and  the  old  man 
thanked  me  for  the  attention  I  had  shown  her  and  her  son 
while  there,  and  congratulated  me  on  arriving  at  so  auspi- 
cious a  time.  I  expressed  my  regret  that  I  could  not  remain 
and  take  part  in  the  festivities,  as  I  had  to  be  on  my  w-ay 
across  the  mountains  that  afternoon.  This  they  could  not 
hear  of,  insisting  upon  my  dining  and  passing  the  night  with 
them.  I  was  obliged  to  excuse  myself  from  the  dinner  on 
account  of  business  with  Don  Carlos  Rousillon,  half  prom- 
ising to  return  with  him  in  the  afternoon.  So,  filling  my 
pockets  with  the  first  apples  their  place  had  produced,  I  set 
out  for  tow^n  with  their  "hasta  lluego"  iaii  7-evoir)  ringing  in 
my  ears,  young  B —  accompanying  me.  We  met  the  whole 
of  Santa  Cruz  and  its  environs  on  their  way  to  the  B — 's, 
among  them  Mrs.  B — 's  brother,  who  urged  me  to  go  with 
him  to  his  house,  but  I  had  to  decline.  My  reception  by 
these  good  people  was  most  cordial — e\"en  affectionate — and 
I  was  sorely  tempted  to  put  off  my  departure  and  attend  the 
largest  fandango  that  had  been  given  for  a  long  while  in  that 
part  of  the  country'.  As  I  found  Don  Carlos  rather  unwell, 
and  determined  to  remain  at  home,  I  decided  at  once  to  be- 
gin my  homeward  journey.  Being  convinced  that  our  worn- 
out  animals  could  not  be  driven  over  the  mountains,  we  left 
them  with  a  relative  of  Juan  Bernal,  and,  after  dining  heart- 
ily, set  out  at  two  o'clock  for  the  Pueblo.  I  w^as  surprised  to 
hear  from  Don  Carlos  and  Moses  that  the  road  was  consid- 
ered dangerous  in  consequence  of  some  Tulare  Indians  hav- 
ing taken  up  their  abode  in  the  mountain  recesses.  Several 
travelers  had  been  robbed  and  killed,  and  only  a  week  before 
a  volunteer  had  been  murdered  for  his  pistols  by  them,  on 
the  road  to  ^lonterey.  Two  of  them  had  been  captured, 
however  ;  they  were  tried  and  found  guilty  of  the  crime,  and 
were  to  be  shot  about  that  time.  The  road  was  indeed  lonely 
— through  gorges  and  hiding  places,  and  as  suggestive  of 
banditti  as  a  landscape  of  Salvator  Rosa.  We  crept  along, 
sometimes  beside  precipices  that  turned  one's  head  to  look 
over,  and  through  woods  that  shut  out  everything  but  the 
sky.  We  met  only  a  few  travelers  when  about  half  way  over. 
As  the  sun  was  setting  we  commenced  our  descent,  and  were 
galloping  along  a  more  le\'el  part  of  it  on  the  top  of  the  ridge, 
when  I  was  startled  by  a  report  close  at  my  side.  I  pulled  up 
my  horse  in  an  instant,  and  in  drawing  a  pistol  from  its  hol- 
ster discovered  that  the  latter  w^as  unbuttoned,  so  that  the 
pistol  had  been  playing  up  and  down  in  it,  until  a  jolt,  harder 
than  the  rest  perhaps,  had  discharged  it.  The  bottom  of  the 
holster,  of  course,  had  disappeared,  and  1  looked  below  to 
see  if  my  toes  had  accompanied  it,  or  any  part  of  my  horse 
had  been  blo^n  away.  But  all  was  safe  and  sound.  After 
reloading,  we  trotted,  or  galloped,  or  picked  our  way  along 
down  hill.  It  seemed  as  though  we  never  should  reach  the 
\alley.  As  we  approached  a  stream,  which  I  hoped  was  at 
the  foot  of  the  mountain,  my  vaquero,  who  had  never  trav- 
eled there  before,  asked  if  I  saw  the  road,  as  he  had  lost  it. 
I  walked  my  horse  along  the  side  of  the  stream  among  the 
thick  bushes  and  trees,  trying  to  discover  a  path,  but  I  failed 
to  do  so,  and  as  it  was  getting  dark  I  had  almost  made  up 
my  mind  that  we  should  have  to  pass  the  night  on  the  mount- 
ain. As  I  turned  my  horse  back  Bruno  cried  out  that  he  had 
found  the  road  and  a  ford  across  the  stream.  1  followed  him 
with  some  difficulty,  and  without  being  able  to  make  out 
anything  like  a  road;  but  1  trusted  to  his  instinct  as  I  would 
trust  in  the  scent  of  a  pointer.  So,  after  ascending  and  de- 
scending another  peak,  we  reached  a  level  place.     My  guide  I 


could  only  hear  ahead  of  me,  for  it  was  dark  night,  and 
presently  a  deep  growl  brought  him  to  a  halt.  As  I  came 
up  with  him,  I  saw  indistinctly  a  large  object  moving  down 
on  our  right.  "Oso  (bear),  sefior,"  and  there  he  was  sure 
enough.  But  he  did  not  molest  us,  and  in  an  hour  w-e  were 
in  the  Pueblo  again.  There  I  found  Captain  King,  of  the 
brig  Elizabeth^  of  Salem,  and  George  McDougall.  Next 
morning,  after  delivering  the  horses  and  taking  our  own,  we 
joined  these  gentlemen,  and  rode  over  fifty-four  miles  back 
to  San  Francisco. 

December  d,  1S4J — An  overland  express  (Kit  Carson)  has 
arrived  at  Monterey,  and  w-e  have  just  received  a  very  prob- 
able rumor  that  Santa  Ana  is  killed  and  the  City  of  Mexico 
is  in  possession  of  our  forces.  If  such  is  the  case  peace 
must  soon  follow.  We  all  pray  for  it  here.  Mr.  Davis,  of 
the  Sandwich  Islands,  has  lately  married  a  daughter  of 
Sehor  Estudillo,  of  Contra  C^sta.  The  wedding  has  brought 
all  the  neighborhood  into  town.  We  have  given  up  our 
sleeping  rooms  to  the  sefioras  and  sefioritas,  and  have  slept 
in  our  stores  for  two  weeks  past.  Dinners,  and  suppers,  and 
balls  have  followed  one  upon  another,  so  that  we  scarcely 
know  how  we  stand.  Think  of  dancing  three  nights  in  suc- 
cession, and  two  of  them  until  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning  ! 

Ma?xh  2j^  1S4S. — Our  town  is  increasing  fast ;  it  is  three 
times  larger  than  when  I  arrived.  Politics  rage  to  an  extent 
known  in  all  American  cities.  Since  good  Judge  Brj'ant  left 
us  we  have  been  trj'ing  to  get  rid  of  his  successor,  and  it  is 
thought  that  he  will  soon  resign.  We  have  just  heard  a 
rumor  of  peace  from  Mazatlan,  that  Santa  Ana  is  shot,  and 
that  we  are  to  hold  New  Leon,  New  Mexico,  Upper  and 
Lower  California,  Tehuantepec,  and  Mazatlan.  Hope  we 
shall  soon  have  this  confirmed.  Owing  to  the  failure  of  the 
Government  to  pay  its  just  debts,  the  withdrawal  of  the 
squadron  to  Mazatlan,  where  its  money  is  at  present  spent, 
the  economy  of  the  military  government  of  California,  the 
large  amount  of  cash  received  for  duties  and  locked  up  by 
the  United  States  Quartermasters,  the  failure  of  the 
rancheros  to  pay  what  they  owe- us  inconsequence  of  the 
Government  having  taken  their  horses  and  cattle  for  militar}- 
uses  without  remuneration,  and  the  recent  custom  of  our 
merchants  in  paying  cash  instead  of  hides  and  tallow  for 
goods,  business  is  seriously  effected.  From  all  accounts  we 
are  to  have  a  large  immigration  from  the  States  this  year,  and 
from  Oregon,  w'here  the  Indians  have  begun  a  war  of  ex- 
termination. But  the  gi'eat  inducement  to  immigration  here- 
after will  be  the  news  soon  to  reach  the  United  States  of  the 
discovery  of  the  richest  gold  placers  ever  known.  Although 
in  former  years  it  has  been*  found  by  the  Indians  in  small 
quantities  and  brought  to  the  notice  of  the  priests,  they  had 
discouraged  them  from  meddling  with  it,  foreseeing  how 
much  it  would  interfere  with  their  plans  for  proselyting,  and 
for  a  long  and  peaceful  occupation  of  the  countr)^,  and  no 
one  in  those  days  supposed  it  so  abundant  as  to  render  its 
search  very  remunerative.  Unsought  and  unexpected,  it 
may  be  said  to  have  discovered  itself ;  in  consequence,  how- 
ever (and  let  us  not  forget  it),  of  the  enterprise  of  Captam  John 
A.  Sutter,  who  feeling  the  necessity  of  a  good  supply  of 
timber  for  himself  and  for  the  immigrants  arriving  and  set- 
tling about  him,  determined  to  build  a  saw-mill  on  a  branch 
of  the  American  River,  where  woods  were  plenty.  The  mill 
was  constructed  and  running  the  early  part  of  this  year. 
Last  month  a  man  named  Marshall,  who  had  charge  of  it, 
while  looking  into  the  race  one  morning  (2d  of  Februarj'), 
observed  something  sparkle,  and  scooped  it  out.  On  exam- 
ining the  little  scales  he  thought  they  might  be  gold,  and 
without  saying  anything  about  the  matter  to  his  workmen, 
told  them  he  was  going  to  the  Fort.  You  may  be  sure  the 
forty-mile  ride  was  a  hurried  one,  and  that  the  eyes  of  the 
Captain  and  himself  were  never  larger  than  when  they 
secretly  tested  and  proved  that  the  particles  before  them 
were  of  the  pure  stuff.  Just  before  dinner  one  day,  as  1  sat 
writing  at  ray  desk,  our  neighbor  Da^'is  came  into  the  store 
with  two  strangers.  He  held  in  his  hand  a  small  buckskin 
bag,  and  asked  me  if  I  could  tell  virgin  gold  when  I  saw  it. 
I  answered  that  I  did  not  think  I  could,  but  would  see; 
whereupon  he  poured  from  the  bag  some  delicate  little  yel- 
low scales,  much  lighter  in  color,  however,  than  what  we  call 
guinea  gold.  Davis  said  that  the  men  wanted  to  buy  goods 
for  half  cash  and  half  gold  dust  at  the  rate  of  $14  per  ounce, 
and  that  if  it  luas  gold  there  would  be  a  large  profit  on  it  at 
that  price  ;  but  how  were  we  to  test  it  ?  "  That  is  easily 
done  by  going  to  Buckalew's"  (a  jeweler  who  has  opened  a 
shop  at  Clark's  Point),  said  I.  So  away  we  started,  all  four, 
and  to  the  wondei-ment  of  Buckalew  laid  the  treasure  before 
him.  A  touch  of  his  nitric  acid  (I  think  it  was)  soon  settled 
the  matter  to  our  satisfaction,  and  home  we  went  to  trade. 
Day  after  day  others  came  down  the  river  to  see  if  they 
really  could  buy  anything  they  wanted  with  the  dust  so  easily 
scraped  together.  As  the  stores  were  soon  gleaned  of  what 
was  most  desirable,  other  articles  long  resting  forgotten  on 
the  shelves  were  taken  ;  in  fact,  anything  that  came  to  hand, 
as  gold  seemed  too  plenty  to  be  worth  much  in  the  long  run. 
Silver  is  hoarded,  and  has  become  so  scarce  that  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  get  enongh  to  pay  our  launch  hands,  and  bakers,  and 
washerwomen.  They  '-don't  want  gold  dust  any  way." 
Larkin  was  here  on  his  way  to  Sacramento  the  other  day. 
He  thought  the  discovery  would  ruin  San  Francisco  as  a 
place  of  business,  that  Benicia  would  become  of  more  im- 
portance, and  that  some  place  at  the  headwaters  of  the 
Sacramento,  and  near  the  mines,  would  become  the  future 
great  city.  James  C.  W.vrd. 

[continued  in  next  number.] 


San  Francisco  appears  not  to  be  the  only  city  in  America 
afflicted  wit h^  the  epidemic  of  dirty,  idle,  talking,  foreign 
loaters  disguised  as  workingmen.  Don  Piatt  says  of  one  of 
these  oratorical  tramps  now  doing  the  business  of  curb-stone 
statesmanship  at  the  national  capital:  "There  is  some- 
thing beautiful  in  hearkening  to  the  voice  of  an  idle,  ignor- 
ant, unwashed,  unknown,  foreign  vagrant — a  raw-mouthed 
horse-radish  incapable  of  pronouncing  a  single  word  cor- 
rectly in  English  ;  a  fellow  who  has  but  a  dim  idea  of  what 
the  little  he  says  really  means — assailing  our  real  wurking- 
men,  native-born  or  naturalized  citizens,  men  who  put  in 
their  solid  day's  labor  each  day,  and  are  respect-^.l  citii^ens  ; 
assailing  such  men  because  of  their  repudialioD  ^'^  i  .-.d 

his  absurd,  intricate,  ridiculous  ideas;  ideas  ■ 
in  the  mind,  and  rendered  impossible  of  on.j 
reason  of  his  freshne€s  in  our  country." 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Faucy. 


Do  you  still  think  sometimes  of  the  dear  old  Roman  days, 
Em,  when  we  lived  in  the  clear,  pure  atmosphere  of  art,  and 
the  weeks  were  one  long,  delicious  dream  of  beauty  .''  I 
have  been  back  to  th*m,  in  fancy,  the  last  two  hours,  and 
still— 

"  With  drvaniful  eyes 
My  spirit  lies 
Under  the  walls  of  Paradise." 

"What,"  I  hear  you  exclaim,  "has  she  found  in  prosaic 
San  Francisco,  duller  now  than  its  wont  even,  to  bring  back 
the  glamour  of  that  precious  past  ?'  Only  a  portfolio  and 
an  easel  or  two,  in  a  small,  sparely-furnished  room  on  the 
second  floor  of  a  Kearny  Street  building,  a  few  steps  beyond 
Pine,  ma  I'/urc;  I  think  it  is.  In  those  portfolios  are  a  scries 
of  etchings  and  rare  old  line  engravings  that,  from  their 
splendid  execution  and  the  fact  that  they  arc  none  of  them 
duplicated  in  this  collection,  and  hardly  elsewhere,  are  al- 
most priceless  treasures  to  an  art  lover.  I  must  be  brief  in 
the  telling,  for  I  have  a  deal  to  talk  about  to-day.  First,  the 
etchings,  which  you  know  are  growing  more  popular  every 
year.  There  arc  the  works  of  many  of  the  great  masters; 
chief  among  them,  "Attelage  de  Bn:ufs,"  "I'Hiver,"  and 
'*  Le  Rouleau,"  of  Charles  Jacquc,  the  prince  of  etchers,  and 
great  in  poultry  painting  as  well  ;  some  capital  street  scenes 
in  Paris,  infantile  heads,  and  three  excellent  figures  in  a 
group,  by  De  Lorme,  marked  "  F.Ile  Dort."  When  it  comes 
to  a  choice  between  paintings  and  engravings,  I  always  de- 
clare for  the  latter.  I  believe,  with  the  late  Charles  Sum- 
ner— an  excellent  art  critic,  by  the  way — that  "  the  engrav- 
ing is  not  a  copy  or  an  imitation  of  the  original  representa- 
tion, but  a  translation  into  another  language,  where  light  and 
shade  supply  the  place  of  color."  The  engraving  of  Turner's 
"  Italy,"  an  open  letter-proof,  is  exquisite,  but  you  are  so 
thorough  a  Frenchwoman  at  heart  that  I  know  you  would 
prefer  the  copy  of  Gerard's  "  Napoleon,"  in  his  coronation 
robes.  I  have  little  admiration  for  the  conqueror  of  Furope 
as  a  man,  but  his  face,  as  a  study  of  severe  and  classic 
beauty,  has,  I  think,  never  been  surpassed,  even  in  the  stu- 
dios of  Greece.  The  "  Cupid  Sleeping,"  engraved  by  C»on- 
dolfi  from 'his  own  design,  the  ''  Noli  me  Tangere,"  by  Ba- 
ruccio,  and  engraved  by  Raphael  Morgen,  one  of  the  great- 
est of  artists  in  his  peculiar  line,  are  very  fine  ;  but  the  best 
of  all  are  the  "  Sistine  Madonsa"  of  Raphael,  and  "The 
Incoronato"  of  Correggio,  the  latter  copied  from  the  famous 
frescoes  in  the  church  of  San  Giovanni,  in  Parma,  by 
Toschi,  who  devoted  his  whole  life  to  perpetuating  in  this 
way  the  works  of  that  artist.  The  "  Sistine  "  was  done  by 
Frederick  Muller.  His  was  a  pitiful  story.  He  spent  six 
years  in  perfecting  his  plate,  and  when  told  that  his  work 
was  too  fine  to  bear  the  necessary  number  of  impressions, 
sank  into  melancholy,  and  soon  after  died,  a  hopeless  luna- 
tic, on  the  very  day  that  the  first  proofs  of  his  work  were 
printed  in  Paris.  It  was  but  small  recompense  for  a  broken 
heart  that  a  copy  was  placed  over  his  bier,  as  "The  Trans- 
figuration "  had  been  hung  above  Raphael's  senseless  clay  sct 
many  years  before.  The  very  first  impression,  now  \'alued 
at  over  $10,000,  is  at  present  in  the  liritish  Museum.  This 
one  which  Mr.  V'icker)-  has,  is  one  of  a  very  few  first  proofs, 
as  is  also  that  of  "The  Incoronato,'*  and  both  are  corre- 
spondingly precious,  the  price  of  the  former  being  $iqo,  and 
that  of  the  latter  $200 ;  but  then — there  is  but  one  of  each  ! 
You  know,  of  course,  that  after  the  first  half-dozen  impres- 
sions a  plate  becomes  comparatively  worthless,  and  each 
plate  has  been  the  work  of  many  months,  sometimes  as 
many  years,  perhaps,  as  poor  Muller  served  to  complete  his 
ideal.  Genuine  first  proofs  frequently  have  one  little  mark 
that  the  uninitiated  would  readily  mistake  for  a  blemish — 
that  is,  fine  strokes,  like  the  accidental  touches  of  a  pencil, 
all  along  the  edges.  The  fact  that  these,  so  very  fine  as 
they  are,  should  be  reproduced  shows  that  the  plate  could 
have  been  but  slightly  used,  as  after  the  first  two  or  three 
they  entirely  disappear.  I  hope  you  will  never  be  misled 
into  tr)*ing  to  rub  them  out  with  a  bit  of  stale  bread,  as  a 
certain  Mrs.  Shoddy  once  did  with  a  priceless  engraving. 
There  is  an  exquisite  copy  of  "The  Madonna  of  the  Gold- 
finch," a  great  favorite  of  the  late  Pope  Pius  IX.,  and  the 
original  of  which  he  was  the  owner.  There  are  not 
more  than  ten  copies  extant,  for  the  Holy  Father  was 
exceedingly  choice  of  it  and  gave  them  away  but  rarely,  and 
then  only  to  some  pet  cardinal  he  wished  to  favor.  This  is 
one  of  that  number.  The  portrait  of  Raphael — how  can  one 
describe  it,  with  its  seraphic  look,  that  had  far  more  of 
heaven  than  of  earth  in  its  serene  gravity  ?  But  the  finest 
portrait  ever  executed  by  an  engraver  is  that  of  Philip  of 
Champagne,  done  by  Edeiinck.  "The  Madonna  della  Scala" 
is  sold,  and  you  will  not  therefore  see  it,  I  grieve  to  say.  I 
have  not  told  you  of  half,  many  as  I  have  mentioned.  Only 
one  more;  among  the  works  of  Gerard  Dow  was  his  inimi- 
table "  Managcre  Holiandaise,"  but  you  need  not  "set  your 
mouth  "  to  possess  that,  as  I  know  you  would — it  is  the  style 
you  so  much  admire,  a  single  peasant  figure — for  your  Lilias 
has  taken  that  to  herself,  and  there  is  no  duplicate  to  be  had 
— here,  at  all  events.  While  on  things  artistic  I  must  not 
neglect  to  mention  Houseworth's  invention,  or  rather  adap- 
tation of  the  camera  to  a  new  phase  of  photography.  He 
calls  the  pictures  so  made  "solar  photographs,"  a  not  ver>' 
happy  name,  perhaps.  They  look  much  like  the  photo- 
graphic copies  of  crayons,  are  soft  yet  distinct,  and,  I  think, 
will  become  popular.  Those  I  saw  were  life-size  heads.  I 
went  into  Abramson  &  Bacon's  the  other  day  to  inquire  for 
the  Lai/  Antcphclique.  Last  bottle  just  sold- -saw  the  lucky 
woman  moving  out  of  the  door  as  I  entered.  Knew  then 
what  the  look  of  triumph  on  her  face  meant.  She  must 
have  been  cIair\oyante  and  "sensed  "my  errand  before  I 
stated  it.  I  was  comforted  by  the  assurance  that  there 
would  be  an  abundance  in  the  new  stock,  which  was  to  ar- 
rive this  week.  What  a  nice  store  they  have  to  be  sure.  It's 
so  handy  as  1  go  down  Sutter  Street,  and  their  stock  com- 
prises about  everything  a  well  regulated  person  would  be 
likely  to  need,  ^'ou  didn't  know  that  they  had  turned  re- 
formers, did  you  ?  And  in  the  true  sense,  as  their  reform  be- 
L::ns  n;  Lome,  and  prices  are  greatly  reduced  on  ever>-thing. 
•  ::-Li-iJ  *lt  Lubin  for  cosmetics,  pomades,  and  the  like,  and 
•-: :  r.,  Bayley,  Aitkinson,  and  a  London  firm,  Piesse  6c  Lubin, 
■1:  fumes,  seem  to  be  the  favorite  makers.      Mr.  Abram- 


son recommends  the  "Vaseline  pomade"  highly,  too,  and  I 
must  say,  if  it  isn't  French,  I  like  it  belter  than  anything  of 
the  kind  for  the  hair,  except  the  "  Huile  Philocome." 
Their  toilet  brushes  are  made  expressly  lor  them,  in  Eng- 
land, 1  think,  and  all  bear  their  name.  The  "  Lilicn  Puder," 
in  dry  preparations  for  the  face,  and  several  different  liquid 
powders  are  in  their  list.  A  specialty  is  a  most  delicious  ar- 
ticle for  the  teeth,  "  Dentine  ;  "  and  something  pretty  for  the 
toilet  I  have  not  seen  elsewhere  was  a  full  set  of  combs  and 
brushes  in  celluloid.  The  firm,  you  recollect,  have  a  'Cwit. 
store  on  Clay  Street,  near  Kearny.  I  was  shocked  to  read 
lately,  in  a  New  Nork  paper,  how  arsenic  eating  is  increas- 
ing among  New  York  women.  One  would  think  that  the 
awful  consequences  that  sooner  or  later  are  sure  to  follow 
the  practice  would  be  enough  to  deter  every  one  from  it,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  frightful  possibility  of,  at  any  moment, 
dying  in  all  the  tortures  of  poisoning.  lis  bad  enough  to 
have  your  horses  fattened  with  it  by  unprincipled  grooms, 
but  when  it  comes  to  taking  it  yourself— pah  !  Pure  and 
pleasant  powders  if  we. must  "beautify,"  but  no  poisons. 
You  will  be  interested  in  the  new  and  handsome  store  of 
Kennedy  t\:  Durr,  on  .Market  Street,  on  the  block  below  the 
lialdwin.  It  is  to  be  known  as  the  "  I'avilion,"  but  the  many 
old  friends  who  have  followed  them  from  their  former  stand 
on  Third  Street,  seem  to  like  best  to  speak  of  the  courteous 
proprietors  by  name  always.  1  haven't  been  in  so  bright 
and  cheerful  a  place  for  a  long  time,  and  every  one  partakes 
of  the  same  spirit,  and  blonde,  brunette,  and  demi-blonde 
and  dcmi-brune  clerks  all  vie  with  each  other  in  courtesy. 
Walk  with  me  down  one  side  of  the  spacious  room:  there  is 
every  variety  of  light  woolen  fabrics,  for  dress  goods,  greys, 
browns,  and  all  the  different  dead-leaf  tints.  A  little  further 
on,  we  meet  with  the  heavier  goods,  and  among  them  one 
especially  pretty  and  new,  an  ashes  of  roses  worsted  and 
silk  goods  (the  design  a  silk  half  square  in  raised  lines)  very 
pretty  for  cloakings ;  any  number  of  those  soft,  clinging 
camels'-hair  fabrics,  bourettes,  the  new  Schoodas  cloths,  the 
Barraboo,  and  so  on.  Still  further  on  is  the  striped  black  goods 
department,  where  are,  besides  all  the  different  mourning 
goods  proper,  new  designs  in  the  basket  cloths,  and  Jion- 
net's,  Ponson's,  and  jaubert's  fine  black  silks.  I  suggested 
to  Mr.  Kennedy  that  he  ought  to  make  a  specialty  of  sun- 
shine, for  he  has  about  the  finest  light  for  showing  black 
goods  in  the  city.  Across  the  extreme  end  of  the  store  ex- 
tends the  silk  counter,  with  light  and  dark  judiciously  and 
tastefully  arranged  ;  the  shawl  department,  which  is  another 
specialty,  and  window-curtain  goods.  Among  the  shawls 
are  some  beautiful  camels'-hair.  I  think  Mr.  Kennedy  must 
keep  a  private  camel  or  two  out  in  the  back  yard.  I  was 
greatly  taken  with  some  r^Iission  blankets,  the  softest, 
fleeciest  things  you  e\'er  saw.  They  were  part  of  the  lot 
that  was  sent  to  the  Paris  Exposition.  From  this  point  up 
the  other  side  are  the  choicest  of  linens,  flannels,  Persian 
and  Turkish  table-coverings,  and  utilities  for  the  household 
generally.  Through  the  centre  of  the  store  you  will  find 
ladies',  gentlemen's,  and  children's  underwear  in  every 
grade,  hoisery  of  the  finest  qualities,  and,  just  received,  a 
new  lot  of  children's  worsted  stockings — something  I  have 
looked  for  vainly  during  the  last  two  months.  A  pretty  new 
neck-ruching — a  positive  godsend  in  these  days  of  "  nothing 
new  "  in  these  goods — is  named  after  the  store,  "  the  Pa- 
vilion ruching."  It  is  of  crCpe  Usse,  with  a  double  ruche  for 
the  band,  and  a  broad  plaiting  of  the  same  to  lie  on  the 
shoulders.  It  is  their  own  idea.  Their  special  make  of 
gloves  is  Jouvin's,  but  they  sell  a  great  many  of  "The  Golden 
Eagle,"  a  new  brand.  A  handy  little  afiair  is  a  bottle  of 
powder  to  keep  the  hands  from  perspiring  and  spoiling  light 
kids.  Now  (if  you  are  not  tired)  let  us  talk  of  the  pretty 
things  at  Davis'  Golden  Rule  Bazar,  on  both  Market  and 
Kearny  Streets.  I  had  no  idea  of  the  extent  of  this  estab- 
lishment until  I  went  through  it  the  other  day.  It  is  five 
stories  high — the  one  on  iMarket  Street,  I  mean,  that  runs 
through  to  Geary — and  in  the  basement  there  is  the  frame 
and  bracket  factoiy,  the  machinery  for  which  is  run  by  a 
ten-horse  power  engine  ;  that,  also,  drives  the  elevator.  A 
curious  little  machine  called  the  "rustic  dido  and  cutter  " 
does  the  work  at  one  cutting  that  formerly  required  eight. 
It  has  twenty-eight  busy  knives,  and  you  can  imagine  how  it 
works.  There  is  nothing  in  the  way  of  fancy  cabinet  work, 
cornices,  and  toy  furniture  that  they  do  not  make  to  order 
here.  1  am  as  fond  of  timepieces  of  all  kinds  as  poor  Ma- 
tilda Heron  used  to  be.  I  remember  a  visit  I  made  her  just 
after  her  separation  from  Robert  Stoepel.  It  was  at  her 
house  in  Thirty-fifth  Street,  New  York,  and  in  every  room 
there  was  at  least  one,  if  not  more,  exquisite  clocks,  which 
she  wound  up  herself  regularly  every  morning  before  break- 
fast, and  which  kept  the  air  full  of  a  soft,  melodious  ticking 
night  and  day.  1  thought  of  her  and  her  pets,  in  at  the 
Bazar,  where  there  are  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  or  thirty 
different  clocks,  all  made  by  the  Ansonia  Clock  Company, 
\Vhose  agents  the  Messrs.  Davis  are.  An  exceedingly  pretty 
one  is  called  the  "Souvenir,"  swings  on  a  pivot, is  finished  in 
fancy  siUer  work,  and  has  a  plate-glass  mirror  at  the  back. 
Another,  "The  Boudoir,"  has  an  adjustable  mirror  above  it. 
But  the  "cutest"  little  thing  is  the  "Nightingale,"  the 
smallest  marine  clock  ever  made  in  this  country.  Its  run- 
ning time  is  forty-eight  hours,  and  a  bronze  bird  stands  at 
one  side  of  the  stand  as  an  ornament.  Then  there  are 
music  boxes,  trunks,  fans,  optical  goods,  Lemaire's  and 
Chevalier's  opera  glasses,  bronzes,  stationer)-,  toilet  articles  of 
ever>'  description  ;  in  short,  everything,  including  every  kind 
of  toy  ever  mvented.  Among  the  latter  will  be  one  quite 
new,  .Mr.  Edison's  wonderful  telephonic  toy — an  old  colored 
"auntie,"  who  talks,  laughs,  and  sings  in  the  real  southern 
fashion.  Mr.  Davis  will  make  arrangements  with  the  in- 
ventor, who  is  now  at  the  Palace,  to  have  a  jiumber  of  them 
ready  for  the  Christmas  holidays.  A  propos  of  Santa  Claus 
doings,  Mrs.  Parker,  for  eight  years  past  at  the  Ladies  De- 
pository— which  has  lately  suspended — makes  doll  dressing 
a  specialty.  She  dressed  that  lovely  doll  for  Mrs.  Fair  that 
made  such  a  sensation  among  the  little  folks  a  year  or  so 
ago.  Mrs.  Parker  has  gone  into  business  for  herself  on  Post 
Street,  near  Kearny,  and  does  everj'  kind  of  plain  and  fancy 
needlework,  wedding  and  infants'  trousseaux^  at  short  notice. 
Poor,  forlorn  bachelors  and  grass-widowers,  left  to  the  tender  \ 
mercies  of  the  laundryman,  will  bless  Mrs.  Parker  more  than  j 
once,  for,  in  addition  to  making  shirts  and  other  underwear, 
she  guarantees  to  keep  them  to  their  full  complement  of: 
buttons,  straps,  and  strings  ;  in  other  words,  makes  and 
I  mends  them  with  care  and  dispatch.     I  am  not  quite  sure  I 


that  this  is  not  putting  too  heavy  a  premium  on  bachelorhood 
though,  for  I  am  one  of  those  who  believe  in  taxing  this  class 
hea\-ily.  \\'hy,  forsooth,  should  they  not  pay  for  their  free- 
dom as  they  do  for  their  tobacco  and  other  luxuries  ?  You 
say  that  John  complains  that  I  never  talk  about  the  male 
fashions.  Thai's  not  because  I  am  unmindful  of  them  by 
any  means,  but  1  always  thought  that  the  "superior  sex" 
were  above  such  frivolities  as  were  supposed  to  occupy  the 
whole  time  and  attention  of  us  weaker  vessels  ;  hence,  my 
silence  on  the  subject  might  be  taken  as  an  implied  compli- 
ment. So  glad  to  find  they  have  some  of  the  weaknesses  of 
humanity  after  all.  Here  are  some  little  items  for  his  private 
ear  :  Canes  are  even  more  used  than  ever — Madagascar  vine, 
with  a  root  handle,  Russian  briar,  English  holly,  and  the  pi- 
mento being  the  greatest  favorites  ;  the  French  thistle  and 
the  African  jungle  cane,  an  African  orange,  and  a  kind  of 
bamboo  with  a  "  dog's  ear"  handle  are  also  popular.  The 
helmet-shaped  pith  hat,  so  much  worn  at  the  East  and  in  the 
Canadas,  is  the  best  head-covering  made  for  seaside  or  moun- 
tain wear,  and  even  for  the  city  during  the  heated  hours  of 
the  day.  It  has  a  wide  peak  in  front,  and  a  broad,  drooping 
rim  behind  to  shade  the  neck,  and  the  crown  is  lined  with 
the  pithy  inside  of  an  East  India  tree,  which  is  said  to  be 
better  than  cork  even.  They  are  made  in  the  East  Indies 
and  finished  and  trimmed  in  London,  and  are  intended  for 
either  ladies  or  gentlemen.  I  am  glad  to  see  that  the  awk- 
ward "plug"  hat  is  going  out  of  favor,  and  the  graceful  and 
artistic  drooping  fells  are  being  more  and  more  worn  every 
year.  It  is  a  standing  puzzle  to  your  correspondent  why 
men  will  persist  in  wearing  the  former,  which  are  neither 
warm  in  winter,  cool  in  summer,  nor  graceful  at  any  time. 
The  next  time  I  write  I  shall  have  something  of  greater  in- 
terest for — man.     As  ever,  Lll.lAS   DUKOls. 


PLASTER  OF  PARIS. 


From  Our  Own  Correspondent. 


Paris,  July  16,  187S. 

Editor  Argonaut  : — The  Exposition  has  turned  out  as 
might  have  been  ex'pectcd  :  relatively  a  failure.  It  is  now 
known  that  the  whole  idea  was  a  speculation  on  the  part  of 
the  Government  in  aid  of  the  property  known  as  the 
"  Champ  de  Mars."  Three  years  ago  it  was  resolved  to  dis- 
pose of  this  property,  and  arrangements  of  sale  were  com- 
pleted with  certain  railroads  who  wanted  it  for  stations,  de- 
pots, etc.  The  price  was  a  good  one,  but  a  brilfiant  idea 
occurred  to  the  Minister  of  Finance  to  turn  the  affair  into  an 
additional  profit.  It  would,  of  course,  be  necessary  for  the 
railroads  to  build  station-houses  and  to  improve  the  property 
generally  before  they  could  use  it.  Why  not  let  the  Ciovern- 
ment  make  these  improvements  and  use  them  for  a  season 
as  Exposition  buildings  before  turning  them  over,  and  in  this 
way  pay  for  their  loss  ?  The  idea  i\'as  seized  upon,  and  the 
result  is,  the  whole  world  is  invited  to  come  to  Paris  and 
spend  its  money.  When  it  is  all  over,  when  the  hotels  and 
cochcrs  have  filled  their  pockets,  and  the  deluded  strangers 
have  fully  paid  for  these  said  stations  of  iron  and  glass,  they 
will  be  turned  over  to  the  true  owners  for  the  purpose  they 
were  originall)-  intended.  Vive  la  Hionbui^!  The  whole 
affair  as  an  exhibition  is  immeasurably  behind  the  one  at 
Philadelphia,  and  also  that  of  Paris  in  1867.  But  if  the  Ex- 
hibition is  of  lower  grade  than  the  American  one  of  1876,  do 
not  imagine  that  the  hocel-keepers  have  not  learned  a  lesson 
from  our  side  of  the  Atlantic.  They  let  no  rooms  separate 
from  board.  While  in  America  the  general  tendency  is  to 
manage  the  hotels  on  the  European  plan,  here  all  are  trans- 
formed into  genuine  American  hotels,  at  least  so  far  as 
prices  are  concerned — that  is,  they  get  all  they  can  just  as  if 
they  never  expected  or  cared  to  see  the  guest  again.  If  an 
American  complains  of  paying  five  dollars  a  day  for  a  bed 
in  a  closet  and  one  poor  meal  a  day,  the  landlord  shrugs  his 
shoulders  and  says  :  "  Ah  !  but  you  know  how  it  was  in 
Philadelphe-e."  And  that  is  supposed  to  finish  the  dispute. 
Paris,  just  now,  is  filled  with  distinguished  strangers. 
Joseph  A.  Donahoe,  the  Shah  of  Persia,  Mark  Livingston, 
and  Edgar  Mills  have  been  occupying  the  Grand  Hotel  all 
the  spring,  but  left  some  time  back,  some  for  their  respective 
homes  and  others  to  travel.  Mark  Livingston's  rooms  were 
adjoining  those  of  the  Shah,  and  they  struck  up  an  acquaint- 
ance, not,  as  it  turned  out  in  the  end,  much  to  the  satisfaction 
of  the  Persian  monarch.  It  appears  that  Nasr-Eddeen  has  a 
fondness  for  sport,  and  Livingston  is  not  backward  in  such 
matters.  Somehow  the  game  of  "poker"  was  introduced,  and 
the  Shah  dropped  so  many  hundred  thousand  francs  in  two 
or  three  sittings  that  he  was  obliged  to  telegraph  to  Teheran 
for  "more  mud."  Edgar  Mills,  also,  took  a  turn  with  his 
Highness,  but  while  his  winnings  were  considerable,  rumor 
says  that  they  were  so  moderate  as  not  to  disturb  the  good 
feeling  which  should  exist  between  gentlemen. 

It  is  whispered  in  the  American  quarter  that  a  young  gen- 
tleman of  San  Francisco,  but  for  the  last  twelve  months  visit- 
ing the  Old  World,  is  about  to  marry  a  lady  of  noble  birth, 
whose  acquaintance  he  made  last  winter  at  Nice.  The  gen- 
tleman is  exceedingly  popular  in  San  Francisco  society,  and 
deservedly  so.  A  lawyer  by  profession,  liberally  educated, 
handsome,  engaging  and  courteous,  it  is  not  strange  that  he 
has  gained  the  affection  of  the  young  lady -referred  to,  who, 
by  the  way,  is  said  to  be  as  beautiful  as  she  is  wealthy  and 
gifted.  I  am  not  authorized  to  announce  the  intended  mar- 
riage, but  it  is  an  open  secret  that  the  name  of  the  gentle- 
man is  George  F.  Baker,  and  that  the  lady  is  the  Countess 
Thecla  Von  Pullovitz-Snitzel,  sister  to  the  Count  Imhoff  Von 
PuUovitz-Snitzel,  so  long  secretary  to  the  Russian  Embassy 
at  \'ienna.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in  October,  and 
the  parties  sail  for  America  in  November  for  a  wedding  tour. 
Captain  Talbot,  of  the  firm  of  Pope  &  Talbot  was  here  a  few 
days  ago  on  his  way  to  Carlsbad.  His  son  and  one  daughter, 
Miss  Emily,  accompany  him.  Washington  Bartlett  is  here 
now,  but  1  believe  goes  to  Switzerland  and  Germany  in  a 
few  days. G.  W.  T. 

If  tliere  is  one  person  who  is  more  false  and  hollow  than 
she  who  says,  "  You  must  come  and  see  me  again,"  it  is  she 
who  replies,  "  Thank  you,  I  will  be  pleased  to." 

And  yet  they  have  hardly  as  much  labor-saving  machinery 
as  a  screw-driver  in  Northern  China,  where  thousands  of 
people  are  starving  to  death  every  day. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


AN  EPISODE  OF  THE  EXPOSITION. 

It  is  said  the  days  of  miracles  are  past,  and  it  is  not  diffi- 
cult to  laugh  at  the  "grown-up  child"  who  still  believes  in 
them  ;  but  they  who  laugh  may  please  explain,  if  they  can, 
what  happened  to  me  a  few  days  ago. 

It  seemed  to  nie  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and 
I  was  still  in  my  bed  half  asleep,  when  the  door  suddenly 
opened  and  there  appeared  on  the  threshold,  with  a  manner 
gloomy  and  mysterious,  a  stranger  of  dark  and  forbidding 
mien. 

"There,"  he  said,  "this  is  from  my  master,"  holding  out 
at  the  same  time  a  small  letter  directly  before  me. 

"Place  it  on  the  table,"  1  exclaimed,  petulantly,  "and  the 
■  next  time  you  honor  me  with  your  unwelcome  visit,  come  less 
noisily." 

"And  I,''  he  replied  sarcastically,  "ask  for  a  receipt." 

"  Receipt  !     Wherefore  ? " 

"The  letter  contains  two  million  francs.' 

"  From  whom  ? " 

"  From  ///;;/." 

"  From  ////;/ — who  ?" 

"  From  my  master." 

I  started  up  in  my  bed.  "  Who  is  your  master,"  I  asked, 
out  of  breath. 

"'  Fortune— a  happy  accident— God — a  devil — call  it  as  you 
like." 

I  got  angry,  and  pointed  the  stranger  to  the  door,  but  he 
did  not  move.  Exasperated,  1  tore  up  the  letter  and  threw 
the  fragments  in  his  face,  impulsively  ejaculating,  "  d — n  your 
millions  !" 

The  stranger  at  once  grew  civil,  and  cried  bravo,  over  and 
over  again. 

*'As  for  that,"  he  said,  "we  have  considered  it.  He  that 
despises  money  thereby  doubles  its  value.  There  is  another 
letter  ;  it  containsy^;*';-  millions.  It  does  not  need  a  receipt. 
Good  morning  ! "  and  off  he  went  like  a  vapor  sucked  away 
by  the  sun. 

I  would  have  thought  the  whole  a  dream  but  for  the  letter. 
It  did  contain  a  check  ;  it  was  for  four  millions,  and  on  the 
Bank  of  France.  ' 

"Well,"  I  thought,  "this  is  a  joke  of  some  friend." 

I  got  out  of  bed,  dressed,  and  went  into  the  streets,  to- 
ward the  Bourse,  where  1  had  some  business  to  transact. 
On  my  way  1  passed  the  bank,  and  entered  in  order  to  get  a 
note  of  a  hundred  francs  changed,  as  1  needed  some  small 
coin.  At  that  moment  a  clerk  from  Rothschild's  was  paid  a 
million— quite  a  heap  of  those  well-known  blue  notes,  as  high 
and  as  big  as  the  latest  critical  edition  of  Shakspeare.  With 
the  same  obliging  manner,  with  which  he  paid  the  million  to 
Rothschild's  clerk,  the  teller  changed  my  one  hundred-franc 
note  into  small  coin.  The  man  looked  so  kind  and  good- 
natured,  that  I  bethought  myself  of  the  already  half-forgot- 
ten check  of  four  millions,  and  took  the  liberty  to  show  it  to 
him,  hoping  he  would  not  get  too  angry  at  such  an  unseason- 
able joke. 

^■'■Trcs  inen"  said  he,  "shall  I  send  the  money  to  your  car- 
riage ? " 

"For  God's  sake" — I  cried,  feeling  quite  dizzy. 

"It  is  true,  it  is  very  large,"  he  said,  smiling;  "but  you 
may  take  it  by  and  by." 

"  Yes,  by — and — by." 

I  stammered  painfully,  and  took  mechanically  tlie  check- 
book he  offered  me.  To  his  question  if  I  M'anted  some  part 
of  the  funds  now,  I  answered  that  I  was  not  in  need  of 
money  just  then,  and  staggered  ^confusedly  down  the  stairs 
into  the  street.  A  friend  whom  I  met  asked  sympathetically 
what  was  the  matter  with  me. 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  my  dear  fellow,"  I  said,  "  I  have  four  mill- 
ion francs — don't  you  want  some  ?" 

He  was  so  kind  as  to  accept  one  hundred  thousand  francs. 
I  gave  him  a  check,  always  under  the  impression  that  the 
whole  affair  was  a  dream  ;  but  when  he  returned  within  ten 
minutes  from  the  bank  to  the  cafe,  where  I  waited  for  him — 
when  he  showed  me  discreetly  how,  in  the  depth  of  the 
pocket  of  his  coat  he  had  concealed  a  large  packet  of  bank- 
notes of  all  denominations — there  was  no  more  doubt.  It 
was  certain  that  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  have  become,  all 
at  once,  a  millionaire.  1  asked  my  friend  to  leave  me.  I 
wanted  to  be  left  alone,  in  order  to  bring  my  dizzy  head  to 
its  normal  condition,  and  to  think  about  the  proper  vocation 
of  a  rich  man.  Before  leaving,  my  friend  asked  for  my  ad- 
dress. 

"  You  know  it,  you  know  it,"  I  said  ;  "  it  is  always  the 
same." 

But  while  walking  slowly  along  the  boulevards  it  became 
more  and  more  clear  to  me  that  my  modest  garret-room  was 
not  a  fit  habitation  for  a  Crcesus.  I  did  not  mean  to  buy  a 
large  palace,  for,  although  a  millionaire  all  at  once,  I  had 
not  become  a  shoddy. 

1  remembered  then  to  ha\e  seen,  only  a  few  days  before, 
a  charming  little  palazzo,  two  stories,  court,  garden,  stables, 
"to  be  sold,  inquire  Quai  d'Orsay,  No.  15." 

A  hack  brought  me  there  in  ten  minutes.  Everything 
pleased  me.  The  high,  cool  rooms,  the  old  trees,  the  gar- 
den, the  marble  stables,  and  the  central  location.  I  bought 
it  at  once,  for  the  ridiculously  low  figure  of  five  hundred 
thousand  francs.  I  gave  the  porter  the  hundred  francs  in 
in  small  coin  that  I  had  changed  at  the  Bank  of  France, 
and  went  on  toward  the  Exposition. 

"  Of  course,"  I  thought,  "  I  could  not  live  here  in  summer, 
it  is  quite  too  hot ;  and,  besides,  it  is  not  fashionable.  But, 
then,  I  will  buy,  in  Versailles,  or  St.  Cloud,  or  St.  Denis,*or 
somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  Paris,  a  nice  chateau, 
with  a  large  park,  well  stocked  with  deer,  and  complete  in 
all  its  appointments,  that  will  not  cost  more  than  three  or 
four  hundred  thousand  francs  ;  but  for  the  present  no  hurry. 
Nothing  is  more  common  than  to  wish  to  buy  everything  at 
once  because  you  have  the  good  fortune  to  suddenly  come 
into  the  possession  of  money.  A  gentleman  can  wait ;  be- 
sides, I  have  first  to  provide  the  furniture,  etc.,  for  my 
charming  little  pala//o  at  Quai  d'(  >rsay. 

1  had  regained  my  presence  of  mind.  People  shuuld  not 
s  ly  1  had  become  dazed  on  account  of  four  millions.  And 
then,  it  happens  so  very  seldom  that  feuilletonists  are  mill- 
ionaires, or  that  millionaires  write  feuilletons — so  very  seldom 
indeed — that  for  nothing  in  the  world  would  I  have  deprived 
humanity  of  such  a  miraculous  demonstration  of  a  possi- 
bility. 

Smiling  and  nodding,  I  went  over  the  Champ  de  Mars, 


looked  at  all  the  exquisite  things  there  exposed,  and  chiefly 
the  flowers  seemed  to  me  more  radiant  and  fresh  than  ever 
before. 

"What  is  the  price  of  this  forest  of  rhododendron?"  1 
asked  one  of  the  florists. 

"  Five  thousand  francs,  sir." 

"  Only  five  thousand  francs,"  I  intended  to  say,  quite  horri- 
fied at  the  low  price,  but  1  bethought  myself  better,  and  said 
calmly  and  in  a  most  gentleman-like  and  indifterent  way, 
"Send  this  forest  of  rhododendron  to  my  house,  or  rather'* 
(thinking  of  my  present  narrow  lodgings)  "put  it  aside  for' 
me.  Here  is  a  check  for  five  thousand  francs  on  the  iiank 
of  France." 

You  should  have  seen  the  bows  the  florist  made  me. 

It  may  have  been  an  illusion,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  all 
the  shop-keepers  took  off"  their  hats  most  profoundly  as  I 
passed  by  their  stalls. 

I  went  to  the  French  ]>art  of  the  Exposition.  There  you 
see,  under  a  canopy  of  purple  and  violet  silk  velvet,  inter- 
woven with  golden  threads,  behind  panes  of  the  heaviest 
plate  glass,  zealously  guarded  by  officers,  the  crown  dia- 
monds of  France— poor  orphans  now— a  sea  of  indescribable 
splendor,  in  which  there  are  seen  floating  here  and  there 
colored  gems^turquoises,  sapphires,  and  rubies  of  untold 
value.  In  the  evening,  when  the  E.xposition  closes,  this 
dazzling  splendor  sinks,  like  some  theatrical  trap-door  ar- 
rangement, into  the  earth,  and  the  officers,  double  in  num- 
bers, sit  down  on  the  ingeniously-constructed  tomb  of  these 
wonderful  treasures  in  order  that  no  thief,  robber,  or  pre- 
tender to  the  throne  may  lay  hand  on  them.  But  here  1  did 
not  choose  to  ask  for  the  price.  The  "regent"  alone,  which 
the  first  Napoleon  wore,  is  valued  at  over  ten  millions. 
Such  things  can  not  be  bought ;  they  can  be  stolen  only. 

On  1  went  to  that  exquisite  porcelain  that  comes  from  the 
national  factories  at  .Sdvres.  Every  piece  is  a  real  work  of 
art  worthy  to  be  immortalized  by  poets. 

"Please  reserve  these  two  vases  for  me,"  i  said  to  the 
shop-keeper,  and  drew  my  check  for  twenty  thousand  francs. 
They  were  exquisite.  The  narrow  necks  rested  on  rosy 
white  bodies,  and  the  delicately  pictured  amourettes  on  them 
were  a  perfect  carni\'al  of  cupids.  A  crowd  of  little  fellows 
with  wings,  and  dressed  as  in  Paradise,  commit  all  sorts  of 
funny  freaks,  play  theatre,  call  the  audience  together  with 
trumpets  twice  as  large  as  themselves,  and  then  tease  the 
spectators  in  every  possible  way. 

Then  they  hide  themselves  under  the  beds  of  pretty  black- 
eyed  girls  to  attend  and  watch  their  toilets.  Of  course  they 
are  punished  for  that;  and  the  little  Amazons  apply  brooms 
to  their  rosy-colored  backs  until  they  fly  screaming  out  of 
the  windows. 

I  bought  some  more  St\'re5  vases  and  gave  some  more 
checks. 

Report  of  the  arrival  of  a  serious  buyer  must  have  spread 
very  fast  and  far,  for  from  every  part  of  the  exposition  build- 
ings the  shopkeepers  came  and  surrounded  me,  so  that  I 
could  hardly  move  or  speak,  and  was  afraid  of  being  pressed 
to  death. 

I  thought  of  the  thirty  and  odd  rooms  in  my  charming 
little  palazzo  in  the  Ouai  d'Orsay,  and  1  bought  for  each 
room  complete  furniture  and  appurtenances. 

For  my  bed-room  I  bought  a  splendid  set  of  old,  polished 
oak,  inlaid  with  ivor)',  and  carved  in  the  most  artistic  man- 
ner ;  beds,  sofas,  chairs,  etc.,  all  covered  with  blue  and  gold, 
and  a  magnificent  Oriental  carpet  representing  "'  Leda  and 
the  Swan,"  with  Persian  rugs  to  match — "  Eighty  thousand 
francs,"  he  said,  when  I  asked  the  price,  and  I  did  not  think 
it  too  much.  Of  course  I  had  to  furnish  the  other  rooms 
and  apartments  with  corresponding  style,  and,  strange  to 
say,  for  each  set  the  snlesman  asked  ten  thousand  francs 
more  than  for  the  last  preceding. 

From  there  I  went  to  ihe  American  part  of  the  E.xposi- 
tion, and  bought  some  watches,  clocks,  carriages,  jewelry, 
rare  birds,  Steinway  pianos— in  short,  everything  which  I 
thought  would  be  in  keeping  with  my  palazzo  Quai  d'Orsay. 
In  the  midst  of  my  triumphal  march  through  the  Exposition 
grounds  I  met  my  friend  of  the  morning. 

"  \'ery  glad  to  meet  you,"  he  said.  "  I  want  another  hun- 
dred thousand  francs.  The  illness  of  my  mother-in-law's 
aunt  puts  me  to  quite  an  extraordinary'  expense." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  I  replied,  "provided  so  much  is  left 
to  me." 

1  made  up  my  accounts  in  all  haste,  and  found  for  a  won- 
der that  I  had  spent,  up  to  one  centime,  just  four  millions 
and  one  hundred  francs.  After  running  the  whole  day  and 
buying  so  much,  1  felt  very  hungry ;  but  I  had  not  a  cent 
in  my  pockei. 

"  I  should  like  some  lunch,"  I  said  to  my  friend  ;  "  will 
you  oblige  me  with  ten  francs." 

"  Of  course,"  he  said  ;  gave  me  the  money,  and  left  me 
with  a  deep  bow. 

At  Paris,  debtors  are  nearly  as  polite  as  florists,  shop- 
keepers, and  bank  employes. 

*  *  *  *  -x-  ■«-  * 

.Vwakened  by  a  rude  push  at  my  shoulders,  1  started  up 
from  the  chair  in  which  1  sat,  and  the  fellow  of  the  dark  and 
forbidding  mien  stood  before  me.  Fie  was  the  waiter  at  the 
restaurant  where  I  had  dined. 

"Am  sorry  to  wake  you  up,  sir,"  he  said.  "Of  course  you 
get  tired,  walking  so  much  around  the  Exposition  grounds — 
and  then— you  fall  asleep  after  dinner — you  don't  know  how 
— you  wish  to  pay?" 

I  had  forgotten  my  purse  and  monej'.  The  bill  was  ex- 
actly ten  francs.  Fortunately,  I  found  a  halfforgotten  ten- 
franc  piece  in  the  corner  of  one  of  my  vest  pockets. 

Sax  Francisco,  August  5,,  1878.  Lotus. 


"  See  here,  mister,  me  and  my  wife  have  just  been  spliced, 
and  I  am  going  to  show  Amanda  the  town  if  it  takes  a  mule 
a  day.  Now  give  us  one  of  them  rooms  like  the  lemple  of 
Solomon,  you  know."  The  clerk  called  a  hall  boy  and  said  : 
"  Show  this  gentleman  to  the  bridal  chamber."  At  this  the 
tall  rustic  became  instantly  excited  :  "Not  by  a  long  shot  ! 
Ye  shiny-haired,  biled-shirted,  dollar-breast-pinned,  grinning 
monkey,  you  can't  play  that  on  me  !  If  1  am  from  the  coun- 
try, ye  don't  catch  mc  and  my  wife  lodging  in  yourdoggoned 
old  harness  room  !  " 


A  kiss  from  my  mother  made  me  a  painter. --/>'(7//rtw//« 
West.    Well,  he  liked  paint  better  than  we  do. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES. 


XLIII.— The  Home  Fever. — A  Reminiscence  of  the  West  Indies. 


We  sat  alone,  in  a  trellised  bower,  ' 

And  ga/ed  o'er  the  darkening  deep, 

.\nd  the  holy  calm  of  that  twilight  hour 

Came  over  our  hearts  like  sleep ; 

.■\nd  we  dreamed  of  the  banks  and  the  bonny  braes 

That  have  gladdened  our  hearts  in  childhood's  days. 

W'e  sat  in  thai  cool  verandah's  shade. 

Where  the  fragrant  ti-ti"  twined 
lis  fairy  net  work  around  us,  and  made 
A  harp  for  the  cool  sea  wind 
That  came  there  with  its  low,  soft  tones  at  night, 
I  ,ik('  a  sigh  that  is  telling  of  past  delight. 

And  that  wind  with  its  tale  of  flowers  had  come 

From  the  island  groves  that  gem  the  sea, 
And  the  waves,  Uke  wanderers  returning  home. 
To  the  beach  came  wearily  ; 
For  the  conch'sf  far  home -call,  the  parrots'  cry. 
Had  told  that  the  sabbath  of  night  was  nigh. 

And  he,  the  friend  at  my  side  that  sate, 

Was  a  boy  whose  path  had  gone 
Tiiro'  the  Howers  and  fields  of  joy  that  Fate, 
Like  a  mother,  had  smiled  upon  ; 
But.  alas  !  for  the  time  when  our  hopes  take  wings, 
.\x\A*  memory  to  grief  like  a  siren  sings. 

His  home  has  been  on  the  stormy  shore 

Of  Albyn's  mountain  land  ; 
I  Us  lay  was  tuned  to  the  breakers  roar. 
And  he  loved  the  bleak  sea  sand  ; 
The  tempest's  din,  and  the  howhng  breeze. 
Were  all  his  soul's  wild  sympathies. 

They  had  told  him  tales  of  sunny  lands 

That  rose  o'er  Indian  seas. 
Where  gold  shone  sparkling  from  river  sands. 
And  strange  fruits  bent  the  trees  ; 
They  had  wiled  him  away  from  his  father's  heartli. 
With  its  light  of  peace  and  its  voice  of  mirth. 

And,  now  that  gold  and  gems  were  near, 

lie  strayed  "neath  the  tropic  sun ; 
but  the  voice  of  promise  that  thrilled  his  ear 
At  that  joyous  moment  was  gone, 
And  the  hopes  he  had  chased,  mid  the  wiles  of  niglit. 
Had  melted  away,  like  a  fire- fly's  light. 

Oh  !  1  have  watched  him  gazing  long 
Where  the  home-bound  vessels  lay. 
C'heating  sad  thoughts  with  some  old  song. 
Or  wiping  his  tears  away. 
Oh,  well  I  knew  that  that  weary  breast. 
Like  the  dove  o*"  the 'deluge,  pined  for  rest. 

For  there  was  "a  worm  in  the  bud,"  whose  fold 

Defied  the  skillful  healer's  art ; 
And  consumption's  hectic  plague-spni  lold 
The  tale  of  a  broken  heart, 
'!  he  boy  knew  he  was  dying  ;   but  the  sleep 
r)f  death  is  bliss  to  those  that  watch  and  weep. 

He  died  ;  but  memory's  wizard  power. 

With  its  ghostly  train,  had  come 
To  the  sad  heart's  ruins  at  that  last  hour, 

And  he  murmured  :  "Home,  liome,  home." 
And  his  spirit  passed,  in  that  happy  dream. 
Like  a  bird  in  the  track  of  a  bright  sunbeam. 

Oh  !  talk  of  spring  to  the  trampled  flower, 

Of  light,  to  the  fallen  star ; 
Of  glory,  to  those  who,  in  danger's  hour, 
Lie  cold  in  the  field  of  war ; 
But  ye  mock  the  exile's  heart  when  ye  tell 
Of  aught  save  the  home  where  it  pines  to  dwell. 


'  A  kind  of  vine  common  in  the  West  Indies. 

tThe  sound  made  by  blowing  into  ihe  conch  shell  w.-is  the  usual  summons  to 
the  negroes  to  leave  iheir  work. 


XLIV.— Ebb-Tide. 


\Nith  her  white  face  full  of  agony. 

Under  her  dripping  locks, 
1  liear  the  wretched,  restless  sim, 

Complaining  to  the  rocks. 

Helplessly  in  her  great  despair. 

She  shudders  on  the  sand. 
The  bright  weeds  dropping  from  her  hair. 

And  the  pale  shells  from  her  hand. 

'Tis  pitiful  thus  to  see  her  lie. 

With  her  beating,  heaving  breast, 
Here,  where  she  fell,  when  ca.st  aside. 

Sobbing  herself  to  rest. 

.\las,  alas !   for  the  foolish  sea. 
Why  was  there  none  to  say  : 
*  The  wave  that  strikes  on  the  heartless  stone 
Must  break  and  fall  away.'' 

Why  could  she  not  have  known  that  this 

V\'oiild  be  her  fate  at  length— 
For  the  hand  unheld  must  slip  at  last, 

Though  it  clings  with  love's  own  strength. 

PHCEBE  C.\ky. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.  — Sunday,  August  18,  1878, 

Muskmelon. 

Mock  Turtle  Soup. 

Fried  Sea  Bats,  Sauce  Tariar-;. 

Succotash.  Baked  Egg  Piani. 

Boiled  Haul,  Horse  Radish. 

Ko;ta[  Veal,  Baked  Potatoes. 

Peach  I'ie,  with  Cream. 

Kruil-howl  of  Plums,  Cages,  Peaches,  .^iiricols,  Grapes,  and  Apples. 

Xo  Makk  Mock  Tiicn.i-;  Socr,— Take  some  rich  stock,  and   put  into  it 

two  onions,  six    lomaioes,  two   tables poonfu Is   of  sugar,  one   deserlspoonful   of 

ground  cloves,  one  of  allspice,  and  tiome  cayenne  pepper.     Cut  four  hard-boiled 

rgs>  I'liic.  put  in  the  tureen,  and  pour  half  a  small  cup  of  sherr>'  wiiic  over  them. 

W  liixi  the  >.oup  lias  boiled  suflTicicntly,  strain  it  into  the  tureen  and  serve, 

'I'o  Makk  'r.\KiAKii  SAi'tE.— -To'one  gill  of  mayennai.se  sauce  niLx  m  one 
lablcspoonful  uf  capers,  one  small  shallot  (or  one-eighll.  jf  a  small  .mionj,  one 
ounce  of  cucumber  pickles,  and  half  a  lablcspoonful  uf  parsley,  all  chopped  very 
fine.     TItis  sauce  will  keep  a  long  time,  and  is  nit-e  for  cold  meat-i  or  ■;alad  dres-.- 

A  bcyUie  is  a  hay-cutter  in  that  it  believes  all  flesh  to  be 
grass,  and  while  the  latter  grasps  man  by  his  fingers  the  for- 
mer embraces  his  legs.  Like  the  mighty  reverberation  of  a 
clap  of  thunder  to  a  half-pint  of  milk  a  scythe  i^  very  unex- 
pected.   

At  a  recent  s-heriiif's  sale  at  Lebannon,  Pa.,  colnr. ,  v.-r^n  nt 
one  dollar  apiece.    At  this  rate,  for  a  few  dollars  ri 
have  laid  in  enough  coffins  to  last  him  a  iifetin- 
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For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the  workingmen's 
movement  in  San  Francisco  we  are  disposed  lo  accord  to  its 
action  our  approval.  The  petition  of  their  delegates  to 
the  State  Constitutional  Convention,  addressed  to  the  Pres- 
ident of  the  Vnited  States,  is  a  dignified,  well  wrtiten,  and 
courteous  presentation  of  the  Chinese  question.  Such  a 
protest,  coming  from  such  a  source,  under  present  con- 
ditions, will  not  be  without  its  influence.  The  question 
of  Chinese  immigration  is,  in  our  judgment,  the  most  im- 
portant one  that  our  national  councils  have  to  consider. 
To  us.  it  is  the  question  of  paramount  interest,  transcending 
in  importance  all  others,  pressing  upon  our  statesmen  and 
thinkers  with  all  the  force  that  belongs  to  the  consideration 
of  national  safety.  Our  Kastem  fellow-citizens  do  not  ap- 
preciate it  as  we  do,  only  because  it  does  not,  with  its  gaunt 
and  horrid  skeleton  form,  stand  at  their  hearthstones  and 
firesides.  Could  they  find  in  Congressional  aid  some  pro- 
tection from  their  hard  times,  their  bankruptcies,  their 
shrinkage  of  property  values,  their  labor  strikes,  their  e\'ils 
resulting  from  intemperance,  their  sunstrokes,  their  fearful, 
desolating  tornadoes,  their  deaths  by  lightning,  their  pauper- 
ism, crime,  and  bites  of  mad  dogs,  there  would  be  but  one 
sentiment,  one  public  opinion,  one  party  upon  the  enforce- 
ment of  the  proposed  remedy.  The  Chinese  are  the  cause 
of  our  hard  times,  our  labor  difficulties,  our  bankruptcies, 
our  shrinkage  of  values,  our  pauperism,  our  crime  ;  they  are 
our  sunstrokes,  our  tornadoes,  our  mad  dogs,  our  lightnings. 
If  there  had  been  no  Chinese  upon  this  coast  we  should  not 
be  as  rich  as  now  ;  but  riches  would  be  more  equally  dis- 
tributed, and  California  would  have  been  the  e.xceptional 
spot  upon  God's  footstool  where  there  had  been  no  hard 
times,  and  where  poverty  and  destitution  are  forever  impossi- 
ble. We  should  not  be  as  comfortable  under  the  insolence 
of  foreign  servants  as  with  Chinese  in  our  kitchens,  but  more 
of  our  girls  would  cook,  and  wash,  and  bake,  and  mend,  and 
do  housework,  and  fewer  would  be  able  to  play  the  "  Battle 
of  Prague"  upon  a  discordant,  rattlety-bang,  cheap  old 
piano.  Our  views  are,  we  believe,  fixed  upon  the  necessity 
of  restraining,  by  lawful  means,  Chinese  immigration.  We 
have  given  to  the  consideration  of  this  question,  now  for 
many  years,  our  most  earnest  thought.  We  have  endeavored 
to  discard  from  our  minds  all  prejudice.  We  .repudiate  the 
sectarian  and  sanctimonious  nonsense  that  prates  of  "  the 
Fatherhood  of  God"  and  "the  Brotherhood  of  Man,"  as 
the  cant  of  sham  piety.  We  consider  this  question  from 
the  narrow,  selfish  standpoint  of  self-interest  to  the  race  and 
family  in  which  we  are  bom,  and  to  which  we  are  allied  by 
all  the  ties  that  bind  us  to  life.  We  are  on  the  raft  at  sea, 
w-ith  only  enough  for  ourselves,  and  we  would  push  the  Chi- 
nese off  to  drown.  We  care  not  for  histor}'.  Whether  Gen- 
ghis Khan  and  his  nephew,  Batu,  were  bloody-minded  bar- 
barians, who  piled  up  their  monuments  of  skulls  to  mark 
the  murderous  track  of  their  devasting  armies,  or  holy  pil- 
grims and  preachers  of  the  one  true  God,  we  care  not.  This 
was  in  the  thirteenth  centurv-,  and  we  are  now  living  in  the 
nineteenth.  To  us  this  is  a  practical  question — a  question 
of  to-day,  a  question  of  self-preservation.  Because  these 
fierce  and  bloody  Tartars  generously  spared  our  ancestors 
six  hundred  years  ago  is  no  reason  why  their  descendants 
should  eat  us  up  now.  But  we  began  writing  not  to  discuss 
the  Chinese  question,  but  to  say  a  pleasant  word  of  Clitus 
Barbour  and  his  associates,  for  their  first  sensible  act  since 
they  were  hatched  from  the  sand-lot.  Opposed  to  Chinese 
immigration  as  we  have  always  been,  and  are,  and  always 
■j.-i!l  be,  we  are,  and  have  been,  and  always  will  be,  more  6p- 
1?.--.-  ;  ;o  the  cowardly  and  brutal  insolence  of  a  body  of 
~^'  and  audacious  foreign  miscreants  who,  being  them- 


selves of  alien  birth,  dare  to  organize  and  menace  the  quiet 
of  our  homes,  the  security  of  our  property,  the  safety  of  our 
lives,  Ixicause  we  will  not  \iolate  a  national  treaty  and  be 
guilty  of  inhuman  and  barbarous  acts  to  a  peaceful,  indus- 
trious, and  quiet  people  whom  we  have  invited  to  our  shores, 
and  with  whose  government  we  have  entered  into  reciprocal 
obligations.  So  long  as  this  conflict  is  between  alien  Euro- 
peans and  alien  Chinese  ;  so  long  as  it  is  a  quarrel  in  which 
the  foreign  element  is  wrong  and  the  Chinese  right ;  so  long 
as  common  justice  is  with  the  Chinese,  so  long  they  will 
have  our  syntpathy,  our  eloquence  if  we  have  any,  and  our 
pen  if  we  can  write.  It  is  not  against  the  Chinese  we  war, 
it  is  against  the  policy  that  invites  them  here;  it  is  not  the 
Chinese  we  would  bum,  it  is  the  ships  that  bring  them  in 
violation  of  law,  morals,  and  decency,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
steamer  that,  by  bringing  four  hundred  prostitutes,  once  pro- 
voked from  the  writer  of  this  article  a  passionate  and  de- 
clamatory threat.  With  the  workingmen,  upon  this  ques- 
tion, as  upon  all  that  aftiscts  their  interests,  we  are  in  earnest 
sympathy.  In  all  reforms;  in  all  reasonable  legislative  aid  to 
labor;  in  all  honest  movements  for  the  elevation  of  the  labor- 
ing class;  in  all  cases  where  honest  working  men  and  women 
are  seeking  their  rights,  we  are  with  Clitus  Barbour  and  his 
associates,  in  feeling,  heart,  and  sympathy.  Anything  in 
reason  that  will  lighten  the  burdens  and  increase  the  re- 
wards of  labor  we  will  heartily  cooperate  with,  if  led  by 
moderate  men  and  go\-emed  by  moderate  councils.  But  we 
do  not  favor  murder,  arson,  and  robber)'.  We  do  not  favor 
a  division  of  the  accumulations  of  honest  industry  among  the 
vicious  and  idle  poor.  We  will  not  follow,  nor  will  we  stand 
at  one  side  and  applaud,  ignorant  and  vicious  demagogues 
who  seek  to  stir  criminals  and  unfortunates  to  deeds  of  vio- 
lence and  crime.  We  will  not  countenance  nor  uphold  the 
miserable  and  cowardly  wretches  who  think  to  intimidate 
American  and  foreign-born  gentlemen  by  the  cry  of  Hemp  ! 
or  by  the  exposure  of  the  hempen  noose.  Such  treason  as 
this  we  should  aid  to  put  down  by  the  strong  hand  of  the 
law.  We  will  not  countenance  nor  uphold  a  Legislature  that 
panders  to  such  insolence;  nor  a  judge  who  prostitutes  him- 
self, his  court,  and  his  ermine  for  hope  of  future  \  otes;  nor 
the  Democratic  party  that  in  a  cowardly  manner  throws  up 
its  hands  at  the  "  stand  and  deliver"  of  these  political  mis- 
creants; nor  that  last,  worst,  \'ilest,  meanest,  most  mercenary 
and  cowardly  thing,  the  daily  press  of  San  Francisco,  that 
for  the  hope  of  ad\'ertisements,  circulation,  and  coin,  either 
stands  by  in  cowardly  silence  or  in  noisy  bra\'ado  of  finan- 
cial desperation  eggs  on  the  mob  to  a  violation  of  the  law. 
To  Clitus  Barbour  and  his  associates  we  say,  )'0U  have  our 
sympathy  and  the  sympathy  of  many  thousands  of  thinking 
men.  We  know  and  appreciate  the  wrongs  of  which  you 
justly  complain.  We  of  the  great  middle  class  suffer  with 
you,  and  we  have  as  much  to  lose.  Our  families,  homes, 
lives,  and  property,  are  dear  to  us;  we  love  our  country;  we 
are  for  fair  deal;  anything  that  affects  labor  afiects  us.  We 
are  in  sympathy  with  you,  with  your  wrongs,  with  your 
search  for  remed\-  and  reform;  but  we  look  for  it  along  the 
path  of  law,  under  the  constitution.  So  long  as  you  are  there 
we  are  with  you  ;  but  when,  in  your  ignorance,  your  pas- 
sion, or  your  party  zeal,  you  undertake  yourselves  to  violate 
the  law,  and  threaien  to  overwhelm  us  and  society  in  a  com- 
mon wreck  to  alleviate  your  sufferings  or  relieve  your  incon- 
veniences, we  cr>*  "  Halt  !"  To  the  honest  workingmen  we 
proclaim  ourselves  allies.  To  tlie  vicious,  idle,  cowardly 
agitators  we  proclaim  ourselves  enemies.  Thinking  we  ob- 
serve that  more  temperate  counsels  are  prevailing  in  this 
new  organization,  we  hail  it  as  the  omen  of  better  days  and 
the  promise  of  needed  reforms.  We  shall  not  regret  if  out 
of  this  agitation  there  shall  come  to  the  statesmen  of  the  na- 
tion an  appreciation  of  the  difficulties  under  which  we  now- 
labor.  We  shall  not  regret  this  upheaval  of  the  masses  if 
it  make  the  thinking  men  of  the  nation  think  in  the  direc- 
tion of  reform.  We  shall  not  regret  the  formation  of  a  great 
national  labor  party  if  the  principles  of  that  party  are  wise 
and  reformatory;  its  leaders  prudent,  legal,  and  law-abiding. 
We  shall  not  regret  any  political  change  that  is  for  the  bet- 
ter, and  it  really  seems  as  if  none  can  be  for  the  worse. 


We  have  said,  "  there  are  two  dangerous  classes,  the  ver)' 
rich  and  the  vicious  poor."  The  rich  owe  a  duty  to  society 
which  they  alone  can  perform.  Last  winter  our  town  was 
threatened  by  the  moblots  with  violence  ;  the  same  scenes 
will  be  reenacted  this  coming  winter  unless  wise  precautions 
are  taken  to  prevent  them.  The  first  and  paramount  duty 
of  organized  government  is  to  provide  remunerative  labor  to 
the  working  poor.  We  declare,  that  when  a  poor  woman  or 
a  poor  man  comes  to  the  representative  of  organized  society 
and  says  :  "  I  am  starving  for  bread,  and  have  no  other  way 
to  earn  it  than  by  labor — I  can  find  no  work  to  do,"  then  so- 
ciety must  provide  that  work  and  pay  for  it.  Our  city  gov- 
ernment has  no  such  authority.  Our  city  officials  can  not 
do  this  thing,  because  there  is  no  law  authorizing  it.  And 
yet  this  work  must  be  provided  this  coming  winter.  If  it  is 
not,  there  will  be  disorder  and  violence.  The  wealthy  men 
of  our  city  must  organize  and  do  that  as  individuals  which 
the  city  govemment  can  not  do.  Labor  at  one  dollar  a  day 
must  be  furnished  to  every  man  who  seeks  it.  Then  when 
the  tramp  comes  to  our  doors  and  says,  "  I  am  hungry  and 


want  work,"  we  say,  "go  to  work,"  and  show  him  the  place. 
If  he  will  not  work,  then  we  know  he  is  a  fraud  and  a  tramp  ; 
then  we  can  treat  hint  as  a  criminal ;  this  is  a  test  of  his  sin- 
cerity and  his  necessities.  Thus  we  segregate  the  vicious 
from  the  good,  the  idle  from  the  industrious.  Having  first 
done  our  duly  to  honest  men  we  can  deal  with  the  dishonest 
in  conscientious  security.  When  the  mob  demands  "  labor 
for  bread "  we  can  not  fire  upon  that  mob  if  there  is  one 
honest  man  in  it  who  is  willing  to  work.  First  gi\'e  employ- 
ment to  the  willing  workers,  and  then  deal  sternly  with  the 
criminal  element  that  would  rather  steal  than  toil.  We  have 
a  right  to  ask  our  rich  men  to  act  in  this  matter,  for  they 
alone  have  the  ability  to  act.  We  have  an  abnormal  condi- 
tion of  things  in  San  Francisco.  By  a  chapter  of  accidents, 
by  the  bounty  of  government  and  the  bounty  of  God,  by 
luck,  genius,  and  financial  skill,  one  hundred  and  ten  men 
have  accumulated  an  average  of  more  than  tliree  millions  of 
money  each.  Three  hundred  and  fifty  millions— an  amount 
equal  to  the  entire  assessed  value,  real  and  personal,  of  San 
Francisco — is  owned  by  one  three-thousandth  part  of  the 
population.  This  wealth  has  been  gathered  from  the  com- 
munity; it  is  the  earnings  and  the  accumulation  of  all.  Those 
who  are  richest  have  not  worked  the  hardest ;  they  are  not 
above  the  average  of  the  middle  class  in  ability,  industry',  or 
economy.  Circumstances  have  made  them  the  favorites  of 
fortune.  The  great  middle  class  is  poor,  and  all  it  can  do  is, 
by  diligent  toil  and  prudent  economy,  to  hold  its  own.  This 
being  the  condition  of  affairs  in  San  Francisco,  the  middle 
class  has  a  right  to  say  to  the  great  corporations  and  the 
millionaires  :  "  It  is  your  duty  to  see  to  it  that  we  have  no 
bread  riots.  The  easy  way  to  prevent  an  uprising  is  to  pro- 
vide labor  for  all  who  will  work,  and  give  them  for  eight 
hours  of  labor  one  dollar."  This  is  a  practical  remedy  for  a 
great  threatened  evil.  It  is  simple,  just,  and  easy  of  accom- 
plishment. Let  us  make  figures  in  demonstration.  Decem- 
ber, January,  February,  and  March  are  the  hard  months, 
one  hundred  working  days  to  be  provided  for.  Let  us  esti- 
mate the  number  of  men  who  would  ask  this  employment  at 
5,000 — and  this  a  large  estimate.  $5,000  a  day,  for  one  hun- 
dred days,  is  $500,000.  It  is  the  one-sixth  of  one  per  cent. 
on  $300,000,000.  The  whole  amount  is  half  the  cost  of  the 
Hopkins  mansion.  More  money  is,  annually  squandered 
in  the  public  schools.  It  is  not- half  as  much  as  is  filched 
from  property-owners  through  the  street  departi-nent.  It  is 
only  a  fraction  of  the  amount  spent  in  French  wines  and 
Havatia  cigars.  This  money  is  not  given  away,  for  every 
eight  hours  of  honest  labor  is  of  the  value  of  a  dollar.  It 
does  not  demoralize  the  poor,  as  does  giving  alms.  It  does 
not  encourage  tramps,  as  do  free  lunches  and  gift  soup.  It 
does  not  hurt  the  honest  pnde  of  the  honest  poor  ;  and,  bet- 
ter than  all,  it  applies  the  test  of  labor  to  determine  real 
poverty  from  grumbling  discontent.  By  giving  this  one  dol- 
lar per  day  we  do  not  interfere  with  legitimate  occupations  ; 
we  do  not  permanently  reduce  the  value  of  labor ;  on  the 
contrary,  by  furnishing  employment  for  a  limited  period  we 
enable  the  laborer  to  tide  over  a  temporarj- difficulty.  If  he 
is  not  necessitous,  he  declines  the  wages.  It  is  a  means  of 
aiding  the  working  poor  without  giving  alms  which  is  hurt- 
ful to  both  those  who  give  and  those  who  take.  We  have 
devised  a  plan  for  carrj-ing  such  a  scheme  into  practical  op- 
eration, and  in  time  shall  suggest  it  to  such  gentlemen  as 
shall  have  the  inclination,  the  ability,  and  the  leisure  to 
charge  themselves  with  the  details  of  a  philanthropic  labor 
bureau. 

A  convention  of  German  teachers  in  New  York  urges  the 
teaching  of  German  in  the  public  schools.  This  is  as  ap- 
propriate as  it  would  be  for  a  convention  of  German  sausage 
makers  to  recommend  the  eating  of  bolognas  and  black  pud- 
ding to  all  American  citizens.  Leading  journals  of  New  York 
disapprove  of  teaching  German  in  the  free  public  schools. 
We  quote  :  "  We  consider  it  wrong  to  make  the  teaching  of 
an>  foreign  language  in  the  public  schools  obligatory,  or  to 
use  the  school  funds  for  such  a  purpose.  English  is  the  lan- 
guage of  this  country.  All  our  laws  are  written  and  admin- 
istered in  that  language.  No  other  language  is  necessary'  in 
any  and  all  the  affairs  of  life.  No  other  language  is  neces- 
sary for  the  duties  of  citizenship.  To  teach  any  other  as  a 
part  of  public  school  education  only  tends  to  perpetuate  race 
distinctions,  which  should  be  obliterated  as  soon  as  possible 
in  this  republic.  We  w-ant  only  a  purely  American  educa- 
tion in  the  public  schools.  The  study  of  different  languages 
is  uselul,  undoubtedly  to  those  who  like  the  study  and  have 
the  means  and  time  to  cultivate  their  minds  in  that  way. 
This,  however,  is  an  accomplishment  tt'hich  those  who  wish 
their  children  to  possess  should  pay  for  themselves.  It  is 
an  accomplishment  this  American  public  should  not  be  called 
upon  to  pay  for.  The  movement  to  force  the  study  of  for- 
eign li\-ing  languages  at  our  public  schools  comes  from  pa- 
rents who  were  born  abroad  and  who  have  their  old  native 
prejudices  clinging  to  them.  A  good,  solid,  and  practical 
American  education,  and  one  that  will  not  foster  distinctions 
of  race  or  nationality,  should  only  be  sanctioned  by  govern- 
ment or  those  who  have  charge  of  our  system  of  public  in- 
struction." 

Mr.  Tunstead,  the  Sheriff  of  Marin,  is  the  only  hero  that 
the  Keamey  movement  has  yet  developed* 
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AFTERMATH, 


The  discovery  of  new  mines  whicli  may  be  worked  to 
profitable  advantage  is  a  good  thing.  The  development  of 
ore  bodies  of  great  value  in  the  Bodie  district  is  a  subject  of 
congratulation  if  the  result  shall  not  excite  our  people  to 
speculative  investments  in  wild  cat  and  other  worthless 
mines.  Mining  is  an  honest  and  legitimate  employment; 
gambling  in  stocks  is  as  hazardous,  criminal,  and  disastrous 
as  gambling  upon  the  green  cloth.  The  result  of  all  kinds 
of  gaming  is  the  same — a  few  get  all  the  money.  Where 
there  is  one  prize  there  are  a  hundred  blanks;  where  one  gets 
rich  ten  commit  suicide. 


A  new  deal  in  mining  stocks,  and  a  lively  one,  now  en- 
gages the  attention  of  operators  in  this  line  of  business. 
Whether  the  advance  in  values  is  attributable  to  discoveries, 
or  whether  it  is  the  result  of  speculative  manipulation,  we 
,  have  no  means  of  determining.  If  the  activity  is  due  to 
legitimate  causes,  such  as  new-found  ore  bodies,  it  will  be 
productive  of  good,  and  calculated  to  advance  the  general 
interest.  If  it  is  but  a  stock  operation  sprung  upon  the  cred- 
ulous to  gather  in  the  summer's  earnings  from  manufacturer, 
mechanic,  farmer,  and  laborer,  it  will  be  likely  to  prove  a  dis- 
aster to  the  material  interests  of  our  city  and  State.  Stock 
gambling  is  becoming  to  the  people  of  this  coast  a  serious 
business.  It  is  paralyzing  all  legitimate  industries,  and  ab- 
sorbing money,  enterprise,  and  effort  that  ought  to  be  turned 
in  other  directions.  We  shall  be  glad  when  this  stock  deal- 
ing shall  be  confined  to  a  class.  So  long  as  the  gambling 
mania  continues'as  now,  extending  to  all  classes  of  society, 
so  long  will  there  be  a  want  of  general  prosperity. 


The  Prince  of  Wales  has  christened  his  new  steam-launch 
Natika,  after  an  American  young  lady,  and  other  American 
young  ladies  are  gone  pea-green  with  envj'.  But  who  is 
Miss  Natika  ? — the  forward  thing  ! 


"We've  escaped  from  England,"  writes  a  good  young  lady 
who  has  died  and  gone  to  Paris,  "but  we've  not  escaped 
from  the  English  language,  my  dear.  It  pervades  the  at- 
mosphere. Even  the  classic  stage  of  the  Theatre  Frangais 
is  not  free  from  the  infection.  You  will  hear  such  words  as 
'shoking'  and  'luncher'  in  Les  Foiirchaiiibaulls,  while 
Judic  says  '  I  loaf  you '  at  the  Vari^tes."  The  young  woman 
seems  to  have  "  escaped  from  the  English  language  "  pretty 
effectually,  we  should  say,  and  the  same  thing  can  be  done 
by  hearing  our  local  version  oi  Lcs  Foiirchainliaults  at  the 
Baldwin. 


The  Bulgarians  are  about  to  erect  a  statue  to  the  late  Mr. 
MacGahan,  the  correspondent  of  the  London  Daily  News^ 
who  wrote  up  the  famous  "atrocities."  Mr.  MacGahan,  by 
the  way,  was  an  American — born,  we  believe,  in  Ohio.  The 
circumstance  that  he  once  expressed  a  wish  to  visit  Yosemite 
^^alley  might,  perhaps,  justify  us  in  claiming  him  as  a  Cali- 
fornian. 

This  did  not,  really,  occur  at  Mr.  Sharon's  party  last  week. 
A  fresh-looking  young  woman,  evidently  from  the  country, 
but  pretty  for  all  that,  was  "  attracting  the  males."  A  noted 
beauty  was  asked  what  she  thought  of  her.  "  Not  bad — for 
an  amateur." 

The  following  incident  occurred  otit  of  San  Francisco,  too, 
unfortunatel}'.  A  local  "  swell "  called  at  a  well  known  boot 
and  shoe  store.  "  I  bought  a  pair  of  shoe-laces  here  the 
other  day,"  said  he,  loftily,  "-and  they  were  not  worth  a  d — ! 
I  shall  buy  no  more  in  this  shop."  "  Put  up  the  shutters, 
John,"  said  the  proprietor,  turning  to  one  of  his  assistants, 
"it's  no  good  going  on  with  this  business  :  this  gentleman 
will  never  buy  another  pair  of  ten-cent  shoe-laces  here." 


"  You  look  weary,"  said  a  friend  of  ours  as  a  friend  of  his 
entered  a  Kearny  Street  saloon;  "take  something?" 
"  Thanks,  it  is  good  after  exercise.  I  iave  been  clear  out  to 
Lone  Mountain."  "Yes?"  "Yes."  "  Long  way  out."  "I 
went  to  attend  the  funeral  of  my  mother-in-law.  It  might 
have  been  further." 


I 


We  are  requested  to  please  notice  "a  farce  in  one  act," 
written  by  a  member  of  the  California  Dramatic  Club,  Mr.  T. 
P.  James,  author  of— but,  bless  him !  we  have  not  room  for  the 
list  of  his  previous  works.  As  the  play  in  question  contains 
in  its  first  two  pages  a  critical  judgment,  highly  appreciative, 
from  another  hand  (let  us  hope  not  the  author's),  the  neces- 
sity for  one  from  us  is  not  apparent.  So  we  have  not  taken 
the  trouble  to  read  it,  but  are  glad  to  learn  from  the  ap- 
preciative criticism  mentioned  that  a  work  having  all  the 
ear-marks  of  a  silly  performance  is  a  most  meritorious  one. 
There  seem  to  be  other  plays  in  the  same  book. 


The  President,  it  appears,  does  not  apprehend  any  diffi- 
culty in  making  the  Chinese  Embassy  take  the  same  views 
of  Chinese  immigration  that  he  holds  himself  If  his  confi- 
dence is  well  grounded  it  becomes  a  matter  of  considerable 
interest  to  know  what  views  he  has  the  wisdom  to  hold.  It 
is  to  be  remembered  that  the  State  of  Ohio  has  not  as  yet 
been  seriously  threatened  by  the  "Mongolian  hordes." 


They  are  going  to  erect  a  monument  to  Raphael  Semmes 
in  Mobile,  but  in  San  Francisco  we  still  lack  one  to  Col. 
Jackson,  of  the  Post.  True,  the  latter  has  not  the  good  luck 
to  be  dead,  but  his  feats  of  piracy  in  publishing  the  contents 
of  the  school-readers  as  original  contributions  to  his  paper 
seem  to  call  for  some  kind  of  prehumous  recognition.  No 
doubt,  however,  he  finds  a  certain  gratification  in  fancying 
he  is,  as  a  famous  author  expresses  it  in  another  tongue,  "  a 
statue  of  himself,  erected  by  public  subscription."  But  what 
an  execrable  artist  he  must  think  the  sculptor. 


Unless  "an  appeal"  shall  result  in  mitigating  their  hard 
lot,  Messrs.  Bachelder  and  Henninger,  the  men  who  man- 
aged the  police  brokerage  business  in  this  city  with  such  ad- 
mirable results  and  so  intelligent  a  sense  of  personal  profit, 
will  have  to  go  to  jail,  the  first  for  a  year  and  the  second  for 
six  months.  It  is  to  be  hoped  they  may  be  spared  the  an- 
noyance of  being  conducted  to  the  "  Bastile  "  by  officers  to 
whom  they  sold  appointments.  The  object  of  punishment 
— it  cannot  be  too  often  repeated — is  merely  reformatory  ; 
and  this  end  will  have  been  sufficiently  accomplished  if  these 
gentlemen,  entering  jail  as  common  swindlers,  shall  emerge 
as  common  thieves. 


When  a  capitalist  gives  in  his  adherence  to  the  working- 
man's  cause  he  does  so  with  a  temperate  and  graceful  zeal 
suggestive  of  a  reserved  power  from  which  those  who  have 
lost  faith  in  the  empty  declamation  of  the  ragged  demagogue 
are  justified  in  forecasting  great  results.  An  instance  in 
point.  Down  at  the  Oakland  wharf  last  Tuesday  a  "fat  and 
well-liking"  gentleman  who  lives  on  Nob  Hill  approached 
with  stately  step  a  little  Chinese  cub  not  bigger  than  a  water- 
pitcher,  whose  pagan  guardian  was  chaffering  with  the  ticket- 
seller  at  the  ferry,  and,  spreading  his  fatherly  palm  all  over 
the  top  of  the  little  creature's  now],  smiled  a  courtly  smile 
and  said  in  his  blandest  tones  ;  "  My  child,  you  must  go." 
It  was  a  mere  experiment ;  the  gentleman  has  political  am- 
bition, and  was  rehearsing  his  part.  One  must  creep  before 
one  can  walk. 

The  London  World,  in  presenting  a  sketch  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Chamberlain,  formerly  Mayor  of  Birmingham  and  now  mem- 
ber of  Parliament,  says  that  during  his  first  tenure  of  the 
mayoralty  commenced  that  series  of  municipal  reforms  with 
which  his  name  is  indissolubly  associated  by  his  fellow- 
townsmen.  He  set  to  work  to  conduct  the  negotiations  and 
draw  the  Acts  of  Parliament  necessary  for  the  acquirement 
of  the  local  water-works,  and  subsequently  of  the  property 
of  the  two  gas  companies  existing  in  Birmingham.  This 
policy  has  proved  brilliantly  successful,  having  relieved  the 
rate-payers  of  considerable  burdens.  The  gas  department 
is  conducted  so  cheaply  as  to  return  to  the  town  a  profit  of 
fifty  thousand  pounds  per  annum,  while  the  water-works 
bring  in  five,  the  difference  being  explained  by  the  indispo- 
sition of  the  corporation  to  make  more  than  just  a  clear  sur- 
plus out  of  the  water,  which  must  be  regarded  as  an  article 
of  prime  necessity,  while  gas  is  employed  at  a  profit  in  con- 
ducting business.  If  we  could  have  an  honest  municipal 
government,  nothing  could  be  more  desirable  than  that  San 
Francisco  should  own  her  gas  and  water-works.  The  first 
it  can  construct,  and  thus  supply  light.  The  second  it  can 
purchase  either  from  the  Spring  Valley  or  by  obtaining  Lake 
Merced ;  and  if  properly  and  honestly  conducted  would  be 
a  source  of  profit  to  the  city.  Common  sense  and  common 
honesty  are  all  that  is  required. 


It  is  becoming  the  fashion  among  the  ladies  of  England 
to  have  their  monograms  embroidered  on  their  shoes.  This 
is  an  idea  for  those  who  have  pretty  ankles  and  small  feet. 


One  of  the  most  promising  signs  of  the  times  is  the  disin- 
tegration of  the  Democratic  party  of  the  "solid  South." 
Disaffected  Democrats,  Republicans,  and  darkies  are  organ- 
izing in  opposition  to  the  brigadier-general  machine  politics 
of  the  unreconstructed  element  of  Southern  chivalry.  We 
told  Pen  Johnson  so. 

From  a  paragraph  m  the  "  social "  column  of  a  local  Jen- 
kins we  learn  that  on  Monday  last  the  Superintendent  of 
Streets  was  "surprised."  Itwasby  aparty  of  admiring  friends 
at  his  residence,  not,  as  one  might  infer,  by  finding  a  section 
of  clean  and  well-paved  street  broad  enough  to  lay  out  a 
dead  contractor  on. 


"  I  have  always  liked  your  paper,"  said  a  well-known  min- 
ing "manipulator"  entering  this  office,  "and  now  I  think  I 
can  do  something  more  than  praise  it."  "  Speak  to  the  Busi- 
ness Manager,"  said  the  editor,  not  looking  up.  Exit  of- 
fended manipulator.  "You  imprudent  man  I  "shouts  the  B. 
M.,  who  had  overheard;  "  how  do  you  know  but  he  had  a  cor- 
rupt proposition  to  make  ?  " 


We  recommend  to  persons  having  contracts  to  let  requir- 
ing only  unskilled  labor — such  as  grading — to  withhold  the 
same  until  the  winter  season  in  order  that  employment  may 
be  furnished  to  common  laborers.  Work  is  now  abundant 
in  town  and  country.  During  the  rainy  season  there  comes 
to  the  poor  a  severe  pinch.  If  this  suggestion  is  heeded  the 
winter  will  be  tided  over  easily. 


Two  Englishmen,  one  of  whom  was,  in  his  own  country,  a 
politician,  the  other  a  litterateur,  met  the  other  evening  at 
the  Bohemian  Club  in  this  city  and  naturally  began  talking 
on  the  one  subject  that  now  occupies  the  English  patriotic 
mind.  "  Really,"  said  the  statesman,  "  it  has  been  a  wonder- 
ful and  glorious  career,  that  of  Lord  Beaconsfield."  "  Very," 
assented  the  man  of  letters, and  pathetically  added:  "What 
a  pity  Mr.  Disraeli  is  not  living  to  describe  it." 


As  an  evidence  of  the  influence  of  the  ArG0N.\UT  upon 
the  effete  monarchies  of  Europe,  w'e  are  informed  that  the 
entertainments  given  at  Marlborough  House  by  the  Prince 
and  Princess  of  Wales  are  styled  "  Olla  Podrida." 


Miss  Lotta  Crabtree,  the  actress,  says  she  will  not  play 
any  more  in  San  Francisco  for  fear  people  will  think  that 
her  gift  of  a  fountain  was  only  an  advertisement  of  herself 
Her  acting  is  popular  and  her  fountain  pretty  generally 
avoided,  but  if  we  can  have  but  one  of  them  we  prefer  the 
fountain. 


What  a  number  of  "  primitive  Christians  "  and  "  fathers 
of  the  early  church"  one  meets  in  San  Francisco,  awaiting 
canonization.  Mr.  Lecky  informs  us  that  the  saints  of 
Mesopotamia  considered  washing  a  pollution  to  the  soul,  and 
no  man  was  thought  to  be  saintly  until  offensive.  When 
Saint  Anthony  was  very  old  he  refused  to  put  his  feet  in 
warm  water,  explaining  that  any  kind  of  ablution  was  a 
"fleshly  vanity."  Then  there  was  another  nice  old  "  father." 
whose  name  we  do  not  now  recall,  who  never  washed  his 
face,  because,  he  said,  "the  face  should  reflect  only  the 
purity  of  the  soul."  Saint  Euphrasia  joined  an  order  of  re- 
ligious devotees  who  shuddered  at  mention  or  a  bath.  In 
short,  the  more  ardent  pietists  of  "  young  Christianity  "  seem 
to  have  been  staunch  believers  in  some  Gospel  of  Dirt  which 
has,  unfortunately,  not  been  handed  down  to  us  ;  but  we 
have  a  lex  non  scripta  which  many  of  their  modern  success- 
ors faithfully  observe.  It  is  our  bigoted  opinion  that  these 
heretics  ought  to  be  persecuted. 


The  San  Rafael  ferry-boat.  Beautiful  young  married  wo- 
man beleaguered  by  male  adorers  competing  for  smiles. 
Beautiful  young  married  woman's  husband  looks  over  the 
top  of  his  newspaper  and  mutters  sotto  voce:  "  Now  what 
the  devil  do  those  idiots  find  to  admire  in  her  ?  " 


Boston  has  a  "  Society  for  the  Elevation  of  the  Stage." 
This  is  a  noble  work  in  which  actors  and  actresses  ought  to 
assist  by  forming  a  "  Society  for  the  Elevation  of  the  Pub- 
lic."  The  former  league  might  then  advantageously  disband. 


The  man  Troy  Dye,  of  Sacramento,  who  is  suspected  of 
having  murdered  Mr.  TuUis  in  order  to  have,  as  Public  Ad- 
ministrator, the  handling  of  the  dead  man's  estate,  has,  nat- 
urally, a  "  complete  answer."  Probably  it  will  turn  out  to  be 
that  he  could  not  have  made  any  money  of  the  estate  except 
by  official  dishonesty.  Later. — He  has  confessed,  and  must 
be  considered  a  dishonest  official. 


An  irascible  Front  Street  merchant,  to  whom  a  pertina- 
cious collector  had  for  the  third  time  presented  a  trifling  bill 
and  been  told  to  take  it  to  the  store,  kicked  him  soundly, 
roaring  :  "  Take  t/ial !  "  "On  account,  yes,"  replied  the  dun, 
pulling  himself  together  and  walking  away  ;  "  give  you  a  re- 
ceipt when  you  pay  the  balance." 


Mr.  Alexander  Del  Mar,  formerly  Director  of  the  Bureau 
of  Statistics  at  the  national  capital,  has  not  been  very  long 
in  California,  but  he  has  already  found  time  to  make  a  gift 
of  a  valuable  library  of  some  two  thousand  volumes  to  the 
State  University.  It  is  a  generous  act,  intelligently  per- 
formed.    Alii  tu  etfac  similiter. 


Amongst  the  ladies  whose  grief  for  the  sudden  death  of 
Montague  was  most  clamorous  and  inconsolable  i\Iiss 
Jeffreys-Lewis  shone  with  considerable  splendor.  When  the 
Diplomacy  Company  went  East  with  the  body  Miss  Lewis 
accompanied  them  as  far  as  Oakland,  where,  to  their 
astonishment  and  renewed  grief,  slje  bade  them  a  tender 
farewell,  returned  to  this  city,  and  married  a  stock-broker. 
The  lady  and  her  husband  are  now  engaged  in  drying  the 
handkerchief  she  used  at  the  funeral  services — which  will 
then  be  preserved  in  a  suitably  accessible  place  where  it  can 
be  reverently  inspected  by  the  sentimental  public. 


The  Call  is  authority  for  saying  that  the  Hebrews  of  New 
York  propose  to  express  in  some  suitable  form  their  thanks 
to  Lord  Beaconsfield,  Prince  Bismarck,  and  Count  Andrassy 
for  their  emancipation  of  the  Roumanian  Jews,  and  for 
securing  them  their  rights  in  Servia.  This  is  a  proper  and 
graceful  thing  to  do,  and  might  be  profitably  imitated  by  the 
leading  Hebrews  of  San  Francisco. 

Ex-Secretary  Fish  declares  himself  "out  of  politics,"  and 
shows  the  callosities  of  his  palms,  made  by  guiding  the 
plow  and  swinging  the  scythe.  With  all  respect  f.-r  the  word 
of  Mr.  Fish,  we  venture  to  remark  that  in  this  country  the 
man  who  parades  his  "horny  hands"  is  C"'mmon'-  • 
man  that  is  about  to  "fling  himself  into  th^  poi: 


10 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


ROMANCE  AND  REALITY. 


"Here  is  ihc  Ixrc!  whort  Nellie  slept" 

She  turned  the  snowy  coverlet  down ; 
In  through  the  lattice  the  ivy  crvpt  — 

What  a.  blissful  change  from  the  hentcd  town! 

"t;ood  night."    She  left  me;  the  moonbeams  fell 
On  flowered  carpet  and  dainty  bed ; 
I  smoked  and  pooderrd.  but  simnge  to  tell 
I  couldn't  get  Nellie  out  of  my  head. 

'■  My  .lunt  had  never  a  friend."  I  said, 
"Named  Nell,  or  Nellie,  vet  I  am  here 
Seated  on  Ndl's,  or  Nellie's,  bed  — 

My  clothes  upon  Nell's,  or  NrJlieS.  chair. 

"Nellie!     1  nlu-ays  liked  thai  name. 

The  godi  ar«  propitious,  and  I.  p«;n:hance. 
Who  voted  the  cuuntry  dull  and  unte. 
Am  here  beginning  my  life's  romance. 

"  How  fragrant  this  so.-»p.  and  this  ewer  quaint 

Ha*  the  wnter  held  in  which  Nellie  washed  — 
Nellie,  whose  face  neeils  no  na>ly  paint ; 

And  the  basin,  too— what  a  pity    tis  smashrd  • 

"  How  soft  this  towH  !     Nellie,  or  Nell. 

Has  hung  it  thus.     What  a  dear  sweet  girl 
She  iS,  to  be  surr;  and  thi\  brush  — all.  vtell, 
I  wish  1  could  drop  on  .1  tniant  cnrl. 

"Is  she  a  blonde?  or  is  she  brunette? 

I'm  sure  to  love  her.     These  nights  of  bliss 
Are  made  for  loving.     I  knew  that  yet 

1  should  meet  my  fate  in  some  way  like  this." 

I  sank  on  the  pillows.     "O  dear,  sweet  Nell, 

To  think  that  your  check  luis  prcssMl  this  down. 
And  your  limbs  reclined  here,  my  country  belle. 
One  day  to  be  queen  of  my  house  in  town." 

.My  sk*p  w^s  Iwoken.     'Twas  not  the  breeze 

That  sighed  through  the  trees  the  whole  night  long. 

I  rather  fear  that  il  was  the  fleas. 

Though  the  thought  seemed  wicked,  and  bas«,  and  wrong. 

1  looked  in  vain  in  the  breakfast -room 
For  Nell,  or  Nellie.     She  was  not  thert. 
"Deaf  aunt."  I  said,   "are  we  not  loo  soon? 

.Miss  Ndl  has  not  finished  her  morning  pra>cr" 

"  Nellie,  come  here."     With  cheeks  aflame 

I  could  not  rais*;  my  eyes  from  the  floor. 
Kut  grim  was  the  air  of  the  ancient  dame 
.As  Nellie,  h^r  poodle,  came  in  at  the  door. 
Sas  Fbam  isct",  August  4.  1878  D.\NiEr.  O'Connkli, 

Fated. 


CURIOSITIES  OF  JOURNALISM.-- 1. 


SPURGEON, 


The  fair  Norse  princess,  (iundalicr. 

Spake  to  the  maidens  robing  her: 
"My  life's  while  hour  is  very  near. 

.\nd  the  grc.*t  ash  trees  leaflets  stir 
With  some  strange  message  meant  for  me. 

Before  next  mom  I  may  be  dead ; 
Even  now  1  hear  the  mystic  sea. 

So  tire  nae  as  a  bride  new  wed." 

The>'  murmured  low   she  was  distraught. 

Vet  the  large  eyes  were  clear  and  far; 
Then  all  her  rich  attire  ihcy  broucht 

And  looped  it  with  a  pcarlv  sur. 
So  she  went  down  into  the  hall 

Clothed  in  pure  womanhood,  unmovcil ; 
A  new  knight  rose  among  them  all. 

And  looked  on  her,  and  deeply  loved. 

Thereat  she  smiled — their  glances  crossed. 

And  they  were  one  in  joy  and  pain  ; 
She  thinking,  "Mayhap  I  have  lost. 

But  yet  the  loss  is  sweetest  gain  ;" 
He  thinking  of  the  sav.igc  king. 

And  his  own  loyal  island  home. 
.And  glof)'.  bearing  from  that  ring 

His  bride,  across  the  laughing  foam. 

Thai  night,  at  sunset,  from  the  shore 

.\  light  boat  parted,  bearing  them, 
.\nd  after  it  a  long  bhip  bore 

With  eight  swift  rowers  armed  and  grim. 
Next  mom.  upon  the  lonely  sea. 

A  drifting  and  dismantled  boat ; 
.\nd  in  the  shadows,  calm  and  dree. 

The  prioces."!,  veilM  across  tlie  throat. 

NM.F.S.    .August    10,    1878.  CtlARI.CS    H.    SlIISN. 


MoontaiD  Ulies. 


Pure,  pallid  lily,  hfiing  up  racemes 

Of  scented,  milk-white  blossoms  to  the  sun; 

Pale,  passionless  thou  art,  as  some  cold  ntin 
Who  slays  loves  memory  e.xcrpt  in  dreams ; 
Thy  fL-iwIcss  purity  bathes  in  the  gleams 

Of  the  sun's  gracious  love  which  thou  hast  won. 

Unrecking  in  that  love  thy  death  begun. 
As  thy  flowers  breathe  their  heans  out  on  his  beams. 
Sweet  votan".   I  would  my  Jove  were  worth 

A  tithe  the  fragrant  sacrifice  of  thine ; 
I  would  there  were  such  homage  on  the  »arth 

.\s  that  ihoa  layest  on  the  d.iy-god's  shrine. 
That  the  intangible  spirit  of  thy  birth 

Infused  its  essence  at  thv  dc^th  in  mine. 
North  Collmbia,  July  28,  1878'.  Mav  N.  Havvi.f.v. 


wad  Roses. 


After  the  spring-tide  blossoming  there  lingers. 

With  petals  yei  unfurled. 
And  clasped  in  thomy.  h.ilf- reluctant  fingers. 

The  rose  of  all  the  world. 

A  vagrant  blossom,  unafraid  of  summer  — 

i^hild  of  the  aftermath  : 
Smiling  from,  every  carelcs*.  way^de  comer. 

From  lane  and  meadow  path. 

Tbej  t  ■'      '         and  tlelds  with  wistful  splendor, 

>ier^  fair — 
Sweet  >iho  unto  summer  rend«T 

>t-:..LL-    A  ;r,uul  compire. 

I^  tycTv  slo^sh  brook  and  pool  the>  gather 

With  faces  flushed  and  bright, 
Mddtng  their  tender,  dewy  kisses  rather 

To  dawn  than  unto  night. 

Their  faint  sweet  odor,  like  a  soul  unshii^rn. 

Is  fed  by  memories. 
.\od  woodland  secrets  to  the  air  are  gi\Tn 

With  every  rose  ihat  dif-5. 

Such  shy,  frail  things,  they  mock  my  \ain  endeavor 

To  hear  the  song  the}-  hold. 
And  so  their  soul  and  secret  w^l  forever 
L'nfathooied  and  untold. 
■  VT.  .August  9,   1878.  Q.  '] 


Having  been  engaged  in  journalism,  off  and  on,  for  the 
past  tweniy-seven  years,  1   have  taken  some  pleasure  now 
and  then  in  collecting  a  variety  of  curious  errors  which  have 
occurred  during  that  time  in  leading  pap<?rs  in  the  United 
States  and  elsewhere.     The  most  common  (and  most  una- 
voidable) class   of  errors  is   that  arising  from  mistakes  in 
;  punctuation  ;    and  ne.vt  in  order,  errors  resulting  from  de- 
j  feclive  orthography.     Hardly  a  newspaper  in  the  world,  of 
I  account,  is  there  that  has  not  suffered  in  this  way,  and,  as  a 
I  general   thing,  the  errors  most  infernal  to  the  editor,  but 
I  funny  to  his  readers,  are  to  be  met  with  in  the  most  influ- 
ential  and    best  circulated  sheets.     This  fact  is  easily  ac- 
!  counted  for  :  a  great  deal  of  the  '*  late  matter"  of  a  morning 
paper  finding  its  rapid  way  into  *' the  columns"  without  the 
knowledge  of  that  indefatigable  enemy  of  "  blacksmiths,"  the 
proof-reader.     In  the  first  place  I  will  present  a  few  of  those 
oft-occurring   errors — the  results    of  defective  punctuation. 
Some  twenty-one  years  ago  1  cut  the  following  from  the  ad- 
vertising columns  of  the  New  York  Herald : 

"W.KNriii' — ,A  gentle,  Norrel  colt,  suitable  for  a  young  lady  with  a 
long  uiil." 

"Hm  sKKEKfKK — A  highly-nespeciable  middle-aged  woman,  of 
economical  habits,  who  has  been  filling  the  .ibovc  situiition  for  upward 
of  eleven  years,  and  w  ho  is  now  deceased,  is  anxious  to  meet  with  a  simi- 
lar one." 

"These  lines  were  wriitcn  nearly  fifty  years  ago  by  one  who  has  for 
several  years  lain  in  the  grave  for  his  own  amusement." 

The  following  is  a  Philadelphia  Ledger  advertisement : 
"  WANTKiv^.At  the  Labor  Exchange,  two  married  men  and  their 
wives  to  do  fami  work  ;  also,  four  single  men  to  drive  horses  ;  also,  two 
stout  boys  to  milk  four  young  girls,  who   must   understand  general 
housework." 

This  combination  of  defective  punctuation  and  grammati- 
cal impurities  is  not  entirely  confined  to  the  advertising  col- 
umns of  our  newspapers.  Reporters,  who  ought  not  to,  are 
constantly  making  their  departments  ridiculous  by  such 
startling  announcements  as  follows,  in  an  account  of  a 
steamboat  e.xplosion  : 

"The  captain  swara  ashore,  and  subsequently  Saved  the  life  of  the 
stewardess  ;  she  was  insured  for  fifteen  thousand  dollars,  and  was  full 
of  railroad  iron," 

The  inimitable  Joe  Howard,  author  of  the  "  bogus  proc- 
lamation "  of  Lincoln,  formerly  of  the  New  \'ork  Ti?nes,  and 
now  of  the  Herald^  wrote  of  the  Bill  Poole  obsequies  in 
New  N'ork,  in  1S55  :  "The  procession  was  ver\'  fine,  as  was 
also  the  sermon  of  the  minister."  He  afterward  inserted 
after  the  word _/?//(• 'by  a  caret),  "and  nearly  two  miles  in 
length  " — forgetting  that  this  addition  would  also  refer  to  the 
sermon.  The  pronouns  are  the  source  of  vexatious  contre- 
temps, and  1  select  two  at  random  from  my  scrap-book  : 

"During  the  storm  a  cow  was  struck  by  lightning  and  inslanlly 
killed,  belonging  to  the  village  physician,  who  had  a  beautiful  calf  seven 
days  old." 

"  During  the  celebration  a  child  was  nm  over,  wearing  a  short,  red 
dress,  which  never  spoke  afterward.'' 

Persons  unaccustomed  to  advertising  phraseology  fre- 
quently express  themselves  in  language  liable  to  exceedingly 
absurd  misinterpretation.  Thus,  in  "  Situations  Wanted," 
we  read  that  a  "respectable  young  woman  wants  washing  ;" 
the  proprietor  of  a  bone-mill  advertises  that  "parties  send- 
ing their  own  bones  to  be  ground  will  be  attended  to  with 
fidehty  and  dispatch."  A  miller,  in  a  testimonial  to  the 
merits  of  a  powder  for  destroying  vermin,  wTites  : 

"  Two  weeks  ago  I  was  full  of  rats,  and  now  I  haven't  one.'' 

The  next  most  common  class  of  errors  is  that  resulting 
from  mistakes  in  orthography.  Thus,  upon  a  gala  occasion 
among  the  "  strong-minded"  at  Rochester,  X.  Y.,  in  1S59, 
Mrs.  Stanton  declaimed  violently  against  what  she  termed 
"white  males."  But  the  next  morning  the /^^vwiiirrt?/ had  it 
"white  mules."  In  all  probability,  however,  the  word  mules 
was  perfectly  satisfactory  to  the  pertinacious  "  E.  C.  S." 
aforesaid.  The  Washington  Chronicle^  during  the  early 
part  of  our  late  civil  war,  had  occasion  to  refer  to  Governor 
Seward's  "little  bell,"  etc..  and  made  the  sentence  read: 
"The  Secretary  returned  from  the  War  Department,  and 
raised  a  little  belli'"  etc.,  which  was  indignantly  contra- 
dicted. In  Mr.  Curtis's  oration  at  the  unveiling  of  the  Sedg- 
wick Monument  at  West  Point,  some  years  ago,  he  used  the 
familiar  quotation,  "  Uhi  libertas  ibi  patria .'  "  [  "  Where 
liberty  is  there  is  my  country  !'' ]  Imagine  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  cultivated  author  of  "  Prue  and  I,"  when  peru- 
sing his  address  in  the S/<tfidard  the  next  morning,  to  meet; 
"  You  be  libertas^  I  he  patria .'"'  A  most  villainous  kind  of 
newspaper  error  is  that  which  results  occasionally  from  a 
"  mixing  up '''  of  two  or  more  articles.  While  "  benzine  "  has 
something  to  do  with  these  "  mixtures  "  sometimes,  they  are 
generally  the  effect  of  rapid  "  making  up  "  of  "  forms  "  in  the 
mysterious  midnight  preparation  of  a  daily  morning  paper. 
One  of  the  most  provoking  of  the  kind  appeared  in  Senator 
Anthony's  excellent  newspaper,  the  Pro\'idence  Daily  youf- 
nal,  in  1853.  and  resulted  from  a  "mixing  up  "'  of  two  articles, 
(for  which  an  old  typo  named  Ned  Angell  secured  his  walk- 
ing papers,'  which  raised  a  dreadful  commotion  the  next 
day  throughout  the  "  State  of  Rhode  Island  and  Providence 
Plantations."'  The  articles  mixed  up  were  the  announcement 
of  the  departure  for  Europe  of  a  prominent  and  beloved  pas- 
tor of  C Church  and  a  description  of  the  peculiar  move- 
ments of  a  dog  affected  with  hydrophobia.  As  it  appeared 
in  the  joi/niaJ: 

•'  The  Rev.  Mr.  R— : — .  after  many  years  of  faithful 
srt^nce  in  the  cause  of  Christ,  will  take  his  departure 
froTh  us  on  Tuesday,  so  as  to  take  the  t'ollins'  steamer 
Aritif,  which  leaves  New  York  on  'fhursday.      Mr. 

K h-as  for  a  long  time  been  in  ill  health,  a  fact 

which  lias  for  some  time  been  painfully  realized  by 
the  members  of  his  congr^aiion.  So  they  resolved 
upon  a  European  trip  for  their  beloved  pastor,  and 
on  .^turday  made  him  acquainted  with  the  ddight- 
ful  fact,  .\ccompanying  the  report  of  the  commit- 
tee was  a  nicely-filled  purse,  which  was  placed  at 
the  disposal  of  the  pastor,  who.  after  thanking 
made  a  run  down  South  Main  Street  a*;  far  as  Planet. 
llien  up  Planet  to  hent-ht  .Street,  where  he  was  caught 
by  some  boys,  who  iit--d  a  tin  pan  to  his  taiL  Away 
be  went  again,  up  Benefit  Street,  and  down  College, 
at  ihe  foot  of  which  he  was  shot  by  a  policeman." 

Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  such  an  item  raised  Ned? — 
out  of  his  situation  ?  Ben  C.  Truman. 


From  Our  Own  CorrespODdent. 


LON'HON,  July  18,  1S7S. 

EiHTOR  Ar<;onai  1  : — The  Rev.  Mr.  Spurgeon  has  been 
so  long  a  great  London  celebrity  that  I  fear  your  readers 
may  not  care  to  read  about  him.  Twenty-five  years  is  a 
long  time  for  a  preacher  to  hold  the  ear  of  such  a  city  as  the 
British  metropolis.  But  this  Spurgeon  has  done,  and  even 
Beecher  can  boast  of  no  more.  True,  Beecher  is  able  to 
say.  besides,  that  as  he  grows  older  he  grows  more  interest- 
ing, at  least  to  the  public,  whatever  he  may  be  to  his  con- 
gregation, while  Spurgeon,  for  fifteen  years  past,  has  appa- 
rently been  satisfied  with  holding  his  own.  What  develop- 
ments he  may  have  in  reser\'e  time  only  can  tell.  He  may 
intend  some  brilliant  play  in  the  future. 

For  a  month  past  1  have  been  moving  heaven  and  earth 
to  get  tickets  of  admissi  jn  to  Spurgeon's  Tabernacle,  for 
you  must  know  that  enormous  as  is  the  building,  the  public 
generally  understand  that  it  is  always  filled  to  overflowing 
with  the  pew-holders,  leaving  no  chance  for  strangers  except 
by  special  and  exceptional  favor.  .\nd  so  I  thought  until  I 
was  assured,  a  few  days  ago,  that  there  was  and  is  a  method, 
and  a  ven'  commonplace  one,  too,  to  pass  the  door  of  .Mr. 
Spurgeon's  establishment,  which  anybody  can  tr>'  if  he  only 
will.  And  would  you  believe  it,  the  hint  conveyed  to  me 
was  to  the  effect  that  the  talisman  that  would  unlock  the 
place  was  simply  coin  I  So  last  Sunday  morning,  at  10:30 
A.  .\i.,  I  called  a  hansom  and  drove  over  Westminster  Bridge 
to  Newington  Butts,  fully  interft  upon  bribing  the  door- 
keeper of  the  great  Surrey  Conventicle  up  to  any  sum  within 
the  limit  of  five  "bob."  1  had  not  the  least  trouble  in  the 
world,  I  assure  you.  On  the  contrar.*,  at  least  a  half  dozen 
vestrymen  or  church-wardens  stood  al  the  entrance  ready  to 
be  corrupted,  and  only  wishing  for  the  chance. 

The  way  the  thing  is  done  is  simple  enough,  and  1  give  it 
to  the  readers  of  the  AkGONAl  1  ('many  of  whom  have  large 
church  interests),  to  use  as  they  may  think  best.  L'nder  a 
portico,  at  the  right  of  the  main  door,  three  persons  stand 
with  a  package  of  envelopes  in  their  hands.  You  tell  them  ■ 
you  would  like  to  get  in,  and  that  you  have  no  seat,  where- 
upon you  are  handed  an  envelope,  into  which  you  slip  a  half- 
crown  and  seal  it  up  'why  seal  it  up  I  don't  know,  but  seal 
it  you  do),  and  return  it,  whereupon  they  pass  you  through, 
just  like  a  camel  passing  through  the  eye  of  a  needle.  The 
Tabernacle,  as  it  is  called,  is  immense.  The  main  floor 
holds  at  least  three  thousand  people,  and  the  four  galleries 
more  than  as  many  more.  I  made  an  estimate  of  between 
six  and  seven  thousand  present. 

Mr.  Spurgeon  is  a  stoutish,  thick-set  man,  of  medium 
height,  and  weighing  over  two  hundred  pounds.  His  voice 
is  strong  and  clear,  without  appearing  to  be  very  powerful. 
He  aims  at  nothing  like  elegance  of  manner,  either  in  style 
or  deliver)'.  His  matter  is  simple,  and  his  manner  only  im- 
pressive because  earnest  He  is  a  good  speaker,  but  by  no 
means  equal  to  many  we  have  in  America.  The  Rev.  Mr. 
Kalloch,  of  Fifth  Street,  in  your  city,  is  his  superior  in  everj- 
possible  respect — better  voice,  better  manner,  and  better 
matter.  As  to  the  quality  of  religion  preached  by  them,  re- 
spectively, of  course  I  cannot  undertake  to  decide.  That 
your  readers  must  settle  for  themselves. 

Mr.  Spurgeon  preaches  Calvinism  in  its  strictest  sense. 
He  either  is  not  in  communication  with  Beecher  or  does  not 
agree  with  him,  for  up  to  last  Sunday  he  believed  fully  in  an 
actual  hell,  and  spoke  of  it  more  than  once  with  that  fa- 
miliarity that  can  only  come  from  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  subject  in  all  its  bearings.  He  also  believes  strictly 
in  justification  by  faith,  and  by  faith  alone.  He  warned  his 
listeners  that  nothing  was  more  dangerous  than  the  habit  he 
feared  too  many  of  them  indulged  in  of  thinking  they  could 
make  their  way  to  heaven  simply  by  doing  right  to  their  fel- 
low-men, by  acts  of  charity,  mercy,  benevolence,  justice, 
humanity,  and  the  like  trashy  and  superfluous  nonsense. 
He  called  upon  them  to  come  out  of  all  that,  and  to  believe 
in  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  to  depend  wholly  upon  Him  and  He 
would  save  them. 

His  manner  at  this  portion  of  his  discourse  was  wonder- 
fully impressive,  and  when  he  went  on  to  declare  that  that 
would  be  his  course,  that  Christ  had  invited  him,  in  common 
with  all  mankind,  to  lean  upon  Him,  to  trust  to  His  sufferings 
and  atonement  for  salvation,  and  that  he  (Spurgeonj  should 
do  it ;  "  and,"  said  he,  raising  his  voice  till  the  very'  roof  of 
the  vast  building  reverberated,  "  if  after  that  He  fails  me,  if 
after  I  have  abandoned  all  confidence  in  any  power  of  my  own 
to  work  out  my  own  salvation,  he  lets  me  fall,  I  declare  now 
that  I  will  rove  up  and  down  hell  throughout  all  eternity,  de- 
nouncing Him  to  His  teeth,  even  at  Jehovah's  throne,  as  a 
liar  and  deceiver  I " 

Then  pausing  for  a  moment  to  watch  the  effect,  he  added  : 
"  But  do  you  think  He  will  do  it 't     No,  never  !" 

The  effect  was  electrical,  and  a  hum  of  excitement  rose 
from  floor  to  ceiling.  I  thought  the  language  almost  blas- 
phemy in  its  directness  ;  something  like  a  challenge  to 
Deity  itself  But  this  is  one  of  Spurgeon's  methods,  and  he 
certainly  produces  marvelous  effects  by  them.  Whether  the 
Saviour  will  let  any  believing  soul  drop  into  hell  or  not,  of 
course  no  one  at  this  time  can  do  more  than  venture  upon 
the  merest  conjecture,  but  it  seemed  to  nie  quite  certain  that 
had  He  been  personally  present  at  the  Tabernacle  last  Sun- 
day He  would  think  twice  before  He  would  try  it  on  with 
Spurgeon. 

The  reverend  gentleman  is  a  great  sufferer  from  rheu- 
matic gout,  and  last  Sunday  was  the^irst  for  several  weeks 
that  he  had  preached.  As  it  was,  he  was  obliged  to  stand 
with  one  leg  supported  upon  a  chair.  The  real  secret  of  Mr, 
Spurgeon's  success  is  that  he  adapts  his  discourses  to  his 
audience.  London  has  a  vast  number  of  sincerely  believing, 
if  not  fanatical,  non- con  forming  Protestants  of  the  Calvinis- 
tic  school.  To  them  he  preaches,  apparently  leading,  but 
most  probably  following,  the  mental  drift  of  his  congrega- 
tion. He  pleases  them,  and  no  doubt  they  somehow  suc- 
ceed in  pleasing  him,  for  they  appear  to  be  as  much  in 
earnest  as  their  pastor.  San  FRANCi>CAN. 


There  are  those  who  can't  see  any  fun  in  a  church  picnic, 
but  it  isn't  the  boy  who  has  charge  of  the  ice-cream  tub. 


A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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INTAGLIOS. 

A  Wedding. 
He  stands  before  the  altar-rails 

To  plight  his  troth  to  her — a  child, 
li\Tio  had  not  heard  the  o'er-irue  tales 
Of  his  rash  youth  and  manhood  wild. 
And  overhead  are  smiUng  skies, 
As  though  to  augur  all  is  well ; 
And  village  swains 
Sing  merr^-  strains. 
And  gaily  rings  the  ^-illage  bell. 

She  little  knows,  that  lily-bride. 

What  those  glad  joy-bells  said  to  one. 
Who,  silting  by  her  lone  fireside, 
Nursed  tearfully  her  little  son. 
Yet  overhead  are  smiling  skies. 
As  though  to  augur  all  is  well ; 
To  drown  the  sighs 
Thai  may  arise, 
Sing,  village  swains  !     Ring,  village  bell  ! 


Mtisic. 
O  cease,  sweet  music,  let  us  rest : 

Too  soon  the  hateful  light  is  bom  ! 
Henceforth  let  day  be  counted  night, 

And  midnight  counted  mom. 
O  cease,  sweet  music,  let  us  rest 

A  tearful,  languid  spirit  lies 
(Like  the  dim  scent  in  violets) 

In  Zela's  gentle  eyes. 
There  is  sadness  in  sweet  sound 

That  quickens  tears.     O  music,  lest 
We  weep  with  thy  strange  ; 

Be  still  and  let  us  rest. 


Rondeau. 

FROM    FREN'CH  OF  CAKL  RIVE. 
I  love  thee  still,  nor  Time  in  flight 
Can  dull  the  vows  I  made  that  night. 
I  loved  thee  then  so  strong  and  true, 
And  now  I  pledge  that  love  anew 
The  coming  year.     (God  make  it  bright !) 

Not  for  thy  beauty  do  I  plight 
My  only  troth  ;  not  for  the  sight 
Of  eyes  that  ri\-al  heaven's  blue — 
I  love  thee  still ; 

Not  these  alone  my  praise  inWte — 
Thy  simple  self  it  is.     Ah  !  might 
I  strive  fure'er  with  words,  too  few 
And  poor  this  pleasing  task  to  do ! 
Come  darkness,  precious,   or  come  light, 
I  love  thee  still ! 


Unrest. 


'  The   flj-ing  sun  goes  down  the  burning  west ; 
Vast  night  comes  noiseless  up  the  eastern  slope, 
And  so  the  eternal  change  goes  round  the  world. 
Unrest,  unrest !     The  passion-panting  sea 
Watches  the  unveiled  beaut>-  of  the  stars 
Like  a  great  hungrj-  soul." 


Do  YoQ  Remember. 
S>o  you  remember  a  day  long  past, 

VVhen  we  roamed  alone  through  a  wind-filled  wood. 
And  came  to  a  ledge  of  a  rock  at  last, 

\VTicre  with  hands  clasped  close  we  silent  stood? 
We  heard  the  murmur  of  shining  streams, 

The  whisper  of  leaves  that  swayed  above. 
And  over  our  souls  swept  the  golden  beams 

'I'hat  come  with  the  dawn  of  love. 

Do  you  remember  the  sigh  that  stirred 

The  bending  grass  in  the  rising  breeze. 
That  brought  us  the  note  of  a  distant  bird, 

.And  wild,  weird  murmurs  from  far-off  seas? 
Ihe  bird's  call  came  like  a  happy  song. 

And  we  gave  no  heed  of  the  sea's  sad  tone, 
For  fear  is  forgotten,  and  hope  is  strong. 

With  love's  great  gladness  knoivn. 

Do  you  remember?    Will  you  forget? 

These  words  are  common  and  quickly  said ; 
But  they  will  be  treasured  when  eyes  are  wet 

With  the  tears  of  those  who  mourn  us  dead. 
Not  dead,  but  sleeping;  we  can  not  die; 

Our  souls  are  deathless  by  love's  sweet  grace; 
And  whenever  God's  glorious  kingdoms  lie, 
■  There  I  shall  see  your  face. 

Thomas  S,  Collier. 


At  the  Last 
There  must  be  something  after  all  this  woe; 

A  sweet  fruition  from  the  harrowed  past; 
Rest  some  day  for  this  pacing  to  and  fro; 

A  tender  sunbeam  and  dear  flowers  at  last. 

There  will  be  something  when  these  days  are  done. 
Something  more  fair  by  far  than  starry  nights — 

A  prospect  limitless,  as  otie  by  one 

Lmbodied  castles  crown  the  airy  heights,    . 

So  cheer  up,  heart,  and  for  that  morrow  wait ! 

Dream  what  you  will,  but  press  to^vard  the  dream; 
Let  fancy  guide  dull  effort  through  the  gate, 

And  face  the  current,  would  she  cross  the  stream. 

Then,  when  that  something  lies  athwart  the  way — 
Coming  unsought,  as  good  things  seem  to  do— 

1'wili  prove  beneath  the  flash  of  setting  day 
A  nobler  meed  than  now  would  beckon  you. 

For  lifted  up  by  constant,  forward  strife, 
Hope  will  attain  so  marvelous  a  height. 

There  can  be  nothing  lound  within  this  life 
-After  this  day  to  form  a  fitting  night. 

So  heaven  alone  shall  ever  satisfy. 

And  God's  own  light  be  ever  light  enough 

To  guide  the  purified,  ennobled  eye 

Toward  the  smooth  which  lies  beyond  the  rough. 

There  will  be  something  when  these  clouds  skim  by — 
A  bounteous  j-ielding  from  the  fruitful  past; 

Sweet  peace  and  rest  upon  the  pathway  lie. 
E'en  though  but  death  and  flowers  at  the  last. 
James  Berkv  Eensee. 


The  Valley  of  Oblivion. 

VIDE  Virgil's  >;ixth  .-eseid. 
Sweet  is  that  vale  retired,  umbered  with  gloom 
Of  rustling  boughs,   whence  Lethe's  river  rolls 
Where  swarm  with  bee-like  hum  the  countless  souLs— 
Corporeal  limbs  about  to  reassume, 
.After  their  exile  long  from  life  and  light — 
After  their  penance  dread  of  fire  and  wind — 
Quaffing  the  wave  of  dim  forgetful ness. 
Which  memorj'  of  the  past  erases  quite 
With  discontinuous  life  the  heart  to  bless. 
And  give  from  sharp  remorse  deliverance  sweet. 
Thus  reminiscence  leaving  far  behind 
Emerge  thy  fresh  existence  to  repeat : 
Thus  laved  and  clean  they  pass  in  long  rev-iew, 
After  their  draughts  of  Lethe's  healing  dew. 

B.  W.   B. 


Peacefulness. 
A  blessing  blighting  Future's  longed-for  rest, 
A  golden  grain  amid  the  sands  of  Time, 
A  zephjTs  smile  above  a  storm  sublime. 
The  sought-for  haven  in  a  mortal's  quest ; 
Thou,  Peacefulness,  appear !     Oh,  blessed  best — 
Here,  now  bestow — or  in  some  farnsff  clime, 
^Vhere  Nature's  tinted  by  the  morning's  prime, 
Reward  a  wearied  votarj'a  bleeding  breast, 
A  cloud  has  passed,  enshrouded  all  on  high. 
But  still  ohe  laughing  star  of  silver  light 
Wafts  down  along  its  beaming  current  nigh 
Unto  my  soul,  a  wave  of  nectar  bright ; 
'  Peace  I  drink  thy  fill."  an  angel's  tones  reply; 

"  Thy  wish  is  won — thy  dreams  have  vanquished  night." 


MAUDES  REVENGE. 

"You  see,''  he  said,  "this  maybe  our  last  after- 
noon together.'" 

She  looked  up  into  his  face  with  her  beautiful  blue 
eyes. 

"What  do  you  mean?'  she  said. 

"  I'm  going  away."  he  answered  ;  "and  you  know- 
how  it  is  in  this  world.  People  just  meet  as  they  do 
in  a  railw  ay  carriage,  like  each  other,  pan-,  and  go 
by  different  paths  to  different  places.  Probably  we 
shall  never  meet  again." 

•  She  made  no  answer.  Something  that  did  not 
seem  to  be  her  heart,  it  was  so  cold  and  heavy,  beat 
against  her  breast,  and  choked  her.  This  man  had 
been  making  love  to  her  for  three  months— an  age  in 
the  life  of  a  girl  of  sixteen.  She  had  every  reason  to 
beheve  that  he  desired  her  for  his  wife.  He  had 
taught  her  to  love  him,  and  now  he  was  coolly  prof- 
fering his  adieux  ;  but  what  could  she  do?  Nothing 
but  stifle  every  appearance  of  emotion,  and  bear  the 
blow  in  silence  as  best  she  might. 

In  love  woman  has  no  rights  that  can  be  asserted. 
We  all  know  that  well  enough.  She  may  have  her 
own  purse,  perhaps  some  day  her  right  to  a  vote  ; 
but  in  those  matters  that  touch  her  most  deeply  she 
is,  by  the  law  of  custom — by  the  command  of  her 
own  pride — the  veriest  slave. 

"And  so,"  said  he,  "I  thought  we  might  see  our 
pretty  river  bank  once  again.'' 

And  she  got  back  her  voice, 

"  I  do  hope  it  is  not  so  damp  as  it  was  yesterday," 
she  said.  "Thanks  ;  I'll  not  take  your  arm — I  must 
lift  my  dress  and  hold  my  parasol,  you  know." 

"She  don't  mind  it  so  much  as  I  thought  she 
would,''  he  said  to  himself 

"If  I  were  only  dead,"  she  moaned,  inwardly; 
"  if  I  were  only  dead." 

And  then  they  took  their  walk  and  chatted,  and  he 
escorted  her  to  the  \ina  door,  bowed  to  the  old  aunt 
sitdng  at  the  window,  shook  hands,  and  hurried 
away. 

Paul  Redlaw  was  gone  out  of  Maud  Hemion's 
Ufe.  Well  for  her  it  would  have  been  had  he  been 
gone  from  her  heart  also  ;  but  she  had  loved  him  so 
much,  trusted  him  so  well,  the  blow  was  more  than 
she  could  bear.  Next  da\'  she  was  very  ill,  and  for  a 
long  lime  she  lingered  at  death's  door,  'The  blinds 
of  the  little  \-illa  were  closed.  The  old  lady  went 
about  on  tiptoe,  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  The  doctor's 
carriage  stopped  at  the  door  twice  a  day,  and  in  all 
the  \illage  it  was  breathed  that  she  was  dying.  But 
youth  is  very  powerful.  The  girl  grew  well  again, 
and  with  her  very  recovery-  a  great  good  fortune  fell 
upon  her. 

Some  far-cff  relative,  dying,  left  her  bis  heiress, 
and  the  poor  young  creature,  who  had  had  much  ado 
to  find  herself  in  simple  musHns  and  neat  delaines, 
was  now  able  to  wear  royal  purple  velvet  and  glitter- 
ing diamonds,  if  she  chose. 

Her  health  was  still  delicate,  and  travel  was  rec- 
ommended. Why  should  she  not  travel,  if  she 
choose?  Money  need  not  be  thought  of  now.  The 
old  aunt  was  sufficient  protection  ;  and  the  two  went 
abroad,  lingered  long  in  Europe,  and  returned  after 
a  five  years'  absence  to  establisli  themselves  in  a 
good  house,  where  a  circle  of  fashionable  friends 
soon  sprang  up  about  them. 

MDuey  makes  a  mighty  difference  in  people's  lives. 
Probably  Maud  would  never  have  known  she  was 
beautiful  had  she  remained  poor ;  but  she  knew  it 
now.  The  lips  of  flatterers  told  her  of  her  charms. 
Lovers  were  at  her  feet.  She  could  marry  when  she 
would  ;  but  she  had  no  heart  to  give  to  any  one. 
Love  died  within  her  in  that  long  illness  haunted  by 
Paid  Redlaw-.  Her  face  had  only  changed  for  the 
belter  ;  her  manner  was  more  charming  than  it  ever 
had  been  ;  but  within  her  soul  she  felt  a  strange  and 
terrible  change.  She  who  had  loved  so  fondly  and 
so  tenderly  had  no  tenderness  left.  All  these  soft 
feelings  had  perished,  and  the  man  she  had  loved  she 
positively  hated.  Thinking  of  him.  her  soul  was 
lashed  into  a  fury,  and  she  longed  passionately  for 
revenge. 

"  Is  it  possible? — Miss  Hermon  !'' 

It  was  a  crowded  drawing-room;  music  filled  the 
air.  Miss  Hermon  turned  her  head  and  saw  Paul 
Redlaw.  They  had  met  once  more.  A  strange  thrill 
swept  through  her  frame  for  a  moment — she  remem- 
bered her  old  feelings  for  him;  and  then  followed  an 
emotion  of  triumph.  He  was  here.  Somehow  she 
knew  he  was  a  bachelor  still,  and  she  was  now  rich 
and  an  acknowledged  belle.  She  understood  her 
power,  and  she  meant  to  e.\ert  iL  This  man  should 
be  at  her  feet,  and  she  would  humble  him  as  he  had 
humbled  her,  and  she  gave  him  her  little  hand  and 
looked  sweetly  up  into  his  face. 

"  It  is  an  age  since  we  met."  she  said.  "  Do  you 
remember  the  garden,  and  the  river  bank,  and  all  the 
pretty  places  ?  And  how  did  you  know  me  after  all 
this  time?'' 

"  One  expects  a  beautiful  bud  to  become  a  beauti- 
ful rose,''  he  answered. 

He  took  her  down  to  supper  that  night,  and  saw 
her  to  her  carriage,  and  he  called,  as  she  had  asked 
him  to  do,  in  a  day  or  two. 

He  had  been  a  good  deal  in  love  with  her  in  ihose 
old  times,  though  it  had  not  been  prudent  to  marry  a 
poor  country  girl,  and  he  had  always  thought  her 
beautiful.  Now  the  passion  of  his  life  fell  upon  him. 
Ambition  was  satisfied,  and  did  not  resirair.  his  heart. 
He  adored  her.  And  the  fact  that  she  vvas  rich,  and 
a  beile.  inflamed  his  pride  and  helped  his  love  along. 
He  flung  himself  into  the  pursuit  of  her  heart  with 
ardor,  and  at  last  gathered  liope  enough  from  her 
glances  to  speak  to  her.  He  offered  his  heart  and 
hand;  and  she  whom  a  glance  or  word  once  thrilled 
so.  accepted  them  as  she  might  a  bouquet  of  flowers. 

It  troubled  him  a  little  that  the  blushes  and  sweet- 
ness of  the  old  time  did  not  return  ;  but  perhaps  the 
society-manner  he  admired  so  much  fprebade  that 
At  least  she  was  his  ;  and  when  she  was  his  wife, 
she  would  no  longer  refuse  those  kisses  which  he 
found  it  so  difficult  to  beg  from  her  now. 

The  man  who  had  coolly  set  aside  the  tenderness 
of  that  fresh  young  heart  that  loved  him  so,  pined 
for  it  now  as  a  weary  traveler  pines  for  the  cool 
spring  and  the  shady  resting  place  beside  it.  Yet 
she  had  not  given  him  that  "  yes"  which  meant  she 
loved  him. 

He  put  by  his  doubts,  and  looked  forward  long- 
ingly for  the  wedding-day.  And  Maud — what  was 
her  heart?  Why  did  she  laugh  to  flerself  as  she  sat 
alone?  Why  did  she  recall  o%'er  and  over  again  the 
cruel  parting  by  the  \"illa  door?  Remembering  that 
then  she  was  poor,  and  that  now  she  was  rich.  Were 
these  memories  to  carry  to  the  altar? 

The  day  was  fixed.  Every  one  knew  it.  Maud 
herself  told  fifty  confidential  friends.  He.  in  his  hap- 
piness, as  many  more.  The  wedding  would  be  a 
public  affair.  It  was  not  like  Maud  to  desire  much 
publicity;  but  she  had  made  sure  of  this  for  some 


private  reason,  and  the  happy  pair  were  to  meet  at 
the  church. 

At  an  early  hour  of  the  appointed  day  the  church 
was  crammed  from  one  end  to  the  other  with  people 
in  full  dress.  It  took  three  clergymen  to  manage  so 
fine  an  affair.  They  were  thereat  the  altar.  WTiat 
a  bustle,  what  a  crush  !  And  now  they  are  coming  ! 
No.  only  the  bridegroom  and  his  party — not  the  bride 
yet.  She  must  be  here  in  a  few  moments.  The  la- 
dies grew  more  restless.  Ten  minutes  passed — 
twenty — thirty. 

"The  hairdresser."  said  one  ;  "that's  the  delay.'' 

■ '  No,  the  gloves  ;  they  are  always  tight, "  whispered 
another. 

An  hour.  There  must  have  been  some  accident. 
She  mtist  be  dead,  or  at  least  dying,  otherwise  she 
would  come. 

People  are  on  their  feet  now.  They  look  at  the 
door.     Some  one  is  coming.     It  is  only  a  footman. 

He  advances  to  the  bridegroom,  and  hands  him  a 
little  note.  He  tears  it  opven.  This  is  what  he  reads, 
as  the  eyes  of  that  great  throng  tm"n  upon  him  : 

"  Poor  fool !  Do  you  forget  that  there  is  no  demon 
hke  a  woman  scorned?  When  you  jilted  me  long 
ago  you  turned  my  love  to  hate.  When  you  courted 
me  again,  because  1  was  an  heiress,  you  made  me 
bum  for  revenge,  I  know  you  love  me  now,  and  I 
know  you  are  a  proud  man.  .  I  am  sure  you  will  suf- 
fer very  much,  for  I  shall  not  meet  you  at  the  church, 
or  ever  again,  I  hope.     1  leave  to-day  for  Paris." 

Maud  had  written  this  sitting  in  her  own  room,  in 
the  bride's  dress  she  had  allowed  her  maid  to  dress 
her  in,  that  there  might  be  no  suspicion  of  her  plot, 
and  she  had  called  her  footman  and  sent  him  to  the 
church  with  this  note  in  its  white  envelope.  And  now 
revenge  was  satisfied  ;  she  had  punished  him  ;  she 
was  triumphant ;  she  had  avenged  the  wrong  done  to 
that  other  self  who  loved  him  so. 

She  stood  at  her  window  looking  down  into  the 
street,  watching  the  footman  as  he  hurried  away,  when 
suddenly  a  dusty  ballad-singer,  with  a  kerchief  over 
her  head,  stepped  out  into  the  middle  of  the  street 
and  began  to  sing,  to  an  old  tune  Maud  knew  well, 
an  old  love  song  that  she  had  never  heard  before. 

Maud  listened.  The  tears  stood  in  her  eyes.  Sud- 
denly her  heart  softened.  What  years  had  not  done, 
this  song  had  accomplished  in  a  few  moments.  She 
was  a  girl  again.  She  loved  Paul  Redlaw  once  more. 
.\11  this  fiendish  longing  for  revenge  was  gone.  Yes, 
she  loved  him — she  would  be  his  wife.  She  could 
overtake  the  messenger  yet.  Her  carriage  stood  at 
the  door.    She  rushed  down  stairs  and  hurried  into  iL 

"Drive  for  your  life  !  "  she  cried  to  the  coachman. 
' '  Overtake  Thomas — he  has  a  note  that  I  must  have 
back." 

And  the  astonished  coachman  obeyed.  He  drove 
her  as  bride  was  never  driven  yet  But  the  footman's 
feet  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  chiu-ch  ere  they 
neared  it. 

She  stepped  from  her  carriage  as  bride  has  seldom 
done — unattended.  She  had  forgotten  those  who 
were  to  be  with  her  ;  she  thought  only  of  him — of 
her  lover.  The  crowd  did  not  turn  at  her  entrance. 
It  had  massed  itself  in  the  aisles,  and  stood  on  the 
pew  cushions.  Women  were  screaming,  girls  sob- 
bing. 

* '  Let  me  pass — let  me  pass  !''  she  pleaded  ;  "  v,  hat 
is  it — what  has  happened?" 

Then  some  one  said,  "The  bride.''  and  they  all 
looked  that  way  ;  but,  instead  of  making  room,  they 
tried  to  bar  advance.  And  then,  somehow,  the  prin- 
cipal cIerg>Tnan  had  made  his  way  to  her,  and  took 
her  by  the  arm  ;  and  a  voice — the  voice  of  an  hyster- 
ical woman — rent  the  air. 

"The  doctor  says  he  is  dead  !'' 

Maud  knew  no  more. 

There  is  an  old,  half-crazed  woman  wandering  in 
Europe  now,  with  a  maid  and  a  courier.  She  will 
wander  there  until  she  dies.  They  call  her  old  Miss 
Hermon,  and  tell  how  her  bridegroom  died  in  church 
on  his  wedding  morning  ;  but  they  do  not  know  all. 
No  one  ever  guessed  the  contents  of  that  little  note 
that  was  swept  away  ne.vt  morning  when  the  church 
was  swept,  or  guessed  why  Paul  Redlaw  died. 


T/ie  VVonderfid  Geysers! 


'THIS  WONDERFUL  SPOT  OF  CAL- 

ifomia  should  be  visited  by  all  residents  and  tourists.' 
The  Geysers  of  Iceland  and  the  Gej-sers  of  the  Yellowstone 
have  their  counterpart  in  the  rem.irkable  Canyon  of  the 
Pluton  in  Sonoma  County.  Wonderful  as  a  curiosity  of 
nature,  wonderful  as  a  health  resort,  and  delightful  as  a  re- 
sort of  pleasure.  By  steamer,  train,  and  coach,  over  a 
beautiful  Bay,  through  beautiful  valleys  and  romantic  hills, 
the  trip  alone  more  than  compensates  for  the  cost  and  time. 
Leave  San  Francisco  daily  at  3  p,  m.,  by  steamer  for  Don- 
ahue; take  train  for  Cloverdale;  stay  all  night  at  Clover- 
dale,  and  leave  in  coach — four-in-hand — at  7  a.  m.  for  the 
mountain  drive  over  the  hills  to  the  Geysers.  Returning 
passengers  reach  San  Francisco  in  a  day  by  the  Calistoga 
way.  A  trip  to  the  Geysers  Ls  the  easiest,  most  ine.\pensive 
and  most  delightful  of  any  in  California.  The  hotel  accom 
modations,  the  trout  fishing,  the  hunting,  the  walks  an 
drives   the  bathing,  the  everj-thing,  are  perfection. 


TJie  VVonderfid  Geysers! 


THE  GREAT  GEYSERS  HOTEL. 

\VM.  .FORSYTH,  Proprietor. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


Congratulatory  Ode. 

The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  says  that  a  correspondent 
informs  it  that  the  following  is  the  true  version  of  the 
Latin  ode  to  the  BerUn  Congress  by  Gustav  Schwet- 
schke  : 

Rideamus  igitur 

Socii  Congressus; 
Post  dotores  bellicoscs, 
Post  labores  bumpliosos. 
Fit  mirandus  messus. 

Ubi  stmt  qui  apud  nos 

Causas  litigare, 
Moldo-Walla:che  frementes, 
Gra:cuU  esuriemes? 

Heu  \  absquatulare, 

Ubi  sunt  provlncia; 

Quas  est  laus  pncasse? 
Tota;,  tota;  sunt  partita;; 
Has  tuleruni  Muscovita:, 

Illas  Count  Andrassy. 

Et  quid  est  quod  Anglise 

Dedit  hic  Congressus? 
Jus  pro  aliis  pugnandi, 
Mortuum  vivificandi— 

Splendid!  successus  ! 

Yult  Joannes  decipi 

Et  bamboosulaiur. 
lo  Bacche  !     Qua;  majestas  ! 
Ostreae  reporlans  testas 

Doraum  gloriatur ! 

This  version,  which  from  internal  evidence  will  be 
seen  to  be  the  true  one,  may  be  roughly  Englished 
thus  : 

Let  us  have  our  hearty  laugh. 

Greatest  of  Congresses ! 
After  days  and  weeks  pugnacious. 
After  labors  ostentatious. 
See  how  big  the  mess  is ! 

Where  are  those  who  at  our  bar 

ITieir  demands  have  stated : 
Robbed  Roumanians  rampaging, 
Greeklings  with  earth-hunger  raging? 

Where?    .\bsquatulated  ! 

^\^lcre  the  lands  we've  pacified, 

With  their  rebel  masses? 
All  are  gone ;  yes,  all  up.gobbled  ; 
These  the  Muscovite  has  nobbled, 

'ITiose  are  Count  .■\ndras.«.y*s. 

And  what  does  England  carr>'  off 

To  add  to  her  possessions  ? 
The  right  to  wage  another's  strife, 
The  right  lo  raise  the  dead  to  life — 

Glorious  concessions ! 

Well,  let  John  Itull  bamboozled  be, 

If  he's  so  fond  of  sells  ' 
To  Bacche  !     Hark  the  cheering  ! 
See  him  home  in  triumph  beanng 

Botk  the  oysler-shcllsl 


NOOK    FARM. 


F- 


AMI  LIES    WISHL\G    TO   SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  countrj-  mil  find  this  a  cheerfu 
home,  and  beautiful  scener>'of  such  endless  varierv  as  temp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E,   B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  County,  Cal. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL. 


SANTA  BARBARA,   GAL. 

A^O     HOTEL     ON     THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Arli.vgtos  in  the  air>-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  Its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Argoxait  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  ver^-  economical  rate  of  e.vpendtture,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Arlington",  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted  by  GEO,  T,  BROMLEY,  Manager. 


WAKE  LEE' S 


AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CO  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

^""^  to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO.. 

Druggists,  comer  Montgomcr>-  and  Bush  Sts. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 


T 


-HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 


gravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  the  last  cenlur>-  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unequaled  workmanship.  They  are  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  are  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  P.  M  and  5  v.  m.,  at 

No.  ^17  KEARN'Y  STREET,  ROOM  No.  1, 
San  Fran'cisco. 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

.\ND    DEALERS    IN 

REGALIA 


LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Bunting  Flags,  Banners. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 

510  SACRAMENTO  STREET. 


•7^    7.  PETTIT  <S-  CO:S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

E  N  G  R  A  \'  I  X  G    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT. 

528  California  Strekt,  San  Framcisco,  Cal. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


me  of  a  Yankee  school-mistress.     I  think  it  is  by  her    charabault."  quite  outshines  his  usual  self,  and  sonic- 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


San  Francisco,  August  15.  1878. 

My  Dk.vh  >r.\nr.R  :— I  have  had  an  rxceetiingly 
lugubrious  Wfek  of  il  in  trying  to  enjoy  myself.     I.fs 
Fi'urth.iNth.iu/li  is  not  enlivening.   Mign.it  i<i  posi- 
tively di<;piriting.  ami  is  even  more  so  when  following 
close  upon  /*t/'/i*m.ur.  whose  moviic  completeness 
and  finish  ha\e  l>ecn  more  im*vocahIy  fixed  in  our 
minds  !)y  the  sad  close  of  the  soison.     Poor  Mon- 
tague !     He  was  not  a  commanding  genius,  but  the 
stage  has  suffered  in  his  loss,  for  he  was  gifie<I  in  his 
ow  n  line,  and  a  courteous,  kindly  gentleman  of  a  type 
too  rare  in  his  profession.     Of  course  you  have  read 
all  the  incidents  of  his  last  hours  in  the  newspapers, 
where  they  were  faithfully  recoun'ed.      In  fact,  so 
mucl)  cLip- trapper)-  and  mock  sentimentality  has  been 
visited  upon  the  jKxir  fellow  s  niemorj-  that  the  genu- 
ine grief  of  the  friends  to  whom  he  had  endeared 
himself  sutlers  by  it.     There  was  some  very  real  feel- 
ing in  it  all,  however,  for  the  players  in  Baldwin's  on 
Monday  were  visibly  affecte<I  by  the  gloom,  and  the 
applause  in  the  California  on  Tuesday  had  a  hollow, 
spiritless  echo,  as  if  it  were  all  tliat  was  left  of  the 
subdued  applause  amid  which  the  curtain  fell  on  Fri- 
day night.     I  promised  to  tell  you  all  about  the  change 
of  bill; but  ever>thing  has  turned  out  so  differently 
from  what  was  foreseen  only  a  week  ago,  that  there  is 
really  nothing  to  tell.     Fa/st  Shjme  could  not  be  sub- 
jected to  criticism  under  the  circumst.Tnces.     On  Sat- 
urday night  the  company  gave  a  mixed  bill,  which 
\*'as  really  a  more  satisfactorj'  eniertninmenl   than 
mixed  bills  usually  are.    Jeffrey;.  Lewis  put  on  a  plain 
white  satin  frock,  and  pLiyed  "Juliet"  in  the  balcony 
scene ;   later,  she  put  on  a  mauve  satin,  and  played 
'■  Pauline"  in  the  Lady  of  Lyons.     My  dear  Madge, 
it  is  my  candid  opinion  that  this  lady's  he;id  has  been 
turned  by  her  success  in  "  Zicka."    She  plays  every- 
thing on  a  high  key.     She  has  tuned  herself  up  sev- 
eral degrees  above  concert  pitch.     She  has  become 
intensely  feline ;   and,  while  she  only  purrcc^in  "Ju- 
liet " — yet  there  is  a  subdued  savagery  in  the  gentlest 
purr — she  clawed  the  air  in  "Pauline"  until  I  was 
quite  akirmed  for  V  Claude."     He  was  a  verj-  rational 
sort  of  "Claude,"  however — Mr.  Fred  W'arde — and 
submitted  to  herg>mnastic  emotion  with  imperturba- 
ble mh/ /ror^.     Vet  he  played  both  "Claude 'and 
"  Romeo"  delightfully.     Pretty  Maud  Granger,  with 
her  big  sad  eyes,  and  her  many  little  unconventional 
tricks  of  gesture,  played  in  the  fourth  act  of  Camille. 
She  is  a  far  better  actress  than  I  gave  her  credit  for, 
and  wonderfully  earnest,  if  not  so  intensely  emotional 
as  Clara  Morris  or  Modjcska.     I  should  have  given  a 
r^^iful  good-bye  to  such  a  company  under  any  cir- 
cumstances.    I  was  therefore  in  a  ver>-  hard-io-please 
frame  of  mind  when  I  went  to  see  Migtton.     I  know, 
Madge,  that  it  15  sacrilege  to  quarrel  with  the  treas- 
ures of  German  literature,  but  the  g^-psy-foundling 
heroine  is  such  a  verj-  improbable  young  woman  that, 
in  this  case,  you  will  forgive  me.    No  one  minds  such 
things  in  opera.     It  is  already  sufficiently  absiu^d  that 
e\'erj'  one  should  go  around  screaming  their  feelings 
at  the  tops  of  their  voices  without  questioning  what 
they  are  doing  it  all  about.     But  I  am  puzzled  to 
know,  in  the  drama,  how  "Sperati,"  after  wandering 
about  in  the  neighborhood  in  a  brown  cotton  gown 
for  many  years,  and  no  one  knowing  him  or  anything 
about  him,  suddenly  bounds  into  his  courtshiii  and 
his  estate  without  any  lawsuit.     Why  are  the  gj-psies 
allowed  to  camp  with  impunity  on  the  vers*  doorsteps 
of  the  castle?  and  what  a  generally  useful  place  the 
castle  is.     It  is  theatre,  lodging-house,  banqueting 
hall,  and  a  sort  of  s^ns  iouci  establishment  generally. 
Why  does  "  Mignon'"  dress  herself  in  boys'  clothes, 
when  ever}-  one  knows  who  she  is  and  calls  her  by 
name?    And  how  she  out-rivals  Lingard  and  follow- 
ers in  the  lightning  change  act.  jumping  into  and  out 
of  her  g>'psy  wardrobe  with  ever>'  change  of  temper. 
As  for  "  Filina,"  she  is  a  coarse  monstrosity,  lam  not 
going  to  tell  you  anything  about  Miss  Marie  Prescott 
this  time.     She  is  a  stranger,  and  I  do  not  like  to  ex- 
press m\*self  until  she  has  had   some  other  chance 
than  "  Fclin.!."     I   heard   someone  remark  that  she 
went  on  the  stage  but  recently.     I    thought  at   the 
time  it  must  have  been  the  d-iy  before  yesterday. 
Maggie  Mitchell,  of  course,  ever)-  one  h-asseen.    She 
is  one  of  the  perennial  kind,  for  she  still  looks  young 
at  a  discreel  distance,  and  she  acts  sometimes  .is  if 
she  were  about  six  years  old.     What  a  tiny  midget 
she  is.  and  what   a    blessing  that  little  circumstince  | 
has  been  to  her  I     I  suppose  she  is  unquestionably  a  , 
geniii-^     1   am  compelled  to  acknowledge  it  some-  : 
•.".C:.  a.ihough  I  do  not  fanc>-  her  myself.     I  do  not 
I'.x  quick,   inciave  way  of  speaking,   nor  her 
-  .-fectaiions  of  accent     For  the  life  of  me  I  can 

::-:  me  connection,  and  yet  she  alwa)-s  reminds  ' 


constant  action  that   she  attracts,  for  she  is  as  quick 
and  restless  as  a  fluttering  bind.     Her  transitions  are 
sudden  and   impulsive,  and  startle  one  into  demon- 
stration.    One   moment   she   is   child-like,  life-like ; 
the  next,  stilled  and  stag)-.     There  is  some  fascina- 
tion   in   following  up  a  [lerson  like  that.     She  gives 
"  Mignon"  u  character,  and  takes  it  through  nil  the 
processes  of  development ;  and  although  il  is  not  n 
soft,  pretty,  lovablp  character,  she  wins  thesym[xithy. 
1  think  her  judgment  ill-advised  in  selecting  "  Mig- 
non "  for  an  ojx'ning  piece,  but  she  met  with  an  in- 
tlulgcnt  audience,  and  was  called   l>efore  the  curtain 
repc:itedly.     In  *|)o>rit  of. fact   I   never  saw- so  polite 
an   audience,  for  they  verj'  cordially  demanded   the 
appearance  of  all  the  new  comers  in  a  group.     It 
could  have  been  nothing  more  than  simply  cordial 
iwliteness,   for  they  were  one  and  all  favored  with 
p.\ns  to  put  them  in  the  worst  light  possible.     I  do 
not  imagine  that,  in  any  event,   they  will  create  a 
sensation.     They  arc  all  pretty  good  looking,  nnd  all, 
I  I  fancy,  very  crude.      Miss   I*rcscott   has  rather  a 
I  preity  face,  a  good  voice,  a  vei^*  amateurish  style,  and 
,  most  atrocious  utsto   in    dressing.     I  have  seen  ihem 
get  over  the  lasi  fault,  however,  very  frequently.     l-*or 
the  rest  time  will  make  good  aclrcsses  of  them,  only  I 
prefer  to  see  them  after  time  has  been  al  work.     Mr. 
Harris,    the  leading   man,    is    big,    handsome,   and 
heavy.     I  have  an  idea  that  he  is  just  promoted  to 
lending  business,  and,  like   Miss   Prescott,  needs  a 
little  time.     He  has  not  ihe  repose  which  marks  the 
cast  of  \ 'ere  de  N'ere.     Mr.  Cotter,  the  new  juvenile, 
promises  better  than  any  of  the  others,     Mr.  Rock — 
what  a  funny  name — was  inflicted  with  a  pan -which 
was  enough  to  niin  him  with  a  new  audience,  a  sort 
of  C3niorted  "  Devilshoof,"  .so  I  have  no  idea  how 
nmch  of  an  actorhe  is.     He  towers  head  and  shoul- 
der>  above  every  one  in  stature.     Nothing  was  visible 
of  .Mr.  Bassetl  but  a   pair  of  big  eyes,  and  I  should 
think,  by  what  I  saw  of  him,  that  he  had  a  confirmed 
habit  of  playing  the    "Ghost"   in  Hamlet.     I  mo- 
mentarily  expected   to  see  him  wrapped   in    green 
tarletan,  and  waving  "  Wilhelm  "  to  a  more  removed 
place.     They  are  alt  tolerably  unknown  to  fame,  and 
Mr.  I^wlor  probably  picked  them  up  rather  for  what 
he  thought  they  could   do   than  for  what  they  had 
done.     You  should   have  seen  the  reception  of  John 
Wilson   and   Mr.  Long,  my  dear  girl.     You  would 
have  thought  they  were  stars   of  the  first  magnitude 
who  had   been  obscured    by  a  temporary    eclipse. 
Evervthing  was  so   radically  new  at  the  old  theatre 
that    the    dear    public  were  absolutely   lonely,  and 
stretched  open  arms  to  the  remnants  of  the  old  stock. 
Mr.  Long  reproduced  his  stock  fop  with  really  good 
effect  in  this  case.     He  looked  remarkably  like  Steve 
Massett  about  the  head.    John  Wilson  appeared  but 
a  brief  minute  ;  long  enough,  however,  to  give  me 
time  to  admire  a  remarkably  beautiful  velvet  coat.     I 
have  an  idea  that  he  was  a  dresser  in  his  palmy  days, 
1  went  to  see  La  FoHrchainbaiilis  the  other  night. 
Naturally,  when  anything  comes  from  the  Comedie 
Franfaise,  one .  expects   something  very  perfect.     I 
conclude  that  at  the  Comedie  Fran9aise  the  perfec- 
tion lies  in  the  acting.     The  plot  is  not  intricate,  and 
the  dialogue,  though  sometimes  witty,  is  not  extraor- 
dinary.   Thecharacters  are  decidedly  various.    There 
is  a  dignified  banker  who  has  committed  an  indiscre- 
tion  in  his  youth,  but  fo^golten  it  in  the  press  of 
financial  matters.     There  is  his  wife,  a  rich  lady  with 
an  exceedingly  vi.xenish   temper  and   a  remarkable 
propensity  for  "  twitting.''     That  is  an  accomplish- 
ment  not   confined   to  France.     There  is  the  son  of 
these  twain,   a   specimen   of  the    Parisian  jeuneae 
doree  and  a  mild  rake.     There   is   the   daughter,  a 
frolicsome  young  woman  with  about  as  clear  a  com- 
prehension of  the  marriage  state  as  an  owl  has  of  a 
big  joke.     There  is  the  heroine,  a  dependent  young 
lady  with  a  very  independent  temperament.     There 
is  the  hero,  who  is  vagui^ly  described  as  a  heart  of 
gold.  ■  There  is  his  mother,  a  regular  goody-goody  ; 
and  there  is  the  "  Baron   Rastibouloi.-;,"  a  hateful, 
calculating,  mercenarj' old  wretch,  whom  Mr.  Mackav 
draws  in  very  strong  colors.     The  strongest  color, 
perhaps,  is  his  hair,  which  is  a  bright  vermillion,  and 
as  thin   as  it  is  red.     Kate  Denin  plays  the  good 
mother,    the    "indiscretion"'  of  "  FourchambauU's'' 
youth.     Her  head,  with  its  snow-white  hair,  is  a  per- 
fect picture.     Indeed,    she    might    sit    for    Martha 
Washington  as  she  appears  in  "  Madame  Bernard  '' 
She  has  not  a  particularly  strong  part  dramatically  ; 
neither  has  any  one  else,  not  even  Rose  Wood,  but 
they  all  jog  along  in  an  incidental  sort  of  a  way,  so 
that  they  make  a  drama  of  it  by  eleven  o'clock.   Mrs. 
Farren  makes  a  perfect  spitfire  of  "  Mme.  Fourcham- 
ba'jlt,"  a  circumstance  which    perhaps  enhances  the 
interest  in  "Mme.    Bernard."    As   for  "Bernard" 
himself,  it  appears  he  is  a  verj-  rich  man,  though  why 
is  not  explained.     I  take  it,  however,  that  it  is  be- 
cause his  mother  keeps   his   books,  so  that   he  has 
never  h.id  any  defaulting  clerks.      His  devotion  to  his 
mother  is  complete.     Indeed,  no  one  but  a  French- 
man could  ever  have  imagined  such  devotion  on  the 
part  of  a  son  ;  but  you  know  how  their  fancies  leap 
to  the  improliable.     He  goes  through  another  situa- 
tion which  only  a  Frenchman  can  conceive.    He  tries 
to  make  another  man  marr>-  the  girl  he  loves,  to  save 
her  honor — which  he  himself  does  not  doubi — with- 
out first  trj-ing  his  own  chance.    There  is  a  very  good 
scene  between  the  two  brothers,  in  the  last  act,  which 
is  really  well  played  by  Lewis  Morrison  and  James 
O'Neill.     Indeed,   Mr.  Morrison,  as  young  "  Four- 


times  looks  really  almost  Parisian.  O'Ncilfs  partis 
not  strong  enough  for  him.  In  fact,  nothing  in  the 
play  amounts  to  anything  in  particular,  and  it  can 
only  be  the  extraordinary  finesse  of  the  actors  in  the 
original  cast  which  carried  it  to  such  success.  As 
represented  here,  it  is  simply  a  rather  pleasant  play. 
The  translation  is  faithful,  but  not  elegant.  1  can 
not  imagine  one  of  ilie  trained  elegantes  of  the 
Comedie  Fran^aise  responding  with  a  brief  "geb 
out  "  to  an  impassioned  declaration  of  love,  il  was 
quite  refreshing  to  see  Miss  Louise  Sylvester  wreathed 
in  smiles  again.  She  looked  unusually  well,  as  in- 
deed they  nil  did  ;  for  when  the  cunain  rose  upon  a 
pretty  blue  drawing-room  in  which  several  of  the 
characters  were  grouped,  one  really  was  obliged  to 
study  a  moment  to  recognize  them.  Rose  Wood  ap- 
peared in  a  riding-habit— the  prettiest  cosiutiie  in 
the  world  when  the  wearer  is  in  the  saddle,  but  on 
the  stage  she  needs  a  petticoat  or  two  to  give  it 
grace.  I  do  not  believe  in  such  extreme  realism.  It 
always  reminds  me  of  the  actor  who  blacked  himself 
all  over  to  play  ' '  Othello, "'  One  of  ihc  features  of  the 
evening  was  a  young  woman  with  a  remarkable 
French  accent,  in  which  she  had  been  indefatigably 
drilled.  It  w.-is  evident  that  she  meant  business  every 
time  she  entered  to  make  an  announcement.  She  de- 
liberately took  her  place  and  settled  herself  in  posi- 
tion. Then  the  name  went  off  like  a  Fourth  of  July 
pistol,  with  a  vicious  emphasis  on  the  last  syllable 
which  made  us  all  jump  in  our  seats.  Jack  remarked 
that  he  had  frequently  heard  of  the  soft,  sweet  ac- 
cents of  the  l-"rencli  language,  but  like  the  poet  in 
Cas.ibianca,  he  fell  constrained  to  say,  "  Give  answer, 
where  are  they  ? ''  The  play  was  well  mounted,  bui  I 
obserx'ed  thai  the  counting-room—such  I  took  it  to  be 
— of  "Bernard,"  the  illegitimate  son,  resembled  a  ba- 
ronial hall,  while  the  apartments  of  tlie  ancient  house 
of  Fourchambault  were  fine  specimens  of  modern  up- 
holstery. I  forgot  to  say,  and  I  suppose  it  is  of  some 
consequence,  ihat  the  motif  o{  the  play  consists  in  the 
self-abnegation  of  "Bernard"  in  extending  a  helping 
hand  to  the  house  of  Fourchambault  when  it  is  threat- 
ened with  bankruptcy,  a  generosity  which  is  made 
difficult  by  the  discovery  that  "  Fourchambault "' is 
his  own  father  who  had  ab-andoncd  his  mother  after 
betraying  her.  French  morality  is  always  a  little 
strained,  so  the  bad  people  in  the  play  are  all  very 
good  and  the  good  people  are  not  so  very  bad.  I  do 
not  go  to  hear  the  Minstrels  often  nowadays.  They 
are  really  too  stale  for  patience.  Even  Gus  Williams, 
who  is  an  artist  in  his  line,  and  who  has  rather  a  fer- 
tile brain,  has  given  nothing  but  old  stories  and  older 
songs.  There  is  really  but  one  feature  in  the  enter- 
tainment latterly,  the  finale  to  the  first  part.  They 
get  it  up  with  some  little  show  of  attention  to  scenery 
and  they  conjure  up  some  very  amusing  concerts,  but 
as  a  whole  it  is  stale,  flat,  and  unpopular.  So  thinks 
Yours,  Betsy  B. 


the  highly  ornamented  rose-wood  casket  with  silver- 
plated  handles.  Of  the  deceased  gentleman  and  ac- 
tor—who furnishes  us  the  opportunity  for  saying  that 
which,  to  be  effective,  nuist  be  said  over  somebody's 
grave — we  know  nothing  ;  hence  this  writing  is,  as  to 
him,  impersonal.  It  is  against  this  breach  of  good 
taste,  this  display  of  unreal  grief,  this  public  rehearsal 
of  the  last  sad  scene  of  life's  most  solenm  tragedy, 
that  we  protest.  All  this  kissing  and  fainting  upon  - 
the  part  of  women,  bearing  to  the  deceased  only  a 
professional  relation,  and  of  men,  who  had  with  him 
in  life  only  a  business  connection,  is  to  us  unpleasanl. 
It  suggests  rehearsal  and  advertisement  for  the  next 
benefit ;  it  smacks  of  merchandise  in  grief  and  com- 
merce in  tears.  It  does  not  occur  in  real  life.  The 
most  devout  clergyman  would  find  no  sorrowing  wo- 
men of  his  congregation  to  "  take  on  "  at  his  funeral ; 
no  attorney  or  physician  would  have  client  or  patient 
to  sob  out  their  hearts'  grief  over  his  metallic  casket ; 
not  even  the  most  loved  and  honored  editor  would  be 
wailed  for  by  an  inconsolable  grief;  nor  does  the 
deeper  and  tenderer  sorrow  of  mother,  wife,  or  sister 
find  expression  in  acting  the  mourner  at  the  grave. 
If  this  dead  genUeman  leaves  a  fond  mother  and  an 
affectionate  sister  to  mourn  his  early  death,  their  sor- 
row in  that  bereavement  will  not  be  softened  by  the 
reflection  that  Maud  Granger,  J efireys- Lewis,  and 
others  of  the  company  so  successfully  played  their 
parts  over  their  dead  son  and  brother  before  the  grave- 
digger  played  his. 


Notes. 

Miss  Maud  Granger  has  gone  East  witli  the  Diplo- 
nuicy  Troupe,  and  will  renew  her  engagement. 

Diplomacy  will  be  put  upon  the  sl.age  at  McVick- 
er's.  Chicago,  on  the  29ih. 

Married,  Thursday,  August  i5ih,  .\.  J.  Maitland, 
of  San  Francisco,  to  Miss  Jeffreys-Lewis.     No  cards. 


A  very  clever  actor  and,  so  far  as  known,  a  very 
respectable  person  of  the  name  of  Montague,  after  a 
brief  illness,  dies  at  the  Palace  Hotel.  He  had  been 
playing  a  successful  engagement  in  Dlplotnacy  at  the 
California  Theatre.  The  Chronicle  says  ihat  his 
immediate  friends  remained  all  night  with  his  remains, 
in  c  lairs,  and  upon  cots  on  the  floor.  The  ladies  of 
the  company  were  frantic  with  grief,  hundreds  of  per- 
sons visited  the  room  with  gifts  and  flowers.  The 
casket  was  covered  with  flowers.  Mrs.  Eberle  sent  a 
wreath  wrought  in  pansies;  Miss  Imogene  Eberie,  a 
wreath;  Miss  Eleanor  Carey,  a  magnificent  cross; 
Haverlj's  Minstrels  and  the  German  Company  a 
wreath  ;  bouquets  from  Barton  Hill.  Miss  Maud 
Granger,  Miss  Lewis,  Mrs.  Shannon,  attired  in  the 
deepest  mourning.  Dr.  Piatt  {out  of  his  custom) 
"rang  down  the  curtain.''  A  dense  crowd  visited 
the  remains.  Miss  Rose  Wood,  of  Wallack's  com 
pany,  threw  herself  upon  the  coffin,  and  kissed  the 
glass  that  hid  the  dead  face,  and  was  with  difficulty 
removed.  Mr.  Carroll,  of  the  Z>/;S/<j/«,7a' party,  show- 
ed similar  emotion,  and  it  required  the  utmost  en- 
treaty of  his  friends  to  induce  him  to  leave  the  place. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shannon  were  overcome  with  grief. 
Before  Miss  Lewis  and  Miss  Granger  look  their  last 
look,  all  were  requested  to  leave  the  room.  The 
scene  that  followed  is  said  to  have  been  beyond  de- 
scription. Miss  Granger  declares  she  will  never 
again  go  upon  the  stage.  The  remains  of  Mr.  Mon- 
tague have  been  embalmed  and  sent  East  by  ihe 
overland  train,  accompanied  by  his  sorrowful  com- 
pany— also  Mr.  Samuel  Percy  to  play  the  parts 
hitherto  taken  by  Mr.  Montague.  Mr.  Phil.  Sim- 
mons, agent  of  the  company,  stales  that  it  will  fill 
all  existing  engagements,  op>eningat  McVicker's  The- 
atre, Chicago,  en  the  29th  insianL  "And  the  be- 
reaved widow  will  continue  to  carr>'  on  the  business 
at  the  old  stand."  We  recall  those  refined  and  ele- 
gant limes  of  Washington  In'ing  in  which  the  ques- 
tion is  so  louchingly  asked,  "Who  can  look  down, 
even  upon  the  grave  of,an  enemy,  and  not  feel  a  com- 
punctious throb  that  he  should  ever  have  warred  with 
the  poor  handful  of  earth  that  lies  mouldering  before 
him."  We  mourn  the  loss  of  good  and  great  men  ; 
we  mourn  the  loss  of  friends  and  relatives  ;  we  sym- 
pathize with  sun-iving  mourners  as  they  pour  out  their 
grief  at  the  dying  bed  and  grave  of  a  loved  one  who 
has  passed  away  ;  but  we  have  neither  sympathy  nor 
patience  for  that  sorrow  that  flaunts  itself  in  public, 
nor  for  the  grief  that  howls,  nor  the  inconsolable  sad- 
ness that  waves  its  disconsolate  banner  of  black  over 


A  story  is  current  in  Moscow,  apropos  of  Russian 
official  routine,  which,  whether  literally  true  or  not, 
certainly  illustrates  to  perfection  the  character  of  the 
prevailing  system.  An  operatic  star  of  some  note, 
connected  with  one  of  the  principal  Moscow  theatres, 
wishing  to  make  a  short  excursion  into  the  country, 
went  to  get  her  passport  countersigned  by  the  local 
authorities.  The  presiding  ofllicial  received  her'very 
politely,  and  having  learned  her  business  inquired  for 
her  "written  petition."  "My  written  petition!'' 
cried  the  lady.  "I  have  none;  I  never  knew  that 
anything  of  the  kind  was  required."  "  Not  required, 
madam  ?  On  the  contrary,  nothing  can  be  done  with- 
out it."  "What  can  I  do,  then?"  "  Nothing  easier; 
be  good  enough  to  take  this  sheet  of  paper,  and  write 
according  to  my  dictation."  The  applicant  obeyed, 
and  transcribed  word  for  word  a  formal  petition  re- 
questing leave  of  absence  from  the  city  for  a  stated 
time,  which  was  then  duly  signed,  folded,  and  sealed. 
"And  now,'  quoth  the  man  in  office,  "you  have 
only  to  deliver  it."  "To  whom,  pray?"  "To 
whom?''  echoed  the  official,  with  a  slight  smile  at  the 
absurdity  of  the  question;  "to  me,  of  course." 
The  document  was  accordingly  handed  across  the 
table.  The  great  man  adjusted  his  spectacles,  broke 
the  seal,  gravely  read  over  his  own  composition  from 
beginning  to  end,  folded  and  docketed  it  with  me- 
thodical slowness,  and  then,  turning  to  the  impatient 
artiste,  said,  with  an  air  of  official  solemnity:  "  Ma- 
dam, I  have  read  your  petition,  and  regret  to  tell 
you  that  I  am  unable  to  grant  it." 


Montague. 

To  thee,  who  every  grace  comprised, 

Their  sighs  all  women  gave. 
Now  but  an  "actress" — name  despised  — 

Lies  fainting  on  thy  grave. 

The  following  remarks  of  the  New  York  Dramatic 
A'^u'j  are  neither  very  new  in  idea  nor  very  brilliant 
in  expression,  but  they  are  so  true  that  we  commend 
them  to  the  theatrical  reporters  of  the  local  daily 
journals,  in  the  pious  hope  that  they  may  prove  suf- 
ficiently offensive  to  do  great  good  :  "The  critic  who 
tells  the  truth  becomes  almost  an  ascetic.  He  must 
purchase  respect  by  fear,  and  fear  means  to  be 
shunned  and  avoided.  Few  men  have  the  moral 
courage  to  undergo  the  ordeal.  Yet  it  is  the  crucial 
test  of  the  critic.  Personally,  he  must  be  without 
reproach,  he  must  sacrifice  personal  friendships  in 
his  calling,  and  he  must  be  utterly  hardened  against 
favor  and  against  threat.  Is  it  any  wonder  there  are 
so  few  good  critics?  The  actor,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  the  very  last  man  who  can  brook  true  criticism. 
As  a  rule,  he  is  accustomed  to  public  notice  and  pub- 
lic applause,  and  he  is  always  ready  to  ascribe  cen- 
sure to  private  animosity."'  People  will  hate  the 
critic  who  tells  the  truth'about  them,  but  really  it  is 
but  little,  if  any,  worse  to  be  hated  than  it  is  to  be 
despised. 


Mr.  Hill  and  Prima  Donna  di  Murska,  at  De^ 
troit,  were  counting  up  the  week's  receipts,  and  the 
rolls  of  greenbacks  were  lying  on  the  table  in  front 
of  them,  and  a  lively  dispute   began  over  a  matter  of 

or  seven  dollars  which  rested  quietly  on  the  mar- 
ble table.  The  words  grew  warm,  and  di  Murska 
took  the  roll  of  greenbacks  from  the  table  and  threw 

into  the  blazing  grate.  "Zere,  now,  ve  vil  no 
more  trouble  have  about  sat.''  Whafwas  the  don- 
na's astonishment  when  she  discovered  that  she  had 
pitched  the  wrong  roll  into  the  fire,  and  that  they 
were  poorer  by  5800. 
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CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  A.  m.  and  7J2  p.  m.  Sunday-school  at  3 
p,  M.     Praise  service  at  6%  r.  M. 


For  silvenvare,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  comer  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets.  - 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons. 

Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Bo.\  87,  Alameda. 


Ladies— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
tor  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  articles  de  vcrfu  thoroughly 
repaired  with  GIANT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  all  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  Street.  • 


nUSH  STREET  THEATRE, 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY.  AT  2  P.  WI. 

SATURDAY,  .\UGUST  17. 

HAVERLY      MINSTRELS. 

Also,  this  (Saturday)  and  to-morrow  (Sunday)  evening. 

Monday,  August  19,  Add.  Ryman's  Burlesque,  introducing 
all  the  Comedians  of  this  Company  in 

JULIUS  THE  SNOOZER. 
GUS  WILLIAMS' 

New  Loca>Song,  "What  Kearney  is  doirjg  East,"  and  his 
famous  Burlesque  Temperance  Lecture. 

All   the   Great  Company— SWEATNAM  AND  RICE  on 
on  the  ends. 

Ladies  will  please  remember  the   JULIUS  THE  SNOOZ- 
ER MATINEES  Wednesday  and  Saturday. 

■DALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer. 

Undeniable   and    marked  success  of  the  greatest  legitimate 
comedy  of  modern  time^, 

FOURCHAMBAULT, 

Acted  at  the  present  time  in  only  two  Theatres  in  the  world. 

La  Comedie  Francaise,  Paris,  and  Baldwin's 

Theatre,  San  Francisco. 

EVERY  EVENING  INCLUDING  SUNDAY, 

FOURCHAMBAULT. 

Mr.  James  O'Neill, 

Mr.  F.  F.  Mackey, 

Mr.  James  A.  Heme, 
Miss  Rose  Wood,  Mr.  Lewis  Morrison, 

Miss  Louise  Sylvester, 

Miss  Kate  Denin, 

Mrs.  Farren. 

GRAND   FOURCHAMBAULT  MATINEE  ON  SAT- 
URDAY AT  2  P.  M. 

nALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 

Sesond  Week  of  the  gifted  artiste, 

MISS  MAGGIE  MITCHELL. 

Monday,  Tuesday,  Wednesday,  Thursday.  Aug.  19, 20,  21, 22 

FANOHON. 

Friday  and  Saturday,  Aug.  23  and  24, 

THE  PEARL  OF  SAVOY. 

Only  FANCHON  Matinee,  Saturday,  Aug.  24. 

In  active  preparation,  a  new  comedy  drama,  written  ex* 
pressly  for  Miss  Mitchell  by  Louis  Vidr,  entitled 

BIRDS   OF   PASSAGE! 

Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Bo\  Office. 

A    0_ARD. 

7->     C.  MOWBRA  K,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

-^  '  224  STOCKTON  STREET,  would  respectfully 
inform  hi.s  friends  and  patrons  that  he  has  entirely  recovered 
from  his  late  illness,  and  will  resume  practice  on  Monday, 
August  19th. 

In  reply  to  numerous  inquiries   Dr.  Mowbray  would  state 

that     His     PRACTICE    IS     ENTIRELY    SEPARATE     FROM    THAT 

OF  Dr.  Younger.        

TTALE&-  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  District,  Storey  County,  State  of  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  of  August,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  59)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately, 
in  United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretarj',  at  the  office 
of  the  Company,  Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  northwest  cor- 
ner Pine  and  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shaU  remain  unpaid 
on  the  i8th  day  of  September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the  ninth  (glh) 
day  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
together  with  cost  01  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ot  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JOEL  F.   LIGHTNEK,  Secretarj-. 

Office — Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  northwest  corner  Pine 
and  Montgomery  Streets,  San  Francisco,  California. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Alontgomery  and  Sutter  Sts. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITU 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  §.   F. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  00 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conservative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  policies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfeiture  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  ha- 
bilities  amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  328  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


TERRACE 


SWIMM 


PVOT   OF   WEBSTER   STREET,  ON  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BE,A.CH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Perfect  security  against  monstei  s  of  the  deep.  High  water  at  all  times 
of  day  and  night, 

SPECIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS   FOR   LADIES   UNATTENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWARK — depot  on  the  premises  ;  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway  Station,  running  within   two  blocks  of  the  Baths. 
RAXHS     IFt  OENTS"  including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits,  Towels,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 
on    no,  ^^  w.-.-.    ^,  j^    HALEY  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


THE  ARGONAUT  SKETGH  BOOK 


MECHANICS'  FAIR  for  1878. 


This  popular  publication  will  consist  this  year  of  thirty-six  large  pages,  printed 
on  heavy  book  paper,  bound  in  covers,  and  profusely  illustrated  by  the  best  artists 
on  the  coast.  A  first  edition  of  15,000  copies  will  be  issued  the  second  or  third 
week  of  the  Fair,  and  placed  by  the  San  Francisco  News  Company  in  everj'  city, 
town,  and  village  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Special  terms  to  the  trade.  .A  limited 
number  of  first-class  advertisements  will  be  given  space  on  covers.  For  advertising 
terms  and  further  particulars,  apply  at  Argonaut  office,  522  California  Street. 

THE    ARGONAUT    PUBLISHING    COMPANY. 


MR.  GEORGE  J.  GEE, 

Organist  Trinitv  Cml-rch. 

pESUMES   LESSONS    ON    ORGAN 

■^     and  PIANO,  Monday,  July  22d. 

SS^  Office,   No.    31    Post  Street.       Residence,    No.    70S 
Mason  Street. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  EI..\STIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Sircet,  San  Frarcisco^^ 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


Fine  Upholstery,  Cabinet  &  Frame  Work  ' 


o 


A    SPECIALTY. 
UK  CARPETIXG,   UPHOLSTERY  ANU 

EEDDnrC  MATEltlAL  nro  all  of  the  firstqualilj-. 
H.iviD;i  increased  our  facilities  ami  enlar^eil  our  I'urni- 
I'.irn  Manufactoi'\%  wo  nre  prciwrrrl  loexccnre  n-i'i — s  for 
Jl-.TIQUE,  MKUIiEViVLandMODER-VFUKinUiUi 
Irom  Origiaal  Desifins, 

CHARLES  M.  PLUM. 


S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    D.IVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


COMMENCING   SATURDAY,   JULY 
'-'     13th,  1S78, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

San  Francisco  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
ern or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

S^  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  onlv  on  Saturdays  and 
Sc.vdav  Mokmngs. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  for  passage  after 
the  MoNUAv  following  the  date  uf  purchase. 

Ticket  Okkices — Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
A.  C.  BASSETT.  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agt. 

NOTICE.— San  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  (via  C.  P.  R. 
R.)  can  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  Oakland  Ferr>-,  foot  of  Market  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco; also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 


ALASKA 

GOMMEROIAL  GO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

Woollett,   Wm.    M.      Old    Homes   Made    New.       22 

plates  with  text.     Oblong  410 5^  5° 

Plays  for  Private  Acting.  From  the  French  and  Ital- 
ian.    i6mo I  OD 

Emerson,  R.  W.  Fortune  of  the  Republic.  A  lect- 
ure.    i6mo.,  50  cents;  paper 25 

Grohman,  W.  A.  B.  Gaddings  with  a  Primitive  Peo- 
ple.    The  Tyro'ese,     i6mo i  00 

Gibbon,  Edward.     His  Life  and  Career.     By  James 

C.  Morison.     i2mo 75 

Conquered.     A  novel,     ismo i  40 

Once  and  Forever,  or  Bright  Morning.  A  novel.  By 
Miss  Grant,     lamo i  50 

Bishop,  N.  H.  Voyage  of  the  Paper  Canoe  from  Que- 
bec to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.     8vo , 2  50 

Mays,  Thos.  J.  On  the  Therapeutic  Forces.  An  ef- 
iori  to  considerthe  action  of  medicines  in  the  light 
of  the  modern  doctrine  of  the  conservation  of 
force.     i6mo.,  143  pp i  1:5 

_  ^  --"^ 

72I  Market  St^.  S.JF^ 

p\IVIDEND  NOTICE.  — OFFICE    OF 

"^"'^  the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada 
Block,  Room  37,  San  Francisco,  Aug.  15th,  1878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  dividend  (No.  34)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Tuesday,  .\ug.  20th,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  21st  inst. 

W.  W.  TRAYLOR,  Secrctarj-. 

FALK'S 

MILWAUKEE    BEER. 

If  you  are  going  overland,  or  on  a  picnic, 
or  making  a  trip  by  steamboi^L  or  steamer,  or" 
visiting  in  the  country,  let  us  suggest  that  you 
take  with  you  some  of  this  celebrated  Beer. 
It  is  the  very  best  for  these  trips. 

For  sale  by  all  dealers. 

CUTTING  &.  MURR,AY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  1- . 

B^p¥~KOHLER  I  ZmV^. 
to  I  ^^rr 


14 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


The  mode  of  making  love  in  Poniigal  is  very  sim- 
ple, bui  it  lacks  enerCT  and  ihe  irue  inwardness  of 
the  American  article.  Vhc  Portugal  young  man  pays 
his  addresses  by  simply  sLinding  in  front  of  tlie  house 
occupied  by  the  object  of  his  affection,  while  the 
young  l.idy  looks  down  approvingly  from  an  upix-r 
window,  and  that's  all  there  is  of  it.  No  gunwirops, 
no  measuring  of  waists  with  amis,  no  peanuts,  no 
gazing  into  the  liquid  depths  of  lovc-mcUing  eyes,  no 
— and-so-forth.  It  is  a  great  sa\-ing  of  the  old  man's 
gas  and  fuel,  but  on  a  cold  night  the  young  man  is 
liable  to  have  his  ears  frozen,  unless  he  canies  a  stove 
in  his  coat-tail  pocket.  These  silent  court>hips,  we 
are  told,  sonieliines  continue  for  very  long  peritxls  be- 
fore the  lover  cin  ask  the  important  question,  or  the 
lady  return  the  final  answer.  There  i-;  big  room  for 
improvement  in  the  matter  of  Portugal  love-making. 

Just  before  a  late  thunder-siorni  a  man  steppc<l 
into  a  telegraph  office  and  retpiesit-d  the  privilege  of 
ulking  through  the  lelephont-  with  his  wife,  who  was 
visiting  the  managers  wife  ai  a  distant  tclegmph  sin- 
lion.  The  assistiinl  nwn;ig<--r  gmnl«I  the  request 
and  the  nun  began  operations.  He  couldn't  be  pre- 
vailed upon  to  U-lieve  that  it  was  really  his  wife  who 
was  talking  to  him.  and  she  so  m.iny  miles  away. 
He  finally  asked  her  to  .say  or  do  something  known 
lo  ihemsi'lvcs  only,  that  he  might  be  convince<l  thai 
it  was  she:  Ju<t  then  a  rambling  stre-.ik  of  lightning 
came  on  the  wires,  hitting  the  hu-ilwnd  violently  on 
the  head,  when  he  jumped  to  his  fcot  and  exclaimed: 
*'  I  am  satisfied;  all  correct." 


A  lieutenant  on  board  an  English  giuirdship  ap- 
plied to  hi>  uiplain  for  leave  to  go  on  shore.  It  wa> 
refused.  He  a^ked  again  ;  the  s;\me  answer,  more 
peremptory  than  In-fore.  He  repeated  his  request 
and  a.>kcd  for  reasons  of  refusal.  Both  wen*  still 
obstinately  withheld.  "Hut  sir,"  he  expostulated. 
"•  if  1  ask  for  leave,  and  you  refuse  it  without  giving 
me  any  reasons.  I  shall  walk  about  the  deck  witli  a 
stigma  on  my  b;ick.''  "By  CJeorge.  sir."  cried  the 
irate  and  rather  unreasonable  captain.  "  if  I  catch 
you  walking  up  and  down  her  M.ijesly's  deck  with 
anything  but  her  Nlajestys  uniform  on  your  b;ick, 
III  have  you  tried  by  court- martial.' 

Two  Bohemians,  one  of  whom  is  going  to  try  to 
get  himself  asked  to  dinner,  while  his  companion  has 
not  c%-en  thai  slender  resource,  meet  on  the  boule- 
\-ard.  growling  about  the  hard  times. 

"  S'ou  needn't  compLiin."  s:iys  the  second,  "per- 
haps you  will  dine  to-night." 

"  Aye,"  replies  the  other,  "  I  niav.  and  yci  again  I 
iiia\-n*i.  whereas  you  know  you  won\.  and  know  what 
to  expect,  and  that's  where  you  have  the  adrantage 
of  me." 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  B-.rtjeley  Gymnasium  (a  prep.iralory  ichool  to  the 
L'niversity>—a  first •<;I.'»!..'.  boanling-school  cslablishment  in 
the  ioierols  of  higher  cducaiion,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramniitig  ■>>'Mcm  of  the  \ni.ill  collcjjcs  and  militivry  aeadc- 
micsof  the  .'^t;ltc.  The  next  term  will  continence  July  =4ih. 
Kximination  of  candidates  for  admiwon  July  pad  and  sjd. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  »um- 
mer  manihs  for  <itudent»-  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dr:»^ 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS.    PRINCIPAL. 

KEKKELEV,  CALIFOKNl.V. 

NoTK. — \Vc  desire  to  call  special  attention  lo  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo^'s. 


IltVlKG   M.   SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


HARRY   N.  MORSE, 

(kx-shkkifi'  alameua  <:'HSt>.) 

r\ErELTIVE    AXD     COLLECTIO.X 

•^-^     AGKN'CY.  Safe  Deposit  Building.  j|38  >Ionlgomer\ 
Sueel,  Room  No.  i3,  third  floor.  San  Francisco. 

This  agency- is  prepared  to  do  all  legitimate  detective 
business  eniruxted  to  its  care.  It  does  not  operate  for  con- 
tin^ot  rewards,  and  i&  independent  of  government  or  mu- 
oigpal  control. 


H. 


H' 


J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

D  E  X  T I  S  T. 

'AS     REMOVED     HIS    DENTAL 


Rooms  from  the  N.  E.  comer  of  Broadway  and 
Tenth  Streets  lo  the  N.  E.  comer  of  Broadn-ay  and  Twelfth 
Streeu,  ot-er  the  Oakland  Bank  of  Savings. 

Oakland,  [une  \s\,  \%^Z. _^ 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

(  I-ouii.k-d  lS^9.)      IVst  Office  llox  JiaS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S  A  N     K  R  .\  N  C  1  S  C  O 


MANUfACTURRRS    OP 
(^mpres.scd  Engines, 
Air  ComprcMiOis, 
Rocl:  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Slationar>'  and  Porl.nbk  Hoilcrs 
Itaby  Hoist,  coniplule. 


CONSTANTLY   ON    HAND   AND   FOK  SALE. 

nircct-acting  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationarj-  Engines, 

(JuartJ  Crushing  and  .Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
.\Il  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  de.Mgn,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
m:uiufacturers, 

PRESCOTT.  SCOrr  &  CO. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  Californin  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  h;  wise,  PrcsiJent. 
CHAS.  A.  I-ATON,  SecretAr>-. 


J^HE  ST  A  TE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCK    COMPANY.    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS S450,000 

Principal  Ofiicc,  aiSand  320  San^onie  Street,  San  Francisco 


A.J, 


OFKICKRS: 

BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARIl   IVERS,  Vice-Pre.sident. 

CHAS.  H.  CUSniNO.  SecreLary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 

1S7S. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  3' 
For  circulars,  address 

*U.  P.  SACKEIT, 


.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  Cal. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


ITie  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near  Bush,  opposite  the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


J.   C.    MERRILL    & 
SHIPPING 


CO. 


COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  St-indard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  .-xir.s.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CVLIN- 
UERS  always  on  hand.  New  and  iiileresting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES     thoroughly 
done  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Suiter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Br«adwav,  New  York. 


c^OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY.  BL.\NK.  BOOKS,  LEr-Al.  CUSTCV- 
HOUSE,  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS. 

694  Mongomerj'  Street,  Monigomcrv  Block. 
San  Francisco.  Califnmia. 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

\Yholesale  and  Retail 

Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Montgomcrj*   Street,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

to  compounding  Phj-sician's  PreMrriplions,  the  dis- 
pensing  of  which  U  entnt<.tcd  only  to  the  most  compeieni, 
hand«,  while  ever>-  care  'm.  taken  to  enxurc  the  purity  of  all 


AgeiUA  for  the 


ISLANDS    AND    OREGON 
LINES. 


ao4  AND  306  California  St. 


San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

PURE 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 


Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holiiing  twice  as  muth  as  ordin.irj- 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comiiaring  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  tmkik  mekits.  they  h.ivc  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  al!  others,  and  now  ;ye  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  P.-w:ific  coa.'it.  Dealers  will  find  them  lo  give  better 
satisfaction  lo  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  .-ire 
rcspcOlfully  rcquolcd  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAX  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


r\R.  G.  J.   VAN  VLACK, 


MOOD  Y'S 

a?id  Prescription 

STORE, 


Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Drug 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOI.F.   MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCHTYPE. 

SPFCIAL  Al-.KNTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  525  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorflf  Street,  San  F 


QIERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  Californi.t.  Location  of  works,  Virgnia 
Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  thirty-firht  day  of  July.  1878,  an  as.sess- 
mcnt  (No.  55)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  w.-ls  levied  upon  the 
capit.nl  stock  of  ihe  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccrctarj',  at  the  nfiicc  of  the 
Company,  Room  .j?,  Nevada  Bloock,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  fourth  day  of  September,  1 S78,  will  be  delin(|uent, 
.ind  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unlcvs  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Whdnrsdav,  the  twenty-fifth 
day  of  Seplenilter,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
logetlicr  with  cost  of  advenising  and  expenses  of  saji 
W.  W.  .SIETSON, 

Oflice— Room  47,   Nevada  Block, 
Street,  San  Francisco.  California. 


Secrcl.iry. 
No.  309  Montgomery 


/]  P PLICA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

-^  TRADER.-Notice  is  hereby  given  that  1.  K.  S. 
E<;i;kkt  Aitkkn,  wife  of  Charles  H.  .\iiken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Fr.inciscn.  Slate  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  .said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Mondav,  the  2d  of  September,  a.  d.  1878, 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September #tcrm,  A.  n. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carr>'  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  .ind  county  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merch.indise,  to  own  and  run  a 
lodging-house,  to  buy  and  sell  mining  stocks,  personal  and 
real  property,  to  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
otherwise,  and  to  act  as  spirit  and  test  medium,  and  to  do 
and  perform  al!  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  .ind  c.ich  of  them. 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  July  i6th,  a.  d.  1878. 
Wm.  H.  H.  Hart,  .Attorney  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
ery Street. 

pill'} DEN D  NOTICE.— THE  HIBER- 

■*~^  NIA  S.WINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  N.  E. 
corner  Monlgomer>- and  Post  Streets,  San  Francisco,  July 
24,  1878.— .\t  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend,  al  the  rate  of  ^%  per  cent,  per 
annum,  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six  months  end- 
ing July  2ist,  1878,  payable  from  and  after  this  date,  and 
free  from  Federal  tax. 
^ EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretap-. 


0. 


F.   WILLEY  tSr"  CO., 


IMPORTERS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   OP 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Mo.'JTtiO.MEKY  St.,  San  Fr:\ni.isco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREW.STER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS,   I'hiladelphia. 

C.  S.    CAFFREY,   Camden,  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.   KIELAM  &  CO.,   New  Haven, 
COOLI.VG  BROS,,  Wilmington 


AlJiO,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  EV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

iVIso,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


DANIEL  Z.    YOST. 


DRECKINRIDGE  &-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

304  Montgomery'  Street. 


UELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 


U 


Location   of  _       _ 

Cisco,    California.     Location   of  works,   Gold    Hill, 


fori, 
Loc; 


2ipal  place  of  busine^ 


San    P'ran- 
Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  17th  day  of  July,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  15)  of  one  dollar  per  snare  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  lo  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  ai.  No.  419  Califomia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  a.ssessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentieth  {20th)  day  of  August,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tuesdav, 
the  tenth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advenising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT.  Secretar>*. 

Office,  Room  21,  No.  419  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California. 


OILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  principal  place  of  business.  San    Francis- 


co,  California.      Ivocation  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  eighteenth  (iSth)  day  of  July,  1878,  an 
a.'«cssment  {No.  3)  of  fifty  cents  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  Slates  gold  coin  10  the  .Secrctarj-,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  19,  Hayward's  Building,  No.  419 
California  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty-second  (ssd)  day  of  August,  1878,  will 
be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Thi'hs- 
i>AY,  the  twelfth  day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  de- 
linquent assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and 
expenses  of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secrctarj-. 

Office,  Room  ig,  Hayward's  Building.  No.  419  Califomia 
.Street,  .San  Francisco,  California. 


J.   M.   WALKER. 


JENNINGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.  AUSTIN. 


J.  M.  WALKER   Sl   CO. 

^TOCK  BROKERS,   N.   IV.    CORNER 
•^     Montgomery  and  Pine  Streets. 


CHAS.  v.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR   SALK  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    54    CLAY   STREET. 


PAS  TU  R  AGE. 

r'ENTLEMEN  SEEKING  SUMMER 

^^^  pasturage  for  valuable  Horses  will  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Corte  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
AltCONAfT  office.     Terms,  $6  per  month. 


•'^STu^^^>^niAms\ 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,   Room  16.     Probate,  divo.-ce,  bank- 
niptcy,  aiK]  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW,  San  Franci^o.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  sv  Califomia  Street,  Rooms  i,  s.  and  x. 


W.    E.    HALK. 


K.    PACKECO, 


HALE  &.   PAOHEOO, 

VTOCK    AND     CO.MMISSION   BRO- 

*"~^      kers,  317  Montgomery  Street,  Nevada  Block. 


Newton  Booth, 
J.T 


Zr.  T.  Wheeleb,  Sacramento, 
Glover,  W,  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 


w. 


IV.  DODGE  &-  CO., 
WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Ciav  and  Front  Streets,  San 


r)IVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  STATE 


NY 


INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
Dividend  No,  63. — The  monthly  dividend  for  July 
will  be  paid  on  August  10,  al  their  office,  Nos.  218  and  220 
-San some  Street. 

CHS.   H.  CUSHING,  Secretary. 
-San  Prancisco,  August  5,  1878^ _^__^ 

r\IVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

—  the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  August  7,  1878. — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  12,  of  one  dollar  per  share  w.is  declared,  payableon 
Monday,  August  12. 1878.  Tran.sfer  books  closed  on  'ITiurs- 
day,  August  8,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  r.  m. 

—  WM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room   29   Nevada  Block.    No,    309   Montgomery 
Street    third  floor   San  Francisco   C'al 


PflVIDEND    NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

-^-^  THE  CALIFORNIA  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco, August  7,  1 878.  At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  above  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  28)  of  One  (SO  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable 
on  Thursday,  August  15,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  until 
i6lh  insl. C.  P.  GORDO.V,  Secretar>-. 

AJOTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 

is  hereby  given  by  the  undersigned,  Administrator  of 
the  Estate  of  MICHAEL  KELLEHER.  decea,sed,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  lo  exhibit  them  with  the  necessary  vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publication  of  this  notice,  to  the 
said  Administrator  at  his  place  of  business.  Room  iz,  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Monigomcry  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty- of  San  Francisco.     Dated  August  8th,  187S. 

WILLIAM  DCOLAN, 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  Michael  Kelleher,  deceased. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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iOffliiiiil' 


C<->M.MENCiNG    Sl'NDAV,    JuLV    14,    187S. 

Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  nnd  Fourth,  as 
foliows; 

O  -,^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  HolHster, 
^•J> '-'  Tres  Pines,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations,  i^"  At  Pajaro,  the  Saaia  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
3^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Pari-OR  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

rn    An  ^-   ^^-  DAILY    for    San    Jose    and   Way   Sta- 

^  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O  'O  jaro,  Hotlister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Sant.v 
Claka  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

8^  On  Satlkdavs  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaro  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
TLKNlNG,  passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  A.  M.  Mon- 
days (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  m   San  Francisco  at  lo 

A.   .M 

SSif'  Si'EciAL  Notice. — On  Saturdays  only  the  run  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  lo  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V.  R.  R.  for  Monterey.  Returning,  leave 
Monterey  MoNHAVS  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  a,  m. 

,  f^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Saa  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
y-'-f-^  tions. 

A  -,^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Menio  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^•J^  tions. 

S:S-  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  A,  M.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  m. 

S^^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSEIT,  H.  R.  JUDAK, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  S:  Tkt,  .\gl. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  P.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohsve,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilminigton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yltma. 


N 


ORTH    PACIFIC    COASI    RAIL- 
ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF    TIME. 


On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,   1878,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  S.AU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San   Rafael   as  follows  : 

WEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  San  Francisco. 

( From  San   Quentin   Ferrj', 

Market  Street). 
7.15  A.M.  for  San  Rafael, 


S.15  "            "      &Junction 
9.40  " 
1.45  P.M. 
4.10  " 

6.30  A.M 
8.00       " 
9.00       " 
11.00       " 

for  San  Francisco 

5.10  " 

6.10  "     for  San  Rafael. 

3.20  I'.M 

■1-45     '■ 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.   for  all   points   be- 
tween Saucelito   and    San 
Rafael. 

(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7.00  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 

Leave  San  Rafael. 
(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry.) 


1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  way  sta- 
tions. Stage  connections 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 
(From   San   Quentin   Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
12.30  P.M.       "  " 

3-iS     " 

5.45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucchto  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00  a.  m.   Excursion    train, 
V:onnecting   at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry)- 
8.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


1-45  p.m; 
4-30    " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry)- 


6.4s  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows:  We';k  days,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY.  General  Manager. 


S 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San   Francisco 

(\Vasbington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows: 

J2Q  P.  M.y  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted, 
'<i_/  Steamer   "James  M.  Donahue"  f^Vashi^gton 

Street  "WTiarf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Tram  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma  ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah.Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
brings,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

B^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guerneville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  A-  M-) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

S  00  ■^'  ^•i-^^^^^'^'^y^  ofily^  via  Donahue, 

for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip:  Donahue,  $1  :  Petaluma,  $r  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2;  Healdsburg,  S3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guerneville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees,  Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's,and  Guerneville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  M.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  v.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington   Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen,  Manager.  A.  A,  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &.  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  IV, 

Nos.  2,  3,  and  4  Sherman's  Building, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  somer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Bo.v  707.) 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


C 


OMMENCING      WEDNESDA  V, 

Illy  uj,  1878,  and  until  further  notice, 

TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
IV/LL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 


7  QQ    A.    M.,    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  {from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(Tha  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
{Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.55  p.  m.] 

S.OO  ^-  ^^'^  ^A^L"^^   ^  TLANTIC 

■   *  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  for  Sacra- 

mento, Marysville,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
{\Mrginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  M 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  P  M.j 

^  QQ  A.     M.,     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

'  Special   train   via   Oakland    Ferry,   arrives    at 

Martinez  10.15  '^*  '"*'■  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4,10  r. 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  p.  m. 

Exci  HSiON  Tickets  at  Reduced  Rates. 

0    70  ^-  ^■'  SUf^OA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

y  **J/  Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 

Oakland  Ferry)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  (■.  m.] 

T  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  '  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9,35  a.  m.] 

2    on   P-    ^-y    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

O  'O  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry{ 

to  San  Pab'o  and  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  m.[ 


A  nn  P'  ^'^-^   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

X'  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry)   for    Lathrop,    and 

Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Ncwhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angkles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  m.] 

A  nn  ^-  ^^^-y  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

£j.,\J\J  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  r.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11,10  a.  m.] 

A  Qf)  P.  M,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^'^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
AVharf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River  ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  a.  m.  daily. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p,  m.] 

^    -jQ   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^'^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 

throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  '^-  ^i-  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


9.00 
9-30 


A.  M.    !      P.  M. 
1  6.10 
7.00 
7-30 

2.00 
■  3-00 
3-3° 
4.00 
4.30 
5.00 
S-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
Bii,4s 


\.  M.      A,  M.      A.  M.  !  A.       . 

7.00  B  6.10       8.00       8.00 
S.ooj     7.30J  +9.30:  +9.30, 

9.001  8.30,    P.   M.    j    P,   7,\.    \ 

9.30I   ti.oo      3.00' 

3.00        4.00 

4.00    t8,io 
t8.io 


ii.oO|   10.30^ 
12.00    11-30 


p.   M. 


I   P.    M. 


1.301    12.30, I 

2.00  1. 00. 

*3,oo      3-3ol- ■ 

4.00'       4-30'^ Y 

5.00'       5,30' 

6.001  6.3oitChange  cars 
8*7.00!     7.00! 

B*8.ioi     8.10'      at  East 
:"*io.3o'     9-2o'j 
j*ii.45    10.30,     Oakland. 
Ibii-zsI 


6.00 
10.00 


B—Su7idays  excepted.  q— Sundays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Fernside,  eftccept  Sundays,  7.00,  g.co,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 

P.  M. 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  ftj-so  A.  m,,  3.00,  4.00  p.  m. 
TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


n  5  o  '    So 


A.  M.       A.    M. 


"«-^o 

B  5-40 

7-30 

10.00 

8.30 

p.    M. 

9-3° 

3-00 

10.30 

4.3a 

11.30 

5-3° 

p.   M. 

4.00 

5-00 

^. .. 

6.00 

Change  cars 
at  West 
Oakland. 


B"5.00 

B*5-40 
^6.25 
7,00 
8.03 
9.00 
10.03 
11.03 
12.00 
V.  M. 
1. 00 
3.00 
*3-20 

4.00 

5-00 

6,03 

B''7.2d 

£"8.30 

*io.oo 


p  o 
E3 


t6.45'  t7-o8 
7-55!  8.15 
II. 151   11,3s 

tll.45     P.   M. 

P.   M.    ,tl2.o8 

3.40;       4,03 

t4-45 


15-50 
6.40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
11.40 

p.  M. 
12.40 

I-Z5 
2.40 

4.40 
5-40 

6'.  40 
7-50 
9.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A.  M. 


B  5.20 
B  6.00 
6.50 
7.20 
7.50 
8.25 
8.50 
9.20 

9-So 
10.20 
10.50 
11.20 
11.50 


12.20 
12.50 

I.ZO 

1.50 

2-50 

3.20 
3-50 

4.20 
4-5° 
5.20 
5-50 
6.25 
6.50 


B — Sundays  excepted. 
'  .\lameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From   Fernside,  except  Sundays,  3.oo,  10,00,  11.00  ; 
6.00  p.  M. 

From  San  Jose,  daily,  7.05,  8.10  a,  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Fkanxisco — Daily— nt.-i,o — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9.15. 

10.15— II. 15  A.  M.— 17.15— 1.15-— 2.25— 3,15—4.15— 5.15 

— 6.15  p.  M. 
From  Oakland — Daily — 06.20 — 117.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 

— 11.05  A.    M.  —  12.05 — '-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05- 


6.05  p.  M. 


B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  103  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

I  General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Agt. 
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RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE,  Director. 


]\/rASONIC  SAVINGS 
^^^  AND  LOAN  BANK, 

No,  6  Po^T  St.,  Masonmc  Temple,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Term  and  Ordinary  Deposits  received.  Dividends  paid 
in  July  and  January  of  each  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities.  H.  T.  GRAVES,  Secretarj-. 


C;^    P.  C.  R.  R.— (NARROW  GAUGE). 
I-,-'  ■  

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUiMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferry  Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowiy's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

O  20  ^'  ^"^  ^^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

T'  •  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  CKfz;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

A    OQ  P'  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

n~ '  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

£3^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga,  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A,  M,  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  a.  m. 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE   SAN   FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


A.M. 
5-00 

1         A.M. 
1         6.40 

A.M.      1 

9.20      1 

A.M. 
'10.30 

1 

P.M. 

4.20 

P.M. 
6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

a.m. 
5-10 

1         A.M.        1 
1         7-30        1 

9:26      1 

P..M. 

*3.oo 

1 

P.M. 
4.26 

1         P.M. 

1      7-00 

THOS 

*  Sundays  only. 
CAREER,                      GEO. 
Superintendent. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 
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ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S.AN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomerv  St.,  near  Pine, 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No,  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
June  10,  July  8,  Aug.  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  igth  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  3olh  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 
Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


O 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 


JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor,  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA   AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  Aug,   1 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec,  17  |  Octoberi6, 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.   COLTON,   President. 
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'AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 
On  and  after  Sunday,  April   7lh,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows  : 

San   Francisco,  foot  of  Davis  street— 8.45   a.    m.;    11.00 
a.  m.  ;  •3.30  p.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m.— R.  R. 

Saucelito— 7.55  a.  m.— R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  i  p.  m. 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 
San  Francisco — S.ooa.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00  a.  m. 
p.  m. ;  4.^0  p.  m. ;  6.30  p.  m, 
"        -'■■-     0.00  a.  m.;  11,0c 
R, 


;  4-30 


12m.:  2.00 


Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11,00  a.  m, ;  1.00  p.  m.;  3.30  p.  m. 
5-45  P-  n>-;  7-45P-ni.— R. 

On  MONDAY  an  e,-*tra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7,00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     "  This  trip  at  2  p.  m,  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


n^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

■^  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair- 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  f  C.  T.  Christensen, 

(62  Wall  Street.)  t  Chas.  W   Church. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customar>'  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B,  A. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs,  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 
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HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Offica 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Earnings 1^0,000 


'  Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashiei 


Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  ., 

Ion.  Steinhart, /^^^"^e^""^- 


n-^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital SSfOOOjOOO 

D.  O.  MiLi^ President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President , 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  .-Vgency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unioa 
National  Bank;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS    . 
J^     ■  AND  LOAN  SOCIETV. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

•  TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,        P.  ^^f  Aran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  corner  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


INUNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 

^  and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinary*  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  s<;nt  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  Np 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  ice. 

DAVID  FARQUHARSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS'  HALL,  32s 

^^      Montgomery*   Street,    San    Francisco.      Deposits  re- 
ceived  in   sums   of  one   dollar  and    upward.     " 
from  the  counirj'  may  be  sent  through  WvlN 
Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery . 
of  the  depositor  should  accompany  the  fir--'  ti 
MARTIN  i'ELLL 
James  Benson,  Secretary. 


Remittances 
Fargo  &  Co's 
Nit    the  I^nnk 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CIICKMIIIC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
ELEOAXT  P/A.VOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .Acetil  for  Ticilic  Cuaat. 

i3r  OoiaWTi  of  Chickcring  PLuios  aie  specially  requested 
to  leavT  ortlers  for  luniiii;  at  w^ieriwai*.  31  Vom  street. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers*  Upright  Pi.vnos, 
Prince  Ori^itnSj  WaUrs^  Or^ti/is,  S/tcet  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  .MARKET  STRKET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Piano*  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Sole  on  the  In&Lallmcnt  PLin. 

WOODWORTH,  SCHELL&.  Co. 

11   I'oii  Street,  San  I'mncisco. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RE-NTS,MANAGE  ESTATES 

Vl/SES   AND    LOTS   FOR   SALE 


H' 


in  this  city,  Oakland,  and  .\t.-tineda.  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  p.ins  of  the  country-.  A(;cnts  in  the 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA  STREET. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  -\LL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

^^     for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  aod  Fatnilic:>.     SST  E:itnincc 

souih  side  of  Coun.  A.  D.  SHARON. 


AGRICuTfuRAL 

S  O  CI  ET  Y . 

TWENTY- FIFTH    ANNUAL    FAI'r 

AT   SACRAMENTO, 

SEPTEMBER  16,   1878. 


MOND.AY. 


'THE  ABOVE  FAIR  OF  THE  STA  TE 

Aericultunil  Society  -R-ill  commence  a:  Sacramento 
00  MONDAY.  Sept.  i6,  iSjS.  and  w-ill  continue  to  anil  in- 
clude Siturday,  5>epi.  ai.  The  attention  of  exhibitors  is 
called  to  the  Premium  List,  which  \s  the  moat  liberal  ever 
usued  in  the  St:ite,  prc^>entlng  vcrj-  attractive  features.  Ev- 
ery accommodation  will  be  provided  for  exhibitors  of  all 
kindv  An  abundance  of  nirativc  power  will  be  furnished, 
and  e%-er\-  attention  paid  to  the  requirements  of  tho^c  dc^i^- 
intfto  e.xnibit  produciaof  their  own  handiwork  or  othe^v^'i^e. 
The  artisans,  aniM>.  manufartureri.  and  mechanics  of  San 
Francisco,  and  all  others  interested  tn  the  development  of 
the_  State,  ar«  particutarly  im-jted  to  display  the  result  of 
their  tabor>  at  the  Fair.  Ever>*  facility  will  be  offered  by 
the  Central  Paafic  Railroad  Comfiany  lor  free  transporta- 
tion of  goodsand  articles  to  and  from  trie  Fair.  Any  further 
information  can  be  obtained  at  the  ofifice  of  the  President  of 
the  Society,  Room  No.  17,  Phccnix  Buildinc,  S  W.  comer 
Jackson  and  Sansomc  Streets,  San  Francisco,  or  from  Rob- 
ert Beck,  Secretary',  at  the  Pavilion,  Sacramento. 

.M.  D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Robert  Beck,  Sccretarj-.  ,  ^ 


JOHN      E.     QUINN, 

1400  Polk  Street,  comer  Pine. 


T'HE    LARGEST    AND    BEST   SE- 


1 


lected  stock  of 


F.\NCY  Goods,  Ladies'  and  Gents'  Fur- 
nishing Goods,  Dress  Trimmings, 
Kid  and  Lisle  Thread  Gloves, 

-And  all  the  popular  novelties  in  the  Fancy  Goods  line,  out- 
side of  Kearny  Street. 


m,nifij 


"Ay, 


NO     MORE 

EXORBITANT  GAS  BILLS! 


GREAT     SUOOESSll 


DE  PALO'S 
GAS  MODERATOR 


SAVES  FROM 


20   TO  40    PER   CENT. 


EVERY  GAS  CONSUMER  SHOULD  HAVE  ONE.' 


The  "De  Palos  Gas  Moderator"  is  successfully 
operating  at  the  follozving  places : 

ADELPHI  THE.-^TRE,  California  Street. 

CHINESE  THEATRES,  Jackson  and  Wasliington  Streets. 
AHLBORN   HOUSE,  S.  \V.  comer  Bush  and  Uupont  Streets. 
HANSA  HOTEL,  Bush  Street. 

SWAIN'S  RESTAURANT,  Sutter  Street. 
MEYER'S  RESTAURANT,  Sutter  Street. 
MARTIN'S  RESTAURANT,  Third  Street. 
MRS.  N.  T.  COE,  215  Post  Street. 

GEO.  R.  WELLS,  ESO-,  100+  Gear>-  Street. 
DR.  A.  A.  O'NEIL,  Washington  Street. 
JAS.  CARSON,  ESQ.,  531  Jessie  Street. 
MRS.  LEE,  32S  Geary  Street. 
MRS.  BRA'S',  330  Geary  Street. 

OSCAR  LEWIS'  SALOON,  Sutter  Street. 

REV.  FATHER  HARRINGTON,  St.  Francis  Church. 

.•\nd  many  other  public  places,  stores,  and  private  residences  too  numerous  to  mention. 


The  Moderator  is  attached  to  the  Meter  free  of  chat-ge,  aiid  left  on 
trial  for  fifteen  or  thirty  days. 


CHAS.  S.   DAVIS,  General  Agent. 


FELIX  J.  ZEEHANDELAAR, 

.      AGENT    CITY    AND    COUNTY. 


Send  for  circulars  or  further  particulars  to  Mr.  Felix  J.  Zeehaiide- 
laar,  loog  Stockton  Street. 


BUSINESS, 

COLLEGE, 

510  Poit  Sl,  San  Francisco.  I 


BUY  YOUR    SHIRTS  AT 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

AT  GREATLY  REDUCED   PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shreve  &   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


W.  W.   MONTAGUE  &  00. 


THE    IMI  KOVKD 


FRENCH    RANGES 

(.SKT   IN    BRICK.) 

VAN'S  WROUGHT  IRON 

PORTABLE     RANGES. 


COOKl.VG,   rARl.OR,  AND   IIE.VTING 

S  T  O  FES 


The  largest  slock  and  Rreatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  coiiat 
Over  FivK  HI  suKED  dilTcrcnt  styles  and  patterns  to  .select 
from.     Evcrj'ihing  rcijuired  to  fit  up  a  kitchwi  complete. 


Xos.  no,  113,  114,  118,  &  120  B.\rrERY  St. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


J^HE  HIGH  REPUTATION  OF  THE 

Grover  &:  Baker  Machine  is  the  result  of  true  worth 
and  long  years  of  honorable  ser^'ice. 

J.  W.  EVAN'S.  29  Post  Street. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 
fine-art  dealers. 

FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  assortment  of  ARTISTS'  .MATF.RIAI.,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 


19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


^ARE ROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   00. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


HERR 


THE    HATTER, 

Has  removed  to 

336    KEARNY    STREET, 


Ifcmccn  Pliic  and  Eu=h  Su 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  I J2   Kearny  Street.    Office  hours,  ii 
A.  M.  to  I  Y.  M..  6  to  8  P.  .M.     Sunday  ii   to  i   only.     Tele- 
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"THE  CHINESE  MUST  GO!" 


A  Reply  to  Kwang  Chang:  Ling,  the  Chinese  Literate. 


"  The  Ch'uicse  ?««j/^i>/"  tersely  ejaculates  the  orator  of  the  sand-lots. 

"  Why  should  the  Chinese  go?"  pleadingly  asks  Kwang  Chang  Ling, 
the  Chinese  Mandarin,  writing  from  the  Palace  Hotel. 

Neither  the  rude  demand  of  the  Irish  agitator  nor  the  pleading  re- 
sponse of  the  Celestial  savant  accurately  states  the  true  issue  involved  in 
the  Chinese  question.  The  problem  for  statesmanship  to  solve  is  not 
whether  the  Chinese  in  America  shall  be  required  lo^t?,  but  whether  the 
uncounted  millions  in  Chinia  shall  be  permitted  to  come.  Not  whether 
our  American  laborers,  who  have  contracted  the  extravagant  habit  of 
"eating  roast  beef,"  and  "living  on  carpeted  floors,''  can  afford  to 
compete  with  the  economical  coolie-laborers  from  Canton,  with  their 
"rice,  one  suit  of  clothes,  and  bare  walls;"  but  whether,  when  they 
have  succeeded  in  doing  so.  our  "  civilization"  will  not  have  been  sub- 
verted. Not  whether  we  recognize  in  the  coming  of  the  Chinese  "a 
menace  to  our  sensual  indulgence  ;  "  but  whether  we  shall  be  forced  to 
accept  feudal  serfdom  in  lieu  of  educated  labor.  Not  whether  Genghis 
Khan,  the  mighty  Mongol  Tartar  with  his  conquering  legion,  was  a 
unitarian  missionary  in  disguise,  whose  real  object  in  causing  the 
slaughter  of  five  millions  of  the  humanrace  was  to  convert  India, 
Persii,  Russia  {and  China)  from  their  idolatry  ;  but  whether  we  shall 
permit  the  descendants  of  those  Tartar  hordes  to  gain  a  foothold  in 
America.  Not  whether  Batu  Khan,  with  his  "  millions  of  warriors.'' 
could  have  overrun  and  devastated  Europe  in  the  thirteenth  century  if  he 
had  not  exercised  a  ' '  sublime  restraint  "  (?)  in  favor  of  the  Christians ;  but 
whether  we  are  called  upon  to  exercise  any  such  "  sublime  restraint "  in 
'  permitting  the  modem  Tartars  to  overrun  us.  Not  whether  the  true 
cause  of  Chinese  exclusiveness  is  to  be  traced  to  the  piratical  plunder- 
ings  of  the  sixteenth  century,  or  whether  to  an  ancient  characteristic  of 
the  race  which  caused  them  to  erect  the  Great  Wall.  The  Chinese 
question  of  to-day  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  sentimental  y^X^Xxon?,  ol 
the  two  races.  It  does  not  ask  "who  struck  the  first  blow."  It  is  a 
question  of  whether  the  races  and  civilizations  are  not  antagonistic  and 
non-assimilative.  Any  historical  view  of  the  merits  of  the  respective 
grievances  of  the  races  of  mankind  against  each  other  will  necessarily  be 
irrelevant  as  well  as  unsatisfactory.  The  question  is,  what  has  been  the 
effect  of  the  mixture  of  distinctive  races  ?  Are  there  certain  races  which 
mix,  amalgamate,  and  melt  into  each  other,  and  others  which  are  immisci- 
ble? If  so,  what  has  been  the  result  of  the  contact  of  these  non-assimi- 
lative races?  "WTiat  is  the  resiolt  of  the  amalgamation  of  superior  with 
inferior  races?  What  is  the  character  of  the  "civilization"'  evolved 
from  these  unnatural  mixtures  ?  These  are  questions  to  which  I  respect- 
fully call  the  attention  of  this  Chinese  "  literate  of  the  first  class" — 
Kwang  Chang  Ling.  If  he  will  not  admit  the  superiority  of  any  one 
race  over  another,  let  him  tell  xis  what  is  the  effect  of  inferior  "  civiliza- 
tions "  upon  superior,  as  between  people  of  the  same  race  who  amalga- 
mate? History  teems  with  examples.  He  need  not  search  the  "lying 
records  of  the  heathen,'' but  may  confine  himself  to  the  official  annals 
of  the  Chinese  Empire,  beginning  with  the  Yuen  dynasty,  founded  by 
his  special  hero,  the  mighty  Genghis  Khan,  whose  praises  he  has  not 
failed  to  sound  in  each  of  his  three  learned  and  ably  written  articles. 

Who  was  Genghis  Khan  ?  Was  he  a  Chinaman  ?  Ask  Bismarck  if 
he  is  a  Frenchman,  or  Beaconsfield  if  he  is  a  Russian  !  The  Chi- 
nese, the  Tartars,  the  Mantchoos,  and  the  Turks  are  but  branches  of 
the  great  MongoUan  race — precisely  as  the  Germans,  French,  English, 
and  Russians  are  branches  of  the  great  Indo-European  or  Caucasian 
race.  The  innumerable  hordes  of  barbarian  savages  who  have  from 
time  to  time,  along  down  the  history  of  the  world,  swarmed  forth  from 
that  immense  plateau  of  Central  Asia,  the  very  geography  of  which  is 
scarcely  known  to  this  day,  were  Mongolians.  In  ancient  times  they 
were  known  as  Scythians;  in  the  fifth  century,  under  the  command  of 
Attila,  as  Huns;  and  still  later,  under  Genghis  Khan  and  Tamerlane,  as 
Mongols  and  Tartars;  and  still  later,  as  Turks,  They  have  always  carried 
with  them  dismay,  destruction,  and  death,  and  they  have  ever  left  deso- 
lation in  their  track.  Justly  have  they  been  termed  by  historians  "  the 
scourge  of  mankind."  The  Chinese,  however,  have  ever  been  known  as 
a  peace-loving  people,  prizing  peace  above  all  things  and  being  wiUing 
to  purchase  it  at  any  price.  Gibbon  tells  us  that  one  of  the  ancient 
Chinese  sovereigns  gave  annually  five  hundred  of  the  most  beautiful 
maidens  of  his  realm  to  the  rude  embraces  of  the  Tartar-Huns— the 
most  hateful  and  deformed  race  described  in  historj- — and  that  even  this 
most  shameful  tribute  was  not  sufficient  to  purchase  immunity  from 
their  annual  incursions.  The  Chinese  lived  for  ages  in  constant  dread 
of  these  savage  Mongol  hordes.  The  Great  Wall— the  most  stupen- 
dous line  of  fortifications  ever  undertaken  by  any  nation— was  erected  for 
the  express  purpose  of  protecting  their  peaceable  homes  from  the  annual 
incursions  of  these  savage  barbarians.  The  father  of  Genghis  Khan 
was  the  chief  of  a  Tartar  horde,  and  paid  tribute,  not  to  China,  but  to 
the  Great  Khan  of  Eastern  Tartary.  Genghis  Khan  was  bom  in  the 
province  of  Mongolia,  outside  oi  the  Chinese  v.all,  and  was  taught  to 
despise  the  cowardly  peace-loving  Chinese  people.  The  firit  exploit  of 
young  Zingis  was  to  conquer  seventy  of  the  surrounding  hordes,  the 
chiefs  of  which  he  deliberately  tortured  by  putting  them  in  pots  cf  boiling 
water.  Another  neighboring  prince,  who  ventured  to  draw  his  sword 
against  him,  forfeited  his  head  for  his  audacity,  and  his  skull  was  trim- 
med with  silver  and  converted  into  adrinking-cup.  He  aspired  to  mie 
the  world.  He  led  his  conquering  warriors  over  the  Great  Wall  into 
China,  carrying  death  and  destruction  to  that  timid  people.  Finding 
himself  encumbered  with  prisoners,  he  selected  the  aged  who  could  not 
follow  his  army,  and  choked  them  to  death.  He  forced  the  sovereign 
of  China  to  purchase  peace  at  the  expense  of  five  hundred  young  men, 
five  hundred  maidens,  and  immense  quantities  of  "silk  and  gold.      His 


maxim  was  "  the  conquered  can  never  be  the  friends  of  the  conquerors, 
and  the  death  of  one  is  essential  to  the  safety  of  the  other."  Acting 
upon  this  maxim  he  put  the  inhabitants  of  the  countries  through  which 
he  passed  indiscriminately  to  the  sword.  In  a  battle  with  the  Russians 
on  the  banks  of  the  Dnieper,  when  scarce  a  tenth  of  the  Russian  army 
had  escaped  from  the  slaughter,  the  people  fled  to  the  churches  with 
groans  and  cries,  imploring  the  protection  of  God  ;  but  the  Tartar 
hordes  of  Genghis  Khan  were  "deaf  alike  to  their  prayers  and  their 
entreaties."  When  he  died,  after  enjoining  upon  his  son  "never  to 
make  peace  but  with  a  vanquished  nation,"  it  is  said  that  one  hundred 
young  girls  were  slaughtered  and  buried  in  his  grave,  their  innocent 
blood  being  offered  up  as  a  sacrifice  to  propitiate  the  Deity.  And  this 
is  the  monster  who  championed  the  cause  of  one  God,  by  causing  the 
slaughter  of  more  than  five  millions  of  the  human  race,  and  is  presented 
to  us  as  a  hero  by  the  Chinese  mandarins  of  to-day.  The  spectacle  of 
a  conquered  nation  boasting  of  the  valor  of  its  conqueror  may  be  sought 
for  only  in  that  country  where  the  badge  of  its  servitude  is  worn  as  a 
badge  of  honor.  It  is  amusing  to  hear  this  Chinese  "  literate  of  the 
first  class''  talk  of  Genghis  Khan  as  a  Chinaman,  and  boast  that  in  the 
thirteenth  century  "our  name  was  a  terror  to  Western  Europe,"  in  the 
face  and  eyes  of  the  fact  that  Genghis  Khan,  the  founder  of  the  Yuen 
dynasty,  was  the  conquerer  of  the  Chinese  people.  His  immediate  de- 
scendants completed  the  conquest,  and  from  that  time  dates  the  decline 
of  Chinese  civilization.  The  fresh,  \igorou5  blood  of  the  Tartar  hordes, 
which  it  might  be  supposed  would  have  infused  new  life  into  the  decay- 
ing Chinese  nation,  failed  to  stimulate  either  intellectual  force  or  physi- 
cal vigor.  The  Tartars  of  Mongolia  were  savage  barbarians  ;  the 
Chinese  were  a  semi-civilized  people.  The  effect  of  the  Tartar  inva- 
sion of"  China,  so  far  from  elevating  and  improving  the  Chinese  race 
and  civilization,  absolutely  subverted  and  destroyed  much  of  even  that 
which  they  had.  Decay  has  for  ages  been  written  in  bold  lines  in  every 
province  of  the  Chinese  Empire.  There  is  no  richness  in  the  Mongolian 
race  to  stimulate  the  growth  of  any  nation  with  which  it  amalgamates. 
Among  the  myriad  Mongol  nations  who  have  overrun  and  devastated 
Europe  but  two  out  of  the  entire  number  have  ever  gained  a  permanent 
foothold — the  Turks  and  the  Hungarians.  The  Turks  are  to-day  being 
scourged  out  of  Europe,  and  there  has  ever  been  serious  doubt  among 
ethnologists  as  to  the  Hungarians  belonging  in  any  sense  to  the  Mongol 
race.  The  Germanic  and  .Scandinavian  races,  who  devastated  the  Ro- 
man Empire,  blotted  out  for  a  time  every  vestige  of  civilization  ;  but 
"  blood  will  tell."  The  rude  Goths,  Franks,  and  Teutons  of  five  hun- 
dred years  ago  are  the  learned,  brave,  freedom -loving  Europeans  and 
Americans  of  to-day.  The  rude  Mongol  Tartar  of  five  hundred  years 
ago  is  the  same  mde  Mongol  Tartar  of  to-day.  What  is  the  lesson  to 
be  drawn  from  these  facts?  (i.)  That  the  Mongolian  and  Caucasian 
races  do  nDt  assimilate.  (2.)  That  the  mixing  of  inferior  with  superior 
civilizations  subverts  and  destroys  the  superior.  If  any  further  evidence 
than  that  furnished  by  ancient  and  mediseval  history  is  necessary  to 
estabhsh  these  propositions,  I  need  but  refer  to  the  history  of  the  last 
quarter  of  a  century  to  prove  the  blighting  influence  of  Mongolian  , 
blood  and  civilization  upon  the  nations  cursed  with  their  presence.  I 
Hon.  Horace  Davis,  in  an  able  and  scholarly  speech  on  the  Chinese 
question,  delivered  in  the  House  of  Representatives  of  the  United 
Slates  during  the  last  session,  presented  the  following  approximate  esti- 
mate of  the  number  of  Chinese  in  foreign  countries  : 

United  States 156,000 

Australia  and  New  Zealand 100,000 

Singapore  and  Straits  Settlements 105,000 

Sumatra  and  Banca 1 50,000 

Java. 186,000 

Borneo. . .», 250,000 

Philippine  Islands 50,000 

Peru ; . . .       100,000 

Siam 1,500,000 

Cochin  China,  Japan,  Hawaiian  Islands,  Cuba,  West 

Indies,  and  British  India 300,000 

Total 11,897,000 

Mr.  Davis  then  quotes  the  following  testimony  from  a  work  written 
by  Sir  John  Bowring,  for  many  years  British  Governor  of  Hongkong,  as 
to  the  influence  of  these  various  migrations  of  the  Chinese  upon  the 
people  among  whom  they  have  settled  : 

"  The  extraordinary  difi"usion  of  the  Chinese  emigrants  over  all  the 
regions  from  the  most  western  of  the  islands  of  the  Indian  Archipelago 
in  the  Straits  settlements,  in  Siam  and  Cochin  China,  and  now  extend- 
ing over  a  considerable  portion  of  Western  America,  particularly  in 
California,  and  reaching  even  Australia  and  Polynesia,  is  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  of  the  events  of  modem  history,  and  is  likelv  to  ex- 
ercise a  great  influence  on  the  future  condition  of  man;  for  the  Chinese 
do  ?iot  emigrate  to  mingle  -iLuth  and  be  absorbed  among  other  tribes  and 
peoples.  They  preserve  their  own  language,  their  Lion  nationality,  their 
own  costume  and  religious  usages,  their  own  traditions,  habits  and  so- 
cial organizations.  Though  tliey  intermarry  with  races  among  whom 
they  dwell,  the  Chinese  type  becomes  prominent .  and  the  children  are  edu- 
cated on  the  father's  model,  the  in/Inence  of  the  mother  seeming  almost 
annihilated.  And  though  the  Chinese  frequently  acquire  large  fortunes, 
great  influence,  and  high  rank  as  a  consequence  of  their  prosperity,  the 
ties  that  bind  them  to  their  country  seem  never  to  be  broken,  and  the 
tides  of  population  Jlow  Chinaward  with  every  southern  monsoon,  to  be 
replaced  by  a  stronger  stream  when  the  monsoon  of  the  northeast  sends 
the  junks  on  their  wonted  way  to  the  south." 

"  Twenty-seven  years  ha%'e  elapsed,"  says  Mr.  Davis,  "  since  this  was 
written  and  no  change  has  taken  place,  save  to  substitute  the  steamship 
for  the  lazy  junk.'"  The  same  complete  isolation  which  has  marked 
the  character  of  the  Chinese  immigrants  in  California  has  been  observed 
in  every  country  to  which  they  have  gone.  The  same  internal  political 
and  legal  organization  of  the  Chinese,  which  so  puzzles  our  officials,  is 
maintained  .ia  every  country-  to  which  they  migrate.  It  has  been 
abundantly  proven  that  the  Chinese  in  California  maintain  secret  tribu- 
nals of  their  own  to  enforce  their  own  peculiar  obligations,  customs,  and 
contracts,  and  that  they  even  go  so  far  as  to  inflict  the  death  pinalty. 
"  In  the  British  colony  of  Singapore,"  says  Mr.  Davis,  "  the  turbulence  I 
of  the  lower  classes  has  caused  serious  alarm,  and  the  management  of 


them  has  puzzled  the  Colonial  Legislature."     Mr,  Dunlop,  the  head  of 
the  police  department  of  Singapore,  says: 

"The  majority  of  the  Chinese  in  this  colony  are  members  of  some 
secret  society,  the  members  of  which  stand  in  more  dread  of  it  than  of 
the  government.  They  will  carry  out  the  orders  of  the  society  when 
they  would  disregard  the  orders  of  the  govemment.  I  tried  employing 
Chinese  detectives  but  found  them  perfectly  useless,  I  do  not  beUeve 
it  would  be  possible  to  suppress  these  societies  by  any  law  which  could 
be  passed  in  a  free  country.''^ 

In  the  French  colony  of  Saigon  in  Cochin  China  the  govemment  has 
found  it  necessary  to  make  use  of  these  societies  to  presence  order — forc- 
ing every  Chinaman  to  join  one,  and  holding  the  society  responsible  for 
his  conduct.  It  has  been  found  there  that  "  for  the  sake  of  returning 
home  to  China  they  in  many  cases  abandon  their  families  which  they 
have  7-aised  with  native  wives."*  In  the  kingdom  of  Siam,  and  also  in 
the  Spanish  colony  of  the  Philippine  Islands,  the  same  general  fact  e.xists. 
Finally,  Mr.  Davis  cites  the"extraordinary  case  of  Java,  where  the  Chi- 
nese have  lix'ed  "for  hundreds  of  years,"  and  still  they  are  "no  more  do- 
mesticated than  in  Califomia  or  Australia.*'  They  are  there  grouped  as 
elsewhere  in  societies,  and  the  Dutch  govemment  has  been  compelled 
to  recognize  these  societies  and  make  use  of  them  to  assist  in  the  gov- 
emment of  the  Chinese  inhabitants.  The  Council  of  Bata\ia,  as  quoted 
by  Sir  Stamford  Ruffles,  uses  the  following  remarkable  language  in  ref- 
erence to  them  there  : 

"The  Chinese  being  the  most  industrious  settlers  should  be  the  most 
useful,  but,  on  the  contrary,  have  become  a  very  dangerous  people,  and 
are  to  be  considered  as  a  pest  to  tlie  country,  for  which  evil  there  appears 
to  be  no  radical  cure  but  tlieir  expulsion  from  tlie  interior." 

I  have  thus  drawn,  perhaps  too  freely,  from  the  evidence  so  indus- 
triously accumulated  by  our  honorable  Representative,  Mr.  Da\is,  to 
prove  specifically  the  general  truth  which  so  boldly  stands  out  on  every 
page  of  history,  to.  wit :  that  the  Asiatic  races  of  the  Chinese  Empire 
can  not  and  will  not^similate  with  other  races.  Such  being  the  case 
we  do  not  want  them  in  America ;  for  the  very  existence  of  our  repub- 
lican fomi  of  govemment  depends  upon  the  equality  and  the  intelli- 
gence of  the  people.  Chinese  immigration  means  coolie  labor.  CooUe 
labor  means  concentration  of  wealth.  Concentration  of  wealth  means 
aristocracy,  landed  estates,  tyranny,  and  oppression  of  the  poor.  Re- 
publican institutions  cannot  bear  the  strain  of  such  a  resulL  The  most 
colossal  fortunes  of  modem  times — fortunes  which,  to  hear  of  them, 
sound  like  some  Arabian  tale — have  been  founded  in  Califomia  upon 
Chinese  labor ;  and  I  hesitate  not  to  say  that  such  fortunes  founded 
upon  such  a  basis  are  inimical  to  republican  institutions.  Next  week  I 
shall  devote  myself  to  Chinese  "Civilization,"  and  the  reasons  which 
underlie  Chinese  isolation  and  exclusiveness. 

Henry  N.  Clement. 


Is  there  a  necessary  and  inherent  relation  between  culture  and  steal- 
ing, and  is  it  the  relation  of  cause  and  effect?  There  are  certain  facts 
which  point  distinctly  to  an  affirmative  answer.  For  e-xample,  the 
Mercantile  Library  of  this  city  was  compelled  to  rail-in  its  hterary  treas- 
ures because  those  who  delighted  in  them  had  an  unfortunate  habit  of 
carrying  them  off  without  mentioning  the  matter.  Mr.  Pickering 
makes  lordly  raids  upon  the  youths'  debating  societies  for  his  editorials, 
and  Mr.  de  Young  annexes  the  "treasures  of  mind,"  whose  circula- 
ation  in  their  original  form  is  meanly  interdicted  by  the  police.  The 
Boston  Courier,  published  in  the  city  of  culture,  is  mostly  made  up 
from  the  columns  of  the  Argon.\L"T.  Not  an  issue  of  that  joumal  has 
appeared  for  more  than  a  year  past  that  did  not  contain  from  two  to 
five  columns  of  literary  matter  deliberately  lifted  out  of  oiu- joumal  by 
the  monumental  thief  of  nineteenth  centurj'  joumalism.  To  protest 
that  the  Boston  Courier  is  not  an  excellent  family  paper  would  be  a 
manifestation  of  modesty  and  self-disparagement  of  which  the  magni- 
tude would  betray  the  insincerity;  our  only  complaint  is  that  pirates  do 
not  divide  profits  with  victims. 

Milk  saloons  are  being  opened  in  London.  Quaker  dairies  are  pop- 
ular in  New  York.  Milk  diet  with  farinaceous  food  is  being  prescribed 
by  physicians.  Once  in  the  old  city  of  Valladolid  in  Spain  we  \isited 
the  house  of  Columbus.  It  was  his  residence  when  importuning  the 
Court  to  reward  him  for  discovering  America.  Valladolid  was  then  the 
capital  of  Spain.  The  house  was  a  three-story  brick  mansion.  Enter- 
ing the  lower  story  we  found  it  occupied  by  cows.  It  was  a  milk  saloon 
— each  cow  in  her  separate  stall,  fed  from  a  marble  manger.  A  rivulet 
of  water  carried  away  all  the  impurities  ;  the  place  was  cleanliness  itself, 
and  odorous  with  the  balmy  breath  of  cows.  In  the  comer  was  a  buf- 
fet with  goblets  and  silver  drin king-tankards,  lounges  and  easy  chairs 
for  the  customers.  We  took  our  drink,  fresh  milked  and  warm  from  a 
little  dun  cow  over  whose  stall  was  affixed  the  name  of  "Mariposas." 
We  saw  scores  of  invalids,  nurses  with  their  children,  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  come  and  get  their  cup  of  warm,  fresh  milk,  pay  their  real  and 
go.  We  wondered  whether  a  milk  saloon  would  not  flourish  in  San 
Francisco.     It  strikes  us  the  thing  would  pay. 


England,  like  our  own  country,  has  her  curious  party  names.  A  new 
party  has  sprung  up  in  Great  Britain  the  members  of  which  are  styled 
"Jingoes."  It  is  the  party  that  acknowledges  Beaconsfield  for  its 
leader,  delights  in  the  higher  imperialism  that  cro\vns  her  majc-^ty  the 
Queen  of  England  as  Empress  of  India.  It  comprises  state-and -church 
people  that  fear  ritualists,  non-conformists,  and  disestablishment;  the 
patriotic  mob ;  the  shop-keeper,  and  the  newly  rich,  who  when  the  war- 
cloud  appears  sing  the  patriotic  song; 

"We  do  not  want  to  fight;    but,  I>y  Jingo,  if  we  do. 
We've  got  the  men,  we've  got  the  ships,  and  got  the  money,  too!" 

This  is  the  party  that  wanted  to  thrash  Rixssia,  and  d.ired  V.  "^Jo  knnck 

the   chip  off  the  sholilder  of  Turkey,  and  that  worshijv 

Premier  because  he  gained  for  England  military  ] --cs'. 

cost  of  war. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  NEW  PAUL  AND  VIRGINIA. 


The  Practical  Working  of  the  "  Religion  of  Humanity." 


1. 
•The  magnificent  ocean-steanicr,  tlie  .tus/r,j/tjs/ufi,  was 
bound  for  England,  on  her  homeward  voyage  from  Mel- 
bourne. She  carried  her  Majesty's  mails  and  ninety-eight 
first-class  passengers.  The  skies  were  cloudless;  the  sea 
was  smooth  as  glass.  Never  did  vessel  start  under  happier 
auspices.  No  sound  of  sickness  was  to  be  heard  anywhere; 
and  when  dinner-time  came  there  was  not  a  single  appetite 
wanting. 

But  the  passengers  soon  discovered  that  they  were  lucky 
in  more  than  weather.  Dinner  was  hardfy  half  over  before 
two  of  those  present  had  begun  to  attract  general  attention; 
and  ever)'  one  was  wondering,  in  whispers,  who  they  could 
possibly  be. 

One  of  the  objects  of  this  delightful  curiosity  was  a  large- 
boned,  middle-aged  man,  with  gleaming  spectacles,  and  lank, 
untidy  hair;  whose  coat  fitted  him  so  ill,  and  who  held  his 
head  so  high,  that  it  was  plain  at  a  glance  that  he  was  some 
great  celebrity.  The  other  was  a  beautiful  lady  of  some 
thirty  years  of  age.  No  one  present  had  seen  her  like  be- 
fore. She  had  tlie  fairest  hair  and  the  darkest  eyebrows, 
the  largest  eyes  and  the  smallest  waist  conceivable — in  fact, 
art  and  nature  had  been  struggling  as  to  which  should  do 
the  most  for  her;  while  her  bearing  was  so  haughty  and  dis- 
tinguished, her  glance  so  tender,  and  her  dress  so  expensive 
and  so  fascinating,  that  she  seemed  at  the  same  time  to  defy 
and  court  attention. 

Evening  fell  on  the  ship  with  a  soft,  warm  witchery.  The 
air  grew  purple,  and  the  waves  began  to  glitter  in  the  moon- 
light. The  passengers  gathered  in  knots  upon  the  deck. 
The  distinguished  strangers  were  still  the  subject  of  conject- 
ure. At  last  the  secret  was  discovered  by  the  wife  of  an  old 
colonial  judge;  and  the  news  spread  like  wildfire.  In  a  few 
minutes  all  knew  that  there  was  on  board  the  .lus/ra/as/a/i 
no  less  personages  than  Prof.  Paul  Darnley  and  the  superb 
Virginia  St.  John. 

II. 

Miss  St  John  had,  for  at  least  six  years,  been  the  most 
renowned  woman  in  Europe.  In  Paris  and  St.  Petersburg, 
no  less  than  in  London,  her  name  was  equally  familiar  both 
to  princes  and  to  pot-boys;  the  eyes  of  all  the  world  were 
upon  her.  Vet,  in  spite  of  this  exposed  situation,  scandal 
had  proved  powerless  to  wrong  her,  she  defied  detraction. 
Her  enemies  could  but  echo  her  friends'  praise  of  her  beauty; 
her  friends  could  but  confirm  her  enemies'  description  of  her 
character.  Though  of  birth  that  might  be  called  ahnost 
humble,  she  had  been  connected  with  the  heads  of  many  dis- 
tinguished families;  and  so  general  was  the  atfection  she  in- 
spired, and  so  winning  the  ways  in  which  she  contrived  to 
retain  it,  that  she  found  herself  at  the  age  of  thirty  mistress 
of  nothing  except  a  large  fortune.  She  was  now  converted 
with  surprising  rapidity  by  a  ritualistic  priest,  and  she  be- 
name  in  a  few  months  a  model  of  piety  and  devotion.  She 
made  lace  trimmings  for  the  curate's  vestments;  she  bowed 
at  church  as  often  and  profoundly  as  possible;  she  enjoyed 
nothing  so  much  as  going  to  confession;  she  learned  to  de- 
spise the  world.  Indeed,  such  utter  dross  did  her  riches 
now  seem  to  her,  that,  despite  all  the  arguments  of  her 
ghostly  counselor,  she  remained  convinced  that  they  were 
too  worthless  to  oflTer  to  the  Church,  and  she  saw  nothing  for 
it  but  to  still  keep  them  for  herself.  The  mingled  humility 
and  discretion  of  this  resolve  so  won  the  heart  of  a  gifted  col- 
onial bishop,  then  on  a  visit  to  England,  that,  having  first 
assured  himself  that  Miss  St.  John  was  sincere  in  making  it, 
he  besought  her  to  share  with  him  his  humble  mitre,  and 
make  him  the  happiest  prelate  in  the  whole  Catholic  Church. 
Miss  St.  John  consented.  The  nuptials  were  celebrated  with 
the  most  elaborate  ritual,  and  after  a  short  honeymoon  the 
bishop  departed  for  his  South-Pacific  diocese  of  the  Chasuble 
Islands,  to  prepare  a  home  for  his  bride,  who  was  to  follow 
on  the  next  steamer. 

Prof  Paul  Darnley,  in  his  own  walk  of  life,  was  even  more 
renowned  than  \'irginia  had  been  in  hers.  He  had  written 
three  volumes  on  the  origin  of  life,  which  he  had  spent  seven 
years  in  looking  for  in  infusions  of  hay  and  cheese;  he  had 
written  five  volumes  on  the  eniozoa  of  the  pig,  and  two  vol- 
umes of  lectures,  as  a  corollar>'  to  these,  on  the  sublimity  of 
human  heroism  and  the  whole  duty  of  man.  He  was  re- 
nowned all  over  Europe  and  America  as  a  complete  embodi- 
ment of  enlightened  modem  thought  His  mind  Was  like  a 
sea,  into  which  the  other  great  minds  of  the  age  discharged 
themselves,  and  in  which  all  the  slight  discrepancies  of  the 
philosophy  of  the  present  century  mingled  together  and 
formed  one  harmonious  whole.  He  criticized  everything; 
he  took  nothing  on  trust,  except  the  unspeakable  subhmity 
of  the  human  race  and  its  august  terrestrial  destinies.  And, 
in  his  double  capacity  of  a  seer  and  a  savant^  he  had  de- 
stroyed all  that  the  world  had  belie\-ed  in  the  past,  and  re- 
vealed to  it  all  that  it  is  going  to  feel  in  the  future.  Nor  was 
he  less  successful  in  his  own  private  life.  He  married,  at 
the  age  of  forty,  an  excellent  evangelical  lady,  ten  years  his 
senior,  who  wore  a  green  gown,  gray  cork-screw  curls,  and 
who  had  a  fortune  of  two  hundred  thousand  pounds.  Or- 
thodox though  she  was,  Mrs.  Darnley  was  yet  proud  beyond 
measure  of  her  husband's  world-wide  fame,  for  she  did  but 
imperfectly  understand  the  grounds  of  it.  Indeed,  the  only 
thing  that  marred  her  happiness  was  the  single  tenet  of  his 
that  she  had  really  mastered.  This,  unluckily,  was  that  he 
disbelieved  in  hell.  And  so,  as  Mrs.  Darnley  conceived  that 
that  place  was  designed  mainly  to  hold  those  who  doubted 
its  existence,  she  daily  talked  her  utmost,  and  left  no  text  un- 
turned to  convince  her  darling  of  his  ver)*  dangerous  error. 
These  assiduous  arguments  soon  began  to  teil.  The  profes- 
sor began  to  grow  moody  and  brooding,  and  he  at  last  sug- 
gested to  his  medical  man  that  a  voyage  round  the  world, 
unaccompanied  by  his  wife,  was  the  prescription  most  needed 
by  his  failing  patience.  Mrs.  Darnley  at  length  consented 
with  a  fairly  good  grace.  She  made  her  husband  pledge 
himself  that  he  would  not  be  absent  for  above  a  twelvemonth, 
or  Hse,  she  said,  she  should  immediately  come  after  him. 
r":-.^  bade  him  the  tenderest  of  adieux,  and  promised  to  pray 
jiis  return  for  his  recover)-  of  a  faith  in  hell. 
1  hr  professor,  who  had  exceeded   his  time  by   but  six 


months,  was  now  on  board  the  ylus/ra/asiat:^  homeward 
bound  to  his  wife.  Virginia  was  outward  bound  to  her  hus- 
band. 

III. 

The  sensation  created  by  the  presence  of  these  two  celeb- 
rities was  profound  beyond  description;  and  the  passengers 
were  never  weary  of  watching  the  gleaming  spectacles  and 
the  square-toed  boots  of  the  one,  and  the  liquid  eyes  and  the 
ravishing  toilets  of  the  other.  There  were  three  curates, 
who,  having  been  very  quick  in  making  X'irginia's  acquaint- 
ance, soon  sang  at  nightfall  with  her  a  beautiful  vesper  hymn. 
And  so  lovely  did  the  strains  sound,  and  so  devotional  did 
X'irginia  look,  that  most  of  the  passengers  the  night  after 
joined  in  a  repetition  of  this  touching  evening  office. 

The  professor,  as  was  natural,  held  .quite  aloof,  and  pon- 
dered over  a  new  species  of  bug,  which  he  had  found  very 
plentiful  in  his  berth.  But  it  soon  occurred  to  him  that  he 
often  heard  the  name  of  God  being  uttered  otherwise  than  in 
swearing.  He  listened  more  attentively  to  the  sounds  which 
he  had  at  first  set  down  as  negro  melodies;  and  he  soon  be- 
came convinced  that  they  were  something  whose  very  ex- 
istence he  despised  himself  for  remembering — namely.  Chris- 
tian hymns.  He  then  thought  of  the  three  curates,  whose  ex- 
istence he  despised  himself  for  remembering  also.  And  the 
conviction  rapidly  dawned  on  him  that,  though  the  passen- 
gers seemed  fully  alive  to  his  fame  as  a  man  of  science, 
they  could  yet  know  very  little  of  all  that  science  had  done 
for  them,  and  of  the  death-blow  it  had  given  to  the  foul  su- 
perstitions of  the  past.  He  therefore  resolved  that  the  next 
day  he  would  preach  them  a  lay-sermon. 

At  the  appointed  time  the  passengers  gathered  eagerly 
round  him — all  but  \'irginia,  who  retired  to  her  cabin  when 
she  saw  the  preacher  wore  no  surplice;  as  she  thought  it 
would  be  a  mortal  sin  to  listen  to  a  sermon  without  one. 

The  professor:  began  amid  a  profound  silence.  He  first 
proclaimed  to  his  hearers  the  great  primary  axiom  in  which 
all  modern  thought  roots  itself.  He  told  them  that  there  was 
but  one  order  of  things  ;  it  was  so  much  neater  than  two  ; 
and,  if  wc  would  be  certain  of  anything,  we  must  never  doubt 
it.  Thus,  since  countless  things  exist  that  the  senses  can 
take  account  of,  it  is  evident  that  nothing  exists  that  the 
senses  cannot  lake  account  of.  The  senses  can  take  no  ac- 
count of  God  ;  therefore  God  does  not  exist  Men  of  sci- 
ence can  only  see  theology  in  a  ridiculous  light  ;  therefore 
theology  has  no  side  that  is  not  ridiculous.  He  then  told 
them  a  few  of  the  new  names  that  enlightened  thinkers  had 
applied  to  the  Christian  Deity;  how  Prof.Tyndall  had  called 
him  an  "atom-manufacturer,"  and  Prof.  Huxley  a  "pedantic 
drill-sergeant"  The  passengers  at  once  saw  how  demon- 
strably at  variance  with  fact  was  all  religion,  and  they  laughed 
with  a  sense  of  humor  that  was  quite  new  to  them.  The 
professors  tones  then  became  more  solemn  ;  and,  having  ex- 
tinguished error,  he  proceeded  to  unveil  the  brilliant  light  of 
truth.  He  showed  them  how,  viewed  by  modern  science,  all 
existence  is  a  chain,  with  a  gas  at  one  end,  and  no  one  knows 
what  at  the  other  ;  and  how  Humanity  is  a  link  somewhere  ; 
but — holy  and  awful  thought  ! — we  can  none  of  us  tell  where. 
"  However,"  he  proceeded,  "of  one  thing  we  can  be  quite 
certain  :  all  that  is,  is  matter ;  the  laws  of  matter  are  eter- 
nal, and  we  cannot  act  or  think  without  conforming  to  them  ; 
and  if,"  he  said,  "  we  would  be  solemn,  and  high,  and  happy, 
and  heroic,  and  saintly,  we  have  but  to  strive  and  struggle  to 
do  what  we  can  not  for  an  instant  avoid  doing.  Yes,''  he  ex- 
claimed, "as  the  sublime  Tyndall  tells  us,  let  us  struggle  to 
attain  to  a  deeper  knowledge  of  matter,  and  a  more  faithful 
conformity  to  its  laws  !" 

The  professor  would  have  proceeded,  but  the  weather  had 
been  rapidly  growing  rough,  and  he  here  became  violently 
sea-sick. 

"  Let  us,"  he  exclaimed,  hurriedly,  "  conform  to  the  laws  of 
matter  and  go  below." 

Nor  was  the  advice -premature.  A  storm  arose,  excep- 
tional in  its  suddenness  and  its  fur>'.  It  raged  for  two  days 
without  ceasing.  The  Ausiralasiati  sprang  a  leak  ;  her 
steering-gear  was  disabled,  and  it  was  feared  she  would  go 
ashore  on  an  island  that  was  seen  dimly  through  the  fog  to 
the  leev.ard.  The  boats  were  got  in  readiness.  A  quantity 
of  provisions  and  of  the  passengers'  baggage  was  already 
stowed  in  the  cutter,  when  the  clouds  parted,  the  sun  came 
out  again,  and  the  storm  subsided  almost  as  quickly  as  it 
arose. 

IV. 

No  sooner  were  the  ship's  damages  in  a  fair  way  to  be  re- 
paired, than  the  professor  resumed  his  sermon.  He  climbed 
into  the  cutter,  which  was  still  full  of  the  passengers'  bag- 
gage, and  sat  down  on  the  largest  of  Virginia's  boxes.  This 
so  alarmed  Virginia  that  she  followed  the  professor  into  the 
cutter,  to  keep  an  eye  on  her  property;  but  she  did  not  for- 
get to  stop  her  ears  with  her  fingers,  that  she  might  not  be 
guilty  of  listening  to  an  unsurpliced  minister. 

The  professor  took  up  the  thread  of  his  discourse  just 
where  he  had  broken  it  off.  Every  circumstance  favored 
him.  The  calm  sea  was  sparkling  under  the  gentlest  breeze ; 
all  Nature  seemed  suffused  with  gladness  ;  and  at  two  miles' 
distance  was  an  enchanting  island,  green  with  ever)'  kind  of 
foliage,  and  glowing  with  the  hues  of  a  thousand  flowers. 
The  professor,  having  reminded  his  hearers  of  what  nonsense 
they  now  thought  all  the  Christian  teachings,  went  on  to  show 
them  the  blessed  results  of  this.  Since  the  God  that  we 
once  called  all-holy  is  a  fable,  that  Humanity  is  all-holy  must 
be  a  fact.  Since  we  shall  never  be  sublime,  and  solemn,  and 
unspeakably  happy  hereafter,  it  is  evident  that  we  can  be 
sublime,  and  solemn,  and  unspeakably  happy  here.  "  This," 
said  the  professor,  "is  the  new  gospel.  It  is  founded  on  ex- 
act thought  It  is  the  gospel  of  the  kingdom  of  man  ;  and, 
had  I  only  here  a  microscope  and  a  few  chemicals,  I  could 
demonstrate  its  eternal  truth  to  you.  There  is  no  heaven  to 
seek  for  ;  there  is  no  hell  to  shun.  We  have  nothing  to  strive 
and  live  for,  except  to  be  unspeakable  happy." 

This  eloquence  was  received  with  enthusiasm.  The  cap- 
tain in  particular,  who  had  a  wife  in  everj-  port  he  touched 
at,  was  overjoyed  at  hearing  that  there  was  no  hell ;  and  he 
sent  for  all  the  crew,  that  they  might  learn  the  good  news 
likewise.  P.ut  soon  the  general  gladness  was  marred  by  a 
sound  of  weeping.  Three-fourths  of  the  passengers,  having 
had  time  to  reflect  a  little,  began  exclaiming  that,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  they  were  really  completely  miserable,  and  that 
for  various  reasons  they  could  never  be  anything  else.  "  My 
friends,"  said  the  professor,  quite  undaunted,  "that  is  doubt- 


less completely  true.  You  are  not  happy  now  ;  you  proba- 
bly never  will  be.  But  that  is  of  little  moment.  Only  con- 
form faithfully  to  the  laws  of  matter,  and  your  children's 
children  will  be  happy  in  the  course  of  a  few  centuries  ;  and 
you  will  like  that  far  better  than  being  happy  yourselves. 
Only  consider  the  matter  in  this  light,  and  you  yourselves 
will  become  happy  also  ;  and  whatever  you  say,  and  what- 
ever you  do,  think  only  of  the  effect  it  will  have  five  hundred 
years  afterward." 

At  these  solemn  words,  the  anxious  faces  grew  calm.  An 
awful  sense  of  the  responsibility  of  each  one  of  us,  and  the 
infinite  consequences  of  every  human  act,  was  filling  the 
hearts  of  all  ;  when,  by  a  faithful  conformity  to  the  laws  of 
matter,  the  boiler  blew  up,  and  ihQ  ylusfralasiaa  went  down. 
In  an  instant  the  air  was  rent  with  yells  and  cries  ;  and  all 
the  Humanity  that  was  on  board  the  vessel  was  busy,  as  the 
professor  expressed  it,  uniting  itself  with  the  infinite  azure  of 
the  past  Paul  and  Virginia,  however,  floated  quietly  away 
in  the  cutler,  together  with  the  baggage  and  provisions. 
X'irginia  was  made  almost  senseless  by  the  suddenness  of 
the  catastrophe  ;  and,  on  seeing  five  sailors  sink  within  three 
yards  of  her,  she  fainted  dead  away.  The  professor  begged 
her  not  to  take  it  so  much  to  heart,  as  these  were  the  very 
men  who  had  got  the  cutler  in  readiness  ;  "and  they  are, 
therefore,"  he  said,  "still  really  alive  in  the  fact  of  our  happy 
escape."  Virginia,  however,  being  quite  insensible,  the  pro- 
fessor turned  to  the  last  human  being  still  to  be  seen  above 
the  waters,  and  shouted  to  him  not  to  be  afraid  of  death,  as 
there  was  certainly  no  hell,  and  that  his  life,  no  matter  how 
degraded  and  miserable,  had  been  a  glorious  mystery,  full  of 
infinite  significance.  The  next  moment  the  struggler  was 
snapped  up  by  a  shark.  The  cutter,  meanwhile,  borne  by  a 
current,  had  been  drifting  rapidly  toward  the  island.  And 
the  professor,  spreading  lo  the  breeze  \'irginia's  beautiful  lace 
parasol,  soon  brought  it  to  the  shore  on  a  beach  of  the  soft- 
est sand. 

V. 

The  scene  that  met  Paul's  ej'es  as  he  landed  was  one  of 
extreme  loveliness.  He  had  run  the  boat  ashore  in  a  little 
fairy  bay,  full  of  translucent  waters,  and  fringed  with  silvery 
sands.  On  either  side  it  was  protected  by  fantastic  rocks, 
and  in  the  middle  it  opened  inland  to  an  enchanting  valley, 
where  tall  tropical  trees  made  a  grateful  shade,  and  where 
the  ground  was  carpeted  with  the  softest  moss  and  turf. 

Pauls  first  care  was  for  his  fair  companion.  He  spread  a 
costly  cashmere  shawl  on  the  beach,  and  placed  her,  still 
fainting,  on  this.  In  a  few  moments  she  opened  her  eyes  ; 
but  was  on  the  point  of  fainting  again  as  the  horrors  of  the 
last  half-hour  came  back  to  her,  when  she  caught  sight  in 
the  cutter  of  the  largest  of  her  own  bo.xes,  and  she  began  to 
recover  herself.  Paul  begged  her  to  remain  quiet  while  he 
went  to  reconnoitre. 

He  had  hardly  proceeded  twenty  yards  into  the  valley 
when,  to  his  infinite  astonishment,  he  came  on  a  charming 
cottage,  built  under  the  shadow  of  a  bread-tree,  with  a  broad 
veranda,  plate-glass  windows,  and  red  window  blinds.  His 
first  thought  was,  that  this  could  be  no  desert  island  at  all, 
but  some  happy  European  settlement  But,  on  approaching 
the  cottage,  it  proved  to  be  quite  untenanted,  and,  from  the 
cobwebs  woven  across  the  doorway,  it  seemed  to  have  been 
long  abandoned.  Inside  there  was  abundance  of  luxurious 
furniture  ;  the  floors  were  covered  with  gorgeous  Indian  car- 
pets ;  and  there  was  a  pantry  well  stocked  with  plate,  and 
glass,  and  table  linen.  The  professor  could  not  tell  what  to 
make  of  it,  till,  examining  the  structure  more  closely,  he 
found  it  composed  mainly  of  a  ship's  timbers.  This  seemed 
to  tell  its  own  tale  ;  and  he  at  once  concluded  that  he  and 
Virginia  were  not  the  first  castaways  who  had  been  forced  to 
make  the  island  for  some  time  their  dwelling-place. 

Overjoyed  at  this  discovery,  the  professor  hastened  back 
to  Virginia.  She  was  by  this  time  quite  recovered,  and  was 
kneeling  on  the  cashmere  shawl,  with  a  rosary  in  her  hands 
designed  especially  for  the  use  of  Anglo-Catholics,  and  was 
alternately  lifting  up  her  eyes  in  gratitude  to  Heaven,  and 
casting  them  down  in  anguish  at  her  torn  and  crumpled  dress. 
The  poor  professor  was  horrified  at  the  sight  of  a  human  be- 
ing in  this  degrading  attitude  of  superstition.  But,  as  Vir- 
ginia quilted  ft  with  alacrity  as  soon  as  ever  he  told  his  news 
to  her,  he  hoped  he  might  soon  convert  her  into  a  sublime 
and  holy  Utilitarian.  The  first  thing  she  besought  him  to  do 
was  to  carry  her  biggest  box  lo  this  charming  cottage,  that 
she  might  change  her  clothes  and  appear  in  something  fit  to 
be  seen  in.  The  professor  most  obligingly  at  once  did  as  she 
asked  him  ;  and,  while  she  was  busy  at  her  toilet,  he  got 
from  the  cutter  what  provisions  he  could,  and  proceeded  to 
lay  the  table.  When  all  was  ready,  he  rang  a  gong  which 
he  found  suspended  in  the  lobby;  Virginia  appeared  shortly 
in  a  beautiful  pink  dressing-gown,  embroidered  with  silver 
flowers  ;  and,  just  before  sunset,  the  two  sat  down  to  a  really 
excellent  meal.  The  bread-tree  at  the  door  of  the  cottage 
contributed  some  beautiful  French  rolls  ;  close  at  hand,  also, 
they  discovered  a  butler-tree  ;  and  the  professor  had  pro- 
duced from  the  cutter  a  variety  of  sail  and  polled  meals, 
pale  dc  foie  gras^  cakes,  preserved  fruit,  and  some  bottles  of 
fine  champagne.  This  last  helped  much  to  raise  their  spirits. 
Virginia  found  it  very  dry,  and  exactly  suited  lo  her  palate. 
She  had  but  drunk  five  glasses  of  it  when  her  natural  smile 
returned  lo  her,  though  she  was  much  disappointed  because 
Paul  took  no  notice  of  her  dressing-gown  ;  and,  when  she 
had  drunk  three  glasses  more,  she  quietly  went  to  sleep  on 
the  sofa. 

The  moon  had  by  this  time  risen  in  dazzling  splendor  ; 
and  the  professor  went  out  and  lighted  a  cigar.  All  during 
dinner  there  had  been  a  feeling  of  clull  despair  in  his  heart, 
which  even  the  champagne  did  not  dissipate.  But  now,  as 
he  surveyed  in  the  moonlight  the  wondrous  paradise  in  which 
his  strange  fate  had  cast  him,  his  mood  changed.  The  air 
was  full  of  the  scents  of  a  thousand  night-smelling  flowers  ; 
the  sea  murmured  on  the  beach  in  soft,  voluptuous  cadences. 
The  professor's  cigar  was  excellent  He  now  saw  his  situa- 
tion in  a  truer  light.  Here  was  a  bountiful  island,  where 
earth  unbidden  brought  forth  all  her  choicest  fruits  ;  and 
most  of  the  luxuries  of  civilization  had  already  been  wafted 
thither.  Existence  here  seemed  to  be  purified  from  all  its 
evils.  Was  not  this  the  ver}'  condition  of  things  which  all 
the  sublimest  and  exaclest  thinkers  of  modern  times  had 
been  dreaming  and  lecturing  and  writing  books  about  for  a 
good  half-centur>'.^  Here  was  a  place  where  Humanity 
could  do  justice  to  itself,  and  realize  those  glorious  destinies 
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which  all  exact  thinkers  take  for  granted  must  be  in  store 
for  it.  True,  from  the  mass  of  Humanity  he  was  completely 
cut  away  ;  but  Virginia  was  his  companion.  HoUness,  and 
solemnity,  and  unspeakably  significant  happiness,  did  not, 
he  argued,  depend  on  the  multiplication-table.  He  and  Vir- 
ginia represented  Humanity  as  well  as  a  million  couples. 
They  were  a  complete  Humanity  in  themselves,  and  Human- 
ity in  a  perfectible  shape  ;  and  the  very  next  day  they  would 
make  preparations  for  fulfilHng  their  holy  destiny,  and  being 
as  solemnly  and  unspeakably  happy  as  it  was  their  stern 
duty  to  be.  The  professor  turned  his  eyes  upward  to  the 
starry  heavens  ;  and  a  sense  came  over  him  of  the  eternity 
and  the  immensity  of  Nature,  and  the  demonstrable  absence 
of  any  intelligence  that  guided  it.  These  reflections  naturally 
brought  home  to  him  with  more  vividness  the  stupendous 
and  boundless  importance  of  man.  His  bosom  swelled  vio- 
lently ;  and  he  cried  aloud,  his  eyes  still  fixed  on  the  firma- 
ment :  "  O  important  All !  O  important  Me  !  " 

When  he  came  back  to  the  cottage,  he  found  Virginia  just 
getting  off  the  sofa,  and  preparing  to  go  off  to  bed.  She 
was  too  sleepy  even  to  say  good-night  to  him ;  and,  with 
evident  want  of  temper,  was  tugging  at  the  buttons  of  her 
dressing-gown.  "Ah,"  she  murmured,  as  she  left  the  room, 
"if  God,  in  his  infinite  mercy,  had  only  spared  my  maid  !" 

Virginia's  evident  discontent  gave  profound  pain  to  Paul. 
"  How  solemn,"  he  exclaimed,  "for  half  humanity  to  be  dis- 
contented ! "  But  he  was  still  more  disturbed  at  the  appeal 
to  a  chimerical  manufacturer  of  atoms  ;  and  he  exclaimed, 
in  yet  more  sorrowful  tones,  "  How  solemn  for  half  humanity 
to  be  sunk  lower  than  the  beasts  by  superstition  !" 

However,  he  hoped  that  these  stupendous  evils  might, 
under  the  present  favorable  conditions,  vanish  in  the  course 
of  a  few  days'  progress  ;  and  he  went  to  bed,  full  of  august 
auguries. 

VI. 

Next  morning  he  was  up  betimes  ;  and  the  prospects  of 
Humanity  looked  more  glorious  than  ever.  He  gathered 
some  of  the  finest  pats  from  the  butter-tree,  and  some  fresh 
French  rolls  from  the  bread-tree.  He  discovered  a  cow 
close  at  hand,  that  allowed  him  at  once  to  milk  it ;  and  a 
little  roast-pig  ran  up  to  him  out  of  the  underwood,  and, 
fawning  on  him  with  its  trotters,  said,  "Come,  eat  me." 
The  professor  vivisected  it  before  Virginia's  door,  that  its 
automatic^ noise,  which  the  vulgar  call  cries  of  pain,  might 
awaken  her ;  and  he  then  set  it  in  a  hot  dish  on  the  table. 

"  It  has  come  !  it  has  come  ! "  he  shouted,  rapturously,  as 
Virginia  entered  the  room,  this  time  in  a  blue-silk  dressing- 
gown,  embroidered  with  flowers  of  gold. 

"  What  has  come  ? "  said  Virginia,  pettishly,  for  she  was 
suffering  from  a  terrible  headache,  and  the  professor's  loud 
voice  annoyed  her.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  we  are 
rescued,  are  we  ? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Paul,  solemnly;  "we  are  rescued  from 
all  the  pains  and  imperfections  of  a  world  that  has  not 
learned  how  to  conform  to  the  laws  of  matter,  and  is  but 
imperfectly  acquained  with  the  science  of  sociology.  It  is 
therefore  inevitable  that,  the  evils  of  existence  being  thus 
removed,  we  shall  both  be  solemnly,  stupendously,  and 
unspeakably  happy." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  said  Virginia,  snappishly,  who  thought  the 
professor  was  joking. 

"  It  it  not  nonsense,"  said  the  professor.  "It  is  deducible 
from  the  teachings  of  John  Stuart  Mill,  of  Auguste  Comte, 
of  Mr.  Frederic  Harrison,  and  of  all  the  exact  thinkers  who 
have  cast  off  superstition,  and  who  adore  Humanity." 

Virginia  meanwhile  ate  pate  de  foie  gras^  of  which  she 
was  passionately  fond  ;  and,  growing  a  little  less  sullen,  she 
at  last  admitted  that  they  were  lucky  in  having  at  least  the 
necessaries  of  life  left  to  them. 

"  But  as  for  happiness — there  is  nothing  to  do  here,  there 
is  no  church  to  go  to,  and  you  don't  seem  to  care  a  bit  for 
my  dressing-gown.     What  have  we  got  to  make  us  happy .''  " 

"  Humanity,"  replied  the  professor,  eagerly,  "  Humanity, 
that  divine  entity,  which  is,  of  course,  capable  of  everything 
that  is  fine  and  invaluable,  and  is  the  object  of  indescribable 
emotion  to  all  exact  thinkers.  And  what  is  Humanity.^"  he 
went  on,  more  earnestly,  "you  and  1  are  Humanity — you 
and  I  are  that  august  existence.  You  already  are  all  the 
world  to  me  ;  and  I  very  soon  shall  be  all  the  world  to  you. 
Adored  being,  it  will  be  my  mission  and  my  glory  to  compel 
you  to  live  for  me.  And  then,  as  modern  philosophy  can 
demonstrate,  we  shall  both  of  us  be  significantly  and  unspeak- 
ably happy." 

For  a  few  moments  Virginia  merely  stared  at  Paul.  Sud- 
denly she  turned  quite  pale,  her  lips  quivered,  and,  exclaim- 
ing, 

"  How  dare  you  ? — and  I,  too,  the  wife  of  a  bishop  !  "  she 
left  the  room  in  hysterics. 

The  professor  could  make  nothing  of  this.  Though  he 
had  dissected  many  dead  women,  he  knew  very  little  of  the 
hearts  of  live  ones.  A  sense  of  shyness  overpowered  him. 
He  felt  embarrassed,  he  could  not  tell  why,  at  being  thus 
left  alone  with  Virginia.  He  lit  a  cigar,  and  went  out. 
Here  was  a  to-do  indeed,  he  thought.  How  would  progress 
be  possible  if  one-half  of  Humanity  misunderstood  the  other  ? 

He  was  thus  musing,  when  suddenly  a  voice  startled  him; 
and  in  another  moment  a  man  came  rushing  up  to  him,  with 
every  demonstration  of  joy. 

"  O  my  dear  master  !  O  emancipator  of  the  human 
intellect!  and  is  it,  indeed,  you.''  Thank  God! — I  beg  par- 
don for  my  unspeakable  blasphemy — I  mean,  thank  circum- 
stances over  which  I  have  no  control." 

It  was  one  of  the  three  curates,  whom  Paul  had  supposed 
drowned,  but  who  now  related  how  he  had  managed  to  swim 
ashore,  despite  the  extreme  length  of  his  black  clerical  coat. 

"These  rags  of  superstition,"  he  said,  "did  their  best  to 
drown  me.  But  I  survive  in  spite  of  them,  to  cnvet  truth 
and  to  reject  error.  Thanks  to  your  glorious  leaching,"  he 
went  on,  looking  reverentially  into  the  professor's  face,  "the 
very  notion  of  an  Almighty  Father  makes  me  laugh  con- 
sumedly,  it  is  so  absurd  and  so  immoral.  Science,  through 
your  instrumentality,  has  opened  my  eyes.  I  am  now  an 
exact  thinker." 

"Do  you  believe,"  said  Paul,  "in  solemn,  significant,  and 
unspeakably  happy  Humanity  ? " 

"  I  do,"  said  the  curate,  fervently.  "Whenever  I  think  of 
Humanity,  I  groan  and  moan  to  myself  out  of  sheer  solem- 
nity." 

"  Then  two-thirds  of  Humanity,"  said  the  professor,  "  are 


thoroughly  enlightened.     Progress  will  now  go  on  smoothly." 
At  this  moment  Virginia  came  out,  having  rapidly  recov- 
ered composure  at  the  sound  of  a  new  man's  voice. 

"You  here — you  too?"  exclaimed  the  curate.  "How 
solemn,  how  significant  !  This  is  truly  providential — I  mean 
this  has  truly  happened  through  conformity  to  the  laws  of 
matter  ! " 

"  Well,"  said  Virginia,  "  since  we  have  a  clergyman  among 
us,  we  shall  perhaps  be  able  to  get  on.'' 

VII. 

Things  now  took  a  better  turn.  The  professor  ceased  to 
feel  shy,  and  proposed,  when  the  curate  had  finished  an 
enormous  breakfast,  that  they  should  go  down  to  the  cutter, 
and  bring  up  the  things  in  it  to  the  cottage.  "A  few  hours' 
steady  progress,"  he  said,  "and  the  human  race  will  com- 
mand all  the  luxuries  of  civilization — the  glorious  fruits  of 
centuries  of  onward  labor." 

The  three  spent  a  very  busy  morning  in  examining  and 
unpacking  the  luggage.  The  professor  found  his  favorite 
collection  of  modern  philosophers ;  Virginia  found  a  large 
box  of  knick-knacks,  with  which  to  adorn  the  cottage  ;  and 
there  was,  too,  an  immense  store  of  wine  and  of  choice  pro- 
visions. 

"  It  is  rather  sad,"  sighed  Virginia,  as  she  dived  into  a  box 
of  French  chocolate-creams,  "  to  think  that  all  the  poor  peo- 
ple are  drowned  that  these  things  belonged  to." 

"  They  are  not  dead,"  said  the  professor  ;  "  they  still  live  on 
this  holy  and  stupendous  earth.  They  live  in  the  use  we  are 
making  of  all  they  had  got  together.  The  owner  of  those 
chocolate-creams  is  immortal  because  you  are  eating  them." 

Virginia  licked  her  lips,  and  said  : 

"  Nonsense  !" 

"  It  is  not  nonsense,"  said  the  professor;  "it  is  the  rehgion 
of  Humanity." 

All  day  they  were  busy,  and  the  time  passed  pleasantly 
enough.  Wines,  provisions,  books,  and  China  ornaments, 
were  carried  up  to  the  cottage  and  bestowed  in  proper 
places.  Virginia  filled  the  glasses  in  the  drawing-room  with 
gorgeous  leaves  and  flowers  ;  and  declared  by  the  evening, 
as  she  looked  around  her,  that  she  could  almost  fancy  her- 
self in  St.  John's  Wood. 

"See,"  said  the  professor,  "how  rapid  is  the  progress  of 
material  civilization  !  Humanity  is  now  entering  on  the 
fruits  of  ages.  Before  long  it  will  be  in  a  position  to  be  un- 
speakably happy." 

Virginia  retired  to  bed  early.  The.  professor  took  the 
curate  out  with  him  to  look  at  the  stars,  and  promised  to 
lend  him  some  writings  of  the  modern  philosophers,  which 
would  make  him  more  perfect  in  the  new  view  of  things. 
They  said  good  night,  murmuring  together  that  there  was 
certainly  no  God,  that  Humanity  was  very  important,  and 
that  everything  was  very  solemn. 

VIII. 

Ne?it  morning  the  curate  began  studying  a  number  of 
essays  that  the  professor  loaned  him,  all  written  by  exact 
thinkers,  who  disbelieved  in  God,  and  thought  Humanity 
adorable  and  most  important.  Virginia  lay  on  the  sofa,  and 
sighed  over  one  of  Miss  Broughton's  novels,  and  it  occurred 
to  the  professor  that  the  island  was  just  the  place  where,  if 
anywhere,  the  missing  link  might  be  found. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  all  is  still  progress.  Material  pro- 
gress came  to  an  end  yesterday  ;  mental  progress  has  begun 
to-day.  One  third  of  Humanity  is  cultivating  sentiment; 
another  third  is  learning  to  covet  truth;  I,  the  remaining  and 
most  enlightened  third,  will  go  and  seek  it.  Glorious, 
solemn  Humanity  !  I  will  go  and  look  about  for  its  aboreal 
ancestor."  % 

Every  step  the  professor  took  he  found  the  island  more 
beautiful  ;  but  he  came  back  to  luncheon,  having  been  un- 
successful in  his  search.  Events  had  marched  quickly  in 
his  absence.  Virginia  was  at  the  beginning  of  her  third 
volume  ;  and  the  curate  had  skimmed  over  so  many  essays 
that  he  professed  himself  able  to  give  a  thorough  account  of 
the  want  of  faith  that  was  in  him. 

After  luncheon  the  three  sat  together  in  easy-chairs  in  the 
veranda,  sometimes  talking,  sometimes  falling  into  a  doze. 
They  all  agreed  that  they  were  wonderfully  comfortable,  and 
the  professor  said  : 

"All  Humanity  is  now  at  rest,  and  in  utter  peace.  It  is 
just  taking  breath  before  it  becomes  unspeakably  and  signifi- 
cantly happy." 

He  would  have  said  more,  but  he  was  here  startled  by  a 
piteous  noise  of  crying,  and  the  three  found  themselves  con- 
fronted by  an  old  woman,  dripping  with  sea-water,  and  with 
an  expression  on  her  face  of  the  utmost  misery.  They  soon 
recognized  her  as  one  of  the  passengers  on  the  ship.  She 
told  them  how  she  had  been  floated  ashore  on  a  spar,  and 
how  she  had  been  sustained  by  a  little  roast-pig,  that  kindly 
begged  her  to  eat  it,  having  first  lain  in  her  bosom  to  restore 
her  to  warmth.     She  was  now  looking  for  her  son. 

"  And  if  I  can  not  find  him,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  I  shall 
never  smile  again.  He  has  half  broken  my  heart,"  she  went 
on,  "by  his  wicked  ways.  But  if  I  thought  he  was  dead — 
dead  in  the  midst  of  his  sins — it  would  be  broken  altogether; 
for  in  that  case  he  must  certainly  be  in  hell." 

"  Old  woman,"  said  the  professor,  very  slowly  and 
solemnly,  "  be  comforted.  I  announce  to  you  that  your  son 
is  alive." 

"  Oh,  bless  you,  sir,  for  that  word  I "'  cried  the  old  woman. 
"But  where  is  he?  Have  you  seen  him?  Are  you  sure 
that  he  is  living  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  the  professor,  "  because  enlightened 
thought  shows  me  that  he  can  not  be  anything  else.  It  is 
true  that  I  saw  him  sink  for  the  third  time  in  the  sea,  and 
that  he  was  then  snapped  up  by  a  shark.  But  he  is  as  much 
alive  as  ever  in  his  posthumous  activities.  He  has  made 
you  wretched  after  him  ;  and  that  is  his  future  life.  Become 
an  exact  thinker,  and  you  will  see  that  this  is  so.  Old 
woman,"  added  the  professor,  solemnly,  "  you  are  your  son 
in  hell." 

At  this  the  old  woman  flew  into  a  terrible  rage. 

"  In  hell,  sir  ! "  she  exclaimed  ;  "  me  in  hell ! — a  poor,  lone 
woman  like  me  !  How  dare  you  ?"  And  she  sank  back  in 
a  chair  and  fainted. 

"Alas!"  said  the  professor,  "  thus  is  miserj' again  intro- 
duced into  the  world.  A  fourth  part  of  Humanity  is  now 
miserable." 


The  curate  answered  promptly  that  if  no  restoratives  were 
given  her  she  would  probably  die  in  a  few  minutes.  "And 
to  let  her  die,"  he  said,  "is  clearly  our  solemn  duty.  It  will 
be  for  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest  number." 

"No,"  said  the  professor;  "for  our  sense  of  pity  would  then 
be  wounded,  and  the  happiness  of  all  of  us  would  be  marred 
by  that." 

"Excuse  me,"  said  the  curate  ;  "but  exact  thought  shows 
me  that  pity  for  others  is  but  the  imagining  of  their  mis- 
fortune falling  on  ourselves.  Now,  we  can  none  of  us  im- 
agine ourselves  exactly  in  the  old  woman's  case  ;  therefore, 
it  is  quite  impossible  that  we  can  pity  her." 

"But,"  said  the  professor,  "such  an  act  would  violate  our 
ideas  of  justice." 

"  You  are  wrong  again,"  said  the  curate  ;  "  for  exact 
thought  shows  me  that  the  love  of  justice  is  nothing  but  the 
fear  of  suffering  injustice.  If  we  were  to  kill  strong  men,  we 
might  naturally  fear  that  strong  men  would  kill  us.  But 
whatever  we  do  to  fainting  old  women,  we  can  not  expect 
that  fainting  old  women  will  do  anything  to  us  in  return." 

"Your  reasoning  can  not  be  sound,"  said  the  professor, 
"for  it  would  lead  to  most  horrible  conclusions.  I  will  solve 
the  difficulty  better.  I  will  make  the  old  woman  happy,  and 
therefore  fit  to  live.  Old  woman,"  he  exclaimed,  "you  are 
yourself  by  your  own  unhappiness  expiating  your  son's  sins. 
Do  but  think  of  that,  and  you  will  become  unspeakably 
happy."  . 

Meanwhile,  however,  the  old  woman  had  died.  When  the 
professor  discovered  this  he  was  somewhat  shocked  ;  but  at 
length,  with  a  sudden  change  of  countenance,  "We  neither 
of  us  did  it,"  he  exclaimed  ;  "  her  death  is  no  act  of  ours.  It 
is  part  of  the  eternal  not-ourselves  that  makes  for  righteous- 
ness— righteousness,  which  is,  as  we  all  know,  but  another 
name  for  happiness.  Let  us  adore  the  event  with  rever- 
ence." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  curate,  "  we  are  well  rid  of  her.  She  was 
an  immoral  old  woman  ;  for  happiness  is  the  test  of  morality, 
and  she  was  very  unhappy." 

"On  the  contrary,"  said  the  professor,  "she  was  a  moral 
old  woman,  for  she  has  made  us  happy  by  dying  so  very  op- 
portunely. Let  us  speak  well  of  the  dead.  Her  death  has 
been  a  holy  and  a  blessed  one.  She  has  conformed  to  the 
laws  of  matter.  Thus  is  unhappiness  destined  to  fade  out  of 
the  world.  Quick  !  let  us  tie  a  bag  of  shot  to  all  the  sorrow 
and  evil  of  Humanity,  which,  after  all,  is  only  a  fourth  part 
of  it ;  and  let  us  sink  her  in  the  bay  close  at  had,  that  she 
may  catch  lobsters  for  us." 

IX. 

"At  last,"  said  the  professor,  as  they  began  dinner  that 
evening,  "the  fullness  of  time  has  come.  All  the  evils  of 
Humanity  are  removed,  and  progress  has  come  to  end  be- 
cause it  can  go  no  further.  We  have  nothing  now  to  do  but 
to  be  unspeakably  and  significantly  happy." 

The  champagne  flowed  freely.  Our  friends  ate  and  drank 
of  the  best,  their  spirits  rose,  and  Virginia  admitted  that  this 
was  really  "jolly."  The  sense  of  the  word  pleased  the  pro- 
fessor, but  its  sound  seemed  below  the  gravity  of  the  occa- 
sion ;  so  he  begged  her  to  say  "  sublime  "  instead.  "  We  can 
make  it  mean,"  he  said,  "just  the  same,  but  we  prefer  it  for 
the  sake  of  its  associations." 

It  soon,  however,  occurred  to  him  that  eating  and  drink- 
ing were  hardly  delights  sufficient  to  justify  the  highest  state 
of  human  emotion,  and  he  began  to  fear  he  had  been  feeling 
subhme  prematurely  ;  but  in  another  moment  he  recollected 
he  was  an  altruist,  and  that  the  secret  of  their  happiness  was 
not  that  any  one  of  them  was  happy,  but  that  they  each 
knew  the  others  were. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  curate,"  said  the  professor,  "  what  I  am  en- 
joying is  the  champagne  that  you  drink,  and  what  you  are 
enjoying  is  the  champagne  that  I  drink.  This  is  altruism  ; 
this  is  benevolence  ;  this  is  the  sublime  outcome  of  enlight- 
ened modern  thought.  The  pleasures  of  the  table,  in  them- 
selves, are  low  and  beastly  ones  ;  but  if  we  each  of  us  are 
only  glad  because  the  others  are  enjoying  them,  they  become 
holy  and  glorious  beyond  description." 

"They  do,"  cried  the  curate,  rapturously,  "indeed  they 
do  I  I  will  drink  another  bottle  for  your  sake.  It  is 
sublime  !"  he  said,  as  he  tossed  off  three  glasses.  "  It  is 
significant  !  "  he  said,  as  he  finished  three  more.  "  Tell  me, 
my  dear,  do  I  look  significant?"  he  added,  as  he  turned  to 
Virginia,  and  suddenly  tried  to  crown  the  general  bliss  by 
kissing  her. 

Virginia  started  back,  looking  fire  and  fur>'  at  him.  The 
professor  was  completely  astounded  by  an  occurrence  so  un- 
natural, and  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of  thunder  :  "  Morality,  sir 
— remember  morality  I  How  dare  you  upset  that  which 
Professor  Huxley  tells  us  must  be  forever  strong  enough  to 
hold  its  own  ? '' 

But  the  last  glass  of  champagne  had  put  the  curate  be- 
yond the  reach  of  exact  thought.  He  tumbled  under  the 
table,  and  the  professor  carried  him  off  to  bed. 

[CONCl-l'nED    IN    NEXT    NLMBEK.] 


A  lady  who  edits  a  paper  in  the  West  frankly  expresses 
her  opinion  on  the  subject  of  kissing  :  "  Kisses  are  an  ac- 
knowledged institution.  It  is  as  natural  for  folks  to  like  them 
as  it  is  for  water  to  run  down  hill,  except  when  it  is  so  cold 
that  it  freezes  and  can't  run  at  all.  Some  are  hot  as  coal- 
fire,  some  sweet  as  honey,  some  mild  as  milk,  some  tasteless 
as  long-drawn  soda.  Stolen  kisses  are  said  to  have  more 
nutmeg  and  cream  than  other  sorts.  As  to  proposed  kisses, 
they  are  not  liked  at  all.  We  have  made  it  our  business  to 
inquire  among  our  friends,  and  they  agree  with  us  that  a 
stolen  kiss  is  the  most  agreeable — that  is,  if  the  theft  is  made 
by  the  right  person.  Talk  of  shyness  and  struggling — no 
wonder.  When  some  bipeds  approach,  it  is  miraculous  that 
ladies  do  not  go  into  convulsions.  We  do  not  speak  from 
experience,  but  from  what  we  have  heard  others  say.  Wc 
have  been  kissed  a  few  times,  and,  as  we  are  not  very  old,  we 
hope  to  receive  many  more."j 

A  ball  of  pop-corn- lies  in  the  British  Museum  in  London, 
with  a  label  on  it  reading  as  follows :  "An  article  of  food  in 
America,  greatly  liked  by  the  negroes  in  the  south,  rn  United 
States." 

At  two  o'clock  Dr.  Carver  stepped  intr  ilic  i 
raining  hard.     He  began  firing  at  the  drop-,  n 
utes  had  shot  a  dry  space  of  half  an  acre  arnt.i 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


Sax  Franxisco,  August  2:,  1878. 
My  Dear  Madge  : — Jack  and  I  betook  ourselves  to  see 
Fanchon  one  night.  I  can  not  say  that  we  were  attracted  by 
the  novelty  of  the  play.  I  do  not  believe  there  is  on  the 
stage  to-day  a  small  woman  with  dark  glancing  eyes  who  has 
not  at  some  time  in  her  career  played  "  Fanchon."  Indeed, 
I  once  saw  a  ver>'  large,  very  square,  ver)'  bony  woman  play 
it,  and  she  was  not  at  all  a  bad  "  Cricket."  It  is  better,  how- 
ever, to  confine  the  part  to  the  little  folks,  for  it  is  very  ab- 
surd to  see  a  pair  of  number  five  shoes  agitating  at  the  ex- 
tremities of  a  pair  of  limbs  of  appropriate  length  in  the 
mazes  of  the  shadow-dance.  In  point  of  fact,  if  1  remem- 
ber well,  the  shadow  in  the  case  I  mention  was  so  long  that, 
after  meandering  across  the  width  of  a  small  stage,  it  was 
prematurely  cut  off  at  the  flics,  and  the  volatile  "  Fanchon  " 
was  obliged  to  converse  with  a  half  length.  But  with  Mag- 
gie -Mitchell  it  is  quite  different ;  she  is  just  the  right  size  for 
it,  and  what  there  is  of  her  is  a  perfect  bundle  of  emotion. 
1  have  not  seen  anything  more  perfect  in  its  way  than  the 
first  three  acts  of  Fanchon^  taking  it  from  her  own  stand- 
point. She  has  thoroughly  Americanized  it.  There  is  no 
trace  of  the  little  French  imp  of  the  original  stor>'.  She  is 
rather  a  wild  Yankee  girl  buried  in  the  woods,  while  she  and 
all  around  her  are  masquerading  in  French  costumes.  But 
the  ^ul  is  there,  and  souls  have  no  nationalities.  What  an 
odd  mi.vture  of  the  natural  and  the  affected  Maggie  Mitchell 
is  !  One  moment  she  is  a  perfect  child  of  nature,  the  next 
a  model  specimen  of  the  training  school.  Her  peculiar 
voice  has  so  many  intonations,  and  she  changes  it  so  sud- 
denly, that  one  sometimes  looks  to  see  who  else  has  spoken. 
With  her  long  dress  she  puts  on  company  manners,  and 
makes  the  most  dignified  courtesies  you  ever  saw.  .Alto- 
gether, she  is  a  wonderful  contradiction.  She  has  flashes  of 
genius  and  flashes  of  commonplace.  Next  week  she  brings 
out  a  new  play.  What  odd  sensations  she  must  have  when 
she  plays  a  new  character !  The  oldest  inhabitant  remem- 
bers her  so  very  long  ago  as  "  Fanchon ''  that  she  must  have 
grown  into  the  parts.  How  delightful  it  must  be  to  grow  old 
like  Dejazet,  or  Charles  .Matthews,  or  Maggie  Mitchell,  who 
is  certainly  no  longer  young  !  How  pleasant  even  in  mim- 
icry to  go  back  into  youth  or  childhood  ever>'  night  for  two 
or  three  hours  and  really  be  young  again,  for  the  kindly 
footlights  are  gentle  to  time-traces  when  art  assists  them  ! 
1  thought  how  strange  it  was  the  other  night,  when  Maggie 
Mitchell,  in  the  abandon  of  "  Fanchon's  "  grief,  fell  at  Marie 
Prescoit's  feet,  crj-ing,  "  Grandma,  grandma  ! "  There's 
an  Americanism  for  a  French  play  !  Maggie  Mitchell  played 
"  Fanchon,"  perhaps,  before  .Mjirie  Prescott  was  bom,  and 
yet  how  the  art  of  make-up  reverses  them.  Madge,^I  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  there  is  something  more  in 
Miss  Marie  Prescott  than  appeared  at  first.  She  was  incon- 
siderate enough  to  play  "  Felina  "  badly  and  carelessly  be- 
cause it  was  an  ungrateful  part.  Foolish  girl  !  That  little 
act  was  most  indisputably  the  mark  of  the  amateur.  It  will 
take  her  some  time  to  dissipate  the  bad  impression  she 
made,  and  yet  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  her  as  "Ann 
FadeL"  It  was  really  a  remarkable  personation  in  one  so 
young  and  so  new  to  the  stage.  She  is  really  a  verj'  pretty 
girl,  but  she  remorselessly  sacrificed  ever)'  atom  of  her 
beauty  and  made  of  herself  a  hideous,  scrawny  old  hag. 
She  spared  nothing.  Her  hands  and  arms  had  a  witch-like 
thinness,  her  face  was  seamed  and  attenuated  beyond  recog- 
nition, and  her  teeth  were  a  hoiTor  ;  even  her  voice  was 
well  controlled.  Some  day  she  will  play  it  quite  differently, 
for  she  makes  ".^nn  Fadet"  simply  a  weak,  tremulous  old 
woman,  and  gives  her  none  of  the  witch-like  malignity 
common  to  this  charming  species  of  ancient  female.  She 
gives  one  little  dramatic  burst,  which  would  be  almost  Cush- 
man-line  were  it  not  for  the  remnant  of  amateur  uncertainty 
which  underlies  it.  They  used  to  call  the  old  California  a 
school  for  acting,  but  that  was  in  the  old  days  of  long  ago. 
They  can't  learn  much  firom  each  other  as  it  stands  nowadays, 
for  they  are  all  new  in  the  art.  There  is  not  a  veteran  in  the 
crowd,  unless  it  may  be  John  Wilson  or  Mrs.  Saunders. 
Alas  I  we  all  wanted  something  new,  but  we  did  not  want  it 
so  brand  new.  There  was  a  (U'hitanle  on  Monday  night,  a 
Miss  Lottie  Cobb.  She  was  remarkably  self-possessed,  and 
actually  committed  no  gaucherie.  I  observe  that  they  have 
promoted  from  the  ranks  to  speaking  parts  a  little  girl,  who 
has  had  such  various  noms  lU  theatre  that  I  hesitate  to 
write  one  of  them  because  I  am  not  sure  which  is  her  last 
choice.  She  spoke  her  lines  nicely  enough,  but  I  especially 
noted  that  she  looked  as  clean  as  a  pink.  My  dear  Madge, 
you  who  have  gazed  so  often  upon  the  glaring  stripes  and 
variegated  brilliances  of  those  terrible  peasants'  costumes, 
will  understand  what  a  charm  there  is  in  a  spink-spank  clean 
dress  to  catch  the  attention.  If  the  corj-phees  could  once 
be  induced  to  appreciate  the  beauties  of  the  laundrj'  how 
many  more  charms  might  the  minor  scenes  contain.  An- 
other member  of  the  company  so  completely  enchained  me 
by  the  liquid  peculiarities  of  his  accent,  that  I  momentarily 
expected  to  hear  him  break  into  that  touching  refrain  of 
Harry  Kemell's,  "  Take  me  back,  take  me  back  to  the  sweet 
sunny  South."  It  is  not  a  disagreeable  accent  to  my  ear  by 
any  means,  but,  taken  in  conjunction  with  the  other  varieties 
of  English  and  some  of  the  extraordinar>-  French  employed 
on  the  occasion,  it  was  a  little  queer.  If  this  theatre  ever 
goes  into  bankruptcy  again  the  salary  list  can  not  be  held 
responsible.  The  unemployed  local  talent — what  a  station- 
ary- institution  it  is  I — is  having  one  more  chance.  The  Grand 
Opera  House  opens  with  a  spectacle,  a  very  magnificent  af- 
fair they  tell  me.  Excuse  this  sudden  termination  of  a  brief 
letter,  my  dear  Madge,  for  Jack  insists  upon  my  going  to 
hear  a  lecture.  Yours,  Betsy  B. 


CARICATURE, 


At  Fulda,  in  Germany,  there  are  several  schools  for  teach- 
ing bullfinches  to  sing.  The  young  birds  are  divided  into 
classes  of  from  six  to  ten  each,  and  kept  in  the  dark.  As 
they  are  fed  a  small  organ  is  played.  The  birds  finally  begin 
to  associate  the  music  with  the  feeding,  and  when  hungr>- 
they  begin  to  sing  a  few  notes  of  the  tune  they  hear  daily. 
They  are  then  placed  in  a  room  where  light  is  admitted. 
This  seems  to  render  them  more  lively.  They  are  then  taught 
additional  music,  and  enjoy  singing.  The  most  difficult  task 
i>  s-anir.g  the  birds.  Some  are  kept  for  a  long  time  in  the 
---^  -'-.^  and  on  stan-ation  rations  before  their  stupidit>-  or  ob- 
>£:}  can  be  overcome. 


The  art  of  pictorial  caricature,  by  which  the  forms  and 
faces  of  eminent  statesmen  and  distinguished  public  men 
are  ridiculously  exagfjerated,  has,  under  the  pencils  of  Nasi, 
the  cartoonist  of  the  London  Punchy  and  the  artists  of  Paris 
and  Berlin,  been  carried  almost  to  perfection.  We  have 
been  made  so  familiar  with  the  faces  of  the  Premiers  of 
England  in  the  cartoons  of  Pmich  that  should  we  meet  the 
living  representatives  we  should  have  no  trouble  in  identifv- 
ing  them.  Dizzy,  with  his  little  curl  and  big  nose,  would 
be  recognized  in  the  streets  of  San  Francisco  as  a  familiar 
face.  The  late  Napoleon  III.,  with  his  prominent  proboscis, 
his  waxed  and  elongated  moustache,  was  known  throughout 
the  civilized  world  by  his  successful  caricaturing.  General 
Grant  with  his  cigar,  Butler  with  his  curious  eye,  Tweed  with 
his  exaggerated  nose  and  stomach,  are  all  familiar  faces  to 
us  ;  and,  by  the  way,  how  is  it  that  nearly  all  great  men  have 
nice  large  noses.'  Who  ever  found  brains  behind  a  shriveled- 
up,  puggj'  organ  of  smell.  It  is  said  that  the  first  Napoleon 
chose  the  Marshals  of  his  empire  from  the  prominence  of  their 
olfactor\-  development.  But  to  come  back  to  caricaturing: 
little  obscure  nobodies  of  men  are  never  the  subject  of  picto- 
rial exaggeration.  If  by  accident  some  insignificant  and  re- 
dundant creature  has  the  luck  to  be  placed  in  a  position  to 
which  his  genius  or  his  talent  does  not  entidc  him  he  may 
be  pictured  once  or  twice  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  his 
diminutive  character.  But  the  man  who  is  constantly  cari- 
catured, or  constantly  misrepresented,  either  by  pen  or  pen- 
cil, can  congratulate  himself  that  he  is  at  least  rescued  from 
that  oblivion  that  overwhelms  smaller  men  and  meaner 
minds.  Of  the  late  Senators  of  the  United  States,  who  do 
we  seem  to  know  best  ?  \\'ho  have  been  most  eminent,  most 
honored .'  Not  an  intelligent  American  does  not  know  the 
faces  of  Webster,  Clay,  Van  Buren,  Benton,  Sumner,  and 
Morton,  and  all  by  reason  of  the  caricaturing  of  their  politi- 
cal enemies.  The  Honorable  Roscoe  Conkling  is  pictured  in 
the  minds  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of  citizens  as  a  hand- 
some, proud,  intellectual  man  by  the  vicious  pencil  of  a  hired 
caricaturist  It  is  a  singular  fact,  too,  that  only  the  best 
heads  and  best  faces  make  the  best  caricatures.  There 
must  be  something  to  exaggerate;  and  the  likeness  and  gen- 
eral form  must  be  preserved  or  the  artist  fails  in  the  object 
and  purpose  of  his  delineation.  We  always  envy  the  man 
who  is  successfully  and  persistently  caricatured. 


A  Sublime  Glutton. 


As  a  "bit  of  word-painting"*  the  following  description  of 
the  performance  of  a  glutton  at  an  English  cricket  match  is, 
we  believe,  unequaled  in  excellence,  except  by  the  perform- 
ance itself:  "  The  hero  of  this  scene  has  made  a  table  of 
the  box  seat,  and  built  himself  a  throne  of  cushions  on  the 
foot  board.  So  artistically  arranged  is  the  whole  thing  that 
the  mouth  almost  touches  the  plate.  He  is  a  dull,  heavy- 
eyed,  sleepy  sensualist.  In  intellect  he  is  on  a  level  with  a 
sheep,  and  his  over-fed  expression  reminds  me  of  the  fat  boy 
in  "Pickwick."  He  is  a  slow,  solemn,  dreamy,  and  method- 
ical eater.  He  never  hurries  himself  about  anything,  but 
crams  his  unfortunate  stomach  with  the  regularity  of  a 
machine.  Provided  also  with  a  ser^-ant  to  minister  to  his 
exclusive  wants,  he  gives  slow  signs  to  the  slave,  his  mouth 
being  too  full  to  talk.  He  attends  to  no  one,  looks  at  no 
one,  gazes  nowhere  except  upon  the  steadily-disappearing 
mass  of  food.  Ladies  are  on  the  carriage,  but  they  turn  their 
backs  upon  him  in  disgust,  and  put  up  their  parasols. 
A  silver  flagon  is  before  the  gormandizer,  and  he  sighs  with 
delight  as  the  cool  liquid  trickles  down  his  heated  throat 
After  eating  for  over  an  hour  he  starts  up  and  looks  vacantly 
round.  The  sweet  cake  i^so  long  coming  that  he  crams  his 
mouth  with  bread  meanwhile.  Cheese,  salad,  mint  sauce, 
pie,  cake,  and  fruit  disappear  down  his  marvelous  throat. 
When  the  end  is  nearly  at  hand  he  lingers  affectionately 
over  the  last  bit  He  is  sorrowful  at  the  thought  of  losing  a 
crumb.  Slower  and  slower  the  hand  goes  up  to  the  mouth 
and  then  the  glutton  appears  to  be  in  a  dreamy  trance.  I 
went  up  to  look  at  him  and  he  gazed  vacantly  at  me  with  his 
sleepy  eyes.     He  was  drunk  with  eating." 

There  are  obstacles  in  the  way  of  aspirants  for  dramatic 
fame  in  Paris,  as  is  evidenced  by  a  recent  story  of  an  ambi- 
tious youth,  who,  some  years  ago,  visited  M.  Regnier,  of  the 
Theatre  Frangais,  and  was  told  at  the  end  of  an  audience  to 
study  for  a  year,  as  his  present  deliver)'  was  unintelligible. 
Disconcerted,  but  not  wholly  dashed,  the  young  man  set  to 
work,  labored  energetically  for  a  year,  and  then  again  visited 
M.  Regnier,  to  favor  him  with  the  result  of  his  study.  M. 
Regnier  listened  to  him  for  some  little  time,  and  then  in- 
formed him  that  he  had  evidently  worked  hard,  but  must  set 
to  work  again.  "But  have  I  not  improved?"  inquired  the 
young  man,  "Yes,  yes,"  replied  Regnier.  "Last  year  I 
could  not  understand  you  at  all ;  now  I  understand  that  you 
speak  badly." 

The  New  York  Dramatic  iVews  has  an  admirable  portrait 
of  Jo.  Murphy,  which  it  prefers  that  we  should  accept  as  a 
counterfeit  presentment  of  that  great  and  good  actor,  Mr. 
William  Mestayer.  But  we  miss  the  fire  of  genius  in  the 
eye,  the  lordly  pose  of  the  head,  and  the  forehead  "  like  a 
tower  looking  toward  Damascus,"  as  Solomon  daintily  de- 
scribed the  nose  of  his  sweetheart  No,  it  is  not  Mestayer; 
we  cannot,  really  we  cannot,  take  it  at  all;  but  shall  forward 
to  our  illustrated  contemporary- a  butcher's  block,  or  a  section 
of  one  of  the  big  trees  of  Calaveras,  from  which  a  little  study 
will  evolve  a  more  satisfactor>*  William.  Califomians  may 
not  know  ver)'  much  about  art,  but  we  know  Bill  Mestayer 
from  the  ground  up. 

Most  of  us  know  men  of  the  later  middle  age,  or  of  con- 
siderable age,  who,  voluntarily  or  involuntarily,  have  ceased 
from  work,  and  suffer  from  their  afternoons  as  other  men  do 
from  neuralgia  or  mental  pain.  On  the  other  hand,  men 
who  by  nature  or  habit  incessantly  observe,  who  cannot 
avoid  noticing,  and  noticing  keenly,  the  people  and  events 
and  movements  around  them  ;  who  are  never  unaware  if  the 
cat  jumps,  and  never  insensible  to  the  changed  place  of  a 
piece  of  furniture  ;  who  on  entering  the  room  see  everybody 
in  it,  and  can  tell  when  they  have  been  out  everj-thing  that 
occurred  or  that  was  seen,  are  never  seriously  attacked  by 
tedium. 


LITTLE  JOHNNY  ON  THE  MECHANICS'  FAIR. 


Jack  Brily  the  sailor  he  said  :  "Johnny,  ben  to  the  Fair?" 
and  I  said  was  there  any  clown,  and  a  ephalent,  and  some 
fellers  wich  can  jump  high  upper  than  a  horseback,  and  turn 
theirselfs  in  side  out,  and  a  wooman  with  shiny  things  on 
her  legs,  and  a  pony  wich  can  wock  on  its  hed. 

Then  Jack  he  said  :  "  Lay  to  there,  ship  mate,  the  thing 
wich  you  are  spinnin  yarns  abowt  aint  a  fair,  but  a  cirkus 
pformance,"  and  1  s;.id  :  "Thats  the  feller  for  me,  but  the 
Forth  of  July  is  mity  nice  too." 

One  time  there  was  a  circus  pformance  come  thru  the 
town  were  we  was  livin,  and  me  and  Billy  was  a  follerin  it 
for  to  see  the  ephalent  wich  had  a  wecl  house  on  its  back, 
and  the  pilot  was  a  natif  nigger  without  no  close,  only  jest  a 
table  napkin.  And  wile  the  circus  was  a  sioppin  for  to  block 
up  the  street  the  natif  nigger  he  slid  down  and  was  a  goin 
in  a  sloon  to  git  some  wisky.  But  the  sloon  man  met  him 
at  the  door,  and  he  said,  the  sloon  man  did  : 

"Aint  you  one  of  them  heathens  in  their  blindness,  wich 
bows  down  to  wood  an  stone  ?  " 

The  natif  nigger  he  looked  a  wile,  like  he  wanted  to  say 
some  thing,  but  mebby  cudent  speak  our  langwedge.  Then 
the  sloon  man  he  said  a  other  time  : 

"Yes,  I  see  how  it  is,  you  come  from  Injys  corral  strand, 
were  -Affrics  sunny  fountains  role  down  their  golden  sand." 

Wen  he  had  sed  that  the  natif  nigger  man  he  be  gun  to 
dance  a  round,  and  hitch  up  his  britch  clout,  and  hold  up 
his  hand  and  twiddle  his  thumb  and  fingers  like  he  was 
wirlin  a  stick  in  em,  but  he  didenl  say  nothin. 

Then  the  sloon  man  he  said: 

"  You  have  come  here  for  to  call  us  to  de  liver  yure  land 
from  errers  chane.*' 

But  fore  he  cude  say  any  more  that  natif  nigger  had  ka- 
nocked  him  down  an  was  a  stompin  on  to  the  stummeck  of 
his  belly,  and  a  yellin: 

"  Ye  dhirty  blaggaird,  fwot  do  ye  mane  wid  yer  mishnary 
gammon  to  a  son  of  the  howly  mither  church  ?  Take  that, 
ye  thafe  o  the  world,  and  the  nixt  toime  ye  want  to  convart 
a  grand  quintoople  combination  hippydhrome  ye  betther 
stairt  in  on  that  divvle  of  a  royal  roarin  goriller,  wich  is  an 
unbelaver  !  " 

My  Uncle  Ned,  wich  has  been  in  Injy  and  evry  were,  once 
he  see  a  natif  lady  in  a  swimmin,  and  he  sed  to  hissef;  "  Now 
He  jest  go  and  hide  mysellef  long  side  her  close,  and  when 
she  comes  out  for  to  put  em  on  lie  catch  her  andltisser." 

So  Uncle  Ned  he  looked  evry  were  for  her  close,  but  he 
dident  fine  em,  and  he  sed: 

"Nevermind,  He  foller  her  to  were  they  be,  and  kisser 
wile  she  is  tangle  up  in  em." 

So  he  hid  hisself  close  by,  and  when  she  come  out  he  fol- 
lered  her,  and  wen  she  had  went  a  mile  she  come  bime  by  to  a 
dessert,  but  not  the  dessert  wich  is  after  dinner,  nothin  but 
jest  sand,  hot  as  fire  in  the  sun,  and  reachin  clear  out  of 
sight,  and  she  started  rite  out  toard  the  hoe  rizen.  Then 
Uncle  Ned  he  stopt  and  turned  back,  a  shakin  his  hed  and 
sayin  : 

"  I  never  see  sech  a  girl  like  thatn  in  ol  my  life  for  to  leav 
her  close  so  fur  from  the  woter  !  I  shude  thot  she  wude 
ben  a  frade  sum  lolife  blagard  wude  cetch  her  and  kisser." 

My  sister's  yung  man  he  says  one  day  wen  Noey  was  in 
the  Ark,  bout  a  week  after  the  shower,  he  seen  a  feller  swim- 
min long  side,  and  he  said,  Noey  did  : 

"Hello!" 

And  the  feller  he  said  : 

"  Hello,  yure  ownself." 

Then  Noey  he  looked  up  to  the  sky,  and  ol  round,  and 
then  he  leaned  over,  and  wisperd  to  the  feller  : 

"  Gimme  yure  hand  and  He  pul  you  in  if  you  wont  say 
nothin." 

But  the  feller  he  said  : 

"  Thanks,  but  its  gittin  late,  and  I  ges  I  better  paddle  back, 
cos  I  left  my  close  on  the  bank,  and  mebby  sum  mizzable 
galoot  wil  hook  my  watch." 

And  thats  all  I  kanow  a  bout  the  Fair.     Ask  Billy. 


We  trust  that  our  liberty-loving  fellow-citizens  from  Ger- 
many and  Ireland  will  pardon  us  for  reproducing  from  the 
reports  of  our  American  Consuls,  in  their  native  lands,  the 
following  figures,  and  that  those  of  them  who  meet  and  agi- 
tate upon  our  sand-lots  will  not  consider  us  inhospitable  if, 
in  view  of  their  ver)'  hard  condition  in  this  countr>',  we  sug- 
gest that  they  go  home,  and  the  sooner  the  better — for  us. 
In  his  report  upon  wages  in  England,  Ireland,  and  Scotland, 
Consul-General  Badeau  says  that  during  the  past  five  years 
wages  have  increased  gradually  about  lo  per  cent.,  while  the 
cost  of  living  has  increased  about  25  per  cent  Clothing  is 
about  30  per  cent  higher,  while  fuel  has  not  risen  in  price. 
Agricultural  laborers  get  from  $2  to  %-i  per  week,  including 
beer;  building  laborers  and  gardeners  from  $4.4010  $5.10 
per  week;  bricklayers,  carpenters,  masons,  and  engineers 
from  $6.So  to  $11  per  week;  cabinet  makers,  printers,  and 
jewelers  from  $8  to  $12.30  per  week,  although  the  best  mar- 
ble masons  and  jewelers  receive  $14.75.  Bootmakers  and 
tailors  get  from  $4.86  to  $7.65  per  week,  and  bakers  from 
$4.65  to  $7.25,  with  partial  board.  Women  servants  are  paid 
from  $70  to  $240  per  annum.  Railway  porters  and  laborers 
on  public  works  get  fron  $4.45  to  $12  per  week.  Rents  have 
risen  some  30  per  cent,  and  are,  for  artisans  in  London, 
from  Si. 20  to  $2.40  per  week  for  one  or  two  rooms.  The 
Consul  at  Barmen,  Germany,  reports  that  for  agricultural 
labor  the  pay  varies  greatly,  according  to  the  proximity  to 
and  remoteness  firom  manufacturing  centres;  and  ranges 
from  fifty-six  cents  a  day  in  the  nei^borhood  of  Barmen  to 
thirty-one  cents  a  day  in  the  lower  Rhine  valley,  and  as  low 
as  eighteen  cents  in  parts  of  Silesia.  At  Barmen,  Crefeld, 
and  Diisseldorf,  carpenters,  coppersmiths,  plumbers,  machi- 
nists and  wagonsmiths  earn  fifty-one  to  seventy-five  cents 
daily;  saddlers  and  shoemakers  forty-seven  to  fifty-two  cents 
daily;  bakers  and  brewers,  with  board  and  lodging,  from 
$1,42  to  $2.14  weekly,  and  without  board  fiom  sixty  cents  a 
day  to  $4.28  a  week;  farm  hands  are  paid  from  $107  to  $215 
yearly,  with  maintenance;  railroad  laborers  from  fifty-six  to 
eighty  cents  daily." 

The  "leading  issue"  in  the  next  Presidential  canvass  can 
be  pretty  accurately  forecast  It  will  be  this  :  "  Is  a  man  fit 
for  the  chief  magistracy  of  this  countr>'  who  wears  a  clean 
shirt  and  eats  peas  with  his  fork  ?  " 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


CALIFORNIA  IN  1816, 


WHAT  TO  TAX  AND  WHY, 


Editor  Argonaut  : — In  looking  through  my  library'  the 
other  day,  I  came  across  a  work  entitled,  "A  Geographical 
Description  of  the  United  States  with  the  contiguous  British 
and  Spanish  Possessions,  intended  as  an  Accompaniment  to 
MeHsh's  Map  of  those  Countries  ;  by  John  Melish  ;"  pub- 
lished in  Philadelphia,  iSi6.  Speaking  of  the  western  bound- 
ary of  the  United  States,  the  author  says  : 

"Toward  the  Pacific  Ocean  we  have  no  very  correct  data 
for  forming  an  opinion  as  to  the  boundaries.  The  following 
view  of  the  subject  is  the  result  of  the  best  information  that 
has  been  obtained.  The  Missouri  and  its  waters  are  unques- 
tionably part  of  the  United  States  territorj',  in  virtue  of  the 
purchase  of  Louisiana  ;  and  it  is  presumed  that  the  title  is 
equally  unquestionable  as  to  the  Columbia  and  its  waters,  to 
a  line  drawn  due  west  from  the  northwest  corner  of  the  Lake 
of  the  Woods.  This  includes  the  Multnomah  on  the  south, 
but  leaves  the  question  undetermined  in  the  unexplored  coun- 
try between  that  river  and  the  bay  of  St.  Francisco,  From 
the  latest  accounts  it  appears  that  the  Spaniards  have  no 
settlements  above  the  bay,  and  probably  will  have  none  ;  so 
that  the  country'  may  be  considered  virtually  a  part  of  the 
United  States  territory,  provided  they  should  consider  it  of 
importance  to  take  possession  and  settle  it.  A  settlement  on 
the  west  coast  would  unquestionably  be  a  matter  of  vast  im- 
portance to  the  United  States  ;  and  that  question  being  in- 
timately connected  with  the  boundaries  in  this  quarter,  it  is 
considered  a  matter  of  some  importance  to  introduce  a  view 
of  the  most  receftt  information  regarding  that  country,  pro- 
cured in  an  authentic  form  from  the  account  of  the  Russian 
voyage  of  Krutzenstern,  by  G.  H.  von  LangsdorfF,  which  has 
already  been  referred  to.  It  is  well  known  that  the  Spanish 
Government  is  extremely  jealous  of  its  foreign  possessions, 
in  consequence  of  which  it  was  under  peculiar  circumstances 
that  the  Russian  vessel  was  admitted.  They  had  the  good 
fortune,  however,  not  only  to  be  admitted  into  the  harbor  of 
St.  Francisco,  but  to  obtain  a  great  deal  of  ver}'  minute  and 
interesting  information,  the  result  of  which  will  be  best  com- 
municated by  a  few  extracts.  The  entrance  to  the  harbor  is 
thus  described : 

"  '  We  now  steered  directly  towards  the  harbor,  and  had  the  pleasure 
of  finding  Vancour's  charts  and  views  so  accurate  that  they  left  ns  ncth^ 
ing  to  be  wished  for.' 

"  They  anchored  abreast  of  the  fort,  and  afterwards  discov- 
ered another  fort,  of  which  they  gave  the  following  account : 

"  '  A  fort  concealed  by  a  point  of  land,  so  as  not  to  be  visible  from 
the  anchoring  place  ;  an  enemy's  ship  attempting  to  run  into  the  harbor, 
deeming  itself  quite  safe  by  steering  out  of  the  reach  of  the  fort  at  the 
entrance,  might  be  very  much  surprised  by  being  saluted  with  a  dis- 
charge of  artillery  at  a  moment  when  least  expected.  On  the  contrary, 
a  vessel  keeping  to  the  northern  shore  and  northeast  paxt  of  this  spacious 
bay  is  secure  from  all  danger. ' 

"  He  again  remarks  on  this  point : 

"  '  In  the  neighborhood,  and  north  of  the  island  of  Los  Angeles  and 
Ponta  de  San  Antonio,  an  enemy's  ship  may  be  perfectly  secure  against 
all  attacks  by  the  Spaniards.  Directly  east  of  San  Joseph,  about  seven 
leagues,  is  an  arm  of  a  great  river,  which  first  winds  towards  the  north, 
and  then  taking  a  westerly  direction,  emptier  itself  into  the  northeast 
part  of  the  bay  of  St.  Francisco.  To  the  north  and  northeast,  another 
bay  extends  for  several  miles,  over  which  are  scattered  a  number  of 
islands.  Into  this  flow  four  or  five  large  rivers  that  come  from  the  east. 
They  are  probably  several  mouths  belonging  to  one  large  river.  The 
Spaniards  have  many  times  followed  the  southern,  or  left  bank  of  this 
river,  on  horseback,  but  for  want  of  boats  have  never  been  able  to  exam- 
ine the  right  bank.  Between  eighty  and  ninety  leagues  inland,  the 
stream  has  from  four  to  five  fathoms  of  water,  and  is  so  broad  that  a 
ball  from  a  musket  would  scarcely  reach  the  opposite  shore !  From 
want  of  vessels  and  boats  in  the  harbor,  the  Spaniards  are  separated 
entirely  from  the  opposite  shore  of  the  bay,  distant  an  Itahan  mile 
[nearly  one  and  one-fifth  English].  This  precludes  their  having  any 
intercourse  with  the  more  northerly  tribes  of  Indians.' 

"  From  hence  it  appears  that  the  Spaniards  have  no  inten- 
tion to  extend  their  settlements  beyond  the  bay  and  river  of 
San  Francisco,  and  the  whole  country  between  that  and  the 
outlet  of  the  Columbia  probably  lies  open  to  the  citizens  of 
the  United  States.  The  river  St.  Francisco  presents  itself 
as  a  convenient  boundary  line  between  the  United  States 
and  Spanish  settlements,  and  it  will  probably  afford  a  fine 
passage  from  the  interior  of  the  country  to  the  Pacific  Ocean. 
St.  Francisco  bay  and  river  were  noticed  in  discussing  the 
article  of  the  boundary  lines,  but  it  may  be  mentioned  in 
this  place,  that  when  this  part  of  the  map  was  constructed, 
the  supposition  that  there  was  a  large  river  flowing  to  the 
westward,  through  the  interior  of  the  country  into  the  bay  of 
St.  Francisco,  arose  from  inference  only.  The  account  of 
the  Russian  voyage,  quoted  in  regard  to  it,  proves  incontest- 
ably  the  existence  of  such  a  river,  and  that  it  is  a  very  large 
stream,  two  hundred  and  seventy  miles  in  the  interior  of  the 
country.  There  is  little  doubt,  therefore,  but  that  the  Rio 
Buenaventura  and  its  waters,  which  interlock  with  the 
waters  of  the  Rio  del  Norte  and  La  Platte,  form  a  part  of  it. 
Should  this  be  the  case,  it  may  in  process  of  time  form  an 
admirable  communication  with  the  settlements  on  the  west 
coast  of  America." 

In  giving  an  account  of  the  British  and  Spanish  posses- 
sions in  America,  the  author  uses  the  following  language, 
which,  excepting  the  statement  of  the  extent  of  the  country', 
is  substantially  true  of  Cahfomia  to-day: 

"This  intendancy  extends  from  near  north  latitude  32 
deg.  to  the  Bay  of  St.  Francisco,  in  latitude  38  deg.,  and 
from  the  mountains,  as  exhibited  on  the  map,  to  the  sea, 
being  about  430  miles  long,  and  an  average  breadth  of  no. 
Its  area  is  about  50,000  square  miles,  and  the  population 
about  i6,ooo.  The  soil  of  the  New  California  is  much  su- 
perior to  that  of  the  Peninsula,  and  the  country  is  well 
watered.  The  climate  is  much  more  mild  than  fn  the  same 
parallel  of  latitude  on  the  eastern  coast  of  the  continent,  but 
the  sky  is  often  overcast  and  cloudy.  Good  wines  are  made 
all  along  the  coast  to  beyond  yj  deg.  north  latitude,  and 
olives  grow  plentifully  in  the  south.  The  face  of  the  country 
is  agreeably  diversified,  and  prairies  of  considerable  extent 
are  situated  between  the  coast  and  the  mountains.  The 
principal  settlements  are  St.  Francisco,  Monterey,  St. 
Michael,  St.  Fernando,  and  St.  Diego.  St.  Carlos  de 
Monterey,  the  capital,  was  founded  in  1770.  The  large 
country  lying  between  the  California  mountains  and  New 
Mexico  has  been  partially  explored.  Future  researches  will, 
no  doubt,  make  important  discoveries  in  this  quarter,  and  at 
some  future  day  the  Gulf  of  California  and  the  Rio  Colorado 
of  the  west  will  probably  be  the  seats  of  large  and  important 
settlements."  B. 


The  Landowners  Must  Go. 


Editor  Argonaut: — You  ask  me  whether  there  would 
not  be  just  a  little  hardship  and  wrong  in  putting  all  our 
taxes  on  land,  and  thus  virtually  confiscating  what  we  have 
permitted  certain  individuals  to  think  of  as  their  own  prop- 
erty ?  I  reply,  yes;  there  might  be  a  little,  just  as  in  the 
abolition  of  slaver}^  there  might  be  hardship  to  those  who 
had  bought  slaves.  But  I  ask  you  whether  infinitely  greater 
suftering  and  wrong  are  not  involved  in  continuing  the  pres- 
ent state  of  things  ?  In  another  article  in  the  same  issue 
you  protest  against  gentlemen  who  are  working  fourteen  and 
a  half  hours  a  day,  seven  days  in  the  week,  for  $60  per 
month — gentlemen,  as  you  say,  with  families  to  support — 
being  compelled  to  wear  gilt  braid  and  brass  buttons  as  a 
badge  of  their  slavery.  And  in  still  another  article  you  ask 
contributions  to  provide  with  employment  at  a  dollar  a  day 
men  who  otherwise  must  beg,  steal  or  starve.  Now,  what  is 
the  injustice  of  making  a  few  rich  men  somewhat  less  rich  as 
compared  with  the  injustice  involved  in  a  state  of  things 
which  compels  gentlemen  to  submit  to  ever)'  caprice  of  an 
employer  in  order  to  retain  the  privilege  of  earning  $60  per 
month  by  fourteen  and  a  half  hours'  work  ever)'  day,  and 
makes  one  dollar  a  day  for  breaking  stones  or  digging  sand 
a  dole  from  the  giver  and  a  boon  to  the  receiver  ? 

This  chronic  injustice,  which  you  so  clearly  see  and  feel,  is 
the  result  of  the  wrong  which  would  be  obviated  by  putting 
all  taxes  on  land,  and  thus  confiscating  rent;  it  is  the  result 
of  the  wrong  involved  in  permitting  a  few  to  hold  the  land  on 
which  and  from  which  all  must  live.  It  is  not,  as  you  think, 
the  Chinese  who  are  the  cause  of  our  hard  times,  our  labor 
difficulties,  our  pauperism,  and  our  crime.  There  are  no 
Chinamen  in  New  York,  yet  you  may  see  there  far  more  suf- 
fering than  in  San  Francisco  ;  there  are  no  Chinamen  in  Bos- 
ton, yet  white  girls  are  working  there  for  two  cents  per  hour; 
there  are  no  Chinamen  in  England,  yet  there  1,000,000  peo- 
ple are  supported  as  paupers,  and  official  reports  recite  hor- 
rors which  can  not  be  paralleled  by  any  system  of  slavery  in 
either  ancient  or  modem  times.  And  if  we  had  no  China- 
men, the  monopolization  of  land  would,  with  increase  of 
population,  bring  hard  times,  labor  difficulties,  pauperism, 
and  crime.  For  just  as  rents  go  up,  wages  and  interest 
must  fall  ;  just  as  the  value  of  land  increases,  so  must  the 
laborer  become  a  slave  or  a  pauper  ;  and  these  is  no  possi- 
ble way  of  preventing  these  effects  except  by  treating  land 
as  common  property. 

You  ask,  who  would  want  to  hold  land  if  it  were  taxed  to  its 
full  value  ?  Nobody.  And  so  much  the  better.  For  the 
mere  holder  of  land  is 'but  the  dog  in  the  manger,  who  will 
not  let  others  use  what  he  can  not  use  himself.  To  make 
land-holding  unprofitable  is  to  shake  off  these  dogs  in  the 
manger  who  are  now  keeping  so  many  lots  in  San  Francisco 
vacant,  so  many  broad  acres  around  it  untilled — to  open  op- 
portunities where  labor  can  employ  itself  instead  of  begging 
for  work  at  a  dollar  a  day.  To  make  land-holding  unprofit- 
able is  to  make  land-using  profitable  ;  for  whatever,  in  pur- 
chase money  or  rent,  the  user  is  obliged  to  pay  for  land  is  so 
much  taken  from  his  earnings.  Now,  who  would  be  hurt  if 
we  were  thus  to  make  land-holding  unprofitable  by  taking  in 
taxes  the  full  value  of  land  ?  Not  the  laborer  ;  not  the  cap- 
talist ;  but  only  the  mere  land-holder,  who,  economically 
considered,  is  but  a  blackmailer  of  labor  and  capital,  the 
reaper  where  he  has  not  sOwn,  the  sharer  in  the  proceeds  of 
production  to  which  he  has  contributed  nothing.  And  as  all 
land-holders  are  to  some  extent  laborers  or  capitalists,  there 
would  be  no  loser  to  whom  the  change  would  not  bring  some- 
thing in  compensation.  And  as  the  great  majority  of  land- 
owners are  more  dependent  for  their  incomes  upon  their  labor 
or  their  capital  than  upon  the  mere  value  of  their  land,  the 
great  majority  even  of  land-holders  would  gain  more  than 
they  would  lose.  What  wealth  is  produced  would  not  only 
be  more  fairly  divided,  but  much  more  would  be  produced  ; 
for  whether  he  plants  a  tree  or  builds  a  railroad  the  producer 
is  fined  by  our  present  system  of  taxation  just  in  proportion 
as  he  adds  to  the  wealth  of  the  community,  while  thousands 
of  would-be  producers  are  compelled  to  idleness  because  de- 
nied access  to  the  land,  without  which  nothing  can  be  pro- 
duced. 

The  general  interests  of  society  demand  that  no  one  who 
wishes  to  work  should  be  denied  the  opportunity,  and  that 
every  one  who  does  work  should  receive  his  full  earnings  ; 
and  the  selfish  interests  of  a  class  should  not  be  suffered  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  these  general  interests.  A  wrong  is  no 
less  a  wrong  because  it  has  got  itself  legalized. 

Henry  George. 


In  Harpei^s  Weekly  Nast  and  Curtis,  by  cartoons  and  edi- 
torials, have  waged  a  relentless  and  bitter  war  against  Sen- 
ator Conkling  of  New  York.  Regarding  Mr.  Conkling  as 
one  of  the  ablest  of  the  statesmen  of  the  nation,  and  one  of 
the  most  honorable  and  useful  in  his  position,  we  sincerely 
hope  that  the  personal  malignity  of  the  picture-maker  and 
the  unappreciated  and  disappointed  political  writer  may  not 
succeed  in  so  dividing  the  Republican  party  of  the  Empire 
State  as  to  make  Senator  Conkling's  defeat  possible. 


Our  story  of  "  Paul  and  Virginia  "  is  original  in  the  Contem- 
porary Review  in  England,  was  reprinted  in  the  Popular 
Science  Monthly^  and  is  reproduced  by  us  because  we  think 
it  not  only  a  most  charmingly  written  one,  but  because  of 
the  keen  satire  and  caustic  wit  with  which  it  deals  with 
"  Positivism."  

Mr.  James  C.  Ward  is  not  responsible  for  the  wood  cut  of 
last  week  that  gave  to  the  prosperous  pueblo  of  San  Jose  in 
the  year  1847  only  two  or  three  houses.  The  drawing  was 
made  to  represent  an  incident.  The  engraver  left  the  inci- 
dent out.  

A  scientist  remarks  that  grazing  animals  eat  great  quanti- 
ties of  dirt.  This  is  rather  a  slur  on  Nebuchadnezzar,  aiid 
seems  also  to  hint  that  if  George  Gorham  wishes  to  retain 
his  position  as  Secretar)'  of  the  United  States  Senate  his 
ambition  will  affect  the  price  of  hay. 


Bachelors'   wives   and   maids'  children   are  always  well 
taught. 


THOSE  WOMEN. 

Things  that  Men  Say  of  the  Opposing  Sex. 

An  English  lady  has  learned  in  Egj'pt  to  make  roses  yield 
a  preserve  as  delicious  to  the  palate  as  their  perfume  is  to 
that  superior  organ,  the  nose.  This  admirable  flower  is 
henceforth  relegated  to  the  kitchen-vegetable  garden,  and 
nine-tenths  of  our  poetical  literature  is  become  ridiculous; 
though  nothing  is  likely  to  overcome  our  romantic  respect 
for  the  roses  on  a  lady's  cheek — which  cannot,  by  any  pro- 
cess of  the  confectioner's  art,  be  made  to  taste  any  better 
than  they  do — raw. 

A  thoughtful  and  observant  male  remarks  that  the  most 
delicate  parcel  he  knows  about  is  a  young  woman  wrapped 
up  in  herself     The  trouble  is  she  won't  bear  handling. 

Mrs.  James  T.  Fields  says  that,  next  to  the  late  Charles 
Dickens,  Mr.  Sothern  is  the  most  charming  of  men.  We 
can  not  vouch  for  the  general  accuracy  of  this  lady's  judg- 
ment; it  is  unnecessary  to  explain  that  she  and  the  writer  of 
this  paragraph  have  never  met. 

A  German  princess  is  expected  to  live  on  fifty  thousand 
dollars  a  year,  and  it  is  not  thought  nice  of  her  to  let  her 
young  man  pay  for  the  ice  cream. 

When  Major  Nepeau  came  home  to  England  from  Mad- 
ras and  was  about  to  smoke  in  Mrs.  Nepeau's  boudoir,  his 
wife  objected.  "  Ma,"  said  her  little  son,  "  you  used  to  let 
Mr.  Woolley  smoke  here."  Then  the  unreasonable  great 
bear  of  a  man  went  and  got  a  divorce.  As  if  the  kitchen 
garden  wasn't  big  enough  for  him  to  smoke  in  ! 

We  do  not  verj'  often  get  a  glimpse  oi  Mrs.  Edwin  Booth, 
and  it  is  only  a  brief  one  that  a  writer  at  an  Eastern  seaside 
resort  gives  us,  but  quite  charming  while  it  lasts  :  "  There  is 
a  little  flutter  among  those  congregated  on  the  shore  as  Mrs. 
Booth  runs  swiftly  through  the  ranks  and  takes  a  'header' 
into  the  waves.  Her  maroon-colored  bathing  dress  and 
straw  hat  are  by  no  means  unbecoming — she  might  almost 
go  on  for  Rosalind  in  them — but  she  loses  no  time  in  dis- 
appearing in  the  water." 

And  this  is  the  way  an  audacious  newspaper  man  dares  to 
describe  Miss  Alice  Harrison  :  "  She  is  a  little  creature,  with 
dazzling  white  teeth,  black  eyes,  and  a  face  full  of  expression 
— a  divine  monkey  ! " 

Woman,  heaven  bless  her,  is  the  light  of  our  homes,  but 
when  she  tries  to  make  a  man's  vest  the  angels  weep. 

Two  ladies  made  an  emotion  (we  prefer  that  expression  to 
the  hackneyed  "  created  a  sensation  ")  at  a  cricket  match  in 
London  by  walking  about  in  white  satin  costumes  covered 
with  white  lace,  the  short  petticoats  revealing  intensely  black 
silk  stockings.  A  whole  clothes-line  full  of  the  ordinary 
white  ones  would  hardly  have  so  affected  the  spectator. 

Mr.  Don  Piatt  is  our  authority  for  the  not  very  credible 
statement  that  when  Dr.  Mary  Walker  was  in  prison  one 
night  she  was  terribly  frightened  by  her  pantaloons,  which 
she  had  hung  on  a  peg.  These  famous  garments,  by  the 
way,  seem  to  be  filling  with  considerable  dignity  that  po- 
sition in  journalism  formerly  occupied  by  Horace  Greeley's 
old  white  hat. 

Rosa  Bonheur,  while  going  the  rounds  of  the  Paris  E.xhi- 
bition,  noticed  a  fine  specimen  of  the  shaggy  and  picturesque 
Highland  breed  of  cattle,  and  inquired  if  it  was  for  sale.  She 
received  answer  that  the  animal  was  to  be  sold  on  no  ac- 
count. On  obtaining  the  address  of  the  owner,  she  tele- 
graphed to  London  to  ask  if  it  could  be  hired  for  a  certain 
period,  so  that  she  might  have  an  opportunity  of  painting  it. 
The  owner  naively  replied  that  the  animal's  natural  color 
was  the  one  that  suited  him  best. 

During  the  recent  civil  war  the  Princess  Salm-Salm  (who 
is  now  incorrectly  reported  dead)  always  accompanied  her 
husband,  who  was  generally  employed  on  staff  duty.  A  cer- 
tain major-general,  who  was  rather  sweet  on  the  princess, 
once  remonstrated  with  a  brigadier  for  banishing  the  priiice 
from  his  staff.  "What  the  mischief.  General,"  cried  the  in- 
dignant brigadier,  "  can  I  do  with  a  fellow  who  tumbles  into 
the  water  whenever  his  horse  puts  his  head  down  to  drink.'" 
"  Carry  him  about  in  an  ambulance,  then,"  retorted  the  love- 
sick commander  ;  "  only  keep  him  away  from  me  !  " 

"  Gath  " — writing  from  Long  Branch,  we  believe — tells  the 
following  preposterous  fib  :  "  Great  attention  has  been  paid 
to  the  little  toe  on  the  female  foot.  A  rumor  has  grown 
around  that  no  female  could  wink  her  little  toe,  and  that  to 
wink  it  was  a  surer  sign  of  aristocratic  lineage  than  to  have 
a  rainbow  instep.  How  to  give  him  (or  her)  a  separate 
action,  a  pronounced  character,  and,  in  short,  to  make  him 
rise  up  like  a  piano  finger  and  drop  on  the  keys — this  was 
the  absorbing  question.  The  small  toe  in  woman  seldom 
leaves  a  mark  upon  the  sand.  This  year  various  ha\-e  been 
the  devices  to  bring  the  timid  creature  out.  Miss  Van  Pizen 
wears  a  seal  ring  on  the  little  fellow,  with  the  seal  down,  and 
leaves  us  her  monogram  as  she  goes  down  the  beach.  Miss 
De  Vilin  has  practiced  on  hers  with  a  patent  spring  clothes 
pin,  so  that  it  is  off  by  itself,  a  wandering  toe,  a  banished 
knuckle.  As  for  Miss  Smith,  she  lets  her  young  man  exer- 
cise it  for  an  hour  at  the  bathing  time.  Finally,  the  two 
Misses  Jones  inherited  the  gout  from  their  papa,  and  have 
beautifully  isolated  little  toes,  but  of  an  inflamed  color." 

How  could  we  better  finish  this  gossip  than  with  the  fol- 
lowing lines  by  "Clarice  ?"  They  are  original,  and  we  think 
them  pretty — if  you  want  to  know — and  so  crowd  them  in, 
although  they  are  entitled 

CROWDED  OUT. 
There  was  no  place  for  her,  she  knew, 
And  in  her  face  a  rough  wind  blew. 
She  saw  them  walking  side  by  side 
As  yesterday  they  walked,  and  tried 
To  think  that  it  was  very  sweet 
To  hear  the  falling  of  their  feet ; 
To  see  the  happy  sunlight  play 
Upon  the  lupin-bordered  way; 

To  hear  the  careless  linnet  sing,  x  * 

Or  the  blue-jay's  heartless  twittering. 
O  yes,  the  world  was  very  fair. 
For  spring  was  smiling  everywh  .e ! 
She  had  no  right  to  him,  she  kn2\v. 
And  in  her  face  a  rough  wind  blew. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


.My  Dkar  Em  :— I  am  told  that  about  fifty  of  the  hand- 
somest dresses  worn  at  the  recent  Sharon  party  were  made 
at  Samuels',  where  I   saw,  this  morning,  a  verj'  handsome 
dress,  just  imported  for  Madame  Ramirez.     It  is  of  the  color  ' 
known  .IS  Russian  blue,  which  is  a  compromise  between  vio- 1 
let  and  lead  color.     The  train  is  perfectly  plain  .ind  of  bro-  i 
cade,  the  trimming  up  the  sides  being  of  plain  silk  the  same 
color,  a  flat  fold,  widening  towards  the  top  and  piped  on 
both  edges  by  a  double  cord  of  ven-  light  silk.     Half  way  up 
a  large  bow,  lined  with  the  same,  the  sides  held  by  three 
plaits,  supports  the  large  pockets,  the  latter  being  finished  at  j 
the  bottom  by  a  broad  row  of  mixed  seaweed  fringe.     The 
pockets,  in  this  instance,  are  nothing  more  than  concave  '• 
openings  in  the  side  fold,  with  a  simple  piping  at  the  top.  ! 
The  front  of  the  skirt  is  crossed  by  a  graceful  draper)-  of  the 
brocade,  and  the  open  vest,  with  brocade  refers  and  four 
large  bows,  is  completed  by  similar  cordings.     The  sleeves 
are  of  silk  with  brocade  cuffs,  bows,  and  a  graduated  plaiting 
at  the  back  of  the  hand  opening.     In  front,  the  undershirt 
has  two  double  box  plaits  lined  with  lighter  silk  around  the 
bottom.     The  indications  are  that  we  are  slowly  but  surely 
returning  to  the  rotundity  of  some  years  ago.     The  latest 
rumors  from  over  the  water  are  to  the  effect  that  the  pannier  j 
is  to  be  revived,  or  rather  the  plural  of  it,  for  there  will  be  I 
two,  one  on  each  hip ;  in  other  words,  we  can  choose  between 
the  extreme  of  the  Marie  .\ntoinette  mode,  or  no  mode  at  all,  ] 
for  the  next  year.     The  Rubens  corsage,  very  similar,  but 
with  various  modifications,  is  beginning  to  find  favor  abroad. 
.\s  they  are  exceedingly  trying  to  certain  styles  of  figure,  they 
will  hardly  become  very  common,  though  there  are  many 
who  will  wear  it  whether  or  not.     The  pannier  jacket  is  a 
sort  of  compromise  with  the  long  dress  Iwuffanl.     It  is  a 
long  basque,  puffed  on  each  hip,  and  for  house  toilette,  open 
to  the  bell  and  filled  in  with  plastrons  of  white  lace,  or  a  vest 
similarly  trimmed.     Pretty,  perhaps,  in  moderation  for  slen- 
der people,  but  fancy  any  one  who  tips  the  scales  at  a  hun- 
dred and  seventy-five  wearing  them.     With  these  basques 
will  be  worn  for  warm  weather,  fichus  of  lace  or  cr-l-pi:  tic- 
chine.     Colder   seasons  demand   shawls,  although   paletots 
and  even  the  much  worn  dolman  will  probably  survive  for 
another  six  months,  at  least,  so  they  tell  me  at  the  White 
House,  which  is  excellent  authority.     If  you  are  going  to  the 
seaside  before  you  return  to  town,  here  is  an  odd,  and   1 
should  think,  an  effective  costume  that  you  can  make  yourself. 
The  material  is  only  common  unbleached  sheeting,  but  it  is 
to  be  embroidered  in  crewels,  in  a  single  color,  and  with  the 
same  stitch  as  that  used  on  the  Russian  table  linens  I  have 
already  told  you  of.      The  tunic  is  turned  up  after  the  style 
known  as  "  Sarcuse,"  and  the  waistband  is  embroidered  to 
match.     A  foulard  necktie  is  considered  the  proper  thing, 
and  stockings  of  the  color  of  the  embroider)*.      Mrs.  Lewis, 
of  Thurlow  Block,  showed  me,  yesterday,  two  ver)"  hand- 
some dresses  that  you  will  like  to  hear  about.      One  was  of 
camel's  hair  and  satin,  all  in  black,  a  Princesse  overdress  of 
the  woolen  goods,  trimmed  on  the  bottom  with  long,  square 
tabs,  bound  with  the  satin  and  the  plaited  satin  kilt  under- 
neath showing  through  with  charming  effect.    The  neck,  cut 
square,  is  finished  in  satin  bound  points  and  filled  in  with  a 
very  fine  plaited  plastron  of  the  satin.      The  paletot  sacque, 
for  it  is  a  short-waisled  walking-suit,  is  edged  with  the  same 
kind  of  painted  trimming.      The  design  is  Mrs.  Lewis' own 
and  is  decidedly  unique.     The  other  is  a  combination  of  silk 
and  velvet,  a  dinner  costume.     The  whole  train  is  a  mass  of 
narrow  ruffles  of  silk,  the  overdress  a  most  artistic  arrange- 
ment of  silk  and  velvet  plaitings.   A  velver  collar  and  sleeves 
of  the  sa.iie  material  complete  a  most  stylish  toilette.     Both 
of  these  go  to  Oregon.      The  handsomest  suit   I  have  seen 
this  jiveek,  however,  was  made  for  Mrs.  Horace  Hawes,  Jr., 
who  IS  spending  the  summer  at  Santa  Cnu.      Mr.  Samuels, 
who  is  as  great  an  enthusiast  on  laces  as  I  am,  tells  me  that 
the  "  Pompadour,''  a  very  fine  quality  of  Torchon,  <i//<w  Miri- 
court  lace,  will  be  ver)'  largely  used  in  trimming  dresses  for 
children,  as  well  as  for  suits  of  various  light  goods  for  grown 
folks.     Its  peculiarity  consists  in  the  coloring,  which  comes 
in  the  delicate  shades  of  pink,  blue,  green  and  lilac.      The 
edge  is  a  ver)-  fine  scallop.      Spanish  laces,  while  less  desir- 
able as  trimmings,  comes  in  scarfs  of  extra  length,  that  are 
exceedingly  rich  and  suitable  to  wear  with  almost  an)-thing. 
This  is  the  improved  kind  of  Spanish  lace  that  I  told  you  of 
some  time  ago.     The  Russian  laces  are  destined  to  be  great 
favorites  too.     DcrtUlU  di  Flamire,  which  the  Paris  Exposi- 
tion is  bringing  into  notice  just  now,  is  very  beautiful,  while 
not  so  expensive  by  any  means  as  the  Point,  a  finger  in  depth 
^  being  from  nine  to  eleven  dollars  a  yard.      The  only  novelty 
in  hand>vear  now  is  the  .Austrian  militarv-  glove,  made  of  the 
■      bea-.er,  in  white  and  cream  tints,  which  fits  like  kid, 
■  suit,  elastic,  and  durable.    Easily  cleaned,  too,  which 
"a'.^e  them  popular  for  morning  use  or  traveling.      All 


you  have  to  do  is  to  wash  your  hands  in  the  usual  manner, 
with  your  gloves  on,  hang  them  i  the  gloves)  up  till  they  are 
nearly  dr\-,  when  they  must  be  put  on  smoothly  and  kept 
there  until  entirely  so.  Vou  will  find  them  as  soft  and  fresh 
looking  .IS  when  perfectly  new.  .At  Stroszynsky's,  on  Ellis 
Street,  under  the  "  Baldwin,"  there  is  a  particularly  enticing 
window,  full  of  the  latest  devices  from  Paris  for  ornament- 
ing the  head  feminine.  The  most  elaborate  coiffure  there 
consists  of  puffs  laid  diagonally  across  the  top  of  the  head, 
on  a  mass  of  softly  crimped  locks,  and  two  long  curls  at  the 
back.  His  "  .Saratoga  waves  "  are  simply  perfect,  and,  there- 
fore, quite  impossible  of  detection  from  the  natural  hair.  I 
see  it  stated  that  w-e  are  to  return  to  embroidered  muslin  col- 
lars once  more  ;  cuffs,  of  course,  to  match.  Embroidered 
muslin  handkerchiefs,  too,  will  supercede  lace  ones.  What 
pretty  ones  we  used  to  make  in  the  imitation  guipure  patterns. 
I  think  it  likely  I  shall  find  some  ver)-  handsome  ones  in 
Doane  &  Henshelwood's  new-  stock  that  is  expected  in  now 
every  day.  The  Irish  Point  sets  in  very  wide  collars  and 
cnffs,  .Mr.  Hcnshelwood  tells  me,  are  almost  as  popular  as 
the  Duchessc  lace  ;  and  they  are  only  twelve  dollars,  while 
the  latter  are  twenty-five.  .An  idea  w-hich  I  got  from  Sie- 
ring's  is  the  "  Rosette  "  pattern  for  shawls  and  headcoverings 
for  the  evening,  made  from  the  pretty  shaded  Mohair  wool, 
that  is  as  fine  as  thread  and  glistens  like  silk.  The  shawl  is 
begun  in  the  center,  and  the  preliminary  work  consists  of 
five  chain  stitches,  one  double  crochet ;  this  is  repeated  and 
reversed  till  you  get  to  the  short  colored  part  of  the  thread, 
when  the  rosette  is  made  as  follows  :  After  a  double  crochet 
stitch — the  thread  being  in  front  of  the  needle,  instead  of 
throwing  it  over  the  needle  as  usual — do  it  the  reverse  w-ay 
from  back  to  front,  draw  it  through  the  stitch,  and  repeat 
from  the  double  stitch  until  the  colored  part  intended  for  the 
rosette  is  used  up — about  four  or  five  times — when  the  thread 
must  be  drawn  through  all  the  stitches  on  the  needle,  and 
the  little  curls  flattened  down  to  give  the  rosette  shape  ;  turn 
it  to  the  left,  thread  forward,  and  put  the  hook  into  the  first 
loop-stitch  as  well  as  into  the  stitch  out  of  which  the  rosette 
is  worked  ;  draw-  the  thread  through  the  second  stitch  first, 
and  then  through  the  third  last  stitch-es.  The  mohair  comes 
in  good  sized  balls,  and  costs  seventy  cents  each.  .Another 
pretty  i^ncy^  pour  passer  /e  Icnips/ts  decorating  mussel  shells 
with  appropriate  designs  in  water  colors.  The  painting  is 
done  on  the  inner  lip  of  the  shell,  which  makes  a  pretty 
ring-receiver  for  the  bureau,  and  is  easy  material  for  practice 
in  that  line  besides.  I  saw-  them  at  Morris  &  Schwab's.  You 
may  know-  I  did  not  get  away  from  Siering's  ver)'  easily. 
There  are  such  hosts  of  pretty  things  to  look  at  there. 
.Among  any  number  of  lovely  vases,  I  selected  two  or  three 
to  tell  you  of.  .A  pair  of  globe-shaped  glass  ones,  with  cov- 
ers and  ear-shaped  handles,  are  ornamented  with  stalks  of 
grass  and  leaves,  interspersed  n-lth*the  tender  blossoms  of 
the  forgetme-not.  -Another,  of  greenish  yellow-  glass,  cov- 
ered with  stalks  of  the  ribbon-grass  and  pale  pink  blossoms 
here  and-there  ;  and  still  a  third  pair,  particularly  chaste  in 
color  and  design,  are  lily-shaped,  of  pure  crystal,  w-ith  ara- 
besques of  gold  and  white  enameling.  .A  charming  bijou  for 
the  writing  table  is  an  inkstand  in  the  form  of  a  wheelbarrow 
of  gold,  the  top  of  which  is  a  load  of  silver  hay,  whereon  is 
perched  a  youngster  in  the  position  of  perpetual  pitch-off 
whenever  the  cover  is  lifted.  .A  barefooted  peasant  woman 
wheels  the  whole  on  a  gilded  tray.  A  new-  notion  for  the 
decoration  of  fans  is  a  w-ealth  of  autumn  leaves  around  the 
edge  in  the  place  of  feathers ;  sometimes  a  second  row  across 
nearer  the  handle.  What  a  w-onderfully  prolific  genius  is 
Prang,  the  chromo  man;  but  excellent  as  these  reproduc- 
tions are,  he  is  now  surpassing  himself  in  the  most  beautiful 
and  original  designs  in  itienu  and  other  fancy  cards  that 
have  ever  been  in  the  market.  Bancroft  has  just  received 
samples  of  hundreds  of  new  ones,  some  humorous,  some 
sentimental.  The  "telephone"  cards  will  be  sure  to  take 
the  popular  fancy,  for  in  addition  to  their  excellence  of  work- 
manship, they  are  exceetJlngly  comical,  being  ridiculous  sit- 
uations wherein  the  telephone  and  its  various  ludicrous  pos- 
sibilities are  made  the  subject,  as,  for  instance,  tw-o  lovers, 
one  at  each  end  of  the  string,  vainly  sending  tender  messages, 
w-hile  an  irate  parent  stands  in  the  middle  of  the  picture 
holding  the  two  ends  of  the  broken  cord  in  his  hand.  The 
figures  are  done  in  black  lines  on  cream-tinted  ground. 
.Artists  cards  are  exquisitely  gotten  up  with  pictures  of 
studios,  representing  the  arts,  sculpture,  painting,  music, 
literature,  and  figures  in  each  at  their  appropriate  work.  In 
the  book  department  I  notice  there  is  now-  a  regular  art 
counter,  where  all  publications  relating  to  such  matters  are 
kept  together  for  the  better  convenience  of  buyers.  Possibly 
you  may  have  seen  lately  the  mysterious  word  "  Camelline  " 
in  the  daily  papers.  The  secret  is  out  at  last.  It  is  a  new- 
cosmetic  from  Wakelee's  ever  busy  laboratory-,  and  I  hear  it 
highly  praised  ever)-w-here,  as  not  only  a  genuine  beautifier, 
but  absolutely  free  from  any  poisonous  substances  whatever. 
Clare,  w-ho  you  know-  is  alw-ays  w-ell  up  in  everything  of  the 
kind,  declares  there  is  nothing  to  equal  it.  Have  you  heard 
any  w-hispers  of  a  secret  maritime  expedition  ?  'There  is  a 
perfect  little  brass  cannon  some  two  feet  and  a  half  long, 
lately  presented  to  Mr.  Spreckles,  for  his  yacht  Consuelo,  by 
Creenberg  &  Co.,  the  makers  of  it,  now  on  exhibition  in 
.Anderson  &  Randolph's  window-.  I  hope  this  does  not  fore- 
cast any  serious  diplomatic  diflSculties  between  us  and  our 
island  neighbors.  Angel  or  .Alcatraz  Island,  for  instance. 
There,  that's  enough  nonsense  for  once.     Love  to  John. 

Yours  affectionately,  LiLI.xS  DUBOIS. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES, 


XLIV.— Cousin  Amy's  Views. 


SCKNK.  — 7'Ai^  ncighhorfioOii  of  IjxksUy  Hiili.     Enter  Ladv  Amv  Hari>- 
CASH  (ivtal.  forty),  tvith  a  boot  of  poena  and  sevenil  childnn. 

Ladv  Amv  loquitur.  •. 

Children,  leave  me  IiTe  a  liitle ;   don't  disturb  me.  I  request ; 
For  mamma  is  vcr>'  tired,  and  fain  would  take  a  little  resL 

Tis  the  place,  the  same  old  place,  though  looking  somewhat  pinched 

and  small. 
Ah.  'tis  many  and  many  a  day  since  last  I  looked  on  Locksley  Hall ! 

Then  'twas  in  the  spring  of  life  and  love— ah.  Love,  the  great  Has 

Been! 
I-ovc  which,  like  the  year's  own  Spring,  is  verj'  nice — and  very^/-««/ 

In  the  Spring  the  new  French  fashions  come  the  female  heart  to  bless  ; 
In  the  Spring  the  verj-  honsemaid  %t\s  herself  another  dress; 

In  the  Spring  we're  apt  to  feel  like  children  just  let  loose  from  school  ; 
In  the  Si)ring  a  young  girl's  fancy's  very  apt  to  pLiy  the  fool. 

On  the  moorland,  by  the  waters,  he  was  really  very  nice ; 
There  was  no  one  else  at  hand,  and  1  —  forgot  mamma's  advice. 

He  indulged  in  rosy  raptures,  heaved  the  most  suggestive  sighs, 
Said  the  very  prettiest  things  about  my  lips  and  hazel  eyes. 

All  his  talk  was  most  poetic,  all  his  seniimcnts  were  grand. 
Though  his  meaning,  1  confess,  1  did  not  always  understand. 

So  that,  when  he  popped  the  question,  I  did  blush  and  hang  my  bead. 
And — well,   I  dare  say  the  rest  was  pretty  muci!  as  he  has  said. 

But  I  think  that  his  abuse  is  really  quite  loo  awfully  warm, 
And  to  make  the  matter  public  was,   I  must  mainiain,  Uid  form. 

"Puppet's"  not  a  pretty  word,  and  how  he  runs  Sir  Rufus  down! 
Yet  a  man  who's  tiot  a  poet  need  not  be  a  tipsy  clown. 

Poet !    Thai's  the  point  precisely.     Locksley  could  not  comprehend 
That  a  bard  m-iy  be  a  bore  e'en  to  his  mistress  in  the  end. 

Geniuses  are  awful  worries,  full  of  fancies,  fads,  and  fits. 
And  a  genius  as  a  lover  drives  a  girl  out  of  her  wits. 

Rhapsodies  and  raptures  always  form  a  too  exciting  diet ; 

There  are  moments  when  a  maiden,  though  in  love,  would  fain  be  quiet. 

Too  high  strung  and  too  ecstatic  was  poor  I^cksley's  normal  mood. 
For  a  woman  does  not  always  want  to  moan  and  .gush  and  brood. 

Solid  fare  and  wholesome  fun.  if  poets  only  would  belie\'e. 
Are  essentials  in  the  life  of  e'en  the  softest  slips  of  Eve. 

Yes.  he  called  me  shallow-hearted,  ser\-ile,  false,  and  all  the  rest, 
But  if  he  had  not  so  plagued  me — well,  no  doubt  'twas  for  the  best 

True,  Sir  Rufus  is  not  lively,  but  be  lets  me  take  my  way, 
And  I  do  not  feel  at  present  drawn  to  "sympathize  with  clay." 

Drag  me  down,  indeed!     We  move  in  quite  the  most  exclusive  set 
In  the  County.     What  is  there  that  I  should  specially  regret? 

Locksley's  famous — yes,  and  married,  notwithstanding  his  fierce  curse. 
To  a  dame  with  lots  of  gold  and  very  little  taste  lor  verse. 

Nice  to  be  a  Lion's  Lady  in  Society,  no  doubt! 

Not  so  nice  to  smooth  his  mane  at  home  when  Leo  is  put  out. 

Talk  of  tantrums  I     Read  these  lines  he  published  after — well,  the  jilt, 
Pitching  into  poor  mamma  and  charging  me  with  nameless  guilt! 

Dear  mamma!     /  thought  her  hard  -but  I'm  a  mother  now  myself. 
.■\nd  I  know  what  utter  nonsense  is  the  poet's  scorn  of  pelf. 

"Old  and  formal" — that's  the  way  he  pictures  me.     Extremely  kind! 
Coz,  if  you  could  see  me  now,  you  might  a  little  change  your  mind. 

"False"  and  "cold''  are  bad  enough,  but  "dowdy,"  that  is  down- 
right rude ; 
Bards,  for  all  their  lofty  talk,  are  not  a  gentlemanly  brood. 

They've  extremely  touchy  tempers,  and  are  \'er>'  apt  to  say 
\'er)'  nasty  things  indeed,  if  they're  not  allowed  their  way. 

"I  have  hit  an  angry  fancy."     There  I  really  think  he's  right. 
But  you  see  that  sort  of  thing  is  not  a  woman's  fancy,  quite. 

"Twas  his  "fancies"  bothered  me;  and  all  the  stuff  that  follows  here 
May  be  splendidly  poetic — I  should  call  it  simply  queer. 

".Air}-  navies,  purple  pilots,  savage  women,"  and  the  rest! 
Why  did  he  not  wed  a  n^ress,  if  he  thought  he'd  like  it  best? 

Or  if,  as  he  says,  he  kn<ru)  her  words  were  nonsense,  I  would  ask, 
Wherefore  utter,  pen,  ^ndprint  them?  'Twas  a  most  surperfluoustask. 

"Woman  is  the  lesser  man!"     I  hold  that  false  as  it  is  hard. 
The  most  womanish  of  creatures  surely  is  an  angry  bard. 

Yet  sometimes  when,  as  at  present,  Spring  is  brightening  all  the  land. 
Comes  a  longing  for  the  fields  Sir  Rufus  can  not  understand; 

Comes  a  ghostly  sort  of  doubt  if  e'en  Society  can  give 

.\ll,  quite  all,  for  which  a  well  leved  woman  might  desire  to  live; 

Comes  a  memory  of  his  voice,  a  recollection  of  his  glance. 
Thoughts  of  things  which  then  had  power  to  make  my  maiden  pulses 
dance ; 

Comes — but  I'm  extremely  stupid.     Well,  I  know  if  our  dear  Fan 
Took  a  fancy  for  a  pocl,   I  should  soon  dismiss  the  man. 

Here  she  comes!    She'll  wed,  I  hope,  rich  X'iscouni  Vivian  ere  the  fall. 
She  ne'er  had  had  that  chance,  had  I  espoused  the  Lord  of  Locksley 
HalL  —Punch. 


Jessie  Benton  Fremont  is  said  to  be  as  attractive  a  woman  | 
in  old  age  as  she  was  in  youth  and  in  her  prime.     Her  abun- 
dant hair  is  white  as  snow,  her  complexion  is  fresh,  her  feat- 
ures are  animated,  and  her  hand  is  sought  by  sculptors  as  a 
model. 

The  male  lap-dogs  who  fetch  and  carr\-  for  ladies  are  called 
by  their  owners  "aides-de-camp."  No  lady  now  feels  that 
her  establishment  is  complete  without  at  least  one  aide-de- 
camp. 

Dink  pooty  veil  of  a  man  dot  vill  stood  by  you  vhen  you 
vas  in  shtormy  vedder.  Shwarums  of  inskects  vill  shtay 
round  vou  vhen  der  sun  shines  out — Carl  Pretzel. 


See  how  the  httle  busy  bee  improves  each  shining  minute, 
how  gayly  lights  he  on  your  nose  and  sticks  his  stinger  in  it. 


XLV.— The  Ministry  of  Nature, 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us;  late  and  soon, 
Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  vjgste  our  powers ; 
Little  we  see  in  Nature  that  is  ours; 

We  ha%'e  given  our  hearts  away — a  sordid  boon. 

This  sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon, 
The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours. 
And  are  upgathcred  low  like  sleeping  flowers — 
For  this,  for  everj'thing,  we  are  out  of  tune; 
It  moves  us  not     Great  God!    I'd  rather  be 

A  Pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn. 
So  might  I.  standine:  on  this  pleasant  lea, 

Have  glimpses  that  would  make  me  less  forlorn- 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea. 
Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn. 

Wordsworth. 


Living  is  so  cheap  in  Florence  that  Americans  positively 
refuse  to  compromise  their  dignity  and  reputation  by  remain- 
ing in  that  city 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  DYSPEPTIC  CLUB, 


Interlocutors —  Urus,    Bottom,    Agricola,    Gorgeous, 

POLLIWIG,    ACETES. 

[The  Argonaut  gets  many  compliments  ;  the  approval 
of  intelligent  persons  pleases  and  encourages  us,  but  we 
have  made  a  rule  not  to  print  in  our  own  paper  the  pleasant 
things  that  are  said  of  us.  We  hesitated  on  receipt  of  the 
following  manuscript  to  send  it  to  the  printer,  and  only  be- 
cause the  criticism  is  a  genuine  one,  and  about  evenly  bal- 
anced as  to  praise  and  censure,  do  we  give  our  readers  and 
ourselves  the  benefit  of  seeing  in  print  what  is  said  concern- 
ing us.  If,  upon  reading  it,  our  friends  think  no  worse,  and 
our  enemies  no  better  of  us,  we  shall  be  content.] 

Agricola. — Who  among  us  takes  tlie  Argoxaut  ? 
-  All. — All  of  us,  of  course. 

Botto7)i. — I  take  ten  copies  a  week — that  is  just  one  dollar 
— and  send  them  eastward  to  friends.  I  do  this  instead  of 
giving  anything  to  foreign  missions. 

Polliivig. — I  did  take  the  Argonaut,  but  I  have  stopped 
it  on  principle.  It  is  in  some  respects  an  admirable  journal. 
It  is  dignified  in  its  mode  of  handling  popular  subjects. 
Some  of  its  writings  are  brilliant.  It  is  all  of  it  respectable. 
It  never  descends  to  scurrilous  personalities-  It  never  turns 
to  bite  the  black-and-tan  terriers  of  the  press  that  bark  at 
its  heels.  Its  stories  are  original ;  it  poetr}-,  both  original 
and  selected,  is  of  more  than  average  quality  ;  its  social 
gossip  is  kindly,  and  only  of  good  society  ;  its  theatrical 
criticisms  are  impartial  and  discriminating.  The  ARGONAUT 
is  seldom  guilty  of  personal  abuse,  and  never  gushes. 

Urus. — It  seems  to  me,  Polliwig,  that  you  have  made  of  it 
so  good  a  paper  that  you  will  find  it  difficult  to  furnish  a 
good  excuse  for  stopping  it. 

Polliivig. — Not  at  all.  jNIy  objection  to  the  paper  is  that 
it  is  irreverent.  I  do  not  mean  of  Divine  things,  for  except 
as  it  tears  the  disguises  off  the  face  of  hypocrisy  and  un- 
masks the  pretensions  of  those  who  "  steal  the  livery'  of 
heaven  to  serve  the  de\'il  in,"  its  teachings  are  unobjection- 
able— are,  in  fact,  elevating. 

Acetes. — The  London  World,  a  journal  edited,  I  believe, 
by  Mr.  Kdmund  Yates,  bears  at  its  head  this  declaration  : 
"A  journal  for  men  and  women."  The  ARGONAUT  is  not 
written  for  girls,  nor  Sunday-school  children,  but  for  those 
who  know  how  to  think,  and  who  have  so  far  emancipated 
themselves  from  prejudice  as  to  dare  to  think  for  them- 
selves. 

Gorgeous. — In  this  direction  it  has  not  advanced  beyond 
the  best  magazines  of  Europe,  nor  has  it  more  than  kept 
pace  with  the  progress  of  the  higher  and  better  minds.  The 
English  reviews,  and  indeed  the  leading  journals  of  Germany, 
France,  and  England,  are  all  of  them  handling,  not  only  re- 
ligious, but  all  other  topics,  with  freedom  and  intelligent 
boldness. 

Polliiuig. — It  is  not  in  this  direction  that  I  complain.  By 
the  word  "  irreverent,"  I  mean  to  charge  that  the  journal  in 
question  is  inconoclast.  It  destroys — I  might  better  say  it 
makes  a  vain  and  feeble  effort  to  destroy — everything  that 
man  holds  sacred  in  a  republican  government.  Let  me  enu- 
merate. When  you  come  to  analyze  its  writings,  the  tone  of 
the  journal  is  against  universal  elective  franchise.  It  op- 
poses the  right  of  trial  by  jury.  It  is  arrayed  against  an 
elective  judiciarj\  It  favors  a  strong  government,  and  makes 
no  disguise  of  its  desire  to  so  change  the  Constitution  of  the 
State  as  to  provide  for  a  military'  organization  to  suppress 
riots  and  disorder.  It  strikes  a  blow  at  the  very  foundation 
of  free  government  in  its  attack  upon  our  system  of  free 
common  schools.  It  would  abolish  all  laws  of  naturaliza- 
tion, and  deny  to  foreigners  the  right  to  have  their  children 
educated  in  their  native  tongues.  It  is  illiberal,  inasmuch 
as  it  would  banish  all  foreign  flags  from  processions.  It 
would  drive  Saint  Patrick's  day  within  the  church  walls. 

Acetes. — And  what  is  there  in  all  this  that  every  intelligent 
native-born  and  foreign  citizen  does  not  approve? 

Polliwig. — Do  not  interrupt  me  ;  I  have  not  concluded 
my  indictment.  The  Argonaut  is  written  in  the  interest  of 
propert>\  It  would  have  a  property  qualification  at  the 
ballot-box,  and  it  would  have  only  property  holders  exercise 
any  power  in  municipal  governments  over  questions  relat- 
ing to  public  improvements  and  the  collection  of  revenue 
therefor. 

Acetes. — And  is  this  all  ? 

Polliwig. — It  is  a  journal  not  for  the  masses,  not  in  the 
interest  of  the  masses,  not  in  sympathy  with  them.  It  is 
aristocratic;  favors  the  wealthy,  the  intellectual,  the  fashion- 
able. It  would  be  exclusive,  and  every  week  breathes,  if 
not  contempt,  at  least  indifference  to  popular  opinion. 

Bottom. — Then,  by  heaven,  I'll  take  fifty  copies  ever>' 
week  !  I  am  so  sick,  so  tired,  so  utterly  disgusted  with  the 
time-sening,  mob-slavering,  cowardly,  mercenar>^  press,  that 
an  independent  journal,  and  one,  as  you  say,  dignified  in 
tone  and  not  condescending  to  personal  retort  and  personal 
abuse,  must  be  refreshing.  I  have  never  taken  the  Argo- 
naut, but  I  will  do  so  from  the  next  issue. 

Acetes. — Let  us  take  up  Polliwig's  indictment,  and  see 
whether  the  journal  is  wrong.  First,  is  universal  suffrage 
right.'  I  declare  that  in  my  judgment  it  is  a  mistake,  and 
one  that  is  likely  to  be  fatal  to  our  republican  form  of  gov- 
ernment. iNIacaulay  says  it  \\'ill  destroy  a  republic,  and  will 
be  a  source  of  trouble  to  any  government  AH  men  are  not 
equal,  not  bom  equal,  not  educated  equally,  nor  endowed 
with  equal  powers.  They  are  not  upon  an  equal  moral  or 
social  plane.  Freedom  of  the  elective  franchise  to  the 
ignorant,  the  vicious,  the  alien,  the  African,  as  he  is  now,  is 
a  palpable  wrong.  I  am  American-bo]^,  and  I  hope  intelli- 
gent, honest,  honorable,  and  patriotic.  I  am  compelled  to 
go  to  the  ballot-box  beside  some  stupid  and  ignorant  ass 
who  can  neither  read  nor  write — a  criminal  and  adventurer, 
a  tramp,  an  alien,  a  man  without  family,  property,  intelli- 
gence, or  ambition.  His  vote  is  as  good  as  mine.  I  desire 
a  legislator  who  shall  make  just  laws,  a  judge  who  shall 
intelligently  interpret  them,  an  executive  who  shall  honestly 
enforce  them.  I  desire  a  mayor  and  board  of  supervisors 
who  shall  be  judicious  and  honest  in  public  expenditures, 
because  I  pay  the  taxes.  He — this  social  Arab,  this  political : 
Bedouin — desires  no  law  that  he  may  not  violate,  no  judge  , 
that  will  not  acquit  him  of  offense,  no  executive  that  will 
not  pardon,  no  municipal  officer  that  will  not  squander  the 
taxes  he  does  not  pay.     The  right  of  trial  by  jury  was  a ' 


sacred  one  in  an  age  of  oppression,  of  tyranny  and  misrule, 
when  monarchs  invoked  a  Divine  right  to  trample  upon  the 
people,  when  barons  and  feudal  lords  wore  annors  of  steel 
and  gauntlets  of  iron  ;  but  the  age  is  changed,  and  the  tyrant 
class  is  now  the  idle,  impecunious,  propertyless  mob,  who 
menace  with  the  torch  and  proclaim  the  right  to  destroy 
order  as  a  means  to  the  division  of  property.  A  mob  is 
guilty  of  a  breach  of  the  law  ;  one  of  the  number  is  arrested 
for  the  crime  ;  the  jury  is  selected  by  lot  from  the  men  who 
compose  the  mob  ;  the  law  demands  the  concurrence  of 
twelve  minds  to  find  the  accused  guilty  ;  the  judge  who  pre- 
sides is  elected  by  the  \"Otes  of  the  mob,  and  holding  only 
for  a  term  will  soon  again  be  a  candidate  for  reelection. 
Can  justice  be  administered  under  such  conditions?  The 
whole  thing  is  absurd.  It  is  a  farce  and  it  will  in  time  be- 
come a  bloody  tragedy.  Then  a  strong  government  will 
become  necessar>\  It  will  be  a  choice  then  between  a 
strong  government  and  anarchy. 

Polliwig. — As  a  provision  against  all  these  evils  we  look 
to  our  common  schools.  Education  of  the  masses  means 
their  elevation.  Let  us  give  to  all  our  children,  foreign  and 
native-bom,  white  and  colored,  a  good  education,  and  we 
have  given  them  intelligence  to  understand  the  advantages 
of  good  government.  The  Argonaut  wars  against  the  com- 
mon schools. 

Agticola. — Pardon  me  for  one  word  in  dissent  I  do  not 
understand  that  it  opposes  the  common  free  schools,  but 
that  it  claims  that  they  have  been  diverted  from  the  original 
design.  It  complains  that  they  are  extravagant,  and  are  be- 
ing run  in  the  interests  of  politicians,  place-hunters,  and  con- 
tractors. It  is  over-education,  the  teaching  of  ornamental 
and  useless  branches,  of  which  the  paper  complains. 

Acetes. — And  justly,  too.  The  whole  thing  ik  an  extrava- 
gant, overrated,  sentimental  humbug.  Religion  was  a  good 
thing  until  priestcraft  made  of  it  an  industry'  out  of  which 
an  idle  priesthood  might  live.  Education  was  a  good  thing, 
is  a  good  thing,  is  indispensable.  Common  schools  are  the 
verj'  foundation  of  republican  government.  They  are  the 
comer-stone,  the  key  of  the  arch,  the  bulwark,  the  every- 
thing that  man  ought  to  guard,  encourage,  and  protect  But 
education,  like  religion,  may  be  perverted,  misdirected,  and 
abused.  Schoolmasters  may,  like  priests,  be  selfish  and  idle. 
Boards  of  education  may  be  corrupt  and  extravagant ;  and 
in  San  Francisco  the  common  school  system  has  run  crazy. 
More  than  a  million  of  dollars  a  year  \  To  illustrate  its  ex- 
travagance, let  us  cite  one  instance  :  A  German  teacher,  in- 
telligent doubtless  and  educated,  but  who  speaks  the  English 
language  as  though  his  mouth  were  filled  with  hot  sauerkraut, 
gets  $235  a  month,  works  five  days  in  the  week,  has  six  weeks' 
vacation  in  the  year,  and  all  the  legal  holidays,  and  only 
works  five  hours  in  the  day.  He  gets  three  dollars  per  hour 
for  labor  that  a  thousand  inteUigent,  well -bom  American 
girls  would  be  glad  to  do  for  one-third  of  the  money,  and 
would  do  better  educational  work  than  any  German  that  ever 
lived  and  immigrated  to  America  could  do. 

Bottom. — By  Jove,  Acetes,  you  are  right  1  I  was  educated 
at  a  countr)'  school-house,  by  a  woman  teacher.  She  got 
twenty  dollars  a  month  and  "  boarded  round."  I  was  taught 
to  read,  wTite,  and  cipher — Webster's  Spelling-book,  the  old 
English  Reader,  Olney's  Geography,  Kirkham's  Grammar, 
and  DaboU's  Arithmetic.  For  mental  arithmetic,  I  argued 
with  the  old  gentleman  for  an  extra  allowance  on  holiday  or 
a  chance  to  go  to  the  circus.  For  calisthenics  we  played 
ball  in  summer  and  snow-balled  in  winter.  In  moral  philos- 
ophy I  was  strong  in  finding  excuses  to  my  own  conscience 
for  robbing  orchards,  cornfields,  and  melon  patches.  We 
took  practical  lessons  in  natural  histor}'  from  bee-hives  and 
hen-roosts,  and  in  hunting  the  coon,  woodchuck,  and  gray 
squirrel.  We  botanized  for  strawberries  and  wild  flowers  for 
the  girls  ;  we  developed  our  muscle  with  the  bat  and  oar, 
and  practised  the  military  art  by  thrashing  the  boys  of  the 
next  school  district. 

Agricola.-;-T\vsLt  is  about  my  experience,  and  was  in  sub- 
stance the  education  of  the  generation  to  which  we  belonged. 
If  a  boy  had  it  in  him,  somehow  he  clambered  up.  I  know 
Acetes  is  the  graduate  of  a  learned  uni\'ersit)' ;  I  know  in 
summer  he  worked  in  the  harvest-field,  in  the  winter  he  went 
to  school  and  did  chores  for  his  board.  In  college  vacation 
he  taught  school,  and  in  college  he  cooked  for  himself.  As 
for  me,  I  was  a  farmer's  bo}- ;  had  to  work,  and  received  no 
education  beyond  the  common  school  and  a  few  winters  in 
the  village  academy. 

Polliwig. — It  is  the  sign  of  old  age  when  one  begins  to 
argue  the  decadence  of  the  present  one.  Old  men  are  always 
contrasting  the  new  generation  with  the  past  to  the  prejudice 
of  the  present.  Old  times  were  better;  men  more  honest; 
women  more  virtuous;  ever)'body  more  industrious,  less 
luxurious,  less  extravagant. 

Gorgeous. — This  conversation  ends  v.here  it  began.  Like 
all  arguments  of  the  kind,  it  determines  nothing — not  e\en 
whether  the  Argonaut  is  right  or  wrong,  simply  because 
it  is  partly  right  and  partly  wrong.  There  is  one  thing,  how- 
ever, to  say  in  fa\'or  of  the  journal:  It  thinks,  and  that  is 
rare;  it  has  the  boldness  to  express  its  opinions,  and  that  is 
rare;  it  has  the  manliness  and  independence  to  express  its 
convictions  upon  all  questions,  without  reference  to  popular 
opinion,  and  that  is  rare.  Such  a  journal  may  make  mis- 
takes, but  its  influence  in  making  men  think  for  themselves 
is  a  healthful  one.  It  will  anger  classes,  and  that  does  them 
good.  It  is  refreshing  to  have  Germans,  Irish,  all  foreign- 
ers; Catholics,  Jews,  all  religions;  Yankees,  Southerners,  and 
all  Americans;  Republicans,  Democrats,  and  sand-lot  loaf- 
ers; lawyers,  priests,  and  politicians,  all  discussed,  called  by 
their  right  names;  to  have  the  masks  torn  away  from  all  pre- 
judices, and  the  disguises  removed  from  all  hypocrisies  for 
a  fi-ee  and  open  discussion.  Narrow-minded  men  will  get 
angr>'  and,  like  Polli«-ig,  stop  the  paper.  Bigots  will  think 
their  religion  assailed;  ignorant  foreigners  will  chafe,  while 
demagogues  and  newspaper  hirelings  will  lie  about  the  mo- 
tives that  prompt  the  journal's  course. 

Urtts. — Yes,  I  have  already  observed  that  it  is  charged 
with  being  bought  by  the  corporations;  with  being  run  in  the 
interest  of  rich  men;  with  being  the  organ  of  the  moneyed 
aristocracy.  This  is  natural.  It  is  popular  just  now  to 
toady  to  the  riff-raff,  to  compliment  the  slums,  to  gush  over 
the  masses.  Newspapers  do  it  for  fear  the  unwashed  will 
stop  the  paper;  for  fear  that  servant  girls  won't  advertise  in 
it  tor  places.  Politicians  and  the  party  ground-hogs  are 
rooting  in  this  popular  mud  for  the  roots,  and  snails,  and 
worms  of  office.      Party  leaders  are  afraid  lest  their  ships 


shall  drag  their  anchors  by  reason  of  the  ground-swell  and 
they  be  washed  overboard  from  their  decks  by  the  combing 
waves  of  popular  opinion. 

Polliwig. — I  see  I  am  in  the  minority,  but  I  am  still  un- 
convinced that  a  journal  is  useful  to  a  community  in  which 
it  exists,  or  should  be  sustained,  simply  because  it  has  the 
ability  and  the  audacity  to  assail  all  the  time-honored  insti- 
tutions of  free  government,  and  has  a  financial  independence 
that  makes  it  indifferent  to  public  opinion.  I  shall  still  chng 
to  my  belief  in  free  institutions;  to  an  unlimited  elective 
franchise;  to  the  right  of  trial  by  jur)-;  to  an  elective  judic- 
iary'; to  a  civil  government  not  overawed  by  a  standing 
army;  to  a  free  common  school  system  that  educates  in 
higher  branches,  and  to  the  conviction  that  education  is  the 
best  and  surest  guarantee  of  free  government,  freedom  ot 
conscience  and  perpetuity  of  republican  institutions. 

Acetes. — W' ell,  my  dear  Polliwig,  to  illustrate  how  gener- 
ous a  majority  ought  to  be,  we  give  you  the  last  word  and 
thus  recognize  your  right  to  hold  and  express  your  own  opin- 
ions, hoping  you,  as  the  representative  of  the  unbathed 
masses,  will  accord  to  the  Argonaut  the  same  privilege. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Les  Frani;ais  ne  se  piquent  gu&re  de  Constance.  lis  croi- 
ent  qu'il  est  aussi  ridicule  de  jurer  a  une  femme  qu'on  I'aimera 
toujours  que  de  soutenir  qu'on  se  portera  toujours  bien  et 
qu'on  sera  toujours  heureux.  Ouand  ils  promettent  ^  une 
femme  qu'ils  I'aimeront  toujours,  ils  supposent  qu'elle,  de 
son  cate,leurpromet  d'etre  toujours  aimable,et  si  elle  manque 
a  sa  parole  ils  ne  se  croient  plus  engages  i  la  leur. — MtMtes- 
quieu. 

II  n'y  a  pas  de  plus  forte  chaine  pour  lier  une^femme  que 
celle  de  se  savoir  aim^e. — Mme.  de  Mottcville. 

N'insulte  pas  le  crocodille  avant  d'avoir  passe  la  riviere. 
— Proverbe  hailien. 

L'amour,  c'est  Vaile  que  Dieu  a  donn^  k  I'ame  pour  monter 
jusqu'a  lui. 

Un  amant  croit  tout  ce  qu'il  craint. — Ovide. 

Les  jolies  femmes  sont  comme  les  souverains,  on  ne  les 
adule  que  par  interet. 

La  nature  toute  simple  vaut  mieux  quelque  defectueuse 
qu'elle  soit,  que  I'aft'ectation  la  moins  ridicule,  et  d^fauis  pour 
defauts,  ceux  qui  sont  naturels  sont  plus  supportables  que  les 
qualite's  qui  sont  affect^es. 

L'image  de  ce  qu'on  aime  est  comme  notre  image,'elle  nous 
suit  partout 

La  vie  est  comme  une  fiancee  h}T)ocrite  qui  trahit  toutes 
ses  promesses  et  ne  laisse  k  son  amant  d'autre  consolation 
que  le  droit  de  la  m^priser. — Alfred  Mercter. 

RESPONSE   AU   REPROCHE   D'aVOIR   PRIS   ITN    BAISER. 

Dans  les  pres  fleuris  une  abeille 
Vole  et  \ient  s'enrichir  d'un  precieux  butin, 
Mais  voit-on  sur  la  fleur  les  traces  du  larqn? 
Le  baiser  que  j'ai  pris  sur  ta  bouche  vermeiUe 
En  me  rendant  heureux  te  laisse  la  beaut^. 

Rose  aimable,  je  suis  I'abeille, 

Men  bonheur  ne  t'a  rien  coLit^. 

La  possession  fait  souvent  des  tyrans  de  ceux  que  le  desir 
avait  rendus  esclaves. 

Des  que  les  femmes  sont  \  nous,  nous  ne  sommes  plus  \ 
elles. — Montaigne. 

En  amour,  les  femmes  donnent  toujours  plus  qu'elles  ne 
promettent. 

La  pudeur  est  la  plus  proche  parente  de  la  vertu. — Mme. 
de  Coulanges. 

Le  regard  chez  une  jeune  femme  est  un  interpr^te  toujours 
charmant  qui  dit  avec  complaisance  ce  que  la  bouche  n'ose 
pron  on  c  e  r. — Ma  ?'iz  'a  ux. 

Si  vous  voulez  qu'une  coquette  vous  regarde  cessez  de  la 
regarder. 

La  resistance  dune  femme  n'est  pas  toujours  une  preuve 
de  sa  vertu,  elle  Test  plus  souvent  de  son  experience. — Ninon 
de  Lenclos. 

Aprts  avoir  fait  enfermer  les  femmes,  Mahomet  crut  I'enfer 
inutile  et  le  supprima. 

On  a  de  la  fortune  sans  bonheur,  comme  on  a  des  femmes 
sans  amour. — Rivarol. 

Le  plus  grand  miracle  de  l'amour  est  de  gu^rir  de  la  co- 
quetterie. — La  Roche/oucault. 

Le  mariage  est  un  livre  dont.  souvent,  la  preface  seule  est 
amusante. 

Une  femme  qui  croit  regretter  son  amant,  souvent  nc  re- 
grette  que  Tamour. 

La  religion  des  femmes  consiste,  pour  Tordinaire,  k  ser\'ir 
Dieu  sans  desobligcr  le  diable. 


BUI  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sonday,  Augfust  25.  «878. 


Muskmelon. 

Vtrmicelli  Soup. 

Clam  Fritters. 

Brvaded  Lamb  Chops.         .Moilied  Potatoes.     Com. 

Bell  Peijpers,  Stufied  and  Baked. 

Roast  Vt:nison,  Currant  Jelly  and  Wine  Sauce. 

Sliced  Tomatoes,  Mayonaisc  r)res.sing. 

Strawberrita.   ■  Creme  a  la  Vanillc. 

Fn;il-bowl  of  Peaches,  Nectarines,  Pears.  Apples,  Plu"";,  Gages,  .\pncots. 

Grapes,  and  Fig^i. 
To  Make  Creme  a  la  Vas'Ii.i-e.— Poil  half  a  stick  of  \-aniIla  in  a  quarterof 
a  pint  of  new  milk  until  highly  flavored.  Have  ready  a  jelly  of  one  ounce  of 
isinglass  to  quarter  of  a  pint  of  water,  which  mix  with  the  milk,  and  one  and  a 
quarter  pint  of  rich  cream.  Sweeten  with  fine  sugar,  whip  until  thick,  pour  mto 
a  mould,  and  $et  in  a  cool  place. 


A  monument  erected  to  the  memor>'  of  an  unborii  son  is 
the  work  of  a  wealthy  Long  Island  resident.     The  spirits  in- 
formed him,  he  said,'that  his  wife  died  within  a   Tew  months  . 
of  being  the  mother  of  a  boy  that  would  have  _V^    '  ■:    '  ^i^ 
heart.     You  see,  ladies,  how  much  stronn-er  i-^ 
maternal  affection.     No  mother  ever  did    uch 
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SATURDAY,  AUGUST 34,  1S7S. 


There  will  be  a  contest  in  the  coming  Convention  over  the 
question  of  taxing  solvent  debts.  The  country  will  be  ar- 
raigned upon  one  side,  the  town  upon  the  other — the  borrow- 
ing against  the  lending  class.  The  moral  argument  in  favor 
of  compelling  him  \\»ho  holds  an  incumbrance  upon  lands 
to  pay  his  just  proportion  of  the  tax  is  unanswerable.  The 
legal  question  whether  inntit-nct-s  of  debt  can  be  taxed, 
whether  taxes  can  be  laid  upon  those  intangible  properties 
that  rest  in  promises,  in  privileges,  in  good  will,  is  a  compli- 
cated one.  The  courts  as  a  rule  have  decided  adversely  to 
such  taxation ;  and,  so  far,  the  lenders  have  triumphed  o\'er 
the  borrowers.  Should  such  a  provision  be  engrafted  upon 
the  organic  law  (and  this,  by  a  union  of  the  granger  and  the 
sand-lot  delegates,  is  possible)  it  would  imperil  the  new  con- 
stitution before  the  people.  Hence  we  suggest  a  compromise; 
one  that  will  attain  the  same  result  and  compel  the  wealthy, 
the  corporate,  the  money-lending  class,  to  pay  their  just 
quota  of  taxation.  There  is  and  ever  has  been  an  attempt 
upon  the  owners  of  personal  property  to  evade  taxation  ;  not 
only  an  attempt,  but  a  successful  effort  to  avoid  their  duties, 
leaving  the  burdens  of  supporting  government  to  devolve 
upon  the  owners  of  real  property.  Nearly  all  the  corporate 
wealth,  nearly  all  the  money,  and  more  than  seven-tenths  of 
the  personal  property  of  California  pay  no  revenue  to  the 
treasury.  This  property  is  legislated  for;  is  guarded  by 
authority;  is  protected  from  fire;  has  courts  established  for 
adjudicating  its  contests,  and  pays  comparatively  nothing. 
Our  suggestion  is  the  collection  of  an  income  tax.  The  idea 
is  neither  new  nor  original.  In  England,  which  we  regard 
as  the  best  governed  country  in  the  world,  the  taxing  of  in- 
comes is  an  established  regulation  of  law.  During  war 
times  our  country  tried  the  experiment,  and  though  the 
machiner>-  for  its  collection  was  vexatious,  complicated,  and 
inquisitorial,  a  large  revenue  was  obtained.  In  England  no 
especial  difficulty  is  experienced  in  the  working  of  this  part 
of  her  revenue  system.  It  has  always  seemed  to  us  that  an 
income  tax  was  the  most  just  and  equitable  of  all  taxes,  and 
the  one  easiest  to  ascertain  and  collect.  It  is  assuredly  right 
that  incomes  above  some  fixed  and  limited  amounts  should 
be  taxed.  This  would  reach  the  rich,  and  would  reach  them 
in  proportion  to  their  ability  to  support  the  government.  If 
the  writer  of  this  article  has  an  income  of  one  thousand  dol- 
lars a  month,  and  another  citizen  has  a  hundred  thousand 
a  month,  then  as  a  matter  of  right  and  justice  the  wealthier 
citizen  should  pay  the  larger  tax.  Incomes  should  be  taxed, 
no  matter  whence  they  come.  Government  bonds  are  not 
ta.xable;  but  that  is  no  reason  why  the  holder  should  not 
pay  a  percentage  when  he  cuts  his  coupons.  Mines  are  not 
assessable  because  of  their  uncertain  and  fluctuating  value; 
yet  when  dividends  are  made  it  is  clearly  right  that  a  small 
percentage  should  find  its  way  to  the  treasury.  "Good-will" 
is  not  taxable,  but  the  profits  that  come  from  the  established 
business  of  mill  or  merchandise  ought  to  contribute  their 
quota  to  maintain  government.  Brains,  genius,  and  chance 
are  not  taxable,  but  we  know-  of  no  good  reason  why  the  income 
of  the  successful  lawyer,  the  eloquent  divine,  the  prosperous 
journal,  or  the  successful  dealer  in  stocks  should  not  aid  in 
maintaining  law  and  social  order.  In  a  word,  it  seems 
clearly  right  that  the  money-making  banker,  trader,  manu- 
facturer, professional  man,  broker,  retired  gentleman,  suc- 
cessful speculator,  farmer  or  artisan  should  pay  an  'income 
tax.  Those  who  live  at  ease  in  fine  houses,  who  indulge  in 
luxuries,  ought  to  pay,  and  pay  cheerfully,  for  the  govern- 
ment that  protects  and  guards  them.  It  is  no  argument 
against  an  income  tax  that  it  is  unpopular.  It  is  only  unpop- 
ular to  those  who  must  pay  it.  It  is  only  inquisitorial  to 
those  who  criminally  endeavor  to  evade  its  honest  payment. 
It  is,  perhaps,  unwise  to  devolve  the  assessment  upon  one 
r-.i--:,  and  lea\  e  to  his  caprice  the  fixing  of  an  amount.  Esti- 
;nxte5  of  income  must  varj',  questions  difficult  of  interpreta- 


tion may  arise,  and  when  they  do  there  should  be  a  tribunal 
of  ultimate  appeal  authorized  in  a  summary  way  to  take 
evidence  and  determine  questions  at  issue.  We  contend 
that  the  principle  of  taxing  incomes  is  a  just  one,  and  our 
wealthy  men  ought  to  recognize  its  justice,  and  aid  in  the 
passage  of  laws  and  the  creation  of  a  bureau  for  its  enforce- 
ment.   

The  Protestant  clergymen  have  met  and  considered  and 
detennincd  the  duty  of  the  coming  Constitutional  Conven- 
tion with  reference  to  the  Christian  Sabbath.  They  would 
have  its  observance  enforced  by  law.  The  religious  com- 
munity is  now  agitating  itself  over  the  question  of  opening 
the  .Mechanics'  Fair  on  Sunday.  These  kindred  topics  of 
discussion  m.ay  be  treated  in  one  argument.  Similar  ques- 
tions are  now  being  considered  in  England.  In  the  first 
place,  we  should  say  that  the  opinions  of  the  religious  people 
ought  to  be  respected  ;  and  at  the  same  time  we  must  be 
permitted  to  observe  that  they  in  turn  must  respect  the  opin- 
ions of  those  who  ditTer  from  them.  We  think  we  notice  a 
tendency  upon  the  part  of  clergymen  to  assume  that  they 
are  governed  by  higher  considerations  of  duty,  by  more  dis- 
interestctl  motives,  and  by  better  impulses  than  those  who 
do  not  profess  religious  beliefs.  Upon  no  other  basis  than 
the  assumption  that  we  are  as  good,  as  intelligent,  as  disin- 
terested as  the  class  to  which  the  clergy  belong,  can  we  enter 
upon  this  discussion  of  Sabbath  observance.  Nor  will  we 
assume  that  the  Christian  is  more  right  or  more  sincere  than 
the  Jew  ;  nor  that  either  is  any  better  than  the  man  who  be- 
lieves in  no  religious  dogma.  We  will  not  forget  that  ours  is 
a  cosmopolitan  population,  and  that  in  San  Francisco  are 
citizens  whose  religious  teachings  have  made  them  hold  sa- 
cred each  day  in  the  week.  We  may  dispose  of  the  ques- 
tion of  enforcing  religious  observance  upon  the  Sabbath  by 
saying  that  such  a  provision  in  our  organic  law  is  impossible. 
It  is  at  variance  with  the  whole  spirit  of  our  republican  insti- 
tutions. .\ny  direction  or  enforcement  by  law  of  the  Chris- 
tian's Sabbath  is  an  interference  with  the  Jewish ;  any  specific 
direction  as  to  what  the  citizen  shall  do  or  abstain  from  do- 
ing on  Sunday  is  utterly  repugnant  to  the  spirit  of  personal 
liberty  and  freedom  of  conscience,  which  ideas,  more  than 
any  other,  underlie  our  form  of  government.  The  question 
of  opening  our  Mechanics'  Fair  on  Sunday  is  a  practical  one. 
If  harm  will  result,  the  doors  of  its  pavilion  should  remain 
closed.  If  instruction,  innocent  recreation,  harmless  pleas- 
ure will  follow,  then  the  prejudices  of  the  religious  commu- 
nity must  give  way.  Those  who  delight  in  the  indulgence  of 
prayer.  Christian  sermons,  music  of  choir  and  organ  on  the 
Sabbath  day,  should  have  their  legal  rights  and  their  Chris- 
tian feelings  respected.  The  non-professing  citizen  who  de- 
lights in  sight-seeing,  country  excursions,  picnics  in  groves, 
listening  to  music  and  the  playing  of  fountains,  or  prome- 
nading the  public  places,  is  equally  entitled  to  indulgence. 
London  is  following  the  example  of  the  European  continent 
in  throwing  open  its  picture  galleries,  it  parks  and  palaces  of 
art,  to  the  public  on  Sunday.  It  is  the  result  of  the  long  and 
deliberate  consideration  of  the  most  highly  cultivated  and 
liberal  minds  of  England.  The  leading  clergymen  of  the 
established  church  have-given  it  their  sanction.  The  Queen 
and  royal  family  have  not  withheld  their  countenance  from 
the  indulgence  of  innocent  Sabbath  amusements.  The  intel- 
ligence of  the  age  is  drifting  in  the  direction  of  extreme  lib- 
erality, and  the  strict,  iron-clad  Sabbatarian  observances  are 
giving  way  to  a  more  generous  and  sensible  interpretation. 
Religion  can  no  longer  rest  on  law,  superstition,  or  tradition. 
It  must  step  forth  into  the  arena  of  public  debate  ;  into  the 
full,  clear  light  of  reason.  It  must  meet  science,  philosophy, 
historj',  upon  equal  terms.  If  its  armor  is  tempered  by  the 
Divine  hand,  if  its  blade  is  of  keener  metal  than  that  wrought 
by  human  intelligence,  it  will  hold  the  advantage  of  an  une- 
qual conflict.  If  it  is  but  an  institution  of  man,  a  human 
industry,  it  must  take  its  place  among  other  institutions,  and, 
standing  upon  the  same  plane,  be  entitled  to  the  equal  pro- 
tection of  the  same  laws. 


Our  views  upon  the  common  schools  are  misunderstood  by 
some  and  misrepresented  by  others.  This  is  our  position  : 
We  are  in  favor  of  providing  schools,  books,  and  teachers 
for  all  poor  children  at  the  public  expense — educating  them 
in  the  rudimentary  branches  of  the  English  language,  and 
none  other.  It  is  stealing  to  educate  the  children  of  the 
rich  at  the  expense  of  tax-payers.  It  is  a  mistake  to  educate 
children  beyond  their  position  in  life.  It  is  unpatriotic  to 
teach  any  other  language  in  an  .\merican  free  school  than 
the  English.  To  read,  write,  spell,  and  cipher  up  to  the  "  rule 
of  three,''  is  a  good  foundation  for  any  boy  or  girl  that  ex- 
pects to  work  for  a  living,  and  we  do  not  recognize  any  obli- 
gation of  organized  society  to  so  educate  its  youth  that 
they  will  not  work.  If  rich  people  desire  to  give  their  chil- 
dren great  learning,  let  them  pay  for  it  by  sending  them  to 
private  schools.  The  free  common  schools  that  we  would 
have  should  graduate  all  their  pupils  at  fourteen  years  of 
age.  Teachers  should  be  women.  The  boy  or  girl  who,  by 
his  or  her  own  exertion,  could  prepare  for  a  higher  education 
we  would  aid  through  the  State  University.  We  would  thus 
in  San  Francisco  make  a  practical  saving  to  the  tax-payer  of 
nearly  a  million  of  dollars,  and,  what  is  better,  we  would  thus 
turn  thousands  of  half-educated,  over-stuffed   dunces   into 


honest  working  men  and  women.  Our  whole  common  free 
school  system  has  departed  from  its  original  scope  and  pur- 
pose— or,  rather,  it  is  has  been  diverted  by  demagogues, 
politicians,  jobbers,  and  place-hunters  from  its  original  de- 
sign, which  was,  as  we  have  defined  it,  to  educate  poor  chil- 
dren in  the  elementary  branches  of  an  English  education, 
to  teach  them  their  letters,  to  spell,  to  read,  to  write,  a  little 
geography,  and  a  little  history.  The  whole  system  of  free 
common  school  education  as  now  conducted  is  a  sham  and  a 
fraud,  .^n  able  article  in  the  Scimlijii  American,  consider- 
ing the  question  of  education  in  the  common  schools,  says  : 
There  is  an  effort  being  made  to  establish  compulsory 
education  ;  but  what  is  the  child  to  be  taught  ?  As  if  in 
league  with  the  false  theories  of  the  rights  of  labor,  these 
efibrts  take  the  apprentices  from  the  shops,  force  them 
away  from  where  they  would  learn  something,  and  confine 
them  inside  a  school-house  to  learn — what  ?  Certainly  noth- 
ing of  the  materials,  or  tools,  or  pursuits  by  which  they  are 
to  obtain  their  livelihood.  The  child  knows  nothing  of  when 
or  by  whom  the  compass  was  discovered,  the  printing  press, 
the  use  of  powder,  electricity,  or  steam,  or  of  any  one  of  the 
thousand  mechanical  operations  now  controlling  every  de- 
partment of  life.  Does  any  school-boy  know  how  many 
kingdoms  there  are  in  the  natural  world,  or  whether  an  ani- 
mal, a  vegetable,  and  a  mineral  all  belong  to  the  same  or  to 
different  ones  ?  Will  he  know  that  from  instinct  the  young 
of  animals  seeks  its  food  and  expands  its  lungs,  as  by  the 
same  instinct  the  root  of  a  seed  sucks  up  its  nourishment 
from  the  soil  and  sends  its  leaves  up  to  breathe  the  air  ? 
Will  he  know  anything  of  the  nature  of  the  soils  or  the  plants 
that  grow  in  them  .■■  Will  our  present  system  teach  the 
boy  anything  of  the  iron  furnace,  the  foundry,  or  rolling- 
mill,  or  the  uses  or  handling  of  any  of  their  products  ?  Will 
it  teach  him'anything  of  woods  and  their  value,  or  for  what 
and  how  they  are  useful  to  man  ?  Will  this  knowledge,  for 
which  the  powers  of  the  State  are  to  be  required  to  force 
him  to  know  it — will  it  teach  him  anything  of  the  nature 
or  uses  of  metals,  of  metal  working,  or  the  business  de- 
pending upon  them  ?  Will  it  teach  him  anything  of  gold 
or  silver,  copper  or  brass  ?  Anything  of  pottery,  of  bone, 
ivory,  celluloid,  etc.?  Will  he  learn  anything  of  hides, 
leather,  or  the  production  of  these  necessary  articles  ?  Will 
he  know  whether  the  word  textile  applies  to  anything  but  a 
spider's  web  or  the  wing  of  a  butterfly.'  Whether  the  United 
States  make,  import,  or  grow  cotton,  wool,  silk,  flax  and  hemp  ? 
Will  he  know  anything  of  commerce,  railroads,  telegraphs, 
printing,  and  the  great  number  of  clerk  labors  in  the  larger 
towns?  Will  he  have  learned  a  single  thing  which  will 
assist  him  in  his  work  of  life  ? "  If  it  were  the  duty  of  gov- 
ernment— at  the  expense  of  tax-payers — to  manufacture  law- 
yers, preachers,  doctors,  editors,  politicians,  bankers,  mer- 
chants, and  stock  gamblers,  and  if  society  could  not  exist 
without  these  classes,  and  if  mechanics,  artisans,  sailors, 
miners,  farmers,  and  working  men  were  dangerous  classes, 
then  we  should  say  that  our  free  school  system  was  a  success. 
In  all  the  under-ground  mines  of  California  and  Nevada, 
there  are  not  one  hundred  boys  learning  the  trade  of  mining. 
There  are  not  five  boys  born  in  California  who  have  gone  to 
sea  before  the  mast  for  a  livelihood.  The  number  of  appren- 
tices to  all  the  heavier  trades  is  diminishing  year  by  year, 
and  it  is  an  alarming  fact  that  our  boys  are  growing  up  in 
comparative  idleness  and  uselessness.  If  it  were  not  that  a 
foreign  immigration  was  providing  us  with  both  skilled  and 
unskilled  labor,  our  American  industries  would  come  to  a 
dead  halt. 

The  position  taken  by  the  Archbishop  in  reference  to  the 
attendance  by  Catholic  children  of  our  unsectarian  free 
schools  seems  to  us  to  be  entirely  appropriate.  If  a  religious 
education  is  of  higher  importance  than  a  secular  one,  if  the 
salvation  of  the  soul  is  to  be  imperiled  by  a  neglect  of  Chris- 
tian teaching,  then  clearly  it  is  the  duty  of  the  Christian 
pastor  to  warn  those  under  his  religious  care  not  to  imperil 
the  future  of  their  children  by  exposing  them  to  the  influence 
of  a  system  of  education  conspicuous  for  its  absence  of  reli- 
gious and  moral  training.  To  punish  the  contumacious  pa- 
rent by  withholding  from  him  the  church  sacrament  as  a 
penalty  for  his  disregard  of  the  counsels  of  the  church  seems 
to  us  also  to  be  highly  logical  and  proper.  We  sincerely 
hope  the  Catholic  population  will  at  once  give  heed  to  the 
advice  of  the  Archbishop  and  withdraw  their  children  from 
the  public  schools.  We  are  not  advised  whether,  as  a  log- 
ical sequence,  it  will  become  necessary  for  all  the  Catholic 
members  of  the  Board  of  Education,  the  Catholic  school 
teachers,  janitors,  and  other  employ^  of  the  department,  to 
hand  in  their  resignations  and  withdraw  themselves  from  the 
public  service  or  not',  but  we  presume  they  will  do  so  as  a 
matter  of  conscience  and  good  taste.  This  we  shall  regret, 
as  the  school  department  will  feel  the  loss  of  some  most  effi- 
cient and  excellent  teachers  ;  but  surely  if  it  is  wicked  to  be 
taught  in  an  unsectarian  school  it  is  also  wicked  to  teach. 
There  is  some  slight  compensation  in  this  matter.  We  al- 
most hesitate  to  mention  it,  lest  it  should  seem  trivial  and 
worldly.  This  withdrawal  of  Catholic  pupils  would  save  to 
our  tax-payers  about  four  hundred  thousand  dollars  annually, 
would  break  up  the  cosmopolitan  schools,  and  give  some  of 
our  boys  and  girls  an  opportunity  to  escape  the  over-cram- 
ming of  a  false  educational  system. 


THE       A  RGON  AUT. 


AFTERMATH, 


When  Mr.  Troy  Dye  and  his  deputy  public  administra- 
tors shall  stand  upon  the  gallows  for  their  crime  of  murder, 
we  wonder  what  particular  priest  or  parson  of  Sacramento 
will  stand  by  their  side  with  assurances  that  they  are  for- 
given of  their  sins;  that  their  souls,  crimson  with  the  blood 
of  their  fellow-man,  are  made  white  as  snow  by  the  mum- 
meries of  sanctimonious  clerical  administrations.  We  won- 
der how  long  this  farce  of  snatching  the  souls  of  murderers 
from  their  well-earned  perdition  is  to  be  played  in  our  new 
•  jail-yards,  and  around  the  scaffold  that  society  has  erected 
for  the  expiation  of  the  crime  of  murder.  There  has  been 
no  instance  in  California,  except  where  the  murderer  has 
gone  defiantly  to  his  death,  that  some  saintly  man  of  God 
has  not  stood  by  his  side  and  given  the  world  assurance  that 
he  drops  from  the  scaffold  directly  into  the  arms  of  a  loving 
Saviour,  who  purifies  his  sins  and  bears  him  up  on  angel 
wings  to  join  the  redeemed  and  glorified  throng  who  are  for 
all  eternity  to  chant  beatific  songs  before  the  great  white 
throne  of  God. 

Once  in  San  Francisco  a  wife  sat  eating  her  dinner  in  a 
restaurant.  Her  husband  came  behind  her,  and  seizing  a 
knife,  cut  her  throat.  She  died.  He  was  tried,  convicted, 
and  sentenced  to  death,  and  on  the  scaffold,  with  his  "  spirit- 
ual adviser"  by  hisside,  proclaimed  his  ineffable  happiness, 
that  he  was  about  to  join  the  angel  choir.  His  only  regret 
was  that  there  among  the  blessed  he  would  not  meet  his 
poor  wife,  who,  having  been  cut  off  in  her  sins,  had  no  time 
for  repentance.  And  the  preacher  stood  by,  and  did  not 
even  offer  to  kick  him  as  the  Sheriff  sprung  the  trap.  In 
fact  it  was  the  preacher  that  stuffed  him  with  this  insolence 
of  affected  contrition,  and  sent  him  into  eternity  with  this 
vile  sentiment  of  hypocrisy  in  his  heart  and  on  his  lips.  We 
sincerely  hope  that  there  will  be  no  serious  effort  made  to 
enable  these  Sacramento  murderers  to  attain  the  heaven 
which  all  good  editors  are  so  earnestly  striving  to  reach. 


In  the  event  of  a  war  between  Austria  and  the  United 
States  of  America  what  side  would  that  company  of  Jaegers 
take,  who,  by  the  bounty  of  the  Austrian  Emperor,  are  clad 
in  the  uniform  of  Austria,  and  march  under  the  flag  of  the 
double-headed  eagle  ?  If  it  fought  against  the  Emperor, 
whose  allegiance  its  members  have  forsworn,  would  it  not 
be  liable  to  assault  by  mistake  from  the  rear  if,  in  its  patri- 
otic ardor,  it  got  too  far  advanced  on  the  battle  field  ? 


We  have  lost  confidence  in  Jim  McCue  as  a  warrior  Alto- 
gether. His  campaign  against  the  Mongolians  of  Marin  was 
a  disastrous  fiasco.  We  have  studied  the  lives  of  Marl- 
borough, Napoleon,  Wellington,  Von  Moltke,  and  General 
Grant,  and  we  fail  to  note  any  instance  where  they  proclaimed 
and  printed  in  advance  their  determination  to  attack  the 
enemy.  This  kind  of  strategy  is  a  new  development  in  the 
art  of  war.  It  looks  as  if  the  train  bands  of  the  sand-lots 
had  developed  prudence  at  the  sacrifice  of  valor. 


In  the  village  of  San  Rafael  there  is  a  bar  at  the  Tamal- 
pais  Hotel  elegantly  carved  from  walnut.  It  is  an  exquisite 
work  of  art,  and  cost  $8,000.  There  is  not  a  church  or  school 
house  in  the  county  of  Marin  worth  half  the  money. 


In  the  long  list  of  eminent  Massachusetts  defaulters — 
Pond,  Chace,  Hathaway,  Winslow,  Sibley,  Wright,  Jackson, 
Tappan — the  Boston  Herald  fails  to  discover  the  name  of 
any  "  unnaturalized  foreigner,"  or ,"  ignorant  Irish  Catholic." 
Of  course,  the  "foreign  element"  has  not  an  ascension 
power  equal  to  that  of  Jonah's  gourd  ;  it  can  not  step  to  the 
top  of  the  profession  in  a  day.  Look  lower  down — in 
politics. 

We  boast  a  good  deal  of  our  temperate  climate,  but  prob- 
ably no  created  thing  has  so  keen  a  sense  of  the  meaning  of 
"  love's  labor  lost "  as  the  Sacramento  Valley  sitting  hen  that 
has  stopped  shading  her  eggs  long  enough  to  catch  an  over- 
done worm. 


We  are  always  talking  about  the  sanitary  advantages  of  a 
rain  to  "flush  the  sewers."  According  to  Dr.  Meares,  the 
Health  Officer,  "  a  single  rain-storm  would  make  a  water-trap 
of  the  sewer  catch-basins,  and  force  the  foul  gases  into  the 
houses,  and  the  death  rate  would  be  greatly  increased."  Dr. 
Meares  is  an  iconoclast ;  he  destroys  our  touching  faith  in 
"  flushing  the  sewers,"  and  gives  us  no  other  touching  faith  to 
take  its  place.  He  tears  down,  but  he  does  not  rebuild  bet- 
ter.    What  better  is  he  than  an  infidel^ 


When  Troy  Dye  canvassed  the  county  of  Sacramento  for 
the  ofiice  of  Public  Administrator  he  promised  to  kill  all  the 
wealthy  bachelors  with  a  view  to  increase  the  emoluments  of 
his  office.  Kearney  demands,  under  the  penalty  of  hemp, 
that  every  candidate  shall  faithfully  adhere  to  his  promises 
— faithfully  keep  his  pledges.  Dye  kept  his  promise,  and 
now  after  killing  only  one  or  two  men  the  community 
threatens  to  hang  him  for  his  fidelity  to  principle.  What  an 
inconsistent  and  fickle  thing  is  public  opinion  at  Sacra- 
mento ! 


Jones,  coming  down  Ellis  Street,  meets  Brown,  who  says  : 
"'Mornin' — been  to  see  Sullivan?  How  is  he?"  "At  his 
last  gasp,  poor  fellow  !  Says  he  has  something  on  his  mind, 
too,  and  is  anxious  to  confess  and  be  absolved."  "  So  you 
are  going  for  the  priest  ?"  "  Priest  be  hanged  !  "  ejaculates 
the  worldling,  "  I  am  going  for  the  reporter  of  a  daily  news- 
paper." "  Ah  !  it  has  come  to  that ;  but,  I  say,  Jones,  the 
reporter  is  well  enough,  may  be,  for  the  confession  ;  but  how 
about  the  absolution  ? "  "  True  ;  I  shall  have  to  send  the 
editor,  too." 

Sadrake,  a  member  of  the  Stock  Exchange,  has  a  wife  of 
great  personal  attractions,  and  the  report  is  current  that  he 
finds  these  advantages  not  unprofitable  in  the  way  of  obtain- 
ing, through  her,  "points"  from  the  great  operators.  A 
friend  finally  feels  constrained  to  mention  the  current 
slander  to  him,  in  order  that  he  may  resent  it.  He  is 
furious.  "  What !  Do  the  rascals  believe  I  would  subject 
my  wife  to  such  an  indignity,  and  place  her  in  so  humiliating 
a  position  ?  Why,  what  the  devil  do  they  think  I'm  support- 
ing Clara  Dash  for?" 

A  very  touching  bit  of  obituary  verse  in  the  Bulletin  con- 
cludes thus  ; 

' '  All  who  have  shared  his  friendship, 

Or  been  cheered  by  him  from  despair, 
Know  that  Heaven  will  guide  them  on  this  earth 
While  John  McCaffery  is  there." 

Should  there  be  any  more  attempts  in  Heaven  to  withdraw 
the  divine  guidance  from  John  McCaffery's  friends,  there 
will  evidently  be  trouble. 

According  to  the  last  official  reports,  the  almshouse  has 
four  hundred  and  sixty-five  inmates,  of  whom  one  hundred 
and  twenty-seven  are  enjoying  medical  treatment.  There  is 
nothing  like  poverty  to  make  a  fellow  "just  sick." 

Five  or  six  years  ago  a  dear  friend  of  ours  made  a  straight 
steal  of  ten  thousand  dollars  from  the  Government,  and  at 
once  invested  it  in  land.  Having  recently  "experienced  re- 
ligion," he  is  now  anxious  to  make  restitution.  There  are 
legal  difiiculties  in  the  way  of  conveying  the  land  to  the 
Government,  and  it  could  not  now  be  sold  for  more  than  the 
half  of  what  he  gave  for  it.  He  has  no  other  property.  Shall 
he  sell  the  land  for,  say,  five  thousand  dollars,  restore  that 
amount  to  the  Government,  and  probably  never  be  able  to 
pay  the  balance;  or  shall  he  wait  a  few  years — meanwhile 
unprepared  to  die — until  there  shall  have  been  a  healthy 
expansion  in  real  estate  values  that  will  enable  him  to  dis- 
charge his  conscience  of  the  entire  debt,  and,  perhaps,  have 
something  for  himself?  We  shall  be  happy  to  have  the 
sense  of  the  clergy  on  this  matter,  and  will  engage  to  urge 
it  upon  our  friend  for  his  guidance  in  what  seems  a  rather 
trying  position. 

We  observe  that  the  Probate  Court  of  Sacramento  has 
decided  not  to  grant  the  petition  of  Mr.  Troy  Dye  for  letters 
of  administration  on  the  Tullis  estate.  If  the  questionable 
official  methods  with  which  that  gentleman  stands  charged 
shall  be  proved  against  him,  this  action  of  the  court  will,  no 
doubt,  receive  the  sanction  of  public  opinion.  In  the  mean- 
time the  withholding  of  the  letters  must  be  regarded  as  the  ex- 
ercise of  a  wise  discretion.  It  may  turn  out  that  in  murdering 
Mr.  Tullis  the  Public  Administrator  had  another  and  a  better 
motive  than  the  desire  to  increase  his  own  official  emolu- 
ments ;  in  that  case  it  will  be  easy  enough  for  him  to  make 
a  new  application  to  the  court  for  the  authority  now  denied 
him.  If,  however,  it  should  appear  that  such  was  his  motive, 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  not  only  not  be  permitted  to 
reap  the  advantages  of  his  sordid  action  in  the  matter,  but 
that  the  sovereign  people  of  Sacramento  may  retire  him 
permanently  to  private  life. 

Mr.  Dye  has  now  resigned  the  office  of  Public  Adminis- 
trator, pending  the  examination  of  the  charges  affecting  his 
fitness  to  hold  the  office.  This  is  commendable;  it  evinces 
a  decent  and  proper  respect  to  public  opinion,  and  a  willing 
spirit  to  abide  by  its  decision,  whatever  that  may  eventually 
be.  But  the  public  has  duties  as  well  as  rights,  and  in  case 
it  appears — as  above  intimated — that  Mr.  Dye's  action  in 
murdering  Mr.  Tullis  was  taken  without  reference  to  the  fees 
of  office  (was,  for  example,  based  upon  grounds  of  private 
animosity,  or  the  fatigue  of  seeing  Mr.  Tullis  constantly 
about)  it  is  not  unreasonable  to  expect  that  the  next  local 
nominating  convention  of  Mr.  Dye's  party  will  put  his  name 
again  upon  the  ticket  for  a  better  office  than  that  in  the  con- 
duct of  which  he  has  been  subjected  to  so  much  annoyance. 
There  are,  also,  several  considerations  pointing  to  the  wisdom 
of  somewhat  increasing  the  remuneration  of  Sacramento 
officials,  and  making  them  less  dependent  on  personal  ener- 
gies that  are  likely  to  take  a  direction  unpleasant  to  their 
constituents  and  not  altogether  conducive  to  the  pubhcgood. 


Gentlemen  of  the  press  indulging  in  articles  of  personal 
abuse  against  the  Argonaut  or  its  editors  will  oblige  us  by 
sending  their  respective  journals  marked  "  personal."  It  not 
unfrequently  happens  that  we  fail  to  see  some  of  the  most 
scurrilous  and  indecent  of  them.  This  we  regret,  as  we  are 
making  a  scrap-book  for  our  own  amusement  and  for  recre- 
ation when  we  retire  from  our  connection  with  the  newspaper 
business. 


It  is  a  curious  fact  that  seven-tenths  of  the  people  of  San 
Francisco  do  not  know  that  there  is  such  a  county  as  Marin. 
Illustrating  the  truth  of  this  statement,  we  give  the  following 
incident  :  On  Saturday  afternoon  of  last  week  James  G.  Fair, 
Governor  Pacheco,  and  Messrs.  Coleman  and  Wells  left  San 
Francisco  in  the  afternoon  for  a  hunt  upon  the  slopes  of 
Mount  Tamalpais.  In  two  hours  from  leaving  the  wharf 
they  were  in  a  most  wild  region,  the  haunt  of  bear  and  deer. 
They  hunted  Saturday  evening,  Sunday,  and  Monday  morn- 
ing, camping  at  night,  and  all  the  time  within  sight  of  San 
Francisco.  At  ten  o'clock  on  Monday  morning  they  came 
to  the  Tamalpais  Hotel,  in  the  village  of  San  Rafael,  with 
three  cinnamon  bears  and  two  splendid  bucks,  having  seen 
a  score  of  does  and  fawns  which  they  did  not  fire  upon. 


It  looks  as  though  General  Grant  would  be  the  next  can- 
didate of  the  Republican  party  for  the  presidential  office.  It 
looks  as  though  the  great  Democratic  party  had  been  mur- 
dered by  the  foreign  snakes  it  has  nurtured  in  its  bosom. 
It  looks  as  though  Ben  Butler  might  be  the  candidate  of  a 
very  formidable  labor  organization — strong  enough  to  contest 
the  presidential  office.  It  looks  as  though  the  National 
Greenback  party  might  sweep  the  republic  in  opposition  to 
national  banks  and  corporations  and  in  favor  of  paper  money. 
It  looks  as  though  the  third  election  of  General  Grant  might 
be  the  beginning  of  a  new  departure,  and  that  there  might 
follow  a  strong  military  government  under  which  the  people 
would  become  familiar  with  the  idea  of  a  standing  army. 


Once  when  the  plague  was  raging  in  Paris,  when  death 
was  sending  its  shafts  on  every  side,  when  the  people  in 
horror  and  despair  knew  not  what  to  do,  and  the  grave  stood 
yawning  for  all,  some  profound  philosopher  or  some  desper- 
ate wag  suggested  the  inauguration  of  a  carnival — a  proces- 
sion of  masks  and  jugglers,  Columbine  and  Pantaloon — a 
dance  of  death.  All  Paris  turned  out  in  its  gayest  colors,  in 
its  most  festive  mood.  The  grim  monster  with  his  skeleton 
form,  pale  face,  and  long  arm,  was  satirized,  laughed  at,  and 
derided.  Gay  Parisians  scoffed  and  jeered  at  him,  and  made 
mouths  and  jokes,  sang  ribald  songs  and  danced.  The  result 
was  the  plague  abated,  and  death  shrank  away  abashed  and 
hid  himself  like  the  coward  that  he  always  is.  Our  hard 
times  in  San  Francisco  are  only  an  epidemic  of  the  imagi- 
nation, and  will  not  abate  so  long  as  our  business  men  go 
about  the  streets  as  mourners.  Such  coward  faces,  such  de- 
spondent tones,  such  lugubrious,  melancholy,  dolorous  airs 
as  our  business  men  put  on  are  something  marvelous.  If 
our  owners  of  real  estate,  our  merchants,  mechanics,  and 
business  men  would  stop  gambling  in  stocks,  look  jolly,  get 
up  a  carnival,  swear  that  everything  looked  encouraging,  and 
put  on  a  stiff  upper  lip,  we  could  restore  affairs  to  a  more 
prosperous  condition.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  philosophy 
in  whistling  through  a  gra^■e  yard 

A  correspondent  suggests  that  having  visited  and  inspected 
the  Chinese  quarter  in  company  with  the  Board  of  Health, 
the  Workingmen's  Committee  visit,  also,  the  "poor  Irish 
quarter."  There  is  no  such  distinct  division  of  the  city;  and 
if  there  were,  the  Committee  would  be  at  home  in  it. 


If  "  The  Only  Jones  "  does  not  send  for  some  of  the  many 
polite  invitations  received  for  him  at  this  office,  we  shall 
pretty  soon  begin  to  bestow  them  upin  the  ugliest  dunces 
of  our  acquaintance  (and  we  have  many  e.\ceedingly, ill- 
favored  ones)  who  will,  of  course,  "present  them  at  the  door" 
for  the  purpose  of  enjoying  a  brief  and  fitful  notoriety  at  his 
expense.  We  observe  that  the  cards  sent  for  him  are  all 
conspicuously  marked  "  not  transferable,"  but  we  don't  seem 
to  be  afraid,  somehow.     Who  is  to  know  ? 


Speaking  of  obituary  poetry,  it  is  no  less  than  astonishing 
what  a  lot  of  it  has  been  run  off  on  the  subject  of  the  death 
of  Montague,  the  actor;  our  exchanges  are  horrible  with  it. 
Of  it  all  there  have  been  but  four  good  lines,  and  those  we 
published  ourselves.  Next  in  order  of  merit  are  those  of 
Puck : 

"Died  in  the  very  blossoming  of  life. 

When  all  must  praise  the  flower  that  might  have  been; 
He  will  never  know  how  poor  a  thing  to  win 
Is  the  success  that  crowns — with  rue — our  strife.'' 

The  worst  are  those  sent  to  the  theatrical  reporter  of  a  local 
morning  journal  by  "a  friend."  He  may  be  a  friend,  but  it 
was  not  a  friendly  act,  for  the  reporter  absently  printed  them, 
and  the  public  perversely  insists  on  thinking  them  his  own. 


The  Nevada  Bank  has  something  more  than  $20,000,000 
of  money  invested  in  government  bonds  ;  the  Hibernia  Bank 
of  Savings  has  $2,000,000.  How  many  other  California 
millions  are  thus  rolled  up  in  the  napkin  of  the  federal  debt 
we  do  not  know.  We  wish  it  were  otherwise,  and  that  the 
twenty-five  or  thirty  millions  of  Pacific  Coast  accumulations 
could  be  distributed  among  our  various  industries  and  enter- 
prises. The  current  rate  of  interest  upon  commercial  paper 
at  our  banks  is  twelve  per  cent,  per  annum.  Time  loans 
upon  mortgage  average  eight  per  cent,  per  annum.  Thirty 
millions  of  money  invested  here  at  five  per  cent,  wiould  give 
a  new  impulse  to  all  our  industries.  The  effect  of  the  other 
kind  of  investment  is  the  same  as  that  -  f  ab-. 
Ireland. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


MY  SECRET, 


In  the  deep  red  heart  of  a  queenly  rose 
I  breathed  my  secret  with  many  a  sigh  ; 

The  %'elvct  petals  with  dewdrops  shone. 
But  ihcy  only  nodded  rorally. 

Then  I  whispered  low  to  a  zeph>T  light : 
"I  love  my  love,  but  she  loves  not  me." 
But  ihe  balmy  breeze  with  odors  sweet 
Swept  sofUy  onward  to  reach  the  sea. 

I  cried  to  a  bird  on  a  waving  bough : 
"Know  you  my  love?'"     In  a  trilling  tone. 
He  chirped  and  chattered  :  "I  seek  my  miitc." 
And  left  roe  once  more  sadly  alone. 

Then  I  caught  the  strain  of  a  glorious  song, 
.\nd  1  ga%"e  my  secret  to  music's  sway ; 

But  the  strain  grew  sad  and  the  measure  wild. 
And  died  in  the  twilight  dim  away. 

It  rose  on  the  wings  of  my  evening  prayer. 

As  I  lowly  knelt  in  the  sunset's  glow ; 
Did  the  angels  whisper  the  answer  back, 
"O  fearful  heart,  go  tell  her  so?" 

Ttjen  I  kissed  it  down  on  her  ripe  red  lips. 

1  looked  in  the  depth  of  her  smiling  eyes. 
And  I  clasped  her  close  with  a  strong  true  arm, 

WTiile  my  glad  heart  laughed  in  its  sweet  surprise. 

O  rose  and  bird  I   O  breeze  and  song  ! 
I  care  no  more  that  ye  scornful  be ; 
My  soul  is  full  of  all  calm  content  — 
I  love  my  love  and  mv  love  loves  rae- 
S.\s  Frascisco,  July  29,  1878.       '  Bessie. 


The  Country  School-ma'am. 


Where  the  ferns  bend  low  in  the  closes. 

Where  the  pines  nod  slow  on  the  hill, 
W'hftre  the  wild  bee  lazily  dozes, 
^Whcre  even  the  birds  are  still, 

She  saunters  alone — say  I  truly? — 

Through  dreamy  Sevastopol ; 
Behind  are  the  pupils  unruly. 

Afar  is  the  nllage  schooL 

One  wonders  if  day-dreams  flutter 

The  depths  of  her  shy  disdain ; 
One  wonders  if  bUck  doubts  mutter 

Their  threats  of  impending  pain. 

Perhaps  as  she  brushes  the  beauty 

Thrilling  earth,  air,  and  sky. 
Her  thoughts  arc  at  war  with  duty  — 

Are  weaving  for  life  a  lie. 

Perhaps  she  is  envying  others 

Their  red-lettered  hours  of  play  — 

Luxury*s  sisters  and  brothers. 
"Mia  Vanity's  hohday. 

Yet  why  this  folly  of  guessing? 

And  why  should  one  even  care? 
We  see  the  sunlight  caressing 

A  woman  that's  passing  fair ; 

And  we  know  that  we  and  our  wonder. 

No  matter  how  real  it  seem. 
Shall  be  less  than  unechoed  thunder 

In  the  labyrinth  of  a  dream 

To  the  woman  who  walks  in  the  far  light 

Home  from  the  \ilI3ge  school, 
While  the  daylight  waits  for  the  staiiight 

In  dreamy  Scv-astopol. 

San  Fr.\scisco.  Augtist's,  1878.  R.  S.  S. 


In  an  Album. 


You  ask  a  song,  your  pleasant  leaves 

With  simple  faith  and  patience  bringing. 

You  think  the  world  is  full  of  singing  ; 
You  think  the  poet  somehow  weaves 

Blue  sky  from  cloud,  and  sun  from  rain; 

You  half  believe  hts  fields  of  grain 
Are  always  full  of  golden  sheaves. 
Would  it  were  so !     Yet  much  is  ours : 
All  deeps  of  woodLind.  wealth  of  flowers, 
.\11  songs  the  elder  ones  have  sung. 
All  passion  down  the  ages  flung, 
AM  love,  all  hate  of  wrong,  all  scorn.  * 

Were  gifts  of  ours  when  earth  was  bom. 
But  yet  we  may  not  choose  the  hour 
In  which  to  flush  with  song's  sweet  flower. 
We  are  as  chahces  of  light 
Upheld  by  blossoms  in  the  night 

To  gather  in  the  blessed  dew ; 
But  if  the  clouds  fold  overhead 
Our  little  cups  must  go  unfed 

.And  wait  till  shy  stars  twinkle  through. 
NtLES.  .August  5,  1878.  '  Ch.\ri.es  H.  Shins. 


Insufficiency, 


O  that  some  poet,  with  awed  lips  on  fire 

Oi  far,  ineffable  altars,  would  arise. 

And  with  his  consecrated  songs  baptize 
Our  souls  in  harmony,  that  we  might  acquire 

Insight  into  the  essential  heart  of  Ufe, 
Beating  with  rhythmic  pulses.     There  is  lost. 

In  the  gross  echoes  of  our  brawling  strife. 
Music  more  rare  than  that  which  did  accost 

Shakspeare's  imagination  when  it  swept 
Nearest  the  infinite.     Our  spirits  are 

AM  out  of  tune.     Our  discords  intercept 
The  strains  which,  like  the  singing  of  a  star. 

Stream  downward  from  the  holies  to  attest. 

Beyond  our  jarring  restlessness,  resL 
San  Francisco,  .-Vugusi  10.  1878.  Richard  Reai.f. 


A  Lost  Love. 


She  slcepeth  there.  fore\er  there. 

Within  that  field  of  graves, 
Nor  may  she  know  of  tears  that  flow. 

Of  grief  that  idly  raves. 

The  long  ago,  the  long  ago. 

Wakes  in  his  heart  and  brain, 
But  wasted  time  and  love's  lost  rhyme 

No  grief  restores  again. 

The  yesterdays  that  seem  so  near 

-Are  distant  as  the  sky; 
XSTio  casts  away  love's  treasure  dear, 
"WTio  fails  his  own  heart's  voice  to  hear. 

In  vain  for  them  must  sigh. 
r^tAXCiSCO,  August  3,  1878.  H.  A.  Cartw-right. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.-IV. 


By  an  Early  Califomian. 


^fayt  /S4S. — Gold  is  sold  for  $9  the  ounce;  for  silver  dol- 
lars, and  ver^'  few  of  these  in  circulation.  It  is  found  so 
easily,  and  in  such  quantities  that  the  miners  seem  anxious 
to  exchange  it  for  all  kinds  of  commodities,  and  many  are 
fearful  of  its  depreciation.  I  heard  of  a  man  in  camp  who, 
being  out  of  tobacco,  and  seeing  a  Californian  prepare  a 
cigarrito  asked  him  what  he  would  take  for  it.  "  Una  onza?" 
He  deliberately  paid  out  the  gold,  and  soon  turned  into 
smoke  what  would  have  brought  him  $16  in  Mexico.  Talk 
of  the  luxur>'  of  Rome  !  Does  not  this  equal  the  drinking 
of  dissolved  pearls  .'*  At  Benicia  is  a  country  store  much 
patronized  by  launch  hands  to  and  from  Sacramento,  princi- 
pally for  drinks.  The  gold  scales  are  rounded  playing  cards, 
attached  with  cotton  cords  to  a  wooden  beam.  The  wooden 
beam  is  held  up  by  another  cotton  cord  somewhere  near  the 
centre.  And  the  weights  are  little  junks  of  lead  cut  to  suit — 
no  one  objects.  The  dust  is  scattered  carelessly,  and  the 
earth  under  the  shanty  will  become  a  small  mine  at  no  dis- 
tant day.  1  have  seen  sailors  take  pinches  of  gold  dust  from 
their  waistcoat  pockets,  and  when  in  stress  turn  them  inside 
out,  and  shake  them  upon  the  counter.  The  experiences  of 
the  B.'s,  my  Russian  acquaintances  of  Santa  Cruz,  have  been 
remarkable.  B.,  his  wife,  son,  and  an  Indian  ser\ant  started 
for  the  mines  in  an  ox-wagon,  the  solid  wheels  of  which  had 
become  oval  from  long  use  and  abuse.  Many  stores,  clothes, 
etc.,  for  camping  and  trading  went  with  them.  They  trav- 
eled verj'  slowly,  and  after  many  accidents  reached  a  small 
river  near  the  diggings  they  were  in  search  of  And  for  a 
long  time  there  they  stuck — they  were  in  the  water,  and  the 
old  wheels  seemed  to  "have  the  brakes  on,"  and  would  turn 
neither  forward  nor  backward.  The  Indian  was  sent  for  help, 
and  fortunately  fell  in  with  a  tribe  whose  village  was  close  at 
hand.  The  chief  and  his  working  men  soon  landed  the  ox- 
team  and  its  cargo  s'dt  and  sound  on  the  other  bank  of  the 
river,  and  received  for  his  ser\ices  one  of  B.'s  calico  shirts; 
of  value  inestimable  as  it  proved.  For  the  next  morning 
bright  and  early  the  appreciative  savage  put  into  the  aston- 
ished Russian's  hand  a  bag  which  contained  twenty  ounces 
of  dust.  This  was  too  much  for  the  Senora,  who  rummaged 
her  trunk,  and  took  from  it  a  cherr>'  satin  dress  which  had 
seen  its  best  days,  but  was  still  good  for  many  a  fandango 
and  siesta,  and  presented  it  to  the  chief  for  his  royal  con- 
sort. He  made  tracks  for  home,  but  was  not  ven'  long  in 
reappearing  with  another  and  much  larger  present  of  the 
precious  dusL  In  a  word  their  old  traps  brought  them  in 
nearly  $900.  Was  not  this  doing  a  very  large  business  on  a 
very  small  capital  ?  But  there  is  no  end  to  the  stories  that 
are  told  as  to  the  acquisition  and  profuse  expenditure  of  gold. 
At  present  we  seem  cut  off  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  hav- 
ing a  superabundance  of  the  precious  metal,  but  being  unable 
with  it  to  pay  wages  or  buy  food,  or  even  to  pay  duties  to 
the  custom  house  authorities  (militarj-).  However,  they  re- 
ceive it  at  $12  per  ounce,  to  be  sold  at  auction  a  few  months 
hence.  There  are  very  i^w  scales  in  the  country,  and  you 
would  be  amused  to  see  what  kind  of  crocker>-  is  used  for 
gold  jars.  I  don't  know  how  better  to  describe  the  state  of 
feeling  among  the  workingmen  about  us,  than  to  say  that  I 
remonstrated  with  one  of  them  for  squandering  h.s  store. 
"  Why  sir,"  he  answered,  "  what  difference  does  it  make  ?  I 
know  a  spot  where  I  can  go  and  getjusf  as  much  as  1  want.'' 
They  seem  to  think  it  inexhaustible,  the  quantity  indeed  so 
enormous  that  it  must  fall  in  price,  and  that  they  should  en- 
joy it  while  they  may. 

'Ji/fie  1, 1S4S. — The  gold  discover}-  has  been  serious  in  its 
effects.  Farmers  have  left  their  ranches,  mechanics  their 
benches,  seamen  their  vessels,  and  even  traders  their  stores, 
to  dig  gold.^  The  average  amount  collected  per  man  is  said 
to  be  from  Si 5  to  $20;  some  have  collected  $60  and  Sjco  a 
day.  Men  are  offered  from  $S  to  S25  a  day  to  work,  cook, 
etc.,  for  the  miners.  The  old  towns  will  hereafter  be  occupied 
only  by  wholesale  merchants,  and  new  ones  will  rise  in  the 
Sacramento  countn-.  Over  fifty  volunteers  have  deserted 
from  their  command,  and  our  town  from  being  the  noisiest 
and  busiest  of  places  has  become  the  quietest  and  laziest.  I 
will  give  you  an  account  of  a  delightful  trip  of  a  fortnight's 
duration  from^  which  I  have  lately  returned.  I  left  San 
Francisco  on  one  of  our  summer  afternoons — that  means  a 
northwester  blowing  a  perfect  hurricane — and  reached  Sauce- 

lito  before  dark.      I  found  Captain  and  .Mrs. at  home; 

also  Dona,  whom  Commander  Wilkes,  I  understand,  called 
the  belle  of  California.  She  is  good-looking,  quite  reserved, 
and  much  esteemed  for  her  uprightness,  I  hear.  Her  sweet- 
heart was  shot  in  a  brutal  manner  by  the  bear  party  under 
Fremont,  which  accounts  for  the  proud,  sad  manner  with 
which  she  receives  Americans.  As  she  is  engaged  again  to 
be  married  she  is  not  altogether  disconsolate.     As  Senora 

is  a  M — ,  and  a  sister  of  S — 's  intended,  they  were  all 

ver>-  polite  to  me.  As  the  Senora's  family  are  blue  blooded 
gente  de  razon^  reading  and  writing  and  accomplished  as 
the  world  goes  here,  I  had  an  evidence  of  her  aristocratic 
feeling  when  I  remarked  that  I  believed  both  her  brother 
and  her  sister  were  to  be  married  at  the  same  time.  "  No," 
said  she,  "  not  on  the  same  day,  for  the  X — 's,  one  of  whom 
my  brother  marries,  are  strangers  to  us;  we  do  not  know 
them."  The  Captain  owns  nine  leagues  on  this  important 
point,  and  they  are  most  mountainous  ones.  Large  herds 
of  cattle  appear  to  be  feeding  over  them,  but  he  seemed  to 
have  few  horses.  There  are  beautiful  large  trees  near  his 
house,  and  a  stream  or  brook  runs  by  it.  His  garden  is  well 
supplied  with  vegetables  and  fruit,  and  wild  strawberries 

abound  outside  of  it.      I   left  the 's  next  morning  quite 

early,  and  after  a  two  hours  ride  dismounted  again  at  Don 
Timoteo's,  in  the  Mission  of  San  Rafael.  After  breakfasting 
with  him  I  told  him  that  I  came  to  borrow  or  hire  a  horse 
and  a  vaquero  for  Bodega,  which  place,  fifty  miles  distant,  I 
was  anxious  to  reach  that  night.  He  seemed  distressed  at 
his  inability  to  accommodate  me,  as  his  horses  were  away, 
but  he  said  he  would  ride  ^^^th  me  to  the  Gallinas  rancho, 
where,  he  thought,  a  Mr.  Miller  would  help  me.  As  it  was  on 
the  road,  I  followed  his  advice,  and  succeeded  in  obtaining 
horses  and  a  vaquero.  valuable  to  me  because  he  was  most 
willing  to  speak  the  King's  English,  which  I  still  prefer  to 
the  Academy's  Spanish.  The  countr>'  through  which  we 
now  passed  varied  a  great  deal,  part  of  it  was  very  fertile  and 
part  almost  a  desert,  reminding  me  of  the  moor  where  Hobbie 
Elliot  first  met  the  Black  Dwarf.     The  old  witch  and  her 


geese  are  plainly  discernable  near  the  Three  Rocks — a  half 
way  mark  on  the  road.  \\'e  passed  but  three  hours  before 
we  drew  up  in  front  of  Captain  Smith's  at  Bodega.  Although 
it  was  ten  o'clock,  they  had  not  all  retired.  I  was  welcomed 
by  his  brother-in-law — whom  I  knew — and  his  mother-in-law, 
who  ver)' kindly  insisted  upon  having  a  good  supper  prepared 
for  me,  even  at  that  late  hour.  It  was  eight  o'clock  before  I 
was  up  the  next  morning.  On  entering  the  breakfast-room 
I  found  the  good  lady  who  would  not  let  me  go  supperless  to 
bed  the  night  before,  her  graceful  blue-eyed  daughter,  some 
children,  and  my  old  friend  Captain  Smith,  who  welcomed 
me  heartily  to  Bodega.  He  introduced  me  to  the  fair  lady 
with  blue  eyes  as  his  wife.  I  heard  afterward  that  he  had 
been  three  times  married  ;  that  the  present  wife  was  from 
near  Payta,  and  that  she  is  only  twenty  years  of  age.  Her 
manners  were  refined  and  agreeable.  Captain  Smith  is  from 
Baltimore,  and  has  for  years  sailed  for  and  been  connected 
with  the  house  of  Alsop.  He  purchased  the  buildings  at 
Bodega  from  the  Russians,  and  has  added  to  them  a  grist 
and  saw  mill  which  he  runs  by  steam.  He  calls  the  place 
New  Baltimore.  My  business  here  was  partly  to  see  Mr. 
,  supercargo  and  indeed  owner  of  the  brig  Sabine,  con- 
signed to  us  and  now  loading  with  lumber  for  the  leeward 
ports.  He  came  in  shortly  after  breakfast,  and  was  much 
surprised  to  meet  me  here.  In  the  afternoon  I  rode  down 
to  the  port  of  Bodega,  where  the  Sabine  was  lying,  and  also 
to  see  a  horse  which  Seiior  Castro  was  anxious  to  sell  me, 
Don  Manuel,  who  by  the  way  is 's  intended,  accompa- 
nying me.  I  understood  that  the  horse  was  perfectly  black, 
a  9-ara  avis  in  this  land  ;  I  found  him  to  be  a  ver)'  dark 
brown.  Another  horse,  belonging  to  my  companion,  so  took 
my  eye  that  he  ordered  him  to  be  saddled.  I  was  about 
mounting,  when  he  advised  me  to  let  the  vaquero  exercise 
him  for  a  few  moments,  as  he  had  not  been  under  the  saddle 
for  a  long  time.  It  was  well  I  did  so,  for  the  Indian  was 
barely  seated  before  he,  the  saddle,  blankets,  and  all  were 
flying  in  the  air.  After  looking  at  the  seals  a  while,  as  they 
basked  contentedly  in  the  sun,  and  in  ver}'  great  numbers, 
we  returned  to  Captain  Smith's,  concluding  that  it  was  too 
late  to  visit  the  brig,  which  we  saw  half  a  mile  off  in  the  dis- 
tance. A  party  of  otter  hunters,  commanded  by  a  very  in- 
telligent man  named  Sparks,  who  has  accumulated  a  fortune 
in  the  business,  arrived  at  Bodega  next  morning.  One  of 
them,  McCoy  by  name,  came  up  to  the  house  to  pay  Mrs. 

a  visit,  as  he  owed  his  life  to  her  two  years  ago.     One 

day  while  hunting  he  came  upon  a  grizzly  bear,  and  shot  at 
without  killing  her  ;  she  limped  up  to  him  before  he  was  able 
to  reload,  and  struck  at  his  head  ;  he  dodged  her  paw,  which 
fell  upon  his  chest,  tearing  much  of  the  flesh  from  it ;  and, 
bracing  himself,  gave  her  the  butt  end  of  his  rifle  with  all 
his  strength.  She  caught  it  in  her  mouth,  breaking  it  as  she 
would  a  reed,  and  uith  her  claws  took  off  the  calf  of  his  left 
leg.  He  fell  upon  the  ground,  when  she  seized  his  stomach 
with  her  teeth  and  carried  him  a  short  distance  ;  when,  prob- 
ably supposing  he  was  dead,  she  dropped  him  and  walked 
away,  turning  every  i^w  steps  to  see  if  he  moved.  He  re- 
mained all  night  where  she  left  him  ;  but  was  found  the  next 
morning  by  some  Indians,  who  made  a  litter  with  the  branches 
of  trees  and  carried  him  to  Captain  Smith's,  where  ever}- one 

supposed  he  would  die  in  a  few  hours.     Mrs. ,  however, 

knowing  the  healing  qualities  of  certain  herbs,  had  them  col- 
lected, and  treated  her  patient  with  so  much  skill  that  in  six 
months  he  could  walk  about  again.  McCoy  is  a  tall,  fine- 
looking  man ;  no  one  to  look  at  him  could  imagine  the  inju- 
ries he  received.  The  old  lady  was  delighted  to  see  him,  and 
nothing  can  e.xceed  the  strength  of  his  attachment  for  her. 
After  partaking  of  a  delicious  milk  punch  1  was  forced  to 
leave  my  new  friends,  who  supplied  me  with  a  vaquero  and 
horses  for  the  journey  to  Sonoma,  forty-five  miles  distant. 
Since  my  arrival  I  have  seen  nothing  which  so  much  re- 
minded me  of  my  native  land  as  Bodega  with  its  fences,  its 
white-washed  buildings,  its  comforts,  and  its  agreeable  and 
intelligent  possessors.  Our  road  was  mountainous.  When 
we  had  wound  our  way  to  the  summit  of  what  seemed  the 
highest  hill,  the  beautiful  Valley  of  Santa  Rosa  was  suddenly 
spread  out  before  us.  I  was  much  tempted  to  pass  through 
it  on  our  way,  but  the  road  was  longer,  and  I  should  have 
been  forced  to  trespass  on  the  hospitality  of  Senora  Cariilo 
who,  it  is  said,  affections  not  our  countrjmen.  One  of  her 
daughters  is  married  to  General  ^'alIejo  I  know.  Two  beau- 
tiful ones  are  still  at  home  with  her.  After  losing  sight  of 
the  \'alley  of  Santa  Rosa  we  descended  into  that  of  Petaluma, 
where  is  the  easa  grandc,  still  unfinished,  of  the  General, 
which,  it  is  said,  he  intends  to  occupy  at  no  late  day,  although 
it  appears  to  be  going  to  ruin  already.  It  was  evening  when 
we  crossed  the  Plaza  of  Sonoma.  As  I  intended  to  leave  it 
by  daybreak  I  preferred  to  put  up  at  a  tavern  lately  opened 
by  a  former  French  cook  of  ours  rather  than  accept  hospi- 
tality of  friends.  Monsieur  Tout  de  Suite,  as  we  call  him, 
accommodated  me  but  poorly,  although  both  himself  and 
his  fleas  paid  me  particular  attention.  I  found  that  Sonoma 
was  almost  deserted,  many  families  having  already  left  for 
the  mines,  and  the  balance  (of  the  Americans)  intending  to 
be  on  their  march  during  the  week.  As  I  could  not  leave  as 
early  as  I  anticipated  I  rode  out  to  visit  my  Russian  friends, 
and  on  the  way  met  an  acquaintance  named ,  who,  hear- 
ing that  I  was  intending  to  go  to  Sacramento,  offered  me  the 
use  of  his  horses  as  he  had  enough  for  both.  I  had  thought 
of  going  to  Benicia,  a  little  out  of  the  way,  for  our  own  caval- 
lada  and  vaquero,  but  gladly  accepted  his  offer  and  company 

for  the  journey.     Don had  gone  to  the  mines,  leaving 

his  wife  alone,  and  so  sad  that  she  was  wishing  her  husband 
would  sell  the  place  and  take  her  back  to  Sitka.  Here  are 
two  of  the  most  entertaining  people_  in  the  world  bur)'ing 
themselves  in  an  out-of-the-way  place  where  all  is  contrary 
to  their  tastes,  and  living  without  associates  and  almost 
without  acquaintance.  He  is  one  of  the  most  agreeable 
performers  on  the  piano  I  have  ever  met,  and  they  are  both 
so  entertaining  and  so  amiable  that  no  party  in  San  Fran- 
cisco is  now  complete  without  them.  I  have  thought  that 
he  might  be  a  Pole.  His  wife,  I  suppose,  was  bom  in  Sitka. 
On  my  return  to  town  I  called  at  Mr.  Liese's  and  at  General 
A'allejo's,  whose  eldest  daughter  came  into  the  room  while  I 
was  there  ;  she  is  ver}-  handsome  and  will  create  a  sensation 
in  Washington,  where  he  intends  to  take  his  family  before 
long.  He  treated  me  to  some  ver>'  good  whisky  from  a  dis- 
tiller)' he  has  erected  in  the  neighborhood.  He  has  great 
enterprise,  besides  his  twenty-two  leagues  of  land  and  20,000 
head  of  cattle.  James  C.  Ward. 

[CON'TIKL'BD  IN   KEXT  NfMBER.] 
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INTAGLIOS. 

A  Dream. 
I  dreamed  I  had  a.  plot  of  ground, 

Once  when  I  chanced  asleep  to  drop, 
And  that  a  ^een  hedge  fenced  it  round. 

Cloudy  vnth  roses  at  the  top. 

I  saw  a  hundred  mornings  rise — 
So  far  a  little  dream  may  reach — 

And  spring  with  summer  in  her  eyes 
Making  the  chiefesi  charm  of  each. 

A  thousand  vines  were  climbing  o'er 
The  hedge,  I  thought,  but  as  I  tried 

To  pull  them  down  forevermore 

The  flowers  dropt  off  the  other  side ! 

Waking,   I  satd  these  things  are  signs 

Sent  to  instruct  us  that  "tis  ours 
Duly  to  keep  and  dress  our  vines, 

Waiting  in  patience  for  the  flowers. 

And  when  the  angel  feared  of  all 

Across  my  hearth  its  shadow  spread. 

The  rose  that  climbed  my  garden  wall 
Has  bloomed  the  other  side  I  said. 

Alice  Carv. 


The  Mystery  of  Life. 
Life  I  I  know  not  what  thou  art. 
But  know  that  thou  and  I  must  part; 
And  when,  or  how,  or  where  we  met, 
I  own  to  rae's  a  secret  yet. 

Life  !  we've  been  long  together 

Through  pleasant  and  through  cloudy  weather; 

Tis  hard  to  part  when  friends  are  dear — 

Perhaps  'twill  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear ; 

Then  steal  away,  give  little  warning. 

Choose  thine  own  time ; 

Say  not  good  night — but  in  some  brighter  clime 

Bid  me  good  morning. 

Barbaild. 


A  Remonstrance. 
Oh,  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  store 

Of  charms  that  nature  to  her  votaries  j-ields. 
The  echoine  woodland,  the  resounding  shore. 

All  the  wild  harmonies  of  woods  and  fields. 

All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  yields. 
And  all  that  echoes  to  the  breath  of  even. 

All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields, 
.A.nd  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven — 
Oh,    how  canst  thou  renounce,  and   hope  to  be   forgiven? 

Eeattie. 


In  the  Church- Yard  at  Tarrytowti. 
Here  lies  the  gentle  humorist,  who  died 

In  the  bright  Indian  summer  of  his  fame! 
A  simple  stone,  with  but  a  date  and  name, 
Marks  his  secluded  resting-place  beside 
The  river  that  he  loved  and  glorified. 

Here  in  the  autumn  of  his  days  he  came. 
But  the  dr^-  leaves  of  life  were  all  aflame 
With  tints  that  brightened  and  were  multiplied. 
How  sweet  a  life  was  his;   how  sweet  a  death  ! 
Living,  to  wing  with  mirth  the  wearj-  hours. 
Or  with  romantic  tales  the  heart  to  cheer; 
Dying,  to  leave  a  memory  like  the  breath 

Of  summers  full  of  sunshine  and  of  showers, 
A  grief  and  gladness  in  the  atmosphere. 

Longfellow. 


Heart's  Content. 
There  is  an  isle  far  over  troublous  seas, 

Above  whose  valleys  bluest  skies  are  bent, 
AVhere  sweetest  flowers  perfume  the  pleasant  leas. 
Men  call  it  Heart's  Content. 

And  every  prow  that  rides  the  sea  of  life 

Toward  that  dear,  distant  isle  is  turned  for  aye, 
ITirough  treacherous  calms  and  stormy  shoals  of  strife 
Holding  its  doubtful  way. 

Oft  in  the  midmost  ocean  bark  meets  bark 

And,  as  they  pass,  from  each  the  challenge  sent 
Carries  back  the  same  across  the  waters  dark : 
"  We  steer  for  Heart's  Content." 

For  many  an  isle  there  is  so  like,  so  like 

The  mystic  goal  of  all  that  travail  sore, 
That  oft  the  wave-worn  keels  on  strange  sands  strike. 
And  find  an  alien  shore. 

But  ever  as  the  anchor  drops,  and  sails 

From  off  the  storm-strained  yards  are  all  unbent. 
From  the  tall  mast-yard  still  the  watcher  hails : 
"Lo!  yonder! — Heart's  Content!" 

And  so  once  more  the  prow  is  seaward  set. 

Hearts  still  hope  on,  though  waves  roll  dark  around. 
And  on  the  stem  men  \vrite  the  name  "Regret," 
And  fare  forth,  outward  bound. 

Barton  Grey. 


In  the  Wood. 
In  the  wood  where  shadows  arc  deepest 

From  the  branches  overhead. 
Where  the  wild  \\-ood -strawberries  cluster. 

And  the  softest  moss  is  spread, 
I  met  to-day  with  a  fairy. 

And  I  followed  where  she  led. 

Some  magical  words  she  uttered, 

I  alone  could  understand, 
For  the  sky  grew  bluer  and  brighter; 

While  there  rose  on  either  hand 
The  cloudy  walls  of  a  palace 

That  was  built  in  fairy  land. 

And  I  stood  in  a  strange  enchantment ; 

1  had  known  it  all  before : 
In  my  heart  of  hearts  was  the  magic 

Of  days  that  will  come  no  more. 
The  magic  of  joy  departed 

That  Time  can  never  restore. 

That  never,  ah,  never,  never, 

Never  again  can  be : — 
Shall  I  tell  you  what  powerful  fairy 

Built  up  this  palace  for  meV 
It  was  only  a  little  white  Violet 

I  found  at  the  root  of  a  tree« 

Adelaide  .\nne  Proctor. 
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Two  Moods. 
All  yesterday  you  were  so  near  to  me, 

It  seemed  as  if  I  hardly  moved  or  spoke 
But  your  heart  moved  with  mine.     I  woke 
To  a  new  life  that  found  you  ever^-where, 
As  if  your  love  was  as  some  wide-girt  sea 
Or  as  the  sunlit  air,  and  66  encompassed  me. 

Whether  I  thought  or  not,  it  could  not  but  be  there. 

To-day  your  words  approve  me,  and  your  heart 
Is  mine  as  ever;  yet  that  heavenly  sense 
Of  oneness,  that  made  every  hour  intense 
With  love's  full  perfectness,  is  gone  from  thence; 
And  though  our  hands  are  clasped  our  souls  are  two, 
And  in  my  thoughts  I  say,  "This  is  mj-self— this  you." 


STELLA  BONHEUR. 

The  brilliant  seasons  of  Italian  opera  at  Magiiire's 
Academy  of  Music,  on  Pine  Street,  in  May,  and  in 
July  and  .\ugu3t,  1S67,  will  be  remembered  by  many 
of  our  readers.  Stella  Bonheiir,  the  contralto  of  the 
season,  was  almost  a  debutante,  having  had,  we  be- 
Ueve,  no  operatic  experience  in  Xew  York,  and  hav- 
ing sung  but  little  in  concerts.  Her  success  in  San 
Francisco  was  immediate  and  great,  from  her  debut, 
May  10.  1867,  until  her  depjarture  for  Xew  York.  Jan- 
uar>'  3C4  1868.  During  this  period  she  personated 
"  Maffio  Orsini,"  "  Azucena,'"  ".Adalgisa,"  "  Ulrica," 
and  "0<=>Q3j'  fUn  BalloJ,  "Leonora''  ( La  Favor- 
ita).  "Nidia"  (in  lone,  then  first  produced  here). 
"Siebel,"  "Inez"  ^in  VAfricainc,  then  first  pro- 
duced here).  "La  Comare''  (CrispinoJ,  "Maria'" 
(La  Figlia  del  Reggim^ntoJ,  and  "11  Contino  "  (in 
Scaramuccia,  then  first  produced  here).  All  but  the 
last  two  of  these  personations  were  during  the  regu- 
lar season,  with  Brambilla,  Limberti,  Mancusi,  and 
Milleri.  After  returning  to  Xew  York,  Mme,  Bon- 
heur  fulfilled  an  engagement  under  Strakosch,  with 
Lagrange,  Brignoli,  and  others,  in  concert  and  opera  ; 
and  she  sailed  October  31,  1868,  for  Paris,  where,  after 
hard  study,  she  made  a  successful  debut  at  the  The- 
atre Lyrique  in  the  Ckar/es  VI.  of  Halevy.  She  was 
in  Paris  during  the  siege  and  the  Commune.  In 
July,  1871,  she  went  to  .Milan,  which  has  since  that 
time  been  her  home ;  although  she  has  sung  at  Xaples, 
Rome,  Florence,  Trieste,  Venice,  Turin,  and  other 
Italian  cities,  and  at  Berlin,  Copenhagen,  Warsaw. 
Moscow,  and  St.  Petersburg,  besides  visiting  (in  1875) 
Buenos  .Ayres  and  England.  Besides  the  roles  of 
"Leonora  di  Guzman"  and  "Azucena."  she  has 
lately  sung  throughout  Italy  in  II  Prof  eta  as  "  Fides," 
in  Aida  as  ".-^mneris,''  and  in  Mignon.  In  a  letter 
from  Rome,  dated  Februar)-  i,  1878,  she  says  : 

• '  Last  November  I  sang  at  La  Scala  with  Patti  and 
Nicohni  in  II  Troi'atore,  and  made  a  great  hit.  Here 
I  have  been  singing  the  part  of  '  Preziosilla'  in  La 
Forza  del  Destino,  which  is  one  of  my  best  roles. 
Every  night  I  am  obliged  to  encore  the  '  \'iva  la 
guerra '  and  the  '  Rataplan.'  Among  the  artists  who 
sing  with  me  here  is  a  young  baritone  from  Dalmatia, 
who  made  a  great  hit.  He  has  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful voices  I  have  ever  heard,  sings  splendidly,  and  is 
a  great  actor.  Our  scene  in  the  second  act  makes  a 
revolution  in  the  theatre  ever>-  night.  His  name  is 
Kaschman.  Remember  it — it  will  become  celebrated. 
*  *  *  My  third  opera  will  be  Lohengrin — new  for 
Rome.  A  very  difficult  part,  that  of  "  Ortruda,'' 
musically  and  artistically;  still  I  like  it,  and  have 
.'Studied  it  con  amore.  *  *  *  Do  you  know,  my 
dear  friend,  that  they  say  that  Stella  Bonhetu-  is  one 
of  the  finest  actresses  now  on  the  Ij-ric  stage.  The 
Ristori,  the  other  day,  sent  me  her  compliments, 
saying  that  if  ever  I  lose  my  beautiful  voice,  I  will 
still  l^  a  great  actress  i  *  *  *  You  have  no  idea 
how  I  should  like  to  go  back  to  California.  I'd  be 
proud  to  have  the  Calitomian  public's  appreciation, 
and  to  show  them  that  their  little  contralto  worked 
hard  to  attain  celebrity.  Dear  Califomians  !  They 
were  the  first  to  tell  me,  '  go  ahead — study,  you  can 
do.  you  ■will do,  if  you  persevere.'  They  applauded 
and  encouraged  the  little  beginner.  Now,  oh,  now, 
I'd  Uke  to  make  them  judge  the  artist  [  *  *  * 
WTiat  became  of  Xoah  Brooks,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Melville,  and  Colonel  Barnes,  and  Judge  Lyons, 
Judge  ^icEiae,  General  and  Mrs.  McDowell,  General 
Kirkham,  and  so  many  others  that  were  good  friends 
to  Stella?  Please  give  my  kindest  regards  to  all 
those  who  remember  me,  and  tell  them  how  very, 
very  happy  I  would  be  to  see  them  again.  *  *  * 
My  voice  has  a  great  range,  and  is  called  a  wonder- 
ful voice  for  the  facility  I  have  to  sing  contralto,  mez- 
zo-soprano, and  high  soprano,  which  facility  I  never 
abused,  and  for  that  reason  kept  my  voice  as  fresh 
as  when  I  began  to  sing.  *  *  *  The  idea  of  go- 
ing to  San  Francisco  becomes  unc  ideejlxe.  but  siitl 
it  requires  an  impressario.  I  woiald  never  try  a  specu- 
lation, not  being  fit  for  business,  you  knew.  *  *  * 
I  send  you  a  picture  of  '  Azucena,'  taken  when  I  was 
singing  at  I-a  Scala.     How  do  you  like  it? 

"Y'ours  sincerely,         Stella  Bonheur." 


There  is  a  tradition  in  the  East  that  one  of  the  tests 
by  which  the  Queen  of  Sheba  tried  to  prove  the  wis- 
dom of  Solomon  was  by  placing  on  a  table  before 
him  two  bouquets,  one  of  natiual,  the  other  of  artifi- 
cial flowers,  and  requiring  that  he  should  distinguish 
the  one  from  the  other  ;  whereupon  the  wisest  man 
ordered  the  windows  to  be  thrown  open,  and  in  came 
the  bees. 


Last  week,  when  the  black  clouds  gathered  in  the 
north  and  betokened  the  coming  of  a  thunder-storm, 
a  citizen  who  was  coming  down  on  a  street  car  re- 
marked to  an  elderly  man  beside  him  : 

"  A  storm  is  ponending." 

"  Hey  ? ''  inquired  the  other. 

"  I  say  there  are  tokens  of  a  storm,"  continued  the 
first. 

"  Hey?"'  was  the  brisk  inquirj-  again. 

" .-Appearances  indicate  a  storm!'"  exclaimed  the 
citizen,  a  trifle  embarrassed. 

"  Hey  !  What  did  yousay  about  indelicate?"  que- 
ried the  other. 

"  There's  going  to  be  a  thunder-storm  !  "  shouted 
the  citizen,  dropping  his  big  words  all  of  a  sudden. 

"Ah!  Xow  I  understand,'"  said  the  old  man; 
"going  to  be  a  thimder-storm.  Well,  what  do  you 
want  me  to  do  about  it  ?  "' 


UTienever  young  ladies  learn  so  to  stick  a  pin  in 
their  apron-string  that  it  won't  scratch  a  fellow's 
wrist,  there  \\ill  be  more  marriages. 


A  tramp  stepped  into  a  saloon.  He  was  lean  and 
gaunt,  and  he  was  as  dry  as  a  hot  day.  He  asked 
the  bar-lender  to  lend  him  his  ear,  but  he  had  only 
two,  and  refused.  Grasping  the  hanger-up  by  the 
coat-collar,  the  tramp  led  him  to  the  back  room,  and 
said  :  "  See  here,  my  dear  fellow,  you.  at  the  time  of 
writing,  stand  on  the  edge  of  a  fearful  catastrophe. 
This  free  lunch  business  is  ruining  the  morals  of  our 
great  and  glorious  country.  It  should  be  stopped. 
It  entices  hard-working,  honorable  men  to  forage 
aroimd  the  city,  to  rake  up  a  hving,  when,  if  the  lux- 
urious ^-iands  were  withheld,  they  would  be  at  home 
with  their  families.  My  friend,  be  the  first  to  set  a 
healthy  example.     Charge  for  the  lunch,  and  give  the 

beer  away.     Xow.  you  just  bring  me  a  glass  of " 

The  tramp  was  not  certain  whether  the  billiard-table 
had  jumped  over  him  or  the  floor  had  caved  in. 


"A  gentleman  at  Santa  Cruz,  after  waving  his 
handkerchief  for  half  an  hour  or  more  at  an  unknown 
lady  whom  he  discovered  at  a  distant  point  on  the 
shore,  was  encouraged  by  a  warm  response  to  his  sig- 
nal to  approach  his  charmer.  Imagine  his  feeUngs 
when  on  drawing  nearer  he  found  that  it  was  his  own 
dear  wife,  whom  he  had  left  at  the  hotel  but  a  short 
time  before.  " '  Why,  how  remarkable  that  we  should 
have  recognized  each  other  at  such  a  distance?"  ex- 
claimed both  in  the  same  breath,  and  then  they 
changed  the  subject. 


"Tobacco  smoke  iirtates  mosquitoes."  To  be 
sure  it  does.  It  brought  us  down  from  two  hundred 
pounds  to  nearly  a  hundred  in  weight,  and  weed  have 
kept  on  sinking  until  our  low-neck  shoes  would  have 
swallowed  us  in  if  we  hadn't  given  it  up.  Drop  it, 
mosquitoes.  If  you  must  really  indulge  in  the  weed 
in  any  form,  chew.    A  word  to  the  wise  is  snuff. 


Isl.W  LAWRENCE. 

All  That  I  Know  About  Her. 

I  had  returned  to  Paris  from  an  early  trip  to  St. 
Gemiaine  with  a  couple  of  French  students,  who 
lodged  on  the  same  floor  with  myself,  and  as  we 
parted  on  one  of  the  quays  that  border  the  Seine 
I  lingered  a  moment  to  gaze  down  the  river  at  ilie 
brfdges  and  the  Utile  steamers,  which  always  formed 
to  me  a  very  pleasant  busy  scene.  I  was  about  to 
start  off.  when  in  a  different  direction  from  that 
which  I  intended  to  take  I  saw  close  by  the  water's 
edge  a  group  of  idlers  gathered  together.  I  turned 
about  and.  walking  down,  found  the  body  of  a  young 
woman  had  been  taken  from  the  water.  This  is  no 
unusual  sight  in  Paris,  but  it  filled  me  with  unusual 
feelings  of  interest.  The  face  of  this  girl  must  cer- 
tainly have  been  very  attractive,  and  the  fair  and 
Sa.xon  hair  proved  at  once  that  her  nationality  was 
not  French.  The  body  was  removed  from  the  scene, 
and  1  turned  away.  I  had  been  hungr}-  for  my 
breakfast,  but  when  it  was  brought  to  me  that  morn- 
ing I  could  not  eat,  but  sat  thinking  and  wondering 
who  she  was,  and  why  had  she  done  it.  I  went 
around  by  the  Morgue  and  saw  the  face  again.  It 
bore  resemblance  to  no  one  I  had  known,  but  it 
seemed  to  me  so  desolate  and  pitiful,  this  fair,  girlish 
face,  so  young,  yet  so  thin  and  worn.  Was  it  starva- 
tion, or  suffering,  or  possibly  both  ?  All  day  I  tried 
to  bring  back  my  usual  careless  thoughts,  but  I  failed 
entirely,  and  toward  evening  found  myself  again 
gazing  with  feehngs  of  wondering  pity ;  and  as  I 
looked  another  stood  beside  me,  who  did  not,  like 
the  rest,  stop  and  then  turn  away,  but  stood  mutely 
gazing  at  the  dead  girl.  He  was  an  Englishman, 
and  a  stranger  to  me,  but  he  seemed  so  strangely 
moved  that  1  ventured  to  ask  : 

"  Do  you  know  her?'* 

"  Yes.  I  know  her." 

I  wanted  so  much  to  learn  more,  and  still  his  grief 
seemed  so  quiet,  but  so  deep,  I  did  not  dare.  He 
looked  a  moment  longer  and  then,  covering  his  face 
with  his  hands,  his  form  shook  with  emotion  and  he 
turned  away.  I  follovsed  him  into  the  street  which 
had  been  hghted.  and  he  took  my  offered  arm.  We 
walked  some  blocks  in  silence  till  we  came  to  a  hotel 
on  the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  before  which  he  stopi>ed. 

"  Can  you — would  you  come  to  my  apartments, 
and  tell  me  what  jou  know ? "' 

I  assented  gladly,  and  followed  him  up.  He 
desired  me  to  be  seated,  and  then  opening  a  book 
showed  me  a  photograph,  without  further  explana- 
tion, I  recognized  the  face  immediately ;  it  was  some 
years  younger,  and  the  expression  was  sweet  and 
tender,  and  full  of  happiness ;  while  the  long,  fair 
hair  fell  over  the  shoulders  even  as  it  did  when  she 
lav  in  death  ;  beneath  was  written,  "  May  LauTence,'' 
and  the  date  was  three  years  back.  A  heavy  sob 
aroused  me.  My  unknown  companion  had  given 
way  to  his  deep  sorrow,  and  was  weeping  Uke  a  child- 
The  tears  of  women  had  always  touched  me,  but  this 
was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  one  of  my  own  sex  give 
way  to  grief  like  this.  My  own  eyes  were  filling  as  I 
rose  and  placed  my  hand  on  his  shoulder.  At  first 
he  did  not  notice,  but  as  he  became  calmer  it  seemed 
to  comfort  him.  and  he  took  both  my  hands  in  his, 
and  grasped  them  warmly. 

""Thank  you  for  your  sympathy,  my  friend;  I 
hope  your  heart  may  never  feel  the  wretchedness  of 
mine." 

He  took  the  photograph  and  looked  long  at  the 
lovely  face.    It  was  so  timid  and  trustful  and  so  happy 

then  ;  and  now .    The  church  near  by  chimed  out 

the  half  hour  to  midnight,  and  the  sound  aroused 
him.  He  asked  forgiveness  for  hanng  given  a  stran- 
ger so  much  trouble,  and  then  said,  hurriedly  : 

"  It  was  all  my  fault.  I  married  a  sweet  wife,  who 
loved  me  with  a  love  that  women — pure  women — can 
feel,  but  men  like  me  are  too  selfish  to  know  or  ap- 
preciate. I  loved  her,  too,  but  it  was  not  such  love 
as  hers — deep,  and  true,  and  lasting.  I  was  tempted 
by  a  siren,  and  I — .  I  shall  never,  never  forget  the 
wretched  look  in  May's  eyes  when  she  understood  my 
faithlessless  ;  but  I  was  infatuated."  He  stopped. 
"  I  cannot  tell  you  more,  my  friend.  Try  and  forget 
these  past  few  hours  ;  and  perhaps  some  day,  if  you 
are  not  already  married  you  may  be.  Be  true  to  your 
wife  in  thought  and  deed  ;  and  if  she  loves  you  as 
May  Ipved  me,  you  will  be  blessed  more  than  men 
deser\-e." 

That  was  all ;  nothing  to  teU  of  her  life  and  death  ; 
perhaps  he  did  not  know,  and  I  was  fain  to  be  con- 
tent and  respect  what  confidence  he  had  seen  fit  to 
give.     I  arose  to  go ;  he  held  my  hand  in  his. 

'  *  I  can  never  forget  yom-  sympathy,  but  try  and 
forget  my  sorrow.'" 

I  never  met  the  man  again.  A  year  after  I  was 
about  retimiing  to  .America,  when  I  visited  with  some 
friends  the  Cemetary  Montraartre,  and  just  by  acci 
dent  came  upon  a  grave,  well  kept  and  green,  and  on 
the  headstone  I  read  in  EngHsh  :  "May  Lawrence, 
aged  22."  L.  B.   Bertr.\nd. 


"  N^ow,  my  son,  never  interrupt  an  old  man.  No, 
my  son,  never  fool  with  the  old-timers — there  are 
mighty  few  left;  they  are  getting  old  and  feeble; 
their  shadows  are  falling  far  to  the  eastward;  in  a  few 
years  there  will  be  none  left,  and  then  you  and  the 
rest  of  the  hoodlums  can  come  to  the  front  and  say 
as  how  you  were  personally  acquainted  with  old  Col. 
Baker,  Senator  Broderick.  Lola  Montez,  Ralston.  J. 
P.  ]oncs.  Sharon,  Jim  Fair,  Mackay.  Flood  and 
O'Brien,  a  great  deal  better  than  I  am  with  you,  and 
slept  ^\^th  them,  and  ate  with  them,  and  loaned  them 
a  twenty  when  they  were  so  poor  they  did  not  have  a 
dollar  in  the  world,  and  not  a  decent  shirt  to  their 
backs;  and  tell  about  men  who  are  not  near  as  liberal 
nowadays.  X'o.  my  son.  do  not  pester  the  old  boys. 
Let  them  indulge  in  their  little  sports  of  whisky 
drinking,  pedro  and  swapping  lies,  and  pattern  after 
them  so  that  when  you  are  old,  baldheaded.  and 
carry  a  big  bass  drum  under  your  vest,  you  will  be  a 
shining,  profitable  light  to  the  coming  generation. 
See  here!  If  I  ever  catch  you  playing  any  more 
tricks  on  the  old  man  I  will  break  you  in  two — git !  " 


The  boys  were  arranging  for  a  circus,  a  la  Bar- 
num,  and  most  of  the  preparations  had  been  made, 
when  some  one  discovered  that  no  clown  had  been 
engaged.  The  leader  looked  the  crowd  over,  and 
making  a  selection,  he  said:  "Here.  Willie,  you 
must  be  the  clown.  Xow  then,  Tom  takes  the  tick- 
ets, Jimmy  leads  the  band,  I  am  the  giant,  and  little 
Wilfie  stands  in  the  centre  and  talks  bad  and  acts 
like  an  idiot !  "  There  is  no  reason  why  the  boys' 
circus  should  not  be  a  success. 


The  grave  of  General  Custar  at  West  Point  is  not 
marked  even  by  a  stone  ;  yet,  on  Decoration  Day,  it 
was  covered  with  beautiful  flowers  by  the  hand  of  one 
who  loved  him — his  wife. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


F 


NOOK    FARM. 

FAMILIES    WISHING    TO   SPEXD 


the  Summer  in  the  country-  ^^^ll  find  this  a  cheerfn 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj'of  such  endless  variety-  asiemp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  e.\cellent  table,  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  E.  SMITH, 
Rutherford,  Xapa  Countv.  Cal. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 


SANTA  BARBARA,  GAL. 

ATO     HOTEL     O.V     THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  .Arli.nctgn  in  the  airj-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  In  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Argo.vai't  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  veiy  economical  rate  of  e.\pendtturc,  has 
been  solved  at  the  .^klingtok,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.   BROMLEY,   Manager. 


FALK'S 

MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Is  made  from  first  class  materials,  and  is 
especially  recommended  by  the  medical  pro- 
fession for  ladies  and  others  suffering  from 
general  debility.  It  is  strengthening  and  de- 
licious to  the  taste.  Ask  your  grocer  for  it, 
and  take  none  other. 

CUTTING  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  GO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


JVA  KE LEE'S 


AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

ao  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

*^  to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Druggists,  comer  Montgomcr\-  and  Bush  Sts. 


RARE  ENCRAVINCS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 

'T'HE  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 

-*  gravers  who  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  (lie  last  century-  are  celebrated  for  their  ranty,  age, 
and  unequalcd  workmanship.  'ITiey  are  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  arc  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  K  .M  and  5  p.  m.,  at 

No.  417  KEARNY  STREET,  ROOM  No.  i, 

San   Fr.\ncisco.  ^ 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

AND    DE.i.LEKS    IN 

REGALIA 

LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Btmting  Flags,  Banfiers. 

A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 

SIC  SACRAMENTO   STREET. 


^ 
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THE   A  RGON  AU  T. 


THE  ARGONAUT   SKETCH   BOOKI 


•i 


Thirty-six  Pages  of  Letters  and  Sketches  illtistratiitg  Scenes  in  the  Pavilion, 

artistic,  realistic,  serious,  and  comic. 


\ 


SOMETHING  THAT  EVERYBODY  WILL  WANT  TO  SEE. 


Plirtmg  Scenes  on  the  ''Boulevard  de  Gallerie"  and  a  special  letter  de- 
scriptive of  those  zcJio  j^^  engage  in  that  pas  y^^Mj^  tijne.  Sketches  at 
random  in  the  g^i^'^^T  den.  Bits  of  beatity ^^^m  grouped  around  the  j 
fountains.  Charac  j^^  ter  sketches,  carica^^t/^^^tures,  and  faces  of 
■.'isitors  from  differ'^^^^en t  portions  of  thefj^^^^city  ajid  02it  of  tozuji. 
You  can  not  fail  to  find  the  portrait  of  yourself  or  of  an  acquaintance  in  "The  A  rg07iaut  Sketch  Book." 


A  special  letter  -djill  be  devoted  to  sketclies  of  tJie  pretty  exhibits  and  notable  features  of  the  Fair.  "  Tlic  Sketch  Book"  besides  its  local 
ainrst,  will  be  a  splendid  tlnng  to  send  to  friends  at  the  East.  T/ie  trade  stipplied  by  the  San  Francisco  News  Co.  Single  copies  ^nailed 
J  any  address  on  receipt  of  2§  cents,  tlie  retail  price, 

THE   ARGONAUT    PUBLISHING    COMPANY. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  a.  m.  and  7}^  p.  m.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  service  at  6'A  P-  m. 


$30,000  WANTED. 
A  borrower  wants  $30,000  upon  real  estate  mort- 
gage, for  five  years,  at  six  per  cent,  per  annum,  offer- 
ing for  security  San  Ftancisco  city  property  worth 
$230,000.  producing  $1,200  per  month  rent.  Will 
deal  only  with  principals.  Address  "Borrower,'' 
AnGONAUT  office. 


Wanted— Copies  of  the  Argonaut  of  August 
3d  (No.  4.  Vol.  III.) 


For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 


Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 


Ladies — Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


Fans,  dolls,  toys,  and  articles  de  vertu  thoroughly 
repaired  with  GIANT  CEMENT.  Sold  by  all  drug- 
gists, and  at  417  Washington  Street. 


fDALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer. 

Last  perrormances  of  the  ^eatest  legitimate  omedy  of  mod- 
ern times, 

FOUROHAMBAULT, 

Acted  at  the  present  time  in  only  two  Theatres  in  the  world, 

La  Comedie  Francaise,  Paris,  and  Baldwin's 

Theatre,  San  Francisco. 

SATURDAY AUGUSl'  24 

MATINEE  AT  2 :    EVENING  AT  S. 

Sunday,  August  25,  Benefit  of  MISS  SYLVESTER, 

THE  MARBLE  HEART. 

Monday,  August  26,  and  every  evening   during   tha   week, 

ROIVIANCE  OF  A  POOR  YOUNG  MAN. 
DUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 
Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY,  AT  2  P.  M. 

SATURDAY,  AUGUST  24, 

Also,  this  (Saturday)  and  to-morrow  (Sunday)  evening, 

THE  FAMOUS 

H  AVERLY      MINSTRELS. 

IMMENSE  HIT  OF 

JULIUS  THE  SNOOZER, 

Julius  Casar).  a  new  Ethiopian  Burlesque  Extravaganza, 
redolent  with  tropical  remarks,  local  sayings,  puns,  jokes, 
and  real  fun,  to  set  all  reeling  with  laughter. 

GUS  WILLIAMS' 

New  Local  Song,  ">Vhat  Kearney  is  doing  East,"   and  his 
famous  Burlesque  Temperance  Lecture. 

Ladies  will  please  remember  the  JULIUS  THE  SNOOZ- 
ER MATINEES  Wednesday  and  Saturday. 

/CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 

Last  Week  of  the  gifted  artiste, 

MISS  MAGGIE  MITCHELL, 

And  the  favorite  actor, 

MR.  WILLIAM  HARRIS. 

Mooday,  August  26,  and  until  further  notice,  the  new  play 
written  e.KpressIy  for  Miss  Mitchell  by  Louis  Vider,  entitled 

BIRDS  OF   PASSAGE! 

Friday,  August  30,  Farewell  Benefit  of  i^IISS  MAGGIE 
MITCHELL. 

Farewell  Matinee  Saturday,  .\ugust  30. 
Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  Box  Ofiice. 

Monday,  September  2,  engagement  of  Messrs. 

CRANE  AND  ROBSON, 

And  production  of 

I  OUR  BACHELORS. 

I  A    C_ARD. 

p     C.  MOWBRA  K,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

■'*-  *  224  STOCKTON  STREET,  would  respectfully 
inform  his  friends  and  patrons  that  he  has  entirely  recovered 
from  his  late  illness,  and  will  resume  practice  on  Mondav, 
August  19th. 

In  reply  to  numerous  inquiries   Dr.  Mowbray  would  state 
that   HIS    practice  is  entirely  separate  from  that 
.m        OF  Dr.  Younger, 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

RONZE8,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Slitter  Sts. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO, 


HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 


As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conservative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  policies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfeiture  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities amount  to  $2,759,965  04,  Wallace  Everson,  No.  328  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


TERRACE 


SWIMMIN 


PVOT   OF   WEBSTER   STREET,  ON  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BEACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "  elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep.  High  water  at  all  times 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS    FOR   LADIES   UN.\TTENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWARK — depot  on  the  premises;  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway  Station,  running  within   two  blocks  of  the  Baths. 
RAXHS     25  CENTS    including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits,  Towels,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 

'  '  R.   HALEY  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


5.  H.  WAKEFIELD,  A.  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

(TTOCK  &-   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

V>     for  La  tics,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     SZT  Entrance 
south  side  of  Coiirl.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished  by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention- 
Call,  or  send   for  New  Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced, 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


P 


UBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Omco  No.  12  Ncvaila  Block. 


DECKER  BROS!  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


fine  Upholstery,  Cabinet  &.  Frame  Work 

A    SPECIALTY. 

OCIt  CARPETING,   tIPHOLSTERY  AND 
EEDDIXG  M  ATEKI AL  nro  all  of  the  firstnuality. 
Ilavinpr  increased  our  facilities  ami  enlar^red  our  Furni- 
lure  Manufactory,  tve  are  prepared  to  execute  ortle-s  for 
.A.VTIQUE.  MEDL-EVALand  MODEKA'  FURNITUiUi 
Irom  On^aal  r>eiif,-ns. 

CHARLES  M.  PLUM. 

epita'ble  life 

ASSURANCE  SOCIETY 

OF   THE    UNITED    STATES, 

120  Broadway,  New  York. 

Assets Sj4,ooo,ooo 

Surplus 6,2^0,000 

H.  B.  HYDE ; PRESIDENT. 

J.  W.  ALEXANDER VICE-PRESIDENT. 

J-'HE    EQUITABLE    LIFE    ASSUR- 

-^  ANCE  SOCIETY'  has  received  authority-  from  the 
Hon.  J.  C.  Maynard,  Insurance  Commissioner,  to  trans- 
act the  business  of  Life  Inslranxh  in  the  State  of  Cahfor- 
nia. 

WM.  D.  GARLAND, 

MANAGER   FOR  THE   PACIFIC   COAST. 

Office,  240  Montgomery  Street. 

S.  p.  R.  R. 

(NORTHERN    DIVISION.) 


SPECIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


COMMENCING  SATURDAY,  JULY 
L-     13th,  1S7S, 

EXCURSION    TICKETS 

Will  be  sold  by  this  Company  from 

S.A.N  Francisco  to  San  Jose  and  other 

POINTS  and  return. 

(  Tickets  to  San  Jose  good  for  return  by  either  the  South- 
em  or  Central  Pacific  Railroads.) 

BST  These  Tickets  will  be  sold  ONLV  on  Saturdays  and 
Sunday  Moknings. 

The  Return  Trip  Ticket  will  not  be  good  for  passage  after 
the  AIoNDAY  following  the  date  of  purchase. 

Ticket  Offices — Passenger  Depot,  Townsend  Street, 
between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets  ;  Valencia  Street  Station. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.         Ass't  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agt. 

NOTICE.— San  Jose  Excursion  Tickets  (via  C.  P.  R. 
R.)  can'  be  purchased  at  the  offices  of  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  Oakland  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco; also,  at  the  several  Ticket  Offices  in  Oakland. 

LOCUST     GROVE, 

SONOMA. 

p-AMILIES     OR     YOUNG    LADIES 

■^  wishing   to   spend   tlic   motith   of  September   in  this 

Valley  (the  grape  season)  can,  on  early  application,  be  well 
accommodated  at  this  well  known  place  on  reasonable  terms. 
MRS.  A.  B.  LUBECK,  Sonoma. 

NEW 

BOOKS 

.•\tlantic  Islands  as  Resorts  of  Health  and   Pleasure. 

EyS.  G.  W.  Ecnj.-imin.     Ilhistrated,  8vo $3  00 

Egi'pt  as  It  Is.     By  J.  C.  McCoan.     With  a  map,  8vo.  5  75 

Armenia  and  the  Campaign  of  1877.  By  C.  B.  Nor- 
man.    With  maps  and  plans,  Svo 4  00 

Voyage  of  the  Paper  Canoe.  A  journey  of  2,500  miles 
through  the  continent  of  North  .\merica  from 
Quebec  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.     Svo 2  50 

Life   and   Times  of  Thomas   Becket.     By  James   A. 

Froude.     Svo i  50 

Memorial  and  Biographical   Sketches.      By  James  F. 

Clarke,     ismo a  00 

Lewis,  J.  B.,  and  Bumbaugh,  C.  C.  Remarkable 
Stratagems  and  Conspiracies  to  defraud  Life  In- 
surance Companies,     i2mo,  423  pp 2  00 

Plays  for  Private  Acting,     i^mo i  00 

y /-VjTfc  /^^M^  >tV\ 

72! lO^KET  St.  S.i" 

y^  y.  PETTiT  £-  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 

528  Cai.ifoknia  Street,  San  Fr,\ncisco,  C\t.. 

BrfiT  KOHLER&  CHASE 
1^1  ^^"^    FRANCISCO 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  FLY  MANUFACTORY. 

The  Wonderful  Things  Done  in  Paterson.  N.  J. 

Flies  arc  artificially  propagated  in  New  Jersey, 
near  Paterson.  where  an  as-^ciation  of  men  have  in- 
vested capital,  and  are  runnln}::  the  works  to  their  full 
capacity.  Flics  are  incubated  from  eggs  by  an  arti- 
ficial hatching  arrangement,  and  the  young  flies  are 
taught  all  the  deviltry  they  know  right  in  the  factory. 
Some  will  look  upon  this  stttcnienl  as  false,  and 
wonder  why  any  association  of  men  should  engage  in 
ihe  artificial  propagation  of  the  fly.  We  will  explain. 
It  is  well  known  flies  die  at  the'end  of  the  se;ison. 
and  if  it  were  not  for  artificial  propagation,  there 
would  be  none  the  second  se.'ison.  The  parties  that 
are  engaged  in  this  industr)-  are  also  sole  manufac- 
turers of  fly-paper  and  fly-traps.  We  trust  that  the 
object  is  now  plain.  In  order  to  sell  their  pa|x.-r  and 
traps,  ii  is  necessarj*  to  have  game  to  cnich.  -The 
gentlemen  h;id  engaged  largely  in  the  nuiniiractui'c  of 
fly-paper  and  fly-traps  before  they  knew  that  flies 
only  lasted  one  season,  and  after  a  year  of  success 
they  found  Iwnkruptcy  staring  them  in  the  face,  as  it 
was  probable  ihev  would  not  sell  a  sheet  of  [kiix-t  the 
next  year.  So  they  organized  the  "  (Jreat  .\nierican 
Artificial  Fly  Incubating  .\ssociation  of  New  jersey." 
aod  issued  a  million  dollars'  worth  of  stocK.  We 
have  not  room  to  describe  the  hatching  of  flies,  but 
it  is  like  hatching  chickens  by  'iienin.  Some  of  the 
best  old  flies  are  kept  to  lay  eggs,  and  the  t^t:gs  are 
placed  on  cards  and  put  into  an  oven.  They  hatch 
out  in  twenty  minutes,  and  are  ri.>ady  in  half  an  hour 
to  learn  the  business.  First  ihry  are  taught  to  wadt- 
in  butter,  to  swim  in  cream,  and  to  get  into  thint,'^ 
around  the  kitchen.  Then  the  young  flies  are  taken 
to  the  dormitory,  where  men  and  women,  cngagi-ii 
for  the  purpose,  are  pretending  to  sleep.  An  old  ll> 
and  a  hundred  young  ones  are  placed  in  each  room, 
and  the  old  fly.  after  lighting  on  shirt  bosoms  or  fe- 
male while  goods,  in  order  to  teach  the  young  flies 
the  noble  art  of  punctuation,  begins  to  gel  in  its 
work  on  the  sleeper.  The  old  fly.  after  seating  the 
young  flies  on  cuffs  and  colKirs,  calls  "Attention  !" 
and  after  buzzing  around  a  little,  lights  on  the 
sleeper's  nose.  The  sleeper  pretends  lo  be  mad, 
and  slips  at  the  fly — this  is  a  mere  matter  of 
form,  however,  for  if  a  sleeper  engaged  by  the 
association  kills  an  old  stool  fly,  it  is  deducted 
from  his  or  her  salary.  As  the  old  fly  gets  away  the 
young  flies  laugh  and  want  to  try  it  themselves.  Then 
the  old  flv  lights  upon  the  l.idy  sleeper's  big  toe  and 
proceeds  deliberately  to  walk  up  her  foot,  ankle,  and 
calf,  occasionally  stopping  to  bite.  This  is  very  try- 
ing to  the  alleged  sleepers,  causing  ner\ousncss.  and 
a  twitching  of  the  muscles,  but  they  must  not  injure 
the  fly.  The  little  flies  notice  everything,  and,  after 
the  old  fly  has  carousel  .around,  and  tickled  and 
buzzed,  then  the  young  flies  are  allowed  to  practice 
on  them.  The  persons  practised  on  gel  $6  a  d,ay  and 
board,  as  it  is  a  verj*  particular  and  irj'ing  situation. 
Then  comes  the  expensive  business  of  distributing 
flies  throughout  the  country.  Formerly  it  was  done 
through  book  agents  and  lightning-rod  peddlers,  but 
that  was  found  too  expensive  ;  so  the  association  orig- 
inated the  idea  of  sending  out  regular  agents,  called 
tramps,  to  introduce  the  flics.  The  first  year  only 
about  10,000  tramps  were  sent  out,  but  the  business 
has  grown  to  such  huge  proportions  that  it  is  esti- 
mated that  this  year  the  association  has  out  500.000 
tramps,  leaving  flies  around.  They  go  from  house  to 
house  begging,  and  before  Ihey  leave  they  manage  to 
drop  a  few  flics.  Each  tramp  has  a  card  witli  .1  mil- 
lion young  flies  on.  After  he  has  partaken  of  his 
meal,  and  the  woman  of  the  house  is  out  for  a  shotgun 
or  a  dog  to  drive  him  aw*av,  he  slips  his  hand  up  his 
slcc\'e  and  tears  off  a  piece  of  card  containing,  per- 
haps, 10,000  young  flics,  and  drops  it  in  the  woodbox 
or  in  some  convenient  place.  That  is  enough  to  start 
on,  as  the  flies  breed  rapidly.  The  next  day  the 
woman  will  wonder  "where  on  ainh  all  them  flies 
come  from."  The  company  has  distributing  points 
all  over  the  country — Chicago.  .Si.  Ia>uis,  and  St.  Paul 
being  among  them — where  the  tramps  go  once  a 
month  after  a  new  supply.  A  card  will  last  a  tramp 
thirty  days.  The  introduction  of  ihe  fly  paper  and 
the  fly  traps  is  easier,  as  the  articles  are  sent  "directly 
to  druggists,  who  sell  them  to  consumers.  Stock  in 
the  association  is  worth  an  immense  amount,  paying 
a  quarterly  dividend  of  twenty  per  cent.  The  only 
way  that  the  fly  nuisance  can  be  abated  is  to  kilt  the 
tramps  as  fast  .is  they  enter  a  community,  or  dcslroy 
the  manufactory  at  New  Jersey.  We  have  exposed 
the  nefarious  business  ;  now  let  the  people  rise  up  and 
crush  it  out  of  existence. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  B-.rkcIey  Gymnasium  (a  pn:paralor>'  school  to  the 
Univeriity)— a  first-class  boarding-school  (r^cablishmenl  in 
the  ialcreaU  of  higher  education,  -ind  in  opposition  to  ihe 
cramnninE  synem  of  (he  small  coltcijcs  and  military  acade- 
mic of  the  Stale.  The  ncJtt  icmiwill  commtincc  July  ■^ih. 
Eximination  of  c.-»ndid;Hcs  for  admission  July  lad  and  33d. 
By  rcii'Je^t.  insiniction*  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer iDjnths  for  students  preparing  fur  the  Augu&t  cxamina- 
tion*  a  the  Univer.ily.  For  catalogue  or  parliculaxi.  ad- 
dfrfc> 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

NoTK.— We  desire  to  call  special  attention  lo  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo\-s. 


,    rKKSCOTT.  IKVING   M.    SCOTT. 


H.   T.    SCOTT. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


H.     J.     PLOMTEAUX, 

DENTIST, 

pjAS     REMOVED     HIS     DENTAL 

Rooms  from  the  X.  E.  corner  of  Broadway  and 
Tenth  StrceU  to  the  N.  E.  comer  of  Broadway  and  Twelfth 
Streets,  overthe  Oakland  Bank  of  .Savii.gn. 

Oakland.  June  i%t.  187s. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  and  Retail 

Dritggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 

a7id  Doffiesiic  DrugSy  C/iem- 

ieais,  arid  Per'/icmery, 

No.  140  Montgomery   Street,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR   ATTENTIOX   PAID 

to  contpoundins  Physician's  Prescripnons,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  every  care  is  tal:cn  to  ensure  ihe  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


'^^vi'^S-JX  s^ 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

{  KouiKk-J  i.MI-)      T'J^i  OiVii-c  Hox  2X2%. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S  .\  N     FRANCISCO 


MASfFACTURBRS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rock  Drills. 

Port.'vbic  Hoisting  Engines, 

M.irine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
D.iby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY   O.S   HAND   AND   FOK  SALE, 

Direct-acting  Pumpnig  and  Hoistmg  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Qu.-irtz  Crushing  and  Amalg.'unating  Machincr)-- 
Blake's  Roclc  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodi/ing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  lis  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOIT  &  CO. 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30, 
For  circulars,  address 


D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  Cal. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near  Bush,  opposite  the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


J.   O.    MERRILL   &.   GO. 
SHIPPING 

~ANL>  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    .\ND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 


304  AND  306  California  St. 


San  Franeieco. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^^  Standard  Reputation,  plajnng  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs,  llic  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  h.ind.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
done  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadwav.  New  York. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insiirancc  Company 

[established  in  1874.] 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

501-E  MAKERS  OE 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 

SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  5=9  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  I.^idesdorfr  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Nbwto.s"  Booth,  C  T.  Wheei.sii,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Gt.o;-Ba,  W.  W.  DoDGR,  San  Franci«» 

TJ/-    H".  DODGE  &•   CO., 

WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  corn«r  Cl^v  and  Front  5-:r— ;;>.  San  Franciscob 


A 


REDI  NGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wnerever  tested  on*  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  prefprence  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  convumen:  (ban  any  other  kind  and  arc 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  triaf. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest  corner   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


PrescnptioQS  prepared  u'ilh  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 


PASTURAGE. 
I         

GENTLEMEN  SEEKING  SUMMER 

^^  pa.<turage  for  valuable  Hors«^  will  find  the  best  of 
feed  and  the  best  of  care  at  Cone  Madera.  Inquire  at  the 
.\RCONArT  office.     Terms.  S'^  per  month. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 
ATTORNEY  AT  LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,   Room  16.      Probate,   divo-xe,  bank- 
ruptcy, aad  all  other  cases  aUeoded  to. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  &-  CO.y 

IMPORTERS   AND   MANfFACTl-'RERS   OP 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

Nu.  427  MoNTCOMEKV  St.,  SaN   Fr.\.S(.1SCO. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.  D.   ROGERS.   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   C.AFFREV,  Camden.  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KII.LAM  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilniingtpn 


AI.SO,    AGENTS    FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


DANIEL  Z.    VOST. 

JDRECKINRIDGE  6^    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

Have  removed  to  the 

S.  E.  comer  Montgomery  and  California  Sts. 

In  the  room  formerly  occupied  by  Pioneer  Bank. 


J.  M.  WALKER. 


JENNINGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.  AUSTIN. 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN   FRANCISCO,   CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President.       J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Fkru.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  GaKONHR General  Agent . 

John  C.  Staples Specml  Agent. 


P 


COMMERCIAL 

■SURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 


J.  M.  WALKER   &  CO. 

(TTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   W.    CORNER 
•^     Monigo/n^ry  and  Pine  Streets, 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


...T.   F.  KEI.LOGG. 


FOX  Sc  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS  AND   COUNSELORS 

-^       AT  LAW.,  San  FrancLsco.  Cal. 

Office,  No.  5^0  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  3.  and  %. 


A'.    E.    HALK. 


R.    fACIieCO. 


5 


HALE  &.  PACHECO, 

TOCK    AND     COMMISSION   BRO- 

kers,  317  Montgomerj-  Street,  Neii-ada  Block. 


TyR.  G.  y.  VAN  VLACK, 


4  EDDY  STREET, 

Opposite  The  Baldwin. 


FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Princip.al  oflice,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  l.ATON.  Secrei.ar)-. 


n^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 


INSURjVNCE    company,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  218  and  330  Sansomc  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT.  Presi<lent, 

RICHARD  1VER.S.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


TTALES^  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  lJi<,iricij  Storey  County,  State  of  Nevada. 

Notice  i-;  hereby  dven,  th.\tata  meeting  of  the  Board  o( 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  of  August,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  59)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately, 
in  United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Sccreiar>',  at  the  office 
of  the  Company,  Room  sSp^  Nevada  Block,  northwest  cor- 
ner Pine  and  Montgomcr>'  btreet,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  i8th  day  of  September,  1878,  wilt  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  fur  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before    will  be   sold  on'WEDNKsDAV,  the  ninth  (glh) 


d.iy  of   October,    1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent   assessment, 
together  with  cost  of  advertismg  and  expenses  of  sale, 
fj,,  f I >   .L_  i> I  -1-  rA* 


;ether  with  cost  of  advi  ^ 

order  ot  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JOEL  F.   LIGHTNER,  Secretary. 
Office— Room  58,  Nevada  Block,    northwest  corner  Pine 
and  Montgomery  Streets,  San  Francisco,  California, 

•lERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 


s 


Company.— Location  of  principal  place  of  busines.'i, 
San  Francisco,  CaiiforHia,  Location  of  works,  Virgnia 
Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  thirty-first  day  of  July,  1B78,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  55)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  Immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  ^7,  Nevada  Bloock,  No.  309  Montgomcrj- 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  fourth  day  of  September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent. 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  WednesdaV,  the  twenty-fifth 
day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
togctlier  with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenwis  of  sale. 

W.  W.  STETSON.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  ^7,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Monlgomer>' 
Street,  San  P'rancisco,  California. 


A  P PLICA  TJON  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

-^  TRADER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I,  K.  S. 
Eggert  Aitkkn',  wife  of  Charles  H.  Aitken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisc'>,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  2d  of  September,  a.  d.  1878, 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September  term,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  lo  carrj'  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  to  own  and  run  a 
lodging-house,  to  buy  and  sell  mining  stocks,  personal  and 
real  property,  lo  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
otherwise,  and  to  act  as  spirit  and  test  medium,  and  to  do 
and  perform  all  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  and  each  of  them, 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Franci.sco,  Cal.,  July  i6th,  a.  d.  1878. 
W.M.  H.  H.  Haht,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
ery Street. 

piIVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  HIBER- 

■*-^  NIA  SAVINGS  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY,  N.  E. 
corner  Montgomery  and  Post  Streets,  San  Francisco,  July 
24,  1878. — At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend,  at  the  rate  of  ■]%  per  cent,  per 
annum,  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six  months  end- 
ing July  2ist,  1878,  payable  from  and  after  this  date,  and 
-        -         "    ■      .1  L 


free  from  Federal  tax. 


EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretar>-. 


-TilVIDEND  NOTICE.  —  OFFICE    OF 

—  the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada 
Block,  Room  37,  San  Francisco,  Aug.  15th,  )878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  dividend  (No.  34)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Tuesday,  Aug.  zoth,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  21st  insL 

W.  W.  TR-WLOR.  Secretary. 


hJOTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 

U  hereby  given  by  the  undersigned,  AdminLslrator  of 
the  Estate  of  MICHAEL  KELLEHEK,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessar>' vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publicationof  this  notice,  to  the 
said  Administrator  at  his  place  of  Lusines;^,  Room  12,  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty of  San  Francisco.     Dated  August  Sth,  1878. 

WILLIAM  DOOL.AX, 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  Michael  Kcllcher,  deceased. 


'>fOS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY,  EL.\NK  BOOKS,  LEGAL,  CUSTCV- 

HOUSE,  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 

624  Mongoraery  Street,  Montgomery  Block. 

San  Francisco,  California. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


,  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
jaro,    Hollister,    Tres    Pinos,    and    Way    Stations. 


iWi^ftiii 


CuMMiiNCiNG  Sl'.';day,  July  14,   1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Tounsend   Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  -,^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Holtister, 
^•J^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Sahnas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations,  S^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R,  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
flSTSTAGE  connections  made  withthis  train.  Parlok  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 
"    TH     in  ■^'  ^^'  ^-^^L,^    fo''    San    Jose    and   Way    Sta- 

3-3ol  .  ...  - 

i^"  Sta^e    connection    made    with    this    train    at    Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

S^  On  Saturdays  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaro  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
turning, passengers  leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4.30  A.  M.  Mon- 
days (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriwng  in  San  Francisco  at  10 

A.  M. 

B^  Special  Notice. — On  Saturdays  only  the  run  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  to  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V.  R.  R.  for  MuNterev.  Returning,  leave 
Monterey  Mondays  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  a.  m. 

.  .p.  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
^•"t^  tions. 

P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park  and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

m"  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  ^vill  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  A.  M.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  v,  m. 

SW  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  E.\cursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN    DIVISIONS. 

S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
^-ia  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p,  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


6.30 1, 


]\JORTH    PACIFIC    COAST     RAIL- 
■L  V  ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF   TIME. 

On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,  1S78,  the  two  new,  last, 

and   elegant  steamers  SAiii  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SAHTO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 

WEEK  DAYS. 


Leave  San  Francisco. 
From   San   Quentin    Ferry, 
Market  Street). 
7.15  A.Tki.  for  S?.n  Rafael. 
8.15  "  "      &  Junction 

g.40  "  "  " 

1.45  P.M.  "  '' 

4. 10  "  "  ' 

5.10  "  "        1         " 

6.10  "    for  San  Rafael. 


(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  way  sta- 
tions. Stage  connection!) 
made  daily,  e.vcept  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 

(From    San   Quentin    Ferry, 
Market  Street). 

10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 

12,30  P.M.       "  " 


Leave  San  Rafael. 
(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry.) 


6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
S.00     "         " 


3.20  P.M. 

4-45     " 
5-45     " 


3-15 

5.45     "  for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00   A.  M.   Excursion    train, 
connecting   at    Junction 
with    train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
DO  A.M.  for  San  Francisco, 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 
8.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco 


1.45  P-M. 
4-30     " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 


6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael have  been   reduced   as  follows:  Weekdays,  75  cents; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY.  General  Manager. 


(^AN  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and   until   further 

notice,  Hoats  and  Trains  will  leave   San    Francisco 

(Washington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows: 


JJO 


P.M.,  DAILY,  Stmdays  excepted. 


Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  'J'rain  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Heaidsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
viUe  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bariiett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

^T  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  GuerneviHe,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  '\-  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip:  Donahue,  $1:  Petaluma,  $1  50:  Santa  Rosa, 
$2  ■   Heaidsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, GuerneviHe,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  roundtrip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50  ;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's.and  GuerneviHe,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3,00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 


Nos.  : 


I.  2,  3,  and  4  Sherman  s  Building, 

Montjomery  Street,  N.  E,  comer  of  Claj',  San  Francisco^ 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


C 


OMMENCING      IV  E  D  NE  SDAY 

July  10,  1878,  and  until  further  notice, 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 


7.00    ^-    ^^'^•'    D^^^y^     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma).  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland.  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  [Aixive  San  Francisco  8.55  p.  m.] 

8  00  ^-  ^'^-^  DAILY,    ATLANTIC 

'  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj)  for  Sacra- 

mento, Marj-sviJle,  Redding  (Portland,  Or,)  Colfax,  Reno 
(Virginia  City),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  P.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5,35  p  M.j 

1^  00  ^-    ^•'     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

Special  train  via  Oakland  Ferry,  arrives  at 
Martinez  10.15  a,  m.  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  p. 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  v.  m. 

Excursion  Tickets  at  Reduced  Ratf.s. 

A.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 
Oakland  Ferry)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  m.] 

?   00  ^-  '^'^■■'   -0-4/ZK,    SAN  JOSE 

^  *  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Fflrry    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  g.35  a.  m,] 


9-30 


3-30 


Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry( 
to  San  Pabl    and  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  g.35  A.  M.[ 

//  nn  P-  ^^■'   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

■y-'*-'*-^  Train  (via  Oakland  F-erri")  for  Lathrop,  and 
Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojavc,  Ncwhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12,40  p.  m.] 

yj  /^Q  P.  M,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

L^,^\J  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  ALirket  Stre^  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  .-.t  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  v.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  foi:  Truckee,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. xo  a.  m.] 

QO  P-  ^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
Wharf)  for  Eenicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  a.  m.  daily. 

[Arrive  S;m  Francisco  8,00  p.  M.] 

yr    on   P-    M.,    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^  '^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 
throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  A-  ^>*  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7,30  .a.,  m,] 
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FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  S.\N  FRA"NCISCO,  D.\ILY. 
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*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Fernside,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9.00,  10.00  a.  m.,  5.00 
p.  m. 

To  San  Josa,  daily,  I9.30  a.  m.,  3.00,  4.00  P.  m, 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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B — Suuiiays  excepted. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at 

Uakland 

From  Fernside,  except  Sundays,  8.00,  10. 

30,  11.00 

A.   M. 

6.00  P.  M. 
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ose,  da 

ly>  7-05.  S-io 

A.   M. 

CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Francisco — Daily — B6.3C1 — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9.15, 

-1.15— 2.25— 3.15— 4.15— 5.1£ 


1  A.  M.— 


10,15 — ir*I 
6.15  P.    M, 

From  Oakland — Daily — B6.20 — D7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 
— 11,03  A.  M.  —  12.05 — 1-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05 — 
6.05  P.  .M.  B — Daily,  Svndays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  S:  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  lo.i  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Agt. 


P 


FRENCH  SA  PL  Arcs 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

I  Bush  Street,  above  Kfarnev,  Sax  Francisco. 

G.  MAKE,  Director. 


M- 


'ASONIC  SAVINGS 

AND   LOAN  BANK, 

No.  6  PccT  St.,  Masonic  Temple,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Term  ana  Ordinary  Deposits  received.  Dividends  p.iid 
in  July  and  January-  of  e.ich  year.  Loans  made  on  ap- 
proved securities,  H.  T.  GRAVES.  Secpctarj-. 


C;"    P.  C.  R.  R.— (NARROW  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND  SANTA   CRUZ. 

SUM'MER  ARRANGEMENT,   1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferr^- Landing,  Market  St.; 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowr>''s, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatofi,  and  .'^Ima. 

P2Q  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  Newark,  Alviso,  Santa  Clara, 
San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Vallei",  and 
Santa  Cri.-2  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Elabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

yf    OQ  P'  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

I''  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

B^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M,  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A.  M.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  -a.  m. 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE  SAN    FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


A.M. 
5-00 

1        A.M.        1 

1     6-40     1 

A.M. 

9.20 

A.  M. 
*I0.30 

P.M. 
4.20 

P.M. 

6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 

5.40 

A.M. 

7-3° 

A,M.        1 
9,26        1 

P..M. 

*3.oo 

P.M. 
4.26 

1         P.M. 

1      7-00 

THOS 

*  Sundaj 
CARTER, 

Superintendent. 

s  only, 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent, 

PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
fer  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  tlie  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  iMoNTGOMERV  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


P 


ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKL.'^ND,  via  HONOLULU, 
June  10,  July  8,  Aug,  5,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  on  the  5th  and  19th  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA.    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND   PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  3olh  of  each  month, 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  tO.,  Agents, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPANAND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

Y0KOHAM.\  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  i3.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  Aug.   i 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,   President. 


S 


AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 

On  and  after  Thursday.  June  30,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows: 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Market  street — S.45  a.  m,;  11,00 
a.  m.  ;  '^.30  p.  m. ;  5,30  p.  m. — R.  R, 

Saucelito — 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m, ;  1  p.  m.  ;  4,30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — S.ooa.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00  a.  m. ;  12m.;  3.00 
p.  m, :  4,30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito— 9.00  a,  m.;  11.00  a.  m, ;  i.oo  p.  m.;  3.30  p.  m. ; 
5.45  p.  m,;  7.45  p.  m. — R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     •  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  olTice  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 
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HE  NEVADA    BANK 

OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-PresidenL 
John  W.  JIackav,     W,  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo,  A,  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T,  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)!  Chas.  W   Church. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
p.irt  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary'  usances.  This  Bank 
has  s{iecial  faciUtics  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the   United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 


New  York  Bankers,  , 
London  Bankers 


,  .The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 
, . .  Messrs,  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 
The  Union  B.ink  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  OfHca 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  S:  W.  Seligman&Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock ■$6,000,000 

Surplus  Eai7iings fjo.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  >  ,, 

IGN.    STEINHART,J^^^"^eerS. 
P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


n^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital Ss,ooo,ooo 

D,  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President, 

Thomas  Brown » Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Bo.-;ton,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unios 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand  ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast,  * 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  allpartsof  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  .'Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 
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IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


president M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sxveeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,        P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney RiCHAKD  ToBlN. 

Office,  Northeast  corner  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  dcliverj'. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


<^UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 

^  and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinary  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived,  and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  rec'pt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee. 

DAVID  FARQUHARSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS'  HALL,333 

^^      Montgomerj'   .Street,    San    Francisco.      Deposits  re- 
ceived  in  .sum^i  of  one   dollar  and   upward.     Remittances 
from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Well-    l^ar:;o  ^-  Co'-, 
Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  hou^L^  '.i;'     !;     I'li^lr 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery.      I 
of  the  depositor  should  accompany   he  fir-i  ' 
MARTIN  IJELLL 
James  Benson,  Secretary. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEBIilC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 

31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXT  P/A,\OS. 


L.  K.   HAMMER, 

Sole  .\ci:tn  for  Pacific  CfNul. 


■  0«rn«rs  of  Chickering  Pionm  are  specially  requested 
LVe  orders  for  tuning  at  wareroomv,  31  Post  btirel. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pi.\nos,  Rogers  Upright  Pianos, 
Prince  Organs,  Waters'  Organs,  Sheet  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

yy:,  .MARKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

I^anoc  Tuoed.  Rented,  aod  for  Sole  on  the  Instalment  Plan. 

Woodworth,Sghell&.  Co. 

ir  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND' AND  TRUST  CO. 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,MAXAGE  ESTATES 

ZJOUSES    AXD    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

in  this  cit\-,  Oakland,  and  Alameda.  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  saJe  in  all  part»  oS  the  countn-.  Agents  in  the 
prioap^  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA   STREET. 


CALIFORNIA 

STATE   FAIR 

FOR  1878, 
AT  SACRAMENTO,  CAL., 


MOND.AY  . 


COMMENCING 

SEPTEMBER  16, 

AND  CLOSING 

SATLRIUY .^KI'TKMBER  21. 


$50,000  CASH 

To  be  Distribiilcd  in   Prcmitims. 
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'HE   EXHIBITIOX   WILL    BE   DI- 


vided  into  Se\-en  Departments,  and  the  SOCIET\"S 
GOLD  MEDAL  to  be  awarded  to  the  most  meriiorious  ex- 
hibition in  each  department. 

Those  desiring  Premium  Lists  will  plea«:  notify  the  Scc- 
tttary. 

Tfu  Largest  Stock  Showatid  Most  Attractive 
Speed  Display 

Ever  offered  b>-any  AgHcaliural  Society  in  the  United  Slates. 

ATTRACTIVE  MILITARY  TOURNAMENT 

Public  Saic  of  THOROUGHBRED  STOCK  on   Fri- 
day  of  the  Fair. 
_  The  Central  Pacific  Riiiroad  and  Steamers  will  carry  ar- 
ticles to  and  from  the  Fair,  free  of  charge. 

Wells,  Fargo  &  Cos  Expre&s  will  deli%-cr  all  packages 
free,  not  weighing  over  twent>-  pounds. 

Applications  for  stalk  at  the  Park  and  space  al  the  Pa- 
\Tlioo  should  be  made  to  ROBERT  BECK.  Secretar>-.  at 
once. 

Membership $5  oo 

Single  AdmissioQ 50  cents 

M.  D.   BORUCK,  Pre^dent. 

Robert  Beck.  Secretary, 


N^ 


ORTHERS    BELLE    MILL    AND 

Mming  Company.— The  fourth  annual  meeting  of 
the  ^ockholders  of  the  above  named  corporation,  for  the 
election  of  Directors  and  the  transaction  of  such  other  busi- 
ness as  may  come  before  it,  n-ill  be  held  on  Monoav.  Sep- 
tember 9tb,  1S73  (second  Monday  in  September),  at  the 
hour  of  one  o'clock  p.  M.  on  that  day,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  No-  39,  Ne^-ada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
ery Street,  San  Francisco,  California.  Transfer  books  utII 
be  closed  on  Mcmdav,  September  a.  1878.  at  three  o'clock 
P-  M.  WM.  WILLIS.  Sec^eI^r^. 


NO     MORE 

EXORBITANT  GAS  BILLS! 


GREAT     SUCCESS!! 


DE  PALO'S 
GAS  MODERATOR 


SAVES  FROM 


20   TO   40    PER   CENT, 


EVERY  GAS  CONSUMER  SHOULD  HAVE  ONE. 


The  "De  Palos  Gas  Moderatot"  is  successfully 
operating  at  the  following  places : 

ADELPHI  THEATRE,  California  Street. 

CHINESE  THE.\TRES,  Jackson  and  Washington  Streets. 
.AHLBORN  HOUSE,  S.  \V.  comer  Bush  and  Dupont  Streets. 
HANSA  HOTEL,  Bush  Street. 

SWAIN'S  RESTAURANT,  Sutter  Street. 
MEYER'S  REST.AURANT,  Sutter  Street 
MARTIN'S  RESTAURANT,  Third  Street 
MRS.  N.  T.  COE,  215  Post  Street 

GEO.  R.  WELLS,  ESC2.,  1004  Gearj-  Street. 
DR.  .A.  A.  O'NEIL,  Washington  Street. 

BERNARD  C.A.RSON,  ESQ.,  531  Jessie  Street 
MRS.  LEE,  328  Gearj-  Street 
MRS.  BR.^Y,  330  Gear)'  Street 

OSCAR  LEWIS'  SALOON,  Sutter  Street 

REV.  FATHER  HARRINGTON,  St  Francis  Church. 

And  many  other  public  places,  stores,  and  private  residences  too  numerous  to  mention. 


Tlie  Moderator  is  attaciicd  to  tJie  Meter  free  of  cliarge,  and  left  on 
trial  for  fifteen  or  thifty  days. 


CHAS.  S.   DAVIS,  General  Agent 


FELIX  J.  ZEEHANDELAAR, 

AGENT    CITY    AND    COUNTY. 


Send  for  circulars  or  furtJicr  particulars  to  Mr,  Felix  J.  Zeeha7tde- 
laar,  loog  Stockton  Street. 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

AT  GREATLY   REDUCED    PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS. 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  Shreve  &   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

IViARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS 

—  .\ND  — 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 


The  perfection  which  the  manufacture  of  Marblcized 
Iron  Mantels  has  attained  brings  them  in  direct  competition 
with  the  best  qu.-Uities  of  slate  for  all  purposes  where  mantels 
are  used,  and  they  are  in  a  great  measure  taking  the  place 
ofniarble.  The  soft  rich  color  in  which  these  manteU  are 
finished  renders  them  a  much  more  agreeable  article  of  fur- 
niture to  a  room  than  the  cold,  repulsive-looking  marble 
slab,  and  colors  may  be  selected  to  harmonize  with  the  fur- 
niture. In  Elegance  of  Desigs-,  Quality  of  Fisisif, 
AND  Durability  of  Polish,  they  are  everj-  way  superior 
to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also,  they  cost 
very  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far  more  durable 
than  either. 

The  Largest  Stock  and  Greatest  Variety  on  the  Pacific 
Coast.         for  sale  by 

W.  W.  MONT.A.GUE  &  CO., 

Nos.  1 10,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  St. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  li^ht-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machir 
in  the  market. 


'DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EV.ANS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  OO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE   ART    GALLERY. 

.\  complete  assortment  of  ARTISTS'  5IATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 

19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


rAREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 
KEARNY  .\ND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  -MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


REMOVAL 

HERRMANN 

THE    HATTER, 

Ha,-i  removed  to 

336    KEARNY    STREET, 

Between  Pine  and  Bu^h  Streets. 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

{University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

UHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  ii 
A.  M.  to  rr.  M.,  6  108  r.  M.  Sunday  n  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


?li!!IFlC::="  BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT  BEAMISH'S 


The  Ar  0'onaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  S. 


SAN  FRANCISCO,   AUGUST  31,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


'THE  CHINESE  MUST  GO! 


•  II, 


A  Reply  to  Kwang  Chang:  Linff.  the  Chinese  Literate. 


Having  gleaned  from  the  pages  of  histon'  the  proof  that  the  Cauca- 
sian and  Mongolian  races  are  non-assimilative,  I  propose  this  week  to 
present  some  ethnological  reasons  which  seem  equally  jxjtent  in  estab- 
lishing the  same  general  truth.  I  need  not  espouse  the  cause  of  either 
of  the  three  great  schools  of  naturalists  regarding  the  origin  of  man. 
I  need  not  combat  the  theon"  which  Mr.  Huxley  denominates  "the cos- 
mogony of  the  semi-barbarous  Hebrews,"  that  the  human  race  sprang 
from  a  single  pair  and  constitutes  but  one  stock  subject  to  various  mod- 
ifications ;  nor  follow  the  less  orthodox  school  of  Agassiz,  that  there 
were  several  independent  creations  constituting  a  diversity  of  species 
adapted  to  their  geographical  distribution  ;  nor,  finally,  need  I  espouse 
the  evolution  theory  of  DanWn,  that  all  existing  species  are  develop- 
ments of  some  pre-existing  form,  which  in  like  manner  descended  from 
a  form  still  lower.  Neither  of  these  respective  theories  of  the  origin  of 
man  stands  in  the  way  of  the  position  I  take,  that  the  distinctive  races  of 
mankind  are  immiscible.  Nor  need  I  adopt  either  one  of  the  numerous 
tests  applied  by  ethnologists  for  distinguishing  races.  Whether  the  skin, 
the  skuU.  the  facial  angle,  the  hair,  or  the  language,  is  the  true  test  of 
race,  I  need  not  discuss.  It  is  sufficient  to  know  that  there  are  certain 
strongly-marked  distinctive  races  among  men.  Hubert  Bancroft,  in  his 
"  Native  Races  of  the  Pacific  Coast,"'  truly  says  that  "  notwithstanding 
allt  these  failures  to  establish  rules  b}'  which  mankind  may  be  divided 
into  classes,  there  yet  remains  the  stubborn  fact  that  dififerences  do  exist, 
as  palpable  as  the  difference  between  daylight  and  darkness."  If  I  am 
asked  how  these  differences  were  brought  about,  I  may  answer  in  the 
language  of  a  noted  scientist,  that  "  the  races  of  mankind  came  through 
the  same  factors  as  the  race,  and  that  mce-makihg  is  simply  a  later  stage 
of  man-making  ;  that  there  is  a  convergence  of  these  races  toward  a 
common  point  of  unity,  but  the  lines  do  not  meet  within  the  horizon  of 
histor>'."  Man-making  preceded  race-making.  Race-making  prec-eded 
historj'-writing.  Hisiorj'-\mting  commenced  with  the  dawaings  of  civ- 
ilization. Race-making  was  a  part  of  the  process  of  fitting  mankind 
for  inhabiting  the  various  pordons  of  the  earth.  AXTiether  the  races 
originally  sprang  frem  one  pair,  or  from  various  acts  of  creation,  or 
from  evolution,  it  is  equally  certain  that  the  race  distinctions  enter  into 
the  blood,  the  bone,  and  the  marrow,  reach  far  back  toward  the  period 
of  creation,  and  are  found  imbedded  in  the  very  foimdations  of  human- 
ity. It  becomes  important,  therefore,  to  inquire  why  it  is  that  these  great 
nces  of  mankind  are  kept  separate,  distinctive,  and  immiscible.  Why 
is  it  that  the  Caucasian  and  Mongolian  races  do  not  assimilate?  I 
answer : — 

(i.)  Because  of  a  natural  and  incurable  antipathy  existing  between 
the  races. 

(2. )  Because  the  offspring  of  the  miscegenation  of  the  races  are  mon- 
grels— weak  and  short-Uved. 

(3. )  Because  there  is  a  total  lack  of  affinity  between  the  languages  of 
the  distinctive  races. 

The  first  two  of  the  foregoing  reasons  have,  from  the  earliest  periods 
of  history,  tended  to  keep  the  blood  of  the  distinctive  races  pure  ;  while 
the  last,  like  an  impassable  gulf,  j'awns  between  their  respective  cinU- 
zations. 

(i.)  As  to  the  antipathy  existing  between- the  races. — We  sometimes 
go  a  long  way  to  find  a  reason  when  we  have  a  good  and  sufficient  one 
close  at  hand.  Perhaps  the  be'^t  reason  why  these  races  do  not  assimi- 
late is  "because  they  do  not."  The  vague,  unreasoning,  instinctive  an- 
tipathy existing  between  the  races  of  mankjnd,  like  the  senses  of 
taste  and  smell,  which  are  placed  as  sentinels  at  the  gateway  of  the 
stomach  to  keep  out  everything  ^ile  and  unclean,  is  implanted  within 
each  one  of  us,  and  set  at  the  gateway  of  our  affeclions  to  keep  pure 
and  unadulterated  the  best  breeds  of  men.  Nor  is  it  any  answer  to  -^^y 
that  miscegenation  is  frequent  between  the  races  when  thrown  together. 
The  stormy  passions  of  men  overleap  the  boundaries  set  by  race  as  the 
wild  waves  of  the  sea  overleap  the  rocks  and  glide  far  up  the  beach. 
One  hundred  and  fifty  years  have  elapsed  since  the  African  race  was 
forcibly  brought  to  this  countrj';  they  have  multiplied  with  such  rapid- 
ity that  they  are  everywhere  among  us,  and  yet  we  shrink  with  horror 
at  the  thought  of  intermarrying  with  them.  The  instinct  of  antipathy 
tells  us  that  the  blood  of  the  races  was  intended  to  be  kept  pure — that 
the  cross-breeding  of  the  races  is  unnatural  and  revolting.  The  inter- 
breeding of  widely  divergent  branches  of  the  same  race,  as  between  the 
Celts,  the  Teutons,  and  the  Slavs  results  in  an  assimilation  so  complete 
that  the  first  or  second  generation  carries  no  distinctive  mark  of  nation- 
ality; but  the  cross-breeding  of  distinctive  races  creates  an  offspring  of 
mongrels,  strange  alike  to  the  father  and  to  the  mother,  and  for  whom 
there  is  but  little  parental  affection,  as  instanced  in  the  cases  of  the 
Southern  planters  selhng  their  mulatto  children,  the  pioneer  settlers  of 
the  Pacific  Coast  deserting  their  Indian  wives  and  progeny,  and  the 
Chinese  of  the  Southern  Islands  leaving  their  families  to  return  to  China 
to  die.  The  offspring  of  these  revolting  alliances  belong  to  no  race. 
They  are  mongrels.  Like  bastards  they  are  fill  I  nullitis — the  chil- 
dren of  nobody.  They  invariably  go  with  the  lower  race.  The  "  half- 
breed  "is  an  Indian;  the  Creole  is  a  South  American;  the  mulatto — 
even  the  octoroon — is  a  n^ro.  They  do  not  constitute  in  any  sense  a 
distinctive  race.  Thus  the  interbreeding  of  superior  with  inferior  races 
which  is  caused  by  lawless  pjassion  results  in  deterioration  and  misery. 
History  will  never  excuse  the  Spanish  for  brutality  and  mercilessly  driv- 
ing out  the  Moors  who  had  dwelt  among  them  for  six  hundred  years; 
but  the  infallible  sign  of  a  distinct  race  had  been  set  upon  their  features 
and  they  were  forced  to  bow  to  a  law  higher  than  justice  or  mercy — the 
law  of  fate.       If  the  races  had  amalgamated  and  imperceptibly  melted 


into  each  other,  that  cruel  page  of  Spanish  history  never  would  have 
been  written.  The  Chinese  of  California  have  been  with  us  twenty- 
five  years,  and  still  they  are  aliens  and  strangers.  No  tender  chord  of 
sj-mpathy  or  friendship  binds  any  Chinaman  to  any  American,  for  friend- 
ship implies  equality,  and  there  is  no  equality  between  the  Chinese  and 
Americans.  The  Chinese  are  despised  as  an  inferior  race.  Not  be- 
cause they  are  clean  cr  because  they  are  filthy;  not  because  they  are  in- 
dustrious or  because  they  are  idle;  not  because  they  are  peaceable  or 
because  they  are  quarrelsome;  not  because  they  are  patient  and  long- 
suffering  and  meek,  but  because  they  are  Chinamen.  No  inferior  race 
can  dwell  among  a  superior  upon  terms  of  equality.  The  condition  of 
the  African  race  on  this  continent  is  anomalous  and  the  solution  is  not 
yet  clear.  Judge  John  A.  Boalt,  in  a  learned  address  before  the  Berke- 
ley Club,  which  was  incorporated  in  the  report  to  the  State  Senate  of 
the  Special  Committee  on  Chinese  Immigration,  made  the  startling 
statement  that  "two  non-assimilating  races  never  yet  lived  together 
harmoniously  on  the  same  soil  unless  one  of  the  races  was  in  a  state  of 
servitude  to  the  other.''  But  we  have  all  solemnly  sworn  that  slavery 
or  involuntan.'  servitude  shall  never  e.vist  in  this  repubUc.  Shall  we  in- 
troduce a  system  of  serfdom? — a  race  of  helots?— a  class  of  burden- 
bearers  ?  Never,  unless  we  are  tired  of  democracy.  If  we  want  to  be 
true  to  the  memory  of  oiu-  forefathers  we  shall  build  up  a  republic  in 
which  manhood  is  respected  alike  in  the  hod-carrier  as  in  the  Senator. 
(2.)  The  offspring  of  distinctive  races  are  weak  a ird  short-lived. — This 
fact  is  one  of  the  many  conclusive  evidences  of  the  truth  that  the  dis- 
tinctive races  were  never  intended  to  amalgamate.  The  intermarriage 
of  different  branches  of  the  same  race  infuses  fresh  life  and  vigor  into 
the  new  stock,  and  has  been  found  exceedingly  favorable  to  strength 
and  longevity  ;  but  when  the  races  are  distinctive  and  the  offspring  are 
mongrels,  weakness,  lack  of  \itality,  and  early  death  is  the  in\-ariable 
result.  It  is  on  account  of  this  fact  that  the  lives  of  mulattoes,  even  of 
the  first  generation,  can  not  be  insured.  The  second  generation  of 
mulattoes  enjoy  still  less  longevity,  and  the  third  are  hybrids — "af- 
flicted like  mules  with  sterility."  Such  is  the  evidence  of  Louis  Figuier, 
in  his  work  on  the  "  Human  Race."'  The  well  known,  yet  shameful, 
fact  that  the  African  race  in  America  scarcely  exists  at  all  in  its  purity 
may  account  for  the  following  most  startling  statistics  of  the  compara- 
tive longevity  of  the  two  races  in  the  city  of  Washington,  as  given  bv 
Dr.  D.  W.  Bliss,  the  registrar  of  the  district : 

DEATH    KATE    FOR    1873. 

\\Tiiles  per  i,ooo 19.22 

Colored  per  1,000 47-6 

FOR  1876. 

Whites  per  1,000 -''■537 

Colored  per  i  ,000 49 .  294 

The  population  of  W'ashington  City  is  :  Whites,  115,000;  colored. 
45,000 ;  and  yet  in  one  or  two  months  of  the  year  1877  the  deaths 
among  the  blacks  were  nearly  equal  to  those  among  the  whites. 

In  the  city  of  Chattanooga  the  white  population  is  7,500 ;  colored, 
4,500  ;  and  the  death  rate  for  five  years,  as  tabulated  from  the  records 
kept  by  J.  H.  Van  Deman,  registr3x,  was  as  follows  : 

Whites.     Colored. 

July  31,  1S75 =2.1  56 

July  31,  1874 21  41.3 

July  31,  1875 17.8  31 . S 

July  51,  1S76 20- 1  30 

July  31,  1877 i3.6  37 

Average ig.g  37 

In  Knox\ille,  Tennessee,  the  death  rate  for  1876  was  as  follows  : 

"^^Tiiies  per  1,000 18 

Colored  per  1,000 .- 31.2 

A  wTiter,  in  commenting  on  the  above  statistics,  says :  "  It  is  certain 
that  in  the  cities  of  the  South  the  colored  race  tends  toward  extinction ; 
and  unless  there  is  a  gain  somewhere,  philanthropists  had  better  stop 
talking  about  the  black  man's  vote,  and  take  measures  to  save  his  life.'' 

But  this  is  no  isolated  fact.  The  same  weakness  and  mortality  has 
been  obierved  in  all  mongrels.  Mr.  George  Gibbs,  in  a  paper  printed 
in  the  Smithsonian  Institute  Reports  of  1864.  gives  the  result  of  ex- 
tended observations  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  from  Oregon  to  Mexico,  that 
the  miscegenation  of  the  European  with  the  native  races  was  disastrous 
to  the  health  and  longevity  of  the  offspring.  The  offspring  of  the 
cross-breeding  of  the  white  and  yellow  races  are  as  stricdy  mongrels  as 
those  of  the  white  and  black  races,  only  less  strongly  marked.  They 
are  subject  to  the  same  general  law  of  weakness  and  early  death.  The 
degradation  involved  in  and  resulting  from  these  revolting  alliances, 
ihe  deterioration  of  physical  power,  mental  strength  and  mond  tone, 
could  not  but  result  in  disaster  to  our  race,  and  to  our  civilization,  as 
has  been  abimdantly  proven  in  our  intercourse  with  the  black  race. 
Whether,  therefore,  the  Chinesfi  come  by  millions  to  remain  perma- 
nently, or  whether  they  come  among  us  simply  as  laborers,  intending  to 
return,  they  are  equally  a  curse. 

(3. )  The  Chinese  language  and  its  effect  on  Chinese  civilization. — The 
mental  characteristics  of  all  nations  and  all  rac^e  are  influenced  in  a 
marked  degree  by  their  language.  The  German  language  is  meta- 
physical; so  are  the  German  people.  The  French  language  is  bright, 
sparkling,  and  delicate;  so  are  the  French  people.  The  Italian  lan- 
guage is  musical  and  languid;  so  are  the  Italian  people.  The  Spanish 
language  is  florid  and  passionate;  so  are  the  Spanish  people.  The 
English  language,  which  seems  to  have  been  drawn  from  all  the  Indo- 
European  nations,  is  characterized  as  terse,  matter-of-fact,  and  lacking 
in  fancy;  the  English  people  are  a  matter-of-fact,  common-sense  people. 
Whether  a  race  is  more  influenced  by  its  language  than  the  language 
by  the  race  I  need  not  discuss;  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  bar- 
renness and  utter  insufficiency  of  the  Chinese  language  to  express  the 
finer  shades  of  thought  have  exercised  a  tremendous  influence  on  Chi- 
nese civilization.      I  state  but  the  exact  truth  when  I  say  that  the  Chi- 


nese language,  like  the  Chinese  race,  is  in  a  state  of  "  arrested  develop- 
ment"    Mr.  Brace,  in  his  "  Races  of  the  Old  World,"  says: 

"  If  our  readers  will  call  to  mind  the  first  utterances  of  children,  where 
each  word  or  each  syllable  is  a  sentence,  where  the  tone  and  gesture 
indicate  whether  the  single  sound  emitted  is  a  noun,  adjective,  or  verb, 
or  all  three  together:  and  if  he  will  suppose  this  through  some  unex- 
plainable  cause /(.Vryft'd' and  transmitted  as  an  enduring  mode  of  speech, 
he  will  have  an  appreciation  of  the  nature  of  the  Chinese  language.  Its 
distinction  is  not  that  it  is  monosyllabic,  but  each  syllable  is  a  sentence  in 
itself,  as  if  the  minds  who  used  it  never  grew  to  the  idea  of  a  sentence." 

We  can  begin  to  appreciate  the  above  statement  when  we  learn  that 
there  are  on  an  average  eight  meanings  to  every  word  in  the' Chinese 
language,  and  that  to  interpret  the  meaning  in  any  given  case  requires 
some  gesture  or  peculiar  intonation  of  the  voice  so  observable  in  the 
conversation  of  the  Chinese  among  us  ;  that  there  are  212  characters 
pronounced  r^,  113  pronounced  ching,  138  pronounced  yiw,  and  1165 
pronounced  e  ;  that  there  are  12,674  characters  in  the  Chinese  language 
with  forms  and  meanings  distinct  from  each  other.  "  From  this  it  will 
be  seen,"  says  Brace,  "  what  a  fearful  barrier  to  advancement  in  learn- 
ing, science,  and  general  knowledge  such  a  language  must  be,"  "  It  is 
this,'"  he  says,  "which  has  most  of  all  checked  the  progress  of  the  Chi- 
nese people."  Let  it  be  further  understood  that  the  Chinese  language 
contains  no  alphabet,  but  that" each  word  has  its  ov^ti  representation  or 
character,  so  that  there  are  as  many  characters — or  letters,  as  we  would 
call  them — as  there  aie  words.  It  is  this  fact  that  makes  it  the  work  of 
a  lifetime  to  become  familiar  with  the  written  language  of  China.  Rev. 
John  L.  Nevius,  a  missionary  who  resided  ten  years  in  China  and  who 
has  published  a  book  entitled  "  China  and  the  Chinese,''  says  : 

' '  Learning  to  read  Chinese  is  verj"  different  from  learning  to  read 
English.  We  have  an  alphabetical  system  by  which  we  read  our  own 
spoken  langtiage  ;  but  the  Chinese  must  learn  a  new  and  different  lan- 
guage from  their  spoken  language,  and  also  learn  to  read  every  word 
separately  and  independently.  The  consequence  is,  that  not  more  than 
three  per  cent,  of  the  whole  population  can  read," 

Louis  Figuier,  in  his  learned  work  on  the  "  Human  Race,"  adds  his 
testimony  to  the  utier  poverty  of  the  Chinese  Janguage  as  a  vehide  for 
the  expression  of  the  higher  forms  of  thought.     He  says  : 

"One  marvels  to  hear  that  the  Chinese  language  comprehends  such 
a  number  of  words  that  the  life  of  a  single  man  of  letters  is  not  suffi- 
ciently long  to  allow  of  his  learning  it.  Thus  this  apparent  wealth  is 
the  utmost  poverty.  To  its  imperfection  must  be  aitributtd  the  small- 
ness  of  the  progress  the  people  of  Asia  have  made  in  intelligence  and 
commerce.  Their  language  is  not  only  monosyllabic,  but  their  writing 
is  hieroglyphic,  which  accounts  for  the  scant  progress  made  in  their  civ- 
ilization. It  is  the  language  of  a  barbarous  nadon.  and  must  be  e.xceed- 
ingly  awkward  for  a  civilized  people  desiring  to  express  abstract  ideas. 
While  the  Chinese  have  modified  their  language  to  satisfy  the  wants  of 
their  higher  civilization,  yet  it  has  always  stood  in  the  v^"ay  of  their  at- 
taining a  high  state  of  civilization," 

An  American  printer,  v\ith  a  case  of  type  containing  the  twenty-six 
letters  of  our  alphabet,  can  put  into  permanent  form  any  thought  or 
fancy  that  the  himian  mind  in  its  highest  development  can  conceive.  It 
would  require  40,000  type  to  print  a  Chinese  book  ;  hence  Chinese  print- 
ing is  but  writing  reproduced  by  carving  on  wooden  or  metal  blocks. 
Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  this  great,  rude,  childish,  monosyllabic  lan- 
guage of  the  Chinese,  which  but  three  out  of  every  hundred  can  ever 
hope  to  read,  and  but  the  fewest  number  of  even  those  who  devote  their 
lives  to  it  can  hope  to  master — a  language  which  of  necessity  must  be 
their  only  vehicle  of  thought — stands  hke  the  Great  Wall  between  the 
Chinese  people  and  any  high  d^ree  of  civilization.  Can  any  good  come 
out  of  such  a  Nazareth?  Can  a  rude  palanquin  be  made  to  carry  the 
freight  of  a  modem  railroad  ?  Can  the  light  junk  be  made  to  plow  the 
ocean  with  the  rapidity  of  a  great  steamship  ?  No  more  can  the  Chinese 
language  carry  modem  civilization.  It  is  as  incapable  of  receiving  and 
assimilating  it  as  the  mind  of  a  child  is  incapable  of  understanding  the 
depths  of  Emerson  or  Carlyle.  Is  it  surprising,  then,  that  the  thinking 
world  has  been  so  sadly  disappointed  in  the  barren  results  to  literature 
and  science  in  the  opening  of  the  Chinese  ports?  No  adequate  com- 
pensation is  found  in  the  so-called  Chinese  classics  for  the  life  task  of 
any  European  scholar  mastering  the  language.  It  is  true  the  Chinese 
boast  of  an  ancient  civifization  ;  but  what  are  the  accompaniments  of 
civilisation  ?  Science,  art.  commerce,  and  fiteratm^.  Where  are  thdr 
achievements  in  science  ?  Where  are  their  works  of  art  ?  WTiat  is  their 
literature?  Where  is  their  commerce?  Did  they  possess  the  an  of  print- 
ing? ^^'herein  has  it  enUghtened  and  educated  the  Chinese  people? 
Did  they  possess  the  mariners'  compass?  Where  were  their  ships  and 
commerce?  Did  they  discover  gunpowder?  Where  were  their  artillery 
and  their  courage  to  use  it?  Did  they  possess  the  art  of  making  silk? 
The  sober  old  Romans  deprecated  it  as  a  corrupt  method  of  "  exhibiting 
naked  matrons  through  thin  draperies."  Did  they  excel  in  the  manu- 
factiu-e  of  crockery?  The  best  crockery  in  the  world  is  now  made  in 
Europe,  Were  they  rich?  The  luxmy.  wealth,  superstition  and  weak- 
ness of  the  Chinese  people  have  ever  been  at  once  the  temptation  and  the 
opportunity  of  conquering  nations.  Were  they  learned,  wise,  and  su- 
perior? Their  learning  was  pedantic,  their  wisdom  was  foolishness,  and 
their  superiority  the  subject  of  contempt.  Were  they  reUgious  ?  There 
is  no  ideality  in  a  Chinaman.  Did  they  reverence  an''  worship  God? 
Over  a  million  vile,  loathsome,  and  vicious  priests  minister  in  their 
temples  to  wooden  idols.  Whom  do  they  worship  ?  Their  dead  ances- 
tors. Thus  everything  they  have  attempted  to  do,  everything  they  have 
ever  succeeded  in  doing  is  in  a  state  of  petrifaction — of  "arrested  de- 
velopment.'' Assyria,  Babylon,  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  the  five grea 
ancient  monarchies,  each  rose  and  flourished  in  their  magnificjiice, 
leaving  something  to  speak  to  future  ages  of  their  greatness ;  something 
in  art,  something  in  literature  or  in  science  ;  but  China  has  spr-nned  the 
ages  and  cycles  of  time  a  dead  level  of  mediocrity,  leaving  nothin?c>:cepi 
the  Great  Wall  as  a  monument  to  her  cowardice  and  her  exciv!:" 
Next  week  I  will  conclude  by  replying  to  some  of  the  siecifK 
of  Kwang  Chang  Ling.  H.  N.   '_ 
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THE  NEW  PAUL  AND  VIRGINIA. 


The  Practical  Working  of  the  "  Religion  of  Humanity." 


(CONCLL'DED    FROSi    LAST    NLMUBK.] 

The  professor,  like  most  serious  thinkers,  knew  but  liiile 
of  that  trifle  commonly  called  "the  world."  He  had  never 
kissed  any  one  except  his  wife  ;  even  that  he  did  as  seldom 
as  possible :  and  the  curate  lying  dead  drunk  was  the  first 
glimpse  he  had  of  what,  par  excdience,  is  called  "life."  Bui 
though  the  scene  just  described  was  thus  a  terrible  shock  to 
him,  in  one  way  it  gave  him  an  unlooked-for  comfort.  He 
now  saw  the  reason.  **  Of  course,  he  said,  "existence  can 
not  be  perfect  so  long  as  one-third  of  Humanity  makes  a 
beast  of  itself     A  little  more  progress  is  still  ncccssar)'." 

He  hastened  to  explain  this  next  morning  to  Virginia,  and 
begged  her  not  to  be  alarmed  at  the  curate's  scandalous  con- 
duct. "Immorality,"  he  said,  "is  but  a  want  of  success  in 
attaining  our  own  happiness.  It  is  evidently  most  immoral 
for  the  curate  to  be  kissing  you;  and  therefore  kissing  you 
would  not  really  conduce  to  his  happiness.  I  will  convince 
him  of  this  solemn  truth  in  a  ver>-  few  moments.  Then  the 
essential  dignity  of  human  nature  will  become  at  once  appar- 
ent, and  we  shall  all  of  us  at  last  begin  to  be  unspeakably 
happy." 

The  curate,  however,  altogether  declined  to  be  convinced. 
He  maintained  stoutly  that  to  kiss  Virginia  would  be  the 
greatest  pleasure  that  Humanity  could  offer  him.  "And  if 
it  is  immoral  as  well  as  pleasant,"  he  added,  "I  should  like  it 
all  the  belter." 

At  this  the  professor  gave  a  terrible  groan ;  he  dropped 
almost  fainting  into  a  chair;  he  hid  his  face  in  bis  hands, 
and  murmured,  half  articulately,  "  Then  I  can't  lell  what  to 
do  !"  In  another  instant,  however,  he  recovered  himself; 
he  fixed  a  dreadful  look  on  the  curate,  and  said :  "  That 
last  statement  of  yours  can  not  be  true,  for,  if  it  were,  it 
would  upset  all  my  theories.  It  is  a  fact  that  can  be  proved 
and  verified,  that  if  you  kissed  \'irginia  it  would  make  you 
miserable," 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  the  curate,  rapidly  moving  toward  her ; 
"your  notion  is  a  remnant  of  superstition;  I  will  e.xplode  it 
by  a  practical  experiment." 

The  professor  caught  hold  of  the  curate's  coat-tails,  and 
forcibly  pulled  him  back  into  his  scat. 

"  If  you  dare  attempt  it,"  he  said,  "  I  will  kick  you 
soundly,  and,  shocking,  immoral  man!  you  will  feel  miserable 
enough  then." 

The  curate  was  a  terrible  coward,  and  verj-  weak  as  well. 

"  You  are  a  great,  hulking  fellow,"  he  said,  eyeing  the  pro- 
fessor; "and  I  am  of  a  singularly  delicate  build.  I  must, 
therefore,  conform  to  the  laws  of  matter,  and  give  in."  He 
said  this  in  a  very  sulky  voice ;  and,  going  out  of  the  room, 
slammed  the  door  after  him. 

A  radiant  expression  suffused  the  face  of  the  professor. 

"See,"  he  said  to  Virginia,  "the  curate's  conversion  is 
already  half  accomplished.  In  a  few  hours  more  he  will  be 
rational,  he  will  be  moral,  he  will  be  solemnly  and  signifi- 
cantly happy." 

The  professor  talked  like  this  to  Virginia  the  whole  morn- 
ing; but,  in  spite  of  all  his  arguments,  she  declined  to  be 
comforted. 

"  It  is  all  ver>'  well,"  she  said,  "while  you  are  in  the  way. 
But,  as  soon  as  your  back  is  turned,  I  know  he  will  be  at  me 
again." 

"Will  you  never,"  said  Paul,  by  this  time  a  little  irritated, 
"will  you  never  listen  to  exact  thought?  The  curate  is  now 
reflecting;  and  a  little  reflection  must  inevitably  convince 
him  that  he  does  not  really  care  to  kiss  you,  and  that  it 
would  give  him  ver)'  little  real  pleasure  to  do  so." 

"  Stuff !"  exclaimed  \' irginia,  with  a  sudden  vigor,  at  which 
the  professor  was  thunderstruck.  "  I  can  tell  you,"  she  went 
on,  "  that  better  men  than  he  have  borne  kicks  for  my  sake ; 
and  to  kiss  me  is  the  only  thing  that  that  little  man  cares 
about.  What  shall  I  do  ! "  she  exclaimed,  bursting  into 
tears.  "  Here  is  one  of  you  insulting  me  by  tr^'ing  to  kiss 
me;  and  the  other  insulting  me  by  saying  that  1  am  not 
worth  being  kissed  ! " 

"  Ah,  me  \ "  groaned  the  poor  professor,  in  an  agony, 
"here  is  one-third  of  Humanity  plunged  in  sorrow;  and 
another  third  has  not  yet  freed  itself  from  vice.  When, 
when  will  sublimity  begin  r " 

XI. 

At  dinner,  however,  things  wore  a  more  promising  aspect. 
The  curate  had  been  so  terrified  by  the  professor's  threats 
that  he  hardly  dared  to  so  much  as  look  at  Virginia ;  and,  to 
make  up  for  it,  he  drank  an  unusual  quantity  of  champagne, 
which  soon  set  him  laughing  and  chatting  at  a  rate  that  was 
quite  extraordinary.  \'irginia,  seeing  herself  thus  neglected 
by  the  curate,  began  to  fear  that,  as  Paul  said,  he  really  did  ' 
not  so  much  care  to  kiss  her  after  all.  She,  therefore,  put 
on  all  her  most  enticing  ways ;  she  talked,  flirted,  and  smiled  j 
her  best,  and  made  her  most  effective  eyes,  that  the  curate  | 
might  see  what  a  prize  was  forever  beyond  his  reach.  ' 

Paul  thought  this  state  of  affairs  full  of  glorious  promise. 
Virginia's  tears  were  dried,  she  had  never  looked  so  radiant 
and  exquisite  before.  The  curate  had  foregone  ever>'  j 
attempt  to  kiss  Virginia,  and  yet  he  seemed  happiness  itself.  \ 
The  professor  took  the  lafter  aside,  as  soon  as  the  meal  was  , 
over,  to  congratulate  him  on  the  holy  stale  to  which  exact  [ 
thought  had  conducted  him.  I 

"  You  see,"  he  said,  "  what  a  natural  growth  the  loftiest ' 
morality  is.  Virginia  doesn't  want  to  be  kissed  by  you.  I 
should  be  shocked  at  your  doing  so  shocking  a  thing  as 
kissing  her.  If  you  kissed  her,  you  would  make  both  of  us 
miserable ;  and,  as  a  necessary-  consequence,  you  would  be 
in  an  agony  likewise ;  in  addition  to  which,  I  should  ineW- 
tably  kick  you."  [ 

"  But,"  said  the  curate,  "suppose  I  kissed  Virginia  on  the 
sly — I  merely  put  this  as  an  h>-pothesis,  remember — and  that ' 
in  a  little  while  she  liked  it,  what  then?  She  and  I  would 
both  be  happy ;  and  you  ought  to  be  happy,  too,  because  we 
were." 

"Idiot  I"  said  the  professor.  "Virginia  is  another  man's 
'viie;  nor  do  wives  ever  like  kissing  any  one  except  their 
hnsbands.  What  they  really  like  is  what  Professor  Huxley 
-ajis  'the  undefined  but  bright  ideal  of  the  highest  good,' 

.;rn,  as  he  says,  exact  thought  shows  us  is  the  true  end  of 


existence.  But,  pooh  !  what  is  the  use  of  all  this  talking  ? 
You  know  which  way  your  higher  nature  calls  you;  and,  of 
course,  unless  men  believe  in  God,  they  cannot  help  obeying 
their  higher  nature." 

I  "  1,"  said  the  curate,  "  think  the  belief  in  God  a  degrading 
superstition ;  I  think  every  one  an  imbecile  who  believes  a 
miracle  possible.  .-\nd  yet  1  do  not  care  two  straws  about 
the  highest  good.  What  you  call  my  lower  nature  is  far  the 
strongest ;  I  mean  to  follow  it  to  the  best  of  my  ability;  and 
I  prefer  calling  it  my  higher,  for  the  sake  of  the  associa- 
tions." 

This  plunged  ihe  professor  in  deeper  grief  than  ever.  He 
knew  not  what  to  do.  He  paced  up  and  down  the  veranda, 
or  about  the  rooms,  and  moaned  and  groaned  as  if  he  had  a 
violent  toothache.  Virginia  and  the  curate  asked  what  was 
amiss  with  him.  "I  am  agonizing,"  he  said,  "for  the  sake 
of  holy,  solemn,  unspeakably  dignified  Humanity." 

The  curate,  seeing  the  professor  thus  dejected,  by  degrees 
took  heart  again ;  and,  as  \'irginia  still  continued  her  fasci- 
nating behavior  to  him,  he  resolved  to  try  and  prove  to  her 
that,  the  test  of  morality  being  happiness,  the  most  moral 
thing  she  could  do  would  be  to  allow  him  to  kiss  her.  No 
sooner  had  he  begun  to  propound  these  views,  than  the  pro- 
fessor gave  over  his  groaning,  seized  the  curate  by  the  collar, 
and  dragged  him  out  of  the  room  with  a  roughness  that 
nearly  throttled  him. 

"  I  was  but  propounding  a  theory — an  opinion,"  gasped 
the  curate.  "  Surely  thought  is  free.  You  will  not  persecute 
me  for  my  opinions?" 

"It  is  not  for  your  opinions,"  said  the  professor,  "but  for 
the  horrible  effect  they  might  have.  We  can  only  tolerate 
opinions  that  have  no  possible  consequence.  You  may  pro- 
mulgate any  of  those  as  much  as  you  like ;  because  to  do 
that  would  be  a  self- regarding  action." 

XII. 

"Well,"  said  the  curate,  "if  I  may  not  kiss  Virginia,  I 
will  drink  brandy  instead.  That  will  make  me  happy  enough  ; 
and  then  we  shall  all  be  radiant." 

He  soon  put  his  resolve  into  practice.  He  got  a  bottle  of 
brandy,  he  sat  himself  down  under  a  palm-tree,  and  told  the 
professor  he  was  going  to  make  an  afternoon  of  it. 

"  Foolish  man  I"  said  the  professor;  "I  was  never  drunk 
myself,  it  is  true;  but  1  know  that  to  get  drunk  makes  one's 
head  ache  horribly.  To  get  drunk  is,  therefore,  horribly 
immoral,  and  therefore  1  cannot  permit  it." 

"Excuse  me,"  said  the  curate;  "it  is  a  self-regarding 
action.  Nobody's  head  will  ache  but  mine;  so  that  is  my 
own  lookout.  I  have  been  expelled  from  school,  from  col- 
lege, and  from  my  first  curacy,  for  drinking.  So  I  know 
well  enough  the  balance  of  pains  and  pleasures." 

Here  he  pulled  out  his  brandy-bottle,  and  applied  his  lips 
to  it. 

"  O  Humanity-  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  how  solemn  this  brandy 
tastes  ! " 

Matters  went  on  like  this  for  several  days.  The  curate 
was  too  much  frightened  to  again  approach  Virginia.  Vir- 
ginia at  last  became  convinced  that  he  did  not  care  about 
kissmg  her.  Her  vanity  was  wounded,  and  she  became 
sullen;  and  this  made  the  professor  sullen  also.  In  fact, 
two-thirds  of  Humanity  were  overcast  with  gloom.  The 
only  happy  section  of  it  was  the  curate,  who  alternately 
smoked  and  drank  all  day  long. 

"  The  nasty  little  beast  !"  said  Virginia  to  the  professor  ; 
"  he  is  nearly  always  drunk.  I  am  beginning  quite  to  like 
you,  Paul,  by  comparison  with  him.  Let  us  turn  him  out, 
and  not  let  him  live  in  the  cottage." 

"  No,"  said  the  professor  ;  "for  he  is  one-third  of  Human- 
ity. You  do  not  properly  appreciate  the  solidarity  of  man- 
kind.    His  existence,  however,  I  admit  is  a  great  difficulty." 

One  day  at  dinner,  however,  Paul  came  in  radiant. 

"O  holy,  O  happy  event!"  he  exclaimed;  "all  will  go 
right  at  last." 

Virginia  inquired  anxiously  what  had  happened,  and  Paul 
informed  her  that  the  curate,  who  had  got  more  drunk  than 
usual  that  afternoon,  had  fallen  over  a  cliff,  and  been  dashed 
to  pieces. 

"  What  event,"  he  asked,  "  could  be  more  charming — more 
unspeakably  holy  ?  It  bears  about  it  ever>-  mark  of  sanctity. 
It  is  for  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest  number. 
Come,"  he  continued,  "let  us  begin  our  love-feast.  Let  us 
each  seek  the  happiness  of  the  other.  Let  us  instantly  be 
sublime  and  happy." 

XIIL 

"  Let  us  prepare  ourselves,"  said  Paul,  solemnly,  as  they 
sat  down  to  dinner,  "for  realizing  to  the  full  the  essential 
dignity  of  Humanity — that  grafid elrc,  which  has  come,  in 
the  course  of  progress,  to  consist  of  you  and  me.  Ever>- 
condition  of  happiness  that  modem  thinkers  have  dreamed 
of  is  now  fulfilled.  We  have  but  to  seek  each  the  happiness 
of  the  other,  and  we  shall  both  be  in  a  solemn,  a  significant, 
and  unspeakable  state  of  rapture.  See,  here  is  an  exquisite 
leg  of  mutton.  1,"  said  Paul,  who  liked  the  fat  best,  "will 
give  up  all  the  fat  to  you." 

"And  I,"  said  Virginia,  resignedly,  "will  give  up  all  the 
lean  to  you." 

A  few  mouthfuls  made  Virginia  feel  sick.  "  I  confess," 
said  she,  "  I  can't  get  on  with  this  fat." 

"  I  confess,"  the  professor  answ-ered,  "  I  don't  exactly  like 
this  lean." 

"Then  let  us,"  said  Virginia,  "be  like  Jack  Sprat  and  his 
wife." 

"  No,"  said  the  professor,  meditatively,  "  that  is  quite  inad- 
missible; For  in  that  case  we  should  be  egoistic  hedonists. 
However,  for  to-day  it  shall  be  as  you  say.  I  w  ill  think  of 
something  better  to-morrow." 

Next  day  he  and  Virginia  had  a  chicken  apiece  ;  only 
Virginia's  was  put  before  Paul,  and  Paul's  was  put  before 
Virginia  ;  and  they  each  walked  round  the  table  to  supply 
each  other  with  the  slightest  necessaries. 

"Ah  :  "  cried  Paul,  "  this  is  altruism  indeed.  I  think  al- 
ready I  feel  the  sublimity  beginning." 

Virginia  liked  this  rather  better.  But  soon  she  committed 
the  sin  of  taking  for  herself  the  liver  of  Paul's  chicken.  As 
soon  as  she  had  eaten  the  whole  of  it  her  conscience  began 
to  smite  her.  She  confessed  her  sin  to  Paul,  and  inquired, 
with  some  anxiety,  if  he  thought  she  would  go  to  hell  for  it. 
"  Metaphorically,"  said  Paul,  "you  have  already  done  so. 
You  are  punished  by  the  loss  of  the  pleasure  you  would  have 


had  in  giving  that  liver  to  me,  and  also  by  your  knowledge 
of  my  knowledge  of  your  folly  in  foregoing  the  pleasure." 

*  *  *  *  *       ,     *  * 

The  professor  having  by  some  accident  lost  his  razors,  his 
moustaches  began  to  grow  profusely,  and  Virginia  had 
watched  them  with  a  deep  but  half-conscious  admiration. 
At  last,  in  a  happy  moment,  she  exclaimed,  "  O  Paul  !  do 
let  me  wax  the  ends  for  you?"  Paul  at  first  giggled, 
blushed,  and  protested,  but,  as  Virginia  assured  him  it  would 
make  her  happy,  he  consented.  "  Then,"  she  said,  "  you 
will  know  that  1  am  happy,  and  that  in  return  will  make  you 
happy  also.  Ah  !"  she  exclaimed,  when  the  operation  was 
over,  "do  go  and  examine  yourself  in  the  glass.  1  declare 
you  look  exactly  like  Jack  Barley — Barley  Sugar,  as  we  used 
to  call  him — of  the  Blues." 

Virginia  smiled :  suddenly  she  blushed  ;  the  professor 
blushed  also.  To  cover  the  blushes,  she  begged  to  be  al- 
lowed to  do  his  hair.  "  It  will  make  me  so  much  happier, 
Paul."  she  said.  The  professor  again  assented,  that  he 
might  make  \'irginia  happy,  and  that  she  might  be  happy  in 
knowin;^  that  he  was  happy  in  promoting  her  happiness.  At 
last  the  professor,  shy  and  awkward  as  he  was,  was  em- 
boldened to  offer  to  do  Virginia's  hair  in  return.  She  al- 
lowed him  to  arrange  her  fringe,  and,  as  she  found  he  did  no 
great  harm,  she  let  him  repeat  the  operation  as  often  as  he 
liked. 

A  week  thus  passed,  full,  as  the  professor  said,  of  infinite 
solemnity.  "  1  admit,  Paul,"  sighed  Virginia,  "that  this  al- 
truism, as  you  call  it,  is  very  touching.  I  like  it  very  much. 
But,"  she  added,  sinking  her  voice  to  a  whisper,  "are  you 
quite  sure  it  is  perfectly  moral?" 

"i\loral!"  echoed  the  professor,  "moral!  Why,  exact 
thought  shows  us  that  it  is  the  very  essence  of  morality  !" 

XIV. 

Matters  now  went  on  charmingly.  All  existence  seemed  to 
take  a  richer  coloring,  and  there  was  something,  Paul  said, 
which,  in  Professor  Tyndall's  words,  "gave  fullness  and  tone 
to  it,  but  which  he  could  neither  analyze  nor  comprehend." 
But  at  last  a  change  came.  One  morning,  while  Virginia 
was  arranging  Paul's  moustaches,  she  was  frightened  almost 
into  a  fit  by  a  sudden  apparition  at  the  window.  It  was  a 
hideous  hair>^  figure,  perfectly  naked  but  for  a  band  of  silver 
which  it  wore  round  its  neck.  For  a  moment  it  did  nothing 
but  grin  and  stare  ;  then  it  flung  into  Virginia's  lap  a  filthy 
piece  of  carrion,  and  in  an  instant  it  bounded  away  with  an 
almost  miraculous  activity.  • 

Virginia  screamed  with  disgust  and  terror,  and  clung  to 
Paul's  knees  for  protection.  He  seemed  unmoved  and  pre- 
occupied. All  at  once,  to  her  intense  surprise,  she  saw  his 
face  light  up  with  an  expression  of  triumphant  eagerness. 
"The  missing  link!"  he  exclaimed,  "the  missing  link  at 
last!  Thank  God  —  I  beg  pardon  for  my  unspeakable 
blasphemy — I  mean,  thank  circumstances  over  which  I  have 
no  control.  I  must  this  instant  go  out  and  hunt  for  it.  Give 
me  some  provisions  in  a  knapsack,  for  I  will  not  come  back 
till  1  have  caught  it." 

This  was  a  fearful  blow  to  Virginia.     She  fell  at  Paul's  feet 
weeping,  and  besought  him  in  piteous  accents  that  he  would      A 
not  thus  abandon  her.  ■ 

"  I  must,"  said  the  professor,  solemnly  ;  "for  I  am  going 
in  pursuit  of  Truth.  To  arrive  at  Truth  is  man's  perfect  and 
most  rapturous  happiness.  You  must  surely  know  that, 
even  if  1  have  forgotten  to  tell  it  to  you.  To  pursue  truth — 
holy  truth  for  holy  truth's  sake — is  a  more  solemn  pleasure 
than  even  frizzling  your  hair." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Virginia,  hysterically,  "  I  don't  care  two 
straws  for  truth.     What  on  earth  is  the  good  of  it  ?  " 

"It  is  its  own  end,"  said  the  professor.  "  It  is  its  own  ex- 
ceeding great  reward.  I  must  be  off  at  once  in  search  of  it. 
Good-bye  for  the  present.  Seek  truth  on  your  own  account, 
and  be  unspeakably  happy  also,  because  you  know  that  I  am 
seeking  it." 

The  professor  remained  away  for  three  days.  For  the 
first  two  of  them  Virginia  was  inconsolable.  She  wandered 
about  mournfully,  with  her  head  dejected.  She  very  often 
sighed;  she  ver>' often  uttered  the  name  of  Paul.  At  last 
she  surprised  herself  by  exclaiming  aloud  to  the  irresponsive 
solitude,  "  O  Paul,  until  you  were  gone  i  never  knew  how 
passionately  I  loved  you  ! "  No  sooner  were  these  words 
out  of  her  mouth  than  she  stood  still,  horror-stricken. 
"  Alas  !  "  she  cried,  "  and  have  I  really  come  to  this  ?  1  am 
in  a  state  of  deadly  sin,  and  there  is  no  priest  here  to  con- 
fess to  !  I  must  conquer  my  forbidden  love  as  best  as  I 
may.     But,  ah  me,  what  a  guilty  thing  I  am  I " 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  her  eye  fell  on  a  tin  box  of  the 
professor's,  marked  "  Private,"  which  he  alwa}'s  kept  care- 
fully locked,  and  which  had  before  now  excited  her  curiosity. 
Suddenly  she  became  conscious  of  a  new  impulse.  "  I  will 
pursue  truth  I"  she  exclaimed.  "I  will  break  that  box  open, 
and  I  will  see  what  is  inside  it.  Ah  ! "  she  added,  as,  with 
the  aid  of  a  poker,  she  at  last  wrenched  off  the  padlock, 
"Paul  may  be  right,  after  all.  There  is  more  interest  in 
the  pursuit  of  truth  than  I  thought  there  was." 

The  box  was  full  of  papers,  letters,  and  diaries,  the  greater 
part  of  which  were  marked  "  Strictly  private."  Seeing  this, 
Virginia's  appetite  for  truth  became  keener  than  ever.  She 
instantly  began  her  researches.  The  more  she  read,  the 
more  eager  she  became  ;  and  the  more  private  appeared  the 
nature  of  the  documents,  the  more  insatiable  did  her  thirst 
for  truth  grow.  To  her  extreme  surprise,  she  gathered  that 
the  professor  had  begun  life  as  a  clerg>man.  There  were 
several  photographs  of  him  in  his  surplice,  and  a  number 
of  devout  prayers,  apparently  composed  by  himself  for  his 
own  personal  use.  This  discovery  was  the  result  of  her  la- 
bors. 

"  Certainly,"  she  said,  "  it  is  one  of  extreme  significance. 
If  Paul  was  a  priest  once,  he  must  be  a  priest  now.  Orders 
are  indelible — at  least,  in  the  Church  of  England  I  know 
they  are." 

XV. 

Paul  came  back,  to  Virginia's  extreme  relief,  without  the 
missing  link.  But  he  was  still  radiant,  in  spite  of  his  failure; 
for  he  had  discovered,  he  said,  a  place  where  the  creature 
had  apparently  slept,  and  he  had  collected  in  a  card-paper 
box  a  large  number  of  its  parasites. 

"  I  am  glad,"  said  \irginia,  "  that  you  have  not  found  the 
missing  link;  though,  as  to  thinking  that  we  really  came  from 
monkeys,  of  course,  that  is  too  absurd.      Now,  if  you  could 
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have  brought  me  a  nice  monkey,  I  should  really  have  liked 
that.  The  bishop  has  promised  that  I  shall  have  a  darling 
one,  if  ever  I  reach  him — ah,  me  ! — if,  Paul,"  continued  Vir- 
ginia, in  a  very  solemn  voice,  after  a  long  pause,  "  do  you 
know  that,  while  you  have  been  away,  I  have  been  pursuing 
truth  ?     I  rather  liked  it,  and  found  it  very,  very  significant." 

"  O  joy  !  "  exclaimed  the  professor  ;  "  O  unspeakable  ra- 
diance !  O  holy,  O  essentially  dignified  Humanity;  it  will 
soon  be  perfect  !  Tell  me,  Virginia,  what  truths  have  you 
been  discovering  ? " 

*'One  truth  about  you,  Paul,"  said  Virginia,  very  gravely, 
"and  one  truth  about  me.  I  burn — oh,  I  burn  to  tell  them 
to  you  ! " 

The  professor  was  enraptured  to  hear  that  one-half  of  Hu- 
manity had  been  studying  human  nature;  and  he  began  ask- 
ing Virginia  if  her  discoveries  belonged  to  the  domain  of 
historical  or  biological  science.  Meanwhile,  Virginia,  had 
flung  herself  on  her  knees  before  him,  and  was  exclaiming  in 
piteous  accents: 

"  By  my  fault,  by  my  own  fault,  by  my  very  grievous  fault, 
holy  father,  I  confess  to  you — " 

"  Is  the  woman  mad?"  cried  the  professor,  starting  from 
-his  seat. 

"You  are  a  priest,  Paul,"  said  Virginia;  "that  is  one  of 
the  things  I  have  discovered.  I  am  in  a  state  of  deadly  sin, 
that  is  the  other;  and  I  must  and  will  confess  to  you.  Once 
a  priest,  always  a  priest.  You  cannot  get  rid  of  your  orders; 
you  must  and  shall  hear  me." 

"  I  was  once  in  orders,  it  is  true,"  said  Paul,  reluctantly; 
"  but  how  did  you  find  out  my  miserable  secret  ?  " 

"  In  my  zeal  for  truth,"  said  Virginia,  "  I  broke  open  your 
tin  box;  I  read  all  your  letters;  I  looked  at  your  early  photo- 
graphs; I  saw  all  your  beautiful  prayers." 

"  You  broke  open  my  box  ! "  cried  the  professor.  "  You 
read  my  letters  and  my  private  papers  !  Oh,  horrible  !  oh, 
immoral  !  What  shall  we  do  if  half  Humanity  has  no  feel- 
ing of  honor  ? " 

"  Oh,"  said  Virginia,  "  it  was  all  from  the  love  of  truth — of 
solemn  and  holy  truth.  I  sacrificed  evei7  other  feehng  to 
that.^  But  I  have  not  told  you  my  truth,  yet;  and  I  am  de- 
termined you  shall  hear  it,  or  I  must  still  remain  in  my  sins. 
Paul.  I  am  a  married  woman;  and  I  discover,  in  spite  of 
that,  that  I  have  fallen  in  love  with  you.  My  husband,  it  is 
true,  is  far  away;  and,  whatever  we  do,  he  could  never  pos- 
sibly be  the  wiser.  But  I  am  in  a  state  of  mortal  sin,  never- 
theless; and  I  would  give  anything  in  the  world  if  you  would 
kiss  me." 

"  Woman  !  "  exclaimed  Paul,  aghast  with  fright  and  hor- 
ror, "  do  you  dare  to  abuse  truth  by  turning  it  to  such  base 
purposes  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  are  so  clever,"  Virginia  went  on,  "  and,  when  the 
ends  of  your  mustache  are  waxed,  you  look  positively  hand- 
some; and  I  love  you  so  deeply  and  so  tenderly,  that  I  shall 
certainly  go  to  hell  if  you  do  not  give  me  absolution." 

At  this  the  professor  jumped  up,  and,  staring  very  hard  at 
Virginia,  asked  her  if,  after  all  that  he  had  said  on  the  ship, 
she  really  believed  in  such  exploded  fallacies  as  hell,  God, 
and  priestcraft. 

She  reminded  him  that  he  had  preached  there  without  a 
surplice,  and  that  she  had,  therefore,  not  thought  it  right  to 
listen  to  a  word  he  said. 

"Ah,"  cried  the  professor,  with  a  sigh  of  intense  relief,  "  I 
see  it  all  now.  How  can  Humanity  ever  be  unspeakably 
holy  so  long  as  one-half  of  it  grovels  in  dreams  of  an  un- 
speakably holy  God .''  As  Mr.  Frederic  Harrison  truly 
says,  a  want  of  faith  in  "  the  essential  dignity  of  man,  is  one 
of  the  surest  marks  of  the  enervating  influence  of  this  dream 
of  a  celestial  glory.'  "  The  professor  accordingly  redelivered 
to  Virginia  the  entire  substance  of  his  lectures  in  the  ship. 
He  fully  impressed  on  her  that  the  intellect  of  the  world  was 
on  the  side  of  Humanity,  and  that  God's  existence  could  be 
disproved  with  a  box  of  chemicals.  He  was  agreeably  sur- 
prised at  finding  her  not  at  all  unwilling  to  be  convinced, 
and  extremely  unexacting  in  her  demands  for  proof.  In 
a  few  days  she  had  not  a  remnant  of  superstition  left. 
"At  last !"  exclaimed  the  professor;  "it  has  £ome  at  last! 
Unspeakable  happiness  will  surely  begin  now." 

XVI 

No  one  could  possibly  be  more  emancipated  than  Vir- 
ginia. She  tittered  all  day  long,  and,  whenever  the  profes- 
sor asked  her  why,  she  always  told  him  she  was  thinking  of 
"  an  intelligent  First  Cause,  a  conception  of  which,"  she  said, 
"was  really  quite  killing."  But  when  her  first  burst  of  intel- 
lectual excitement  was  over,  she  became  more  serious. 
"All  thought,  Paul,"  she  said,  "is  valuable  because  it  leads 
to  action.  Come,  my  love,  my  dove,  my  beauty,  and  let  us 
kiss  each  other  all  day  long.  Let  us  enjoy  the  charming 
license  which  exact  thought  shows  us  we  shall  never  be 
punished  for." 

This  was  a  result  of  freedom  that  the  professor  had  never 
bargained  for.  He  could  not  understand  it,  "  because,"  he 
argued,  "  if  people  were  to  reason  in  that  way,  morality 
would  at  once  cease  to  be  possible."  But  he  had  seen  so 
much  of  the  world  lately  that  he  soon  recovered  himself; 
and,  recollecting  that  immorality  was  only  ignorance,  he 
began  to  show  Virginia  where  her  error  lay— her  one  remain- 
ing error.  "  I  perceive,"  he  said,  "  that  you  are  ignorant  of 
one  of  the  greatest  triumphs  ot  exact  thought — the  distinc- 
tion it  has  established  between  the  lower  and  the  higher 
pleasures.  Philosophers,  who  have  thought  the  whole  thing 
over  in  their  studies,  have  become  sure  that  as  soon  as  the 
latter  are  presented  to  men  they  will  at  once  leave  all  and 
follow  them." 

.  "  They  must  be  very  nice  pleasures,"  said  Virginia,  "  if 
they  would  make  me  leave  kissing  you  for  the  sake  of  them." 

"  They  arc  nice,"  said  the  professor.  "  They  are  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  imagination,  the  intellect,  and  the  glorious  ap- 
prehension of  truth.  Compared  with  these,  kissing  me 
would  be  quite  insipid.  No  truths  are  so  pure  and  necessary 
as  those  of  mathematics;  you  shall  at  once  begin  the  glorious 
apprehension  of  them." 

"O  Paul,"  cried  Virginia,  in  an  agony,  "but  I  really  don't 
care  for  truth  at  all;  and  you  know  that,  when  I  broke  your 
tin  box  open  and  read  your  private  letters  in  my  search  of  it, 
you  were  very  angrj'  with  me." 

"Ah,"  said  Paul,  holding  up  his  finger,  "but  those  were 
not  necessary  truths.  Truths  about  human  action  and  hu- 
man character  are  not  necessary  truths;  therefore  men  of 
science  care  nothing  about  them,  and  they  have  no  place  in 


scientific  systems  of  ethics.  Pure  truths  are  a  very  different 
character;  and,  however  much  you  may  misunderstand  your 
own  inclinations,  you  can  really  care  for  nothing  so  much  as 
doing  a  few  sums.  I  will  set  you  some  very  easy  ones  to 
begin  with;  and  you  shall  do  them  by  yourself,  while  I  mag- 
nify in  the  next  room  the  parasites  of  the  missing  link." 

Virginia  saw  that  there  was  no  help  for  it.  She  did  her 
sums  by  herself  the  whole  morning,  which,  as  at  school  she 
had  been  very  good  at  arithmetic,  was  not  a  hard  task  for 
her;  and  Paul  magnified  parasites  in  the  next  room,  and 
prepared  slides  for  his  microscope. 

When  they  met  again,  Paul  began  skipping  and  dancing, 
as  if  he  had  gone  quite  out  of  his  senses;  and  every  now  and 
then,  between  the  skips,  he  gave  a  sepulchral  groan.  Vir- 
ginia asked  him,  in  astonishment,  what  on  earth  was  the 
matter  with  him. 

"  Matter  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Why,  Humanity  is  at  last 
perfect !  All  the  evils  of  existence  are  removed;  we  neither 
of  us  believe  in  a  God  or  a  celestial  future;  and  we  are  both 
in  full  enjoyment  of  the  higher  pleasures  and  the  apprehen- 
sion of  scientific  truth.  And  therefore  I  skip  because  Hu- 
manity is  unspeakably  happy;  and  I  groan  because  it  is  so 
unspeakably  solemn." 

"  Alas,  alas  !  "  cried  Virginia,  "  and  would  not  you  like  to 
kiss  me  'i  " 

"  No,"  said  the  professor,  sternly,  "  and  you  would  not  like 
me  to  kiss  you.  It  is  impossible  that  one-half  of  Humanity 
should  prefer  the  pleasure  of  unlawful  love  to  the  pleasure  of 
finding  out  scientific  truths." 

"  But,"  pleaded  Virginia,  "cannot  we  enjoy  both  ?" 

"No,"  said  the  professor;  "for,  if  I  began  to  kiss  you,  I 
should  soon  not  care  two  straws  about  the  parasites  of  the 
missing  link." 

"Well,"  said  Virginia,  "  it  is  nice  of  you  to  say  that;  but 
still—.    Ah  me  !  " 

XVII. 

Virginia  was  preparing,  with  a  rueful  face,  to  resume  her 
enjoyment  of  the  higher  pleasures,  when  a  horrible  smell, 
like  that  of  an  open  drain,  was  suddenly  blown  in  through 
the  window. 

"  Oh,  rapture  ! "  cried  the  professor,  as  Virginia  was  stop- 
ping her  nose  with  her  handkerchief,  "  I  smell  the  missing 
link."     And  in  another  instant  he  was  gone. 

"Well,"  said  Virginia,  "here  is  one  comfort.  While  Paul 
is  away  I  shall  be  relieved  from  the  higher  pleasures.  Alas  !" 
she  cried,  as  she  flung  herself  down  on  the  sofa,  "he  is  so 
nice-looking,  and  such  an  enlightened  thinker  !  But  it  is 
plain  he  has  never  loved,  or  else  very  certainly  he  would  love 
again." 

Paul  returned  in  about  a  couple  of  hours,  again  unsuccess- 
ful in  his  search. 

"Ah,"  cried  Virginia,  "  I  am  so  glad  you  have  not  caught 
the  creature  ! " 

"  Glad,"  echoed  the  professor — "  glad  !  Do  you  know  that 
till  I  have  caught  the  missing  link  the  cause  of  glorious  truth 
will  suffer  grievously?  The  missing  link  is  the  token  of  the 
solemn  fact  of  our  origin  from  inorganic  matter.  I  did  catch 
one  blessed  glimpse  of  him.  He  had  certainly  a  silver  band 
about  his  neck.  He  was  rolling  in  a  lump  of  carrion.  It  is 
through  him  that  we  are  related  to  the  stars — the  holy,  the 
glorious  stars,  about  which  we  know  so  little. 

"  Bother  the  stars  !  "  said  Virginia ;  "  I  couldn't  bear,  Paul, 
that  anything  should  come  between  you  and  me.  I  have 
been  thinking  of  you  and  longing  for  you  the  whole  time  you 
have  been  away." 

"What! "cried  Paul,  "and  how  have  you  been  able  to 
forego  the  pleasures  of  the  intellect?" 

"I  have  deserted  them,"  cried  Virginia,  "for  the  pleasures 
of  the  imagination,  which  I  gathered  from  you  were  also  very 
ennobling.  And  I  found  they  were  so,  for  I  have  been  im- 
agining that  you  loved  me.  Why  is  the  reality  less  enno- 
bling than  the  imagination  ?  Paul,  you  shall  love  me  ;  I 
will  force  you  to  love  me.  It  will  make  us  both  so  happy  : 
we  shall  never  go  to  hell  for  it,  and  it  can  not  possibly  cause 
the  shghtest  scandal." 

The  professor  was  more  bewildered  than  ever  by  these  ap- 
peals. He  wondered  how  Humanity  would  ever  get  on  if 
one-half  of  it  cared  nothing  for  pure  truth,  and  persisted  in 
following  the  vulgar  impulses  that  had  been  the  most  distin- 
guishing feature  of  its  benighted  past — that  is  to  say,  those 
ages  of  its  existence  of  which  any  record  has  been  preserved 
for  us.     Luckily,  however,  Virginia  came  to  his  assistance. 

"I  think  I  know,  Paul,"  she  said,  "why  I  do  not  care  as  I 
should  do  for  the  intellectual  pleasures.  We  have  been  both 
seeking  them  by  ourselves,  and  we  have  been  therefore  ego- 
istic hedonists.  It  is  quite  true,  as  you  say,  that  selflshness 
is  a  despicable  thing.  Let  me,"  she  went  on,  sitting  down 
beside  him,  "  look  through  your  microscope  along  with  you. 
I  think,  perhaps,  if  we  shared  the  pleasure,  the  missing  link's 
parasites  might  have  some  interest  for  me." 

The  professor  was  overjoyed  at  this  proposal.  The  two 
sat  down  side  by  side,  and  tried  their  best  to  look  simultane- 
ously through  the  eye-piece  of  the  microscope.  Virginia  in 
a  moment  expressed  herself  much  satisfied.     It  is  true  they 

saw  nothing  ;  but  their  cheeks  touched.  The  professor,  too, 
seemed  contented,  and  said  they  should  both  be  in  a  state  of 
rapture  when  they  had  got  the  right  focus.  At  last  Virginia 
whispered,  with  a  soft  smile  : 

"  Suppose  we  put  that  nasty  microscope  aside  ;  it  is  only 
in  the  way.  And  then,  O  Paul  ! — dear  love,  dove  of  a  Paul 
— we  can  kiss  each  other  to  our  hearts'  content." 

Paul  thought  Virginia  quite  incorrigible,  and  rushed  head- 
long out  of  the  room. 

XVIII. 
"Alas  !'■  cried  Paul,  "what  can  be  done  to  convince  one- 
half  of  Humanity  that  it  is  really  devoted  to  the  higher  pleas- 
ures and  does  not  care  for  the  lower — at  least  nothing  to 
speak  of?'  The  poor  man  was  in  a  state  of  dreadful  per- 
plexity, and  felt  well  nigh  distracted.  At  last  a  light  broke  in 
on  him.  He  remembered  that  as  one  of  his  most  revered 
masters,  Prof  Tyndall,  had  admitted,  a  great  part  of  Hu- 
manity would  always  need  a  religion,  and  that  Virginia  now 
had  none.  He  at  once  rushed  back  to  her.  "Ah  !  "  he  ex- 
claimed, "all  is  explained  now.  You  cannot  be  in  love  with 
me,  for  that  would  be  unlawful  passion.  Unlawful  passion 
is  unreasonable,  and  unreasonable  passion  would  quite  upset 
a  system  of  pure  reason,  which  is  what  e.xact  thought  shows 
us  is  soon  going  to  govern  the  world.     No  !    the  emotions 


that  you  fancy  are  directed  to  me  are  in  reality  cosmic  emo- 
tion ;  in  other  words  are  the  reasonable  religion  of  the  future. 
I  must  now  initiate  you  in  its  solemn  and  unspeakably  sig- 
nificant worship." 

"Religion  !"  exclaimed  Virginia,  not  knowing  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry.  "It  is  not  kind  of  you  to  be  making  fun  of 
me.  There  is  no  God,  no  soul,  and  no  supernatural  order, 
and,  above  all,  there  is  no  hell.  How,  then,  can  you  talk  to 
me  about  religion  ?" 

"  You,"  replied  Paul,  "  are  associating  religion  with  theol- 
ogy, as  indeed  the  world  hitherto  aluays  has  done.  But 
those  two  things,  as  Prof  Huxley  well  obsenes,  have  abso- 
lutely nothing  to  do  with  each  other.  '  It  may  be,'  says  that 
great  teacher,  *  that  the  object  of  a  man's  religion  is  an  ideal 
of  sensual  enjoyment,  or — '" 

"Ah,"  cried  \'irginia,  "that  is  my  religion,  Paul." 

"  Nonsense  !"  replied  Paul;  "that  cannot  be  the  religion 
of  half  Humanity,  else  high,  holy,  solemn,  awful  moraUty 
would  never  be  able  to  stand  on  its  own  basis.  See,  the 
night  has  fallen,  the  glorious  moon  has  risen,  the  stupendous 
stars  are  sparkling  in  the  firmament.  Come  down  with  me 
to  the  sea-shore,  where  we  may  be  face  to  face  with  Nature, 
and  I  will  show  you  then  what  true  religion — what  true  wor- 
ship is." 

The  two  went  out  together.  They  stood  on  the  smooth 
sands,  which  glittered  white  and  silverj'  in  the  dazzling  moon- 
light. All  was  hushed.  The  gentle  murmur  of  the  trees  and 
the  soft  splash  of  the  sea  seemed  only  to  make  the  silence 
audible.  The  professor  paused  close  beside  Virginia,  and 
took  her  hand.  Virginia  liked  that,  and  thought  that  religion 
without  theology  was  not  perhaps  so  bad,  after  all.  Mean- 
while Paul  had  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  moon.  Then  in  a  voice 
almost  broken  with  emotion,  he  whispered.  "The  prayer 
of  the  man  of  science,  it  has  been  said,  must  be  for  the  most 
part  of  the  silent  sort.  He  who  said  that  was  wrong.  It 
need  not  be  silent ;  it  need  only  be  inarticulate.  I  have  dis- 
covered an  audible  and  a  reasonable  liturgy  which  will  give 
utterance  to  the  full  to  the  religion  of  exact  thought.  Let  us 
both  join  our  voices,  and  let  us  croon  at  the  moon." 

The  professor  at  once  began  a  long,  low  howling.  Vir- 
ginia joined  him,  until  she  was  out  of  breath. 

"  O  Paul,"  she  said  at  last,  "  is  this  more  rational  than  the 
Lord's  Prayer  ? " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  professor,  "  for  we  can  analyze  and  com- 
prehend that ;  but  true  religious  feeling,  as  Prof.  Tyndall 
tells  us,  we  can  neither  analyze  nor  comprehend.  See  how 
big  Nature  is,  and  how  little— ah,  how  little  ! — we  know  about 
it.  Is  it  not  solemn,  and  sublime,  and  awful?  Come,  let  us 
howl  again." 

The  professoris  devotional  fervor  grew  every  moment.  At 
last  he  put  his  hand  to  his  mouth  and  began  hooting  like  an 
owl,  till  it  seemed  that  all  the  island  echoed  to  him.  The 
louder  Paul  hooted  and  howled,  the  more  near  did  he  draw 
to  Virginia. 

"Ah,"  he  said,  as  he  put  his  arm  about  her  waist,  "it  is  in 
solemn  moments  like  this  that  the  solidarity  of  mankind  be- 
comes most  apparent." 

Virginia,  during  the  last  few  moments,  had  stuck  her  fin- 
gers in  her  ears.  She  now  took  them  out,  and,  throwing  her 
arms  around  Paul's  neck,  tried,  with  her  cheek  on  his  shoul- 
der, to  make  another  little  hoot ;  but  the  sound  her  lips 
formed  was  much  more  like  a  kiss.  The  power  of  religion 
was  at  last  too  much  for  Paul. 

"  For  the  sake  of  cosmic  emotion,"  he  exclaimed,  "  O  other 
half  of  Humanity,  and  for  the  sake  of  rational  religion,  I 
will  kiss  you  ! " 

The  professor  was  bending  down  his  face  over  her,  when, 
as  if  by  magic,  he  started,  stopped,  and  remained  as  one  pet- 
rified. Amid  the  sharp  silence,  there  rang  a  human  shout 
from  the  rocks. 

"  Oh,"  shrieked  Virginia,  falling  on  her  knees,  "  it  is  a  mir- 
acle— it  is  a  miracle  !  God  is  angry  with  us  for  pretending 
that  we  do  not  believe  on  him." 

The  professor  was  as  white  as  a  sheet,  but  he  struggled 
with  his  perturbation  manfully, 

"It  is  not  a  miracle,"  he  cried,  "but  a  hallucination.  It 
is  an  axiom  with  exact  thinkers  that  all  proofs  of  the  mirac- 
ulous are  hallucinations." 

"  See,"  shrieked  Virginia,  again,  "  they  are  coming — they 
are  coming  !     Do  not  you  see  them  ?" 

Paul  looked,  and  there,  sure  enough,  were  two  figures,  a 
male  and  a  female,  advancing  slowly  toward  them,  across  the 
moonlit  sand. 

"It  is  nothing,"  cried  Paul ;  "it  cannot  possibly  be  any- 
thing. I  protest,  in  the  name  of  science,  that  it  is  an  optical 
delusion," 

Suddenly  the  female  figure  exclaimed,  "  Thank  God,  it  is 
he  ! " 

In  another  moment  the  male  figure  exclaimed,  "Thank 
God,  it  is  she  !  " 

"  My  husband  ! "  gasped  Virginia. 

"  My  wife  ! "  replied  the  bishop  (for  it  was  none  other  than 
he),  "Welcome  to  Chasuble  Island.  By  the  blessing  of 
God  it  is  on  your  own  home  you  have  been  wrecked,  and  you- 
have  been  living  in  the  ver)-  house  that  I  had  intended  to 
prepare  for  you.  Providentially,  too.  Prof.  Darnley's  wife 
has  called  here,  in  her  search  for  her  husband,  who  has  over- 
stayed his  time.  See,  my  love,  my  dove,  my  beauty,  here  is 
the  monkey  I  promised  you  as  a  pet,  which  broke  loose  a  few 
days  ago,  and  which  I  was  in  the  act  of  looking  for  when 
your  joint  cries  attracted  us,  and  we  found  you." 

A  yell  of  delight  here  broke  from  the  professor.  The  eyes 
of  the  three  others  were  turned  on  him,  and  he  was  seen  em- 
bracing wildly  a  monkey  which  the  bishop  led  by  a  chain. 
"  The  missing  link  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  the  missing  link  ! " 

"  Nonsense  ! "  cried  the  sharp  tones  of  a  lady  with  a  green 
gown  and  gray,  corkscrew  curls.  "  It  is  not'Mog  but  a  mon- 
key that  the  good  bishop  has  been  trying  to  tame  for  his  wife. 
Don't  you  see  her  name  engraved  on  the  collar  ?" 

The  shrill  accents  acted  like  a  charm  upon  Paul.  He 
sprang  away  from  the  creature  that  he  had  been  just  caress- 
ing. He  gazed  for  a  moment  on  \'irginia's  lovely  form,  her 
exquisite  toilet,  and  her  melting  eyes.  Then  he  turned 
wildly  to  the  green  gown  and  the  gray,  corkscre\\  curls. 
Sorrow  and  superstition  he  felt  were  again  invading  Human- 
ity. "Alas  I"  he  exclaimed,  at  last,  "  I  do  now 'ndced  be- 
lieve in  hell." 

"And  I,"  cried  \'irginia,  with  much  gi*ealer  L  ■ 
ing  into  the  arms  of  her  bishop,  "onci  mm 
heaven." — contemporary  Revieii^ 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


POETS  OF  CALIFORNIA. 


Vni.-FRANCES   FULLER  VICTOR. 


[Mr^  Frances  Fuller  \"iclor  is  a  native  of  ihe  Stale  of  New  York,  but  wa*  ed- 
ocated  in  Ohio,  and  has  lived  more  among  Wtsicm  than  Ex-itern  people.  When 
she  was  fourteen  >-ears  of  age  and  lived  in  Woo^ter,  \Va\-n«  County,  Ohio,  she 
wrote  her  fir«  complete  poem,  which  wa*  publl-^ed  in  the  Wocwicr  Demi'crae.  It 
was  received  by  the  editor,  Mr.  Sprague,  wiih  complimenlarj*  remarks,  and  ihi-i 
trifling  encouragement  unsealed  volumoof  vci%c  that  omtinued  to  find  its  way 
into  the  new-spapen.  for  icveral  years.  11)^^:,  though  somewhat  immature  in 
thoaght,  are  remarkably  conrci'in  form,  and  bear  the  tovt  of  metrical  rules  quite 
as  w«n  as  her  later  pocm^  When  in  her  tecn^  ihe  UTOtc  often  for  the  CIc\-eland 
Herald,  edited  by  Colonel  A-  I.  Harrin,  and  some  of  her  poenvi  were  copied  by 
ui  English  journal,  which  so  pleased  the  Colonel  that  he  wrote  her  a  coniplimen- 
taiy  letter  and  sent  her  the  first  pay  she  ever  received  for  authorship.  At  this 
lime  her  sister.  Mctta  Victoria,  though  younger  than  she.  was  u-ritins,  and  as  the 
Qaiy  sisters  then  lived  in  Ohio,  the  papers  of  that  Stale  often  referred  w-ith  pride 
lo  the  t»i-o  pairs  of  poet  sistcrv.  The  Carv  sisters  afterward  went  toNew\ork, 
but  the  Fuller  sisters  remained!  in  the  West  until  they  were  married.  In  the 
meantime  the  two  sisters  wrote  for  the  //.'wr-  J. 'it  mil.  then  conducted  by  N.  P. 
Willi.*  and  George  P.  Morris,  and  both  receiv-eil  great  praise.  Edgar  A.  Poe,  in 
his  criticJsTivs  on  .\merican  female  poet*,  made  llattcring  allusions  to  the  poem^  of 
the  older  sister.  In  later  editions  this  has  been  expunged,  probably  because  lixing 
so  far  from  New  York  she  had  been  lost  sight  of.  \\'hilc  still  voung  girU  a  col- 
lection of  their  poem*  was  published  by  A.  S.  Barnes  vS:  Co.  When  Mrs.  Victor 
came  to  the  Pacific  Coast  she  wTote  for  the  Gc-lJen  Km.  then  In  its  palmy  da>-s; 
also  a  scries  of  articles  o^tr  the  signature  of  "  Florence  Fane,"  with  occasional 
poems  for  the  /?*»//*■//«.  AfterwanI  she  was  crrespondcnt  for  the  Sitllc/in,  and 
also  »TOie  letters  for  the  Sacramento  I  'mu'h.  and  at  times  forthe  (T.i//  and  C/iti^H- 
ieU.  and  was  a  regular  contributor  to  the  ih^i-rl^nd  Monthly.  On  going  to  Ore- 
goo  she  became  interested  in  the  peculiar  topography  of  the  country-,  its  scenery, 
and  its  hisior>-.  and  finding  it  a  new  and  almost  untried  field  wrote  several  books 
relaitng  to  it;  these  n-cre  The  Rh-f-  V  th^  li'.-st,  .-illtK-t-r  (ln-^-,vi  and  U'atA- 
iHgt(m,  and  Thr  S'lc  Ffnrlof^.  Mrs.  Victor,  like  many  of  our  California  pocLs, 
isDcttcr  known  and  has  done  better  work  as  a  writer  of  prose  than  of  poetry. 
Ho"  work  is  fresh  atid  vigoroti*.  and  without  being  very  "  finished  "  Is  alwaj-s 
correct  and  agreeable.— R.  E.  W.J 


Waiting:. 

I  cannot  wean  my  wayw-aixi  heart  from  waiting. 
Though  the  steps  watched  for  never  come  anear; 

The  wearying  want  dings  to  it  unabatlng — 
The  fruitless  wish  for  presences  once  dear. 

No  fairer  e\'e  e'er  blessed  a  poet's  \'ision : 
No  softer  airs  e'er  kis««d  a  poet's  brow ; 

No  scene  more  truly  could  be  called  Elysian. 
Than  this  which  holds  my  gaze  enchanted  now. 

And  yet  I  pine — this  beautiftil  completeness 

Is  incomplete  to  my  dt^siring  heart ; 
Tis  beauty's  form  without  her  soul  of  sweetness. 

The  pure  but  chiseled  loveliness  of  an. 

There  is  no  longer  pleasure  in  emotion, 

I  enw  those  dead  souls  no  touch  can  thrill. 

Who — "painted  ships  upon  a  painted  ocean'' — 
Seem  to  be  mov«xI,  yet  are  forever  still. 

WTicrc  are  they  fled?  they  whose  delightful  voices, 
Whose  ver\*  fooistcps  had  a  charmed  fall : 

No  more,  no  more  their  sound  my  heart  rejoices ; 
Change,  death,  and  distance  part  me  now  from  all. 

And  the  fair  e%'ening,  with  remembrance  teeming, 
Pierces  my  soul  with  e^'ery  sharp  regret ; 

The  sweetest  beauty  saddens  to  my  seeming. 
Since  all  that's  fair  forbids  me  to  forgec 

Eyes  that  have  gazed  upon  yon  silver  crescent 

Till  filled  with  light,  then  turned  to  gaze  in  mine ; 
•  Lips  that  could  clothe  a  fancy  e\-anescent 

In  words  whose  magic  thrilled  the  brain  like  wine; 

Hands  that  have  wreathed  June  roses  in  my  tresses. 
And  gathered  \iolets  to  deck  my  breast ; 

Where  are  ye  now?  I  miss  your  dear  caresses — 
I  miss  the  lips,  the  eyes,  that  made  me  blesL 

Lonelv  I  sit  and  watch  the  fitful  burning 

Of  prairie  fires,  far  off,  through  gathering  gloom  ; 

While  the  young  moon  and  one  bright  star  returning 
Down  the  blue  solitude  leave  Night  their  room. 

Gone  is  the  glimmer  of  the  silent  river ; 

Hushed  is  the  wind  that  sped  the  leaves  to-day; 
How  through  silence  falls  the  crj-stal  shiver 

Of  the  sweet  starlight  on  its  earthward  way. 

And  yet  I  wait,  how  ^•ainly!   for  a  token — 
\  sigh,  a  touch,  a  whisjjer  from  the  past. 
Alas !    I  listen  for  a  word  imspoken. 

And  wait  for  arms  that  have  embraced  their  last. 

I  wish  no  more,  as  once  I  wished,  each  feeling 
To  grow  immortal  in  my  happy  bieast ; 

Since  not  to  feel  will  leave  no 'wounds  for  healing — 
The  pulse  that  thrills  not  has  no  need  of  rest 

.\s  the  conviction  sinks  into  my  spirit 

That  my  quick  heart  is  doomed  to  death  in  life, 
Or  that  these  pangs  must  pierce  and  nev'er  sear  it, 

I  am  abandon^  to  despairing  strife. 

To  the  lost  life,  alas!   no  more  returning — 
In  this  to  come  no  semblance  of  the  past — 

Only  to  wait !   hoping  this  ceaseless  yearning 
Slay  ere  long  end,  and  rest  may  come  at  last. 


Sweetser  &  De  Long,  manufacturers  of  sweet  cider,  have 
made  a  nice  little  point  on  the  managers  of  the  Mechanics' 
Fair.  It  appears  they  have  been  giving  away  samples  of 
their  beverage  as  an  advertisement  of  its  quality  from  the 
stand  in  the  Pa\'ilion,  but  the  managers  notified  them  to 
quit,  as  it  conflicted  with  purchased  privileges  in  the  dis- 
pensing of  cider.  The  firm  promptly  took  the  case  into 
court,  claiming  that  they  entered  their  sweet  and  ncn-intoxi- 
cating  drink  at  the  Fair  in  consequence  of  circulars  and  ad- 
vertisements of  the  managers,  calling  upon  all  persons  to 
send  to  the  great  industrial  exhibition  whatever  natural  and 
manufactured  products  of  this  coast  they  might  have, 
promising  that  all  possible  facilities  should  be  extended  to 
such  exhibitors  ;  therefore  the  plaintiffs  brought  their  sweet 
cider  to  the  Pavilion,  and  it  was  accepted  as  an  exhibit 
How  the  law  will  decide  this  question  is  as  yet  undetermined. 


They  were  talking  about  the  weight  of  different  persons 
in  a  certain  family  in  Oakland  the  other  evening,  and  the 
daughter's  young  man,  who  was  present,  spoke  up  before 
he  thought,  and  said:  "I  tell  you  that  Jenny  isn't  so  ver>* 
light  either,  although  she  looks  so."  And  then  he  looked 
suddenly  conscious  and  blushed,  and  Jenny  became  ab- 
sorbed in  studying  a  chromo  on  the  wall 


ARCHERY, 


Patti,   says   a  s\*mpathetic  French  chronicler,  is  now  a 

drowxing  woman,  whose  face  only  is  seen  floating  in  the 

v.-a-er.     She  is  beginning  to  suffer,   and  has  aged   \-isibly 

■ -ing  the  past  year.     She  is  thin,  sad,  ner\-ous;  her  splen- 

;.I  hair  is  turning  gray  and  going. 


Within  a  vcr>'  short  time,  comparatively,  the  Americans 
have  taken  up  the  old  English  sport  of  archery,  which  at  one 
time  was  so  pecuhar  a  feature  of  Knglish  sport  and  practice 
as  to  make  the  names  of  Robin  Hood  and  Littlejohn,  the 
noted  foresters  of  a  by-gone  age,  and  Maid  .Marian,  famous 
in  history.  Since  the  sport  was  introduced  here,  it  has  so 
grown  in  favor,  especially  among  the  ladies  who  have  a  timid 
horror  of  touching  any  explosive  weapon,  that  it  bids  fair  to 
drive  out  the  former  popular  game  of  croquet.  Archery 
clubs  are  springing  up  in  all  pans  of  the  United  States  with 
such  rapidity  that  the  importers  of  English  bows  and  arrows 
find  it  impossible  to  supply  the  demand,  as  the  English 
makers  can  not  manufacture  the  weapons  fast  enough  to 
meet  the  wants  of  clubs  and  private  individuals.  One  im- 
porting firm  in  New  York  has  orders  on  hand  for  over 
$5,000  worth  that  it  is  impossible  to  supply,  in  consequence 
of  the  inability  of  the  English  makers  to  make  and  send  on 
the  goods.  The  English  bows  are  usually  made  of  yew  and 
lance  woods  ;  the  ornamental  bows  being  pieced  with  fancy 
woods  which  would  not  be  elastic  enough  in  themselves  to 
be  so  used,  but  which,  when  united  with  a  tough,  springy 
wood,  make  a  very  handsome  looking  bow,  as  well  as  being 
semceable.  As  the  United  States  (lovernment  has  placed 
a  heavy  duty  on  imported  bows  and  arrows.  American 
makers  have  been  stimulated  by  the  great  demand  ro  at- 
tempt the  manufacture  of  bows  and  arrows  out  of  Ameri- 
can woods.  Handsome  bows  arc  being  made  in  two 
pieces,  after  the  style  of  the  English,  from  snakewood  and 
hickory;  the  elasticity  of  the  latter  overcoming  the  brittle- 
ness  of  the  fonner.  The  ser\-ice  bow  is  made  from  lance- 
wood  imported  from  Cuba.  Some  arrows  are  made  of 
Georgia  pine  on  account  of  the  wood  being  light  and  straight; 
and  prize  arrows  are  being  constructed  of  Georgia  pine  with 
snake  wood  points,  an  improvement  being  added  by  binding 
the  ends  of  the  feathers  in  the  head  with  silk,  so  that  the 
damp  will  not  remove  them  from  their  places — a  disagreeable 
result  which  often  happens  to  English  arrows  if  left  on  the 
grass  during  the  night.  It  is  estimated  that  one  of  the  East- 
ern firms  has  manufactured  ten  thousand  arrows  since  the 
sport  began  to  be  popular,  and  has  not  in  any  way  been  able 
to  supply  the  demand  made  upon  it  from  all  parts  of  the 
counfr>'.  Orders,  often  peremptory-,  come  in  daily;  and,  as 
the  English  bows  and  arrows  are  o\ersold  a  long  way  ahead, 
and  the  American  makers  are  not  yet  ready  to  fill  the  de- 
mand, many  of  the  would-be  archers  have  to  wait  for  a  sup- 
ply of  the  articles  they  so  much  need.  The  archer>'  clubs 
are  mostly  located  in  country  places,  where  the  owners  of 
real  estate  have  room  to  spare  for  archer)'  grounds.  The 
clubs,  therefore,  visit  each  other's  residences,  and  form  pleas- 
ant parties  in  which  the  ladies  take  an  active  part. 


TWO  CHURCH  ORGANS. 


At  the  Metropolitan  Temple  there  is  a  huge  organ,  thirty 
fe^t  in  height,  twenty  in  breadth,  and,  we  presume,  thick  in 
proportion.  Having  no  music  in  our  soul  we  can  not  say 
whether  this  monster  of  tubes  and  stops  and  pedals  has 
any  music  in  it  or  not.  We  attended  a  lecture  recently  at 
this  place,  and  from  the  moment  wc  entered  its  tremendous 
bellows  was  worked  by  some  hidden  monster  in  its  cavern-, 
ous  depths  at  a  tremendous  rate.  A  strong-armed,  broad- 
chested  young  man  stamped  its  pedals,  thumped  its  keys, 
tugged  at  its  stops,  and  produced  a  most  marvelous  and  un- 
precedented noise.  A  sick  behemoth  struggling  with  a  pain 
in  his  vast  stomach  could  not  have  uttered  a  more  unearthly, 
and,  to  our  uneducated  ears,  a  more  unmusical  sound.  We 
,  think  perhaps  the  instrument  is  less  to  blame  than  the  strong- 
armed  young  man,  for  he  wearied  after  a  time,  and  when  he 
I  let  the  instrument  partially  alone  it  emitted  some  soft  and 
pleasing  musical  notes. 

{      Traveling  once  in  Switzerland  we  stopped  at  Friburg  to 

I  hear  its  organ  played.     It  is  the  thing  to  do — that  is,  for 

tourists  to  do.     Friburg  seems  to  have  been  built  to  order  to 

accommodate  the  cathedral,  and  the  cathedral  to  have  been 

constructed  for  the  purpose  of  containing  this  most  famous 

organ  in   the  world.     It   plays   at   midnight.     The  tourists 

gather  in  the  cathedral ;  it  is  dimly  lighted;  its  solemn  aisles 

are  illuminated  by  only  a  single  pair  of  wax  candles.     At  the 

hour  of  twelve,  as  the  chimes  of  the  cathedral  clock  finish 

striking  the  hour  of  midnight,  the  soft  and  dreamy  tones  of 

this  magnificent  instrument  come  gently   stealing  through 

aisle  and  corridor,  filling  the  vast  vault  with  its  voluptuous 

music  and  witching  sound.     Airy  forms,  shadows  of  angels, 

I  spirits  brcithing  melodies,  seem  to  outline  themselves  in  the 

j  '■  dim  religious  light,"  to  poise  on  tenebreous  wings,  and  fill 

I  the  cathedral  with  melody.     Then  one  shuts  his  eyes  and 

i  drinks  in  the  fullness  of  a  music  that  satisfies  his  soul.     Anon 

'  comes  the  wild,  crashing  sound  of  some  splendid  compo- 

I  sition  that  arouses  the  dreaming  sleeper  to  the  consciousness 

j  of  a  struggle  of  wilder  shadows  in  the  darkening  air,  and  his 

j  imagination   peoples    the  gloom   with    fiercer  spirits.      He 

\  listens,  and  from  the  streets  he  hears  the  tramp  of  armed 

men,  the  peal  of  military  bands,  the  muftled  drum,  the  clang 

ofanns;  and  again,  the  lowing  herds,  the  peaceful  sounds 

j  of  farm   and   cottage.     The   music   dies  away,  and,  like  a 

I  pleasant  dream,  fades  into  awakening  consciousness,  and  the 

I  untuned  and  unstrung  soul  of  him  who  does  not  understand 

or  appreciate  music  is  conscious  that  it  has  been  filled  with 

!  divine  harmonies. 

[      How  great  the  contrast  with  the  glare  and  gas,  the  bounce 
'  and  bang,  the  noise  and  clamor  of  the  strong-armed  young 
]  man,  and  the  big  organ  in  the  Reverend  Kalloch's  Baptist 
Meeting-house. 


A  London  writer  draws  this  sombre  picture  of  the  distin- 
guished guests  at  the  recent  banquet  of  the  Lord  [Mayor, 
when  the  Prime  Minister  was  formally  given  the  freedom  of 
the  city:  "  Never  have  I  seen  two  faces  more  painful  to  look 
at  than  those  of  Lord  Beaconsfield  and  Lord  Salisbury',  as 
they  passed  slowly  up  to  the  seat  of  the  Lord  Mayor  in  the 
Guildhall  Libran.-.  The  countenance  of  the  Prime  Minister 
was  of  a  far  more  ghastly  color  than  usual,  and  the  only  trace 
of  life  which  it  exhibited  was  a  sepulchral  and  fearfully  arti- 
ficial smile.  The  really  tragic  effect  was  heightened  by  the 
Court  uniform,  the  brand-new  ribbon  of  the  Garter,  and  the 
flash  and  sparkle  of  Sir  R.  Wallace's  diamond  star.  Lord 
Salisbun,'  looked  in  the  last  stage  of  physical  exhaustion,  a 
good  twenty  years  older  even  than  on  the  day  of  his  return 
from  Berlin.  His  gaze  was  fixed  on  the  ground,  as  if  he  was 
not  proud  of  the  company  in  which  he  found  himself,  and  his 
face  seemed  to  quiver  with  intense  and  suppressed  excite- 
ment. If  this  was  the  progress  of  triumph,  what,  I  wonder, 
would  that  of  humiliation  have  been  like  ?" 


Owing  to  the  necessity  of  settling  at  once  and  forever  the 
Chinese  question,  and  many  others  of  kindred  importance, 
and  of  presenting  to  our  readers,  at  the  same  time,  the  toler- 
ably long  selected  stor>*  concluded  this  week,  there  is  an 
accumulation  of  excellent  original  matter  at  this  office,  the 
writers  of  which  will,  we  hope,  be  as  patient  and  reasonable 
as  we  are  ourselves.  Who  waits  wins,  but  the  impetuous 
writer  who  demanded  back  the  article  he  had  left  with  us 
because  it  did  not  immediately  appear  met  with  a  fate  that 
should  serve  as  a  warning  to  all  others  :  he  got  it. 


What  a  touching  storj*  is  that  of  Abelard  and  Heloise  I 
How  they  lived  and  loved  away  back  in  the  eleventh  centun.-, 
more  than  seven  hundred  years  ago,  and  are  now  lying  peace- 
fully side  by  side  in  the  same  grave,  caned  in  enduring  mar- 
ble and  stretched  out  full  length  upon  the  same  stone  I 
When  last  in  Paris  we  visited  their  tomb  in  the  Pure  le 
Chaise.  It  is  an  open  temple  built  of  stone  from  the  ruins 
of  the  celebrated  .Abbey  of  the  Paraclete,  founded  by  Abe- 
lard, and  of  which  Heloise  was  the  first  Abbess.  The  iron 
railing  was  rusty  and  brown,  the  grass  was  dr>',  the  place  was 
dirty,  and,  alas  !  each  of  the  car\-ed  figures  had  its  stone 
nose  broken  short  off. 


Some  ver)-  touching  particulars  concerning  the  death  of 
that  good  man,  Michael  Reese,  come  to  us  by  way  of  Paris. 
This  most  exemplar)'  citizen,  whose  virtuous  life  of  self-abne- 
gation was  spent  that  he  might  accumulate  money,  who 
regarded  himself,  during  his  toilsome  journey  over  the  rough 
sands  of  time,  as  a  trustee  for  charitable  benefactions,  and 
who  at  his  death  left  more  than  three  per  cent,  of  the  entire 
amount  in  discharge  of  that  trust,  visited  his  native  land  to 
seethe  graves  of  his  parents.  "In  order  to  avoid  paying 
the  customar)'  fee  to  the  sexton,  he  surreptitiously  climbs 
over  the  graveyard  fence,  lingers  a  while,  and  then  scales 
the  fence  again.  This  time  he  was  discovered  by  the  sexton, 
who,  running  up,  seized  Mr.  Reese  and  demanded  to  know 
what  he  was  doing  in  there.  Reese  denied  that  he  had  been 
in  the  cemetery.  The  sexton,  who  had  seen  him,  told  him 
he  was  arrested,  and  should  be  taken  before  the  Burgomaster, 
and  started  off  to  town  with  him.  Reese  became  greatly 
excited  over  the  humiliating  position  in  which  he  had  placed 
himself,  and  got  into  a  wordy  wrangle  with  the  indignant 
sexton,  whose  ire  had  been  roused  by  Reese's  attempt  to 
evade  paying  him  his  fee.  It  was  during  this  heated  dis- 
cussion that  the  emotions  caused  by  unusual  excitement  sent 
the  blood  rushing  to  Mr.  Reese's  head,  and  while  angrily 
expostulating  with  the  man  who  had  him  under  arrest,  he 
fell  dead.''  Some  of  our  readers  felt  hurt,  when  this  rich 
man  died,  that  we  did  not  drool  and  snivel  over  him ;  did 
not  lie  about  him  ;  did  not  wrap  the  mantle  of  charity  around 
him ;  did  not  pretend  a  sentiment  that  we  did  not  feel,  and 
that  nobody  felt  at  his  death  ;  did  not  magnify  his  charities, 
excuse  his  hard,  useless  life,  and  grow  sentimental  in  describ- 
ing his  pathetic  death  at  the  parental  grave,  in  his  distant 
native  land.  Such  hves,  such  deaths  do  not  affect  us.  He 
lived  to  save  $10,000,000.     He  died  to  save  a  silver  groschen. 


San  Rafael. 


By  thrift  he  had  become  a  millionaire,  and  he  had  a  splen- 
did St.  Bernard  dog  which  he  was  ver)'  proud  of  One  day 
the  sen-ant  came  to  him  terror-sfricken.  "  Master,  master, 
Caesar  is" —  "Is  what?"  "Mad,  I'm  afraid.  He  won't 
touch  water  any  more  than  if  he  were  a  crude  apostle  of  tem- 
perance, and  there's  as  much  foam  about  his  mouth  as  if  he 
were  the  "sea  in  one  of  Swinburne's  poems."  "  Great  Heavens, 
it  is  lucky  you  have  discovered  it  in  time.  We  must  not  lose 
a  minute.  Take  the  animal,  at  once,  before  he  has  bitten 
any  one  " "  Yes,  sir.'*"    "  And  sell  him  ! " 


Mr.  John  Russell,  who  was  himself  shot  while  attempting 
to  shoot  an  ex-Supenisor,  is  denied  the  sjTnpathy  of  the 
public  This  community  does  not  approve  the  shooting  of 
ex-Supemsors  while  there  are  a  dozen  Supervisors  still  in 
office. 


"Of  all  Shakspeare's  plays,"  says  a  witt)*  lady,  "that 
which  shows  the  most  creative  power  is  the  Tivo  Gentlemen 
of  Verona;  for  I  have  been  half  my  life  in  \^erona,  and 
cotild  never  find  a  gentleman  it  it.'' 


She  sits  within  a  nest  as  round  and  snug 

.\s  meadow-lark  that  broodeth  in  the  grass  ; 
The  sweetest  hills  her  shoulders  white  do  hug. 

And  high  above  her  head  the  tempests  pass. 
O  peaceful  town  !  O  sunny,  fragrant  hills  ! 

In  autumn-tide  all  yellowed  o'er  with  oats. 
In  spring  made  noisy  by  the  tender  bills 

Of  callow  broods  ;  in  June  with  full  ripe  notes. 

Dear  their  every  slope  and  hollow, 
Everj'  linnet,  lark,  and  swallow ; 
Plucic  we  there  the  lupines  yellow. 
Buttercups  on  long  stems  swinging, 
Freckled  bells  for  fairies'  ringing. 
Ropes  of  morning-glories  fine. 
Saxifrage,  and  columbine, 
Babys-eyes,  and  pansies  thick, 
With  the  rosy  kiss-rae-quick  ; 
Snowy-hoods,  like  vestals  praying 
*Nealh  oak-leaves  like  cymbals  playing ; 
Softest  beds  r^aJe  us  there. 
Banks  of  mint  and  maiden-hair. 

Protective,  behind  us,  tall  Tamalpais  standeth. 

As  standeth  a  bird  and  looks  into  its  nest. 
More  grateful  and  prouder  than  king  that  commandeth — 

His  foot  in  the  ocean,  in  cloudland  his  crest 
The  loveliest  stars  that  the  pale  evening  showeth. 

She  sets  in  his  coronet,  one  by  one ; 
The  moon  smileth  on  him,  the  brown  elves  he  knoweth, 

And  the  sweei  sylphs  that  live  in  the  red  kneeling  sun. 

M.  E.  S. 


A  muscular  lady  cowhided  Jones  in  Georgia,  and  Jones 
cowhided  the  muscular  lady's  husband,  who,  on  arriving  at 
home,  should  have  cowhided  his  wife. 


i 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


WIT  AND  HUMOR. 


With  Some  Pointed  Examples  of  the  Former. 


How  extremely  pleasant  it  is  to  be  merrj' I  If  anyone 
doubts  this  dictum,  let  him  essay  to  prove  it.  Let  him  be- 
gin with  a  sense  of  amusement,  however  faint,  and  study 
carefully  the  "gay  science"  till  he  has  reached  the  realm  of 
hearty  merriment ;  and  the  dawning  smile  has  graduated,  a 
full  and  rounded  laugh.  On  the  word  of  a  philosopher,  this 
man  will  grant  that  it  is  a  delightful  thing  to  be  meny. 
And  take  a  philosopher's  word  again,  this  man  will  not  be 
he  that  is  pinched  by  dyspepsia,  or  cadaverous  from  a  long 
course  of  Calvinistic  theolog)'. 

Comparatively  speaking,  it  requires  veiy  little  to  amuse 
people.  Though  grown  up,  they  are  merelj'  children  of  a 
larger  size,  and  the  tickling  process  needs  only  to  be  a  few 
degrees  more  adroit  to  excite  an  equal  risibility.  Some  one 
has  said  that  a  man's  intellect  may  be  fairly  gauged  by  the 
nature  of  the  jokes  he  enjoys.  But  what,  then,  shall  be  said 
of  that  highly  respectable  class  to  whom  joking  is  unknown  ? 
Here  comes  at  the  outset  the  old  question  of  the  distinction 
between  wit  and  humor,  which  so  many  writers  have  tried 
to  settle.  Perhaps  all  would  agree  thus  far,  that  wit  per- 
tains to  the  pure  intellect,  the  reflective  part  of  our  organism, 
and  humor  to  the  perceptive  qualities.  Humor  is  never  wit, 
but  wit  may  be,  and  often  is,  humorous.  So,  in  gauging  a 
man's  intellect  by  his  jokes,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
many  persons  are  keenly  susceptible  to  humor  while  unap- 
preciative  of  wit,  and  vicd  versa.  Brilliant  wit,  like  brilliant 
beauty,  is  a  possession  so  rare  that  its  undoubted  presence 
draws  all  eyes  upon  it.  It  implies  a  mental  mechanism  so 
difficult  of  construction,  depending  on  such  delicate  adjust- 
ment of  the  intellectual  faculties,  that  Nature,  with  a  whole 
universe  on  her  hands,  finds  only  a  few  leisure  moments  to 
spend  upon  it.  Keen  to  perceive,  instantaneous  to  apply  ; 
divining  both  fore  and  after  thought  in  slower  minds  ; 
pointed,  pertinent,  sometimes  /;«pertinent  ;  often  a  delight, 
sometimes  a  terror  ;  thus  armored  and  equipped,  wit  makes 
its  way  through  the  world.  It  passes  beyond  the  eternal 
aspect  of  a  subject,  and  detects  its  hidden  analogies.  It 
educes  a  result  all  the  more  brilliant  and  startling,  as  the 
process  by  which  it  is  reached  is  hidden.  Such  wit  is  in- 
imitable, defying  repulse  ;  it  puts  the  truth  of  a  matter  more 
clearly  in  one  short  sentence  than  a  long  and  logical  expo- 
sition could  do.  For  instance,  the  definition  of  a  bore — one 
who  talks  so  much  about  himself  that  you  can  get  no  chance 
to  talk  about  yourself;  or  the  startling  brevity  of  Foote's  re- 
joinder to  one  who  told  him  that  the  Rockingham  ministry' 
were  at  their  wits'  end  and  quite  tired  out  :  "  It  could  not 
have  been  with  the  length  of  their  journey,"  said  he.  And 
again,  Coleridge,  when  asked  by  a  lady  if  he  believed  in 
ghosts,  replied  :  "  No,  madam,  I  have  seen  too  many  to  be- 
lieve in  them."  Still  one  more,  and  this  time  Sidney 
Smith's  definition  of  charity :  "  The  instinct  which  leads  A 
to  take  something  out  of  B's  pocket  to  give  to  C."  For  in- 
tense sharpness  can  this  last  be  equaled? 

In  tr>-ing  to  recall  witty  sayings,  how  charmingly  our  old 
friends  in  the  land  of  authors  come  to  the  front,  and  from 
their  graves  afford  us  merriment.  Who  is  there  that  can 
tire  of  the  oft-told  jests,  the  delightful  exaggerations  ot 
Charles  Lamb .''  Even  Coleridge,  the  serenely  great,  de- 
scends, on  occasion,  to  quips  and  quirks.  Smith  and  Sheri- 
dan sparkle  like  old  wine.  And  Curran — if  our  dear  Irish 
brethren  will  give  us  another  like  him  we  will  try  to  forgive 
them  for  Kearney.  Really,  our  "  dear  Irish  brethren  "are 
more  amusing  (though  hardly  more  original)  in  the  retort 
verbal  than  the  retort  political,  in  America,  at  least,  God 
bless  them;  why  cannot  they  keep  to  the  one  line  and  ignore 
the  other  ?  In  the  late  Keameyite  affliction  that  fell  upon 
Oakland  and  San  Francisco,  it  was  extremely  amusing  to 
note  the  Irish  sense  of  humor  struggling  with  the  Irish  bel- 
ligerence. One  Irishman,  speaking  of  the  Chinese,  declared: 
"  Be-gorry,  we'll  drive  'em  to  their  last  point  of  refuge." 
"  An'  that^U  be  the  gallows-noose  for  shure,"  says  another;  at 
which  pugnacity  died,  and  a  hearty  laugh  ensued.  At  Mar- 
ket Street  station  a  workingman  harangued  a  small  audience 
on  that  fertile  subject — "  The  Chinese  must  go."  "  Bedad," 
said  he,  in  accent  most  unmistakably  Hibernian,  "  bedad, 
we'll  have  no  foreigners  here;  we'll  drive  iver>'  one  of  thim 
out  and  have  the  countr)'^  to  ourselves." 

In  this  connection  must  not  be  forgotten  the  Irishman 
who  jumped  on  the  ferr>'-boat  just  as  the  plank  was  removed. 
He  fell  on  his  face,  and  by  the  time  he  had  picked  himself 
up  some  thirty  feet  or  more  lay  between  the  boat  and  the 
landing.  With  mingled  delight  and  admiration  at  his  own 
prowess,  he  exclaims,  as  he  surveys  the  widening  distance: 
"  Jaysus  !  what  a  lape  !  " 

Volumes  might  be  written  on  the  fertile  humor  of  Ireland, 
but  we  spare  the  reader.  In  strong  contrast  with  her  ready 
brilliancy  is  the  slow  action  of  the  average  English  brain 
and  the  Scotch  disposition  to  tr>'a  joke  by  the  rules  of  logic. 
And  again,  how  broadly  these  contrast  with  the  acute  wit  of 
France.  Indeed,  there  appears  to  be  a  subtile  aroma  in  the 
French  intellect  that  is  rarely  attained  by  our  Saxon  minds. 
It  may  be  race,  it  may  be  a  peculiar  direction  of  culture,  but, 
whatever  it  is,  it  is  inimitable.  It  gives  an  iridescent  glow 
to  their  entire  intellectual  fabric.  Where  have  we  anything 
like  the  random  brilliancy  of  Merrimee,  in  his  "  Lettres  a 
rinconnue.'"  Here  are  a  few  examples  taken  carelessly, 
almost  as  the  book  fell  open  :  "  Renan,"  he  writes,  "has  just 
published  an  idyl,  which  he  calls  the  '  Life  of  Jesus.' "  "  Wo- 
men at  Athens,  in  the  time  of  Pericles,  were  already  a  recog- 
nized force  ;  they  made  men  commit  follies."  He  was  once 
taken  seriously  ill  while  paying  a  fashionable  call,  and  wijbte 
about  it  afterward  to  his  friend,  saying  :  "  I  almost  commit- 
ted the  indiscretion  of  dying  at  a  house  where  I  was  not  suf- 
ficiently intimate  to  take  the  liberty." 

In  comparison  with  writers  of  this  stamp,  our  Saxon  per- 
ceptions lack  fineness  ;  our  sarcasm,  polish.  Moreover,  in 
America  at  least,  our  intellect  is  of  that  extremely  practical 
and  business-like  order,  which  admits  of  the  reductio  ad 
absiirdiim  method  rather  than  of  purely  satiric  analysis.  Of 
humor,  America  is  full ;  wit  is  almost  lacking  as  a  national 
characteristic.  No  other  countr)'  has  produced  an  Artemus 
Ward,  a  Mark  Twain  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  we  have  no 
Heine  or  Charles  Lamb,  no  Talleyrand  or  Curran,  no  Thack- 
eray. If  we  are  to  possess  their  like,  it  will  be  a  product  of 
of  the  future ;  the  present  knows  them  not.  E.  N. 


THAT  PROPERTY  OF  MINE, 


* '  Thou  shalt  7iot  steal."— Old  Play. 
Editors  Argoxaut  : — Your  journal  claims  to  be  inde- 
pendent. Let  us  see.  If  you  publish  this,  you  are.  I  am 
the  owner  of  five  hundred  shares  of  the  Spring  Valley  Water 
Company's  stock.  I  have  owned  it  from  the  beginning  ; 
have  thus  been  benefited  by  all  the  waterings,  all  the  legis- 
lation, and  all  the  litigation  that  have  given  it  value.  I  am 
the  owner  of  other  property,  and  I  am  not  an  orphan.  I  am 
not  a  horny-handed  son  of  toil.  I  do  not  even  possess  the 
virtue  of  poverty.  I  assert,  without  fear  of  contradiction  by 
Mr.  Fitch  of  the  BulU'tin^  or  Mr.  Pickering  of  the  Gz//,  that 
my  five  hundred  shares  of  Spring  \'alley  water  stock  is  as 
honest  property  and  as  honestly  acquired  as  their  news- 
papers. I  assert  that  it  has  not  done  more  in  the  way  of 
creating  fictitious  values,  that  it  has  not  been  guilty  of 
oftener  controlling  and  securing  beneficial  legislation  for 
itself,  than  these  two  papers;  that  it  has  not  been  oftener  in 
the  courts  in  defense  of  itself  than  they  have ;  that  its  water- 
rate  collectors  are  not  as  vexatious  as  the  advertisement 
solicitor,  nor  as  the  agent  that  goes  from  door  to  door  in 
search  of  subscribers;  that  it  does  more  good  in  putting  out 
fires,  in  sprinkling  streets,  in  promoting  the  public  health,  in 
preser\'ing  the  public  morals,  in  sustaining  property  values, 
than  the  two  journals  in  question,  by  their  eternal,  never- 
ending  quarrels,  their  sensational  scares,  their  dishonest 
misrepresentation  of  business  men,  their  encouragement  of 
sand-lot  adventurers,  and  their  minute  exposition  of  all  the 
disgusting  details  of  crime.  I  assert  that  Spring  ^'alley  does 
not  as  dishonestly  and  meanly  evade  paying  its  taxes  as  do 
the  journals  in  question.  The  ARGONAUT  has  said  that  the 
Call  is  worth  $300,000,  and  pays  taxes  on  $7,500.  I  assert 
that  the  papers — in  proportion  to  the  importance  of  their 
relation  to  the  public — get  more  money  out  of  the  public 
treasury,  for  advertising  and  by  other  indirections,  than  does 
Spring  \'alley.  If  more  money  is  spent  in  San  Francisco 
for  water  than  bread,  it  is  also  true  that  there  is  more 
expended  for  newspapers  than  Bibles.  As  to  the  personnel 
of  the  management,  I  assert  that  the  directors  and  stock- 
holders of  Spring  Valley  are  as  respectable,  as  honorable, 
and  as  honest  as  ilr.  Fitch  or  Mr.  Pickering.  I  assert  that 
there  is  but  one  honest  way  to  get  the  Spring  Valley  property, 
and  that  is  to  buy  it  I  assert  that  water  is  not  more  indis- 
pensable than  bread,  and  that  the  city  would  have  the  same 
right  to  seize  a  bakerj^  as  to  steal  Spring  Valley.  I  assert 
that  there  is  no  city  where  the  cost  of  water  is  lower  than  here, 
and  if  the  whole  cost  of  water  for  fires,  sewers,  streets,  parks, 
and  public  buildings  is  placed  upon  17,000  rate -payers,  and 
all  property  of  non-consumers  shirks  its  duty  of  providing 
water  for  security,  health,  and  pleasure,  is  it  not  the  com- 
pany's fault?  I  assert  further,  that  the  company  is  so  firmly 
entrenched  in  its  legal  rights  that  it  cannot  be  disturbed  by 
ambitious  politicians  or  newspaper  editors,  who  cover  sub- 
serviency to  one  corporation  by  an gr}' assaults  upon  another. 
This  property  pays  me  nine  per  cent,  per  annum  ;  it  formerly 
paid  six,  and  for  a  long  time  nothing.  To  assault  its  value, 
attack  its  management,  and  misrepresent  ever>^hing  in  con- 
nection with  it,are  cowardly  and  unjust  things  to  do.  -Messrs. 
Fitch  and  Pickering  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  their  course, 
and  of  the  dishonorable  motives  that  prompted  them  to  the 
mendacious  assaults  they  have  made  upon  the  rights  of  pri- 
vate persons.  I  write  this  communication,  not  to  defend  the 
Directors  nor  the  President,  but  because  I  am  indignant  that 
my  property,  honestly  acquired  and  lawfijlly  maintained,  is 
forever  being  undermined  by  these  blind  underground  moles 
and  gophers  of  the  press.  In  order  that  this  argument  may 
stand  upon  its  merits,  I  make  the  further  admission  that  I 
am  not  an  American  citizen,  thank  God,  and  never  intend  to 
be.  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  I  know  enough  of  the  law  of 
both  our  nations  to  prophesy  that  when  a  debauched  public 
sentiment  shall  be  strong  enough  to  justify  the  courts  in  steal- 
ing my  five  hundred  shares  of  Spring  Valley  water  stock,  no 
other  property  in  San  Francisco  will  be  worth  holding. 

Jingo. 

Air-Flushed  Sewers. 


Editor  Argonaut: — Some  remarks  of  yours  last  week 
call  my  attention  to  a  system  of  sewer  ventilation  which,  it 
seems  to  me,  might  be  adopted  with  very  little  expense  at 
the  foot  of  some  one  of  our  large  sewers  as  an  experiment. 
I  woLild  build  a  tall  chimney,  or  tower,  practically  air-tight, 
which  should  be  of  equal  capacity  in  cubic  feet  to  the  inlets 
or  catch-basins  above,  and  with  a  self-adjusting  valve  in  the 
sewer  just  below  the  location  of  the  tall  tower  to  cut  off  the 
draft  from  the  open  end  of  the  sewer.  The  top  of  this  tower 
should  be  arranged  with  a  cover  supported  on  rods  a  suf- 
ficient height  above  the  top  of  the  tower  to  prevent  down- 
ward or  counter- currents.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  large 
volume  of  air  constantly  demanded  by  the  tower  would  draw 
the  foul  air  down  through  the  sewer,  and  out  at  the  top. 
This  might  not  be  complete,  but  it  might  materially  assist  in 
promoting  more  satisfactory  results  than  could  be  otherwise 
obtained.  Such  a  tower  for  experimental  purposes  could  be 
constructed  at  slight  expensd  T. 


E\-erybody  ought  to  know  how  to  make  ice  cream  in  these 
days  ;  so  a  lady  has  kindly  sent  us  the  recipe  for  what  she 
considers  the  "best  brand."  It  is  necessary  that  the  cream 
should  be  of  the  best  quality  ;  and  the  utensils  in  which  it  is 
made  must  be  absolutely  clean.  With  every  quart  of  the 
cream  mix  six  ounces  best  pulverized  whi:e  sugar,  a  ven-  lit- 
tle vanilla  bean,  and  the  white  of  one  ^%g.  The  latter  im- 
parts a  smoothness  and  delicacy  to  the  cream  that  can  not 
otherwise  be  obtained.  The  prepared  mixture  is  then  to  be 
stirred  in  the  freezer  until  it  is  entirely  congealed.  Those 
who  desire  first-rate  ices  or  cream  should  follow  these  di- 
rections carefully,  and  avoid  the  use  of  corn-starch  or  other 
thickeners.  Instead  of  vanilla  as  a  flavor  for  the  cream,  a 
trifling  amount  of  any  desired  flavoring  syrup  or  juice  may 
be  used,  as  strawberry,  pineapple,  orange,  lemon,  etc. 

When  we  reflect  that  Captain  Bogardus  is  the  only  man 
living  who  can  shoot  300  glass  balls  inside  of  twenty-one 
minutes,  and  that  if  he  were  prostrated  on  a  bed  of  sickness, 
or  laid  in  the  silent  grave,  the  world  would  contain  no  man 
who  could  shoot  300  glass  balls  in  less  than  twenty-two  and 
a  half  minutes,  we  can  appreciate,  to  some  extent,  the  im- 
portance of  his  health  to  the  nation. 


THE  POMP  AND  CIRCUMSTANCE  OF  LABOR. 


Editor  Argonaut: — In  one  of  your  late  issues  the  em- 
ployes of  the  California  Street  Railroad  felt  gratified  that 
you  alluded  to  them  as  gentlemen  although  they  occupied  so 
humble  asphere  in  life.  Three-fourths  of  as  did  not  believe 
that  the  article  published  reflected  on  us  or  needed  a  reply, 
more  especially  to  insult  you.  Ih  fact,  we  felt  pleased  to  be- 
lieve that  it  might  prevent  further  flunkyism,  and  have  some 
weight  with  the  powers  that  be,  as  the  cap  was  only  a  feeler 
for  a  uniform.  But  among  so  large  a  number  of  men  as  are 
employed  on  the  road,  a  few  flunkies,  or  suckers  as  they  are 
vulgarly  called  on  railroads,  will  creep  in  ;  the  California 
Street  Railroad  is  no  exception,  and  the  four  men  that  head 
the  Call's  advertisement  (three  engineers  and  one  conductor) 
are  ours — tour  extras  making  from  $40  to  $54  per  month, 
not  $75,  as  they  say.  This  worthy  four  discovered  some 
time  ago  that  their  exterior  needed  embellishing,  and  by  per- 
sistent toadying  induced  the  superintendent  to  allow  them  to 
wear  the  odious  gold  braid  and  bullion,  and  thus  force  it 
upon  the  rest  of  us,  who  are  not  proud  to  wear  it.  Soon 
after,  they  discovered  that  their  pride  could  not  endure  the 
word  "  driver,"  although  three  of  them  are  ex-horse-car 
drivers,  and  forthwith  received  permission  to  substitute  "en- 
gineer." And  had  it  not  been  for  your  timely  article,  that 
threw  a  bombshell  into  their  camp,  they  would,  by  the  same 
influence,  have  forced  on  us  the  blue  uniform  and  brass  but- 
tons. They  were  baulked  in  their  darling  object,  but  in  their 
conceit  thought  they  were  equal  to  the  emergency.  They 
would  appeal  to  the  public,  and  concocted,  and  with  the  as- 
sistance of  some  one  possessed  of  more  brains  than  the 
whole  quartet,  wrote  that  absurd  advertisement.  It  might 
be  asked  why  so  many  of  us  signed  this  foolish  document  ? 
I  think  I  can  give  the  answer  of  the  majority'.  Because 
many  of  us  are  married,  and  all  anxious  to  obtain  an  honest 
living,  and  it  was  generally  understood  that  the  superinten- 
dent wished  it  signed,  and  the  quartet  went  round  with 
"  You  will  find  it  to  your  interest,"  or  "  Your  situation  will 
be  in  peril."  Can  the  public  or  yourself  wonder  in  these 
hard  times  that  many  of  us  sacrificed  our  manhood  and  did 
not  refuse  ?  I  do  not  write  this  individually,  but  express  the 
views  of  all  but  the  four  real  flunkies  and  two  or  three  of 
their  friends.  My  object  in  writing  is  to  give  you  the  true 
facts  under  the  hope  that  you  may  see  fit  to  reply  to  these 
"  noodles."  Passengers  fireely  express  the  opinion  that  we 
are  all  fools,  and  we  wish  you  to  disabuse  their  minds  to  some 
extent,  and  should  you  wish  to  verifj*  the  above  I  refer  you 
to *        Yours,  etc.,  "  Disgusted  Emplo\'e." 

[*Our  correspondent  here  appends  the  numbers  (which  for  ob\ious 
reasons  we  omit)  of  thirteen  conductors  and  drivers."] 


Conundrums. 


Editors  Argonaut: — Is  Mr.  Pond, now  acting  as  agent 
of  the  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  the  same  who  on  one 
occasion  in  San  Francisco  was  impresario  of  a  dog  show? 

Has  the  sand-lot  gone  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kalloch,  -or  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Kalloch  gone  to  the  sand-lot?  On  Tuesday  even- 
ing's lecture  at  the  Baptist  Temple,  I  obser^■ed  Messrs. 
Wellock,  Dr.  O'Donnell,  Clitus  Barbour,  and  other  eminent 
agitators  upon  the  stage. 

If  Clitus  and  his  associates  could  be  baptized  by  immer- 
sion^ — ^in  soap  and  water — ^what  a  blessed  conversion  it  would 
be.  If  cleanliness  is  next  to  godliness,  they  would  be  more 
than  halfway  on  their  journey  to  regeneration — from  dirt. 

How  many  cases  of  baptism  by  immersion  are  known  in 
the  Scriptures?  ist.  The  flood,  where  the  only  family  that 
was  not  immersed  was  the  one  that  was  saved.  2d,  The 
swine  that  jumped  into  the  sea,  filled  with  devils,  and  they 
were  drowned.  3d,  Jonah,  who  was  thrown  overboard,  and 
rescued  from  death  by  immersion  by  being  swallowed  by  a 
whale,  and  thrown  back  upon  &ry  land.  4th,  Peter  was  sink- 
ing, and  it  took  the  power  of  the  Divine  Master  to  rescue 
him  in  response  to  his  outer)'. 

If  it  is  wicked  to  drink  wine,  why  did-  Christ  deem  it  neces- 
sary by  a  miracle  to  convert  water  into  wine  at  the  marriage 
feast? 

Ought  diplomatic  relations  to  be  broken  off  between  the 
governments  of  the  United  States  and  China  because  of 
articles  published  in  "an  obscure  weekly  paper  of  limited 
circulation  ?" 

[We  don't  know  any  of  these  things.— Eds.  Argonaut]. 


It  was  a  law  among  the  Thessalians  that  women  should 
not  drink  wine,  but  that,  of  whatever  age  they  might  be,  they 
should  have  water  only.  Theophrastus  affirms  that  a  simi- 
lar law  prevailed  among  the  Milesians.  In  the  early  ages  of 
Rome  it  is  certain  that  the  use  of  it  was  altogether  inter- 
dicted to  the  female  sex.  When  any  of  them  infringed  this 
rule  their  husbands,  or  nearest  relatives,  were  authorized  to 
chastise  them  ;  and,  in  the  time  of  Romulus,  there  was  even 
a  law  which  subjected  them  to  capital  punishment  if  found 
in  a  state  of  intoxication.  While  the  women  were  thus  wholly 
excluded  from  the  pleasures  of  wine,  the  men  themselves  in- 
dulged in  them  but  moderately ;  but  when,  in  later  times, 
drinking  to  excess  became  the  vice  and  boast  of  the  male 
sex,  they  could  not  in  consistency  refuse  to  the  partners  of 
their  joys  some  share  of  participation  in  the  dear  excess. 
The  laws  on  the  subject,  being  once  relaxed,  fell  quickly  into 
desuetude  ;  and  at  length  we  find  the  ladies  of  Rome  boldly 
rivaling  their  husbands  in  their  bacchanalian  orgies.  Seneca 
represents  them  as  passing  whole  nights  at  table,  and,  with 
charged  goblets  in  their  hands,  not  only  vieing  with,  but  sur- 
passing the  most  robust  debauchees. 

A  New  Haven  young  ladysnutTs  candles  and  cores  apples 
with  a  pistol,  and  when  a  young  man  in  that  town  thinks  that 
he  loves  her,  and  wants  to  propose,  he  mails  her  a  letter  from 
some  distant  town,  or  pokes  it  over  the  back  fence  on  the 
end  of  a  pole,  and  then  makes  a  dash  for  home  and  his  life. 

Remorse  is  the  least  active  of  all  a  man's  moral  senses. 
We  grieve  at  being  found  out,  and  at  the  idea  of  shame  or 
punishment,  but  the  mere  sense  of  wrong  make  verj'  few 
people  unhappy.  '^ 

When  Charles  Fo.x's  house  was  on  fire,  ho  founc' 
to  save  it  useless,  and,  being  a  good  draugjitsm.. 
up  to  the  next  hill  to  make  a  drawing  of  the  fire. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


Mv  Dn\K  Em  : — I  am  more  than  ,jlad  to  be  able  to  tell  you 
that  it  really  begins  to  look  as  if  business  is  getting  back 
again  to  its  old  briskness.  Everywhere  I  tind  brighter  faces 
and  more  hopeful  looks  than  1  did  even  a  month  ago. 
Keane,  one  of  the  most  industrious  of  men  in  catering  for 
the  insatiate  feminine  appetite  for  novelties  \,  between  you 
and  me,  we  are  not  so  very  much  worse  than  men  after  all  , 
has  just  opened  his  new  department  this  week,  for  cloak  and 
dress  making.  The  whole  rear  of  his  spacious  store  has 
been  converted  into  a  show  room,  lined  with  handsome  glass 
cases  to  contain  choice  and  delicate  suits,  and  stands  for  the 
exhibition  of  cloaks.  The  samples  already  completed  give 
promise  of  excellent  work,  and  the  prices  are  all  that  can  be 
desired.  Mr.  Keane  has  put  this  department  in  ilie  care  of 
Mr.  A.  Keating,  for  years  the  head  of  an  extensive  cloak 
house  in  Philadelphia,  so  1  can  guarantee  that  everything 
will  be  done  in  Krst-rate  style.  Some  very  handsome  novel- 
ties in  outside  wraps  will  be  ready  for  showing  during  the 
coming  week,  and  1  shall  give  you  a  full  account  of  everj'- 
thing  handsome  and  new  as  it  comes  out.  Over  at  the  /  V/A- 
t/(-  J\ins  I  chanced  upon  a  "treasure-trove"  yesterda)-,  in 
the  shape  of  some  of  the  loveliest  hand-embroidered  cash- 
meres you  ever  saw.  One  was  in  the  rich  chocolate  brown 
shade,  the  sprigs  scattered  over  it  being  done  in  colored  sewing 
silks,  in  that  long  "satin"  stitch  that  used  to  be  so  much 
used  in  embroidering  satin  and  velvet  vests  for  gentlemen, 
the  same,  by  the  bye,  too,  as  that  piece  of  Marie  Antoinettes 
court  dress,  which  I  showed  you  once,  is  worked  in.  ^'ou 
remember  it,  with  its  silver)*,  shimmering  shade  of  green 
and  net-work  of  peach  color  and  white  silk  embroider)-,  that 
looks  like  a  flower  of  the  most  delicate  lace.  Well,  this,  in 
its  way,  is  almost  as  beautiful;  and  the  patterns  are  only 
fifty  dollars  each.  The  new  dress  goods  are  still  ''  boureite  " 
in  character,  but  so  much  more  beautiful  than  anything  we 
have  yet  had  that  one  can  forgive  them  for  not  being  abso- 
lutely new.  They  are  heavier,  more  silky,  more  oriental  than 
ever,  and  there  are  a  dozen  at  least  of  fresh  patterns  on  the 
same  counters,  with  the  appropriate  colors  in  velvets  for 
combination  suits  draped  against  them  in  the  most  tantaliz- 
ing fashion.  Mr.  Bernard  called  my  attention  to  a  pretty 
neck  ruching  for  morning  wear,  made  of  colored  satin,  edged 
with  Valenciennes,  as  a  bit  of  home  manufacture,  made,  1 
think  he  said,  at  M user's.  New  ribbons  for  the  hair  and 
neck  for  misses  come  about  an  inch  in  width,  reversible  and 
figured  in  c/iiiie  patterns.  Neck  ties  of  the  latest  styles 
range  as  high  as  five  dollars,  so  you  may  know  they  are  ver\- 
elegant ;  chenille  tags  and  embroider)-  of  the  same  being 
largely  used.  But  the  cutest  little  things  yet  are  the  crib 
blankets,  with  the  name  ''Baby"  worked  in  the  centre  of 
each  in  worsted  chenilles,  some  with  large  bunches  of  flowers 
or  wreaths  surrounding  the  name;  others  plainer.  It  was  so 
long  since  I  had  been  in  to  X'andersHce's,  that  1  went  in 
on  Thursday  for  a  moments  chat,  and  found  myself  well 
rewarded,  for  I  saw  one  of  the  handsomest  silver  sets  of  the 
season,  which  had  just  been  sold  for  a  thousand  dollars  a 
day  or  so  before.  I  should  have  fancied  it  a  special  design 
for  some  victorious  General,  for  the  design  was  purely  mili- 
tary, soldiers,  flags,  cannon  balls,  and  all  the  paraphernalia 
of  war  being  used  in  the  ornamenting;  but  it  was  bought  by 
one  of  the  most  peaceable  of  men,  whose  name  1  regret  I  am 
unable  to  divulge.  Vou  will  see  and  recognize  it  some  day, 
I  do  not  doubt.  But  the  puce  de  resistam-c  in  the  exhibition 
way  was  the  magnificent  ser\*ice  of  plate  made  by  this  firm 
and  presented  by  Mr.  L.  L.  Bradbur)-  to  the  Superintendent 
of  the  "Tajo"  mine  in  Mexico.  It  contains  loS  pieces, 
two  dozen  of  each  size  in  forks,  spoons  and  knives,  and  cost 
$2,700.  Nothing  has  been  forgotten.  There  are  tea  and 
coffee  urns,  cake  basket,  castor,  and  an  immense  salver,  rich, 
massive  handles,  in  the  middle  of  which  is  the  inscription, 
"Tajo,  Dec  20,  1S77,"  and  the  monogram  of  the  recipient 
is  made  entirely  of  silver  from  the  one  mine.  On  each  side 
is  a  fine  piece  of  chasing;  one  design  being  a  picture  of  the 
mill  and  works,  the  other,  a  miner  with  pick  on  shoulder, 
and  implements  scattered  around.  The  set  is  made  of  silver 
trom  the  one  mine,  and  is  a  triumph  of  goldsmith's  work. 
The  chest  that  contains  it  is  fully  three  feet  high  and  nearly 
square.  Vou  can  form  an  idea  of  it  when  1  tell  you  that 
seventy-five  dollars  worth  of  silk  velvet  was  used  in  lining  it 
I  saw,  too,  the  $4,000  ser\ice,  of  solid  silver,  the  fac  simile 
of  the  one  -Mr.  O'Brien  presented  to  Mr.  Flood  not  so  ver>- 
long  ago.  It  is  probably  the  only  full  dinner  service  in  solid 
ware  in  stock  in  San  Francisco,  at  present.  Ever)-thing  is 
massive  and  glistening,  and  the  largest  dishes  furnished  with 
covers  of  silver;  but  1  really  like  the  Bradbur)*  set  best  after 
alL  A  graceful  vase  in  silver  and  gold,  a  repetition  of  the 
one  presented  to  Edwin  Booth  by  the  ladies  of  the  San 
Francisco  Hospital,  stands  on  the  counter,  and  attracts 
universal  admiration,  as  well  as  the  Centennial  Trophy 
given  by  the  city  to  the  best  marksman  in  the  National  Guard, 
The  design  of  this  last  is  ver\-  handsome.  It  is  a  vase,  plate 
shaped,  supported  on  one  side  by  a  Continental,  on  the  other 
by  a  Union  soldier,  each  resting  on  his  gun.  Back  and  front, 
in  the  centre,  the  appropriate  emblems  of  war,  flags,  liberty 
caps,  and  so  on  are  done  in  gold.  There  is  a  deal  of  work 
in  these  small  figures,  as  they  are  all  cast  like  any  other  stat- 
ues before  being  wrought  imhe  metal.  The  manufacturing 
branch  of  the  business,  suspended  during  the  past  year,  is  to 
be  reopened  the  coming  month — still  another  evidence  of  an 
improvement  in  the  financial  market.  Those  pretty  "  Mar- 
guerite" teaspoons  you  used  to  admire  so  much  are  a  spe- 
cialty with  this  firm.  Vou  recollect  them  ;  each  has  a  daisy^ 
in  white  enamel  and  gold  on  the  handle.  *'  Our  mutual 
friend,"  Charlie  LeGay,  has  capital  taste,  if  one  may  judge 
from  several  of  his  selections  of  jewelry  for  Mr.  \'and'erslice 
since  he  has  been  in  Paris.  There  are  some  exquisite  sets, 
paintings  on  pale  blue  and  on  black  enamel,  that  will  bear 
the  closest  examination  with  the  microscope  ;  and  I  have 
been  told  that  the  most  elaborate  piece  of  cameo  cutting  on 
-he  Pacific  coast  is  their  $500  set  with  the  design  of  a  medi- 
eval knight  and  lady  in  a  Romeo  and  Juliet  attitude.  1  cer- 
tainly never  saw  anything  finer.  The  medallion  head  of 
R'jbens,  the  painter,  is  another  beautiful  thing.  There  is  an 
-J ':tr::2l  fascination  to  me  in  fine  table  linens,  so  that  I  am 
-.:  I-  iO  scent  them  out  whenever  anything  new  and  hand- 
-  :onie5  in  ;    and  that  special  right-hand  counter  at  the 


White  House  frequently  sees  your  friend  lingering  over  its 
treasures  in  that  line.  Among  the  newest  styles  are  the 
"  Russe  "  and  the  "  Oriental "  patterns.  The  '*  .Moresque  "  is 
a  mass  of  graceful  lines  and  tangles,  and  the  "Grecian" 
combines  the  regular  border  of  that  school  with  a  mingling 
of  tropic  palms,  mistletoe,  fuchsias,  and  convolvulus  for  the 
j  centre.  The  floral  scroll  is  another  beautiful  design  ;  the 
:  whole  length  is  formed  of  cunningly  joined  flower  wreaths, 
!  the  upper  portions  of  w  hich  are  made  light  and  airy  by  spears 
i  of  wheat,  rye,  and  graceful  grasses,  the  lower  being  filled 
j  with  lilies,  asters,  and  other  massive  blossoms.  The  north 
of  France,  you  know,  is  particularly  famed  for  the  gloss,  fin- 
!  ish,  and  beauty  of  design  of  its  linen  goods  ;  though  it  would 
be  difficult  to  make  a  choice  sometimes  on  the  latter  point 
i  between  them  and  the  Irish  goods,  the  designs  for  a  single 
I  piece  of  which  sometimes  cost  four  hundred  dollars,  before 
:  it  is  put  to  the  loom.  For  tiU--a-tCte  luncheons  are  the  pretty 
:  checkerboard  napkins  that,  in  the  larger  sizes,  are  used  as 
table  covers.  What  arc  you  going  to  have  in  tlie  way  of  fall 
suits  .^  Will  you  let  me  advise?  There  are  some  new  cloths 
—just  the  thing  for  this  weather — opened  this  week  at  Ken- 
nedy &  Durrs— the  Pavilion — on  Market  Street.  They  are 
heavy  in  appearance,  but  their  softness  makes  them  really 
light'to  wear  ;  of  the  richest  dark  colors,  and  the  pattern  is 
a  small  square,  or  nearly  square,  in  a  heavy  silk  cord,  in 
which  gold  is  the  predominant  color.  For  all  that,  they  are 
not  at  all  glaring,  and,  made  up  over  velvet  kilts  of  the  same 
color,  are  simply  charming.  The  deep  blue  would  suit  you 
to  a  "  T."  They  are  known  as  the  "  Princess  Thyra  "  cloth, 
after  Denmark's  favorite  daughter  and  the  younger  sister  of 
the  Princess  of  Wales  ;  come  in  double  width,  at  $2,  and  are 
going  to  create  a  furor,  I  think.  The  $2.50  and  $3  velvets, 
both  in  the"  dark  colors  for  suits  and  the  light  shades  for  eve- 
ning, are  specially  excellent.  Black  velvets,  too,  usually 
higher  thin  colored,  are  here  the  same  price — which  is  well 
10  know  now  that  the  fall  season  is  coming,  when  heavy  suits 
will  be  needed.  Rich  black  brocaded  silks  are  another  feat- 
ure, the  finest  qualities  coming  from  $3  to  $4  a  yard.  1  am 
glad  you  gave  me  caric  blanche  as  to  the  corsets  you  desired 
me  to  get.  I  have  sent  you  a  pair  from  this  same  store  to 
tr\-,  as  they  are  something  quite  new,  the  front  steel  being 
made  quite  broad  at  the  lower  end  and  rounded  into  the  fig- 
ure, like  the  patent  '"Moody"  corset,  but  much  better  in 
shape,  and  there  are  side  lacings  to  insure  a  perfect  fit  over 
the  hips.  Where  was  I  ?  Oh,  yes,  telling  )  ou  of  dress  goods. 
Well,  here  are  some  points  as  to  their  make  up  :  The  "  Lav- 
andicre, '  or  washerwoman  costume,  quite  short  and  fuller 
about  the  hips  than  has  lately  been  allowed,  is  going  to  be  a 
favorite  this  fall.  The  skirt  is  plaited  up  to  the  knee,  above 
which  is  a  second  plait  folded  upward  and  fastened  at  the 
back,  to  simulate  an  overskirt.  The  body  is  made  either  in 
blouse  form,  gathered  into  a  yoke,  or  else  plaited  back  and 
front  without  the  yoke,  and  belted  in  at  the  waist.  The  triple 
Carrick  cape,  or  the  sleeveless  basque,  are  worn  with  it. 
The  "Balsamo"  is  another  novelty.  It  is  short,  coming  to 
the  ankles ;  kilted  Scotch  fashion,  and  the  upper  skirt  slightly 
draped  across  the  front,  but  looped  in  plaits  at  the  back. 
The  boddice  is  a  cuirass  and  ver)-  long-waisted,  and  opens 
in  front  over  a  waist,  either  of  silk  or  white  pique,  or  even  of 
white  cloth,  for  full  dress.  A  deal  of  shirring,  the  finer  the 
better,  is  the  thing  on  all  silks,  just  now,  backs,  fronts,  cuft's, 
collars,  pockets,  vests,  backs  of  sleeves;  in  fine,  wherever 
shirring  can  possibly  be  compassed.  For  children's  dresses 
it  has  come  to  be  an  absolute  requirement  of  fashion,  and  in 
the  light  silks  especially  it  is  certainly  very  pretty  for  both 
old  and  young.  Cashmere  polonaises  are  handsome  made 
with  the  "  Princesse"  back  and  shirred  fronts.  I  greatly  fear 
that  we  are  rapidly  and  surely  drifting  away  from  the  sim- 
plicity of  the  ancient  Greeks,  those  models  for  all  ages.  Just 
see  the  diflference  between  the  Greek  "  chyton  "  and  the  pres- 
ent fashions.  It  was  made  exactly  the  height  of  the  wearer, 
from  crown  to  heel,  the  w:idth  twice  the  length,  so  that,  when 
sewed  up,  it  forms  a  square.  There  was  a  hem  at  the  bot- 
tom, perhaps  a  narrow  band  of  embroider)'  just  above  it. 
Four  loops  on  the  upper  edge,  back  and  front;  a  small 
bunch  of  plaits  at  each  and  a  length  of  ribbon  crossed  over 
the  back  and  breast,  and  fastened  at  the  waist  before  putting 
it  on;  two  ornamental  buttons  just  in  front  of  the  shoulders 
on  which  to  hang  the  tunic,  and  if  desired,  one  or  two  but- 
tons and  loops  to  form  sleeves,  and  that  was  all.  By  the 
bye,  if  you  want  to  make  a  change  in  your  dressmaker,  Mrs. 
de  Lorme  has  gone  back  into  the  business  for  herself  since 
you  went  away,  and  is  doing  ver)*  tasteful  work,  I  hear.  The 
present  place,  Thurlow  Block.  My  friend,  Mrs.  Kate  Boyd, 
who,  I  told  you  some  weeks  ago,  is  teaching  a  class  in  porce- 
lain painting  at  the  Clarke  Insitute,  and  another  at  the  Cos- 
mopolitan Hotel,  has  lately  been  doing  those  beautiful  }ncnu 
cards  at  Bancroft's  that  are  being  so  greatly  admired  for  their 
daintiness  and  originality.  These  are  of  the  new  shape,  and 
similar  in  that  respect  to  the  latest  visiting  cards,  about  an 
inch  wide  and  three  inches  long.  I  believe  they  intend  dec- 
orating some  of  the  turn-down  comers  of  the  large  cards  in 
the  same  way  for  "visites."  I  know  they  will  be  charming. 
The  billets  d€  corrcsponderwc  get  prettier  and  prettier  with 
each  new  invoice.  The  last  I  saw  have  certainly  reached  a 
climax,  for,  what  with  the  case%  of  dark  leather,  "  leather- 
ette" i  think  they  call  it,  lined  with  satins  in  pink,  blue  and 
purple,  stamped  on  the  top  with  a  coronet,  and  fastened  by  a 
gilded  lock,  they  are  elegant  enough  for  holiday  gifts  to  any 
one.  The  boxes,  when  emptied,  make  very  suitable  little 
jewel  boxes  besides.  Infants'  cards,  with  envelopes  to  match, 
come  in  the  same  shapes  as  those  for  larger  folks.  On  them 
is  inscribed,  either  in  printing  or  writing,  the  name  and  date 
of  the  arrival  of  the  new-comer.  As  to  shoes,  there  are 
really  some  novelties.  One,  the  Chinese  slipper,  is  quaint 
enough  with  its  pointed,  turn-up  box-toe,  and  equally  pointed 
Louis  Ouinze  heel.  They  don't  look  comfortable,  but  at 
Maynard  &  Jones',  where  I  saw  them,  they  assure  me  they 
are  exceedingly  so.  There  is  a  strap  across  the  instep  and  the 
back  of  the  shoe  extends  and  forms  another  for  the  ankle. : 
Coarse  linen  and  prunella  slippers  are  a  new  affectation,  or, 
ra:her,  an  old  one  revived.  The  latter  are  bound  round  the 
edges,  and  have  ribbon  bows  of  the  same  color  as  the  dress 
worn.  The  prunella  are  always  made  with  three  narrow 
straps  across  the  instep  and  cut-steel  buckles  in  the  fashion 
of  daisies.  Again,  the  linen  ones  maybe  embroidered  with 
linen  floss  to  look  ver>-  pretty.  The  "  Pompadour,*'  a  slipper 
of  silk  or  velvet,  richly  embroidered  with  silk  or  chenille, 
with  a  thread  of  gold  or  silver  in  it,  will  come  in  with  the 
later  fall  stock.      Very  handy  and  equally  sensible  are  the 


gaiter  tops  of  check  or  plain  goods,  to  be  used  with  the  low 
house  shoes  when  one  wishes  to  avoid  the  trouble  of  an  en- 
tire change.  The  old  proverb,  "  a  lady  born  and  bred, 
dresses  her  heels  and  then  her  head,"  comes  in  here,  and 
suggests  that  1  have  some  pretty  things  in  the  way  of  milli- 
nery to  discourse  about  to  you.  At  Miss  McCarrick's  I 
found  several  novelties.  Among  them  the  "Cromwell,"  one 
of  the  prettiest  of  the  new  styles,  which  has  a  ver)*  wide 
brim  that  is  either  to  be  turned  up  or  worn  down  to  suit  the 
fancy  of  the  wearer.  A  pattern  hat  was  trimmed  with  a  full 
feather,  black,  with  tiny  golden  tags  on  the  tip  of  every 
spray,  a  full  bow  at  the  back  of  velvet  and  silk  mixed,  and 
a  face  trimming  of  black  velvet  with  a  double  row  of  gilt 
braid  on  the  edge.  Anocher,  a  dress  bonnet,  was  of  cream- 
colored  chip,  ornamented  on  the  outside  with  quantities  of 
ivory  satin  ribbon  an  inch  in  width,  and  a  massive  wreath 
of  rich  red,  pink,  and  tea  roses  on  the  top  and  one  side. 
The  face  trimming  consists  of  rose  buds  and  half-blown 
blossoms.  One  of  the  most  noticeable  hats  is  a  white  chip 
with  face  trimmings  of  pale  blue,  and  a  blue  ostrich  feather 
and  broad,  flat  bows  of  the  same  delicate  shade  on  the  out- 
side. It  is  to  be  worn  slightly  tilled  back  on  the  head,  and 
is  as  pretty  and  shic  as  can  be.  The  new  trinmiings  are 
striped  velvets,  the  same  plain  or  brocaded,  and  for  lighter 
hats,  the  "Nabob"  gauze,  which  combines  all  the  rich 
oriental  colors,  and  several  new  styles  in  ribbons.  Among 
these  last  is  the  "palm-leaf"  pattern,  which  has  small 
palm-leaves  scattered  through  it  over  rich,  dark  satin  ground- 
work. The  "mottled"  ribbon  is  another  new  one,  with 
minute  designs  in  Persian  colors  on  a  similar  background. 
Scarfs,  even  of  velvet,  will  be  much  worn.  The  "bouquet 
bow,"  a  pretty  noveltj',  bids  for  popularity.  It  is  made  of 
twelve  loops  of  ribbon  in  six  difterent  colors,  and  the  whole 
is  arranged  in  the  form  of  an  irregular  rosette.  The  newest 
thing  in  feathers  is  the  shaded  ostrich  and  the  cock's  plumes, 
tipped  with  gold  or  steel  beads.  A  pretty  fancy,  and  one 
easily  indulged  in  this  climate  where  flowers  are  so  plentiful, 
is  to  adorn  the  hat  or  bonnet  with  fresh,  natural  blossoms 
every  day  instead  of  the  usual  trimmings.  For  this  purpose 
the  "porle  bouquet,"  an  oxidized  silver  atTair,  usually  in  the 
form  of  a  coiled  snake  which  fastens  by  a  pin  in  the  bonnet, 
is  the  convenient  thing.  I  hardly  ihmk,  however,  that  the 
fashion  v.ill  be  largely  followed,  for  artificials  are  now  made 
so  exquisitely  as  to  rival  even  Nature  herself,  and  they  are, 
moreover,  a  deal  more  convenient.  At  Miss  Stacom's,  on 
Post  Street,  I  saw  some  very  tasteful  mourning  bonnets  that 
by  their  graceful  trimmings  seemed  to  lighten  iheni  of  much 
of  their  usually  dreary  character.  The  close-fitting  bonnet 
seemed  best  adapted  for  this  sort  of  wear,  but  the  "  Ruthven," 
a  pretty  shape,  and  likely  to  become  a  favorite  here  from  its 
adaptability  to  our  windy  climate,  and  even  the  "  Ellerslie," 
with  its  high,  square  crown,  and  brim  turned  up  on  the 
edges,  trim  ver)' handsomely  with  crape  and  lustreless  silk. 
In  colored  hats,  the  prettiest  there  were  the  "Jura,"  in  split 
straws  of  all  shades,  and  the  "  Cleopatra,"  a  feathered  braid 
of  all  tints  and  colors  mixed  together,  are  the  newest  for  Ht- 
little  girls  and  misses  ;  but,  as  you  see,  in  all  of  them,  there 
is  not  yet  a  very  marked  difference  from  those  of  the  past 
summer.  The  later  fall  will  probably  bring  us  the  real 
novelties  in  the  shape  of  the  latest  productions  of  English 
inventive  genius — the  "  Mother  Hubbard,"  the  ancient  poke 
bonnet,  trimmed  only  with  a  huge  scarlet  bow  on  top,  and 
strings  of  the  same  color  tying  directly  under  the  chin  ;  the 
"  Dame  Trot,"  and  the  "  r^Iother  Bunch."  The  "  Beefeater," 
an  exact  reproduction  of  the  headgear  worn  by  the  heralds 
in  royal  processions  since  the  days  of  Henry  of  matrimonial 
memory,  I  hope  will  give  us  the  go-by,  for  I  am  sure  it  must 
be  simply  horrid;  the  others,  queer  though  they  are,  have 
something  picturesque  to  commend  them.  The  new  milli- 
ner)-, Werner's,  on  Kearny  Street,  near  Sutter,  has  opened 
during  the  past  week  or  so  with  a  handsome  assortment  of 
flowers,  feathers,  and  untrimmed  hats  and  bonnets.  A  new 
firm  that  will  be  in  fine  running  order  in  the  course  of  the 
coming  week  is  that  of  Billings,  Harbourm  &  Co.,  who  suc- 
ceed Mr.  Beach,  the  popular  stationer  and  bookseller  of 
Montgomer)-  Street.  The  business,  I  understand,  is  to  be 
continued  at  the  same  place  as  formerly,  together  with  the 
premises  adjoining  now  Occupied  by  Burr  &  Finck,  as  the 
large  stock  daily  expected  from  the  East  will  render  extra 
room  necessary  for  some  months  to  come  at  least.  The 
gentlemen  themselves  have  all  been  with  Mr.  Beach  for 
some  years,  and  have  a  large  commercial  acquaintance.  I 
do  not  doubt  but  that  they  will  be  fully  successful  in  theirnew 
venture.  Now  Til  tell  you  of  something  lovely,  but  you 
must  not  breathe  it  to  a  living  soul,  for  Mr.  Ackerman  told 
me  the  other  day  in  the  strictest  confidence.  He  is  thinking 
of  giving  a  dolls'  matinee  before  long,  and  such  dolls  as  he 
has  this  year  you  never  saw  !  The  dresses  were  all  made  in 
Paris  by  leading  dress-makers,  of  the  richest  brocades,  silks, 
and  velvets,  and  in  the  latest  fashions  ;  also  the  hats.  Some 
of  them — the  dolls,  I  mean — are  as  large  as  a  child  three  or 
four  years  old,  and  the  faces  are  the  most  perfect  I  ever  saw; 
teeth  and  everything  complete.  Don't,  for  mercy's  sake,  say 
I  told  you,  or  I  shall  never  get  a  first  look  at  anything  again, 
and  there  were  any  number  of  deliciously  suggestive  packed 
boxes  cluttering  up  their  sidewalk  yesterday  ;  so  I  know  the 
Christmas  wonders  must  have  begun  to  arrive.  Write  soon, 
and  believe  me  always  yours,  LiLlAS  Dubois. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  September  i,  1878. 


Okra  Soup. 

Fried  Eastern  Oysiers. 

Cold  Ton^e.  Macaroni  (NcaooHtan  Style). 

Green  Peas.  Summer  Squash. 

Roast  Eeef.  Baked  Potatoes. 

\\"atercress  Salad. 

»  Ambrosia  (see  Vol.  I,  No.  17). 

Fruit-bowl  of  Peaches,  Apples,  Pears,  Plums,  Gages,  and  Grapes, 
To  Cook  Macaroni  as  Served  in  Naples. — Have  a  half  pint  of  rich  meat 
gravj-  in  which  there  are  some  of  the  shreds  of  the  meat ;  two  tomatoes,  halt  a 
clove  of  garlic,  chopped  verj'  fine  and  well  cooked  in  the  gra\y.  Take  half  a 
pound  of  macaroni  in  long  pieces,  soak  in  warm  water  ten  minutes  ;  after  which 
place  in  a  tin  pan,  cover  with  boiling  water,  and  immerse  the  pan  in  a  larger 
vessel  conuining  enuugh  water  to  boil  well.  Pour  off  water  and  pour  in  the 
^ra\'j-.  Season  well  with  cayenne  pepper  and  a  little  salt.  Add  three  ounces  of 
old  cheese.  Shake  the  ingredients  occasionally  (do  not  stir  for  fear  of  breaking 
the  macaroni),  and  cook  fifteen  minutes.  When  done  add  a  lablespoonful  of  but- 
ter, and  sprinkle  two  ounces  of  grated  Parmesan  cheese  over  the  top  when  dished 
A  la  mode  beei^  gravj-  is  the  best,  and  we  find  soup  is  better  than  water  to  cook  it 
in.     This  receipt  is  given  the  second  time  by  request. 


An  Indiana  preacher  made  use  of  the  expression,  "the 
iconoclastic  segregate  of  sin,''  last  Sunday,  and  has  already 
received  a  call  to  a  church  in  Boston. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.-V, 


By  an  Early  CaJifomian, 


[CONCLIDED   FKOM   LAST   NUMBER.] 

Upon  leaving  Sonoma,  our  first  stopping-place  was  the 
embiyo  city  of  Napa,  and  there  we  decided  to  pass  the  night, 
at  the  store  of  one  of  our  acquaintances.  The  principal 
building  in  all  our  new  towns  is  the  store.  We  saw  some  very 
fine  looking  Indians  here  who  came  from  Clear  Lake,  at  the 
upper  end  of  Napa  \''alley,  to  work  for  the  rancheros  in  har- 
vesting their  crops.  They  did  not  appear  to  understand 
Spanish,  but  got  along  with  a  word  here  and  there  accompa- 
nied with  signs.  The  men  wore  pieces  of  \yood,  nicely 
smoothed  and  rounded  and  about  four  inches  long,  in  each 
ear,  and  their  hair  was  tied  with  grass  in  a  bunch  on  the  front 
part  of  their  heads  in  helmet  shape,  giving  them  a  martial 
look.  With  the  exception  of  the  waist  cloths,  both  men  and 
women  were  naked,  which  gave  us  an  opportunity  of  admir- 
ing their  fine  figures.  As  it  was  warm  they  frequently  re- 
freshed themselves  by  a  dive  into  the  waters  of  the  creek, 
swimming  like  Kanakas,  and  apparently  enjoying  every  mo- 
ment like  so  many  children.  The  next  morning  we  were 
early  on  our  w^ay,  and,  after  fording  the  creek,  came  up  with 
with  a  party  just  breaking  up  their  camp.  As  they  were  un- 
doubtedly lor  the  mines,  we  rode  up  and  assured  ourselves 
of  the  fact.  The  party  consisted  of  three  trappers  and  a 
Columbia  River  squaw.  My  companion  was  acquainted  with 
two  of  them,  named  —  Kelsey  and  Jacob  Green.  So  we 
concluded,  although  we  knew  from  their  pack  animals  that 
they  would  travel  slowly,  to  join  issue  ;  they  were  to  take  a 
short  cut  which  we  hoped  would  be  to  our  advantage.  A 
very  high  mountain  had  to  be  crossed  between  Napa  and 
Suisun  valleys,  but  we  at  last  climbed  it  and  reached  its  foot, 
and  came  upon  the  house  of  some  American  settlers.     Here 

Mr. and  I  stopped  for  breakfast,  letting  our  companions 

trudge  on  by  themselves  for  a  while.  The  breakfast  was 
good,  but  the  luxurious  part  of  it,  to  my  taste,  was  two  large 
tumblers  full  of  milk.  The  conversation,  of  course,  turned 
upon  the  mines,  and  "  I  calculated "  from  it  that  our  host 
would  follow  close  upon  our  heels.  We  caught  up  with  the 
trappers  after  a  three-leagues'  gallop,  and  found  them  squat- 
ting near  the  adobe  of  Don ,  a  New  Mexican  by  birth 

and  a  great  rascal  by  reputation.  I  admired  some  fine  horses 
he  was  driving  into  his  corral ;  and,  upon  introducing  myself, 
he  invited  us  all  in  to  take  a  drink  of  milk.     Our  road,  after 

leaving  's,  lay  through  a  perfectly  flat  prairie,  which  to 

the  extreme  right  joined  the  sky,  forming  a  horizon  like  that 
at  sea.  We  could  distinctly  see  the  windings  of  the  Sacra- 
mento River,  marked  out  by  the  trees  upon  its  banks,  but  we 
could  not  approach  it  on  account  of  the  tulare — a  sort  of  bog 
not  dry  at  this  season.  Our  course  was  a  roundabout  and 
monotonous  one,  with  nothing  to  relieve  the  flatness  of  the 
view  but  an  occasional  band  of  antelopes  ^Or  a  solitary  elk, 
which  occasionally  approached  us  from  curiosity.  Our 
mouths  watered  for  one  at  supper  time,  but,  with  all  Jacob's 
ingenuity,  he  could  not  get  the  wind  of  them.  The  little 
squaw,  who  was  Jacob's  property,  amused  me  much.  She 
seemed  to  be  the  happiest  of  mortals.  She  was  a  vaquero,  and 
her  little  pony  and  herself  seemed  to  have  a  perfect  under- 
standing as  they  twisted  and  turned  in  their  efforts  to  keep 
the  animals  in  the  road.  She  rode  Lima  fashion  ;  but  so  in- 
geniously had  she  wrapped  a  blanket  around  her  left  side  and 
foot  that  we  did  not  make  the  discovery,  until  sometime  after 
we  joined  them.  Whether  this  was  her  own  idea  to  prevent 
shocking  us  or  others  they  might  meet  I  can  not  say,  but  it 
spoke  volumes  for  innate  delicacy  somewhere.  The  sun  left 
us  on  the  banks  of  a  dry  creek.  It  was  a  pretty  place  for  a 
camp,  only  that  the  wild  oats  were  so  high  that  we  had  to 
spend  some  time  in  treading  them  down.  We  placed  our 
saddles  around  the  spot  marked  out  for  the  fire,  and  after 
watering  our  horses  and  staking  them  out  to  feed,  we  began 
collecting  wood.  We  soon  had  a  bright  fire,  in  which  Marie 
cooked  dried  bear  meat  and  venison,  and  boiled  the  coffee 
for  our  evening  repast.  Delmonico  never  set  before  me  a  meal 
more  to  my  taste,  and  we  chatted  over  it  and  after  it  most 
pleasantly.  Jacob  and  I  had  a  long  talk  in  French.  I  found 
that  he  was  bom  in  Switzerland,  and  had  been  in  New  York, 
where  he  knew  Mr.  de  Rham  ;  afterward  he  was  tempted  to 
go  to  Canada  and  turn  trapper,  and  at  last,  a  short  time  since, 
he  had  found  his  way  to  California  just  in  time  for  the  gold. 
There  was  something  charming  in  the  independent,  healthy, 
out-door  life  which  the  old  fellow  was  leading — every  mo- 
ment active  and  enjoyable,  probably,  until  death  approached, 
perhaps  suddenly,  and  then  a  welcome  rest.  When  bed-time 
came  I  laid  my  saddle-cloths  and  machillo  on  the  ground, 
and,  rolling  myself  in  my  serape,  laid  my  head  on  my  saddle- 
tree, and  was  soon  sound  asleep.  In  the  morning  I  found 
my   serape  somewhat    damp    from   the   heavy  dew,  but   it 

harmed  me  not,  and  I  never  felt  more  refreshed.     Mr. 

and  I  were  early  in  the  saddle,  resolving,  as  our  fellow- 
travelers  were  of  the  slow  and  easy  kind,  to  push  on  and 
make  our  forty  miles  by  times.  When  twenty-five  of  them 
were  accomplished  over  the  same  prairie  land,  and  we  had 
passed  Cache  Creek,  we  stropped  to  refresh  ourselves  with  a 
wash.  Our  next  halt  was  at  Knight's  rancho,  where  we  in- 
timated that  breakfast  would  be  acceptable,  tying  our  horses 
before  the  door  in  anxious  expectation  of  the  event.  We 
found  Mr.  Knight  to  be  a  graduate  from  that  great  school,  the 
world,  and  of  wonderful  e.xperiences.  Time  passed  rapidly 
as  he  related  stories  about  Fremont,  the  Bear  Flag,  and 
and  the  placers  of  New  Mexico.  A  very  pretty  girl  soon  an- 
nounced the  almuerzo^  introducing  us  to  ham  and  eggs,  beef- 
steaks, frijolcs^  good  warm  bread,  and,  above  all,  to  fresh 
milk.  I  complimented  Mr.  Knight  on  the  fair  complexion, 
good  looks,  and  the  altogether  American  appearance  of  his 
son.  "  Yes,"  said  he,  "  pretty  fair  complexion,  considering 
that  his  mother  was  a  Mexican,  and  hers  an  Indian.  I  took 
her  from  the  mines  of  New  Me.xico."  He  was  already  pre- 
paring to  leave  for  El  Dorado.  We  wished  him  luck,  paid 
our  reckoning,  and  did  not  stop  again  until  we  had  crossed 
the  Sacramento  River,  which  we  did  in  canoes,  towing  the 
horses  behind.  We  reached  Sutter's  Fort  at  supper-time, 
and  were  in  the  gold  region,  the  largest  placers  being  twen- 
ty-five and  sixty  miles  away,  with  less  important  ones  at 
intermediate  places.  On  entering  the  only  store  yet  opened 
here  just  outside  the  walls  of  the  fort  I  saw  a  succession  of 
rough  customers  coming  and  going,  with  gold  to  be  weighed 
and  with  purchases  made,  and  I  began  to  realize  that  the 


bags,  and  heaps,  and  rooms  full  of  gold  in  the  Arabian 
Nights  were  by  no  means  impossible,  ^^'hat  a  pretty  thing 
to  look  at  is  gold,  whether  it  comes  from  a  steel-beaded  purse 
in  mint  drops,  or  a  Hoosier's  buckskin  bag  in  the  virgin  dust! 
As  my  fellow-traveller  was  now  called  away  on  business,  I 

determined  to  accept  the  convoy  of  ,  of  the  Brooklyn, 

who  was  to  leave  the  next  morning  for  Mormon  Island,  and 
a  placer  w-hich  he  calls  his  own.  Little  did  I  think  when  I 
saw  him  leaving  New  York  that  we  could  ever  make  a  pil- 
grimage together,  and  to  so  golden  a  shrine.  The  lower 
placers  were  discovered  by  two  Mormons,  whom  in- 
duced to  share  their  pickings  with  him.  Being  on  govern- 
ment land  the  three  insist  that  they  have  a  preemption  right 
to  it,  and  by  such  title  claim  one-third  of  all  the  washings 
made  within  a  mile  of  the  spot.  About  thirty  men  work  in 
the  neighborhood  and  strange  to  say  they  pay  the  strange 
tax.  Many  of  them  I  knew,  and,  after  taking  dinner,  I  bor- 
rowed a  tin  pan  and  tried  my  hand  at  washing.  A  young 
fellow  very  kindly  showed  me  where  he  was  working  success- 
fully, filled  my  tin  basin,  and  instructed  me  in  the  art  of 
cleaning  it.  The  dirt  is  clayish,  red  in  color,  full  of  pebbles, 
some  of  them  as  large  a  paving  stones.  You  see  but  little  of 
the  gold  until  you  have  washed  the  dirt  all  away,  which  is 
done  by  a  rotary  mation,  which  allows  the  muddy  water  to 
slop  over  graduall)-.  When  the  remaining  water  becomes 
clear  you  see  at  the  bottom  of  the  pan  what  appears  to  be 
black  sand.  It  is  emery;  and  on  pouring  off  the  water  and 
moving  the  emery  with  your  finger,  you  discover  bright  par- 
ticles and  scales  of  gold.  Generally  the  settling  is  dried,  and 
then  the  emery  is  blown  away,  and  w  ith  it  often  some  of  the 
finer  grains  of  the  precious  metal.  So  I  carried  mine  home 
with  me  as  it  was,  determining  to  use  quicksilver  in  its  sepa- 
ration, and  to  send  you  the  result  of  my  half  hours'  labor. 
Unfortunately,  however,  after  I  reached  home,  it  was  put  into 
a  champagne  glass  with  the  quicksilver  and  left  to  amalga- 
mate on  the  side-board.  The  servant,  not  looking  particu- 
larly at  it,  supposed  the  glass  was  dirty  and  washed  it  with 
the  others.  Probably  it  would  not  have  amounted  to  over  $2 
worth.  As  I  had  seen  enough  to  determine  me  to  form  an 
association  by  which  the  business  of  washing  might  be  or- 
ganized to  make  it  very  profitable,  I  arranged  to  return  im- 
mediately to  San  Francisco.  It  would  not  be  right,  how- 
ever, to  take  unceremonious  leave  of  Captain  Sutter  to  whom 
I  have  not  even  introduced  you.  Ere  this  you  have  undoubt- 
edly seen  his  name  in  the  paper,  and  have  perhaps  heard 
something  of  the  history  of  this  enterprising  gentleman  from 

.     A  Swiss  by  birth,  he  held  during  the  reign  of  Charles 

X.  the  rank  of  captain  in  the  French  army.  He  purchased 
the  buildings  at  Ross,  just  north  of  Bodega,  of  the  Russians, 
and  as  he  proposed  to  settle  the  wilderness  to  the  north  of 
the  Bay  of  San  Francisco  with  European  immigrants,  the 
Mexican  government  made  him  a  grant  of  eleven  leagues  of 
land  on  the  Sacamento  river.  When  he  went  to  take  pos- 
session of  this  property  the  portion  of  the  country  where  it 
lies  had  never,  I  believe,  been  explored  by  the  Califomians. 
He  reached  it  by  launch  from  Yerba  Buena  (now  San  Fran- 
cisco), manned  by  four  Kanakas  (Sandwich  Islanders)  and 
accompanied  only  by  a  few  Mission  Indians.  After  landing 
he  camped,  surrounded  by  hostile  savages,  in  the  open  plain 
where  the  fort  was  afterward  built,  and  the  next  morning 
after  dressing  in  full  uniform,  he  went,  accompanied  by  his 
Indian  servant,  both  well-armed,  to  the  Indian  village  in  the 
woods  near  by.  The  savages  were  informed  through  the  in- 
terpreter that  he  came  to  them  as  a  friend,  and  that  if  they 
would  help  him  a  little  with  their  work,  he  would  make  them 
presents ;  and  at  last,  showing  them  a  colored  shirt,  he 
induced  one  of  them  to  say  that  he  w-ould  come  next  day  and 
work  a  week.  Fearing,  as  he  took  leave,  that  they  might 
attack  him  in  the  rear,  he  got  the  chief  to  go  ahead  of  him, 
and  show  him  the  way  out  of  the  woods,  and  reached  his 
camp  in  safety.  'Twas  several  days  before  the  Indian  made 
his  appearance.  But  at  last  he  arrived  with  others,  and  all 
of  them  were  set  to  work  to  make  adobes,  of  which  the  fort 
was  built.  It  is  a  parallelogram  in  form,  with  two  bastions. 
In  the  middle  of  the  square  is  a  building  two  stories  high, 
containing  four  rooms,  and  a  counting-room  up  stairs.  A 
blacksmith's  shop,  mill  for  grinding  corn,  serape  manufac- 
tory, and  dwellings  are  around  it,  built  against  the  walls  of 
the  fort.  The  Califomians,  when  they  at  last  ventured  into 
the  Indian  countr)',  were  surprised  to  find  a  castle  there, 
and  asked  the  Captain  what  it  was  for ;  he  answered,  "  to 
protect  himself  from  the  Indians."  At  one  time  he  had  a 
well-drilled  force  of  thirty  Indians  within  its  walls,  with 
guards  posted  night  and  day  for  its  defense.  Although  he 
has  not  performed  his  part  of  the  contract  with  the  Govem- 
ment,  which  was  to  induce  European  immigration,  it  has  not 
seen  fit  to  interfere  with  his  possession  so  firmly  established. 
The  fort  has  been  a  refuge  for  our  people.  No  one  reached 
it  without  being  fed  and  lodged,  and  employed  in  the  various 
projects  which  the  Captain  always  has  on  hand.  Not  being 
systematic  and  prudent  in  carrying  them  out,  his  business 
has  been  going  behind-hand  for  some  time  past.  He  still 
owes  the  Russians  for  the  Ross  property,  which  he  was  to 
pay  in  wheat ;  and  all  the  merchants  in  San  Francisco  for 
goods,  tools,  etc.  In  figure  he  is  of  medium  height,  rather 
stout,  but  well-made.  His  head  is  round,  features  regular, 
with  smiling  and  agreeable  expression;  complexion  healthy 
and  roseate.  He  wears  his  hair  close  cut,  and  his  moustache 
trimmed  short,  a  la  jnililaire.  He  dressed  very  neatly  in 
frock  coat,  pantaloons  and  cap  of  blue,  and  with  his  gold- 
headed  malacca  in  hand  you  would  rather  suppose  him  pre- 
pared for  a  saunter  on  the  Boulevards,  than  a  consultation 
with  Simplon,  his  Indian  alcalde,  about  hands  required  for 
the  day's  work,  or  ox-teams  to  be  dispatched  here  and  there 
over  his  estate.  I  passed  the  evening  of  my  arrival,  after 
supper  was  over,  in  his  company,  partly  in  talking  over 
business  long  unsettled,  but  mainly  in  listening  to  his  account 
of  events  transpiring.  We  did  this  over  wine  distilled  from 
his  own  grapes,  which  was  very  palatable.  His  manners 
are  polished,  and  the  impression  he  makes  on  every  one  is 
very  favorable.  I  left  him  in  the  sincere  hope  that  he  may 
derive,  at  an  early  day,  from  the  mines  or  the  increase  of  his 
propert}',  what  will  enable  him  to  pay  off  all  his  debts.  I 
had  an  unpleasant  trip  of  six  days  in  our  launch,  or  launches ; 
for  the  first  one  I  was  in  grounded,  and  I  thought  prudent  to 
change  into  another  passing  at  the  time. 

July  22,  1S48. — We  are  interested  in  a  gold-washing  ma- 
chine which  can  but  succeed.  It  is  built  on  a  plan  brought 
from  Chili  by  admiral  Wooster,  late  of  the  Chilian  navy,  a 
native  of  Connecticut,  and  he  takes  part  interest  in  it.     Dr. 


F — ,  also,  has  a  share.  The  machine  is  expected  to  wash 
three  or  four  pounds  a  day.  This  place  is  almost  deserted  ; 
so  is  every  town  in  California  as  far  south  as  the  news  has 
reached.  We  are  about  petitioning  Congress  for  a  mint. 
Coin  is  very  scarce  ;  it  is  much  needed  for  duties  at  the  Cus- 
tom House.  Although  so  many  have  left,  we  managed  to  as- 
semble a  sufficient  number  for  a  ball  on  the  night  of  the 
Fourth  by  sending  for  the  seiioritas  in  all  the  country  round. 
The  last  news  from  Mazatlan  was  not  at  all  peaceful,  and 
the  squadron  will  remain  there  until  September  or  October. 
\Vhen  will  the  government  open  a  way  of  communicating 
with  us?  Your  last  letters  were  dated  January;  this  is  too 
long  to  wait.  The  storekeepers  are  actively  employed  from 
early  mom  till  eleven  at  night.  Their  customers  are  a  strange 
looking  set,  made  up  of  Califomians,  trappers,  Oregon  emi- 
grants, and  a  very  few  late  from  the  States — aU  from  the 
mines,  ragged  and  dirty,  having  perhaps  landed  from  launches 
which  came  in  during  the  night.  Each  man  has  his  little  bag 
of  gold,  and  buys  blankets,  boots,  shirts,  fine  tooth  combs, 
and  soap,  paying  the  prices  asked  without  question,  and 
promising  to  return,  after  cleaning  and  feeding — to  trade. 
They  have  from  $500  to  $5,000  apiece.  Vessels  are  begin- 
ning to  arrive  from  the  Sandwich  Islands,  Peru,  Chili,  Can- 
ton, Manilla,  and  the  States,  and  many  of  them  must  remain 
for  a  while,  as  the  crews  all  leave  for  the  mines  whenever 
they  have  a  chance  to  desert.  The  United  States  soldfers 
— regulars  and  volunteers — are  leaving  in  bands,  and  not  a 
few  of  the  officers  are  longing  to  follow  them. 

J-i-MES   C.   W.\RD. 
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XLVIL— An  Ancient  Toast. 


"  I  drink  to  one,"  he  said, 
■  Whose  image  never  may  depart. 
Deep  graven  on  a  grateful  heart, 

Till  memory  be  dead  — 
To  one  whose  love  for  me  shall  last 
When  lighter  passions  long  have  passed, 

So  holy  'tis  and  true — 
To  one  whose  love  hath  longer  dwelt, 
More  deeply  fixed,  more  keenly  felt, 

Thaif  any  pledged  by  you ! " 

Each  guest  upstarted  at  the  word. 
And  laid  a  hand  upon  his  sword. 

With  fiery  flashing  eye ; 
And  Stanley  said:    "We  crave  the  name, 
Proud  knight,  of  this  most  peerless  dame. 

Whose  love  you  count  so  high." 

St.  Leon  paused,  as  if  he  would 

Not  breathe  her  name  in  careless  mood 

Thus  lightly  to  another; 
Then  lowly  bent  his  head,  as  though 
To  give  that  name  the  reverence  due. 

And  gently  said:    "My  mother!" 


XLVIII.— The  Playmate. 


The  pines  were  dark  on  Ramoth  Hill,  % 
Their  songs  were  soft  and  low. 

The  blossoms  in  the  sweet  May  \vind 
W^ere  falling  hke  the  snow. 

The  blossoms  drifted  at  our  feet. 
The  orchard  birds  sang  clear. 

The  sweetest  and  the  saddest  day 
It  seemed  of  all  the  year. 

For  more  to  me  than  bird  or  flowers, 

My  playmate  left  her  home. 
And  took  with  her  the  laughing  Spring, 

The  music,  and  the  bloom. 

She  kissed  the  hps  of  kith  and  kin. 

She  laid  her  hand  in  mine ; 
What  more  could  ask  the  bashful  boy 

WTio  fed  her  father's  Idne? 

She  left  us  in  the  bloom  of  May; 

The  constant  years  told  o'er 
Their  seasons  with  as  sweet  May  moms, 

But  she  came  back  no  more, 

I  walked,  with  noiseless  feet,  the  round 

Of  uneventful  years ; 
Still  o'er  and  o'er  I  sow  the  Spring 

And  reap  the  Autumn  ears. 

She  lives  where  all  the  golden  year 

Her  Summer  roses  blow ; 
The  dusky  children  of  the  sun 

Before  her  come  and  go. 

There,  haply,  with  her  jeweled  hands, 
She  smooths  her  silken  gown — 

Xo  more  the  homespun  lap  wherein 
I  shook  the  walnuts  down. 

The  wild-grapes  wait  us  by  the  brook, 

The  brown  nuts  on  the  hill. 
And  still  the  Mav-day  flowers  make  sweet 

The  woods  of'FoUy  MiU. 

The  lihes  blossom  in  the  pond. 

The  bird  builds  in  the  tree, 
The  dark  pines  sing  on  Ramoth  Hill 

The  slow  song  of  the  sea. 

I  wonder  if  she  thinks  of  them, 
And  how  the  old  time  seems  — 

If  e'er  the  pines  of  Ramoth  Wood 
Are  sounding  in  her  dreams. 

I  see  her  face — I  hear  her  voice; 

Does  she  remember  mine? 
And  what  to  her  is  now  the  boy 

Wlio  fed  her  father's  kine? 

What  cares  she  that  the  orioles  build 

For  other  eyes  than  ours? 
That  other  hands  with  nuts  are  filled, 

And  oilier  laps  with  flowers? 

The  winds,  so  sweet  with  birch  and  fern, 

A  sweeter  memory  blow  ; 
And  then  in  Spring  the  veeiies  sing 

The  song  of  long  ago. 

And  still  the  pines  of  Ramoth  Hill  \ 

Are  moaning  like  the  sea — 
The  moaning  of  a  sea  of  change 

Between  myself  and  thee,  J.  G, 
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Stocks  again  are  booming  all  along  the  line.  Millions 
multiply  on  paper,  and  everjbody  rejoices.  The  street  is 
lively,  money  is  in  demand,  real  estate  feels  the  impulse  of 
an  occasional  transaction,  cheerful  faces  have  taken  the 
places  of  the  doleful  mugs  that  have  for  these  last  few  months 
greeted  us  on  the  streets.  Dry  goods  stores  are  doing  a 
better  business,  and  half  our  thread-bare  friends  have  doffed 
their  old,  seedy  coats,  and  spring  hats,  and  come  out  in  brand 
new  suits.  Either  there  is  more  credit  or  more  coin,  we  do 
not  know  which ;  contidence  and  currency  are  about  the 
same  thing.  This  stock  business  is  something  exceedingly 
curious.  There  are  no  new  discoveries,  that  we  have  heard 
of,  on  the  Comstock.  No  new  dividends  have  been  declared, 
but  there  are  new  prospects,  new  hopes,  bonanzas  in  e.xpec- 
tation,  developments  looked  for ;  and  all  at  once  the  dark 
clouds  of  hard  times  roll  away,  the  bright  sun  of  pros- 
perity shines  out,  banks  give  up  their  treasures,  old  red 
trunks  under  the  bed  pour  out  their  coin,  stockings  and  hid- 
ing places  and  savings  banks  give  up  their  accumulations, 
and  evervbody  is  happy.  We  are  a  little  suspicious  that  this 
is  a  deal  and  not  a  discovery;  that  the  servant  maids, 
mechanics,  and  clerks  are  to  be  milked  again  ;  that  the  hook 
is  baited  to- catch  the  grain  crop;  still  we  know  that  our 
advice  won't  be  taken;  no  one's  advice  will  be  taken  in 
stocks.  Everybody  gambles.  Utah  is  going  to  $200.  Union 
Consolidated  will  be  worth  $500  a  share  before  spring. 
There  is  a  pool  in  Sierra  Nevada  that  will  send  it  to  $1,000. 
Flood  is  bearing  California  and  Con.  \'irginia  to  buy  them 
in,  and  then  they  will  go  back  to  old  figures.  Hale  &  Nor- 
cross  has  a  bonanza  flooded  with  water;  Chollar  will  take  a 
leap  in  a  few  days.  Yellow  Jacket  has  got  it  sure.  Now  is 
the  time  to  go  in ;  a  homestead  sold  now  or  mortgaged  may 
realize  a  large  fortune  before  spring.  Nothing  venture, 
nothing  have.  .Any  one  that  has  ever  lost  before  m  stock 
gambling  should  embrace  this  opportunity  to  get  even. 
Look  for  your  money  where  you  lost  it,  is  the  thing  to  do. 
.Money  in  a  savings  bank  produces  only  8  per  cent,  a  year 
interesL  If  you  happen  to  strike  it  you  can  make  a  fortune, 
just  think;  Flood,  Mackay,  Fair,  Sharon,  Lent,  Skae,  Bar- 
ron, Finnegan,  Cook,  Morrow,  Keene,  Baldwin,  Graves, 
Jones,  Hayward,  Barton,  and  others,  were  once  poor  men, 
and  now  see  where  they  are  '.  We  rejoice  at  this  turn  of 
fortune's  wheel.  Out  of  it  we  will  get  a  new  crop  of  million- 
aires ;  and  if  there  is  anything  we  do  absolutely  delight  in,  it 
is  rich  men.  More  new  houses  on  Nob  Hill,  more  villa  resi- 
dences in  the  country,  more  new  carriages  in  the  Park,  more 
nice  entertainments,  with  pdU  di  JoU  gras^  truffles,  cham- 
pagne, and  two-bit  cigars,  at  somebody  else's  e.\pense.  San 
Francisco  w  ill,  in  time,  become  a  city  of  palaces  and  princes. 
We  hope  none  of  our  readers  will  allow  this  opportunity  to 
go  by  without  risking  what  little  they  have  accumulated,  to 
secure  for  themselves  an  ample  fortune. 

It  seems  almost  too  bad  that  the  Bank  Commissioners 
should  just  at  this  inopportune  moment  make  their  report  on 
the  Clay  Street  Bank,  and  after  a  careful  and  painstaking  ex- 
amination declare  that  it  is  solvent  and  well  managed;  that 
its  securities  are  ample;  that  its  losses  by  Pinney  were 
carried  to  profit  and  loss  two  years  ago,  and  that  an  unim- 
paired capital  of  $500,000  is  a  guarantee  to  depositors  against 
loss.  Such  a  report  as  this  is  calculated  to  renew  confidence 
in  savings  banks,  locks  up  eight  or  nine  millions  of  money  in 
land  securities,  and  takes  away  from  depositors  tlie  excuse 
to  withdraw  their  money  and  put  it  in  stocks.  It  is  evidently 
a  bull  movement  in  the  interest  of  real  estate. 


if  the  farmer  proposes  to  invest  his  earnings  in  mining  stocks. 
We  are  now  on  the  eve  of  an  immense  deal.  Every  one  that 
goes  in  early  when  stocks  are  low,  and  sells  when  they  ad- 
vance to  the  top  figures,  will  make  money.  The  prudent  farm- 
er who  desires  to  avail  himself  of  this  opportunity  of  en- 
riching himself,  so  that  he  may  be  able  to  leave  his  retired 
country  life  and  reside  in  San  Francisco,  will  let  his  mort- 
gages remain  unpaid  from  this  crop,  and  not  expend  his 
money  in  fann  improvements  and  agricultural  implements, 
when  he  can  bring  it  to  the  stock  exchange  with  such  a  cer- 
tainty of  profitable  investment. 


.\  writer  in  one  of  the  Eastern  magazines  has  been 
severely  criticised  by  our  city  press  for  pronouncing  univer- 
sal sufl'r.ige  a  failure.  The.sand-lot  brigade  wants  a  govern- 
ment by  the  people  and  for  the  people.  But  if  that  was  all 
the  idle  and  discontented  needed  they  should  rest  satisfied, 
for  ours  is  preeminently  such  a  government.  The  people  is 
the  substratum  on  which  it  rests,  .and  if  the  superstructure  is 
unstable  the  fault  must  be  in  the  people.  The  agitators 
from  England,  Ireland,  and  (jermany  have  realized  on  this 
continent  all  they  ever  dreamed  or  hoped  for  in  the  way  of 
government ;  still  they  are  not  satisfied.  They  were  voice- 
less in  the  go\ernments  they  were  bom  under,  but  here  they 
are  invested  with  all  the  rights  and  privileges  of  freemen. 
Do  they  exercise  those  rights  to  their  own  advantage  or 
that  of  their  fellow-citizens  ':  The  sand-lot  mutterings  an- 
swer that  question  in  the  negative,  and  go  far  to  show  the 
incapacity  of  the  people  for  self-government.  If  they  under- 
stood their  rights  they  would  ha\e  no  grievances  to  redress. 
.And  this  brings  us  to  the  question  of  universal  suffrage.  In 
our  municipal  governments  is  it  not  a  dead  failure  ?  Does 
not  every  intelligent  citizen  and  every  newspaper  editor  know- 
it  .'  But  they  ha\e  not  the  independence  to  confess  it. 
The  newspapers  might  lose  subscribers,  the  politicians 
\-otes.  The  writer  in  the  magazine  was  evidently  controlled 
by  no  such  motives.  The  bankrupt  condition  of  almost  ever)- 
city  in  the  L'nion  is  proof  positive  of  the  utter  failure  of  uni- 
versal suffrage  in  city  government.  In  other  countries, 
where  none  but  tax-payers  have  a  vote  in  elections,  the  re- 
sult is  that  stealing,  jobbing,  dirty  streets,  and  unflushed 
sewers  are  the  exception,  not  the  rule.  San  Francisco  is  the 
rendezvous  of  the  lawless,  the  idle,  the  vicious,  the  bodily 
and  intellectually  lame,  sick,  and  blind  of  the  whole  Pacific 
Coast.  These  classes  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin.  They 
are  maintained  at  the  e.xpense  of  the  industrious,  with  whom 
they  have  no  feeling  in  common.  They  have  no  interest  in 
good  government,  yet  they  control  our  elections.  We  can 
not  expect  a  change  for  the  better  in  city  affairs  as  long  as 
the  non-tax-payers  outvote  the  tax-payers.  Let  the  Solons 
about  to  assemble  at  Sacramento  embody  a  clause  in  the 
new  Constitution  disfranchising  non-tax-payers  in  municipal 
elections,  and  a  reign  of  prosperity  will  assuredly  come  to 
our  now  mis-govemed  city. 


Farmers  should  hurry  up  their  crops,  get  their  grain  to 
market,  and  realize  their  money  upon  it  as  soon  as  possible. 
It  is  of  course  not  improbable  that  as  the  season  advances 
the  market  may  advance  in  Liverpool,  and  by  holding  they 
T.J.z'Si'.  realize  higher  figures;  but  this  is  not  to  be  considered 


.A  friend  of  ours,  holding  an  honorable  position  at  the  San 
Francisco  bar,  gives  us  the  following  piece  of  interesting  in- 
formation. We  were  discussing  the  question  of  the  disposi- 
tion  of  the  estates  of  our  rich  men,  and  the  writer  was  com- 
plaining that  so  few  of  our  wealthy  men  gave  largely  to  the 
endowment  of  public  institutions.  Our  friend  then  said:  "  I 
am  now  being  consulted  from  time  to  time  by  one  of  our 
millionaires  and  instructed  to  examine  the  law  with  reference 
to  the  disposition  of  what,  if  his  life  is  spared,  w  ill  be  a  most 
enormous  accumulation.  T^e  gentleman  is  now  not  far 
from  fifty  years  of  age;  he  is  in  good  health,  lives  a  temper- 
ate life,  comes  of  a  long-lived  race,  and  promises  himself 
to  retain  his  business  faculties  to  the  age  of  eighty  years. 
At  that  time  he  will  be  worth  (according  to  his  calcula- 
tion of  the  increase  of  his  present  wealth  by  the  compound- 
ing of  interest  and  by  the  actual  employment  of  a  part  of 
his  capital)  not  less  than  $120,000,000.  His  idea  is  to 
pay  the  then  debt  of  the  city  of  San  Francisco.  It  is 
now  some  $4,000,000,  but  if  Spring  Valley  water  works 
are  purchased,  or  if,  as  in  his  judgment,  the  city  should 
own  its  own  water  and  gas  works,  the  municipal  debt  he 
figures  at  the  time  of  his  death  will  be,  say  $20,000,000. 
He  will  have  purchased  and  will  own  the  entire  bonded 
debt  of  San  Francisco  at  that  time.  This  debt  he  will  can- 
cel, and  leave  the  balance  of  his  wealth,  say  $100,000,000,  so 
invested  in  government  securities  that  its  interest  will  pay  all 
the  annual  expenses  of  the  city  government  except  salaries. 
Salaries  shall  as  now  be  raised  by  taxation;  this  in  his  judg- 
ment will  secure  the  selection  of  the  best  men  for  office  and 
those  who  w-ill  most  economically  administer  municipal  af- 
fairs. The  fund  w-ill  increase,  he  says,  as  the  city  increases, 
andif  prudently  administered  w-ill  preserve  the  citizens  forall 
time  to  come  from  any  other  municipal  tax  than  is  necessary- 
to  pay  the  salaries  of  its  officers.  It  w-ill  provide  a  sufficient 
fund  for  streets,  parks,  and  public  places,  and  enable  the  au- 
thorities to  beautify  the  city  in  the  highest  degree,  and 
thus  make  it  one  of  the  most  attractive  of  all  cities  upon  the 
American  continenL  *  My  monument,'  he  say-s,  *  shall  be 
the  gratitude  of  coming  generations,  w-ho  live  in  a  beautiful 
city,  w-here  they  have  no  taxes  to  pay,  and  w-here  every  pub- 
lic edifice,  every  delightful  drive,  every  pleasing  comfort, 
shall  remind  them  of  mv  name.''' 


An  ill-natured  and  irreverent  Bohemian  writing  for  the 
W"ashington  City  GazctU  thus  satirizes  Grant  and  his  aspi- 
rations for  power.  It  is  a  hit  at  San  Domingo.  The  sugges- 
tion is  to  acquire  the  Samoan  Islands,  establish  a  kingdom 
there  with  Ulysses  for  king,  giving  to  him  the  following  gen- 
tlemen for  his  Court  and  Cabinet  :  "  Prime  Minister,  Baron 
Belknap  ;  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  Hon.  .\.  R.  .Shep- 
herd ;  Measurer-General  to  His  Majesty,  Baron  O.  E.  Bab- 
cock  ;  First  Lord  of  the  Samoan  .Admiralty,  Rt.  Hon.  Secor 
Robeson  ;  .Minister  of  W.%r  to  His  .Majesty,  Baron  Rufus 
Ingalls  ;  Lords  Commissioners  of  Woods  and  Forests,  John 
O.  Evans  and  Hallctt  Kilbourne  ;  Keeper  of  the  Privy  Se.il, 
Hon.  W.  J.  Murtagh  ;  Groom  of  the  Stole,  Hon.  A.  M. 
Clapp ;  Equerrj-  in  Waiting,  Baron  John  Russcl  Young; 
Goldstick  in  Waiting,  Rt.  Hon.  Rich.ard  Harrington  ;  Puffer 
(ieneral  to  His  Majesty,  A  Dam  Bad  O;  Men  at  Arms, 
-McDonald,  Joyce,  Avery,  Clephane,  .Sylph,  and  numerous 
other  patriots."  It  is  possible — wa  %vj  possible — that  lirant 
may  be  monarch  of  a  broader  realm  and  ruler  of  a  greater 
people.  It  is  possible — we  say  possible — that  he  may  be  a 
third  term  President  of  the  United  States,  and,  having  thus 
broken  dow-n  one  of  the  traditions  that  seemed  to  guarantee 
the  permanence  of  republican  go\emment,  may  w-ork  the 
initiative  of  a  change  that  shall  not  end  till  the  United  States 
of  .America  shall  drift  away  from  the  simplicity  of  dem- 
ocratic fonn  to  something  more  in  accordance  w-ith  that  of 
all  existing  European  countries.  It  is  possible — we  say/(«- 
sible — that  our  present  republican  institutions  may  be  im- 
proved upon,  and  that  it  would  not  be  an  unmixed  evil  to 
eliminate  from  our  institutions  some  of  those  ultra  democratic 
features  which  our  politicians  delight  to  magnify  and  our 
stump  orators  delight  to  dwell  upon.  Somehow,  there  seems 
to  be  a  growing  conviction  among  intelligent  persons  that 
the  government  and  political  organization  of  l-.ngland,  after 
nine  centuries  of  progress  and  natural  development,  is  very 
nearly  as  good  as  that  which  our  beloved  forefathers  impro- 
vised upon  the  borders  of  a  wilderness  to  govern  a  cluster 
of  colonies.  There  is  developing  in  our  midst  a  sentiment 
that  the  elective  franchise  is  abused  and  prostituted  in 
the  hands  of  the  idle,  the  ignorant,  and  the  vicious  ;  that  the 
judicial  system,  as  in  practice  among  us,  does  not  secure  the 
highest  learning,  the  purest  morals,  nor  the  men  of  most  in- 
corruptible integrity  ;  that  the  jury  system,  grand  and  petit, 
is  abused,  and  is  likely  to  be  abused  ;  that  the  legislative 
councils  of  our  nation  are  not,  under  our  present  arrange- 
ments, filled  by  the  higher  intelligence  and  the  purer  patriot- 
ism of  the  people  ;  and  hence,  it  is  possible — w-e  s^y  possible 
— that  the  future  may  be  pregnant  with  important  changes, 
and  that  one  of  the  first  steps  in  that  direction  may  be  the 
election  of  General  Grant  to  be  President  of  the  United 
States  for  the  third  term.  In  that  event  the  Samoan  Islands 
must  look  for  another  king. 


The  man  who  will  take  20,000  acres  of  land,  unproductive 
for  want  of  water,  bring  svater  to  it  in  sufiicient  quantity  for 
irrigation,  and  divide  it  into  one  thousand  parts,  and  so  dis- 
pose of  it  that  an  industrious  man  with  a  working  family 
may  go  upon  it,  and  in  time  acquire  the  title  to  it,  making  of 
it  a  home  for  himself  and  family,  will  have  builded  for  him- 
self a  monument  loftier  and  more  enduring  than  that  of 
James  Lick  with  his  obsenatory,  his  baths  and  bronzes,  or 
.Michael  Reese  with  his  $50,000  library-,  or  A.  T.  Stewart 
with  his  memorial  church  of  marble  and  stained  glass  win- 
dows. A  thousand  intelligent,  industrious  w-orkingmen, 
w-ith  a  thousand  families  in  a  thousand  cottages,  w-ith  orchards, 
gardens,  and  vineyards  upon  a  thousand  tw-enty-acre  allot- 
ments, is  a  spectacle  which  any  man  might  be  proud  to  look 
upon  and  say,  "This  is  my  achievement.  In  the  centre  of 
such  a  colony  he  might  plant  his  monument  of  bronze  or 
marble,  but  the  inscription  of  his  achie^ments  or  his  virt- 
ues w-ould  be  stamped  upon  more  enduring  material.  There 
are  in  California  a  hundred  great  land  owners,  men  of 
enlarged  ideas,  w-ho,  if  they  w-ould  turn  their  minds  in  this 
direction,  w-ould  acquire  vast  fortunes  that  no  poor  man 
Avould  envy  them  the  enjoyment  of;  would  acquire  a  fame 
that  would  not  dim,  but  grow  brighter  as  fathers  told  their 
children  the  tale  of  their  early  struggles  and  blessed  the 
name  of  the^generous  man  who  helped  them.  Such  enter- 
prises would  solve  the  labor  problem,  would  illustrate  the 
communism  that  Christ  preached,  would  answer  the  question 
of  what  to  do  with  our  boys,  and  would  lay  broad  and  deep 
the  foundations  of  a  government  anchored  in  the  virtues  and 
intelligence  of  a  moral  and  industrious  people.  The  State 
that  rests  upon  the  men  who  till  the  soil  they  own  has  a 
perpetuity  that  no  revolution  can  "disturb.  Intelligence, 
industry,  and  ownership  of  land,  are  therocks  against  which 
the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail. 


The  newspaper  that  allows  its  columns  to  become  the  me- 
dium of  distributing  police  news  is  by  a  distinguished  lect- 
urer likened  to  a  common  sewer.  An  apology  should  be 
made  to  the  common  sewers  for  a  comparison.  Sewers  are 
necessary  and  indispensable  for  the  purpose  of  carrying  off 
the  cumulative  filth,  while  news  journals  of  the  kind  alluded 
to  gather  the  offal  of  police  courts,  the  detail  of  crimes,  the 
sensational  recital  of- immorality  and  vice,  for  the  purpose  of 
distributing  it  through  society. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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AFTERMATH, 


It  is  interesting  to  obsen-e  that  a  number  of  the  public 
writers  of  this  countr>'  have  been  dreadfully  scandalized  by 
the  cable  dispatch  narrating  the  decapitation  of  the  miscre- 
ant Hoedel  for  attempting  the  life  of  the  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many. The  manner  of  his  taking  oft'  is  various!)'  character- 
ized as  "brutal,"  "disgusting,"  "mediaeval,"  etc.,  and  one 
imaginative  journal  describes  it  as  "  despotic "  and  "  mo- 
narchical." To  the  unaided  human  intelligence  it  is  not  quite 
apparent  why  it  is  not  as  merciful,  and  at  the  same  time 
effective,  to  lop  off  a  criminal's  head  with  a  sword  or  ax  as 
to  half  pinch  it  off  with  a  rope.  We  believe  it  to  be  the 
cleaner  and  better  method,  but  if  hanging  is  good  enough 
for  our  contemporaries  we  shall  not  advise  a  change. 


mers  in  the  cit)'.  Let  charitable  ladies  look  out  for  poor 
women  and  children,  and  give  them  relief  at  their  houses. 
The  woman  who  busies  herself  in  providing  indiscriminate 
lunches  for  the  idle  poor  may  be  suspected  of  motives  other 
than  charitable.  If  the  ladies  will  look  out  for  the  poor  of 
their  own  sex,  their  duty  will  be  accomplished.  We  would 
deal  with  paupers  without  sentimentality.  Work  and  bread 
for  the  willing  ;  punishment  for  the  idle  and  vicious. 


Mr.  Beecher  may  not  do  as  much  good  by  his  preaching 
as  his  admirers  believe,  but  he  had  at  least  one  notable  suc- 
cess in  quickening  the  conscience  of  a  sinner.  When  his 
relative,  Mr.  William  C.  Gilman,  was  detected  in  his  long 
course  of  forgeries  and  straightway  confessed  the  crimes  he 
could  no  longer  conceal,  Mr.  Beecher  "  improved  the  occa- 
sion "  to  preach  an  eloquent  sermon  on  the  salutary  eftect  of 
confessing  sin.  In  the  congregation,  closely  veiled,  sat  a 
lady  who  by  copious  weeping  gave  evidence  of  being  deeply 
moved.  This  penitent  little  reprobate  was  no  other  than 
Mrs.  Tilton,  and  she  never  rested  until  she  had  made  a  clean 
breast  of  her  sin  with  Mr.  Beecher — who  at  once  published 
her  as  a  liar  and  had  her  expelled  from  his  church.  He  had 
preached  "not  wisely  but  too  well" — had  "builded  better 
than  he  knew." 

A  local  daily  journal  gravely  asserts  that  the  opal  is  a  stone 
of  ill-omen.  Such  absurd  superstition  in  this  age  of  reason 
is  a  disgrace  to  journalism  :  nothing  brings  such  good  luck 
as  the  opal  if  worn  upon  the  left  hand. 

In  a  car  of  the  overland  train,  the  other  day,  two  elderly 
gentlemen  occupied  the  same  seat,  and  one  of  them,  fancy- 
ing himself  too  warm,  rose  and  threw  open  the  window,  the 
other,  of  course,  vehemently  protesting.  A  heated  alterca- 
tion ensued,  and  when  it  had  lasted  about  half  an  hour  with 
much  exertion  by  the  one  to  close  the  window,  by  the  other 
to  keep  it  open,  the  train  stopped  at  a  station,  and  there  was 
a  suspension  of  hostilities.  When  the  train  started  again  the 
battle  recommenced.  Just  as  the  belligerents  seemed  about 
to  come  to  blows  a  quiet  person,  who  sat  near  by,  arose  and 
said  :  "  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  most  interesting  controversy, 
and  each  of  you  maintains  his  argument  with  the  intelligent 
firmness  that  his  comfort  demands  ;  but  permit  me  to  point 
out  that  during  the  temporary  armistice  at  the  station  you 
inadvertently  changed  sides.  It  was  yoit  who  opened  the 
window,  and  you,  sir,  who  wanted  it  closed."  When  they 
remembered  that  this  was  so  a  great  silence  fell  upon  them, 
and  they  hated  the  peace-maker  with  a  quiet  intensity  that 
transcended  expression. 

Our  good  Presbyterian  clergj'men  do  not  seem  to  be  quite 
in  accord  upon  a  Sabbatarian  law.  We  would  suggest  that 
the  old  Scotch  covenants,  the  Blue  Laws  of  Connecticut,  and 
the  Puritan  rules  of  early  New  England,  be  consolidated  or 
cn'Stalized  into  an  iron  code,  be  printed,  and  that  our  clergy- 
men of  the  Congregational  denomination  just  try  it  for  a 
year,  and  see  how  they  like  it  themselves.  The  writer  had 
a  grandfather  who  was  a  Presbyterian  deacon,  a  godly  man, 
and  pious.  He  began  to  obser\'e  the  Sabbath  at  sundown 
on  Saturday,  and  if  by  any  accident  he  did  not  feed  his  pigs 
on  Saturday  before  the  sun  went  down,  those  pigs  went 
hungry  all  the  Sabbath  day.  This  was  hard  on  the  pigs, 
and  the  pigs  thought  so  themselves.     The  pigs  squealed. 


An  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher  triumph- 
antly asks  us  how,  unless  he  b4  a  great  man,-  great  orator, 
and  highly  esteemed,  can  he  come  to  San  Francisco  and 
draw  such  audiences  of  intelligent  people.  And  we  answer : 
How  is  it  that  Denis  Kearney  can  lecture  at  Fanueil  Hall, 
in  Boston,  and  travel  through  the  East,  drawing  immense 
concourses  of  people  to  hear  him  speak  ?  To  be  famous  is 
one  thing  ;  to  he  notorious  is  another  thing. 


By  "pooling  our  issues,"  Kearney  probably  means  nothing 
more  than  that  we  are  to  fling  them  into  "  the  filthy  pool  of 
politics."  And  then,  we  suppose,  this  celestial  creature,  like 
the  angel  at  the  Pool  of  Siloam,  .would  come  down  and 
"trouble  the  waters." 


The  Argox.\ut  office.  Enter  colossal  and  warlike  man, 
scowling.  He  protrudes  his  arm  with  last  week's  issue  of 
the  paper  in  his  fist  :  "  See  here,  Mr.  Editor,  what  the  devil 
do  you  mean  by  this  paragraph  about  me  ? "  Facetious  friend 
of  ours,  who  happens  to  be  occupying  the  editorial  chair 
while  awaiting  the  editor's  return  from  luncheon,  takes  the 
paper,  solemnly  peruses  the  paragraph  and  mildly  inquires  : 
"  Do  you  find  this  offensive,  or  in  any  way  disagreeable,  sir  ? " 
"  Yes,  I  doooo  ! "  "  Ah,  very  sorry,  very  sorry,  indeed  ;  al- 
ways willing  to  correct  such  oversights  as  this."  So  the 
facetious  friend  picks  up  the  scissors  and  gravely  cutting  out 
the  paragraph  returns  the  paper  with  an  engaging  bow  and 
a  smile  of  angelic  sweetness. 


The  New  York  editors  have  struck  out  something  bright 
and  original  in  the  way  of  making  one  another  unhappy, 
without  violating  the  decent  amenities  of  impersonal  journal- 
ism. They  nominate  each  other  for  Mayor,  and  nothing  is 
in  better  taste  than  a  dispassionate  review  of  a  candidate's 
personal  history  and  antecedents,  and  a  severely  minute 
analysis  of  his  mental  condition  and  moral  character.  There 
is,  we  should  think,  no  other  city  in  the  world  where  the 
press  is  so  exacting  with  regard  to  the  qualifications  for  mu- 
nicipal office,  and  at  the  same  time  so  sensible  of  human 
fallibility. 

Mr.  O'Donovan  Rossa  is  confined  to  his  bed  by  his  legs. 
While  traveling  in  Canada  recently  he  was  informed  that  at 
the  next  station  was  an  assemblage  of  those  hardened  char- 
acters who  believe  in  law  and  order  and  support  the  existing 
government.  The  great  Fenian  prudently  left  the  train 
(which  was  making  at  the  time  some  thirty  miles  an  hour) 
and  received  such  injuries  in  the  legs  that  it  is  feared  that 
when  his  forces  join  battle  with  the  Dominion  troops  he  will 
be  unable  to  run  awav. 


Mr.  John  Sherman,  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  is  a  truly 
representative  .A.merican  statesman — not  over  honest,  yet 
conscientiously  devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  country  where 
these  are  not  in  conflict  with  his  own,  which,  in  turn,  he  will 
on  occasion  subordinate  to  those  of  his  party  ;  a  shrewd,  hard 
man  of  business,  practical  in  practice,  sentimental  in  senti- 
ment only ;  having,  withal,  a  glib  facility  in  the  kind  of  pious 
cant  which  is  not  oft'ensive  because  evidently  not  intended 
to  deceive.  Mr.  Sherman's  "  record "  is  about  as  bad  as 
the  average,  but  if  the  Potter  Investigating  Committee  do 
not  succeed  in  "  showing  it  up"  and  actually  proving  him 
to  be  as  unscrupulous  as  we  all  know  him  to  be,  and  are 
satisfied  to  have  him,  he  will  probably  retire  with  honor 
at  the  end  of  his  term,  leaving  the  Treasury  a  good  deal  bet- 
ter off  than  it  would  have  been  without  him,  himself  being  a 
good  deal  better  off  than  he  would  have  been  without  the 
Treasury. 

These  remarks  are  suggested  by  Mr.  Sherman's  address 
to  the  Cincinnati  Chamber  of  Commerce.  The  speaker  be- 
gan by  congratulating  his  audience  on  the  largest  crop  ever 
gathered  in  this  country  "  since  the  world  was  bom,"  and 
piously  ascribing  the  credit  to  "  the  bounty  of  Divine  Provi- 
dence," a  civility  which  no  doubt  every  rascal  among  them 
vigorously  applauded,  and  which  we  think  entirely  proper. 
He  informed  them  that  we  were  paying  off  our  national 
debt  at  the  rate  of  one  hundred  millions  a  )ear,  a  statement 
that  he  knew  to  be  false,  knew  that  his  audience  knew  to  be 
false,  and  knew  that  they  knew  he  knew  to  be  false.  But  it 
sounded  well,  and  there  is  no  good  reason  why  he  should  . 
not  have  made,  in  his  character  of  entertainer,  an  assertion 
which,  in  his  character  of  finance  minister,  it  is  his  duty,  and 
no  doubt  his  pleasure,  to  constantly  refute.  Our  unwritten 
code  of  political  morality  is  broadly  tolerant  of  lying  if  it 
produce  the  effect  of  a  dash  of  light  on  a  sombre  canvas, 
and  our  Secretary  is  one  of  the  most  picturesque  of  all  harm- 
less liars. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  in  Mr.  Sherman's  speech  how  fixed 
is  the  prudent  habit  among  politicians  of  toadying  the  press. 
Alluding  to  a  Cincinnati  newspaper,  which  had  an  unpleas- 
ant way  of  charging  him  with  all  the  bankruptcies  of  the 
country,  and  divers  other  villanies,  the  complacent  states- 
man, with  perfect  seriousness  and  from  the  mere  force  of 
habit,  described  it  as  "  an  able'and  influential  journal,"  a  bit 
of  politeness  like  that  of  the  general  who  civilly  mentioned 
the  opposing  forces  as  "  our  friends,  the  enemy,"  or  that  of 
the  parliamentary  orator  who  alluded  to  "  the  right  honor- 
able gentleman  who  Ued  about  the  revenue."  . 


Mr.  Lawrence  Barrett,  it  is  said,  will  not  appear,  on  the 
stage  with  a  woman  who  is  attired  in  "  tights."  In  deference 
to  the  scruples  of  this  unusually  sharp-sighted  man  most 
actresses  are  willing  to  leave  them  oft. 


The  good  grandfather  gave  his  family  cold  brown  bread 
and  cold  baked  beans  for  Sunday's  breakfast.  The  morning 
service  at  the  meeting-house  stretched  out  to  seventeenthly. 
The  recess  brought  a  meagre  lunch  of  caraway-seed  cookies, 
and  a  Sunday-school  that  gave  long  chapters  of  Bible  les- 
sons to  learn  by  heart;  an  afternoon  sermon  of  awful  length, 
and  a  dreadful,  tedious,  melancholy,  fearful  drag  till  the  sun 
went  down,  when,  with  a  bounce  and  a  whoop,  the  children 
thanked  God  that  Sunday  was  over,  that  it  came  but  once  a 
week.  They  hated  God,  and  Sunday,  and  religion,  and 
sermons,  and  progress,  and  Bibles,  and  preachers,  and 
deacons,  and  Sunday-school  books,  and  one  of  them  re- 
solved that  if  he  ever  grew  up  and  edited  a  paper,  he  would 
proclaim  emancipation  from  all  this  senseless  and  bigoted 
stuff,  and  rebel  against  the  unchristian  teachings  of  a  smile- 
less  Sabbath.  

In  ten  years  the  city  of  Boston  has  expended  for  the  poor 
nearly  $9,000,000.  The  result  is  a  permanent  pauper  class 
increasing  from  year  to  year.  San  Francisco  has  no  pauper 
class,  and  if  its  citizens  will  provide  a  working  fund,  giving 
to  every  workingman  the  choice  in  winter  to  earn  a  dollar 
for  eight  hours'  labor  on  a  public  park,  it  will,  at  the  end  of 
ten  years,  have  the  finest  parks  of  any  city  in  America,  and 
have  no  vagabond  class  to  support.  Our  benevolent  ladies 
made  a  mistake  last  winter  that  should  not  be  repeated  this. 
Free  meals  encourage  the  tramp  and  idler  to  come  from  all 
parts  of  the  State  to  join  the  innumerable  caravan  of  bum- 


Some  benefactor  of  his  race  has  invented,  and  is  selling  in 
New  York,  a  "  tidy  "  button,  ft  is  covered  with  plush  of  any 
desired  color  to  match  the  funiiture,  and  inserted  with  a  cork- 
screw shank.  If  this  useful  device  is  not  already  in  this 
market  we  implore  our  local  philanthropists  in  the  upholstery 
line  to  ha\-e  the  goodness  to  put  them  on  sale  at  once.  Then 
when  a  man  rises  from  an  easy  chair  with  a  "  tidy  "  adhering 
to  his  back  it  can  be  neatly  fastened  there  instead  of  being 
left  to  fall  off  in  the  street. 


Mr.  Troy  Dye  turns  out  to  have  been,  at  one  time,  the  Su- 
perintendent of  a  Sunday-school,  a  man  of  exemplary  piety 
and  religious  life.  He  then  became  a  butcher,  then  a  saloon- 
keeper, then  an  office-holder,  and  finally  a  murderer.  His 
course  has  been  ever  onward  and  upward.  Young  man,  be- 
gin at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder. 


Jones  meeting  Smith  remarks  :  "I've  struck  it  rich,  my 
lad — reg'lar  bonanza  1"  "What  is  it?"  "Found  a  place 
where  I  can  get  first  rate  beer  for  five  cents  a  glass.  Save 
twenty  dollars  a  month,  clean  !  "  "  Why,  that  will  go  a  long 
way  toward  paying  your  rent."  "Rent?  Do  you  think  I'm 
so  timid  an  operator  ?  I  shall  put  the  twenty  right  in,  and 
make  the  whole  thing  or  lose  every  cent." 


President  Hayes  has  given  utterance  to  the  heretical 
sentiment  that  "  the  intelligence  of  the  country  ought  to 
govern  it."  This  is  a  direct  blow  at  the  Democratic  party. 
It  is  a  declaration  against  the  sand-lot.  It  is  the  expression 
of  an  opinion  that  the  4,000,000  of  enfranchised  negroes  are 
not  to  be  trusted  as  the  governing  class. 


Orvil   Grant  says  that  his  illustrious  brother  now  sees 
Babcock  "  in  his  true  light."     He  can  now  afford  to. 


The  Call  goes  in  for  the  cultivation  in  California  of  the 
Egyptian  lotus,  by  eating  which  men  lose  the  love  of  home 
and  friends,  and  are  content  to  dawdle  away  their  lives  in  a 
condition  'of  dreamy  indifference.  But  we  don't  need  any 
vegetable  diet  to  make  us  scorn  a  country  in  which  the  Call 
is  pubhshed.  

What  we  can't  quite  understand  is  this  :  When  a  reader 
sends  us  "  the  inclosed  article,"  the  publication  of  which 
"  will  increase  the  sale  of  our  paper  by  five  hundred  copies," 
why  he  does  not  arrange  with  the  Business  Manager  for  that 
number  of  copies  at  carriers'  rates  and  sell  them  himself  at 
ten  cents  each,  pocketing  the  difference. 


A  New  York  paper  tells  a  rather  bad  one  on  Mr.  Le\-y, 
the  cornet  player,  whom  the  ladies-  of  the  San  Francisco 
adored  in  their  pre-Rignold-Montague  days.  While  "  out 
of  town  "for  good  reason  he  received  a  delicate  note:  "I 
met  you  at  Brighton  Beach  recently,  and  your  glances  gave 
me  courage  to  address  you.  1  am  a  married  woman,  and, 
therefore,  cannot  invite  you  to  my  house.  Will  you  meet 
me  on  Monday  morning,  at  layi  o'clock,  at  the  comer  of 
Fifth  Avenue  and  Eighteenth  Street  ? "  Mr.  Levy  gallantly 
kept  the  appointment,  and  was  promptly  served  with  a  sum- 
mons by  a  Deputy-Marshal,  from  whom  he  had  long  been 
hiding.  But  his  bold  decision  of  character  was  equal  to  the 
emergency— he  took  to  his  heels  and  legged  it  up  all  man- 
ner of  streets  till  he  got  away. 


In  one  of  the  few  articles  which  he  did  not  bodily  steal 
from  this  paper,  the  editor  of  the  Boston  Courier  solemnly 
explains  that  the  selfish  propensities  are  uppermost  in  Cali- 
fornia. 

When  Admonilion's  hand  es&^s 

Our  greed  to  curse. 
Its  lifled  finger  oft  displays 
Our  precious  purse. 


Senator  Spencer,  of  Alabama,  declines  to  become  a  candi- 
date for  reelection  because  his  private  imcrests  require  his 
entire  attention.  One  of  the  reasons  why  we  shall  be  glad 
to  see  him  out  of  the  Senate  is,  because  when  he  was  in  it  we 
thought  his  private  interests  required  too  much  attention  for 
the  public  good. 

"  I  vos  meet  mit  an  Occident  yesterday,  Yawcup.  1  dakes 
mine  dog  Kaiser  on  dot  warf  to  drownd  'em,  but  shlcep 
mineself  in  and  he  bulls  me  owet  und  safe  mine  fife."  "  Dot 
vos  a  goot  lesson  to  you,  Hans."  "Ysw,  yav  :  '  '  't 
game  no  more  ;  I  dakes  de  dog  und  zhools  'eii 
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OLLA-PODRIDA. 


What  an  absurd  little  fantastic  tea-pot  of  a  city  is  San 
Francisco,  after  all.  It  simmers,  and  comes  to  a  boil,  and 
boils  over,  and  cools  off,  and  runs  at  the  spout,  and  does  all 
the  things  that  our  old  nurse's  little  brittania  teapot  used  to 
do.  When  company  was  coming  and  there  was  to  be  a  tea 
fight  among  the  gossips  of  the  village,  the  little  tea-pot  was 
conscious  of  its  own  importance.  It  puffed  steam  at  the  nose, 
its  lid  danced  up  and  down,  it  was  replenished  and  emptied, 
it  listened  with  a  wise  silence  to  the  most  suggestive  scan- 
dals, it  would  bubble  and  hiss  at  the  slightest  provocation, 
and,  in  its  own  opinion,  it  was  a  wondrous  little  tea-pot.  It 
was  full  of  self-conceit.  It  was  loo  far  away  from  tea  sets 
and  silver  urns,  and  other  more  pretentious  vessels,  to  have 
its  self-importance  wounded  by  the  idea  that  any  other  tea- 
pot was  its  equal.  It  was  the  best  tea-pot  of  the  village,  and 
in  its  complacent  self-satisfaction,  it  did  not  know  thai  there 
were  any  other  villages  in  the  world,  or  any  other,  or  different, 
or  larger,  or  belter  tea-pots  in  them. 

San  Francisco  calls  itself  a  city;  but  a  city  n  is  not.  We 
delight  to  style  ourselves  cosmopolitan ;  cosmopolitan  we  are 
not.  A  cosmopolite  is  a  citizen  of  the  world,  one  whose 
home  is  in  every  place  and  who  is  attached  to  none.  We 
have  no  such  populalion.  Now  and  then  a  stranger  comes 
and  goes;  now  and  then  are  seen  in  our  streets  the  strange 
garb  of  some  foreign  person ;  but  the  great  bulk  of  our  peo- 
ple are  fixtures ;  some  are  fossils.  Ours  is  a  great,  gossiping 
country-  village,  smaller  than  a  city,  larger  than  a  hamlet. 
Ever)body  knows ever>'body;  everybody  knows  the  business 
of  cver>'body  else  ;  good  society  has  only  one  circle;  business 
men  are  all  cogs  of  the  same  revolving  machiner)-;  the  city 
has  only  one  centre  where  loungers  and  loafers  meet,  only 
one  place  where  business  converges.  Its  press  are  cats  and 
dogs  in  the  same  basket-  Its  politicians  flounder  in  the 
same  filthy  pool.  The  real  fact  is  we  are  the  smallest  small 
potato  of  a  city  in  the  United  States  of  America.  This 
comes  from  our  isolation ;  we  are  so  far  from  the  world's 
great  centre,  so  removed  from  the  great  throbbing  arteries 
of  trade  and  commerce,  that  we  have  but  little  in  sympathy 
with  the  bustling,  active  world  in  which  we  do  not  live. 
Ours  is  a  little  side  eddy  in  the  great  rushing  stream  of  life 
where,  like  chips  and  bottles  and  apples,  we  swim  around 
each  other  in  eddying  circles,  exclaiming,  ""Behold,  how  we 
apples  swim  !''  Ever)*  shower  is  a  storm,  every  breeze  a 
tempest,  every  agitation  an  earthquake,  ever>-  incident  a  sen- 
sation. We  go  from  the  depths  of  despair  to  the  dizzy 
heights  of  over  sanguine  expectation;  to-day  we  are  in  the 
doldrums,  to-morrow  on  tiptoe  with  exultant  hope.'  Stocks 
are  down,  real  estafc  declines,  business  is  dull,  and  long-vis- 
aged mourners  go  about  the  streets.  Stocks  go  up,  real 
estate  advances,  business  improves,  and  in  anticipation  the 
town  smokes  two-bit  cigars,  ever>*  gambler  buys  a  fast  team 
and  drives  to  the  Cliff.  Like  children  we  are  tickled  with 
straws,  like  school  girls  we  are  scared  at  ghosts.  Some 
small  scandal  will  amuse  us  for  a  day,  but  there  is  no  scan- 
dal so  small  that  it  will  not  ripple  through  the  whole  circle 
of  society  from  centre  to  circumference.  One  little  sensation 
succeeds  another  in  quick  succession,  each  sufficient  for  the 
time  to  absorb  the  entire  attention  of  the  entire  town.  When 
we  are  in  the  dumps  we  are  the  bluest  of  the  blue,  and  think 
that  San  Francisco  is  going  to  be  desolated  and  ruined  by 
Frazer  River,  Goat  Island,  or  Oakland ;  when  we  are  not,  we 
boast  in  tones  of  loudest  exultation  of  our  future  glowing 
prospects,  of  the  trade  of  the  Orient,  of  gold  and  grain,  of 
inexhaustible  resources,  of  wine  and  wool,  of  huge  vegetables, 
of  a  climate  where  flowers  bloom  every  month  in  the  year, 
of  the  apple  and  the  pine  apple,  the  oHve  and  the  vine,  of 
milk  and  honey,  and  all  is  couUiir  de  rose. 

Anon,  the  great  corporations  are  going  to  gobble  us  up. 
The  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  is  expending  its 
money  and  its  energies  grasping  the  trade  of  the  East,  the 
commerce  of  the  Orient;  building  northward  to  Oregon, 
southward  to  Arizona;  determining,  with  iron  rail,  to  span 
the  continent,  uniting  the  Pacific  with  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 
the  commerce  of  Europe,  the  agriculture  of  the  valley  of 
Mexico;  bringing  from  all  these  sources  and  distances  all 
the  vast  business  of  these  empires  now  beyond  us,  in  order 
to  destroy  San  Francisco  and  ruin  its  people.  The  press,  in 
discordant  unison,  howls  its  dismal  prophecies  of  distress, 
and  proclaims  us  the  destined  victims  of  a  grasping  and  soul- 
less power  that  has  the  senseless  indiscretion  to  crush  the 
community  upon  which  it  lives,  and  kill  the  goose  that  lays 
in  its  nest  her  golden  eggs.  Then  the  moneyed  power  is  to 
destroy  us,  and  the  men  who  gamble  on  California  Street,  and 
milk  the  ser\'ant  maids  and  tailors'  apprentices  of  their  gains 
to  penetrate  the  hearts  of  mountains  and  drag'out  the  hidden 
treasures  of  the  mines,  are  held  up  to  public  scorn  and 
scalped.  Because  men  will  gamble,  we  are  alarmed  at  a 
business  that  snatches  wealth  from  the  rock-ribbed  hills,  and 
hides  it  in  iron  vaults,  or  wraps  it  up  in  national  bonds. 

Then  the  water  works  business  is  destined  to  drown  us  all 
in  the  extravagance  of  its  costs,  and  the  tyrannous  nature  of 
its  exactions.  The  newspapers  set  to  digging  artesian  wells  on 
paper  and  sinking  the  augers  of  their  dismal  prophecies  deep 
down  into  the  fears  of  our  oppressed  people,  and  we  are  ed- 
ucated to  the  belief  that,  as  cleanliness  is  ne,xt  to  godliness, 
and  water  is  necessarj-  to  cleanliness,  we  have  a  right  to  steal 
the  property  of  the  Spring  \'alley  Water  Company.  Why 
not  steal  a  soap  factor)'  as  well  and  thus  make  our  salva- 
tion sure?  And  then  the  little  municipal  tea-pot  boils  over 
on  the  sand-lots,  where  a  soapless  gang  of  foreign  idiots  gib- 
ber their  senseless  slang  against  republican  institutions, 
against  free  government,  and  against  the  hospitalities  of  a 
nation  that  gave  them  rescue  from  pauperism,  and  lifted 
them  up  from  bogs  and  huts,  from  star\-ation  and  tnilitarj- 
ser\'itude  in  their  native  homes;  that  clothed  them  with  sov- 
ereign rights  as  American  freemen  and  presented,  to  them 
the  opportunity  of  a  boundless  empire  of  free  lands.  Even 
this  band  of  worthless  g>-psies  frightens  us,  and  the  commu- 
nity springs  to  pick-handles,  with  its  militar>-  enthusiasm 
aroused  and  its  warlike  ardor  excited,  to  resist  the  breath  of 
garlic,  the  smell  of  Limberger,  and  the  fumes  of  whisky  and 
the  uudeen. 


lies  and  indiscretions  of  youth,  and  begins  to  assume  the  dig- 
nity of  a  genuine,  resolute  manhood.  We  shall  rejoice  when 
she  gets  large  enough  to  stop  boasting,  and  so  populous  that 
ever>'body  will  not  think  himself  charged  with  the  responsi- 
bihties  of  ever>body  else's  business;  when  good  society  is 
something  more  than  a  clique;  when  exclusion  from  one  set 
will  not  be  felt  as  exile;  when  business  shall  become  so  ex- 
tended and  classified  that  business  men  shall  be  content  to 
confine  themselves  to  their  own  affairs;  when  the  press  shall 
have  the  resolution  and  strength  to  exhibit  some  indepen- 
dence and  individuality.  We  shall  delight  in  that  coming 
time  when  a  municipal  government  shall  be  able  to  deal  with 
its  vicious  and  idle  classes  .without  fear  of  politicians  and 
demagogues. '  We  shall  especially  rejoice  when  a  sufficient 
number  our  rich  men  shall  have  gained  enough  to  retire 
from  active  business  and  become  a  conser\'ative  element  in 
the  community.  We  pray  for  the  hastening  of  the  time 
when  twinges  in  the  toes,  flatulence  in  the  stomach,  pains  at 
the  base  of  the  brain,  sleepless  nights  and  nervous  derange- 
ments may  admonish  our  millionaires  to  lay  down  their  poles, 
get  out  of  the  persimmon  orchard,  and  give  somebody  else  a 
chance.  This  time  is  coming;  our  consolation  is  that  we  are 
young  and  can  bide  it. 

San  Francisco  is  just  now  going  through  the  experience 
that  comes  to  all  new  cities,  but  it  is  going  through  more 
rapidly  than  most  of  the^ther  great  cities  of  the  world.  It 
is  growing,  not  steadily,  for  no  city  advances  with  uncheck- 
ed progress,  but  spasmodically;  to-day  slowly,  to-morrow 
lapidly;  a  year  of  depression,  a  decade  of  advancement,  but 
all  the  time  moving  steadily  onward  to  become  one  of  the 
great  commercial  cities  of  the  world.  The  causes  and  sources 
of  that  prosperity  are  as  infinite  as  the  oceans,  as  bound- 
less as  continents,  as  enduring  as  the  hills.  It  is  the  ocean 
and  the  continent,  the  plains  and  the  mountains,  that  under- 
lie that  growth.  It  is  the  commerce  of  the  Pacific,  the  fruit- 
fulness  of  half  a  continent,  the  exhaustless  treasures  of  eter- 
nal hills,  that  invite  the  restless  energy  of  labor  and  re- 
ward the  daring  adventure  of  capital. 

The  Masonic  Bank  may  go  into  liquidation,  the  Clay 
Street  may  call  in  its  loans,  Epstein  &  Co.  may  fail,  Con- 
solidated X'irginia  peter  oiK  in  its  lower  levels,  money  grow 
scarce,  times  grow  hard,  real  estate  values  decline;  the  rail- 
road may  oppress  with  fares  and  freights,  the  water  com- 
pany with  excessive  rates;  taxes  may  be  high  and  rents  be 
low;  these  and  all  other  vexations  are  but  temporary,  only 
tempests  in  the  municipal  tea-pot,  to  be  followed  by  pros- 
perous days.  San  Francisco  has  a  destiny  beyond  the  con- 
trol of  millionaires,  of  mine  or  railroad,  of  gamblers,  grum- 
blers, editors,  politicians,  and  sand-lot  adventurers. 

If  Henr>'  Ward  Beecher  was  a  pulpit  orator  who  had  come 
to  California  to  get  up  a  Christian  revival ;  if  he  had  taken 
only  his  staff  to  tramp  across  the  plains,  leaving  purse  and 
scrip  at  home,  that  he  might  preach  the  gospel  to  all  unbe- 
lievers ;  if  he  was  on  his  Divine  Master's  business,  and  came 
to  snatch  us  as  brands  from  the  burning,  to  warn  us  that  the 
wages  of  sin  is  death  ;  if,  like  Peter  the  Hermit,  he  came  to 
preach  the  rescue  of  the  holy  sepulchre,  we  should  feel  the 
embarrassment  of  subjecting  him  to  criticism.  But,  as  he 
came  like  a  circus,  with  his  bill-sticker  in  advance,  and 
charged  us  a  dollar  and  a  half  to  see  the  show,  we  feel  quite 
at  ease  in  submitting  him  to  the  same  candid  analysis  of  mo- 
tive and  the  same  estimate  of  powers  as  we  would  the  the- 
atrical star,  the  gifted  fenor,  or  the  most  bewitching  oi prime 
doniie. 

Would  it  not  sound  funny  if  we  should  hear  that  St.  Paul 
had  gone  from  Jerusalem  to  Damascus  for  coin  ?  But  then 
Henry  Ward  Beecher  is  not  St.  Paul.  We  overcame  a  prej- 
udice against  this  most  famous  of  preachers  and  went  to  hear 
him.  Our  prejudice  is  not  altogether  based  upon  the  fact 
that  he  is  a  preacher,  or  that  he  is  famous  ;  and  yet  we  ad- 
mit that  in  our  judgment  preachers  and  priests  should  only 
be  famous  for  their  piety,  their  learning,  their  pulpit  elo- 
quence, their  zeal  in  their  holy  calling,  their  usefulness  in  a 
spiritual  way  to  their  sinful  fellow-mortals.  If  religion  is  any- 
thing, and  the  ministry  is  aught  but  a  money-making  mdus- 
\x\\  if  the  soul  of  man  is  immortal  and  destined  to  a  life 
beyond  the  grave,  the  happirftss  or  misery  of  which  depends 
upon  the  acts  of  this  life  ;  and  if  clergymen  are  the  elect  and 
chosen  of  God  to  become  the  teachers  of  men,  and  by  pre- 
cept and  example  to  point  them  to  the  narrow  way  that  leads 
to  infinite  joy  beyond  the  grave,  then  indeed  theirs  is  th? 
grandest  calling,  the  noblest  mission,  that  an  infinite  God 
gives  to  man.  If  we  accept:  this  estimate  which  clerg)-men 
themselves  put  upon  their  profession,  we  have  a  right  to  re- 
gret the  fact  when  politics,  ambition,  and  money-making 
draw  them  away  from  their  holy  calling. 


A^c  shall  be  glad  when  Sau  l-rancisco  gets  out  of  her  long 
jtbes.  gets  over  her  infantile  diseases,  has  outlived  the  fol- 


That  the  reverend  Henr>*  was  the  victim  of  a  brutal  con- 
spiracy of  mean-minded  men  and  women,  who  undertook  to 
blackmail  him  for  coin,  we  have  believed.  Whether  he  was 
guilty  of  the  crime  alleged  against  him  or  not,  it  seems  the 
veriest  nonsense  to  inquire.'^  That  the  investigation  of  this 
alleged  offense  should  have  engaged  for  months  the  attention 
of  a  legal  tribunal,  the  talent  of  the  ablest  lawyers,  the  inter- 
est of  Chiistian  men  and  women,  and  absorbed  the  press  of 
the  nation,  is  one  of  those  mar\'elous  conundrums  that  no 
sensible  mind  can  ever  possibly  find  out.  That  this  trial  was 
public  is  the  crime  of  the  age  ;  and,  should  Henr>'  Ward 
Beecher  live  as  long  as  the  Wandering  Jew,  with  the  reli- 
gious fervor  of  Savanarola,  the  eloquence  of  St.  Paul,  the  in- 
nocence of  the  apostle  John,  he  can  not  undo  the  infinite 
wrong  arid  demoralization  that  that  nasty  trial  wTOught  in 
the  youth  of  the  nation.  He  could  have  prevented  the  pub- 
licity of  that  trial  by  rising  in  his  seat  and  saying  :  "  May  it 
please  your  Honor,  I  desire'that  spectators  and  the  reporters 
of  the  press  maybe  excluded  from  this  court-room,  and  that 
in  the  interest  of  public  morals  this  trial  may  be  conducted 
in  secret."  He  did  not  do  it.  He  sat  and  smiled,  accepted 
bouquets,  received  the  congratulations  of  his  friends  through 
the  long,  wearisome,  and  nauseous  details  of  a  trial  that  made 
innocence  blush  throughout  the  nation. 


not  elegant,  it  is  common  and  simple  ;  his  imagination  is 
not  brilliant,'and  he  did  not  display  any  oratorical  pyrotech- 
nics. He  exhibited  no  poetry,  made  no  flights,  and  no  eftbrt 
at  elocutionar)-  display.  His  theme  was  not  an  original  one, 
there  was  not  an  original  idea  expressed  in  it,  and  he  gave 
no  utterance  to  any  thought  beyond  the  conception  of  an 
ordinary  mind.  He  was  earnest,  at  times  forcible,  and  at  no 
time  uninteresting.  His  comments  upon  workingmen  seemed 
to  us  harsh,  cold,  and  unsympathetic  ;  his  estimate  of  the 
honesty  of  all  public  men,  statesmen,  professional  men, 
artists,  and  the  common  people,  cynical  and  suspicious  of 
every  man's  honor,  integrity,  and  patriotism.  He  suggested 
nothing  for  the  improvement  of  the  age,  except  in  a  general 
way  to  uplift  the  mass  by  education,  and  clearly  admitted 
that  the  result  of  that  education  had  been  of  but  questionable 
success  in  the  experiment  of  representative  government. 
His  argument  was  illogical,  inconclusive,  and  to  those  of  his 
audience  who  did  not  feel  themselves  listening  to  the  oracle 
of  a  god  of  their  own  idolatry,  unsatisfactory.  Mr.  Beecher 
is  a  man  of  superficial  learning,  but  versatile  talent.  There 
are  but  few  men  in  the  nation  more  generally  informed  upon 
all  questions,  or  who  can  better  discourse  upon  a  variety  of 
topics.  For  thirty  years  he  has  held  his  position  in  a  pulpit 
distinguished  for  the  character  and  learning  of  the  men  and 
women  who  gather  around  it.  He  is  beloved,  esteemed,  and 
honored  by  those  who  know  him  best ;  so  far  as  we  know 
he  has  been  only  traduced  by  the  vicious  and  bad.  During 
the  war  he  did  the  country  eminent  sen'ice  ;  his  patriotism 
is  admitted.  Of  his  large  earnings  he  gives  largely  to  the 
poor,  and  benevolence  is  claimed  as  one  of  his  distinguish- 
ing virtues;  All  these  things,  all  these  excellent  traits  of 
character,  we  concede  him. 


That  we  have  written  our  estimate  of  this  distinguished 
gentleman  at  all  is  due  to  a  conversation  of  two  friends  drunk 
with  Beecher,  who  claimed  for  him,  in  the  enthusiasm  of 
their  partisanship,  that  he  was  the  greatest,  purest,  best^ 
most  learned,  most  eloquent,  most  logical,  most  benevolent, 
most  patriotic,  most — take  in  all  the  other  good  adjectives — 
of  men.  As  ail  orator  we  should  not  compare  him  with 
Tracy,  Baker,  Starr  King,  and  others  whom  we  might  name. 
As  a  thinker  we  would  not  put  him  upon  the  same  plane  as 
Huxley,  Tyndall,  Spencer,  Harrison,  Darwin.  As  a  lecturer, 
if  we  had  not  known  that  it  was  the  Reverend  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  to  whom  we  were  listening,  we  should  have  thought 
that  a  dollar  had  been  a  fair  price  for  admission.  In  re- 
ligion he  agrees  with  Ingersoll  that  an  honest  God  is  the 
noblest  work  of  man.  His  religious  belief  is  liberal,  sensi- 
ble, and  consistent.  He  has  thrown  off  the  shackles  that 
bind  the  ignorant  mind  and  fetter  intellectual  freedom.  He 
interprets  the  Bible  in  consonance  with  science,  and  makes 
the  Christian  faith  keep  step  with  the  progress  of  the  age. 
He  is  bold,  daring,  and  resolute  in  the  enunciation  of  what 
he  believes  to  be  true.  He  follows  his  reason.  He  thinks. 
Upon  the  whole,  we  have  written  ourselves  into  the  conviction 
that  the  Reverend  Henr)'  Ward  Beecher  is,  after  all,  a 
pretty  good  man,  for  a  preacher. 


To  Sophie. 


My  light-winged  yacht  flew  over  the  sea, 
A  sea  that  was  blue  'neath  opaline  skies ; 

Fair  were  the  waves  and  the  wind  ii  was  free, 
And  sailed  my  boat  as  the  sea-mew  flies. 

Sailed  I  for  Ind  for  gems  or  for  gold? 

Spread  I  my  sails  amid  Fortune's  fleet? 
Nay!     With  a  heart  and  a  hand,  too  bold, 

t  steered  for  the  haven  your  breast  holds,  Sweet. 
San  Francisco,  August  lo,  1878.  H.  G.  B. 


Poay  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


We  have  heard  the  Reverend  Henr>^  Ward  Beecher  de- 
liver his  lecture,  "The  Reign  of  the  Common  People."  His 
voice  is  not  melodious,  it  is  clear  and  distinct ;  his  manner 
is  not  impressive,  it  is  easy  and  self-possessed  ;  his  diction  is 


LE   PREMIER   AMOUR. 

O  charme  des  premieres  illusions,  fraicheur  du  sentiment, 
naive  jeunesse  des  desirs,  vous  passez  comme  le  songe  du 
proscrit  qui  reve  le  soleil  de  la  patrie  absente  !  Qu'ils  sont 
rapides  ces  jours  si  beaux  que  Ton  nomme  le  temps  des 
peines.  O  amour,  quand  la  vieillesse  vient  dtfssecher  le  cceur, 
fl^trir  imagination  et  d^senchanter  la  vie,  si  Thomme  te  re- 
grette,  c"est  moins  pour  tes  derniers  plaisirs  que  pour  tes  pre- 
mieres faveurs. 

Les  femmes  vont  plus  loin  en  amour  que  la  plupart  des 
hommes,  mais  les  hommes  I'emportent  sur  elles  en  amiti^. — 
La  Briiycrc. 

L'age  oil  les  femmes  sont  encore  femmes  ne  saurait  se 
fixer ;  il  dure  autant  qu'on  les  trouve  aimables  et  qu'elles 
sont  aimees. 

L'amour  ne  se  gagne  que  par  Tamour.  Si  done  vous  vou- 
lez  etre  aimes,  aimez  d'abord  vous-m^mes. — Sineque. 

II  n'y  a  point  de  femmes  a  qui  il  soit  plus  ais^  d'etre  ver- 
tueuses  qu'k  celles  qui  manquent  d'agrdments. 

On  n'est  point  I'ami  d'une  femme  lorsqu'on  peut  etre  son 
amant. — Balzac. 

— II  importe  peu  que  les  amants  s'aiment  avant  de  se  con- 
naitre,  disait  un  jour  M.  de  B.,  mais  les  tfpoux  doivent  n^- 
cessairement  se  connaitre  avant  de  s'aimer.  — AUonc  done, 
dit  Champfort,  s'ils  se  connaissaient  la  plupart  ne  se  marier- 
aient  pas. 

La  politesse  est  lexpression  ou  I'imitation  des  vertus  so- 
ciales.  — 

Dis-moi  ce  que  tu  manges,  je  te  dirai  qui  tu  es. — BHllat- 
Savaf  in. 

La  fiert^  est  la  pudeur  de  Tinfortune. 

L'amour  rend  chastes  les  plus  voluptueuses  jouissances. 

Tous  les  plaisirs  sont  dans  la  jouissance,  il  n'en  est  pas  un 
dans  I'exccs. 

— AUez  vous  placer  Ik-bas,  disait  au  spectacle  une  dame  k 
un  de  ses  adorateurs,  et  quand  U  sera  temps  de  sortir,  je  vous 
ferai  signe  (cygne).  — Oui,  mais  k  condition  que  vous  serez 
L^da,  r^pondit-il. 


Repentance   clothes   in   grass   and   flowers   the  grave  in 
which  the  past  is  laid. 


The     argonaut. 
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ADVICE  GRATIS, 


Do  you  mean  what  you  say?    Did  I  hear  aright? 

Were  you  in  earnest  or  in  sport? 
In  love  with  a  poet?    Are  you  quite 

At  odds  with  sanity,  to  assert 
That  you,  with  beauty,  and  wit,  and  grace, 

Instead  of  the  station  these  might  buy 
Have  smilingly  set  your  feet  and  face 

Toward  paths  where  such  low  choosings  lie? 

A  poet — a  maker  of  verses — one 

WTio  daily  coins,  for  his  daily  bread. 
The  blood  of  his  h'^rt  in  rhymes  that  run 

His  brain  to  fever  with  fear  and  dread, 
Lest  that  he  mar,  in  speaking  it. 

The  tone  of  the  Voice  that  comes  to  him 
Somewhere  out  from  the  infinite. 

Somewhere  out  from  the  vast  and  dim. 

You  need  not  answer;   I  know  your  thought. 

You  tell  me  that,  since  there  must  be  those 
Whose  lips,  like  the  throats  of  birds,  are  wrought 

Chiefly  for  singing,  it  follows  close 
That  God,  attuning  them  to  such  pitch, 

Accepts  their  songs  for  service — thus 
Making  our  sneers  at  a  soul  on  which 

He  has  laid  his  pressure  perilous. 

And  this  in  a  sense  is  true.     But  This 

Is  also  mystical :   we  should  take 
The  world  in  the  gross ;  we  must  not  miss 

Of  ease  and  elegance  for  the  sake 
Of  dreams  and  dreamers ;   and  I  opine 

It  would  strike  fresh  heat  in  your  poet's     -  -.  • 
If  you  dropped  some  aloes  into  his  wine — 

They  write  supremely  under  a  curse. 

Will  that  invisible  Truth  of  things 

Which  shines  on  your  minstrel  compensate 
The  lack  of  the  \'isible  comfortings. 

The  tangible  gifts  and  goods  that  wait 
On  stocks  and  dividends?     Which  are  best — 

These  vagabond  inspirations,  or 
Hard  cash  in  hand,  and  the  sense  in  the  breast 

That  you  have  gained  what  you  bargained  for 

It  is  good,  no  doubt,  that  a  man  should  be 

Cast  in  Such  weird  and  singular  mould 
As  dowers  his  vision  with  power  to  see 

God's  splendors  flaming,  where  you  behold 
Only  the  daring  of  lighted  gas ; 

But  with  a  husband  we  demand 
.    (Letting  the  gift  of  prophecy  pass) 

The  coin  that  is  current  in  the  land. 

Therefore  I  should  advise  you,  dear, 

To  give  your  lyrical  vagrant  such 
Sufficient  hint  ot  a  prudent  fear. 

As — without  wounding  him  overmuch — 
May  serve  to  smite  his  insoKnt  hopes 

Down  to  levels  of  lesser  range ; 
Sending  him  back  to  his  crowding  tropes 

Wiser  and  sadder  for  that  change. 
San  Francisco,  August  15,  1878.  Richard  Rkai.f. 


The  Dead  Bird. 


"I  saw  some  one  kill  a  bird,  and  the  world  lost  a  song  forever." 

O  httle  queen  of  bird-land, 

Slain  in  the  midst  of  a  song! 
A  regiorfiDf  quavers  and  trills, 

A  region  of  blossoms  and  trees,. 
The  murmur  of  passionate  rills. 

The  music  of  infinite  seas. 
The  love  of  the  sun  and  the  noon. 

The  peace  of  a  star  and  the  night. 
Trill- flutters  that  swell  to  the  moon. 

Song-waves  whose  fringes  are  white. 
Noon-bugles,  star-voices,  out  led 

In  a  victory-song,  far  heard — 
All  these  lying  dead,  lying  dead 

In  the  broken  heart  of  a  bird ; 
For  dead  is  the  queen  of  bird-land. 

And  slain  in  the  midst  of  a  song. 
NiLES,  August  5,  jSjS.  Charles  H.  Shinn. 


Recess. 

The  little  folks  have  now  recess. 

In  merr>'  groups  they  play ; 
Once  I,  whom  sorrows  now  oppress, 

Was  light  of  heart  as  they. 
As  gay  was  I  in  years  gone  by. 

Though  very  sad  to-day. 

I  close  the  tome  of  ancient  lore 

And  rest  it  on  my  knee; 
Sweet  voices  and  gay  laughter  more 

Of  pleasure  bring  to  me ; 
To  me  they  bring  youth's  golden  spring 

And  joys  that  used  to  be. 

Life's  Summer-time  is  on  the  wane, 

Its  fire  is  burning  low ; 
AVinds  sweep  the  hearth,  and  lo !  again 

The  dying  embers  glow. 
They  glow,  they  blaze,  and  bygone  days 

Come  back  from  long  ago. 

The  wearj'  book  aside  I  fling, 

I  stretch  my  arms  apart. 
And  youth  and  love  on  spirit  wing 

Come  fluttering  to  my  heart. 
Ah,  nestle  there,  ye  happy  pair, 

And  nevermore  depart ! 
San  Francisco,  August  17,  1878.  R.  E.  White. 


Love's  Trinity. 


Kiss  mel 
It  is  the  first,  placid  and  pure  as  prayer; 
Tender  as  kisses  of  saints  in  heaven  are. 
Peaceful  as  God's  own  smile ;   angels  above. 
We,  too,  have  entered  heaven — O  love!   O  love! 

Kiss  me ! 
It  is  the  first,  which  is  of  earthly  dower. 
Holding  the  flame  and  strength  and  passion's  power. 
O  whirling  world!  we  blot  you  out  with  this. 
And  make  us  gods,  and  crown  us  with  a  kiss. 

Kiss  me ! 
It  is  the  first,  which  bears  the  cross  of  pain, 
The  cross  that  from  the  heart  shall  never  lift  again. 
Kiss  me!     O  God.  it  has  the. bitterness  of  hell! 
Kiss  me!     It  is  the  last' — it  is  farewell. 
San  Francisco,  August  ao,  1878.  Scott  Campbell, 


OUR  BITTER  HALVES, 


'4  We  can  call  tliese  delicate  creatures  ours." — Shakspeare. 


Dog-Seller  :  "That  'ere  animal's  the  real  stock,  mum,  and 
dog  cheap  at  twenty  dollars."  Young  widow :  "  It's  a  sweet, 
pretty  darling,  black  and  white ;  but,  in  my  present  state  of 
bereavement,  you  must  procure  me  one  entirely  black.  This 
will  do  very  well  for  half  mourning  in  about  six  months." 


When  the  rich  widower  arrived  with  his  two  children,  and 
servants,  and  horses,  and  equipage,  etc.,  our  stylish  young 
lady  was  fully  prepared  for  an  attack  upon  them  all.  It  was 
just  after  sunset  when  she  came  upon  the  piazza  of  the  hotel 
with  a  volume  of  Taine  in  her  hands.  She  looked  at  no  one, 
but  seated  herself  in  the  most  graceful  of  attitudes,  and  in 
the  very  best  hght,  and  buried  herself  in  the  brilliancy  of  this 
great  and  persistant  candidate  for  the  French  Academy. 
She  was  dressed  in  a  gauzy  black  robe,  all  flecked  over  with 
old  gold.  Her  black  silk  stockings  were  embroidered  in  gold 
tints,  and  her  pretty  little  slippers  did  their  very  best  for  her 
dehcate  feet  that  refused  isolation  under  her  tie-back.  All 
other  ladies  were  costumed  in  w^hite  muslin  with  many  rib- 
bons, frizzed,  or  waved,  or  curled  coiffures,  but  the  stylish 
young  lady.  Oh!  she  knows  but  too  well  the  powerful  ef- 
fect of  contrast  The  widower's  pretty  little  daughter  was 
wandering  up  and  down  in  front  of  her,  but  the  child  was  ap- 
parently unnoticed.  (Oh!  wasn't  she?)  Her  little  white 
dress  and  black  sashes  fluttered  not  in  the  eyes  of  the  wise 
actress.  (Didn't  they  .^)  By  and  by  the  heavy  volume  of 
Taine  slipped  from  her  hand,  at  the  exact  moment — by  ac- 
cident, you  know — and  it  fell  upon  the  little  feet  of  the  pass- 
ing child.  If  you  could  have  heard  the  purring  sorrow,  the" 
sweet  soothings,  and  the  tender  apologies,  all  mingled  with 
flattery  to  the  really  unhurt  child,  while  the  father  stood  by 
endeavoring  to  say  that  it  was  of  no  consequence  at  all, 
which,  of  course,  it  was  not,  as  the  little  one  was  laughing, 
and  liked  it,  and  also  have  seen  the  eloquent, -upturned  face 
of  the  stylish  girl  as  she  said  to  the  father,  "  Pray  permit  me 
take  the  little  one  to  its  mamma  and  make  apologies  to  her," 
you  would  have  exclaimed,  "  What  great  genius  is  lost  to  the 
dramatic  world  while  this  young  woman  performs  for  only 
limited  acdiences."  While  I  am  writing  (and  the  volume  of 
Taine  fell  only  five  days  ago),  I  look  from  my  window  to  see 
him  lift  the  stylish  girl  into  the  saddle  for  a  gallop  with  him 
through  the  twilight  upon  one  of  his  own  superb  horses. 
She  never  looked  handsomer  than  in  her  riding-habit  upon 
a  fine  steed. 

It  is  the  fashion  nowadays  for  young  wives  to  wear  for  a 
necklace  a  yoke  of  tinkling  bells,  so  that  when  they  go  to 
pastures  green  their  hubbies  may  trace  them  to  their  brows- 
ing grounds.     Some  fashions  have  homely  precedents. 


The  late  Miss  B ,  of  Newtyle,  Scotland,  was  an  enthu- 
siastic admirer  of  the  Free  Church.  Sometime  before  she 
died  she  posted  a  letter,  containing  a  five-pound  note,  with 
the  following  address  :  "  To  the  Church  of  Christ,  Edin- 
burgh," meaning  thereby,  of  course,  her  own  denomination. 
A  few  days  afterwards  the  letter  was  returned  to  her,  with 
the  startling  announcement  marked  on  if,  "  Not  to  be  found." 


She  is  a  daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  tall  and  most  di- 
vinely plump.  Stupid,  too.  She  is  singing  the  popular  piece 
entitled,  "  I  Wish  I  Were  a  Bird."  "  If  you  were,"  thinks  a 
guest  to  himself,  "you'd  be  served  with  apple-sauce  and  sage 
dressing." 

A  graceless  scamp  who  writes  for  the  Baltimore  Ez'e?y 
Saturday^  confesses  that  he  has  a  sinful  habit  of  going  to 
camp-meetings  and  capturing  kisses  from  presumably  god- 
less young  women  while  the  brethren  and  sisters  are  at 
prayers,  and  that  he  likes  it.  He'll  get  converted  some  day 
if  he  does  not  keep  away  from  such  places. 


Ladies'  long  boots  with  a  series  of  horizontal  straps  from 
the  instep  upward  are  called  "Jacob's  ladders."  We  really 
cannot  imagine  why. 

A  correspondent  in  Constantinople  has  been  peeping  into 
the  seraglios,  and  of  course  "knows  all  about  it."  He  says 
that  while  some  of  the  Serailis  are  refined,  others  delicate 
and  interesting,  and  all  moderately  pretty,  there  is  one  class 
who  seem  to  have  been  made  by  the  devil  for  the  torment  of 
the  eunuchs.  These  are  called  Deli  Serailis,  wild,  wanton 
and  ungovernable.  It  is  only  necessary  for  one  of  them  to 
know  that  anything  is  bad  to  at  once  make  up  her  mind  to 
do  it.  Walls,  sentinels,  scimiters  and  eunuchs  are  all  in 
vain.  They  laugh  at  locks  and  bars,  and  flirt  in  spite  of 
imminent  death  if  found  out.  If,  as  is  said,  love's  sweet 
favors  be  dear  in  proportion  to  the  danger  of  the  theft,  then 
certainly  a  Deli  Seraili  must  find  flirtation  heavenly. 

Speaking  of  Turkish  women,  it  is  to  be  observed  that 
while  it  is  doubtless  an  exaggeration  to  aver,  like  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montague,  that  they  are  in  all  ways  more  free  than 
Europeans,  Signor  de  Amicis,  who  has  recently  written  of 
them  with  keen  judgment,  instructed  by  long  and  close  ob- 
servation, assures  us  that  whoever  has  been  at  Stamboul 
cannot  but  laugh  when  he  hears  ihem  spoken  of  as  slaves. 
Ladies,  when  they  wish  to  go  out,  order  the  eunuchs  to  pre- 
pare the  carriage,  asl«  no  one's  permission,  and  come  back 
when  they  please,  provided  it  is  before  nightfall.  Formerly 
they  were  obliged  to  submit  to  the  company  of  a  eunuch  or 
female  slave  or  friend,  and  if  any  woman  appeared  alone  in 
an  unfrequented  street,  some  policeman  or  rigorous  old  Turk 
was  sure  to  accost  her  with,  "Whither  goest  thou?  whence 
comest  thou?  why  art  thou  alone?  is  this  the  way  thou  re- 
spectest  thine  effendi  ^  return  straightway  to  thine  abode." 
But  now  they'^go  out  alone  by  hundreds,  and  are  seen  at  all 
hours  in  Mussulman  suburbs,  and  in  the  Frank  quarters. 
Nor  is  there  any  sign  of  a  man  accompanying  or  following 
them,  nor  would  any  now  presume  to  accost  them,  even 
when  quite  unprotected. 

A  woman  named  Jardine  has  just  died  in  Scotland,  aged 
exactly  one  hundred  and  eleven  years.  But  she  was  a  true 
woman  for  all  that,  and  declared  on  her  death-bed  that  she 
was  but  one  hundred  and  ten  years  and  eleven  months. 


A  FEW  FROGS  FOR  BAIT, 


One  day  they  wanted  some  frogs  for  bait.  They  found 
some  boys. 

"  Bring  us,"  said  the  tourists,  "  some  frogs.  Bring  them 
to  us  this  evening,  fresh  and  alive,  for  we  would  fish  on  the 
morrow." 

And  the  boys  spake  unto  them  :  "  How  many  frogs  would 
they  want  ? " 

And  they  said  :  "  Go  to  ;  bring  us  as  many  as  you  can 
catch." 

For  they  wist  not  that  the  boys  were  lightning  on  frogs. 

And  the  boys  were  astonished,  and  mar\'eled  within  them- 
selves, and  said  :  "  So  many  ? " 

And  the  tourists  were  wroth,  and  entreated  the  lads 
roughly,  and  said  ; 

"  Yea,  so  many.     Up  ;  get  thee  away,  for  the  day  waneth." 

And  straightway  the  lads  got  up  and  got. 

And  it  was  so  that  the  two  fishermen  sought  yet  other 
boys,  and  spoke  unto  them  in  like  manner  as  they  had  said 
unto  the  first,  for  they  feared  there  would  be  no  bait  for  the 
morrow's  sport. 

Now,  the  fishermen  desired  that  they  might  have  twenty- 
five  frogs  and  no  more,  but  they  withheld  this  matter  back 
from  the  lads,  and  said  unto  them  : 

"  Bring  us  all  the  frogs  you  can  catch.  See,  is  here  not 
silver  and  nickels  ?  " 

Now,  when  even  was  come  the  lads  returned,  and  they 
brought  with  them  frogs.  In  oyster-cans,  in  fruit-cans,  sar- 
dine-bo.xes,  old  beer  bottles,  in  earthen  vessels,  and  in  tin 
buckets,  in  baskets  and  gunny  sacks,  in  their  hats  and  in 
their  pockets,  yea,  in  ever>'thing  wherein  a  frog  might  be 
contained  brought  they  frogs,  little  frogs,  fat  frogs,  lean 
frogs,  old  frogs,  young  frogs,  male  and  female  brought  they 
them. 

And  the  fishermen  were  amazed,  and  one  said  : 

"  Lo  !  what  have-vve  here  ?  " 

And  the  lads  spoke  unto  them,  saying  : 

"  Frogs." 

And  the  head  fisherman  entreated  them,  saying  : 

"  Lo  !  Here  are  more  frogs  than  we  want,  but  we  will 
take  them.  We  will  lump  the  lot  at  a  hundred.  Here  is  sil- 
ver.    Let  that  suffice  thee." 

But  the  lads  said  ; 

"  Nay  ;  we  will  count  'em." 

And  they  tallied  the  tale  of  frogs,  and  the  number  thereof 
was  two  hundred  and  three  score  and  nine.  And  the  people 
laughed,  and  clapped  their  hands,  and  made  merry. 

But  the  fishermen  were  wroth  without  cause. 

And  it  was  so  that  yet  other  lads  came  in,  by  ones  and 
twos  and  threes.  And  they  brought  with  them,  each  lad  his 
full  share  of  frogs,  so  that  the  like  of  it  had  never  been  known 
before — no,  not  on  all  Lake  Minnetonka. 

And  they  counted  each  boy  his  frogs,  and  he  said  : 

"  Pay  me  what  thou  owest.  Lo  !  is  not  there  the  frogs 
thou  hast  commanded?" 

And  they  paid  them,  and  entreated  them  that  they  would 
cast  the  frogs  into  the  lake." 

.But  the  lads  said  : 

.  "  Not  so.     The  frogs  are  thine.     Do  with  them  as  thou 
mayest  please." 

And  all  the  country  round  about  Chapman's  was  filled 
with  frogs,  for  it  was  so  that  they  escaped  from  the  earthen 
vessels,  and  the  fruit  cans,  and  sardine  bo.Kes,  and  baskets, 
and  the  empty  beer  bottles  and  gunny  bags,  and  spread 
themselves  abroad  over  the  land.  And  they  lifted  up  their 
voice,  and  made  great  lamentation,  so  that  no  man  slept 
that  night. 

And  the  people  sat  at  the  windows,  and  at  the  gates,  and 
said,  with  a  loud  voice  :  "Blastheml"  which  by  interpreta- 
tion is,  "  Frogs  !  " 

And  when  the  morrow  was  come,  the  fishers  went  forth  to 
fish,  and  they  take  with  them,  as  was  their  need,  twenty-five 
frogs.     And  they  used  four  of  them. 

But  they  had  paid  for  three  hundred  and  eighty-seven. 

R.  J.  BURDETTE. 


Mr.   Barker's  as  mute  as  a  fish  in  a  sea, 
Mr.  Miles  never  moves  on  a  journey; 

Mr.  Gotobed  sits  up  until  half  after  three, 
Mr.   Makepeace  was  bred  an  attorney. 


X.,  a  Parisian  Bohemian  who  is  always  on  the  lookout  for 
a  chance  to  borrow  fifty  cents  till  ne.\t  Tuesday,  presents 
himself  at  the  door  of  a  rich  acquaintance.  "  My  master 
doesn't  receive  to-day,"  says  the  servant.  ''  That's  all  right. 
I  don't  want  him  to  receive.  I  wa^it  him  to  give.  Tell  him 
the  Shah  of  Persia  wants  to  see  him." 


An  orator  who  was  much  in  demand  in  political  campaigns, 
being  asked  by  an  admirer  the  secret  of  his  success,  replied  : 
"  When  I  have  farts,  I  give  'em  facts  ;  but  when  I  haven't,  I 
yell  and  saw  the  air." 

A  German  editor  turned  the  leisure  afforded  him  by  the 
Easter  recess  to  account  by  making  a  collection  of  mi.xed 
metaphors.  "  We  will,"  cried  an  inspired  Democrat,  "  bum 
all  our  ships,  and,  with  ever>'  sail  unfurled,  steer  boldly  out 
into  the  ocean  of  freedom  !"  Justice  Minister  Hye,  in  1848, 
in  a  speech  to  the  \^ienna  students,  impressively  declared  : 
"  The  chariot  of  the  Revolution  is  rolling  along  and  gnash- 
ing its  teeth  as  it  rolls!"  .A  pan-Germanist  Mayor  of  a 
Rhineland  corporation  rose  still  higher  in  an  address  to  the 
Emperor.  He  said  :  "  No  Austria,  no  Prussia,  one  only 
Germany,  such  were  the  words  the  mouth  of  your  Imperial 
Majesty  has  always  had  in  its  eye." 


When  a  man  enters  the  post-office  and  sees  a  woman 
standing  at  the  delivery,  he  braces  up,  smiles  and  concludes 
to  wait  patiently  a  few  moments.  If  there  are  two  wo.nen 
there  he  sneaks  up  behind  them  and  tries  to  wink  to  the 
clerk  to  get  his  mail.  But  when  one  of  the  women  enters 
into  conversation  with  the  official  as  to  the  reasons  why  her 
magazine  has  not  come,  and  how  long  before  it  wi'.l  be  here, 
and  if  he  is  sure  he  looked  in  the  right  bos,  the  cit^c;  jams 
his  hat  dewn  over  his  eyes  and  strides  out  of  the  po'  --or 
lobby  in  a  way  that  would  do  credit  to  a  pi  ifessir 
trian.     The  ne.xt  day  he  negotiates  for  a  lock-br 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Francisco.  August  30,  1878. 
Dkak  M  adcf.  :^Do  you  remember  the  lime  we  went  together  to  sec 
ihe  J^or/tiiHt^  o/ii  Poor  Young.\f^in  f    I  fancy  we  were  impressible  then, 
and  found  something  romantic  in  all  young  men  who  were  poor.     Dear 
me.  what  a  ver)'  large  section  of  the  population  we  unconsciously  em- 
braced within  the  [wle  of  our  syntpailiies.     I  have  met  hosts  of  young 
men  since,  but  have  always  found  poverty  more  prevalent  among  them 
than  romance.    Jack  looks  over  my  shoulder  to  say  that  I  need  not  ex- 
cept present  company.     What  an  original  remark  !     But  to  return  to 
Octave  Feuillei's  poor  young  man.  I  still  find  him  interesting,  Madge, 
but  realize  that,  to  make  him  so.  the  author,  although  handicapping  him 
with  poverty,  makes  him  an  Admirable  Crichton  and  a  Marquis.     I 
thought,  even  in  my  salad  d;iys.  that  the  manner  of  showing  off  his 
accomplishments  was  something  too  ridiculously  transparent,  but  it 
seems  even  funnier  now.    They  arc  tickett^d  off  as  if  he  were  an  auction 
inventor^-.     In  the  first  act  he  volunteers  to  play  the  piano — a  kind  offer 
which  is  briskly  refused  by  ihe  leading  lady  in  order  to  tide  the  leading 
man  over  a  difficulty.     I'sually  the  leading  nun  does  not  play  the  piano. 
There  was  a  time  when  this  would  have  beer  an  item  to  liis  credit,  but 
the  days  are  past  when  the  possession  of  an  agreeable  accomplishment 
qualifies  a  man,  in  the  opinion  of  a  great  many,  for  the  Retreat  for 
Idiots.     Some  speech  to  this  effect,  which  would  once  have  brought 
down  the  house,  falls  from  young  "  La  Roque's  "  lips  quite  unmarked 
now.     In  act  second  young  "Manuel"  is  a  horsebreaker.     1  wondered 
the  other  night  that,  in  these  days  of  realistic  effects,  the  stage  manager 
did  not  introduce  a  wild,  untamed  steed,  and  let  Mr.  James  O'Neill  ex- 
ercise the  karey  taming  process  upon  him.     But  they  forbore  realism 
on  this  occasion,  and  gave  the  scene  in  the  old  way.    A  couple  of  super- 
numeraries stamped  wildly  on  the  floor  in  the  w  ings,  everybody  cheered 
and  hurrahed,  and  the  poor  young  man  entered  calmly,  with  one  hype- 
rion  lock  displaced,  and  shook  hands  with  the  old  lady  as  if  he  had  just 
returned  from  the  ne.\t  province.    In  the  next  scene  he  is  an  artist.    We 
were  not  permitted  to  gaze  upon  his  sketch — another  realistic  effect 
lost — but  every  one  en  the  sLige  leaned  over  it  rapturously  and  said 
ii  was  charming.     We  unhesitatingly  accepted  the  statement.     In  the 
next  act  ".Manuel"  is  a  gymnast,  and  makes  a  frightful  leap  of  sev 
eral  feet,  but  comes  safely  out  of  the  blood-curdling  scene.      In  the 
next,  he  performs  an  act  of  disinterested  generosity,  and.  in  the  last,  is 
bountifully  rewarded   by  having  a  ver>*  rude  and  disagreeable  young 
woman  throw  herself  into  his  arms  and  tie  herself  to  him  for  life.     I 
observe  that  she  does  not  accomplish  this  little  feat  until  it  is  found  out 
that  the  pKwr  young  man  is  a  Marquis,  and  inherits  a.  few  of  the  West 
Indies ;  just  how  many  is  left  to  the  prolific  imagination  of  the  audience. 
But,  with  all  its  strained  and  superficial   French  sentiment,  it  is  clean 
and  wholesome,  and  has  some   very  pretty  quotable   sayings.     The 
Romance  of  a  Poor  Young  Man  had  such  a  run  in  New  York  at  the 
time  of  Montague's  first  season  in  .\merica,  that  an  actor  can  not  play 
"Manuel"  now  without  instituting  comparisons,  and  comparisons  are 
alwuys  odious  to  the  party  invidiously  compared.     I  suppose  the  first 
duty  of  the  actor  in  such  a  part  is  to  make  himself  interesting.     When 
"  Mme.  La  Roque"  complains,  five  minutes  after  he  is  brought  upon 
ihe  stage,  that  her  new  steward  is  a  fine  gentleman,  when  the  entire 
party  are  completely  paralyzed  by  his  air  of  high  breeding,  when  the 
group  of  young  women  in  the  background,  arrayed  in  various  tints  of 
paper  cambric,  surround  him  like  a  parcel  of  ticket  sellers  at  an  orphan's 
fair,  "  Manuel''  requires  a  native  elegance  of  manner  quite  surpassing 
in  extent  to  carr)*  out  the  illusion.     Then  he  must  pay  some  tribute  to 
(he  picturesque.     TTiere  is  no  use  in  arguing  the  matter.  Madge,  dress 
has  a  great  deal  to  do  with  success  on  the  stage.     There  is  no  appre- 
dablc  difference  between  a  lot  rtf  people  all  dressed  alike ;  that  is  to  say, 
of  course,  excepting  in  the  treasures  of  the  mind;  but  people  do  not  go 
about  with  diamond  drills  looking  for  treasures  of  the  mind.     They  are 
content  to  judge  by  the  face  of  the  prospect.     In  the  wood  scene,  for  ex- 
ample, in  the  Romance  of  a  Poor  Young  Man. so\x  must  remember  how 
much  that  velvet  morning  coal  and  picturesque  cap  had  to  do  with  the 
sylvan  harmony.     .A  man  sketching  in  the  woods,  in  gray  trousers,  and 
frock  coat,  and  a  big  six.  is  an  anomaly.     Some  people  do  not  mind 
these  things,  but  you  know  how  it  is  with  "  us  girls."  Madge.     The  eye 
must  be  satisfied  firsi.  and  then  the  understanding.     Injustice  to  O'Neiil. 
1  must  say  that  he  did  not  wear  a  big  six.     He  wore  no  hat  at  all,  and, 
in  this  climate,  one  could  not  help  thinking  that  he  was  exposing  him- 
self to  influcnz.-!  and  neuralgia,  to  say  nothing  of  ean,vigs  and  other 
trifles.     His  poor  young  m.-in  was  really  a  verj-  agreeable,  manly,  and 
spirited  fellow.     In  fact,  O'Neill  pLays  it  well  enough  to  play  it  verj- 
much  better,  and  make  the  part  his  own.  if  he  will.     But.  he  wants  to 
study  a  thoiLsand  of  its  lillle  possibilities,  for  oh,  how  many  pretty  little 
points  he  did  miss  which  1  looked  and  waited  for  in  vain.     You  know 
how  often,   Madge,   some  little   thing   introduced   by  the  player  irii- 
presses  itself  upon  your  memor\'  forever  after  as  a  material  p.irl  of  the 
play,  and  you  really  feel  as  if  you  had  been  defrauded  of  your  right  if 
some  other  player  of  the  s.?me  part  fail  to  give  llie  same  little  touch  of 
fancy.      What  a  really  excellent  company  they  have  at  Baldwin's,  and 
what  a  meagre  return  the  public  makes  for  all  their  efforts  to  please. 
Ah,  well!  the  reaction  must  set  in  some  day  soon.     I  hope  the  manage- 
ment v.  ill  not  have  become  disgusted  by  that  lime  and  reduce  the  stan- 
dard as  John  McCullough  did.      I  am  very  much  afraid  that  is  what 
il  will  end  in,  for  ^Iackay  and  Louise  Sylvester,  the  very  pick  of  ihe 
cocipany,  are  going  away,  and  they  have  not  spoken  of  replacing  ihem. 
M!;3  Sylvester,  this  week,  quite  reveled  in  the  pvart  of  the  lachr}-mose 
"  --rr-^e.  Aubrey.'"      She  arranged  her  hair  in  four  corkscrew  curls  on 
.  ,  =ideof  her  face,  after  the  fashion  of  ancient  maiden  ladies  a  half 


century  ago,  and  accompanied  this  extraordinary  coifture  with  a  har- 
monious toilette.  To  the  toilette  she  added  a  most  lugubrious  expres- 
sion of  countenance,  a  low  comedy  sniff,  and  a  wail  of  weeping  fthich 
may  not  have  been  strictly  according  to  the  canonical  rules  of  art,  but 
which  invariably  brought  down  the  house.  To  bring  down  a  house 
when  their  apixirent  sympathies  are  several  degrees  below  zero  is  a  feat. 
Rose  Wood  played  the  haughty  "  .Marguerite."  She  is  a  very  nalund 
actress,  a  perfect  mistress  of  comedy,  but  she  always  falls  short  in  the 
stronger  situations.  Perhaps  it  is  bcciuse  slie  is  natural  in  them  too, 
for  of  course  people  never  do  go  on  in  real  life  as  they  must  do  on  ihe 
stage  to  make  a  scene.  How  funny  it  would  be  if  they  did.  Fancy 
us  all  going  about  the  world  striking  altitudes  after  the  ancient  models, 
and  expressing  our  feeling  by  Rush's  of  Russell's  rules  of  elocution  ! 
Rose  Wood,  as  usual,  indulged  in  a  superabundance  of  locks.  She  is 
too  small  a  woman  to  wear  such  a  bale  of  hair,  and  too  pleasant  lo 
look  at  to  disfigure  herself  ihus.  1  wish  she  would  not,  but  she  will, 
and  I  find  my  eye  enchained  against  my  will  by  that  great  swinging 
braid  when  I  should  be  studying  her  face,  which  is  delightfully  express- 
ive. They  have  replaced  Mr.  Heme  by  Mr.  Bradley,  a  most  accept- 
able change.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  sit  through  a  long  evening  contem- 
plating what  looks  to  be  a  case  of  semi-stmngulation.  I  used  often  to 
find  myself  wishing  that  some  one  would  loosen  Heme's  necktie.  Miss 
Annie  Adams  played  the  governess,  and  seemed  to  have  seized  the  op- 
portunity to  rehearse  for  a  star  engagement  of  "  Lucrezia  Borgia.  It 
was  really  quite  dreadful.  I  momentarily  expected  to  hear  hci  assure 
everybody  that  they  were  all  poisoned,  but  she  did  nol.  That  dear  lit- 
tle fresh- natu red  child,  her  daughter  I  believe,  had  a  few  little  lines. 
What  a  piiy  it  will  be  if  she  ever  becomes  like  other  stage  children. 
How  I  like  to  see  Mrs.  Farren  play  the  gra/ide  dame.  She  is  a  very 
stately  old  lady,  and  has  such  nice,  old-fashioned  ways.  In  fact  the 
Romance  was  very  well  cast  and  very  nicely  played,  and  if  the  scenery 
was  rather  miniature  in  some  pans  it  served  the  purpose  very  well. 
At  the  California  they  have  been  gi\ing  a  remarkable  drama,  called 
Birds  of  Passage.  The  gentleman  who  wrote  it  appears  to  have  fol- 
lowed in  the  wake  of  some  opera  company,  who  sang  by  turns  cither 
light  opera  or  fl/>cra  boii^e.  He  has  picked  up  a  number  of  characters 
and  incidents,  grouped  them,  Americanized  them  thoroughly  with  dia- 
lect, idioms,  and  slang,  and  called  the  conglomeration  a  drama.  As  an 
instance  of  the  delicate  quality  of  his  taste  I  must  tell  you  thai  the 
heroine,  a  strolling  singer  of  the  Perlcholc  pattern,  falls  in  with  the 
Viceroy  of  Mexico — I  can  not  say  in  \\  hat  period  of  Mexican  politics  the 
play  is  located — and  he,  bci.ig  struck  by  her  beauty,  invites  her  to  dine. 
She  accepts  the  invitation  with  all  the  alacrity  of  the  species.  The 
\"iceroy  plies  her  with  champagne  until  she  gets  gloriously  tipsy.  At  a 
later  stage  of  the  play  it  transpires  that  lie  is  her  father.  To  say  the 
least,  the  old  gentleman  would  look  back  upon  this  earlier  scene  with 
very  mixed  feelings.  Poor  Maggie  Mitchell !  she  is  so  often  a  foundling 
in  the  drama  that  I  should  think  she  would  find  a  deep-seated  satisfac- 
tion in  carrying  around  her  own  baptismal  certificate.  She  tried  very 
hard  to  carry  on  her  tiny  shoulders  the  weight  of  Birds  of  Passage,  but 
it  was  too  heavy  for  her.  Also,  it  was  unworthy  her  consideration.  1 
can  imagine  that  even  a  professional  reader  can  mistake  the  fate  of  some 
plays,  but  I  can  not  imagine  any  one  reading  Birds  of  Passage  and 
thinking  that  any  rational  audience  of  fifty  people  would  ever  sit  it  out. 
If  any  one  ever  did  sit  it  out,  I  think  he.  or  she,  either  must  have  fallen 
asleep,  or  been  completely  crushed  by  the  sublimity  of  its  stupidity 
Truth  to  tell,  Madge,  Maggie  Mitchell's  style  and  plays  have  had  their 
dav.  To  succeed  she  must  take  a  new  departure,  like  Alice  Lingard, 
who  has  passed  through  all  the  stages  successively  from  highest  bur- 
lesque up  to  modern  tragedy,  for  they  tell  me  she  is  a  tragedienne  now, 
and  plays  "  Mary  Queen  of  Scots."  I  wonder  if  she  plays  it  with  the 
Proii-FroH  drawl.  Perhaps  if  Maggie  Mitchell  had  opened  in  Jane  Eyre, 
or  Fanchon,  it  would  not  have  been  so  easy  to  count  the  chairs  every 
night.  Well,  her  doleful  season  is  past,  and  next  week  Robson  and 
Crane  will  be  here  with  their  new  play — Our  Bachelors.  We  shall  have 
a  good  laugh  once  more,  and  I  hope  there  \\\\\  be  people  enough  there 
lo  give  a  hearty  ha-ha,  for  the  laugh  of  a  thin  house  has  in  it  something 
of  the  ghastly  hoUowness  of  a  demoniac  revel.  .^Iso,  next  week  we  are 
to  have  Olivia  at  Baldwin's.  Strange  what  an  interest  this  hapless 
daughter  of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  rouses  at  this  late  day;  and,  stranger 
yet,  that  this  simple,  rural  English  story  should  be  filtered  through 
French  imagination  lo  become  dramatic.  They  seem  to  like  it  every 
where,  too.  It  is  running  yet  in  London,  where  Miss  Terry's  "  Olivia 
fichu"  has  set  a  fashion.  There's  a  triumph,  indeed.  In  New  York 
Fanny  Davenport  is  playing  it  to  crowded  houses,  although  the  news^ 
papers  publish  her  birthday  about  twice  a  week.  I  irusi  Rose  Wood 
will  have  good  luck  with  it  here — but  she  will  be  obliged  to  create  the 
part,  while  Fanny  Davenport  paid  three  guineas  a  night  to  sit  and  study 
Miss  Terry  in  London  ;  so  she  says.  Dear  Madge,  have  you  heard  of 
the  production  of  Zapha  f  I  suppose  all  the  people  who  are  playing  in 
it  feel  as  if  they  had  died  and  gone  to  heaven — the  heaven  of  an  engage- 
ment. Only  an  intermediate  Paradise  perhaps,  but  acceptable,  for  there 
are  many  of  them  who  have  not  had  one  for  a  long,  long  time  before. 
I  fear  this  week  will  preclude  some  of  them  getting  one  for  a  long,  long 
time  after.  I  was  going  to  tell  you  all  about  Zapha,  but,  on  second 
thought,  I  will  spare  you  until  we  meet.  The  pen  is  inadequate  to  ex- 
press it  all.  We  continue  to  hear  nothing  more  of  Kennedy's  theatre 
than  that  ihey  have  put  backs  to  the  seals.  That,  in  itself,  is  a  com 
fortable  announcement,  but  it  is  not  enough  to  open  on.  Wise  man  ! 
he  is  waiting  till  the  Fair  closes,  and  meantime  whetting  our  curiosity 
by  letting  us  know  nothing.  This  is  a  new  kink  in  theatrical  advertis- 
ing. I  will  lei  you  know  how  it  works  when  the  house  opens.  For  the 
present,  adieu.  Yours,  Bf.tsv  B. 


We  have  received  a  printed  circular  reading  as  follows  : 
"  You  are  hereby  required,  in  ihe  name  of  the  Uncommon  wealth  of 
California,  to  appear  before  the  Folly  Court,  holden  at  the  Bush  Street 
Theatre,  within  and  for  the  County  of  San  Francisco,  on  Friday,  the 
sixth  day  of  September,  1878,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  from 
hour  to  hour  thereafter  until  the  action  hereinafter  named  is  heard  by 
said  Court,  to  give  evidence  of  what  you  know  relating  to  an  action  of 
Amusement,  then  and  there  to  be  heard  and  tried  between  Gus  Williams, 
plaintiff,  and  Ben  E.  Fit,  defendant." 

If  this  is  an  inviiation  to  go  somewhere,  we  decline  with  thanks ;  if  it 
is  a  command  to  do  something,  we  won't ;  if  il  is  a  bill,  we  paid  it  last 
week.  In  the  "  action"  obscurely  mentioned,  our  sympathies  are  with 
Mr.  Fit.  

Speaking  of  Nilsson  (says  a  writer  in  the  London  Truth),  I  was 
grieved  to  leam  from  her  that  America  has  run  away  with  all  her  earn- 
ings ;  so  that  she  has  to  recommence  coining  money  with  her  voix  d'or. 
It  is  almost  good  news  for  the  musical  public,  which  is  guaranteed  by 
this  necessity  from  any  defection  from  the  stage  it  might  have  dreaded  ; 
but  it  is  hard  upon  the  poor  liitle  woman,  who  must  now  sing  for  her 
supper. 


MECHANICS'  FAIR 

SKETGH^BOOK 

Soviefhiug  fJiaf  will  Interest  Yo?i. 


Ne.xt  Friday,  Sept.  6,  at  4  o'clock,  the  first  edition  of  the 

ARGONAUT  SKETCH  BOOK 

Of  the  Mechanics  Fair  for  iSjS, 


WILL   BE  ISSUED. 


The  Sketch  Book  this  season  consists  of  thirty-six  pages,  printed  on 
heavy  book  paper,  and  bound  in  handsome  tinted  covers. 

There  will  be  something  like  five  hundred  illustrations  in  the  work, 
executed  by  our  best  artists  and  representing  every  conceivable  subject. 

There  will  be  letters  descriptive  of  the  general  features  of  the  Fair, 
of  the  Garden,  of  the  Flirting  Scenes  on  Saturday,  and  of  the  pretty 
exhibits. 

There  will  be  character  sketches  and  caricatures  of  yourself,  and  of 
hundreds  of  people  you  know  and  more  that  you  have  seen. 

Representatives  of  every  section  and  quarter  of  the  city  have  been 
outlined  by  the  cunning  hand  of  the  artist.  Out-of-town  people  have 
also  suffered. 


I 


There  is  everything  to  interest,  and  some  things  thai  will  make  you 
laugh.  So,  don't  fail  to  get  a  copy  of  the  first  edition.  It  will  soon  be 
exhausted.  For  sale  at  all  news  stands  and  by  a  thousand  newsboys. 
Dealers  throughout  the  State  and  Pacific  Coast  supplied  by  the  San 
Francisco  News  ICompiny.  Copies  mailed  to  any  address  from  this 
office  on  receipt  of  the  retail  price,  25  ccnis. 


Make  it  a  point  to  get  a  copy  of  the  Sketch  Book. 

THE   ARGONAUT    PUBLISHING    CO. 

522  California  Street,  San  Francisco, 
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CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Church,  Howard  Street,  be- 
tween Second  and  Third.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  a.  m.  and  yj^  p.  m.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  service  at  6%  r.  m. 


Excitement. — We  noticed  quite  an  excitement 
in  front  of  Messrs.  Dames  &  Hayes'  photograph 
gallery  last  evening.  It  seems  the  firm  have  been 
devoting  some  time  to  perfecting  the  art.  and  suc- 
ceeded so  well  that  they  have  "astonished  the 
natives."  The  new  designs  and  elegant  effects  they 
have  just  placed  on  exhibition  at  their  door  are  per- 
fectly exquisite,  and  fascinates  the  crowd  as  it  passes 
along,  eager  to  behold.  Very  good  taste  is  dis- 
played in  their  mode  of  taking  children's  pictures. 
Some  are  sitting  in  a  boat,  sailing  on  a  miniature 
lake,  dotted  with  pond  lilies  ;  others  are  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  a  cool  swing  in  the  wood  ;  and  others. 
after  wandering  about  till  they  are  tired,  have  seated 
themselves  on  an  old  log  to  enjoy  the  refreshing 
shade  on  a  summer  afternoon.  In  fact,  every  picture 
is  a  scene  of  ease,  comfort,  and  pleasure.  The  ex- 
terior and  interior  deceptions  for  ladies  and  gentle- 
men are  perfect.  We  understand  they  have  applied 
for  patents  for  many  of  them. 


The  "illustrated  catalogue.''  published  by  Mr. 
Herrmann,  the  well-known  hatter,  is  quite  a  work  of 
art  in  its  way.  It  is  surprising  how  much  character 
and  expression  a  good  artist  can  put  into  the  picture 
of  a  hat.  Some  of  those  in  this  book  have  as  much 
individuality  as  human  faces  ;  and  if  one  were  to  take 
a  pencil  to  draw  heads  below  them,  one  would  neces- 
sarily follow  certain  imaginary  lines,  and  produce  a 
face  in  perfect  accord  with  the  hat,  determining  the 
type.  The  book  has  a  literary  value,  too  ;  it  is  full 
of  pleasant  things,  all  variations  of  the  one  theme — 
Hat.  The  next  best  thing  to  having  a  nice  hat  is  to 
have  this  catalogue. 


It  fs  said  that  the  prophet  is  without  honor  in  his 
own  countrv-  The  same  may  be  remarked  of  the 
jeweler.  We  go  bv  the  Diamond  Palace  every  day  ; 
we  see  in  its  beautiful  show  window  revolving  gems 
and  jewels  of  rarest  beauty  ;  we  see  the  cheerful  coun- 
tenance of  Col.  Andrews,  and  say  to  ourselves,  "  fine 
store,"  "  fine  jewelry,"  "clever  man,  Col.  Andrews." 
We  note  the  effect  of  the  mirrors,  and  stroll  carelessly 
along,  not  reflecting  that  this  very  Diamond  Palace 
has  nothing  like  it  in  any  city  in  the  world.  The 
New  York  Graphic,  sending  its  artist  to  do  San  Fran- 
cisco, lights  upon  the  Colonel's  show  windows,  and 
thuswritcsof  Col.  Andrews' Diamond  Palace:  "There 
is  no  institution,  among  the  many  constituting  a 
nucleus  of  attraction  in  this  beautiful  city  of  the 
Pacific,  so  imposing  in  its  arrangements,  rich  in  its 
contents  and  rare  in  its  collections,  as  the  'Diamond 
Palace."  Nor  is  there,  in  the  world,  a  similar  estab- 
lishment. Eligibly  located,  on  a  leading  thorough- 
fare, it  is  literally  walled  with  mirrofW,  arched  and 
frescoed  in  cosily  oil  paintings,  by  a  foreign  artist  of 
distinction,  ornamented  with  crystal  chandelier?, 
with  reflectors  attached,  and  set  off  with  floors  inlaid 
with  black  and  white  marble,  like  tesselated  pave- 
ments, and  wood  work  wrought  in  ebony  and  gold, 
with  the  most  tasteful  figures  in  relief.  But  no  de- 
scription can  photograph  its  magnificence  or  convey 
a  conception  of  its  displays  of  elegant  jewelry,  of 
original  and  striking  manufacture.  Col.  Andrews' 
exhibit  at  Paris  is  said  to  be  unequalcd  by  any  other 
display.  It  is  known  as  the  great  quartz  casket,  and 
has  already  received  an  offer  of  a  fabulous  sum  for  its 
purchase.  It  has  been  so  rnuch  talked  of  by  connois- 
seurs and  written  about  by  correspondents  from  the 
Exposition  that  any  detailed  account  of  this  chef 
d''(zuvrc  would  be  superfluous.  It  is  pronounced  a 
gem  of  the  rarest  cunning  and  artistic  handicraft.  It 
is  universally  conceded  at  the  Exposition  to  be  a 
superb  specimen  of  jewelry,  and  is  continually  centring 
crowds  of  admirers.  It  is  rich  and  massive,  and  in 
these,  as  in  other  regards,  is  considered  without  a 
parallel  in  the  world.  Many  thousands  of  pieces  of 
rare  quartz  and  rich  ores  are  introduced  into  the 
casket,  forming  a  solid  whole  of  tracing,  arrangement 
and  disposition  of  minerals  of  extreme  beauty  and 
uniqueness.  It  certainly  establishes  Colonel  Andrews' 
priority  in  the  line  of  master  jewelers.  No  one  visit- 
ing San  Francisco  should  fail  to  see  the  Diamond 
Palace. " 

$30,000  WANTED. 
A  borrower  wants  $30,000  upon  real  estate  mort- 
gage, for  five  years,  at  six  per  cent,  per  annum,  offer- 
ing for  security  San  Ftancisco  city  property  worth 
$230,000.  producing  $1,200  per  month  rent.  Will 
deal  only  with  principals.  Address  "Borrower,"' 
Argonaut  office. 


For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 


Persons  Addicted  to  the  Use  of  Opium  are 
informed  that  a  regular  physician  is  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  few  such  as  patients  in  his  own  family,  in  the 
country,  upon  reasonable  terms.  Entire  privacy,  and 
cure  guaranteed.      Address  P.  O.  Box  87,  Alameda. 


Ladtes— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


nALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager'. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer. 

TURDAY AUGUSr  24 

MATINEE  AT  2:    EVENING  AT  8. 

Last  performances  of  the  great  success, 

ROMANCE  OF  A  POOR  YOUNG  MAN. 

Sunday   Evening.    Sept.  I.    Farewell   Benefit  of  Mr.  F.  F. 
MACKAY, 

THE  TWO  ORPHANS. 

Monday,  Sept.  2,  first  production  of  the  great  London  suc- 
cess, a  dramatization  from  Goldsmiths  beautiful 
tale,  "The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  entitled 

OLIVIA. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sutter  Sts. 


ANN'S 


336 


ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 

AND 


910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


RS.  R.  G.  LEWIS, 


ROOMS  27  AND  28, 

Thitrlow  Bioc/Cj  co7-ner  Sutter  and  Kearny  Streets,  Saji  Francisco. 

Elegant  Walkinjj  Suits,   Evening  Toilets.  Bridal  Trousseaus,  and  Mourning  Costumes,   manufactured 
at  the  shortest  notice,  after  the  blest  Parisian  modes.     TAKE   THE   ELEVATOR. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK, 

ILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,  NEAR  SUTTER,  UP  STAIRS. 

■  The  finest  assortment  of  French  Milhnery  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand.  "'S^^ 


T  E 


rpOOT   OF   WEBSTER   STREET,  ON   CENTRAL   Al'ENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BEACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep.  High  water  at  all  times 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS    FOR    LADIES    UNATTENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minVites  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWARK — depot  on  the  premises  ;  or  C.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Ma.stic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway  Station,  running  within   two  blocks  of  the  Eaths. 
BATHS     25  CENTS     including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits.  Towels,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 

*  '  R.  HALEY  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


C 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Last  Mitchell  Matinee  Saturday, 

THE  PEARL  OF  SAVOY. 


Saturday  Evening,  August  31,  Farewell  Night, 

JANE  EYRE. 


Commencing  Modday,  September  2, 

ROBSON  AND*  CRANE, 

In  their  most  successful  of  comedies, 

OUR  BACHELORS, 

With  entirely  new  scenery  by  Voegtiin  and_a  brilliant  cast. 

Robson  as  the  bald-headed  Bangle, 

Crane  as  the  Jolly  Jowlcr. 

Robson  scares  Crane  at  8  o'clock. 

Crane  bullies  Robson  at  g. 

Robson  thrashes  Crane  at  10. 

Both  demoralized  at  10:30. 

Every  Evening  and   Saturday  Matinee.     Scats  secured  six 
days  in  advance. 


Wanted— Copies  of  the  Argonaut  of  August 
3d  (Ko.  .%,  Vol.  111.) 


DECKER  BROS 


nUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY,  AT  2  P.  M. 

SATURDAY,  AUGUST  31, 
Everj'  evening,  and   Wednesday  and   Saturday   Matinees. 


Fouth  week  and  positively  next  to  last  of 

HAVERLY      MINSTRELS, 


JULIUS  THE  SNOOZER.    HAMTOWN  STUDENTS. 

Sweatnam  and  Dougherty  in   the  laughable  act,  TELE- 
. PHONE. 

All  the  company  in  HIGH  JACK,  THE  HEELER. 

Excruciatingly  funny  song,  DREE  OF  \  KIND. 


Sunday,  Sept.  1st,  Benefit  of  BILLY  SWEATNAM. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

^Z^     for  La   ies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     itST  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.     D.    SHARON. 


PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


FALK'S 

MILWAUKEE    BEER. 

Beer  drinkers  will,  on  trial  of  this  superior 
article,  be  convinced  that  it  is  excellent  and 
unsurpassed  by  any  other  in  the  market.  It 
has  a  beautiful  amber  color,  full  body  and 
fine  flavor,  and  is  for  sale  at  all  the  leading 
places  of  resort  in  the  city  and  vicinity.  We 
request  a  trial. 

GUTTING  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 

equita'ble  life 

.4SSURANCE  SOCIETY 

OF   THE    UNITED    STATES, 

120  Broadway,  New  York. 

Assels Sj4,ooo,ooo 

Surplus 6,2jo,ooo 

H.  B.  HYDE PRESIDENT. 

J    W.  ALEXANDER.; VICE-PRESIDENT. 

n-^HE    EQUITABLE    LIFE    ASSUR- 

-'  ANCE  SOCIETY  has  received  authority  from  the 
Hr,N.  J.  C.  Mavnakd,  Insurance  Commissioner,  to  trans- 
act the  business  of  Life  INSt■R,^^■CE  in  the  State  of  Califor. 
nia. 

WM.  D.  GARLAND, 

MANAGER   FOR  THE   PACIFIC   COAST. 

Office,  240  Montgomery  Street. 

DRESS  REFORM. 

'THE  ONLY  ACCREDITED  AGENT 

-^  for  the  DRESS  REFORM  UNDERGARMENTS 
and  WORTH  COMBINATION  SUITS,  with  stirts  and 
alttchable  flounces,  is  MISS  .\EBY  W.  BAKER,  of  430 
Sutter  Street,  late  of  No.  422. 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD.  A.  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

(TTOCK  &=    EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  FraDci^. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

Howe,  J.  B.  Ihe  Political  Economy  of  Great  Brit- 
ain, the  United  States,  and  France,  in  the  Use  of 
M  oney.     5vo $3  50 

Howe,  J.  B.     Monetary  and    Industrial  Fallacies.     A 

Dialogue.     8vo i  50 

Life   of    Madame   de   la   Rochefoucauld.      From    the 

French.     i6mo - i  25 

A  Primer  of  American  Literature.  By  Chas.  F.  Rich- 
ardson.    i8mo 50 

Life  of  Guido  Reni.     Artists'  Biographies.     iSmo 50 

Sensible   Etiquette  of  the   Best  Society.     By  Mrs.  H. 

O.  Ward,     izmo 2  00 

Railroads  :  Their  Origin   and   Problems.     By  Charles  * 

F.  Adams.  Jr.     ismo i  25 

Emerson,  R.  W.     Lecture  at   the  Old    South  Church  : 

Fortune  of  the  Republic.     i6mo 50 

Plays  for  Private  Acting.     i6mo i  00 

Play-day  Poems.     A   collection   of  humorous   poems. 

i6mo I  00 

Edward  Gibbon,  His  Life  and  Cancer,     ismo 75 


72IMAKKET  St.  S.I^ 


A    CARD. 


Zp    C  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

-**■  *  -24  STOCKTON  STREET,  would  respectfully 
inform  his  friends  and  patrons  that  he  has  entirely  recovered 
from  his  late  illness,  and  will  resume  practice  on  Monday, 
August  loth. 

In  reply  to  numerous  inquiries   Dr.  Mowbray  would  state 
that    HIS    PR.\CTICE    IS    entirely    SEP.\RATE    FROM    THAT 

OF  Dr.  Younger, 


o 


FFICE  OF    THE  BODIE  MINING 

Company,  San  Francisco,  August  z8,  1878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named 
company,  held  to-day,  an  extra  dividend  of  five  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Saturday,  August  31st.  Of- 
fice, Room  53,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomeiy  Street. 

WM.   M.   LENT,  Secretary. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send   for  New    Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 


SAN    FR.^ 
&  OAl< 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  DANCER. 

He  met  her  at  the  picnic. 

He  melted  at  her  glance. 
And  he  murmured  sadly  in  her  ears, 

"  Dear  heart,  I  can  not  dance." 

Now  the  snca  shadowed  woods  resound 
With  airs  of  sunny  .france  ; 

In  many  figures  o'er  the  ground 
The  youths  and  maiden.s  prance. 

But  who  is  he,  far  down  the  glen. 
Who  eyes  this  scene  asL:ance? 

Who  shuns  the  eyes  of  maids  and  men? 
Tis  he  who  can  not  dance. 

Not  dance?     Yet  %ee,  behold  him  there! 

Ob%er\-e  him  leap  and  pr.mce ; 
High  climbs  he  in  the  empty  air 

.A  wild,  weird,  fiendiAh  dance. 

He  leap^,  lie  kick»,  he  "daps  his  legs; 

Ah,  ha!     His  wide,  wide  pants 
Are  full  of  lifleen  thousand  limes 

Ten  thousand  thousand  ant>. 


The  nose  appears  lo  be  .1  raihcr  reasonable  and 
accommodating  feamre.  easily  estrange*!  but  readily 
reconciled,  as  many  circum'"'L'inccs  will  prove.  Sir 
Leonard  Flomvanti,  of  Bolognci,  slates  that,  when  in 
Africa,  he  saw  a  quarrel  between  a  Spanish  gentle- 
man and  a  niililar)-  officer,  in  which  the  latter  struck 
off  the  nose  of  the  former,  and  it  fell  in  t!;e  sand. 
The  sui^eon  washed  it  in  warm  water,  cirefully  re- 
placed it.  bound  it  up.  and  at  the  end  of  eight  days 
found  it  perfectly  healed.  Taliacotus  records  a  simi- 
lar case,  in  which  a  nun.  loiiing  a  nose,  left  ii  in  ila- 
guiter  while  he  pursued  his  opponent.  On  his  re- 
turn the  nose  was  applied,  and  adhesion  followed. 
Dr.  B-irthflcniy  records  the  case  of  an  offjcer  at 
Lyons,  in  1815,  who  had  the  end  of  his  nose  cut  off 
in  a  duel.  He  put  the  severed  portion  in  liis  pocket, 
kept  it  warm,  returned  home,  and  sent  for  a  surgiNin, 
who  replaced  it,  and  adhesion  followed.  Dr.  Rey- 
nault  gives  a  case  in  which  a  nose  adhered  after  it 
'  had  been  bitten-offand  kept  in  the  owner's  pocket  for 
five  hours.  GarengeDl.  a  celebraletl  French  surgeon, 
asserts  that  he  has  si'^n  a  nose,  which  had  iK-en  biltt-n 
off  in  a  quarrel,  thrown  upon  the  ground,  and  allowed 
lo  cool,  taken  up.  fixed  to  the  face,  and  made  to  adhere 
again  ;  and  he  records  in  his  third  volume  that  M. 
Galin  produced  a  similar  union,  when  a  large  portion 
of  a  nose  had  been  bitten  off  and  spit  out  into  a  dirty 
gutter.  The  soldier  who  had  lost  it  pursued  his  ad- 
versary, and  the  nose  was  replaced  on  his  return. 
On  the  fourth  d.iy  the  union  was  complete.  Blegny, 
Lombard.  T^ubet.  and  others,  record  similar  cures 
where  noses  have  been  lost  by  sabre  cuts.  Time  is  of 
considerable  importance  in  this  matter :  the  nose 
mtist  be  replaced  before  it  has  formed  another  attach- 
ment 

To  possess  a  brooch  in  the  shape  of  a  reptile  of 
some  sort  seems  to  be  the  ambition  of  every  well-di- 
rected young  lady  ;  out-spread  lizards  and  coiling 
snakes,  made  brilliant  with  pov.dered  garnets  or  some 
other  sparkling  substance,  are  the  most  acceptable 
novelty  of  the  kind. 


When  a  fellow's  entangled 
By  a  girl  that  is  bangled. 

If  she  smiles  on  him  once 
His  hopes  are  bespan,^!cd; 
But  if  he  has  dangled 
On  the  hook  that  was  ani^Ied. 

When  she  frowns  on  him  twice 
All  his  joy  is  bcmangled.         — Doub(fuL 


Stepping  into  a  lager  beer  saloon  which  was  swarm- 
ing with  flies,  on  Saturday,  a  customer  asked  the  pro- 
prietor why  he  did  not  get  some  fly  paper  and  catch 
the  insects.  His  reply  was:  "Veil,  you  see.  ven  I 
gets  dot  baper  und  puts  it  on  der  gounter  dey  sphile  it 
in  fife  minutes." 


"The  sun  rises  in  the  Elast," explained  ihe  teacher. 
"Yes,  an'  there's  suthin'  rises  in  the  West,  too,'' 
chimed  in  one  of  the  smaller  boys.  ""  Well,  what  is 
it?"  asked  the  school-ma'am.  "Injuns!'*  shouted 
the  urchin. 


Oh.  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud 
When  the  summer  time  comes  with  its  insolent  crowd 
Of  flies  and  mosquitoes  and  fluttering  gnats 
That  utilize  all  of  our  features  for  mats ; 
That  stab  us  and  jab  us  and  tickle  our  pates. 
That  swim  in  our  saucers  and  bathe  in  our  plates. 
That  drive  us  to  words  with  iniquity  fraught. 
And  make  us  .say  things  that  we  oughtn*  to  ought? 


"  In  love  there  is  always  one  that  hurts  the  other.' 
-Ouida.     But  the  other  gels  even  after  marriage. 


American  girls  are  said  to  scandalize  all    Paris  by 
fanning  themselves  in  chiuxh. 


The  horrible  report  has  gone  forth  that  Eeccher 
eats  with  his  knife. 


The  giris  in  simple  white  muslin  capture  the  most 
beau-t  at  Saratoga. 


kii&ipj 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  Bu-kclcy  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory  school  to  the 
Uoi\*ersitv>— a  first-cLiss  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interi»ts  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramrning  s>-stcm  of  the  small  colleges  and  military  acade- 
mies of  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commonce  July  34th, 
Examination  of  candid.itcs  for  admission  July  sad  and  23d. 
By  reque.-it,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum' 
mcr  m>nihs  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  cxamina 
tions  a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
df:ss 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

IftKKKl.KY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note.— We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  :tolicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo>'s. 


GKO.   W.    PRESCOTT. 


H.    T.   SCOTT. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
T\TO     HOTEL     OX     THE     r.-lCIErC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Ahlington  in  the  airj-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  bcautv  of  lU  surruund- 
ings.  The  readers  of  the  Argonaut  will  be  pleased  to 
know  thai  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  incxhanslible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  %-cr>-  economical  rate  Of  expenditure,  has 
been  soU-ed  at  the  Arlington,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLEY,  Manager. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

:h'N    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


AND    CADET   SCHOOL. 


Ncxt^'car  will  commence  July  ya. 
For  circulars,  address 


D.  P.  S.-iCKETT,  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  Cal. 


MULLER'S 

^OPTOMETER! 


The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


Near  Bush,   opposite  the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


J.   O.    MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    .\ND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 


204  AND  206  California  St. 


San  Franeifico. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FL.\VORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &   CO. 

.SAX   FR.\N-CISCO.  C.\L. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  and  Retail 

Druggists,   Imp07'tc7's  of  Foi^cign 

and  Domestic  DrugSy  Cliem- 

icals,  a7id  Pejfuiitei'y, 

No.  140  Montgomery-   .Street,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

'ARTICULAR    ATTEST  I  OX   PAID 

to  compoundijig  Physician's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  everj-  care  is  taken  to  ea^ure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


P 


c^OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  ManuEicturer  of 

ST.ATIONERY,  BLANK  BOOKS,  LEGAL,  CUSTOM- 
HOUSE, AND  MISCELLANEOUS  BLANKS, 
624  Mongomery  Street,  Montgomery  Block. 
San  Francisco,  CaliTpmia. 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)      Post  Ofhcc  Box  2128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S  .-V  X     FRANCISCO 


manufactirers  of 
Compressed  Engines, 
.■Vir  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Port.iblc  Hoi^tinj;  Engines, 
\i-._: c.^..' . 


Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY  O.V   HAKD  AND   FOR   SALR, 

Diroct-actmg  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Ouarlz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quiclcsilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workm.anship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  E.'Lstem 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOIX  SCOTT  &  CO. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AXD    OF 

^"^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dftne  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUF.VCTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS. 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  .\GENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

y.i.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET, 
.^nd  205  LeidesdorflT  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  &'  CO., 

IMrORTERS    AND    MANL'FACTL'KERS    OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  Xew  York, 
W.   D.  ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   C.\FFREY,  Camden,  N.J. , 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.   KILL.\M  &  CO.,   New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


AI.SO,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUF.\CTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  .MANDEVILLE,  AND 

\.  H.  DUNSCOMEE. 

-Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  ^STiips,  etc. 


URECKINRIDGE   &-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

S.  E.  corner  Montgomer)'  and  California  Sts. 


J.  M.  WALKER.  JEN.NINCS  S.  COX.  ALEX.  AUSTIN. 

J.   M.  WALKER   &   CO. 

(TTOCK  BROKERS,   N.   IV.    CORNER 
*^      Montgomery  a7id  Pine  Streets. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.   R.   KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTOR.\EYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

^^      AT  EAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 

Office,  No.  3v>  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  3,  and  i. 


vv.    E.    HALE. 


R-    rACHECO. 


HALE  &  PACHECO, 

<^TOCK    AND     COMMISSION   BRO- 

kers,  317  Montgomerj'  Street,  Nevada  EIocK 


Newton  Booth,  Z.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J,  T.  Gloveu,  W,  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

riT-    W.  DODGE  &-  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comsr  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Eire  hisurance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED  IN    1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $2130,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANCISCO,   CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President.        J,  W.  FOARD,  Maiiager. 

F&RD.  K.  RuLB Sccretar).. 

I.  G.  Gardner General  Agent. 

John  C.  Staples Special  Agent. 

COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   CO.MPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  ofiice,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON.  Seereiiir).. 

'THE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 

CASH   ASSETS $45p,000 

Principal  Office,  2:8and  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.   BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Yice-President, 

CHAS.   H.   CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


LTALE &=  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIX- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  District,  Storey  County,  State  of  Nevada, 

Notice  is  hereby  eiven,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  of  August,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  59)  of  one  (Ji)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately, 
in  United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary',  at  the  office 
of  the  Comp.nny,  Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  northwest  cor- 
ner Pine  and  Montgomerj-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  1 8th  day  of  September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  \nll  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the  ninth  (9th) 
day  of  October,  187S,  lo  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
together  with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JOEL  F.   LIGHTNER,  Secretar>'. 

Office — Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  nonhwest  comer  Pine 
and  Montgomery'  Streets,  San   Francisco.  California. 


VI ERR  A  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  princip.il  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virgnia 
Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  thirty-first  day  of  July,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  55)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capital  stock  o^  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Eloock,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  fourth  day  of  September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the  twenty-fifth 
day  of  September,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment, 
together  with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

W.  W.  STETSON,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  ^7,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


A  PPLICA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

-^  TRADER.— Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I,  K.  S. 
Eggekt  Aitkkn,  wife  of  Charles  H.  -\itken,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco^  State  of  California,  will  apply 
lo  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  2d  oP'September,  a.  d.  1878, 
the  same  being  the  first  day  of  the  September  term,  a.  d. 
1S7S,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carry  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  to  own  and  run  a 
lodging-house,  to  buy  and  sell  mming  stocks,  personal  and 
real  property,  lo  lend  and  borrow  money  on  mortgage  or 
otherwise,  and  to  act  as  spirit  and  test  mediuiH,  and  to  do 
and  perform  all  acts  connected  with  or  incident  to  said  dif- 
ferent branches  of  business,  and  each  of  them. 

MRS    K.  S.  EGGERT  AITKEN. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  July  i6th,  a.  d.  1878. 
W.M.  H.  H.  Hart,  .-Vttomey  for  Petitioner,  230  Montgom- 
ery Street. 


iV« 


'ORTHERN    BELLE    MILL    AND 

Mining  Company. — The  fourth  annual  meeting  of 
the  stockholders  of  the  above  named  corporation,  for  the 
election  of  Directors  and  the  transaction  of  such  other  busi- 
ness as  may  come  before  it,  will  be  held  on  Monday,  Sep- 
tember 9th,  1878  (second  Monday  in  September),  at  the 
hour  of  one  o'clock  p.  M.  on  that  day,  at  the  office  of  the 
Companj-,  Room  No-  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
ery Street,  San  Francisco,  California.  Transfer  books  will 
be  closed  on  Monday,  September  2,  1S78,  at  three  o'clock 
p.  M.  WM.   WILLIS,  -Secretary-. 


ATOTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 

is  hereby  given  by  the  undersigned,  .\dministrator  of 
the  Estate  of  .MICHAEL  KELLEHER,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessary  vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  firsljjubiication  of  this  notice,  to  the 
said  .Administrator  at  his  place  of  business.  Room  12,  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty of  San  Francisco.     Dated  August  8th,  1878. 

WILLIA.M  DOOLj\N, 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  Michael  Kelleher,  deceased. 

MOOD  Y'S     . 

Drug  ajid  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk  and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 

and  Chemicals. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Commencing  Sunday,  Julv  14,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  To^vnsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  -^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose.  Gilroy,  HoUister, 
^•J^  Tres  Finos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad.  and  all  Way 
Stations,  d^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R-  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey, 
iS"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Paklor  Car 
attached  to  thLs  train. 

m  yfn  ^'  ^^"  ^-^JLY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sta- 

-  --,  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O'J  jaro,  Kollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
^S"  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clar.\  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

8^  On  Satl'rdavs  only,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  at  Pajaru  for  .'iptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  Re- 
TLRNiNG,  passengers  leave  Santa  Cru2  at  4.30  A.  M.  Mon-' 
days  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10 
A.  M. 

3^  Special  Notice, — On  S.\ti-rd.-\vs  only  the  ruif  of 
this  train  will  be  extended  to  Salinas — connecting  with  the 
M.  and  S.  V",  R.  R.  for  Munterey.  Returning,  leave 
Monterey  Mond.\ys  (breakfast  at  Gilroy),  arriving  in  San 
Francisco  at  10  a.  m. 

-  --,  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  ajid  Way  Sta- 
4-4^  lions. 

£  ^^  P.  M,  DAILY  for  Menlo  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^O  ^  tions, 

g^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  M. 

^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive, 

Also,^  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive, 
A.  C.  EASSETT.  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  S:  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
i^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAK.L.'VND.  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferrj- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m,  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
.■ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


N 


ORTH    PACIFIC    COAST    RAIL- 
ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF    TIME. 


On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,  1878,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 

WEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  San  Francisco, 

From   San    Quentin    Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
7.15  A.M.  for  Ban  Rafael, 
8.15  "  "      &.Junction 

9,40  "  "  " 

1.4s  P.M. 

4.10  "  "  " 

5.10  "  "  " 

6.10  "    for  San  Rafael, 

(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street), 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  andwaysta- 
tions.  Stage  connections 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 


Leave  S.^n  Rafael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Ferrj'.) 

6.30  A,M.  for  San  Francisco. 
8.00     "         "  " 

9.00     " 
1. 00     "         "  " 

3.20  P.M.         "■  " 

4.45       " 

S-45     "  " 

(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7.0b  A.M.  for  San  Francisco, 


(From   San   Quentin    Ferry- 
Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M,  for  San  Rafael. 
12.30  P,M.       "  " 

3-15     "         "  " 

5,45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction, 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8,00  A.  m.   Excursion   train, 
connecting   at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 

SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows :  Week  da>'s,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W,  DOHERTY,  General  Manager.        


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 

8.35  A,M.for  San  Francisco. 
II. 15    "        "  " 

1-45  P,M.      "  " 

4.30    "        "  " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferrj'), 
6.45  p,M.  for  San  Francisco. 


CTAN  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave   San   Francisco 

(Washington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows: 

9    OQ  P.  M.J  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted, 

^  'O  Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  \\Tiarf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Tram  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lakc- 
ville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah.Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS, 

g^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbcl's,  Guemevillc,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  ^-  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

S?  QQ  A.  M.,  Sundays  07ily,  via  Donahue, 

'  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.     Fares  for  the 

round  trip :  Donahue,  $1  :  Petaluma,  %\  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2 ;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4- 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forcstville,  Kor- 
bel's,  Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip :  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's.and  Guemeville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m,) 

Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A,  Bean,  Sup't. 

P,  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  z,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Builjmnc, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Frannsco 
(P,  O.  Box  767.) 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


/COMMENCING      WEDNESDA  V, 

^-^     July  10,  1S7S,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
W/IL  LEAVE  SAN  FRAiVCISCO  : 

7.00    ^-    ^^•'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland,  Williams,  and  Knight's 
Landing.  (Arrive  San  Francisco  8,55  P,  M,] 

8,00  ^-  ^^^■'  ^A^^-"^'^    ^  TLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-)  for  Sacra- 
mento, Marj-sviUe,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
(Virginia  Cit>-),  P.^Iisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omalia 
Connects  at  Gait  with  train  arriving  at  lone  at  3,40  P.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.35  p  m.j 

8.00  -''•    .^^•'     SUNDAYS      ONLY— 

Special  train  via  Oakland  Ferr>-,  arrives  at 
Martinez  10.15  A.  M.  Returning,  leaves  Martinez  4.10  p. 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  v.  m. 

Excursion  Tickets  at  REotfCED  Rates, 

O    on  ^-  ^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/  'Jj  Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 

Oakland  Ferry)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  .m,] 

T   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  '  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    ¥eny   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  .stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p,  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

^  '%D  Railway   Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-) 

to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez. 

f  Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a,  m.] 

A  00  ^-  ^'^■'   DAILY,   EXPRESS 

jT*  *  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry)   for    Lathrop,   and 

Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Nevvhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  .\na  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma,  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  P.  M,  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  Ji.] 

^  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

ir'  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p,  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11,10  a.  m.] 

A  00  ^-  '^■'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

jT'  '-' '-^  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 
Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River  ; 
also,  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9,00  a.  m.  daily. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m,] 

y,    jQ   P.    M.,    DAILY,    THROUGH 

^'^  Third  Class  and  .Accommodation  Train,  via  La- 

throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  A-  ^t-  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  A,  M.] 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 
FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


S'H    £&„ 


J  6.10 
7.00 
7.30 
8.00 
8.30 
9,00 
9,30 
10,00 
10.30 
11.00 
11.30 
13. 00 


P,   M. 

12.30 
1.00 
1,30 

'  2,00 
3,00 
3-30 
4,00 


A.  M.    I 
7.oo| 


4.30 
5.00 

1.30 

5.30 

•3.<x> 
4.00 

6.30 

7.00 

8. 10 

5.00 

6.00 

B   7.00 

9.20 

B'S.IO 

10.30 
B11.4S 

c>ro.30 
B'...45 

A.   M.       A.  -M,      A.    ^  . 

B  6,io|  8.00  8.0 
7-30|  +9-30  +9-3' 
8.301  P,  .M.  ■  P,  M, 
9.30I   ti.ooj     3.00 

10,301       3.OO1       4,00 

11,30!     4.00!  18, 10 
p.  M.  !  ts.io 
i=-3 

1,00 

3-3° 

4.30 

5-30' 

6.3ojtChange  cars 

8,iO|      at  East 
9.201 

10.301     Oakland. 
Bii,25l 


B—Sjmdays  excepted.  z—Sundays  mtly. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland, 

To  Femside,  except  Sundays,  7,00,  9.00,  10.00  A.  m,,  5.00 

P.   M, 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  tg.30  A.  M.,  3,00,  4.00  P.  m. 
TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


t) 

a 

> 

? 

in 

0? 

From 

I? 

i  5 

£.3 

5: 

Oakl 

and 

■   A 

v: 

' 

? 

3-^^ 

(Broadway). 

A,  M. 

A,  M. 

A.  M. 

A.  M, 

A.  M. 

A.  M. 

A.M. 

p.  M. 

B  6.30 

B  5.40 

B'5.00 

tO.4'^ 

t7-o8 

B  5,10 

B5.20 

12.20 

8.00 

7.30 

B*5.40 

7-55 

8.1s 

B5-50 

n  6.00 

12.50 

10.00 

8.  SO 

*6.=5 

"■35 

6,40 

6.50 

1,20 

P.   M. 

9 -30 

7.00 

til. 45 

P.  -M, 

7.40 

7.20 

1-50 

3.00 

10.30 

8.01 

p.  M,     tl2.08 

8.40 

7-50 

2.50 

4-3® 

11.30 

9.00 

3.40    4.03 

9,40 

8.25 

3,20 

5-30 

p.  M. 

10,03 

+4-45 

10,40 

8,50 

3-So 

11-03 
12,00 

11.40 
P.  M. 

9.20 
9-50 

4.20 
4.50 

4-00 

5-00 

P.  M. 

IZ.40 

10.20 

5.20 

6,00 

3.00 

1.25 
2.40 
4.40 

10.50 

11. 20 
11.50 

6.^5 

0.50 

' 

Change  cars 

4.00 

t  Change  cars 

5-40 

8.00 

S-oo 

6.40 

9,10 

at  West 

6.03 
8*7.20 
B*8 . 30 

at  East 

7-50 
9.00 
10.10 

10.20 

Oakland. 

Oakland. 

10.00 

B — Sstndnys  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundays,  8.00,  10.00,  11.00  1 
6.00  p.  M. 

From  San  Jose,  daily,  7,05,  S.10  a.  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Francisco — Daily — B6.30 — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9,15, 
10.15—11,15  A.  M.— 12,15— 1.15—2.25— 3.15— 4-iS— 5-15 

— 6.15  P,  Mi 

From  Oakland — Daily — B6.20 — B7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 
— i:.o5  A.  M.  — 12.05 — '-05 — 2-I5 — 3-05 — 4-05 — 5-05 — 
6,05  P.  M.  B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  10.1  Montgomery-  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup'L  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag'L 


PPENCH  SA  VINGS 
-'■  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bl'sh  Street,  above  Kearnev,  San  Francisco. 
G,  MAKE,  Director. 


C;^    P.  C.  P.  P.—(NAPPOJV  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,   1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trams  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferr>'  Landing,  ^Market  St.; 

5-  00  '^'  ^^■^•'  ^'^'^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mov*t>-"s, 
Alviso,  Agnuw's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  .Alma. 

O  20  '^'  ^^">  ^^"^  Alameda  Fei-ry^  daily, 

jr  '  for  Alameda,    Newark,   Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gates  v.ith  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Ckl  z  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Sotjuel,  to  Santa  Criz, 
.Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

o/n  P.  AI.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 
j\lma,  and  all  way  stations.  ■ 

^^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  .m.  .Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  ^'  J"'- 
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FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE   SAN    FRANCISCO   DAILY. 


A,M, 

S.oo 

A.M. 

6.40 

A.M,       1 

A.  M, 

'10.30 

1         P.M. 

1       4-20 

1  6-."; 

LE.WE  HIGK  STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A,M, 
5.40 

[         A.M.        1 

1       7-30       1 

A,M,       1 

5.^6      1 

P.M. 
*3-c« 

P.M. 
4.26 

1        P.M. 

THOS. 

*  Sundaj 
CARTER, 
Superintendent. 

s  only, 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen,  Pass,  Agent. 

pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGEtiES.  SANTA  BARBAR„\,  S.ANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
everj'  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St,,  near  Pine, 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No,  10  Market  Street,  San  Fra:.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers  ^vith  unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  1st  of  everj'  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
September  sd,  and  every"  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTR.AL  AMER. 

IC-AN,  MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 

PORTS,  H.iVAN.A,  and  all  WEST  IN- 

DI.A    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 

19th  of  each  month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
-April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,   B.  C,   PUGET  SOUND   PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
2oth,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  .Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 
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CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 


STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  \\^ar{.  Cor.  P'irst  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG, 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIO. 

Saturday,  May  iS.  1  Tuesday,  June  i 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.  Tuesday,  Sept.  i 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec,  i 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at   the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T,   H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent, 

DAVID  D,  COL'ION,  President. 


i  Thursday,  Aug.   i 
Wednesday, 
October  16. 


'AUCELITO  FERRY. 


^AU 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 


4.30 


On  and  after  Thursday,  June  20,  1877,  a  swift  and 
modious  steamer  will  leave  as  follows : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Market  street — 8,45  a.    m,; 
a.  m.  ;  *3.3o  p.  m.  ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucelito — 7.55  a.  m. — R.   R, ;  g.30  a,  m. ;  i  p,  m. 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — 8.co  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  10.00  a.  m. ;  iz  m. ;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m. ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m. ;  1  i.oo  a.  ra. ;  i.oo  p.  m. ;  3.30  p.  m. ; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m.— R.  R. 

On  MOND.W  an  e.vtra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a-  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p,  m.     *  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  loLs  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  olllice  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No,  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY.  Superintendent. 


nr^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

-'  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $:o,ooo,ooo  Gold 

Surplus  (U,  S.  Bonds) 2,500,000 


DIRECTORS: 
Loins  McLane,  President,      J,  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
James  G.  Fair. 


John  W.  Mackav,     W,  S.  O'Brien 


Cashier H,  W,  Glennv, 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Chhistf.nsen, 

(62  Wall  Street.)  \  Chas,  W   Chlkch, 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world,  Ma,kes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On  the  principal  Cities  throughout  the  United   States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  E^t  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonics,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

.Ajner.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  .\ngel  Court, 

New  York  Agents J,  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Earnings j^o.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  .Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Moncj',  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world, 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  ,, 

IGN.    StEINHART.  P^^^g^^- 

P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier, 


Y^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital SSjOOOjOOO 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord..  .^ Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown » Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor^ 
nia;  Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  UnioB 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast, 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

D_ran-  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  AuLs^erdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Syttey,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 
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IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M,  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'SuLLivAN. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D,  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,        P,  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust,  Touchard, 

R.  J,  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery- Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR, 

RemitL-uices  from  the  countr>*  may  be  sent  through  Wel  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A,  M,  to  3  p.  m. 


THE    CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate,   divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


•JUNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 

^  and  Eddy  SlrceL-;.  Ordinary'  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  cnlrance  fee. 

DAVID  FARgUHARSON.  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


QFFICE,  ODD  FELLOWS  HALL,  323 

^"^  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco.  Deposits  re- 
ceived in  iums  of  one  dollar  and  up\vr<ri',  T  ■  ■  ■Mcnes 
from  the  country-  may  be  sent  through  W.l       "v  ■■     '- 

Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  b-  ■: 
will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivt  r , 
of  the  depositor  should  accompany  .'^e  Ur.-. 
MARTIN  hELLL 
James  Benson,  Secretarj'. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEIIIM  THElAL  FURNITURE  M'FG  CO. 


PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXr  P/.l.vos. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Agent  for  I^acific  Coa&t. 

fy  Owners  of  Chlckering  Pionog.  are  >[>co.illy  re(|uested 
to  leave  orders  for  lunini;  M  warcrouau,  31  Po^l  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pi.v.nos,  Rogers' Upright  Pi.\nos, 
Prince  Orj^'ii/ts,  H'litfrs  Orx<iris,  Sfiiyt  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

;j3  MARKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOM.VCKEK  AND  HENRY  K.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

PianosTuncd.  Rciitctl..-uid  fo^SiUconthcIn^^.\llmoll^  PI;iij. 

WOODWORTH,  SOHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street,  S.in  Fmncisco. 


A  WORLD'S  TRIUMPH. 

THE  CnnUEST  OF 

TRADE  REVERSED. 


TO  EUROPE. 

STEINWAY  &  SONS 

ORDERS  FROM  EUROPE 

hns  Increased  to  sn  extent,  necessitatlDg  the  en- 
titalafament  of  Wftrerooms  in  Loudon,  England,  and 
eoniwoted  with  It  la  a  Coocfrt  Hull,  tbo  whole  com- 
bined sukiiig  the  most  ele^rant  Piano  Warerooms  Id 
Europe,  and  etacds  there  as  a  mootimeDt  of  Ameri- 
can genlns  and  IndDFtr?. 

Itialihpotiaiblo  to  mention  jD  the  limited  space  of  on 
advertiBementthelnDuracralileirinmphsofthiaeDep- 
TCticfirm.  Tbcy  stand  f iiromopt as  i"  vcntora in  Piano 
onildlD^  In  America, anO  in  that  rt-spect,  no  small  com* 

Sliment  to  their  Inventions  19  the  undeniable  eo- 
orecment  of  all  their  competitors,  aa  eUpwn  In  their 
Imitative  efforts.  Certain  principles  of  the  Steinways 
are  however  so  completely  protected,  that  do  imita- 
tion or  snbetiinto  i.i  attempted  at  all,  and  the  sballov 
method  of  cr>*ing  each  inventions  down  are  resorted 
to  and  relied  niwn. 

The  Stelnwavs  desdgTied  and  perfected  tbo  Over- 
strung and  Iron  Frame  eysteme.  The  application  of 
the  Agraffe  Arrangements  to  Bquare  and  Fpright 
Pianos,  Tbe  Patent  Duplex  Scalo  creating  tbo  most 
beautiftil  treble  tones,  (the  Duplex  Scale  is  of  recent 
Invention  and  only  to  be  fonnd  in  Pianos  sold 
r<?'cently).  The  Improved  Double  Damper?.  Tbe 
Ulerideaext^ndinctheACTaffL-stocveryptrinplnthe 
Piano.  Tlio  hlgbrst  flnieh  to  all  p^irte  of  tbe  inetni- 
ment,  includiug  fin^t  qr.alitif  s  of  ivory,  ebony,  felt, 
cloth, etc  The  wood  work  and  vamUh  of  sn.:h  flret* 
class  character,  t  hat  tbf>  employment  of  largo  capital 
and  cipcTienco  alone  pcimlts-  >; 

Thonamoof  Btcinway  has  became  a  "honsenold 
word"  in  Amprlcsn  liomes,  and  the  fatirfactory 
record  of  l>i  yi_ari  t  .'ial  on  Iho  Pacific  Coast,  in  iisea 
aMarcs  tbe  panhaerr  that  the  InvesQient  is  no 
apecnlation.lmt  cue  of  p^rfct  pccnrity. 

The  ort-repealed  Btorj-  of  nvcl  ma'-cers  clfllmlng  to 
have  been  Sleinwaya'  forenia-i.  ctL-.,  ehoiild  liave  no 
weight  with  pnrchai^rB.  An  (mmense  luinu/actiitv 
log  bn<ilQes9  like  the  Btelnwn-s  la  divfclfd  into  de- 
partments for  tbe  vT.rioiis  r  j^^cs  nf  work,  and  a 
foreman  of  fine  department  siipt-rintendi"  that  alone, 
and  cannot  'la  p^^rf^ctcd  in  oiht-r  details. 

ThoneiQwavs  (annmcronH  fumlly)  are  the  inven- 
tors and  denli^nra  of  the  principles  of  tlieir  Pianos, 
»nd  are  alono  rcBponnblo  for  the  thorough  extcu- 
llon  of  their  own  Jdi-as. 

In  the  Uachinery  Department  nt  the  late  Cent<*r.- 
Dial  Exhibition  Steinways  wprc  awarded  a  Epn-ial 
Dedal  for  an  invention  for  testing  tbeir  iron  frames 
under  •  preR««r«»  of  6.000  lt>a.  to  the  sq-jare  rentl- 
Uielre.  (Thisaward  was  di-tmct  from  tbeir  mediil 
for  the  best  Piino«  exhibited  )  Tbe  iron  frames  In 
Steinway  Pianos  are  the  only  ones  so  tested,  and 
white  other  makers  rely  on  C35tii)i;a  from  an  ordl- 
lury  foondry.  the  fitolnways  maintain  their  own 
fniii;dry. and  mannfiiclnreD  frameof  c»wpo.nftfmria/, 
which  adds  greiitly  to  iiio  resonant  qualities  of  the 
Ineirumeot  in  general. 

It  frequently  occurs  that  tbo  attempt  la  made  to 
rai-so  the  character  of  Pianos  constructed  on  less 
cos:ly  priDciptea  to  thorank  that  the  Stein  way  nuin 
talo9,  I'y  cammg  a  pric,  the  same  or  nearly  f>. 
Tlii^  method  la  frequently  exposed  by  the  pcrf'-ci 
willingness  of  the  tieiier  to  make  astonl^biiig  dis- 
counts for  cash  or  extremely  long  credits  ;  eT»l<  ms 
not  mtertainrd  in  any  flrst-clasa  busine*^  In  s>-ll- 
iii;r  a  Stem  way  Piano.  >  guarantee  of  worth  is  pivtrn 
pro!ix:tinat!i9  purchaser  for  6  years,  and  f^^talfip^^s 
Jpsnrd  by  the  Pacific  Coort  Agen'-leshavepn  unllcrm 
rate  of  prices  in  gold,  and  whero  df^ired  a  liberal 
I'^-'ulIment  p'an  Is  offi-red  to  refTv>na;Me  buyen«, 
— ,;h  nn  additional  rhir:?*  of  simple  iMerest  on 
d  iV-rM  payments.  CatalogUL-s  mailed  on  applina- 
■  -n  ;o  f 

If,  GJtAT*  O'rntTiil  Agent,  ■ 

tO!i   Kenrntt  Street,  S.  JT. 


HA\'E    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  h.is  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

.and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.  F. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conservative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  he.id  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  policies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfciiure  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  32S  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


i      ALASKA 

i 

&    COMMERCIAL  CO. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,  MANAGE  ESTATES 

TTOUSES   AND    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

ill  this  city,  Oakland,  and  Alameda.  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  the  counirj*.  Agents  in  the 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA"  STREET. 


WAKELEE'S 


AUREOLINE 


Produces  the  beautiful 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CO  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUPERIOR 

'^"^  to  the  imported  article  for  reason  of  its  freshness  and 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  bottles,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Druggists,  comer  Montgomery-  and  Bush  Sis. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

320  Post  St.,  San   Francisco. 

LOCUST     GROVE, 

SONOMA. 

F- 


•AM/LIES     OR     YOUXG     LADIES 

khing   10  spend   the   month   of  September   in  this 
V;illcy  (the  grape  season)  can,  on  cajly  application,  be  well 
accommodated  at  this- well  ^nown  place  on  reasonable  terms. 
HIRS.  A.  B.  LUBECK.  Sonoma. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY, 


P 


NOOK    FARM. 

'AMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  countrj'  will  find  this  a  chcerfu 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery  of  such  endless  varietv  aslcmp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  ^ood  ac- 
commodattona  and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  Couutv.  Cal. 


P 


UBLIC  ADMINISTRA  TOR, 


\VILLI.\M  DOOL.AX. 

OfBce  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


y    7.  PETTIT  &•  C6!S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 
ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

F,ST.iBLISH.«ENT, 

525  Cai.ifoknia  Street,  Sav  Francisco,  Cal. 


No.  310  S.\NS0ME  .Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


MILITARY    FURNISHERS 

AND    DEALERS    IN 

REGALIA 
LODGE   SUPPLIES 

FOR  ALL  SOCIETIES. 


Silk  and  Bmiting  Flags,  Banners. 

A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 

510   SACKAMENTO   .STREET. 


CALIFORNIA 

STATE  FAIR 

FOR  1878, 

AT  SACRAMENTO.   CAL., 

COMMENl-lNG 

MOXD.W SEPTEMBER  16. 

AND  CLOSING 

SATURDAY SEPTEMBER  21. 


$50,000  CASH 

To  be  Distributed  in  Premiums. 


'-THE   EXHIBITION    WILL    BE   DI- 

^  vidcd  into  Seven  Departments,  anJ  the  SOCIETY'S 
GOLD  MED.\L  to  be  awarded  to  the  most  meritorious  ex- 
hibition  in  each  department. 

Those  desiring  Premium  Lists  will  please  notify  the  Sec- 
retar>'. 

The  Largest  Stock  Showafid  Most  Attractive 
Speed  Display 

Ever  offered  by  any  Agricultural  Society  in  the  United  States. 

ATTRACTIVE  MILITARY  TOURNAMENT 

Public  Sale  of  THOROUGHBRED  STOCK  on  Fri- 
day of  the  Fair. 

ITic  Central  Pacific  Railroad  and  Steamers  will  carrj*  ar- 
ticles to  and  from  the  F.iir,  free  of  charge. 

Wells,  Farfio  &  Co's  Express  will  deliver  all  packages 
free,  not  weighing  over  twenty  pounds. 

Applications  for  stalls  at  the  Park  and  space  at  the  Pa- 
\^lion  should  be  made  to  ROBERT  BECK,  Secretarj'.  at 
once. 

Membership Ss  '^^ 

Single  Admission 5°  cents 

M.   D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Rf>nEHT  Beck,  Secrc.-iri-. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 
JEWELRY 

AND    SILVERWARE 

XT  GRI':.\T1.V   REDUCED    TRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  SJireve   &   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 

W.  W,   MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

FRENCH    RANGES 

(siiT   IN    mttCK.) 

Y.\N-S  WROUGHT  IRON 

PORTABLE     RANGES. 

COOKING,  r.\Rl,OR,  AND  HE.ATING 

STORES. 


The  largest  slock  and  greatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  coast 
Over  FIVE  m-NiniEU  dirTcrcnl  styles  and  patterns  to  select 
from.     Everything  rci|uiri;d  to  fit  up  a  kitchen  complete. 


Nos.  110,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  St. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


Y"/IE  NIGH  REPUTA  TION  OF  THE 

Grover  &  Baker  Machine  is  the  result  of  true  worth 
and  long  years  of  honorable  service. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  29  Post  Street. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  OO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  assortment  of  A  RTI.STS'M.\TERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 


19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


WAREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 

■7T/£  WORKS  OF  THE  GREAT  EN- 

grav>;rs  vvho  flourished  in  Italy,  France,  and  England 
during  the  la.st  uentury  are  celebrated  for  their  rarity,  age, 
and  unec|ua!t:d  workmanship.  'ITiey  are  specially  suitable 
for  Framing.  Prices  arc  moderate.  Visitors  will  be  wel- 
come to  inspect  a  fine  collection  of  the  above  between  the 
hours  of  I  P.  ;.i  and  5  v.  .m.,  at 

No.  417  KEARNY  .STREET,  ROOM  No.  i, 

San  Francisco. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hour^,  11 
A.  .M.  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  .Sunday  ir  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  tlie  office.  , 


BEAMISH'S 


Anders0nAT{<wdolphselllheFmestW'afcftesandmosiel^aniJemlryJ^/J^^^^ 


B 


Now  receiving,  New  Styles  of 

MOHAIR  SHAWLS,  EMBROIDERIES,  ETC. 

From  Paris  and  Berlin.     Zephyr  Worsteds,  Embroidery  Silks,  Chenille,  Yams,  etc. 

FANCY  GOODS,  BRONZE  AND  MARBLE  CLOCKS, 

BRONZE  ORNAMENTS,  RUSSIA  LEATHER  GOODS, 

PARIAN  MARBLE  STATUETTES,  FANS  AND  SHELL  GOODS. 


H.    SIERING    &    CO. 

( SUCCESSORS  TO  LOCAN  &  CO.) 
No.  ig  Montgomery  Street,  and  Nos.  T07  and  lop  Suiter  Street,  Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco, 

BRADLEY  &   RULOFSON, 

4^9  MONTGOMERY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO, 

Received  the  Philadelphia  Gold  Medal  for  the  best  Photographs  in  the  United 
States,  and  the  Vienna  Medal  for  the  best  in  the  World. 


MR.  RULOFSON  received  the  Star  and  Decoration  of  the  Order  of  Progress,  and  was  elected  President  dnionneur  of  the  InstHnt 
du  Progris,     This  is  a  record  not  approached  by  any  Photographic  Establishment  in  the  World. 

The  old  and  well  known  house,  established  in  i8§j,  of 

G.  J.  HAWLEY  &  GO. 

IMPORTERS,  AND  WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 

DEALERS  IN  FINE  GROCERIES,  ETC. 

21$  and  21 J  Sutter  St.,  adjoining  Centre  Market.    P.  O.  Box  844,  San  Francisco. 


y*-  Our  stock  is  large  and  one  of  the  best  selected  on  this  coast  A  full  assortment  of  the  finest  Brandies,  Wines,  Whiskies, 
Bitters,  etc,  for  medical  use.  Brandies  and  Whiskies  from  8  to  12  years  old.  Sparkling  and  Still  Wines,  the  fineitthe  madcet  affords. 
Native  Wines,  better  than  many  of  the  imported  articles  sold  in  this  oatket.  Please  forward  your  orders.  They  shall  receive  prompt 
Attention. 
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•THE  '^AGGRESSIONS"  OF  RUSSIA, 


The   Impending:  Asia.tic  Conflict. 


A  cursory  glance  at  the  pages  of  European  history  over 
the  eventful  period  embraced  in  the  past  three  centuries 
will  immediately  attract  the  attention  of  the  reader  to  the 
great  changes  and  Avonderful  extension  of  the  commercial 
and  diplomatic  transactions  of  the  civilized  nations.  To 
mention  and  describe  them  fully  would  require  volumes. 
Suffice  it  to  say  here,  that  the  discovery,  colonization,  and 
conquest  of  America;  the  doubhng  of  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope;  the  formation  of  the  East  India  Company,  which  has 
led  to  the  incorporation  of  India  in  the  English  Empire;  the 
Turkish  and  Tartar  invasions  of  Europe,  and  the  subsequent 
wars  which  have  forced  the  Asiatic  hordes  back  whence 
they  came;  the  immense  expanse  of  Russian  territory  in 
Asia;  the  settlement  of  Australia;  the  opening  of  the  Chi- 
nese and  Japanese  sea-ports  to  commerce;  the  extensive 
explorations  in  Africa  by  Europeans,  to  be  followed  by 
colonization;  the  construction  of  the  Suez  Canal;  the  pro- 
posed-building  of  the  railroads  through  the  Euphrates  Val- 
ley and  across  Central  Asia — all  these,  and  numerous  other 
startling  historical  facts,  make  it  plain  to  the  dullest  mind 
that  this  is  eminently  the  age  of  activity  and  liberal  views. 
Unknown  countries  opened  to  civilization;  barbarous  na- 
tions put  under  control;  immense  deserts  made  fertile  and 
habitable.  These  marvelous  accomplishments  of  European 
energy  and  enterprise  are  sufficient  to  mark  this  as  a  most 
glorious  century  in  the  history  of  man. 

There  never  has  been  a  nation  that  has  been  more  slan- 
dered and  unjustly  suspected  than  the  Russian.  To  men- 
tion the  epithets  that  have  been  applied  to  it  would  almost 
exhaust  the  vocabulary  of  satire  and  spite.  We  shall  see 
presently  that  Russia,  far  from  meriting  such  malignant 
opinions,  has  claims  to  the  good  and  sensible  judgment  of 
mankind.  The  civihzed  world  owes  her  a  debt  of  gratitude 
which  it  can  noi  afford  to  pay  with  insult  and  jealousy.  We 
have  been  told  that  the  European  nations  fear  her,  and  that 
they  should  have  interfered  to  save  Turkey  from  her  grasp. 
What  ground  is  there  for  such  a  statement  ?  There  is  noth- 
ing in  the  course  pursued  by  Russia  which  should  create 
the  slightest  suspicion.  During  the  entire  period  of  the  re- 
cent struggle,  the  only  noticeable  symptoms  of  discontent  ap- 
peared among  the  Turkish  bond-holders,  and  those  extreme 
English  Turcophilists  who  would  plunge  their  country  into 
war  for  the  maintenance  of  that  dead-letter,  the  treaty  of 
Paris.  Beyond  this,  no  protest  against  Russia  was  uttered. 
In  Congress  assembled,  the  European  nations  have  in  the 
main  solemnly  confirmed  the  accomplished  results,  and 
Turkey  has  been  parted  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  except  the 
Turk. 

No  one  who  is  at  all  acquainted  with  the  policy  of  Russia, 
as  illustrated  by  her  vei-y  shrewd  diplomacy,  will  for  a  mo- 
ment imagine  that  she  expected  that  the  treaty  of  San  Ste- 
fano  would  be  sustained  by  the  Berlin  Congress  in  its  en- 
tirety. In  that  document  Russia  asks  for  a  great  deal  more 
than  she  really  expected  to  receive.  She  acted  like  many 
tradesmen,  who  put  their  merchandise  at  a  value  greatly  in 
excess  of  the  regular  price,  supposing  that  the  purchaser  will 
cheapen  the  wares.  So  we  need  not  think  that  any  humilia- 
tion has  been  heaped  on  Russia  by  the  modification  of  the 
San  Stefano  treaty  and  the  adoption  of  the  Berlin  compro- 
mise. Russia  is  sufficiently  indemnified  as  the  matter  stands. 
The  Berlin  treaty  can  not  be  regarded  in  any  other  light 
than  as  giving  to  Russia  all  that  she  could  have  reasonably 
hoped  for.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  that  agreement, 
the  alternative  of  war  has  been  temporarily  avoided.  It  does 
not  establish  a  permanent  settlement.  The  guarantee  given 
by  England  in  the  Anglo-Turkish  treaty  for  the  protection  of 
the  Sultan's  Asiatic  dominions,  is  like  all  other  guarantees 
given  by  one  nation  to  another,  not  only  dangerous,  but  fre- 
quently useless.  If  England  expects  to  act  faithfully  up  to 
the  spirit  of  the  compact  entered  into,  she  will  be  involved 
in  enormous  risks.  These  arrangements  will  all  have  to  be 
reconsidered  and  altered  before  a  very  great  lapse  of  time. 

Many  persons  who  do  not  perceive  coming  danger  until  it 
is  at  hand,  have  sought  to  make  light  of  Count  Schouvaloff's 
earnest  appeal  to  the  Berlin  Congress  to  protest  against  the 
employment  of  Asiastic  troops  in  European  warfare,  and  to 
draft  measures  so  as  to  prevent  the  introduction  of  improved 
arms  of  war  among  the  countless  hosts  of  Asia.  England 
may  sneer  and  laugh  at  the  warning  cry  of  danger,  but  the 
other  European  nations  which  do  not  command  Asiatic 
armies  have  given  heed,  and  will  take  decisive  measures  to 
avert  the  calamity  so  vividly  portrayed  by  the  Russian 
plenipotentiary.  It  was  not  Russia  that  was  "■  appalled  at  the 
potency  of  England  and  her  dusky  allies,"  but  France,  Ger- 
many, and  Austria  were  alarmed  at  the  appearance  of  an 
element  that  has  more  than  once  attempted  to  overthrow 
and  destroy  European  civilization  ;  and  may,  if  not  put  un- 
der control,  eventually  succeed  in  doing  so.  The  strong  im- 
pression created  by  Schouvaloffon  the'diplomatic  assemblage 
was  veiy  significant.  The  great  English  Premier  remarked 
that  the  subject  was  foreign  to  the  matter  before  the  Con- 
gress. But  Prince  Bismarck  and  M.  Waddington  agreed 
that  the  question  was  of  such  momentous  and  overwhelming 
importance  as  to  demand  that  another  congress  be  called 
for  the  express  purpose  of  discussing  and  acting  upon  it.  I 
repeat  that  England  did  not  frighten  Russia  by  her  Indian 
regiments  and  battalions  at  Malta,  but  she  has  aroused  the 


fears  of  Europe.  Many  writers  on  the  subject  maintain  that 
England  should  receive  the  support  of  the  continental 
Powers,  as  she  is  the  only  nation  that  is  able  to  checkmate 
Russia  and  prevent  her  domination.  What  an  idle,  ridicu- 
lous bugbear  !  We  are  to  believe  that  the  absurd  fears  on 
account  of  Russian  supremacy  will  cause  the  great  nations, 
Germany,  France,  Austria,  and  Italy,  to  fall  on  their  knees 
and  worship  the  sun  of  England  ;  or,  in  other  words,  they 
wish  us  to  understand  that  the  nations  of  Europe  will,  for 
fear  of  the  rising  greatness  of  Russia,  lie  quietly  down  and 
submit  to  the  yoke  imposed  by  Britannia.  The  old  story  of 
jumping  from  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire.  Such  an  idea 
could  originate  only  in  a  mind  that  is  unacquainted  with,  or 
misapplies  the  mighty  truths  of  history,  repeated  time  and 
time  again.  Did  the  nations  of  the  world  ally  with  the  great 
Alexander  and  Csesar,  or  did  they  resist  them?  When 
Europe  was  threatened  with  French  domination  under  Louis 
XIV.  and  the  Napoleons,  did  they  submit,  or  did  they  fight? 
When  Spain  was  in  the  ascendant  under  Charles  V.,  were 
the  European  nations  friends  or  foes  ?  Did  Europe  worship 
the  rising  star  of  Prussia  under  Frederick,  or  did  its  nations 
combine  against  him?  Are  we  not  aware  that  the  greater 
the  power  wielded  by  England  is,  the  greater  also  will  be- 
come the  fear  and  envy  of  the  continental  nations,  and  the 
stronger  will  the  alliance  grow,  that  will  curb  any  ambitious 
tendency  on  her  part  to  become  the  dominating  power  of  the 
world?  The  nations,  instead  of  forming  an  alliance  to  aid 
England  on  to  universal  dominion,  will  more  naturally  array 
themselves  against  any  such  scheme  on  the  part  of  the  mis- 
tress of  the  seas.     Notes  ve?'rons. 

The  outcry  against  the  supposed  plan  of  Russian  aggran- 
dizement is  raised  against  a  purely  imaginary  danger.  Be- 
cause Russia,  like  any  other  nation,  has  done  some  evil 
deeds  in  past  times,  she  is  to  be  made  the  object  of  a  system 
of  suspicion  and  slander,  of  which  no  other  nation  would  be 
the  object.  We  shall  leave  this  groundless  complaint  to  the 
judgment  of  those  who  can  base  their  opinion  on  existing 
facts.  No  matter  how  often  it  is  asserted  that  lust  of  con- 
quest and  ambition  have  been  the  causes  of  the  growth  of 
Russian  Empire,  the  fact  can  not  be  successfully  disputed 
that  it  has  conquered  and  acquired  territory  principally  in 
self-defense.  The  Turks,  Tartars,  and  other  Asiatic  tribes, 
have  committed  her  to  strife,  in  which  she  had  no  option  but 
to  conquer  or  be  destroyed.  Russia  has  been  forced  to  either 
annex  and  govern  new  territoiy,  or  relinquish  what  she  al- 
ready had. 

It  is  the  destiny  of  all  conquering  nations  to  be  exposed  to 
the  necessity  of  advancing  in  their  course.  They  are  driven 
onward  by  invincible  necessity.  With  them  exertion  is  exist- 
ence. Their  fall  begins  with  the  first  pause  in  their  advance. 
Let  us  disabuse  ourselves  of  all  prejudice  and  speak  fairly  in 
the  matter.  Have  not  the  Russians  as  much  right  to  extend 
their  dominions  in  Central  Asia,  as  the  English  in  the  Indian 
peninsula  ?  Were  the  Bosphorus  and  the  Dardanelles  to  fall 
into  the  hands  of  Russia,  would  she  not  be  as  much  justified 
in  retaining  possession  of  them  as  England  has  to  hold  on 
to  Gibraltar?  England  and  Russia  are  only  following  out 
their  "manifest  destiny,'' as  every  master  nation  has  done 
and  will  continue  to  do  to  the  end  of  time. 

After  a  careful  and  impartial  examination,  one  must  be 
convinced  that  it  is  unnecessary  to  assume  the  theory  of  a 
settled  scheme  of  conquest  in  order  to  account  for  the  rela- 
tions between  the  various  countries  of  Asia.  The  relations, 
although  continually  disturbed,  are  the  inevitable  results  of 
many  concurring  circumstances  and  accidents.  Russian  his- 
tory reveals  to  us  the  fact  that  the  chief  motives  of  expan- 
sion have  been  colonization,  defense  against  nomadic  tribes, 
desire  to  reach  the  sea-coast  to  promote  the  commercial  in- 
terests of  the  nation.  We  shall  readily  discover  that  the 
process  has  been  greatly  facihtated  by  the  peculiar  geograph- 
ical position  of  the  country  and  the  autocratic  form  of  gov- 
ernment. Besides  these  reasons,  the  Russians,  like  other 
nations,  are  not  entirely  free  from  the  foolish  lust  of  terri- 
tory. But  this  feeling  is  rapidly  dying  out.  All  the  more 
thoughtful  and  influential  Russians  have  already  learned  that 
extent  of  area  does  not  constitute  national  greatness,  and 
that  it  is  often  a  burden.  The  idea  of  forwarding  the  com- 
mercial interests  of  the  nation  must  be  confessed  to  be  a 
more  serious  motive  that  will  continually  increase  in  force. 
Russia  aspires  to  be  a  great  industrial  and  commercial  na- 
tion ;  she  believes  that  she  will  succeed  in  this  by  means  of 
her  immense  natural  resources  and  the  enterprise  of  her 
people. 

For  a  long  time  it  has  been  the  object  of  Russia  to  become 
a  great  naval  power,  and  she  has  constantly  endeavored  to 
reach  the  sea-coast.  To  some  extent  she  has  succeeded  ; 
but  neither  the  Polar  Ocean  nor  the  Baltic  satisfy  the  neces- 
sary conditions.  Hence  it  is  that  she  has  turned  her  eyes 
south  to  the  Mediterranean  and  the  Persian  Gulf,  and  south- 
east to  the  Pacific.  After  gaining  the  shores  of  the  Black 
Sea  with  great  difficulty,  she  finds  her  design  only  partially 
realized  ;  for  the  only  outlet  from  the  Black  Sea  to  the 
Mediterranean  lies  through  the  Bosphorus  and  Dardanelles, 
which  the  Turks  can  open  or  close  at  will.  Russia  can  not 
be  at  ease  while  the  key  of  so  large  a  portion  of  her  empire 
is  in  the  possession  of  the  Turk.  Is  it,  then,  any  matter  for 
surprise  that  Russian  policy  should  be  so  directed  as  to  ob- 
tain possession  of  the  straits,  or  at  least  to  have  them  placed 
under  European  control  ? 

Let  us  now  turn  our  attention  again  to  Central  Asia.  It  is 
a  truth  confirmed  every  day  that  predatory  tribes  can  be  kept 


orderly  when  they  know  that  they  may  be  attacked  on  their 
own  territory,  and  that  there  is  no  sanctuary  to  which  ma- 
rauders and  criminals  can  flee.  Therefore  Russia  and  Eng- 
land must  advance  their  Asiatic  frontiers,  until  they  reach  a 
country  whose  government  will  keep  order  within  its  bound- 
aries and  prevent  its  subjects  from  depredating.  It  is  then 
certain  that  they  will  eventually  meet.  The  approach  of 
these  two  great  powers  to  each  other  in  Central  Asia  need 
not  awaken  any  groundless  fears  of  complications.  There 
will  be  no  more  danger  of  an  Anglo-Russian  conflict  then 
than  there  is  at  present.  The  wars  that  have  taken  place  be- 
tween Germany  and  Russia  have  not  been  as  numerous  nor 
as  dangerous  as  those  between  France  and  Austria,  although 
in  the  former  case  the  frontiers  are  merely  artificial,  and  in 
the  latter  a  broad  intervening  territory  separates  the  combat- 
ants. The  old  theory,  that  the  great  nations  can  be  made  to 
keep  the  peace  by  interposing  small,  independent  states  be- 
tween them,  has  long  since  been  exploded.  Have  Roumania 
and  Servia  ever  prevented  Russia  from  attacking  Turkey  ? 
Nor  will  the  new  states  of  Bulgaria  and  Rumelia  sen^e  any 
more  effectively  as  barriers. 

Regarding  the  relations  existing  between  Russia  and 
China,  the  reader  will  readily  understand  them  from  what 
has  already  been  written.  Russia  now  possesses  more  ter- 
ritory near  the  Chinese  frontier  than  she  can  possibly  utilize 
for  many  years  to  come.  She  thus  has  no  inducement  to  annex 
new  land  in  this  region,  provided  the  Chinese  behave  them- 
selves, and  do  not  molest  their  European  neighbor.  But  if 
China  allows  her  subjects  to  commit  depredations  and 
perpetrate  crimes,  Russia  will  probably  find  conquest  and 
annexation  less  expensive  and  troublesome  than  the  main- 
tenance of  a  strong  military  force  along  the  frontier. 

Central  Asia  has  been  to  Russia  financially  a  losing  invest- 
ment. Neither  by  its  agricultural  nor  mineral  wealth,  nor 
by  its  commerce,  nor  by  the  revenue  derived  from  it,  has  it 
repaid  its  cost.  Nevertheless,  it  is  impossible  for  Russia  to 
withdraw  from  her  position  there.  The  consideration  of  her 
prestige  would  alone  be  sufficient  tb  keep  her  there  even  at 
a  still  greater  loss.  Furthermore,  we  have  previously  seen 
that  she  will  be  compelled  to  continue  her  advance.  How 
long  this  financial  drain  is  to  last,  and  how  Russia  is  ever  to 
be  repaid,  is  very  difficult  to  say.  Railroads  may  bind  the 
country  more  strongly  to  Russia  by  the  ease  of  communica- 
tion, and  by  affording  increased  facilities  for  the  transporta- 
tion of  troops  ;  but  they  can  hardly  develop  a  region  which, 
as  long  as  it  it,  inhabited  by  the  races  now  living  there,  does 
not  seem  to  be  susceptible  of  a  much  higher  development. 
Experiments  have  been  tried  repeatedly  with  Russian  and 
other  European  colonists,  but  no  appreciable  improvement 
was  apparent.  One  final  resort  which  is  very  promising  of 
success  remains  yet  for  trial.  Under  the  Chinese  several 
provinces  in  Central  Asia,  which  are  now  nearly  worthless, 
were  productive,  prosperous,  and  thickly  populated.  Per- 
haps the  patient  and  economical  industry  of  the  Chinese 
would  greatly  enhance  the  prosperity  and  productiveness  of 
Turkistan,  Bokhara,  Khokand,  etc.  At  all  events,  this  ex- 
periment should  be  attempted.  Let  England,  Russia,  the 
other  European  nations,  and  last,  but  by  no  means  least, 
America,  take  this  matter  in  hand  and  give  it  their  most 
careful  consideration.  Perhaps  by  this  means  the  tide  of 
Mongolian  immigration  that  threatens  to  overwhelm  us  may 
be  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  Asiatic  provinces  before 
mentioned.  This  may  be  the  correct  solution  of  the  great 
Chinese  problem.     "  The  Chinese  must  go  "  to  Central  Asia. 

The  marvelous  progress  of  Russia  and  England  in  Asia 
are  as  little  regarded  as  if  nothing  were  involved  in  such 
radical  changes  ;  as  if  Europe  was  not  threatened  by  the 
tremendous  power  wielded  by  the  Enghsh  in  the  shape  of 
Asiatic  warriors  on  the  one  hand,  or  as  if  it  could  not  be 
endangered  by  the  wondrous  growth  of  the  already  colossal 
Russian  Empire  on  the  other.  The  events  we  have  nar- 
rated are  so  extraordinai-y  that  the  most  extravagant  specu- 
lator holds  his  breath  in  contemplating  the  possible  results. 
Changes  which  would  have  formerly  convulsed  the  civilized 
world  from  end  to  end,  are  now  considered  as  matters  of 
course.  The  Russian  and  English  expeditions  to  Central 
Asia  are  some  of  the  most  memorable  events  of  histor>'. 
For  the  first  time  the  armies  of  civilized  Europe  have  pushed 
forward  into  the  heart  of  Asia,  and  carried  their  victorious 
standards  into  the  strongholds  of  Mohammedanism — the 
cradle  of  the  Mogul  Empire.  Neither  the  almost  insur- 
mountable obstacles  of  nature,  nor  the  formidable  resistance 
of  fierce  and  barbarous  races,  could  stay  their  advance.  The 
European  race  has  asserted  its  superiority  over  the  Asiatic. 
Such  incredible  and  unprecedented  events  can  not  fail  to 
awaken  every  thoughtful  mind.  They  speaTv  volumes  as  to  the 
mighty  step  in  progress  taken  by  the  human  race  in  the  past 
five  centuries.  They  indicate  the  vast  power  of  modern  civili- 
zation which  has  reversed  the  heretofore  order  of  nature,  and 
caused  the  tide  of  conquest  which  rolled  from  Asia  and  al- 
most destroyed  Europe  to  turn  back  on  itself  and  be  over- 
whelmed by  the  still  stronger  tide  of  European  civilization. 
Asiatic  despotism  and  fanaticism  have  seen  their  doom 
sealed.  In  their  stead  will  be  substituted  enlightened  gov- 
ernments that  will  serve  as  aids,  rather  than  as  drawbacks, 
to  the  intellectual  advancement  of  the  age. 

Isaac  Frkcd. 


At  the  instance  of  the  Mayor  our  citizens  ha\  e  ten^i 
Postmaster-General  Key  a  reception,  on  Monday  > 
next,  at  the  Palace  Hotel. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


HANDSOME  JACK. 


The  Mystery  of  the  Little  "Ud  and  the  Big  'Un. 


AU  was  commotion  this  evening  in  Sandy  Flat :  the  ex- 
citement was  greatest,  though,  in  the  Nugget,  the  general 
rendezvous  of  the  miners.  In  fact,  the  conversation  became 
so  interesting  that  some  of  the  most  reliable  and  regular 
players  pushed  their  chairs  back  near  to  the  stove,  and,  as- 
suming a  comfortable  position,  determined  to  discuss  the 
subject  thoroughly  and  have  it  settled  at  once-  There  was 
a  silence  of  a  few  moments  after  a  while,  each  face  wearing 
a  thoughtful  expression,  as  though  each  man  was  at  his  ver)' 
wits'  ends  what  next  to  say,  when  a  solemn  voice  from  be- 
hind the  bar  was  heard,  in  hopeless  tones,  to  say  :  "  Well, 
boys,  it  beats  me. " 

This  remark  produced  a  noticeable  confusion  among  the 
miners,  for  it  was  Sam  Noyes  who  spoke,  whose  remarks 
carried  immense  weight  ;  for,  besides  being  the  most  im- 
portant man  in  town,  in  virtue  of  the  functions  de\olving 
upon  him  as  bar-tender,  he  was  the  acknowledged  philoso- 
pher of  the  Flat,  and  for  him  to  be  "  beaten  "  left  scarcely  a 
single  ray  of  hope  for  any  one  else.  Although  they  had 
been  discussing  the  subject  for  two  hours,  still  they  were 
loth  to  forsake  it,  even  after  Sam  Noyes  had  consigned  its 
solution  to  utter  hopelessness. 

The  silence  >vas  next  broken  by  Jim  Marshall,  whose  face 
was  barely  discernible  behind  the  dense  cloud  of  smoke  that 
floated  before  him,  and  which  spoke  "volumes"  in  proof  of 
the  profound  thought  in  which  he  had  been  absorbed. 

"  Boys,"  said  he,  "  they're  a  mighty  fine  lookin'  pair,  any- 
how, 'specially  the  little  un.' 

This  remark  had  been  made  no  less  than  a  dozen  times 
by  Jim  since  the  arrival  of  the  two  ladies  by  the  evening 
stage,  and  every  time  he  reiterated  it  he  added  more  stress 
to  "  'specially  the  little  un." 

"  The  big  'un  isn't  to  be  sneezed  at,  neither,"  added  Bill 
Turner. 

Bill  Turner's  name  fitted  him  exactly,  for  he  was  ready  at 
all  times  to  "  go  into  "  ever>-  new  thing  heard  of  or  that  hap- 
pened to  come  his  way.  First  in  starting  off  to  any  new 
diggings  that  were  heard  of,  and  first  to  return  with  a  big 
disgust ;  first  to  get  into  a  row,  and  first  to  beat  a  disgrace- 
fiil  retreat  So  to-night  he  was,  as  ever,  ready  to  take  part 
in  the  discussion  ;  and,  in  fact,  he  took  a  most  lively  interest 
in  it,  for  he  had  cast  more  than  a  friendly  eye  on  the  "little 
'un"  as  she  alighted  from  the  stage,  and,  true  to  his  fickle 
nature,  he  was  immediately  a  captive  to  her  charms  ;  for  in-  ] 
deed  she  was  very  pretty,  as  in  fact  was  the  larger  one.  The 
cause  of  his  remark  in  reference  to  this  latter  was  that  made 
by  Jim  Marshall.  Bill  had  a  wholesome  dread  of  James  ; 
and  well  he  might,  for  their  natures  were  as  unlike  as  the 
stately  pine  and  the  scrubby  chaparral,  which  difference  had 
often  been  proved  to  Bill's  shame  ;  so  when  he  heard  Jim 
Marshall  express  such  a  decided  preference  for  the  smaller 
of  the  two  ladies,  he,  true  to  his  name  and  nature,  imme- 
diately transferred  his  affections  to  the  larger  one  ;  still  he 
felt  a  little  nettled,  and  ventured  a  depreciatory  remark  : 

"  But,  boys,  you  know  she  looks  a  little — well —  "  catching 
the  eye  of  Jim. 

"  Well,  now,  how  does  she  look .'    Out  with  it,"  said  Jim. 

"  That's  what  I  was  agoin'  to  say — she's  a  mighty  fine 
lookin'  gal,"  added  Bill.  | 

But  Jim  knew  that  that  was  not  what  he  had  intended  to  | 
say  ;  still  he  remained  silent,  and  as  the  night  Vas  pretty  far  | 
spent  and  adjournment  in  order,  the  convention  disbanded,    i 

There  was  a  little  scene  that  night,  however,  not  witnessed  ' 
by  many  of  the  miners,  which  took  place  outside  of  the 
Nugget.     The  actors  were  two,  namely  :  Jim  Marshall  and 
Bill  Turner. 

"  Now,  Bill,  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what  you  was  goin'  to 
say  about  that  little  'un,"  said  Jim. 

"  I  wasn't  goin'  to  say  anything,  I  swear  I  wasn't,"  gasped 
Bill,  for  by  the  fierce  visage  of  the  man  before  him  he  knew 
that  he  was  wholly  in  earnest. 

"  Now,  see  here.  Bill,  if  ever  you  say  a  word  agin  them 
unpertected  gals — " 

Bill  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  rest,  but  "  You  can  jest  chaw 
me  up,  if  I  do,"  he  put  in. 

With  an  approving  nod,  Jim  walked  away  toward  his 
cabin,  and  Bill  toward  his. 

Away  down  among  the  chaparral  there  glimmered  a  faint 
light  that  sent  its  timid  rays  out  through  the  little  window, 
which  were  soon  lost  in  the  surrounding  darkness  of  the 
wooded  mountains.  If  we  take  a  look  into  the  cabin 
through  the  window,  what  do  we  see  .-  Two  ladies,  evidently 
sisters,  but  not  the  least  alike  in  appearance.  One  tall  and 
stately,  rather  dark,  with  long  dark  hair;  that  hangs  care- 
lessly down  her  back  as  she  sits  gazing  affectionately  at  the- 
sweet  face  before  her — that  of  the  one  who  had  been  chris- 
tened by  the  miners  the  "  little  'un."  She,  the  smaller  one, 
is  fair,  sweet-faced  and  child-like  ;  her  face  as  smooth  and 
soft  as  the  velvet)*  wing  of  a  butterfly  ;  and  now,  over  the 
sweet,  deep  blue  eyes  the  lids  unconsciously  fall,  and  her 
nodding  head  slowly  drops  and  is  caught  by  the  hand  of  her 
sister,  who  lays  it  gently  on  her  breast  ;  and  there,  like  an 
innocent  babe,  she  lies  sleeping,  with  the  arms  of  her  sister 
encircling  her,  while  two  dark  eyes  look  down  with  a  love 
aldn  to  pity  upon  the  face  of  the  unconscious  girl.  But  why 
did  they  come  here  ?  The  question  might  well  puzzle  the 
brain  of  the  most  thoughtful  miner.  Here,  in  this  isolated 
cabin,  far  up  in  the  Sierras,  miles  away  from  any  of  their 
kind — why  did  they  come  here,  and  what  do  they  intend  to 
do  ?  These  questions  were  again  passed  upon  the  next  night 
at  the  Nugget,  with  the  same  result  as  the  night  before,  al- 
though Bill  Turner  had  called' at  the  cabin  that  day,  "Jest 
to  see  if  they  wanted  an\thing,  bein'  strangers."  His  accla- 
mations were  loud  in  praise  of  the  new-comers,  but  his  curi- 
osity was  as  great  as  before,  his  call  not  having  elicited  any- 
thing whatever  that  would  give  a  clue  to  their  mysterious 
presence  in  this  rough  mining  camp. 

The  next  evening  Jim  Marshall  had  disappeared  from  the 
Nugget,  and  reappeared  to  but  ver)-  few,  in  his  best  clothes, 
scaling  the  rocks  around  the  edge  of  the  camp,  tr)ing  to 
avoid  the  gaze  of  his  companions  ;  for  well  he  knew  that  if 
he  was  seen  making  his  way  toward  the  little  cabin  down  in 
the  chaparral  his  peace  of  mind  would  suffer  utter  ruin.  So, 
unobserved  as  he  thought,  he  reached  the  door  of  the  cabin, 
and,  in  answer  to  his  knock,  the  door  was  opened  by  the 


"little  'un,"  who  invited  him  in  and  spoke  in  the  kindest  and, 
as  he  thought,  sweetest  manner  he  had  ever  heard  ;  and  she 
offered  her  sister's  excuses  for  not  being  present,  she  plead- 
ing illness.  During  the  conversation  which  followed  he  plied 
questions  (being  originally  a  Yankee,  of  course  he  couldn't 
help  it),  but  in  no  way  did  he  make  himself  offensive  ;  but, 
adroit  as  were  his  questions,  he  elicited  little  more  informa- 
tion th.in  Bill  Turner  had.  He  was  ashamed  to  let  the  fair 
creature  before  him  know  that  he  had  not  yet  learned  her 
name — the  fact  being  that  no  one  in  camp  liad — so  he  cau- 
tiously ventured  ; 

"'Hem,  mum,  how  do  you  spell  your  name?" 

.•V  slight  twinkle  was  visible  around  her  eyes  as  she  slowly 
spelled  "S-m-i-t-h." 

"  Thankee,  mum,  thankee,"  he  said,  verj'  much  confused  ; 
"rather — a — peculiar — name  ;'  and  his  tanned  face  grew  al- 
most blue  with  «hat  would  have  been  a  blush  had  it  been  of 
a  fairer  hue.  Jim  was  sorry  he  had  put  that  question,  for, as 
he  expressed  it  several  weeks  after  in  the  .Nugget,  he  "had 
held  his  own  "  till  then.  What  .idded  more  to  his  confusion 
was  just  the  slightest  ripple  of  laughter  from  the  adjoining 
room  where  the  ill  lady  was.  He  soon,  however,  pleaded  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  and,  after  a  kind  invitation  to  "  call 
again,"  departed  toward  his  own  cabin,  where  he  divested 
himself  of  his  present  clothes  and  put  on  more  comfortable 
ones,  appearing  in  his  accustomed  place  in  the  Nugget,  look- 
ing as  innocent  as  a  lamb,  only  an  hour  late.  That  night 
every  miner  in  town  knew  what  the  name  of  the  two  young 
ladies  was,  which  information  Jim  Marshall  had  the  honor 
and  indiscretion  to  impart." 

"  But  how  did  you  find  it  out  ? "  asked  one. 

"  Oh,  1  got  it  from  the  stage  driver  this  evening,''  he  re- 
plied, and  resumed  his  pipe. 

"  Why,  1  asked  him  last  evening,  and  he  said  he  didn't 
know  nothin'  about  'em,"  was  the  bombshell  that  Bill  Turner 
dropped  on  Jim  Marshall's  head. 

There  was  a  short  silence  ;  then  Jim  added,  slowly  : 

"  Well,  mebby  he  forgot."  But  it  would  not  do.  There 
were  a  few  winks  passed  around,  and  then  Sam  Noyes  put 
in,  significantly  : 

"Say,  Jim,  where  was  you  goin'  to-night  with  your  store 
clothes  on  when  1  see  you  crossin'  the  little  caiion  ? " 

Jim  arose  and  made  quick  lime  for  the  door,  to  escape  the 
roar  which  he  knew  was  approaching,  but  which  caught  him 
before  he  reached  the  door  ;  but,  through  his  closed  teeth,  as 
he  shook  his  fist  at  poor  Bill,  he  was  heard  to  hoarsely  whis- 
per, "  Damn  you  1 "' 

For  a  week  after  this  disastrous  night  Jim  Marshall  was 
not  seen  at  the  Nugget,  and  did  not  care  to  talk  with  any  one 
whom  he  met ;  but  one  thing  was  noticed,  that  he  no  longer 
made  his  visits  to  the  cabin  down  in  the  chaparral  a  secret ; 
and  those  visits  grew  more  frequent,  as  did  also  those  of  Bill 
Turner.  Jim  soon  returned  to  the  Nugget,  and,  after  suffer- 
ing a  little  for  the  sport  of  "the  boys,"  settled  back  into  his 
original  condition  of  comfort. 

So  the  weeks  passed  on  into  months  ;  still  the  same  im- 
penetrable mystery  hung  around  the  occupants  of  the  iso- 
lated little  cabin.  At  the  end  of  three  months  it  was  pretty 
well  settled  that  Jim  Marshall  and  the  "little  'un  "  were  en- 
gaged, and  Bill  Turner  frankly  admitted  that  he  and  the 
larger  one  were. 

One  evening  Jim  called  at  the  cabin,  and,  as  it  was  no  un- 
usual occurrence,  found  that  Bill  Turner  had  preceded  him  ; 
and,  as  was  always  the  case  whenever  Jim  called,  the  adored 
of  W'illiam  pleaded  illness,  excused  herself,  and  disappeared. 
This  seemed  singular  to  Jim  as  well  as  to  Bill,  but  still  it  was 
never  spofien  of ;  and  on  such  occasions  the  latter  would  don 
his  hat  and  also  disappear  ;  but  this  evening  he  saw  fit  to  re- 
main, and,  as  his  chief  topics  of  conversation  were  narra- 
tions of  wild  and  romantic  adventures,  he  started  in  with 
some  of  the  most  startling  and  blood-curdling,  of  which  he 
generally  was  the  hero.  Jim  took  no  interest  in  these  recitals 
of  imaginan-  adventures,  and  only  wished  he  could  have  ad- 
ministered his  boot  to  this  loquacious  gentleman  and  retained 
the  good  graces  of  the  fair  one  before  him.  So  he  smoth- 
ered his  wrath,  and  forced  himself  to  listen  to  Bill's  stories 
until  he  heard  him  mention  the  name  of  a  person  who  had 
been  suspected  of  the  murder  of  the  sheriff  in  the  adjoining 
county;  this  man's  name  was  Jack  Redman,  but  better  known 
as  "  Handsome  Jack."  Bill  said  he  knew  that  Jack  was 
was  guilty  because  he  saw  the  murder.  Both  of  the  men 
were  a  little  confused  when  they  looked  at  the  girl  in  front  of 
them.     Her  face  was  deathly  pale. 

"Did  you  say  you  saw  him  kill  the  sheriff?"  said  Miss 
Smith,  timidly. 

"  Yes,  'um  ;  saw  him  shoot  him,"  replied  Bill. 

"  Say,  Bill,"  put  in  Jim,  "  what  kind  of  a  lookin'  man  was 
Handsome  Jack  ?" 

"  Well,"  he  answered,  "  he  was  about  six  feet,  had  a  heavy 
beard,  and  was  a  pretty  fine  lookin'  feller." 

"  Did  he  have  his  thumb  and  forefinger  on  his  left  hand 
cut  off.'"''  asked  Jim. 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  come  to  think  of  it,  he  did,"  he  replied. 

Jim  thirsted  for  blood  ;  so,  seeing  his  chance,  he  bore 
down  upon  his  enemy. 

"  Beggin'  your  pardon,  mum,"  said  he,  "  this  feller  has 
been  lyin'  all  this  evening.  Now,  you  see,  I  know  Hand- 
some Jack — " 

"  Do  you  ?"  broke  in  Miss  Smith,  quickly. 

"  Yes,  'um — do  you  ?" 

"  O,  no,  no,"-she  replied,  "but — I've  heard  of  him." 

"Yes,  'um,  I  know  him,"  he  went  on,  "and  he  was  one  of 
the  best  lookin'  fellers  I  ever  see." 

"  Yes,"  said  she. 

"  Yes,  'um  ;  he's  about  five  foot  six."  Then  turning  to 
Bill.    '"And  he  ain't  got  his  thumb  and  forefinger  cut  off." 

Alter  a  pause,  he  continued  : 

"Yes,  um,  and  Ml  jest  tell  you  all  about  it.  He  was 
'spectedof  killin'  the  sheriff;  they  caught  him,  and  he  had 
his  trial ;  everything  looked  purty  blue  for  him  ;  the  jury 
went  out,  and  when  they  came  back  the  next  morning — they 
was  kept  locked  up  all  night — they  brought  a  verdict  of '  Not 
guilty.' " 

The  fair  lace  before  the  speaker  grew  stili  whiter  as  he 
I  spoke  those  words  which  have  made  so  many  hearts  leap  for 
'joy,  and  then  she  arose  and  looked  him  in  the  face,  and  with 
trembling  lips  she  asked  ; 
"  .■\nd  he  was  saved  ?'' 

"  That's  morn  I  can  tell,"  said  he  ;  "  'cause  when  we  was 
let  out  in  the  morning  the  bird  had  flew." 


"When  who  were  let  out  ?'  she  said,  quickly. 

"  Why,  the  jur\'.  I  was  foreman  of  the  jury  that  acquitted 
him,"  he  replied. 

"  Thank  God,"  she  said  ;  and  the  fair  head  fell  back,  and 
she  would  have  fallen  had  not  the  strong  arms  of  Jim  Mar- 
shall caught  her. 

.•\t  the  same  time  there  was  a  sound  from  the  adjoining 
room,  like  a  sigh  of  relief;  then  the  inanimate  form  which 
Jim  held  in  his  arms  began  to  revive;  and  soon  the  lids  rose 
from  the  blue  eyes,  a  smile  flitted  across  the  sweet  face,  and 
Jim,  much  agitated,  and  forgetting  the  presence  of  any  one 
else,  kissed  the  white  brow  of  the  lovely  girl.  She  soon  re- 
vived sufficiently  to  sit,  and  Jim,  after  putting  some  water  to 
her  lips,  excused  himself,  and,  followed  by  Bill  at  a  distance, 
moved  away  from  the  cabin.  Strange  were  the  thoughts 
that  passed  through  the  minds  of  the  two  men  that  night 
and  the  next  day.  They  felt  that  the  mystery  of  these  two 
persons  was  daily  increasing,  growing  deeper  and  more  in- 
soluble. How  do  they  live?  Why  do  they  live  here? 
Where  did  they  come  from  ?  .\nd  many  other  questions, 
equally  mystifying,  arrayed  themselves  defiantly  before  their 
minds. 

The  next  evening,  at  the  Nugget,  the  incidents  of  the  pre- 
vious evening  were  fully  detailed,  for,  sure  enough.  Bill  "Tur- 
ner had  told  the  whole  thing,  including  the  kiss,  and  it  was 
with  much  trepidation  and  misgiving  that  Jim  .Marshall  ven- 
tured to  face  the  frcc|ucnteis  of  this  rendezvous  ;  but  when 
he  entered,  the  excitement  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Bill 
Turner  was  so  great  that  he  slipped  into  his  place  almost  un- 
noticed. 

In  a  few  moments,  Sam  Noyes  came  running  out  of  the 
back  room,  into  which  he  had  just  stepped,  .ind  cried  : 

"  Where's  Jim  Marshall.'" 

Seeing  him  at  the  same  instant,  he  beckoned  hir^  into  the 
room  wliich  he  had  just  left,  and  the  men  waited  breathless- 
ly for  his  return  ;  and,  in  fact,  some  of  the  more  curious  fol- 
lowed liim,  and  then  they  saw  a  sight  that  made  the  blood 
of  at  least  one  of  their  number  boil. 

But  what  was  it  ?  Through  the  window  of  the  cabin 
down  in  the  chaparral  they  saw  the  sweet  little  Miss  Smith, 
with  her  head  lying  affectionately  upon  the  breast  of  a  man, 
his  arms  encircling  her  waist,  while  he  imprinted  kisses  upon 
her  upturned  lips.  It  was  too  much  for  Jim  ;  he  rushed  out 
through  the  saloon,  and  down  toward  the  cabin,  with  pistol 
in  hand. 

"  Foller  him,  boys,  foller  him,"  cried  Sam  Noyes,  fearful 
lest  the  infuriated  man  should  commit  a  rash  deed. 

The  saloon  poured  forth  its  occupants,  Bill  Turner  head- 
ing the  crowd,  and  who  reached  the  cabin  at  almost  the 
I  same  instant  that  Jim  did,  and  in  a  moment  the  cabin  was 
[  full  of  breathless,  panting  men.  Standing  at  one  end  was  a 
j  fine-looking  young  man,  supporting  the  trembling  form  of 
I  the  frightened  girl.  In  his  hand  he  held  a  pistol,  ready  to 
'  shoot  the  first  man  who  made  a  mo\-e.  No  one  seemed  to 
I  know  the  stranger.  His  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jim  Marshall, 
who  in  return  glared  at  the  intruder  like  a  panther,  and  was 
.  the  first  to  speak. 

"  Handsome  Jack  !"  said  he. 

"Jim  Marshall  I"  was  the  reply. 

"Who  is  she.'"  gasped  Jim,  pointing. 

"  My  wife  I"  came  in  a  firm,  manly  voice. 

The  next  morning  there  were  two  deserted  claims  over  in 
the  caiion  ;  the  cabins  that  the  day  previous  had  covered 
the  heads  of  Jim  Marshall  and  Bill  Turner  were  now  un- 
tenanted, and  at  night,  when  Sam  Noyes  looked  out  of  his 
back-window  toward  the  little  cabin  down  in  the  chaparral, 
all  was  darkness.  L.  H.  CUMMINS. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Le  style  des  \Tais  amants  est  limpide.  C'est  une  eau  pure 
qui  laisse  voir  le  fond  du  cocur  entre  deux  rives  omtfes  des 
riens  de  la  vie,  ^mailli^es  de  ces  fieurs  de  I'ame  ndes  chaque 
jour  et  dont  le  charme  est  enivrant,  mais  pour  deux  etres 
seulement.  Aussi,  des  qu'une  lettre  d'amour  peut  faire 
plaisir  a  un  tiers  qui  la  lit,  est-elle  k  coup  sur  sortie  de  la 
tcte  et  non  du  cceur. — Bahac. 

Tons  nos  gouts  sont  des  reminiscences. — Lamat  line. 

L'homme  doit  se  mettre  au-dessus  des  prejug(5s,  et  la 
femme  s'y  soumettre. — Mme.  Necker. 

L'oubli  est  la  fleur  qui  croit  le  mieux  sur  les  tombeaux. — 
G.  Sajtd. 

La  vie  ne  semble  souvent  qu'un  long  naufrage  dont  les 
debris  sont  I'amiti^,  la  gloire  et  I'amour.  Les  rives  du  temps 
qui  s'est  ecouM  pendant  que  nous  avons  vecu  en  sont  cou- 
vertes. — Mine,  de  Stael. 

Dans  la  jeunesse,  nous  vivons  pour  aimer  ;  dans  un  age 
plus  avanc^,  nous  aimons  pour  vivre. — Saint-Ei'rcmont. 

De  toutes  les  mines  du  monde,  la  mine  de  l'homme  est 
assurdment  la  plus  triste  a  contempler. — Tli.  Can  tier. 

'En  amour,  les  vieux  fous  sont  plus  fous  que  les  jeunes. — 
La  Kotitefoucauld. 

M.  de  Richelieu  envoyant  une  invitation  a  souper  ^  Mme. 
de  la  Popeliniere,  Voltaire,  qui  etait  present  y  ajouta  ce 
I  quatrain  : 

j  Un  dindon  lout  a  Tail,  un  seigneur  lout  i  I'ambre,  ■ 

I  A  souper  vous  sont  destines  ;  . 

On  doit  quand  Ric'nelieu  parail  dans  une  chambre 
Bien  defendrc  son  cceur  et  bien  boucher  son  nez. 

Les  femmes  aiment  la  Ximinxi.  Quand  on  les  i^tonne  on 
les  interesse,  et  quand  on  les  int^esse  on  est  bien  pr^s  de 
leur  plaire. — Ch.  Xodier. 

Tous  les  hommes  sont  fous,  il  faut  pour  n'cn  point  voir 
S'enfermer  dans  sa  chambre  et  briser  son  miroir. 

— Martjuiz  de  Sade. 

La  coquetterie  est  le  premier  pas  de  la  galanterie. 

L'hj-pocrisie  est  une  trahison  permanente. 

La  calomnie  est  un  assassinat  moral. 

II  n'y  a  rien  de  moins  innocent  que  les  jeux  innocents. 

La  vie  est  une  fleur,  I'amour  en  est  le  miel. — V.  Hugo. 

Le  sage  ne  se  repent  pas,  il  se  corrige.  Le  people  ne  se 
corrige  pas,  il  se  repent.  Les  femmes  se  jettent  dans  la  pen- 
itence sans  se  corriger,  et  meme  sans  se  repentir.  *La  pen- 
itence est  le  dernier  plaisir  des  femmes. — Lemontey. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


LOVE  AND  LOVING, 


With  Testimony  of  the  Poets  Thereon. 


"  Somebody's  couning  somebody 
Somewhere  or  other  to-night ; 
Somebody's  whispering  to  somebody, 
Somebody's  listening  to  somebody. 
Under  the  clear  moonlight." 

Ah,  yes  !  Somebody's  courting  somebody  —  somebody, 
alwavs  the  same  indefinite  somebody — and,  as  well  might  be  | 
said,  everybody.  Even'body  loves  somebody,  and  a  good  I 
many  somebodies  pretend  to  love  everybody — though  they  | 
don't.  Queer  thing  is  love,  as  we  can  all  attest.  Adam  ' 
knew,  Eve  knew,  and  so  have  known  their  sons,  and  daugli-  j 
ters  after  them.  Man  may  master  everything  but  his  own  | 
passion.  With  it  he  was  endowed  by  nature;  until  nature 
deprives  him  of  it  he  remains  its  slave.  Prudes  may  draw 
in  the  corners  of  their  mouths,  may  prate  of  virtue  in  love, 
or  denounce  its  absence;  but  look  well  to  them,  fathom  their 
motives,  and  you  will  find  that  either  nature  has  slighted 
them,  or  their  love  has  been  allowed  to  die  within  them.  A 
clear  case  of  '^  sour  grapes  ''  can  be  proven  against  them. 
Despite  their  pratings,  nature  will  govern;  love,  coming 
whence  and  whyfor  no  one  knowing,  will  still  sway  the 
world,  and  defy  comprehension.  Nothing  more  than  its 
duties  and  minor  emotions  can  be  experienced  (not  solved) 
by  man.     Shakspeare  found  that  to  love 

"  — is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  tears, 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  service ; 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy  ; 

All  made  of  passion,  and  all  made  of  wishes  ; 

All  adoration,  duty,  and  obsen'ance  ; 

All  humbleness,  all  patience  and  impatience  ; 

All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obedience." 

Thus,  to  love  in  accordance  with  an  ethical  \it\v,  one 
must  be  an  epitome  of  heavenly  virtues,  a  condition  that, 
lamentable  though  it  may  seem,  as  yet  ver)'  few  may  boast  of 
Nor  is  it  at  all  likely  that  any  very  strenuous  efforts  will  be 
made  to  acquire  it.  One  writer  says  that  "  love  gives  wits  to 
the  fool  and  manners  to  the  clown,"  but  an  intelligent  ob- 
server would  opine  that  love  makes  fools  and  clowns  of  the 
wise  and  mannerly.  Colton's  definition  is  the  most  pertinent. 
He  says  it  is  an  alliance  of  friendship  and  lust  "  If  the  for- 
mer predominate,  it  is  a  passion  exalted  and  refined" — and 
he  might  have  added,  but  it  doesn't  predominate.  Dr>'den 
believes  in  loving.     He  says: 

"  Ah,  how  sweet  it  is  to  love  ! 
Ah,  how  gay  is  young  desire  ! 
And  what  pleasing  pains  we  prove 

When  we  first  approach  love's  fire ! 
Pains  of  love  are  sweeter  far 
Than  all  other  pleasures  are.' 

Spenser,  too,  admitted  the  all-absorbing  pleasures  of  love. 
Life  to  him  was  nothing  if  bereft  of  love. 

"Ah!  shouldst  thou  live  but  once  kjve's  sweets  to  prove, 
Thou  wilt  not  love  to  live  unless  thou  live  to  love.'' 

All  writers  concur  in  that  youthful  ardor  is  conducive  of 
the  most  possionate  love,  and  concede  that  it  is  the  shortest 
lived.  The  old  song  "  Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long,"  first 
published  in  1569,  commences: 

"Love  me  little,  love  me  long  I 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song  ; 
Love  that  is  too  hot  and  strong 
Bumeth  soon  to  waste. 

Still  I  would  not  have  thee  cold — 
Nor  too  backward  nor  too  bold  ; 
Love  that  lasteth  till  'tis  old 
Fadeth  not  in  haste.'' 

Sir  Philip  Sidney,  who  charmed  alike  the  maids  and  ma- 
trons of  bis  native  land  by  his  clever  verses  and  his  mag- 
netic love-making,  who  inspired  them  with  love  more  by  ap- 
parently mesmeric  contact  than  by  passionately  professed 
vows,  believed  in  "  The  Silence  of  Love  :" 

"  Dumb  swans,  not  chattering  pies,  do  lovers  pro\'e  ; 
They  love  indeed  who  quake  to  say  their  love," 

In  Sidney's  days,  and  especially  to  a  man  possessing  his  ac- 
credited attractions,  this  may  have  proven  the  most  success- 
ful way  of  making  and  proving  love;  in  this  age  of  spoiled 
tastes  and  unmistakable  "  gush,"  however,  it  would  prove  an 
unpopular  innovation.  To  bean  acknowledged  successful 
lover  nowadays  necessitates  the  possession,  in  addition  to 
wealth  and  good  looks,  of  an  ability  to  flatter  and  gush,  and  a 
cast-iron  conscience  (with  which,  fortunately,  we  are  all  en- 
dowed) that  such  ability  may  be  used  unreservedly.  Occa- 
sionally genuine  "love  matches  ""  may  be  formed,  and  the 
sentiments  of  either  party  may  find  expression  in  the  words 
of  Hartley  Coleridge: 

■'  She  is  not  fair  to  outward  view, 

As  many  maidens  be ; 
Her  loveliness  I  never  knew 

Until  she  smiled  on  me  ; 
O  then.  I  saw  her  eye  was  bright — 

A  well  of  love,  a  spring  of  light.  " 

Moore  leaves  one  bit  of  consolation  for  those  who,  in  the 
first  pangs  of  spasmodic  love,  are  so  fond  to  imagine  it  ever- 
lasting. He  pitied  them,  perhaps,  as  they  afterward  pity 
themselves,  and  says  that  it  at  least  was  sincerely  intended  : 

"Love  hath  echoes  truer  far 

And  far  more  s\veet. 
Than  e'er  beneath  the  moonlight's  star. 
Of  horn,  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar 

The  songs  repeat. 
'Tis  when  the  sigh — in  youth  sincere 

And  only  then — 
The  sigh  that's  breathed  for  one  to  hear. 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  dear. 

Breathed  back  again.'' 

This  is  probably  the  line  alluded  to  by  the  cynical  para- 
graphist,  who  said  :  "  Love  is  like  the  measles — we  can  have 
it  bad  only  once."  The  same  unsympathetic  person  ac- 
knowledged that  love  has  its  sweets,  and  straightway  spoiled 
his  confession  by  saying  :  "  Falling  in  love  is  like  falling  in 
molasses  —  very  sweet,  but  verj'  dauby."  These  things, 
however,  do  not  prove  more  than  momentarily  discouraging, 
as  was  evidenced  by  the  rash  promise  of  a  sanguine  and 
somewhat  sanguinary  youth,  who,  for  love,  said  : 

"I'll  grasp  the  loud  thunder. 
With  lightning  I'll  play, 
The  earth  rend  asunder, 
And^kick  it_away. 


"The  rainbow  I'll  straddle, 
And  ride  to  the  moon ; 
In  the  ocean  I'll  paddle 
In  the  bowl  of  a  spoon. 

"Tlie  rain  shall  fall  upward. 
The  smoke  tumble  down — 
rU  dye  the  grass  purple. 
And  paint  the  sky  brown." 

Queerly  enough,  this  modem  would-be  wonder-worker  with- 
held his  name.  Where  is  he?  Almost  anything  would  seem 
capable  of  being  done  ''for  love's  sweet  sake."  The  mythi- 
cal stor)'  of  "Pygmalion  and  the  Statue"  evinces  a  belief  in 
such  accomplishments,  at  least.  PygmaHon  was  a  sculptor 
of  Cyprus.  He  chiseled  the  image  of  a  woman  so  fair  and 
beautiful  that  he  fell  in  love  with  it  as  if  it  had  been  a  living 
creature.  So  violent  became  his  passion  for  it  that  he 
prayed  to  Venus  that  it  should  be  endowed  with  life  and  i 
love.  Venus  heeded  his  prayer,  transformed  the  model  into  1 
a  beautiful  woman,  and  Pygmalion  wedded  her  :  I 

"She  reached  her  hand  to  him,  and  with  kind  eyes  j 

Gazed  into  his.  but  he  the  fingers  caught. 
And  diew  her  to  him,  and  'midst  ecstasies 

Passing  all  words,  yea,  well  nigh  passing  thought, 
Felt  that  sweet  breath  that  he  so  long  had  sought ; 
Felt  the  warm  life  within  her  hea^nng  breast, 
.As  in  his  arms  his  living  love  he  pressed." 

Coventry'  Patmore,  who  penned  so  many  bright  stanzas  of 
love  and  loving,  whose  verses  betray  the  recollections  of  one 
deep  in  experience  (else  how  account  for  his  accuracy  in 
them  ?),  writes  thus  : 

"  I  grew  assured  before  I  asked 

That  she'd  be  mine  without  re5er\-e. 
And  in  her  unclaimed  graces  basked 

At  leisure,  till  the  time  should  serve. 
Twice  rose,  twice  died,  my  trembling  word. 
Her  dress  that  touched  me  where  I  stood. 

The  warmth  of  her  confided  arm, 
Her  bosom's  gentle  neighborhood, 

Her  pleasure  in  her  po\\er  to  charm  ; 
Her  look,  her  love,  her  form  her  touch  ! 

The  least  seemed  most  by  blissful  turn — 
Blissful  but  that  it  pleased  too  much. 

And  taught  the  wayward  soul  to  yearn. 
It  was  as  if  a  harp  with  wires 

Was  traversed  by  the  breath  I  drew  ; 
And,  O  sweet  meeting  of  desires ! 

She.  answering,  owned  that  she  loved  too." 

All  of  us,  did  we  have  the  power  of  expression,  could  truth- 
fully write  in  the  same  strain.  Life  and  love,  and  oft-re- 
pealed "sweet  meetings  of  desires,''  would  seem  almost  the 
chief  end  of  man.  He  at  least  devotes  a  liberal  part  of  the 
former  to  the  qualification  of  the  latter  two  principles.  Of 
course,  there  is  a  bitter  cynic  who  would  decr>'  love  and  all 
its  devotees.     He  sings  in  his  cracked  voice  : 

"Love  is  the  gold  who  outward  hew  doth  pass. 

Whose  first  beginnings  goodly  promises  doth  make 
Of  pleasures  fair,  and  fresh  as  summer's  grass. 

Which  neither  sun,  nor  parch,  nor  wind  can  shake; 
But  when  the  mould  should  in  the  fire  be  tried. 
The  gold  is  gone,  the  dross  doth  still  abide." 

Rosalind  found  the  wanton  Love  a  bitter  sweet ;  yet  while 
she  would  chide  she  would  conciliate  him.  She  was  little 
different  from  present-day  Rosalinds,  or  other  womanly 
treasures.     She  muses  : 

"Love,  in  my  bosom  like  a  bee. 
Doth  suck  his  sweet ; 
Now  with  his  wings  he  plays  with  me, 

No.v  with  his  feet. 
Within  mine  eyes  he  makes  his  nest. 
His  bed  amidst  my  tender  breast, 
My  kisses  are  his  daily  feast. 
..^d  yet  he  robs  me  of  my  rest. 
Ah  !  wanton  !  wanton  !  " 

Rosalind  was  desen-ing  of  some  punishment,  if  not  for  her- 
self, for  her  fickle  sex.  Even  as  far  back  as  the  time  of 
Meleager,  the  Greek  poet,  cause  was  abundant  to  thus  speak 
of  women  ;  and  of  one  in  particular  he  wrote  : 

"In  holy  niglit  we  made  the  vow; 

And  the  same  lamp  which  long  before 
Had  seen  oiir  earthly  passion  grow. 

Was  witness  to  the  faith  we  swore. 
Did  I  not  swear  to  love  her  ever? 

And  have  I  ever  dared  to  rove? 
Did  she  not  o\m  a  rival  never 

Should  shake  her  faith,  or  steal  her  love? 
Yet  now  she  says  these  words  were  air ; 

These  vows  were  written  all  in  water; 
And  by  the  lamp  that  saw  her  swear. 

Has  yiel<li;d  to  the  first  who  sought  her." 

— Merivale's   Translation. 

Sir  Robert  Ayton,  too,  came  in  for  his  share  of  experience 
regarding  woman's  inconstancy.  But  his  ideas  were  more 
practical  than  his  Grecian  predecessor ;  and,  instead  of  put- 
ting himself  into  a  fever  about  it,  or  seeking  solace  in  self 
destruction  according  to  the  enlightened  ideas  of  modern 
minds,  he  viewed  it  rather  philosophically  : 

"I  loved  th'je  once,  I'll  love  no  more; 

Thine  be  the  grief  as  is  the  blame ; 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  wast  before. 

What  reason  I  should  be  the  same? 
He  that  can  love  unloved  again. 
Hath  better  store  of  love  than  brain  ; 
God  send  me  love  my  debts  to  pay. 
While  unlhrifts  fast  their  love  away." 

This  unpleasant  sort  of  treatment  usually  comes  from  wo- 
men who  pass  the  early  parts  of  their  lives  in  "society." 
They  acquire  by  contact  the  same  i^/rtj-c' manners  of  their  in 
itiated  companions — the  same  follies,  vanity,  and  desire  of 
I  conquest  ;  and,  when  they  ripen  into  lovely  womanhood — the 
time  when  true  love  and  lovers  should  most  strongly  appeal 
to  their  sympathies — they  find  their  inborn  sympathies  sti- 
1  fled.     There  are  some  women  so  cold  and  passionless  it 
would  seem  as  if  they  had  been  sent  into  this  world  "  custom 
made  ;"    so  devoid  of  sense  or  sentiment  that  to  call  them 
women  is  like  pei-petrating  a  huge  joke  upon  an  unsuspect- 
ing community.     We  all  admire  "rose-buds"  of  women — 
I  those  just  merging  into  the  fullness  of  life,  passing  from 
maidenhood  to  womanhood.     How  much  we  find  in  them, 
how  sincerely  we  can  love  them,  when  they  are  like — 
"The  morning  pearls 
Dropi  in  the  hiy's  spotless  bosom, 
(  Less  chastely  cold 

Ere  the  meridian  sun 

Hath  kissed  them  into  heat." 


how  much  of  our  love  we  manage  to  waste  upon  them,  when 
they  pass  that  stage  of  chastity,  grow  old  with  the  wnHd,  and 
no  longer  reap  their  beauties  from  nature  but  from  art.  We 
may  say  of  them,  then,  as  was  once  said  of  Madame  de  Se- 
vigne,  and  yet  with  no  intent  to  slight : 

"Yon  charm  when  you  talk,  walk,  or  move. 
Still  more  on  this  day  than  another. 
When  blinded — you're  taken  for  Love; 

When  the  bandage  is  off — for  his  mother." 

As  a  fitting  termination  for  an  article  of  love,  Byron's  de- 
finitions of  the  characteristics  of  man's  and  woman's  love, 
taken  from  "  Don  Juan,"  is  adjudged  worthy  of  quotation  : 
"  Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart ; 

'Tis  woman's  whole  existence.     Man  may  range 
The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  or  the  mart.  ^ 

Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory;    offer  in  exchange 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart. 

And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange  : 
Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  one  — 
To  lovp  again,  and  be  again  undone." 

So  far  have  been  presented  the  varied  observations  of  the 
most  prominent  commentators  on  love  and  lovers.  So  far 
have  been  followed  love's  chief  features,  its  foibles,  its  pleas- 
ures, its  sorrows.  In  the  stor>'  that  can  here  be  traced  can 
be  found  a  history  of  love  from  the  time  its  emotions  first 
showed  themselves  by  Divine  intention,  preconceived  idea, 
ultimate  force  into  the  nature,  the  heart,  and  breast  of  man 
and  woman  ;  into  their  ever>'  thought  and  action  ;  handed 
by  them  to  their  successors  in  the  land  of  life  and  love,  and 
followed  by  them  in  the  same  path  of  action,  with  all  the 
same  charactertistics,  with  diligence,  even  to  the  present  day. 
Love  and  passion  will  be  for  always — so  long,  at  least,  as 
there  be  man  and  woman.  And  when  they  cease  to  be,  it 
will  be  a  certain  evidence  that  this  world  will  have  seen  its 
best  days — entirely  "played  out."  Whistlecraft. 


And  how  different  they  are,  how  great  a  contrast  they  form. 


Beauty  Adorned. 


Lingerie  is  being  trimmed  with  colored  embroideries. 

The  imported  bonnets  and  wraps  are  ornamented  beauti- 
fully with  garnet  beads. 

A  heavy  cord  of  satin  is  now  used  to  finish  the  edge  of 
dresses  with  flowing  trains. 

Among  novelties  for  trimmings  are  plaid  foulards.  Plaids 
will  be  worn  early  this  winter. 

One  of  the  new  dress  materials  shown  is  called  Palmyra 
broch(5,  with  small  flowers  in  brocade. 

The  velvet  pockets  mounted  in  silver,  which  are  so  fash- 
ionable for  ladies'  wear,  cost  as  high  as  $125. 

New  buckles  for  belts  are  silver,  engraved  in  quaint  de- 
signs. Others  are  of  pearl,  and  very  handsome  ones  are  of 
jet. 

The  inevitable  boutonniere  is  no  longer  worn  at  the  belt 
or  throat  by  Paris  ladies,  but  just  below  the  shoulder  on  the 
sleeve. 

Ladies  now  embroider  their  wide  silk  belts  in  the  brightest 
colors.  These  belts  are  an  ornament  to  black  and  dark  silk 
dresses. 

New  frills  on  the  dresses  are  pinked  on  both  eHges.  This 
is  a  pretty  fashion  that  economical  ladies  will  be  glad  to 
use  again. 

An  odd-looking  necklace,  worn  by  a  St  Louis  lady  at  a 
watering-place,  is  composed  of  silver  quarter-dollars,  washed 
with  gold,  with  raised  monograms  riveted  in. 

The  ladies  of  Vienna  dress  ver>'  richly,  wearing  soft  silks 
and  exquisite  laces  at  dinner  parties.  Jewels,  too,  are  never 
lacking,  and  are  always  worn  with  good  taste.  The  young 
ladies  from  fifteen  to  twenty  hsve  the  most  perfect  forms 
imaginable.  The  waists  are  round  and  slender,  the  shoul- 
ders slope  with  Venus-like  accuracy,  but  the  bust  is  the 
crowning  beauty.  It  is  the  form  and  development  of  a 
woman  with  the  face  of  a  young  girl.  Usually  they  wear 
white  and  fleecy  folds  of  soft  tulle  adorning  every  corsage. 
The  arms  are  always  bare  from  the  elbow,  and  sometimes 
entirely  so  from  the  shoulders.  At  present  all  the  ladies 
wear  black  shoes,  like  those  known  by  the  name  of  Oxford 
ties. 


It  is  the  custom  among  the  Greeks  to  deck  out  their  dead, 
especially  young  married  women  and  girls,  in  the  gala  attire 
of  festive  occasions.  The  Stefanos,  or  crown,  in  shape  re- 
sembling more  a  bishop's  mitre  than  a  bridal  wreath,  and 
made  up  of  the  brightest  flowers  of  the  parterres,  intermin- 
gled with  gold  thread,  is  carefully  put  away  after  the  wedding 
ceremony,  only  once  to  be  worn  again,  at  the  lying  in  state 
of  its  owner,  and  at  her  funeral.  As  the  lid  of  the  coffin  is 
carried  in  the  procession,  and  only  nailed  down  when  the 
coffin  is  about  to  be  lowered  into  the  grave,  nothing  is  lost  of 
the  elaborate  get-up  of  the  funeral  toilet ;  and  if  the  departed 
spirit  could  see  and  still  feel  the  weaknesses  of  the  flesh,  its 
vanity  would  be  not  a  little  gratified  at  the  excitement  caused 
by  its  funeral  procession,  as  evinced  by  the  curious,  eager 
faces  thrust  out  of  windows  and  doors  as  it  wends  its  way 
slowly  along  the  streets.  Young  ladies  go  to  their  graves  in 
ball-room  costume,  kid  gloves,  and  white  satin  shoes  com- 
plete :  so  important  are  these  details  of  the  toilets  consid- 
ered, that  cases  ha%e  been  known  where  the  gloves  and  shoes 
were  bought  before  the  sick  persons  had  breathed  their  last 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  September  8,  1878. 


Caulillovver  Soup. 
Cantnkup. 
Boiled  Turbot,  .Sauce  Pouletlc. 
Beef'^teak  Saute,  with  Mushroonu. 
Broiled  Tomatoes.  Lima  Beans. 

Roast  Lamb,  with  Currant  Jelly.      Sweet  Potatoes. 
Okra  Salad. 
Strawberries  and  Cream.     Lady  Cake. 
Fruit-bowl  of  .•\pplcs.  Apricots,  Pears,  Peaches,  Plums,  Grapes,  Figs,  and  Gages, 
To  Make  CAtUFLOWER  Sotr. — Cut  in  small  pieces  two  smail  siiod  cauli- 
flowt:rs.     Put  iti  a  stewpan  two  ounces  of  butter,  and  set  it  on  a  moderate  fire. 
When  hot  put  the  cauliflower  in,  stir  until  <^uilc  brown,  then  add  a   sprig  of 
thyme  and  of  parsley,  a  bay-leaf,  one  onion  wiih  a  clove  stuck   in  it,  sail,  white 
pepper,  and  three  pints  of  soup  stock.     Simmer  until   the  whole  is  well  cooked. 
Throw  away  the  onion,  clove,  thyme,  and  bay-leaf,  and  mash  well   the   cauli- 
flower, strain,  put  on  the  fire  with  the  broth.     Give  one  boil,  pour  on  cti  itons, 
and  serve. 

To  Make  Savce  Polxette. — Set  a  <;mall  saucepan  on  the  fire  with  n  piece 
of  butter  the  size  of  an  egg  in  it.     When  melted,  spruikle  in  it  a  t.-ib'-'-t'^.i-n-I  f.f 
flour,  stirring  the  while;  pour  gently  in  it  a  glass  of  warm  water  :  ;^ 
glass  of  white  wine  ;  salt,  pepper,  a  sprig  of  parley,  one  of  tbyrnc,  . 
chopped  sliallot,  a  little  nutmeg,  four  small  wnitc  onions,  and  twn  ,. : 
rooms  (the  latter  cut  fine  and  fried  in  butter  before  using.'      Sinii 
until  well  cooked,  add  the  )-olk  of  one  or  two  eggs,  and  the   iui. 
strain  and  use. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 
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Senator  Sharon,  il  is  saiU,  lias  concluded  to  j;o  to  W'ash- 
ington  and  take  an  active  part  in  cnginecrinj,'  the  ship  of 
state.  Il  is  further  intimated  that  he  will  live  in  a  style  be- 
fitting his  wealth  and  social  and  political  position.  His 
daughter  Flora,  who  is  developing  into  a  bright,  witty,  and 
altogether  charming  and  graceful  lady,  is  engaged  in  select- 
ing a  wardrobe  that  will  help  her  to  shine  in  Washington 
circles.  

I  was  ihc  other  day  with  honest  Will  Funnell.  the  Wcst-Saxon,  who 
was  reckoning  up  how  much  liquor  hnd  passixl  through  him  in  the  last 
twenty  years  of  his  life  ;  which.. iccording  lohiscompuiaiion,  amounted 
to  iweniy-thrw  hogsheads  of  October,  four  tun  of  port,  half  a  kilderkin 
of  small  txxT,  nineteen  barrels  of  cider,  and  three  glasses  of  champagne ; 
besides  which  he  had  assisted  at  four  hundred  bowls  of  punch,  not  to 
mention  sips,  drams,  and  weis  without  number.  I  question  not  but 
e%-cr>'  reader's  memory  will  suggest  to  him  several  ambitious  young  men 
who  are  as  v.un  in  this  parlicukw  as  Will  Funnell,  and  can  boast  of  as 
glorious  exploits. 

Thus  an  unknown  but  not  unwise  writer  in  the  Spectator: 
It  is  not  my  intention  to  write  a  lecture  on  temperance; 
that  can  safely  be  left  to  such  eloquent  moralists  as  John  B. 
Gough  and  Augustus  Cvsar  Williams.  Wine-drinking  is  a 
part  of  the  etiquette  of  dinner-giving  and  average  social 
gatherings.  If  we  discontinued  the  use  of  ever>-thing  liable 
to  abuse,  gastronomy,  and  other  social  pleasures,  and  per- 
haps all  eating  and  drinking,  would  soon  be  numbered 
among  the  lost  arts,  and  our  entertainments  would  be  lenten 
indeed.  True  temperance  possibly  lies  somewhere  between 
Will  Funnell  lor  Squire  Chevj-,  let  us  sayi  and  Father 
Mathew.  The  pendulum  of  sympathy  oscillates  between 
the  host,  when  giving  a  party,  who  keeps  one  eye  on  the 
wine-cellar,  and  the  free-and-easy  young  gentleman  who  is 
endeavoring  to  bribe  the  butler  to  give  him  an  extra  bottle 
of  champagne.  All  this  indirectly  relates  to  the  matter  in 
hand.  At  a  recent  fashionable  ball  and  party  singular  things 
passed  under  the  eye  of  this  nom  dc  plume.  Punches  of  all 
kinds  had  been  concocted  by  the  order  of  generous  hospital- 
ity— of  brandy,  of  whisky,  and  of  champagne— ready  for  the 
arrival  of  guests.  These  were  liberally  patronized  from  the 
first,  and  a  few  disciples  of  Bacchus,  from  a  fanciful  bibulous 
preference,  lingered  about  the  receptacles  until  dawn  silvered 
the  east,  as  time  had  already  silvered  their  whiskers.  Later, 
wine  was  freely  served.  Rumor  tixed  the  quantity  furnished 
during  the  evening  at  a  sliding  estimate  between  2,500  and 
3,000  bottles.  The  indulgence  was  coordinate  with  the 
supply.  Young  men  came  again  and  again,  perhaps  in  some 
manner  as  Rogers  says  they  went  to  see  Genevra's  picture, 
that  they  might  throw  it  up  when  far  away.  An  army 
officer,  it  is  said,  concealed  four  or  five  effervescing  bottles 
under  his  ample  waistcoat.  The  secreting  instinct  developed 
itself  in  young  men.  Furtive  whisky  and  surreptitious 
champagne,  asked  by  juvenile  aristocrats  of  willing  lackeys, 
and  drunk  in  corners  by  masculine  trios  and  quartets,  were 
the  rule  of  the  festive  hour.  Wending  their  way  homeward 
the  forms  of  some  of  them  looked  unsymmetrical,  padded 
with  fragrant  cigars  and  awkwardly  fitting  packages  of 
cigarettes.  ■  The  significance  of  all  this  can,  of  course,  lie 
nowhere  else  but  "in  the  application  on't."  Says  the  author 
already  quoted  :  "The  person  you  converse  with  after  the 
third  bottle  is  not  the  same  man  who  at  first  sat  down  with 
you,"  Therefore,  "he  who  jests  upon  a  man  that  is  drunk 
injures  the  absent"' 

The  method  of  responding  to  invitations  seems  not  to  be 
perfectly  understood  in  San  Francisco  society.  At  a  large 
party»  given  so  long  ago  that  it  lingers  a  mere  speck  on  the 
horizon  of  memory,  there  was  a  long  list  of  invitations,  three- 
fourths  of  which  ver\'  properly  brought  acceptances  or  re- 
grets. Many  of  them  were  couched  in.  curious  form,  and 
many  more  were  curiously  irregular  in  orthography.  A  gen- 
tleman and  wife  bluntly  replied  to  those  who  had  done  them 
the  honor  of  soliciting  their  company  :  "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  B.  do 
not  find  it  tonvenient  to  accept  the  invitation  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
C.  for  Monday  evening."  How  absurdly  discourteous  to  use 
here  the  word  "  convenient."  One  response  bore  in  staring 
letters  the  imprint  of  the  Timbuctoo  Gold  and  Silver  Mining 
Company,  and  under  it  the  following  epistle  ; 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goldquartz.  of  the  Timbuctoo  Gold  and  Silver  Mining 
Company,  present  their  compliments,  and  would  be  gLid  to  accept  your 
kind  invitation  for  Monday  evening,  but  we  wilt  bi  out  of  town. 
Very  respectfully,  your  obedient  ser\-anl. 

Jons  GOI.DQI'ARTZ, 

Superinlendeoi  of  the  Timbuctoo  Gold  and  Silver  NTining  Co. 

Among  the  responses  was  one,  not  inelegant  in  form,  from 
a  young  army  officer  regarded  by  mammas  as  an  eligible 
part)',  who  "  excepts  with  pleasure,"  etc.  Another  from  a  lady 
well  known  in  San  Francisco  society  read  :  "  Mrs.  X.  excepts 
with  pleasure  your  kind  invcrtasion,^  etc.  Of  course  the 
young  officer  was  posted  in  the  weightier  matters  of  the  law. 
He  kjiew  more  of  triangles,  lines  of  circumvallation,  and  the 
technical  deploying  of  a  skirmish  line  than  of  the  elements 
of  his  native  tongue.  As  for  the  lady,  she  doubtless  thought, 
like  the  highbred  dames  of  England  a  centurj-  ago,  that  cor- 
rect spelling  was  quite  beneath  a  woman  of  fashion.  These 
are  specimens — genuine  specimens,  let  me  say — of  the  ac- 
ceptances and  regrets  alluded  to.  Some  had  grosser  sole- 
cisms of  language  and  more  extravagant  errors  of  form. 
Some  were  written  on  half  sheets  of  paper,  some  upon  letter- 
heads, some  one  or  two  on  bill-heads,  and  in  chirography  as 
^-aried  and  chaotic  as  the  individualit}'  of  this  coast.     Now, 


nothing  could  be  easier  than  the  writing  of  a  reply  to  an  in- 
vitation to  a  party.  Use  plain,  elegant  paper,  and  let  the 
form  be  simple  and  straightforward.  Let  your  yea  be  yea, 
and  your  nay,  nay.  For  instance,  either  of  the  following 
forms  will  do  : 

Miss  G.  accepts  with  pleasure  Miss  M.'s  polite  invitation  for  Monday 
c^'cning. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  S.  regret  that  a  prior  engagement  (or  illness,  etc.)  will 
prevent  their  accepting  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Omega's  kind  invitation  for  Thurs- 
day evening. 

Senator  John  P.  Jones  and  his  accomplished  lady  have 
been  freely  and  generously  entertained  since  their  arrival  in 
San  Francisco.  Invitations  have  literally  poured  in  upon 
them.  They  have  been  entertained  at  dinner  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Head,  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Fry,  and  at  lunch  by  Mrs. 
Samuel  Wilson.  Mrs.  Jones  has  been  spending  the  week  at 
Napa,  but  returned  yesterday,  having  been  invited  to  pass 
Sunday  at  Mr.  Castle's  residence  at  Menlo  Park.  Next  S;it- 
urday  they  will  visit  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Flood  at  their  country 
house  at  Fairvicw.  .Senator  Jones  and  his  wife  were  guests 
of  Senator  Sharon,  at  Belmont,  from  Saturday  until  Monday 
last.  The  entertainment  was  with  the  usual  lavish  hospi- 
tality of  the  wealthy  host.  Among  those  present  were  Mr. 
Barron  of  Mexico,  Mr.  Bell,  Mr.  .\eely  Thompson  and 
daughter  of  New  York,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Bucknall,  -Mr.  Briltan, 
Mr.  AUlen,and  a  few  others,  principally  the  magnates  of  the 
neighborhood. 

Milton  S.  Latham  leaves  for  F.uropp  in  a  few  days,  to  re- 
join his  wife,  who  is  at  present  in  Paris.  ■  It  is  understood 
that  he  will  remain  some  lime  abroad.  He  regards  himself 
as  almost  entirely  recovered. 

Mrs.  Charles  Crocker,  her  two  sons,  and  her  daughter  arc 
at  present  sojourning  in  Paris. 

Mrs.  John  Skae,  the  new  (lueen  of  the  Bonanza,  is  in  Paris 
having  a  costly  wardrobe  prepared  for  her  coming  coronation. 

Mrs.  General  McDowell  had  a  "  kettledrum"  on  Saturday, 
August  31st,  to  which  the  invitations  were  general.  She  has 
also  recently  given  a  lunch  to  Mrs.  General  Kantz. 

There  has  been  a  general  desire  expressed  for  the  revival 
of  the  hops  which  were  such  a  pleasant  feature  of  social  life 
at  the  hotel  winter  before  last.  It  is  possible  that  the  effort 
at  resuscitation  may  fail  for  want  of  matronly  superintend- 
ence. 

Mr.  Charles  Crocker  gave  a  dinner  to  Judge  Black  week 
before  last,  at  which  only  gentlemen  were  present.  Among 
the  guests  were  Leiand  Stanford,  General  Colton,  Mr.  Hunt- 
ington, and  other  gentlemen  of  distinction. 

An  amateur  entertainment  will  shortly  be  given  for  the 
benefit  of  the  yellow  fever  sufferers  under  the  tasteful  super- 
vision of  Mrs.  Gwin.  Among  those  who  will  take  part  will 
be  Miss  Carrie  Gwin,  Miss  Maynard,and  Miss  Heth.  There 
will  be  an  amateur  concert  for  the  same  good  cause.  Among 
the  vocalists  will  be  Mrs.  Low,  Miss  Carrie  Colton,  Miss 
Bessie  Simpson  and  i\lrs.  J.  W.  Brown. 

Mrs.  Butterworth  and  her  two  daughters,  Mrs.  Pringle  and 
Mrs.  Louis  Haggin,have  gone  to  Carlsbad  on  account  of  the 
illness  of  Mrs.  Haggin. 

Mrs.  Jessie  Moore  and  her  daughter,  Miss  Newlands,  are 
for  the  present  at  Belmont. 

It  is  expected  that  Mrs.  Mark  Hopkins  will  return  from 
New  York  the  first  of  November,  by  which  time  her  new- 
residence  on  Nob  Hill  will  be  ready  for  occupancy. 

Mr.  Huntington,  his  wife  and  daughter,  and  a  handsome 
widow,  Mrs.  Worsham,  who  is  their  guest,  are  residing  at 
the  Palace  Hotel. 

Mr.  James  White,  of  England,  and  wife  and  daughter, 
have  just  returned  from  China,  and  are  at  the  Palace  Hotel. 
Mr.  White  will  investigate  the  stock  market,  look  after  his 
bonanza  securities,  slightly  fallen  from  grace  during  his  Ori- 
ental wanderings,  and  then  return  to  England  to  pick  up  the 
dropped  thread  of  his  social  intercourse. 

There  is  scarcely  a  ripple  on  the  surface  of  Oakland  soci- 
ety. In  the  absence  of  elderly  dinner-giving  and  formal  re- 
ceiving the  young  ladies  of  our  "sister  city''  have  instituted 
a  series  of  informal  receptions.  The  most  recent  was  that 
given  last  week  by  Miss  Hattie  Green.  The  next  will  be 
given  by  the  daughter  of  General  Houghton  at  his  new  res- 
idence at  the  corner  of  Thirteenth  and  Jackson  Streets,  on 
Tuesday  evening,  September  17th.  Miss  Bella  Roe  went 
East  last  Thursday,  with  the  intention  of  not  returning  for 
the  present.  Miss  Hussey  left  yesterday  by  overland  route 
for  a  visit  to  friends  in  Cleveland.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  B. 
Harmon  also  left  for  the  East  yesterday,  Mr.  Harmon  to  at- 
tend the  Odd  Fellows'  convention  at  Baltimore. 

Miss  Minnie  Watson,  a  young  lady  well  known  in  Oak- 
land social  circles,  was  married  last  Monday  to  Alonzo  M. 
Grim,  of  San  Francisco.  The  ceremony  was  performed  in 
Stockton  while  the  bride  was  visiting  at  the  residence  of  her 
uncle.  Dr.  Shurtleff,  Superintendent  of  the  Insane  Asylum, 
and  was,  if  rumor  be  right,  a  surprise  to  the  bride's  parents. 
Mr.  Grim  was  formerly  a  member  of  the  class  of  79  in  the 
University  of  California. 


Flibbertig:ibbet  ings. 


Editors  Argonaut; — You  ask,  what's  on  the  tapis.' 
.Any  weddings,  any  parties,  or  any  anything?  Yes,  mes- 
sieurs, there  are  quite  a  number  of  marriages  to  take  place 
soon,  and  that's  something  new  to  be  sure  ;  so,  clothed 
in  our  purple  and  fine  linen,  we  will  hire  a  cab  with  a  horse 
that  has  many  fine  points  about  him,  and  go  around  on 
Nob  Hill,  Harrison  street,  and  South  Park  calling,  and 
cull  the  news  from  our  dear  five  hundred  friends,  I  under- 
stand (softly  let  me  whisper  it;  that  the  "black"  captain  of 
\^^  Frying  Dutchman — I  mean  the  Vsaduic — is  coming  back 
to  the  City  by  the  Sea  to  claim  the  hand  of  a  tawny-haired 
and  blue-eyed  blonde  in  marriage.  Her  jolly  fat  father 
swears  by  all  that 's  good  and  lovely  1  that  is,  by  his  daughter, 
of  coursei,  that  the  porcupine-haired  Russian  shall  not  have 
his  comely  daughter.  We  will  see  whether  the  American 
sire  is  out-generaled  by  the  fierce  little  captain.  Everj-body 
knows  that  the  brunette  sisters  were  married  last  week — 
quietly,  elegantly  and  sensibly.  They  both  looked  hand- 
somer than  ever  before  in  their  lives.  White  satin  is  becom- 
ing to  brunettes  ;  remember  that,  girls.  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Lons- 
berry  will  go  East  to  spend  their  honeymoon.  The  other 
bride  and  groom  will  remain  at  home.  They  suit  each  other 
to  a  T.  She  is  a  rich  brunette,  of  the  Andalusian  type, 
while  he  is  as  blonde  as  Prince  Paul.     He,  being  a  lawyer, 


I 


will  make  a  fee  ;  she,  being  a  woman,  will — make  a  fuss. 
The  next  marriage  on  the  programme  will  be  another  double 
wedding — the  two  little  sisters  of  South  Park,  who  laugh  so 
joyously,  and  entertain  so  many  fine-looking  foreigners.  The 
youngest  one,  they  say,  will  espouse  "Bill" — Bill  of  the 
fierce  mous'ache  and  languishing  eyes.  According  to  the 
rumor  of  the  day.  Monsieur  William  has  made  some  ducats 
in  stocks,  and  can  better  afford  to  get  married  than  he  could 
some  months  ago.  We  wish  him  joy  of  his  "cole "little 
wife.  Every  one  knows  who  Miss  J.  C.  is  going  to  marry,  as 
the  engagement  has  been  talked  of  in  society  for  the  last  six 
months.  Who  says  that  the  handsome  Doctor  Key-knee 
is  going  to  be  led  into  the  matrimonial  halter  ?  Madame 
Rumor.  But,  then,  Madame  Rumor  is  like  a  worn  out  old 
story,  not  re-lie-able.  I,  for  one,  do  not  believe  the  report, 
and  will  not  until  I  know  that  the  gordian  knot  is  tied.  His 
inamorata  is  handsome,  with  her  dusky  eyes  and  blue-veined 
complexion,  but  she  is  too  much  of  a  "brune"  to  suit  him. 
Two  dark  people  never  agree,  they  both  want  the  supremacy. 
He  is  making  a  sad  mistake,  and  this  is  the  only  way  that  I 
dare  tell  him  of  it.  He  ought  to  marry  a  blonde.  The  mod- 
ern Don  Juan,  J.  C.  A.,  will  also  again  enter  the  matrimonial 
bnndage  this  week.  The  bride  is  a  charming  young  lady 
well-known  in  society.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  there  will  not 
be  a  mirror  in  close  proximity  to  the  "  handsome  Spaniard," 
while  the  ceremony  is  being  performed,  else  his  gaze  might 
wander  from  his  bride  and  the  priest.  Perhaps  he  will  see 
himself  reflected  in  her  eyes.  Alameda  is  still  the  fashion- 
able resort  of  those  who  would  "  wash  and  be  clean."  Last 
Saturday  a  goodly  number  of  the  frisky  Friscans  were  over 
there  frolicking  in  the  waves.  There  were  at  least  five  hun- 
dred bathing  at  once.  No  ?  I  tell  you  it  is  true,  and  figures 
won't  lie — except  the  figure  of  a  woman.  Mr.  C.  F.  Stcte- 
fcldt,  the  inventor  and  eminent  mining  engineer,  will  leave  in 
a  few  days  for  Utah.  He  is  in  a  stale  of  menial  depression 
at  the  thought  of  leaving  his  petite  wife.  The  Kentucky 
"  Aristocracy  "  are  still  at  the  Coffee  House.  They  are  mar- 
shaling their  forces  for  a  winter  campaign  in  Washington. 
They  will  leave  for  the  East  in  a  few  weeks,  Mrs.  Gwin 
gives  private  theatricals  at  her  residence.  It  will  not  be  as 
exclusive,  as  purely  blue-blooded,  as  absolutely  ivvwtw/c' /« 
crcme,  as  though  there  had  been  no  money  in  it.  I  wish 
there  were  "  millions  in  it."  Millions  of  money,  and  that 
they  would  buy  a  cold,  frost-laden,  chilling  storm — a  frozen 
blast  from  the  icy,  gracious  North — to  sweep  down  and  de- 
stroy the  fever  that  is  now  desolating  our  unhappy  South- 
land. I  feel  how  trifling,  how  almost  wicked  it  is  to  write  of 
love  and  weddings,  society  and  gossip,  plays  and  pleasures, 
with  this  yellow  fever  fiend  gathering  with  his  guant,  skele- 
ton hand  the  loved  ones  of  our  Southern  homes.  Mrs. 
George  Hearst  and  son  have  gone  to  Europe.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
W.  S.  Keyes  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Oullon  have  just  re- 
turned home.  The  Hon.  John  F.  Swift  and  wife  are  now 
in  the  Switzer  Alps  enjoying  a  milk-and-water  cure,  long 
walks,  and  a  cheese  diet.  Mrs.  Charles  Crocker  and  Miss 
Crocker  are  at  Baden-Baden.  No  gambling  there  now; 
this  fashionable  vice  is  concentrated  at  Monaco,  the  oldest 
dynasty  and  the  smallest  principality  in  Europe.  The 
bonanza's  richest  prince,  J.  W,  Mackay,  having  enjoyed  his 
summer  abroad,  shortly  returns  to  San  Francisco,  leaving 
Mrs.  Mackay  with  the  Roseners  at  Trouville,  a  fashionable 
watering  place  in  France.  Mrs.  Mackay  will  spend  the  win- 
ter in  Paris  at  her  hotel,  Rue  Tilsit,  fronting  the  Arc  du 
Triomphe.  Two  new  palaces  are  to  be  erected  on  Nob 
Hill.  Messrs.  Flood  and  Fair  are  to  crown  the  summit  of 
this  aristocratic  place  with  residences  that  shall  excel  in 
architectural  elegance  even  the  residences  that  now  cluster 
upon  this  nobbiest  of  earth's  small  warts.  We  commend  to 
Mr.  Mackay  the  ambitious  endeavor  to  outvie  these  palaces 
with  some  splendid  dream  of  architectural  effort  that  shall 
dwarf  all  the  other  and  lesser  mansions;  and  then  we  shall 
hope  that  Wm,  M.  Lent  and  Johnny  Skae  shall  make  Stan- 
ford, Hopkins,  Colton,  Haggin,  Crocker,  Graves,  Flood, 
Fair,  and  Mackay  all  feel  how  poor,  and  mean,  and  unpre- 
tentious are  their  feeble  efforts  at  palace-building.  Thus 
was  Venice  built  till  clusters  of  palaces  were  reflected  in  the 
blue  waters  of  the  Adriatic.  Flibbertigibbet. 


A  most  fearful  epidemic  is  desolating  our  southern  cities. 
The  condition  is  most  apalling.  The  yellow  fiend  has  turned 
the  beautiful  city  of  Memphis  into  a  charnal  house,  and  all 
over  the  Southland  death  is  reaping  a  dreadful  harvest. 
Noble  men  and  brave,  generous.  Christian  women  are  act- 
ing as  volunteer  soldiers,  offering  their  lives  in  the  heroic 
effort  to  fight  this  most  frightful  enemy.  Poverty,  disease, 
death  are  abroad  in  our  native  land.  Men,  women,  and 
children  are  dying  by  the  hundreds.  Benevolent  institutions 
everywhere  are  straining  themselves,  and  putting  for:h  their 
best  efforts  to  aid  our  southern  people.  In  the  city  of 
San  Francisco  Mrs.  J.  K.  McLean,  Mrs.  A.  L.  Stone,  Mrs.  E. 
P.  Baker,  Mrs.  W.  E.  Ijams,  Mrs.  S.  E.  Henshaw,  Mrs.  W. 
C  Pond,  Mrs.  S.  B.  Blakeslee,  Mrs,  K.  M.  Fox,  Mrs,  T.  K. 
Noble,  Mrs,  R,  S.  Smith  and  Mrs.  R.  E,  Cole,  as  officers  of 
the  Women's  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  of  the  Congrega- 
tional Churches  of  California,  report  they  have  sent  $1,130 
to  Western  Turkey,  $700  to  Western  Mexico,  $630  to  Japan, 
and  voted  $5,000  to  build  a  schoolhouse  for  Miss  Rappelze, 
at  Broosa,  near  Constantinople. 


Congressman  Frye  tried  in  a  recent  speech  to  express  in 
words  the  length,  breadth,  and  depth  of  the  greenback  de- 
lusion. He  said  :  "  You  go  over  to  Augusta,  Maine,  and 
pick  out  the  craziest  man  in  that  insane  asylum,  and  you 
take  that  crazy  man  and  wait  for'the  darkest  night  that  ever 
was,  and  you  put  that  man  in  the  worst  sleep  that  ever 
could  be,  and  you  get  an  angel  to  bring  him  the  wildest 
dream  that  ever  came  to  the  craziest  man  in  the  most  trou- 
bled sleep  on  the  darkest  night  of  this  earth,  and  it  would  not 
begin  to  compare  with  this  insane  delusion."  This  is  the  most 
lucid  and  reasonable  argument  in  answer  to  the  demand  for 
national  currency  that  we  have  as  yet  heard  from  any  of  the 
paid  advocates  of  the  national  banks. 


The  demand  for  copies  of  the  Aroonaut  containing  the 
letters  of  Kwang  Chang  Ling  has  been  so  great  that  we  have 
been  unable  to  supply  it.  .We  have  therefore  determined  to 
issue  them  in  pamphlet  form,  and  they  will  be  on  sale  at 
our  business  office  early. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


"YELLOW  COVERS,' 


A  Sermonette  by  a  Laywoman, 


Milton  wrote:  "He  who  is  born  to  promote  the  public 
good  should  read  the  law  of  God  above  his  years  and  make 
it  his  whole  delight."  This  was  no  doubt  the  poet's  lofty 
view  of  the  minister,  the  legislator,  and  the  writer.  The  mis- 
sion of  the  unacknowledged  legislators  of  the  world  should 
be  kept  holy.  With  solemn  steps  and  slow,  they  should 
walk  abroad  and  be  the  pure  exemplars  of  their  doctrine. 
The  crozier,  the  wand  of  office,  and  the  pen  should  rest  in 
unsullied  hands.  It  is  of  the  first  importance  to.  the  moral 
dignity  and  the  physical  well-being  of  a  State,  that  every 
man  that  bears  a  crozier  or  wields  a  pen  should  labor  to 
ripen  his  judgment  and  keep  his  conscience  sweet  and  ten- 
der. Since  Milton  wrote  pens  have  fallen  into  many  hands 
that  were  unworthy  to  hold  them.  Gifted  men  have  basely 
misused  their  genius.  A  price  has  been  paid  to  the  poet  for 
his  lute;  the  orator  has  been  in  the  open  market  place;  the 
priest  has  stained  his  cloth.  Still  these  unworthy  servants 
have  been  few  compared  with  the  noble  army  of  righteous 
thinkers  and  brave  actors  on  the  state  scene,  who  have  sped 
the  world  along  "the  ringing  grooves  of  change."  The 
hired  scribe  who  wrought  any  pattern  has  well  nigh  disap- 
peared with  the  Vicar  of  Bray.  The  shameless  songster 
and  the  nefarious  author  of  indecent  fiction  no  longer  hold 
place  in  the  body  social.  They  are  hidden  away  in  foul  cor- 
ners; they  speed  their  work  in  the  shade,  for  society  will 
none  of  them.  But  this  is  not  enough:  it  is  a  scandal  and 
disgrace  that  they  are  in  our  midst,  albeit  they  are  treated 
as  social  lepers.  Of  late,  these  writers  of  scandalous  fiction 
have,  there  is  too  much  cause  to  fear,  been  on  the  increase, 
since  their  corrupting  wave  has  found  its  way  into  open  places, 
and  their  "  yellow  covers  "  are  unhesitatingly  laid  on  the 
counters  of  book-vendors,  who  consider  themselves  reputable 
traders.  These  books  may  be  seen  also  in  the  hands  of 
people  who  are  slaves  to  public  opinion ;  they  are  advertised 
and  are  to  be  had  at  railway  stations,  uniform  with  the  cheap 
editions  of  Dickens,  Thackeray,  Disraeli,  BuUver,  and  other 
standard  authors  of  repute.  A  taste  for  them  is  growing ; 
they  are  teaching  the  young  idea.  It  is  the  thing  to  have 
read  them,  and  the  popularity  of  these  "yellow  covers  "  has 
moreover  brought  a  certain  amount  of  unscrupulous  talent  to 
bear  upon  their  production,  so  that,  escaping  from  the 
filthy  coarseness  of  the  purlieus  of  New  York,  they  reach 
hands  that  would  shrink  from  anything  externally  more  con- 
tagious. Many  of  these  books  published  abroad  are  to  be 
seen  in  the  windows  of  most  prominent  stationers  in  our 
large  cities,  and  people  have  no  idea  that  they  are  either  bet- 
ter or  worse  than  the  novels,  which,  having  attained  a  cer- 
tain favor,  are  reprinted  in  a  cheap  form.  They  are  not 
without  a  degree  of  cleverness,  not  to  be  called  indecent, 
but  simply  infamous,  all  having  the  same  object  and  the 
same  aim,  which  is  to  give  pictures  of  the  life  and  manners 
of  persons  of  whom  one  would  wish  the  rising  generation, 
at  all  events,  should  be  ignorant.  Void  of  genuine  wit,  but 
abounding  with  conversational  banter — not  quite  repartee — 
which  is  the  settled  speech  (in  light  Hterature)  of  intelligent 
people  who  belong  to  good  society,  the  humor  which  gen- 
erally redeems  the  class  of  wTitings  of  which  we  speak  gives 
to  them  an  insidious  palliation,  vitiating  to  all  taste.  Espe- 
cially to  be  condemned  are  female  authors  who  class  them- 
selves with  those  who  take  a  fierce  delight  in  writing  fiavor- 
ous  stories,  aping  masculine  vulgarity,  and  giving  immoral 
tone  to  their  ugly  creations.  In  women  it  becomes  nauseous 
indecency,  and  they  do  not  represent  the  manners  and  habits 
of  any  class  of  men  known  to  the  world.  Passing  in  an  at- 
mosphere reeking  with  the  worst  forms  of  corruption,  we 
can  not  imagine  persons  of  refinement  reading  such  books 
with  pleasure,  any  more  than  taking  delight  in  seeing  and 
making  part  of  them.  Yet  these  "  yellow  covers  "  are  pop- 
ular !  There  are  people  who  relish  reading  of  sins  which 
they  have  yet  a  little  too  much  conscience  to  commit,  and 
tolerate  daring  language  from  an  author,,  because  it  is  con- 
trary to  all  instincts  of  right  that  woman  should  be  familiar 
with  those  particular  forms  of  impropriety.  In  looking  over 
many  of  the  French  novels  of  the  modern  school,  from  the 
Dame  aux  Camellias  to  M.  About's  study  of  all  that  is  rotten 
in  the  society  of  his  country  in  the  person  of  "  Madelon,"  it 
is  difficult  to  write  of  these  works  with  patience  ;  they  are 
brimmed  with  poison — presenting  to  the  rising  generation  a 
gallery  of  portraits,  not  of  famous  men  and  women  who  have 
done  noble  works  in  their  day,  but  of  the  dregs  of  society, 
the  heroes  of  vice  and  crime,  here  painted  and  flaunting  in  a 
brougham,  and  there  sweeping  (to  quote  B^ranger)  the  stairs 
as  concierge  of  the  house  in  which  the  sometime  Mabille 
Queen  once  occupied  the  gilded  entresol.  These  are  the  fa- 
miliar presences  of  the  young  generation  of  all  countries. 
They  are  in  the  couturi^re's  garret,  and  in  the  boudoir  of  the 
countess  on  the  first  floor  ;  they  are  subjects  of  conversation 
in  every  grade  of  society,  and  we  see  the  woful  result  that 
already  stands  clear  in  the  near  distance.  If  the  strong  feel 
degraded  by  a  cursory  perusal  of  these  works,  what  must  be 
the  condition  of  those  to  whpm  they  are  daily  mental  food  ? 
Should  books  like  these  be  permitted  to  enter  the  houses  of 
the  virtuous  and  respectable,  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  matrons 
or  maidens  ?  We  are  warned  that  the  "  yellow  covers  "  al- 
ready appear  in  places  deemed  respectable  ;  we  see  that  they 
are  crowding  from  the  press — a  conclusive  proof  that  they 
find  a  ready  sale.  How  then  is  this  stream  of  pollution  to 
be  stemmed? — these  books,  not  within  the  meaning  of  any 
statute — infamous,  subtle,  with  their  deadly  poison  in  them. 
Representative  men  are  apathetic,  the  press  remains  passive, 
heads  of  families  continue  indifferent  while  every  opportunity 
requisite  for  their  suppression  is  afforded  by  legislation,  de- 
nouncement, and  prohibition.  MRS.  C.  Stetefeldt. 


"  Olla  Podrida  "  got  things  very  much  mixed  last  week  by 
using  the  firm  name  of  a  leading  house  of  Pine  Street 
brokers,  "  Eppstein  &  Co.,"  for  the  bankrupt  concern  of 
Einstein  &  Co.,"  boot  and  shoe  manufacturers.  It  was  a 
lapsus  peiincE^  which  sent  a  great  many  people  to  the  Pine 
Street  firm,  anxious  to  inquire  if  their  stocks  and  accounts 
were  safe  ;  but  the  substantial  character  of  the  house  of 
Eppstein  &  Co.  made  our  blunder  a  harmless  one. 


FROM  MY  SKY-PARLOR, 


Something  Very  Like  a  Wail. 


Better  to  go  to  bed  supperless  than  to  rise  in  debt. 


I  am  the  sole  inhabitant  of  a  sky-parlor  at  No.  138  Grub 
Street.  Our  street  is  as  near  Nob  Hill  as  it  can  squeeze. 
We  are  quite  aristocratic  on  Grub  Street,  and  if  there  are 
any  impecunious  writers  living  in  our  street  we  have  no  ac- 
quaintance with  them.  Any  "gent,"  as  Thackeray  would 
call  him,  passing  through  our  street  at  about  eight  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  would  be  "blessed"  by  the  sound  of  so  many 
nice  pianos,  and  the  pure  uncultivated  soprano  voices  of  our 
young  ladies.  I  often  wonder  how  it  is,  as  I  sit  in  my  sky- 
parlor,  with  so  much  music  all  around  me,  above  me,  be- 
neath me,  and  each  side  of  me  (Ariel  could  not  furnish  it  in 
so  many  places  at  once) — across  the  way  at  Nos.  137  and 
139,  and  on  both  sides,  at  Nos.  136  and  140,  and  in  our 
drawing-room  at  138 — I  say  I  wonder  that  it  does  not  give 
me  inspiration.  Why,  with  such  influences,  can't  I  write  a 
poem — 

"through  which  my  passion  runs 
Like  honeysuckle  through  a  bridge  of  June?'' 

From  No.  137  float  the  sweet  notes  of  "  Baby  Mine  ;"  from 
No.  139  is  borne  on  the  evening  air,  "Hear  me.  Norma;" 
No.  136  is  patriotic,  and  gives  me,  "  Marching  through  Geor- 
gia." There  is  a  young  gent,  an  officer  of  the  Invisible 
Greens,  visits  there.  From  No.  140,  the  "Anvil  Chorus," 
with  goblet  accompaniment,  by  another  young  gent  who  has 
a  high  position  in  the  hosiery  department  in  one  of  our 
"  palatial "  dry  goods  stores  on  Kearny  Street.  And  yet  I 
can  not  write  as  one  inspired,  even  with  all  these  surround- 
ings. I  open  my  window  and  "  look  out  on  the  night."  Per- 
haps gazing  at  the  beautiful  stars  will,  to  use  a  trite  e.xpres- 
sion,  "fetch  me."  But,  no  ;  I  have  tried  that  for  three  nights 
in  vain.  The  envious  smoke  of  factories  and  the  fogs  hide 
the  poetry  of  heaven  from  me. 

Can  any  one  tell  a  young  man  what  to  do  for  himself  who 
wants  to  write  and  can't  write  ?  I  had  an  inspiratitiou  about 
two  weeks  ago.  I  determined  to  write  an  article  "  On  the 
Prevailing  Styles  "  for  the  Gasette  of  Fashion,  and  strolled 
down  the  streets  of  our  beautiful  city  to  gather  my  materials. 
It  was  Saturday  afternoon,  the  mystic  hour  of  matinees,  and 
when  so  many  of  our  young  gents  are  released  from  the 
bondage  of  offices.  The  ladies  did  not  know  there  was  "  a 
chiel  amang  them  takin'  notes."  At  the  corner  of  JVIont- 
gomery  and  Bush  Streets  I  furtively  put  down  for  future 
elaboration,  "  the  ladies  are  wearing  black  silk  trimmed  with 
black  velvet."  Opposite  a  well-known  store  I  rested  my 
note-book  against  the  post-office  box,  and,  after  a  careful 
scrutiny  of  the  various  costumes,  I  hurriedly  entered  the 
fact,  "the  ladies  are  wearing  black  silk  trimmed  with  black 
velvet."  On  Market  Street  I  saw  the  fair  dames  pass  in  re- 
view before  me,  and  after  scanning  with  eagle  eye  all  their 
toilets,  in  another  fit  of  enthusiasm  I  wrote:  "  The  ladies  are 
wearing  black  silk  trimmed  with  black  velvet."  Eagerly  I 
rushed  with  my  note-book  to  my  sky  parlor.  Washing  my 
hands  "  with  invisible  soap  in  imperceptible  water,"  I  joyfully 
congratulated  myself:  "  Now  for  a  stunning  article  for  the 
Gazette  of  Fasltiony  I  opened  my  note-book  and  read  my 
notes.  I  was  dismayed.  Can  a  man,  even  if  he  is  gifted 
with  genius,  which  I  flatter  myself  I  am,  write  a  brilliant 
article  when  he  has  nothing  but  this  one  fact:  "The  ladies 
are  wearing  black  silk  trimmed  with  black  velvet."  Well,  I 
can  only  say  that  it  is  a  fact.  I  have  tried  to  persuade  some 
of  the  young  ladies  on  Grub  Street  to  array  themselves  in 
bottle  green,  in  claret  color,  in  morn-on-the-lake,  ashes-of- 
roses,  anything  but  black  silk  and  black  velvet,  but  I 

"  Might  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach 
And  bid  the  main  Hood  bale  its  usual  height." 

Oh,  that  there  might  be  some  change,  something  to  relieve 
the  black  silkiness  and  black  velvetiness  !  M. 


A  thorough  and  truthful  knowledge  of  the  most  curious 
history  of  the  Pihney-Carr-Burr-Sargent-Gorham-Culver- 
Page  -  Crawford  -  La  Grange  -  Corey  -  Rogers  -  Spaulding-Flora 
complication  will  probably  be  never  arrived  at.  Some  fu- 
ture romancist,  like  Wilkie  Collins  or  Charles  Reade,  delv- 
ing among  the  rubbish  of  the  Mercantile  Library,  will  fall 
upon  this  strange  story,  and  from  it  develop  the  plot  of  an 
exciting  tale.  A  careful  perusal  of  the  Carr  letter,  and  an 
analysis  of  the  entire  testimony  justify,  doubtless,  the  exoner- 
ation of  Wm.  B.  Carr  from  the  imputation  of  any  improper 
use  of  the  moneys  drawn  by  Pinney  from  the  banks.  It 
would  be  equally  generous  to  admit  also  that  Senator  Sar- 
gent's hands  are  clean  of  the  stain  of  improper  money  trans- 
actions, if  any  were  ever  imputed  to  him.  But  that  Mr.  E. 
W.  Burr  should  bear  the  burden  of  being  charged  with  a 
conspiracy  that  involves  forgery,  perjury,  subornation  of  per- 
jury, and  compounding  felony,  we  are  not  disposed  to  credit. 
His  long  and  honorable  life  among  us  does  not  justify  such 
a  conclusion.  The  bank  president  who  has  handled  a  hun- 
dred millons  of  the  people's  money  and  lost  not  a  dollar  of 
it,  who  has  betrayed  no  trust,  who  has  held  office  without 
the  suspicion  of  neglecting  any  duty,  whose  private  and 
official  life  have  been  equally  honorable,  ought  not  to  be 
hastily  condemned.  When  the  history  of  the  case  is  remem- 
bered, and  the  character  of  the  testimony  is  considered,  it  is 
at  least  only  just  for  society  to  withhold  its  opinion  till  the 
truth  of  such  serious  charges  are  fully  examined.  Mr.  Burr 
seems  to  have  loaned  the  money  of  his  bank  upon  question- 
able security.  This  is  the  more  surprising  when  his  great 
caution  and  financial  ability  are  taken  into  account.  But  he 
promptly  met  his  loss,  paid  it,  struck  it  from  his  bank  assets. 
This  fact  and  the  solvency  of  his  bank,  so  recently  certified 
by  the  Commissioners,  must  all  be  considered.  It  looks  to 
us  very  much  as  if  there  had  been  a  striking  of  hands  all 
around,  and  that  the  two  bank  presidents  had  been  made 
the  scape-goats  to  bear  away  into  the  wilderness  of  forget- 
fulness  a  load  of  political  sins  for  which  they  at  least  are  in 
no  wise  responsible. 


Madame  2eiss-Dennis  gives  a  concert  at  the  Metropolitan 
Temple,  on  Monday  evening,  in  aid  of  the  yellow  fever  suf- 
ferers. It  is  a  charity  pure  and  simple:  no  rent,  no  paid  or- 
chestra, no  paid  singers.  Every  dollar  will  go  to  the  aid  of 
the  sick  and  destitute.  It  will  be  dispensed  by  the  brave 
men  and  women  who  are  fighting  this  epidemic. 


PARISIAN  BONBONS. 


"  Fickle  and  fine  and  French.^ 

M.  Prudhomme  leads  his  son  to  contemplate  the  statue  of 
Joan  of  Arc. 

Son — Who  was  that  woman,  pa  ? 

M.  Prudhomme — Mark  her  statue  well,  my  son.  She  was 
one  of  our  greatest  men. 

Proud  mother  (to  the  new  governess):  "And  here  is  a 
pencil.  Miss  Green,  and  a  note  book  in  which  I  wish  you  to 
write  down  all  the  clever  or  remarkable  things  the  dear  chil- 
dren may  say  during  your  walk." 

The  lady  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  an  elegant  and  wealthy 
young  man  and  leading  her  little  daughter  by  the  hand,  when 
suddenly  the  child  cried  : 

"  Oh,  ma,  ma,  look  there  !  See  that  gentleman  that's  pass- 
ing.    Don't  you  know  him  ?" 

"  N-no,  my  child." 

"  Why,  mamma .'  he  was  pa  last  year." 


Professor — What  methods  does  man  employ  to  express  his 
thoughts.? 

Scholar — (after  mature  deliberation) — He  usually  employs 
speech. 

P. — Right,  but  when  he  cannot  employ  speech  what  does 
he  do  then,  eh  ? 

S.— He— 

P. — See  here  !  Suppose  you  were  a  hundred  miles  away 
from  some  one  you  wanted  to  say  something  to,  what  then  ? 

S. — I  would — I  would — 

P. — Suppose  you  had  to  announce  to  your  father  that  you 
had  been  plucked — had  failed  in  your  examination — had 
been  fired  out  of  the  academic  hall,  what  would  you  do,  then, 
eh  ?     How  would  you  announce  it  ? 

S. — Oh,  I'd  write  him  a  letter. 

P. — Go  and  write  him  one,  then.     Next ! 


Baron  Taylor,  now  past  eighty,  was  recently  waited  upon 
by  one  of  his  friends,  a  man  of  about  half  his  age,  who  hap- 
pened to  have  rendered  him  some  service.  The  old  man 
began  sounding  his  friend's  praises  in  a  truly  dithyrambic 
tone. 

"  Thank  you.  Baron,  thank  you,"  said  the  friend,  with  a 
grateful  blush  ;  "  you  are  very  kind,  but  then,  you  know,  it 
would  be  better  to  say  such  things  after  my  death,  you  know 
— carve  'em  on  my  tombstone." 

"  I'll  see  it  done,  my  boy  ;  I'll  see  to  it  myself,"  said  the 
hale  old  man,  with  conviction. 


The  Colonel — it  was  in  the  Guards — was  unaccountably 
late  in  returning,  and  the  orderlj:,  who  had  been  with  him 
for  twentytwo  years,  got  ravenously  hungry,  and,  knowing 
that  his  kind  master  would  not  object,  slipped  away  for  a 
snack,  writing  a  note  to  explain  the  cause  of  his  absence  and 
pinning  it  to  his  huge  bearskin  shako,  which  he  left  on  a 
chair,  being  thus  satisfied  that  it  would  meet  the  eye  of  any 
one  entering  the  room.  He  was  right.  The  colonel's  wife 
entered  the  room,  saw  that  her  husband  was  absent  and  like- 
wife  missed  the  orderly.  The  orderly's  shako  met  her  eye; 
then  she  saw  the  note.  She  opened  it,  and  no  longer  had 
any  reason  to  wonder  that  her  husband  was  not  there  and 
that  the  only  thing  left  of  the  orderly  was  his  shako.  There 
it  was  in  the  soldier's  plainest  and  most  painful  handwriting: 
"  I  am  eaten." 

One  lady  read  in  the  paper  how  a  smitten  youth  had  ex- 
pended $120,000  on  one  of  the  most  distinguished  queens  of 
the  demi-monde." 

"  A  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  dollars,"  says  one  of 
her  auditors  ;  "  you  wouldn't  catch  him  spending  $120,000  on 
a  decent  woman.     Oh,  those  men  ! " 


A  critic  met  at  the  salon  the  other  day  a  young  painter,  a 
youth  of  some  ability  but  of  more  vanity. 

"  My  young  friend,"  said  he,  paternally,  "  do  you  wish  to 
become  a  great  painter  ? " 

"  No,"  replied  the  artist,  who  didn't  want  any  advice. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  want  to,"  said  the  critic,  gently,  "  then  keep 
on  as  you're  going." 


The  final  communication  of  Kwang  Chang  Ling  will  be 
carefully  perused  by  those  who  would  subject  the  Chinese 
question  to  an  unprejudiced  consideration.  If  it  be  true 
that  the  population  of  China  does  not  exceed  one  hundred 
and  twenty  millions  of  people,  that  within  its  empire  there 
are  vast  areas  of  productive  and  unoccupied  land,  and  that 
the  rates  of  wages  are  increasing  in  China,  so  that  the  in- 
ducements to  emigration  are  lessening,  we  may  somewhat 
abate  our  fears  of  being  inundated  by  the  "barbarian 
hordes."  We  place  the  highest  confidence  in  figures  of  this 
very  careful  statistician  and  able  writer.  His  estimate  of 
Chinese  numbers,  and  his  statement  of  the  present  condi- 
tion of  the  Chinese  Empire,  are  calculated  to  put  a  very  dif- 
ferent phase  upon  this  important  question.  China,  with 
400,000,000  of  people  working  for  two  cents  per  day,  sub- 
sisting upon  a  meagre  diet,  threatened  with  famine,  would 
with  our  cheap  steam  communications  and  quick  transit  be 
considered  a  most  dangerous  neighbor  to  our  sparsely  set- 
tled Pacific  States,  and  would  present  a  national  question  of 
grave  importance.  We  have  given  the  series  of  communi- 
cations of  Kwang  Chang  Ling  because  they  are  the  best  pre- 
sentation of  the  Chinese  side  of  tlie  Chinese  question  that 
we  have  seen — because  they  are  argumentative,  historical, 
and  bristling  with  facts,  presented  in  a  style  and  language 
that  the  American  writer  might  well  afford  to  imitate.  .  We 
have  presumed  upon  the  generosity  and  intelligence  of  our 
readers  that  they  would  desire  to  hear  an  argument  from 
the  Chinese  standpoint,  if  conducted  in  fairness,  although 
they  might  altogether  dissent  from  the  conclusions  of  the 
writer.  

After  returning  to  London  from  Berlin,  Lord  BeaconS' 
field's  first  act  was  to  send  to  a  bookseller  for  the  last  h:.'f 
dozen  French  novels.  He  remarked  to  Lord  S  ilisbiu  .! 
after  the  fatigues  of  recreation  nothing  was  so  restful  i' 
get  back  to  work  again. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


Eaper  weights ;  and  card  receivers  of  precious  metals,  up- 
eld  on  the  shoulders  of  stalwart  negroes,  their  shining  black 
faces  full  of  lazy  good  nature,  lizards  "going  for"  uncon- 
scious flies  on  the  most  natural  of  green  leaves,  crabs,  lob- 
!  siers,  serpents,  in  all  sorts  of  positions  and  ludicrous  silua- 
My  Dear  Em:  — 1  had  not  been  to  Plums  for  some  time,  tions,  do  not  suggest  any  but  amusing  thoughts.  There  is  a 
and  so  I  thought  I  would  refresh  myself  with  a  sight  of  pleas-  new  design  in  this  same  establishment— a  round-topped 
ant  houschoM  furnishings  the  other  day,  and  accordingly  jewel  casket  of  oak,  a  little  longer  than  it  is  broad,  bound 
dropped  m.  Luckily  for  inc  it  turned  out,  for  the  loveliest  with  bands  of  silver,  and  ornamented  with  gold  cubes  in  place 
carpets  and  nigs,  jubt  come  from  Scotland,  were  strewn  all ,  of  nails.  When  closed,  it  is  impossible  to  detect  the  fasten- 
over  the  floors.  There  were  several  patterns  of  those  quaint  i  jng,  for  back  and  front  are  exactly  alike.  (Ixidized  silver,  in 
Japanese  styles  that  the  Clasgow  factories  so  excel  in.  One,  \  combination  with  gold,  is  one  of  the  most  expensive  and 
for  instance,  m  grays,  browns  and  yellows,  is  a  mixture  of  beautiful  styles.  The  casket  is  square,  the  silver,  on  which 
squ.ires,  circles,  and  parallelograms  that  is  quite  bewilder-  are  tlorid  arasbesques,  is  the  centre  portion  of  sides  and 
ing,  a  sort  of  a  /v.cw  in  woolen,  a  thing  without  any  end,  (op,  and  is  surrounded  by  richly-carved  gilding  in  re/wussi' 
hardly  any  visible  beginning,  but  charming  withal.  The  cir-  ■  work,  the  corners  being  finished  by  carved  columns  of  the 
cles,  that  are  scalloped  on  the  edges  like  a  dinner  plate,  and  !  same.  A  chest  mounted  on  a  trestle-work,  and  borne  be- 
spraycd  all  over  «ith  the  disjointed  fragments  of  reeds,  [  meen  two  stalwart  and  scantilv  dressed  Africans,  is  another 
rushes,  and  sedges,  intermixed  with  small  blossoms  of  peach  conceit.  1  see  that  I.iebes,  on'  .Montgomery  .Street,  has  re- 
color  .and  blue,  and  here  and  there  a  huge  flower  of  amaranth  |  ceived  some  of  the  newest  stvles  in  silk  fur-lined  sacques 
that  bursts  into  unexpected  luxuriance  at  all  sorts  of  odd  and  1  from  Paris.  1  shall  tell  you  about  them  next  time  1  write. 
unlooked-for  places,  are  set  in  the  midst  of  the  sharp  corner-  \  The  Eastern  embroglio,  as  the  newspapers  call  the  grab 
ed  squares,  from  which,  obliquely,  start  out  bands  of  gray  on  i  game  that  is  going  on  in  Europe  now,  has  had  one  pleasant 
either  side,  filled  with  more  straggling  vegetation  o(  browns  result,  at  all  events.  It  has  made  the  gorgeous  Oriental  hues 
and  grays.  Have  you  ever  seen  the  Scotch  grass  pattern  .= ,  and  quaint  patterns  as  cosmopolitan  as  the  most  republican 
It  15  one  of  tlie  most  admired  of  all  the  many  novelties  of  the  of  us  could  wish.  There  are  at  least  lifty  distinct  varieties 
new  season,  and  deserxedly  so,  (or  it  is  grace  itself.  I  like  of  silk  and  woolen  goods  of  that  character  already  in  our 
mat  on  the  turquoise  blue  ground  belter  even  than  th.it  on  a  markets,  besides  the  ■jauze-like  fabrics,  camels  hair,  and 
black,  although  the  latter  is  exceedingly  rich.  Turquoise,  pineapple  materials,  the  latter  coming  into  use  again  after  a 
you  know,  is  to  be  the  favorite  background  for  all  styles  of  hiatus  of  some  fifteen  vears  or  so.  Some  of  the  all-silk 
patterns  this  season.  A  beauty  is  one  with  a  mixed  design  ;  brocades  are  so  rich  in  color  and  expensive  in  make  as  to  be 
of  China  asters  and  leaves  in  dark  and  light  blues,  mottled  |  used  mainly  for  vests,  culifs,  and  pockets  only,  particularly 
with  yellow.  The  border  is  particularly  noticeable.  It  con-  i  for  the  long  Louis  Ouinze  vests  now  so  much  worn.  The 
sists  of  a  band  oae-lialf  blue,  the  other  half  of  rich  golden  !  richest  of  these  goods  is  a  mixed  pattern  that  is  no  pattern 
bronze,  edged  by  an  inch  wide  stripe  of  deep  indigo.  Over  ,  at  all,  but  just  a  mass  of  fine  dots  of  brilliant  colors,  from 
the  lower  edge,  half  flowers  are  seen  peeping  up  like  stars  among  which  the  gold  thread  shines  out  dazzlingly.  Among 
just  rising  above  the  horizon.  The  same  pattern  comes  in  (he  novelties  are  several  especiallv  noticeable,  as  the  "  Pal- 
browns  and  yellows.  The  "  Marguerite  "  design,  scattered  ;  mvra"  broch(5,  a  fine  woolen  goods  with  a  close  ribbing  and 
daisies  of  white  and  gold  on  a  velvety  black  ground,  is  one  [  small  satin  flowers  brocaded  all  over  its  surface;  the  "Chud- 
of  the  richest  in  the  flower  styles.  I  should  like  to  describe  dah  '  cloths,  that  have  a  slender  stripe  like  herring-bone 
a  velvet  there  is  there,  in  the  light  shades,  but  it  is  beyond  stitch  in  a  blending  of  all  colors— genuine  camel's  hair  these  ; 
me;  only  the  bordering,  a  floral  scroll  in  natural  colors,  is  the  "Burrapoor"  cloths,  with  patterns,  mainlv  of  small 
one  of  the  handsomest  things  you  ever  saw.  The  Scotch  ,  flowers,  either  pressed  into  the  fabric  or  raised  oiit  of  it  in  a 
rugs  at  Plum  s  are  a  real  reform  in  patterns.  Personally,  1  1  series  of  fine  knots,  one  color  and  shade  being  presen-ed  ; 
object  to  walking  over  sleeping  dogs  and  long-sutiering  tab-  and  the  different  varieties  of  India  cashmere,  that  this  year 
bies,  or  being  confronted  every  time  I  sit  down  for  a  quiet  ■  comes  in  somewhat  less  shaggy  designs  than  heretofore,  and 
•  thin,:  by  a  screeching  parrot  doing  circus  business  in  a  |  in  some  new  shades  as  well,  the  notability  among  the  last 
gilded  ring;  I  fancy  flowers  at  my  fireside  far  better,  or  even  !  being  the  Russian  gray,  which  is  really  a  violet  with  an  ash 
geometncal  proolems,  if  need  be.  These  suit  me  e.xactly.  !  shade  over  it.  But  the  real  novellv  of  the  season  is  the 
.■\nother  comfort  is  the  Shaker  rocker,  the  genuine  ones,  |  "  Velours  de  Pekin,"  a  modification'of  the  "  bourettes,"  so 
made  only  at  .Ml  Lebanon.  .V  number  of  them,  large  and  I  long  favorites.  They  are  reallv  a  new  triumph  of  the  loom, 
small,  and  in  difi^erent  colors,  were  being  iindone  while  I  was  |  light  and  soft  to  wear,  yet  massively  rich  in  color  and  de- 
sign.    .Some  have  just  a  zigzag  line  of  color,  like  a  raised 


there.  They  are  light,  easy  and  unbreakable.  I  know  a 
great  many  ladies  will  be  glad  to  find  them  here,  for  these 
are  the  first  that  have  been  brought  and  Plum  is  the  only 
importer  of  them.  The  Shaker  rugs,  and  the  cutest  little 
lootstools  to  match,  are  among  the  lots.  I  never  go  there 
without  traveling  up  stairs  and  down  with  the  laudable  pur- 
pose in  view  of  seeing  everything  there  is  to  be  seen.  This 
time,  I  found  some  of  the  last  pieces  of  .Mrs.  .McDonough's 
furniture  for  her  house  at  Menlo  Park  just  being  finished  up; 
among  them  a  massive  bookcase  in  old  English  style  that 
would  grace  any  establishment.  It  is  divided  into  three 
compartments  above,  the  middle  being  the  wider  and  higher, 
and  below  are  three  doors  to  correspond,  which  inclose 
more  shelves.  Something  odd  which  I  never  knew  before 
is  the  manner  in  which  horse  hair  for  mattresses  is  kept. 
It  comes  in  long  coils,  looks  exactly  like  clothes  lines,  and 
is  picked  apart  by  hand.  1  saw  the  dilTerence  between  the 
genuine  and  the  imitation  hair,  the  latter  made  up  of  pigs 


cord  ;  some  are  in  squares,  triangles,  stripes,  and  the  like, 
and  in  a  single  shade  ;  and  there  are  yet  others,  somewhat 
similar  to  the  silk  brocades,  that  are  only  pin-points  and 
specs  of  color,  with  all  the  sparkle  of  the  turquoise,  the  ruby, 
and  the  amethyst,  and  the  glint  of  gold  running  throughout. 
There  are  many  that  will  make  up  beautifully  for  street  wear, 
coming  in  the  darker  shades — browns,  plums,  blues,  and 
blacks— that  have  a  twilled  surface  broken  by  lengthwise 
stripes  of  raised  and  knotted  threads,  almost  like  fine  astra- 
khan cloth.  Mrs.  Riordan,  on  Market  Street,  has  some 
very  handsome  hats  and  bonnets  this  week.  The  '*  Port- 
land "  is  something  quite  new  and  very  odd.  It  is  melon- 
shaped,  and  has  a  narrow  brim.  Trimmed  with  a  rich 
scarf  of  amaranth  red,  with  ornaments  of  mingled  jet 
and  gilt,  it  is  extremely  stylish.  A  cream  white  straw  with  a 
broad,  almost  flat  brim,  shows  well  under  pale  blue  and 
cream  feathers    and  a   twisted  leaf  nf  gauze  of  the  same 


bristles,  and  now  know  why  the  mattresses  made  there  are  j  shade.  The  face  trimming  is  a  band  of  twisted  gauze  and 
so  superior  to  those  m  many  other  stores.  If  you  want  a  I  silk,  and  a  butterfly  just  alighted  on  a  spray  studded  with 
handsome  fan  for  Christmas,  1 11  put  John  up  to  getting  one  at  |  pearls  ;  ivory  white  silk  lines  the  brim.  Hats  seem  to  main- 
Anderson  &  Randolph  s,  for  they  have  some  of  the  hand- ;  tain  their  ascendancy.  The  close  turban  with  slightlv  turned 
somest  and  the  newest  I  have  seen.  What  shall  it  be:- 1  up  sides,  but  compact,  is  one  of  the  favorites.  There  are  at 
heathers.'  Ihere  is  the  ostrich  tip,  with  stems  of  mottled  least  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  different  varieties  this  fa!' 
shell ;  and,  newer  and  costlier  still,  the  clear  shell,  untouched  ~ 


by  S|x)t  or  shading,  clear  as  amber,  with  cloudlike  tops  of 
downy  marabouts  in  gray  and  white,  or  the  odd  white  feath- 
ers of  the  Japanese  pheasant  curiously  curled  at  the  points. 
Or  you  may  have  the  daintiest  and  crcimiest  of  satins,  with 
those  exquisite  figures  by  Rudeau.\,  famed  for  his  wonder- 
fully lifelike  skin  tints,  or  some  of  .Marie  Bonheur's  or  Comte 
Nils'  characteristic  work.  By  and  by,  you  may  choose  of 
Gavami  s,  Hamon's,  or  Diaz'  masterpieces,  for  there  is  com- 
ing from  Paris  and  Vienna  a  collection  that  wiU  carry  you, 
in  I'ancy  at  least,  right  into  the  midst  of  fan-land.  The 
French  car\-ing  in  precious  woods  and  metals  is  said  to  be 
superior  now  to  even  the  Chinese  in  softness,  and  equally  in- 
tricate and  original  in  design.  A  French  manufacturer  has 
lately  patented  a  silk  in  which  different  tints,  blue  and  white, 
pink  and  gold,  are  wonderfully  blended,  one  seeming  to  ac- 


and  many  are  really  pretty.  The  combinations  in  color  are 
equally  varied,  bright  and  dead-leaf  tints  being  much  used 
as  foils  for  each  other.  There  is  a  new  bow,  called  the 
"grebe" — w-hy,  1  do  not  know,  but,  any  way,  it  is  made  to 
simulate  a  sheaf  of  wheat  by  binding  down  the  corner  ends 
of  the  loops  and  spreading  out  the  upper  ones.  These  loops 
are  made  of  silk  rather  than  ribbon,  as  silk  maintains  its 
stiffness  best.  .A.n  exceedingly  stylish  hat  is  the  ''  Bourbon- 
naise,"  an  exact  copy  of  those  worn  by  the  fashionables  of 
Louis  XV.'s  reign.  The  brim  droops  low  in  front,  and  there 
is  a  curtain  at  the  back,  through  which  is  run  a  black  velvet 
ribbon,  to  be  tied  in  a  very  large  bow  and  rest  on  the  hair  at 
the  back.  When  the  hat  is  of  Leghorn,  as  it  most  frequently 
is,  the  trimming  most  worn  is  a  strip  of  the  finest  possible 
white  linen,  with  a  triple  plaiting  of  Alen(;on  lace,  tied  a  lit- 
tle to  one  side  in  a  large  bow.     There  are  pretty  newnesses 


tually  melt  into  the  other      On  this  are  to  be  painted  figures    in  hats  coming  up  now  every  week,  and  there  will  be  many 

and  flowers— "Faust,     "Lndme,"  ".Macbeth."  "Hiawatha,'  .    ,        .       "^  ,..  .      _ 

are  the  favorites  among  serious  subjects  ;  "Tom  Thumb, ' 
"Cinderella"  ^this  latter  done  in  gray  and  white  only  on  a 
black  ground  ,  and  ".V  I'.oose  Tender,"  for  comic  designs. 
Nothing  prettier  for  mourning  has  been  made  than  the  de- 
sign called  "Winter,"  which  is  said  to  be  a  combination  of 
mist,  whiriing  snow,  icicles,  and  other  cool  fancies.  Those 
sets  of  Neapolitan  shell'ithere  is  one  of  a  naked  babv  King 
in  the  Up  of  a  fluted  shell,  as  tenderiy  pink  as  the  heart  of  a 
wild  rose;  take  my  fancy  amazingly.  Dear  old  .Mother 
Goose  is  not  being  forgotten  in  these  days  of  high  art.  She 
comes  out  resplendent  in  the  richest  of  materials.  Here  is  a 
bowl  and  platter,  with  an  accompanying  spoon,  designed  for 
baby  suppers  of  bread  and  milk.  It  has  authentic  portraits 
of  Jack  and  Jill  o.i  its  silver  outside,  together  with  an  ex- 
planatory line  from  the  poem,  all  engraved  in  the  style  so 
much  in  vogue,  and  each  piece  is  lined  with  gold.  Birds,  the 
most  perfect  of  the  imitations  of  nature  yet  devised,  are  en- 
tering largely  into  all  these  ornamental  articles  of  late.  Par- 
ticularly original  in  design  are  the  gray  and  black  cranes  and 
quails  that  are  harnessed  to  large-wheeled  carts  of  silver 
that  contain  a  single  glass  toilet  bottle  each.  This  is  the 
prettiest  conceit  of  the  kind  I  have  seen  vet.     This  is  surely 


more  before  the  season  is  fairly  opened.  The  Habit-Frank- 
lin dress,  Mrs.  Coleman  tells  me,  will  achieve  a  great  success 
here  this  fall.  I  fancy  it  will  e.xactly  suit  your  figure,  so  I 
will  try  to  give  you  an  idea  of  it.  It  is  a  trained  robe,  with 
a  waistcoat  and  coat-waist,  which  has  down  the  sides  long 
coat-tails  that  may  be  trimmed  or  plain,  as  one  likes.  The 
train  projects  slightly  below  the  waist  and  under  the  fulness 
so  produced  hang  two  square  ends,  or  flaps.  Two  pockets 
finish  the  back  breadths  ;  the  waist  is  cut  away  to  show  the 
rest,  and  the  sleeves  are  severely  plain  to  match.  White 
and  black  are  the  combination  most  used,  but  the  vest  may 
be  of  a  third.  Foulards  are  being  much  used  for  the  five 
o'clock  teas  so  fashionable,  and  for  other  demi-toilet  occa- 
sions. The  new  cashmere  flannels,  at  Keane's,  are  being  ex- 
tensively used  for  morning  ni^/igi'  pa]eiois  for  summer  wear. 
They  are  as  pretty  as  the  "Jurah,"  or  twilled  silk  goods  used 
for  the  same  purpose.  Spiral  jaiols  of  lace  and  narrow 
passes  of  silk  are  the  train  wings  ;  watered  and  satin  rib- 
bons mingled  for  bows.  Lawton  is  earning  the  good  w  ill  of  all 
househeepers  in  adding  a  very  full  stock  of  house  furnishing 
goods  to  his  other  wares.  It  contains  pretty  much  ever>--  j 
thing  in  that  particular  line.  I  shall  atteiid  Miss  Man- 
Prince's  interesting  lectures  on  the  "Fine  Arts"  that  she  is 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY,*-VL 


By  an  Early  Californiaiu 


Jie  age  of  the  grotesque.     Pourfiin  rin  seems  to  be  the   giving  at  her  residence,  No.  2i8  Eddy  Street.     I  am  exceed- 
...o:to  ot  the  day.     Consequential  looking  toads  and  frogs  j  ingly  pleased  with  the  preliminary  one  ;  she  is  so  well  up  in 
,:„\eiy  playing  on  musical  instruments  are  certainly  not    her  subjects,  and,  moreover,  speaks  of  them  con  amorc. 
:n..acive  to  senous  and  philosophic  writing  when  acting  as  I  Yours  as  ever,  Lilias  DUBOIS. 


•  By  misl.ikc  these  articles  vvcrc  marked  concluded  List  week. 

The  little  town  seems  quite  deserted.  Most  of  its  inhab- 
itants have  either  removed  to  the  mines,  or  are  on  the  wing 
to  and  from  stores  or  posts  near  "  the  diggings."  \  few  mer- 
chants remain,  receiving  cargoes  from  below,  and  selling  and 
distributing  them  with  their  launches  to  different  points 
above.  Notwithstanding  the  income  from  ports  along  the 
Pacific  Coost,  from  the  Sandwich  Islands,  and  from  home, 
the  place  looks  bare.  Many  prophesy  its  decline  and  the 
uprising  of  a  great  commercial  city  somewhere  above  us, 
either  at  Benicia,  or  the  anbiirctui^ro  of  Sutter's  fort,  or  at 
other  points  equi-dist.ant  from  all  the  mines.  Larkin  has 
been  shaking  his  wise  head  and  lamenting  over  the  depart- 
ing glories  of  San  Francisco  ;  and  Dr.  Semple  is  all  smiles, 
and,  in  his  enthusiasm  over  the  promised  success  of  her 
rival  (Benicia),  almost  dislocates  the  fingers  of  every  hand 
he  shakes.  I  told  you  of  having  met  him  soon  after  my  ar- 
rival, dressed  \xi  i^amuza ;  he  was  then,  or  had  been  shortly 
before,  the  editor  of  the  Calijornian.  On  Commodore  Bid- 
die's  arriv.al  Semple  was  presented  to  him,  and  extended  his 
great  palm  in  welcome  ;  the  little  Commodore  put  his  fingers 
into  the  trap,  not  expecting  to  be  lifted  on  to  his  toes  and 
shaken  to  his  verj-  centre  by  the  hearty  old  giant.  Up  and 
down  went  the  arm,  while  a  long  tirade  was  poured  out  like 
water  upon  the  head  of  the  impatient  listener.  When  the 
Doctor  w  as  delivered  of  his  address  the  Commodore,  swear- 
ing not  loud  but  deep,  made  for  his  boat,  resolving  to  give  a 
wide  berth  thereafter  to  the  Doctor  and  all  his  Bear-flag 
companions  ;  and,  as  he  met  Major  this,  and  Captain  that, 
on  shore,  who  had  been  attached  to  the  Stockton  brigade, 
ordered  them,  as  Lieutenant  or  Midshipman  so  and  so,  "to 
repair  on  board  and  report  for  duty."  Semple  put  down 
the  pen  to  take  up  the  oar,  and,  starting  a  ferry  at  the  Straits 
of  Carquinez,  has  earned  many  an  honest  penny  transport- 
ing passengers  from  the  Martinez  ranch  (El  Pinole)  to  Sus- 
col.  His  charge  being  fifty  cents  per  man,  and  one  dollar 
for  man  and  beast,  his  receipts  are  said  to  amount  to  ten 
dollars  per  day.  He  was  the  inventor  of  Francesca,  and  of 
the  sale  of  its  lots  as  advertised,  and  when  Verba  Buena  be- 
came San  Francisco,  he  changed  its  name  to  Benicia,  "  to 
prevent  San  Francisco  receiving  any  advantage  which  might 
come  to  it  from  the  confounding  of  names."  Don  Timoteo 
.Murphy,  ."Mcalde  of  San  Rafael,  has  also  become  aware  of 
the  prospective  importance  of  his  little  town.  He,  too,  for 
some  time  past  has  advertised  "  Lots  for  sale."  Where  the 
inhabitants  are  to  come  from  it  is  diflicult  to  imagine,  unless 
he  discovers  placers  in  the  neighborhood  or  is  planning 
country  seats  for  the  nabobs  of  the  future.    Some  time  since. 

Dr.  Phillips,  surgeon  of  the ,  called  upon  me,  saving 

that  he  was  ordered  home  and  would  leave  very  soon.  In 
the  course  of  conversation  as  to  the  country  and  its  future, 
he  asked  if  I  did  not  want  to  buy  a  hundred-vara  lot  he  had 
taken  out.  I  answered  that  I  was  surprised  to  hear  that  he 
wished  to  sell,  and  advised  him  to  keep  it,  as  it  might  be 
valuable  at  some  future  time.  But,  as  he  seemed  determined 
to  get  rid  of  it,  I  begged  him  to  offer  it  to  no  one  else,  but 
to  go  on  board  and  sleep  over  it,  and  come  to  me  next  morn- 
ing if  his  mind  was  unchanged.  The  next  day  he  brought 
me  a  deed,  and  I  paid  him  Sioo  for  hundred-vara  lot  No. 
113  (the  present  corner  of  Townscnd  and  Third  Streets). 
.A.S  no  survey  has  been  made,  and  no  stakes  are  driven  in 
that  part  of  the  town,  I  don't  know  exactly  the  position  of 
the  lot,  but  will  find  out  in  due  time. 

The  water  lots  are  receiving  more  consideration  and  will 
become  valuable  in  time.  At  the  late  sale  some  of  them 
brought  $400.  The  lots  are  one-third  as  large  as  a  fifty-vara 
lot.  The  most  desirable  property  lies  between  Sacramento 
Street  and  North  Beach.  Leidesdorff'^s  cottage,  its  adobe 
walls  and  the  lot  on  which  it  was  situated  having  been  pur- 
chased from  Bob  Ridley,  is  the  last  house  on  .Montgomery 
Street  towards  the  Mission — no,  not  the  last,  for  an  old 
watchmaker  named  Russ,  who  came  out  in  Stevenson's  regi- 
ment (bringing  his  family  with  him)  took  out  a  fifty-vara  lot 
some  distance  beyond  him  on  the  other  side  of  the  sand-hill, 
which  hides  it  from  the  rest  of  the  town.  On  it  he  has 
placed  an  old  ship's  caboose,  to  which  he  made  additions 
sufficient  to  accommodate  his  wife  and  children,  who  have 
moved  in  from  the  Presidio.  I  think  I  have  heard  he  has 
more  than  one  lot,  having  taken  out  others  in  the  name  of 
his  boys,  but  I  am  not  certain  of  this.  In  January  the  An- 
gelique,  consigned  to  us,  arrived  from  New  York  with  a  part 
of  its  precious  cargo.  A  ver)*  important  part  was  left  be- 
hind at  Valparaiso.  Believing  that  a  useful  ingredient  would 
be  wanting  in  the  society  of  San  Francisco  a  lady  of  New 
York  conceived  the  idea  of  leading  to  the  just-conquered 
country  a  certain  number  of  her  sex,  who  were  to  assist  in 
its  refinement.  Whether  matrimony  was  thought  of  in  this 
connection  is  known  only  to  the  benevolent  few  who  accom- 
panied the  lady  on  her  pilgrimage.  As  they  were  not  young 
and  gold  was  not  dreamed  of  then,  their  devotion  to  a  cause 
or  principle  seems  worthy  of  all  praise.  The  leader  has 
given  such  evidence  of  strong-mindedness  as  has  put  us  to 
no  little  trouble,  and  will,  we  fear,  put  the  owners  to  no  lit- 
tle expense.  'The  Captain's  story  is,  that  at  Valparaiso, 
where  the  vessel  stopped  for  provisions,  the  ladies  went  on 
shore.  He  told  them  of  his  plan  for  sailing,  and  how  im- 
portant it  was  to  him  and  the  owners  that  no  delay  should 
occur,  and  notified  them  that,  after  the  signal  was  made  (the 
firing  of  a  gun,  I  believe),  they  muM  all  repair  on  board.  As 
.Mrs.  Farnham  left  the  ship  she  said  :  "  You  ymcst  wait  for 
me,  at  any  rate,  and  not  sail  until  I  am  on  board.'"  The 
captain  answered  that  he  had  given  due  warning,  and  after 
the  signal  was  made  and  reasonable  delay  occurred,  he 
should  weigh  anchor  and  sail,  no  matter  who  was  left  be- 
hind. And  so  he  did.  Mrs.  Famham  was  missing,  and,  un- 
fortunately, her  child,  with  nurse,  was  brought  to  San  Fran- 
cisco without  the  mother.  She,  of  course,  received  much 
sj-mpathy  in  \'alparaiso,  was  sent  on  in  another  vessel  just 
ready  to  sail,  and  arrived  here  in  time  to  bring  suit  against 
the  captain.  He  succeeded  in  getting  away  with  the  ship, 
but  I  think  the  owners  will  have  to  pay  the  damages 
awarded  by  court  and  jury.  JA.MES  C.  Ward. 


Cooperative  dollar  stores  are  wanted,  where  people  can  get 
trusted  for  things  they  do  not  need. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  DECAY  OF  THE  CHINESE  EMPIRE, 


Another  Letter  from  Kwang-  Chang:  Ling:. 


To  THE  Argonaut  : — Do  not  be  alarmed.  It  is  not  proposed  to 
bore  you  with  any  further  argument  concerning  the  Chinese  question  in 
California.  Should  it  ever  assume  the  form  of  discussion  I  shall  be 
happy,  if  permitted,  to  take  part  in  it ;  but  such  is  not  yet  the  fact ;  and 
I  am  too  well  aware  of  the  inveteracy  and  rancor  of  race  prejudice  to 
expect  to  connnce  my  opponents  so  long  as  they  refuse  to  join  issue 
with  me.  and  are  satisfied  merely  to  reiterate  that  demand  for  the  expul- 
sion of  the  Chinese  which  it  has  been  my  endeavor  to  show  was  both 
unjust  and  unwise. 

There  are,  however,  some  topics  connected  with  China  which,  although 
they  relate  remotely  lo  the  Chinese  question,  must  possess  a  higher  in- 
terest for  you  in  other  respects  ;  and  this  interest  must  remain,  whether 
the  Chinese  question  is  settled  by  our  expulsion  or  not.  They  relate  lo 
the  general  question  of  civilization  ;  to  the  world's  civilization  ;  lo  Asi- 
atic, to  European  civihzaiion  ;  and — which  is  more  loyou — to  these  civ- 
ilizations considered  apart.  One  of  these  topics  is  the  population  of  the 
Chinese  empire  ;  and,  with  your  honorable  permission.  I  will  lay  before 
you  certain  facts  and  inferences  in  this  connection  which  I  have  reason 
to  believe  will  possess  some  interest  to  you,  quite  separate  from  the 
question  concerning  the  Chinese  in  California, 

There  are  few  events  in  history  more  remarkable  than  the  settlement 
of  the  recent  war  in  Turkey.  A  power  commanding  nearly  90,000,000 
of  subjects  overruns,  in  the  course  of  a  few  months,  the  territory-  of 
another  power,  commanding  less  than  25,000,000,  and  is  upon  the  point 
of  entirely  destroying  the  latter,  when  a  third  power,  summoning  to  its 
aid  a  force  of  Indian  allies,  puts  a  stop  to  the  conquest,  and,  with  little 
change,  restores  the  enraged  belligerents  to  their  previous  positions  and 
relations.  The  novel  means  employed  to  bring  about  this  extraordinary 
and  unlooked-for  result  did  not  fail  to  elicit  the  indignation  of  the  baf- 
fled conqueror.  Count  SchouvalofF  significantly  warned  Europe  that 
arms  of  precision  in  the  hands  of  Asiatics  convey  a  menace  to  all  Euro- 
pean civilization.  But  these  are  not  all  of  the  means  employed.  The 
other  were  the  brains  of  a  British  Premier,  who  is  himself  of  Asiatic 
blood,  and  deeply  imbued  with  the  characteristics  of  Asiatic  civilization 
— strong  passions,  a  powerful  imagination,  and  disregard  for  the  con- 
servation of  national  religions. 

Lord  Beaconsfield  belongs  to  a  race  who.  up  to  witiiin  a  very  recent 
period,  were  hated  and  despised  in  Europe  as  much  as  the  Chinese  are 
lo-day  in  America.  They  could  not  own  land  ;  they  could  not  even 
drive  a  horse  ;  they  enjoyed  no  civil  privileges  ;  their  residences  were 
confined  to  noisome  ^/ic'/to  ,■  they  were  restricted  to  the  most  disrepu- 
table and  repulsive  vocations  ;  ^they  were  compelled  to  wear  peculiar 
dresses,  and  forbidden  even  to  assume  surnames.  There  is  not  a  coun- 
try in  Europe  which  has  not  repeatedly  plundered,  massacred,  and  driven 
them  forth.  There  are  but  two  to-day — England  and  France — where 
they  do  not  have  to  struggle  against  civil  disabilities  ;  and  it  is  only  a 
few  years  since  these  were  removed  in  England.  Precisely  the  same 
charges  that  are  to-day  made  against  the  Chinese  were  but  quite  re- 
cently urged  against  the  Jews.  The}'  were  an  alien  race,  unfit  to  mix 
with  Christians,  whose  civilization  was  menaced  by  their  presence.  They 
were  filthy  and  leprous  :  they  poisoned  wells ;  they  ate  Christian  babies ; 
they  were  incorrigible  cheats,  and  void  of  conscience  ;  they  lived  upon 
refuse,  and  underbid  the  labor  of  honest  men.  They  were  hated  by 
man  and  accursed  of  God. 

That  the  entire  power  of  the  British  Empire,  embracing,  as  it  does, 
some  two  hundred  and  fifty  millions  of  inhabitants  and  greater  wealth 
and  resources  than  all  the  world  besides,  should  have  been  recently  in- 
trusted, without  hesitation,  lo  the  disposition  of  one  of  this  race,  would 
appear  to  contain  a  still  more  serious  menace  to  the  conser^'alion  of 
European  cinlization  than  the  event  noticed  by  Count  Schou\"alofF.  But 
every  thinking  man  knows  that  it  does  not.  Why?  Simply  because 
the  Jews  are  a  deca^-ing  people.  There  are  not  half  as  many  Jews  in 
all  the  world  to-day  as  there  were  two  thousand  years  ago  in  Palestine 
alone.  Has  persecution  Idlled  them?  Not  at  all.  Under  persecution 
they  have  invariably  thriven  and  increased.  WTiat,  then,  has  diminished 
their  numbers,  and  must  soon  extinguish  them  altogether?  Absorption. 
Merely  absorption.  The  great  sponge  of  European  civilization,  which 
first  opened  its  pores  during  the  French  Revolution,  has  absorbed  and 
nearly  extinguished  them.  Lord  Beaconsfield  is  himself  an  example  of 
the  process.  He  is  a  member  of  the  Church  of  England.  And  myriads 
of  similarly  absorbed  Jews  surround  you  upon  all  sides.  They  not  only 
abjure  their  distinguishing  religion  and  customs  ;  they  change  their 
najnes  ;  and  in  the  course  of  two  or  three  generations  there  is  nothing 
left  of  their  original  characteristics,  but  a  trace  of  their  highly-organized 
blood  and  ancient  refinement. 

So,  too,  have  the  Chinese  been  a  decaying  race  for  more  than  a  cen- 
tuT)'  pasL  My  government  does  not  admit  this  ;  my  confreres  vehe- 
mently deny  it ;  but  many  years  spent  in  the  Western  world  during 
my  youth,  and  some  familiarity  with  Chinese  affairs,  combined  with 
a  knowledge  of  Western  histories  and  books  of  travel,  enable  me,  as  I 
believe,  to  perceive  what  my  government  would  conceal  and  my  com- 
panions are  loth  to  admit.  It  belongs  lo  history,  to  science,  and  to 
civilization,  to  reveal  the  truth  in  this  matter.  The  truth  can  do  no 
harm  to  any  one;  certainly  not  to  my  countrymen.  Under  the  policy 
of  concealment  in  this  respect  they  have  suffered  all  that  men  can  endure. 
Let  the  truth  now  be  tried.  It  is  the  inheritance  of  all  mankind  ;  it  is 
the  bequest  of  Heaven. 

According  to  the  various  official  enumerations  which  I  have  been  able 
to  find  mentioned  in  European  authors,  the  population  of  China  proper 
at  various  periods  of  history-  was  as  follows  : 

POPULATION    OF    CHINA    PROPER    \T    VARIOIS    PERIODS,   AS  ASCERTAINED   BV 
OFFICIAL   ENU.MER.\TlON   (CENSL'S). 


Christian 
Year. 


B.    C.    lOOI 

to  248... 

E,  C.  202  to 
A.  D    255. 

ISC  cent'y, 
.\.  D 

\.  D.    740, 

A.  D.     997. 

A.  D.  1393. 

A.  D.   149 1. 

A.  D.  1506. 

A.  D.  1573. 

A.  D.    IC63. 

A.  D.  i663. 
A.  D.  1710. 
A.  D.  1711. 
A.  D.  1743. 
A.  D.  1760. 
A.  D.  I761. 
A.  D.  1830. 
.\.  D.  1834. 
A    D.   1878. 


Emperor. 


Chow  djTiasty 

Han  djTiastj- 

Han  djTiasty 

Tip-t5ung 

Chin-tsung 

Hungwii 

Hiao-tsung 

Ching-te 

\\'an-te 

Kang-he 

ICang-he 

Kang-he 

Kang-hc 

Keen-lung 

Keen-lung 

Keen-lung 

Taouk-waug 

Taouk-wang 

Tsai-iien 


Number  of 
Families. 


12,233,062 
8,412,800 
9.995.729 

16,052,860 
9,113,446 


10,621.436 
+  21,068,600 
t  25,386,209 
t  23,312,200 

t  28,605,716 


Total 
Population. 


83,000,000 


59.594, 
48,1431 
50,000, 
6o,545i 


50,000, 
60,692, 
105,000, 
125,000. 
115,000, 
140,000, 
198,213, 
196,837, 
19S.214, 
142.652, 


100,000,000 


European  Authority. 


Martin's  Hist.  Ch.,  I,  217. 

Martin,  I,  217. 

Maltc-EruD,  H,  94. 

Malce-Brun,  II,  94. 

Martin,  I,  225. 

Malte-BruD. 

Malte-Brun, 

Martin,  I,  229. 

Malce-Brun. 

Martin,  I,  29. 

Martin,  I,  29. 

Martin,  I,  29. 

Martin,  I,  29, 

Alierstein,  in  Malte-Brun. 

.■MIerslein,  in  Appleton.  J 

Alierstein.  in  Appleton. 

MacgreggorCom.  St.,V,  7. 

Estimated  as  in  te.\t. 

From  previous  numbers. 


From  this  table  it  will  be  seen  that  the  population  of  China  reached 
its  greatest  numbers  mor«  than  a  centurj'  ago,  and  that  at  the  present 
time  it  amounts  to  little  more  than  one  half  as  many  as  it  did  then.  .\s 
these  results  will  probably  be  questioned,  I  will  now  proceed  as  briefly 
as  possible  to  substantiate  them. 

It  will  be  obser\-ed  that  I  have  adduced  no  enumerations  which  have 
not  been  mentioned  in  European  authors.  This  course  has  been  ob- 
served because  of  the  non-acquaintance  of  Europeans  with  our  native 
authors  and  language.  The  enumerations  previous  to  the  reign  of 
Kang-he  {1662-1722)  are  not  important  in  this  connection.  They, 
however,  serve  to  show  that  oiu^  population  has  retrogressed  more  than 
once  before,  and  to  some  extent  indicate  the  limits  within  which  the 
numbers  may  be  found  at  various  periods.  Kang-he  was  one  of  the 
greatest  princes  who  ever  sr.t  upon  the  throne  of  China.  He  was  an  in- 
defatigable student,  a  thorough  mathematician,  and  by  far  the  best 
scholar  in  the  empire.  He  visited  the  provinces  in  persor\.  caused  them 
to  be  siuveyed  by  Europeans,  and  ordered  the  geographical  positions  of 

*  Number  of  men  between  fifteen  and  sixty  years  of  age. 

t  Given  by  Martin  as  the  whole  population,  but  evidentlv  meaning  Jaruilies. 

t  Am.  Cyc  Old  Ed.,  1377. 

§  From  ODc  hundred  to  one  hundred  and  twenty  millions. 


all  important  places  to  be  ascertained.  The  enumerations  made  during 
his  reign  ^\ere  subjected  to  the  inspection  of  Europeans — Messrs.  Ger- 
billon.  Bouvet.  and  others.  Kang-he  reigned  sixty  years,  during  which 
lime  the  population  increased  from  105,000.000  lo  about  150,000.000. 
"  His  whole  life  was  an  arduous  struggle  to  benefit  his  subjects." 
(Martin,  I,  233.) 

Very  different  was  the  character  of  Keen-lung  (1736-1796).      This 
prince  also  reigned  sixty  years  ;  but  they  were  sixty  years  of  foreign  and 
domestic  wars,  turbulence,  imperial  rapacity,  social  decadence,  and  po- 
litical retrogression.     Between  1765  and  1769  nearly  1.000,000  of  men 
were  lost  in  the  war  with   Burmah.     Civil  wars  occurred  in  nearly  all 
parts  of  the  empire  ;  the  crops  failed  repeatedly,  and  vast  numbers  died 
from  famine.     From  nearly  200.000.000 — at  which  number  the  popula- 
tion stood  when  Keen-lung  was  called  to  the  throne — it  fell  lo  little 
more  than  150,000,000  at  the  time  of  his  death  in  1796.     Yet  but  one  year 
j  previous  to  this  event  he  permitted  Chu-ta-jin  of  the  imperial  foreign 
I  office  to  communicate  to  the  British  .\mbassador.  Lord   Macartney,  a 
'  statement  lo  the  effect  that  the  population  of  the  empire  amounted  to 
I  333.000.000  souls !     It  is  out  of  this  false  statement  that  have  sprung  all 
j  the  erroneous  statements  which  appear  in  your  books  o^  reference  con- 
'  ceming  the  population  of  China. 

Some  of  these  works  pretend  to  quote  from  a  census  of  1812  ;  others 
from  a  census  of  1S42  ;  the  truth  being  that  no  such  censuses  were 
ever  taken,  and  that  all  these  pretended  enumerations  are  conjectures 
based  upon  the  falsehood  conveyed  to  Ixtrd  Macartnev  in  1795.  and  the 
equally  false  assumption  that  the  population  has  gone  on  increasing  ever 
since.  There  is  no  country  in  the  world  where  better  opportunities  exist 
for  taking  a  census  than  in  China.  Every  district  has  its  officer  ;  every 
street  its  constable  ;  everj-  ten  houses  its  tything-man  ;  and  every  family 
is  required  to  have  a  board  always  hanging  up  in  the  house  ready  for  the 
inspection  of  the  regular  officer,  on  v.hich  board  the  nameof  everj-raan. 
woman,  or  child  in  the  house  must  be  inscribed.  Vet  no  actual  census 
of  China  has  been  published  since  that  of  1761.  Decaying  countries 
are  never  known  to  publish  censuses ;  it  is  the  act  only  of  growing  ones. 

However,  the  best  evidence  of  the  population  of  China  is  afforded  by 
the  extent  of  its  cultivated  lands.  The  productive  capacity  of  their 
lands,  and  the  usual  quantity  of  food  necessary  to  support  human  life, 
being  known,  the  numbers  of  those  who  dwell  upon  them  can  be  de- 
duced within  a  ver>'  reasonable  degree  of  certainty.  From  these  data  it 
will  be  found  that  the  population  at  the  date  of  the  last  cadastre,  vie.  : 
about  the  year  1S34,  did  not  exceed  125,000,000. 

China  proper  consists  of  eighteen  slates,  or  provinces,  containing  a 
total  area  of  1,297.999  square  miles,  or  830,719.360  acres.  Of  this  area. 
it  has  been  staled  that  the  extraordinary  proportion  of  tliree-fourths.  or 
640.579,381  acres,  are  cuttivaUd  {a).  The  mountainous  and  desert 
character  of  a  very  large  portion  of  the  empire  is  a  sufficient  refutation 
of  the  statement ;  but  be  this  as  it  may.  the  cultivated  portion  has  never 
been  held  by  any  auihor  to  exceed  141.119,347  acres  (<^).  This  figure, 
however,  appears  to  relate  to  the  last  century,  the  latest  figure  of  the 
area  actually  cultivated  being  io3.cjo7,3385i  acres  [c).  This  result  is 
obtained  from  our  official  cadastral  works,  is  given  by  provinces,  con- 
tains internal  proofs  of  correctness  in  the  character  of  its  details,  and  is 
supported  by  the  collateral  evidence  afforded  by  the  land  tax. 

The  principal,  though  not  the  only,  grain  of  China  is  rice.  This 
grain  forms  the  staff  of  life  chiefly  in  the  southern  and  eastern  prov- 
inces ;  whilst  in  the  northern  and  western,  barley,  wheat,  buckwheat, 
maize,  and  millet  constitute  the  dietary"  of  the  people.  Meat  is  scarce, 
but  fish  affords  an  impon:\nt  article  of  food,  and  is  said  to  supply  a 
tenth  of  all  consumed. 

In  the  fertile  districts  of  the  southern  provinces  two  crops  of  rice  are 
raised  every  year  from  the  same  land,  and.  in  some  very  exceptionable 
spots,  as  many  as  three  crops  have  been  obtained.  Two  annual  crops 
in  the  south  and  one  in  the  north  is,  however,  the  rule.  Sometimes  the 
secondarj'  crop  is  not  rice,  but  vegetables  and  even  cotton.  But  there 
is  little  gained  by  this  system,  and  it  has  been  decried  by  modern  agri- 
culturalists. It  e-\hausts  the  land  too  rapidly  and  renders  the  succeed- 
ing crops  feeble.  This  system,  and  the  fact  that  the  land  has  been  used 
from  time  immemorial  for  the  same  kind  of  crop,  has  reduced  the  har- 
vest returns  of  the  Chinese  Empire  to  a  condition  that  can  not  surprise 
the  cultivator  of  overcropped  lands  in  your  Eastern  and  Middle  States, 
but  may  seem  small  to  those  of  fresh  and  e.\uberant  California.  Even 
with  two  crops  a  year  from  the  same  land  in  a  considerable  portion  of 
China,  an  acre  of  land  in  that  country  \\'ill  on  an  average  of  good 
years  produce  only  14,04  bushels  of  pmddy  or  9.36  bushels  of  clean 
rice(i/).  Were  the  entire  cultivated  area  of  China  sown  in  rice,  and 
every  crop  a  fair  average  one,  the  entire  annual  harvest  of  the  Empire 
would  amount  to  but  1,010.880,000  bushels.  As  a  considerable  area  is 
planted  in  tea  and  other  crops,  the  grain  harvest  does  not  probably  ex- 
ceed 900.000,000  bushels. 

This  estimate  is  supported  by  others.  De  Guignes  stated  the  grain 
tribute  for  the  year  1777  at  28,000,000  taels  on  the  first  crop,  and  22,- 
000,000  on  the  second.  Together  these  sums  are  equal  to  581,250.000. 
Regarding  the  tribute  as  one-tenth  of  the  whole  crop,  and  reckoning  the 
value  of  the  rice  as  low  as  i  '^  i.<'ntb  per  pound,  this  would  make  the 
crop  equal  to  1,083,000.000  bushels. 

Wells  Williams  gives  the  grain  tax  for  a  recent  year  at  95.700,000 
bushels.  Regarding  this  as  a  tifhe  of  the  whole,  we  have  for  the  entire 
crop  957,000,000  bushels.  In  round  figures  let  us  say  it  amounts  to 
1 ,000, 000, 000  bushels.  It  remains  to  ascertain  how  many  people  this  will 
support. 

The  average  consumption  of  rice  in  China  by  men  employed  in  agri- 
cultural labor  is  three  shing  per  day.  or  15.77  bushels  per  year;  in  the 
cities  it  is  one  shing.  or  5.26  bushels  per  year,  fish  and  other  comes- 
tibles eking  out  the  remainder  of  the  fare.  -\s  the  principal  portion  of 
the  population  is  agricultural  it  is  fully  within  the  mark  to  estimate  the 
average  annual  consumption  of  grain  throughout  the  empire  at  ten 
bushels  per  head,  supplemented  by  some  fish  and  vegetables  and  a 
veryhttle  meat.  With  a  crop  of  1,000,000,000  bushels,  this  bespeaks 
a  population  of  not  over  100,000.000.  Making  due  allowance  for  pos- 
sible errors  of  calculation  and  for  the  numbers  of  people  supported  from 
the  profits  of  foreign  commerce  in  tea,  silk,  metals  and  manufactures 
of  various  kinds,  it  appears  liberal  to  estimate  the  population  of  China 
at  the  period  to  which  GutzlafTs  cadastral  figures  belong — namely, 
some  foriy  odd  years  ago — at  125,000.000.  At  the  present  time  they 
can  hardly  amount  to  120.000.000,  and  may  not  e.Kceed  100,000,000. 

But  while  from  these  evidences  China  appears  to  have  declined  in 
population  during  the  past  hundred  years  or  more,  there  are  not  want- 
ing endences  that  she  is  upon  the  point  of  becoming,  if  indeed  she  has 
not  alreadv  become,  a  growing  nation  again.  During  the  last  fifteen 
or  twenty  vears  there  has  been  a  notable  rise  of  wages  in  China;  the 
condition  of  the  poor  has  materially  improved  and  the  incentives  to  em- 
igration are  being  fast  overcome  by  the  superior  advantages  of  remain- 
ing at  home.  This  change  is  attributable  to  the  influence  of  a  liberal 
imperial  policy,  foreign  intercourse,  the  introduction  of  more  rapid  and 
certain  means  of  transport  and  communication,  of  certain  Western  arts, 
and  of  improved  methods  and  implements  of  husbandry — the  latter 
forming  the  merest  beginnings  of  a  new  era,  but  nevertheless  counting 
for  something. 

China  is  by  no  means  dead,  but  only  sleeps.  So  far  is  she  from 
threatening  to  let  loose  upon  the  Western  world  a  pauper  population 
of  four  hundred  and  odd  millions  of  people,  she  does  not  possess  over  a 
hundred  milUons  of  people.  To  these  have  lately  been  afforded  such 
powerful  means  of  future  prosperity,  that,  instead  of  being  obliged 
to  permit  her  sons  to  wander  upon  distant  and  inhospitable  shores  in 
search  of  a  scanty  living,  she  may  be  able  at  no  distant  time  to  offer 
homes,  within  her  own  domains,  to  foreigners. 

K\v.\NG  Ch.\ng  Ling. 


(a.)  Wells  Williams'  Middle  Kingdom,  I,  21S.  Macgreggor,  V,  11,  12,  says 
that  one-third  of  the  land  is  cultivated  ;  but  this,  though  nearer  the  mark,  is 
mere  conjecture. 

(i5.)     Martin's  History  o/China.     Table  prefacing  Vol.  I. 

ic.)    Gutzlaff'5  Chiita, 

(d)  Chinese  Repository,  XIII,  26.  In  Java  the  average  product  of  nee  is  575 
pounds,  or  11 J^  bushels  to  the  acre,     /did.,  Ill,  234. 


.A  boy  over  eight  ye;irb  «>ld  was  observed  to  sit  down  on  the  curbstone 
on  Washington  Street  and  lean  heavily  against  a  hitching-post.  He 
looked  pa.Ie,  even  through  the  dirt  on  his  face,  and  several  pedestrians 
halted  to  make  inquiries.  One  of  them  observed  an  old  stub  of  a  cigar 
in  the  boy's  fingers,  and  he  queried  :  "  Bub,  is  this  your  first  cigar?" 
"  No-o  ;  it's  m-m-y  second,"  gasped  the  boy,  and  after  a  long  pause, 
attended  by  increased  paleness,  "  b-but  I  don't  see  any  change  in  the 
symptoms!" 


ELLAIR, 


I. 

Slowly  we  went  one  moonlit  eve 

Through  the  wide  garden  sweet  and  pale; 
We  saw  the  fragrant  locust  weave 

Its  net  oi  shadows  pure  and  frail ; 
The  graceful  eucalyptus  spires 
Caught  each  fair  stars  melodious  fires, 
And.  trembling  in  the  wind's  control. 
Each  outlined  tree  revealed  its  soul. 

We  talked  of  books,  and  birds,  and  flowers ; 

At  last  the  dewy  night  grew  chill; 
We  spoke  of  absent  friends  of  ours. 

Then  for  a  moment  we  grew  still. 
To  watch  the  twinkling  town  and  bay, 
And  the  glad  lights  in  long  array. 
Oh.  underneath  the  moon,  how  fair 
Was  thy  piu-e  face,  serene  EUair! 

We  had  been  children  side  by  side 
Through  many  softly  flowing  years ; 

What  wonder  if,  that  eventide. 

We  found  a  little  space  for  tears? 

So  at  the  last  no  word  was  said. 

But  quiet  hands  were  clasped  instead. 

And  then  a  softly  closing  door 

Shut  in  my  world  forevermore. 

II. 
For  me  the  great  world  loomed  before. 

With  unsealed  height  and  hidden  deep ; 
I  could  not  wait  on  any  shore. 

With  spurs  to  win  and  truth  to  keep. 
I  hardly  thought  the  way  was  long, 
I  only  knew  my  youth  was  strong, 
I  only  saw  a  sunrise  vast. 
And  heard  a  trumpet's  eager  blast. 

Years  passed.     I  never  saw  tliy  face 
Except  at  midnight,  in  the  sky. 

In  ranks  of  men  I  won  my  place — 
To  some  a  foe  beyond  reply. 

To  some  a  friend  of  royal  grace. 
To  all  at  times  a  mystery ; 

And  ever)'  song  of  wave  and  air. 

Took  shape  with  thoughts  of  thee.  EUair. 

I  could  not  think  you  changed  or  grew ; 

Each  woman  for  your  saike  was  pure : 
In  dreams  the  childish  ways  I  knew, 

In  dreams  I  saw  the  car\'en  door, 
Or  heard  the  music  of  the  rills 
In  those  memorial  hills. 
And  watched  the  heavy-laden  bee 
Search  the  white- tufted  buckej'e  tree. 
% 

in. 

At  last,  when  many  years  were  dead, 
I  thought  to  find  the  cottage  gate. 
Where  roses  wandered  overhead, 

.And  snow-white  lilies,  with  their  freight 
Of  endless  fragrance,  leaned  to  greet 
My  wayward  but  remembering  feet; 
Taerc  might  I  see  thy  face,  and  there 
Should  touch  thy  hands,  serene  EUair. 

Oh.  it  was  but  an  empty  space, 
A  weary,  hopeless,  bitter  land. 

I  could  not  sec  you  face  to  face, 

I  could  not  touch  your  gentle  hand ; 

For  your  white  soul  had  longed  lo  hear 

Divinest  songs,  till  earth  grew  clear, 
And.  smiling,  in  a  happy  place, 
Vou  saw  the  angels  face  to  face 
In  their  celestial  sphere. 

I  found  where  memory's  marble  lay. 

And  hid  my  mute  lips  in  the  grass ; 

I  felt  a  wave  of  weeping  pass. 

As  if  the  world  were  full  of  tears,  alasl 
But  tears  could  not  be  mine  that  day. 
At  last  the  loving  starlight  crept 

About  me  as  a  babe's  soft  hands. 
And.  in  the  faUing  dew.  I  wept 

With  the  sad  earth,  and  lonely  lands. 
And  drifting  cloud.     "O  lost  EUair! 
If  I  can  find  you  anywhere. 

Or  bond,  or  free,  or  quick,  or  dead. 
The  troubles  of  the  world  lo  bear 

Were  blossoms  on  my  bended  head." 

So  I  went  out,  where  currents  cross, 
To  mingle  with  the  lides  of  men. 
And  weave  my  lonely  hours  again. 
I  found  a  world  of  toil  and  pain, 
Whose  need  I  measured  by  my  loss. 

And  better  loved  my  dreaming  pen ; 
But  no  more  brimmed  the  fragrant  wine 
Of  mirth  in  any  song  of  mine. 

And  aU  day  long  I  hear  in  dreams 
A  rusded  dress  across  the  sill ; 

Your  name  is  writ  in  sunset  gleams, 

.\nd  waves  of  dusk  when  winds  are  still. 

I  never  sink  10  rest.  EUair. 

But  that  a  nameless  presence  thrills. 
.\  pearly  glimmer  somehow  fills 

The  outlined  shadow  of  my  chair. 

.\nd  we  shall  meet,  shall  meet  somewhere, 
When  this  poor  soul  has  grown  so  strong 
That  it  can  climb  the  spaces  long 

To  thv  pure  realm  of  peace,  Ellair. 
XiLF.s,  August  25.  1878.  Charles  H. 


"The  Childer." 


It  is  ■■  nasty  hot ; '  it  is  dusty  ;  the  city  smells  naughtily.  Diphtheria 
is  at  it  again.'  \\'hy  not  lake  the  little  ones  off  this  pestilent  peninsula 
and  give  them  a  run  in  the  gulches  ?  The  fields  are  brov\n.  but  over  in 
Contra  Costa,  Alameda,  and  Marin,  and  down  the  road  in  San  Mateo, 
are  cool,  green  corners — reentering  angles  of  the  hills— where  the  sun 
is  stronger,  and  ferns,  and  mosses,  wiih  some  late  flowers,  hold  capaci- 
ties of  pleasure  for  the  tiny  men  and  wee  women  of  our  streets  and 
schools.  Was  it  for  nothing,  do  you  suppose — just  for  so  much  a  line 
— that  Brei  Harie  wrote  this: 

■■  .And  so  one  day  she  planned  a  picnic  on  Buckeye  Hill,  and  took 
the  ciiildren  with  her  ;  away  from  the  dusty  road,  the  straggling  shan- 
ties, the  yellow  ditches,  the  clamor  of  restless  engines,  the  cheap  finer)* 
of  shop  windows,  the  deeper  glitter  of  paint  and  colored  glass,  and  ihe 
thin  veneering  which  barbarism  Uikes  upon  itself  in  such  localities. 
What  infinite  relief  was  theirs  !  The  last  heap  of  ragged  rock  and  clay 
p.isscJ.  the  last  unsighUy  chasm  crossed,  how  the  wailing  woods  opened 
their  long  files  to  receive  them  !  How  the  children— perhaps  because 
they  had  not  yet  grown  quite  away  from  the  brcii^t  of  tlic  bounteous 
mother — threw  themselves  face  downward  on  her  bosom  with  uncouth 
caresses,  filling  the  air  with  laughter." 

What  if  you  did  take  them  lasi  spring  and  Willie  got  poisoned  with 
poison-oak  ?    Take  them  again  and  give  him  a  chance  lo  get  even. 

When  a  base  ball  player  comes  home  for  ihe  season  his  t^-trer-  'f^ok 
as  if  he  had  been  talking  the  sign  language. 
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One  of  the  embarrassments  of  a  republican  form  of  govern- 
ment is  the  fact  that  the  best  and  broadest  minds,  the  most 
honest  and  earnest  intellects,  are  driven  out  from  the  possi- 
bilities of  political  success.  The  underlying  vice  of  democ- 
racy is  that  policy  and  not  principle  must  rule.  In  all  other 
forms  of  government,  autocratic,  monarchical,  or  aristocratic, 
there  is  an  opportunity  afforded  for  proud,  w^U  bom,  gifted 
men  to  ser\e  the  nation,  to  become  diplomats  or  states- 
men. To  rise  by  earnest,  long,  and  patient  toll  to  the  higher 
employments  of  the  state  is  the  prize  for  which  scholars  and 
gentlemen  wil!  labor.  The  honors  of  ofiRce  are  inducements 
to  the  highest  and  loftiest  exertions.  The  result  is,  that  in 
England,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  Russia,  and  Indeed  In  all 
•the  governments  of  Europe,  we  find  the  noblest  born,  the 
most  gifted,  the  wealthy  crowding  around  the  throne,  the 
parliament,  the  council,  impelled  by  a  higher  motive  than 
mere  spoils  of  office.  The  road  to  these  honors  may  be  long 
and  wearisome,  the  way  may  be  Impeded  by  those  who,  by 
the  accident  of  birth,  jostle  to  the  front,  but  the  proud,  gifted, 
ambitious  man  may  overcome  all  this  If  he  is  not  compelled, 
as  in  a  republican  government,  to  play  courtier  to  the  mob.  In 
the  United  States  of  America  the  best  men  do  not  serve  the 
state.  Politics,  elsewhere  honored  as  an  honorable  pursuit, 
is  here  a  disgraceful  Industry.  From  public  life  the  sensi- 
tive, honest  man  shrinks  as  from  pollution.  The  road  to  office 
is  here  a  slimy  and  tortuous  path.  It  is  intrigue,  and  not  merit, 
that  wins  the  race,  and  when  an  honor  is  attained  by  an  hon- 
est man,  he  becomes  the  target  ot  almost  universal  abuse. 
The  result  is  that  young  men  who  start  out  with  an  ambitious 
desire  to  win  for  themselves  an  honorable  name  in  the  public 
ser\*ice  turn  around,  disgusted  and  beaten  back  by  the  base 
rivals  who,  in  the  arts  of  the  demagogue,  can  outbid  them  for 
popular  favor.  The  result  Is  apparent  to-day,  both  in  our 
national  and  State  politics.  It  is  a  noticeable  fact  that  the 
best  men  are  not  found  in  the  public  service.  The  man  who 
succeeds  to  any  office  Is  either  some  obscure  man  of  mediocre 
talent  and  blameless  Xiic^  against  whom  nothing  can  be  said, 
or  the  bold,  resolute,  unprincipled  adventurer  who,  with  tire- 
less energy  and  accommodating  morals,  will  pander  to  the 
prejudices  of  the  mob,  and  through  intrigue  beat  his  way  to 
position,  or  the  man  of  accident  struck  by  the  lightning  of 
popular  favor.  The  tendency  of  this  thing  in  America  is  a 
downward  one.  In  the  earlier  days  of  our  republic  the 
Senate,  the  Congress,  and  the  Presidential  and  gubernatorial 
offices  were  filled  by  our  best  and  greatest  representative 
men.  Later  we  saw  the  falling  off,  and  one  by  one  in  all 
the  higher  offices  adventurers  and  political  charlatans  drove 
from  their  pedestals  the  abler  men,  till  now,  where  in  the 
councils  of  the  nation,  or  in  the  higher  positions,  do  we  find 
men  that  adorn  them.^  Let  us  ask,  in  all  respect  to  our 
present  Chief  Executive,  could  he,  with  his  blameless  life 
and  feeble  intellect,  have  achieved  in  England  the  position 
of  Premier?  Let  us  glance  at  the  Senate  of  the  United 
States  and  compare  it  with  the  Parliament  of  England  or 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies  in  France.  Let  us  compare  it 
with  half  a  centurj*  ago  in  statesmanship,  intellect,  elo- 
quence, and  personal  pride  of  character,  and  ask  whither 
we  drifL  Let  us  contemplate  the  later  Cabinets,  and 
draw  the  same  comparison.  If  we  turn  to  Congress,  whom 
do  we  see?  The  able-minded  men  of  the  nation?  The 
great  thinkers,  writers,  orators  ?  On  the  contrarj-,  we  note  a 
\-uIgar  mob  of  common  minds,  composed  in  about  equal 
parts  of  political  adventurers  and  obscure  accidents.  In 
Culifomia  it  is  strikingly  apparent  that  no  really  great  mind- 


ed, proud,  and  honorable  man  can  aspire  to  a  leading  posi 
tion  with  any  hope  of  success.  Even  the  meaner  offices  of 
emoluments,  where  the  profits  of  place  are  the  controlling 
inducements  for  obtaining  them,  It  is  obvious  that  a  respect- 
able man  and  gentleman  has  very  little  hope  of  success  ; 
while  from  the  under-current  of  ward  politics  comes  some 
ignorant,  base-born,  dishonest  adventurer,  who  has  intrigued 
and  plotted  to  control  the  party  machinery.  Kit  men  in 
office  are  now  the  exceptions  to  the  rule. 


Who  is  to  be  the  next  President  of  the  United  States? 
There  was  a  time  in  ihc  history  of  our  republic  when,  upon 
the  recurrence  of  a  presidential  election,  some  Saul  stood  up 
conspicuously ^abovc  the  common  herd — taller  In  intellect,  in 
honesty  of  purpose,  In  public  service,  and  in  promise  of  use- 
fulness, by  a  head  and  shoulders  than  any  other  man.  There 
arc  no  giants  in  these  days,  and  warring  partisans  are  now 
contending  to  secure  a  presidential  candidate  who  shall  pos- 
sess the  elements  of  success  at  a  popular  election.  The  con- 
siderations are  confined  to  the  question  of  availability  for 
election,  not  fitness  for  office.  Tilden,  with  his  barrel  of 
money;  Tammany,  with  its  dirty  Intrigues  ;  Ben  Butler,  with 
his  possibilities  of  enlisting  the  workingmen  ;  General  Grant, 
with  his  prestige  of  mllltarj'  success.  The  word  that  ex- 
presses qualification,  honorable  purpose,  statesmanship,  will 
never  be  uttered  till  the  conventions  have  nominated  their 
most  available  candidate  ;  then  the  zeal  of  partisanship,  the 
press,  the  orator,  the  office-holder,  and  the  office-seeker  will 
clothe  the  chosen  aspirant  with  all  the  virtues  that  ought  to 
adorn  the  highest  station.  If  Tilden  be  renominated  the 
"slogan"  of  the  battle  will  be  "fraud,"  "fraud,"  "fraud  ;"  the 
old  wounds  of  the  South  will  be  lorn  open,  the  old  Intrigues 
in  South  Carolina,  Florida,  and  Louisiana  reenacted.  If  Ben 
Butler  shall,  in  defiance  of  everj'  principle  that  makes  the 
endurance  of  republican  institutions  possible,  receive  a  pres- 
idential nomination,  we  shall  hear  from  the  sand-lots  and  the 
purlieus  of  society  appeals  to  such  passions  and  prejudices 
as  will  make  his  election  a  menace  to  the  life  of  our  repub- 
lic. If  General  Grant  shall  be  renominated.  It  will  not  be  In 
recognition  of  his  military  service  to  the  Government,  not  in 
recognition  of  the  fact  that  he  possesses  in  any  preeminent 
degree  the  qualities  that  adorn  the  republican  Chief  Magis- 
trate, but  because  officials  can  renominate  and  wealth  reelect 
him.  In  his  campaign  the  appeal  will  be  to  the  people  to 
take  the  first  step  in  the  direction  of  a  strong  government — 
strength  meaning  bayonets  in  the  hands  of  a  paid  arniy — the 
first  step  in  the  way  which  when  republics  enter  upon  they 
can  never  stop  or  lum  back. 


The  people  have  not  made  up  their  minds  whether  they 
will  consent  to  the  renominatlon  and  election  of  General 
Grant  or  not,  and  they  do  not  want  their  minds  made  up  for 
them.  The  matter  Is  under  consideration,  and  while  there 
are  many  reasons  that  render  It  undesirable  that  he  should 
receive  a  third  term,  there  are  certain  possibilities  that  may 
occur  to  reconcile  the  better  men  of  the  nation  with  his  can- 
didacy. If  the  office-holding  class  think  it  can  press  his 
nomination  through  the  party  machine,  and  either  In  ad- 
vance of,  or  in  opposition  to,  popular  opinion,  thrust  General 
Grant  upon  the  nation  as  Its  candlflate,  they  may  make  a  se- 
rious mistake,  and  one  that  In  event  of  success  at  the  National 
Convention  would  provoke  revolt  and  end  in  defeat.  There 
Is  ver\'  little  party  loyalty  now  remaining.  The  great  mass 
of  intelligent  and  thinking  Republicans  feel  grateful  to  Gen- 
eral Grant.  In  memor>'  of  his  distinguished  mllltarj'  services 
they  are  generously  disposed  to  overlook  some  of  the  graver 
mistakes  of  his  civil  administration,  the  most  serious  of 
which  was  the  genius  he  displayed  in  selecting  for  his  confi- 
dants and  party  friends  the  most  unconscionable  rogues  and 
adventurers  of  the  country,  and  adhering  to  them  with  an 
obstinacy  that  to  better  men  would  have  been  regarded  as 
fidelity.  And  yet  there  may  arise  certain  political  exigen- 
cies that  may  reconcile  the  nation  to  accept  General  Grant's 
candidacy  as  the  lesser  danger.  We  see  embarrassing  com- 
pllcatluns  arising,  the  extent  and  importance  of  which  no 
man  can  foretell.  The  reflecting  minds  of  the  nation  are 
awaiting  the  development  of  political  events.  They  are  de- 
termined that  there  shall  be  no  opinions  manufactured  of 
artificial  party  enthusiasm,  and  no  action  predicated  upon 
apprehended  dangers  that  may  not  exist  and  menaces  that 
may  never  be  carried  into  execution.  If  General  Grant 
maintains  his  present  attitude  of  silent  expectancy;  If  his 
friends  of  the  ring  and  his  partisans  in  place  shall  not  too 
plainly  unmask  their  designs;  and  the  democracy  shall 
strike  hands  with  sand-lot,,  communism,  and  Molly  Maguire; 
if  the  counsels  of  Tammany  or  the  plottings  of  Tilden  shall 
gain  ascendancy  in  the  Democratic  ranks;  if  the  Republican 
extremists  shall  again  raise  the  banner  of  the  bloody  flag, 
and  rally  upon  some  blatant'demagogue  for  its  candidate — 
it  may  happen  that  the  great  rank  and  file  of  sober-minded, 
Intelligent,  moral,  and  property-owning  Americans  may  unite 
upon  General  Grant  as  their  candidate.  In  such  an  event 
they  will  expect  to  call  him,  and  not  have  him  thrust  upon 
them;  they  will  expect  to  be  the  judges  of  the  necessity  that 
will  ask  him  to  ser\'e  them  a  third  time.  The  less  exertion 
made  by  his  party  friends,  the  greater  the  probabilities  that 
he  may  be  regarded  as  a  necessity. 


We  have  been  revolving  in  our  mindsthe  question  whether 
insurance  companies  are  such  an  unquestioned  advantage  to 
our  community  as  we  are  all  in  the  habit  of  conceding.  Now, 
we  are  not  expressing  an  opinion,  we  are  only  asking  ques- 
tions. There  are  some  eighty-four'agencles  In  San  Fran- 
cisco, with  active  officers  and  solicitors,  with  a  perfect  army 
of  employes,  with  expensive  business  places  ;  and  the  ques- 
tion naturally  suggests  itself  that  it  must  take  a  mint  of 
money  to  support  this  business.  The  next  idea  that  comes 
to  us  is,  that  the  companies  must  receive  a  great  deal  more 
in  premiums  than  they  pay  In  losses.  Then  it  is  suggested, 
that  out  of  the  eighty-four  companies  seventy-nine  are  for- 
eign, and  that  the  excess  of  premiums  over  losses  is  a  con- 
stant drain  upon  us,  and  that  the  money-flow  from  the  insur- 
ance business  from  San  Francisco  to  the  East  and  London 
must  be  very  large  ;  that  foreign  capital  Is  not  brought  here, 
as  in  other  occupations,  but  only  foreign  credit,  to  deplete 
and  exhaust  us  by  carrying  on  a  pursuit  which  If  not  profit- 
able would  be  abandoned.  We  ask  ourselves  this  question 
(and  It  covers  the  whole  ground),  Would  not  San  Francisco 
be  richer  to-day  if  It  had  never  a  foreign  insurance  company 
doing  business  here  ?  Home  companies  keep  the  money 
here  and  In  circulation.  The  number  of  millions  that  have 
been  sent  to  Hartford,  New  York,  and  London  must  be  great. 
If,  therefore,  the  business  of  insuring  property  had  been  con- 
fined to  local  companies  and  our  own  capital  or  our  own 
credit,  San  Francisco  as  a  community  would  be  doubtless 
richer  by  very  many  millions.  As  yet  there  has  been  no  loss 
by  fire  which  home  capital  could  not  have  met,  and  we  have 
an  idea  that  some  of  the  capital  as  figured  upon  sign  boards 
is  delusive.  If  we  understand  this  business  we  are  unable 
to  tax  the  capital  of  foreign  companies  to  support  our  fire 
department  or  maintain  our  municipal  government.  Hence, 
it  has  occurred  to  us  to  ask  the  question  whether  there  are 
not  certain  principles  involved  and  certain  considerations 
that  it  would  be  well  for  our  constitution-menders  to  consider 
in  reference  to  this  insurance  problem.  Life  insurance  is  a 
horse  of  another  color.  There  are  people  who  think  it  an 
unmitigated  swindle  ;  but  we  are  only  asking  questions. 

If  there  is  a  Providence  that  deals  with  man,  and  has  a 
care  over  His  creatures,  it  demands  a  blind  confidence  to 
reconcile  God's  justice  with  His  guardianship  of  the  South- 
em  people.  It  would  almost  seem  as  though  they  had 
drank  to  the  dregs  the  bitter  cup  of  affliction.  First,  slavery, 
with  all  its  attendant  ills  ;  then  a  war  to  enfrancise  slaves, 
with  its  long  har\'est  of  horrors ;  then  a  reconstruction 
policy  that  precipitated  upon  the  community  the  rule  of 
bayonets  in  support  of  a  government  of  carpet-baggers  and 
negroes.  And  now,  after  a  loss  of  property,  the  death  of 
sons,  brothers,  and  husbands  on  the  baltle-field,  and  before 
the  wounds  of  civil  war  had  healed,  comes  this  dreadful 
scourge  of  the  yellow  fever,  desolating  the  community  and 
carrying  fear  and  death  to  every  home. .  We  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, with  our  cool  sea  breezes  that  come  in  their  dally  visits 
fresh  from  five  thousand  miles  of  ocean  breadth,  can  not  ap- 
preciate the  agony  of  a  people  that  must  wait  till  November 
for  the  frost  that  shall  destroy  the  spores  of  this  deadly  and 
mysterious  epidemic  ;  an  agony  that  can  devise  no  relief, 
finds  no  remedy,  that  must  patiently  wait  while  loved  ones 
'die.  Brave  men  and  women,  in  the  care  of  their  sick  and 
burial  of  their  dead,  can  only  exhibit  the  heroism  of  despair, 
and  we  of  the  North  can  only  send  them  food,  and  medicine, 
and  money.  We  doubt  not  that  generous  hearts  will  bounti- 
fully respond  to  this  wail  that  comes  up  from  the  fever- 
stricken  South.  It  Is  the  North's  opportunity  to  do  now 
that  which  shall  undo  all  that  party  strife,  sectional  jealousy, 
political  hatred,  a  bloody  war,  and  a  mistaken  policy  of  re- 
construction has  done  to  alienate  the  hearts  and  embitter  the 
feelings  of  a  divided  people.  We  are  more  than  sure  that 
the  North,  and  all  of  it,  all  its  parties,  religious  denomina- 
tions, Its  charitable,  social,  and  commercial  institutions,  will 
enter  upon  a  generous  rivalry  to  sustain  the  Southern  people 
in  this  the  hour  of  their  affliction. 


The  Rev.  Mr.  Beecher,  in  giving  the  causes  that  have  pro- 
duced the  present  hard  times,  has  omitted  the  one  which 
seems  to  us  to  have  most  largely  contributed  to  the  present 
condition  of  things.  The  invention  and  use  of  labor-saving 
machinery  in  all  the  branches  of  industry  has  caused  an 
over-production  of  all  products,  has  thrown  laborers  out  of 
employment,  filled  our  warehouses  with  fabrics  beyond  the 
demand  of  present  consumption,  and  thus  caused  stagnation 
in  trade  ;  has  closed  manufactories,  and  enabled  a  few  la- 
borers to  accomplish  by  the  aid  of  machiner)-  results  which 
formerly  gave  a  wider  field  of  employment.  This  is  an  evil 
which  only  time  can  remedy  by  giving  opportunity  for  ad- 
justment of  the  relations  of  labor  and  capital  on  new  bases. 

The  unexpected  death  of  the  Hon.  Henry  H.  Haight  is  at 
once  a  shock  and  a  loss  to  California.  His  was  a  useful  and 
honorable  life  in  this  State.  He  adorned  all  the  positions 
he  filled  ;  alike  loved  and  respected  in  the  private,  profes- 
sional, and  public  stations.  He  was  a  conscientious,  intelli- 
gent, honest  gentleman,  and  we  are  sorry  he  is  dead. 


Mr.  Clement's  concluding  article  in  reply  to  Kwang  Chang 
Ling  will  appear  in  our  next  issue. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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AFTERMATH, 


"My  brother  'Lyss"  is  called  upon  to  mourn  the  untimely 
insanity  of  "  that  fellow  Orville,"  who  has  been  consigned  to 
an  early  asylum  where  interviewers  cease  from  troubling  and 
the  garrulous  are  at  rest.  In  the  overthrow  of  this  powerful 
intellect  we  discern  a  public  misfortune  that  is  not  "alto- 
gether displeasing."  Should  "my  brother  'Lyss"  be  elected 
for  a  third  term  it  is  better  that  Orville  should  be  a  lunatic 
than  a  rascal,  for  it  is  better  that  he  should  be  supported  by 
some  one  State  in  a  style  to  which  he  has  not  been  accus- 
tomed, than  by  the  whole  country  in  a  style  to  which  he  has 
been.  It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  that  his  incarceration  as 
a  maniac  is  merely  a  bit  of  "political  chicanery" — that  he  is 
no  more  demented  than  he  always  has  been,  only  a  good  deal 
more  de  trap.  The  management  of  the  third  term  scheme 
requires  delicacy,  tact,  and  moderation  ;  there  must  be  sea- 
sons of  significant  silence,  and  Orville  will  talk,  and  talk  all 
the  time.  It  may  have  been  thought  best  to  have  his  thun- 
der ignored  as  the  explosions  of  a  self-cocking  lunatic  of  the 
buU-dog  pattern. 

Mining  stocks  continue  to  "boom,"  and  there  is  every 
prospect  of  harvesting  a  new  crop  of  milHonaires.  This  de- 
lights us,  and  throws  a  rosy  glow  of  real  sunlight  over  every- 
thing. The  horse  market  is  reviving,  and  as  soon  as  the 
summer  winds  are  over,  our  Golden  Gate  Park  and  ocean 
drive  will  be  filled  with  fast  pairs  and  fours-in-hand,  with 
drags  and  tandems.  This  rise  comes  just  in  time  for  fall 
bonnets  and  gewgaws  of  French  fashion.  If  there  is  any- 
thing we  delight  in  it  is  the  millionaire  ;  and  if  there  is  one 
kind  of  millionaire  that  pleases  us  better  than  another,  it  is 
a  new  one.  Old  wine,  old  families,  old  books,  old  pictures, 
old  china,  old  silver  sets  of  solid  bullion,  old  family  man- 
sions, with  their  old  traditions,  are  well ;  but  new  million- 
aires are  something  superlatively  charming,  with  their  new 
clothes,  new  airs,  new  carriages,  new  houses.  They  make 
the  money  fly,  and  make  everybody  happy. 


Sierra  Nevada  is  going  to  $i,ooo  per  share.  It  is  the 
most  promising  bonanza  that  has  ever  been  struck  on  the 
Comstock.  It  is  the  best  defined  ledge  of  mineral  ore  that 
the  world  has  ever  seen.  It  is  a  better  buy  at  $ioo  a  share 
than  it  was  at  $8.  Everybody  that  has  any  sense  should 
pawn  his  jewelry,  sell  his  homestead,  and  buy  Sierra  Nevada. 
One  hundred  millions  of  dollars  will  be  declared  in  divi- 
dends. And  if  not,  and  it  peters  out,  and  you  get  burst,  you 
can  do  without  jeweliy  ;  and  if  you  lose  your  homestead  you 
can  board  at  the  Palace  Hotel.  Buy  Sierra  Nevada  is  the 
advice  of  Senator  Jones. 

Buy  Mexican.  They  have  found  it  in  Sierra  Nevada,  rich. 
There  is  a  bonanza  in  Ophir  beyond  any  doubt — covered  up, 
but  waiting  to  be  unearthed.  Mexican  lies  between  the  two 
discoveries.  It  is  sure  to  advance  ;  it  will  go  to  a  hundred 
dollars  within  thirty  days.  Barton  and  Mark  McDonald 
advise  everybody  to  buy  Mexican. 


Buy  Union  Consolidated  ;  it  lies  next  to  Sierra  Nevada. 
The  bonanza  is  on  the  disputed  three  hundred  feet,  and  is 
pitching  toward  Union  Consolidated  ground.  It  will  go  to 
five  hundred  dollars.  The  chances  are  that  the  Union  Con- 
solidated will  get  the  bulk  of  the  best  ore  in  the  lower  levels. 
The  Nevada  Bank  advises  everybody  to  buy  Union  Con- 
solidated. 

The  Argonaut,  after  a  careful  examination  of  all  the  min- 
ing news — after  a  personal  interview  with  all  the  mining  ex- 
perts, and  confidential  conversations  with  all  of  the  stock 
millionaires  and  the  leading  brokers  of  both  boards — advises 
all  its  readers,  without  distinction  of  color,  race,  or  previous 
condition  of  servitude,  to  buy  stocks.  Go  it  blind.  The  ex- 
citement is  just  begun,  and  it  will  make  but  little  difference 
what  stock  is  purchased,  as  all  will  advance.  Then  sell  out 
just  before  the  decline  begins,  for  when  the  market  makes  its 
final  break  it  will  go  down  by  the  run.  There  is  no  surer 
way  of  making  money  than  by  purchasing  stocks  upon  a  ris- 
ing market,  if  you  sell  before  the  reaction  sets  in. 


We  are  called  upon  to  mourn  the  loss  of  an  old  and  highly 
esteemed  friend.  He  was  the  comrade  of  our  boyhood  days, 
the  companion  of  our  riper  years.  He  was  a  man  of  many 
virtues  and  his  unexpected  loss  we  deeply  deplore.  He  was 
taken  suddenly  rich  about  thirty  days  ago,  and  has  been  out 
of  his  head  ever  since.  Upon  calling  upon  him  a  few  days 
since  we  found  that  our  friend  was  dead — to  us.  He  will  be 
buried  in  his  riches  in  his  elegant  mansion  on  Nob  Hill — as 
soon  as  he  erects  it — attended  by  a  large  concourse  of  new 
friends.  His  family  has  our  deepest  sympathy.  He  leaves 
a  wife — at  home — to  mourn  his  loss. 


We  know  of  no  one  who  has  searched  longer  or  more 
diligently  for  a  gold  mine  than  William  M.  Lent.  He  has 
found  it  in  Bodie,  and  at  once  he  steps  to  the  front  in  our 
line  of  millionaires,  a  man  of  solid,  real  wealth.  We  know 
of  no  one  who  better  deserves  the  luck  and  no  one  who  will 
make  a  better  use  of  it.  He  will  distribute  it,  and  wherever 
in  Nevada,  Arizona,  or  California  there  are  promising  out- 
croppings  of  gold  or  silver-bearing  ore,  there  Lent  will  sink 


a  shaft,  run  a  drift,  erect  a  mill,  and  if  there  is  a  mine  he  will 
develop  it.  He  has  been  a  miner  in  a  broader  and  better 
sense  than  those  stock  gamblers  in  San  Francisco  who  only 
drift  for  ore  in  other  men's  pockets. 


The  Rev.  C.  H.  Spurgeon,  in  a  letter  to  a  Boston  lecture 
bureau,  says:  "  I  have  never  had  the  slightest  idea  of  visit- 
ing America.  If  ever  I  should  do  so,  I  could  not  preach  or 
lecture  for  money.  Excellent  as  your  services  doubtless  arc 
to  those  who  need  them,  they  could  not  possibly  be  needed 
by  me.  I'  should  regard  it  as  an  utter  prostitution  of  any 
gifts  I  possess,  if  I  were,  as  a  ser\'ant  of  God,  to  use  them  to 
make  money  for  myself  in  the  way  in  which  lecturers  very 
properly  do."  The  point  of  these  remarks  is  in  the  applica- 
tion of  them. 

We  presume  that  it  is  untrue  that  the  police  authorities  of 
this  city  are  to  be  arrested  for  violating  the  pure  air  ordi- 
nance, under  which  they  take  fifty  Chinamen  out  of  a  room 
twenty  feet  square  and  thrust  them  into  a  cell  fifteen  feet 
square,  for  the  good  of  their  health.  There  are  so  many  of 
the  authorities  that  if  arrested  they  could  not  be  confined 
even  in  the  public  squares  and  parks,  the  dog  pound  and  the 
cemeteries,  or  anywhere  under  the  dome  of  heaven,  without 
a  violation  of  the  pure  air  ordinance. 


Mr.  Beecher  says  we  have  no  parasites  here.  This  is  a 
mistake;  we  have  not  only  those  that  he  enumerates  but 
some  others  that  he  does  not.  Eminent  among  the  latter 
is  the  priestly  peripatetic  who  charges  fifteen  hundred  dol- 
lars for  a  lecture  in  aid  of  a  charitable  fund. 


A  negro  minstrel,  named  Harrigan,  who  appears  to  have 
visited  this  Coast  recently,  has  been  interviewed  by  a  New 
York  reporter,  and  has  given  a  rather  longish  opinion  of  San 
Francisco.  It  is  generally  favorable,  but  that  is  not  what 
we  complain  of.  It  is  published  in  extenso  in  one  of  the 
leading  New  York  journals;  but  we  can  stand  that.  What 
we  cannot  forgive  is  that  a  negro  minstrel  should  have  the 
metallic  audacity  to  entertain  an  opinion. 


An  impenitent  contemporary  complains  that  the  religious 
press,  which  last  year  overwhelmed  the  country  with  prize 
dictionaries,  and  the  year  before  with  heart-rending  chromos, 
is  now  overlaying  this  continent  with  watches.  There  is  in 
our  mind's  eye  a  touching  picture  of  a  serious  young  man 
who  has  for  three  years  "  got  up  the  largest  club  of  sub- 
scribers "  to  the  New  Jerusale7n  Jamboree^  standing  by  the 
kitchen  stove  with  a  prize  watch  in  his  hand,  to  see  how 
long  it  will  take  to  boil  a  prize  dictionary  for  his  dinner,  over 
the  flaming  colors  of  a  prize  chromo.  Alas  !  the  chromo  is 
a  copy  of  one  of  Bradford's  icebergs,  the  dictionary^  gets 
more  indigestible  every  minute,  the  watch  falls  to  pieces  in 
his  hand,  and  one  more  immortal  soul  joins  the  innumerable 
caravan  of  hardy  blasphemers.  And  away  in  a  far  city  sits 
the  proprietor  of  the  yamdoree,  crosses  one  fat  leg  over  the 
other,  caresses  a  fat  purse  with  a  fat  hand,  and  knows  that 
he  has  a  dead  sure  thing  on  salvation  if  money  will  buy  it. 


America  is  naturally  credited  with  all  wonderful  inventions, 
but  we  really  must  disclaim  the  electric  pill  which  a  Euro- 
pean journal  avers  that  we  have  contrived.  This  useful  bo- 
lus is  described  as  containing  a  minute  apparatus  for  the  pro- 
duction of  electric  hght.  The  patient  swallows  it  and  it 
straightway  lights  up  his  interior  ;  he  becomes  transparent, 
and  the  doctor  scrutinizes  the  mechanism  of  his  in'ards,  not, 
as  heretofore,  through  a  glass  darkly,  but  face  to  face,  as  it 
were.  We  are  disposed  to  accord  the  honor  of  this  inven- 
tion to  the  despised  but  ingenious  race  that  thought  out  the 
Chinese  lantern. 

Kearney  is  "pooling  his  issues."  Ignorance,  blasphemy, 
profanity,  vulgarity,  and  a  cheeky  sort  of  flatulent  vitupera- 
tion are  all  that  have  issued  from  him  since  the  beginning  of 
his  career,  and  a  very  filthy  pool  they  make. 


A  physician  writes  in  refutation  of  the  charge  that  tippling 
in  women  is  caused  by  the  wine  prescribed  by  the  family 
medico  :  "  Every  doctor  in  large  practice  finds  that  one  of 
the  greatest  evils  with  which  he  has  to  contend  is  the  alco- 
holic tendency  in  women — a  tendency  which  more  often 
springs  from  insufficiency  of  wholesome  occupation  than 
from  the  occasional  prescription."  Drink,  pretty  creatures, 
drink  ;  but  don't  drink  because  you  have  nothing  else  to  do. 
Ah  !  mesdames,  might  you  not  find  a  "sufficiency  of  whole- 
some occupation  "  in  pulling  your  own  corks  ? 


On  some  of  the  railway  lines  in  England — there  are  but 
few  which  have  only  a  single  track — they  have  what  is  called 
the  "staff  system."  It  is,  in  principle,  this  :  The  road  is 
divided  into  section^,  and  each  section  can  have  but  one 
train  on  it  at  a  time.  The  guard  or  conductor  carries  a  staff, 
or  baton,  which,  on  arriving  at  the  terminal  station  of  the 
section,  he  surrenders  to  the  station-master,  receiving  from 
him  another  staff,  which  is  his  authority  to  enter  upon  the 
next  section.  The  staff  he  has  surrendered  is  retained  by 
the  station-master  until  the  guard  of  a  train  coming  from  the 
other  direction  requires  it.  As  no  guard  is  permitted  to 
start  upoH  any  section  without  the  staff  belonging  to  that 


section,  and  there  is  but  one  belonging  to  it,  it  will  be  seen 
that  this  arrangement  is  a  protection  against  collisions  as 
nearly  perfect  as  human  ingenuity  can  devise.  We  do  not 
know  if  the  same  or  any  similar  system  is  in  use  in  this 
counti:y,  where  nearly  all  the  roads  have  but  a  single  track 
for  trains  going  both  ways  at  once. 

The  English  system  of  interlocking  signals  is  a  good  one, 
too.  These  signals,  placed  near  every  switch,  are  sema- 
phores about  as  tall  as  telegraph  poles.  The  arm  is  projected 
horizontally  to  indicate  that  the  track  is  closed,  and  falls  to  a 
vertical  position  to  show  that  it  is  open — or  vice  versd^  we 
forget  which.  At  any  rate,  it  is  so  connected  with  the  points 
that  these  can  not  be  moved  without  the  signal  showing  how 
they  stand,  nor  can  the  signal  be  moved  by  any  other  means. 

Most  Americans  would  be  surprised  at  the  development 
of  railway  traffic  in  England.  At  one  junction  near  Lon- 
don— Clapham,  if  we  rightly  remember — more  than  nine 
hundred  trains  pass  daily,  most  of  them  in  the  hours  of  day- 
light. This  is  lively  work,  and  makes  apparent  the  impor- 
tance of  such  mechanical  aids  to  do  his  thinking  for  him  as 
man  can  invent  and  control.  But  in  proportion  to  the  number, 
complexity  and  efficiency  of  these  devices  is  the  frightful 
destruction  of  life  and  property  when  they  do  fail  to  work. 
Of  course  no  machinery,  however  ingenious  and  "automat- 
ic," can  dispense  with  the  human  eye  and  the  human  hand 
in  the  control  of  its  supreme  function  ;  nor  can  these  be  so 
educated  by  habit  as  to  get  on  without  the  human  judgment. 
But  the  human  judgment  is  fallible,  the  human  hand  some- 
times disobedient,  and  the  human  eye  will  occasionally  go 
to  sleep  at  its  post  of  duty.  The  effect,  in  a  ten-acre  field 
of  interlacing  side-tracks  with  a  half-dozen  trains  spinning 
sinuously  through  them  from  all  the  points  of  the  compass, 
is  ghastly. 

His  name  was  Watch  ;  he  was  a  large,  ugly,  one-eyed 
brindle  dog.  He  would  fight  with  other  dogs,  kill  sheep, 
bite  in  a  sneaking  way,  without  a  bark  ;  all  the  boys  stoned 
him,  all  the  neighbors  gave  him  a  bad  name  ;  he  was  shot 
at,  poisoned,  threatened  ;  yet  he  died  a  natural  and  peaceful 
death,  upon  his  own  dung-hill,  and  his  remains  were  gath- 
ered to  the  shade  of  a  sweet  apple  tree.  Moral  :  A  threat- 
ened dog  lives  the  longest. 

"  In  answer  to  prayer,  the  finger  of  Providence  always 
moves  from  six  to  ten  per  cent."  Mr.  Beecher  thus  illus- 
trates the  beauty  of  his  own  preaching,  that  "  confession  is 
good  for  the  soul." 

It  seems  scarcely  ingenuous  on  the  part  of  the  Masonic 
lodges  to  deny  that  the  Order  is  responsible  for  the  losses  to 
depositors  in  the  Masonic  Savings  Bank.  Of  course  we  un- 
derstand that  the  Order  can  not  engage  in  banking  ;  but 
when  a  part  of  the  Temple  is  rented  for  bank  purposes  ; 
when  all  its  officers,  from  President  to  Janitor,  are  leading 
Masons,  and  the  bank  allowed  to  appeal  to  public  confidence 
as  the  "  Masonic  Bank  of  Savings,"  we  can  but  think  the 
Brotherhood  morally  responsible  to  depositors  for  the  safe- 
keeping of  the  funds.  The  same  idea  suggests  itself  in  con- 
nection with  the  "  Odd  Fellows'  Bank,"  in  the  Odd  Fellows' 
building,  where  the  Odd  Fellows  kept  their  lodge  accounts, 
and  the  officers  of  which  were  Odd  Fellows,  and  whose  lead- 
ing advertisement  was  in  the  Odd  Fellows'  journal. 

"Good  morning,  Impycu,"  said  his  friend,  as  that  gentle- 
man emerged  from  a  tailor's  shop.  "  Bless  my  soul,"  was 
the  reply,  "  how  did  you  know  me  in  this  disguise  ? "  "  What 
disguise?"  "Why,  for  the  last  six  months  I've  been  wear- 
ing another  man's  clothes.  I  am  now  in  my  own  :  I  have 
just  paid  my  tailor."  "See  here,  Impycu  ;  it  strikes  me  you 
have  donned  a  disguise  just  when  you  had  ceased  to  need 
one." 

That  otherwise  interesting  weekly,  the  London  Truth,  has 
recently  fallen  into  the  bad  habit  of  boasting  of  the  number 
of  libel  suits  against  it.  This  test  of  merit  in  a  journal  was, 
we  believe,  discovered  by  the  Chronicle  of  this  city,  which, 
however,  now  seems  unwilling  to  be  judged  by  it,  for  it  has 
passed  a  splendid  opportunity  to  provoke  another  suit.  In- 
deed, in  the  Carr-Sargent  matter,  it  has  improvidently  made 
an  abject  apology. 

Here  is  a  problem  in  mental  arithmetic  :  If  President 
Hayes  is  unpopular,  and  if  the  procession  that  escorted  him 
in  Chicago  was  five  miles  long,  how  many  times  five  miles 
long  would  a  procession  escorting  him  have  to  be  if  he  were 
popular?  Here  is  an  easier  one  :  If  President  Hayes  drove 
into  Chicago  in  a  barouche  drawn  by  four  horses,  at  the  head 
of  a  procession  five  miles  long,  with  Attorney  -  General 
Devens  at  his  side,  what  would  we  have  thought  if  he  had 
merely  ridden  into  Jerusalem  on  an  ass  ?  One  more  :  What 
Attorney-General  would  have  been  the  ass  ? 

The  inconvenient  scarcity  of  five-cent  pieces  is  now  ex- 
plained. Instead  of  banking  the  contents  of  their  contribu- 
tion boxes,  as  heretofore,  the  churches  have  taken  to  hoard- 
ing them  for  the  purpose  of  withdrawing  the  small  corns  from 
circulation  in  the  hope  of  getting  larger  ones.  Thus  Tar  the 
plan  has  not  been  altogether  successful;  the  men  whi  'or 
merly  gave  five  cents  now  give  nothing. 


iO 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


We  hear  bad  news  from  San  Diego.  The  climate  of  this 
part  of  our  State  is  represented  to  be  ver>'  delightful.  The 
port  is,  ne.xt  to  that  of  San  Francisco,  the  best  upon  the  Pa- 
cific Coast.  There  has  been  some  prospect  that  Tom  Scott 
might  connect  his  railroad  with  the  harbor  of  San  Diego  ; 
in  which  event  the  route  to  China  would  be  shortened  some 
seven  hundred  miles,  and  the  entire  oriental  trade  wouldbe 
diverted  from  its  present  line.  San  Francisco  would  find 
itself  abandoned  of  the  rich  prospective  commerce  of  the 
Orient,  and  be  left  as  the  i-ntr^pot  of  a  local  coast  trade. 
These  considerations  have  caused  considerable  anxiety  in 
our  business  and  financial  circles,  and  contributed  doubtless 
to  the  decline  in  the  values  of  our  real  property.  Now,  there 
comes  to  us  seemingly  reliable  information,  which,  if  true, 
will  cast  a  blight  over  the  prospects  of  San  Diego,  arrest  its 
material  progress  and  forever  prevent  it  from  realizing  its  an- 
ticipations of  becoming  a  great  commercial  metropolis  and 
the  seat  of  the  trade  of  India.  It  is  charged,  and  even  ad- 
mitted by  the  leading  journals  of  that  city,  that  a  Mr.  — — 
has  succeeded  in  growing  the  banana,  and  that  there  is  im- 
minent danger  that  it  may  become  so  acclimated  that  the 
banana  fruit  shall  become  a  leading  production  of  the  county 
of  San  Diego.  If  the  fear  is  realized,  this  portion  of  the 
State  is  ruined  and  will  be  given  over  to  hopeless  poverty  ; 
its  people  will  become  idle  and  worthless.  It  is  well  known 
that  no  people  flourish  where  the  banana  grows.  This  fruit 
is  capable  of  sustaining  life  with  so  little  labor  that  it  has 
become  a  recognized  fact  that  where  it  is  grown  civilization 
must  decay.  I'niess  the  authorities  take  this  matter  promptly 
in  hand,  uproot  the  plant,  and  impose  severe  penalties  upon 
those  who  grow  it,  we  shall  have  reproduced  within  our  own 
borders  a  Central  American  civilization — Bob  Ingersolt's  idea 
of  a  community,  wearing  broad-brimmed  sombn-ros^  through 
the  holes  of  which  uncombed  hair  protrudes  ;  riding  bare- 
back on  Sunday  to  a  bull  fight  ;  women  barefoot,  in  cotton 
gowas,  whose  sole  industry  is  to  raise  children,  comb  their 
hair,  and  eat  watermelons. 


There  is  a  great  deal  in  climate.  If  it  were  not  for  our  cli- 
mate we  should  have  no  hoodlums.  \Ve  have  no  firesides 
in  San  Francisco.  Some  one  has  said  there  can  be  no  fire- 
side circle  around  a  hole  in  the  floor,  meaning  the  aperture 
over  a  heating  furnace  in  the  cellar.  There  can  be  no  fire- 
side circle  around  an  ornamental  grate  that  for  more  than 
half  the  year  has  no  fire  in  it,  and  for  the  remainder  of  the 
season  is  only  piled  with  a  handful  of  smouldering  coal; 
there  is  no  fireside  circle  around  a  poor  man's  stove,  the 
fuel  for  which  the  children  must  gather  in  thf*  streets.  Our 
boys  are  not,  like  those  of  New  England  and  the  North, 
driven  to  their  homes  at  night  for  a  large  part  of  the  year 
to  find  protection  from  cold.  Blankets  and  roaring  fires  are 
not  in  demand  here  as  there.  After  a  boy  is  ten  years  of 
age  he  has  ver>-  little  necessity  of  a  home  at  all;  and  it  is  not 
surprising  that  the  children  of  the  vicious  find  it  more  agree- 
able to  lead  the  Ufe  of  street  Arabs  than  to  hang  around  the 
desolate  and  uncomfortable  home,  where  poverty,  dissipa- 
tion, and  perhaps  cruelly  reign.  Children  of  ten  years  and 
upward,  attracted  by  the  mildness  of  the  climate,  charmed 
by  the  society  of  street  associates,  delighting  in  the  adventu- 
rous incidents  and  attractions  of  absolute  freedom  gather  to- 
gether in  little  societies  and  plan  for  themselves  a  life  of  in- 
dependence. Ever>-  boy  is  more  or  less  a  "  Tom  Sawyer  ; '" 
at  some  time  there  comes  to  him  the  desire  of  being  a  pirate 
or  a  Robin  Hood,  and  he  takes  to  the  whaives,  the  liay  piles, 
the  empty  houses,  the  sand-dunes.  He  gathers  around  him 
kindred  spirits;  they  live  upon  fruit  in  its  season;  the  refuse 
of  restaurants  and  hotels  furnishes  them  food;  they  sell  pa- 
pers, run  errands,  pilfer,  and  pick  up  here  and  there  a  dime; 
the  dime  novel  excites  their  imaginations,  and  prompts 
them  to  imitation  by  romantic  stories  of  vagabondage  and 
crime.  Boys  and  girls  thus  neglected  by  parents,  driven  out 
from  unattractive  homes,  unnoticed  by  society,  and  aban- 
doned to  idleness,  come  naturally  to  be  criminals  and  hood- 
lums. Thus  we  are  producing  a  class  of  vagrants  and  crimi- 
nals peculiar  to  ourselves.  \'icious  boys  from  the  interior, 
breaking  away  from  parental  restraint,  come  to  San  Fran- 
cisco to  swell  the  crowd.  From  this  class  of  boys  we  are 
educating  a  class  of  criminals  and  tramps;  the  more  daring 
and  adventurous  develop  into  thieves  and  burglars;  the 
more  timid  grow  up  to  become  vagrants  and  idlers.  Our 
city  is  as  yet  loo  young  to  realize  the  extent  of  danger  to 
which  it  is  exposed,  but  this  is  an  evil  that  is  yearly  growing 
and  assuming  most  serious  proportions.  The  parent  who 
has  a  home  of  plenty,  where  every  comfort  is  provided, 
where  there  is  a  mother  with  her  love,  and  a  father  wiih  his 
discipline,  realizes  ofltimes  how  difficult  it  is  to  restrain  the 
waywardness  of  his  boy;  how  serious  a  responsibility  it  is 
to  direct  him  safely  through  the  temptations  that  beset  boys 
in  a  city  like  this,  and  how  frequent  it  is  that  the  children 
of  the  best  homes  break  loose  from  ever>'  moral  influence 
and  drift  away  to  the  bad.  Is  it  then  strange,  that  from 
these  homes  of  poverty  and  pinching  want,  where  one  or  two 
rooms  are  all  that  are  furnished  for  kitchen  and  dormitory, 
fi-om  these  homes  where  the  parents  are  drunk,  where  crime 
is  a  familiar  presence,  and  where  a  moral  sentiment  is  never 
heard,  that  a  bright,  keen-witted  boy  should  go  out  in  dis- 
gust with  a  resolution  never  to  return  ?  He  can  find  no  em- 
ployment because  the  **  order"  of  artisans,  in  its  cowardly 
selfishness,  has  conspired  against  his  becoming  an  appren- 
tice to  some  useful  trade.  He  can  find  no  innocent  amuse- 
ment; the  theatre  is  closed  to  him  because  he  has  no  money 
for  admission;  the  saloon,  the  brothel,  the  gambling  hell  are 
the  only  places  open  and  attractive.  The  Mechanics'  Fair 
demands  half  a  dollar  for  him  to  listen  to  its  music  and 
watch  the  play  of  its  fountains.  His  clothes  are  ragged;  the 
dress  of  the  girl  is  torn  and  diny;  they  are  quick  to  note  the 
glance  of  scornful  contempt  thrown  sidelong  at  them;  they 
are  proud;  they  have  a  sense  of  being  injured  and  they  re- 
sent the  wrong  they  can  neither  right  nor  philosophize  upon. 
They  resent  the  wrong  society  puts  upon  them  by  warring 
against  it,  by  confederating  and  banding  together,  boys  and 
girls-  Society  stamps  them  as  hoodlums,  gathers  up  its 
skirts  and  scolds. 


Buckram,  or  the  stiff  and  prudish  Miss  Black  Bombazine, 
never  gels  within  talking  distance  of  a  hoodlum  girl  or  boy, 
and  if  they  did  the  hoodlum  would  get  the  best  of  any  the- 
ological discussion  they  might  enter  upon.  Prayers  may 
move  the  finger  of  Providence  to  point  from  six  to  ten  per 
cent.;  the  prayer  that  invokes  the  Divine  consent  for  a  cler- 
g)man  to  accept  a  "call"  at  a  higher  salary-  is  often  an-  : 
swered  ;  but  we  have  never  witnessed  any  inten-ention  of 
Providence  in  behalf  of  our  boys  and  girls  gone  astray.  The 
remedy  for  hoodlumism  is  not  the  criminal  code  ;  the  county 
jail,  the  industrial  school,  ihe  Magdalen  asylum,  are  in  no 
sense  reformatorj*,  and  over  their  portals  might  be  written 
the  words  that  Dante  found  inscribed  over  the  gates  of  hell. 
We  have  a  suggestion  to  make,  not  in  the  way  of  remedy, 
but  prevention.  Our  suggestion  is,  however,  premature  and 
will  not  be  heeded  for  at  least  ten  years.  It  will  take  that 
time  for  this  evil  to  develop  its  full  proportions,  before  society 
will  very  seriously  undertake  to  consider  it.  The  crop  must 
ripen  and  begin  to  drop  its  seed  ;  and  when  we  finally  ha\'e 
a  perfectly  developed  criminal  class,  and  when  its  burdens 
shall  be  more  keenly  fell  by  our  tax-paying  and  property 
class — when  our  wild  boys  shall  have  become  full  grown 
criminals — then  we  will  look  around  us  for  a  remedy.  Our 
suggestion  is  in  the  nature  of  a  prevention  and  not  a  cure, 
and  it  rests  in  this  idea  :  Boys  will  be  boys,  and  girls  will  be 
girls.  They  must  have  amusements  and  recreations.  If  in- 
nocent amusements  and  harmless  recreations  are  not  pro- 
vided for  ihem,  they  will  improvise  criminal  and  hurtful  pleas- 
ures for  themselves.  Wealthy  people  may  make  their  homes 
attractive,  and  thus  rescue  their  children  from  the  dangers  of 
the  .Arab  life.  For  the  children  of  the  poor  we  would,  at  the 
public  expense,  furnish  a  pleasant,  instructive  resort,  where 
they  might  enjoy  themselves  in  innocent  recreations,  and 
where  instruction  should  be  mingled  with  pleasure  ;  where 
there  should  be  plenty  o^  fun  and  of  a  kind  that  would  im- 
prove and  not  demoralize.  We  would  take  Union  Square, 
and,  at  an  expense  of  say  one  million  of  dollars,  would  build 
a  glass  and  iron  palace.  It  should  be  an  ornament  to  the 
city  of  San  Francisco  It  should  be  divided  into  compart- 
ments ;  it  should  cover  the  entire  square  and  be  of  propor- 
tionate height,  with  stairways  and  galleries  leading  to  all  its 
parts  ;  it  should  have  in  it  fountains,  birds,  music,  flowers, 
and  an  aquarium  ;  it  should  have  at  least  an  elephant  or  two 
and  several  cages  of  monkeys  ;  it  should  have  a  splendid 
promenade,  where  in  the  evening  a  band  should  play  ;  it 
should  have  a  dancing  floor,  with  appropriate  music,  where 
young  people  might  dance  ;  it  should  have  a  reading-room 
for  free  books,  a  lecture-room  for  free  lectures,  a  Punch  and 
Judy,  and  a  marionette  show  ;  a  theatre  for  amateur  theatri- 
cals, a  gymnasium,  and  a  ball  court ;  halls,  which  literary 
societies  and  social  clubs  might  use  free  of  cost.  There  might 
be  rented,  at  a  moderate  price,  a  restaurant  where  a  lunch 
should  be  provided  ;  a  nut,  candy,  and  fruit  store  ;  a  saloon 
for  ice  cream,  soda  water,  and  temperance  drinks  ;  a  court 
for  baby  wagons,  where  children  with  their  nurses  might 
romp  ;  a  garden  with  caves,  and  beautiful  flowers  ;  and  a 
fountain  with  miniature  lakes,  with  speckled  trout,  and  swan, 
and  toy  boats.  This  palace  should  be  placed  under  the 
charge  of  a  commission  of  gentlemen  who  should,  without 
salar)',  act  as  guardians  of  the  property  and  mentors  of  the 
of  the  institution.  The  price  of  admission  should  be  clean- 
liness and  good  conduct.  It  should  be  open  Sundays  and 
every  Bay  till  say  ten  o'clock  at  night.  It  would  be  free  from 
wind,  free  from  dust,  and  free  from  sectarian  influence  ;  a 
place  where  children,  young  boys  and  girls,  young  people, 
old  people,  poor  people,  everybody,  might  go  and  stay,  might 
go  and  come  as  they  pleased,  and  where  the  leading  idea 
should  be  to  provide  innocent  amusement  and  healthful  re- 
creation without  cost.  Such  an  institution  as  this  would  do 
more  good  to  the  rising  generation,  and  rescue  more  boys 
and  girls  from  lives  of  idleness,  profligacy,  and  crime,  than 
all  the  reformator}'  institutions  now  among  us.  It  would 
rival  the  Sunday-school  in  the  good  it  would  accomplish  ;  it 
might  supplement  the  free  common  schools  in  the  good  they 
are  presumed  to  do. 


lecture,  which  was  not  given  till  we  had  patiently  listened  to 
them,  after  which  they  politely  listened  to  us. 

Let  it  not  be  thought  that  this  plan  of  ours  is  suggested  as 
a  panacea  for  all  ills,  nor  as  a  solution  of  the  problem, 
"What  shall  we  do  with  our  boys?''  There  are  other  ques- 
tions that  should  accompany  a  proper  consideration  of  this 
question,  one  of  whic'h  is  involved  in  the  idea  of  technic 
schools,  where  boys  and  girls  may  be  taught  trades  and  be 
educated  to  useful  employments.  Another  is  the  reform  of 
our  school  system,  to  the  end  that  we  may  escape  the  evils 
of  mis-education  and  over-education.  Another  is  some  plan 
where  the  home  influence  may  be  purified  and  uplifted  to  a 
higher  plane.  Nor  do  we  suggest  this  plan  of  ours  as  one 
at  variance  with  the  teachings  of  church  or  Sunday-school ; 
nor  do  we  underrate  the  exertions  of  Christian  people  in 
their  endeavor  in  their  own  way  to  exert  a  moral  influence 
over  the  lives  of  our  youth. 


The  remedy  for  hoodlumism  is  not  the  church,  for  its 
:3=h;ng  never  reaches  down  to  it.    The  grave  old  Deacon 


In  order  to  meet  the  expense  of  this  pleasure  palace,  all 
the  higher  teachers  from  our  common  schools  might  be  dis- 
pensed with,  the  cosmopolitan  schools  might  be  abohshed, 
and  the  system  brought  back  to  the  point  from  which  it 
started,  vis. :  the  education  of  the  children  of  the  poor  in  the 
rudimentar)'  elements  of  an  English  education.  In  this  way 
saving  of  $750,000  a  year  could  be  effected.  There  might  be 
some  economical  and  decent  system  suggested  for  working 
the  street  department,  some  intelligent  and  honest  man 
placed  at  the  head  of  it.  and  an  additional  million  be  saved 
for  the  tax-payers.  The  salaries  of  all  our  officials  might 
be  reduced  one-half,  and  another  half  million  of  money  cap- 
tured. Commander  Glass'  pleasure  yacht  might  be  laid  up, 
and  thus  a  few  more  thousands  might  be  turned  into  the 
maintenance  of  a  pleasure  palace.  Then  some  of  our  rich 
men  might  be  induced  to  die  and  leave  a  fund  to  en- 
dow some  special  sport  for  this  popular  pleasure  university ; 
say  a  professorship  for  the  dancmg  hall  or  g)-mnasium, 
a  band  of  music,  or  a  band  of  monkeys  for  the  perpetual 
delectation  of  our  boys  and  girls.  It  would  in  time,  we 
hope,  become  popular  for  people  to  die  that  they  might 
have  the  privilege  of  leaving  something  to  this  kindergarten 
of  fun.  If  such  a  place  as  this,  free  and  open  to  all,  at- 
tractive music,  fountains,  birds,  flowers,  innocent  recreations, 
pleasureable  amusements,  and  instructive  teachings,  would 
not  withdraw  our  boys  and  girls  fi-om  the  vicious  asssociation 
of  the  streets,  we  do  not  know  what  would.  There  are,  we 
think,  yer}*  few  boys  who  would  not  rather  be  gentlemen 
than  loafers,  honest  boys  than  hoodlums  ;  ven.-  few  girls 
who,  with  a  kind  word  and  encouragement,  would  not  in- 
finitely prefer  a  life  of  virtuous  industr>' to  one  of  shame. 
There  are,  in  our  opinion," ver\*  few  irreclaimables  among  the 
young.  We  never  saw  a  gang  of  boys  stoning  a  Chinaman 
to  whom  we  could  not  appeal  with  effect.  Only  a  few  days 
since  we  tested  our  powers  over  half  a  dozen  of  these  little 
wretches  whom  we  found  going  for  a  heathen  Chinee,  en- 
deavoring to  solve  the  great  political  and  labor  problem  with 
stones.  We  accosted  them  as  "young  gentlemen,"  and  in  a 
conciliator)*  way  discoursed  with  them  the  Chinese  question. 
We  were  amazed  at  the  intelligence  and  information  they 
displayed  ;  we  were  not  a  little  surprised  at  the  ingenuity 
with  which  they  argued  in  defense  of  the  right  of  pelting  the 
heathen,  and  we  were  quite  satisfied  at  the  result  of  our 
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XLIX.— Memories. 


It  was  in  the  depths  of  the  cool  green  wood, 

The  sunbeams  filtered  over  her  hair; 
On  some  happy  ihouglit  she  seemed  to  brood. 

And  I  kissed  her  unaware. 
The  sun  had  gone  from  the  purple  skies, 

.^nrt  each  bird  had  flown  to  its  downy  nest. 
Still  I  bathed  my  soul  in  her  eyes  : 

"  Dearest  and  best. 
Darling,  till  all  that  can  die  of  me  dies, 

On  my  heart  rest." 

He  lifted  his  eyes  from  the  lettered  page. 

And  half  forgot  the  gray  in  his  hair. 

'How  well  I  remember  the  hour!"  he  cried; 

"Where  is  she — where?" 

Watchers  gathered  about  a  bed 

Whence  a  woman  sunk  to  her  last  long  rest; 
This  she  whispered:    "I  mind  what  he  said 

In  the  cool  green  wood  with  the  stm  in  the  west : 
'  Dearest,  till  all  that  can  die  of  me  dies, 
On  my  heart  rest.' 
Men  forget  sooner  than  women,"  she  said. 
"Does  he  remember  how  we  met  there? 
O  for  a  kiss  from  him  ere  I  lie  dead  ! 

Where  is  he — where?" 
So  she  parted  from  life  with  a  sigh. 

Know  we  naught  of  death's  mysteries  yet? 
Did  his  soul  thrill  as  her  soul  passed  by? 

Men  are  prone  to  forget 
But  his  cheek  was  wet  with  a  sudden  tear 
.-\s  he  turned  to  his  old  law  book  again. 

O  Love,  so  full  of  joy  and  fear. 

Despite  thy  trouble,  despite  thy  pain. 
Who  would  not  summon  thee  back  again  ? 
'As  we  sow  we  must  reap,"  he  said,  with  a  sigh; 
"  Perhaps  our  parting  was  all  for  the  best. 

But  until  all  that  can  die  of  me  dies 
In  my  heart  she  must  rest  !" 

The  rain  beat  fast  on  the  window-pane. 

The  pine  trees  shivered  and  sighed  in  the  blast, 

A  ghosUy  whisper  fell  on  his  ear — 
She  had  spoken  and  passed! 
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L,— A  Retrospect, 


In  the  year  since  Jesus  died  for  men 

Eighteen  hundred  years  and  ten. 

We  were  a  gallant  company; 

Riding  o'er  land  and  sailing  o'er  sea. 

Oh,  bm  we  went  merrily! 

We  forded  the  river  and  clomb  the  high  hill; 

Never  our  steeds  for  a  day  stood  still; 

Whether  we  lay  in  the  cave  or  the  shed. 

Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed; 

Whether  we  couched  in  our  rough  capote 

On  the  rougher  plank  of  our  gliding  boat. 

Or  stretched  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spread 

As  a  pillow  beneath  the  resting  head. 

Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow. 
All  our  thoughts  and  words  had  scope. 
We  had  health,  and  we  had  hope, 

Toil  and  travel,  but  no  sorrow. 
We  were  of  all  tongues  and  creeds ; 
Some  were  those  who  counted  beads, 
Some  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church, 

-■Vnd  some  (or  I  mis-say)  of  neither; 
Yet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye  search, 

Nor  find  a  motlier  crew  nor  blither. 

But  some  are  dead  and  some  are  gone, 
And  some  are  scattered  and  alone, 
And  some  are  rebels  on  the  hills 

That  look  along  Epirus'  valleys. 

Where  Freedom  still  at  moments  rallies 
And  pays  in  blood  Oppression's  ills ; 
And  some  are  in  a  far  countree, 

.Ajid  some  all  restlessly  at  home ; 
But  never  more,  oh,  never,  we 

Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  roam. 

But  those  hardy  days  flew  cheerily, 

And  ^vhen  ihey  now  fade  drearily. 

My  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the  main,  j 

And  bear  the  spirit  back  again 

Ovpr  the  earth  and  through  the  air, 

A  wild  bird  and  a  wanderer. 


LI.— The  Water-lily. 


O  star  on  the  breast  of  the  river! 

0  marvel  of  bloom  and  grace! 

Did  you  fall  straight  down  from  heaven 

Out  of  the  sweetest  place? 
You  are  white  as  the  thoughts  of  an  angel, 

•  Your  heart  is  steeped  in  the  sun ; 
Did  you  grow  in  the  golden  city, 

My  pure  and  radiant  one? 

Nay,  nay,  I  fell  not  out  of  hea%'en. 
None  gave  me  my  saintly  while ; 

It  slowly  grew  from  the  blackness 
Down  in  the  dreary  night. 

From  the  ooze  of  the  silent  ri%'er 

1  won  my  glor\'  and  grace. 
^\^lite  souls  fall  not,  O  my  poet! 

They  rise  to  the  sweetest  place. 


M.  F.  Butts. 


Bogardus,  when  not  glass-ball  shooting,  can  make  way 
with  forty-nine  fish-balls  out  of  a  possible  fifty. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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THE  WISDOM  OF  OUR  ANCESTORS. 
Curiosities  of  Ancient  Errors  and  Customs.] 

Knowledge  consists  in  the  acquisition  not  merely  of 
new  facts,  the  recollection  of  old  ones,  and  the  re- 
coloring  of  faded  impressions,  but  it  may  also  con- 
sist in  forgetting  or  discarding  a  great  many  things 
accepted  and  cherished  as  truths.  We  must  forget 
sometimes  in  order  to  learn,  or  rather  learn  by  forget- 
ting. It  is  amusing  to  obsene,  and  encouraging  to 
thobc  who  feel  dishe^irtened  at  their  own  ignorance, 
to  note  how  some  of  the  greatest  intellects  of  antiq- 
uity— the  accepted  teachers  of  mankind — have  them- 
selves been  mistaken  on  very  commonplace  subjects, 
and  propagated  their  errors  among  their  adminng  fol- 
■lowers. 

Every  sciiool  boy  nowadays  knows  that  snow  and 
ice,  for  example,  arc  water  in  a  congealed  form  ;  and 
yet  Pliny,  and  Gregory  the  Great — manypenturies  af- 
ter Phny — believed  that  ice  and  snow  were  converted 
into  crystals.  Plutarch  believed  that  goat's  blood 
could  melt  diamonds  ;  but  that  the  blood  should  be 
warm  and  the  goat  fed  on  wine  and  sassafras,  and 
then  it  would  not  only  melt  diamonds,  but  break  ham- 
mers and  anvils,  and  »\as,  in  fact,  an  infallible  cure 
for  calculus  in  the  bladder. 

Wonderful  and  various  was  the  efficacy  ascribed  to 
the  mandrake.  It  would  poison  him  who  pulled  it ; 
it  shrieked  when  palled,  and  would  only  grow  at  the 
foot  of  a  scafibld.  A  plant  called  ferrum  equinum 
would  draw  the  nails  out  of  the  horse-shoe  that  pressed 
it.  Bay  leaves  warded  off  lightning  ;  so  did  the  fig 
tree  and  the  skin  of  a  seal.  A  cup-of-ivy-leaf,  filled 
with  wine  and  water,  separated  these  liquids,  retain- 
ing the  wine  and  letting  the  water  ooze  through  the 
pores  of  the  leaf.  A  snake  could  not  live  in  the  shade 
of  an  ash,  and  an  elephant  had  no  joints.  Aristotle 
asserted  that  solopedes  (animals  not  split  in  the  hoof) 
had  no  gall,  neither,  according  to  others,  had  the  dove 
or  pigeon — this,  because  of  ttie  meekness  ascribed  in 
Scripture  to  those  birds.  According  to  Seneca — the 
tutor  of  Nero— the  she-bear  licked  her  ofl'spring  into 
shape.  It  was  said  by  the  ancients  that,  if  a  wotf  saw 
a  traveler  before  tiie  traveler  saw  the  wolf,  the  traveler 
was  struck  dumb  or  hoarse.  This  notion  gave  nse  to 
the  expression  among  the  Romans,  Lupus  in  fabula 
(the  wolf  in  the  fable),  and  was  applied  on  occasions 
when  a  sudden  pause  occurred  in  a  conversation. 
Sudden  surprise  and  the  natural  alarm  at  encounter- 
ing such  a  furious  animal  may  have  given  rise  to  the 
fiction. 

Another  idea  was  that  deer,  crows,  hawks,  and 
eagles  lived  to  fabulous  ages.  A  deer,  it  was  be- 
lieved, lived  a  hundred  years  ;  crov.s  five  hundred, 
and  hawks  seven  hundred  years.  The  periods  of 
gestation  in  the  one  case,  and  of  incubation  in  the 
other,  ought  to  have  corrected  this  notion,  for  length 
of  life  in  all  animals  is  proportionate  to  their  respect- 
ive periods  of  gestation.  Thus,  the  deer  is  in  gesta- 
tion eight  months,  and  the  elepiiant  fifteen  ;  and  as 
those  longest  in  gestation  are  slowest  in  maturing,  it 
is  probable  that  the  life  of  a  deer  would  extend  to 
thirty  years,  and  that  of  an  elephant  to  sixty  or  sev- 
enty. But  birds  of  any  kind  can  not,  according  to 
this  theory,  be  long  livers,  since  the  period  of  incuba- 
tion is  short  and  they  arrive  at  maturity  early.  Yet 
it  is  a  popular  behef  even  in  the  present  day  that 
eagles  live  a  hundred  years.  Who  has  not  heard  of 
the  poetic  fiction  of  the  phcenix  first  introduced  by 
Homer?  There  was  but  one  phcenix  in  the  world, 
and  it  Uved  a  thousand  years.  At  the  end  of  that 
time  it  was  consumed  by  fire,  from  the  ashes  of 
which,  and  procreated  by  its  own  energy,  it  arose 
renewed  after  the  lapse  of  another  thousand  years. 
It  is  possible  that  Homer  meant  to  typify  by  allegory 
the  life  of  a  nation  which  can  not  be  annihilated  by 
whatever  disaster,  and  must  renve  in  some  form  or 
another.  Mention  is  made  in  Scripture  of  the  phce- 
nix,  but  Greek  scholars  think  it  is  the  bark  of  the 
palm  tree — steUkos  fohiikos,  and  not  foinix — which  is 
alluded  to  as  renewing  itself. 

A  salamander  was  so  cold  as  to  extinguish  fire 
when  placed  in  it,  and  the  female  vipers  bit  off  the 
head  of  the  male,  in  revenge  of  which  the  young  in 
parturition  ate  their  way  through  their  mother's  side. 
The  Romans  for  this  reason,  when  drowning  a  parri- 
cide in  execution  of  the  law,  inclosed  a  viper  in  the 
sack  with  the  criminal.  In  the  construction  of  this 
fable,  it  was  forgotten  that  the  young  vipers,  when 
apprehending  danger,  take  refuge  in  their  mothers' 
mouths. 

Change  of  sexes  in  the  hare  was  also  an  accepted 
li.eory.  The  hare  might  be  a  male  one  part  of  the 
year,  and  a  female  another.  Lamprey  eels  were  be- 
lieved to  have  nine  eyes  in  each  side  of  the  head.  A 
camelion  lived  on  air  UQiil  it  was  discovered  that  fles 
afforded  the  necessary  food.  The  ostrich,  and  still 
later,  the  emu,  digested  iron  ;  but  though  these  birds 
are  known  to  swallow  iron  nails  as  ducks  and  turkeys 
swallow  stones,  to  promote  digestion,  it  is  scarcely 
likely  that  iron  would  dissolve  in  the  stomach.  The 
horn  of  a  imicorn,  made  into  a  drinking-cup,  was  an 
antidote  to  poison  and  a  preservative  against  apo- 
plexv.  But  as  there  are  several  kinds  of  unicorns, 
such  as  the  rhinoceros  and  Indian  ox,  besides  sev- 
eral sorts  of  fishes  and  insects,  and  the  horn  of  no 
particular  unicorn  is  staled,  the  recipe  loses  its  value. 
I'hat  all  animals  have  their  counterpart  in  the  sea  is 
a  fiction  not  yel  exploded  ;  but  though  there  might 
be  some  points  of  resemblance  sufficient  to  suggest  a 
name,  still  the  dog-fish  is  no  more  Uke  a  dog  than 
the  latter  is  like  his  namesake  in  the  heavens. 

That  the  swan  sings  sweetly  immediately  before  its 
death  is  a  very  pretty  poetic  fiction  not  yet  exploded, 
it  is  founded  on  the  well-known  mythological  fable 
of  Orpheus  having  been  changed  into  a  swan.  But 
that  a  peacock  should  be  ashamed  of  his  feet,  and 
that  a  itork  couldn't  live  in  any  other  but  a  republi- 
can counlrj-  are  fables,  for  which  one  fails  to  see  the 
slightest  foundation.  The  lion,  after  centuries  of  pa- 
tient endurance  under  the  imputation  of  being  afraid 
of  a  cock,  had  at  last  vindicated  his  courage  by  spring- 
ing from  the  King  of  Bavaria's  managerie  into  a 
neighboring  poultr)'  yard  and  eating  up  the  denizens 
Ihereof^cccks  and  hens  together. 

Rings  are  worn  on  the  left  hand  and  on  the  third 
finger,  because  the  heart  is  in  the  left  side,  and  a 
nerve  from  the  heart  descends  to  third  finger.  But 
when  rings  first  began  to  be  worn  they  were  put  on 
any  finger  of  either  hand.  The  Romans  wore  their 
rings  on  the  forefinger  of  the  right  hand,  and  some- 
times on  one  finger  and  sometimes  on  another.  This 
was  when  iron  rings  were  worn.  But  when  they  be- 
gan to  wear  gold  and  precious  rings  they  shifted  them 
to  the  left.  The  most  plausable  reason  for  shifting 
the  ring  to  the  left  seems  lu  be  that  the  left  hand  is 
less  used  than  the  righi.  and  the  ring  on  that  hand  is 
less  liable  to  injury.  The  right  is  the  place  of  honor 
from  time  immemorial.  Nature  and  custom  give 
preference  to  the  right  for  many  reasons,  but  chiefly 
because  of  its  superior  strength — its  strength,  becaxise 
of  the  alleged  crassitude  or  thickness  of  the  blood  and 


its  \-igorous  circulation;  its  \igorous  circulation,  be- 
cause of  the  superior  activity  of  the  members  of  the 
right  side. 

That  a  drowned  man  floats  on  the  nintli  day,  be- 
cause at  that  time  the  gall  breaks,  was  another  popu- 
lar error,  and  is  largely  prevalent  in  the  present  day. 
The  fat  and  not  the  gall  is  the  agency  in  this  case. 
When  the  fat  begins  to  ferment,  putrefaction  sets  in, 
and  the  body  becomes  sv.ollen  and  inflated,  and 
therefore  lighter.  The  fattest  people  float  soonest. 
Fat  animals,  whose  galls  have  been  taken  out  entirely 
for  experiment,  and  thrown  into  water  have  been 
known  to  tloat  sooner  than  those  containing  the  gall, 
liels,  which  have  little  or  no  fat,  seldom  or  never  float. 

The  custom  of  saluting  or  invoking  the  protection 
of  the  Deity  on  a  person  sneezing  is  of  very  ancient 
date,  practiced  in  all  countries,  and  in  ancient  and 
modern  limes.  The  custom  is  said  to  derive  its 
origin  from  a  pestilence,  prevalent  in  Italy  about  the 
time  of  Gregory  the  Great,  when  the  force  used  in 
sneezing  proved  fatal  to  those  affected,  and  the  pro- 
tection of  God  was  invoked  in  the  perilous  juncture 
by  saying,  "God  bless  you,"  or,  "God  bless  us." 
But  long  before  Christianity  the  custom  had  obtained 
and  been  religiously  observed.  The  Emperor 
Tiberius,  though  a  sullen,  morose  man,  invariably 
observed  the  custom  of  invoking  Jupiter  whenever  he 
sneezed,  and  expected  others  to  invoke  Deity  for  him 
as  well.  Still  further  back,  among  the  Greeks  in  the 
time  of  Cyrus,  when  that  potentate  was  preparing  for 
his  retreat,  one  of  the  soldiers  sneezed,  and  the  High 
Priest,  who  was  consulting  omens  at  the  time,  in- 
voked the  assistance  of  Jupiter  Soter.  When  a  cer- 
tain Emperor  of  .-Africa  sneezed  the  acclamations  and 
salutations  of  his  subjects  rang  from  one  end  of  the 
city  to  the  other.  Sneezing  was  regarded  as  a  good 
or  bad  sign  :  when  good,  it  was  hailed  with  thanks- 
giving ;  when  bad,  the  evil  that  was  supposed  to  fol- 
low was  deprecated  by  invoking  the  interposition  of 
Jove.  In  apoplexy,  catelepsy.  etc.,  it  was  regarded 
as  a  good  sign  ;  in  pleurisy  and  sore  throat,  a  bad 
one.  If  one  of  the  ancients  sneezed  while  dressing  in 
the  morning,  he  went  to  bed  again.  Aristotle  has  a 
problem  why  sneezing  from  noon  till  midnight  was  a 
good  sign,  but  sneezing  from  night  to  noon,  the  re-  , 
verse.  Sneezing  to  the  right  was  a  good  omen,  but  \ 
sneezing  to  the  left  a  bad  one.  Plutarch  relates  that  j 
when  Themistocies  sacrificed  in  his  gallev  on  the  eve  ' 
of  a  battle,  Xerxes  and  one  of  his  assistants  sneezed  i 
to  the  right,  and  the  soothsayer  presaged  victor)"  to 
the  Greeks,  and  an  overthrow  to  the  Persians. 

In  the  three  great  climacterics — forty-nine,  sixty- 
three,  and  eighty-one — sixty-three  was  held  to  be 
the  most  dangerous.  If  death  is  escaped  at  this 
climacteric,  the  person  was  likely  to  live  to  eighty- 
one. 

The  term  "  bosom  friend ''  is  derived  from  the  po- 
sition occupied  by  the  ancients  at  the  symposia  or 
supper  tables,  when  guests,  reclining  on  couches,  sat 
in  circular  form,  so  that  the  head  of  one  would  be 
nearly  opposite  the  bosom  of  another  ;  hence,  bosom 
friend.  This  must  have  been  the  position  occupied 
by  our  Saviour  when  John  reclined  on  his  bosom  at 
the  Last  Supper. 

Owls  and  ravens  were  birds  of  bad  omen.  WTien 
Alexander  entered  Babylon  ravens  appeared  ;  and  an 
owl  was  seen  by  Crassus  on  the  eve  of  his  ruin.  The 
falling  of  salt  was  a  bad  omen.  Salt,  the  emblem  of 
purity  and  incorruptibility,  and  tile  symbol  of  friend- 
ship, was  the  first  ser%'ice  presented  to  a  gnest  ;  if  it 
fell,  it  presaged  friendship  of  brief  duration.  The 
ancients  at  convivial  meetings  wore  chaplets  of  roses, 
and  therefore  spoke  sub  rosa.  Nothing  that  trans- 
pired at  such  meetings  was  revealed,  as  a  rule  of  hos- 
pitality. The  Germans  described  a  rose  in  the  ceiling 
over  the  table  a  sign  that  all  that  should  pass  should 
be  kept  a  secret.  The  rose  w:is  the  flower  of  \'enus, 
consecrated  by  Cupid  lo  Harpocrates,  the  god  of  Si- 
lence. John  Manning. 


American  Luxuries  in  England. 

Six  years  ago  ice  was  such  a  rarity  in  London,  says 
a  correspondent,  that  extra  charges  weie  made  at  the 
hotels  if  a  glass  of  ice-water  was  c?.lled  for,  and  in 
most  cases  the  guest  had  lo  wait  until  some  could  be 
sent  for.  An  Englishman  at  that  time  considered 
ice-water  unhealthy,  and  looked  with  amazement  at 
Americans  who  persisted  in  calling  for  it.  It  was 
then  not  kept  at  the  taverns,  and  it  was  seldom  re- 
quired. Now  the  waiters  go  around  at  the  hotels 
with  bowls  of  cracked  ice  and  supply  all  the  guests, 
without  extra  charge.  That  it  is  a  recent  innovation 
is  evident  from  the  fact  that  all  ihe  drinking-houses 
in  the  city  of  any  character  have  cards  extending 
across  their  windows,  with  the  word  "Ice"  embla- 
zoned in  large  black  letters  about  fifteen  inches  long. 
It  is  evidently  paraded  as  an  attraction  to  customers. 
"American  whisky''  is  also  a  new  card  in  their 
store  windows.  While  dining  in  a  restaurant,  the 
other  day,  a  young  Englishman  camt  in  there 
and  called  for  "ago"  of  American  whisky.  They 
j  brought  him  about  a  half-tumblerful,  which  he  swal- 
!  lowed  down  raw.  His  red  nose  and  watery  eyes  gave 
evidence  that  he  was  not  a  stranger  lo  this  kind  of 
drink.  Turning  to  the  bill  of  fare,  we  found  the  fol- 
lowing rates:  "A  go  "of  brandy,  one  shilling;  "a 
half-go"  of  brandy,  sixpence;  "a  go'"  of  whisky, 
sixpence;  "a  half-go"  of  whisky,  three  pence;  "a 
go  ''  of  gm,  four  pence,  and  "  a  half-go  "  two  pence. 
Gin  is  the  favorite  drink  of  the  topers,  but  whisky  is 
commencing  to  rival  it. 


The  Pall  Mall  Gazelle  says  that  the  marked  supe- 
riority of  women  over  men  is  on  few  points  more  re- 
markable than  in  their  superior  powers  of  smelling 
and  lasting.  A  woman  will  detect  the  faintest  odor 
of  tobacco  when  a  man,  even  though  a  non-smoker, 
often  fails  to  discover  any  symptom  of  it.  As  with 
smell  so  with  taste.  Women  are  mar\'eIously  acute 
and  fastidious  in  the  matter  of  sauces  and  all  flavor- 
ing ingredients.  This  faculty  has  been  recognized  in 
a  most  pleasing  manner  by  the  composition  of  the 
jury  who  are  lo  decide  in  Paris  on  the  merits  of  the 
mustards  of  various  nations.  The  mustard  congress 
is  to  consist  of  twelve  gentlemen  and  an  equal  num- 
ber of  ladies.  This  arrangement,  it  is  stated,  is  ow- 
ing to  a  suggestion  that  the  palates  of  men  are  vitiated 
by  smoking  ;  whereas,  women,  who  do  not,  as  a  rule, 
indulge  in  that  pernicious  habit,  are  likely  to  be  bet- 
ter qualified  lo  form  a  correct  opinion  on  the  merits 
of  condiments. 


■*  Have  you  got  your  lesson  to-day?"  asked  a  Brook- 
lyn Sunday-school  teacher  of  a  little  maiden,  whose 
bead  was  bandaged  in  red  flannel,  "No,  ma'am," 
said  the  child,  "  Well,  then,  have  you  got  your  cat- 
echism?" "  No,  ma'am.''  again  answered  the  child. 
*  ■  Well,  have  you  got  your  hymn  ? '"  The  child  draw  led 
out,  "No,  ma'am."  "Well,  then,  I'd  like  to  know 
what  you  have  got?"  impatiendy  continued  the  teacher. 
"  Please,  ma'am,  I've  got  the  mumps.'" 


INTAGLIOS. 

Two  and  Two. 
A  brown  head  and  a  golden  head 
Above  the  violets  keep  in  sight; 
Dark  eyes  and  blue  (with  tears  to  shed) 
Look  laughing  toward  me  in  the  light. 
A  red  bird  flashes  from  the  tree; 
"The  world  is  glad,  is  glad!"  sings  he. 

A  golden  head  and  a  head  of  brown, 

Below  the  violets,  miss   the  sun ; 
Dark  eyes  and  blue — their  lids  shut  down — 

With  fears  (and  theirs  were  brief)  have  done. 
A  dove  hides  in  another  tree ; 
"The  world  is  sad,  i?.  sad  !"  grieves  she. 

Through  song  and  moan,  I  hardly  know, 
Between  the  red  bird  and  the  dove, 

If  most  I'd  wish  that  two  below 
Ihc  violets  were   with  two  above, 
r  two  ab^ve  the  violets  lay 
With  two  below-  them  deep  to-day. 


Suicide. 
Invisible  as  the  wind  along  the  sky. 

She  ever  wanders  about  the  earth  immense, 

A  lonely  spirit  of  strange  malevolence. 
With  noiseless  feet  and  vigilant  furtive  eye. 
She  loathes  and  shuns  each  halcyon  haunt  where  lie 

Love,  peace,  and  all  sweet  happiness  born  from  thence, 

Vet  greedily  seeks  lor  woes  and  discontents. 
For  agony's  tiottcst  tear,  its  deepest  sigh  I 
But  when  some  dreary  sufferer  darkly  fails 

To  find  in  life's  chili  heaven  one  starry  trace, 
One  vital  hope  no  ruinous  harm  assails, 

'loward  him  she  steals  with  sure  triumphant  pace. 
And  slowly  to  his  desperate   look  unveils 

The  maddening  splendors  of  her  lurid  face  ! 

Edgar  K.mvcett. 


A  1 


Endeavor. 
iriR  cry,  as  the  world  rolls  by 


Through  gloom  of  clouds  and  glory  of  sky, 

Kings  m  my  ears  forever; 
.■\nd  1  know  not  what  it  profits  a  man 
To  plow  and  sow,  to  study  and  plan, 
And  reap  the  harvest  never. 
"Abide  in  truth,  abide," 
Spake  a  low  voice  at  my  side, 
"Abide  thou  and  endeavor." 

And  even  though,  after  care  and  toil, 

1  should  see  my  hopes  from  a  kindly  soil. 

Though  late  yet  blossoming  ever. 
Perchance  the  prize  were  not  worth  the  pain. 
Perchance  the  fretting  and  wasting  of  brain, 
Wins  its  true  guerdon  never. 
"Abide  in  truth,  abide," 
The  tender  voice  replied, 
"Abide  ihou  and  endeavor." 

"Strive,  endeavor;  it  profits  more 
To  fight  and  fall  ihan  on  Time's  dull  shore 

To  sit  an  idler  ever; 
For  to  him  who  bares  his  arm  to  the  strife. 
Firm  at  his  post  in  the  battle  of  life. 
The  victorj-  failelh  never. 
Therefore  in  faith  abide," 
The  earnest  voice  still  cried, 
"Abide  thou  and  endeavor." 


The  Swan. 
From  cloud  with  purple  sprinkled  rim 

A  swan,  in  calm  delight. 
Sank  down  upon  the  river's  brim. 

And  sang  in  June,  one  night. 

or  Northland's  beauty  was  his  song — 

How  glad  their  skies,  their  air; 
How  day  forgets  the  whole  night  long 

'i'o  go  to  rest  out  there. 

How  shadows  there  both  rich  and  deep 

"Neath  birch  and  elder  fall ; 
What  gold-beams  o'er  each  inlet  sweeps. 

How  cool  the  billows  all  ! 

How  fair  it  is,  how  passing  fair. 
To  own  there  one  true  friend ! 
How  faithfulness  is  home-bred  there, 
And  thither  yearns  lo  wend. 

When  thus  from  wave  to  wave  his  note. 

His  simple  praise-song  rang; 
Swift  fawned  he  on  his  lond  mate's  throat, 

.And  thus,  methought,  he  sang: 

"  WTiat  more?    Though  of  thy  life's  short  dream 
No  tale  the  ages  bring. 
Yet  hast  thou  loved  on  Northland's  stream, 
And  sang  songs  there  in  spring  1 " 

Fko.m  the  Swedish  ok  Rlnederg. 


A  Vision. 
From  the  tropic  air  of  the  city 

Fm  turning,  my  darling,  to  you ; 
Where  your  feet  tread  the  fragrant  lilies, 

White  and  shining  with  morning  dew. 

I  catch  a  breath  of  their  perfume, 

Of  the  busy,  life-giving  air; 
I  catch  a  glimpse  of  your  face,  love. 

In  its  framing  golden-touched  hair. 

I  hear  again  the  sweet  tones,  love. 

Of  the  words  that  have  answered  my  own. 

And  I  walk  with  you  through  the  meadows, 
,A.nd  list  to  the  wind's  low  tone ; 

With  you,  "mid  the  ferns  and  mosses. 
When  the  shadows  are  lying  asleep; 

With  you  where  the  waterfall  rushes 

Through  the  wild  glens  dark  and  deep. 

.\h  .'  sweetest  of  all  ilie  sweet  visions 
That  are  bome  on  the  mumiog  air. 

The  glimpses  I  catch  of  your  face,  love. 
Framed  in  gleamings  of  golden-touched  hair. 
Lilian  Whiting. 


Night  and  Morning'. 

I  stood  alone  in  the  porch  last  night, 

And  watched  the  moon  rise  over  the  lea, 

Till  the  shadows  waved  in  the  silver  light. 
And  the  night  wind  sighed  to  me. 

And  down  in  the  garden-paths  I  kncw 

Thal  last  year's  leaves  were  lingering  yet ; 

Leaves  that  had  taken  the  sun  and  the  dew 
Of  days   I  would  fain  forget. 

1  found  no  peace  in  the  summer  night ; 

"Old  joys,"  1  said,  "like  the  leaves  lie  low, 
.And  I  can  not  rest  in  this  tranquil  light;" 

So  I  wept,  and  turned  to  go. 

i  stood  again  in  the  porch  at  morn. 

While  the  boughs  shook  down  their  sparkling  spray. 
And  the  sun  rose  over  the  springing  corn. 

And  the  fields  of  scented  hay. 

A  wain  went  by  with  its  fragrant  load  ; 

The  wagoner  whistled  load  and  clear, 
But  [  heard  a  step  on  the  quiet  road. 

And  I  knew  that  my  love  was  near. 

DIow,  morning  wind,  o'er  the  sun.lit  slot>e. 

And  carry  the  dead  leaves  out  of  si§ht  1 
For  my  heart  beats  high  wiih  its  new-lound  hope  ; 

Ah  :  why  did  1  doubt,  last  night? 
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Beer  drinkers  will,  on  trial  of  this  superior 
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request  a  trial. 
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Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


•'  You  have  a  nice  soft  thing  of  it  here,  Charley," 
said  ihe  gushing  heiress,  as  she  fondly  patted  her 
simple  young  husband  on  the  spot  where  his  center- 
parted  hair  is. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


Sas  Fran'CISCO,  September  6.  1878. 
My  Dear  Madge  :— I  had  thought  if  there  wns  a  family  in  IvngUsh 
litcnilun;  which  did  not  sctm  to  invite  the  attention  of  the  dramatist  It 
was  that  of  "  Dr.  Primrose."  I  never  e.xpectcd  to  sec  the  dear  old 
vicar  and  his  wayward  girls  Uvforc  the  footlights,  and,  haWng  seen 
them.  1  must  say  that  they  did  not  appear  peculiarly  Goldsmithian.  It 
was  not,  however,  because  the  pretty  household  picture  was  not  faith- 
fully reproduced,  but  one  so  misses  the  X'icar's  happy  style  of  narration 
that  everything  seems  transformed.  Occasionally  a  bit  of  the  original 
di;Uogue  is  introduced,  and  it  is  like  the  face  of  an  old  friend  peering  out 
from  among  a  crowd  of  strangers.  What  a  providential  dispensation  it 
WU5  that  Heme  ceased  to  be  a  member  of  the  company  before  iliey 
brought  out  Olh-ia  f  I  never  saw  an  actor  who  looked  more  at  home 
in  a  powdered  wig  and  knee-breeches  than  did  Bradley.  He  is  a  very 
fair  actor,  too,  if  they  do  not  surcharge  him  with  comedy,  and  played 
the  "Vicar"  very  acceptably,  if  somewhat  funereally.  I  was  tiuiie  en- 
chanted with  the  first  act,  and  thought  evcrjlhing  promised  to  go  off 
admirably.  The  scene  was  really  pretty.  A  comfortable-looking  apart- 
ment, whicli,  in  the  stage-like  fashion,  ser\cd  the  triple  uses  of  parlor, 
library,  and  dining-room,  was  arranged  with  some  cosy-looking,  old- 
fashioned  furniture.  A  ramification  of  woodwork  inclosed  the  piano, 
and  was  supposed  to  represent  the  musical  instrument  most  in  favor 
with  the  Primrose  girls.  I  can  not  tell  you  what  it  was.  Madge,  but  it 
looked  like  a  progenitor  of  the  Metropolitan  Temple  organ.  There  was 
an  old-time  dresser  filled  with  blue  china,  an  antique  looking  book-case, 
and  the  inevitable  checker-board  table-cloth.  Looking  with  prophetic 
eyes  into  the  dim  future  I  can  see  the  stage  manager  at  Baldvv  in's  in  his 
last  hours  lift  his  voice  like  the  dj-ing  swan,  and  sing  : 

"Oh.  wrap  the  cloth  around  mc,  boys, 
'I'o  die  were  far  more  s«-cct. 
With  the  good  Old  red-checked  table-cloth 
I'o  be  mv  winding  sheet." 

There  is  nothing  wrong  about  the  cloth.  Madge,  but.  like  Mr.  Crum- 
mies' "  props.,"  it  is  introduced  so  frequently  as  to  invite  remark.  The 
powdcrwi  locks  of  the  vicar  and  his  wife,  the  bright  dresses  of  the 
younger  ones  of  the  flock,  and  the  homely  comfort  of  evur>-ihing,  made 
a  picture  such  as  the  eye  delights  to  dwell  on.  It  was  with  a  pang  that 
I  realized  that  the  Cilifomia  model  savings  bank  was  not  a  new  institu- 
tion, and  that  the  poor  old  Vicar  of  Wakefield  suffered  his  first  mis- 
fortune from  their  eccentric  custom  of  closing  up  when  such  a  course  is 
least  expected.  Aside  from  the  savings  bank  bombshell  there  is  not 
much  in  the  first  act,  which  is  simply  iniroductor>'.  But  the  second  act, 
oh !  the  second  act  introduces  Mr.  Lewis  Morrison  in  his  great  speciallv, 
the  melo-dramalic  villain.  I  like  to  see  him  enter.  I  always  feel  as  if 
a  full  brass  band  were  playing.  "See,  the  conquering  hero  comes."  and 
he  were  keeping  time  to  the  inaudible  music.  I  think  he  feels  so,  too. 
"Olivia"  and  "Thomhill''  seem  to  have  arri%-ed  a  pretty  fair  under- 
standing by  the  time  the  curtain  rolls  up  on  the  second  act,  although 
"Mr.  Thomhill"  has  not  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  audience 
previously.  "  Olivia"  is  a  \cry  tr>ing  part  for  Miss  Rose  Wood.  It  is 
difficult  for  the  most  superior  actress  to  satisfy  the  ideal  which  readers 
build  from  a  well  known  author.  It  is  "  Olivia's"  stor)-  which  is  inter- 
esting rather  than  herself,  for.  after  all.  she  is  in  the  book  but  a 
vain,  forward,  ordinary'  girl,  and  as  such  would  not  be  an  acceptable 
stage  heroine.  Miss  Wood  plays  one  little  scene  very  tenderly,  although 
it  gives  her  scarcely  a  word  to  speak.  Bm  I  have  frequently  observed 
that  she  has  a  genius  for  posing  herself  in  altitudes  of  supplication  and 
despair.  She  received  a  call  after  this  act,  which  can  only  have  been 
for  this  graceful  posing,  for,  really,  when  one  looks  back  upon  it, 
although  one  may  enjoy  the  'play,  there  is  nothing  to  call  anyone  out 
for.  I  had  hoped  that  Miss  wood  would  give  us  some  picturesque  cos- 
tuming to  delight  in,  but  she  did  not.  She  was  wrong.  There  is  as 
great  a  charm  in  the  quaint  costumes  of  an  older  time  as  in  the  elabo- 
rate setting  of  a  stage  :  and  we  all  know  that  a  stage  manager  must  be 
an  artist  to  acquire  a  reputation,  when  they  will  copy  the  model  of  an 
apartment  from  continent  to  continent,  as  they  did  in  Diplomacy  for 
example,  although  it  was  but  a  modem  comedy,  enacted  in  a  modern 
salon.  Miss  Wood,  and  every  one  else,  conformed  in  a  degree  to  the 
fashions  of  the  period  in  which  the  play  is  laid.  Mr.  Bradley.  Mrs. 
Farren.  and  Mr.  Willie  Seymour  _only  conformed  to  them  absolutely. 
These  three  might  have  been  reprints  of  some  of  the  etchings  of  that 
day.  The  latter  looked  as  guileless  as  a  baby  in  his  long  fair  hair,  and 
pitched  into  his  by-play  in  the  h.ay  cart  with  genuine  industry.  He  is 
very  neat  in  small  parts,  and  0.1  this  occasion  was  the  most  interesting 
member  of  the  "  Primrose ""  band,  although  Robinson  got  two  distinct 
rounds  of  applause  all  to  himself.  "  Olivia,"  of  course,  is  excepted.  I 
find  myself  getting  back  to  "Olivia,"  and  may  as  well  say  my  say. 
although  Jadi  thinks  he  has  broken  me  of  the  habit  of  looking  at 
people's  feeL  But  he  has  not.  and  can  not  so  long  as  I  see  e%-ery  opera 
glass  in  the  house  leveled  straight  at  the  floor  w  hen  the  actresses  are 
obliged  to  wear  short  dresses,  \\^lat  a  slender,  arched,  pretty  S{xinish 
foot  ' '  Olivia '"  has  ;  but  oh !  Madge,  why  are  not  %ivid  pink  hose  and 
Oxford  lies  with  vivid  pink  laces  tabooed?  Well,  there.  I  will  say  no 
more.  My  attention  was  distracled  by  something  much  worse.  I  assure 
you.  A  young  lady,  whose  name  was  billed  in  large  letters,  was  in- 
trusted with  the  part  of  "Sophia."  I  believe  "Sophia"  was  that  one 
of  the  "Vicar's"  daughters  whose  "soft, modest,  and  alluring  manner 
\aDqmshed  by  efforts  successively  repeated."  I  can  not  say  that  this 
\o'j:i5  bay  successively  repeated  any  efforts.  She  was  the  most  re- 
r-  /-:e  specimen  of  inflexibility  I  e%-er  saw.  She  had  the  stage  to 
:_?f  and  then,  and  seemed  to  be  telling  herself  something,  but 


her  remarks  reached  us  only  once  or  twice  through  the  evening.  Jack 
thinks  she  has  a  delicate,  pretty  face,  and  I  rather  liked  the  tones  of  her 
voice  when  I  did  hear  them,  but  she  needs  to  be  galvanized.  It  was 
madness  to  imperil  the  success  of  a  new  piece  by  giving  her  such  an  im- 
portant part ;  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  all  the  managers  have  spells  of 
lunacy  nowadays.  Bishop  made  rather  a  rollicking  villain,  and  joined 
in  the  wholesale  repentance  in  the  last  act.  Mow  absurd  tliis  is !  After 
making  their  villainy — more  especially  "Thomhill's  '' — so  depraved  and 
revolting  that  it  is  unpardonable,  they  do  a  little  eleventh  hour  business 
in  the  jlast  act,  and  are  forgiven,  even  by  "  Burchell.'"  CNeill,  as 
"  Burchell,"  had  nothing  to  do  until  the  last,  except  to  glide  around 
mysterioiLsly  in  a  long  black  cloak.  But  they  gave  him  one  speech 
finally,  and  he  made  the  most  of  it.  I  like  to  see  O'Neill  in  earnest. 
There  is  considerable  strength  in  his  Celtic  warmth.  What  a  difference 
there  is  between  the  idyllic  quiet  of  Olivia  and  the  boisterous  fun  of 
Our  Bachelors.  It  can  hardly  be  called  a  play,  for  it  is  a  mt-re  farcical 
melange  ;  but  the  people  seemed  to  enjoy  it  as  much  as  if  it  were  con- 
structed by  every  Boucicaultian  rule  of  art  governing  such  matters. 
When  the  two  comedians  emerged  from  opposite  sides  and  met  in  the 
centre  of  the  stage,  * '  at  once  there  rose  so  wild  a  yell ''  as  only  a  crowded 
gallery  can  give.  They  are  quite  unchanged.  In  fact,  one  can  hardly 
e.xpect  a  complete  metamorphosis  in  the  course  of  one  year,  although 
they  have  both  "  done"  Europe  since  their  last  visit,  and.  I  think,  must 
have  run  up  some  long  tailors'  bills.  Kobson's  only  attempt  at  make- 
up is  a  remarkably  natural-looking  wig.  only  lialf  covered  with  "  hay-er," 
as  he  expresses  it  in  that  remarkable  way  he  has  of  bisecting  a  mono- 
syllable. The  remainder  of  it  glistens  like  a  sea  of  glass.  In  fact,  he 
glistens  from  he;id  to  foot ;  actually  beams  and  gleams  with  the  sug- 
gcstivcness  of  soap  and  scrubbing.  Crane  is  an  irascible  old  chap,  with 
a  very  tufty  pair  of  whiskers  and  turbulent  opposition  standing  out  in 
every  lock  on  his  head.  The  plot  of  the  play  is  as  transparent  as  crys- 
tal, but  sonic  of  the  situations  are  very  anmsing,  and  the  people  laugh 
as  if  tlie  sayings  of  Artemus  Ward.  Mark  Twain,  and  the  Danburyman 
were  all  combined.  Kirst.  one  heard  a  subdued  giggle  in  the  dress  cir- 
cle, then  a  shriek  of  mirth  from  the  gallery- ;  this  was  broken  in  upon 
by  the  diap-ason  of  an  orcliestra  guffaw.  .\non,  timid  womankind  ex- 
pressed itself  in  a  te-he-he ;  amused  age.  in  a  subdued  cackle  ;  tlien 
came  a  chorus,  at  regular  inter\'als,  over  some  fusillade  of  witty  dialogiie 
— ha-ha-ha — pause — ha-ha-ha — pause,  and  ha-ha-ha.  Now  and  then 
there  was  the  solo  explosion  ;  and  what  is  funnier  than  one  single  person 
out  of  several  hundred  seeing  something  that  no  one  else  sees  and  laugh- 
ing at  it  all  byjhimself.  How  inexpressibly  foolish  he  feels  after  he  has 
laughed.  How-  wonderingty  every  one  turns  to  him.  How  doubly  dis- 
tilled is  his  miser)'  if  it  happens  to  occur  a  second  time.  Now  and  then 
one  hears  the  fresh,  gurgling  laugh  of  a  child  ;  but  the  complications  of 
"Bangle"'  and  "Jowler"are  not  exactly  adapted  to  childish  appreci- 
ation. I  believe  they  are  rehearsing  Forbidden  Fruit.  That  is  a  very 
attractive  title,  Madge.  Whether  it  is  the  title  or  the  play  I  can  not 
say,  but  I  have  heard  a  great  many  say  who  would  not  go  to  see  Our 
Bachelors  that  they  were  waiting  for  Forbidden  Fruit.  They  are  getting 
a  company  together  at  last  at  the  California.  Ottr  Bachelors  introduced 
three  of  the  new  people,  and,  I  believe,  we  are  yet  only  to  hear  from 
the  comedian  and  leading  man.  I  have  scarcely  formed  an  opinion  of 
Miss  De  Forrest.  At  all  events,  if  she  is  no  better,  I  think  she  is  no 
worse  than  we  have  had.  She  is  somewhat  hard  in  her  style,  and  is 
perhaps,  therefore,  better  as  "Mrs.  Eva  Clinton,"  a  rich  widow,  than 
she  will  be  in  more  ingenuous  parts.  She  has  a  fair  stage  presence,  and 
inclines  to  the  striking  in  toilets.  She  was  excessively  ners'ous  in  her 
first  scene,  for  which  no  one  can  blame  her,  for  it  is  a  most  iU-advised 
situation  in  which  to  introduce  a  heroine  or  a  hero.  Mr.  Cotter  sus- 
tained the  latter  role  on  this  occasion,  and  appears  rather  well,  aside 
from  the  remarkable  regard  he  manifests  for  his  hat.  I  could  not  ex- 
actly ascertain  whether  he  were  afraid  of  losing  it,  feared  to  catch  cold, 
or  thought  it  remarkably  becoming.  He  clung  to  it  like  a  drowning 
man  to  a  straw  ;  it  might  not  be  called  a  very  handsome  hat  either. 
We  were  next  introduced  to  Miss  Eliza  Long,  the  soubrette.  Is  it  not 
strange  that  all  the  Longs  arq  so  short  ?  She  is  the  merest  dot  of  a 
woman  excepting  her  head,  which  is  large  enough  for  a  leading  man. 
She  has  some  nice  little  ways,  but  is  not  at  all  vivacious,  and  is  not,  I 
should  think,  especially  talented.  If  she  is  it  was  not  visible  on  this  oc- 
casion. As  for  beauty  she  has  a  magnificent  pair  of  eyes.  Is  it  not 
strange  that  one  sees  so  few  really  beautiful  women  on  the  stage  when 
the  world  does  so  abound  with  them  ?  It  is  not  often  that  one  sees  two 
like  Maud  Granger  and  Jeffreys-Lewis  on  the  stage  at  one  time.  I 
looked  around  the  auditorium  on  Monday  night  and  saw  so  many  pretty 
faces.  There  were  at  least  twenty  handsome  women  and  three  whom  I 
considered  peerlessly  beautiful,  who  would  challenge  the  attention  in 
any  assemblage,  and  this  without  the  charm  of  light  and  colors,  in 
those  disfiguring  California  Theatre  shadows,  w^h  no  rouge  and  no 
blacking.  A  little  pwDwder  perhaps,  but  what  woman  nowadays  docs 
not  give  her  nose  a  little  sly,  innocent  caress  with  the  powder  puff?  I 
meet  several  girls  on  the  street  shabbily  dressed,  or  bedecked  w  iih  cheap 
finer)'  which  is  as  bad,  who  are  quite  as  handsome  as  Adelaide  Neilson. 
and  yet  how  world-famous  is  her  beauty  because  she  is  one  of  the  few 
handsome  women  on  the  stage.  Do  the  pretty  girls  never  get  stage 
struck,  or  is  the  disease  confined  to  the  plainer  ones  only.  After  all  it  is 
only  expression  we  seek.  It  is  this  eternal  false  stage-smile  that  makes 
them  all  look  alike,  all  the  stupid  ones  I  mean.  What  does  it  matter 
whether  the  nose  be  too  long  or  too  flat,  whether  the  mouth  be  too 
broad  or  loo  thin,  so  that  the  face  says  something  which  comes  from  the 
inside,  and  oh,  how  many  of  them  say  nothing  but  "aint  I  sweet !''  I 
can  not  accuse  Alice  Oates,  who  comes  next  week  at  Lock's  Bush 
Street  Theatre,  of  this  sort  of  insipidity.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  the 
frolicsome,  frisky,  jovial  little  woman  back  again.  She  will  have  a  good 
season,  for  the  people  are  beginning  to  languish  fora  little  opera  bouffe. 
We  need  it  periodically,  as  ague  patients  require  red  pepper  tea.  She 
commences  the  season  with  the  Chimes  of  Normandy,  and  I  hope  next 
week  to  tell  you  how-  they  ring.  Betsy  B. 


JUST  PUBLISHED 


A  writer  in  a  London  journal  -thus  describes  the  lodgings  of  our 
American /r/wj  (/(wwa.  Albani,  who  has  recently  married  the  famous 
impressario,  Mr.  Gye  1  "  One's  first  impression  on  entering  the  draw- 
ing-room is  that  he  is  in  the  saloon  of  a  rich  Florentine  of  the  sixteenth 
century.  The  fumitiu^  is  of  ebony  inlaid  with  ivory.  Imposing  buffets 
and  bahuts  stand  in  the  place  of  cabinets  and  chiffoniers.  The  curtains 
and  mural  hangings  are  in  crimson  brocade.  Settees  are  ranged  round 
the  walls.  In  the  palace  of  Fountainebleau  there  are  some  like  them,  in 
the  Henri  II.  galle:^'.  Mixed  with  them  and  scattered  about  are  mod- 
em £auteuils  inviting  \isitors  to  be  seated.  A  smaller  saloon,  in  blue  and 
white,  the  Diva  and  her  sister  have  made  their  music  and  sitting-room. 
You  see  at  once  it  is  the  habitat  of  a  lyrical  star. 


MECHANICS'  FAIR 

SKETCH  BOOK! 


THE   FIRST   EDITION   OF  THE 

ARGONAUT  SKETCH  BOOK 

Of  the  Alechanics  Fair  fo>  i8j8 

IS  NOW   READY. 


The  Sketch  Book  this  season  consists  of  thirty-six  pages,  printed  on 
heavy  book  paper,  and  bound  in  handsome  tinted  covers. 

There  are  something  like  jive  hundred  illustrations  in  the  work, 
executed  by  our  best  artists  and  representing  ever)'  conceivable  subject. 

Tliere  are  letters  descriptive  of  the  general  features  of  the  Fair, 
of  the  Garden,  of  the  Flirting  Scenes  on  Saturday,  and  of  the  pretty 
exhibits. 

There  are  character  sketches  and  caricatures  of  yourself,  and  of 
hundreds  of  people  you  know  and  more  that  you  have  seen. 

Representatives  of  every  section  and  quarter  of  the  city  have  been 
outlined  by  the  cunning  hand  of  the  arlisL  Out-of-town  people  have 
also  suffered. 


There  is  everything  to  interest,  and  some  things  that  will  make  you 
laugh.  So,  don't  fail  to  get  a  copy  of  the  first  edition.  It  will  soon  be 
exhausted.  For  sale  at  all  news  sunds  and  by  a  thousand  newsboys. 
Dealers  throughout  the  State  and  Pacific  Coast  supplied  by  the  San 
Francisco  News  Company.  Copies  mailed  to  any  address  from  this 
office  on  receipt  of  the  retail  price,  25  cents. 


Make  it  a  point  to  get  a  copy  of  the  Sketch  Book. 

THE   ARGONAUT   PUBLISHING    CO. 

522  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 
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BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 

California  "  Worth'*  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets  :  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


BATTLE  OF  THE  BOOKS. 

General  H.  D.  Watson,  of  the  Johnson's  Cyclo- 
paedia, reconnoitres  in  force,  and  captures  the  very 
light  brigade  that  Appleton  throws  out  as  skirmish- 
ers. Knowlton  must  get  his  Ebenezer  up,  brandish 
his  little  hatchet,  and  come  scalpmg  back  upon  the 
war-path.  Chaw-ink-sky,  Warsaw's  last  champion 
who  shrieked  when  Apptelon's  Cyclopaedia  fell,  must 
rally  for  another  bluff.  In  this  battle  of  the  Cyclo- 
paedias, the  schoolmaster  and  the  second-hand  dealer 
in  old  clo' — th-covered  novels  seem  to  be  getting  the 
worst  of  the  conflict.  Watson's  last'  broadside  is 
thus  entitled  : 

THE   LOST  CAUSE   AND    EBENE2ER   KNOWLTON. 

Appleton's  revised  American  Cyclopaedia  is  blight- 
ed and  doomed.  It  deserves  to  be,  for  it  has  falsified 
the  facts  of  history  in  the  interest  of  a  church  which 
has  for  centuries  stood  in  tlie  way  of  human  liberty 
and  intellectual  progress.  Let  intelligent  American 
parents  and  patrons  and  friends  of  our  Public  Schools 
ask  themselves  the  question,  Why  are  the  Catholic 
priests  and  the  Jesuitical  foes  of  our  Public  School 
system  so  strenuous  in  their  efforts  to  force  this  lying 
Cyclopssdia  into  the  schools  of  this  State?  Why  do 
they  so  zealously  recommend  the  faithful  of  their 
flocks  to  buy  this  costly  and  worthless  production  ? 
No  doubt  their  object  is  to  preserve  the  minds  of  the 
school  children  of  this  State  and  the  hearts  of  their 
parishioners  free  from  the  taint  of  sectarian  preju- 
dice !  They  have  every  confidence  in  a  book  made 
by  Father  O'Reilly,  and  most  heartily  sanctioned  by 
Cardinal  McCloskey.     Why  shouldn't  they? 

And  now  comes  the  redoubtable  "  Professor"  Eb- 
enezer  Knowlton,  after  his  perilous  ascent  of  Mount 
Shasta,  "alone  and  without  a  guide''  (?),  with  his 
deep  chest  and  brawny  arms  and  his  "words  of 
learned  length  and  thundering  sound."  to  prop  up 
the  falling  fortunes  of  James  T.  While  and  his  blight* 
ed  Cycloppedia.  The  "  Professor,"  houever,  "  hav- 
ing jointly  and  severally  in  the  aggregate  examined 
over  a  thousand  test  topics,"  comes  to  the  sage  con- 
clusion that  "  the  American  Cyclopaedia  is  unques- 
tionably and  very  decidedly  the  belter  book."  The 
learned  "  Professor"  would  do  well  to  invest  twenty- 
five  cents  in  a  composition  primer  and  devote  his 
next  year  to  the  mastery  of  its  contents  before  he 
ventures  to  appear  before  tlie  public  in  the  role  of  a 
literarj'-  critic.  I  trust  that  those  who  know  me  will 
give  me  credit  for  possessing  loo  much  discernment 
and  knowledge  of  men  and  things  ever  to  leave  to 
Ebenezer's  determination  the  merits  of  Johnson's  Cy- 
clopaedia, or  of  any  other  book.  For  the  benefit  of 
those  who  do  not  know  me,  I  will  slate  thai  I  never 
challenged  While  to  leave  the  two  Cyclopaedias  to 
the  judgment  of  Ebenezer  Knowlton.  or  to  the  judg- 
ment of  any  Committee  of  which  the  renowned  Eb- 
enezer was  a  member. 

The  "Professor''  accuses  me  of  attempting  to 
bribe  him  !  Will  the  doughty  "  Professor'' tell  the 
public  when,  where,  and  how  .■*  1  assert  that  I  never 
tried,  either  directly  or  indirectly,  to  bribe  Ebenezer 
Knowlton,  and  I  defy  him  to  prove  that  I  ever  did. 
It  is  hard  for  me  to  say  this  where  many  young  ladies 
■  still  live  to  whom  the  immaculate  "  Professor"  once 
exclaimed,  "  My  children,  you  see  before  you  a  man 
who.  thanks  to  the  training  of  hij  good  mother  and 
the  kindness  of  his  Heavenly  Father,  never  told  a 
lie.''  Oh  !  Ebenezer,  lesser  than  Washington,  yet 
better,  how  has  the  mighty  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
Appleton's  agent ! 

And  now  a  word  or  two  in  reference  to  the  card  of 
the  almost  equally  renowned  Choynski,  the  far-famed 
antiquarian  who  sells  second-hand  books  on  Geary 
StreeL  Let  me  inform  the  gentle:  antiquarian  that 
either  he  or  his  friend  White  can  have  all  the  Apple- 
ton's  American  Cyclopedias  which  he  or  his  friend 
will  furnish  bonds  to  pay  for,  at  the  following  rates  : 
Revised,  in  sheep,  for  560;  agents'  price,  $96.  Con- 
densed American,  4  vols.,  $19;  agents'  price,  $38. 
On  my  return  to  the  city  last  Saturday  I  found  three 
cards^from  the  courteous  Choynski  in  my  post-office 
box,  in  one  of  which  he  threatened  to  publish  my 
offer  in  last  Sunday's  Chronicle  as  mere  buncombe. 
Now,  to  settle  this  question  forever,  I  hereby  chal- 
lenge either  Choynski  or  While  to  place  $6,000  in 
the  Bank  of  California  of  this  city,  and  if  I  do 
not  deliver  at  any  place  they  may  direct  one  hun- 
dred sets  of  Appleton's  Revised  16  vol.  American 
Cyclopaedia  for  $6,000  within  ninety  days,  I  agree  to 
forfoil  $100  for  every  set  I  fall  short,  and  1  will  place 
$6,000  in  bonds  in  the  above  mentioned  bank  as  an 
evidence  of  my  good  faith  in  making  this  proposition. 
Among  the  one  hundred  sets  which  I  am  ready  to 
furnish  will  be  those  that  were  kicked  out  of  the  Oak- 
land schools  by  the  unanimous  vote  of  the  Board  of 
Education  of  that  city,  in  order  to  make  room  for 
Johnson's  Cyclopaedia.  WTiite  has  not  accepted  my 
challenge,  which,  I  submit,  was  a  fair  one.  Neither 
he  nor  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  dare  accept  it.  I  dare 
Choynski  or  White  to  put  up  money  to  take  Apple- 
ton's  Cyclopaedias  at  S60  a  seL      H.  D.  Watson. 


One  of  the  most  attractive  and  beautiful  features 
of  the  Mechanics'  Fair  is  the  exhibit  of  musical  box- 
es made  by  M.  J.  Paillard  &  Co.,  120  Sutter  Street. 
The  display  is  a  fine  one,  embracing  some  of  the 
best  instruments  in  the  country.  Visitors  to  the  Pa- 
vilion should  not  fail  to  see  and  hear  these  exquisite 
boxes. 


The  Saturday  evening  train  of  the  Santa  Cruz  Rail- 
road (for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz)  which  has  made 
connection  at  Pajaro  with  the  Southern  Pacific  Rail- 
road train  leaving  San  Francisco  at  3:30  P.  M. ,  has 
been  withdrawn  for  the  season.  The  Monterey  and 
Salinas  Valley  Railroad  has  also  withdrawn  the  Sat- 
urday evening  train  (for  Monterey),  which  has  con- 
nected at  Salinas  with  the  above-mentioned  train  of 
the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad. 


For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  comer  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 

Ladies— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help,  iieehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STRELING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  ANO  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Bidlding,  co7'ner  jMontgomoy  and  Stittcr  Sts. 


CHURCH   NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E.  Chlrch,  Howard  Street,  be 
tween  Second  and  Third.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  11  A.  M.  and  ^'%  p.  r.i.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  .M.     Praise  ser\'ice  at  6J^  r.  M. 


Wanted— Copies  of  the  Argonaut  of  August 
3d  (No.  4,  Vol.  III.) 


B 


'ALD WIN'S  THEATRE. 


Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F,  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chip-man Treasurer. 


DECIDED  HIT  OF  THE  LONDON  SUCCESS, 

OLIVIA. 


ENGAGEMENT  OF  MISS  JEAN  BURNSIDE. 


Every  evening,  including  Sunday,  will  be  acted  the  charm- 
ing idyl  of  English  life  in  the  last  century, 

OLIVIA, 

Being  a  dramatization  of  Oliver  Goldsmith's  admirable  talc 

THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD, 

Several   adaptations  of  which  are  at  present  creating  pro- 
found interest  in  London  and  New  York. 


Matinefi  Saturday,  at  2  o'clock  v.  ,\i., 

OLIVIA. 


f®-MR.  J.  C.  WILLIAMSON  and  MISS  MAGGIE 
MOORE  wiil  shortly  appear  at  this  Theatre. 


DUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  Evenings,  Sept.  7th  and  8th,  positive- 
ly last  two  nights  of  the 

HAVERLY      MINSTRELS. 


Saturday  Evening,  Benefit  of  the  QUARTET. 
Sunday  Evening,  Benefit  of  J.  H.  HAVERLY  and  the  en- 
tire Company. 


Monday  Evening.  Sept.  Qih,  1878,  engagement  of  the  peer- 
less Queen  of  English  light  Opera, 

ALICE   GATES, 

And  her  new  Company,  engaged  in  England  expressly  for 

this  tour;  and  first  production  here  of  the  very 

successful  Comic  Opera, 

LES  CLOCHES  DE  CORNEVILLE. 


/CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Monday  Evening,  September  gth.  last  week  of 

OUR  BACHELORS. 


SES  PACKED  TO  THE  ROOF. 
'Merrier  men,  within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth,  I  have 
not  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal." 


THE   COMEDIANS, 

STUAPT  ROBSON  &  WM,  H,  CRANE, 

In  the  funniest  play  of  the  century, 

OU  R     BACHELORS. 

JOWLER MR.  ROBSON . 

BANGLE MR.  CRANE. 

"  I  say  we  shall  have  no  more  marriages.  Those  that  are 
mamed  already,  all  but  one,  shall  live.  The  rest  shall  keep 
as  they  are — Old  Bachelors." 

^  FOUR  LAUGHING  ACTS.  -^ 

Robson  scares  Crane  at  8  o'clock. 

Crane  bullies  Robson  at  g. 

Robson  thrashes  Crane  at  10. 

Both  demoralized  at  10:30. 


Ever>-  Evening  and  Saturday  Matinee.  The  necessity 
for  an  immediate  purchase  of  seats  the  management  disclaim 
any  intention  to  disguise. 


Mcnday,  September  ifith,  by  special  request,  FORBID- 
DEN  FRUIT,  or  "Charge  it  to  Buster." 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 


Q 


FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

L'/ET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     tf^T  Entrance 

A.   D.  SHARON. 


FAREV\/ELL  LECTURES 

Of  the  gifted  Orator, 

REV.  THOMAS  GUARD 

Will  be  delivered  in 

Hozvard  Street  M.  E.  Church, 

Between  Second  and  Third  Streets. 


TUESDAY  EVENING September  10 

Subject,  "  MartjT  of  Florence." 

THURSDAY  EVENING ■ September  12 

Subject,  "Law  of  Inheritance." 

Admission,  50  cents.     IjCCtures  commence  at  8  o'clock. 


l\F'"' 


OPOLITAN  TEMPLE. 


MOND.iV  EVENING SEPTEMBER  9,  1878. 


GRAND    VOCAL    &   INSTRUMENTAL 

CONCERT, 

Given  under  the  patronage  of  the  Citizens'  Relief  Commit- 
tee for  the  benefit  of  the 

YELLOW  FEVER  SUFFERERS, 

BY 

MADAME  ZEISS-DENNIS, 

.Assisted  by  the  best  local  talent.  Admission,  $1;  reserved 
s±ats,  $1  50,  secured  at  Sheiman  it  Hyde's  on  Saturday  and 
Monday,  iickets  for  sale  at  all  the  principal  music  and 
book  stores. 


nALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barto.n  &  Lawlor Man.^cers. 

Bai;ton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


It  is  respectfully  announced  that  a  grand  Extra  Matinee  in 
aid  of  the 

YELLOW  FEVER  SUFFERERS, 

Will  be  given  on 
THURSD.W SEPTEMBER  12. 


The  following  eminent  artists  and  combinations  have  gen- 
erously volunteered  :  Alice  Oates  and  her  Opera  Company, 
the  Haverly  Minstrels,  Mrs.  Scott-Siddons,  lilessrs.  Robson 
and  Crane,  and  the  Company  and  Management  of  the  Cali- 
fornia Theatre. 

Sale  of  seats  will  commence  Monday,  Sept.  9th,  at  nine 
o'clock. 


B 


ALDWIN-S    THEATRE. 


THE  SOUTHERN  PLAGUE. 

% 

The  management  h-as  the  honor  to  announce  that  a  Grand 

Matinee   will   be  given  on  WEDNESD.A.Y,  Sept. 

nth,  at  two  o'clock,  for  the  benefit  of  the 

SUFFERERS  BY  YELLOW  FEVER, 


A  bill  of  unexampled  attraction  will  be  presented. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 
rent  houses, 

COLLECT  rents, MANAGE  ESTATES 
TTOUSES   AND    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

in  this  city,  Oakland,  and  Alameda.  Lands  and 
Ranches  for  sale  in  all  parts  of  the  country'.  Agents  in  [he 
principal  cities.     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA   STREET. 


JOHN      E.     QUINN, 

1400  Polk  -Street,  corner  Pine. 


south  side  of  Court. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANO 


'T'HE     LARGEST    AND     BEST    SE- 

lected  stock  of 

Fancy  Good.s,  Ladies'  and  Gents'  Fur- 
nishing Goods,  Dress  Trimmings, 
Kid  and  Lisle  Thread  (;loves, 

iVnd  all  the  popular  novelties  in  th<?    [■'.incy  r.otxt>  line.  'lUl- 
side  of  Kearny  Street. 


ARE 
THE 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Phyllis.     By  the  "  Duchess."     Cloth,  $1  25;  paper. ..$0  50 

Molly  Eawn.  By  the  "  Duchess."  Cloth,  $1  50;  paper  60 

Blush  Roses.     By  C.  F.  Morse.     Paper 50 

Safar-Hadgi.     By  Prince  Lubomirski.     Cloth,  $1;  pa- 
per    60 

Impressions  of  America.     By  R.  W.  Dale.     Paper...  25 
Sea  Bathing.     Its  Use  and  Abuse.     Paper,  25  cents; 

clot  h 75 

Back  to  the  Old  Home.     By  Mary  Cecil  Hay.     Paper  20 

Potter>-  Painting.     By  J.  C.  L.  Sparks.     Paper 20 

My  Boyhood.     By  H.  C.  Barkley.     Cloth i  50 

Prairie  Days.     By  AL  B.  Sleight.     Cloth i  50 

Friendship.     By  "  Ouida."     Cloth 150 

NEW  STATIONERY 

RECEIVED   DAILY. 

BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NOS.  3  AND  5  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 
TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  Diiitrict,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARY  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  vs.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant. — .\.n  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  Stale  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant  : 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons^f  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days" 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  arc  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Sepif-mber,  in  the  ye.ir  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

[SEAL  OF  cofRT.]        THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 
By  W.  S  TEVENSO.N',  Deputy  Clerk. 

T.  J.  CROWLEY,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff. 

No.  629  Rearny  Street. 

LOCUST     GROVE, 

SONOMA. 

pAMILIES     OR     YOUNG    LADIES 

wishing   to   spend    the   month   of  September   in  this 
Valley  (ihe  grape  season)  can,  on  early  application,  be  well 
accommoJatcd  at  this  well  known  place  on  reasonable  terms. 
MRS.  A.  B.  LUBECK,  Sonoma. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


P 


NOOK    FARM. 

FAMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  country-  will  find  this  a  cheerfu 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj'of  sucri  endless  variety  as  temp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.   B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  County,  Cal. 


A    CARD. 

TO     C  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

-'*-  •  224  STOCKTON  STREET,  would  respectfully 
inform  his  friends  and  patrons  that  he  has  entirely  recovered 
from  his  late  illness,  and  •A'ill  resume  practice  on  Mondav, 
August  19th. 

In  reply  to  numerous  inquiries   Dr.  Mowbray  would  state 
that    HIS    PR.'kCTlCE    IS    ENTIRELY    SEPARATE    FROM   THAT 

OF  Dr.  Younger, 


CO.,  6og  S; 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 


I'liiil  yau  si^c  "'hai   has  been   ; 
pHshed   by  DR.   PIERCE'S  late  in- 
\eiitinn. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 
MAGNETIC  EL.A.STIC  TRUSS 
ilo  Street,  San  Francisco. 


BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 


SAN    FRANC 
&   OAK! 


14 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  cotcmpornr)'  referrinfr  to  a  contemporary,  says 
'  A  word  to  the  wise  will  hardly  reach  him." 


TJie  ex-Empress  Eugi^ni**,  who  has  been  of  late  in 
Menna,  proposes  buying  a  IiirRc  estate  in  Austria 
and  making  ihai  counin-  her  residence.  The  waters 
of  Ems  laiely  cured  her  of  a  cough. 


Sir  Gtforge  Bock,  the  distinguished  Arctic  naviga- 
tor, is  dead.  He  was  not  the  inventor  of  Bock  beer. 
And  altliough  waier  was  his  favorite,  he  h.as  finally 
come  to  his— Infant  cla>s  in  paragraphing,  what  did 
the  gentleman  come  to?" 

Charles  Reade  has  sent  a  manuscript  play  to  Clara 
Morris  for  her  consideration.  He  says  if  she  doesn't 
accept  it  she  is  a  mendacious  ignoramus,  an  unmit- 
igated lout,  and  a  fractured  idiot.  .Miss  Morris  is 
considerably  eniKirrassed. 


One  of  the  end  men  of  a  newly  organized  minstrel 
troupe  applied  at  one  of  our  bookstores  recently  for  a 
comic  almanac  fifty  years  old.  He  explained  that  the 
troupe  wanted  to  study  up  a  stock  of  jokes  a  little 
fresher  than  those  used  by  the  minstrels  at  present  on 
the  road. 


The  Nligara  T-alls  Indians  complain  that  their  sales 
h-\vc  fallen  off  seventy-five  per  cent.  One  of  the  no- 
ble red  nien  remarked  :  "  To  the  divil  wid  the  Injun 
biuiess.  onyhow  !  Be  jabers  Im  thinkin*  I'll  have  to 
go  back  till  dhrivin  a  shiraie  airagen.''  I^ !  the 
poor  Indian  ! 


Speaking  of  gambling,  it  is  not  out  of  place  to 
note  that  at  the  recent  sale  of  cx-Quecn  Isabella's 
diamonds,  her  celebrated  diadem  was  broken  up  and 
the  brilliants  sold  by  weight  for  166.615  francs  to  the 
widow  of  M.  Blanc,  who  used  to  keep  the  gambling 
tables  at  Monaco  and  Homburg. 


"Suppose  you  were  out  in  a  jungle  sonicwhtrre."' 
said  Strobel  to  Billikins.  while  walking  through  the 
Z«o.  "and  should  sec  a  tiger  come  chan;:ing  down 
upon  you.  with  fur  up  and  his  mouth  oprn.  wh;\t 
would  be  your  first  itiou;:hi?"  "Well.  I  rather 
think."  replied  Mr  B..  "thai  for  about  two  seconds 
I'd  conclude  .Marthy  Ann's  mother  had  just  got  back 
from  her  trip  to  eamp-mect  ng.  It  would  he  a  com- 
fort though,  when  I  found  out  I'd  been  mistaken 
about  it." 


"Throu(;houl  the  h^l  and  dusly  day 
The  ^prinklinc  sprinkler  sprinVs  ils  way. 
.\nd  sprinkler  ^ll^i^kIi^gs  up  and  duwn 
The  sprinkful  precincts  of  inc  town. 
la  vain  have  sprinkled  ladies  swore 
At  crossings  sprinVly  sprinkled  o'er ; 
In  vain  the  sprightly  ^prinklinc  hoots; 
^^^lo  sees  [he  sprinkler  sprink  nLs  boots ; 
That  sprinkling  sprinkler  sprinkles  on 
Until  iLs  sprinkling  sprink  is  done, 
Nor  pauses  for  a  curse  or  thank 
Unlcis  its  final  sprink  is  sprank." 


Worth,  the  Paris  man-milliner,  is  not  a  French- 
man at  all.  but  a  Protestant  Englishman  with  a  Cath- 
olic and  Parisian  wife,  and  two  sons  just  out  of  col- 
lege. His  home  is  at  Suresnrs,  a  suburb  of  the  gay 
capital,  immediately  under  the  guns  of  its  chief  de- 
fense. Fort  Mont  Valerian,  which  the  Germans  failed 
to  reduce  in  1871.  Here  he  plays  the  geni.al  host  in 
an  elegant  chAtcau.  planted  in  the  midst  of  extensive 
grounds,  which  are  fenced  in  by  high  brick  walls. 
One  day  and  night  each  year  house  and  grounds  are 
thrown  open  to  Worth's  employiis.  the  women  ap- 
pearing in  dresses  given  them  from  his  store,  and 
each  trimmed  according  to  the  great  milliners  direc- 
tions. 


PRESCOTT.  IRVING   M.    SCOTT. 


H.   T.   SCOTT. 


,.^-oor— ?'    UNION    IRON  WORKS 


'-^j^^jSS^^'^^^^'^^ 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
AJO    HOTEL     ON    THE     PACIFIC 

■^  '  Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlisgto.v  in  the  air>'  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangement*.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  be.iutv  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  re-idcrs  of  the  Aiujonal'T  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inoxhau^liblc  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contcntnietit 
all  the  time,  at  a  vcr>'  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Arlikctos,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  CEO.  T.   BROMI.EV.   Manager. 


BERKELEY 


GYMNASIUM 


The  Ikrkeley  G>Tnn.Tsium  (a  preparatory  school  to  the 
University) — .a  first-t.Uss  bo.irding- school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  educaiion,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
craimiini;  system  of  the  small  colietjes  and  military-  acade- 
mics of  the  State.  The  nc.\.t  term  mil  commence  July  24th. 
R.\iminaiion  of  candidates  for  admission  July  pad  and  2yX, 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer months  for  students  preparing  fur  tha  August  examina- 
tions 2  the  University.  Fur  cat.ilo^s  or  particulars,  ad- 
dr.->s 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNI.A. 

Note. — We  desire  10  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  .\ca- 
dcmical,  and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo\s. 


GOLDEN    GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30,  1878, 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  a.  M.,  Principal. 

Oakland.  Cal. 


Just  now  we  are  told  th.it  expenments  have  been 
made  at  Krupp's  m.-inuf.ictor)- of  Bredelar  on  certain' 
big  guns,  producing  big  results  in  connection  with 
such  a  big  treaty  as  that  of  Berlin — Peace!  Let  us 
see  what  these  peaceful  pets,  these  artillcn,-  infants, 
can  do.  .At  10,000  yards  the  ball  from  one  of  these 
charmers  will  perforate  the  thickest  ironclad  ;  at  2.000 
ya.rds  two  such  shot  will  di-vible  or  sink  the  largest 
ship  afloat.  .And  every  one  of  these  shots  cost  some 
$150  in  money  and  six  minutes  in  time  to  do  its 
deadly  and  destructive  work.  Thus,  in  twelve  min- 
utes and  for  5300.  you  can  destroy  an  ironclad  cos\- 
ing  J^'^oo.ooo.  provided  the  shooting  is  good.  In- 
clude the  other  minor  matters,  such  as  the  death  of 
the  crew,  consisting  of  600  or  700  men. 


J.   C.    MERRILL   &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

.■\ gents  foe  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

San  Francisco. 


304  AND  306  CaLIFOR.MA    St. 


The  train  was  just  going  out  of  the  station,  and  Mr. 
De  Barth  thought  that  he  would  have  some  fun.  Sev- 
eral rough-looking  countr>-  Inds  stood  on  the  depot 
platform,  and  D.  B.  squared  himself  for  a  jolly  time. 
All  the  jjasscngers  watched  him. 

He  shook  his  fist  at  the  talle*;!  of  the  party. and  said: 

"  Oh.  you  son  of  a  gun  !  Id  like  to  have  you  in 
this  car  for  about  five  minutes  ;-  I'd  m.ike  your  head 
look  like  a  coal  sie\'c.     O-o-o-h,  you  son  of  a  gun  ! " 

Then  he  put  on  a  fe^ul  look,  and  made  believe 
that  he  was  mad ;  but  he  wasn't,  for  he  had  ne\'er 
seen  the  countn.-man  before.     .AH  hands  laughed. 

The  countr\-man  didn't  say  a  word,  but  he  had  that 
satisfied  look  which  betokened  extreme  good  nature, 
or  a  hope  of  getting  square. 

The  train  went  merrily  on  its  way,  and  soon  the  lit- 
tle incident  was  forgotten.  D.  B.'had  had  his  little 
joke,  and  quietly  settled  down  for  a  little  nap. 

Suddenly  the  train  slowed  up.  Then  it  stopped. 
Then  it  began  to  back. 

Heavens !     Was  it  going  hack  to  that  station  ? 

Yes  :  there  was  a  car  full  of  freight  that  had  to  go 
to  New  York,  and  the  train  mtist  take  it  on.  D.  B. 
turned  pale.  Then  he  began  to  get  up.  Then  he  got 
ap.  There  was  no  chance  for  flighL  .\h.  ha !  The 
seat !  Under  it  went  D.  B.  When  the  train  stopped. 
the  cou.iuyman  entered.  Let  us  draw  the  curt-vm. 
'.•.  he*i  r-.  R  arrived  home  in  a  week,  hewTOte  a  long 
' .-  :.a  the  newspapers  about  the  iinkind  treatment 
.  ,:.::-iits  by  hospital  nurses. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE-     THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 

Prepared  with  grtit  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twick  as  much  a.s  ordinar>' 

brands  of  Extr^ct^ 

Comparing  quality-  and  contents,  none  other  are  Dearly  so 
cheap. 

Where\'cr  tested  on  their  MERtTS,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  arc  the 

STANDARD  FL.\VORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coa.st.  Dealers  will  find  (hem  to  give  better 
s^isfaciion  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL. 


(  Founded  1849.)      Post  Office  Box  2128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     F  K  .A  X  C  I  S  C  O 


MANl'FACTUREBS    OP 
Compre-«cd  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  coniptnte. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

N^Tiolcsalc  ai.a  Retail 

Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Monigomery  Sircei.  under  the  Occident^  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

ARTICULAR    ATTENTLOX   PAID 


P 


10  compounding  Ph>-sician"s  Prcscripiioas,  the  dU- 
pensing  of  which  U  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
□ands,  while  cvrrj-  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


constantly  on  hand  and  for  sale, 

Direct-aciing  Pumpmg  and  Hoistmg  Engines, 
Upright  and  St.ition.iry  Engines, 

Ou.irlz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  IJreakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Fum.'ices, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Easteni 
manufacturer-.. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  R:  CO. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AAL>    OF 

^^^  St.indard  Reputation,  plaj-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assoriiiient  in  this  city, 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  C\'LIN- 
UERS  always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  st>'Ies  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  c.\-amine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING     OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    ilioroughly 
«ne  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

M.A.NUF.-\CTURERS  AND   LMPORTERS, 
130  Suiter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOI.K  M  \KERS  OV 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

N'o.  519  COJIMERCL\I.  SIREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q     F.   IVILLEV  &»  CO., 

IMTOKTERS   and   llANUKACTrKKR";   OP 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Mo.sTcOMERV  St.  ,  Sa.s'  Francisco, 


AgenLs  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
VV.   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   CAFFREY,  Camden,  N.  I., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.   K1LL.^M  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLI.NG  BROS.,  Wilmington 


Alio,    AGENT.'.   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCO.MBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


DRECKINRIDGE  &-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

S.  E.  corner  Montgomery  and  California  Sis. 


J.  M.  WALKER.  JENNISGS  S.  COX. 


ALEX.  AUSTIN. 


J.  M.  WALKER   &.   CO. 

aTOCRT  BROKERS,   N.   IV.    CORNER 
*^     Alontgomcry  and  Pine  Streets. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[established  IN  1S74.] 

Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

.Assets  exceed 326,(xx> 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANCISCO,   CAL., 


CIIAS.  N.   FOX. 


M.   D.  flELLXKJC. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 
ATTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW,  San  FrancLsco.  CsJ. 
Office,  No.  S'VJ  California  Street,  Roon»  t,  a,  and  i. 


W.   E.    HALK. 


R.    PACHECD. 


HALE  &.  PACHECO, 

OTOCK    AND     CO.MMISSION  PRO- 

kers,  317  Monigomco'  Street,  Xei'ada  Block. 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD,  A.  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  S.  F.  Stoct  and  KxchanRe  Hoard. 

S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

CTOCK  C"   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


THOS.  FLINT,  President.        J.  W.  FOARD.  Manager. 

Ferd.  K.  Rule Secreiar>'. 

L  G.  Gardner General  Agent. 

John  C.  Stai-les Special  Agent. 

OOMMERCIAL 

TNSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principiil  ofilce,  405  California  Street,  Saji  Francisco. 

lOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  .\.  I.ATON,  Secretary. 

''THE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  ANU  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 

CASH   ASSETS S450,000 

Prindpal  Oflice,  218  and  230  Sansomc  Street.  San  Francisco 


OPFICF.KS; 
A.  J.  BRYANT  President. 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President. 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  .Marine  Survevo 


QFFICE  OF   THE   BODIE  MINING 

Compnny,  Pan  Francisco,  Augnst  28,  1S78. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Hoard  of  Director.';  of  ilie  above  named 
company,  held  to-day,  nn  extra  dividend  of  five  doll.irs  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Saturday,  .'\ugu.it  31st.  Of- 
fice, Room  53,  Nevnda  Block.  309  Montgomeiy  Street. 

\V>L   ^L   LENT,  Secretary. 


H 


'ALE S^  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIN- 


ing  Company.— I.oc.-itioo  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness. San  Francis^.j,  Califoniiu.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  DistrJrt,  Storey  County.  State  of  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  gj\'en.  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Ho-ird  o( 
Directors,  I  el  J  on  the  i  ;th  day  of  AuguM.  1873,  an  »;*«%•- 
ment  (Xo.  50)  of  one  {$1)  dollar  per  sfcire  wa-.  levied  vipon 
the  ppital  UiXfi  of  the  corpuralion,  payable  imniediattly, 
i:i  rnitcd  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Sccictarj-,  at  the  office 
of  the  Comp.iny,  K-wm  58.  Nevada  Bli>ck,  iiorihwcst  cor- 
ner Pine  aiid  Montgomcr>-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  .stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  u»p;ud 
on  the  i8lh  day  of  September,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  piibhc  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wf.dnesd.w.  the  ninth  (oth) 
day  of  October,  iS^8,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as.-iessmeut, 
tOEcther  with  cost  ol  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors. 

lOEL  F.   LIGHTN'ER,  Secretary. 

Office— Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  northwest  comer  Pine 
afiii  Montgomery-  Streets,  .San   Fr.-uiciBCO,  California. 

ORTHERN    BEl7.E~MILL  ^UWI) 


N 


Mining  Company, — 'ITie  fourth  annual  meeting  of 
the  stockholders  of  the  above  named  corporation,  for  the 
election  of  Directors  and  the  transaction  of  such  other  busi- 
nes-^  as  may  come  before  it,  w  ill  be  held  on  Mo.sday,  Sep- 
tember 9th,  1878  (second  .Monday  in  September),  at  tot 
hour  of  one  o'clock  p.  m.  011  that  day,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
ery- Street,  San  Francisco,  California.  Transfer  books  will 
be  closed  on  Monday,  September  2,  1878,  at  three  o'clock 
P-  M.  WM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 


hJOTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 

is  hereby  ^ven  by  the  undersigned.  Administrator  of 
the  Estate  of  MICHAEL  KELLEHER,  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessary  vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publication  of  this  notice,  to  the 
said  Administrator  at  hia  pbce  of  business.  Room  12,  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery'  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty of  San  FrancLsco.     Dated  August. 8th,  1878, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  Michael  Kelleher.  deceased. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  GO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  pnre.st  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


^OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

STATIONERY,  BLANK  BOOKS,  LEGAL,  CUSTCV- 

HOUSE,  AND  MISCELLANEOCS  BLANKS, 

624  Mongomery  Street,  Montgomerv'  Block. 

San  Francisco.  CaJiforaia. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OUTHEilSCrFl 


Coii:.iE.s-ciN'G  Slnday,  Jlxy  14,  1S78. 
Passenger  trains  wll  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  oa  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follow's : 

Q  -„  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
^•J^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  ail  Way 
Stations.  S^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R-  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cmz,  At  Salikas  the 
M.  &  S-  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey, 
^g"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

rn  An  -^  ^*-  D-^^LY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
1  U.^U  lions. 

_  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'Jis:^,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
t^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Sasta 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

-  ^^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Su- 
't'T      tions. 

/:  -^  p.  M.  DAILY  for  Menlo  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^•J^  tions, 

g^  SUN'D.\YS  AX  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a-  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  ii. 

e^  EXCURSION"  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj^^  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  foUoH-ins  Monday,  inclosive. 

Also,  E:tcursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive, 
A.  C  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUD.AH, 

SuperintendenL  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIOXS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisiotis  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  CentraJ  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OARL.AXD,  leaving  SAX  FR,^XCISCO  via  Ferrj- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  M.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEX  for  Sumner,  ^Ioh^ve,  LOb 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  ColtOD,  Colorado 
River,  and  YfllA. 


ATORTH    PACIFIC    COAST     RAIL- 
J-  V  ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF    TIME. 

On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,  1873,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAX  RAF,\EL  and  S.-VU- 

S.ALITO  will  run  between  San  Fiancisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows : 

WEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  Sax  Francisco.  Leave  San  Rafael. 

From   San   Quentin   Ferry, 

Market  Street).  (Via  San  Queotin  Feny.) 

7.1=  A.M.  for  Sin  Rafael. 


(From  Saucelito  Feny,  Mar- 
ket Street), 

5.50  p,JL  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
RafaeL 

1,45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  wa^'sta- 
tions.  Stage  connections 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  Xonh 
Coast. 

SUXD.AYS. 


S.15  ■' 

&  Junction 

6.30  A.  51. 

for  San  Francisco, 

g.40 

"               " 

8.00     " 

l.«  PM 

"               " 

9.00     " 

4-10   " 

"               " 

11.00     " 

6.10   " 

for  San  RafaeL 

4-45     " 
5-45     " 

(Ma  Saucelito  Feny-)- 
7.00  .\.K.  for  San  Francisco, 


(From  San  Quentin   Feny, 

Market  Street). 
to.00  A.M.  for  San  RafaeL 
12,30  P.M.       "  " 

3-15     "   ^    " 

5.45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
S.oo  A.  M.   Excursion   train, 
connecting  at    Junction 
with   train  for  San  Ra- 
faeL 


(^*ia  San  Quentin  Ferry). 

8.35  A.M.  for  San  Franrisco. 
11.15     "         "  " 

1.45  P.M.       "  " 

4.30     "         "  " 


(Via  Sancelito  Feny). 


6,45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco, 
SPECL\L  XOTICE, 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been  reduced   as  foUott-s :  Week  days,  75  cents ; 
Sunday's,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JXO.  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 


S 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,  1878,  and  imtil  fiirthcr 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San   Francisco 

(\Vashington  Street  'Wharf),  as  follows: 

JOQ  P.  J/.,  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted, 
'^  Steamer  "James  M.Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  Wharf),  connectingwith  Mail  and  Express  Tram  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyser\-iUe  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,Lai:eport,  Mendocino  City.  Hisbland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

33"  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Gueme^ille,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a.  m.) 


SUND,\Y  EXCURSIOXS  AT  REDUCED  R.\TES. 
8  00  "^'  ■'^^•'  -^"'^^^y-^  only,  via  Donahue, 

•  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.     Fares  for  the 

round  trip:  Donahue,  Si  '■  PetaJuma,  %\  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2 ;  Healdsburg,  S3  :  Cloverdale,  $4- 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
forroundtrip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  5°;  Forest\-iIle,  Kor- 
bel's,and  Gucmei.-ille,  S3- 

(.Axrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p,  5t.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  p,  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  W.^shikgto.n  Street  Wharf, 

Arthch  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  .A.  A,  Be.kn,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUC-HERT\',  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &.  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  VS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  and  4  Sherman  s  BtnLDiNC, 

Montgomerv  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Frandsco 
'  (P.  O.  Box  707.) 


Xewton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Frandsco 

-U/'    W.  DODGE  &-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


C 


'OMMEXCiyC      WEDNESDA  Y, 

July  10,  1378,  and  until  further  cotice, 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRAXCISCO: 

y^OQ    A.    M.,    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market    Street  Landing),  con- 

necting ^-ith  the  trains  for  Xapa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istogaCrbe  Ge\-sers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  DaTis 
(Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Woodland.  Williams,  and  Knights 
Landing.  [Airive  San  Francisaro  3.55  p.  m.] 

8  00  ^-  ^'^■'-  D^^^y^   ^  PLAN  TIC 

.•  Express  Train  (ria  Oakland  Ferry-)  for  Sacra- 

mento, MarysviUe,  Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno 
(\'irginia  Cit>-),  Palisade  (Eureka),  Ogden  and  Omaha 
Connects  at  Gait  tt-ith  train  arriring  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[.Arrive  iian  Francisco  5.35  P  M.j 


'H'RENCH  SA  VINCS 
^  AAD  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bl-sh  Street,  above  Kear.ve\-,  San  Francisco. 

G.  -MAHE.  Director. 


I  C"    P.  C.  R.  R.—(IVARROW  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA.  SAN  JOSE 
I         AND  SANTA  CRUZ. 


8   00   ^'      ^^■'       ^UI^^P>AyS        OyVZF— [Gatos.'and°-\lma: 

'  Special   train   via   Oakland   Ferr>".  arrives    at 

Martinez  10.15  a.  .m.     Returning,   leaves  Martinez  4.10   P, 
M.,  arrives  San  Francisco  6.00  p.  m. 

Excursion  Tickets  at  Reduced  Rates.     ' 


SUMMER  ARR.A..\GEMEXT,  1878. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  iSjS,  and  until  further  no- 

uce.  trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 

at  the  new  Ferry  Landing,  \Iarket  St. : 

5    00  '^'  ^'■^■'  ^''"^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
,  renzo.  ilount  Eden,  Al^-arado,  Hall's,   Xewark,  Howry's, 
.■Vl\-iso,   -Agnew's.  Santa  Clara^   San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 


7  'iD  Northern  Railway  Accommodation  Train  (via 

Oakland  Ferry)  to  Martinez. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  P.  si.J 

T  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

J  *  Passenger    Train     (\Ta    Oakland    Feny   and 

Xiles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.30  p.  M.  [,\mve  San  Francisco  at  9.35  A-  m,] 

DDQ   P.    M.,    DAILY,    NORTHERN 

<_7  'J  Railway   Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Feny) 

to  San  Pablo  and  Martinez. 

TArrive  San  Francisco  9, ■^s  a.  m.] 

A  00  ^-  -'^•'   I^AILY,   EXPRESS 

jT""  Train  (^ia  Oakland   Feny)  for   Lathrop,   and 

Stockton,  Merced,  \'isalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Xewhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  .Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wiimiogton,  Santa  .Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (.Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma-  Connects  at  Xiles  with  train  arriWng  at  San  Jose 
at  6.55  p.  m.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.40  p.  5i.] 

^  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

iT  *  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  m,,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdaj-s,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  (Sr- 
son,  and  ^Trginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Ani^-e  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

y1  QQ  p.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

jT"  •'-''-'  Sacramento  Steamer  (firom  Washington  Street 
WTiarf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River ; 
also,  ti-'king  the  Third  Class  Overland  Passengers  to  connect 
wTth  train  leading  Sacramento  at  9.00  a.  si.  daily. 

[.Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

4    QQ   p.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

"p*^  Third  Class  and  -Accommodation  Train,  ^^ia  La- 

throp and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on  second  day  at 
11.55  .K.  m.  [-Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  11.] 


P^Q  A.  M.,  via  Alajneda  Ferry,  daily, 
'  for  Alameda,    Xeu-ark,    .Alviso,   Santa  Clara, 

I  San  Jose,  Los  Gates,  .Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
I  at  L05  Gatos  with  CoIgro\-e*s  stages  for  Oil  Wells.  Patchen. 
I  Mountain  Charley's,  ilartin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz  :  or  i.-ia  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove.  Sotjuel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Elabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Co.vGRESS  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 


^  2Q  P.  M.^  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

/   *  for  .Alameda,  Xewark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

-Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

SS"  On  Saturda>-s  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4-20 
p.  ii.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  k.  m.  Monday  (breSdast  at 
Los  Gatos).  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  ■*•  *'- 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

^\TU  run  as  follows  : 
LE.\VE  S.iX   FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 
FROM  SAX  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


.^1 


9~  S-%\ 

p.1  i£^d 


3  6.10 
7.00 
7.30 

8.00 
8,30 
9.00 
9.30 
10.00 
10.30 
11.00 


8.00 
9,00 
10.00 
11.00 
12. OQ 


4.00 

p.  M. 

4.30 

1.30 

5.00 

5-30 

•3-00 

6.00 

*-<JO 

6.30 

5.00 

7.00 

0.00 

8..0 

B*7.oo 

g.zo 

B'S.IO 

10.30 

c*io.3o 

B11.45 

B*...45 

;  A.  U.  I  A.  3(.  :  A.  V  . 
B  6-10      8.00      S.OOj 
7.30    +9-30    t9-30 

8.30'  p.  M.  ;  p.  M. 
9.30  +1.00  3.00 
10.30     3.00    4,00 

11.30      4-00    tS.io 

p.  M.        tS.lO  

12.30  


4-30  y 

5,30 

6.30  t Change  cars 
7,00; 

S.io'      at  East 
9.20 
10.30     Oakland. 

BIT. 25; 


^—Suitda^s  excepua.  c—Swidays  only. 

"  -Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

To  Femside,  except  Sundays,  7.00,  9.00,  10-00  a.  m.,  5,00 

P-  M. 

To  San  Jose,  daily,  f  Q.30  a.  m.,  3.00,  4.00  p.  m. 
TO  S-AN  FRAXCISCO.  D.AILY. 


> 


A.  M.      A.M. 

B  6.30  B  5,40  E*5.00 
S.OO  7.30  5*5.40 
10.00      8.30J  *6.25, 

p.   M.  9-30        7-00, 

3.00.1   10.30,  8.03 

4.30    11.30'  9-00 

5.30    p.  M.  10. ©3 

1. 00  lr.031 

4.00'    I2-00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway), 


A.M. 

P.  M. 

B5-20 

12.20 

B6.00 

12.50 

6.50 

1.20 

7-20 

1.50 

7-50 

2.50 

8-25 

3-20 

8.50 

3-50 

9.20 

4.20 

9.50 

4-50 

10.20 

5-20 

10.50 

S.50 

11.20 

6.2=; 

11.50 

6.50 

8.00 

9-10 

10-20 

B — Sutidays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 
From  Femside,  except  Sundays,  3.oo,  10.00,  11.00  9. 
6.00  p.  ai. 

From  San  Jose,  daily,  7.05,  3, 10  a.  m. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From  San  Fr.\.ncisco — Dazty — 06,30 — B7.20 — 3.15 — 9.15, 
10.15 — 11,15  A.  M. — 12.15 — 1-^5 — 2,25 — 3.15 — 4.15 — 5.15 
— 6.15  P.  M. 

From  OAKLAND^/P/K'/f — b6,2o — B7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 
— 11.05  A.  M.  —  12,05 — 1'05 — 2.15 — 3-05 — 4.03 — 5.05 — 
6.05  p.  M.  B — Daily,  Sundays  excepUd. 


"  Ofiidal  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  .Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  107  MontgomwT  Street. 
A,  N.  TO^VNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAX, 

General  Sup'L  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t. 


A.M. 

5.C0 

1        A.M-       1 
1        6.40       1 

A.M.       1 
9.20       1 

.\.  M. 

"10.30 

P.M. 

4.20 

1        P.M. 
1       6.20 

LE.AVE  HIGH  STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 

5-40 

[         A.M,        1 
1         7-30        1 

A,M.        { 

9.26         1 

P.M. 

*3.oo 

1         P.M. 
1        4-26 

i      7.00 

THOS 

*  Sunday 
.  CARTER. 

Superin  ten  dent. 

sonly. 
GEO. 

H.  W.AGGOXER. 

Gen,  Pass,  Agent. 
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ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  P0RTL4i-XD  (Oregon),  ever>'  five  daj-s,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ,AXGEb'ES,  S,AXr-A  B.ARE.AR-A,  SAXT.A  CRUZ. 
S-AX  DIEGO,  SAX  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Xorthem 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leading  San  Francisco  about 
ever>-  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  Xo.  2r4  MoNTOOMERr  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKIXS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Xo.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisco. 


'J^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

-'  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAX  FRAXCISCO.  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital §10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3.000,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLase,  PresIdenU     J.  C  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav.     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair, 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv . 

Agent  at  Alrginia,  Xev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  J  C.  T.  Christessen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  t  Geo.  L.  Br.\nder. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Tra\-elers"  Credits,  available  In  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  ai  cuslomar%-  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 

On  the  principal  Cities  throughout  the  L'niied  States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  .Australian 
Colonies,  and  Xew  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  HawaJL 

New  York  Bakkers ITie  Bank  of  Xew  York,  N.  B.  .A. 

.Amer.  Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa^-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  L'nion  Bank  of  London. 
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HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office. 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  £ai  nings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  -Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  a^-ailable  throughout  the  worltL 

Fsed'k  F.  Low,  )  ., 

IGN.    StEINHART,,-^*^*^"^ 

P.  X.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


'THE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 


SAN"   FRANXISCO 


p ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers  with   uneqttaled   accommodations    for 
pas:sengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOH.AMA  .AXD  HOXGKONG, 

On  the  1st  of  everj-  month. 

FOR  S^'DNEV  AND  AUCKLAND,  %-ia  HONOLULU, 
September  2d,  and  everj-  founh  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK.  \Ta  PANAMA,  CENTR.AL  -AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAX,  and  SOUTH  .AMERICAN' 
PORTS,  HAVAX.A,  and  all  WEST  IX- 
DI.A    FORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of   each   month. 

FOR  HOXOLULU, 
-April  27th,  and  ever^"  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  \^CTORIA.    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUXD    PORTS, 
and  PORTL-AXD,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
2oth,  and  301I!  of  each  month. 
WILLI.AMS,  ELAXCHARD  &  CO,,  -Agents, 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

FOR  

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  ^^'ha^f,  Cor,  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHA^LA.  AND    HONGKONG. 
Coimecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Salmtlay,  May  18.  |  Tuesday,   June  18  [  Thursday, -Aug.   i 
Saturday,  -Aug.  17.     Tuesday.  Sept-  17     Wednesday, 
Salurdav,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  lickets  for  sale 
at  Xo.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's \STiarf. 

T,  H.  GOODM.AX,  Geni  Passenger  -AgenL 

D.AYID  D.  COLTOX,  President, 


,  president M.  D.  Sweeney. 

\1ce-President C  D.  O'Sullivan, 

TRUSTEES, 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C  D.  OSuIli<.-an,         P.  McAran. 
John  Sullivan,  Gnst.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  .A.  Ddnahne. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

•Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Monigomerj'  Streets 


s 


'AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARR-ANGEMENT. 


;  I  p.  m. ;  4.30 


1.;  I?  m.;  2.00 


On  and  after  Thursday.  June  so,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  .Market  street — 8,45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m. ;  '5.50  p.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R- 

Saucehto — 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Fiancisco — 3.ooa.  m. — R.  R.;  10.00a. 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m. ;  6,30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.:  ii.ooa.  m. ;  r.oo  p-in.;  3.30  p.  m.; 
5.45  p.  m, :  7.45  p.  m. — R.  R, 

On  MOXDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  S-ATURD-AY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     "  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LAXDS  FOR  S.ALE 

In  lots  to  suit.  Inquire  al  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Kne 
Street.  FR.ANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

TTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate,   divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy', and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


A- 


Capital $5,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord \lce-President . 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  -Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Bostonj  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unlos 
National  Bank ;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  .Agencies  at  \'lrginia  CItj-  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  prinapal  imnlng  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  a^-ailable  in  all  partsof  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  -Anisierdam,  St 
Petersburg:,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  -Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yc- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN 


SOCIETY. 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  coimtrj"  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society'  will  not  be  responsible  fof  their  safe  deliver)-. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit- 

.A  proper  pass-book  will  be  deli%-ered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  depc^it  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  npward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A,  m.  to  3  P.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  POWELL 
and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinary  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
cei\-ed,  and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  securitj,-.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  panics,  payable  here :  but  the  responsibility-  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  »-iih  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee. 

DAVID  FARQUHARSOX.  Preslden;. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized .August  7,  1875. 

OFFICE,  325  MOXTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  resene  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Bexson,  Secretarj*  and  Cashier. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  S.\LE  BY 
JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    OLAY 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CilKEmilC 

PIANO   WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
SLEGAXT  P/AXOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .Agent  for  Pacific  Coast. 

i^  OwTjeri  of  Chickering  Pianos  are  sijecially  requested 
to  leave  orden  for  tiininc  at  warerooms,  31  Ptp\t  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  Pl.V.NOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers'  Upright  Pianos, 
Pri/uc-  O'Xiiiis,  Il'iiliis'  Orj^iiiis, S7:i,-f  .\rusic. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  .MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Pianos  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Sale  on  the  InMallment  Plan. 

Woodworth,Sghell&.  Co. 

i:   I'osi  Street,  San  Francisco. 

A  WORLD'S  TRIUMPHT 

THE  CTJBEENT  OP 

TRADE  REVERSED. 


TO  EUROPE. 

8TEINWAY  &  SONS 

ORDERS  FRDM  EUROPE 

here  iBcreued  to  an  extent,  neceedtatlog  the  ea* 
tabiahmcot  of  Wu-erooma  la  London,  Englaod,  and 
oocmected  with  it  la  s  Codc^ rt  HaU,  tbo  whole  com- 
trtned  maJdng  the  most  eleg&nt  Fiano  Warerooma  In 
Europe,  and  standa  there  as  a  monmneDt  of  Ameri- 
can gcnioa  and  Indostry. 

Itfalmpovsibletomention  in  the  limited  space  of  an 
advertisement  the  Innumerable  ^nmphsofthl8en<>T- 
mtioflrm.  Tbeyatandforemostasi'ventoralnPiono 
onUding  in  America,and  in  that  rcfli>ect,  no  email  com* 
pUmeDt  to  their  InTentjona  is  the  ondeniable  en- 
dorsement of  all  their  compctitnnt.nsBhomilQ  theli 
tmltatlTe  offorta.  Certain  prin'-iplea  of  the  6t«mwayB 
aro  howeTer  so  completely  protected,  that  no  imita- 
tionorFnb»titntoi9att£'mptcdatal).aDd  the  ehallow  . 
method  of  crytiig  each  inventions  down  fare  resorted 
to  and  relli-d  ujion. 

The  Btrlnwaya  designed  and  perfected  the  Over^ 
Strang  and  Iron  Fnuno  Bystems.  The  application  of 
the  Agiaffo  Amngcmcnta  to  fiquare  and  TTpright 
Plano9,  Tbo  P:itent  Dnplox  B^alo  creating  the  most 
beautifbl  treble  tones,  (the  DnpleiScalo  Iscf  recent 
inventirn  and  only  to  bo  fonnj  iti  I-iaoos  aoid 
recently).  Tbo  Improved  Double  I>3mpc-ra.  The 
UterldeacxtrudiDstbeAcralTt'StoeveryFtTinglntbe 
Piano.  Tbo  bighrst  floish  lo  all  p;irts  of  the  instro- 
ment,  fnclndiug  flrst  quabtios  of  ivory,  ebony,  felt, 
cloth,  etc.  Tbo  wood  work  and  varnish  of  each  flrs^ 
claaacbanrti  r,  ibattbocmployment  of  large  capital 
and  eiperienco  alone  permits.  gi 

Thenamoof  Bt^inway  lias  bocomo  a"bonscnold 
word"  in  Amcriccn  Lomc-s.  nnd  the  eatislactory 
record  of  Ifl  years  t-nal  cq  the  Taciflo  Coast.  In  ItstU 
Msarea  the  purchaser  that  the  InvesQient  ia  no 
■peculation,  bat  one  of  perfect  tecnrity. 

Tbooft-repeaicd  ctoryof  rival  maVcrs  claiming  to 
lUTe  be^n  Stein  ways'  foreman,  etc.,  sboold  bave  do 
weight  with  pnrcbac^rs.  An  immense  msnnfactn> 
lug  Dnsisess  like  the  Bteinwa^s  is  divided  Into  dfr 
putments  for  tbe  TUiona  c:a.i9e8  of  work,  and  a 
foremaa  of  one  department  enperintende  that  alone, 
and  cannot  'te  perfected  In  other  details. 

TbeCteinways  (a  nomerona  finally)  aio  the  inven- 
tors and  designors  of  tbe  prioclpk-s  of  tlieir  Pianos, 
and  are  alone  responsible  for  the  tborongh  execu- 
tion of  their  own  Ideas. 

tn  the  Machinery  Department  at  the  late  Centen- 
nial Exbibltion  Btelnways  wore  awarded  a  special 
medal  for  an  invention  for  testing  their  iron  frxmea 
nnder  a  prossnre  of  6,000  lV>s.  tn  the  square  centi- 
metre. (Tbia  award  was  dif^tinct  from  their  medal 
fbr  the  best  Pianos  exhibited  )  Tbe  iron  frames  in 
Btelnway  Pianos  ere  tbe  only  ones  ^o  teeted,  and 
while  other  makers  rely  on  castiocs  UoTa  an  ordi- 
nary foundry,  tbe  Steinways  maintain  their  own 
(otindry.  and  nunafictam  a  frame  of  covipoiiu  mttal, 
irtiich  adds  greatly  to  ihe  resonant  qualities  of  the 
Inatrnment  in  general. 

It  frequently  occurs  that  the  attempt  is  made  to 
raise  the  character  of  Pianos  constructed  on  lees 
coetly  prindplea  to  the  rank  that  the  Steinway  main- 
tains,  by  naming  a  price,  the  same  or  nearly  bo. 
This  method  Is  frequently  exposed  by  the  perfect 
willingness  of  the  dealer  to  make  astonishing  dis- 
ootmts  for  cash  or  extremely  long  credits  ;  systems 
not  entertained  in  any  first-class  basinets.  In  sell- 
ing a  Stein  way  Piano,  a  guarantee  of  worth  la  given 
protecting  the  purchaser  for  6  years,  and  catalogues 
Issued  by  the  Pici£c  Coast  Agencies  have  an  tmifomi 
rate  of  prices  la  gold,  and  where  desired  a  liberal 
Installment  plan  ia  offered  to  responsible  buyers, 
with  an  ad<fitional  charce  of  simple  interest  on 
dcfnrrzi  payments.    Catalogues  mailed  on  applica- 

t  .2  to  t  rv 

jr.  GBAT,  GrnereU  Aa^nt,  ^ 

lOS  Keamv  Street,  S.  V. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO.  !™ond8, 

WATCHES, 

FURNITURE  ™ry 


.\s  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  T.ASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND    226   BUSH   STREET,   S.   F. 


HERRMANN'S 

FALL      ^^^     STYLES 

336 


ARE  XOir  OUT  AT 

KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 

AND 


910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conscr\-ative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  Hfe  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  policies  are  issued  under  the  non- forfeiture  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  328  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  des'red. 


MRS.  R.  G.  LEWIS, 

DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS, 

ROOMS  27  AND  2S, 

Thurlow  Block^  corfur  Sutter  and  Kearny  Streets,  San  Francisco. 

El^ant  Wnlking  Suits,  Evening  Toilets.  Bridal  Trousseaus,  and  Mourning  Costumes,  manuf;ictured 
at  the  sliorlcst  nolicc.  after  the  latest  Parisian  modes.     TAKE   THE   ELE\'ATOR. 


M/SS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR   SUTTER,   UP   STAIRS. 
.»»-  The  finest  assortment  of  French  Millinery  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand.  -SiS^, 


TERRACE 

SWIMMING  BATHS 

'POOT   OF  WEBSTER   STREET,  O.V  CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

■^  BEACH,  now  open  to  the  pul>lic,  and  pronounced   \iy  the  "  elite  "  of  San   Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 

place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacific  Coast.      Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep.      High  water  at  all  limes 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS    FOR    LADIES   UNATTENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  Sao  Francisco  by  steamer  N  EW.\R  K— depot  on  the  premises ;  or  C.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at   liroadway  Station,  running  within   two  blocks  of  the  Baths.. 
BATHS    25  CENTS    including  Private  Room,  Bathing  Suits.  TowcU,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 
ort     n^,   ^^  w.^.-.  .  ^,  h  "        R.   HALEV  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 


PACIFIC 
BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


RARE  ENGRAVINCS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 

r//     A".    VICKERY-  NOTIFIES  HIS 

'  customers  and  the  public  that  he  has  removed  to 
a  larger  and  more  convenient  office  at  No.  23  Kearny  Street 
(next  door  to  Snow  &  May's),  where  he  has  a  large  collection 
of  these  beautiful  and  rare  Works  of  ArL  To  those  who 
can  not  visit  his  collection,  he  will  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  cara,  to  take  a  portfolio  of  Engraving  for  inspection 
at  their  residence  any  forenoon  or  evening.  23  Kcamy 
Street.     Hours,  i  to  5  P.  M. 


AND    SILVERWARE 

AT  CRr.\1I.V   RKDUCKD    PRICES. 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 
.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 

Geo.   C.  SJireve   &   Co., 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS 

—  AND  — 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 


The  perfection  which  the  m-inufacture  of  Marblci/ed 
Iron  Mantels  has  attained  brines  them  in  <lircct  competition 
with  the  best  igualitics  of  slate  for  all  purposes  where  mantcU 
arc  used,  and  they  arc  in  a  great  mcisurc  taking  the  place 
of  m.irblc.  The  soft  rich  color  in  which  these  mantels  are 
finished  renders  them  a  much  more  agreeable  article  of  fur- 
niture to  a  room  than  the  cold,  repulsive-looking  marble 
slab,  and  colors  may  be  selected  to  harmonize  with  the  fur- 
niture. In  Elega.nce  ok  Design,  Qi  alitv  ok  Finish, 
AND  DlK.MilLiTv  OK  PoLlSH,  they  are  every  way  superior 
to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also,  they  cost 
ver>'  much  less,  arc  stronger,  and  certainly  far  more  durable 
than  either. 
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"THE  CHINESE  MUST  GO  I  "-III, 


A  Reply  to   Kwang  Chang  Ling,  the  Chinese  Literate. 


"  Who  is  K'vang  Chang  Ling?  Is  he  a  Chhiaman  f  " 
These  are  the  doubting  questions  propounded  by  many  who  have  read 
the  able  and  scholarly  presentation  of  the  Chinese  question  from  a  Chi- 
nese standpoint  by  one  claiming'  to  be  a  Chinese  Mandarin,  who  signs 
himself  "  Kwang  Cliang  Ling.''  The  authorship  of  the  Palace  Hotel 
letters  is  a  matter  into  which  I,  in  common  with  the  community,  have 
no  valid  right  to  inquire,  unless  it  in  some  way  affects  the  question  at 
issue.  If  Kwang  Chang  Ling  is  a  veritable  Chinaman,  it  may  be 
claimed  with  some  force  that  these  very  articles,  which  so  eloquently  set 
forth  the  Chinese  cause,  are  an  evidence  of  the  mental  capacity  of  the 
Chinese  people  to  surmount  the  difficulties  and  absorb  the  essences  of 
of  modern  civilization.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  it  should  be  ascertained 
that  "  Kwang  Chang  Ling''  is  a  mere  -pseudonym  adopted  by  some 
glib-penned  Bohemian  writing  for  coin — "a  Caucasian  hireling" — or 
one  of  those  very  sincere  but  idiosyncratic  gentlemen,  who,  observing 
the  majority  of  the  community,  the  "  common  herd,''  taking  one  side, 
immediately  adopts  the  other  upon  "  the  rule  of  contraries  ;''  or  one  of 
those  strictly  "  business  men"  who  view  all  questions  in  the  light  of 
'■  commerce,"  or,  more  properly  speaking,  through  the  colored  goggles 
of  their  own  self-interest,  and  who,  in  order  that  their  profits  may  not 
be  endangered,  deem  it  expedient  to  employ  "  one  of  them  literary  fel- 
lers "  to  ransack  history  and  gather  statistics  to  justify  themselves  before 
men;  then,  and  in  either  of  these  events,  it  may  perhaps  be  well  said  that. 
as  no  Chinaman  has  yet  appeared  on  this  continent  capable  of  as- 
similating sufficient  modern  thought  to  be  able  to  present  even  in  the 
humblest  degree  his  own  cause,  they  may  beset  down  and  judged  as 
they  have  ever  been,  an  isolated,  mediocre,  barren  people,  who  have 
never  as  yet  risen  to  a  full  appreciation  of  any  question,  much  less  ex- 
hibited the  ability  to  discuss  it.  Notwithstanding  the  positive  yet  harm- 
less assertion  of  the  author,  in  his  opening  article,  that  he  is  "  a  war- 
rior, a  noble,  a  leader  of  the  Chinese,  and  a  representative  by  authority," 
I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  I  believe  Kwang  Chang  Ling  to  be  a  pure 
myth.  Xo  such  Chinaman  ever  did  live  or  ever  will  live.  -The  power 
of  statement,  the  aptness  of  expression,  the  myriad  evidences  of  a  mind 
schooled  in  the  intricacies  of  modern  civilization,  ail  unite  to  convince  us 
that  no  Chinese  "literate"'  could  have  written  ilie  papers  signed 
"  Kwang  Chang  Ling."  And  yet,  even  with  these  .admirable  features, 
it  must  be  admitted  that  the  Palace  Hotel  letters  are  singiflarly  bar- 
ren of  logic  and  painfully  lacking  in  any  system  of  connected  rea- 
soning. While  they  are  suft'iciently  fertile  of  thought  and  abundantly 
suggestive,  yet  they  are  strangely  lacking  in  conclusiveness.  \\'hile 
they  abound  in  tersely  expressed  truisms,  industriously  accumulated 
statistics,  and  ingenious  historic;il  references,  the  truisms  are  unfitting, 
the  statistics  are  irrelevant,  and  nuich  of  tlie  history  erroneous.  Lord 
Bacon  said:  "  Histories  make  wise  men;  poetry,  witty  men;  the  mathe- 
mathics,  subtle  men;  natural  and  moral  philosophy,  deep  and  grave 
men;  logic  and  rhetoric,  men  able  to  contend."  Kwang  Chang  Ling 
may  be  a  historian,  a  mathematician,  and  a  philosopher,  but  he  has 
abundantly  demonstrated  that  he  is  not  a  logician. 

At  the  close  of  his  first  letter  we  are  informed,  with  an  air  of  genuine 
"celestial  superiority,"  that  "the  trouble  with  the  Chinese  question  is 
that  it  has  been  viewed  from  too  low  and  narrow  a  standpoint."  Now. 
let  us  right  here  determine,  if  we  can,  what  is  the  highest  and  broadest 
view  to  be  taken  of  the  Chinese  question?  Is  it  true  that  our  Casser- 
lys,  Booths,  Sargents,  Hagers,  Pixleys,  Davises,  and  Haymonds, 
have,  with  all  their  scholarship,  their  experience,  and  their  study  on  this 
question,  been  so  narrow  and.  pig-headed  as  never  to  liave  been  able 
to  take  a  broad  and  statesmenlike  view  of  the  Chinese  question? 
The  Chinese  question  may  be  viewed  from  three  distinct  stindpoints: 


(i.)  As  a  question  of  social  science,  (2.)  as  a  question  of  political  econ- ,  preach  the  more  highly  civilized  and  prosperous  nations  wages  become 


omy,  and  (3.)  as  a  question  of  political  policy.     Let  us  briefly  review 
the  leading  arguments  under  each  of  these  heads  : 

(i.)  As  a  question  of  Social  Scietice. — The  social  scientist  looks  at 
the  effect  of  Chinese  immigration  upon  society.  He  observes  that  the 
Chinese  have  been  coming  and  going  among  us  as  well  as  among  oilier 
nations  for  twenty-five,  fifty,  and  even  a  hundred  years,  and  that  they 
are  as  much  strangers  and  aliens  now  as  they  were  the  first  day  of  theii 
arrival.  He  observes  that  they  do  not  come  like  the  European  immi- 
grants seeking  homes,  bringing  their  families,  and  adopting  our  insiitu- 
tions,  but  as  aliens,  strangers,  laborers,  intending  to  return  to  China  as 
soon  as  possible  ;  that  they  do  not  come  to  escape  tlie  feudal  oppres- 
sions of  China  in  order  to  seek  a  free  government,  where  they  can  have 
liberty  of  thought  and  freedom  of  action,  but  sok-ly  to  make  money. 
Freedom  of  thought,  he  observes,  is  nothing  to  Chinamen,  for  they 
have  no  thoughts  above  their  stolid  and  unvarj-ing  round  of  duties. 
He  obsenes  that  they  have  absolutely  no  conception  of  our  society,  of 
our  laws,  of  our  government,  or  of  our  institutions;  that  society  gains 
nothing  by  them  ;  that  they  are  a  menace  to  our  system  of  educated  la- 
bor ;  that  they  bring  with  them  muscle,  but  no  brains  ;  that  they  do  not 
aspire  ;  that  they  degrade  labor  by  their  stolid  and  servile  habits  and 
manner  of  living,  instead  of  elevating  and  dignifying  it  by  holding  up 
their  heads  as  men,  citizens,  and  voters,  having  ideas,  principles,  and 
thoughts  of  their  own  ;  that  by  reason  of  their  inferior  civihzation  they 
have  few  wants,  and  can,  therefore,  underbid  even  the  most  economical 
American  laborer  who  takes  newspapers,  buys  pictures,  sends  his  chil- 
dren to  school,  and  enjoys  the  myriad  luxuries  incident  to  our  superior 
civilization — for  civilization  is  expensive,  while  barbarism  is  cheap  ;  that 
the  influence  of  Chinese  immigration  upon  the  laboring  classes  of  our 
rounlry   is,  therefore,  demoralizing  in  the  extreme.     He  studies  their 


history  to  ascertain  whether  there  is  not  some  hope  for  the  future  only 
to  find  that  they  have  always  been  an  exclusive,  con ser\'a live,  unchange- 
able race  who  have  ever  refused  to  mix  and  amalgamate  with  other 
races.  He  finds  that  they  are  a  decaying  race,  and  that  if  tliey  should 
change  their  policy  and  come  among  us  to  dwell  permanently,  the 
mixing  of  inferior  and  decaying  races  with  superior  races  results  in  harm 
and  deterioration  to  the  superior.  He  learns  that  even  their  very 
language  is  in  a  state  of  "  arrested  development,"  and  has  from  all  time 
stood  like  a  bulwark  in  the  way  of  their  attaining  a  higher  state  of  civil- 
ization. He  learns  that  the  offspiing  of  the  cross-breeding  of  distinctive 
races  results  in  weak  and  short-lived  mongrels,  and  that  the  moral 
degradation  involved  in  such  mixtures  is  an  evil  to  society  and  to  gov- 
ernment. From  all  these  facts  and  circumstances,  and  myriad  others, 
the  social  scientist  concludes  that  Chinese  immigration  is  an  injury  and 
a  curse  to  any  civilized  people,  and  he,  therefore,  is  not  disposed  to 
listen  with  any  degree  of  patience  to  the  cold-blooded  arguments  of  the 
political  economist  who  welcomes  the  Chinese  immigrant  as  a  cheap  la- 
borer. 

[2.)  As  a  queilion  of  Political  Economy. — Political  economy  as 
generally  taught  is  a  cold,  calculating,  commercial  science  (if  indeed  it 
should  be  called  a  science).  It  looks  at  things  as  they  are.  not  as  they 
ought  tobe.  It  takes  it  forgranted  that  whatever  is  is  right.  It  ignores 
the  great  Godlike  principle  of  human  sympathy.  It  deals  simply  with 
the  law  of  adjustments.  It  sees  the  Chinese  in  California,  but  it  does 
not  ask  nor  care  whether  they  come  as  immigrants,  seeking  homes,  or 
whether  they  intend  to  return  to  China.  It  does  not  ask  nor  care  what 
the  influence  of  their  coming  is  upon  our  civilization  or  upon  our  people. 
It  does  not  ask  nor  care  whether  they  are  intelligent  or  whether  they  are 
ignorant  ;  whether  they  are  aliens,  or  whether  they  are  citizens  ;  whether 
they  are  assimilative,  or  non-assimilative  ;  whether  they  are  white,  or 
whether  they  are  black.  It  simply  asks  them  one  great,  all-absorb- 
ing question,  and  that  is:  "Can  you  work,  and  if  so.  will  you  work 
cheap?"  This  is  the  sum  total  of  the  political  economy  view  of  the 
Chinese  question.  If  it  has  any  ideas  outside,  above,  or  beyond  this,  it 
answers  and  settles  them  all  by  one  wise  and  stunning  proposition  :  "If 
they  are  here  it  is  because  they  ought  to  be.  It  is  manifest  destiny  that 
they  should  be  here.  If  it  were  not  so  they  would  not  be  here."  It  has 
some  dim,  shadowy  idea  that  there  are  time?  in  the  world's  history  wlien 
commerce,  or  some  other  mysterious  power,  causes  a  shifting  of  some 
races  and  the  displacement  of  others.  That  in  obedience  to  some  such  law 
a=;  this  the  Chinese  are  here,  and  in  spite  of  all  we  can  do  and  all  we 
can  say,  they  will  stay  here.  Thus  the  average  political  economist  is  a 
pure,  unadulterated  fatalist.  He  thinks  it  would  be  interfering  with 
some  great  natural  law  to  stop  Chinese  immigration.  He  may  not  have 
a  very  intelligent  reason  for  belieWng  so,  but  he  is  none  the  less  unyield- 
ing and  dogmatic  in  his  opinion.  If  there  is  any  one  principle  the  one- 
idead  political  economist  will  fight  for,  it  is  the  principle  of  "cheap 
labor."  He  regards  that  as  a  cardinal  principle  of  his  creed,  never  to 
be  given  up  under  any  circumstances.  He  thinks  that  the  country  was 
made  to  be  "  developed  ;  "  that  the  only  way  it  can  be  developed  is  to 
procure  cheap  labor  ;  and  that  therefore  Chinese  cheap  labor  is  a  bless- 
There  are  political  economists,  however,  of  eminence  and  respect- 
ability, who  recognize  the  element  of  humanity  even  in  political  econ- 
omy ;  who  determine  the  prosperity  of  a  nation  not  by  the  wealth  of  a 
few,  but  by  the  prosperity  of  the  many  ;  who  recognize  the  fact  ih^at 
cheap  labor  means  low  diet,  few  comforts,  and  no  luxuries  for  the  labor- 
who  have  observed  that  to  deprive  the  laboring  classes  of  die  inci- 
dents of  high  civilization  renders  the  whole  community  less  prosperous; 
that  the  true  prosperity  of  a  nation  consists  in  o// classes  of  society  en- 
joying the  comforts  and  luxuries  of  civilization  ;  who  have  obser\'ed  thai 
as  we  recede  from  the  more  highly  civilized  countries,  to  Hungary, 
Turkey,  Southern  Russia,  and  the  steppes  of  Asia,  toward  the  bor- 
ders of  barbarism,  wages  become  lower  and  still  lower,  and  the  comfort 
and  welfare  of  the  laboring  classes  are  totally  neglected  ;  that  as  we  ap- 


higher  ;  that  low  wages  means  stagnation  and  decay,  and  high  wages, 
growth  and  progress.  Thus  there  are  two  schools  of  political  economy 
— one  favoring,  the  other  opposing  Chinese  immigration. 

(?.)  .As  a  question  of  Political  Policy. — The  Chinese  question  is  of 
course  a  political  question.  It  must  be  settled,  if  at  all,  by  statesman- 
ship. It  comes  to  this  country,  unfortunately,  in  a  three-fold  aspect, 
namely  ;  As  a  local,  and  at  the  same  time  as  a  national  and  an 
international  question.  It  is  unfortunate  in  another  aspect,  in  this, 
that  it  arouses  the  sleeping  fires  of  "  State  rights."  Many  of  us  who 
were  strenuously  opposed  to  States  rights  in  the  Southern  contest  begin 
to  see  that,  as  a  matter  of  principle,  the  Southern  States  were  not  so  far 
wrong  after  all — that  no  local  State  government  ought  to  be  yoked  un- 
der a  social  burden  it  does  not  want  to  bear,  and  the  enormity  of  which 
it  cannot  make  the  stoUd  milions  of  this  great  empire  of  States  under- 
stand. Be  this  as  it  may,  we  are  forced  to  meet  the  question.  Whether 
as  a  local,  a  national,  or  an  international  one,  it  is  a  problem  for  our 
statesmen  to  solve,  and  statesmanship  involves  everything.  The  states- 
man ought  to  be  noble,  and  good,  and  great.  He  ought  to  be  a  prophet, 
to  know  the  future  ;  a  seer,  to  know  the  past ;  and  an  archangel,  to  know 
the  present.  Yea,  he  ought  to  be  a  very  God  in  omniscience.  .Mas  ! 
how  rare  is  statesmanship.  It  is  not,  however,  for  humanity  to  rise  to 
the  level  of  Deity.  The  graces  and  virtues  are  dealt  out  to  us  only  as 
we  are  prepared  to  receive  them.  There  were,  a  few  years  ago,  some 
choice  spirits  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston  who  fornmlated  a  political  creed 
something  like  the  following  ;  "This,  the  best  government  on  earth, 
was  established  under  tlie  especial  guidance  of  Divine  Providence,  as  a 
fit  place  in  which  to  usher  in  the  millennium  ;  a  government  to  which  the 
down-trodden  and  oppressed  of  every  nation  on  earth  may  come,  and 
be  welcome  to  enjoy  with  ns  the  rich  blessings  of  liberty,  fraternity,  and 


equality  ;  a  government  where  the  '  brotherhood  of  man'  shall  be  fully 
recognized,  and  all  prejudices  of  race  be  forgotten  ;  a  government  in 
which  all  mankind  shall  meet  on  one  common  level,  speak  ihe  English 
language,  love  one  another,  and  constitute  a  high  and  noble  example 
for  the  benefit  of  other  nations."     How  beautiful  in  liieory,  how  hide- 
ous in  practice.     It  arose  as  many  another  error  has  arisen  and  thrived. 
in  a  good  cause.     It  was  the  offspring  of  a  noble  but  mistaken  impulse 
of  humanity.     It  was  prompted  by  sympathy  for  the  slave.     We  hated 
slavery  because  it  was  WTong.     We  said   the  slave  ought  to  be  free, 
and  we  made  him  free.  The  Republican  scliool,  in  which  many  of  us  were 
educated,  was  a  school  of  humanity,  but  we  learned  some  lessons  in  it 
which  we  must  now  unlearn,  and  one  of  them  is  that  there  is  a  vast  dif- 
ference between  the  right  of  a  slave  to  be  free  and  the  right  of  a  China- 
man to  come  to  America.    The  humanity  which  would  free  a  slave  from 
bondage  does  not  extend  so  far  as  to  declare  that  this  nation  is  a  great 
common  sewer  into  which  the  vile  offscourings  of  the  nations  of  the 
earth  is  expected  to  flow.     The  humanity  which  declares  that  "  all  men 
are  created  free  and  equal  "  cannot  apply  to  Asia  and  Africa,  and  to 
the  islands  of  the  sea,  nor  be  interpreted  as  an  invitation  for  the  baiba-  ' 
nans  of  the  world   to  come  and  dwell   among  us.      There  is  some 
limit  to  this  doctrine  of  humanity.      Enlightened  minds  long  ago  dis- 
covered that  nations  as  well  as  individuals  have  the  right  to  choose  their 
abode  and  defend  themselves  from  the  encroachments  of  others;  that 
nations  as  well  as  individuals  have  the  moral  right  to  invite  to  their 
homes  and  their  firesides  only  such  as  they  may  desire  to  come;  that 
nations  as  well  as  individuals  have  the  moral  right   "  to  enjoy  life,  lib- 
erty, and  the  pursuit  of  happiness  "  without  molestation.      A  morality 
so  higli  that  it  compels  me  to  take  into  my  household  the  vile  criminal 
in  order  that  I  may  do  him  good  is  a  libel  on  the  name  of  morality. 
The  charity  which  would  compel  me  to  take  the  bread  out  of  the  mouth 
of  my  family  to  give  it  to  a  stranger  is  robbery.      The  mercy  which 
would  compel  me  to  take  the  leper  into  my  house  to  "  cleanse  him,' 
and  thus  communicate  the  disease  to  my  children,  is  brutal  and  inhu- 
man.    The  political  morality  which  would  compel  mc  to  open  wide  our 
Golden  Gate  and  welcome  the  liordes  from  China,  Tartan,-,  and  Mon- 
golia in  order  that  we  may  civilize  them  and  do  them  good,  although 
by  so  doing  we  destroy  our  own  cherished  institutions,  is  hideous  and 
revolting.      No  such  morality  as  this  was  ever  dictated  »to  humanity. 
Virtues  carried  to  excess  are  the  worst  of  vices.     There  is  a  limit  to  hu- 
manity.     There  is  a  limit  to  kindness.      There  is  a  limit  to  hospitality 
and  to  all  the  graces  and  virtues.    These  limits  have  been  recognized  by 
the  wisest  statesmen  and   the  most   highly  civilized  and  enlightened 
nations.      Grotius,   Vattel,  Chief  Justice  Marshall,  Thomas  Jeiferson. 
and  Charles  Sumner  | have  all  recognized  the  fact  that  "  nations  haTc 
the  right  to  keep  at  a  distance  whatever  is  capable  of  causing  their 
ruin."     It  was  in  recognition  of  this  principle  lliat  our  forefathers  saw- 
fit  to  limit  the  right  of  citizensliip  to  foreigners  until  after  a  probationary 
period  of  residence  among  us.     It  was  in  recognition  of  this  principle  that 
John  Quincy  Adams  opposed  the  annexation  of  Texas,  and  Charles 
Sumner  the  annexation  of  San  Domingo,     It  was  in  recognition  of  this 
principle  that  the  Hon.  Eugene  Casserly.  foreseeing  the  evils  of  Chinese 
immigration,  declined  to  attend  the  banquet  given  to  Anson  Burlingame 
in  honor  of  the  Burlingame  treaty.     With  the  far-seeing  eye  of  a  states- 
man he  saw  that  we  had  prostituted  and  bartered  the  hightsl  interests 
of  our  nation  for  "a  mess  of  poitage."     In  accordance  with  this  same 
principle  we  have  the  right — the   moral  right — to  stop  Chinese  immi- 
gration if  it  is  an  injury  to  us.     If  ii  is  claimed  on  behalf  of  the  Chinese 
tliat  every  human  being  has  the  right  to  better  his  condition,  and  that  it 
is  our  duty  in  a  larger  sense  of  humanity  not  to  stand  in  the  way,  and 
that  it  is  a  part  of  the  great  economy  of  Nature  that  wc  5.hould  suffer 
some  in  order  that  the  Chinese  may  be  benefitted  a  great  deal,  wc  may 
reply  that  we  do  not  base  our  right  of  opposition  upon  the  right  of  self- 
preser\'ation  alone,  but  on  behalf  of  humanity  in  its  largest  sense.     \\'e 
have  adopted  a   republican   government  and  democratic  institutions, 
which  it  is  to  the  interest  of  Christendom  to  preserve  and  perpetuate. 
Anything  that  threatens  the  safety  of  om- government  endangers  the  wcU 
fare  of  humanity,      ^^'e  may,  therefore,  oppose  Chinese  immigration, 
not  upon  our  mere  selfisli  right  to  exist  ithough  in  the  eyes  of  all  civil 
ized  nations  tliat  is  sufiicient),  but  upon  the  higher  right  of  our  govern- 
ment and  our  institutions  to  be  perpetuated  for  the  benefit  of  mankind, 
I  have  thus  attempted  to  classify  the  methods  of  viewing  and  treating 
the  question  of  Chinese  immigration  :  (r.)  In  its  influence  upon  our  so- 
cial and  political  fabric  ;  (2.)  in  its  influence  in  an  economic  sense  upon 
our  prosperity  as  a  nation,  and  (3.)  as  a  political  question.    Leaving  out 
of  view  the  political  question  of  our  right  to  stop  it.  and  regarding  it 
simply  as  a  question  of  benefit  or  injury  in  a  social  or  economic  sense, 
what  is  the  highest  and  broadest  view  to  be  .taken  of  this  question?     If 
the  Chinaman  is  an  evil  to  society  and  a  benefit  to  commerce,  whicli 
shall  yield,  society  or  commerce?    If  as  a  laborer  the  Chinaman  is  a 
benefit,  and  as  a  citizen  he  is  an  injury,  which  shall  we  dispense  with, 
his  society  or  his  labor?     If  he  is  a  benefit  to  the  capitalist  and  an  in- 
jury to  the  poor  man,  whom  shall  we  favor,  the  rich  man  or  the  poor 
man?    There  can  be  no  half-hearted  answer  to  these  questions.     Hu- 
manity is  above  conmierce  ;  the  citizen  is  more  than  the  laborer  ;  free- 
dom and  intelligence  with  poverty  arc  better  than  the  wealth  and  pros- 
perity of  the  few  with  serfdom  for  the  many.     1  have  never  been  able 
to  discuss  tlie  interests  of  humanity  from  a  ixtlitical  economy  standpoint 
Having  thus  fully  set   forth  what  I    believe  to  be  the  highest  an 
broadest  methods  of  treating  tlie  Chinese  question,  I  had  hoped  and 
intended  to  point  out  specifically  how  far  short  Kwang  Chang  Ling  had 
fallen  from  the  standard  which  he  himself  proclaimed  at  the  oul5et,  and 
also  to  call  attention  to  some  of  his  more  glaring  errors  of  logic,  1  ^  ■  m 
columns  arc  full  nntl  space  forbids,  and  I  must  thercfo    ■  rlo?'' 

H.    ^^    ' 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  RIVAL  COMMANDERS, 

A  Semi- Historical  Scrap. 


Late  one  sultry  summer  afternoon,  in  the  year  i'^40j  Gen- 
eral \'alIejo,  then  acting  as  Commandant  at  the  Sonoma 
Presidio,  was  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  open  corridor 
overlooking  the  court-yard  of  his  residence. 

The  General,  although  just  risen  from  his  after-dinner 
siesta,  was,  nevertheless,  in  a  ver\'  bad  humor,  as  was  plainly 
shown  by  the  knitted  appearance  of  his  usually  placid  brow, 
and  the  short,  fierce  puffs  and  pulls  which  he  gave  at  his 
cigarrito.  The  cause  of  his  state  of  mind  may  he  easily  ex- 
plained. His  thoughts  were  dwelling  upon  a  certain  piece 
of  intelligence  which  he  had  received  early  that  morning,  to 
the  effect  that  Colonel  Rotschef,  the  Russian  Commandant 
at  Fort  Ross,  had  been  making  a  suney  of  the  mountainous 
country  lying  to  the  north  and  west  of  Sonoma.  The  report 
further  stated  that  he  was  accompanied  by  his  wife,  the 
Princess  Helena,  and  a  number  of  armed  followers. 

The  mere  fact  of  the  Russian  having  been  in  his  neighbor- 
hood would  not  have  affected  the  General  in  the  least,  were 
not  the  very  thought  of  him  a  source  of  anger  and  bitterness 
to  his  mind  :  for  Fort  Ross  was  at  that  time  considered  by 
the  .Mexicans  to  be  a  mere  squatter  settlement,  and  its  com- 
mander and  garrison  aliens  and  outlaws.  General  \'allejo, 
as  the  nearest  Mexican  officerof  authority,  had  several  times 
held  negotiations  with  the  Russians,  looking  to  their  depart 


leader.  He  was,  in  fact,  no  other  than  Prince  Francisco 
Solano,  this  being  the  name  and  title  given  by  the  Mexicans 
to  the  barbaric  sovereign  who,  at  that  day,  ruled  over  a  vast 
extent  of  country'  lying  north  and  cast  of  San  Francisco 
Ba\ ,  and  was  the  acknowledged  suzerain  of  all  the  petty 
chiefs  who  dwelt  therein. 

.Always  a  friend  to  the  early  Mexican  settlers,  and,  among 
his  fellow  aborigines,  the  avowed  advocate  of  the  while 
man's  civilization,  that  the  Prince  should  now  be  found  in  an 
attitude  of  open  hostility  toward  one  who,  although  not  of 
his  favorite  Southron  blood,  was,  nevertheless,  a  Caucasian, 
was  cdVtainly  surprising.  But  the  time-worn  assertion,  "  No 
trouble  but  owes  it  origin  to  a  woman  "  —an  assertion,  by  the 
way,  which,  taken  literally,  is  ceriainl)'  an  outrageous  lie — 
was,  in  a  modified  sense,  true  in  the  present  instance  ;  for  a 
woman,  none  other  than  the  beautiful  Princess  Helena,  wife 
of  Colonel  Rotschef,  of  Ross,  was  the  cause  of  the  present 
hostile  demonstration  on  the  pan  of  Solano,  and  the  object 
of  his  lawless  passion. 

Lying  now,  worn  and  weary  from  travel  and  anxiety,  with- 
in her  frail  tent,  guarded  only  by  her  husband  and  a  score  of 
followers,  while  on  every  side  were  the  armed  and  savage 
hundreds  of  her  wild  lover,  she  seemed  already  almost 
utterly  in  his  power,  and,  as  the  night  wore  on,  she  even 
wondered  that  the  chief  so  long  refrained  from  crushing  re- 
lentlessly her  few  protectors,  and  making  her  prisoner. 
When,  some  hours  previous,  the  Prince  had  suddenly  sur- 
rounded her  party,  he  had,  wishing  to  avoid  hostilities,  and 
impelled  by  what  was  to  him  a  spirit  of  perfect  fairness, 
offered  Colonel   Rotschef  very  liberal  terms  for  his  wife 


ure,  but  had  never  succeeded  in  bringing  them  to  any  satis- 
factory* conclusitm  ;  partly,  it  may  be,  because  Rotschef,  re- 
membering how  little  they  held,  in  common,  regarding  either  |  ponies  and  pelts  without  number,  together  with  assurances 
race,  political  opinions,  or  religion,  did  not  altogther  trust  i  of  his  future  staunch  friendship  and   support — offers  which, 
his  militar>-  neighbor.     And  now,  added  to  these  reawakened   to  his  great  disgust,  the  Russian  refused  with  angry  scorn 


and  unsatisfactor)'  recollections,  X'allcjo  had  the  bitterness 
of  knowing  that  his  rival  had  been  leading  explorations  as  if 


Enraged  in  his  turn  at   this  obstinacy,  Solano  had  there- 
upon declared  that  if  his  terms  were  not  accepted  before  the 


preparing  for  further  encroachments ;  but,  if  such  were  the  moon  should  rise  that  night  he  should  possess  himself  by 
Russian's  intentions,  the  (ieneral  vowed  they  should  ne\er  force  of  the  lady's  person,  even  though,  in  so  doing,  he 
be  executed  while  he  should  hold  command  at  Sonoma  ;  should  have  to  destroy  her  entire  escort.  Rotschefs  answer 
and  having  sealed  this  determination  with  a  stamp  of  his  had,  of  course,  breathed  nothing  but  defiance,  and,  having 
foot  and  a  mental  something  ver\*  much  like  profanity,  the  !  delivered  it,  he  set  about  putting  his  small  force  in  the  best 
Commandant  began  to  feel  a  trifle  more  at  ease  with  himself.  '  possible  attitude  to  make  as  desperate  and  as  lengthy  a  de- 
He  had  stopped  in  his  sentr^Mike  walk,  and  was  leaning  fense  of  his,  indeed,  almost  indefensible  position  as  the 
idly  over  the  balcony,  gazing  vacantly  out  upon  the  landscape  nearly  hopeless  circumstances  would  allow.  All  the  prepara- 
beyond  the  town,  when  he  was  disturbed  by  the  entrance  of  lion  possible  had  soon  been  made,  since  which  the  Colonel 
a  stout,  low-set,  and  rather  sinister-looking  dependent,  who,  and  his  men  had  been  constantly  on  the  alert,  momentarily 
approaching  him,  said,  respectfully  :  expecting  attack,  for  none  believed  that  the   Indian  would 

'*An  Indian  has  just  ridden  in,  Senor  Commandant,  and  restrain  himself  till  the  time  set,  since  he  must  already  be 
wishes  to  see  you."  convinced  that  only  by  force   of  arms  would  he  be  able  to 

"An  Indian,  Sanchez.''*  accomplish  his  purpose.     In  the  minds  of  the  besieged  was 

"Si,  senor.     I  think  he  comes  from  Prince  .Solano."  the  conviction  that  he  waited   only  in  the  hope  that  a  mo- 

"  Bring  him  here.'"  ment's  relaxation  of  their  part   might  give  him  an  opporlu- 

Sanchez  bowed  and  retired,  but  soon  returned,  leading  in  nity  to  overwhelm  them  unexpectedly,  and  therefore  w-ith 
a  mild-looking  Indian  boy  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  years.  The  !  less  loss  to  himself  And  they  sternly  determined  that  such 
General  addressed  him  in  Spanish,  the  boy  replying  in  the    hope  should  be  vain, 


same  language,  though  somewhat  brokenl; 
"  You  come  from  Prince  Solano  ? " 
"  Si,  seiior." 

"Why  did  he  send  you?" 
The  youth  seemed,  in  some  degree,  confused  by  this  ques- 


But  Solano  had  cogent  reasons  for  respecting  the  period  of 
truce  he  had  himself  set.  While  he  could,  without  doubt,  in 
his  own  opinion,  annihilate  the  small  number  of  whites  with 
the  warriors  already  at  his  command,  he  at  the  same  time 
knew  that  the  deed  could  more  easily  be  performed  with  a 


tion,  but  soon  recovering  himself,  began  to  speak  rapidly  i  still  stronger  force,  and  he  felt  confident  that  with  the  expira- 
and  excitedly  :  i  tion  of  the  time  fixed  would  arrive  large  reinforcements,  for 

"He  did  not  send  me  ;  I  ran  away.  He  would  not  have  whom  he  had  dispatched  messengers  even  before  surround- 
let  me  go.  But  I  would  come  and  tell  you,  senor — she  is  so  ing  his  prey  ;  and  he  was  still  not  altogether  without  hope 
good,  so  beautiful ! "  j  that  his  augmented  forces  would   so  overawe  the  Russian 

"  She  I     Whom  do  you  mean  ?  "  demanded  the  General.      !  that  he  might  yet  be  induced  to  yield,  and  avoid  a  fatal  and 

The  Indian  threw  a  quick  glance  around  him,  as  if  afraid  ■  hopeless  conflict.  So,  restraining  his  own  and  his  followers' 
of  being  overheard;  then,  drawing  his  two  listeners  a  little  I  impatience,  he  waited. 

out  of  the  way  of  obser\-ation  from  the  street,  he  resumed  his  |      Rotschef  had  retired  into  his  tent  to  afford  his  wife  for  a 
tale  in  a  voice  scarcely  above  a  whisper.  !  few  brief  moments  the  consolation  of  his  presence.     Seated 

Both  the  General  and  Sanchez  hstened  with  growing  in-    together,  they  were  a  striking  pair.    Rotschef,  though  a  num 


terest,  and  when  the  boy  ceased  speaking,  :he  former  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Solano — Rotschef !  Santhez,  have  ten  of  the  men  sad- 
dle their  horses  and  prepare  to  accompany  me  immediately. 
The  Prince's  design  must  be  frustrated  at  all  hazards." 

Sanchez  hesitated  and  said,  doubtfully  : 

"  But,  seiior,  your  excellency,  why  should  you  annoy  your- 
sel  ?     The  Russian — " 

Vallejo  stamped  his  foot,  and  his  eyes  shot  fire. 

"  Scoundrel !  "  he  cried.  "  You  dare  suggest  dishonor  to 
me  !  Not  another  word  ;  do  what  I  tell  you.  Take  the  boy 
to  the  kitchen,  then  call  the  man  and  have  my  horse  sad- 
dled. Be  quick  about  it,  for  it  will  be  a  long  ride.  The 
arroyo  de  Santa  Rosa  you  said,  boy  ^  \'er>'  well.^  And  the 
General  rushed  into  the  interior  of  the  dwelling. 

Sanchez  smiled  sourly,  and  set  about  obeying  his  master's 
commands. 

It  was  now  late,  and  the  sun  was  nearing  the  western 
horizon,  behind  which  a  icw  moments  later  he  disappeared 
from  view,  his  last  rays  glittering  upon  the  polished  weapons 
of  the  brilliant  troop  of  horsemen  just  issuing  from  the  town. 


Day  had  passed,  and  upon  the  broad  Santa  Rosa  plains 
deep  darkness  had  settled  down,  unbroken  at  that  early  date 
by  the  brightly  sparkling  glimmer  of  those  innumerable 
ferm-house  beacons  which  now  lend  cheerfulness  and  beauty 
to  the  soft  night  landscape  ;  yet  its  entire  extent,  at  least, 
was  not  wholly  given  over  to  obscurity,  for  a  space  of  many 

acres,  lying  but  a  short  distance  from  the  present  site  of  j  he  nor  death  can  part  us. 
Santa  Rosa,  was  thickly  studded  with  numerous  camp-fires,  we  die — together  !" 
And  the  arrangement  of  these  glowing  beacons  was  as  pe- 1  Her  eyes  flashed  with  passionate  pride  and  determination, 
culiar  as  the  scene  they  illuminated.  By  far  the  greater  ,  her  form  dilated,  and  she  seemed  at  that  instant  the  goddess- 
number  were  so  placed  as  to  form  a  large,  though  somewhat  I  like  incarnation   of  high   and  stem  resolve  ;  but  the  next 


ber  of  years  the  elder,  was  yet  young,  handsome,  and  sol- 
dierly-looking ;  while  the  Princess  herself,  in  her  marvelous 
northern  beauty,  well  deserved  the  enthusiastic  admiration 
then  and  subsequently  accorded  to  her  by  all  who  beheld  her 
loveliness  ;  she  seemed  indeed  a  fair  excuse  for  Prince  So- 
lano's lawlessness.  Pale  and  worn,  from  weariness  and 
anxiety,  there  was  yet  upon  her  face  an  expression  of  pride 
and  loathing  that  betrayed  how  great  an  indignity  the  ver)' 
.thought  of  the  Indian's  demands  was  to  her  mind  ;  and,  in 
the  haughtiness  of  her  anger,  she  seemed  one  within  whose 
veins  well  might  flow  the  blood  of  the  Gegarins. 

Yet  when  her  husband— his  look  determined,  but  hopeless 
— entered,  and,  taking  her  hand,  silently  seated  himself  at 
her  side,  a  softer  light  shone  from  her  eyes,  and  letting  her 
head  sink  upon  his  shoulder,  she  whispered  :  "  My  poor 
Ivan!  is  there  then  no  hope?" 

Rotschef  shuddered,  but  answered  with  forced  calmness  : 
"I  do  not  despair,  Helena;  the  Indian  may  yet  relinquish 
his  purpose,  or  aid  come  from  our  settlement  at  Ross.  They 
were  to  have  heard  from  us  tonight.  No  messenger  arriv- 
ing, they  may  become  alarmed  and  march  to  meet  us." 

"  Heaven  grant  they  may  come  !  But  will  it  not  be  too 
late  ?  " 

"  Not  while  I  live,  Helena.  While  life  is  mine  you  are 
safe.  But  should  1  fall — that  is  the  thought  that  stings  me  I 
Not  that  I  fear  death  ;  you  know  I  do  not ;  but  you — who 
will  save  you  from  him  then?" 

''  Ivan,  Ivan,  need  you  ask  ?  I  laugh  at  the  wretch  !  Not 
No  :  we  hved,  we  loved,  so  shall 


irregular  circle,  in  the  centre  of  which  were  grouped  the  re 
mainder. 

The  effect  of  all  was  to  clearly  illuminate  the  entire  space, 
thereby  making  plain  the  fact  that,  so  arranged,  they  repre- 
sented the  positions  of  besiegers  and  besieged. 

Around  each  of  the  encirchng  fires  a  number  of  Indians — 
aggregating  perhaps  two  hundred — were  grouped,  standin; 


moment,  in  a  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling,  she  flung  her  arms 
around  her  husband's  neck,  hiding  her  face  upon  his  breast, 
and  sobbed,  in  tones  of  bitter  self-reproach  :  ''  But  oh, 
Ivan'I  that  my  folly  should  have  caused  it  all  '.  Had  I  but 
listened  to  your  counsels,  and  remained  at  Ross,  I  might 
have  spared  you  this.  .Ah,  wretch  that  -I  am  !  forgive  me  1 " 
Rotschef  pressed  his  wife  to   his   heart,  and  kissed  her 


or   reclining,  whose  fierce  visages  and   barbaric  arms  and  j  fondly,  murmuring  :  "  Helena,  my  own  dear  love,  grieve  not. 


equipments  seemed,  in  the  van'ing  glow  of  the  firelight,  at 
once  picturesque  and  terrible,  while  the  numbers  of  prancing 
and  pawing  horses  picketed  near  added  a  new  element  of 
wild  \-igor  to  the  scene. 

Among  the  savage^  was  one  noUceable  from  the  gaudy 
splendor  of  his  attire  as  well  as  from  the  air  of  authority  he 
wore,  who,  spending  the  moments  constantly  passing  from 
point  to  point  of  the  limits  of  his  fiery  circle,  was  fi-om  the 
universal  deference  paid  him  readily  recognizable  as   the 


for  it  was  God's  will,  and  He  may  yet  deliver  us. 

Sounds  of  a  commotion  without  now  attracted  the  Col- 
onel's notice,  and,  again  pressing  his  lips  to  her  cold  cheek, 
he  hastily  left  the  tent.  By  the  light  of  the  camp-fires  he 
saw  that  the  Indians  were  in  a  state  of  great  excitement, 
many  of  them  talking  and  gesticulating  vehemently,  while 
almost  all  were  gazing  intently  to  the  southward.  Solano 
and  a  few  others  even  walked  out  a  few  paces  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  then,  standing  stationar}-,  seemed  to  await  the  ar- 


rival of  some  one.  And  the  waiting  was  not  long  ;  there 
was  a  clattering,  galloping  rush,  sounding  nearer  and  nearer, 
and  five  minutes  later  a  round  hundred  of  fantastically  armed 
and  equipped  horsemen,  screaming  "  Solano  1  Solano  I '' 
burst  into  the  circle  of  fire-light.  They  were  led  by  a  low- 
sized,  but  broad-shouldered  Indian  of  middle  age,  at  sight  of 
whom  the  Prince's  followers  shouted  "  Marin  I  Marin!"  in 
tones  that  fairly  drowned  the  cries  of  "Sol.ano." 

\T\\c  student  of  California's  early  Indian  history  does  not 

need  to  be  told  that  the  new  arrival, was  Marin,  of  L ,  a 

sub-chief  of  Solano,  dwelling  upon  the  shores  of  San  Fran- 
cisco Bay.) 

The  noisy  welcome  accorded  to  this  chieftain  was  hardlj- 
stilled  when,  from  the  darkness  to  the  northeast  of  the  camp, 
came  once  more  the  clattering  sound  of  galloping  hoofs. 
Again  the  Indians  waited,  excited  and  eager  ;  and  their  im- 
patience was  once  more  relieved  by  the  arrival  of  nearly,  if 
not  quite,  as  numerous  a  troop  as  followed  Marin.  But  now 
the  welcoming  cry  was  "Sonoma  I"— that  being  the  name  of 
the  wild-looking  chieftain  leading  these  last-coming  allies. 
With  a  skin  hardly  darker  than  a  .Mexican's,  and  wearing  a 
heavy,  wiry,  bristling,  and  most  piratical  beard,  this  individ- 
ual probably  had  much  more  white  than  Indian  blood  cours- 
ing through  the  veins  of  his  stalwart  frame  ;  yet,  in  savagery 
of  aspect,  if  not  of  character,  he  cast  his  fellow-chieftains 
utterly  in  the  shade. 

The  three  approached  and  greeted  each  other,  their  follow- 
ers in  the  meantime  intermingling  and  cordially  fraternizing. 
After  which  Solano,  drawing  his  vassals  aside,  held  what  ap- 
peared to  be  an  earnest  conversation  with  them,  lasting  for 
some  moments  ;  at  the  conclusion  of  which  there  was  much 
affirmative  nodding — the  trio  evidently  well  understanding 
each  other. 

All  this  had  been  closely  observed  by  Rotschef  and  his 
men,  and  also  by  the  Princess  Helena,  who,  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  commotion,  had  followed  her  husband  from  the 
tent  and  now  stood  beside  him,  resisting  all  his  entreaties  to 
return.  .She,  as  well  as  her  husband  and  escort,  by  this  time 
fully  understood  the  reason  of  Solano's  previous  forbearance, 
and  what  might  now  be  expected.  She  saw  that  the  number 
of  their  enemies  was  doubled  ;  that  escape,  if  not  hopeless 
before,  was  now  absolutely  so,  and  the  shadow  that  came 
over  her  face  was  the  pall  of  a  brave  heart's  despair. 

Rotschef  noticed  it,  and  again  begged  her  to  reenter  the 
tent,  but  she  answered,  in  a  whisper  of  entreaty  :  "  No,  Ivan ; 
let  me  stay  beside  you.     It  will  soon  be  over  now,  will  it  not  ?" 

"The  truce  will  end  immediately,"  he  answered.  "The 
savage  has  evidently  received  the  aid  he  wailed  for,  and  has 
no  further  reason  for  delay ;  at  all  events,  the  moon  rises 
within  a  few  moments  now.  Since  you  wish  it,  Helena,  you 
shall  remain  with  us  until  the  last  moment  of  peace  ;  and 
that,  I  fear,  will  soon  come.  Ah,  see  !  the  Indians  are  even 
now  preparing." 

Rotschef  here  spoke  a  word  of  warning  to  his  men,  who 
were  already  so  arranged  behind  the  frail  barriers  of  their 
camp  as  to  defend  it  upon  all  sides.  The  soldiers — steady, 
fearless  veterans  of  the  Russian  army  and  navy — nodded  in- 
telligently, with  stern  and  grim  smiles,  which  indicated  a  de- 
termination to  sell  life  and  victory-  as  dearly  as  possible. 

Solano,  Marin,  and  Sonoma,  mounted  upon  their  steeds 
and  armed  with  long  lances,  now  rode  slowly  forward  alone 
toward  the  Russians,  as  if  desirous  of  holding  a  parley. 
Having  allowed  them  to  come  within  thirty  feet  of  his  de- 
fenses, Rotschef  signaled  them  to  halt,  and,  springing  lightly 
\  over  his  frail  barrier,  waited  for  them  to  deliver  their  com- 

■  munic^tion.  It  was,  as  he  had  expected,  only  a  repetition  of 
!  Solano's  former  terms,  which  offer,  it  is  needless  to  say,  met 
!  with  as  scornful  a  rejection  as  before. 

i  Solano's  eyes  flamed  with  passion,  and  he  gave  vent  to  a 
.  number  of  savage  and — what  he  intended  should  be — terri- 

■  fying  threats,  all  of  which  were  recei\ed  with  calm  contempt. 

■  Although  the  vassal-chieftains,  Sonoma  and  Marin,  had  here- 

I  tofore  said  nothing,  leaving  to  their  superior  the  oflfice  of 
I  spokesman,  nevertheless  it  was  not  without  great  indignation 
i  that  they  obsen-ed  the  defiant  bearing  of  the  Russian  officer; 
;  and  to  such  a  degree  was  their  rage  at  length  excited  that, 
I  with  a  sudden  and  almost  simultaneous  movement,  both 
'  brandished  their  lances  and  seemed  about  to  transfi.\  the 
[daring  Colonel.  Uttering  a  thrilling  cr>',  Helena  flew  over 
the  low  barrier  and  flung  herself  before  her  husband,  while, 

■  at  the  same  instant,  Solano,  shouting  angrily  to  his  chiefs, 
I  struck  their  weapons  aside  with  his  own.  It  was  well  that 
'  he  did  so  ;  another  instant — and  the  three  would  have  fallen 

I  dead  from  their  horses  beneath  the  fire  of  half  a  score  of 

I  muskets. 

j      The  chieftains,  without  uttering  another  word,  turned  sud- 

I  denly  and  galloped  back  to  their  lines,  while  Rotschef  and 
Helena  reentered  their  defenses. 

A  moment  later,  and  the  whole  body  of  savages  was  sweep- 
ing down  upon  the  Russians. 

Half  the  space  that  separated  them  had  been  traversed, 
and  Rotschefs  lips  were  opened  to  order  his  men  to  fire,  when 
the  clarion  voice  of  Solano  was  heard  commanding  his  fol- 
lowers to  halt ;  for,  even  amid  the  sullen  roar  of  their  horses' 
hoofs,  his  quick  ear  had  been  made  aware  of  another  com- 
motion in  his  rear,  and  had  caught  the  sound  of  his  own 
name,  shouted  in  piercing  tones  :  "Solano  !  hold  !  for  the 
love  of  the  Virgin,  stay  !" 

The  words  were  in  Spanish,  and  the  Prince  well  knew  the 
voice — the  voice  of  one  whom,  if  he  did  not  fear,  he  at  least 
thought  it  good  policy  to  keep  on  good  terms  with.  He, 
therefore,  cared  not  to  disregard  the  summons,  but,  halting 
his  men,  waited  in  sullen  silence  for  a  moment ;  at  the  end 
of  which  time  the  new-comers, some  twelve  in  number,dashed 
through  the  Indians'  lines,  and,  whirling  their  horses  around 
directly  in  front  of  Solano,  halted  between  him  and  the  Rus- 
sians. They  were  armed  with  sabres  and  carbines,  and 
dressed  in  the  picturesque  garb  of  Mexican  cavalry*;  while 
at  their  head  was  the  lithe  yet  vigorous  form,  and  bold,  eagle- 
eyed  face  of  General  Vallejo. 

Solano  gazed  upon  him  in  silence,  and  the  soldier,  salut- 
ing him,  spoke  in  a  tone  at  once  firm  and  full  of  frank  friend- 
liness ;  "  Prince,  1  am  come  to  save  you  from  a  crime.  You 
know  not  what  you  do.  The  great  ruler  I  and  my  country- 
men have  so  esteemed  must  not  dishonor  himself  by  robbing 
the  stranger  of  that  which  is  nearest  and  dearest  to  his  heart 
You  are  a  mighty  chief,  the  friend  of  right  and  justice,  not 
an  outlaw  and  a  robber  !  " 

Solano  made  a  gesture  of  angry  impatience  and  broke 
forth,  speaking  almost  perfect  Spanish:  "  And  are  not  thesei 
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THE   ARGONAUT. 


your  enemies  ?  ^Vhy  are  you  not  pleased  that  I  may  destroy 
them  ?  '■ 

"  They  are  rivals  of  my  people,  yet  still  they  are  my  friends, 
the  brothers  of  my  race.  I  will  not  see  them  wronged — they 
shall  not  be  !  " 

"  Senor,"  answered  the  Prince,  with  a  slowly  kindling  eye, 
"you  and  yours  have  been  the  Indians*  friends.  I  have  ever 
loved  your  people;  I  would  still  remain  their  ally;  but  So- 
lano's mind  is  set,  and  he  will  have  his  way;  he  is,  as  you 
say,  a  chief."' 

As  the  speaker  uttered  these  words  with  a  certain  calm 
dignit>'  of  tone  and  manner,  he  waved  the  Mexican  aside 
wi'lh  his  lance,  and  seemed  about  to  renew  the  attack.  But 
Vallejo,  so  far  from  taking  the  Indian's  hint,  only  drew  up  his 
men  the  more  compactly,  and  face  the  chieftain-  with  un- 
iiinchins  eyes. 

"  So  let  it  be,"  he  answered,  firmly.  "  Friends  we  have 
been  till  now,  but  here  that  friendship  ends.  Vour  warriors 
may  crush  the  Russians,  but  first  they  must  destroy  my  fol- 
lowers. Vou  I  will  meet  myself.  Here,  on  this  spot,  Solano 
or  \^allejo  dies  ! ''  And  with  these  words  the  soldier  drew 
his  sword. 

A  pause  of  breathless  silence  succeeded.  All,  whites  and 
Indians,  who  surrounded  the  pair,  gazed  upon  them  with 
eyes  of  intense  interest,  perhaps  in  almost  equal  dread  of 
what  might  follow.  Solano's  brow  grew  black  as  night,  and 
his  bare  right  arm  upraised  and  poised  his  ponderous  lance, 
the  gleaming  point  turned  fully  towards  \'allejo's  breast 
Then  the  chieftain  hesitated.  His  calm  opponent  made  no 
movement  to  parr>'  or  to  fly;  he  might  have  slain  him,  sit- 
ting there,  and  yet  he  could  not.  Thoughts  of  all  the  firm 
and  steady  friendship  he  and  his  race  had  known  at  \'allejo's 
hands  swept  through  his  mind  and  shook  his  purpose.  With 
a  wear>-  sigh  he  let  his  heavy  lance's  shaft  sink  to  the  ground, 
and,  turning  away  from  those  eyes  that  met  his  own  so  fear- 
lessly yet  kindly,  he  leaned  upon  the  weapon  and  meditated 
deeply. 

A  moment  silently  passed,  while  all,  Russians,  JMexicans, 
and  Indians,  gazed  upon  him  in  questioning  wonder.  Again 
his  brow  darkened;  once  more  the  lance  was  lifted,  but  now 
a  new  influence  was  brought  to  bear  upon  him. 

One  of  ^^allejo's  troop — the  only  one  unarmed — drawing 
the  muffling  scarf  away  from  his  dark  face,  rode  near  the 
chief  and  laid  a  trembling  hand  upon  his  arm.  It  was  a  boy, 
the  messenger  from,  whom  the  Mexican  had  learned  Solano's 
wild  intentions,  in  whom  the  chief  now  recognized  his  son. 
In  silence,  for  one  moment,  they  gazed  upon  each  other,  be- 
fore the  youth  found  utterance  :  "  Let  my  father  spare  the 
friend  of  his  people,  and  wTeak  his  vengeance  on  his  son,  his 
son  who  has  betrayed  him.  I  brought  the  white  man  hither 
— I,  whose  mother  dwells  within  Solano's  tent,  and  who 
would  not,  could  not,  see  the  stranger  there  ! "'  And  as  he 
spoke  the  boj-'s  wild  eyes  were  filled  with  burning  fire. 

The  clouds  of  anger  disappeared  from  the  Prince's  brow; 
a  faint  smile  swept  over  his  dark  features,  and  for  an  instant 
he  rested  his  hand  caressingly  upon  the  stripling's  raven 
hair;  then,  riding  slowly  forward  to  Vallejo  and  clasping  his 
hand,  he  said,  gently:  ''  Solano  has  been  mad  and  blind, 
but  he  sees  more  clearly  now.  The  stranger  is  your  friend; 
then  from  this  moment  he  is  mine  as  well.      Tell  him  so." 

He  had  been  speaking  in  Spanish,  but  now,  turning  once 
more  to  his  followers  and  lifting  his  voice  to  a  pitch  of 
mighty  power,  he  gave  an  order  in  a  strange  tongue;  Sonoma 
and  Marin  appeared  to  echo  it,  and  the  ne.xt  instant,  with 
the  rush  and  roar  of  an  avalanche,  the  entire  body  of  In- 
dians had  started  southward,  riding  as  if  for  life.  One  moment 
— and  the  firelight  shone  upon  a  confused  and  bewildering 
mass  of  rushing  steeds  and  swarthy,  wild-eyed  horsemen, 
on  many  a  feather>'  lance  and  dancing  plume;  the  next^ 
and  the  outer  darkness  had  shut  them  in,  and  the  faint 
moonlight  showed  only  a  dark,  cloud-like  shadow  sweeping 
swiftly  over  the  plains  and  growing  even  fainter. 

Rotschef  and  the  Princess  met  \'allejo,  who  had  dismounted 
without  the  barriers  of  their  encampment,  and  offered  their 
hands  in  speechless  emotion.  Heartily  grasping  the  former's, 
and  kissing  that  of  the  latter  with  all  his  native  grace  of  gal- 
lantry-, the  General  said,  with  a  frank  smile:  ''So,  Senor 
Colonel,  henceforth  we  are  to  be  friends,  are  we  not  ?  " 

Ifis  not  necessar)'  to'record  Rotschef s  answer,  since  it  is 
known  that  from  that  hour  until  the  removal  of  the  Russian 
settlement,  they  who  had  been  rivals  in  authority  were,  in 
ever>- sense  of  the  word,  friends.  Geo.  H.  :Mever. 

Soxo-M.\,  September  lo,  1878. 


"  George,  did  you  chop  down  the  cherr>'  tree  ?  " 

"  What  d'yer  soy  ?  '' 

"Did  you  chop  down  that  tree?" 

"Ax  me  no  questions  and  I'll  tell  you  no  lies.'' 

"  George,  have  you  a  hatchet  ? " 

"  So's  a  hen." 

"  Young  man,  commere  to  me." 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  To  play  hide  and  seek." 

So  the  old  man  went  out  to  seek  the  hide.  The  scene 
which  ensued  in  the  wood-shed  beggars  description.  It  was 
touching  in  the  extreme. 


Barber — How  long  ago  did  you  have  your  hair  cut.^" 

Customer — About  three  months  ago. 

Barber — Awful  bad  cut.     Who  cut  it  "■ 

Customer — Vou  did.     i  Silence  of  a  few  minutes.) 

Barber  (having  somewhat  recovered  his  nen-e) — I  see  that 
your  chin  has  been  cut  by  the  last  barber  that  shaved  you. 

Customer — Yes. 

Barber — Vou  ought  to  have  built  a  head  on  him  biggern 
a  mule. 

Customer — I  did. 

Barber  continues  to  shave  with  great  care. 


At  the  depot:  Foreigner — "  Is  that  the  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many at  that  desk  in  there  ? ''  Employe — '*  O,  no  !  "  For- 
eigner— "Perhaps,  then,  he  is  the  president  of  the  road?" 
Employe — "  Xot  at  all,  not  at  all ;  he  is  an  ordinar>'  person 
employed  on  a  salarj,  same  as  myself"  Foreigner — "In- 
deed !  I'm  ver>-  much  surprised.  Only  a  subordinate  ! 
Why,  I  was  completely  humiliated  all  the  time  he  was  talk- 
ing to  me.  I  was  about  to  commit  suicide  from  a  feeling  of 
my  own  unworthiness.  Only  a  subordinate  I  Well,  next 
time  I'll  know  a  railroad  man  when  I  hear  him." 


NAMELESS, 


ALL  ABOUT  WOMEN. 


Judge,  I  plead  guilty.     He  speaks  truth. 

I  am  what  he  says,  and  what  you  see : 
So  old  in  a  damned,  unhallowed  youth. 

That  your  wrinkled  years  seem  young  to  me. 
Don't  preach — don't  lecture — I  know  it  all — 

The  easy  canting,  the  fluent  words. 
The  solemn  drivel  of  texts  from  Paul, 

And  a  mangled  phrase  or  two  of  the  Lord's. 

Moreover,  you  err  if  you  suppose 

That  even  a  harlot,  soaked  in  sin.^ 
Slides  down  the  darkness  without  some  throes 

Ot  the  slain  sanctity  within. 
Oh,  sir.  you  wTong  even  our  disgrace. 

To  think  that  we  never  wail  and  cry 
Out  from  the  depths,  with  lifted  face 

To  an  Awful  Something  up  in  the  sky. 

Do  you  think  I  never  dream  of  home, 

Of  a  weaxy  man  with  whitening  hair, 
Of  a  missing  voice  in  a  vacant  room. 

And  the  sobs  a-choke  in  a  woman's  prayer? 
That  nothing  has  ever  prompted  flight 

Fast  as  my  hungry  feet  could  fly, 
Fatherward.  ^lotherward,  that  I  might 

Fall  on  their  necks,  break  heart,  and  die? 

My  God!   my  God!    When  the  masked  brows  must 

Be  clothed  with  a  false,  forged  radiance,  while 
The  bloom  of  the  soul  is  burnt  to  dust, 

-And  straight  throogh  your  fabricated  smile 
Wan  ghosts  of  murdered  innocence  fling 

Perpetual  javelins  from  their  eyes. 
And  a  babe's  bird-like  chirruping 

Scares  like  thunder  out  from  the  skies. 

WTien  the  clear  instincts  set  to  guard 

The  \irgin  altars  from  trampled  stain, 
Tricked  of  their  holy  w*atch  and  ward, 

Moan  and  madden  in  heart  and  brain — 
.\nd  a  howhng  fury  hunts  and  hounds 

Wherever  a  clean  thought  hides  away. 
And  a  dreadful  voice  of  dooming  sounds 

Through  the  haunted  chambers  night  and  day — 

And  a  Something  mocks  you  when  you  laugh, 

A  Something  jeers  you  ^vhen  you  weep. 
And  hell-fire  lurks  in  the  wine  you  quafi". 

And  a  fiend  grins  at  you  in  your  sleep, 
And  a  coiling  horror  sucks  you  down 

Far  and  farther  in  the  abyss — 
Judge,  do  you  think  your  legal  frown 

Can  augur  punishment  worse  than  this? 

Well,  what  a  maudlin  fool  am  I 

To  talk  Uke  this  to  a  man  Uke  you. 
Some  day  the  toughest  of  us  must  die, 

And  we  shall  be  sifted  through  and  through  — 
Sifted  and  sorted.    Judge,  have  you  thought 

That  possibly,    to  the  Searcher,   then 
Something  that  now  is  may  be  naught, 

WTien  the  coward  -  shrieks  steam  up  from  men? 
5.\N  Fr.\n'cisco,  September  2,  1878.  Richard  Reai.f. 


An  Archery  Idyl. 


Poising  her  bow  in  dainty  hand, 

Clad  in  a  suit  of  lincoln-green. 
With  head  erect  and  steadfast  tread. 

She  looked  indeed  an  archer  queen. 

Fair  Marian,  bold  Robin's  bride, 

Wlio  followed  the  hart  through  forest  glade. 

Ne'er  bent  a  bow  with  better  grace 
Than  she,  this  winsome  city  maid. 

Her  tiny  foot  was  planted  firm 

Upon  the  sod,  her  Hthe  white  wrist 

Drew  back  the  string,  the  light  shaft  flew. 
But.  aimed  too  high,  the  target  missed. 

"I'll  try  and  hit  the  gold."  she  said; 

The  arrow  plumes  her  cheek  caressed. 
I  murmured:  "Were  those  plumes  my  lips. 
Sweet  woodland  nymph,  then  were  I  blest." 

I  spoke  too  loud ;   she  turned  aside 

In  pretty  wrath  to  one  who  knew 
His  hea\T  purse  was  all  the  claim 

He  brought  this  archer-maid  to  woo. 

'■  I'm  sure  to  hit  the  gold,"  she  said. 

Her  bow  she  raised  and  shot  w  ith  strength ; 
TTie  arrow  struck  with  force,  but  missed 
The  centre  by  a  bodkin's  length. 

She  leaned  upon  ray  rival's  am\ ; 

They  wandered  down  the  pleasant  slope. 
"I  know  he  loves  her.  and  his  wealth, 

His  lands  and  houses,  give  him  hope. 

"Oh.  that  I  were  a  border- knjght. 

With  ten  good  bowmen  in  my  band, 
I'd  bear  her  off,  and  you.  rich  fool. 

Should  feel  the  keen  edge  of  my  brand." 

An  hour  or  so,  we  met  again. 

Xow  for  my  fate     "Tell  me,''  I  said; 
"  If,  since  we  shot  at  yonder  mark. 

Your  shaft  has  hit  the  gold,  sweet  maid." 

She  blushed;  her  stor)'  then  I  knew 

Ere  she  replied:    "My  archer  bold. 
For  you,  my  own  beloved  one, 

I  gladly,  dearest,  missed  the  gold." 
Oakland,  September  7,  1878.  .  Daniel  O'Connell. 


If  they  should  come  and  say  that  you  were  dead, 
I  think  that  I  should  never  speak  again — 

Should  never  from  the  dust  lift  up  my  head — 
But  smile  at  death  and  bless  its  welcome  pain. 

Expectant,  happy,  I  should  seek  you  straight. 

As  blessed  saint-soul  flies  to  heaven's  gate. 

If  they  said  "false,''  I  would  no  more  believe 

Than  told  the  sun  were  blotted  out  this  mom, 
Or  if  an  angel  spake  't  were  still  the  same  : 

I'd  laugh  the  strong  one  back  with  mocking  scorn. 
"False!"    Even  though  heaven's  l^ons  at  my  side 
Should  say  it,  it  should  be  denied. 

It  is  not  woman's  weakness,  woman's  faith. 

That  gives  my  soul  this  absolute,  firm  trust, 
But  perfectness  must  full  fruitiori  meet. 

I  love  you  so,   I  know,  if  God  is  just. 
He  will  no  more  such  love  should  fail  or  fade 
Than  jjerish  all  immortal  He  has  made. 
San  Francisco,  Sept  10,  1878. 


The  tide  of  life — the  married  ones. 

Woman's  sphere — that  she  won't  get  a  rich  husband. 

The  girl  who  wears  a  diamond  ring  generally  has  an  itchy 
nose. 

The  breath  of  scandal  is  beyond  the  control  of  cardamom 
seeds. 

What  a  splendid  Pole  Modjeska  would  make  to  support 
the  American  flag  ! 

The  rejected  lover  who  swears  that  his  idol  is  cold- 
hearted,  can  get  up  a  neat  heartburn  for  himself  by  a  liberal 
use  of  pie  and  milk. 

The  girl  with  "  sparkling  eyes  "  has  the  advantage  of  the 
girl  with  a  "  luminous  mouth." 

Deference  is  the  most  complete,  the  most  indirect,  and  the 
most  elegant  of  all  compliments. 

The  last  Irish  bull  is  :  "  If  I  lived  with  such  a  disagreeable 
woman,  she  should  always  be  alone." 

It  may  be  true  that  tall  men  like  short  women  ;  but  tall 
women  never  like  men  who  are  "  short." 

A  little  Cincinnati  girl,  when  asked  what  God  made  her 
for,  replied :  "  To  wear  a  red  fedder  in  my  hat  ?  " 

When  there  is  a  chasm  of  misunderstanding  between  a 
mistress  and  her  Irish  help,  she  should  Bridget, 

Some  ladies,  when  walking  out,  seem  angry  if  they  are 
gazed  at,  but  are  sadly  disappointed  if  they  are  not. 

Said  he :  "  Matilda,  you  are  my  dearest  duck,"  Said  she : 
"  You  are  tning  to  stuff  me."     She  was  too  sage  for  him. 

Young  ladies  who  decline  spring  water  foi  fear  there  may 
be  tadpoles  in  it,  freely  eat  arsenic  to  beautify  their  complex- 
ions. 

"  \Vhat,"  said  a  lady,  "  do  you  think  of  platonic  love  ? " 
"  Madam,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  it  is  like  all  other  tonics — 
very  exciting." 

■It  is  melancholy,  says  Ouida,  in  her  latest  novel,  to  see 
how  large  the  proportion  is  of  young  ladies  who  marry  solely 
to  get  rid  of  their  mothers, 

"  How  old  are  you  .•" "  asked  a  conductor  of  a  little  girl 
who  was  tr>'ing  to  ride  on  half  fare.  "  I  am  nine  at  home, 
but  in  the  cars  I  am  only  six  and  a  half." 

"  Boots  and  gloves  that  fit,  and  a  pretty  handkerchief," 
answered  the  French  woman  when  challenged  to  name 
three  essentials  of  an  elegant  costume. 

"  Elder  sister:  "  Oh,  you  fancy  yourself  very  wise,  I  dare 
say,  my  dear,  but  I  could  give  you  a  wrinkle  or  tn'O."  Young- 
er sister:  "  No  doubt — and  jtez/er  miss  themP 

A  Cleveland  young  man  has  a  scrap-book  containing  the 
marriage  notices  of  all  the  women  that  he  has  loved,  and  he 
sits  out  in  the  moonlight  and  reads  it,  and  cries. 

"Do  not  marn'  a  widower,'"  said  the  old  lady;  "a  ready- 
made  family  is  like  a  dish  of  cold  potatoes."  "  Oh,  111  soon 
warm  them  over,''  replied  th^  damsel,  and  she  did. 

A  young  lady  sitting  in  a  front  door  way  used  to  be  con- 
tent to  occupy  a  single  step,  but  since  the  introduction  of 
tinted  hose  and  strapped  slippers  at  least  three  are  found  ne- 
cessar\\ 

"  Dearest,"  he  murmured  ecstatically,  as  he  enfolded  her 
in  his  arms  for  the  first  time,  "  let  me  sample  the  nectar  of 
your  lips."  "  Take  a  whole  schooner  of  it,"  she  faintly  whis- 
pered, "it's  all  on  tap." 

It's  the  fashion  nowadays  when  a  girl  gets  married  to  send 
samples  of  the  wedding  dress  for  her  friends  to  dream  on, 
instead  of  a  chunk  of  wedding  cake.  It  isn't  half  as  apt  to 
attract  the  mice,  and  never  greases  the  pillow-case. 

A  clergyman  says:  "  I  once  married  a  handsome  young 
couple,  and,  as  I  took  the  bride  by  the  hand  and  gave  her 
my  warmest  congratulations,  she  tossed  her  prett>'  head,  and, 
pointing  to  the  bridegroom,  replied,  *I  think  he's  the  one  to 
be  congratulated.' " 

There  is  a  very  young  girl  at  Congress  Hall,  Saratoga, 
named  Sweetapple.  She  is  by  birth  a  Canadian,  but  lives  in 
California.  The  name  must  be  derived  from  the  Indians  in 
Canada-  Miss  Sweetapple  is  a  blonde,  with  largfe  brown  eyes. 
So  says  an  exchange. 

He  thought  he  had  married  a  spirituelle  young  creature, 
with  sesthetic  tastes.  The  first  Sunday  morning  she  ate  three 
platefuls  of  baked  beans  and  two  sections  of  brown  bread. 
He  says  it  was  the  most  enthusiastic  esthetic  taste  he  ever 
met  since  he  saw  the  lions  in  the  circus  fed. 

It  was  a  stranger  in  Xevada  who  ran  away  with  a  Nevada 
man's  red-headed  wife,  and  when  the  Nevada  man  caught  up 
with  him,  he  said  :  "  Wimmin  is  skeerse  out  here,  stranger, 
demed  skeerse  ;  but  I'd  rather  have  rest  than  fun.  Gimme 
yer  horse  so's  to  legalize  the  thing,  and  take  her  along." 

"  What  ails  you,  sister  Theresa  ?  Why  are  you  thus  wild 
with  woe?"  he  asked,  with  deep  anxiety. — Extract  from 
novel. 

i  She  made  no  reply,  but  pointed  silently  to  a  bucketful  of 
watermelon  rinds  under  the  table.  The  conundrum  was  an- 
swered. 

Miss  Kellogg  is  still  in  Paris,  and  is  having  a  magnificent 
set  of  costumes  made  by  Worth,  the  man  milliner,  which  an- 
nouncement is  the  accepted  form  of  advertisement  for  a 
prima  donna.  If  Clara  can  get  Worth  to  furnish  her  with  a 
voice  to  sing  that  "polonaise"  in  Migtton^  on  which  she  al- 
ways slips  up,  it  will  be  doing  more  than  the  dresses. 

Scene  at  a  fashionable  evening  party. — Mr.  Brown — "Ah, 
Mr.  Jones,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Miss  Smith."    Japes 
— "Delighted  to  meet  so  agreeable  and  charming  a  ladv. 
Will  you  allow  me  to  hug  you  for  a  half  hour,  Miss  Sm"' 
Miss  Smith — "Certainly,  Mr.  Jones,  I  am  exqu.siiel;. 
of  such  pastime."     .And  the  two  embraced  and  waltzc 
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STRICTLY  CONFIDENTIAL. 


MARK  TWAIN  AND  THE  GILDED  AGE. 


No.  —  SiTiER  Street,  September  13,  1S68. 
Ccnintes  says,  '•  Life  resembles  a  bow.  which  if  kept  con- 
tinually bent,  must  ultimately  break.''  If  one  is  .allowed  no 
respite  from  labor,  one  becomes  mentally,  morally  and  physi- 
cally unable  to  conciuer  fate.  In  this  high-pressure  a^c  of 
slock  gambling,  fashionable  dissipation,  and  feverish  busi- 
ness activity,  what  wonder  that  we  seek  amusement  ?  Aad 
the  fact  is,  the  Friscans  must  have  relaxation;  there  are  no 
people  in  the  world,  not  even  the  volatile  French,  to  whom  it 
19  more  of  a  necessity.  Here  every  species  of  amnscment 
may  be  found  too,  from  a  minstrel  performance  in  a  "  dive  " 
to  the  grand  comic  oi>era,  with  .Mrs.  Oales  as  the  /;/«;<( 
il.'nmi.  .-f/r,>(ii>x  of  the  o|wra,  on  the  opening  night  I  no- 
ticed a  number  of  engaged  couples,  and  not  a  few  who  were 
flirtatiously  inclined.  Among  the  latter  was  the  lieautiful 
Miss —,  daughter  of  the  retired  n.aval  officer,  with  her  big 
hat  J  la  Devonshire,  and  her  chestnut-coloreil  hair,  that  al- 
ways looks  as  if  the  sun  were  shining  on  it.  She  is  a  blonde, 
,tu' njlurd  this  ftilr^  h.'«j— don't  tell\  and  her  hair  is  per- 
fectly innocent  of  aureolinc,  soda,  or  black  lea.  She  handles 
her  fan  with  the  grace  of  a  .Spanish  l.ady,  and  wuc  be-  unto 
the  man-  who  thinks  he  is  proof  against  the  arrows  of  her 
eyes.  She  was  attended  as  usual  by  the  elderly  gentleman 
with  a  gray  mousi.iche  and  anxious  eyes  1  anxious,  I  pre- 
sume, because  he  is  never  any  more  sure  of  her  than  an 
Irishman  is  sure  of  fle.a.^  Query,  if  she  not  engaged,  why 
is  he  always  at  her  side  ?  .-Xmong  a  multitude  of  other  ele- 
gant ladies  present  was  the  ox-eyed  Juno  of  Harrison  .Street, 
looking  uncommonly  well,  in  her  new  blue  bonnet  with  the 
pink  roses.  I  did  not  think  to  notice  who  her  attendant  was, 
but  she  was  chaperoned  as  usual  by  her  little  sister.  South 
Park  was  also  represented  as  well  as  Nob  Hill.  There 
seems  to  be  something  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  former  place 
that  engenders  a  disease  which  has  almost  become  an  epi- 
demic in  that  region  at  last',  the  symptoms  of  which  are  loss 
of  appetite,  sleepless  nights,  and  a  desire  to  haunt  the  vicinity 
of  numbers  16,  iS,and  52.  At  any  hour,  before  twelve  o'clock 
at  night,  love-sick  swains  may  be  seen  issuing  from  the  Park. 
It  is  confidently  reported  by  my  friend  Mrs.  Grundy,  who 
lives  at  the  Palace  Hotel,  and  who  keeps  herself  thoroughly 
informed  as  to  what  is  going  on  in  the  gay  world,  that  the 
marriage  of  .Miss  M —  will  take  place  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks ;  but  who  the  lucky  man  is  I  have  not  been  able  to 
ascertain ;  it  is  said  that  it  rests  between  "  Shep  "  and  a 
spooney  naval  officer  w  ho  sings  well  and  is  generally  admired 
by  the  ladies.  Now,  I  am  going  to  tell  another  piece  of 
news.  It  was  told  me  in  the  strictest  confidence,  of  course 
but,  not  being  able  to  keep  a  secret — being  a  woman — I  will 
tell  it  to  you  to  keep  for  ma  "The  Only  Jones"  is  going  to 
be  married  '.  Just  think  of  it  !  And  the  most  astonishing 
part  of  the  business  is,  that  the  young  lady  is  a  prominent 
belle  in  society.  Take  heart  of  grace,  O  ye  wits  and  beaux! 
Since  Mrs.  F —  has  taken  her  accomplished  daughter  to  Eu- 
rope, how  does  poor  J.  H.  C.  feel .'  \Ve  presume  he  will  con- 
sole himself  with  the  "  widow  "  in  lieu  of  the  maid. 

"When  away  from  Ihe  arms  tli.n  are  deii<->l. 
Make  love  10  the  arms  tluu  are  ncirest."' 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shillaber  will  give  a  reception  at  the  Occi- 
dentAl  Hotel  next  Monday  evening  to  (General  and  Mrs. 
Fremont.  As  I  am  one  of  the  dear  five  hundred  friends  who 
are  honored  with  an  invitation,  I  will  give  a  description  of  it 
in  my  next  I  heard  yesterday  that  Judge  Harry  T — n,  the 
some-time  widower  of  \*an  Ness  .-X venue,  is  going  to  take  a 
new  wife.  The  lady  is  a  brunette,  tall,  lithe,  and  twenty- 
four.  She  has  made  fifty  thousand  dollars  lately  in  stocks, 
which  is  no  objection  to  the  J  udge,  I  take  it.     R — ,  why  were 

you  so  attentive  to  Miss on  the  excursion  to  O.ixland 

the  other  day  ?  .Any  thing  serious .'  The  "  twins  "  were 
again  together  on  the  boat.  One  of  them  preferred  to  play 
the  part  of  "Komeo"  with  "Juliet;"  the  other,  for  a  cer- 
tain reason,  was  enraptured  wiih  the  "  Flower  of  Kildare." 
I  am  rather  of  the  opinion  that  "  Komeo"  is  a  gent  ;  he  is 
easily  recognizable  in  his  externals  to  be  one.  His  t.astes 
are  Oriental — there  is  an  Rasiem  gorgeousness  in  his  rai- 
ment, a  splendor  of  barbaric  pearls  and  gal\-anic  gold  in 
his  ornament  ;  his  neckties  are  always  of  unparalleled  and 
variegated  radiance,  and,  when  circumsuinces  favor,  his 
fingers  and  his  speckly  shirt-front  arefadomed  with  the  very 
finest  and  the  purest-of  California  brilliants.  Over  his  manly 
bosom  is  commonly  festooned  the  largest,  heaviest  and  yel- 
lowest of  watch-guards,  in  whose  genuineness  he  requires 
the  most  unquestioned  &ith,  as  in  a  matter  of  personal 
honor.  If  all  this  docs  not  constitute  a  "gent,'' then  what 
does  ?  Now  that  the  fashionables  are  returning  to  the  city, 
the  Park  once  more  presents  a  lively  scene  on  Saturday  after- 
noons. Almost  any  fine  day  now.  Miss  H — ,  of  Mission 
street,  may  be  seen  galloping  through  the  Park  with  all  the 
fearless  grace  of  a  Di  X'emon.  She  enjoys  the  reputation  of 
being  the  most  accomplished  rider  in  Cajifomia,  at  least  he 
thinks  so.  Who?  Lieutenant  Whiskerandos,  of  the'Twelfth 
Infantry.  When  asked  by  an  officer  you  know  she  affiliates 
with  the  army  if  she  rode  well,  she  replied  :  "  I  can  ride 
anything  from  a  mule  to  a  zebra  ;  like  Lady  Gay  Spanker,  I 
was  born  on  horseback,"    A  Fact.     Your  own, 
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How  Clemens  and  Warner  Wrote  tlicir  Allejed  Novel. 

H.^RTFORn,  .'Xugust  31. — Mark  Twain  conceived  the  idea 
of  Thf  Giltbil  Age  when  he  was  sufi'ering  from  a  prolonged 
fit  of  blues.  He  proposed  to  write  a  story  with  a  moral,  and 
he  told  Charles  Dudley  Warner  that  he  wanted  the  moral  so 
plainly  put  that  he  who  ran  might  read.  It  was  high  time 
for  the  .Vmerican  people  to  be  awakened.  The  .-Xnierican 
people  were  awakened  to  the  extent  of  $14,000,  which  Mark 
Twain  and  Dudley  Warner  pocketed  in  six  months'  lime 
from  the  sale  of  the  book.  Here  the  e<pial  division  ended, 
however  ;  for  John  T.  Raymond  says  that  he  has  paid  .Mark 
Twain  $60,000  royalty  on  the  play,  while  it  is  a  secret  that 
Dudley  Warner  s.tdly  tries  to  keep  that  Mark  Twain  paid 
him  $1,000  for  his  half  interest  in  any  dramatization.  The 
discrepancy  is  said  to  have  arisen  because  Warner  regarded 
the  book,  when  the  last  sheet  was  tossed  on  the  flour  still 
wet  with  ink,  as  the  most  successful  piece  of  .American 
humor,  while  Mark  Twain  gravely  reminded  Warner  that 
any  such  view  of  it  taken  by  the  American  people  would 
ruin  the  influence  for  a  better  state  of  public  morals  which  it 
was  intended  by  him  to  exert.  Warner  stuck  to  his  opinion, 
and  Mark  Twain  to  his.  Twain  was  surprised  and  grieved 
to  learn  that  the  public  so  far  agreed  with  Warner  as  to 
characterize  it  as  an  attempt  at  humor. 

The  two  men  shook  hands  bver  it  under  the  bust  of  Calvin 
in  Mark  Twain's  den,  and  then  Warner  saileil  for  Ilur.ipL'  to 
spend  the  money  the  book  had  brought  him,  while  .Mark 
Twain  remained  behind  toncgoiiatc  with  John  T.  Kaymnnd. 
An  intimate  friend  of  both,  in  an  unguarded  moment,  re- 
vealed the  secret  of  the  way  in  uhirli  the  book  came  10  be 
written.  This  is  said  to  h.tvc  led  to  a  temporal y  estrange- 
ment from  l*;irson  Joe  'Twichell,  upon  whose  shoulders 
Mark  Twain  foisted  the  "Punch  with  care  burden,"  and 
afterward  told  about  it  in  the  AtUtntU  Monliily.  .'\n 
estrangement  from  Parson  Tiuchell  was  wide-re.acliing  in  its 
eflTects,  for  it  resulted  in  Mark  Twain's  absenting  himself 
from  the  family  pew  on  Sundays,  and  strangers  staying  in 
Hartford  over  Sunday  are  somewhat  in  the  habit  of  seeking 
Twichell's  church  and  <|uictly  asking  the  sexton  to  seal  them 
as  near  Mark  'Twain's  pew  as  possible. 

'The  story  the  intimate  friend  tells  is  this  :  One  evening  in 
the  summer  of  1S74  Dudley  Warner  and  his  wife  droppeil  in 
upon  .Mark  I'wain,  who  had  been  gloomily  smoking  clay 
pipes  in  his  den  all  thciveek.  Even  ihechceiy  Joe  Twichell 
had  been  unable  to  shake  him  from  his  melancholy. 

"  If  you  look  from  your  den  window  to  the  northeast,"  the 
Parson  would  say,  "you  can  see  where  General  Hawley  lives, 
and  his  success  ought  to  encourage  you." 

"  But  that  makes  me  ihink  of  politics,  and  they  are  a  curse." 
"  Well,  look  over  across  the  street,  and  you  can  see  where 
Jewell  lives.     You  know  he  began  life  with  his  shirt  sleeves 
rolled  up  and  his  arms  to  the  elbow  in  a  tan  vat." 

"  Now,  don't  1  He  reminds  me  of  mails  and  letters,  and 
they  are  an  abomination." 

"  Well,  there's  Mrs.  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe's  house  next 
door.     She  what  a  name  she  made  after  discouragements." 
"  But  slavery  is  gone  now." 

"  Well,  there's  Dudley  Warner's  Summer  in  a  Garden  over 
there.     You  can  almost  see  the  pusley  from  here." 

"  That  settles  it.  I'll  get  Warner  here  to-night  and  bother 
.him  about  pusley." 

So  Warner  came  around,  and  during  the  evening  spoke  of 
a  recent  American  novel. 

"  It's  atrocious  what  bosh  is  written  for  American  novels 
now,"  Warner  said.  "  I  believe  I  could  write  a  better  novel 
myself." 

"  You  !  You  write  a  novel!"  said  Mrs.  Warner,  and  she 
laughed.  "  Why,  you  can't  write  anything  except  about  pus- 
ley in  your  garden." 

"  Warner  is  quite  right,"  Mark  Twain  drawled  ouL  "  I 
have  for  a  long  time  felt  that  I  could  write  a  better  story  than 
any  .American  novelist." 

Then  it  was  his  wife's  turn,  and,  when  she  controlled  her 
merriment,  she  said  :  "J'hk  write  a  story!  Why, all  that  you 
can  do  is  to  write  .ibout  jumping  frogs." 

"  Let's  WTite  a  story,  Warner,  and  show  these  women  what 
we  can  do." 

Mark  Twain's  blues  had  departed  ;  and  he  pulled  Warner 
up  stairs  to  his  den,  lighted  a  clay  pipe,  and  talked  it  over  a> 
rapidly  as  he  can  talk — about  sixty  words  to  the  minute,  about 
half  the  ordinary  rate. 

"  Don't  let's  tell  Twichell  until  il's  done, "  Mark  Twain  sug- 
gested, "because  we  want  to  surprise  him,  you  know." 

The  story  was  to  be  highly  dramatic,  strictly  moral,  and  to 
have  a  point.  Warner  suggested  that  too  many  novels  had 
points  ;  and  Mark  Twain  said  that  it  wouldn't  do  to  have  a 
pointless  novel,  and  he  was  disposed  to  reprove  Warner,  when 
the  author  of  the  Summer  in  a  Garden  suggested  that  peo- 
ple would  take  Mark's  most  serious  attempt  as  designed  to 
be  funny. 

"Thai's  just  it,  Warner;  1  want  to  write  something  so  se- 
rious that  it  can't  be  mistaken  for  fun.'' 

It  being  decided  that  the  story  was  to  teach  a  lasson,  the 
two  authors  found  themselves  brought  up  short  in  trying  to 
decide  what  the  lesson  was  lobe,  and  they  prepared  to  make 
a  night  of  it,  forgetting  all  about  the  wives  below.  Warner 
had  a  dim  idea  about  the  evils  of  speculation,  while  Mark 
Tw.ain  thought  something  on  the  errors  of  the  religious  teach- 
ing of  tlic  present  day  would  do  and  he  got  warm  about  it. 

.•\t  length  Warner  said  that  he  once  knew  ,a  man  who 
would  make  a  first-rate  character  for  a  novel;  and  then  he 
told  Mark  Twain  about  Colonel  Eschol  .Sellers,  who  ha<l  al- 
ways been  just  on  the  point  of  making  his  millions. 
"  That's  the  thing,"  said  Mark  Twain,  "  name  and  all. ' 
Warner  protested  against  the  name,  because  he  was  afraid 
that  they  might  hear  from  Colonel  Sellers,  but  .Mark 'Twain 
was  stubborn  and  said  that  the  character  and  name  were 
just  the  foundation  for  a  novel  showing  the  dangerous  effect 
of  the  tendency  to  speculate.  So  they  decided  to  build  a 
novel  on  Colonel  Eschol  Sellers.  Each  was  to  write  a  cer- 
tain amount  every  day,  meet  in  Mark  Twain's  den  at  night 
and  fit  the  ends  together,  lay  out  the  work  for  the  next  day, 
and  talk  it  over.  Mark  Twain  was  enthusiastic.  He  insisted 
that  Colonel  Sellers  would  be  recognized  as  a  sad  type  of 
the  prevailing  .American  evil,  and  the  people  would  be  bene- 
fited by  the  warning.      Warner  had  some  doubts  about  the 


people  looking  at  Colonel  Eschol  Sellers  as  portayed  in  Th 
Gilded  Age  in  just  that  way. 

The  manuscript  was  finished  in  just  a  month  from  the  da 
on  which  it  had  been  begun;  and  Mark  Twain,  who  has 
horror  of  writing  the  headings  of  chapters,  thought  that  i 
would  be  desirable  to  get  Dr.  J.  Hammond  Trumbull,  Ihl 
linguist,  sometimes  described  as  the  only  man  who  can  rea* 
Eliot's  Indian  Bible  in  the  original,  to  write  the  chapter  head 
ings  in  someunforgotten  language  with  unknown  alphabets 
'This  l>r.  Trumbull  gladly  did,  and  it  explains  their  quee 
headings  which  made  more  talk  than  Colonel  Sellers  di< 
when  the  book  appeared.  Mark  'Twain  has  since  said  tha 
he  v.-as  glad  one  book  had  been  published  which  container 
something  that  even  the  critics  had  to  .idmit  theyjdid  no 
understand. 

■/'//.•  Gilded  Age  sold  rapidly  at  first,  and  Mark  Twain  as 
sured  Warner  that  the  people  were  accepting  Col.  Sellers, 
he  had  known  all  along  the)' would,  in  all  seriousness.  Bu 
the  sale  suddenly  stopped.  Mark  could  not  understand  il 
until  Parson  'Twichell  told  him  that  the  trouble  was  that  thi 
book  was  loo  serious.  The  public  would  accept  nothinj  ef 
from  him  that  was  not  funny,  and  they  had  been  deceived  ii 
this  book.  They  bought  it  for  fun,  and  found  il  a  sad,  solemi 
story,  with  a  moral.  Mark  accepted  the  explanation,  bu 
Dudley  Warner's  friends  say  that  the  book  stopped  sellinj 
when  the  public  found  out  how  bad  it  w.as,  and  Warner  pri 
vately  .idinits  it.  However,  the  profits  to  the  authors  wer 
$14,000,  and  would  have  been  $2,000  more  had  not  Warner' 
prediction,  when  .Mark  Twain  proposed  to  use  Col.  Escho 
.Seller's  name,  come  true. 

Dudley  Warner  sat  in  his  editorial  chair,  in  the  Hartfori 
Courant  office,  one  day,  so  the  intimate  friend  says,  a  fev 
weeks  after  /'//.■  Gilded  Age  had  been  published.  'The  doo 
opened,  and  a  t;ill  man  with  a  broad-brimmed  hat  stood  01 
the  ihrcshuUl.  When  Warner  looked  up  and  caught  the  t.al 
m:in's  eye  he  fell  a  growing  sensation  of  weakness,  ant 
wished  that  Mark  Twain  was  there.  The  card  that  the  tal 
man  handed  him,  as  Warner  knew  willuuil  looking  at  jt,bon 
the  name  of  Col.  Eschol  .Sellers.  Only  a  few  words  passn 
between  them,  and  afier  the  interview  was  over  Warner  hast 
ened  to  Mark  Twain's  house.  .Money  or  a  suit  was  Col.  Es 
chol  Sellers'  ultimatum. 

'There  was  a  meeting  of  kiwyers,  and   Col.  I'schol  Sellei 
lefl  Hartford  j2,ooo  richer,  and  with  the  promise  that  all  sub 
sequent  editions  should   appear  with  the  name  changed 
Colonel  I!eri;ih  Sellers.     This  explains  why  in  a  few  copi: 
of  The  Gilded  Age  the  name  appears  as  Col.  Eschol,  and 
.all  others  as  Col.  Beriah.     In  this  respect  Mark  Twain'spro 
phecy,  that  Col.  Eschol  Sellers  would  be  a  serious  reality 
was  fulfilled. 

John  T.  Raymond  did  not  like  Beriah,  and  substitutet 
Mulberry  when  he  dramatized  the  story. 

Also,  John  has  a  story  of  his  own  to  tell  about  the  bargaii 
with  Mark  for  the  right  to  dramatize  the  story.  When  hi 
buys  another  play,  John  says  that  he  must  put  the  pound  0 
flesh  in  the  bond,  and  then  he  won't  be  ruined  when  pay  timi^ 
comes. 

All  this  on  authority  of  a  correspondent  of  the  N.  Y.  Sun 


A  Monument  to  Spanish  Patience. 


The  King  of  Spain  has  decided  on  having  an  immeiisi 
basilica  raised  over  the  remains  of  Queen  Mercedes.  Thi 
sum  of  t, 000,000  reals  will  annually  be  deducted  from  tlu 
Civil  List  for  its  construction  till  the  building  is  completed 
The  Due  de  Montpensier  and  the  Princess  of  the  Asturia 
have  promised  to  furnish  yearly  200,000  reals  in  aid  of  thi 
work.  Lastly,  the  Due  de  Montpensier  has  brought  to  Pari 
with  him  a  letter  from  the  King  to  Queen  Isabella,  askin( 
her  to  join  in  the  project  by  handing  over  for  the  purpose  lh< 
diamonds  and  jewels  deposited  in  the  Cathedral  of  Atoch; 
which  belong  to  her,  and  represent  a  sum  of  15,000,000  real 
—more  than  600,000  dollars.  The  Queen  at  once  tele 
graphed  as  follows,  in  reply  :  "  My  son :— The  Due  de  .Moni 
pensier  has  just  brought  me  your  letter.  I  see  that,  like  ; 
Catholic  King  and  gentleman,  you  seek  consolation  in  God 
and  think  of  .Mercedes  in  doing  good  to  the  capital.  Yoi 
are  going  to  place  her  beloved  remains  at  the  feet  of  th( 
N'irgin  beneath  a  magnificent  temple.  Your  mother,  m) 
child,  not  only.permits  the  jewels  of -Atocha  to  be  sold,  bul 
she  blesses  you  and  joins  in  your  project — a  project  worth) 
of  a  King,  a  Christian,  and  a  good  husband.  For  this  am 
everj  thing,  count  always,  Alfonse,  on  the  immense  love,  thf 
support  and  cooperation  of  your  mother,  who  wishes  it  tob< 
known  that,  although  at  a  distance,  she  is  and  always  will  bi 
the  same  for  Madrid,  for  Spain,  and  for  her  King."  Spain  \\ 
probably  the  only  country  in  the  world  where  a  Catholic  Kinj 
and  gentleman  could  seek  consolation  in  God  and  displaj 
his  love  for  his  dead  Queen  by  placing  her  remains  at  th< 
feet  of  the  \irgin  beneath  a  magnificent  temple,  reared  a 
the  expense  of  an  impoverished  and  church-ridden  people 
Spain  is  to-day  the  Spain  of  the  middle  ages  in  all  that  per 
tains  to  superslilious  and  feudal  tyranny  Spain  is  accurset 
of  its  church.  The  traveler,  passing  through  this  priest-rid 
den,  ignorant,  impoverished  old  Spain,  sees  the  most  abjec 
misery,  the  most  hopeless  poverty  ;  he  sees  villages,  whcn^ 
half  th.e  jieople  live  in  holes  and  caves,  in  huts  and  hovels 
sees  distress  on  eyery  side  ;  land  tilled  with  crooked  sticks 
for  plows  ;  rags,  filth,  destitution,  and  poverty.  Yet,  in  eiery 
lown,  village,  and  city,  a  gorgeous  cathedral  rears  its  spire  to 
the  heavens— a  cathedral  rich  in  marbles,  paintings,  and  gor- 
geous upholstery  ;  in  every  village  and  town,  sleek,  fat,  and 
oily  priests,  with  bro.ad-brimmed  sombreros  and  robes  of  vel- 
vet. We  attribute  these  grand  edifices  to  an  earlier  age, 
but  semper  eailem  seems  to  be  truly  the  motto  of  the  Roinan 
Church,  that  allows  a  Catholicjcing  in  the  name  of  religion 
•o  rob  the  poor— to  build  .at  the  expense  of  millions  of  reals 
a  monumental  cathedral  overlhe  remains  of  a  dead  girl  who 
was  for  five  months  the  Queen  of  Spain. 


The  stock  market  is  just  a  shade  off,  but  our  friends  must 
not  be  discouraged.  It  will  be  sustained  by  varying  fortunes 
until  the  grain  crop  is  fully  marketed.  Time  will  be  given 
to  everybody  to  put  their  money  in.  Still,  our  advice  to 
farmers  is  not  to  hold  on  to  their  wheat  too  long,  but  to  i 
alize  as  soon  as  possible  and  invest  it  all  in  mining  stocks. 


French  playwrights  invent  naughtiness.    Their  more  vir; 
uous  English  and  American  brothers  only  steal  it. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


The  Social  Incapacity  of  a  Tailless  Dog. — How  to  Fitrfiish 
a  Bed  Roojti  without  Expejise  if  the  Victim  of  the  Plan 
is  not  Deaf — Extraorditiary  rencontre  b^tiveen  the  Au- 
thor's Uncle  Edwai'd  and  ti  Lion  luith  the  Toothache. — 
The  Patient's  Importunities  suitably  Rebuked. — Braided 
Snakes  for  Female  H'ear^  the  newest  Sweet  Thing  in 
Persojial  Adornment.  —  The  Dismal  Misadventure  of 
two  Quack  professionals. — The  Lion-Haunted  Spring 


One  time  there  was  a  dog  wich  hadent  got  no  tail  cos  it 
was  cut  of,  but  I  think  it  is  notty  to  cut  em  of,  but  oxes  tails 
is  mity  nice  soop,  and  the  bee\er  he  has  got  a  flat  one,  like 
a  shingle.  There  was  a  uther  dog  wich  had  a  long  tail,  slick 
like  a  wip  lash,  and  thenis  the  fellers  for  me.  And  the  dog 
wich  had  got  a  tail  it  said  to  the  dog  wich  diddent  :  "Wen 
yure  master  givs  you  a  bone  wot  do  you  waggle .'  " 

The  other  one  said  :  "  1  waggle  the  bone,  and  that  is  a 
iiuf,  if  it  is  a  big  one,  plenty  meat  onto  it." 

Then  the  dog  wich  had  the  tail  it  said  a  other  time  :  "Wen 
yure  master  kix  you  wot  hav  j-ou  got  for  to  put  by  tween  j-ure 
legs,  to  sho  how  keenly  you  feel  ^-ure  pesition  .^" 

And  the  bob  tail  feller  it  said  :  "  I  jest  put  ahaf  of  a  mile 
by  tween  my  legs  and  hisn,  wot  more  cude  1  want,  xccpt 
mebby  the  uthcr  haf  of  the  mile  'i  " 

The  dog  wich  had  got  a  tail  it  thot  a  wile,  and  shuk  its 
hed,  much  as  to  say  :  "  This  feller  aint  no  tail,  but  he  has  got 
a  hed  onto  him  wich  is  no  slowtch  for  argue  ;"  but  after  a 
wile  he  begin  to  smile,  the  dog  wich  had  got  a  tail  did,  and 
then  he  said  :  "  Wot  hav  you  got  for  the  little  boys  to  tie  a 
tin  pan  onto  ? " 

Then  the  othern  it  sed  :  "  Yu  got  the  ad  vantidge  of  me 
there,  thats  a  fack.  This  no  tail  of  mine  is  jest  as  good  as 
any  for  bizness,  but  it  aint  worth  a  cent  for  to  be  sociable 
with." 

A  feller  in  Oakland  wich  had  took  a  unfurnish  bed  room 
in  a  lodgin  hous  he  said  one  nite  to  his  frend,  the  feller  did: 
"  Now  1  got  my  room,  and  I  have  bot  a  bed,  and  a  booro, 
and  a  chair,  but  haint  got  any  more  money,  wot  am  I  agoin 
for  to  do  for  them  little  nix  nax  wich  a  man  of  taste  likes  for 
to  see  about  him,  sech  as -a  woter  pitcher,  and  cannle  sticks, 
and  a.boot  Jack,  and  a  lukin  glas,  and  a  hair  bresli,  and  the 
like  ? " 

Then  his  frend  he  spoke  up  an  sed:  "Jest  gimme  that  cat 
and  them  kittens  and  come  a  long  of  me,  and  we  wil  git  all 
them  things  mity  quick." 

So  they  cot  the  ole  cat  and  the  little  kittens  and  tookem 
to  a  other  house,  in  to  the  back  yard,  and  look  sum  close  pins, 
and  pind  their  tails  to  the  close  line,  wich  was  offie  notty, 
but  drowndin  cats  in  sacks  is  the  kind  of  fun  for  me.  Binie 
by  the  ole  cat  an  the  kitns  they  begin  to  holler  like  a  funeral 
pformance,  and  the  frend  he  sed:  "  Now  v.e  wil  git  plenty 
boot  Jacks,  and  wotter  jugs,  and  cannle  sticks,  and  tumlers, 
ol  we  got  to  do  is  just  hide  here  til  mornin  and  carry  tliem 
a  way  wen  it  gits  lite  a  nough  for  to  pickem  up." 

But  in  the  mornin  wen  they  was  most  froze,  an  the  cats 
was  ded,  nothin  had  been  throde  out,  and  wile  they  was 
lookin  up  to  the  windo  a  feller  in  his  shert  sleefs  he  opend  it 
for  to  look  at  the  sun  risin.  Then  one  of  em  he  looked  up 
to  the  feller  in  the  windo,  and  said:  "  Good  mornin,  condem 
you  !  "  but  the  man  in  the  windo  dident  say  nothin.  So  the 
athem  he  hollered:  "  How  do  you  like  cat  concerts,  ole  stick 
in  the  mud  ?  "  but  the  man  he  cJident  say  nothin  a  other  time. 
iThen  the  feiler  wich  was  hous  furnishin  he  got  reel  mad,  and 
he  shuke  his  fist  and  yelled  as  loud  as  ever  he  cude:  "  He 
jit  even  on  you  yet,  you  gum  dasted  stingy  ole  thief !  " 

Then  the  man  in  the  windo  he  took  notice,  and  went  back 
Ji  his  room,  but  purty  sune  he  come  back,  and  leend  out  of 
Jie  windo  with  a  normous  great  ear  trumpet  in  his  ear,  and 
aid:  "  Wot  der  yer  soy  ?  " 

A  natif  in  Injy  one  time  over  tuke  a  other,  and  as  thay 
ffas  both  a  goin  the  same  way  they  traveld  togather,  and 
i>ne  said :  "  Wot  is  yure  bizeness  .''•' 

The  other  he  sed:  "Snake  charmer.  Wot  is  youm?" 
md  the  feller  wich  had  spoke  first  he  said  :  "  Lion  tamer  ?" 
Bime  by  there  was  a  lion  jumpt  out  in  to  the  rode  and 
hey  both  skinned  up  a  pom  tree,  like  2  skawirrels,  but  wen 
.hay  had  got  bout  halef  way  thay  see  a  big  snake  curled  a 
■ound  the  top  of  the  tree,  with  its  hed  downerds.  Then  the 
ion  man  he  sed,  the  lion  man  did  :  "  Lucky  for  me  I  have 
;ot  you  a  long,  you  jest  charm  that  serpint  reel  quick,  so  we 
:an  go  high  upper." 

But  the  snake  feller  he  sed  :  "  Wots  the  use  ?  You  jest 
ame  that  quodderped,  so  we  can  go  low  downer,  wich  is 
nore  lords  our  oh  riginal  pint  of  destnation." 

Then  the  tamer  he  was  mad,  and  he  sed  :  "  If  ever  I  travel 
fith  a  other  swindlin  imposter  may  I  be  tore  to  peeces  I " 
Vnd  the  charmer  he  sed  :  "  Wen  I  keep  compny  agin  with  a 
jrin  frod  I  hope  to  be  swollered  hull  !  " 

Then  the  snake  it  et  the  charmer,  and  the  lion  it  et  the 
amer. 

A  other  time  Uncle  Ned  was  wockin  out,  and  a  long  slen- 
ier  snake  flew  at  him  and  bit  him  on  the  hand  and  got  a  way. 
.'hen  Uncle  Ned  he  run  as  hard  as  he  cude,  for  to  git  home 
'Ud  di  into  the  booscm  of  his  famly.  Wile  he  was  running, 
md  a  prayin  for  his  sins  to  be  forgave,  he  seen  a  natif  nig- 
er  settin  by  the  rode,  and  the  natif  nigger  had  three  jest 
ech  snaks  twisted  all  around  his  arms  and  legs  bitin  him  all 
ver,  but  he  had  got  all  their  tails  in  one  hand.  Then  Uncle 
(led  he  sed  :  "  Poor  feller,  I  have  been  bit  loo,  by  one  of 
aem  same  dedly  cobries.  As  thcr  aint  no  hope  for  cither  of 
s  now  we  will  jest  sell  our  lifes  as  dear  as  we  can." 
So  he  throde  of  his  cote  and  pichl  in,  and  grabbed  the 
oakes  by  the  tails,  too.  Then  the  natif  nigger  he  let  go 
nd  took  his  2  hands  to  untangle  the  snakes,  and  said  : 
'Thankee,  sir  ;  I  gess  we  wil  be  able  to  manidge  em  now. 
'here  is  to  be  a  parly  tonight,  and  I  have  been  tryin  for 
nor  than  a  half  an  our  for  to  braid  these  fellers  into  a  neck- 
'.ss  for  my  whife  to  wear  around  the  stummeck  of  her  belly, 
ut  the  wrascles  squerm  so  I  thot  Ide  have  to  let  'em  go." 
'ncle  Ned  he  sed  ;  "Wot  !  aint  these  reptuals  pizen?"  and 
ve  natif  nigger  he  said :  "  How  do  I  kno  .^  Do  you  spose  I 
rer  et  one  ? " 
San  R.^fael,  September  12, 187S. 


AFTERMATH. 


To  many  the  death  of  Alexander  Austin  is  a  sensation — to 
us  it  is  a  loss.  We  have  known  him  for  almost  thirty  years, 
and  in  an  intimate  association  during  this  long  period  he 
was  to  us  the  very  embodiment  of  many  virtues.  He  was 
eminently  a  manly  man  ;  he  was  a  brave,  courteous,  gene- 
rous gentleman,  large-hearted,  tender  as  a  loving  woman, 
true  and  honorable.  We  shall  always  remember  him  as  he 
was  in  his  prosperous,  pojuilar  days,  when  all  were  friends, 
and  none  were  enemies.  We  shall  always  treasure  him  in 
our  memor>'  as  an  honest  man,  overcome  l)y  casualties  that 
are  not  crimes.  We  believe  that  two  causes 'contributed  to 
his  death — the  loss  of  a  large  trust  fund  in  stock  transactions 
and  the  untimely  death  of  a  wife  he  loved.  The  money  loss 
would  have  been  declared  a  crime,  and  Alexander  Austin 
was  of  material  that  would  rather  brave  death  than  the  chari^e 
of  dishonor.  We  believe  that  this  money,  himself,  and  all 
he  had  was  sucked  into  ihe  whirling  vortex  of  this  devilish 
maelstrom  of  stock  gambling.  He  committed  suicide,  and 
if  we  arc  right  in  our  estimate  of  his  condition,  we  are  glad 
of  it.  Some  hateful  bigots,  who  did  not  know  him— and  if 
they  had,  would  not  have  appreciated  him — will  bury  his 
memory  in  the  cross-road  of  their  hearts,  where  prejudice 
and  superstition  meet ;  and  they  would  drive  the  stalae 
through  his  body,  but  it  would  not  touch  his  great  palpitating, 
throbbing,  bruised,  and  tender  heart.  Better  his  mode  of 
departure  than  to  have  stood  up  the  target  which  envious, 
malignant  minds  would  have  named  crime,  and  not  misfor- 
tune. He  did  bravely,  and  wc  will  not  insult  his  memor}'  by 
giving  him  the  apology  of  insanity.  He  wrapped  the  mantle 
of  death  around  him,  and  stepped  confidently  out  into  the 
darkness  of  etemal  night.  He  escaped  his  enemies,  he  paid 
his  debts,  he  paid  the  penalty  of  his  weakness  and  his  mis- 
takes, if  any  there  were.  Society  can  demand  nothing  more 
of  him.  He  has  joined  his  wife.  His  friends,  and  those 
who  loved  him  living,  cherish  his  mcmoiy,  and  not  the  less 
that  he  solved  the  problem  of  his  life  by  cutting  the  thread 
that  relieved  him  from  all  its  complications. 

It  is  represented  that  there  is  a  vengeful  war  being  waged 
against  the  ruling  dynasty  of  the  Comstock,  and  that  new 
pretenders  to  the  golden  crown  are  putting  forth  their 
claims.  We  do  not  see  it.  We  never  remember  any  con- 
tinued conflict  between  moneyed  powers.  Wealth  bears  no 
resentment,  nurses  no  unkind  memories,  and  perpetrates  no 
revenges.  Railroads,  banks,  steamship  companies,  stock- 
brokers never  quarrel  bejond  the  possibilities  of  a  compro- 
mise, and  the  danger  of  adjustment  and  cooperation  is  al- 
ways most  imminent  when  the  gongs  beat  loudest  and  the 
stink-pots  fly  fastest.  We  lay  it  down  as  an  axiom  in  stocks, 
viz.:  that  self-interest  dominates  all  other  considerations  ; 
that  everybody  who  deals  does  it  to  make  money  for  him- 
self; that  there  is  not  now,  and  never  was,  and  never  will 
be,  a  strictly  conscientious  man  in  the  business  ;  that  any- 
thing like  a  syndicate  to  keep  Sierra  Nevada  out  from  the 
control  of  Flood  is  a  rope  of  sand  ;  that  Skae,  Morrow, 
Head,  Jones,  Schloss,  i\liller,  Williams,  Glazier,  or  other 
Protestant,  Greek,  Jew,  or  Gentile,  who  may  be  in  this  com- 
bination to  hold,  will  sell  at  any  time  that  he  gets  his  price. 
These  are  all  very  nice  persons.  Eels  are  very  nice  fish, 
but  you  can  tie  a  double-bow  knot  of  slippery  water-snakes  as 
easily  as  you  can  bind  together  a  body  of  stock-brokers. 
Whenever  the  bonanza  firm  wants  the  control  of  Sierra  Ne- 
vada it  will  just  stretch  out  its  tentacles,  and  the  whole 
syndicate  will  squirm,  and  wriggle,  and  ciawl  to  see  which 
shall  get  first  into  the  maw  of  the  octopus. 

General  Grant  is  to-day  the  most  promising  candidate  for 
the  Presidential  office  of  all  that  are  proposed.  If  one  was 
called  upon  to  name  a  winner  in  the  great  Presidential 
sweepstakes  for  iS8o  .General  Grant's  would  be  the  first  name 
that  would  suggest  itself.  It  will  not  be  wise  for  those  who 
do  not  wish  his  renomination — either  politicians  or  news- 
paper men — to  endeavor  to  whistle  hiui  clown  the  wind.  His 
relation  to  the  country  makes  this  mode  of  disposing  of  him 
impossible.  His  splendid  military  career,  and  his  not  alto- 
gether unsuccessful  civil  administration,  are  too  firmly  fixed 
in  the  minds  of  the  nation  to  allow  of  this  mode  of  dispos- 
ing of  his  claims  to  reclecnon.  The  best  way  to  defeat 
General  Grant  will  be  to  find  a  better  man.  If  the  Argo- 
naut could  name  the  next  President  of  the  United  Slates,  it 
would  be  the  Honorable  E.  B.  Washburne,  our  late  Minister 
to  France.  If  the  Argonaut  could  name  the  Democratic 
candidate  for  that  high  position,  it  would  be  Senator  Bayard, 
of  Delaware.  To  Mr.  Washburne  we  would  give  the  Hon. 
Roscoe  Conkling,  of  New  York,  as  A'ice-President,  and  this 
position  we  would  assign  to  the  distinguished  Senator  from 
New  York  as  a  resting-place  on  his  way  to  the  Presidential 
office.  We  would  not  break  down  the  two-terms  tradition  if 
we  could  avoid  it.  We  prefer  civilians  over  military  men  ; 
a  Republican  over  a  Democrat ;  brains  over  availability  ; 
and  any  body  with  patriotic  purpose,  stern  resolve,  and  a 
firm  determination  to  maintain  the  law  and  the  rights  of  per- 
son and  property,  as  against  the  spirit  of  misrule  that  is 
abroad  in  the  land. 

It  is  not  altogether  improbable  that  the  Democracy  may 
carry  the  next  Presidential  election.  There  are  some  con- 
siderations that  render  such  a  result  not  undesirable.  It  is 
probable  that  the  South  will  present  itself  as  a  unit  in  the 
Electoral  College,  supplemented  by  the  vote  of  a  consider- 
able number  of  the  Northern  states.  Connecticut,  New  York, 
New  Jersey,  Indiana,  Oregon,  and  California  can  not  be  re- 
lied upon  to  cast  their  vote  against  the  right  kind  of  Dem- 
ocrat, nominated  in  a  proper  manner.  If,  for  once,  the  De- 
mocracy could  rise  to  the  level  of  patriotism,  eschew  Tam- 
many, and  give  the  cold  shoulder  to  the  foreign  blatherskites 
and  domestic  demagogues,  who  are  educated  to  the  idea  that 
politics  is  a  synonym  for  intrigue,  and  that  political  power  is 
only  desirable  to  the  party  as  an  opportunity  to  plunder  ; 
could  place  in  nomination  a  statesman  and  a  gentleman  like 
Senator  Bayard,  and  go  before  the  people  upon  the  issues  of 
national  currency  as  opposed  to  national  banks,  economy  and 
honesty  as  opposed  to  criminal  profligacy  of  administration, 
union  of  all  the  interests  of  all  the  States  in  opposition  to 
sectarian  hate,  and,  instead  of  partisanship  and  politics,  offer 
the  country  statesmanship  and  intelligent  administration^ 
the  Democratic  party  might  be  successful,  and  its  success 
might  not  be  a  national  calamity.  i 


PARISIAN  BONBONS. 


"  Fickle  and  Jinc  and  Frcjic/i." 

The  little  Paul,  aged  eight,  passes  the  day  at  his  uncle's. 
At  dessert  they  serve  the  tart  to  the  cream. 

"  Ah,  my  uncle,"  says  the  child,  "  why  didn't  you  tell  me 
this  morning  that  there  was  going  to  be  pie  for  dinner  1: " 

"  Why  ?  " 

"So  that  I  could  have  expected  it  all  day,"  replies  the  in- 
fant, passing  his  tongue  around  his  ears. 


A  man  who  had  long  been  in  populous  cities  pent,  having 
occasion  to  visit  the  country,  encountered  a  flock  of  those 
birds  widely  known  in  connection  with  tailors  and  apple 
sauce. 

"  Well,"  said  the  citizen,  having  noted  the  peculiarly  stu- 
pid way  in  which  they  gabbled  and  stared  at  him,  "  I  don't 
wonder  that  they  called  you  geese  !  " 


A  comynfssaire  dc  police^  meeting  a  woman  in  tears,  de- 
manded of  her  the  cause  of  her  sorrow,  and  was  informed 
that  her  husband  had  beaten  her. 

"See  here,"  said  the  officer  to  the  husband, -"if  you  go  on 
doing  this  sort  of  thing  Ell  have  to  run  you  in  "  (ilmefaitdra 
z'ous  courir  dc  dans.) 

*' What  for  .^  ■' growled  the  husband.  '*  Hitting  her?  I 
didn't  hit  her;  I  just  struck  her  with  my  handkerchief,  which 
was  doubled  up." 

"Yes,"  said  the  wife,  "bat  you  don't  say  that  it  has  a 
thumb  on  it." 


"  Hello,  what  are  you  doing  now  ?" 

"  Editing  a  comic  paper.  Permanent  thing.  Got  to  be 
witty  for  the  rest  of  my  life.     Ha-ha  ! " 

"  In  other  words,  you\e  had  sentence  of  death  passed  on 
you." 

"  So  the  D girls  have  never  had  a  brother  r" 

"  Never.     Just  the  seven  sisters  of  them." 
"  Like  the  nine  Muses.     How  awfully  jolly." 


A  Brazilian  count,  a  billionaire,  was  dining  at  the  table 
d'hote  of  a  fashionable  hotel.  His  cutlet  was  to  his  taste, 
and  he  ordered  another. 

"We  only  give  one  cutlet,"  said  the  manager,  "and  no 
biead  with  one  fish-ball."      • 

Without  a  word  the  count  rose,  went  out,  bought  the  hotel, 
I  etumed,  led  the  manager  to  the  front  door  and  kicked  him 
down  the  steps,  then  reseating  himself  at  the  table,  said  :" 

"Bring  me  another  cutlet." 

They  brought  it,  swift  as  the  eagle  cleaves  the  air. 


At  the  annual  award  of  the  prizes  at  the  village  school  the 
worthy  maj'or  calls  up  a  blue-eyed  and  golden-haired  young 
girl,  with  the  air  of  a  startled  fawn,  to  receive  the  prizes  for 
good  behavior  and  French  composition. 

"Why,  my  child,"  he  says, ''what's  the  matter  with  your 
nose  ?     It's  scratched." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replies  the  bashful  girl ;  "  that  red-headed, 
moon-eyed  leper,  Lizzie  X.,  tried  to  smash,  my  nose,  but  I 
bit  her  ear  ;  \om  bet  your  carpet  slippers  on  it.  That  is  the 
sort  of  a  hair-pin  I  am." 


"  Madam,  I  know  all." 

The  miserable  woman,  not  knowing  how  much  he  did 
know,  concluded  that  it  would  be  wise  to  grovel  at  his  feet. 

W'ith  the  grace  of  King  Henry,  from  whom,  indeed,  he 
borrowed  the  words,  her  husband  said  with  dignity  : 

"Rise,  madam  :  were  any  one  to  see  us  he  would  think 
that  I  was  forgiving  you  for  some  offense" 

And  after  a  pause  he  continued  ; 

"When,  in  point  of  fact,  I  don't  forgive  you  at  all  !" 


"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  exasperated  gentleman,  "  I  will  go  and 
find  him.  I  will  upbraid  him  with  his  treacher)',  and  then, 
looking  him  sternly  in  the  eye,  I  will  kick  the  seat  of  his 
pantaloons  out  through  the  crown  of  his  hat." 

Difficult,  but  not  impossible,  remembering  how  Montgom- 
eiy's  bleeding  warrior  lay  prone  on  his  breast  and  glared  at 
the  skies. 


"  Now,  your  Majesty,"  said  the  scientist,  who  had  been 
commanded  to  conduct  a  series  of  experiments  before  roy- 
alty, "these  two  gases  will  have  the  honor  of  combining  be- 
fore j'our  Majesty." 

The  Commander  of  the  Faithfjjl  was  about  to  uniform  his 
hosts,  and  a  gigantic  contract  for  cloth  was  ahead. 

A  contractor  presented  himself  to  the  Minister  of  War, 
prepared  to  make  his  tender. 

"  How  much  a  yard  ?  "  said  the  Minister,  softly  rubbing  his 
fingers  and  thumb  together. 

"By  the  beard  of  Allah  !"  said  the  contractor,  who  was 
short-sighted,  "  thirty  liras  delivered  f.  o.  b.,  and  may  goats 
defile  my  grandmother's  grave  if  I  make  more  than  five  liras 
profit  a  yard." 

"  Come  again  to-morrow,"  said  the  Minister  of  War,  rather 
curtly,  as  the  second  contractor  presented  himself 

"  What  do  you  charge  a  yard  ?  " 

"  By  the  great  Thirty-nine  Imaums,  forty  liras,  which 
leaves  me  fifteen  liras  a  yard  profit." 

"  A-ah,"  said|  the  official,  brightening  up,  "  God  is  great. 
Just  wait  a  minute  till  I  see  this  other  slave.  How  much  do 
you  want  for  your  cloth,  eh  .^" 

"  Sovereign  lord,"  replied  the  third  contractor,  faUing  upon 
his  face  while  a  wink  shot  over  his  left  eye,  "  the  slave  of  the 
footstool  has  some  cloth  all  wool  and  warranted  not  to 
shrink,  which  I  will  lay  upon  the  altar  of  my  countr)'  for 
fifty  liras  a  yard." 

"And  the  profit  thereupon?"  said  the  official  in  a  voice 
choked  with  emotion,  "  is ■" 

"  Is  twenty-five  liras  a  yard." 

"  Omy  soul,  O  my  lamb,"  replied  the  Minister,  "  the  con- 
tract is  thine."  And  clapping  his  hands  he  bade  the  Nubian 
slave  who  appeared  go  bid  his  ^^-t^^-^rj  begin  carting  F-^n  ' 
for  his  new  palace. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  ROMANCE  OF  SPAIN. 


Morning  in  Madrid.  The  day  was  warm  and  suhr)'  ;  na- 
ture seemed  wearied  with  her  prolonged  daily  contest  with 
the  fiery  shafts  of  the  summer  sun»  and  appeared  to  hang 
her  head  in  submissive  impotency.  The  branches  of  the 
trees  drooped  languidly,  and  the  little  breezes  that  occasion- 
ally passed  drowsily  over  the  city  were  mere  ghosts,  that  not 
a  soul  could  catch. 

It  was  market  day  in  Madrid.  Troops  of  girls,  with  red  and 
purple  skirts,  and  black  and  yellow  stockings,  with  fine  dark 
eyes  and  olive  cheeks,  their  long  hairdangling  to  their  waists 
in  broad  plaits,  came  with  light,  quick  steps  down  the  path- 
way leading  to  the  great  fountain  of  the  Plaza  del  Oriente 
for  water.  Some  balanced  red  water  jars  on  their  small^ 
compact  heads,  while  others,  with  languid,  undulating  grace, 
swung  their  long  dark  rounded  arms,  in  xhe  abandonment  of 
dreamy  idleness.  Lazily  reclining  around  the  fountain,  or 
lying  on  benches  under  the  trees,  might  be  seen  young  men, 
barefooted,  and  negligently  but  gayly  dressed,  their  while 
shirts  revealing  their  dusky  throats,  and  their  intense  black 
eyes  saucily  glancing  up  now  and  then  from  under  nicir 
broad-brimmed  sombreros. 

These  gay,  merr>'  do-nothings  cheerily  hailed  the  pretty 
water-carriers  as  they  came  and  went,  with  :  **-■/  Dios^  mi 
a/ma"  ** /iu^fta  manami^  tni  corozon  y^  To  which  the  dark- 
eyed  beauties  would  respond  with  musical  laughter,  display- 
ing the  prettiest  rows  of  pearly  teeth  in  the  world,  and  fill- 
ing their  pitchers  at  the  fountain,  would  lightly  mount  them 
to  their  nead,  and,  nodding  and  gesticulating,  disappear 
around  the  comer  of  the  square. 

On  one  side  of  the  Plaza  groups  of  rudely  but  gayly 
dressed  women  were  moving  hither  and  thither,  making 
preparation  for  the  morning  sales  ;  some  with  trays  of  fruit 
— pomegranates,  luscious  figs,  and  tempting  grapes  and 
guavcs — and  others  at  gay  little  wooden  stalls,  where  all 
kinds  of  cooling  drinks — "  lubidas  " — were  sold.  There  were 
other  stands,  set  ofif  prettily  with  bunches  of  bright  wild- 
flowers,  on  which  were  heaped  vegetables,  fresh  and  crisp 
from  the  earth,  and  white  cakes  of  honey  embellished  with 
the  delicate  green  lettuce  leaf.  There  were  other  stands  still 
more  attractive,  at  which  might  be  seen  burnished  trays  with 
tiny  silver  cups,  and  bronzed  Spanish  girls  preparing  that 
delicately  delicious  chocolate  so  dear  to  the  Castilian  pal- 
ate. Picturesque  groups,  though  continually  changing,  were 
constantly  gathered  about  these  places. 

Among  the  busy,  chatting  market  folks  might  now  and 
then  be  seen  a  priest,  with  his  blacl*  robe  and  funny  bell- 
crowned  hat,  and  umbrella  and  prayer-book,  hurrying  to 
morning  mass.  Crowds  of  little  girls,  with  white  dresses  and 
broad-bdmmed  hats,  and  little  straw-plaited  baskets,  wer^ 
loitering  on  their  way  to  school.  There  were  men  w^ith 
slouched  hats,  barefooted  or  wearing  sandals  ;  men  on  horse- 
back ;  women  on  foot,  and  on  donkeys  heavily  laden  ;  and 
occasionally  might  be  seen  a  graceful  senoriia,  enshrouded, 
head  and  figure,  in  folds  of  black  lace,  cff  whose  beauty  one 
must  alone  guess  by  the  tapering  white  fingers  that  clasped 
the  veil  at  the  breast.  Old  women,  dark  and  [shriveled,  were 
hunting  to  the  chapel,  counting  their  beads  as  they  passed 
along.  Gay  fellows,  with  spangles  and  feathers,  on  fier>- 
steeds,  galloped  with  foolish  speed  down  the  narrow  streets. 
Down  among  this  motly  throng  flitted  the  water-carriers, 
making  the  air  resound  with  their  sharp  and  clear,  and  yet 
musical  cries  of  "  (i^/<i,  aj^ua,  qtticn  guien%  agna  .' " 

In  the  centre  o(  the  Plaza,  near  the  beautiful  fountain,  are 
charmingly  grouped  parterres  of  flowers  and  plants  of  rare 
growth,  bright,  variegated -leaved  grass  gracefully  waving 
among  them. 

On  each  side  of  this  square,  or  Plaza,  are  fine  walks  with 
shade  tre*s.  The  streets,  though  narrow,  are  smoothly 
payed,  and  adorned  by  splendid  houses,  the  proportions  of 
which  are  grand  and  massive.  They  are  inhabited  by  no- 
bles, and  knights,  and  the  rich  gentlemen  of  Madrid.  The 
streets  present  a  fine  artistic  effect ;  the  dark,  grand  houses 
rising  up  majestically  on  one  side  are  rendered  doubly  impos- 
ing in  appearance  by  the  open  space  and  waving  trees  and 
grasses  of  the  Plaza  opposite.  These  houses  are  mar\els 
of  beauty  and  strength.  The  windows  are  all  made  with 
latticed  casements,  protected  on  the  outside  by  ornamental 
iron  gratings.  They  are  entered  by  arched  gateways,  within 
which  swing  niassive  doors,  themselves  containing  smaller 
doors,  all  opening  into  courtyards,  in  which  are  more  plants, 
fountains,  and  statuettes. 

From  the  casement  of  one  of  these  noble  houses,  half  en- 
shrouded in  the  meshes  of  the  fine  lace  curtains,  a  young 
girl  sat,  sleepily  and  languidly  fanning  herself,  and  gazing  at 
internals  through  the  lattice  on  the  bright  scene  of  the  street 
below.  She  looked,  in  truth,  like  a  fair  prisoner  behind  the 
heavy  gratings,  and  it  was  evident,  by  her  look  of  ennui,  that 
lime  hung  heavily  on  her  hands. 

The  room  which  contained  this  .fair  occupant  was  magnifi- 
cent in  all  its  appointments.  On  one  side  stood  a  table  of 
Italian  marble,  which  was  spread  with  all  manner  of  fine  con- 
fections. By  the  side  of  it  was  a  small  silver  spirit-lamp  of 
unique  workmanship,  which  cast  a  delicate  blue  flame  over 
the  pretty  picture. 

in  an  alcove,  amidst  a  cloud  of  while  and  pink  curtains, 
hung  a  hammock  with  cushions  of  pink  silk,  and  a  white 
shawl  hanging  carelessly  over  the  side.  The  room  was  large 
and  spacious,  casements  reaching  lo  the  floor  and  opening 
on  balconies  which  resembled  hanging  gardens,  so  com- 
pletely were  they  filled  wfth  flowering  plants  and  vines.  The 
occupant  of  this  lovely  room  reclined  in  an  abandonment  of 
cas^  on  a  half  coach  with  silken  pillows.  Her  dress  was  of 
pure  white,  loose  and  flowing,  and  of  softest  and  finest  text- 
ure, revealing  arms  and  neck  of  snowy  whiteness. 

From  the  volum.nous  folds  of  her  dress  a  tiny  foot  in  a  lit- 
tle pink  slipper  obtruded  itselC  Her  hair,  dark  and  luxuri- 
ant, confined  around  the  forehead  and  clasped  atthe  back 
of  the  neck  with  bands  of  pearb,  fell  in  waving  masses  of 
beauty  to  her  waist.  From  her  girdle  was  suspended  a  ro- 
sary with  a  little  golden  cross  atuched. 

Her  perfect  oval  face,  with  pure,  regular  features,  large, 
languishing  eyes  with  hea\-y  fringed  lashes,  and  the  ripe  red 
lips  and  pearly  teeth,  made  up  the  charming  counterpart  of 
the  fair  Doiia  Maria  de  Montana.  The  senorita  was  tired, 
being  so  dull,  and  longed  for  some  event,  some  excitement. 

Suddenly  she  saw  a  young  man,  ver>-  pale  and  of  interest- 
ing^ appearance,  leaning  against  a  tree  in  the  Plaza  opposite. 


and  evidently  looking  at  the  passers-by.  He  was  dressed  in 
black,  wearing  a  long  cloak  and  high  Spanish  hat  with  a 
long  feather.  Dona  Maria  thought  it  strange  that  in  such 
weather  any  sane  man  should  wear  such  a  long,  heavy  cloak, 
and  she  sighed  and  fanned  herself  at  the  mere  thought.  Re- 
covering her  composure  she  looked  again  at  the  young  man. 
He  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  street  in  a  nervous,  agitated 
sort  of  manner,  and  stopping  at  the  different  stalls  from  time 
to  lime,  closely  inspecting  the  features  of  the  different  girls, 
sometimes  even  so  much  as  touching  them. 

It  seemed  to  Uona  Maria  that  he  must  be  having  some 
coarse  jest  or  impudent  proposal,  for  the  young  women  al- 
ways laughed  and  drew  back,  and  the  young  man  himself 
seemed  dissatisfied,  to  judge  by  the  expression  of  his  face 
and  the  continual  shaking  of  his  head. 

*'  Is  it  noi  lamentable,"  she  said  to  her  maid,  "that  so  fine 
looking  a  young  man  should  act  in  such  a  way  ? " 

The  maid  nodded  assent  in  a  nonchalant  way,  and  sug- 
gested he  might  be  a  little  wrong  in  his  head. 

Dona  .Maria  still  continued  to  watch  the  young  man.  At 
last  he  stopped  before  another  young  girl,  looked  all  over 
her  face,  and  exaiyined  her  features  minutely,  even  so  much 
as  slightly  raising  her  chin,  as  if  to  caress  her,  but  she  laugh- 
ingly drew  away  from  him. 

He  then  purchased  a  small  quantity  of  fruit  from  her,  but 
at  the  same  time  ihey  seemed  to  be  making  a  bargain  of 
another  nature,  judging  by  the  motions  of  their  heads  and 
hands. 

"Isn't  it  awful .'"  said  Dona  Maria, .ind  Clarissa,  the  maid, 
laughed  saucily  and  shrugged  her  pretty  shoulders,  and  sug- 
gested to  the  mistress  that  the  chocolate  was  quite  hot  and 
delicious  and  waiting  her  pleasure.  But  Dona  Maria  main- 
tained her  seat,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  pantomime  below. 

When  the  young  man  had  finished  his  bargain  he  slowly 
walked  ofi"  as  if  in  a  deep  and  painful  reverie,  always  followed 
by  Dona  .Maria's  eyes.  Before  he  rounded  the  comer  of  the 
street  he  turned,  nodded  to  the  young  girl,  and  held  up  his 
right  hand  with  the  lingers  extended,  and  she  nodding  in 
turn  smiled  back  to  him. 

"  1  wonder  who  he  is  ?  "  cried  Dona  Maria. 

"  So  do  I,"  said  Clarissa,  "  but  he  may  come  back  again 
to-morrow." 

*'  Oh,  I  do  not  care  about  what  he  does,"  said  Doiia 
Maria.  "Come,  Clarissa,  I  will  take  my  chocolate,  but  oh, 
how  warm  it  is  ! " 

But  Doiia  Maria  could  not  wholly  banish  the  fine,  sad 
face  of  the  singular  man,  who  acted  so  strangely  in  the  street; 
and  his  high  hat  and  feather,  dejected  visage,  and  long  cloak 
even  figured  in  her  dreams. 

The  next  afternoon,  after  her  usual  siesta,  Doiia  Maria 
took  her  seat  again  at  the  window  behind  the  curtains,  and 
looked  toward  the  Plaza,  secretly  hoping  that  the  young  man 
would  again  make  his  appearance.  The  heat  was  subsiding, 
and  the  shadows  cast  by  the  high  houses  made  a  grateful 
shade  in  the  hot  streets.  The  Plaza  was  deserted  —  the 
streets  were  silent,  the  inhabitants  having  withdrawn  to  the 
cool  retirement  of  their  homes. 

As  the  clock  struck  four  the  young  man  indeed  made  his 
appearance.  Under  his  long,  black  cloak  he  seemed  to  carr>' 
some  parcels,  for  the  sides  protruded  rather  ungracefully. 
On  this  occasion  he  did  not  honor  any  of  the  other  women 
with  his  scrutinizing  looks,  but  walked  directly  to  the  girl 
with  whom  he  had  spoken  the  day  before,  and  when  he 
reached  her,  directly  in  front  of  the  residence  of  Dona  r^laria, 
he  saluted  her  with  a  slight  bow  and  a  grave  smile. 

Doria  Maria's  heart  beat  violently  ;  she  bit  her  lips  with 
her  small  pearl  teeth,  clasped  her  hands  and  slightly  trem- 
bled. Jealous  and  angry,  she  felt  she  could  have  annihilated 
the  pretty  fruit  seller. 

"  What  is  the  matter.^"  exclaimed  Clarissa,  who  had  ob- 
served what  passed  in  the  mind  of  her  mistress. 

Dona  Maria  did  not  make  any  answer  ;  but  her  eyes 
looked  most  intensely  on  the  young  couple  below.  The 
young  man  took  his  sword  from  its  scabbard,  and,  with  one 
well-directed  stroke,  he  made  it  fast  in  the  ground.  He  then 
took  a  piece  of  canvas  from  under  his  cloak,  and,  setting  it 
against  the  sword,  he  thus  made  it  perform  the  duly  of  an 
easel.  He  then  knelt  down  before  it,  and  put  colors  and 
brushes  on  the  ground  beside  him.  Dona  Maria  sighed 
deeply,  with  evident  relief,  and  continued  to  gaze  with  re- 
newed interest.  She  now  understood  that  his  object  was  to 
paint  the  pretty  girl,  and  that  he  must  be  very  poor  indeed, 
as  he  did  not  feven  have  an  easel.  Then  she  remarked  his 
shabby  attire,  his  pale,  attenuated  face,  in  which  his  eyes 
shone  like  two  despairing  souls  ;  and,  in  her  heart,  she  asked 
his  forgiveness  for  all  the  evil  she  had  thought  of  him  the 
day  before. 

The  painter  commenced  his  work,  and,  the  canvas  being 
turned  toward  Dona  Maria,  she  could  see  every  stroke  of 
the  brush.  There  was  painted  already  on  the  canvas  the 
brown  surplice  and  hood  of  a  saint  or  Sister  of  Annunciation, 
but  the  head  was  wanting  ;  and,  from  the  position  of  the 
hood.  Dona  Maria  thought  that  the  head  must  be  looking 
upward,  in  a  posture  of  devotion,  representing  the  ecstasy 
of  adoration.  The  painter  placed  the  young  girl's  head  in 
several  diflferent  positions,  but  seemed  to  have  great  difiiculty 
to  get  it  just  as  he  wished.  Indeed,  the  position  he  required 
was  extremely  difiicult,  as  the  head  was  to  be  thrown  back 
and  the  eyes  raised.  At  last  he  succeeded,  and  Dona  .Maria, 
from  her  perch  above,  trembled  lest  the  fair  neck  should 
break.  The  young  girl,  who  was  in  fact  verj'  beautiful,  had 
thrown  back  her  head  to  the  farthest  tension,  and  looked  up- 
ward with  an  expression  of  such  ecstatic  devotion  that  she 
might  have  been  taken  for  Saint  Magdalena  herself. 

The  painter  worked  a  few  moments  in  silence.  Then  he 
shook  his  head  and  seemed  dissatisfied.  Then  he  rose  to 
his  feetj  took  the  pretty,  rose-tinted  chin  in  his  hands,  and 
gently  moved  the  head,  first  in  one  position  and  then  in 
another,  but  still  with  an  anxious,  distrustful  look  upon  his 
pale,  wearied  face.  For  the  first  and  second  time  she  seemed 
willing  to  tr)'and  please  him,  and  moved  her  head  according 
lo  his  directions  ;  but  when,  for  the  third  and  fourth  time,  he 
adjusted  her,  and  seemed  to  censure  her  for  being  restless, 
and  sfwke  in  a  ner\'Ous,  impatient  way,  her  temper  was  i 
touched  ;  she  grew  angr>',  and  became  saucy  and  rude,  and 
bade  him  leave  her,  saying  she  had  already  sat  a  good  many 
limes  for  painters,  and  they  were  gentlemen,  and  never  found 
fault  with  her,  and  had  paid  her  double  what  he  ofiered,  be- 
sides always  buying  her  fruit ;  and  praised  her  beauty,  too, 
and  had  even  copied  her  for  Madonnas ;  whilst  he,  poor 


wretch,  paid  only  five  dollars,  and  did  not  buy  any  of  her 
fruit,  and  had  not  said  a  pleasant  word  to  her,  and  she  would 
not  get  a  stift'  neck  for  his  sake  ;  and  now  slie  would  remain 
in  the  way  he  last  assigned  her,  and  he  might  paint  her  or 
not  paint  her,  as  he  chose,  and  she  did  not  care. 

He  commenced  again  ;  but  his  hands  trembled,  his  mind 
was  apparently  distracted  and  dissatisfied.  The  saucy  little 
virago  was  scarcely  now  fit  lo  represent  a  saint.  At  last  he 
gave  up  his  feeble  efforts,  packed  up.his  things  and  walked 
dejectedly  away. 

Dona  .Maria  had  closely  watched  all  his  proceedings,  and 
had  wondered  the  whole  lime  that  he  should  have  selected 
that  girl  as  a  model.  At  last,  when  she  saw  the  painter  give 
up  his  work  in  despair,  pack  up  and  move  away,  she  said,  in 
an  excited  way,  to  her  maid  :  "  Vou  go  at  once,  and  follow 
him,  and  find  out  where  he  lives  ! "  Clarissa  hastened  to  do 
her  mistress'  bidding,  glad  of  the  opportunity  lo  go  out  in 
the  street  and  breathe  the  cool  evening  air.  K^  Dona  Maria 
looked  again  out  of  the  window,  she  saw  ihe  painter  just  dis- 
appearing around  the  corner.  Then  she  reflected  how  im- 
pulsively she  had  acted,  and  would  have  calied  to  Clarissa  to 
return,  but  it  was  too  late  ;  she  had  already  passed  from  the 
house,  and  Dona  Maria  saw  her  go  through  the  Plaza  rap- 
idly, following  in  the  steps  of  the  painter. 

The  sun  had  gone  down,  and  the  fruit  women  had  left  their 
stands.  Twilight  was  creeping  on  slowly,  and  a  freshening 
breeze  was  agitating  the  topmost  branches  of  the  trees. 
Dona  Maria  threw  open  wide  her  casement  to  enjoy  the  de- 
licious air,  and,  more  particularly,  that  she  might  have  a  bet- 
ter view  of  the  street. 

At  last  she  saw  Clarissa  returning,  and  in  another  moment 
the  girl  was  in  the  presence  of  her  mistress. 

"Have  you  discovered  his  lodgings.'"'  she  asked,  nerv- 
ously. 

"  Ves,"  said  Clarissa,  quite  out  of  breath  and  exceedingly 
flushed,  "and  a  preliy  run  the  recreant  has  given  me.  If  it 
had  not  been  your  command  I  would  have  given  up  ihc  pur- 
suit, for  he  went  a  long  way  through  the  remotest  and  meanest 
streets,  and  it  was  fortunate  I  had  my  veil,  so  that  I  could 
not  be  recognized  in  such  a  part  of  the  city.  And  if  he  had 
entered  his  home  bv  a  door — but  no,  suddenly  he  stopped 
before  a  wall,  and  then  seemed  to  vanish  through  a  mere 
hole." 

"  Of  course,  you  followed  ? " 

"  For  heaven's  sake  ! "  answered  the  maid,  smilingly  ;  "I 
might  have  got  in  all  righ^  but  my  patron  Saint  Clarissa 
alone  knows  in  what  stale  I  might  ftave.come  out." 

Doiia  Maria  made  no  further  observations  ;  she  leaned, 
back  on  her  cushions,  fingered  her  rosary,  and  seemed  lo  be" 
reflecting.  At  that  moment  dinner  was  announced,  and 
Dona  Maria,  preceded  by  her  maid,  entered  the  grand 
saloon.  There  she  dined  with  her  mother,  father,  and  two 
brothers,  with  proper  stale  and  ceremony,  but  through  all  the 
elegant  courses  and  sparkling  wines  her  beautiful  fair  brow 
was  shadowed  with  a  thoughtful,  abstracted  look. 

Directly  after  returning  to  her  room  she  called  to  Clarissa. 

"  I  want  you  to  lead  me  to  the  house  of  the  painter,"  she 
said,  simply. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  what  would  you  do?"  exclaimed  the 
maid,  tragically.  "  Vou  have  done  a  great  many  imprudent 
things,  for  which  I  was  reprimanded  by  your  father,  and  for 
which  I  have  nearly  lost  my  place,  but  this  would  be  the 
most  foolish  adventure  of  all,  and,  besides,  I  do  not  remem- 
ber the  way,  and  we  would  surely  get  lost  in  those  small 
crossings." 

"  Vou  know  the  way,"  said  Dona  Maria,  in  a  tone  which 
did  not  admit  of  contradiction;  "and  as  for  my  father,  I 
promise  you  shall  not  be  dismissed." 

.She  then  went  into  an  inner  apartment,  and  soon  after 
emerged  dressed  in  black,  and  enveloped  in  a  long  velvet 
cloak  with  a  hood,  which  entirely  covered  her.  In  her  hand 
she  carried  a  small  lamp,  and  bidding  Clarissa  precede  her, 
they  left  the  house  and  entered  the  street,  and  although 
Clarissa  protested  that  she  was  not  sure  of  the  way,  she 
found  it,  nevertheless,  verj-  readily. 

They  passed  through  the  Plaza  del  Oriente,  and  down  the 
narrow  streets,  until  they  entered  a  deep  lane  overhung  with 
huge  aloes.  This  brought  ihem,  in  half  an  hour,  lo  the  deso- 
lated monastery,  and  a  lillle  farther  on  they  stood  before  the 
formidable  wall.  In  the  centre  of  il  was  a  small  archway, 
through  whicli,  in  order  to  enter,  one  must  stoop  quite  low. 
Doiia  Maria  bent  her  graceful  form  and  soon  disappeared 
through  the  opening,  notwithstanding  the  passionate  re- 
monstrances of  her  maid,  who  was  obliged,  of  course,  to  fol- 
low. The  archway  led  into  a  quiet  court-yard  with  grass 
growing  between  the  stones,  and  surrounded  by  quaint  little 
buildings  with  window  mouldings  and  parapets  of  stone. 
Doiia  Maria  lighted  her  little  lamp,  and  proceeded  to  move 
cautiously  through  the  yard.  Twilight  had  deepened  into 
night,  she  could  see  the  shadow  of  the  grim  old  church  rising 
weirdly  and  unnaturally  in  the  gloom,  and  her  heart  began 
to  sink  when  she  realized  her  position,  alone  in  ihe  night,  at 
that  strange  place.  At  the  extreme  end  of  the  court-yard 
she  saw  the  feeble  glimmer  of  a  light.  She  approached  it, 
and  the  ragged  edges  of  an  old  red  silk  curtain  half  revealed 
the  dreariness  of  the  apartment  and  the  dark  shadow  of  a 
form  within.     Doria  Maria  turned  to  her  maid  and  said  : 

"This  is  ihe  place;  you  will  remain  outside,  wail  two 
hours,  and  I  will  join  you." 

.She  then  approached  the  door  with  trembling  limbs  ;  she 
came  lo  a  small  corridor,  and,  turning  lo  the  right,  found  the 
room  of  the  painter.  With  her  hand  on  the  latch  she 
stopped,  while  her  heart  beat  loud  and  fast  as  the  impru- 
dence and  daring  of  her  act  rushed  upon  her.  W^hat  if  the 
painter  was  not  a  gentleman  .'  What  if  her  relations  or 
Iriends  should  ever  hear  of  this  night's  adventure.^  Her 
repulalion  would  be  damaged  irreparably,  or  would  she  not 
at  least  be  looked  upon  and  laughed  at  as  a  fool .''  Then  she 
thought  again  that  perhaps  she  had  been  inspired  by  her 
patron  saint,  and  she  would  surely  protect  her. 

Encouraged  by  this  last  thought,  she  grasped  the  lamp 
more  firmly,  opened  the  door,  and  stood  in  the  presence  of 
the  painter.  He  was  silting  in  deep  dejection  before  the 
empty  canvas,  his  head  thrown  back  against  the  wall,  his 
eyes  closed,  and  a  death-like  pallor  over  his  finely  formed 
face.  By  the  light  of  the  lamp  Doria  Maria  saw  that  the 
head  of  the  pretty  fruit-girl  w^as  gone  from  the  canvas  ;  it 
was  blank.  The  young  man  was  so  absorbed  in  his  gloomy 
thought  and  ill-success  that  he  had  not  heard  the  light  foot- 
fall of  the  lady,  so  she  stood  for  some  moments  and  exam- 
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ined  with  keen  interest  his  fine  features,  his  noble  forehead, 
and  the  expression  of  deep  despondency  which  had  settled 
over  his  whole  face  and  figure,  and  her  heart  filled  with  sym- 
pathy and  love.     At  last  she  spoke. 

At  the  first  sound  of  her  voice  he  started  from  his  reverie, 
sprang  to  his  feet,  grasped  his  sword,  pushed  back  the  heavy 
hair  from  his  forehead,  and  then,  overcome  by  what  seemed 
to  him  a  heavenly  apparition,  he  sunk  upon  his  knees. 

"  Seiior,"  she  said,  "  1  am  sent  to  ser\e  you  as  a  model  ;  so 

rise  and  paint.     You  must  not  ask  any  questions,  and  you 

must  finish  the  picture  in  the  next  two  hours,  and  by  the  light 

■  of  this  lamp  which  I  hold  in  my  hand,  and  never,  after  I  am 

gone,  must  you  touch  the  picture  again." 

The  bell  in  the  cathedral  struck  the  hour. 

"  You  hear  the  bell,"  she  said  ;  "  when  it  strikes  the  mid- 
night hour,  I  am  gone." 

Doria  Maria  then  stepped  forward  and  knelt  on  a  small 
fric-di6ii  that  was  standing  near  the  canvas,  set  the  lamp  on 
one  end  next  to  a  prayer-book,  and,  throwing  her  head 
slightly  back,  looked  heavenward.  By  the  back  movement 
of  her  head  the  heavy  masses  of  hair  fell  to  the  ground  and 
enveloped  her  like  a  \-eil,  framing  the  most  exquisite  face  that 
painter  had  ever  dared  to  conceive.  His  soul  seemed  to  pass 
out  of  him  in  adoration.  He  again  sank  upon  his  knees  and 
looked  at  her  in  silence,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  until 
she  turned  her  eyes  back  to  him  and  bade  him  begin.  This 
seemed  to  electrify  him.  He  seized  his  brush,  and,  on  his 
knees,  commenced  to  paint  her  marvelous  beauty.  He 
seemed  inspired  ;  his  face  lighted  with  a  glow  of  radiant  en- 
thusiasm ;  and,  as  he  worked,  he  prayed  and  worshiped,  and 
every  stroke  was  a  perfecting  touch. 

Dofia  Maria,  at  first,  had  been  rather  inclined  to  view  the 
romantic  adventure  as  a  little  jest  of  her  own,  entered  upon 
to  incite  the  ardor  and  skill  of  the  unknown  artist,  and  still 
more  to  confirm  the  confidence  she  felt  in  her  own  personal 
charms  ;  but,  as  the  moments  passed  by,  and  she  was  com- 
pelled to  retain  that  saintly  position,  she  became  startled  at 
the  thought  of  her  being  so  sacrilegious  as  to  dare  to  affect 
to  represent  a  saint,  with  her  heart  full  of  sinful  vanity. 
Then  she  grew  alarmed  at  her  iong  absence  from  home,  and 
a  great  trembling  and  weariness  came  over  her  whole  form  ; 
and  especially  her  head  and  neck,  from  the  great  strain,  ached 
bitterly.  She  felt  herself  sinking  and  nigh  to  fainting.  Then 
she  prayed  most  fervently  and  devoutly  to  her  saint,  that  she 
would  sustain  her  and  strengthen  her  sinking  body,  so  that 
the  picture  might  be  finished  and  be  the  means  of  elevating 
some  souls  to  heaven.  The  feelings  of  anguish,  and  bodily 
pain,  and  absolute  devotion,  she  felt  in  those  two  hours  made 
her  face  rapt  in  its  ecstatic  adoration,  so  that  the  painter,  in 
gazing  upon  it,  really  thought  it  was  a  spirital  apparition  sent 
by  heaven,  and  his  ^-eins  tingled  with  the  blood  which  coursed 
as  fire  through  his  whole  frame. 

The  two  hours  passed  away  ;  the  bell  struck  twelve  ;  the 
picture  was  finished.  Doiia  iVlaria  rose  and  walked  slowly 
to  the  door,  carrying  in  her  hand  the  lamp.  At  the  thresh- 
old she  stopped,  smiled  sweetly  and  wearily  at  the  young 
man,  and  stepped  out  into  the  night,  leaving  him  in  darkness. 
But  it  seemed  to  him  the  whole  room  was  still  light,  as  if  a 
great  effulgent  radiance  was  around  the  picture.  He  sunk 
upon  his  couch — his  eyes  still  resting  upon  the  beautiful  face 
— and  at  last,  body  and  soul  exhausted  with  excitement  and 
pain,  he  slept. 

When  he  awoke,  he  thought  the  whole  occurrence  a  dream. 
The  sun  was  shining  brightly  through  the  red  curtain,  and 
the  birds,  who  had  built  their  little  nests  in  the  courtyard, 
were  singing  about  his  window.  He  turned  to  his  canvas. 
There,  indeed,  was  the  picture — his  saint,  his  divinity,  his 
heavenly  apparition. 

From  that  day  his  soul  was  filled  with  it,  he  lived  alone  in 
its  light  and  beauty.  It  absorbed  him.  He  dreamed  of  it  at 
night,  and  all  the  day  he  paced  the  streets  wishfully  gazing 
up  at  the  houses,  in  the  half-frenzied  hope  of  seeing  the  ma- 
terial fom^  of  the  inysterious,  to  him  supernatural,  model. 
Aye,  it  was  more  than  hope,  it  was  to  him  conviction,  that  he 
would  at  some  time,  for  once  at  least,  behold  its  living  image. 
But  his  hopes  were  vain.  Day  by  day  his  health  and  spirits 
visibly  declined.  He  grew  more  and  more  melancholy,  and 
utterly  forsook  the  world.  He  determined  to  dedicate  him- 
self to  the  priesthood.  He  devoted  himself  to  study.  He 
took  the  vows  and  entered  a  holy  order  and  in  a  short  time 
was  ordained  a  priest.  A  small  chapel  was  given  him  near 
the  Plaza  del  Oriente. 

Here  he  remained  some  years,  rooming  in  a  small  dormi- 
tory attached  to  the  church.  The  door  of  communication  al- 
ways remained  open.  Here,  when  not  actually  engaged  in 
the  sacred  duties  of  his  order,  he  spent  his  time  reading  and 
meditating,  and  occasionally  painting  sacred  pictures  for  the 
churches.  He  never  appeared  outside  the  chapel  grounds. 
Over  the  altar  of  the  chapel  he  had  placed  his  own  sacred 
piece,  before  which  he  had  a  light  burning  day  and  night. 

A  small  silver  lamp,  suspended  by  a  silver  chain,  hung 
just  above  it,  casting  a  subdued  halo  over  its  angelic  feat- 
ures. Before  this  picture  he  knelt  and  prayed  most  devout- 
ly, and  often  in  the  late  hours  of  night  he  lay  prostrate  be- 
fore it  consumed  by  his  unearthly  affection.  When  he  en- 
tered his  room,  he  always  left  the  door  ajar  so  that  he  could 
hear  any  one  that  came  into  the  church.  He  was  still  con- 
vinced that  his  saint  would  some  day  appear  to  him,  and  al- 
though he  grew  paler  and  weaker  each  day,  from  fasting  and 
midnight  vigils,  and  the 'damp  confinement  of  the  chapel, 
until  he  was  reduced  to  a  mere  spiritual  form,  he  still  con- 
tinued praying  and  watching,  and  whenever  he  heard  a  foot- 
fall in  the  church,  he  would  appear  at  the  door,  ever  hoping 
it  might  be  she,  never  despairing  of  seeing  her.  The  morn- 
ing which  followed  Dona  Maria's  adventure  with  the  painter 
there  might  have  been  seen  on  the  read  leading  from  .Mad- 
rid to  Barcelona  a  gorgeous  cavalcade  of  about  thirty  cava- 
liers and  ladies.  Riding  in  front,  a  little  in  advance,  on  gayly 
caparisoned  horses,  were  Doiia  Maria  and  her  noble  father, 
the  Count  Philip  de  Montana.  Dona  Maria  looked  pale  and 
anxious.  The  events  of  the  night  filled  her  mind,  and  still 
caused  her  heart  to  beat  with  unwonted  activity. 

She  was  going  on  a  visit  to  the  estates  of  her  cousin,  Don 
Alphonso,  one  of  the  richest  nobles  of  the  kingdom,  who  had 
extended  to  herself  and  father,  and  some  near  relatives,  an 
invitation  to  visit  and  remain  with  him  until  the  heat  of  the 
season  was  over.  His  residence  was  a  marvel  of  Moorish 
art.  On  a  high  cliff,  overlooking  the  sea,  when  bathed  in 
the  golden  glory  of  the  sunset,  it  rose  like  a  palace  of  fairies. 
Its  gorgeous  colorings,  its  unique  ornaments,  and  gilded 


arches  and  marble  columns,  made  it  surely  a  fit  habitation 
for  the  lovely  girl,  whose  sad,  dreamy  eyes,  as  they  ap- 
proached, rested  upon  it  in  deep  thought  and  abstraction. 
Don  Alphonso  rode  by  her  side.  His  fine  bay  horse,  under 
his  silver-mounted  saddle,  with  cloth  of  Moorish  mantle 
striped  with  gold  and  deep  fringed  with  scarlet,  shining  re- 
splendent in  the  sun,  looked  conscious  of  his  dignity  and 
station.  They  rode  gayly,  in  all  the  beauty  and  bloom  of 
youth.  They  had  known  each  other  from  childhood,  and 
were,  in  fact,  betrothed  from  their  infancy.  They  were 
deeply  attached  to  each  other,  and  the  year  of  their  nuptials 
was  arranged.  But  during  the  whole  period  of  Doiia  Ma- 
ria's visit  to  her  cousin  and  betrothed,  in  the  midst  of  her 
magnificent  surroundings,  the  sad  beautiful  face  of  the 
strange  painter  haunted  her,  filled  her  soul,  and  clouded  her 
happiness. 

Three  years  had  elapsed,  and  the  bridal  day  of  Doiia 
Maria  had  arrived.  It  was  arranged  that  the  marriage 
should  be  celebrated  at  Madrid,  in  her  father's  palace.  The 
grandest  preparations  had  been  made.  The  great  banquet- 
ing hall  was  magnificently  prepared,  and  everything  was  in 
readiness  for  the  great  event.  The  evening  before  the  wed- 
ding day  Don  Alphonso  left  the  Count's  palace  to  be  absent 
a  few  hours.  Doira  Maria  was  left  to  herself,  and  as  she  was 
much  wearied  and  excited  by  the  events  of  the  past  few 
weeks,  she  suggested  to  her  maid  that  they  walk  out  in  the 
evening  air.  Wrapping  their  \eils  closely  about  them,  con- 
cealing their  faces,  they  walked  through  the  Grand  Plaza, 
and  to  the  street  beyond.  The  air  was  fragrant  with  the  per- 
fume of  orange  blossoms,  while  the  peals  of  bells  from  the 
convent  on  the  summit  blended  softly  with  the  nearer  sound 
of  a  Spanish  song,  sung  in  the  rich  full  tones  of  a  man.  The 
hour  was  entrancing.  Lighted  up  by  the  sunset  was  a  group 
of  gypsies,  gorgeous  even  in  their  rags. 

A  man  in  a  striped  mantle  of  many  hues  leaned  languidly 
against  one  of  the  trees,  and  talked  to  a  dark-eyed  girl  with 
scarlet  blossoms  in  her  hair.  Against  the  sky  loomed  the 
glorious  cathedral,  in  which  Murillo's  great  painting  lives  for- 
ever, the  "Angel  de  la  Guarda,"  representing  a  beautiful 
seraph  with  spreading  wings  leading  a  little  trustful  child  by 
the  hand,  and  directing  him  to  look  beyond  earth  into  the 
heavenly  light. 

All  these  scenes  of  her  beloved  city  appealed  strongly  to 
the  poetic  mind  of  Dona  Maria  with  an  intense  feeUng  of 
beauty,  which  was  heightened  by  the  charms  of  antiquity 
and  the  coloring  of  romance. 

At  this  moment  a  bell  solemnly  tolled.  ,  It  was  the  hour  of 
the  oracion.  In  an  instant  every  voice  was  hushed ;  the  horse- 
man reined  in  his  steed,  the  footman  stood  still,  even  the 
hum  of  the  city  seemed  held  in  check  as  by  an  invisible 
power,  the  \'ery  air  seemed  to  be  hushed.  Doiia  Maria  and 
her  maid  bowed  low  their  heads.  After  the  moment  passed, 
in  a  feeling  of  devotion  which  it  inspired  they  approached 
the  nearest  chapel,  hoping  to  be  in  time  for  the  \-esper  serv- 
ice. A  small  church  stood  at  the  end  of  the  street.  They 
entered  ;  Dona  Maria,  removing  her  veil,  walked  up  the  aisle 
and  sunk  down  upon  her  knees  at  the  altar.  Raising  her 
head  in  an  altitude  of  de\'Otion  toward  heaven,  the  altar- 
lamp  shed  its  soft,  dim  light  over  her  beautiful  upturned 
face. 

Suddenly  a  sharp,  wild  cry  was  heard  in  the  quiet,  solitarj' 
church.  Dofia  Maria  started  and  looked  anxiously  about  her, 
and  clasped  her  hands  in  fear.  Above  her  head,  for  the  first 
time,  she  saw  the  picture — the  picture  of  herself  With 
startled  eyes  and  heaving  breast  she  stood  transfi.xed,  as  if 
turned  to  marble.  Some  invisible  hand  seemed  to  hold  her 
in  a  spell  she  could  not  break.  Slowly  she  turned.  At  the 
inner  door,  leading  to  the  sacristy,  she  beheld  the  painter. 
His  countenance  was  death-like.  With  an  unearthly  gaze 
his  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her.  In  that  intense  moment  soul 
answered  soul.  Quickened  to  adore  her,  his  soul  shining 
through  his  eyes,  he  fell  upon  his  knees  at  her  feet,  and  look- 
ing with  rapture  into  her  face,  murmured  ;  "  O  strange  de- 
light !  O  infinite  peace!  why  am  I  thus  blessed!"  Then 
over  his  sad,  worn,  yet  beautiful  face,  fell  a  death-like  pallor, 
and  convulsively  extending  his  hands  as  if  to  clasp  her,  he 
fell  backward  at  the  altar  dead. 

Morning  in  Madrid.  The  marble  aisles  of  the  grand 
cathedral  are  reverberating  the  triumphal  notes  of  happy 
love.  A  procession  of  altar-boys  and  little  girls  in  white, 
bearing  lighted  candles,  pass  up  the  great  central  aisle  and 
pause  before  the  altar.  The  colonnades  are  crowded  with  the 
beauty,  youth,  and  fashion  of  the  fair  city.  Glorious  dark 
eyes,  gay  cavaliers,  and  pyramids  of  flowers,  lend  an  inde- 
scribable glow  and  brilliancy  to  the  scene.  Murillo's  altar- 
piece  seemed  endowed  with  life,  from  the  reflection  cast  by 
the  softening  light  of  a  myriad  of  candles.  A  great  burst  of 
joyful  melodv  heralds  the  approach  of  the  bride.  Dona 
Maria,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  father,  white  as  her  satin 
robe,  and  with  an  almost  pulseless  heart,  slowly  and  mechan- 
ically moves  up  the  aisle  and  stands  before  the  altar.  The 
hand  that  Don  Alphonso  holds  is  cold  and  lifeless,  and  a 
momentary  chill  passes  over  his  happy  heart,  as  he  looks 
upon  the  statuesque  and  deathlike  beauty  of  his  bride.  The 
intonations  of  the  priest  sound  far  away  and  unmeaning  as 
the  cereiT.onial  words  are  spoken;  the  responses  of  one,  at 
least,  of  the  plighted  are  faint  and  mechanical,  and  as  the 
wedded  pair  pass  out  of  the  great  cathedral,  the  old  arched 
portals,  could  they  have  spoken,  would  have  said,  "  a  sadder 
or  more  melancholy  bride  ne'er  passed  out  here  before." 

S.\N  FR.\xti.scci,  Sept.  ID,  1878.  Lotus. 

Bili  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  September  15.  1878. 

Maiira.s  Mullagatawny. 

Muskm<:lon. 

Fried  B.-imcouta,  M.xshed  Potatoes. 

HecfalalModc. 

Aspar.agus.  Baked  EgE  Plant. 

Roast  Chicken,  Currant  Jelly. 

Artichokes. 

Apple  Snow-balls.     Ra-spberries. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Figs,  Grapes,  Pears,  Plums,  Gages,  Peaches,  and  Apples. 

To  M.AKE  Afl'LE  Snow-ram..';. — Boil  some  rice  ten  minutes ;  tlrain  and  let  it 

cool.     Pare  and  core  some  l.irge  apples  without  dividing  them.     Spread  the  rice 

on  -some  dumpling  cloths,  tie    the  fruit  (surrounded   by  the  rjce)  .separately  in 

these,  and  boil  three  ijuarters  ol  an  hour. 

Salce. — A  little  butter  and  sugar  mixed  to  a  cream  ;  a  spoonful  of  com-starch 
coolted  in  two  cupfuls  of  boiling  water  ;  flavor  to  taste. 


LET'S  DING  THE  POOR  TEACHERS, 


There  is  a  want  of  funds  in  the  education  board.  Some- 
thing must  be  done  to  curtail  expenses.  But  the  higher  offi- 
cials, who  get  $200  a  month,  and  the  exceptional  teachers, 
who  might  well  be  spared,  will  not  stand  any  reduction.  So 
the  brilliant  device  is  adopted  of  obliging  the  inferior  teach- 
ers to  contribute  each  a  half  month's  salary  to  make  up  the 
deficiency. 

Now  see  how  this  works  !  Here  is  a  poor  female  teacher, 
who  has  to  support  several  children,  and  has  $60  a  month. 
Reducing  her  down  to  $30  for  this  month  is  equivalent  to 
starvation. 

Forty  years  ago  there  was  a  similar  scheme  of  retrench- 
ment in  the  Church  of  England.  But,  as  no  one  thought  of 
touching  the  revenues  of  the  bishops,  the  proposition  was  to 
victimize  the  inferior  clergy — to  cut  down  the  salaries  of  the 
deans  and  canons  of  the  cathedrals  (are  our  Solons  copying 
this  scheme?).  Then  it  was  that  Sidney  Smith,  the  celebrated 
wit,  himself  a  canon  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  published  the 
following  imaginary  scrap  of  media^xal  history,  which  we 
comrffend  to  the  Board  of  Education  : 

"  There  was  a  great  meeting  of  all  the  clergy  at  Dordrecht, 
and  the  chronicler  thus  describes  it,  \\'hich  I  give  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  translation  ;  '  And  there  was  great  store  of  bish- 
ops in  the  town,  in  their  robes  goodly  to  behold  ;  and  all  the 
great  men  of  the  state  were  there,  and  folks  poured  in  in 
boats  on  the  Meuse,  the  Merve,  the  Rhine,  and  the  Linge, 
coming  from  the  Isle  of  Beverlandt  and  Isselmond,  and  from 
all  quarters  in  the  Bailiwick  of  Dort ;  Armenians  and  Go- 
marists,  with  the  friends  of  John  Barne\eldt  and  of  Hugh 
Grote.  And  before  my  lords  the  bishops,  Simon  of  Glou- 
cester, who  was  a  bishop  in  those  parts,  disputed  with  Vors- 
tius  and  Leoline  the  monk,  and  many  texts  of  scripture  were 
bandied  to  and  fro. 

"  And  when  this  was  done,  and  many  propositions  made, 
and  it  waxed  toward  twelve  of  the  clock,  my  lords  the 
bishops  prepared  to  set  them  dowm  to  a  fair  repast,  in  which 
was  great  store  of  good  things,  and  among  the  rest  a  roasted 
peacock,  having  in  lieu  of  a  tail  the  arms  and  banners  of  the 
archbishop,  which  was  a  goodly  sight  to  all  who  favored  the 
church.  And  then  the  archbishop  would  say  a  grace,  as  was 
seemly  to  do,  he  being  a  very  holy  man  ;  but  ere  he  had  fin- 
ished a  great  mob  of  townspeople  and  folks  from  the  coun- 
try, who  were  gathered  under  the  window,  cried  out,  ''Breads 
bread."  for  there  was  a  great  famine,  and  wheat  had  risen 
to  three  times  the  ordinary  price.  And  when  they  had  done 
zry'mg,'  Bread,  bread  J'  they  called  out, '.Vo  bfs/iop.'^  z.-nA 
began  to  cast  up  stones  at  the  windows  ;  whereat  my  lords 
the  bishops  were  in  a  great  fright,  and  cast  their  dinners  out 
of  the  windows  to  appease  the  mob;  and  so  the  men  of  that 
town  were  well  pleased,  and  did  devour  the  tneats  with  a 
great  appetite. 

"And  then  you  might  have  seen  my  lords  standing  with 
empty  plates  and  looking  wistfully  at  each  other,  till  Simon, 
of  Gloucester,  he  who  had  disputed  with  Leoline,  the  monk, 
stood  up  and  said:  'Good,  my  lords,  is  it  yenir  pleasure  to 
stand  here  fasting,,  and  that  those  who  count  lower  in  the 
clmrcli  than  you  do  should  feast  and  fluster  /  Let  us  order 
to  us  the  dinner  of  the  Deans  and  Canons,  which  ^  is  making 
ready  for  them  in  the  chamber  below  ? '  And  this  speech  of 
Simon  of  Gloucester  pleased  the  bishops  much;  and  so  they 
sent  for  the  host,  one  William,  of  Ypres,  and  told  him  it  was 
for  the  public  good,  and  he,  much  fearing  the  bishops, 
brought  them  the  dinner  of  the  deans  and  canons.  .'\nd  so 
the  deans  and  canons  went  away  without  dinner,  and  were 
pelted  by  the  men  of  the  town,  because  the;'  had  not  put  any 
meat  out  of  the  windows  like  the  bishops.  And  when  the 
Count  came  to  hear  of  it  he  said  it  was  a  pleasant  conceit, 
and  that  the  bishops  were  right  cunning  men,  andhadding'd 
the  canons  welL'^ 

Is  not  this  piece  of  history  apposite  to  the  subject .'  We 
leave  the  Board  of  Education  to  run  out  the  parallel. 


You  may  gather  a  rich  harvest  by  reading,  but  thought  is 
the  winnowing  machine. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Une  belle  femme  qui  a  les  qualities  d'un  honnete  homme 
est  ce  qu'il  y  a  au  monde  de  plus  dtilicieux;  Ton  trouve  en 
elle  tout  le  mtirite  des  deux  sexes. — La  Bi  uyt're. 

C'est  le  jouir  et  non  le  posseder  qui  rend  heuretix. — Mon- 
taigne. 

L'amour  est  un  plaisir  qui  nous  tourmente,  mais  ce  tour- 
ment  fait  plaisir. — Scribe. 

La  petite  vdrole  est  la  bataille  de  Waterloo  des  femmes. 
Le  lendemain  elles  connaissent  ceux  qui  les  aiment  viiritable- 
meni. — Balzac. 

pinLOSOPim-.  d'un  bohemie.n. 
Je  donne  k  I'oubli  le  passt^. 

Le  present  it  rindifference, 
ICt  pour  Wvre  debarassL-, 
L'avenir  u  la  Providence. 

LTne  amie  de  Madame  Scarron  lui  exprimait  un  jour  son 
^tonnement  de  lui  avoir  vu  t'pouser  un  mari  aussi  laid  que  le 
sien. — Madame,  lui  repondit-elle,  les  amants  doivent  ijtre 
toujours  de  beaux  homines,  les  maris  comme  il  plait  ^  Dieu. 

C'est  en  apprenant  la  musique  que  beaucoup  de  jeunes 
cceurs  apprennent  l'amour. 

.WIS. 

je  vous  le  donne 
Ce  petit  avis  en  secret. 
Si  voire  cceur  n'est  it  personne, 
I^lt  que  nion  ca;ur  aoit  voire  fait, 

Je  vous  le  donne. 

Le  radicalisme  n'est  c|ue  le  dc'sespoir  de  la  logique. — /.<;- 
marline. 

,     Pour  connlitre  I'eau,  il  faut  reinonter  .^  la  source.— 7'/v- 
verbe  persan. 

La  bdgueule  est  it  la  femme  vertueuse  ce  que  le  tartuffe  est 
au  dcvot. 

La  prude  est  la  bt!gueule  de  bonne  foi,  plus  bete  qu'  hypo- 
crite. 

Lorsque  les  femmes  vont  au  spectacle,  elles  s'habillent 
moins  pour  voir  que  pour  6tre  vues. 

J'ai  vu  des  demoiselles  de  vingt-cinq  ans  affecter  une  na- 
ivete enfantine  qui  m'a  fait  douter  de  leur  vertu. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


NO  TICE, 

The  ArgoaAut  is  puhliiked  citry  S^ilurday,  at  So.  S--    dili/i^rHid 

Street,  by  the  .irXi'fi-za£  PuHtski/tx  Comf^njr. 
/fa/a  c/ SuS^^nfi.a.  S-f  p<r  ytar:  six  months,  f^.^j:  three  mcitths, 

^i.^o — /•jy.i-'.'e  ti  aJixiHce.      Postage  prepaid.       City  subsiriberi 

served  forjs  cents  per  4w«ii.    Single  iopies.  loeeuts. 
Address  all  eommunieatioHS  to  "  The  Argonaut.  J23  California  Street, 

San  pr.t/tm,  -." 
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P.   STASTOW  Bnsimess  Manager. 


V<^^^M''^f''^- 


THE  ARGONAUT. 


Frank  M.  I'ixi.kv,  ) 
Fred.  M.  Somkks,  i 


Etiilors. 


SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  14,  1S7S. 


SOMETHING  BETTER  THAN  SIERRA  NEVADA. 

It  is  here  respectfully  but  finnly  announced  that  on  next 
Friday  afternoon  there  will  be  issued— as  "a  flyer" — from 
this  office  10,000  shares  of  stock  of  '*  The  Wildcat  Specula- 
tion Company  'L'nlimitcd,'."  ICach  certificate  issued  will 
have  attached  an  exhibit  containing  hundreds  of  sketches 
illustrative  of  the  stock  excitement — scenes  in  the  Hoards, 
on  the  street,  and  caricatures  of  prominent  brokers  and 
heavy  operators.    "  Take  in  a  few  shares  at  bedrock  prices." 

Between  the  two  great  English-speaking  nations — "the 
greater  and  the  lesser  liritain,"  .America  being  in  extent  of 
territory  and  in  population  the  larger — it  is  natural  that  there 
should  be  great  rivalry.  As  Kngland  is  in  evcrjthing  that 
constitutes  real  greatness  our  superior,  it  is  doubtless  nat- 
ural that  we,  conscious  of  our  inferiority,  should  constantly 
declare  the  sujicrioriiy  of  our  institutions,  and  boast  of  the 
grander  destiny  that  awaits  us.  It  is  the  younger  rooster 
that  ever  crows  the  loudest.  It  is  because  we  are  English- 
men so  recently  descended  from  Knglish  parcnLigc  that  our 
boastings  may  be  regarded  as  somewhat  pardonable.  We 
may  at  least  claim  tliat  this  tendency  to  estimate  ourselves 
at  our  full  value  is  a  transmitted  inheritance,  and  charge  to 
our  ancestral  race  this  transmitted  weakness.  What  should 
make  our  vanity,  or  its  display,  more  endurable  to  our 
Kuropean  friends  \\  that  the  first  and  loudest  claim  we 
make  to  superiority  is  based  upon  the  fact  that  we  are  of 
Knglish  descent  To  quote  from  a  former  article  in  the  Ar- 
cONAirr;  "  It  is  true  ethnologically,  and  true  in  every  sense, 
that  an  .American — speaking  generally — is  nothing  but  a 
transplanted  Knglishinan.  In  seventy-tive  per  cenL  of  the 
people  of  this  country  there  is  not  a  globule  of  blood  that  is 
not  English.  The  glories  of  England  are  our  glories.  She 
can  achieve  nothing  that  our  fathers  did  not  help  to  make 
[MKsible  to  her.  The  learning,  the  power,  the  refinement  of 
a  great  nation,  are  not  the  growth  of  a  century,  but  of  many 
centuries  ;  each  generation  builds  upon  the  work  of  the  pre- 
ceding. For  untold  ages  our  ancestors  wrought  to  rear  that 
splendid  pile,  the  civilization  of  England.  .And  shall  we 
now  try  to  belittle  the  mighty  structure  because  other  though 
kindred  .hands  %re  laying  the  top  courses  while  we  have 
elected  to  found  a  new  tower  in  another  land?  -The  Ameri- 
can who  is  not  proud  of  his  part  in  England's  glory  is  un- 
worthy to  enjoy  his  lesser  heritage  in  the  lesser  glorj'  of  his 
own  country." 

It  is  but  two  centuries  and  a  half  of  lime  since  from  out 
the  thronged  and  teeming  inland-hive  our  forefathers  be- 
gan to  find  their  way  across  the  ocean.  It  is  but  little  more 
than  an  hundrcil  years  that,  as  an  indei>endent  nation,  we 
have  cut  loose  from  the  crown,  and  laws,  and  social  habits 
of  the  motherland.  In  laying  aside  the  crown,  we  preser\ed 
the  essence  of  its  power,  discarding  only  the  bauble  and  the 
head  that  bore  it.  English  laws  we  did  preserve,  and  built 
upon,  as  the  very  foundation  of  the  fabric  of  the  government 
we  reared.  The  social  habits,  religious  views,  t:istcs,  litera- 
ture, and  language  we  have  maintained  and  imitated,  so 
that  to-day  we  arc  as  essentially  English  as  are  the  English 
themselves,  and  we  even  boast  that  in  many  parts  of  our 
country  the  language  is  written  and  spoken  with  greater  pur- 
ity than  in  many  parts  of  the  United  Kingdom. 


Our  forefathers  thought  that  in  severing  their  allegi.ince 
from  the  throne,  and  in  planting  broad  and  deep  the  founda- 
tions of  another  government  in  another  continent,  they  had 
made  a  wise  improvement  in  establishing  a  republican  in- 
stead of  a  monarchical  form.  The  e.\perience  of  a  century  of 
time  has  demonstrated  that  they  were  partly  right  and  partly 
wrong.  Right  in  thinking  that  an  intelligent  people  is  quali- 
fied to  select  from  its  number  officers  to  execute  the  laws  of 
■j\-ra  m.iking;  right  in  denying  to  any  dynasty  authority 


to  govern;  right  in  saying  that  no  family  has  divine  or 
other  claim  to  be  first  in  a  free  State,  or  to  be  maintained  at 
public  expense.  Wrong,  we  fear,  in  declaring  that  only  age, 
sex,  and  color  should  limit  the  elective  privilege  and  the  c\- 
crcise  of  sovereign  power  ;  wrong,  we  fear,  in  so  liberally 
extending  invitations  to  immigrants  from  other  nationalities, 
arid  making  citizenship  so  easy  of  attainment;  wrong,  per- 
haps, in  the  liberality  of  laws  that  secure  to  every  trial — 
criminal  and  civil — the  intervention  of  a  jury;  clearly  wrong 
in  an  abuse  that  has  grown  u|>on  the  country,  in  pcrniilling 
an  elective  judiciary.  If  we  hail  kept  nearer  to  the  example 
of  I-^ngland's  institutions,  and  had  not  so  widely  departed 
from  the  formulas  of  her  government,  it  might  have  been 
better  for  us.  As  in  learning  and  letters,  in  art  and  the 
science  of  government,  America  is  but  the  *"  faint  and  stam- 
mering echo  of  England,"  so,  perhaps,  it  had  been  well  if  we 
had  adhered  more  nearly  to  the  constitution  and  laws  of 
England  in  the  reign  of  lieorgc  the  Third,  and  had  not 
adopted  French  Democracy,  with  the  widc-bollometl  panta- 
loons introduced  by  Jefferson  from  F' ranee. 


I"or  nearly  all  that  is  good  in  our  American  civilization  we 
are  indebted  to  England  ;  the  errors  and  mischiefs  are  of 
our  own  creation.  We  have  originated  little,  because  there 
is  little  to  originate,  but  we  have  unconsciously  reproduced 
many  of  the  discredited  and  abandoned  systems  of  former 
ages  and  other  countries — receiving  them  at  second  hand, 
but  making  them  ours  by  the  sheer  strength  and  immobility 
of  the  national  belief  in  their  newness  ;  for  it  is  not  possible 
to  make  an  experiment  in  government,  in  art,  in  literature,  in 
sociology,  or  in  morals,  that  has  not  been  made  over,  and 
over,  and  over  again.  That  the  English  are  our  intellectual 
superiors  is  due  not  to  (he  superior  mind,  but  to  the  superior 
opportunity.  An  hundred  years  of  national  growth  may  not 
expect  to  compete  with  nine  centuries  of  national  develop- 
ment. Our  institutions  of  learning  are  new ;  their  shingle 
roofs,  scarcely  covered  with  the  mosses  and  lichens  of  age, 
may  not  compare  with  those  splendid  scats  of  learning,  Ox- 
ford and  Cambridge,  the  very  names  of  whose  founders  is 
lost  in  the  twilight  of  history,  and  we  may  feci  no  embarass- 
mcnt  in  admitting  that  our  scholars,  in  the  sum  of  their 
learning  and  the  scope  of  their  achievements,  have  not  ac 
complished  results  to  compare  with  those  of  England. 


ISased  upon  the  political  and  social  system  of  England, 
there  has  grown  up  a  caste,  an  aristocracy  of  wealth,  of 
leisure,  of  intellect.  There  may  be  serious  disadvantages 
attending  the  laws  of  primogeniture  and  entail.  There  may 
be  wrongs  and  inconveniences  attending  a  house  of  heredi- 
tary law-makers,  whose  di^rnity  is  maintained  by  entailed 
properties  ;  but  there  are  certain  compensations  and  advan- 
tages in  a  system  under  which  all  important  trusts — political 
and  professional,  civil  and  military,  eclesiastical  and  secular 
— are  held  by  educated  men  ;  that  is,  by  men  of  trained  facul- 
ties and  disciplined  judgment — and  in  England  that  is  what 
we  see.  The  government  is  composed  of  university  men  ; 
the  army  and  navy  are  officered  by  university  men.  Uiii\'er- 
sity  men  sit  in  Parliament,  and  university  men  make  the 
newspapers.  To  compare  our  public  men  with  those  ol  sim- 
ilar positions  in  England  will  illustrate  the  mistake  made  by 
the  founders  of  the  government  in  not  limiting  the  elective 
privilege.  .\s  the  stream  can  rise  no  higher  than  its  source, 
so  the  ministerial,  the  legislative,  and  the  judicial  functions 
of  our  government  will  soon  find  themselves  in  the  hands  of 
men  of  average  intellect  and  average  honeslj-  with  those 
who  elect  them.  This  standard  of  inteligence  and  integ- 
rity is  growing  lower  and  lower  every  year  in  our  republic. 


Such  considerations  as  these— comparing  our  government 
with  that  of  ICngland— will  thrust  themselves  upon  thinking 
men,  when  we  contemplate  the  character  of  the  class  which 
is  now  a  growing  power  in  our  land,  and  mite  the  men  it  is 
evolving  as  the  oracles  of  its  principles  and  the  prophets  of 
its  intentions.  We  look  with  alarm  and  anxiety  upon  this 
drifting  away  from  the  landmarks  that  wc  have  hitherto  kept 
in  view.  t>ur  I'residcnt  is  either  an  available,  or  an  accident; 
our  Senate  is  gradually  sinking  from  its  former  dignity,  pa- 
triotism, and  intelligence  ;  our  House  of  Kepresentatives  no 
longer  represents  even  the  average  of  the  national  capacity 
and  integrity.  We  can  not  truthfully  say  that,  as  a  rule,  our 
officials  are  honest  and  faithful.  We  are  not  without  well- 
founded  suspicions  that  integrity  is  the  exception  at  the  na- 
tional capital.  \\'e  make  these  suggestions,  comparing  our 
government  and  its  institutions  with  those  of  England,  with 
no  hint  of  i|uestioning  the  general  superiority  of  a  republican 
form  of  government  We  are  not  blind  to  the  imperfections, 
corruptions,  and  extravagance  of  monarchical  institutions, 
but  wc  can  riot  refrain  from  thinking  that  there  are  many 
things  in  the  government  of  England  that  we  will  do  well  to 
consider,  with  a  view  of  retracing  our  steps  to  the  point 
from  which  the  fathers  of  our  republic  mistakenly  took  their 
departure. 

One  thing  is  most  noticeable,  that  the  best  minds  in 
.America  are  not  devoted  to  public  affairs.  The  best  of  the 
trained  intellects  of  the  country,  the  most  highly  educated, 
turn  their  attention  to  some  other  service  than  that  of  the 
state,  leaving  lower  minds  and  those  not  possessing  the 


higher  qualifications  to  engage  in  politics.  We  do  not  lack 
men  of  superior  training,  and  of  the  very  highest  acquire- 
ments in  point  of  learning.  We  see  them  in  professional 
life,  noticeably  at  the  bar,  and  not  so  often  upon  the  bench, 
because  the  honors  and  rewards  of  the  bar  are  greater  than 
those  of  the  bench.  A  life-long  service  in  an  ill-paid  judicial 
position  may  leave  but  lingering  years  of  poverty  after 
the  service  is  done.  At  the  head  of  business  aflairs,  direct- 
ing great  enterprises,  managing  railroads,  banks,  and  steam 
fleets,  and  in  financial  positions,  wc  see  in  America  the 
ablest  and  strongest  men  ;  but  they  make  no  eflort  to  attain 
the  dignities  and  honors  of  public  service  because  they  feel 
that  it  is  not  an  honor  to  secure  the  very  highest  of  the  lead- 
ing places  in  our  government.  There  are  men  in  San  Fran- 
cisco and  all  over  the  nation  who  would  scorn  to  exchange 
their  private  positions  for  the  very  highest  place  in  the  serv- 
ice of  the  government.  The  result  is,  that  meaner  minds 
climb  to  the  top,  where,  in  the  language  of  Catiline,  they 
"  hang  hissing  "  at  the  nobler  men  below. 


We  recall  lo  our  minds  two  incidents  illustrative  of  the 
different  degrees  of  consideration  accorded  to  our  great  men 
in  the  past  and  present  time.  There  was  a  time  in  the  his- 
tory of  our  country  when  to  be  (_iovernor  of  a  State,  member 
of  the  House  of  Kcprescntalives,  or  member  of  the  Senate 
of  the  United  Slates,  was  a  distinguished  honor,  entitling  the 
incumbent  to  the  highest  consideration  of  his  fellow-citizens. 
Now,  alas !  except  in  the  political  circle,  these  positions  carry 
with  them  but  little  honor.  The  incidents  10  which  we  refer 
are  connected  with  the  lives  of  Daniel  Webster  and  Henry 
Clay  :  Now  nearly  fifty  years  ago  it  was  announced  that 
Daniel  Webster  would  journey  by  stages  through  New  York, 
stopping  at  the  prominent  villages.  He  was  a  guest  at  our 
father's  house.  The  country  gentlemen  for  miles  around 
came  pouring  in  to  pay  him  their  respects  ;  and  we  shall 
never  forget  the  awe  and  veneration  \\  ith  which  as  a  boy  we 
looked  upon  this  wonderful  and  honored  man.  Later,  Henry 
Clay  passed  through  New  ^"ork  State.  His  was  a  triumphal 
procession  throughout  the  North,  in  which  scholars,  men  of 
wealth,  and  gcnllemen  vied  with  each  other  to  pay  him  re- 
spect Now,  Rutherford  Hayes,  the  President  of  a  common- 
wealth of  40,000,000  people,  goes  junketing  around  the  coun- 
try, slopping  at  county  fairs,  making  small  speeches  from  the 
tail-board  of  a  railroad  car,  and  no  one,  save  he  who  has 
an  office  or  wants  one,  unless  for  curiosity,  pays  him  the  com- 
pliment of  going  10  the  depot  to  see  the  train  pass.  A  cab- 
inet officer  visits  San  Francisco,  and  the  press  urges  us  to 
give  him  a  reception  "  because  he  is  the  first  cabinet  officer 
that  e\'er  \-isited  this  coast,"  and  we  are  in  hopes  that  he  will 
build  us  a  post-office  upon  Portsmouth  Square. 


In  two  other  particulars  we  contrast  our  government  with 
that  of  England,  and  not  10  our  advantage.  To  the  Parlia- 
ment of  England  a  constituency  may  send  any  representative 
who  is  a  subject  of  the  realm,  no  matter  in  what  part  of  the 
kingdom  he  may  reside.  Thus  a  distinguished  scholar,  think- 
er, writer,  or  orator,  may  be  chosen  to  represent  any  constitu- 
ency in  the  council  of  the  nation.  In  .America  we  may  choose 
a  United  States  Senator,  member  of  Congress,  member  of 
-Assembly,  or  Supervisor  only  from  the  State,  district,  pre- 
cinct, or  ward  in  which  he  ma>'  reside.  If  Gladstone,  Dis- 
raeli, Lord  Salisbury,  and  the  Marquis  of  Huntingdon  lived 
at  San  Francisco  only  one  would  be  eligible  to  the  Assembly 
of  California.  In  all  other  countries  except  that  of  the 
L'nited  States,  to  have  filled  a  public  position  acceptably  is  a 
claim  for  its  retention.  In  England  the  Premier  may  hold 
his  power  so  long  as  the  wisdom  of  the  realm  indorses  his 
intelligence,  his  wisdom,  his  patriotism,  and  his  political  pol- 
icy. A  member  of  Parliament  who  has  illustrated  his  fitness 
by  his  learning,  his  eloquence,  or  his  industry,  may  expect  lo 
be  retained.  In  the  diplomatic  service  success  and  qualifi- 
cations are  the  certain  claims  to  advancement.  The  faith- 
ful public  ser\*ant  may  die  in  the  public  employment,  or  be 
pensioned  in  advanced  old  age  or  declining  powers.  The 
subordinate  rests  in  the  assurance  that  if  he  does  his  duty  he 
will  hold  his  place.  In  .America  we  are  in  the  never-ending, 
never-ceasing  scramble  and  clamor  for  place.  Rotation  in  of- 
fice is  the  worm  at  the  root  of  our  institutions.  "  To  the 
victors  belong  the  spoils "  is  a  vile  tradition  that  saps  the 
very  foundations  of  our  government  I'arty  spirit  runs  high 
in  England.  Great  men,  great  intellects  strive  for  power. 
Parliament  divides  upon  questions  of  national  policy,  party 
strife  and  party  rancor  shows  itself  upon  the  hustings;  but 
only  in  America  does  a  change  of  administration  lead  to  an 
entire  out-turning  of  every  clerk  and  tide-water  laborer  in 
public  employment,  thus  disturbing  all  the  routine  and  de- 
tail of  official  business  and  proclaiming  to  the  official  incum- 
bent the  necessity  of  stealing,  in  order  to  indemnify  himself 
for  the  cost  of  the  past  election  and  the  expenses  of  the  next. 


We  visited  El  Dorado  County  this  last  week  attending  the 
agricultural  fair.  It  Js  a  magnificent  county.  Outside  of 
California  there  is  no  land  in  the  world  that  produces  such 
fruit.  Dried  fruit  is  to  the  thermal  belt  that  runs  through 
our  foot-hills  a  source  of  inexhaustible  wealth.  All  this  re- 
gion needs  is  a  market,  enterprise,  industry,  and  patience. 
We  shall  write  at  length  of  this  county  in  our  ne.xt  issue. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


PRATTLE, 


'  The  genuine  drama,''  says 
-  the  Call's  theatrical  reporter,  "  is 
better  appreciated  in  this  city 
than  any  wliere  else 
in  America.  This 
may  sound  hke  self- 
praise,  but  it  is  the 
honest  testimony  of 
managers."  I  know 
an  honest  manager 
\yhosays  that  the  genuine  drama  is  better  appreciated  in  Fat 
Squaw  Caiion  than  it  is  in  San  Francisco.  But  he  manages 
a  theatre  in  Fat  Squaw  Canon,  and  his  judgment  has  per- 
haps a  local  bias  from  which  that  of  San  Francisco  honest 
managers  is  conspicuously  free.  Indeed,  I  know  of  l)is 
opinion  only  through  tlie  village  vanity  of  the  theatrical  re- 
porter of  the  Fat  Squaw  Canon  War-whoop. 


When  Man  nnd  Woman  had  been  made, 

AH  save  the  disposition, 
The  Devil  to  the  workshop  strayed, 

And  somehow  gained  admission. 

The  Master  rested  from  his  work, 

For  this  was  on  a  Sunday, 
The  Man  was  snoring  hke  a  Turk, 

Content  to  wait  till  Monday. 

"Too  bad!"  the  Woman  cried;  "Oil,  why 
Does  slumber  not  benumb  rac? 
.-\  disposition!     Oh.   I  die 

To  know  if  'tu  ill  become  me  !  " 

The  .Adversary  said  ;  "No  doubt 
'Twill  be  extremely  fine,  ma'am. 

Though  sure  'tis  long  to  do  without — 
I  beg  to  lend  you  mine,  ma'am." 

The  Devil's  disposition  when 

She'd  got,  of  course  she  wore  it, 

For  she'd  no  disposition  then. 
Nor  has  now,  to  restore  it. 


The  Kearney  parly  (says  a  telegram)  spent  the  day  at 

Coney  Island,  strolling  on  the  beach  and  bathing  in  the  surf. 

.Across  the  hills  of  Darieu 

A  look  the  .Atlantic  threw. 
And  sighed  to  the  Pacific  then  : 
"  Would  I  could  bathe  m  yon." 

"  \\"hy,''  said  the  greater  flood,   "  that's  queer; 
What  for  ?  "     The  lesser  sea 
Replied  :   "  'Tis  necessary,  dear, 
l''or  Kearney  bathed  in  iiii.'" 


Master  Charles  Owen  has  composed  another  song — 'Tis 
0}ily  ill  My  Dreams.  'Tis  only  in  mine  that  I  a:Ti  at  Jlas- 
ter  Charlie's  mercy  ;  in  them  his  song  pursues  me  like  the 
neighing  of  a  nightmare. 

"  The  writer  of  this  article  knows  his  own  mind,"  con- 
cludes an  irritable  and  abusive  contemporar}'.  That  is  not 
enough  to  prevent  my  getting  the  pull  on  him  ;  he  must  also 
mind  his  own  nose. 


No  woman  living  in  a  country  where  polygamy  is  forbid- 
den by  law  can  intelligently  consider  the  various  statutes 
affecting  her  happiness,  and  honestly  aver  that  through  mas- 
culine selfishness  the  balance  is  against  her.  If  monogamy 
has  any  other  basis  than  man's  \'oluntary  self-denial,  I  do 
not  know  what  it  is. 

.\  lot  in  our  graveyard  has  been,  says  the  press, 

.Set  apart  lor  Chinese  interments  ; 
-And  justice  compels  us  now  to  confess 

Too  strong  were  some  former  averments. 

'Tw.TS  said  no  good  landlord  would  give  them  a  lease. 

But  let  us  allow,  as  a  penance. 
For  some  kinds  of  real  estate  the  Chinese 

.\re  very  desirable  tenants. 


Following  are  sample  definitions  from  an  unpublished  dic- 
tionary for  which  (in  behalf  of  the  author)  I  am  ready  to  re- 
ceive subscriptions  :  "  Love,  the  folly  of  thinking  much  of 
another  before  one  knows  anything  of  oneself"  "  Courtship, 
the  timid  sipping  of  two  thirsty  souls  from  a  goblet  which 
both. can  easily  drain  but  neither  replenish."  .  "Marriage, 
a  feminine  device  for  imposing  silence,  whereby  one  woman 
is  made  to  guard  the  good  name  of  a  dozen  others."  "  Di- 
voree,  a  resumption  of  diplomatic  relations  and  rectification 
of  boundaries." 

Mr.  William  D.  Pollock's  poetic  work  is  like  the  liver  of 
Prometheus  —  constantly  devoured,  yet  constantly  repro- 
duced. As  long  as  he  is  read  he  will  write,  as  long  as  he 
writes  there  will  be  fools  to  read  him.  His  latest  delivery  in 
a  Sunday  paper  was  intended  to  inculcate  the  divine  virtues 
of  conjugal  tenderness  and  forbearance.  Its  mechanical  con- 
struction (each  line  broken  in  halves  and  made  into  two,  as  if 
to  convey  the  impression  that  he  is  paid  by  the  line,  when 
we  all  know  that  his  rates  are  ten  cents  per  idea  and  he  has 
never  made  sixpence)  may  be  best  set  forlh  by  the  following 
far  and  feeble  imitation ; 

Be  kind  to  Bill  I'ollook, 

The  gentle  bard,  chnging 
With  tooth  and  toe-nail 

To  his  harp  for  his  life; 
Be  patient  through  trials 

.And  bear  with  his  singing. 
Discharging  your  feelings 
By  licldng  your  wife. 


It  is  easier  and  more  agreeable  to  converse  with  a  woman 
than  with  a  man,  for  you  may  say  what  you  will;  you  have 
only  to  consider  how  you  say  it.  Pleasing  her  with  the  man- 
ner of  your  discourse  you  may  please  yourself  with  its  mat- 


President  Hayes'  Minnesota  speech  is  to  be  printed  and 
distributed  as  a  "campaign  document,"  to  the  disadvantage 
of  publishers  who  have  it  already  in  type  as  a  preface  of  a 
cookery  book,  and  the  unspeakable  disgust"  of  the  man  who 
wrote  it  some  years  ago  as  an  introductory  chapter  to  The 
Sididay-School  Hoyle. 

Says  the  JVIemphis  Avalanehe  :  "  Many  a  hand  in  Mem- 
phis will  refuse  to  again  touch  that  of  John  Donovan,  who 
allowed  his  wife  and  children  to  perish  alone."  And  many 
a  hand  which  refuses  to  touch  that  of  John  Donovan  will 
have  no  particular  aversion  to  John  Donovan's  pocket. 


.'V  friend  of  mine  called,  the  other  daj-,  at  the  house  of  a 
lady  of  fashion  who  to  considerable  beauty  added  a  rare 
talent  for  adorning  it.  Knowing  she  had  been  for  some  time 
seriously  ill,  he  was  as  much  surprised  as  delighted  when  the 
French  maid,  who  had  carried  up  his  card  and  his  tender  in- 
quiries, returned  and  said  ;  "  If  monsieur  will  be  so  good  as 
to  wait  a  little  half  hour,  madame  will  have  the  happiness  to 
see  him  and  sa.y  an  revoir.  Madame  is  dressing."  "  What ! 
is  she  so  soon  able  to  go  out  ?  "  "  O  no,  monsieur,  the  doctor 
will  not  permit ;  madame  is  dressing  for  death." 


Colonel  Travers  in  his  Admission  Day  oration  (which,  by 
the  w-ay,  seems  to  have  been  cruelly  cut  out  of  a  struggling 
newspaper)  showed  a  genius  for  poetical  misquotation  such 
as  not  one  colonel  in  a  million  is  gifted  withal ;  but  when  he 
tackled  his  own  verses  he  had  the  civility  to  give  them  cor- 
rectly.    For  example  : 

' '  The  futu,-e,  'tis  the  promised  land 
To  which  hope  points  with  prophetic  hand. 
Telling  it  is  the  fairy  land  of  flowers, 
That  only  changes  but  for  fruits.'' 

On  the  whole,  I  think  I  like  Colonel  Travers  better  when 
he  is  thanking  God  in  sober  prose  "  that  we  are  no  longer 
slaves  and  vassals  under  the  domination  of  cruel  and  rapa- 
cious feudal  lords  ;"  although  I  am  myself  so  basely  unaware 
of  the  advantages  of  the  present  regime  that  I  would  wil- 
lingly exchange  any  quantity  of  our  present  oppressors,  the 
orators  and  poets,  for  marauding  barons,  in  the  proportion  of 
one  fool  for  a  dozen  robbers. 


I  should  like,  however,  to  keep  Mj.  Dan  O'Connell,  whose 

poem  followed  Colonel  Travers'  oration.     In  fifty  lines  of 

metrical  prose  he  generously  gave  us  two  of  poetry — 

"To  where  the  stin,  at  eve  descending,  burned 
On  stranger  shores  and  unfamihar  seas." 

Of  a  young  poet  who  can  score  two  out  of  a  possible  fifty 
— and  who  therefore  needs  not  despair  of  being  able  some 
day  to  score  three — it  liiay  be  truly  said,  in  the  noble  words 
of  Colonel  Travers  :  "  The  future  is  before  him." 


Mrs.  Theresa  Corlett  also  "  raised  the  song"  on  Admission 
Day,  but  her  \-erses  seem  to  have  been  prudently  withheld 
from  publication.  Some  months  ago  this  excellent  lady  gath- 
ered up  a  double-fistful  of  pin-back,  aspired  to  the  skymost 
peak  of  Parnassus  and  straddled  it  like  a  man.  Apparently 
she  did  not  find  it  a  downy  seat,  and  has  descended  to  bor- 
row a  saddle.  This  rhyming  is  a  "  dreadful  trade,"  anyhow, 
like  that  of  gathering  samphire,  as  mentioned  by  Shakspeare. 
There  is  this  difference  :  the  man  who  gathered  samphire 
was  '•'  hanging,"  whereas  the  rhymer  only  deserves  to  hang. 


One  of  the  speakers,  a  journalist,  at  Piatt's  Hall,  on  Wed- 
nesday evening,  delivered  an  address  on  the  "  The  Freedom 
of  the  Press,"  which  a  morning  journal  epitomized  as  follows: 
"  A  free  press  is  the  foundation  of  repuljlican  government, 
and  the  bulwark  of  a  free  people,  and  when  it  is  curbed  by 
such  laws  as  those  in  France  the  liberties  of  the  people  are 
in  danger."  That  is  a  faultless  crjstallization  of  what  may 
be  called  the  editorial  religion  —  nothing  added,  nothing 
omitted.  It  is  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  of  the  newspaper 
faith,  expounded  by  one  of  its  prelates,  and  digested  by  a 
clerk  in  holy  orders.  It  is  a  pretty  bit  of  bosh,  immodest, 
shoppy,  and  without  a  grain  of  saving  sense.  There  is  no 
such  thing  as  ''  the  press  ;  "  there  are  newspapers.  Except 
as  regards  their  mechanical  characteristics  they  have  noth- 
ing in  common;  to  class  them  under  a  generic  name  with 
reference  to  their  effect  on  popular  liberty — whatever  that 
may  be — is  as  indociblc  and  impenitent  nonsense  as  it  would 
be  to  include  sea-serpents  and  stop-watches  under  one  com- 
prehensive designation  for  convenience  of  considering  their 
collective  influence  on  atmospheric  tides. 


The  influence  of  some  newspapers  on  republican  go\'crn- 
ment  is  discernibly  good  ;  that  of  the  enormous  majority 
conspicuously  bad.  Conducted  by  rogues  and  dunces  for 
dunces  and  rogues,  they  are  faithful  to  nothing  but  the  fol- 
lies and  vices  of  our  system,  strenuously  opposing  every 
intelligent  attempt  at  their  elimination.  They  fetter  the 
feet  of  wisdom,  and  stiffen  the  prejudices  of  the  ignorant. 
They  are  sycophants  to  the  mob,  tyrants  to  the  indi\idual. 
They  constitute  a  monstrous  menace  to  organized  society — 
a  formidable  peril  to  government  of  any  kind ;  and  if  ever 


in  America  anarchy  shall  beg  to  introduce  its  dear  friend 

despotism,  wc  shall  have  to  thank  our  vaunted  "  freedom  of 
the  press  "  as  the  controlling  spirit  of  the  turbulent  time  and 
Lord  of  Misrule.  We  may  then  be  grateful,  too,  that,  like  a 
meteor  consumed  by  friction  of  the  denser  atmosphere  which 
its  speed  compressed,  its  brightest  blaze  will  be  its  last.  The 
despot  whose  path  to  power  it  illumed  will  extinguish  it  with 
a  dash  of  ink. 

The  editorial  "creed"  above  transcribed  would  have  been 
imperfect  without  the  "damnatory  clause"  concerning  French 
repression  of  the  liberty  of  the  editorial  conscience.  It  is  a 
pretty  general  truth  that  where  the  press  is  free  from  control 
nobody  is  free  from  the  press  ;  and  this  has  been  notably  the 
case  in  France,  where  every  loosening  of  the  rein  is  followed 
by  a  kick  at  the  dash-board.  No  French  go\ernment,  royal, 
imperial,  or  republican,  ever  conceded  anything  to  the  de- 
mands of  the  newspapers  for  increased  "liberty"  without 
quick  reason  to  repent  the  folly.  An  resfe,  I  do  not  believe 
that  all  French  rulers  have  been  besotted  fools  concerning 
the  one  thing  on  which  they  were  agreed  ;  and  I  take  the 
liberty  of  the' press  to  doubt  that  every  self-instructed  lout 
on  this  side  the  Atlantic,  who  begins  life  as  an  historio- 
grapher of  dog  fights  and  soars  to  be  a  "  moulder  of  public 
opinion,"  could  order  things  better  in  France  by  making  them 
serve  the  supposed  interests  of  a  business  which  he  fancies 
resernbles  his  own. 

In  empty  words  all  rites  are  ever  ending. 

Yet  men  perform  them  with  a  strict  decorum  : 

Our  legislative  bodies,  when  attending 

To  some  one's  thievish  business  in  the  forum. 

Still  gravely  "call  the  roll,"  although  depending 
On  lobby  members  for  a  (quid  pro)  quorum. 

A  jury  of  the  French  Exposition  have  refused  an  award 
for  the  phonograph,  declaring  it  a  toy  which  c:-n  never  be  of 
any  practical  value.  There  is  respectable  precedent  for  this 
verdict;  persons  now  living  remember  a  learned  report  of 
the  British  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  that  steam  could  never 
be  of  any  use  in  the  royal  navy.  This,  I  believe,  is  the  onl)' 
mistake  ever  made  in  forecasting  the  future  ;  though  Bengel, 
who  predicted  that  the  Millennium  would  begin  in  1S36,  Mil- 
ler, who  set  it  for  1843,  and  Dr.  Cumming,  who  fixed  the 
date  twenty-three  years  farther  forward,  all  had  narrow  es- 
capes, so  far  at  least  as  concerns  San  Francisco. 


The  Bulletin  reported  that  Jlr.  Oscar  Lewis  had  com- 
mitted suicide.  The  statement  was  in  so  far  true  as  that 
Mr.  Lewis  had  invested  his  capital  in  the  Tamalpais  Hotel 
at  San  Rafael.  But  through  the  strange  per\'erse  fatality 
which,  like  a  visible  presence,  haunts  the  Bulletin's  editorial 
rooms  and  dogs  the  steps  of  its  reporters,  the  statement  was 
withheld  until  just  as  Mr.  Lewis  had  given  up  the  hotel— an 
event  more  in  the  nature  of  resurrection  than  of  death.  By 
the  way,  I  think  every  landlord  of  the  Tamalpais,  having  that 
hostelry  in  mind,  can  feelingly  appreciate,  and  will  thank  me 
for  quoting,  these  words  of  "  Sir  Davy  Dunce  "  in  Otway's 
Soldier  of  Fortune :  "  'Tis  a  dainned  house,  that  Swan — that 
Swan  at  Knightsbridge  is  a  confounded  house  ! " 


How  wonderfully  has  science  lengthened  the  arm  of  be- 
nevolence.— Senator  Sargent.  That  is  so  ;  charity  may  now 
begin  abroad,  at  points  so  widely  separate  that  one  hand 
can  not  know  even  by  telegraphic  advices  whose  pocket  the 
other  hand  is  relieving.       

In  a  lecture  at  the  State  University  on  Wednesday  last 
Professor  Pomeroy  was  pleased  to  urge  the  study  of  politics, 
"  the  noblest  subject  within  our  limits  of  comprehension." 
Let  us,  O  brethren,  begin  with  the  politics  of  our  own  coun- 
try and  time — the  statesmanship  of  the  Here  and  Now..  Let 
us,  with  lifted  faces  and  considering  eyes,  explore  "  the  po- 
litical horizon  "  for  grand  and  instructive  examples  in  the 
science  of  government.  Ah,  rapture  !  what  do  we  see  ? 
(Denis  Kearney,  you  odious  blackguard,  take  your  carcass 
aside — you  obstruct  our  view  of  "the  noblest  subject.")  W7//r/, . 
gentlemen,  do  we  see?  (Jim  Anderson,  Olympic  liar,  be  good 
enough  to  sit,  and  leave  off  making  a  nose — you  baffle  the 
"  finite  comprehension.")  I  repeat,  fellow  students,  w  hat  1/0 
we  see  ?  (Ben  Butler,  you  radiant  thief,  will  you  never  have 
done  making  protrusion  of  your  paunch  across  the  line  of 
inquiry  ?  E\anish  I )  Really,  my  friends,  it  isn't  any  use  to 
pursue  this  "  noblest  subject."  The  central  figures  of  Amer- 
ican contemporary  politics  arc  not  transparent. 

Advices  from  A\'asliinglon  arc  a  little  more  favorable  to  the 
Republicans.  Mr.  George  Gorliani  being  asked  what  would 
probably  be  the  effect  of  a  defeat  of  the  Austrian  forces  in 
Bosnia,  and  the  capture  of  \'ienna  by  the  insurgents,  replied 
that  his  duties  had  not  left  him  as  much  time  to  consider  the 
matter  as  its  importance  required,  but  it  was  not  impossible 
(.here  a  gleam  which  the  inquirer  interpreted  as  one  of  hope 
irradiated  Mr.  Gorham's  face)  that  it  might  result  in  the 
election  of  a  Reptiblican  clerk  by  the  next  L'nited  States 
Senate. 

The  lady  who  knows  herself  an  execrably  bad  sing-r  has 
not  as  yet  volunteered  to  take  the  leading  part  in  a  "vocal 
entertainment  "  for  the  benefit  of  the  suffering  S.  a;  '!er 
excuse  is  that  audiences  are  not  charitable. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy, 

My  Dear  Em. — On  examining  Liebes' new  importation 
of  furs  and  fur-lined  wraps  I  found  ihem  even  handsomer 
than  1  had  thought  at  rirst  glance.  There  are  many  most 
elegant  cloaks  among  them,  and  several  saccjucs  that  for 
beauty  of  material  and  make  up  could  hardly  be  e.\celled. 
The  silks  used  are  of  the  best  quality,  and  the  fur  lining,  prin- 
cipally squirrel,  exceedingly  choice.  Among  the  circular 
cloaks  there  is  considerable  diversity  as  to  neck  finishing ; 
that  is,  some  are  furnished  with  fur-lined  hoods,  others  with 
a  narrow  band  of  the  fur,  and  loops  and  ends  of  black  rib- 
bon at  the  back,  the  fastenings  in  front  being  heavy  silver 
clasps.  There  is  a  very  handsome  one  with  a  pointed  hood 
of  silk,  ornamented  with  passementerie  and  ribbon  loops  ; 
but  the  gem  of  all  is  a  large.  loose  sacque  of  heavy  silk, 
lined  throughout  with  fur,  and  trimmed  with  a  broad  band  of 
the  black  fox  around  the  skirt  and  on  the  sleeves  ;  a  broad, 
round  collar  of  the  s;ime  finishes  the  neck.  $140  is  the  price 
of  it.  I  am  told  several  of  the  handsomest  have  already 
been  sold  at  the  I'alace  and  at  lialdwin's.  Seal  skins,  of 
course,  are  standard  favorites.  The  sacques  this  year  are 
larger  and  closer  fitting  than  ever,  consequently  much  hand- 
somer, for  the  more  snug  the  fit  the  less  clumsy  do  all  heavy 
goods  appear,  particularly  furs.  Real  beauties,  with  rich 
passementerie  fastenings  and  quilled  linings,  come  from  Si  :;5 
10  $250.  The  dolman  in  seal  skin  is  more  expensive,  but  is 
sulTiciently  stylish  to  warrant  the  extra  price  to  those  who 
find  this  garment  becoming.  \'ery  handsome  samples  of  fur 
trimmings  were  received  at  the  same  time,  and  Mr.  Liebes 
tells  me  that  they  will  be  much  worn,  particularly  the  lynx, 
black  fox,  and  a  yellowish-brown  fur  that  will  be  used  to  trim 
the  hea\'y  luir  colored  bt-aver  cloths, and  even  lighter  goods 
in  suitmgs.  Being  just  across  the  street  from  Shreve's,  what 
could  1  do  but  run  over  and  take  a  look  at  the  pretty  things 
there  ?  The  lovely  lace-pins  that  every  one  is  wearing  now, 
or  if  not,  wishirvg  they  had  one  to  wear,  would  delight  you. 
Artistic  and  grotesque  fancy  seems  to  have  been  taxed  to 
the  uttermost  to  invent  new  designs,  and  the  consequence  is 
a  greater  variety  than  I  can  hope  to  tell  you  of ;  but  here  are 
a  fc\v  of  them  ;  .\  spray  of  wheat  in  mingled  gold  and 
frosted  silver  ;  a  whip,  the  handle  of  onyx  and  the  lash  a  fine 
thread  of  gold  ;  a  golden  broom,  and  a  dust-pan  of  the  same 
precious  metal— an  excellent  hint  that  to  young  ladies  who 
are  inclined  to  forsake  the  domestic  circle  for  frivolous  pleas- 
ures ;  a  fishing  rod  and  line,  and  underneath  it  a  tiny  basket 
of  the  most  perfect  braid  work  in  gold,  out  of  which,  and 
from  underneath  the  closed  co\er,  a  fish  projects  its  head  on 
one  side  and  the  lip  of  its  lail  on  the  other.  Then  there  are 
w'hips  and  jockey  caps,  for  lovers  of  the  races ;  guns  and 
cartridges,  for  military  tastes  ;  a  bird  on  a  branch  ;  a  shovel 
and  a  rake,  as  reminders  of  rural  felicity  ;  and  all  manner  of 
notions  in  the  plain  bands  set  with  pearls  and  other  gems, 
mosaics,  or  of  onyx  studded  with  jewels.  Something  in  the 
same  line  is  a  pair  of  sleeve  buttons  in  the  form  of  silver 
shovels  with  golden  handles.  A  single  pearl  rests  in  each. 
In  more  expensive  things  the  most  popular  just  now  are  the 
intaglios,  and  the  cameo  and  intaglio  together,  the  former  cut 
out  of  stone  and  considerably  raised  above  the  surface,  and 
the  latter  which  is  the  reflection  or  shadow  cut  in  it.  War- 
rior heads  or  ^lincr^■as  are  oftcnest  used  as  the  design  for 
these,  and  red  cornelian  the  stone  most  liked.  A  beautiful 
example  of  this  work  is  a  mailed  head  set  in  plain  gold  for 
sleeve  buttons,  and  a  similar  device,  but  intaglio  alone,  on 
five  slender  bars  of  gold,  as  a  bosom  pin.  The  pink  onyx 
cuts  in  this  way  charmingly.  An  Elizabethian  head  in 
cameo,  showing  the  rosy  hues  of  the  stone  to  great  advan- 
tage, and  an  intaglio  shadow,  almost  w-hite,  is  a  pretty  sam- 
ple. Another  very  elegant  fancy  is  that  of  the  Three  ('.races, 
set  in  pearls,  as  a  brooch  or  pendant.  It  is  a  painting  on 
copper,  and  the  tiny  figures  are  as  perfect  as  life.  .Mr. 
Shreve's  great  specialty,  articles  made  in  the  famous  (lor- 
ham  silver  ware,  makes  his  store  the  .Mecca  of  wedding- 
gift  hunters;  I  saw  no  less  than  four  parties  examining  with 
that  intention  the  few  moments  I  was  there.  And  then,  the 
diamonds  !  It  makes  one  sigh  to  be  a  millionaire  a  little 
while  just  to  look  at  them.  The  authorities  ha\ e  decided 
on  a  new  language  of  gems.  Here  it  is:  Jasper  means  faith; 
sapphire,  hope;  emerald,  virginity;  onyx,  innocence;  aqua- 
marine, science;  amethyst,  humility;  topaz,  wisdom  and 
firmness;  sardonyx,  martyrdom;  and  chrysolite,  penitence. 
These  are.  some  of  them,  the  meanings  expressed  in  the  em- 
broidery of  the  vestments  of  the  early  church,  for,  you  re- 
member, emerald  symbolizes  John,  the  beloved;  jasper,  Peter; 
onyx,  Philip;  amethyst,  M.itthew;  and  sapphire,  Andrew. 
Ackerman,  1  see,  has  become  the  agent  for  the  famous  Aus- 
trian bent-wood  furniture,  that  attracted  so  much  attention 
at  the  Centennial.  The  strong  point  of  it  is,  that  besides 
being  exceedingly  light  to  lift  ,ind  graceful  in  appearance,  it 
is  absolutely  unbreakable,  there  being  no  ugly  joints  or  seams 
to  come  apart  at  the  slightest  warming.  The  seats  are  all 
caoc-work,  and  the  wood  which  is  brought  from  along  the 
rivers  on  the  borders  of  Bohemia,  is  stained  a  deep,  rich 
brown,  so  that  ever)-  article  will  harmonize  with  whatever 
color  you  may  have  in  carpets  or  other  furnishings.  It  is 
not  expensive  either,  considering  that  it  is  imported  and  is 
something  decidedly  unique,  large  arm-chairs  ranging  in 
price  from  S7  to  Sii.jo,  and  settees  from  S14  to  S32.  The 
children  s  furniture  in  the  same  wood  is  quite  a  feature  of  the 
collection:  then  there  arc  camp  and  piano  stools,  mirrors, 
flower-stands,  walking  canes,  and  stools  and  other  articles, 
too  numerous  to  mention.  Down  at  Chester's  there  are  sun- 
dry novelties  in  the  way  of  fancy  goods,  just  arrived,  just 
enough  to  show  that  the  absent  chief  has  in  mind  his  many 
lady  friends,  for  the  bulk  of  the  fall  stock  is  still  <•«  rouli. 
\'ery  choice  cascade  ties  are  those  of  damask  silk  mingled 
with  Point  lace,  real  Point,  my  dear,  a  finger  and  more  to 
each  tie,  and  in  itself  is  worth  the  price  of  the  whole  thing — 
Ji-SO;  The  new  linen  sets  are  ver^-  broad  and  often  trimmed 
with  insertions  set  in  in  strips  or  blocks,  or  with  the  various 
kinds  of  heavier  laces  now  so  much  worn.  Irish  point  is 
particularly  liked.  Something  dainty  for  morning  wear  are 
ir.'/K  lisssc  ties,  the  ends  finished  with  tucks  and  flutings, 
and  others  of  lawn  embroidered  a  finger  deep.  Cripe  dt 
chitu  is  very  handsomely  made  up  in  elaborate  bows  min- 
gled with  loops  of  the  narrow  reversible  satin  ribbons,  of 
■  '  '  '1  he  way,  there  is  a  very-  full  assortment  Black 
-;;e]3  net,  edged  with  whalebone  fringe,  area  nov- 


elty, as  are  also  lace  veilings  with  dots  of  green  and  blue 
chenille  mixed.  The  castor  gloves  I  wrote  you  of  the  other 
day  as  being  so  excellent  for  country  w-ear  and  driving,  I 
found  here  in  the  gray  shades,  at  $2  a  pair  a  pair.  Black 
cashmere  round  capes,  embroidered  in  silk  and  edged  w-ith 
fringe,  are  among  the  new-  fancy  w-raps,  and  the  pretty  mo- 
hair and  w-orsled  head  coverings  "  Kanchons  "  are  being 
much  w-orn  again,  w-ith  considerable  difference  in  shapes, 
some  being  made  of  tarletan,  gauze,  crt-pi:  ih-  cliiiu.,  trimmed 
w-ith  flowers  and  ribbons,  and  made  in  a  turban  shape  w-ith 
two  pointed  ends  that  stand  up  above  the  forehead.  The 
Creole  is  a  specialty  for  brunettes.  It  is  made  of  gau/e  of 
the  most  vivid  hues  and  in  a  sha])e  very  similar  to  the  ker- 
chief of  the  Southern  negro  w-omcn.  \\  the  bank  is  a  loop 
with  tw-o  very  long  ends  of  satin  ribbon.  Have  1  told  )-ou  of 
the  new-  trimming  .'  It  is  a  flower  cut  from  velvet  and  richly 
embroidered,  w-hich  is  intended  to  be  ai>pliqued  on  the  dress. 
It  has  the  .-idvant.ige  of  being  oiderable — if  1  may  coin  a 
w-ord — in  any  flower  one  wants.  1  sh;ill  suggest  it  to  Mrs. 
Koerner,  if  she  has  not  already  made  it.  Gold  trimmings 
are  being  much  used,  and  braiding  on  dresses  and  suits 
promises  to  be  one  of  the  fashionable  industries  of  the  w-in- 
ler.  In  the  gold  trimmings  it  is  said  that  gray  felt  bonnets 
are  to  be  so  oriKimented.  Touched  here  and  there  with  a 
glint  of  red,  they  will  be  verj-  effective.  Isn't  this  a  cute 
idea  i  A  regular  leather  traveling  bag,-  but  lined  w-ith  strong 
wire  caging  so  that  no  fall  or  chance  pinch  c;in  betray  its 
contents,  which  are — w-hat  do  you  think  .'  Vour  pet  poodle 
or  pussy,  w-hose  presence  in  passenger  cars  w-ould  otherwise 
not  be  tolerated,  but  who,  in  this  w-ay,  can  safel)-  elude  the 
vigilance  of  the  most  lynx-eyed  of  officials,  .-^s  yet  these 
convenient  deceptions  have  not  reached  us,  and  1  know  of 
nowhere  they  can  be  purchased  except  at  Drevet's,  166  Bou- 
levard Sebastopol,  Paris,  but  w-hen  a  sample  does  arrive  in 
San  Francisco,  1  shall  be  sure  to  know  it  and  shall  inform 
you  promptly.  A  propos  of  conveniences,  ha\-e  you  ever  ex- 
amined Koser's  patent  sofa  beds  t  They  ;irc  surely  the  nicest 
thing  of  the  kind  I  have  found.  On  opening  them  the  bed 
is  made  up  so  that  the  length  is  not  from  end  to  end  as  with 
other  patents,  but  from  the  upright  back  which  acts  as  a 
headboard.  The  mattress  inside  is  so  tliick  and  w-ell-made 
that  no  other  is  needed.  -Made  in  rep,  damask,  and  with 
puffings  of  a  second  color,  they  are  remarkably  cheap,  1 
think,  at  $30.  Plaids  w-iU  be  largely  worn  this  fall  and  win- 
ter, particularly  the  fine  bars  and  invisible  line  plaids  as  they 
are  c;illed.  They  are  not  the  genuine  tartans,  w-hich  is  one 
reason  why  they  may  really  have  a  "  run  "  where  the  others 
w-ould  fail  because  of  their  decidedly  pronounced  character. 
They  w-ill  be  used  mbre  as  trimmings,  bias  bands  and  so  on, 
than  for  whole  suits,  at  least  so  Worth  decrees,  and  he  has 
made  a  great  many  of  his  1-^xposition  suits  in  this  way.  At 
the  White  House  they  tell  me  the  old,  old-fashioned  change- 
able silks  are  coming  back.  How  pretty  they  used  to  look, 
even  w-ith  the  full  but  untrimmed  skirts  then  w-orn,  and  w-hite 
and  black  lace  surplice  trimmings  at  the  neck.  Shirrings 
will  be  used  very  freely  in  their  make-up,  and  the  new-  .Span- 
ish laces,  the  Russian,  in  the  lighter  patterns  as  garni- 
tures, w-ill  render  them  \-ery  charming  as  dinner  or  evening 
toilettes.  Mrs.  DeLorme,  Thurlow-  Block,  show-ed  me  yes- 
terday a  very  be.-iutilul  dress  of  this  style.  The  whole  front 
w;is  a  mass  of  the  finest  shirring,  even  to  the  w-aist  itself, 
w-here  it  ended  only  across  the  bust  at  the  edge  of  the  square 
open  neck,  which  was  finished  with  full  ruching  of  silk  fringed 
out  that  served  as  a  heading  to  a  rich  fall  of  \'alenciennes 
lace — shirred  sleeves  with  ruftlcs  of  the  sAie  falling  just  be- 
low-the  elbow.  On  the  underskirt,  as  a  heading  to  a  deep 
kilt  plaiting,  w-as  another  shirring  tw-o  fingers  in  w-idth,  w-ith  a 
finish  of  lace  standing  upright,  and  the  overdress,  consisting 
only  of  two  back  breadths,  very  full  and  very  long,  w-as  edged 
w-ith  the  same  trimming,  and  below  a  row-  of  knife  plaiting, 
the  whole  being  caught  back  with  a  large  bow  of  plain  blue 
silk,  while  a  similar  bow  with  ends  terminated  the  short 
square  basque  at  the  back.  The  silk  itself  was  a  changeable 
blue,  w-ith  the  glitter  of  the  Silver  cloud  and  the  azure  of  the 
sky  playing  at  hide  and  seek  with  each  other  over  it.  A 
brow-n  silk,  with  trimming  of  brown  velvet  and  deep  fringe, 
was  very  handsome  too.  The  design  was  .Mrs.  UeLorme's 
own  and  very  rich.  But  1  have  not  time  to  tell  you  to-day 
of  a  great  many  pretty  things  I  have  seen  in  the  last  few  days. 
Next  week,  perhaps,  I  will  tell  you  of  some  of  the  elegant 
toilettes  being  made  at  .Samuels'  and  the  White  House  for  the 
coming  Concordia  Ball.  A  little  oddity  that  fell  in  my  way 
at  .Mr.  .Mayer's,  on  Kearny  Street,  yesterday,  was  a  back 
comb  made  for  some  curiosity  fancier,  which  had  polished 
alligator  teeth,  a  specialty  there,  standing  up  in  a  row  of 
points  across  the  top.  The  teeth  were  of  shell.  Must  it 
not  have  been  quaint .'  Now,  what  do  you  think,  just  be- 
tween ourselves,  of  the  ruinor  that  hoops  are  to  return  before 
long  ?  The  idea  of  being  put  into  a  cage  again  is  horrid  I 
think,  and  yet  1  suppose  w-e  must  submit  just  far  enough  not 
to  beconspicuous,  but  I  for  one  always  follow  the  fashions, 
whatever  they  are,  at  a  very  respectful  distance.  So,  I  trust, 
will  you  should  this  absurdity  once  more  assert  itself.  So 
far,  imported  dresses  do  not  show  any  very  alarming  signs. 
I  am  often  surprised  at  the  incongruous  selection  made  in 
laces,  so  little  attention  being  paid  to  the  relative  texture  of 
the  fabric  and  the  trimming.  Point,  of  course,  goes  with 
anything  that  is  sufficiently  elegant,  but  even  Point  de  \en- 
isc.  Point  d'.-\rgentan,  and  Point  d'Hongrie  ought  to  be  care- 
fully considered  before  being  laid  on  laces  and  muslins. 
Ouipurc,  whatever  the  style,  is  only  fit  for  winter  wear;  so 
with  the  new  Russian  laces;  but  Point  d'Alen^on,  Mechlin 
or  Malines,  as  it  is  now  called',  and  \'alenciennes  are  emi- 
nently suited  to  summer  toilettes  and  gauzy  fabrics.  The 
charming  new  Spanish  blonde  laces  are  just  heavy  enough, 
and  light  enough,  too — excuse  the  apparent  contradiction — 
to  wear  with  anything  and  at  any  time.  .Mr.  Samuels  tells 
me  there  w-ill  be  an  effort  made  to  revive  guipure  this  win- 
ter. It  will  hardly  be  successful,  I  fear,  there  are  so  many 
new-  favorites  in  the  field.  What  a  delicious  little  comer  is 
that  lace  counter,  too :  And  you  almost  always  find  the  ge- 
nial proprietor  hovering  around  in  its  immediate  vicinity,  for 
lace  IS  his  hobby,  you  know. 

Yours,  etc,  Lli.ns  Ulbois, 


Nothing  will  more  effectually  spoil  a  joke  than  having  to 
write  it  with  one  hand  and  fight  flies  with  the  other,  unless  it 
is  a  woman  who  asks  to  have  it  explained,  and  whose  only 
criticism  is  "  Umph," 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.-VII, 


By  an  Early  Californian.— San  Frajicisco,  1848. 


After  many  efforts  and  long  wailing  our  public  school  is 
opened.  Dr.  Kourgeaud  is  one  of  the  trustees,  and  Mr. 
Thomas  Douglas  lias  been  elected  ttacher,  with  a  salary  of 
$1,000.  The  building  is  of  fair  size,  standing  near  the  old 
adobe  custom-house  on  the  Plaza,  and  has  already  been  in 
use  for  church  purposes.  Captain  I,.  H.  Thomas,  a  most  es- 
timable Welsh  gentleman,  reads  prayers  there  every  Sunday, 
and  Mrs.  Charles  \'.  llillespic  has  organized  a  Sunday-school 
— the  rirst  on  the  I^acific  Coast.  IJut  the  need  of  a  minister 
who  can  preach,  visit  the  sick  and  dying,  and  give  consola- 
tioH  to  those  in  trouble,  being  seriously  felt,  Mr.  C.illespie 
lias  succeeded  in  raising  $2,400  by  subscription,  and  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Hunt,  now  at  the  Sandwich  Islands,  has  been  invited  to 
settle  here  as  chaplain.  A  census  has  been  lately  taken, 
showing  the  population  to  be  about  six  hundred.  The  last 
time  I  was  at  Sonoma  a  very  singular  occurrence  took  place 
at  "  the  hotel,"  as  it  is  called — almost  a  tragedy.  A  party  of 
men  were  playing  at  cards,  when  one  of  them  accused  the 
dealer  of  cheating.  He  gave  him  the  lie,  and  the  man  re- 
turned a  blow  with  his  fist  hard  enough  to  draw  blood  ;  as 
the  drops  fell  the  wounded  man  dipped  his  finger  in  them, 
and.  drawing  a  red  cross  upon  the  table,  swore  by  it  that  he 
would  have  his  assailant's  life  before  sunrise.  The  hotel 
keeper  soon  broke  up  the  party,  and  each  man  went  his  way, 
some  to  the  only  dormitory  the  house  afforded — a  large,  un- 
finished, dimly-lighted  garret,  with  beds  ranged  side  by  side 
along  its  floor— some  to  their  homes  in  the  village.  The 
wounded  man  proceeded  to  the  barracks  and  called  for  a 
friend,  to  whom  he  said  that  he  had  to  leave  town  on  busi- 
ness in  the  Clear  Lake  country  early  in  the  morning,  and 
wanted  to  borrow  a  pistol  for  safety.  The  arm  was  procured 
and  heavily  loaded.  It  was  now  long  past  midnight.  Quiet 
reigned  at  the  hotel.  There  was  every  indication  that  slum- 
ber had  overcome  the  restless  spirits  of  the  previous  hours, 
and  that  a  certain  amount  of  security,  from  the  numbers 
about  him,  attended  the  threatened  man  ;  at  any  rate  he  was 
in  a  deep  sleep  when  his  enemy  picked  his  way  with  stealthy 
tread  to  his  side  ;  and  there,  by  the  faint  light,  with  pistol  al- . 
most  touching  the  head  of  his  prostrate  foe,  his  vow  was 
accomplished  —  as  he  supposed.  Rushing  down  stairs,  he 
mounted  his  horse  and  fied.  Before  noon  a  man  with  head 
well  bandaged  might  be  seen  perambulating  the  streets  of 
Sonoma  ;  it  was  the  monie  dealer  of  the  night  before.  The 
ball  had  entered  at  the  cheek  bone,  or  below  it,  and  had 
passed  out  clear  of  the  brain.  Was  there  ever  such  an  es- 
cape from — hanging?  While  there  I  called  upon  C.eneral 
\'allejo.  A  large  apartment,  on  the  ground-floor  of  his  house, 
he  had  made  into  a  school-room,  with  desks,  maps,  black- 
boards, etc.,  for  the  use  of  his  children.  As  the  ayuntami- 
ento,  or  town  council,  had  no  comfortable  place  in  which  to 
meet,  he  has  kindly  offered  them  this  apartment.  The  morn- 
ing after  their  first  meeting  he  discovered  that  the  desks  had 
suffered  from  their  knives  ;  and,  realizing  that  a  habit,  which 
had  become  a  second  nature  to  the  race  about  Mm,  might 
assist  the  current  of  their  thoughts,  he  had  placed  before 
each  of  the  honorable  members,  at  subsequent  meetings,  a 
new  pine  shingle.  The  result  was  as  he  had  anticipated— 
the  desks  were  spared  ;  a  pile  of  shavings  attested  to  the 
consideration  given  by  the  law-makers  to  the  business  before 
them,  and  a  barrel  of  kindlings  came  to  him  free  of  expense. 
The  GeneraTs  acute  observation  has  led  him  to  believe  that, 
as  he  looks  out  of  his  windows,  he  can  tell  from  afar  much 
of  what  goes  on  in  the  community  about  him.  He  says  two 
men  will  approach  one  another  from  different  sides  of  the 
Plaza,  one  of  whom  will  whittle  away  from  him,  and  he  is 
the  would-be  seller  of  a  horse  or  a  yoke  of  o,\en  ;  the  other 
whittles  toward  himself,  and  he  is  a  purchaser.  When  they 
meet,  they  sit  down  on  a  stump  and  shave  away  slower  or 
faster  as  the  trade  halls  or  progresses  ;  and,  at  last,  after  an 
hour's  devotion  to  business,  they  rise  to  adjourn  ;  both  knives 
are  brought  down  with  a  hatchet-like  motion,  the  sticks  are 
chopped  short  off  and  thrown  away.  He  knows,  then,  that 
the  sale  has  been  effected,  the  contract,  as  it  were,  signed, 
sealed,  and  delivered.  The  General  took  me  down  to  look 
at  the  garden  in  the  rear  of  his  house,  which  is  filled  with 
fruit  trees  and  fine  old  grape  vines,  bearing  abundantly  ever)' 
year.  Not  far  away,  at  a  summer  house,  I  saw  a  tall,  beau- 
tiful hedge  of  rosas  cA-  castilla;  these  surrounded  quite  a  vine- 
yard. Admiral  C.  W.  Wooster,  late  of  the  Chilian  navy,  Doc- 
tor Victor  J.  Fourgeaud  and  I  have  become  copartners  for 
mining  operations  on  the  Yuba.  The  Admiral  is  from  New 
Haven,  but  much  of  his  life  has  been  passed  in  South  Amer- 
ica. In  Chile  he  has  rendered  important  ser\'ices  to  the  gov- 
ernment, and  received  from  it  rank,  orders,  and  decorations, 
which  testify  to  his  braverj'  and  usefulness.  His  conversa- 
tion is  interesting,  and  filled  with  historical  reminiscences 
and  anecdotes  worth  recording.  In  his  youth  he  knew 
Aaron  Burr,  who  was  a  friend,  and  it  seems  to  me  he  said  a 
relative  of  his  father,  and  tells  many  new  incidents  connect- 
ed with  the  life  of  that  extraordinary  man.  The  Admiral 
wears  the  medals  and  ribbons  bestowed  upon  him  by  the 
countrj-  of  his  adoption  at  all  our  grand  dinners  and  balls, 
has  a  toast,  or  a  .stor\',  or  a  speech  ready  whenever  called 
upon,  and  at  our  Thanksgiving  celebration  (November  18, 
1S47)  offered  resolutions  suited  to  the  occasion.  Dr.  Four- 
geaud and  family  are  from  .South  Carolina.  He,  educated 
in  Paris,  and  practicing  in  St.  Louis,  where  he  ably  edited 
the  Medical  yourual^  became  interested  in  accounts  he  had 
received  of  the  Pacific  Coast.  One  evening  he  came  home 
and  told  his  wife  he  wanted  to  emigrate.  The  suggestion 
was  no  sooner  made  than  acted  upon  ;-and  husband  and 
wile,  and  a  beautiful  boy  of  six  years,  soon  started  overland 
for  California.  They  were  provided  with  all  the  comforts 
possible,  and  with  all  the  information,  charts,  etc.,  which 
Colonel  Benton  (much  interested  in  them  and  the  success  of 
their  enterprise  1  could  supply  for  such  a  journey.  They  had 
beads  and  nicknacks  for  the  Indians,  a  fine  blooded  horse 
for  future  use,  and  a  pet  dog  for  their  little  boy.  After  six 
months  of  the  trials,  adventures  and  dangers  which  attend 
all  such  journeys  they  reached  the  Portsmouth  House  on 
the  28th  October,  1847,  just  in  time  to  dine,  and  ^as  they 
said;  "in  a  civilized  manner  again."  Captain  Folsom,  Ad- 
miral Wooster,  Dr.  Townsend  and  wife,  Mr.  C.  L.  Ross,  and 
I  (happening  to  be  there;  were  at  table  to  welcome  them, 
and  soon  discovered  how  much  we  were  to  be  gainers  by  the 
association.  J.^mes  C.  W'ARD. 
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INTAGLIOS. 

Is  It  Over? 
Oh,   I  dre^imed  I  \\'alkea  with  him 

By  a  lakcj  where  herons  fly 
From  the  ever-murmuring  brim 

With  their  melancholy  crj-. 

And  he  said,  "The  day  is  done" — 

0  my  life,  my  hearts  desire — 
And  the  last  light  of  the  sun 

Kissed  the  waves  to  lambent  fire. 

Then  I  clasped  him  to  my  breast 
By  the  magic,  mystic  glow, 

And  1  kissed  him  into  rest. 

Where  the  reeds  and  lilies  grow. 

Then  I  saw  a  little  boat, 

From  the  darkling  east  it  came  ; 
Oh,  it  seemed  to  glide  and  float 

On  a  sea  of  fading  flame. 

Then  my  lover's  face  grew  pale, 
But  he  rose  and  sought  its  ride. 

And  he  set  the  snowy  sail 

While  the  wan,  faint  daylight  died. 

For  he  said,  "The  day  is  done" — 
Oh,  he  spake  as  one  who  slept — 
"And  I  go  to  seek  the  sun," 

Then  I  woke,  and  waking  wept. 

0  ray  love,  is  heaven  just? 

1  can  only  wring  my  hands, 

1  am  bowed  into  the  dust ; 

Is  there  one  who  understands? 

For  I  know  ^vithin  my  heart — 
And  it  bums  there  to  the  core — 

That  the  day  we  twain  did  part 
Parted  us  forevermore. 

And  I  dreamed  no  more  at  night 
Of  the  lake  where  herons  cry, 

For  my  life  has  lost  its  light, 
And  I  only  pray  to  die. 


Her  Secret. 

What  If  I  think  of  you  once  in  a  while. 
With  a  little  blush  and  a  little  smile; 
With  a  little  blush  that  comes  and  goes 
As  the  sweet,  sweet  wind  of  memory  blows  I 

What  if  I  picture  now  with  care 
A  tete-a-tete  and  an  easy-chair  ! 
What  if  I  make  the  picture  clear, 
By  ligh'Jng  it  up  with  a  chandelier ! 

Can  you  see  by  the  softly  shimmering  flame? 
Can  you  see  to  read  the  musical  name 
Of  him  who  sits  in  graceful  state 
On  the  little  damask  tete-a-tete? 

Can  you  see  me  sitting  before  him  there — 
Sitting  within  the  easy-chair? 
Can  you  hear  the  lau^h,  can  you  hear  the  jest, 
The  musical  laugh  of  my  handsome  guest? 

Is  it  unwise  to  paint  the  view 
In  colors  so  warm,  and'  light  it,  too? 
Will  somebedy  claim  the  graceful  state 
On  the  little  damask  tete-a-tete? 

How  many  may  lose  by  claiming  that ! 
For  many  a  handsome  guest  has  sat 
Beneath  the  shimmering  chandelier 
While  the  eas>'-chair  was  standing  near. 

How  many  may  lose,  how  many  may  win  ! 
Ah,  vanity  is  a  costly  sin ! 
For  the  one  I  mean  will  never  suppose 
That  for  him  the  wind  of  memory  blows. 

Then  what  if  I  think  of  you  once  in  a  while. 
With  a  little  blush  and  a  little  smile; 
With  a  little  blush  that  comes  and  goes 
As  the  sweet,  sweet  wind  of  memory  blows  I 

Nora  Perky. 


Sleep  On,  My  Heart. 

Sleep  on,  my  heart,  in  peace  • 
"ITie  kindly  night  now  brings 
To  flowers  with  drooping  wings. 
And  tired  eyelids,  sweet,  refreshing  dew, 

And  you. 

In  sweetest  peace,  my  heart,  "^leep  on  ! 

Sleep  on,  my  heart,  in  peace  ! 

And  life  below  is  sleeping: 

Above  the  moon  is  keeping 

In  silent  majesty— an  eye  of  God — 

Her  watch  and  ward. 
And  thou,  my  heart,  in  peace  sleep  on  ! 
Sleep  on,  my  heart,  in  peace ! 
Secure  from  peace  and  fear ; 
The  universe  has  care 
For  hearts  that  calmly  slumber  on  as  thou! 

And  now, 
In  sweetest  peace,  my  heart,  sleep  on ! 
Sleep  on,  my  heart,  in  peace ! 
E'en  safe  from  dream  of  grief, 
Made  strong  by  thy  belief. 
While  thee,  fair  hof>e  her  guardians  set  about, 

Secure  from  doubt. 
My  heart,  in  sweetest  peace,  do  thou  sleep  on  ! 
Sleep  on,  my  heart,  in  peace  3 
And  if  I  should  bedight 
To  thee,  here  in  the  night 
Relentless  Death  shall  whisper,   "  Rouse  !   depart ! 

O  heart. 
Yonder,  in  sweetest  peace,  shall  thou  awake ! 


Three  Flowers. — To  Bayard  Taylor. 

Herewith  I  send  you  three  pressed  withered  flowers: 
This  one  was  white,  with  golden  star ;  this,  blue 
As  Capri's  cave ;  that,  purple  and  shot  through 

With  sunset-orange  where  the  Duomo  towers 

In  diamond  air,  and  under  hanging  bowers 
The  Amo  glides.  This  faded  violet  grew 
On  Lander's  grave  ;  from  Landor's  heart  it  drew 

Its  magic  azure  in  the  long  spring  hours. 
Within  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid 

Of  Caius  Cestius  was  the  daisy  found. 
White  as  the  soul  of  Keats  in  Paradise. 

The  pansy — there  were  hundreds  of  them  hid 

In  the  thick  grass  that  folded  Shelley's  mound, 
Guarding  his  ashes  with  most  lovely  eyes. 

T.  E.  Aldrich. 


A.  B.  C. 

A  is  an  Angel  of  blushing  eighteen  ; 

B  is  the  Ball  where  the  Angel  was  seen  ; 

C  is  her  Chaperon,  who  cheated  at  cards  ; 

X>  is  the  Deuxtemps  with  Frank  of  the  Guards  ; 

E  is  her  Eye,  killmg  slowly  but  surely ; 

F  is  the  Fan,  whence  it  peeped  su  demurely; 

G  is  the  Glove  of  superlative  kid  ; 

H  is  the  Hand  which  it  spitefully  hid; 

I  is  the  Ice  which  the  fair  one  demanded ; 

J  is  the  Juvenile,  that  aainty  who  handed ; 

K  is  the  Kerchief,  a  rare  work  of  art ; 

1.  is  the  Lace  which  composed  the  chief  part ; 

M  is  the  old  Maid  who  watched  the  chits  dance ; 

N  is  the  Nose  she  turned  up  at  each  glance; 

O  is  the  Olga  (jfsf  'hen  in  its  prime); 

P  is  the  Partner  who  wouldn't  keep  time; 

y's  a  Quadrille  put  instead  of  the  Lancers  ; 

R  the  Remonstrances  made  by  the  dancers ; 

S  is  the  Supper,  where  all  went  in  pairs; 

T  is  the  Twaddle  they  talked  on  the  stairs ; 

U  is  the  Uncle  who  "thought  we'd  be  goin';" 

V  is  the  Voice  which  his  niece  replied  "No"  in; 
W  is  the  Waiter,  who  sat  up  all  night  ; 

X  is  his  Exit,  not  rigidly  straight ; 

Y  is  a  Yawning  fit  caused  by  the  ball ; 
Z  stands  for  Zero,  or  nothing  at  all. 

C.  S.  Calverlv. 


"MURDER  MOST   FOUL." 

Gerald  Holdcroft,  in   London   "Mirth." 

Constitutionally  I  am  a  timid  woman.  When  I 
see  a  herd  of  catde  in  the  street,  I  make  a  precipi- 
tate rush  for  the  nearest  gateway;  I  can  not  summon 
the  necessary  courage  to  cross  a  road  if  a  vehicle  be 
in  sight  ;  and  when  there  is  the  slightest  noise  in  the 
house  I  invariably  scream.  But  I  must  confess  that 
my  timidity  reaches  a  clima.x  when  compelled  to  travel 
by  railway,  E.vperience,  unhappily,  has  taught  me 
that  the  dangers  to  hfe  and  limb  from  accident  are 
only  a  small  proportion  of  the  peril  that  a  passenger 
by  rail  is  bound  to  encounter. 

Having  occasion  to  proceed  to  the  north  of  Eng- 
land when  I  had  upward  of  three  liundred  pounds 
in  bank  notes  whh  me,  for  the  purpose  of  buying 
■some  cottages  as  an  investment,  I  was  more  than 
usually  careful  in  selecting  my  carriage,  so  that  I 
might  secure  respectable  people  as  compagiious  de 
voyage.  Walking  tremulously  up  and  down  the  plat- 
form, I  peered  anxiously  into  each  compartment,  un- 
til at  length  I  was  attracted  to  a  second-class  carriage 
by  the  benevolent  aspect  of  an  old  gentleman  with 
snow-white  hair,  who  sat  opposite  a  young  man  of  a 
singularly  tnild  and  prepossi^ssing  countenance. 
They  immediately  made  way  for  nie  with  great  cour- 
tesy as  I  entered,  and  after  another  careful  scrutiny  I 
began  to  e.\perience  as  much  composure  as  I  could 
e.xpect  under  the  distressing  influence  of  railway  loco- 
motion. 

Having  carefully  studied  Lavater  and  Combe,  I  ex- 
perienced Httle  difficulty  in  forming  opinions,  physi- 
ognomically  and  phrenologically.  of  tlie  two  gentle- 
men in  whose  company  I  was  placed,  and  the  follow- 
ing conclusions  ultimately  forced  themselves  upon  my 
mind,  viz.  :  The  old  gentleman  with  the  \\hite  hair 
had  the  organs  of  benevolence,  veneration,  and  firm- 
ness largely  developed,  and  plainly  discernible  upon 
the  top  of  his  bald  and  shining  head  ;  that  he  had 
the  long  curved  nose  that  indicates  the  valor  to  de- 
fend his  country  and  his  home  ;  and  that  the  length 
and  formation  of  his  under-lip  at  once  pronounced 
him  a  philanthropist.  I  was  unable  to  make  my  ob- 
servations of  the  younger  gentleman  with  the  same 
degree  of  certainty,  for  his  hair  was  long  and  thick, 
and  successfully  concealed  his  phrenological  develop- 
ments ;  but  from  his  broad  forehead,  and  the  wide- 
ness  of  the  back  of  the  head,  I  argued  that  his  pre- 
dominant characteristics  where  ideality  and  conscien- 
tiousness. His  features  were  almost  too  small  to  per- 
mit an  elaborate  opinion  to  be  formed  of  his  physi- 
ognomical indications,  but  from  their  general  charac- 
ter I  inferred  that  he  was  intellectual,  cultivated,  and 
refined. 

Whether  the  sciences— of  which  Gall  and  Spurz- 
heim  upon  the  one  hand,  and  Lavater  and  Redfield 
upon  the  other,  were  the  able  exponents — proved  of 
ser\'ice  to  me  in  the  selection  of  my  traveling  com- 
panions. I  must  leave  to  the  judgment  of  my  readers 
when  they  have  learned  the  sequel. 

Almost  immediately  upon  quitting  the  London  ter- 
minus the  two  gentlemen  began  talking,  and  I  was  at 
once  charmed  with  the  softness  and  clearness  of  their 
voices,  and  the  amiability  of  their  manners.  But 
how  we  can  be  deceived,  even  though  we  may  be 
blessed  with  a  large  amount  of  that  perceptive  qual- 
ity which  is  termed,  by  courtesy,  woman's  wit. 

"We  are  locked  up  for  an  hour  and  a  half."  my 
elder  companion  remarked  to  his  friend  with  a  smile 
of  serenity  which  broadened  almost  into  a  laugh, 
while  he  saw  with  a  grim  delight  my  face  involunta- 
rily lengthen. 

"Then  we  do  not  stop  urtil  we  arrive  at_ Blank- 
mere?"  the  younger  man  inquired. 

"  No,  Nestor  ;  and,  as  we  shall  be  undisturbed,  we 
may  as  well  discuss  the  details  of  yom"  plot.' 
'  Plot?  Oh,  dear  1  How  my  heart  began  to  palpi- 
tate ;  for,  although  I  am  one  of  the  weaker  sex,  I 
know  only  too  well  that  there  is  never  any  good  in  a 
plot.  By  a  peculiar  idiosyncrasy,  the  bare  mention 
of  that  word  always  suggests  to  my  olfactory  nerve 
the  smell  of  gunpowder. 

'■  I"think,  without  being  egotistical,  that  my  plot  wilt 
work  well,"  the  young  man  said. 

"  I  remember  having  some  doubts  about  the  fire,'' 
said  he  of  the  snow-white  hair,  "  How  did  you  man- 
age that  ? "' 

"The  fire  at  the  elms?  Oh,  that  went  capitally. 
I  burnt  the  old  man  in  his  bed,  for  I  wanted  his  money 
for  Reginald." 

"Good  heavens!"  I  exclaimed,  impetuously,  un- 
able to  restrain  an  expression  of  astonishment,  if  not 
horror,  at  the  avowed  xillainy  of  that  young  man, 
whom  I  had  previously  regarded  as  the  impersonation 
of  gentleness. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ! "  the  white-haired  man  said, 
interrogatively,  and  with  the  blandest  politeness  pos- 
sible. 

"  I  didn't  speak,  sir,"  I  replied,  with  the  conscious- 
ness that  my  falsehood  was  justifiable  upon  the  ground 
,  of  self-preservation  ;  for.  if  my  fello^v-passengers  were 
aware  that  I  had  overheard  the  confession  of  burning 
a  poor,  and  possibly  harmless,  old  man  in  his  bed,  it 
might  be  necessary  to  silence  me  in  a  summary  man- 
ner. I  looked  again  at  the  benevolent  countenance 
of  the  old  gentlemen,  and  could  not  bring  myself  to 
believe  that  he  really  approved  of  the  young  man's 
barbarity.  Perhaps  he  was  disguising  his  actual  cliar- 
acter  in  order  to  elicit  from  his  companion  a  full  con- 
fession of  his  crime. 

"  How  about  the  old_, lady?''  demanded  the  elder 
man. 

"Oh,  she  escaped  down  the  back  stairs,''  replied 
Nestor. 

"  She  might  just  as  well  have  been  burnt,  too,  for 
what  good  she  is  ever  likely  to  be  to  you."  exclaimed 
the  elder  man.  to  my  great  horror,  for  he  was  evi- 
dently as  venal  and  cruel  as  the  other. 

"  1  .shall  want  her  for — " 

At  this  point  I  experienced  a  singing  in  my  ears, 
and  felt  that  I  must  have  fainted  ;  then  I  let  down  the 
window,  and  the  fresh  air  partially  revived  me  ;  but  I 
did  not  hear  for  what  purpose  the  poor  old  lady  was 
required,  although  I  formed  a  keen  suspicion  that  it 
could  not  have  been  for  any  good. 

' '  I  never  liked  her  character ;  she  was  too  common- 
place, and  not  half  wicked  enough."  resumed  the  el- 
derly demon  ;  then,  with  an  audacity  that  wasalmost 
petrifying,  he  added  :  "  If  I'd  been  you  I  should  not 
have  allowed  her  to  escape,'' 

They  then  continued  their  conversation  in  whis- 
pers, and  occasionally  laughed  with  what  appeared 
to  be  genuine  merriment,  but  I  didn't  hear  anything 
distinctly  again  until  the  meek-looking  young  demon 
inquired  if  I  objected  to  smoking.  They  had  evi- 
dently begun  to  make  game  of  me  ;  the  absurdity  of 
asking  me  if  I  objected,  when,  of  course,  they  would 
as  soon  have  strangled  me  as  looked  at  me. 

"  I  quite  enjoy  the  smell  of  a  cigar,"  I  said,  with 
pardonable  deceit,  for  if  there  is  one  thing  more  than 
another  I  dislike,  it  is  smoking  in  a  railway-carriage, 


and  the  two  vile  men  began  to  puif  as  if  in  a  rivalry 
with  each  other  until  I  could  scarcely  see  their  faces. 

"  All  you  seem  to  require  for  carrying  out  your 
purpose  is  the  old  lady's  money,  if  I  understand  you 
correctly,''  the  white-haired  wretch  remarked. 

"Yes.  that  is,  of  course,  essentially  requisite." 

"  Then  why  not  kill  her  on  the  railway?" 

"I  might  do  worse  than  follow  your  advice," 
Nestor  replied,  smoking  as  placidly  as  a  Turk. 

My  feelings  at  this  point  defy  description.  Of 
course,  I  was  to  be  their  Wctim.  In  some  inscrutable 
manner  they  must  have  ascertained  that  I  wa^  travel- 
ing with  money  in  my  possession,  which  they  had  un- 
scrupulously determined  to  appropriate. 

"  I  don't  very  well  see  how  you  could  do  better. 
What  opportunity  more  fitting  than  the  present  jour- 
ney— locked  in  for  an  hour  and  a  half?  Who  is  to 
know  anything  of  it,  and  you  then  get  rid  of  it  for 
good?" 

There  is  a  point  at  which  overstrained  endurance 
breaks  down,  and  when  I  heard  my  fate  sealed  in 
that  diabolically  cool  manner,  I  fainted,  and  remem- 
bered no  more  of  what  took  place  until  1  became 
aware  that  the  elder  man  was  standing  over  me  sup- 
porting my  head  on  his  shoulder,  while  the  young 
one  was  endeavoring  to  pour  some  liquid  down  my 
throat  from  a  flask  which  he  held  in  his  hand.  I  am 
glad  I  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  resist  the  tempting 
bait,  which  certainly  possessed  a  most  pleasing 
aroma,  but  which,  no  doubt,  was  some  powerful 
potion  that  would  send  me  sleep  forever.  Finding 
persuasion  useless,  they  at  length  desisted,  and  after 
a  few  expressions  of  sympathy  from  the  old  gentle- 
man, and  inquiries  ar.  to  my  state  of  health  from  the 
younger  one.  they  ultimately  resumed  their  denfon- 
iacal  conversation,  from  which  I  inferred  that  they 
intended  if  possible  to  frighten  me  to  death. 

"  Did  you  ever  do  a  robbery  of  tliat  kind  before?'' 
inquired  the  elder  Mephistopheles.  "  It  is  wonder- 
fully effective.  J  once  did  a  capital  murder  in  St, 
James'. " 

"No;  but  J  .fancy  I  remember  the  incident  to 
which  you  allude.  Was  it  not  something  of  the 
character  of  a  duel  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  far  worse  than  that — a  murder  in 
cold  blood,"  the  wicked  old  man  replied,  "  I  never 
did  anything  that  my  wife  liked  better." 

I  could  not  believe  that  it  waspossiblefor  a  woman 
to  be  so  fiendish  and  malevolent  ;  but  how  a  timid 
creature  like  m\  self  managed  to  support  the  terror  1 
can  never  understand.  Every  moment  I  expected 
that  the  gentlemanly  ruffians  would  attack  me,  but, 
as  if  they  had  entirely  forgotten  me,  they  began  talk- 
ing in  a  language  that  was  unintelligible  to  me,  bat 
which  I  have  since  thought  must  have  been  thieves' 
patter. 

In  a  few  more  minutes  the  speed  of  the  train  slack- 
ened, and,  with  a  joy  1  shall  never  forget,  I  recog- 
nized the  drearj'  platform,  which  then  possessed  a 
charm  for  me  greater  than  the  finest  landscape  by 
Claude  or  Turner.  I  need  scarcely  obser\'e  that  I 
alighted  without  much  loss  of  time,  and.  indeed,  in- 
curred the  risk  of  being  fined  for  infringing  one  of 
the  company's  by-laws. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  run  for  my  life,  throw  my- 
self upon  my  knees  in  an  adjacent  turnip-field,  and 
thank  Providence  for  my  tinexpected  preservation. 
But  upon  second  thought,  I  decided  that  a  duty  was 
due  to  society. 

I  therefore  called  the  guard,  and  requested  that  my 
two  fellow-passengers  might  be  taken  into  custody  for 
the  commission  of  crimes  which  they  had  voluntarily 
confessed  in  my  hearing. 

"Of  what  do  you  complain?''  demanded  the 
gtiard. 

'■  Of  everything  that  is  bad,"  I  rejoined  excitedly. 
"  They  have  set  fire  to  a  house,  burned  a  poor,  harm- 
less old  gentleman  in  his  bed,  murdered  another  vic- 
tim in  cold  blood  in  St.  James',  and  they  intend  to 
rob  some  defenseless  creature  on  the  railway — " 

At  this  juncture  I  was  interrupted  by  peals  of  hila- 
rious laughter  from  the  two  miscreants. 

"  Have  you  tost  anything,  madame?"  inquired  the 
guard  with  a  perplexed  look. 

"No,  than  heaven,''  I  replied,  clutching  my  money 
in  my  pocket  with  a  prehensile  grasp. 

The  elder  man  placed  a  card  in  the  guard's  hand 
and  said,  struggling  with  laughter  ;  "  We  are  both 
engaged  in  literature,  and  were  discussing  the  plot  of 
a  novel  which  my  friend  is  writing  for  one  of  the 
'  weeklies.'  where  a  good  deal  of  the  "  blood  and  thun- 
der' element  is  required.  And  all  the  horrors  which 
appear  to  have  alarmed  this  lady  are  purely  imagi- 
nary." 

And  the  guard  was  actually  credulous  enough  to 
believe  them,  for,  slamming  the  door,  he  gave  a  shrill 
whistle,  and  left  me  standing  upon  the  platform,  star- 
ing in  stupefied  amazement  at  the  train  a$  it  lessened 
in  the  distance. 

I  am  painfully  aware  that  I  am  only  a  laoman,  and 
a  very  weak  and  timid  member  of  the  sex  ;  I  flatter 
myself,  however,  that  I  am  not  deficient  of  common 
sense,  and  since  that  terrible  day  I  utterly  repudiate 
physiognomy  and  phrenology,  but  at  the  same  time 
carefully  avoid  benevolent  gentlemen  with  snow-white 
hair,  and  young  men  who  appear  to  be  the  incarna- 
tion of  honesty  and  kindness. 


A  terrible  accident  has  just  taken  place  at  Biarritz 
(says  Ga/igj/it//i's  AA-ssef/gfr  of  the  8th  Jnst.).  Miss 
Gordon,  who  had  passed  the  winter  in  Paris,  was 
drowned  while  out  on  an  excursion.  She  attempted, 
without  a  guide,  to  go  along  the  cliff's  far  beyond  the 
point  marked  out  by  the  authorities  as  the  limit  for 
the  public  to  go  safely.  She  reached  a  plaoe  known 
as  Falaise  de  la  Mort.  and  stooping  to  pick  a  flower, 
her  foot  slipped,  and  she  was  precipitated  into  a  hole 
known  as  the  Barbots,  a  spot  said  to  have  this  pe- 
culiarity, that  at  the  end  of  forty-eight  hours,  noth- 
ing more  than  the  skeleton  remains  of  any  beings 
which  fall  into  it.  It  contains  millions  of  small  in- 
sects which  devour  the  body,  and  which  are  called 
by  the  inhabitants  of  the  district  barbots,  and  are  by 
them  held  in  special  horror.  The  Duke  de  Frias 
met  his  death  under  similar  circumstances  a  few 
years  ago. 

The  love  of  glorj',  the  fear  of  shame,  the  design  of 
making  a  fortune,  the  desire  of  rendering  life  easy 
and  agreeable,  ant!  the  humor  of  pulling  down  other 
people,  are  often  the  causes  of  that  valor  so  celebrated 
among  men. 

No  one  sings  now  "  Oh,  take  me  back  to  the  sweet 
sunny  .South,  to  the  s  .veet  sunny  South  lake  me  home. '' 
There  is  too  much  Bronze  John  around  home. 

Life  is  a  casket,  not  precious  in  itself,  but  valuable 
in  proportion  to  what  fortune,  or  industry,  or  virtue 
has  placed  within. 


A  man  who  don't  know  anything  will  lell  it  the  first 
chance  he  gets. 
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BOOKS 

Resumption  and  the  Silver  Question.     By  H.  V.  Poor. 

lamo $1  50 

Sir  Walter  Scott.     By  Richard  H.  Hutton.     (English 

Men  of  Letters.)     ismo 75 

Saintly  Workers,     Lenten    Lectures.     By  F.  W.  Far- 

rar.     izmo i  25 

Eternal  Hope.  Sermons.  By  F.  W.  Farrar.  i2mo.  i  00 
Duncan,  T.  C.     How  to  be  Plump,  or  Talks  on  Phj'si- 

oloqical  Feeding.     lamo 50 

Primrose  Path,     A    Novel.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant.     8vo, 

paper, 50 

Child  and  Woman.     From  the  German  of  Clementine 

Helm.     lamo i  50 

Liquidated.     The  Seer.     By  Rudolph  Lindau.     i6mo, 

paper 25 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne,    lorno,  p.^pe^ 20 

The  Arab  Wife,     A  Romance  f)f  the  Polynesian  Seas. 

i6nio,  pajicr 25 
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MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Is  especially  recommended  to  those  desiring 
a  pleasant,  palatable  table  beverage.  Made 
from  pure  malt  and  hops,  and  prepared  espe- 
cially for  this  climate.  Try  it.  For  sale  by 
all  grocers  and  liquor  dealers. 

CUTTiNG  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


CALIFORNIA 

STATE   FAIR 
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Ar  SACRAMENTO,   CAL., 
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MONDAY SEPTEM  BER  i6, 

AND    CLOSING 

S.\TURDAY SEPTEMBER  21. 


$50,000  CASH 

To  be  Distributed  in  Prcnmims. 


J^HE   EXHIBITION   WILL    BE   DI- 

\^ded  into  Seven  Departments,  and  the  SOCIETV'S 
GOLD  MED.-\L  to  be  awarded  to  the  most  meritorious  ex- 
hibition in  each  department. 

Those  desiring  Premium  Lists  will  please  notify  the  Sec- 
retary. 

The  Largest  Stock  SJioiv  and  Most  Attractive 
Speed  Display 

Ever  offered  by  any  Agricultural  Soctetyin  the  United  States. 

ATTRACTIVE  MILITARY  TOURNAMENT 

Public  Sale  of  THOROUGHBRED  STOCK  on  Fri- 
day of  the  Fair. 

The  Central  Pacific  Railroad  and  Steamers  will  cany  ar- 
ticles to  and  from  the  Fair,  free  of  charge. 

Wells,  Fargo  &  Cos  E-xpress  will  deliver  all  packages 
free,  not  weighing  over  twenty  pounds. 

Applications  for  stalls  at  the  Park  and  space  at  the  Pa- 
%-ilion  should  be  made  to  ROBERT  BECK.,  Secretary,  at 


Membership S5  00 

Single  Admission 50  cents 

M.  D.  BORUCK,  President. 
Robert  Beck,  Secretary. 


RETURNED. 


TJAVING  i:Eri-f;AED   FROM  THE 

East,  I  respectfully  announce  to  my  friends  and  the 
public  that  I  shall  resume  practice  on  Weunesdav,  Sept, 
5ih,  .S75, 

S.  W.  DENNIS,  IV!.  D.,  DENTIST, 

No.  33  KEARNY  STREET. 

p     C.  MOIVBRA  V,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

■     224  STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


'7-'   7.  PETTIT  6-  CO;S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 
528  Camfoksia  Strekt,  San  Francisco,  Cai- 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


'Ilic  public  of  San  Francibtu.  i..i_,t  c^r-iA-cially  ihc 
tiihionable  element,  is  capricious  in  its  Uslc  for 
amusement,  and  ili<'  jirescnicuurs*- of  that  taste  would 
shou  that  people  arc  taldii.;;  an  .intidotc  for  liccclicr. 
A  twcniy-fivc-doilar-a-linc  ikktI  has  wriltrn  thai— 

■■  Every  hcan,  when  »iflcJ  well, 
U  a  clot  of  warmer  tltul, 
Mu'il  wilh  cunmug  *|Jirks  of  hell." 

.\f)d  UiCRT  are  doiihtlc&s  t-nouK)i  sparks  lloating 
about  Uiis  place  to  start  afresh  the  furnace  which 
Beechcrand  Canon  Karrar  ha\c  put  out.  But  it  is 
curious  to  note  the  clian^c  of  pubUc  opinion  regard- 
ing N!rs.  Oatcs,  When  >hc  was  here  before.  Nob  Hill 
and  theoiistocrac)- generally  tabooed  her.  She  was  a 
hoodlum  :  a  \xr>-  naughty  wonun  ;  nithcr  an  attrac- 
tion for  fast  young  men  than  for  the  dames  and 
demoiselles  of  society.  Pcrhajjs  the  real  griei-ancc 
was,  thai  she  moved  amid  lurid  flashes  of  scandal, 
and  was  bold  enough  to  defy  the  scand.d-niongcrs. 
Shew-15  a  sort  of  fen).\le  Ajax  defying  ihc  lightning. 
She  drew  small  audiences,  and  even  male  nltcndanis 
were  nol  so  pwirticularly  noticeable  ai  her  perform- 
ances. She  was  loo  ditticuU  of  access  for  Ihe  gay 
Lothario  of  the  city,  and  she  had  too  true  a  percep- 
tion of  her  own  interests  to  make  herself  a  cheap 
flirtation.  So  c^'cn  the  baldhcads  deserted  her,  and 
5h#  displayed  her  shapely  figure  and  her  gorgeous 
costumes  to  a  sprinkling  of  people,  who  s;iw  in  her 
an  enUitisiast  In  her  art.  even  if  thai  art  w^s  only  opem 
boufTe  :  a  woman  of  indomitable  spirit,  who  did 
everything  she  had  to  do  vi^ih  cncrg)'.  and  who  lived 
her  Ufe  in  spite  of  rumor  and  scandal,  keeping  her 
£uih  sleadfastly  with  the  public.  Meantime  old 
rouis,  disguised  in  Mrange,  capacious  cloaks  and 
broad*brimmed  hats,  sat  far  back  in  the  shades  of 
camages,  outside  the  door  of  the  little  thciitre  on 
Bush  Street,  and  spirited  a\my  the  complaisant 
dcmoisdics  of  the  company,  whose  attractions  were 
of  that  msthetic  character  which  docs  not  bear  inves- 
tigation. But  now  society  seems  to  be  anxious  to 
atone  for  its  bad  treatment  of  the  lady.  Wc  will  be 
generous,  and  say  so,  for  wc  have  not  heard  of  late 
any  fresh  scandal  about  her.  She  has  not  been  guilty 
of  a  single  new  naughtiness,  so  Mj/  cannot  be  the  at- 
traction. For  whatever  reason  it  m.ay  be,  aristocrac)' 
and  fashion  have  changed  front,  and  on  Monday 
night  the  porquette  was  strewn  with  autumn  bonnets 
and  stylish  toilets.  Mrs.  Oates  plays  her  parts  as  she 
thinks  they  ought  to  be  played,  and  we  dare  say  there 
is  nothing  more  cuin  in  her  performance  than  there 
b  in  the  French  impersonations — alwa)'S  allowing  for 
a  piquancy  which  is  impessiljlc  in  the  American  girl  of 
the  same  class.  Rut  Mrs.  Oates  and  her  managers 
deserve  severe  censure  for  the  manner  in  which  /-« 
C/ocJUt  dt  CoracvilU  wus  put  on  on  .Monday  even- 
ing. The  press  and  the  public  have  both  dealt  leni- 
ently with  them,  partly  owing  to  the  obvious  merits  of 
the  piece,  and  the  favorable  impression— only  an  im- 
pression— which  the  company  made.  The  public 
have  a  right  to  demand  that  some  little  trouble  should 
Ik  taken  in  the  production  of  pieces  which  they  pay 
to  sec ;  and  though  the  audience  sat  patiently 
through  the  whole  opera  on  Monday  night,  thai  docs 
not  alter  the  fact  that  the  suige  business  halted 
throt^hout,  that  the  actors  did  not  seem*  quite  sure  of 
their  words,  and  that  noia  single  voice  was  in  proper 
condition  to  sing  the  music,  w  hich  was  freely  cut  ouL 
Nearly  evcrj'body  was  hoarse,  and  it  aggrai-atcs  the 
ofTensc  that  that  is  offered  as  an  apology.  Mrs. 
Oatcs  has  been  here  often  and  long  enough  to  know 
what  cTlraordinar)*  precautious  are  necessary  for 
strange  singers  in  this  climate,  and  it  was  evident  that 
n  3  particular  care  h.ad  been  Liken  to  giLord  against 
cold  and  hoarseness.  But  we  can  scarcely  expect,  in 
any  case,  that  a  troupe  of  men  and  women  can  be 
gathered  together  suddenly.  h.istily  rehearsed  in  an 
opera  new  to  them  in  Cincinnati,  rushed  through  to 
Ibe  Western  edge  of  thf  Conttocni,  limed  to  arrive 
twenty-four  hours  bjfore  their  public  appearance  on 
a  strange  stage,  and  accompanied  by  an_  unfamilliar 
orchestra,  and  do  justice  to  their  work.  This  was  the 
case  with  the  Oates  Opera  Company,  and  luck,  more 
than  good  management,  has  saved  them  from  disaster. 
The  crowd  that  filled  Mr.  l^ockc's  litUc  theatre  on 
Monday  night  showed  that  anything  in  the  sltapc  of 
comic  opera,  would  be  acceptable,  and  l^s  Cltxkej  de 
Camcvilit  has  drawn  full  houses.  It  is  scarcely  possi- 
ble yet  to  judge  of  the  real  merits  of  the  opera,  since 
we  have  to  accept  suggestion  ratlicr  than  perform- 
ance. The  plot  is  quite  pure,  and  in  some  points 
originally  amusing.  In  the  score  tha«  are  many  ex- 
cessively pretty  numbers,  and .  some  of  them  already 
:::ul  voice  in  the  strcci.  a  sure  sign  that  they  please 
^:  public  taste.  Mosl  descriptions  of  music  have 
ir  r..^-,....,-.(-nivcs  in  it,  an  occasional  air  recalling 
,  iiiinani  chaiacteristics  of  comic  and 


reminiscences  of  grand  opera.  On  ihe  whole,  it  is 
considerably  above  the  level  of  opera  bouffe,  and 
when  Mrs.  Oates  recovers  her  voice,  and  the  bari- 
tone, Mr.  Connell.  and  the  tenor,  Mr.  Beverly,  ob- 
tain full  command  of  themselves,  we  shall  find  it  a 
most  enjo>-abte  performance.  The  orehestra  is 
slowly  working  up  to  accord  with  the  chonis,  and 
evcrjthing  progre'sscs  toward  |>erfeelion.  Taken  on 
the  whole,  the  company  is  stronger  in  lunsiciU  ability 
tlun  any  Mrs.  0.ucs  has  had  hcie.  Whether  or  not 
the  kidy  her^-lf  Ins  improved  Iws  not  yet  iKx-n 
demonstrated,  as  most  of  her  numlHrrs  have  been  cut, 
or  barked  ;  but  slie  has  as  much  life  and  spirit  as 
ever  she  had.  and  acted  her  part  with  the  old 
jbanJcH.  The  tenor  is  ver)-  robust  in  [ktsoo.  His 
voice  is  Ught.  but  well  tr.iined  and  plcising,  and  his 
method  is  good.  The  Ixu-itone  has  a  tine,  {wwcrful 
oi^.tn.  and  uses  il  excellently.  His  knowledge  of 
acting  shows  him  to  have  gone  through  some  train- 
ing on  the  operatic  stage  in  a  heavier  line.  Miss 
Lulu  Steven.*.,  a  young  hidy  who  is  practically  a  de- 
butjitte,  nuikes  a  ver)-  favorable  impression  from  a 
musical  point  of  view.  She  sings  in  a  very  correct 
style,  and  has  a  moderately  strong,  very  smooth, 
and  pure  voice.  She  has  yet  to  learn  the  stage  de- 
iwrtmcni  of  Iter  profession.  Amongst  the  company 
wc  have  an  adminiblc  coinetlian  in  Mr.  Taylor,  and 
a  cUver  second  in  .Mr.  (Iraham.  The  actor  of  all  is 
Mr.  Meade,  who.  as  old  "ti.ispard.  the  Miser," 
makes  quitca  dramatic  hit.  The  chorus  w  ill  be  good 
with  a  little  more  practice  logether.  I^  Marjohine 
and  Le  Petit  Due  arc  promised,  and  these  arc  not 
likely  to  suffer  from  the  same  misfortunes  as  Ixs 
Cliwhes  di  Cornr^'ilU. 


\\  the  California  Robsun  and  Crane  are  suffering 
slightly  from  the  developed  taste  for  music  ;  but  the 
houses  h.ivc  been  far  from  bad,  and  with  sixty  per 
cent,  of  the  receipts  the  two  comedians  should  be 
satisfied.  It  is  a  question  whether  one  would  nDl 
rather  be  Robson  and  Crane  than  a  heavy  holder  of 
Sierra  Ne\*ada.  They  have  l)cen  wonderfully  lucky, 
the  dramatic  Siamese  twins,  anj  as  they  fullill  a 
function  always  grateful  {that  of  making  people 
laugh),  they  perlfaps  deserve  to  be,  even  if  it  is  not 
always  clear  exactly  what  they  are  Kiughing  at.  On 
Monday  night  we  are  to  have  Forbidden  Fruit  again. 
We  should  have  Ixren  better  plc:ised  with  C/i>imp<ign€ 
andOyiters,  or  tliat  other  new  play  which  has  not  yet 
seen  the  light,  but  we  presume  that  the  two  gentle- 
men arc  satisfied  that  they  have  nothing  in  their 
repertor>-  as  good  as  Forbidden  Fruit.  .So  much  the 
worse  for  their  rcpenor)-.  Il  seems  to  us  that  success 
makes  successful  people  lazy  and  unmindful  of  their 
duty  to  the  world  that  gives  them  the  means  of  being 
lazy.  It  is  taking  a  mean  advantage  of  success  to 
work  a  popular  piece  to  death.  Although  Forbidden 
Fruit  is  a  funny  and  enjoyable  play,  it  has  drawn  so 
much  money  (jut  of  San  Francisco  already  that 
.Messrs.  Robson  and  Crane  should  take  ihe  present 
opportunity,  when  people  arc  in  a  theatre-going 
stale  of  mind,  to  give  them  something  new.  It  will 
.always  draw  three  or  four  tirst-class  houses  anyway. 


The  Grand  Opera  House,  after  a  series  of  advent- 
ures, has  settled  down  to  the  legitimate  and  Mrs. 
Scott-Siddons  for  a  week.  The  management,  keep- 
ing its  eye  on  (he  spectacle  of  Ztspha.  dipped  into 
another  form  of  the  illegitimate  and  shorted  Sierra 
Nc\*ada,  a  compliment  which  Sierra  Nevada  hand- 
somely returned.  Suavity  and  good  humor,  promises 
and  flattering  compliments  tided  over  many  difficul- 
ties until  Saturday  night,  when  the  orchestra  received 
an  invitation  to  a  picnic  at  Saucelito,  and  silence 
reigned  between  the  acts — at  least,  so  it  was  an- 
nounced. The  aggrieved  trombone,  bass  fiddle,  pi- 
ano, and  flute  struck  a  chord  of  denial ;  but  that  was 
not  of  much  consequence.  The  management  secured 
a  star  in  Mrs.  Scott-Siddons.  Her  soothing  presence 
has  reconciled  the  inharmonious  elements,  and  Shaks- 
pca^c  is  played  with  gorgeous  scenery,  originally 
painted  for  L'nele  Tom's  Cabin.  Bui,  if  we  speak 
thus  lightly  of  the  Grand  Opera  House,  we  have  no 
desire  to  slight  the  claims  and  merits  of  Mrs.  Scott- 
Siddons.  The  inheritor  of  a  brilliant  name,  she  wears 
it  most  worthily,  and  she  must  command  respect  and 
attention  wherever  she  chooses  to  appear.  While  wc 
concede  to  the  lady  an  exceptional  place  in  the  list  of 
dramatic  stars,  while  wc  admit  thai  a  refined  taste 
and  a  cultivated  mind  fit  her  in  one  sense  as  an  expo- 
nent of  the  legitimate  in  acting,  we  arc  not  disposed 
to  admit  that  the  possession  of  those  recommend- 
ations constitutes  her  a  great  actress.  Tliat  she  is  an 
actress  of  some  Lileni  must  be  acknowledge,  but  her 
impersonations  arc  gi%xn  with  intellectual  and  not 
emotional  effect.  Whether  she  plays  '*  (ulia  "  in  The 
Huttfhbatk,  or  "Juliet"  in  A'omeo  and  JuUet,  she 
shows  a  conception  so  purely  that  of  a  student  that 
one  sits  and  listens  and  watches  her  with  quite  differ- 
ent feelings  from  those  Miss  Ncilson  or  Madame 
Modjcska  inspires  in  the  same  part.  If  we  lake 
"Juliet,"  which  she  lias  played  for  three  nights  at  the 
Grand,  wc  find  her  entire  reading  different,  and  nat 
urally  her  business  and  elocution  different,  from  those 
of  any  other  star.  With  her,  "Juliet"  is  not  the 
warm,  passionate  girl  of  the  play ;  she  is  not  carried 
away  by  an  excitement  that  is  half  desire  ;  she  is  not 
so  absorbed  in  her  love  for  "  Romeo"  as  to  be  not 
only  heedless  but  almost  unconscious  of  the  dangers 
that  surround  her.  Forplaj-ing  such  a  "Juliet"  Mrs. 
Scott-Siddons  is  quite  unsuitcd  e\-ery  way.  Her  clear 
cut,  handsome  features  arc  not  those  of  such  a  giii  as 


Capulct's  daughter  ;  her  voice  ib  hard  and  unsymp;i- 
thetic.  and  the  frantic  |);iSsion  that  fills  "  )uliets" 
soul  finds  no  expression  in  its  stiff,  unmodulated  tones. 
Her  action  is  stilted  and  artifici,il ;  and  when  she 
leans  over  the  balcony,  or  plays  around  the  "  Nurse" 
in  the  scene  where  she  awaits  "  Romeo's"  message, 
Ihe  study  of  attitude  is  clear  to  the  most  superficial 
observer.  Her  charm  lies  entirely  in  an  intellectual- 
ity of  conception  and  delineation  ;  but  if  wc  are  to 
judge  ht-r  by  any  slandanl  of  acting,  she  is  simply  not 
the  "Juliet"  of  Shakspciire.  l-^veii  in  her  elocution, 
in  which  she  is  undoubtedly  a  star,  she  has  munncr- 
isms  and  faults  w  hich  mar  her  best  work  ;  these  have 
been  crj-stalli/etl  by  frw|ucnt  exercise,  and  in  "Juliet" 
she  dra«ls  some  of  her  words  even  to  a  painful  point. 
But  with  all  the  objectiors  that  may  be  brought  crit- 
ically against  her  acting,  she  is  an  actress  to  t>e  seen. 
There  is  much,  a  great  de-al,  to  be  thoroughly  enjoyed 
in  everything  she  docs  ;  and  no  one  who  admires  a 
refined  iwrformance  of  an  original  and  intelleciual 
conception  of  character  will  come  away  dissatisfied 
with  Mrs.  Scott-Siddons.  Mr.  Piercy  has  liccn  sup- 
porting her;  and  his  rendering  of  "  Romeo,"'  nol  by 
any  means  gre;it,  has  many  merits.  He  is  a  young 
man,  and,  so  far,  has  had  a  fair  shnre  of  success,  un- 
doubtedly de.serve<l.  Hul  Mr.  I'ierey  has  much  to 
lc;»rn  and  much  to  unlearn.  .\\  his  age  nolwdy  but 
a  most  exceptional  genius  tould  he  much  belter  or 
higher  in  his  profession.  If  he  will  be  patient,  keep 
up  a  close  study,  go  in  for  the  hardest  experience  he 
uin  get  on  the  stage,  and  not  dream  of  starring  for  a 
few  years,  his  future  place  on  the  stage  is  certain. 
But  he  shows  some  disi>o.sition  to  o'crvault  himself. 
I  le  aune  here  with  some  repuiation  ;  ihe  favorable 
extracts  from  newspaper  notices  were  carefully  pul)- 
liblied,  and  he  relied  upon  his  long  connection  with 
the  coast  to  place  him  at  once  on  the  highest  pinna- 
cle of  success.  But  he  had  not  been  long  enough 
away.  There  were  too  many  of  his  friends  still  here 
who  rcniembcred  him  .as  an  amateur  ;  and,  favorable 
as  the  newspaper  notices  of  other  places  liavc  been, 
they  have  nol  warranted  a  star  reputation.  So  he 
linds  that  his  own  friends  require  something  more  of 
him,  and  the  public  object  to  lake  him  on  the  strength 
of  having  left  here  a  few  years  ago  practically  an  am- 
ateur. His  "Romeo  "is  an  iiiiniaturc  [wrforinance, 
showing  signs  of  unusual  talent,  whicli  only  requires 
time  and  experience  to  bring  it  to  perfeeiion.  If  wc 
may  put  il  so,  Mr.  Piercy  is  a  rising  American  ac- 
tor, but  he  must  not  climb  loo  last.  The  rest  of  the 
cast  of  A'omco  and  yuliet  at  the  Grand  has  been,  as 
might  Ik;  expected,  nol  very  brilliant,  with  the  notable 
exception  of  Mrs.  Judah,  t/ie  "  Nurse"  of  the  slage. 
Mr.  riarry  Court;une,  too,  may  be  singled  out  in 
"  Merculio,"  though  he  l.ickcd  humor  in  some  of  his 
scenes,  more  especially  in  the  tjuccii  Mab  speech. 
Tlie  liiinchbaek  and  In^onuir  were  jilaycd  on  Tliurs- 
day  and  last  night. 


On  W'edncsday  afternoon  Mr.  Lystcr  put  on  T/ie 
ihtoroon  for  the  benefit  of  the  yellow  lever  sufferers, 
and  he  keeps  it  on  all  ihis  week.  Olivia  has  been  re- 
tired, perhaps  none  too  soon.  Boucicaull's  play  has 
only  been  put  on  to  keep  the  slage  for  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Williamson,  who  open  in  Struck  Oil  on  Monday 
next.  We  cannot  predict  how  il  will  draw.  On  or- 
dinary reasoning  it  should  be  somewhat  unaltraclive, 
but  we  should  not  wonder  if  Mr.  Williamson's  lucky 
suir  shone  on  it,  and  guided  it  to  further  fortune.  It 
is  time,  however,  iliat  the  worthy  and  popular  couple 
got  a  new  piece.  Freaks  of  Fortune  is  said  to  be 
coming,  but  that  piece  was  first  given  to  the  public 
here  and  .Mr.  Kennedy  knows  that  it  was  not  a  prof- 
itable venture.  The  leading  character  has  been  re- 
written, and  perhaps  Mr.  Williamson  may  makesome- 
tliing  more  out  of  il  ihan  Mr.  Stanley  did.  It  was 
possible  to  do  that  even  as  it  was,  but  wc  f cat  Freaks 
0/  Fortune,  even  if  very  materially  altered,  will  require 
the  prestige  of  success  clsew  here  to  be  successful  here. 
Mr.  Maguire  has  returned  from  London  and  Paris, 
and  is  said  to  be  loaded  down  with  engagements  and 
contracts.  So  far  the  only  real  tangible  success  re- 
ported is  the  arrangement  with  French  and  Sardou 
and  d'Knnery  for  the  production  of  their  plays  here. 
If  this  be  cfreclually  arranged  il  will  be  a  great  thing 
for  Mr.  Maguire.  But  where  has  he  got  the  new  play 
by  -Sardou,  and  the  new  play  by  d'Fnerrj-,  which  he 
speaks  of  producing  immediately.  If  anybody  wants 
ihcm  there  are  fificen  or  twenty  plays  of  dEnncry 
available;  old  plays,  produced  in  Paris  many  years 
ago,  long  before  the  author  achieved  his  present  po- 
sition. They  can  be  translated  and  played  by  any- 
body, and  some  people  say  that  among  them  are 
pieces  as  great  as  'Fke  Two  Orphans  or  The  Cele 
brated  Case.  Mr.  Maguire's  principal  engagements 
are  Barry  Sullivan  and  the  Strakosch  Opera  Com- 
pany. We  hope  the  former  will  do  as  well  as  he  did 
when  he  opened  Baldwin's,  and  that  the  latter  may 
net  more  money  to  .Mr.  Maguire  than  il  did  before. 
Wc  sec  one  extraordinary  engagement  noted  by  our 
enterprising  lessee — that  of  Miss  May  Hart,  to  play 
in  Olivia.  |Why  repeat  a  failure  ?  If  the  engagement 
was  made  before,  why  play  this  version  of  the  play? 
However,  Mr.  Maguire  is  happy  over  the  prospects, 
and  we  can  only  hope  they  will  realize  his  great  ex- 
pectations. 


The  theatrical  body  has  done,  as  usual,  a  great 
deal  to  excite  the  public  interest  in  the  yellow  fever 
sufferers.  On  Tuesday  Mrs.  Oates,  ^Irs.  Scolt- 
Siddons,  Miss  Coltrclli,  Mrs.  Judah,  Mr.  Robson, 
and  Mr.  Crane  acted  as  auctioneers  at  the  sale 
of  boxes  for  the  benefit  on  Thursday,  at  the  Cali- 
fornia Theairc.  The  auction  took  place  at  the 
Merchants'  Exchange:  but  though  the  building  was 
packed  the  bidding  was  not  lively.  The  bill  was 
a  very  varied  one,  comprising  conlribulions  by  ar- 
tists of  all  lines  and  ranks,  and  the  benefit  produced 
the  magnificent  amount  of  over  $2,500.  remitted 
without  deduction  of  any  kind.  At  Baldwin's,  on 
Wednesday.  The  Oetoroon  was  played  for  the  same 
object,  und  that,  too.  showed  a  s;itisfaciory  result. 
At  the  Plait's  Hall  enlainment  the  dramatic  was 
represented  by  Mrs.  Scotl-Siddons,  who  has  done 
quite  a  lot  of  work.  Besides  these,  performances  of 
all  kinds  have  been  given  throughout  the  city,  and 
San  Francisco  will  show  well  in  the  list  of  subscrip- 
tions. 

llicrc  is  music  in  the  air  about  .\fliss.  Messrs. 
Clay-Greene  and  Thompson,  having  made  an  ar- 
rangement with  Miss  Katy  Mayhcw,  by  which,  in 
consider.iiion  of  their  success  in  rewriting  the  play, 
they  were  to  receive  a  certain  royalty  on  its  produc- 
tion, made  engagements  in  the  East  for  her  ap- 
pearance in  it  under  her  authority.  For  some  reason 
she  could  not  keep  her  engagements,  and  as  Mr. 
Greene  was  held  to  his  contract  for  the  piece,  he  un- 
denook  to  play  it  without  Miss  Mayhcw's  consent, 
engaging  Miss  Annie  Pixley  to  lake  the  leading  part. 
Miss  Mayhew  has  placed  an  injunction  against  it, 
but  we  suppose  the  matter  will  be  amicafafy  setiled. 
MOURZOl'K. 


GENEVIEVE  WARD'S  WARDROBE. 

The  .Splendid  Series  of   Dresses   Designed  for  Her 
by  the  Hod.  Charles  Winjffield. 

The  New  York  Sun  is  authority  for  tlie  statement 
that  "  Miss  Genevieve  Ward  (who  recently  made  Iilt 
appearance  in  that  city  as  'Jane  Shore')  has  without 
doubt  brought  to  .\meric:i  tiie  most  elaborate  stage 
wardrobe  that  has  been  seen  upon  the  boards  of  an 
.Ameriain  playhouse."  It  remains  to  be  seen  if  the 
.Americjin  tragedienne  who  li;is  plucke<l  her  bays  on 
British  soil  and  won  the  gold  from  British  breeches 
pockets  [to  cx|x;n(l  in  Paris  for  these  wondrous  cos- 
tumes, can  vie  wilh  her  predecessors  in  wearing  those 
costumes  with  French  taste  antl  fhic.  The  four 
dresses  which  Miss  Ward  wears  in  yane  Shore,  and 
all  of  her  costumes  in  Henry  /'///.,  and,  in  fact,  the 
costumes  of  the  entire  dramatic  company  in  the  last 
play,  were  designed  by  the  Hon.  Charles  Wingfield, 
that  versatile  and  talented  son  of  Lord  Londonderry 
and  brother  of  Lord  Powerscouri,  wlio  has  distin- 
guished himself  as  a  novelist  (he  is  the  auiiior  of  the 
fashionable  novel,  "  I„ady  Grizel").  a  playwright,  aw 
actor,  painter,  joumalisi,  and  lasi,  and  at  present,  an 
amateur  designer  and  painicr  of  costumes  for  these 
fortunate  ladies  and  gentlemen,  dramatic  artists,  and 
manager^  w  ho  chance  to  be  numbered  among  his  per- 
sonal friends.  When  the  curtain  rose  in  New  Yorii 
on  Miss  Ward  as  "Jane  Shore"  she  was  attired  in 
one  of  Wingficld's  most  gorgeous  conceptions  ;  and 
it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  he  is  tlie  arbiter  ete- 
gantiarum  on  the  other  side  of  the  ocean  in  matters 
of  antique  and  mediaeval  costume,  and  that  the  cos- 
tume of  the  reign  of  I-'dward  IV.  was  extrav.igant 
and  gorgeous  in  ihe  highest  degree.  Therefore,  Ed- 
ward's ex-mistrt'^s's  dress  was  one  of  regal  splendor. 
It  was  of  ruby  velvet,  irimmcd  profusely  with  er- 
mine. The  velvet  of  which  the  dress  was  iii;ide 
was  cut  from  the  piece  miniutaciurt-d  especially,  and 
used  in  part  for  the  court  train  of  the  late  tjueen 
Mfcrcedes,  of  Spain.  The  shape  of  tlie  robe  is  not 
unlike  the  fjishions  of  the  moment.  The  skirt  is  looped 
on  one  side,  showing  a  kirlle  Df  petticoat  of  white 
satin,  brocaded  with  black  velvit  (lowers,  the  design 
of  which  was  copied  from  a  piece  o(  tapestry  of  the 
reign  of  Edward  IV.,  and  manufactured  in  France  to 
Mr.  Wingficld's  order.  The  corsage  of  this  ruby  vel- 
vet robe,  for  it  is  a  trained  robe,  is  square,  and  .bor- 
dered, as  the  skirt  and  train  is,  with  ermine.  The 
stomacher  and  sleeves  (sleeves  were  separate  from  the 
dress  in  that  day)  are  of  blue  satin,  trimmed  on  the 
edge  of  the  revers  with  spangles  (ihcn  just  introduced 
into  the  wardrobe  effects  of  king's  and  queen's  house- 
holds). Tlie  sleeves  are  tight  lo  the  wrist,  and  in  the 
style  of  the  period  would  overhang  the  hand  lo  the 
fingers,  but  arc  slashed  al5the  inside  scams  and 
turned  back  in  revers  with  clotli  of  gold  and  edged 
with  gold  spangles.  Around  the  hips,  describing  a 
diagonal  line,  is  a  girdle  of  gold  medallions  linked  to- 
gether, enameled  in  blue,  red,  and  white,  with  the 
arms  of  London.  Over  "Jane  Shore's"  head  lower- 
ed a  conical  cap  or  bonnet  of  green  velvet,  with  the 
buttcrfiy-wing  ears  of  the  pfriod,  recorded  by  Para- 
din  and  Strutt,  and  the  cone  ofsilverand  gold  braid, 
shaded  with  the  long  white  India  muslin  gauze  veil  of 
that  date.  It  was  the  fifteenth  century,  and  lace 
was  almost  unknown  in  ICngiand,  or  only  in  the  form 
of  cutwork,  until  a  centur)'  and  a  half  later.  The 
long  monks,  or.  as  we  call  tlieni  of  the  present  day, 
"angel  sleeves '' of  that  period,  introduced  by  Ed- 
ward IV.  into  the  costume  of  lioih  men  and  women, 
appear  in  this  robe  and  in  all  the  dresses  of  Jant 
Shore,  falling  over  the  blue  satin  inside  sicwe.  'I'hey 
are  slashed  almost  to  the  shoulder,  anti  are  lined  and 
bordered  with  ermine.  Willi  this  costume  and  in 
this  act  alone  Miss  Ward  wears  a  necklace  of  dia- 
monds, wilh  diamond  earrings.  The  cost  of  this 
magnificent  costume  is  estimated  to  be  nearly 
a  thousand  dollars,  not  including  the  diamonds. 
The  second  dress  worn  in  the  second  act  is  of  olive- 
green  velvet  brocade  of  two  shades  ;  the  design  an 
arabesque  pattern  of  the  period.  It  is  trimmed  with 
a  dark  olive  plush  fabric,  to  imitate  fur,  and  bands  of 
two-inch  wide  braid,  composed  of  chenille  and  beads, 
in  shades  of  dark  and  lighter  green,  lo  produce  the 
effect  of  emeralds  on  a  velvet  brocaded  and  silver- 
embroidered  surface.  The  kirile  and  sleeves  arc  of  a 
dark  brocade  satin  and  velvet  shade  of  olive  on  a  sul- 
phur saiin  ground  of  almost  white  and  of  silvery 
sheen.  The  trained  overdress  opens  in  front  to  the 
waist,  showing  the  kirtle  of  this  fabric  wilh  the  girdle 
depending  from  the  corsage,  and  forming  a  rich  orna- 
ment, seemingly  of  emeralds  embroidered  on  velvet 
with  silver  and  gold,  hanging  to  a  point  just  below 
the  knee,  where  il  terminates  in  a  rich  tosscllcd  orna- 
ment. The  corsage  is  separate  from  the  skin  in  this 
costume.  It  is  square  in  ihc  neck,  has  the  long  mo- 
nastic oversleeves,  and  is  a  fine  exponent  in  all  its  de- 
tails, even  lo  the  silver  clasps  and  buckles,  of  the 
caprice  of  fashion  in  the  rapid  change  in  styles  in  the 
two  short  years  intcr\'ening  between  the  periods  of 
Edward  IV.  and  Richard  III.  The  dress  of  the  third 
act  is  of  the  style  of  Richard  111.  It  is  of  dark  ma- 
roon woolen  stuff — a  kind  of  soft  oriental  velours.  It 
has  black  satin  sleeves  and  white  muslin  kerchief. 
This  is  the  dress  which  is  torn  off  by  the  executioners 
preparatory  to  handing  her  the  sheet  and  candle  ;  at 
the  same  moment  her  hood  fails  off,  letting  down  a 
flood  of  rich  golden  hair.  This  hood,  loo,  is  of  the 
style  of  Richard  III.;  conical,  but  nol  so  long  nor  so 
pointed  as  the  hood  of  the  Edward  IV.  period,  and  it 
worn  more  erect  on  ihe  head.  Spangles  appear  on 
the  visor,  which  is  shaded  with  a  small  black  woolen 
gauze  kerchief  stiffened  with  wire  and  spangled  on 
the  edges.  The  dress  of  the  fourth  act  is  a  rich 
creamy  white  satin  and  silk  damassee  or  brocade — a 
sort  of  robe  dressing-gown,  slashed  at  the  side  lo  show 
the  plaits  of  the  white  woolen  kinle  trimned  with 
silver  fringe  at  the  bottom.  The  gown  itself  is  trimmed 
all  around  wilh  black  minever  fur.  It  has  while  satin 
undcrsleeves  and  silver  gauze,  silver  spangled  angel 
sleeves,  and  a  deep  collar  of  white  satin,  edged  wilh 
black  minever,  falling  off  the  shoulders  and  showing 
the  white  mi^slin  kerchief  in  the  neck.  The  girdle 
which  confines  this  gown  at  the  \r(iisl  is  of  loops  of 
white  satin,  knotted  at  intervals  in  the  style  of  a  Fran- 
ciscan's cord. 


Mme.    Modjeska's  New  Dresses. 

An  extract  from  a  private  letter  addressed  lo  a 
friend  in  New  York  says:  "  While  Mme.  Modjeska 
was  in  Paris  this  summer  her  time  was  so  much  oc- 
cupied in  sitting  for  her  portrait  by  Duran  and  wilh 
the  constant  attentions  shown  her  by  the  artistic 
world  in  Paris,  that  she  was  unable  to  design  her 
stage  dresses  as  usual.  Worth's  styles  not  satisfying 
her  artistic  instincts,  she  was  perplexed  what  lo  do, 
when  her  friends  came  lo  her  rescue  by  taking  the 
matter  in  ha»d  themselves.  Thus  her  new  dresses, 
twenty  in  number,  have  been  designed  by  as  many  of 
he  best  painters  in  Paris," 
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A   BIG   DEAL. 


THE  FAMOUS  WILDCAT  MINE. 

Next  Friday  afternoon  there  will  be  issued  from 
tliis  office  a  Sketch  Book  of  the  Stock  Market,  giving 
scenes  of  the  exterior  and  interior  of  the  Stock  Ex- 
change and  character  sketches  on  the  street. 

The  work  will  include  the  whole  ground  of  stock 
speculation,  dealing  more  particularly  with  the  com- 
ic side  of  'the  business,  giving  caricatures  of  the 
leading  brokers  of  the  Exchanges,  the  well  known 
characters  of  "Pauper  Alley,"  and  the  indiscriminate 
throng  of  the  stock  arena. 

It  will  be  a  very  funny  thing,  rich  in  interest,-  and 
full  of  sketches  that  can  not  fail  to  be  recognized  by 
everybody  interested  in  the  business  and  acquainted 
with  the  sharps  of  office,  board,  and  street. 

Agreeable  to  the  requirements  of  the  market,  the 
book  will  be  issued  in  the  shape  of  a  certificate,  duly 
executed  and  transferable  on  any  books  except  those 
of  the  Argonaut  Publishing  Company. 

Capital  stock,  52,500.00 ;  number  of  shares,  10,000 ; 
price  of  shar^,  25  cents.  Take  in  a  few  at  bedrock 
prices  before  it  is  placed  on  tlie  Board. 


AN  ELEGANT,  FAMILY  RESIDENCE. 

Those  interested  in  the  possession  of  a  handsome 
house  will  bear  in  mind  the  fact  that  on  Tuesday, 
Sept.  17th,  H.  M.  Newhall  &  Co.  will  sell  at  their 
salesrooms,  at  12  o'clock  noon,  one  of  the  most  ele- 
gant places  in  the  city,  the  family  residence  and  ele- 
gant grounds  of  A.  K.  Grim,  Esq. ,  fronting  on  Pa- 
cific Avenue  and  Broadway,  between  Webster  and 
Fillmore  Streets.  The  house_isa  handsome  two-slorj^ 
structure,  6S,S  by  72,  bay  windows,  basement,  con- 
servatory, and  all  the  modern  improvemenls.  The 
ventilation  and  sewerage  are  perfect;  there  is  also  a 
fine  well  of  never-failing  water,  tanks  and  force-pump 
supplying  ail  the  water  for  the  extensive  grounds, 
through  which  water-pipes  are  laid.  The  entire 
property  is  enclosed  by  a  substantial  picket  and 
iDoard  fence.  The  grounds  are  tastefully  laid  out, 
choice  lawn,  front  and  rear,  of  Kentucky  blue  grass 
and  clover.  Green  house,  choice  shrubbery,  ever- 
greens, and  flowering  plants. 

The  view  is  unsurpassed,  and  can  NEVER  be  IN- 
TERRUPTED. The  entire  Lower  Bay,  Golden 
Gate,  Alcatraz,  Oakland,  Berkeley,  passing  vessels, 
etc.,  etc.,  etc.,  being  a  constantly  changing  pano- 
rama, from  which  the  eye  never  tires.  No  finer  loca- 
cation  for  view  can  be  had  in  the  city.  Sutter  Street 
cars  pass  the  door,  and  a  short  distance  only  to  Cali- 
fornia Street  cars.  This  property  can  be  subdivided 
or  utilized  for  more  houses,  if  desired,  without  mov- 
ing present  buildings.  For  residence  purposes  this 
affords  a  rare  opportunity  to  secure  a  choice  location 
and  an  elegant  home  in  the  finest  part  of  the  city,  and 
to  this  attractive  property  we  invite  special  attention. 

For  permission  to  examine  this  estate,  apply  at  the 
office  of  the  auctioneers,  H.  M.  Newhall  «  Co.,  cor- 
ner Sansome  and  Halleck  Streets,  or  at  that  of  A.  K, 
Grim,  Esq.,  No.  234  Montgomery  Street. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 

California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street,  'A.  W.  BAKER,  the  on/y  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


Some  three  months  ago  we  mentioned  the  fact  that 
the  California  Street  Railroad,  with  its  clean,  safe, 
and  comfortable  dummies,  was  fast  becoming  a  place 
for  moonlight  rides,  love-making,  and  flirtation.  We 
had  occasion  to  ride  over  this  road  late  at  night  dur- 
ing the  past  week,  and  found  the  cars  crowded  with 
gay  young  pf'ople,  making  a  merry  evening  in  riding 
up  and  down  the  road.  The  California  Street  cars 
are  what  the  gondolas  are  to  Venice  of  a  moonlight 
night — spots  for  love-making.  \\'alking  parties  are 
going  out  of  date,  and  it  is  now  quite  the  thing  for 
young  people  to  make  up  a  flirting  party  for  the  Cali- 
fornia Street  cars.  The  favorite  seats  hold  two,  and 
they  are  most  delightfully  narrow.  On  one  occasion 
last  week  every  dummy-seat  on  one  of  the  cars  was 
occupied  from  eight  till  eleven  o'clock  with  just  the 
complement  necessary  to  fill  it  to  its  utmost  capacity. 
A  mort  uproarious,  pleasant  crowd  we  have  not  seen 
for  a  long  lime. 


Dull  times  seem  to  have  no  effect  on  those  new 
style  photographs  Messrs.  Dames  &  Hayes  are  mak- 
ing. This  establishment  is  pushed  to  its  full  capacity. 
We  do  not  wonder  when  we  look  at  the  beautiful, 
soft,  and  finely  finished  pictures  each  customer  gets. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 

For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 


L.\DiES— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


Wanted— Copies  of  the  Argonaut  of  August 
3d  (No.  4,  Vol.  III.) 

THE  ARGONAUT  BOUND. 


Sufficient  files  of  the  Argonaut  have  been  pre- 
served to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol.  II,  from 
January  12th,  1878,  to  July  6th,  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  by  apply- 
ing at  the  business  office,  522  California  Street.  As 
the  number  of  volumes  is  limited,  it  would  be  well 
^o  apply  early. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

T/ie  largest  stock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  muck  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock.  Toiuer  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sutter  Sts. 


We  beg  to  inform  onr  friends  and  all  connoisseurs  that  we  have 
received  a  shipment  of  the  celebrated 

PO 


The  favorite  of  3.\\  gonrtnets  in  Europe  and  tlie  Eastern  States,     We  guarantee  the  qual- 
ity of  this  Wine  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  most  fastidious. 
L.    LEBENBAUM    &   CO.,   529  and  531  Kearny  St.  and  1303  Polk  St. 


CHURCH  NOTICE. 

Howard  Street  M.  E,  Church,  Howard  Streetj  be 
twecn  Second  and  Third.  The  pastor.  Rev.  Thomas  Guard, 
will  preach  at  ii  A.  M.  and  7j^p.  M.  Sunday-school  at  2 
p.  M.     Praise  service  at  6%  V.  M. 


JDUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Lockk Prophietor. 

Overwhelming  Success — The   Musical  Event  of  th«  Season 
— Hundreds  turned  away  nightly. 

Every  Evening  until  further  notice,  including  Sunday,  and 
Matinee  Saturday,  the  charini;ig  Comic  Opera  prima  donna 

ALICE   GATES, 

And  her  unequaled  new  English  Comic  Opera  Company, 
their  first  appearance  in  America. 

First  production  in  America,  with  all  the  original  music,  of 
the  very  successful  Comic  Opera,  in  three  acts, 

LES  CLOCHES  DE  CORNEVILLE. 

THE  BELLS  OF  CORNEVILLE. 

Serpolettc AHce  Oalcs. 

Rendered  with  full   chorus,  grand  orchestra,  new  scenerj', 
imported  costumes,  appointments,  etc. 

Reserved  seats  may  be  secured  at  the  bo.v  office  six  days 
in  adrance  at  popular  prices  of  admission.  Matinee  prices 
same  as  at  evening  during  this  engagement. 

UALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguirk Manager. 

F.  Lyster Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurkr. 

Grand  Revival,  with  all  the  great  effects,  of  the 

OCTOROON. 

The  whole  Company   in  the  Cast,     A  full  Operatic  Chorus. 
Old  rime  Scenes,     Old  Time  Songs. 

Onlv  Octoroon  Matinee,  THIS  (SATURDAY)  AFTER- 
NOON, at  two  o'clock. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  Evenings,  positively  last  nights  of  the 

OCTOROON. 

Monday  Evening,  Sept.  16,   first  appearance   of  MR.    and 
MRS.  J.  C.  WILLIAMSON  (MISS  MAGGIE  MOORE), 

STRUCK  OIL. 


/CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlok Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Monday,  September  i6th,  for  one  week  only, 

THE   COMEDIANS, 

STUART  ROBSON  &  WM,  H.  CRANE. 

Will  appear  in  Dion  Boucicault's  funniest  comedy, 

FORBIDDEN      FRUIT, 

— OR    THE — 

BRIGHTON    SCANDAL, 

With  new  scenery  by  Voegtlin,  and  a  brilliant  cast  of  char- 
acters. 


FORBIDDEN  FRUIT  MATINEE  SATURD.W. 


Monday,  September  23d,  Erel  Harte's  play, 

TWO  MEN  OF  SANDY  BAR  1 

In  which  Messrs,  Robsonand  Crane  will  appear  as  "Sandy 
Morion  "  and  "  Col.  Culpepper  Starbottle."  "  Responsible, 
sir;  personally  repsonsible.' 


DECKER  BROS 


EDUCATIONAL! 

French,  Spanish,  and  Italian  taught  by  Prof,  Barthelem;, 
de  Filippc,  by  his  easy,  new  method,  saving  months  of 
studies.  Classes  for  beginners  will  be  formed  Septembei 
aoth;  also  private  lessons.  PACIFIC  BUSINESS  COL- 
LEGE, 320  Post  Street. 


LOCUST     GROVE, 

SONOMA. 

fiAMILIES     OR     YOUNG    LADIES 

wishing  to  spend  the  month  of  September  in  this 
Valley  (the  grape  season)  can,  on  early  application,  be  well 
accommodated  at  this  wall  known  place  on  reasonable  terms. 
MRS.  A.  B.   LUBECK,  Sonoma. 


J 

The  Tailor, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pauls  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

//w  Issiup  /^"  Xhe   leading  question  is 

where  the   best   goods   can   be 
'fSW'i'^^  found  at  thejiowest  prices.  The 

%  f3  .  !^^&  answer  is  at 

jl^ll^^JOE  POHEIM, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and    103 
Third  St. 

■  RuBl    ii^'^^F^  i  ^^"^pl"  ^nd    Rules    for  Self- 
^gi    (f  I  ileasiirement  sent   free  to  any 

addre=.s.     Fit  guaranteed. 

BUTTERICK'S 

PATTERNS-FALL  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
S.an  Francisco. 

<(».  _^  .»«  .^—-^9^ 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  liq;ht-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.   EVANS,  20  Post  Street,  S.in  Francisco. 


R  O  R  E  R  T  ^  ' 

DELICIOUS    CANDIES 

manufactured  daily, 
Northwest  corner  Eush  and  Polk  Sts. 


ARE 
THE 


ARE  YOU 
INSURED? 


The  travelers 

LIFE  AND  ACCIDENT 

INSURANCE    CO. 

OF  HARTFORD,  CONN., 

r.r;AN*T'^ 

Life  and  Endoivmcnt  Policies, 

LOW  RATES,  ALL  CASH. 

ALSO, 

GENERAL  ACCIDENT  POLICIES 


Solid  Cash  Assets $4,460,000 

Surplus  to  Policy  Holders 1,225,000 


^^  Parlies  coiitemplaiiiig  Life  Insurance 
are  invited  to  call  before  insuring  elsewhere. 


ALEX.  M.  DEAN,  Gen  I  Ag't, 

NO.  403   CALIFORNIA  ST.,  S,  F. 


A 


LARGE    AND     ELEGANT    AS- 

ortmcnt  of 


BIBL 


OOKS. 


—  AKD  — 


Prayers   and ,  Hymnals, 

FOR  SALE  AT  COST, 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 
NO.  5  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


RUPTURE, 


BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Uiuil  you  see  what  lia-^  ht;en  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. • 

Call,  or   send   for  New    llhistrated 
00k.     Prices  reduced, 
MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  S.icramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


0 


PHIR   SILVER   MINING   COMPA- 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California,  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Roard  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  icth  day  of  Scptcmlici,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  33)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable-immcdiatcly  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  :il  the  ofllcc  of  the 
Company,  No,  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Fmncisco, 
Calitbrnia. 

Any  stock  upon  wlilchlhis  assc-y^ment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  \<,\\\  day  of  Ocigber,  1878,  will  he  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sal^  at  public  ;i"Ctinn,  and,  unltss  payment  i- 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Munij.^v,  the  fourth  day  df 
N-^vember,  187".  t^  pay  delinquent  as.":e.ssinent,  together 
with  CJSts  of  ;dvcit  sing  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOY.  Secretary. 

Office — No.  =03  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francr;CJ, 
California. 


BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    --'RANCISCO 
&  OAKLAND, 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  VERSE   CARPENTERS. 

Specimens  of  their  Handiwork. 

A»  I  siuop  to  kiss  >t>ur  e)-clids 
I  catch  )'our  bated  breath — 
ne  whiff  i<  all-suflTicieni. 
And  my  hupcs  lie  |injnc  In  death. 

For  my  ni>»tnU  ne'er  deceive  me  — 

And,  thouyh  I  hale  to  speak. 
No  caidamom  ifccd  can  smother 

The  icent  of  the  loaded  leek.— JV.   )'.  AVtui. 


I've  a  ine>i^age  from  thy  tin, 

Kaby  mine  !    baby  mine  ! 
He  sa>^  1  am  a  li.-ir ! 

Baby  mine !    baby  mine ! 
But  he  i  coming  back  to  lhc«. 
And,  O  l>jrd,  when  he  nicei»  me, 
1  shall  pA'.te  him.  one,  two,  ihrc*-. 
Baby  mine  !    baby  mine  I 


Hrcathes  there  a  man  with  mhiI  «•  dead. 
As  hath  ni>i  to  ihe  g,infH  laid  : 
"Have  1.  my  lie^c,  ^ood  credit  here? 
If  M>,  >«t  out  the  foaming  beer." 

— St.  L%mit  "Jt^Hntiil. 

If  i^uch  there  be.  go  mark  him  well 
With  a  piece  of  chalk :  for  he's  a  »well, 
Who'd  tooner  on  champaiine  get  ti){ht 
Than  drink  the  Berlm  bc^Tragc  white. 


break,  birak,  b^ak. 

Kor  the  pathless  woixls.  oh.  »e«! 
For  the  tender  funds  that  will  never  come  back 

To  the  Pullman  car  compance. 

^-BHriingUm  Hatvteyf. 


Loagingrs. 

The  boy  vtl  oa  the  orchard  fence. 
His  face  w-as  wreathed  with  woe; 

To  reach  hi*  home,  far,  far  from  thence, 
Long  miles  he  had  to  go. 

Green  apples  that  w\>uM  fill  a  peck 
He'd  stowe^l  within  his  hold; 

And  now,  a  writhing,  tortured  wreck. 
Distressing  to  bcnold. 

He  called  aloud,  "O  I-only!  Lonl  !" 
But  ah  !  he  called  in  vain; 

With  s-engeful  grip  old  cholera  morb 
Just  tied  him  up  agjin. — Frtr  Prm. 


{Icsitle  the  grand  old  ocean 

She  stood  in  rapt  devotion. 
With  a  look  that  \ecmcd  to  gra.'^p  some  vi\ionary  land ; 

Then  turned  about  her  paces. 

One  of  the  hare-foot  graces. 
And  her  fairy  feet  retreating  nude  post-holes  in  the  sand. 


Were  it  not  for  Kvc.  mankind  to-day 
In  Eden's  fair  garden  would  dwell ; 

And  )*ct  we  l»«c  the  ch.-irming  daut^hicrs 
Cn  the  woman  who,  tcinpicJ.  fell'— .l«t"i 


Our  haby  is  a  litttc  gem 

Of  purest  ray  serene ; 
So  don't  forgt.-t  to  w.i;ch  her,  deu-. 

And  keep  her  pug  no^  clean! 

—D,vi!-ury  .Vezvs. 


TU  sweet  this  lovely  summer  d.-iy 

To  play  cro«{uci, 

Especially  with  your  fas-oritc  miss; 

And  il  she  mfA,  the  way  to  pay 

Her  fault  is  ihik  —  to  take  a  kUs  ; 

But  if  she  whack  your  shin,  it  i&  no  sin 

To  whack  her  baclt.  and  stop  her  chin 

Ert  she  begin;  for.  lose  or  win. 

The  other  way  to  play  cron'icl  is  all  too  thin. 

— l\'iuAitigt^'i  Cafital, 


Classic. 


'  What  monarch  do  1  'mind  you  of. 

My  little  one?"  said  Oa>par, 
As  with  es-er- handy  armi 

He  >uddenly  did  cla.\p  her; 
"I  cannot  tell."  ^hc  made  reply. 

The  while  he  sought  to  squcejc  'er ; 
*'Vou  can't?     Why,  ben't  I  something  like 

A  modem  Julia  seirer?" — Viynkfrs  Gazcttf. 


Aa  Improvement  on  "The  ParsOD." 

The  Parson  on  the  sea  shore  stands; 

His  hair  is  wet  with  spray; 
He  bends  hi^  head,  he  clasps  her  hand>. 

And  meets  her  lips  half  way. 

— Runingtait  Utrxktye, 


Thro'  the  Rye. 

Side  by  side  ai  evcniide. 

They  wan<icred  through  the  rye  — 
Lo  -  frum  afar,  ihcy  saw  a  bar. 

And  "jUK-kly  ihcy  drew  nigh. 
Then  wi;h.)u[  talk  they  drew  the  cork. 

And  sadiv  sighed   "ahem!" 
While  side  by  -vide,  the  golden  tide 

Of  ry«  wandered  through  thenv 

— Htvktnuick  RfpubUian, 


The  Feast  of  the  Gods. 

TRAN'Sl^TIOM  or   THE  ILIAD  IM   bLANK   VKRsE. 

Vulcan  rose,  and  to  her  hands  the  goblet  heaved. 
Which,  with  a  smik,  the  while-armed  queen  took  up, 
Remarking,  "  My  regards,  "  antj  quaf^  it  off. 

Then  to  the  re^t  he  filled,  only  asking 
If  they  look  it  straight,  or  how; 
To  wbich  they  each  replied : 
"No  how  in  mme.  if  ii  pleases  thee." 
And  then,  in  turn,  applied  the  goblet 
To  his  quivering  lips. 

'  ?TaiCe.  his  office  plies, 
.-.  that  he  had  rather 
'  forge  a  thundfu-bull 
<.T  to  *i:ch  a  natty  crowd. 
him  with  a  smile. 
And  said  ihey  cared  more  for  hi*  ambrosia 
Than  the  way  i.i  which  "twas  »Iunj, 
Or  words  to  that  effect; 
And  cried  :  "  We  won't  fp  home  till  mom! 
And  "This  time.  Says,  with  me  I" 


Vuki.1.  - 

.;.    -..  '.  ..  . 

Ob.CT-. 

Shoe  -> 

Than  1    . 

Then  Jv,n 

J  rr....^-c- 

Thu.N  I' 
In  fc. 

Apoll 

W%th    X 


■iay  prolong 
.1  ^prre. 
!  the  moscs  roaml 


Meanwhile  the  radiant  sun  to  monal  sight 

Descending  swift,  roll'd  down  the  We*t'm  sky; 

And  stiU  they  did  noc  hie  them 

To  their  starry  domes;   but  lonely  called 

For  their  respective  nectars  with  a  stick  in  il 

Kg  a*  the  back  k>g  of  a  country  lire -place. 

Until  the  police  happened  along 

And  yanked  them  olf  to  the  maj-or's  ofnce. 

%Vhcnce  they  were  seat  np  for  sixty  days  each 

And  lined  two  dollars  and  a  half 

For  disturbing  the  peace  of  high  Olympus. 

—OilCttjr  Derrick. 


ARLlCTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
!\rO     HOTEL     OX     THE     PACIEHS 

Coast  can  surp-is^  the  Aklington  In  the  airy  checr- 
fulnci«  and  convenience  of  its  .•unangemciils.  None  can 
ci^ttal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  bciulv  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Aucosavt  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  incvhauslible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  lime,  at  a  very  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  iolved  at  the  Aklini;tun,  and  is  rcsiKCifuIly  submit- 
ted by  CEO.  T.  BRO.MLEV,  Manager, 


GEO.  W.    fKBSCOTT.  IKVINU   M.    SCOTT. 


H.    T,    SCOTT. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


Tlie  B-.rkeley  (gymnasium  (a  prciwiratory  school  lo  the 
University)— a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  educiiion.  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramming  sy>tcni  of  the  small  colleges  and  military  .icide- 
micsof  the  St.Ttc.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  a-nh. 
Eximinatioii  of  candidates  for  admission  July  sad  and  a^d. 
By  request,  in'.tntclions  have  been  provided  (luring  the  slim- 
mer nijnihs  for  student*,  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  Uiiiveniicy.  For  dialogue  or  pjrticiil.irs,  :id- 
dr:ss 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — We  desire  to  citl  special  aUcntiontothcorg.ini- 
zation  of  our  Gmmiuar  Department,  sep.iratc  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  p.iironaee  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

(  Kuiimka  .E).).)      IV.t  Ollke  !■..»;  .-i.-S. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  year  will  commence  July  30,  1878. 
For  circulars,  .iddrcss 

D.  P.  SACKEIT,  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  Cal. 


J.   O.    MERRILL   &   GO. 

SHIPPING 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

\i-M,  t.t  the 

SANDWICH     ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  706  California  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  K\tr:n;is  uf 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  Tlicy  arc  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 
brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  ore  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wnercvcr  tested  ON  tmeir  mbkits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTR^\CTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
salixfactton  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  ate 
respectfully  reque^tcl  to  give  thr:m  a  tri.il. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 


MANUPACTUKRRS   OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stnlionnry  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


H. 


CONSTANTLY  ON   IIAKD   AND   POR   SALK. 

Direct -acting  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Quartz  Cru-ihiiig  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Urcakcrs, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

ChlorodixinK  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

.Steam  Pumps. 
All  m.-uiufncturcd  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  .it  lower  rates  ili.-in  by  Eastern 
m.inufacturcrs. 

PRESCO'IT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


r\F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  pl.iying  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  .isiorlmcnt  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING     OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
d'Jiic  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTL'RERS  AND   l.MPORTERS, 
130  SuUlt  Slrctft,  Sail  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  660  Broadway.  New  York. 


s\S   FKXNl  ISlO.  I-At  . 

P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  ar.d  Retail 

Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 
and  Do?Jiesiic  DrugSy  Chem- 
icals, and  Perftunery, 

No.  140  Montgomery  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

\RTTCULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

to  compounding  Phj-dcian's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pcuxii^  of  which  is  entrusted  orJy  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  every  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  parity  of  alt 
preporatioas. 


P 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE   >L\KERS  OK 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPr.CL\L  AC.ENl'S  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  CO.\I.MKKCL\L  STREET. 
.^ikI  205  LyidcsdorfT  .Street,  San  Francisco. 


Q    F.    IVILLEV  &^  CO., 

IMrOKTEKS   AND   MANt'FACTUIiEIiS   OP 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

Nit.  427  Mos-Tt.oMiiKV  St.,  S.\n-  FitANcisto. 


Agents  for  tlic  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS,   Pliiladclphia, 

C.  S.   CAFFREV,  Camden,  N.  T., 
WOOD  UROTHERS,  Nc-w  York, 

H.   KH.LAM  &  CO.,  .N'cw  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


.M-SO,   AGKNTS    FOB 

HARNESS  MANUFACrURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVTLLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  \Vhips,  etc- 


DRECKINRIDGE  &-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

S.  E.  corner  Montgomery  and  California  Sts. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Dmig  and  Pi^escription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer  Polk  and    Pine   Streets. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  InszLrance  Company 

[established  in  1S74.] 


Paiti  up  Capital $200,1300 

Assets  exceed ■ 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    I'HASCISCO,   CAL,, 


THOS.  FLINT.  President.        J.  W.  FOARD,  ManaKcr. 

Fbrd.  K.  Rlf lu Secretary. 

I.  C.  Gardnkk Geiieml  Agent. 

John  C.  Staplbs Special  Agent. 

COMMERCIAL 

T.XSURAXCE   COMJ'.l.W  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

PrincilwU  office,  405  California  Street,  .S.in  PVniiclsco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.   I.ATON,  Secret.nry. 

'THE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY.    FIRE    AND    MARINE 

CASH   ASSETS $450,000 

Principal  Office,  2i8:ind  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  fruts  the  purtrst  of  Drugs 
aiid  Chemicals. 


CHA5.  y.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 

OfBce.  No.  5^  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  ?. 


S.  n.  WAKPPIELU.  \.  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  P.  F.  Stoclc  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 
QTOCK  &-   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  Sao  Francisco. 


OKI'lCEItS: 

A.  J.  BRYANT.  Presijent, 

RICHARD  IVF.RS.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


QAVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 

Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 
Locilion  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francisco, 
Califurni;i, 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  al  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
ht-ld  on  tht:  sixth  (6th)  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  35)  of  one  doll.ir  ($1)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
I  he  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  .States  gold  coin  10  the  Sccret.-iry,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomerj- 
Street,  San  Francisco^  Californi.-i. 

Any  stock  ujran  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delin- 
quent, anJ advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  m.ide  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the 
twenty-eighth  d.iy  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinqusnt  as- 
scssmtjnt,  together  with  co-sis  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  E.   B.   HOLMES.  Sccrct.-iry. 

Office — Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery"  Street, 
San  Francisco.  California. 


r\rVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  STATE 

■*-^  INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
NV.— Dividend  No.  64.— Tlic  monthly  dividend  for  (VngUNt 
will  he  paid  on  ScptumLer  10,  at  llieir  office,  Nos.  stSuiul  2-.'o 
Satisome  Street. 

CHS.  H.  CUSHING,  Sccrei.vrj-. 
San  Francisco,  September  5,  1878. 


D 


JVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Sept.  7,  1878.— At  a  mcctmg  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No,  i3ofoncdollar  per  share  was  declared, payable  on 
Thursday.  Sept.  12,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on  Mon- 
day, Sept   9,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  v.  m. 

WM.  WILLIS,  .Secretary. 
Office.  Room  29  Nevada  Block,   No.   309  Montgomery 
.Street    third  flo<jr   San  Francisco   i'.a.\ 

ATORTHERN    BELLE    MILL    AND 

Mining  Company. — The  fourth  annual  meeting  of  < 
the  stockholders  of  the  above  named  corporation,  for  the 
election  of  Directors  and  the  transaction  of  such  other  busi- 
ne.ss  as  may  come  before  it,  will  be  held  on  Moni>av,  Sep- 
tember glh,  1878  (second  Slonday  in  September),  at  the 
hour  of  one  o'clock  i-.  M.  on  that  day,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company.  Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Muntgom- 
er>'  Street,  San  F'rancisco,  California.  Transfer  books  will 
be  closed  on  Monday,  September  2,  1876,  at  three  o'clock 
I'.  M.  WM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
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VTICE  TO  CREDITORS.— NOTICE 


is  hereby  given  by  the  undersigned.  Administrator  of 
the  Estate  of  MICHAEL  KELLEHER.  deceased,  to  the 
creditors  of,  and  all  persons  having  claims  against,  the  said 
decedent,  to  exhibit  them  with  the  necessary  vouchers,  with- 
in four  months  after  the  first  publication  of  ihLs  notice,  to  the 
said  Administrator  at  his  place  of  busines.*,  Room  12,  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  in  the  City  and  Coun- 
ty of  San  Francisco-     Dated  .August  8th,  1878. 

Wn.LIAM  DOOLAN. 
Administrator  of  the  Estate  of  Michael  Kclleher.  deceased. 

TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

■^     Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  Catifoniia, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARY  E.  HENRV.  plaintiff,  -s.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant. — An  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  iu  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  s-iid  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRV.  defendant: 

Vou  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  If  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days" 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or-judgmeni  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  thcsaid  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

isEAi.  OF  cocHT.J       THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 
By  W.  STEVENSON,  Deputy  Clerk. 

T,  J.  CROWLEY ,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff, 

No.  629  Kearny  Street. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Commencing  Slindav,  July  i.(,  i 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Fi;mcisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend   Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

O  -,„  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollistcr. 
^•J^  Tres  Pinos.  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations,  ^T  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
i^'  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 


/o./oLJ'-°^'^^ 


for    San    Jo^;e    and  Way  Sta- 


~  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'Oi^'^o,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Ci.ARA  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

-  f^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
't"t^  lions. 

jC  -,„  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Menlo  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^'O^  tio'ns. 

S^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  A.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6,00  r.  M. 

m'  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  EASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass,  &  Tkt.  Agl. 

SOUTHERN    DIVISIONS. 

B^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferrj^ 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  P.  M.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 
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ORTH    PACIFIC     COAST     RAIL- 
ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF   TIME. 


On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,   1878,  the  two  new,  last, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  5AU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San   Rafael   as  follows  ; 

AVEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  San  Francisco.  Leave  San  Rafael. 

From  San   Quentin    Ferrj-, 

Market  Street).  (Via  San  Quentin  Ferry.) 

7.15  a.^l  for  S?.n  Rafael. 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 

8.00     " 

9.00     "         "  " 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7,00  a.m.  for  San  Francisco. 


8.15 " 

&  Junction 

9.40  " 

" 

1.45  KM. 

" 

4.10 

" 

6.10  "     for 

San 

Rafael. 

(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 
8.35  a.m.  for  San  Franc[sco. 


(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  i\Iar- 
ket  Street). 

5.30  P.M.  fur  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  andwaysta- 
tions.  Stage  conneccions 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

sun; 

(From    San   Quentin    Ferry, 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
12.30  P.M.       "  " 

5.45     "   for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
S.00  A.  M.  Excursion  train, 

connecting   at    Junction  (Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 

with  train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows:  Week  days,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 


OAN  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and   until   further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave   San   Francisco 

(Washington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows  : 

D    DQ  P-  M.^  DAILY,  Simdays  excepted^ 

«_/  *0  Steamer   "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  AVharf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah.Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

^'  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
iiig  for  Korbels,  Guerneville,  and  the  Redwoods, 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a.  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

'  QQ  A.  M.^  Sundays  ofily,  via  Donahue^ 

*  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.     Fares  for  the 


8. 


1  way  stations.     Fares  for 
nd  trip  :  Donahue,   $1  :  Petaluma,   $j  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
ii:! ;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forcstville,  Kor- 
bei's,  Guerneville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  roundtrip;  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50;  Forcstville,  Kor- 
bers,and  Guerneville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  .San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington   Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  VS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  3,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Building, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

rr/    W.  DODGE  &^  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


C 


VMMENCING  SUNDAY,  SEl'TEM- 


ber  8,  1878,  and  until  further  notice, 

TRAINS  AND  BOATS 

WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 

OviikLAND  Ticket  Office  at  Frkrv  Landing,  Mak- 

KET  Stueet. 

7.00    ^-    ^^■'    I^^'LY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cat- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  v.  m.] 

y^OQ    A.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  A.  M.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.         [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  m.] 

g  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,    A  TLANTIC 

•  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj',    Northern 

Ry,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marysville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  P.  M 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Paulo  anu  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Ratks. 

10  00   -^-    ^'^-^  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

'  land  Ferry),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  v.  m.] 

J  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  ■  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p,  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9,35  a.  m.] 

J   QQ    P.    M.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

%D  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  FerrjO 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  m,] 

A  QQ  p.  M.,   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

/   *  Express  Train  (via  Oakland   Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  S:  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Aladera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p.  m,] 

A  an  P-  ^n  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

Y"  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdaj's,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  n.io  a.  m.] 

/I  QQ  p.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

'T""^^^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

//    ?(9    P'    ^^^■'    DAILY,    THROUGH 

T^'^*-^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via 
Oakland   Ferry,    Northern    Ry.,  and  S.   P.  and   T.  R.  R.) 

connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11-55  ^-  '"^i-   [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  A.  M.] 

//      'id  P-  ''^■^■'    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

T-  '  ^  ^  senger  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  to  Haywards, 
Niles,  and  Livermore.  [.Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

DAILY,    OVERLAND 


,00 


p.   M., 


J)'^^     Em'grant     Train    (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 
Noiihern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for    Mills  beminary  connects  with  all 
trains  rt  "  Melrose." 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


A.  M. 

9  6.10 
7.00 
7-3° 

S.oo 
8.30 


9-30 
10.00 
10.30 
II. oo 
11.30 
12.00 


u  7.00 

B  9.00 
I3IO.OO 


3'Oo 

4.00 

5.00 
6.00 

B*7.00 

B*8.io 
c*io.3o 

6*11.45 


A.   M. 

i  6.IC 

7-30 
8.30 
9,30 

10.30 

11-30 

p.  M. 


3-30 

4-3° 
5-3° 
6.30 


9.20 

10.30 
^"■45 


7.00 

10.00 

p.   M. 


^StDtdays  exceptea.  z— Sundays  oyily. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  SAN  FRAN'CISCO,  DAILY. 


^  o-w 


B  6.30  B  5.40 

8.00  7-30i 

10.00'  8.30: 

p.  M.   I  9.30 

3.00  10-30 

4.30  11.30 

5-301 

;      1. 00 


7.05,11  5.10 
S.ooln  5.50 
I',   M.   I      6.40 


B  8.00 
IBIO.OO 


9.40 

? 

10.40 

s 

11.40 

p.   M. 

cr. 

12.40 

1.25 

2.40 

4.40 

5.40 

0-40 

A.   M. 

7-50 

7.10 

9.0a 

p.  M. 

10.10 

I. IS 

.  M. 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


PRENCH  SA  VINGS 
■L  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  EtisH  Strekt,  ahovf  Keaknev,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE,  Director. 


C;^     P,  C.  k.   A\-(NARROJV   GAUGE). 
»^_^  •  

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   ORUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1S78. 

Coiiunencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferrj- Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ^  A.  AI.,  via  Alameda  Fej-ry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mouni  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gates,  and  Alma. 

Q  20  '"^'  ^^">  ^^^  Alameda  Fer?y,  daily, 

!/  '  for  Alameda.    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa  Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstoek's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Chuz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Conghess  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

A    OQ  P-  M,,  via  Alameda  Fer?y,  daily, 

■7"*  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

S:^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  \he  4,20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A.  M.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  a.  m. 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LE.WE   SAN    FRANCISCO   DAILY. 


A.M. 
5.00 

1        A.M.       1 

1    6.40    1 

A.M. 
9.20 

A,  M. 
'10-30 

P.M. 
4.20 

P.M. 

6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 
5.40 

1         A.M.        1 
1         7-30        1 

A..M.        1 
9.26         1 

P.M. 

*3.oo 

P.M. 
4.26 

7.00 

THOS 

■*  Sunday 
CARTER, 
Superintendent. 

5  only. 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
everj'  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine, 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frar.cisco. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers   with    unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  w.U  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
September  2d,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,   H.AVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of    each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,   ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


B  5.00 
B*5.40 
'6.25 
7.00 
8.03 
9.00 
10.03 
11-03 

I2.00l 

P.   M. 

1. 00 

3-00 

*3.2o 
4.00 
S-oo 
6.03 
8*^7.20 
B*8 . 30 

'lO.OO 


B  6.00 

6.50 
7.20 

7.50 

8.25 

8.50 

9.20 

9-50 

10.20 

10.50  j 


12.20 
12.50 

I.20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4.20 
4-50 
5.20 
5-50 
6.25 
6.50 
8.00 
Q.IO 
10. 20 


B — Sundays  excepted, 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


?.20— B.15— 9.11 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San    Francisco — Daily — B6.30 — B7.: 

10.15 — ••■^5  ■A-  "■ — i^'iS — i-i5~2.25 — 3.15 — 4.15 — 5.15 

— 6.15  P.  M. 
From    Oakland — Daily— xi^.ia — by.  10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 

— 11.05    A.    M.  —  12.05 — "-05 — 2-15 — 3-oS — 4-05 — 5-05 — 

6.05  p.  M,  11 — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran^ 
dolph.  Jewelers,  loi  and  loi  Montgomerv  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag't. 


r\CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  \Vharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  iS.  |  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  Aug.   i 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at   the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAJs'^,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LIAVID  n.  COLTON,  President. 


S 


'AUCELITO  FERRY. 

SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 


On  and  after  Thursday,  June  ao,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows  : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  IMarket  street— 8.45  a.  m.;  ii.oo 
a.  m. ;  "3.30  p.  m.  ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucelito— 7.55  a.  m.— K.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m.  ;  i  p.  m. ;  4.30 
p.  m.  • 

SUND.AY  TIME. 

San  Francisco— 8.00a.  m. — R.  R.;  10.00*  m.;  12  m. ;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m. ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11.00  a.  ra. ;  i. 00  p.m.;  3.30  p.m.; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  P-  m.— R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     *  This  trip  at  =  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  .Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &:  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FRANCIS  AVERY,  Stiperintendent. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

■^^       chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate,   divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and.all  other  cases  attended  to. 


'J^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

-'  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,000,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  J  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  t  Gko.  L.  Bkander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 

Cart  of  the  world.     Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.     This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughoiic  the    United    States, 
Eurojje,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  .^ustralian' 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>Tie  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 
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HE  ANGLO'CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court. 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co. 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Eat  nitigs 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,   )  Rf,   „„„^ 
Icn.    STEINHART,J^^^"^SerS. 

p.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


T 


HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital $3,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  pavings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Citj'  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckl.-ind,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sween  ev. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'SiJLLivAN. 

trltstees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  corner  of  Marketand  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj'  may  be  sent  through  Wcl  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M, 

THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 

y  UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PO  WELL 
and  F.ddj'  Street.s.  Ordinary  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payaule  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pa.-is-book  or  entrance  fee. 

DAVID   FARQUH ARSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorponited October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized  ..: '- August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE.  325  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER.  President. 
James  Benson,  Secretarj- and  Cashier. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR   S.\LE  BY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    f54   GLA~i  vSTREET. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKBIIIK  THE  GAL  FURNITURE  M'FG  CO. 


PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
ELEGA.VT  PIAXOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .\jicnt  fcv  Pacific  QauX. 

tir  OwT*er»  of  CTlickerinj  Piancs  are  spccuU;^  r«quested 
tu  k.-i«T  onjcn  for  luniae  at  waRroonu,  31  Po&t  Su«cL 


II.WK    FIVE  TIMKS  .AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

/\s  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  svhich  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHKS 

and  the  rirh  their  T.VSTE.      .\t  the  old  stand, 

MUSIC    NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH   STREET,  S.   F. 


K.NABE  PIANOS, 
Ikving  Pia.vos,  Rogers' UPRrcHT  Pi.jnos, 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 

PIANOS 

SCHOM.\CKEK  A.NU  IIE.NRV  K.  MIL- 
LER CELEBR.ATED  PIANOS. 

riino*  TuneJ.  Rentc-J.  ind  for  Sale  on  ihe  Imtallmcnt  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH.SCHELL&.  Co. 

i:   I'-'s:  S:rco;.  San  Franoisco. 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 


336 


ARli  XOIf  OUT  AT 

KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 

AND 


910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SEXP  FOR  JLLVSTKATEP  C.'.TAI.OGCi:. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  ,;io  Saxsomf.  SiREPr, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


^OS.  L.  HOWELL, 

Importer  ukI  Jlanufaclurer  of 

STATIONERY.  EL.\NK  BOOKS,  LEGAL,  CUSTCV- 

HOLSE,  AND  MISCELL.\NEOUS  BLANKS, 

6z4  MoQCOmery  Street,  Montgoeiefy  Blodu 

Saa  FnuKuco.  CaUfornia 

THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS, MANAGE  ESTATES 

JTOUSES   AND   LOTS  FOR  SALE 

tn  lhl«  c'ty.  Oaklaml.  and  Alameda.  Lands  and 
Rancbo  for  v>]«  in  all  part*  at  the  counir\*.  Agents  in  ihe 
pnucifulcitio.     CoUectlons  tnaJ«  throughout  ihc  coa^L 

No.   ;^4   CALIFORNIA    .STRFKT. 

RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 

1J'    a:    IfCKERV  NOTIFIES  HIS 

......  „.„.    --'■-- -•'-'•T  that  he  has  removed  to 

^  "At  No.  33  Kcamy  Street 

<    "  "  ■:  he  has  a  Lkrge  collection 

-  of  Art.     To  those  who 

be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 

''  igravinp'.  for  inspection 

-  r   evening,     i;    Kearny 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

j:^     for  La  ie^,  CfentleBen.  and  FamilTcs.     X^  Enirance 
*outh  side  of  Court.  A.    D.   SHARON. 


SWIMmIng"  BATHS 

E^VOT   OF   H'EBSTER   STREET,  OX  CENTRAL   A]-ENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BEACH,  now  open  to  the  puMic.  a-id  pronounced  hy  the  "  elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacinc  Co:tst.  Perfect  hccuriiy  against  monsters  uf  the  deep.  High  waivr  at  all  timt.-< 
of  day  and  night. 

SPECIAL  ACCO.M.MODATIONS    FOR    LADIES   UXAHENDED. 
R=ach-d  in  thirty-five  minutcA  from  San  Francisco  by  -iieanier  NEWAR  K — depot  on  the  premises ;  or  C.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Ma&tic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  hor<«-can>  at  Broadway  Station,  running  within  two  blocks  of  the  haths. 
BATHS     25  CENTS    including  Private  Room.  B^tlhtng  Suits  Towels.  Shower  Hnth-s  etc. 

K.   HALEY  ^  C.  A.   EDSOX.  Proprietor<. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  CO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
ycais  ago,  and  under  a  conser\ative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  pohcies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfei'ure  law  of  Massachuseils.  It  charges  no  mnre 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  .?I4,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities  amount  to  52,759,(365  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  32S  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  Slates  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  readv  to  give  all  information  desired. 


MRS.  R.  G.  LEWIS, 

DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS, 

ROOMS  27  AND  2S. 

ThurliKf  Block^  corner  Sutter  and  Kearny  Streets,  San  Francisto. 

El^ant  Walking  Suits.  Evening  Toilets.  Bridal  TrousscRus.  and  Mourning  Costumes,  manufaciurod 
at  the  shortest  notice,  after  the  latest  Parisian  modes.     TAKK  THE   ELE\'.\TOR. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLOR 

135  KEARNY  STREET,  NEAR  SUTTER,  UP  STAIRS. 

.^3-  The  finest  assortment  of  F.rench  Milliner)'  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand. 


HOME   IN   THE    COUNTRY. ;J  Q  H  N       E.      QUINN, 


0 


FFICE  OF    THE    BODIE    GOLD 


iS;S.        WM.   H.   LENT.  Sicrctary. 


PACiFIC 


F 


NOOK    FARM. 

IM/L/ES    WISHING    TO   SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  countr\-  will  find  this  a  che^rfa 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery  of  sucn  endless  varictv  as  lemp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  ^ood  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Coed  fishing  and 
tiL  Dtin^  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Franci.cco 
poaa  the  ssatioo  dail)*.    Address 

E,  B.  SMITH, 
Rtitherford.  Napa  County,  CaL 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE.  I 

VxX   St,  Sa<i^Fnmci5<3X  I 


BUY  YOUR 


1400  Polk  Street,  comer  Pine. 


nf^HE    LARGEST    AND    BEST   SE- 

■*        Iccted  stock  of 

Fancy  Goods,  Ladies'  and  Gents'  Fur- 
nishing Goods,  Dress  Trimmings, 
Kid  and  Lisle  Thread  Gloves, 

Aim!  all  the  popular  novelties  in  the  Fanc>-  Goods  line,  out^ 
side  of  Kearny  Street. 


DIAMONDS, 
WATCHES, 


JEWELRY 


SHIRTS 


AND    SILVERWARE 

Ai   ia<:;,\]i.\   ki.hlckli  I'Kilj..-, 

STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  &  FORKS, 

.925    FINE,    AT 

$1.50  PER  OUNCE. 
Geo.    C.   S/iirzY   e~"   Co., 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 
W.   W.    MONTAGUE   &  CO. 


I  Uf.    |\l<  KMVK 


FRENCH    RANGES 

(Ml    IS   •.;..:.) 
\AN'  .->  WKlll^.H  1    IKON 

PORTABLE     RANGES. 


COOKINO.  PARI.OK.  ANli  IIKAIlNi. 

''  T  o  y  E  s 


vJ 


'llie  1ar(;c»t  Nlock  and  grcatCNl  variciy  on  the  PnclfiLCox-"! 
0%*er  nve  )ll'M)XF.i>(tiltercni  >iy1e^  iuid  la'icms  to  netm 
from.     Kver^ihing  rwjuired  to  fii  up  a  fciicht  n  complete. 


Nos.  no,  112,  114,  118,  S:  120  IJ.vitekv  Si. 


SEWil^G  iACHII^ES. 


T 


V/E  IliirJl  F.ErUTATJONOr  THE 

Oover  .t  lt.tkcr  M.ichlne  is  the  result  of  true  worth 
I  Luij  \p-ir-  ■  r  !i  inoraSIe  >crvi«-. 

J.  W.   EVANS,  ^  I'mt  .Street. 


MORRIS,  SCI^WAB  &.  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


..■;.u,.f  AKIISTS-  M ATEIUAI.,  fiOI.H 
fKAMKS.  cK. 


19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


TJ/'AREROOM. 
^^      KKARNV  AND  S 


OMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 
SUTTER  SIREETS. 


SHERMAN,  _HYDE    &.   GO. 

SHEET  -ML- .SIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUS!C.-\L  I.XSTKU.MENTS. 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 


Produce.^  the  Scautift:! 

GOLDEN    HAIR 

CC  MUCH  ADMIRED.      SUJ'ER/UR 

^""^  to  the  imf>orted  article  for  reason  of  iis  fnshncss  mid 
the  care  used  in  its  production.  Price,  large  botilo,  $2.00. 
Manufactured  by  H.-5».  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Drujrgisls,  corner  Montgomery  and  Bti^h  Sin, 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(I'nivi.-rsity  of  C.'p-^nh.-iEe".  rjcnmiir':;. 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

•'■  and  Residence,  i>3  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  I  I'.  M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  11  to  1  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


eEAMiSH'S 


The  Argonaut. 


VOL.  in.    NO.  II. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    SEPTEMBER    21,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


TAXATION  IN  CALIFORNIA, 


To  THE  Argonaut: — Our  delegates  will  shortly  assemble  to  frame 
a  new  Constitution  for  the  State.  Among  he  most  imporunt  subjects 
which  will  require  their  attention  is  Taxation-  Judging  from  the  indi- 
cations presented  in  the  speeches  and  writings  of  such  of  these  dele- 
gates as  have  given  their  \-iews  to  the  public,  it  would  not  appear  that 
they  have  devoted  much  attention  to  the  subject. 

What  is  taxation?  The  name  given  to  those  systems  by  which  gov- 
ernments obtain  support  from  their  constituencies.  \Vhen  these  gov- 
ernments are  supreme,  as  is  the  case  with  our  Federal  government,  one 
of  the  means,  and  one  of  the  most  effective  and  equitable  means,  of  taxa- 
tion, is  a  paper  currency  gradually  increased,  as  during  your  late  civil 
war.  When  the  governments  are  not  supreme — as  is,  for  example,  that 
of  this  State — ^xation  is  always,  and  even  when  they  are  supreme, 
it  is  usually  confined  to  annual  charges  upon  lands,  polls,  incomes, 
trade,  and  professional  licenses  and  the  like.  In  order  to  fix 
these  charges  in  such  a  way  that  justice  may  be  done,  as  nearly 
as  may  be,  to  every  member  of  the  community,  it  is  necessary  to  be  fa- 
miliar with  the  numerous  experiments  that  have  been  already  made  on 
the  subject;  to  understand  the  working  of  these  experiments,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  study  the  nature  both  of  communities  and  taxes;  and  to  render 
this  sum  of  knowledge  practically  available,  it  is  necessary  to  re- 
duce it  to  a  few  general  principles.  Follovsing  this  method  I  will  vent- 
ure to  lay  down,  as  the  result  of  experience,  the  following  principles 

of  taxation : 

(1.)  Taxes  and  public  ser\'ices  arc  best  levied  in  money.  The  rice- 
tribute  of  China,  like  our  militia,  jury,  volunteer  fire,  and  turnpike  road 
ser\'ices,  is  a  cumbrous  and  expensive  method  of  obtaining  support  for 
government 

(2.)  As  men  are  not  alike  important  in  the  social  scale,  and  equality 
of  taxes  would  be  far  from  equality  of  sacrifice,  it  has  been  found  ex- 
pedient to  levy  taxes,  not  upon  man  and  man  alike,  but  partly  upon 
men,  as  in  poll-taxes;  partly  upon  property,  as  the  possession  of  land, 
goods,  or  legacies;  partly  upon  certain  incidents  of  social  activity,  as 
imports,  exports,  or  the  sale  of  commodities;  and  partly  upon  profits, 
as  in  income  taxes.  This  is  mentioned  as  a  historical  fact,  and  not  as 
2.  principle  of  taxation;  there  is  no  principle  embodied  in  it,  but  simply 
empiricism — at  best,  expediency. 

(3.)  It  is  always  to  be  borne  in  raind  that  revenues  from  taxes  are 
obtained,  not  from  things  or  incidents,  but  from  men.  To  say  that 
land  is  taxed  at  ten  dollars  an  acre  or  that  incomes  are  taxed  one  per 
cent,  means  that  the  man  who  owns  an  acre  of  land  and  he  whose  in- 
come is  a  thousand  dollars  a  year  are  each  to  piay  ten  dollars  a  year. 
Nor  are  women  and  children  included  in  the  term  men.  As  a  general 
rule  these  classes  of  society  are  dependent  for  their  support  upon  the 
exertions  of  men.  It  is  men,  therefore,  and,  commonly,  only  men, 
who  pay  taxes. 

(4.)  The  weight  of  taxation  can  not  be  measured  merely  by  money. 
It  is  necessary,  also,  to  know  how  much,  by  way  of  governmental  ad- 
vantages, the  tax-payer  receives  in  return.  When  government  under- 
takes and  performs  many  useful  functions,  a  seemingly  high  rate  of 
taxation  may  be,  in  reality,  a  very  great  advantage  to  the  tax-payer. 
When,  on  the  contrary,  government  undertakes  but  few  useful  functions, 
or,  having  undertaken  them,  refuses  or  neglects  to  perform  them,  a 
seemingly  low  rate  of  taxation  may  be,  in  reality,  a  great  burden  to  the 
tax-payer.  Compared  with  the  city  of  London  our  taxes  here  are  seem- 
ingly low  ;  in  reality  they  are  very  high.  In  London  the  city  govern- 
ment promises  the  tax-payer  pohce.  protection  against  fire,  justice, 
water,  clean  streets  and  sewers,  good  roads,  cheap  transit,  and  many 
other  advahtages  ;  and  he  gets  them  all.  His  annual  payments  of 
taxes  is.  therefore,  an  economical  investment.  In  San  Francisco,  on 
the  contrary,  he  obtains  so  few  of  these  advantages,  and  they  come  to 
him  in  so  imperfect  a  form,  that  his  payment  of  taxes  is  almost  pure 
waste.  The  police  is  bad,  justice  is  partial  and  dilatory,  water  is  not 
served  by  the  municipality,  the  streets  are  not  cleaned,  the  sewers  are  in 
a  horrible  condition,  the  pavements  are  bad,  and  the  cab  system  is  one 
of  extortion.  The  fire  department  is  good  ;  but  in  the  absence  of 
proper  building  regulations,  its  benefits  are  greatly  neutralized.  The 
current  rates  of  insurance  tell  the  story.  On  dweUing  houses  in  Lon- 
don they  are  usually  25  cents  on  the  $100 ;  in  Philadelphia,  25  to  30 
cents  ;  in  New  York,  30  to  35  cents  ;  in  Brooklyn  (built,  like  San  Fran- 
cisco, very  largely  of  wood),  37}^  cents  ;  and  in  San  Francisco,  $1.50. 
Our  public  school  system  is  also  good,  ver\-  good  ;  but  a  tenth  of  our 
populal-o.!— the  Chinese,  who  pay  at  least  a  tenth  of  our  taxes,  and,  I 
believe,  much  more — are  excluded  from  its  benefits,  I  do  not  complain 
of  this  ;  I  merely  mention  it.  Our  children  have  here,  also,  to  buy  their 
own  books,  which  are  sold  at  monopoly  prices.  This  is  not  the  case  in 
any  other  country,  nor  even  in  our  Eastern  States.  This  of  itself 
amounts  to  a  very  considerable  tax.  of  which  no  mention  is  made  in  our 
financial  accounts.  Bearing  in  mind  the  importance  of  these  considera- 
tions conceniing  what  the  tax-payer  gets  for  his  money,  it  will  be  found 
that  a  comparison  merely  of  the  money  paid  for  taxes  in  different  coun- 
tries and  municipalities  is  fallacious  and  misleading. 

(5. )  It  is  the  nature  of  men  to  seek  ease  and  evade  burdens  ;  hence,  in 
social  life  there  is  maintainei  a  continual  struggle  to  secure  the  largest 
share  of  benefits  and  the  smallest  of  sacrifices.  This  struggle  is  kept  up 
by  taking  advantage  of  the  operation  of  prices,  wages,  and  the  rate  of  in- 
terest, for  these  are  the  in\isible  machines  which  tend  to  equitably  level  the 
conditions  of  men.  However  great  may  be  the  initial  inequality  of  profit 
in  trade,  or  losses  by  the  payment  of  taxes,  these  machines  will  eventu- 
riliy  overcome  such  inequality. 

1,6.)  The  tendency  of  ta.\ation,  as  of  commercial  profits,  toward 
'jqualixation  is  continual,  but  it  varies  in  rapidity  with  every  age  and 


country.  For  example,  it  is  much  more  rapid  in  America  than  in 
Europe,  and  in  Europe  than  in  Asia.  It  is  more  rapid  in  a  progressive 
than  in  a  decaying  country.  For  e.\ample,  in  France  of  to-day  than  in 
France  under  the  aiicicn  regime. 

\  7. )  The  strength  of  these  tendencies  and  the  velocity  of  their  opera- 
tion is  in  direct  proportion  to  the  freedom  and  inteUigence  of  society. 
They  are  most  rapid  in  the  United  States  ;  they  are  least  rapid  in 
Russia  and  the  countries  of  the  Orient. 

(8.)  Hence,  in  countries  or  ages  enjoying  a  high  degree  of  social 
freedom,  it  makes  but  little  difference  how  unequally  taxes  are  laid  at 
the  outset,  pronded  they  are  so  laid  as  to  be  non-evadible.  On  the 
contrary,  initial  inequality  in  countries  not  so  favored  is  a  source  of 
grave  injustice,  and  this  continues  so  long,  and  is  so  slightly  and  so 
slowly  overcome  by  the  operation  of  prices,  wages,  and  interest,  that  if 
enforced  for  a  long  time  it  will  wholly  overthrow  the  rights  of  man  and 
the  foundations  of  society. 

(9. )  Of  all  countries  this  one  is  the  freest,  and  thus  it  is  that,  no  mat- 
ter what  system  of  ta.\ation  is  pursued — provided  such  system  is  not 
changed  so  often  that  equalization  is  not  defeated  by  new  distributions 
of  burdens — equality  of  sacrifice  is  sure  to  follow.  Experience  has 
proved  that  the  most  onerous  and  initially  unequal  burdens  of  taxation 
'which  we  have  ever  been  called  upon  to  bear  have  become  equalized  in 
the  course  of  three  years'  time.  In  most  instances  a  single  year,  and  in 
some  instances  six  months,  have  been  sufficient.  For  proof  of  this  as- 
sertion I  refer  to  the  evidence  contained  in  the  Treasury  Report  on  the 
tariff,  dated  December  11,  1868.  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  in  his  Table 
Talk,  and  John  C.  Calhoun,  in  his  celebrated  tariff  speech  of  August 
25,  1847 — these  two  men  having  been  among  the  ablest  thinkers  pro- 
duced respectively  by  England  and  America — both  support  this  view. 

(10.)  Equality  of  taxation  means  equality  of  sacrifice.  To  quote 
John  Stuart  Mill,  it  means  to  apportion  the  contribution  of  each  man 
toward  the  ex^Denses  of  government,  so  that  he  shall  feel  neither  more 
nor  less  inconvenience  from  his  share  of  the  payment  than  every  other 
man  experiences  from  his.  Some  writers  have  argued  that  such  equal- 
ity is  attained  by  taxing  property  ad  valorem.  This  is  the  view  held  by 
Mr.  Laine,  the  author  of  a  draft  of  a  new  Constitution  for  our  State 
But,  taken  by  itself,  it  is  fallacious.  In  the  first  place,  it  cannot  be  ad- 
mitted that  to  be  protected  in  the  ownership  of,  for  instance,  ten  times 
as  much  property,  is  to  be  ten  times  as  muc^  protected.  Neither  can  it 
bt- truly  said  ttat  ihe  protetition  of  vrop^riy  wort^,  f'!"-  instance,  ten 
thousand  dollars,  costs  the  State  ten  times  as  much  as  the  protection  of 
property  worth  one  thousand  dollars.  The  same  judges,  soldiers,  sail- 
ors, who  protect  the  one,  protect  the  other  ;  and  the  larger  property  does 
not  necessarily,  though  it  may  sometimes,  require  more  policemen,  fire- 
men, etc.  In  the  second  place,  such  a  view  would  exempt  from  taxation 
all  those  who  possessed  no  property.  Government  is  not  established 
solely  for  the  protection  of  property.  It  performs  many  other  functions. 
Among  others  it  protects  the  person.  Observing  this  fact,  other  writ- 
ers claim  that  equality  of  taxation  is  best  attained  by  assessing  polls. 
This  view,  taken  by  itself,  is  also  fallacious  ;  for  every  man  does  not  re- 
quire the  same  degree  of  protection.  Protection  to  the  person  is  neces- 
sarv'  in  proportion  as  a  man  is  weak  and  unable  to  protect  himself.  The 
indigent,  the  blind,  the  lame,  the  idiotic,  require  more  protection  to  the 
person  than  the  wealthy  and  the  sound  in  body  and  mind.  Yet  what 
would  be  thought  of  a  system  of  taxation  that  assessed  the  poor  and 
miserable  and  exempted  the  rich  ard  favored  ?  The  more  we  reason 
upon  this  theme  the  more  it  is  evident  that  equaliiy  of  sacrifice  is  not  to 
be  attained  by  any  attempt  at  nice  justification  at  the  outset.  Happily, 
it  is  to  be  attained  otherwise.  All  that  is  necessajy  to  be  done  is  to  es- 
tablish a  system  that  is  specific  and  non-evadible.  The  operation  of 
prices  and  wages  will  soon  make  it  equitable,  and  equality  of  sacrifice 
will  be  the  result.  This  operation  of  prices  and  wages  is  so  important  in 
its  relations  to  our  tax  system  that  I  desire  to  set  it  forth  more  at  length. 

Let  us  suppose,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  that  we  were  to  levy  the 
entire  amount  required  for  the  support  of  our  Slate  Government  upon 
real  estate.  It  would  seem  to  follow  that  those  who  possessed  no  real 
estate  would  pay  no  taxes.  But  this  is  incorrect.  We  must  all  live  upon 
the  land  ;  our  food,  clothing,  and  shelter  must  all  be  derived  from  it; 
and  those  who  would  rent  us  dweUings,  or  sell  us  farm  or  factory  pro- 
duce, would  recoup  themselves  by  adding  to  the  prices  of  their  com- 
modities and  services  a  portion  of  the  taxes  which  they  would  be  called 
upon  to  pay.  What  would  restrain  them  from  charging  more  than  a 
portion?  Competition.  What  would  compel  us  to  pay  it ?  Competi- 
tion, Perhaps  it  may  be  fancied  that  the  millionaire,  who  invests  his 
fortune  in  government  bonds,  lives  in  a  modest  dwelling,  and  keeps  a 
moderate  table,  would  escape  a  fair  share  of  the  public  biu-dens.  Not 
at  all.  Escape  is  impossible  in  a  free  country.  In  the  first  place  he 
would  have  to  accept  a  lower  rate  of  interest  upon  his  bonds  than  would 
be  attainable  were  there  no  taxes  to  be  paid  by  real  estate  owners,  or 
some  other  class  of  society.  Taxes  come  out  of  profits,  and  lo.ver 
them.  Low  profits  make  low  interest,  and  being  compelled  to  accept 
a  low  rate  of  interest  upon  his  capital,  the  millionaire  is  mulcted  of  his 
dues  to  the  public  coffers  just  as  effectually  as  though  he  had  to  pay  an 
income  ta.x.  Indeed,  more  effectually ;  for  income  taxes  are  always 
evadible,  and  taxes  upon  real  estate  are  not 

Let  us  next  suppose  that  the  entire  sum  of  taxation  were  laid  upon 
incomes  from  capital,  and  that  such  taxes  were  non-evadible,  which  is 
not  the  case.  It  would  in  this  case  seem  to  follow  that  those  who  pos- 
sessed no  capital,  and  no  incomes,  would  pay  no  taxes.  But  this  con- 
clusion is  also  faulty.  We  must  all  employ  capital,  or  produce  would 
be  impossible.  The  food  we  consume  is  the  result  of  a  hoard  of  grain 
from  last  year's  crop,  and  is  therefore  capital  ;  the  implements  and 
machinery  of  production,  transportation,  and  trade  are  other  forms  of 
capital,  the  use  of  which  we  must  pay  for  to  those  who  own  them.    The 


very  street-cars  belong  to  capitalists,  who  live  upon  the  incomes  which 
they  earn.  If  these  incomes  were  made  to  bear  the  brunt  of  taxation, 
we  should  very  soon  perceive  an  advance  in  the  price  of  food,  clothing, 
rents,  and  transportation,  which  capitalists  would  be  required  solely  to 
bear  at  the  outset.  Equalization  would  take  place  in  the  same  way  as 
in  the  case  of  a  unital  tax  upon  real  estate  ;  only  in  the  one  case  the 
State  would  collect  all  its  dues,  and  in  the  other  it  would  not  Reliance 
upon  an  income  tax  would  produce  a  deficit  in  the  public  revenues,  and 
encourage  evasion  and  dishonesty. 

There  is  no  system  of  taxation  which  is  equitable  at  the  outset  All 
systems  are  unfair,  simply  because  the  requirements  of  a  State,  the  in- 
cidents of  social  life,  the  relations  of  men  and  things  to  one  another, 
and  the  integrity  of  the  social  units,  are  all  variable  elements  in  their 
bearing  upon  a  tax  system.  The  State  pays  its  expenses  from  day  to 
day  ;  but  it  cannot  levy  taxes  every  twenty-four  hours.  Social  hfe  is 
unremittent ;  but  the  citizen  cannot  be  expected  to  go  to  the  ta.x  office 
every  time  he  makes  a  profit  in  trade.  One  hour  a  man  sells,  the  ne.xt 
he  buys  ;  one  day  he  is  a  producer,  the  next  a  consumer  ;  this  week  he 
profits,  the  next  he  loses  ;  this  month  he  is  a  laborer,  the  ne-vt  a  stock 
speculator.  His  relations  to  other  men  and  to  things  continually 
change.  The  qualities  of  the  mind  are  also  variable.  One  man  is  hon- 
est, and  pays  his  taxes  ;  another  is  dishonest,  and  evades  them  if  he 
can.  Tax  systems  cannot  be  made  pliant  with  this  endless  play  of  cir- 
cumstances. Tliey  must  be  plain,  non-evadible,  and  permanent.  In  a 
free  Slate  competition  will  take  care  of  the  rest. 

And  here  let  me  remark  that  too  slavish  an  adherence  to  the  four  prin- 
ciples laid  down  by  the  justly  celebrated  Adam  Smith  is  apt  to  promote 
too  narrow  a  view  of  this  great  subject.  These  four  principles  are  : 
That  taxes  shoiild  be  paid  in  proportion  to  revenue  ;  that  taxes  should 
be  certain,  and  not  arbitrary  ;  that  the  lime  of  payment  should  be  regu- 
lated by  the  convenience  of  the  payer ;  and  that  taxes  ought  to  be 
economical  and  non-obtrusive.  WTiatever  may  have  been  the  merits  of 
these  maxims  at  the  time  and  in  the  country  when  and  where  they  were 
elaborated,  they  possess  but  few  now  and  in  this  country.  The  first 
one,  as  already  shown,  is  fallacious  ;  the  second  is  unnecessary,  all  taxes 
being  now  certain  and  unarbitrary  ;  and  the  third  has  been  antiquated 
by  the  introduction  of  the  credit  system.  Only  the  fourth  one  is  of  any 
practical  value  at  present,  and  this  is  covered  by  the  requirement  herein 
before  mentioned — that  tax  systems  should  be  plain  and  non-evadible  ; 
that  taxes  should  be  laid  upon  one,  or,  at  most,  a  few  tangible  or  palpa- 
uit;  iDcid^/'ls  of  social  life. 

Far  more  important  than  any  of  the  maxims  laid  down  by  Adam 
Smith  is  the  requirement  that  ta:c  systems  shall  be  permanent;  and  as  a 
guide  to  legislation,  infinitely  more  valuable  is  the  principle  that  equality 
of  taxation  cannot  be  obtained  by  any  justification,  however  nice,  at  the 
outset;  and  that  it  can  be,  and  is  always,  and  in  a  free  State  is  quickly, 
attained  by  the  operation  of  prices,  wages,  and  the  rate  of  interest 

No  matter  upon  whose  shoulders  the  first  incidence  of  a  tax  falls,  it  is 
sure  to  be  transferred  to  others.  This  transfer  of  liability  occurs  again 
and  again,  until,  having  reached  to  the  furthermost,  it  finds  its  way  back 
like  the  answering  ripples  of  a  pond  to  the  point  from  whence  it  started, 
though  somewhat  modified  in  its  intensity — every  intermediate  individ- 
ual or  class  having  bad  to  suffer,  in  the  increased  prices  of  the  products 
or  services  of  those  immediately  beyond  them,  a  portion  {as  yet  not 
quite  his  or  their  due  portion)  of  the  liability.  These  ripples  and  an- 
swering ripples  of  transferred  liability,  after  repeatedly  flowing  back  and 
forth  into  one  another,  come  at  length  to  a  comparative  state  of  rest, 
and  thus  each  member  of  the  community  becomes  in  the  end  equally 
burdened. 

These  are  the  phenomena  that  attend  the  imposition  of  taxes  in  a 
State  as  free  as  ours.  These  are  the  principles  that  observation,  extend- 
ing over  many  countries  and  ages,  through  phases  of  progress  and 
phases  of  decay,  reveals  to  the  student  of  man  and  of  governments. 
Upon  a  future  occasion  I  will  proceed  to  apply  them  practically  to  the 
circumstances  that  siuround  us.  Atlanticus. 


This  item  from  the  Ohio  Statesman  contains  mysterv- :  "He  was  a 
long,  lean,  seedy-looking  individual,  with  a  blond  moustache  which 
looked  as  though  it  had  at  one  time  been  cultivated  by  the  most  artistic 
tonsorial  artist ;  in  fact,  he  generally  presented  the  appearance  of  one 
who  has  fallen  from  a  high  social  position.  He  walked  into  a  Slate 
Street  saloon,  went  down  into  the  second-story  pocket  of  his  pantaloons 
and  drew  forth  a  dime,  and  called  for  bourbon.  '  Gentlemen,'  says  he, 
'  this  is  the  last  of  my  earthly  possessions,  and  I  want  a  drink.  I  have 
been  a  stock-broker,  an  owner  of  railroad  bonds,  and  a  leading  mer- 
chant of  San  Francisco,  but  to-day  I  will  accept  a  situation  driving  a 
street-car  or  a  huckster  wagon.'  Receiving  no  reply  from  the  by- 
standers he  wandered  dejectedly  away."'    \VTio  is  this  sufferer? 


Three  liitle  girls  of  Baltimore,  Mar>iand — Louise  Niedhardt,  Mamie 
Grete,  and  .Amelia  Oblender— an.xious  to  do  something  for  the  yellow- 
fever  sufferers,  pooled  their  wealth  and  found  that  it  amounted  to  two 
cents.  With  this  they  bought  candy,  borrowed  a  table  and  cloth,  and 
exposed  their  wares  for  sale.  The  neighbors,  seeing  them  so  much  in 
earnest,  contributed  articles,  and  the  young  merchants  .inally  sold  out 
their  entire  stock  for  $10.50,  They  took  the  money  to  the  station-house 
and  gave  it  to  the  police  captain,  who  made  them  a  speech  and  lunied 
the  contribution  over  to  the  mayor  in  their  names.  Bronze  John  ought, 
in  decency,  to  stand  aside  for  such  enterprising  cliarity  as  this. 


The  letters  of  Kwang  Chang  Ling,  giving  the  Chinese  side  oi  the 
Chinese  question,  commvmicated  to  this  journal  under  dates  of  August 
3d,  loth,  17th,  and  September  7th.  have  been  published  in  j-^mphlet 
form,  and  copies  can  now  be  obtained  at  this  office. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  MONO  WIDOW. 


And  the  Swains  wbo  Came  a- wooing  Her. 


outfit.  She  belongs  to  Rufe  Bivens— politician,  wire-puller, 
schemer.  He's  cunning  and  plays  his  cards  for  all  they're 
worth  ;  he's  our  County  Clerk.  Look  out  for  him,  Dick. 
Now  there's  eight  entries,  three  favorites — Gus  Thomson, 

Rufe  Bivens,  and  Dick " 

'  Sanders  : "  interjected  Dick,  laughing  and  alighting  from 


A  rambling  old  farm-house,  weather-beaten  and  ding)-, 
stands  back  from  the  .Mono  trail,  about  six  miles  from 
Bridgeport.  .-\  well-kept  orchard  conceals  the  structure,  and  ]  the  buggy, 
the  towering  granite  cliffs  fringed  with  fragrant  sugar-pines  "  Dick  Sanders,"  repeated  the  other,  tying  his  horse  to  a 
and  cedars,  rising  on  the  left,  shield  it  from  the  fierce  storms  ,  locust  tree  near  the  gate.  "  A  fair  field  and  no  favor.  I'll 
that  sweep  down  from  the  cloud-capped  peaks  of  the  high  '  back  you,  Dick  ;  now  go  in  and  win.  Don't  be  bashful,  old 
Sierra.  Barns  and  outhouses  in  various  st.iges  of  repair,  man  ;  there  ain't  a  bashful  man  in  the  whole  crowd  ;  that 
all  neat  and  weather-proof,  flank  the  main  building  on  the  ;  kind  don't  stand  the  ghost  of  a  chance  with  the  Widow." 
right,  and  away  to  the  north  stretches  acre  upon  acre  ofi  With  this  warning  Jim  opened  the  gate  and  motioned  for 
cleared  land,  most  of  which  is  "  in  a  high  state  of  cultivation."  |  Dick  to  pass  througli.     They  walked  leisurely  up  the  poplar- 

The  soft  twilight  of  a  warm  June  day  was  falling  upon  this  \  lined  avenue  and  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  house.     The 
sequestered  nook,  as  a  light  buggy  dniwn  by  a  single  horse    sound  of  the  summons  had  scarcely  died  away  when  the  door 


and  containing  two  men  came  over  the  brow  of  the  hill 
above  the  farm-house.  The  driver  was  an  old  man  whose 
rugged  appearance  indicated  long  and  continuous  contact 
with  the  wild  life  of  the  border.  His  companion  was 
much  younger— a  stalwart,  bright-eyed,  fair-haired  man,  with 
a  half-impudent,  nonchalant  air  that  bespoke  perfect  familiar- 
ity with  tnc  customs  of  the  freehanded  mountaineer, 
eer.  He  evidently  belonged  to  that  class,  at  one  time  com- 
mon enough  in  the  mining  camps  of  California  and  Nevada, 
who,  although  brave  to  the  verge  of  recklessness,  bore  no 
analogy  in  disposition  to  the  bravo  and  desperado  of  these 
sections,  and  who,  while  they  avoided  the  desperate  charac- 
ters of  the  mushroom  cities,  never  failed  to  respond  when 
called  upon  to  resist  wrong  or  resent  an  insult. 

Krom  the  summit  of  the  hill  over  which  the  weary  horse 
was  toiling,  a  clear  view  of  the  ranch  below  was  visible. 

"  There's  the  widow  Johnson's  place,  Dick,"  said  the  elder, 
pointing  down  upon  the  farm-house. 

*'  The  widow  Johnson  ? ''  interrogated  the  other. 

"  Why,  yes;  nothing  strange  about  that,  is  there  ?"  asked 
the  elder,  whipping  up.  "  Haven't  you  ever  heard  of  the  widow 
Johnson."' 

"  Not  that  I  recollect,"  replied  Dick.  "  I've  heard  of  John- 
son's— it's  not  a  \trs  uncommon  name — but  I  don't  think  I 
ever  heard  of  the  wiiitnu  Johnson;  at  any  rate  I've  never 
heard  of  this  particular  Johnson.     Who  is  she,  Jim.'" 

"  She  is  the  widow  of  Baldy  Johnson  of  Tuolumne;  she's — " 

"  What's  that  ■'  Baldy  Johnson  of  Chinese .' "  interrupted 
the  young  man. 

"  Oh,  you  know  him,  then  ? " 

"  I  should  say  I  did.  We  were  the  best  kind  of  friends  be- 
fore he  died.    And  so  this  is  his  widow,  eh .' " 

The  last  words  were  spoken  in  a  thoughtful  tone,  as  if  the 
speaker's  mind  was  busy  with  other  scenes — recollections  re- 
vived by  the  old  man's  words. 

"  Yes,  she's  Baldy  Johnson's  widow,  and  if  j-ou've  any 
thoughts  of  marr)'ing,  here's  your  chance.  She's  called 
handsome  in  this  section,  and  besides  that  she's  very  rich — 
owns  two  or  three  thousand  head  of  stock,  most  of  it  first, 
class  beef  cattle  with  m.ignificent  ranges  for  grazing  them, 


was  thrown  open,  revealing  a  medium-sized,  handsome  worn 
an;  a  woman  well-proportioned  and  muscular,  dressed  in 
a  tight-fitting,  black  riding  habit.  Her  coal  black  hair  was 
somewhat  disheveled  and  feil  over  her  shoulders  with  a 
graceful  abandon.  Her  brilliant,dark  eyes  flashed  with  pleas- 
ure as  they  fell  upon  Dick's  companion,  and  she  grasped  his 
hand  with  all  the  heartiness  of  a  hospitable  and  generous 
nature,  wringing  it  with  the  strength  of  a  man. 

"Wall,  ef  it  ain't  Jim  Burr.  Jist  back  from  Tuolumne,  eh? 
Bin  to  Sonora?  How's  all  the  folks?  Come  in  an'  take  a 
cheer.  Here,  Sam,  take  Mister  Burros  hoss  round  to  the 
barn — throw  him  some  o'  thet  clover  hay  out  o'  the  top  rack ; 
the  groun'  barley's  in  the  loft.  Come  in,  Jim;  don't  be 
standin'  round  the  doors  ef  ye  hedn't  no  welcome  ;  come  in. 
There's  nobody  here  to-day  but  a  friend  or  two  from  Bridge- 
port," and  the  widow  laughed  long  and  loud,  but  not  unmu- 
sically, at  the  idea  of  seven  male  visitors  being  "nobody." 
She  led  the  way  to  the  door  of  a  room  from  which  issued  the 
mingled  cadences  of  many  \  oices.  With  her  hand  on  the 
knob,  the  widow  turned  her  head,  and,  with  a  half  sober  air, 
she  said : 

"  Don't  mind  my  dress,  Jim — but  jvi.v  won't,  I  know  ;  your 
friend  might ;  so  I'll  jist  st.ate  fur  his  benefit  thet  I've  bin  up 
the  road  a  piece  on  hossback,  an'  w'en  I  got  home  these 
friends  o'  mine  [here  the  widow  laughed  again]  hed  arrived 
an'  I  didn't  hev  much  show  to  put  on  my  other  duds." 

While  she  made  these  excuses  she  took  a  rapid  inventory  of 
Dick's  exterior.  "  Don't  mention  it,  Mrs.  Johnson,"  said 
Burr.  "Anything  becomes  you  ;  but  you  haven't  given  me 
a  chance  to  introduce  my  friend.  Mrs.  Johnson,  Mr.  San- 
ders— Mr.  Dick  Sanders," 

"  Happy  to  know  ye,  .Mr.  Sanders — Mr.  Dick  Sanders  ;  " 
and  the  widow  took  another  inventor)'  of  the  young  man 
from  beneath  her  long  lashes  as  she  bowed  and  half  ironi- 
cally repeated  his  full  name  as  given  by  Burr.  Then,  as  if 
she  had  been  playing  a  part  in  simply  acknowledging  the 
acquaintance  in  the  conventional  way,  she  took  her  hand 
fi-om  the  knob,  and,  with  a  laugh,  stretched  it  toward  Dick. 

"  Put  it  there,  young  man  ;  I'm  a  woman  an'  you're  a  man, 
but  I  don't  go  a  cent  on  this  bowin'  an'  scrapin'.     Jim  Burr's 


this  ranch  of  about  five  hundred  acres,  and  a  fine  wheat   a  friend  o'  mine,  an'  you're  a  friend  o'  Jim's,  an'  thet  settles 
ranch  in  Stanislaus.     She's  got  money  in  the  bank,  and  they  .  it ;  you're  a  friend  o'  mine,  an'  Phoebe  Johnson  gives  her 
do  say  that  old  Baldy  left  her  enough  United  States  bonds  //<7«</ to  her  friends.     Shake." 
to  paper  the  shanty  she  lives  in  down  there.     She  rides  like       And  they  did  "shake, 


a  vaquero.  shoots  as  true  as  a  Comstock  fighter,  talks  broad 
southwestern  dialect,  and  flirts  like  a  Mexican  senorita.  In 
Iddition  to  all  this,  she  smokes  strong  tobacco  ( I  never 
heard  that  she  chewed  though),  swings  a  lariat  from  the 
saddle,  and  brags  extensively  about  Baldy.  In  fact,  she 
keeps  a  dozen  suitors  for  her  hand  at  a  distance  by  praising 
Baldy  and  mourning  over  the  doubtful  contingency  of  ever 
meeting  his  like  again.  Well  stop  there  and  I'll  introduce 
you.  Go  for  her,  Dick,  and  if  you  don't  make  her  come  to 
time  you  won't  lose  anything — if  you  win,  why  you're  a  cool 
hundred  thousand  better  off.  '^ou  needn't  mind  her  little 
idiosyncrasies;  you  know  all  women  have  their  faults,  and 
nine  out  of  ten  are  less  eligible  than  the  widow  Johnson. 
But,  by  the  way,  Dick,  I  wouldn't  say  anything  about  your 
acquaintance  with  Baldy,  first  off,  just  for  the  fun  of  the  i 


"  Come  in,  gentlemen,"  she  added,  opening  the  door  and, 
ushering  her  visitofs  into  the  neatly  furnished  parlor. 

As  they  entered  the  assembled  seven  were  silent.  The 
"convention,"  as  Burr  called  it,  was  a  picture.  The  indi- 
vidual members  were  scattered  around  the  sides  of  the  room, 
S9me  seated  in  easy,  careless  attitudes,  and  others  rather 
constrained,  according  to  their  several  dispositions.  Bivens 
was  pacing  the  room  in  his  ner\'OUS,  excited  manner,  and 
ceased  a  rapidly  ejaculated  speech  on  the  coming  county 
election  as  the  three  entered. 

A  perfect  storm  of  welcomes  greeted  Burr,  who  seemed  to 
be  a  favorite,  and  as  he  had  been  absent  from  Bridgeport  for 
some  time,  several  minutes  were  occupied  in  asking  and  an- 
swering questions  regarding  matters  "  over  in  Tuolumne." 

As  soon  as  the  running  fire  of  interrogatories  and  answers 


thing,  you  know.      If  you  say  you  knew  Baldy  maybe  she  I  had  somewhat  subsided,  the  widow,  who  had  been  arranging 
won't  come  it  so  strong  on  his  virtues,  and  you'll  lose  a  treat  |  sundr)'  bottles  and  glasses  on  the  centre  table,  spoke  : 
if  she  don'L      It's  the  most  amusing  thing  in  the  world  to  >      "  Come  up,  boys,  I  know  yer  dry.     Can't  ye  let  a  body  git 
hear  her  run  on  about  her  '  old  man,'  as  she  calls  him."  j  a  word  in  edgeways?    A  person  thet  didn't  know  you  'd  think 

" .-Ml  right,  J im  ;  that's  a  good  idea  ;  and  as  she  may  have  a  flock  o' blue  jays 'd  broke  loose.  There's  old  r>e  in  the 
heard  Baldy  speak  of  me,  just  introduce  me  by  some  other  i  black  bottle  an'  gin  in  thet  white  bottle  (I've  got  my  opinion 
name.  Call  me  Sanders,  for  instance,"  said  the  young  man,  of  the  man  thet  drinks  gin — my  old  man  wouldn't  touch  it); 
throwing  a  side  glance  of  peculiar  meaning  at  his  compan-  i  the  red  bottle's  brandy,  the  other  one's  common  cookin' 
ion,  who,  wholly  unconscious,  continued  to  urge  the  tired  whisky,  an' Baldy  used  ter  say  he'd  ruther  hev  one  pint  o' 
horse  down  the  hilL     "  How  old  is  she,  Jim  ? "  thet  stuff  in  the  house  'n  twenty  gallons  o'  the  best  brandy  or 

"  'Bout  thirty;  just  the  right  age  for  you,  Dick,"  answered   wine  he  ever  see." 
Jim.    "Here  we  are.     Hullo — well,  bless  me,  if  the  whole       It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  every  man  present  helped  him- 
tribe  haven't  come  down  from  Bridgeport.    Yes,  sir;  it's  Sun-  [  self  from  the  bottle  of  "  common  cooking  whisky,"  thereby 
day  afternoon,  and  the  boys  have  sneaked  down  to  have  a  |  indorsing  the  verdict  of  the  deceased  Baldy  as  to  the  superi- 
quiet  chat  with  the  widow.     I'll  bet  they're  all  inside  sitting  i  ority  of  this  particular  beverage. 

each  other  out,  and  the  widow  laughing  in  her  sleeve  at  them,  j  "  Gentlemen,"  said  Burr,  "  allow  me  to  propose  a  toast. 
You're  in  the  nick  of  time,  Dick,  for  fun,  but  you'll  have  to  '  Here's  to  the  Widow  Johnson,  the  Hebe  of  Mono  County, 
strike  the  iron  while  Jt's  hot  or  some  of  them  will  get  away  j  the  fairest  flower  in  the  Sierra.     May  she  live  long,  and  soon 


with  you.  .Make  red  hot  love  to  her  from  the  jurnp  ;  don't 
mind  the  company;  it'll  please  her,  and  you'll  win  the  game." 

"  How  do  you  know  there's  anybody  here?  "  asked  Dick, 
looking  across  the  fence,  toward  the  house. 

"The  corral's  full  of  horses  ;  don't  you  see?    That  piebald 


meet  the  man  who  will  change  her  weeds  for  a  wreath. 

This  sentiment  was  greeted  with  unanimous  approval,  and 
the  glasses  were  immediately  emptied. 

The  widow  was  not  at  all  embarrassed  by  this  laudator)' 
exhibition,  and,  with  an   assumption   of  stern  dignity,  ap- 


mare  belongs  to  Steve  Melius,  the  richest  man  in  the  county, ,  proached  Burr  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
I  reckon— and  the  oldest.  He's  got  no  show.  That  yellow  j  "  Now,  look  here,  Mr.  Burr,  you're  a  friend  o'  mine,  an'  I 
mustang  with  the  plaited  mane  is  Jack  Re)-noIds' ;  measures  don't  deny  it ;  but  you're  a  married  man,  an'  you've  no  right 
tape  at  Howson's,  pans  his  hair  in  the  middle,  wears  eye- ho  throw  your  compliments  aroun' loose  thet  way.  I'll  let 
glasses  and  'Bumsides.'  Mc  wont  do.  She's  too  mascu-  [  Mrs.  Burr  know  all  about  it ;  see  ef  I  don't.  Mv  old  man 
hne  to  tie  a  man-woman  to  her  apron  strings.  The  black  I  wouldn't  a  done  sich  a  thing,  or  ef  he  did,  I'd  a  known  the 
mare  with  the  silver-mounted  bridle  is  owned  by  Bill  York  reason  why.  Ye  can't  play  it  in  thet  style  on  a  married 
—gambler.  I  don't  know  how  he's  likely  to  pan  out,  but  1  i  woman  now,  I  can  tell  ye.  Sich  stuff  ez  ye  got  of  jist  now'd 
don't  believe  she  wants  to  open  a  reform  school  and  risk  her '  come  with  better  grace  from  some  o'  the  single  gentlemen 
propeny  in  a  faro  bank.  The  gray  horse  is  Tom  .Murphy's  ;  here— from  Mr.  Dick  Sanders,  fur  instance  ?" 
he  s  supenntendent  of  the  Humbug  Mine,  working  it  for  a       All  eyes  were  turned  on  Dick. 

San  Francisco  company;  he's  got  money,  but  he  speculates,  |      "  You  mustn't  mind  Jim,  Mrs.  Johnson  ;  he's  not  used  to 
^^d  that  won't  suit  Mistress  Johnson  either.     Then  there's  |  soft-soaping  the  ladies,  and  don't  alwavs  succeed  as  well  as 

Bro  Jackson  s  roan  filly ;  he's  an  honest  miner,  but  Ambrose  he  ought  to,"  was  the  conciliatory  remark  of  that  worthy. 
IS  rather  too  slow.  The  claybank  is  Gus  Thomson's  ;  he's  "  Soft-soap's  good.  No,  sir,  Jim  Burr  nor  no  other  man 
a  stock  man,  and  wants  to  consolidate  his  ranges  with  the  ken  soft-soap  me  ;  thet's  Phcebe  Johnson  flat-footed.  I'm 
wndow-s.  In  my  opinion  Thomson's  got  the  best  chance  of  nobod\-'s  fool ;  I  lamed  thet  from  my  old  man  Baldy.  He 
the  whole  crew,  if  close  dealing  don't  bar  him  out.  But  then  used  to  say,  '  Keep  yer  eye  on  the  rooster  thet  lays  it  on 
Baldy  was  a  dose  calculator,  too,  you  know,  and  maybe  that's  ,  thick  ;  he's  plavin'  to  beat  ye.'     An'  Baldy  wasn't  no  man's 

in  his  fevor     Thats  all,  I  believe— no  it  aint,  either.     Well,  i  fool,  you  bet."'  The  widow  smiled  triumphantly  upon  her 
■■-?•-  ear,  th;s  u  a  convention  and  no  mistake.     That  thin- 1  admirers  as  she  quoted  this  piece  of  worldly  philosophy. 
;:i  pony  over  there  under  the  apple  trees  completes  thel     "Thet's  so.     He  an'  I's  talked  matters  an'  things  o\er 


many  a  time,  an'  1  learned  mos'  all  I  know  about  stock  an' 
cattle  bargains  from  him,"  said  Thomson,  casting  a  glance  of 
concentrated  admiration  upon  the  widow. 

"  I  reckon  ye  did,  Gus  Thomson,  but  you've  got  a  mighty 
sight  to  larn  yet,  I  can  tell  ye,"  and  the  widow  gave  the 
young  stock  dealer  a  rather  supercilious  smile. 

"  Perhaps  Mr.  Johnson's  accomplished  widow  could  finish 
the  young  man's  education,"  remarked  Y'ork,  rather  sarcasti- 
cally. 

"  You  *re  right  for  once,  Mr.  York,"  i^nswered  the  widow  ; 
"  and  who  knows  but  what  she  might,  ef  she  took  a  notion, 
an'  was  given  a  fair  show," 

These  words,  striking  so  close  to  the  individual  interests 
of  those  present,  produced  a  visible  sensation. 

"  Hope  I  have  n't  offended  you,"  said  Burr. 

"  No  offense,  Jim,  only  don't  try  it  on  any  more — for  your 
wife's  sake,  ye  know,"  answered  >lrs.  Johnson. 

"  You  were  very  fortunate,  Mrs.  Johnson,  in  the  selection 
of  a  husband.  Baldy  Johnson  was  highly  respected,  and 
possessed  sterling  qualities  that  rendered  him  a  favorite  with 
all.  He  numbered  his  friends  by  the  hundred,  and  his  strict 
honesty  gave  him  unlimited  credit  in  his  business  transac- 
tions. That  he  was  a  kind,  loving  husband  no  one  can  for  a 
moment  doubt,  for  we  have  your  own  words  to  that  effect," 
said  Bivens,  following  out  the  general  tenor  of  the  conversa- 
tion, namely,  praise  of  the  deceased  Baldy.  This  was  a 
shrewd  stroke  of  policy  on  the  part  of  the  County  Clerk, 
based  upon  the  apparent  fact  that  the  widow's  heart  lay 
through  a  due  appreciation  of  the  "  sterling  qualities  "  of 
her  late  spouse. 

The  widow's  face  lighted  up  with  gratified  pride,  and  it 
was  easy  to  perceix'e  that  the  wily  politician  had  made  the 
master-stroke  in  this  insidious  assault  upon  the  lady's  affec- 
tions. "Burr  saw  it  instantly,  and  nudged  Dick,  at  the  same 
time  winking  at  him  to  indicate  that  he  thought  a  centre  shot 
had  been  made. 

"  Thet 's  squar'  talk,  Mr.  Bivens  ;  sounds  like  one  o'  yer 
'lection  speeches,  an'  its  the  frozen  truth,  every  word.  Let's 
shake,"  The  widow  reached  across  the  table,  and  took  Biv- 
ens by  the  hand, 

"  He  was  a  man  among  men,"  said  Melius, 

"And  among  the  women,  too,  I  should  judge.  I'll  wager 
he  carried  Mrs.  Johnson  off  from  a  dozen  admirers,"  added 
Reynolds,  smiling  significantly  upon  the  widow, 

"A  county  full,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson,  proudly, 

"And  well  he  might,"  voted  Tom  Murphy, 

"  He  did  'nt  get  no  more  'n  he  deserved,  though,"  said  the 
widow,  looking  around  on  the  assembled  wooers,  "  Not 
much.  He  was  honest  ez  the  day  is  long,  an'  ez  squar*  ez 
any  man  thet  ever  breathed.  He  was  the  best  man  in  the 
mountains,  boys.  He  could  out-run,  out-jump,  an'  out-fight 
any  man  of  his  inches  in  forty  counties.  He  was  never 
whipped  but  once,  an'  you  bet  yer  life  he  never  heard  the 
last  o'  thet  from  me.  He  got  mauled  down  to  Red  Mount- 
ain Bar,  on  the  Tuolumne,  once,  by  a  chap  not  near  ez  big 
or  ez  hea\-y.  The  only  quarrel  we  ever  hed  was  about  that 
scrimmage,  an'  I  told  him  then  thet  ef  he  petered  out  afore 
me,  an'  thet  Red  Mountain  cuss  asked  me  to  hev  him,  I'd 
take  him  off  hand  ;  an'  1  will,  too.  I  'm  waitin'  fur  the  man 
that  licked  Baldy  Johnson,  an'  I  wont  go  back  on  my  word. 
I've  at  him  time  an'  agin  fur  not  gougin'  in  that  fight,  but  he 
held  to  it  thet  a  rough-an'-tumble,  Missouri  fashion,  wasn't  a 
fair  deal  in  a  single-handed  row  with  a  squar*  up-an'-up 
fighter,  an'  weepins  was  out  o'  the  question  in  a  tussle  with 
an  unarmed  man.  The  chap  thet  whaled  my  old  man  did  it 
fair  an'  squar',  an'  I  know  I  could  stan'  up  afore  the  parson 
an*  say  the  words  thet  'd  make  us  man  and  wife." 

"  Haven't  you  waited  about  long  enough,  Mrs.  Johnson  ? 
It's  about  two  years  now  since  Baldy  died,"  said  Melius. 

"Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Mr.  ^lellus,  I  was  thinkin' 
'bout  thet  the  other  day  ;  and  if  he  don't  happen  'long  mighty 
sudden  I  s'pose  I'll  hev  to  hitch  with  some  other  inferior 
man.  It  'd  be  jist  my  luck,  an'  it's  no  two  to  one  bet  thet  I 
don't  take  the  fust  that  pops.  Sabe?"  And  the  fascinating, 
free-spoken  widow  laughed  merrily  at  her  own  bold  chal- 
lenge to  her  assembled  admirers. 

"  So  ef  any  body  wants  me  they'd  better  hurr)'  up  their 
apple  cart,"  she  continued,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  mischiev- 
ously upon  every  man  present. 

"  I  s'pose  you'll  give  me  a  chance,  wont  you  ?  "  asked  Dick, 
demurely. 

"  Y'ou  're  a  stranger — almost,"  answered  the  widow. 

"  I've  Mr.  Burr's  guarantee  ;  he'll  back  me,"  replied  Dick. 

"Burr's  guarantee  isgood,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson.  ".Yes,  ye 
ken  count  yerself  in  ;  but  that  don't  bar  any  body  else  out, 
ye  know," 

"  Of  course  not ;  but  I  rather  think  I've  got  the  best  of 
the  game,  i\Irs,  Johnson." 

"  Mebbe  ye  hev,  Mr,  Sanders  ;  but  we  don't  allow  no  snap 
jedgments  in  this  yer  court,"  responded  the  widow,  "  I'll 
own  I'm  on  the  marry;  but  I  want  a  man,  an'  a  man  I'm 
goin'to  hev,  or  die  a  tryin',  .Almost  the  last  words  my  Baldy 
said  to  me  afore  he  passed  in  his  checks  was :  '  Phoebe,  don't 
you  cotton  to  no  galoot ' — thet  was  his  way  o'  talkin' — 'don't 
ye  tie  to  no  ignoramus  ;  don't  ye  marr)'  a  parson  or  a  bronco 
rider  ;  ef  you  do  I'll  haunt  ye,  demed  ef  I  don't.'  He  didn't 
say  '  demed,'  but  it  meant  the  same  thing.  '  No,  Phccbe, 
says  Baldy,  'don't  ye  throw  yerself  away  on  no  common 
stock.  You  've  got  coin  'til  ye  can't  rest,  an  ye  can  take  yer 
pick.  Marr)'  a  jnan,  Phcebe,  marry  a  man;  if  he's  ez  poor  ez 
Job's  turkey,  an'  he's  what  I  call  a  man,  marry  him.'  I  told 
him  I'd  marr)-  thet  Red  Mountain  chap  ;  but  he  shook  his 
head  an'  said  thet'd  be  too  much  luck,  an'  he  would  n't  hold 
me  to  that  proposition.  So,  boys,  thet's  jest  how  the  case 
stands  now.  Air.  Sanders  hez  ez  good  ez  asked  me,  an'  I 
heven't  said  no.  *  The  game's  niftde,  gentlemen,  roll,'  ez 
Baldy  used  ter  say." 

"  7'his  is  rather  queer,  very  original,  I  must  say  ;  but  it's  as 
good  as  any  other  way,"  said  Burr.  "  What  claim  can  you 
offer,  York  ?     I'll  act  as  umpire." 

"Well,  I  hardly  know  what  to  say,"  answered  York.  "  It's 
rather  unexpected  to  jump  a  man  this  way.  I  admit  that 
I've  had  pretentions  for  Mrs.  Johnson's  hand,  and  if  I  should 
succeed  in  obtaining  her  affections — as  I  think  I  could  if  I 
were  allowed  a  few  moments'  giiiet  conversation — I  should 
endeavor  to  emulate  the  departed  Baldy  in  ever)'  respect, 
guided  in  the  path  of  his  virtues  by  Mrs.  Johnson's  experi- 
ence and  knowledge  of  that  gentleman's  character.  I  think 
I  could  convince  her  of  my  truth  if  she  would  grant  me  a 
private  inter\'iew," 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


"  You'd  stock  the  deck,  eh  ?  "  laughed  the  widow. 

York  was  about  to  protest,  when  he  was  stopped  by  Burr : 

"  Hold  on,  York,  old  man ;  give  the  other  boys  a  chance. 
\Vhat  do  you  say,  Thomson  ? " 

"  Ef  the  -widder  'U  hev  me,  I  '11  treat  her  the  best  I  know 
how.  A  man  can't  do  no  more,  ken  he  ?  I  've  got  nine  hun- 
dred head  o'  beef  cattle,  worth  thirty  dollars  a  head,  on  an 
av-'rage  ;  ten  thousan'  sheep,  an'  the  best  ranges  in  the  foot- 
hills. The  increase  in  four  or  five  years  '11  nearly  double  the 
stock,  an'  we   ken  live  quite    comf  table   together — me  an' 


vein  of  earnest  meaning  permeating  the  subject  matter  of 
the  discussion.  Hence,  I  can  not  fully  agree  with  my  friend, 
Mr.  Murphy,  in  the  hypothesis,  that  the  outcome  will  be 
considered  a  joke  by  some  of  us  here  present.  [Laughter.] 
Therefore,  I  shall  treat  the  matter  as  a  serious  affair,  and  re- 
frain from  any  mock  earnestness.  [Applause  by  Burr.]  As 
far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  mean  every  word  I  am  about  to 
utter.  My  idea  of  the  true  object  of  matrimony  is  mutual 
happiness  ;  an  end  to  be  attained  by  the  contracting  parties 
only  through  a  thorough  understanding  of  each  other.     They 


Mrs.  Johnson."     The  stock  man    concluded  with  a  slight '  should  treat  each  other  as  equals  in  every  respect,  and  while 


cough,  and  looked  as  if  he  felt  that  the  widow  could  not  re- 
sist his  solid  plea. 

"  Live  stock  an'  ranches  is  good  'nough,  but  beef  cattle  an' 
sheep  don't  perdooce  a  nmn,  ez  Baldy  used  ter  say,"  was  the 
widow's  comment. 

"  Your  turn,  Jackson,"  said  Burr. 

"  If  Mrs.  Johnson  '11  have  me,  I'll  quit  prospecting  and 
turn  farmer.  I'll  manage  the  business  for  her,  and  love  her 
between  times." 

"Thet's  purty  good,"  laughed  the  widow.  "  Bizness  an' 
love,  love  and  bizness.  They  're  two  things  that  move  the 
world,  ez  Baldy  used  ter  say  ;  an'  besides  ye  promise  to  quit 
pirootin'  'round  in  the  hills  an'  gulches,  huntin'  fur  quartz 
leads  an'  cinnabar.  Y"e  couldn't  offer  any  thin'  better'n  love 
an'  bizness  ;  an'  love  cant  be  beat  in  the  long  run,  'Bro." 
"  Re>Tiolds,"  called  the  umpire. 

"  I  can't  offer  much  more  than  myself,  and  that's  hardly 
worth  offering,"  modestly  replied  the  dry  goods  clerk.  "  I 
claim  to  have  some  taste  in  the  matter  of  dress,  and  I  could 
keep  a  wife  posted  on  the  latest  styles,  you  know.  A 
woman's  a  woman  the  world  ever,  and  her  natural  taste  runs 
to  calicos,  silks,  ribbons,  laces,  and  such.  Why  shouldn't 
it  ?  A  woman  should  be  humored,  and  petted,  and  allowed 
every  indulgence  in  the  way  of  dress.  'The  man's  a  brute 
that  wouldn't,  and  1  am  not  classed  in  that  category  by  my 
enemies  even.  I'm  poor,  Mrs.  Johnson,  but  I'm  indulgent." 
This  was  an  unfortunate  speech  for  Reynolds. 
"  I  don't  know  'bout  your  categories,"  said  the  widow, 
knitting  her  brow  angrily,  "  but  I  want  to  know  what  you'd 
do  for  a  woman.  Would  ye  quit  playin'  the  fool,  ef  ye  luas 
a  fool  ?  " 

"  If  I  was  a  fool,  yes,"  answered  Reynolds,  hesitatingly. 
"  Would  ye  chuck  those  double-geared  gig  lamps  out  o'  the 
winder  ? " 

"  With  pleasure." 

"  Would  ye  reap  them  yallar  stubble  fields  on  yer  face  ?  " 
"  Of  course,  if  it  was  so  ordered." 

"  Well,  it  would  be  so  ordered,  you  bet,  ef  I  hed  anythin' 
to  say  'bout  it.     Would  ye  part  yer  hair  like  a  man  ? " 
The  clerk  murmured  something  that  sounded  like  "  Yes." 
"  Would  ye  let  up  on  yer  didos  with  the  gals — flirtin'  an' 
sich .'' " 

"  Certainly,"  was  the  faint  response. 

"  Good  'nough,"  was  the  widow's  comment,  "  ef  you'll  do 
all  thet,  that's  some  hope  fur  ye  ;  an'  ef  the  right  kind  of  a  gal 
gits  ye  mebbe  she  might  make  half  a  man  o'  ye,  ef  she  didiit 
make  the  riffle  on  the  other  half." 

That  settled  Mr.  Rej-nolds'  case.    His  cake  was  all  dough. 

"  Now,  Melius,  we'll  give  you  a  chance.    What  can  you  do 

to  render  the  widow  a  happy  woman  ?  "  was  Burr's  next  call. 

The  old  gentleman  straightened  up,  and,  clearing  his  throat, 

prepared  for  the  onset. 

"My  past  experience  with  ladies,"  he  commenced,  "has 
taught  me  many  useful  lessons.  Three  times  have  1  stood 
at  the  altar,  a  happy  bridegroom ;  and  if  a  man  who  has 
ministered  to  the  happiness  of  three  ladies  is  not  competent 
to  render  another  doubly — yes,  trebly — happy  in  the  marital 
state,  no  man  living  can.  I  would  love,  cherish,  and  protect 
any  lady  who  would  confer  upon  me  the  high  honor  of  be- 
coming my  wife.  No  man  can  do  more.  You  are  a  widow, 
Mrs.  Johnson,  I  am  a  widower." 

The  old  man  sat  down,  conscious  that  he  had  made  a  great 
effort.  But  his  attempt  at  Chesterfieldian  eloquence  did  not 
protect  him  firom  the  widow's  cool  sarcasm. 

"  Mr.  Melius,"  she  said,  "  I  b'lieve  I  could  respect  you  as 
— a  father.  I  go  my  pile  on  old  men.  They  remind  me  of 
my  poor  old  grandfather,  an'  I  never  see  ye  'round  but  I  feel 
jist  as  though  I'd  like  to  kiss  ye — fur  yer  poor  dead  wives. 
I've  allers  heerd  thet  ye  was  kind  to  em,  an'  I  respect  ye  fur 
it ;  but  'twasn't  no  more'n  yer  dooty,  Mr.  Melius  ;  ye  don't 
'low  thet  it  was,  do  ye  ?  My  old  man  used  ter  say  thet  big- 
amy was  all  right  ef  one  wife  was  dead,  an'  he'd  take  his 
chance  afore  the  las'  jedgment  with  any  man  thet  married 
me  arter  he  pegged  out ;  but  w'en  it  come  to  pollygammy, 
dead  or  alive,  it  was  puttin'  it  on  too  strong.  He  didn't 
b'lieve  Mormons  an'  Turks'd  hev  any  show  ten  minits  arter 
Gabe'd  blowed  his  horn.  S'pose  I  did  marry  ye,  Mr.  Mel- 
ius, what  d'ye  think'd  happen  we  all  come  together  aroun' 
the  great  white  throne?  Don't  ye  think  there'd  be  a  few 
golden  harps  smashed  to  flinders,  an'  don't  ye  think  they'd 
rush  us  into  the  lock-up  for  kickin'  up  a  muss  an'  spilin'  each 
others  wing  feathers  ?  It'd  be  a  puny  how  d'ye  do,  wouldn't 
it  ?  They'll  hev  trouble  'nough  up  thar  without  our  addin'  to 
it  by  prancin'  in  an'  fightin'  over  a  he  angel." 

When  the  laughter  which  this  sally  provoked  had  subsided, 
Burr  motioned  to  Murphy  and  asked  what  plea  he  had. 

"  My  sincere  regard  for  Mrs.  Johnson,"  said  Murphy,  "  ren- 
ders me  averse  to  this  flippant  style  of  expressing  our  prefer- 
ence, and  I  shall  seek  some  other  opportunity  of  asking  for 
her  hand  in  the  conventional  way." 
"  So  that's  all  ?"  asked  Burr. 

"  That's  all,"  replied  Murphy ;  "  this  method  of  asking  a 
woman's  hand  in  marriage  doesn't  suit  me." 

"  Mebbe  you  won't  hev  another  chance," retorted  the  widow; 
"  ye  don't  know  but  what  this  '  flippant  style  of  expressin'  yer 
pref'rence,'  ez  ye  call  it,  is  in  dead  earnest  after  all.  You'd 
better  throw  yer  riata,  Mr.  Murphy." 

"  No,  not  now.  I'll  take  my  chances  on  its  being  dead 
earnest,"  and  the  prudent  superintendent  helped  himself  to 
the  "  cooking  whisky." 

"  Well,  Bivens,  we'll  hear  from  you  now,"  said  Burr. 
Bivens  immediately   assumed  an    oratorical  attitude,  ar- 
ranged the  lapels  of  his  coat,  cleared  his  throat,  and  thrust 
his  left  hand  into  his  trowsers  pocket  in  the  approved  easy 
style  of  the  rural  stump  speaker. 

■'  Mrs.   lohnson,"  he  began,  "  and  gentlemen,"  he  added 
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palliating  the  faults  and  condoning  the  foibles  that  may  crop 
out  in  either  side  during  the  partnership,  they  should  bear 
themselves  with  dignity,  and  a  firm  endeavor  to  cleave  to  the 
right  under  all  circumstances.  They  should  love,  honor, 
and  cherish  each  other.  They  should  live  in  and  for  each 
other.  They  should  do  as  Ruth  did,  his  home  being  her 
home,  her  people  his  people,  and  ^'ice  versa.  If  the  storms 
of  adversity  gather  around  them,  and  the  clouds  of  mis- 
fortune hover  above  them,  they  should  cling  all  the  closer  to 
each  other,  cheering  and  comforting  each  other.  The  man 
who  can  do  this  is  a  man  indeed,  and  the  woman  who  can 
hold  to  these  divine  principles  is  an  angel.  It  would  be  the 
stem  endeavor  of  my  life,  when  mated  with  a  true  woman — 
and  I  know  that  Mrs.  Johnson  is  worthy  of  any  man's  love 
and  esteem — to  ground  these  principles  in  my  heart,  and 
abide  by  them  throughout  all  the  days  of  my  life,  and  until 
death  do  us  part." 

"  Thet  suits  Phcebe  Johnson ;  thet's  the  talk,  Rufe  Bivens; 
an'  we  may's  well  shake  again."  They  "  shook."  "  You're 
the  boss  orator  o'  these  hills,  an'  I  reckon  you'll  fetch  up  in 
Sacramento  or  Congress  afore  you're  finally  planted.  Them's 
my  sentiments  to  a  dot,  an'  I  reckon  we'll  show  Mr.  Mur- 
phy thet  thar  ain't  no  joke  'bout  our  future  arrangements. 
Call  'round — " 

"  Wait  a  minute,  Mrs.  Johnson,  there's  another  county  to 
hear  from,"  interrupted  Burr. 

"So  thar  is,  but  ez  Baldy  used  to  say,  'what's  the  use  o' 
countin'  precincts  w'en  they  can't  change  the  majorities  ? '  " 
answered  the  widow. 

"  Very  true,  there  may  be  no  use,  but  fair  play's  a  jewel, 
you  know,  Mrs.  Johnson." 

"  Kerrect,  Jim,  but  it's  like  crowdin'  the  mourners,"  and  the 
widow  glanced  around  upon  the  somewhat  chagrined  wooers, 
who  now  began  to  see  a  successful  rival  in  Bivens. 
"  Shovel  in  yer  gravel,  young  man,"  said  the  widow. 
"  You  haven't  made  a  decision,  have  you  ? "  said  Dick. 
"  I  won't  be  long  makin'  up  my  mind  arter  ye  chip  or  pass 
the  buck,"  answered  the  widow. 

"Your  word's  good  as  your  bond,  I  suppose?"  persisted 
the  audacious  Dick. 

"'Tain't  nothin'  else,  young  man  ;  bu;  you'd  better  canter 
along,  or  you'll  find  yer   wastin'  yer  breath,"  was   the   im- 
patient reply  of  Mrs.  Johnson. 
"  And  you  won't  flare  up  ? " 

"  Narj'  time,  ef  we  don't  clash.     Yer  a  gentleman  I  reckon; 
come,  say  what  yer  goin'  to  an'  hev  done  with  it     Ken  ye 
show  a  better  claim  to  this  yer  ranch  an'  the  owner  than 
Rufe  Bivens  hez  ?  " 
"  1  can." 

"  Well,  show  it     What  ken  ye  do  better'n  he'll  do  ? " 
"  It's  what  I  have  done." 
"  What  hev  ye  done  ?  " 
"  I  whipped  Baldy  Johnson  1 " 
"  No  ! " 
"  Yes." 

"  I'll  bet  this  ranch  against  a  Piute's  blanket  you  didnt.'' 
"  I  can  prove  it." 
"  Prove  it." 

"  My  name's  Dick  Walker." 
"  I  thought  it  was  Sanders." 
"  Is  the  name  all  right  ?  " 

"  Thet's  the  name;  but  your  name's  Saunders." 
"  I  changed  it  at  your  garden  gate.     Ask  Burr." 
Burr  nodded  in  reply  to  the  widow's  inquiring  glance. 
"  How  do  I  know  you're  Red  Mountain  Walker?" 
"  I've  got  the  documents." 
"Show  'em." 

Dick  threw  a  time-worn  letter  upon  the  table. 
The  widow  opened  the  ragged  missive. 
"  It's  his  handwritin',  anyhow,"  she  murmured,  as  she  ran 
her  eve  down  the  first  page. 

"  'Finest  woman  in  the  State,' "she  read  aloud.  "Jist  like 
him,  he  allers  did  say  thet  I  was  coarse  gold,  but  I'd  pan  out 
twenty-one  dollars  to  the  ounce.  'Accomplished:  rides 
buckin'  mustangs  an'  handles  a  rifle  like  a  man ' — I'd  like  to 
see  the  bronco  I  can't  break  or  the  bull's  eye  I  can't  hit," 
and  the  widow  looked  at  Dick  with  gratified  pride. 

" '  Ef  1  die  fust  an'  ye  ever  meet  her,  ask  her  to  let  ye  hang 
yer  hat  on  the  rusty  spike  in  the  kitchen.'  Poor  Baldy,  he 
allers  was  a  good  provider,  an'  his  thoughts  was  runnin'  on 
what'd  become  o'  me  arter  he'd  pegged  out;  poor  Baldy! 
'Yer  a  friend  o' mine,  Dick  —  the  best  friend  1  ever  hed; 
you've  bin  ez  true's  a  brother,  an'  my  wife'll  love  you  fur  it. 
Don't  let  any  bilks  jump  the  claim  arter  I'm  dead  an'  gone. 
I'm  a  good  'eal  older'n  she  is  an'  she'll  outlive  me  ;  I  feel  it, 
Dick' — jist  what  he  was  allers  sayin'  to  me.  'She'll  stick  to 
a  man  till  hell  freezes  over,  an'  then  camp  on  the  ice  with 
him.'  Boys,  ef  ther  wasn't  anythin'  else  in  this  yer  letter  to 
prove  thet  Baldy  Johnson  writ  it,  the  cuss  words  would. 
W'en  Baldy  cussed  he  meant  somethin';  he  cussed  jist  ez  he 
hit — straight  from  the  shoulder.  Yes,  sir,  Baldy  Johnson 
writ  thet  letter,  an'  you're  the  man  thet  whaled  him — you're 
Dick  Walker." 

Then,  turning  to  the  crowd  of  rejected  suitors,  she  said  : 
"  Boys,  the  jigs  up,  ez  Baldy  used  ter  say.  This  young 
man  hangs  his  sombrero  on  the  rusty  spike  out  in  the  kitchen. 
You've  all  got  an  /«vite  to  the  weddin' — we'll  let  you  know 
w'en  it  comes  off;  Its  time  to  vamose,  I  reckon.  Comedown 
to-morrow,  Dick,  an'  we'll  talk  it  over." 

The  "  boys  "  "  vamosed,"  and  in  due  course  of  time  the 
Widow  Johnson  became  Mrs.  Richard  Walker. 
Sax  Fr.-\n-cisco,  Sept.  6,  187S.  E.  H.  Clough. 


'  Le  temps  le  micux  employe  est  celui  qu'oQ  perd." — Claude  TiUier. 

I'd  "read"  three  hout^.     Both  notes  and  text 

Were  fast  a  mist  becoming; 
In  bounced  a  vacrrant  bee,  perplext, 

And  filled  the  room  with  humming — 

Then  out.     The  casement's  leafage  sways. 

And,  parted  light,  discloses 
Miss  Di.,  with  hat  and  book — a  maze 

Of  muslin  mixed  with  roses. 

"You're  reading  Greek?"     "I  am — and  you?" 

"Oh,  mine's  a  mere  romancer." 
"So  Plato  is."     "Then  read  him — do; 
And  I'll  read  mine  in  answer." 

I  read:    "My  Plato  (Plato,  too — 
That  wisdom  thus  should  harden!) 

Declares,   '  Blue  eyes  look  doubly  blue 
Beneath  a  Dolly  Varden.'" 

She  smiled.     "My  book  in  turn  avers 

(No  author's  name  is  stated) 
That  sometimes  those  Philosophers 

Are  sadly  mistranslated." 

"But  hear — the  next's  in  stronger  style: 
The  Cynic  School  asserted 
That  two  red  lips  which  part  and  smile 
May  not  be  controverted."' 

She  smiled  once  more.     "My  book,  I  find," 

Obser\'es  some  modem  doctors 
Would  make  the  Cynics  out  a  kind 

Of  album -verse  concocters. 

Then  I:    "\Vhy  not?     '  Ephesian  law, 

No  less  that  time's  tradition. 
Enjoined  fair  speech  on  all  who  saw 

Diana's  apparition.' " 

She  blushed  this  time.     "If  Plato's  page 

No  wiser  precept  teaches, 
Then  I'd  renounce  that  doubtful  sage. 

And  walk  to  Bumham-beeches." 

"Agreed,"  I  said;    "for  Socrates 
(I  find  he,  too,  is  talking) 
Thinks  Learning  can't  remain  at  ease 
While  Beauty  goes  a -walking." 

She  read  no  more.     I  leapt  the  siU. 

The  sequel's  scarce  essential, 
Nay,  more  than  this,  I  hold  it  still 


Profoundly  confidential. 


Austin  Doeson. 


The  Song  of  a  Summer. 


I  plucked  an  apple  from  off  a  tree, 
Golden,  and  rosy,  and  fair  to  see. 
The  sunshine  had  fed  it  with  warmth  and  light. 
The  dews  had  freshened  it  night  by  night, 
And  high  on  the  topmost  bough  it  grew, 
\\Tiere  the  winds  of  heaven  about  it  blew ; 
And  while  the  mornings  were  soft  and  young, 
The  wild  birds  circled,  and  soared,  and  sung; 
There,  in  the  storm,  and  calm,  and  shine, 
It  ripened  and  brightened,  this  apple  of  mine, 
Till  the  day  I  plucked  it  from  off  the  tree. 
Golden,  and  rosy,  and  fair  to  see. 

How  could  I  guess,  'neath  that  daintiest  rind. 
That  the  core  of  sweetness  I  hoped  to  fin^  — 
The  innermost,  hidden  heart  of  the  bhss 
Which  dews,  and  winds,  and  the  sunshine's  kiss 
Had  tended  and  fostered  by  day  and  night — 
Was  black  w  ith  mildew  and  bitter  with  blight : 
Golden,  and  rosy,  and  fair  of  skin, 
Nothing  but  ashes  and  ruin  within? 
.\h !   never  again  with  to.il  and  pain 
Will  I  strive  the  topmost  bough  to  gain. 
Though  its  wind-swung  apples  are  fair  to  see, 
On  a  lower  branch  is  tiie  fruit  for  me. 

Louise  Chandler  Moulton. 


Bathing  at  Narragansett. 


.ESTHETICS   AND   MODESTY  AT   A   DISCOUNT   ON   THE   BEACH. 


When   Keeley  was  manager  of  the  Princess  Theatre,  he 

■ ■ ,    ,    was  telHng  a  funny  stor>-  in  the  green-roonn  one  morning,  at 

that'we  opened 'this'highf>"entertarning  conversation  in  the  ■  which  every  member  of  the  company  laughed  heartily,  save 
spirit  of  mirth  and  kindly  pleasantry  I  have  no  doubt,  but  one.  He  gravely  remarked:  "  I  shant  laugh,  1  m  going  to 
from  a  close  observation  I  perceive  that  there  is  indeed  a  1  leave." 


We've  been  here  at  Narragansett  just  two  weeks,  dear,  and  the  reason 
I've  not  written  is  because  I  have  not  had  an  hour  to  spare ; 

What  with  romance,  rocks,  and  bathing,  and  the  ver>-  crowded  season. 
All  my  leisure  is  e-xhausted  in  keeping  crirapings  in  my  hair. 

First,  the  bathing  !  I  have  never  bathed,  you  know,  because  Aunt  Maggie 
Liked  the  mountains,  but  this  year  the  Flodden-Tompkyns  took  my 
part. 

Here  I  am,  and  lost  in  wonder  at  the  costumes  scant  and  baggy. 
And  the  stockings— highest,  surely,  stj-le  of  decorative  art. 

Yes.  red  stockings  seem  the  custom ;  dress  cut  short  and  redly  glancing, 
In  we  go,  and  never  mind  the  lack  of  what's  called  "  embonpoint ;" 

And  for  all  the  world  we  look  like  ancient  spinsters  ballet  dancing, 
Or  a  lot  of  withered  mermaids  much  collapsed  and  out  of  joinL 

Oh.  such  shapes,  such  ribs,  such  elbows !  If  the  poet  had  but  seen  us 
Who  got  up  the  antique  myth  (don't  ask  me  who),  it  could  not  be 

Even  in  his  wildest  dreams  he  ever  would  have  thought  of  Venus 
Rising  in  red  stockings,  rising  slowly  from  the  foam-clad  sea. 

If  we're  horrid  though,  the  men  are  something  worse ;  I  fairly  tremble 
WTien  I  see  a  dripping  swimmer  come  whom  I've  known  on  shore. 

Hair  all  lank,  moustache  all  stringy — e'en  the  handsomest  resembl'i 
Swimming  dogs,  their  hides  all  clammy ;  only  this,  and  nothing  more. 

.\s  to  modesty,  don't  name  it.     The  Apollo  Belvedere 

Wouldn't  make  me  change  opinion,  art  or  no  art.     Yet  I  beg 

That  you  will  not  mention  what  I  tell  you  ;   but  the  truth  is,  Mary, 
There's  no  beauty  in  a  wet  uncovered  human  foot  and  leg. 

Yet  these  men  think  naught  of  coming,  bare  below  the  knee,  and  walking 
On  the  sands,  where  all  the  tide  of  fashion  daily  ebbs  and  flows. 

BovWng,  smiling,  quite  unconscious  of  their  legs,  and  e%-en  talking 
To  the  giris,  gesticulating  meanwhile  with  their  wet  bare  toes._ 

It  is  awful !     For  I'm  sure,  at  least  among  the  upper  classes, 
Toes  were  always,  like  some  verbs,  things  understood  but  not  ex- 
pressed. 
'Twould  be  well  to  post  up  where  this  bare-legged  crowd  of  bathers 

passes ; 
"  Man  never  is"  {you  know  the  line?),  "  but  always"  (1  think)  "  to  be 
drisud.'''' 

Yes,  it's  awful,  art  or  no  art !  And  but  one  man  I've  discovered 
In  whose  garb  there's  nothing  thai  our  sense  of  delicacy  shocks  ; 

He's  a  clergj-man.  who,  all  in  flannel  (dark  blue),  nicely  covered 

Head  to  foot,  wears  studs  and  collar,  necktie,  hat,  and  dark  bUie  sock?. 

Just  too  lovely !     That's  the  style  of  bathing  that  1  call  artistic ; 

Quiet,  comfortable— looking  as  you  do  on  shore,  you  1  lov  : 
All  the  rest  are,  I  confess,  dear,  much  too  wet  and  realii.i  .^ 

Endless  groups  of  legs  and  arms,  with  flesh -tints  after  T       ■ 

— Hat': 


^ 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


I    1^ 


^ 


STRICTLY  CONFIDENTIAL 


No.  —  Sl-lTKR  Street,  September  20,  1S7S. 
It  appears  from  a  review  of  the  past  two  weeks  that  San 
Francisco  has  again  assumed  her  fashionable  cloak  of  dissi- 
pation. Judging  from  this  week's  programme  there  bids  fair 
to  be  a  great" deal  of  gayety  this  fall.  Charitable  gayety,  I 
mean,  but  gayety  for  all  that.  Of  course,  every  one  knows 
that  »c  young  folks  do  not  enjoy  arranging  and  participat- 
ing in  the  entertainments  that  are  gotten  up  for  the  benefit 
of  the  Southern  sufferers.  We  do  not  do  it  because  we  like 
to  appear  before  the  public,  and  give  ourselves  the  opportu- 
nity of  showing  off  our  varied  accomplishments  to  an  admir- 
ing audience.  Oh,  dear,  no  !  We  do  it  purely  from  a  chari- 
table motive,  and  sacrifice  ourselves  upon  the  altar  of  our 
fenerosity.  To  begin  with  the  "doings"  of  the  week,  Mrs. 
hillabcr  gave  the  charming  reception  tot  Jeneral  and  Mrs. 
Fremont  that  has  been  talked  of  and  anticipated  for  the  last 
ten  days.  It  was  a  success,  of  course— if  brilliantly  decor- 
ated rooms,  handsome  ladies  (some  of  whom  represented  the 
anden  regime  —  early  days  in  California — though  I  don't 
mean  to  say  that  the  ladies  were  ancient),  ravishing  music, 
sparkling  champagne,  and  a  crowd  of  well-dressed  humanity 
constitute  a  successful  entertainment.  There  was  an  unusual 
preponderance  of  army  officers  present,  and  the  navy  was 
also  well  represented.  The  affair  did  not  call  for  full  dress, 
consequently  there  was  a  variety  of  incongruous  toilets;  some 
in  the  conventional  black  silk,  quite  as  appropriate  for  a  fu- 
neral as  a  reception;  others  were  attired  in  evening  dress, 
iVcclltU  and  innocent  of  sleeves.  Mrs.  Shillaber  is  a  charm- 
ing hostess,  and  no  doubt,  with  her  affable  manners  and 
charming  adaptability,  will  draw  around  her  a  coterie  of  ap- 
preciative people.  It  is  said  that  last  Monday  inaugurated 
a  series  of  receptions  that  she  intends  giving  this  winter. 
The  whole  affair  was  elegant  and  recherelu  (that  is  with  the 
exception  of  the  ancien  rigimt),  and  I  only  heard  one  criti- 
cism during  the  entire  evening,  and  that's  very  remarkable 
for  San  Francisco  society,  I  hope  my  distinguished  hostess 
will  pardon  me  for  mentioning  it  to  the  .-\Rt;ON.-\L'T.  I  know 
'lis  very  naughty  to  kiss  and  tell  no  pun  intended,  as  Fanny 
Fern  says;,  but  I  wouldn't  speak  of  it,  no,  not  for  the  world, 
to  any  one  else.  It  was  simply  this — nothing  very  dreadful 
after  all — only  this  :  I  heard — yes,  I  actually  overheard  it 
myself,  for  I  was  standing  in  close  proximity  to  the  two  gen- 
tlemen when  they  were  discussing  it.  One  said  ;  "  Don't 
you  think  so?"  (He omitted  the  "Bill,"  being  in  poHte soci- 
ety.) "  Don't  you  think  so  ? "  with  a  deprecating  expres- 
sion, as  though  he  didn't  think  so.  "  Yes,"  said  the  other  'a 
graver  and  more  reverend  seignior',  "Mrs.  Shillaber's  punch 
is  too  strong,  I  feel  it,"  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  evenings 
Mrs.  Gwin  gave  her  theatrical  benefit  for  the  suffering  South. 
It  was  a  ch.arming  affair,  and  perfect  in  all  its  appointments. 
The  ball  room  was  converted  into  a  little  bijou  of  a  theatre, 
with  appropriate  scenery,  drop  curtain,  foot-lights,  and  all 
the  stage  paraphernalia.  There  was  a  large  and  fashionable 
audience — as  the  newspapers  have  it — mostly  composed  of 
her  friends  and  acquaintance,  though  I  noticed  here  and 
there  a  few  of  the  ancien  regime.  The  entertainment  was  a 
splendid  success  in  every  respect,  particularly  in  a  pecuniarj' 
point  of  view  ;  they  say  Mrs.  Gwin  realized  from  a  thousand 
to  twelve  hundred  dollars.  On  the  first  evening  two  ver>' 
nice  little  comedies  were  given,  A  Pretty  Piece  0/  Business 
and  T/te  DcKeager,  both  of  which  were  represented  in  a  man- 
ner to  reflect  infinite  credit  on  all  the  performers.  It  is  gen- 
erally the  fault  with  amateurs  to  be  self-conscious  on  the 
stage,  and  to  feel  a  lively  interest  in  the  disposition  of  their 
hands  and  feet ;  but  in  this  instance  the  hands  and  feet  all 
seemed  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  go  about  their  own 
business,  and  their  owners  were  forgetful — not  of  their  parts 
(though  a  part  of  them  ,  but  of  the  aforesaid  hands  and  feet. 
I  ain  becoming  very  much  mixed  up  in  this  hands  and  feet 
business.  I  w  ill  describe  the  feature  of  the  performance,  which 
was  the  rendition  of  the  "  Dowager,"  by  Miss  Carrie  Gwin. 
This  was  the  chef  iFcnn're  of  Tuesday  evening's  entertain- 
ment. She  played  the  part  with  the  finish,  grace,  and  ele- 
gance of  expression  that  characterize  a  true  artiste,  and  trod 
the  boards  as  though  she  had  been  accustomed  to  acting  all 
her  life.  She  looked  every  inch  the  "  Dowager,"  and  was 
dressed  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  .Modjeska~in  white 
satin,  black  velvet  court  train,  and  diamonds.  She  handled 
her  part  well,  showing  careful  study  and  considerable  histri- 
onic talent.  .Miss  Lake  and  Miss  .Nlaynard  contributed  much 
to  the  success  of  the  play  ;  though  the  latter  won  her  laurels 
as  "  Dobson  "  in  the  first  piece,  and  .Miss  Lake  re5er\ed  her 
triumph  for  Wednesday  evening,  in  the  Morning  Call.  This 
was  an  unexceptionably  good  piece  of  acting  ;  so  naturally 
did  she  play  it,  that  the  audience  almost  forgot  that  it  was  a 
play,  and  seemed  to  realize  that  Mr.  Teal  was  in  reality  mak- 
ing love  to  Miss  Lake.  They  have  both  evidently  had  much 
experience.  She  is  a  bom  actress,  and  it  is  a  pity  that  she 
doesn't  make  the  stage  her  profession  ;  she  could  fill  her 
pockets  with  ducats,  as  well  as  her  audience  with  admiration. 

Jlr.  Teal's  rendition  of  "  Sir  Edward  .•\rdent  "  was  perfect, 
though  his  form  is  not.  He  played  the  impetuous,  ardent 
lover,  in  a  verj-  hot-headed  manner ;  his  elocution  is  fine, 
and  he  reads  his  lines  as  though  he  meant  them ;  and  his 
voice— oh,  his  voice — where  shall  I  find  a  simile  for  his  voice? 

As   ".Sir  Edward  .Axdent"  says,  it  is  "linked  sweetness  long 
■n  jut."     Taking  him  all  in  all,  be  is  a  Barry  Sullivan  in 


embryo — not  exactly  in  embryo  either ;  he  is  in  a  state  of 
chrysalis  ;  if  he  were  developed  into  a  full-fledged  butterfly 
he  might  even  rival  the  immortal  Barry  himself.  "  Sir  Ed- 
ward "was  so  irrv  ardent,  so  (v;///<-i,V(',  that  1  think  "Mrs. 
Chillingstone  "  became  thawed  a  little  too  soon  by  his  alarm- 
ing amount  of  enthusiasm,  and  forgot  to  be  as  cold  .md  icily 
regular  as  she  started  out  to  be  Mr.  Shepherds  role  of 
"  Mr.  Babblebrook,"  in  .■/  Lesson  of  Love,  was  a  fine  piece  of 
character  acting,  and  he  deserves  infinite  credit  for  ha\-ing 
handled  it  so  effectively.  I  congratulate  you,  "  Shep ;"  shake 
hands,  old  boy.  .Mr.  McClung  was  also  perfect  in  his  part, 
as  the  bashful  lover — the  sighing,  fearing,  ly — ,  I  mean  dy- 
ing, love-sick  lover.  Would  any  one  ever  accuse  Bill  of  be- 
ing bashful  or  coy — except  in  a  play,  1  wonder?  Dear  little 
dapper  .Mr.  Greenway  1  He  was  clever,  frisking,  graceful, 
and  at  times  even  rose  to  being  strong  and  vigorous  ;  but 
his  wig  was  not  becoming.  Don't  wear  that  yellow  wig  again. 
He  showed  admirable  skill  in  playing  the  bold  lover  ;  1  am 
suspiciously  of  the  opinion  that  he  is  no  novice  in  that  role  ; 

what  thinks  Miss .     Mr.  IMnkard  was  assigned  a  part 

that  was  too  ponderous  for  him  ;  he  did  not  have  very  much 
to  say,  but  what  he  did  say  he  said  with  m.ajesty  and  dignity; 
"my  lady,  the  Dowager  has  arrived,"  or  something  equallj- 
tragic  and  grandiloquent.  How's  that  for  criticism  ?  Won't 
it  compare  favo'-ably  with  "  Betsy  B.,"  or  the  more  recent  ar- 
rival, "  Mourzouk  ? "  Next  week  I  shall  have  a  choice  bit  of 
gossip  for  you.  Fl  lliHF,RTir,iiii;i;T. 

Another  Conununication  from  my  Sky-parlor. 


There  is  a  commotion  in  Grub  Street.  Society  in  our 
block  is  shaken  and  agitated  to  its  verj'  centre.  We  have  a 
millionaire  among  us  I  How  long  this  gifted  creature  will  re- 
main in  our  midst  is  an  unknown  problem.  His  name  is 
MacDooligan.  Tradition  saith  that  his  mighty  intellect  was 
directed  in  the  early  days  of  California  to  the  development 
of  her  agricultural  resources,  and  he  supplied  those  hardy 
sons  of  toil,  the  miners,  with  potatoes.  We  all  know  that 
his  concentrated  energies  have  of  late  years  been  de\-oted  to 
the  manufacture  of  putty.  Six  months  ago  Brannigan  could 
not  return  the  loan  made  him  by  Macl^ooligan,  so  he  gave 
the  latter  five  thousand  shares  of  Cioldcn  Era  at  a  valuation 
of  ten  cents  a  share,  and  then  ga\'e  up  the  ghost,  (jolden 
Era  sold  last  week,  as  everybody  knows,  at  $220.  MacDoo- 
ligan sold  his  shares  and  is  now  a  millionaire.  This  is  a 
hurried  rt'sumc,  and  is  doing  scant  justice  to  the  brilliant 
career  of  one  who  is  about  to  be  numbered  among  our  illus- 
trious men,  and  whose  heroic,  chivalrous  life  affords  such 
noble  emulation  to  our  young  generation.  Burke  says  :  "  It 
is  an  erect  countenance,  it  is  a  firm  adherence  to  principle, 
it  is  a  power  of  resisting  false  shame  and  frivolous  fear,  that 
assert  our  good  faith  and  honor,  and  assure  to  us  the  confi- 
dence of  mankind  ;  "  and  although  he  wrote  an  essay  on  the 
Sublime  and  the  Beautiful  in  Nature,  he  had  never  analyzed 
from  what  an  insignificant  germ  can  in  one  night  spring 
forth  a  full  blown,  fragrant  millionaire,  the  true  modern  con- 
ception of  the  sublime  and  the  beautiful.  He  u-as  an  old 
fogy,  and  I  dare  say  is  as  little  read  nowadays  as  he  says 
Bolingbroke  was  in  his  time.  The  present  partner  of  the 
joys  and  sorrows  of  MacDooligan  was  once  the  beautiful 
Bridget  MacShinnegan.  Her  ancestors  are  too  numerous  to 
mention.  They  were  doubtless  kings  in  the  old  countrj-,  and 
figured  probably  at  the  siege  of  .Acre  w^ith  Richard  the  Lion- 
hearted,  and  later  at  Fontenoy  and  the  Boyne.  The  Mac- 
Shinnegan coat-of-arms  is  a  spalpeen  rampant  on  a  field  of 
gold  ;  their  motto,  "  De  profundis  sallare.''  Two  tender 
shoots  have  put  forth  from  these  illustrious  branches.  Their 
mother,  alive  to  the  convenances,  calls  them  Bernard  and 
Margaret.  Their  fond  father  calls  them  Barney  and  Pegg>'. 
Bernard  has  the  same  ingenuous  countenance  as  his  father, 
and  the  same  amount  of  intellect  is  beaming  in  their  ruddy 
faces.  Schlegel  says  that  genius  is  the  almost  unconscious 
choice  of  the  higher  degree  of  excellence.  Bernard  has  been 
in  several  counting-houses,  but  his  genius  has  always  scorned 
to  be  confined  within  such  narrow  limits.  He  loves  the 
beautiful ;  he  believes  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man  ; 
he  is  a  great  observer,  and  pursues  his  favorite  study  by  the 
hour  leaning  against  the  portals  of  some,  rosewood,  cypress, 
marble,  or  walnut  palace,  making  comments,  sparkling  with 
wit  and  profundity,  and  with  the  latest  delicious  innovations 
on  our  mother  tongue,  on  the  passing  world  to  a  few  kindred 
geniuses.  But  1  must  not  dwell  too  long  on  this  favorite  of 
the  gods.  .\  fuller  description  of  him  will  doubtless  appear 
in  the  Post  before  many  days.  Miss  Margaret's  countenance, 
though  not  strictly  classical,  arrests  the  attention,  and  her 
beauty  is  what  so  many  novelists  nowadays  delight  in,  being 
of  the  style  called  "  irregular."  A  dear  little  nose,  tip-tilted. 
The  color  of  her  hair  is  matchless  at  any  of  the  coiffeurs, 
and  therefore  all  her  own  in  its  luxuriance  ;  it  is  a  beautiful 
deep  red  She  has  a  dear  little  figure,  short  and  stout,  like 
her  mother's.  The  very  perfection  of  symmetry  and  just 
proportion  are  her  shoes  and  her  gloves,  being  both  number 
seven  and  a  half  ("7^2,'.  Her  conversional  powers  are  great 
Like  Mrs.  Malaprop  she  prides  herself  on  the  use  of  her 
oracular  tongue,  and  charmingly  confesses  that  "  her  tastes 
are  not  literary,  for  reading  destroys  her  originality."  It  has 
been  decided  upon  in  family  confab  that  Bernard  shall  take 
his  mother  and  sister  to  Paris,  while  the  head  of  the  family 
remains  here  to  wind  up  the  putty  business,  and  to  superin- 
the  erection  of  a  palatial  mansion  on  Nob  Hill.  The  family 
are  very  exclusive  now,  and  will  not  receive  any  one  until 
after  their  return  from  their  foreign  tour.  Madame  Mac- 
Dooligan wants  the  house  to  be  built  in  exact  imitation  of 
the  feudal  castle  of  her  ancestors,  omitting  of  course  the 
moat  and  the  drawbridge,  but  the  head  of  the  family  has  se- 
cretly resolved  to  draw  all  the  checks  provided  he  is  not 
consulted'  about  Louis  Quatorze,  Renaissance,  harmonious 
effects,  and  such  flummery.  The  truth  is,  there  is  a  gener- 
ous distrustfulness  of  their  individual  tastes  on  the  part  of 
all  the  members  of  this  distinguished  family,  and  each  one 
desires,  if  there  should  be  any  incongruities,  to  have  a  con- 
science void  of  offense,  and  to  be  able  to  exclaim  with  Mac- 
beth, "Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it."  The  most  delicate 
traits  of  refinement  have  been  discovered  in  this  charming  ' 
family  during  the  last  week.  With  an  admirable  finesse 
they  have  previously  hidden  them  from  us  most  sedulously. 
Their  manner  is  now  distingtU,  their  society  recltcrchi,  their 
appearance  dt'bonnaire,  their  actions  breathe  a  savoir  /aire. 
They  will  soon  pass  away  from  us  to  another  and  a  higher 
I  sphere,  and  Grub  .Street  will  know  them  no  more.  M.      ' 


ALL  ABOUT  WOMEN. 


Mr.  Olive  Logan  writes  over  the  notn  dc  plume  of  Wirt 
Sykes. 

The  divorced  wife  of  a  Danbury  man  is  the  hired  nurse  of 
his  second  wife's  baby. 

If  the  hills  would  only  lift  their  vales,  what  a  plane  coun- 
tenance nature  would  present. 

Listen  to  a  flatterer  who  understands  his  trade,  and  then 
try  to  be  what  he  says  you  are. 

"Take  away  women,"  asks  a  writer,  "and  what  would  fol- 
low ? "     That's  easy.     The  men. 

lieauty  nipped  in  the  waist  is  like  a  rose  nipped  in  the  bud. 
It  is  the  shortest  lived,  and  falls  off  the  quickest. 

It  is  said  that  the  ex-Empress  Eugene  is  afflicted  with 
gout,  and  unable  to  walk  without  leaning  heavily  upon  a 
cane. 

Philadelphia  belles  at  Cape  May  say  :  "Bring  mewfhat; 
I'll  walk  for  a  couple  of  squares  on  the  beach  with  me 
mother." 

First  lady — Why  do  they  call  those  balls  foul  t  Second 
lady^Don't  know,  unless  it's  because  the  pesky  things  are 
continually  flying  over  the  fence. 

She  who  exults  in  the  loss  of  the  reputation  of  other 
women  should  know  that  she  does  not  win  what  they  lose, 
however  sadly  she  may  be  in  need  of  it. 

All  hairpins  are  alike  to  men,  but  let  a  wife  go  off  on  a 
visit  for  a  month  and  come  home,  and  find  a  hairpin  near 
the  door,  and  she  can  not  wait  a  minute  to  grow  red  in  the 
face. 

Two  little  girls  were  comparing  pro^jress  in  catechism 
study.  "  I  have  got  to  original  sin,"  said  one.  *'  How  far 
have  you  got?"  *' Uh,  1  am  beyond  redemption,"  said  the 
other. 

An  (.>hio  young  lady  committed  suicide  because  her  father 
would  not  consent  to  her  marriage  with  the  hired  man.  An 
Indiana  girl  would  have  simply  left  a  note,  saying:  "Dear 
father,  we  hev  flew,  forgiv  your  Tilda.'' 

An  elderly  maiden,  who  had  suffered  some  disappoint- 
ments, thus  defines  the  human  race:  Man,  a  conglomerate 
mass  of  hair,  tobacco  smoke,  confusion,  conceit,  and  boots. 
Woman,  the  waiter,  perforce,  on  the  aforesaid  animal. 

"  So  you  are  going  to  keep  a  school  ?"  said  a  young  l?dy 
to  a  maiden  aunt.  "  Well,  for  my  part,  sooner  than  do  that, 
I  would  marry  a  widower  with  nine  children."  "  I  would 
prefer  that  myself,"  was  the  quiet  reply;  "but  where  is  th# 
widower  ? " 

As  a  wife  was  holding  her  husband's  aching  head  in  her 
hands  one  morning,  she  asked  :  "  Are  a  man  and  his  wife 
one?"  "I  suppose  so,"  said  the  husband.  "Then,"  re- 
joined the  wife,  "  I  came  home  drunk  last  night,  and  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  myself." 

At  a  fancy  dress  ball  in  Paris  recently  a  lady  was  seen  in 
a  very  low  bodied  dress  of  green  gauze.  She  was  politely 
asked  by  a  gentleman  what  she  personated.  "The  sea, 
monsieur."  "At  low  tide,  then,  madam."  The  lady  blushed 
and  the  gentleman  smiled. 

Why  do  two  women  acquaintance  passing  each  other 
turn  to  look  at  the  occipital  elevation  of  each  ?  And  why 
is  the  practice  so  rare  among  men  ?  Because  men  have  no 
back  hair,  spring  bonnets,  nor  tie  backs,  and  are  generally 
avoiding  bores  and  creditors. 

It  is  a  poor  philosophy  which  teaches  that  man  can  not 
love  as  truly  and  permanently  as  woman.  There  may  be 
fewer  instances,  but  there  are  many  to  prove  the  fact.  There 
are  fewer,  because  the  temptations  to  forget  the  first  strong, 
overwhelming  passion  of  our  being  are  more  frequent  with 
men  than  with  women. 

At  a  recent  woman's  rights  congress  in  Paris  one  of  the 
members  said:  "  We  are  born  naked,  and  yet  society  makes 
us  cover  ourselves  with  clothes,  to  earn  which  we  have  to 
work  and  labor.  Such  anomalies  as  these  will  rapidly  dis- 
appear when  our  rights  are  conceded."  From  this  time  forth 
we  are  a  strong  opponent  of  the  woman's  rights  movement. 

Home  scene.  Husband  entering,  and  throwing  himself 
languidly  on  the  sofa,  as  he  wipes  the  perspiration  from  his 
brow:  " Oh,  dear,  business  is  killing  me;  I  am  so  tired." 
Wife,  jumping  up  for  a  pillow  :  "  Lie  down  there,  like  a  dear, 
good  fellow,  and  take  a  little  rest."  Little  four-year-old 
daughter  :  "  O  papa,  I  fought  'ood  be  awful  tired  after  I  saw 
oo  carrying  the  new  hired  girl  all  'bout  the  titchen." 

The  young  ladies  who  form  the  lovely  half  of  archer)'  clubs 
will  be  interested  to  know  how  Indian  squaws  shooL  The 
noble  red  man  lives  on  venison,  which  he  secures  with  the 
bow  and  arrow,  of  course,  and  therefore  his  wife  must  be  a 
good  shot.  A  Nevada  newspaper  tells  how  a  Piute  squaw 
shoots  :  "  She  will  throw  herself  on  her  back,  clap  both  feet 
to  the  bow,  draw  the  arrow  with  both  hands,  and,  letting  drive, 
send  it  clean  through  the  body  of  the  deer."     Try  it. 

At  a  Harrison  County  (Iowa;  wedding  the  bride  danced 
several  charming  reels  within  a  circle  of  three  feet  in  diame- 
ter. She  changed  shoes  once  on  account  of  her  new  ones 
not  sounding  right  against  the  floor.  The  prompter  gave 
the  very  unique  commands  during  the  dance  :  "Rock  to  the 
right,  rock  to  the  left,  grind  the  coffee^ ring  the  dish-rag,  rock 
the  cradle,"  etc.  At  the  wind-up  of  the  dance  the  bride 
showed  her  agility  by  kicking  the  groom's  hat  off  his  head. 
A  bride  likely  to  last. 

Beecher  misunderstood.  "I  acknowledge  being  drunk. 
Judge,  and  making  disturbances.  A  woman  can't  live  like 
an  oyster  in  a  shell.  One  might  as  well  be  buried.  Beecher 
was  saying  the  other  night  that  lots  of  people  were  going 
'round  dead  as  door  nails,  and  not  buried.  When  I  heard 
about  that  remark  I  thought  it  applied  to  me,  and  so  I  con- 
cluded I'd  liven  up.  I  guess  the  boys  thought  I  was  a  lively 
corpse  when  I  started  in  on  the  windows.  People  won't 
charge  me  with  being  dead  if  I  can  help  it.  I've  been  about 
as  dead  as  they  make  'em  for  two  months,  but  I  guess  I'm 
all  right  now."     This  in  \'irginia,  Nevada. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


Some  further  Narratives  tending  to  belittle  the  Courage  and 
Dignity  of  the  Forest  Monarchs. —  The  Ass  and  Rabbity 
a  Fable  as  ix.iise  as  an  Atiricle. — The  Horse  that  inould 
a  Camel  be,  an  Apologue  for  the  Author's  En^'ious  Ri- 
vals.— All  the  Decks  of  a  Ship — Symbolism  and  Soap. — 
Many  other  Matters  too  Instructive  and  Entertaining 
to  me7itio7iy  inchnling  the  Glass  Elephant^  the  Blue  Bel- 
lied Giraffe  that  played  the  Accordeon,  and  the  Author^s 
Sister's  Young  MatCs  Bashing  Buckaroo?i  that  climbed 
tip  its  own  nose. 

My  uncle  Ned,  wich  has  ben  in  Injy,  and  evry  were,  he 
said  :  "  Johnny,  did  I  ever  tel  you  'bout  the  tiger  which  I  met 
in  the  jungle?  Wal,  Johnny,  I  dident  hav  nothin  with  me 
for  to  fite  with,  only  jest  a  pair  of  blacksmith's  tongs  in  my 
hand,  wich  I  was  takin  to  my  bungloo  for  to  draw  some 
nails,  so  I  run  away  as  hard  as  ever  1  cude  hook  it,  yes,  in- 
deed, my  boy,  your  uncle  Ed'ard  flang  his  feets  mity  lifely 
for  a  wile.  But  purty  sune  I  fel,  and  when  I  turn  onto  my 
back  for  to  strike  out  with  my  heels  the  dreffle  beast  was  a 
straddle  of  my  brest,  with  his  mowth  wide  open  like  a  morn- 
in  glo^)^  Then  I  shet  my  eys  and  sed  '  Now  I  lay  me  down 
to  sleep,'  and  lay  reel  stil  for  to  be  et,  but  jest  then  a  natif 
come  runnin  up  and  cot  the  tiger  by  one  of  its  ears,  and 
cuffed  it  real  hard  with  his  hand  on  the  other,  and  said,  the 
natif  did  :  '  You  mizzable  critter,  aint  I  tole  you  a  dozzen 
times  that  that  other  tooth  aint  reddy  yet  for  to  be  pulled? 
If  its  a  hurtin  you  agin  you  jist  mosy  off  home  and  lie 
give  you  a  chew  of  terbacker,  but  I  aint  a  goin  for  to  hav 
you  bein  a  terror  to  this  hole  kingdem  and  a  skurge  to  man- 
kine.'  "     And  then  he  kicked  the  tiger  on  the  end  of  its  back. 

Wen  Mister  Gipple  was  in  Affrica,  huntin  lions,  he  had 
fourteen  sojers,  and  each  sojer  had  a  gun  wich  wude  shoot 
sixteen  times,  and  a  saword,  and  two  volvers,  and  there  was 
twenty  8  horses,  and  forty  dogs,  and  a  hundred  camomiles 
for  to  carr>'  vittles  and  amunision.  One  nite  thay  camped 
were  the  lions  was  said  to  be  thickest  and  sabbagest,  and 
Mister  Gipple  he  slep  at  the  house  of  a  mitionar)'.  Bout 
midnite  he  was  woke  up  by  a  dredfle  roarin,  jest  like  a  men- 
agery  busted,  and  he  put,  his  hed  out  the  winder  and  tole  his 
men  to  git  reddy  if  thay  vallewed  their  lifes. 

Jest  then  he  herd  the  mitionary  say  to  his  w-hife,  in  a  other 
room  :  "  Mary,"  the  mitionary  said  to  his  whife,  cos  Mary 
was  her  name,  "  fore  you  come  to  bed  I  wish  you  wude  jest 
go  down  to  the  spring  and  drive  a  way  them  lions,  or  the 
woter  wont  be  fit  for  the  genlemen  to  drink  in  the  momin. 
And,  Mar)',  you  better  take  my  wockin  stick  a  long,  cos  them 
ole  he  fellers  dont  care  no  more  for  kickin  than  if  thay  was 
made  of  injy  rubber." 

Wen  me  an  my  father  we  was  to  the  she  last  summer  we 
seen  a  frocious  tiger  in  a  cage,  and  it  wore  a  colter,  and  a 
card  was  spended  to  it,  and  the  card  said,  "  Hands  Off ! " 

And  my  father  he  sed  ;  "  There,  Johnny,  you  see  them 
words  ?  Them  is  descriptif  of  the  mellancolly  fate  of  the  a 
spirin  youth  wich  tutched  the  tiger."  And  I  was  so  fraid  I 
run  a  way. 

Bime  by  we  come  back  to  the  cage,  and  we  seen  the  card 
had  ben  took  of,  and  a  other  was  put  on,  wich  said  :  **  Visi- 
ters Must  Not  Handel  this  Tiger.     He  is  Fresh  Painted  !  " 

A  jackous  it  met  a  rabbit,  and  it  said,  the  jackous  did  :  "  I 
never  seen  such  a  ugly  feller  in  ol  my  life,  jest  notice  your 
gait,  its  like  you  was  lame." 

Then  the  rabbit  it  said  :  "  Thats  jest  were  you  are  mis- 
took, I  wock  that  way  coz  it  is  gracefle,  more  like  dancin." 

Then  the  jackous  it  said,  a  other  time  :  "  Wei,  mebby  so, 
but  consider  yure  tail,  such  a  dicklous  tail,  nothin  but  a  little 
bunch  of  wite  fuz  without  no  handle  to  it." 

And  the  rabbit  he  said  :  "  Things  is  butifle  wich  is  usefle, 
and  this  tail  aint  no  slowtch  wen  it  comes  to  fellers  cetchin 
hold  of  it  for  to  pul  me  out  of  my  burro.  But  if  you  don't 
like  my  tail,  wot  do  you  say  to  my  ears  ? " 

The  jackous  it  thot  a  wile,  and  then  it  said  :  "  There  aint 
any  thing  which  is  so  ugly  but  wot  it  has  got  some  good 
pints  for  to  set  off  its  homely." 

A  ole  horse  wich  seen  a  cammle  it  sed  :  "  I  can  beat  you 
at  that,  my  harty!"  So  it  put  all  its  4  feets  to  gather,  the 
horse  did,  and  hunched  its  back  up,  and  then  it  turned  its 
hed  a  round  til  its  nose  pinted  strate  backerds,  and  then  it 
smiled  like  it  was  happy.  But  the  cammle  it  smiled,  too, 
much  as  to  say  ;  "  I  gess  I  can  stand  that  fellers  vicktry  bout 
as  long  as  he  can  his  ownself,  I  dont  mind  givin  in  to  a  en- 
nemy  wich  has  to  break  his  back  for  to  beat  me,  and  his  neck 
for  to  enjoy  it." 

The  cammle  is  call  a  ship  of  the  dessert,  and  Jack  Brily, 
the  sailor,  he  says, them  wich  has  got  two  hunches  is  dubble 
deckers. 

One  time  Mister  Pitchel,  thats  the  preecher,  was  a  preechin 
a  funerel  serman  on  a  pore,  wicked  gambler  wich  had  died, 
and  he  dont  always  think  wot  he  is  a  sayin.  So  he  was  a 
tellin  the  peeples  that  this  werld  is  jest  like  a  ship,  evry  man 
has  his  place  of  duty,  we  cant  all  be  onto  the  quarter  deck, 
cos  there  is  a  main  deck,  and  a  lower  deck,  and  a  gun  deck, 
and  a  spar  deck,  and  a  yuker  deck. 

You  never  seen  sech  a  stonish  congation  like  thatn  ! 

Once  there  was  a  preecher  baptizin  some  fokes  in  a  river, 
but  fore  he  done  it  he  made  a  little  preech  at  em,  wile  thay 
was  waitin  on  the  bank,  and  tole  em,  the  preecher  did,  that 
the  baptizin  wudent  makem  no  better  nor  no  worse,  but  it 
was  jest  a  simble  for  to  repersent  their  sins  was  wash  away. 
Then  he  ducked  em  in  the  river,  one  after  a  other,  but  the 
last  one  was  a  offle  wicked  feller  wich  evry  body  kanew. 
And  wen  he  fassened  onto  his  coUer  he  sed,  the  preecher  did: 
"Brethem  and  sisters,  I  am  a  bowt  to  baptize  Brother  Jones 
in  my  weak  way,  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  sole, 
but  I  must  say  that  in  his  case  I  think  this  sad  rite  wude  be 
more  truly  simbolicle  if  one  of  you  wude  jest  go  a  little  way 
up  the  river  and  dump  in  a  barl  of  sope." 

Wen  my  sisicrs  yung  man  tnle  me  that  I  said  wasent  he  a 
shamed  fur  tu  be  makin  fun  of  sech  things,  the  notty  man  ; 
and  he  said  :  "  Wei,  Johnny,  if  I  had  looked  at  yure  hands  I 
mite  hav  knew  you  thot  sope  too  sacred  a  subjeck  for  to  be 
handled  with  out  gluvs." 

But  wot  the  fool  ment  by  sech  a  rig  my  roll  as  that  beats 
my  time,  and  Billy  he  says  it  beats  hisn,  but  sope  suds  is 
mity  nice  for  to  git  out  of  yure  eys  wen  you  can  find  the  towl. 

San  Rafael,  Sept.  18. 


CALIFORNIA, 


In  all,  methinks  I  see  the  counterpart 

Of  Italy,  without  her  dower  of  art. 

We  have  the  lordty  Alps,  the  fir-fringed  hills, 

The  green  and  golden  valleys,  veined  with  rills, 

A  dead  Vesuvius  with  its  smouldering  fire, 

A  tawny  Tiber  sweeping  to  the  sea; 
Onr  seasons  have  the  same  superb  auire, 

The  same  redundant  wealth  of  flower  and  tree ; 
Upon  our  peaks  the  same  imperial  dyes. 

And  day  by  day,  serenely  over  all, 
The  same  successive  months  of  smiling  skies. 

Conceive  a  cross,  a  tower,  a  convent  wall, 
A  broken  column^  and  a  fallen  fane, 
A  chain  of  crumbling  arches  down  the  plain, 

A  group  of  brown -faced  children  in  the  sun, 
A  scarlet -skirted  maiden  standing  near, 
A  monk,  a  beggar,  and  a  muleteer — 

And  Id  !   my  dream  of  Italy  is  done. 

These  are  the  Alps,  and  there  the  Apennines ; 

Between,  the  fertile  plains  of  Lombardy ; 
Beyond,  Val  d'Amo,  with  its  flocks  and  vines. 
These  granite  crags  are  gray  monastic  shrines 
Perched  on  the  cliffs  like  old  dismantled  forts ; 

And  looking  seaward,  1  can  almost  see 
The  marble  splendor  of  \"eneiian  courts — 
Can  almost  hear  the  mournful  rhythmic  beat 
Of  white-lipped  waves  along  the  sea-paved  street. 

O  childless  mother  of  dead  empires !   we, 
The  latest  born  of  ail  the  western  lands. 
In  fancied  kinship  stret.h  our  infant  hands 

Across  the  interveniner  seas  to  thee. 
Thine  the  immortal  twilight,  ours  the  dawn  ; 

Yet  we  may  have  our  names  to  canonize, 

Our  past  to  haunt  us  with  its  solemn  eyes, 
Our  ruins,  when  this  restless  age  is  gone. 
San  Francisco,  September  9,  1878,  L.  H.  Foote. 


Finding:  Mamma. 


[as    INXIDENT    OF  THE    FEVEK    PLAGUE    IN    GRENADA.] 


Some  mother's  prattling  baby. 

Lost  in  the  city  streets. 
Smiling  with  pretty  wonder 

In  every  face  he  meets. 

Answering  in  baby -fashion. 
To  all  who  bid  him  stay  : 
"I'm  doin'  to  find  my  mamma; 
She's  went  and  runned  away.'' 

Strong  men,  mth  eyes  o'er-brimming. 

Caress  the  sunny  head  ; 
They  know  that  last  night  they  laid  her 

With  the  unnumbered  dead. 

And  heard  her  pray  when  dying : 
'  ■  God — bless — my — baby — dear — 
And — bring — him — soon — to — meet — me — 
I — cannot — leave — him — here. " 

But  still  the  sweet  hps  murmur 
To  those  who  bid  him  "come:" 
"  I'se  dot  to  find  my  mamma 
Before  I  tan  doe  home." 

The  dimpled  cheeks  grow  paler. 

The  eyes  are  fever- bright. 
The  little  feet  are  weary 

Beneath  the  falling  night. 

They  found  hira  in  the  star-light; 

The  rosy  hps  were  closed. 
And  on  the  baby  forehead 

The  peace  of  death  reposed. 

How  had  the  mother's  spirit 

Found  answer  to  her  prayer? 
We  only  know  that  "mamma," 

And  home,  and  heaven  were  there ! 
Chicago,  September,  1878.  Mrs.  M.  L.  Rayne. 


The  Cantalope. 


Its  fii;m  and  fragrant  rind  along  each  fold 
Of  grayish  green  reveals  a  stripe  of  gold  ; 
And  when  the  knife  is  cleaving  through  the  seam, 
The  fibre  gently  yields  like  trozen  cream  ; 
Then  from  the  pores  the  lucent  nectar  wells 
As  freshest  honey  from  its  broken  cells- 
There  is  no  fruit  that  can  completely  cope 
In  luscious  sweetness  with  the  cantalope  ; 
If  ripe,  by  these  few  hints  you'll  quickly  con  it ; 
And  as  for  dressing — you  want  nothing  on  it. 

G.  W.  Elliot. 


He  was  showing  the  man  the  new  bay  mule  that  he  was 
working  in  a  team  with  the  old  gray.  "  You  warrant  him 
sound,  and  perfectly  kind  and  gentle  ? "  the  man  said.  "  Per- 
fectly," said  Farmer  John.  "My  wife  and  children  drive 
him,  and  he  is  a  perfect  pet ;  comes  into  the  house  like  a 
dog."  "  Easy  to  shoe  ?  "  asked  the  man.  "  Well,  I  guess  so  ; 
fact  is,  I  never  had  him  shod,  I  don't  believe  in  it,"  said 
Farmer  John.  "  How  does  he  act  when  you  put  the  crupper 
on?"  asked  the  man.  Farmer  John  hesitated.  "Well, 
pretty  good,  I  guess,"  he  said;  "fact  is  I  never  put  it  on." 
"  How  does  it  get  on  ?  "  asked  the  man  ;  "  who  does  put  it 
on?"  "Well,  i  kind  of  don't  know,"  said  Farmer  John; 
"  fact  is,  he  had  the  harness  on  when  I  got  him,  an'  it  fit  him 
so  well,  an'  he  seemed  to  be  so  kind  o'  contented  in  it,  like, 
that  I  sort  of  never  took  it  ofFn  him."  "And  how  long  have 
you  had  him  ? "  asked  the  man.  Farmer  John  chewed  a 
wheat  straw  ver>'  meditatively.  "  Well,"  he  said,  "  not  to 
exceed  more'n  two  year,  mebbe."  And  the  man  backed  a 
little  further  away,  and  said  he  would  "  sort  of  look  round 
a  little  further  before  he  bought,  like."  And  Farmer  John 
never  saw  him  again,  not  even  unto  this  day. 


Each  inhabitant  in  the  United  States  pays  $2.02  for  the 
public  schools,  and  ?i.30  for  military  purposes.  These  two 
items  of  expenditure  in  oiher  countries  of  the  world  are  as 
follows  :  Prussia,  51  cent^  and  .1^2.29  ;  Austria,  34  cents  and 
$1.39;  France,  29  cents  and  $4.50;  Italy,  13  cents  and  $1.57; 
England  and  Wales,  6G  cents  and  $3.86  ;  Switzerland,  S8 
cents  and  $1. 

A  weak  mind  sinks  under  prosperity  as  well  as  under  ad- 
versity. A  strong  man  has  two  high  tides — when  the  moon 
is  at  the  full,  and  when  there  is  no  moon. 


PARISIAN  BONBONS, 


"  Fickle  and  Jine  and  French.^ 
Experience  is  a  fine  word  for  suffering. 


"  Doctor,  you  must  really  prescribe  something  for  me," 

"  My  dear  lady,  you  need  no  medicine — only  a  little  rest, 
and  then  you'll  be  as  well  as  ever." 

"But,  doctor,  surely  I  ought  to  be  given  some  medicine  of 
some  sort  or  other.  You've  only  felt  my  pulse ;  examine  my 
tongue."     [He  does  so.] 

"Precisely,  madam  ;  your  tongue  needs  rest,  too." 


They  were  discussing  the  charms  of  an  actress  whom  one 
gentleman  of  the  company  affected  to  regard  as  the  hand- 
somest woman  on  the  stage. 

"  She's  not  bad  looking,"  said  another,  "  but  one  of  her 
eyes  is  smaller  than  the  other." 

"Ha-ha!"  said  the  other,  triumphantly,  "that's  all  you 
know  about  it.  If  you'd  watched  her  closely  you'd  have 
seen  that  one  of  her  eyes  is  larger  than  the  other.  Smaller, 
indeed  ! " 


"  If  I  should  marry  Eliza  Jane,"  said  the  prospective  son- 
in-law,  "  I  should  frankly  confess  one  thing  in  advance — I 
am  of  rather  a  hasty  temper  and  apt  to  get  mad  without 
cause." 

"  Oh,  that'll  be  all  right,"  blandly  replied  the  dear  old 
lady  ;  "  1  shall  go  and  live  with  you,  and  I'll  see  that  you  al- 
ways have  cause." 


Thoughts  from  La  I'ie  Parisienne:  It  is  simply  incredible 
the  point  to  which  women  carr>^  ignorance  of  the  value  of 
words  and  knowledge  of  their  price.  To  touch  their  hearts 
it  is  better  to  show  a  closed  fist  than  to  stretch  out  an  open 
palm  ;  they  are  always  ready  to  bestow  alms  upon  a  bandit. 
Heaven  gave  women  tongues  to  ask  questions  with,  and  eyes 
to  give  answers  with.  Confess,  ye  who  know  the  sex  thor- 
oughly, that  it  is  often  a  more  meritorious  act  for  a  woman 
to  allow  something  good  to  be  said  of  another  woman  than 
it  would  be  for  her  to  say  it  herself. 


Love  may  be  blind,  as  they  say,  but  in  all  the  records  ot 
the  ages,  it  has  never  kissed  the  girl's  mother  by  mistake, 
when  it  reached  out  after  the  girl. 


A  ver)'  handsome  and  richly  dressed  lady  had  given  a 
penny  to  a  beggar. 

A  moment  latter  he  hurried  after  her,  overtook  her,  and 
gasped  imploringly:  "  Madame,  madame, /t-  cop*  s2lw  you 
stakei  me,  and  here  he  is  to  ask  you  if  I  am  beggar,  and  re- 
ceive alms.     Save  me,  or  I  shall  be  run  in.^'X 

"But  what  can  I  say?"  asked  the  lady. 

"  Tell  him  I  lent  you  the  money  last  week  till  you  could 
sell  your  dog,  and  that  you  have  just  been  returning  it." 

''"'  (2ti'est-ce  que  tu  me  donnes  J  Cest  trop  mirice  '  Tu  es 
trop  fraiche  ?  "  \  exclaimed  \h^  agent  de  police^  as  he  removed 
the  mendicant  to  Xh^poste. 


No  woman  can  be  beautiful  by  the  force  of  features  alone, 
any  more  than  she  can  be  witty  only  by  the  help  of  speech. 


A  facetious  brakeman  cries  out  as  the  train  is  entering  a 
tunnel :  "  This  tunnel  is  about  one  mile  long,  and  the  train 
will  be  four  minutes  passing  through  it."  The  traia  dashes 
into  daylight  again  in  four  seconds,  and  the  scene  in  the  car 
is  one  for  a  painter.  Seven  young  ladies  are  closely  pressed 
by  fourteen  pairs  of  masculine  arms,  fourteen  pairs  of  lips 
are  glued  together,  and  two  dozen  inverted  flasks  flash  in 
the  air. 


Victor  Hugo's  definition  of  Paradise  :  "|The  parents 
always  young,  and  the  children  always  little." 

It  was  among  the  swells  of  a  remote  countrj'  village. 

"  Sa-ay,"  says  one  of  them  ;  "  there  was  a  performance  in 
the  theatre  at  the  market  town  day  before  yesterday,  the  pa- 
per says." 

"  Yes,"  remarks  the  village  Adonis,  "  I  was  there." 

"Good  fun?" 

"You  bet.  The  leading  lady  was  a  charming  girl  ;  and  I 
just  tell  you,  boys — but  no  !  that  wouldn't  be  fair,"  and  he 
winks  knowingly,  and  throws  himself  back  in  his  chair,  as 
much  as  to  say  :  "  Red-hot  pincers  shall  not  draw  the  secret 
from  me." 

The  old  soldier,  who  is  reading  the  county  paper  in  the 
corner,  breaks  in  ;  "  So  she  was  quite  overcome,  eh  ?  Lucky 
dog  ! " 

The  young  man  blushes  and  says  :  "  Really,  Captain,  you 
know  ;  kiss  and  never  tell — you  know.'* 

" Because,"  says  the  veteran,  pleasantly,  "the  paper  says 
it  was  a  puppet-show  by  the  Royal  Bolivian  Marionettes." 


Love  is  truly  a  democratic  little  fellow,  and  is  not  "at  all 
a  respecter  of  persons." 

Madame  X,  sent  away  her  cook,  who  had  too  many  mil-  , 
itar>'  visitors,  and  replaced  her  by  a  guileless  country  lass. 
The  other  day  she  took  a  look  into  the  kitchen,  and  there 
saw  a  superb-looking  soldier  tasting  a  bowl  of  soup.  "  Is  it 
possible  you,  too,  are  guilty  of  this  thing,  Sophie?"  "Please, 
ma'am,  you  are  mistaken.  This  is,  no  doubt,  one  of  the  sol- 
diers left  over  by  the  last  cook." 


The  Talmud  says  that  man  was  first  created  with  a  tail, 
and  iliat  when  the  caudal  appendage  was  found  to  be  incon- 
venient and  ungraceful  Adam  prayed  to  have  it  taken  off, 
which  was  done  b\'  the  divine  hand.  And  then  woman  was 
made  out  of  the  amputated  limb  by  planting  it  in  the  ground. 
This  is  something  decidedly  Darwinian,  and  it  descr\es  in- 
vestigation by  that  class  of  philosophers  and  naturalists  who 
oppose  the  accepted  stor>'- 


Le  cop,  the  policeman,     t  Stake  from  stoker- — to  bestow  alm'^,      !  Run  In  — 
term  of  Parisian  argot,  mcining  "  to  be  arrested."     fi  Qn'cst . 
,  etc. — "What  art  iliou  giving  me?     It  is  too  thin       Ihcu 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  CAUSE  OF  HARD  TIMES, 


Aq  Address  Delivered  before  the  El  Dorado  Agricultural  Society. 


[I.asl  week  Frank  M.  Pixley.  the  senior  «litor  of  this  journal,  deliv- 
ered an  address  before  the  El  bomdo  .Agricultural  Society,  at  its  annual 
fair,  held  at  I'lacer\-ille.  The  subject  of  the  address  was  "  The  Cause 
of  Hard  Times,"  and  as  n).any  of  the  points  made  are  universal  in  their 
application,  and  the  handling  of  the  topic  pithy  and  practical,  we  lake 
advantage  of  the  fact  that  the  author  is  duck  shooting  in  TuL-irc  County 
to  print  it  as  a  choice  bit  of  reading  for  our  bucolic  friends. ' 

Times  are  h.ird,  business  is  depressed.  Labor  and  capital 
are  ai  war.  Capital  oppresses,  labor  revolts.  This  is  not  a 
local,  but  a  universal  coinplaint.  It  is  not  confined  to  El 
Dorado  County,  it  extends  throtighout  the  .State,  throughout 
the  nation,  throughout  the  world.  Ships  lie  idle,  factory  hres 
have  died  out,  the  sound  of  the  anvil  and  the  hammer  no 
longer  make  music  while  the  light  of  the  forge  reflects  from 
artisan  and  operative  the  happy  faces  of  content  at  cheerful 
labor.  The  farmer's  boy  lags  languidly  at  his  plow  ;  the 
farmer  looks  out  from  his  unrcmunerative  fields  and  orchards 
with  gloomy  brow,  and  the  careworn  w  ife  has  lost  the  old- 
lime  cheerful  look,  that  beguiled  w  ith  gleeful  song  her  happy 
toil.  And  yet  they  say  we  live  in  the  golden  age— the  age 
of  letters,  of  art,  of  culture,  of  progress,  of  liberty,  of  free- 
dom of  conscience,  of  inventions,  of  learning,  of  philosophy. 
Then  what  is  the  matter .'  The  same  God  reigns  supreme  in 
heaven  ;  the  same  sun  shines  for  all  ;  the  same  moon  re- 
flects his  glory  ;  the  same  stars  glitter  in  the  same  blue  vault  ; 
the  same  glad  earth  produces  grain,  and  fruits,  and  flowers. 
There  are  no  more  men  and  women  now-  than  when  God's 
bounty  blessed  us  all  with  plenty  and  content.  No  more 
backs  to  clothe  ;  no  more  stontachs  to  feed  ;  no  more  soul- 
cravings  to  satisfy.  What  is  the  matter  in  El  Dorado 
County  ?  When  we  have  answered  satisfactorily  this  con- 
nundrum,  we  have  solved  the  great  financial,  social,  and 
economic  problem  for  all  the  world.  El  Dorado  is  the  type 
of  all  the  world.  Its  men,  and  women,  and  children  are 
types  of  the  whole  human  family.  What  ails  you,  ails  the 
race  ;  what  afl"ects  you,  aflects  all  the  sons  and  daughters  of 
Adam  ;  what  is  a  panacea  for  your  ailments,  will  cure  the 
world's  disease  ;  what  will  relieve  you,  and  lift  the  clouds 
and  gloom  that  now  oppress  this  community,  will  let  the  clear, 
healthful  sunlight  and  the  bracing  air  of  heaven  in  upon  all. 
My  memory  of  El  Dorado  anle-dates  that  of  most  of  you. 
1  know  its  mountains  and  its  valleys,  its  canons,  its  gulches, 
and  its  gravel  beds,  where  precious  (treasures  hid  them- 
selves. 1  know  its  forests  and  its  valleys,  for  I  have  delved 
and  toiled  for  gold  in  its  ri%'er  bottoms  and  on  its  mountain 
sides.  I  know  its  soil  and  climate.  I  have  hugged  its  naked 
bosom  for  an  entire  winter,  with  nothing  between  the  earth 
and  her  toiling  son  than  boughs  and  blankets,  with  no  other 
covering  than  blankets  and  the  starry  canopy.  If  gold  could 
make  men  happy,  if  gold  could  bring  content,  if  gold  can 
satisfy  the  wants  of  man,  assuredly  this,  of  all  places  in  the 
world,  should  have  been  the  paradise.  From  this  county 
came  the  revelation  of  that  new  dispensation  for  which  men 
prayed.  From  El  Dorado  went  the  glad  salutation  to  all  the 
earth  that  here  was  the  promised  land.  Not  John,  as  he 
came  crj'ing  from  the  wilderness  ;  not  Feter  the  Hermit,  as 
he  preached  the  rescue  of  the  holy  sepulcher,  stirred  the  na- 
tions to  so  great  a  fervor.  The  promised  Messiah  was  never, 
in  his  coming,  welcomed  with  so  glad  an  acclamation  as  the 
announcement  that  in  the  tail  race  of  Sutter's  saw-mill  gold 
in  quantities  had  been  found.  They  came  from  civilized  and 
heathen  lands.  The  brightest  and  the  best  of  the  young 
men  of  our  own  country  gathered  here.  And  it  was  here 
the  soil  gave  up  its  wealth  ;  mountain,  glen,  and  canon 
poured  forth  their  treasures  ;  and,  when  the  gold  stream 
weakened  in  its  volume,  the  hills  and  valleys  beckoned  you 
to  woo  them,  and  promised  you  an  ample  dowry  of  fruit  and 
grain.  Israelite  never  fled  from  Egyptian  bondage  through 
flood  and  desert  attracted  by  so  fair  a  promise  of  milk  and 
honey.  Moses,  from  Pisgah's  height,  never  overlooked  so 
fair  a  land.  This  land  kept  its  promise,  and  all  its  promises, 
to  you.  We  may  not  compute  the  minted  millions  of  its 
golden  wealth  that  it  poured  into  the  laps  of  you,  its  pioneers. 
And  now  to-day,  this  week,  as  1  drive  over  familiar  places,  I 
observe  your  farms  and  orchards,  your  fields  and  vineyards. 
I  see  in  your  exhibition  such  a  display  of  fruits,  1  taste  such 
wines,  I  see  such  promises  of  abundance,  and  in  your  faces 
such  evidences  of  health,  in  your  forms  such  strength,  in 
your  sons  and  daughters  such  signs  of  intelligence  and 
beauty,  that  I  am  led  to  wonder  and  to  inquire,  Why  do  1 
hear  the  complaint  that  times  are  hard  and  that  business  is 
depressed  7  1  remember  the  splendid,  hopeful,  older  days. 
I  remember  these  streets  of  Placerville,  resonant  with  life, 
crowded  with  eager  workers,  exultant  with  prosperous  times; 
twelve -mule  teams  keeping  lively  step  to  the  creaking 
''schooners  "  that  labored  under  their  heavy  loads  ;  music  of 
horn  and  viol,  inviting  to  the  gambling  hell.  1  remember 
that,  with  the  blessings  of  abundant  gold,  came  the  curse  of 
greed  and  dissipation — nights  of  debauchery,  to  be  followed 
by  days  of  idleness.  Gold  is  only  the  root  of  evil.  Gold 
misused  and  opportunities  abused,  is  what  was  the  matter 
with  El  Dorado  in  the  early  lime.  Men  lost  their  pluck,  lost 
their  money,  and  lost  heart  Gold  had  not  brought  the  bless- 
ings it  promised,  and  the  county  went  into  the  dumps.  The 
brave-hearted,  energetic,  prosperous  men — the  lucky  men — 
picked  up  their  blankets,  gathered  together  their  household 
gods,  and  silently  stole  away.  In  their  folly  they  said  El  Do- 
rado is  being  exhausted  of  her  gold,  is  exhausted  of  every- 
thing. 1  stood  to-day  on  one  of  your  hill  tops — an  orchard 
bending  with  such  luscious  fruit  as  I  never  saw  elsewhere, 
vines  loaded  with  clustered  grapes,  a  cottage  home  embow- 
ered in  flowers — and  I  remember  standing  in  the  same  place 
twenty-nine  years  ago,  kicking  the  toe  of  my  boot  into  the 
red  soil  and  wondering  if  it  would  grow  potatoes.  1  have 
traveled  somewhat  in  foreign  lands.  In  Ireland,  where  such 
soil  as  this  will  produce  four  pounds  a  year  per  acre-  rental ; 
in  Scotland,  where  half  a  score  of  landed  lords  own  one-half 
its  broad  domain  ;  in  Holland  and  Switzerland,  where  the 
cow  is  housed  with  the  family;  in  Germany,  where  women 
are  yoked  with  horses  to  plow  the  land  ;  in  Belgium,  where 
a  woman  works  in  double  harness  with  a  dog  ;  in  Italy,  where 
upon  the  rich  plains  of  Lombardy  the  toiling  peasant  dares 
not  eat  the  fruit  and  vegetables  he  aids  to  grow  ;  in  all  these 
lands,  where  the  best  years  of  a  man's  life  are  exacted  in 
m:;;;ar>-  service  to  the  State— the  State,  of  which  he  forms 

"  p2_'i :  where  lands  are  entailed  from  father  to  son — where 


the  eldest  son  inherits  ;  lands,  where  the  poorest  acres  that 
crown  the  summit  of  your  hills,  or  the  deposits  formed  from 
the  debris  of  your  mines,  would,  under  the  manipulation  of 
toil  and  the  fertilization  of  labor,  become  a  priceless  inher- 
itance ;  lands,  where  families  are  ennobled  in  the  possession 
of  such  properties  as  lie  unappropriated  within  the  borders 
of  this  State,  and  that  may  be  had  for  the  asking.  Now, 
then,  who  is  to  bl:mie  for  hard  times,  for  discontent — that  El 
Dorado  County  does  not  advance  and  prosper?  If  this 
county,  with  its  lands  and  forests,  mountains,  streams,  and 
valleys,  its  undc\eloped  mines,  its  unworked  beds  of  ore,  its 
soil  of  fruitfulness,  was  dropped  down  as  God's  free  gift  in 
any  European  land,  where  any  might  possess  and  cultivate, 
what  should  we  see .'  First,  a  crazy  people  fighting  for  each 
acre.  None  so  barren,  none  so  inaccessable,  none  so  far 
from  market ;  none  so  thin  of  soil,  or  t'ry,  or  rocky,  that  it 
would  not  be  regarded  as  a  priceless  gift.  Then,  let  the  Di- 
vine goodness  give  to  this  (then  European)  county  the  cli- 
mate of  i;i  Dorado— where  the  apple  and  the  orange  grow 
side  by  side  ;  where  fruit,  and  wine,  and  grain  springs  from 
a  soil  rich  in  gold  ;  where  mountain  streams  will  flow  from 
mountain  heights — wait  a  generation  for  results ;  and  to  these 
fertile  acres,  these  square  miles,  let  there  be  but  fourteen 
thousand  inhabitants.  Do  you  think,  my  El  Dorado  friends, 
that  with  this  soil  and  climate,  this  government  of  exemption 
from  military  duty,  this  people  clothed  with  sovereign  power, 
educated  in  free  schools,  provided  with  a  free  press,  and  au- 
thorized to  elect  their  own  county  officers,  raise  and  disbui'se 
their  own  taxes,  there  would  be  a  complaint  of  hard  times  ? 
Plant  El  Dorado  County  .amid  the  glens  of  Scotland;  amid 
the  .'Mps;  on  the  plains  of  Lombardy;  within  the  dykes  of 
Holland,  and  give  to  it  a  population  of  French,  German,  Ital- 
ian, Swiss,  Belgian,  ."Austrian,  Sclav,  or  Hun,  make  them 
owners  of  the  fee  of  the  soil,  and  do  you  think  they  would 
complain  of  haid  times  ?  Then  what's  the  matter  with  the 
people  of  El  Dorado  ?  Are  you  not  the  equals  of  Teuton, 
Celt,  or  Saxon  ?  Have  you  degeneiated  from  the  races 
from  which  you  spring .'  Are  you  less  resolute,  less  enter- 
prising, less  hardy,  or  less  reasonable  than  your  progenitors.' 
Have  you  softened  in  brain  or  muscle  that  you  cannot  ac- 
complish results,  or  attain  ends  attainable  by  the  foreign 
races  who  would  so  gladly  seize  the  inheritance  you  despise? 
Then  1  say  the  fault  is  in  yourselves.  God  has  done  all  He 
could  for  you,  and  civilization  has  done  all  it  could  for  you. 
What  I  have  said  for  EI  Dorado  applies  to  Califoinia,  to 
the  Pacific  Coast.  All  the  way  from  Puget  Sound  to  the 
Mexican  boundary  stretches  the  grandest  domain  that  God 
has  given  to  man.  Rich  in  everything:  in  forests,  fisheries, 
mines,  fruitful  lands;  rich  in  the  opportunities  for  homes, 
farms,  comforts;  a  land  of  health,  a  land  of  plenty,  a  land  of 
inexhaustible  resources,  a  land  of  liberty,  of  freedom  of 
thought,  of  freedom  of  conscience,  and  of  freedom  of  action 
under  the  law.  When  I  think  of  this  land  of  marvelous 
wealth  and  boundless  opportunity,  this  climate  that  presents 
no  extremes  of  heat  nor  cold,  this  land  where  a  primeval 
race  could  subsist  and  multiply  upon  the  fishes  that  crowded 
its  streams,  the  animals  that  abounded  in  plain  and  forest, 
the  fruity  nuts  of  its  pine  trees,  the  grain  of  its  hillsides,  and 
the  berries  of  its  river  bottoms;  when  I  reflect  that  suc- 
ceeding this  dusky  race  of  untaught  and  unteachable  savages 
there  came  another  that  lived  and  flourished  upon  flocks,  and 
herds,  and  the  pi-oduct  of  half-tilled  fields  and  the  inter- 
change of  a  ship  load  or  two  each  year  of  hide  and  tallows 
for  the  comforts  and  luxuries  of  a  higher  civilization;  when  I 
reflect  that  Indians  and  early  Spaniards  could  live  and  flour- 
ish in  this  land  of  bounteous  gifts,  1  marvel  that  our  proud 
Saxon  family,  in  a  later  age,  with  all  the  improvements  of 
modem  invention,  with  inexhaustible  gold  mines,  with  an 
Oriental,  coastways,  and  transcontinental  trade,  with  an  an- 
nual production  of  gold,  silver,  grain,  wine,  wool,  fruit,  and  a 
thousand  other  commodities  of  the  value  of  millions,  find  it 
necessary  to  grumble  at  their  lot  and  complain  of  hard  times, 
1  ask  what  is  the  matter?  It  is  not  the  country.  Then  it 
must  be  the  people  whoinhabit  it  that  are  at  fault.  I  can  see 
no  reason  why  the  people  of  California  ought  not  to  be  con- 
lent  with  their  lot.  They  are  not,  and  at  the  risk  of  incur- 
ring your  displeasure  and  hurting  your  pride,  I  will  give 
some  of  the  reasons  why:  First,  more  than  seven-tenths  of 
your  wants  are  artificial.  If  any  family  would  open  an  ex- 
pense book,  and  in  one  column  place  the  figures  representing 
the  necessaries  and  reasonable  comforts  of  life,  and  in  the 
other  the  figures  that  represent  the  wants  of  fashion,  luxu- 
rious tastes,  and  false  pride,  you  will  be  surprised  at  the  re- 
sult. If  you  gentlemen  could  keep  an  itemized  account  of 
expenses  growing  out  of  the  indulgence  of  politics,  gambling, 
stock  transactions,  horse  tastes,  drinking,  smoking,  and 
other  extravagant  and  hurtful  proclivities  ;  if  you  ladies 
would  keep  an  itemized  account  of  the  cost  of  indulging  in 
fashion,  from  French  boots  to  French  bonnets  and  four- 
button  kid  gloves,  of  educating  your  children  in  fashionable 
rather  than  useful  branches  of  learning,  and  note  those  items 
of  your  housekeeping  account  that  are  the  growth  of  ambi- 
tious rivalry  with  wealthier  neighbors,  you  would,  I  think,  all 
be  surprised  at  the  modest  sum  demanded  for  the  comforts 
of  life,  and  the  larger  amount  expended  for  what  I  term  arti- 
ficial wants.  This  would  not  be  so  noticeable  in  the  coun- 
try as  the  towns  ;  not  so  apparent  in  Placerville  as  San 
Francisco.  1  speak,  I  think,  intelligently  when  I  say  that 
seven-tenths  of  the  cost  of  a  city  life  is  for  unnecessary 
wants  ;  that  nine-tenths  of  the  poverty  of  the  city  is  genteel 
poverty  ;  that  nearly  all  'the  real  misery  of  the  city  comes 
from  the  strain  and  effort  of  keeping  up  genteel  appearances, 
living  in  society,  dressing  fashionably.  From  this  comes,  in 
a  great  measure,  stock  gambling,  defalcations  of  men  in 
places  of  trust,  the  crimes  of  swindling,  family  diflSculties, 
divorces,  dissipation,  suicide,  and  death.  The  tendency  of 
the  time  is  for  families  to  flee  from  the  country  and  to  crowd 
the  town.  The  country  is  exile  to  the  ambitious  woman  or 
the  restless  man.  Society  for  the  family,  education  for  the 
children,  vicinage  to  the  church,  are  some  of  the  excuses 
and  pretexts  put  forth  to  abandon  the  farm,  and  live  in  the 
town.  A  healthful  public  sentiment  should  have  an  opposite 
tendency.  The  most  independent,  dignified,  and  honorable 
life  that  man  can  lead  is  upon  some  of  God's  unincumbered 
acres,  where  intelligence  prevails  and  contentment  dwelleth. 
The  best  population  in  any  country  is  that  which  lives  upon 
and  tills  its  own  acres.  It  is  with  this  part  of  the  American 
people  that  liberty  and  prosperity  of  republican  institutions 
are  anchored.  If  I  had  the  enchanters  wand,  I  would  un- 
roof the  houses  of  San  Francisco,  and  with  the  power  of 


.Asmodeus,  I  would  enable  you  to  look  beneath  the  social 
surface,  the  bed  quilt,  the  pot  lid,  and  into  the  family  purse. 
I  would  show  you  the  envious  heart-burnings  that  arise  from 
a  jealous  desire  to  reach  a  step  higher  up  on  the  social 
ladder.  1  would  show  you  how  the  fashionable  attire  and 
jewels  that  adorn  the  persons  of  some  ladies  are  obtained. 
I  would  show  you  the  care-worn  face  and  weary  form  of  the 
husband,  who  toils  to  provide  the  wants  that  society  de- 
inands.  I  would  open  up  the  secrets  and  the  intrigues  of 
the  office  hunter,  and  the  anxious  fear  of  him  who  holds 
place,  and  hangs  by  his  eye-lids  over  the  ragged  edge  of 
star\'ation.  I  would  let  you  see  the  palpitant  heart  of  the 
stock  gambler,  how  it  beats,  and  throbs,  and  stops,  and 
starts,  as  the  speculative  barometer  rises  and  falls.  1  would 
have  you  note  the  anxious  brow  of  the  business  man,  as  his 
eye  runs  up  and  down  the  ledger,  and  plans  and  plots  to  put 
far  away  the  evil  day  when  the  community  shall  know  what 
he  knows  of  his  own  insolvency,  and  contemplates  with  fear 
the  hour  when  the  inevitable  catastrophe  of  failure  must 
come.  I  would  have  you  realize  the  anxious  solicitude  with 
which  parents  contemplate  the  future  for  their  boys  and  girls 
— boys  who  arc  uneducated  to  labor,  and  girls  whose  chief- 
est  learning  is  the  accomplishment  of  music.  And  after 
studying  well  what  the  unroofing  of  a  great  commercial  city 
will  disclose,  I  would  have  you,  men  and  woinen  of  E!  Do- 
rado County,  return  to  your  mountain  homes,  better  content 
with  the  beautiful  spot  that  the  good  (;od  has  given  you  for 
an  inheritance. 


"Stop  my  Paper." 


How  to  make  a  newspaper  that  will  please  everybody  is 
one  of  those  conundrums  impossible  of  solution.  The  world 
is  composed  of  all  sorts  of  people,  of  all  sorts  of  tastes,  of  all 
standards  of  opinion,  all  shades  of  intellectual  thought,  all 
kinds  of  religious  belief,  all  sorts  of  national  prejudice,  all 
degrees  of  superstition.  What  is  one  man's  meat  is  another 
man's  poison.  A  journal  is  never  of  uniform  excellence — 
good  last  week,  batl  this,  better  next.  The  story  in  prose  or 
the  poem  that  will  please  a  young  girl  or  a  romantic  boy  will 
not  suit  the  dignified  old  Paterfamilias  who  delights  in  solid 
facts  and  the  inexorable  logic  of  figures  that  never  lie.  If 
there  is  in  it  too  much  of  fun,  it  does  not  suit  the  sedate  and 
grave.  If  it  is  too  solid  and  severe,  it  does  not  please  the 
gay  and  thoughtless.  If  too  political,  the  non-political  grum- 
ble. If  it  does  not  explain  all  the  complicated  diplomatic 
questions  and  elucidate  all  the  subtile  points  of  international 
complication,  it  is  incomplete.  If  it  does  not  grapple  with 
every  abuse  and  boldly  endeavor  to  reform  the  world,  there 
are  philanthropists  who  will  criticise.  If  it  does  not  contain 
all  the  news  and  all  the  sensations  of  the  world,  it  is  imper- 
fect. Now,  a  journal  is  like  an  individual.  It  has  its  pecu- 
liarities. We  have  acquaintances  who  are  not  altogether 
cle\'er  fellows,  not  always  companionable,  and  yet  because 
of  their  idiosyncrasies  we  would  not  altogether  dispense  with 
them.  They  are  in  variable  moods,  pleasant  to-day,  dis- 
agreeable to-morrow.  Not  unfrequently  they  wound  with 
their  wit  or  sting  in  malice,  and  )'et  on  the  general  average 
are  worth  holding  on  to.  We  ha\'e  some  friends  who  are 
specialists  and  bore  us  with  their  one  idea.  Some  are  stupid, 
but  genial.  It  takes  all  sorts  of  traits  to  form  a  character, 
all  sorts  of  people  to  form  a  world,  all  sorts  of  actors  to  play 
a  piece.  One's  best  friend  is  grouty  in  the  morning  and  good 
natured  after  dinner.  He  is  in  an  amiable  mood  at  onetime, 
and  in  a  devilish  humor  at  another;  he  is  flush  and  gener- 
ous; he  is  in  a  corner  and  shabbily  mean;  he  is  dyspeptic 
and  ill-tempered;  he  is  at  ease  with  himself  and  all  mankind 
and  is  a  splendid  good  fellow.  So  with  newspapers;  each 
one  has  its  character,  each  its  peculiarities.  They  are  to  be 
estimated  as  one  estimates  an  acquaintance.  They  are  to  be 
endured,  put  up  with,  avoided  at  times.  Sometimes  we 
"shake  "a  friend;  we  have  the  right  to  "shake"  a  news- 
paper. Sometimes  we  cut  a  friend  dead  and  ignore  his  exis- 
tence; just  in  this  way  the  newspaper  ought  to  be  treated. 
As  one  is  not  justified  in  dropping  an  acquaintance  unless  he 
becomes  utterly  unbearable,  so  we  ought  to  hang  on  to  our 
newspaper  until  it  commits  some  unpardonable  offense,  and 
then  it  ought  to  be  kicked.  Our  friend  may  differ  with  us  in 
opinion,  but  he  must  do  it  courteously;  so  must  a  newspaper. 
Our  friend  inay  bore  us  at  times;  so  may  a  newspaper.  Our 
friend  may  be  dull  and  uninteresting;  so  may  a  newspaper. 
We  have  written  all  this  nonsense  just  for  the  opportunity  to 
say  that  a  person  who  stops  his  paper  because  it  contains 
opinions  with  which  he  is  not  in  accord  is  an  ass. 


Kearney  Phreoologically. 


From  Ute  Neiv  York  Sim, 

"  I  have  been  to  see  Denis  Kearney  to  ge!  an  outline  of 
his  head  and  gauge  his  character,"  Professor  Graham,  the 
phrenologist,  said  yesterday.  "  Of  course  he  would  not  let 
me  touch  his  head;  but  1  didn't  need  to  do  that.  I  could 
see  the  lines  through  his  short  hair,  and  (getting  pencil  and 
paper)  I  can  give  you  a  drawing  of  his  head.  It  is  shaped 
like  this: 


"Where  the  i  is  his  intellectual  faculties  are  exhibited, 
and  the  figure  2  represents  his  self-esteem.  I  will  give  you 
a  diagnosis  of  his  faculties  in  short  order.  They  are:  Small 
moral  brain;  large  animal;  small  in  thought;  fair  percep- 
tion; very  large  self-esteem;  will  try  to  rule  or  ruin;  large 
combativeness  and  destructiveness;  will  look  after  things 
for  himself;  a  '  No.  i '  man." 


No  photographer  has  any  business  to  tell  a  sitter  to  as- 
sume a  pleasant  expression  of  countenance.  If  a  man  wants 
to  look  piratical,  that's  his  affair. 


THE      A  RGO  N  AUT. 


SNUBBING. 


Thackeray  wrote  a  book  on  "  Snobs,"  Dean  Swift  an  essay 
on  "Boors,"  and,  some  years  ago,  one  of  our  ablest  local 
pens  did  justice  to  "  Humbugs  ;"  but  Snubbing  is  a  field  of 
virgin  soil,  in  which  the  pen  of  neither  author,  essayist,  nor 
poet  has  deemed  it  profitable  to  plow  or  harrow  ;  yet,  as  a 
social  nuisance,  it  is  widespread,  and,  of  all  domestic  wrongs, 
it  is  probably  the  most  vicious. 

With  no  intention  to  recognise  here  the  canaille^  who  use  in 
their  families  language  profane  or  abusive,  which  would  en- 
title them  to  a  place  in  the  category  of  mere  blackguards,  or 
whose  indecencies  of  tongue  are  within  police  cognizance, 
we  shall  discuss  the  more  refined  class — people  who  claim 
to  be  respectable,  delicate,  and  genteel — who  live  in  good 
houses,  and  number  in  their  ranks  the  wealthy,  educated,  and 
fashionable. 

As  defined  by  lexicographers  "snub"  means  to  nip,  to 
check,  to  suppress,  to  extinguish,  to  put  down,  to  treat  with 
contempt ;  and,  in  the  hands  of  an  expert,  when  wielded 
with  vigor,  the  snub  is  a  formidable  weapon.  And  though  we 
admit  that,  until  intrusiveness  and  impertinence  are  ostra- 
cized from  society,  its  use  will  remain  an  indispensable  ac- 
complishment to  ward  off  familiarity  or  repel  boorishness  ; 
yet  its  purpose  should  be  a  buckler  and  not  a  spear ;  it  should 
be  used  to  defend  and  protect,  but  never  to  slay  or  wound  ; 
and  to  attain  skill  in  its  point  and  parrj'  is  the  acquisition  of 
a  fine  art.  The  science  may  be  divided  into  political,  literary, 
social,  and  domestic. 

Passing  over  the  political  flunky,  or  party  hack,  who  is 
tolerated  while  useful,  and  snubbed  when  importunate  ;  the 
moonstruck  poetaster  diseased  with  scriphobia :  the  philan- 
thropist who  would  right  all  wrongs  ;  the  reformer  with  a  mis- 
sion ;  and  the  meddler  without  one — all  snubbed  in  self- 
defense.  The  author  who  regales  you  with  his  philander- 
ings,  and  the  punster  with  his  atrocities,  when  extinguished 
with  a  sneer,  or  crushed  by  a  bon  ?not^  is  entitled  to  no  pity. 

The  snub  social  in  intricate,  complicated,  and  hydra- 
headed.  The  Snooks  are  not  invited  to  Mrs.  Shoddy's  ball; 
the  Busters  won't  return  Mrs.  Shoddy's  call ;  Miss  Bangup 
forgets  last  summer's  introduction  ;  Mrs.  McGuzzle  omits  to 
make  a  dinner  call ;  Misses  Flash  left  no  "  P.  P.  C.'s  ;"  some- 
body made  no  call  of  condolence,  and  somebody  else  gave 
no  response  to  the  mystic  "R.  S.  V.  P.;"  Dr.  Quack  won't 
meet  Dr.  Pellet ;  Miss  Baggs  is  always  "  not  at  home  "  when 
young  Gimlet  calls  ;  Bishop  Morphine  gives  two  fingers  to  a 
parishioner,  one  to  a  rector's  lady,  and  none  to  a  curate's 
wife.  And  these,  according  to  the  fine  arts,  are  divided  into 
the  several  subdivisions  of  the  snub-social ;  they  are  believed 
to  be  justifiable,  but  are  invariably  the  fruit  of  ignorance,  ar- 
rogance, and  folly;  they  pertain  to  a  class  of  big-headed 
dunces,  or  light-headed  fashionables  ;  they  sting  others,  and 
are  stung  back  ;  they  are  snubbed,  and  snub  in  return.  It  is 
the  ill-natured  effort  of  Lilliputian  minds  to  maintain  a  doubt- 
ful dignity  in  the  pigmy  scales  of  social  consequence,  and  is, 
therefore,  the  controversy  of  equals,  and  does  no  harm. 

The  domestic  snubber  when  feminine  is  also  innocuous,  for 
besides  the  contempt  the  masculine  poltroon  earns  by  sub- 
mission to  the  ordeal,  the  infliction  is  too  rare  to  deserve 
comment,  and  female  snubbers  of  this  class,  at  best,  are 
never  more  than  a  partially  developed  variety  of  the  species. 
But  the  male  snubber  is  always  venomous,  and,  like  rattle- 
snakes and  rodents,  they  should  be  declared  noxious  reptiles, 
hunted  from  the  pales  of  civilization,  and  a  government 
bounty  offered  for  their  scalps. 

They  are  beings  in  whose  anatomy  souls  were  omitted, 
and  gizzards  inserted  in  the  place  of  hearts  ;  in  temperament 
they  are  ner\'0us,  restless,  and  and  fussy;  in  character  timid, 
cautious,  and  cowardly,  or  impatient,  imperious,  and  dictato- 
rial, as  fear  of  consequence  or  immunity  from  resentment 
warrants  ;  self-opinionated  but  superficial,  they  sneer  at  eti- 
quette, scoff  at  society  laws,  and,  in  justice  to  the  Almighty, 
proclaim  that  they  are  '''' self- made  Wie«y"  in  habits  bad  feed- 
ers, poor  sleepers,  and  usually  of  unsound  health  ;  their  ap- 
pearances are  never  of  the  bo7i  homme  or  fat  and  rosy  order, 
but  lean  representatives  of  the  class  that  Julius  Caesar  hated : 

"  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ;  - 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as. sleep  o"  nights. 
Yond'  Casius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
He  thinks  too  much  ;  such  men  are  dangerous." 

When  you  see  intelligent  women  restless  but  silent  in  the 
drawing-room,  you  may  be  sure  of  this  vermin's  presence. 
When  a  dining  table  presents  the  quiet  of  a  church  yard,  or 
monopolized  by  the  masculine  diapason,  pregnant  with  tedi- 
ous repetitions,  and  unresponded  to  nothingnesses,  you  may 
be  sure  this  dread  iconoclast  is  there.  The  cowed  aspect  of 
children,  their  whispered  questions  and  signaled  answers, 
their  nervous  gesticulations  of  head,  hand,  or  brow,  all  de- 
note his  depressing  influence  ;  no  gushing  love  or  playful 
romp  welcomes  the  oppressor's  return,  no  prattle  or  joyous 
shout  invades  that  home  ;  the  hush  of  seeming  fear  heralds 
his  entrance,  and  real  silence  accompanies  his  presence.  I 
know  of  no  sadder  sight  than  the  undue  suppression  of  the 
young,  whose  dread  of  the  snub  paternal  changes  them  from 
intelligent  human  beings,  with  lungs,  and  tongues,  and 
brains,  into  voiceless,  monotonous  and  oppressive  automa- 
tons. 

Domestic  snubbing  is  the  meanest  and  most  cowardly  of 
incivilities,  but,  like  the  Australian  boomerang,  it  recoils  upon 
the  perpetrator,  and  while  he  succeeds  in  paralyzing  home 
intercourse  and  happiness,  by  the  conversion  of  his  house 
into  a  rat-pit  that  he  may  play  terrier,  he  excludes  himself 
from  the  sympathy,  love,  and  confidence  of  his  family;  or  if 
commercial  pride  induces  the  maintenance  of  a  palatial 
dwelling  and  costly  table,  he  pays  exorbitantly  for  the  privi- 
leges of  a  gilded  manger,  in  which  to  browse,  snarl,  and 
sleep. 

The  dependence  of  wife  and  children  upon  the  moods  and 
manners  of  husband  and  father  is  so  absolute^  that  they  lay 
unshielded  at  his  mercy,  where,  by  the  laws  of  God  and  man, 
he  is  required  to  minister  to  their  happiness,  and  to  be  to  them 
practically  "  the  source  from  whence  all  blessings  flow;"  in- 
stead of  which,  the  domestic  pessimist  is  ingenious  in  discov- 
ering petty  errors,  hunts  up  omissions,  nurses  small  griev- 
ances, invents  imaginary  ones,  and  revels  in  fault-findings, 
until  the  soul-bruised  wife  in  this  "house  of  correction  "  de- 
generates into  mental  sterility,  and  the  snubbed  children 
(tutored  by  parental  discords)  learn  with  their  infant  training 
to  growl,  snivel,  and  snub,  till  time  develops  them  into  sulky 


girls  and  boorish  boys  (unmannered  cubs),  who  answer  with 
a  snap,  like  the  shutting  of  a  Jack-knife,  and  assert  with  a 
gi'owl,  like  the  snarl  of  a  bull  dog;  they  expect  to  be  snubbed 
and  get  in  their  say  defiantly;  their  very  tone  of  voice  is  in- 
dicative of  desperate  resolution  or  dogged  courage.  And 
the  evil  never  ends  with  the  perpetrator  of  this  crime,  for  he 
is  sure  to  beget  progeny,  inflict  his  race  upon  posterity,  and 
the  infection  of  example  serves  to  hand  down  to  generations 
after  him  this  patent  right  of  misery. 

The  family  table  has  a  purpose  beyond  the  greedy  con- 
sumption of  food  ;  it  is  the  reunion  of  minds,  where  each  one 
brings  his  or  her  quota  of  heaUhy  intelligence,  the  current 
events  of  that  day's  life,  social  chat,  and  political  gossip,  Eu- 
ropean news,  literary  discussions,  and  such  contributions  of 
wit  and  fancy  as  make  dining  an  intellectual  as  well  as  a  phys- 
ical feast.  And  there,  too,  children,  like  young  birds  trying 
their  unfledged  wings,  make  their  first  essays  in  being  agree- 
able ;  there  they  learn  to  converse  without  being  intrusive, 
and  to  joke  without  rudeness  ;  there,  too,  the  little  courtesies 
of  life  are  imbibed,  and  the  eye  and  ear  of  boyhood  drink  in 
words  and  actions,  that  mould  the  character  and  make  the 
after  man.  And  it  is  just  as  unreasonable  to  expect  that  a 
Chesterfield  or  Grandison  can  be  nurtured  amid  the  incivil- 
ities of  social  life,  as  that  deformity  can  beget  symmetry  or 
vulgarity  produce  elegance. 

1  know  one  family  where  the  hospitality  of  the  host  is 
neutralized  by  the  silent  inanition  of  the  rest  of  the  family  ; 
but,  in  his  absence,  the  amiability  of  the  mother  is  only  ex- 
celled by  the  wit  and  brilliancy  of  her  daughters.  Alas  !  his 
presence  is  the  upas  tree  ;  and  such  sentences  as  "Well, 
what  of  it?"  "What  do  you  know  about  it?"  "Of  course, 
you  know  a  good  deal?"  "What  fool  told  you  that?" 
"Where  did  you  get  that  nonsense?"  "Don't  talk  like  a 
fool?"  "  Don't  talk  about  what  you  don't  know?"  and  kin- 
dred sentences,  are  the  poison  that  stifles  social  inter- 
course, and  inflicts  upon  his  family  insults  that  no  stranger 
would  tolerate.  But  his  wife  (because  it  is  her  misfortune  to 
be  his  wife)  must  bear  the  insolence,  and  his  children  (be- 
cause they  are  his  chattels)  dare  evince  no  resentment.  Un- 
rebuked  he  plays  the  tyrant  and  bully;  unpunished  he  crushes 
souls,  hearts,  and  brains  ;  and  yet  he  pretends  to  be  a  gen- 
tleman, is  known  to  be  a  man  of  culture,  and  claims  to  be  a 
man  of  honor — with  justice,  too,  for  this  class  invariably  be- 
long to  the  order  sajis  tache^  of  successful  business  men, 
moral  pharisees  !  who  are  publicly  irreproachable,  but  pri- 
vately infamous ;  whose  word  on  'Change  is  current  as  a  gold 
note,  and  his  check  better  than  a  government  bond  ;  Chris- 
tian hypocrites !  who  flaunt  white  cravats  and  church-mem- 
berships, pass  the  plate,  and  teach  Sunday-school. 

Probably  it  is  unreasonable  to  expect  the  sordid  money- 
getter  to  part  with  his  coin  to  wife  or  children  (who,  by  the 
arithmetic  of  his  avarice,  are  consumers  and  not  producers) 
without  the  ordinary  snub,  conjugal  or  parental,  just  as  it 
would  be  unreasonable  to  expect  another  class  of  these 
grumbling,  snarling  ptitterers  not  to  usurp  jurisdiction  over 
the  female  sovereignties  of  the  kitchen,  the  pantry,  and  the 
laundry,  not  to  interrogate  sen'ants,  regulate  the  petty  ex- 
penditures of  wife  and  daughters,  interfere  generally  with 
matters  beyond  their  control,  or  be  otherwise  than  fussy, 
meddlesome,  and  disagreeable.  But  such  men  are  martyrs 
to  the  Juggernaut  of  economy ;  they  love,  hate,  act,  and  move 
with  that  object,  and  if  forgetful  of  the  rights  of  others,  if  they 
make  wife  and  children  barter  their  pride  and  self-respect 
for  food  and  clothes,  they  hope  to  save  money  and  grow 
richer,  which  is  their  sole  object  of  life,  and  are,  therefore, 
brutal  for  a  purpose.  But  the  "  domestic  snubber"  is  a  vol- 
unteer ruflian,  a  creature  without  reason  ;  he  is  insolent 
without  an  object,  tyrannical  without  cause,  wounds  without 
a  motive,  is  despicable  without  reward,  despotic  without  a 
purpose,  loses  by  each  victory,  and,  like  Beecher's  profane 
swearer,  "  his  is  the  only  vice  for  which  the  devil  pays  no 
recompense."  G.  F.  S. 


An  Antidote  for  the  Suicidally  Inclined. 


Editor  Argonaut  : — Not  a  hundred  years  ago,  nor  a 
thousand  miles  from  the  Pacific  Coast,  a  young  man  of  pos- 
sibly twenty-four  sat  at  midnight  in  a  small  and  sparely  fur- 
nished room,  and  reflected.  His  gaunt  companions  were 
Hunger,  Despair,  and  Misery.  He  was  without  money  and 
without  employment.  Unfortunately,  he  had  friends  ;  and 
he  had  pride — that  deep,  false  pride,  inseparable  from  a  nat- 
ure high-strung  and  sensitive  as  his.  "Should  I  die  to-night 
— should  I  send  a  bullet  crashing  through  my  throbbing 
brain  and  relieve  the  terrible  pressure  there,"  murmured  he, 
"  I  should  be  at  rest."  Then  came  before  his  imagination  a 
picture  of  his  acquaintance  meeting:  "So  M —  has  shot 
himself!  Poor  devil,  was  he  drunk?"  "  No,  believe  not  ; 
they  say  he  was  busted."  "  Ah,  that's  worse  !  "  "I  always 
thought  he  was  a  little  queer,"  said  a  third  friend.  "  Damn 
fool,"  remarked  another,  laconically.  But  his  best  and  truest 
friends,  he  noticed,  said  little  or  nothing.  Then  came  the 
newspapers,  and  the  strictly  accurate  account  of  his  taking 
off  that  his  far  off  family  would  have  to  read  in  their  agony 
and  shame.  "  Losses  in  stocks,"  "  drunk,"  "  crossed  in  love," 
"insane,"  according  as  the  ubiquitous  reporter  of  the  different 
papers  felt,  or  the  amount  of  beer  imbibed  up  to  the  time  of 
obtaining  the  item.  He  was  tired  of  struggling  with  the 
world,  with  poverty,  and  humiliation  ;  but  these  visions  of 
what  he  knew  must  follow  hurt  him  quite  as  much  as  the 
weariness  and  pain  of  living,  and  stayed  his  hand  as  it  was 
about  to  snap  the  thread  of  hfe.  Then,  as  he  sat  meditating 
thus,  his  thoughts  began  to  flow,  and  he  wrote.  Soon  he 
forgot  his  hunger  and  misery,  and  wrote  on  as  the  minutes 
sped.  There  are  moments  of  inspiration  when  the  pen  drops 
a  divine  thought  from  the  soul  of  genius  at  eveiy  stroke,  and 
so  it  was  with  him — and  he  wrote,  knowing  it  not.  He  only 
felt  a  something  that  he  did  not  see  in  the  faces  of  other 
men  ;  for  who  can  say  what  genius  is  !  Truly  not  those  who 
are  afflicted  with  it  When  at  last  he  dropped  his  pen  there 
was  a  more  peaceful  and  contented  look  upon  his  tired  face. 
Quietly  he  folded  his  manuscript,  and  early  the  next  day 
took  it  to  the  Akooxal'I'.  It  was  rejected  without  com- 
ment. Nemo. 


St.  Bernard  puts  it  well  when  he  says  :  "  Humanity  is,  of 
all  graces,  the  chiefest  when  it  doesn't  know  itself  to  be 
a  grace  at  all."  

"Dying  in  poverty,"  says  a  modem  moralist,  "is  nothing. 
It  is  living  in  poverty  that  comes  hard." 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY, 


L'amour,  dans  le  mariage,  serait  I'accomplissement  d'un 
beau  reve,s'il  n'en  dtait  trop  souvent  la  fin — A.  Karr. 

Les  rides  sont  le  tombeau  de  l'amour. — Sarrasin. 

S'il  se  trouve  quelque  part  des  femmes  qui  meurent  sages, 
il  faut  qu'elles  aient  combattu  toute  la  vie. — Vabb^  Privot, 

L'amour  n'est  qu'un  oubli  de  la  raison. — .5"/.  Jirome. 

Les  femmes  appellent  repentir  le  doux  souvenir  de  leurs 
fautes  et  Tamer  regret  de  ne  pouvoir  recommencer. — Beau- 
manoir. 

— Eh  quoi  !  vous  passez  devant  moi  sans  me  regarder, 
disait  une  dame  i  Fontenelle.  — Madame,  r^pondit-il,  si  je 
vous  eusse  regard^,  je  n'aurais  point  passd. 

La  society  des  femmes  gate  les  mceurs  et  forme  le  goOt. 
Montesquieu. 

Bacchus,  endormant  la  raison. 
Par  sa  liqueur  traitresse, 
A  bien  souvent  sur  le  gazon, 
Renvers6  la  sagesse. 

Le  temps  est  tot  ou  tard  le  vainqueur  de  l'amour,  I'amiti^ 
seule  dompte  le  temps. — Mme.  d'Arcofiville. 

La  sympathie  est  une  parent(f  de  cceur  et  d'esprit.  Entre 
deux  personnes  de  sexe  different  les  sens  entrent  aussi  dans 
la  famille. — A.  Duptiy. 

\5xi  homme  de  lettres  rencontre  un  jour  dans  la  rue  un  in- 
dividu  qui  I'aborde  en  disant: — Bonjour,  mon  cherami,  com- 
ment te  portes-tu?  — Bien,  mon  cher  ami,  comment  te 
nommes-tu  ? 

L'amitie  est  impossible  entre  un  grand  et  un  petit,  fort  dif- 
ficile entre  un  jeune  homme  et  un  jeune  femme.  Entre  deux 
jolies  femmes,  c'est  une  fiction  poetique. 

Un  vaudevilliste  rentrant  un  soir  au  logis,  aprc;s  avoir 
caress^  un  peu  trop  la  dive  bouteille,  sa  moiti^  lui  parut 
double: 

Grands  dieux  !  s'ecria-t-il, 
Je  n'avais  qu'une  femme  et  j'^tais  malheureaux, 

Par  quel  forfait  epouvantable 
Ai-je  done  merite  que  vous  m'en  donniez  deux. 

Fontenelle  aimait  beaucoup  le  saumon.  Un  jour  il  dinait 
chez  Madame  du  D.  ou  se  trouvaient  plusieurs  convives  peu 
lettres.  Comme  il  retournait  une  seconde  fois  au  saumon, 
I'un  d'eux  lui  dit  d'un  air  unpen  goguenard:  — Eh!  Eh!  Mon- 
sieur de  Fontenelle,  je  ne  savais  pas  que  les  philosophes 
aimassent  autant  les  bons  morceaux.  — Probablement, 
r^pondit-il  sfechement,  que  Monsieur  s'imaginait  que  Dieu 
n'avait  fait  les  bonnes  choses  que  pour  les  sots. 

L'amour  est  un  duel  il  I'^pingle. 

CON'JUGAISON. 

Je  t'aime, 

Tu  ra'aimes, 
II  ou  elle  m'adore, 
Nous  nous  raarions, 
Vous  vous  trompez, 
lis  se  s^parent. 

Les  romans  ne  sont  pas  dans  les  livres,  Us  sont  dans  la  vie, 

Une  dame  et  son  fils  ag^  de  six  ans  s'arretent  devant  un 
bureau  ^  tabac.  — Maman,  achfete-moi  une  pipe.  — Mais, 
mon  ami,  les  dames  n'achetent  pas  des  pipes.  — Tu  diras  que 
c'est  pour  moi. 

Un  Monsieur  rend  visite  k  une  famille  de  sa  connaissance 
et  demande  k  un  petit  gargon  de  cinq  ans  :   — Qui  aimes-tu 
le  mieux,  ton  papa  ou  ta  maman  ?    — J'aime  le  poulet,  r^pond  _ 
rinnocent. 

L'amour  est  la  po^sie  des  sens. 

EPITAPH  E. 

Martha,  dil-on,  fut  toujours  sage. 
Jamais  personne  n'eut  son  coeiir, 

Mais  cette  vertu,  je  le  gage, 
Elle  la  dut  k  sa  laideur. 

Pour  les  hommes  une  coquette  est  ce  qu'est  un  jouet  pour 
un  enfant.  Tant  qu'il  I'amuse,  il  le  conser\* e  ;  le  jour  ou  il 
ne  lui  plait  plus,  il  le  brise. 

Les  illusions  tombent  I'une  apres  I'autre,  comme  les  ^corces 
d'un  fruit,  et  le  fruit,  c'est  I'exp^rience.  Sa  saveur  est  am&re, 
elle  a  pourtant  quelque  chose  d'acre  qui  fortifie. — G,  de  Nerval. 

II  faut  avoir  beaucoup  ^tudi^  pour  arriver  H  savoir  qu'on 
ne  salt  rien,  ou,  du  moins,  pas  grand  chose. 

Mieux  vaut  une  erreur  qui  rend  heureux  qu'une  Evidence 
qui  d^sesp^re. 

L'amour  console  de  tout. 

Oui  peut  gouverner  une  femme  pent  gouverner  une  nation. 
—Bahat: 

Monsieur  le  comte  de  N. . . .,  ag^  de  soixante  ans,  voulant 
soustraire  Mademoiselle  de  P. . . .  au  despotisme  d'une  more 
capricieuse  lui  offrit  de  I'^pouser  en  ces  termes  :  — Made- 
moiselle, voulez-vous  etre  ma  veuve  ? 

— Ma  femme  qui  me  croit  vertueux  !  disait  un  jour  un  mari 
a  Balzac,  comme  elle  sera  etonni^e  au  jugement  dernier.  — Je 
ne  sais  qui  le  sera  le  plus  de  vous  ou  d'elle,  lui  ri^pondit  le 
sarcastique  ecrivain. 

La  coquette  est  une  femme  qui  met  son  honneur  h  la  lot- 
erie;  il  y  a  quatre-vlngt-dix-neuf  i  parier  contre  un  qu'elle 
le  perdra. 

Chaque  passion  a  ses  termes  adoucis  :  L'orgueil  s'appelle 
dignite  ;  I'dgoisme,  chariti^  de  sci-mcme  ;  la  faiblesse,  mod- 
estie  ;  I'avarice,  i^conomie  ;  ainsi  des  autres. 

L'immense  majorittf  des  sots  ayant  fait  les  lois  qui  rtfgis- 
senl  les  usages  du  monde,  ces  lois  sont  naturellement  au 
biiincfice  des  sots. 

Fort  abat,  plus  fort  relcve. 

On  raconte  qu'au  moment  de  mourir  Alexandre  Dumas  dit 
a  son  fils  :  — Ouvre  ce  tiroir,  tu  y  trouveras  un  louis  ;  je  te  le 
laisse.     Je  suis  arrive  k  Paris,  il  y  a  quarante  ans  avec  deux 
louis  dans  ma  poche,  il  m'en  reste  un,  tu  vois  q^u^^^J^J^J^ 
trop  ddpensd. 

San  Francisco,  Sept.  15.  L.  G.  J. 
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SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  2i,  iSjS. 


EDITORIAL  CORRESPONDENCE, 

I'|j\CERvn.l.h:,  Sept.  15, 1 878.— We  thought  we  knew  some- 
thing of  California,  and  we  do,  but  we  do  not  know  it  all. 
In  response  to  an  invitation  from  the  El  Dorado  .Agricultural 
Society  we  visited  that  county  during  the  past  week.  We 
mined  there  in  1849;  we  have  from  time  to  time  visited  it ; 
but  never,  till  this  last  trip,  did  we  fully  appreciate  its  wealth. 
There  is  a  thermal  belt— of  we  4o  not  know  how  many  miles 
in  width — skirting  our  foot-hills,  with  a  climate  and  soil  pe- 
culiarly adapted  to  the  raising  of  all  kinds  of  products.  To 
enumerate  them  is  to  schedule  all  the  grains,  fruits,  and  veg- 
etables that  may  be  grown  in  the  temperate  and  semi-tropic 
latitudes.  The  apple  and  the  orange  we  saw  growing  side 
by  side  ;  wheat,  barley,  rje,  oats,  potatoes,  and  every  \ariety 
of  grain  and  vegetable  thrive  there  in  luxuriant  growth. 
There  is  no  variety  of  grape  that  we  have  ever  seen  that  we 
did  not  sec  there  in  perfection.  Such  orchards  as  we  visited 
do  not  e.\ist  elsewhere  in  the  world,  outside  of  California.  It 
is  doubtless  true  that  through  Shasta,  Tehama,  Butte,  Yuba, 
Nevada,  Placer,  .Amador,  Calaveras,  Tuolumne,  Mariposa, 
Merced,  Fresno,  and  Tulare,  this  same  fruitful  belt  e.xtends. 
We  are  now  writing  of  El  Dorado,  and  only  of  what  we  saw. 
Our  first  surprise  was  to  obsen-e  that  the  deep,  productive 
soil  extends  to  the  summit  of  the  hills.  We  had  somehow 
come  to  think  that  the  orchards  of  El  Dorado  were  confined 
to  the  bottom  lands  of  the  deep  valleys  and  the  water-courses 
— such  spots  as  Coloma  ;  and  we  had  thought  that  a  great 
part  of  this  rich  soil  had  been  sluiced  away  in  search  of  gold. 
The  facts  turn  out  to  be  that  the  best  orchards  and  the  best 
vineyards  are  upon  the  slopes  of  the  hills.  The  chaparral 
land,  when  redeemed,  is  strong,  good  soil.  The  principal  trees 
are  pine  and  white  oak — the  white  oak  indicating  the  best 
land,  but  the  land  is  all  good.  Even  where  the  soil  has  been 
washed  away  the  land  is  easily  restored  ;  and  upon  gravel 
banks  and  deposits  of  debris,  when  le\'eled  off,  we  saw  some 
excellent  orchards.  The  system  of  ditches,  originally  con- 
structed for  mining,  brings  water  to  the  tops  of  the  highest 
hills  ;  and  there  is  not  a  mountain  farm  that  may  not  be 
cheaply  supplied  with  water  from  these  artificial  water- 
courses. In  our  extensive  ride  over  the  count)-  we  did  not 
see  an  acre  of  barren  land.  The  whole  county  is  dotted  with 
fruit  fanns — and  such  fruit !  We  saw  orchards  that  looked 
like  tangled  swamps  of  bending  w  illow  s — the  trees  fairly  rest- 
ing their  boughs  upon  the  ground  from  their  weight  of  fruit, 
gleaming  in  the  sunlight  with  the  rich  colors  of  apple,  pear, 
peach,  plum,  and  fig.  Another  mar\el :  Inclosed  lands  of 
the  best  quality  may  be  purchased  for  from  five  to  ten  dollars 
per  acre,  while  there  are  hundreds  of  thousands  of  acres  of 
land  subject  to  entry  at  government  price.  There  are  homes 
in  this  county  for  a  hundred  thousand  people  to  be  had  for 
the  taking.  There  is  not  a  tramp  or  bum  in  the  county,  nor 
an  unoccupied  man,  nor  a  poor  man,  unless  he  has  met  with 
misfortune,  or  unless  he  is  constitutionally  lazy,  or  unless  he 
drinks  whisky.  The  climate  is  simply  perfect.  There  are  in 
this  belt  of  country  a  thousand  fortunes  awaiting  men  of 
energ)-,  capital,  and  organizing  ability.  Every  five  miles 
square  will  employ  enough  capital  to  build  a  fruit-drying 
establishment,  a  still,  and  a  cider-mill.  There  is  a  wealth  of 
fruit  going  every  year  to  decay  because  it  has  no  market. 
The  fruit-growers  have  been  swindled  from  two  causes :  First, 
their  own  stupidity  and  criminal  lack  of  sufiicient  enterprise 
to  maugurate  a  cooperative  system  of  fruit-drying,  cider- 
making  establishments,  and  stills  to  make  peach  and  cider 
brandy,  cherry  and  other  cordials,  and  the  many  other  inci- 
dental industries  belonging  to  fruit  culture  ;  and,  secondly, 
by  fruit-dealers,  who,  by  a  fraudulent  system  of  under-valua- 
'.;or  of  firuit,  have  given  the  farmers  nothing  for  it,  brought  it 
'-•■:  Sjn  Francisco  and  thrown  it  into  the  bay  to  keep  prices 


up  to  the  consumers.  The  farmer  has  received  for  grapes, 
peaches,  plums,  cherries,  apricots,  pears,  figs,  half  a  cent  per 
pound,  and  for  apples  less.  Thousands  of  tons  of  fruit  have 
been  allowed  to  decay  every  year  for  want  of  a  market.  A 
peach  as  large  as  a  coffee-cup,  of  the  most  delicious  flavor, 
rich,  red,  and  juicy,  its  cheeks  painted  by  the  divine  Artist, 
weighing  a  pound,  has  brought  the  farmer  half  a  cent ; 
while  some  middleman  will  throw  it  into  the  bay  unless  we 
pay  a  dime  for  it.  There  is  fruit  enough  to  be  raised  in  this 
broad  fruit  belt,  which,  if  dried  and  canned,  would  supply 
the  world.  There  is  wine  enough  to  be  produced  that  would 
rival  the  \intages  of  France,  C.ermany,  Spain,  Portugal,  and 
the  Canary  Islands,  not  only  in  quantity  but  quality.  It  is  a 
miserable  affectation  that  despises  the  wines  of  our  State,  and 
drinks  the  thin,  cheap,  and  nasty  clarets  of  France,  and  the 
white,  sour  swills  of  the  Kliinc.  There  is  a  wealth  in  these 
foothills  greater  than  all  the  gold  mines  of  the  western 
Sierra  and  all  the  silver  deposits  of  the  eastern  slope.  It 
demands  capital,  organization,  enterprise,  energy,  industry, 
and  patience  to  work  out  for  ICl  Dorado  and  the  other  coun- 
ties around  a  wonderful  destiny.  There  is  more  money  in 
the  wine,  cider,  cordials,  nuts,  fruits  (canned  and  dried)  of 
this  region  than  in  any  other  industry  we  know.  The  people 
of  EI  Dorado  County  are  a  sleep)'  set.  They  have  no  organ- 
ized fruit  business,  only  one  cannery,  no  banks,  poor  roads; 
they  have  repudiated  part  of  the  count)'  debt;  the  railroad 
comes  within  tweh'c  miles  of  Placerville  and  there  it  stops. 
Its  \illages  are  filled  with  grogi^eries  and  around  them  the 
usual  throng  of  idle,  whisky-drinking  vagabonds.  Money 
demands  from  one  and  a  half  to  two  per  cent,  a  month  in- 
terest. When  the  Farmers'  and  Mechanics'  Bank  failed  in 
San  Francisco  it  was  ascertained  that  a  large  number  of  its 
depositors  lived  in  El  Dorado  County.  Only  think  of  the 
absurdity  of  the  few  rich  men  sending  their  accumulations  to 
San  Francisco  to  be  loaned  to  stock  gamblers,  instead  of 
loaning  their  money  to  their  neighbors  and  thus  building  up 
and  developing  the  resources  of  their  own  county.  El  Do- 
rado ought  to  own  all  the  ditches  that  bring  water  within  its 
borders.  Cheap  water  is  more  essential  to  the  farmers  of 
El  Dorado  than  to  the  citizens  of  San  Francisco.  The 
county  should  buy  the  ditches  and  thus  furnish  cheap  and 
abundant  water.  Get  in  debt.  The  increased  value  of 
property  will  give  increased  revenue  from  taxation.  There 
is  no  economy  nor  sense  in  being  mean  and  narrow.  Or- 
anges will  grow  in  El  Dorado.  It  is  a  mistake  think  that 
orange  trees  are  hurt  by  frosts.  There  should  be  orange 
orchards  planted  without  delay.  They  will  pay  an  hundred 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  their  cost.  Orchards  can  be  bought 
now  for  one-quarter  of  their  value,  because  there  has  been 
no  market  and  people  are  discouraged.  The  man  who  sells 
his  orchard  is  a  fool;  the  man  who  buys  it  is  a  wise  man. 
It  would  be  better  for  the  county  that  new  men  get  into  it. 
It  needs  new  blood,  new  energy,  and  more  capital,  and  that 
is  all  it  does  need  to  make  it  one  of  God's  favored  garden 
spots.  Our  trip  to  El  Dorado  has  destroyed  all  the  sympa- 
thy we  have  ever  had  for  the  sand-lot  bummers.  If  these 
idle  and  worthless  foreign  malcontents  would  stop  blasphem- 
ing God  and  cursing  republican  institutions,  go  to  El  Do- 
rado County  and  go  to  work,  make  for  themselves  homes 
and  farms,  they  could  become  what  now  they  are  not,  re- 
spectable, decent,  law-abiding  citizens.  P. 


AN  APOLOGY  FOR  THE  SUICIDE, 


The  Bulletin  wants  a  clause  in  the  new  Constitution  to 
prohibit  lobbying.  In  our  humble  opinion  a  much  more  ef- 
fective remedy  would  be  to  prohibit  special  legislation  ;  for 
then,  Othello-like,  the  occupation  of  the  lobby  would  be  gone. 
The  lobby  is  born  of  and  owes  its  existence  to  special  legis- 
lation. The  same  men  who  run  the  lobby  run  our  primary 
elections ;  and  it  is  just  here  where  the  trouble  begins.  When 
the  primaries  are  about  to  meet  the  whole  army  of  contract- 
ors, schemers,  and  political  tricksters  is  up  in  arms  looking 
out  for  its  interests,  while  the  well-meaning  citizen  is  resting 
on  his  oar  in  conscious  security.  The  contractor  whose  case 
had  no  standing  in  court,  and  the  schemer  who  wants  a  thiev- 
ing bill  enacted,  are  on  the  alert.  The  first  act  is  to  find  a 
successful  member  of  the  third  house,  to  whom  their  case  is 
stated  ;  a  bargain  is  struck,  and  a  plan  of  systematic  public 
robber)*  is  put  in  train  ;  the  primaries  are  stuffed  with  pliant, 
purchasable  tools,  who  nominate  men  who  are  owned  body 
and  soul  by  the  parties  of  the  first  part.  This  accounts  for 
the  number  of  legislators  who  represent  themselves  at  the 
capital  instead  of  their  constituents.  In  the  Legislature  the 
member  from  San  Francisco  meets  the  member  from  Yreka 
"tickle  me  and  I'll  tickle  you  "  is  the  word,  and  between 
them  the  public  is  plundered.  The  material  by  which  we 
have  been  represented  at  Sacramento  is  no  criterion  by  which 
to  judge  the  men  of  this  city.  This  community  is  not  want- 
ing in  men  of  sterling  worth  and  integrity,  but  under  our 
primar)'  system  they  have  no  more  show  of  being  nominated 
or  elected  than  the  scriptural  camel  has  of  passing  through 
the  eye  of  the  scriptural  needle.  To  be  successful  in  politics 
nowadays  a  man  must  "crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the 
knee,"  and  do  ever>'thing  else  that  is  nasty  and  distasteful  to 
the  man  of  principle,  self-respect,  and  independence.  If  the 
gentlemen  of  the  Convention  will  prohibit  special  legislation, 
they  will  eliminate  from  our  political  system  one  of  its  most 
demoralizing  elements. 


'  Then  is  it  sin  to  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death  ere 
death  dare  come  to  us.^"  The  query  is  that  of  the  melan- 
choly Dane,  unanswered  as  yet,  even  by  the  muffled  reports 
of  the  pistols  whose  obedient  bullets  have  within  the  week 
sent  two  of  our  prominent  citizens  to  "that  undiscovered 
country  from  whose  bourne  no  traveler  returns" — the  one 
with  a  shattered  heart,  the  other  with  a  suddenly  scattered 
brain.  Is  this  thing  to  become  fashionable?  Will  conscience 
eventually  make  cowards  of  us  all,  leaving  no  one — 

"  Wlio  would  Im^f  ilie  wliips  and  scorns  of  time. 
The  oppressors'  wrong,  the  proud  man's  conluiiirly, 
The  piings  of  despised  love,  ihe  law's  delays, 
The  insolence  of  oti'ice,  and  the  sptirns 
Thai  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himself  might  his  (|uiftus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin?" 

It  is  a  question  most  seriously  to  be  considered.  Already 
the  city  has  a  suicidal  reputation,  a  fearful  record  in  the 
method  and  the  material  of  those  who  here  shuffle  off  this 
mortal  coil.  San  Francisco  is  the  proud  city  of  self-de- 
struction— ^the  insane  asylum  of  the  world  ;  and  it  is  so  nat- 
ural that  it  should  be  that  extenuation  can  even  be  extended 
the  self-destroyer.  Every  condition  here  is  favorable  to  the 
development  of  the  disease.  Here  meet  the  wild  and  the 
reckless,  the  daring  and  the  desperate.  It  is  the  dernier  res- 
sort  of  the  adventurer,  the  Mecca  of  the  ambitious,  the  for- 
lorn hope  of  the  financially  distressed  and  the  bodily  dis- 
eased. If  fortune  does  not  favor  here  there  is  no  other  place 
to  look  for  it  ;  if  ambition  finds  no  goal,  achievement  no  tri- 
umph, on  this  western  fringe  of  the  continent,  the  spirit  sinks 
hopelessly  within  ;  if  the  climate  brings  no  healing  balm, 
there  is  *'a  shuddering  shape,  a  quiver  of  breath,  and  Life's 
stor)'  is  told  to  the  angel  of  Death."  And  outside  of  the  un- 
usual— and  that  is  all  that  insanity  and  suicide  are — the  whole 
restless  community  runs  away.  Society  here  is  full  of  fail- 
ures, full  of  men  who  never  have  succeeded  and  who  fear 
they  never  will  ;  full  of  women  who  in  the  first  half  of  their 
days  did  nothing  but  eat,  and  sleep,  and  simper,  and  who 
now  can  do  nothing  but  perpetuate  their  weaknesses;  full  of 
people  weary  of  their  own  presence;  full  of  broken  and  bruised 
reeds;  full  of  dissatisfaction  and  distress.  Business  is  a  boil 
and  a  bubble.  The  human  machine  runs  at  high  pressure. 
One's  own  friends  hang  on  the  safety-valve  and  only  step 
aside  for  the  flying  pieces  of  the  financial  boiler.  Social  life 
is  a  lamentable  lie.  Home  is  almost  a  myth,  especially  to 
the  denizens  of  lodging  house  and  hotel,  and  there  are  thou- 
sands upon  thousands  of  them.  Man  is  a  morbid  animal. 
He  lives  his  life  with  restless  excitement,  follows  hispursuits 
with  feverish  impatience,  is  buoyant  to  the  highest  notch,  or 
else  securely  locked  in  his  cave  of  gloom  he  can  be  found 
mourning  over  wasted  energy  or  nursing  a  strangled  hope. 
This  is  the  dangerous  moment.  We  all  know  it  because  we 
have  all  stared  the  spectre  squarely  in  the  face.  "  To  be  or 
not  to  be  "  is  a  question  as  familiar  as  the  memory  of  troubles 
we  have  had.  Conditions  ripen.  Sleep  is  denied.  The 
brain  gets  in  a  tangle.  Your  thoughts  run  away  with  you. 
You  live  a  whole  life  over  again.  You  begin  to  run  up  the 
debit  and  the  credit  account  in  the  ledger  of  existence.  The 
balance  you  carry  over  in  the  red  ink  of  despair,  and  it  is 
against  you.  There  is  no  one  near  to  side-track  you  from 
the  ringing  rails  of  an  impending  fatality;  no  loving  hand 
of  sister,  mother,  or  wife  to  soothe  with  gentle  hand  your 
burning,  throbbing  brain;  no  caress  that  will  bring  on  the 
forgetfulness  of  a  peaceful,  perfect  rest;  no  voice  to  mur- 
mur a  soothing  even-song  or  whisper  to  your  spirit  something 
of  its  own  quiet  strength  and  patient  trust,  that  things  will 
all  come  out  right  by  and  by.  But  there  is  an  impulse  that 
toys  with  life.  There  is  the  weary,  storm-tossed,  tempest- 
driven  voyager's  longing  for  land,  the  wanderer's  yearning 
for  home,  the  craving  for  the  solace  of  sleep  that  knows  no 
waking — then  the  convulsive  clutch  of  the  laudanum  bottle 
or  the  nenous  touch  of  the  trembling  trigger,  and  the  terri- 
ble deed  is  done.  And  why  terrible  ?  Why  cowardly,  as 
some  sarcastically  put  it  ?  Cowards  rarely  snap  for  them- 
selves the  slender  thread. 

"  He  is  dead — 
N'ot  by  a  public  minister  of  justice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife  ;   but  that  self-hand 
Which  writ  his  honor  in  the  acts  it  did. 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart." 

But  it  needs  not  the  sable 'Hamlet  to  tell  the  temper  of 
those  who  voluntarily  take  the  short  step  into  eternity.  Two 
splendid  asylums  in  this  State  hold  hundreds  afraid  to  take 
the  antidote,  and  as  many  gibbering  idiots  proclaim  the 
death  of  life  in  a  moving  body.  Better  death  than  degrada- 
tion ;  better  "  to  sleep,  perchance  to  dream,"  making  your 
desolation  to  begin  a  better  life  ;  better  "  do  that  thing  which 
ends  all  other  deeds,  which  shackles  accidents  and  bolls  up 
change,  which  cancels  one's  captivity,"  than  lack  the 
strength  of  spirit  and  the  nerve  to  dismiss  yourself,  and 
suffer  the  tortures  of  the  mentally  damned.  It  may  ap- 
pear heartless  and  unnecessary  to  justify  the  act,  and  it 
would  be  were  it  not  for  the  crowd  at  the  cross-roads  where 
ignorance  and  superstition  meet,  and  where  the  the  tradi- 
tional sharpened  stake  is  being  so  industriously  driven 
through  the  bodies  of  the  two  latest  emancipations. 


l-'HE       AftGONAUT 


y 


PRATTLE, 


A  Mr.  Benjamin  F.  Eaton  is  to 
■  the  fore  with  a  published  letter 
recounting  his  services  and  suffer- 
ings in  the  civil  war 
as  claims  to  govern- 
ment employment, 
which  a  year  of  tire- 
less effort,  however, 
has  not  enabled  him 
to  obtain.  I  have 
*  the  honor  to  remind  Mr.  Eaton  that  when  flaunted  by  an  in- 
dividual for  personal  profit  '*  the  bloody  shirt"  is  as  offen- 
sive as  when  given  to  the  breeze  by  a  party  for  political 
power.  If  a  man  would  have  office  or  employment  let  him 
state  his  qualifications,  not  his  deserts — his  necessities  if  he 
will,  but  his  "  claims  "  never.  Merit  was  born  dumb,  and  as 
certain  richly  colored  plants  pale  in  the  sunlight,  so  scars 
lose  their  honor  by  exposure. 


It  were  better  that  this  country  had  been  destroyed  than 
rescued  by  men  who  tally  their  fatigues  and  map  their 
wounds  for  personal  advantage.  How  dare  you,  Mr.  Eaton, 
immodest  tramp  and  calculating  patriot,  debit  your  country 
with  services  of  duty?  It  is  you  and  your  unwholesome 
kind  who  have  brought  the  name  of  "  Union  soldier  "  into  an 
offensive  condition  of  nasal  disfavor.  If  in  the  recent 
brotherly  squabble  office  was  the  bone  of  contention,  I  am 
sorry  it  was  not  borne  off  by  the  other  dog. 


Look  ye,  comrades — soldiers  of  the  "  Grand  Army  of  the 
Republic,"  "  Boys  in  Blue,"  and  patriots-continuant  of  all 
sorts  of  kinds — I  am  vain  enough  to  think  (and  it  seems 
necessary  to  explain)  that  I  did  the  country  some  service 
myself  in  a  soldiering  way.  I  know  I  got  my  head  broken 
like  a  walnut  at  that  business,  and  that  the  best  Government 
on  the,  face  of  the  earth  had  the  honesty  to  cheat  me  out  of 
five  months'  pay,  while  exacting  to  the  last  cent  the  price  of 
my  clothing  and  subsistence  during  the  same  turbulent 
season  of  "  bloody  noses  and  cracked  crowns."  I  do  not 
discern^  however,  that  all  this  constitutes  a  "  claim"  to  any 
farther  favor  than  it  would  be  for  my  country  to  pay  what  it 
justly  owes  me ;  and  should,  I  hope,  have  the  dignity  to  de- 
cline any  one  of  the  ninety-odd  thousand  "  Government 
places"  if  indelicately  tendered  me  from  any  considerations 
other  than  ability  to  intelligently  perform  its  duties.  But, 
God  bless  my^soul,  how  competent  I  am  ! 


If  I  were  King  bf  Judea,  and  that  fellow  Lazarus  should 
come"down  from  Paradise,  displaying  the  scars  of  the  sores 
which  the  dogs  licked,  explaining  that  he  got  them  in  the 
royal  service  (I  have  always  suspected  they  were  "  bed  sores," 
made  by  the  paving-stones  at  rich  men's  gates)  and  asking 
for  a  better  "place"  than  Abraham's  bosom,  I  should  insti- 
gate 7ny  dogs  to  take  him  by  the  throat. 


Concerning  wounds,  the  most  honorable  one  I  ever  saw 
given  was  delivered  by  a  barbarous  dog  from  whose  teeth  a 
vagrant  negro  was  rescuing  a  scurvy  pig  with  its  ears  in  rags 
and  tatters.  The  darkey,  when  he  got  his  hurt,  was  in  igno- 
minious retreat,  too,  with  the  roaring  porker  in  his  arms. 
Now  this  pig  was  not  only  a  stranger  to  him  but  an  enemy 
to  the  neighborhood  ;  in  its  succor  there  was  neither  profit 
nor  glory — nor  much  satisfaction,  for  it,  also,  bit  him.  The 
suffering  incurred  was  of  a  vulgar,  unheroic  sort,  for  which 
lamentation  would  be  derided,  and  to  which  resignation  had 
not  the  dignity  of  martyrdom.  But  I  did  not  then  think,  nor 
do  I  now,  that  that  African's  wound  could  with  propriety  be 
presented  as  a  moral  claim  to  "  sit  at  the  receipt  of  customs  " 
— even  had  it  not  been  a  physical  disqualification  to  sit  any- 
where. 

The  callid  Call  doth  impetrate  a  curse 

Upon  a  neighbor's  elegiac  verse. 

O  Pickering,  deceptor,  I  opine 

The  verse,  if  crasser  than  thine  own,  is  thine. 

No  bolder  wing  than  thine  affronts  the  sky — 

Only  thyself  thyself  can  underfly. 


Our  local  theatres  having  resolved  to  discontinue  dead- 
heading, I  beg  to  submit  the  following  suitable  notice  to  be 
placarded  at  the  doors  : 

"  Free  list  entirely  suspended,  the  public  press  only  excepted." 
I  am  partial  to  that  announcement,  not  because  (like  Mr. 
Bayard  Taylor  and  the  late  Mr.  William  CuUen  Bryant)  I 
am  a  member  of  the  public  press — of  which  I  am  entirely 
ashamed — but  because  (like  Mr.  Hector  A.  Stuart  and  Mr. 
William  D.  Pollock)  I  am  a  poet — of  which  I  am  exceed- 
ingly proud  ;  and  the  line  above  given  has  been  pronounced 
the  most  faultless  of  English  hexameters.  As  such  it  is 
hereby  commended  to  the  study  of  all  my  brother  poets  ; 
and  I  venture  to  add  the  hope  that  they  will  not  enviously 
condemn  it  on  the  ground  that  it  has  six  feet,  whereas  they 
have  but  four  each.  Let  them  remember  their  countervant- 
age  of  ears. 

The  boldest  dash  at  literary  criticism  that  I  have  recently 
observed  outside  the  columns  of  our  local  dailies  is  that  of 
the  St.  Paul  (Minn.)  Pioneer  Press.      This  arbiter  literamm 


pounces  upon  Mr.  Boyesen's  story,  "  Falconberg,"  in  Scrlb- 
ner,  because,  the  scene  being  laid  in  Minnesota,  the  author 
afflicts  one  of  his  characters  with  ague,  and  makes  his  hero 
wade  through  "  deep  red  mud."  There  is  no  ague,  no  red 
mud,  in  all  Minnesota,  yells  the  censor  ! 

Did  sunbeam  ever  gild  a  lout 

Of  such  a  fatful  favor, 
And  man-in-moon  fall  sick  at  snout 

Impested  with  liis  flavor. 
Blow  breezes  !     Breezes  blow,  and  clear 
The  literary  atmosphere  ! 


A  local  bard  makes  use  of  a  cow-county  journal  to  deride 
the  failure  of  my  attempts  to  rid  San  Francisco  of  its  poets. 
True  ;  I  am  like  the  two  slaves  mentioned  by  Lusitanus, 
who  were  constantly,  but  unavailingly,  engaged  in  gathering 
into  baskets,  and  carrying  to  the  shore,  and  drowning  in  the 
sea,  the  vermin  that  multiplied  on  the  body  of  their  master. 


Gen.  Lew.  Wallace,  recently  appointed  Governor  of  New 
Mexico,  and  now  en  route  for  his  post  of  duty,  says  that  if 
he  is  pleased  with  the  country  he  will  remain  there  ;  if  not, 
he  will  resign.  This  is  not  the  language  of  patriotism.  The 
American  true  statesman,  proud  to  serve  his  country  even  at 
a  sacrifice,  would  remain  in  New  Mexico  whether  he  liked  it 
or  not,  so  long  as  the  salary  suited. 


"Africa,"  says  Bishop  Simpson,  "has  no  science  ;  India 
and  China  have  no  science.  How  comes  it  that  this  science 
exists  only  where  Christianity  is  ? "  It  is  a  coincidence, 
your  reverence  ;  what  [really  produces,  fosters,  encourages, 
and  conserves  science  is  the  silk  stove-pipe  hat.  The  silk 
hat  is  not  worn  in  Africa  ;  India  and  China  have  it  not. 
Wherever  the  silk  hat  is  planted  on  the  human  head,  there 
science  has  taken  root ;  no  silk  hats,  no  science — ignorance, 
error,  superstition,  moral  and  intellectual  night.  It  is  the 
silk  hat  that  has  given  us  the  graces,  the  refinements,  the 
splendors  of  modern  civilization — copious  largess  of  wisdom 
and  abundant  benefaction  of  light.  It  is  the  beacon,  the 
pharos,  of  humanity,  in  the  broad  benignity  of  whose  blaze 
our  laden  argosies  elude  the  rocks  and  shoals  of  social  dis- 
aster. Your  reverence's  theory  (grotesque  as  it  is)  has  this 
value  :  It  marks  the  hitherto  unobserved  coincidence  that 
the  silk-hatted,  and  therefore  scientific,  nations  happen  to 
profess  Christianity.  It  has  not  yet  been  observed  that  they 
practice  it. 

Speaking  of  science,  I  should  like  to  know  what  is  meant 
by  the  clever  opponent  of  Kwang  Chang  Ling  in  last  Satur- 
day's Argonaut,  when  he  writes  as  follows:  "Political 
economy,  as  generally  taught,  is  a  cold,  calculating,  com- 
mercial science  (if  indeed  it  should  be  called  a  science). 
It  looks  at  things  as  they  are,  not  as  they  ought  to  be.  It 
takes  for  granted  that  whatever  \%  is  right.  It  ignores  the 
great  Godlike  principle  of  human  sympathy."  This  is  in- 
deed a  terrible  indictment.  A  science  that  will  not  put  on 
spectacles  painted  according  to  somebody's  notion  of  how 
things  ought  to  seem  to  appear;  that  will  not  even  question  the 
propriety  of  the  natural  laws  which  it  expounds;  that  is  con- 
tent to  leave  the  great  Godlike  principle  of  human  sympa- 
thy (whatever  kind  of  "  principle  "  that  may  have  the  eccen- 
tricity to  be)  to  those  who  make  a  separate  profession  of  it — 
such  a  science,  I  say,  is  almost  as  trivial  as  astronomy,  as 
base  as  geology,  as  wicked  as  logic  or  arithmetic.  Its  pro- 
fessors are  miscreants  of  no  common  order,  and  might  with 
advantage  to  themselves  and  us  be  compelled  to  pursue 
their  cold  commercial  calculations  with  blind  fingers  amongst 
the  bolt-heads  of  prison  doors. 


Following  this  really  melting  complaint  against  political 
economy  is  such  a  pen-picture  of  the  political  economist  him- 
self, with  his  evil  thoughts  about  him,  as  would  amaze  and 
pain  even  the  most  hardened  of  the  gang  who  follow  in  the 
footsteps  of  that  devil,  Adam  Smith.  But,  thank  heaven, 
they  are  not  all  pirates  and  cannibals:  "  There  are  political 
economists,  however,  of  eminence  and  respectability,  who 
recognize  the  element  of  humanity,  even  in  political  econo- 
my." Ah,  yes,  there  is  Carey,  "  the  white-plumed  Navarre 
of  the  nostrum  " — which  is  protection  to  Pennsylvania  in- 
dustry. And  there  is  that  eminent  authority,  Horace  Gree- 
ley, in  whom,  also,  the  element  of  humanity  (which  I  take  to 
be  the  same  thing  as  the  great  Godlike  principle  of  human 
sympathy)  was  so  strong  that  he  spent  his  shining  life  justi- 
fying the  taxation  of  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the 
country,  to  support  a  few  thousands  of  persons  in  employ- 
ments useful  to  nobody  but  themselves.  And  there  is  Denis 
Kearney. 

Considering  that  the  great  and  Godlike  principle  of  hu- 
man sympathy  is  always,  in  this  country,  engaged  in  making 
a  corner  in  the  necessaries  of  existence,  or  in  cheating  credi- 
tors, or  in  some  such  charitable  scheme  for  exacting  money 
from  one  man's  pocket  to  put  it  in  another's,  I  have  the  honor 
to  suggest  that  it  be  called,  for  greater  accuracy,  the  great 
and  Godlike  principle  of  human  scampery.  And  whereas  the 
element  of  humanity  is  now  engaged,  within  the  same  geo- 
graphical limits,  in  an  angry  crusade  against  the  material 
welfare  of  the  neediest  of  God's  creatures  because  they  are 
aliens,  I  suggest  also  that  //  (if  -it  is  not  the  same  thing  as 
the  other  thing)  be  renamed  the  element  of  Americanity.     I 


do  not  say  the  element  is  not  right,  in  a  cold,  calculating, 
commercial  sense;  I  only  say  that  a  sentiment  (to  give  it  at 
last  its  true  name)  which  concerns  itself  with  the  well-being 
of  only  a  part  of  mankind  can  not  call  itself  humanity  with- 
out an  exercise  of  effrontery  so  cold  that  impudence  of  the 
next  lowest  temperature  might  advantageously  be  used  for 
cooking  eggs. 

To  meet  the  needs  of  American  publicists,  politicians,  edi- 
tors, and  women  of  affairs  generally,  why  not  so  modify  the 
sciences  as  to  give  the  sentiments  and  emotions  a  recogni- 
tion and  influence  which  they  are  now  compelled  to  seek  in 
other  fields  ?  Sentimental  science  might  be  taught  in  the 
schools  and  universities.  Let  us  take  Logic.  While  in  many 
cases  the  syllogism  might  retain  its  present  cold,  calculating 
character,  given  premises  heartlessly  compelling  a  certain 
conclusion  as  surely  as  an  acid  and  an  alkali  make  soap,  yet 
in  deference  to  the  great  Godlike  principle  it  might  be  in 
other  cases  profoundly  modified.  For  example,  it  might  be 
conceded  good  logic  to  say,  with  Aristotle  :  "All  A  is  B  ; 
C  is  A  ;  therefore  C  is  B  "—these  being  mere  abstract  terms, 
and  not  appealing  to  the  element  of  humanity  ;  but  at  the 
same  time  it  might  be  decreed  better  logic  to  say  :  "All 
poor  men  are  honest  ;  John  Jones  is  a  poor  man  ;  therefore 
John  Jones  is  beautiful  as  the  houris  and  wise  as  Zobeide." 


Take  Arithmetic.  Let  it  remain  true,  in  dealing  with  mere 
numbers,  that  twice  two  are  four  ;  concerning  thifigs^  it 
should  depend.  Would  it  not  better  satisfy  the  emotional 
side  of  our  nature — which  is  the  divine  side — to  say  : 
"  Twice  two  hearts  with  but  a  single  thought  are  five  beating 
as  one  ? "  Government,  which,  as  the  truly  good  well  know, 
can  discharge  a  debt  with  a  promissory  note,  can  do  any- 
thing. If  it  should  declare  that  twice  two  cold  bones  given 
to  a_  beggar  make  ten,  the  charitable  instinct  would  be  so 
gratified  by  the  mere  repetition  of  the  words  that  such  addi- 
tional satisfaction  as  giving  the  bones  would  be  superfluous  ; 
and  the  indigent  alone  would  then  endure  the  reproach  of 
seeing  things  as  they  are,  not  as  they  ought  to  be. 


Sentimental  arithmetic  would  not  be  such  an  innovation 
as  one  might  think  ;  it  has  long  been  in  public  use  on  this 
coast.  Every  one  must  have  observed  that  with  reference 
to  Chinese  immigrants,  twice  two  are  not  four,  nor  five,  nor 
even  six,  but  four  hundred  and  fifty-six.  And  what  lady  dis- 
pensing the  elements  of  humanity  at  a  charity  luncheon 
table  does  not  know  that  when  fired  with  the  great  Godlike 
principle  of  human  sympathy  he  sits  down  to  a  dish  of  dead 
pig,  once  one  sturdy  beggar  of  the  sand-lots  is  a  dozen.'' 


Mr.  J.  W.  Dwinelle,  writing  to  a  contemporary,  is  pleased 
to  be  dissatisfied  with  the  low  morality  of  this  our  day  and 
generation,  when  in  discussion  of  public  measures  one  is 
compelled  to  explain  in  advance  that  he  has  not  an  interest- 
ed and  dishonest  motive.  I  do  not  perceive  that  this  implies 
a  low  morality  ;  on  the  contrary,  a  people  that  requires  a 
suspected  rogue  to  give  his  word  of  honor,  and  believes  a 
thief  would  hesitate  to  lie,  can  have  no  practical  acquaint- 
ance with  rascality. 

Mrs.  White,  of  Visalia — Madam. 
Disorders,  no  doubt,  you  have  had  'em  ; 

Your  symptoms  of  late, 

It's  my  duty  to  state. 
Disclose  a  bad  case  of  "Old  Adam." 

Your  skin,  it  is  plain,  is  too  pory  ; 
I  fear  you  will  go,  ma'am,  to  glory 

{Convey,  please,  my  love 

To  Doc.  Mehring,  above) 
If  your  blood  is  as  thin  as  your  story. 


"Our  civilization,"  says  a  contemporary,  " is  superior,  at 
least  in  the  matter  of  drinks — and  their  manner.  We  have 
not  only  a  greater  variety  than  our  ancestors  had,  but  have 
invented  the  art  of  compounding  and  combining  them."  Let 
us  go  to  our  Gascoyne  (Delicate  Diet  fo}  Daintie-mouthde 
Droo;i/cari/es-~  London,  1576)  and  see:  "We  must  have 
March  beere,  dooble- double,  Beere,  Dagger  ale,  Bragget, 
Renish  wine,  Gascoyne  wine,  Sack,  Hollocke,  Canaria  wine, 
Viuo  grcco,  Vimim  auiabile,  and  al  the  wines  that  may  be 
gotten.  Yea,  wine  of  itselfe  is  not  sufficient;  but  Suger, 
Liinons,  and  sundry  sortes  of  Spices  must  be  drowned 
therein."  If  the  dainty  mouthed  drunkards  who  had  the 
honor  to  be  our  ancestors  were  savages  it  must  at  least  be 
admitted  that  they  had  taken  a  few  steps  toward  the  light — 
very  wavering  and  unsteady  steps  they  must  have  been,  too, 
with  all  that  load  aboard. 


I  wonder  how  many,  even  of  the  Jews,  know  that  Jerusa- 
lem is  on  the  equator.  I  confess  I  did  not  know  it  myself 
until  recently,  when  I  came  upon  this,  written  in  the  four- 
teenth century  by  Sir  John  Mandeville  :  "  Jerusalem  is  in 
the  myddes  of  the  world  ;  and  that  may  men  preven  and 
schewen  there,  be  a  spere,  that  is  pight  in  to  the  erthe  upon 
the  hour  of  mydday,  whan  it  is  equinoxium,  that  scheweth  no 
schadwe  on  no  syde.  And  that  it  sholde  ben  in  the  myddes 
of  the  world,  David  wytnessethe  it  in  the  Psautre."  Else- 
where Sir  John  avers  the  earth  to  be  31,500  miles  in  circum- 
ference, "aftremyn  opynyoun  and  myn  undi- Unnrlynge  ;" 
but  of  what  value  are  the  opinion  and  nnili  1    "^  'a 

man  who  couldn't  spcl!  any  better  than  *hai 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


My  Dear  Em: — Is  there  anything  more  vexatious  in  life 
than  to  do  a  thing  exactly  as  you  want  it  (rather  a  rare  oc- 
currence with  me,  by  the  way),  and  have  some  unlucky  fate 
step  in  and  mar  it  all  with  a  word  or  a  pen-stroke  ?  Two 
weeks  ago  I  wrote  you  of  the  charming  new  '*boucled" 
dress  goods,  the  brocades  and  velvets,  and  the  exquisite 
chenille  shawls  I  had  jusl  seen  at  the  Ville  de  Paris,  and  by 
that  same  unlucky  fate  omitted  lo  say  where  I  had  seen 
them.  The  windows  there  are  a  delight  to  the  eye  this 
week ;  some  of  the  most  remarkable  goods  1  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  in  San  Francisco  are  among  the 
novelties  displayed.  Those  brocades  in  fine  geometrical 
figures  and  every  color  of  the  rainbow,  and  the  brocaded 
satins  in  delicate  L^crus,  creams,  pinks,  and  blues,  the  design 
a  small  sprig,  jusl  a  flower  and  leaf  or  two,  are  jusl  enough 
to  make  one  sacrifice  one's  last  stock  certificate  lo  become 
possessed  of  them.  Just  received  are  the  costume  dresses 
of  camels'  hair,  with  silk  embroidered  vests,  and  pieces  to 
match  for  sleeves.  The  embroidered  portions,  and  sutVicient 
to  make  overskirt  of  the  plain  material,  arc  marked  at  only 
$io.  The  colors  arc  amaranth,  navy  blue,  sage  green, 
leather  color,  and  black.  \'cry  templing,  too,  are  ihe  velvet 
kilt  skirts  at  $i6.  The  manufacture  of  hosiery  will  certainly 
come  to  be  considered  as  one  of  the  fine  arts  before  long. 
All  kinds  grow  prettier  each  year,  and  the  very  acme  of  the 
perfection  is  found  in  those  dainty  silken  hose,  fine  enough 
to  have  been  spun  for  Titania's  own  wear,  and  studded  with 
flowers  of  the  most  exquisite  shadings  and  workmanship, 
that  are  a  specialty  at  this  house.  The  open  work  Lisle 
thread,  too,  in  all  colors  and  sizes,  are  as  pretty  as  pretty 
can  be,  and,  moreover,  exceedingly  durable.  You  remem- 
ber how,  long  ago,  1  told  you  1  had  bought  a  pair  of  their 
Basscz-Prcvillc  gloves — six  weeks,  isn't  it?  Well,  1  have 
worn  them  ever>*  day  since,  sometimes  all  day,  and  they  are 
quite  fit  for  respectable  society  yet.  You  wilt  be  delighted 
at  the  innovations  at  Kcane's.  Additions  have  been  made 
and  departments  altered,  so  that  you  would  scarcely  know  it 
except  for  the  familiar  faces;  but  the  alterations  are  all  for 
the  better.  For  instance,  since  the  cloak  and  suit  depart- 
ment was  added,  the  trimmings  and  buttons  have  been  re- 
moved to  the  extreme  right  of  the  store,  next  to  the  hand- 
some case  of  laces  (a  new  feature  as  well),  and  the  silks, 
black  on  one  side  and  colored  on  the  other,  occupy  the  mid- 
dle aisle,  where  they  have  the  best  light.  As  to  the  new  de- 
partment, ptir  exu'licnccy  every  one  is  talking  of  it,  and  it  has 
proved  a  success  even  beyond  the  most  sanguine  expecta- 
tions of  its  founders.  I  went  down  into  the  work-room  yes- 
terday, where  some  forty  or  more  women  were  sewing,  and 
which  occupies  the  immense  basement  under  the  whole 
building,  and  saw  the  cloaks  and  suits  already  finished,  as 
well  as  the  Worth  importations.  Will  you  think  me  a 
heretic,  Em,  that  I  liked  those  made  in  the  store  better 
than  the  great  man-milliner's  productions?  It  is  a  fact, 
and  there  was  one  of  the  latter  made  in  that  delightfully 
mysterious  fashion  of  his  of  mixing  materials  till  you  don't 
know  which  is  dress  and  which  is  trimming,  all  of  that  gold 
and  many  colored  brocade,  and  dusky  green-brown  velvet, 
with  a  perfect  tangle  of  parti-colored  passementerie  and  rain- 
bow beads,  with  many-hued  acorn  fringe  edging  it,  running 
up  across  one  hip,  and  losing  itself  somewhere  in  the  intri- 
cate evolutions  of  the  collant  overskirt  and  train  ;  and  an- 
other in  olive  green  silk  and  velvet,  similarly  trimmed  with 
chenille  fringe.  But  their  peer,  I  think,  is  the  black  cos- 
tume, of  brocade  and  plain  silk  combined,  trimmed  with 
broad  spiral  coils  of  passementerie  and  beaded  fringe.  Of 
out-door  wraps  there  are  even  morealready  completed,  many 
of  which  are  orders  from  both  old  and  new  customers  of  the 
firm.  An  exceedingly  handsome,  and  at  the  same  time  orig- 
inal design,  was  a  dolman  of  matelass^  cloth,  with  a  deep 
round  cape,  which  was  so  contrived  that  the  underskirt  came 
only  to  the  waist  line,  leaving  a  single  thickness  only  of  the 
goods  over  the  shoulders.  The  trimming  of  this  model  was 
unique  in  the  extreme,  and  consisted  of  a  row  of  small  round- 
pointed  tabs,  bound  with  silk,  and  laid  on  overlapping  each 
other  in  a  double  row,  with  the  effect  of  wheat  sheaves.  I 
have  n't  given  you  the  idea,  I  fear,  as  I  ought,  but  you  can 
conjure  it  out  The  front  was  fastened  with  clusters  of  the 
same  trimming  mingled  with  lace,  and  both  cape  and  skirt 
were  bordered  with  the  same,  from  under  which  you  could 
catch  occasional  glimpses  of  a  rich  whalebone  fringe,  that 
acted  as  a  background.  This  wrap  will  be  christened  the 
"Golden  Gate  Park."  But  the  prince  of  all,  which  I  pro- 
phesy will  have  made  the  great  sensation  at  their  opening  of 
Wednesday  last,  is  a  deep  sacque  of  corded  silk  and  satin 
combined,  and  trimmed  with  the  broadest  and  heaviest  of 
whalebone  trimming,  a  quarter  of  a  yard  in  width,  on  sleeves 
and  skirt.  The  body  of  the  sacque  is  made  in  alternate 
siripes  of  silk  and  satin,  and  is  quilted  and  wadded  through- 
out. I  wish  I  had  time  to  tell  you  of  more  of  them,  but  i 
have  not,  for,  like  poor  Joe,  I  must  "  move  on  "  to  something 
else.  The  children's  suits  in  poplins  and  silk  are  very  hand- 
some samples  of  what  is  to  be  done  for  the  little  ones,  and 
there  are  pretty  suits  for  quite  large  children,  as  low  as  six 
dollars.  I  may  mention,  is  passing,  that  it  is  the  intention  to 
present  black  cashmere  suits  for  ladies,  in  the  ne.xt  week  or 
so,  ranging  from  530  upward.  I  am  told  that  corduroy  is 
coming  in  again  for  travehng  suits.  It  is  made  up  in  com- 
bination with  cloth,  and  the  cloaks  to  wear  with  them  are  of 
soft  .Angora  rloth,  have  capes  bordered  with  silk,  lined  loops, 
and  the  short  sleeves  are  made  to  resemble  elephant  pattes. 
Some  have  pointed  hoods.  The  newest  coatings  for  suits 
are  loosely  woven,  and  not  twilled,  as  heretofore,  with  occa- 
sional dashes  of  Thurs  red  or  mandarin  yellow.  The  lead- 
ing colors,  indeed,  will  be  this  fall  these  two,  together  with 
navy  blue,  hazel  brown,  rcsida  and  drabs.  These  coatings 
arc  intended  for  entire  suits,  either  with  a  long  cloak,  ca- 
saque  .i  la  Louis  Qiuttorzi^  or  coat  and  vest.  .As  kilts  will  be 
very  heavy  in  these  materials,  plain  gored  skirts,  trimmed 
around  with  tlat  braids,  will  be  ihe  style  most  in  vogue.  Ver>' 
handsome  samples  of  these  are  to  be  found  at  Doane  &  Hen- 
shelwood's.  Foulards  are  steadily  gaining  ground,  and 
plushes  still  be  used  over  silk  for  d^mi  evening  toilets.  I 
see  :here  are  some  of  those  lovely  eiderdown  bed  quilts  at 
'-^r  i.erSjjust  received  They  are  made  up  in  satins,  and 
\ir.asomeIy  embroidered.    The  new  mottled  dress  goods  in 


silk  and  wool,  and  of  the  heavier  grades,  are  there  in  dress 
patterns,  just  enough  for  a  polonaise,  or  skirt  and  basque,  in 
each.  Their  black  embroidered  velvets  are  of  the  latest  pat- 
terns, and  those  which  they  have  now  are  even  handsomer 
than  they  have  ever  yet  been,  I  believe.  Mr.  Chester  prides 
himself  somewhat  on  his  stock  of  laces,  and  very  justly,  too, 
for  there  are  some  lovely  barbes  and  ties.  Samuels,  at  the 
Lace  House,  is  running  some  other  stores  very  hard  in  the 
matter  of  fans.  I  saw  some  tortoise  shell  and  gray  mara- 
bouts, this  morning,  that  were  just  perfect,  and  there  were 
also  skeleton  fans  of  the  same,  but  without  tops,  in  order 
that  one  may  have  the  latter  made  to  order,  if  desired. 
These  last  ate  only  $16.  You  don't  know  where  Kosers  is  ? 
Wh)',  on  Market,  not  far  above  Bancroft's.  By  the  way,  I 
saw  another  patent  there  this  morning,  cuter  in  its  way  than 
even  the  sofa  beds  I  lokl  juu  of.  This  was  a  single  instead 
of  a  double  bed,  which,  when  closed,  makes  a  large,  easy 
arm-chair.  The  price  of  this  is  $25,  and  it  is  just  what  you 
need  for  your  sitting-room.  I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you 
that  our  good  friend,  Mr.  Vickcry,  has  removed  to  No.  23 
Kearny  Street,  next  door  to  Snow  &  May's,  and  is  daily 
expecting  a  large  collection  of  the  choicest  and  rarest  kera- 
mics,  now  being  selected  for  him  abroad  by  a  comioisseur  in 
such  matters.  More,  loo,  of  those  old  and  rare  engravings 
you  have  heard  so  much  about.  What  on  earth,  you  will 
exclaim,  is  the  Wing-Wang?  Well,  it  is  a  strip  of  paper 
four  times  as  long  as  it  is  wide,  and  with  pointed  flaps  at- 
tached to  three  sides  of  the  upper  quarter  of  its  length.  The 
two  lower  quarters  are  folded  together,  making  a  square 
sheet,  this  is  then  folded  down  twice-upon  itself,  bringing  the 
little  pointed  flaps  uppermost  for  sealing,  and  is  one  of  the 
latest  devices  in  note  paper  for  bothering  correspondents  who 
are  fully  committed  to  the  simple  old-fashioned  square  en- 
velopes and  plain  sheet.  This,  I  doubt,  not  1  shall  find  at  Bil- 
lings, ilarbourn  &  Co's.,  on  Montgomery'  Street,  at  Beach's 
old  stand,  when  all  those  big  packing  boxes  come  to  be  un- 
done next  week.  In  the  stock  already  on  hand,  which  they 
are  selling  off  this  week  under  cost,  I  found  several  differ- 
ent styles  of  lap  tablets,  for  travelers'  or  invalids'  use,  that 
are  so  fashionable  at  the  East  just  now.  They  come  in  the 
genuine  Russia  leather,  lined  with  silk  and  satin,  and  in  can- 
vas bound  in  Russia.  With  the  Mackinnon  pen,  one  could 
have  nothing  left  to  desire  in  the  way  of  literary  equipment. 
While  on  such  matters,  let  me  advise  your  reading  Clarence 
Cook's  book,  "  The  House  Beautiful,"  a  collection  of  his 
charming  essays  on  house-furnishings  and  decorations,  that 
lately  appeared  in  Scnl>mf^s  Magazine,  He  says  somewise 
things  and  makes  many  excellent  suggestions,  as,  for  example, 
making  a  wardrobe  and  decorating  it  with  pictures  cut  from 
that  wonderful  contribution  to  childish  literature,  Walter 
Crane's  Baby  Opera.  The  wardrobe  should  be  made  of  plain, 
pine  wood,  thoroughly  shellacked,  and,  in  a  short  time,  it  will 
come  to  look  as  rich  as  satin  wood.  It  would  certainly  be  a 
desirable  addition  to  nursery  furniture.  On  pages  62  and  63 
are  cuts  of  a  settee  convertible  into  a  table  ;  and  there  is  on 
another  a  sofa  with  movable  cushions,  that  struck  me  as  be- 
ing an  admirable  suggestion  for  the  use  of  the  Vienna  bent 
wood  furniture— at  Ackerman's — 1  mentioned  in  my  last. 
The  book  itself  I  found  at  Roman's.  What  pretty  hats  they 
are  getting  up  nowadays  for  little  boys.  I  have  noticed  sev- 
eral lately  in  the  street,  and,  thinking  likely  you  might  like 
to  know  something  of  the  incoming  styles  for  Harr)',  I 
stopped  in  at  Miller's,  on  Montgomery  Street,  and  looked 
over  some  just  got  in.  ,The  turban,  in  several  varieties,  seems 
the  reigning  favorite.  Ver>'' pretty  ones,  of  diagonal  striped 
cloths  .with  broad  velvet  band,  fancy  bow,  and  gilt  ornament, 
come  at  from  $1.50  to  $2,  and  all  velvet  somewhat  higher. 
The  Glengarry  always  maintain  what  the  politicians  call  a  re- 
spectable "constituency,"  especially  among  the  English  and 
Scotch  residents  on  this  side  the  water  ;  but  it  is  seldom  an 
American  uses  so  distinctively  national  an  article  of  dress. 
They  come  very  handsomely  gotten  up.  In,  straws,  that  have 
almost  had  their  day  now,  the  most  desirable  is  the  mixed 
black  and  white  Durham  braid,  that  will  bear  any  amount  of 
abuse,  and  is,  therefore,  a  most  fitting  headgear  for  Young 
California.  A  pleasant  little  episode  was  the  visit  of  Post- 
master-General Key  and  party  to  the  Diamond  Palace,  on 
Monday.  I  hear  they  expressed  unbounded  delight  at  ev- 
er)thing  there,  and  substantially,  too,  for  the  Postmaster- 
General  himself  carried  away  between  six  and  seven  hun- 
dred dollars  worth  of  the  quartz  and  moss  agate  specimen 
jewelry  alone.  "  The  Colonel  "  has  some  charming  new  de- 
signs in  dead-gold  jewelry,  and  particularly  in  the  long  pins, 
set  with  diamonds.  The  only  gold  jewelry  I  have  ever  seen 
that  I  really  like  is  that  made  up  in  the  form  of  roses  and 
buds,  half  open  walnuts  and  leaves,  and  similar  devices,  in 
oxidized  gold,  three  or  four  different  colors  being  employed. 
'      Yours,  always,  LiLiAS  Dubois. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  September  az,  X878, 


Crab  Soup. 

Atustcmelon. 

Broiled  Quails  on  Toast. 

StrifiK  Beans.         Baked  Tomatoes. 

Koast  Veal,  Sweet  Potatoes. 

Asparagus  Salad. 

Blackberries  and  Cream.     Sponge  Cake  Pudding. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Figs,  Grapes,  Peaches,  Pears,  Plums,  and  Apples. 

To  Make  Ckab  Soup. — See  Vol.  I,  No.  27. 

To  Make  Sponge  Cake  Pcdiunc. — One  and  a  half  cups  sugar,  two  cups 
flour,  half  a  cup  cold  water,  three  eggs,  one  and  a  half  teaspoonfuls  baking  pow- 
der, a  little  salt.  Beat  eggs  separately.  Steam  in  pudding  mould  one  hour,  and 
serve  with  a  rich  liquid  satice. 


A  Scotch  clergyman  has  pointed  out  a  remarkable  mis- 
print occurring  in  all  editions  uf  Shakspeare's  works,  and 
never  before  noticed,  by  which  the  bard  is  made  to  say: 
*'  Sermons  in  stones,  books  in  the  running  brooks,  and  good 
in  everything,"  when  what  he  really  said  was  undoubtedly, 
"Sermons  in  books,  stones  in  the  running  brooks,  and  good 
in  everything." 

What  free-bom  American  would  have  stood  on  a  barrel 
on  the  public  square  twenty  years  ago  and  predicted  that  the 
day  would  yet  come  when  every  grocery  in  the  land  would 
brazenly  tack  up  the  sign  of  "  Don't  Ask  for  Credit  ?  " 

Calumny  and  detraction  are  but  sparks,  which,  if  you  do 
not  blow  them,  will  go  out  of  themselves. 


Be  rigid  to  yourself  and  gentle  to  others.^Ctf///««"«^, 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.«VII, 


By  an  Early  Califomian. — San  Francisco,  1846. 


Admiral  Wooster  is  having  a  gold -washing  machine 
prepared  similar  to  those  used  in  Chile.  As  soon  as  it  is 
ready  the  Doctor  and  he  will  go  to  Yuba.  My  business 
keeping  me  here,  I  shall  supply  them  with  provisions  and 
whatever  else  they  want,  and  receive  such  returns  as  the 
mining  may  produce.  In  March,  1848,  at  Captain  Sutter's 
request,  Dr.  Fourgeaud,  bound  to  secrecy  at  the  time,  tested 
a  gold  specimen,  and  found  it  pure.  This  test  of  gold  was 
the  first  scientifically  made  in  California.  Neither  Davfsnor 
I  knew  uf  it  when  the  Sacramento  traders  called  upun  us. 
I  passed  Tuesday  evening  at  the  Gillespie's,  then  living  on 
Washington,  corner  of  Brenham  Place.  House  beautifully 
furnished  with  Chinese  furniture,  much  of  it  carved  ;  large 
porcelain  vases  and  bronzes  adorned  the  rooms,  and  our  sur- 
roundings were  so  tasteful  and  comfortable  that  we  could 
have  imagined  ourselves  in  some  eastern  city.  They  have 
brought  with  them  three  Chinese  servants,  perfectly  trained 
— two  men,  and  one  young  woman  named  (I  suppose  by 
themselves)  Marie.  They  are  curiosities,  being  the  first 
natives  of  the  Celestial  Kmpire  who  have  taken  up  a  resi- 
dence in  California.  They  are  much  attached  to  Marie,  and 
she  is  very  faithful  to  them.  The  Chinese,  they  say,  make 
excellent  servants,  and  it  may  be,  although  lovers  of  their  own 
country,  that  more  may  come  lo  us.  Kanackas  who  were 
good-natured  served  pretty  well  before  the  mines  were  dis- 
covered, but  it  is  hard  to  keep  any  one  at  present.  We  are 
more  fortunate  than  our  neighbors  in  having  Jackson,  of 
whom  I  have  written  before,  and  of  whom  I*" —  doubtless  has 
given  you  an  account.  A  good-looking  fellow  with  perfect 
manners  and  a  pleasant  voice,  he  is  an  excellent  cook  and 
valet.  In  the  latter  capacity  Charles  Dickens  had  him  with 
him  for  a  while  on  his  southern  tour.  Mr.  C.  V.  Gillespie 
was  supercargo  and  a  part  owner  of  the  merchandise  brought 
in  the  clipper  brig  Eagle^  which  arrived  here  from  Canton  on 
the  2d  of  February,  1848,  after  the  short  passage  of  45  days, 
perhaps  the  shortest  yet  made  between  the  two  ports.  The 
Eagle  brought  an  assorted  cargo  of  choice  goods.  It  might 
be  called  a  sample  cargo  of  the  choicest  goods — too  choice 
in  some  respects  for  this  new  country.  We  have  reveled  in 
some  of  its  delicacies,  chow-chow,  curry,  ginger,  etc.,  but 
particularly  in  teas  with  flavors  "  undreamt  of  in  your  philoso- 
phy." This  may  be  particularly  owing  to  the  shortness  of 
the  voyage  and  their  consequent  freshness,  but  probably 
more  to  their  superior  quality,  Teas  which  cost,  in  China, 
$1.50  per  pound  we  bought  for  75  cents  and  under.  We  are 
drinking  or  rather  squandering  them  daily,  regardless  of  the 
fact  that  we  may  never  "  look  upon  their  like  again."  The 
town  has  met  with  a  great  loss  in  the  death  of  William  A. 
Leidesdorfif,  one  of  its  most  enterprising  merchants.  He 
came  to  the  country  in  1841  in  the  Baltimore  clipper  Juli- 
ana, a  vessel  of  about  one  hundred  tons,  owned  by  J.  C. 
Jones,  for  some  time  United  States  Consul  at  Honolulu. 
Owing  to  the  jealousy  of  foreigners  then  existing  in  the 
minds  of  the  officicals  of  the  country,  he  was  unable  at  first 
to  have  a  lot  granted  him,  and  was  obliged  to  hire  the  one- 
story  buildings  belonging  to  Juan  Fuller,  an  Englishman, 
who,  married  to  a  Califomian,  owned  and  lived  on  the  hun- 
dred varas  fronting  on  Kearny  Street,  east  side,  and  between 
California  and  Sacramento  Streets.  In  one  of  these  he 
stored  his  goods,  and  in  the  other  took  up  his  residence. 
The  City  Hotel,  one  of  our  most  imposing  buildings,  an 
adobe  with  overhanging  roof  and  wide  piazza,  where  I  passed 
my  first  night  in  California,  was  built  by  him.  And  the  first 
steamer  that  ever  plowed  the  waters  of  the  bay,  the  Sitka^ 
afterward  christened,  on  obtaining  American  papers,  the 
Firejly,  was  imported  by  him  from  New  Archangel.  It  is 
not  larger  than  one  of  our  launches.  During  Mexican  rule 
he  became  Vice-Consul  of  the  United  States,  and  I  under- 
stand that,  as  far  as  in  his  power  lay.  by  rendering  useful 
services  and  dispensing  generous  hospitality,  he  represent- 
ed her  respectably.  When  I  arrived  he  still  used  the  con- 
sular uniform  —  only  that  the  coat  had  changed  its  but- 
tons— the  waistcoat  still  retained  its  pristine  splendor,  and 
he  wore  a  navy  cap.  Short,  of  good  figure,  and  erect,  he 
had  quite  a  military  carriage;  of  dark  complexion,  with  black 
hair  and  eyes,  he  looked  more  like  a  Spaniard  than  a  Dane. 
But  he  claimed  Santa  Cruz  as  his  birthplace.  Under  a  blunt 
and  somewhat  rough  manner  he  carried  a  kindly  heart,  and 
no  one  questioned  his  sincerity.  Leidesdorff  had  been  much 
at  sea,  visiting  the  principal  ports  of  the  world  and  perhaps 
some  of  its  central  cities.  His  life  has  been  filled  with  ad- 
ventures and  dangers,  and  a  certain  mystery  hung  over  such 
portions  of  it  as  were  protrayed  in  his  after-dinner  reminis- 
cences. Having  noticed  the  improvement  and  rise  of  prop- 
erty in  the  Atlantic  States,  he  thought  he  foresaw  what 
would  happen  on  the  Pacific,  and  the  view  he  took  of  San 
Francisco  and  her  future — of  which  the  gold  prospect  formed 
no  part — may  be  prophetic.  But  his  enthusiasm  carried 
him  farther  than  prudence  would  counsel.  A  little  ahead  of 
his  time,  he  hired  money  at  anywhere  between  three  and  ten 
percent,  per  month  for  business  operations,  building  pur- 
poses, and  real  estate  speculations  of  too  great  magnitude 
for  the  moment.  In  consequence  of  this,  when  his  sudden 
death  occurred,  his  affairs  were  found  to  be  much  involved  ; 
he  owed  $80,000,  and  his  estate  was  pronounced  insolvent. 
As  no  will  was  found,  William  D,  M.  Howard  was  appointed 
its  administrator,  with  C.  V.  Gillespie  as  agent  and  manager. 
Soon  after  Leidesdorff's  death  James  Lick  came  to  the  ad- 
ministrator with  his  note  for  $1,600,  bearing  ten  per  cent,  per 
month  interest,  which  he  offered  to  sell  for  $800.  However, 
owing  to  the  delay  that  must  attend"  the  settling  of  the  estate, 
the  discovery  of  gold,  and  the  probable  rise  of  its  lots,  it  is 
thought  it  will  in  time  pay  every  cent  of  its  indebtedness.  I 
can  not  give  a  better  idea  of  Leidesdorff's  character  than  to 
say,  that  when  the  auction  sale  of  water  lots  took  place, 
hearing  that  one  of  the  owners  of  property  on  Montgomery 
Street,  then  absent,  had  instructed  his  agent  7iot  to  buy  the 
lots  in  front  of  his  land,  he  went  to  the  gentleman  and  told 
him  he  must  buy.  "Bid  them  in,"  said  he.  "  If— —  won't 
take  them,  I  will."  Of  course,  the  lots  were  bought  and 
kepiy  and  became  a  large  fortune  to  their  owners.  Such  was 
Leidesdorff — always  full  of  impulses  of  a  generous  nature. 
Water  and  gas  projects  for  the  future  city  already  figured  in 
his  active  mind,  and  an  overland  railroad  was  a  part  of  hia 
cread.  James  C.  Ward, 
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THE      ARGONAtfT. 


INTAGLIOS. 


My  Wolves. 
Three  gaunt,  grim  wolves  that  hunt  for  men, 

Three  gaunt,  grim  wolves  there  be  ; 
And  one  is  Hunger,  and  one  is  Sin, 

And  one  is  Misery. 

I  sit  and  think  till  my  heart  is  sore. 
While  the  wolf  or  the  wind  keeps  shaking  the  door. 
Or  peers  at  his  prey  throiSgh  the  window-pane, 
Till  his  ravenous  eyes  burn  into  my  brain. 

And  I  cry  to  myself,  "  If  the  wolf  be  Sin, 
He  shall  not  come  in — he  shall  not  come  in;" 
But  if  the  wolf  be  Hunger  or  Woe, 
He  will  come  to  all  men,  whether  or  no! 

For  out  in  the  twilight,  stern  and  grim, 
A  destiny  weaves  man's  life  for  him. 

As  a  spider  weaves  his  web  for  (lies  ; 
And  the  three  grim  wolves,  Sin,  Hunger,  and  Woe, 
A  man  must  fi^ht  them,  whether  or  no, 

Though  oft  m  the  struggle  the  fighter  dies. 

To-night  I  cry  to  God  for  bread, 
To-morrow  oight  I  shall  be  dead ; 
For  the  fancies  are  strange  and  scarcely  sane 
That  flit  like  spectres  through  my  brain. 
And  I  dream  of  the  lime,  long,  long  ago. 
When   I  knew  not  Sin,  and  Hunger,  and  Woe. 

There  are  three  wolves  that  hunt  for  men. 

And  I  have  met  the  three, 
And  one  is  Hunger,  and  one  is  Sin, 

And  one  is  Misery  ; 
Three  pairs  of  eyes  at  the  window-pane 
Are  burned  and  branded  into  my  brain. 

Like  signal  lights  at  sea. 

— Fi'anch  Geary  Fairfield  in  Scribner. 


Through  the  Mist. 
We  walked  one  night,  the  moon  was  down. 

And  yet  we  never  wist 
'Twas  so,  for  all  the  quiet  stars 

Were  shining  through  the  mist. 

Right  through  the  field,  across  the  brook. 

How  tight  I  held  her  wrist  ! 
She  could  not  see  the  stepping  stones 

Ey  starlight  through  the  mist. 

And  when  we  neared  her  garden  gate, 

Ah,  how  could  I  resist, 
When  all  the  stars  were  winking  so, 

And  shining  through  the  mist? 

Oh,  happiest  night  of  all  the  nights. 

When  first  my  loved  I  kissed  ! 
While  silently  the  blessed  stars 

Were  shining  through  the  mist. 

E.  P.  Mathews. 


Folded  Haads. 
They  were  so  helpless  when  I  saw  them  first. 

The  tiny  fingers  could  not  clasp  a  thing, 
But  folded  lay  upon  the  breast  that  nursed. 

Too  weak  to  wander  and  too  frail  to  cling, 

I  saw  them  when  the  years  had  given  them  strength 
To  clasp  life's  joys  with  passion's  impulse  bold — 

Two  restless  hands  that  found  their  rest  at  length. 
And  folded  lay  within  another's  hold. 

I  saw  them  strained  with  labor's  patient  strife. 
Worn  with*  the  burden  that  they  could  not  bear ; 

First  weakly  raised  against  the  woes  of  life. 
Then  folded  m  the  calmness  of  despair. 

One  day  we  found  them  lying  waxen  white 

Upon  a  breast  grown  strangely  calm  and  cold; 

We  softly  hid  them  then  from  out  of  sight, 
The  folded  hands  that  never  shall  unfold. 

—Harp,;rs. 


Discontent. 
Two  boats  rocked  on  the  river. 

In  the  shadow  of  leaf  and  tree  ; 
One  was  in  love  with  the  harbor ; 

One  was  in  love  with  the  sea. 

The  one  that  loved  the  harbor 

The  winds  of  fate  outbore. 
But  held  the  other,  longing. 

Forever  against  the  shore. 

The  one  that  rests  on  the  river. 
In  the  shadow  of  leaf  and  tree, 

With  wistful  eyes  looks  ever 
To  the  one  far  out  at  sea. 

The  one  that  rides  the  billow. 

Though  sailing  fair  and  fleet. 
Looks  back  to  the  peaceful  river. 

To  the  harbor  safe  and  sweet. 

One  frets  against  the  quiet 

Of  the  moss-grown  shaded  shore ; 

One  sighs  that  it  may  enter 
That  harbor  nevermore. 

One  wearies  of  the  dangers 

Of  the  tempest's  rage  and  wail ; 

One  dreams,  amid  the  lilies. 
Of  a  far-off  snowy  sail. 

Of  all  that  life  can  teach  us 

There's  naught  so  true  as  this : 

The  winds  of  fate  blow  ever, 

But  ever  blow  amiss.  C.   R. 


Thorwaldsen. 

We  often  fail  by  searching  far  and  wide 

For  what  lies  close  at  hand.     To  serve  our  turn 
We  ask  fair  wind  and  favorable  tide, 
-    From  the  dead  Danish  sculptor  let  us  learn 
To  make  Occasion,  not  to  be  denied ; 
Against  the  sheer,  precipitous  mountain  side 
Thorwaldsen  carved  his  Lion  at  Lucerne. 

T.   B.  Aldrich. 


Under  the  Lindens. 

Under  the  lindens  lately  sat 
A  couple,  and  no  more,  in  chat ; 
I  wonaered  what  they  would  be  at 
Under  the  lindens, 

I  saw  four  eyes  and  four  lips  meet ; 
I  heard  the  words,  "How  sweet !  how  sweet ! " 
Had  them  the  fairies  given  a  treat 
Under  the  lindens'^ 

I  pondered  long,  and  could  not  tell 
What  dainty  pleased  them  both  «;o  well ; 
Bees  !  Bees  !  was  it  your  hydromel 
Under  the  lindens? 

Walter  Savage  Landor. 


The  Penitent  at  Prayer. 

Beneath  the  grand  cathedral's  lofty  dome 

The  penitent  kneels  upon  the  marble  floor, 
With  eyes  uplifted  to  the  heavenly  home. 

Which  never  seemed  so  far  away  before. 
Slowly  and  reverent  he  tells  his  beads. 

And  meditates  upon  the  love  of  Christ ; 
For  him  once  more  his  dying  Saviour  bleeds ; 

Once  more  the  Lamb  of  God  is  sacrificed. 

Peace  comes  to  cheer  his  heart,  and  while  he  prays 
Through  the  high  windows  of  the  dome  there  steals 

A  flood  of  golden  sunlight,  and  the  rays 
Fall  like  a  benediction  where  he  kneels. 

And  through  his  tears  he  fancies  he  can  trace 

A  smile  upon  the  Virgin's  pictured  face. 


ROMANCE    OF   A   POSTAGE -STAMP. 
May  and  December  not  Mated. 

I  breathed  more  freely  after  it  was  over.  It  was  a 
temptation  resisted— but  I  felt  better  after  having  done 
it.  As  I  was  assorting  the  letters,  preparatory  to  put- 
ting them  in  the  mail  bag  for  New  York,'  one  letter 
turned  up  and  sent  a  jealous  shock  through  me  that 
set  my  heart  throbbing  and  my  brain  swimming  with 
a  sudden  dizziness.  I  might  have  expected  to  have 
seen  it,  but  not  the  less  did  it  affect  me  when  I  did 
see  it — "Joseph  Norris,  India  Dock,  New  York." 
That  was  the  address— and  I  knew  that  it  was  his,  I 
had  a  dear  little  note  in  that  same  handwriting  next 
to  my  he^rt  then— a  few  graceful  words  thanking  me 
for  a  book  I  had  sent  her— a  Uttle  note  I  had  read 
over  countless  times,  and  kissed  as  often,  wondering 
would  it  displease  her  to  know  how  fondly  I  cherisiied 
it,  I  thrust  the. hateful  letter  out  of  my  sight,  and, 
leaning  my  head  on  the  table,  lived  over  again  the 
hopes,  the  fears,  the  wretchedness  of  the  last  twenty- 
four  hours. 

The  day  before,  while  distributing  the  mail  matter, 
I  came  across  a  letter  addressed  to  myself;  and,  on 
opening  it,  I  learned  that  through  the  generosity  of  a 
distant  relative,  whose  name  I  bore,  I  had  been  left 
in  California  an  inheritance  of  $20,000.  What  a 
change  a  few  strokes  of  a  pen  had  made — transform- 
ing Karl  Bergmann,  postmaster  of  a  secluded  Con- 
necticut village,  into  Karl  Bergmann,  the  pos;iessor  of 
a  competence,  well  invested,  yielding  a  certain  in- 
come !  And  how,  before  my  good  fortune,  I  had 
thought  of  Annie  Merrill  as  one  separated  away  from 
me  by  my  poor  circumstances — my  sarlary  barely  sup- 
porting my  mother  and  myself— and  how  could  I  ask 
any  woman  to  share  my  poverty?  Now  that  the  bur- 
den of  poverty  was  most  unexpectedly  lifted  from  me, 
I  fell  at  liberty  to  tell  her  the  hopes  I  never  dared  to 
entertain  till  now.  What  would  her  answer  be?  That 
I  would  learn  that  very  night.  In  the  same  mail  with 
my  letter  was  one  addressed  to  her,  postmarked  New 
York.  Her  correspondence  all  passed  through  my 
hands,  but  I  had  never  seen  that  writing  before.  That 
was  no  weak,  wavering,  feminine  style  ;  it  was  large, 
clear,  decisive — the  writing  of  a  self-possessed  man. 
Who  could  the  writer  be?  Annie's  uncle.  Dr.  Merrill, 
had  male  correspondents  in  New  York  ;  but  this  let- 
ter was  the  first  that  had  come  to  her  since  she  came 
orphaned  from  the  great  city  a  year  before,  and  had 
been  received  into  her  uncle's  heart  and  home.  But 
other  thoughts  put  the  question  of  the  letter  out  of 
my  mind,  I  sent  by  a  messenger  a  few  hurried  lines 
to  my  mother  to  prepare  lier  for  our  good  fortune, 
and  then  counted  the  hours  that  would  pass  before  I 
could  offer  my  inheritance  to  Annie,  encumbered  with 
its  possessor.  When  I  reached  home  I  found  her 
there  before  me  ;  my  mother,  who  had  taken  her  into 
her  favor  from  the  first — her  sweetness  and  orphaned 
situation  proving  a  passport  to  her  heart — had  sent 
for  Annie  lo  communicate  the  good  news  to  her.  She 
was  strangely  quiet,  I  thought,  and  there  was  a  troub- 
led look  in  her  blue  eyes  I  never  saw  there  before.  In 
fact,  after  a  while,  a  subdued  feeling  stole  over  us  all. 
Annie's  disquiet  seemed  to  impart  itself  to  us,  I  was 
thinking  how  I  could  venture  to  tell  her  all  my  hopes, 
and  my  mother,  guessing  what  my  thoughts  were,  left 
us  together  most  of  the  evening,  but  my  heart  failed 
me.  It  was  only  when  I  was  walking  home  with  An- 
nie to  Dr.  Merrill's  that  I  found  courage  to  speak. 
She  led  me  on  by  saying  that  I  must  not  think  from 
her  silence  that  she  did  not  rejoice  in  the  happy  change 
in  my  prospects,  but  no  one  could  be  more  sincere  in 
their  congratulations  than  herself.  I  answered,  that 
my  good  fortune  would  be  valueless  to  me  unless  I 
could  share  it  with  the  girl  I  loved. 

"The  girl  you  love?"  she  repeated,  question- 
ingly. 

I  felt  her  hand  tremble  on  my  arm. 

"The  girl  I  love,"  I  answered,  in  tones  that  she 
might  have  interpreted,  but  failed  to  do  so. 

' '  She  ought  to  be  a  happy  woman, ''  she  continued. 
' '  May  I  ask  if  I  know  her  ?  " 

"  If  you  know  her  1 "  I  cried  ;  "  If  you  know  her  ! 
Oh,  who  could  it  be  but  you?  *' 

"Me?" 

She  drew  her  hand  quickly  away  from  my  arm  and 
stood  quite  still  before  me. 

"  Me  !     Oh,  did  you  say  me?" 

And  then  I  saw  the  moonlight  falling  on  her  face, 
and  it  was  not  the  face  of  a  girl  shining  with  happy 
confusion  when  she  hears  the  story  of  his  love  from 
the  man  whom  she  prefers.  It  was  pale  and 
shocked,  and  then  she  hid  it  from  me  in  her  hands 
and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Don't  cry,  dear,''  said  I.  "  I  never  thought  to 
wound  you.'' 

"  I  thought  you  knew,"  she  went  on,  sobbingly. 
"  I  thought  my  uncle  might  have  told  you,  lam 
going  to  marry  Mr.  Norris.  Oh,  can  you  forgive 
me?  " 

She  stretched  out  her  little  hands  imploringly.  I 
took  them  in  mine  and  kissed  them — they  were  sacred 
to  me ;  they  belonged  to  another,  and  I  kissed  them 
while  my  heart  was  breaking, 

"Forgive  you,  my  darling!"  I  said.  "I  would 
forgive  you  if  it  killed  me,  I  think.  Don't  grieve, 
Annie  ;  I  will  try  to  bear  it." 

We  parted  at  her  uncle's  without  another  word, 
and  I  went  home  to  the  motherly  heart  that  I  knew 
would  suffer  with  me,  but  whose  tender  sympathy 
would  uphold  me  in  this  hour  of  bitter  trial. 

The  ne.xt  day  I  sent  off  my  resignation  to  Wash- 
ington, for  my  mother  and  I  agreed  to  leave  the 
village  where  we  had  passed  so  many  quiet  years.  It 
was  in  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  that  the  letter 
of  which  I  had  spoken,  that  I  now  knew  was  for  my 
rival,  attracted  my  attention.  I  took  it  up  reluctant- 
ly— I  felt  that  I  would  as  readily  have  touched  a 
poisonous  snake — and  was  just  about  to  put  the  post- 
mark on  it  when  I  saw  that  the  stamp  upon  it,  in- 
stead of  being  a  postal  one,  was  a  revenue  stamp, 
and  that  the  letter,  instead  of  speeding  off  on  wings 
of  love  to  New  York,  must  be  consigned  to  the  Dead 
Letter  office,  in  Washington.  With  a  thrill  of  sav- 
age delight  I  flung  it  into  the  bo.x  appropriated  to  the 
reception  of  such  castaways,  and  went  on  with  my 
evening's  work.  With  that  work  I  went  on  mechani- 
cally, but  my  thoughts  were  not  agreeably  employed. 
That,  then,  was  the  answer  to  the  missive  she  had  re- 
ceived. But  it  should  be  long  before  he  would  get 
it — get  it  too  late,  perhaps,  for  an  explanation,  for 
a  misunderstanding  between  lovers  had  often  arisen 
from  a  slighter  cause  than  the  non-arrival  of  an  ex- 
pected letter.  I  pictured  him  waiting  and  longing  for 
the  letter  that  would  not  come  ;  and  she,  poor  girl, 
how  her  tender  heart  would  be  tortured  by  his  im- 
agined neglect  when  no  answer  would  be  forthcom- 
ing I  She,  I  knew,  would  suffer  in  silence,  and  I 
fondly  hoped  that  he  would  do  the  same.  So  I 
locked  up  the  mail-bag  and  waited  for  the  messenger 
to  carry  it  to  the  station.  The  expres::  would  pass  in 
an  hour  and  half ;  and  then  a  struggle  began  in  my 


heart.  The  mis-stamped  letter  seemed  to  look  re- 
proachfully at  me  from  the  box  into  which  I  had 
thrown  it,  and  seemed  to  whisper  to  me  that  one  lit- 
tle act  of  mine  could  send  it  unimpeded  on  its  mis- 
sion. 

No  one,  I  believe,  unless  he  was  in  my  situation, 
actuated  by  the  same  despairing,  selfishly  hopeful 
feelings  that  were  over-mastering  me,  cotild  under- 
stand what  a  base  impulse  I  conquered  when  at  last, 
after  a  hour's  temptation,  I  took  that  letter  from  its 
resting  place,  substituted  a  postage  stamp  for  the 
revenue  one,  opened  the  mail  bag  and  let  it  go. 
Then  after  it  was  done  some  hot  tears  gushed  to  my 
eyes.  It  was  my  last  hope,  and  I  could  not  help  in- 
dulging some  weakness  over  its  grave. 

The  ne.xt  mail  from  New  York  arrived  three  days 
after.  I  had  the  poor  satisfaction  of  seeing  there- 
suits  of  my  good  action  in  a  letter  in  the  handwriting 
of  my  rival,  addressed  to  Annie,  make  its  unwished- 
for  appearance,  as  I  knew  it  would,  and  shortly  after 
Dr.  Merrill  took  it  away  with  him  as  he  called  for  his 
mail.  Loungers  came  in  and  out  of  the  office,  and 
went  away,  finding  me  little  disposed  for  conversa- 
tion. Nothing  yet  was  known  in  the  village  of  my 
acquisition,  so  I  was  spared  the  pain  of  listening  to 
congratulations  that  I  was  in  no  mood  to  hear. 
When  I  went  home  that  evening  I  was  surprised  to 
find  my  motherabsenl,  and  still  more  surprised  when, 
on  opening  a  note  she  had  left  for  me,  I  learned  she 
was  with  Annie  at  Dr.  Merrill's,  and  that  I  was  to 
follow  here  there.  Hopeless  as  I  felt,  the  prospect 
of  seeing  Annie  again  promised  me  only  a  painful 
pleasure,  but  still  the  thought  of  being  near  her  had 
a  sweet  and  sad  fascination  that  I  could  not  resist. 
When  I  reached  the  doctor's  I  found  himself  and  my 
mother  seated  in  his  office,  so  intent  on  the  moves  of 
a  knight's  gambit,  that  a  mere  nod  on  my  entrance 
showed  their  consciousness  of  my  arrival.  Annie 
was  not  there;  I  found  her  in  the  parlor  standing 
upon  the  hearth  rug,  the  glow  of  the  firelight  shining 
upon  her  golden  hair  and  a  glow  of  eager,  happy  ex- 
pectation in  her  look  that  was  new  to  her  sweet  face. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,"  she  said,  giving  me  her 
hand.  "I  have  been  impatient  for  your  coming — I 
will  tell  you  why.  There  is  a  question  I  want  you  to 
answer.  It  perple.xes  me,  and  somehow  I  think  I  can 
look  to  you  for  its  solution.  You  remember  a  letter 
i  received  in  the  early  part  of  the  week?  " 

She  hesitated  and  cast  down  her  eyes. 
■  "  I  have  too  good  a  reason  ever  to  forget  it,"  I  an- 
swered bitterly. 

I  saw  her  face  flush.     She  went  on. 

"I  answered  that  letter  the  next  day.  It  was  of 
vital  importance  to  me  that  it  should  go  then,  as  there 
would  be  no  other  mail  for  several  days.  I  was  trou- 
bled when  I  wrote  it,  and  stamped  it  on  my  uncle's 
desk  while  the  messenger  was  waiting  to  take  it  to  the 
office.  I  found,  too  late,  that  I  had  mis-stamped  it. 
I  have  been  utterly  wretched  for  the  past  few  days  on 
account  of  that  mistake.  I  knew  too  well  what  the 
fate  of  my  letter  would  be.  Judge  then  how  relieved 
I  felt  when  my  uncle  brought  me  this" — taking  from 
the  mantelpiece  the  letter  that  had  come  that  morn- 
ing. "  If  it  escaped  your  keen  obser\ation,  how  did 
my  letter  pass  the  eyes  of  the  New  York  officials  un- 
detected ?    This  is  my  question.'' 

"  Her  eyes  searched  my  face. 
I  took  her  hand  in  my  own." 

"  Annie, ''^aid  1,  "  I  believe  I  could  make  no  one 
understand  what  it  cost  my  jealous  heart  to  rectify 
the  mistake,  but  I  did  it.  I  knew  it  must  be  in  an- 
swer to  that  letter  that  you  spoke  of  a  few  nights  ago. 
It  ought  to  prove  to  you  how  unselfishly  I  love  you, 
my  darling,  when  I  re-stamped  it  and  sent  it  on  its 
way  to  him.  I  never  thought  you  would  find  it  out. 
I  did  it  to  spare  you  a  moment's  uneasiness.  If  the 
man  you  love  cares  for  you  as  much  as  I  do,  he  will 
make  your  life  a  happy  one." 

"  How  can  I  repay  your  generosity?"  she  said,  in 
a  voice  tremulous  with  feeling.  "  You  could  not  have 
acted  better  if  you  had. had  a  peep  at  the  contents  of 
that  letter.  But  your  regard  may  be  claimed  when 
you  read  this." 

She  handed  me  the  letter  and  glided  out  of  the 
room,  I  took  it  over  to  the  shaded  lamp  and  read 
the  following  : 

"  Dear  Annie  : — When  beside  your  father's  dying 
bed  we  entered  into  an  engagement  of  marriage,  I 
felt  as  he  did,  that  the  interest  of  the  firm  of  which 
he  and  I  were  partners  would  be  best  sustained  by 
our  union. 

"  I  wrote  to  you  notifying  you  of  my  readiness  to 
fulfill  my  part  of  the  agreement,  and  requesting  you 
to  be  ready  to  return  with  me  on  Saturday  as  my  wife. 
You  say  to  me  that  I  must  not  come.  There  is  but 
one  explanation  to  this  refusal,  and  that  is  that  you 
have  seen  some  one  who  pleases  you  better  than  your 
humble  servant.  It  is  but  natural,  child  ;  I  cannot 
blaine  you.  The  young  should  mate  with  the  young, 
and  I  am  too  much  your  senior  to  e.xpect  to  awake'in 
your  youthful  heart  feelings  that  have  long  been  life- 
less in  my  own.  I  release  you  from  a  promise  that  I 
am  now  aware  was  made  by  you  under  the  pressure 
of  the  sad  circumstances.  But  this  fact  can  never  af- 
fect the  fatherly  regard  I  have  entertained  for  the  only 
child  of  my  dear  old  friend.'' 

I  read  no  further.  Here  was  my  reward.  And  how 
nearly  I  had  lost  it  by  the  desire  of  gratifying  an  un- 
generous impulse  !  Annie  has  since  assured  me  that 
had  Joseph  Norris  arrived  on  the  day  designated,  so 
great  was  her  awe  of  her  father's  old  partner,  that  she 
never  would  have  had  the  courage  to  contend  against 
her  destiny.  Indeed,  the  circumstance  of  having 
made  the  error  she  did,  in  mis-stamping  the  letter, 
seemed  to  her  troubled  mind  significant  of  a  deep 
meaning,  and  that  even  beyond  the  grave  her  father 
sought  to  control  her  actions. 

Annie  did  not  return  to  the  parlor.  I  found  her 
seated  in  the  Doctor's  office,  apparently  interested  in 
the  game  which  just  at  the  moment  of  my  entrance 
he  brought  to  a  victorious  conclusion. 

"  Check '' 

"  Mate,''  I  cried,  finishing  the  word  for  him,  and, 
catching  Annie  in  my  arms,  heedless  of  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  elderly  pair,  1  demanded  my  reward. 

Well,  Joseph  Norris,  gray-haired,  common-place, 
and  undemonstrative,  came  to  Greenwell  to  otiier  nup- 
tials than  his  own.  He  gave  away  my  dear  one  with 
the  best  of  grace,  and,  after  the  marriage,  congratu- 
lated me  on  my  admission  into  the  firm.  My  ignor- 
ance of  his  meaning  was  so  apparent  that,  with  a  grim 
smile,  he  enlightened  me.  With  my  bride  I  acquired 
a  half  interest  in  an  East  India  firm  in  New  York  and 
Calcutta.  If  Annie  had  chosen  to  appeal  as  an  or- 
phan, dependent  on  the  bounty  of  her  uncle,  she  had 
the  after  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  the  love  she  had 
won  was  offered  to  herself  alone,  and  not  to  the 
golden  store  that  attracts  so  many  suitors. 

"  My  dearest,"  I  sometimes  say  to  her,  "who  would 
think  that,  in  a  great  measure,  we  owe  our  happiness 
to  a  little  postage-stamp?" 


NEW 

BOOKS 

Resumption  and  the  Silver  Question.     By  H.  V.  Poor. 

i2mo $1  50 

Sir  Walter  Scott.     By  Richard  H.  Hutton.     (English 

Men  of  Letters,)     i2mo 75 

Saintly  Workers.     Lenten    Lectures.     By  F.  W.  Far- 

rar.     lamo i  25 

Eternal  Hope.  Sermons.  By  F.  W.  Farrar.  lamo.  i  00 
Duncan,  T.  C.     How  to  be  Plump,  or  Talks  on  Physi- 

oloeical  Feeding.     lamo 50 

Primrose  Path,     A    Novel.     Ey  Mrs.  Oliphant,     8vo, 

paper 50 

Child  and  Woman.     From  the  German  of  Clementine 

Helm.     lamo i  50 

Liquidated.     The  Seer.     Ey  Rudolph  Lindau.     i6mo, 

paper 25 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds,  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne.    i6mo,  paper , 20 

I'he  Arab  Wife.     A  Romance  of  the  Polynesian  Seas. 

i6mo,  paper 25 


721  Market  St.  S.I^ 


FALK'S 

MILWAUKEE    BEER 

If  you  are  going  overland,  or  on  a  picnic, 
or  making  a  trip  by  steamboat  or  steamer,  or 
visiting  in  the  countiy,  let  us  suggest  that  you 
take  with  you  some  of  this  celebrated  Beer. 
It  is  the  very  best  for  these  trips. 

For  sale  by  all  dealers. 

CUTTING  &.  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


EDUCATIONAL! 

French,  Spanish,  and  Italian  taught  by  Prof.  Barthelemy 
de  Filippe,  by  his  easy,  new  method,  saving  months  of 
studies.  Classes  for  beginners  will  be  formed  September 
L'oth;  also  private  lessons.  PACIFIC  BUSINESS  COL- 
LEGE, 320  Post  Street. 

BUTTERICK'8 

PATTERNS-FALL  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalosue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 

ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  GO. 


No.  310  SansOiME  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


NOOK    FARM. 


F' 


\4MILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  country-  will  find  this  a  cheerfu 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery  of  such  endless  variety  as  temp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  County,  Cal. 


RETURNED 


TJAVING  RETURNED   FROM  THE 

East,  I  respectfully  ann6unce  to  my  friends  and  the 
public  that  I  shall  resume  practice  on  Wednesday,  Sept. 
5th,  1878, 

S.  W.  DENNIS,  IVI.  D.,  DENTIST, 

No.  33  KEARNY  STREET. 


R. 


C.  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

224  STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 


'T   J.  PETTIT  &-  CO.'S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 
523  C-^i-iPoKNiA  Strket,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


TheiiK-i..!  1.-.1IL  ..I  .^..i.  .  i.tii^ IS  in  .1  foniewhal 

unsteady  slatt- jU-St  .\i  present,  Hn<l,  while  disappoint- 
ing coinii:  opem  drew  nil  the  fashion  last  week,  un- 
stable society  has  permitted  the  naughty  French  pliiy 
to  be  pnxluceti  at  the  California  this  week  without  any 
great  inieresl.  Are  we  grown  virtuous,  and  shall 
there  he  no  more  cake^  and  ale  ?  Shall  ginger  be  hoi 
i'  ihe  mouth  no  longer?  'Twas  not  thus  a  short  year 
ago.  Then  Crane  and  Robson  were  the  heroes  of  so- 
ciety, and  the  shining  dollars  poured  into  the  treasury 
of  the  theiure  — (he  greatest  \K\n  of  thenj  falling  over 
into  the  pockets  o;  the  lucky  actors  ;  then  the  inhab- 
itani-iuf  the  «orld  of  scandal  sought  the  play  with 
avKlitv  (o  obtain  fa-sh  material  for  new  lies  about  their 
acqu-imuinctr ;  then  the  fashionable  hotels  sent  forth 
their  high-toned  hordes— the  hotels,  those  Palaces  of 
Truth,  wliere  each  woman  carries  the  charm'-d  casket ; 
those  stately  piles,  in  whose  dim  corridors  the  Forbid- 
den Fruit  grows,  and  is  plucked,  and  eaten  ;  those 
Paradises,  where  modem  lives  play  the  old.  old  apple 
scene  with  modern  Adams,  till  the  avenging  angel 
comes  as  a  messenger  from  the  office  l>earing  the 
flaming  sword  of  a  demand  for  raised  room  rent ; 
then  gallant  youths,  dad  in  dainty  raiment  that  knew 
no  tailor's  receipt,  gazed  through  ojiera  glasses— sou- 
venirs. i»erhaps.  of  ilelic:ite  tlirtalions— upon  smiling 
tlames.  whoie  toilets  had  a  secret  history  known  only 
to  the  milliners  and  themselves  ;  then  blooming  dam- 
s<.-ls.  who  had  but  a  vague  idea  of  what  it  was  a,li 
about,  occupied  the  lime  between  the  acts  in  search- 
ing vainly  for  familiar  wrinkles  in  their  mothers'  faces, 
and  went  home  after  the  play  was  over,  thinking  that 
it  was  so  mwch  Ix-ller  to  lie  a  free  and  independent 
woman  of  pleasure  than  a  true  wife— an  affectionate 
mother  ;  then  female  beauty  was  represented  by  stud- 
ies in  iKcmetie  lis  and  rouge,  and  Indian  ink  threw 
into  brilliancy  the  unhealthy  flash  of  restless,  wicked 
eyes  ;  then  virtuous  women  were  recognized  by  the 
old-fashioned,  almost  obsolete  beaulifier,  nature's 
own  patent,  erstwhile  ctUled  a  blush  :  and  men  of 
principle  moved  uneasily  in  their  seats  as  the  moral 
of  the  play  was  disclosed.  Are  we  grown  wiser  or 
more  virtuous?  Do  we  look  now  upon  Forbidden 
l-'ruit  as  a  play  unfit  for  moral  senses?  No.  my  dear 
friend,  no.  The  truth  is,  the  dose  is  not  strong 
enough  now.  We  have  passed  such  feeble  excitement, 
such  lame  denouenienis.  and  seek  something  much 
more  violent  in  the  shock  it  gives  us.  some  much  more 
brilliant  fracture  of  the  seventh  commandment.  We 
arc  getting  to  a  point  where  we  are  not  even  satisfied 
with  suggestion,  and  the  cry  in  all  departments  is,  re- 
alism. When,  in  private  life,  the  sight  of  an  outraged 
husband  chasing  a  gentleman  in  comfortable,  but  un- 
beconung,  night-dress  out  of  his  wife's  room  with 
a  revolver,  is  no  unusual  spectacle,  and  the  divorce 
court  is  filled  with  shyster  lawyers  fattening  on  the 
sickening  details,  the  picture  of  two  unfaithful  hus- 
bands caught  in  a  little  escap.ide  at  Creniorne  is  a 
mere  fillip  to  the  appetite.  When  the  daily  papers 
give  us  every  now  and  again  a  couple  of  columns  of 
pliin  and  unrarnished  facts,  throwing  in  an  occasional 
diagram  of  the  situation  to  help  our  feeble  imagina- 
tions, even  French  plays,  with  all  their  naughtiness 
and  freedom  of  suggestion,  fall  Into  uninteresting  in- 
significance. .\lready.  in  some  quarters  of  the  globe, 
some  people  are  praying  for  a  new  vice,  tired  of  all 
the  old  ones.  Forbidden  Fruit,  or  Charge  it  to  litts- 
tir,  is  presented  to  us  with  entirely  the  same  business 
as  before.  It  is  not  a  play  that  admits  of  much  elab- 
oration, because  it  is  one  in  which  the  sitxiations  carry 
all  the  weight,  and  little  is  left  to  the  actors  save  to 
make  those  situations  as  amusing  as  possible.  It  is 
an  ingeniously  constructed  piece  of  work,  full  of  sur- 
prises ;  but  in  that  fact  lies  one  of  the  reasons  why  it 
should  not  live  to  any  age.  When  one  has  seen  it, 
and  knows  exactly  what  he  is  to  expect,  the  effective- 
ness of  the  surprise— which  is  the  basis  of  the  plot — 
is  weakened,  and  a  second  visit  is  much  less  enjoyable. 
Behind  this  surprise,  there  is  nothing  which  appeals  to 
the  intellectual  faculty.  There  is  no  solidity  in  the 
ideas  which  emanate  with  some  crispness  and  even  oc- 
casional brilliancy  from  the  people  in  the  play;  there 
is  no  character  sketching  which  remains  afterward  in 
one's  mind  to  recall  it;  there  is  nothing  but  a  very 
amusing  chain  of  ridiculous  and  more  or  less  im- 
possible situations,  and  even  the  actors  do  not  li%'c 
in  memory  beyond  the  performance.  If  we  saw  any 
actors,  not  altogether  unsuiled  to  the  parts  of  ".  Cato 
Dove"  and  "Sergeant  Buster,"  in  the  piece,  we 
should  not  enjcy  it  much  less;  the  only  adv-anUige 
in  seeing  Kobson  and  Crane  being  one  of  perfect  sat- 
isfaction, which  enables  us  the  belter  to  appreciate 
all  the  points.  There  are  no  two  men  better  fitted  to 
make  it  go  than  those  t\^  o  companions.  The  con- 
trast is  complete,  and  if  Mr.  Robson  had  been  bom 
for  "  Cato  t)ove''  he  could  scarcely  have  been  made  in 
more  suitable  mould  The  same  may  be  said  of  Mr. 
Crane  as  "  BiLster."  As  a  play  it  is  very  much  superior 
to  Our  Bachelon ;  but  it  does  not  give  the  leaders  the 
same  chance  to  develop  their  |>cculiar  powers;  and 
consequently  wc  think  "Jowler"  and  "Bangle" 
show  .Messrs-  Robson  and  Crane  to  better  advantage 
than  the  two  lawyers.  Of  the  company  little  can  be 
said  yet.  Miss  Gussic  de  Forest  has  not  apfxirently 
found  her  line,  and  it  is  unfortunate  for  the  lady. 
probably,  that  she  h.is  opened  here  in  two  parts  in 
which  she  does  iwt  shine.  Not  only  does  she  not 
have  the  opporttmity  to  do  her  best,  but  she  gives 
an  impression  of  not  being  a  very  brilliant  leading 
lady.  She  competes,  in  the  part,  with  our  recollec- 
tion of  an  actress  who  was  eminently  graceful,  and 
perfectly  suitiM  in  natural  manner  to  such  a  |>art  as 
"  .Mrs.  Cato  Dove.''  and  the  cominri^on  gof.-s  much 
ag.iinsl  her.  Her  pcrfomiance  is  not  dove-like  in  any 
way.  and  she  does  not  look  like  a  young  lady  of  the 
necessary  simplicity  and  innocence.  .\fiss  de  For- 
rest, had  she  been  "  Mrs.  Dove,"  would  havebern  .is 
sharp  as  "Mrs.  Buster"  was  to  discover  the  trick 
her  husband  was  playing.  Miss  Long  is  a  stiff  sou- 
brette.  She  wants  the  ease  and  abandon  necessary 
for  "  Zulu,"  and  she  scarcely  rises  to  the  aggressive 
\-jlgarity  becoming  the  character.  Her  voice  does 
Q'jt  seem  to  be  capable  of  the  modulation  indispensa- 
ble to  the  line.      The  two  members  of  the  old  com- 


pany maintain  their  reputation  against  the  new-com- 
ers. Mr.  Wilson's  **  Old  Podd"  is  abetter  perform- 
ance than  before,  and  Mrs.  Saunders  is  an  excep- 
tionally natural  "Mrs.  Buster."  On  Mond.ay  night 
we  are' to  have  the  pleasure  of  witnessing  Mr.  Rob- 
son's  unfortunate  venture.  Tin  Tioo  Men  of  Sandy 
liar.  But  it  will  not  he  in  the  least  astonishing  if  it 
prove  a  great  success  here.  The  weak  point  of  the 
pii-ee in  the  l-Iast  was  Mr.  Robson's  playing  "Colonel 
Starbotile,"  and  as  he  has  given  that  to  Mr.  Crane, 
who  is  eminently  fitted  for  it,  we  fuUy  expect  that  it 
will  retritve  its  fortunes.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  cu- 
riosity to  see  it,  Bret  Harte  having  so  many  admirers 
in  the  city.  On  Friday  night  The  Txoo  Dromios  \\W\ 
Xk  playetl,  with  Crane  and  Robson  as  the  servants, 
and  liarton  Hill  and  Bock  as  the  masters. 


Since  Mr.  Magiiire  has  reduced  the  prices  to  the 
balcony  and  the  gallery  of  Baldwin's  the  house  has 
taken  on  a  nuich  more  cliccrful  and  cosy  api>earancc. 
which  is  a  satisfaction  to  both  audiences  and  actors. 
That  dreary  expanse  of  empty  balcony,  from  the 
Ixilustrade  of  which  the  gaunt  and  hungry  tleas  were 
wont  to  gaze  with  envious  eyes  ujwn  the  tempting 
biiit  below,  has  been  well  filled  during  the  week,  and 
the  obnoxious  irritants  have  Ixx-n  nearly  all  removed 
—by  the  audience.  The  change  w.is  needed,  and  its 
success  shows  that  tliere  is  a  large  class  of  the  com- 
munity who  can  not  go  beyond  fifty  cents  for  a  visit  to 
the  theatre,  and  who  do  not  care  to  go  to  the  gallery 
at  any  price  ;  and  Struck  Oil  was  a  good  piece  with 
which  to  inaugurate  the  new  arrangement.  It  is  en- 
tirely to  the  credit  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  that 
that  piece,  so  dead  a  failure  on  its  first  production 
here,  has  mainnined  a  popularity  almost  uncqualed 
for  such  a  length  of  time.  The  play  is  one  of  a  class 
whose  days  are  numbered,  and  uhicli,  for  the  sake  of 
art,  we  shall  not  be  sorry  to  bury  forever.  To  begin 
v.iih,  it  is  a  plagiarism  of  the  plainest  kind,  and  a 
plagiarism  which  has  ruined  a  pretty  fanciful  story  to 
bring  its  coitrser  elements  within  the  appreciative  ca- 
pacities of  a  second-class  audience,  liip  I'liii  Wirt- 
kle  supplies  most  that  is  good,  and  all  that  is  finest 
in  Irving's  story  is  left  out.  The  introduction  of 
Mrs.  Williamsons  "Lizzie  Stofd"  is  an  idea  bor- 
rowed frpm  the  variety  stage,  and  although  it  rises 
considerably  above  that,  it  does  not  come  up  to 
dramatic  art.  The  plot  is  thin,  and  requires  ex- 
pedients not  supposed  to  belong  to  the  legitimate 
stage  to  eke  it  out  for  three  acts.  1  he  dialogue  has 
not  a  shred  of  intellectual  ability,  and  thrre  is  noth- 
ing in  the  play  throughout  which  appeals  to  the  ed- 
ucated mind.  Those  who  appreciate  the  exquisite 
art  and  fanciful  beauty  of  the  story  of  Rip  i'aii 
UVw-c/f  feci  a  twinge  of  almost  annoyance  that  it 
should  be  travestied,  even  if  that  travesty  is  as  clever 
a  perfomiance  as  thai  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson. 
That  "John  Stofel "  and  "Lizzie  Stofel"  are  co- 
herent, complete,  and  admirable  sketches  is  irue 
enough,  but  they  are  of  the  variety  school,  and  ap- 
peal to  that  class  of  audiences.  The  second  act  is 
not  materially  difterent  from  some  of  those  perform- 
ances given  by  the  Dutch  comedians  in  minstrel 
shows,  and  it  is  not  to  the  credit  of  a  legitimate  audi- 
ence ihai  the  blunders  and  foolery  which  have  been 
so  entirely  exhausted  in  farces  and  nigger  perform- 
ances, should  be  considered  sufficiently  good  to  fill  up 
half  an  hour  in  a  drama.  The  absurdities  of  "John 
Stofel"  are  not  only  childish,  but  in  tlje  construction 
of  the  play  are  mistakes.  The  seriousness  of  the  sit- 
uation, in  which  a  daughter  lakes  leave  of  her  father 
when  he  is  supposed  to  be  entering  on  a  battle  which 
may  cost  him  his  life,  is  considerably  broken  into  by 
the  levity  with  which  she  sings  a  song  about  her 
young  man  just  before  the  parting.  And  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  consistency  to  be  thought  of  when  we 
see  him  marching  inio  the  field  loaded  with  all  sorts 
of  comestibles,  while  his  comrades  keep  strict  order 
in  the  ranks.  W^e  might  quarrel,  too,  with  the  child- 
ish conception  which  makes  the  " Doctor'' leave  a 
case  of  instruments  open  on  the  head  of  an  oil  bar- 
ret in  the  open  air.  in  order  lo  admit  of  "John 
Stofel ''  making  a  juke  about  a  butcher's  shop.  Bui 
the  piece  will  not  bear  criticism,  and  as  it  ser\es  but 
to  move  superficial  emotions,  and  has  just  enough  of 
the  palhelic  thrown  in  to  make  laughier  a  little  of  a 
relief,  il  calls  for  no  deep  consideration.  Mr.  Will- 
iamson has  made  out  of  "John  Stofel  "a  character 
which  has  given  him  a  reputation.  Il  shows  not  so 
much  great  dramatic  talent  as  steady  perseverance 
and  a  close  study  of  effect.  As  an  elaborated  and  de- 
tailed picture  of  an  amusing  and,  in  some  sense. 
quaint  personage,  il  is  worthy  of  all  praise,  and  its 
main  effect  for  good  should  be  on  the  profes- 
sion. From  a  crude  and  incoherent  jumble  of  the 
higher  and  lower  arts  he  has  worked  il  out  lo  at  least 
a  coherent  and  effective  character,  and  in  the  third 
act  he  rises  to  something  like  strong  acting.  The 
semblance  of  madness  is  natiu^l.  and  it  betrays  capa- 
bilities which  he  has,  so  far.  not  utilized  to  their  full 
extent.  It  may  be  admitted  that  Mrs.  Williamson  is 
the  best  Dutch  girl  on  the  stage,  and  "Lizzie 
Stofel''  is  a  much  more  probable  being  than  even  the 
.old  father.  She  has  improved  very  considerably 
since  she  was  here  before,  more  especially  in  voice. 
Her  singing,  now.  is  quite  the  feature  of  her  pierfonn- 
ance.  We  should  like  to  hear  that  sympathetic 
tremolo  that  runs  through  her  voice  in  some  play 
more  worthy  of  a  place  on  the  stage,  and  probably 
some  day  we  shall.  Meantime,  she  does  not  aspire 
to  the  dramatic,  and  she  is  wise  in  one  way,  that  she 
adheres  to  something  that  she  can  do.  We  are  sorry 
to  sec  such  a  capableaclor  as  Mr.  Bishop  confined  to 
such  a  miserable  part  as  the  "Deacon."  He  makes 
a  capital  "  Deacon.''  but  we  shall  be  very  glad  wi.en 
he  comes  across  a  character  worthy  of  his  talents. 
The  rest  of  the  cast  may  be  pemiilted  lo  rest  in 
peace.  The  Chinese  Question — Mr.  Clay  Greene's 
farce — is.  perhaps,  as  poor  an  effort  as  ever  raised  a 
laugh.  Mr,  Greene's  weakness  is  making  all  his 
characters  misquote  Shaks[5eare — a  kind  of  fun  which 
becomes  absolutely  melancholy.  We  have  Mr. 
Williamson  as  a  butcher  boy,  who  imitates  John  Mc- 
CuUough.  The  original  is  enough,  and  imitation  is 
a  waste  of  lime  and  talent.  Then  Mrs.  Williamson, 
as  the  Irish  girl,  gives  us  long  screeds  from  "the 
play,"  which,  having  no  bearing  whatever  on  the 
piece,  and  not  being  clever  enough  to  be  absurd, 
grow  very  wearisome.  As  the  Chinese,  the  principal 
fun  is  to  smash  things,  and  chatter  in  some  indescrib- 
able ionguc,  which  might  i>ass  for  any  langiiage  we 
do  not  know.  Freaks  of  Fortune  is  underlined,  with 
Mr.  Williamson  in  the  part  of  "O'Flush;"  but  as 
Struck  Oi/  seems  to  draw  welt,  we  presume  the  man- 
agement will  exhaust  it  before  pulling  en  .another 
play. 


Les  Clochci  de  Cornetille  have  been  keeping  better 
lime  this  week.  Mrs.  Oaies  has  been  slowly  recover- 
ing her  voice,  and  perhaps  when  Girojle  comes  on,  or 
the  next  Dew  opera,  we  shall  be  able  to  say  whether 
or  not  she  has  made  any  .progress  in  the  musical  de- 


partment of  her  art.  Meantime  in  the  bou^e  depart- 
ment she  shows  a  considerable  advance.  She  has 
had  time  last  week,  while  she  was  unable  to  do  any 
singing,  to  attend  strictly  to  making  things  lively  for 
the  company  and  the  audience  ;  and  beginning  near- 
est the  stage,  she  has  concentrated  lier  emotions  of 
gratitude  into  an  open  and  quite  meaningless  grin, 
for  the  sjpecial  lienefit  of  the  occupants  of  the  first  few 
rows  of  the  parquette.  We  trust  she  will  not  be  so 
mean  as  to  bestow  all  her  smiles  in  one  quarter.  She 
has  many  admirers  in  the  dress  circle,  and,  though 
most  of  us  may  go  lo  hear  the  opera,  wc  are  not 
sufficiently  unselfish  to  permit  all  the  attention  lo  be 
given  to  a  few.  We  could,  perhaps,  do  without  her 
occasional  remarks  lo  the  orchestra,  and  it  distracts 
U5  sometimes  to  have  to  try  to  catch  a  disjointed  ejac- 
ulation shouted  in  the  middle  of  a  tenor  or  baritone 
solo.  It  would  not  decrease  our  enjoyment,  either, 
if  .she  would  let  the  others  sing  their  humble  parts 
without  her  fondling  caresses  or  mischievous  antics. 
.\nd  we  shall  be  perfectly  satisfied  if  she  will  sing  the 
music  as  the  composer  has  written  it,  leaving  out  the 
interpolations,  which  do  not  always  sound  harmoni- 
ous. She  has  lately  been  able  lo  go  through  some  of 
the  music  of  her  part,  and  we  shall  be  glad  when  she 
finds  herself  free  from  the  necessity  of  forcing  "  Ser- 
polette''  before  the  audience  so  iironiinentty.  Un- 
fortunately, her  levity  is  proving  contagious,  and  pri- 
vate conversations  are  often  heard  above  the  music. 
The  piece  has  gone  very  well,  and  the  first  judgment  on 
it  is  confirmed  by  the  experience  of  this  week.  Miss 
Stevens,  who  gels  one  bouquet  every  night,  with  a 
suspiciously  big  card  allaehed  to  it,  has  established 
herself  as  a  favorite,  allhnugh  she  is  likely  for  some 
time  yet  lo  be  painfully  stiff  in  her  stage  movements. 
The  icnor  has  not  developed  the  voice  expected,  a 
predominance  of  head  notes  being  the  feature  of  one 
of  the  largest  bodies  on  the  stage.  Still  he  sings  his 
part  very  nicely  and  correctly.  Mr.  Connell  is  now  in 
admirable  trim,  and  rolls  out  the  lively  and  striking 
arias  of  tlie  opera  with  enthusiasm.  Mr.  Taylor,  an 
Lnglish  comedian,  is  one  of  the  best  actors  in  the 
line  we  have  liad  here.  He  has  filled  up  "  The  Bai- 
liff" with  all  sorts  of  business,  and  what  the  profes- 
sion call  "gags,"  till  it  is  one  of  the  leading  features. 
Mr.  Graham  is  also  developing  "The  Notary"  to 
some  purpose.  The  chorus,  evidently  selected  with 
a  view  lo  the  avoidance  of  marital  trouble  among  ihe 
first  families  of  San  Francisco,  sing  very  well  to- 
gether, and  enter  into  their  work  with  considerable 
spirit.  GirojU-GiroJla  is  to  be  the  next  performance. 
We  presume  this  is  to  give  lime  for  proper  rehearsal 
of  La  Afiirjolaine-And  Le  Petit  Due.  The  opera  has 
been  played  to  death  here,  and  Miss  Catherine  Lewis 
throws  off  the  "  Erindisi  "  whenever  a  chance  occurs 
even  now.  Still  we  would  much  rather  have  that  for 
a  few  nights,  if  Les  Cloches  de  Cornevillc  will  not 
draw — which  is  not  at  all  certain — than  sec  the  com- 
pany repeat  the  misadventures  of  lliat  piece  with  the 
new  one. 


The  Grand  Opera  House,  that  mausoleum  of  so 
much  gold  coin  and  brilliant  histrionic  and  manage- 
rial talent,  has  had  its  doors  open  for  a  few  weeks 
burying  further  contributions  of  the  same  kind.  It 
has  a  funereal  appearance  ;  and  its  atmosphere,  un- 
imprcgnated  by  carbonic  acid  gas  from  the  lungs  of 
applauding  audiences,  and  but  faintly  disturbed  by 
ihe  "  bated  breath  "  of  unpaid  actors,  chills  the  souls 
of  the  infrequent  visitors.  About  the  entrance  lounge 
a  few  employ(5s  ;  but  even  the  reflected  talent  of  the 
stage,  the  self -constiluied  comedy  stars  ani  the 
crushed  tragedians,  for  whom  the  managers  have  a 
very  brief  but  expressive  name,  leave  it  to  a  hapless 
fate.  Within  the  little  box-office,  steadily  watching 
for  an  audience,  like  a  "patient,  sleepless  eremite." 
sits  the  forlorn  treasurer  ;  and  even  the  little  boys, 
who  lie  on  the  steps  in  front  and  beg  the  thirsty  spec- 
tators' checks,  seem  to  have  made  up  their  minds  that 
it  is  a  failure.  Occasionally,  as  one  passes,  he  catches 
faint  shouts,  as  of  weak -lunged  stage  crowds,  and 
bursts  of  merriment  that  have  that  melancholy,  half- 
hearted sound  of  unpaid  enthusiasm.  When  one  is 
inside  the  feeling  is  only  intensified.  The  somewhat 
scattered  orchestra  are  thoughtful  ;  and  even  the  mu- 
sic seems  to  feel  the  chill  of  an  empty  treasury,  for  the 
chords  always  come  in  late.  The  very  words  seem  to 
issue  from  the  actors'  mouths  with  an  effort,  as  if  they 
knew  they  were  not  paid  for,  and  the  ears  of  the  au- 
dience take  them  in  as  if  they  did  so  under  protest. 
The  wardrobe  shows  a  recklessness  which  speaks  de- 
spair. A  gentleman  in  a  long  black,  apparently  vel- 
vet, ulster,  conies  in  side  by  side  with  a  villain  of  mixed 
periods.  Wilh  a  poverty  that  speaks  ill  for  Gon- 
zague's  generosity,  which  even  paints  meanness  on  the 
pari  of  that  high-toned  scoundrel,  he  has  provided 
one  sword  for  two  conspirators  ;  and  while  the  valor 
shows  in  every  movement  of  him  who  carries  the 
weapon  drawn,  the  sneaking  coward  wilh  the  scab- 
bard seeks  the  undignified  background.  The  lithe- 
some gypsies,  those  free  and  usually  unkempt 
children  of  the  rural  districts,  loaf  about  new  tents 
and  assume  unfamiliar  altitudes  of  questionable  grace, 
and  greet  the  entering  aristocracy  with  clamorous  re- 
quests for  money  which  seem  natural.  The  female 
costumes  are  exceptionally  attractive  and  beautiful ; 
and  one  feels  that  gypsies  must  indeed  be  happy  peo- 
ple, roaming  through  the  bramble-bushes  down  m  the 
shady  forest  dells,  clad  in  the  balloon -shaped  ballet 
costumes,  and  startling  the  wild  inhabitants  of  the 
woods  with  the  twinkling  of  limbs  not  made  for  orna- 
ment, clad  in  tights  of  more  or  less  graceful  mould. 
And.  amid  those  melancholy  surroundings,  a  capable 
young  actor  ruins  a  reputation  in  an  unreasoning  and 
vain  effort  to  be  a  great  star.  As  for  the  others  who 
play  in  The  Duke's  .\fotto  and  Rip  Van  Winkle,  their 
case  is  different.  They  seek  to  earn  an  honest  liveli- 
hood, and  they  are  jusiifieed  in  playing  when  they 
have  a  chance,  seeing  that  they  have  nothing  else  lo 
do  and  the  risk  is  in  their  favor.  But  the  doom  of  the 
venture  is  sealed,  and  why  the  management  should 
fight  in  face  of  such  a  plain  result  we  can  not  see. 
The  Nevada  Bank  is  most  impartial.  It  does  not  re- 
fuse to  the  church  what  it  offers  to  the  devil,  and  on 
Sunday  Bishop  Simpson  preached  to  a  packed  audi- 
ence. On  Thursday  the  green  plush  seats  were 
treated  to  an  act  of  The  Marble  Heart,  an  act  of 
Macbeth  and  Solon  Shingle;  and  on  ^Ionday  the 
company  propose  to  anmse  themselves  wilh  The  Two 
Orphans,    ■ 

Mr.  M.aguire  has  Sardou's  new  piece,  translated,  in 
the  East  under  the  name  of  Mother  and  Son  (Les 
Bourgeois  de  Porte  d''Arcy).  We  hope  he  will  give  it 
a  more  attractive  name  than  that.  He  has  also  a 
play  of  d'Ennery's;  both  to  be  produced  after  the 
Williamsons  engagement.  Following  those.  Miss 
Clara  Morris  comes.  If  she  means  lo  play  the  French 
pieces  well,  it  will  be  necessary  that  the  stage  man- 
agement be  considerably  strengthened. 

Miss  Mayhew  telegraphs  that  she  has  won  her  case. 
Now  for  her  moral  obligations.  Mourzouk. 


THE   MORALITY  OF    THE   STAGE. 

Views    of  Leading  Managers  about    the    Character 
of  Actresses, 

It  is  a  mooted  question  whether  actresses  are 
chaste  as  ice.  Certainty  they  have  not  escaped  cal- 
unmy.  The  tongue  of  scandal  has  wagged  to  their 
detriment  ;  and  a  New  York  Star  reporter  has  been 
industriously  at  work  allempling  lo  locale  the  cause 
in  their  extravagant  styje  of  dressing.  He  called  on 
various  theatrical  managers. 

"  I  don't  know  of  any  women  on  the  stage  who  are 
living  extravagantly  and  beyond  their  means,"  said 
Stephen  Fiske.  the  co-manager  of  the  Fifth  Avenue 
Theatre  with  Dan  Harkins. 

"  There  has  been  no  such  actress  since  the  days  of 
Mrs.  John  Hoey,  and  she  spent  her  husband's  money. 
She  was,  besides,  one  of  the  loveliest  women  on  the  * 
stage,  against  whom  nothing  could  be  alleged.  I 
think  the  actresses  of  New  York  were  never  more 
modest  and  conscientious  than  to-day.  Leading 
actresses  can  afford  to  dress  handsomely  in  private 
life.  Few  ladies  of  wealthy  husbands  have  $150  a 
week  for  personal  expenses,  and  actresses  who  earn 
that,  or  more,  have  a  right  to  dress  elegantly  if  they 
choose. 

"Sometime  ago  there  was  much  complaint  that 
Mrs.  Hoey  ruined  other  actresses  by  the  magnifi- 
cence of  her  dressing.  Few  could  afford  to  dress  as 
she  did.  I  remember  writing  a  criticism  in  the  Her- 
ald on  a  play  of  hers — I  think  it  was  Ernestine — in 
which  she  acts  the  part  of  a  poor  girl  compelled  to 
maiTy  a  rich  man  whom  she  despises,  in  order  to  .save 
her  father'from  imprisonment  for  a  debt  of  1.000 
francs.  I  suggested  that  it  would  be  in  better  keep- 
ing if  the  heroine  had  sold  the  diamonds  and  rwil 
lace  she  wore,  to  save  her  father  and  avoid  the  dire 
alternative. 

"  When  the  old  Fifth  Avenue  Thesitre  was  started 
the  system  of  dressing  in  the  French  style  was  inau- 
gurated. Mr.  Daly  bought  and  paid  for  the  splen- 
did costumes  which  the  actresses  wore  who  appeared 
in  his  pieces.  At  that  time  he  was  paying  low  sala- 
ries, and  calling  himself  the  author  of  the  pl.ay.s  he 
produced.  He  look  pride  in  placing  them  on  the 
stage  with  splendid  costumes,  as  well  as  elegant  fur- 
niture and  magnificent  scenic  effects. 

"Mr.  Wallack,  spurred  out  of  his  old  English 
routine  by  Mr.  Daly's  example,  adopted  the  same 
system.  In  every  contract  with  a  leading  lady,  whose 
part  demands  extraordinary  costuming,  you  will  find 
a  clause  slating  that  the  management  provides  for  all 
modern  costumes  above  two  for  each  play.  Tliis  was 
in  Ada  Dyas'  contract,  and  Miss  Davenport's,  and  no 
doubt  it  is  also  in  Rose  Coghlan's, 

"  I  know  that  one  of  the  richest  dresses  Miss 
Coghlan  ever  wore  in  New  York  was  presented  to  her 
by  her  brother.  All  the  bridesmaids  in  Boucicault's 
Marriage,  who  wore  such  elegant  costumes,  received 
their  dresses  at  the  hands  of  Lester  Wallack.  from 
slippers  to  orange  wreath.  Generally  speaking,  stars 
provide  their  own  dresses,  which  are  part  of  their 
capital.  When  a  star,  like  Modjeska  or  Maiy  An- 
derson, earns  $500  or  $600  a  night,  she  can  well 
afford  to  patronize  Worth. 

"  But,  so  far  as  I  know,  there  is  not  now,  and  has 
not  been  for  some  time,  any  actress  on  the  New 
York  stage  who  earns  $30  or  $50  a  week  and  wears 
dresses  costing  $500,  or  playing  any  part  where  any 
grossly  extravagant  dressing  would  be  allowed  by  the 
management.  Outside  of  character  costumes,  as  in 
T100  Orphans  or  in  Tlie  Celebrated  Case,  the  man- 
agement finds  all  the  dresses.  There  is  no  play  be- 
fore the  public  where  an  opportunity  is  offered  for 
extraordinary  dressing.'' 

"Would  you  discharge  an  actress,  Mr.  Fiske,  if 
you  knew  she  was  immoral?" 

"  I'll  answer  that  by  reading  a  clause  in  the  rules 
of  every  well  conducted  theatre :  '  Any  person  what- 
ever belonging  to  the  company,  or  in  the  employ  of 
the  theatre,  who  shall  by  any  conduct  whatever  pub- 
licly bring  disgrace  or  discredit  upon  himself  or  her- 
self, or  the  company  or  theatre,  and  by  such  conduct 
injure  any  of  his  or  her  associate  members,  or  the 
business  or  character  of  the  theatre,  shall  be  subject 
lo  a  forfeit  of  $20  lo  $50.  or  be  discharged  by  the 
management,  or  suffer  both  punishments."  That 
covers  your  question  completely." 

"It  has  been  alleged  that  there  are  actresses  of 
notoriously  bad  character  who  play  at  leading  the- 
atres.    Is  that  tme?" 

"  Not  that  I  am  aware  of.  People  will  talk.  There 
has  never  been  a  more  notorious  scandal  than  the 
Beecher  affair,  yet  he's  not  removed  from  the  pulpit. 
For  people  who  live  in  the  light  of  publicity,  actresses, 
I  think,  are  remarkably  above  reproach.  You  know, 
you  can't  go  into  their  private  life  to  rake  up  their 
past  histories.  We  know  nothing  about  them,  as  is 
the  case  wilh  scores  of  people  in  other  pursuits." 

Chandos  Fulton,  of  Edgar  &  Fulton,  managers  of 
the  Broadway  Theatre,  said  : 

"  In  proportion  to  their  numbers,  actresses  are  not 
more  immoral  than  society  itself.  It  may  happen 
that  an  actress  is  playing  on  a  certain  night  to  an 
audience,  one-half  of  whom  are  not  so  chaste  as  her- 
self. If  a  single  woman  makes  $50  a  week  on  the 
stage  and  spends  $500,  the  inference  is  that  she  has 
inherited  money  or  made  it  in  slocks.  Some  women 
are  very  shrewd.  They  know  how  to  husband  re- 
sources and  make  good  investments. 

"  My  experience  teaches  me  that  actresses  have  a 
hard  time  of  it,  and  are  generally  economical.  I 
think  the  great  majority  of  them  live  within  their 
means. 

"  It's  one  thing  to  call  a  woman  unchaste  and  an- 
©iher  lo  prove  it.  Nothing  is  easier  than  the  former. 
A  man  can  affirm  that  only  of  which  he  is  informed. 
Mere  talk  proves  nothing.  There  are  women  of  high 
social  standing  who  are  yearly  injured  by  scandal 
which  they  do  not  merit.  Some  thoughtless  remark 
starts  a  rumor  that  travels  far  and  wide,  and  at  last 
reaches  the  subject  of  it,  who  is  often  innocent.  .So 
it  is  with  actresses. 

"  They  certainly  have  more  temptations  than  any 
other  class  of  women,  exposed  as  they  arc  to  a  mn- 
ning  fire  of  flattery  and  admiration.  But  there  has 
been  altogether  loo  much  mud  flung  at  the  profession. 
.■\nything  that  can  be  caught  up  invohing  the  reputa- 
tion of  actor  or  actress  is  magnified  threefold.  Many 
gloat  over  instances  of  depravity  alleged  against  the 
stage  as  marking  the  depth  of  iniquity  to  which  it  has 
fallen. 

"Actresses,  it  must  be  remembered,  arc  closely 
watched.  They  live  so  com  plelely  in  the  glare  of  pub- 
licity that  every  action  is  noted.  Other  professions 
have  their  black  sheep,  but  the  fact  is  not  so  much  in- 
sisted upon. 

"If  I  knew  there  was  in  my  employ  an  impure 
woman  I  would  immediately  discharge  her,  I  think 
it  an  insult  to  the  public  to  put  unchaste  women  on 
the  stage. '  Of  course,  we  can  act  only  so  far  as  we 
know  a  woman's  character  by  well-authenticated  re- 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


port.  It  is  true  that  while  on  the  stage  they  are  not 
private  individuals,  but  actresses  ;  still  their  private 
life  may  give  rise  to  scandal  if  they  are  not  correct  in 
their  deportment.  In  that  case  they  should  be,  and 
undoubtedly  are,  condemned  severely. 

"I  must  confess,"  said  Mr.  Fulton,  in  conclusion,  "I 
don't  know  of  any  actress  who  spends  large  sums  of 
money  above  her  salary.  I  think  you  have  barked  up 
the  wrong  tree."' 

William  Henderson,  manager  of  the  Standard 
Theatre,  said: 

"That's  an  old  country  idea  of  actresses  living  off 
other  people's  money  besides  their  own,  and  it  ought 
to  be  exploded.  My  experience  of  New  York  life  is 
not  so  extensive  as  other  managers',  but  so  far  I  have 
seen  nothing  of  the  kind.  It  certainly  is  not  the  case 
in  my  own  theatre.  My  actresses  are  tryinj  how  to 
live  the  most  economically.  I  suppose  I  shall  pay 
$1,200  a  week  for  salaries  this  season.  When  an 
actress  is  earning  a  nice  sum  of  money  she  has  the 
privilege  of  dressing  as  well  as  wives  of  men  earning 
no  more.  A  cashier,  for  instance,  receives  $3,000  a 
year,  and  by  keeping  his  house  expenses  low  obtains 
credit  of  earning  $5,000  or  $6,000  a  year  by  the  dis- 
play he  is  able  to  make.  In  the  same  way,  if  an 
actress  wishes  to  board  cheaply  and  spend  her  money 
on  her  person,  I  don't  know  who  can  object.  But 
as  a  rule,  I  think,  actresses  are  as  modest  and  eco- 
nomical as  most  women. 

.  "  When  an  actress  comes  in  town  to  play  at  my 
theatre  I  am  often  asked  where  she  can  board  the 
most  reasonably.  I  could  point  out  to  you  leadinjj 
women  who  have  been  in  my  company  living  on  Sixth 
Avenue  or  the  smaller  hotels.  There's  no  brown- 
stone  arrangement  there,  and  yet  they  made  very  hand- 
some salaries. 

"  The  greatest  scandal  arises  about  an  actress  after 
she  has  married  out  of  her  profession.  Watch  it  and 
see  if,  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  the  man  doesn't  marry 
her  to  live  off  of  her  earnings  ! 

"Since  the  telegraph  has  been  in  use,  old  folks  say, 
on  reading  the  morning  papers,  '  What  a  wicked  world 
it's  getting  to  be.'  This  is  because  the  crime  &f  a  day 
is  gathered  and  published  more  fully  than  in  their 
younger  days.  For  a  similar  reason,  people  think 
actresses  are  so  much  worse  than  women  in  society, 
for  an  eternal' watchfulness  is  directed  toward  their 
patrons,  and  everything  wrong  put  in  its  strongest 
light. 

"A  manager  is  not  supposed  to  know  of  the  private 
life  of  the  professionals  he  employs.  He  simply  man- 
ages for  the  public.  McCullough  plays  at  the  Fifth 
Avenue  Theatre  and  at  the  Grand  Opera  House  in 
the  same  season  to  make  money  and  increase  his  rep- 
utation, and  so  a  manager  caters  to  the  public  taste. 
If  a  play  has  a  high  moral  tone,  and  becomes  pop- 
ular, so  much  the  better.  But  if  people  don't  like  a 
play  all  the  morality  in  the  world  won't  save  it  from 
failure.  An  actress  who  has  the  elements  of  popular- 
ity will  be  engaged  by  a  manager  ;  her  private  life  is 
not  investigated,  but  her  professional  ability.  Of 
course,  an  actress  notorious  for  immorality  would  not 
be  tolerated  in  my  theatre." 

"A  proof  of  the  chastity  of  women  on  the  stage 
is  the  excellent  wives  they  often  make.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Waller,  and  scores  of  others  I  might  mention,  have 
lived  together  more  than  twenty  years,  and  happily, 
we  have  every  reason  to  believe." 

Lester  Wnilack  was  riding  in  a  car  when  accosted 
by  the  reporter. 

"  It's  all  bosh,"  he  said.  "I  don't  think  there  is 
anything  in  the  subject  to  pay  the  newspapers  for 
sending  out  reporters  to  write  it  up.  I  don't  care  to 
say  much  about  the  matter  beyond  this  Do  you 
think  I  would  go  to  my  master  mechanic,  for  in- 
stance, and  inquire  about  his  morality  ?  I  am  satis- 
fied so  long  as  he  works  well.  In  the  same  way 
actresses  are  engaged  by  reason  of  their  ability,  and 
their  private  affairs  are  none  of  mine.  If  an  actress 
wishes  to  dress  handsomely,  it's  nothing  in  which  I 
am  concerned  ;  and  if  she  can  pay  for  her  clothing, 
however  elegant,  it's  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference 
to  me.  I  think  they  are  a  chaste  class  of  women  as  a 
rule.  There  are  black  sheep,  however,  in  every 
flock." 


Greene  &  Thompson,  the  literary  firm,  are  loom- 
ing up  in  New  York.  It  is  said  a  comedy  of  theirs, 
Sharps  and  Flats,  having  direct  bearing  on  the  late 
Sierra  Nevada  or  any  other  deal,  is  to  follow  Bron- 
son  Howard's  Hurricanes  at  the  Park.  W.  C.  Crosby 
and  wife  have  taken  an  Irish  drama  from  them,  too, 
and  will  travel  with  it. 


A  most  attractive  display  is  that  made  at  the  Pa- 
vilion by  S.  &  G.  Gump,  Nos.  581  and  583  Market 
Street.  This  long-established  and  popular  firm  al- 
ways keep  on  hand  the  latest  styles  of  Mirrors,  Cor- 
nices of  all  styles  and  prices,  and  Gilt  Frames  of  every 
description.  The  beautiful  specimens  now  on  exhi- 
bition at  the  Pavilion  are  but  a  mere  hint  of  what  is 
to  be  seen  at  their  extensive  warerooms  on  Market 
Street.  Their  taste  in  framing  pictures  is  unsurpass- 
ed. They  manufacture  a  great  variety  of  what  might 
be  termed  novelty  frames.  Some  of  their  patterns 
are  simply  exquisite.  They  are  unique  and  original 
in  design.  There  is  a  real  science  in  the  matter  of 
adapting  and  adjusting  a  particular  frame  to  a  par- 
ticular picture.  It  makes  all  the  difference  in  the 
world  how  a  picture  is  framed,  there  are  so  many 
points  to  be  taken  into  con.'=ideration.  An  artistic 
taste  in  these  matters  is  invaluable.  Messrs.  S.  &.  G, 
Gump  are  never  consulted  in  vain.  It  should  be 
mentioned,  in  this  connection,  that  their  frames  are 
made  of  the  best  of  material.  The  gilding  does  not 
tarnish.  Those  who  desire  the  best  work  at  the  most 
reasonable  rates  should  go  to  581-583  Market  Street. 


The  Alta  Califomia,  September  17:  "  Yosemite 
cologne,  put  up  by  Slaven,  is  as  pure  as  the  waters 
of  the  Vernal,  Bridal  Veil,  or  Yosemite  Falls. 
Wouldn't  it  be  nice  if  these  waters  could  be  scented 
as  deliciously  as  Slaven  does  his  cologne  ?  " 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 

For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Clock  Tower  Building,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets.  

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 


Ladies— NuMKRoas  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  ofiice.  Your  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  S:  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


A   BIG   DEAL. 


THE  FAMOUS  WILDCAT  MINE, 

Yesterday  afternoon  there  was  issued  from  this 
office  a  Sketch  Book  of  the  Stock  Market,  giving 
scenes  of  the  exterior  and  interior  of  the  Stock  Ex- 
change and  character  sketches  on  the  street. 

The  work  includes  the  whole  ground  of  stock 
speculation,  dealing  more  particularly  with  the  com- 
ic side  of  the  business,  giving  caricatures  of  the 
leading  brokers  of  the  Exchanges,  the  well  known 
characters  of  "Pauper  Alley,"  and  the  indiscriminate 
throng  of  the  stock  arena. 

It  a  very  funny  thing,  rich  in  interest,  and  full 
of  sketches  that  can  not  fail  to  be  recognized  by 
everybody  interested  in  the  business  and  acquainted 
with  the  sharps  of  office,  board,  and  street. 

Agreeable  to  the  requirements  of  the  market,  the 
book  is  issued  in  the  shape  of  a  certificate,  duly 
e.Kecuted  and  transferable  on  any  books  except  those 
of  the  Akgonaut  Publishing  Company. 

Capital  stock,  $2,500.00 ;  number  of  shares,  10,000 ; 
price  of  shares,  25  cents.  Take  in  a  few  at  bedrock 
prices  before  it  is  placed  on  the  Board. 


CHAMPAGNE. 


Over  an  hundred  years  the  art  of  Champagne  ma- 
king was  surrounded  by  a  veil  o^  mystery,  and  to  be 
candid,  but  a  few  of  the  many  admirers  of  this 
sprightly  and  elegant  wine  have  ever  cared  to  know 
how  it  was  made.  They  emptied  glass  after  glass, 
and  only  sought  its  life-giving  and  soul-inspiring  ex- 
hilaration, quite  content  to  escape  a  headache  next 
day,  the  usual  penalty  of  their  indiscretion.  But 
now  there  are  champagnes  made,  and  made  in  this 
citv  too,  which  are  absolutely  pure,  and  which  will 
not  give  a  headache,  no  matter  how  immoderately 
they  may  be  used.  We  allude  to  the  E.xtra  Dry 
Eclipse,  the  Sparkling  Muscatel,  and  the  Private 
Cuveii  of  Messrs.  Landsberger  S;  Co.  In  producing 
these  wines  they  have  accomplished  a  public  good. 


George  H.  Tay  &  Co.,  formerly  Tay,  Brooks  & 
Backus,  Pioneers,  established  in  1848,  manufacturers 
of  tin.  copper,  brass,  and  sheet-iron  ware  ;  have  steam 
punching  and  stamping  works — the  only  ones  on  the 
coast;  make  a  specialty  of  stationers'  Japanned 
goodj.  tin  cans  and  boxes  of  all  kinds.  Proprietors 
of  the  Alvarado  Stove  Foundry,  where  they  manu- 
facture a  variety  of  patterns  of  cooking  and  heating 
stoves,  French  ranges;  parlor  grates,  cauldrons,  etc. 
Also  manufacturers  of  the  "  Backus  Water  Motor,'' 
ranging  from  1-16  to  6-horse  power,  and  extensively 
used  for  sewing  ma  liinos  nml  all  lig^lt  machinery. 
Salesrooms  616,  618,  and  620  Battery  Street, 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable P'lounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-'oracc  Corsets  ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street,  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


Wanted — Copies  of  the  Argonaut  of  August 
3d  (No.  4,  Vol.  111.} 

THE  ARGONAUT  BOUND. 

Sufficient  files  of  the  Argonaut  have  been  pre- 
sel"ved  to  bind  twenty  full  volumes  of  Vol.  II.  from 
January  12th,  1878,  to  July  6th,  1878.  Any  one  can 
be  accommodated  with  the  bound  volume  bv  apply- 
ing at  the  business  office,  522  California  Street.  As 
the  number  of  volumes  is  limited,  it  would  be  well 
to  apply  early. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Ro.vj'.     By  Edward  Eggleston,  author  of  the  Hoosier 

Schoolmaster,     ismo,  cloth,  illustrated $1  50 

Almost  an  Englishman,   By  M.  L.  Scudder,  Jr.   i6mo, 

cloth I  25 

Sibyl  Spencer.     By  James  Kent,     i6mo,  cloth i  25 

A  Concise  History  of  Music.      By  H.  G.  B.  Hunt,     i 

vol.,  i6mo,  cloth I  CO 

Media:val   Church  Histor>'.     By  R.  C.  Trench,  D.D. 

I  vol.,  8vo,  cloth 3  CO 

Fall  of  Damascus.     By  Russell,     i  vol.  lamo,  cloth. ,   1  50 

NEW  SfATIONERY 

KECEn'ED    DAILY. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.  5  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


RE-OPEN  ED. 


HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


Are  now  receiving 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


T 


'HE   PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 

and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
f^;cted  at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
S:  Co.,  San  Francisco;  John  Zeile,  Ha>-\vard's;  J.  West 
Martin.  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  Oakland. 

R.  H.  BENNETT,  Proprietor. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  slock  of  artistic  novelties  in  the  city,  at  much  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Btiilding,  corner  Montgomery  and  Settler  Sts. 


We  beg  to  inform  our  frietids  and  all  connoisseurs  that  we  have 
received  a  shipment  of  the  celebrated 


GRENO 


The  favorite  of  2\\  gour)}iets  in  Europe  and  the  Eastern  States.     We  guarantee  the  qual- 
ity of  this  Wine  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  most  fastidious. 
L.    LEBENBAUM    &   CO.,   529  and  531  Kearny  St.  ^nd  1303  Polk  St. 


UUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Propkietor. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  Evcnii.gs  and  Saturd.iy  Matinee, 

ALICE   GATES, 

And  her  unequaled  new   English   Comic  Opera  Company. 
Positively  last  performances  of  the  succeisful  Comic  Opera, 

LES  CLOCHES  DE  CORNEVILLE. 

THE  BELLS  OF  CORNEVILLE. 
Serpolette Alice  Dates. 

Monday  Evening,  Sept.  33,   Lecoq's  masterpiece,  in  3  acts, 

GIROFLE-GIROFLA. 

Girode-Girofia AKcc  Oates- 

The   cast   embraces   the   entire   strength    of  the  comparii. 
New  wardrobe,  hcenery,  and  appointments. 

Reserviid  scats  may  be  secured  at  the  bo.\  oflice  every 
day.     Prices  as  usual. 

Matinee  Price.s^Admission,  50  cenlb ;  Reserved  Seats, 
75  cents.     Children,  half  price. 

TDALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Man.^geb. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer, 

Unprecedented  success  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  J.  C.  WILLIAMSON 

(MISS  MAGGIE  MOORE), 
Everj'  Evening,  including  Sunday,  and  Saturday  Matinee, 

STRUCK  OIL. 

John  Stofel Mr.  J.  C.  Williamson. 

Li?j(ie  Stofel Mrs.  J.  C.  Williamson. 

To  conclude  with  the  original  Californian  Topical  Sketch, 

THE  CHINESE  QUESTION. 

Billy  the  Butcher,  alias  Ah  Ka  Funga  Slim, 

Mr.  J.  C.  Williamson. 
Kitty  O'SKanc,  alias  Sam  See  Lo. .  .Mrs.  J.  C.  Williamson, 

Prices  of  Admission — Dress  Circle  and  Stalls,  $1;  re- 
served seats,  $1  50.  Balcony,  50  cents;  reserved  seatt,  75 
cents.  Gallery,  25  cents.  Matinee,  50  cents  to  all  parts  of 
the  house. 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Saturday,  September  21,  last  night  of 

FORBIDDEN      FRUIT. 

Monday,  .September  23,  last  week  of 

STUAPT  ROBSON  &  WM,  H,  CRANE, 

And  first  production  in  ihis  city  of  Bret  Harte's  great  pkty, 

TWO  MEN  OF  SANDY  BARl 

In  which  Messrs.  Robson  and  Crane  will  appear  as  "  Sandy 
Morton  "  and  "Col.  CulpepperStarbottle." 


Friday   Evening,  September   27.  Joint  F-irewell   Benefit  of 

MESSRS.  ROBSON  AND  CRANE. 

Last  Robson  and  Crane  Matinee,   Saturday,  September  28. 

Seats  at  the  box  office  six  days  in  advance. 


Monday,    September   30,  brief  eneagemen"   of  the  populai 
favorite,  MR.   FRANK  MAVO,  ni  his  great  creation, 

DAVY  CROCKETT. 


E  POHEIM 

TJie  Tailo7^, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  .St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

^ifmnrah  Pauls  to  order  from 5 

^Sn^^  Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

&W  The  leading  question  is 

y"fY^gia»  where  the   best   goods   can   be 

uf,_"\fc  ^^tt  found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 

LilHi',  If*    ^^^  answer  i<,  at 

W  ^m^°^  POHEIM, 

X-v^       ^&^^^1     ?3  Montgom'rry   St.   and    103 

-w  h'-l    t--*-^^^^    amples  and    Rules    for   Self- 
L-.^^'fea    J  I   •leasureinent  sent   free  to  any 

addre  s.     Fit  gaarar.teed. 


OFFICE  OF  THE 

BANK  COMMISSIONERS, 

No.  202  HANSOME  STREET, 
San  Francisco,  Sept.  ii,  1878. 
GUST  A  VE  M.4HE,  Director  and  Secretary 
of  the  Frcncti  Savings  and  Loan  Society  : 
Dear  Sir  ; — The  visit  of  the  Bank  Com- 
missioners to  jour  institutution,  and  the  fact 
that  their  report  was  not  immediately  made, 
having  apparently  caused  a  feeling  of  appre- 
hension among  your  depositors,  I  desire  to 
say  that  the  estimate  so  far  furnished  by  such 
experts  as  Maurice  Dore,  Gen'l  Cobb,  R.  H. 
Sinton,  S.  P.  Middleton,  and  W.  H.  Bovee, 
of  the  present  value  of  the  real  estate  held, 
and  much  of  that  loaned  upon  by  your  Bank, 
nearly  coincides  with  the  figures  at  which 
said  properly  stands  upon  your  books,  while 
some  estimate  of  property  outside  of  the  city 
loaned  upon  still  remains  to  be  furnished.  1 
see  no  reason  to,  doubt  that  your  Reserve 
Fund  is  more  than  sufficient  tc  meet  any 
shrinkage  that  may  arise,  and  I  consider  that 
your  institution  is  in  a  solvent  condition. 
(Signed)  EvAN  J.  Coleman, 

President  Board  of  Bank  Commissioners. 


DECKERBROS  PIANOS  ^Si  BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCI&CXO 
&  OAKLAND. 


\ 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  POOR    INDIAN. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian,  whose   untutored  mind 

Sees  God  ID  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind, 

HU  sou!,  proud  science  never  taught  to  Mniy 

Far  M  the  solar  walk  or  Milky  Way; 

Therefore  a  --deniitjc  aborigine* 

li  sotnethbg  which  we  n«%'er  hope  to  s<«. 

But.  sccine,  ^all  immediately  go 

And  report  the  %ame  lo  Mr.  Bamum'v  show. 

Which  will  pro\-e  a  bigger  attraction  than 

Jenny  Liod  and  the  ^'hoHy  hone  dri\-en  tandem. 

Or  the  Cardiff  Giant  iraiLsported 

On  two  freight  cars,  with  fctraw  intestine:. 

Sticking  out  of  his  mouth  and  carv 

Yet  simpler  nature  lo  hi*  hope  has  gi*-en. 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill  a  humbler  heaven— 
Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embraced. 
Some  hajipier  island  in  the  watery-  waite. 
As  if  a  safer  world  ih.tn  this  could  be, 
^^*he^c  Go^'emment  i»  kind,  and  HowanK  flee 
From  the  shadow  of  an  Indian 
As  if  the  vcr>-  Old  Scratch  »-as  after  them 
With  a  se\Tn-i)r""tied  pitchfork. 
And.  reaching  a  telegraph  station, 
Immediately  i^nt  word  to  the  Associated  Pros 
That  they  n.tte  caught  up  with  the  red  demotb, 
And  killed  seven  hundred  and  lifty  Sioux, 
Ele^'en  hundred  and  »evenly-fi\'c  Comanche*, 
Four  thousand  I'iute*.  and  untolii  numbers 
Of  Crow*.  (,"hcrokees,  and  Black  Feet,  among 
The  slain  being  Sitting  Hull,   Hole-in. the-Djy, 
Spotted  Tail.  Old  Slic\-in-th«-Mud, 
Aad  all  their  braves  and  papooe«s. 

To  be,  contcnis  his  natural  desire; 
He  asks  no  angel's  wings,  no  seraph'>  fiie. 
But  firewater  is  his  heart's  delight, 
\Vheiher  it  come*  in  the  form  of    Bourbon. 
Robir.-ui.i  County,  fony-rod,  alcohol,  ai)uafortis. 
Or  niuo-ielycerine  with  a  kltck  in  it. 

— t'lV  City  Drrrick, 


GEO.  W.    PRKSCOTT.  IRVING   M.   SCOTT.  H.   T.   SCOTT. 


^J-Wi?^^    -^^     UNION    IRON   WORKS 

.'•f.-t  ~        r  _      -T~-^'  *•  ( Foundtd  1849.)     Posl  OITice  Box  aiiS. 


;^A..vrsT-.:. 


^-^'■rRANCISC^^^ 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
A70    HOTEL    OJV    THE     PACIFIC 

■*'  "  Coast  can  surpaj^  the  Arlington  in  the  airj- cheer- 
fulnevs  and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings.  The  readers  of  the  Akgonait  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doon,  inexhaustible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  lime,  at  a  verj*  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  solved  at  the  Aklixgtos,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLF.Y,  M.anager. 


BERKELEY 


One  day  a  Turkish  joktr  borrowed  .i  fixcai  kettle  of 
a  neighbor.  When  he  had  done  with  it  he  rctumtrd 
it  and  a  little  saucirpan  along  with  it.  The  neighbot 
a&ked  what  this  meant,  whereupon  the  joker  said, 
'•  The  kettle  had  a  youni;  one."  C>n  hearing  this,  the 
neighbor  readily  accepted  both.  Some  time  after- 
ward the  joker  .igain  borrowed  the  kettle,  but,  after 
waiting  a  long  time  to  have  it  returned,  the  owner  at 
last  %«cnt  for  it,  and  knocked  at  the  joker's  door. 
"  What  do  you  want  of  me?"  "  I  want  my  kettle." 
replied  the  neighbor.  "  I  sec  that  you  look  quite  well 
yourself,  but  I  am  ^'cry  sorr>-  to  say  that  your  kettle  is 
dead,"  returned  the  humonst.  "Nonsense!  Ket- 
tles don  t  die. "  cried  the  neighbor.  "Cenainlv  they 
do."  opposed  thejokrr  ;  "if  a  kettle  cm  have  a  young 
one,  it  can  die." 


Our  Cbolr. 

There  '>  Jane  Sophia, 
And  .\nna  .Maria, 
With  Ohidiah. 
.\nd  Zedckiah 
In  our  choir. 

And  ^ane  Sophia  soprano  sings 

So  high,  youd  think  her  voice  had  m-ings 

To  soar  abo\'e  all  earthly  things. 

When  she  leads  off  on  Sunday: 
While  Ann  Maria's  alto  choice. 
Rings  out  in  vuch  harflionious  s-oice. 
That  sinners  in  the  church  rejoice, 

And  wish  she  'd  sing  lilt  >londay. 

Then  Obadiah's  tenor  high 

Is  unsurpassed  beneath  tnc  sky ; 

Just  hear  him  sing  "  Sweet  by  and  by," 

And  you  »-ill  sit  in  w^>nder: 
While  ^edckiah's  ha^s  profound 
Goes  down  so  low  it  jar^  the  groond, 
And  wakes  the  echoes  mile*  around, 
Like  distant  rolling  thunder. 

Talk  not  to  as  of  Patti's  fame. 

Or  Nicoiini*s  tenor  tanc, 

Or  Carj-'s  contralto — hut  a  name—  ■ 

Or  WTiitncy's  pond'rous  bas»o ! 
They  sing  no  more  like  Jane  Sophia, 
And  Anna  Maria,  Obadiah, 
And  Zedekiafa  in  our  choir, 
Than  cats  sing  like  Tomaxso. 


A  recent  advertisement  contains  the  following  ;  "If 
the  gentleman  who  keeps  the  shoe  shop  with  the  red 
head  will  return  the  umbrella  of  a  young  lady  with 
whalebone  ribs  and  an  iron  handle  to  the  slate-roofed 
grocers  shop,  he  will  hear  of  something  lo  his  ad- 
Tantage.  as  the  same  is  the  gift  of  a  deceased  motljcr 
now  DO  more  with  the  name  engraved  upon  iL" 

"Dot  Leedle  Loweeza." 

How  dear  to  dis  heart  was  mine  grand-shild,  Loweeza, 

Dot  shveet  leedJc  laughter  off  Yawcob,  mine  son  ! 

I  oefcr  vas  tired  to  hug  and  to  shquceze  her 

Vhen  home  I  gels  back,  und  der  day's  vork  vas  done. 

Vhen  I  s*as  as-ay.  oh,   I  know  dot  she  miss  me. 

For  vhen  I  come  homevards  she  rushes  bell-mell. 

Ut>d  poots  oop  dot  shveet  leedle  mout*  for  to  kiss  me— 

Her    ■  darlin  oldt  gampa  ~  doc  she  lofc  so  veil. 

Katrua,  mine  frau,  snc  could  not  do  mtdoudt  her. 
She  vas  sooch  a  gomfort  to  her  day  p>"  day ; 
Doc  shild  she  made  efr>*  von  happy  aboudt  her. 
Like  Minshine  she  drife  all  dhcir  droublcs  avay: 
She  boldt  der  vool  >-am  vhilc  Katrina  she  vind  it. 
She  pring  her  doc  camfirc  bottle  to  shmell ; 
She  foeh  me  mine  pipe.  too.  vhen  I  don'd  can  fittd  it. 
Doc  pltie-eycd  Loweeza  dot  lofe  kk  so  \-ell. 

How  shvect  vSen  der  toils  off  der  veck  vas  all  ofer, 

L'nd  Sunday  vas  cooc  mit  its  quiet  und  rest. 

To  valk  mit  doC  ihild    mong  der  daisies  und  clofer. 

Cod  look  at  der  lccdl«  birds  building  dhair  nei^i  ' 

H«  pright  leedle  eyes,  how  dhey  shparkic  mid  bleasure. 

Her  laugh  it  rings  oudt  shust  so  clear  as  a  bell ; 

I  dink  dberc  \-as  nopody  haf  sooch  a  trea.sure 

As  doc  shmall  Lowecxa,  doC  lofe  mc  so  veil. 

\'hen  vintcr  vas  come,  mit  its  ooldl.  shtormy  wedder, 
Kairina  und  I  v«  most  sit  in  der  house. 
Und  dalk  off  der  hasi.  by  de  fireside  toecddcr. 
Or  blay  mit  dot  taughtcr  of  oor  Yawcoob  Strauss, 
Oldt  age  mit  its  wrinkles  pegins  to  remind  us 
Ve  gannoc  shuy  long  mit  our  shildrcn  to  dwell : 
Bodt  soon  sx  shall  raeet  mit  der  po>-s  left  behind  us, 
Vnd  dot  >hvect  Loweeia.  dot  fofc  us  so  veil. 

Ch.\rles  F.  Adaus. 


COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MANL'PACTURKRS   OP 
Compresscti  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rocl:  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Eng:ines, 

Marine  Stationar>-  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY   ON   HAND   AND   KOH  SALE, 

Dirocl-acting  Pumping  .ind  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Qu.irtz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machiner>'; 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps^ 

Chlorodiiing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

.Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  m-iterials,  dcsiffn,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Kaslcm 
ma  n  u  fac  t  urent. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOIT  &  CO. 


GYMNASIUM  MUSIC  BOXES 


The  Berkeley  Cymn-Xvluni  (a  preparatory-  school  to  the 
University)— a  first-clav*  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramming  s>-stem  of  the  small  colletjes  and  mililar>-  acadc- 
micsof  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  ?4th. 
Kxamination  of  candid.ites  for  admission  July  j-iA  and  23d. 
|ty  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer nijnihs  for  students  preparing  for  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  Uni%-crsiiy.  For  catalogue  or  particulara.  ad- 
dr;ss 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note.— Wc  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  r.ramniar  Department,  separate  from  the  .-Vca- 
demical,  and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parcnlA  and  guardians 
of  small  bo\-s. 


GOLDEN    GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  quarter  will  commence  October  7,  1878. 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT.  A.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  CaL 


J.   O.    MERRILL    &  CO 

SHIPPING 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

,\gents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

ao4  AND  306  California  St.        -       -         San  Francitco. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
M  UTU AL 

Fire  Insiiniuce  Company 

[established  in  1874.] 


Paid  up  Capital $2oo,cx>o 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN   FRANCISCO.  CAU, 


THOS.  FLINT.  Presidcnl.       J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Fkrd.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

L  G.  Gardner General  Agent. 

John  C.  Stai-les SpecLiI  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  oflicc,  ^05  California  Street,  S.an  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.   LiVTON.  Secretary'. 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS alwaj-s  on  band.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING     OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.    J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUF.VCTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS. 
ISO  Suiter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
BrMich  of  House,  680  Broadway,  New  York. 


MILLER  &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OK 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  .\GENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  COiM.MERCIAL  STREET. 
And  305  LeidesdorlT  Street,  San  Franci»:o. 


Y^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  218  and  320  Sansome  Street,  San  FrancLw:o 


officers: 
A.  J.   BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-Pi»sident, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Sm^evo 


0. 


F.   W/LLEV  &-  CO., 


IMl'ORTERS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   OF 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


.Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York. 
W,   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREY,  Camden,  X.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KILL.\M  Si  CO..  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  WUmington 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 


^ 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 


Prepared   with   great  care.     They  are   put   up  id  superior 
st>'le,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinal 

brands  of  Extracts. 


He  said  he  raiber  guessed  he  knew  how  to  saU  a 
boat— but  the  gentle  zephyrs  that  kiss  the  wavelets 
o'er  his  waterj."  graw  mournfully  whisper :  "  He  luffed 
not  wisclv." 


There  was  nothing  but  a  plain  slab  at  the  head  of 
the  motind,  but  the  simple  inscription  upon  it  idls  its 
own  sad  story  ;  "  He  was  umpire  in  a  close  game." 


A  greenback  orator  shouts  :  "  Give  us  greenbacks 
ere  we  starve !  '*  Waiter,  pass  the  watermelon  that 
wTLv;  the  wild  e>-ed  son  of  toil  w^mts  nourishmeoL 


Painful  question  by  the  Sultan  :  "  Is  thi^Tarke)-. 
■I-  is  it  merdy  portions  of  England,  Russia,  Austria, 
Ji 2  oUier  countries? 


st>'le,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

-ands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

%Vriere%-er  tested  oi*  their  merits,  they  have  becD 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coao.  Dealers  u-ill  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  cun.sumcrs  than  any  other  kind  and  arc 
respectfully  retjuer^ied  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

.S.\N  FR.\XCISCO.  C.\L. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  at.il  Retail 

Druggists,   Imporici's  of  Forcigji 

and  Domestic  DriigSy  Clion- 

icalSy  and  Perftwiery, 

No.  140  Montgomery   Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR   ATTENTION   PAID 

to  compounding  Ph>-sidan's  Proariptioos,  the  dis- 
pensing-of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
bands,  while  every  care  is  taken  lo  ensure  the  parity  of  all 
preparatioos. 


ALSO,    AGENTS    FOR 

HARNESS  M.ANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE.  AND 

.\.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  WTiips,  etc 


J.W.   BRECKINRIDGE, 


DANIEL   Z.    YOST. 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Ex.  Board. 


URECKINRIDGE  S-    YOST, 

STOCK     BROKERS, 

S.  E.  comer  Montgomer)'  and  California  Sts. 

MOOD  Y'S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drags 
and  Chemicals. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-'^      .\T  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 

Office,  No.  5V>  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  v 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD,  A-  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  S.  F,  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

CTTOCK  G-    EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


QPHIR   SILVER    MINING    COM  PA- 

ny. —  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San, 
Francisco,  California.  L^ation  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  Is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  loth  day  of  Scplcmbcr,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  33)  of  on«  doll.-u-  per  share  w:ts  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccretarj',  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  No.  203  Bus.h  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  s[ock  upon  which  thi?  x'iscssment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  15th  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pa>-ment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mosdav,  the  fourth  day  of 
November,  1878,  to  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  adveit'sing  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOY,  Secretary. 

Oflice^Ne.  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


0 


FFICE   OF     THE    BODIE    GOLD 

Mining  Company,  Room  3,  San  Francisco  Stock  Ex- 
chanije  Building,  San  Francisco,  September  10,  1878. — .At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  ;ibovc  named 
company,  held  to-day,  a  regular  dividend  of  three  dollars 
(S3)  p«r  share  was  declared,  payable  on  Saturday,  the  14th 
day  of  September.  1878.        WM.   H.   LENT,  Secretary. 


S 


'AVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 
Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  sixth  (6th)  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  35)  of  one  dollar  ($1)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  thLs  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8lh)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monuav,  the 
twenty-eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  lopa^-  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  unth  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  E.   B.  HOLMES,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery'  Street, 
San  Francisco.  California. 


psIVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Sept.  7,  1878. — At  a  mecUng  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  i3ofonedollar  per  share  wasdcclared, payable  on 
Thursday,  Sept.  12,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on  Mon- 
day, Sept.  0,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  \:  M. 

WM.  WILLIS,  Secreury. 
Office,  Room  29  Nevada  Block,    No.    309  Montgomery 
Street   third  floor   San  Francisco   C^l 


JN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

•^     Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  Slate  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARV  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  vs.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant, — .\n  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  C^aunty  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint tiled  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant : 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  lo  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  ser\'ed  within  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  ia.  this  district,  within  twenty  days" 
otherwise  within  forty  days^^sr  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
C^urt  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seveniy.eighi. 

[SEAL  OF  COL  RT.]       THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 
By  W.  STEVENSON,  Deputy  Clerk. 

T.  J.  CROWLEV,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff, 
No.  629  Kearny  Street. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


COMMENXING    Sl'NDAY,    Jl'LY    I4,    187S. 

Passenger  iraios  h-UI  Iea\-e  Saa  Fmncisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  bet^veeQ  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  -^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollisier, 
^•J'-'  Tres  PiDOS,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soiedad,  and  all  Way 
Stations,  ^p"  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R,  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^^Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

Tn  yfn  ^  ^^-  DAI^Y  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
I  U.^U  lions. 

-  --,  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sunda>-s  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O'J  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

,     -^  P.    M.   DAILY    for    San    Jose    and    Way    Sta- 

,  P.  U.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park   and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

e^  SUNDAYS  AN'  EXTRA  TRAIN  unll  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  ii. 

^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj's  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Jlonterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  folloiving  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass,  &  Tkt.  .^gt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIOXS. 
g^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FR.\NCISCO  Wa  Ferry- 
Landing,  ^larket  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  SoHmer,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  WilmimgtoD,  Aoaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


6.30 1 


ATORTH    PACIFIC    COASI    SAIL- 
■^  ^  ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF   TIME. 

On  and  after  Monday,  August  5th,  1878,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  SAN  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  between  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael   as  follows  : 

^VEEK  DAYS. 


Leave  San  Francisco. 

Leave  San  Rafael. 

From   San  Q^^^^'^n    Ferrj", 

Market  Street). 

(Via  San  Quentin 

7.1c  A.M.  for  S*.n  Rafael. 

8.15  "            "      &,  Junction 

6.30  A.M.  for  San  Francisco 

9.40  " 

8.00     "         " 

1.45  P.M. 

9.00     "         *' 

4.10  " 

ri.oo     "         " 

5.10 

3.20  P.M.      " 

6.10  "    for  San  Rafael.  . 

4-45     " 

(From  Saacelito  Ferrj",  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  ai!  points  be- 
tween Saocelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  waysta- 
tions.  Stage  connections 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 


5-45 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry)- 
7.0a  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferr>'). 

S.35  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
11.15     " 
1.45  P.M.       "  '■ 

4.30     "         "  " 


(From   San   Quentin    Ferrj*. 

Market  Street). 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  RafaeL 
12.30  P.M.      '*  " 

3-15     "        "  " 

5.45     "  for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.00  A.  M.  Excursion  train, 

connecting   at    Junction  (Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 

with  train  for  San  Ra- 
faeL 6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows :  Week  daj-s,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  30  cents. 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 
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'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commentnng  Monday,  July  29th,  1878,    and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco 

OVashington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows: 

JOQ  P-  M.,  DAILVj  Sundays  excepted^ 
'^  Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (\Vashine:ton 

Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  banta  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah, Lakeport,  Mendocino  Cit>-,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

$^  Connections  made  at   Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Gueraevnlle,  and  the  Redwoods. 


(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15 


A.  M.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

S  00  '^'  ^■t^'^^^^^y^  o?ily^  via  Donahue^ 

•  for  Qoverdale  and  way  stations.     Fares  for  the 

round  trip:  Donahue,  Si  :  Petaluma,  Si  50;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2 ;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Gueme\-ille,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  X-aguna,  $2  50 ;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bers,and  Gueme\'ille,  S3. 

(AJrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  P.  m.  daily  (except 
Simday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthtr  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

/t  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Building, 

Montgomery'  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.)  


Newton  Booth,  C  T,  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

TJ/    W.  DODGE  £-   CO., 

WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  comsr  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


/COMMENCING  SUNDA  V,  SEPTEM- 

ber  S,  1S73,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BO.-VTS 
WILL  LEAVE  6 AN  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Lantjing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7.00    ^-    ^^^■'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Gej-sers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.io  P.  M.] 

7.00   ^-  ^^^■'   OAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferrj-).  arri\-ing  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  A.  M.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  \'ia 
Livermore,  arriWng  at  Trac>'  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.         [.\rrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  .m.] 

8,00  ^-  ^'^  DAILY,   ATLANTIC 

Express  Train  (^^a  Oakland  Ferrj-,  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Mar>-3-k-ille, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (\'irginiaCit>0,  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[ArriveSan  Franciscos-if  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10.00   ^-    "'^•'  O-'^IL'^^   {VIA    OAK- 

land  Fcrr>'),  Local  Pxssenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p.  m.] 

-.  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

%J  '  Passenger     Train     (^-ia    Oakland    Ferry-   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations-  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

Dnn    P.    M.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

^  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via.  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  .-^ntioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a.  m.] 

A.  00  P-  ^'^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

r*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merceci,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [Arrive  San  Frandsco  at  12.35  p-  ^'-1 

A  00  ^-  ^'^^•'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

■T"  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  ^vith  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacrajnenlo,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to %vith  passenger  train,  lea^■ing  at  9.35  p.  m.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursday's,  and  Saturda>'3  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a.  .m.] 

A  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

jT*  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.oo  p.  .m.] 

yf   jn  P.   M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

"T^  '»_5  Third  Class    and   Accommodation   Train,    via 

Oakland  Ferr^-,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  ^-  ^'"   [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

//     "^n  P-  ^''^■'    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^'^  senger  (i.-ia    Oakland    Feny-)   to    Haj-wards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [.Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  -M.] 

C  QQ   P.   M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^  •  *--'*-'  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conve>-ance  for   Mills  Seminar^'  coimects  with  all 
trains  at  "  Melrose," 


PRENCH  SA  VIiYGS 
-'■  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearne\',  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE.  Director. 


C    P.  C.  R.  R.~(NARR01V  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND  SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  187S. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  J873,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  \WI1  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferrj-  Landing,  Market  St.: 

5.  00  ^*  '^■'  '''^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro.  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Ah-arado,  Hall's,  Ne«-ark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Galos,  and  Alraa. 

O  20  ^'^'  ^^"^  ^'^'^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

X '  for  .Alameda,    Newark,   .Alviso,    Santa  Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz  ;  or  \-ia  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.    (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.)       « 

/I    OQ  P-  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

"T"  *  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

^S"  On  Saturdays  only  stages  i\nll  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga,  Re- 
luming, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A.  M.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  ^'  ^i- 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL  TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


7-30 
8.00 
8.30 
9.00 
9.30 
10.00 
10.30 
11.00 


1-30 
2.00 

3.00 
3-30 
4.00 
4-30 
5.00 
5-3° 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
B11.45 


.  .M. 


A.  M. 


A.  M. 

7.oo;B  7.00  B  6. 101  7.00 
8.00  B  9. 00  7-30  10.00 
9.oo;Bio.oa  8.30,  r.  .M. 
10. oo;  p.  M.  [     9.30 


12.00 
p.  M, 
1.30 
2.00 

*3-oo 
4.00 
5-00 


ii.ooIb  5.00    TO. 30 
11.30 

p.  51. 
12.30 
1. 00' 

3- 30; 

4-30 
5-30 

6.30 

7.00 


4-30 


.lol  A.  M. 
9,20  7.00 
IO.3O1    P.   .M. 

811.45!     3-0' 


V,— Sundays  exceptea.  z— Sundays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


? 

?3 

z 

=  H 

'f- 

" 

A.  M. 

A.  M. 

7-05 

B  5.10 

8.00 

B  5.50 

P.   .M. 

6.40 

2.05 

7.40 

4-30 

8.40 

9.40 

10.40 

g 

11.40 

12.40 

1.25 

^ 

2.40 

?; 

4.40 

5-40 

6.40 

A.   M. 

7 -50 

7.10 

9.00 

P.   M. 

10.10 

I.  IS 

A.  M. 

S  8.00  B*5.00 

0.00  6*5.40 

"6.25 
7.00 

8.03 

9.00 
10.03 

11.03 

12.00 

p.   M. 
J. 00 

3-00 

*3-20 

4.00 

5.00 

6.03 

B*7.20 
B'S.30 
"10.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A-M, 

5  5.20 

i  6.00 
6.50 
7.20 

7.50 

8.25 

8.50 

9.20 

9.50 

10.50 
11.20 
11.50 


12.50 

I.20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4.20 

4-5° 
5.20 
5,50 
6.25 
6.50 
8.00 
9.10 
10.20 


E — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San   Francisco— i?a/'^— 36.30—87.20 — 8.15—9.15, 

10.15 — 11.15  A.  M. — 12.15 — 1-15 — 2.25 — 3.15 — 4.15 — 5.15 

— ^5.15  p.  M. 
From  Oakland — Daily — b6.2q — B7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 

— 11.05  A.    m.  — 12.05 — 1-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05 — 

6.05  p.  M.  B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  los  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

G«n«al  Sup'L  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag't. 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follo-A-s : 
LEAVE  SAN   FR.\NCISCO  DAILY. 


A.M.        j         A.M.        1         A.M.        I 
5.0a        j         6.40        1         9.20        1 

A.  M.                 P.M.         1         P.M. 

^10.30       4.20    1     6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH  STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M.       1        A.M.       1        A.M. 
5.40       1        7.30       1        9.26 

P.M.                P..M.        I        P.M. 
*3.oo            4.26      1      7.00 

'  Sunday 
THOS.  CARTER, 

Superintendent. 

sonly. 
GEO.  H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

p 


PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  ever>'  five  da\-s,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  .\NGEL^S,  SANT.\  BARBARA,' SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S.\N  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frar.cisco. 


P 


\ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers  with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
September  2d,  and  everj'  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  tORK,  via  PANA^LA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DI.\    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 

19th   of    each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  everj-  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND   PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  10th, 
2olh,  and  3oih  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  S:  CO.,  .Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannao  Streets. 


o 


CCWENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 


JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHA^L\  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  i3  j  Thursday, .Aug.   1 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Satiu-day,  Nov.  16.  j  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery'  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at   the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's ^Vharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  GenT  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 


S 


AUCELITO  FERRY. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 


On  and  after  Thursday.  June  to,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Market  street — 8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m. ;  'j-sop.  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucehto — 7.55  a.  m. — R.  R.  ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  1  p.  m. ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco— 8.00 a.  m.— R.  R.;  laooa.  m.;  12111.;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11.00  a.  ra. ;  i.oop.  m.;  3-3oP-  >"-• 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  p.  m. — R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURD.AY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     '  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  S.ALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FR.ANCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

■^^      chant  Street,   Room  i6.     Probate,  divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and^all  other  cases  attended  to. 


^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FR-ANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


P^d  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,000,000      " 


DIRECIORS: 
LoL'is  McLane,  President.      J.  C  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W,  S.  O'Briek,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen, 

(62  Wall  StreeL)t  Geo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  a%'ailable  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary*  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the   United   States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  HawaiL 


New  York  Bankers. 
London  Bankers 


.  -The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A 

.Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank, 
—  Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>Tie  &  Smiths. 
The  L^nion  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office. 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $b.ooo.ooc 

Surplus  Earnings ijO.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


Fred'k  F.  Low, 
Ign.  Steinhart, 
P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


■  ^lanagers. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN    FR.ANCISCO 


Capital $^,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

Williabi  Alvord \nce-Preddent . 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agencj'  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unios 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa%-ings  Bank;  New- 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Citj-  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Cortespondents  in  all  the  principal  mming  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  CoasL 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  .Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydne5',  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yc- 
kohama- 


H 


IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweenev. 

Vice-IVesident CD.  O'StLLivAN. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C  D.  0'Sulli\-an,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A  Donahue, 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Oflnce,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomerj-  Streets 


REMITT.ANCES  from  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj-  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  housCj 
but  the  Society  vnW  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit, 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  a.  m.  to  3  P.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


7 


UNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PO  WELL 

^  and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinarj'  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  estate  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.,  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  i^-ith  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  pass-book  or  entrance  fee, 

DAVID  FARQUH ARSON,  President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized .August  7,  187S. 

OFFICE,  325  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  resen-e  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
Jambs  Benson,  Sccretarj-  and  Cashier. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

tUk    SALE   liV  , 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    154   CLAY    S'^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKBIIINC  THECAL. FURNITURE MTG CO. 


PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
El.EGAXT  PI.^.\^OS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER. 

Sole  Aecnt  for  Pacific  Coa>l. 

or  Ownrr»  of  Oiickrrin|;  Pnnos  arc  ^|)cci;>Ily  rc«|uc»tei] 
to  Ica\-c  orders  for  tuni[)i,:ai  warcrooois,  31  Po»t  Street. 


MUSIC 


KN'AIiE  IM.ANOS, 
Irving  Pi.\nos,  Kooers'Upriuht  Pianos, 
Prime  Oro'iis.  il'alirs'  Or^i'is,  Sh,:t  .U:isu: 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  M.-\RKET  STREET. 

^pTanos 

SCHO.MACKEK  .AND   HIINKV   F.   Mil. 
LER  CELEliRATEU  PIA.\O.S. 

Piuio*  TunctJ.  RentctJ.anJ  for  Silicon  tlicln>t.i)ln)ciil  PI.-U1. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

I.:    I'o^t    Street    S.in    i"r:uu  is.  o. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  ooly  really  licht-ninning  lo(:l;-\iiich   Sowing  M.tchine 
in  the  market. 


'DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

tiegjnt,  styliih.  and  rcliabie. 
J.  W,   FVANS.  n  Pmt  Street.  San  Fmacisco. 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(Univcriity  of  Lopcith^i^eii,  Dcnmirk), 

pHVS/C/AA  AND  SURGEON.  'Office 

and  Rcudence,  113  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  1 1 
A.  M.  to  I  T.  M.,  6to8  I-.  H.  Sunday  ii  to  »  only.  Tele- 
phone  ia  the  office. 

¥re  engravings 
and  etchings. 

11/     a:    IICKF.KV    NOTJFJES   HIS 

*  cu^lomcTx  and  the  f;ublic  that  he  has  removed  to 
ft  larger  and  cnorc  convenient  office  at  No.  23  Kearny  Street 
<next  door  10  Snow  S  May'*).  »  here  he  has  a  large  collection 
of  tbCK  beautiful  and  rare  Worlu  of  Art.  To  those  who 
can  not  «hI  hit  collectiixi,  he  *ill  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  caro,  to  lake  a  portfolio  of  Kngravin^*  for  tnspcclioi) 
ax  their  resilience  any  forenoon  or  evening.  33  Kearny 
Street.     Hour*.  1  10  5  r.  m. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,MANAGE  ESTATES 

ZJOUSES   AND    LOTS   FOR  SALE 

m  thU  city,  Oakland,  and  .\hmcda.  !.and«  and 
Rancho  for  »alc  in  all  part»  of  the  country.  Aecnt»  in  the 
priodpa]  alio.     CoUc^iom  made  throughout  the  zeaM. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA  STREET. 

R  u  p  tUr^e^ 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

I'ntll  you  see  whai  ha-i  been  accom- 
piUhed  by  DR.  PIERCES  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send   for  New   IIIu»lraicd 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 

CO.,  609  Sacrattcoto  Street.  Saa  Fraocbco. 


jyrVIDEND  NOTICE.  — OFFICE    OF 

the  Eureka  Com.^Klated  Mininf  CotDpanv.  N'e^a^a 


W.   \V.  TR.VVLOR.  SecrelafT. 


H..\VE    KIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  wc  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      .'Vt  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  8.   F. 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


Oil  L.^O 
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ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
&.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SEND  FOR  JI.LL'STRATEI)  CATALOuUE. 


T  E 


C  E 


'OOr   OF   WEJtsrKR   STREET,  ON   CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

llEACH,  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "  elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  giHxi  bulh  on  iht:  Pacific  Coast.  Perfect  siecurity  against  monsters  of  the  deep.  High  water  at  all  ii(in.> 
of  day  and  night. 

SPKCIAL  ACCOMMODATIONS    FOR    LADIES    UNATTENDED. 
Reached  in  tliirty-fivc  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWAR  K— depot  on  llie  premises  ;  or  C.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Mastic  Station,  or  fiom  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway  Station,  running   within   two  blocks  of  the  Baths. 
BATHS,  25  CENTS,  including  Priwite  Room.  Bathing  Suits,  Towels.  Shower  Baihs.  etc. 

R.  HALEY  &  C.  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


A  GREAT  INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

THE  NEW  ENGLAND  MUTUAL  LIFE  INS.  GO 

OF     BOSTON 

Is  one  of  the  greatest  trust  institutions  of  the  present  age.  It  was  organized  over  forty 
yeais  ago,  and  under  a  conservative  management  it  has  grown,  and  strengthened,  and  is 
now  at  the  head  of  honored  and  trusted  companies  for  the  insurance  of  life  in  the  U.  S. 
Its  policies  are  issued  under  the  non-forfeiture  law  of  Massachusetts.  It  charges  no  more 
for  its  insurance  than  those  companies  that  forfeit  the  policy  in  case  of  non-payment  of 
premium  when  due.  Its  present  assets  are  $14,893,427  78,  and  its  surplus  over  all  lia- 
bilities amount  to  $2,759,965  04.  Wallace  Everson,  No.  32S  Montgomery  Street,  San 
Francisco,  is  the  general  agent  for  California  and  the  Pacific  States  and  Territories,  and 
is  ever  ready  to  give  all  information  desired. 


IS.  R.  G.  LEWIS, 

DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS, 

ROOMS  27  AND  2S, 

Thurhw  Block,  corner  Suiter  and  Kearny  Streels,  San  F7-ancisco. 

Klegani  Walking  Suits.  Evening  Toilets,  nridal  Trousseaus,  and  Mourning  Cosiume.';.  manufactured 
at  the  shortest  notice,  after  the  latest  Parisian  modes.     T.\KE   THE   ELEV.VTOR. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR   SUTTER,   UP  STAIRS. 
^'  The  finest  assortment  of  French  Millinery  Goods  in  the  city  always  ,on  hand,  tfit^ 


MRS.  M.  M.  COLEMAN. 
DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS 

NO.   115  KEARNY  STREET, 
Rooms  13,   14,  and   15,  over  Keane,  O'Connor  &  Co.,  San  Francisco. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 


WILLIAM  DOOLAX, 

Office  No.  12  Nc\Tida  Hloclc. 


rmnc 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

30  Po-ii    St.,  San   Francisco. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &.  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART   GALLERY. 


A  complete  .ihsotlnicnt  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 


19   AND    2!    POST   STREET. 


TJ/A  RE  ROOMS,   N.    W.   CORNER 

^'         KKARNV  AND  .SUITER  .Sl'REET.S. 

SHERMAN,  ^HYDE    &.   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


A  WORLD'S  TRIUMPH. 

THE  OUBEENT  OP 

TRADE  REVERSED. 


TO  EUROPE. 

STEINWAY  &  SONS 

ORDERS  FROM  EUROPE 

hftve  Iscreafled  to  an  extent,  neceBsltatlDg  the  «■• 
hiblflhinent  of  'Warerooms  )a  London,  Eogland,  and 
connected  witli  it  is  a  Concert  Hall,  tho  wholo  com- 
bined making  the  moHt  elegant  Piano  Wareroome  In 
Europe,  and  stands  there  aa  a  mODumont  of  Ameri- 
can genins  and  Indnstry. 

Itls  impossible  to  mention  in  theIImlt«dflpaco  of  on 
■dvertisementtheinnnraerabletrinrnpliBofthlaendr- 
cetiofirm.  Theystandforcmostawl'vcutora In  Piano 
Building  in  America, and  in  that  respect,  no  Bmallcom- 

Sllment  to  their  Inventions  Is  tlio  undeniable  en- 
orsementof  all  thclrcompelitora.asBhownlii  (heir 
tmitativo  efforts.  Certain  principlea  of  tho  Steinways 
are  however  bo  comp!'.'toly  protected,  thatno  imlta- 
tionorEubsHtutoisatUmptcd  atal],and  the  Eballow 
method  of  crjlng  eucb  inventions  down  are  resorted 
to  and  relied  upon. 

Tho  Stelnways  designed  and  perfected  the  Over- 
Btnmg  and  Iron  Pramo  Bjatems.  'i'ho  application  ol 
the  Agraffo  Arratigeni<>n'ta  to  Square  and  Upriglit 
Pianos.  The  Patent  Duplex  Scale  creating  tho  most 
beautiful  treble  tones,  (tbo  Duplex  Scale  is  of  recent 
Invention  and  only  to  be  found  in  Pianos  eoid 
recently).  Tho  improved  Double  Dampers.  Tho 
later  Idea  extending  the  Agraffes  to  every  string  in  th© 
Piano.  Tho  highi'at  flnitih  to  all  piirts  of  the  Instru- 
ment,  including  flrnt  quaUtica  of  ivory,  ebony,  felt, 
cloth,  etc.  Tho  wood  work  and  vartilsh  of  such  flrwU 
class  character,  Ibatlbo  employment  of  large  capital 
and  experience ulone  permits.  ^ 

The  name  of  Steinway  liaa  become  a  "  household 
word"  in  Amoric:n  liomce,  and  the  satisfactory 
record  of  18  years  t.-ial  on  the  Paelfle,  Coast,  in  ItseU 
aesnrcs  tho  iiurchascr  that  tho  invesOient  ia  no 
speculation,  hut  one  of  perfect  Kccurity. 

The  oft-repealed  r.tnry  of  rival  mal^era  claiming  to 
oave  been  Steiuwayti"  loremau,  etc.,  Fhould  Jiavo  no 
treight  with  purcha-icrH.  An  imnienKe  lusnufactui^ 
Ing  business  like  tho  Bteinwavs  is  divided  into  da- 
partmcnta  for  tbo  vnrioiis  ciasurs  of  work,  and  a 
foreman  of  one  dei)artnient  supedntende  that  alone, 
and  cannot  'lo  perfected  in  other  details. 

Theffteinways  (a  nnmemua  family)  mo  the  Inven- 
tors and  designers  of  the  principles  of  their  Pianos, 
and  are  alone  respom^ible  for  the  thorough  execu- 
tion of  their  ownlde.TB. 

In  tho  Jfachinery  Department  at  tho  late  Centen- 
nial Exhibition  Stelnways  were  awarded  a  special 
medal  for  an  invention  for  testing  their  iron  frames 
tmder  a  prcsenro  of  5.000  lbs.  to  the  aquare  centi- 
metre. (This  award  was  distinct  from  their  medal 
for  tho  best  Pianoa  exhibited  )  Tho  iron  frames  in 
Btelnway  Pianos  are  tho  only  ones  so  tested,  and 
while  other  makers  roly  on  castings  from  an  ordi- 
nary foundry,  the  Stcinways  maintain  their  own 
foundry,  and  man ufact urea  frnraoot  compoFitemtlal, 
which  adds  greatly  to  ibo  resonant  quailUes  of  the 
instrument  in  general. 

It  frequently  occurs  (hat  the  attempt  Is  made  to 
raise  tbo  character  of  Pianos  constructed  on  lena 
costly  principles  to  tho  rank  that  tho  Steinway  main- 
tains, by  naming  a  price,  the  same  or  nearly  bo. 
This  mcttod  Is  frequently  exposed  by  the  perfect 
willinpnesa  of  tho  dealer  to  make  astonibbiiig  dis- 
counts for  cash  or  extremely  long  credits  ;  systems 
not  entertained  in  any  flrct-claaa  buBinei^e.  In  Bell- 
ing a  Steinway  Piano,  a  guarantee  of  worth  ia  given 
Erotecting  the  purchaser  for  6  years,  and  catalogues 
isued  by  tho  Pacific  Coafit  Agencies  have  an  uniform 
rate  of  prices  in  gold,  and  whero  d'cired  a  liberal 
Installment  plan  is  offered  to  responsible  buyers, 
with  an  additional  ch:irp6  of  simple  i'^terest  on 
deferred  payments.  Catalogues  mailed  on  applica- 
tion to  /% 
.ar.  GRAT,  Ocneral  Agent,^ 

105  Kearny  BtreeU  S.  V, 
WILL  RE.MOVE  ABOUT  OCT.  15TH  'lO 

I  17    POST    STREET. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IX  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

^^     for  La  its.  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     XST  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


BEAMISH'S 


An  Ji^cline. 
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SAN   FRANCISCO,    SEPTEMBER    28,   1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


It  will  be  observed  ihat  the  ARGONAUT  has  improved  of  late.  This 
is  attributable  in  part  to  the  fact  that  the  senior  editor  has  been  absent 
delivering  agricultural  lectures  at  county  fairs  and  duck  shooting  at  Tu- 
lare Lake,  leaving  the  juniors  of  the  office  greater  freedom  in  mak- 
ing up  the  paper.  The  Argonaut  has  decidedly  improved  since  its 
establishment,  both  in  tone  and  in  the  general  character  of  the  enter- 
prise. It  has  taken  a  higher  range  of  thought  than  was  its  original 
purpose.  It  has  found  a  better  lead  of  literary  matter  to  work  than  its 
proprietors  supposed  existed  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  It  has  purposely 
avoided  the  acrimonious  phase  of  political  discussions,  preferring  to  cut 
itself  loose  from  any  party  association,  and  leaving  its  columns  free  to 
the  discussion  of  all  national  questions — free,  indeed,  to  the  discussion 
of  all  questions;  preferring  to  make  itself  the  vehicle  of  independent 
thought  rather  than  the  organ  of  any  class  or  the  advocate  of  any  party. 
It  wiU  he  observed  that  on  all  questions  on  which  the  community  is  di- 
vided in  opinion  the  columns  of  the  Argonaut  are  open  to  a  free  dis- 
cussion. The  editors  of  the  journal  are  Republicans  by  early  associa- 
tion, education,  and  conviction;  but,  recognizing  the  fact  that  the  party 
has  fallen,  under  most  humiUating  and  dishonorable  leadership,  appre- 
ciating the  littleness  of  his  excellency,  the  goody-goody  Mr.  Hayes,  and 
being  somewhat  distrustful  of  the  integrity  of  the  administration  of  the 
financial  part  of  the  government,  and  remembering  the  utter  infamy  of 
the  ring  transactions  in  land,  naval,  Indian,  and  internal  revenue  af- 
fairs of  the  last  administration,  are  not  altogether  in  love  with  the  pres- 
ent Republican  party.  In  a  RepubUcan  government  the  long  exercise 
of  power  is  apt  to  beget  abuses.  This  has  been  illustrated  in  the  recent 
history  of  parly  affairs  in  our  country.  There  is  no  honest  man  in  the 
ranks  of  the  Republican  organization  who  does  not  wish  that  the  elec- 
tion of  President  Hayes  had  been  brought  about  in  a  different  man- 
ner. There  is  no  intelligent  person  who  does  not  wish  that  the  party 
at  Washington  was  less  under  the  influence  of  national  banks  and  mon- 
eyed corporations.  There  is  a  somewhat  well  defined  impression  among 
Republicans  that  perhaps  a  change  of  party  may  not  be  a  national  ca- 
lamity. The  Argonaut,  as  we  are  confidentially  informed  by  its  edi- 
tors (who  are  now  both  absent,  and  whose  absence  we  take  advantage  of 
to  make  this  announcement),  will  hold  itself  in  position  to  advocate  that 
candidate  for  the  next  presidency  who  comes  nearest  to  the  standard  of 
patriotism. 

With  reference  to  State  politics  it  will  be  equally  independent.  The 
present  administration  is  an  e-xceptionaliy  good  one.  Governor  Irwin, 
so  far  as  our  observation  extends,  is  making  an  intelligent  and  honest 
administration  of  his  office,  and  the  same  remark  may  equally  apply  to 
the  Lieutenant-Governor,  Attorney- General,  Secreiarj-  of  State,  Treas- 
urer, and  Comptroller.  Our  State  finances  are  in  a  most  healthy  con- 
dition, and  there  seems  to  be  no  very  good  reason  why  the  political  ad- 
ministration should  be  taken  out  of  the  control  of  the  gentlemen  who 
now  form  the  State  government.  Of  course  the  Democracy  will  plot 
and  scheme  to  tear  down  and  destroy  their  present  faithful  senants  that 
other  persons  may  have  their  places;  of  course  the  Republican  party 
leaders  will  intrigue  to  place  in  nomination  such  candidates  as  may, 
by  aid  of  money,  party  machinery,  and  stump  yawp,  be  successful.  We 
understand,  of  course,  that  the  wires  are  being  pulled  to  accomplish 
these  results;  we  know  half  a  dozen  not  very  able  Republicans,  and  as 
many  more  Democrats  of  not  very  great  ability,  are  now  passing  sleep- 
less nights  in  planning  how  to  succeed  Senator  Booth.  We  wish  Sen- 
ator Booth  might  be  reelected,  because  he  is  scholarly,  intelligent, 
honest,  and  what  is  better  than  all  this — a  gentleman.  He  has  been 
more  useful  than  demonstrative.  He  thinks  where  others  only  talk. 
He  has  head,  and  brains  are  becoming  at  disccunt  in  the  Senate  of  the 
United  States.  

We  had  not  intended  this  to  become  a  political  dissertation  ;  but,  as 
it  has,  we  must  not  omit  mention  of  the  municipal  administration  of  the 
city  of  San  Francisco.  .Again  we  find  ourselves  in  the  position  to  com- 
mend rather  than  scold.  Mr.  A.  J.  Bryant  has  made  and  is  making  a 
most  excellent  Jvlayor  ;  none  better  was  ever  chosen  to  direct  our  city 
government.  If  he  lacks — and  we  do  not  kno*  that  he  does — any  of 
the  amenities  that  distinguished  his  predecessors,  Messrs.  Selby,  Alvord, 
and  Otis,  he  is  quite  the  equal  of  any  in  executive  and  business  ability. 
We  have  never  heard  any  one  question  his  integrity,  and  only  with  ref- 
erence to  the  sand-lot  uprising  have  we  ever  heard  complaint  of  his  e.\- 
ecutive  firmness.  In  this,  some  thought  him  slow  and  lacking  in  resolu- 
tion ;  others  thought  him  unjustifiably  severe  in  repressing  the  freedom 
of  speech  ;  but  let  us  speak  well  of  the  bridge  that  carried  us  over  the 
crisis  without  serious  disturbance,  without  the  loss  of  a  single  life  or 
trampling  upon  the  rights  of  any  citizen.  Mr.  Bryant  deserves  well  of 
every  member  of  the  community  who  was  interested  in  the  preservation 
of  order.  The  financial  condition  of  our  city  is  in  good  shape  ;  our 
police  is  efficient  and  well  ordered  ;  and,  taking  the  city  government  as 
a  whole,  we  maybe  thankful  that  it  is  so  efficiently  and  so  well  directed. 
.And  yet  in  a  few  months  all  this  tranquillity  will  be  disturbed  ;  the  pot 
will  begin  first  to  simmer  around  the  primary  edges  and  at  the  comer  of 
California  and  Montgomer\-  Streets  ;  seedy  loafers  with  bad  breath  w  ill 
begin  to  talk  of  the  "party;"  bummers  will  wipe  their  Bardolphian 
noses  upon  their  greasy  coat  sleeves  and  offer  their  patriotic  services  to 
Ward  manipulators  ;  ward  statesmen  will  meet  in  solemn  conclaves  at 
gi"0ggerie5  to  consult  on  the  best  interest  of  the  city.  State,  and  general 
government ;  demagogues,  whose  reputation  is  as  broad  as  the  county 
in  which  they  live,  will  look  wise  and  agitate  themselves  in  obedience  to 
some  higher  influence  ;  politicians,  county  committees.  State  Central 
Committee  men,  candidates  for  city  and  State  offices,  officials  now  in 
place,  expectants  and  parties  in  possession,  from  the  man  who  ffings  the 


lariat  for  dogs  to  the  statesman  who  aspires  to  a  seat  in  the  Senate  of 
the  United  States,  will  wriggle,  and  plot,  and  scheme,  and  intrigue,  and 
drink  whisky,  and  smile,  and  combine,  and  pay  money,  and  lie,  and 
make  promises,  and  break  them,  and  bribe,  and  bargain,  and  make 
speeches,  and  shake  hands,  and  kiss  dirty  babies,  and  do  dirty  things, 
in  order  to  obtain  an  office — an  office  in  which  there  is  no  money  if  hon- 
estly administered,  no  honor  if  not,  and  in  which  they  wiU  from  the  be- 
ginning be  compelled  to  live  a  life  of  subserviency  in  order  to  secure  a 
reelection.  All  these  things  seem  inseparable  from  a  republican  form  of 
government.  It  seems  as  if  no  good  thing  can  be  attained  without  some 
unpleasant  preliminary  labor.  Heaven  is  only  reached  by  a  life  of  self- 
denial.  The  promised  land  of  milk  and  honey  was  reached  after  forty 
years  of  travail  in  the  desert.  The  best  duck-shooting  is  found  in  the 
farthest  clump  of  tules,  to  which  you  miist  wade  through  deep  water  and 
tule  mud.  In  poUlics  there  is  a  vast  amount  of  prehminary  nastiness 
through  which  to  wallow  in  the  attainment  of  the  higher  honors  of  offi- 
cial life.  An  outspoken,  honest,  and  fearless  utterance  of  political  opin- 
ions consigns  the  one  who  utters  them  to  the  hopeless  obscurity  of  pri- 
vate life.  The  demagogue,  the  flatterer,  the  obsequious  and  the  unprin- 
cipled, the  cautious  and  the  intriguing,  may,  and  often  do,  wiggle  their 
way  successfully  to  the  most  exalted  stations,  and  attain  to  position  by 
means  which  honorable  men  despise.  Hence  it  is  that  the  best  intel- 
lects, the  higher  and  better  men  of  the  nation,  are  disinclined  to  poUtics 
as  a  pursuit  in  life. 

A  gentleman — one  whose  opinions  we  highly  appreciate — said  to  us 
the  other  day  :  "I  wish  the  Argonaut  would  dispense  with  society 
gossip.  I  have,"' said  he,  "old-fashioned  notions  about  seeing  ladies' 
names  in  print.  It  always  wounds  my  sense  of  propriety  to  see  the 
name  of  any  lady  friend  in  the  Argonaut,  and  pray  tell  me  what  right 
has  any  journalist  to  invade  the  social  circle,  even  to  announce  that 
Mrs.  A  or  Miss  B  were  present?  And  still  further,  answer  by  what  rule 
of  social  propriety  are  you  justified  in  saying  that  this  one  looked  beau- 
tiful, or  that  one  was  tastefully  dressed  in  rich  and  fashionable  attire?'' 
A  few  days  since  we  received  a  very  severe  note  from  a  gentleman,  and 
the  subject  of  his  complaint  was  that  in  these  words  our  society  corre- 
spondent had  alluded  to  a  member  of  his  family:  "The  bride  is  a 
charming  young  lady,  well  known  in  society.''  Our  answer  to  these 
complaints  is,  first  a  plea  of  guilty,  and  nctt  a  plea  of  justification  ; 
as  lawyers  say,  we  confess  and  avoid.  So  far  as  we  ourselves  and 
the  ladies  of  our  family  are  concerned,  we  should  prefer  to  avoid 
newspaper  notice.  But  society  likes  it — yes,  demands  it  ;  and  this  jour- 
nal would  be  a  failure  without  it.  It  is  a  fact  that  one  week's  omission 
of  "  The  Only  Jones"  or  "  Flibbertigibbet*'  causes  more  notice,  and  is 
the  subject  of  greater  complaint,  than  to  have  left  out  all  our  ponderous 
and  well-written  editorials.  One  line  of  social  gossip  is  worth  a  whole 
column  of  "  OUa-podrida,''  and  it  would  be  better  to  omit  any  mention  of 
a  foreign  war  than  to  fail  to  announce  a  wedding  in  fashionable  society. 
An  encyclical  letter  from  the  Pope,  the  proceedings  of  an  international 
congress,  the  Queen's  speech,  or  a  change  of  national  administration, 
are  incidents  of  less  importance  to  the  average  lady  of  society  than 
what  was  played,  and  who  played  it,  at  theamateur  theatricals  given  by 
Mrs.  Gwin.  Who  gave  a  party,  and  who  were  there,  and  how  they 
were  dressed,  and  who  is  in  love,  and  who  engaged,  and  where  the 
fashionables  spend  their  summer  months,  and  who  goes  to  Europe,  are 
matters  of  serious  consequence  to  a  great  many  very  intelligent  people 
who  take  this  paper,  and  who,  for  the  sake  of  "The  Only  Jones,'' 
"Flibbertigibbet,"  "  Lilias  Dubois,"  and  "  Betsy  B,"  pardon  us  for 
lumbering  our  other  columns  with  such  stupid  and  heavy  stuff  as  the 
letters  of  Kwang  Chang  Ling,  "  Atlanticus,"  and  H.  N.  Clement. 


Our  people  of  San  Francisco  are  not  peculiar  in  this  respect.  Lon- 
don has  its  Court  Journal,  the  Times  notes  all  the  movements  of  the 
Queen,  the  nobility  and  gentr}'  of  England,  and  not  an  entertainment 
is  given  by  fashionable  people  that  is  not  noted,  described,  and  com- 
mented upon  by  the  leading  jotmials  of  Great  Britain.  This  is  also 
done  in  all  the  capitals  of  Europe.  New  York,  Boston,  and  Philadel- 
phia have  their  journals  especially  devoted  to  society  news.  It  is  an 
utter  affectation  for  any  fashionable  female  to  assert  that  it  is  displeas- 
ing to  have  herself,  her  daughters,  her  jewels,  her  dress,  her  equipage, 
receive  kindly  mention  in  a  reputable  journal.  Why  do  women  array 
themselves  in  velvets,  silks,  and  laces  ?  Not  for  their  mirrors  or  their 
husbands,  but  for  society.  Why  is  the  marriage  ceremony  made  a  pa- 
geant and  spectacle  in  churches  adorned  with  flowers,  gas  Ut  by  day- 
light, with  attendants  in  sweeping  trains,  and  bride  adorned  in  flowers 
and  bridal  veil  ?  Not  for  the  parson,  or  the  bare-headed  urchins  that 
congregate  on  the  sidewalk  ;  nor  yet  for  the  spectators  that  crowd  aisle 
and  gallery  ;  but  for  the  reporters,  the  press,  the  sensation  that  at- 
tends a  fashionable  wedding  in  fashionable  society.  WTiy  do  persons 
give  grand  entertainments,  and  turn  their  elegant  homes  into  a  corral, 
restaurant,  bar-room,  and  dancing  hall  ?  Half  the  guests  they  despise, 
the  other  half  they  are  indifferent  to.  The  answer  is  display,  and  the 
best  and  widest  display  is  secured  through  the  columns  of  the  press. 
This  journal  notices  only  the  movements  of  good  society,  and  if  there 
is  a  line  in  its  society  gossip  that  wounds  or  offends,  or  even  stings,  it  is 
there  by  accident,  and  not  design. 

This  is  a  very  good  place  to  observe  that  the  paper  will  be  grateful  for 
society  news,  and  if  society  people  will  furnish  it  the  chances  of  errors  are 
greatly  lessened.  Society  in  San  Francisco  is  just  beginning  to  crysuil- 
lize  :  it  is  just  getting  itself  into  sliape.  In  every  city  of  importance 
there  is  a  circle  that  ranks  first — first  in  point  of  birth,  education,  wealth, 
and  that  styles  itself  "good  society,"  and  is  accepted  as  such.  The 
Argox.\ut  is  aiding  in  this  process  of  crystallization,  and  it  is  the  only 
journal  that  can  aid  in  this  v«ork.     The  /'oj/ jumbles  things,  and  makes 


the  elegant  and  accomplished  daughter  of  a  tinker's  apprentice  a  fair 
mate  for  the  brave  eyed,  manly  sons  of  Colonel  Jackson.  The  Chron- 
icle and  Call,  in  grandiloquent  language,  portray  as  a  "splendid  and 
fashionable  gathering"  a  ginger-bread  party  where  sand-lots  dance  to 
the  music  of  "  The  Arkansas  Traveler"  played  on  a  single  fiddle,  and 
thus  mix  the  upper  ten  and  the  lower  million  in-a  social  hodge-podge. 
The  Post,  the  Chronicle,  and  the  Call  find  the  names  of  fashionable 
society  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  for  a  first-class  announcement 
of  a  soap  factory  would  praise  its  proprietor  and  his  estimable  lady  as 
the  upper  crust  of  the  social  pie.  There  are  some  curious  things  that 
we  have  always  observed — everybody  who  is  not  in  society  affects  to  de- 
spise it ;  ever\'body  who  is  poor  affects  to  look  with  great  contempt  upon 
wealth  ;  every  female  who  can  not  afford  to  dress  elegantly  and  ex- 
pensively affects  to  admire  simplicity  of  costume.  All  men  are  gentle- 
men and  all  women  ladies — in  their  own  opinions.  We  never  knew  a 
person  who  did  not  claim  to  be  well-born,  and  it  is  very  rare  to  find  one 
who  does  not  claim  to  be  the  possessor  of  all  the  virtues. 


Money  is  the  open  sesame  to  society  in  San  Francisco  as  it  is  the 
world  over.  Intelligence,  birth,  culture,  and  good  character  ought  to 
be  the  qualifications  for  admission  to  the  select  circle.  To  illustrate  our 
meaning  we  might  take  Debretfs  Peerage,  and  we  should  find  that  that 
family  of  the  English  nobility  or  landed  gentry  which  has  not  been  en- 
riched by  the  purse  of  the  plebeian  is  the  exception.  The  number  of 
bankers,  merchants,  manufacturers,  and  successful  business  men  that 
have  become  barons,  earls,  and  dukes  nearly  equals  that  of  those  who 
have  come  to  the  ranks  of  the  nobility  by  services  upon  the  bench,  or  in 
literature,  in  science,  or  on  the  battle  field.  The  number  of  daughters 
of  fat  brewers,  bankers,  and  mechanics,  of  rich  opera  singers  and 
actresses,  that  have  united  their  purses  with  noble  names  is  by  no  means 
small.  In  our  own  country  there  is  very  little  good  society  that  does 
not  trace  its  goodness  to  money  bags.  The  blue  blood  of  Beacon 
Street  comes  down  through  a  long  line  of  pirates,  negro-traders,  and 
codfishers.  The  aristocracy  of  New  York,  who  claim  to  have  descended 
from  the  Patroons,  are  ancient  and  ignoble  Dutchmen  enriched  by  lands 
and  vegetable  gardens.  The  chivalry  of  Virginia  is  that  portion  of  the 
people  of  the  Old  Dominion  that  had  the  most  niggers,  and  the  best  fam- 
ilies of  the  South  were  those  of  broadest  acres,  and  on  whose  acres  nig- 
gers and  cotton  had  given  opportunity  for  education,  refinement,  and 
culture.  The  first  society  of  San  Francisco  is  that  now,  and  will  be 
that,  which  has  the  greatest  wealth,  lives  in  the  best  style,  and  spends  the 
most  money.  We  are  not  moralizing,  we  are  only  stating  facts.  The 
children  of  the  wealthy  stock-speculator,  or  the  successful  business  man, 
will  as  certainly  take  their  rank  at  the  head  of  the  social  structure  as  if 
we  had  a  college  of  heraldry,  and  their  names  were  enrolled  as  the  de- 
scendants of  a  long  line  of  illustrious  ancestors. 


A  correspondent  asks  the  cost  of  getting  a  home  in  El  Dorado.  Now, 
that  depends.  A  workingman  can  preempt  a  homestead  of  one  hun- 
dred and  six-ty  acres.  The  land  costs  only  the  price  of  official  fees. 
Then  he  would  want  an  axe,  price  51-25;  three  hundred  and  sLxty-five 
pounds  of  bacon,  say  ten  cents  per  pound,  $36.50;  two  or  three  barrels 
of  flour  at  $6  per  barrel;  one  hundred  pounds  coffee,  $15;  twenty-five 
pounds  tea,  say  512.50;  a  barrel  of  sugar  at  eleven  cents  a  pound;  a 
double-barreled  shot  gun,  with  powder,  buckshot,  and  No.  8  for  quail; 
a  baking  kettle,  coffee-pot,  frying-pan,  pewter  plate,  tin  cup,  and  sheath 
knife;  two  pairs  Mission  Woolen  Mill  blankets;  one  pair  of  army  shoes, 
cost  $2.75;  one  pair  rivet-fastened  overalls,  price  $1.25;  two  shirts,  and 
a  straw- hat.  After  he  has  grubbed  out  the  chaparral,  he  may  hire  a 
piece  plowed  for  garden  and  orchard  by  exchanging  days'  labor  among 
his  neighbors.  He  makes  his  fence  of  stone  or  rail.  He  makes  his 
cabin  of  logs  and  lays  up  his  fire-place  and  chimney  in  stone  and  mud. 
His  bed  is  pine  boughs  and  blankets.  In  three  months  he  has  vegeta- 
bles; in  sbc  months,  chickens  and  grain.  In  a  year  he  has  a  start;  in 
two  years  fruit.  In  three  years  he  has  a  farm;  in  four  years  he  is  inde- 
pendent; in  five  he  is  in  condition  to  go  to  the  legislature.  If  he  can  get 
an  industrious  young  woman,  who  is  fond  of  picnicking  in  the  country 
and  not  afraid  of  tarweed  on  her  stockings,  the  whole  thing  can  be  ac- 
complished more  easily.  It  requires  nerve,  resolution,  industry,  pa- 
tience, self-denial,  and  an  honest  purpose  to  accomplish  a  result.  The 
workingman  in  health  can  make  himself  independent  beyond  the  possi- 
bility of  failure  in  five  years,  and  a  wealthy  man  in  ten.  Our  fathers 
did  it  in  New  England,  fighting  a  rigorous  cUmate,  Indians,  and  an 
unexplored  continent.  They  did  it  in  the  Genesee  country,  now  West- 
ern Ne,v  York,  in  Ohio,  Michigan,  and  the  great  Northwest,  and  in 
the  valley  of  the  Mississippi.  The  pioneers  have  done  it  in  California. 
It  is  a  better  and  surer  way  to  get  a  living  than  to  blaspheme  God, 
curse  Republican  government,  and  damn  one's  luck  on  the  sand-lot. 

In  the  present  aspect  of  national  politics,  with  "  Keameyism  "  (which 
includes  Fenianism}  and  "Butlerism"to  the  front,  it  may  be  well  to 
consider  what  effect  their  suecess  would  have  on  our  relations  with 
Great  Britain.  It  is  certain  that  the  accession  of  General  Butler  to  the 
Presidency  would  put  a  strain  upon  these  relations  which  *hey  might  not 
bear.  There  is  probably  no  living  American  wiio  so  bitterly  hates  En- 
gland and  everything  EngUsh  as  General  Butler,  nor  one  who  is  so 
warmly  detested  in  return.  The  last  number  of  the  London  World 
utters  English  opinion  on  this  matter  with  English  moderation  when  it 
says  :  "  Should  an  unforeseen  combination  place  General  Butler  in  the 
Presidential  chair,  the  consequences  will  be  more  serious  to  England 
than  any  election  which  has  ever  taken  place  in  the  United  States  since 
the  days  of  Washington."  They  would  probably  be  still  mor~  serious 
to  ourselves,  and  not  the  least  of  the  circimi stances  which  wcild  nttUr 
them  so  would  be  the  power  which  the  man  Butler  won:«' 
avenge  his  private  grievances  by  precipitating  us  into  a     a; 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  TRAGEDY  AT  DOWNIEVILLE  IN  1851. 


In  Three  Acts. 


ACT   I. 

The  celebration  of  the  Fourth  at  Downievillc,  Sierra 
County,  twenty-seven  years  ago — that  Is  to  say,  in  1851 — was 
not  the  elaborate  affair  we  make  it  nowadays.  Downicville 
was  then  a  mining  camp,  and  one,  by  the  way,  of  the  very 
roughest  description,  where  gold  dust,  fresh  and  glittering 
from  its  native  earth,  p.issed  current  for  coin  ;  where  \alues 
were  computed  not  by  dollars,  but  by  "  ounces,"  and  where 
the  miner  paid  for  his  whisky  not  in  dimes  or  quarters,  but 
in  "pinches"  of  gold  dust.  Uownieville,  therefore,  had  no 
mounted  cannon,  no  cavalry,  no  infantry — in  short,  none  of 
the  accessories  of  a  well-appointed  State  militia,  whereby  to 
celebrate  the  .Nation's  Birthday  with  the  pomp  of  a  mimic 
war,  with  thundering  cannon  and  martial  music.  Hence,  on 
the  Kourth  of  July,  1S51,  there  was  no  procession  in  Downic- 
ville worth  talking  about.  I!ut  what  the  miners  lacked  in 
militarj-  appointments  they  made  up  for  in  uproar,  in  deep 
drinking  and  boisterous  carousals,  in  abundance  of  newly- 
coined  oaths,  and  some  square  fighting.  They  celebrated 
after  a  fashion  of  their  own. 

The  occasion  was  too  good  to  be  neglected.  Not  ever)' 
day  would  come  a  Fourth.  It  was  therefore  commendable, 
and  quite  becoming,  to  improve  the  occasion  as  much  as 
possiole.  So  they  began  a  week  or  so  before  the  lime.  Then 
grog  shanties  plied  a  lively  trade,  firewater  was  at  a  pre- 
mium, and  many  a  plethoric  "  shammy  "  bag  was  depleted 
of  its  glittering  contents  in  "  pinches  "  paid  for  tang:lcfoot. 
There  is  more  than  one  millionaire  to-day  in  California  who 
obtained  his  start  in  the  world  by  retailing  grog  to  the  miners 
during  that  week  at  Downievillc. 

The  first  day  of  this  remarkable  week  was  given  to  the 
rough  hospitalities  of  the  camp.  Work  was  e\  cry  where  sus- 
pended ;  the  miners  visited  at  each  others'  tents — each  tent 
Saving  laid  in  a  whisky  keg  for  the  occasion,  when  the  tin 
cup  from  which  the  miner  usually  drank  his  coffee  was  made 
to  do  duly  in  scr\  ing  whisky  to  the  guest.  .As  cooking  in 
holiday  times  was  out  of  the  question,  pork  and  beans 
enough  to  last  a  week  were  cooked  in  the  bulk  ;  and  as  each 
guest  fell  hungrj',  he  went  to  the  home-made  safe  and  helped 
himself  Thus  fortified,  the  revelers  resumed  their  carouse, 
the  tin  cup  once  more  went  briskly  around,  tanglefoot  was 
swallowed  in  huge  gulps,  talking  gave  way  to  singing,  and 
Night  spread  her  sable  mantle  over  the  inebriate  scene. 

Nothing  could  ha\e  been  more  natural  than,  on  the  fol- 
lowing day,  "  to  lake  a  hair  of  the  dog  that  bit  " — than  to 
drink  more  tanglefoot  for  the  purpose  of  "curing"  the  effects 
of  yesterday's  excess— and  therefore  the  second  day  began 
with  "doctoring,"  and  then  getting  drunk  again,  and  ended 
very  much  like  the  day  before,  with  the  exception  that  there 
was  not,  perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  so  much  effusive  friend- 
ship among  the  revelers,  and  that  the  prolonged  debauch 
developed  the  animal,  and  brutalized  the  man  to  a  greater  or 
less  degree. 

At  noon  on  the  third  day  the  whole  camp  was  reeling 
drunk — was,  in  (act,  mad.  The  fighting  spirit  was  now  in 
the  ascendant,  for  tanglefoot  had  done  its  work.  The  most 
acceptable  talker  was  he  who  talked  loudest  and  longest  on 
the  glory  of  fighting  with  bowie  knife  and  revolver,  and  hence 
Jim — Jim  the  Slasher — was  the  orator  of  the  hour. 

He  quarreled  with  the  Gimlet — a  gentleman  so  called 
from  the  deftness  with  which  he  could  bore  a  hole  in  the 
body  of  an  antagonist — and  the  Gimlet  gave  Slasher  the  lie. 

"  That's  more  nor  I'd  allow  my  own  father  to  do — to  give 
me  the  lie,"  quietly  retorted  the  Slasher.  "  I  suppose  you 
know  the  consequences  }  " 

"  I  don't  knoiv  as  I  do,"  replied  the  Gimlet,  coolly. 

"  Well,  step  this  way  and  I'll  show  you,"  said  the  Slasher, 
walking  outside  to  the  square  plat  in  front  of  the  saloon. 
The  Gimlet  followed. 

When  the  miners  obser\ed  the  two  notables  going  out  to- 
gether on  the  Square  they  knew  what  was  going  to  happen, 
and  immediately  scores  of  the  spectators  lined  the  sidewalk 
on  both  sides  of  the  straggling  street,  but  no  one  attempted 
to  interfere  between  the  Slasher  and  the  Gimlet.  The 
Square  was  left  entirely  to  themselves,  and  each  spectator 
felt  instinctively  at  his  weapons,  for  all  carried  knives  and 
revolvers. 

"  How  will  you  have  it  ?"  asked  the  Slasher. 

"Any  way  you  like,"  was  the  reply. 

"  I  most  always  begin  with  the  shooting-irons  and  finish 
up  with  the  knife,"  observed  the  Slasher. 

"  I  don't  know  as  any  arrangement  could  be  prettier,"  re- 
plied the  Gimlet ;  and  the  two  retreated  simultaneously  a 
few  paces  backward,  keeping  their  eyes  steadily  and  mur- 
derously fixed  on  each  other  as  they  did  so. 

You  could  have  heard  a  pebble  drop  m  the  street.  Mutu- 
ally satisfied  as  to  the  dist.ance,  ttjsy  drew  their  revolvers 
and  fired  together,  each  advancing  -on  the  other  at  every 
discharge  during  the  four  following  shots,  when,  both  being 
wounded,  they  rushed  at  each  other  knife  in  hand.  At  close 
quarters  neither  deigned  to  parr)'  or  fend,  and  thus  waste 
his  waning  strengtli,  but  both  struck  out  desperately  and 
wildly.  The  Slasher,  putting  all  his  strength  in  a  single  ef- 
fort, struck  the  Gimlet  on  the  neck,  inflicting  a  fatal  and 
gaping  wound,  and  both  fell  together— the  Gimlet  from  his 
death- wound,  and  the  Slasher  from  exhaustion  and  the  force 
of  his  0'.*'n  impulse.  They  clinched  and  squirmed  and  wal- 
lowed in  each  othef's  blood  for  a  few  seconds,  when  the 
Gimlet,  with  an  expiring  effort,  plunged  his  knife  in  Slashers 
heart,  and  both  died  in  fiendish  embrace. 

When  two  dogs  get  to  fightmg,  all  the  dogs  in  the  street 
jump  at  each  other's  throats  ;  it  is  the  animal  instinct.  So 
it  was  on  this  occasion  with  the  drunken  miners.  The  re- 
mainder of  the  day  was  consumed  in  drunkenness  and  fight- 
ing, in  combats  here  and  there  of  a  more  or  less  savage  char- 
acter. It  was  a  saturnalia  of  debauch  and  bloodshed,  .■^nd 
thus  was  ushered  in  the  morning  of  the  glorious  Fourth  of 
July  at  DownievilW  in  1S51 — a  red-letter  day  in  the  annals 
of  that  mountain  town  ;  a  red-letter  day  indeed  in  a  sense 
more  terrible  by  £ir  than  attaches  even  to  the  frightful  death- 
scene  of  the  two  gladiators  just  related. 

ACT  II. 
Henrietta  was  the  familiar  name  by  which  a  young  Peru- 
vian woman  was  known  to  many  of  the  miners  of  Downie- 
ville.    She  lived  with  her  husband  back  of  the  saloon  in 


which  the  Slasher  and  the  Gimlet  had  had  the  difiicully,  and 
which  was  a  popular  resort  with  the  miners  when  loose  on  a 
jamboree.  She  was  young,  not  more  than  nineteen,  had 
been  married  only  a  few  months,  and  in  a  short  while  would 
become  the  mother  of  her  first  child.  Canova  might  have 
taken  her  for  a  model,  so  chiseled  was  every  feature,  and  so 
faultless  the  contour.  Une  could  not  helj)  wondering  how  a 
creature  so  gentle  and  so  beautiful  could  have  elected  to  re 
linquish  her  home,  her  friends,  and  her  associations  for  the 
sake  of  making  her  home  among  the  roughs  of  Downicville. 
Hut  the  unholy  thirst  of  gold  had  seized  on  her  husband, 
and  she  would  accompany  him  to  the  California  mines, 
or  anywhere  in  the  world,  at  wliatcvcr  sacrifice.  Tomas  had 
been  an  employt'  on  her  father's  estate  in  I'eru,  when,  in  an 
evil  hour,  she  eloped  with  him,  and  Tomas,  loving  her  for 
her  own  sake  alone,  and  scorning  with  that  pride  begotten 
of  the  Spanish  blood  in  his  veins  to  accept  pecuniary  as- 
sistance from  her  parents,  set  out  for  the  mines  to  build  a 
fortune  for  himself  mdependently  of  the  haughty  hidalgo,  her 
father.  Hut  notwithstanding  her  high  lineage,  Henrietta 
conformed  herself  to  the  new  situation,  was  affable  and 
courteous  to  ever)'  one  around  her,  and  comforted  herself 
with  an  unassuming  yet  decorous  air,  even  toward  the  white 
savages  of  Downicville. 

Late  in  the  afternoon — about  seven  o'clock —  she  was  seated 
on  a  bench  outside  her  cabin  door,  when  Charley  Roper,  a 
miner  of  some  thirty  years  of  age,  accosted  her  as  he  was 

})roceeding  on  the  way  to  his  tent.  Charley  was  of  medium 
leight  and  thick  set ;  had  ihick  lips,  a  large  mouth,  ugly 
teeth,  and  a  fetid  breath.  Nature  stamped  him  a  lecher,  ig- 
norant and  brutal. 

"  Good  evening,  Henriett.1,"  he  said. 

"  Ciood  evening,  senor." 

"  How  have  you  enjoyed  the  Fourth  ?"  he  asked,  scaling 
himself  familiarly  beside  her  on  the  bench. 

"  Oh  ! "  she  exclaimed,  shocked  at  the  scenes  she  could  not 
help  having  witnessed  during  the  day;  "oh,  not  at  all! 
Americans  drink  and  fight  so  much  I "  and  she  gasped  for 
breath,  for  in  her  delicate  and  weak  condition  the  recollec- 
tion of  all  she  had  heard  and  seen  had  nearly  overpowered 
her. 

"  Some  tall  fightin' — wasn't  there  ?"  insinuated  Roper,  leer- 
ing at  her  with  his  small,  blood-shot,  fishy  eyes.  "Will  jou 
take  a  glass  of  wine,  Henrietta,  if  I  fetch  it?" 

"  No,  thank  you,  senor  ;  I  don't  feel  well,  and  I  never  drink 
wine." 

"  Where's  Tomas .'    I  hain't  seen  him  all  day." 

"  Tomas  is  not  at  home,"  replied  Henrietta,  wearied  with 
the  man  and  disgusted  witli  his  appearance. 

After  a  (qw  more  remarks  Roper,  seeing  the  lady  was  in  no 
mood  for  talking,  bade  her  good-bye  and  left. 

.'\lone  and  sick  at  heart,  Henrietta  retired  early  to  bed. 
.She  could  not  sleep.  In  her  desolate  situation,  her  mother 
and  the  members  of  her  family  recurred  to  her  mind,  as  did 
the  respectable  and  comfortable  home  she  had  abandoned. 
And  now  at  her  accouchement,  which  soon  would  come,  she 
hadn't  a  relative  in  the  world  to  tend  and  comfort  her.  The 
scalding  tears  saturated  her  pillow.  Thus  she  lay  till  about 
twelve  o'clock,  when  a  knock  at  the  door  summoned  her  from 
her  bed. 

"  Is  that  you,  Tomas?"  she  asked  with  anxiety. 

"  Yes,"  said  a  voice  ;  "  open  the  door." 

"  Who  is  there  ? "  she  demanded,  on  hearing  a  stranger. 
"  Who  are  you  ?    What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  Open  the  door,"  said  the  voice  ;  "  I  want  to  come  in." 

"Go  away  !  "  cried  she,  indignantly.  "  You  can't  come  in 
here  to-night." 

"  I  must  come  in.  Open  the  door  and  make  no  noise." 
And  before  Henrietta  had  time  to  reply,  Charley  Roper  burst 
in  the  door  and  stood  before  her !  He  made  a  motion  to  em- 
brace her. 

Instantly  Henrietta  plunged  a  knife  into  him,  and  he  fell 
dead  at  her  feet. 

What  !  Dead  !  Dead  !  She  did  not  intend  to  slay;  she 
only  meant  to  protect  her  honor.  It  was  the  act — the  im- 
pulse of  a  moment.  But  he  moves  ;  O  surely  he  is  not  dead  I 
She  stoops  and  lays  her  hand  on  his  chest.  He  is  stark  and 
rigid.  The  motion  was  but  the  last  quivering  agony  of  de- 
parting life.  Horrified,  she  stood  motionless  and  aghast  over 
the  dead  body.  O  for  the  power  to  restore  that  life  which  had 
just  departed  !  A  murderess  !  ay,  a  murderess  !  Whither, 
O  whither  shall  she  flee?  And,  panting  with  undefined  fear 
and  horror,  she  trembled  like  an  aspen — like  the  fitful  shim- 
mering on  a  sun-lit  lake.  The  fury  that  had  nerved  her  arm 
in  defense  of  her  honor — which  to  a  virtuous  woman  is  dearer 
than  life — that  fiery  indignation  evaporated  like  dew  before 
the  morning  sun,  and  her  woman's  nature  stood  confessed  in 
all  it's  timidity  and  helplessness.  She  fled  from  the  detested 
abode,  and  sought  refuge  with  a  married  couple  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, ejaculating  in  her  flight,  ".-/  murderess .'  ay^a  iiiiir- 
dacss  !  " 

Ye  Powers  attest,  whether  the  self-accusation  was  false  or 
true  ! 

ACT  III. 

The  midsummer  morning  sun  blazed  slowly  and  majest- 
ically above  the  edge  of  the  horizon,  piercing  with  his  pen- 
ciled rays  the  rejoicing  foliage  of  the  surrounding  forest,  and 
flooding  the  air,  the  camp,  the  mountains  with  a  sea  of  amber 
light.  Day  was  in  its  infancy,  and,  save  the  chirping  and 
flitting  of  birds,  the  ticking  of  myriad  insects,  and  the  inde- 
finable animation  that  stirred  nature  to  salute  the  morning — 
save  these,  all  was  still.  Man  as  yet  had  slumbered  ;  heavy 
and  overcome  with  debauch  and  the  unnatural  excitement  of 
the  last  few  days,  the  miners  still  slept.  Sleep  on,  sleep  on, 
ye  hard-conditioned  men  !  Sleep  till  your  senses  return  ; 
sledp  till  the  maddening  fumes  of  alcohol  exhale  from  your 
brains  ;  sleep  till  your  better  nature  is  chastened  by  reflec- 
tion ;  sleep,  ay,  forever,  ere  you  witness — rather,  before  you 
cttact — the  scene  which  follows. 

Before  an  hour  a  few  stragglers,  blear-eyed  and  shattered, 
appear  on  the  street  and  seek  the  saloons  for  stimulants, 
now,  in  their  exhausted  condition,  excusable  if  not  absolutely 
necessar)'.  Then  a  few  more  stragglers,  and  so  on  until  be- 
tween six  and  seven  o'clock,  when,  considering  the  early 
hour,  the  street  was  well  filled,  and  men  were  seen  talking 
tegether  in  knots,  and  evincing  more  than  ordinary  earnest- 
ness and  excitemenL  This  new  excitement,  whatever  it 
might  have  been,  craved  for  more  drink,  and  they  resorted 
to  the  saloons  and  drank  freely  till  ten  o'clock  in  the  fore- 


noon. They  now  began  to  talk,  not  mysteriously  in  knots 
of  two  or  three,  nor  in  undertones,  but  in  loud  and  violent 
voices.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  Charley  Roper's  assassina. 
tion  was  the  subject  of  discussion.  Some  one  in  the  crowd 
termed  Henrietta  "a  fiend,"  and  the  word  was  hissed  from 
mouth  to  mouth  with  intense,  and  still  intenser,  emphasis 
until  the  drunken  mob  lashed  itself  into  fury,  and  demanded 
her  death. 

"  Crucify  him  !  Crucify  him  ! "  was  shouted  of  old;  "  Hang 
her  to  the  nearest  tree  ! "  shouted  the  Downie^■ille  miners, 
and  the  angry  multitude  surged  and  swajed,  swore  and  bias, 
phemed,  as  it  moved  on  anti  on,  as  by  individual  impulse, 
toward  the  cabin  in  which  it  was  known  Henrietta  was  se- 
creted. Arriving  in  front  of  the  domicile  the  tumultuous 
wave  of  turbulent  men  came  to  a  stand,  and  a  hundred 
voices  cried  aloud;  "  Murderess,  come  forth  !  " 

"  I'm  here — I'm  ready  !  "  replied  Henrietta,  in  a  firm  voice, 
as  she  stepped  lightly  to  the  door.  "  What  is  your  wish, 
senors  ?"  she  added,  with  an  almost  imperceptible  smile. 

Half  a  dozen  rushed  to  seize  her. 

"  Nay  !"  she  exclaimed,  recoiling  from  the  foul  conLact; 
"  do  not  put  your  hands  upon  mc.  I  will  go  with  you  quietly. 
But  touch  nie  not  with  your  hands." 

Woman,  oh,  what  a  strange  enigma  !  She  pales  at  imagi- 
nary woe;  she  weeps  at  the  distress  of  others;  a  sudden  tu- 
mult makes  her  nervous;  her  poodle  sick  she  is  inconsolable. 
But  in  presence  of  mortal  peril  she  is  calm  and  she  is  self- 
possessed.  In  such  a  situation  she  becomes  tlie  embodi- 
ment of  the  heroic  sentiment.  Mary  (^ueen  of  Scots  walked 
calmly  and  gracefully  to  the  block;  Lucretia  fell  upon  her 
husband's  sword  rather  than  survive  her  \'iolaled  honor;  the 
wife  of  Hasdrubal,  holding  her  two  children  by  the  hands, 
plunged  with  them  into  the  flames  of  burning  Carthage 
sooner  than  be  taken  captive  by  the  younger  .Scipio;  and  the 
Maid  of  Orle.ins,  when  burning  at  the  slake,  poured  forth 
her  intrepid  soul  in  sacred  song  to  the  great  Ktern.al. 

The  crowd  now,  with  Henrietta  imprisoned  in  its  midst, 
surged  back  to  the  square — that  square  where  the  Gimlet 
and  the  Slasher  had  murdered  each  other  the  day  before, 
and  which  was  fresh  with  their  blood.  Here  William  Spearc, 
an  ambitious  young  lawyer,  made  a  speech  denouncing  Hen- 
rietta as  a  fitnd  and  a  murderess,  and  deserving  of  death. 
"  But,"  he  said,  in  conclusion,  "  we  must  not  forget  we  are 
American  citizens,  law-abiding,  enlightened  American  citi- 
zens; and,  therefore,  are  bound  to  give  the  prisoner — even 
this  horrible  murderess — a  fair  trial.  1  propose  that  the 
gentlemen  present  nominate  of  their  number  a  judge,  and 
twelve  men  as  a  jury.  [Cheers.]  If  you  will  accept  my  hum- 
ble services,  I  will  undertake  to  prosecute  on  behalf  of  the 
people,  and  discharge  ihe  duty  to  the  best  of  my  limited  ca- 
pacity. [Several  voices:  "Bravo,  .Speare,  we'll  elect  yom 
District  Attorney  next  election."] 

A  circle  was  formed,  and  a  chair  for  the  judge  and  forms 
for  the  jury  were  brought  from  the  saloon,  and  the  court  was 
in  session  in  the  open  air  in  less  than  ten  minutes. 

"  May  it  please  your  Honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury," 
began  the  prosecuting  attorney,  stretching  himself  to  his  full 
height,  as  duly  impressed  with  the  honor  and  distinction  of 
his  position,  "this  case,  which  I  shall  proceed  to  lay  before 
you  as  briefly  as  possible,  is  one  of  unparalleled  atrocity — 
one  that  deserves  the  reprobation  of  every  right-minded  man 
in  the  land — a  crime  that  has  been  met  with  condign  pun- 
ishment in  every  age,  and  in  every  clime,  from  Cain,  the 
first  murderer  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  situated  in  the  Holy 
Land,  up  to  the  present  time  [applause  from  the  crowd],  and 
a  crime,  your  Honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  which,  I 
hope,  will  not  escape  punishment  on  this  occasion.  [Hear, 
hear.]  A  quiet  and  respectable  citizen  is  returning  home 
from  his  work,  and  calls,  in  a  neighborly  and  friendly  man- 
ner, at  the  cabin  of  an  acquaintance,  to  inquire  after  his 
health,  and  cement  that  fraternization  and  brotherly  love 
which  should  subsist  betwixt  miners  on  this  glorious  Coast 
and  in  the  rugged  wilds  of  the  Sierra  Mountains.  [A  voice — 
"  What  a  splendid  orator."  Second  voice — "  You  bet."]  He 
knocks  at  the  door,  and  obtaining  no  reply,  quietly  opens  it 
and  enters,  when  (horror  of  horrors  !)  he  is  set  upon  by  a 
female  fiend — the  prisoner  at  the  bar — and  murdered  in  cold 
blood. 

Judge — The  court  would  like  to  ask  prisoner  to  state  the 
manner  of  entr)'. 

Henrietta  described  Roper's  assault  as  already  stated. 

"  Of  course,  your  Honor  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  con- 
tinued the  prosecutor,  "  the  prisoner  puts  her  own  version 
upon  the  foul,  murderous  act ;  but  there  is  no  one  who  knew 
the  lamented  Roper,  and  the  antecedents  and  character  of 
this  criminal,  will  put  any  faith  in  her  false  statement ;  for 
the  woman,  or  man,  who  is  capable  of  committing  such  a 
murder  as  she  has  committed,  will  not  hesitate  to  tell  a  lie  to 
palliate  the  wickedness."     [Hear,  heai',  from  the  crowd.] 

After  some  more  remarks  of  a  similar  character  from  the 
prosecutor,  and  certain  observations  from  the  learned  judge, 
the  case  was  given  to  the  jur)',  who,  after  whispering  tO' 
gether  for  a  few  seconds,  returned  a  verdict  of  guilty  in  the 
first  degree.  The  prisoner  was  asked  if  she  had  anything  to 
say  why  sentence  of  death  should  not  be  passed  upon  her. 

"  Nothing  more,"  replied  Henrietta,  in  scornful  irony, 
"than  that  you  are  all — judge,  jury,  and  prosecutor,  not  for 
getting  you,  seriors,"  pointing  with  her  little  hand  to  the  hu- 
man wolves  composing  the  mob — "that  you  are  all  very 
manly  and  very  learned  gentlemen." 

She  scorned  to  beg  her  life  of  such  a  crew. 

The  crowd  felt  relieved,  for  they  feared  she  might  make 
an  appeal  for  mercy,  such  as  would  soften  men's  hearts,  and 
so  spoil  the  sport.  As  the  case  stood,  it  was  as  good  as  a 
show  ;  better,  in  fact,  than  a  circus.  And  so  a  rope  being 
procured,  one  end  was  thrown -over  the  limb  of  a  tree  whicB 
stood  in  the  Square,  and  a  noose  made  on  the  other. 

THE   C.\T.\STROPHE. 

The  mob  fell  back  and  a  lane  was  formed,  through  whichi 
Henrietta  was  directed  to  move  to  the  place  of  executioD-f 
She  walked  calmly  and  quietly  to  the  foot  of  the  tree,! 
around  which  the  mob  formed  itself  into  a  large  circle,  in  I 
order  that  no  one  should  be  cheated  of  a  full  view  of  the  in- 
teresting spectacle. 

Just   here   a  gentleman   elbowed    his   way   through    thej 
crowd,  for  even  in  this  blood-thirsty  mob  there  was,  happUl 
for  the  honor  of  our  kind,  otie  man  imbued  with  feelings.^ 
humanit)'. 

He  stood  in  the  circle  and  took  off  his  hat. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


"  Gentlemen,"  he  exclaimed  in  passionate  tones,  "  I  ask 
mercy  for  the  woman,  i  appeal  to  you  as  men,  as  Chris- 
tians. I  call  upon  you  in  the  name  of  the  great  God  to  re- 
prieve the  woman,  and,  O  my  God,  to  spare  the  young  life 
in  her  womb  !  " 

"  We'll  hang  you,  too ! "  cried  a  voice  in  response.  "  Hang 
him,  hang  him  !  "  shouted  a  hundred  voices.  The  man  was 
hustled  out  of  the  circle,  narrowly  escaping  with  his  life. 

The  self-constituted  hangman  approached  to  put  the  noose 
around  the  victim's  neck. 

"Stand  off!"  exclaimed  the  heroine.  "Do  not  put  your 
hands  upon  me.     I  will  adjust  the  rope  myself." 

Instantly  taking  off  her  little  Panama  hat,  she  shied  it  at 
an  acquaintance  in  the  crowd,  and  then  deliberately  lifting 
her  flowing,  exuberant  hair  out  of  the  way,  she  put  her  head 
in  the  noose. 

"  A  word  or  two  before  I  die,"  she  said. 

There  was  breathless  attention ;  for  does  not  every  incident 
enhance  the  pleasure  of  witnessing  an  interesting  spectacle.^ 

"I  did  not  mean  to  kill,  but  only  to  protect  myself  from  a 
vile  assault.  There  is  a  just  God  above  us  all,  and,  as  sure 
as  He  is  just,  some  of  you  will  follow  me  soon.  Remember 
my  prophecy  ! " 

Then,  clasping  her  hands  in  prayer  and  looking  up  to 
Jieaven,  she  said  in  a  calm,  audible  voice  :  "  Have  mercy,  O 
my  God,  upon  my  soul.  Forgive  me  all  my  offenses,  and 
forgive  my  executioners  ! " 

Then,  unclasping  her  hands  and  slightly  bowing  to  the 
crowd,  she  said  :  "  Adieu,  my  friends.     I  am  ready  !  " 

Twenty  men  hauled  rapidly  on  the  rope  ;  in  a  second  her 
neck  was  broken  against  the  limb  overhead  ;  and  all  that  was 
mortal  of  the  Peruvian  heroine  was  dead  ! 

THE  JUDGMENT. 

In  less  than  two  weeks,  upon  the  sober  afterthought,  the 
judge,  jury,  and  prosecutor  became,  first,  unpopular,  and  next 
detested  and  shunned.  William  Speare,  the  prosecutor,  went 
to  Oregon,  where  he  became  a  sot  and  traded  in  whisky  with 
the  Indians.  The  Indians,  in  one  of  their  drunken  orgies, 
accused  him  of  cheating  them,  and,  first  taking  his  scalp 
while  alive,  they  tied  him  to  a  stake  and  burned  him.  D, 
Houston,  the  judge,  going  home  drunk  one  night,  fell  on  his 
face  and  hands  into  a  pool  of  soft  sludge  and  was  smothered 
to  the  death.  Harry  Smith,  the  foreman  of  the  jury,  com- 
mitted suicide  by  cutting  his  throat  with  a  razor.  Not  one  of 
the  jury,  as  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  died  a  natural  death. 

Henrietta's  prophecy  was  verified,  and  the  justice  of  God 
was  vindicated.  John  Manning. 

S.-vN  Francisco,  Sept.  19,  1878. 


lONE.-A  FANTASY. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


Toute  femme  porte  en  elle  une  arme  myst^rieuse,  incon- 
nue,  que  la  nature  a  cach^  au  plus  profond  de  son  ame, 
Pznsiinctj  cet  instinct  vierge,  incorruptible,  sauvage,  qui  fait 
qu'elle  n'a  besoin,  ni  d'apprendre,  ni  de  raisonner,  ni  de 
savoir;  qui  fait  plier  la  forte  volont^  de  I'homme,  domine  sa 
raison  souveraine,  and  fait  pdlir  nos  petits  flambeaux  scien- 
tifiques. — Alfred  de  Mtisset. 

L'amour  est  I'accord  d'un  besoin  et  d'un  sentiment. 

II  est  aussi  absurde  de  pr^tendre  qu'il  est  impossible  de 
toujours  aimer  la  meme  femme  qu'il  peut  I'etre  de  dire  qu'un 
artiste  cdlfebre  a  besoin  de  plusieurs  violons  pour  ex^cuter 
un  morceau  de  musique. — Balzac. 

La  femme  est  la  partie  nerveuse  de  l'humanit(5,  et  I'homme 
la  partie  musculaire. — Halle'. 

La  douleur  apprend  la  vertu. 

Amuser  le  public,  quelle  triste  situation  pour  un  homme 
qui  pense. 

Tons  les  hommes^ont  des  ddsirs,  mais  tous  les  hommes 
n'aiment  pas. 

Les  femmes  ont  choisi  le  parti  de  se  defendre  et  laiss^  aux 
hommes  le  soin  de  les  attaquer.  C'est  peut-etre  parce  qu'ils 
auraient  trop  rdsist^  s'ils  s'^taient  d^fendus. 

VERS  GRAVES  SUR  UN  ORANGEH  ! 

Granger  dont  la  voute  epaisse 

Servit  k  cacher  nos  amours, 

Re^ois  et  conserve  toujours 
Ces  vers  enfants  de  ma  tendresse, 
Et  dis  a  ceux  qu'un  doux  loisir 

Amenera  dan  ce  bocage 
Que  si  Ton  mourait  de  plaisir 

Je  serais  mort  sous  ton  ombrage. 

La  marquise  de  Pompadour  ayant  demand^  Ji  I'abb^  de 
Bernis  une  definition  de  l'amour,  il  lui  r^pondit  par  ce  qua- 
train : 

L'amour  est  un  enfant,  men    maitre, 
II  Test  d'  Iris,  du  berger  et  du  roi  ; 
II  est  fait  comme  vous,  il  pense  comme  nioi, 
Mais  il  est  plus  hardi,  peut-etre. 

L'  amour  est  une  pure  ros^e  qui  descend  du  ciel  dans  notre 
cceur,  quand  il  plait  &.  Dieu. — Arsene  Houssaye. 

PROVERBES  SUR   LES   FEMMES. 

II  faut  choisir  une  femme  plutot  avec  les  oreilles  qu'avec 
les  yeux. 

II  faut  etre  le  compagnon  et  non  le  maitre  de  sa  femme. 

Rien  n'est  meilleur  qu'une  bonne  femme. 

La  plus  honnete  femme  est  celle  dont  on  parle  le  moins. 

Prends  les  premier  conseil  d'une  femme,  non  le  second. 
(Les  femmes  jugeant  mieux  d'instinct  que  de  rt^flexion.) 

L'homme  change,  la  femme  est  toujours  femme. —  Virgile. 

La  femme  est  un  oiseau  que  Ton  ne  tient  que  par  le  bout 
de  I'aile. 

Femme  rit  quand  elle  peut,  et  pleure  quand  elle  veut. 

Ce  que  le  diable  ne  peut,  femme  le  fait. 
Temps  pomcl'--  et  femme  fardee 
Ne  sont  pas  de  longue  duree. 

Rien  n'est  pire  qu'une  mauvaise  femme. 

Qui  femme  a,  noise  a. 

Dites  une  fois  k  une  femme  qu'elle  est  jolie,  le  diable  le 
lui  r^p^tera  dix  fois  par  jour. 

Les  femmes  ne  mentent  jamais  plus  finement  que  quand 
elles  disent  la  v^rit^  \  ceux  qui  ne  les  croient  pas. 

La  langue  des  femmes  est  leur  ^p^e,  et  elles  ne  la  laissent 
pas  rouiller. — Froverbc  Chinois. 

San  Francisco,  Sept.  20,  1S7S.       L.  G.  J.  de  Finod. 


Day  after  day  in  solitude  I  worked 
To  mould  a  white  block  into  human  shape. 
With  every  chisel -stroke  the  form  that  lurked 
Within  my  brain  took  clearer  outline  there, 
And  sliding  days  brought  out  its  beauty  rare. 
Yet  still  the  steel  against  the  marble  smote. 
But  lightly  now,  and  carved  the  broad,  low  brow. 
The  oval  cheek,  and  slender,  graceful  throat 
Uprising  from  the  rounded  breast  below. 
One  polished  arm  the  drapery  caught  back. 
Half  falling  from  her  shoulder  as  she  leaned 
With  downcast  eyes,  intent  to  hear,  it  seemed, 
If  living  thing  had  followed  on  her  track. 

Complete  at  last,  ev'n  to  the  lightest  touch, 
I  placed  my  statue  in  a  small  recess 
Against  some  crimson  drapery,  and  stood 
In  silent  contemplation.     Ah,  so  much 
Of  loveliness  had  needed  nothing  less 
Than  sou!  to  make  it  perfect  humanliood ! 

My  while  lone!     All  the  night  her  face 

Serenely  fair  was  flitting  through  my  dreams. 

Yet  changed,  since  lacking  nothing  of  the  grace 

Warm  life  had  given.     I  woke:   the  moon's  pale  beams 

Were  shining  on  the  bending  marble  head. 

Across  the  rippling  hair,  the  noble  brow, 

And  pallid  cheek,  in  ghostly  radiance. 

Then,  while  I  looked,  a  strange  light  growing  red 

And  vivid  slowly  filled  the  silent  roona. 

And  reaching  in  the  alcove  lit  the  gloom 

And  flushed  the  marble  with  a  rosy  glow. 

Slowly  the  white  lips  took  a  tinge  of  red, 

The  cheek  grew  tinted,  and  the  purer  snow 

Of  neck  and  bosom  gained  the  flush  of  life; 

The  proud  lips  parted  in  a  slow,  sweet  smile, 

The  lids  drooped  over  eyes  of  tender  gloom, 

The  shoulders  gleamed  through  waves  of  ebon  hair, 

And  the  red  glowing  light  stained  all  the  air. 

Then,  slowly  still,  my  pure  lone  stepped 

Down  from  the  alcove  softly  to  my  side. 

And  gazed  on  me  with  eyes  that  never  wept 

At  the  world's  falseness  or  its  hollow  pride. 

I  reached  my  hand  to  her  in  dumb  amaze ; 

She  clasped  it  in  her  own,  warm,  white,  and  strong; 

And  while  around  us  fell  the  crimson  rays 

She  spoke  in  accents  sweet  as  any  song : 

"Be  not  amazed,  O  thou  who  gave  me  form! 
Thy  God  alone  hath  power  to  give  me  breath. 
Ask  not  the  mystery.     Canst  make  the  storm 
Bend  to  thy  will?     Canst  triumph  over  Death 
As  I  have  done?    Ah,  I  have  lived  before 
In  other  forms — ay,  always,  since  the  stars 
First  paled  with  envy  at  the  aureate  moon. 
I  am  imperishable  evermore ! 
I  have  been  crushed  in  flower -shapes,  unknown 
By  those  who  breathed  unthanked  the  odorous  boon, 
My  life's  etherial  essence,  on  the  air. 
The  lily  fused  in  marble  mocks  decay, 
And  smiles  at  the  sad  march  of  change.     And  now. 
Seeing  myself  so  fair,  I  knowest  thou 
Art  author  of  this  change.     Ask  what  thou  will 
Of  earthly  gifts  or  fame  enveloped  way 
Thy  Maker  gives  me  power  to  fulfill." 

Inspired,   I  reached  my  yearning  arms  to  her : 
"Give  me,  lone,  what  my  weak  soul  craves, 
And,  gaining,  has  naught  dearer  to  prefer. 
Give  me  thyself.     Yield  me  the  faith,    » 
The  secret  understanding  that  past  graves 
And  primal  elements  have  made  sublime. 
Give  me  thy  bright  soul -radiance  to  save 
And  guide  my  footsteps  through  all  future  time; 
But,  dearer  yet,  share  with  me  by  Love's  law 
The  growing  knowledge  thou  hast  gained  from  earth 
Disorganized  and  integrate  again. 
Advance  me  to  thy  height  in  perfect  worth ; 
Live  as  a  fountain  whereof  I  may  draw 
The  inspiration  that  may  give  us  fame." 

I  paused.     lone  stood  with  lifted  head 
As  conscious  of  those  things  I  could  not  see 
With  my  dim  vision.     Gravely  then  she  said: 
"Nay.  son  of  earth  !     I  could  not  if  1  would 
Make  my  life  as  thine  own,  nor  dwell  with  thee. 
My  conscious  elements  are  bound  by  Time 
And  Nature  in  obeyance  of  God's  laws. 
Ask  thou  what  earthly  gift  there  may  seem  good  — 
I  have  not  power  to  grant  thee  aught  divine.'' 

"lone,  there  is  nothing  else  that  earth 
Can  give  that  I  would  willingly  retain. 
If  thou,  who  art  coeval  with  the  birth 
Of  moon  and  stars,  forbidden  must  remain 
In  this  extremest  hour  of  need.     Oh.  yield 
Thy  guidance  to  my  erring  human  SDul, 
Full  conscious  of  the  power  thou  canst  wield, 
And  let  thy  wisdom  all  my  acts  control." 

"In  vain  thy  plea;    I  may  not  grant  thy  prayer. 
Oh,  human  love  is  not  for  me  to  know 
Till  chiliads  hence,  when  my  soul,  grown  more  fajr 
Through  countless  transmutations,  shames  the  snow 
Of  the  unyielding  garments  I  now  wear. 
I  work  repentance  for  primeval  sin. 
And  though  hereafter  I  to  hope  may  dare 
To  meet  you  in  some  shining  world  afar. 
The  present  offers  nothing  but — farewell!" 

I  caught  her  white  hand  in  a  closer  grasp 
As  the  red  light  began  to  fade  away ; 
It  turned  dead -cold  within  my  passioned  clasp, 
Unwarmed  by  kisses,  tears,  prayers  for  delay. 
The  crimson  light  grew  dull  and  faded  out. 
My  grasp  relaxed,  oblivion  ended  doubt. 

In  ash-gray  dawn  I  lifted  up  my  head 
From  folded  arms,  and  watched  the  coming  day. 
The  morning-star  its  pearly  radiance  shed 
Within  the  recess  where  lone  stood 
White  as  a  winter  moon  on  snow -spread  way. 
The  sky  grew  pearled  and  luminous  with  dawn. 
While  low  I  said  :    "O  heart!    O  soul!   be  good. 
Have  I  not  seen  the  idol  of  my  dreams. 
That  other  self  for  whom  my  soul  has  longed  ? 
Now  can  I  live  content,  knowing  my  fate 
From  one  whom  God  sent  visitant  to  me 
In  silent  watches  of  the  night.     O  soul ! 
Behold  in  future  what  a  clear  day  beams. 
When  thou  shall  lease  imperishable  youth, 
And  wander  through  the  maze  of  endless  worlds 
With  her  at  whose  touch  mysteries  unroll. 
And  the  forgotten  past  is  as  a  scroll 
Unfolded  to  the  shining  spear  of  truth." 
North  Columbia,  Sept.  21,  1878.  May  N.  Hawlev. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY.-VIIl, 


By  an  Early  Californian.— San  Francisco,  1848. 


Leidesdorff's  pretty  cottage  is  planted  in  the  middle  of  a 
beautiful  garden — our  first  garden — on  the  southwest  corner 
of  Montgomery  and  California  Streets.  One  can  not  enter 
its  doors  without  remembering  hours  passed  in  friendly  in- 
tercourse with  its  late  host,  nor  without  faintly  discovering 
in  each  apartment  the  ghost  of  this  most  worthy  Dane. 
Seven  or  eight  years  ago  the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  hav- 
ing an  agency  here,  bought  of  Jacob  P.  Leesee,  brother-in- 
law  of  General  Vallejo,  a  house  he  had  built  a  little  while 
before  (south  side  of  Montgomery,  between  Clay  and  Sacra- 
mento Streets),  and  which  was  the  first  good  house  erected 
in  town,  although  both  he  and  Captain  Richardson  had  put 
up  inferior  buildings  on  the  hill  (Stockton  Street.)  It  is  a 
large,  commodious,  and  comfortable-looking  building,  with 
a  broad  piazza  in  front,  and  with  out-buildings;  and,  nearer 
the  beach,  little  houses  for  launch  hands,  Kanakas,  etc.,  and 
for  storing  hides,  tallow,  and  other  merchandise.  When 
the  agency  was  discontinued  I  heard  that  all  this  property 
was  bought  by  Melius  &  Howard  for  five  thousand  dollars, 
which  sum  was  paid  partly  in  cash,  and  .partly  in  hides,  tal- 
low, dry  goods,  and  other  articles  too  numerous  to  mention 
— among  which  was  a  large  organ,  which  Mr.  Howard,  with 
his  ear  for  sweet  sounds,  had  purchased  from  a  whaler  some 
time  before,  and  which  was  transported  to,  and  long  ground 
music  for,  that  portion  of  her  Majesty's  dominions  lying 
north  of  us.  This  mansion,  office,  and  storehouse  combined 
was,  I  have  heard,  the  seat  of  unbounded  hospitality  during 
the  company's  reign.  I  can  answer  for  its  continuance  dur- 
ing that  of  its  successors.  Many  were  the  dinners  and  sup- 
pers we  have  done  justice  to,  and  many  the  fetes  we  have 
celebrated  within  its  precious  walls.  But  a  change  is  coming 
"o'er  the  spirit  of  its  dreams."  Mr.  Howard  has  moved  to 
Leidesdorff's  cottage,  and  now  gives  his  agreeable  parties 
there.  Office  and  store  are  absorbing  the  pleasant  domicile 
of  other  days,  and  gold  dust,  not  wine,  is  offered  at  its  festive 
board.  Its  bottles  are  used  to  store  the  dust  in,  and  jars  and 
crockery,  designed  for  a  baser  use,  are  now  filled  to  the  brim 
with  precious  ore.  A  lofty  neighbor,  too,  is  rising  to  cast 
somewhat  in  shade  its  respectable  predecessor.  Yes,  a  real, 
(not  sunburnt)  brick  store  is  going  up  on  the  comer  of  Clay 
and  Montgomery,  the  first  that  has  appeared  in  town, 
which  will  soon  be  in  use  by  Melius  &  Howard.  Larkin  has 
become  interested  with  Vallejo,  Semple,  Cook,  and  Colonel 
Stewart  in  the  Benicia  speculation,  and  wants  to  open  a  store 
there,  and  stock  it  with  Mexican  and  other  goods.  As  there 
is  a  vessel  up  for  Mazatlan,  he  begins  to  look  for  money. 
Meeting  Brannan  the  other  morning  near  his  lot  (southwest 
corner  of  Montgomery  and  Washington  street,  now  worth 
$250,000),  he  asked  if  he  did  not  want  to  buy  it.  Brannan 
said  he  didn't  know  until  he  heard  the  price.  "  Well,"  said 
Larkin,  "  I  will  take  five  thousand  silver  dollars,  or  ten  thou- 
sand dollars  in  gold  dust  for  it."  "  How  long  will  you  give 
me  the  refusal  of  it.'"'  "Till  two  o'clock."  Brannan  went 
immediately  to  Howard.  "Howard,"  said  he,  "how  many 
silver  dollars  have  you  on  hand  ? "  "  Not  more  than  a  thou- 
sand." "Where  can  I  get  them?"  '*  There 'are  none  in 
town."  "  Have  you  ten  thousand  dollars  in  gold  dust  ? " 
"  Yes,  as  much  as  you  want."  "All  right ;  Larkin  wants  to 
sell  his  lot,  and  I'm  going  to  close  with  him  for  it." 
"  What !  "  exclaimed  Howard,  "  Un  thousand  dollars/  Isn't 
that  high  ? "  "  Can't  help  it  if  it  is  ;  I'm  going  to  have  it." 
He  happened  to  see  Larkin  passing,  called  him  in,  and  told 
him  to  make  out  his  papers  and  take  his  money.  "Well," 
said  Larkin,  "  I  was  kind  of  hoping  you  wouldn't  take  me 
up."  "You  don't  know  me  then,"  returned  B.  How  many 
tens  of  thousands  of  dollars  the  bottles,  etc.,  of  the  Hudson 
Bay  Company's  building  could  pour  out  before  they  would 
become  empty  I  can  not  say,  but  its  treasury  is  large.  As 
one  of  the  proprietors  of  Benicia  thus  showed  his  want  of 
faith  in  San  Francisco  by  getting  rid  of  a  fifty-vara  lot  for 
ten  thousand  dollars,  another  proved  his  by  ridding  himself 
of  another  for  nothing.  One  day  Dr.  Semple  was  telling  his 
usual  story  of  "the  rise  and  fall"  to  Mr.  J.  C.  Buchanan 
(Recorder  during  Alcalde  Bryant's  administration),  and  said, 
moreover,  "he  was  going  to  give  some  of  the  boys  (Bear 
party,  I  suppose)  lots  here  and  there  in  Benicia,  and  when 
the  city  was  built  and  flourishing  he  would  get  up  in  the 
morning  and  walk  around  just  to  enjoy  their  smiling  faces." 
"Well,  Doctor,"  said  Mr.  Buchanan,  "I  think  I'll  take 
my  lot  here  if  you  have  no  objections,  particularly  if  they  are 
worth  nothing."  "  You  shall  have  one  right  away,  if  you  will 
accept  it.  Come  into  the  office,  and  I'll  sign  the  deed."  No 
sooner  said  than  done  ;  and  there  stands  recorded  lot  No. 
264,  from  Robert  Semple  to  John  C.  Buchanan,  on  the  15th 
of  April,  1S47.  (This  lot  forms  the  southeast  corner  of  Kearny 
and  Pine  streets,  and  is  now  worth  in  the  neighborhood  of 
$400,000).  Semple  is  a  pretty  good  fellow  after  all,  and 
"gives  a  reason  for  the  faith  that  is  in  him."  The  Russians, 
wishing  to  supply  themselves  with  furs — particularly  sea-otter 
skins — and  grain,  took  possession,  many  years  ago,  of  land 
on  the  coast  above  the  Bay  of  San  Francisco.  Villages  were 
built  at  the  ports  of  Ross  and  Bodega,  with,  I  believe,  a  fort 
or  stockade  at  the  former.  Russian  River  was  named  for  or 
by  these  settlers,  and  quite  a  domain  was  under  the  control 
of  the  civil  officers  of  the  Russian-American  Company.  Petro 
Kostromitinoff"  (afterward  Russian  Consul  in  San  Francisco 
in  1S56)  was  at  one  time  its  Governor  ;  and  Alexander  Rot- 
cheff  was  in  command  in  i84i,when  the  company  concluded 
to  wind  up  its  affairs  there,  and  take  its  hunters,  traders,  and 
clerks  back  to  Sitka.  The  buildings  and  movable  property, 
but  not  the  land,  was  bought  by  the  ever  enterprising  Sutter 
for  the  sum  of  $50,000,  I  believe,  payable  in  yearly  install- 
ments of  wheat,  beans,  and  manteca.        Jamks  C.  Ward, 


Time  borders  upon  eternity.     It  requires  but  an  instant  t 
make  the  passage  from  one  to  the  other. 


The  father  peeped  out  of  the  hall-door  and  saw  a  youth 
sitting  in  the  moonlight  talking  to  his  eldest  daughter.  The 
old  man  made  a  rush,  the  young  man  drifted  out  into  the 
shrubbery,  and  as  he  wtni  over  the  (encQ ^aler  made  a  good 
line  shot  and  kicked.  Then  he  carried  himself  int-'  the 
house  on  one  foot  and  sat  down  and  wept,  and  called  for 
witch  hazel  and  arnica,  and  yelled  :  "Emeline!  What  does 
that  young  fool  plate  himself  for.'"  And  Emeliite  said: 
"  Why,  pa  ! "  And  she  and  Ferdinand  laughed  about  -t.  ih-^ 
next  night  till  the  moon  w^ent  down. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES. 


LIl.-The  Battle-Field. 


Once  this  soft  turf,  this  ri\Tilei"s  sands. 

Were  trampled  by  a  huming  crowd. 
And  fier>-  hearts  and  armed  bands 

Eocouniered  in  the  battle  cloud. 

Oh  !  never  shall  the  land  forget 

How  gushed  the  life-blood  of  her  bra\-e— 
Gushed,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet. 

L'pon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 

Now  all  is  calm,  and  fresh,  and  Mill, 

.-Uone  the  chirp  of  flitting  bird. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill. 

And  bell  of  wandering  kine.  arc  heard. 

No  solemn  host  goes  trailing  by 

The  black-mouthed  gun  and  staggering  wain  ; 
Men  Stan  not  at  the  battle  cry — 

Oh !  be  it  never  heard  again. 

Soon  rested  those  who  fought  :  but  thou 

Who  niinglcst  in  the  harder  strife 
For  truths  which  men  receive  not  now. 

Thy  warfare  only  ends  with  life. 

A  friendless  \orfarc,  lingering  long 
"ITirough  weary  day  and  wearj'  year; 

A  w;Id  and  many-wcaponi-d  throng 

Hang  on  thy  front,  and  flank,  and  rear. 

Yet  ner\e  thy  spirit  to  the  proof, 
And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot; 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof. 

The  s.ige  may  frown— yet  faint  thou  nol. 

Nor  heed  the  shaft  too  survly  cast. 
The  foul  and  hissing  bolt  of  scorn; 

Yet  with  thy  side  shall  dwdl,  at  last. 
The  victory  of  endurance  born. 

Truth  crushed  to  earth  shall  rise  again — 
The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hcst; 

But  error,  woimded.  writhes  in  pain 
And  dies  among  his  worshipers. 

Yea.  though  thou  h'e  upon  the  dust. 

When  they  who  helpei  thee  flee  in  fear, 

Die  full  of  hope  and  manly  trust. 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here. 


Another  hand  the  sword  shall  wield. 
Another  hand  the  standard  wave. 

Till  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  is  pealed 
The  blast  of  triumph  o'er  thy  grave. 


Brv.ant. 


PSYCHE  AND  I  VISIT  MONTEREY. 


One  day  Psyche  and  I,  wandering  through  a  picture  gal- 
lery, chanced  upon  a  picture  which  charmed  us  by  its  ver^' 
simplicity.  It  was  an  old,  brown  church,  with  a  dash  of  blue 
sea  and  a  sweep  of  golden  grain-field  as  a  background.  Ref- 
erence to  the  catalogue  informed  us  that  this  was  the  old, 
ruined  church  of  the  Monterey  Mission,  which  was  founded 
in  1770.  The  simple  little  painting  haunted  us  ;  so  we  deter- 
mined to  visit  this  relic  of  a  bygone  time,  when  the  zealous 
Jesuit  fathers  reared  their  churches,  planted  their  orchards, 
and  baptized  their  Indian  converts. 

So  one  bright  June  morning  found  us  exploring  the  nar- 
row, crooked  streets  of  the  town,  and  peering  into  the  doors 
and  windows  of  the  adobe  houses  that  are  built  right  out  on 
the  apologies  for  sidewalks.  As  w-e  passed  one  of  these  long, 
low  buildings,  we  stopped  to  admire  a  beautiful  cloth-of-gold 
rose  growing  beside  the  wall.  While  we  were  looking  at  it 
a  young  Spanish  girl,  with  those  lovely,  Moorish  eyes,  that 
we  sec  only  in  .-Vndalusian  pictures,  stepped  out  of  the  open 
door.  She  gave  us  a  cordial,  welcoming  smile,  and  we,  em- 
boldened by  it,  expressed  our  admiration  of  the  lovely  roses. 
She  filled  our  hands  with  the  large,  yellow  buds,  soon  to  open 
and  disclose  their  rosy  hearts,  and  then  invited  us  to  walk 
into  the  courtyard.     It  was  like  stepping  into  Fairjland. 

The  house  was  built  after  the  fashion  of  all  Spanish  houses, 
with  an  open  court  in  the  centre,  and  this  was  filled  with 
flowers  ;  a  fountain  played  in  the  middle  of  the  yard,  and 
the  roof  was  covered  with  soft,  green  moss.  High  up  on  one 
of  the  eaves  a  vagrant  nasturtium  had  lodged,  sprouted,  sent 
forth  long,  trailing  arms  covered  with  pale  green  kidney- 
shaped  leaves,  and  then  blossomed,  making  the  comer  of  the 
roof  a  perfect  bower  of  beauty.  Little  multiflora  roses 
climbed  up  the  whitewashed  walls,  honeysuckle  vines  were 
trained  over  the  doonvays,  and  the  odd  little  square  win- 
dows were  covered  with  clematis.  We  turned  our  backs 
upon  the  door  which  led  into  the  street,  and  fancied  our- 
selves in  another  world  while  we  listened  to  the  voice  of  the 
girl  who  spoke  her  Euglish  with  the  soft  liquid  intonation  of 
the  Spanish  language. 

A  voice,  humming  a  fragment  of  some  old  Castilian  ballad, 
floated  out  from  the  house.  Had  we  not  been  transported 
to  another  land  by  some  enchantment .'  Was  it  possible 
that  there  was  a  narrow,  dusty  street  outside  ?  We  bade  the 
lovely  Moorish  eyes  good-bye  and  stepped  out  into  it  with 
only  the  flowers  which  filled  our  hands  to  remind  us  that  we 
had  visited  Fair>-land  indeed. 

This  same  afternoon  we  made  our  long-talked  of  visit  to 
the  ancient  church.  There  was  a  large  party  of  us;  one  was 
a  dear,  old  lady,  whose  bonnet  was  constantly  falling  off,  and 
her  daughter,  who  constantly  rearranged  her  mothers  head- 
gear. Then  there  were  two  "  inseparables,'  who  rode  on  the 
post  of  honor,  the  front  seat,  all  the  way,  thereby  aggrieving 
the  rest  of  us;  a  young  lady  with  lips  aiid  cheeks  so  red  that 
with  one  accord  we  named  her  Chcrr>-  Ripe:  Psyche  and  I. 

The  road  wound  through  a  lonely  looking  countrv*;  no 
farms  such  as  one  sees  while  riding  through  Sonoma  and 
Napa  counties;  no  pleasant  farm  houses,  embowered  in  vines 
and  surrounded  by  well-cultivated  fields;  only  hills  thickly 
grown  with  chaparral,  deep  ravines,  and  long  stretches  of 
couiitrj-  covered  with  short  grass,  and  our  hardy  wild  Cali- 
fornia poppy.  A  sudden  turn  in  the  road  brought  before  our 
eyes  the  most  curious  effect  that  I  ever  saw,  produced  by  the 
outline  of  tall  trees  and  low  branches  against  the  sky. 

Some  one  exclaimed:  "  See  that  pretty  stream  of  water, 
with  those  trees  growing  along  its  banks  :'  '  The  driversaid: 
"That's  no  stream  of  water."  We  all  looked  and  insisted 
that  it  was  and  that  we  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  white  cottage 
t.Srough  the  trees.      He  laughed  us  to  scorn  and  iterated  his 


former  statement,  adding:  "  Everjbody  says  the  same  thing 
when  they  first  make  this  turn;  its  only  some  trees  growing 
along  the  bed  of  a  dry  creek." 

As  we  neared  the  spot  we  saw  that  he  was  right,  but  noth- 
ing else  could  have  convinced  us  that  the  blue  water  and 
the  white  cottage  we  fancied  wc  saw  were  only  an  optical 
illusion.  We  were  speculating  on  this  strange  appearance 
when  Cherr>-  Ripe  exclaimed,  "  The  church,  girls  ! "  We 
gazed  eagerly  in  the  direction  she  pointed,  and  there  stood 
the  old  church  distinctly  outlined  against  the  blue  sky,  with 
the  golden  grain  nodding  in  the  ruined  door.  In  the  dist- 
ance we  could  see  the  waters  of  Carmclita  Bay  dancing  in  the 
sunshine.  Carmelita,  meaning  in  the  Spanish  langu.ige,  lit- 
tle Carniel.  The  church  was  still  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away 
from  us,  for  we  had  to  drive  around  the  grain  field  in  which 
it  stood.  Wc  passed  an  old  abobe  wall  overhung  by  the 
pear  trees  planted  so  many  years  ago  by  the  Fathers;  then 
a  low  adobe  house,  the  open  door  of  which  framed  a  picture 
worthy  of  an  artist's  pencil.  A  bare-legged,  chubby,  rosy- 
cheeked  child  stood  in  the  doorway.  A  mass  of  tangled 
curls  crowned  its  head,  and  from  under  the  clusters  flashed 
the  lovely  Moorish  eyes. 

"  What  a  picture  ! "  cried  all,  while  Psyche  declared  we 
were  on  enchanted  ground,  for  who  would  have  dreamed  of 
seeing  one  of  Murillo's  heads  in  far  away  California  ! 

We  threaded  our  way  through  the  grain,  and  at  last  stood 
within  the  church.  The  walls  are  all  that  remain  intact,  and 
they  are  crumbling  into  decay.  The  roof  has  long  since 
fallen  in,  and  the  tiles  are  scattered  on  the  floor.  Looking 
at  the  building  from  a  distance  one  would  not  imagine  it  to 
be  such  a  ruin  as  it  really  is.  The  picture  in  the  gallery 
represented  the  front,  with  its  triple  arched  door  and  hex- 
agonal shaped  window  above  the  central  arch.  This  part 
still  remains  firm,  but  the  sides  and  back  are  beginning  to 
totter.  We  saw  where  the  altar  once  stood,  and  the  re- 
mains ol  the  reading  desk.  Built  oflffrom  the  main  part  are 
two  small  rooms  ;  one  is  where  the  priests  changed  their 
robes  during  service.  The  ancient  baptismal  font  is  also  in 
this  room.  The  walls  of  the  other  room  are  completely 
covered  with  inscriptions  in  Spanish. 

Like  all  Spanish  churches,  this  had  no  floor,  the  worship- 
ers kneeling  on  the  bare  ground.  The  body  of  the  church  is 
filled  with  grass-grown  graves,  for  in  those  days  the  dead 
were  buried  inside  the  church  walls.  Seventeen  Alcaldes 
sleep  peacefully  in  the  shade  of  the  old  ruin.  Cherr>'  Ripe 
found  a  narrow,  winding  stair,  which  we  ascended.  It  led 
to  a  narrow  arched  doorway,  which  we  conjectured  must 
have  opened  into  the  gallery  where  the  singers  once  sat. 
But  the  gallery'  has  long  since  fallen  to  the  ground,  and  we 
stood  on  the  narrow  ledge  and  looked  far  over  the  surround- 
ing countr)'. 

Psyche  and  I  climbed  up  to  a  small  door  back  of  the 
reading  desk  ;  this  opened  into  a  room  whose  walls  were 
made  of  earth.  There  was  no  sign  of  window  or  any  en- 
trance, except  that  by  which  we  came.  The  floor  was  also 
of  earth,  and  both  sides  and  floor  were  covered  by  trailing 
vines  and  grass.  In  this  room  Psyche  found  a  bird's  nest, 
w-hich  she  keeps  not  only  as  a  remembrance  of  our  visit  but 
as  a  curiosity,  for  it  really  consists  of  two  nests,  one  built  on 
top  of  the  other  ;  the  upper  nest  being  placed  on  the  back 
of  bird  sitting  on  the  lower. 

The  two  nests  can  be  plainly  seen,  the  dead  bird  mak- 
ing the  division  between  them.  This  bird  must  have 
died  on  her  nest,  and  another,  undeterred  by  the  fate  of  her 
predecessor,  built  her  own  on  its  back.  We  scrambled  down 
to  show  our  treasure,  and  found  the  rest  busily  engaged  in 
cutting  their  names  on  the  walls.  This  was  abandoned 
while  all  went  nest-hunting,  without  any  further  success. 

The  lengthening  shadows  warned  us  it  was  time  to  depart. 
Still  we  lingered,  reluctant  to  leave   the  old  ruin   standing 
there  so  lonely.     We  thought  of  the  eager  hands  that  reared 
it  ;  the  earnest  spirits  that  once  worshiped  under  its  roof; 
the  hopes  and  fears,  the  doubts  and  longings  to  which  those 
walls  had  listened,  and  the  wearied  hearts  now  forever  at 
rest  within  its  shadows.     The  sun  was  just  sinking  in  the 
west  when  w-e  reached  the  turn  in  the  road  where  we  caught 
our  last  glimpse  of  the  church  standing  just  as  we  saw  it  in 
the  picture,  the  blue  water  in  the  distance,  the  golden  grain 
touching  the  brown  walls  with  mute  caresses,  and  the  crim- 
son light  of  the  sunset  sky  over  all.     We  rode  home  in  the 
gathering  twilight,  while  Psyche  said  in  an  undertone  : 
*•  No  more,  no  more 
The  worldly  shore 
Upbraids  me  with  its  loud  uproar ! 
With  dreamful  eyes. 
My  spirit  lies 
Under  the  walls  of  Paradise.'' 

S.\s  Fr.vncisco.  September,  1878.  I. 


CURIOSITIES  OF  JOURNALISM.-II, 


A  lady  in  Melbourne,  who  had  advertised  for  domestic  aid, 
received  a  call  from  a  pretty  maid  with  unexceptionable  ref- 
erences, a  pleasing  manner,  and  a  willing  disposition.  The 
lady  was  charmed,  and  engaged  her  on  the  spot.  "  But  I 
have  always  had  a  whole  day's  leave  of  absence  ever)*  fort- 
night," the  young  girl  remarked,  pausing  on  the  threshold, 
"and  an  evening  a  week  besides."  "Vou  shall  not  be  de- 
prived of  them,"'  was  the  encouraging  reply.  "And  this  is  a 
ver)'  lonely  place,  ma'am,"  the  girl  rejoined,  "and  I  could  not 
come  home  by  myself.  Would  the  master  mind  coming  for 
me?" 

Mr.  Edmund  Vates  writes  in  the  London  World:  "Amidst 
the  profusion  of  English  laurels  which  Lord  Beaconsfield  has  | 
received,  he  may  not  disdain  what  Bret  Harte,  in  his  memo-  [ 
rial  hnes  on  Charles  Dickens,  called  *a  spray  of  Western  j 
pine.'  The  people  of  California  have,  it  seems,  taken  a  lively  | 
interest  in  the  Eastern  question,  and  a  movement  has  been  i 
successfully  organized  by  the  English  inhabitants  of  the  Pa-  i 
cific  coast  to  present  to  Lord  Beaconsfield  a  costly  casket  of  | 
gold  and  silver,  which  is,  I  am  told,  a  \'eritable  work  of  art.') 


All  but  sixteen  of  Brigham  Youngs  widows  have  married. 
Amelia  Folsom,  his  favorite  wife,  was  jerked  to  hymen  ten 
days  ago. 

The  soul  is  never  so  large  and  lofiy  as  when  its  conceptions  ■ 
more  than  fill — crowd,  exceed,  transcend  it  ' 


"  Take  any  shape  but  that,"  as  the  aeronaut  said  to  the 
collapsed  balloon. 


Many  unpleasant  mistakes  get  into  newspapers  on  account 
of  bad  manuscript.  This  has  been  particularly  the  case  with 
the  New  York  Tribune  in  the  days  gone  by.  Horace  Gree- 
ley's manuscript  was  very  bad  and  was  called  by  his  printers 
"  Koran." 

When  Colonel  Forney,  in  1S59,  started  the  Philadelphia 
Prt'ss^  he  wrote  letters  to  his  paper  from  Washington,  signed 
"Occasional."  In  one  letter  he  used  the  words  " Federal 
Government "  seven  times,  but  he  abbreviated  the  word  Gov- 
ernment thus  :  "  Govt."  The  little  "  v  "  was  taken  for  an  "  a," 
and  the  article  made  ridiculous  in  its  several  allusions  to  the 
"  Federal  Goat." 

But  one  of  the  most  laughable  of  all  the  funny  mistakes 
that  have  appeared  in  newspapers  is  traced  to  the  editor  of 
the  Wheeling  (W.  A'a.)  iHtcllisi'nccr :  This  hombrc  wrote 
one  evening,  grandly  :  "To-day  is  the  anniversar)- of  the 
death  of  Louis  Philippe."  When  the  proof  was  sent  down 
stairs  the  name  read  "  Sam  Phillips."  The  editor  thought 
a  mere  reference  to  the  mistake  would  be  sufficient,  so  he 
inserted  a  caret  after  the  word  Phillips,  and  wrote  on  the 
margin  of  the  proof-sheet,  "Who  in  hell  is  Sam  Phillips?" 
Next  morning  the  item  read  as  follows  :  "  To-day  is  the 
anniversary  of  the  death  of  Sam.  Phillips.  Who  in  hell  is 
Sam.  Phillips  ?"     But  the  conundrum  was  never  answered. 

Some  years  ago  the  Galaxy  had  a  short  article  entitled 
"  Lucky  Misprints,"  which  gives  some  very  interesting  speci- 
mens of  typographical  blunders  and  their  effects.  The  arti- 
cle is  short,  so  1  will  quote  it  entire  : 

"Ever)'body  has  been  'sold,'  it  would  seem,  about  Car- 
lyle's  'Liturgy  of  Dead  Sea  Apes,'  as  applied  to  spiritualism. 
People  exploded  with  admiration  over  the  phrase,  and  it  ran 
a  wild  round  of  the  newspapers.  An  inquiring  creature  here 
and  there  did  perhaps  ask  of  his  own  soul  what  *  Liturgy  of 
Dead  Sea  Apes' meant ;  what  species  of  ape  was  peculiar 
to  the  Dead  Sea,  and  what  was  their  liturgy.  But  even  these 
inquirers  were  too  timid  to  put  the  question  openly,  and  so  it 
passed  into  a  public  law  that  Carlyle  had  said  something 
wonderfully  clever  when  he  spoke  of  a  Liturgy  of  Dead  Sea 
Apes.  But  behold,  it  now  turns  out  that  Carlyle  never  said 
any  such  thing.  He  wrote  'Dead  Sea  Apples,'  and  a  be- 
wildered printer  made  it  '  Dead  Sea  Apes  ;'*■»*  The 
whole  story  is  that  of  Sidney  Smith  and  the  'kimes'  over 
again.  Sidney  Smith  wrote  of  some  body  being  '  wounded 
with  knives.'  A  printer's  blunder  converted  'knives'  into 
'kimes,' and  the  public  supposed  these  latter  to  be  some 
awful  weapons  used  in  foreign  torture,  and  were,  therefore, 
impressed  far  more  profoundly  by  the  storj-  than  would  other- 
wise have  been  possible.  We  know  of  another  instance  of  a 
somewhat  similar  kind.  A  journalist  had  to  write  an  angry 
editorial  about  a  certain  person  in  Rome  being  committed  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  the  *  Papal  Gendarmes.'  The  printers 
made  it  '  Papal  Zendaives.'  The  article  went  around  all  the 
newspapers,  and  'Papal  Zendaives'  figured  ever)'where. 
One  journal  actually  inserted  after  the  mysterious  words  a 
parenthetical  line  or  two,  explaining  that  these  Zendaives  were 
'torturers  kept  in  the  Pope's  prisons!'  Now,  the  whole 
effect  would  surely  have  been  spoiled  by  an  untimely  an- 
nouncement that  there  are  no  such  beings  as  Zendaives,  and 
that  the  awful  word  was  only  a  misprint  for  the  familiar, 
commonplace  gendarmes.  We  are,  therefore,  emphatically 
for  the  '  Kimes,'  the  '  Zendaives,'  and  the  '  Dead  Sea  Apes.' " 

Perhaps  the  most  dreadful  and,  at  the  same  time,  most 
unpardonable  blunder  that  ever  appeared  in  an  American 
newspaper  occurred  in  the  New  York  Daily  Times  in  1858. 
This  journal  was,  in  my  opinion,  the  best  newspaper  in  the 
United  States,  and  admitted  by  all  who  are  competent  to 
judge  as  the  most  perfect  sheet,  typographically,  in  the  coun- 
try. It  is  to-day  a  marvel  of  typographical  perfection  and 
excellence.  At  the  time  I  speak  of  Henry  J.  Raymond  was 
managmg  and  political  editor;  Hulburt,  now  of  the  Worlds 
and  Stewart  (at  that  time  lessee  of  Wallack's  Theatre)  wrote 
the  European  articles  ;  Cordova,  the  lecturer,  had  charge  of 
Spain  and  Cuba  ;  Briggs,  then  editor  of  Putmim's  Magasine-f 
Ed.  Swinton  and  Conant  were  literary  editors  ;  Maverick, 
now  of  the  Evening  Post,  was  city  editor  ;  Norvall  was  the 
financial  editor  ;  Crounse  was  Washington  correspondent ; 
"  Podgers"  (Dick  Ogden)  wrote  letters  from  San  Francisco; 
and  Webb,  William  Swinton,  and  Joe  Howard  were  roving 
correspondents;  "Dick  Tinto"  (young  Goodrich,  son  of 
"  Peter  Parley"),  and  "  Malakoff"  (Doctor  Johnson,  of  Ohio), 
gossipped  from  Paris,  and  Mrs.  Henr)'  J.  Raymond  was  the 
resident  correspondent  at  Venice. 

During  the  summer  of  1858,  Mr.  Raymond  went  to 
Europe,  and  left  the  paper  in  charge  of  Briggs  as  managing 
editor,  and  Hurlburt  as  editor-in-chief  As  no  positively 
distinctive  line  was  drawn  touching  their  respective  positions, 
Briggs  and  Hurlburt  had  a  multiplicity  of  disgraceful  rows 
as  to  which  should  be  recognized  as  the  editor,  and  occupy 
the  private  rooms  of  "  Henr)-  J."  Hurlburt,  however,  se- 
cured possession  of  the  sanctum  key,  and  at  once  arrogantly 
announced  himself  as  cock  of  that  literary  walk.  Briggs 
(now  dead)  modestly  acquiesced,  although  recognized  by  all 
the  staff  as  manager.  The  same  day  Hurlbut  got  drunk, 
and  was  taken  to  the  Astor  House  by  some  friends  and 
quietly  "  put  in  his  little  bed.''  About  midnight  of  the  same 
day  printers,  proof-readers,  and  editors  were  assembled  to 
make  sense  out  of  "a  Hurlburt  article,"  in  which  such  words 
as  "quadrilateral  squares,"  "sewers  of  Pairs,"  and  "elbows  of 
the  Slincio,"  etc.,"  were  "mixed  up"  in  inextricable  con- 
fusion. The  deuce  was  to  pay  generally  throughout  the 
Times  establishment  Hurlburt  had  issued  written  orders 
that  his  copy  was  "first  on  the  hook,"  and  "never  to  be  left 
over"  under  any  circumstance.  The  "  forms  "  were  " kept 
open''  until  nearly  daylight,  during  which  all  the  clubs  and 
other  fashionable  resorts  had  been  ransacked  in  a  diligent 
search  for  the  editor.  At  three  o'clock  in  the  morning 
"proof  sheets  "were  sent  to  Mr.  Briggs,  who  perused  the 
same  with  unmistakable  gusto,  and  then  sent  word  to  the 
foreman  that,  while  the  article  would  make  the  Times  a 
laughing-stock,  according  to  the  instructions  of  Mr.  Hurl- 
burt it  must  go  in.  And  it  did  go  in,  and  is  considered  to 
this  day  in  New  York  the  most  famous  blunder  in  modi 
journalism.  All  the  daily  and  weekly  papers  paid  it  thi 
respects,  and  up  to  the  present  time,  when  the  Herald  wanl 
to  say  something  bitter  regarding  the  Times,  it  vaguely  re- 
fers to  the  "elbows  of  the  Mincio,"  or  to  the  "sewers  of 
Pairs,".and  "quadrilateral  squares,"        B£N'.  C.  TrumaN. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny, 


The  Thoitghtf 111  Stock  Raiser' il'/io  aimised  his  old  Father. — 
The  Tj'tee  Story  of  the  Circus  that  ijent  Courting^  bnt 
did  not  Remain  to  the  Pej'foi-mance. —  The  Peerless  Ro- 
mance of  a  Feathered  Flap  "Jack^  an  Incubation  j  follow- 
i7tg,  however^  the  Tale  of  the  Disappointed  Dog. — The 
Author's  ungallant  Opinion  of  C?-0'wing  Hens^  and  sin- 
cere Admiration  of  a  local  Brigadier. — Model  Instruc- 
tions for  the  Guidance  of  a  Picket  Gua7'd^  a?td  how  tluy 
were  to  Prese?'ve  the  Peace. — Captain  Gipplcs  niemo-rable 
Ca?npaign  and  its  Disastrous  Result.  Hoij  Colonel 
Jackson  of  the  "  Fz'ening  Posf'  routed  a  Regiment  of 
Turtle-doves  with  one  Haiid  tied  behind  his  Back^  and 
Maj Of -General  Lewis  begged  to  be  Excused  from  Reply- 
ing to  a  Toast  because  He  is  a  Man  of  Action. —  IV'ith 
nmch  else  that  Jolmtiy  has  Forgotten  to  Record. 


A  man  wich  raised  horses  for  a  livin  he  had  a  father  wich 
was  so  old  he  cudent  do  no  werk  but  jest  set  in  the  comer, 
and  mosy  a  round  the  farm,  and  eat  his  grool  like  he  was 
sick,  but  wen  Billy  my  brother  was  sick  he  et  a  pickel  cu- 
cummer  and  hoUerd.  So  one  day  the  mans  naber  he  said  : 
"Yure  poor  father  was  a  mit>'  smart,  spri  man  one  time,  but 
he  is  failin  fast,  wot  do  you  do  for  to  amews  him  an  make 
the  evenin  of  his  days  nice  for  him?" 

Then  the  man  he  spoke  up  and  sed:  "Wei,  you  kanow  a 
feller  wich  owns  sech  a  pile  of  horses  al  ways  has  got  some 
wich  is  ole  and  plade  out,  and  noboddy  will  bi  em,  and  they 
got  to  be  kil,  taint  hard  work  for  to  shoot  em,  and  I  jest  let 
the  ole  man  do  that  for  to  ocpie  his  mind,  and  make  him 
feel  like  he  was  sum  account." 

Then  the  other  feller  said:  "How  thotflel" 

But  ole  men  aint  no  boddys  fools,  I  bet,  cos  once  there  was 
a  ole  man  had  a  girl,  and  a  sojer  wich  had  come  home  from 
the  war,  and  was  ol  over  gole  braid,  and  bras  buttons,  and 
stripes,  and  ol  kinds  of  prettys,  was  a  courtin  the  giil,  but 
the  ole  man  he  didn't  likim.  So  the  ole  man  he  see  his  boy 
Tom  a  cumin  up  the  week  byfore  the  house,  and  he  hollered 
out,  the  old  man  did,  loud  enoughf  for  the  sojer  feller  to 
hear:  "Tom,  you  go  an  rig  up  a  spring  board  reel  quick  in 
the  back  yard,  an  git  a  fether  bed  on  the  ground,  coz  we  got 
a  vizzit  from  a  man  wich  is  a  circus,  and  I  spoze  he  wil  be 
wontin  to  turn  some  flip  flaps." 

But  flap  jacks  is  the  fellers  for  me  an  Billy,  and  Bildad, 
thats  the  new  dog,  he  likes  em  too,  mity  wel,  I  can  jest  tel 
you,  and  one  time  he  seen  sum  on  a  plate  in  the  kitchin, 
bout  a  duzen  in  a  stack.  Bildad  he  thot  no  boddy  was 
lookin,  and  he  et  em  reel  quick  up  like  litenin,  and  evry  one 
wich  he  swoUered  he  tost  his  head  up  and  hunched  his  back 
up,  like  cammles  backs,  but  they  was  all  et  evry  bit  in  jest 
no  time.  Then  my  father,  wich  is  neer  sited,  cept  wen  he 
has  got  spetticles  on,  he  said  to  Bildad,  my  father  did :  "  Serf 
you  rite,  you  got  no  bizness  for  to  go  round  smellin,  but,  bles 
my  sole,  wot  cude  have  been  rubbd  onto  that  plate,  wich  jest 
one  wif  cude  give  a  dojf  sech  con  vulsions  !" 

But  Bildad  he  luked  up  at  my  father  reel  incent  like,  much 
as  to  say:  "You  are  mistook,  wen  I  seen  this  plate  I  thot 
mebby  there  mite  be  a  flap  jack  on  it,  but  you  see  there  aint, 
and  wot  you  call  con  vulsions  was  only  jest  srugs  of  dizzy- 
pint  men  t." 

Wen  Mary,  thats  the  house  maid,  was  tole  by  my  mother 
to  cook  sum  flap  jacks  she  put  a  big  spoonfle  of  batter  onto 
the  griddle,  and  then  she  went  into  the  pantry*  for  to  git  sum 
thing.  And  my  mother  she  was  rippin  up  some  pillers.  So 
Billy  he  tuke  a  hanfle  of  fethers,  and  snook  out  in  the 
kitchin,  and  put  em  in  the  flap  jack  which  was  cookin  onto 
the  griddle,  and  you  never  seen  such  a  lukin  flap  jack  as 
thatn,  no  in  deed,  more  like  a  chickn.  Bime  by  my  mother 
she  herd  Mary  holler,  an  went  in  the  kitchn  for  to  see  wot 
was  up,  and  Mary  she  said  to  mother,  Mary  did :  "  O,  if  you 
pleese,  mam,  you  have  put  too  much  egs  in  the  batter." 

Hens  is  chickens  wich  has  grode  up,  but  the  he  feller  he  is 
a  rooster  and  croes,  but  wen  there  aint  no.  rooster  for  to  cro 
the  ole  hen  she  croes  too,  for  to  teech  her  little  he  chicks, 
but  sech  croin  you  never  seen,  jest  like  Mary,  thats  the  house 
maid,  tryin  for  to  say  hip,  hip,  hooray,  like  me  an  Billy  wen 
Gennle  MacCobm  goes  by  on  his  horseback,  with  his  big 
saword  for  to  slotter  the  ennimy. 

Wen  Mister  Gipple  was  a  capten  in  the  war  the  army  he 
was  in  was  close  to  the  rebble  army,  and  one  nite  Mister 
Gipple's  cumpny  was  pickets,  but  not  a  picket  fence,  jest 
watchmen  for  to  keep  the  rebbles  from  sprisin  the  other  fel- 
lers. So  Mister  Gipple  he  marched  his  sojers  to  the  place 
were  thay  was  to  wotch,  and  there  he  was  giv  his  orders, 
Slned  by  the  Gennle  as  foUers,  I  cote  from  remember  : 

"  One,  the  pickets  is  giv  permission  to  ocpy  empty  houses 
on  the  line. 

"Two,  if  the  ennemys  pickets  is  in  a  house  first  oum  is 
forbid  to  disturb  em,  there  is  houses  anuf  for  us  all. 

"  Thre,  if  our  pickets  gits  in  any  house  first,  and  the  en- 
mys  pickets  cams  in  aftwerds,  thay  got  to  be  put  out. 

"  Fore,  if  there  aint  houses  anuf,  and  both  parties  stay  in 
the  same  one,  thay  got  to  ocpy  sepet  rooms,  and  the  enmy 
mus  keep  theirselfs  to  theirselfs,  and  its  the  duty  of  the  ofsir 
■of  the  gard  to  see  that  the  dores  is  lock  by  tween. 

"Five,  no  sassin  thru  the  ke  hole." 

Mister  Gipple  says  one  day  he  was  a  marchn  his  sojers 
for  to  atack  the  rebbles,  and  thay  had  stop  for  to  spen  the 
night  under  a  tree  in  a  planters  yard,  and  Mister  Gipple  he 
sed  to  the  planter.  Mister  Gipple  did:  "  Here,  you  feller, 
yure  one  of  them  wich  made  this  war  yure  ownsellef,  now 
my  sojers  is  jest  wore  out  with  wockin,  but  yure  fresh,  you 
.got  to  Stan  gard  wile  we  sleep,  and  He  hole  you  sponsible." 

But  in  the  nite  the  rebbles  thay  snook  up  and  srounded 
■em,  and  shot  em  all  ded,  but  jest  Mister  Gipple  his  single 
self,  wich  went  back  and  jined  the  main  body.  Then  the 
■Gennle.  wich  was  hopn  mad,  he  sed  ;  "  Captin  Gipple^  you 
careless  feller,  you  hav  let  yure  sellef  be  sprised." 

Mr.  Gipple  he  sed  :  "  Sprised  aint  no  name  for  it,  Gennle, 
■I  was  a  stonished  !" 

But  if  you  cude  see  me  and  Billy  dror  our  wuden  sawords 
for  to  atackle  Uncle  Ned  wen  he  comes  up  the  wock  you 
Mmde  say  :  "  Them's  the  bravest  sojers  wich  ever  fot,  make 
em  both  Majer  Gennles  and  put  em  in  the  Custom  Hous." 

San  Rafael,  September  27,  1S78. 


MEN  WHO  MAKE  STATES, 


Also,  Men  Who  Make  Mouths. 


There  are  two  classes  of  men  that  seem  to  be,  more  than 
any  others,  the  subjects  of  criticism  and  assault.  They  are 
the  men  who,  more  than  any  others,  have  contributed  to 
the  progress  and  prosperity  of  the  Pacific  Coast,  and  to  the 
building  up  of  a  great  commercial  emporium.  We  refer  to 
the  railroad  builders  and  to  the  mine  operators.  Among  the 
railroad  builders  we  embrace  the  names  of  Stanford,  Hunt- 
ington, Hopkins,  Crocker,  Colton,  Latham,  Donahue,  Mills, 
Davis,  Newhall,  Wilson,  and  others.  Among  the  mine  men 
we  number  Flood,  O'Brien,  Mackay,  Fair,  Hayward,  Jones, 
Sharon,  Baldwin,  Sherwood,  Lent,  Morrow,  Skae,  Graves, 
and  others,  all  of  whom  have  been  successful  in  their  opera- 
tions, all  of  whom  have  achieved  great  fortunes,  and  all 
of  whom  have  fi-om  time  to  time  been  subjected  to  assault 
from  the  press,  and  seem  to  have  been  the  subjects  of  great 
popular  detestation.  We  should  be  humiliated  if  compelled 
to  make  the  confession  that  all  this  contumely  is  the  result 
of  jealousy,  and  all  these  unkind  animadversions  come  from 
motives  not  dictated  by  any  consideration  for  the  public 
good,  or  restrained  by  any  respect  for  truth.  It  is  popular 
to  assault  rich  men  just  now.  The  moral  influence  of  the 
sand-lot  is  in  the  ascendancy,  and  abroad  in  the  land  there 
is  a  general  disposition  to  embrace  all  successful  and  money 
making  enterprises  in  the  catagory  of  monopolies,  and  to  ar- 
raign all  wealthy  men  as  oppressors  and  tyrants.  The  un- 
thinking masses  are  easily  led  astray  by  the  shallow  reason- 
ing of  the  demagogue  who  wields  a  facile  pen  or  easy-wag- 
ging tongue.  Energ)',  enterprise,  sagacity,  and  industry  are 
put  forth  for  the  purpose  of  making  money.  It  is  an  evi- 
dence that  the  successful  business  man  possesses  these  qual- 
fications  for  success.  If  we  allow  ourselves  to  denounce  the 
man  of  wealth,  do  we  not  to  that  extent  condemn  the  exer- 
cise of  the  faculties  we  have  enumerated  ?  We  applaud  all 
business  rivalries,  and  we  regard  ever)'-  industrial  enterprise 
as  worthy  of  encouragement,  yet  where  the  enterprise  fruits  in 
success  we  pounce  dowm  upon  the  man  who  has  achieved  it 
as  an  enemy  to  society.  The  railroad  builders  have  taken 
nothing  firom  this  community,  but  have  done  that  which  has 
largely  contributed  to  its  prosperity.  If  they  have  obtained 
national  subsidies  they  have  expended  them  in  our  midst, 
and  given  us  a  railroad  system  that  enriches  us  and  extends 
our  commercial  jurisdiction.  £ver\'  line  of  road  that 
reaches  northward  to  Oregon,  eastward  to  Nevada,  or  south- 
ward to  Arizona,  gives  us  the  trade  of  the  locality  to  which 
it  is  built.  If  our  railroad  system  shall  push  itself  to  Puget 
Sound,  to  Idaho,  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  it  will  centralize  in 
our  harbor  of  San  Francisco  the  business  of  all  this  vast 
area,  and  bring  to  us  the-commerce  of  eastern  nations.  In 
view  of  what  the  railroad  builders  are  accomplishing  for  our 
city  and  coast,  all  the  complaints  of  unjust  fares  and  freights, 
of  discriminations  against  localities,  seem  but  insignificant 
and  puerile.  If  the  interest  is  not  paid  on  the  Government 
bonds,  if  the  reser\"e  does  not  accumulate  to  meet  the  obli- 
gations falling  due  in  another  decade,  let  Maine  and  Florida 
complain,  let  the  ne.\t  generation  find  fault,  but  let  the  busi- 
ness men  of  California  and  of  to-day  hold  their  tongues.  If 
the  mines  of  the  Sierra  had  been  left  to  conservative  men,  to 
newspaper  editors,  to  those  who  do  not  gamble  in  stocks,  to 
those  who  expend  their  energies  in  scolding  the  successful, 
in  finding  fault  with  the  adventurous,  there  would  have  been 
no  mining  in  California  or  Nevada  ;  on  the  exhaustion  of  the 
placer  diggings  the  miners  would  have  gone  home,  or  turned 
their  attention  to  farming.  We  are  not  prepared  to  say  that 
mines  are  desirable  ;  we  are  not  altogether  convinced  that 
California  would  not  have  been  in  a  more  healthy  condition 
if  gold  had  been  exhausted  in  ten  years  after  its  discovery  ; 
but  if  mines  are  desirable,  if  it  is  well  to  work  them,  if  it  is 
well  that  hundreds  of  millions  of  gold  and  silver  should  have 
been  extracted  from  the  hills  and  put  into  circulation  to  in- 
fuse new  life  into  the  commerce  and  industries  of  the  world, 
let  us  not  withhold  from  the  stock  exchange  and  the  gam- 
blers in  mining  shares  testimony  of  the  influence  they  have 
had  in  producing  these  results.  The  great  fissure  of  the 
Comstock  would  to-day  have  been  but  a  furrow  along  the 
line  of  Mount  Davidson  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  adventur- 
ous gamblers  of  our  stock  exchange.  It  was  their  daring 
and  their  courage  that  called  the  turn  from  the  lower 
levels,  and  produced  bonanzas  from  the  voxy  heart  of  the 
earth.  It  was  the  unenterprising  and  the  cowardly  who  sat 
by  and  coppered  the  game,  and  when  it  was  won  they  could 
only  scowl  and  scold  that  they  had  not  dared  the  hazard  of 
the  deal.  We  might  write  homilies  upon  the  evils  of  stock 
gambling;  we  have  done  so.  There  has  been,  and  is,  fraud 
in  the  manipulation  of  mines.  We  wish  thit  everybody 
were  as  open,  as  honorable,  and  as  generous  in  the  conduct 
of  mines  and  stock  operations  as  editors  are  in  the  conduct 
of  their  journals ;  but  this  is  of  course  impossible,  as  only 
the  best  men  own  newspapers.  We  wish  that  poor  people, 
men  and  women,  would  keep  from  stock  gambling,  but  they 
won't.  We  see  the  buoyant,  flushed  countenances  on  the 
street  \\  hen  stocks  are  up,  and  we  wish  everybody  would 
sell,  but  they  won't.  We  see  the  pale  faces  of  despondent 
wretches  clutching  at  straws  to  save  them  from  drowning 
when  the  market  turns,  and  we  are  sorry*  for  them.  We  are 
sorry  to  see  mechanics,  workingmen,  clerks,  servants,  putting 
their  accumulations  upon  the  wrong  card,  and  trying  in  vain 
to  guess  where  the  little  joker  Hes,  and  risking  their  home- 
steads and  bank  accounts  in  their  endeavor  to  put  their 
finger  into  the  right  loop  of  the  string  game.  But  they  will 
do  it ;  everybody  does  it — preachers  and  godly  men,  business 
men  and  workingmen.  A  negro  barber  in  the  countrj'  cut 
the  writer's  ear  last  week  in  his  excitement  about  Sierra  Ne- 
vada. We  are  sorry  people  will  gamble,  but  the  result  of 
it  is  a  system  of  mining  on  our  Eastern  Sierra  that  exceeds 
anything  the  world  has  ever  witnessed :  the  extraction  of 
millions  upon  millions  of  the  precious  metals,  the  encour- 
agement of  great  enterprises,  the  employment  of  thousands 
of  laborers,  meciianics,  merchants,  and  artisans,  the  build- 
ing up  of  San  Francisco;  and  it  is  at  this  point  that  our  phi- 
losophy comes  in.  We  look  around  our  city,  and  mark  the 
costly  commercial  blocks,  the  splendid  buildings,  the  elegant 
and  palatial  dwellings;  we  note  our  busy  foundries  and 
machine  shops,  our  thriving  merchants;  we  observe  the 
splendid  equipages  driven  in  our  parks,  and  we  see  the  re- 
sult of  mine  working  and  stock  gambling,  and  we  say  to 


ourselves,  if  anybody  is  justified  in  moralizing  over  the  sin 
of  gambling  in  mining  stocks,  it  is  not  we  of  San  Francisco. 
We  are  reaping  the  advantage  of  all  this  wickedness — so 
let  the  wickedness  go  on.  Personally,  we  do  not  deal  in 
stocks.  It  is  not  virtue;  it  is  cowardice.  When  stocks  are 
down  we  lack  the  courage ;  when  stocks  are  up  we  lack  the 
coin.  We  would  gamble  if  we  were  certain  we  would  win ; 
hence  our  modesty  in  wTiting  homilies  upon  the  sin  of  stock 
gambling.  We  should  like  a  pass  over  all  the  railroads;  we 
wish  some  one  would  carry  us  in  stocks.  We  would  ex- 
change money  with  any  of  the  gentlemen  we  have  named, 
and  with  their  coin  take  all  the  sins  of  its  accumulation; 
but  then  we  agree  with  Canon  Farrar  and  Henr)'  Ward 
Beecher;  we  do  not  believe  there  is  any  hell. 


All  About  Women. 


A  Spanish  woman  walks  in  the  Paris  boulevards  leading 
a  dove  with  a  ribbon. 

A  Boston  girl  spoke  of  Lord  Beaconsfield's  new  honor  as 
the  "  order  of  the  elastic." 

One  of  Queen  Victoria's  carriages  has  a  seat  that  rocks 
with  the  motion  of  the  vehicle. 

One  of  the  few  remaining  vivandieres  of  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte's armies  died  lately  in  Milan,  aged  ninety-nine.  She 
went  through  the  campaigns  in  Russia  and  Spain  without  a 
scratch. 

Eleven  thousand  women  are  telegraph  operators  in  Great 
Britain,  and  it  is  said  that  generally  they  keep  the  secrets 
intrusted  to  them  except  when  they  know  some  of  the  parties 
concerned. 

Charlotte  Thompson  is  mildly  acting  in  Nova  Scotia. 
Charlotte  is  suffering  from  nen'ous  prostration  brought  on 
by  an  inconsiderate  brute  of  an  author  who  offered  her  a 
new  pla>'. 

The  newest  styles  in  ladies'  finger  nails  is  to  wear  them 
long  and  sharp  pointed,  resembling  claws.  The  ladies  who 
have  adopted  the  fashion  look  as  though  they  had  to  scratch 
for  a  living. 

Spanking  a  [baby  in  a  rude  or  angr)'  manner  renders  a 
mother  liable  to  prosecution  for  assault  and  batter)-,  accord- 
ing to  the  decision  of  a  justice  in  Lafayette,  Indiana,  who  re- 
members his  own  sainted  mother. 

A  woman  in  Ludington,  Michigan,  shot  and  killed  a  neigh- 
bor's pet  bear  that  strayed  into  her  house.  On  the  follow- 
ing night  she  sent  a  bullet  into  a  burglar  who  entered  by  the 
same  door,  which  is  still  unfastened. 

The  Baltimore  Gazette  says,  editorially,  of  Mrs.  Hayes  : 
"  As  an  elegant,  refined,  matronly  woman,  she  is  far  superior 
to  Mr.  Hayes."  Of  course  she  is.  As  a  woman,  Mr.  Hayes 
is  not  to  be  compared  with  his  wife. 

In  Spain  there  appears  to  be  a  fashion  in  grave  clothes, 
amongst  the  higher  classes  especially.  The  young  Queen 
expressed  her  wish,  when  dying,  to  be  buried  in  the'habit  of 
the  Nuns  of  "  Vierge  de  las  ^lercddes." 

A  fashionable  young  lady,  by  accident,  dropped  one  of  her 
false  eyebrows  into  her  opera  box  and  greatly  frightened  her 
beau,  who,  upon  seeing  it,  was  very  much  shocked,  under 
the  impression  that  it  was  his  moustache. 

A  man  may  sneer  at  a  woman  all  he  will  because  she  can't 
sharpen  a  lead  pencil,  but  she  has  the  smile  on  him  when  he 
stands  holding  an  unoccupied  suspender  button  in  his  hand, 
and  wondering  whether  it  will  hurt  less  to  pull  the  needle 
out  of  his  thumb  the  same  way  it  went  in,  or  push  it  on 
through. 

If  the  Sultan  notices  one  of  the  girls  about  his  palace  or 
in  the  seraglio,  even  so  much  as  to  say  to  somebody  else  that 
"  she  is  a  pretty  girl,"  the  damsel  is  at  once  promoted  to  a 
"  guienzde,"  has  a  certain  revenue,  and  a  suite  of  apartments. 
A  Sultan's  smile  is  also  indication  of  promotion,  and  has  a 
certain  rank  in  it  for  the  recipient. 

Sarah  Bernhardt,  the  famous  Parisian  actress,  has  made 
the  discover)'  of  a  new  cure  for  delicate  lungs  and  health. 
She  passes  hours  now  daily  in  successive  ascensions  in  the 
ballon  captifoi  the  Tuileries  gardens,  finding  more  and  more 
healing  for  her  shattered  health  and  delicate  lungs,  as  well 
as  general  reinvigoration,  the  higher  she  rises. 

"  The  number  of  women  here,"  writes  a  Parisian  corre- 
spondent, "  who  wear  moustaches  is  astonishingly  large.  I 
scarcely  ever  go  into  the  streets  without  meeting  several 
fine  moustaches  worn  on  feminine  lips,  and  I  have  in  a  crowd, 
just  for  amusement,  counted  up  the  hairy  adornments,  includ- 
ing chin  whiskers  as  well,  upon  the  ladies,  and  the  total 
number  in  sight  frequently  exceeded  fifty  !" 

Among  the  young  ladies  who  sat  at  the  receipt  of  custom 
in  a  Western  church  fair,  and  retailed  kisses  at  the  nominal 
value  of  ten  cents  each,  was  a  vinegar- visaged  old  maid,  who 
had  crowded  herself  in  on  the  gauzy  pretense  that  she  felt  it 
her  duty  to  do  her  share  toward  helping  along  the  good  cause. 
But  she  could  have  earned  just  as  much  by  staying  away  from 
there  and  making  tatting  at  ten  cents  the  hundred  yards. 

Miss  Jeannette  Bennett,  the  sister  of  James  Gordon  Ben- 
nett, was  married  on  the  19th  instant  to  Mr.  Isaac  Bell,  Jr., 
at  Newport.  Mrs.  Bell  is  one  of  the  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished ** sweet  girl  graduates"  of  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  She  is  amongst  the  last  of  her  schoolfellows  to  mate 
— some  are  married  and  some  are  dead — but  she  is  not  for- 
gotten, and  many  heartfelt  prayers  for  her  happiness  ascended 
from  the  cloisters  on  the  heights  above  the  Hudson. 

At  a  recent  fire  in  Sandusky  a  young  lady  in  ball  costume 
seeing  the  men  did  not  take  hold  to  extinguish  the  flames  by 
forming  a  bucket-line  (no  engines  being  present)  seized  a 
bucl^t  and  made  one,  for  an  example.  And  she  kept  on 
working,  passing  the  buckets  as  steadily  and  quickly  as  any 
one,  looking  like  an  angel  of  light  in  her  pretty  part)  J^ess 
and  her  diamonds  gfistening  in  the  light  of  the  l.'i! 
building.  Her  name — pass  it  along— we  have  'mfrn 
forgotten, 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  CRYSTAL  BELL 


A  Traveler's  Story. 


It  was  in  a  countr>'  tavern  ;  and  I  sat  in  the  bar-room  for 
lack  of  something  better  to  do.  Heaven  knows  tliere  was 
little  enougli  lo  amuse  one  in  that  drear)-  temple  of  liacchus. 
There  were  five  newspapers — the  newest  a  month  old— lying 
on  the  table.  1  knew  evep'  advertisement  in  them.  There 
was  a  picture  of  the  favorite  Presidential  candidate  hanging 
over  the  fire-place,  which,  if  it  at  all  resembled  the  gentle- 
man in  question,  entitled  him  to  a  glass  case  in  a  museum  of 
curiosities  rather  than  to  a  chair  in  the  White  House.  A  book 
for  registering  names  lay  on  a  sort  of  desk  in  the  comer,  but 
since  my  arrival  the  pages,  though  dated,  were  destitute  of 
a  single  new  comer's  name.  Apple-jack,  bad  gin,  blazing 
brandy,  and  wicked  whisky,  in  bottles  of  eccentric  colors, 
filled  a  glass  press  behind  a  counter  which,  by  courtesy,  was 
railed  a  kir  :  and  behind  this  stood  a  wooden  image,  by 
I  uurtesy  a  landlord. 

When  a  man  has  no  books  and  no  acquaintance  at  a  coun- 
try tavern,  he  is  apt  to  (all  back  on  the  landlord.  I  have  met, 
in  my  time,  very  amusing  landlords — landlords  who  could 
talk  to  you  about  fishing  and  shooting  and  politics,  and  per- 
haps retail  to  you  some  of  the  gossip  of  the  neighborhood  ; 
for  it  is  wonderful  how  a  man  m  the  strait  in  which  I  then 
found  myself  will  find  amusement  in  the  aoings  of  people  he 
knows  nothing  about.  But  the  landlord  of  the  Hotscotch 
House  was  not  lo  be  relied  upon  in  such  an  emergency. 
You  were  not  to  take  any  such  liberties  with  him,  sir,  let  me 
tell  you.  He  took  you  into  his  house,  as  it  were,  under  pro- 
test.' He  gave  you  a  bed  with  an  air  which  seemed  to  say  he 
regretted  doing  il,  but  still  did  not  like  to  refuse  ;  and  you 
ate  your  dinner  before  him  in  fear  and  trembling,  lest  he 
should  reconsider  his  hospitality,  and  order  you  out  of  the 
house. 

Whether  it  was  a  natural  inflexibility  of  joints,  or  whether 
it  was  a  high  sense  of  personal  dignity,  I  do  not  know  ;  but 
certainly  tJeneral  I'iper,  the  landlord  of  the  only  hotel  in  the 
village  of  Hotscotch,  was  the  most  dignified  man  1  ever  saw. 
The  halo  which  he  threw  around  a  glass  of  whisky  and  water 
was  perfectly  wonderful.  You  might  have  imagined  you  were 
drinking  "  I  i recn  Seal,"  to  judge  by  the  lofty  expression  of  his 
countenance  as  he  handed  you  the  bottle.  .■\t  the  dinner  ta- 
ble he  fairly  awed  the  appetite  out  of  one  ;  and  I  shall  never, 
as  long  as  1  li\e,  forget  the  thunder-cioud  which  gathered  on 
his  brow  when,  one  day,  I  unluckily  asked  to  be  helped  twice 
lo  soup.  He  was  especially  great  in  referring  to  the  priv- 
ileges connected  with  the  Hotscotch  House.  What  these 
privileges  consisted  of  he  alone  knew,  for  1  never  experienced 
any  nor  knew-  of  any  one  who  had.  In  personal- appearance 
the  (iencral  was  of  ordinary  stalure,  rather  stout,  and  w-ith 
a  visage  nearer  resembling  w-ood  than  anything  1  ever  beheld. 
As  1  was  saying,  1  sat  in  the  bar  room.  General  Piper 
stood  behind  the  bar,  counting  the  contents  of  the  till  with 
Olympian  dignity.  Quarter  dollars  seemed  to  become  thun- 
derbolts in  his  hands.  I  was  very  weary- — weary  of  Hot- 
scotch;  weary- of  Piper;  weary  of  the  Presidential  candidate 
over  the  mantel-piece,  who  seemed  to  have  been  born  with 
a  patch  of  straw-berries  on  each  cheek  ;  weary  of  the  old 
newspapers  ;  w-eary-  of  every-thing,  except  the  memory  of  my 
little  sweetheart  to  w-hom  1  was  engaged  and  on  w-hose  ac- 
count 1  had  left  New  York  and  immured  myself,  in  mid-win- 
ter, at  the  Hotscotch  House,  in  order,  before  our  marriage,  to 
settle  some  matters  connected  w-ith  my  property,  w-hich  lay 
near  Hotscotch.  I  yaw-ned  in  the  very  teeth  of  General  Piper. 
The  door  opened  ere  my  teeth  closed  again,  and  a  man  en- 
tered. Shaking  off"  the  snow  that  lay  in  thick  flakes  on  his 
coat,  he  advanced  to  the  wood-nre  that  blazed  and  crackled 
on  the  broad  hearth,  and  spread  out  his  hands  to  the  cheer- 
ing warmth.  He  was  a  very-  seedy-looking  man.  He  had 
but  one  coat  on — an  old  threadbare  evening  coat — which  w-as 
tenderly  buttoned  across  a  chest  that  seemed  afraid  to  breathe 
loo  hastily  lest  it  should  burst  the  frail  buttons.  His  shoes 
were  old  and  soaked  ;  his  trousers  wet  and  very  scanty, 
shrinking  from  contact  w-ith  his  shoes  as  if  he  had  not  had  a 
dinner  in  his  stomach,  nor  a  cent  in  his  pocket,  for  a  very- 
long  time.  As  he  entered,  the  General  raised  his  head  from 
the  till  and  glared  sternly  at  him.  1  saw-  the  poor  man  cow-er 
a  little  ;  but  presently  he  seemed  to  muster  up  sufficient  cour 
age  to  go  to  the  bar. 

"May  1  have  a  bed  here  to-night?"  he  asked,  in  a  timid 
voice. 

"  Full,  sir,  full !  "  said  the  General,  frowning  until  his  old 
eyebrows  fairly  creaked;  "besides,  we  seldom  have  ac- 
commodations for  strangers." 

The  poor  man  gave  a  glance  at  his  threadbare  coat  and 
smiled  ;  but  oh,  how-  sad  that  smile  ! 

"  It  is  a  very-  bad  night,"  he  said,  pleadingly,  "  and  1  am 
not  particular  where  1  sleep  ;  anyw-here  will  do  for  me." 

L'nphilosophical  stranger  !  A  worse  plan  than  a  confes-- 
sion  of  heedlessness  of  comfort  could  not  have  been  adopted 
to  win  the  General's  favor.  I  f  he  had  blustered  up  to  the 
bar  and  shouted  for  a  bed  of  roseleaves  with  every-  leaf 
ironed  out,  the  majestic  Piper  might  have  overlooked  the 
seedy  coal :  but  not  to  care  w/t^n-  he  slept — that  settled  him. 
"  Sorry,  sir,  but  can't  accommodate  you  ; "  and  with  this 
brief  intimation  the  Jove  of  Hotscotch  recommenced  making 
the  quarter  dollars  to  look  like  thunderbolts. 

The  stranger  sighed,  looked  wistfully  at  the  bright  fire, 
gave  another  hopeless  glance  at  the  wooden  Piper,  and  then 
moved  slowly  to  the  door.  It  was  more  than  1  could  stand. 
Olympus  had  no  terrors  for  me  at  that  moment. 

"  Stay  ! "  I  said,  advancing  from  the  obscure  comer  in 
which  1  had  been  seated  ;  "  stay,  sir,  for  a  moment.  The 
weather  is  too  inclement  for  any  human  being  to  w-ander  in 
at  lughl.  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  who  you  are, 
but  there  are  two  beds  in  my  room,  and  1  esteem  il  my  duty 
to  offer  you  one  of  them.     Pray  accept  iL" 

I  almost  lost  the  murmured  words  by  which-  the  seedy 
man  thanked  me  for  my  offer  in  consideration  of  General 
Piper's  countenance.  1  never  before  beheld  such  a  picture 
of  astounded  dignity.  My  heart  sank  after  my  speech  w-as 
fairly  out,  for  I  really  expected  nothing  short  of  being  turned 
out  myself;  and,  what  is  more,  I  believe  that  I  should  have 
gone. 
The  General  gasped. 

•  Is  Mr.  Prince  aware  that  the  privileges  of  this  house  are 
c-<:n-ed  for  its  guests,  and  not  for  outsiders?" 
■•  I  can't  help  it,"  said  1,  speaking  (irmly,  but  with  trem- 


bling limbs  ;  "  I  intend  having  my  own  way  in  this  matter?" 
"Very  well,"  said  the  General. 

For  the  first  time  the  truth  burst  upon  me  that  the  Gen- 
eral w-as  not  so  awful  as  he  looked,  and  that  by  the  aid  of  a 
little  resolution  he  might  even  be  reduced  to  the  position  of 
a  landlord.  I  plucked  up  courage  from  this  supposed  dis- 
covery, and,  having  opened  the  breach,  pushed  on. 

"1  want  some  supper,  General  Piper!"  said  1,  peremp- 
torily. 

"Sir,  you  have  /laif  your  supper,'  answered  the  General, 
clutching  madly  at  the  last  rag  of  his  importance  that  was 
being  torn  so  ruthlessly  from  him. 

No  matter,  1  wish  to  sup  again.     I  sometimes  sup  fre- 
quently during  an  evening." 

I  was  reckless  with  victory,  and  began  to  talk  wildly. 
"  You  shall  be  served,  sir." 

And  the  (ieneral  .ibdicated  his  thunderbolts  and  disap- 
peared into  the  kitchen.  I  had  conquered.  A  hand  was 
laid  gently  upon  my  shoulder,  and  the  stranger  now-  spoke 
audibly  to  me  lor  the  first  time. 

"  1  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  he  said,  "  for  all  this 
kindness;  but  if,  in  getting  this  supper,  you  put  yourself  to 
nconvenience  on  my  account,  may  1  beg  you  will  counter- 
mand the  order  ?  " 

".Not  at  all,"  I  replied,  diplomatically;  "but,  since  you 
have  reminded  nie  of  it,  perhaps  you  will  favor  me  by  join- 
in  the  meal — that  is,  if  you  have  not  already  supped  ! " 
I  have  not,''  he  answered,  w-ith  a  feeble  smile.  "  I  see 
through  your  rirsi-,"  he  added,  "  and  to  a  gentleman  who  can 
act  as  generously  as  you  have  done,  I  feel  little  shame  in 
confessing  that  it  was  because  I  had  no  money." 

"  Come,  come  !  "  said  I,  trying  to  bluster  away  those  con- 
founded tears  that  always  'wi'//  get  in  my  eyes  when  1  hear 
such  things  ;  "come,  we'll  have  a  jolly  good  supper  together, 
and  then  we'll  talk  of  business  matters  afterward.  Let  us 
sit  up  by  the  fire  until  it  is  ready,  and,  meanwhile,  drink 
this." 

So  saying,  I  invaded  the  General's  Olympian  domains, 
and,  pouring  out  a  stiff  horn  of  applejack,  forced  it  upon  my 
new  friend.  It  did  him  good,  I  am  certain,  for  I  saw  the 
dim  eyes  brighten,  and  the  cheeks  flush,  and  it  was  not  the 
firelight  that  did  it,  cheery  as  it  was. 

I  never  met  a  more  delightful  man  than  this  seedy  stran- 
ger. He  had  been  everywhere,  seen  everything,  done  every- 
thing, knew-  everybody.  He  was  a  finished  scholar,  an  origi- 
nal thinker  and  critic,  a  delightful  singer,  an  epitome  of  wit. 
He  so  fascinated  me  that  w-e  sat  up  in  my  room  until  almost 
twelve — an  unearthly  hour  in  Hotscotch,  w-here  the  people 
go  to  roost  with  the  chickens — and  it  never  once  entered  my 
head  to  ask  him  w-hy  he  w-as  w-andering  about  in  the  snow 
»-ithout  any  money.  1  even  went  to  bed  without  securing 
my  valuables. 

It  was  the  gray  dawn  of  morning  w-hen  some  one  sitting  on 
my  bedside  awoke  me  suddenly.  1  sfarted  upright  in  an  in- 
stant and  beheld  my  friend.  He  was  coinpletely  dressed, 
and  in  the  dim  light  seemed  like  a  departing  ghost.  For  a 
moment,  in  the  incoherence  of  my  senses,  1  had  a  confused 
idea  that  he  was  about  to  rob  me,  and  seized  him  instinct- 
ively by  the  arm. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  he  said,  with  a  smile.  "  I  intended 
toaw-akeyou;  and,  before  I  went — for  I  am  going  now — I 
wished  to  thank  you  for  your  extreme  kindness  to  me.  God 
bless  you  for  it  !  1  have  but  little  to  offer  you  in  the  way  of 
return.  Here  is  a  cry-stal  bell,"  and  he  drew  a  tiny  glass 
bell  from  his  pocket — a  thing  like  a  child's  toy.  "  It  was 
forged  in  distant  lands,  and,  while  in  the  furnace,  its  maker 
sang  over  it  the  spells  known  only  to  the  children  of  the  East. 
It  is  the  touchstone  of  truth.  Whoever  utters  a  falsehood  to 
him  w-ho  bears  it,  on  that  moment  the  bell  will  vibrate. 
Scoff  at  the  story-  now-,  if  you  will,  but  try  the  talisman.  It 
w-ill  ne\-er  betray  you.     Farewell  I  " 

And,  laying  the  little  bell  upon  the  counterpane,  before  I 
could  collect  my  scattered  senses,  he  glided  to  the  door  and 
w-ent  out,  closing  it  softly  after  him. 

1  took  up  the  bell  mechanically  and  examined  it.  It  was 
entirely  formed  of  w-hat  seemed  to  be  the  purest  crystal. 
The  tongue  w-as  also  of  crystal  and  as  flexible  as  the  finest 
watch-spring.  I  tried  to  ring  it;  but  although  the  ball  at 
the  end  of  the  pendant  tongue  visibly  struck  the  clear  sides 
of  the  bell,  it  did  not  emit  the  slightest  sound.  I  tried  it 
again  and  again  but  alw-ays  w-ith  the  same  result. 

I  arose  and  looked  for  my  w-atch.  It  was  safe.  My  pock- 
ets w-ere  untouched  and  my  valuables  intact.  My  seedy 
friend,  therefore,  was  not  an  imposter.  Again  I  returned  to 
the  mysterious  bell  and  shook  its  cry-stal  tongue — but  in  vain. 
Not  even  a  muffled  tinkling  w-as  to  be  draw-n  from  it.  Had 
the  pendulum  been  a  feather  it  could  not  have  been  more 
silent. 

All  day  long  I  felt  w-retchedly  uncomfortable  w-ith  the 
crystal  bell  in  my  pocket.  1  scarcely  answered  the  sneering 
inquiries  after  my  seedy  friend  with  w-hich  General  Piper  as- 
sailed me.  I  scarcely  took  the  trouble  to  inform  him  that  I 
had  not  been  robbed.  I  was  indifferent  to  the  display  w-hich 
he  made  of  counting  his  spoons  in  my  presence.  "The  last 
words  of  my  mysterious  guest  rang  continually  in  my  ears: 
"  Whoever  utters  a  falsehood  in  your  presence,  on  that  mo- 
ment the  crystal  bell  will  vibrate." 

.\nnie  Gray  !  Why  was  it  that  your  face  continually  rose 
up  before  me  whenever  1  touched  the  magic  bell  ?  When- 
ever I  drew  it  forth  and  looked  through  its  cry-stal  w-alls,  w-hy 
was  it  that  your  countenance  seemed  dimly  visible  within, 
but  alw-ays  clouded  with  some  horrible  shadow-  ?  And,  w-hen 
I  thought  of  you,  w-hy  did  the  name  of  that  hateful  George 
Smithson  always  flicker  in  sparkling  letters  before  my  mind's 
eye  ? 

I  suffered  positive  agony-.  Here  w-as  I,  engaged  to  be 
married  to  one  of  the  sw-eeiest  girls  in  all  New-  York,  beloved 
by  her  to  my  heart's  content,  and  rich  enough  to  satisfy  her 
every  whim;  w-hen  in  comes  a  st'-anger,w-ho  puts  into  my 
hands  what  he  calls  a  talisman  for  testing  truth,  and  straight- 
way I  began  to  doubt  the  dear  girl  w-hom  I  had  never 
doubted  before.  Did  she  really  love  me  ?  The  more  I  tried 
to  conquer  this  abominable  phantasy  of  jealousy,  the  more 
positive  it  became,  until  at  last  I  had  worked  myself  into 
such  a  fever  of  excitement  that  I  could  bear  the  supense  no 
longer.  Y'es,  I  w-ould  instantly  hurry  to  New-  York  and  test 
this  wondrous  gift.  It  w-as  folly — madness.  I  knew-  that 
well  enough,  but  still  1  w-ould  test  it,  and  test  it  all  the  more 
willingly  because  I  had  such  faith  in  Annie.  But  why  rt'/Vr' 
she  encourage  that  empty  dandy,  George  Smithson  ? 


In  less  than  two  hours  I  was  in  New-  Y'ork,  ringing  madly 
at  Annie  Gray's  door.  As  I  hastily  entered  the  room,  out 
walked  Mr.  Smithson.  We  smiled  coldly;  but  I  could  have 
strangled  him  where  he  stood. 

I  must  have  been  rather  pale  and  disorderly  looking,  for 
1  had  hardly  entered  the  room  w-hen  Annie's  first  w-ords 
w-ere : 

"  O  Hou'ard  !  has  anything  happened?" 

Dear  girl  !  how-  could  any  one  but  a  madman  doubt  that 
anxious,  fond  look,  that  quivering  lip  ?  I  kissed  her  fore- 
head and  reassured  her. 

".-\nnie,  dear  I  Why  do  you  have  that  Mr.  Smithson  here 
in  my  absence  ?     You  know  1  don't  like  him. 

"  Why,  Howard,  1  really  can  not  help  it  if  he  does  call.  I 
don't  care  about  his  visits,  1  assure  you  ;  but  I  cannot  be 
rude  to  him,  I  have  known  him  so  long." 

Gracious  heavens  !  was  it  fancy  ?  or  did  I  really  hear  a 
faint  crystalline  tinkling  in  my  pocket?  A  cold  shiver  ran 
through  my  frame  ;  but  I  endeavored  to  dissemble  my  agony, 
and  w-ith  a  forced  smile,  went  on  : 

"  So  you  really  don't  like  him,  )-ou  little  puss  ?  Come, 
now- ;  confess  that  at  one  time  you  tfit/  care  a  little — a  very 
little — for  .Smithson,  your  old  playmate." 

"Why,  what  ails  you,  Howard?  you  look  so  queer!  I 
assure  you  1  never  cared  anything  for  Mr.  Smithson." 

Tinkle  I  tinkle  !  tinkle  !  in  my  pocket.  I  felt  the  blood 
rush  to  my  head.  It  was  a  Niagara  of  emotion  ;  but  1  en- 
dured it. 

"  And  you  love  me,  then,  better  than  any  boby  else — bet- 
ter, even,  than  the  old  school-fellow  you  have  known  so 
long  ?  " 

"  How  foolish  you  are,  Howard  !  Of  course  1  do  !  "  and 
she  kissed  me  gently. 

Tinkle  !  tinkle  !  tinkle  !  in  my  pocket — plain,  clear,  dis- 
tinct. Every  vibration  of  the  cry-stal  bell  thrilled  me  to  the 
marrow.  If  the  bells  of  all  the  cathedrals  in  the  world  had 
pealed  together  in  my  ear,  they  could  not  have  moved  me 
half  so  much  as  that  sharp,  shrill,  crystal  ringing  of  that  tiny 
bell. 

1  could  bear  it  no  longer. 

"  Traitress  ! "  1  shouted,  flinging  away  the  tender  arms 
that  encircled  my  neck  ;  "  hypocrite  !  I  despise  you  I  Yes, 
madam  I  the  eyes  of  your  dupe  were  opened  in  time." 

"  Howard,  are  you  mad  ?" 

"Not  quite;  though  a  week  after  our  marriage  I  would 
have  been,  imposter  that  you  are  !  But  I  know  you  now — 
know  that  you  do  not  love  me — know  that  you  have  lied  to 
me  three  times  since  I've  been  here." 

She  tried  to  embrace  me,  but  I  flung  her  off.  .She  wrung 
her  hands,  the  big  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks,  while  her 
gentle  head  bent  as  if  stricken  with  some  great  blow.  She 
acted  her  part  excellently  well. 

"  What  do  mean,  Howard  ?  1  have  never  deceived  you  in 
thought  or  word.  If  you  have  proof  of  my  hypocrisy,  ad- 
vance them  ;  but  do  not  storm  me  down  with  assertions." 

"  My  proofs  are  here  !  "  I  cried,  holding  up  the  bell  in  tri- 
umph— the  triumph  of  despair.  "  Here  !  look  on  this  talis- 
man, basest  of  w-omen,  and  tremble  !  " 

"  But,  Howard,  are  you  sane  ?  1  see  nothing  but  this  bell." 

"  .\nd  this  bell,  as  you  call  it,  has  told  me  that  you  are  a 
worthless  w-oman." 

One  tigress-like  leap,  and  she  caught  it  from  my  hand. 
With  flaming  eyes  she  held  it  aloft,  and  then  dashed  it  to 
the  ground. 

.•\  crash  like  the  bursting  of  a  thousand  bombs  ;  a  thun- 
dering of  great  bells,  that  seemed  to  shake  the  world,  and — 
looking  up  I  saw  General  Piper  standing  over  me  in  a 
dignified  attitude. 

"Mr.  Prince,"  said  he,  "the  dinner  bell  has  been  ringing 
these  ten  minutes  ;  but  you  appear  to  have  been  sleeping  so 
soundly  as  not  to  have  heard  it.     Dinner  waits." 

And  so  it  was  a  dream  !  No  seedy  friend,  no  talisman, 
no  falsehood  in  sw-eet  .\nnie  Gray. 

I  rubbed  my  eyes  and  w-ent  in  to  dinner  ;  but  as  I  ate  my 
soup  under  the  awful  eye  of  the  General,  1  confess  I  regret- 
ed  the  non-reality  of  that  portion  of  my  dream  in  which  I 
had  subdued  the  thunderer  of  the  tavem. 

I  never  told  Annie  Gray  that  I  had  ever  doubted  her,  even 
in  a  dream,  until  we  had  been  a  month  married. 

Santa  Barbara,  September  20,  1878.  H.  B.  P. 
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In  the  year  1500,  William  Dorrington  threw  himself  from 
the  parapet  of  the  Church  of  St.  Sepulchre,  in  London, 
leaving  behind  him  a  note,  stating  as  his  reason,  "that  he 
wanted  to  go  to  the  opera  that  night  but  had  not  money 
enough  to  purchase  a  ticket  of  admission." 

A  farmer  in  Allendale,  England,  got  a  gun  barrel,  loaded 
it,  and  placed  the  stock  end  in  a  hot  fire,  and  leaned  his 
stomach  against  the  other.  The  barrel  soon  became  hot, 
and  exploded,  killing  the  unfortunate  wretch  instantly. 

A  blacksmith  in  Xew  Orleans,  in  1841,  killed  himself  in 
the  same  manner,  blowing  his  bellows  until  the  fire  was  hot 
enough  to  explode  the  gun  barrel. 

A  young  lady  at  a  boarding  school,  in  England,  drowned 
herself  in  a  rain  cask,  because  she  was  made  to  study  from 
an  old  book.     .She  was  '*  sweet  sixteen." 

A  Greenwich,  England,  pensioner,  \vho  was  put  upon  short 
;illowance  for  misconduct,  in  1846,  sharpened  the  ends  of  his 
spectacles,  and  with  them  stabbed  himself  to  the  heart. 

In  a  French  newspaper  of  1862,  we  find  an  account  of  a 
man  who,  his  wife  having  proved  unfaithful  to  him,  called 
his  valet,  and  informed  him  that  he  was  about  to  kill  him- 
self, and  requested  that  he  would~boil  him  down,  and  make 
a  candle  of  his  fat,  and  carry  it  to  his  mistress,  handing  her 
at  the  same  time  the  following  note  ;  "  Dearest  Therese  : — I 
have  long  burned  for  you,  and  1  now  prove  to  you  that  my 
flames  are  real.     Yours,  PiKRRE." 

A  young  lady,  nineteen  years  of  age,  having  gambled 
away  a  large  fortune,  hung  herself  at  Bath,  England,  with  a 
gold  and  silver  girdle.  .The  following  note  was  found  in  her 
hand  :  "  Thus  1  tie  myself  up  from  play  ! "  This  was  worthy 
of  a  French  woman  I 
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George  Augustus  Sala  quotes  the  man  who  imagined  //lots 
o//itiibus  was  Latin  for  a  hearse  ;  but  an  equally  good  story, 
and  of  a  cognate  kind,  is  that  of  the  man  who  translated 
Pire  la  Chaise  into  "  the  governor's  four-wheeler." 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


SECTARIAN  SCHOOLS. 


The  Reverend  Father  T.  N.  Burke,  an  eloquent  priest  of 
the  Catholic  Church,  delivered  at  Bray  Parish,  Ireland,  July 
28th,  a  sermon  in  aid  of  parochial  schools,  extracts  from 
which  we  herewith  publish.  We  do  this  in  accordance  with 
our  purpose  of  making  the  Argonaut  the  vehicle  of  inde- 
pendent thought  upon  leading  topics.  That  we  are  in  favor 
of  secular,  and  opposed  to  sectarian,  teaching  in  our  public 
schools  is  no  reason  for  witholding  so  able  and  eloquent  an 
argument  as  we  think  this  to  be — we  mean,  of  course,  able 
from  the  Catholic  standpoint.  The  text  of  this  discourse  is 
St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Romans,  6th  chapter  : 

"  To  whom  does  the  apostle  speak  all  these  words  of  accu- 
sation ?  Who  were  they  whom  this  inspired  man  described 
as  being  so  enslaved  and  so  degraded  ?  We  might,  perhaps, 
imagine,  and  naturally,  that  he  was  speaking  to  some  savage 
tribe — untutored,  uneducated,  wallowing  in  their  vices,  be- 
cause they  were  steeped  in  ignorance,  and  knew  no  better. 
We  can  imagine  such  words  as  these  addressed  to  some  bar- 
barians of  the  North — to  the  wild,  unclothed  Scythians. 
But  no,  my  dearly  beloved,  it  was  not  to  the  savage,  nor  to 
the  uneducated  and  uncivilized  man  ;  it  was  not  to  a  race  or 
nation  of  barbarians  that  the  apostle  addressed  these  words. 
It  vvas  to  the  Roman  people,  and  at  a  time  and  in  an  epoch 
"  when  Rome — pagan  Rome — had  attained  to  the  very  climax 
of  its  civilization,  of  its  education,  and  its  intellectual  glory. 
Now,  reflect  upon  this.  The  Augustan  era  had  dawned  ;  it 
was  yet  in  the  full  blaze  of  its  intellectual  splendor  ;  never 
was  education  so  widely  spread  abroad  ;  never  was  art  and 
science  so  highly  cultivated.  The  Coliseum  of  Rome,  newly 
built,  was  yet  shining  fresh  firom  the  masons'  hand  in  all  the 
unrivaled  splendor  and  majesty  of  its  proportion.  The  arch 
of  Titus  was  about  to  be  raised,  whose  simple,  tasteful 
grandeur  impresses  the  eye  of  the  most  refined  and  civilized 
traveler  of  our  own  day  ;  the  Palatine  Hill  of  Rome  was  be- 
ing covered  with  the  splendors  of  the  grandest  palace  that 
ever  the  hand  of  man  reared — the  golden  house  of  Nero  ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  all  this  intellectual  splendor,  whilst 
Rome  was  listening  enchanted  to  the  strains  of  her  poets — 
to  the  glorious  measures  of  Virgil,  to  the  shrewd  philosophy 
embodied  in  acutest  verse  of  Horace;  while  the  newly-com- 
posed pages  of  her  greatest  historian,  Titus  Livius,  was  en- 
chanting the  eyes  of  all  who  read  them  ;  while  the  wealth 
and  civilization  of  the  East  and  ancient  Greece  was  pouring 
itself  into  Rome,  which,  risen  above  mere  material  glory, 
had  come  to  appreciate  intellectual  splendor  :  in  the  midst 
of  all  this  stands  the  rugged  Apostle,  speaking  to  this  highly 
educated  people,  and  he  says  :  "  You  have  knowledge  in- 
deed, but  you  have  not  God  in  your  knowledge  ;  you  have 
education  indeed,  but  you  have  not  the  higher  knowledge  in 
your  education.  God  has  given  you  up  to  a  reprobate  sense  ; 
you  are  the  slave  of  sin  ;  you  have  yielded  the  very  mem- 
bers of  your  body,  as  well  as  the  powers  of  your  soul,  to 
UHcleanness,  and  to  working  iniquity  unto  iniquity  ;  you  are 
the  bondsmen  of  hell."  What  does  all  this  prove  ?  What 
conclusions  are  we  to  draw  from  this  deliberate  indictment, 
brought  by  a  man  inspired  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  against  this 
refined  and  highly  educated  people?  It  is  this,  dearly  be- 
loved, that  man  may  be  educated,  he  may  be  instructed  in 
every  law  of  nature,  every  mysterious  force  and  power  at 
work  in  this  material  world  may  be  made  known  to  him, 
and  laid  open  before  him.  The  very  constellations  of  heaven 
may  lose  the  mystery  with  which  vastness  and  distance  sur- 
rounds them,  the  earth  may  be  sounded  to  its  deepest  depths, 
the  sea  may  be  investigated  into  its  lowest  abysses,  every 
element  of  knowledge  may  be  called  forth,  every  fountain  of 
education  may  be  opened,  and  if  but  one  thing  be  absent — 
namely,  the  knowledge  of  God — all  the  education  and  re- 
finement will  only  make  a  man  worse,  instead  of  making 
him  better  ;  will  leave  him  still  under  the  thrall  and  slavery 
of  his  reprobate  senses  and  wicked  passions  ;  all  the  educa- 
tion will  fail  to  purify  the  blood  in  his  corrupt  veins  ;  all  the 
education  will  fail  to  provide  him  with  one  vivifying  principle, 
with  one  purifying  element  ;  and,  therefore,  with  all  his 
knowledge,  but  without  God,  he  stands  a  fool  and  a  slave  in 
the  presence  of  the  Lord  God  who  made  him  ;  unfit  for  the 
highest  purposes  of  life,  unfit  entirely  for  the  society  for 
which  he  was  created — that  of  the  angels  and  the  saints  in 
the  kingdom  of  the  living  God.  We  are  assembled  here  to- 
day for  the  highest  and  greatest  purpose  which  can  bring  us 
together,  namely,  to  take  thought  for  a  great  question,  and 
to  make  provision  for  a  great  want  that  exists  in  all  Chris- 
tian society — the  Catholic,  Christian,  and  godly  education  of 
the  children  of  our  people.  It  is  a  grave  question,  occupy- 
ing every  mind  of  the  present  day.  It  is  a  great  question, 
fiercely  assailed  and  as  stoutly  defended.  It  is  the  question 
of  questions  in  senate-house,  in  church,  and  in  state.  It  is 
the  question  upon  which  philosopher  and  statesman,  priest 
and  bishop  alike  are  united  in  this — that  the  future  of  the 
people  depends  upon  it.  All  agree  that  a  people  unedu- 
cated is  a  people  vainly  created  ;  that  education  is  the  first, 
the  primary,  the  most  necessary  want  of  man  ;  that  without 
it  life  is  robbed  of  nearly  all  its  sweetness  and  more  than 
half  its  efficacy  ;  that  a  man  uneducated  sinks  to  the  level  of 
the  brute  and  beneath  it ;  and  if  that  man  is  ever  to  be 
raised  from  this  degrading  ignorance,  he  can  only  be  raised 
up  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  intellectual,  spiritual,  and  moral 
life  by  the  blessing  of  education  and  instruction.  On  this 
all  are  agreed,  that  it  is  the  great  question  on  which  the 
Catholic  Church  stands  alone  on  one  side,  and  the  whole 
world  with  all  its  power  and  influence  is  arrayed  against  her 
on  the  other  side.  The  great  question,  the  great  battle- 
field, on  which  this  great  warfare  is  being  fought  out  every 
day  is  ;  what  manner  of  education  shall  the  children  of  our 
people  receive  ?  The  worldly-minded,  the  philosopher  who 
knows  not  God,  the  statesman  who  has  only  his  own  politi- 
cal aims  in  view,  the  false-minded  and  traitorous  Catholic 
who,  fi-om  indolence  or  perversity,  refuses  to  give  to  this 
question  the  consideration  it  deserves,  refuses  to  join  in  this 
battle  with  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Son  of  God.  These  men 
say  that  education  in  human  knowledge  alone  brings  with  it 
such  a  refining  influence,  opens  and  expands  the  minds  so 
by  knowledge,  raises  and  develops,  and  strengthens  the  in- 
tellectual faculties  of  man  ;  that  this  alone  suffices  for  the 
future  well-being  of  the  child.  Is  this  proposition  true  ?  If 
it  is,  I  have  no  business  whatever  to  stand  in  this  pulpit  be- 
fore you  to-day  ;  I  have  not  an  inch  of  ground  to  stand 
upon.  I  have  no  argument  to  put  before  you ;  I  have  no 
reason  to  ask  you  to  put  your  hands  in  your  pockets  and  to 


help  your  parish  priest  in  the  peculiar  kind  of  instruction 
which  he  is  bound  to  provide  for  the  children  of  this  parish. 
Is  this  proposition  true?  Ah  !  my  brethren,  let  us  consider 
what  is  that  child  that  mentally  now  stands  before  us  and 
clamors  for  his  right  of  education  ;  what  is  that  child  ?  Man 
is  made  up  of  two  distinct  natures,  the  material  or  bodily, 
and  the  intellectual,  spiritual,  angelic  element  of  the  soul, 
that  is  within  him — the  material  nature  in  man  is  repre- 
sented by  the  body,  and  the  spiritual  element  represented  by 
the  soul ;  one  is  created  for  time  to  wither  away  at  the 
breath  of  death,  to  descend  once  more  into  meanness  and 
corruption  from  which  it  was  brought  forth  by  the  creative 
voice  of  God  ;  yet  still  the  bodily  nature  possesses  crude 
faculties,  strong  passions,  decisive  and  overwheling  inclina- 
tions, and  all  these  tending  to  that  which  is  gross  and 
earthly,  defiling  and  sinful.  The  spiritual  element  of  the 
soul  in  man  has  its  life  like  the  body,  but  it  is  an  immortal 
life  that  never  can  perish.  The  breath  of  death  that  kills  the 
body  only  lets  forth  the  soul  in  all  the  fullness  of  its  freedom 
as  a  disembodied  spirit  to  go  out  into  that  eternity  which  is 
so  congenial  to  it.  This  soul  in  its  turn  is  made  up  not  only 
of  the  intelligence  of  the  mind,  but  there  is  also  in  it  the 
affective  power,  or  spirit,  as  it  is  called — the  seat  of  love,  the 
seat  of  affection,  the  seat  of  its  desires.  There  is,  moreover, 
in  this  soul  the  still  higher  attribute  of  freedom  of  will,  by 
which  it  can  determine  itself  either  for  heaven  or  for  hell — - 
either  for  tiod  and  virtue  or  for  sin  and  the  devil.  Now,  the 
purpose  of  education  is  to  meet  the  wants  of  this  soul  of  man. 
The  education  which  the  philosopher  and  the  statesman  pro- 
poses to  give  all  falls  into  the  intellect ;  the  intellect — which 
is  one,  and  only  one,  of  the  powers  of  the  soul — is,  strictly 
speaking,  the  seat  of  knowledge.  Knowledge  alone,  no  mat- 
ter how  clearly  imparted,  no  matter  how  deep  its  research,  no 
matter  how-  extensive  in  its  range — knowledge  alone  merely 
forms  and  informs  the  intelligence  in  man.  Knowledge  alone 
cannot  touch  his  heart  ;  knowledge  alone  cannot  influence 
his  will ;  knowledge  can  only  make  him  clever — can  only 
make  him  learned — can  only  make  him  instructed.  When  it 
has  done  that,  it  has  done  all.  And  when  the  system  pro- 
pounded by  the  statesman  and  the  philosopher  has  done  all 
that  it  can  do,  it  leaves  that  heart  as  untouched,  it  leaves  that 
will  as  unrestrained,  as  if  that  man  had  never  received  one  sin- 
gle element  of  education.  Now,  I  ask  you,  is  this  education — 
is  this  training  of  the  soul — that  only  touches  one  of  its  facul- 
ties, that  only  instructs  and  enlarges  one  of  its  powers  ?  Is 
this  a  bringing  forth  all  these  glorious  faculties  ?  Ah  !  let  us 
understand  the  nature  of  man.  It  is  not  by  his  intelligence 
only  that  he  operates  upon  his  fellow-man  ;  it  is  not  by  his 
intelligence  only  that  he  lives.  Even  in  our  ordinary  mode 
of  speaking  we  look  for  much  more  than  mental  cleverness 
and  intelligence  in  those  with  whom  we  associate  ;  we  prize 
much  more  other  gifts  than  the  mere  gift  of  knowledge.  It 
is  the  faculties,  fully  developed,  of  the  heart  and  of  the  will, 
that  produce  the  moral  effect  upon  a  man's  life.  Knowledge, 
however  varied  and  however  profound,  gives  no  real  vivify- 
ing influence.  It  may  establish  barren  principles,  but  there 
is  no  strength  of  will  to  carry  them  out — there  is  no  tender- 
ness of  a  pure  heart  to  love  them.  Some  of  the  gi-eatest 
philosophers  of  antiquity  were  the  most  degraded  and  the 
most  vicious  of  men.  Even  in  our  own  day,  it  is  not  mere 
knowledge  that  the  world  stands  in  need  of  We  have  abun- 
dance of  intellectual  light ;  but  what  we  want  'is  the  power 
to  make  a  man  chaste,  the  power  that  makes  a  man  honest, 
the  power  that  makes  a  man  dutiful  and  kind  to  his  aged  pa- 
rents— the  grace  that  makes  a  man  a  faithful  friend,  a  reliable 
servant,  a  trustworthy  companion.  These  are  the  faculties 
that  we  demand.  It  is  upon  these  that  we  live  in  our  com- 
munion with  each  other  ;  these  are  the  things  that  make  life 
pleasant  and  sweet,  that  ligiuun  its  burdens  and  enhance  its 
joys  ;  and  these  are  the  things  that  no  knowledge  alone  can 
supply.  Therefore,  the  system  of  education  that  says  :  "Let 
us  exclude  that  which  will  purify  the  heart,  that  which  will 
rectify  and  strengthen  the  will,  that  which  will  influence  a 
man  in  the  practical  dealings  of  his  mortal  life — let  us  exclude 
these  and  confine  ourselves  to  the  mere  instruction  of  his  in- 
tellect ;"  that  system  is  in  itself  not  only  deficient,  but  it  is 
false  in  principle,  for  it  is  a  practical  and  impious  denial  of 
the  higher  and  better  faculties  in  the  soul  of  man.  What 
wonder,  then,  that  whilst  the  world  glories  in  intellectual  ex- 
cellence alone,  that  whilst  men  boast  of  their  scientific  suc- 
cess, that  whilst  the  man  of  the  nineteenth  century  imagines 
that  he  is  a  god — because  he  can  summon  the  lightning  from 
heaven  and  makS  it  the  messenger  of  his  thoughts  unto  the 
ends  of  the  earth  in  one  moment  of  time,  because  the  sea  has 
no  longer  any  mysteries  from  him,  because  tha  earth  has  been 
sounded  to  its  deepest  depths  by  him,  because  the  stars  of 
heaven,  even  those  for  distant  ages  hid  to  man,  are  now  like 
an  open  book  for  him,  because  he  can  analyze  the  air  he 
breathes  and  weigh  the  sunbeam  that  falls  upon  him — he 
fancies  he  is  a  god  ;  for  all  this,  he  fancies  it  is  all.  in  all. 
But  beside  him  stands  the  Church  of  God,  the  Catholic 
Church,  and  says  ;  "  You  have  only  begun  the  work  of  ed- 
ucation ;  you  know  nothing  about  it  in  its  highest  interpreta- 
tion ;  you  are  only  a  pedagogue  ;  you  can  only  read  into  the 
dome  of  the  human  soul.  There  is  that  within  which  you 
can  never  reach  ;  there  is  that  heart,  oh  !  so  strong  for  good 
or  evil ;  there  is  that  soul,  so  omnipotent  in  its  power  even  of 
resisting  Almighty  God,  if  it  only  chooses,  in  the  fatal  attri- 
bute of  its  magnificent  freedom.  I  alone,"  says  the  Church  of 
God,  "  can  educate.  God  alone  can  do  it,  and  God  works 
through  me.  The  grace  of  God  must  touch  that  heart  in 
order  to  keep  it  pure  and  purify  it ;  the  .grace  of  God,  oper- 
ating through  faith  and  love,  must  show  to  that  young  soul 
of  the  child,  whom  you  pretend  to  educate,  higher  beauties 
than  those  of  earth — that  he  may  love  them,  higher  duties 
than  you  can  suggest — that  he  may  fulfill  them.  The  grace 
of  God  alone  can  so  strengthen  that  heart  against  its  own 
weakness  that  every  unruly  passion  will  be  subdued,  every 
inordinate  affection  chastened."  The  man  that  is  thus  reared 
up  will  grow  as  a  child  of  God  until  in  the  maturity  of  his 
education  Christ  Jesus  the  Lord  will  be  revealed  to  him. 
The  Church  says  to  the  statesman,  and  these  men,  "  there  is 
in  that  child  a  free  will,  and  out  of  that  free  will  must  come 
every  motive  that  ever  is  to  guide  him  in  life,  every  virtue 
that  e\'er  he  is  to  practice,  ever}-  duty  that  ever  he  is  to  ful- 
[  fill,  everything  that  is  moral  and  pure  and  good  in  him,  even 
for  the  purposes  of  the  world,  even  for  those  social,  domes- 
tic, and  civic  things  for  which  you  pretend  to  educate  hiin; 
you  can  not  do  it  because  in  all  these  relations  he  must  act 
through  his  will,  and  not  through  his  intelligence;  and  you 


can  not  touch  that  will.  God  alone  can  do  it.  God's  grace 
alone  can  determine  it,  God  alone  can  put  by  divine  faith 
and  by  grace  and  charity  sufliciently  strong  motives  to  deter- 
mine that  free  will  to  God  rather  than  to  the  evil  to  which 
he  is  naturally  inclined.  Give  me,  therefore,  the  child,  the 
Church  says,  "  give  me  the  child,  suffer  him  to  come  to  me, 
I  only  can  open  the  arms  of  Jesus  Christ,  who  said:  '  Suffer 
the  little  children  to  come  to  me,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  Heaven.'  I  alone  can  keep  him  in  the  grace  of  his  bap- 
tismal innocence;  I  only  can  bring  out  these  graces  in  the 
full  maturity  of  his  glorious,  itnmortal,  and  spiritual  man- 
hood; I  alone  can  bring  out  the  graces  in  the  man.  Give  him 
to  me,  and  all  that  the  world  can  teach  his  intellect  I  will 
give  him,  as  well  as  at  the  same  time  hand  in  hand  with  the 
growth  of  his  mind  will  grow  his  heart  unto  love  and  his 
will  unto  virtue."  Which  of  these  two  systems  is  the  true 
one  ?  Oh,  my  friends,  there  are  a  great  many  mysteries  in 
this  enlightened  and  advanced  age  of  ours;  there  are  a  great 
many  strange  things  that  we  see,  and  for  which  we  find  it 
extremely  difficult  to  account,  but  the  greatest  mystery  of  all, 
and  the  strangest  thing  of  all,  is  that  an  unprejudiced  man 
can  not  see,  looking  into  his  own  nature  and  examining  in 
himself  and  his  fellow-men,  that  the  Catholic  Church  alone 
understands  the  meaning  of  the  word  "  Education."  Yes, 
they  would  fain  give  us  knowledge,  and  only  knowledge; 
they  would  fain  send  home  the  child  just  educated  enough 
to  despise  his  father  and  mother  for  their  lack  of  the  knowl- 
edge which  he  enjoys  without  the  stern  voice  of  conscience 
saying  to  him:  "  Honorthem  in  theirsimplicity;  honor  them 
even  in  their  ignorance."  "  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  moth- 
er, that  thy  days  may  be  not  cut  off,  but  may  be  long  in  the 
land  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  Heaven."  They  will  send  us 
home  our  children  educated,  indeed,  with  wits  sharpened 
and  intellect  enlightened,  for  what  purpose — for  purposes  of 
self,  and  only  self  They  will  send  us  home  those  bright  in- 
telligences with  no  better  idea  of  success,  no  better  object 
in  life,  than  to  live  for  themselves,  to  centre  around  their  own 
selfish  passions,  to  provide  for  their  own  pleasures  and  en- 
joyment, to  cater  for  their  own  desires,  to  make  this  life 
charming  and  pleasant  to  themselves,  no  matter  at  what  ex- 
pense to  others.  The  wife  may  break  her  heart,  the  father 
and  mother  may  go  down  with  gray  hairs  steeped  in  sorrow 
to  the  grave,  society  may  suffer,  employers  may  be  plunder- 
ed, laws  may  be  violated.  The  commonest  privileges  dic- 
tated by  the  reason 'of  man  may  be  overturned  and  triumph- 
antly denied,  as  they  are  by  the  highly  educated,  but  irre- 
ligiously educated  man  of  the  nineteenth  century — all  must 
yield,  God  in  Heaven,  society  upon  earth — all  must  be  sacri- 
ficed upon  the  altar  of  self,  for  this  man,  highly  educated, 
but  unrestrained,  has  never  been  taught  to  worship  a  higher 
God  than  his  own  inclinations.  Who  will  deny  that  this  is 
the  bitter  fruit  bom  of  the  education  without  religion  of  this 
age  ?  Who  will  deny  it  ?  Who  sees  the  strange  principles 
of  Communism  and  Socialism,  the  rebellion  against  all  au- 
thority, the  utter  scornful  rejection  of  all  law,  the  murderous 
hatred  of  emperors  and  rulers,  and  those  who  represent  law 
and  authority,  to  whom,  in  the  language  of  the  scripture,  God 
has  entrusted  the  sword  upon  this  earth,  that  they  may  keep 
the  law  and  enforce  its  observance.  Who  can  deny  witness- 
ing all  this,  seeing  whole  nations  perverted  by  these  princi- 
ples of  mere  selfishness,  that  education  without  religion  is  no 
education  at  all;  that  it  gives  a  man  power,  because  knowl- 
edge is  power,  I  grant  you,  but  power  to  be  directed  toward 
evil  things  and  bad  purposes,  and  therefore  accursed.  Rather 
than  see  this  Irish  people  thus  trained,  rather  than  see  them 
thus  educated,  rather  than  see  them  raised  up  with  intellectual 
power  without  morality,  without  faith,  without  love,  I  would 
turn  to  the  days  when  penal  laws  enforced  ignorance  upon 
my  fathers  who  are  in  their  martyred  graves,  I  would  turn 
to  the  dark  days  when  everything  w'as  denied  to  Ireland  and 
to  her  people  save  the  one  thing  that  man  could  not  take — 
because  God  resolved  that  it  should  remain — namely,  their 
Divine  faith;  and  I  would  say  to  them,  moriamur  in  siiii- 
fUcita  nostra — let  us  die  in  our  simplicity,  let  us  die  in  our 
comparative  ignorance,  let  us  die  in  our  simple,  trusting 
faith,  stronger  than  all  the  power  of  earth  and  hell,  rather 
than  live  under  the  curse  of  this  unholy  education. 


A  traveler  relates  the  following  :  '"  Riding  during  the  sum- 
mer in  Syria,  I  lost  my  sheets.  For  four  nights  I  did  not 
sleep,  although  I  was  ready  to  drop  with  fatigue.  On  the 
fifth  night  I  fell  into  a  sort  of  delirium,  rose  from  my  bed, 
and  got  on  my  horse,  which  was  tethered  with  its  saddle  on, 
and  made  a  long  speech.  The  Arabs  all  sat  round  me  star- 
ing for  an  hour,  then  the  dragoman  stepped  forward,  took 
my  hand,  and  led  me  back  to  my  tent.  The  curious  thing 
was,  that  after  this  performance — the  particulars  of  which 
were  told  me  the  next  day — the  Arabs  regarded  me  as  a  holy 
prophet." 

Ladies  who  wear  bangles  would  find  it  advantageous  to 
also  wear,  in  a  conspicuous  position,  a  notice  to  the  effect 
that  their  "  bracelets  were  bangles,  and  did  not  fasten  up." 
It  must  be  annoying  to  them  to  have  people  continually  com- 
ing up  and  saying,  "  Your  bracelet  is  unfastened  !  "  but  it's 
still  more  distressing  to  a  timid  representative  of  our  sex, 
who,  after  five  minutes'  hesitation,  makes  up  his  mind  to  call 
attention  to  the  probable  loss  of  the  bracelet,  to  be  told, 
"  Thanks,  but  bangles  don't  close  " — the  remark  being  ac- 
companied with  a  look  as  much  as  to  say,  "  I  pity  your  igno- 
rance ! "  

It  is  stated  that  silk  stockings,  with  open-work  lace  fronts 
and  clocks,  are  to  be  the  prevailing  mode  for  evening  par- 
ties.    Dear  sakes,  what  are  we  coming  to  ? 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  September  29,  1878. 


Gumbo  I''Hle,  », 

Fried  Flounders.     Broiled  Snipe. 

Oyater-ptanl.  Green  Pea*. 

Roast  Venison,  Wine  and  Currant  JelK-  Sauce.      Mashed  Potatoes. 

Lettuce,  French  Dres-sing, 

Ulanc  M.ince.     .Strawbcrrie-i  and  frefim. 

Fruit-bowl  01' .Apples,  Fig?,  Grapes,  Peaches,  Pears,  .tnd  Pluuls. 

To  My\KU  GuMUO  FlLLE,~Sce  No.  35,  Vol.  I. 

To  Ru.^sT  Venison.— Lard  well  with  some  salt  port; ;  cover  the  out>idc  of  the 
meat  wth  a  thin  coating  of  butter  ;  put  a  small  quantit>;  of  water  in  the  pan,  and 
after  baking  fifteen  minutes  add  a  small  tcacupful  of  white  wine,  one  teaspounful 
ground  cinnamon,  half  teaspoonful  allspice,  quarter  teaspoonful  of  cloves,  and 
some  grated  nutmeg;  b,astc  frequently,  just  before  it  iscooked,  add  o-c  te.icup- 
ful  of  sherry  wine,  mixed  well  with  half  a  cup  of  currant  jelly  and  a  '-.Hie  Hour 
thickening.  The  leg  is  the  best  to  roast,  and  it  must  b«  done  rare.  Scn-rtli 
more  jelly. 
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SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  2S,  1S7S. 


The  letters  of  Quang  Chang  Ling,  the  Chinese  Literate, 
whose  remarliable  presentation.of  his  countrymen's  views  on 
the  Chinese  question  have  attracted  such  wide  attention,  can 
be  obtained  in  pamphlet  form  at  this  office.  I'rice  ten  cents 
per  copy — $1  per  dozen. 


EDITORIAL  CORRESPONDENCE, 


We  have  been  duck  shooting  upon  Lake  Tulare.  It  is  a 
long  trip  to  this  lake;  the  weather  was  warm,  the  journey 
tedious,  but  the  lake  is  the  home  of  all  the  game  that  flies, 
from  the  little  sand-piper,  with  its  querulous  crj',  skimming 
the  water's  edge,  to  the  honker  goose,  that  bears  himself 
upon  ponderous  wings,  and  the  stately  pelican,  that  with 
graceful  flight  sails  the  air.  Teal,  butter-balls,  spring-tails, 
widgeon,  gadwalls,  and  mallards  abound;  snipe  in  flights  as 
thick  as  black  birds;  plover  and  curlew,  and  all  sorts  of 
winged  game.  Of  geese  the  e.\pert  shot  may  fill  a  wagon, 
but  then,  while  it  is  fun  to  bring  down  the  great  clumsy  bird 
with  his  long  neck,  wings,  and  legs  tangled  as  he  tumbles  to 
the  earth,  it  seems  a  pity  that  he  must  be  left  the  food  for 
coyotes  and  'coons,  for  he  is  not  worth  bringing  away.  But 
it  is  not  of  the  shooting  part  of  our  espedition  we  would 
w-rite,  but  of  the  country-  we  passed  over,  its  possibilities,  its 
capabilities,  as  the  home  of  a  great  population.  All  the  way 
from  Martinez,  where  we  left  the  bay  of  San  Francisco  and 
its  grateful  breezes,  we  passed  through  broad  plains,  down 
the  great  wide  valley  of  the  San  Joaquin.  Two  hundred 
miles  we  rode  through  an  uninteresting  country,  looking  drj' 
and  arid,  but  upon  this  exceptional  year  producing  splendid 
crops  of  grain — crossing  the  rivers  San  Joaquin,  Tuolumne, 
Calaveras,  Stanislaus,  Merced,  Kings,  Cottonwood,  .Mari- 
posa, Kawea,  Cowchilla,  Drj-  Creek,  Elk  Bayou,  and  ever  so 
many  other  beautihil  streams;  a  valley  sixty  miles  in  width 
dotted  with  splendid  lakes;  Tulare,  larger  than  the  bay  of 
.San  Francisco,  Kern,  Buena  Vista  and  others;  a  country 
whose  fertility  of  soil  is  unequaled  by  any  other  that  God's 
sun  shines  upon;  a  country*  broad  enough  for  an  empire,  and 

one  which  ought  to  be  the  hope  of  happy  millions  of  people 

an  unoccupied,  abandoned,  God-forsaken,  desolate,  dry, 
and  dirty  plain;  aland  of  coyotes,  jackass-rabbits,  Missou- 
rians,  sand  lappers,  and  land  grabbers;  a  land  accursed  of 
indolence,  waste,  and  greed.  From  the  town  of  Tulare  we 
rode  for  forty  miles  across  this  broad  desolation,  conveying 
our  drinking  water  and  wood  for  camp  purposes,  passing 
over  natural  meadows,  and  on  the  whole  forty  miles  we  only 
saw  six  attempts  at  farming,  and  such  farming  !  Only  one 
place  where  there  was  enough  of  enterprise  to  plant  fruit 
and  shade  trees  and  watermelons.  A  rickety  cabin,  with  a 
melancholy  corral  and  a  dilapidated  fence,  is  the  San  Joa- 
quin farmers  idea  of  a  countr>-  home.  Here  and  there,  scat- 
tered throughout  this  broad  domain,  is  a  prosperous  rancho 
with  flocks,  herds,  fenced  fields,  comfortable  house,  spacious 
bams,  vines,  and  fruit  trees.  Just  enough  of  these  oases 
scattered  throughout  the  great  southern  desert  to  contrast 
the  goodness  of  God  with  the  utter  worthlessness  and  total 
depravity  of  the  people  who  inhabit  it.  Through  this  countrj- 
runs  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad,  with  its  comfortable  cars 
and  sleepers,  and  freight  trains  bearing  away  wheat,  the  sin- 
gle product  of  the  plains — a  crop  may  be  raised  once  in  five 
years.  This  land  without  water  is  almost  valueless;  with 
water  it  is  invaluable.  The  land  is  measured  by  the  hundreds 
of  square  miles.  The  water  runs  its  inexhaustible  wealth 
unused  to  the  sea.  Not  only  is  there  abundant  water  in 
the  lakes  and  rivers,  but  by  artesian  wells,  water  flowing  in 
inexhaustible  quantities  may  be  obtained  at  less  than  three 
hundred  feet  in  depth.  Re5er\oirs  may  be  made  in  the  foot 
hills  caoable  of  storing  millions  of  gallons.     If  this  land  was 


in  any  other  country  it  would  not  be  unused,  divorced  from 
water,  unfruitful,  and  unproducli\e. 

We  had  heard  of  the  California  Central  Colony  estab. 
lished  by  Mr.  Bernard  Marks,  with  the  capital  of  Mr.  W. 
S.  Chapman,  at  Fresno.  Having  finished  our  sport,  and 
packed  our  small  game  in  ice,  we  determined  to  lie  over  a 
day  and  for  ourselves  inspect  this  enterprise.  We  stopped 
at  the  village  of  Fresno — a  new  railroad  town,  w  ith  a  tine 
court-house,  a  spacious  hotel,  the  usual  number  of  countr)' 
stores  and  groceries,  a  respectable  depot,  warehouses,  and 
the  other  unpicturesque  and  unromantic  surroundings  of  a 
Southern  California  village.  The  colony  is  three  miles  from 
the  town,  lying  out  in  the  sun  upon  the  bare  plain.  To 
reach  it  we  plod  along  a  dusty  road,  the  unfenced  prairie  on 
either  side  ;  not  a  shrub,  or  tree,  or  house — even  the  weeds 
hugging  the  soil  as  lichens  cling  to  decaying  wood  ;  when 
suddenly,  from  out  the  desolation,  we  see  the  distant  trees  ; 
and,  as  we  near  the  place,  we  note  cosy  cottages  embowered 
in  vines,  shaded  in  groves.  On  either  side  of  avenues,  tree- 
lined,  are  streams  of  running  water.  The  place  contains 
4,000  acres,  with  twenty-three  miles  of  avenues — Kim,  Cherry, 
Walnut,  Fruit,  and  other  avenues,  bordered  with  the  trees 
that  give  them  names— divided  into  two  hundred  farms  of 
twenty  acres  each,  all  sold,  and  nearly  one  hundied  families 
living  in  comfortable  homes ;  industrious,  prosperous,  happy, 
and  contented  families,  making  a  good  living,  with  schools, 
and  luxuries,  and  comforts,  oft  twenty  acres  of  land.  Little 
twenty-acre  farms,  divided  into  "  checks  "  of  an  acre  each  ; 
each  acre  dyked  and  irrigable  from  ditches  on  every  side. 
An  acre  of  alfalfa  will  support  five  cows;  an  acre  of  assorted 
orchard  gives  the  family  fruit ;  an  acre  for  garden,  another 
for  Egyptian  com,  the  balance  for  the  raisin  grape.  The 
special  industry  of  the  colony  is  to  manufacture  the  Malaga 
and  .Muscat  grape  into  raisins.  It  is  a  pleasant  and  profit- 
able industr>' ;  no  failure  of  crop  ;  no  curculio— for  the  vine- 
yard may  be  flooded,  and  this  is  death  to  the  curculio.  A 
raisin  vineyard  comes  to  perfection  in  five  years,  and  an  acre 
produces  several  hundred  dollars  worth  of  raisins  when  dried 
and  boxed.  The  vine  once  planted,  the  balance  of  the  work 
may  be  done  by  girls  or  women  ;  to  cultivate,  trim  the  vine, 
pick  the  cluster,  drj-  the  grapes,  and  box  the  fruit,  is  work  for 
children.  We  saw  great  clusters  of  luscious  grapes  twenty 
months  from  the  cutting,  and  pears,  apples,  peaches,  quinces, 
from  trees  less  than  three  years  old.  The  colony  is  not  yet 
three  years  old,  and  Mrs.  Smith,  on  the  day  we  visited  her, 
had  shipped  one  hundred  twenty-pound  boxes  of  raisins  to 
San  Francisco.  The  soil  is  prolific  beyond  belief.  Water- 
melons grow  so  large  that  they  are  uncomfortable  to  handle ; 
sweet  potatoes,  tomatoes,  and  peanuts  grow  in  abundance. 
Nearly  every  fanner  has  a  few  cows,  and  of  course  they  are 
choice,  because  experience  has  taught  them  that  good  stock 
is  as  easily  and  cheaply  raised  as  bad.  Such  pigs  !  and  all 
of  good  breeds  ;  so  fat  !  We  would  rather  be  a  pig  at  this 
colony  than  a  sand-lot  orator.  Only  three  years,  only  twenty 
acres,  and  one  hundred  prosperous  families  secure,  content 
— are  healthy,  happy,  and  accumulating  something  for  old 
age,  for  a  marriage  dot  to  the  children,  or  capital  for  another 
allotment  when  the  colony  is  extended.  Two  school  houses 
and  a  town  hall ;  not  a  church,  not  a  saloon,  not  a  hoodlum, 
not  a  pauper,  not  a  vagabond  in  the  colony.  We  visited  nine 
farms  owned  and  worked  by  women — not  worked  as  Solomon 
built  the  temple,  but  we  found  them  actually  toiling  in  the 
field  ;  one  fed  the  fanning  mill  while  her  husband  turned  the 
crank  ;  a  mother  and  daughter  hoeing  in  the  field  ;  another 
mother  and  daughter  at  work  gathering  Egyptian  corn  ;  and 
down  in  the  vineyard  Miss  Austin,  an  accomplished,  culti- 
vated, comely  lady,  in  chip  hat  and  cotton  gown,  packing 
raisins— rejoicing  and  proud  of  her  escape  from  a  San  Fran- 
cisco school  room  to  the  freedom,  health,  and  independence 
of  a  raisin  farm  in  Fresno. 

.■\nd  of  such  land  there  are  millions  of  unoccupied  acres 
— idle,  useless  acres — basking  in  the  sun,  with  the  water 
running  to  waste  in  Tulare  Lake,  and  through  the  San 
Joaquin  to  the  ocean.  This  colony  interested  us,  and  we 
have  no  doubt  there  are  others  in  the  State  that  are  equally 
successful,  and  have  demonstrated  the  problem  of  small 
farming.  Messrs.  Marks  and  Chapman  deserve  something 
better  than  to  have  a  monument  built  over  their  remains, 
when  dead,  upon  which  shall  be  chiseled  the  achievments 
of  their  lives  ;  they  desene  .to  be  encouraged  in  extending 
their  most  beneficent  work  of  providing  homes  for  the  toil- 
ers. They  have  shown,  in  their  small  enterprise,  that  great 
things  are  possible  ;  they  have  laid,  broad  and  deep,  the 
foundations  of  an  empire  upon  the  plains  of  the  San  Joaquin 
that  may  develop  to  colossal  proportions.  Given,  this  vast 
area  of  land,  this  boundless  wealth  of  waters,  divide  the 
land  into  twenty-acre  farms,  and  to  each  give  a  family  of  five 
persons,  with  flocks,  and  herds,  and  schools,  and  churches, 
and  trade,  and  business,  and  contemplate  the  vast  propor- 
tions of  a  community  that  lives  in  honest  toil.  That  a  fam- 
ily may  be  maintained  by  the  industry  of  its  members  upon 
twenty  acres  of  San  Joaquin  valley  land  is  a  great  pregnant 
fact,  worthy  of  the  consideration  of  capitalists,  "humanita- 
rians," and  political  economists.  It  is  a  solution  of  the  so- 
cial and  industrial  problems  that  now,  more  than  any  other, 
are  engaging  the  attention  of  thinking  minds.  If  we  are 
correct  in  our  facts  concerning  the  thermal  belt,  that  rans 


for  four  hundred  miles  along  our  foothills,  and  of  an  average 
width  of  twenty-fi\e  miles,  carrj'ing  a  rich  soil  to  the  sum- 
mits of  th^Highest  elevations,  watered  by  a  network  of 
ditches,  and  capable  of  raising  grain,  fruit,  and  wine  ;  if  we 
are  correct,  that  the  great  valleys  of  Sacramento  and  the 
San  Joaquin,  with  the  thousands  of  other  valleys  stretching 
from  Uel  Norte  to  San  Bernardino,  through  ten  degrees  of 
latitude,  are  all  fruitful,  and,  with  irrigation,  capable  of  sup- 
porting a  family  upon  each  twenty  acres  ;  and  if  it  is  true 
that  there  is  water  sufficient  to  irrigate  their  whole  broad 
area,  then  assuredly  the  future  of  California  is  secure.  We 
may  look  confidently  forward  to  the  development  of  an  em- 
pire upon  this  coast  grand  in  its  proportions  and  permanent 
in  its  structure.  If  to  these  lands  of  mountain  side  and  val- 
ley we  shall  bring  into  subjection  the  tule  lands,  with  their 
inexhaustible  fertility  of  soil,  then  indeed  ours  is  an  empire — 
depending  not  upon  mines,  commerce,  or  manufactures,  but 
with  its  foundations  laid  deep  .and  broad  in  farming  lands. 
The  suggestions  that  follow  these  statements  are  the  import- 
ance of  some  general  system  of  irrigation  and  reclamation, 
and  the  necessity  of  so  dividing  these  lands  that  each  work- 
ing man  may  have  his  allotment  ;  of  so  legislating  concern- 
ing water  and  land  that  the  ultimate  end  shall  be  attained 
of  placing  the  soil  in  possession  of  those  who  till  it. 

We  shall  know  more  about  tule  lands  next  week'than  this, 
as  we  are  going  upon  another  duck  hunt  to  Union  IsKand,  the 
guest  of  General  Naglee,  who  has  spent  a  great  deal  of 
money  in,  we  understand,  a  successful  effort  to  fight  the  water 
fiend,  and  keep  the  San  Joaquin  from  overflowing.  P. 

We  had  just  made  up  our  mind  to  go  into  stocks,  and  we 
said  to  ourselves  we  will  mortgage  the  Argonaut  and  put 
the  money  into  Sierra  Nevada.  We  chose  that  particular 
mine  because  everybody  said  they  had  found  a  bonanza,  and 
that  it  would  go  to  $500  a  share.  We  could  borrow  $10,000, 
and,  paying  a  margin  of  fifty  per  cent.,  at  $200  a  share,  we 
could  purchase  just  one  hundred  shares.  We  would  sell  at 
$500 — clear  up  with  a  profit  of  $30,000.  It  seemed  so  per- 
fectly clear  that  we  should  make  a  nice  transaction.  And 
then  we  thought  again,  and  we  said  :  Don't  be  too  sure,  old 
fellow,  that  you  are  long-headed  enough  to  outwit  Bob  Mor- 
row, Head,  Schloss,  Miller,  Williams,  Glazier,  and  the  bal- 
ance of  the  syndicate  ;  the  mine  you  never  saw  and  they 
know  every  inch  of  it — incline,  cross-cut  and  level,  tunnel, 
winze,  and  slope  ;  they  are  in  correspondence  by  telegraph 
and  cipher  with  the  men  in  the  mine,  and  all  you  know  is 
street  rumor  ;  Johnny  Skae  is  down  in  the  ground  2,200  feet 
with  a  diamond  drill,  and  knows  as  much  about  the  ore  as 
an  old  rat  does  of  a  cheese  in  the  heart  of  which  he  has  made 
his  nest.  And  then  we  made  this  observation  :  Is  it  likely 
that  Bob  Morrow,  Head,  Schloss,  Miller,  Williams,  Glazier, 
and  the  other  philanthropists  who  form  this  syndicate,  will 
sell  you  one  hundred  shares  of  this  mine  at  $200  if  they  are 
worth  $500  a  share  ;  and  if  there  isn't  any  bonanza  there, 
or  if  it  is  only  nine  feet  wide — only  a  slab — won't  those  "hu- 
manitarians "  scoop  up  your  ten  thousand  dollars  ?  And 
then  we  thought  w^hat  a  nice  man  Morrow  was,  and  what  a 
nice  little  eleemosynary'  syndicate  it  was,  and  we  remember- 
ed all  their  benevolent  acts,  and  how  they  went  round  doing 
good  and  giving  away  things  worth  $500  for  $300,  helping 
the  widows  and  orphans,  and  heaping  blessings  upon  the 
head  of  poor  editors,  and  we  said:  We  guess  we  won't  pur- 
chase Sierra  Nevada  this  time ;  and  we  didn't.  Just  as  likely 
as  not  we  shall  be  sorry ;  we  shall  be  very  sorry  if  it  goes  to 
$500;  we  shall  feel  exceedingly  bad  over  it.  But  if  it  goes 
to  I500,  Mr.  Morrow,  and  Johnny  Skae,  and  Mr.  Head,  and 
Mr.  Schloss,  and  General  Miller,  and  .Mr.  Glazier,  and  all 
the  balance  of  them  will  feel  so  bad  themselves  to  think  that 
we  did  not  make  anything,  and  they  will  have  so  much  and 
feel  so  benevolent  that  perhaps  they  will  draw  us  a  check 
for  the  amount  and  send  it  to  us  with  their  compliments. 
They  will  be  just  as  likely  to  help  us  get  rich  that  way  as  to 
sell  a  stock  for  one  dime  less  than  it  is  worth.  If  we  are 
mistaken  in  our  estimate  of  these  gentlemen,  and  stock  deal- 
ing is  not  an  institution  in  which  generosity  and  benevolence 
are  the  guiding  motives  of  action,  but  selfishness  and  greed 
of  gain  are  the  controlling  incentives  of  action,  then  we  are 
certain  that  we  would  better  continue  to  give  an  undivided 
attention  to  this  journal  and  let  these  gentlemen  milk  that 
portion  of  the  community  that  has  less  brains  and  more 
money  than  we  have. 

We  note  with  pain  that  with  regard  to  the  proposed  con- 
stitutional enforcement  of  "  the  Christian  Sabbath  "  the  truly 
good  are  practicing  (unconsciously,  no  doubt)  a  bit  of  decep- 
tion. No  one,  so  far  as  we  have  observed,  has  had  the  hon- 
est hardihood  to  advocate  this  measure  on  the  distinct  and 
declared  ground  of  a  religious  issue.  "  It  has  been  abun- 
dantly proven  "--we  quote  a  representative  argument — "by 
the  foremost  physiologists  of  this  countrj'  and  England  that 
man  and  beast,  for  health  and  efTective  sen'ice,  require  a 
hebdomadal  rest."  It  has  been  abundantly  proven  that  they 
require  nocturnal  rest,  in  addition  ;  why  not  compel  them  to 
take  it  ?  It  has  been  abundantly  proven  that  men  require  an 
occasional  bath !  No  one  objects  to  their  taking  it;  all  would 
object  to  compelling  them  to.  If  a  man  require  "a  hebdom- 
adal rest"  we  think  he  can  manage  to  obtain  it  under  the 
present  laws. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


AFTERMATH, 


Some  of  the  views  which  Mr.  Timothy  Lynch  recently  held, 
and  perhaps  still  holds,  regarding  the  conjugal  relation — if 
conjugal  that  relation  can  be  properly  called  in  which  the 
yoke  is  worn  by  but  one  neck — appear  to  belong  rather  to  a 
former  than  the  present  stage  of  civilization.  This  gentle- 
man was  last  week  on  trial  for  the  murder  of  his  wife,  with 
whom  he  had  lived  some  forty  years,  and,  testifying  in  his 
own  behalf,  he  explained  that  having  been  to  a  fire  he  had 
naturally  taken  too  much  liquor.  When  he  was  in  this  con- 
dition the  late  Mrs.  Lynch  had  the  bad  judgment  to  discuss 
the  Chinese  question  with  him,  a  topic  which  "  always  worked 
him  into  a  frenzy."  Still,  by  a  supreme  effort  of  self-control, 
he  abstained  from  cutting  her  throat,  and  might  not  even 
have  knocked  her  down,  but  the  lady,  emboldened,  no  doubt, 
by  his  forbearance,  remonstrated  with  him  for  his  drinking 
habits,  "usurping,"  continued  Mr.  Lynch,  "an  authority  which 
neither  God  nor  nature  has  given  a  wife  over  her  husband." 
At  this  point  in  the  family  discussion  the  usurper  unfort- 
unately died.  Had  she  lived  to  stretch  her  authority  still 
further  we  should  have  had  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Lynch's 
opinion  on  other  disputed  points  touching  the  limitations  of 
a  wife's  prerogatives. 


Referring,  no  doubt,  to  Mrs.  Lynch's  hardy  usurpation,  not, 
certainly,  to  his  own  shining  success  in  resisting  it,  Mr.  Lynch 
testified  on  his  oath  that  "  this  is  a  wicked  world ;"  and  now 
that  he  is  bereft  of  his  liberty  as  well  as  of  his  wife  he  must 
be  more  stubbornly  fixed  in  that  opinion  than  he  was  before. 
To  a  mind  so  tenacious  of  its  rights  as  his  he  must  appear 
the  victim  of  a  pretty  widely  ramified  conspiracy  against  the 
liberties  of  husbands  ;  but  whether  the  liberty  to  cut  up  one's 
wife  with  a  jack-knife  is  a  natural  and  inalienable  one,  or  is 
merely  the  outgrowth  of  social  conditions,  and  therefore 
justly  subject  to  statutory  limitation,  is  not  so  simple  a  ques- 
tion as  he  seems  to  think. 


Mr.  Clitus  Barbour  was  recently  introduced  to  an  audience 
of  sand-lotters  as  "  the  Ben  Butler  of  the  West,"  but  modestly 
disclaimed  "  the  high-sounding  title."  This  looks  like  hu- 
.mility,  but  it  is  only  the  crouching  of  the  lion  before  it  leaps. 
The  time  will  come  when  General  Butler  will  be  proud  to  be 
called  the  Clitus  Barbour  of  the  East. 


The  ruffians  of  Reno,  who  recently  took  the  law  in  their 
own  dirty  hands  and  tarred-and-feathered  a  man  whom  they 
merely  suspected  of  a  crime,  blinding  and  so  blistering  him 
that  he  will  probably  die,  have  a  ready  apologist  in  the 
Chronicle  of  this  city,  which  calls  the  outrage  "  a  just  punish- 
ment." Other  city  journals,  and  most  of  the  country  papers 
that  we  have  observed,  have  taken  an  equally  liberal,  hu- 
mane, and  edifying  view  of  the  matter,  and  it  cannot  be  too 
often  repeated  that  the  Press  is  the  bulwark  of  popular  lib- 
erty, the  conservator  of  morals,  and  the  corner-stone  of  civili- 
zation. It  is  alarming  to  think  what  our  rascals  might  be- 
come if  deprived  of  it. 

We  are  told  by  the  Press  that  there  are  two  bulwarks  of 
liberty — itself  and  trial  by  jury,  but  we  are  sorry  to  note  a 
disposition  on  the  part  of  the  former  to  extend  itself  around 
in  front  of  the  latter,  so  as  to  render  it  practically  useless. 
If  the  local  Press  would  have  the  sincerity  to  conform  its  ut- 
terance to  its  thoughts  we  should  hear  less  about  the  pre- 
cious right  of  trial  by  jury,  and  a  good  deal  more  concern- 
ing the  God-given  privilege  of  being  made  to  look  like  a 
Shanghai  rooster  backing  up  against  the  gusty  north. 


A  well-known  banker  and  capitalist  of  this  city  has  died  of 
disease,  and  the  Coroner  says  if  there  is  any  more  of  this  his 
office  must  hereafter  seek  the  man,  as  no  man  will  hereafter 
seek  the  office.  Let  him  take  what  he  has  already  wrung 
out  of  this  community  and.  light  out  to  some  other  place, 
where  the  wealthy  will  throw  more  business  in  his  way,  if  he 
can  find  such  an  earthly  paradise.  We  shall  not  need  him 
much  anyhow  if  this  stock  market  never  breaks — and  no- 
body is  such  an  infatuated  Johndonkey  as  to  believe  it  ever 
will. 


Some  of  our  city  officials  are  exhibiting  so  extraordinary 
haste  to  get  to  the  front  and  explain  their  business  relations 
and  private  transactions  that  it  is  probable  that  they  will  fall 
and  break  their  precious  necks.  One  or  two  of  them  have 
made  so  singular  a  showing  that  it  is  charitable  to  think 
them  thieves. 


The  successor  in  Congress  of  Mr.  Eugene  Hale,  of 
Maine,  is  described  as  an  illiterate  agitator,  who  is  by  trade 
a  stone-cutter.  By  some  unhappy  fatality  all  stone-cutters, 
we  believe,  are  illiterate;  certainly  all  are  who  pursue  that 
cheerful  branch  of  their  business  which  consists  in  recording 
in  marble  the  virtues  of  the  dead.  There  was  never  a  spell- 
ing-bee in  all  the  world  that  could  not  be  floored  with  a 
headstone  taken  at  random  from  the  nearest  graveyard.  We 
should  like  to  see  the  experiment  of  sending  stone-cutters  to 
Congress  thoroughly  and  systematically  tried.  As  all  men 
are  good  for  something  there  is  a  chance  that  this  class 
would  truly  represent  the  living,  for  they  do  most  condemn- 
ably  misrepresent  the  dead. 


The  public  officer  whose  duty  it  is  to  "  perch  up  aloft "  and 
watch  the  fire-alarm  bell,  to  see  that  it  responds  with  the 
correct  number  of  bangs  when  tickled  by  the  electric  fluid 
turned  on  at  the  engine  houses,  has  sent  a  petition  to  the 
Board  of  Supervisors,  praying  for  permission  to  retain  his 
horse  and  buggy.  He  conclusively  shows  that  the  mistaken 
economy  of  compelling  him  to  relinquish  them  is  a  conspicu- 
ous instance  of  saving  a  horse  and  buggj'  at  the  spiggot,  and 
wasting  a  cabstand,  a  livery  stable,  and  a  jackass  pack-train 
at  the  bung. 


We  note  a  circumstance  of  considerable  interest  to  scien- 
tists. Simultaneously  with  the  eruptions  of  Mts.  Vesuvius 
and  Cotopaxi  there  was  a  noticeable  rela.xation  in  the  mining 
stock  market  in  San  Francisco — a  distinct  diminution  of 
pressure.  The  safety  valve  theory  of  volcanoes  appears  to 
receive  some  support  from  this  incident,  if  we  rightly  inter- 
pret it. 

Those  who  acted  upon  our  advice  of  a  few  weeks  since, 
and  mortgaged  their  homesteads  to  invest  in  stocks,  we  now 
advise  to  realize.  There  will  be  a  dreadful  tumble  in  a  short 
time.  The  discoveries  in  Sierra  Nevada  do  not  justify  an 
advance  in  all  the  mines  within  three  hundred  miles  of  it. 
Realize  and  travel  in  Europe  ;  there  will  be  another  deal  by 
the  time  you  return. 


An  Eastern  journal  is  "  delineating  some  of  the  peculiari- 
ties of  the  character  of  President  Hayes."  It  would  require 
all  the  ciphers  is  its  type-cases  to  delineate  the  entire  lot. 


If  the  devils  can  look  over  the  battlements  of  hell,  down 
upon  California,  Pine,  and  Montgomery'  Streets,  how  they 
must  enjoy  themselves  at  the  spectacle.  To  see  the  fussy 
old  mud-hens  scratching  the  street  for  points  !  To  see 
young  women  snickering,  smiling,  coaxing  for  points  1  Wid- 
ows, maids,  divorces,  dodging  in  and  out  of  brokers'  offices, 
edging  their  way  through  crowds,  all  intent  upon  points  ! 
To  note  the  confidential  whispering  of  the  bedraggled,  dusty- 
petticoated  female,  as  she  hunts  through  lane  and  alley  for 
points  !  Of  all  the  women  that  have  dealt  in  mining  stocks, 
that  have  risked  their  reputation,  domestic  peace,  and  self- 
respect,  we  ask  the  name  of  one  that  has  been  fortunate. 
For  those  that  have  been  unfortunate  we  will  consult  the 
divorce  calendar,  the  Morgue,  and  Queer  Street. 


Another  beautiful  and  most  brilliant  girl  stained,  probably 
ruined,  getting  money  to  support  a  position  in  society. 
What  a  terrible  harlot  is  this  same  fashionable  society  ! 
What  a  vicious,  damnable,  beastly  thing  it  is,  this  en- 
deavor to  keep  up  appearances  !  Better  put  the  girls  to 
making  raisins  in  Fresno  County  than  to  set  them  to  spar- 
ring for  coin  in  this  wicked  town. 


If  we  owed  a  note  for  $30,000  which  we  could  not  pay, 
and  it  were  due  to-morrow,  we  would  not  commit  suicide. 
We  would  wait,  let  the  note  mature,  and  the  person  to  whom 
it  was  owing  might  go  and  shoot  himself. 


William  Tecumseh  Sherman  married  Miss  Ewing.  He 
was  a  Protestant,  and  she  a  Catholic.  In  course  of  time 
they  had  a  boy.  Sherman  became  famous,  the  boy  became 
of  age.  The  boy  took  to  his  mother's  religion,  took  to  the 
church,  and  finally  took  to  the  Jesuits  at  Rome  ;  where,  in 
process  of  time,  he  will  become  a  priest,  then  a  cardinal, 
and  if  he  has  the  family  luck,  a  pope.  It  does  not  seem 
that  the  entry  of  this  boy  to  a  monastery  should  be  of  suffix 
cient  importance  to  make  much  of  a  fuss  about  it,  yet  the 
Eastern  papers  represent  the  General  as  taking  on  dreadfully. 
The  boy  might  have  done  worse.  He  might  have  married 
the  hired  girl,  or  run  for  Congress,  or  been  "  busted "  in 
stocks.  A  monastery  is  a  very  good  place  indeed  for  any 
young  fool  who  has  no  better  sense  than  to  go  to  it. 


To  those  members  of  the  Constitutional  Convention  who 
propose  to  mould  our  judicial  system  we  offer  the  following 
suggestions  :  Let  all  the  district,  county,  and  municipal 
judges  be  chosen  by  lot ;  put  the  names  of  all  the  candidates 
into  a  hat  and  shake  it  well  before  drawing  ;  let  the  lawyers 
on  either  side  throw  dice,  best  two  in  three,  to  decide  all  is- 
sues of  fact ;  let  the  judge  toss  up  a  twenty-dollar  piece  to 
determine  an  issue  of  law  ;  let  persons  convicted  of  crime 
have  the  choice  to  go  to  either  the  State  prison  or  Legisla- 
ture. This  would  make  the  administration  of  justice  more 
expeditious,  less  expensive,  would  not  draw  business  men 
from  their  vocations,  and,  on  the  whole,  would  be  more  sat- 
isfactory than  the  present  system. 


The  following  conversation  occurred  between  a  city  official 
and  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Supervisors  who  was  reading 
a  newspaper :  City  Official. — "  Anything  in  the  dispatches  ?" 
Supervisor. — "  Not  much  ;  it  is  thought  that  the  man  Nobe- 
ling,  who  attempted  the  assassination  of  the  Emperor  Will- 
iam, will  not  be  decapitated  like  Hoedel."  Ci/y  Official. — 
"Ah.?"  Supervisor. — "No;  he  will  be  sentenced  to  soli- 
tary confinement  for  life."  City  Official. — "Yes?"  Supervi- 
sor.— "  He  has  petitioned  to  be  permitted  to  retain  his  horse 
and  buggy," 


The  Republican  party  of  Nevada  is  free  from  prejudice, 
and  has  set  an  example  of  tolerance  which  is  as  creditable  to 
its  heart  as  to  its  head  :  it  has  nominated  two  journalists  for 
important  offices — Lieutenant-Governor  and  member  of  Con- 
gress. Thus  are  the  reasonless  antipathies  of  centuries  grad- 
ually disappearing  like  ugly  vapors  dispelled  by  the  rising 
sun,  and  the  time  will  come  when  the  journalist,  the  Piute, 
and  the  Chinaman  will  assume  among  the  powers  of  the  earth 
the  separate  and  equal  station  to  which  the  laws  of  nature 
and  of  nature's  God  entitle  them.  We  hail  with  grateful  sat- 
isfaction this  marked  recognition  of  a  profession  which  would 
be  as  honorable  as  any  but  for  the  unhappy  habit  of  its  mem- 
bers of  saying  mean  things  of  one  another.  We  know  that 
we  are  right  in  taking  these  nominations  as  a  compliment  to 
the  press  in  general ;  the  characters  of  the  fellows  nominated 
are  sufficient  proof  that  it  wasn't  intended  to  be  personal. 

Mary  Ann  Trimble,  a  servant  girl  living — much  against 
her  will — in  this  city,  has  twice  attempted  suicide,  and  been 
twice  prevented.  This  is  a  serious  business.  If  Mary  Ann 
is  insane  (as  the  headless  will  be  quick  to  affirm),  she  would 
be  better  off  dead  than  alive.  If  she  is  not,  she  knows  a 
good  deal  better  than  any  body  whether  life  or  death  is  the 
preferable  condition  for  her.  Nobody  forcibly  interferes  to 
prevent  a  marriage  ;  yet  suicide  is  an  infinitely  more  delicate 
and  personal  matter,  more  profoundly  affecting  the  individ- 
ual, and  touching  less  nearly  the  interests  of  society. 

God,  they  say,  has  forbidden  suicide,  though  we  do  not 
recollect  at  this  moment  when  the  injunction  was  published, 
nor  where  it  is  recorded.  Well,  has  he  ever  commanded  us 
to  enforce  this  prohibition  as  well  as  obey  it  ?  The  life  of  no 
one  person  is  necessary  to  this  world,  but  it  is  of  capital  im- 
portance to  the  stability  of  the  social  system  that  we  learn  to 
mind  each  his  own  business.  If  it  be  urged  that  these  re- 
marks apply  with  equal  cogency  to  the  case  of  anybody  at- 
tempting suicide,  we  confess  they  are  open  to  that  objection. 
Our  object  is  to  make  the  path  from  the  stock  market  to  the 
devil  as  smooth  as  possible. 


Another  investigation  is  being  had  over  the  whipping  of  a 
boy  at  the  Industrial  School.  Every  once  in  a  while  the 
Board  of  Education  are  called  upon  to  make  similar  inqui- 
ries at  the  suggestion  of  some  irate  parent,  who  thinks  his 
brat  has  been  unwisely  spanked.  Solomon  agrees  with  us  in 
the  opinion  that  a  little  more  thrashing,  and  a  little  less  dis- 
play of  popular  sympathy  over  well-deserved  and  well-ad- 
ministered "  cat "  and  shingle,  would  be  good  for  the  rising 
generation.  We  were  thrashed  at  school,  and  the  world  sees 
the  result. 


A  scientific  person  considerately  explains  to  the  ladies  who 
love  gold  fish  that  their  apparently  reasonless  and  arbitrary 
changes  of  color  (we  refer,  of  course,  to  the  fieh)  are  not 
symptoms  of  disease,  but  perfectly  natural  processes.  That 
is  reassuring  to  the  ladies,  but  it's  a  hard  nut  for  the  clergy. 
What  are  we  to  think  of  the  divine  wisdom  which  adorns  a 
fish  with  colors  that  won't  wash  ? 


Bishop  Simpson  was  dictating  a  sermon  to  his  amanuen- 
sis; "  Damascus  was  filled  with  the  light  of  a  divine  emana- 
tion." "  Dam — "  repeated  the  scribe,  as  his  pen  flew  rapidly 
over  the  paper  to  the  close  of  the  sentence —  "  nation  ! " 
Then  there  was  a  holy  hush,  and  again  the  work  proceeded. 


Mr.  Richard  Grant  White  argues,  in  the  Ozlohtx  Atlantic, 
that  music  is  wholly  without  intellectual  or  moral  signifi- 
cance, and  the  love  and  appreciation  of  it  are  no  evidence  of 
mental  elevation,  spiritual  purity,  or  refinement  of  taste.  He 
would  modify  his  judgment  and  abate  his  warmth  if  he  could 
have  the  advantage  of  living  up  about  Virginia  City,  and 
watching  a  crowd  of  rough  Comstockers  growing  great,  and 
good,  and  tender,  as  their  ears  reach  the  melodious  thunder 
of  a  jackass  wood-train  climbing  the  Ceiger  Grade. 


Testifying  last  Tuesday  before  a  committee  of  the  Board 
of  Supervisors  an  officer  of  the  Industrial  School  explained 
that  "  during  the  past  few  months  there  has  been  a  cessation 
of  punishment,  this  being  a  season  of  rest."  Of  course  there 
is  a  point  beyond  which  flogging  can  no  longer  be  endured, 
and  when  that  point  is  reached  the  teacher  must  spare  the 
rod  or  suffer  the  fatal  consequence  of  overwork.  The  an- 
nual "  season  of  rest  "  is  imperatively  demanded  by  the  flex- 
ors and  extensors  of  the  pedagogic  arm. 


An  old  and  well  known  physician  was  in  the  Stock  Ex- 
change the  other  day,  solicitously  observing  the  turns  of  the 
market  in  which  he  had  ventured  his  all,  when  a  friend  came 
in,  all  out  of  breath,  and  rushing  up  to  him.  gasped  out : 
"  For  God's  sake,  come  with  me  at  once  ;  my  wife  is  terribly 
burned  witli  kerosene."  "  Poor  lady  ! "  said  the  medico, 
sympathetically  ;  "  I  wish  I  could  go  to  her,  but  I  feel  that 
1  should  be  entirely  useless.  I  really  cannot  endure  the 
sight  of  human  suffering. 


It  is  reported  that  Shere  Ali,  the  Ameer  of  Afghanistan, 
has  addressed  a  petition  to  the  Viceroy  of  India,  asking  to 
be  permitted  to  retain  his  horse  and  buggy. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashiooable  Fancy. 


Well,  my  dear,  I  come  to  you  again  this  week  with  a 
record  of  many  pleasant  things,  bonnets,  dresses,  bric-a-brac^ 
and  other  items  in  which  the  feminine  soul  is  said  most  to 
delight.  Since  I  last  wrote  I  have  seen  some  of  the  most 
charming  bonnets  of  the  season  at  Miss  McCarrick's  open- 
ing the  early  part  of  the  week.  The  siyles  are  vcrj-  marked 
this  fall  without  being  prononc^,  for  which  your  friendly 
chronicler  is  duly  thankful,  and  many  are  exceedingly  quaint 
in  shape  and  combination  of  materials  used  See  how  you 
would  like  this  one  :  A  cream-colored  felt  bonnet,  setting 
close  to  the  face  (as  all  genuine  bonnets  do  this  season),  the 
only  outside  trimming  a  soft  roll  of  garnet  velvet  and  a  long 
osiricl)  plume  of  the  same  color  fastened  by  two  rich  crimson 
roses,  full  blown,  and  placed  low  down  at  the  left  side.  In- 
side, simply  shirring  of  the  velvet  and  a  cord  of  garnet  satin 
and  gold  running  around  the  edge  ;  satin  strings.  Or  this  : 
A  bonnet,  consisting  principally  of  an  extremely  large  crown 
and  correspondingly  narrow  brim,  of  black  embossed  velvet, 
with  a  broad  insertion  and  fringe  of  jet  beads  all  round  both 
front  and  back.  An  ostrich  feather,  also  black,  curled  over 
one  side,  and  on  the  other  two  distinct  clusters  of  pink  and 
red  rosebuds,  held  in  place  by  full  loops  of  ribbon.  Ulack 
satin  strings,  and  a  perfectly  plain  inside,  finished  only  with 
a  bias  band  of  velvet.  This  shape,  I  fancy,  will  be  popular, 
fur  there  were  several  there  made  up  in  different  materials, 
as  the  bright  colored  embossed  satins,  ornamented  with  long 
streamers  of  the  new  **  bouquet  '  ribbons;  felts  in  the  various 
shades  known  as  mastic,  French  gray,  Russian  gray,  and 
olive  brown;  and  one  for  evening  wear  of  pale  blue  em- 
bossed velvet,  the  design  of  the  material  being  a  somewhat 
unusual  one — rose-leaves  on  a  white  ground.  The  edges  of 
this  were  corded  with  a  blue  row  of  fine  gold  beads,  and 
a  blue  feather,  combined  with  ample  bows  and  rolls  of  vel- 
vet, completed  the  garniture.  A  plaited  band  of  velvet 
acted  as  face  trimming.  Xerj-  similiar  was  a  peach-colored 
silk.  But  something  still  prettier  was  a  mastic-colored  felt 
cottage  bonnet,  with  a  dark  green  velvet  cape  laid  on   in 

{ileats,  and  shirring  of  the  same  for  a  face  lining,  which 
apped  over  on  to  the  outside  to  the  depth  of  an  inch  ;  four 
mastic  feathers  laid  directly  on  top,  and  in  front  of  them  a 
soft  roll  of  the  same  ribbon  as  the  strings — a  golden  shade 
of  satin  and  gros  grain,  reversible — was  held  down  by  a 
golden  lizard  with  ruby  eyes.  We  have  almost  forsaken  the 
6oral  kingdom  for  the  animal  for  our  ornaments,  you  see, 
and  the  more  outre  they  are  the  better  does  fashion  like 
them.  Lizards  are  special  favorites,  and  they  come  in  all 
colors,  styles,  and  positions,  the  green  and  bronze  being  par- 
ticularly effective  on  dead-leaf  colors.  Gold  lace,  too,  is 
being  used,  and  wings  and  peacocks'  eyes  still  hold  their 
own ;  but  flowers  seemed  doomed  to  a  temporary  disuse 
while  the  fancy  for  the  grotesque  reigns.  The  tendency 
seems  to  be  toward  bonnets  just  now,  though  there  are  some 
lovely  hats  shown.  As  you  are  wearied  already,  I  will  not 
now  lell  you  of  them.  To  match  all  this  pretty  head-gear 
there  is,  ever>'  week,  something  new  in  dress  goods  and 
in  cloaks.  I  wish  you  could  see  the  new  importations  in  the 
latter  articles  just  opened  at  the  I'iiU  dc  Paris.  There 
arc  several  the  like  of  which  I  have  seen  nowhere,  Bro- 
caded velvets  and  gros-grain  silk  are  the  materials  most 
used  and  make  the  richest  combinations.  The  shapes  are 
principally  the  loose  cloak  shape,  retaining  the  Dolman 
sleeve  in  a  modified  form,  and  the  trimmings  used  are  beaded 
passementerie,  lace,  whalebone,  and  moonlight  bead  fringes. 
The  opera  shawls  there  have  won  my  heart  so  completely 
that  1  can  hardly  do  justice  to  the  opera  cloaks  in  white 
cashmere,  plushes,  and  other  rich  goods,  which  are  really  so 
elegant  that  they  deserve  a  whole  chapter  to  themselves. 
There  are  some  changes  in  the  fall  styles  for  dresses  and 
suits,  which,  oddly  and  inconsistently  enough,  are  to  be  made 
somewhat  longer  than  of  late,  and  that,  too,  just  when  the 
coming  wet  weather  of  winter  will  necessitate  even  shorter 
ones,  if  the  wearers  have  any  consideration  for  health  and 
comfort.  The  second  change  is  the  coming  back  of  the 
slightly  bouffant  overskirt  that  has  been  so  long  worn,  and 
only  for  a  time  abandoned.  The  back  breadth  is  made 
straight  and  full,  and  caught  up  here  and  there  in  soft  puffs. 
It  is  even  whispered  that  the  small  bustle  will  be  restored  to 
favor.  Apron  fronts  are  most  favored,  usually  ver)-  short, 
but  in  others  the  draper)-  is  looped  back  a  la  window  cur- 
tams,  showing  a  prettily-irimmed  frontpiece.  Large  velvet 
and  silk  bows  will  hold  the  pouff  in  place.  These  are  by 
far  the  prettiest  and  most  useful  overskirls  we  have  ever  had 
— at  least  so  thinks  "  Vours  Truly,"  and  Mrs.  Coleman,  one 
of  our  most  reliable  modisUs  'you  remember  her  rooms — on 
Kearny  Street  near  Suiter),  says  that  they  were  always  the 
pets,  especially  for  slender  figures  like  yours  and  mine.  By 
the  way,  Mrs.  Coleman  is  as  busy  as  so  many  bees,  with 
trousseaux^  ball  dresses,  and  the  like.  She  has  just  com- 
pleted some  charming  toilettes,  among  them,  a  white  silk 
Princesse,  cut  short  and  trimmed  with  box  and  side  plait- 
mgs.  narrow  velvet,  and  illusion  sash,  and  garnished  with  a 
profusion  of  wild  flowers;  and  another  of  black  silk,  the 
plaitings  of  which  wcreall  lined  with  cardinal  red  and  finish- 
ed with  shell  trimming,  as  were  also  the  rc-jcrs  of  Pompa- 
dour waist-  The  overskirt  was  long  and  dnped  in  puffs,  and 
the  upper  portions  of  the  waist  enriched  with  Point  lace. 
Notwithstanding  some  of  our  leading  stores  still  meet  ones 
inquir>*  for  novelties  with  the  declaration  that  there  is  noth- 
ing new  yet,  there  will  be  abundance  of  pleasant  surprises 
two  weeks  or  a  month  later — as  the  case  maybe.  I  manage 
10  find  something  to  admire  in  all  of  them,  and  spent  a  ver\' 
profitable  half  hour  one  day  this  week  in  at  Nathans  among 
his  china,  potter^-,  and  glassware.  It  does  seem  as  though 
the  fanciful  can  find  no  limit.  I'erhaps  I  may  have  remark- 
ed this  before,  but  that  is  the  leading  impression  left  on  one's 
mind  by  a  judicious  collection  like  this,  where  articles  are 
rarely  if  ever  duplicated,  and  a  cultivated  taste  is  displayed 
in  the  selection  of  even  the  most  trifling  obiect.  I  noticed 
among  the  "plaques"  two  especially  original  ones,  Arab 
scenes,  in  both  the  horse  and  rider  and  accompanying  dogs 
being  depicted  with  great  fidelity  to  nature.  A  pretty  device 
for  a  tctc-a-tcte  breakfast  set  is  in  delicately  shaded  rose 
colored  china,  in  shape  like  sea  shells,  the  saucers  being  the 
flat  mussel  shells  with  scalloped  edges,  and  the  cups,  milk 
i->.;i:er  Hnd  other  upright  vessels,  modeled  after  the  conch 


and  nautilus.  On  the  rosy  groundwork  arc  painted  sea 
weeds,  grasses,  and  submarine  flowers.  The  odd  and  not 
unpteasing  Gien  faience  is  well  represented,  and  the  Celestial 
kingdom  contributes  many  quaint  forms  in  jars,  cups,  and  so 
on,  in  the  now  familiar  Chinese  crackle  ware,  that  roused  the 
indignation  of  more  than  one  housekeeper  at  our  late  Expo- 
sition as  being  "  miserable,  cracked  and  mended  siuft"  to  send 
to  a  fair,"  as  I  heard  one  lady  irefully  remark.  Hut  we  have 
learned  something  since  then,  and  now  every  one  knows 
that  every  crack  is  laid  in  with  mathematical  precision,  and 
we  may  have  articles  made  to  order  containing  any  given 
number  of  fractures  located  according  to  taste.  I  w.as  much 
pleased  with  the  \'enitian  glassware,  with  its  curious  devices 
and  its  clear  grass-green  coloring,  and  mounted  to  the  top 
floor  purposely  to  see  the  really  exquisite  glass  engraving 
done  by  .Mr.  Calfus,  a  native  of  Bohemia,  and — if  one  may 
judge  from  the  specimens  of  his  work — an  ample  inheritor  of 
the  national  artistic  instinct.  Have  you  ever  seen  engraving 
done  on  glass  ?  It  is  even  more  surprising  in  detail  than 
glass  blowing,  which  used  to  be  one  of  the  "sensations"  of 
my  childhood.  The  engraver  sits  before  an  upright  machine, 
and,  holding  the  article  to  be  graven  in  his  right  hand,  traces 
with  the  point  of  the  instrument--which  is  kept  in  motion  by 
a  revolving  wheel — the  complicated  designs  of  birds,  flowers, 
or  arabesques  you  have  so  often  seen  on  Bohemian  glassware. 
It  is  not  often  though,  1  am  told,  that  an  artist  works  as  Mr. 
Caifus  does,  w  iihout  pattern  of  any  sort  to  go  by.  Two  weeks 
later  I  can  promise  you  some  very  choice  novelties  at  this 
establishment,  which  are  now  en  route  from  Europe.  I  send 
you  the  embroidering  materials  you  desire  from  Siering's. 
There  are  many  new  designs  in  worsted  and  silk  work  there 
this  week,  and  some  of  the  handsomest  Afghans  1  have  ever 
seen--pariicularly  one  in  dark  greens  with  white  daisies 
sprinkled  all  over  the  face  of  it.  In  the  clock  department  are 
two  very  charming  statues  in  marble,  one  representing  "  Hy- 
geia,"  the  goddess  of  health, and  "  Confidence" — two  girl  fig- 
ures, apparently  exchanging  some  veiy  important  infor- 
mation. Being  feminine,  it  is  safe  to  assume  that  there  is  a 
man  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Both  works  are  by  Carrier-Bel- 
leuse.  A  pair  of  flower  paintings,  newly  received,  and  by 
Dietrich,  would  make  very  suitable  companions  to  the  fig- 
ures, if  one  could  build  one's  rooms  exactly  to  suit,  with 
niches  and  "sidelights"  arranged  with  a  view  to  special 
things.  Not  particularly  new,  but  very  comfortable  and  con- 
venient, are  the  bathing  slippers  displayed  in  the  window  on 
Montgomery  Street.  They  are  of  the  unbleached  Turkish 
toweling,  embroidered  on  the  toes,  and  lined  with  bright- 
colored  flannel  or  serge.  They  are  made  in  the  regular  Turk- 
ish style — that  is,  without  heel  pieces — and  finished  off  with 
quillings  of  alpaca  braid.  Among  the  new  things  at  Acker- 
man's  I  noticed  quite  a  pretty  novelty  in  the  way  of  salt  cel- 
lars for  the  table.  Some  were  upright,  with  the  napkin  ring 
fastened  across  the  top  of  the  stem,  and  the  cellars  on  either 
side  below,  two  handsome,  gold-lined  butter  dishes  occupy- 
ing the  base  ;  others  have  only  the  salt  and  pepper  cruets  at 
the  bottom  and  the  ring  at  the  top.  There  is  a  large  variety 
of  China  pitchers,  in  different  colors  and  ornamented  with 
flowers,  that  are  pretty  for  almost  any  edible  use,  beer,  cream, 
or  even  chocolate  ;  and  some  exquisite  single  cups  and  sau- 
cers, thin  as  a  rose  leaf,  of  a  solid  color,  and  touched  only 
with  a  band  of  gilding.  The  outside  of  the  cup  will  be  white, 
but  the  inside  of  pale  green,  pink,  blue,  or  lilac.  Yes,  your 
old  friends,  the  California  Company,  are  as  busy  as  ever,  at 
both  their  depots,  manufacturing,  every  week,  something  new 
and  tasteful  in  the  way  of  furniture  for  some  of  our  milHon- 
aires.  I  saw  lately  two  chairs,  just  completed,  for  a  full  set 
that  is  being  made  for — well,  I  am  pledged  not  to  mention 
names,  but  it  is  not  long  since  two  brunette  daughters  for- 
sook the  same  paternal  hearth  "  for  better  or  for  worse."  The 
set  will  be  decidedly  unique,  as  there  was  but  the  one  piece 
of  goods  of  which  it  is  made  ;  an  exceedingly  rich  Persian 
pattern,  in  large  tropic-looking  flowers  and  leaves,  in  the 
dusky  green  shades,  on  a  dead-gold  ground,  imported  here. 
The  substitution  of  a  straight  band  of  velvet  instead  of 
the  usual  puffings,  and  a  similar  band,  only  narrower,  and 
each  somewhat  wider  in  the  centre  than  at  the  ends  of  the 
strips,  of  the  tapestr)',  just  beneath  it,  as  a  finish  for  the 
front  of  the  seat,  makes  a  noticeable  difference  in  this  special 
style  of  make  up,  and  one  that  seems  to  me  an  improvement. 
In  chamber  sets,  some  ver)-  handsome  work  is  shown  at  this 
house  in  the  Queen  Anne  style,  just  now  all  the  rage.  The 
combination  of  walnut  and  birdseye  maple  seems  to  be  a 
great  favorite,  and  is  exceedingly  effective.  Several  newsets 
were  in  process  of  completion  when  I  was  in  there.  Wal- 
nut will  always  be  favored,  it  is  so  rich  and  susceptible  of  so 
exquisite  a  polish.  Of  course  you  have  seen  the  two  thou- 
sand dollar  set  that  was  sent  to  the  Centennial  Exhibition.  I 
wonder  who  will  be  the  lucky  woman  to  get  that  for  her 
Christmas  gift  this  year.  I  have  seldom  seen  any  thing 
richer  than  the  ebony  c*Jtv-zV(?i>t*j  and  parlor  cabinets,  of  which 
there  are  several,  both  at  the  Market  Street  and  the  Bush 
Street  houses.  One  in  particular,  at  the  former  place,  can 
hardly  be  surpassed  for  simplicity  and  elegance.  It  has  a 
canopy  top,  which  is  lined  with  a  frescoing  of  Japanese  de- 
sign on  gold  ground.  Another  is  ornamented  on  the  lower 
doors  with  clusters  of  wild  flowers  in  the  natural  colors. 
Both  are  "  Queen  Anne  "  as  to  style.  They  are  made  in 
Boston,  too,  which  is  a  guarantee  for  their  solidity  and  ex- 
cellent general  '*  tone, '  for  the  "  Hub,"  you  know,  never  does 
any  thing  by  halves.  Dainty  embroidered  handkerchiefs, 
while  and  colored,  hosier)'  to  match,  and  some  pretty  fancies 
in  neck  wear,  al  Chester's,  must  close  my  letter  for  to-day. 
Theoretically,  1  have  always  fancied  both  the  former  in  plain 
while  ;  practically,  I  am  a  miserable  backslider  when  1  see 
the  charming  things  that  are  brought  out  ever)'  month,  and  I 
go  over  to  the  majority,  in  favor  of  colors.  You  have  doubt- 
less read  something  of  the  new-fashioned  belts  to  be  worn 
with  black  silks  or  white  muslins.  They  are  made  of  alter- 
nate folds  of  two  colors,  in  silks,  and  have  bows  with  long 
ends  to  match,  that  fasten  them  at  the  side.  Two-colored 
bows  for  the  neck  and  hair  complete  the  set.  The  first  I 
have  seen  are  those  at  Chester's,  and  they  are  so  pretty  I 
advise  every  one  to  have  one. 

Adieu,  till  we  meet  again.     Yours  faithfully, 

Esther  Penrose. 

P.  S. — Isn't  it  too  bad  that  Snow&  May  are  going  out  of  bus- 
iness on  the  first  of  Januar)'.  Meanwhile,  as  there  is  no  evil 
that  has  not  its  compensating  good,  pictures,  frames,  artists' 
materials,  and  any  number  of  other  et  ceteras^  will  be  sold 
off  below  cost,  which  will  be  very  nice  for  buyers. 


THE  RETURN. 


Once  more  adown  the  lane  I've  wandered. 

Unto  my  father's  door; 
Once  more  my  footsteps  wake  ihe  echoes 

.■\long  ihe  oaken  floor  ; 
Through  many  years  of  changing  fortunes 

Mine  eyes  have  never  seen 
The  blushing  of  these  summer  roses, 

These  walls,  now  mossy  green. 

There  lies  some  tender  tale  of  childhood 

In  every  waving  tree, 
Some  stoiy  in  each  rustic  arbor 

Of  what  I  used  to  be  ; 
Up  yonder  tow'ring  tree  I've  clambered. 

To  reach  llie  lopiiiost  bough  ; 
I  irain-'d  that  rose  tree's  climbing  branches 

That  hide  the  brown  roof  now. 

Here,  as  I  sit  within  ihe  parlor, 

Where  oft  we  used  to  meet, 
I  seem  to  h^-ar  the  ring  of  laughter 

.And  trip  of  youthful  feet, 
And  phantom  faces  come  and  vanish  ; 

Within  the  doorway  there 
I  see  the  flash  of  snowy  fingers. 

The  gleam  of  golden  hair. 

Here  mem'ry  conjures  up  before  me 

Each  form  of  early  grace. 
And  every  scene  of  youthful  pleasure 

That  cheered  this  hallowed  place  ; 
And  in  and  out  among  the  shadows 

l-'lit  clrildhood's  boys  and  girls. 
The  shimmer  of  their  summer  garments, 

The  waving  of  their  curls. 

I  hear  their  footsteps  on  the  threshold. 

Upon  the  oaken  floor  ; 
Within  the  hall  I  catch  their  whisper. 

They  call  me  at  the  door ; 
But  when  1  reach  to  grasp  the  vision 

That  smiles  and  beckons  there, 
It  passes  through  my  outstretched  fingers — 

A  phantom  of  the  air. 

I  hear  my  mother  gently  singing 

Her  little  ones  to  rest — 
Those  little  ones  who,  later,  wandered 

Far  from  her  loving  breast. 
Mother,  thy  weary  child  hath  journeyed 

Through  years  of  doubt  and  pain. 
And  now,  all  sad  and  lonely-hearted, 

He  greets  his  home  again, 
But  riot  the  loved,  familiar  faces — 

0  mother,  can  it  be 

That  here,  within  the  olden  homestead, 

1  call  in  \-aia  to  thee? 

Oh,  once  again  to  lean  my  forehead 

Upon  that  gentle  breast, 
To  feel  thy  brown  hair  float  about  me. 

To  sleep,  and  be  at  rest. 
Hush  !    'tis  the  wind  among  the  pine  trees 

That  singeth  low  and  sweet, 
WHiile  autumn  leaves  drift  down  the  hallway, 

Like  faintly  pattering  feet  ; 
And  all  the  old  time  forms  and  faces 

Are  creatures  of  the  brain, 
Xo  trick  of  memory  can  ever 

Bring  them  to  life  again. 
Oakl.\nd,  September  20,  1878.  Makv  L.  Clouoh. 


ItaliaH    Women. 


Barry  Cornwall  has  sung  of  the 

"  Dark-eyed  beauty  of  the  South, 
Mistress  of  the  rosy  mouth." 

Wordsworth  wrote  of 

"  Yon  Italian  maid, 
Our  Lady's  laggard  votaress, 
Halting  beneath  the  chestnut  shade, 
To  accomplish  there  her  loveliness  ; 
Nice  aid  maternal  fingers  lend — 
A  sister  serves  with  slacker  hand. 
Then,  glittering  like  a  star,  she  joins  the  festive  band." 
Byron  thus  wrote  of  them  :     "  As  for  the  women,  from 
the  fisherman's  wife  up  to  the  noble  dames,  their  system  has 
its  rules,  and  its  fitness,  and   its   decorums,  so  as  10  be  re- 
duced to  a  kind  of  discipline,  or  game  at  hearts,  which  admits 
few  deviations  unless  you  wish  to  lose  it.    They  are  extremely 
tenacious,  and  jealous  as  furies,  not  permitting  their  lovers 
to  marry  if  they  can  help  it.     They  marry  for  their  parents, 
and  love  for  themselves.     They  exact  fidelity  from  a  lover  as 
a  debt  of  honor,  while  they  pay  the  husband  as  a  tradesman 
— that  is,  not  at  all.     You  hear  a  person's  character,  male  or 
female,  canvassed,  not  as   depending   on    their  conduct  to 
their  husband  or  wife,  but  to  their  mistress  or  lover.     If  I 
wrote  a  quarto  I  don't  know  that  I  could  do  more  than  am- 
plify what  I  have  here  quoted." 

One  of  our  latest  writers  on  Italy,  says:  "The  scenery 
presented  as  we  drove  through  the  Chiaja  (a  street  in  Naples) 
was  most  amusing.  Nursing,  sewing,  talking,  washing,  knit- 
ting, and  even  the  ofiices  of  the  toilette  were  among  the  sights 
that  we  beheld.  The  women  place  their  cha>s  in  the  street, 
and  seem  quite  as  much  at  home  as  we  should  be  in  our  own 
snug  parlor  or  drawing-room  in  England.  They  are  exceed- 
ingly fond  of  dress,  and  are  sometimes  seen  with  two  or 
three  gold  chains  around  their  necks,  and  their  fingers  cov- 
ered with  gold  rings.  It  is  singularly  interesting  to  observe 
that  the  quickness  of  the  people  often  makes  up  in  some  de- 
gree for  the  deficiency  in  education.  Thus  the  fisherwomen, 
melon-sellers,  and  other  humble  venders  in  the  streets,  are 
as  keen  after  their  interests  as  if  they  had  had  mental  arith- 
metic carefully  instilled  into  their  minds  from  their  earliest 
youth."  Charles  Mackay,  in  his  poem  of  "  A  Man's  Heart," 
tells  us  how  the  father  of  his  hero, 

"Stepping  from  a  gondola. 
Stood  in  the  market-place,  an  idle  man. 
And  watched  the  peasant  girls  of  Trieste 
Bring  flowers  to  flowerless  Venice.     Young  and  fair 
He  roamed  for  pastime — master  of  himself, 
To  study  art  and  nature  in  the  South. 
Here,  as  he  loitered  to  refresh  his  soul 
With  beauty,  fashioned  in  immortal  stone. 
Painted  on  canvas,  streaming  from  the  sky, 
Impermeate  in  all  shapes  of  earth  and  heaven. 
He  saw  a  maiden  loveher  than  art 
Had  e'er  imagined  in  its  happiest  dream; 
With  Italia  on  her  glowing  face. 
Its  beauty,  passion,  tenderness,  and  hope." 


Time  flies  swiftly  for  people  who  are  not  waiting  for  frosts. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS. 

To  a  Firefly. 
Against  the  boundless  night 

Thou,  with  stout  hean,  doth  set  thy  tiny  flame. 
Brave  little  beacon,  thy  one  drop  of  light 

Doth  put  my  life  to  shame. 

Though  small  thy  lamp. 

No  brightest  star  may  vaunt  itself  o"er  thee, 
As  home,  belated,  to  his  grassy  camp 

Thou  lightest  the  tired  bee. 

Thy  mission  no  man  knows 

To  judge  of  thee-     The  mites  thy  critics  are  ; 
To  the  small  folk  that  populate  yon  rose 

Perhaps  thou  art  a  star. 

The  world  of  mite  is  glad 

I'o  see  in  its  low  heaven  thy  small  spark. 
My  useless  life — a  smoking  torch — doth  add 

But  darkness  unto  dark. 


Outward  or  Homeward. 

Still  are  the  ships  than  in  haven  nde, 
Waiting  fair  winds  or  turn  of  the  tide ; 
Nothing  they  fret,  though  they  Uo  not  get 
Out  on  the  glorious  ocean  wide. 
Oh,  u-ild  hearts  that  yearn  to  be  free. 
Look,  and  learn  from  the  ships  of  the  sea. 

Bravely  the  ships,  in  the  tempest  to=.sed. 

Buffet  the  waves  till  the  sea  be  crossed; 

Not  in  despair  of  the  haven  fair, 

Though  winds  blow  backward,  and  leagues  be  lost. 

Oh,  wearj*  hearts,  that  yearn  for  sleep. 

Look,  and  leam  from  the  ships  on  the  deep. 


The  End. 
The  course  of  the  wearied  river 

Ends  in  the  great  gray  sea ; 
The  acorn,  for  ever  and  ever, 

Strives  upward  lo  the  tree ; 
The  rainbow  the  sky  adorning 

Shines  promise  through  the  storm  ; 
The  glimmer  of  coming  morning 

Through  midnight  gloom  u-ill  form ; 
By  time  all  knots  are  riven. 

Complex  although  they  be; 
And  p)eace  will  at  last  be  given. 

Dear,  both  to  you  and  to  me. 


Jealousy. 
Love  me  not  a  little  ;   I  will  share  with  none 
Love  me,  if  you  love  me,  as  earth  loves  the  sun, 
Unto  whom  she  ever  turns  a  happy  face. 
Glad  of  his  warm  kisses,  proud  of  his  embrace. 
As  the  dew-dank  roses  for  the  daybreak  yearn. 
So,  when  I  am  absent,  long  for  my  return. 
As  glad  birds  at  sunrise  sing  uncopsciously. 
Let  thy  heart  sing  softly  when  I  come  to  thee. 
As  flowers  brighten  dewdrops,  dewdrops  sweeten  flowers, 
Set  our  hours  together,  be  our  sweetest  hours. 
Love  me  not  a  little ;   giv^  me  all  or  none. 
If  you  love  me,  love  me  as  earth  loves  the  sun. 


Drought. 
Our  thirsty  valley  looks  up  to  the  sky 

For  clouds  in  rain. 
Her  sun-singed  fields,  brown,  dead,  and  dustj-  lie. 

Parching  for  rain. 

Her  throat  U  choked  with  dust ;   her  drinking  rills 

Are  dead  of  thirst. 
No  moisture  trickles  from  the  sweltering  hills ; 

The  land  seems  curst. 

The  redbreast's  wings  are  long  unwashed,  and  gruff 

Is  his  sweet  note; 
There's  scarcely  water  in  the  brook  enough 

To  wet  his  throat. 

O  God,  who  hast  the  oceans  to  command. 

Hear  us  complain  '. 
How  little  dripping  from  Thy  hollowed  hand 

WoiJd  be  a  rain. 


Sunrise. 


Oh,  draw  me  up,  thou  strong,  aspiring  sim! 
I  feel  the  tension  of  thy  ropes  of  light, 

0  sun !  There  is  a  passion,  fierce  and  strong, 
Outblazing  love  as  thou  dost  earth  s  cold  fires  ; 
It  bums  within  my  soul  when  I  look  up 

And  know  thou  art  my  father.     Though  the  earth 

Conceived  me  and  brought  forth,  thou  didst  give  life 

To  the  void  germ  within  her;   1  am  thine; 

Thy  fire  is  in  my  breast.     My  high -bom  soul 

Chafes  at  the  mother's  tether.     It  was  hers 

To  suckle  my  blind  infancy-;   'tis  thine 

To  teach  my  youth  in  things  beyond  her  ken. 

Yet  have  I  loved  thee,  mother  earth,  and  Iain 

Happy  and  dreaming  in  thy  wide,  green  lap. 

Lulled  by  the  cradle  songs  of  brooks  and  winds; 

Thy  breast  hath  fed  me  and  thy  love  made  glad. 

X  bless  and  love  thee,  mother,  for  ihy  love ! 

Yet  it  is  fearful — hungr>-  fierce  it  is  — 

For  thou  art  jealous  of  the  winking  stars   . 

That  bring  me  thought-flowers  from  the  world  of  space 

And  hide  me  from  them  with  thy  veil  of  clouds. 

1  may  not  dtp  the  pinions  of  my  soul 
In  yon  blue  ether;   for  the  watchful  eye 
Divines  my  thought,  and  thou,  with  swift  embrace. 
Dost  fetter  me  with  kisses,  cr^-ing,  "Child, 

Mine  art  thou — mine!     Wander  not  far  away; 
Frolic  and  chase  my  butterflies  awhile ; 
Then  come  to  me  for  rest,  and  I  will  hide 
Thee,  slumbering,  in  my  bosom,  where  no  eyes — 
Not  thy  strong  father's — shall  behold  thee  more." 


A  Memory. 
A  thousand  lilies  blossom,  unaware. 

Here  where  the  earth  seems  chill  with  buried  love, 
And  in  the  flow'rj-  arbutus  the  dove 

Still  calk  her  truant  mate,  who  lingers  yet. 
As  though  the  world  were  alwa>-s  sweet  and  fair, 
And  you  and  I  had  nothing  to  regret 
And  hope  for  against  hope,  and  think  upon 
Till  all  things  fade ! 
And  so  yoHt  lips  may  often  wear  a  smile, 
•   And  so  my  heart  may  leap  to  music  still ; 
Your  soul  may  fire,  and  aJl  your  being  thrill, 
And  all  your  manhood  lift  itself  on  high 
In  din  of  battle,  or  in  sacred  aisle ; 

Yet  under  all  must  lurk  one  memorj*, 
The  grieving  for  a  good  time  that  is  gone, 

Till  ail  things  fade !  Violet  Fane. 


Why  Do  I  Love  You? 
Why  do  I  love  you,  my  sunny-eyed  darling? 

Why  do  the  flowers  still  iook  to  the  sun? 
Why  does  the  lily  close  up  its  sweet  petals 

When  the  earth  sleepeth,  and  daylight  is  done  ? 
Why  do  the  stars,  on  the  brow  of  the  evening. 

Bum  the  more  brightly  the  darker  the  night  ? 
\Vhy  do  we  see  the  more  beauty  in  heaven 

^ITien  the  day  fadeth  and  gone  is  the  light? 

Ask  me  of  all  the  secret  things  hidden ; 

I  may  not  answer,  my  darling,  my  o^-n ! 
Ij5ve  ccmeth  to  us  as  free  and  unbidden. 

Whither  it  cometh  is  just  as  unknown. 
Only,   I  love  thee,  my  heart  iclleth  to  me ; 

Wherefore  I  love  thee  I  know  not  or  care ; 
TU  not  the  charm  of  thy  blue  eye  of  beaut>', 

Tis  not  the  sheen  in  the  gold  of  thy  hair. 

Why  do  I  love  thee,  O  lips  of  red  ripeness? 

Why  do  I  love  thee,  O  heart  of  rar«  gold? 
Ask  me  no  longer,  my  darling,  my  treasure, 

Love  such  as  mine  is  may  never  be  told. 
Just  as  untold  as  why  stars  love  the  heaven; 

Why  shuts  the  lily-cup  just  as  unknown; 
This  is  the  all  I  may  whisper  thee,  dearest — 

Only  I  love  thee,  my  darling)  my  own  ! 


THE  STORY  OF   A   TICKET  AGENT. 

"The  western  train's  gone,  ma'am,"  said  farmer 
Brown,  coming  into  the  waiting-room  of  the  little 
depot. 

■ '  The  train  I  was  to  take  ?  "  I  said,  gasping. 

"Yes,  ma'am.  Too  bad.  but  can't  be  helped. 
Harness  will  give  out  sometimes,  you  know,''  sympa- 
thizing ly. 

"  When  is  the  next  western  bound  train  due?'" 

"  Not  till  six  o'clock.  You've  five  hours  to  waiL 
Be  dreadful  tiresome,  ma'am.  There's  a  nice  family 
that  live  in  t'other  part  of  the  lionse— s'pose  I  tote 
you  in  there.     I  know  Mrs.  HoUy'lI  give  you  a  bite  to 


is  more  than  I  can  say  of  some  others.'  I  said  holly. 
And  then  some  demon  prompted  me  to  add  :  '  And, 
Mr.  Holly,  in  r^ard  lo  your  future  wife,  I  belie\'e  I 
do  not  aspire  to  that  honor — and — and  here  is  your 
ring.'  I  drew  off  the  little  golden  band  and  "nanded 
it  to  him. 

"  'Nell,  do  you  mean  this?"  inquired  Jack,  with 
his  while  lips. 

"  •  Yes,  I  do.  I'm  tired  of  your  carping  and  crit- 
icising. This  affair  may  as  well  be  ended  now  and 
forever.'  pettishly. 

"  'So  be  it,  then.  Good-bye,'  said  Jack,  and  with- 
out anoiher  word  he  left  the  room. 

^  „,.„„   „.^   ^^^^,    ,.    ,.^    „„„  .„..^  ..^        "  To  tell  the  trulh.  I  hadn't  meant  half  I  said,  and 

^tT  a^d'she'U  be"proud"to  leT'you  f^ron  her"  s^re    ever>- minute  expected  that  Jack  would  kiss  me  and 


bed.     Fine  woman,    Mrs.    Holly   is ;    I   know   her. 
Won't  you  go  in  and  see  her,  ma'am  ?  " 

"No,  I  thank  you,  sir.  I  dare  say  that  I'll  be 
quite  comfortable  here." 

"  Wall,  jess  as  you  please.  But  now  I  must  be 
going.  Hope  you'll  get  to  your  journey's  end  safe, 
ma'am.     Good-bye." 

And  farmer  Brown  left  the  room,  mounted  his 
wagon,  and  soon  disappeared  down  the  dusty  road, 

1  had  been  visiting  a  friend  iiho  lived  in  a  country 
settlement,  some  five  or  six  miles  from  the  solitary 
building  dignified  by  the  name  of  depot,  and  when 
the  time  came  for  me  to  return  home  she  had  placed 
me  m  the  care  of  a  neighboring  farmer,  who  was 
going  to  a  distant  \illage,  and  would  pass  the  siaiion. 

Diuing  our  ride  we  met  with  an  accident.  Part  of 
the  harness  gave  way,  and  we  were  detained  such  a 
length  of  time  that,  as  the  reader  knows,  I  was  too 
late  for  the  train. 

After  farmer  Brown  left  me,  I  amused  myself  by 
reading  a  newspapter  which  some  one  had  left  lying  in 
the  seat. 

Finishing  this,  I  studied  the  design  of  the  wall 
paper,  counted  the  panes  of  glass  in  the  little  window, 
and  wondered  at  the  tidiness  of  the  whole  apartmeni. 

' '  Coimtry  depots  are  generally  such  vile,  dirty 
places  !  Wonder  why  this  is  an  exception  ?  "  I  said 
to  myself.  Then  a  thought  struck  me.  "  Oh,  pro- 
bably the  place  is  kept  clean  by  Mrs.  Holly,  over 
whose  virtues  farmer  Brown  was  so  enthusiastic. 
Wonder  if  this  same  worthy  female  would  give  me  a 
glass  of  water  ?  " 

And  I  tapped  on  the  door  communicating  with  the 
other  apartment. 

"Come  in,"  said  a  cheery  voice;  and  entering,  I 
foimd  myself  in  one  of  the  prettiest,  coziest  rooms  I 
had  ever  seen. 

The  most  delicate  lint  of  buff  was  on  the  walls, 
cool  matting  covered  the  floor,  muslin  curtains,  fes- 
tooned with  ivy,  hung  at  the  windows,  and  here  and 
there  were  pictures,  brackets,  books  and  flowers,  and 
all  the  dainty  belongings  that  make  a  room  look  so 
"  honey  "  and  pleasant. 

And,  most  charming  of  all.  there  lay  in  a  white- 
draped  cradle  a  rosy  baby,  fast  asleep,  wth  rings  of 
golden  hair  over  his  white  brow,  and  a  great,  red. 
velvety  rose  clasped  in  his  dimpled  hand. 

Over  him  bent  a  woman  of  twenty-two  or  three — 
a  hitle  mite  of  a  woman,  with  a  bright,  dark  face, 
vividly  colored,  big  black  eyes,  and  wondrous  dark 
hair  faoimd  in  heavy  braids  about  her  stately  head. 

She  rose  with  a  bright  smile  when  1  entered. 

"  Excuse  me  ;  but  may  1  trouble  you  for  a  glass  of 
water?" 

"  No  trouble  at  all,  ma'am.  Pray  be  seated.  Ex- 
cuse me,"'  and  she  left  the  room. 

Presently  she  rettimed,  bearing  a  salver  covered 
with  a  snouy-white  napkin,  and  containing  a  glass  of 
water,  a  glass  of  creamy  milk,  a  saucer  of  luscious 
strawberries,  and  a  plate  of  yellow  sponge  cake,  light 
as  yellow  foam. 

"Pardon  me,"  she  said,  smiling,  "if  I  take  too 
great  a  liberty  ;  but,  you  see,  farmer  Brown  told  me 
of  your  being  obUged  to  wait  so  long,  and  I  thought 
you  might  be  hungry.'' 

"Why,  how  very  kind  you  are,"  I  exclaimed,  in 
pleased  siuprise. 

* '  Not  at  all.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  me.  If  you  are 
hot  and  dusty,  perhaps  you'd  like  to  bathe  your  face. 
If  so,  just  step  in  here." 

And  she  led  the  way  into  a  little  white  bed-room — 
the  ver)'  heart  of  cleanliness  and  purity. 

In  a  Utile  while  I  was  a  different  being  from  the 
cross,  dusty,  himgry  mortal  who  had  sai  in  the  hot 
waiting-room. 

I  found  Mrs.  Holly  a  perfect  Utile  gem  of  a  woman  ; 
and,  after  the  manner  of  our  sex,  we  soon  became  as 
well  acquainted  as  if  we  had  known  each  oi  er  for 
years.  And  while  I  was  lying  languidly  on  her  com- 
fortable sofa,  and  she  sealed  in  ber  low  rocking  chair, 
she  told  me  the  romance  of  her  life. 

"  I  have  lived  in  this  depot  all  my  days,''  she  began. 
"  My  father  was  agent  here  ;  and  he  served  the  com- 
pany so  long  and  so  well  that,  when  he  died,  they 
kindly  allowed  me  to  remain  in  this  place,  with  the 


we'd  make  up.  But  now  he  was  gone  forever.  A 
mist  came  over  my  eyes  as  I  watched  the  fast-disap- 
pearing train,  and  I  would  have  indulged  in  a  good 
cry,  but  just  then  the  '  special '  came  puffing  up,  and 
the  president  of  the  road  came  in.  He  was  a  kind 
old  gentleman  whom  I  had  known  since  I  was  a  wee 
girl. 

"  'Good day.  Miss  Nellie.    Everything  prosperous. 
I  hope.     Will  you  do  a  favor  for  me  ? ' 
"  '  Certainly,  sir,  if  I  can.' 

"  'Well,  you  see,  when  we  were  coming  down  I 
met  a  man  who  owed  me  some  money.  Paid'  me  six 
hundred  dollars,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with 
it,  as  we  are  going  up  in  the  woods  to  see  about  lay- 
ing out  a  new  road.  We  shall  be  gone  two  days. 
Don't  want  to  take  the  money  with  me — ^^^I1  you  take 
charge  of  it  while  I  am  gone.' 

"  '  If  you'll  trust  me,' 

' '  •  Biess  my  soul !  yes.  of  course.  Here's  the 
money.     Must  hurr^' away.     Good  morning.' 

' '  Scarcely  had  portly  ^Ir.  Sa\Te  trotted  away  be- 
fore Mr,  Devarges  came  sauntering  in. 

"  '  Got  quile  a  iilile  sum  there,  haven't  you.  Miss 
NeUie  ! '  eyeing  ihe  bills  in  my  hand. 

"  '  Yes.'  I  replied,  laughing.  '  Mr.  Sa>Te  has  made 
me  his  banker.  Look  !  Six  bundled  dollars  !  How 
rich  I  should  feel  if  it  were  mine.' 

"  'You  deserve  to  have  much  more,  and  doubtless 
that  pretty  face'U  win  it.' 

"  Somehow  his  bold  compliment  failed  to  please, 
and  so  it  was  with  coldness  that  I  said;  *  Take  a 
chair,  Mr.  Devarges." 

"  *  No,  I  thank  you.  Miss  Nellie.  1  have  an  ap- 
pointment. But  will  you  allow  to  call  on  you  this 
evening. 

"  *  Well,  I  scarcely  think  I  shall  be  at  home.  You 
know  mother  and  sister  Lulu  are  away,  and  a  little  , 
\vhile  ago  I  got  word  from  grandma  sa}ing  that  per-  , 
haps  I  had  better  come  and  stay  all  night  with  her.' 

'  ■  It  was  true  that  I  had  received  such  w  ord  from 
grandma,  but  I  had  no  thought  of  accepting  it.  I 
had  hoped  that  Jack  would  come  and  make  up.  and 
of  course  I  didn't  care  to  have  Mr.  Devarges  all  at 
the  same  time. 

"  '  What  will  you  do  with  your  money.  Miss  Nell?' 
carelessly  inqtured  Mr.  Devarges. 

"  '  Oh,  I  shall  put  it  right  here  in  this  drawer.  No 
one  knows  about  it,  and  it  will  be  perfectly  secure.' 

"  '  Dare  say !  Good-momin','  and  with  a  courtly 
bow  my  admirer  then  left. 

"  All  that  day  1  busied  myself  at  my  duties,  and 
when  night  came  I  put  on  the  dress  that  Jack  liked 
best  and  very  anxiously  wailed  for  his  coming. 

• '  Seven  o'clock  !  Eight  o'clock  !  The  last  train  had 
come  and  gone,  and  my  duties  for  the  day  were  over. 
I  put  out  the  hght  in  the  ticket  office,  went  into  the 
sitting-room  and  sat  and  waited.  Ten  o'clock  !  Half 
past  ten!  No  use  waiting  any  longer — he  would 
not  come. 

"  I  shivered  with  a  nameless  dread  and  closed  the 
door.     Went  to  bed  and  cried  myself  to  sleep. 

"I  had  slept  an  hoiu".  perhaps,  and  then  awoke 
with  a  sudden  start,  feeling  a  great  difficulty  in  breath- 
ing. A  part  of  the  quilt  lay  across  my  mouth.  I 
thought;  but  on  reaching  my  hand  to  remove  it.  I 
found  it  was  a  handkerchief  saturated  with — what? 
chloroform  ! 

* '  A  thriil  of  terror  passed  over  me.  Who  had  done 
this  ?    Was  there  some  one  in  the  house  ? 

■'  I  silently  arose  and  just  then  almost  screamed  as 
a  sudden  sound  smote  upon  my  ear.  It  was  only 
the  clock  striking  the  hour  of  midnight.  I  placed  my 
hand  upon  my  heart  to  soothe  its  fierce  throbs. 

■ '  Stepping  along,  carefully  avoiding  all  obstacles,  I 
reached  the  door,  opened  it,  and  advanced  into  the 
sitting-room.  No  one  was  there,  but  some  one  was 
in  the  ticket  office,  for  I  saw  a  light  and  heard  a 
noise.  What  did  they  want?  The  money,  oh,  the 
money  left  in  my  charge  !  Somebody  was  stealing  it, 
and  what  should  I  say  to  Mr.  Sayre?  My  God  !  I 
might  be  accused  of  taking  it  myself,  and  thus  lose 
honor  and  position  ! 

"  *  Rather  lose  life,"  I  said  to  myself.  '  I'll  defend 
that  money  until  death  ! '  and  I  looked  aroond  for 
some  weapwD. 


grandmother's?  Now  I  suppose  I'll  have  to  wait  till 
ray  pretty  bird's  asleep." 

"  '  So  he  sat  down  under  one  tree  and  I  sat  down 
under  another.  We  both  saw  you  open  the  door  and 
look  out.  After  you  had  been  in  bed  about  an  hour, 
Devarges  forced  open  the  sitting-room  window  and 
crawled  in.  While  he  was  in  the  office  lighting  the 
lamp  I  also  got  in  at  the  window  and  concealed  my- 
self in  the  closet,  and — well,  you  know  the  rest." 

" 'Jack,' said  I,  tearfully,  "you'll  forgive  me  for 
being  naughty  and  waj-ward,  and  you'll  believe  me 
when  I  say  that  I  loved  you  all  the  time,  won't  you?' 

"Well,  ma'am,  Jack  said  he  would,  and  we've 
been  happy  ever  since.  And  this  is  my  story,  ma'am 
— my  only  romance. 

"  There,  the  baby  has  woke  up  !  See  him  stretch 
out  his  arras  !  I  do  believe  he  wants  to  go  to  you. 
Would  you  like  to  take  him?  He  isn't  abii  afraid  of 
strangers, "' 


NEW 

EOQKS 

Oregon  :  There  and  Back  in  1877.     ismo,    London-  --S2  00 

Th*:  I  jreat  German  Composers.     iCmo,  paper 30 

The    French    Revolution.     By  H.  A.  Taine.     In  two 

vols.     Vol.  I.     lamo '. 2  50 

Lectures  on   .Medix-val   Church  History.     By   R.  C. 

French.     Svo 3  00 

Sound:  ExperimenLs  in  the  Phenomenaof  Sound.     By 

A.  M.  Mayer.     i2mo i  00 

History-  of  the  Growth  of  the  Steam-Eogine.     By  R. 

H.  Thurston,     izmo 2  50 

Texts   from    the   Buddhist    Canon,    "  Dhammapada." 

From  the  Chinese.     By  S.  Beal.     Svo 2  50 

Essa>-s  on  the  Sacred   Language,  Writings,  and   Reli- 
gion of  the  Parsees.     By  M.  Hang.     8va 4  50 

Resumption  and  the  Silver  (Question.     Cy  H.  V.  Poor. 

i2mo I  50 

Villages  and  Village  Life.     By  N.  H.  Egleston.  iimo  1  75 
NEW  NOVELS. 

The  Clifton  Picture.     Svo,  Si  25  ;  paper 75 

Molly  Bawn,     By  the  authorof  Phyllis.     i6mo,  $1  25; 

paper. 60 

Sonia.     -\  Russian  Story.     By  Henry  Greville,    i6mo. 

Si  ;  paper 5^ 


'S 


MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Is  made  from  first  class  materials,  and  is 
especially  recommended  by  the  medical  pro- 
fession for  ladies  and  otJiers  suffering  from 
general  debility.  It  is  strengthening  and  de- 
licious to  the  taste.  Ask  your  grocer  for  it, 
and  take  none  other. 

CUTTING  &.  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


same  wages,  too.    For.  you  see.  I  \s  as  seveAteen,  auti  I  .   _^  l^'nder  ^he  slove  ^^-as  ajarge  '^O'U^I^J^'     ^^^^ 

father  had  long  before  *  "  ""   "      '-"•""• 

the  other  worii.     Aboi 

became  acquainted  with  Jack— Jack  Hoiiy — my 

hand,"'  and  Mrs.  Holly  looked  up  and  smiled. 


'ore  taught  me  telegraph  and  all  1  "  carefully,  I  started  toward  the  ofSce  door. 

X)ut  a  year  after  fathers  death  I        "  '  God  aid  me  ! '  I  said,  with  white  lips,  and  then. 

with  lack Tack  H oil v my  hus- !  opening  the  door  of  the  office,  I  stole  softly  in.     A 


man  with  liis  back  toward  me  was  at  the  oiher  end  of 
the  room.  He  had  forced  open  the  drawer,  laken 
out  the  money,  and  was  looking  gloatingly  at  the 
crisp  green  bills  wnen  I  stole  behind  him.  1  had  just 
raiseJ  the  poker  to  strike  him  when  he  glanced 
around. 

"  My  God  !  it  was  Clarence  Devarges. 

"  ■  Hang  it !  now  I  suppose  I'll  have  to  kill  this 
pretty — '  He  seized  me  by  the  throat,  and  uttering 
a  fjiint  cry  I  sank  down.  Just  then  Jack,  my  own 
dear  Jack,  rushed  in.  I  heard  oaths,  blows,  fierce 
struggling,  then  all  was  dark. 

"  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  fainted  away. 

"  When  I  recovered  Jack's  face  was  bending  ten- 
derly over  me,  and  Jack's  voice  uttered  loving  words. 
I  put  my  arms  about  his  neck  and  cried  like  a  weak 
baby. 

"  '  Aren't  you  hurt.  Jack?  ' 

"  'Not    a    bit,    dearesL     Devarges    is    disabled, 
though,  with  a  pistol  woimd  in  his  leg.     'Tisn'i  yery 
severe,  but  will  prevent  his  escape.' 
• '  '  How  did  you  come  here  ? ' 
"  'Why,  you  see,  when  we  parted   this  morning. 
Nell,  I  thought  I'd  never  see  you  again  ;  but  to-night 
he  came  into  the  ticket  office.    The  last  passenger  had  ]  after  I  came  home  I  made  up  my  mind  to  come  and 
gone  and  the  train  was  mo\ing  out.    Jack's  train  had  1  try  and  "  make  up." 

stoppjed  to  take  on  freight.  I      "  '  I  rather  thought  he  was  a  scamp  because,  when 

"  •  Well,  how  long  is  this  thing  going  to  last? '  said    I  was  in  the  city  yesterday,  the  chief  of  police  told 
Jack.  me  that  they  had  reason  to  think  that  a  noted  gam- 

"  '  What  thing?*  I  snapped  out.  bier  and    "  blackleg  "  had  come  up  in  these  parts. 

"  'Why,  this  affair  with  Devarges.     I  see  it  is  go- '  He  gave  a  description,  and  it  suited  Devarges'  per- 
ing  beyond  a  mere  flirtation.'  |  fcctly,  all  excepting  a  moustache  you  so  admired  was 

"  •  Pray,  what  of  it?'  !  false,  and  fell  off  in  our  scuffle. 

' '  Only  that  I  do  not  want  my  future  wife's  name        "  'Well,  as  I  said,  I  saw  Devarges  prcvling  about, 


••Jack  was  one  of  the  best  engineers  on  the  road 
(and  is  now,  too),  and  every  one  considered  him  an 
honest,  likely  young  fellow.  He  thought  the  world 
of  me.  and  we  became  engaged.  But  you  know  how 
girls  are.  The  weakest  of  them  can  make  a  strong 
man  tremble." 

'• '  A  weak  white  girl  held  all  his  heart  strings  in 
her  small  white  hand," ''  1  said. 

"Yes,  and  I  daresay  I  often  pulled  Jack's  heart- 
strings rather  hard  ;  but  he  was  gentle  and  kind  when 
I  flirted  with  the  coimti^'  lads,  and  when  I  was  wild 
and  wav'ward  he  didn't  remonstrate.  But  one  day 
there  came  along  a  city  chap,  who  engaged  board  for 
the  summer  at  a  farm  house  in  the  neighborhood. 

"This  Clarence  Devarges.  as  he  was  called,  was 
handsome,  well-dressed,  and  had  that  poHshed,  inde- 
scribable air  that  is  so  fascinating  to  most  silly  girls. 
Jack  was  kind  and  well-mannered,  but  he  didn't  have 
a  bit  of  style  about  him.  and  style  was  what  I  doted 
on  in  those  days  ;  so  I  snubbed  Jack,  and  smiled  on 
Mr.  Devarges  when  he  offered  me  his  attentions.  I 
flirted  most  dreadfully  with  him,  till  even  generous 
Jack  was  displeased. 

'One  morning,  looking  somewhat  grave  and  sad. 


joined  with  that  of  a — '  Jack  paused  ;  then  added  ear- 
nestly :  '  Well,  I  warn  you  against  this  fellow.  Who 
knows  what  he  is ? ' 

"  *  Mr.  Devarges  is  a  perfect  gentleman,  and  that 


and  I  thought  I  woidd  see  what  he  was  up  to.  He 
looked  in  the  window  at  you,  and  I  heard  him  mut- 
ter ;  "  The  deuce  take  it !  She  is  at  home  after  all. 
What  the  deuce  made   her  say  she  was  going  to  her 
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If  is.  pcrhat^  ,  : .  riethaihe 

«  noi  3  s^nmi  favontc  here.  1  he  lew  people  who 
give  the  subject  any  thought  affect  to  consider  him 
ungrateful,  and  unmindful  of  the  carr  and  kindness 
which  fostered  his  slniggling  talent  when  it  was  but 
opening.  Tliis  i%  a  fault  characteristic  of  sev-eral 
liler.ir>  lights  whose  candles  were  first  lit  on  the  Pa- 
afic  slope,  and  their  unanimity  i«  so  wonderful  as  to 
be  entirely  in  ih*-tr  favor.  Though  Mark  Twain 
writes  but  little  that  is  not  colored  by  his  experience 
of  nuning  life  on  this  coast,  and  though  Bret  Harte  is 
incaijablc  of  anything  uninspired  by  the  rugged 
grandeur  and  equally  rugged  life  of  llie  Sierra, 
rteither  of  ihem  disphy  any  great  anxictys  to  visit  us 
again.  In  fact,  through  all  their  utterances  there 
breathes  an  undercurrent  of  "  Thank  God  for  our  de- 
hverance.*'  lo  all  Harte's  stories  there  is  a  tone  con- 
veying to  iJ^  rcadt-r  the  iniprt-ssion  that  this  is  a  kind 
of  life  he  has  once  known,  but  which  he  never  wishes 
lo  be  connected  with  again.  Through  Twain's  hu- 
mor tliere  is  a  sneer  uhich  secins  to  indicate  a  not 
altogether  crediublr  opinion  of  the  surroundings. 
IVrhaps  they  arc  not  much  to  be  blamed.  People 
who  nse  to  independence  and  social  position  are  not 
likely  to  seek  an  iniiniac)'  with  those  who  knew  them 
when  they  were  down  and  left  them  to  fight  their 
own  battles  ;  and.  bying  aside  private  friendship. 
Bret  Harte  and  Mark  Twain  may  well  ask  what  Cali- 
fornia has  done  for  them.  It  has  done  nothing. 
Years  wasted  in  discomfort,  talent  kept  down  by  dis- 
couragement and  somewhat  contemptuous  neglect, 
are  not  incentives  to  pleasant  recollections,  and  if  the 
men  who  to-day  receive  .as  much  for  a  few  lines  from 
a  New  York  publisher  as  they  received  for  a  column 
from  an  unappreciative  San  Francisco  ncwjpaper  in 
days  gone  by  slick  most  closely  to  their  new  and  warm 
friends.  ihe>'  can  not  be  very  severely  censured. 
Bret  Harte  has  many  admirers  in  San  Francisco,  but 
be  has  many  adverse  critics.  It  may  be  that  in  some 
cases  the  animus  ag.iinst  the  man  tinges  the  opinion 
of  his  work,  but  tliere  is  little  doubt  that  the  estimate 
of  hi.«  hterarii*  ability  held  here  is  much  nearer  the 
truth  than  that  Held  abroad.  It  is  a  proof  of  the 
poverty  of  American  liicratuie  that  the  reading  public 
ot  other  counines  ha%'e  given  him  such  an  important 
place  in  the  list  of  American  authors.  No  man  ever 
earned  so  great  a  reputation  on  a  few  clever  but  un- 
equal sketches,  averse  or  twoof  fugnivcpoetr}*  without 
evm  a  name  to  remember  them  by,  and  one  or  iw  o  am- 
bitious attempts  conspicuous  in  failure  to  fulfill  the 
eaily  promise  of  the  author.  Bret  Harte  has  no 
talent.  He  is  a  genius,  and,  like  most  geniuses,  un- 
reliable. To  boi row  a  simile  from  our  mining  dic- 
tionary, he  is  a  "  pocket  mine."  There  is  rich  ore  in 
him.  but  it  b  only  found  in  little  bunches,  and  the 
spaces  between  are  filled  with  barren  rock.  He  can 
write  when  the  fit  is  on  him,  but  when  the  fit  is  not 
on  hiro.  the  "  wild  horses  of  .\rabia"  can  not  drag 
anything  bnlliant  out  of  him  ;  a  man  with  perceptive 
faculties  strcngly  de^eloped  in  one  direction,  and  dis- 
torted by  overweening  sentiment,  he  is  not  an  ob- 
server; he  can  not  seize  a//  the  little  points  of  inter- 
est in  the  life  that  surrounds  h:m,  but  what  he  does 
obserte  he  looks  at  through  lens  of  extra\'agant  senti- 
mentality. He  has  fixed  ideas  of  California  charac- 
ter, and  he  finds  in  the  gambler,  the  rough,  drunken 
miner,  and  the  degraded  women  of  the  mining  camp, 
heroes  and  hercnnes  who  fill  up  all  the  niches  in  his 
gallery  in  scarcely  changing  form  or  characteristic 
To  a  seniiroeotal  man  the  material  is  rich  in  imagina- 
tive study.  One  can  draw  such  pathetic  pictures  of  the 
hard,  cruel.  remorscless_nlLiin  who  has  still  beneath 
the  crust  a  touch  of  honor  and  affection  ;  of  the  rude 
laborer  with  the  pick  and  shoiTl,  who  has,  deep  in  his 
heart,  warmreroUectionsofpureand  innocent  love;  of 
the  debased  camp-follower,  who  still  has  enough  of 
womanly  shame  left  to  blush  and  slammer  before 
her  virtuous  sister;  and  the  eminently  effective  no- 
bility which  shines  in  the  protection  given  by  all 
tbcsc  to  trembling  innocence  and  purity.  There  is 
DO  field  so  nch  as  the  mining  camp  foe  the  pen  of  the 
novelist,  or  the  poet.  And  Bret  Harteinhis  "Idyl  of 
Red  Gulch,''  in  "Outcasts  of  Poker  Flat."  and  in  his 
minor  poems,  has  given  us  Utile  bits  of  sketching 
which  nuke  us  sorry  that  he  is  so  incapable  of  deal- 
ing with  the  subject  fitly.  The  best  things  he  has 
given  us  have  been  crude  and  unfinished,  and  eren 
Tk^  Oatij>:^,  which  abroad  has  done  more  for  his 
reputation  than  any  of  his  other  pieces,  is  a  very 
rough  stor>  outline,  with  one  or  two  of  the  characters 
fairly  filled  In.  His  books  have  only  served  to  show- 
thai  his  genius  is  uncontroUablc.  and  thai  it  obeys 
roomentanr  conditions.  In  e^ery  thing  there  are 
pages  which  startle  one  with  their  beauty,  tbdr  fresh- 
ness, their  finishad  and  brilliant  elaboration  of  poeti- 
?,'  :-:'-:ai:  V  e  turn  the  leaf  and  all  is  vapid  and 
'..\5  gone  out  and  left  the  embers 


smouldering.  But  of  one  thing  wc  are  perfectly  as- 
sured: that  Bret  Harte  can  not  write  a  play,  and  the 
Two  Men  of  Sandy  Bar  stands  as  an  indisputable 
proof  of  that  facL  There  is  possibly  no  piece  on  the 
stage  to-day  so  clearly  demonsirati%'cof  the  difference 
between  the  faculties  of  writing  and  dramatizing. 
But  if  Bret  Harte  can  not  write  a  pLay,  it  is  open  to 
question  whether  Mr.  Robson  can  recognize  one. 
The  actor  must  have  taken  it  for  granted  that  if  such 
a  celebrated  author  wrote  a  piece  it  must  be  a  success. 
His  experience  in  the  East  proved  to  him  how  cruelly 
■  was  mistaken.  And  yet  there  are  fe^v  plays  with 
.■:\\  strong  material  in  them.  As  a  piece  of  dra- 
Mtic  construction  The  Two  Men  of  Sandy  Barxi 
about  as  miserable  an  attempt  as  ever  was  put  on  the 
stage;  but  there  only  lies  the  fault,  and,  with  consid- 
erable alteration,  which  it  would  be  worth  Mr.  Rob- 
son's  while  to  undertake  the  expense  of.  we  are  ccr- 
Lain  it  wuuld  be  one  of  the  best  pieces  ever  produced 
on  the  .American  stage.  If  we  t:ikc  the  story,  as  pre- 
sented, and  look  at  it  from  the  point  of  view  a  dra- 
matist should  always  lake,  as  an  entire  stranger  to 
Bret  Harte  and  his  sketches,  there  is  simplv  no  cohe- 
rence in  it  at  all.  'I"he  first  act  opens  at  "Don 
Jost"'s  "  ranclio,  with  the  dismissal  of  " -Sandy  Mor- 
ton." who,  having  saved  "  Doiia  Jovita's  "  life,  js 
rewarded  with  a  position  as  \'aquero.  "  Don  Jose  " 
imagines  that  his  daughter  is  in  love  with  the  \'aqucro, 
and  that  he  means  to  elope  with  her.  We  know,  of 
course,  ih.at  the  lover  she  goes  to  meet  is  "John  Oak- 
hurst,"  who,  at  Sandy  Bar,  had  taken  away 
"Sandy's"  wife;  bui  that  is  only  vaguely  told  us 
with  a  very  prejudicial  effect  on  the  intelligibility  of 
the  storj'.  "Sandy's  "father,  who  has  run  away 
with  his  brother's  wife,  or  something  of  the  kind 
darkly  hinted  at,  appears  with  "  Colonel  Starbottle," 
looking  for  the  lost  son,  and  overhearing  the  arrange- 
ment between  "JohnOakhurst '*  and  "Dona  Jovita," 
in  tlie  dark,  mistakes  "John ''  for  his  son,  and  the 
act  closes  with  the  departure  of  "  Oakhurst,"  on  the 
understanding  that  his  newly-found  father  will  make 
it  all  right  w  ith  the  Don.  Why  old  * '  Morton  "  should 
make  the  mistake  is  not  very  evident  in  the  play, 
and  things  are  considerably  mixed  even  in  that  act. 
The  second  act  shows  us  "Colonel  Starbottle"  at 
Sandy  Bar  in  quest  of  another  injured  relative  of  "Old 
.Monon,"  who,  having  reformed,  wishes  to  make  his 
atonement  complete.  This  injured  cousin  turns  out 
to  be  the  schoolmistress  of  Sandy  Bar,  "  Mary  Mor- 
ris." She  is  invited  to  accept  a  home  under  the  old 
nun's  roof  on  Nob  Hill  in  San  Francisco.  Exactly 
in  what  way  she  has  been  injured  is  not  quite  intelli- 
gible. From  her  own  statement  it  is  impwssible  lo  say 
whether  her  mother  ran  away  with  her  cousin,  or  her 
cousin  ran  away  with  her  mother;  or  they  talked  about 
it,  but  did  not  run  away,  or  ran  away,  but  did  not  talk 
about  iL  At  all  events  she  is  offered  this  reparation, 
and  "Sandy" — between  whom  and  herself  there  is  a 
mutual  love— strongly  advises  her  to  accept  the  offer; 
she  concludes  to  do  so.  especially  when  Mrs.  Sandy 
comes  in  and  begs  her  to  take  care  of  a  child  of  which 
"Sandy  "  is  the  father.  "Sandy"'  admits  the  soft  im- 
peachment, without,  howe^'er,  much  affecting  "  Ma- 
r)-'s"  love  for  him.  .\  Chinaman  in  here  brought  in, 
who  gives  a  clue  to  "  Concho,"  "  Don  Jose's"  spy, 
establishing  "Sandy's"  identity  with  "Diego,"  the 
the  drunken  vaquero,  to  whom  we  are  introduced  in 
the  first  act.  What  use  "  Don  Jose  "  makes  of  this 
clue  we  are  never  told,  but  we  have  no  doubt  the  au- 
thor knows  all  about  iL  The  third  act  is  in  San  Fran- 
cisco, on  Nob  Hill,  from  the  magnificent  veranda  of 
which  we  ha%'e  an  admirably  painted  \iew  of  the  city. 
Here  "Sandy  Morton,'  the  real,  is  found  drunk  on 
a  lounge,  where  he  is  recognized  by  "JohnOakhurst,  " 
who  has  for  a  year  been  personating  him  with  the 
father.  The  occasion  is  the  wedding-day  of  "John 
Oakhurst,'' as  son  of  "Old  Morton,"  and  "Dona 
Jo\ita_"  The  impostor  is  struck  with  remorse,  and 
puts  a  stop  to  all  excitement  by  declaring  his  intention 
of  confessing.  We  have  but  a  faint  impression  of 
what  is  done  in  the  rest  of  the  act ;  but  somehow  or 
other  everytbing  is  arranged.  "  Don  Jose"  calls  for 
his  carriage  for  his  daughter  and  her  husband,  the  re- 
formed gambler;  "Sandy"  is  forgiven  and  marries 
"Mary  Morris;"'  and  the  audience  goes  home  won- 
dering what  it  has  all  been  about — knowing  only  that 
some  strong  character  drawing  has  been  disjointedly 
set  in  picturesque  setting,  and  dissatisfied  that  more 
has  not  been  made  of  it.  We  have  given  the  plot 
somewhat  confusedly,  but  it  is  clearly  and  coherently 
staled  compared  wiih  its  development  in  the  play. 
Every  situation  in  the  piece  presupposes  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  story  which  the  audience  does  not  po";- 
scss.  The  relations  between  "  Sandy  Morton  "  and 
"John  Oakhurst,"'  as  partners,  and  the  quarrel  which 
parted  them— essential,  in  a  dramatic  sense — are  so 
indefinitely  stated  as  to  lose  all  effect,  and  make  their 
meeting  at  the  end  quite  uninteiesting.  Why  ".-Mcx- 
ander  Mort»n,  Sr.,""  should  recognize  his  son  in  the 
dirk,  and  without  further  inquiry  or'examination  ac- 
cept him,  is  unintelligible.  Why  "Sandy  Morton,'" 
always  known  by  that  name  at  Sandy  Bar.  should 
have  been  overlooked,  in  favor  of  a  man  of  an  en- 
tirely different  name,  is  a  mystery  not  cxpLiincd  in  the 
play.  It  Is  very  unlikely  that  "  Mar)*  .Morris '"  would 
not  ha\e  some  suspicion  from  the  similarity  in  the 
names.  Where  "Sandy  .Morton"  has  been  before 
the  first  act,  or  what  has  taken  place  between  the  first 
and  second  ads,  it  is  impossible  for  the  audience  to 
telL  At  the  end  nobody  seems  much  astonished  to 
find  the  real  "  Sandy  Morton  "  in  the  vaquero,  "  Di- 
ego," and  the  drunkard  of  Sandy  Bar.     Nor  is  it  to 


be  wondered  at.  It  is  only  a  wonder  that  the  actors 
can  form  any  intelligent  conception  of  the  piece  at  all. 
Even  allowing  for  the  unsatisfactory  arrangement  of 
the  play,  it  is  not  well  actetl  in  most  cases  at  the 
California.  Mr.  Robson  has  a  perfect  knowledge  of 
his  unfitness  for  the  p;irt  of  "  .Sandy  .Morton  "  as  the 
author  intended  him  to  be.  But  if  he  does  not  give 
us  a  real  and  natural  ch.aracter,  he  pUiys  it  with  con- 
siderable effect.  Knowing  that  the  peculiarity  of  his 
enunciation  is  apt  to  give  a  ludicrous  point  to  almost 
anything  he  says,  he  has  been  at  great  pains  to  sup- 
press it.  and  the  effort  reduces  to  absolute  quietness 
the  whole  impersonation.  But  his  "  Sandy  Morion" 
has  strong  elements  of  attraction  in  it,  we  might 
almost  say  of  future  success,  in  the  pathos  and  eam- 
nestness  with  which  he  endows  it.  It  is  not  by  any 
means  the  worst  performance  in  the  piece,  and  we 
doubt  if  Mr.  Robson  would  not  do  well  to  cultivate  a 
vein  which  he  has,  as  it  were,  struck  by  accident.  His 
scene  with  "  .Marv-  .Morris  *'  is  the  most  quietly  effect- 
ive we  have  seen  for  a  long  lime,  and  Bret  Harie's  play 
will  not  suffer  if  he  studies  that  conception  of  "  Sandy 
Morton  '  to  its  fullness,  and  gives  us  just  a  little 
rougher  appearance  and  a  little  more  pronounced 
drunkenness.  If  Mr.  Robson  were  starring  in  this 
part,  it  would  be  open  to  se%-ere  censure.  As  it  is,  we 
are  gUd  he  has  given  us  an  opportunity  of  judging 
Bret  Harie's  play,  and  we  are  satisfied  to  make  every 
allowance  for  him.  "  Sandy  Morton  "  may  be,  with 
study,  and  in  a  new  arrangement  of  the  piece,  one  of 
Mr.  Robson's  best  parLs  yei.  It  and  "  .Mary  Mor- 
ris "  are  the  only  two  tliai  linger  with  us.  Miss  Pres- 
colt  calls  for  some  praise  for  her  playing  of  the  lat- 
ter. She  has  a  good  deal  to  learn  yei ;  but  in  her 
"  Mary  Morris ''  she  has  a  part  which  suits  her,  and 
she  does  fair  justice  to  the  stronger  scenes.  She  has 
a  marked  tendency  to  over-acting,  which  she  will  do 
well  to  guard  against.  Mr.  Bock  makes  up  well,  and 
plays  ■ '  Don  Jos6  "  admirably.  It  is  a  pity  he  has  not 
more  to  do.  Mr.  Barton  Hill,  as  "John  Oakhurst,' 
does  nothing  to  impart  character  to  the  gambler.  He 
is  like  nobody  but — Mr.  Barton  Hill,  We  hesitate  to 
beheve  him  when  he  tells  "  Dona  Jonu"  what  kind 
of  a  man  he  is.  Miss  De  Forrest,  in  dress,  is  a  very 
natural  "  Dona  Jovita,"  but  she  has  not  a  ver>'  clear 
idea  of  the  characteristics  of  the  hot-blooded  Spanish 
girL  Her  address  of  welcome  to  "Old  Morton'and 
"Starbottle"  is  sheer  burlesque;  and,  indeed,  she 
shows  no  genuine  appreciation  of  her  part  in  any  of 
its  details.  Miss  Long  plays  the  servant  very  prettily, 
and  looks  it  exactly.  Mrs.  Saunders  is  scarcely  like 
a  woman  who  could  have  been  "  Sandy's  "  wife  ;  and, 
though  the  exigencies  of  a  miner's  hfe  and  the  eccen- 
tricities of  a  miner's  taste  are  things  not  to  be  judged 
by  ordinary  standards,  the  probabilities  need  not  be 
accepted  in  extremis  on  the  stage.  She  did  her  little 
part  well.  Mr.  Crane  stands  out  by  himself  in  this 
piece,  not  altogether  favorably.  "Colonel  Starbot- 
tle" can  be  made  to  suit  Crane,  but  it  suffers  some- 
what by  the  enforcement  He  is  a  character,  and,  as 
such,  grateful  to  the  actor ;  but  he  loses  by  being 
made  into  farce,  and  played  wiih  the  special  attributes 
of  Mr.  Crane.  It  is  a  funny  performance,  but  that  is 
alL  It  is  not  a  clever  or  talented  impersonation,  and 
we  doubt  if  Mr.  Crane  is  capable  of  raising  it  above 
the  level  he  plays  it  on.  The  Spanish  language  was 
murdered  generally.  Last  night  The  Comedy  of  Er- 
rors was  given  for  the  special  benefit  of  the  two  com- 
edians. On  Monday  night  Mr.  Frank  Mayo  appears 
in  the  time-worn  idyl  of  Davy  Crockett.  It  is  said 
he  has  Billiards  with  him.  We  hope  he  will  not  dose 
us  with  his  old  repertory. 


The  Bush  Street  Theatre  has  fallen  on  good  times. 
The  boom  in  slocks  draws  all  sons  of  people  to  the 
theatre,  and  the  audiences  at  GirofU'GiroJla  during 
the  week  have  established  the  fact  that  opera  bouffe  is 
the  taste  of  ihe  public.  The  bills  announced  the  pro- 
duction of  the  opera  on  a  scale  imprecedented,  and 
the  managers  have  kept  faith  very  fairly.  New 
scenery  (certainly  superior  to  any  this  little  theatre 
has  ever  seen)  and  gorgeous  dresses  have  imparted  a 
tone  to  the  performance  worthy  of  the  good  audi- 
ences. But  the  ver>'  circumstances  which  give  us  the 
benefit  of  the  new  dresses  and  general  brilliancy  of 
display  act  as  a  drawback  to  our  enjoyment  of  the 
music.  The  people  areas  ne^v as  the  dresses,  though 
the>'  are  all  skilled  in  music,  and  seem  to  have  a  fair 
idea  of  what  the  necessities  of  the  piece  are.  Mrs. 
Oates  is  drilling  her  company  in  the  repenor>'  which 
is  to  astonish  the  continent,  and  she  has  selected 
San  Francisco  for  her  rehearsals.  It  is  obvious  in 
the  little  hitches  that  occur  in  the  business,  and 
occasionally  In  the  music,  as,  for  instance,  in  "Stolen 
Kisses,"  where  the  male  voices  hmp  behind  ihe  tenor 
in  the  chorus.  Making  allowances  for  these  little 
things,  which  we  have  no  right  to  do.  the  perform- 
ance of  Girojie-Cirofliz  is  a  very  good  one.  At  all 
events,  pains  have  been  taken  to  fit  it  up  thoroughly, 
and  whatever  defects  it  shows  do  not  arise  from  care- 
lessness, but  from  want  of  familiarity  on  the  part  of  the 
company  with  the  play,  the  music,  and  one  another. 
It  is  a  wonderfully  popular  opera,  and  deservedly  so, 
for  in  the  whole  round  of  such  productions  it  has  no 
equal  in  gleeful,  pretty,  effective,  and  enjoyable 
music.  We  have  heard  the  solos  sung  better,  and 
tlie  male  voices  in  chorus  have  been  more  effective  in 
other  companies  ;  but  we  judge  that,  altogether,  Mrs. 
Oates  has  a  company  likely  to  make  an  impression 
everywhere.  The  second  tenor,  who  made  .his  first 
appearance  in  "  Pedro,**  has  been  the  most  favorably 
received  of  all.     His  voice  is  reedy  and  wants  volimie. 


but  he  sings  very  effectively,  and  for  his  pretty  ballad 
in  the  first  act  he  has  received  an  encore  every  night 
He,  like  some  of  the  others,  is  new  to  the  stage,  we 
judge,  but  he  only  wants  experience.  Mr.  Connell 
plays  "  Mourzouk"  with  an  appalling  realism.  Mr. 
Beverly  appears  to  better  advantage  as  "  Maras- 
quin,"  and,  but  for  raising  some  of  his  finest  airs  with 
a  vile  falsetto,  he  would  be  quite  successful.  Miss 
Stevens  h.os  gained  confidence  rapidly,  and  begins  to 
act  It  is  all  she  has  to  do  as  "  Paquita.''  Mr. 
Taylor  is  amusing  as  the  old  father — we  might  even 
say  verv-  funny.  Mrs.  Oates  h-os  not  yet  recovered 
her  voice,  and  though  she  gets  a  recall  In  the  "  Brin- 
disi,"  the  compliment  is  due  more  to  the  merits  of 
the  composition  than  to  her  somewhat  spasmodic 
rendering  of  it.  If  she  docs  nol  get  over  that  cold 
people  will  be  inclined  to  say  she  has  lost  her  voice. 
It  makes  a  great  difference  in  Girofie-Girofla  when 
ihe/r/«rf  donna  can  not  do  her  part.  On  Monday 
evening  La  Perichole v>\\\  be  given  on  the  same  scale. 
With  the  new  operas  yet  to  come,  the  Oates  engage- 
ment bids  fair  to  be  the  success  of  the  season. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  have  had  their  .share, 
and  a  very  handsome  one,  of  public  patronage,  and 
Struck  Oil  seems  to  be  more  popular  than  it  was  be- 
fore. It  is  astonishing  what  a  difference  it  makes  to 
the  "  go  "  of  a  piece  to  have  a  good  galler)',  and  the 
balconvof  Baldwin's  has  stirred  up  the  actors  to  new- 
life.  Struck  Oil  is  likely  to  be  withdrawn  on  Simday 
night,  and  The  Emerald  Ring  put  on  on  Monday. 
The  play  is  John  Brougham's,  and  is  one  of  Barney 
Williams'  greatest  successes.  Freaks  of  Fortune  pro- 
duced so  unfavorable  an  impression  from  its  failure 
before  that  it  has  been  withdrawn,  and  Mr,  William- 
son will  bring  it  out  in  its  reconstructed  form  before 
a  new  audience,  who  will  be  able  to  pass  an  impartial 
judgment  upon  it 


The  Loring  Club  gave  a  public  rehearsal  at  Piatt's 
Hall  on  Monday  evening,  before  a  large  audience. 
The  performance  showed  a  marked  and  rapid  ad- 
vance on  the  part  of  the  members.  The  programme 
comprised,  among  other  pieces,  "Hie  thee.  Shallop" 
(Kucken),  "  Sailor's  Song "  (Hatton),  and  "  The 
Wanderer's  Retimi  "  (Mendelssohn).  The  success  of 
the  evening  was  the  Schubert-Liszt  chorus,  "The 
.A.lmighty." 


There  is  a  delightful  haze  about  Manager  Ken- 
nedy. He  sits  wTapped  in  mystery  at  his  httle  office 
at  the  Standard  Theatre,  and  bums  the  midnight 
oil  over  correspondence  with  his  agents  in  the  East 
Exactly  how  many  people  are  employed  in  his  ser- 
vice, picking  up  attractions  for  him,  has  not  been 
clearly  stated,  but  it  has  been  customary  to  announce, 
whenever  anybody  who  has  been  a  deadhead  at  any 
of  the  theatres  here,  goes  to  New  York,  Chicago,  or 
anj^vhere  else,  that  he  goes  "  to  secure  attractions  for 
the  Standard."  It  would  seem  that  they  are  so 
scarce  that  it  requires  a  lot  of  people  to  pick  up  any. 
Mr.  Kennedy  proposes  to  open  next  month,  he  says. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow  1 


Letter-writing  is  not  a  lost  art.     Read  this  : 

"San  Francisco.  May  6,  1878.. 
,  "Dear  Clay:  Rankin  (McKee)  is  putting  oni 
heaps  of  airs.  I  saw  him  for  a  moment  in  the  the- 
atre the  other  day.  and  my  salutation  was  ;  'Ah! 
How  do?  How  do?'  Oh.  heavens.  Clay,  I  thought 
I  should  scream  right  out  They  say  that  he  has- 
made  $30,000  this  season,  but  I  bet  he  can't  show 
$5,000,  the  old  blow-hard  !  I  hale  people  with  the  big" 
head.  Just  as  if  a  little  money  should  make  one  lose 
one's  head.  I  am  sorry  Alice  (Mrs.  Green}  Is  not 
well.  Give  her  my  love,  and  tell  her  to  '  brace  up.' 
Great  news  ;  '  still,  my  heart,  sit  still ! '  I  am  getting 
fat — 111  pounds.  Hurrah!  I've  never  weighed  so 
much  in  my  life.  Sincerely  yours, 

"'Kate  M.ayhew." 

Replying  to  ihls.  Mr.  Clay  Green  addresses  her  as 
"  Dear  Fatly.''  In  a  letter  of  March  5,  1878.  Miss 
Mayhew,  in  speaking  of  Mr.  Thompson,  Mr.  Green's 
partner,  writes  : 

"  Thompson  must  have  been  like  a  wet  hen,  flying 
around  and  worrying  himself,  and  you,  too,  without 
any  necessity.  Sly  hands  are  tied  now,  and  have 
been,  but  my  day  will  come,  you  bet ;  I  am  deter- 
mined it  shall  come.  Of  course  I  will  be  all  right 
then.  I  will  show  a  certain  gentleman  (John  E.  Mc- 
Donough)  whai  '  my  \ague  and  elastic "  is  like  now, 
you  bet  your  boots.  ' 

A  charming  blackgtiard,  ihis  Mayhew  girL 

The  statement  of  the  benefit  of  the  Fifth  Avenue 
Theatre,  New  York,  for  the  yellow  fever  sufferers, 
shows  $1,524  taken  in  and  $1,325.60  paid  over  to  the 
Mayor.  Added  to  that  is  an  amount  of  $104  subscrib- 
ed, making  in  all  $1,428.60.  The  California  Theatre 
benefit  here  showed  $2,644  taken  in  and  remitted,  all 
services  having  been  given  free. 

The  piece  to  follow  the  Williamson's  engagement 
at  the  Baldwin  will  be  a  translation  of  La  Femme  du 
Peuple.  now  being  played  very  "Successfully  in  Eng- 
land and  the  East  Miss  Rose  Wood  will  have  the 
leading  part,  and  it  should  be  a  great  chance  for  her. 
Already  the  chorus  is  being  gathered  together  for  the 
comimg  opera  season  in  January,  and  preparatioiLS 
are  being  made  for  the  performances  on  a  scale  be- 
yond any  previous  attempts  in  California.  There 
should  be  now  in  San  Francisco  a  very  fine  chorus 
procurable,  and  the  want  of  it  has  heretofore  been 
the  main  drawback. 

Miss  Eilly  Coghlan.  a  sister  of  Rose  and  Charles 
Coghlan,  will  make  her  first  appearance  in  a  grand 
spectacular  performance  of  Henry  VI I L ,  at  Booth's 
Theatre. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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CANDY- PULLING. 

In  the  Eastern  States  there  is  a  revi^-al  (perhaps  it 
is  a  survival — n  import:)  of  the  old-fashioned  social 
amusement  of  candy-pulling.  We  beheve  it  has  never 
been  transplanted  to  the  Pacific  Coast,  or  if  so  has 
never  taken  root  and  flourished.  In  the  hope  of  en- 
coxnaging  this  kind  of  domestic  sacchari culture  we 
reproduce  from  an  Eastern  journal  the  following  re- 
marks and  instructions  thereanent : 

As  a  specimen  of  domestic  industry,  candy-pulling 
is  at  once  fashionable,  delicious,  and  frolicsome. 
There  is  nothing  about  the  operation  uncommon  to 
the  well-equipped  manufactorj* ;  but  the  associations 
of  a  pulling  party  divest  the  manipulation  of  the  stock 
entirely  of  the  business  eleraenL  Unfortunate  is  he 
or  she  who,  amid  the  charming  romances  of  the  pe- 
riod of  early  youth,  has  not  reveled  in  the  patient  de- 
lights of  making  molasses  candy.  Young  loves  grew 
apace  as  well-buitered  fingers  rolled,  and  picked,  and 
kneaded  ihe  warm  and  savory  mass  of  molasses.  The 
shelling  of  peanuts  and  the  cracking  of  walnuts,  in- 
nocent operations  as  they  were,  furnished  fuel  for 
childhood  jealous>*,  and  sowed  the  seeds  of  many  a 
schoolday  envy. 

The  candy-pull  of  to-day  is  more  beuitching  still. 
It  is  a  social  pastime  for  those  who  have  thrown  aside 
their  marbles  and  dolls,  and  yet  preserved  their  co- 
quetry, their  love  of  conquest,  and  their  smartings  of 
unappreciated  advances,  while  encouraging  a  deeper 
and  more  pronounced  sentiment.  It  affords  ample 
opportunity  for  creating  striking  effects  with  costumes; 
it  relieves  participants  of  much  of  the  embarrassment 
of  appearing  in  strange  parlors  ;  it  is  more  generous 
and  home-like  for  all  than  the  usual  gatherings  of 
fashion.  But,  with  all  these  peculiarities,  it  does  not 
call  for  the  sacrifice  of  the  first  element  of  sovereignty 
of  young  womanhood,  nor  Umit  the  exercise  of  the 
witcheries  of  the  se.x. 

Ladies  are  requested  invariably  to  appear  in  an 
attire  of  calico.  The  party  giving  the  entertainment 
procures  a  quantity  of  candy  stock,  and  the  necessary 
posts  and  hooks,  and  secures  the  attendance  of  an 
expert  puller.  The  dining-room,  relieved  of  much  of 
its  furniture,  or,  better  still,  the  kitchen,  where  there 
is  no  danger  of  injury  to  carpets,  is  chosen  for  the 
work.  The  candy  is  stretched  into  a  long  roll,  then 
made  into  a  loop,  which  is  thrown  over  the  hook, 
and  then  the  puller  gently  hauls  away,  until  the 
strand  grows  long  and  thin,  when  it  is  taken  off  the 
hook,  doubled  up  again,  thrown  on  the  hook,  and 
again  pulled  out.  By  the  time  the  e.xpert  puller  has 
brought  the  mass  into  a  pliable  condition,  it  is  cut  up 
and  divided  among  the  party,  who  set  about  pulling 
it,  iising  hooks  wherever  found,  legs  of  tables,  backs 
of  chairs,  or  other  fixed  objects.  When  batch  after 
batch  has  been  pulled  sufficiently,  the  candy  is  cut 
into  small  pieces  and  laid  away  to  cool  for  eating. 
Refreshments  follow,  and  then  dancing. 

The  interest  may  be  greatly  heightened  by  combin- 
ing the  features  of  an  apron  and  necktie  party.  A 
quant. ty  of  aprons  and  neckties,  made  of  calico  of  va- 
rious colors,  but  with  little  regard  for  durability,  are 
distributed  among  the  guests.  The  gentlemen  adjust 
their  neckties,  and  each  seeks  for  a  partner  the  lady 
whose  apron  corresponds  in  color  or  piattem  with  his 
tie.  All  sorts  of  rewards  and  penalties  are  estab- 
lished for  the  candy-pulling  exercise,  and  the  incon- 
gruities of  the  dancing  couples  are  themes  for  long 
remembrance. 


At  Your  Gate. 


Ah  me,  for  a  word  that  could  move  you 
Like  a  whisper  of  magical  art ! 

I  love  you !  I  love  you !  I  Io\e  you  ' 
There  is  no  other  word  in  my  heart. 

Will  your  eyes  that  were  losing  still  love  me  ? 
Will  your  heart,  once  so  tender,  forgive? 

Ah  !  darling,  stoop  do^^■n  from  above  me 
And  tell  me  to  live. 


At  the  Jardin  des  Plantes.  Paris,  a  young  sculptor, 
who  was  studjing  animals,  made  the  acquaintance  of 
a  pretty  and  piquant  nurse-girl,  who,  however,  threw 
him  overboard  and  took  up  with  a  soldier.  The  deso- 
late young  artist  thereupon  took  took  to  writing  upon 
all  the  walls  the  heart-crj':  "I  love  Adele,"  hoping 
that  it  would  meet  her  eye  and  touch  her  heart. 
The  willful  girl,  determined  to  escape  this  perpetual 
reproach  to  her  perfidy,  at  last  made  her  habitual  re- 
sort the  iron  bench  in  front  of  the  rhinoceros.  The 
seat  could  not  be  written  on  and  there  was  no  wall. 
Here  she  and  her  soldier  would  sit  by  the  hour, 
watched  from  afar  by  the  jealous  and  distracted 
lover.  At  last  they  came  at  the  usual  hour,  and  the 
faithless  girl  glanced  at  the  huge  and  ferocious  ani- 
mal On  its  horn  was  carved  a  heart,  beneath  which 
were  the  words,  "I  still  love  Adele  and  am  waiting 
at  the  duck-prand."  How  could  a  woman's  heart  re- 
sist this?  Tears  came  to  her  eyes;  in  a  moment  the 
soldier's  arm  was  encircling  the  ambient  atmosphere, 
and  the  nurse-maid  said  to  her  youthful  charges: 
"  Come,  my  dears,  let  us  go  and  see  the  pretty 
ducks.  ■' 

The  • '  Ufe  "  of  the  Sisters  Bronte  ought  to  be  written 
in  tears  ;  and  perhaps  it  is  in  accordance  with  the  fit- 
ness of  things  that  one  of  them  should  find  a  resting- 
place  in  a  dismal  plot  of  ground,  by  no  means  sug- 
gestive of  God's  Acre,  overhanging  the  German 
Ocean,  near  Bradford.  England.  Still  one  hardly 
likes  to  discover,  close  by  the  dusty  roadside,  a  ne- 
glected grave,  marked  by  a  worn  and  sinking  stone, 
with  an  almost  obhterated  epitaph  :  "Here  lie  the 
remains  of  .Anne  Bronte,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  P. 
Bronte.  Incumbent  of  Haworth,  Yorkshire.  She 
died,  aged  28.  May  28,  1849."  And  this  brief  and 
melanchoUy  record  is  all  that  tells  of  the  tomb  of 
"Acton  Bell." 


A  Bergen  County  man  pleasantly  sat  down  at  break- 
fast, and  his  loving  wife  said  :  "  Darling,  does  your 
head  ache?  '  He  replied  with  sufficient  dignity;  "  Xo; 
why  should  you  ask?"  And  she  said  back  :  "Well, 
dear,  you  came  home  at  three  o'clock  this  morning  ; 
and,  as  you  couldn't  hang  your  hat  on  the  rack,  you 
put  the  rack  do\vn  on  the  floor,  and  said  you'd  hang 
every  hat  in  the  house  on  it,  and  I  thought  your  head 
might  ache." 

Bleeding  at  the  nose  can  be  stopped  by  telling  a 
man  his  parents  were  bom  in  the  poorhouse.  His 
nose  will  stop,  and  yours  will  begin. 

It  is  prettv  hard  work  for  a  hard  money  bare-back 
rider  to  get  up  on  a  greenback  horse  and  ride  his  act, 
but  he'll  do  it.  for  office. 


How  we  ciWlize  Indians  ;  Send  them  some  mission- 
aries, rob  them,  starve  tbem,  Jdll  them  for  getting  mad 
about  it. 


BUY  A  HOME. 

We  agree  with  the  Alia,  that  George  Barstow  gave 
the  people  good  advice  in  his  speech  at  Metropolitan 
Temple  on  Wednesday  evening.  He  said;  "One 
man  should  no  more  be  content  to  live  in  another 
man's  house — if  he  can  build  one  of  his  own — than 
one  bird  should  take  the  risk  of  hatching  in  another 
bird's  nest  ;  and.  for  ray  own  part,  I  would  rather  be 
able  t^  own  a  cottage  than  to  hire  a  palace.  I  would 
say  to  ever\-  man,  buy  a  home,  if  you  can.  and  own 
it.  If  a  windfall  has  come  to  you,  buy  a  home  with  it 
If  you  have  laid  up  money  enough  by  toil,  buy  a  home. 
If  you  have  made  money  in  stocks,  buy  a  home.  Do 
not  let  anybody  tempt  you  to  put  all  your  winnings 
back  into  the  pool.  Take  out  enough  to  buy  a  home, 
and  buy  it.  Put  the  rest  back,  if  you  will.  Gamble 
on  it,  if  you  must ;  but  buy  the  home  first.  Buy  it. 
and  sell  it  not.  Then  the  roses  that  bloom  there  are 
yours  ;  the  clematis  and  jasmine  that  climb  upon  the 
jwrch  belong  to  you.  You  have  planted  them  and 
seen  them  grow.  When  you  are  at  work  upon  them, 
you  are  working  for  yourselves,  not  for  others.  If 
there  be  children  there,  then  there  are  flowers  within 
the  house  and  without.     Buy  a  home.'' 


^^'e  have  heard  some  whisperings  that  lead  us  to 
guess  that  Governor  Stanford  has  purchased  from 
Henr>'  Casebolt  his  railroad  track  and  franchise  on 
California  Street  west  of  Fillmore.  If  this  is  true, 
then  the  California  Street  Railroad  will  be  extended 
to  the  ocean,  and  if  it  not  true  Mr.  Casebolt  will  deny 
it  in  a  card  in  the  Aldi.  We  hope  it  is  true,  because 
the  California  Street  Railroad  is.  in  our  opinion,  the 
best  constructed  and  best  managed  of  all  our  city 
roads  and  the  Sutter  Sueet.  with  its  sprawling  exten- 
sions, the  worst  built  and  worst  managed.  It  seems 
so  nice  to  ride  in  clean  cars,  propelled  by  reliable  and 
staunch  machinery,  directed  by  gentlemen,  that  we 
wonder  that  all  our  avenue  roads  do  not  copy  the  Cal- 
ifornia Street  in  point  of  cleanliness,  order,  and  gen- 
tlemanly conductors  and  drivers.  The  California 
Street  road  secures  enough  pleasure-riding  by  tourists 
and  moonlight  riding  by  lovers  to  pay  for  all  it  ex- 
pends in  the  direction  of  superior  comforts  or  supe- 
rior attentions  to  its  passengers. 


Sp.\rkling  WiNE.^ust  at  this  moment  there  is 
a  great  scarcity  of  the  imported  brands  of  this  wine  in 
our  market — the  supply  being  limited  and  the  prices 
higher  than  ever,  a  state  of  affairs  ver\-  severely  felt  at 
ali  fashionable  and  social  gatherings.  It  seems  that 
without  its  sparkling  presence  no  party  can  be  Uvely, 
perfect,  or  enjoyable — the  men  are  less  witty  and  the 
ladies  less  amiable.  Fortunately,  to  connoisseurs,  this 
dearth  in  foreign  brands  has  but  little  influence,  for 
they  recognize  in  Landsberger  &  Co.'s  champagnes 
qualities  of  the  greatest  excellence  combined  with  the 
most  moderate  prices.  There  are  no  more  elegant  or 
purer  champagnes  made  than  the  famous  Extra  Dry 
Eclipse,  the  Grand  Prize,  Prii-aie  Cuvee,  and  the 
Sparkling  Muscatel,  and  their  cost  is  one-half  that  of 
the  impKjrted  wines.  Just  tiy  them  once  and  you  will 
never  regret  it. 


The  purest  and  most  delicate  of  all  possible  per- 
fumes is  the  Yosemite  Cologne,  made  by  Slaven.  It 
seems  to  combine  in  some  magic  manner  the  balmy 
breath  of  one's  sweetheart  with  a  dash  of  the  moon- 
light in  which  one  made  her  an  offer  of  marriage  and 
the  music  of  the  tones  in  which  she  was  graciously 
pleased  so  respectfully  decline  This  may  be  fancj', 
but  the  Yosemite  Cologne  is  a  charming  fact. 


Call  and  see  the  fine  display  of  new  style  plain  and 
colored  photographs,  at  Dames  &  Hayes'  Gallery,  715 
Market  Street. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co..  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  Xew  York. 

For  silverware,  go  to  Anderson  &  Randolph's, 
Qock  Tower  Building,  comer  Montgomery  and  Sut- 
ter Streets. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  I^adies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street  She  will  be  happy  to 
see  her  former  patrons.     New  Style  Lace  Patterns. 


L.\DiES— Numerous  Good  Girls  apply  daily 
for  positions  at  my  office.  Yoiu-  orders  are  filled  by 
my  lady  clerk,  a  competent  housekeeper,  who  knows 
how  to  select  your  help.  Zeehandelaar  &  Co.,  627 
Sacramento  Street,  above  Montgomery. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "Worth ''  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


OPENING  DAY 

NEW  BOOK  &  STATIONERY 

STORE. 

New  Store, 

New  Books, 

Nfew  Stationery. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

(SUCCESSORS  TO  C  EEACH,) 
Respectfully  announce  that  chey  wiii  open  ihcir  Xew  Store, 

NO.  3  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

This  day,  SATURDAY,  SEPT.  28,  1878.    AU  are  invited 
to  call. 


WEDDING  AND  OTHER  PRESENTS  OF 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVERWARE 

BRONZES,  CLOCKS,  AND  FANCY  GOODS 

The  largest  slock  of  arlislic  novellies  in  llic  cily,  at  micc/i  lower 
prices  than  similar  goods  have  ever  before  been  offered. 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH, 

Clock  Tower  Biiildifig,  corner  Montgomery  and  Sutter  Sts. 


We  beg  to  inform  otir  friends  and  all  connoissciiTS  that  ii<e  have 
received  a  shiptnent  of  the  celebrated 

POMMERY  &   GRENO 

CHAMPAGNE, 

The  favorite  of  all  gourmets  in  Europe  and  the  Eastern  States.     \\  e  guarantee  the  qual- 
ity of  this  Wine  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  most  fastidious. 
L.    LEBENBAUM    &.   CO.,   529  and  531  Keamy  St.  and  1303  Polk  St 


UALDWIirS  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  Lyster .A.CTING  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chifman Treasurer. 

This  (Saturday)  -A/temoon  and  Saturday  and  Suoday  Even- 
ings, last  performances  of 

STRUCK  OIL, 
THE  CHINESE  QUESTION. 

Monday,  Sept.  30,  third  week  of  the  engagement  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  J.  C.  WILLIAMSON 

(MISS  MAGGIE  MOORE), 
First  production  in  California  of  the  romantic  Irish  Drama, 

THE  EMERALD  RING. 

Mike  Macarty Mr.  J.  C.  Williamson. 

Maggie  Macarp' Mrs.  J.  C.  Williamson. 

Iq  which  she^vill  sing  "  Fifts*  Yeais,A.go,"  "Larrj-  Malone," 
and  "'ITie  land  of  St.  Patrick." 

To  conclude  with  the  Farce, 

THE  FOOL  OF  THE  FAMILY. 


nUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


Sa.turda3'  and  Sunday   Evenings   and    Saturday   Matinee, 

OATES  ENGLISH  OPERA  CO. 

Supftorting  the  recosnized  Queen  ot  English  Comic  Opera, 

ALICE   OATES. 


Production  upon  an  elaborate  scale,  after  thorough  prepara- 
tion, the  popularOpera  Bouffe,  in  3  acts,  by  Lecoq, 

GIROFLE-GIROFLA. 

In  active  rehearsal,  Offenbach's  rei-ised 

LA  PERICHOLE. 


Reserved  seats  may  be  secured  at  the  box  office  every 
day.     Prices  as  usual. 

Matinee  Prices — Adnussion,  50  cents;  Reserved  Seats, 
75  cents.     Children,  half  price. 


c 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawujr M.\nagers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


This  (Saturday)  Evening,  September  28,  last  night  of 

STUABT  ROBSON  &  WM.  H,  CRANE. 


.\N  IMMENSE  BILL. 

JENNY   LIND,   COMEDY   OF   ERRORS, 
AND  THE   SPITFIRE. 


Manday   Evening,  September   30,  bri'.:f  engagement  of  the 
favorite  California  Actor,  MK. 


KM«?0 


\IW  M»i 


ARE  YOU 
NSURED? 


The  travelers 

LIFE  AND  ACCIDENT 

INSURANCE    CO. 

OF  HARTFORD,  CONN., 

GRANTS 

Life  mid  Endozonient  PolicieSy 

LOW  RATES,  .ALL  CASH. 

ALSO, 

GENERAL  ACCIDENT  POLICIES 


Solid  Cash  Assets $4,460,000 

Surplus  to  Policy  Holders 1,225,000 


^a?"  Parties  contemplating  Life  Insurance 
are  invited  to  call  before  insuring  elsewhere. 


ALEX.  M.  DEAN,  Gen  I  Ag't, 

NO.  403  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  S.  F. 


WTio  UTil  appear  in  his  original  creation  of 


D«YC 


ROCKET-l 

ROCKET 

ROCKET 


JOE  POHEIM 

The  Tailor, 

202  Montgomerj'  St.  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latent 
style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

SS"  ITie  leading  question  is. 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

JOE  POHEIM, 

■03  Montgomery-  .St,  and    103 
Third  St. 

aniples  and  Rules  for  Self- 
.^i  easurcmcnt  sent  free  to  any 
aHdre<>s.     Kit  guaranteed. 


New  scenery  by  Vocgtlin,  and  a  powerful  cast  of  characters,  j 
SeaLs  at  box  office. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRA  TOR, 
WILLI.\M  DOOLAN, 


Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS  fsi  BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FKANCISOO 

&  OAKI   IP."^ 
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PORTIA'S  SPEECH  ON  MERCY. 

The  quality  of  mercy  ii  not  stmincd, 

Y»u  old  bald-hcatlcd  goose-batcher; 

It  droppclh  i>  ihc  gentle  rain  Irom  hea«-en 

Upon  Ihc  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  bles^'d— 

It  bleMcth  nim  that  give*  an  J  him  that  lakes, 

But  thai  U  not  Nayiric  >-ou  will  ever 

Be  blesl  by  ii,  you  miserable  sneak  thief! 

Tis  miuhicit  in  the  mighlicit;  it  becomes 

The  throned  monarch  I'ciler  than  his  crown. 

Or  better  than  any  tuit  of  clothes  he  can  wear, 

I  don't  care  if  he  has  the  ^jarmcnts  made 

To  order  and  paj-s  St5  ""  «--ash  for  ihera- 

Hm  sceplre  ■•how's  the  fufce  of  temporal  powsr, 

The  aiiribuie  to  a\»c  and  majesty 

Wherein  d-xh  sit  the  dread  aiid  fear  of  kings. 

But  mercy  U  abow  this  sceptred  sway. 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings, 

jVi  I  could  prove  tu  >-ou  in  a  holy  secoml 

Were  you  not  drurkcr  than  a  bilcd  owl. 

'ITierekTc,  my  an.:icni.  wall-eyed  fr-eiid. 

'liioutjh  juiiice  be  ihv  plea,  cufi'.ider^  this : 

That  in  the  course  of  iustice  none  of  us 

Should  see  \aU-ation ;  out  as  to  that, 

I'll  bet  ycu  lis-e  dollars  against  a  roticn  apple 

That  >-ou'll  ne^'er  get  close  enough  to 

Salvation  to  see  ii  with  a 

Forty-hot*c  power  iclesoope.— t>lVCVi> />*r»-«--fr. 


^J^jSfsT-'^'*'/ 


Herman  Schusirr.  a  respectable  German  of  St. 
l>3uis,  woke  the  other  nioming  to  find  himself  dead. 
He  saw  a  slatement  in  the  morninK  iMjicrs  to  the 
effect  thai  he  was  defunct,  and  all  that  was  mortal  of 
him  reposed  in  the  MorKue,  lie  immediately,  upon 
receipt  of  ihi.";  infonnation.  repaint!  to  that  somber 
institution,  and  there,  sure  enough,  Liy  his  body  on  a 
nurble  slab  wiih  the  water  trickling  over  it.  Kver^- 
feature  »^vs  life-like  and  natural— the  nose,  the  hair, 
mustache,  facial  scars,  clothing,  .ill  the  exact  countcr- 
piru  of  his  own.  He  was  alx>ut  to  acccpi  the  irre- 
vocable decrr*.'  of  faie  and  retire,  when  a  faint  hope 
occurred  to  him.  He  had  not  seen  the  eyes.  "  \'ot 
is  dc  yolor  of  dos«  eves  ?"  excitedly  demanded  hr  of 
the  atleniLinL  'Hie  lids  were  raised.  "  Mine  Gott !  " 
shouted  the  poor  fellow,  "dot  pcsh  not  mine  boily. 
Dose  eves  is  blue  und  mine  is  plack.  Gott  id  himmel, 
^■at  a  giose  scha%'e  dot  vos." 


A  meml)er  of  the  colored  church  was  the  other 
c\-ening  coovcr^Dg  earnestly  with  an  acquaintance, 
and  seeking  to  have  him  change  into  better  path5, 
but  the  friend  said  he  was  too  often  lemptetl  to  jkt- 
mil  him  to  liecome  a  Christian.  "  Whar's  yer  back- 
bone, dat  ve  can't  rose  up  and  stand  temptation!" 
cJtcUimed  the  good  man.  "I  was  d.it  way  myself 
once.  Right  in  dis  yere  town  I  had  a  chance  to  steal 
a  pa'r  of  booLs  -mighty  line  ones,  loo.  Nobody  was 
dar  to  see  me.  and  I  nsiched  out  my  hand  and  de 
debbil  said  take  em.  Den  a  g.'Mxl  spirit  whispered 
for  me  to  let  dem  boots  alone.''  "  An*  you  didn't 
take  'em?"  *'  No.  sah— not  much.  I  took  a  pa'ro' 
cheap  shoes  off  de  shelf,  an*  I  left  dem  boots  alone  !  " 


A  Hand. 
How  often  a  hand  may  be  won  or  lcr>t 

By  lucre,  or  lands,  or  Io\-e ! 
How  often  a  heart  may  be  madly  tost 

By  "somebody's"  stolen  glove! 
Ar>d  broken  hearts  lie  in  the  bartered  hands. 

As  cold  as  a  sculptured  Stone  ; 
And  life  has  been  given  for  loveless  lands. 

Instead  of  for  love  alone! 

In  the  far  away  past  a  hand  was  mine. 

And  a  heart  was  in  the  hand ! 
And       fell  the  thnlling  of  Joy  divine, 

lliat  lovers  will  understand. 
1  nesxr  shall  hold  Mich  a  h.ond  again !        r 

Vet  a  hand  that  I  never  kisicd; 
And  re^ti  are  useless,  and  sorrow  sain — 

Kor   twas  but  a  h.-ind  at  whi^t  ! 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL 
ATO    HOTEL     OA'     THE     PACH-IC 

■^  '  Coast  can  surpass  the  AKListiTos  in  the  air>'  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  .irlistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Ak(;0NAi'T  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  ptc.-tsurc  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  lime,  at  a  verj-  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  hxs 
been  solved  at  the  Akli.sgton,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  HROMLEY,  Mnn.^ecr. 


BERKELEY 

GYMNASIUM 


The  R(.rkelcy  Oymna.sium  (a  preparatory  school  lo  the 
Umvcrsity)~a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  intercsLs  of  higher  education,  and  in  opi>osition  to  the 
cramming  system  of  the  small  colleges  .md  military  acide- 
micsof  the  State.  The  ne.\t  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
E.vamination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  aid  and  33d. 
By  reijucst,  insiructirjns  h.ivc  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer nunih-.  for  students  prep.iriiig  for  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  Ciii%crsily.  For  cat-ilogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dr:ss 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKF,LEV,  CALIFORNIA. 

NoTK. — Wc  desire  to  call  special  attention  lo  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patron.tgc  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


CliO.  W.    PRKSCOTT.  IRVING   M.   SCOTT.  H.   T.   SCOTT. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1S49.)      Post  OOicc  Box  3128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S  A  X     FRANCISCO 


MANUFACTUKKRS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
.\ir  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoistinij  En(nne.«, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTI.V  ON   HAND   ANIl   KOR   SALR, 

Direct-acting  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  .ind  Stationarj-  Engines, 

Quart;  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  M.ichinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furn.iccs, 

Quicksilver  Pumps^ 

ClilorodizinF;  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Sicam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  uti  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rales  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  scorr  &  CO. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Mre  Insttrance  Company 

[established  in  1874.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed '. 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FKANCISCO,   CAl.., 


THOS.  FLINT.  President.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Fbrd,   K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardneh ..,,.  General  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

TNSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Princijial  ofTicc,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  PreMilcnl. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Secretary. 


o. 


F.   W/LLEY  ly  CO., 


KTEHS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   OF 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  MoNTc;(>MEKV  St.,  San  Fr,\nxisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  W.agons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York. 
W.   D.  ROGERS,  Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  C.-\KFREY,  Camden,  N.  I.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 
-H.   KILI,AM  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


Se^-cral  years  ago  ihc  reverend  and  venerable  Dr. 
Jeter,  of  Virginin,  w.-is  holding  a  Wednesd.iy  night 
service,  and  a  ver>*  slim  audience  was  present.  After 
lecluring  for  a  half  hour,  he  gave  oui  a  hymn  to  close 
the  cxertises.  No  one  belonging  to  his  own  denom- 
ination being  present  to  raise  the  tnnc.  he  called  on  a 
Methodist  brother  present  of  the  name  of  Moon.  He 
said : 

"Brother  Moon, 
W\\l  you  raise  ihc  tune.'" 
But  brother  Moon  had  no  hj-mn  book,  as  was  unac- 

auaintcd  with  thespiriiual  songs  of  the  Baptist  Church ; 
icrcforc  he  replied,  extemporaneously  : 
"  Brother   leter, 
\\*hai\  tne  meter?" 


Shf  wiis  a  Boston  girl.  She  was  visiting  her 
Whitehall  country  cousins.  While  walking  out. 
scleral  butcerflies  passed  her. 

"O  dear  me.  what  ch.irming  little  birds.  Tliey 
arc  perfectly  exquisite." 

"  They  are  not  birds,  my  dear,"  replied  her  coun- 
try cousin  ;  "  they  arc  buiterflies." 

"Oh.  you  don't  sav  so  !  Then  these  are  the  dear 
little  creatures  that  fly  from  flower  to  flower  and 
gather  the  sweet  yellow  butter  that  wc  use?  Thev 
arc  too  lovely  for  anything." 


One  tharilcsgiving  day.  a  Celtic  dame  called  at  an 
apothccar\-\,  and  asked  what  was  good  for  a  man. 

*'  Why.  what's  the  matter  with  your  man?'* 

"  Please,  sir,  is  it  castor-ilc  or  sails  that's  good  for 
him?" 

"  How  can  I  tell  unless  you  let  nic  know  what  is 
the  mailer  with  him?" 

"  Is  it  the  mailer  with  him?  Bless  God.  there's 
nothing  the  matter  with  him  ;  but  he  has  a  leisure 
day,  and  thought  he  would  take  something  ! " 


ALSO,    AGENTS    FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIB.SON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMRE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Ncls,  Whips,  etc. 


AND   CADET  SCHOOL. 

678. 


Next  iiuarter  will  commence  October  7, 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M. 


Principal, 
Oakland,  Ca]. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

A  ii£    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  grcal  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  os  their  merits,  ihcy  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  lo  all  others,  and  now  are  ihe 

STANDARD  FL.WORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  10  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


0 


F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  .assortment  in  this  cily. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING     OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dune  in  all  their  particularities. 

M,   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS. 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OK 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 

SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON    & 

SAN   FR.\N-CISCO.  CAL. 


CO. 


/ 


VV  TNE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 


A  countryman  stepped  up  to  Mr.  Bamum.  the 
other  day,  and  shook  hands  with  him.  "  Naouw, 
look  here.  Batnum  !  You  advertise  a  procession 
three  miles  long,  and  vou  know  'laint  as  long  as  ihai." 
"Yes.  lis.'"  said  P.  \..  wiihoui  moving  so  much  as 
an  c>-clash.  " '  Did  you  sec  it  _to-dav  ?  There  was 
full  a  mile  of  my  show,  and  th'ere  were  two  miles  of 
fools  following  it. 


Young  man,  if  you  want  to  prohibit  the  mosquitoes 
from  troubling  you.  gel  a  fair  pnnncr.  Gei  one  so 
sweet  that  iheyU  do  all  their  singing  on  her  side  of 
Ihebed.  You  can  snore  and  enjoy  yourself  while 
she's  knocking  holes  in  the  air  u-ith  her  dear  little  fists. 


When  a  fourteen  pound  Bible  falls  from  the  pulpit 
desk  on  the  toes  of  the  preacher  while  he  is  praying 
— well,  we  can't  tdl  what  his  menial  reservations  arc. 


Things  an-  coming  to  a  pretty  pass,  .\  man  can't 
kill  his  wife  now  without  being'  called  an  uxoricide. 
Is  this  another  scheme  of  the  grinding  capitalist? 

"  Black  bury  jam."  said  he,  as  he  gazed  at  an  over- 
r-rtwtV!  cemetery-  for  colored  people. 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  Ciiy  and  County  of  San  Franci-^co. 

MARY  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  -r.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant. — An  action  brought  in  ih.:  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  Cit>"  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
pLiini  filed  in  said  Cily  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Coun. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  Califoroia  send  Ereeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant: 

You  are  herehy  required  lo  appear  in  an  action  biought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
t^n  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  an&wer  the  comptaini  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  wtrvice  on  you  of 
this  «ummon.s — if  served  within  ihLs  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days* 
otherwise  within  forty  days— or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  <.aid  action  is  brought  lo  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  <a^  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
\s  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  >-ou  arc  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
ajisiAcr  the  said  complaml,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Coun  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Slate  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  C\xy  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Septrmber.  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  ^venty-eighi. 

Ise-M.oj  coiRT.j       THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk. 
By  W.  STEYENSON.  Deputy  Clerl;. 

T.  J.  CROWLEY,  .\itomey  for  Plidniiff, 

No.  629  Kcamy  Street. 


MOOD  Y' S 

Drug  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


S,  B.  WAKEFIELD, 

Member  S.  F.  SSlocV  and  Exchange  Board. 


A.  W.  FOSTER. 


S.    B 

(TTOCK 


WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

i^   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


/-CONSOLIDATED  IMPERIAL  MIN- 

^-^  ing  Company. — I..ocalion  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Gold 
Hill,  Storcj'  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  i2ih  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assessment  (No. 
7)  of  twenty  (20)  cents  per  share  was  levied  on  the  capital 
slock  of  ihe  corporation,  payable  immediately  in  United 
States  gold  coin  to  the  Secrctarj-,  at  the  office  of  the  Com- 
pany, Room  No.  6,  No.  203  liush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  seventeenth  (17th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  de- 
linquent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  un- 
less payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Thursday,  the 
seventh  (7th)  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delin- 
quent asesssment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  ex- 
penses of  sale.     By  wder  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

\V.  E.  DEAN,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  No.  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
Callfoniia. 


T 


'HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


INSURANCK    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  318  and  aao  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


OFFICII  Ks: 
,  J.   BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVP;RS.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


c 


RO  WN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SILVER 

"^  Mining  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works, 
Hold  Hill,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given',  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  ot  September,  1878,  an  as- 
sesssment  (No.  35)  of  one  dollar  per  share  w.-is  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  lo  the  Secrctarj-,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
Calilornia. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twenty-third  <a3d)  d.iy  of  October,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sate  al  nublic  auction,  .ind 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday, 
the  ihirteenih  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JAMES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  10,  No.  303  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


nnOLLAR-POTOSI  MINING  CO. 

—  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fnancis- 
co,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict. Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  thai  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  tne  fifth  (5th)  day  of  September,  1878.  an 
assessment  (No.  15)  of  five  dollars  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secrelarj',  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francis- 
co, California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pay- 
nn:nt  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Tuesday,  the  twenty- 
ninth  day  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.   DEAN,  Secretary. 

Offic«,  Room  a.  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


QPHIR   SILVER    MINING    COMPA- 

^■'^  ny. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hurcby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  loth  day  of  September,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  33)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  al  the  office  of  ihc 
Company,  No,  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  isth  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  safe  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  payment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  fourth  day  of 
November,  1S78,  lo  pay  delinquent  assesitmenl,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOY,  Secretary. 

Office — No.  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


5 


'AVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 
Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Notice  Is  hereby  given,  that  ala  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  sixth  {6th)  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (Xo.  35)  of  one  dollar  ($1)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
ihc  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj',  al  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  a-^sessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8th)  day  of  October,  1878,  vAW  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  al  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the 
twenty-eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  E.   B.  HOLMES,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  15J  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Slreel, 
San  Francisco,  California.  


JJIVIDEND  NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada 
Block,  Room  37,  .San  Francisco,  Sept.  i6ih,  1878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  dividend  (No.  35)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Friday,  Sept.  20th,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  .Saturday,  the  2rst  inst. 

W.  W.  TRAYLOR,  Secretary-. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


.  B.  KELLOGG, 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^^      AT  LAW,  San  Francifico.  Od. 
Office,  No.  510  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  z,  and  % 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


diilifflili 


Co.MMEN'ciNG  Sunday,  July  14, 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

O  -,^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  HoIHster, 
^•J^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  S^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^3*  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Cak 
attached  to  this  train. 

rn  yfn  ^-  ^^-  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
lU.^U  tions. 

~  _-,  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
O'-J  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations.. 
^r  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs, 

>  v^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
4-4^  tions. 

DAILY    for    Menlo    Park    and  Way  Sta- 


^•J^  tions. 


e^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6,oo  r.  M. 

eS-  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to   Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
8^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferrj- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


ATORTH    PACIFIC    COASI     RAIL- 
-i  V  ROAD. 

CHANGE    OF   TIME. 

On  and  after  Monday.  August  5lh,   1878,  the  two  new,  fast, 

and  elegant  steamers  S.A.N  RAFAEL  and  SAU- 

SALITO  will  run  betft-een  San  Francisco 

and  San  Rafael  as  follows  : 

WEEK  DAYS. 

Leave  San  Francisco.  Leave  San  Rafael. 

From-  San  Quentin   Ferry, 

Market  Street).  (Via  San  Quentin  Ferry.) 

7.15  a.m.  for  Sr.n  Rafael. 

for  San  Francisco. 


^■'5 !! 

&  Junction 

6.30  A.M 

9.40 

8.DO       " 

1.4s  P.M. 

" 

9.00       " 

4.10   " 

" 

11.00       " 

5.10 

3.20  P.M. 

6.10  "     for  San 

Rafael. 

4.45      '* 
5-45 

(From  Saucellto  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 

5.30  P.M.  for  all  points  be- 
tween Saucelito  and  San 
Rafael. 

1.45  P.M.  Through  train  for 
Duncan  Mills  and  way  sta- 
tions. Stage  connections 
made  daily,  except  Mon- 
day, for  all  points  on  North 
Coast. 

SUNDAYS. 


(Via  Saucelito  Ferry). 
7.00  A.M.  for  San  Francisco. 


(Via  San  Quentin  Ferry). 


8.35^ 


1-45  P 
4-30 


;.  for  San  Francisco. 


(From   San   Quentin    Ferry, 

Market  Street), 
10.00  A.M.  for  San  Rafael. 
12.30  P.M.      "  " 

3.1S     "         " 

5.45     "  for  San  Rafael  and 
Junction. 
(From  Saucelito  Ferry,  Mar- 
ket Street). 
8.CX1   A.  M.   Excursion   train, 

connecting  at    Junction  (Via  Saucelito  Ferry), 

with  train  for  San  Ra- 
fael. 6.45  P.M.  for  San  Francisco. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
Round  Trip  Tickets  between  San  Francisco  and  San  Ra- 
fael  have  been   reduced   as  follows:  Weekdays,  75  cents ; 
Sundays,  50  cents, 

W.  R.  PRICE,  General  Ticket  Agent. 
JNO.  W.  DOHERTY,  General  Manager. 


S 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  vnll  leave  San  Francisco 

(Washington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows : 

JOQ  P-  ^-i  DAILY^  Sundays  excepted^ 
'■^  Steamer   "James  M.Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Tram  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Gcyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah.Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a-  ^^O 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

R  00  '^'  ^-i^^^^^^y^  ojzly^  via  Donakiee, 

•  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.     Fares  for  the 

round  trip :  Donahue,  $1  ;  Petaluma,  $1  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  $4, 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forcstville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  roundtrip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $z  50;  Forestville,  Kor- 
bers,and  Guemeville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  A,  M.  to  3.0a  p.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf, 

Arthi;r  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  8l  H.  N.  clement, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

NOS.  2,  3,  AND   4   ShERM.AN  9  BUILDING, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  /o7.) 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T,  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

rj/-    W.  DODGE  &-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


/COMMENCING     TUESDAY,    SEPT. 

^^      24,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 

TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  i^E  6 AN  FJ<ANCISCO: 
Ovf.rland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

y^QQ   A.    M.     DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

iiectmg  with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 

and  at  Woodland  for  Williams. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  p.  m,] 

7.00   ^-  ^'^■'   ^AILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  a.  m.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a,  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.         (Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  r,  m.] 

§  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj'sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden.  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10  00   '^'    ^^'^  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

'  land  Ferry),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p.  m.] 

->   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

J  *  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Fcnr    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  P.  m.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a,  M.J 

q  QQ    p.    31.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

•J?  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

(Arrive  San  Francisco  9.15  A.  m.] 

A  QQ  p.  M.,   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

r*  E,\press  Train  (via  Oakland    Fcrr>',    Northern 

Ry..  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San    Buenaventura   and  Santa   Barbara),    Los    Angeles, 

'  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  ''■  f^'-l 

/]  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

T^- "  ^-^  *-^  Vallejo  .Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramerfto,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  P.  M.,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckce,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cari  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son. [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a,  m.] 

A  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

T"*  ^^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

yj    9/1   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^'y3  Third  Class    and   Accommodation   Train,   via 

Oakland  Ferry,  Norihern  Ry..  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  '^-  ^^-   [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a,  m.] 

yi     9/^  P.  >/.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^  *  Jj  senger   (via    Oakland    Ferry)   to    Haywards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  P-  m.] 

C  nn   P-   ^'•>    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

J?  •  ^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for    Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains  at  "  RIelrose." 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 

Oakland. 


0.30 
9.00 
9-30 
10.00 
10.30 
11.00 


1. 00 
1.30 
2.00 
3.00 
330 
4.00 
4-3° 
5-00 
5-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10. 3« 
B11.45 


A.  M. 
7.00 

8.00 
9.00 
10.00 
11.00 
12.00 
p.  M. 
1.30 
2.00 

*3.oo 
4.00 
5.00 
6.00 


0*10.30 

1*11.45 


B  7.00 
Q  9.00 
B  10.00 
P.   M. 

B  5. DO 


A.  M. 
U  6.10 
7-30 
8.30 
9,30 
10.30 
11.30 
P.  M. 
12.30 
1.00 
3-30 
4-30 
5,30 
6.30 
7,00 


3.00 

4-3° 


^—Swidays  excepted.  c—Suiidays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO,  DAILY. 


2.05 
4-30 


P  o 
E3 


B5.10 
B5-50 
6.40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
11.40 

p.  M. 
12.40 
1.25 

2.40 

4.40 
5-40 

6.40 

7-50 

9.00 
10.10 


£.3 


B    5.00 
8*5.40 

*6.25 
7.00 
8.03 
9.00 
10.03 
11,03 

12. 00 

P.  M. 

1,00 

3.00 

•3.20 

4.00 

5.00 

6.03 

B*7.20 

8*8.30 

"10.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


B  5.20 
B  6.00 
6,50 
7.20 
7-50 
8.25 
8.50 
9.20 
9-50 


12.20 
12.50 
1.20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4.20 
4-So 
5.20 
5-50 
6.25 
6.50 
8.00 


B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

CR£EK  ROUTE 
From    San    Francisco — Z'/i//y—B7-2o— 8.15— 9-15— ^o-^S 
—11.15  A.  M,—i?.i5— 1.15—2.25— 3,15— 4,15— 5.15  p.  M. 
From  Oakland— Z?«;'/>'—B7.io— 8.05 — 9,05—10.05—11,05 

A.    M,  — 12.05— 1.05— 2.15— 3.05— 4.05— 5,05P.  "■ 
B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  107.  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag't. 


TTRENCH  SA  VINGS 
J-  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE.  Director. 


C;'    P.  C.  R.  R.— {NARROW  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  187S. 


Commencing  Saturday,  June  1,  1878,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferr>'  Landing.  Market  St.; 


5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

Q  20  ^'  '^^"'  "^'^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

V '  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alraa,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley'.s,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Ckuz  ;  or  via  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gates.) 

/J    OQ  P.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

IT'  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

Alma,  and  all  way  stations, 

^S"  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  !M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  A.  IM.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  '\'  "- 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE  SAN    FRANCISCO   DAILY. 


A.M. 

5.00 

1         A.M.         1 

1      6 . 40      1 

A.M. 

9.20 

A.  M, 

^10.30 

! 

P.M. 
4.20 

[         P.M, 
1         6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(ALAMEDA)  DAILY. 

A.M. 

5-40 

A.M.        1 

7-30       1 

A.M.        1 

9.56    1 

*3.oo 

1 

P.M, 
4.26 

P.M. 
7.00 

THOS 

*  Sunday.!  only. 
CARTER,                      GEO. 
Superintendent. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass,  Agent. 

DACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  sfie  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No,  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  FraT.ciseo. 


P 


PACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers  with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU. 
September  2d,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,   HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of    each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Erannan  Streets. 


r\CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Whari,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG, 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  \vilh  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC.  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Saturday,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  Aug,   i 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's liVharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent, 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 


S 


'AUCELITO  FERRY. 

SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 


On  and  after  Thursday.  June  so,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Market  street~8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m.  ;  '3.30  p,  m. ;  5.30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucellto — 7,55  a,  m, — R.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m.  ;  i  p.  m.  ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — 8.00  a,  m. — R.  R.;  10,00  a.  m.;  12  m. ;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4. 30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m.;  11.00  a,  m. ;  1.00  p.m.;  3.30  p.m.; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45P.  m.— R.  R. 

On  MOND.\Y  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  SATURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     *  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  410  Pine 
Street.  FR.\NC1S  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

TTORNE Y   AT   LAW,  604    MER~ 

chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcj',  and.all  other  cases  attended  to. 


A- 


q-^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,000,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J,  C.  Flood,  Vice-PresidenL 
John  W.  Mackav,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev, 
Agents  at  New  York, 


.H.  W.  Glenny. 
...Geo.  a.  King 


(  C.  T.  Christensen, 
(62  Wall  Street,)!  Geo.  L.  Bkander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers' Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.     Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.     This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  Last  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii, 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Am'er.  E.xchange  Nat.  Eank. 

LoNDON  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


y  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
-^  (Limited.) 


No,  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

A  ullwrized  Capital  Stock $6,ooo,ooc 

Surplus  Eainings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  E.\change  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


Freo'k  F,  Low,  \ 
Ion.  Steinhart,  J 
P.  N,  LiLiENTH^L,  Cashier. 


Managers. 


n^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


Capital $3,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank ;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation, 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 
Draw  direct  on  London.  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yc- 
kohamx 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D,  O'SuLLivAN. 

trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J,  O'Connor, 

C,  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR, 

Remittances  from  the  countrj-  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliverj'. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  I'.  M. 


THE   CALIFORNIA 

SAVINGS    AND    LOAN    SOCIETY. 


JUNCTION  OF  MARKET,  PO  WELL 

^  and  Eddy  Streets.  Ordinarj-  and  Term  Deposits  re- 
ceived, and  Loans  made  on  real  tstatc  security.  Remit- 
tances may  be  sent  by  Wells,  Fargo  S:  Co..  or  by  checks  on 
reliable  parties,  payable  here  ;  but  the  responsibility  of  the 
Bank  commences  only  with  the  receipt  of  the  coin.  No 
charge  made  for  p.iss-book  or  entrance  fee. 

D.VVID   FARQUHARSON,   President. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorporated '■ October  13,  1866. 

Reorganised August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE.  325  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Ben.son,  Secretar)-  and  Cashier. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    (54   CLAY    STPFET. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHicEEmnc 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  iMechanics'  Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXr  P/AXOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Af;ent  for  Pacilic  CoAdl. 

iSF  Owners  of  Chickering  PiAnw  arc  spcctatl;^'  rei]ue&(c(l 
to  leave  orders  for  tuniDj:  at  n-arerooms,  31  Post  btrccL 


MUSIC 


KNA15E  ri/WOS, 
iRvi.Nc  PiANO.s  Rogers' Upright  Pwnos, 
Prince  Oroiiis,  It'ii/,rs'  Oro'lis.,  S/iu/  Musu: 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  M.AKKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  IIF.NRV  V.  .MIL- 
LER CELEBR.-VTEL)  PIAXOS. 

PUno*  Tuocd.  Rented,  ami  for  Salcon  the  Inilallmenl  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&,  Co. 

12  Post  Sircct   San  Francisco. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


JTHE  HIGH  REPUTATION  OF  THE 

Grover  &  Baker  Machine  is  the  result  of  true  wonh 
and  loog  yean  of  honorable  service. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  =9  Post  Street. 

THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(L'oi^eriiiy  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYS/CIAM  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  113  Kearay  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  I  r.  M.,  6  to  3  p.  M.  Sunday  ii  to  t  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 


w. 


K.    VICKERV   NOTIFIES  HIS 

cuitomeri  and  the  public  that  he  has  removed  to 
a  larger  and  more  con\-enieni  office  at  No.  23  Kearny  Street 
(next  door  to  Snow  &  May  ..),  where  he  has  a  large  collection 
of  the»e  beautiful  and  rare  Works  of  An.  To  those  whb 
can  not  viiit  hi^  collection,  he  wiU  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  caro.  to  take  a  portfolio  of  Engravings  for  inspection 
at  their  residence  any  forenoon  or  e*ening.  23  Keamv 
Street.     Hours,  i  10  5  r.  h. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,  ^L•\^•.\GE  ESTATES 
JLTOUSES   AND   LOTS  FOR  SALE 

ia  thn  city.  OakUnd.  aad  .\Iameda.  Land>  and 
Ranches  for  sole  in  all  partA  of  Ihc  counu^-.  .\gent*  in  ihe 
jrindpal  cities.    Colkctioos  made'throughont  ihe  cooAt. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA  STREET. 


RUPTURE 


BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  you  <iec  what  has  been  accom- 
'   plbhed   by  DR.  PIERCES  late  in- 
ventioo. 

Call,  or  send   for  New   Illustrated 
Book.     Prices  reduced. 
.MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street.  San  Frai>cisco. 


*Si 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

130  P«t    Sl.  San  Francisco. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

.■\s  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratifj-  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.     At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH   STREET,  S.   F. 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 


AA'E  NOIV  OUT  AT 

NY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH 
&  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


OOP  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE 


SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


swimmIng"  baths 

pOOT   OF  WEBSTER   STREET,  ON   CENTRAL   AVENUE,  ALAMEDA 

BE.4CH.  now  open  to  the  public,  and  pronounced  by  the  "elite  "  of  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  as  the  only 
place  for  a  good  bath  on  the  Pacilic  Coast.  Perfect  security  against  monsters  of  the  deep.  High  water  at  all  times 
of  day  and  nighu 

SPECIAL  ACCO.MMODATIONS    FOR   LADIES   UN.MTENDED. 
Reached  in  thirty-five  minutes  from  San  Francisco  by  steamer  NEWARK — depot  on  the  premises ;  orC.  P.  R.  R. 
to  Ma5tic  Station,  or  from  Oakland  by  horse-cars  at  Broadway  Station,  nmning  within  two  blocks  of  the  Baths. 
BATHS,   25  CENTS,  including  Private  Room.  Bathing  Suits,  Towels,  Shower  Baths,  etc. 

R.   HALEY  &  C  A.  EDSON,  Proprietors. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR  SUTTER,   UP  STAIRS. 

^S*  The  6nest  assortment  of  French  Millinery  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand.  155^, 


.MRS.  M.  M.  COLEMAN. 

DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS 

NO.   115  KEARNY  STREET, 
Rooms  13,  14,  and  15,  over  Keane,  O'Connor  &  Co.,  San  Francisco. 


JOHN      E.     QUINN, 

1400  Polk  Sliieet,  comer  Pine. 


ITHE    LARGEST    AND    BEST   SE- 

tected  stock  of 

Fancy  Goods,  Ladies'  and  Gents'  Fur- 

NismNG  Goods,  Dress  Trimmings, 

Kid  and  Lisle  Thread  Gloves, 

And  all  the  popular  novelties  in  the  Fanc)'  Goods  line,  oat- 
side  of  Kearny  Street. 


4/  JsC^ 


BUY  YOUR    SHIRTS  AT 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 

FREE    ART   GALLERY. 


A  complete  a^ortmenl  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  clc. 

19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


JJ/AREROOMS,   N.    W.   CORNER 

'  '         KEARNY  AND  SUTl'ER  STREETS. 

SHERMAN,  ]^DE   &.  CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  San'some  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wl,olcj.alc  aud  Retail 

Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Montgomery  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR   ATTENTION  PAID 

to  compounding  Physician's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entnisted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  every  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY. 


F 


NOOK    FARM. 

IMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  country  will  find  this  a  cheerfu 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj-  of  such  endless  variety  as  temp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Franci,sco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

e.  b.  smith, 

Rutherford,  Napa  County,  Cal. 


y^  7.  PETTiT  &^  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 
ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT. 
528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cau 


J.   C.    MERRILL   &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

-\genls  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  California  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

y^    for  LaJies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.    SST  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


RE-OPENED. 


HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


Are  now  receiving 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


T 


'HE   PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 


and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley  Company,  Eray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
&  Co.,  San  Francisco;  John  Zeile,  Hajn,vard's;  J.  West 
^lartin.  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  CSakland. 

R.   H.  BE.VNETT,  Proprietor. 


BEAMISH'S 


m 


The  Ar  0'onaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  13. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    OCTOBER    5,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN, 


Translated  for  the  Arg-onaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  FeuUlet. 


[He  who  signs  these  pages  is,  properly  speaking,  only  their  editor. 
How  they  were  confided  to  him,  how  he  became  authorized  to  publish 
them,  what  modification  of  their  details  has  been  imposed  upon  him.  are 
questions  about  which  the  reader  will  care  nothing  if  this  autobiography 
interests  him,  and  still  less  if  it  does  not.] 

May,  iSj2. — While  1  was  at  the  convent  my  trimestrial  reports  ended 
almost  invariably  with  this  statement  as  to  character  :  "Cheerful  dis- 
position, sober  minded,  grave  beyond  her  years,  even  tempered,  but  of 
somewhat  unquiet  conscience." 

The  "unquiet  conscience  "  I  do  not  deny,  but  as  for  the  rest,  I  beg 
those  ladies' pardon,  it  was  just  the  contrary.  As  my  dear  mistresses 
were  mistaken,  it  is  not  surprising  that  tlie  world  should  be  also.  I 
imagine  that  my  personal  appearance  is  the  cause  of  these  erroneous 
judgments.  I  am  very  brown  and  pale,  and  my  face  from  tedious  dis- 
cipline is  as  stern  as  a  young  cfi^eminate  face  well  can  be.  A  certain 
near-sightedness  lends  an  expression  of  indifference  to  my  black  eyes 
(whose  lustre,  without  this  unfortunate  circumstance,  would  certainly 
have  proved  unbearable).  Moreover,  I  have  naturally  a  quiet  way  of 
sjjeaking,  walking,  sitting  down,  and  of  not  making  a  noise,  which  gives 
to  the  observer  the  false  impression  of  impassible  serenity.  I  have  no 
desire,  nor  have  I  the  means,  of  correcting  public  opinion  in  this  respect, 
and  until  further  orders  my  locked  book  will  alone  know  that  the  grave, 
prudent,  and  well  balanced  Charlotte  is,  at  bottom,  an  excessively 
passionate  and  lomantic  young  person.  ^ 

And  that  is  precisely  the  reason  why  I  have  delayad  inaugurating  this 
magnificent  locked  book,  bought  with  enthusiasm  three  days  after  leav- 
ing the  convent,  and  which  waited  three  years  for  my  first  confidences. 
Twenty  times  have  I  sat  down  before  these  pure  white  pages,  burning 
like  King  Midas'  barber  to  intrust  them  with  my  secrets  ;  twenty  limes 
has  my  "  unquit^t  conscience  "  caused  me  to  lay  down  my  pen.  That 
conscience  told  me  that  I  was  about  undertaking  an  unprecedented  and 
a  dangerous  thing  ;  that  the  habit  of  enregistering  my  impressions,  of 
refining  my  sentiments,  of  hugging  my  dreams  and  giving  them  a  body, 
would  have  its  inevitable  consequence,  that  of  raising  in  me  a  store  of 
romance  and  passion — a  dangerous  tendency  in  a  woman,  which  might 
be  fatal  to  the  repose  and  dignity  of  my  Ufe,  and  which  I  ought  to  stifle 
and  destroy. 

A  few  words  spoken  by  my  grandmother  this  evening  have,  thank  God, 
lieved  me  of  these  scruples.  We  had  some  p)eople  to  dine  with  us,  and 
aftenvard  they  played  the  game  of  Secretary.  Questions  were  written 
on  slips  of  paper,  which  were  folded,  put  into  a  basket  and  mixed  to- 
gether. Then  each  person  took  out  a  question  haphazard,  and  an- 
swered it  as  well  as  they  were  able.  But  one  of  our  guests,  a  young 
member  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  who  prides  himself  upon  his  in- 
tuition, managed  always  to  receive  his  own  question  so  as  to  answer  it 
with  more  effect.  Thus  he  asked:  "What  is  a  dutiful  woman?"  I 
was  charged  with  opening  the  slips,  and  read  his  question  and  his  an- 
swer, which  was  thus  conceived:  "  A  dutiful  woman  is  a  woman  who 
looks  not  for  romance  in  life,  for  there  is  none  that  is  good  ;  who  seeks 
not  in  it  for  poetry,  for  duty  is  not  poetic  ;  who  looks  not  there  for 
passion,  for  passion  is  only  a  polite  name  for  vice." 

A  concert  of  flattering  murmurs,  in  which  I  had  the  baseness  to  join, 
hailed  these  fine  sentences,  while  the  author  betrayed  his  incognito  by  a 
modest  smile.  He  was,  however,  disturbed  in  the  midst  of  his  triumph 
by  my  grandmother,  who  suddenly  stopped  her  netting  work  and  ex- 
claimed :  "Oh,  oh,  excuse  me  !  but  I  can  not  let  such  heresies  pass 
unanswered  before  these  young  ladies.  Under  pretense  of  making 
woman  dutiful,  would  you  make  them  fools?  First.  I  do  not  under- 
stand this  mania  that  people  have  of  always  opposing  passion  lo  duty — 
passion  here,  duty  there — as  if  the  one  was  antagonistic  to  the  other. 
One  may  put  passion  into  duty,  and  not  only  one  may,  but  one  should 
do  it.  And  I  would  even  assure  you,  my  dear  sir,  that  therein  lies  the 
secret  of  the  lives  of  honest  women,  for  duty  alone  is  very  dry  work. 
You  say  it  is  not  poetic  !  That  is  precisely  my  opinion  ;  but  it  must 
become  so  if  one  is  to  have  any  pleasure  in  practicing  it.  It  is  precisely 
in  thus  poetising  vulgar  duly  that  those  verj-  romantic  dispositions 
against  which  you  launch  your  anathemas  serve  us.  If  you  ever  marry, 
try  the  effect  of  marrying  a  woman  devoid  of  romance,  and  you  will  see 
what  will  happen  !  '* 

"  What  will  happen  ?  "  said  the  young  Deputy. 

"Well,  everything  in  life  will  appear  flat  and  insipid  to  her.  Her 
husband  first — pardon  me — then  her  home,  her  children,  even  her  re- 
ligion !  Ah,  man  Dicn !  I  assure  you,  dear  sir,  that  it  is  not  against 
romantic  ideas  that  one  should  warn  the  present  generation  ;  the  danger 
for  the  moment  does  not  tie  there.  We  are  not  perishing  from  over 
much  enthusiasm,  but  rather  from  inanity.  But  to  return  to  our  humble 
sex,  which  alone  is  in  question.  Look  at  the  women  who  are  talked 
about  in  Paris — I  mean  those  who  are  too  much  talked  about.  Is  it 
their  poetic  imaginations  which  ruin  them  ?  Is  it  the  search  for  the  ideal 
which  leads  them  astray  !  Eh,  seigneur!  three-quarters  of  them  at  least 
are  made  up  of  the  emptiest  skulls  and  most  barren  imaginations  in  crea- 
tion. Believe  rae.  ladies,  give  yourselves  no  uneasiness  ;  continue  to  be 
enthusiasts  and  romantic  without  fear  of  consequences.  Try  hard  to 
keep  a  grain  of  poetry  in  your  hearts,  for  by  it  you  will  more  easily  be 
honest,  and  more  assuredly  be  iiappy.  Poetic  sentiment  in  the  home  of 
woman  is  like  incense  and  music  in  the  house  of  God— like  that  delight 
which  comes  of  well  doing." 

Thus  spoke  my  dear  grandmother — may  God  bless  her  ! — and  that  is 
why  I,  at  the  hour  of  midnight,  and  with  peaceful  conscience,  at  last  open 
my  precious  locked  book,  that  I,  face  to  face  with  myself,  dare  say;  Good 
night,  rom;iniic,  passionate  Charlotte! 

May  ^o. — I  was  in  my  boudoir  yesterday,  rattling  over  my  piano  and 
exercising  the  notes  of  my  voice,  when  Cecile  de  Stele  burst  in  like  a 
whirlwind,  as  she  always  does,  took  my  two  hands  in  hers,  offered  me 
her  two  rosy  dimples  to  kiss,  and  said,  in  her  short,  vehement  tones  : 

"  Charlotte,  are  you  still  my  cherished  sister — my  guide,  my  help,  my 
little  spirit  mother,  my  gold  heart,  my  to\Ver  of  ivory?" 

"Why  this  litany,  >na  mignuiine  f' 

"  Because  it  is  in  your  power  lo  render  me  an  immense  service.  Only 
think,  my  father  is  going  away  !  " 

"  Is  the  General  going  to  leave  Paris?  " 

"  For  some  weeks  only.  He  is  about  to  make  a  tour  of  inspection  in 
the  provinces  ;  and  in  the  mranwhile  he  sends  me  to  the  country  at 
I'Eure — to  my  Aunt  de  Louvercy's,  in  the  midst  of  the  woods.  My 
Aunt  de  Louvercy  is  the  best  of  women  ;  but  she  lives  alone  there,  in 
her  old  chateau,  with  her  son — my  cousin  Roger,  you  know — who  is  half 
crazy  since  he  was  so  frightfully  wounded  during  the  war.  He  has  no 
arms,  no  legs,  not  even  a  human  face,  poor  boy  !  It  is  most  pitiable  ! 
You  may  judge  what  a  home  it  is.  So  I  said  to  my  father  :  '  Father,  I 
will  go— though  it  is  exile,  despair,  death — if  you  will  only  let  me  take 
Charlotte  d'Erra  with  me."  '  Take  her,'  said  he  ;  and  so  I  am  going  to 
take  you  with  me." 

"  But,  my  dear  child—" 
Oh,  now,  don't  say  no,  I  pray,  or  I  shall  expire  at  your  feet !    Make 
me  this  sacrifice — and,  who  knows,  perhaps  we  may  not  be  bored  to 


death  there  after  all.  We  two  will  get  out  of  it  somehow.  We  will  ride 
on  horseback  ;  we  will  play  four-handed  pieces  ;  and  then,  besides,  there 
must  be  neighbors  in  the  environs.  Well,  my  dear,  we  will  turn  their 
heads — you  with  your  imperious  beauty,  I  with  my  little  wits,  with  that, 
I  don't  know  what,  which  belongs  to  me,  and  which  is  commonly  called 
t/u  ill  ten  y 

My  black  eyebrows  came  together,  and,  in  my  deepest  contralto,  I 
exclaimed  : 

"  What  do  you  call  that,  Cecile  ?'* 

She  drew  herself  up  with  an  air  of  bravado,  and,  sliowing  one  of  her 
sharp  little  teeth,  repeated  :  "  Du  chien." 

"Who  taught  you  such  slang?" 

"  My  father,''  said  she. 

"Ah  !  your  mother  would  scold  your  father  were  she  alive." 

She  looked  at  me  fixedly  with  her  large,  bright  eyes,  which  filled  with 
tears — kissed  my  hands  and  replied,  in  a  low,  supplicating  tone  :  "  But 
you  will  come?'' 

' '  But,  ma  cheric,  I  can  not  leave  my  grandmother ! " 

"Your  grandmother  !  I  take  her,  too.  I  have  thought  of  everything. 
I  have  written  my  aunt,  and  here,  in  her  own  handwriting,  is  a  most 
pressing  invitation  for  her.     Take  me  to  her." 

Two  minutes  afterward  Cecile  precipitated  herself  into  the  parlor, 
pushing  the  door  open  roughly.  My  grandmother,  who  is  frightened  at 
the  slightest  noise,  started  inside  her  three  screens. 

' '  Ah,  mon  Dien  !  An  accident  has  happened  !  I  will  bet  that  an  ac- 
cident has  happened !  Come,  tell  me  immediately.  What  is  it,  what 
is  it?" 

"A  letter  from  my  Aunt  de  Louvercy,  madame.'' 

"  Oh  !  Poor  Madame  de  Louvercy  !  Poor  woman  !  How  does  she 
do?  How  she  is  tried  ;  and  her  poor  son  !  Ah,  viou  Dieu !  the  poor 
people  !     Well,  what  does  she  want  of  me?" 

'  ■  If  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  read,  madame  ! '' 

My  dea.r  grandmother  read  the  letter  and  looked  serious.  When  she 
raised  her  eyes  she  saw  Cecile  kneeling  on  the  carpet  at  her  feet  with 
joined  hands,  and  reaching  out  toward  her  her  pretty  face  with  its  two 
dimples. 

"  Really,  do  you  see  that?''  said  my  grandmother.  "  Do  look  at  the 
pretty  mouth  ! " 

"  You  will,  madame?''  said  Cecile. 

"  Mon  Dieu!  my  dear  child,"  rephed  my  grandmother,  while  kissing 
her  brow  ;  "I  will  say,  as  a  general  thing,  that  I  am  not  passionately 
fond  of  removals.  I  even  hold  them  in  profound  horror.  But  on  the 
one  hand,  I  find  that  this  is  a  little  holiday  arranged  between  you  and 
Charlotte  ;  and  on  the  other  hand,  Madame  de  Louvtrcy  has  sent  me  so 
tender,  so  warm  an  appeal ;  besides,  she  inspires  me  with  so  much  com- 
passion, poor  woman  !  But  let  it  be  well  understood,  pretty  one,  that 
when  I  do  move  I  like  to  be  located  for  some  time.  To  travel  some- 
where, just  to  go  in  and  go  out  again  ;  to  unpack  ray  trunks  and  pack 
them  again  without  taking  breath — no,  that  will  never  do.  I  would  not 
wish  to  impose  myself  upon  your  aunt ;  but  this  invitatiou — for  how  long 
is  it?" 

"Just  as  long  as  you  please,  madame  ;  six  weeks,  two  months." 

"Ah,  well !  but  that  is  loo  long,"  said  my  grandmother. 

In  short,  it  was  agreed  that  the  Countess  d'Erra  and  I  should  go  in 
ten  days  to  meet  my  friend  Cecile  at  Louvercy.  She  left  yesterday.  Ten 
days  will  hardly  suffice  for  our  preparations,  which  are  considerable,  as 
one  may  judge  from  the  simple  fM.ct  that  my  grandmother  lakes  with  her 
the  three  screens  lo  exorcise  those  currents  of  air  which  she  says  must 
rage  through  the  old  chateau.  With  my  deceitful  placidity  I  oversee 
those  stupendous  packings,  while  dreaming  of  belfry,  of  north  tower, 
of  galleries,  of  ancestors,  and  of  ghosts  ;  and  also  of  ihat  poor,  nmti- 
lated,  and  half-crazed  young  man,  whose  groans  doubtless  mingle  with 
the  wind  as  it  whistles  through  tl)e  long  corridors.  Ah  !  how  enchant- 
ing it  all  is. 

^f•IV  jS.  — This  morning  I  received  a  letter  from  Cecile  which  presents 
the  visit  at  Louvercy  under  new  colors — less  sombre,  but  perhaps  less 
attractive  to  me.      Here  it  is  : 

"C"hatkau  DJ-:  Lou\KKcv,  May  27. 

"  Mv  Dakling  : — You  will  tremble.  Ii  was  a  trap  !  In  whom  can 
one  trust  after  this?  My  father,  my  aunt — both  so  generally  esteemed, 
whose  lives  up  lo  this  clay  have  been  irreproachable — to  think  of  their 
joining  together  in  a  dark  plot  against  a  feeble  child. 

"  It  was  on  Monday,  at  fh'e  o'clock  in  the  evening,  I  arrived  at  the 
station  (where  there  is,  by  the  bye, -a  blind  man  who  plays  the  *  Marseil- 
laise '  on  his  flageolet.  I  tell  you  this  so  that  you  n>ay  stop  at  that  sta- 
tion, and  not  at  another).  I  reach  the  station,  and  rush  into  the  arms 
of  my  aunt.  "How  do  you  do,  my  dear  aunt?'  '  How  do  you  do, 
niece?'  We  get  into  the  carriage,  and  had  not  exchanged  four  words 
when  I  perceived  that  there  was  something  in  the  wind  My  aunt  em- 
barrassed, her  language  mistified,  her  words  obscure  :  '  There  are  visi- 
tors at  the  chateau.'  They  feared  that  I  should  be  lonely  while  waiting 
for  my  friend  Charlotte.  'Oh,  my  aunt,  how  could  you  think  so?' 
They  have  got  together  a  little  circle  of  friends  of  my  own  age.  Two 
young  ladies,  relations  of  the  late  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  Mesdames  de 
Sauves  and  de  Chagres.  'Thank  you,  aunt,"  'Then  their  two  hus- 
bands." *  Bravo,  aunt.'  'Then  the  two  brothers  of  these  ladies  ;  two 
well  bred  young  men,  remarkably  well  bred."  (Aside,  disturbed) — 
*  Hem  !  hem  ! '  (Aloud,  with  indifference) — '  Really,  aunt.'  "  Tell  me, 
have  you  brought  some  handsome  dresses  with  you,  niece  ? '  '  Quite  the 
contrary,  aunt ;  I  was  so  far  from  expecting  to  meet  visitors  at  your 
house.'  '  At  your  age  you  should  be  prepared  for  every  thing,  my 
child." 

"Do  you  take,  ma  belle?  Do  you  see  the  plot  peeping  out?  Do 
you  see  the  plan  they  are  preparing? 

"  Finally,  we  enter  the  courtyard  of  the  chateau;  there  is  a  fountain 
in  the  middle  of  it  with  swans,  and  around  it  are  Mesdames  de  Sauves 
and  de  Chagres,  with  their  husbands,  and  those  remarkable  brothers, 
forming  an  interesting  family  circle.  I  bow,  I  blush,  I  jump  out,  I  kiss 
Mesdames  de  Sauvres  and  de  Chagres,  and  I  run  off  quickly  to  change 
my  dress,  while  the  echo  repeats  behind  me:  '  She  is  chaniiing,  charm- 
ing, charming  !  ' 

"  My  suspicions  thoroughly  aroused  in  the  first  hour  were  only  con- 
firmed during  the  evening,  the  next  day.  and  the  day  after  that.  My 
aunt's  gloomy  chateau  is  suddenly  transformed;  it  has  become  a  pleasure 
ground,  an  enchanted  castle,  the  theatre  of  gallant  fetes  and  chivalrous 
tournaments,  with  a  vague  odor  of  orange  blossoms  behind  the  scenes. 
There  are  walks  for  the  morning,  horseback  rides  during  the  day,  and 
dances  and  charades  at  night.  Personally,  I  am  caressed,  spoiled,  idol- 
ized; my  tastes,  my  slightest  desires  are  divined,  considered,  and  more 
than  fulfilled,  before  I  can  express  them.  This  emulation  is  really 
touching.  I  quietly  wish  for  a  bouquet  of  camellias,  and  there  it  is  ! 
One  of  the  Boisiers  bags — behold  it !  A  fire-colored  parrot— there  is  the 
fire-colored  parrot !  A  gilt  cage  to  put  it  in — and  the  cage  is  before  me. 
The  moon — there  is  the  moon  ! 

"  You  see,  darling,  how  very  serious  all  this  is.  There  is  not  a  shad- 
ow of  a  doubt  but  that  my  perfidious  aunt  and  my  guilty  father  have 
resolved  to  marry  me  alive.  There  are  two  pretenders  for  my  hand  be- 
tween whom  I  am  allowed  to  choose.  Permit  me  to  introduce  them. 
Mesdames  de  Sauves  and  de  Chagres  have  each  a  brother,  and  these 
young  men,  who  are  cousins,  bear  the  family  name.  Messieurs  Rene  and 


Henri  de  Valnesse.  Just  here  I  am  reminded  of  those  historical  paral 
lels  in  which  you  excelled  at  the  convent  (between  Charles  the  Fifth 
and  Francis  the  First,  for  example.  Do  you  rtmember?  If  one  was 
the  more  .•skillful  politician,  the  other  was  the  more  valiant  warrior,  etc. ) 
To  apply  to  the  Messieurs  Valnesse  this  rlietorical  process,  1  would  say 
if  one  is  dark,  the  other  is  fair;  if  one  uses  an  eye-glass,  the  other  uses 
&piiici-nez\  that  the  one  sings  sentimental  romances  which  make  me 
weep,  while  the  other  sings  comic  songs  which  make  me  laugh.  Both 
look  well  on  horseback  and  on  foot,  both  are  good-  waltzers,  agreeable 
talkers,  well  brought  up,  of  fortune  about  equal.  And  both,  if  I  can 
trust  to  appearances,  are  equally  disposed  to  lay  these  fortunes  at  the 
feet  of  the  innocent  who  writes  these  lines. 

"  You  will  ask,  is  your  choice  made?  No,  ma  divine,  my  choice  is 
not  made.  They  please  me  to  about  the  same  degree.  As  I  can't 
marry  both,  I  await  my  wise  Charlotte,  lo  receive  her  counsel  and  de- 
velop a  preference.  Thy  choice  will  be  my  choice,  thy  God  my  God  ! 
Come,  then.  O  my  darling,  without  delay,  for  all  this  is  terrible,  and 
you  know  there  will  be  but  little  humanity  in  leaving  long  in  such  a 
predicament  the  most  loving  of  friends,  Cecile  de  Stele. 

"  P.  S. — In  the  meantime,  my  poor  cousin  Roger,  gloomy  and  mo- 
rose, keeps  to  his  tower,  leaving  it  only  to  dash  through  the  fields  in  his 
basket  dog-cart  and  behind  the  most  vicious  beasts.  My  aunt  insists 
that  he  chooses  them  on  purpose,  and  that  he  wants  to  kill  himself. 
Very  sad,  is  it  not  ?    Good-bye,  darling.     Come  soon." 

This  letter  troubled  me  considerably.  Cecile  is  almost  a  sister  to 
me.  Though  of  about  the  same  age,  there  has  always  been  in  the  af- 
fection I  bear  her  a  shade  of  maternal  feeling.  The  great  event  which 
is  preparing  for  her  fills  me  with  emotion — with  joy,  but  yet  with  anx- 
iety. I  want  so  much  that  she  should  be  happy.  She  deserves  to  be  so, 
the  dear  girl  !  So  winning,  so  tender,  so  sincere  !  A  crazy-pate  to  be 
sure,  but  with  heart  so  true  and  pure — always  self-sacrificing,  and  al- 
ways ready  to  acknowledge  her  faults. 

She  has  in  her,  as  she  is  never  tired  of  repeating,  a  little  of  both 
devil  and  angel — but,  above  all,  of  angel.  This  light,  lively,  tender 
creature  has  need,  more  than  any  other  woman  it  seems  to  rae,  to  be 
well  married,  well  loved,  and  well  guided.  So  I  am  much  alarmed  at 
the  responsibility  her  loving  confidence  is  putting  upon  me.  I  am  very 
young  and  very  inexperienced  to  direct  the  choice  on  which  her  destiny 
will  hang.  But  I  will,  at  least,  aid  her  with  all  the  zeal  and  conscience 
of  whicn  I  am  possessed.  And  it  seems  to  me  that  in  doing  so  I 
shall  be  even  more  exacting  for  her  than  I  should  be  for  myself.  Mes- 
sieurs de  Valnesse  must  look  out  for  themselves,  for  here  comes  the 
archangel  with  flaming  sword  who  guards  the  gates  of  paradise  ! 

Chateau  de  louvercy,  yiive  6. — My  dream  is  realized;  there  ii  a 
North  Tower,  and  I  am  living  in  it.     How  delightful ! 

But  let  us  proceed  in  due  order.  Grandmother  and  I  arrived  this  aft- 
ernoon. In  getting  out  of  the  car,  the  first  object  we  saw  was  the 
blind  man  and  the  flageolet;  then  Madame  de  Louvercy  and  Cecile  in 
an  open  landau  ;  then  two  young  horsemen  who  pranced  about  the  lit- 
tle yard  of  the  station,  calming  with  hands  and  voices  their  horses 
whom  the  locomotive  whistle  had  somewhat  frightened.  From  a  stolen 
look  of  Cccile's  I  recognized  the  two  admirers,  and  immediately  their 
persons  passed  under  a  rigid  inspection,  while  they,  it  seemed  to  me, 
paid  me  the  same  complim'^nt.  My  first  impressions  were  favorable.  I 
found  happy,  open  countenances,  such  as  inspire  confidence — the  faces 
of  honest  men — and  my  heart  melted. 

We  rolled  along  over  the  white  road  through  a  cloud  of  dust,  with 
our  cavaliers  as  escorts  at  each  door.  The  sky  was  a  delicate  opal  blue. 
The  Normand  apple  trees,  with  their  bouquets  of  pink  blossoms,  de- 
filed to  the  right  and  to  the  left  of  us,  Cecile,  radiant  in  a  light,  sky 
blue  dress,  pressed  my  hands  and  threw  out  her  smiles  right  and  left  to 
keep  the  balance  true.  We  were  so  happy  !  My  God  !  how  good  it  is 
to  live  sometimes. 

I  had  not  seen  Madame  de  Louvercy  for  several  years.  She  has  aged 
astonishingly,  and  her  hair  has  whitened,  but  frames  gracefully  her  fine, 
suffering  face.  Under  her  eyes  are  two  bluish  creases,  made  certainly 
by  her  tears.  She  speaks  little  of  her  troubles,  and  only  by  allusion.  I 
heard  her,  as  we  traveled  along,  tell  my  grandmother  that,  for  a  while, 
the  unfortunate  condition  of  her  son  entirely  absorbed  her  thoughts  ; 
but,  at  last,  she  was  forced  to  remember  that  Cecile  had  no  longer  a 
mother,  and  that  she  had  a  duty  to  perform  to  her  also.  All  this  was 
said  reservedly,  unhesitatingly,  and  with  a  smile  of  welcome  very  touch- 
ing, coming  as  it  did  from  such  a  well  of  inconsolable  sadness.  The 
poor  woman  is  all  the  more  to  be  pitied  in  that  her  son  was  charming, 
so  they  say.  before  he  became  mutilated,  lamed,  and  half-disfigured  by 
these  horrible  wounds. 

The  noise  of  the  wheels  was  all  at  once  deadened  on  the  grass  and 
moss,  and  we  enter  the  avenue  under  bowers  of  green,  through  which  I 
perceive  beyond  the  fa9ade  of  the  chftteau,  elegant  and  severe,  and  of 
the  renaissance  style,  I  think.  Here  is  the  coiul  yard,  which  is  at  the 
same  lime  a  flower  garden.  There  are  the  swans,  who  flap  their  wings 
as  we  pass  ;  Mesdames  de  Sauves  and  de  Chagres,  who  wave  handker- 
chiefs from  ihe  veranda  ;  and  their  husbands,  who  throw  away  their 
cigars  and  wave  their  hats.  It  is  a  triumphal  entrj'.  The  young  couples 
are  very  agreeable  to  look  at,  and  seem  so  good. 

The  instant  after,  Cecile  instals  grandmother  and  I  in  our  rooms. 
While  I  shake  off  the  dust  of  the  journey,  she  questions  me  with  warmth  : 

"  Well,  tell  me  quick  ;  at  bird's  ere  view  how  do  you  find  them?  " 

"  At  bird's  eye  view  I  find  them  ires  distin^ucs." 

"Truly?  Let  me  kiss  you?  But  which  do  you  prefer?  say  quick, 
the  blonde  or  the  brun  ?    Monsieur  Rene  or  Monsieur  Henri  ?  " 

"So  far  I  prefer  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  And  you,  ma  mi- 
giiottvc  f" 

"  Did  I  not  write  that  I  awaited  your  coming  to  develop  a  preference? 
You  will  tell  me  which  one  pleases  you  the  most,  and  I  will  lake  him."' 

"I  assure  you,  Cecile,  that  your  confidence  crushes  me." 

"  Listen.  I  will  place  you  at  table  between  these  two  gentlemen. 
Yon  must  study  them  ;  study  them  profoundly,  you  understand.  I  am 
going  to  tell  you  what  I  desire  to  know,  and  on  what  you  must  exam- 
ine them  most  particularly,  and  after  dinner  you  will  render  me  an  ac- 
count of  the  result.  Well,  I  desire  to  know  first,  which  of  the  two  has 
the  truest  and  warmest  affection  for  me  ;  then— and  this  is  very  import- 
ant—which of  them  has  the  best  disposition  ;  then,  which  is  the  most 
intelligent  and  learned,  for  I  wish  a  husband  who  will  do  me  honor  ; 
then,iheonewho  is  the  most  generous  and  charitable.  I  hold  much  to 
this  point.  Then,  which  one  likes  to  travel  the  best — I  count  much  on 
that  also.  Then,  which — don't  laugh  now,  Charlotte,  f^r  this  is  a  seri- 
ous matter." 

"  I  laugh,  Cecile,  because  you  really  ask  too  much  for  one  sitting  ; 
but  I  will  attend  lo  it,  and  do  my  best." 

Cdcile  then  left  me  with  my  maid,  and  I  prepared  for  dinner.  I  put 
on  a  simple  dress— a  confidant's  dress—dark  colored,  with  half  waist  ; 
a  bit  of  lace  in  the  hair,  Spanish  fashion,  and  a  red  rose  stuck  in  abovs 
I  am  not  a  fright,  and  that  suffices. 

[COSTINVED    IN    NEXT    Nf.MllER.] 


Ninety-five  piano  manufacturers  are  awaiting  with  breal^li^s 
pense  the  day  when  the  French  exhibition  awards  ^vill  be  made, 
each  will  get  the  first  prize. 
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THE   ARGONAUT. 


"SALTED." 


A   Bodie  SpccoUtor  Relates  the  History  of  a  Mine. 

"  Gi'me  .i  whisky  toddy,  barkccp;  an'  there's  the  las'  but- 
ton off  o'  Gabe's  coat.  Come  up,  boys— ev'rjbody— 'taint 
of'en  you  fellcrs'll  hev  a  show  to  nail  down  yer  coflfin  lids 
'ith  gol'  spikes  out  o'  salted  diggin's.  It's  a  fac',  boys— ye 
needn't  star.  Thet  thar  yaller  piece  represents  a  pile  so  high 
— the  las'  color  of  a  clean  up  of  a  thousan'  solid  rocks  clear 
money.  What  racket  did  I  play .'  Well,  it's  too  good  to 
lose,  so  I'll  tell  ye.  Mere's  fun— drink  hearty,  boys.-  Eh  ! 
Change?  Oh,  you  needn't  be  pertickler  about  a  bit  or  two; 
an'  I  hn'  seen  the  time — not  two  weeks  back  nuther — w'en 
ye  might  a  gathered  in  the  hull  piece  an'  I  wouldn't  a  squeal- 
ed; but  I  mus'  make  thet  little  balance  las'  me  'til  I  play  it 
on  some  more  'Frisco  suckers.  Did  I  play  'em  ?  Well,  now, 
I  reckon  I  did,  an'  ye  hear  my  gentle  whispei'.  Ye  see  1  lo- 
cated my  reg'lar  fifteen  hundred  an'  stuck  up  my  paper  in 
the  fust  rush  to  the  Bodie  Distric'— got  my  pinters  in  I'ioche 
jist  afore  I'ete  Eshington  an'  Louie  Lochbar  sold  the  .Stand- 
ard, an'— Hullo  !  Steve,  is  thet  you  ?  Why,  you  ol'  pilgrim, 
demed  cf  I  knowed  ye.  (pit  out  from  bchin'  thet  noospaper 
an'  shake.  Keadin'  the  Sln,k  reports  !  Don't  talk  stocks  to 
me — I've  played  the  smoothest  sharps  on  Californy  .Street,  I 
hev,  played  'cm  line,  ye  hear  me.  What  on .'  Why  broadaxe, 
o'  course.  Wasn't  I  sinkin'  on  IJroadaxe  w'en  you  was  in 
Bodie?  What're  ye  laughin' at ?  I  s'pose  ye  think  I'm  lyin'. 
Well,  mebbe  it  is  a  purty  tough  yarn  considcrin'  the  crowd 
I  raked  down  the  scads  from.  Don't  keer  ef  I  do.  C.i'me 
the  same,  barkeep.  Well,  Stevey,  ol'  man,  what  d'ye  know  ? 
Aint  been  speculatin' .agin,  I  hope.  Sho  !  Xo  !  Is  thet  so? 
Busted  clean  agin,  eh  ?  Well,  well,  well.  Up  to-day,  down 
to-morrow — thet's  the  game  we're  tr)'in'  to  beat  now.  What 
buy  ?  Singlederr)'  !  Well,  you  are  a  fool  an'  no  mistake. 
W'hy  /  could  a  give  ye  pints  and  a  better  buy  than  thet.  I'd 
a  give  ye  the  deadwood  on  a  Comstock — straight  ez  a  string 
from  the  diamon'  drills.  They  could  a  throwed  mud  at  ye  'til 
hell  froze  over  an'  never  a  fazed  ye;  an'  ez  fur  margins — why 
ye  could  a  come  up  smilin'  e-j'ry  time  yer  broker  let  out  'ith  his 
left — yc'd  a  thought  it  better  fun  to  pungle'n  to  go  on  a  tear 
'ith  the  ol'  boys,  cause  ye  see  ye'd  hev  'em  in  the  door  on  the 
las'  turn.  But  you  -.cill  fall  onto  a  hoggin  deal,  an'  I  s'pose 
yell  never  learn  thet  ef  ye  straddle  a  blind  in  a  short  card 
game  'ith  up  an'  up  sports,  keen  to  sweep  the  board,  thet 
ye're  bound  to  be  cinched,  savey  ?  How'd  /  make  the  riffle  ? 
Well,  I'll  tell  ye. 

"  As  I  was  sayin'  I  located  in  the  fust  rush — alone,  mind 
yc — no  dummies — no  partners,  not  much.  I  wasn't  playin' 
to  be  give  away,  ye  understand.  I  sunk  on  my  ledge  an" 
drifted  at  about  forty  feet,  but  the  indications  wasnr't  good 
an'  I  concluded  I'd  wait  'til  Californy  Street  heerd  o'  the  ex- 
citement. Bodie  was  jist  a  boomin' — tender  feet  an'  pilgrims 
a  humpin'  'emselves  to  git  to  the  Bluff.  Fust  we  hed  a  raft 
o'  Cornishmcn  down  from  the  Comstock;  then  Tusc.rora 
sent  us  a  small  bilin'.  .\rter  thet  a  Custer  City  cuss  or  two 
dropped  down,  an'  bimeby  a  gang  o'  I'ioche  fighters  come  in 
to  look  aroun'.  I  wasn't  watchin'  the  little  games  o'  these 
roosters  very  close,  an'  one  momin'  w'en  I  went  out  to  my 
claim  I  was  warned  off.  Henr>'  rifles  an'  Webly  whis'lers 
wasn't  my  gait,  so  I  laid  low  fur  developments.  1  knowed 
thet  Piochc  didn't  hev  no  Bank  o'  Californy  to  back  'em  an' 
pay  fur  the  dead  loads  o'  giant  powder  they'd  need  to  open 
another  drift,  an'  1  wasn't  afeared  they'd  tumble  too  quick 
to  the  racket  I  was  puttin'  up — the  job  was  too  smooth.  It 
turned  out  jist  ez  I'd  calkerlated,  an'  one  fine  momin'  the 
ledge  was  abandoned. 

"  I  heard  of  it  in  Bridgeport  an'  humped  over  to  put  up 
some  more  paper,  but  I  was  too  late.  A  gang  from  Eureka 
hed  relocated,  an'  a  crowd  o'  Austin  roughs  was  layin'  round 
waitin'  to  be  paid  fur  puttin'  'em  off.  The  game  was  too  in- 
terestin'  fur  me,  an'  so  I  didn't  take  a  hand.  Bill  Stevens 
was  chief  o'  the  Eureka  crowd,  an'  Irish  Tom  headed  the 
Austin  gang.  One  night  in  Bodie  Tom  declared  himself,  an' 
Stevens  stood  Tom  off.  Bill  dropped  at  the  third  fire,  an' 
Tom  jest  hed  strength  enough  left  to  thank  the  boys  fur  pull- 
in'  on  his  boots,  wc'n  he  climbed  into  clar  daylight,  too. 
Then  it  -a'lxs  Uvely.  Fur  three  days  the  peaceables  was 
kep'  dodgin'  aroun'  comers  an'  bustin'  through  bar-room 
mnders,  gcttin'  out  o'  range  o'  flyin'  bullets.  The  nex' 
one  thet  passed  in  his  checks  was  Curley  Sam — died  ez 
game  ez  a  man  ken  die,  darin'  Joe  Carter  to  come  into  the 
road  an'  settle  it  'ith  the  knife — standin'  full  breasted  in  front 
o'  the  door  where  Joe  was  crouchin'.  Joe  laughed  a  shiver- 
in'  sort  o'  a  laugh,  an'  sent  his  las'  shot  home  from  behin'  the 
bar-room  screen — like  a  low  down,  sneakin'  coyote.  But  lie 
didn't  toot  his  hom  more'n  twelve  hours  arter — Joe  didn't. 
They  foun'  him  on  the  Benton  trail,  tattooed  'ith  gashes, 
holdin'  a  bloody  eighteen-inch  bowie  in  his  hand,  showin' 
thet  he  hed  a  fair  deal  fur  his  life,  an'  played  it  fur  all  it  was 
wuth.  Three  or  four  more  shootin's  an'  cuttin's  kep'  up  the 
excitement  fur  a  day  or  two,  but  nobody  was  killed,  an'  my 
chances  fur  gettin'  the  Broadaxe  location  again  looked  ez 
slim  ez  ever. 

"  One  iiight  they  hed  a  game  o'  draw  down  at  Strobridge's. 
an'  Charlie  Rogers,  who'd  bought  out  his  pardners,  put  up 
the  Broadaxe  fur  a  hundred  dollars.  Si  Silverbrace  won  it, 
an'  Rogers  dropped  out  o'  the  game  dead  broke.  Si  played 
along  fur  an  hour  or  two,  but  didn't  seem  to  hev  no  luck 
arter  he  fell  heir  to  Broada.xe,  an'  about  midnight  he  shoved 
her  up  upon  three  jacks  afore  the  draw.  Jim  JIurpnv  was 
dealin',  an'  I  seed  him  lift  a  hand  from  his  lap  ez  cold  ez 
Chris'mas.  Si  filled,  and  he  grinned  trumphant  like  under 
his  big  slouch  hat,  "cause,  ye  see,  Broadaxe  stood  him  in 
nearly  five  hundred  dollars,  an'  enough  on  the  board  to  make 
him  even  ef  he  hauled  it  down. 

" '  Bet  yer  a  hundred  more,'  says  Si,  chuckin'  up  a  note. 

"'Sec  it,  an'  raise  ye  two  hundred,' says  Murphy,  pre- 
tendin'  to  be  doubtful  an'  lookin'  at  the  corners  o'  the  kerds 
he  lifted. 

" '  Two  hundred  goes,'  says  Si,  slowly  draggin'  out  his 
buckskin  an'  fishin'  fur  more  cale  seed. 

'!  Tl*?"'  '*'"<'  o'  sorrowful  like,  ez  ef  chuck  fall  o'  grief  at 
losin'  sich  a  good  chance  to  git  away  'ith  a  bigger  stake,  he 
calls  fur  a  sight. 

" '  WTiatev  ye  got ? '  says  Murphy.  An'  fur  the  life  o'  him 
he  couldn't  help  grinnin'.  Si  seed  the  color  o'  Jim's  teeth  an' 
kncwed  he  was  gone. 

■Uc'ris  full  on  eights,'  he  whispered  so  faint  ye  could 

-  ~-v  hear  him. 


"  '  'Tain't  good  agin  a  king  full  on  bullets,'  says  Murphy, 
an'  he  showed  'em  down  ez  easy  an'  natchcral  ez  ef  he'd 
played  it  fair  an'  scjuare  from  the  jump. 

"Si  looked  mighty  sick,  but  he  ditin't  say  nothin'  an'  left 
the  table.  The  game  went  on  purty  slow  arter  thet,  an' 
Murphy  got  up  nineteen  hundred  ahead,  'ith  the  Broadaxe 
paper  in  his  pocket,  an'  me  standin'  there  wondcrin'  ef  I'd 
hev  a  better  show  to  corral  it  ef  I  blowcd  the  true  bizness 
to  Si,  an'  then  skinned  out  till  the  shoolin'  was  over.  I  was 
jest  on  the  pint  o'  givin*  Murphy  away,  w'en  the  risk  I'd  be 
runnin' ef  Si  didn't  get  the  drop  on  .Murphy  staggered  me, 
an'  I  kep'  my  pints  to  myself  Murphy  soon  arter  fell 
against  a  faro  Ii^nk,  an'  asked  the  dealer  what  he'd  take 
Bro.adaxe  fur  between  the  king  an' jack.  The  dealer  hum- 
med im'  hawed  a  minute,  an'  tin'ly  says  :  '  Seein'  it's  you, 
.Murphy,  we'll  let  you  bet  her  fur  fifty,  but  you  can't  tnty  a 
quarter  check  'ith  it.'  So  Murphy  plays  Broad.txe  between 
the  king  an'  jack,  an'  in  about  three  turns  my  location  is 
chucked  into  the  bank's  safe.  1  waited  long  enough  to  see 
Murphy  lose  about  a  thousan',  an'  then  1  lights  out  fur  a  pool 
game  down  town.  Steve,  ivw  know  1  ain't  no  slouch  knock- 
in'  pins  over,  an'  you'll  b'lic\'e  me  w'en  I  tell  you  thet  the 
solitary  fi\'e  I  carried  out  o'  thet  faro  bank  was  se\'enty-five 
afore  nine  o'clock  nex'  mornin'.  At  ten  o'clock  I  hed  the 
transfer  paper  in  my  pocket,  an'  makin'  tall  tracks  over  the 
trail  to  my  location,  thinkin'  what  a  big  pile  o'  coin  thet  lit- 
tle scrap  o'  paper,  kivered  'ith  indorsements,  represented,  to 
say  nothin'  o'  the  fun'ral  expenses  it'd  been  the  cause  of  I 
foun'  ev'rythin'  kcrrect,  an'  nobody  to  keep  me  off.  I  went 
in  the  shaft  an'  found  two  new  drifts,  an'  a  pile  o'  new  tools 
an'  blastin'  powder.  I  didn't  hev  no  lime  to  lose,  'cause 
there  was  plenty  o'  toughs  roun'  to  jump  the  claim  ef  they 
thought  there  was  anythin'  in  it. 

"  While  I  was  settin'  on  the  dump  pile,  a  thinkin'  o\-cr  mat- 
ters an'  things,  along  comes  Big  Tint  Conner,  an'  arter  givin' 
him  a  game  o'  wind,  I  let  him  into  a  part  o'  nij'  plans  an' 
took  him  in  ez  a  silent  pardner.  I  hed  to  do  it  to  pertect  my 
rights.  Thet  night  we  borrowed  a  burro  'ithout  lettin'  the 
owner  know  nothin'  about  it,  an'  made  six  trips  to  three  or 
four  payin'  leads.  The  nex'  day  we  worked  in  the  lower  drift; 
an'  w'en  we'd  got  things  fixed  we  look  a  snooze,  an'  went  into 
town  'ith  some  o'  the  richest  rock  we  could  find  in  our  drifts 
arter  we'  got  through  stopin'  an'  crosscultin'.  O'  course  Tim 
an'  me  give  the  camp  the  gran'  gaff;  an'  in  about  an  hour 
one  o'  them  Californy  Street  experts  asks  us,  careless  like,  ef 
we  was  on  the  sell,  an'  what  we'd  take  fur  the  mine  ez  she 
stood.  We  didn't  want  to  sell ;  we  hed  too  good  a  thing. 
Thet  made  the  agent  more  anxious,  an'  he  stuck  to  us  like  a 
bamacle  to  a  scow's  keel.  Bimeby,  arter  the  agent  had  lick- 
ered  us  about  ten  dollars  worth,  we  purtended  to  give  in  a 
little,  an'  fin'Iy  we  made  him  a  proposition  :  Ef  he'd  let  us 
put  in  one  more  blast,  he  could  go  into  the  drift  alone,  an' 
whatever  he  offered,  w'en  he  see  what  the  powder  hed  opened 
up,  we'd  take  ;  but  he  hed  to  go  down  alone,  an'  only  slay 
down  long  enough  to  take  one  observation  ;  then  we  was  to 
trust  to  his  honor  fur  a  fair  \'aIuation.  Then  we  drawed  up 
the  papers,  reg'lar,  an'  nex'  day  about  noon  we  put  in  the 
blast.  Lord,  how  she  did  scatter  things  ;  I  don't  b'lieve  ye 
could  a  told  Standard  rock  from  Bechtel  ore  to  a  saved  yer 
life,  they  was  so  mixed.  Anyhow  me  an'  Tim  didn't  go  back 
in  the  drift  to  look  ;  but  ez  soon  's  the  smoke  hed  puffed  out 
a  little  the  agent  slides  down  an'  slays  thar  about  twenty 
minits,  lookin'  at  the  '  indications '  we'd  freighted  out  from 
Bodie  two  nights  afore  by  jackass  express.  Lord  !  ef  jack- 
asses could  only  talk,  an'  wasn't  too  high  priced  'ith  ther  pints ! 
W'en  the  expert  come  up  he  looked  at  us  sorter  queer,  an'  I 
thought,  fur  a  minit,  he'd  dropped  on  our  little  game.  But 
he  hedn'l,  fur  he  says,  'What  d'ye  think  o' two  thousan'?' 
'Two  thousan's  good,  ain't  it  ?' says  I,  winkin' at  Tim.  *A 
bargain's  a  contrac','  says  Tim,  an'  Ihel  settled  the  bizness. 
We  tilled  out  the  blanks  in  the  dockyments,  an'  gol  our  pa- 
per on  the  bank.  Then  Tim  an'  me  lit  out  too,  quick,  you 
bet ;  we  didn't  think  it  was  healthy  to  stay  an'  see  the  big 
works  the  agent  said  he Was'goin'  to  put  up.  You  know', 
Steve,  how  they  talk  about  us  fellers  there,  an'  the  chances  a 
'  wild  cat  speculator,'  as  they  calls  us,  runs,  w'en  they  tumbles 
to  the  low-grade  ore  in  our  foot-walls.  But  I  reckon  they 
won't  cross  the  desert  to  haul  us  back  to  Bodie — two  hundred 
miles  o'  alkali  is  a  derned  mean  stretch  o'  kentry  out  here  in 
Ne\'ada,  an'  don't  ye  furgit  it.  What  become  o'  'Tim  Conner  ? 
Oh,  he  loafed  aroun'  Carson,  spreein'  an'  gamblin* — lost  most 
of  his  share  o*  the  spec  at  poker.  Yes,  he  did  play  a  game 
or  two  'ith  me  ;  /  didn't  win  all  his  money,  though  ;  he  hed 
to  live,  ye  know,  an'  gin  costs  money.  The  last  I  heerd  o' 
Tim  he  w-as  shovelin'  sand  out  at  Cheyenne.  \'es,  I  reckon 
I  ken  Stan'  another  drink  ;  stan'  in,  boys.  Gi'  me  a  cocktail, 
barkeep,  stiff:  this  derned  alkali  hangs  to  a  man's  throat  like 
grim  death  to  a  dead  nigger." 

Silence  reigned  in  that  desert  hostelry  for  a  moment,  bro- 
ken presently  by  a  clattering  of  spoons  against  glassware, 
followed  by  a  soft  gurgling  sound. 

"What  did  ye  say  was  the  name  o'  thet  claim  you  sold?" 
asked  Steve. 

"  The  Broadaxe.     Why  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothin'." 

"  What's  the  matter  with  ye  ?  What're  ye  all  grinnin'  at  ? " 
And  the  speculator  placed  his  glass  on  the  counter  and  looked 
around  upon  the  crowd  of  miners  and  teamsters  as  if  he 
"  meant  business." 

"  D'ye  ever  read  the  papers  ? "  asked  Steve. 

"Sometimes." 

"  Read  'em  lately  ?  " 

"No." 

"  What'd  you  say  was  the  name  o'  that  wild  cat  o'  youm  ?  " 

"  Broadaxe,  d — n  it,  Broadaxe.  D'ye  want  me  to  write  it 
down  fur  ye?  Ask  that  Californy  Street  sharp  ;  I  reckon  he 
knows." 

"  Brodaxe,  eh.  Well,  ol'  boy,  you  did  play  it  fine,  an'  no 
mistake- on  yerself,'  answered  Steve. 

"  What  d'ye  mean  ?  "  fiercely  inquired  the  speculator. 

"  Read  the  papers." 

"  Gi'  me  a  paper.     Where  is  it  ?     Where'U  I  look  ? " 

"  Look  at  the  stock  list." 

Another  interval  of  silence,  and  then  a  murmur  from  the 
speculator  : 

"  Brodaxe  —  Bid,  seventeen  'n  three  quarters  ;  asked, 
eighteen  'n  a  half     It's  a  lie  !  I  don't  b'lieve " 

"  Look  at  thet,"  said  Steve.,  indicating  a  paragraph  in  the 
introductory  summary-. 

'■ '  The  fust — blast — put  in  by  the — new  comp'ny — opened 


up — a  rich — body — of  ore — w'ich  hez  gradger'ly  widened — 
an'  the  indications  promise — the — richest  returns  of — any — 
mine — now  being  worked — in  this  district.  Broadaxe — bids 
— fair — to— rival  —  the  —  richest — gold  —  mine  —  in  —  the — 
world.' " 

The  words  fell  from  his  lips  slowly,  as  if  some  unseen 
power  was  dragging  them  out  by  main  force. 

"  The  richest  gold  mine  in  the  world." 

The  speculator  dashed  the  paper  to  the  floor,  and  arose  in 
the  m.tjesty  of  despair,  exclaiming  ; 

"  Salted,  by  the  eternal  !     Salted,  by  God  ! " 

He  rushed  from  the  saloon,  and  his  last  words,  as  caught 
by  the  crowd  of  desert  nomads,  were  wafted  back  upon  the 
wings  of  the  soft  summer  breeze — 

"Salted  !  salted  1  salted  ! !" 

S.\N  Fkancisco,  Sept.  28,  1S7S.  E.  H.  Clough. 


Pony  Glasses  of  Frencli  Brandy. 


La  soci<5tc  qui  fait  tant  de  mal  ressenible  i  ce  serpent  des 
Indes  dont  la  demeure  est  la  feuillc  d'une  plantc  qui  gu(;rit 
sa  morsure  ;  elle  prvsente  presque  toujours  le  remt^de  ^  cotd 
de  la  suffrance  qu'elle  a  causi^e. — Alfred  de  M asset. 

La  raison  humaine  pent  gui^-rir  les  illusions,  mais  non  pas 
guerir  les  souffrances. 

L'amour  est  une  chose  frivole,  et  cependant  c'est  la  seule 
arme  avec  laquelle  on  puisse  frapper  les  ames  fortes. — Sten- 
dhal. 

La  saveur  des  pens^es  detachces  depend  d'une  expression 
concise  ;  ce  sont  des  grains  de  sucre  ou  de  sel  qu'il  faut  sa- 
voir  fondre  dans  une  goutte  d'eau. — J.  Petit-Senv. 

On  pent  dire  des  femmes  et  du  mariage  tout  ce  qu'on  vou- 
dra,  on  ne  renoncera  pas  plus  aux  unes  qu'Ji  I'autre. 

Les  femmes  trompent  quelquefois  I'amant,  jamais  I'ami. — 
iMcrcier. 

L'amour  a  plus  de  fiel  que  de  mieL — Ovide. 

On  racurt  deux  fois,  je  le  vois  bicn. 

Cesser  d'aimer  et  d'etre  aimable, 

C'est  une  niort  insupportable  ; 
Cesser  de  vivre.  ce  n'esl  rien. —  Voltaire. 

Ce  qui  fait  que  la  plupart  des  femmes  sont  peu  sensibles  k 
I'amitic,  c'est  qu'elle  est  fade  quand  on  a  senti  l'amour. — La 
Roch  e/o  ueauld. 

Aimer,  c'est  etre  deux  et  n'etre  qu'un  :  un  homme  et  une 
femme  qui  se  fondent  en  un  ange,  c'est  le  ciel. —  V.  Hugo. 

L'amour  a  des  dedommagements  que  I'amitid  n'a  pas. — 
Montaigne. 

"  Donne-moi  mille  baisers,  Lesbie,  ensuite  cent,  mille  autres 
ensuite,  et  puis  cent  autres  encore.  Lorsque  tu  m'en  auras 
accorde  plusieurs  milliers,  nous  les  melerons  ensemble,  de 
peur  d'en  connaitre  le  nombre,  ou  qu'un  jaloux  ne  nous  porte 
envie,  en  apprenant  que  nous  nous  sommes  baises  tant  de 
fois." — Cat  [tile. 

En  envoyant  k  Mademoiselle  de  B . . . .  un  exemplaire  de 
sa  traduction  de  I'.lrt  d'.4imer,  d'Ovide,  le  marquis  de  Mi- 
meures  dcrivit  sur  le  volume  : 

Cette  lecture  est  sans  cgale, 
Ce  livre  est  un  petit  dedale 

Ou  I'espril  prend  plaisir  d'errcr. 
Julie,  suivez  les  pas  d'Ovide, 
C'est  le  plus  agreable  guide 

Qu'on  peut  choisir  pour  s'f-garer. 

Le  due  d'Orldans,  regent  de  France,  voulait  aller  au  bal  de 
rOpifra  et  n'y  etre  pas  reconnu.  — J'en  sais  un  moyen,  dit 
I'abbe  Dubois,  et  dans  le  bal  il  lui  donna  des  coups  de  pied 
dans  le  derriere.  Le  rdgent  qui  les  trouva  trop  forts  et  trop 
nombreux  lui  dit ;     — L'abbif,  tu  me  disguises  trop. 

Lafontaine  entendant  plaindre  le  sort  des  damnds  au  mi- 
lieu du  feu  d'enfer  dit :  — J'espcre  qu'ils  s'y  accoutument  et 
qu'a  la  fin,  ils  sont  la  comme  le  poisson  dans  I'eau. 

On  demandait  a  Diderot  son  opinion  sur  un  homme  trcs- 
riche  qui  venait  de  mourir  :  — C'est  un  homme  qui  a  mang(f 
deux  millions  sans  dire  un  bon  mot  et  sans  faire  une  bonne 
action,  r(fpondit-il. 

Un  medecin  de  campagne  allait  visiter  un  malade  au  vil- 
lage prochain.  II  prit  avec  lui  un  fusil  pour  chasser  en  che- 
min  et  se  ddsennuyer.  Un  paysan  le  rencontra  et  lui  de- 
manda  oil  il  allait.  — \'0ir  un  malade,  rdpondit  le  mCldecin. 
— Avez  vous  peur  de  le  mangucr  ? 

Une  dame  causant  avec  Monsieur  de  F.  lui  dit  :  Vous  ne 
savez  que  dire  des  sottises.  — Madame,  ri!ponditil,  j'en  en- 
tends  quelquefois,  et  vous  me  prenez  sur  le  fait. 

— \"ous  baillez,  disait  un  homme  fort  ennuyeux  h  Monsieur 
X.     — Oui,  repondit-il,  quand  je  suis  seul,  je  m'ennuie. 

Sans  les  femmes,  les  deux  extro'mitds  de  la  vie  seraient 
sans  secours,  et  le  milieu  sans  plaisir. 

Vc'nus,  d'.aprts  la  mythologie,  c5tait  fille  des  ondes  ;  elle 
accoucha  de  l'amour  ;  On  ne  pouvait  attendre  que  des  tem- 
petes  d'une  fille  de  la  men 

Ldandre  traversa  I'Hellespont  k  la  nage,  au  milieu  de  la 
tempcte  pour  se  reunir  k  son  amante  Hdro,  pretresse  de 
\'enus  ; 

L<;-andre,  conduit  par  Tamour. 

En  nageant,  disait  aux  orages  : 
"  Laissez-moi  gagner  les  rivages, 
Ne  me  noyez  qu'a  men  retour." 

II  n'y  a  point  de  mariages  dans  le  Paradis.  Dieu  merci. 

II  est  trop  tot  pour  se  marier  quand  on  est  jeune,  et  trop 
tard  quand  on  est  vieux. — Thales. 

L'amour  fait  maigrir.  Si  une  merluche  devenait  veuve, 
elle  serait  grasse. — Proverbe  Provencal. 

Un  medecin,  accompagne  d'un  ami,  rencontre  une  dame 
qu'il  salue.  Celle-ci  ne  lui  rend  pas  sa  politesse.  — Qu'y 
a-t-il  done?  demande  I'ami.  — J'ai  soignd  son  mari  danger- 
eusement  malade.  — Ah  !  ah  !  et  vous  I'avez  tut?  ?  — Au 
contraire,  je  I'ai  gu^ri.     — Oh  !  tres-bien,  je  comprends. 

La  plus  perdue  de  toutes  les  journi^es  est  celle  oil  Ton  n'a 
pas  ri. — Chainfo7t. 

Sax  Francisco,  Sept.  29,  1878.       L.  G.  J.  de  Finod. 


THE 


ARGONAUT. 


extMgts  FfidM  m  euOT,-4x. 

§y  ^k  EaHy  Califtfrnian.— San  Fraiicisco,  184J3. 


Each  year  a  vessel  cotiife^  itdrd   New  ^Archangel  fbr  itis' 
cargo.     This  year  (and  last  year  aiS^',-  t  iiha.T)  ft  was  com- 
manded by  an  officer  of  the  Russian  navy,  ri^ri^e^  Rudakoff 
(who  became  governor  of  Alaska  in   1851,  or  thereab'oti^s). 
Although  he  spoke  but  little  Spanish  or  English,  he  couki 
make  himself  understood  in  those  languages,  but  depended 
mostly  on  his  French,  which  all  educated  Russians  speak  so 
fluently.      He  was  a   handsome   man  of  the   true  Russian 
type,  of  medium  height,  with  good  figure,  surmounted  by  a 
round,  well'Shaped  head.     His  hair  and  small  military  mous- 
-  tache  were  just  tinged  with  red.     His  complexion  was  fair 
and  florid,  and  his  eyes  blue^     He  had  a   beaming,  if  not 
jovial  expression,  and  was  in  every  way  an  agreeable  com- 
panion, and  very  popular  with  us  all     He  dined  frequently 
on  shorCj  and  we  often  with  him  ofi  board  his  v^essel.     His 
JatoHes  and  annecdotes  were  so  Russian,-  at^d  his  description 
of  9t.  Petersbourg  (as  he  called  it),  and  Moscow  and  Sitlsa  so 
Unlike  any  thing  We  had  heard^  that  ^e  wefe  never  tired  <?f 
listening  to  him;     NeXt  yeat  he'  retiirrts  to  St.  Petersburg^ 
and  wants  me  to  ga  with  hirri.     He  sa\d  if  I  would  agree  to 
thatj  he  would  send  for  a  government  p'errnit  j  tliat  I  Would 
iiot  suffer  ff-om  cold,  being  well   wrapped   ift  fUfS,-  ?.ttd  the 
hdUs^s  di^  hUig  ^hef-fe  we  would  stop  beittg  perfectly  heated  } 
tliai;  the  cpuhtf-y  \^e  \Vau\d  f/dss  through  would  in  pafts  be 
wilder  and  colder  than  any  I   cotild  Co^^ceive  of,  and  that  we 
should  travel  in  sleds,  sometimes  drawn  by  *^ogs,  and  some- 
times by  reindeer.     How  I  should  enjoy  ii\     Iri  ihe  sketcft 
of  the  town  which  I  sent  you  on   my  arrival  you  i*il(  fio!ice 
an  island  over  toward  the  Contra  Costa  side  of  the  bay.     I^ 
goes  by  the  name  of  Yerba  Buena  Island,  though  some  call! 
t  Goat  Island,  because  Don  Nathan  Spear  and  Juan  Fuller 
had  a  lot  of  goats  grazing  and  increasing  there.     As  the  ani- 
mals are  sometimes  interfered  with,  they  have  put  notices  in 
the  papers  warning  people  against  meddling  with  them.    Don 
Nathan  lays  claim  to  the  island,  which  may  in  time  become 
valuable  for  fortifications  or   other    government   purposes. 
(This  was  afterwards  sold  by  him  to   Captain  Ed.  King  for 
"  one  hundred  cents,"  I  believe.)     Don  Nathan  is  highly  es- 
teemed, having  lived  long  at  the  Sandwich  Islands  and  on 
this  coast,  and  is  the  oldest  merchant  in  California.     While 
carrj'Ing  on  business  in   Monterey,  Alvarado  was  a  clerk  of 
his,  and  when  the  latter  became  Governor  he  lost  none  of  his 
attachment  for  his  old   employer,  offering  him,  it  is  said,  a 
large  grant  of  land  provided  he  Would  become  a  Mexican 
citizen.     Don  Nathan  could  not  bring  his  mind  to  it  how- 
ever, still  continuing  American,  and  perfectly  satisfied  with  a 
lot  here  and  there,  and  his  island.     A  friend  of  his,  of  great 
ability,  and  'greater  prosperity,  is  |Mr.  Eliab  Grimes,  for  a 
long  time  in  business  in  the  Sandwich  Islands,  but  now  asso- 
ciated here  with   Mr.  William   H.  Davis.     Even  before  gold 
was  discovered  their  profits   on    cargoes  from  the   Islands 
were  very  large.     I  have  understood  that  they  cleared  on  the 
merchandise  in  the  brig  Euphemia^  sold  after  my  arrival,  the 
sum  of  $60,000.     Old  Grimes,  as  he  is  called,  is  a  dry  old 
gentleman  of  strong  common  sense,  and  a  veiy  strong  way  of 
expressing  it.     I  have  heard  him  swear.     Our  mining  enter- 
prise was  anything  but  a  success.     Its  whole  history  is  a  sad 
one.     Owing  to  the  deserted  condition  of  the  town  and  the 
consequent  small  amount  of  practice  here.  Dr.  Fourgeaud 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  must  look  for  it  somewhere  nearer 
the  mines.      The  prospect  of   interesting  himself  in  gold 
washing  there  was  also  an  important  consideration.     While 
he  was  away  for  a  fortnight  in  May  exploring  the  country  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Sutter's  Fort,  he  concluded  to  purchase 
a  ranch  on  Bear  River,  owned  by  a  German,  and  which  he 
offered  to  sell  for  a  reasonable  price.     It  had  a  pretty  good 
house  on  it  for  the  accommodation  of  Mrs.  Fourgeaud  and 
their  little  boy,  and  was  not  very  far  from  Yuba,  where  the 
mining  prospects  were  good.     Chartering  a  launch  in  the 
month  of  June,  he  and  his  family,  with  their   household 
goods,  were  on  their  way  to  Sinclair's  ranch  (owned  by  Eliab 
Grimes,  and  situated  on  the  American  River.     It  happened 
when  they  arrived  in  the  country  that  they  came  down  the 
Sacramento  River  in  a  launch  belonging  to  a  man  named 
Kriesberg,  one  of  the  unfortunate  party  who  were  snowed  up 
and  starved  in  coming  over  the  mountains.     Miny  of  them 
died,  but  this  man  with  a  few  others  sustained  themselves  by 
eating  human  flesh.     The  horrible  story  you  have  already 
heard,  as  well  as  the  rescue  of  the  survivors  by  a  party  lead 
by  Lieut.  Selim  Woodworth,  U.  S.  N.     This  same  launch,  as 
it  was  of  good  size  and  safely  navigated,  making  good  time 
always,  was  the  one  chartered  by  the  Doctor.     Although  it 
had  a  cabin,  they  preferred  to  have  their  beds  spread  upon 
the  deck.     There  was  an  awning  over  them,  and  at  night 
they  were  inclosed  partially  with  canvas  walls  which  afforded 
them  all  the  privacy  of  a  tent.     Sometimes  of  an  evening, 
when  Kriesberg  was  in  the  cabin,  they  could  overhear  him 
relate  his  awful  story.     He  would  speak  of  his  horrible  re- 
pasts, and  describe  the  delicacy  of  what  he  considered  the 
choicest  bits.     The  hands  seemed  to  be  a  favorite  portion, 
but  other  parts  were  scarcely  less  so.     I  will  not  dwell  upon 
so  disgusting  a  subject,  and  only  allude  to  it  now  to  show  you 
that  a  human  being  can  not  only  continue  to  live  among 
people  who  have  a  certain  horror  of  him,  but  to  live  in  a 
seemingly  happy  and  longing  remembrance  of  his  dreadful 
experience.     There  was  always  something  to  enjoy  in  their 
little  voyage.     Its  varieties  of  wind  and  calm,  its  constant 
change  of  scene,  the  occasional  quiet,  and  their  loneliness  in 
so  wide  an  expanse  of  territory,  gave  them  much  to  think  of. 
When  they  reached  the  river,  the  crew  would  occasionally 
when  the  wind  died  away  tie  the  boat  to  the  bank  or  warp  it 
along  for  a  while.     At  these  times  no  human  beings  met  their 
sight;  not  even  an   Indian  could  be  seen  along  those  wide 
plains.     In  seven  days  their  voyage  ended,  and  the  morning 
after  they  arrived  at  Sinclair's  they  set  out  on  horseback  for 
the  German's.     On  one  horse  were  Mrs.  Fourgeaud  and  the 
little  pet  dog  which  came  over  the  plains  with  them,  and  on 

kthe  other  the  Doctor  and  little  Nonie.     Packed  behind  each 
Avere  various  little  articles  and  some  food  required  on  the  road 
and  on  arrival  at  their  place  of  destination.     A  quarter  of 
lamb  which  Mr.  Sinclair  had  given  them  was  tied  on  some 
where  and  formed  part  of  the  precious  cargo. 
James  C.  Ward. 


"FIFTEEN  AND  A  HALF." 


Life  is  like  a  city  full  of  crooked  streets. 


W-Ar  brJgfrt  as  a  golden  dollar. 

'Fighe  coile^d,  save  one  wandering  tress ; 
't\VO'  whilJe  lin^lT  cuffs  and  a  collar 

^eWevitig  a:  black  moite  dress ; 
Two'  eye?/  s&f(  and;  blue  as  the"  hieavens, 

Caught  ml?!?"  and;  eompdled  me  to  %\of>; 
My  wits  were  at  si'rVcB  aTid'  sevens' 
When  passing  Jkt  shop. 

When  passing!    Ah,  had  I  but  possei^  icT 

But  I  am  mere  mortal,  you  see. 
The"  saint  who  through  Lent  time  has  fasted 

At  Ea!sfer  regards  himself  free. 
And  I,  who'  so  Jong  had  been  blameless, 

Felt  arrows  thVoWgh  all  my  veins  dart, 
And  a  sentiment.  hi(h<?jflo  nameless, 
Awoke  in  my  heaff.' 

I  entered,  nerved  for  the  encounflef  J 

My  senses  came  back  by  degrees,. 
As  she,  leaning  over  the  counter. 

Said,   "What  can  I  do  for  you,  please?'^' 
I  gazed  round  the  store's  narrow  radius — 

Imagine  my  case  if  you  can — 

'Twas  obviously  meant  but  for  ladies. 

And  1  was  a  man. 

I  know  imore  of  Sanscrit  or  Latin 
Than  naming  of  feminine  gear. 
"Two  yards  and  a  half,  please,  of  satin." 
"We  only  keep  underwear  here." 
Only  underwear !     That  word  suggested 

One  name  that  I  didn't  forget ; 
Most  diffidently  1  requested 
A  frilled  chemisette. 

"What  size?"    The  remark,  you  11  acknowledge. 
Can  not  be  regarded  as  fair; 
I  never  bad  studied  a!  college 

What  size  the  dear  creatures  do  wear. 
J  thought  that  the  best  way  was  lightly 
To  (urn  the  thing  off  with  a  laugh  ; 
I  answered,  as  gravely  as  might  be, 
"Fifteen  and  a  half," 

Fifteen  and  a  half !    She  looked  puzzled. 
"Fifteen  and  a  half  what,  sir,  piay?" 
My  eloquence  fairly  was  muzzled. 
Because  I  had  nothing  to  say. 
"One  moment — I'll  show  you  a  sample;" 
She  pulled  a  box  down  from  the  shelf. 
"Don't  mind,"  I  said;  "that  size  is  ample 
That  you  wear  yourself." 

Then  she  colored  up  quick,  like  a  blush  rose; 

Said,   "Sir,  you  insult  me,"  and  more; 
While  I,  like  a  fool,  with  a  rush  rose 

And  made  my  best  time  for  the  door. 
Her  face,  as  I  looked  back,  was  changing — 

Still  angry,  yet  ready  to  laugh. 
Now,  what  in  the  world  is  so  strange  in 
Fifteen  and  a  half? 
!,  August,    1878.  G.  H.  yESSOP. 


From  Arcadia. 


Idle  and  careless,  with  my  book, 
I  linger  where  wild  roses  cling. 
And  cool  ferns  droop  and  sparrows  sing, 
■    Beside  the  brook. 

Who  has  not  dreamt  some  dainty  dream. 
Half  sad,  half  merry,  with  scant  tears 
Wrung  from  the  foolish,  formless  fears 
Which  seemed  to  seem  ? 

And  if  there  came  a  tangled  thrill — 
Half  joy,  half  pain — a  vision  sweet 
Of  blue-black  eyes,  of  bare  white  feet. 
Or  something,  good  or  ill — 

Was  one  to  chose,  as  tradesmen  may. 
Who  buy  their  goods  in  bale  or  crate, 
And  measure  men  and  deeds  and  fate 
Like  ricks  of  hay? 

No !     For  one  may  not  wisely  say 
If  it  be  good  or  ill  for  him 
Who  sees  'mid  vistas  thronged  and  dim 
A  gleam  of  day. 

Yet  who  shall  stand  'twi.\t  me  and  fate. 
If  from  the  burden  of  some  dream 
I  whisper  to  the  babbling  stream, 
"  I  love  you,  Kate?" 
San  Francisco,  September,  1878.  R.  S.  Smith. 


Too  Late. 


When  the  trial  began.  Spring  could  promise  no  more 
For  the  Summer's  pomp  and  the  Autumn's  store. 
But  the  Spring  went  by  and  the  Summer  time  came. 
And  its  clouds  were  tinted  with  purple  flame. 
Too  gay  and  too  lull  of  a  perilous  pride 
For  her  sober  mate  was  the  new-made  bride. 
Whose  was  the  fault  when  the  wrangling  screech 
At  last  took  the  place  of  the  loving  speech  ? 
Pride  awoke  pride,  and  scorn  repaid  scorn. 
And  the  storm-clouds  burst  on  the  tender  com 
All  trampled  and  spoiled  in  the  fields  of  home — 
The  harvest  and  fruitage  failed  ever  to  come. 
For  a  woman  lay  down  on  the  bed  of  death, 
And  a  pardon  implored  with  her  latest  breath ; 
And  a  man  knelt  there  who  bore  his  part 
With  that  worse  than  a  broken,  a  hardened  heart. 
San  Francisco,  September,  1878.  C 


The  swift  years  bring  but  slow  development 

Of  the  world's  majesty  ;   for  Freedom  is 
Bom  grandly,  as  a  solid  continent, 

Layer  upon  layer,  from  chaos  and  the  abyss, 
Shoulders  its  awful  granite  to  the  light, 

Building  the  eternal  mountains,  on  whose  crests 
The  brooding  calmness  of  the  infinite, 

Pinnacled  in  the  intense  sapphire,  rests. 
But  we,  whiried  round  and  round  in  fevered  gusts 

Of  eager  indignation,  think  to  weigh 
Against  God's  patience  our  gross  griefs  and  lusts, 

Like  foolish  Jonah  before  Nineveh 
(O  worid-wide  symbol  of  his  famished  gourd!) 
Expostulating  holly  with  the  Lord. 
San  Francisco,  September,  1878.  Richard  Rf.ai.f. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny, 


The  Elephant  with  a  Nose  for  Flmuers. —  The  Shadow  on  the 
Wall^  and  the  Effect  of  CtUnate  on  the  Human  Profile. 
— The  Reticent  Barber  and  his  Garrulous  Customer j  an 
instructive  Tale. — An  Apologue  interesiifig  to  Giraffes 
and  Hippopotamuses. — Concerning  the  Tree  that  Bore  a 
Camel. — The  Author  declares  his  Tenderness  for  Sirup 
of  Squills. — A  Shepherd  Do^s  e.rpressio7t  of  Want  of 
Confidence  in  His  Flock. 


One  time  my  mother  she  was  to  the  show,  and  my  mother 
she  had  sum  nice  posies  out  of  the  hot  house,  4  bits  a  posy, 
and  there  was  a  ephalent.  Wen  my  mother  she  see  the 
ephalent  she  sed:  "  Wot  a  long  noze  !  " 

Then  the  show  man  he  sed :  "Yes,  mam,  and  if  you  was 
to  let  him  smel  yure  bookay  with  it  you  wude  make  him 
reel  happy,  cos  Providence  don't  make  sech  nozes  jest  for 
orniment." 

So  my  mother  she  let  the  ephalent  smel  the  posys  and  he 
et  em  up  in  a  minnit.  But  that  was  wen  my  mother  she  was 
a  little  girl  like  Mary,  thats  the  house  maid,  fore  she  had 
met  me,  cos  I  cude  told  her  the  ephlents  trunk  wasent  a 
nose  but  a  proboscus. 

Ole  Gaffer  Peters  he  has  got  a  mity  long  noze  too,  I  can 
jest  tel  you,  an  one  night  he  was  to  our  house,  and  his  shad- 
der  was  on  the  wall,  and  Uncle  Ned  he  sed;  "  Gaffer,  you 
set  reel  stil  an  let  me  dro  yure  profle." 

And  Gaffer  he  done  it.  And  Uncle  Ned  he  drod  it,  but 
he  made  Gaffers  nose  bout  a  foot  long,  you  never  see  sech  a 
nose,  more  like  a  plow.  Then  my  mother  she  sed;  "  Wot  a 
sprizn  likenis  !  "  an  my  father  he  sed :  "I  wude  hav  knode 
that  picter  if  I  had  saw  it  with  my  eyes  shet,"  but  Gaffer  he 
luked  and  diddent  say  nothing.  But  purty  sune  Gaffer  he 
thot  a  wile,  and  then  he  puld  his  hankchef  out  and  blode  it. 
And  then  he  sed,  Gaffer  did:  "  I  got  a  mity  bad  cold." 

And  after  a  wile  he  blode  it  a  other  time  and  sed:  "This 
cole  of  mine  is  a  goin.  for  to  cary  me  to  the  grave." 

An  prety  sune  he  blode  it  sum  more  and  sed :  "  Wot  a 
dredfle  swel  up  snoot  a  bad  cole  wil  giv  a  man  in  this  gum 
dasted  climet  ! " 

And  now  I  wil  tel  you  a  little  story  wich  was  tole  to  me. 
One  time  a  man  wich  was  a  wisky  drinker  an  had  a  red  nose, 
jest  like  tire,  only  no  smoke,  he  went  in  to  a  barber  shop  for 
to  git  shafe,  and  he  sed  to  the  barber  man,  the  wisky 
drinker  did:  "  Now  I  want  you  to  shafe  me  reel  nice  an  He 
pay  you,  but  no  conversation,  cos  I  wont  hav  it,  dont  you 
tock  to  me." 

So  the  barber  man  he  sharped  his  razor,  and  put  a  towl 
under  the  man's  chin,  and  then  he  went  to  the  wotter  cooler 
an  drod  a  bole  of  ice  wotter.  Then  the  man  he  set  up  strata 
and  sed  :  "  Are  you  a  goin  to  shafe  me  with  sech  wotter  as 
that  ?  " 

But  the  barber  man  he  diddent  say  any  thing,  but  went  to 
latherin  with  warm  woter.  But  bime  by  he  sloped  and 
went  and  got  some  wite  rags  and  laid  em  down  by  side  the  ice 
woter.  Then  the  man  sed  a  other  time  :  "  Wots  them  for,  I 
thot  barbers  always  whiped  their  razers  onto  6he  Bulletin?" 
But  the  barber  man  he  diddent  say*  any  thing  agin,  but 
went  to  shafin  the  man  and  whipin  his  razer  onto  the  Bulletin. 
But  purty  sune  he  stopt  agin  an  went  an  fetched  a  bottle  of 
linniment,  and  set  it  down  by  the  rags  and  the  ice  wotter, 
and  put  some  sweet  oil  long  side  the  linniment.  Then  the 
wisky  drinker  wich  had  the  nose  he  sed  :  "  If  you  put  that 
linniment  onto  my  face,  and  sech  oil  on  to  my  hair,  I  wil 
lick  you  til  you  cant  rest." 

And  then  the  barber  man  spoke  up  and  sed  :  "  Ime  so 
horse  that  it  most  kils  me  to  speak,  but  you  force  me  to  ex- 
plain that  them  dockter  fixins  is  for  my  fingers,  cos  pretty 
soon  I  cant  shafe  yure  upper  lip  less  I  take  you  by  the 
nose." 

But  the  nosest  feller  wich  ever  I  see  was  a  saw  fish. 
A  hippopopotamus  and  a  giraft  was  a  feedin,  and  thay 
come  together  and  luked  at  one  a  other  a  wile  a  stonish. 
Wen  the  hippo  had  luked  enougf  it  puld  a  root  from  tween  its 
feet  and  et  it  down.  Then  the  giraft  licked  in  sum  leafs  from 
the  top  of  a  tree  and  sed  :  "  I  never  see  a  poor  feller  so 
short  cuppled  like  you,  wich  has  got  to  stand  on  his  own 
dinner." 

But  the  hippo  it  smiled  bout  like  a  coal  seller  an  sed  : 
"The  differnce  tween  me  and  you  is  I  do  my  dining  to 
home,  like  gentlemens,  but  you  got  to  put  yurn  out." 

A  feller  he  was  a  huntin  in  Africy,  and  there  was  a  other 
feller,  and  one  of  em  he  went  onto  a  hil  bout  as  highly  as  a 
steeple,  but  no  whether  cock,  and  he  cude  see  abuv  the  trees 
and  he  seen  a  girafts  hed  a  stickin  up  out  of  the  woods,  hi  like 
a  libetty  pole,  only  no  flag  on  it,  jest  ears.  Then  the  feller 
whic  was  on  the  hil  he  come  down  to  the  other  and  sed  : 
"  Hav  you  got  a  ax  ? " 

And  the  other  feller  sed  yes  he  had,  wot  of  it  ? 
Then  the  feller  wich  had  ben  on  the  hil  he  sed  :  "  You 
take  yure  ax  and  go  in  them  woods  and  look  up,  and  you  wil 
find  a  tre  wich  has  got  a  cammel  a  groin  on  it,  and  you  jest 
cut  the  tre  down  and  pick  the  cammel." 

Then  the  other  feller  he  sed  :  "  O  non  cents,  how  can 
cammels  gro  on  trees  ?  " 

But  the  hil  man  he  was  offle  mad,  and  he  sed  a  other  time: 
"  You  mite  jest  as  wel  say  :  '  O  non  cents,  how  can  snakes 
grow  in  the  ground,  same  as  willers  ?'  But  spose  I  was  to 
tel  you  I  have  et  snake  root  with  my  own  mowth,  wot  then  ?  " 
But  wen  Billy,  thats  my  brother,  had  the  belly  ake  las  time, 
he  was  give  cat  nip  tea,  but  giv  me  serp  squils  an  you  may 
have  ol  the  cat  nip,  and  the  belly  ake  too,  but  wen  Bildad, 
thats  the  new  dog,  is  sick  to  his  stumk  he  chews  gras  like 
oxes. 

One  time  a  sheprd  dog  he  felt  a  little  sick  and  et  gras  for 
to  make  him  thro  it  up.     And  a  ole  sheep  sed  to  the  dog  ; 
"  Seems  to  me  that  if  mutten  aint  good  enugh  for  you  you 
better  quit  this  bizness,  and  let  us  run  it  our  own  selfs." 
San  Rafael,  October  4,  1S78. 

It  has  just  been  discovered  that  Colonel  IngersoU  writes 
poetry.  Gentlemen,  that  shelves  another  Presidential  aspi- 
rant. 


The  best  communion  comes  when  the  rich  spend  and  the 
poor  save. 


Brignoli  says  :  "  1  lofe  ze  Engleesh  sorg. 
better  zan  before.     I  could  seeng  him  a'l  ze  Ti 


een;'  him 


i 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  BOHEMIAN  REVEL. 


Rusticating  in  the  Ancient  Capital  of  California. 


Adobe  PalaCL,  Alvarado  Ave.,  Monterey,  Oct.  1st. 
There  were  four  of  us  who  came  down  here  to  this  dream 
city  by  the  sea,  on  the  little  steamer  a  week  ago,  to  rusticate 
and  rest.  Charles  Warren  Stoddard,  a  writer,  dreamer,  and 
brevet  monk  ;  Jos.  IJ.  Strong,  an  artist  nith  the  future  all  in 
front  of  him  ;  L.  l"i.  J.  de  Finod,  a  wild  French  academician 
and  a  mighty  hunter,  and  your  humble  ser\'ant,  a  person  of 
no  particular  consequence  ;  a  most  curious  mi.\ture  of  dis- 
positions. The  first  as  sad  and  sorrowful  as  a  silken  sigh  ; 
the  second  sleepv— buoyant  only  under  the  most  favorable 
circumstances  ;  the  third  as  demonstrative  and  restless  as 
the  wayward  waves;  the  fourth  sullen  and  morose,  subdued 
by  a  sodden  spleen.  Un  the  way  down  wc  sat  cross  legged 
on  the  coils  of  rope  forward  and  smoked,  and  talked,  and 
guyed  each  other.  .\t  Santa  Cruz  we  had  a  little  French 
dinner  at  a  ver>-  large  price,  and  then  went  aboard  the  little 
lug  again  and  twisted  along  through  the  night  gazing  at  the 
stars,  drinking  in  the  fog,  and  reclining  in  the  lee  scuppers 
at  every  relentless  roll.  Ten  o'clock  found  us  cruising  about 
somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of  Monterey,  peering  about  in 
the  gray  mist  for  a  wharf  light,  and  blowing  the  whistle  for 
some  answering  sound.  It  came  in  the  shape  of  a  pistol 
shot,  and  a  hundred  yells  from  as  many  small  boys,  with  a 
yellow  dog  accompaniment ;  then  a  light  broke  through  the 
blinding  bank,  the  nose  of  the  boat  jumped  responsive  to  the 

3uickly  turned  helm,  figures  became  outlined  against  the 
eepencd  background,  the  lines  were  cast,  and  Jules  Taver- 
nier,  a  resident  Bohemian,  from  the  planks  high  above  fairly 
howled  out  a  welcome.  Ue  Finod  responded  in  French, 
something  was  hurled  back  in  Spanish,  the  mate  gave  the 
deck-hands  the  devil  in  Portuguese,  a  plank  was  slipped 
over  the  rail,  and  we  climbed  out  of  the  little  craft  to  be 
embraced  and  introduced  in  the  dark,  and  fall  over  grain 
sacks,  and  run  against  unyielding  freight  cars ;  then  we 
got  straightened  out  and  went  jabbering  along  the  wharf, 
escorted  by  the  small  boys,  preceded  by  the  dogs,  and  fol- 
Icn^vd  at  a  respectful  distance  by  a  man  with  a  lantern. 
Monsieur  de  Finod  was  the  guide.  He  had  visited  the 
place  once  before  and  knew  all  about  it— more  so  than  the 
oldest  inhabitant.  He  was  going  to  take  us  to  his  splendid 
tavern  « here  "  a  fair  senorita  keeps  zc  place  so  neat  as  ze 
va.x,"  when  every  arrangement  was  suddenly  shattered  by  the 
information  that  the  presiding  genius  of  the  place  had  been 
married  within  the  week.  There  is  a  general  howl.  The 
bridegroom  is  on  hand  to  apologize,  and  swift  to  suggest  an- 
other destination.  We  counseled  in  French,  and  German,  and 
Spanish,  and  English,  and  then  filed  through  the  sand,  fill- 
ing our  low-necked  shoes  flush  with  the  gunwales,  but  keep- 
ing close  on  the  heels  of  Dr.  Heintz,  the  young  bridegroom, 
who  conducted  us  along  under  the  shadow  of  huge  adobe 
walls,  across  a  shaky  little  bridge,  and  smack  into  the  face  of 
a  bam-likc  building  beyond.  Not  a  glimmer  of  light  any- 
where. The  Doctor  rattles  the  rusty  bell,  a  dog  barks,  a 
head  appears,  a  candle  is  lit,  the  situation  explained  in 
French  and  Spanish,  and  wc  mount  the  crazy  stairs  and  lean 
against  the  board  partitions,  till  the  house  is  ransacked  for 
keys  admitting  us  to  rooms  that  smell  as  musty  as  a  tomb. 
But  wc  make  the  best  of  it,  say  good-bye  to  the  guides  and 
escort,  kick  out  the  dogs,  and  go  to  bed  to  smell  the  fra- 
grant smoke  of  the  candle-wick,  which  we  in  the  general 
disgust  had  forgotten  to  choke  to  death — and  listen  to  the 
strange  noises  ringing  through  the  old  rattle-trap  of  a  place. 
We  are  a  mile  and  a  half  apart.  Stoddard  and  Strong  in 
the  third  twist  of  the  corridor,  de  Finod  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  and  I  down  a  little  passage  way  with  a  step  that  broke 
the  small  of  my  back.  No  chance  of  a  rescue  if  bounced  by 
a  ghost ;  the  creaking  bed  suggests  them.  I  dose  away  in 
the  arms  of  shadowy  shapes,  in  the  middle  of  the  night  a 
restless  Diego  in  the  next  room  slams  up  against  the  board 
partition,  and  I  wake  with  a  start  that  stops  the  heart  beat. 
Morning  comes  slowly  ;  and  as  early  as  possible  we  are  up 
comparing  dreams  ;  they  are  all  bad,  and,  being  superstitious, 
we  conclude  not  to  sleep  in  the  place  again.  Then  we  sail 
out  to  take  a  look  at  the  town.  Charles  Warren,  with  his 
Scotch  cap  and  long  ulster,  just  floats  over  the  little  bridge. 
Strong  skips  after  him,  de  Finod  and  I  take  the  middle  of  the 
road,  and,  behold,  we  are  in  the  very  centre  of  "  the  ancient 
capital  of  California. "  A  queer  old  place.  Streets  twisting 
like  trails  accommodatingly  up  the  hillside  ;  adobe  build- 
ings, with  tiled  roofs,  arranged  curiously  on  either  side  ; 
gardens  walled  in  from  vulgar  intrusion — iMt  a  soul  in  sight. 
Beyond  we  can  see  the  old  fort,  with  the  flagstaff  of  the 
whaling  station  on  a  bit  of  a  hill.  To  the  left,  on  a  high 
ridge,  a  forest  of  pines,  in  which  a  heavy  fog  is  hanging.  To 
the  right  a  lagoon,  a  stretch  of  desolate  looking  sand  dunes, 
a  sweeping,  beautiful  reach  of  beach  on  which  the  white 
horses  charge  with  a  roar.  Tn  the  immediate  foreground, 
two  wharves,  between  which  float  a  fleet  of  fishing  boats  ; 
beyond,  the  bay,  as  blue  and  beautiful  as  that  of  Naples  ; 
and  above,  an  atmosphere  that  shimmers  out  the  glor>'  blaze 
of  the  morning  sun,  and  tempers  to  a  nicety  the  breath  of 
indolence.  "Ah,"  says  Stoddard,  in  a  high  aspirate,  "it 
makes  me  wild."  Now,  Jules  Tavemier  comes  swinging 
around  the  comer  with  both  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  pre- 
sents again  Herr  Carl  \'on  Perbandt,  a  fellow  artist,  whom 
the  darkness  had  covered  the  night  before.  We  are  reminded 
of  breakfast.  Across  the  way  from  where  we  are  standing  a 
figure,  bald  and  grotesque,  suddenly  appears  in  a  door.  That 
is  old  Simoneau,  well  known  to  Bohemians  as  the  keeper  of 
an  alleged  French  restaurant  and  ale  house.  He  crams  us 
into  his  solitary  " private  room,"  looking  out  upon  the  old 
jail  yard,  and  surprises  us  with  a  spread  of  raw  sardines, 
cantaleup.  and  shuddering  wine.  \'ociferously  we  howl  for 
coflTec,  and  get  it,  as  the  ransom  of  the  dishes  on  the  table 
which  we  threatened  to  break.  We  don't  like  the  breakfast 
any  better  than  we  did  the  lodging,  an4  hold  a  consultation. 
The  result  is,  that  we  take  rooms  at  the  St.  Charies,  and  ac- 
cept an  invitation  to  dine  with  Dr.  Heintz,  the  town  physi- 
cian. This  finishes  up  Sunday.  Monday  a  brilliant  idea 
strikes  us.  The  sisters  of  Mr.  Strong  have  a  whole  house 
on  Alvarado  .\ venue,  in  which  they  have  been  living  in  quiet 
retirement  for  three  or  four  months— the  eldest  one  painting 
■ni-f  inrustriously,  the  younger,  who  is  not  an  artist,  sighing 
-'  ;  tv  and  its  attractions  of  social  life.  We  will  make 
j~c  us  as  boarders.    We  call  and  make  the  proposi- 


tion, and  are  met  with  a  hundred  objections.  "  We  are  too 
particular  ;  there  are  but  three  plates  in  the  house  ;  no  extra 
knives  and  forks,  no  silver  spoons  ;  the  stove  isn't  much 
larger  than  a  dipper,  and  nothing  in  the  town  to  cook."  Hut, 
obstinate  as  tramps  usually  are,  we  refused  to  take  " no ''  for 
an  answer, and  made  all  sorts  of  impossible  promises.  In  the 
first  place  we  agreed  not  to  grumble;  second,  we  promised 
to  "  pool  our  issues,"  and  buy  a  larger  stove  if  necessary,  and 
all  the  required  crockery;  third,  we  gave  bonds  to  pay  the 
first  week's  board  in  advance;  and  fourth,  last  but  not  least, 
we  solemnly  swore  not  to  flirt  with  the  cook  nor  call  the 
housekeeper  landlady.  This  settled,  and  we  all  registered 
with  a  piece  o'f  charcoal  on  the  kitchen  wall.  Things  moved 
along  swimmingl>*.  We  bought  the  necessary  dishes,  helped 
get  in  the  provisions,  and  when  the  old  lady  who  lived  next 
door,  in  the  fullness  of  her  heart,  loaned  us  her  large  kitchen 
stove,  we  mashed  our  lingers  and  humped  our  aristocratic 
backs  with  genuine  Christian  fortitude  in  getting  it  in  through 
the  narrow  doors.  Miss  Nolic  Strong  was  installed  as  house- 
keeper .tnd  engineer-in-chief  of  the  kitchen ;  M  iss  Lizzie  kept 
order  and  dignity,  and  a  plump,  auburn-haired  little  part- 
ridge of  a  girl,  a  native  of  the  town,  was  induced  to  do  the 
dish-washing  for  the  magnificent  and  munificent  sum  of  $i 
per  week.  She  afterward  struck  for  $1.50,  and  we  had  to 
pay  it.  Vou  are  assured  our  first  dinner  was  a  success.  I 
did  part  of  the  marketing.  Jewed  down  the  Italian  fisher- 
man at  the  wharf,  and  cleaned  the  smelts  for  the  frying-pan. 
Strong  spread  the  table,  de  Finod  interfered  with  the  cook- 
ing, and  Stoddard  was  continually  in  tlie  way,  being  run 
over,  and  asking  that  heart-rendering  question  of  his,  "  Are 
you  mad  with  me  .' "  Such  times  as  we  have  had.  Plenty  of 
fish,  and  bread,  and  beef,  and  fruit,  and  t'/z/  ordinaire^  and 
cafi  iioh;  and  cigarettes  between  each  course,  and  a  chance 
to  put  both  elbows  on  the  table.  Then  to  sleep,  to  dream, 
to  wake  and  eat  again;  to  feel  a  forgetfulness  of  the  city,  to 
snooze  in  the  middle  of  the  day  like  an  old  resident,  or  an 
over-fed  pelican  on  a  sunny  rock;  to  sleep  at  night  and  never 
miss  a  train,  and  get  up  late  in  the  morning;  to  mock  at  care 
and  responsibility,  to  simply  exist,  not  live.  Monday  after- 
noon we  had  a  bit  of  excitement.  Two  miles  below  the  town 
a  fishing  boat  went  ashore  in  the  surf,  drowning  one  poor  fel- 
low, and  badly  smashing  another.  We  saw  the  search  for 
the  body,  the  return  of  the  boat  along  the  beach,  drawn  by 
six  horses,  the  Italian  flag  hanging  at  half-mast  on  the  end 
of  the  fisherman's  wharf.  That  same  night,  in  the  same 
place,  a  schooner,  through  the  carelessness  of  the  crew,  was 
beached,  four  men  in  the  rigging  for  several  hours  before 
they  could  get  ofl".  This  wreck  was  a  thing  of  interest  to 
visit;  a  plaything  of  the  waves.  Tuesday  and  Wednesday 
we  lounged  along  the  rocky  coast,  and  smoked,  and  bathed, 
and  cat-napped  in  the  sun.  Thursday  we  camped  at  Cypress 
Point,  and  pried  off  abalone  shells,  and  peered  into  the  won- 
derful natural  aquariums  among  the  rocks,  and  shot  sand 
snipe,  and  made  it  interesting  with  rifle-bullets  for  the  peli- 
cans perched  on  the  rocks  at  sea.  The  rest  of  the  week  we 
made  a  rendezvous  of  Tavernier's  commodious  studio,  and 
talked  art,  drank  beer,  and  bored  the  town's  people  with  our 
conversation  and  opinions.  Sunday  afternoon  we  gave  a 
big  dinner — a  banquet  I  might  say — to  our  friends.  So  thor- 
oughly infatuated  had  we  become  with  housekeeping  and  do- 
mestic economy  that  this  was  the  only  way  in  which  the  en- 
thusiasm could  be  worked  off.  Dish-washing.failed  to  do  it. 
So  with  all  the  ardor  and  the  inexperience  and  clumsiness  of 
fledglings  in  this  unaccustomed  business,  we  went,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  chivalry,  for  that  dinner.  Our  reputation  as  enter- 
tainers was  at  stake,  so  we  must  give  a  big  one.  The  first 
programme  made  out  would  have  taxed  the  capacity  of  the 
Palace  Hotel.  The  second  was  a  trifle  more  sensible  ;  the 
third  somewhat  feasible  ;  and  the  fourth  attempt  accepted  as 
a  fact.  Invitations  were  issued  as  follows,  each  one  having 
at  its  head  a  sketch,  in  black  and  white,  of  some  dish  calcu- 
lated to  tickle  to  death  the  palate  of  the  individual  guest  : 

Tiir:  rsvnATloN. 

You  arc  most  cordially  invited  to  meet  the  San  I-'rancisco  Embassy 
at  the  summer  residence  of  the  -Misses  Strong,  on  Sunday  afternoon,  to 
participate  in  "a  Bohemian  blowout."  ^ven  after  the  most  approved 
and  dhlin^iir  fashion^     Hereof  fail  not.     R.  S.  V.  P. 

.\DOBK  Palace,  .Mvarado  Avenue,  .September  28. 

The  documents,  in  the  absence  of  a  footman,  were  deliv- 
ered by  us  in  person,  the  invited  being  requested  to  open  the 
billet  at  once,  and  say  that  it  was  all  right,  and  that  they 
would  come,  which  they  all  did.  Then  for  the  details  of  the 
dinner.  We  took  a  look  at  the  banquet  hall — being  the 
drawing-room  of  the  adobe — and  concluded  that  it  must  be 
decorated.  From  Cypress  Point  we  brought  long,  straggling 
branches  of  that  curious  evergreen  with  long,  lonesome 
streamers  of  Spanish  moss,  and  tacked  them  on  wall  and 
window  top,  and  pronounced  it  very  good.  Then  we  made 
a  raid  on  'Tavernier's  studio,  pulled  down  his  tapestries,  made 
lambrequins  out  of  the  gorgeous  Chinese  and  Indian  robes 
that- covered  the  walls,  and  carted  off  his  unfinished  pictures 
and  sketches,  to  give  color,  tone,  and  effect  to  the  other 
things  we  had  appropriated.  Then  we  set  the  artists  at 
work  on  special  features.  On  one  of  the  windows  Tavemier 
put  in  a  full-length  figure  of  Literature,  and  on  the  other 
Strong  painted  Art — both  of  them  rich  in  color  when  the 
sunlight  streamed  through  like  the  filtered  light  of  some 
grand  old  cathedral.  Then  we  took  the  girls'  bureau, 
wrenched  off  the  looking-glass  on  top,  covered  it  with  a 
Japanese  figured  cloth,  piled  on  our  little  stock  of  wines, 
pushed  it  up  under  the  stained  glass  window,  and  we  had  a 
buffet  that  made  us  shriek  with  delight.  Tavemier,  in  the 
meantime,  had  painted  an  immense  owl,  with  outstretched 
wings,  and  a  look  the  very  counterfeit  of  life.  This  was  put 
above  the  buffet.  A  carte  dc  menu  was  then  painted  on  a 
huge  strip  of  thick  pasteboard,  used  for  covering  roofs. 
Each  guest 'had  a  dish  named  in  honor  of  him,  and  an  indi- 
vidual cartoon  in  Tavernier's  best  style.  This  carte  was 
something  wonderful,  and  tacked  on  the  ceiling,  reached  the 
floor.  The  festive  board  was' made  up  of  our  own  table  and 
a  borrowed  one,  covered  with  two  borrowed  table  cloths. 
The  wine  glasses,  and  the  cups  and  saucers,  and  the  knives 
and  forks,  and  spoons,  and  two. thirds  of  all  the  table  furn- 
iture, were  borrowed  from  neighbors  and  the  hotel.  We  could 
find  but  three  small  butter  dishes  in  the  town,  and  used  sauce 
plates  instead.  When  set  the  table  was  a  gorgeous  affair  ; 
the  white  cloth  was  almost  entirely  hidden  with  beautiful 
ferns,  interspersed  with  the  highest-colored  flowers  that  could 
be  procured.  For  fruit  bowls,  we  had  two  immense  Chinese 
dragons — with  apples' tucked  artistically  behind  their  ears. 


shaggy  manes  of  grapes,  and  peaches  stuck  on  their  pointed 
nostrils.  .'\  card  with  the  name  of  the  guest  was  on  each 
plate;  also  a  lioutoitniirc;  also  napkins — which  were  mighty 
hard  to  get  ;  also  a  trimming  about  each  little  pat  of  butter. 
.'\nd  the  bill  of  fare .'  Twelve  courses,  with  seven  different 
kinds  of  wines  and  cordials.  How  is  that  for  Monterey .' 
Soup  and  fish  (mullet  and  salmon  carp),  snipe  for  game,  en- 
trees innumerable,  roasts,  relishes  ad  lili.,  champagne,  and 
Madeira,  and  anisette,  and  French  brandy,  and  ca/t.'  itoir. 
At  two  o'clock  the  guests  arrived.  Miss  Lizzie  Strong,  and 
Charles  \\'arren  Stoddard — dressed  like  a  monk,  in  robe  and 
fez — received.  Strong,  in  cap  and  .tpron,  held  the  kitchen. 
The  younger  Miss  Strong,  daintily  dressed  in  a  Swiss  cos- 
tume, saw  that  the  table  was  properly  served.  Herr  von  Per- 
bandt, faultlessly  gotten  up  as  a  French  head  waiter,  in  white 
kids  and  gold  decorations,  assisted  her  ;  while  your  corre- 
spondent, in  full  oriental  costume,  presided  and  manipulated 
the  big  knife  and  fork.  After  the  preliminary  course  of  rel- 
ish and  white  wine,  the  music  of  a  guitar  and  violin  came 
floating  from  a  corner  of  the  room,  where  two  native  musi- 
cians behind  a  screen  were  concealed  ;  and  when  the  tinkle 
of  the  instruments  palled  on  the  ear,  the  two  sung,  in  tenor 
and  falsetto,  their  Spanish  and  Mexican  seren.ades.  And  so 
the  viands  were  discussed,  and  toasts  given,  and  responded 
to — even  the  ladies  making  speeches.  At  seven  o'clock  we 
were  still  at  table,  but  soon  adjourned  to  a  neighboring  adobe 
that  had  more  room  on  the  ground  floor.  'Then  came  fire- 
works in  the  garden  and  on  the  street — a  dance  in  which  the 
sefioritas  of  the  town  joined;  a  serenade  from  the  Monterey 
brass  band,  and  seemingly  the  whole  population  of  the  place 
gathered  to  wonder  what  was  going  on.  This  is  the  general 
outline  of  the  affair,  the  details  of  which  can  not  be  satisfac- 
torily described  or  appreciated  except  by  those  who  partici- 
pated, or  who  understand  the  nature  and  surroundings  of  the 
sleepy  old  town.  For  it  is  a  sleepy  place.  A  spot  to  drone 
existence  away,  and  you  can  not  shake  the  feeling  off.  Ex- 
cept for  an  incident  or  two  like  the  one  narrated  the  breath 
of  life  almost  needs  to  be  breathed  into  one;  you  are  too 
lazy  to  do  it  yourself.  But  enough  of  this  communication. 
At  another  time  I  want  to  make  you  better  acquainted,  by 
sketches  and  description,  with  a  spot  so  quaint  and  curious, 
so  memorable  in  the  history  of  the  State;  discovered  before  a 
49er  was  ever  thought  of;  rich  in  history  of  the  doings  of  the 
old  Padres,  and  relics  of  the  days  of  sandaled  foot  and  shaven 
crown;  beautiful  in  its  natural  features  of  crescent  beach, 
rugged  shore  line,  snowy  sand  and  sweep  of  sea;  blessed  as  a 
place  of  refuge  and  rest  for  the  weary  brain,  full  of  something 
the  accursed  city  has  not — perfect  tranquillity. 

Fred.  M.  So.mers. 


The  Serenade. 


(KHOM    the  GERMAN   OF    LIILAND.) 


^Vho  wakes  me  from  my  slumbers 

With  these  strains  from  heaven  drawn  ? 

Sweet  mother !  see  who  it  may  be 
That  comes  ere  early  dawn ! 

I  hear  not  —  I  behold  not — 

Oh,  sleep  Ihou,  soft  and  mild ! 
They  sing  for  thee  no  serenade — 

Thou  little  suffering  child. 

It  is  not  earthly  music 

That  fills  me  with  delight ; 
The  Angel  calls  me  with  his  song ! 

Sweet  mother,  dear,  good  night ! 
San  Francisco,  October  3,  1878.  Julia  C.  Jo.-jes. 


Not  many  years  ago  an  English  traveler  on  the  Continent 
happened  to  meet  with  the  last  surviving  member  of  the  fa- 
mous scientific  commission  to  which  .Napoleon,  in  1805,  sub- 
mitted Fulton's  project  of  steam  navigation,  which  the  pre- 
occupation of  the  Austerlitz  campaign  prevented  him  from 
examining  himself.  The  scientist,  although  near  the  close  of 
his  eishty-third  year,  was  still  in  the  full  possession  of  his 
faculties,  and  the  Englishman  lost  no  time  in  bringing  up 
the  subject  of  the  memorable  decision,  remarking  that  Mon- 
sieur D.  was  doubtless  of  a  very  different  opinion  now. 
"  Well,"  said  the  Frenchman,  "  I'll  tell  you  exactly  how  the 
thing  happened.  When  Monsieur  Fulton  came  among  us 
with  his  idea  we  were  so  eager  to  find  some  means  of  cross- 
ing the  channel  in  spite  of  the  English  cmisers  that  if  he 
had  been  content  to  offer  us  that  one  project,  and  nothing 
more,  I  really  believe  we  should  have  accepted  it,  wild 
though  it  seemed.  But,  instead  of  that,  he  brought  forward 
half  a  dozen  other  mad  notions,  each  more  extravagant  than 
the  other,  till  at  last  we  finished  by  setting  him  down  as  a 
mere  visionary,  and  reporting  to  the  Emperor  that  his  whole 
scheme  was  a  gross  delusion.  And,  upon  my  word,  if  the 
thing  were  to  happen  over  again,  I  think  we  should  do  just 
the  same  as  before."  One  of  these  "mad  notions,"  it  may 
be  observed,  was  the  torpedo,  and  another  was  the  subma- 
rine cable. 


A  Herald  man  has  been  interviewing  Marie  Roze's  hus- 
band, Mr.  Henry  Mapleson.  "And  in  what,"  said  the  Her- 
ald  reporter,  in  an  off-hand  way,  as  he  lingered  vis-a-vis  over 
a  cup  of  cafe  »nir  at  the  Everett  House,  "  has  your  success 
consisted.'"'  "In  tact,  diplomacy,  education,  .r^zH^/rt^/rt',  a 
knowledge  of  the  public,  and,  what  is  the  most  important 
knowledge  of  all  in  my  business,  that  of  managing  a  prima 
donna.  You  take  a  member  of  a  foreign  legation,  the  man- 
ager of  a  zoological  garden,  take  even  Superintendent  Wal- 
ling at  the  head  of  the  Metropolitan  police  force,  boil  them 
all  down,  and  you  will  not  find  more  incongruous  elements 
in  the  potage  than  those  which  make  an  operatic  company 
and  must  be  adroitly  served."  Commenting  on  this  inter- 
view Puck  says  :  "  \Ve  are  rejoiced  to  find  that  this  modest, 
retiring,  refined,  and  cultured  young  gentleman  is  such  a  per- 
fect man  of  business  and  of  the  world.  We  couldn't  have  a 
better  authority  than  himself.  It  had  been  noised  abroad 
that  he  rather  lacked  these  important  qualifications,  and  was 
what  the  English  call  '  a  duffer ' — but  how  this  world  is  given 
to  lying." 

In  reflecting  on  that  little  episode  between  Lydia  Thomp- 
son and  the  editor  of  the  Chicago  Times,  it  struck  us  that 
nobody  ever  thought  to  ask  in  regard  to  Lydia  :  "  Did 
Storey  dern  her  animated  bust?" 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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THE  DOCTRINE  OF  EVOLUTION. 


JOHNNY  SKAE'S  RIDE, 


[The  following  extract  from  an  address  delivered  by  Pro- 
fessor Haeckel,  on  the  occasion  of  a  banquet  recently  given 
him  in  Paris  by  the  "  French  Association  for  the  Advance- 
ment of  Science,"  is  translated  from  the  Reinie  Sczentifique, 
and  will  undoubtedly  interest  believers  in  the  doctrine  of 
the  descent  of  man  so  well  known  in  connection  with  the 
distinguished  professor's  name.] 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  man  and  the  apes  of  the  old 
and  new  world  have  descended  from  a  common  ancestor. 
That  which,  sooner  or  later,  will  lead  all  good  minds  to 
transformist  doctrines  is  the  feeling — every  day  more  pro- 
found among  us — of  universal  causality,  of  development,  of 
continuity  in  nature.  The  number  increases  every  day  of 
those  who  seek  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  who  rest  only 
in  the  clear  vision  of  the  universal  connection  of  effects  and 
causes.  Reason,  casuality,  mechanism  on  one  side;  super- 
stition, mysticism,  teleology  on  the  other.  The  theory  of 
evolution,  which  considers  and  embraces  entire  nature  as 
one  whole,  has  replaced  final  causes  by  efficient  causes. 
This  has  already  been  accepted,  at  least  by  philosophical 
minds,  the  only  ones  of  which  we  need  take  count,  for  the 
old  doctrines  of  the  final  causes  of  the  unwise,  the  immuta- 
bility of  species,  sterility  of  hybrids,  geological  catastro- 
phes and  successive  creations,  the  impossibility  of  sponta- 
neous generation,  and  of  the  youth  of  man  on  the  earth. 
We  can  not  say  at  what  moment  of  time  nor  under  what 
conditions  the  first  living  beings  appeared  at  the  bottom  of 
the  sea,  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  they  have  been  for- 
med chemically  from  inorganic  carbon  compounds.  The 
primitive  monads  were  born  by  spontaneous  generation  in 
the  sea,  as  saline  crystals  are  born  of  their  mother  waters. 
There  does  not  exist,  in  fact,  any  other  alternative  to  explain 
the  origin  of  life.  He  who  does  not  believe  in  spontaneous 
generation,  or  rather  in  the  secular  evolution  of  inorganic 
matter  into  organic  matter,  admits  miracle.  It  is  a  neces- 
sary hypothesis,  which  can  not  be  ruined  either  by  a  priori 
arguments  or  by  laboratory  experiments.  The  time  has  ar- 
rived to  replace  the  antique  dualistic  and  theological  concep- 
tion of  life  and  spirit  by  the  monistic  or  mechanical  concep- 
tion of  the  universe.  We  have  arrived  at  the  boundaries  of 
the  old  and  new  faith.  Mystery  exists,  perhaps  impenetra- 
ble ;  in  any  case,  scholastic  arguments  wfll  not  pierce  it. 
The  doctrine  of  final  causes  has  all  the  naivete  of  the  ex- 
planations which  prevail  among  savages  and  children  ;  the 
theories  of  Lamarck  and  Darwin  have  given  the  last  stroke 
to  that  decrepit  doctrine.  Modern  morphology  is  irrecon- 
cilable, not  only,  I  say,  with  the  dogma  of  creation,  but  with 
that  of  a  Providence,  or  of  a  vague  idealistic  Pantheism  of 
the  kind  associated  with  the  names  of  Hegel,  Schopenhauer, 
and  Hartmann.  If  there  certainly  exists  in  reality,  as  I  have 
striven  to  show,  an  etiological  connection  between  individual 
development  and  the  development  of  ancestry,  between 
ontogenesis  and  phylogenesis,  the  phenomena  of  human  em- 
bryology are  only  mechanical  and  necessary  effects  of  the 
evolution  of  our  remote  ancestors,  conformably  to  the  laws 
ot  heredity  and  adaptation.  Seventy  years  ago,  permit  me 
to  remind  you,  the  great  Lamarck  created  the  theory  of  de- 
scent, which  Darwin,  half  a  century  after,  was  to  develop  by 
fecundating  it  with  his  doctrine  of  selection,  founded  on  the 
physiological  properties  of  heredity  and  adaptation.  Goethe 
had  also  conceived  that  doctrine  very  philosophically.  For 
it  is  the  honor  of  our  conception  of  things  to  have  seduced 
philosophers,  poets,  and  critics,  such  as  Kant,  Goethe,  and 
Strauss.  These  great  and  noble  geniuses  saw  perfectly,  gen- 
tlemen, that  which  we  see  better  to-day  ;  I  mean  to  say  that 
the  theory  of  evolution  is  only  a  particular  case  of  the  most 
vast  of  cosmical  hypotheses,  that  of  the  transformation  and 
conser\'ation  of  the  physical  forces.  This  is  what  the  best 
minds,  the  most  judicial  and  wisest,  such  as  the  eminent 
naturalist  of  Montpellier,  of  whom  France  ought  to  be 
proud.  Professor  Charles  Martins,  now  admit  with  entire  good 
faith.  According  to  Professor  Martins,  in  fact,  "the  theory 
of  evolution  binds  together  all  questions  of  natural  history, 
as  the  laws  of  Newton  have  bound  together  the  movements 
of  the  celestial  bodies.  That  theory  has  all  the  characterist- 
ics of  the  Newtonian  laws."  Certainly,  the  laws  of  life,  mor- 
phological laws,  the  laws  of  transformation  of  living  beings, 
under  the  influence  of  adaptation  and  heredity,  of  selection 
and  vital  concurrence,  are  not  susceptible  of  the  mathemat- 
ical rigor  of  the  laws  of  astronomy.  We  cannot,  however, 
doubt  that  they  exist,  as  we  do  those  of  psychology,  ethnol- 
ogy, or  science  of  character,  and  moral  science.  It  is,  I 
think,  somewhat  naive  to  insist,  as  is  often  done,  on  the  nu- 
merous anomalies  which  are  observed  among  living  human 
beings.  These  anomalies  are  only  apparent  as  are  perturb- 
ations in  astronomy.  If  we  possessed  all  the  elements  of 
these  morphological  laws,  the  solution,  at  least  in  part,  of 
which  I  have  at  heart,  we  should  see  that  these  apparent 
anomalies  are  explained  by  the  general  laws  of  mechanics. 
No  one  denies  that  the  extreme  instability  of  the  elements 
constituting  the  woof  of  organized  beings  renders  biological 
problems  of  an  infinite  complexity.  Our  mission — to  which 
we  have  succeeded  after  the  great  heroic  generation  of  sa- 
vants of  the  eighteenth  century ;  for  they  were  heroes,  gen- 
tlemen, and  the  greatest  of  all,  perhaps,  the  Laplaces,  Lavoi- 
siers,  Kants,  Lamarcks,  Frederick  Wolffs — our  mission  to  all, 
naturalists,  physiologists,  physicians,  philosophers,  linguists, 
historians,  is  to  continue  those  traditions  of  powerful  thought 
and  manly  love  of  liberty  which  made  our  grandfathers  al- 
most the  equals  of  those  Greeks  of  Ionia  and  Attica,  whom 
we  venerated  in  our  infancy  as  the  fathers  of  all  human 


By  an  Enthusiastic  and  Fortunate  Speculator. 


The  weather  prophet  has  begun  his  nefarious  business. 
The  old  woman,  the  old  man,  the  wild  geese,  the  muskrats, 
the  earliest  Spaniard,  the  oldest  inhabitant,  the  moon,  the 
early  showers,  the  Indians,  gophers,  ground  squirrels,  and  a 
thousand  other  signs,  are  significant  either  of  a  dry  or  wet 
season,  over  which  the  weatherwise  will  prophesy.  The 
newspapers  will  be  full  of  it,  and  the  preachers  will  soon 
begin  to  pray  about  it.  This  has  been  going  on  in  the  same 
way  ever  since  the  deluge. 

Another  hoodlum  killed  !  That's  nice.  There  is,  after  all, 
some  compensation  in  having  the  Chinese  among  us.  It 
would  be  better,  however,  if  they  would  shoot  their  own  hood- 
lums, and  not  subject  gentlemen  to  the  trouble  of  killing  and 
the  after  expense  of  trial. 


From  Davidson's  shadows  and  sage-brush  gray. 
On  to  the  Eastward  went  Johnny  Skae, 
Leaving  behind  him  gloom  -  stricken  men 
Who,  musing  sadly,  wondered  when 
The  good  old  limes  should  return  again. 
On  toward  the  ocean  sped  Johnny  Skae, 
With  the  Comstock  many  a  mile  away. 

Faster  and  faster  the  swift  train  flew. 
Longer  and  longer  the  shadows  grew. 
Virginia  City,  the  Mecca  of  old. 
Whose  wealth  of  silver  has  oft  been  told 
In  song  and  story,  now  hung  her  head. 
Her  spirit  frozen,  her  glory  fled  ; 
Duller  and  sadder  she  grew  each  day, 
And  Johnny  three  thousand  miles  away. 

Gloom  and  depression  everywhere 
Hung  like  a  pall  o'er  the  country's  bier. 
When,  hush  !     Did  you  hear  it?    A  whisper  came 
From  the  West  to  the  East,  like  a  flash  of  flame  : 
"Change  in  incline  looks  important!"     Huzza! 
Shout  for  the  dawn  of  a  better  day, 
With  Johnny  two  thousand  miles  away. 

From  Canadian  valleys  Johnny  sped 
A  thousand  hopes  in  that  level  head. 
"Let  not  pick  or  shovel  touch  the  incline!" 
He  sent  answer  back  to  that  glorious  mine. 
Where  they  waited  in  patience  for  Johnny  Skae 
Now  but  five  hundred  miles  away. 

"They  have  struck  it  rich — God  send  it  so" — 
Men  said  to  each  other,  but  none  might  know 
How  true  or  false  were  the  rumors  until 
The  man  of  genius,  and  sense,  and  skill 
Sent  word  from  Reno,   "Arrive  to-day, 
I  am  now  only  twenty  miles  away!" 

"Now  at  her,  boys,"  and  the  picks  struck  fast 
Through  the  deep  rich  vein,  then  all  doubt  was  past ; 
A  glorious  bonanza  ;  a  treasure  which 
Was  all  for  the  poor,  and  not  for  the  rich. 
And  among  the  thousands  there's  none  to-day 
That  have  aught  but  praises  for  Johnny  Skae. 

The  sunlight  fell  in  a  glittering  stream 
On  Davidson's  crest,  and  its  glowing  beam 
Stretched  over  the  desert,  and  far  away 
To  thi-;  city  fast  by  her  tranquil  bay  ; 
But  who  was  it  charmed  the  clouds  away? 
Sierra  Nevada  and  Johnny  Skae ! 

There  were  some  who  viewed  this  auspicious  hour 
With  grim  forebodings  of  waning  power, 
Who  had  ruled  the  market  closely  and  long 
And  against  little  good  piled  mountains  of  wrong. 
Who  saw  their  crown  moulder  and  fall  to  dust, 
Their  gilded  sceptre  grow  dim  with  rust, 
Their  proud  throne  crumble  like  sun-dried  clay — 
These  loved  not  the  name  of  Johnny  Skae. 

Then  hurra!   hurra!   for  Johnny  Skae! 
And  many  a  heart  that  is  blest  to-day 
With  comfort  and  plenty  still  looks  back 
To  the  flying  train  and  the  sounding  track. 
When  on  to  the  strike  in  the  dim  incline. 
To  the  grand  old  Sierra  Nevada  mine, 
Like  a  meteor  flashing,  came  Johnny  Skae 
From  a  city  three  thousand  miles  away. 


BONBONS.-FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE, 


The  Fight  at  Lookout. 


An  important  state  secret  was  confided  to  a  young  attache. 
"  Take  care  that  it  doesn't  get  out,"  said  the  chief. 
"  No  one  will  see  it.     I  will  have  it  printed  in  the  volume 
of  speeches  of  the  eloquent  X." 


Never  tell  a  blonde  young  lady  that  you  wish  she  blonde 
to  you. 

Brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit.  A  man  who  was  recently  hung 
in  Indiana  proves  it.  He  made  no  remarks  about  heaven, 
but  nodded  to  the  preacher  and  said  :  "  I'll  see  you  later," 
and  then  the  trap  fell. 

A  beautiful  girl  is  dying.  CalUng  to  a  friend,  she  hoarsely 
whispers  :  "  Plant  tobacco  on  my  grave,  so  that  the  weed 
nourished  by  my  dust  may  be  chewed  by  my  bereaved 
lovers."     There  is  poetry  in  the  idea. 


Here,  sit  ye  down  'longside  of  me,  I'm  getting  old  and  gray. 
But  something  in  the  paper,  boy,  has  riled  my  blood  to-day. 
To  steal  a  purse  is  mean  enough,  the  most  of  men  agree  ; 
But  stealing  reputation  seems  a  meaner  thing  to  me. 

A  letter  in  the  Herald  says  some  generals  allow 
That  there  wa'n't  no  fight  where  Lookout  rears  aloft  its  shaggy  brow ; 
But  this  coat-sleeve  swinging  empty  here  beside  me,  boy,  to-day. 
Tells  a  mighty  different  story  in  a  mighty  different  way. 

When  sunbeams  flashed  o'er  Mission  Ridge  that  bright  November  mora, 

The  mistv  cap  of  Lookout's  crest  give  tokens  of  the  storm. 

For  grim'  King   Death  had    draped    the   mount   in  grayish,    smoky 

shrouds — 
Its  cragg)'  peaks  were  lost  to  sight  above  the  fleecy  clouds. 

Just  at  the  mountain's  rocky  base  we  formed  in  serried  lines. 
While  lightning  with   its  jagged  edge   played  on  us  from  the  pines  ; 
The  mission  ours  to  storm  the  pits  'neath  Lookout's  crest   that  lay  ; 
We  stormed  the  very  "gates  of  hell"  with  Fighting  Joe  that  day. 

The  mountain  seemed  to  vomit  flames,  the  boom  of  heavy  guns 
Played  base  to  Dixie's  music,  while  a  treble  played  the  drums  ; 
The  eagles  waking  from  their  sleep  looked  down  upon  the  stars 
Slow  climbing  up  the  mountain's  side  with  morning's  broken  bars. 

"We  kept  our  eyes  upon  the  Flag  that  upward  led  the  way. 
Until  we  lost  it  in  the  smoke  on  Lookout's  side  that  day. 
And  then  like  demons  loosed  from  hell  we  clambered  up  the  crag, 
"Excelsior"  our  motto,  and  our  mission  "Save  the  Flag." 

In  answer  to  the  rebel  yell  we  gave  a  ringing  cheer. 

We  left  the  rifle-pits  behind,  the  crest  loomed  upward  near  ; 

-A  light  wind  playing  'long  the  pealis  just  lifted  Death's  gray  shroud. 

We  caught  a  gleam  of  silver  stars  just  breaking  through  the  clouds. 

A  shattered  arm  hung  at  my  side  that  d.ay  on  Lockout's  crag, 
And  yet  I'd  give  the  other  now  to  save  the  dear  Old  Flag  ; 
The  regimental  roll,  when  called  on  Lookout's  crest  that  night, 
Was  more  than  doubled  by  the  roll  Death  called  in  realms  of  light. 

Just  as  the  sun  sank  slowly  down  behind  the  mountain's  crest. 
When  mountain  peaks  gave  back  the  fire  that  flamed  along  the  west. 
Swift  riding  down  along  the  ridge,  upon  a  charger  white. 
Came  "  Fighting  Joe,"  the  hero  now  of  Lookout's  famous  fight. 

He  swung  his  cap,  as  tears  of  joy  stow  trickled  down  his  cheek. 

And,  as  our  cheering  died  away,  the  General  tried  to  speak. 

He  said,   "Boys,  I'll  court-martial  you — yes,  every  man  that's  here; 

I  said  to  take  the  rifle-pits'' — we  slopped'  him  with  a  cheer— 

"  I  said  to  take  the  rifle-pits  upon  the  mountain's  edge. 

And  I'll  court-martial  you  because— because  you  took  the  ridge  1 " 

Then  such  a  laugh  as  shook  the    ridge  where  late  King  Death  had 

strode. 
And  such  a  cheer  as  rent  the  skies  as  down  our  lines  he  rode  ; 
I'm  getting  old  and  feeble  ;  I've  not  long  to  live  I  know, 
But  there  was  a  figlU  at  Lookout— \  was  there  with  "  Fighting  Joe." 

So  them  generals  in  the  HeraU.  they  may  reckon  and  allow 

That  there  wa'n't  no  fight  at   Lookout  on  the  mountain's  shaggy 

brow. 
But  this  empty  coat-sleeve  swinging  here  beside  me,  boy.  to-day 
Tells  a  mighty  different  story  in  a  mighty  different  way. 

R.  L,  Carv,  Jr, 


The  following  incident  is  told  as  having  occurred  at  the 
battle  of  Alexander  (fought  in  iSoi)  :  An  aide-de-camp 
(Major  Brierly),  in  carrying  orders,  had  his  horse  killed,  and 
begged  permission  of  Sir  Sydney  Smith  to  mount  a  horse 
belonging  to  his  orderly  dragoon.  As  Sir  Sydney  was  turn- 
ing round  to  give  the  order  to  dismount,  a  cannon  shot  took 
off  the  poor  fellow's  head.  "This,"  said  the  General,  "  set- 
tles the  question.     Major,  the  horse  is  at  your  service." 

In  Toledo  a  gay  Lothario  of  the  press  fraternity  takes 
what  he  calls  his  "  cousin  from  the  East "  out  to  see  the 
town  by  gaslight.  They  perform  at  various  places,  until 
about  ten  o'clock  in  the  evening  the  people  in  the  orchestra, 
at  the  Adelphi,  see  the  "  cousin  from  the  East "  display  a 
curiously  small  foot  at  the  bottom  of  the  trousers.  Then 
two  detectives  discover  a  rather  full  style  of  architecture  in 
the  upper  story  of  the  cousin's  vest    They  skip. 


Husband — "  'Why  not  take  that  dress,  dear,  and  have  done 
with  it?" 

Wife  (with  cutting  irony) — "Certainly,  darling,  if  you 
don't  mind  the  expense  of  having  the  drawing-room  refur- 
nished ? " 

Husband — "  Drawing-room  refurnished  ? " 

Wife — "  Well,  yes  ;  you  can  hardly  expect  me  to  sit  on  a 
red  sofa  in  a  magenta  dress  ;  and  I  should  have  thought  that 
it  was  more  economical  to  have  a  dress  to  suit  the  room  than 
to  have  the  room  altered  to  suit  the  dress.  But  you  know 
best,  of  course." 


At  dinner,  in  the  boarding-school. 

Usher — Master  Edward,  stop  that  chattering,  or  I  shall 
have  to  report  you. 

Master  Edward — I  ain't  chattering  ;  I'm  eating. 

Usher — Hold  your  tongue,  sir  ;  I  know  you  of  old  ;  you 
eat  with  one  ear  and  talk  with  the  other.     I  know  you. 


They  were  expressing  surprise  at  the  success  of  a  politi- 
cian who  had  been  everything — Bonapartist,  Orleanist,  Re- 
publican. 

"  Oh,  no  wonder  he  gets  rich,"  said  a  wise  observer  ;  "  he 
has  sold  every  one  that  bought  him  and  saved  the  money."   . 


"How  is  the  corpse?"  asked  an  Ann  Arbor  medical  stu- 
dent of  the  pickler.  "  The  corpse  ? "  was  the  reply  ;  "  the 
corpse  ?  Oh,  it's  in  the  best  of  spirits."  For  the  proof  of 
which  he  showed  the  liquor  that  it  was  put  up  in. 


The  Bible  does  not  lie. — Ex.  It  doesn't,  eh  ?  Have  you 
never  seen  a  Bible  lying — upon  a  table  ?  And  the  page  tie- 
voted  to  a  record  of  births — does  that  always  tell  the  plain, 
unvarnished  truth  ?  

The  person  who  originated  the  contemptuous  expression, 
"  It  is  not  worth  a  button,"  had  no  correct  idea  of  the  import 
of  that  remark.  He  never  knew  what  it  was  to  depend  upon 
a  single  button  for  the  support  of  his  pantaloons  and  have 
that  button  give  out  when  he  was  waltzing. 


Recenly  discovered  inscriptions  on  burned  bricks  bring 
to  light  the  astonishing  revels  tion  that  King  Ahasuerus  hang- 
ed Haman  because  he  invented  the  accordeon  and  put  the 
price  down  to  one  dollar  and  seventy-five  cents,  so  that 
every  young  man  might  have  one. 


Henri  Mounier  was  the  only  man  that  ever  discomfited  a 
Paris  concierge  during  Exposition  time. 

It  was  that  mad  wag's  custom  to  go  round  and  examine  all 
the  high-priced  suites  of  rooms  he  could  find. 

"  This  will  do  better  than  nothing — not  quite  so  stylish  as 
I  should  like,  but  still  it  will  do,"  he  would  say.  "The 
price  is — " 

"  Five  thousand  francs  a  month,  your  excellency." 

"  I  will  take  them.     But,  my  friend,  where  is  your  ribbon  ?  " 

"  My  ribbon  ! "  says  the  janitor,  with  a  vacant  stare. 
"What  ribbon?" 

"  Why,  your  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  of  course. 
Haven't  you  been  decorated  ?  No.  Oh,  that  settles  it  ; 
when  I  pay  5,000  francs  a  month  for  my  rooms  I  always  in- 
sist that  the  porter  shall  be  decorated.     Good  morning  ! " 

There  are  some  pious  people  with  whom  penitence  takes 
the  place  of  restitution,  even  as  there  are  some  people  whose 
gratitude  ceases  when  they  repay  a  loan.  Everywhere  but 
in  France  words  are  the  servants  of  ideas  ;  in  France  mots 
control  ideas.  Equality  is  no  vain  formula.  There  is  only 
one  class  in  France->-the  first  class  in  Rhetoric.  The  masses 
are  like  children  ;  they  would  sooner  have  their  way  than  a 
good  time.  One  writes  illegibly  to  hide  his  bad  spelling,  as 
one  contents  one's  self  with  a  half  smile  to  conceal  poor  teeth. 
"  I  love  men,"  said  Queen  Christine  of  Sweden,  "  not  be- 
cause they  are  men,  but  because  they  are  not  wor.ien." 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  intense  affectii-.^vliich  a  gir! 
ladles  out  to  her  father  for  a  day  or  two  bef.  i.  hen 

she's  going  to  ask  (or  a  new  dress. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  WHITE  SHARK, 


"  This  is  very  midsummer  madness." — SllAKSrKARE. 

Once  upon  a  time  I  had  a  dream,  and  in  my  dream 
seemed  to  be  drifting  in  a  frail  boat  on  a  troubled  waste  of 
waters.  Tlic  journev  was  not  great,  but  as  1  left  the  shore 
the  sun  was  shining  brightly  and  hope  was  at  the  helm.  But 
clouds  obscured  the  light  of  day  and  the  leaden  waters  be- 
gan to  rush  and  roar,  and  the  waves  broke  against  my  boat 
from  every  side,  curling  into  foam.  The  lightning  flashed, 
and  darkness  vet  more  frightful  came,  and  the  heavy  roar  of 
thunder  lerritied  my  already  sinking  soul.  Higher  and  high- 
er rose  the  fury  of  the  storm.  Terror-stricken  I  looked 
around  for  help;  but  help  was  far  away  and  distant,  and 
death  was  near.  Other  vessels  floated  on  the  sea  becalmed, 
I  alone  was  compassed  round  with  danger.  Each  wave 
seemed  to  be  an  enemy  which  I  dared  not  face,  yet  dared 
not  take  my  eyes  from— for  I  was  bound  by  the  terrible  fas- 
cination of  conscious  eyes,  glittering  in  the  foam  with  gleams 
of  lurid  light.  Higher  yet  and  higher  was  1  borne.  The 
thick  darkness  which  pressed  me  down  was  rifted  by  the 
fiery  darts:  the  iron  chariot  wheels  of  the  gods  grated  on 
their  braien  axles;  the  metal  hoofs  of  their  chargers  struck 
thunder  from  the  clouds  as  they  madly  galloped  through  the 
thick  commotion.  My  screams  of  fear  came  back  to  me. 
The  stonn  raged  fiercer— the  swell  of  the  waves  still  bore  me 
onward  through  the  dark  expanse.  Suddenly,  by  the  light 
of  a  more  dazzling  flash,  I  beheld  a  frowning  cliflf  sprmg  up 
before  me  and  with  a  fearful  crash  of  thunder  I  was  thrown 
upon  the  rocks. 

lilecding,  gasping,  choking,  I  groped  about  for  foothold — 
all  now  was  still.  A  dense  black  cloud  was  over  me— but 
all  was  still.  Beyond,  the  sunshine  played  in  shifting  gold- 
en bars  between  the  masses  of  broken  shadow.  The  rain- 
bow was  spread  in  heaven— but  for  other  souls  than  mine. 
The  serpents  wriggled  their  slimy  way  back  into  the  sea,  and 
I  was  left  alone.  Tormented  by  doubt  and  fear,  benumbed 
with  cold,  half  dead  and  losing  consciousness,  1  made  my 
wear)-  way  up  the  rocks  and  came  to  the  black  opening  of  a 
cave.  "  What  have  I  to  fear  't  "  thought  I.  "  Death  waits 
without — what  worse  than  death  can  be  within  ?"  I  entered, 
siill  in  darkness;  which  way  to  turn  I  knew  not,  but  finally 
halted  before  a  wall  of  masonry  and  sank  down  to  die. 
Hours  seemed  to  pass;  a  fever  raged  in  my  veins;  my  tem- 
ples throbbed;  a  delirium  prompted  self-destruction.  Thirst 
burned  and  parched  me.  Oh,  for  the  pleasant  water  of  a 
spring  !  The  mocking  babble  of  arcadian  rills  sounded  in 
my  cars,  when  lo  !  my  hand  outstretched  was  dipped  in 
water.  How  I  shrieked  for  joy  !  How  eagerly  I  plunged 
my  burning  head  into  the  spring. 

I  drank  my  fill;  1  threw  the  grateful  water  abouf  and  over 
me,  and  then  I  madly  laughed  again;  the  echo  came  back 
from  the  hollow  cave.  I  was  oppressed  with  my  loneliness, 
and  despair  seized  upon  me.  Down  into  the  well  I  looked, 
and  looked  so  intensely  that  I  felt  and  sounded  its  very 
depths,  though  all  was  yet  dark.  For  ages  I  seemed  intent 
in  that  penetrating  look;  when  far  down,  faintly  shining,  was 
a  phosphorescent  light.  With  greater  power  I  bent  down 
again,  and  the  light  seemed  slowly  coming  toward  me.  I  ex- 
erted my  will  and  drew  it  slowly  on.  Now  shrinking  back  I 
saw  a  horrid  monster,  but  whose  eyes,  withal,  were  more  sad 
and  soulful  than  any  human  eyes  could  be;  so  sad,  and  yet 
they  seemed  so  full  of  hope;  nay,  half  hope,  half  fear,  as  if 
there  was  something  long  watched  for  and  hoped  for,  and 
yet  with  this,  the  sad,  sober  consciousness  of  experience. 
The  eyes  went  to  my  heart,  their  mellow  beauty  shone  in 
through  mine  and  lighted  up  my  soul.  I  loved  the  eyes,  but 
oh,  the  body  was  the  terrible  White  Shark.  What  could  this 
alliance  mean.**  The  soul  of  purity  and  intelligence  was 
chained  to  the  foulness  and  ferocity  of  the  terror  of  the  seas! 
My  will  had  brought  the  monster  half  way  to  view  and  now 
I  feared. 

"Back — back — down — go  back — back! ''I  cried  in  fren- 
zied agony.  And  the  silent  halls  of  the  vaulted  cave  sent  my 
words  ringing  in  a  thousand  demons'  laughter  :  "  Go  back — 
back."  Too  late,  alas  I  The  fates  now  held  me  ;  would  the 
furies  scourge  ?  The  well  was  before  me,  and  look  I  must. 
Nearer  came  the  monster  and  the  shining  light ;  I  could  not 
stop  it,  for  the  eyes  enchained  me  with  their  fascination. 
Qtiickcr  now  it  came,  else  I  had  gone  to  meet  it — for  my  fear 
and  loathing  had  vanished  ;  I  wished  no  other  death  than 
looking  into  those  fearful  eyes — to  feel  the  pearly  teeth  crush- 
ing through  me.  O  Love  ■  What  is  love  r  I  loved  a  shark 
— the  terror  of  the  sea.  How  long  I  looked  into  the  eyes  I 
do  not  know ;  but  sleep  overcame  me,  and  my  dream  was 
over. 

II. 

That  day  I  wandered  aimlessly  with  but  one  thought  surg- 
ing through  my  brain  :  "The  White  Shark  1"  I  whispered  to 
myself,  and  looked  around  stealthily  to  see  if  any  one  heard 
me.  "Alone — I  must  be  alone  ;"'  and  solitude  1  sought, and 
whispered  to  myself  again,  "the  White  Shark — my  love — the 
terror  of  the  seas  I  Did  any  one  hear  me.'  Could  any  one 
suspect  me.'  Why  do  all  my  friends  watch  me  so?  W'hy 
must  I  be  followed  about }  Ah,"  I  whisper,  "  it  is  the  White 
Shark.  Don't  look  at  me  so  ;  if  you  know  the  secret,  keep 
it;  it's  the  Shark's  secret  —  beware  of  the  pearly  teeth  1" 
And  when  I  shut  my  eyes  in  sleep  again,  the  mellow  eyes 
were  watching  with  their  sad  look — half  hope,  half  fear.  I 
was  in  the  cave  again,  and  treasures  were  around  me  ;  heaps 
of  yellow  gold  in  bands  ,and  bars ;  caskets  of  gems,  most 
precious — diamonds,  rubies,  emeralds,  and  opals.  Oh,  the 
opals,  with  the  look  of  the  mellow  eyes — half  hope,  half  fear 
— shining  and  lighting  up  the  cave.  And  now  my  work  be- 
gan ;  toil  came,  and  in  my  toil  I  remembered  the  giver  of  the 
gold  and  jewels.  For  days  and  weeks  I  seemed  to  hammer 
and  work  the  precious  metal.  The  diamonds  blazed,  and 
told  of  pride  and  ambition  ;  the  rubies  glowed  their  warm, 
red  love ;  the  emeralds  gave,  with  their  green  sparkle,  the 
springtime  promise  of  better  things  to  come — all  bound  to- 
gether by  the  untarnished  band  of  gold  ;  the  opals,  with  their 
half-inviting  gleam,  repelled  and  then  again  attracted  me. 
Finally,  my  work  was  done  ;  and  a  mountain  of  precious 
beauty — a  crown  worthy  of  an  Indian  empress — waited  for  a 
wearer.  Down  into  the  deep  I  looked  again,  joyfully  antic- 
ipating the  silver)-  light  and  the  mellow  eyes — the  opalescent 
l^team — half  hope,  half  fear. 

The  White  Shark  has  come  ;  but  lo  !  the  Shark  is  now  al- 
t:  a  woman — a  glorious  woman — half  kin  to  me.     Can  I 


describe  her  beauty  .•*  Can  the  zealot  imagine  the  houri  of 
Paradise.'  Glor>'  seemed  to  shine  from  her  white  skin  ;  the 
light  of  her  lips  illumined  the  darkness ;  and  straight  I  placed 
the  crown  upon  her  head.  "  Stop  1 "  said  she.  in  a  low,  sweet 
voice  ;  "not  yet  can  1  be  crowned.  Love  has  made  me  but 
half  thine;  wail."  Into  the  water  she  threw  the  crown; 
slowly  it  sank,  shedding  light  in  its  descent ;  she  clasped 
round  me  her  alabaster  arms,  and  into  the  well  we  went — I 
willing,  too — guided  by  the  mellow  light  of  the  opal — half 
hope,  half /('TV,  now,  for  love  succeeded  fear  ;  and  gleaming 
myriads  of  snaky  eyes  shone  on  our  descent ;  but  fear  there 
was  not,  for  1  had  saved  my  love.  In  a  soft,  dreamy,  undu- 
lating movement  we  passed  down,  down,  down  ;  and  ever  I 
would  close  my  eyes  to  feel  the  tender  pressure  of  her  arms, 
and  ever  1  would  open  them  again  lo  sec  the  beautiful  coun- 
lenance  bending  over  me  ;  and  when  her  lips  were  pressed 
to  mine,  a  burning  spot  w^mained  and  thrilled  me  ;  w  hen  my 
eyes  were  shut,  shafts  of  sweet  love  would  pry  them  open  ; 
when  my  lids  were  raised,  her  ardent  glances  made  them 
droop  again.  What  delicious  languor,  what  passion,  what 
love  !  ^ly  very  soul  was  gone  oul — to  my  While  Shark  ;  and 
the  snaky  eyes  of  the  well  were  winking  and  shining  through 
the  water,  and  love  had  succeeded  fear.  As  we  came  nearer 
to  ihe  bottom  we  approached  the  roof  of  an  immense  dome  ; 
and  at  the  apex  we  slopped.  "Here,"  thought  I,  "is  the 
world  again,  and  1  am  free  ;"  but  at  the  thought,  which  she 
divined,  my  lovely  companion  was  balhed  in  tears.  "Not 
yet,  unfortunate  one,  is  the  trial  over  for  me.  1  must  divorce 
myself  from  all  my  past  to  love  you,  and  fear  seizes  on  me 
again."  Down  into  the  dome  we  went ;  and  I  stood  on  my 
feet  in  the  midst  of  a  scene  of  beauty.  Immense  sea  ferns 
rose  up  on  either  side  and  interlaced  their  feathery  foliage 
overhead  ;  the  floor  was  of  clean,  white  sand,  which  reflected 
the  rosy  light  that  filtered  from  above  ;  soft  murmurs  of  the 
sea  were  flnaling  in  the  air  ;  leolian  harps  caught  the  sad  re- 
frain, and,  far  and  near,  the  caves  of  ocean  resounded  to  the 
melody.  .-MI  the  beauty  of  the  water  was  present  here;  trees 
of  coral,  brilliant  polyps,  and  other  curiosities  of  animal  and 
vegetable  life  surrounded  us  ;  shells,  whose  rosy  variegations 
were  caught  from  the  glory  of  the  tropic  dawn — glowing  and 
shimmering  in  the  calm  light.  All  was  fair ;  and  I,  an  unwel- 
come guest,  was  the  first  to  survey  its  loveliness.  Before  me 
rose  a  throne  of  amber  and  coral,  inlaid  with  pearls  and 
mother-of-pearl  ;  and,  on  the  throne,  lay  the  crown  which  1 
had  worked — love's  labor  ;  a  silver  chain  hung  near  at  hand, 
holding  a  tiny  conch  shell — a  cunning  miniature  of  Neptnne's 
trumpet ;  with  my  lips  I  blew  a  little  blast.  And  through  the 
ferns  and  sea  plants  the  opal  eyes  were  shining  with  the  mel- 
low light — half  hope,  half  love.  Toward  the  \Vhite  Shark  1 
threaded  my  way  through  wriggling  beds  of  serpent  polyps, 
rooted  lo  the  ground,  who  shrank  away  from  my  touch. 

"  My  mortal  saviour,"  said  the  Shark,  "my  destiny  hangs 
on  thee.  To  thee  is  given  the  blessed  privilege  of  saving  a 
soul  to  join  the  bright  band  of  immortals.  Whenever  thou 
canst  separate  selfish  desire  from  godlike  love  and  become 
worthy  of  a  worthier  being,  I  am  thine.  To  this  add  wealth 
and  fame,  a  worldly  store  of  knowledge,  and  the  pomp  of 
forms,  and  nothing  profits.  But  be  ever  faithful,  and  love  me 
truly,  and  thou'lt  become  my  saviour,  and  in  my  love  thou 
wilt  ever  prosper.  Go  into  the  world,  seek  that  which  most 
thou  cravest,  and  in  possession  find  nought  but  disappoint- 
ment. But  seek  to  know  thyself— all  other  men  thou  wilt 
then  bend  to  thy  will.  Probe  all  complaints  against  the  dis- 
tribution of  Fortune's  favors,  and  know  that  lust  and  idle- 
ness are  man's  greatest  enemies.  Fear  nothing  but  dis- 
honor ;  ever  let  thy  heart  and  mind  be  pure.  If  thou  lookest 
for  evil  thou  wilt  ever  find  it;  therefore,  look  for  good,  thou'lt 
find  no  evil.  To  thee  to  love  is  pastime  ;  to  me  to  be  loved  is 
existence.  Think  of  a  soul  trembling  in  the  balance  ;  think 
of  a  glorious  day,  and  then  of  that  oppressive  darkness  late 
endured  by  thee,  and  multiply  into  eternity  ;  think  how 
anxiously  I'll  view  thine  every  action  while  my  fate  depends 
on  thee  ;  know,  then,  unlucky  object  of  my  love,  that  till  I 
saw  thee,  life  was  all  in  all  for  me,  but  now  I  know  a  higher 
life.  Existence  in  the  future  would  be  death  without  thee. 
Death  is  but  marriage,  so  we  are  together."  And  the  mel- 
low eyes  wept  precious  tears,  the  human  spoke  ;  a  soul  was 
bom,  and  I — was  sent  back  into  the  world  to  battle  for  two 
souls. 

I  seemed  transported  to  a  beautiful  city.  The  houses 
were  marble  palaces  rising  from  the  sea.  Into  all  the 
pleasures  of  life  1  plunged,  and  soon  forgot  my  love  beneath 
the  waters.  Beauty  smiled  on  me,  and  smiles  were  bright 
with  gold.  Wine,  women,  and  song — how  glad  the  hours 
sped  ;  but  even  when  the  gayest  thronged  about  me,  and  the 
jest  went  circling  round,  my  heart-strings  tugged  away,  and 
an  indescribable  something  was  present  to  turn  me  back. 
The  light  gondolas  and  the  stately  barges  floated  over  the 
glinting  waves,  light  laughter  came  caroling  down  the  ways, 
music,  softly  stealing,  seduced  my  senses  with  forget  fulness, 
and  patient  love  went  unrewarded  still.  And  when  in  the 
dance  I  thought  I  loved,  the  shrill  piping  of  the  tiny  conch 
shell  came  back  to  me  ;  my  Shark  for  a  moment  partly  came 
to  mind  with  the  mute  appeal  of  the  mellow  opal  eyes. 
Half  hoping?  No,  all  gone,  but  sorrow  and  love  ;  the  love 
was  there,  but  hope  had  gone. 

The  gold  and  jewels  brought  from  ocean  were  nigh  ex- 
hausted now,  and  my  gay  companions  came  no  more. 
Alone  1  was,  neglected.  The  revelr)- went  on,  beauty  smiled 
no  more  for  me,  and,  homeless,  I  walked  the  streets.  "  Out 
upon  the  world  !  All  is  vanity,  hard-hearted  are  my  gay  com- 
panions. Selfishness  and  pride  rule  all  the  daughters  and 
sons  of  men  ;  where  truth  and  virtue  are  I,  too,  will  be,"  I 
leaned  on  the  marble  quay  and  meditated  death,  and  as  I 
looked  down  on  the  water  I  was  weary.  Deep  in  the  depths 
again  I  saw  the  tearful,  mellow  eyes,  half  anger  and  half 
love.  "The  White  Shark,"  1  cried.  Lashing  the  sea  into 
foam,  the  monster  whom  I  had  wronged  came  surely  and 
terribly  toward  me.  Overcome  with  fear,  I  swooned  away. 
Sleep  came,  and  my  dream  was  over  ;  and  when  1  awoke 
my  enemies  all  surrounded  me.  Why  did  they  look  at  me 
so  curiously  ?  Why  should  they  part  right  and  left,  and, 
wondering,  follow  me  at  a  distance  ?  Ah  \  fiends,  you  want 
the  White  Shark's  jewels,  the  opal  crown,  but  I  alone  can 
find  it.  "  Ocean,  tell  thou  no  tales,  fold  the  crown  together, 
sink  it  in  thy  deepest  ooze. 

Now  they  look  suspiciously  on  me.  Their  eyes  are  shin- 
ing with  greed  of  gold.  "  Do  they  know  about  the  W'hite 
Shark?"  I  whisper.  Muttering,  protesting,  I  curse  family, 
relatives,  and,  oh,  how  I  curse  false  friends  !     They  hold  me. 


"  Back — I  can  not  join  thee,  O  my  love  ;  but  wait ;  retribu- 
tion comes." 

I  struggle  with  ihem  ;  "  Hold,  a  man  has  fallen  !  True, 
he  was  a  dear  companion,  but  he  withheld  me  from  my  love. 
He'll  no  more  torment  me.  Let  them  come.  Blood  on  my 
hands!  Oh,  horror,  horror  !  No,  not  horror;  'tis  but  the 
warm,  ruby  tint  of  love,  my  Shark.  They  can  not  hold  me  ; 
i  am  free  again." 

Sleep  comes  again,  but  as  I  close  my  eyes  the  opals  are 
bursting  with  fire ;  the  mellow  eyes  are  gleaming  with  a  mur- 
derous light.  Away,  ye  phantoms  of  disease  !  I  must  sleep  ! 
.And  when  the  eyes  of  the  Shark  were  taken  away  I  fell 
asleep. 

III. 

In  that  sleep  I  dreamed  again.  I  seemed  to  be  at  peace 
with  all  the  world.  All  mankind  had  my  best  wishes,  and 
calmness  soothed  me.  Calmness  came  not  nor  yet  did  joy  ; 
but  weary  of  my  wanderings,  apathy  held  me  half  uncon- 
scious. It  was  a  mid-summer  night,  and  the  harvest  moon 
hung  in  the  sky  as  large,  and  round,  and  bright  as  a  silver 
shield.  I  was  in  the  pleasant  valley  now,  and  slowly  wan- 
dered by  the  side  of  the  little  mountain  stream.  The  expe- 
rience of  the  past  months  seemed  far  away  and  past.  I  had 
no  sympathy  with  my  former  life — nor  could  I  hate  myself, 
nor  yet  approve.  Trees  sprung  from  the  hills  on  either  side 
of  me,  and  the  undergrowth  harbored  the  tuneful  nightingale 
and  the  peaceful,  homely  owl.  It  was  a  loneliness  that 
pleased  me.  I  was  tired,  and  wanted  rest.  L'p  the  vale  I 
still  kept  my  solitary  way.  A  little  strip  of  land  ran  out  to 
the  water.  The  leaves  on  the  trees  rustled  lightly  in  the 
breeze  ;  the  timorous  hare  barely  let  me  pass  ;  the  serpent 
sleeping  in  my  path  silently  unfolded  his  deadly  coil,  and 
glided  of!"  into  the  shade.  "  So,"  thought  I,  "  strife  is  over  ; 
peace  has  come  at  last."  And  I  stood  on  a  large  bowlder, 
moss-covered  and  soft  with  low,  fine  grass.  Beneath  me  was 
a  pool  of  water,  dark  and  deep,  formed  in  winter  by  the 
brawling  little  stream  ;  but  now  it,  too,  was  at  peace,  and 
showed  in  quiet  sorrow  the  ravages  which  passion  made. 
"  Death  must  be  near  for  the  little  mountain  stream,"  thought 
I,  "  for  the  summer's  heat  will  scorch  its  life,  and  leave  only 
the  dry  bed  of  pebbles  and  rattling  leaves."  Again  the 
thought  came  to  me,  and  yet  again,  and — "O  my  God!  if 
I  am  like  the  stream  at  peace,  I  also  like  the  stream  must 
die  ;  I,  too,  must  die." 

The  WMiite  Shark  comes  to  my  mind.  I  go  hurriedly  to 
the  edge  of  the  great  black  rock  that  hangs  over  the  deep, 
shadowed  pool,  and,  in  moonshine,  call  upon  my  love.  For 
now  I  am  content  to  make  the  sacrifice.  "  If  we  die  together 
'tis  but  a  marriage!"  "Save  my  soul,  I'll  love  forever." 
These  are  the  words  that  come  ringing  to  me  from  memory. 
It  shall  be  done  ;  again  I  am  at  peace.  I  sit  still  in  the 
beautiful,  shimmering  moonlight,  and  call  to  my  love  again. 
And  the  pool  begins  to  boil  and  bubble  ;  it  turns  inky  black, 
and  then  is  white  with  foam.  No\v  looking  deep  down  into 
it — O  joy  ! — away  down  deep,  I  see  a  silvery  light  appear, 
the  mellow,  opal  light,  half  hope,  half  love,  soft,  as  from  a 
distance.  And  the  water  grows  clear,  and  my  darling,  pure, 
innocent  love  is  floating  up  toward  me.  Her  eyes  look  lan- 
guor into  mine,  those  dusky,  opalescent  eyes,  as  she  comes 
nearer,  nearer^oh,  how  lovely  I — in  her  snow-white  virgin 
robes,  which  float  behind,  pulsing  with  the  throb  of  the  crys- 
tal waters  ;  her  brow  bound  with  the  crown  I  labored  for  ; 
the  diamonds  shining  with  happiness,  the  rubies  glowing 
with  warm  love,  the  emeralds  glittering  and  evergreen  prom- 
ise of  eternal  love,  and  above  all  the  combined  light  of  all 
the  gems,  the  mellow  gleam  of  the  opal  lighting  her  perilous 
way.  Her  hair  spreads  around  her  like  a  cloud,  and  still 
upward  through  the  water  comes  my  love.  And  her  snow- 
white  arms  break  the  water,  the  waves  ripple  in  golden  cir- 
cles and  yellow,  and  fly  away  from  her.  Diana  hides  her 
face  behind  a  silver  cloud  ;  my  hand  reaches  down,  and  she 
slowly  draws  me  to  her.  "The  crown  is  mine,"  she  cries, 
"  my  soul  is  saved  ;  but  thine,  alas,  is  gone  !  'tis  come  to 
mine." 

The  mellow  eyes  look  long  and  sadly  into  mine.  "  Fare- 
well " — so  slowly  and  so  sorrowfully  spoken.  A  hasty  kiss, 
and  she  sinks  beneath  the  waves  ;  the  eyes  so  mellow  with 
their  opal  light,  half  hope,  half  love,  burn  into  my  soul,  and 
never  will  pale  their  long  sought  for  light.  The  water — now 
black  as  hate — closes  over  her,  and  I  am  left  standing, 
shrieking,  blaspheming,  on  the  slippery  bowlder  of  a  little 
mountain  stream.  I  am  awake  now,  hard  pressed  by  my 
devilish  pursuers.  Quick  !  one  plunge,  and  all  this  life  of 
pent-up  misery,  these  galling  chains,  their  taunts,  and  gibes, 
and  sneers,  will  be  forever  over.  One  plunge.  O  my 
God  !  can  you  look  on  ?  They  say  I'm  mad — mad — mad  ! 
Sh.  W.,  Jr. 

"This  country,"  remarked  a  traveler  in  northwestern  Iowa, 
"settles  up  very  rapidly."  "  Va-as,"  replied  the  native, nerv- 
ously watching  the  movements  of  a  constable  dodging  along 
the  other  side  of  the  field,  "  settles  up  a  darn  sight  faster  than 
the  people  do."  And  before  the  traveler  could  ask  him  to 
explain  he  was  making  a  mile  a  minute  across  the  trackless 
prairie,  with  the  constable  a  bad  second. 

Thou  art  scriptures  and  laws,  planets  and  suns,  the  formed 
and  the  formless.  Those  who  possess  knowledge,  and  whose 
minds  are  pure,  see  the  whole  world  as  the  form  of  thy  wis- 
dom.— Hindu  Parana. 


Although  ministers  are  supposed  to  be  truthful  men,  they 
seldom  fail  to  give  the  remains  a  good  notice. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons,— Suoday,  October  6,  1878. 


Beef  Noodle  Soup, 

Cantaleup. 

Soft-shell  Crabs. 

Lamb  Chops.     Lyonnaise  Potatoes. 

Asparagus.     Spinach. 

Roast  Mallard  Uuclcs,  Spice  Currants, 

Okra  Salad. 

Raspberries  and  Whipped  Cream. 

Lady  Fingers, 

Fruit -bowl  of  Apples,  Peaches,  Figs,  Grapes,  Plums,  Pears,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Beef   Noodle  Sof  i*. — To  one  egg  (slighly  beaten),  one  deserl- 

spoonful  of  water,  and  a  little  salt,  add   enough  flour  to   make   a  stiff  dough. 

Work  it  well  for  ten  minutes,  adding  flour  when  necessary.     When  pliable,  cut 

off  a  portion  at  a  time,  roll  it  thin  as  a  wafer,  sprinkle  with  flour,  and,  beginning 

at  one  side,  roll  it  into  rather  a  tight  roll.     With  a  sharp  knife  cut  it  from  the 

end   into  verj'  thin   slices,  forming   little  wheels   or  curls.     Let   ihem  dry  for  an 

hour.     Drop  ihem   into  one  quart  of  boiling   hot  beef  stock,  and  cook  twenty 

minute:;. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


TAXATION  IN  CALIFORNIA— II. 

To  THE  Argonaut  :— Bearing  in  mind  the  well-known 
facts  concerning  the  present  system  and  results  of  taxation 
in  this  State,  and  applying  to  them  the  principles  summar- 
ized in  my  previous  communication,  the  condition  of  affairs 
stands  practically  as  follows  :  The  revenues  of  the  State 
are  derived  from  the  imposition  of  various  taxes  upon  its 
citizens,  the  principal  one  being  an  annual  tax  upon  the 
ownership  of  real  estate.  This  tax  is  levied  upon  the  sup- 
posed market  value  of  the  property,  or  that  portion  of  it— 
for  example,  one-half,  two-thirds,  or  three-fourths — which 
custom  has  sanctioned.  Under  this  system  some  men, 
doubtless,  pay  less,  while  others  pay  more  than  a  fair  share 
of  taxation.  But  this  is  unavoidable  under  any  system  ;  and 
the  present  one  has  been  so  long  in  operation  that  whatever 
•  unfairness  it  worked  at  the  outset  has  been  remedied  by  the 
subsequent  adjustment  of  rents,  prices,  wages,  and  interest. 
According  to  the  principles  advanced,  this  system  is  only 
susceptible  of  practical  improvement  by  eliminating  from  it 
whatever  element  of  uncertainty  it  embraces.  For  example  : 
The  taxes  on  personal  property  are  of  doubtful  efficacy. 
Whether  I  pay  the  State  two  per  cent,  per  annum  on  $500 
worth  of  real  and  $500  of  personal  property,  or  pay  four  per 
_  cent,  on  my  real  property  alone,  comes,  so  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, to  the  same  thing.  In  either  case  I  must  pay  $20. 
But  it  is  not  the  same  to  the  State.  In  the  first  instance  it 
is  not  sure  of  the  $20  ;  in  the  second  it  is.  My  personal 
property  is  subject  to  destruction  or  removal  beyond  the 
State,  or  surreptitious  transfer  ;  my  real  property  is  not. 
But  (inquires  the  inexperienced  legislator)  suppose  you  own 
no  real  estate,  and  yet  are  rich  in  personal  effects,  shall  you 
not  be  taxed  ?  Read  the  principles,  which  assure  us  that  in 
a  country  so  free  as  this,  no  matter  in  what  form,  or  upon 
what  incidence  of  social  life,  taxes  are  levied,  provided  they 
are  specific,  uniform,  and  non-evadible,  every  man,  in  the 
end,  will  be  forced  to  pay  his  fair  share.  Study  the  experi- 
ence of  the  past  centurj',  and  the  same  lesson  will  assert 
itself  from  every  portion  of  this  country.  Consult  the  most 
astute  minds  which  have  been  devoted  to  this  subject,  and 
the  answer  will  be  the  same.  There  are  myriads  of  persons 
in  every  community  who  own  neither  real  nor  personal  pro- 
perty. Is  it  supposed  that  these  persons  escape  taxation  ? 
Of  course  not.  They  pay  it  in  the  enhanced  prices  of  rent, 
of  the  commodities  they  consume,  the  money  they  borrow, 
the  services  they  employ.  And  so  would  the  owner  of  per- 
sonal effects  who  paid  no  tax  direct  because  he  possessed  no 
real  estate. 

License  taxes  are  similarly  objectionable.  They  are  evadi- 
ble,  uncertain,  and  not  uniform.  For  example,  the  assess- 
ment and  collection  of  the  taxes  upon  stock-brokers  encour- 
age an  amount  of  rascality  and  false  swearing  that  does 
more  harm  to  the  community  than  would  be  balanced  by  ten 
times  the  sum  collected.  As  to  equity,  why  should  a  stock- 
broker pay  for  a  license  to  trade,  and  a  grocer  and  a  baker 
not  ?  Why  must  a  theatre  or  a  bar-room  purchase  a  license, 
and  a  church  or  an  undertaker  not .'  Is  stock-dealing,  play- 
acting, or  refreshment-selling  objectionable?  Then  why 
permit  these  vocations  at  all  ?  Why  vainly  endeavor  to 
suppress  them  by  compelling  stock-speculators,  play-goers, 
and  refreshment-seekers  to  pay  the  tax,  and  to  charge  it 
upon  the  general  community  in  their  demands  for  rent,  pro- 
fessional services,  wages,  or  the  price  of  commodities  or 
money  ?  It  is  the  community,  generally,  that  pays  it  after 
all.  Why  then  levy  it  arbitrarily  and  unfairly  at  the  outset  ? 
Nevertheless  the  present  system,  as  before  stated,  has  been 
so  long  in  operation  as  to  have  equalized  its  bearing  upon 
each  member  of  the  community,  and  probably  very  few  per- 
sons are  aggrieved  by  its  practical  working.  Therefore,  un- 
less I  could  improve  it  in  respect  of  executing  the  law  with 
greater  strictness  and  impartiality,  I  should  let  it  alone.  It 
is  not  perfect.  No  tax  system  is  or  can  be.  But  it  rests 
largely  upon  the  solid  foundation  of  property,  it  has  been 
long  in  operation,  and  no  body  complains  of  its  unfairness. 
Now  comes  forward  Mr.  Laine  with  the  proposition  of  an 
entirely  new  system  ;  a  system  which,  if  enforced,  would  not 
only  disarrange  and  upset  all  the  existing  relations  of  rents, 
prices,  wages,  interest,  and  so  forth,  but  would  also,  in  my 
humble  judgment,  produce  grave  discontent  and  disorder. 
It  is  not  Mr.  Laine's  general  idea  of  a  new  Constitution  that 
is  objected  to.  Upon  this  I  have  nothing  to  say.  My  crit- 
icism relates  exclusively  to  the  subject  of  taxation.  To  this 
subject  Mr.  Laine  devotes  eight  sections.  First,  he  taxes  all 
property,  including  "  moneys,  credits,  bonds,  stocks,  dues, 
franchises,  and  all  other  matters  and  things  capable  of  pri- 
vate ownership,  real,  personal  and  mixed."  Second,  he  taxes 
every  elector  $20  every  time  he  neglects  to  vote  at  an  elec- 
tion, and  every  male  inhabitant  between  twenty-one  and  sixty 
years  of  age  $3  a  year.  Third,  he  abolishes  all  licenses,  ex- 
cept upon  liquors,  theatres,  exhibitions,  and  the  like,  leaving 
the  like  to  be  designated  by  the  Legislature.  Fourth,  he  re- 
quires uncultivated  land  "  to  be  assessed  and  taxed  at  the 
same  price  as  cultivated  land  of  the  same  quality  similarly 
located."  Fifth,  he  taxes  all  new  corporations,  except  benev- 
olent, religious,  scientific,  or  educational,  one-fifth  of  one  per 
cent,  on  their  capital  stock,  the  tax  to  be  paid  once  and  for 
all.  Sixth,  he  makes  the  principal  State  officers  ex-officio  a 
State  Board  of  Equalization.  Seventh,  he  renders  void  any 
stipulation  by  a  borrower  to  pay  taxes  on  the  thing  borrowed. 
Eighth,  he  taxes  legacies  and  distributive  shares  one  per 
cent.,  exempting  immediate  relatives,  for  all  estates  under 
$5,000 ;  and  doubling  the  tax  upon  non-resident  aliens,  and 
foreign  corporations  and  associations. 

Let  us  consider  these  sections  separately.  By  including 
personal  estates,  money,  stocks,  credits,  dues,  etc.,  in  prop- 
erty subject  to  ta.xation,  he  establishes  a  system  so  objection- 
able and  pernicious  that,  were  it  enforced,  it  would  depop- 
ulate the  State.  What  man  would  submit  to  have  his  bank 
account,  his  cash-book,  his  pockets  overhauled,  with  the  view 
of  determining  how  much  money  he  possessed  ?  Who  would 
care  to  have  it  known  what  stocks  he  owned  ?  Who  would 
expose  his  credits,  dues,  franchises,  etc.,  to  the  public  gaze 
that  he  might  satisfy  the  tax  assessor  or  the  State  Board  of 
Equalization?  NolSody.  Is  it  not  obvious  that  such  a  sys- 
tem of  taxation  would  be  defeated  by  evasion,  and  that  a 
people  forced,  by  higher  considerations  than  their  duty  to 
pay  taxes,  into  so  general  a  habit  of  evasion  as  this  unwise 
provision  would  promote,  would  lose  all  respect  for  tax  laws 
and  perhaps  for  all  others  ?  To  suppose  such  a  tax  collect- 
able is  so  suppose  an  impossibility.     Mr.  Laine  may  have 


some  occult  object  in  view,  and  it  may  be  a  good  one  ;  but 
in  this  stabbing  at  evil  in  the  dark  he  is  certain  to  injure  the 
good.  He  may  be  aiming  at  the  railroads,  or  the  mining 
companies,  or  the  moneyed  classes  ;  but  his  plan  would  end 
either  by  thoroughly  debauching  the  community,  or  driving 
every  dollar  of  capital  out  of  the  State.  Mr.  Laine  has  ev- 
idently not  learned  that  taxation  is  intended  to  provide  rev- 
enues for  a  State.  His  notion  of  a  tax  law  is  that  it  should 
be  employed  for  other  purposes  as  well ;  and  herein  he  is 
mistaken.  The  knife  that  is  made  both  to  shave  beards  and 
carve  roast  beef  will  perform  neither  of  these  services  prop- 
erly. Societies  in  an  advanced  stage  of  civilization  are  dis- 
tinguished by  their  highly  differentiated  functions,  and  it 
savors  of  the  country  store  and  barbarism  to  attempt  to  ac- 
compHsh  two  things  with  one  instrument. 

The  provision  for  taxing  negligent  voters  is  open  to  a  sim- 
ilar objection.  Either  the  State  is  so  constructed  that  every 
man  has  an  equal  interest  in  its  elections  and  an  equal  mo- 
tive to  vote,  or  it  is  not  and  he  has  not.  If  he  has,  we  know 
well  enough  that  no  further  monitor  than  self-interest  would 
be  needed  to  make  him  vote.  If  he  has  not,  why  fine  him 
for  resisting  or  evading  an  inequality  which  amounts  to  in- 
justice ?  Why  punish  me  for  not  voting  in  an  election  in 
which  both  tickets  may  have  been  fixed  up  in  an  obscure  pri- 
mary by  shoulder-hitters  and  ruffians?  The  only  conse- 
quence of  such  a  law  would  be  evasion  ;  this  is  the  result 
that  attended  the  trial  of  a  similar  law  in  Greece  more  than 
two  thousand  years  ago.  The  citizens  became  unwilling  to 
be  enrolled  among  the  electors ;  but  few  fines  were  collected, 
and  the  expectations  of  revenue  to  the  State  from  this  source 
were  never  realized.  Mr.  Laine's  proposed  poll  tax  of  $3  a 
year  upon  all  adult  male  inhabitants  is  objectionable  upon 
the  same  grounds — liability  to  evasion.  It  will  probably  be 
paid  by  every  man  who  has  a  fixed  residence  or  place  of  bus- 
iness, and  by  none  who  have  not,  and  these  last  form  a  very 
considerable  portion  of  a  mining  and  agricultural  commun- 
ity like  ours. 

The  proposal  to  abolish  all  license  taxes  would  be  a  good 
one  if  it  went  far  enough,  which  it  does  not.  It  does  not  re- 
move this  tax  from  certain  specific  classes  of  industries,  and 
so  discriminates  unjustly  against  them.  The  discretionary 
power  conferred  upon  the  Legislature  with  reference  to  im- 
posing this  tax  is  also  objectionable. 

Mr.  Laine's  fourth  proposition  is  one  of  the  worst.  It  is 
evidently  aimed  at  the  land  monopolists,  but,  like  all  attempts 
to  reform  a  community  by  means  of  tax  laws,  will  fail  of  its 
mark.  He  would  tax  land,  not  as  now  by  its  value,  but  by 
its  potentiality,  its  "quality,"  presumably  its  agricultural 
quality,  or  capacity,  or  productiveness.  Suppose  such  a  law 
fairly  executed — and  this  in\-olves  a  violent  stretch  of  the 
imagination — it  would  result  in  compelling  the  large  holders 
of  uncultivated  lands  to  sell.  But  who  would  buy?  No- 
body except  those  who  were  prepared  to  cultivate.  Is  any- 
body or  any  set  of  men  thus  prepared  ?  Is  it  likely  that  the 
premature  cultivation  of  hitherto  unbroken  land  can  be 
stimulated  to  any  considerable  extent  by  this  or  any  other 
process  of  compulsion  ?  Assuredly  not.  With  tens  of  mill- 
ions of  acres  of  productive  land  yet  within  reach  of  would-be 
cultivators,  and  at  extremely  low  prices,  it  is  folly  to  suppose 
that  agriculture  can  be  forced  by  tax  laws.  Under  Mr. 
Laine's  law  the  monopolists  would  indeed  be  obliged  to  sell; 
but  the  Sheriff  would  prove  to  be  the  only  purchaser  and  the 
State  would  fail  to  obtain  the  necessary  revenues. 

And  in  respect  of  land  taxes  what  system  can  be  fairer, 
even  at  the  outset,  than  the  present  one  ?  The  lands  are 
taxed  according  to  value.  Now,  value  includes  every  rela- 
tion which  the  land  has  or  is  reasonably  expected  to  have 
toward  any  or  all  other  commodities.  Value  embraces  its 
potentiality,  so  far  as  known  and  so  far  as  such  potentiality 
can,  at  present,  be  rendered  available.  One  piece  of  land 
may  be  potentially  of  very  fine  quality,  but  so  far  removed 
from  roads,  rivers,  or  markets  as  to  be  for  all  practical 
purposes  worthless.  Another  piece  of  land  may  be  poten- 
tially of  poor  quality,  but  so  near  to  the  advantages  men- 
tioned as  to  be  practically  of  great  worth.  The  potential 
fact  can  not  be  determined  with  precision  in  either  case;  the 
practical  fact  is  determined  in  both  cases  with  the  greatest 
nicety.  This  determination  is  to  be  found  in  their  respective 
values,  and  it  is  upon  this  basis  and  justly  so,  that  the  tax  is 
now  laid. 

If  it  be  complained  that  the  present  law  is  administered 
unjustly  or  corruptly,  I  admit  it.  But  this  no  fault  of  the  law; 
it  is  due  to  the  dishonesty  of  assessors  and  the  connivance 
of  collectors.  Mr.  Laine's  new  Constitution  will  not  remedy 
this,  can  not  remedy  it;  no  more  can  any  Constitution. 
Under  his  system  the  administration  will  be  as  corrupt  as  it 
is  now;  nay,  more  corrupt,  for  the  assessors  can  now  only 
cheat  as  to  the  value  of  lands — a  fraud  not  difficult  to  dis- 
cover and  punish;  while  under  Mr.  Laine's  Constitution  they 
will  be  clothed  with  power  to  miscalculate  and  misdeter- 
mine  the  productive  capacity  as  well  as  the  value  of  the 
land.  Should  these  dishonest  assessors  continue,  as  un- 
doubtedly they  will,  to  exercise  the  same  partiality  toward 
the  land  monopolists  which  they  are  accused  of  now,  I  pity 
the  poor  farmer  whose  land  they  may  have  to  assess. 

The  proposed  tax  on  new  corporations — really  a  license 
tax — is  a  bad  one.  It  does  not  tax  corporations  already  in 
existence  and  exempts  certain  classes  of  corporations.  The 
effect  of  this  measure  will  be  to  stimulate  fraudulent  incor- 
porations, pretending  to  be  religious,  benevolent,  scientific, 
and  the  like,  but  actually  commercial  or  speculative  ones. 
This  has  proved  to  be  the  case  in  Pennsylvania,  where  the 
same  plan  was  tried  and  the  result  has  brought  great  dis- 
grace upon  the  State.  Fraudulent  medical  universities  and 
fraudulent  colleges  with  fraudulent  degrees  and  diplomas  are 
among  the  many  bad  consequences  of  this  bad  tax  law. 

Mr.  Laine's  sixth  proposition  concerns  the  administration 
of  the  law,  and  upon  this  head  it  is  not  proposed  to  say  any- 
thing in  this  place. 

His  seventh  is  an  interference  with  the  freedom  of  con- 
tracts, and  subject  to  evasion.  It  stands  in  the  same  cate- 
gory as  a  usury  law,  and  whether  defensible  or  not,  upon 
precisely  the  same  grounds. 

His  eighth  and  last  proposition  is  to  tax  legacies  and  dis- 
tributive shares.  Taken  by  itself  there  is  no  objection  to 
this  measure.  Such  taxes  are  not  easily  evaded,  and,  in  the 
long  run  bear  impartially  upon  the  members  of  a  community. 
But  there  should  be  no  exemptions,  and  no  invidious  dis- 
criminations against  "  non-resident  aliens  and  foreign  cor- 
porations and  associations."     Such  discriminations  are  cer- 


tain to  prove  injurious  in  practice.  In  this  case  llie)-  would 
either  tend  to  drive  away  investments  of  foreign  capital  or 
encourage  evasion  by  inducing  aliens  and  foreign  corpora- 
tions to  make  their  investments  in  a  roundabout  way. 

I  have  devoted  this  much  of  consideration  to  Mr.  Laine's 
proposition  for  two  reasons  :  First,  the  subject  of  taxation  is 
bound,  in  my  judgment,  to  occupy  an  important,  perhaps  the 
principal,  part  of  the  attention  of  the  coming  Constitutional 
Convention  ;  second,  Mr.  Laine,  of  the  several  delegates 
who  have  hitherto  promulgated  their  views  upon  the  new 
Constitution,  is  the  only  one  who  proposes  to  radically 
change  our  present  system  of  taxation. 

Let  me  repeat  that,  in  a  country  so  free  as  this,  the  im- 
portant matter  of  taxation  is  not  an  attempt  to  equitably  ad- 
just burdens  at  the  outset,  for  this  is  impossible  and  leads 
to  evasions  and  abuses,  but  to  render  the  system  as  simple, 
as  little  subject  to  evasion,  and  as  unalterable  as  possible. 

Prices,  wages,  rents,  and  interest,  in  their  silent  and  con- 
tinuous working,  will  be  sure  to  bring  about  a  nicer  equity,  a 
fairer  adjustment,  than  any  which  the  cunning  of  man  can 
devise.  They  have  always  done  so  ;  they  do  so  now  ;  they 
always  will  do  so.  A  free  community  is  like  a  fluid  body ; 
a  free  pressure  on  one  part  is  a  pressure  upon  all  parts.  We 
have  only  to  make  the  pressure  certain  and  non-evadible. 
Nature  will  do  the  rest. 

With  regard  to  the  abuses  now  practiced  in  our  tax  sys- 
tem— abuses  which,  it  is  alleged,  bear  onerously  upon  oui 
agricultural  classes — experience  assures  us  that  they  can  not 
be  remedied  by  means  of  new  tax  laws,  or,  indeed,  by  laws 
of  any  kind.  Laws  have  to  be  executed  by  somebody  ;  they 
can  not  execute  themselves  ;  and  if  the  administration  is 
corrupt  under  one  set  of  laws,  it  is  folly  to  expect  that  the 
mere  enactment  of  another  set  will  effect  the  desired  purifi- 
cation. There  appears  to  be  a  sort  of  fetichism  about  law- 
making which  it  is  time  that  our  people  abandoned.  Nearly 
every  member  of  the  community  is  ready  with  some  new 
law  which,  like  a  poor-man's-plaster,  is  warranted  to  cure 
everything.  They  bow  down  and  worship  these  fetiches 
so  long  as  they  remain  in  the  embryonic  stage,  but  so  soon 
as  they  are  matured  into  laws  and  put  to  the  test  of  practice, 
they  lose  respect  for  them.  The  laws  do  not  work  as  ex- 
pected ;  the  abuses  which  they  were  designed  to  remedy 
continue,  or  become  worse.  The  reason  for  this  lies  in  the 
execution,  not  in  the  law,  but  this  reason  is  never  perceived. 
It  is  supposed  that  the  law  is  defective,  and  forthwith  it  is 
made  to  give  way  to  some  other  statute,  which,  in  the  end, 
passes  through  another  career  of  fetich-worship,  trial,  disap- 
pointment, disgust,  and  repeal. 

Why  do  we  not  try  to  improve  our  officials  rather  than 
our  laws  ?  Simply  because  of  the  consciousness  of  the  aver- 
age voter  that  the  average  elected  official  is  no  more  dishon- 
est than  he  is  himself  That  is  the  whole  thing  in  a  nutshell. 
Place  the  average  voter  in  an  office  of  ti'ust  and  he  would 
prove  equally  corrupt,  and  he  knows  it ;  nay,  he  openly 
avows  it.  He  does  not  even  pretend  to  be  honest,  for  he 
knows  that  such  pretension  would  be  treated  with  derision. 
That's  what's  the  matter.  The  moral  status  of  our  voting 
population  is  too  low.  As  to  whether  this  evil  can  be 
remedied  or  not,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say,  but  I  believe  it  can 
be  modified  or  lessened.  Clothe  the  State,  which  means  the 
officials,  with  as  few  powers  as  possible,  trust  them  as  little 
as  possible,  create  as  few  as  possible.  Let  the  Constitution 
be  brief,  let  the  laws  be  simple,  and  let  the  administrators 
and  executors  of  the  law  be  few.  Let  the  citizens  remain 
free  to  execute  such  public  works  as  each  community  may 
deem  necessary  for  itself  Then  you  will  have  fewer  public 
contracts,  and  fewer  corrupt  jobs,  less  expenditure,  less  taxa- 
tion, less  waste,  and  less  official  robbery.  Such  a  system, 
of  course,  has  disadvantages.  The  general  credit  and  co- 
operation of  the  community  will  remain  unemployed,  and 
many  enterprises,  which,  if  accomplished,  would  prove  of 
lasting  benefit  to  the  State — a  general  system  of  irrigation, 
for  example — will  become  impossible.  But  if,  as  a  com- 
munity, we  can  not  desist  from  robbing  one  another,  it  seems 
to  me  far  better  to  diminish  the  plunder  than  to  multiply  the 
thieves.  Atlanticus. 


'  Up  in  a  Balloon." 


A  Paris  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Graphic  gives  a 
condensed  description  of  the  captive  balloon,  from  which  we 
extract  the  following : 

"  Carries  fifty  persons.  Cable,  a  big  ship's  hawser.  Length, 
i,Soo  feet.  Diameter  of  rope,  smaller  near  the  earth  than 
where  fastened  to  balloon.  Eight  big  hawsers,  \^'ith  great 
iron  hooks  attached,  hold  balloon  in  its  place.  Passengers 
walk  into  balloon  on  a  gangway  plank  on  two  wheels.  Bal- 
loon partly  moored  in  a  pit  about  twelve  feet  in  depth. 
Cordage  worked  by  a  crew  of  sixteen  men  in  semi-nautical 
uniform,  largely  red  sash  and  straw  hat.  IManaged  by  an 
officer,  who  pipes  a  boatswain's  whistle.  No  sense  of  motion. 
Didn't  know  when  balloon  stopped  going  up  ;  or  when  it 
commenced  to  come  down,  ^^ery  still  and  calm  above.  Air 
pure.  No  dust.  Pleasant  to  breath.  Proportions  of  palaces 
and  churches  toy-like,  and  not  an  angle  corner  or  turret  lost. 
People  below  in  most  thickl)-  crowded  streets  do  not  seem 
so  close  together.  Each  person  carries  some  space  about 
him  or  her.  Singular  to  observe  how  so  many  crawl  about 
without  touching  each  other.  Little  sense  of  danger  felt  by 
passengers.  Not  at  all  like  standing  on  "  giddy  heights." 
Balloon  gives  one  an  impression  of  being  strong  enougli  for 
its  work.  No  jolting,  pitching,  tossing  or  laboring  as  at  sea. 
Our  three  tons'  weiglit  of  fifty  passengers  float  as  lightly  as 
so  many  feathers.  Room  enough  in  car  for  passengers  to 
walk  about  and  pass  each  other.  Little  talking  on  the  trip, 
although  passengers  were  mostly  French,  and  six  were 
women.  No  noise  from  the  world  below.  As  seen  from 
a  balloon,  human  beings  really  take  up  but  little  room.  They 
and  their  houses  are  simply  plastered  thinly  o\er  the  earth. 
Plenty  of  room  left  over  their  heads.  Groat  pitj-  that  we 
can't  flj'  and  utilize  it.  Especially  during  hot  weather.  Great 
blunder  in  man's  construction  not  to  have  had  wings  given 
him.  Lip  in  a  balloon  twenty  minutes.  Not  long  enough. 
Wanted  to  stay  up  an  hour,  at  least.  Hauled  down  by  two 
engines.  Each  passenger,  on  stepping  out  of  the  car,  pre- 
sented with  a  green  box  containing  gilt  medal.  Inscription. 
'  Souvenir  of  my  ascent  in  M.  Giffard's  Captive  Balloon.'  " 


Jim  Anderson  has  got  a  job  for  next  summer 
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EDITORIAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


From  the  Tule  Islands. 


We  are  sorr>'  that  we  promised  in  our  last  issue  to  write 
concerning  our  tule  lands.  The  subject  is  not  sufficiently 
within  our  knowledge  to  enable  us  to  discuss  it  as  intelli- 
gently as  we  would  wish  to  do.  Kvery  thing  that  contributes 
to  the  development  of  the  agricultural  lands  of  our  State  pro- 
foundly interests  us.  We  recognize  this  fact,  that  in  all  lands 
and  all  parts  of  lands,  where  the  soil  is  owned  by  the  men . 
and  women  who  cultivate  it,  there  is  wealth,  prosperity,  and 
contentment.  An  agricultural  community,  tilling  its  own 
small  farms,  is  necessarily  a  good  one.  It  becomes  superior 
in  point  of  intelligence  and  patriotism  to  that  engaged  in  any 
other  pursuit.  France,  Holland,  and  Switzerland  are  notable 
examples  of  the  thrift,  economy,  and  superior  virtues  of  their 
people.  In  those  lands  where  the  soil  is  monopolized  by  the 
great  landed  lords,  as  in  Great  Britain,  and  in  Ireland,  in 
Italy,  Spain,  and  .'Vustria,  there  are  political  and  social  dis- 
contents that  can  only  be  suppressed  by  force  of  the  military 
arm.  In  a  republican  form  of  government  like  ours,  where 
the  very  underlying  principle  is  the  right  of  the  majority  to 
rule,  where  all  are  entitled  to  exercise  elective  privileges, 
and  where  the  right  to  bear  arms  is  an  organic  one,  the  mo- 
nopoly of  lands,  and,  indeed,  the  accumulation  of  great  es- 
tates, carry  with  them  an  element  of  danger.  Whenever,  in 
the  history  of  this  republic,  the  idle,  the  vicious,  and  the  ag- 
itating class — those  who  have  nothing  to  lose  and  everything 
to  gain  by  disturbing  the  rights  of  property  and  overturning 
the  law  that  guarantees  its  possession — shall  rule,  then  the 
days  of  the  republic  will  be  ended  ;  then  the  experiment  of 
American  liberty  will  have  been  tried  and  found  a  failure. 
Anything  that  will  put  to  a  more  distant  future  the  realization 
of  such  a  condition  of  things  should  challenge  the  attention 
of  all  thinking  men.  We  note,  with  increasing  alarm,  the 
tendency  to  idleness,  profligacy,  and  crime  in  our  great  com- 
mercial cities.  We  observe  the  fact  that  in  the  rural  dis- 
tricts of  our  country  we  have  a  staid,  industrious,  and  patri- 
otic population.  We  contrast  the  municipal  government  of 
New  York — its  Tweed  and  Tammany  rings  spending  stolen 
millions  in  debauching  the  ballot-box.  We  obser\'e  the  vicious 
tendencies  of  all  our  great  cities  of  the  Xorth— noticeably 
Philadelphia  and  Baltimore.  We  have  seen  the  labor  insur- 
rection of  the  coal  regions  ;  the  disastrous  railroad  strike  at 
Pittsburg,  that  culminated  in  conflagrations  and  destruction 
of  property.  We  hear  of  the  communistic  clamors  in  Chi- 
cago and  Cincinnati.  We  witness  the  sand-lot  conspiracy  in 
our  own  city  ;  and  we  obsene  with  alarm  the  squint-eyed 
man  of  destiny  endeavoring,  through  blasphemy  and  dem- 
''goS)'!  t°  seize  the  executive  chair  of  the  first  commonwealth 
of  .\merica.  We  ask  ourselves,  and  very  soberly,  the  ques- 
tion. How  shall  these  possible  dangers  be  averted .'  We  look 
to  our  farming  population  everywhere  throughout  the  nation, 
and  see  that  it  is  conservative,  staid,  honest,  economical,  in- 
dustrious, and  thrifty  ;  we  note  the  fact  that  in  Congress  and 
in  the  State  Legislature  the  farmers  are  the  honest  men  ; 
when  civil  war  overtook  us  we  observed  that  from  the  rural 
population  of  the  Northern,  Middle,  and  Western  Sta;es 
came  the  soldiers  that  fought  the  battles  of  the  republic  and 
presened  the  Union.  It  was  not  from  the  young  gentlemen 
of  cities,  nor  from  the  Irish,  nor  the  German  population,  that 
volunteers  stepped  foraard  to  risk  their  lives  in  defense  of 
the  land  they  lived  in.  The  foreigner  may  not,  and  indeed 
can  not,  feel  for  his  adopted  country  that  sentiment  that  be- 
longs to  the  native  bom  ;  his  children  will  inherit  the  love  of 
their  native  land  that  will  give  them  the  courage  to  die  for  it. 
Hecce  it  is,  that  because  we  think  the  people  of  the  country 
.  ^^  Velter  than  the  people  of  the  town,  would  we  desire  to 


do  that  which  will  encourage  the  settlement  of  our  rural  dis- 
tricts by  industrious  families.  Hence  it  is,  that  we  regard 
the  monopoly  of  land  as  a  crime  against  republican  govern- 
ment, and  one  of  the  first  steps  to  an  overthrow  of  this  re- 
public of  the  United  States. 

Theories  upon  questions  of  political  economy  are  of  very 
little  importance  unless  carried  into  practical  eftect.  ^Ve 
presume  that  every  one  who  reads  this  article  agrees  with  us 
that  it  would  be  well  to  diminish  the  idlers  of  our  cities  and 
increase  the  farmers  in  the  country.  Everybodj'  will  assent 
to  the  proposition  as  we  have  laid  it  down.  In  a  small  way 
(and  we  realize  how  feeble  are  our  efforts)  the  Aki;o\AL'1' 
would  do  something  to  practically  bring  our  rich  mountain 
and  valley  lands  to  the  notice  of  the  industrious  poor.  If 
we  had  the  wealth  in  lands  or  money  of  many  of  our  ac- 
tjuaintance,  we  would  select  upon  fruitful  hill  side  or  fat  val- 
ley land  some  splendid  domain,  and  upon  it  we  would  rear  a 
monument  more  lasting  than  brass  or  marble,  a  monument 
as  enduring  as  time,  the  base  of  which  should  be  laid  deep 
in  the  hearts  of  a  population  blessed  by  our  wealth  and 
profited  by  our  brain.  And  when  tourist  or  traveler  should 
in  some  distant  future  inquire  for  this  monument,  a  grateful 
people,  industrious,  independent  men,  virtuous,  cultured 
women,  intelligent,  ambitious  children,  should  answer  :  His 
monument  is  our  homes,  our  families,  ourseh-es.  There  is 
no  State  in  the  nation  where  a  rural  population  can  be  made 
so  independent  and  happy  as  California.  The  thermal  belt, 
twenty-five  miles  in  width  and  four  hundred  miles  in  length, 
has  immense  possibilities  of  wine  and  fruit.  Messrs.  Chap- 
man and  Marks  have  demonstrated  that  twenty  acres  of  ir- 
rigated land  upon  the  plains  of  the  San  Joaquin  will  main- 
tain a  family.  We  reserve  to  ourselves  the  privilege  of  a 
\'isit  to  the  mussel  slough  country,  where  we  understand  that 
cooperative  labor,  without  capital,  has  taken  the  waters  of 
King's  River  to  the  dry  land,  and  of  it  made  a  paradise  of 
plenty.  W'e  shall  visit  the  experiment  made  by  Haggin, 
Tevis,  and  Carr  in  the  Kern  County  region,  which,  we  are 
informed,  is  upon  a  grander  scale  than  an\'  of  the  others,  and 
the  practical  effect  of  which  will  be  to  provide  farms  for 
thousands  of  familes  upon  such  terms  as  will  enable  an  in- 
dustrious man  to  acquire  an  ownership  in  fee  under  a  pre- 
liminary and  conditional  tenancy. 


Our  observation  of  these  various  agricultural  experiments 
have  dissipated  any  fear  which  we  may  have  had  of  land 
monopoly.  We  are  convinced  that  no  amount  of  wealth 
can  monopolize  farming  lands  that  are  under  cultivation;  no 
scheme  can  be  carried  into  practical  eftect  that  will  enable 
any  wealthy  man  to  hold  land  in  large  quantitities  unless 
in  unused  or  in  grazing  tracts.  Messrs.  Lux  and  Miller, 
General  Beale,  McLaughlin,  and  others  may  for  a  time  keep 
their  hundreds  of  thousands  of  acres  for  cattle  and  sheep, 
and  even  this  land  may  be  wrested  from  them  by  taxation. 
We  use  the  term  lurestcdm  all  its  Saxon  strength;  we  would 
change  the  whole  system  of  taxation.  Discriminating  against 
the  cultivator  and  in  favor  of  the  speculator  is  wrong:  we 
would  by  light  taxation  offer  a  premium  to  cultivation;  we 
would  by  double  taxation  confiscate  every  inch  of  the  specu- 
lator's land.  Land  to  be  cultivated  profitably  must  be  owned 
in  small  farms,  and  because  it  can  not  be  profitably  culti\'at- 
ed  either  in  large  bodies  or  by  tenants  it  will  in  time  be  dis- 
tributed. When  it  is,  California  will  become  a  prosperous 
State,  property  will  be  secure,  laws  will  be  enforced,  and 
our  wealthy  men  will  feel  that  they  are  no  longer  sitting 
upon  a  powder  magazine  with  a  mob  of  communistic  and 
agrarian  Guy  Fawkes  ready  to  apply  the  match  beneath 
them. 

Our  visit  to  the  tule  lands  was  interesting  and  instructive. 
We  do  not  know  whether  the  tule  islands  can  be  redeemed 
from  overflow  of  the  rivers,  but  we  do  know  that  if  they  can 
they  are  an  empire  in  themselves.  If  we  have  not  exhausted 
all  the  superior  adjectives  in  describing  other  marvelous  soils 
of  our  State,  we  desire  to  say  that  the  alluvium  of  this  once 
great  inland  sea  has  a  productive  capacity  that  is  inexhaust- 
ible. Our  visit  was  to  Union  and  Roberts'  Islands,  the  larg- 
est two  in  the  State,  each  of  them  within  the  water  flow  of 
the  San  Joaquin,  through  its  sloughs  and  channels,  and  con- 
taining something  more  than  one  hundred  thousand  acres, 
and  owned  by  three  or  four  persons.  The  largest  owner 
upon  Union  Island  is  General  Thomas  H.  Williams  ;  the 
next  is  General  Henry  M.  Naglee.  The  largest  owners  of 
Roberts'  Island  are  Mr.  Fischer  and  Mr.  McLaughlin. 
Roberts'  Island  is  so  thoroughly  reclaimed  that  last  year  it 
withstood  the  floods,  while  most  other  levees  gave  way. 
Kidd's  Ranch,  owned  by  General  Williams,  2,800  acres, 
was  also  dry.  L'nion  Island  was  overflowed.  General  Wil- 
liams is  engaged  in  a  wonderful  work  of  reclamation.  At 
one  point  we  saw  a  hundred  and  fifty  scrapers,  with  the  same 
number  of  men,  and  three  hundred  horses,  at  work.  Gangs 
of  men,  all  while,  are  at  work  on  every  side,  building  or  re- 
pairing dykes,  plowing  and  farming.  His  work  is  of  the 
most  substantial  character,  and  would  not  be  unworthy  the 
Government  of  Holland  in  reclaiming  lands  from  the  sea. 
His  whole  work  of  reclaiming  sixty  thousand  acres— which 
we  understand  is  the  extent  of  his  property — will  demand 
the  expenditure  of  some  millions  of  dollars.     This  splendid 


work  is  a  gift  to  California  from  the  Comstock  Mine. 
General  Naglee  is  confining  his  farming  operations  to  the 
main  land  upon  the  western  bank  of  the  San  Joaquin  River, 
using  his  island  land  for  pasturage,  guarding  it  with  an  ordi- 
nary levee,  sufficient  for  dry  seasons,  but  not  for  those  of 
floods.  In  the  lower  portion  of  Union  Island,  and  as  you 
approach  the  junction  of  the  San  Joaquin  and  Sacramento 
rivers,  the  land  is  more  difficult  of  reclamation,  much  of  it 
being  float  land,  but  when  reclaimed  even  better  garden  soil 
than  that  which  is  more  substantial.  The  reclamation  of 
these  lands  is  still  in  the  domain  of  experiment.  A  vast 
amount  of  money,  skill,  and  inventive  faculty  is  now  being 
expended  in  the  effort.  The  time  will  come  when,  by  stor- 
ing the  water  in  the  mountains,  by  irrigating  the  plains,  by 
exhausting  the  lakes — Tulare,  Kern,  and  Buena  Vista — the 
waters  of  the  San  Joaquin  will  be  so  controlled  and  regu- 
lated within  its  channels  that  all  the  islands  and  margins 
will  be  left  for  safe  culti\'ation.  When  this  time  comes  our 
State  will  have  added  to  its  wealth  untold  millions  in  value. 
These  valley  lands  will  support  a  population  as  great  as  the 
most  fertile  spots  of  India,  the  most  productive  shores  of  the 
Nile,  or  the  choicest  places  under  the  Alps  in  Lombardy. 
Here,  upon  a  soil  of  inexhaustible  richness,  in  a  climate 
almost  free  from  frost,  crops  may  be  produced  in  rotation 
during  the  entire  year.  Ten  acres  of  land  cultivated  to  its 
highest  capacity  would  be  equal  in  production  to  a  hundred 
acres  of  the  richest  bottom  lands  in  the  valley  of  the  Genesee. 
Gi\en,  the  area  of  this  swamp  and  overflowed  land  of  the 
valle)'S  of  Sacrarfiento  and  San  Joaquin  ;  place  a  family  of 
five  persons  upon  each  ten  acres  of  land  ;  dot  the  broad  plain 
with  cottage  homes,  with  school  houses,  contented,  happy 
people,  faces  of  smiling  children  ;  let  ten  or  twenty  years 
pass  away,  and  then  we  commend  Kearney,  Wellock,  Beer- 
stecher,  O'Donnell,  Vacquerel,  and  the  balance  of  this 
party  of  reform,  to  visit  the  colony.  Let  them,  as  at  the 
sand  lots,  invoke  in  ribald  blasphemy  the  Divine  vengeance 
upon  the  heads  of  those  who  have  the  prudence  and  the  fore- 
sight to  gain  country  homes.  Let  them  endeavor  to  teach 
the  children  of  such  a  people  the  lessons  they  are  now  giv- 
ing out  against  republican  institutions,  and  a  free  govern- 
ment that  has  made  such  happy  homes  possible  to  all  who 
are  willing  to  work.  Then  will  their  cheap  and  nasty  talk  be 
appreciated  at  its  full  value. 

The  Hon.  Stephen  J.  Field,  Associate  Justice  of  the  Su- 
preme Court  of  the  United  States,  has  just  returned  from  a 
trip  through  Oregon,  Washington  Territory,  and  the  North 
country.  He  gives  to  us  a  glowing  account  of  the  land  as 
one  of  marvelous  fertility  of  soil,  adaptation  for  commerce, 
and  one  destined  to  a  magnificent  future.  He  represents 
the  trip  to  the  North  as  one  that  every  person  should  take 
to  appreciate  the  capacities  of  this  most  desirable  portion  of 
our  domain.  The  scenery  of  the  Columbia  is  represented 
to  exceed  in  picturesque  beauty  the  Hudson,  the  Rhine,  or 
the  more  romantic  parts  of  Europe.  The  land  abounds  in 
magnificent  forests,  in  streams  filled  with  fish;  the  soil  is  of 
unexampled  fertility,  the  climate  unsurpassed  for  excellence. 
The  Puget  .Sound  is  a  splendid  inland  sea  fringed  with  pri- 
meval forests  and  rich  lands,  out  of  which  may  be  carved 
desirable  farms  and  homes.  The  whole  land  is  adapted  for 
agricultural  and  grazing  pursuits  and  abounding  in  coal.  It 
is  a  land  in  which  there  are  no  loungers,  no  tramps,  no 
grumbling,  no  poverty,  and  no  idleness;  a  land  of  boundless 
opportunity  for  remunerative  labor,  where  industry,  persever- 
ance, economy,  and  toil  may  carve  out  homes  of  plenty  and 
abundance.  This  accords  with  all  we  have  ever  heard  of 
Oregon  and  Washington  Territory,  and  justifies  us  in  with- 
holding all  sympathy  from  the  broad-shouldered,  full-necked, 
brawny  idlers  that  throng  our  sand-lots,  blaspheming  God 
and  cursing  free  institutions,  because  they  can  not,  by  sim- 
ply lifting  their  grimy  hands  in  applause  of  ranting  dema- 
gogy, earn  their  beer  and  bread.  For  these  cowardly  for- 
eign miscreants  and  their  flannel-mouthed  oratory  we  have 
only  the  contempt  due  to  crime  and  idle  discontent.  The 
industrious  toiling  man  and  woman  we  honor;  the  noisome 
clamor  that  comes  of  ignorance  and  idleness  we  despise. 
One  of  the  questionable  privileges  of  a  free  government  is 
the  unlimited  license  of  demagogy.  One  of  the  privileges 
of  brave  men  in  organized  society  is  to  dare  these  talking 
miscreants  to  some  overt  act  that  they  may  be  crushed  by 
the  strong  arm  of  the  law. 

The  Republican  party  seems  to  be  strengthening,  while 
the  Democratic  seems  to  be  going  to  pieces.  In  this  State 
the  workingmen's  movement  draws  largely  from  the  Demo- 
cracy'. In  Maine  and  Ohio  two  Democrats  have  joined  the 
Greenback  party  to  one  Republican.  Where\er  an  indepen- 
dent movement  shows  itself,  it  is  to  the  prejudice  of  the 
Democracy.  Except  in  the  probable  fact  of  a  solid  South 
Democracy  would  cut  but  a  small  figure  in  the  coming  Presi- 
dential election. 

The  squint-eyed  man  of  destiny  in  Massachusetts,  aided 
by  the  blasphemous  cart-driver  of  the  sand-lots,  is  in  danger 
of  being  distanced  in  the  scrub  race  he  is  making  for  Gov- 
ernor. In  boiling  sap,  scalding  hogs,  and  making  soap,  the 
scum  rises  to  the  top  and  is  skimmed  off.  This  simmering 
and  boiling  of  the  pot  political  will  enable  the  country  to  get 
rid  of  the  scum  before  the  Presidential  election. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


AFTERMATH, 


Riding  through  the  oak  groves  that  skirt  the  San  Joaquin, 
not  far  away  from  where  the  railroad  bridge  crosses  the 
stream,  we  came  upon  a  camp-meeting  of  Dunkers — a  sort 
of  Seventh-day  Baptists,  who  baptize  by  plunging,  and  who 
in  former  times  wore  a  peculiar  dress,  do  not  cut  the  hair 
nor  shave  the  beard.  Males  and  females  live  in  separate 
houses;  celibacy  is  regarded  as  a  virtue.  They  salute  each 
other  by  kissing.  Washing  one  another's  feet  is  a  religious 
ceremony.  This  kissing  business  might  do  among  the 
younger  and  fairer  pullets  of  the  flock,  but  when  it  comes  to 
\vashing  the  feet  of  an  aged  rooster  we  should  beg  to  be  ex- 
cused.     The  tule  mud  on  the  San  Joaquin  is  so  very  nasty. 


Mr.  Clitus  Barbour  will  put  a  provision  in  the  organic  law 
against  puts  and  calls.     The  colored  troops  fought  bravely. 


There  is  no  lobby  around  the  Constitutional  Convention. 
This  is  very  hard  on  some  of  its  members,  especially  that 
class  to  whom  the  opportunity  for  legislation  is  presented 
for  the  first  time,  and  to  whom  it  will  never  occur  again.  We 
refer  to  that  class  who  delight  in  resisting  a  bribe. 


When  Clitus  goes  into  court  he  violates  that  fundamental 
rule  of  equity  which  demands  that  the  suitor  must  come  into 
court  with  clean  hands.  We  look  to  Clitus  to  become  the 
rtiost  active  opponent  of  the  Spring  Valley  Water  Company. 
A  monopoly  more  abominable  does  not  exist  than  one  which 
adulterates  our  whisky  and  gives  us  no  apology  for  being 
unclean. 

We  commend  the  following  statement  of  facts  to  those 
beer-drinking  Dutchmen,  who,  having  emigrated  from  the 
swamps,  polders,  and  canals  of  Holland,  can  find  no  bet- 
ter employment  on  the  Pacific  Coast  than  cursing  God 
and  grumbling  at  their  luck.  Mr.  Eckstein,  Consul  at 
Amsterdam,  states  in  his  report  to  our  State  department 
that  farm  laborers,  when  hired  by  the  year,  are  paid  from 
$50  to  $60,  with  board.  It  is  also  customary  to  give  each 
laborer  two  suits  of  common  clothing  each  year.  Farm  la- 
borers, when  hired  by  the  day,  command  fifty  cents  in  har- 
vest and  other  busy  times.  In  the  nurseries  in  the  vicinity 
of  Haarlem,  more  or  less  skilled  workmen  receive  $2.90  a 
week  for  nine  months  in  the  year,  and  $2.60  a  week  for  three 
months.  Female  servants  receive  from  $20  to  $60  a  year 
The  lower  rate  of  servants  are  those  who  live  in  their  own 
houses,  whose  duties  are  considered  to  end  about  four  P.  M 
Diamond-cutters  command  high  wages — from  $40  to  $80' 
per  week.  Carpenters,  masons,  painters,  and  other  me- 
chanics earn  from  seventeen  to  twenty-five  cents  per  day. 
Shoemakers  doing  fine  work  sometimes  earn  $6  a  week  ; 
those  doing  the  more  common  work  earn  from  $2.40  to 
$3.60.  The  number  of  hours  in  a  day's  work  is  never  less 
than  twelve,  and  sometimes  more.  Workingmen  contrive  to 
live  on  these  low  wages,  and  it  is  said  that  there  is  no  sign 
of  general  discontent. 

The  Commissioner  of  Internal  Revenue  has  perfected  a 
system  of  frequent  examinations  of  Collectors'  books  and  ac- 
counts by  Agents.  The  Collector  may  not  be  honest,  you 
know,  whereas  the  Agent  is  very  sure  to  be  if  he  is  fit  for  his 
position.  From  one  kind  of  clay  God  makes  a  Collector, 
from  another  kind  an  Agent. 


The  wheelbarrow-man  is  expected  at  Sacramento  to-day 
or  to-morrow.  He  has  urged  his  monocycle  all  the  way  from 
Chicago.  Perhaps  we  do  him  injustice  ;  may  be  it  is  only 
from  Omaha.  We  would  not  willfully  misstate  the  folly  of  a 
fool ;  it  is  bad  enough  for  the  poor  fellow  to  arrive  at  Sacra- 
mento during  the  session  of  the  Constitutional  Convention 
and  have  his  wheelbarrow  stolen  by  the  reform  delegates. 

Condon  and  Melody,  the  murderers  recently  released  by  the 
British  Government  after  eleven  years'  confinement,  had  an 
"  ovation"  in  New  York.  Condon  is  an  American  citizen, 
and  was  released  at  the  already  frequently  refused  request 
of  this  Government.  Had  he  been  confined  in  one  of  our 
own  penitentiaries  he  would  have  forfeited  some  of  the 
privileges  of  citizenship,  but  a  conviction  of  felony  in  another 
country  will  not,  we  believe,  effect  his  political  status  in  his 
own,  and  Mr.  Condon  will  vote  "  ferninst  the  Government." 
Mr.  Melody  is  not  an  American  citizen,  but  will  be  made  one 
in  time  to  vote  against  resumption,  and  put  a  spoke  in  the 
wheel  of  the  lecherous  bondholders. 


Speaking  of  these  great  Fenian  statesmen  and  possible 
Presidents,  the  London  Spectator  points  out  that  although 
they  committed  the  same  offense  their  punishment  is  not 
equal,  for  their  release  from  prison  is  accompanied  with  the 
proviso  that  they  shall  live  out  of  Her  Majesty's  dominions — 
that  is,  says  the  Spectator^  Condon  is  pardoned  and  sent 
home  to  his  friends,  while  Melody  is  pardoned  and  sentenced 
to  banishment  for  life.  That  Mr.  Melody  is  not  an  Ameri- 
can citizen,  with  all  his  friends  and  relatives  holding  office 
in  this  country,  is  his  own  fault;  America  was  as  ready  and 
willing  to  provide  for  him  then  as  now,  although  he  is,  of 
course,  more  agreeable  to  the  simple  Republican  nose  now 
that  he  smells  of  an  "English  bastile." 


The  defensive  and  extremely  offensive  alliance  hitherto 
existing  between  Mr.  George  iVI.  Finney  and  the  Chronicle 
is  hereby  dissolved,  and  each  tub  will  henceforth  stand  on 
its  own  bottom.  This,  therefore,  is  to  notify  all  persons 
knowing  themselves  indebted  to  the  late  firm  of  Finney  & 
DeYoung  that  they  will  be  sued  by  each  for  what  they  owe  to 
both. 


The  superintendent  of  a  third-rate  restaurant  has  commit- 
ted suicide.  This  vulgarizes  the  business,  and  respectable 
"unfortunates  "  will  no  longer  go  to  Glory  but  to  Mexico.  A 
considerable  patronage  will  be  thus  diverted  from  the  under- 
takers to  the  steamships,  and  down  at  Mazatlan  the  United 
States  Detective  Resident  will  sit  upon  the  sand,  projecting 
an  expectant  regard  seaward,  and  executing  a  tranquil  smile 
that  shall  extend  all  the  way  from  Guaymas  to  Acapulco. 


At  some  recent  competitive  examinations  in  oratorical 
pyrotechnics,  the  various  speakers  and  readers  were  intro- 
duced by  Mr.  Edward  Curtiss,  of  whom  the  Call's  Jenkins 
says  he  "  has  a  happy  faculty  of  saying  bright  things  at  the 
proper  time."  For  the  second  time  a  list  of  the  bright  things 
said  is  appended  to  this  praise.  Here  are  a  few  average  sam- 
ples :  "  I  now  introduce  to  you  one  of  California's  most 
efficient  legislators,  the  Hon.  Wm.  B.  May."  Of  another 
speaker  :  "  A  gentleman  whose  learning,  originality  of 
ideas,  and  brilliant  eloquence  have  carved  for  him  a  place  in 
the  very  fore-front  of  American  clergymen."  Of  a  singer  : 
"A  young  lady  whose  musical  genius  and  versatility  is  (j?V) 
the  wonder  of  strangers  and  the  pride  of  her  friends."  If 
the  author  of  the  dazzling  "  bright  things  "  has  a  proper  re- 
gard for  his  well  merited  reptuation  as  a  speaker  and  scholar, 
he  will  cast  about  for  some  way  to  tether  the  pen-hand  of 
his  superserviceable  sycophant.  Or  (as  he  who  praises  with- 
out judgment  will  defame  without  provocation)  perhaps  it 
would  be  even  better  for  Mr.  Curtiss  to  perpetrate  some  fault- 
less idiocy,  and  so,  by  stimulating  the  creature's  envy,  secure 
the  advantage  of  his  abuse. 


Mr.  Joaquin  Miller  has  chosen  the  subject  "What  is  Poe- 
try ? "  for  his  lecture  when  he  arrives  from  abroad. 

What's  poetry?    The  bard  is  hot 

To  tell  us  with  his  tongue;  and  so 
We'll  know  then  all  there  is  to  know — 

He's  shown  us  with  his  pen  what's  not. 


The  dispatches  inform  us  that  England  has  offered  the 
ruler  of  Afghanistan  an  opportunity  to  make  amends  for  the 
affront  "to  the  British  Envoy.  We  are  somehow  reminded  of 
an  altercation  that  occurred  the  other  evening  at  the  Palace 
Hotel,  in  this  city.  "  Sir  !  "  thundered  an  irate  gentleman  to 
a  gentleman  who  held  himself  well  in  hand,  "  you  have 
grossly  insulted  me  ;  I  will  give  you  just  one  minute  to  apol- 
ogize." "  Thanks,  I  do  not  wish  to  apologize,"  said  the  other 
quietly.  "  But  you  have  got  to."  "  But  I  won't."  "  Very 
well,  sir,  then  /  won't.     "  But  you  must."    And  he  did. 


We  are  told  that  the  warm  welcome  everywhere  extended 
to  Sehor  Zamacona  in  the  Western  States  has  made  a  favor- 
able impression  on  Mexican  merchants,  who  are  enthusiasti- 
cally favorable  to  closer  commercial  relations  with  the  United 
States.  Thus,  as  we  approach  the  realization  of  Mr.  Watter- 
son's  dream  of  a  soft-soap  currency,  and  European  nations 
begin  to  wash  their  hands  of  us,  we  prepare  to  leech  the 
ashes  of  the  late  lamented  Sister  Republic  for  lye  in  which 
to  boil  our  own  bones. 


The  artists  of  our  illustrated  papers  have  not  come  out 
very  strong  in  their  pictorial  appeals  to  the  sentiments  anent 
the  yellow  fever.  This  penury  of  invention  is  almost  as 
marked  as  that  of  the  head-line  editors  of  the  dailies,  who 
have  relied  for  eflfect  almost  entirely  on  alliteration,  and  have 
produced  nothing  more  moving  than  "  The  Desolating  De- 
mon Dismally  Doubles  'em  Up,"  and  "  Slaughter  Still  Swing- 
ing the  Saffron  Scourge" — which  are  feeble.  The  artists' 
imaginations  have  been  unable  to  soar  beyond  the  concep- 
tion of  the  usual  bat-winged  skeleton  flying  through  a  pea- 
soupy  atmosphere  above  a  coal  black  city,  or  a  buxom  woman 
labeled  "  North  "  emptying  a  cornucopiaful  of  silver  dollars 
as  big  as  wagon  wheels  on  the  head  of  a  ribby  fever  patient 
supported  by  a  skinny  old  maid  labeled  "  South" — in  the  back 
ground  a  Federal  army  licking  a  Confederate  army  on  some 
new  and  unexplained  issue.  Poor  as  these  conceptions  are 
they  are  not  without  their  power  upon  the  heart ;  they  fill 
one  with  a  melancholy  regret  that  he  ever  gave  a  cent. 


It  would  seem  that  some  one  of  these  artists  might  have 

drawn  a  noble  and  adequate  inspiration  from  those  graphic 

lines  of  Fitz-Greene  Halleck  : 

" The  blessed  seals 

Thai  close  the  pestilence  arc  broke, 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  slroke." 

Give  it  a  pencil  and  a  block  of  boxwood  and  this  spirited 

conception  will  almost  draw  itself     Who  will  paijit  it  in  oils 

that  the  next  generation  may  have  a  souvenir  of  the  great 

epidemic  ? 

A  revolver  purse  is  advertised  in  London  as  good  for  high- 
waymen. We  would  like  to  have  one.  There  would  be  no 
end  of  casualties  among  our  creditors. 


PRATTLE, 


On  Tuesday  morning  last  a  man  named  Widmer,  the 
leader,  1  learn,  of  the  Baldwin's  Theatre  orchestra,  entered 
the  Argonaut  office,  askinj;  if  my  name  was  Bierce,  and  if 
I  wrote  a  certain  line  in  last  week's  issue.  On  being  promptly 
assured  that  such  was  the  case  he  as  promptly  struck  at  me 
with  his  fist  or  open  hand — as  the  blow  failed  of  its  intent  I 
can  not  say  which.  I  do  not  enter  into  contests  of  that  kind, 
and  drew  my  pistol,  when  Mr.  Widmer's  friend,  who  had  en- 
tered unperceived  by  me,  and  whose  name  I  have  not  taken 
the  trouble  to  ascertain,  sprang  upon  me  and  seized  the 
cocked  weapon,  Mr.  Widmer  closing  with  me  at  the  same 
time.  At  this  stage  of  a  struggle  rather  dangerous  for  all 
concerned  and  all  within  pistol  shot,  Mr.  Pixley,  knowing 
nothing  of  the  cause  of  the  contest  nor  who  was  the  aggres- 
sor, emerged  from  his  private  office,  seized  Mr.  Widmer  and 
forced  him  into  a  corner.  The  "  subsequent  proceedings" 
consisted  in  a  struggle  between  Mr. Widmer's  friend  and  my- 
self for  the  weapon,  which  eventually  remained  in  possession 
of  its  owner.  This  necessarily  terminated  the  contest,  for  it 
then  appeared  that  the  two  gentlemen  had  had  the  singular 
indiscretion  to  come  upon  such  an  errand  unarmed.  Mr. 
Pixley  and  others  now  interceded  for  Mr.  \A'^idmer's  life  ;  to 
that  gentleman's  credit  be  it  stated  he  did  not  ask  for  it  him- 
self, nor  appear  to  expect  that  it  would  be  spared.  Both  gen- 
tlemen now  left  the  building  ;  the  bravest  men  in  the  world 
could  have  done  no  more  nor  less. 


It  was  a  pretty  enough  quarrel,  no  cursing,  nobody  down, 
no  blood;  so  far  as  I  know  not  a  blow  received  by  any  one — 
a  struggle  for  a  weapon  the  possession  of  which  was  decisive 
without  merit  in  the  victor  or  dishonor  to  the  vanquished. 
A  disinterested'and  impartial  bookcase  suffered  the  loss  of  a 
square  of  glass  for  which  I  think  Mr.  Widmer  ought  to  pay. 

These  are  "  the  short  and  simple  annals  "  of  this  affair — 
this  is  the  whole  truth.  In  relating  it  I  have  this  advantage 
over  the  reporters;  no  one  who  knows  me  can  disbelieve 
me,  whereas  they,  even  though  they  write  anonymously,  are 
nevertheless  not  believed,  owing  to  the  bad  reputation  of 
their  editors.  They  have  lied  so  much  that  they  can  no 
longer  deceive  except  by  telling  the  truth,  and  conscientious 
scruples  do  not  permit  them.  Such  occasions  as  this  are 
their  harvest;  it  is  then  they  gather  their  tar-weed  sheaves 
of  revenge,  for  it  must  be  confessed  that  neither  Mr.  Pixley 
nor  myself  have  been  uniformly  good  to  them.  They  can 
not  meet  us  on  the  ground  of  truth;  they  have  not  wit — 
pray  what  would  you  have  them  do  ?  I  would  not  shoot  an 
unarmed  and  defenseless  man;  is  it  to  be  supposed  that  I 
would  carry  on  intellectual  hostilities  with  the  journalists  of 
this  town  without  giving  them  the  odds  of  lying  ?  It  is  a  con- 
dition of  the  combat,  and  I  am  astonished  at  their  modera- 
tion. What  was  to  prevent  them  saying  I  had  my  hand  in 
Mr.  Widmer's  pocket  ? 

But  the  press  reports  have  this  serious  aspect — they  seem 
to  have  been  inspired  by  Mr.  Widmer.  If  they  were,  that 
altogether  alters  their  significance  ;  they  no  longer  amuse, 
they  insult.  The  most  picturesque  and  imaginative  narra- 
tive is  given  in  what  purports  to  be  Mr.  Widmer's  language  ; 
but  that  is  of  course  in  the  Chronicle.  It  is  impossible  to 
believe  that  a  man  who  in  this  matter  bore  himself  like  a 
man  of  courage  with  a  grievance,  when  unsuccessful  through 
an  indiscretion  accepted  his  life  with  dignity,  and  went  away 
with  the  respect  of  his  antagonist,  is  capable  of  theimmatch- 
able  baseness  of  going  [about  to  newspaper  and  telegraph 
offices  to  retrieve  his  fortunes  by  a  kind  of  victory  for  which 
even  in  excitement  he  could  hardly  be  unaware  that  when 
cool  he  would  despise  himself.  As  a  mere  matter  of  common 
sense  he  could  hardly  desire  that  I  should  have  the  advan- 
tage of  knowing  that  he  suffered  from  self-contempt  Vet 
there  are  the  reports,  ostensibly  his  own  version,  certainly 
not  mine,  certainly  emanating  from  no  one  in  this  office. 
They  have  not,  to  my  knowledge,  been  disavowed.  This,  as 
I  said,  and  beg  Mr.  Widmer  to  observe,  is  a  serious  matter. 
He  must  expect  it  to  be  so  treated. 

Mr.  Widmer,  under  circumstances  of  grave  provocation 
and  supreme  advantage  I  made  to  you  a  gift  of  your  life, 
which  morally  you  had  forfeited,  and  in  a  sense  legally,  for 
had  I  taken  it  no  jury  in  this  country  would  have  convicted 
me.  Not  one  man  in  a  hundred  would  have  spared  you; 
you  did  not  expect  to  be  spared.  Because  of  this  generosity 
I  am  described  in  the  journals  as  a  coward,  and  you  are  as- 
serted to  be  their  authority  for  the  description.  I  do  not  ask 
you  to  confirm  my  version  ;  I  am  satisfied  to  let  that  rest  on 
my  simple  word,  and  the  word  of  those  who  witnessed  with- 
out taking  a  part  in  the  quarrel.  But,  sir,  if  you  are  a  gen- 
tleman you  will  disavow  the  version  attributed  to  you.  And 
this  you  will  do  not  as  a  condition  precedent  to  anything 
else,  and  wholly  irrespective  of  any  considerations  other  than 
those  of  truth  and  manliness.  Reparation  goes  backward:  it  is 
the  rule.  He  must  not  expect  it  who  offends  in  his  demand. 
Having  disavowed  the  authorship  of  the  falsehoods  attrib- 
uted to  you,  and  not  till  then,  it  will  be  in  order  for  you  to 
demand  a  retraction  of,  or  satisfaction  for,  the  original 
offense — neither  of  which,  I  hardly  need  to  rern  :a1  ■  ■  you 
have  yet  obtained.  A.  ' 
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V 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


Dear  Em:— What  a  bright,  charming  corner  is  that  of 
Slaven's,  under  the  equally  deUghlful  "  Ualdwin,"  and  what  a 
world  of  sweet  and  pretty  things  you  can  always  find  there  ! 
I  have  been  trj  ing  some  of  his  pet  perfumes  lately  and  am 
particularly  pleased  with  the  Ixorade  Brconie,  which,  as  its 
compound  name  indicates,  is  a  duplex  fragrance  combining  i 
that  of  the  Ixora,  a  delicate  East  Indian  shrub,  and  15r<5onie,  | 
the  make-up  of  which  is  jealously  guarded  by  perfumers.  | 
IJut  what  can  rival  his  great  specialty,  the  Vosenr.ite  cologne?  | 
I  am  sure  you  will  agree  with  me,  when  s'ou  ha\e  used  it,  j 
thai  it  is  unapproachable.  Here  is  a  little  description  of  it  | 
1  came  across  in  my  reading  lately,  which  struck  me  as  sum- 
ming it  up  completely:  '*  Would  you  learn  the  secrets  of  the  j 
wind  that  sweeps  over  fields  of  flowers,  cooling  here,  and  | 
bending  with  the  weight  of  his  boisterous  kiss  the  fragile 
blossoms  there;  carrying  the  spell  that  bewitches  the  senses  ! 
— the  breath  of  Venus  it  has  been  called — wherever  he  goes? 
Would  you  hear  the  story  of  the  dew,  that  has  kissed  the 
lily  Up  and  the  rose  cheek,  and  rested,  like  a  diamond  set 
by  the  hand  of  the  goldsmith  Nature  on  the  purple  blossoms 
of  the  violet  and  pansy,  till  ever)-  pulsation  of  the  blossoms 
heart  gives  it  a  new  fragrance  ?  Would  you  share  the  powers 
of  the  golden  sun  that  watches  and  warms,  vivifies  and  brings 
to  full  perfection  the  treasures  of  field  and  garden  ?  Would 
you  gather,  in  one  sensation,  the  warmth  of  the  rose,  the 
fragrance  of  the  lily,  the  fire,  the  fragrance,  and  the  grace  of 
the  heliotrope,  geranium,  verbena,  and  orange  blossom  ?  " 
Of  course,  you  know  the  answer.  It  can  be  none  other  than 
the  one  word  Vosemite.  Neat,  isn't  it.  Couldn't  have  done 
better  myself  Ahem  !  But  there  are  many  other  things 
for  which  ye  female  mind  (and  male  too,  for  that  matter)  has 
a  weakness.  There  is  a  case  full  of  those  loveK-  Baccarat 
toilet  ornaments  that  would  satisfy  the  most  exacting,  and 
powder  boxes,  ring  receivers,  and  the  various  other  odds  and 
ends  that  make  a  well-appointed  toilet  table  look  like  the 
shrine  of  some  favored  s.unt  filled  with  votive  olierings,  ail 
of  crystal,  silver,  and  whatever  the  cunning  of  the  artist's 
brain  can  conceive  of  daintiness.  I  don't  venture  into  the 
realms  ol  medical  lore,  but  Mr.  Slaven,  I  know  has  every 
remedy  for  every  disease  under  the  sun,  and  competent  and 
experienced  hands  to  make  it  up,  while  who  in  San  Francisco 
has  not  tried  his  infallible  remedy  for  that  form  of  thirst  that 
afflicts  at  least  one-third  of  a  theatre  audience  by  the  end  of 
the  third  act.  I  have  been  wanting  to  tell  you  for  some 
time  of  my  delight  at  the  success  of  my  new  sewing  machine, 
but  there  has  been  so  much  else  to  talk  of  that  I  have  basely 
neglected  it,  knowing  that  it  and  its  merits  would  lose  noth- 
ing by  the  keeping.  Well,  this  marvel  of  modem  mechani- 
cal skill  can  do  everything  that  other  machines  can  do,  and 
more  too.  It  can  fell,  braid,  embroider,  tuck,  put  on  dress 
braid,  make  that  troublesome  trimming,  "milliner's  folds,'* 
now  so  much  used;  yea,  even  unto  the  double  fold  and  set- 
ling  it  on  at  the  same  time;  can  gather  a  ruffle,  set  it  on  and 
set  on  the  facing,  all  at  once;  almost  intelligently  it  can  cord, 
do  hemstitching,  quilting,  fringing,  bind  scollops  or  points, 
and  make  side  plaitings;  in  short,  do  almost  everything  except 
furnish  the  materials.  There  is  nothing  to  learn  about  the 
tension,  which  is  always  right;  no  bother  about  threading 
ihe  needle,  for  it  is  so  simple  a  child  could  do  it  after  being 
once  shown,  and  there  is  no  "  feed  "  In  the  world  like  it.  1 
have  increased  the  thickness  of  the  work  from  a  single  fold 
of  fine  linen  to  sixteen  thicknesses  of  cloth  just  as  an  ex- 
periment, and  that  wonderful  but  simple  "presser  foot  "just 
skipped  along  over  all  as  lively  as  though  there  was  nothing 
under  it,  for  you  must  know  that  this  paragon  is  expressly 
named  the  "  Venical  Feed,"  in  order  to  distinguish  it  from 
any  other.  It  is  made  by  the  Davis  Machine  Company  up 
in  that  pretty  little  spot  in  New  ^'ork  State,  Watertown, 
where  so  many  other  notable  industries  thrive.  The  success 
of  the  machine  has  been  so  great  of  late  that  extensive  ad- 
ditions have  recently  been  made  to  their  interesting  factor)-, 
which  is  one  of  the  places  that  sight-seers  are  sure  to  visit 
when  they  go  there.  I  think  we  women  owe  a  world  of 
gratitude  to  not  only  the  inventor,  but  the  improvers  of  this 
blessed  contrivance.  I  would  not  sell  my  Davis  for  a  thou- 
sand dollars  unless  I  was  sure  I  could  get  another  exactly 
like  it  right  away.  Landers  &  Gilmore  have  some  pretty 
things  in  the  way  of  cashmere  wrappers,  in  scarlet,  gray,  and 
black,  with  the  regular  cashmere  pattern  borders,  and  a  good 
line  of  serges,  bourettes,  and  mixed  woolen  goods  generally. 
Their  front  window  shows  what  they  can  do  in  the  way  of 
sleep-enticing  articles  like  blankets  and  comfortables,  as 
well  as  those  indispensable  adjuncts  of  the  toilet,  handsome 
towelings.  I  saw  some  small  shoulder  shawls  on  the  counter 
that  looked  as  though  they  might  be  very  becoming  to  mid- 
dle-aged aunties  and  grandmammas.  They  were  of  cash- 
mere, in  the  dead-leaf  colors,  and  embroidered  in  chain 
stitching  of  the  same  color  as  the  shawl  itself,  only  shaded. 
Dress  goods  naturally  suggested  trimmings,  so  I  sauntered 
into  Bme's,  next  door,  to  see  if  his  supplies  within  verified 
the  pleasant  display  seen  from  the  streeL  I  was  not  disap- 
pointed, for  I  found  several  ver>'  choice  things  in  the  way 
of  fringes,  laces,  and  buttons.  The  latter,  you  know,  are  be- 
ing used  much  smaller  again,  which  is  an  improvement,  I 
think,  and  the  graceful  drop  buttons  so  fashionable  a  few- 
years  ago  are  also  returning  to  favor.  I  saw  some  very 
handsome  ones,  single  acorns,  and  also  the  same  design  in 
clusters,  and  two  or  three  on  a  string,  Those  attached  to  a 
circular  bit  of  passcmoitLrU  are  sometimes  used,  though  not 
so  much  as  the  others.  The  whalebone  and  seaweed 
fringes  have  evidently  come  to  stay,  for  they  are  staunch 
favorites,  and  are  being  improved  on  every  new  lot.  .A  whale- 
bone fringe  with  a  handsome  and  solid  passcnutiterU  head- 
ing, the  whole  over  a  finger  in  depth,  may  be  had  now  for 
$2.50  a  yard,  while  plainer  patterns  are  only  Si. 50.  A  ver>' 
beautiful  piece  of  the  double,  mixed  with  chenille,  costs  $7  a 
yard.  **  Seaweed"  is  a  pretty  name,  but  *'  .Mermaid's  hair" 
would  have  been  better.  It  is  not  a  bit  like  seaweed, 
not  so  much  even  as  the  so-called  "  whalebone "  fringe, 
which  resembles  the  whalebone  only  in  the  matter  of  gloss. 
But  "what's  in  a  name  '  after  all?  A  very  handsome  imi- 
tation chenille  fringe  comes  which  is  very  deep,  and  the 
ends  of  chenille,  which  are  made  of  silk  twisted  to  resemble 
it.  are  alternated  with  bits  of  fine,  flossy  silk  threads  strung 
:r:  little  bunches  ;  a  roll  heading  completes  it     The  piece  I 


saw  was  in  pale,  silvery  blue.  Torchon  lace,  white,  with  the 
point  of  the  scollops  only  touched  with  a  color — pink,  blue, 
or  green — seems  to  be  much  sought  after,  and  was  well  rep- 
resented, as,  indeed,  were  any  number  of  other  laces,  includ- 
ing the  guipure,  in  both  white  and  black.  How  rapidly 
Wurkheim  has  gained  favor  since  he  first  entered  his  present 
store  on  Kearny  Street,  only  a  few  months  ago.  He  has  now 
one  of  the  fullest  and  handsomest  stocks  of  cloaks  and  suits 
in  the  city.  .\  lovely  blue  suit,  lately  in  the  window,  has  at- 
tracted a  great  deal  of  admiring  notice  from  passers  by.  It 
is  of  the  deep  shade — between  a  violet  and  a  navy  blue — 
and  is  trimmed  with  pipings  of  t/W.  binding  the  pointed  tabs 
that  finish  the  ovcrskirt  and  hang  low  down  on  the  kilt  plait- 
ings of  the  underdross  ;  pockets  and  sleeves  are  similarly 
finished  ;  and  reversible  bows  here  and  there  complete  an 
exceedingly  piquant  dinner  or  reception  dress.  In  cloaks, 
the  prev. tiling  style  at  this  house  is  the  full-sized  loose  or 
half-fitting  sacquc,  of  matelassc — or  the  soft,  shaggy  cloths 
— trimmed  with  velvet,  fringe,  or  lace.  Their  shapes  are  no- 
ticeable for  the  graceful  slope  of  the  seams,  on  which  so  much 
depends  in  outdoor  garments— particularly  in  heavy  goods. 
The  multitudinous  scams  of  the  Princcsse  pattern  are  at  last 
doomed  ;  and  I  am  heartily  glad  of  it,  for  they  made  the 
most  erect  figure  look  round-shouldered,  and  were  only  a 
multiplic.ilion  of  stitches  for  no  good  end.  The  only  sensi- 
ble and  pretty  back  ever  worn,  the  genuine  French  one — 
with  or  without  a  scam  down  the  middle,  and  the  sloping 
arm  seams — will  take  their  place.  Weil,  blessed  be  variety, 
I  say  ;  for  it  is  sure  to  either  bring  back  old  favorites,  after  a 
certain  time,  or  to  introduce  new  ones.  One  goes  to  the 
/*///(■  de  Paris  as  a  matter  of  course.  (I  am  always  im- 
pressed anew  with  a  sense  of  profound  gratitude  to  that 
pleasant  firm  for  having  selected  so  easy  and  comprehensive 
a  title  for  their  store,  whenever  i  catch  sight  of  its  collective 
name  on  the  Sutter-Street  side  of  the  building.  It's  a  match 
for  the  well-known  publishing  house  of  Claxton,  Remsen  & 
Hafelfinger  that  has  so  long  tried  the  "brotherly  love  "  of 
Philadelphians  !  Messieurs  Kaindler,  Lelievre  &  Scellicr,  I 
salute  you  !}  Handkerchiefs,  fine  as  gossamer,  and  embroid- 
ered in  delicate  designs,  in  mixed  colors  and  with  deep 
pointed  edges — new  devices  in  collars  and  collarettes — nov- 
elties in  fans,  neckties,  and  jabots  attracted  me  to  the  fancy 
goods  side  of  the  store.  Particularly  pretty  are  turn-over 
collars,  made  of  muslin  and  Mirecourt  lace,  with  a  cascade 
bow  of  the  same  material,  having  plaited  ends — the  whole 
attached  to  the  collar;  they  are  new,  too,  and  exclusive — I 
have  seen  them  no  where  else.  My  young  friends,  Billings, 
Harbourne  &  Co.,  are  going  in  in  a  way  that  indicates  that 
they  mean  to  win.  They  have  opened  in  fine  style  at  their 
new  premises,  No.  3  Montgomery,  and  ever)'thing  is  as  fresh 
and  neat  as  paint  and  good  taste  can  make  it.  Vou  would  not 
recognize  the  place,  it  is  so  changed.  There  is  a  handsomely 
finished  off  gallery  at  the  back,  running  across  the  whole 
width,  and  enclosed  by  a  white  and  gold  railing,  behind  which 
extend  the  well-filled  book  cases  that  fill  that  end  and  one 
whole  side  of  the  room,  from  floor  to  ceiling.  These  include 
the  poets  and  other  standard  works,  all  elegantly  bound,  and 
a  large  number  of  holiday  books.  I  tried  to  get  off  a  feeble 
joke,  on  the  gallery  being  for  the  guht\  but  it  was  nipped  in 
the  bud  by  my  discovering  that  the  stationery  was  destined 
to  occupy  a  very  different  place.  Alas  !  so  do  our  best 
efforts  sometimes  fail.  I  strongly  suspect  that  beautiful 
boxes  of  all  kinds  are  to  be  one  of  the  numerous  specialties 
here,  for  there  was  a  most  perplexing  variety  of  them  to  any 
one  who  would  want  to  make  a  choice.  \'^ery  handsomely 
mounted  graphoscopes,  too,  for  Christmas  gifts,  are  among 
the  novelties,  a  list  of  which  would  include  more  articles  than 
I  have  space  to  name.  For  the  fair  rcligeuse^  for  example, 
there  are  elegantly  ornamented  prayer-books  and  Bibles, 
bound  in  ivory,  carved  or  painted,  and  in  Russia  leather,  in 
neat  little  cases  of  the  same,  to  which  are  attached  handles, 
that  they  may  be  carried  like  satchels.  For  the  more  worldly 
minded,  all  that  is  new  in  albums,  work-boxes,  writing  desks, 
pocketbooks,  and  so  on.  Just  here  let  me  advise  you  of  a 
delightful  little  accessory  to  your  writing  case.  It  is  a  sachet 
made  of  perfumed  leather,  technically  c?A\z^  pcau  d'csfiagni^ 
and  is  made  by  sleeping  a  bit  of  chamois  skin  in  civet  and 
musk,  which  must  be  rubbed  in  a  mortar  with  liquid  gum.  It 
is  made  somewhat  more  elaborately  by  perfumers  abroad,  by 
the  adition  of  attar,  odoriferous  gum,  resins,  etc.,  and  is  sold 
by  them  by  the  square  inch.  These  sachets  were  first  made, 
it  is  ssid,  by  that  Italian  chemist,  Frangipanni,  who  origi- 
nated the  perfume  named  after  him.  The  odor  is  almost 
imperishable.  Casso/ciUs,  too,  used  for  scenting  hand-bags 
or  work-boxes,  may  be  filled  with  a  paste  of  gum  tragacanth, 
or  acacia  gum,  and  equal  parts  of  musk,  ambergris,  vanilla, 
attar  of  rose,  and  orris  root  powder.  But,  dear  me  !  here  1 
am  wandering  back  into  Slaven's  special  domain  ;  let  us  re- 
turn to  No.  3  Montgomery  at  once,  that  I  may  chronicle  an 
example  of  thoughtfulness  this  enterprising  young  firm  have 
already  set,  which  it  would  be  well  to  have  generally  fol- 
lowed. That  is,  in  providing  drinking  water  for  the  refresh- 
ment of  warm  and  wear)'  shoppers.  It  is  often  said  that 
women  are  more  keenly  appreciative  of  small  acts  of  cour- 
tesy than  of  the  yielding  of  great  rights.  However  that  may 
be,  I  fancy  very  few  who  may  avail  themselves  of  this  one 
fountain  in  the  wilderness  of  San  Francisco  stores,  will  be 
disposed  to  underrate  the  attention.  The  latest  hints  as  to 
i  what  will  be  the  styles  for  children  during  the  coming  winter 
I  are  as  yet  slender.  The  princesse  still  rules,  and  the  finest 
I  of  side  plaitings  are  the  reigning  trimming  for  the  bottoms 
of  skirts,  jackets,  and  sacques,  while  plastrons,  when  used, 
I  are  largely  shirred.  Mrs.  Dannenberg,  on  Montgomer)' 
Street,  has  some  very  pretty  suits,  and  will  have  very  much 
more  of  novelty  in  the  course  of  the  coming  week.  I  have 
numerous  other  items  for  your  private  ear  next  time  I  write. 
Commend  me  to  your  good  man,  and  tell  Adele  I  have 
something  to  tell  her  too.        Always  yours, 

LiLiAs  Dubois. 


The  Shah  of  Persia  is  in  a  quandary:  for  he  doesn't  know 
whether  the  splendid  promises  of  civilization  and  develop- 
ment offered  him  by  Europe  mean  friendship  or  conquest. 

Whatever  you  would  not  wish  your  neighbor  to  do  to  you, 
do  it  not  unto  him.  This  is  the  whole  law  ;  the  rest  is  a 
mere  exposition  of  it. — Talmud. 


Evil  ministers  of  good  things  are  as  torches — a  light  to 
others,  a  waste  to  none  but  themselves. 


THE  DOG  THAT  I  SHOT. 


\ 


It  was  somewhere  about  the  spring  of  the  year  1S52,  as 
nearly  as  I  can  remember,  when  I  used  to  get  up  earh'  and 
take  a  ride  before  breakfast  of  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  in  the-* 
neighborhood  of  San  Francisco.  J 

Among  my  other  routes  of  return  to  the  city  from  thesei' 
rides  was  one  through  a  small  valley,  which  opened  to  the 
southwest  like  the  lower  end  of  a  trumpet,  but  gradually 
diminished  in  breadth  as  it  narrowed  in  a  regular  curve,  like 
a  cow's  horn — similar  to  that  of  the  famous  valley  of  Cuern- 
avaca  in  Mexico.  Entering  this  valley  at  its  broadest  width, 
I  passed,  at  my  left  hand,  a  rude  cabin,  whose  frame-work  . 
was  evidently  constructed  of  branches  roughly  hewn  from 
the  neighboring  oaks  ;  over  these  were  nailed,  and  most  im- 
partially distributed,  dried  hides  of  cattle,  rusted  sheets  off 
iron,  fragments  of  the  tin  lining  of  dry-goods  cases,  coal  I 
sacks,  and  gunny  bags.  At  the  lower  corner  of  the  cabin,  at 
my  left  hand  as  I  entered  the  valley,  always  sat  the  lord  off 
the  castle.  He  was  evidently  one  of  those  trappers  from  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  who  abounded  here  in  those  early  times. 
He  was  clad  in  a  suit  of  buckskin  ;  a  tunic  of  yellowish, 
dirty,  greasy,  mountain-dressed,  untanned  deer  hide,  whose 
borders  were  fringed  with  rude,  twisted  thongs,  suggesting 
an  imitation  of  tassels  ;  foul  breeches  or  pantaloons  to  match; 
and  leathern  boots — undoubtedly  Yankee  in  pattern,  make, 
and  material.  His  matted,  carrotty  locks  had  no  covering  of 
hat  or  cap.  A  crisp,  yellow-whitish  beard  curled  over  his 
face  like  a  drought-smitten  stubble.  He  was  smoking  a  corn- 
cob pipe. 

I  had  passed  him  thus  many  times  in  my  customary  rides 
through  the  valley,  and  it  finally  occurred  to  me  that  his 
dog — an  immense  yellow  one,  half  and  half  of  the  bull-dog 
and  blood-hound  cross — had  always  done  me  the  unneces- 
sary honor  to  accompany  me  from  the  point  at  the  cabin,  where 
I  entered  the  valley,  to  the  other  point,  some  three  hundred 
feet  distant,  where  I  turned  out  of  it  and  left  the  hovel  out 
of  sight,  but  always  trying  to  seize  my  horse  by  the  throat. 
I  remembered,  also,  that  just  at  this  point,  where  he  would 
get  out  of  sight  of  his  master,  the  dog  gave  up  his  assault 
upon  my  horse.  1  tried  often  to  get  that  dog  beyond  that 
point,  but  to  no  purpose.  I  coaxed  him  in  perfect  English  ; 
I  wheedled  him  in  Parisian  French  ;  I  cajoled  him  in  Saxon 
German  ;  I  adjured  him  in  a  mixture  of  Italian,  Spanish, 
and  Portuguese,  which  would  have  passed  muster  as  good 
lingua  Franca  in  any  port  on  the  Mediterranean.  All  in' 
vain.  That  dog  could  not  be  persuaded  to  go  beyond  that 
point  where  the  gradual  turn  of  the  valley  brought  the  slope 
of  the  hill  between  himself  and  his  master's  lodge.  He  was 
a  sensible  dog. 

But  one  morning  I  rode  back  to  my  friend,  the  obvious 
trapper,  and  the  following  colloquy  took  place : 

"  My  friend,  you  must  have  noticed  me  riding  through  this 
valley  some  three  or  four  times  a  week  ?  " 

"  Yus." 

"  You  must  have  observed  that  your  dog  has  always  ac- 
companied me,  and  tried  to  take  my  horse  by  the  throat?" 

"  Yus." 

"  This  is  very  annoying  to  me."  ^ 

"  Yus."  i 

"  Well,  I  propose  to  ride  through  here,  as  usual,  and  when 
you  see  that  your  dog  is  annoying  me  in  this  way  I  hope 
that  you  will  call  him  off." 

"  No." 

"  You  wonH  ?  "  I 

"  No."  ' 

•'  Well,  my  friend,  if  you  won't  call  him  off,  I  will  /tr/r  him 
off.  Now,  understand,  I  shall  come  here,  as  usual,  on  my 
morning  ride,  to-morrow  morning;  and  if  your  dog  assails 
my  horse,  I  will  shoot  him.     Do  you  understand?" 

"  Yus." 

I  rode  home.  I  borrowed  a  pistol.  If  I  remember  aright 
it  was  one  of  those  machines  called  a  six-shooter.  I  had  it 
loaded.  I  took  lessons  on  it,  so  that  I  might  fire  it  without 
shooting  myself.  I  put  it  in  my  pocket.  I  rode  out  with  it 
on  the  morrow,  on  my  customar)'  route.  We  passed  the 
cabin.  There  sat  the  trapper,  in  his  usual  costume,  smok- 
ing his  confounded  old  corn-cob  pipe.  There,  also,  was  the 
dog,  who,  as  we  passed,  rose  gracefully  from  his  repose  at 
the  feet  of  his  master.  Bounding  up  with  a  rising  sweep,  in 
a  perfectly  graceful  curve — Hogarth's  line  of  beauty — he 
tried  to  seize  the  throat  of  my  horse.  I  drew  the  pistol.  I 
accommodated  my  aim  to  the  rise  and  fall  of  my  horse  upon 
the  gallop. 

I  adjusted  my  aim.  It  is  a  curious  fact,  that  as  two 
clocks  hung  on  the  opposite  sides  of  a  thick  brick  or  stone 
wall  will  affect  each  other,  and  come  to  run  together  in  the 
same  time,  or  as  two  sleeping  snorers  will  gradually  reach 
the  same  beautiful  snore,  so  a  horse  and  a  dog  running  to- 
gether will  practice  the  same  gallop  or  lope.  So  1  easily 
made  myself  sure  that  that  dog  was  bounding  to  the  same 
regular  movement  as  the  gallop  of  my  horse,  and  that  I  had 
fixed  him  with  an  aim  which  would  certainly  send  my  first 
shot  through  both  his  carotid  artery  and  jugular  vein.  This 
was  all  in  the  cause  of  humanity,  or  rather  of  caninlnity, 
for  bleeding  from  both  sources  would,  of  course,  shorten  the 
agonies  of  the  dying  dog.  But  I  wanted  one  thing  more.  I 
wanted  my  friend,  the  trapper,  to  be  in  at  the  death.  I  had 
promised  him  that  I  would  kill  his  dog.  I  wanted  him  to  see 
me  shoot  the  animal.  Well,  when  I  had  got  an  assured  aim, 
I  cast  one  look  back  at  the  trapper,  to  be  sure  that  he  was 
there,  and  would  see  the  killing.  And  there  he  was.  He 
had  dropped  his  corn-cob  pipe.  He  stood  erect.  His  left 
foot  was  advanced  a  foot  or  two  beyond  the  other.  In  his 
right  hand,  with  its  breech  resting  on  the  ground,  ready  to 
be  brought  forward  and  dropped  into  bearing  in  the  palm  of 
his  left  hand,  was  a  rifle  nineteen  feet  in  length.  He  himself 
was  twenty-two  feet  in  height.  I  am  sure  of  these  dimen- 
sions, because  I  was  there.  I  saw  him  distinctly,  and  made 
my  estimate  on  the  snot. 

Well,  we  turned  out  of  the  valley — that  is,  the  horse  and 
I  did,  for  the  dog  could  not  be  persuaded  to  come  around 
the  sandy  slope  of  the  hill,  which  would  have  concealed  him 
from  his  master. 

I  did  not  kill  that  dog.  I  did  not  even  fire  at  him.  I  do 
not  know  what  became  of  him.  According  to  the  best  of 
my  recollection  I  never  rode  into  that  valley  any  more,  or 
any  where  in  that  neighborhood.        JOHN  W.  DwiNELLE. 

San  Francisco,  September,  1878. 


The     argonaut. 


INTAGLIOS. 

Summer's  Done. 
Thinner  the  leaves  of  the  larches  show, 

Motionless  held  in  the  languid  air; 

Fainter  by  waysides  the  sweetbricrs  grow. 

Wide  bloom  laying  their  gold  hearts  bare. 

Languishing  one  by  one ; 

Summer  is  almost  done. 

DecDer-hued  roses  have  long  since  died; 

Silent  the  birds  through  the  white  mists  fly; 
Down  of  the  thistles,  by  hot  suns  dried. 

Covers  with  pale  fleece  x-ines  growing  nigh  ; 
Little  brooklets  calmer  run  ; 
Summer  is  almost  done. 

Later  the  flush  of  sunrise  sweeps, 

Shortening  the  reign  of  the  slow-coming  day; 
Earlier  shade  of  the  twilight  creeps 
Over  the  swallows  skimming  away; 
Crickets  their  notes  have  begun  ; 
Summer  is  almost  done. 


The  Woods  in  Autumn, 
Flashes  of  gold  that  fleck  the  sober  grey. 

Dark  ruddy  tints  that  crimson  in  the  light ; 

Soft  streaks  of  silver  glimmering  pearly  white, 
Amid  the  russet  browns  half  hid  away; 
Pure  green  of  spring  that  lingers  while  it  may; 
Patches  of  ivy-foliage  dark  as  night  ; 
Rich  purple  shades  that  peep  out  from  the  height : 

Such  crown  with  glorj-  the  September  day. 

Oh,  autumn  woods !    I  lie  beside  the  stream 
That  winds  you  round  about  so  lovingly. 
And,  rapt  in  sense  of  wondrous  beauty,  see 

How  vain  must  be  ambition's  lofty  dream 
To  rival  tints  like  yours,  or  dare  to  trace 
Your  perfect  harmony,  your  perfect  grace. 


A  Song-  of  Modem  Love. 
Give  me  that  branch  of  lilac,  dear 

(Full  of  what  sweet,  crushed  fragrances  !), 
Out  of  your  breast,  as  if  so  near 
It  lay  to  where  your  breathing  is 
That  it  is  perfumed  with  your  breath  ! 
I  would  be  naught  but  what  I  am, 

Your  lover  just  —  no  less,  no  more. 
I  would  not  have  the  right  to  claim 

One  flower,  and  lose  the  right  to  implore : 
With  joys  possessed,  such  sorrow  entereth. 

I  take  the  flower  1  pleaded  for, 

And  it  becomes  my  very  own. 
Where  is  its  charm?     Upon  the  floor 

I  strew  the  poor  bruised  blossoms  down, 
And  he  may  gather  them  who  will ! 
I  touch  your  hand  —  to  let  it  go; 

I  kiss  your  lips — and  turn  aside; 
And  know  that  if  it  were  not  so, 
Long,  long  ago  our  love  had  died ; 
God  save  your  lord  that  I  may  love  you  still ! 

W.  M.  H. 


To-day  and  To-morrow. 
Old  Time  is  the  drollest  of  wags, 

And  puzzles  the  world  with  his  rules ; 
He  gave  all  to-day  to  the  wise, 

To-nwrrovj  he  promised  the  fools. 

At  first  he  made  naught  but  to-day. 

With  its  joys,  its  successes,  and  sorrow, 

Then  to  keep  on  good  terms  with  the  world, 
He  promised  he'd  make  a  to-momnv. 

The  idle  rejoiced  at  the  news. 

Put  their  hands  in  their  pockets  and  slept, 
Believing  the  promise  of  'I'ime 

Would  be  most  religiously  kept. 

At  last  they  woke  up  but  to  find 

To-morrow  was  really  a  myth. 
And  thought  what  they'd  do,  when  too  late, 

If  they  had  the  time  to  do  with. 

They  prayed  to  old  Time  to  return, 
"Twas  merely  the  wasting  of  bre.ith, 

For  they  found,  as  he  laughed  and  flew  on, 
That  to-morrow  was  nothing  but  death. 


Rencontra. 
Toiling  across  the  Mer  de  Glace, 

1  thought  of,  longed  for  thee ; 
What  miles  between  us  stretched,  alas  ! 

What  miles  of  land  and  sea  ! 

My  foe,  undreamed  of,  at  my  side 

Stood  suddenly,  like  Fate ; 
For  those  who  love,   the  world  is  wide. 

Rut  not  for  those  who  hate. 

T.  E.  Aldrich. 


The  Luxury  of  Song, 
The  sweetest  tones  are  not  the  tones  of  gladness  ; 

Woe  best  calls  forth  the  luxury  of  song, 
When  men  pierced  to  the  heart  with  secret  sadness 

Would  fain  avoid  the  busy,  curious  throng, 
And  while  they  soothe  their  own  deep-seated  pain. 
Pour  from  their  hearts  a  sad  yet  pleasing  strain. 

The  nightingale,  with  dark  remembrance  singing, 
Pours  forth  a  rippling  melody  of  song; 

From  her  rich  store  of  tragedy  out-bringing 
Such  notes  as  to  none  other  bird  belong. 

And  while  she  "stays  her  breast  against  a  thorn" 

Teaches  the  woods  and  sullen  caves  to  mourn. 


"Through  Rose  of  Dawn.' 
Through  rose  of  dawn,  and  sunset's  radiant  dyes. 

Through  golden  harvest,  dewy  joy  of  spring, 

Through  all  the  beautiful  that  poets  sing, 
She  walked  with  heavy  feet  and  downcast  eyes. 
■Po  Nature's  smiles  she  rendered  naught  but  sighs. 

While  age  made  drearier  yet  each  earthly  thing, 

Till  Death  bent  o"er  her  with  his  shadowy  wing, 
And  in  his  cold  arms  bore  her  to  the  skies, 

And  thus  she  left  the  world  ;  but  looking  back, 
She  asked,  as  through  the  stars  they  took  their  way, 

"What  star,  O  Angel,  with  silvery  track 
Shines  yonder,  loveliest  of  the  whole  array?" 
"  What  !  know  ye  not  the  place  you  thought  so  dread? 

That  shining  planet  is  the  Earth!"  Death  said. 


The  Doppelganger. 
Still  is  the  night  and  the  streets  are  lone ; 

My  darling  dwelt  in  this  house  of  yore ; 
'Tis  years  since  she  from  the  city  has  flown. 

Yet  the  house  stands  there  as  it  did  before. 

There,  too,  stands  a  man,  and  aloft  stares  he. 
And  for  stress  of  anguish  he  wrings  his  hands. 

My  blood  runs  cold  when  his  face  1  see, 

'Tis  my  own  very  self  in  the  moonlight  stands. 

Thou  double  \    Thou  fetch,  with  livid  face, 
Why  dost  thou  mimic  my  lovelorn  mould. 

That  was  racked  and  rent  in  this  very  place 
So  many  a  night  in  the  time  of  old? 

Hklne 


Plays. 
Alas,  how  soon  the  hours  are  over 
Counted  us  out  to  play  the  lover ! 
And  how  much  narrower  is  the  stage 
Allotted  us  to  play  the  sage  ! 
But  when  we  play  the  fool,  how  wide 
The  theatre  expands  !  beside, 
How  long  the  audience  sit  before  us ; 
How  many  prompters,  what  a  chorus' 

Walter  Savage  Landor. 


BLACK  JAKE'S  "INTENDED," 

An   Idyl  of  Deadwood. 

'  Say,  gran 'pa,  suppose  we  stay  here." 

'  Very  well,  deary,  just  as  you  say — just  as  you 
say.     Heart  alive,  what  a  cute  little  maid  it  is  !  " 

The  last  rays  of  sunset  had  left  all  but  the  tops  of 
the  taller  pines  and  the  highest  crags  of  the  surround- 
ing rocks.  The  place  the  little  girl  had  chosen  as  a 
resting  place  was  a  sort  of  alcove  formed  by  the  rocks, 
with  a  grassy  sward  and  a  little  spring  bubbling  up, 
and  open  only  to  the  highway — the  stage  road  that 
led  to  Deadwood  City,  more  than  twenty  miles  away. 
A  strange  pair  they  seemed  to  be,  traveling  alone 
on  that  solitary  road.  The  old  man  was  very  old  in- 
deed, his  figure  bent  and  bowed,  with  long,  white 
hair,  and  trembling  hands  that  seemed  to  be  always 
groping  for  something  in  a  nervous  sort  of  way,  while 
the  little  girl,  a  child  of  ten  or  twelve,  with  a  most 
engaging  face,  surrounded  by  curls  the  lint  of  sun- 
shine, set  at  once  busily  to  work  gathering  some  sticks 
with  which  to  make  a  fire. 

In  a  very  little  while  it  was  burning  briskly,  and 
then,  seating  herself  beside  the  old  man,  she  opened 
a  basket  nearly  as  large  as  herself  which  the  two  had 
carried  between  them,  and  taking  from  it  some  bread 
and  cheese,  divided  it  between  her  companion  and 
herself. 

'  Now,  gran'pa,"  she  said,  when  they  had  finished 
their  frugal  meal  and  washed  it  down  with  some  clear, 
cold  water  from  the  little  spring,  "  you  must  be  awful 
tired.  You  just  go  to  sleep  while  I  put  some  more 
sticks  on  the  fire  to  keep  away  the  bogies.  Ain't  it 
splendid.     Just  like  a  picnic," 

"Yes,  yes,  deary,"  answered  the  old  man,  in  his 
imbecile  way;  "  but  they'll  be  terrible  mad  when  they 
come  home  and  find  it  out.  Dear  heart  alive,  what  a 
cute  little  maid  it  is." 

"  Now  you  just  had  better  be  asleep,  gran'pa,  when 
I  come  back,  or  I'll — I'll  never  kiss  you  any  more." 

And.  kissing  him  again  as  she  spoke,  with  one  lit- 
tle finger  held  up  in  a  comical,  warning  way,  she  set 
about  replenishing  the  fire. 

The  old  man  obeyed  her  implicitly,  and  laying  back 
on  the  soft  sward,  by  the  time  she  returned  was  fast 
asleep;  and  kissing  him,  she  buttoned  his  coat  close 
about  his  throat.  Then  she  knelt  down,  and  saying 
her  prayers,  looked  around  her  in  a  fearful  sort  of 
way,  for  it  had  grown  quite  dark  and  weirdly  still, 
and  then  nestling  her  head  on  his  breast,  in  a  few 
moments  also  fast  asleep. 

She  woke  up  with  a  sudden  start  to  see  herself  and 
her  grandfather  surrounded  by  a  dozen  or  more  dark, 
rough-looking  men,  with  broad-brimmed,  slouched 
felt  hats  and  heavy  knee-boots,  while  each  had  one 
or  more  revolvers  and  a  bowie  knife  stuck  in  his  belt. 

"  Wall,  I  am  derned,  done  up  and  busted  ! ''  said 
one  who  seemed  to  be  their  leader,  "  ef  this  ain't  a 
racket.  Here's  an  old  biled  clam  and  a  kid  all  alone 
in  the  wilderness  without  so  much  as  a  shootin'  iron. 
What  hev  they  got  in  thct  thar  basket,  Bill,  any- 
how ?  " 

One  of  the  gang  reached  over  to  look,  but  the  lit- 
tle girl,  in  spite  of  her  terror,  rose  to  stop  him. 

' '  No, "  she  said,  ■ '  you  can't  have  any  of  it,  if  you 
please.  It  is  all  we  have  to  take  us  all  the  way  to 
Deadwood.'' 

"Wall,  now,"  said  the  leader,  admiringly,  "you 
hev  got  grit,  too.  Put  it  down,  Bill;  and  so  yer  air 
bound  for  Deadwood,  eh?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  because  father's  gone  there,  and  mother 
she  died,  and  I  had  to  go  and  live  with  Aunt  Maria, 
and  she  and  Uncle  Abe  was  very  cruel  to  me  and 
gran'pa,  and  so  we  ran  away  while  they  were  up  to 
camp-meeting,  and  we  are  going  up  to  Deadwood  be- 
cause father's  there.  We  lived  up  in  Illinois,  which 
is  ever  so  far  away,  but  asplendid  looking  gentleman, 
dressed  better  than  even  our  new  preacher  at  the 
camp-meeting,  that  v.as  throwing  three  cards  be- 
tween his  fingers,  bought  us  a  ticket  right  on  to  Chey- 
enne, and  then  we  started  to  walk  ;  so  you  see  you 
mustn't  take  the  basket  or  wc  won't  be  able  to  get 
there  after  all." 

"  Wall,  now,  boys,"  said  the  leader,  once  more 
turning  to  his  gang,  ' '  ef  yer  don't  call  thet  grit,  whar 
are  yer  goin'  ter  find  it?  And  so  yer  father's  out  at 
Deadwood?    What's  his  name?" 

"  His  name  is  Joe  Terry.    Do  you  know  him,  sir?" 

"  Wall,  I  guess  I  kin  find  him  ef  I  want  to.  He 
knows  me  anyhow,  you  bet.  I'm  the  road  agent  they 
call  Black  Jake.'' 

"You  wouldn't  hurt  us,  sir,  I'm  sure,"  the  old 
man  struck  in.     "  We  have  no  money  nor  any — " 

"  Yes  I  have,"  the  little  girl  interrupted.  "  I  have 
a  whole  silver  dollar  a  gentleman  gave  me  when  we 
left  the  train." 

"Wall,  you  jest  hold  on  to  it,  my  little  girl,"  said 
Black  Jake,  "and  jest  look  a  here,  I'm  goin'  up  ter 
Deadwood,  as  they'll  know  round  thar  to-morrer 
mornin',  and  yer  seem  such  a  peart  little  heifer  I'm 
goin'  to  take  yer  along.     What  do  yer  say,  pards?" 

A  hearty  assent  from  all  around. 

"  But,  sir,  gran'pa — " 

"  We'll  tg,ke  him  along,  too.  Say,  pards,  trot  out 
the  animile  of  that  feller  we  left  down  thar  in  the 
canon,  and  get  the  old  cuss  a-straddle  it.  I'm  goin' 
ter  take  the  gal  myself,  Burn  me  wholesale  ef  I  ain't 
goin'  ter  marry  her  when  she  grows  up.  She's  jest 
the  sort  I  want." 

The  arrangement  was  made,  and  the  whole  party 
started  at  a  sharp  trot  in  the  direction  of  Deadwood, 
the  little  girl  sealed  before  Black  Jake  on  the  saddle,  till 
after  three  or  four  hours'  ride,  with  occasional  halts 
and  sups  from  the  whisky  flasks,  they  stopped  before 
a  clearing  with  a  log  cabin,  and  Black  Jake  dis- 
mounted, lifting  the  child  to  the  ground. 

"Thar,"  he  said,  "you  jest  go  in  thar  and  knock 
at  the  doonnd  tell  them  yer  want  Joe  Terry,  and 
that  Black  Jake  said  so,  and  ef  tliey  don't  mmd  yer 
they'll  har  from  me  agin.  Now  yer  jest  open  that 
basket,  and  in  with  yer  mites,  pards." 

He  set  the  example  himself  by  putting  in  a  ten-dol- 
lar bill,  and  each  added  something,  ranging  from  a 
half-empty  flask  of  whisky  to  a  gold  pencil  case. 
Then  they  wheeled  their  horses  about  and  rode  off  in 
the  direction  they  had  come,  Black  Jake  turning  in 
his  saddle  as  he  did  so  to  say  ; 

"Remember,  sis,  I'm  yer  friend  every  time,  and 
I'll  be  comin'  back  ter  marry  yer  one  of  these  days," 

Whether  he  does  or  not  the  future  must  decide,  but 
the  same  morning,  by  the  time  the  child  and  her 
grandfather  had  found  Joe  Terry,  the  main  subject 
of  conversation  in  the  saloons  was  that  the  mail  had 
been  robbed  again,  and  the  driver  and  one  passenger 
shot  dead.  Hubekt  H.  Dwak. 


VIOLETS. 

"  I  never  wear  any  other  flower,"  I  heard  her  say, 
because  my  favorites  unite  beauty,  elegance,  sim- 
plicity, and  modest  grace  with  a  delightful  fragrance, 
thus  combining  all  the  most  esteemed  characteristics 
of  a  lovely  flower."  And  I  said  softly  to  myself, 
"that  young  lady  is  a  gramnivorous  crammer — she 
has  been  reading  up."  Some  time  after  I  again 
heard  her  discuss  the  violet  at  length.  And  at  such 
length!  I  might  easily  fill  a  volume  with  the  odor- 
ous distillations  of  her  violet  volubility — and  she  had 
been  to  Homer,  "dear,  delicious,  blind  old  thing," 
as  she  called  him  "  Homer  places  the  violet  in  the 
garden  of  Calypso,  and  from  his  lime  downward 
there  has  scarcely  been  a  poet,  great  or  small,  who 
has  not  had  something  to  say  in  praise  of  my  favorite 
flower."  And  then  she  ran  and  rattled  on,  and  on, 
andj'on,  while  I  reposed  in  a  sea-sand  car  of  silence, 
and  the  waves  of  her  speech  hummed  in  my  ear  till  I 
fell  asleep, 

"  As  long  as  there  are  violets 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story." 

The  Greeks  called  the  violet  "  ion  " — a  word  which 
scholars  believe  signified  pale,  pleasant,  fine,  true. 
la,  the  daughter  of  Atlas,  fleeing  into  the  woods 
from  the  pursuit  of  Apollo,  was  changed  into  a  violet. 
Proserpine  was  gathering  violets  when  she  was  seized 
by  Pluto.      Virgil  tells  us  how 

"The  daughters  of  the  flood  explored  the  meads 
For  violets  pale." 

Shakspeare,  in  the  Winters  Ta/^,  speaks  of 

"  Violets  dim, 
But  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cythcrea's  breath." 

And  in  T^velfth  Night  he  makes  the  Duke  of  Illyria 
beg  the  musicians  to  give  him  "excess  of  music," 
"  the  food  of  love,"  saying  of  the  "dying  fall"  of  the 
strain  he  would  have  them  repeat: 

"Oh,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south. 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets. 
Stealing  and  giving  odor." 
Milton  makes  Echo  dwell 

"By  slow  Meander's  margent  green 
And  in  the  violet -broidered  vale." 
Sip  Walter  Scott  says  : 

"The  violet  in  her  greenwood  bower, 

Where  birchen  boughs  and  hazels  mingle, 
May  boast  herself  the  fairest  flower 
'       In  glen,  or  copse,  or  forest  dingle." 
Miss  Landon,  the  gifted  but  unfortunate  "  L.  E. 
L. ,"  refers  to  the  violet  as  a  flower 
"  Whose  leaves. 
Thick  in  their  azure  beauty,  fill  the  air 
With  most  voluptuous  breathings." 
In  that  matchless  flowery  poem,  "The  Sensitive 
Plant,''  Shelley  alludes  to 

"The  violet, 
"Sprung  from  the  earth  with  warm  rains  wet." 

Keats  tells  us  that  the  nymphs  who  waited  on  En- 
dymion 

"Rained  violets  upon  his  sleeping  eyes." 

Innocence,  faithfulness,  modesty,  humble  merit, 
hidden  virtue,  have  all  been  severally  compared  to  the 
violet.  And  it  is  the  lovers'  flower,  too,  for,  as  Barry 
Cornwall  sings, 

"  It  has  a  scent,  as  thouch  Love,  for  its  dower, 

Had  on  it  all  his  odorous  arrows  tost  ; 

For  though  the  rose  has  more  perfuming  power. 

The  violet  (happy  'cause  'lis  almost  lost 
And  takes  so  much  trouble  to  discover) 
Stands  first  with  most,  but  always  with  a  lover." 

The  flower  is  one  of  the  master  keys  to  the  treas- 
ure-house of  memory,  according  to  the  inspired  bas- 
ket-maker, Thomas  Miller,  who  sings  thus  of  "  a  ^sim- 
ple violet  that  graced  a  ruined  wall : " 

"How  small  a  key  unlocks  the  human  heart  ! 
That  little  flower  did  many  a  scene  recall. 
And  bade  the  veil  of  bygone  years  depart." 

The  Athenians,  twenty-two  centuries  ago,  were  as 
proud  of  their  violet  as  the  English  are  of  their  rose, 
the  Scotch  of  their  thistle,  the  Irish  of  their  sham- 
rock, or  the  French  of  their  lily.  In  all  seasons  vio- 
lets were  to  be  seen  in  the  market-place  at  Athens, 
very  much  as  they  are  to  be  seen  in  the  windows  of 
Ne.v  York  florists  to-day.  The  rose  gardens  of  Paes- 
tum  were  also  celebrated  for  their  violets,  and  it  is 
said  they  still  grow  wild  there,  and  fill  the  air  with 
fragrance.  In  modem  times,  we  learn  that  the  first 
Napoleon  chose  the  violet  as  his  heraldic  emblem  ; 
and,  on  his  enforced  departure  in  1814  to  his  petty 
kingdom  of  Elba,  he  promised  his  friends  that  he 
would  "return  with  the  violets.''  His  partisans  ac- 
cordingly adopted  this  flower  as  a  symbol  of  their 
faithfulness.  They  designated  the  Emperor  "La 
Pere  de  la  Violeite,"  and  hung  violets  tip  in  their 
houses,  or  wore  them  in  their  button-holes,  in  token 
of  unchangeable  attachment  to  him.  When  he  re- 
turned in  the  following  March,  Napoleon  was  saluted 
with  violets  by  the  overjoyed  Parisians,  After  Wa- 
terloo, and  the  restoration  of  Louis  XVIII.,  the  wear- 
ing of  the  violet  was  branded  as  seditious.  But  By- 
ron expressed  the  secret  hope  of  millions  of  enthusi- 
astic Frenchmen,  writhing  under  the  inglorious, 
leaden  tyranny  of  tlie  jolter-headed  Bourbons,  when 
he  wrote  : 

"  Farewell  to  thee,   France;  but  when  liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then. 
The  violet  still  grows  in  the  depths  of  thy  valleys; 
Though  withered,  thy  tears  will  unfold  it  again." 

As  we  know,  the  Second  Empire  revived  as  much 
as  possible  the  traditions  of  the  First  Empire.  Among 
them  the  emblematic  violet  was  resurrected.  Whetlier 
it  is  destined  to  be  again  the  national  emblem  of 
changeable  France  it  is  useless  to  vaticinate. 

Tilt;  Eastern  poets  have  vied  with  those  of  the  West 
in  celebrating  the  violet's  praises.  The  Persian  lover 
presents  the  flower  to  his  lady  love  to  tell  in  mute  yet 
eloquent  language 

"  What  words  can  ne'er  speak  half  so  well." 

And  one  of  the  Celtic  bards  gives  his  fair  country 
women  the  following  unique  advice  : 

"  Anoint  thy  face  with  goat's  milk  in  which  violets  have 
been  steeped, 
And  there  is  not  a  young  prince   upon   earth  who  will 
not  be  charmed  with  thy  beauty." 


It  is  said  that  a  recent  convert  in  Deadwood  yelled 
'  Keno  ! "  in  prayer  meeting  instead  of  ' '  Amen. " 


The  portrait  of  a  beautiful  young  lady  is  a  canvas 
back  duck. 


When  summer  passes  away  and  the  flowers  lie 
withered  and  sere,  when  the  forest  puts  on  its  annual 
robes  of  scarlet  and  gold,  when  the  breeze  becomes 
fresher  and  more  bracing,  when  the  crack  of  the  gun 
reverberates  througli  the  silent  aisles  of  the  woodland, 
when  everything  has  a  tendency  to  make  man  pause 
and  meditate  upon  the  uncertainties  and  vicissitudes 
of  life,  what  is  sweeter  than  to  sit  on  a  rail  fence  and 
peacefully  devour  a  raw  turnip. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

Literary   Essays.     By  William    G.    T.    Shedd,  D.  D. 

3vo S»  SO 

A  History  of  Roman  Literature,  from  the  Earliest  Pe- 
riod to  the  Death  of  Marcus  Aurelius,     By  C.  T. 

Cruttwell,  M.  A.     Svo 2  50 

Railroads :  Their  Origin   and    Problems.       By   C.    F. 

Adams, Jr.     i2mo 1  25 

Texts  from  the  Buddhist  Canon,  commonly  known  as 

the  Dhammapada,  with  accompanying  narratives. 

Translated    from   the   Chinese   by   Samuel   Beal. 

Small  Svo 2  50 

The  French  Revolution.     By  H.  A.  Taine,  D.  C.  L., 

Oxon.     Translated  by  John  Durand.     Small  Svo. 

Vol.  I  now  ready 2  50 

Researches  into  the  Early  Historj"  of  Mankind  and  the 

Development  of  Civilization.     By  Edw.  B.  Taylor, 

Svo 3  50 

A  Concise  History  of  Music  from  the  Commencement 

of  the  Chriscian  Era  to  ihc  Present  Time.    For  the 

Use  of  Students,     By   H.  G.   B.  Hunt,   B.  Mus. 

i2mo I  00 

A  Trip  up  the  Volga  to  the  Fair  of  Nijni- Novgorod. 

By  H.  A.  M.  E.  Johnstone.     i2mo 1  25 

How  to  Hunt  and  Trap,     By  J.  H.  Batty,     iimo i  50 


MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Is  especially  recommended  to  those  desiring 
a  pleasant,  palatable  table  beverage.  Made 
from  pure  malt  and  hops,  and  prepared  espe- 
cially for  this  climate.  Try  it.  For  sale  by 
all  grocers  and  liquor  dealers. 

CUTTING  &.  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  2c6  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


EDUCATIONAL! 

French,  Spanish,  and  Italian  taught  by  Prof.  Barihelemy 
de  Filippe,  by  his  easy,  new  method,  saving  months  of 
studies.  Classes  for  beginners  will  be  formed  September 
-^oth;  also  private  lessons.  PACIFIC  BUSINESS  COL- 
LEGE, 320  Post  Street, 


BUTTERICK'8 

PATTERNS-FALL  STYLES. 

Send   .stamp   for  catalogue.      AGENCY,   124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 


AURORA 

EXPORT 

Bottled LagerBeef 

Is  decidedly  the  finest  Beer  in  the  market. 

For  Sale  Everywhere.      pil~  TRY  IT.-^ 

R.  D.  HUME  &  CO.,  AGENTS. 


221  Front  Street. 


RETURNED 


TJAVING  RETURNED  FROM  THE 

East,  I  respectfully  announce  to  my  friends  and  the 
public  that  I  shall  resume  practice  on  Wednesday,  Sept, 
5th,  1878, 

S.  W.  DENNIS,  M.  D.,  DENTIST, 

No.  33  KEARNY  STREET. 


R. 


C.  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

224  STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS. 


w. 


K.    VICKERY   NOTIFIES  HIS 

customers  and  the  public  that  he  has  removed  to 
a  larger  and  more  convenient  olTicc  at  No.  23  Kearny  Street 
(next  door  to  Snow  &  May's),  where hehas  a  large  collection 
of  these  lieautiful  and  rare  Works  of  mX..  To  those  who 
can  not  visit  his  collection,  he  will  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  carci,  to  take  a  portfolio  of  Engravings  for  inspection 
at  their  residence  any  forenoon  or  evening,  23  Kearny 
Street.     Hours,  i  to  5  i'.  M. 
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THE      ARGON  AU  T. 


ir"-' .'..   S.>  -x^  SLs  ^\    ■""■« 


The  people  who  huve   been  sudilcnly  e^le^-aicd  to 
wialtl)  by  ihe  rise  in  stocks  have  become  somewhat 
accustomed  to  tlidr  new  position,  and  are  beginning 
to  acquinr  that  repose  v.hich   belongs  to  riches  and 
aristocracy.     To  an  obser\'er  the  late  social  change 
in    San    Francisco    is    an  interesting  study ;   more 
especially  is  it  to  him  whose  duty  calls  him  regularly 
to  the  theatre.     The  first  movement  was  most  clearly 
seen  there   in   the  sudden  appearance  of  gorgeous 
toilets,  and  the  general   recognition  of  new  clothes. 
The  dress  circle  was  filled  with  old  and  young,  male 
and  female,  all  showing  by  their  self-satisfied  air  that 
though  this  was  a  lu.\ury  long  strange  to  them  they 
could  afford  it   now.     Their  features  and  attitudes, 
the  fluttering  of  fans,»and  constant  arrangement  of 
dress,  gave  evidence  that  they  had  got  themselves  up 
at  some  cost,  and  4id  not  mean  to  be  hidden  from 
their  neighbors'  gaze.     Everything  betokened  a  glad 
rehef  from  some  terrible  pressure — so  glad  it  could 
not  be  concealed.    .-Vny  performance  seemed  to  attract 
them.    They  did  not  stop,  evidently,  to  consider  what 
entertainments  were  offering,  but  went  in  for  around 
of  the  theatres  right  and  left.     The  novelty  is  over  ; 
they  are  satiated  with  enjoyment,  and  are  developing 
an  inclination  to  consider  what  is   the  performance 
most  attractive  to  them.     It   is  not  Dazy  Crockett; 
most  people  have  seen  the   play.     The  story  is  fa- 
miliar in  \urious  forms   in   dime  novels,  and  we  fear 
that  oen  the  boys  begin  to  doubt  the  truth  of  it.    We 
who  are  up  in  years  remember  what  intense  interest 
we  studied  the  life  of  the  backwoxJs  wit'.i  all  its  allur- 
ing adventures,  but  the  boys  of  to-day  are  beyond  us. 
and  have  much  more  advanced  ideas  of  probability 
and  possibility.    Frank  Mayo  has  been  " '  Davy  Crock- 
ett's"' other  name  so  long  that  many  people  doubt 
which  of  them  rtUiy  belongs  to  him  ;  and  it  may  be 
admitted  that  the  backwoodsman  could  scarcely  find 
a  better  impersonator.     It  is  a  chanicter  always  pop- 
tilar,  alwa>*s  in  accord  with  the  finer  side  of  human 
nature,  and   it  is  astonishing  how   mean,    how   un- 
christian, how  dishonest  a  man  will  be  in  business  all 
day  long,  and  yet   feel  good  and  virtuous  when  he 
applauds  the  sterling  honor  and  nobility  of  *"  Davy 
Crockett."     If  about  Mr.  Mayo's  impersonation  there 
arc  crystallized  faults — faults  that  long  association  with 
the  past  and  with  the   play  have  ingrained  into  the 
man — it  is,  on  the  whole,  a  very  finished  perform- 
ance.    The  rehearsal  of  the  business  in  each  place  he 
has  gone  to,  the  drilling  of  new  people  into  the  support- 
ing pans  of  the  play,  have  induced  not  a  natural  ease, 
but  an  angular  precision  in  all   his  movements,  and 
one  feels  that  he  is  locking  at  a  representation  closely 
studied,  and  too  apparently  dependent  upon  the  ac- 
tions and  words  of  others.     But  the  chief  drawback 
to  the  attractive   powers  of  Dif.y  Crocked  is   that 
Frank   M.iyo  pLiys  almost  nothing  else.     He  is  an 
old  Cahfornian,  and   everybody  who  remembers  San 
Francisco  in  years  past   remembers  him  associated 
with  its  rise   to  theatrical   importance.     But  the  city 
has  seen  a  great  change  since  he  first  made  himself 
known  as  an  actor,  and  indeed  within  the  last  two 
years  his  position  is  considerably  altered.     The  diffi- 
culty of  transportation  across  the  continent  and  its 
hea\7  expense  have  been  obviated  by  organization  ; 
wc  haw!  now  within  our  own  circle  all  the  necessaries 
for  first-class  stage  repieseniations;  and  these  have- 
led  to  a  competition  so  active  and  important   that 
popularity  has  much  less  ad%-antage  than  it  had  in  the 
earlier  history  of  the  place,      ^\'hilc  California  was 
isolated  and  had  but  a  \-aguc  idea  of  the  progress 
made  in  the  arts  abroad,  the  local  pride  in  our  prodi- 
gies nude  reputations  and   money  for  poor  talent 
The  belter  and  more  talented,  who  stood  the  test  of 
Eastern  audiences,  came  back  to  find  a  welcome  and 
a  reward  in  later  years;  but  we  are  b^inning  to  grow 
critical,  and  while  we  arc  pleased  to  see  Frank  Mayo 
and  his  kindred  still  maintaining  slot  positions  on 
the  stage,  we  are  dissatisfied   that   the}*  persist  tn 
sticking  to  the  old  and  hackneyed  characters.      We 
want  our  prol^iH  to  ke<^  up  with  the  ad\'ancing  art; 
and  show  that  the  talent  that  first  brought  them  into 
favor  is  not  wasted  on  one  character  and  one  play. 
So  many  people  reason  about  Davy  Crivkett,  and  to 
that  reasoning  the  empty  benches  may  impute  their 
emptiness  in  a  great  measure.    On  this  point  we  may 
repeat  what  was  said  about  Struck  Oil.    Davy  Crock- 
eft,  like  Mr.  Williamson's  play,  is  one  that  mav  be 
laid  on  the  shelf,  and  at  some  future  day  taken  dDwn 
and  tised  with  a  probability  of  success.      TTiere  is 
much  that  is  extravagant  and  improbable  about  iu 
We  can  scarcely  reconcile  many  of  its  incidents  to 
reason;  and  vet  it  has  a  strong  attractive  human  in- 
terest, which,  being  unlike  that  element  in   modem 
pieces,  has  a  peculiar  charm.      Jt  is  late  to  say  that 
;'^e  fell  motiti'e  of  "  Crampton's"'  revenge,  the  satis- 
fictiOD  be  is  to  derive  from  this  roaniage  between  his 


nephew  and  Eleanor,  is  not  very  well  defined,  seeing 
he  is  wealthy  himself;  that  even  Lochinvar  could  not 
have  escaped  as  easily  with  his  bride,  especially  if  he 
gave  his  enemies  so  much  time  and  warning;  that 
stage  license  has  been  freely  used  throughout  the 
play.  The  fact  remains  that  D,iiy  Crockett  is  one  of 
the  best  plays  of  its  kind,  of  that  healthful,  enjoj'able, 
and  c.vciting  kind,  which  does  us  good  in  this  un- 
healthy si.-iie  of  society.  Miss  de  Forrest  plays 
"  Eleanor"  with  a  freetlom  from  extravagance  and  a 
womanly  strength  which  tell  in  her  favor  as  an  act- 
ress, and  undo  some  of  the  impressions  of  weakness 
formed  from  her  previous  performances,  his  not  an 
easy  part  to  play  well,  because  it  is  made  so  much  to 
subserve  the  necessities  of  the  hero.  That  she  rises 
beyond  the  situation  and  inip;irts  to  it  an  interest, 
which,  while  throwing  "  Davy"  into  stronger  relief, 
adds  to  its  own  importance,  is  something  in  Miss  de 
Forrest's  favor.  Mrs.  Judali  as  "Davy's"  mother 
did  a  very  charming  piece  of  acting.  Otherwise  the 
cast  calls  for  no  special  notice.  The  play  is  admir- 
ably put  on.  On  Monday  night,  Mr.  Mayo  ventures 
again  The  Streets  of  Xnc  York,  a  play  that,  in  our 
opinion,  neutralizes  his  reputation  in  an  artistic 
sense. 


Mr.  Williamson  has  made  his  annual  mistake.  He 
has  undertaken  to  follow  his  capital  impersonation  of 
"John  Stofcl  "■  with  his  colorless  and  uninteresting 
Irishman.  For  two  successful  stars.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Williamson  have  the  poorest  repertory  we  know. 
When  he  was  at  the  California  Mr.  Williamson  had 
a  kind  of  a  reputation  for  impersonating  Irish  char- 
acter. He  developed  Sln/ck  Oil;  and  it  was  then 
seen,  by  contrast,  what  a  poor  Irish  character  he  could 
be.  He  has  never  had  any  reputation  in  the  line  since. 
There  are  few  men  in  the  world  who  can  not  be  made 
up  to  look  like  an  Irishman  ;  there  are  not  many  who 
can  put  on  characteristics  so  integrally  a  part  of  the 
man  as  the  Irish.  Consequently,  while  there  are 
many  who  can  sing  a  song  and  dance  a  jig,  there  are 
few  w  ho  can  carry  through  a  drama  a  character  whose 
very  nature  is  the  element  of  interest.  Mr.  William- 
son can  not  do  either.  Mrs.  Williamson,  on  the  other 
hand,  seems  to  have  the  qualities  in  her  nature,  and 
even  long  experience  with  "  Lizzie  Stofel,"  does  not 
deprive  her  of  her  capabilities  for  Irish.  As  she  is  the 
best  Dutch  girl  on  the  stage,  so  she  is  one  of  the  best 
Hibernians  ;  and  though  her  performances  are  all 
tinged  with  variety  peculiarities,  her  appearance,  be- 
havior, and  brogue  make  up  for  the  lack  of  artistic 
sense.  The  Emerald  fiing  was  an  attractive  play  to 
the  same  taste  that  appreciated  highly  tinted  penny 
pictures  in  the  days  gone  by.  It  belongs  to  a  class  in 
which  effect  is  everything,  and  art  and  arrangement 
nothing.  It  is  an  unreasoning  elaboration  of  an  old- 
fashioned  story  ;  a  story  of  an  age  of  the  extravagant 
in  sentiment,  when  nothing  was  put  into  a  novel  that 
was  probable,  and  nothing  was  done  on  the  stage  that 
was  possible.  It  does  not  deserve  criticism.  It  was 
made  up  principally  of  B;iniey  Williams'  songs  and 
Irish  absurdities,  and  Mr.  Williamson  is  not  Mr.  Wil- 
liams. He  does  not  attempt  to  infuse  any  lively  fun 
into  "  Mike  McCarty  ;"  and.  indeed,  lively  fun  is  not 
a  forte  of  his.  Mrs.  Williamson  does  all  the  singing, 
and  she  sings  well.  Of  all  pieces  which  a  first  class 
stock  company  has  been  called  upon  to  support,  it  is 
the  weakest  ;  that  is  evidenced  in  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Brown  actually  plays  the  father  belter  than  the  star 
plays  the  son  ;  that  Mr.  Bishop's  "  Fawney,"  the  least 
important  part  in  the  piece,  shines  out  beyond  all  the 
rest;  that  Mr.  Lewis  Morrison,  as  "  Ralpli  Dead- 
light." plays  the  last  act  as  if  he  would  like  to  make 
fun  of  it,  but  it  is  too  serious  ;  that  Mr.  Bradley  does 
not  seem  to  realize  that  the  piece  is  not  Olivia ,-  and 
that  nothing  remains  with  the  spectator  to  recall  the 
performance  to  his  mind.  The  Fool  of  ihe  Family 
closes  the  bill  with  a  good  deal  of  life,  for  which 
Mrs.  Williamson  deser\es  the  credit.  Clouds  and 
Sunshine  will  be  played  next  week.  Following  the  Wil- 
liamsons, comes  an  adaptation  of  Dennery's  f  Enfant 
Trouvee.  It  is  a  play  said  to  be  re-written,  but  famil- 
iar to  the  stage  in  many  forms,  and  under  many  names, 
for  years.  Rose  Eyiingc  has  been  playing  it  in  the 
liast.  and  Madam  Beatrice  in  London,  under  the  title 
of  The  Woman  of  ihe  People:  but  the  success  has  not 
attracted  the  world.  Mr.  Maguire  does  not  seem  to 
be  in  any  great  hurry  to  begin  the  career  of  brilliant 
s!iccess  which  he  predicted  for  himself. 


The  performance  of  Girojie-Girojla,  at  the  Bush 
Street  TTieatre.  has  developed  into  the  best  ever  given 
on  the  coast,  without  a  doubt,  and  Mrs.  Oates'  com- 
pany have  began  to  show  their  real  mettle.  The 
prima  donna  is  recovering  her  voice,  and  she  now 
sings  the  part  fairly  well  We  note  an  earnestness  of 
purpose  in  the  general  demeanor  of  the  company 
which  points  to  an  appreciation  of  the  importance  of 
their  first  engagement  and  success  here  ;  and  our 
opinion  is  confirmed  that  they  possess  great  strength. 
The  audiences  have  been  large  throughout.  La  Peri- 
thok  was  produced  on  Thursday  night. 


We  do  not  see  that  the  new  season  ha5  brought 
out  anything  brilliantly  successful  in  the  East.  Clar- 
iua  Harlaiac  is  a  fiat  failure,  as  Boucicault's  pieces 
always  are  now.  We  have  the  usual  stars  in  the  old 
pieces.  Miss  Ward's  attraction  seems  to  be  as  much 
dry  goods  as  anything  else.  Native  authors  do  not 
score  much. 

MOURZOUK. 


"THE  LOST^ PLEIAD," 

"  Merope  mortali  nupsit."'' 
Such  is  the  melancholy  inscription  which  Mr. 
Rogers  has  selected  to  convey  in  a  few  words  the  sad 
story  of  the  lost  Pleiad  which  he  has  so  powerfully 
rendered  into  marble  for  us,  and  which,  thanks  to 
the  courtesy  of  Mr.  Shillaber,  we  are  enabled  to  feast 
our  eyes  on  for  a  season.  "A  thing  of  beauty  is  a 
joy  forever.''  and  the  fortunate  owner  of  this  fine 
piece  of  modern  .\merican  srulpture  sets  an  example 
of  refined  taste  and  judicious  expenditure  which  we 
shall  hope  to  see  copied  frequently  in  the  near  future. 
Mr.  Randolph  Rogers  justly  occupies  a  front  rank 
among  modern  sculptors.  He  has  been  a  resident  of 
komc  for  many  years,  where  his  studio,  No.  53  Via 
Margutta,  is  the  favorite  resort  of  those  of  his  wan- 
dering countrymen  who  arc  at  all  artistically  inclined. 
Of  his  ;numerous  meritorious  pieces  "  Nydia"  is  the 
one  on  w  hich  his  reputation  most  securely  rests,  and 
no  one  who  has  seen  this  touching,  hearing  figure  of 
the  "  Blind  Girl  of  Pompeii"  will  soon  forget  the  ap- 
peal made  to  his  feelings  by  the  expression  of  despair 
on  her  sightless  face.  Both  "  Nydia"  and  "  Ruth" 
— a  very  graceful,  half-kneeling  representation  of 
Naomi's  daughter-in-law — have  been  purchased  by 
Californians.  so  that  this  last  work  from  Mr.  Rogers' 
chisel  is  his  third  production  which  has  found  its  way 
to  our  far  away  shores.  Three  years  ago  Mr.  Rogers 
was  at  work  on  the  clay  model,  which  so  much 
pleased  the  present  owner  that  he  gave  him  an  order 
for  it ;  the  venerable  artist  exercised  an  artist's  privi- 
lege,'took  his  time  to  deliver  this  creation  of  his 
genius,  and  it  arrived  here  only  last  month.  Mytho- 
logical lore  is  rather  confused  in  its  legendary  ac- 
counts of  the  careers  of  the  seven  daughters  of  Atlas 
and  Pleione.  It  is  generally  admitted  that  they  were 
nymphs  in  the  train  of  the  "chaste  Diana,"  who  we 
may  suppose  exacted  very  circumspect  conduct  in 
her  attendant  maidens.  Orion,  a  mighty  hunter,  be- 
came so  enamored  of  their  charms,  how  ever,  that  he 
forsook  the  chase  for  nobler  game,  and  so  annoyed 
the  haughty  sisters  that  they  appealed  to  Jupiter  for 
protection,  who  changed  them  into  doves  and  placed 
them  as  a  constellation  amongst  the  stars.  One 
version  of  the  story  tells  us  that  Electra,  one  of  them, 
left  her  heavenly  place  from  grief  over  the  approach- 
ing destruction  of  Troy,  that  city  having  been 
founded  by  her  son  Dardanus.  Mr.  Rogers,  how- 
ever, has  accepted  the  tradition  most  pathetic  in  its 
associations,  and  possibly  susceptible  of  more  ex- 
pressive artistic  treatment.  "  Merope  wedded  a  mor- 
tal !  "  She  listened  to  the  pleadings  of  a  human 
lover,  yielded  to  the  force  of  earthly  passion,  and  the 
only  one  of  the  sisters  who  mated  with  a  mortal  fell 
from  her  high  estate,  and  was  supposed  to  have  be- 
come the  wife  of  Sisyphus,  King  of  Corinth,  the  insti- 
tulot  of  the  Isthmean  games.  Mr.  Rogers  has  evi- 
dently endeavord  to  portray  for  us  in  marble,  by 
face,  and  form,  and  gesture,  the  remorseful  realiza- 
tion of  the  consequences  of  her  act. 

"Wiich  way  shall  I  fly, 
Infinite  wrath  and  infinite  despair?" 
A  cloud  forms  the  support  of  the  figure,  which,  only 
partially  draped  to  the  waist,  is  represented  as  in  the 
act  of  falling  through  the  air.  The  head  is  partially 
turned,  as  though  fearfully  and  inquiringly  looking 
whither  she  is  being  carried,  and  the  sad,  wistful  bro.v 
13  shaded  by  the  left  hand.  The  right  arm  falls  by 
her  side,  and  the  deprecatory,  regretful  expression 
thrown  into  the  hand  is  very  fine.  The  lower  limbs 
are  completely  draped,  only  the  feet  showing  from 
amidst  the  folds  of  the  skirt,  which  is  tossed  aside  by 
the  light  wind,  which  wafts  her  powerless  to  her  fate. 
The  modehng  of  this  lower  portion  of  the  figure  is 
of  superb,  worthy  of  an  old  Greek.  The  general  poise 
the  figure  is  well  managed,  and  the  all-pervading  ex^ 
pression  of  floating  down,  down  "  upon  the  wings  of 
silence,  through  the  empty  vaulted  night,"'  is  admira- 
bly rendered.  The  treatment  of  the  hair  is  weak,  the 
fine  of  drapery,  as  it  falls  away  from  the  bust,  is  hard, 
and  I  do  not  think  that  the  expression  of  the  face  is 
quite  worthy  of  the  evident  conception  of  the  artist ; 
but  we  can  afford  to  be  critical  when  an  alabaster 
form  of  such  nobility  and  grace  is  exhibited  for  our 
admiration,  for  the  flaws  are  but  few,  and  the  merits 
such  as  instruct  and  gratify  the  highest  capacities  and 
instincts  of  the  human  heart  and  brain.  Modem 
plastic  art  has  made  huge  strides  within  the  past 
half  century,  and  we  may  cheerfully  hope  some  day 
to  see  an  ideal  reached,  in  workmanship  worthy  to  be 
compared  to  the  Greek,  and  in  purity  and  grandeur 
of  conception  as  much  superior  to  the  schools  which 
have  left  us  the  Apollo  and  Laocoon,  as  a  loving, 
human,  spiritual,  Christian  ideal  must  be  to  the  real- 
ization of  any  Pagan  imagination.  But  as  the  essen- 
tial aim  of  sciJpture  is  the  perfect  representation  of 
the  human  form  divine,  and  as  a  very  important  ele- 
ment in  all  artistic  education  is  the  unconscious,  con- 
tinual training  of  the  eye  from  daily  contact  with 
daily  life,  it  is  a  consideration  worthy  of  reflection,  as 
to  how  great  a  degree  of  absolutely  false  education 
any  artist  must  rid  himself  of  before  getting  to  work, 
if  he  ever  permits  his  visions  to  be  invaded  by 
thoughts  of  the  apparent  conformation  of  the  human 
nymphs  of  his  every  day  life.  Were  a  young  sculptor, 
fresh  from  the  art  school,  susceptible  of  strong  per- 
sonal impressions,  to  indulge  his  feelings,  give  form 
to  his  fancies,  model  for  his  maiden  effort  the  fair 
Sophronisba  of  his  waking  dreams — the  modem  wo- 
man— and  place  her  belore  us,  as  Vischer  expresses  it, 
an  object  of  "  tangible  sight,''  what  quality  in  us  do 
you  think  would  be  most  strongly  appealed  to,  the 
sublime  or  the  ludicrous  ?  K,  B. 
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TABER'S   PHOTOGRAPH   PARLORS.., 

The  opening  of  the  elegant  photograph  parlors  oi 
the  well  known  artist,  I.  W.  Taber,  at  his  new  place^ 
of  business,  _corner  of  Montgomerj'  and  Market* 
Streets,  during  the  past  week,  was  made  the  occasioi*  £ 
of  a  very  delightful  reception  by  Mr,  Taber  and  hisi 
accomplished  wife.  The  event  was  one  of  the  pleas-i  ^ 
anicst  episodes  of  the  present  season  of  "  openings.'' 
The  premises  being  entirely  new  some  slight  descrip-: 
tion  of  the  building  itself  may  not  be  uninteresting  to 
our  readers,  particularly  those  portions  occupied  byi 
Mr.  Taber's  rapidly  increasing  business.  The  lowen 
part,  it  is  well  known,  is  oceupied  by  the  Hibernia 
Savings  Rink,  while  certain  rooms  above  have  recent- 
ly been  taken  by  Messrs.  Burr  &:  Finck,  popular  tai- 
lors. The  major  portions  of  the  third  and  fourth 
floors,  however,  are  devoted  to  the  reception  andop&t  \it 
rating  rooms  of  the  studio.  The  arrangement  of  the 
first-named  is  somewhat  unique,  and  as  it  was  planned 
by  the  lessee  himself,  the  result  is  that  it  is  au/\iit\n 
every  particular,  and  is  unapproaclied  by  any  similar 
establishment  in  the  city.  The  front  parlor,  in  par- 
ticular, is  a  model  in  itself.  It  occupies  the  comer  ol 
the  building,  and  commands  an  extensive  view,  from 
its  four  large  windows,  of  both  Montgomery  and 
Market  streets,  Lolta's  fountain,  the  Palace  andfr^ 
Grand  Hotels,  and  other  points  of  interest.  Just 
within  the  doorway  leading  from  the  hall  a  broad, 
handsomely  carpeted  staircase  ascends  to  the  upper 
floor,  where  are  the  additional  operating  rooms,  in 
which  the  ' '  dark  mysteries  "  of  the  art  are  practiced 
by  experienced  assistants.  In  the  principal  parlor, 
as  in  the  others,  the  harmony  of  outline  has  been 
greatly  increased  by  placing  the  mantel-pieces  and 
fire-places  across  one  corner  of  the  room,  instead  of, 
as  according  to  the  common  fashion,  in  the  centre  ol 
the  square.  The  walls  are  of  a  delicate  neutral  tint, 
paneled  off  by  broad  bands  of  red  velvet  paper, 
edged  with  a  band  of  gilding,  while  the  ceilings  arc 
very  handsomely  frescoed.  This  portion  of  the  de- 
corative work  was  done  by  Mr.  Joseph  Gumpertz,  ol 
341  Bush  street.  Continuous  with  the  front  room  are 
two  others  similarly  finished,  and  fumished  as  recep- 
tion and  waiting  rooms,  the  second  containing  a  fine 
piano,  elegant  dressing  bureau,  and  other  articles  o! 
use.  Still  further  back,  and  occupying  a  large  space 
in  the  centre  of  the  building,  is  the  principal  operat- 
ing room.  In  form  a  parallelogram,  it  is  lighted  by 
an  extensive  skylight,  and  made  otherwise  bright  and 
charming  by  a  long  bank  of  growing  flowers,  from 
the  middle  of  which  rises  an  urn  filled  with  dahlias 
and  other  regal  blossoms.  Numerous  canaries  in 
gilded  cages  keep  the  air  musical  with  their  rival 
songs.  The  furnishing,  superintended  entirely  by 
Mrs.  Taber,  during  her  husband's  absence  at  the 
East,  is  elegant  in  the  extreme.  Rich  crimson  and 
black  carfMJts,  the  design  a  large,  graceful  drooping 
leaf,  and  full-blown  blossoms,  cover  the  whole  stretch 
of  floor.  From  the  windows  depend  handsome  lace 
curtains,  with  elegant  lambrequins  of  brocaded  da- 
mask, of  the  prevailing  color  of  the  room.  This  dra- 
pery, as  well  as  that  above  the  mantel-pieces,  which 
are  of  fine  Italian  marble,  is  exceedingly  unique  in 
pattern,  and  finished  by  a  heavy  fringe,  interspersed 
with  balls  of  gold-colored  silk.  It  was  designed  and 
made  by  Chadbourne  &  Co.,  whose  taste  and  origi- 
nality are  too  well  known  to  need  comment.  Fred- 
ericks, of  Market  Street,  who  has  lately  incorporated 
his  business  with  that  of  the  California  Furniture 
Company,  supplied  the  carpets,  and  Messrs.  McNally 
&  Hawkins  the  gas  fixtures,  which  last  are  of  an  ex- 
ceedingly tasteful  pattern  and  elegant  workmanship. 
Large  easy  chairs,  of  various  designs,  in  crimson  vel- 
vet, as  well  as  richly  embroidered  ones  that  bear  the 
unmistakable  mark  of  elegant  home  manufacture,  are 
scattered  about  the  room  ;  and  the  walls  are  decor- 
ated with  several  fine  specimens  of  Mr.  Taber's  art ; 
among  others  are  one  of  Mrs.  Charles  Crocker,  a  full 
length  portrait  in  oils  ;  and  another,  of  Mrs.  Havens, 
nee  Hockhofler,  in  wedding  dress  ;  a  charming  pict- 
ure of  Mrs.  Taber  and  babe  occupies  the  place  of 
honor  over  the  mantel.  The  spherical  photographs, 
a  specialty  of  this  establishment,  are  shown  in  several 
different  styles,  and  these,  as  well  as  the  various  other 
fashions  in  photographs,  oil  paintings,  and  porcelain 
pictures,  called  forth  the  most  unqualified  admiration 
from  the  crowd  that  steadily  filled  the  rooms  fr*m 
early  morning  until  after  ten  in  the  evening.  A  pleas- 
ant feature  of  the  entertainment,  for  such  it  might 
truly  be  called— despite  the  fact  that  a  large  number 
of  the  callers  were  strangers  to  their  host — was  the 
music,  both  vocal  and  instrumental,  that  was  contrib- 
uted by  several  of  the  guests.  Among  the  semi-pro- 
fessionals of  the  occasion  was  our  promising  young 
artist,  Mr.  Sam  Fabian,  who  presided  at  the  piano 
the  greater  portion  of  the  day.  If  we  may  judge  of 
future  success  byThe  past,  it  will  be  safe  to  predict 
that  Mr.  Taber  will  very  soon  be  known  as  the  lead- 
ing photographer  of  San  Francisco.  He  has  the  pres- 
tige of  severa  years  experience  in  the  business  at  his 
old  stand  on  Market  Street,  which,  by  the  way,  will 
continue  as  heretofore  to  cater  to  the  wants  of  shop- 
pers on  that  route.  He  has  availed  himself  of  one 
the  best  of  the  new  locations  in  the  city,  and  the  most 
desirable  building  in  that  immediate  neighborhood  I 
and  his  "  new  departure"  has  brought  him  hosts  oJ 
new  friends  in  addition  to  hundreds  of  already  staunch' 
adherents.  ■  He  enters  his  extended  sphere  of  useful- 
ness with  the  best  wishes  of  every  one  who  has  hith- 
erto had  the  good  fortune  to  become  acquainted  with 
:  him,  either  personally  or  professionally, 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


IN  THE  FALL. 

In  the  fall  a  silent  sadness  to  the  drooping  flowers  cleaves, 

tin  the  fall    the  woodland's  dreamy  with    xh^  froit-froH  of 
leaves— 
And  the  whir  of  the  partridee,  etc. 

In  the  fall  the  ha/>'  gloaming  with  a  purple  glory  bums, 
In  the  fall  Miss  Georgiana  in  the  Bible  places  ferns — 
If  she  has  a  young  man  to  help  her  gather  them. 

in  the  fall   above    the  valley    snowy  cloudlets  stretch   for 

miles. 
In  the  fall  the  dry  goods  windows  are  profuse  with  Paris 

styles — 
Much  to  the  joy  of  the  ladies,  it  is  s^d. 

In  the  fall  the  merry  songster  leaves  his  pretty  summer  leas, 
In  the  fall  the  politician  is  divorced  from  rolls  of  V's — 
For  reasons  which  require  no  explanation. 

In  the.  fall  all  breasts  with  reverie  are  buoyant  and  elate, 
In  the  fall  a  man  will  fondly  kiss  his  pretty  cousin  Kate — 
Or  Mary  Ann,  as  the  case  may  be. 

In  the  fall  the  soul  of  beauty  dwells  within  the  gardens  sere. 
In  the  fall  we  all  are  positive  that  winter's  drawing  near — 
The  other  fall  happenings  are  too  humorous  to  men- 
tion. — Graphic. 


At  the  Theatre  des  Bouffes  du  Nord,  in  Paris,  a 
play  has  been  performed  which  deeply  interested  the 
Americans.  "Washington''  and  "Lafayette"  are 
among  the  characters  ;  the  principal  ones  being  "  El- 
len Warren,"  a  lovely  American  rebel,  and  "  Major 
Mackensie,"  a  British  officer,  with  whom  she  is  in 
love;  "Moreno,''  a  Cuban,  who  had  taken  service 
under  the  command  of  "Washington."  The  con- 
flict of  love  and  patriotism  in  the  heart  of  the  heroine 
(for  she  loves  "  Major  Mackensie,"  who  is,  moreover,  a 
very  fine  fellow),  and  the  adventures  of  a  certain  dis- 
patch from  "  Washington''  to  "  Lafayette,"  bring 
about  a  number  of  very  dramatic  complications.  The 
situation  in  the  third  act  is  particularly  well  arranged. 
"  Major  Mackensie ''  ventures  within  the  rebel  lines  to 
gain  a  parting  interview  with  "  Ellen,"  whose  obdu- 
rate heart  he  tries  to  soften,  and  at  last  hewins  from 
her  a  confession  of  her  love.  At  that  moment  the 
generals  of  the  Federal  army  arrive  to  hold  a  council 
of  war,  with  the  co-operation  of  Ellen's  father,  and 
the  young  lady  has  barely  time  to  conceal  her  British 
lover  in  her  own  room.  The  council  proceeds  ; 
"Washington"'  writes  a  dispatch  to  "Lafayette.'' 
which  he  confides  to  "General  Warren,''  who  will 
carry  it  himself,  as  it  is  of  the  highest  importance. 
The  officers  retire,  and  "  Ellen  '  returns  to  the  room 
to  lead  forth  her  concealed  lover,  aud  to  point  out  to 
him  the  wayto  escape.  Meanwhile  "  Moreno,"  who 
has  spied  out  "Ellen's"  secret,  steals  the  dispatch, 
and  contrives  that  the  young  girl  shall  imagine  that  it 
was  taken  by  the  Major.  Of  courseall  complications 
are  unraveled  at  last,  and  the  close  of  the  war  per- 
mits the  union  of  the  lovers.  The  piece  was  fully 
successful,  and  the  name  of  the  author  was  received 
with  plaudits.  It  is  carefully  brought  out,  but  seve- 
ral mistakes  are  to  be  signalized  in  the  costuming  and 
make-up  of  the  characters.  The  American  officers 
ought  not  to  appear  in  scarlet  uniforms  ;  and  as  to 
"Michigan,"  the  Indian  attendant  of  "  Miss  Ellen," 
with  his  paste-colored  robe  and  curly  hair,  he  looks 
much  more  like  a  South  Sea  Islander  than  like  an 
.■\merican  Indian, 


The  following  is  a  literal  copy  of  a  play-bill  issued 
in  the  year  1793,  by  the  manager  of  the  iTheatre  Royal, 
Kilkenny  :  "  Kilkenny  Theatre  Royal,  by  his  majes- 
ty's company  of  comedians.  On  Saturday  may  14. 
1793,  will  be  performed,  by  command  of  several  re- 
spectable people  in  this  learned  metropolis,  for  the 
benefit  of  Mr.  Kearns,  the  tragedy  of  *  Hamlet  ! ' 
originally  written  and  composed  by  the  celebrated 
Dan  Hays,  of  Limerick,  and  inserted  in  Shakspeare's 
works.  'Hamlet 'by  Mr.  Kearns,  (being  his  first 
appearance  in  that  character,^  who,  between  the  acts, 
will  perform  several  solos  on  the  patent  bag-pipes, 
which  plays  two  tunes  at  the  same  time.  'Ophelia' 
by  Mrs.  Prior,  who  will  introduce  several  favorite  airs 
in  character,  particularly  '  The  Lass  of  Richmond 
Hill. '  and  '  We'll  all  be  U  nhappy  Together, '  from  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Dibdin's  '  Oddities.'  The  parts  of  the 
'King'  and  'Queen,'  by  direction  of  the  Reverend 
■  Father  O'Callahan,  will  be  omitted,  as  too  immoral 
for  any  stage,  '  Polonius,'  the  comical  politician,  by 
a  young  gentleman,  being  his  first  appearance  in  pub- 
lic. The  ghost  the  gravedigger  and  Laertes,  by  Mr. 
Sampson,  the  great  London  comedian.  The  charac- 
ters to  be  dressed  in  Roman  shapes.  To  which  will 
be  added  an  interlude,  in  which  will  be  introduced 
several  slight-of-hand  tricks  by  the  celebrated  sur- 
veyor, Hum.  The  whole  to  conclude  with  the  farce 
of  'Mahomet,  the  imposter!'  Mahomet  by  Mr. 
Kearns.  Tickets  to  be  had  of  Mr.  Kearns.  and  the 
signs  of  the  Goat's  Beard,  in  Castle  street.  The 
value  of  the  tickets,  as  usual,  will  be  taken  (if  re- 
quired) in  candles,  bacon,  butter,  cheese,  soap,  etc., 
as  Mr.  Kearns  wishes,  in  every  particular,  to  accom- 
modate the  public.  ff^TXo  person  what  soever  shall 
be  admitted  into  the  boxes  without  shoes  or  stockings. '' 


One  day.  discoursing  to  a  rustic  congregation  on 
the  folly  of  using  profane  language,-  he  told  them 
that  he  himself  was  once  guilty  of  the  same  folly,  and 
addicted  to  the  same  vice,  but  that  he  had  completely 
conquered  the  habit, 

A  flying  insect,  hearing  the  boast,  winked  his  eye 
at  the  congregation,  and  thought:  "I'll  put  him  to 
the  test."  So,  making  a  circuit  round  the  gentle- 
man's head,  he  lit  upon  his  nose. 

"See  !''  said  the  reverend  gentleman  ;  "here  is  an 
illustration.  At  one  time  I  should  have  sworn 
awfully  at  this  fly — but,  look  now."  Raising  his 
hand,  he  said,  gently;  "Go  away,  ^y.go  tzwav." 
Bui  the  fly  only  tickled  his  nose  the  more. 

The  reverend  gentleman,  raising  his  hand  with 
some  vehemence,  made  a  grab  at  the  offender  ;  and, 
being  successful,  opened  it  to  throw  the  insect  from 
him,  when,  in  extreme  disgust,  he  exclaimed :  ' '  Why. 
d — n  it,  it's  a  ■wasp!"' 

Some  of  the  Chinese  Embassy  wear  outside  gar- 
ments of  white  silk  so  closely  resembling  night- 
shirts as  to  make  an  old  maid  dodge  around  the  cor- 
ner. 

"What  are  Russia's  terms?"  asked  a  visitor,  re- 
ferring to  the  San  Stefano  Treaty.  "  Two  dollars  a 
year,  in  advance."  replied  the  abstracted  editor. 


The  "improved  lamp  post"  is  padded  at  about 
the  height  that  a  fellow  wants  to  rest  his  aching  brow, 
and  is  becoming  verj'  popular. 


IMPROVEMENT  IN  PHOTOGRAPHY. 
The  artists  engaged  in  this  beautiful  and  scientific 
art  have  made  such  rapid  strides  in  the  last  few  years 
aTid  brought  pictures  to  such  perfection  that  further 
improvement  seemed  to  be  out  of  the  question. 
However,  we  were  astonished  last  evening,  in  passing 
up  Market  Street,  to  find  at  the  door  of  one  of  our 
leadmg  firms  many  new  and  original  ideas,  differing 
very  much  from  those  seen  at  the  various  galleries 
throughout  the  city.  The  composition,  tone,  light- 
ing, and  mounting  are  very  peculiar,  beautiful,  and 
finished.  The  accessories  arc  well  chosen,  the  sub- 
jects well  posed  and  lighted,  the  exterior  and  interior 
deceptions  perfect.  While  looking  at  them  we  seemed 
to  forget  they  were  pictures,  so  lost  were  we  in  study- 
ing the  beautiful  effects.  We  were  informed  that 
Messrs.  Dames  &  Hayks  have  been  devoting  sever- 
al months  to  getting  up  new  designs,  which  they  are 
about  to  have  patented,  and  have  also  discovered 
some  important  chemical  combinations  which  will  be 
of  great  value  to  future  photography.  We  must  say 
they  deserve  great  credit,  and  such  a  display  of  ar- 
tistic taste  places  their  names  foremost  on  the  role. 


The  propensity  for  applying  titles  is  so  strong  in 
Kentucky  that  the  Courier-Journal  can  hardly  refrain 
from  speaking  of  our  first  progenitor  as  Colonel  Adam. 


We  have  now  three  cable  roads  from  the  business 
centre  to  the  Western  Addition:  Over  Sutter,  Cali- 
fornia, and  Clay  Streets.  Another  is  contemplated, 
from  the  comer  of  Montgomer)'-  Street  and  Montgom- 
ery Avenue,  along  Union  Street,  to  the  Presidio. 
This  last  road  is  much  needed,  and  if  the  charter  is 
granted,  will  add  largely  to  the  value  of  the  property 
of  that  part  of  the  city.  The  branch  roads  belonging 
to  the  Sutter  Street  main  line  are  badly  managed, 
and  ought  in  our  judgment  to  be  discontineed,  allow- 
ing the  main  line  to  be  extended  through  Sutter 
Street  to  the  cemetery.  This  would  allow  the  Cali- 
fornia Street  road,  which  is  by  all  odds  the  very  best 
street  railroad  on  the  peninsula,  to  be  extended  to 
the  ocean.  In  this  event  it  would  become  a  fashion- 
able thing  to  jump  upon  the  California  Street  dummy 
and  take  a  morning  or  moonlight  ride  to  the  ocean 
beach.  The  proposed  L'nion  Street  road  would  con- 
nect the  military  headquarters  with  the  city. 


jDUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Pkoprietor. 


SATURDAY  AND  SUNDAY  EVENINGS,  Oct.  5  and  6. 
SATURDAY  MATINEE  at  3  p.  m., 

Jacques  Offenbach's  Comic  Opera,  in  four  acts,  revised  by 
by  the  author, 

LA  PERICHOLE, 

"La  Perichole,"  the  Street  Singer,  being  sustained  by 

ALICE   GATES, 

Supported  by  her  incomparable 

ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  COMPANY. 


Reserved  seats  may  be  secured  at  the  box  office  ever^'  day. 


In  preparation — 

LA  FILLE  DE  MME.  ANGOT. 


JDALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Magi;!RE Manager. 

F.  LvsTER ■ Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer. 


L;ist  Week  but  one  of  the  Engagement  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  J.  C.  WILLIAMSON 

(MISS  MAGGIE  MOORE). 


White  neckties  have  been  called  in.  This  is  a  mat- 
ter of  regret,  for  it  only  took  ten  cents  to  make  one 
resemble  a  banker. 


At  Mrs.  Koerner's  embroidery  parlors,  Baldwin 
Block,  is  to  be  found  the  largest  assortment  in  the 
city  of  silks,  wools,  gold  and  silver  bullion,  filling 
silks,  patterns  for  cloaks,  dresses,  lambrequins,  flags, 
altar  cloths,  etc.  Also,  work  designed  and  prepared 
for  ladies  in  the  most  artistic  styles.  Monograms  and 
initials  a  specialty.  A  large  importation  of  Berlin 
canvas  work  lately  received. 

N.  B.  —  Embroidery  chenilles  in  all  colors  and 
shades  reduced  to  sixty  cents  a  dozen. 


A  Columbus  man  says  he  started  thirty  years  ago 
to  make  $1,400,000.  He  has  got  the  fourteen,  but 
the  ciphers  bother  him. 


In  view  of  the  fact  that  Snow  &  May  retire  from 
business  on  the  first  of  January  next,  art  collectors 
are  afforded  a  rare  opportunity  to  decorate  their  walls 
or  replenish  their  portfolios  from  the  immense  stuck 
of  paintings,  engravings,  etc.,  to  be  found  in  their 
galleries,  21  Kearny  Street.  For  the  convenience  of 
purchasers,  pictures  are  arranged  in  folios,  with 
prices  attached.     Open  till  nine  o'clock  each  evening. 

BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"'  Princess  Suits.  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  B.A.KER.  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


The  Yosemite  Cologne,  made  by  Mr.  Slaven,  is  to 
the  nose  what  music  is  to  the  ear,  love  to  the  heart, 
religion  to  the  soul.  It  ravishes  like  words  of  wis- 
dom sugar-coated  with  poetry.  Its  bouquet  is  like  a 
benediction  translated  from  the  one  sense  to  another. 
When  the  poet  said, 

"  With  dreamful  eyes 
My  spirit  lies 
Under  the  walls  of  Paradise." 
he  had  been  snifling  Yosemite  Cologne. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street.  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


This  (Saturday)  Afternoon  and  Saturday  and  Sunday  Even- 
ings, last  performances  of 

THE  EMERALD  RING. 

To  be  followed  by  the  merry  Farce, 

THE  FOOL  OF  THE  FAMILY. 


It  could  not  be  said  of  Africanus  Heraldus  Stan- 
ley, as  of  Buck  Fanshaw,  that  he  "  never  shook  his 
mother.'" 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

Heir  of  Charlton.     By  May  Agnes  Fleming $1   50 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.     By  Mallock i  00 

Molly  Bawn.     By  author  of  Phyllis.     i2mo,  cloth i  25 

Hamlet,     Edited  by  Rolfe,     lamo,  cloth go 

The   Little   Good-for- Nothing.      By  Daudel.      ismo, 

clolh 1  50 

Scientific  Memoirs.     By  J.  W.  Draper.     Svo,  cloth. ..   3  00 

Ro.vy.     By  Eggleston.     ismo,  cloth i   50 

Marrym^oiT a  Daughter.     By  Henry  Greville.     50c..    i  00 
Ancient  Literature,  Oriental  and  Classical.  By  Quack- 

enboss.    i2mo,  cloth 

What  is  the  Bible  ?     By  Sunderland i  25 

Catholicity,  Prote.stantism,  and  Romanism.   By  Ewer,    i  50 

Like  unto  Like.     By  Sherwood  Bonner.     Paper 75 

The  Great  Gi:rman  Composers.     Paper 30 

Antoinette.     By  Theurict.     Paper 20 

Early  Rome.     Ey  Ihne.     i6mo,  cloth i  00 

History  of    Roman  Literalure.     By   Cruttwell.     8v% 

cloth 2  50 

Growth  of  the  Steam  Enyine.     By  Thurston.     Cloth.   2  50 
French  Revolution.     By  Taine.     Vol.  I.     ismo,  do..   2  50 
Just  received,  a  large  assortment  of  Stationery,  in  all    the 
latest  tints  and  sizes. 

,    Special   attention    given   to   Card,   Wedding,  and    Party 
Invitations.     All  kini;  of  Printing  done  at  the  lowest  rates. 

A.    ROMAN   &.  CO., 

//  Montgomc7y  Street, 

Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco. 

DECKER  BROS 


Monday,  Oct.  7,  and  Wednesday,  Oct,  9,  the  operatic  drama 

CHILD  OF  THE  REGIMENT, 
THE  CHINESE  QUESTION. 

Tuesday,  Oct,  8,  and  Thursday,  Oct.  10, 

STRUCK  OIL, 

—  AND  — 

THE  FOOL  OF  THE  FAMILY. 

Friday  Evening,  Oct.  ii,   Joint  Benefit  of  i\Ir.  and   IVIrs. 
J.  C.  WILLIAMSON. 


/CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlok '..Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


This  (Saturday)  Evening,  October  5,  last  night  of 

DAVY  CROCKETT. 


Second  week  of  the  popular  actor,  Mr. 


FEK  Mill 


Monday   Evening,   October  7,    for   one   week  only,  Bouci- 
cault's  great  drama,  entitled  tnc 

STREETS  OF  NEW  YORK. 

iVIr.  Mayo  in  his   great  character  of  Badger,     New  scenery' 
by  Voegtlin,  and  an  immense  cast  of  characters. 


Prologue — Panic  of  1857. 

Act  I — Twenty  years  after.    Panic  of  1277. 
Act  2 — The  Vagrant  Clerk- 
Act  3 — I'hc  Poor  under  the  Snow. 
Act  4 — Suicide. 

Act  5 — The  Fire. 

Act  6 — Caught  at  Last. 
Only  "  Streets  of  New  York"  Matinee,  Saturday. 
Seats  at  bo.»:  offict:  six  days  in  advance. 


/ 


HH  ■  IS  nVfHBlTSIXKSS 
M  l|T  Tj  O        COLLEGE, 
|j  IB  I J  i  J    IJ  ^°'  ^*  ^°^^  street, 
BmMHmKBW     P9        6AK  FnANCIBCO,  CAL. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
UPAK-fS  A    THOROUGH  FRACTI- 


cal  Educat  on  in  uil  Conmiercul  -ud  Kiiglir.h  Branches- 
Fre  :b,  Gsrn.an.  Spun  sh,  1  'ra>v,n.:,  jikI  Tel.grapliy  This 
icho  ■■  t.avirg  grc-itcr  Kic  litif  ,  ui,d  eijo>ii,g  a  more  cxten- 
s.ve  itronagc  than  ai.y  s  ni.lar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast  cuiiljnues  to  base  its  claims,  for  recognition  and  patron- 
ge' u.joii  ihe  good  sense  and  er.lightened  judgment  of  the 
public. 

list  of  faculty. 


E.  p.  Heald, 
H.  M.  Stearns, 
Mrs,  C.  Woodbury, 
J,  A.  Chesnutwood, 
A.  P.  DuBief, 
R.  Sorcini, 
Lloyd  Baldwin, 


F.  C.  Woodbur>-, 

A.  B.  Capp, 

T.  R.  Southern, 

Mrs.  W,  J,  Hamilton, 

F.  Scrtgni, 

Geo.  Jcbens, 

A.  Vander  Naillen. 


For  full   particulars,  call   at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.    HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,  GERMAN,    AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

nPP  POST   ST.,  BETWEEN  HYDE 

y^—     and  Larkin. 

KINDERG.\KIEN  connt^cted  with  the  Institute. 

The  next  term  will  commence  October  2d. 

A  limited  number  of  Boarding  Pupils  received. 

MMli.  .^.  ZEITSKA,  Principal. 


P 


UBLIC  ADMINISTRA  TOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Bloclc. 


PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


COMPLICATED 
J/ATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

A  ND  A  LARGE   STOCK  OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chains,    Diamonds,  Jewelry, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fancj*  Goods  at 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 

MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Scientific  Memoirs,  By  John  W.  Draper.  Svo,  cloth.$3  oo 
Literary-  Essays.  By  W.  G.  T.  Shedd.  Svo.  cloth. . .  2  50 
History   of  Roman    Literature.     By  C.  T.   Crutwell. 

Svo,  clolh 3  50 

The  Waverly   Dictionary.     By   May  Rogers.     lamo, 

cloth 2  00 

Lessons  in   Cookery.     By  E.   A.    Youmans.      i2mo, 

cloth I  50 

Early    History   of    Mankind.     By  E^  B.  Tylor.     Svo, 

cloth 3  50 

The  Heir  of  Charlton.    By  M,  Agnes  Fleming,    ismo, 

cloth I  50 

Vesta  Vane.  A  Novel.  By  L.  King.  larao,  cloth, . .  1  50 
The  House  by  the  Works.   By  Edward  Garrett,   umo, 

cloth I  50 

Mildred  Keith.  By  Martha  Finley.  i2mo,  cloth. .. .  \  50 
Fortune  of  the  Republic.     By  R.  W.  Emerson.     i6mo, 

cloth 50 

Early   Rome.     (Epoch  Series.)     By  W.  Ihne.     i6mo, 

cloth I,  00 

Like   unto   Like.     A  Novel.     By   Sherwood   Bonner. 

Svo,  paper 75 

Classical  Titerature.     By  Lawrence.     Paper 25 

Romance   of  a   Back   Street.     By   F.   W.  Robinson. 

Paper 15 

NEW  SfATIONERY 

KECE[VI£U    D.MLV, 

BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


KEANE  BROS. 


w 


OULD   RESPECTFULLY  . ASK  A 

isit  of  inspection  to  their  new  departments. 


CLOAKS,  SUITS,  COSTUMES, 


Etc.,  etc.  Ladies  will  find  only  the  latest  novelties  of  this 
season's  production  from  London,  Paris,  Berlin,  and  New 
York.  Our  cutters  and  fitters  are  thoroughly  reliable,  and 
combined  with  moderate  chargt:s  we  can  confidently  ask  a 
share  of  public  patronage. 

.All  the  newest  materials  and  latest  designs  are  to  be  found 
in  our  Silk  and  French  Dress  Goods  Departments. 


KEANE  BROS, 

107,    109,    1  I  I,    AND    113 

KEARNY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 


HE  ONL  ]  ■  rOSI Tl  1 E  SC'CCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vuktical  Feku 
btwiM;  Macui.ne,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P,  S, — Howe,    Florence,    \\Ticeler  it   Wilson,  Grover   & 
Baker,    Domestic,   Weed,  WilIco.\  &  (Jibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
each. 


T 


JOE  POHEIM 

T/ie  Tailor, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  St..  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

XW  The  leading  question  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

JOE  POHEIM, 

•03  Montgomery   Si.   and    loj 
Third  St. 

atuples  and  Rules  for.Self- 
ile.xsuremcnl  sent  free  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaranteed. 

DCOT  KOHLERiCH ASE 

K  I"  %    I  SAN    FRANCISCO 

ULV    I  &  OAKLAND.'^ 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  STORY  FOR   GREENBACKERS. 

"  1  know  a  swre  way  to  make  a  go%'eminent  rich." 

The  man  who  altered  these  words  on  a  July  morn- 
ing in  1715.  in  X  villa  near  the  Ilolstein  city  of  Kiel. 
»-as  Baron  0<xrz.  who  was  destined  in  the  next  few 
years  to  piav  a  conspicuous  part  in  the  histon-  of 
Northern  Kurope.  At  this  time  he  was  about  thirty- 
five  ytais  old.  He  \vus  a  tall,  portly  man.  with  a  sin- 
^oUrty  attractive  (ace.  The  only  disagreeable  feature 
about  his  countenance  was  his  decidedly  voluptuous 
mouth. 

Gocrz  had  written  a  numbw  of  pamphlets,  one  of 
which,  entitled  "The  True  .Money  of  a  Ciuli^cd 
Country. "  had  created  a  profound  sensation  through- 
out Kurope.  In  this  reniarkable  pamphlet  the  autnor 
advocated  the  principles  w  hich  are  now  those  of  our 
American  gnvnbackcrs.  I  le  declared  that  every  gov- 
cranient  could  nuikt  its  own  currency,  and  enforce  its 
circulation.  It  is  a  credit  to  the  hard  common  sense 
o(  King  Frederick  William  I.,  of  l*russia,  that,' when 
be  had  read  this  pamphlet,  he  cxcLiimcd  : 

*•  The  raan  who  wrote  this  is  a  dangerous  lunatic" 

But  King  Ch.irlcs  XII.,  of  Sweticn,  thought  olher- 
»ist  He'had  always  been  pinched  for  money.  A 
dare-devil  soldier,  he  was  as  ignoianl  as  he  was  brave. 
In  1715  he  was  so  hard  pressed  by  his  innumerable 
creditors  that  he  wTote  an  autograph  letter  to  Baron 
tioerr.  asking  him  to  become  his  prime  minister. 
Goerz  accepted,  and.  in  November,  1715.  he  arrived 
in  Stockholm,  Baron  Goeri  perfectly  revolutionized 
the  Swedish  s)'Stem  of  government.  He  abolishetl 
ihc  parliament,  deprived  the  nobility  of  its  privileges 
and  prerogatives,  and  leaned  upon  the  peas;inlr\-. 
This  made  him  for  a  time  extremely  popukir  ;  and,  on 
the  strength  of  this  popubrity.  he  began  to  carr>'  his 
financial  theories  into  execution.  He  caused  ten  mil- 
Uons  of  dolkirs  to  be  struck  ofF  on  blue  and  green  pa- 
per. These  notes,  which  are  now  extremely  rare,  con- 
Luned  the  following  significant  inscription  : 

■*  Ro>'aI  S«'cdi>h   Currcnc)-. 

"  He  Who  RcftiMS  to  T^c  ThU  Bill  at  lis  Full  Value  Will 

Suffer  Death." 

The  prime  minister  sent  at  once  notice  to  the  rich 
men  of  Stockholm,  that  ihcj-  would  have  to  surren- 
der their  gold  and  silver  in  exchange  for  the  paper 
ciUTcncy.  "ITiis  order  was  received  with  a  great  deal 
of  grumbhng.  In  two  or  three  insuinces  \ioIent  re- 
sistance was  offered  to  its  enforcement.  The  culprits, 
howe^'cr.  were  summarily  punLshed.  Two  of  them 
w«re  beheaded,  and  the  third  was  banished  from  the 
cotintr)-.  Government  emissaries  scoured  the  whole 
counlr\'  for  gold  and  silver.  In  three  months  there 
were  eight  million  dollars  in  coin  in  the  royal  treas- 
ury. Charies  W\.  was  delighted.  Hehad  neverhad 
so  much  money  in  his  life.  He  immediately  oi^pin- 
ixed  three  new  regiments  of  infanir)-.  and  began  to 
talk  about  declaring  war  against  Germany  and  Kng- 
Und 

Meanwhile  the  Swedish  aristocracy  became  more 
and  more  restless,  (iocrz's  financuil  polic>-  was  not 
long  in  producing  its  natural  effects.  The  necessa- 
ries of  life  became  excessively  dear  in  Sweden.  Trade 
and  industry-  were  prostrate. 

In  Norway  the  people  refused  to  give  up  their  gold 
and  silver,  and  they  threatened  to  sever  their  connec- 
tion with  Sweden  entirely. 

This  exasperated  King  Charles  XH.  so  terribly, 
that  he  organized  an  expedition  against  the  Norwe- 
gians for  the  avowed  purpose  of  laving  waste  their 
country.  This  was  in  1818.  Cliarles  XH..  in  the 
first  place,  besieged  the  Norwegian  fortress  of  Frcdc- 
rickshall.  where  he  was  killed. 

Goerz,  who  had  remained  in  Stockholm,  was 
thrown  into  prison  by  Charles"  successor,  tried  for 
high  treason,  and.  early  in  1719.  beh«tdcd.  becattse, 
as  his  sentence  read,  "he  had  dishonored  the  na- 
tional faith,  and  fatally  injured  tlie  financial  credit  of 
Sweden." 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,  CAL. 

J\rO     HOTEL     ON     THE     PACIFIC 

Coast  can  mrpa^  the  Arlington'  in  ihc  airj-  cheer- 
fulness and  convenience  of  its  arrangements.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround* 
ings.  The  readers  of  the  Arconaut  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  pleasure  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  ver>'  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  solved  al  the  .\klisgton,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLEY,  Manager. 


BERKELEY 


GEO.  W.    rRESCOTT.  IRVING   M.    SCOTT,  H.    T.    SCOTT. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  FounJcd  1 5^9.)      Post  Office  r.o.\:  iiaS. 

COR.    FIRST    AND    MISSION    STREETS, 
S  A  N     F  K  .\  N  C  I  S  C  O 


MANUFACTURKRS    OF 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary-  and  Portable  Builci 
ll.iby  Hoist,  complete. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[established  in  1874.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

]  PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

i.AN    KHASCISCO,    CAL., 


CONSTANTLV  ON    HAND   AND    FOR   SALE, 

Direct-acting  Pum^mgand  Hoisting  Engme^, 
Upright  and  Malion.ir>'  Engines, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rocic  Breakers, 

Smelting  Kuniaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chloroduing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Sieani  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  funiished  al  lower  rates  than  by  EaMeru 
mamifaciurers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


GYMNASIUM  o 


F.   WILLEY  &•  CO., 


[MF-OkTRKS    AND    .MANLTA 


The  B'.;rkcley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory'  school  to  the 
University) — a  first-clxss  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  cduailion,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramoiing  sj-stem  of  the  small  colleges  and  milltarj"  acade- 
mies of  the  Slate.  The  next  tcrmwiU  commence  July  34th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  adniis.>.ion  July  23d  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer manlhs  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRiS.    PRINCIPAL, 

BERI;ELLV,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  ihe  j^ca- 
demical,  and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


An  InvocatioD. 

The  qoeea  of  night,  with  pale,  cold  eye, 
Loc^  don-n  upon  the  river's  shore, 

Oh,  coldly  pure,  thou  starry  sky, 

IJfiht,  light  this  shadowy  forest  more ! 

In  the  blue  ri*xr"s  heaving  breast 

I  bathed,  and  now  my  bliss  is  gone ; 

My  trousers — coal— my  white,  white  vest- 
Where  ii  the  bush  I  hung  them  on* 


His  hair  having  been  cut,  and  \-arious  offers  of  fancy 
soap,  hair  restorer,  and  so  forth,  having  been  declined 
Mrith  and  without  thanks,  the  barber  says  unto  him  : 
"Will  your  hair  do  that  way.  sir.*"  The  customer 
contemplates  himself  with  care  in  the  mirror ;  thi;n. 
returning  to  the  sacnfidal  chair  and  enveloping  him- 
self in  the  ailico  WTapper.  replies  solemnly  :  "Just  a 
Imle  longer." 


An  low-a  temperance  lecturer,  while  crossing  a  pas- 
ttirc  the  other  day,  was  chased  by  a  cow  with  one 
horn,  with  which  she  gave  him  a  most  vicious  jab  just 
as  he  was  chmbing  over  the  fence.  "  (Jreat  and  all- 
desiro>-ing  specter  !  '  he  shrieked,  rolling  on  the  grass 
and  rubbing  his  back,  •'  I  shall  never  like  milk  punch 
again.** 


*  .\nd  <.j  vou'ir-e  murned  from  Europe  : 

N\-w  lell  u%  how  much  did  you  see?" 
"  O^.  »r  l;-A  in  a  lot  of  old  ca.'tlcj, 

.\nil  trocied  about  in  Pare*. 
'  Wc  saw  all  the  thing*  in  the  guide-books ; 

Did  the  cU^ssicd  dodge  when  in  Rome  ; 
Bat,  between  you  and  me  and  the  bed-post. 

We  are  ihiuvdering  glad  to  get  home." 


The  other  day  a  stiringer  came  to  him  lo  be  treated 
for  rheumatism.  He  said  he  h-id  had  it,  "oft  and 
on,"  for  twel\-e  years.  He  hadn't  any  moncv.  he 
said,  but  expected  some  next  week  and  would  call 
and  pay.  "  Well."  returned  the  doctor,  "if  you've 
had  the  rheumatism  twelve_years,  I  reckon  another 
week  wont  hurt  you  much.  Come  next  wee  ■  when 
3foa  have  the  mon^." 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 

878. 


Next  quarter  will  commence  October  7, 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M. 


Principal, 
Oakland,  Cal. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concantrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  arc  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  arc  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  tmbir  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORIXG  EXTR.VCTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  lo  give  belter 
sati^action  to  the  consumers  th.in  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


Agents  for  the  bale  of  Wagotis  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  S:  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  C.^FFREY,  Camtlen,  N.J,, 
WOOD  BROTHERS,   New  York. 

H.   KILL.\M  &  CO.,   New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


AI^O,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCO.MBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Bl.ankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


THOS.  FLINT,  PresiJent.       J.  W.  FOARIl,  Man.-iger. 

Fekd.  K.  Rl'lr .Secrctar>-. 

I.  G.  Gardnrr General  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

TNSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE, 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  rrancLSt'O. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  Pnaidtnl. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Secretary. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


/~\F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  plajnng  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGE.\BLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


REDINGTON    & 

S.\N  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


CO. 


A  room  will  hold  nearly  twice  as  many  people  when 
the  Ught  is  dim  as  when  it  is  bright :  at  least  we  l^ve 
noticed  that  when  the  gas  is  low  in  the  parlor  a  young 
man  and  a  young  wotnan  can  both  sit  in  the  same 
space  which  cither  one  of  tbem  took  up  when  the  full 
bead  w^as  on. 


A  fat  woman  of  Corinth.  Mississippi,  drank  ash- 
bork  tea  to  make  her  lean  ;  and  she  skipped  for  the 
better  land  just  two  hours  ahead  of  a  lean  woman 
who  WTis  eating  gum  arabic  10  make  her  faL 


PerhafK  you  loathe  the  spider,  but  when  he  gets  a 
mosquito  in  the  meshes  of  his  web,  don't  you  feel 
like  patting  him  on  the  back. 


\  troy  man  has  lost  a  canal-boat,  and  a  local  paper 
■  _-^esi=  that  some  Syracuse  girl  took  it  for  a  slipper. 


JN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  Ciir  and  County  of  San  Francisco,    . 

MARY  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  r*.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant.— .-Xn  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  ih-i  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  to  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  Slate  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant: 

You  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  lirought 
against  you  by  the  aho»-e  ii.im^l  plainlilT  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  Sute  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Lit>  and  County  of  San  FrancUco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  ser\ice)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  ser\-ed  within  Viscounty;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  count\',  bat  in  this,  district,  within  twenty  day^- 
otherwise  within  forty  dasrs-y-or  judgment  hj-  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  pra>-er  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  di3.v>lving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plamtifiTand  daendani  (as  will  -appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
coce  to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
b  hereb>-  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby-  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plaiir- 
liff  will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relirf  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  f^ist  net  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  ihe  Slate  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Sept»Tnl>er,  in  ihc  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eighu 

lst\L  OF  coi-KT.)       THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Oerk. 
By  \Y.  STEYENSON,  Deputy  Oeric 

T.  ).  CROWLEY,  Auomey  for  Plaintiff, 
No.  629  Kearny  Street. 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE  .MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPFCIAI.  AGENTS   FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  539  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leitlesdortr  Street,  San  Franci.'ico. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drng  and  P rescriptio7i 

STORE, 

Northwest   corner   Polk   and    Pine    Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  (HiemicaU. 


.nd  Exchange  Board. 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

QTOCK  &>   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

m        314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


/CONSOLIDATED  IMPERIAL  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Fiaiicisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Gold 
Hill,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Dircetors, 
held  on  the  i2lh  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assessment  (No. 
7)  of  twenty  (20)  cenLs  per  share  was  levied  on  the  capital 
stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in  United 
Slates  gold  coni  to  the  Secretary',  at  the  office  of  the  Com- 
pany, Room  No.  8,  No.  203  BujLh  .'^ireet,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  seventeenth  ('r7th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  de- 
linquent, and  ad%'eni5ed  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  un- 
less payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Thlrsuav,  the 
seventh  (7th)  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pa^'  the  delin- 
quent asesssment.  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  ex- 
penses of  sale.     By  order  of  ibe  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DE.\N.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  No.  8,  No,  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


'THE  STATE  INVESTMENT 


INSURANCE    CO.MPAN^',    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS 8450,000 


Prindpal  Office,  2i8antl  330  Sansomt  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.   BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CH..VS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


r^RO  WN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL  VER 

Mining   Company. — Location   of    principal  pla 
business,   San    Francisco,  California.      Location  of  worlcs, 


Mining   Company. — Location   of    principal  place   of 
lss,   San    Francisco,  California- 
Cold  Hill,  Storey  County,  Nevad.-i. 


Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  of  September,  1878,  an  a.s- 
sesssment  (No.  35)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capitvil  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  'of 
Company,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bash  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twenty-third  (23d)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednksdav, 
the  thirteenth  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JAMES  NEWLANDS.  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  10,  No.  303  Bush  Street,  San  FrancLsco, 
California. 


QHOLLAR-POTOSI  MINING  CO. 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis. 
CO,  California,  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict. .Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fifth  <5ih)  day  of  September,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  15)  of  five  dollars  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francis- 
co, California. 

,\ny  slock  upon  which  this  asscssmentshall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Tl'esdav,  the  twenty- 
ninth  day  of  October,  1878,  10  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board'of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

QPHIR   SILVER    MINING    COMPA- 

ny.— I^wation  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Slorci' 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  loth  day  of  September,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  33)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  ciipital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  lo  the  Secreiarj',  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  .shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  15th  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
.idvcrtised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  payment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday',  the  fourth  day  of 
November,  1878,  to  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOY,  Secretary. 

Office — Ne.  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco. 
California. 


CAVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 

'■"^  Location  of  works,  Virginia.  Storey  County,  Nevada. 
Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  FrancLsco, 
California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  ala  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  sixth  (6lh)  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  35)  of  one  dollar  (Ji)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company.  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8ih)  day  of  October.  1878.  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  wilt  be  sold  on  Monday,  the 
twenty-eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  to  pa^  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  E.   B.   HOLMES,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  15,  Nerada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco,  California. 


J.   H.   JONES   &   CO., 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

OTOCK  AND  EXCHANGE  BROKERS 

*-'^      Office,  320  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


CHAS.  S.  FOX, 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


A 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

TTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 


AT  lAW,  San  Franasco.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  530  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  anti  q. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


llliMClFI 


COMMENXING    SlNDAY,    Jl^LY    I4,    1878. 

Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 


foil 


S.jo-, 


A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
'  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations,  S^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cniz  R.  R.  connects 
wiih  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
,M.  .'c  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
Ji'"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 
rn     in  ^"  ^^"  ^^■'^11'^   for    San    Jose   and  Way  Sta- 

^  ^„  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
Jl  'O^  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
£-ZJ'  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

f^   P.    M.    DAILY   for    San    Jose    and    Way    Sta- 
^'-f-      tions. 


^•30 1 


p.   M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park    and  Way  Sta- 


g^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  g.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  S^u  Jose  at  6.00  i*.  M. 

^-  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  follo\\'ing  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive, 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst,  Pass.  &  Tkt,  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  -v-ia  Fern- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  :m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Xlohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yltma. 


-^AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

>  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  July  29th,   1878,    and   until   further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave   San   Francisco 

(Washington  Street  Wharf),  as  follows: 

JOQ  P'  M.,  DAILY,  Suttdays  excepted, 
'Jj  Steamer   "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washin^on 

Street  "Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and   Express  Tram  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,   banta   Rosa,  HeaJdsburg,   Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.     Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville   for  Sononia ;  at  Geyserville    for   Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah.Lakeport,  Mendocino  Cit>',  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  GEYSERS. 
tS"  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  mom- 
'  ing.for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods. 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.15  a,  m.) 


SUNDAY  EXCURSIONS  AT  REDUCED  RATES. 

JP  iO/l  A.  M.^Sundays  only,  via  Donahue, 

^  *  *^  ^^  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Fares  for  the 
round  trip :  Donahue,  Si  '•  Petaluma,  $1  50 ;  Santa  Rosa, 
$2;  Healdsburg,  $3  ;  Cloverdale,  S4- 

Conneciion  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forestville,  Kor- 
bel's, Guemeville,  the  Russian  River,  and  Big  Trees.  Fares 
for  round  trip :  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2  50  ;  ForestWUe,  Kor- 
bel's.and  Guemeville,  $3. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  6.55  p.  M.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  3.00  P.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N,  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  rS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  z,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Building, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

TXr    W.  DODGE  &-   CO., 

WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco, 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


RE-OPENED. 


HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


Are  now  receiving 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


T 


'HE   PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 


and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
&  Co.,  San  Francisco;  John  Zeilc,  Haj-ward's ;  J.  West 
Martin.  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  Oakland. 

R.  H.  BENNETT,  Proprietor. 


y^    7.   PETTIT  &-   CO.'S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT, 
528  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


/COMMENCING 


TOES  DAY,    SEPT. 

and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEAVE  ^AiV  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferrv  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

y  QO   ^-    •*^-.    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market    Street  Landing),  con- 

necting v.-ith  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  M'oodland  and  Knight's"  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  p.  M.] 

7.00    ^-  ^■'   I^--iILY,    LOCAL   PAS- 

/  *  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  A.  M.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express,         [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  M.J 

g  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,    A  TLA  NT  I C 

'  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Mar>-sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (\'irginiaCity),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  GaJt  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  .m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  S.\n  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez at  Reduced  Ratf^. 

10  00   ^-    ^^'^■'  DAILY,   (VIA_  OAK- 

*  land  Ferr\'),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p.  m.] 

T   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

O  *  Passenger    Train     (via    Oakland    Fenr    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

T  QQ    P.    M.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

•_y  •  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  :h.] 

A  00  ^-  ^^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

jT'  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferr>-,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (Ari2ona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p-  M-] 

/f  on  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^.\JKJ  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (Tlie  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  v.  sl,  on  Tuesdays, 
Thursdays,  and  Saturdays  only,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Car- 
son, and  Vft-ginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Vallejo  and  Car- 
son [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a.  m.] 

A  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^*^^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

\Vharf )  for  Eenicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

(Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

^    JQ   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

T^*^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via 
Oakland  Ferrj",  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T-  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  .m.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

yj     OQ  P-  >/.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

4^'^*-^  senger  (via  Oakland  Ferr>-)  to  Haywards, 
Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

C  nn   P-   ^^-^    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

J  *  ^t_/  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for   Mills  Seminarj"  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 

Oakland. 


B6.10 
7.00 
7-3° 


11.00 
11.30 


12.30 
1. 00 
1.30 

2. 00 
3.00 

3-30 
4.00 
4.30 

S-oo 

5-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
Bii.45 


8. 00 
9.00 


A.  M. 


A.  M. 


I  B  7.oo|b  6. 
1  B  9.001      7-30 

1  BlO.Ool 

9-30 
11-00  E  5-00  10.30 
11.30 
P.  J 
12.30 
1. 00 
3-30 
4-30 
5-30 
6.30 


9.20 
10.30 
BH.45 


12.00 

. 

p.  M. 

1.30 

to 

•3.00 

4.00 

C 

5.00 

6.00 

-^ 

B*7.oo 

r% 

B-8..0 

> 

C-.0.30 
B*ii.45 

s. 

^—Swidays  excepted.  o—SuJtdays  only. 

*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


2-05 
4-30 


7.10 

p.  M, 


^  o 
2^3 


A.  M. 

3  5.10 
3  5.50 
6.40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
11.40 
P.  M. 
12.40 
1,25 
2.40 
4.40 
5.40 
6.40 

7-So 
9.00 
10.10 


A.  M. 
B  8.00 

DII.OO 
P.  M. 
B  6.00 


> 

I? 

5  o 
g.3 


A.  M. 
B'5.00 
B'S.40 
^6.25 
7.00 
8.03 
9.00 
10.  B3 
11.03 

12. CO 
¥.  M. 
1. 00 
3-00 
3.20 
4.00 
5.00 
6.03 

B*7 . 20 

8*8.30 
"10.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway), 


M.      1 

B  S 

20     1 

b6 

00 

6 

50 

7 

20 

7 

SO 

8 

2S 

8 

SO 

9 

20 

9 

so 

10 

20 

10 

50 

2D 

II 

50 

";/:::i 

P.  M. 
12.20 
12.50 
1,20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4.20 
4-50 
5.20 
5.50 
6.25 
6:50 
8.00 
9.10 
10.20 


B — Swtdays  excepted. 
•  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco — Daily — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9.15 — 10.15 

—11.15  A.  M.— 12,15— 1.15 — 2-25— 3-15— 4-15— 5-^5  P-  *'■ 

From  Oakland — Daily—vj.io — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — »f-o5 

A.    M.  — 12.05 — ^-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05P.  M. 

E — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  103  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t 


Z^PENCH  SA  VINGS 
J-  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  DusH  Street,  above  Kearnev,  Sak  Francisco. 
G.  MAKE.  Director. 


C;^    P.  C.  R,  R.— {NARROW  GAUGE), 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND  SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,   1S78. 

Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  187S,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferry  Landing,  Market  St.: 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
Alviso,  Agnew's.  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Galos,  and  Alma. 

Q   ^Q  A,  M..,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

/   '  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa  Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  \rith  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cruz;  or  \'ia  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

y^    OQ  P.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

'T''  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

-Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

S^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  m.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  ■*-  W- 


FERRIES    AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  ; 
LEAVE  SAN   FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


a.m. 

5.00 

A.M. 
6.40 

A 

9 

M.        1 

A.M. 

*io.3o 

P.M. 

4.20 

P 

6 

M. 

LE.WE  HIGH  STREET 

(alameda)  daily 

A.M. 
5.40 

A.M. 

7.30 

A 

9 

M.        1 
26        j 

P.M. 

*3.oo 

P.M. 

4.26 

p 
7 

M. 
00 

*  Sundays  only. 
THOS.  CARTER,  GEO.  H.  WAGGONER, 

Superintendent.  Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 


pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGEL/ES,  SANTA  EARP.ARA.  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Nonhem 
and  Southern  Coast  Pons,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.ciseo. 


P 


•ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with    unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  1st  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
September  2d,  and  everj'  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DLA.    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of   each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  evcrj'  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loth, 
2oth,  and  joih  of  each  month, 
WILLIAMS,   BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Erannan  Streets. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  ^vith   steamers   for    Sh.-inghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIG. 

Satiu-day,  May  18.  I  Tuesday,   June  18  I  Thursday,  jiug.   1 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  [  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery'  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,   President. 


s 


AUCELITO  FERRY. 

SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT. 


On  and  after  Thursday,  June  30,  1877,  a  swift  and  com- 
modious steamer  will  leave  as  follows : 

San  Francisco,  foot  of  Market  street— 8.45  a.  m.;  11.00 
a.  m.  ;  *3.3o  p.  m.  ;  5-30  p.  m. — R.  R. 

Saucehto — 7.55  a.  m. — K.  R. ;  9.30  a.  m. ;  i  p.  m. ;  4.30 
p.  m. 

SUNDAY  TIME. 

San  Francisco — 8.00  a.  m. — R.  R.;  10.00a.  m.;  lam.;  2.00 
p.  m. ;  4.30  p.  m.  ;  6.30  p.  m. 

Saucelito — 9.00  a.  m. ;  i  i.oo  a.  ra. ;  i.oo  p.  m. ;  3.30  p.  m. ; 
5.45  p.  m.;  7.45  P-  m.~R.  R. 

On  MONDAY  an  extra  trip  from  San  Francisco  at  7.00 
a.  m.  On  S.'VTURDAY  extra  trip  from  Saucelito  at  6.15 
p.  m.     ■  This  trip  at  2  p.  m.  on  Saturday. 

LANDS  FOR  SALE 
In  lots  to  suit.     Inquire  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
320  Sansome  Street,  or  of  M.  DORE  &  CO.,  No.  4"o  Pine 
Street.  FRj\NCIS  AVERY,  Superintendent. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604.    MER- 

■^■^      chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and_all  other  cases  attended  to. 


n^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S,  Bonds) 3,000,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,     W,  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Faih- 


Cashier H,  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A,  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  j  C.  T.  Christensen, 

(62  Wsll  Street.)!  Geo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 

§art  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,   the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Ainer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

LoNEiON  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Avthoj-ized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Ea/nings ijo.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  tit.,„.,„„„ 

IGN.    StE.NHART,;^^^'"^^""- 

p.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


n^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 


SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital Sj,ooo,ooo 

D.  O.  M I LLS President . 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier, 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  L"nieR 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  ^ank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Citj'  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  .Antwerp,  Anisterdnm,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno. 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yc- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

TRUSTEES. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'CoQnor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobi.v. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITT.A.NCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co-'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hoius  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorpor.ited October  13,  1S66. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Benson,  Secretary'  and  Cashier. 


J.   0.    MERRILL    &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  ,\  r:  n  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISL.\NDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  706  California  St.         -        -         San  Francieco. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  EV  ^ 

JOHNIMOLLOY,    154    CLAY    ST" 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKGeiNG 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEOAXT  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Agent  Tor  Pacific  Coo^L 

gf  Ownen  of  OiicWeriiis  Pi.-was  are  specially  miuestcil 
to  leave  oftlers  for  tiinini  at  warerooms,  31  Po%l  .Street. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Pianos, 
Prince  Orffiins,  U'attrs'  Organs,  Sheet  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 

A  WORLD'S  TRIUMPH, 

TBE  CUnKEXT  OF 

TRADE  REVERSED. 


TO  EUROPE. 

STEINWAY  &  SONS 

ORDERS  FROM  EUROPE 

have  iDCTVAftcd  to  &n  extent,  □ecossitaUng  tbo  e»- 
tabtihiDODt  of  Wuerooma  in  Londou.  Lncluw',  and 
ooQDCCtcd  with  It  Is  ft  Concort  Hall,  the  wholi<  com- 
blncd  miklllg  Uio  most  clcpant  Piano  WurtTminiM  In 
Earopo.  and  BUnds  there  as  a  moDument  of  Ameri- 
can genlaa  and  Indoatry. 

It  UUDposaiblo  to  mention  in  the  limited  Rpace  uf  an 
adTtrtlaoment  the  innumerable  triomph^  of  tliletetier 
eetksflTm.  They  stand  foreaiostoji  invoHtors  in  Piano 
oaUdlngln  Anicrlca.&nd  in  that  respect, noBmnll  com- 
pUneDt  to  their  InTcntions  is  tho  undeniable  en- 
donementof  all  their  competilors,  as  shonn  in  tlielr 
ImitatlTo effortB.  Certain  principle!i  uf  the Stcinnays 
are  hoverer  so  completely  protected,  that  no  Imtta- 
UoDOrmbatitnto  IsatteniptcdataU,  and  the  eballow 
method  of  crying  ench  InTentions  don-n  aro  resorted 
to  aod  relied  npon. 

Tho  Steinwayg  designed  and  perfected  tho  Ovt-r- 
•troDg  and  Iron  Frame  pystcme.  The  upplioaiii-n  o\ 
tho  Agraffo  Arrangements  to  Sf^naro  and  rpnplil 
Plaoos.  Tho  Patent  Duplex  &:alo  crealluy  tb.-  nnitt 
beaatlftil  treble  tones,  (the  Duplex  Scale  is  of  recent 
tnventioo  jjid  only  to  bo  found  in  Pianos  Mild 
recently].  Tho  improTe*)  Donblo  Dampere.  The 
later  Idea  extending  tho  Acraffes  to  every  htrinn  in  the 
Ptano.  The  highest  finish  to  aL  parts  of  the  int^tni- 
ment,  including  flmt  qualiti'^F  of  Ivf^-.  ebony,  iVlt, 
cloth,  etc.  Tho  wood  worlt  and  varnish  of  mich  firisi- 
clam  character,  that  the  employment  of  large  caijlut 
and  expencocoaloDo  permits. 

The  name  of  Steioway  has  become  a  "boufipltolcl 
word"  Id  American  homes,  and  the  salitifacton 
record  of  18  years  trial  on  tho  Pacific  Cou.'tt.  io  ilsfll 
•mre*  tho  purchaser  that  the  investment  it)  nr 
■peenlatlon,  but  one  of  perfect  HKiirity. 

Tho  o(t-rer««ted  story  of  rival  makeru  claiming  u 
hare  been  StclQways' foreman,  etc.  phoiild  bavH  xti 
weight  with  purchascrB.  An  immense  nianufactnr 
log  oasineesUkatbo  Stciuways  is  Uividi-d  into  de- 
partments for  the  TarioQB  clatts<.-s  t^<f  work,  and  h 
foreman  of  ono  department  superintt-ndis  that  alone. 
and  cannot  be  perfected  in  other  detmls. 

ThoStelnways  (a  numerona  famil>  )  are  the  Inven- 
tor* and  deslgnoTB  of  the  principks  ^<l  iheir  Vm  n»s. 
and  are  alono  responsible  for  tho  thorough  execu- 
tion of  their  own  ideas. 

In  the  Machinery  Department  at  the  Ute  Centen-  ' 
nlal  Exhlbitloa  BUlnwaya  were  a^varded  a  spivlal 
medal  foranlnrentlon  for  tenting  tLuirirou  fr.inir^ 
under  a preesore  of  6,000  Ibn.  to  lb'.-  K^iuaro  <entl 
metre.  (This award  wa«  distinct  from  tlxlr  niedul 
fbr  tho  beet  Pianos  exhibited  )  Tho  iron  framiH  ti, 
Btelnway  Pianos  are  tho  only  oneit  t"*  tvstvd,  anJ 
while  other  makers  rely  on  caetim^n  from  an  ordi- 
nary foundry,  the  fitelnways  maintain  their  ok'l 
foondjy.  and  mano&cturo  a  frame  of  mmpntite  veiai, 
which  adds  greatly  to  tho  resonant  qualities  of  th» 
Instrument  la  genersL 

It  frequently  occurs  that  tho  attempt  In  mada  ic 
rrnlM^  tho  chvmcter  of  Pianos  constnioied  ou  lent 
costly  principles  to  tho  rank  that  the  iStt^'inway  main 
tains,  by  naming  a  price,  the  samo  or  nearly  ix. 
Thin  method  Is  frequently  exposed  by  ihv  pirferi 
willingness  of  the  dealer  to  xnako  astonl--bfnK  di** 
connts  for  caah  or  extremely  long  credit*  ;  xyptem* 
not  entertained  In  any  first-lass  ousinects.  Io  full 
logaStelnway  Plane,  a  guarantee  of  worth  i*  elver. 
pcotectiBg  the  pnn^uwer  for  Syears,  and  <-jia]'<gii<  > 
issued  by  the  Padflc Coast  Agendcfl  have  an  iiutforn: 
rate  of  prices  in  gold,  and  where  de»tircd  a  bbf-ml 
ln.*tallment  plan  is  offered  to  responjubN?  buyer-. 
with  an  additloual  charge  of  simple  Intrr'St  fr. 
deferred  payments.  Oataloguea  mailed  on  t.ppllt-:i 
tlonto 

IT.  GBAT,  General  AfjettI, 

t05  Kearny  Strer:.  s.  1 


WiLI     kl  MOVK  AROir  OCT. 


M  TO 


I  17    POST    STREET. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

H.WE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  li;is  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  .It  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  T.\STE.      At  the  old  st.and, 

NOS.   224  AND    226   BUSH   STREET,   S.   F. 


RMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 
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ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
&.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

.SKXD  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOiiUE. 


Il'f  beg  to  inform  our  friends  and  all  connoisseurs  that  we  have 
received  a  shipment  of  the  celebrated 

POMMERY  &    GRENO 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &.  CO. 

fine-art  dealers. 

FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  .Tssortmciu  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL.  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 


19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


J      favorite  of  all  i^oiirmels  in  Europe  and  the  Eastern  States.     ^Ve  guarantee  the  qual- 
ity of  this  Wine  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  most  fastidious. 
L.    LEBENBAUM   &  CO.,  529  and  531  Kearny  SL  and  1303  Polk  St. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 


135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR   SUTTER,   UP  STAIRS. 

J^~  The  fmcst  assortment  of  French  .Millinery  lioods  in  the  city  always  on  hand.  "Si^ 

MRS.  M.  M.  COLEMAN. 
ESS  MAKING  PARLORS 

NO.   115  KEARNY  STREET, 
Kooms   13,   14,  and   15,  over  Keane,  O'Connor  &  Co.,  San  Francisco. 


PIANO 


SCHO>LJiCKER  AND   IIEXRY  F.   MIL- 
LER CELEIiR.VTEIJ  PIANOS. 

Piaii.>.  luncd.  Rented,  and  f-.r  Salvm  the  Iii^lallmenl  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street   San  Francisco. 


PiCIFIC 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(L'liivcrsity  of  Copenhagen,  D'.fimarlc), 

pHVSICIA.\  AND  SURuEOX.    Office 

and  Residence,  113  Kcaniy  Street.  OITice  hour.,  ii 
A.  u.  to  I  I-.  M.,  6  to  S  I-.  M,  Sund.-)y  i  ■  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  oflicr. 

PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 
■    first  ci_\ss  in  all  re-specis. 

QL/ET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 
-_     for  l-a  ies,  Genilemcn,  and  Families.     iRT  Entrance 


IJ/A  RE  ROOMS,   N.   IV.   CORNER 

^'         KEARNV  AND  SUITER  STREETS. 

SHERMAN,  [TyDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The   c)iily  rc;illy  lit-h  I -running  lock-stitch   Sewing  M.ichii 
in  ihc  market. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  30  Post  Street,  San  FnuicUco. 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  .ii.d  R,:l.-iil 

Dj-iii^'gists,   Importers  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  140  Montgomery   .Street,  under  the  Occidcnt.-il    H.ilel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

to  compounding  rhysici-in's  Prescriptions,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
nands,  while  every  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  .nil 
prcjcira  lions.  ^^ 

HOME    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 


NOOK    FARM. 


pA  Ml  LIES    WISHING    TO   SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  country  will  find  this  a  i.hcer(u 
home,  and  beautirul  scenery  of  such  endless  variety  as  temp 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  e-vcellent  tabic,  flocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Franci.M;o 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.  IJ.  SMITH, 
■Rutherford.  Nana  County.  CaJ. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 

COLLECT  RENTS,  MANAGE  ESTATES 

TTOUSES    AND    LOTS    FOR   SALE 

in  this  city,  Oakland,  and  Alameda.  I.and)>  and 
Ranches  for  s;dc  in  all  parts  of  the  country-.  Agellt^  in  the 
principal  cities.     Collections  in.-idtc  throughout  trie  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA   STREET. 


o 


M  U  LLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 

rhc  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


OFi'IClAN       135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Bush.    oppo>itt    the     Occidental 


■cs,  Genilemcn, 
«outh  Mile  of.  Court. 


A.  D.  SHARON. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
.jO  r<KA  S:.,  San  Fraocisco.  1 


RUPTURE. 

BUY -NO   TRUSS 

l-'iitii  you  sec  what  lin.';  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vent  ion. 

Call,  or  send   for  New    Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

.MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


FFICE  OF  THE  SIERRA  NEVADA 

Silver  Mining  Company  San  Francisco,  October  2d, 
1878.— In  accordance  with  arcsolulion  adopted  at  a  meeting 
of  the  Trustees  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  Silver   Minitij;  Com- 
pany, held  this  ilay,  a  special  meeting  of  the  stockholdeis  of 
said  Cnmpany  is  hereby  called,  llie  same  to  be  held  at  the 
ofl'ice  of  the   Comuany,  Room  47,  Nevada   Block.  No.  309 
Montgomery  Street,  San  Franci.sco,  California,  on  Monday, 
the  fourth  (4th)  day  of  November,  1878,  at  two  (a)  o'clock 
p.  M.,  to  take  into  consideration  and  decide  upon  the  propo- 
sition to  increase  the  capital  stock  of  said  Company  from  ten 
million  ($io,ooo,o.xi)  dollars,  divided  into  one  hundred  thou- 
sand {100,000)  shares  of  the  ]>ar  Vi^Iuc  of  one  huntlred  ($100) 
dollars  each,  the    present    capital    stock,    to    fifty   million 
(550,00,0000)   dollars,   divided    into  five  hundred   thousand 
(500,000)  shares   of  the  par  v.-ilne  of  one  hundred  ($100)  dol- 
lars each.  rOlIN  SKAI-,         ^ 
(HAS.   H.   FISH,    I 
[OS.    CLARK,  Trustees 
A.  K.  HEAD.          ( 
R.  N.  GRAVES,    ) 
W.  W,  SfETSDN,  Secretary. 


<r/LVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY, 

*^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  PVancis- 
co,  California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey  Coun- 
ty, Nev.ida. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  thirtieth  (30th)  day  of  Scutember, 
1878,  an  as-scisment  (No.  4)  of  fifty  (50)  cents  per  share  w.-us 
levied  upon  the  capital  ^ck  of  the  corporation,  payable 
immediately  in  United  State>  gold  com,  to  the  Secretary,  at 
the  office  of  the  company,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street, 
San  Francisco,  Californ  a. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  a.ssessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  first  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  adverti.sed  for  .sale  at  public  auction;  and  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Mo.ndav,  the  twenty- 
fifth  day  of  November,  1878.  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
(Jalifornta, 

BEAMISH'S 
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THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN. 


Translated  for  the  Argonaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  FeuiUet. 


tcONTINUED   FHOM   LAST   NUMBER.] 

I  have  time  after  the  second  bell  to  examine  my  surroundings.  They 
surpass  my  expectations.  The  room  is  that  of  a  captive  princess.  The 
walls,  hung  with  old  tapestries  of  forest  scenes,  high,  sombre,  mysteri- 
ous ;  the  recesses  of  the  windows  deep  as  chapels.  I  am,  as  I  said,  in 
the  middle  of  the  Xorth  Tower.  This  tower  is  a  very  high,  square 
building,  of  feudal  appearance,  and  of  date  more  ancient  than  that  of 
the  rest  of  the  chdteau,  of  which  it  forms  the  right  wing.  It  is  especi- 
ally consecrated  as  the  dwelling  place  of  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  who 
can  there  satisfy  more  easily  his  taste  for  retirement  and  isolation. 
They  have  lately  even  put  up  a  transversal  gate,  hidden  by  a  fence, 
which  serves,  so  to  say,  as  a  boundary  line  between  the  tower  and  the 
chateau,  and  which  enables  the  unfortunate  young  man  to  live  com- 
pletely apart  when  it  suits  him  ;  and  it  suits  him  to  do  so  whenever  there 
are  visitors  at  his  mother's,  for  he  has  the  sad  fancy  that  he  is  an  object 
of  horror  to  every  one  but  his  mother.  Buildings  recently  put  up  form 
a  special  yard,  where  he  has  his  stables  and  kennels,  and  from  which  he 
has  egress  to  the  surrounding  country.  He  can  in  this  way  go  and 
come  without  crossing  the  main  courtyard.  Monsieur  Roger  occupies 
the  apartments  of  the  ground  floor,  and  my  grandmother  and  I  are 
lodged  in  the  first  story.  C^cile  says  we  have  been  admitted  to  this  sa- 
cred place  because  we  are  the  quietest  people  of  the  party.  We  are, 
moreover,  in  communication  with  the  chateau  through  corridors  leading 
from  each  story,  and  can  move  about  freely  without  being  exposed  to 
meeting  Monsieur  de  Louvercy.  Cecile,  however,  has  warned  us  that 
he  does  sometimes  mount  to  the  second  story  to  work  in  the  library  ; 
"but,"  added  she,  "nothing  is  easier  than  to  avoid  him,  poor  boy! 
You  will  hear  his  crutch  upon  the  stairs.'' 

Notwithstanding  this  recommendation,  I  confess  that  I  secretly 
promised  myself  some  day  or  other  to  seize  an  opportunity  to  look  upon 
this  morose  and  deformed  young  man.  My  curiosity  was  satisfied — 
punished  even — within  the  hour,  and  my  compassion  for  him  is  with 
difficulty  kept  alive  after  what  I  have  seen,  and,  above  all,  heard.  The 
window  of  my  dressing-room  opens  upon  the  little  yard  where  are  the 
stables  particularly  reserved  for  the  use  of  Monsieur  de  Louvercy.  I  had 
just  finished  planting  my  red  rose  in  the  lace,  when  the  yard  resounded 
with  a  confused  uproar,  made  up  of  the  stamping  of  horses'  feet,  bark- 
ing, calling,  impatient  cries,  and,  it  must  be  said,  of  frightful  oaths.  I 
slightly  raised  the  window,  when  I  beheld  two  enormous  Newfoundland 
dogs  jumping  up  to  the  nose  of  a  horse  that  was  white  with  sweat  and 
foam,  then  a  species  of  basket  dogcart,  and  in  this  cart  Monsieur  de 
Louvercy,  too  easily  recognizable  by  his  mutilated  arm  and  leg.  As  for 
his  face,  I  could  scarcely  make  out  anything  but  the  long  blonde  mous- 
taches hanging  down  a  la  Tartarc.  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  called  out 
in  the  tone  of  a  veritable  fury  for  two  servants,  who,  without  doubt,  were 
not  expecting  him  so  soon,  and  who  nn  forward  dismayed.  He  hailed 
them  with  another  volley  of  fierce  words  while  they  assisted  him  to  get 
out  of  his  cart.  I  quickly  closed  my  curtain  and  saw  nothing  more.  I 
was  heartsick.  This  revolting  scene  lessened  his  misfortune  in  my 
eyes.     My  neighbor!    We  shall  not  be  neighborly,  I  fear. 

We  are  at  table.  Cecile,  carrying  out  her  programme,  placed  me  be- 
tween the  two  young  rivals.  At  my  right  is  the  dark-complexioned 
Monsieur  de  Valnesse  ;  at  my  left  is  Monsieur  de  Valnesse  the  fair — an 
arrangement,  by  the  way,  which  seemed  somewhat  to  surprise  Madame 
de  Louvercy  Cecile  placed  herself  in  front,  the  better  to  overlook  my 
operations.  She  is  beside  the  Cure  de  Louvercy,  whom  she  strives  to 
make  laugh  while  drinking.  She  laughs  herself  with  all  her  heart  while 
inciting  me  by  a  side  glance  to  do  my  duty.  She  evidently  tninks  that 
I  am  rather  lax  in  my  efforts.  The  truth  is  that  I  encounter  unforeseen 
difticukies.  Messieurs  de  Valnesse  are  both  ver>-  polite,  but  they  do 
not  aid  me  in  my  inquest — they  scarcely  answer  me.  There  is  some- 
thing, I  do  not  know  what,  which  seems  to  paralyze  them.  They  look 
at  me  in  a  kind  of  uneasy  stupor.  They  seem  much  interested  in  the 
red  rose  which  is  in  my  hair.  But  it  is  not  that  which  is  in  question,  my 
good  gentlemen. 

Scarcely  am  I  out  of  the  room  when  Cecile  takes  me  apart : 

"  Well,  what  have  you  discovered?" 

"  I  have  discovered  that  they  are  timid,  which  is  already  something." 

"Timid,"  cried  she.  "because  you  do  not  encourage  them.  You 
must  encourage  them  if  you  want  them  to  be  sociable  and  open  them- 
selves to  you." 

That  seemed  to  be  reasonable.  I  encouraged  them  gently,  and,  in 
fact,  with  the  aid  of  the  coffee  I  found  that  they  became  sociable  by  de- 
grees. Both  sang  for  me  ;  both  asked  me  to  waltz  several  times,  and 
after  each  waltz  1  kept  them  by  me  for  a  moment  to  enjoy  their  conversa- 
tion. Meanwhile  Cecile  was  rushing  about  in  the  parlor  in  the 
strangest  v.ay.  sometimes  bursting  into  laughter  without  reason,  some- 
times turning  the  music  on  the  piano  up  side  down.  All  at  once  she 
disappeared,  and  after  a  few  moments,  fearing  that  she  was  suffering,  I 
went  to  look  for  her. 

Through  the  half  shades  of  twilight  I  discovered  her  in  the  court- 
yard of  the  cha.teau.  She  was  walking  up  and  down  with  a  quick  step, 
like  one  who  wishes  to  start  the  circulation  after  a  bath.  I  went 
toward  her  ;  she  made  believe  that  she  did  not  see  me,  and  turning  her 
back  upon  me  continued  to  walk.     I  called  her : 

"Cecile  ! '' 

"What?" 

"  Are  you  in  pain?'' 

"No." 

"  Well,  what  has  happened?  " 

"  Nothing  ! " 

1  looked  straight  in  her  face,  when  she  continyed  :  "No,  nothing. 
Nothing  more  than  what  I  ought  to  have  foreseen  if  I  had  had  less  sin- 
cerity. Since  your  arrival,  ^-ith  your  divine  form,  it  was  clear  that  I 
was  lost.  Ah,  vton  Dicii !  it  is  not  your  fault  that  you  are  made  so.  I 
do  not  reproach  you  ;  that  is — pardon  me,  my  dear — you  might  get 
along  without  being  a  coquette.  When  a  woman  is  as  beautilul  as  you 
are,  and  coquettes  besides,  then  good-bye  !  notliing  is  possible  !  " 

"  Really,  Ct^cile,  I  do  not  know  whether  I  ought  to  laugh  or  get  an- 
gry. What  does  this  mean?  You  beg  me,  you  supplicate  me,  to  study 
these  two  young  men," 

"  Yes,  but  you  study  them  too  much — and  they  study  you  too  much, 
also." 

■ '  Well,  what  now  ?    Do  you  want  me  to  stop  ?  " 

She  seized  my  hand.  "  Oh,  no  ;  "  and  after  a  pause,  softening,  she 
said  :  "  I  am  foolish,  am  I  not?"  and  hiding  her  face  in  my  bosom  she 
burst  into  tears. 

I  comforted  her  as  I  would  comfort  a  child,  and  she  soon  recovered 
her  vivacity  and  her  liabiiual  tenderness:  "Listen.  I  have  a  superb 
idea.  You  shall  choose  the  one  who  pleases  you  best,  and  I  will  take 
the  other.  We  will  be  cousins,  almost  sisters  ;  it  wilt  be  delicious.  Be- 
sides, it  is  right  that  you  should  choose  before  mi- ;  you  are  superior  in 
all  respects.     It  is  just,  very  just."' 

"  Darling,  you  are  the  best  little  creature  in  all  the  world,  but  1  can 
not  enter  into  your  arrangement.  And  be  persuaded  of  this  thing  : 
the  Messieurs  de  Valnesse  can  only  be  for  me  pretenders  to  your  hand. 


That  title  gives  them  in  my  eyes  an  absolutely  sacred  character,  and 
prevents,  even  to  the  shadow  of  a  thought,  any  personal  pretension  on 
my  part,  which  would  appear  to  me  to  be  a  gross  offense  against  deli- 
cacy and  friendship.     Do  you  believe  me  ?    Are  you  reassured  ?  " 

"  I  do  believe  you,  and  I  adore  you  !  Come,  continue  your  observa- 
tions." 

We  entered  the  parlor,  where  I  continued  my  studies,  but  in  modera- 
tion, for  zeal,  too,  has  its  dangers. 

The  old  bell  strikes.     How  charming  at  night,  and  in  the  woods  ! 

Grand Dicu!  two  o'clock  in  the  morning!  Are  you  not  ashamed, 
miss? 

yunc  i2ih. — Is  movement  the  synonym  of  pleasure,  and  is  the  mere 
act  of  mo\Tng  about  sufficient  to  amuse  one?  If  so,  I  amuse  myself 
loo  much.  "  What  shall  we  do  this  morning  ?  What  shall  we  do  this 
afternoon  ?  What  shall  we  do  to-night  ?  "  is  the  burden  of  the  song  in 
this  household  ;  and  behold  us  starting  off  on  foot,  on  horseback,  in 
carriages,  looking  at  nothing,  rushing  by  everything,  with  laughter,  with 
racket,  which  accompany  us'on  our  return,  go  to  table  with  us,  dance 
with  us,  sing  with  us,  and  do  not  leave  us  even  in  the  corridors. 

Early  this  morning  I  wished  to  be  refreshed  with  a  solitary  walk  in 
the  park,  and,  as  it  were,  have  a  meeting  with  myself.  I  was  going 
dow^n  noiselessly  from  my  tower,  and  was  about  half  way,  when  sud- 
denly a  dull  hammering  sound  on  the  steps  below  warned  me  of  the  ap- 
proach of  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  who  was  apparently  on  ?iis  way  to 
the  library.  I  stopped  quite  short,  and  was  on  the  point  of  bravely 
turning  my  back  and  escaping  to  my  room.  There  was  no  time,  how- 
ever. Monsieur  Roger  and  I  met  face  to  face.  Seeing  me  suddenly 
before  him,  he  turned  as  pale  as  though  he  saw  a  ghost,  made  an  awk- 
ward gesture,  as  if  attempting  to  bow,  and  in  his  confusion  let  go  his 
crutch,  which  rolled  to  the  bottom  of  the  stairs.  I  can  not  find  words 
to  describe  the  expression  of  profound  distress  which  showed  itself  in 
his  face.  It  was  pain,  humiliation,  and  anger  combined.  He  held  to 
the  railing  with  his  right  hand,  while  his  broken  arm  and  his  shortened 
leg  hung  unsupported  in  the  air.  I  hastily  descended  the  steps,  picked 
up  his  crutch,  ran  up  quickly,  and  replaced  it  under  his  arm.  He  fixed 
his  dark  blue  eyes  upon  me,  and  simply  said,  in  a  deep,  grave  tone  of 
voice  :  "  I  thank  you,''  and  continued  on  his  way,  as  I  did  on  mine. 

This  little  scene  somewhat  reconciled  me  with  him.  In  the  first  place, 
I  was  infinitely  grateful  to  him  for  having  spared  me  those  soldierly 
broadsides  of  which  he  was  so  prodigal  ;  and  secondly,  in  spile  of  the 
involuntary  antipathy  with  which  deformed  people  generally  inspire  me, 
1  was  far  from  finding  him  as  repulsive  as  Cecile  had  described  him. 
One  arm  is  gone,  and  one  leg  shortened  and  perhaps  paralyzed  ;  but 
his  face  is  handsome  and  refined,  and  the  slight  scar  on  his  forehead 
does  not  disfigure  him.  He  has,  to  be  sure,  a  wild,  restless  look,  which 
comes,  doubtless,  from  the  untrimmed  condition  of  his  hair,  and  his 
long — too  long — moustache. 

I  was  entering  the  park  whi?n  Cecile  saw  me  from  the  window.  Three 
minutes  afterward  she  was  trampling  the  grass  by  my  side,  and  hopping 
about  like  a  little  bird.     I  told  her  of  my  meeting  with  her  cousin. 

"  Ah,  7non  Dicu  !    How  he  must  have  sworn. 

"  Not  at  all.'' 

"  You  astonish  me.  But  yet  he  must  be  in  good  humor  to-day  ;  he 
expects  his  friend  this  evening." 

"  What  friend?" 

"  Captain  d'Eblis.  you  know," 

"No,  I  do  not  know.     Who  is  he?" 

"  I  thought  I  had  told  you  he  was  the  one  who  saved  Roger  at  Coul- 
niiers.  They  have  been  very  intimate  ever  since  they  were  at  .Saint  Cyr 
together.  At  the  moment  when  poor  Roger  was  torn  to  pieces  by  that 
shell.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  picked  him  up  from  the  midst  of  the  fire  and 
from  under  the  horses'  feel,  and  carried  him  off  in  his  arms  as  one  would 
a  child.  It  was  very  tine  !  And  since  then  he  has  behaved  admirably 
to  him  ;  he  has  even  found  means  to  attach  him  to  life  again  by  persuad- 
ing him  to  write  the  history  of  this  terrible  war.  They  work  together  at 
this.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  comes  to  see  him  often,  and  brings  him  all  the 
documents  which  may  be  useful  in  the  work.  He  is  himself  well  ed- 
ucated—quite learned,  in  fact.  Commander  of  a  squadron  of  the  staff 
at  thirty  years — think  of  that !  " 

"  But  tell  me,  ma  chcrU,  may  not  this  gentleman  be  admirer  number 
three  ?  '■ 

"  Monsieur  d'Eblis  !  "  cried  Cecile.  "Ah,  grand  Dieit!  My  dear, 
one  might  about  as  well  marry  Croquemitaine — he  is  so  stern,  so  terri- 
ble. I  like  him  pretty  well,  however,  on  account  of  his  behavior  to 
Roger.  But  we  have  scarcely  seen  each  other  more  than  two  or  three 
limes.  He  seems  to  look  upon  me  as  a  baby,  and  I  look  up  to  him  as 
I  would  to  a  father.  Come,  now,  let  us  talk  seriously.  Charlotte.  Don't 
it  seem  to  you  that  there  is  time  enough  for  me  to  think  about  deciding 
between  the  Messieurs  de  Valnesse?" 

"  It  does  seem  to  me  that  there  is  no  hurry  about  it.'' 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ! '' 

■ '  There  is  nothing  disagreeable  in  your  relations  with  those  gentlemen." 

"  Really — you  believe  it?  And  my  heart,  my  poor  heart,  what  would 
you  do  with  that?" 

"  Has  it  spoken?" 

"  No,  but  it  is  impatient  to  speak — it  burns  to  speak.  Give  it  but  the 
words." 

I  saw,  however,  that  she  did  not  care  a  great  deal  about  it,  and,  an- 
swering her  in  a  joking  way  we  entered  the  chateau  as  the  bell  rang  for 
breakfast. 

The  truth  is,  that  a  choice  between  the  two  candidates  seems  to  me 
very  difficult.  The  result  of  my  observation,  and  of  the  information  I 
have  obtained  about  them,  continues  to  be  both  satisfactory  and  embar- 
rassing :  satisfactory,  because  both  of  them  are  endowed  with  valuable 
qualities  ;  embarrassing,  because  these  qualities  seem  about  equal  in 
each.  Even  in  their  intelligence,  in  their  type  of  character,  and  in  their 
physique,  there  are  resemblances  which  are  easily  explained  by  their  near 
relationship.  To  sum  up  all.  I  find  them  to  be  two  of  the  best  kind  of 
young  men  which  can  be  found.  They  are  excellent  fellows,  of  refined 
tastes,  respectable  talents,  aad  somewhat  ordinary  intelligence,  but  of 
elevated  sentiments,  and  possessing  a  high  sense  of  honor.  They  sus- 
tain their  rivalry  and  nmtual  pretensions  with  a  chivalrous  politeness 
which  it  gives  one  pleasure  to  observe. 

Moji  Dicn  !  I  love  Cecile  so  dearly  that  I  should  have  wanted  an  ab- 
solutely perfect  husband  for  her — a  thing  so  rarely  found.  But  would 
it  be  wise  to  pursue  an  ideal  which  perhaps  does  not  exist  when  one  has 
at  hand  something  approaching  it,  and  which  may  never  be  found  again? 
Has  not  a  really  superior  man  almost  always,  as  far  as  one  can  discover, 
faults  of  character  equaling  his  good  traits,  and,  as  it  were,  in  inverse 
ratio  to  his  merits?  Is  theie  not  in  reality  more  guarantee  for  the  hap- 
piness of  a  woman  in  this  honest  medium  offered  so  agreeably  in  the 
persons  of  Ihe  Messieurs  de  Valnesse? 

"  My  uneasy  conscience"  is  in  torture  while  resolving  these  grave  ques- 
tions which  may  influence  a  destiny  so  very  dear  to  me  ;  and  I  am  re- 
ally astonished  at  the  tranquillilyof  mind  with  whicli  Cecile — let  her  say 
what  she  will — awaits  my  decree  before  pronouncing  her  own.  I  was 
never  on  my  own  account  placed  in  a  similar  position,  but  I  imagine  that 
if  I  were  1  should  be  less  calm,  but  much  more  decided.  Well,  we  shall 
see, 

Same  day,  midnight. — This  evening  was  passed  with  less  noise  and 
not  so  tamely  as  the  preceding  ones.     Captain  d'Eblis's  presence  threw 


cold  water  oh  it,  Cecile  says;  but  I  think  that  it  simply  raised  the  diapa- 
son of  our  little  circle.  I  have  often  noticed  the  peculiar  influence 
which  a  really  distinguished  man  will  exercise  in  society  by  his  presence 
;  alone.  He  gives,  without  wishing  to,  or  without  knowing  that  he  does 
it,  a  new  spirit  to  things  about  him.  Whether  he  speaks  or  whether  he 
is  silent  does  not  much  matter;  that  he  is  there  is  sufficient.  Each  one 
rises  more  or  less  to  his  standpoint — has  a  sense  of  larger  life  in  conse- 
quence of  it;  a  more  active  current  of  thought  on  a  higher  plane  is  es- 
tabhshed;  unimportant  incidents  become  interesting;  the  amusements 
are  of  a  more  refined  and  useful  kind.  One  feels  uneasy,  but  very 
happy,  because  he  is  there,  and  sometimes  relieved  when  he  goes  away; 
but  he  is  missed,  and  one  feels  lessened  by  his  absence.  Less  impor- 
tance is  attached  to_what  is  said  because  he  does  not  hear  it,  and  to 
what  is  done  because  he  knows  not  of  it. 

This  afternoon  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  went  to  the  station  with  his 
dogcart  to  meet  Captain  d'Eblis.  Partly  from  accident,  partly  from 
curiosity,  I  found  myself  in  my  dressing-room  when  they  entered  the 
liille  stable-yard.  Hearing  the  noise  of  wheels  I  raised  my  curtain. 
Monsieur  d'Eblis  had  just  jumped  out  of  the  dogcart,  and  while  laugh- 
ing extended  his  arms  to  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  who,  laughing  also, 
sHd  down  on  the  breast  of  his  friend.  It  seemed  to  me  that  there  was 
in  this  affectionate  act  a  touching  reminder  of  the  terrible  scenes  at 
Coulmiers,  and  I  took  pleasure  in  picturing  to  myself  the  violent  emo- 
tions and  the  fever  of  heroism  stirred  up  bv  the  battle  and  expressed  on 
those  two  faces,  at  present  so  tranquil  and  smiling. 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  dined  with  us.  He  is  of  medium  height  and  some- 
what unbending,  but  possessing  that  elegance  of  appearancewhich  char- 
acterizes officers  in  civilian  dress.  It  must  be  allowed  that  at  first  sight 
there  was  something  extremely  severe,  and  even  hard,  in  his  looks. 
Fine,  clear-cut  features,  dark  complexion,  heavy,  bristling  moustache, 
and  very  black,  calm-loDking  eyes,  were  what  one  first  saw,  and  they 
were  not  very  reassuring.  But  the  slightest  smile  which  appeared  spread 
over  all  that  an  expression  of  kindness  which  gave  one  confidence.  After 
a  few  words  from  him  one  takes  courage,  for  his  voice  is  singularly  sweet 
and  musical.  It  is  indeed  surprising  and  charming  to  hear  such  music 
come  from  under  those  frightful  moustaches. 

Several  times  during  dinner  I  had  that  pleasure,  having  been  placed 
beside  him  at  table.  We  both  began  by  holding  our  tongues.  I  was 
frightened,  and  may  be  he  was  not  much  braver  than  myself,  for  if  he 
has  his  severe  expression  I  have  mine  also,  and  have  often  remarked 
that  I  produce  a  sense  of  fear  in  people  approaching  me  for  the  first 
time.  All  at  once  he  broke  the  ice  by  saying,  "  Mademoiselle,  I  have 
heard  a  good  deal  about  you  to-day." 

"  How  happened  that,  sir?  " 

"  I  already  know  that  you  sympathize  with  the  unfortunate." 

"Sir!" 

"  I  know  that  you  were  very  kind  this  morning  to  my  friend  Roger.'' 

"  Man  Dicu  /    Any  one  in  my  place  would  have  acted  as  I  did." 

"  Very  true.  Many  people  give  alms,  but  then  there  is  the  way  of 
giving  them." 

I  told  him  that  I  felt  flattered  by  the  compliment,  for  ho  knew  what 
good  works  were,  having  done  more  for  Monsieur  Roger  than  I  had 
done  or  should  ever  have  the  opportunity  of  doing. 

He  bowed,  and  replied,  in  a  sad  tone,  "  I  don't  knowthat  I  rendered 
him  a  great  service — in  taking  him  from  there." 

We  were  well  started,  and  there  was  no  reason  why  we  should  stop. 
So  we  continued,  saying  pleasant  things  to  each  other  while  giving  in- 
formation as  to  our  likings  and  dislikings  of  things  in  general,  and  the 
music  of  Wagner  in  particular,  which  pleases  him  and  does  not  please 
me. 

We  were  unfortunately  interrupted  by  some  of  Cecile's  nonsense. 
Busy  in  trying  to  make  the  Cure  laugh  while  he  was  drinking,  she  all  at 
once  took  it  into  her  head  to  pick  up  two  cherries  whose  stems  were 
joined  together  and  place  them  astride  of  her  nose,  turning  up  her  pretty 
face  the  while  to  keep  them  balanced.  Every  one  laughed,  and  the  Mes- 
sieurs de  Valnesse  applauded  enthusiastically.  She  then  pulled  the  cher- 
ries apart,  put  each  one  in  a  plate,  and.  calling  a  servant,  told  him  to 
carry  one  plate  to  Monsieur  Henri  de  Valnesse  and  the  other  to  Mon- 
sieur Ren6.  While  these  gentlemen  were  proudly  drawing  the  stems 
through  their  buttonholes.  Captain  d'Eblis  looked  on  with  eyes  wide 
open.  Cecile  noticed  it,  and  remarked  in  her  saucy  way  ;  "  You  seem 
surprised,  Captain  ! " 

"  Not  at  all.  Mademoiselle." 

"  Excuse  me.  but  you  look  very  much  surprised.  Come,  be  frank  ; 
my  joke  seems  to  you  in  very  bad  taste,  doesn'l  it  ? '' 

"  Mademoiselle,  everything  you  do  is  charming." 

' '  No.  You  are  right.  It  was  in  bad  taste  ;  but  1  must  explain  to  you 
the  peculiarities  of  my  character.  Captain.  It  is  somewhat  complicate, 
in  some  sort  mixed  ;  and  you  will  understand  why  when  I  tell  you  that 
there  is  in  me  both  an  angel  and  a  devil." 

"  Afon  Dicu/  Mademoiselle,  you  have  lots  of  companions  in  that  re- 
spect. We  have  all  of  us  an  angel  to  whom  we  try  to  listen  more  or 
less,  and  a  devil  whom  we  try  more  or  less  to  keep  silent.  At  any  rate, 
the  devil  who  led  you  to  place  cherries  on  your  nose  could  not  have  been 
a  very  naughty  one." 

"Thank  you,  Captain,"  replied  Cecile.  "The  reproof  is  apparent, 
but  it  is  a  gentle  one.  I  told  your  pretty  neighbor  this  morning  that 
you  were  a  father  to  me." 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  smiled  and  bowed,  and  we  continued  the  course  of 
our  conversation.  From  certain  indications  this  valiant  soldier  must  be, 
as  the  epitaphs  have  it,  as  good  a  son  as  he  is  a  friend.  He  has  a  grave 
and  gentle  way  of  saying  "  my  mother,''  which  is  a  revelation  to  me. 
This  word  comes  repeatedly  to  his  lips :  "  It  is  on  account  of  my  mother." 
"  My  mother  wished  it.  "  "It  pleases  my  mother."  In  a  moment  of  ab- 
straction he  even  let  fall  the  word  "  Manmia,"  but  blushed  faintly  under 
his  tan  and  went  on  with  what  he  was  saying.  This  infantile  appella- 
tion, coming  from  that  gentle  voice  and  that  masculine  face,  was  not 
without  its  charm. 

After  dinner  Cecile  came,  with  her  incomparable  grace,  to  shake  hands 
and  make  peace  with  the  Captain.  They  talked  together  in  a  corner  for 
some  time,  looking  at  me  at  intervals,  so  that  I  knew  they  must  be  talk- 
ing about  me  ;  and  then,  as  she  passed  me,  she  said  in  a  low  tone  :  "  My 
dear,  you  are  making  sad  havoc  in  tie  staff." 

I  do  not  wish  to  make  havoc  ;  but  if  that  should  signify  that  he  is  in 
sympathy  with  me,  1  acknowledge  frankly  and  candidly  that  I  am  glad 
of  it. 

(cONTlNirEU   IN    NKXT   NfMIIER.]       . 


M.Jules  Noriac gives  some  curious  statistics  to  show  the  value  of 
wit  regarded  in  a  commercial  light.  He  Uikes  Nestor  Roqueplan,  so 
famed  for  his  bans  mots,  for  his  wonderful  attachment  to  Paris,  and  his 
curious  collection  of  warming-pans,  and  remarks  that  during  hij  life  he 
said  thousands  of  good  things,  each  one  of  which  represents  ten  lines. 
These  mots,  he  adds,  are  either  repeated  in  their  original  or  in  a  dis- 
guised form  every  year  by  a  thousand  newspapers,  thus  producing  a 
sum  of  2.500.000  francs  to  those  who  niakt-  use  of  them;  and  if  paper, 
cost  of  composition,  etc..  be  tak<-n  into  account,  they  set  in  mjveinent 
5,000,000  francs.  It  therefore  results  thai  the  wit  of  Nestor  Ruqt»*-pl:iii, 
m  the  space  of  fifty  years.  "  paid  into  the  company  of  gener.il  !um 
no  less  a  sum  than  250,000,000  francs." 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


AFTER  MORENGO. 


Early  one  morning,  in  the  month  of  June,  I  started  from 
camp,  mounted  on  one  of  the  toughest  California  mustangs 
that  ever  climbed  a  mountain  trail.  1  was  the  leader  of  a 
party  engaged  by  the  stage  agent  to  ferret  out  and  bring 
viHthin  the  grasp  of  justice,  if  possible,  a  notorious  gang  ol 
road  agents.  We  all  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  enterprise 
with  a  will,  for  we  had  been  longing  for  some  kind  of  advent- 
ure, as  fully  a  month  had  passed  since  the  "  drj-  season  "  had 
set  in,  and,  on  account  of  the  scarcity  of  water,  we  were 
obliged  to  abandon  our  claims  until  the  winter  rains.  So  it 
was  with  joy  we  embraced  the  opportunity  that  now  presented 
itself  for  consuming  at  least  a  portion  of  the  long,  tedious  in- 
ter\al.  We  had  been  engaged  in  this  most  agreeable  work 
for  some  weeks  without  many  favorable  results  ;  and,  on  the 
morning  referred  to,  I  decided  to  try  my  luck  unaccompanied 
by  the  other  members  of  the  party.  So"  I  started  out  a  day 
in  advance  ;  and  in  the  afternoon,  at  the  time  mentioned,  was 
winding  my  way  along  a  narrow, trail — having  left  the  stage 
road  far  behind— and  from  the  fresh  imprints  in  the  trail  I 
was  convinced  it  had  been  traversed  but  a  short  time  before. 
I  had  never,  at  any  previous  time,  penetrated  so  far  into  this 
forest  of  chaparral  and  incipient  oaks  ;  it  was  the  densest  1 
had  ever  seen,  and  the  trail  that  led  into  it  was  the  most  tort- 
uous and  serpentine  I  had  ever  traveled.  Bui,  as  1  had  never 
before  struck  a  trail  that  did  not  lead  some  place,  I  concluded 
that  this  one  led  somewhere  also.  This  conclusion  was  soon 
verified,  when  a  sudden  turn  brought  me  into  a  natural  clear- 
ing, of  some  five  or  six  hundred  yards  in  circumference,  in 
the  centre  of  which  stood  a  house  and  a  bam.  Now,  thought 
I,  my  efforts  have  been  rewarded  with  success  :  here  is  the 
rendezvous  of  the  notorious  Morengo  gang.  ,\t  that  moment 
my  mustang,  whose  best  feelings  were  evidently  aroused  by 
the  sight  of  the  bam,  gave  vent  to  a  very  spirited  and  pro- 
longed whinny.  I  had  not  sufficient  time  to  turn  and  get 
under  cover  of  the  chaparral  before  a  dog — a  most  savage 
and  ferocious  looking  brute — m  de  his  appearance,  and,  tak- 
ing in  the  situation,  was  making  a  very  straight  line  in  my 
direction,  when,  to  my  great  relief,  and  not  less  to  my  sur- 
prise, the  door  of  the  house  flew  open  and  a  lady  appeared, 
whose  quick  order ; 

"  Tiger,  Tiger  :  come  back  here,  sir  ;"  accompanied  at  the 
same  time  with  an  emphatic  stamp  of  her  foot,  brought  the 
enraged  animal  cowering  back. 

"  Won't  you  come  in,  sir .'  "  she  said,  addressing  me ;  "  you 
must  be  very  much  fatigued."  And,  in  almost  the  same 
breath,  cried  :  "  Ah  Toy,  Ah  Toy  '.  come  and  put  the  gentle- 
man's horse  away." 

I  immediately  dismounted,  and  handed  my  horse  over  to 
the  guileless  and  inoffensive -looking  Mongoli'an  who  re- 
sponded to  the  lady's  call. 

"  Walk  right  in,  sir,"  she  said.  1  entered  and  thanked  her 
for  her  kindness. 

"  Vou  will  please  excuse  me  a  moment,  sir,"  she  said,  gaz- 
ing down  at  her  soiled  apron  ;  "  I  hardly  expected  any  one 
to-day,"  she  continued,  displaying  just  the  least  confusion 
while  contemplating  what  she  doubtless  thought  her  unpre- 
sentable appearance. 

She  withdrew  into  an  adjoining  room,  and  I  took  advan- 
tage of  her  absence  by  surve>'ing  the  one  in  which  I  was  sit- 
ting. It  was  furnished  in  a  manner  uncommon  to  that  sec- 
tion of  the  countr>-.  Everywhere  there  were  evidences  of 
the  delicate  taste  possessed  by  its  fair  mistress.  The  floor  was 
carpeted  ;  the  walls  were  covered  with  white  muslin  ;  there 
were  upholstered  chairs  and  a  sofa  ;  on  a  small  table  in  the 
centre  of  the  room  was  a  pile  of  books ;  and  in  one  comer 
was  an  open  secretary. 

How  remarkable,  thought  I,  to  find  such  a  house  and  so 
lovely  a  creature— for  such  she  was — presiding  over  it  in  this 
isolated  spot  But  my  thoughts  were  soon  disturbed  by  the 
reappearance  of  the  principal  object  of  my  wonder. 

'*  Pardon  me,  please,  for  leaving  you  so  long  alone,''  she 
said,  as  she  settled  into  a  chair  and  smoothed  down  the  waves 
of  the  rich  dress  which  she  had  donned  in  her  absence,  and 
added  :  "  You  must  have  traveled  a  long  distance  today." 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  "  I  have  come  all  the  way  from  C — ville." 

"  Why,  you  must  be  quite  exhausted,"'  said  she,  and  at  the 
same  time  rising  and  going  to  a  door ;  "  Ah  Toy,  Ah  Toy  !  " 
she  cried  ;  "get  some  dinner  for  the  gentleman." 

All  my  protestations  were  of  no  avail. 

While  au-aiting  the  preparation  of  dinner  we  conversed 
freely,  and  I  discovered  that  she  possessed,  besides  her  per- 
sonal charms,  rare  attractions  of  the  mind,  for  she  was  well 
read  and  intelligent.  I  leamed  from  her  that  her  father  was 
a  miner,  whose  claim  lay  in  the  immediate  vicinity,  and  that 
be  would  be  home  in  the  evening. 

Dinner  was  soon  in  readiness,  and  I  partook  heartily,  while 
my  fair  hostess  presided  over  the  table  ;  and,  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  wine  that  she  set  before  me,  I  grew  more  and 
more  communicative. 

"  What  could  have  brought  you  into  such  an  out-of-the- 
way  place  as  this  ?"  she  asked  after  the  table  had  been 
cleared.  I  had  evaded  similar  questions  to  this  but  none  so 
directly  put.  Yet,  thought  I,  why  should  I  not  tell  her  the 
object  of  my  trip  ?  What  harm  could  her  knowing  it  do  ? 
.■Vnd  it  might  be  the  means  of  my  gaining  valuable  infonna- 
tion:  and  the  subtle  influence  which  those  dark,  sparkling 
eyes  exercised  over  me  inspired  me  with  confidence  in  their 
possessor,  and  lowering  my  voice,  I  began: 

"  Have  you  ever  heard  of  Morengo's  band  ?" 

The  dark  eyes  flashed-with  excitement  as  she  answered: 

"  What,  the  stage  robbers  .' " 

"  Yes,"  said  I ;  "  then  you  have  heard  of  them  }" 

"Yes,  indeed,"  she  replied;  "  I  have  heard  a  great  deal  of 
them : "  then  added,  archly:  "  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  their 
number." 

"  On  the  other  hand,"'  said  I,  "  I  am  after  them." 

"  Indeed  '.  "  she  exclaimed,  with  increasing  interest,  and 
then  looking  around  in  a  frightened  manner,  asked:  "  But 
you  dont  think  they  live  anywhere  around  here,  do  you?" 

"  I  am  convinced,"  I  replied,  lowering  mv  voice  still  more, 
"that  they  do  live  in  this  neighborhood.''  Her  alarm  in- 
creased. 

"  ^^"hy."  she  exclaimed,  "  1  have  been  living  here  for  sev- 
eral years  with  no  other  protection  during  the  dav  than 
Tiger.'  "  : 

!  .\ssured  that  I  really  thought  it  must  be  an  abandoned 
7-.  cf  wretches  who  noiild  harm  a  lady— and  especially  A<r-. 


She  appeared  to  take  no  notice  of  this  little  compliment,  and 
i  continued:  "  On  the  other  hand,  1  understand,  they  are  a 
very  gallant  band  of  rascals,  and  scarcely  ever  require  ladies 
to  surrender  their  valuables  when  they  attack  a  stage."  This 
seemed  to  reassure  her.  "  But,"  1  went  on,  "  you  can  doubt- 
less better  understand  this  when  I  inform  you  that  it  is  a 
question  which  is  the  leader  of  the  band,  Slorengo  or  his 
daughter  Juanita." 

"  Oh  : "  she  exclaimed,  "  now  you  have  aroused  my  curi- 
osity. How  romantic  !  Tell  me  all  about  her,  please;  it  is 
such  a  rare  thing  that  we  hear  of  romance  in  this  isolated 
region." 

Her  graceful  form  inclined  in  her  eagerness  to  catch  everj' 
word  I  uttered,  and  her  cheek  flushed  with  pleasure  and  ex- 
cilement  as  I  told  her  all  I  knew  and  had  heard  about  the 
remarkable  woman,  whose  daring  deeds  exceeded  those  of 
any  of  her  father's  followers,  and  that  it  was  affirmed  that 
the  most  successful  raids  of  the  band  were  planned  by  her, 
and  she  always  assisted  in  their  execution. 

Thus  employed  in  pleasant  conversation  the  moments 
slipped  aw,iy  into  hours,  and  every  moment  that  passed  I 
felt  myself  becoming  more  hopelessly  entangled  in  the  meshes 
that  the  lovely  woman  before  me  was  all  unconsciously  weav- 
ing and  throwing  around  me. 

As  each  successive  hour  passed  I  made  up  my  mind  to 
leave  before  another  had,  but  as  often  failed  in  my  resolu- 
tion. The  sun  was  now  low  and  1  essayed  to  depart,  but 
was  met  with  the  words:  "  Why,  you  surely  won't  go  until 
papa  comes  home;  I  am  sure  he  would  be  glad  to  meet 
you." 

"  You  really  must  e.xcuse  me,"  said  I;  "it  is  not  injustice 
to  the  rest  of  the  party " 

"  What  party  ?  '  she  broke  in. 

"  Why,"  I  replied,  remembering  that  I  had  not  told  her, 
"  I  am  only  one  ol  a  party  of  some  ten  or  twelve." 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  she,  eyeing  me  closely,  "  I  see.  And  all 
searching  for  .Morengo  ? " 

"  Yes,"  I  replied,  "but  I  am  a  day  in  .idvance  of  them; 
and  as  I  taid,  it  w'ould  really  be  unjust  for  me  to  remain  idle 
here  while  they  are  pursuing  their  laborious  search.'' 

"  Then  they  will  be  here  to-morrow  .' "  she  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  1,  "their  intention  was  to  follow  the  trail 
which  brought  me  here." 

"  Well,"  says  she,  "  you  must  stay  until  papa  comes.  I 
shall  have  to  set  table  for  tea."  And  before  1  could  inter- 
pose a  word,  she  was  away.  -As  she  left  the  room  I  thought 
how  many  charms  she  was  the  possessor  of:  intelligent, 
beautiful,  romantic,  vivacious;  of  ;t;sthetic  tastes,  1  w-as  con- 
vinced; and  then  looking  round  my  eyes  lit  upon  the  books 
piled  upon  the  table.  1  had  a  curiosity  to  see  them  more 
closely,  so  I  walked  over  and  on  examining  them  found  they 
were  the  works  of  authors  of  renown,  and  as  1  opened  one 
after  another,  I  saw  upon  the  fly  leaf  of  a  book  of  poems  several 
stanzas,  traced  in  a  most  perfect  hand.  They  attracted  my 
attention,  and  I  read  them,  and  while  1  still  held  the  book 
in  my  hand  my  fair  hostess  reentered  and  approached  the 
table  by  which  I  stood. 

"  Pardon  me,  please,"  I  began,  "  for  examining  your  li- 
brary uninvited;  but  may  I  ask  who  the  author  is  of  these 
beautifiil  stanzas  ?  " 

The  color  that  rose  to  her  cheek  verified  the  conclusion  I 
had  arrived  at,  but  she  merely  said:  "  Oh,  no  one  in  particu- 
lar," and  added  quickly,  "  papa  has  just  come;  he  will  be  in 
in  a  moment." 

She  had  scarcely  finished  speaking  when  a  tall,  dark  man 
with  heavy  brows,  a  full  black  beard  and  long  flowing 
black  hair  entered  the  room,  and  after  the  formalities  of  an 
introduction  were  over  we  sat  down,  and  as  his  daughter 
withdrew  from  the  room,  in  a  subdued  tone,  he  commenced: 

"  \'iolet  informs  me  that  you  are  after  Marengo." 

Violet  !  She  bore  the  name  of  my  favorite  flower  ;  and, 
oh,  how  well  it  fitted  her,  thought  I. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  I  replied  ;  "  and  any'  information  you  could 
give  me  would  be  greatly  appreciated.  Am  I  on  the  right 
track  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  I  think  you  are." 

I  listened  intently. 

"  But  you  should  have  left  the  trail,"  he  continued,  "  some 
three  miles  back.  There  is  a  little  clearing  there.  Didn't 
you  see  it  as  you  came  along  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  replied,  "  I  remember  iL" 

"Well,  sir,"  he  continued,"!  have  a  suspicion  which  I 
have  never  yet  communicated  to  any  living  being,  not  even 
to  my  daughter,  and  that  is  that  somewhere  about  that  clear- 
ing Morengo  and  his  men  live." 

"  But,"  said  I,  in  surprise,  "  are  you  not  afraid  of  your 
lives,  living  in  such  close  proximity  to  such  a  desperate 
band  y " 

"  Did  you  ever  hear,"  he  replied,  significantly,  "of  Moren- 
go attacking  a  house  f  " 

No,  I  never  had. 

"  -And  let  him  dare  to  attack  this  house,"  he  continued, 
with  considerable  spirit ;  "  that  girl  of  mine  and  I  could  give 
them  a  pretty  rough  deal,  I  reckon. " 

"  Why,"'  I  exclaimed,  "  what  cculd  she  do  ?  " 

"  Do  : "  he  replied.  "  Well,  now,  she  can  swing  a  rifle  just 
as  lively  as  the  next  bushwhacker." 

I  w-as  astonished. 

"  And  I  never  saw  a  horse  so  fast,"  he  added,  with  appar- 
ent pride,  "that  she  couldn't  lariat  on  the  keen  jump." 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  I  was  amazed.  A  lady,  thought 
I,  who  possessed  so  many  and  such  varied  accomplishments 
— whose  sweet  voice  I  could  now  hear  in  the  adjoining  room 
as  she  hummed  a  familiar  song  while  busying  herself  about 
her  duties — was  a  wonder  indeed. 

The  door  opened,  and  supper  was  announced  in  readiness. 

After  supper  was  over  and  the  table  vacated  I  again 
essayed  to  leave,  when  the  father  met  me  with  the  words  : 

"  Oh,  you  must  stay  over  night.  Your  party  will  be  along 
in  the  morning,  my  daughter  informs  me,  and  you  can  join 
them  then." 

It  was  just  getting  dark,  and  1  insisted  on  going,  although 
my  heart  did  not ;  so  my  horse  was  ordered,  and  as  I  took 
the  proffered  hand  of  the  fair  creature  who  had  in  such  a 
short  time  filched  my  'neart  from  me,  I  gave  it  a  pressure 
which  brought  the  crimson  dye  to  her  fair  cheek  ;  and  the 
father,  seizing  my  hand  with  a  \ice-like  grasp,  repeated  the 
warm  invitation  of  his  daughter  to  come  again,  which  I  as- 
sured them  I  should. 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly  as  I  rode  slowly  away,  and, 
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thought  I,  what  can  equal  the  hospitality  of  a  Califomian  ? 
And  as  I  was  about  to  leave  the  clearing  1  took  one  last  look 

'  at  the  house  where  my  divinity  dwelt,  and  was  surprised  at 
seeing  a  fomi  approaching  me.  Could  it  be  she  ?  I  stopped 
and  waited.  Sure  enough,  it  was  she.  1  dismounted,  and 
as  the  fair  creature  drew  near  she  said  : 

"  1  forgot  to  caution  you.  It  is  a  verj-  dangerous  road  you 
have  to  travel,  and  especially  at  night." 

1  looked  into  the  dark  eyes  before  me.     Could  it  be  possi- 

!  ble  that  I  had  awakened  the  same  feelings  in  her  heart  that 
she  had  in  mine  I 

I     "  Do  not  give  yourself  a  moment's  alarm  about  my  wel- 

j  fare,"  I  replied.  "  I  have  traveled  roads  a  thousand  times 
more  dangerous  than  this  trail." 

i  "  Oh,"  said  she,  "  I  do  not  apprehend  any  danger,  but, 
you  know,  a  word  of  warning  is  sometimes  better  than  an 
ounce  of  steel."  .And  then  added,  archly  ;  "  LooJt  out  for 
yuanifa  Moreri^oy 

I      I  laughed,  and  told  her  that  I  had  never  yet  met  a  woman 

I  whom  1  thought  could  worst  or  take  me  at  a  disadvantage. 
With  a  merry  little  laugh  she  extended  her  hand,  and  at  the 
same  time  handed  ine  a  note,  reciucsting  me  to  take  it  to 
C — ville;  "  and  promise  me,"  she  added,  as  she  looked  me 

I  full  in  the  eyes,  "  that  you  w  ill  not  look  at  it  till  you  arrive 
there.     I  think  I  can  trust  you."     1  promised  by  all  that  was 

'  holy  that  I  would  not  violate  her  trust,  and  at  the  same  time 
deposited  the  note  in  a  pocket  of  my  saddle-bags.     1  then 

,  raised  to  my  lips  the  little  hand  that  had  laid  so  confidingly 
in  mine  and  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  it,  and  was  soon  on  my 
way  again. 

1  had  proceeded  thus  about  two  miles,  and  as  I  neared  the 
clearing,  which  was  now  my  objective  point,  I  unwillingly 
expelled  the  pleasant  thoughts  from  my  mind  and  became 
more  cautious.  1  entered  the  clearing  by  a  sharp  turn  of  the 
trail,  and  hearing  a  slight  rustle  in  the  undergrowth  close  by 
I  stopped  my  horse  and  listened.  .All  was  silent.  I  had 
proceeded  but  a  little  farther  when  I  suddenly  heard  a  whiz, 
zing  sound  similar  to  that  made  by  a  whip  in  cutting  through 
the  air,  and  at  the  same  instant  I  felt  my  arms  pinioned  to 
my  side  as  though  a  rope  were  wrapped  around  my  body. 
Quick  as  flash  of  lightning  the  thought  struck  me :  ".•/  iariat — 

I  /  am  lassoed : "  and  at  the  same  time  made  a  desperate 
struggle  to  seize  the  knife  which  I  carried  in  my  belt  to  sever 
the  strands  of  the  lariat  that  encircled  me,  but  in  an  instant 

I  I  was  unhorsed  and  lying  prostrate  on  the  ground.     1  saw  a 

I  masked  face  above  me,  and  a  white  hand  pressing  some- 
thing to  my  mouth  and  nostrils  which  had  a  decided  odor  of 
chloroform. 

'  The  sun  was  high  when  I  picked  myself  up  and  gazed  in 
wonder  around.  Slowiy,  and  one  by  one,  I  recalled  the  in- 
cidents of  the  preceding  day,  but  could  not  understand  how 

■  i  had  arrived  at  this  spot,  for  indeed  C — ville  was  in  plain 
sight,  and  my  mustang  was  picketed  near  by.  My  arms 
pained  me  a  little,  and  that  called  to  mind  the  lariat  that  had 
been  wrapped  around  them,  and  then  1  remembered  being 
pulled  from  my  horse  and  robbed — as  I  supposed.      But, 

!  strange  though  it  appeared,  my  horse,  my  revolvers,  and  the 
1  several  slugs  which  were  in  my  packet,  were  all  intact  I 
1  approached  my  horse  to  mount,  but,  to  my  surprise  and 
]  horror,  my  saddle-bags  were  gone. 

That  night,  as  1  was  sitting  sorrowfully  in  my  cabin,  there 
came  a  knock  at  my  door,  and  upon  opening  it  one  of  the 
i  party  entered. 

"  Hallo,"   he   exclaimed,    "  heard    you   got    lariated   last 
night"     He  then  went  on  and  told  me  what  the  party  had 
'  accomplished,  and  to  my  amazement   I   found  that  they  had 
been  to  exactly  the  same  place  I  had.    He  described  minutely 
the  trail,  the  house,  the  bam,  and  every  thing  on  the  prem- 
;  ises,  "  but,"  said  he,  "  there  wasn't  a  soul  there." 
"  What,"  I  exclaimed,  "  no  one  there  !  " 
"  Xo,"  he  replied;  then  ver>'  significantly:    "They  must 
have  got  wind  that  we  was  comin',  for  things  looked  mighty 
like  as  if  they'd  just  cleared  out" 
I  felt  sick. 

"  Who  do  you  supposed  lived  there  ? "    I  asked,  with  a 
sinking  heart 
;     "  Why,  Morengo,  of  course,"  was  the  confident  answer. 

"  What  proof  did  you  find  ?  "  I  asked  quickly,  grasping  at 
the  straw. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "we  found  about  a  dozen  mail  bags,  and 
as  many  broken  express  boxes  in  the  bam.  Isn't  that  proof 
enough  ? " 

I  thought  I  was  dreaming ;  I  could  not  speak. 
j  Another  knock  at  the  door  roused  me  somewhat,  and  an- 
I  other  of  the  party  entered  and  said  the  agent  would  like  to 
see  me.  I  hastened  to  the  stage  oflice,  where  the  remainder 
of  the  party  were  assembled.  Not  a  word  of  greeting  did  I 
receive  from  one  of  them  as  I  entered.  The  agent  was  the 
first  to  speak. 

"  I  believe  you  said  you  lost  your  saddle  bags  yesterday?" 
"  Yes,"  I  replied. 

"Well,  the  boys  found  a  pair  about  three  miles  this  side 
of  Morengo's.  -Are  these  yours  ? "  he  asked,  holding  them  up. 
j      I  seized  them,  and  plunged   my  hands  into  the  pockets. 

■  The  note  was  gone. 
Then  said  the  agent,  while  his  and  the  eyes  of  the  whole 

party  were  fixed  upon  me  : 

"  Is  this  yours  ?  '  holding  up  an  unsealed  note. 
"  Yes,"  said  1,  and,  in  a  rage,  demanded  :   "  Who  opened 
this  note?" 

"  Nobody,"  said  one  of  the  party,  "  'twa'n't  sealed." 
I  unfolded  it  quickly,  and  read  these  words,  traced  in  the 
!  same  matchless  hand  that  the  stanzas  I  had  read  the  previ- 
ous day  were  : 

"  Compliments  of  Juanita  Morengo." 
As  the  agent  saw  the  different  expressions  of  my  face,  he 
said  : 
!      "  This  is  very  remarkable  ! " 

I  gazed  blankly  at  the  sheet ;  again  were  the  incidents  of 
previous  day  recalled  ;  1  remembered  with  a  vivid  distinct- 
ness the  father's  remark  of  his  daughter's  proficiency  in  the 
use  of  the  lariat ;  I  remembered   the  soft  white  hand  that 
had  touched  my  face  as  I  inhaled  the  fumes  of  the  opiate  ; 
I  thought  of  the  deserted  house,  the  mail  bags,  the  express 
bo.xes.     My  eyes  grew  dim  ;  my  knees   shook  ;  my  heart 
seemed  to  be  forcing  itself  up  into  my  throat ;  I  w-as  suffo- 
,  eating.     It  was  all  plain  now.     Yet,  as  I  staggered  out  into 
'  the  open  air,  I  repeated  the  words  the  agent  had  uttered  : 
I      "  Yes, — it — is — %'ery — remarkable." 
'■     San  FR.\^■CISCo,  October,  1878.  L.  H.  Cummins. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


The  Delighted  Barber. — Fable  of  the  Elephant  that  lived  in 
a  Glass  House  yet  Threw  Stones. — The  Lady  lifho  spelled 
Satin  with  two  a's. — 'Jack  Brily,  the  Sailor,  makes  an- 
other Blunder. — Card  Playing  according  to  Haul. — Im- 
proving Narrative  concerning  the  Conversion  of  a 
Gambler  by  the  Homeopathic  principle  of  "  Similia  sim- 
ilibus  airantur^ — Mrs.  Doppfs  Capital  Crime. 


NEED  AND  OPPORTUNITY, 


Wen  Unde  Ned  he  red  my  sisters  yung  mans  story  bout 
the  barber  witch  I  rote  out  last  week  he  sed  :  "  I  kno  a 
-other,"  and  I  sed  wot  was  it,  and  he  sed,  Uncle  Xcd  did, 
that  one  time  there  was  a  barber.  And  one  day  a  feller  he 
cum  in  the  shop  for  to  git  shafed,  and  he  handed  the  barber 
a  card  wich  was  ^^T0t  on  like  this  way  : 

"  For  my  Hair. — Taller,  clone,  lard,  bergmot,  pematum, 
oil,  tonnick,  restoratif,  pitchooly,  gum,  beeswhacks,  kerriseen 
and  tar. 

"  For  my  Face. — Cole  cream,  cam  frice,  powder,  ham  fat, 
sof  sope,  glissem,  poltice,  rooje,  nammel,  giant  sement,  shoo 
blackn. 

"  For  my  Wisters. — Sames  for  the  hair,  only  more  taller. 

"  For  my  Muchtash. — Do,  starch,  glew,  morter,  and  sod- 
den" 

Wen  the  barber  he  red  it  he  was  jest  dlited,  and  he  sed  to 
the  feller  :  "  You  are  the  most  sensble  man  wich  has  ever 
set  in  this  chair,  yes  in  deed,  I  never  see  a  man  of  sechgood 
taste." 

And  then  the  barber  shafed  the  feller,  and  tole  him  all  the 
news  wich  he  cude  think,  and  never  stopt  tockin,  the  barber 
dident,  while  he  shafed,  cos  he  was  dlighted.  But  jes  as  he 
got  dun  shafn  the  feller,  and  was  gittin  reddy  to  put  them 
things  onto  him,  cordin  to  the  memmy  randem,  a  man  wock- 
ed  in  and  took  the  feller  by  the  ear,  and  he  sed  to  the  bar- 
ber, the  man  did  :  "  This  fellers  got  to  go  now,  cos  he  is  a 
escape,  if  you  want  to  finish  him  you  mus  fetch  them  things 
over  to  the  Def  and  Dum  Ward  of  the  Lunattic  Sylum." 

One  time  a  lion  met  a  ephalent  and  the  ephalent  sed  : 
''  You  better  go  and  git  your  hair  cut." 

But  the  lion  it  sed  :  "  Bah  !  I  shant  re  sent  a  fellers  in 
suits  wich  has  got  his  nose  tween  his  own  teeths." 

But  the  wale  is  the  largist  of  all  livin  things,  and  his  rore 
is  like  dissent  thunder.  Wales  is  kild  with  harpoons,  wich 
isent  hairpins,  the  fools  wich  cant  spel  rites  em  jest  a  like. 

One  time  wen  Mister  Brily,  the  butcher,  was  in  his  butcher 
shop  a  butcherin,  a  boy  brot  him  a  letter  sined  by  a  lady, 
but  it  want  ment  to  be  give  him,  but  the  man  wich  kep  the 
dri  good  store,  and  the  letter  said  :  "  Send  me  haf  a  yard  of 
Satan."  Mr.  Brily  he  thot  a  wile,  an  then  he  cut  of  a  long 
peece  of  sossidge  and  sent  it  to  the  lady,  with  this  note  on  a 
paper  :  "  This  is  the  best  I  can  do  for  you,  its  sum  like  his 
tail,  but  you  got  to  devil  it  yure  sellef " 

Wen  blister  Pitchel,  thats  the  preecher,  was  stayn  to  our 
house  Jack  Brily,  the  sailer,  wich  is  Mister  Brily  the  butch- 
ers boy,  he  come  in  wile  we  was  to  our  breck  fest,  and  et 
too.  And  my  mother  she  asked  Jack  if  he  wude  have  some 
devild  kidny,  and  Jack  did.  Bime  by  wen  he  had  et  it  ol  up 
he  said  :  "  He  thank  you,  mam,  for  sum  more  of  them  devil- 
ish kidnys." 

A  other  time  my  father  had  bot  some  dux,  but  they  was  so 
ded  they  wasent  fit  for  to  be  et,  and  wen  he  brot  em  in  he 
sed  to  my  mother  :  "  I  clame  2  pints  for  hi  game,"  and  my 
mother  she  spoke  up  and  said  :  "  Take  a  other  for  bein  lo." 

But  you  jest  ought  to  see  me  and  Billy  play  cards,  cos  we 
can  beat  anny  boddy,  yes  indeed,  evr)'  time  I  play  a  card 
Billy  he  plays  a  other,  and  then  he  says  mine  is  only  jest 
nothin  but  a  trump,  but  hizzen  is  a  taker.  But  wen  1  ast 
Billy  w>'  I  never  git  enny  takers  he  says  thats  cus  its  a 
sqware  deal. 

A  preecher  wich  had  been  a  wicked  gamier  fore  he  was  a 
preecher  he  seen  a  feller  wich  was  a  gamier  too,  and  he  sed, 
the  preecher  did  :  "  He  jest  play  cards  with  this  pore  miza- 
able  sinner,  and  \\in  ol  his  muny,  and  wen  he  is  busted  may 
be  he  will  listen  to  the  divine  trooth  and  be  saved." 

So  thay  plade  and  the  preecher  he  winned  ol  the  fellers 
munny,  evry  cent,  and  then  he  sed  :  '"  Now  see  how  wicked 
you  have  ben  for  to  loos  yure  munny,  and  yure  whife  and 
babys  havent  got  no  bred  for  to  eat." 

And  the  gamier  he  sed:  "Thats  so,"  and  bust  out  a  cr^in. 

Then  the  preecher  he  sed  ;  "  Pore  sinner,  if  you  prommice 
me  onto  yure  onner  to  not  play  cards  agin  He  giv  it  ol  back, 
cos  Ime  a  preecher." 

So  the  gamier  he  was  a  stonish,  and  he  sed;  "  I  never  see 
sech  a  good  man,  I  prommis,  yes  in  deed,  and  heven  bles 
you  !  "  and  he  busted  out  crine  agin,  the  gamier  did. 

Then  the  preecher  he  give  him  back  ol  his  money,  and 
the  feller  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  whiped  his  eys,  and  blode 
his  nose  gratefle,  and  then  he  tfaot  a  wile,  and  prety  sune  he 
coffed,  and  he  sed  to  the  preecher:  "  I  feel  mity  mean  taken 
back  this  hundred  dollars  from  a  man  wich  has  rescewed 
me  from  card  plajTi,  tel  you  wot  He  do,  you  put  up  a  other 
hundred  agin  it  and  weel  toss  up  for  the  pile,  heds  or  tails, 
best  2  out  of  thre." 

But  my  mother  she  sez  its  notty  for  to  toss  up,  and  one 
time  when  Sammy  Doppy  was  heds  and  I  was  tales  for  2 
kites  she  sed  if  we  done  it  agin  we  better  not.  But  I  gess  if 
Sammy's  mother  was  threw  up  she  wude  be  heds  evry  time, 
cos  hem  is  red  like  fire,  I  never  seen  sech  a  red  hed,  but 
wude  peckers  aint  no  slowtches  too. 
S.\N  Rafael,  October  8,  1S7S. 


No  man  can  safely  go  abroad  that  does  not  love  to  stay  at 
home ;  no  man  can  safely  speak  that  does  not  hold  his  tongue; 
no  man  can  safely  govern  that  would  not  cheerfully  become 
a  subject ;  no  man  can  safely  command  that  has  u-.t  learned 
to  obey  ;  and  no  man  can  safely  rejoice  but  he  that  has  the 
testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 


# 


The  good  old  English  poet  thought  that  man  should  turn 
out  and  give  an  insect  the  whole  road.  Were  the  farmers  to 
follow  his  advice  in  these  days  of  potato  bugs,  they  would  all 
be  arrested  in  their  serpentine  course  for  beastly  intoxication. 


\Mien  a  man  bolts  his  party  he  gets  his  political  ideas 

down  fine. 


Lo!  this  is  Christdom :  this  same  blessed  earth. 
From  its  clear  coronals  of  the  air  we  breathe 
Down  to  the  primal  granite  underneath 

Its  mouniains,  hast  had  very  notable  birth 
Out  of  Judaic  insufficiency. 

But  what  are  we  but  unbelienng  men. 
Who  put  not  Christ  in  our  philosophy, 

And  only  call  our  brothers  brethren  when 

We  meet  on  Sabbaths?    Tooth  for  tooth  is  good, 

We  think,  on  week  days — the  old  rigor  that, 
With  literal  eye  for  eye  and  blood  for  blood. 

Through  the  sad  centuries  strivest  to  tread  flat 
The  Memorable  Hill  from  which  alone 
We  dare  UTt  steady  eyes  to  the  Unknown, 

\\'hat  shall  we  say  then?    That  our  brother's  crimes 

Augur  our  own  diseases  ;   that  his  hurts 

Imply  our  shames ;   that  the  same  bond  engirts 
Alike  the  man  who  lapses  and  who  climbs ; 

That  formulas  and  credos,  when  divorced 
From  the  great  soul  of  all-enfolding  ruth. 

Leaves  still  the  lean  and  thirsty  soul  athirst 
For  the  deep  heart  and  blessedness  of  Truth ; 

That  in  the  noblest  there  is  something  base. 
And  in  the  meanest,  noble ;   that  behind 

The  sensual  darkness  of  the  human  face. 
Not  to  be  quenched  by  any  adverse  wind, 

Enough  of  heaven's  light  flickers  for  a  sign 

That  Mans  best  possible  is  its  divine. 

Here's  room  for  poets  ;  here  is  ground  for  seers ; 

Broad  leagues  of  acres  furrowed  for  the  seed 

\\'hose  recompensing  sheaves  of  song  shall  breed 
Within  the  bosom  of  garnering  years 

Harvests  of  prodigal  plenty.     O  ye  lips 
Anointed  for  the  proper  utterance 

or  what  things  lie  in  worthy  fellowships! 
O  eyes  to  whom  the  dread  significance 

Of  Life's  ■vast  mystery  is  visible! 
For  lack  of  ye  the  poor  Earth  perishes — 

The  patient  Earth,  so  ver>-  beautiful ; 
The  comely  E^axth,  so  clung  with  noble  stress ; 

Aching  for  God  unutterably,  and  wet 

With  most  immortal  tears  and  bloody  sweat. 
San  Francisco,  October  7,  1878.  Richard  Reai.f. 


Father,  Take  my  Hand. 


THE    PRAYER. 

The  way  is  dark,  my  Father !     Cloud  on  cloud 
Is  gathering  thickly  o'er  ray  head,  and  loud 
The  thunder  roars  above  me.     See,  I  stand 
Like  one  bewildered !     Father,  take  my  hand. 

And  through  the  gloom 

Lead  safely  home 
Thy  child ! 

The  way  is  long,  my  Father !   and  my  soul 
Longs  for  the  rest  and  quiet  of  the  goal ; 
While  yet  I  journey  through  this  weary  land 
Keep  me  from  wandering.     Father,  take  my  hand ; 

Quickly  and  straight 

Lead  to  heaven's  gate 
Thy  child ! 

The  path  is  rough,  my  Father!     Many  a  thorn 
Has  pierced  me,  and  my  feet,  all  torn 
And  bleeding,  mark  the  way.     Yet  thy  command 
Bids  me  press  fonvard.     Father,  take  my  hand ; 

Then,  safe  and  b'.est. 

Lead  up  to  rest 
Thy  chUd! 

The  cross  is  heavy,  Father !     I  have  borne 
It  long,  and  still  do  bear  it.     Let  my  worn 
And  fleeting  spirit  rise  to  that  blest  land 
Where  crowns  are  given.     Father,  take  my  hand, 

And,  reaching  down, 

Lead  to  the  crown 
Thy  child! 

THE  ANSWER. 

The  way  is  dark,  my  child,  but  leads  to  light, 
I  would  not  always  have  thee  walk  by  Hght ; 
My  dealings  now  thou  canst  not  understand ; 
I  meant  it  so  ;  but  I  will  take  thy  hand. 

And  through  the  gloom 

Lead  safely  home 
My  child. 

The  way  is  long,  my  child,  but  it  shall  be 

Not  one  step  longer  than  is  best  for  thee ; 

And  thou  shalt  know  at  last  when  thou  shalt  stand 

Safe  at  the  goal,  how  I  did  take  thy  hand 

And,  quick  and  straight. 

Lead  to  heaven's  gate 
My  child. 

The  path  is  rough,  my  child,  but  oh !   how  sweet 
Wil!  be  the  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  meet  :— 
When  thou  shalt  reach  the  borders  of  that  land 
To  which  I  lead  the^,  as  I  take  thy  hand. 

And,  safe  and  blest. 

With  me  shall  rest 
My  child  ! 

The  cross  is  heav^-,  child,  yet  there  was  One 
Who  bore  a  heavier  for  thee — My  Son, 
My  well-beloved.     For  him  bear  thine,  and  stand 
With  Him  at  last,  and  from  thy  Fathers  hand, 

The  crosj  laid  down. 

Receive  a  crown. 
My  child. 


Two  Mothers. 


I  sit  and  rock  beside  my  cottage  window  ; 

My  baby  boy  is  lying  on  my  knee — 
His  tiny  hand  clasped  close  about  my  finger. 

His  wistful  hazel  eyes  regarding  me. 
Outside,  among  the  cherry  tree's  thick  branches. 

There  sings  a  robin  with  a  crimson  breast ; 
I  hear  her  song  and  guess  its  tender  meaning — 

She  has  two  Uttle  eggs  within  her  nest. 

The  siunmer  days  are  blossoming  around  us, 

.And  every  heart  is  filled  with  summer's  joy  ; 
I  wander  slowly  through  the  sunny  garden. 

And  by  my  side  totters  the  baby  boy. 
Gaily  sings  robin  in  the  tree  above  us. 

The  mother-rapture  thrilling  all  her  song  ; 
And  twittering  answers  from  her  two  brown  birdhngs 

Fill  the  soft  air  with  music  all  day  long. 

Autumn  has  come,  and  crimson  leaves  are  falling, 

And  golden  leaves  are  flying  here  and  there ; 
The  cherry  tree  is  stripped  of  half  its  beauty. 

And  stretches  out  its  branches  brown  and  bare. 
Robin  sits  lonely  'mid  the  autumn  splendor. 

.And  in  my  heart  echoes  her  plaintive  moan. 
This  is  the  end  of  the  sweet  summer  story  ; 

Our  nests  are  emptv,  and  our  birds  have  flown. 
West  Oakland,  October  7.  1878.  E.  M.  D 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY. 


Heureux  celui  dont  le  cceur  ne  demande  qu'un  cceur,  et 
qui  ne  desire  ni  pare  a  I'anglaise,  ni  op^ra-siera,  ni  musique  de 
Mozart,  ni  tableau  de  Raphael,  ni  eclipse  de  lune,  ni  meme 
un  clair  de  lune,  ni  scenes  de  romans,  ni  meme  leur  accom- 
pUssement. — Jean-Paul. 

II  y  a  des  affinit^s  mystdrieuses  d'autant  plus  irresistibles 
qu'elles  sent  inexplicables,  qu'elles  viennent  des  contrastes 
ou  des  similitudes.  L'instinct  a  une  lucidite  sup^rieure  au 
raisonnement.  C'est  d'ailleurs  une  question  d'evidence 
mathematique ;  I'amour,  comme  les  axiomes,  ne  se  d^montre 
pas. 


Un  homme  de  cinquante  ans  est  plus  redoutable  i  cet 
age  qu'^  tout  autre.  C'est  a  cette  epoque  de  la  vie  qu'il  use 
d'une  experience  cherement  acquise  et  de  la  fortune  qu'il 
doit  avoir. — Balzac, 


Peu  de  gens  savent  s'amuser.  Ouelques  uns  sedisent: 
Je  fais  ceci  ou  cela,  done,  je  m'amuse.  J'ai  pay^  tant  de 
pieces  d'or,  done,  je  ressens  tant  de  plaisir.  Et  ils  usent  leur 
vie  sur  cette  meule. — A.  de  Mussel. 


Lorsqu'un  amant  donne,  il  demande,  et  beaucoup  plus 
qu'il  n'a  donn^. — Parny. 

Un  homme  amoureux  n'est  plus  un  mortal  ordinaire,  c'est 
un  homme  inspire.  D^s  que  I'amour  s'est  empare  de  lui,  il 
ne  reconnait  plus  ni  parents,  ni  amis,  ni  lois,  ni  magistrals, 
ni  souverains ;  il  n'estime  et  ne  respecte  rien ;  I'unique  chose 
qu'il  craigne,  c'est  de  d^plaire  k  ee  qu'il  aime. — Plularquc. 

La  jeunesse,  cette  fleur  de  notre  triste  et  fugitive  existence, 
se  fane  vite,  et  tandis  que  nous  buvons,  demandant  des  par- 
fums,  des  couronnes,  des  jeunes  fiUes,  se  glisse  traitreuse- 
ilient  jusqu'^  nous  la  vieillesse. — yuvenal. 

Plus  inconstant  que  I'onde  et  le  nuage, 
Le  temps  s'enfuit     Pourquoi  le  r^retter? 
Malgre  sa  pente  volage 
Qui  le  force  a  nous  quitter. 
En  faire  usage, 
C'est  I'arr&ter. 
Goiltons  raille  douceurs ; 
Si  notre  vie  est  un  passage, 
Sur  ce  passage,  au  moins,  semons  des  fleurs. 


Quand  je  pense  qu'il  y  a  des  hommes  assez  hardis  pour 
regarder  une  femme  en  face,  pour  I'aborder,  pour  lui  serrer 
la  main  et  pour  lui  dire  sans  mourir  de  frayer :  Voulez-vous 
m'^pouser?  Je  ne  puis  m'empecher  d'admirer  jusqu'ovi  va 
I'audace  humaine. — Sthal. 


Monsieur  X.,  ayant  lu  la  lettre  de  Saint  Jerome  ou  il  peint 
avec  la  plus  grande  dnergie  la  violence  de  ses  passions, 
disait :  La  force  de  ses  tentations  me  fait  plus  d'envie  que  sa 
penitence  ne  me  fait  peur. 

On  parlait  demierement  des  femmes,  en  general,  dans  un 
cercle  de  Bohemes,  a  San  Francisco.  — II  est  certain  que 
les  femmes  aiment  le  danger,  dit  un  peintre  bien  connu  de  ce 
eot^-ci  du  Pacifique.  — C'est  peut-etre  parce  qu'elles  se 
rappellent  trop  bien  cette  maxime  de  la  Sainte-Ecriture  : 
"  Qui  s'expose  au  danger  perira,"  fit  remarquer  Monsieur  de 
F.  qui  ^tait  present 


.  On  s'etonnait  qu'une  femme  qui  etait  rousse  n'avait  jamais 
failli  a  la  vertu.  Ouelqu'un  dit :  Elle  est  comme  Samson, 
sa  force  est  dans  ses  cheveux. 


Monsieur  X.  avait  vecu  quelque  temps  dans  ime  \'ille  de 
province,  et  ^  son  retour,  ses  amis  le  plaignaient  de  la  so- 
ci^te  qu'il  avait  eue.  —C'est  en  quoi  vous  vous  trompez, 
r^pondit-il,  la  bonne  compagnie  de  cette  ville  y  est  comme 
partout,  et  la  mauvaise  y  est  excellente. 

II  n'y  a  point  de  femmes  laides  ....  la  nuit. 

Xe  pourrait-on  pas  decouvrir  le  secret  de  se  faire  aimer  de 
sa  femme  ? — La  Bruyere. 


Aimer  est  un  bonheur  rare  ;  s'il  etait  commun,  il  vaudrait 
mieux  etre  homme  que  Dieu. — Mmc.  de  Slael. 

Un  homme  allait  depuis  trente  ans  passer  toutes  ses  soi- 
rees chez  Madame  de  X.  II  perdit  sa  femme  ;  on  crut  qu'il 
epouserait  I'autre  et  on  Ty  encourageait.  11  refusa  : — Je  ne 
saurais  plus,  dit-il,  ou  aller  passer  mes  soirees. 


Un  banquier  anglais  fut  accus^  d'avoir  fait  une  conspira- 
tion pour  enlever  le  roi  George  III  et  le  transporter  ^  Phila- 
delphie.  Amene  devant  ses  juges,  il  leur  dit  :  Je  sais  Xxhs- 
bien  ce  qu'un  roi  pent  faire  d'un  banquier,  mais  j'ignore  ce 
qu'un  banquier  peut  faire  d'un  roi. 

L'homme  qui  entre  dans  le  cabinet  de  toilette  de  sa  femme 
est  un  philosophe  ou  un  imbecile. — Bahac. 

— Votre  malade  est  mort,  disait-on  k  un  mddecin  qui 
I'avait  soignd  pendant  longtemps,  — Oui,  r^pondit-il,  mais 
il  est  mort  gu^ri. 


Quelqu'un  disait  d'un  homme  tr^s-gros  qu'il  avait  dtc 
cr^^  et  mis  au  monde  pour  faire  voir  jusqu'ou  peut  aller  la 
peau  humaine. 

Un  lord  anglais,  (5tant  gris,  avait  tuc  un  garcon  dans  une 
auberge.  L'aubergiste  effraye  vint  lui  dire  :  Savez-vous, 
mylord,  que  vous  avez  tu^  le  garcon  .•*  — Meltez-le  sur  la 
carte,  r^pondit-il.  , 

Qui  se  ressemble  se  devine,  se  trouve  et  s'assemble. 

Une  cour  sans  femmes,  disait  Francois  I.,  c'esl  -*:\e  anntfe 
sans  printemps,  un  printemps  sans  fleurs,  une  flei::  ^ 
fum. 

Octobers,  1S7S.  L.  G.  T.  : 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


BONBONS.-FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE. 

It's  not  tea,  but  its  nice — Coffee. 


A  famous  Irishtnan  writes  to  a  friend  :  "At  this  moment  I 
am  writing  with  a  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  pistol  in  the  other." 


Penalties— The  penalty  of  popularity  is  envy.  The  pen- 
alty of  a  baby  is  sleepless  nights.  The  penalty  of  marrying 
is  a  mother-in-law.  The  penalty  of  a  pretty  cook  is  an  empty 
larder.  The  penalt)'  of  a  legacy,  or  a  fortune,  is  the  sudden 
discover}-  of  a  host  of  poor  relations  you  never  dreamed  of, 
and  of  a  number  of  debts  you  had  quite  forgotten. 


"  Sweeu  to  the  sweet,"  says  a  young  man  on  passing  the 
sjTup  to  a  young  lady  seated  at  a  hotel  table. 

".\nd  beets  to  the  beat,"  remarks  the  lady,  shoving  a  dish  of 
that  vegetable  toward  the  young  man.  For  some  reason  the 
obser\ation  casts  a  settled  gloom  o'er  a  countenance  just  be- 
fore radiant  with  smiles. 

A  poor  little  boy,  without  any  jacket  on,  but  with  a  broad 
patch  on  the  after-deck  of  his  pantaloons,  is  passing  along  a 
street,  when  a  bold,  bad  man  hails  him  and  says  : 

"  Say,  sonny,  why's  your  breeches  like  a  paid  bill  ?''  The 
little  innocent  only  says  in  reply  :  "  What  yer  givin'  us,  taffy  r" 
But  the  man  says  it  isn't  taffy,  but  only  a  conundrum  ;  and 
the  answer  is,  that  the  reason  why  the  breeches  are  like  a 
paid  bill  is  because  they  had  been  reseated.  Smart  man  : 
embarrassed  boy.  

.\n  old  lady  misses  two  pounds  of  fresh  butter,  and  ac- 
cuses her  maid  of  having  stolen  it. 

The  maid,  however,  not  only  denies  the  accusation,  but 
fesiens  the  theft  upon  the  cat ;  averring,  moreover,  that  she 
caught  the  cat  in  the  act  of  finishing  the  last  morsel. 

The  wily  old  dame  immediately  puts  the  kitten  into  the 
scales,  and  finds  it  to  neigh  but  a  pound  and  a  half 

This  mode  of  accurate  reasoning  being  quite  conclusive, 
the  girl  confesses  her  crime. 

Merr)'  college  jest : 

*•  Your  professor  has  given  you  some  elementary  instruc- 
tion as  to  bodies  ? " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Very  well    What  is  a  transparent  body?" 

fSilence  that  would  reflect  no  discredit  upon  a  Trappist 
or  a  deaf-mute. 

"  Well,  what  is  a  transparent  body  ?     Don't  you  know  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do ;  I  recollect  the  words  in  the  book.  A 
transparent — body — is — is — " 

"  It's  a  body  through  which  you  can  see  light  Now  give 
me  an  example  of  a  transparent  body?" 

"  A  lock." 

"A  lock?" 

"  Yes,  sir ;  you  can  see  light  through  the  key-hole.'' 


Severe  Examiner — AX'hat  is  a  mountain  ? 

First  Student — .An  elevation  ot  ground. 

S.  E. — Well,  what  do  two  mountains  form  ? 

F.  S.— The  beginning  of  a  chain  of  mountains. 

S.  E. — They  don't ;  they  form  a  valley.  You  can  stand 
down.     Your  ignorance  would  make  an  idiot  blush. 

( To  Second  StiuUnt  — What  isamountain? 

S.  S. — An  elevation  of  ground. 

S.  E. — Well,  what  do  two  mountains  make  ? 

S.  S. — A  valley. 

S.  E. — No,  they  don't ;  they  form  the  beginning  of  a  chain 
of  mountains.  You  are  a  goose  of  the  first  water.  {Plucks 
both.) 

The  defendant,  having  been  proved  guilty  of  the  offense 
of  calling  the  complainant  opprobrious  names,  as  "  thief," 
"  robber,''  etc.,  is  duly  fined.  He  pays  the  fine,  and  asks 
the  Judge  : 

"Your  Honor,  there  is,  I  understand, a  law  against  calling 
an  honest  man  a  thief ;  does  the  law  forbid  a  man  to  call  a 
thief  an  honest  man  ? " 

"  Of  course  not,"  replies  the  magistrate. 

"Then,  sir,"  says  the  defendant,  turning  to  his  prosecutor, 
with  a  triumphant  air,  "  you  are  the  most  honest  man  I  ever 
met" 

Swiss  conscript  to  his  superior  officer. — Hi,  Cap,  I  say; 
gimme  a  light  for  my  pipe. 

Capuin. — Here's  a  match;  but  let  me  remind  you,  my 
gende  youth,  that  if  you  were  in  the  Prussian  army  you 
wouldn't  be  allowed  to  address  a  Captain  in  that  manner. 
Not  if  \'on  Moltke  knows  himself. 

Conscript. — You're  talking;  but  (and  the  free-bom  spirit 
of  William  Tell  flashed  in  his  eyes)  if  we  were  in  the  Prus- 
sian army  you  wouldn't  be  a  Captain. 

Jeannette.— Ma,  are  you  going  to  give  me  another  piece 
of  pie? 

Ma.  —  What  do  you  want  to  know  for  ? 

Jeannette.— Because  if  you  ain't  I  want  to  eat  this  piece 
slowly. 

A  danceress  celebrated  of  the  cancan,  on  return  from  the 
Garden  Mabile,  meets  one  of  her  female  companions. 

"  Well,  are  you  satisfied  ':  Was  there  a  good  attendance 
to-night  ? " 

"  O,  do  not  speak  to  me  thereof,  my  dear,"  replied  the 
artist;  "  I  am  altogether  disgusted.  Imagine  you  that  the 
place  was  literally  jammed  with  economical  clergymen." 


j\n  old  tnaid  has  a  cat  and  a  canarv'.  The  cat  dies  first. 
She  has  him  stuffed,  and  places  him  in  the  cage  of  the 
canary,  saying:  "  I  have  put  the  dear  creature  where  he  al- 
ways desired  to  be."' 

The  good  Dr.  X.,  visiting  an  actress  patient,  surprises  her 
fifteen-year-old  daughter  so  intently  absorbed  in  her  book 
that  she  does  not  notice  his  presence. 

"  ^'y  pretty  child,"  says  he,  "  what  is't  you  read,  romance 
or  fair.-  fable,  that  you  are  so  deeply  interested  in  it  '•" 

'■  Nothing,"  says  the  dear  child;  "only  the  book  you  said 
laiiuia  wasn't  to  read." 


THE'LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


The  Invisible  Land. 

There  was  a  land  ihat  lay  beyond  my  sight, 

For  which  I  v-ainly  starched  ihe  great  earth  through. 

Thither,  right  often,  my  companions  flew 
At  day-break,  or  at  noon-tide,  or  at  night. 
And  newr  came  again.     I  took  my  flight. 

Explored  all  portions  of  the  globe,  yet  grew 

Xo  nearer  where  that  mighty  retinue 
Had  fled  into  the  stately  fields  «f  light. 

But  once,  when  evening  her  dusk  s;iils  had  spread. 

And  I  was  sleeping,  a  swift  dnsim  came  o'er 
My  spirit ;   and  in  it  I,  rising,  said  : 

"Now  is  the  country  mine,  long  sought  before  !" 
.\nd  one  I  heard  lament  that  I  was  dead  ; 

.^nd  lo !   the  land  stretched  just  beside  my  door  1 

AftJreiL'  li.  Sjxton,  in  Scribner's. 


Silver  Buttons. 

When  I  was  half  asleep,  and  wholly  dreaming. 
Out  in  the  maple  grove  the  other  day, 

A  woman  and  a  swift  horse  passed  me,  riding 
Far  down  the  hill-side  in  a  splendid  way. 

Oh,  there  was  something  ven,-  bright  about  her  ; 

She  went  so  swiftly  that  I  do  not  know 
What  all  that  brightness  was,  but  stars  and  sunshine 

Gleamed  down  the  sliadv  road  I  saw  her  go. 

i^hc  was  no  angel  nding  down  from  heaven. 
For  she  had  on  a  very  mundane  dress ; 

All  adown  it  two  long  rows  oi'  buttons 

Threw  the  light  of  heaven-like  worldlincss. 

.\U  of  the  scene  that  I  can  well  remember 

Is  the  swift  grace  with  which  she  dashed  along. 

And  the  two  twinkling  rows  of  starry  buttons. 
What  matter,  then,  is  this  to  make  a  song? 

But  it  has  done  iL     As  the  vision  \'anished 
My  heart  set  up  a  song.     Oh,  how  it  sings 

Of  stars  and  brightness !    And  her  dashing  motion 
Gave  me  the  time  in  which  the  music  rings. 

Those  buttons  !  oh,  those  buttons!     Why  she  woie  them 
I  can  not  think.     Were  they  for  use  or  show? 

And  why  should  I  persist  in  thinking  of  them? 
These  all  are  mvslcries  I  can  not  know. 


Those  buttons !  oh.  'twas  vanity  to  wear  them. 

I've  learned  she  sal  up  late  to  sew  them  strong. 
Then  slept  to  dream  of  me,  and  slyly  saw  me 

The  while  she  rode  so  loftily  along. 

'Twas  folly  I  beheld,  and  now  I  know  it. 

I  long  the  more  to  see  the  sight  again. 
She  thought  of  me  while  setting  all  those  buttons — 

Of  me  alone  in  this  great  world  of  men. 

Elizabeth  H.  Ftttn,  in  Atlantic. 


Concealment. 

N\'hen  I  behold  some  mighty,  listening  throng. 

I  mar\-el.  while  their  faces  gleam  toward  mine. 
At  the  large  hope,  despair,  faith,  sorrow,  and  wrong 

That  slumber  in  their  midst,  and  make  no  sign ! 

So.  when  I  watch  night's  thick-starred  gulfs  profound, 
I  wonder  at  all  the  calmness  they  reveal. 

Though  filled  with  infinite  motion  and  wild  sound 
From  m\Tiads  of  \'ast  spheres  that  grandly  wheel ! 

Edgar  Eaicceit,  in  AppUtoti's. 


Meeting'.— From  the  Spanish. 

Many  years  have  floated  by 

Since  we  parted,  she  and  I. 
Now  together  here  we  stand. 

Eye  to  eye,  and  hand  to  hand. 

I  can  hear  her  trembling  sighs. 

See  the  sweetness  in  her  eyes. 
Silently  I  hold  and  press 

Her  soft  hand  with  tenderness. 

Silence,  who  shall  fathom  thee? 

Who  reveal  the  mysterj- 
Hidden  between  lo\ing  eyes. 

Burning  hands,  and  answering  sighs. 

Harpe?s  Magazine. 


Apothegms. — From  the  Turkish. 

AN  ANCIENT  TREE, 
Mock  not  the  fruit-tree's  wrinkled  face. 
Its  knotty  boughs,  its  want  of  grace ; 
For  underneath  no  barren  tree 
Could  you  so  many  missiles  see. 

BITTER   WORDS. 

The  knifes  sharp  cut  can  be  endtired  — 
Its  ugly  gash  by  time  is  cured  ; 
But  bitter  words,  when  they  o'erflow. 
Inflict  a  deep,  unhealing  blow. 

THE  RIGHT   ROAD. 

How  easy  'tis  for  some  to  say. 
*  Your  route  is  wTong,  that's  not  the  way ! 
For  when  the  carriage  breaks,  all  know 
WTiich  road  the  driver  ought  to  go. 


Death  is  the  dark,  grim  guest 

Who  slights  not  nch  or  poor — 
The  coal-black  camel's  form 

Which  kneels  at  every  door. 

joct  Benton,  in  AppUtons. 


A  Desire. 

Lei  me  not  lay  the  lightest  feather's  weight 
Of  duty  upon  love.     Let  not.  my  own. 
The  breath  of  one  reluctant  kiss  be  blown 

Between  our  hearts.     I  would  not  be  the  gate 

That  bars,  like  some  inexorable  fate 

The  portals  of  thy  Ufe  :  that  says.  ' '  Alone 
Through  me  shall  any  joy  to  thee  be  known  : " 

Rather  the  window,  fragrant  early  and  late 

With  ihy  sweet,  clinging  thoughts,  that  grow  and  twine 
.\round  me,  hke  some  bright  and  blooming  vine ; 

Through  which  the  sun  shall  shed  his  wealth  on  thee 
In  golden  showers  ;  through  which  thou  mayst  look  out. 
Exulting  in  all  beauty,  without  doubt. 

Or  fear,  or  shadow  of  regret  from  me. 

Susan  .1/.  Spalding,  in  Scritner. 


EMBALMED  IN  SENTIMENT. 


The  New  York  World  \.f^\s  the  tale  of  how  an  undertaker 
doing  business  in  a  Pennsylvania  town  has  discovered  a  neat 
way  of  embalming  the  dead,  whereby  he  can  preserve  a  "life- 
like appearance  "  in  his  subject  for  three  weeks,  by  combin- 
ing: four  drugs,  and  applying  them  to  the  cuticle  so  as  to 
"marbleize  it."  To  prove  the  efficacy  of  his  process,  he  is 
at  present  exhibiting  a  departed  husband  "  of  full  habit  and 
addicted  to  drink,"  who  in  the  sublime  stillness  of  death  is 
accompanied  by  his  widow,  who  testifies  to  her  complete 
satisfaction  with  what  the  undertaker  has  done  for  her  spouse, 
and  stifles  her  sobs  long  enough  to  point  to  the  corpse  and 
show  how  carefully  and  beautifully  it  is  preserved.  It  may 
be  doubted  whether  ever  before  has  there  been  seen  so  beau- 
tiful an  example  at  once  of  wifely  devotion  and  pride  as  this, 
for  the  notion  is  to  be  scouted  that  the  lady  has  any  business 
end  in  view  dependent  upon  the  successful  introduction  of 
the  new  embalming  process.  Like  the  ancient  Eg>-ptians, 
she  must  lake  a  solemn  pleasure  in  the  presence  of  an  em- 
balmed friend,  but  added  to  this  there  must  be  a  sort  of  pride 
in  exhibiting  him  publicly  as  one  who,  of  however  full  a 
habit  he  may  have  been,  and  however  addicted  to  drink,  was 
her  own  true  love,  and  would  remain  with  her  even  after  he 
had  lost  all  enjoyment  of  her  society.  As  a  curiosity  such  a 
man  is  certainly  well  worth  seeing  and  showing.  His  devo- 
tion rises  far  above  the  common  capabilities  of  the  flesh,  and 
is  worthy  of  being  embalmed  in  noble  verse  as  well  as  in  a 
marble  cuticle.  The  mind  is  loth  to  believe  that  any  motive 
less  admirable  than  a  laudable  pride  in  a  husband  so  excel- 
lent as  this  could  induce  any  woman  to  suffer  her  departed 
lord  to  be  exhibited  publicly.  Wishing  to  show  him  as  an 
example  of  fidelity  to  his  family,  the  lady  probably  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  presence  of  a  man  with  a  patent  process  of 
preser^-ation,  who,  while  furthering  his  own  unsentimental 
purposes,  would  bring  into  prominence  the  virtues  of  a  truly 
noble  though  now  helpless  man.  Thus  sometimes  does  sim- 
ple selfishness  become  the  senant  of  that  which  is  more  ex- 
alted. And  yet  it  is  possible  to  take  another  view  of  the  case. 
Gentlemen  of  full  habit  who  are  addicted  to  drink  are  apt  at 
times  to  make  their  homes  the  scene  of  revelrj*  and  mirth 
which  they  alone  can  appreciate.  Their  jests,  their  quips 
and  quiddets,  in  the  nature  of  tables  overturned  and  chairs 
put  10  uses  for  which  they  were  never  designed,  are  far  fi-om 
pleasing  to  their  families ;  and  their  wives,  though  loving  them 
entirely,  long  at  times  to  see  them  in  a  complete  state  of  rea- 
sonable quietude  which  shall  endure  for  an  appreciable  pe- 
riod. They  wish  that  their  husbands  could  be  induced  to 
follow  wifely  advice — to  depart  when  they  bid  them  and  to 
come  at  their  call.  In  the  natural  state  of  such  men  implicit 
obedience  is  impracticable  ;  and,  seeing  that  it  is  so,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  it  should  become  a  settled  purpose,  or  even  a 
mania,  on  the  part  of  some  peculiar  women,  to  have  some 
time  when  her  refractory  lord  must  and  shall  act  precisely  as 
she  wishes  him  to.  Likely  enough  this  particular  woman  has 
often  asked  her  husband  to  go  with  her  from  Stroudsburg  to 
Philadelphia,  and  the  train  started  out,  but,  by  the  time  she 
had  gone  a  short  distance,  the  wife  found  that  her  perfidious 
and  full-habited  lord  suddenly  vanished  from  her  sight  at  the 
Delaware  Water  Gap.  There  was  such  a  monotony  about 
these  occurrences  that,  when  the  time  came  and  it  was  pos- 
sible for  her  to  lead  him  to  the  great  city  without  danger  of 
his  escape,  she  naturally  took  solid  satisfaction  in  seeing  him 
alight  there  in  a  balmy  condition  and  ready  to  follow  her 
about  town  whithersoever  she  would  go.  Doubtless  it  was 
some  such  feeling  as  this  that  led  the  ancients  to  place  their 
mothers-in-law  in  cases,  and  shift  them  about  from  comer  to 
corner  and  from  pillar  to  post,  feeling  all  the  while  a  joy  un- 
speakable because  it  was  impossible  for  their  old  tormentors 
to  raise  the  slightest  objection. 


The  Rev.  J.  S.  Fumis,  an  English  clergyman,  has  written 
an  interesting  and  graphic  description  of  hell,  "for  the  in- 
struction of  the  young."  Hell,  he  says,  is  situated  four  thou- 
sand miles  from  here,  at  the  middle  of  the  earth,  and  is  ten- 
anted by  millions  and  milUons  of  tormented  creatures,  mad 
with  fur)',  who  dwell  in  the  midst  of  screams,  groans,  yells, 
cries,  shouts,  shrieks,  roarings,  hissings,  bowlings,  wailings, 
fearful  blasphemies  and  thunder,  not  to  mention  the  sound  of 
''oceans  of  tears  running  down  from  millions  of  eyes  with  a 
great  splash  upon  the  floors  of  hell."  The  Rev.  Mr.  Fumis 
then  says  :  "  The  roof  is  red-hot,  the  walls  are  red-hot,  the 
floor  is  like  a  thick  sheet  of  red-hot  iron.  See,  on  the  mid- 
dle of  that  red-hot  iron  floor  stands  a  girl.  She  looks  to  be 
about  sixteen  years  of  age.  She  has  neither  shoes  nor  stock- 
ings on  her  feet  The  door  of  this  room  has  never  been 
opened  since  she  first  set  her  feet  on  this  red-hot  floor.  Now 
she  sees  the  door  opening.  She  rushes  fonvard.  She  has 
gone  down  on  her  knees  upon  the  red-hot  floor.  Listen — 
she  speaks.  She  says  ;  '  I  ha\e  been  standing  with  my  bare 
feet  on  this  red-hot  floor  for  years.  Day  and  night  my  only 
standing-place  has  been  upon  this  red-hot  floor.  Sleep  never 
came  on  me  for  a  moment,  that  I  might  forget  this  horrible 
buming  floor.  Look  at  my  bumed  and  bleeding  feet  Let 
me  go  off  this  buming  floor  for  one  moment — only  for  a 
short  moment  Oh,  that  in  this  endless  eternity  of  years  I 
might  forget  the  pain  only  for  one  single  moment ! '  The 
devil  answers  her  question  :  '  Do  you  ask  for  a  moment — for 
one  moment  to  forget  your  pain  'i  No,  not  for  one  single 
moment  during  the  never-ending  etemitj'  of  years  shall  you 
ever  leave  this  red-hot  floor.' " 


Last  month  a  Turk,  Fein  Pasha,  Governor  of  Banjaluka, 
with  twelve  wives,  children,  and  a  guard  of  eunuchs,  arrived 
in  Vienna  and  took  lodgings  at  the  Hotel  Daniel.  Three 
wives  were  put  in  a  room,  with  a  guard  of  two  eunuchs  at 
each  door.  It  took  a  whole  day  to  complete  the  registration 
of  the  party  at  police  headquarters,  The  most  of  the  wives 
were  real  beauties,  wearing  their  raven  black  hair  closely  cut 
and  dyeing  their  finger-naUs.  Under  the  Austrian  law  these 
ladies  were  entitled  to  their  personal  freedom,  and  the  Ger- 
man reporter  naively  says,  "  If  they  only  knew  it.''  Each 
eunuch  carried  a  gun  on  one  arm  and  a  baby  on  the  other. 


Whole  years  of  joy  glide,  unpercei\'ed,  away,  while  sorrow 
counts  the  minutes  as  they  pass. — Harvard, 

Virtue  requires  no  other  recompense  than  the  tribute  of 
self-approbation  and  respect. — Cicero. 


J 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


CONFIDENTIAL  CORRESPONDENCE, 


Walker,  Jr.,   Addresses  that  Uncle  of  Mine. 


Phcexix  CluEj  San  Francisco,  Oct.  9,  1878. 
Mv  Dear  Uncle: — ^You  are  now  somewhat  old,  and  I 
obsen^e  with  regret  that  the  locks  of  which,  fifteen  or  twenty 
years  ago,  you  were  justly  proud,  have  almost  entirely  disap- 
peared. Indeed,  I  have  watched  them  from  time  to  time 
being  roughly  removed  from  the  hair  brush  and  irreverently 
swept  into  the  dust-bin  by  the  Chinaman  whom,  in  spite  of 
Kearney,  you  insist  upon  retaining.  It  is  now  quite  five 
years  since  my  .arrival  at  an  age  when  the  law  recognized  my 
liability  to  jury  duty,  and  my  privileges  as  an  American  citi- 
zen enabled  me  to  relieve  you  of  the  charge  of  my  affairs, 
which,  on  the  death  of  my  revered  father,  fell  into  your  hands. 
That  I  address  these  letters  to  you  is  an  evidence  that  I  am 
not  ungrateful  for  the  kindly  interest  with  which  you  watched 
over  my  tender  minority,  and  if  from  them  you  may  gather 
any  advice  of  value  to  you,  any  hints  that  may  tend  to 
smooth  your  pathway  to  the  grave,  I  shall  feel  that  I  have 
not  vainly  undertaken  what  is  the  obvious  duty  of  an  af- 
fectionate nephew.  I  can  not  forget  that,  when  my  young 
mind  was  but  opening,  you  stored  it  with  vase  saws  and 
modem  instances,  and  the  reflections,  which  from  time  to 
time  will  crop  up  as  I  write,  you  will  find  are  but  the  expe- 
riences and  observations  inculcated  upon  me  by  you,  devel- 
oped by  the  change  in  conditions  and  the  progress  of  human 
life  to  a  point  where  they  may  be  as  useful  to  you  at  your  ( 
years  as  they  were  to  me  in  an  earlier  stage.  The  practical 
knowledge  of  the  world  which  made  you  such  an  able  mentor 
when  I  was  most  in  need  of  one,  has  enabled  me  to  reach 
my  present  age  without  having  committed  any  grave  or  irre- 
parable mistakes,  and  now,  having  benefited  by  that  knowl- 
edge to  keep  up  with  an  era  of  unusually  rapid  development, 
1  feel  proud  that  I  am  able  to  put  down  on  paper  for  your 
guidance,  certain  rules,  hints,  and  regulations,  which  will 
enable  you  to  find  your  way  out  of  the  world  without  com- ' 
promising  your  family  or  your  name  by  senile  foolishness.  | 
My  dear  uncle,  I  need  scarcely  point  out  to  you  that  things 
were  ver>'  diflTerent  in  your  younger  days,  and  up  to  the  time 
when  you  became  ill-fitted  to  cope  with  the  rush  and  racket 
of  life,  progress  was  slow.  That,  with  deadened  facilities, 
in  increasing  years,  you  should  now  find  many  pitfalls  and 
snares  which  you  did  not  expect,  and  of  which  you  were  en- 
tirely ignorant,  is  not  to  be  wondered  at.  Old  men  are 
obstinate  and  cling  to  old  theories  and  old  notions,  even 
in  spite  of  stubborn  facts.  In  ever>'  department  of  his 
existence  the  same  obstinacy  prevails,  and  I  may  tell  you 
now,  my  dear  uncle,  looking  back  at  some  disputes  which 
we  have  had  on  various  subjects,  that  more  harm  comes  to 
young  men  from  the  inabihty  of  their  parents  and  guardians 
to  recognize  the  changes  in  a  progressive  society,  than  from 
the  inherent  tendency  of  youth  to  oppose  the  strict  discipline 
and  authority  of  age.  It  may  be  painful  to  contemplate,  and 
I  feel  for  one  whose  sage  ad^'ice  I  have  so  often  followed,  but 
it  is  a  certain  fact  that  the  world  has  gone  beyond  you.  This 
is  an  age  of  unexampled  rapidity  of  thought  and  action,  and 
let  me  assure  you  that  it  is  only  with  an  effort  that  even 
I,  young  and  strong,  and  in  the  full  flush  of  bodily  and  mental 
health,  can  keep  pace  with  its  mad  haste.  In  order  that  you 
may  not  be  altogether  e.xposed  to  the  dangers  that  beset  men 
whose  associations  and  ideas  are  entirely  in  the  past,  that, 
dragging  behind  in  the  human  procession,  you  may  yet  be  pre- 
pared for  the  obstructions  which  I  have  met  and  overcome, 
I  pen  these  letters,  trusting  to  find  my  account  in  your  grati- 
tude for  much  anxiety  spared,  and  many  discomforts  avoided. 
And  first,  I  would  take  exception  to  your  associates  and  con- 
stant companions.  When  I  heard  that  the  investment  I 
made  for  you  in  Sierra  Nevada  had  been  so  wonderfully 
fortunate,  I  congratulated  myself  that  the  honor  and  re- 
spectability of  our  family  were  about  to  take  on  fresh  lustre, 
and  that  your  wealth  would  make  you  a  fit  coadjutor  in  my 
ambitious  designs.  But  on  my  return  from  the  Exposition, 
I  am  deeply  affected  to  find  you  hand  and  glove  with 
brokers  of  the  Big  Board,  Supen.-isors,  Judges,  and  other 
officials,  whose  familiarities  are  the  first  things  to  be  avoided. 
You  firequent  the  saloons  between  the  acts  of  the  speculative 
drama  ;  you  are  visible  hobnobbing  with  well  knOT.\'n  poli- 
ticians who  fill  up  the  time  betweeen  elections  in  using  their 
influence  with  possible  candidates,  to  be  carried  in  mining 
stocks  ;  you  accept  cigars  fi-om  men  whose  salary  of  a  few 
dollars  a  month  in  official  positions  enables  them  to  live  a 
fast  life,  spend  a  moderate  fortune,  and  lose  thousands  of 
dollars  on  blocks  of  wildcat  securities  ;  you  are  familiar  with 
men  whose  knowledge  of  the  law  is  only  useful  to  them  in 
so  far  as  it  enables  them  to  break  it  with  impunity  ;  you  visit 
free-lunch  counters  with  men  who  indorse  and  disseminate 
communistic  doctrines,  that,  when  the  inevitable  absolute 
reign  of  ignorance  and  unscrupulous  blackguardism  shall  be- 
gin, they  may  float  on  its  highest  wave,  notorious  at  last,  if 
even  only  lor  a  moment;  you  seek  the  companionship  of' 
those  whose  money  comes  out  of  the  pockets  of  the  poor, 
the  deposits  of  savings  banks,  the  purses  of  women  and 
children.  My  dear  uncle,  what  can  have  made  you  change 
since  you  first  took  me  in  hand  and  educated  me  ?  You  will 
say,  doubtless,  that  you  only  know  those  gentlemen  (!)  who 
are  known  in  society.  You  will  say  that  your  most  intimate 
friend  is  Mr.  — ,  a  magnate  whose  wealth  is  enormous,  who 


maintains  one  of  the  finest  establishments  in  town,  whose 
mansion  is  filled  with  rank,  and  elegance,  and  fashion,  whose 
wife  is  a  leader  of  the /^^/,  and  with  whose  charming  daughter 
I  am  proud  to  be  seen.  This  is  precisely  an  example  of  the 
mistakes  you  make  through  your  adherence  to  your  old- 
fashioned  principles,  and  your  inability  to  grasp  the  differ- 
ence in  the  condition  of  things  in  this  society  from  that  in 
the  old  established  communities  with  which  you  are  ac- 
quainted. The  pioneers  who  came  to  California  in  1849  *i'd 
not  come  to  lay  the  basis  of  a  fashionable  and  refined  so- 
ciety' :  they  came  to  gather  gold.  They  were  not  "  society  " 
men,  and  with  the  rapid  change  from  poverty  to  wealth  they 
carried  all  their  faults  and  all  their  vices.  \Vhere  you  and  I 
were  born  a  man  was  known  by  the  company  he  kept,  and, 
apart  from  his  circumstances,  was  respected  or  despised  ac- 
cording to  the  status  he  held  in  society.  It  was  not  possible 
to  move  in  two  classes  of  the  communit)-  at  once,  and  the 
man  who  elected  to  visit  the  pot-house  had  to  find  his 
friends  among  the  sawdust  The  principle  remains,  in  a 
measure,  the  same,  but  the  company  has  changed  somewhat, 
and  the  question  is  further  complicated  by  the  admission  of 
another  discordant  element.  The  standing  of  the  parent  in 
old  times  and  in  old  communities  was  the  standing  of  the 
family.  The  parents  and  children  were  of  one  caste,  and  to 
be  always  in  the  good  graces  of  the  father  was  not  only  a 
passport  to  the  good  will  of  the  mother,  but  often  to  the  af- 
fections of  the  favorite  daughter  as  well.  Here  it  is  widely 
different,  and  as  I  am  making  efforts,  which  I  may  say  are 
not  altogether  hopeless,  to  make  Miss  - — —  my  wife,  I  have 
to  request  that  you  will  not  mention  me  in  public  in  any  con- 
nection with  her  father.  Her  mother  is  my  friend,  and  be- 
tween Miss and  myself  a   perfect  understanding  exists, 

based  on  a  mutual  liking,  which  has  no  interest  for  the  old 
gentleman.  I  should  be  sorr>'  indeed  if  it  were  known  that 
I  was  in  an\'  sense  a  friend  of  his,  because  I  am  sure  that 
any  friendship  with  him  would  be  a  drawback  to  my  progress 
with  his  daughter  or  his  wife.  He  is  so  seldom  at  home, 
and  he  really  knows  so  little  of  his  family  aftairs,  that  I 

doubt  if  he  is  aware  that    I   am  received  by  Mrs. ,  or 

even  acquainted  with  his  daughter.  I  am  cognizant  of  the 
fact  that  he  signs  the  checks  which  are  required  to  sustain 
the  social  standing  of  his  family  ;  but  I  have  a  shrewd  sus- 
picion that  in  consideration  of  his  asking  no  questions,  the 
details  of  his  private  life  are  permitted  to  interest  the  mem- 
bers of  his  household  less  than  they  do  the  outside  public. 

Mr. ,  my  dear  uncle,  and  his  wife  and  daughter,  form 

two  parties,  and  work  quite  independently  of  one  another. 
In  the  brilliant  circle,  of  which  I  am  accounted  a  member, 
which  surrounds  this  estimable  lady,  the  name  of  the  male 
head  of  the  family  is  rarely  mentioned,  and  although  he 
often  gives  the  assembly  the  honor  of  his  presence,  he  and 
his  especial  friends  are  not  missed  when  they  retire  from  the 
festivities.  In  tender  moments,  when  the  moonlight  has 
thrown  our  shadows,  close  together,  on  the  veranda  wall, 
I  have  heard  vague  hints  of  unhappiness  from  the  young 
lady.  Xot  without  considerable  apparent  pain  has  the  fair 
girl  frequently  withdra^m  her  lips  from  mine  to  drop  some 
allusions  to  family  difficulties,  and  so  far  as  I  have  been  able 
to  guess,  there  is  some  syren  whose  attraction  for  the  father 
is  not  relished  by  the  mother  or  daughter.  Indeed,  judging 
from  those  little  straws  which  blow  about  the  home  circle,  i 
am  inclined  to  put  down  the  old  gendeman's  magnetic  vari- 
ations from  the  marriage  pole  at  quite  forty-five  degrees. 
You  will  understand  from  these  remarks  that  I  am  opposed 

to  your  intimacy  with  Mr. .     I  have  reason  to  know  that 

your  relations  to  him  have  already  tended  to  lower  me  in 
the  eyes  of  the  fair  girl,  whose  virgin  heart  is  mine,  and 
whom  I  hope  to  espouse  before  a  break  in  the  stock  market 
deprives  her  mother  of  the  opportunity  of  obtaining  from 
her  father  a  worthy  do£  for  her.  But  for  my  own  attractive 
qualities  I  doubt  if  the  young  lady  would  accept  the  affec- 
tionate attentions  which  her  fathers  absence  and  her 
mother's  favor  enable  me  to  shower  uninterruptedly  upon  her. 
Your  fortune,  my  dear  uncle,  is  not  a  large  one,  and,  if  for 
no  other  reason  than  that,  I  should  counsel  you  to  avoid  Mr. 

.     That  gentleman  has  been  accustomed  to  deal  with 

female  human  nature  for  many  years,  and  is  likely  to  have 
many  acquaintance  of  limited  accomplishment  and  expen- 
sive tastes.  It  is  only  lately  that  you  have  been  wealthy 
enough  to  enjoy  the  society  of  widows  of  refined  intellect, 
whose  distressful  misfortunes  have  induced  them  to  seek 
soothing  consolation  from  gentlemen  of  means  ;  of  pining 
wives,  whose  husbands  return  at  inopportune  moments  and 
demand  satisfaction  for  their  injured  honor  ;  of  young  ladies, 
whose  love  of  ease  and  luxur)'  is  stronger  than  their  virtue ; 
and  of  strictly  moral  women,  who  erect  between  their  moral- 
ity and  sin  a  thin  wall  of  conscience,  which  succumbs  judi- 
ciously to  a  battering  ram  of  gold.  And  then  your  vanity  is 
in  danger.  Your  worthy  friend  gauges  his  flatterers  exactly, 
and  is  not  deceived.  You  are  easily  misled  by  a  show  of 
tenderness,  and  will  be  duped.  If,  at  your  age,  vanity  is  not 
completely  subdued,  it  is  weak  in  the  extreme.  Old  struct- 
ures are  always  feeble  ;  and  it  is  better  for  a  man  to  do  as  I 
have  done,  let  such  conceit  fall  and  be  swept  away  with  the 
dddris  of  all  other  forms  of  youthful  vanity,  than  to  prop  it 
up,  to  come  down  in  old  age  when  the  ruins  must  encumber 
the  happiness  and  comfort  of  his  declining  years.  To  this 
subject  I  may  refer  at  greater  length  at  some  future  time.  In 
the  meantime  I  close  this  letter.  There  are  many  points  in 
your  general  conduct  which  appear  to  me  calculated  to  affect 
adversely  both  your  present  and  your  future  welfare  ;  and  I 
can  not  allow  you  to  go  blindfold  to  ruin  after  a  life  which 
has  been,  so  far  as  I  know,  comparatively  free  from  vice.  I 
may  next  touch  upon  the  general  standing  of  the  theatrical 
profession,  toward  which  you  have  of  late  been  much  at- 
tracted ;  and  I  mean  to  offer  you  the  benefit  of  my  experi- 
ence. I  sincerely  hope  it  may  be  of  as  much  value  to  you 
now,  as  yours  was  to  me  when  I  was  young.  For  the  pres- 
ent, believe  me,  Your  affectionate  nephew, 

Walker,  Junior. 


PROVERBIAL  PHILOSOPHY. 


A  dispatch  from  Calcutta  quotes  the  passionate  words  of 
the  Ameer  of  Afghanistan,  uttered  some  lime  ago  before  his 
Court,  as  proof  of  the  hostility  to  the  British  which  exists  in 
Cabul.  "  I  have  seven  crores  of  rupees  by  me,"  says  the 
Ameer,  "ever>-  rupee  of  which  1  will  hurl  at  the  British  Gov- 
ernment, and  I  will  roil  the  border  tribes  against  them  like 
blasts  of  fire." 

One  hour  of  justice  is  worth  seventy  years  of  prayer. 


Nothing  is  beneath  you  if  it  is  within  your  clutch. 

\Mien  you  take  your  day  off  be  sure  and  bring  it  back 
again. 

Raise  no  more  spirits  than  you  can  conjure  down,  say  at 
four  swallows. 

What  cannot  be  cured  must  be  endured,  but  first  tr>-  Con- 
edition  Powders. 

What  we  know  respecting  ourselves  increases  our  con- 
tempt for  others. 

The  most  powerful  man  in  this  countrj-  carries  a  horse 
scar  on  his  cheek. 

Dogs  do  not  snore,  but  do  not  fool  around  a  dog  long 
enough  to  find  out. 

When  asked  if  you  would  like  to  be  lynched  reply  "  No, 
I'll  be  hanged  if  I  would." 

Rather  go  to  bed  supperless  than  rise  in  debt,  now  that 
the  bankrupt  law  has  expired. 

WTio  hath  a  cold  hath  sorrow  to  his  sops,  especially  if  his 
handkerchief  hath  starch  in  it. 

Trust  not  a  horse's  heels  nor  a  dog's  tooth,  neither  a  man 
who  says  he'll  pay  you  Saturday. 

When  war  begins  hell's  gates  are  set  open,  and  it  is  the 
same  when  Congress  reassembles. 

Read  carefully  the  label  on  the  bottle  of  chill  remedy  re- 
questing you  to  shake  well  before  using. 

Character  is  the  result  of  a  lifetime  ;  but  a  single  silly  act 
will  often  win  you  a  reputation,  you  bet. 

A  wise  man  reflects  before  he  speaks;  a  fool  speaks,  and 
then  reflects  while  his  eye  is  getting  well. 

The  man  who  says  yes  to  everj-thing  you  say  is  the  hard- 
est kind  of  a  man  to  borrow  ten  dollars  of 

A  short  horse  is  soon  curried,  but  a  mule,  short  or  long, 
will  kick  you  into  the  middle  of  next  week. 

That  which  is  mine  is  all  my  own;  that  which  is  yours  I 
go  halves  in.     I  will  also  take  up  a  collection. 

It  is  darkest  just  before  day,  but  that  unfortunately  is  the 
ver>'  time  when  a  chicken  is  the  widest  awake. 

There  are  four  roads  leading  to  hell,  and  Bob  Ingersoll  is 
opening  another.     It  will  be  called  Fifth  Avenue. 

The  wohes  eat  the  poor  ass  that  hath  many  owners,  but 
not  until  he  gets  the  rheumatism  in  his  hind  legs. 

Immediately  after  every  hard  wind  farmers  come  into 
town  with  choice  lots  of  fresh,  hand-picked  apples. 

Remember  that  you  can  have  every  thing  you  want,  but 
be  careful  and  don't  want  any  thing  you  can't  have. 

The  meeting  of  a  man  and  a  Hon  is  majestic.  The  man 
runs  off  with  all  his  might,  the  lion  -with  all  his  mane. 

Don't  despise  your  poor  relations.  They  may  get  rich 
some  time  and  then  it  will  be  so  hard  to  explain  things. 

The  world  looks  different  to  a  man  when  he  has  three 
inches  of  rum  in  him,  and  he  looks  different  to  the  world!. 

WTio  wants  to  beat  a  dog  soon  finds  a  stick,  but  already 
has  the  dog  shot  around  the  next  comer  yeUing  "  Ki  ki  ! " 

The  fool  never  thinks  higher  than  the  top  of  his  house, 
and  penneth  the  festive  joke  at  the  expense  of  the  lightning- 
rod  agent. 

There  is  nothing  in  the  world  a  man  resents  so  quickly 
and  so  deeply,  as  to  find  you  awfully  busy  when  he  is  per- 
fectly at  leisure. 

The  A\nnd  expended  in  a  single  political  speech  by  some 
orators  would  furnish  the  motive  power  to  keep  a  baby  cr)*ing 
for  a  whole  year. 

The  second  meal  makes  the  glutton,  the  second  ill  word 
makes  the  quarrel,  and  the  seconds  load  the  pistols  with 
blank  cartridges. 

\\Tien  you  are  taken  from  jail  and  hanged  for  some  slight 
misdemeanor,  there  may  be  some  doubt  of  your  guilt,  but 
none  of  your  death. 

The  best  books  for  us  are  not  always  those  which  the  wise 
recommend,  but  those  brought  around  by  the  fellow  with  a 
pimple  on  his  nose. 

Many  who  find  the  day  too  long  think  life  too  short;  but, 
short  as  life  is,  some  find  it  long  enough  to  outlive  their  char- 
acters, their  constitutions,  and  their  estates. 

The  woman  who  refuses  an  offer  of  marriage  should  al- 
ways do  it  by  postal-card.  By  this  means  she  secures  several 
hours  to  say  her  prayers  before  being  murdered. 

The  number  of  fools  is  to  the  number  of  wise  men  as  the 
number  of  times  one  gets  nothing  for  something  is  to  the 
number  of  times  one  gets  something  for  nothing. 

The  fiddler  of  the  same  town  never  plays  well  at  their 
feasts,  because  he  is  too  full  to  distinguish  between  the 
"Arkansas  Traveler  "  and  the  "  Dead  March  in  Saul." 

Touching  and  beautiful  superstitions  prevail  among  Indian 
tribes,  and  one  of  them  is  that  the  scalp  of  a  white  man 
makes  a  better  show  on  the  wigwam  wall  than  an  oil  painting. 

When  you  want  an  unreasonable  man  to  go  ahead,  he  will 
hold  back  ;  and  when  you  want  him  to  hold  back,  he  will 
pull  you  with  all  his  might.  With  such  men  just  reverse  the 
engine. 

A  piece  of  pasteboard  with  a  verse  on  it,  given  as  a  reward 
of  merit  in  a  Sabbath  School,  has  not  half  the  charm  for  the 
boy  as  the  same  size  piece  ot  pasteboard  with  the  simple  tal- 
ismanic  words,  "admit  one.'' 

Man  must  not  expect  to  jump  into  fame  all  of  a  sudden. 
He  must  either  chmb  the  ladder  slowly  or  else  marry  a  wom- 
an who  will  make  him  famous  by  eloping  with  a  negro,  a 
Chinaman,  or  a  bald-headed  widower. 

When  the  Sunday-school  superintendent  tells  us  that  some 
of  us  are  liable  to  be  taken  away  during  the  week,  there  is 
not  a  dr^*  eye  till  the  sexton  is  seen  dragging  out  a  fellow- 
pupil  for  putting  cayenne  pepper  on  the  stove. 

There  are  no  circumstances  under  which  honesty  and  in- 
tegrity of  purpose  will  not  stand  a  man  in  good  st'^ad  :  but 
how  will  it  help  the  man  who  finds  himself  suddr-:.  x  ''  ■  7°:^- 
to  associate  with  a  bulldog  in  an  orchard  with  .'-. 
around  it. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


'A  TOURIST  FROM  INJIANNY,' 


The  Story  as  Told  by  Bret  Harte. 


We  first  saw  him  from  the  deck  of  the  f  ;;j(-r /■>//_,  as 
that  gallant  steamer  was  preparin^^  to  leave  the  port  of  New 
^'ork  for  Plymouth,  Havre,  and  Hamburg.  Perhaps  it  was 
that  all  objects  at  that  moment  became  indelibly  impressed  on 
the  memor>-  of  the  departing  voyager  ;  perhaps  it  was  that 
mere  interrupting  trivialities  always  assume  undue  magni- 
tude to  us  when  we  are  waiting  for  something  really  im- 
portant ;  but  I  retain  a  vivid  impression  of  him  as  he  ap- 
peared on  the  gangway  in  apparently  hopeless,  yet,  as  it 
afterward  appeared,  really  triumphant  altercation  witli  the 
Germ  an -speaking  deck-hands  and  stewards.  He  was  not  a 
heroic  figure.  Clad  in  a  worn  linen  duster,  his  arms  rilled 
with  bags  and  parcels,  he  might  have  been  taken  for  a  hack- 
man  carr>'ing  the  luggage  of  his  fare.  Hut  it  was  noticeable 
that  although  he  calmly  persisted  in  speaking  English  and 
ignoring  the  voluble  tlerman  of  his  antagonists,  he,  in  some 
rude  fashion,  accomplished  his  object  without  losing  his 
temper  or  increasing  his  temperature,  while  his  foreign 
enemy  was  crimson  with  rage  and  perspiring  with  heat,  and 
that  presently,  having  violated  a  dozen  of  the  ship's  regula- 
tions, he  took  his  place  by  the  side  of  a  ver>'  pretty  girl,  ap- 
parently his  superior  in  station,  who  addressed  him  as 
•'father.'  As  the  great  ship  swung  out  into  the  stream  he 
was  still  a  central  figure  on  our  deck,  getting  into  ever>-- 
bodys  way,  addressing  all  with  equal  familiarity,  imperturb- 
able to  affront  or  snub,  but  always  doggedly  and  consistently 
adhering  to  one  purpose,  however  trivial  or  inadequate  to 
the  means  employed.  "  Voure  sittin'  on  suthin'  o'  mine, 
Miss,"  he  began  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  to  the  elegant 
Miss  Montmorris,  who  was  revisiting  Europe  under  high 
social  conditions.  *'Jist  rise  up  while  I  gel  it— twont  take 
a  miniL'  Not  only  was  that  lady  forced  to  rise,  but  to  make 
necessar>*  the  rising  and  discomposing  of  the  whole  Mont- 
morris party  who  were  congregated  around  her.  The  miss- 
ing *'  suthin  '■  was  discovered  to  be  a  ver)*  old  and  battered 
newspaper.  "  Its  the  Cincinnatiy  7/w<v,'  he  explained,  as 
he  quietly  took  it  up,  oblinous  to  the  indignant  glances  of 
the  party.  "  It's  a  little  squoshcd  by  your  sittin'  on  it,  but 
it'll  do  to  re-fer  to.  It's  got  a  letter  from  Payris,  showin'  the 
prices  o'  them  thar  hotels  and  rist  rants,  and  1  allowed  to  my 
darter  we  might  want  it  on  the  other  side. " 

When  we  were  fairly  at  sea  he  was  missed.  A  pleasing  be- 
lief that  he  had  fallen  overboard,  or  had  been  left  behind,  was 
dissipated  by  his  appearance  one  morning,  with  his  daughter 
on  one  arm,  and  the  elderly  female  before  referred  to  on  the 
other.  The  i'fiser  Frit::  was  rolling  heavily  at  the  time,  but 
with  his  usual  awkward  pertinacity  he  insisted  upon  attempt- 
ing to  walk  toward  the  best  part  of  the  deck,  as' he  always 
did,  as  if  it  were  a  right  and  a  duty.  A  lurch  brought  him  and 
his  uncertain  freight  in  contact  with  the  Montmorrises,  there 
was  a  moment  of  wild  confusion,  two  or  three  seats  were 
emptied,  and  he  was  finally  led  away  by  the  steward,  an  ob- 
viously and  obtrusively  sick  man. 

A  few  days  later  it  was  discovered  that  he  was  not  an  in- 
mate of  the  first,  but  of  the  second  cabin  ;  that  the  elderly 
female  was  not  his  wife,  as  popularly  supposed,  but  the  room- 
mate of  his  daughter  in  the  first  cabin.  These  facts  made 
his  various  intrusions  on  the  saloon  deck  the  more  exasper- 
ating to  the  -Montmorrises,  yet  the  more  difficult  to  deal  with. 
Eventually,  however,  he  had,  as  usual,  his  own  way ;  no  place 
was  sacred,  or  debarred  his  slouched  hat  and  duster.  They 
were  turned  out  of  the  engine-room,  to  reappear  upon  the 
bridge ;  they  were  forbidden  the  forecastle,  to  rise  a  ghostly 
presence  beside  the  officer  in  his  solemn  supenision  of  the 
compass.  They  would  have  been  lashed  to  the  rigging  on 
their  way  to  the  maintop,  but  for  the  silent  protest  of  his 
daughters  presence  on  the  deck.  Most  of  his  conversation 
was  addressed  to  the  interdicted  "man  at  the  wheel." 

Hitherto  1  had  contented  myself  with  the  fascination  of 
his  presence  from  afar,  wisely,  perhaps,  deeming  it  danger- 
ous to  a  true  picturesque  perspective  to  alter  my  distance  ; 
and  perhaps,  like  the  best  of  us,  I  fear,  preferring  to  keep 
my  own  idea  of  him  rather  than  to  run  the  risk  of  altering  it 
by  a  closer  acquaintance.  But  one  day,  when  I  was  loung- 
ing by  the  stem  rail,  idly  watching  the  dogged  ostentation  of 
the  screw,  that  had  been  steadily  intimating,  after  the  fash- 
ion of  screws,  that  it  was  the  only  thing  in  the  ship  with  a 
persistent  purpose,  the  ominous  shadow  of  the  slouched  hat 
and  the  trailing  duster  fell  upon  me.  There  was  nothing  to 
do  but  accept  it  meekly.  Indeed  my  theor>'  of  the  man  made 
me  helpless. 

"  I  didn't  know  till  yesterday  who  you  be,"  he  began,  de- 
liberately, *' or  I  shouldn't  hev' been  so  onsocial.  But  I've 
always  told  my  darter  that  in  permiskiss  trav'lin  a  man 
oughler  be  keerful  of  who  he  meets.  I've  read  some  of  your 
wntins— read  *em  in  a  paper  in  Injianny — but  I  never  reck- 
oned I'd  meet  ye.  Things  is  queer,  and  trav'lin"  brings  all 
sorter  people  together.  My  darter  Looeze  suspected  ye  from 
the  first,  and  she  worried  over  it,  and  put  me  up  to  this. ' 

The  most  delicate  fiatterj-  could  not  have  done  more.  To 
have  been  in  the  thought  of  this  reser\'ed,  gentle  girl,  who 
scarcely  seemed  to  notice  even  those  who  had  paid  her  at- 
tention, was — 

*'  She  put  me  up  to  it,"  he  continued,  calmly  ;  "  though  she, 
herself,  hez  a  kind  o'  prejudise  again  you  and  your  writins — 
thinkin'  them  sort  o'  low  down,  and  the  folks  talked  about 
not  in  her  style — and  ye  know  that's  woman's  nater;  and  she 
and  Miss  Montmorris  agree  on  that  point.  But  thars  a  few 
friends  with  me  round  yer  ez  would  like  to  see  ye."'  He 
stepped  aside,  and  a  dozen  men  appeared  in  Indian  file  from 
behind  the  roundhouse,  and,  with  a  solemnity  known  only  to 
the  Anglo-Saxon  nature,  shook  my  hand  deliberately,  and 
then  dispersed  themselves  in  various  serious  attitudes  against 
the  railings.  They  were  honest,  well-meaning  countrj'men 
of  mine,  but  I  could  not  recall  a  single  face. 

There  was  a  dead  silence.  The  screw,  howevet,  ostenta- 
tiously went  on  :  **  You  see  what  I  told  you,'  it  said  ;  " this 
is  all  vapidity  and  trifling.  I'm  the  only  fellow  here  with  a 
purpose.     Whiz,  whiz,  whiz  ;  chug,  chug,  chug  ! " 

I  was  about  to  make  some  remark  of  a  general  nature, 
when  I  was  greatly  relieved  to  obser\e  my  companion's 
friends  detach  themselves  from  the  railings,  and,  with  a  slight 
bow  and  another  shake  of  the  hand,  severally  retire,  appa- 
rently as  much  relieved  as  myself.  My  companion,  who  had 
in  che  meaniime  acted  as  if  he  had  discharged  himself  of  a 
:..  ■ .  said  ;  "Thar  oilers  must  be  some  one  to  tend  to  this 


kind  o'  thing,  or  thars  no  sociableness.  1  took  a  deppyta- 
tion  into  the  Cap'ns  room  yesterday  to  make  some  proppysi- 
tions,  and  thar's  a  minister  of  the  gospel  aboard  as  ought  to 
be  spoke  to  afore  next  Sunday,  and  I  reckon  it's  my  dooty, 
onless,"  he  added,  with  deliberate  and  formal  politeness, 
'"vi'i/'i/  prefer  to  do  it,  bein",  so  to  speak,  a  public  man.' 

But  the  public  man  deprecated  any  interference  with  the 
speaker's  functions,  and,  to  change  the  conversation,  re- 
marked that  he  heard  that  there  was  a  party  of  Cook's  tour- 
ists on  board,  and^were  not  the  preceding  gentlemen  of  the 
jiumber  ?  But  the  question  caused  the  speaker  to  lay  aside 
his  hat,  take  a  comfortable  position  on  the  deck,  against  the 
rail,  and  drawing  his  knees  up  under  his  chin,  to  begin  as 
follows  : 

"  Speaking  o'  Cook  and  Cook's  tourists,  Pm  my  own  Cook. 
I  reckon  I  calkilate  and  know  every  cent  PU  spend  twixt 
Evansvillc,  Injianny,  and  Rome  and  Naples,  and  every  thing 
111  see."  He  paused  a  moment,  and  laying  his  hand  famil- 
iarly on  my  knee,  said  :  "  Did  1  ever  tell  ye  how  I  kem  to 
go  abroad  .'' '' 

As  we  had  never  spoken  togetlier  before,  it  was  safe  to  re- 
ply that  he  had  not.  He  rubbed  his  head  softly  with  his 
hand,  knitted  his  iron-gray  brows,  and  then  said  medita- 
tively :  "  No,  it  must  hev  been  that  hed  waiter.  He  sorter 
favors  you  in  the  musstache  and  gen'ral  get  up.  I  guess  it 
was  him  I  spoke  to. " 

I  thought  it  must  have  been. 

"Well,  then,  this  is  the  way  it  kem  about  :  I  was  sittin' 
one  night,  about  three  months  ago  with  my  darter  Looeze — 
my  wife  bein'  dead  some  four  year — ^and  I  was  reading  to 
her  out  of  the  paper  about  the  Exposition.  She  sez  to  me, 
quiet  like — she's  a  quiet  sort  o'  gal,  if  you  ever  notissed  her 
— '  1  should  like  to  go  thar.'  1  looks  at  her — it  was  the  first 
time  sense  her  mother  died  that  that  gal  had  ever  asked  for 
anything,  or  had,  so  to  speak,  a  wish.  It  wasn't  her  way. 
She  took  everything  ez  it  kem,  and,  durn  my  skin  ef  I  ever 
could  tell  whether  she  ever  wanted  it  to  kem  in  any  other 
way.     I  never  told  ye  this  afore,  did  I  ?' 

"  No,''  I  said  hastily,  "go  on.'' 

He  felt  of  his  knees  for  a  moment,  and  then  drew  a  long 
breath.  "  Perhaps,''  he  began  deliberately,  "ye  don't  know 
that  I'm  a  poor  man.  Seein'  me  here  among  these  rich 
folks,  goin'  abroad  to  Panv  with  the  best  o'  them,  and  Loo- 
eze thar — in  the  first  cabin — a  lady,  ez  she  is — ye  wouldn't 
b'leeve  it,  but  Pm  poor!  I  am.  Well,  sir,  when  that  gal 
looks  at  me  and  sez  that — I  hadn't  but  twelve  dollars  in  my 
pocket,  and  I  ain't  the  durned  fool  that  I  look— -but  suthin' 
in  me — suthin',  you  know,  away  back  in  me~sez  )ou  shall ! 
Loo-ey,  you  shall  !  .A.nd  then  I  sez — repeatin'  it,  and  look- 
ing up  right  in  her  eyes — '  You  shall  go,  Loo-ey' — did  you 
ever  look  in  my  gal's  eyes?' 

I  parried  that  somewhat  direct  question  by  another  :  "But 
the  twelve  dollars,  how  did  you  increase  that  f"' 

"  I  raised  it  to  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars.  I  got  odd 
jobs  o'  work  here  and  there,  over-time — Pm  a  machinist.  I 
used  to  keep  this  yer  over-work  from  Loo,  saying  I  had  to 
see  men  in  the  evenin'  to  get  pints  about  Europe  ;  and  that, 
and  getting  a  little  money  raised  on  my  life  insurance,  I 
shoved  her  through.  And  here  we  is,  chipper  and  first  class 
all  through — that  is,  Loo  is  !'' 

"But  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  !  And  Rome  and  Na- 
ples, and  return  ?     You  can't  do  it." 

He  looked  at  me  cunningly  a  moment.  "Kan't  doit? 
Pve  done  it." 

"Done  it?" 

"  Wall,  about  the  same  I  reckon,  Pve  figgered  it  out.  Fig- 
ers  don't  lie.  I  ain't  no  Cook's  tourist ;  1  kin  see  Cook  and 
give  him  pints.  I  tell  you  Pve  figgered  it  out  to  a  cent,  and 
Pve  money  to  spare.  Of  course  I  don't  reckon  to  travel  with 
Loo.  She'll  go  first  class.  But  I'll  be  near  her  if  it's  in  the 
steerage  of  a  ship,  or  in  the  baggage  car  of  a  railroad.  I 
don't  need  much  in  the  way  of  grub  or  clothes,  and  now  and 
then  I  kin  pick  up  a  job.  Perhaps  you  disremember  that 
row  I  had  in  the  engine  room,  when  they  chucked  me  out  ?"' 

I  could  not  help  looking  at  him  with  astonishment;  there 
was  evidently  only  a  pleasant  memor>'  in  his  mind.  Yet  I 
recalled  that  I  felt  indignant  for  him  and  his  daughter. 

"Well,  that  d — n  fool  of  a  Dutchman,  that  chief  engineer, 
gave  me  a  job  the  other  day.  And  ef  I  hadn't  just  forced  my 
way  down  there  and  talked  sassy  at  him,  and  criticised  his 
macheen,  he'd  hev  never  knowd  I  knowed  a  eccentric  from 
a  wagon  wheel.     Do  you  see  the  pint  ?  " 

I  thought  I  began  to  see  it.  But  I  could  not  help  asking 
what  his  daughter  thought  of  traveling  in  this  inferior  way. 

He  laughed.  "  When  I  was  gittin'  up  some  pints  from 
them  books  of  travel,  I  read  her  a  proverb  or  saying  outer 
one  o'  them,  that  '  only  princes  and  fools  and  Americans 
traveled  first-class — and  Amerikan  gals  being  Princesses, 
didn't  count.     Don't  you  see?" 

If  I  did  not  quite  follow  his  logic,  nor  see  my  way  clearly 
into  his  daughter's  acquiescence  through  this  speech,  some 
light  may  be  thrown  upon  it  by  his  next  utterance.  I  had 
risen  with  some  vague  words  of  congratulation  on  his  suc- 
cess, and  was  about  to  leave  him  when  he  called  me  back. 

"  Did  I  tell  ye, "  he  said,  cautiously  looking  around,  yet 
with  a  smile  of  stifled  enjoyment  in  his  face,  "did  I  tell  ye 
what  that  gal — my  darter — sed  to  me.  No,  I  didn't  tell  ye 
— nor  no  one  else  afore.     Come  here  !" 

He  made  me  draw  down  closely  into  the  shadow  and  se- 
crecy of  the  roundhouse. 

"  That  night  that  I  told  my  gal  she  should  go  abroad,  I 
sez  to  her,  quite  chipper-like  and  free,  '  I  say,  Looey,'  sez  I, 
'  yell  be  goin'  for  to  marr>'  some  o'  them  counts,  or  dukes,  or 
potentates,  I  reckon,  and  ye'U  leave  the  old  man.'  And  she 
sez,  sez  she,  looking  me  squar  in  the  eye — did  ye  ever  notiss 
that  gal's  eye  ? " 

"She  has  fine  eyes,"  I  replied,  cautiously. 

"They  is  ez  clean  as  a  fresh  milk  pan,  and    ez  bright. 
Nothing  sticks  to  em.     Eh?  ' 
"  You  are  right" 

"  Well,  she  looks  up  at  me  this  way  "  [here  he  achieved  a 
vile  imitation  of  his  daughter's  modest  glance,  not  at  all  like 
her]  "and  looking  at  me,  she  sez  quietly:  'That's  what  I'm 
a  goin'  for,  and  to  improve  my  mind.'  He-he-he  !  To 
marr>'  a  nobleman,  and  improve  her  mind  I    Ha-ha-ha  !" 

The  evident  enjoyment  that  he  took  in  this,  and  the  quiet 
ignoring  of  anything  of  a  moral  quality  in  his  daughters  sen- 
timents, or  in  his  thus  confiding  them  to  a  stranger's  ear, 
again  upset  all  my  theories.  I  may  say  here  that  it  is  one 
of  the  evidences  of  original  character,  that  it  is  apt  to  baffle 


all  prognosis  from  a  mere  observ^er's  standpoint.      But  I  re-   ^ 
called  it  some  months  after. 

We  parted  in  England.  It  is  not  necessary,  in  this  brief 
chronicle,  to  repeat  the  various  stories  of"  Uncle  Joshua,"  as 
the  younger  and  more  frivolous  of  our  passengers  called  him, 
nor  that  two-thirds  of  the  stories  repeated  were  utterly  at 
variance  with  my  estimate  of  the  character  of  the  man,  al- 
though, I  may  add,  that  I  was  also  doubtful  of  the  accuracy 
of  my  own  estimate.  But  one  quality  was  always  dominant 
— his  restless,  dogged  pertinacity  and  calm  imperturbability ! 

"He  asked  >Iiss  ^lontmorris  if  she  'minded"  singin'  a 
little  in  the  second  cabin  to  liven  it  up,  and  added,  as  an  in- 
ducement, that  they  didn't  know  good  music  from  bad, "  said 
Jack  Walker  to  me.  "And  when  he  mended  the  broken 
lock  to  my  trunk,  he  abtholutcly  propothed  to  me  to  athk 
couthin  Grace  if  thee  didn't  want  a  '  koorier  to  travel  with 
her  to  do  mechanics,'  provided  thee  would  take  charge  of 
that  dreadfully  deaf-and-dumb  daughter  of  his.  Wothn't  it 
funny  ?  Really,  he'th  one  of  your  characters,"  said  the  young- 
est Miss  Montmorris  to  me  as  we  made  our  steamer  adieus. 

1  am  afraid  he  is  not,  although  he  was  good  enough  after- 
ward to  establish  one  or  two  of  my  theories  regarding  him. 
I  was  enabled  to  assist  him  once  in  an  altercation  he  had 
with  a  cabman  regarding  the  fare  of  his  daughter,  the  cab- 
man retaining  a  distinct  impression  that  the  father  had  also 
ridden  in  some  obscure  way  in  or  upon  the  same  cab — as  he 
undoubtedly  had.  I  heard  that  he  had  forced  his  way  into 
a  certain  great  house  in  England,  and  that  he  was  ignomin- 
ously  rejected  ;  but  I  also  heard  that  ample  apologies  had 
been  made  to  a  certain  quiet,  modest  daughter  of  his  who 
was  without  on  the  lawn  ;  and  that  also  a  certain  Personage, 
whom  I  approach,  even  in  this  vague  way,  with  a  capital  let- 
ter, had  graciously  taken  a  fancy  to  the  poor  child,  and  had 
invited  her  to  a  reception. 

But  this  is  only  hearsay  evidence.  So  also  is  the  story 
which  met  me  in  Paris,  that  he  had  been  up  with  his  daughter 
in  the  captive  balloon,  and  that  at  elevation  of  several  thou- 
sand feet  from  the  earth,  he  had  made  some  remarks  upon 
the  attaching  cable  and  the  drum  on  which  the  cable  re- 
voU'ed,  which  not  only  e.xcited  the  interest  of  the  passengers, 
but  attracted  the  attention  of  the  authorities  ;  so  that  he  was 
not  only  given  a  gratuitous  ascent  afterward,  but  was,  I  am 
told,  oft'ered  a  gratuity.  But  I  shall  restrict  this  narrative  to 
the  few  facts  of  which  I  was  personally  cognizant  in  the  ca- 
reer of  this  remarkable  person. 

I  was  at  a  certain  entertainment  given  in  Paris  by  the 
heirs,  executors,  and  assignees  of  an  admirable  man,  long 
since  gathered  to  his  fathers  in  Pcre  le  Chaise,  but  whose 
Shakspeare-like  bust  still  looks  calmly  and  benevolently 
down  on  the  riotous  revelry  of  absurd  wickedness  of  which 
he  was,  when  living,  the  patron  saint.  The  entertainment 
was  of  such  a  character  that,  while  the  performers  were 
chiefly  women,  a  majority  of  the  spectators  were  men.  The 
few  exceptions  were  foreigners,  and  among  them  I  quickly 
recognized  my  fair  fellow-countr>'Svomen,  the  Montmorrises. 
"  Don't  thay  that  you've  theen  us  here,"  said  the  youngest 
Miss  Montmorris,  "for  ith  only  a  lark.  Ith  awfully  funny  ! 
And  that  friend  of  yourth  from  Injianny  ith  here  with  hith 
daughter." 

It  did  not  take  me  long  to  find  my  friend  Uncle  Joshua's 
serious,  practical,  unsympathetic  face  in  the  front  row  of 
tables  and  benches.  But  beside  him,  to  my  utter  consterna- 
tion, was  his  shy  and  modest  daughter.  In  another  moment 
1  was  at  his  side.  "  I  really  think — I  am  afraid  " —  I  began 
in  a  whisper,  "that  you  have  made  a  mistake.  I  don't  think 
you  know  the  character  of  this  place.     Your  daughter — " 

"  Kem  here  with  Miss  Montmorris.  She's  yer.  It's  all 
right." 

I  was  at  my  wit's  end.  Haply,  at  this  moment.  Mile. 
Rochefort,  from  the  Orangerit\  skipped  out  in  the  quadrille 
immediately  before  us,  caught  her  light  skirts  in  either  hand, 
and  executed  a/^aj  that  lifted  the  hat  from  the  eyes  of  some 
of  the  front  spectators,  and  pulled  it  down  over  the  eyes  of 
others.  The  Montmorrises  fluttered  away  with  a  half-hys- 
terical giggle  and  a  half-confounded  escort.  The  modest- 
looking  Miss  Loo,  who  had  been  staring  at  everything  quite 
indifferently,  suddenly  stepped  forward,  took  her  father's 
arm,  and  said  sharply,  "  Come." 

At  this  moment  a  voice  in  English,  but  unmistakably  be- 
longing to  the  politest  nation  in  the  world,  rose  from  behind 
the  girl,  mimickingly  :  "  My  God  !  it  is  shocking.     I  bloosh  ! 

0  dammit  !" 

In  an  instant  he  was  in  the  hands  of  "  Uncle  Joshua,"  and 
forced  back,  clamoring,  against  the  railing,  his  hat  smashed 
over  his  foolish  furious  face,  and  half  his  shirt  and  cravat  in 
the  old  man's  strong  grip.  Several  students  rushed  to  the 
rescue  of  their  compatriot,  but  one  or  two  Englishmen,  and 
half  a  dozen  Americans  had  managed  in  some  way  to  bound 
into  the  arena.  1  looked  hurriedly  for  Miss  Louisa,  but  she 
was  gone.  When  we  had  extricated  the  old  man  from  the 
melt^e,  I  asked  him  where  she  was, 

"Oh,  I  reckon  she's  gone  off  with  -Sir  Arthur.  I  saw  him 
here  just  as  I  pitched  into  that  damned  fooL" 

*■  Sir  Arthur  ?'"  I  asked. 

"Yes,  an  acquaintance  o'  Loo's." 

"  She's  in  my  carriage,  just  outside,"  interrupted  a  hand- 
some young  fellow,  with  the  shoulders  of  a  giant  and  the 
blushes  of  a  girl.  "It's  all  over  now,  you  know.  It  was 
rather  a  foolish  lark,  you  coming  here  with  her  without 
knowing — you  know — any  thing  about  it,  you  know.  But 
this  way,  thank  you.  She's  waiting  for  you,"  and  in  another 
instant  he  and  the  old  man  had  vanished. 

Nor  did  I  see  him  again  until  he  stepped  into  the  railway 
carriage  w-ith  me  on  his  way  to  Liverpool.  "  You  see  Pm 
traveling  first-class  now,"  he  said,  "  but  goin'  home,  I  don't 
mind  a  trifle  extr>'  expense."   "  Then- you  ve  made  your  tour," 

1  asked,  "  and  are  successful? '"  "  Wall,  yes,  we  saw  Switzer- 
land and  Italy,  and  ef  I  hedn't  been  short  o'  time,  we'd  hev 
gone  to  Eg>'pt.  Mebbee  next  winter  I'll  run  over  again  to 
see  Loo,  and  do  it."  "Then  your  daughter  does  not  return 
with  you?"  I  continued,  in  some  astonishment.  "Wall,  no 
— she's  visiting  some  of  Sir  Arthurs  relatives  in  Kent.  Sir 
Arthur  is  there — perhaps  you  recollect  him?"  He  paused 
a  moment,  looked  cautiously  around,  and  with  the  same  en- 
joyment he  had  shown  on  shipboard,  said:  "Do  you  re- 
member the  joke  I  told  you  on  Loo,  when  she  was  at  sea?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  don't  ye  say  anything  about  it  now.     But  dem  my 
skin  if  it  doesn't  look  like  coming  true." 
And  it  did.  —New   York  Sun, 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


This  has  been  a  week  of  "  openings."  First  of  all,  there 
was  the  Taber  gallery,  in  the  new  building  corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets,  where  we  had  a  delightful  time 
looking  at  the  pictures,  the  elegant  furnishings,  the  birds, 
and  flowers,  in  the  afternoon,  and  an  even  more  charming 
hour  after  dark,  when  the  brilliant  gashghts  brought  out  all 
the  richness  of  coloring  in  everything,  and  excellent  music 
and  pleasant  conversation  made  one  forget  how  time  was 
speeding  on.  I  have  always  had  a  fancy  I  should  Uke  to  fit 
up  a  studio  just  after  my  own  notion — and  this  comes  very 
near  it.  I  suspect  I  know  the  reason  why  ;  there  was  a  wom- 
an's hand — and  a  very  artistic  one — shaped  pretty  much  ev- 
erything there.  Moreover,  Mrs.  Taber  will — so  Her  husband 
told  me — be  constantly  associated  with  him  in  his  business  ; 
and  that  will  be  a  great  inducement  to  many  persons  to  visit 
this,  the  most  perfect  studio  in  the  State.  Please  remember, 
too,  that  there  is  an  elevator  to  save  all  uncomfortable  steps; 
and  when  you  come  to  town  (which  I  begin  to  despair  of  your 
ever  doing  again)  you  must  just  take  a  peep,  if  no  more.  As 
to  pictures,  wait  till  you  see  Arthur's  that  is  being  done  there, 
that's  all ;  it  was  made  instantaneously,  by  means  of  elec- 
tricity. Samuels  had  his  fall  exposition  of  suils,  cloaks,  and 
bonnets  on  Wednesday,  and  showed  some  elegant  styles. 
Among  other  things  in  the  cloak  line,  were  two  especially 
handsome  models  from  Pingat.  both  of  mastic-colored  cloth  ; 
one  trimmed  with  bias  folds  of  brown  corded  velvet  down  the 
sloping  back  and  sleeves  ;  the  other  with  a  rich  mass  of  silk 
chain  stitch  embroidery,  the  pattern  of  which  was  closely  fol- 
lowed, and  filled  in  with  cut  moonlight  beads,  and  finished 
with  silk  tassels.  The  border  trimming  was  particularly  no- 
ticeable, and  consisted  of  a  broad  band  composed  of  three 
narrow  ones,  each  an  inch  in  width,  of  a  mossy,  mixed  brown 
plush,  with  an  intermediate  band  of  darker  brown.  This  is 
something  quite  new,  and  as  unique  as  it  is  novel.  In  shapes, 
we  get  nothing  newer  or  handsomer  than  a  modified  Dolman, 
the  first  of  the  two  I  have  mentioned  being  very  much  larger 
and  looser-fitting  than  the  second,  but  each  being  of  the  same 
general  form.  In  fact,  nothing  can  be  much  prettier  than 
this  favorite  shape.  The  suits  exhibited  at  Samuels'  this 
week  are  still  of  the  clinging  character  of  the  past  year  ;  and 
the  draperies  all  lie  low  on  the  skirt,  are  loosely  put  on,  and 
considerably  trimmed.  Some  pretty  styles  in  hats  and  bon- 
nets are  shown,  the  prevailing  tendency  being  to  the  close, 
cottage  shape ;  in  which  there  are  one  or  two  felts,  moder- 
ately trimmed  with  the  very  popular  Alsatian  bows  of  velvet ; 
and  others,  notably  one  of  black  felt — a  round  hat  with  a 
'  single  velvet  bow  fastened  with  a  cut  steel  buckle,  and  an 
ostrich  feather  curling  round  the  low,  round  crown.  Alto- 
gether, while  Paris  has,  so  far,  sent  us  nothing  startlingly  new, 
what  we  have  is  handsome  and  avoids  unpleasant  extremes. 
John  thinks  I  have  forgotten  my  promise  of  some  weeks  ago, 
to  let  him  know  somewhat  of  fashions  masculine.  Not  so. 
I  was  merely  waiting  for  Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink  to  get  settled 
in  their  new  place,  to  get  all  the  particulars  of  them,  as  in- 
disputable authorities  on  the  subject.  They  have  an  elegant 
suite  of  parlors  now,  opposite  their  old  stand,  on  Montgom- 
ery and  Market  Streets,  and,  I  think  it  safe  to  say,  the  largest 
and  handsomest  stock  of  goods  in  the  city.  Such  cloths  ! 
I  declare  it  made  me  almost  wish  that  we  women  could  have 
only  those  heavy,  durable  goods  made  into  the  simplicity  of 
men's  fashions,  and  the  same  minute  attention  to  detail  in 
the  workmanship  as  you  find  in  first-class  tailoring  work. 
The  neatness  of  every  stitch  is  really  something  wonderful. 
Always  looking  out  for  the  points  on  the  vexed  'woman 
question,"  I  asked  Mr.  Fink  as  to  the  desirability  of  women 
workers  in  his  business,  and  his  reply  was  that  it  is  so  seldom 
that  one  can  be  found  who  has  the  muscular  strength  to  do 
the  required  pressing  of  heavy  cloths,  that  they  might  as 
well  be  counted  out  of  that  field  altogether  as  first-class 
hands.  I  was  glad  to  find  that  we  were  not  excluded  on  the 
ground  of  neatness,  however.  The  most  popular  styles,  I 
found,  are  the  single  breasted,  three-button  sack  coats,  for 
general  wear.  The  rolling  collar  comes  somewhat  higher 
than  formerly,  and  the  skirt  seems  a  trifle  longer.  Panta- 
loons, notwitstanding  the  great  latitude  taken  by  the  many 
in  the  shape  and  size  worn,  to  be  the  correct  thing,  should 
he  loose  fitting,  perfectly  straight,  and  cut  square  across  the 
foot;  no  "  spring,"  and  not  a  suspicion  of  the  old-time  Bow- 
ery-boy Zouave  cut.  Cloths,  it  seemed  to  my  somewhat  in- 
experienced eye,  were  never  handsomer  or  more  varied  in 
design,  and  made  me  silently  wonder  that  one  ever  sees  an 
unbecomingly  dressed  man  on  our  streets,  with  such  a  variety 
to  choose  from.  Those  delicate  pearl  grays,  with  just  a  sus- 
picion of  a  darker  stripe,  and  the  mastic-colored  doeskin 
cloths  that  will  last  forever,  and  then  dye,  turn  the  other  side 
out  and  cut  over  for  one  of  the  boys  afterwards,  are  a  match 
in  elegance  for  the  handsomest  of  our  brocades  and  velvets, 
and  are  exceedingly  fashionable  for  wedding  suits,  in  con- 
junction with  black  broadcloth  dress  coats,  one  of  the  few 
English  fashions  I  like,  and  a  wonderful  improvement  on  the 
all-black  suits  gentlemen  used  to  wear  on  such  occasions, 
when  one  could  never  tell  the  bridegroom  from  the  head- 
waiter  if  they  got  mixed  up.  I  musn't  forget  an  elegant 
bridal  coat,  just  finished,  1  saw  in  the  case.  It  was  the  hand- 
somest piece  of  sewing  I  ever  saw,  of  the  finest  possible 
broadcloth,  and  lined,  every  inch  of  it,  with  heavy  black 
satin.  Delicacy  forbade  my  inquiring  the  full  extent  of  the 
trousseau,  but  as  Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink  provide  all  gentle- 
men's underwear  in  addition  to  cloth  goods,  I  am  sure  it  will 
be  something  elegant.  Having  some  soHcitude  as  to  that 
very  necessary  adjunct  to  a  gentleman's  toilette,  the  shirt 
collar,  I  made  some  inquiries.  The  neatest  as  well  as  the 
newest  are  the  turndown,  buttoning  close  in  the  throat  and 
worn  with  small  ties,  although  there  are  various  open  and 
flaring  styles  for  those  to  whom  these  are  becoming.  I  have 
been  carefully  watching  the  current  of  events  on  the  subject 
of  hats  for  some  time  past,  and  although  1  cannot  say,  as  I 
would  like  to  do,  that  that  abomination  known  as  the  "  stove- 
pipe "  hat  shows  much  diminution  in  popularity,  yet  there 
are  many  others  that  come  nearer  to  my  fancy  than  this,  the 
coldest  in  winter,  warmest  in  summer,  unventilatable,  utterly 
ungraceful — oh,  they're  altogether  horrid  !  don't  let's  talk 
about  them.  Really  stylish  are  the  felts,  coming  in  round 
and  square  crowns,  flat  and  turn-up  brims,  the  most  popular 
of  which  is  the   shape  known  as    the  Derby.     Miller  is  my 


authority,  and  he  knows  all  about  it.  Let's  see  now  what 
I  have  found  new  in  hats  feminine.  One  of  the  queerities 
shown  is  the  Czigam,  that  comes  down  like  a  roof  over  the 
head,  and  has  a  tower-like  top,  with  a  perked  up  rim  at  the 
back.  These  are  specially  intended  for  seaside  wear,  and 
are  trimmed  with  fluffy  balls  of  worsted  in  bright  colors. 
Camel's  hair  felts,  too,  add  the  finishing  touch  to  the  present 
popular  Esau-like  costumes.  In  at  Werner's,  on  Kearney 
Street,  I  have  seen  very  lately  some  very  handsome  felts  in 
different  colors,  with  crowns  of  silk  plush,  or,  more  properly 
speaking,  the  same  material  from  which  gentlemen's  silk  hats 
are  made.  Square  pieces  of  velvet  are  also  shown,  with  em- 
bossed velvet  designs  in  the  centre,  which  are  to  be  used  for 
crowns,  and  much  of  the  very  oddest  looking  trimmings, 
gold  dusted  feathers  and  wings,  strips  of  feather  trimmings, 
and  any  number  of  different  styles  in  ribbons.  He  seems  to 
have  made  a  decided  "  hit,"  in  theatrical  parlance,  for  the 
store  is  thronged  at  all  hours.  Cashmere  feathers  are  some- 
thing entirely  new.  They  are  so  called  because  they  repro- 
duce the  colors  seen  in  cashmere  shawls.  Very  elegant  ones 
are  breasts  of  garnet,  with  narrow  transverse  bands  of  cash- 
mere, and  with  the  one  bit  of  color  on  a  dark  bonnet,  are 
charming.  1  am  told  that  the  fancy  among  milliners  just 
now  is  for  ribbons  in  width  even  under  No.  12.  Trimming 
on  hats  is  invariably  placed  on  the  front,  at  the  left  side,  or 
over  the  crown,  in  fact,  any  where  but  on  the  inside.  "  Pe- 
kinades,"  which  general  name  covers  the  large  class  of  goods 
that  are  the  reigning  favorites,  the  many-colored,  oriental 
stuffs  I  told  you  of  the  other  day,  are  all  the  style  now.  The 
same  designs  come  in  silks,  satins,  moire,  and  even  velvets. 
Of  course,  while  these  rich,  thick  fabrics  hold  on  the  Prin- 
cesse  will  continue  in  popularity.  Lace  draperies  will  be 
much  used  with  the  richer  ones,  and  lace  shawls,  quite  use- 
less ar/u'/i-s  i/e /i^xi' in  this  treacherous  climate,  can  be  well 
utilized  in  this  connection.  By  the  way,  at  Samuels'  open- 
ing there  was  one  used  in  this  way,  that  was  very  graceful, 
the  two  ends  being  fastened  up  under  the  waist,  and  the 
most  of  the  fullness  being  brought  down  below  the  hips. 
Blush  roses,  if  I  remember  rightly,  were  the  garnitures.  A 
pretty  variation  of  the  polonaise  is  made  after  the  following 
model  :  The  middle  of  the  waist  terminates  in  a  point,  or  is 
trimmed  with  a  band  of  different  goods,  which  falls  over  the 
apron.  The  small  side  pieces  in  front  are  separated  from 
the  remainder  of  the  dress,  commencing  from  the  lower  part 
of  the  waist.  The  apron  is  joined  to  the  seams  in  the  back, 
the  side  pieces  are  draped  over  the  hips,  and  trimmed  with 
lace  or  fringe.  The  waist,  with  a  panier,  is  in  princesse 
shape,  and  the  panier  is  to  be  draped  over  the  train  skirt. 
Draperies  will  also  be  used  on  the  waists  again.  I  have 
been  ^changing  the  chandeliers  in  the  drawing-room  this 
week,  so  I  can  tell  you  "what  1  know  about"  gas  fixtures. 
I  found,  among  a  host  of  beautiful  things  in  this  line  at  Mc- 
Nally  &  Hawkins',  on  Market  Street,  opposite  Montgomery, 
just  what  I  wanted,  a  chandelier  of  polished  brass,  in  the 
Egyptian  style,  with  globes  of  crj^stal  fairly  covered  with  the 
loveliest  figures  engraved  in  blue.  There  were  some  others 
in  brown,  real  Landseer  designs,  deers  and  trees.  Among 
the  choicest  there  were  the  silver-plated  ones,  with  crystal 
drops  depending  from  every  point.  They  must  light  up 
beautifully.  Every  variety  of  fancy  is  displayed  in  the 
newel  lights,  which  are  intended  for  hallways  and  deep 
niches.  Bronze  female  figures  seem  to  be  the  favorite,  and 
many  of  them  are  exceedingly  artistic.  Others,  again,  have 
a  trifle  of  open  work  as  the  sole  ornamentation,  and  the  gas- 
jet  springing  from  the  centre  like  the  calyx  of  a  flower.  My 
guide  called  my  attention  to  some  new  shades  that  were  very 
dainty  and  graceful,  particularly  those  with  wreaths  of 
flowers  and  leaves  in  delicate  mauve  or  wood  color,  and  one 
design,  a  winter  scene,  in  which  the  dead  white  of  the  snowy 
landscape  shows  wonderfully  well  on  the  peculiar  back- 
ground. The  bronzes  at  this  house  are  very  choice.  Verde  an- 
tique, the  blue  green  bronze,  which  has  no  special  name,  that 
I  know  of,  and  the  genuine  bronze,  are  all  well  represented  in 
such  figures  as  the  famous  horse,  Stonewall  Jackson,  two 
mailed  figures  on  horseback,  vases  after  the  graceful  Greek 
and  Etruscan  styles,  besides  smaller  figures,  more  or  less 
quaint,  as  John  Owens  in  the  character  of  "  Solon  Shingle  " 
for  instance  ;  this  last  a  capital  likeness  of  that  jovial 
comedian.  But  I  doubt  if  many  of  these  will  remain  long  in 
stock,  they  are  so  desirable.  Sauntering  up  Market  Street 
yesterday,  I  noticed  a  very  striking  sort  of  Bombay  ware  in 
Lawton's  window.  It  is  of  brick  red  and  rich  yellow,  with 
black  lines.  With  this  set  comes  a  pretty  little  novelty  in 
the  shape  of  a  China  napkin  ring  that  is  fixed  in  the  middle 
of  an  upright  stand  of  porcelain,  the  top  being  a  small  open 
rose  to  hold  a ^i-'///^  bouquet.  Lilias  Dubois. 


The  sarcastic  girl  rarely  succeeds  in  catching  a  husband, 
consequently  she  runs  down  upon  the  lee-shore  of  old 
maidenhood  as  fast  as  the  gale  of  years  can  drive  her.  Her 
character  is  not  lovable,  and  only  a  most  confirmed  hunter 
of  curiosities  would  care  to  marry  her  for  her  intrinsic  merit. 


Victor  Hugo  asserts  that  there  are  children  in  heaven  the 
same  as  on  earth.  Then  they  can't  be  happy,  for  no  one  ever 
saw  a  child  yet  who  didn't  sigh  to  become  a  man  or  woman. 


No  persons  make  so  large  a  demand  against  the  reasons 
of  others  as  those  who  have  none  of  their  own,  just  as  a  high- 
wayman will  take  greater  liberties  with  our  purse  than  our 
banker. 

There  is  no  man  so  friendless  but  that  he  can  find  a  friend 
sincere  enough  to  tell  him  disagreeable  truths. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  October  13,  187S 


Vegetable  Soup. 

Fried  Soles. 

Bioiled  Tent  Ducka.  Fried  Potatoes. 

Bilked  Tyniatoea,     Suinmtr  S(iUa.fh. 

Roiist  Beef. 

Lettuce,  Egg  Dressing. 

Charlotte  Ruase. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Figs,  Grapes,  Plums,  Peaches,  Pears,  .ind  Apples. 

To  Make  Vegetablb  Soui'.— To  one-quarter  pound  of  frcah  butter,  boiling 
hot,  add  onions  chopped  very  line.  When  they  are  quite  soft,  throw  in  spinach, 
celery,  carrots,  kidney,  turnip,  a  small  quantity  of  p.iriuip,  parsley  (all  chopped 
fine),  and  peas.  Stir  them  well  in  the  onions  and  butter  until  they  begin  to  dry. 
Have  ready  a  kettle  of  boiling  water,  and  pour  about  a  pint  at  a  time  over  your 
vegetables  until  you  have  sufficient  soup.  Serve  with  bread  or  toast  in  the  bottom 
of  the  dish.     Pepper  and  salt  to  taste.     A  chopped  green  pepper  improves  it, 


ALL  ABOUT  WOMEN. 


The  Shah  of  Persia  has  ninety  wi\es.  He  lies  awake  and 
chews  tobacco  in  bed. 

There  is  only  one  thing  stronger  than  a  woman's  will,  and 
that  is  a  woman's  "  won't," 

Indian  maidens  on  the  Northern  Nebraska  Reservation 
have  begun  to  carry  parasols. 

It  is  not  a  misfortune  for  a  young  lady  to  lose  her  good 
name  if  a  )Oung  man  gives  her  a  better  one. 

Olive  Logan  says  that  man  existed  over  600,000  years  ago, 
and  she  wouldn't  say  so  if  she  hadn't  seen  him  herself. 

An  Oswego  man  was  knocked  down  by  a  codfish  in  the 
hands  of  a  woman.     He  pronounced  it  very  like  a  whale. 

Girls,  don't  keep  a  business  man  waiting  when  he  asks  an 
all-important  question.     He  may  have  another  engagement. 

The  London  Aihemium  decides  that  Charlotte  Cushman 
was  "  the  most  powerful  and  original-minded  woman  that 
ever  followed  her  art.'' 

The  position  of  a  Gypsy  Queen  entitles  the  holder  to  have 
the  first  piece  of  meat  from  the  skillet  at  the  camp-fire,  and 
to  occupy  a  tent  made  out  of  stolen  horse-.blanket5. 

"  One  half  of  the  world  don't  know  how  the  other  half 
live  !  "  e.xclaimed  a  gossiping  woman.  ''  Oh,  well,"  said  her 
neighbor,  "  do  not  worry  about  it  ;  it  is  not  your  fault  if  they 
don't  know." 

"  Not  Yet,"  is  the  title  to  a  poem  by  Lilla  N.  Cushman,  of 
Connecticut.  Well,  there  is  only  one  thing  about  it,  Lilla, 
we  are  getting  somewhat  along  in  years,  and  we  can't  wait 
much  longer. 

There  are  several  new  leaders  of  fashion  in  Paris,  who, 
under  the  republic,  adopt  the  most  e.Ktravagant  styles  of  dress, 
and  rival  any  of  the  eccentricities  for  which  women  of  the 
imperial  court  were  noted. 

The  little  daughter  of  a  leading  physician  in  a  country 
town  presented  the  following  as  her  first  school  essay  : 
"  There  was  a  little  girl,  and  she  was  very  sick  ;  they  sent 
for  papa,  and  she  died  very  cjuick." 

A  marriage  vow  for  lady  readers,  when  occasion  requires  : 
"  I  will  continue  to  love  my  husband  so  long  as  he  is  lovable, 
honor  him  so  long  as  he  remains  honorable,  and  obey  him 
so  long  as  his  commands  are  just  and  reasonable." 

Ida  Lewis,  the  Grace  Darling  of  America,  has  a  baby. 
The  way  in  which  she  rescues  it  from  drowning  itself  in  its 
wash-tub  is  one  of  those  sights  which  make  one  long  for  the 
time  when  down-trodden  woman  shall  pool  her  issues  in  the 
full  view  of  tyranny  and  oppression. 

We  can  imagine  Mrs.  Lot  skinning  out  of  Sodom  on  the 
occasion  of  the  great  fire,  and  her  fatal  remark  to  her  hus- 
band about  its  being  awful  Lot  (awful  hot)  dov/n  there.  Of 
course  she  perished  immediately,  and  her  fate  should  be  a 
dreadful  warning  to  women  who  try  to  be  funny. 

A  number  of  English  ladies  have  formed  an  association 
each  member  of  which  pledges  herself  to  do  everything  in 
her  power  to  make  herself  handsome.  In  this  country  the 
influences  of  association  are  not  necessary  to  persuade  la- 
dies to  make  the  most  strenuous  efforts  in  the  same  direc- 
tion. 

What  woman  among  us  have  not  had  tickets  to  sell  or  beg- 
ging to  do  for  charitable  cause  or  institution  ?  and  who  among 
us  have  not  had  our  best  efforts  almost  frozen  by  some  hu- 
man bear,  who  sits  with  his  feet  upon  his  desk  or  railing,  with 
his  hat  on,  and  a  scowl  on  his  crusty  face  enough  to  dampen 
the  warmest  zeal  in  the  most  worthy  cause  ? 

A  resident  who  reached  home  by  a  noon  train,  after  an  ab- 
sence of  two  weeks,  was  met  at  the  station  by  his  eight-year- 
old  son,  who  loudly  welcomed  him.  "  And  is  everybody  well, 
Willie  ? "  asked  the  father.  "  The  wellest  kind,"  replied  the 
boy.  "  And  nothing  has  happened  ? "  "  Nothing  at  all.  I've 
been  good,  Jeanie's  all  right,  and  I  never  saw  ma  behave  her- 
self as  well  as  she  has  this  time." 

A  Georgia  farmer  bought  a  grand  piano  for  his  daughter. 
His  house  is  small,  and,  to  economize  room,  the  lower  part 
of  the  partition  between  the  kitchen  and  the  parlor  was  cut 
out,  and  the  long  end  of  the  piano  stuck  through.  Priscilla 
now  sits  at  the  keyboard,  singing,  "  Who  will  care  for  moth- 
er now  ?  "  and  the  mother  rolls  out  doughnuts  on  the  other 
end  of  the  piano  in  the  kitchen. 

Skip  this  paragraph.  It  is  really  unfit  for  publication, 
got  into  this  column  by  mistake,  and  was  happily  discovered 
in  time  to  be  turned  on  the  press; 
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Axisoiano  s.nvkoav 

The  wife  of  a  Cincinnati  man  is  troubled  with  wakefulness, 
and  frequently  lies  awake  for  two  or  three  hours  after  going 
to  bed.  Her  husband  told  her  the  other  night  that  if  she 
would  just  imagine  a  flock  of  sheep  going  through  a  narrow 
gale  and  count  them  in  her  mind  she  would  soon  fall  asleep. 
When  he  woke  up  he  did  not  know  how  long  he  had  been 
asleep,  but  he  did  know  that  his  wife  had  reached  out  to  the 
washstand  near  the  bed,  got  the  soap  dish,  and  smashed  him 
on  the  nose  with  it.  Mildly  and  quietly  he  a^ked  her,  in  as 
few  words  as  possible,  what  in  the  name  of  several  things 
she  meant,  anyhow.  "  Why,"  said  she,  "  I  was  counting  them 
sheep  as  fast  as  I  could,  and  I  must  have  went  to  sleep  ;  for 
I  thought  one  old  black  ram  got  in  the  gate  and  would  not 
let  the  others  pass  through,  and  I  had  just  picked  up  a  rock 
and  tried  to  break  his  head,  when  you  woke  me  up."  "Picked 
up  a  rock  and  broke  his  head  is  nothing,  but  you  picked  up 
that  soap  dish  and  smashed  my  nose,'  and  then  the  chamber 
went  into  executive  session.  She  uses  opiates  new  instead 
of  sheep. 
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There  can  be  little  doubt  that  an  ore  body  of  considerable 
value  has  been  discovered  in  or  near  the  Sierra  Nevada  mine ; 
and,  although  its  precise  location,  dimensions,  and  some  other 
circumstances  connected  with  it,  are  still  matters  of  uncer- 
tainty, its  importance  is  sufficiently  attested  to  warrant  some 
thoughts  upon  its  probable  influence  on  the  future  welfare  of 
the  coast.  Unpleasant  as  the  fact  may  seem  to  the  more 
plodding  portion  of  the  community,  and  pernicious  as  its 
bearing  may  be  upon  the  sober  industries  they  represent,  it 
is  nevertheless  true  that  mining  is  still  our  chiefest  occupa- 
tion— not  only  from  the  pecuniary  value  of  its  results,  but 
also  from  its  influence  upon  the  character  of  our  people  and 
the  relation  of  the  product  to  the  affairs  of  the  world.  The 
production  every  year  of  one  hundred  million  dollars  worth 
of  gold  and  silver  is  itself  a  matter  of  magnitude  ;  for  it  in- 
volves the  emploNTnent  of  vast  numbers  of  miners,  and  oth- 
ers engaged  in  the  various  occupations  required  to  support 
mining,  produce  supplies  and  machinery,  and  prepare  the 
precious  product  for  market.  But,  aside  from  this,  the  cir- 
cumstances of  this  production  have  much  to  do  with  the 
composition  of  our  society.  Mining  is  a  precarious  and  haz- 
ardous business  ;  it  invites  a  hardy  and  adventurous  class  of 
men  to  the  coast,  and  it  makes  those  hardy  and  adventurous 
who  never  were  so  before.  If  its  influence  extended  no  fur- 
ther than  this,  it  would  furnish  little  matter  for  regret.  L'n 
fortunately,  it  does  extend  further.  It  stops  not  with  making 
men  adventurous  ;  it  promotes  speculation,  and  that  in  its 
worst  and  most  insidious  form.  Clothed  in  the  respectable 
garb  of  corporative  shares,  the  spirit  of  gambling  invades, 
not  only  the  counting-room  and  workshop,  but  the  household, 
the  social  circle,  and  even  the  church.  The  deplorable  ef- 
fects of  this  are  seen  in  the  multitude  of  industries  neglected, 
of  trusts  betrayed,  and  of  homes  defiled  by  the  intrusion  of 
avarice  and  sordid  considerations,  where  alone  should  reign 
love,  and  hope,  and  confidence.  The  newspapers  are  full  of 
embezzlements,  defaults,  and  suicides ;  the  very  children  have 
learned  to  lisp  the  prices  of  stocks. 


Apart  from  the  local  social  influence  of  mining  for  the  pre- 
cious metals,  the  results  are  of  far-reaching  importance. 
This  coast  now  produces  more  than  one-half  of  the  entire 
sum  of  gold  and  silver  yielded  in  all  the  world:  a  fact  that 
places  California  in  the  same  relation  to  monetar)-  affairs  in 
which  England,  from  the  magnitude  of  her  coal  supplies, 
stands  with  reference  to  manufacturing.  The  prolincity  of 
our  mines  and  the  conditions  tliat  may  affect  it,  such  as  dis- 
coveries of  ore,  new  methods  of  treating  it,  legislation  or 
legal  decisions  which  may  affect  the  working  of  the  mines, 
and  many  other  circumstances  in  the  same  connection,  should 
be  of  serious  interest  to  the  most  distant  communities;  for 
these  mines  essentially  control  the  supply  of  the  materials  of 
which  money  is  made  all  over  the  world,  and  the  supply  of 
money  has  to  do  with  the  general  welfare  of  society.  It  is 
hardly  too  much  to  say  that  if  from  any  cause  the  mines  of 
this  coast  were  to  be  closed  to-day,  there  would  ensue  before 
many  months,  and  throughout  all  Europe  and  America,  a 
monetary  stringency  of  the  most  calamitous  character.  Such 
being  the  case,  and  bearing  in  mind  the  peculiar  influence 
of  mining  upon  the  social  character  of  our  population,  it 
would  appear  that  in  encouraging  and  facilitating  mining  and 
mining  enterprises,  as  we  do  by  the  easy  law  of  "  denounce- 
ment "  or  location,  the  promotion  of  stock  companies  and  the 
establishment  of  stock  exchanges,  we  are  really  sacrificing 
our  local  welfare  to  that  of  the  world  at  large;  a  piece  of 
self-immolation  into  the  merits  of  which  it  might  be  well 
worthy  to  inquire.  Some  of  the  nations  of  antiquity,  as  the 
Laceda;monians,  Carthagenians,  and  even  the  Romans,  mak- 
ing smilar  obsenations,  came  to  the  startling  conclusion  to 


forcibly  close  their  gold  and  silver  mines,  and  this  at  various 
times  they  severally  did,  despite  the  objections  of  mine-own- 
ers and  the  angry  protests  of  surrounding  nations.  The 
Chinese  code  of  Confucius  is  said  to  contain  an  interdict 
against  the  reopening  of  gold  and  silver  mines,  and  the  Hin- 
doo code  of  Buddha  forbids  the  use  of  the  precious  metals 
at  all.  l"nfortunateIy  for  these  rounlries  these  laws  have 
become  obselete. 

With  the  failure  of  the  Big  Bonanza  the  \ein-mining  in- 
dustr>'  of  the  coast  appeared  to  be  on  the  point  of  decline, 
and  if  in  the  course  of  a  few  years  no  new  ore  bodies  had 
been  discovered,  we  should  probably  have  come  to  the  deter- 
mination to  give  up  mining  as  an  important  resource  of  the 
coast.  But  the  bonanza  in  Sierra  Nevada  has  afforded  new 
life  to  it,  and  the  impulse  will  probably  continue  until  other 
discoveries  are  made.  This  one  proves  that  the  lower  levels 
of  the  Comstock  may  repay  exploration  ;  and  this,  to  a  san- 
guine people  like  ours,  means  the  permanency  of  \'ein-niining, 
and  the  continuance  of  its  long  and  varied  train  of  conse- 
quences. 

Whatever  maybe  the  future  disposition  of  this  momentous 
subject,  we  worms  of  the  present  have  more  to  do  with  the 
new  ore  discovery  itself  than  with  any  of  the  general  feat- 
ures of  mining.  Two  months  ago  Sierra  Nevada  was  selling 
for  $10  to  $15  a  share  ;  it  is  now  worth  $225,  and  has  even 
touched  $280.  Union  is  selling  for  $iSo  to  J195  ;  Mexican 
for  $75  to  $100;  Utah  for  $50.  These  four  mines  are  held 
at  prices  which  indicate  an  aggregate  value  of  more  than 
fifty  million  dollars.  The  practical  question  is,  whether  the 
ore  body  lies  in  all  or  only  one  of  them  ;  and  if  so,  which 
one  and  e.^tactly  where .'  Next,  is  it  worth  the  price  at  which 
the  stock  of  that  mine  is  held  ?  There  are  men  about  the 
market  who  believe  that  the  new  ore  body  extends  all  the 
way  from  Utah  to  Ophir,  and  who  attribute  the  recent  rise 
in  the  last  named  mine,  and  in  those  mines  immediately  next 
that  containing  the  ore  body,  to  the  holding  of  this  belief  by 
others.  But  this  is  the  sheerest  nonsense.  The  oft-disap- 
pointing stringers  and  fringes  of  ore  in  Ophir  cannot  possi- 
bly have  any  connection  with  the  new  bonanza  ;  they  are  too 
distant.  The  same,  though  less  positively,  may  be  said  of 
the  "  indications  ■' in  Mexican.  As  for  Utah,  any  such  con- 
nection is  preposterous,  this  mine  being  half  a  mile  north  of 
the  new  discover}-,  and  wanting  even  in  "  indications."  The 
ore  body  can  therefore,  at  best,  only,be  in  Sierra  Nevada  and 
Union,  and  the  three  hundred  feet  of  disputed  ground  which 
lies  between  them. 

When  first  discovered,  the  winze  in  which  it  was  found 
was  reported  to  be  located  in  Sierra  Nevada,  one  hundred 
and  twenty  feet  north  of  the  disputed  ground.  A  week  later 
the  winze  was  located  only  sLx  feet  north  of  this  line,  and 
now  we  have  it,  upon  authority  only  second  in  validity  to 
the  sur\*eyors  map,  that  it  is  two  hundred  and  thirty-two  feet 
south  of  the  line,  or  on  the  disputed  ground,  sixt)--eight  feet 
north  of  the  Union  line.  That  winze  must  certainly  be  re- 
garded as  fertile  of  mysterious  properties,  which,  for  upward 
of  two  months,  has  managed  to  maintain  a  continual  march 
from  Sierra  Nevada  toward  U'nion.  Notwithstanding  this, 
we  believe  in  its  reality  ;  we  only  complain  that  it  is  a  trifle 
peripatetic  for  serious  descriptive  purposes.  Its  last  given 
location  seems  also  to  be  tolerably  well  attested,  although  in 
the  absence  of  the  sun-eyor's  certificate  this  cherished 
opinion  may  have  to  be  revised.  Conceding  to  this  location 
a  tentative  reception,  it  appears  that  the  bonanza  is  neither 
in  Sierra  Nevada  nor  in  that  portion  of  the  disputed  ground, 
which,  in  the  event  of  a  partition  by  compromise,  is  likely  to 
fall  to  the  share  of  that  doughty  corporation.  It  is  on  the 
disputed  ground  close  to  the  Union  line ;  a  fact  that  con- 
tains a  world  of  comment  for  those  premature  rejoicers  in 
the  fall  of  Mr.  Flood  as  the  king  of  the  Comstock.  If  our 
information  concerning  the  location  of  the  bonanza  should 
not  be  falsified  by  another  removal  of  that  remarkably 
itinerant  hole,  and  the  Sierra  Nevada  shall  have  not  secretly 
wrested  the  control  of  Union  from  Mr.  Flood,  that  gentle- 
man will  still  remain  the  monarch  of  all  of  value  that  may 
be  sur\eyed  on  the  north  end  of  the  great  Lode.  It  appearing 
to  be  tolerably  certain  that  the  new  ore  body  is  in  Union,  or 
in  that  portion  of  the  disputed  ground  which  Union  will  ob- 
tain in  the  event  of  a  compromise,  we  have  next  to  consider 
what  it  is  worth.  It  is  stated  that  the  ore  body  was  come 
upon  in  the  winze  about  half  way  between  the  2000  and 
2100-foot  levels,  and  that  it  has  been  followed  down  to  the 
2200-foot  level,  where  a  chamber  and  station  are  now  being 
excavated  for  a  crosscut  entirely  through  the  vein.  On  the 
2100-foot  level  a  crosscut  was  made  into  the  ore  for  a  dis- 
tance of  some  fifteen  or  twenty  feet,  showing  rich  material 
all  the  way.  This  crosscut  is  said  to  have  been  made  to 
save  the  holders  of  the  stock  on  margins  at  a  time  when  a 
hea%-y  decline  in  the  market  price  of  the  shares  threatened 
to  compel  them  to  sell  out,  as  it  was  feared,  to  Mr.  Flood. 
Having  5er\ed  this  purpose  it  was  not  continued  further,  be- 
cause its  continuance  at  this  level  would  not  have  demon- 
strated the  existence  of  an  ore  body  of  any  considerable  depth,  i 
and,  therefore,  of  any  considerable  value.  All  this  appears  to  ! 
be  plausible  enough.  It,  however,  seems  somewhat  remarka-  i 
ble  that  the  winze  should  have  followed  the  eastern  side  of  the 


ore  body  so  closely  as  has  been  stated.  The  winze  is  said  to 
go  down  southward  and  eastward  at  an  angle  of  about  forty- 
five  degrees,  and  if  its  direction  was  not  changed  as  it  went 
do«  n,  it  follows  that  this  also  must  have  been  jhe  inclina- 
tion of  the  flank  of  the  bonanza.  This  is  not  impossible, 
but  it  appears  to  be  entirely  unique  in  the  history  of  mining. 


-As  to  the  prolongation  of  the  ore  body  downward,  or  its 
extension  north  and  south,  nothing  can  be  determined  with- 
out further  exploration;  and  this,  from  the  nature  of  the  ma- 
terial to  be  pierced,  will,  under  the  most  favorable  circum- 
stances, require  many  months  of  time.  Until  these  explora- 
tions can  be  made  and  particularly  before  a  crosscut  shall 
ser\'e  to  indicate  the  width  of  the  body  east  and  west  at  the 
lowest  level  thus  far  attained,  it  is  evidently  impossible  to 
estimate  its  value.  If  the  crosscut  should  reveal  a  wide 
body  of  ore,  the  $18,000,000,  at  which  price  the  Union  mine 
is  now  held,  would  be  far  too  little  for  it;  if,  on  the  contrary, 
it  should  reveal  a  narrow  body,  the  present  price  would  be 
far  too  great.  The  absence  of  water  in  the  brecciated  cover 
of  the  ore  body  and  in  the  ore  body  itself  at  the  upper  levels, 
and  its  presence  below,  indicate  that  the  bonanza  was  first 
discovered  at  the  top.  The  refusal  on  the  part  of  the  mana- 
ger to  employ  a  diamond  drill  is  alike  creditable  to  them  and 
assuring  to  the  public.  We  have  now  only  to  await  the 
progress  of  the  crosscut,  and  then,  no  matter  what  becomes 
of  posterity,  we  shall  all  either  be  rich  men — or  poorer  than 
before. 


The  following  letter,  dated  from  the  Tulare  Plains,  and 
signed  ".A  Sand-Lapper,"  is  indicative  of  the  spirit  that  pop- 
ulates the  sand-lots  and  breeds  the  vermin  of  discontent  : 

Editor  Argon.^ut  : — You  are  not  consistent ;  but  I  believe  you  lake 
pride  in  your  reputation  for  inconsistency.  You  have  been  for  months 
urging  us  to  leave  the  cily  sand-lots  and  its  communistic  teachings — to 
leave  sixteen  hours"  work  at  car-driving  for  two  dollars,  or  ten  hours' 
work  digging  dirt  on  the  Potrero  hills  for  one  dollar,  and  go  into  the 
countr)'.  where  land  is  lo  be  had  for  the  taking,  and  make  a  home.  I 
have  followed  your  advice  ;  gathered  up  the  remnants  of  what  was  left 
me  from  a  broken  savings  bank,  and  the  little  fur  that  remained  after  .a 
fight  with  "wild  cats,  "  and  have  squatted  down  on  the  drj-  plains  of 
Tulare,  run  up  a  cabin,  and  am  wailing  for  rain  to  put  in  a  crop.  What 
have  I  left? — hard  work,  long  hours,  and  poor  pay  it  is  true,  but  also 
society,  for  even  I  had  society.  I  was  interested  in  the  Police  Court  tri- 
als, and  in  the  daily  fluctuations  of  Dayton,  WoodviUe,  Wells  Fargo, 
and  Kossuth.  I  could  dream  and  build  castles  in  the  air  on  the  fortune 
I  would  have  when  the  lead  was  struck  in  any  of  them  ;  Skae,  Fair, 
Sherwood,  and  Lent  could  not  do  more  with  the  stock  they  held  in  more 
costly  mines.  Then  when  I  was  out  of  work,  I  could  hear  Kearny, 
Wellock,  and  O'Donnell  on  the  sand-lots.  There  was  much  comfort  in 
this.  I  had  had  the  life  assessed  out  of  me,  and  when  the  wife  of  one 
of  the  directors  rode  by  with  a  nigger  on  the  box  in  a  silk  h.at,  and  coat 
with  brass  buttons  as  big  as  a  saucer,  I  said  there  are  some  of  my  hard 
earnings,  and  it  did  me  good  to  hear  the  rich  men  and  sharpers  abused. 
I  felt  that  1  wanted  lo  hear  good,  stout,  strong  cursing.  I  put  my  ten 
cents  in  the  hat  and  heard  il,  and  always  came  away  feeling  better. 
Then  I  had  my  church  on  Sunday.  I  do  not  mean  any  of  your  modem 
churches,  or  so-called  religious,  but  a  church  with  authority.  You,  be- 
ing a  Protestant,  or  perhaps  free-thinker,  cannot  understand  what  this 
is.  I  mean  a  church  dignified  by  age,  that  connects  me  with  the  un- 
known ;  that  has  a  grand  ritual  and  gorgeous  service  ;  where  ministers, 
clad  in  the  vestments  of  heaven,  speak  with  power  as  from  "  the  throne:'' 
with  grand  and  solemn  music,  as  if  echoing  strains  from  "  the  mercy 
seat''  You  cannot  understand,  that  to  the  poor  and  uneducated  this  is 
not  only  theau-e,  and  opera,  and  lecture,  and  club,  and  society,  but  that 
it  is  all  these  and  more  :  it  is  the  proof  and  evidence  of  rest  and  ease 
and  a  happy  life  hereafter.  I  took  your  advice  and  left  all  these,  and 
squatted  on  the  dry  plains.  You  ride  by  in  your  buggy,  with  your  Jo. 
Manlon  turned  into  a  breech-loader,  your  pule  dcfoU^ras  and  Otard  in 
a  hamper,  bent  only  on  pleasure  :  look  at  my  poor  home,  go  back,  and 
call  me  a  "sand-Iapper."  Have  you  not  advised  me  lo  leave  the  sand- 
lots  and  become  a  sand-lapper — if  by  that  you  mean  a  settler  on  the 
public  lands?  .^nd  why  should  you  sneer  at  my  neighbor  three  mites 
from  me?  His  father  or  grandfather  moved  from  North  Carolina  or 
Kentucky  to  Missouri  when  his  neighborhood  became  loo  croAded. 
For  three  or  foiu-  generations  his  ancestors  have  been  moving  away  from 
the  selllemenLs.  The  sound  of  a  church  or  school  bell  was  the  signal 
for  leaving,  and  the  tone  of  a  piano  was  the  evidence  that  the  haled 
Yankee  had  penetrated  his  solitude.  He  is  suU  moving  further  on  in 
the  frontier — but  doing  what  you  have  advised,  going  into  the  country 
and  setlhng  up  the  public  lands.  He  may  not  plant  trees  and  white- 
wash his  fences,  because,  when  neighbors  get  too  close,  he  proposes  to 
sell  out  and  settle  again  further  on.  Bui  he  is  a  good  citizen,  and  saves 
the  counlr>'  from  Radicalism  by  steadily  voting  the  Democratic  ticket. 
He  is  doing  what  you  ask,  sla>ing  away  from  the  cities  and  settling  the 
public  lan(l  We  neilher  of  us  deserve  your  sneer  for  following  your 
advice.  A  review  of  your  article  will  satisfy  you  that,  for  the  sake  of 
being  witty,  you  have  sacrificed  consistency. 

We  can  not  be  deceived  by  the  author  of  this  communica- 
tion. He  is,  evidently,  a  good-for-nothing,  lazy  Yankee 
brought  up  in  Connecticut.  His  church  to  which  he  so 
mysteriously  refers  is  either  the  Dunkard  or  Hard-shell 
Baptist.  We  have  never  advised  one  of  his  kind  to  alienate 
himself  from  church  preaching,  sand-lot  teaching,  stock- 
gambling,  and  lager-beer  drinking  to  make  the  experiment 
of  country  life.  Farmers  are  not  made  of  such  materiaL 
Farmers  are  men  and  gentlemen,  are  patriots  and  good  citi- 
zens. They  can  live  without  the  sound  of  the  church  gong 
till  they  can  build  for  themselves  ;  they  can  get  on  without 
schools  till  population  and  prosperity  make  them  possible  ; 
they  can  get  on  without  envious  cursings  of  the  prosperous, 
without  lager  saloons  or  politics.  W'e  hope  no  one  so  mis- 
understands us  as  to  think  it  is  at  all  our  idea  that  any  sand- 
lot  loafer,  church  bigot,  beer-drinking  idler,  can  by  any  pro- 
cess be  converted  into  an  honest  farmer,  or  that  any 
fashionable  draggle-tailed  gossip,  or  slander-swapping  drab 
of  the  town,  can  become  a  farmer's  wife.  A  certain  amount 
of  intelligence  and  a  large  degree  of  self-respect  and  self-re- 
liance are  necessary  to  convert  the  dweller  of  a  city  into  a 
contented  dweller  in  the  country. 


It  seems  to  us  that  the  legal  squabble  which  turns  on  the 
ownership  of  letters  written  a  man  already  dead  might  be 
settled  by  sending  them  to  the  dead-letter  office. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


PRATTLE, 


The  newspapers  are  telling  of 
■  a  lawyer  vho  has  the  hallucina- 
tion that  he  is  always  attended 
by  a  friend  and  con- 
fidant. To  this  im- 
aginar)'  person  he 
is  frequently  over- 
heard disclosing  his 
professional  secrets, 
and  from  him  seems 
to  take  advice.  This  is  no  hallucination  ;  the  "  friend  and 
confidant "  is  an  eminent  counsellor  well  known  in  the  pro- 
fession as  the  senior  partner  of  the  great  firm  of  Satan, 
Mammon  &  Co.  It  is  a  mistake,  however,  to  suppose  he 
gives  advice  to  his  brother  lawyers  ;  they  advise  /////;. 


It  transpires  that  the  late  Dr.  Peterman,  the  famous 
geographer  and  explorer,  died  a  natural  death  :  he  com- 
mitted suicide  to  escape  the  persecutions  of  a  divorced  wife. 

The  world  he"d  spied,  from  side  to  side. 
And  marked  each  hill  and  dell  in  ; 

Said  he:    "I  call  the  place  too  small 
For  us  (and  them)  to  dwell  in." 

'Tis  thus,  alas  !  explorers  pass 

From  this  world  to  another ; 
And  Stanley  bleats,  as  he  retreats  : 

"My  mother,  O  my  mother!" 


A  person  named  Howard  has  been  arrested  for  swindling 
two  Sacramento  girls  out  of  one  hundred  dollars.  He  avers 
that  he  is  a  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Herald^  but  in 
this  instance  he  seems  to  have  acted  more  like  a  reporter  on 
a  local  sheet. 


Colonel  Nicholas  Smith,  the  husband  of  Ida  Greeley,  is 
lecturing  in  New  York  in  defense  of  tramps.  The  Graphic 
calls  him  "the  Montague  and  Rignold  of  the  rostrum,"  and 
he  denounces  ''  those  shallow  political  economists,  from 
Adam  Smith  to  Bonamy  Price."  Pit)-  that  the  Montague 
and  Rignold  of  the  press  is  not  living  to  be  proud  of  his  son- 
in-law  !  It  is,  of  course,  only  natural  that  he  who  marries 
into  the  Greeley  family  should  have  a  tenderness  for  the 
nomadic  offspring  of  the  protective  tariff. 


A  remarkably  pretty  literar>'  female — of  whom  I  do  not 
remember  previously  to  have  heard — was  in,  also,  last  week, 
displaying  a  deadly  weapon  between  her  teeth,  and  threaten- , 
ing  condign  punishment  for  some  offense  the  nature  of  which  ■ 
she  did  not  adequately  e.xplain.    Then  there  was  another  bel-  , 
ligerent,  who,  either  through  craft  would  not,  or  from  agita- 1 
tion  could  not,  disclose  his  name.     His  grievance,  however, 
was  revealed  in  describing  (by  its  contents)  the  particular 
paper  that  he  wanted,  and  for  which  he  paid  his  ten  cents 
like  a  man — a  formality  which  I  am  informed  the  indignant 
commonly  neglect.    Altogether  the  Argon'aut  office  appears 
to  hold  its  own  in  the  esteem  of  our  community  as  a  place  of 
resort  for  people  who,  disliking  publicity,  wish  to  enjoy  them- 
selves in  the  quiet  manner  of  a  synod  of  Malay  pirates  try- 
ing to  get  even  on  a  sea-side  hotel. 


This  thing  of  still-hunting  editors  will  have  to  stop  some 
time,  I  suppose.  Being  seldom  at  the  office  I  do  not  so 
much  mind  it  myself,  but  the  junior  editor  says  the  contin- 
ued forays  of  these  marauders  interrupt  his  thought  and  un- 
balance the  business  of  the  paper.  As  the  object  of  the  in- 
vaders is  to  obtain  a  little  cheap  newspaper  glor^-  by  running 
with  "  their  version  ''  to  the  reporters  whose  literar}'  contribu- 
tions to  this  journal  have  been  respectfully  declined,  it  is 
under  discussion  here  whether  it  would  not  tranquillize  the 
future  to  act  henceforth  on  the  familiar  principle  that  dead 
men  tell  no  lies.  It  is  believed  bj-  our  legislators  that  the 
best  way  to  put  a  stop  to  Chinese  immigration  is  to  retain 
the  bones  of  the  immigrants.  That  is  going  a  little  too  far; 
our  undesirables  may  have  back  their  carcasses  and  welcome. 


With  an  almost  incredible  fertility  of  soil — seven  bushels 
of  wheat  to  the  acre  being  no  unusual  yield;  with  a  measure- 
less abundance  of  minerals — clay,  gravel,  sandstone,  and 
flint;  with  a  climate  as  mild  and  equable  as  the  temper  of  a 
chained  rhinoceros,  the  Atlantic  Slope  offers  advantages  to 
capital  and  industr>-  unsurpassed  by  those  of  any  portion  of 
this  earth.  Unfortunately  the  lawless  traditions  of  1620  still 
impart  a  bloody  tinge  to  the  social  system  of  our  Eastern 
brethren,  and  human  life  is  but  little  safer  now  than  in  the 
days  of  the  adventurous  Puritans  drawn  thither  by  the  gold- 
en dream  of  a  universal  psalm-singing  through  the  nose. 
There  is  still  the  same  reckless  impatience  of  the  forms  of 
law,  the  same  alacrity  to  resort  to  the  crude,  hasty  justice  of 
the  mob,  that  marked  the  jurisprudence  of  the  New  England 
colonies  and  Dutch  settlements  in  the  times  of  Cotton 
Mather  and  Deidrich  Knickerbocker.  This  ugly  legacy  of 
the  old  evil  days — the  \\'ild  life  of  the  potato-placers — dis- 
courages immigration,  frightens  away  Western  capital  and 
retards  the  development  of  the  country'.  It  is  time,  high 
time,  that  these  turbulent  tendencies  were  abated  and  those 
who  exhibit  them  haled  out  of  their  houses  and  summarily 
hanged. 

The  foregoing  remarks  were  suggested  by  the  dispatch 
from  Ohio  relating  how  that  a  negro  of  ''  notoriously  im- 
moral character"  was  attacked  by  an  armed  mob  at  his 
house,  near  Greenville  in  that  State,  and  having  the  hardi- 
hood to  leg  it  for  his  life  was  shot  dead.  It  does  not  appear 
that  the  deceased  silhouette  had  been  guilty  of  any  overt 
act;  his  assailants  merely  reasoned  that,  local  conditions 
favoring,  immorality  was  contagious.  In  certain  circum- 
stances it  is;  for  example,  one  is  in  danger  when  one's  sensi- 
tive finger-tips  come  in  contact  with  the  membrane  of  a  i 
thief's  pocket.  In  its  more  restricted  sense  immorality  is 
also  sometimes  incuiTed  at  second  hand  by  merely  kissing 
the  wife  of  an  immoral  neighbor. 


A  man  entered  a  New  York  church  during  sen'ice,  the 
other  morning,  and  stabbed  a  woman.  This,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances, he  ought  not  to  have  done,  but  what  renders  the 
act  specially  censurable  is  that  the  lady  was  not  his  wife  (as 
he  supposed),  but  a  stranger.  It  is  to  be  hoped  some  statute 
may  be  found  to  cover  this  offense.  True,  the  offender  had 
not,  in  one  sense,  a  criminal  intent,  but  it  seems  to  me  a  con- 
sideration of  at  least  equal  force  that  the  victim  had  not,  in 
any  sense.  Something — an  apology  at  the  ver^^  least — would 
seem  to  be  due,  also,  to  the  pastor  and  congregation  of  the 
church.  The  question  is  mainly  one  of  morals,  but  it  has  at 
the  same  time  a  social  side  which  it  would  be  a  stretch  of 
civility  to  wholly  ignore. 

My  domestic  policy  is  beginning  to  attract  attention  ;  I 
will  dispatch  a  fleet  to  the  Mediterranean. — MacMahoJi. 
That  fellow  is  dispatching  a  fleet  to  the  Mediterranean  ;  we 
must  strengthen  our  Alsatian  frontier. — Bismarck.  Ameer 
of  what  ?  I  never  met  the  man  in  all  my  life  ! — Gortsclia- 
koff.  How  can  I  begin  military'  operations  until  I  find  a  good 
rhyme  for  Afghanistan  ? — Lord  Lyiton.  There  is  com  in 
Eg>-pt. — Beaconsfield,  Occupation?  I  should  say  so! — An- 
drassy.  They  cannot  rob  me  of  my  hope  in  Harem. — The 
Sultan.  Our  earnest  desire  is  for  peace  with  Austria — some- 
body touch  off  Garibaldi. — Umberto.  The  agricultural  fair 
— God  bless  them. — R.  B.  Hayes. 


In  an  Oakland  paper  the  statement  that  "  it  is  believed  a 
marriage  is  arranged  between  Lord  Beaconsfield  and  Queen 
Victoria"  is  appropriately  put  under  the  head  of  '"  Local  In- 
telligence." The  marriage  would  of  course  occur  abroad, 
but  the  belief  is  purely  local,  and  it  marks  the  magnitude  of 
Oakland's  "  intelligence  "  in  a  singularly  accurate  way. 


It  seems  a  waste  of  militarj'  power  to  make  the  army  sup- 
press the  popular  insurrection  against  law  in  New  Mexico. 
Why  did  not  Gov.  Wallace  cut  down  that  apple  tree  and  let 
the  insurgents  be  dispersed  by  the  sun  ? 


Mr.  Jones,  the  man  who  was  recently  tarred  and  feathered 
and  barred  and  tethered  and  scarred  and  leathered  by  the 
cherubim  and  seraphim  of  Reno,  is  now  in  this  city,  tr>'ing  to 
get  the  Nevadanese  justice  out  of  his  system.  It  is  to  be 
feared  Mr.  Jones  will  not  find  the  rough  barbarity  of  San 
Francisco  life  greatly  to  his  taste,  accustomed  as  he  is  to  the 
golden  amenities  and  affable  complaisance  of  the  sage-brush 
people  and  their  aboriginal  neighbors,  the  mild-eyed,  melan- 
choly locust-eaters  of  the  desert.  I  hope  it  will  be  observed 
that  my  language  is  studiously  respectful  in  speaking  of 
Reno's  law-loving  citizens  who  applied  the  pitch  and  plum- 
age to  the  Jones'  person,  for  there  was  a  formidable-looking 
l^-'evada  man  in  this  office  last  week  wanting  to  thrash  m.e 
I  because  I  had  called  them  "  ruffians."  Fortunately  for  me  I 
I  had  retired  to  my  stronghold  at  San  Rafael  where  no  warrior 
has  as  yet  had  the  intrepidity  to  besiege  me. 


"Sire,"  said  Caratheodoa  Pasha,  kotowing  to  the  Sultan, 
"  it  transpires  that  five  hundred  Russian  officers  were  rob- 
bing their  accursed  masters  exchequer  during  the  entire  war. 
Allah  be  praised  !  they  ha\e  cost  him  a  pretty  penny,  truly." 
"  By  the  beard  of  the  Prophet ! "  exclaimed  the  Commander 
of  the  Faithful,  thoughtfully  stroking  his  own,  "  I  think  thiev- 
ing Infidels  are  worse  than  honest.  The  Dog  of  Darkness 
has  charged  their  peculations  to  me  in  the  indemnity  ! " 


As  southward  Tom  I.-awton,  the  murderer,  steers. 

In  far  Arizona  to  dwell. 
Says  Justice:  "I  pardon."     But  Mercy  in  tears 

Cries  :  "  Han^  him  and  send  him  to  h —  ! "' 


Instead  of  setting  out  occasional  luncheons  in  Piatt's  Hall 
for  liquidation  of  their  debts,  why  do  not  the  churches  estab- 
lish and  maintain  permanent  restaurants  ?  By  practice  their 
cooks  would  learn  to  compound  innocuous  provand  for  the 
secular  palate,  and  the  unwar>'  sinner  be  no  more  a  holy 
Christian  martyr  in  spite  of  himself.  God,  they  say,  gives 
food  and  the  devil  sends  cooks — a  hoar)'  dictum  the  which 
no  church-luncheon  patient  would  dispute  to  save  his  life,  or, 
but  for  the  moderation  that  comes  of  disgust,  could  save  his 
life  to  dispute.  But  there  are  cooks  and  cooks,  and  those  in 
the  devil's  pay  maybe  readily  distinguished  by  their  inability 
to  speak  French.  It  is  the  mark  of  Cain,  set  upon  him  who 
has  slain  his  brother. 


I  once  rode  fifteen  miles  to  visit  a  friend,  arrivln^^  in  the 
dead  of  night.  There  was  not  a  light  in  the  house,  no  one 
came  to  resent  my  thundering  assault  upon  the  door.  The 
place  was  like  a  tomb.  Finding  an  unfastened  window  at 
the  back  of  the  house  I  raised  it,  entered  and  promptly  fell 
over  an  iron  pot,  ejaculating  :  "  My  God  !  *'  Faint  babbling 
responses — mere  audible  shadows  of  speech — came  from 
ever)'  direction — "  Mon  Dieu — mon — mon  Dicu — mon  Dietc 
— Dieu  .'  ■'  "  Bah  I  *'  I  cried,  as  angry  as  a  trapped  bear, 
"  one's  mother-tongue  is  the  language  of  a  broken  shin."  A 
clamor  of  unearthly  voices  encompassed  me,  ran  all  round 
the  room  like  file-firing,  culminated  in  a  volley,  and  died 
away  in  dropping,  desultory  vocal  e.xplosions — ^^  Id  on — id 
— ici  on  parlc—on  Parle — ici — on — ici—parlc — ici  on  parle 
Franqais — Fran — par  — :"  —  ojt  —- 'qais"  They  were  the 
echoes  of  the  place,  and  blundering  over  a  range  I  discov- 
ered I  was  in  the  kitchen.  A  holy  peace  overspread  my 
hateful  temper,  as  the  last,  sincerest  smile  relaxes  the  rigid 
features  of  the  dead.  I  would  rather  be  alone  in  the  kitchen 
of  a  man  who  keeps  a  French  cook  than  with  him  and  all 
his  family  in  his  parlor.     His  dining-room  is  another  matter. 


I  remained  in  that  kitchen  all  night  dining  on  words — a 
human  chameleon  fattening  on  air.  I  said  "oysters,"  and 
the  echoes  returned  ^'  huUres^*  in  every  style;  "  soup,"  and 
they  brewed  as  many  sorts  of '' po/a^e"  as  there  were  nooks 
and  crannies  in  which  to  concoct  them;  "fish,"  and  they 
gave  me  so  bewildering  a  variety  of  "poisson  "  that  my 
senses  swam  in  the  contemplation;  and  so  on,  through  the 
most  insufferably  long  menu  that  ever  the  mind  of  man  con- 
ceived and  brought  forth.  And  at  daybreak  next  morning 
my  imagination  was  so  poddily  surcharged  with  toothsome 
viands — so  apoplectically  replete  with  all  palatent  comestible 
— that  it  was  unable  to  travel,  and  was  left  behind;  and  I 
have  ever  since  been  without — the  same  as  the  local  novel- 
ists and  poets. 

A  sperm  whale  one  hundred  feet  long  has  come  ashore 
near  Trinidad.  That  is  a  pretty  large  whale,  but  if  the  odor 
that  came  ashore  with  him  had  been  visible  he  would  have 
looked  like  a  fly-speck  done  up  in  a  thunder-cloud. 


The  New  York  Sun  has  the  nose  of  a  fox-hound  for  ex- 
planations and  the  stomach  of  an  ostrich  to  digest  them.  It 
explains  the  Democratic  defeat  in  Ohio  by  the  circumstance 
that  the  party  had  formally  recognized  the  validity  of  the 
President's  title  to  his  office.  Whether  this  abandonment  of 
principle  made  them  unable  to  vote,  or  provoked  the  Re- 
publicans to  outnumber  them,  is  not  stated.  Fairly  formu- 
lated, that  joumaFs  opinion  seems  to  be,  however,  that  be- 
cause the  Democratic  leaders  conceded  Mr.  Hayes"  right  to 
sit  in  the  presidential  chair,  the  "rank  and  file,"  who  deny 
that  right,  joined  the  party  that  took  him  by  the  shoulders 
and  thrust  him  into  it.  True,  an  ingenious  reason  is  better 
than  a  silly  one.  Unfortunately  xho.  Sun  has  given  us  the 
silly  one. 

Man  and  woman  are  like  the  weight  and  pendulum  of  a 
clock.     Man  does  the  work  and  woman  the  ticking. 


The  Bulletin  man  figures  it  out  that  Columbus  discovered 
America  396  years  ago,  and  figures  will  not  lie.  But  when 
they  hint  that  we  are  living  in  the  year  18SS,  without  a  clear 
knowledge  of  where  we  spent  the  decade  immediately  pre- 
ceding, I  call  it  a  pretty  base  insinuation. 


Yellow  fever  and  politics  make  a  most' savor)-  mixture. 
New  Orleans  is  now  blessed  with  it,  that  city  ha\ing  for 
weeks  presented  the  grotesque  combination  of  a  politica 
fight,  crape  streaming  from  every  other  door-knob,  hearses 
blockading  the  street,  committees  rebuking  in  formal  reso- 
lutions candidates  who  have  found  the  fever  a  convenient 
excuse  for  leaving  the  city,  and  others  figuring  on  the  death 
rate  as  a  means  of  canying  off  voters,  and  thus  increasing 
the  chances  of  party  success. 


Mr.  Henr)'  Widmer  has  not  thought  it  expedient  to  act 
upon  my  studiously  respectful  suggestion  that  he  disavow 
the  insulting  falshoods  published  concerning  me  in  his 
name.  Moreover,  I  can  prove  him  their  author — that  he 
devoted  the  life  which  I  mercifully  spared  to  systematic  de- 
famation of  my  character  and  misrepresentation  of  my  con- 
duct. I,  therefore,  take  this  opportunity  to  remind  those 
who  have  the  misfortune  to  know  him,  and  inform  those 
who  have  not,  that  he  has  the  distinguished  honor  to  be,  not 
a  man  of  principle,  but  a  ruffian  ;  not  a  man  of  truth,  but  a 
liar  ;  not  a  man  of  courage,  but  a  coward. 


In  order  that  there  may  be  no  mistake  as  to  what  member 
of  the  rrrt//(7///c-  I  mean,  I  wilL  state  that  T  refer  to  Fiddler 
Widmer,  the  he  charming  blackguard. 


Concerning  Fiddler  Widmer's  nameless  friend  (probably 
the  Trombone  or  the  Triangle\  who  did  me  the  honor  to  call 
on  me  with  him,  witnessed  all  that  occurred,  and  must  have 
noted  Mr.  Widmer's  accounts  of  the  interview,  I  beg  to  re- 
mind him  that  he  has  not  as  yet  addressed  me  a  note  repu- 
diating Mr.  Widmer.     Nous  verrons.  ^ 

Ambrose  G  i 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


LEONIE'S  AUNT'S   AUNT, 


Four  Conversations  Tell   the  Story. 


Conversation  First  lakes placf  belwten  Lkonif.  Bei.1.,  a  Un'dy 
blonde  of  eighteen,  ami  her  most  intimate  ft iend,  Jul.lE 
Cor M IKK,  a  pretty  brunette  of  the  same  a^v,  on  the 
morning  of  the  Jii  of  September,  iS~S,  in  the  room  of 
the  former.  Fountain  Hotel,  Uniiine  Island. 

Julie  |just  returned  from  the  Catskills,  after  an  absence 
of  three  weeks,  and  now  idly  swinging  back  and  forth  in  a 
low  rocking  chair  by  the  window].  "Oh,  by  the  bye,  Leonie, 
who  was  the  l.idy  who  joined  your  party  on  the  porch  as  I 
said  my  last  farewell  to  you  ?  " 

Leome.  "  Which  lady  ?  There  were  two  shaking  hands 
with  .Aunt  Eleanor,  right  and  left,  at  that  sad  moment."  j 

jll.lE.  " .S<i,/ moment.  What  a  little- humbug  you  are  ! 
I  saw  you  laughing  gayly  with  that  silly  I'auline  Tracy  be- 
fore 1  reached  the  corner.  The  tall,  slender  lady  in  silver- 
gray  silk,  with  bonnet  and  gloves  to  match,  1  mean.  1  think 
her  eyes  also  matched.  And  she  had  pretty  brown  hair,  a 
wonderfully  bright  smile,  and  a  cameo  face."  , 

Leonie.  "Cood  gracious!  Julie,  it  is  verj'  evident  you 
only  glimpsed  at  her.  If  you'd  looked  longer  and  closer  you 
would  have  seen  streaks  of  gray  in  the  '  brown  hair,'  and 
wrinkles  in  the  '  cameo  face.'  She's  my  aunt's  aunt,  and  ever 
so  old,  in  spite  of  the  tall,  graceful  figure,  wonderfully  bright 
smile,  and  eyes  to  match  her  silver-gray  dress.  An  old— in 
fact,  a  venerable-  maid.  Five  and  torty,  if  she's  a  day. 
And  goody-good  to  an  extent  most  awfully  awful.  Believes 
in  marning  for  love  ;  thinks  slang  dreadful,  and  sleeveless 
dresses  improper  ;  reads  and  remembers  Carlyle,  Cieorge 
Eliot,  and  the  Brownings,  and  visits  the  poor.  From  all  of 
which  you  may  safely  infer  that  she  and  I  don't  pull  well  to- 
gether.'' 

Jl'I.IE  [laughing].  ''I  should  think  not.  But,  Leonie,  I 
must  confess  I  never  dreamed  an  old  maid  could  be  so  pleas- 
ant to  look  upon.  She  might,  for  all  her  appearance  betrays 
her,  be  the  happiest  of  young  married  women." 

I.EOSIE  [giving  her  hair,  which  she  is  .irranging  before  the 
mirror,  an  impatient  twist].  "  Bother  my  aunt's  aunt  1  Why 
will  you  persist  in  talking  about  her  when  there  are  a  hun- 
dred much  more  interesting  things  to  talk  about  ? " 

Jixin  "  Rudolph  Hall,  for  instance." 

Leonie.  "Well,  he's  a  trifle  better  than  the  'cameo' 
spinster." 

JlI.IE.  "Rumor,  floating  over  the  Catskill  Mountains, 
confided  to  the  echoes  your  engagement  to  him." 

Leonie.  "  Rumor,  as  rumor  often  is,  was  wrong.  I  am 
not,  and  never  shall  be,  engaged  to  him." 

[Miss  Julie  Cor.mier  opens  her  black  eyes  to  their  fullest 
extent,  then  opens  her  fan  to  its  fullest  extent,  and  slowly 
fans  herself  in  silence.] 

Leonie  [with  a  tl.ash  of  eye  lightning].  "  Well  J" 

JlLiE.  "Nothing." 

Leonie.  "' .Nothing,' spoken  in  that  way,  always  means 
a  great  deal.  Julie,  your  thoughts,  or  I'll  drop  this  switch 
and  pinch  you  !" 

JiLiE.  "  Haven't  you  accepted  his  escort  every  where 
ever  since  we  came  here  two  months  ago  ?  Haven't  you 
danced,  driven,  rode,  walked,  picnicked,  sailed,  played  cro- 
quet, and  gazed  at  the  moon  with  him  ?  Haven't  you  worn 
his  favorite  flowers,  sung  his  favorite  songs,  and  ate  his  favor- 
ite ices  .'  Are  you  not  [glancing  at  her  hand]  wearing  the 
ring  he  gave  you  ': " 

Leonie  [drawing  the  ring  from  her  finger  and  dropping  it 
into  her  pocket].  "  No.     Go  on.  Miss  Cormier." 

Jl'LiE.  ".And  if  your  aff"air  with  Rudolph  was  not — I  see 
I'm  to  speak  of  it  in  the  past  tense — a  bona  fide  love  aflair, 
intended  to  end  in  a  wedding,  what  was  it .' " 

Leonie.  "Only  a  double-dyed  flirtation,  my  dear." 

JLI.IE.  "  And  this  'double-dyed  flirtation,'  when  did  it  be- 
gin to  fade?  It  was  as  brilliant  as  ever  when  I  left  here 
three  weeks  ago." 

Leonie  [with  mock  seriousness].  "  Three  weeks  is  a  very 
long  time,  Julie.  A  great  many  changes  can  take  place  in 
three  weeks.  It  began  to  fade  -August  the  twentieth,  late  in 
the  afternoon — I^  remember  the  date,  because  papa  sent  me 
a  check  in  the  irioming — when  Mr.  Gillbradden,  the  million- 
aire, descended  from  his  elegant  carriage  in  front  of  the 
Fountain  Hotel,  and  ascended  the  hotel  steps,  looking  ihe 
while  at  your  unworthy  friend,  who  was  framed  in  one  of  the 
drawing-room  windows  1 1  wore  my  morning-sky  silk  with 
blush  ribbons  and  roses',  with  eyes  that  said — you  may  guess 
what;  and  it  grew  three  shades,  at  least,  dimmer  when  he 
sought  an  introduction,  ten  minutes  after,  my  dear,  to  my 
aunt's  aunt,  that  he  might  through  her  be  introduced  to  me, 
.And  it  hadn't  a  vestige  of  color  remaining  the  next  evening, 
when  he  never  left  my  side  (aunt  had  one  of  her  bad  head- 
aches, and  couldn't  leave  her  room,  and  your  silver-gray  Sis- 
ter of  Charity  kept  her  company,  for  three  mortal  hours." 

JlLIE  [with  great  emphasis].  "  Leonie,  he's  ever  so  old  ! 
In  fact,  venerable — sixty  if  he's  a  day." 

Leonie.  "  Fifty-six  his  last  birthday,  dear.  My  maid 
asked  his  valeL  And,  after  all,  what  does  a  few  years  more 
or  less  matter  in  a  man  .'  The  farther  side  of  a  half  century 
may,  it  is  true,  be  too  far  off  for  round  dances,  but  then  one 
would  never  want  to  dance  round  dances  with  one's  husbancL 
You  saw  Mr.  Gillbradden  at  the  breakfast  table  ? " 

JfLIE.  "Scarcely.  He  was  leaving  the  room  as  I  en- 
tered.    I  was  late,  you  know.'' 

Leonie.  "  Well,  a  glance  was  enough  to  show-  you  that 
he  is  extremely  distingui!,  and  bears  his  years  as  lightly  as 
though  they  were  but  half  their  number.  And  as  for  gal- 
lantry !  Would  that  the  young  men  who  do  here  congre- 
gate would  take  a  lew-  lessons  from  him  \  They  need  them. 
The  most  delicious  bonbons  every  morning,  the  most  mag- 
nificent bouquets  ever)-  evening;  all  the  new  music  —  not 
that  I  ever  play  it:  all  the  new  books — not  that  I  ever  read 
them.  He  treats  me  like  a  spoiled  child— an  only  child— a 
princess.    And  I,  really,  Julie,  I  quite  adore  him." 

JlLIE.  "  Would  you  '  quite  adore  him  '  if  he  were  not  a 
millionaire  ? " 

Leonif.  "Julie,  you  are  unkind.  Indeed,  you  are.  In 
your  heart  you  are  calling  me  mercenary.  I  assure  you,  on 
my  word  and  honor,  that  I'd  quite  adore  him  if  he  were  only 
':-''/ \  millionaire." 

••'.•E.     "  But  not  if  he  were  as  poor  as  Rudolph  Hall  ? " 


Leonie.  "  Decidedly  not.  I  could  not  live  on  five  thou- 
sand a  year.     If  1  could — [sighing].     Poor  Rudolph  !  " 

Jl'LIE.  "  Mr.  Gillbradden's  proposal  must  have  followed 
soon  after  his  introduction  to  you." 

Leonif.  ".Oh,  he  hasn't  proposed  yeL  That  is,  not  in 
words.  But  if,  as  you  say,  actions  speak  louder  than  words, 
he  has  asked  me  to  marry  him  a  dozen  times.  Hut  the 
words  are  coming — I'm  sure  of  that.  1  see  them  trembling 
on  his  lips.  They  will  be  here  this  afternoon.  1  have  prom- 
ised to  drive  with  him,  and  your  congratulations  may  be 
ready  a  few  moments  before  dinner." 

Jl'LIE.     "  And  you  really  intend  to  say  yes  ?  " 

Leo.niF-  ^^' Intend  to  say  yes  y  (iood  heavens!  would 
any  one  say  no  .'  Think  of  the  diamonds,  the  pearls,  the 
emeralds,  the  all  sorts  of  precious  gems;  the  silks,  the  satins, 
the  velvets;  the  town  house,  the  country  house,  the  fast 
horses,  the  balls,  the  private  theatricals,  the  box  at  the  opera; 
the  visits  to  London,  I'aris,  Rome — all  the  world  !  Say  yes, 
I  should  think  so." 

Jn.iF.  [glancing  from  the  window].  "See,  the  conquering 
hero  comes  !'  \'ou  are  right,  Leonie,  he  is  distingue.  Tall, 
well  formed,  erect,  a  little  lame,  but,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
finer-looking  than  half,  perhaps  three-quarters,  of  our  young- 
er men.  He  has  a  gorgeous  posy,  ior yoti,  I  suppose,  and  he 
is  walking  with — she  has  a  posy,  loo,  of  white  lilies — with 
your  aunt's  aunt." 

Leonie.  "  Ihe  dear,  good  soul !  What  greater  proof  of 
his  devotion  could  you  ask  ?  Fancy  his  devoting  hours  to 
that  old,  old  maid  because  [smiling  at  her  reflection  in  the 
glass,  and  then  at  her  friendj  he  can  talk  to  her  of  me.  The 
other  women  are  wild  with  envy.  They  say — the  nasty, 
spiteful  things — that  some  member  of  the  family  is  constantly 
on  guard  for  fear  he  may  escape.  Escape,  indeed  !  Never 
was  captive  more  in  love  with  captivity.  There,  thank  heav- 
en !  my  hair  is  done  at  last.  Fasten  this  crimson  rosebud  in 
the  topmost  pulT,  that's  a  dear  !  Mr.  Gillbradden  likes  crim- 
son roses.  Rudolph's  favorites  are — dear  me,  how  forgetful 
I  am  !  I  promised  Rudolph  an  interview  in  the  library  this 
morning — he  selected  that  place  because  nobody  goes  there 
— and  I've  no  doubt  he's  waiting  for  me  this  ver)-  moment. 
I  do  hope  he's  going  to  be  reasonable.  1  hate  tragedy — off' 
the  stage.     What's  the  time  }'' 

Jl'LIE.  "  (2uarter  past  eleven." 

Leonie.  "  Eleven  was  the  appointed  hour.  Julie,  my  love, 
if  I  stay  longer  than  fifteen  minutes,  send  some  one  to  tell 
me  my  aunt,  or  my  aunt's  aunt,  is  sick,  or  dying,  or  any  other 
piece  of  news  potent  enough  to  turn  a  duet  into  a  solo,  or, 
more  properly  speaking,  a  dialogue  into  a  monologue.  Re- 
member, 1  depend  upon  you  !  " 

Jl'LIE,  "Poor  Rudolph  !" 

Leonie.  "Yes,  it's  very  sad, but  can't  be  helped.    By-by." 


une  had  at  last  made  up  her  mind  to  shower  her  golden  gifts 
upon  me,  I  traveled  all  over  Europe,  meeting  and  liki?tg 
many  lovely  women  ;  but  when  I  thought  of  love —  Don't 
laugh,  my  dear." 

Leonie.  "  .\olhing  was  farther  from  my  thoughts.  You 
make  a  charming  story-teller.  \'ou  said  when  you  thought 
of  love—" 

Gii.LItK.\r>i)EN.  "Yes — love  (for  neither  romance  nor 
h.appiness,  as  some  writer  says,  neither  love  nor  mental 
youth,  is  a  matter  of  years,  and,  after  all,  we  are  only  as  old 
as  we  feel,  and  certainly  no  older  than  we  look),  my  heart 
came  buck  to  my  native  land,  and  I  saw  again  the  face  of 
my  dream-wife.  .And  then  1  felt,  my  dear,  she  waited  for  me 
there.  .A  month  or  two  ago  I  returned  to  .America,  and  the 
fate  that  ordained  us  for  each  other  led  me  to  this  place. 
Here  1  found  her — the  perfect  realization  of  my  dreams. 
.And  although  only  two  weeks  have  passed  since  1  met  her 
first  smile,  1  have  sped  so  well  in  my  wooing  that  to-day  I 
know  she  is  to  be  my  w  il'e  in  reality,  and  make,  God  willing, 
the  Indian  summer  the  brightest  time  of  all  my  life." 

Li:ON  I  !■:.  [dropping  toward  him].  "  No  woman  could  claim 
a  prouder  title." 

GlI.I.liKADDF.N  [kissing  her  hand].  "  It  gives  me  great  Joy 
to  hear  you  say  so.  [Looking  at  his  watcli.]  But  we  must 
return  ;  it  is  later  than  I  thought.  John  [to  the  coachman], 
back  to  ihe  hotel  as  soon  as  possible.  And  now,  my  dear, 
for  the  favor  ;  will  )'ou  go  to  town  with  me  to-morrow — I'm 
as  ignorant  as  a  boy  about  such  matters — and  help  me  to 
select  the  bridal  gifts  .^  There  will  be  also  your  own  costume 
to  choose,  and  that  of  Miss  Cormier,  who,  of  course,  will  act 
as  second  bride-maid." 

Leonie  [suddenly  sitting  very  upright].  " Afy  costume.' 
Miss  Cormier  second  bride-maid.' " 

[There  are  but  two  or  three  more  sentences  exchanged  be- 
tween the  lady  and  gentleman  before  the  drive  is  ended.] 


I 


Conversation  Second,  between  Leoxie  Bell  and  RUDOLPH 
Hall,  in  the  library  of  the  Fountain  Hotel. 

Rudolph  [who  has  been  pacing  the  floor  for  half  an  hour, 
turns  to  Leonie  as  she  enters  the  room].  "  You  are  late." 

Leonie.  "  Only  fifteen  minutes." 

Rudolph.  "  Only  fifteen  minutes  !  They  have  seemed 
like  hours  to  me." 

Leome.  "Have  they?  I'm  awfully  sorr>-.  I  forgot— that 
is — " 

Rudolph  [grasping  her  hand,  and  speaking  with  sup- 
pressed emotion].  "Leonie,  did  you  ever\Q\t.  me?  Or  did 
you  lie  when  you  told  me  your  heart  was  mine?  For  heav- 
en's sake,  explain  your  conduct  The  last  two  weeks  have 
seemed  to  me  like  a  dreadful  dream.  When  we  have  met, 
you  have  treated  me  with  light  indifference.  You  no  longer 
wear  my  flowers- -you  no  longer  wear  my  ring.  Only  when 
1  wrote  the  third  time,  demanding  instead  of  beseeching  it, 
did  you  grant  me  this  interview — you,  whose  blue  eyes  used 
to  invite  me  to  follow  wherever  you  went.  Leonie,  can  it  be 
possible — great  heaven  1  can  it  be  possible— that  you^  so 
young,  so  lovely,  have  thrown  me  over,  to  marry  a  man  for 
his  money ^  old  enough  to  be  your  great-grandfather  ? " 

Leome.  "Mr.  Hall,  you  exaggerate.  Mr.  Gillbradden  is 
not  even  old  enough  to  be  my  grandfather." 

Rudolph.  "Leonie,  cease  trifling,  I  beg  of  you.  How 
can  you  jest  when  I  am  in  torment  ?  Answer  me  ;  are  all 
your  fond  words,  your  smiles,  your  promises^  to  go  for  noth- 
ing?   Am  I,  once  your  acknowledged  lover — " 

Leonie  [interrupting  him,  and  wresting  her  hand.away]. 
"To  become  my  friend?     Yes,  if  you  will," 

Rudolph  [with  great  indignation].  "Your  friend!  Mad- 
am, from  the  grave  of  Love,  murdered  by  Falsehood,  Friend- 
ship can  never  spring.  I  shall  think  of  you  no  more  ;  or,  if 
I  do,  it  will  be  as  of  any  other  bauble  that  can  be  bought  for 
gold.=^ 

Leonie  [flushing].  "Mr.  Hall,  you  are  rude." 

Rudolph.  "Miss  Bell,  it  is  truth  that  is  rude — not  L 
Good  morning." 


Conversation  Fourth.  Short  but  not  s^veet.  Time^just  be- 
fore dinner.  Place^  Miss  Cormier's  room  in  Fountain 
Hotel. 

Miss  Bell  [rushing  into  the  room  with  flushed  cheeks 
and  sparling  eyes].    "  Where's  Rudolph  ?" 

Julie  [in  astonishment].  "Why,  what  a  strange  question 
to  ask  7iie .'  But  I  can  tell  you  where  he  is  not — in  the 
Fountain  Hotel.  He  left  here  an  hour  ago.  Am  I  to  con- 
gratulate you  ?  " 

Leome  [laughing  hysterically].  "  Ha-ha  I  congratulate 
me  !  Oh,  yes,  certainly,  if  you  wish  to  congratulate  me  on 
having  been  the  greatest  little  fool  that  ever  existed  !  Julie 
[solemnly],  if  ever  you  tell,  I'll  never,  never^  NEVER  speak  to 
you  again  ! " 

J  u  LI  E.  "  Tell  what  ?  That  you  have  been  the  greatest  lit- 
tle fool  ?  » 

Leonie  [speaking  very  fast].  "He  didn't  propose — he 
never  thought  of  proposing — to  me.  He  is  not  in  love,  and 
never  has  been — with  me.  On  the  contrary,  he  is  wildly  in 
love,  impetuous  youth  !  and  has  proposed  to  somebody  else. 
0  Rudolph,  if  you  but  knew  how  quickly  you  have  been 
avenged  !     And  he  wants  7ne  to  select  her  bridal  gifts." 

Julie.     "  And  the  wildly  loved  ? " 

Leonie.  "The  diamonds,  pearls,  emeralds,  rubies,  and 
all  sorts  of  precious  gems  ;  the  silks,  the  satins,  the  velvets, 
and  all  sons  of  costly  fabrics ;  the  private  theatricals,  the 
opera-box — " 

Julie  [impatiently].     "Well?" 

Leonie.  "  The  town  house,  the  country  house,  the  yacht, 
the  fast  horses,  the  tours  to  Europe,  have  all — "  [pausing  for 
breath]. 

Julie  [prompting  her].     "  Have  all  ?  " 

Leonie.     "  Been  offered  to  my  aunt's  aunt ! " 


Convefsation  Third.  Miss  Bell  and  Mr.  Gillbr.\dden  in 
his  carriage.  A  beautiful  and  lonely  road;  the  sun  sink- 
ing in  the  west. 

Gillbr.\dden  [leaning  toward  her  with  a  smile,  and 
speaking  in  a  low  voice].  "  Miss  Leonie,  I  asked  you  to  drive 
with  me  to-day  for  a  particular  purpose.  I  have  something 
to  say  to  you  which  is  best  said  away  from,  as  the  poet  has 
it,  the  garish  crowd.  And,  in  addition,  I  have  a  great  favor 
to  beg  of  you." 

Leonik  [modestiy,her  long  lashes  shading  her  lovely  eyes]. 
"A  favor  to  beg  of  poor  me,  Mr.  Gillbradden?    It  is  granted." 

Gillur.\dden  [smiling].  "Bless  the  innocent  child!  Well,  I 
my  dear,  will  you  have  the  patience  to  listen  to  a  little  story?" 

Lkonie.  "  I  delight  in  little  stories." 

Gillbradden.  **  But  perhaps  I  did  wrongTto  call  it  a  stor>'. 
It's  a  bit  of  my  autobiography." 

Leonie  [clapping  her  hands].  "Oh,  that  is  much  nicer  ! 
Pray  go  on." 

Gillbradden.  "i  am,  as  you  know,  my  dear,  an  old 
bachelor ;  not  from  choice,  but  because,  until  a  few  years 
ago,  I  had  an  old  father  and  mother  and  invalid  sister  de- 
pendent upon  me,  and,  unfortunately,  my  fortune  did  not 
come  to  me  until  after  their  deaths.  So  you  see,  my  dear, 
even  if  I  had  been  so  inclined,  I  could  not  have  married. 
But,  living  in  great  seclusion,  I  met  no  woman  who  ap- 
proached my  ideal— for  I  had  an  ideal,  as  I  suppose  ever>'  sin- 
gle man  has,  if  he  will  but  confess  it — and  consequently  was 
spared  the  temptation.     Well,  Miss  Leonie,  after  tardy  Fort- 


The  Chinese  Ambassador,  Chin  Lin  Pin,  now  in  Hartford, 
is  under  instruction  from  his  Government  to  make  a  careful 
investigation  of  the  means  adopted  at  various  institutions  in 
this  country  for  the  cure  of  opium-eating,  and  is  deeply  in- 
terested in  the  matter.  He  is  at  present  accumulating  what 
facts  he  can,  and  in  due  time  will  report  the  result  of  his  in- 
vestigations to  the  home  government.  It  is  a  fact  not  gene- 
rally known  that  an  edict  was  officially  issued  in  China  last 
year  forbidding  the  culture  of  the  poppy  after  1879  in  any 
part  of  the  kingdom,  and  forbidding  all  importations  after 
1880,  An  edict  has  also  been  sent  to  all  governors  and  lead- 
ing generals  of  provinces,  requiring  them  to  submit  plans  of 
laws  which  shall  effectually  do  away  with  the  use  of  opium 
under  pain  of  death  after  a  period  of  three  years.  The  task 
will  be  one  of  gigantic  proportions,  no  doubt,  as  it  is  esti- 
mated that  6,000,000  of  people  in  the  Chinese  Empire  are 
addicted  to  the  habit  of  opium-eating.  A  large  hospital  has 
been  established  in  Hong  Kong  for  the  cure  of  opium-eaters, 
and  it  is  the  plan  of  the  Government  to  build  up  other  insti- 
tutions of  the  same  kind.  It  is  the  aim  of  Ambassador 
Chin  Lin  Pin  to  discover  the  best  means  for  their  manage- 
ment, and  the  best  system  of  cure,  to  be  introduced  into 
them.  For  a  centur)-  the  Chinese  have  suffered  untold  mis- 
eries from  the  opium  trade,  and  in  spite  of  legislation  to  the 
contrar)'  the  production  of  the  poppy  has  increased.  But  a 
terribly  earnest  effort  has  now  been  decided  on  for  tramping 
out  the  evil. 

Frank  Polk  felt  resentful  because  the  Mayor  of  Pisgah, 
Texas,  fined  him  for  drunkenness.  He  got  a  rifle  and  rode 
up  and  down  in  front  of  the  mayor's  office,  daring  him  to 
come  out.  The  chief  of  police  drew  a  revolver,  and  ordered 
him  to  throw  down  his  gun.  Polk  fired,  hitting  the  officer, 
who,  in  falling,  shot  Polk  in  the  body.  The  mayor  ran  out 
and  shot  three  balls  into  the  desperado.  The  latter  fired 
three  shots  at  the  mayor,  but  he  escaped  unhurt.  The  chief 
and  the  desperado  died.  Hurrah  for  the  beatitude  of 
municipal  government  ! 


The  new  dueling  code  in  Mar>'land  is  as  follows  : 

The  offended  party  shall  challenge. 

The  challenged  party  shall  keep  the  cartel  in  his  pocket 
a  week. 

The  challenger  shall  publicly  announce  that  he  has  sent  a 
challenge. 

The  challenged  party  shall  declare  that  honor  has  been 
violated  by  publicity  and  he  "will  have  no  more  to  do 
with  it." 

Both  parties  shall  then  announce  that  they  are  satisfied. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS. 

Old  and  Young. 
They  soon  grown  old  who  grope  for  gold 
In  marts  where  all  is  bought  and  sold; 
Who  live  for  self  and  on  some  shelf. 
In  darkened  vaults  hoard  up  their  pelf; 
Cankered  and  crusted  o'er  with  mold, 
For  ihem  their  youth  itself  is  old. 

They  ne'er  grow  old  who  gather  gold 

\\Tiere  spring  awakes  and  flowers  unfold ; 

Where  suns  arise  in  joyous  skies, 

And  fill  the  soul  within  their  eyes. 

For  them  the  immortal  bards  have  sung; 

For  them  old  age  itself  is  young.      — ScTibncr. 


The  Wanderer. 
A  butterfly  into  the  city  flew, 
Leaving  meadows  of  green  and  skies  of  blue. 
Fled  from  a  garden  of  countless  sweets. 
O'er  dismal  dtvellings  to  noisj-  streets. 
A  church-yard  stood  in  a  gloomy  square. 
The  beautiful  Wanderer  rested  there; 
But  neither  dew  nor  honey  was  found. 
Though  pale  flowers  grew  on  many  a  mcund. 
Some  mischievous  idlers  out  for  play 
Saw  her  alight  on  her  weary  way ; 
Stealthily  crept,  and  with  raptured  eyes. 
Charmed  by  her  beaut>-,  sought  the  prize. 
Rudely  their  hands  upon  her  fell ; 
"What  was  her  face?     Ah,  sad  to  tell ! 
Spoiled  and  bruised  were  her  beautiful  «-ings — 
Grone !     Like  the  bloom  of  lovelier  things 
That  fly  from  the  country  into  the  town. 
To  be  by  libertines  himted  down  ! 


Embalmed, 
This  is  the  street  and  the  dwelling ; 

Let  me  coimt  the  houses  o'er — 
Yes ;  one,  two,  three  from  the  corner, 

/Vnd  the  house  which  I  loved  makes  four. 

That  is  the  ver>-  window 

Where  I  used  to  see  her  head. 

Bent  over  book  or  needle. 
With  i\-y  garlanded. 

And  the  very  loop  of  the  curtain. 
And  the  verj-  curve  of  the  vine, 

Were  full  of  a  charm  and  a  meaning, 
^Vhich  woke  at  her  touch  and  sign. 

I  began  to  be  glad  at  the  comer. 

And  all  the  way  to  the  door 
My  heart  outran  my  footsteps. 

And  frolicked  and  danced  before — 

In  haste  for  the  words  of  welcome. 
The  voice,  the  repose  and  grace. 

And  the  smile,  like  a  benediction. 
Of  that  beautiful  vanished  face. 

Now  I  pass  the  door  and  1  pause  not. 

And  1  look  the  other  way ; 
But  ever  like  wafted  fragrance — 

Too  subtsle  to  name  or  to  stay-p- 

Comes  a  thought  of  the  gracious  presence 
Which  made  that  past  day  sweet. 

And  still  to  those  who  remember 

Embalms  the  house  and  the  street — 

Like  the  breath  from  some  vase  now  empty 

Of  a  flower^'  shape  unseeo, 
^Vhich  follows  the  path  of  its  lover 

To  tell  where  a  rose  has  been. 


The  Dream  of  Life. 

'Twas  but  a  bubble — yet  'twas  bright ; 

And  gayly  danced  along  the  stream 
Of  life's  wild  torrent  in  the  light 

Of  sunbeams  sparkling — like  a  dream 
Of  heaven's  o-wn  bliss  for  loveliness  — 

For  fleeiness  like  a  passing  thought ; 
And  ever  of  such  dreams  as  these 

'The  tissue  of  ray  life  is  wrought. 
For  1  have  dreamed  of  pleasure  when 

The  sun  of  young  existence  smiled 
Upon  my  wa>-ward  path,  and  then 

Her  promised  sweets  my  heart  beguiled. 
But  when  1  came  those  sweets  to  sip. 
They  turned  to  gall  upon  my  lip. 

And  I  have  dreamed  of  friendship,  too ; 

For  Friendship  I  had  thought  was  made 

To  be  man's  solace  in  the  shade. 
And  glad  him  in  the  light ;   and  so, 

I  fondly  thought  to  find  a  friend 

\\Tiose  soul  with  mine  would  sweetly  blend. 
And,  as  two  placid  streams  unite. 
And  roll  their  waters  in  one  bright 

And  tranquil  current  to  the  sea. 

So  might  our  happy  spirits  be 

Borne  onward  to  eternity; 
But  he  betrayed  me,  and  with  pain 
I  woke — to  sleep  and  dream  again. 

And  then  I  dreamed  of  Love ;  and  all 
The  clustered  visions  of  the  past 
Seemed  airy  nothings  to  that  last 

Bright  dream.     It  threw  a  magical 
tnchantment  o'er  existence — cast 

A  glor>"  on  my  path  so  bright 

I  seemed  to  breathe  and  feel  its  light ; 
But  now  that  blissful  dream  is  o'er. 
And  I  have  waked,  to  dream  no  more. 

Beyond  the  farthest  glimmering  star 
■fhal  twinkles  in  the  arch  above. 
There  is  a  world  of  truth  and  love 

Which  earth's  vile  passions  never  mar. 

Oh,  could  I  snatch  the  eagle's  plumes. 
And  soar  to  that  bright  world  away. 

Which  God's  own  holy  light  illumes 
With  glories  of  eternal  day  ! 

How  gladly  ever>'  lingering  tie 

That  binds  me  down  to  earth  I'd  sever, 

And  leave,  for  that  blest  home  on  high. 
This  hollow-hearted  world  forever. 

George  D.  Pre.stice. 


A  Ballad  of  Dreamland. 

I  hid  my  heart  in  a  nest  of  roses. 

Out  of  the  sun's  way,  hidden  apart ; 
In  a  softer  bed  than  the  soft  white  snow's  is. 

Under  the  roses  I  hid  my  heart. 
%\'hy  would  it  sleep  not  ?   why  should  it  start. 

When  never  a  leaf  of  the  rose -tree  stirred? 
What  made  sleep  flutter  his  wings  and  part? — 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 

Lie  still,  I  said,  for  the  wind's  wing  closes. 

And  mild  leaves  mufHe  the  keen  sun's  dart : 
Lie  still,  for  the  wind  on  the  warm  sea  dozes. 

And  the  wind  is  unquiecer  than  thou  art. 
Does  a  thought  in  thee  still  as  a  thorn's  wound  smart? 

Does  the  pang  still  fret  thee  of  hope  deferred? 
What  bids  the  lids  of  thy  sleep  depart? — 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 

The  green  land's  name  that  a  charm  incloses  — 

it  never  was  writ  in  the  traveler's  chart, 
And  sweet  on  its  trees  as  the  fruit  that  grows  is — 

It  never  was  sold  in  the  merchant's  mart. 
The  swallows  of  dreams  through  its  dim  fields  dart, 

.\nd  sleep's  arc  the  tunes  in  the  tree  tops  heard  ; 
No  hound's  note  wakens  the  wildwood  hart  — 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 

ENVOI. 
In  the  world  of  dreams  I  have  chosen  my  part. 

To  sleep  for  a  season,  and  hear  no  word 
Of  true  love's  truth  or  of  light  love  art  — 

Only  the  oong  of  a  secret  bird.— Swinbvh.ne. 


THE   SHERIFF'S    MISTAKE. 
An  Episode  of  Life  on  the  Great  Plains. 

"Thar's  strangers,"  said  the  Sheriff,  suddenly  set- 
ting' down  his  tin  cup  of  regulation  whisky  untouched, 
and  shuffling  to  the  door. 

The  Sheriff  was  a  safe  man  to  believe,  though  how 
he  made  out  anything  in  the  blinding  glare  of  even- 
ing sunlight  that  flooded  the  level  prairie  west  of 
Buffalo  Station  no  one  but  a  professor  of  optics  could 
have  told.     The  old  man  had  the  eye  of  an  eagle. 

"  Two  on  'em  with  a  pack  jjony,''  he  added  ;  and 
just  then  a  sudden  sunset  shadow  crept  across  the 
lonely  waste,  and  we  saw  them,  too. 

They  were  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  heading 
for  the  station  and  its  single  combination  building  of 
store,  dining-room,  tavern,  and  freight- house.  They 
came  on  at  an  easy  gait,  driring  their  pack  pony  be- 
fore them.  As  they  neared  us  we  could  note  the  signs 
of  hard  travel  about  them.  From  their  dust-sown 
clothing  and  their  loose  seats  in  the  saddle,  as  well  as 
the  jaded  canter  of  their  ponies,  everj'thing  in  their 
appearance  spoke  of  long  ride  and  a  weary  one. 

They  crossed  the  track  and  drew  up  in  the  shade  of 
the  station,  one  of  them  only  replying  to  the  Sheriff's 
cheery  hail  with  a  curt  nod.  He  dismounted  stiffly, 
and  addressed  a  few  words  to  his  companion,  who  re- 
mained in  the  saddle  with  one  leg  crossed  over  the 
bow  ;  and  a  moment  later  his  gaunt,  buckskin-and- 
frieze  garbed  figure  vanished  in  the  cool  shadow  of 
the  store. 

"A  likely  boy,"  said  the  Sheriff,  who  had  been  eye- 
ing his  companion  intently.  "They  mought  be  Te.x- 
ican  drovers — and  then  agin  they  moughtent.'' 

He  added  the  latter  sentence  reflectively,  never  re- 
laxing the  scrutiny  of  the  mounted  stranger.  That 
person  was  a  "  likely  boy,"  indeed,  .^foot  he  might 
have  stood  nearly  six  feet  on  his  bare  soles.  His 
swarthy  face — handsome  as  a,g\-psy  girl's,  and  del- 
icately shaped  and  set  as  any  lady's — was  framed  with 
a  sheck  of  tangled,  wavy  hair,  of  whose  black,  glossy 
glory  any  court  dame  might  have  been  proud ;  and 
his  eyes — full,  black,  and  lustrous  as  those  of  a  race- 
horse— flashed  under  the  finely  penciled  brows.  The 
hand,  which  rested  lazily  on  his  knee,  was  large,  and 
in  perfect  keeping  with  his  well-knit  figure,  but,  in 
shape,  clean  cut  and  handsome  as  a  woman's. 

I  was  still  scrutinizing  this  somewhat  singular  ap- 
parition, with  more  than  ordinary  curiosity,  when  the 
Sheriff  turned  suddenly  on  me. 

"  WTiar's  yer  pony.  Tom  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  In  the  shed  !'' 

"Saddled?" 

"With  a  loose  girth — ^yes." 

"  The  sogers  is  in  the  Hundred  Horn  Gulch,"  he 
went  on,  speaking  rapidly.  "Slide  furrerd  an'  bring 
'em  up.  May  the  big  wolf  of  Devil's  Rtm  devour  me 
if  there  ain't  two  of  our  men." 

-  I  knew  the  Sheriff  too  well  to  hesitate  or  question 
further.  As  I  girthed  my  pony  in  the  shed,  a  shadow 
floated  across  the  doorway  and  \vas  gone.  When  I 
rode  out  the  two  strangers  were  cantering  off  to  the 
southward,  pointing  for  the  Republican  River,  and  as 
I  gave  my  pony  rein  and  galloped  in  the  opposite  di- 
rection, 1  saw  the  Sheriff  motmting  his  big  gray  mare, 
which  had  been  tied  to  the  comer  post  of  the  store. 

The  Sheriff  and  a  party  of  soldiers  from  Fort  Hays 
were  on  the  watch  for  the  train  robbers  who  had 
stopped  the  west  bound  train  at  Big  Springs  eight 
days  before,  and  who  were  supposed  to  be  striking 
for  the  Texan  border  with  their  rich  spoil.  The  sol- 
diers, as  the  Sheriff  had  said,  were  posted  in  a  ravine 
known  as  Hundred  Horn  Gulch,  a  few  miles  from 
the  station,  and  where  the  main  trail  from  North 
Platte  crossed  the  railroad  track. 

The  sun  was  just  dipping  when  I  rode  up  to  the 
station  ahead  of  the  troopers.  The  Sheriff,  who  was 
studying  a  written  description  of  the  marauders  by 
the  waning  light,  put  himself  at  our  head  without  a 
word,  and  we  trailed  off,  a  long  line  of  creaking, 
jingling,  hoof-beating  clamor  through  the  windy  si- 
lence and  gloom  of  the  darkening  prairie. 

The  ride  was  a  long  one,  for  our  quarry  had  an 
hour's  start  of  us,  and  the  moon  rose,  a  globe  of  cop- 
pery fire,  and  found  us  still  clanking  on.  I  had  joined 
the  Sheriff  and  the  leader  of  the  soldiers.  We  were 
a  silent  trio  until  I  ventured; 

"  Are  you  certain.  Sheriff,  of  our  men?" 

"Sure  as  the  moon,'' said  the  old  man,  tersely, 
drinking  in  the  sweet  air  of  the  sublime  night  with  a 
sigh  which  seemed  to  say,  "  Let  me  alone.  I  know 
what  I'm  about  and  won't  be  questioned."' 

Silence  again.  The  brisk  breeze  was  blowing  rift- 
ed clouds  across  the  face  of  the  moon,  mottling  the 
dim  plain  with  fantastic  shadows.  Suddenly  these 
clouds  swept  away.  A  full,  clear  biust  of  light  flood. 
ed  the  prairie,  and  not  half  a  mile  away  we  saw  three 
moving  figures,  which,  in  the  now  marvelously  brill- 
iant lunar  illumination,  could  be  easily  distinguished 
as  those  of  two  mounted  men  and  a  pack  animaL 

The  wind  was  in  our  faces,  blowing  the  noise  of 
our  approach  from  the  fugitive's  ears,  and  though 
we  rode  hard,  and  with  no  attempt  at  stealthiness,  it 
was  not  until  we  were  close  upon  them  that  they  sud- 
denly drew  in  and  faced  about,  both  men  sitting  bolt 
upright  in  their  saddles,  with  their  hands  at  their 
hips.  In  gesture  and  bearing  they  meant  fight,  and 
looked  everj'  inch  dangerous  and  desperate  men. 

We  halted,  loo.  For  a  moment  a  dead  silence  fell 
ufKin  us.  Then  the  Sheriff's  gray  mare  neighed,  and 
the  charm  was  broken. 

"Who's  there?"  called  one  of  the  fugitives  in 
Spanish,  emphasizing  the  challenge  by  the  sharp  click 
of  his  pistol  as  he  brought  it  to  a  cock. 

The  rattle  of  a  dozen  carbines  falhng  into  position 
drowne J  the  Sheriff's  reply.  Then  the  clear  voice  of 
the  yoimger  fugitive  arose:  "  If  we  must  die,  we 
might  as  well  die  like  men,''  it  said. 
I  What  followed  was  almost  like  the  flaming  of  a 
flash  of  lightning.  I  heard  the  Sheriff  call  out: 
"Throw  up  yom-  hands,"  and  saw  him  spur  straight 
for  the  strangers;  then  came  a  flash,  a  rattiing  fire  of 
carbines  and  revolvers,  and  a  fierce  oath  from  a 
trooper  behind  me  who  tumbled  from  his  saddle  with 
his  thigh  smashed.  At  the  same  time,  and  before  I 
could  kick  clear  of  the  stirrups,  my  poor  pony  stag- 
gered and  fell  dead,  with  a  pistol  ball  between  his 
eye?,  and  in  his  fall  pinned  me  to  the  earth. 

The  fight  was  as  brief  as  it  was  furious,  and.  like 
all  really  desperate  encounters  I  ever  witnessed,  was 
an  almost  silent  one.  as  far  as  any  sound  of  voices 
went.  But  the  sharp  reports  of  revolvers  and  the 
duller  discharge  of  carbines  freighted  the  night  wind, 
and  the  ground  owls  lumbered  into  a  clumsy  flight 
at  the  unwonted  noises.  Finally,  a  single  flash  flamed 
across  the  light,  thin  vapors  of  the  firing,  a  single  re- 
port was  blown  to  leeward  sharp  and  clear,  and  then 
the  discharges  ceased.  With  a  desperate  effort  I 
dragged  myself  clear  of  my  dead  animal,  and  limped 
to  my  feet. 

The  Sheriff  and  half  a  dozen  soldiers  were  grouped 
about  the  body  of  one  of  the  fugitives.      Another 


soldier  supported  the  figure  of  the  "  likely  boy." 
Some  black  shapes  on  the  prairie  marked  the  where- 
abouts of  the  rest  of  the  dozen  troopers,  and  told  at 
what  cost  the  victory-  had  been  won. 

The  boy  himself,  only  held  half  upright  by  the 
soldier's  strong  arm,  was  still  alive.  The  bright 
moonlight,  shining  on  his  handsome,  girlish  face 
lighted  it  to  unearthly  beauty.  In  the  struggle  his 
coat  had  been  torn  off.  and  a  broad,  dark,  slowly- 
spreading  smear  was  visible  on  his  coarse,  gray  shirt. 
His  breathing  was  hoarse  and  quick,  the  sure  index 
to  a  shot  in  the  lungs. 

"  He's  goin',"  said  the  Sheriff,  mopping  the  blood 
from  a  bad  cut  in  his  forehead  with  his  sleeve. 
"  Great  snakes  !  what  a  fight  he  made." 

"  Here's  the  pony.  Sheriff." 

One  of  the  men  led  the  pack  pony,  which  during 
the  enure  fight  had  been  quietly  grazing  at  a  little 
distance  off.  up  to  the  group.  With  a  quick  jerk  he 
dragged  off  the  tattered  blanket  which  covered  the 
pack. 

There  were  a  few  camp  utensils,  some  provisions, 
and  a  bulging  sort  of  double  bag  thrown  over  the 
fronts  of  the  pannier.  With  an  effort  he  pulled  this 
off.  but  its  weight  tore  it  from  bis  hands,  and  it  fell 
With  a  metallic  crash.  As  it  struck  the  eerth  its 
seams  burst  The  queer-shaped  sack  was  simply  an 
old  pair  of  pantaloons  w  ith  the  legs  tied  up.  and  its 
contents  rolled,  jingling  and  sparkling,  over  the  short 
grass  a  cascade  of  minted  gold. 

Before  the  musical  ring  of  the  precious  metal  had 
died  away  the  group  about  the  dead  man  and  the 
wounded  boy  piarted  with  an  exclamation  of  startled 
surprise-  The  boy  had  suddenly  struggled  to  his 
feet.  He  stood  sw  inging  dizzily  to  and  fro  for  an  in- 
stant, and  then  snatching  a  revolver  from  the  belt  of 
the  amazed  soldier  who  stood  beside  Iwm,  fired  point 
blank  at  one  of  his  captors  directly  in  front  of  him. 

The  man  fell  dead,  and  his  murderer,  with  the 
smoking  pistol  still  in  his  hand,  tottered  ferward  a 
step  and  sank  in  a  heap  on  the  corpse  of  his  com- 
panion, with  his  face  upon  his  breast  and  one  arm 
about  his  neck. 

********* 

Strange !  Well,  however  that  may  be  so  far,  the 
strangest  part  is  to  come  yet.  Of  course,  you  have 
suspected  all  along  that  the  handsome  boy  was  a  wo- 
man? Well,  he  wasn't!  and  what  was  more,  the 
pair,  far  from  being  the  train  robbers,  were  a  worthy 
Texan  drover  and  his  son,  who  had  sold  out  their 
beasts  at  North  Platte  and  were  on  their  way  home 
with  the  money.  They  had  eleven  thousand  dollars 
in  coin  with  them,  and  probably  fancied  that  our 
party  were  the  robbers  for  whom  we  mistook  them. 
The  boys  had  the  langh  on  the  Sheriff  for  many  a 
long  day  after.  For  once  his  vaunted  acuteness  had 
failed  him. 

"WTiat  was  done  with  him?  WTiy,  great  Scott ! 
stranger,  what  do  you  suppose?  Are  we  not  all  liable 
to  make  mistakes  ? 
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Natural  History  in  Small  Chunks. 

THE  LION'. 

"  WTiat  is  this?" 

"  This  is  a  lion,  called  by  some  folks  the  king  of 
beasts.  Take  a  sharp  look  at  him,  so  you  may  here- 
after tell  a  lion  from  a  mule.'' 

' '  What  is  the  color  of  a  lion  ? '' 

' '  Their  natural  color  is  tawny.  Where  you  see 
one  fi.xed  off  with  red.  white  and  blue,  you  may  be 
sure  that  some  circus  man  has  been  painting  him." 

"  Lions  must  be  very  strong?  " 

"So  they  are.  It  is  a  pity  that  their  strength  can 
not  be  tised  in  drawing  street  cars.'' 

"  Are  there  any  wild  lions  in  this  coimtry?  " 

"  Not  very  many  ;  but  then  we'd  advise  you  to  get 
into  the  house  as  soon  as  night  comes.  Africa  is  the 
home  of  the  lion.  He  has  every  chance  to  spread 
himself  there  ;  the  nights  are  so  warm  that  he  doesn't 
have  to  draw  his  tail  into  his  den  for  fear  of  frost." 

"  Can  a  lion  carry  of  an  o.x? '' 

"  It  is  said  that  he  can.  but  it  woiJd  be  far  better 
for  the  ox  to  carry  himself  off  before  the  lion  got  hold 
of  him.  There  isn't  much  doubt  that  a  lion  could 
trot  off  quite  easily  with  a  rabbit  " 

"  Does  a  lion  ever  attack  a  white  man  ?" 

"  Ver^' rarely.  When  a  man  is  home  at  reason- 
able hours,  keeps  plenty  of  wood  split,  buys  his  wife 
four  hats  a  year,  and  votes  our  ticket,  he  is  not  often 
disturbed  by  lions.  They  walk  right  past  him  to  grab 
one  o'  those  fellows  who  will  never  lend  his  wheel- 
barrow or  snow-shovel,  and  whose  sidewalk  is  always 
in  need  of  repairs." 

"  Do  lions  roar  very  loudly?" 

"  They  do.  The  sound  is  almost  as  loud  as  that 
of  a  dish-pan  falling  off  its  nail  in  the  dead  of  night." 

"  Why  do  they  roar?" 

"  Naturrdisis  differ  about  that.  Some  say  that  he 
roars  to  let  the  other  denizens  of  the  forest  understand 
that  he  is  on  deck  and  ready  to  argue  matters,  and 
others  assert  that  he  roars  when  he  has  nothing  else 
to  do — ^just  as  Congressional  speeches  are  made. 
The  roar  won't  hurt  you,  no  matter  how  they  decide 
it" 

"  Can  a  lion  catch  a  horse?" 

"  Yes,  unless  he  stubs  his  toe  or  stops  to  pick  up  a 
tender  and  juicy  child  for  luncheon." 

"  Can  a  man  look  a  lion  out  of  countenance?  " 

"  That  depends.  Some  of  these  modere  defaulters 
and  office-holders  could  look  a  lion  out  of  counte- 
nance, with  one  eye  shut.  In  ordinarj'  cases  it  is 
betttr  for  the  man  who  tries  the  experiment  to  be  up 
a  tree." 

"  Can  the  hon  vanquish  the  elephant?  '' 

"If  the  elephant  had  sore  eyes,  and  had  been 
spreeing  around  all  night,  and  the  ague  was  kind  o' 
hovering  up  and  down  his  spinal  column,  a  lion 
would  be  apt  to  do  so." 

■ '  Can  a  lion  ever  be  tamed  ?  " 

"  Never.  After  one  has  been  jolted  around  the 
country  with  different  circuses  for  twenty  years,  sold 
at  bankrupt  sale  a  dozen  times,  fed  on  shin-bones 
and  shavings,  and  poked  up  with  hot  crowbars,  he  no 
sooner  gets  out  of  his  cage  than  he  eats  ten  or  fif- 
teen p>eopIe  and  kills  half  as  many  more.  You  will 
always  see  an  account  of  it  in  the  papers  just  before 
the  menagerie  comes  around. — Free  Pre^s. 

They  had  been  engaged  about  fifteen  minutes  and 
she  nestled  her  head  a  little  closer  under  the  shadow 
of  his  monumental  shirt  collar,  and  whispered,  "  .^nd 
now  what  are  you  going  to  call  me.  Algernon?" 
"  Birdie  ! ''  he  whispered,  rapturously,  while  his  voice 
trembled  with  tender  emotion,  "always  and  ever, 
nothing  but  Birdie ! "  And  she  fairly  cooed  with  de- 
light. He  kept  his  word,  although,  with  the  grow- 
ing precision  of  middle  age,  he  has  become  specific 
and  does  not  deal  in  sweeping  generalities  any  more, 
and  so  it  was  that  day  before  yesterday  a  neighbor 
going  in  the  back  way  to  borrow  the  axe,  a  cup  of 
sugar  and  the  cistern  pole,  heard  him  call  her  an  old 
"sage  hen." 
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customers  and  the  public  ^at  he  has  removed  to 
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(next  door  to  Snow  S:  May's),  uhere  he  has  a  large  collection 
of  these  beautiful  and  rare  Works  of  Art.  To  those  who 
can  not  visit  his  collection,  he  will  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  cara,  to  take  a  portfolio  of  Kngravings  for  inspection 
at  their  residence  any  forenoon  or  evening.  23  Kearny 
Stret'l-      Hours,  i  to  5  P.  M. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


It  docs  Tiu:  ^.ly  nm  )i  inr  tin-  .imusemcnt  or  instruc- 
tion offered  to  us  on  the  stage  last  week  that  we  give 
the  place  of  importance  to  the  least  satisfactory  per- 
formance of  Z.J  filieJt  M^idijme  .-ttigot  we  have  seen 
for  a  lonn  time.  This  compliment  we  pay  to  the  mer- 
its of  tlic  piece,  low  as  it  may  place  our  opinion  of  the 
productions  at  the  other  •*  first  class  '*  thKitres,  The 
initial  pt-rformance  of  the  opera  was  worse  than  a 
drrss  r«-hcars:il.  ;ind.  saw  that  Mrs.  Oates  has  s:nce 
put  her  whole  soul  into  a  part  which  suits  her  admir- 
ably— "CL-iirctte" — the  later  representations  show  but 
little  improvement.  The  previous  week  closed  with 
La  Ptruh^>le~A  work  considerably  beyond  the  pow- 
ers of  the  company  generally.  Mrs.  Oates,  as  "  1-a 
Pcrichole."  tiad  no  opportunity  for  the  display  of  her 
peculiar  characteristics,  and  the  piece  had  to  depend 
mainly  on  the  mu-iic  and  an  old  prisoner,  played  by 
Mr.  Meade.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  hnrd 
work  of  the  post  three  years  has  been  telling  on  Mrs. 
Oales'  voice  :  and  even  if  she  were  entirely  rid  of  her 
objectionable  cold,  she  is  not  what  she  oner  was. 
Kor  this  reason  '*  La  Perichole"  was  not  a  good  per- 
formance ;  and  Mr.  Beverly,  in  the  tenor  part,  was 
very  unsatisfactory-.  It  has  never  been  our  lot  to  hear 
such  an  irrrguUr  singer  ;  at  one  time  he  sings  an  air 
with  great  effect,  the  next  lime  without  any  ;  some- 
times we  think  he  has  a  good  voice,  and  sometmies 
we  think  he  has  none.  Neither  the  rest  of  the  cast 
nor  the  chorus  came  out  in  any  way  brilliantly  in  J.>i 
FtricMoie,  and  its  witlulrawal  was  wise.  Rut  A-r  J-'ilU 
(it  Madame  Ang>^t  was  not  sufficiently  rehearsed,  and 
it  will  prob.\bly  be  withdrawn  before  we  hear  the  com- 
pany do  their  best  in  it.  As  it  is,  it  seems  to  be  be- 
yond their  power.  It  has  scarcely  been  done  at  all  in 
this  city  less  satisfactorily  than  it  is  now  pla>ed.  Mrs. 
Oates.  as  "  Clairette,"  puts  in  all  the  abandon  of 
which  she  is  capable,  but  she  has  eliminated  the 
little  piquancv  she  used  to  possess,  and  we  have 
a  picture  of  an  unadulterated  French  flower  girl 
without  the  grace  or  attraction.  Mr.  Beverly  has  no 
idea  whatever  of  "  Ange  Pitou,"  and,  as  wehavesaid, 
his  singing  is  so  uneven  that  it  would  be  mistaken 
praise  to  call  him  a  success.  Mr.  ConneU  is  even 
more  lumbering  and  hca^y,  and  has  less  fun  in  him 
than  the  worst  baritone  Mrs.  Oates  has  ever  had  in  the 
part  of  •■  Lari\-audiere,"  though  he  makes  up  a  little 
for  that  when  he  gets  a  chant-c  to  sing.  Mr.  Taylor 
comes  into  comparison  with  two  or  three  excellent 
representatives  of  "  Pomponnet."  and  does  not  shine. 
He  is  not  well  cast  in  the  part,  being  a  broad  comic 
actor,  and  not  much  of  a  singer.  Besides  our  old 
favorite.  Drew,  was  particularly  well  suited  to  "The 
Barber."  and  it  was  one  of  his  best  performances. 
The  illness  of  Mr.  Graham  throws  the  management 
on  the  chorus  for  a  "  Louchard,"  and  he  does  not 
perhaps  dcsen-e  any  severe  criticism  if  he  can  not 
takejonts'  place.  "Treniiz"  has  been  much  better 
played  than  by  Mr.  Meade.  Miss  Stevens  wants  a 
great  deal  more  experience  of  the  stage  before  she 
can  take  the  part  of  "  Mile.  Lange."  .\s  it  is.  she 
has  little  conception  of  it,  and  her  general  style  is  op- 
posed to  the  characteristics  of  the  French  woman  of 
pleasure.  Her  voice  will  do  when  she  can  act.  Alto- 
gether, it  docs  not  seem  as  if  the  company  can  grasp 
the  opera.  English  people  are  bad  enough  in  the 
line  at  the  best  of  times,  but  Madame  Angci  seems  to 
be  too  much  for  them  in  this  case.  The  perform- 
ance on  Monday  night  terminated  in  confusion,  the 
last  act  being  simply  ruined  by  the  unpardonable 
conduct  of  all  on  the  stage,  as  well  as  many  in  the 
audience.  '•  Mile.  Lange,*'  in  her  temper  with 
"CLiirettc."  fell  in  striking  an  attitude,  and  "Clai- 
rette" followed  suit  The  audience  roared  with 
laughter,  and  the  entire  following  scene  was  lost  be- 
tween the  howling  of  the  audience  and  the  hilarity  of 
the  actors.  It  is  a  very  simple  matter,  evidently,  to 
make  San  Francisco  people  laugh,  and  we  have  no 
doubt  with  the  hint  given,  the  "  gag  "*  will  be  inserted 
frequently.  It  matters  but  little  what  becomes  of 
the  music  so  long  as  the  acters  get  a  guffaw  from 
the  galleries. 

With  a  regubrity  worthy  of  special  notice,  Mr.  Wil- 
liamson's engagements  in  San  Francisco  b«^in  with 
success  and  end  with  failure.  When  we  see  Struck 
Oil  annoimced.  we  know  that  the  popularity  of  ■ '  John 
Stofcl  ■■  and  "IJzrie."  both  in  thdr  dramatic  and 
private  ch.-iracters.  will  draw  crowded  houses.  Wc 
know  that  Mr.  Williamson  will  be  unstintedly  praised 
by  the  newspaper*,  and  that  Mrs.  Williamson  will  be 
applauded  for  her  acting,  and  encored  in  her  songs; 
we  know  that  the  two  will  be  set  down  as  ihe  most 
finished  Dutch  impersonators  on  the  stage ;  we 
know  that  Struct  OH  will  be  withdrawn  on  its  sec- 
-ncl  ixk,  and  an  Irish  play  substituted;  and  that 
■<-r:'.y   thereupon   Mr.   Williamson  will   sink 


into  an  uninteresting  position,  and  Mrs.  Williamson's 
friends  will  forgive  her  acting  for  her  pleasing  voice. 
The  audience  will  fall  off ;  Struck  Oil  will  be  revived, 
and  show  by  its  comparatively  brilliant  success 
again  what  weak  positions  the  lady  and  gentleman 
hold  as  actor  and  actress.  This  seems  the  usual  rou- 
tine of  .\Ir.  and  Mrs.  Williamson's  experience,  and  yet 
they  persist  in  drawing  the  money  with  the  Dutch 
play,  and  dropping  it  with  the  Irish  drama.  We  are 
inevitably  told  that  Bamev  Williams  made  a  success 
in  'I'/u  Emerald  King,  or  whatever  play  Mr.  Wil- 
liamson elects  to  produce;  and  the  money  he  has 
missed  or  lost  in  a  vain  endeavor  to  rei>eat  Barney 
Williams'  great  success  represents  a  moderate  fort- 
une The  public  have  forgotten  Barney  Williams, 
and  we  doubt  if.  were  he  still  alive,  he  would  not  find 
it  necessary  to  materialize  some  of  his  defunct  plays. 
If  Dion  Boucicault  has  done  us  any  service,  it  is  thai 
he  has  made  the  Irish  drama  much  more  attractive  to 
us  than  it  was  in  the  days  of  The  Fairy  Circle.  If 
he  could  not  put  intelligence  and  coherence  into  it. 
at  least  he  has  spiced  the  incoherence  with  startling 
stage  effects  and  thrilling  climax.  He  has  made 
much  more  effecii\-a  use  of  the  old,  old  mythical  le- 
gends of  English  tyranny,  has  made  the  laziness  of 
the  Irish  peasantry  a  theme  of  praise;  he  has  ideal- 
ized the  coarse,  almost  barbaric  life  of  the  most 
discontented  race  on  the  face  of  the  earth;  and  he 
has  reduced  abHurdiiy  and  extravagance  of  sentiment 
to  a  remunerative  and  attractive  foim  ;  and  Barney 
Williams,'  with  his  mildly  sentimental  dialogues,  his 
weak,  half-hearted  villainy,  his  Irish  song.s  and 
dancL-s,  sinks  into  insignificance  before  the  dramatic 
idol  of  Ireland  and  the  Irish.  But  Mr.  Williamson 
is  weaker  than  Barney  Williams.  .\s  if  The  Emerald 
/iing\\:\<.  not  sufliciently  tempting  fate,  Mr.  William- 
son has  damaged  Mrs.  Williamson's  reputation  by 
putting  up  T/ie  Child  of  the  Regiment.  It  is  a  verj' 
poor  pl.iy  10  begin  with.  The  motive  is  very  simple, 
the  material  is  slight,  and  it  shows  no  attempt  what- 
ever at  dramatic  construction.  As  i^xg piece  dc  resist- 
ance of  an  evening's  entertainment  it  is  too  unimpor- 
tant, even  if  the  leading  part  were  filled  with  music 
sung  by  a  first-class  artiste.  It  would  be  unattractive, 
under  ordinarj'  circumstances,  even  as  an  afterpiece  ; 
and  there  are  many  farces  much  more  worthy  of  a 
place  on  the  bills.  Mrs.  Williamson  is  a  clever 
artiste  in  her  line.  She  plays  an  Irish  or  Dutch  girl 
admirably  ;  she  possesses  a  good  voice,  plenty  of 
animal  spirits,  and  she  is  full  of  fun  and  Hfe  ;  but 
she  cannot  play  "  The  Child  of  the  Regiment."  It 
is  perhaps  unfortunate  that  she  should  have  tried  it. 
for  her  performance  of  "Josephine"  is  only  illustra- 
tive of  the  erroneous  judgment  she  has  formed  of  her 
powers,  from  her  popularity  in  the  song  and  dance 
Une.  \\'hen  she  is  dealing  with  "  Hit  him  Again  " 
and  ".My  Grandfather's  Clock"  she  knows  exactly 
what  she  is  doing.  She  can  put  her  soul  into  the 
patriotism  of  an  Irish  song,  and  she  knows  exactly 
what  will  fetch  the  galler>' ;  but  when  she  aiiempis 
the  operatic,  the  lack  of  training  shows  in  every  note. 
To  hope  to  carry  The  Child  of  the  Regiinent  through 
with  good  singing  was  excu.sable  ;  but  she  is  not 
at  home  in  the  music,  and.  in  "Josephine,'"  she 
made  a  superficial  coarseness  produce  all  the  effect, 
and  presented  us  with  no  artistic  conception  of  the 
part  beyond  that.  The  entire  performance  throws  a 
shadow  of  doubt  upon  her  capabilities  as  an  actress. 
We  have  the  fact  established  that  she  can  do  an  Irish 
or  Dutch  girl — no  more.  Although  "Josephine 'Ms 
not  a  high  dramatic  part,  her  playing  of  it  showed 
that  conception  of  character  is  not  her  distinguishing 
feature.  Mr.  Williamson  played  "Scalade,"  but 
any  body  might  do  that.  Mr.  Bishop  always  manages 
to  make  something  out  of  even  the  meanest  part,  and 
his  "  Pumpernickel  "  caused  a  ripple  of  laughter  oc- 
casionally. The  others  call  for  no  special  mention. 
-A  stranger  visiting  Baldwin's  last  week  would  have 
doubled  that  Mr.  Maguire  had  one  of  the  most  ex- 
pensive and  strongest  companies  in  the  United  States. 
On  Tuesday  and  Thursday  Struck  Oil  was  played, 
and  laii  night  .Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  had  a 
benefit. 


The /rfj/y'c  of  the  Cahfomia  is  now  tradition.  Its 
glor)'  seems  to  have  departed,  and  the  home  of  the 
respectable  and  legitimate,  the  theatre  which  Califor- 
nians  held  up  as  a  model  to  the  United  States,  the 
place  that  never  knew  a  second-class  performer,  and 
that  was  sealed  against  ever>'  thing  not  high  art, 
seems  to  be  now  a  refuge  for  any  thing  that  can  be 
got  to  come.  Is  it  to  end  a  glorious  career  so?  Or 
will  the  management  take  fresh  courage,  and  sacri- 
fice a  few  quarters  in  the  galler>-  for  a  few  dollars  in 
the  dress  circle?  When  the  old  management  under- 
took to  play  one  of  the  best  companies  in  the  United 
States,  and  to  star  \*ariety  performers,  and  replaced 
the  artistic  drama  with  vulgar  gallery  pieces,  it  sealed 
its  doom.  From  that  time  it  was  doubted,  and 
people  who  in  its  palmy  days  scarcely  thought  of 
looking  at  the  bill  before  they  went,  always  feeling 
sure  of  a  high  class  performance,  took  to  careful 
study  of  the  pieces  and  the  actors  ere  they  paid  their 
dollar  or  took  their  scats.  We  look  back  upon  the 
history  of  the  California  for  eleven  ye.irs.  and  there 
is  the  point  dearly  marked  where  its  fortunes  really 
turned.  The  new  management  have  started  on  an 
economical  basis.  They  have  deliberately  procured 
a  second-class,  cheap  company,  and  trust  to  luck  to 
carry  them  through.  So  far  luck  has  not  been  alto- 1 
gether  with  them,  and  luck  is,  more  than  any  thing  I 


else,  good  management.  Up  to  this  week  it  was  not 
open,  perhaps,  to  the  critic  to  censure  them.  The 
stars  they  brought  rendered  a  first-class  company  a 
needless  expense ;  and  even  in  the  present  instance 
the  company  is  not  the  bone  of  contention.  The 
Streets  of  A>7i'  YorkXs,  the  objection,  not  entirely  be- 
cause of  the  piece  or  the  star,  but  because  of  tlie 
general  tone  given  to  the  production.  If  there  is  a 
play  on  the  stage  which  serves  no  purpose  but  to 
anuise  a  hoodlum  galler)',  which  presents  a  contempt- 
ible plot,  a  thoroughly  unreal  and  injurious  motive, 
and  which  panders  to  a  morbid  and  dangerous 
moral  sentiment,  it  is  Boucicault's  hash  of  improb- 
able people  in  impossible  situations,  dialogue  without 
taste  or  me;ining,  and  stage  effects  that  ought  to  dis- 
gust even  the  lowest  classes,  called  The  Streets  of 
Xr<a  York.  The  dime  novels  of  the  worst  kind,  the 
thrilling  stories  in  cheap  hoodlum  newspapers,  and 
the  slums  of  a  grc:it  city,  furnish  the  heroes.  If  we 
owned  the  name  of  Livingston — a  name  honored  and 
respected  in  New  Vork — we  should  sue  Boucicault  for 
defamation  of  chanicter.  for  bringing  it  in  such  apiece. 
Artistically  speaking,  "Biidger''  reveals  to  us  that 
Mr.  Mayo's  "  Davy  Crockett "  is  a  piece  of  careful 
rehearsal.  It  does  not  seem  possible  that  any  man, 
capable  of  forming  a  true  opinion  of  the  backwoods- 
man and  of  appreciating  the  beauty  and  nobility  of 
the  character,  roughly  as  it  is  set.  could  possibly  bring 
himself  to  play  such  a  contemptible  part  as  the  im- 
possibly low  bank  clerk,  the  rough  Bower)' boy,  fin- 
ishing up  in  a  virtuous  rule  as  a  policeman.  It  seems 
to  us  that  this  "star"  business  is  not  only  a  mistake, 
but  it  is  mismanaged.  A  manager  of  a  theatre,  in 
making  up  his  list  for  the  season,  sets  down  therein 
the  leading  known  stars,  and  engages  them,  appa- 
rently without  the  least  regard  to  what  they  are  going 
to  play.  It  does  not  apptiar  to  be  customary  to  inter- 
fere with  them  when  ttiey  come.  If  Crane  and  Rob- 
son  had  requested  that  the  company  should  be  cast 
for  Tlu  T1.V0  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  we  suppose  Mr. 
Hill  could  not  have  said  no.  The  entire  charge  of 
the  theatre  is  given  over  to  the  leading  attraction  of 
the  moment ;  and,  as  a  rule,  the  management  has  to 
bear  the  loss  accruing  from  any  error  in  judgment. 
This  is  how  it  looks  to  the  public.  There  are  not 
half  a  dozen  people  who  travel  with  star  pieces  who 
are  qualified  to  play  out  of  them,  or  in  them  all.  or 
even  to  decide  upon  which  of  them  they  play  best. 
Mr.  Mayo  is  engaged  for  the  fourth  time,  and  for  the 
fourth  time  he  plays  Davy  Crockett  and  The  Streets 
ofXruj  York.  Maggie  Mitchell  comes  and  gives  Fan- 
chon,  ^fignon,  and  Birds  of  Passage,  apparently  with- 
out any  consulation  with  the  management  as  to  which 
of  them  they  will  risk  most  upon.  We  suppose  we 
shall  have  the  Florences  in  The  Mighty  Dollar,  and  No 
Thoroughfare  again,  and  Raymond  as  Colonel  Sel- 
lers, even  if  he  has  a  new  play  to  fall  back  upon.  The 
moral  of  the  late  engagements  is,  that  if  the  manage- 
ment had  procured  a  strong  company  and  trusted 
mainly  to  it,  even  if  they  had  to  get  some  stars,  the 
season  would  have  been  more  remunerative  and  less 
expensive,  and  the  balance  would  probably  have 
been  on  the  right  side  of  the  book  more  heavily,  if  it 
happens  to  be  there  now.  In  addition,  the  public 
would  have  been  pleased.  But  we  do  not  blame  Mr. 
Mayo  for  playing  a  piece  he  knew  would  fill  the 
gallery,  when  Davy  Crockett  failed  to  fill  either  that 
or  the  dress  circle.  He  knows  what  is  best  for  his 
own  reputation  possibly.  Every  man  has  the  right, 
even  before  the  public,  to  decide  what  reputation  he 
desires  ;  but  the  management,  we  presume,  are  re- 
sponsible for  the  contemptible  display  of  Irish  and 
Chinese  specialties,  which  must  have  disgusted  all 
sensible  people.  They  were  on  as  low  a  scale  as  we 
have  ever  seen  on  the  boards  of  a  second-class 
variety  show.  Witless,  pointless,  vulgar,  and  coarse, 
they  were  not  accepted  with  any  enthusiasm  by  the 
gods,  while  the  audience  in  the  dress  circle  were  for- 
bearing enough  only  to  hiss  when  a  feeble  attempt 
was  made  up  stairs  to  have  them  repealed.  There 
has  never  been  anything  so  common  on  the  Cali- 
fornia Theatre  stage.  Had  they  been  offered  in 
Paris  or  London  the  gallery  itself  would  have  been 
benchless.  The  acting  does  not  call  for  any  com- 
ment Mr.  Felix  1.  Morris,  the  new  comedian,  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  make  his  first  appearance  in 
"  Dan,"  a  part  which,  if  it  is  supposed  to  be  his  line, 
shows  him  to  be  a  poor  actor.  The  scenery  was 
worthy  of  a  better  piece.  The  Cahfomia  must  look 
to  its  laurels  if  it  wishes  to  retain  its  reputation  as  a 
first-class  theatre.  It  is  missing  a  chance  of  making 
money  which  may  pass  away  at  any  moment,  and 
which  may  not  return  for  years.  Stocks  do  not 
"  boom  "  all  the  time. 


On  Monday  night  A  ll'ofnan  of  the  People  will  be 
presented  for  the  first  time  at  Baldwin's,  and  the  oc- 
casion will  be  taken  to  tender  Mr.  Maguire  a  benefit. 
Miss  Rose  Wood  plays  the  leading  part,  and  we  no- 
tice a  new  name  on  the  bill,  a  Miss  Louise  Maurice, 
who  is  said  to  be  not  altogether  a  debutante.  The 
play  is  by  d'Ennery,  one  of  his  early  efforts,  and  we 
can  only  hope  that  it  will  come  up  to  The  Celebrated 
Case.  It  has  one  misfortune  as  comparea  with  that 
success.  It  has  not  Mr.  Oiznuran  to  superintend  it, 
and  it  w.-mt^  ihe  prestige  of  the  Union  .Square  Com- 
pany, that  fiction  having  been  dropped.  Mother  and 
Son,  Sardou's  new  piece  is  mentioned  as  in  the  fu- 
ture, but  nothing  certain  is  announced.  We  shall 
soon  know  what  that  arrangement  with  Sardou  really 
amounts  to.  Molrzouk. 


ARTISTIC_DRESSING, 

Eastern  and  foreign  journals  have  more  than  once 
of  late  commented  on  the  exquisite  taste  in  dress  of 
the  ladies  of  San  Francisco,  indeed,  it  is  getting  to 
be  one  of  the  most  marked  features  of  our  society,  a 
fact  which  our  local  press  as  well  has  not  been  be- 
hind hand  in  mentioning.  There  are  two  reasons 
why  our  ladies  should  be  thus  singled  out  for  this 
jusi  praise;  One  is  that  they  are  among  the  hand- 
somest in  the  United  States,  both  as  to  beauty  of 
face  and  synmietry  of  figure,  embracing,  as  they  do, 
every  variety  of  type,  from  the  fairest  Saxon  to  the 
dark-eyed  daughter  of  the  South;  the  other,  that 
there  is  probably  no  city  of  its  size  within  the  same 
limits  so  well  catered  for  in  all  that  go  to  make  up 
faultless  toilettes.  We  were  more  than  ever  im- 
pressed by  the  latter  fact  during  a  late  visit  to  the 
White  House,  which  establishment,  as  is  well  known, 
keeps  several  purchasing  agents  resident  in  Europe 
tor  the  puri>ose  of  procuring  the  freshest  novelties. 
A  brief  mention  of  a  few  of  the  most  noticeable  will 
serve  to  illustrate.  Among  them  was  a  carriage- 
dress  of  \"an  Dyck  red,  with  plaited  train  composed 
of  a  fanlike  insertion  of  broche  of  the  same  color  and 
garnished  with  ribbons  in  five  different  shades;  a 
combination  toilette  of  the  new  Turkish  satin  in  moss 
green,  with  a  garnet  court  train,  having  an  oddly  ar- 
ranged n-c'im  of  ivory  satin,  hand  embroidered,  run- 
ning down  the  side,  and  similar  bands  in  front; 
another  of  bronze  silk,  with  a  deep  shirred  flounce, 
lined  with  variegated  brocade,  and  having  a  plaited 
brocade  train  and  basque  waist.  .-V  still  more  notice- 
able costumejwas  a  reception  dress  of  fawn  silk ;  court 
train,  bottom  reversed  with  bronze  silk,  the  Princesse 
lop  being  made  of  the  fawn  color,  brocaded  with 
pink  and  bronze.  An  extremely  stylish  and  unique 
loileile  was  composed  of  dark  blue  Ducliesse  satin 
combined  with  rich  brocade  of  gold,  bronze  and  red, 
and  finished  with  a  superb  chenille  fringe.  A  vest  of 
the  blue  Princesse  sides  and  coai-iail  back  completed 
the  combination.  In  all  black  reception  dresses,  a 
Turkish  satin  combined  with  moire,  full  train,  and 
belted  across  the  front  of  the  waist  was  very  elegant. 
Walking  suits  were  well  represented  by  combinations 
of  camel's  hair  goods  in  garnet,  moss  green,  brown 
and  fawn,  and  velvet,  the  latter  matciial  being  used 
mainly  in  the  diagonal  striped  rather  than  the  plain 
goods.  One  especially.  Van  Dyck  red,  combined 
camel's  hair,  velvet,  and  rich  shirrings  of  silk.  The 
basque  waist  is  much  in  vogue  for  these.  A  very 
quaint  costume,  and  one  that  will  prove  exceedingly 
popular  with  a  rapidly  increasing  class  of  brisk  busi- 
ness women,  is  one  of  invisible  green  plaid  goods, 
made  with  a  perfect  coat  back,  cut-away  coal  front, 
finished  by  rows  of  stitching  in  red  silk,  and  brass 
buttons.  A  separate  vest,  modeled  exactly  after  the 
masculine  garment,  a  looped  overskirt,  with  the  same 
style  of  trimming,  complete  what  is  known  as  the 
"  Viennoise  Costume."  In  cloaks  we  noticed  a  long 
sack  of  black  satin,  trimmed,  back  and  front,  with 
jet  passementerie,  the  bottom  of  the  skirt  and  the 
neck  and  sleeves  finished  with  heavy  quillings  of 
black  silk.  A  Dolman  of  the  same  rich  material  dis- 
played a  cape  back,  square  front  tabs,  and  short, 
closed  sleeves,  and  was  finished  with  garnitures  of  jet 
passementerie  down  the  back  and  front,  and  a  double 
row  of  mingled  fringe  and  lace  headed  by  the  same. 
A  black  Sicilienne  paletot,  the  back  inserted  with 
satin,  the  front  simulating  a  vest,  also  of  satin,  and 
covered  with  jet  and  fringe.  Something  entirely 
novel  was  a  material  in  silk  and  wool  resembling  Turk- 
ish toweUng,  and  in  the  fashionable  fawn  color,  of 
which  a  wrap  (the  back  a  double  cape)  was  made. 
The  et  ccteras  to  this  charming  model  were  passc- 
jnenterie  and  fringe  in  the  same  shade.  While  the 
expensive  importations  are  a  specialty  with  this 
house,  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  home  work 
in  all  these  lines  reaches  a  much  higher  figure,  hun- 
dreds of  suits,  cloaks,  and  ball  costumes  being  sent 
out  every  season,  and  not  only  through  the  city  and 
adjacent  country,  but  to  the  East,  and  even  to  the 
French  capital  itself,  the  regular  slock  presenting  as 
great  a  variety  in  the  finest  classes  of  goods  as  can 
be  found  anywhere.  For  example,  in  the  new- 
worsted  goods,  whose  name  is  legion,  we  saw  no  less 
than  seventy-five  different  styles,  including  the  new 
invisible  plaids,  the  various  modifications  of  the  boti- 
rette  cloths,  serges,  beiajes,  camels'  hair  goods,  chud- 
dah  cloths,  cassimercs,  and  the  heavier  cloths  for  walk- 
ing suits.  For  all  these,  with  a  perfection  of  shading 
that  is  almost  surprising,  come  the  accompanying  vel- 
vets— plain,  ribbed,  embossed,  and  charmingly  bro- 
caded in  colors — as  well  as  satins,  plain  and  figured  ; 
silks,  embroidered,  satin-striped,  figured,  and  plain. 
In  the  latter  goods,  elegant  designs  in  the  newly  re- 
vived polka  dots  are  shown,  and  combinations  of  satin 
and  moire  stripes  are  among  the  newest  patterns  ; 
these  in  every  known  color  and  shade.  Combined 
with  an  experienced  corps  of  assistants,  it  is  no  won- 
der that  this  house  stands  unrivaled  on  the  Pacific 
Coast  for  elegance  of  design  and  workmanship.  Men- 
tion must  particularly  be  made  of  recently  imported 
ball  costumes,  among  which  are  several  of  the  exqui- 
site fabric  known  as  mousselaine  dc  l' Inde.  heavily 
embroidered  with  variegated  designs,  and  flowers  in 
the  natural  colors  ;  white  tulles,  embroidered  in  white 
chenille,  and  others  literally  sown  with  seed  pearls 
combined  with  silk  embroidery  ;  some  worked  in  silk? 
with  heavy  wreaths  of  marguerites,  pinks,  and  ferns ; 
and  still  others  with  a  garniture  of  chenille  forget-me- 
nots,  red  and  tea  roses,  will  rival  any  evening  toilets 
that  have  yet  appeared.  Bands  of  similar  trimmings, 
to  be  applied  10  silk  or  satin  costumes,  also  come  by 
the  yard  ;  and  the  same  style  of  garniture,  composed 
of  sfcd  pearls,  fine  white  chenille,  and  a  hair  line  of 
gold  bullion  running  through  the  whole,  are  among 
the  most  striking  novelties  of  the  season.  Silk  crepe 
flounces,  hand-embroidered  in  colors,  and  strips  of 
black  satin  of  a  similar  character,  and  for  the  orna- 
mentation of  the  favorite  "  Princesse,''  are  also  new. 
Artificial  flowers  seem  to  have  reached  the  limit  of 
perfection,  if  one  may  judge  from  the  parures  and 
clusters  designed  to  accompany  these  costumes — not- 
ably a  wreath  of  primroses,  heath,  and  mignonette  ; 
another  composed  entireH'  of  the  pale  pink  sweel  pea 
blossom  ;  and  a  wonderfully  life-like  mass  of  "maiden 
hair'' and  other  varieties  of  ferns  ;  while  brunettes  are 
remembered  in  a  massive  wreath  of  scarlet  poppies 
mingled  with  field  daisies.  For  the  little  ones,  whose 
costumes  keep  even  pace  with  those  of  their  mam- 
mas, are  elegant  models  in  suits  and  coals,  the  latter 
showing  combinations  of  fawn-colored  canvas  cloths 
with  peacock  green  velvet  trimmings,  cream  white 
Velvet  cloth  and  navy  blue  velvet,  with  pearl  buttons, 
besides  darker  cloths  for  every-day  wear.  Suits  are 
still  in  "  Princesse"  form,  a  navy  blue  striped  velvet, 
with  a  vest  of  while  satin  and  small  plain  gill  but- 
tons, being  one  of  the  many  handsome  samples  for  a 
miss  of  ten  or  twelve.  A  pink  cashmere,  trimmed 
with  figured  blue  broche  and  pearl  fastenings,  was  also 
piquant  and  pretty.  Hosiery  has  attained  so  great 
importance  in  considering  the  make-up  of  a  toilelte 
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>that  no  details  are  complete  without  its  special  men- 
jtion.  Something  new  is  being  devised  at  nearly  every 
change  of  the  moon,  and  we  have  now,  both  in  light 
and  dark  colors,  and  both  for  out-door  and  evening 
wear,  dozens  of  different  fancies.  The  most  elegant, 
however,  are  in  two  colors,  or  one  embroidered  in  a 
second.  These  can  be  had  in  silk,  as  well  as  open- 
work silk  thread,  and  in  either  quality  in  the  most 
rainute  gradations  of  color,  to  match  with  the  pre- 
vailing tints  in  dress  goods,  and  in  all  sizes  and  de- 
signs. We  of  San  Francisco  are  most  largely  indebt- 
ed to  Messrs.  Da\idson  &  Co.  for  the  e.vtensive  culti- 
vation of  taste  in  all  these  respects,  through  their  un- 
qualified business  energy  and  tact,  that  not  onlv 
watches  every  interest  at  home  with  appreciation, 
but  ensures  the  constant  purchase  abroad,  through 
experienced  and  artistic  buyers,  of  the  freshest  nov- 
elties. 


.   Have  you  seen  the  new  style  of  ' 
StUlivan's,  No.  120  Kearny  Street? 


Montagues"  at 


The  papers  bring  us  mean  insinuations  against  our 
esteemed  friend,  Bret  Harte.  They  actually  say  that 
he  tried  to  enjoin  Mltss  to  make  a  little  money. 
Nonsense  !  There  is  one  other  sensible  reason  why 
Bret  Harte  should  wish  to  withdraw  Mliss.  It  does 
not  do  him  much  credit.  He  was  very  likely  afraid 
he  might  be  accused  of  writing  the  play. 


Just  received  at  Sullivan's,  No.  120  Kearny  Street, 
a  large  invoice  of  new  goods,  comprising  the  latest 
models  for  cloaks,  dolmans,  ulsters,  and  other  out- 
door wraps.  Also,  a  heavy  line  of  ladies"  and  chil- 
dren's suits,  ladies'  morning  wrappers  in  every  variety 
of  trimming  and  material,  and  a  particularly  taking 
model  known  as  the  "Montague.''  All  kinds  of 
cloths,  Siciliennes,  and  other  suitings,  constantly  be- 
ing renewed  from  abroad,  as  well  as  the  very  latest 
designs  in  buttons  and  other  cloak  fastenings,  whale- 
bone, and  other  fringes,  tassels,  chenille,  and  all 
kinds  of  trimmings  and  garnitures.  Mourning  suits 
made  at  the  shortest  notice. 


Messrs.  Doane  i;  Henshelwood,  No.  i  Montgom- 
ery Street,  are  this  week  offering  some  extraordinary- 
bargains  in  the  celegrated  "Bon  marche  ■'  make  of 
black  silks,  as  well  as  fine  embroidered  velvets,  sat- 
ins, and  "  Pekinades."  Also,  a  large  line  of  fancy 
and  Scotch  plaid  suitings,  camels'  hair  cloths,  etc. 
Fine  table  linens  from  Brown  &  Sons,  of  Belfast,  are 
a  specialty  of  this  house.  Ladies',  gentlemen's,  and 
children's  underwear,  the  Union  flannel  suit,  and 
many  choice  novelties  in  neckties,  satin  and  plush 
ribbons,  bows,  and  other  articles  of  neck-wear, 
always  in  stock,  and  of  the  latest  importations.  Fine 
lace  goods  and  ruchings  constantly  on  hand.  The 
Harris  seamless  gloves  also  a  specialty. 


Have  you  seen  the  new  styles  of  "  Montagues"  at 
.  Sullivan's,  No.  120  Kearny  Street? 

You  will  never  look  again  exactly  as  you  look  now. 
There  is  matter  of  reflection  here  for  those  who  are 
looking  their  best  now.  Perhaps  you  can  not  afford 
an  oil  portrait  till  Sierra  Nevada  gets  up  to  a  good 
selling  figure.  Then  get  a  photograph,  and  the  su- 
perior picture  can  be  painted  from  that.  Dames  & 
Hayes,  at  715  Market  Street,  take  photographs  that 
are  better  likenesses  than  the  human  face.  It  is 
true ;  all  the  incongruities,  the  inconsistencies,  the 
faults  of  nature,  that  quarrel  with  the  general  effect, 
disappear  in  these  pictures — melt  out,  as  it  were. 
They  make  the  sun  an  artist,  in  short.  How  it  is 
done — with  what  magic  of  posing,  or  witchery  of 
light  and  shade — how  should  we  know  ? 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "Worth''  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  07ily  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 

Mrs,  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


nUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 
Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


Continued  success  of  the  American  Prima   Donna   Comedi- 
enne, 

ALICE   DATES, 

And  her 

ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  COMPANY. 


SATURDAY  AND  SUNDAY  EVENINGS,  Oct.  i=  S:  i 
SATURDAY  MATINEE  at  2  p.  u.. 

LA  FILLE  DE  MME.  ANGOT. 


In  preparation,  the  latest  Parisian  furor, 

LE  PETIT  DUO. 


Reserved  seats  at  box  ofEce  six.  days  in  advance. 


/-CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor Managers- 
Barton  Hill Actino  Manager. 


LAST  WEEK  OF 

MR.    FRANK    MAYO. 


Monday,  Tuesday,  Wednesday,  and  Thursday,  Oct.  14,  1; 
16,  17,  positively  last  four  nights  of  the  great  success, 

STREETS  OF  NEW  YORK, 

With  its  great  Fire  Scene,  and  others  attractive  specialtie; 

Friday,   Oct  18  (Farewell    Benefit   of  Frank    Mayo);  als( 
Saturday  Matinee  and  Evening,  Schiller's  great  play, 

THE   ROBBERS. 


Monday,  October  21,  magnificent  production  of 

FATANITZA, 

firsl  appearance  in  English   of  MATHILDE  COT- 
TRELLY  .%nd  MAX  FREEMAN. 


JUST  RECEIVED  AND  ON  EXHIBITION 


.AT. 


THE  WHITE 


On   Monday,    October   14th,  and  during  NEXT    WEEK, 

The  largest  and  most  complete  line  of 

PARISIAN    NOVELTIES 

IN 

DRESS  GOODS  AND  SILKS, 

SATINS  IN  PLAIN  AND  STRIPES, 

VELVETS  IN  PEKIN  AND  BROCHE. 

ALSO,    OUR 

NEW  PARIS  COSTUMES  FOR  LADIES  &  CHILDREN. 


OUR  HOSIERY  DEPARTMENT 

Will  be  found  the  most  complete  in  the  city. 
THE    NEWEST   STYLES    IN    LADIES'    AND    CHILDREN'S 

Lisle,  Silk,  Balbriggan,  and  Fancy  Cotton. 


J.  W.  DAVIDSON  &  CO. 

Northwest  corner  Kearny  and  Post  Streets. 


NEW  IMPORTATION 

Of  the  LATEST  STYLES  of 

EMBROIDERIES 


OF   EVERY    DESIGN. 


ALSO,  CANVAS  OF  NEW  COLORS. 

Ladies'  Shopping  Baskets  of  unique  shapes. 
Bronzes,     Clocks,     Ivory    Carvings,    Toilet    and    Fancy 
Goods,  Vienna  Bronze  Ornaments. 


H.  SIERING  &  GO. 

(Sl'ccessors  to  Locan  &  Co.) 

19  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

LICK  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


■DALDWINS    THEATRE. 

Thomas  Macuire Manager. 

F.  LySTER ACTING   MANAGER. 

G.  R.  Cmipman Treasurer. 

Last  Nights  of  the  Successful  Engagement  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  d.  0.  WILLIAMSON 

(MISS  MAGGIE  MOORE). 
This  (Saturday)  Afternoon,  at  2  o'clock, 

STRUCK  OIL. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  Evenings,  Oct.  12  and  13, 

CLOUDS  AND  SUNSHINE, 

THE  FOOL  OF  THE  FAMILY,  • 

THE  CHINESE  QUESTION. 
SPECIAL  NOTICE. 

Monday,   Oct,   14,  COMPLIMENTARY  BENEFIT  10 

MR.  THOMAS  MAGUIRE. 

First  performance  in  San  Francisco  of 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE, 

In  a  prologue  and   five   tableaux,  adapted  from  the  French 

of  A,  d'Ennery,  author  of  "A  Celebrated  Case," 

and  "  The  Two  Orphans." 

DECKERBROS 


COMPLICATED 

JVATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

V\ND  A  LARGE  STOCK   OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chains,    Diamonds,  Jewelry, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fancy  Goods  at 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 

MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

The  New  Republic.     By  W.  H.  Mallock.     Cloth. . .  .$i  50 
Music  and  Some  Highly  Musical  People.     By  J.  M. 

Trotter.     Cloth 2  50 

Short   Histor>'   of    Canada,    from   1500   to    1878.     By 

Chas.  R.  Tuttle.     Cloth 4  00 

Historical  Student's  Manual.     By  Alfred  Waite.     Clo.  75 

The  Boy  Trapper.     By  Harry  Castleman.     Cloth i  25 

Growth   of  the   Steam    Engine.     By  R.  H.  Thurston. 

Cloth J 2  50 

How  to  Parse.     By  E.  A.  Abbott.     Cloth i  00 

History  of  Music.    By  H.  G.  B.  Hunt.     Cloth i  00 

Sound.     By  A.  M.  Mayer.     Cloth i  00 

Primer  of  American  Literature,  By  C.  F.  Richardson. 

Cloth 50 

Roxy.     A  Novel.     By  Edward  Eggleston.     Cloth i  50 

The   Secret  of  Three  Generations.     By  Kate  C.  Bar- 
ton.    Paper 50 

The  Law  of  Population.     By  Annie  Besant.    Paper,.  50 

Sea  Bathing.     Its  Use  and  Abuse.     Paper 25 

NEW  STATIONERY 

RECEU'ED    D.MLV. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAK, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 

TIANOS^^ 


a=!s;fls=a 


ARE  YOU 

NSURED? 


The  travelers 

LIFE  AND  ACCIDENT 

INSURANCE    CO. 

OF  HARTFORD,  CONN., 

GRANTS 

Life  and  Endowment  Policies ^ 

LOW  RATES,  ALL  CASH. 

ALSO, 

GENERAL  ACCIDENT  POLICIES 


Solid  Cash  Assets $4,460,000 

Surplus  to  Policy  Holders 1,225,000 


pS-  Parlies  contemplating  Life  Insurance 
are  invited  to  call  before  insuring  elsewhere. 


ALEX.  M.  DEAN,  Gen' I  Agt, 

NO.  403   CALIFORNIA   ST.,  S.   F. 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

Sensible  Etiquette.     By  Mrs.   Ward $2  00 

Walks  in  London.     By  Hare,     i  vol.,  $3  50;  2  vols. . .   5  00 

Little  Good  for  Nothing.     By  Alphonse  Daudel i  50 

In  Paradise.     By  Paul  Heyse.     2  vols,,  cloih 2  00 

Shakspeare's   Tragedy   of  Hamlet.     Edited  by  W.  T. 

Rolfe .....:'.      go 

Lectures  on  Medijeval  Church  History.     Richard  Che- 

nevix  Trench,  D.  D -j  00 

Earl>rRome.     W.Ihne,  Ph.  D 1  00 

A  History  of    Roman  Literature.      Charles  Thomas 

Cruttwell,  ^L  A 2  50 

The  Great  German  Composers.     Paper 30 

The  Life  of  the  Honorable  Benjamin  Disraeli.  Sheets.       10 

Scientific  Memoirs.     John  W.  Draper 3  00 

Villages  and  Village  Life.     N.  H.  Egleston i  75 

Lessons  in  Cookerj-.     Ed.  by  Eliza  A.  Youmans i  50 

Illustrated  History   of  Ancient    Literature.     Oriental 

and  Classical.  J.  D.  Quackenbos.  Illlustrated. .  i  75 
French  Revolution.     H.  A.  Taine.   Tr.  by  J.  Durand. 

Vol.r 2  50 

A  Concise    History  of  Music.     H.  G.  Bona*-ia  Hunt, 

B.  Mus.,  etc I  00 

Researches  into   the   Early  History  of  Mankind  and 

the   Development    of    Civilizaiion.       Edward    E. 

Tylor ■. 3  50 

A.    ROMAN    &.   CO.. 

II  Montgomery  Street.^ 

Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco. 


PALMER  BROS. 


L 


IIQ  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  assortment  of 

ADITS'  AND   GENTS'   FURNISH- 

ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 


KEANE  BROS. 


TJ/OULD  RESPECTFULLY  ASK  A 


yv 


'isit  of  inspection  to  their  new  departments. 


CLOAKS,  SUITS,  COSTUMES, 


Etc.,  etc.  Ladies  will  find  only  the  latest  novelties  of  this 
season's,  production  from  London,  Paris,  Berlin,  and  New 
York.  Our  cutters  and  fillers  are  thoroughly  reliable,  and 
combined  with  moderate  charges  we  can  confidently  ask  a 
share  of  public  patronage. 

All  the  newest  materials  and  latest  designs  are  to  be  found 
in  our  Silk  and  French  Dress  Goods  Departments. 


KEANE  BROS. 

107,    109,    I  II,   AND    113 

KEARNY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 
&  OAKLAM-- 
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PETER  COOPER  AND  THE  BOYS. 

A  correspondent  of  the  Cindnnali  Enquirer  writes : 

I  met  the  venerable  Peter  Cooper  yesterday.  He 
is  now  eighty-eight  j-ears  old,  and  still  drives  dowii 
town  almost  even'  day,  in  Iiis  oldfashioned  one-horse 
carriage. 

In  person.  Mr.  Cooper  looks  strikingly.  He  wears 
his  white  hair  long,  hanging  down  his  back.  His  hat 
is  a  wide-bricumed  Kossuth  :  his  nose  is  arched  like  a 
parrot's  beak,  and  over  his  eyes  he  wears  huge  eight- 
cornered  goggles.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  come  down 
from  Ihe  last  ceniUTT.-. 

"The  year  I  uas  bom." said  Mr.  Cooper,  '*  Neu 
York  had  only  27.000  peopit  II  was  about  half  as 
large  as  Syracuse." 

•*  Do  you  feel  as  if  you  had  outlived  all  your  com- 
panions. Nlr.  Coopo"?"  1  asked. 

"Yes,  I  have  outlived  them  all.  Br>"ant  was  four 
jxars  younger  than  1.  Richard  H.  D:ina.  now  ninety 
ouc,  is  ontv  two. ind  a  liolf  years  older  than  lam;  he 
is  about  the  only  old  friend  left.  Ther«  is  a  class  of 
boys,  hke  George  iSancroft.  Emerson,  and  Longfel- 
low. howe^CT.  coming  on.  who — " 

"Wliat!  Do  you  call  Emerson  and  Longfellow 
boys?"  I  interrupted- 

"Why,  yes.  Longfellow  is  scwnteen  years  younger 
than  I  am.  and  Emerson  is  thirteen  years  younger. 
Thomas  Cariyle  is  now  eighty-three  ;  he  would  be  a 
very  proper  companion  for  me  ;  but  Tennyson,  who 
is  sixty-nine,  and  Tuppcr.  who  is  sixty-eight,  are  alto- 
gether too  yo'ing  and  friUcy  for  old  Peter  Cooper." 

"Yes."  continued  Mr.  Cooper,  "ray  old  friends  are 
all  dead — Morse.  Greeley,  Seward.  Chase.  Famgut. 
General  Scott— all  gone !  1  can  ride  the  whole  length 
of  Broadway  now  and  not  see  a  single  familiar  face." 

"At  what  age  do  public  nren  generally  die?'  I 
asked. 

"  Well,  they  g«ierally  die  under  seventy.  Death 
will  raak-r  fearful  havoc  among  the  fifty-year  old  men 
during  the  next  twenty  years.  Xol  one  in  fifty  will 
li^T  to  be  older  than  seventy  ;  not  one  in  a  hundred 
will  live  to  be  as  old  as  I  am.'' 

"Let's  sec;  s-e-v-e-n-t-y,"  mused  Mr.  Cooper. 
"Suppose  all  of  our  public  men  should  die  at  the  age 
of  se\enty.  and  after  1  am  dead — say  twenty  years 
from  now— suppo>e  some  young  man  like  Webb 
Haves  should  call  the  roll — that  is.  the  death-roll  in 
18^?" 

This  is  the  way  the  great  men  now  living  would 
answer,  "  prond«l  they  died  at  the  age  of  se\"enty,"' 
said  Mr.  Cooper,  figuring  on  a  slate  : 

Elx-Senator  Hendricks?  Answer.  "  Let'5  see. 
Hendncks  is  fifty-eight,"  mused  Mr.  Cooper.  "  He's 
got  twelve  years  to  live  if  he  dies  at  seventy.  So  the 
answer  in  1898,  twenty  yi-ars  from  now,  would  be.  he 
died  eight  years  ago." 

"And  the  others,"  continued  .Mr.  Cooper,  con- 
tinuing his  figuring  on  a  slate,  "would  answer  this 
»ay  : " 

Cbaries  Reade?  Answer.  Died  fourteen  years 
ago,  aged  seventy. 

Oliver  Optic?  Answer.  Died  six  years  ago.  aged 
se\enty. 

Sen-itor  Thurman  ?  Answer.  Died  in  tSSa.  aged 
se\'enty. 

Robert  Bro«iTiinR?    Been  dsad  sixteen  years, 

Mark  Twain  ?    Got  only  seven  years  to  live. 

George  \V.  Curtis?    Died  four  years  ago. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  ?  Been  dead  twenty-five 
years. 

Nfrs.  Harriet  Beecber  Stowc?  Died  sixteen  years 
ago. 

Martin  Topper  ?    Been  dead  eighteen  years. 

Wilkie  Collins?    Died  three  years  ago. 

John  Ruskin  ?     Been  dead  nine  years. 

John  G.  Saxe  ?    Died  twelve  years  ago. 

Henry  \V.  Longfellow?  Died  twentv-one  years 
aga 

T.  H.  Huxley?    Been  dead  three  years. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  ?  Been'  dead  eighteen 
years. 

Simon  Cameron?    Died  twenty-five  years  ago. 

Cbaries  A   Dana?    Been  dead 'eleven  years. 

Alexaoder  H.  Stephens?  Don't  remember  any 
such  man. 

Samuel  J.  Tilden  ?    Died  twenty  years  ago. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher?    Been  dead  eighteen  years. 

Bret  Haite?     Got  ele\cn  years  more  to  hve. 

Susan  B.  Anthony?    Died  fourteen  vear^  ago. 

George  Eliot?    Died  in  iSoo,  aged  seventy  years. 

Darwin?     Been  dead  nineteen  years. 

Swinburne?    Go:  to  die  in  nine  years. 

Eli  Perkins?    Must  die  in  de%en  vears. 

Donald  G.  Mitchell  ?    Been  dead'six  y^ars. 

Jeff  E)a\-is?    Don't  remember  when  he  died. 

"  Won't  it  be  a  sad  thought  to  you.  that  you.  who 
are  now  thirty -nine,  will  probably  live  to  se**  all  those 
great  names  pass  away?    mused  Mr.  Cooper. 

■ '  The  babe  in  arms  to-day,  twenty  years  from  now," 
said  a  friend  standing  by.  "  will  took  upon  poor  dead 
Ben  Butler.  Tennyson.  Beecher,  Longfellow,  and  Em- 
erson as  we  now  look  upon  ICdgar  .\.  Poe.  Thomas 
Paine.  Tom  Corwin.  and  Sam  J.  Tilden.  I  use  Mr. 
Tilden's  name  among  the  very  dead  men,"  he  said, 
"because  one  arm,  one  ear  (left  1.  one  eyelid,  and  one 
kg  which  Mr.  Tilden  carries  around  ha%-e  been  par- 
alyzed and  dead  for  years.  In  fact,  half  of  Sam  Til- 
den  has  been  dead  for  twenty  years,  which  is  the  same 
10  the  public,  for  the  purposes  of  science,  as  if  the 
old  man  had  entirely  died  ten  years  ago." 


GEO.  W.    PRESCOTT.  IRVIKC   M.    SCOTT. 


H.    T.   SCOTT. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
T\TO    HOTEL     ON    THE     PACIFIC 

Co3L»t  can  surpa&k  the  Akungto.\*  in  the  air>-  chcer- 
fulne^  and  convenience  of  its  anangcmcitt!i.  None  can 
cijual  it  in  the  natural  and  aitUtic  beauty*  of  its  surround- 
ings The  rraderi  of  the  .^kcon.mt  will  be  pleaded  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  pleasure  M-ithout,  and  calm  contentment 
all  ibc  time,  at  a  \'cr>'  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  has 
been  sol\'cd  at  the  Aklington,  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.   BROMLEY.   Manager. 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  li'.rketcy  Gymnasium  (a  prep-imiorj'  school  to  ihe 
University) — a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  oppoikilion  to  the 
cram'ntng  s)*Alem  of  the  small  colleges  and  military'  acade- 
mies of  the  State.  The  next  termw-iU  commence  July  24lh. 
Ex^mlaalion  of  candidates  for  adnit«.ion  July  sad  and  ^y\. 
Ry  request,  instnictions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer months  for  students  preparing  fwr  (he  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS.    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY.  C-\LIPORNL\. 

Note. — We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
lation  of  our  Grammar  Deportment,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo%-s. 


GOLDEN    GATE    ACADEMY 


AND   CADET  SCHOOU 


Next  quarter  will  commence  October  7,  187S. 
For  circulars,  address 

D;  P.  SACKETT,  .\.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland,  CaL 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 


PURE 


A  RE    THE    PERFECTLY 

and  highly  concentrated  Exiracu  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  qualit)'  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

W'1iere\'er  tested  OS  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FL-WORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coa?;!.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  gi\-e  better 
saiisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind   and  ai« 

respectfully  rcquc?.[ed  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


A  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Tim€s  uTites  : 
You  probably  saw  the  story  of  the  row  in  the  palace 
car.  Some  wag,  obs«ving'Mr.  Beecher  hanging  his 
bat,  with  some  pains,  on  a  peg  immediatclv  over  his 
berth,  nunaged  to  detain  him  in  the  smoking-room 
tiniil  all  had  retired.  slip[>.-d  out,  and  removed  the 
hat  to  a  peg  o%-cr  the  berth  of  an  antiquated  lady  of 
single  procli^-ities.  When  Mr.  Beecher  essayed  to 
retire  there  uas  a  shri^Jc,  and  ^-ery  head  was  popped 
out  to  see  what  the  row  wtis  all  about,  and  there  stood 
Mr.  Beecber.  amazed*  while  Mrs,  Beecher,  from  the 
adjoioing  berth,  exclaimed  :  ' '  Oh.  Henrv  !  " 


Patn-v  ■  dl  known  political  aspirant, 

w-as  fou-  :  in  a  saloon  the  other  dav. 

looking  .ate  and  beer>-.      'Why.  Pat. 

what's  the  outtcr.  you  look  as  blue  as  a  toad  under  a 
harrow,"  "  F,\ith  and  I've  good  raison  to  be. 
We'\-ehad  ti»in$  in  the  family,  and  thim  twins  is  bom 
politicians.  They  are  .altc-naies.  and  work  the  w^ird 
lively.  One  ydls  all  day,  and  the  other  >-clb  all  night. 
and.  begorra.  b*a»ccn  the  two  I  havxn  t  slept  a  wmk 
lew  the  last  tin  da\-s.*' 


Q    F.   WILLEY  &*  CO., 

IMmRTER«    ASn    M.AN'.FACT'-OEi";    OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

Xo.  427  >fos-TGOMEKV  St.,  SaN  FraNCISCO. 


Agents  for  ihe  *ale  of  Wagons  manufactored  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO..  N<--»  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS.  Philadelphia. 

C.  S.  C.AFFREY.  Camden.  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KILLUI  &  CO..  .Vct-  Hai-en, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


ALSO,    AGENTS    FOR 

HARXESS  MASLTACTURED  BV  WOOD  GIBSOX. 

TOMPKIXS  &  MA.XDEVILLE,  AXD 

A.  H.  DUXSCO.MBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortm^rtt  of  RoSt<,  B!anV*t^.  Nets,  Whips, etc 


Riightly  shines  the  moon,  lightly  latighs  the  loon 
as  be  tiaUies  with  the  spoon  of  a  two  sl^ng  stew. 


ort- can  »e  hdp  oar  town?''  asks  aChKago 
Did  you  erer  uy  leaving  it  ? 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  M.\KF,R5  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 

SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

Xo.  5J9  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  305  Lcid^adorff  St«ct,  San  Fraocsco. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1S49.)     Post  Office  Box  aiaS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S  .\  N     FRANCISCO 


M.AN-l-t-ACTURBRS    OP 
Comprcised  Enpnes, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoistinij  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilets 
Baby  Hoi&t,  complete. 


CONSTAKTLV  OK   HAND  AKD  P«R  SALS, 

Direct-acting  Pumpmg  and  Hoistinn  Engines, 
Upright  and  Slationar>"  Engines, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinerj'- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers. 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

QuicksiU'er  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Comiih  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  material*,  dcHgn,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  ralck  than  by  Lastcni 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


J.   H,   JONES    &    CO., 

Member  S.  K.  Stock  and  Exchange  BoanI, 

CTOCK  AND  EXCHANGE  BROKERS 

^-"^     Office,  320  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


CHAS.  X.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KSLLOCC. 


FOX  &.  KELLOGG, 

/ITTORyEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

■^^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
OfEce,  No.  s^  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  3,  and  x.  - 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD.  A.  W.  FOSTER. 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

(TTOCIC  £-    EXCHANGE  BROA'ERS, 

314  Pitw  Street,  San  Francisco. 

FRANK    KENNEDY, 

A  TTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  ail  other  cases  attended  to. 


TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  ihe  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARV  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  vs.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant, — An  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  Citj*  and  Counw  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filfri  in  said  Cily  and  Count>'  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant: 

You  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintilT  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  da>-s 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  ser^-ice)  after  the  scr^-ice  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  screed  within  this  county ;  or,  if  ser\'cd  out 
of  this  countj'.  but  in  this  district,  uithin  twenlj-  daj-s  ■ 
otherwise  within  forty  daj^s — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plainL 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissohnng  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiS' and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer-_ 
ence  to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suIl 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  thai  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff «-ill  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  Citj-  and  Countj-  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy -eight. 

IsEAL  OF  coi-KT.j        THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk. 
By  W.  STEVENSON.  Deputy  Qerk. 

T.  J.  CROWLEY,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff, 
No.  629  Keamy  Street. 


QFFICE  OF  THE  SIERRA  NEVADA 

^^  Silver  Mining  Company  San  Francisco,  October  id, 
1S78. — In  accordance  with  aresolution  adopted  at  a  meeting 
of  the  Trustees  of  the  Sierra  Ne\-ada  Silver  Mining  Com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  special  meeting  of  the  stockholder  of 
said  Company  is  hereby  called,  the  same  to  be  held  at  the 
office  of  the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309 
Montgomery-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California,  00  Monday, 
the  fourth  (4th)  day  of  November,  1B78.  at  two  (2)  o'clock 
p.  u.,  to  take  into  consideration  and  decide  upon  the  propo- 
sition to  increase  the  capital  stock  of  said  Company  from  ten 
million  ($10,000,000)  dollars,  divided  into  one  hundred  thou- 
sand  (100.000)  shares  of  the  par  \-2lue  of  one  hundred  (Sioo) 
dollars  each,  the  present  capital  stock,  to  fifty  million 
(550,00,0000)  dollars.  di\-idcd  into  five  hundred  thousand 
(500,000)  shares  of  the  par  value  of  one  hundred  ($100)  dol- 
Jarseadi.  JOHN  SK.^E,        ^ 

CH.^S.  H.  FISH,   I 
JOS.   CLARK,         >  Trustees 
A.  E.  HEAD,  ! 

R.  N.  GR.\VES,    ; 
W.  W.  Stetson,  Secretar>-. 


c 


ONSOUDATED   IMPERIAL  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Legation  of  works,  Gold 
Hill,  Store)-  County,  Ne\-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Drreetors, 
held  on  the  12th  day  of  Seplcmber,  i373,an  assessment  (No. 
7)  of  twenty  (20)  cents  per  share  was  !e\-ied  on  the  capital 
^tock  of  the  coiporation,  pa>-able  immediately  in  United 
Slates  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the  Com- 
pany. Room  No.  8^  No.  203  Bvish  .'^treet,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

^Vny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
00  the  se\-entcenth  fi7th)day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  de- 
linquent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  un- 
less payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  THfRSOAv,  the 
seventh  (7th)  day  of  November,  1278,  to  pay  the  delin- 
quent asesssmeni,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  ex- 
pecies  of  sale:.     By  order  c^  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretary. 

Office^Room  No.  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  Saa  Franasco, 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Fh'e  Insurance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED   IN    1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 


THOS,  1-LINT.  Preddcni.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manacer. 

Ferd,  K.  Rule Sccrclar>-. 

I.  G.  Gardker General  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principal  ofUce,  405  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  Prcident. 
CHAS.  .A.  LATON,  Seoelary. 


T 


HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 


—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS S450,000 


Pnndpal  Office,  ziSand  290  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers; 
A.  J.  BRYANT.  Prtsident, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vlce-Ptrsident, 

CHAS.   H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  W.\TSON,  Marine  Sunevo 


CILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey  Coim- 
ly,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  thirtieth  (30th)  day  of  September, 
1878.  an  assessment  (No.  4)  of  fiftj-  (50)  cents  per  share  was 
levied  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable 
immediately  in  L'nited  Stales  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  at 
the  office  of  the  company.  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Streci, 
San  Francisco.  Califom  a. 

.Any  Slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  first  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  ad%crtiscd  for  sale  at  public  auction:  and  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Mondav,  the  twenty- 
fifth  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  cosis  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretar>-. 

Office — Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 
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RO IVN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL I ER 

Mining  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business.  San  Francisco.  California.  Location  01  works. 
Gold  Hill,  Storey  County,  Ne\ada- 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  rjih  day  ot  September,  1878,  an  as- 
•icsssmeni  (No.  35)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretarj-,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

.Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twentj'-third  (23d)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  paj-ment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesdav, 
the  thirteenth  day  of  November,  1876,  to  pay  the  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JAMES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


nnOLLAR-POTOSI  MINING  CO. 

—  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict- Storey  Countj-,  Ne\-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fifth  (5th)  day  of  September,  1878.  an 
assessment  (No.  15)  of  five  dollars  per  share,  was  levied 
on  thecapitaj  stock  of  the  corporation,  paj-able  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccrelary.  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francis- 
co, California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (8th)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  saJe  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pay- 
ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Tt'ESDAV,  the  twenty- 
ninth  day  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretary-. 

Office,  Room  8,  No,  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 
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PHIR   SILVER    MINING   COMPA- 

ny. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
Count)-,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  loth  day  of  September,  1878.  an  as- 
sessment (No.  33)  of  one  dollar  per  snare  was  lc\-ied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  paj-able  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary*,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Nol  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco, 
Calilomia. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  i5ih  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
ad^-ertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pa\-ment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mon'dav,  the  fourth  day  of 
November,  1878,  to  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 

C,  L.  McCOY,  Secretaij-. 

Office — Ne.  203  Bush  Street,  Room  9,  San  Francisco. 
California. 
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•AVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  works,  \'irginia.  Storey  County,  Nevada- 
Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  sixth  (6th)  day  of  September,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No-  35)  of  one  dollar  ($1)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company.  Room  15,  Ne\-ada  Block,  309  Monlgomerj- 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  eighth  (Sih)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
paj-ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mcvdav,  the 
Iwentj'-eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquentas- 
sessmenl,  together  with  costs  of  advertiiing  and  expenses 
of  sale.  E.  B.  HOLMES,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  15,  Nex-ada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street; 
San  Francisco.  California. 


A 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Cc^l^lENCI^■G  Sl'nday,  Jclv  14,  1S78. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  ^-  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  GJlroy,  Hollister, 
^•J^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R-  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
5^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

rn  An  ^  ^^'  I^^ILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
1  U.^U  tions, 

-  -)/l  ^-  ^^-  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'O  ']^o,  Hotlister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
^S"  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clak-A.  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

.  ^/i  P-  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
^"T^  tions. 

P.   M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park    and  Way  Sta- 
'  tions. 

e^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  m. 

Z3'  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj-s  and  Sunday  mwmings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Mondav,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Sattir- 
day  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A,  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
t^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Di^Tsions  of 
the  road  \vill  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
I.,anding,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m,  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Atiaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


6.30, 


s- 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  Octohcr  7th,   1878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

Jon  P-  I^->  DAILY^  Smidays  excepted^ 
*,_?  Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (^Vashin^on 

Street  %Vharf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for.  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa.  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at   Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing with  Fulton  and  GuerueWlle  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Gueme- 
■  ville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.35  a.  m.) 


JP  QQ  •^'  -^-j  Sundays  only^   Excursions, 

^*        ^^     steamer  "James  Si.  Donahue,"  connecting  at 
Donahue  with  trains  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations. 

Returning — Trains   will   leave   Donahue   at  4.40  P.  M., 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  m. 

Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2,30  p.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen,  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup'L 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

JV.  DODGE  &-   CO., 
WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


IV. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


MUSIC  BOXE 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^-^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WitH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  st^-les  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  BroadwaVf  New  York. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drtig  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   corner   Polk   and    Pine    Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Dnig5 
and  Chemicals. 


c 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


OMMENCING MONDA  Y, OCTOBER 

1878,  and  until  further  notice. 

TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEAVE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferrv  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

J  00    ^-    ^^■'    I^^^LY,     VALLEJO 

/  *  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8,10  p.  M.] 

7  QQ    A.  M.,   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  ■  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  a.  m.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a,  m.,  and  connecting 
with  .-Atlantic  Express.         [.■Vrrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  m.] 

§  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  PLANT  I C 

*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj',    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj-sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (A'irginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3,40  p.  m 

{Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Sl  kdav  ExcLBsios  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez at  Reduced  Ratf.s. 

10  00   -^^    '^^•'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

'  land  Ferr\ ).  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Frailcisco  6.05  v.  M.J 

J   QQ  P-  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  '  ^  ^  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations,  .\rrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.29  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

O  QQ   P.   J/.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

<lJ  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch, 

(.\rrive  San  Francisco  g.35  a.  m.] 

/f  no  P-  ^^•'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

'T'  *  *^  ^^  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Fcrr>-,  Northern 
Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Moj:lvs,  Ncwhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Vuina.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p.  M.] 

yf  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^.\J\J  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  r.  m.,  for  Truckce, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson  [."Vrrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a.  m,] 

yj  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

'T''  I  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

■\\Tiarf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  M.] 

yj    OQ   P.    31.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^'^  Third  Class    and   .Accommodation    Train,   via 

Oakland  Ferr>-,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  .Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  m.   [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

/J     on  P-  ^^-i    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

y-  '  O  senger  (v-ia    Oakland    Ferr>-)   to    Ha>'Avards, 

Xiles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  P.  m.] 

C  nn   P-   ^^-^    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^-^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry-  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance  for   Mills  Seminary  connects  \\ith  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  *'  Melrose." 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 

Oakland. 


A.   M. 

B  6.10 
7.00 
7-30 
8.00 
8.30 
9.00 
9-30 
10.00 
10.30 
11.00 


12.30 
1.00 
1.30 
2.00 
3.00 
3.30 
4.00 
4.30 
5.00 
5-3° 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8. 10 
9.20 

10.30 


A.  M. 
>(b  7.00  B   6.10 

>'Bg.Oo;     7.30 
'  '8.30 

9-3° 
10.30 
11. 30 
p.  M. 
12.30 
1. 00 
3-3° 
4-30 
5-3° 
6.30 
7.oaj 
8.101 
9.20 
10.30 
B1I.4S 


9.00 

BIO.OO 

10.00 

P.  M. 

11.00 

BS-OO 

12.00 

p.  -M. 

1.30 
2.00 
•3.00 
4.00 
S-oo 
6.00 

^ 
1 

t 

S 
•» 

B-7-00 
B-8.IO 

•10.30 

.51. 

^—Sujidays  excepted.  c—Sundays  oiily. 

*  .Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


A.  M. 
7.05  B  5.10 
J  5.50 
6.40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
It  .40 


12.40 
1-25 

Z.40 

4.40 
5-40 

6.40 

7-50 

9.00 

lO.IO 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A.-M.     I   p.  M. 


5-00  »  5-' 
uio.ooIb*5.4o  B  6.C 
•6.2s!     6.; 

7.00 

8.03 

9.00 
10.03 
"■03 
12.00 


P.  M. 

x.oo 

3.00 

•3.20 

4.00 
5.00 
6.03 

B*7-20 

B*8.30 
"lo.ool 


12.50 

J.  20 

1.50 
2.50 

3.20 
3-SO 
4.20 
4-50 
5.20 
5-50 
6.25 
6.50 
8.00 


E — Sutidays  excepted. 
*  .Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

CREEK  ROUTE 

From    Sa.s-    Francisco — Daily— rt.^o — S.15 — 9-15 — 10.15 

— 11.15A.  M.— 12.15— 1.15—2.25— 3.15— 4.15 — 5-»5P-  "■ 

From  Oakland — Daily — By.  10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — "-05 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — '-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05P.  M. 

B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  lo.'^  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE.  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t. 


TTRENCH  SA  VINGS 
J-  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bl'sh  Street,  above  KEAR^•E^■,  San  Francisco. 

G.  MAKE,  Director. 


C    P.  C.  R.  R.— (NARROW  GAUGE). 

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND   SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1878. 


Commencing  Saturday,  June  i,  1S7S,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferr>'  Landing,  Market  St. : 

5QQ  A.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 
for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden,  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowry's, 
.Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

O   20  ^'  ^^">  "^'^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

^ '  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchcn. 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
S-A-NTA  Cruz  ;  or  \'ia  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Santa  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.     (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

/J   pQ  P.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry^  daily, 

'T'  *  for  Alameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,   San  Jose, 

-Alma,  and  all  way  stations. 

S^  On  Saturdays  onlj*  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  Til.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  m.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  a.  m. 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LEAVE  SAN  FRANCISCO  DAILY. 


a.m. 

5.00 

1  A..^L  1 
1       6-40      1 

A.M.      1 
9.20      1 

A.  M. 

*io.30 

1        P.M. 
1        4.20 

1        P.M. 

1      6.20 

LEAVE  HIGH 

STREET 

(alameda)  daily. 

A.M. 
5-40 

1      7-30      1 

A.M.        1 
9.26        1 

P.M. 

^3.00 

1         P.M. 

I      4-=6 

P.M. 

7. 00 

THOS 

CAR-TER, 
Superintenc 

*  Sunday 

ent. 

only. 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  wll  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTL.XND  (Oregon),  ever>-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  B.AREAR.A,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
everj'  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Mon'tgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.i^eo. 


P 


ACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with   unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOH.AMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  1st  of  every  month. 

FOR  S^TDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 

September  2d,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS.   HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DI.A    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of   each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  every  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND   PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
2oth,  and  3oih  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


r\CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  \'\Tiarf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HOXGKOXG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

Satiu-day,  May  i3.  I  Tuesday,   June  i3  I  Thursday,  Aug.   i 
Saturday,  Aug.  17.     Tuesday,  Sept.  17     Wednesday, 
Saturday,  Nov.  16.  |  Tuesday,    Dec.  17  |  October  16. 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's WTiarf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

D.AYID  D.  COLTON,   President. 


RE-OPENED. 

HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


Are  now  receiving 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


T 


HE   PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 


and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
&Co.,  San  Francusco;  John  Zeile,  Ha>*ward'5 ;  J.  West 
Martin,  President  Union  Savings  Bank.  Oakland, 

R.   H.   BENNETT,  Proprietor. 


y-  J.  PETTiT  &-  co:s 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT. 
52S  California  Street,  San  Fkakcisco,  Cal. 


n^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Surplus  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,000,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W,  Mackay,     W.  S.  O'Brien,     James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

-Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  f  C.  T.  Christensen-. 

(62  Wall  Street.)!  Geo.  L.  Br.\nuer. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A, 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


y  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN BANK 
■^  (Limited.) 


No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  .Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock ^d.ooo.ooc 

Surplus  Eai  nings ijO.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F,  Low, 
Ign.  Steinhart, 
P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


;  >■  Managers. 


Y'HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital SS-,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

Willia.m  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown '. Cashier. 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\'iftgs  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Fran kfort-on- Main,  .Antwerp,  .Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President '.  M.  D.  Sweenev. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sitllivan. 

TRL'STEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  Mc.Aran, 
John  Sullix-an,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  .A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edw.\rd  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj'  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliverj". 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2,50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  .M.  to  3  p.  m. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorporated October  13,  1S66. 

Reorganized .August  7,  1S78. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Benson,  Secretary-  and  Cashier. 


J.   C.    MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  A  '."  D  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  California  St. 


San  Francisco. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  1!Y  ^ 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54   CLAY    r 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


ciicomNC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXT  PIA.XOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER. 

Sotc  A^cnt  for  Pacific  Co%>t. 

t^  OwncTi  of  Chickering  Pi.inov  nrc  specially  requested 
to  leavr  onJen  for  limine  al  warerooms.  31  Past  Street. 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rockrs' Upright  Pianos, 
Prince  Organs,  U  'iiUrs'  Organs,  Sluel  Musk. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHOM.\CKEK  ANU   HENRY  E.  MIL- 
LER CELEIiR.\TEL)  PL-\NOS. 

PiuKK  TuncJ.  Rented. and  fi>rSalcon  ih?  Installniciii  Plan. 

WOODWORTH,SOHELL&.  Co. 


I  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


JOE  POHEIM 


The  Tailor, 


303  Montgomen'  St.  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  n 
larec  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods. 

Stiiis  to  order  from $30 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

t^  The  leading  question  i^ 
where  the  beat  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

JOE  POHEIM, 

;oj   Montyomt-Tv   -St.   and     103 
"Third  St. 

Samples  and  Rules  for  Self- 
^feasurcmcnt  sent  free  to  any 
addrg'^.     Fit  gupranlecd. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


'  llic  only  reli.ilile  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

N'ear  Bush,  opposite  the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS.MANAGE  ESTATES 

JJOUSES   .^XD    LOTS   FOR   SALE 

in  ihL.  city,  Oakland,  and  .Mameda.  Lands  and 
RaDchcs  for  sale  in  all  pa/ts  of  the  counirj-.  Agenti  in  the 
pnocipal citi^     Collections  made  throughout  the  coast. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA    STREET. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

''THE  ONL ) '  POSITIVE  Si  CCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewine.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market-  The  Nzw_Davi.s  VEimrAL  Feed 
Sewlvu  .Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S.— Howe,    Florence,  W*heeler  v%   Wilson,  Grover  & 
Baker,   Domeatic.   Weed.   Wilkox  &  Gibbs,  for  salcat  $10 
each. 


.RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

I    UntQ  )-oa  see  what   has  been  actom- 
'   plished   by  DR.   PIERCES  Ue  in- 
%'cnlioa. 

Call,  or  send   for  New   Illustrated 
Book      Prices  rcdacerf. 

MAGNETIC  EL.\STIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  6c9  Saa^m=r!(o  Street,  Saa  Franclsce. 


REMOVAL. 

I.  W.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERN'IA  BANK,  COR.VKR  M.xkkkt  .\.Nn  Moniuo.mkkv  Stkeets. 

l-'ntrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  tuccss.     The  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

II. WE    FIVE  TlMl'.S  AS   MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


HERRMANN 


FALL 


STYLES 


ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

QOn  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
000  &.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK, 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR  SUTTER,   UP  STAIRS. 

yss-  The  finest  assortment  of  French  Millinery  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand,  "ffiv; 


MRS.  M.  M.  COLEMAN. 
DRESS  MAKING  PARLORS 

Na   115  KEARNY  STREET, 

Rooms  13,  14,  and  15,  over  Keane,  O'Connor  &  Co.,  San  Francisco. 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

No.  24  Post  Street, 

fl.^X  FKANCI6CO,  CAl.. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
MPARTS   A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches, 
Krenijh,  Geniian,  Spanish,  OrawinR,  and  Telegr;iphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  enjoying  a  more  e.\tcn- 
,sive  patronage  than  any  similar  inslitucton  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of  the 
public. 

I.IST    OJ-'    FACl-'LT^' 


/■ 


E.  P.  Healtl. 
H.  M.  Stearns. 
Mrs.  C.  Woodbury, 
J.  A.  Chesnutwood, 
A.  P.  DuBicf, 
R.  Sorcini, 
Ll(n-d  Baldwin. 


F.  C.  Woodbury, 

\.  B.  Capp. 

T.  R.  Southern, 

Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 

V.  Scrcgni, 

Geo.  J  c bens, 

A.  Vander  Naillen. 


For  full   particulars,  call   at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.   HEALD, 

President  Business  College.  San  Francisco. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(Cniveriity  of  Copenhagen.  Ltenmarl:), 

pHVS/CIAA  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  III  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours.  1 1 
A.  M.  to  t  V.  M.,  6  to  3  f.  M.  Sunday  1 1  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


EDUCATIONAL  I 

French,  Spanish,   and   Ii.ilian  taught   by  Prof.   L!.'irihi;l(;my 
t  dc   Filippe,  by   his   cisy,  new   method,  saving    months   of 
*  sludie.«.     Classes   for  beginners  will  be  formed  September 
yoth;  also  private  lessons.     PACIFIC  BUSINESS  COL- 
LEGE, 330  Post  .Street. 


BUSINESS' 

COLLEGE, 

230  Post  St.,  San  Francisco.  ' 


PALACE    HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

MKsT  CL.\i3  IN  ALL  RESPECIS. 

QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

^^     for  La  lies.  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     ^3"  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,  GERMAN,    AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

(OPP  POST  ST.,  BETWEEN  HYDE 

y^  —     and  Larkin. 

KINDERGARTEN  toniiccled  with  the  Inslilule. 

The  next  term  will  commence  October  zd. 

A  limited  number  of  Hoarding  Pupils  received. 

M.ME.  A.  ZEITSKA,  Principal. 


SHIRTS  AT  BUY  YOUR 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE    ART   GALLERY. 


A  coniplcle;issortnicnl  of  ARTISTS"  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  clc. 


19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


'AREROOMS,   N.    IV.   CORNER 

KE.\KNV  AND  SUITER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &.   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


'TH/-:  HIGH  REPUTATION  OF  THE 

Grover  &  Raker  Machine  i.s  the  result  of  true  worth 
and  long  years  of  honorable  service. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  39  Post  Street. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wliolcsalu  and  Retail 

Dniggisls,   Importers   of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 

No.  14Q  Montgomery  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

IRTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 


P' 

pensing  of  which  is  entrusted   only   to   the  most  competent 
hands,  while  every  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 


to  compounding    Physicia 


Prescriptions,   the  dis 


LITTLE  &  GUMMING, 

CARPENTERS  AND  BUILDERS,  No. 

34  O'Farrell  Strtret,  San  Francisco. 
EstimiiLes  given  on  all  classes  and   styles  of  work.     Gen- 
eral   jobbing   promptly   attended   to.       Ollicca  and   Stores 
neatly  fitted  up. 


PjlVIDEND  NOTICE.— THE  STATE 

■*~^  INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
NY. — Dividend  No.  65.— The  monthly  dividend  for  Septem- 
ber will  be  paid  on  October  loth.at  their  oflicc,  Nos.  2]8and 
220  Sansome  Street. 

CHS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary. 
San  Francisco,  October  5,  1878. 


r\IVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE  OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Oct.  7,  1878.— At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rector,^ of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day,  Divi- 
dend No.  14  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable  on 
Saturday,  October  12,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on 
Wednesday,  October  9,  1878,  at  3  o'clock  r.  m. 

WM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room   29   Nevada  Block,    No.    309   Montgomery 
Street,  third  floor,  San  Francisco,  Cal, 


QFFICE   OF    THE    BO  DIE    GOLD 

Mining  Company,  Room  3,  San  Francisco  Stock  Ex- 
change Building,  No.  327  PineStieet,  San  Francicsco,  Cal., 
October  9,  1878. — .'Vt  a  meeeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors 
oi  the  above  named  company,  held  to-day,  a  regular  divi- 
dend {No.  3)  of  two  dollars  ($2)  per  share  was  declared,  pay- 
able on   Monday,  October  14,  1878. 

W.M.  H.  LENT,  Secretary. 


o 


FFICE    OF    THE    EUREKA    CON- 

ilidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada  Block,  Room 
37,  San  Franci.sco,  October  5th,  1878. — The  annual  meeting 
of  the  stockholders  of  the  above  named  Company  will  be 
held  at  the  oflice  of  the  Company,  Room  No.  37,  Nevada 
Block,  San  Francisco,  on  Mu.'jdav,  the  iwcntv-first  day  of 
October,  I878,  at  z  o'clock  v.  M.  of  said  day,  for  the  election 
of  Trustees  to  serve  for  the  ensuing  year,  and  for  the  trans- 
action oi  such  other  business  as  may  be  presented.  Trans- 
fer books  closed  Tuesday,  October  15th,  at  3  r.  m. 

W.  W.  TRAYLOR,  Secretary. 


DELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

'^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California,  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  16)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  .States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary',  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203 
Bush  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  1 2th  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tlesdav,  the  third  day  of 
December,  187?,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

Ey  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKET!",  Secretary. 

Office — Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


BEAMISH'S 


The  Argonaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  15. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    OCTOBER    ig,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN, 


Translated  for  the  Argonaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  FeuUlet. 


[CONTlNLiED    1-KOM   LAST   N(JHll)EK.| 

A  few  moments  afterward  I  was  asked  to  sing  something. 
My  voice  is  a  mezzo-soprano,  pretty  strong  and  somewhat 
cultivated,  but  I  dislike  to  use  it  in  public.  My  friends  know 
this,  and  as  a  general  thing  do  not  ask  me  to  sing.  How- 
ever, I  went  to  the  piano,  and  began  that  air  from  Norma^ 
"  Casta  Diva."  My  surprise  was  great,  and  my  mortification 
not  less  so,  when  I  noticed  that  Captain  d'Eblis,  after  a  few 
moments,  opened  the  door  of  the  salon  very  softly  and  dis- 
appeared. I  thought  it  a  very  shabby  proceeding,  but  I  did 
not  the  less  continue  to  warble  my  notes  with  that  conscien- 
tious care  with  which  I  do  every  thing.  I  had  just  finished 
in  the  midst  of  murmured  compliments  when  Monsieur 
d'Eblis  returned,  and  coming  up  to  me  said,  pointing  to  a 
window  that  had  been  opened  on  account  of  the  heat  of  the 
evening  : 

"Roger  is  there  on  the  seat  in  the  court-yard.  He  would 
be  exceedingly  grateful  to  you  if  you  would  have  the  kind- 
ness to  sing  that  air  from  Norma  again." 

*'  Very  willingly,"  I  answered,  and  commenced  singing 
with  all  my  heart. 

I  was  well  repaid  for  my  trouble.  Madame  de  Louvercy, 
who  stood  overjoyed  beside  the  window  while  I  sang,  leaned 
over  it  the  instant  I  left  the  piano  and  exchanged  a  few  words 
with  her  son.  Then  she  came  forward,  took  my  hands  in 
hers,  kissed  me,  and  said  with  much  emotion  : 

"  I  thank  you,  for  his  sake  and  for  my  own.  It  is  the  first 
time  for  a  long  period  that  I  have  seen  any  appearance  of 
happiness  in  his  face." 

It  was  a  success  indeed  to  have  drawn  this  savage  from 
his  cave.  I  am  proud  of  it,  and  I  shall  sleep  over  it  the 
sleep  of  the  blessed. 

June  2^th. — For  eight  or  ten  days  I  have  stopped  writing, 
my  scruples  again  overcoming  me.  I  feared  giving  a  reaUty 
to  my  dreams  by  fixing  them  on  these  pages.  I  was  afraid 
of  strengthening  (and  pleasing  myself  in  doing  soj  impres- 
sions which  it  were  better  to  let  vanish  into  thin  air  ;  and  it 
was  my  grandmother,  who  again,  without  knowing  it,  encour- 
aged me  to  follow  my  fatal  inclination,  and  continue  those 
confidential  relations  with  my  locked  book  and  with  myself 

When  I  went  into  her  room  this  morning  to  wish  her  good 
day,  she  kissed  me  with  more  than  usual  tenderness,  and 
then,  holding  one  of  my  hands  in  hers,  she  asked  ; 

"  Have  you  nothing  to  tell  me,  my  child .'' " 

"  I  think  I  have,  grandma." 

"Ah  !     Has  Monsieur  d'Ebhs  been  making  love  to  you?" 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear  grandma,  that  Monsieur  d'Eblis 
has  made  love  to  me,  for  he  did  not  say  a  word  which  in  the 
slightest  degree  appeared  to  be  a  declaration  ;  but  he  seems 
to  like  to  be  near  me.  He  addresses  me  with  a  sort  of  re- 
spect and  confidence,  and  at  times  even  with  a  certain  timid- 
ity of  manner  which  I  do  not  notice  when  he  is  with  others. 
He  addresses  me  as  though  the  matter  was  a  personal  one, 
and  takes  in  the  least  thing  which  I  utter  as  though  my  words 
were  pearls.  If  that  is  what  is  called  making  love  to  a 
woman,  I  really  think  he  has  made  love  to  me  a  little." 

"  I  have  noticed  it,"  said  my  grandmother,  gravely,  "  and 
all  that  does  not  displease  your" 

"No." 

"  No.  Very  naturally;  but  the  house  is  not  on  fire  yet,  is 
it  ?     You  are  not  crazy  about  the  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Crazy  !     No." 

"  He  simply  pleases  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  a  little." 

"  Yes  ?  Well,  me  also.  Listen  to  what  I  have  to  say,  ni)- 
dear  child.  We  did  not  come  here  for  the  purpose  of  look- 
ing for  a  husband;  but  if  we  find  one  here,  it  is  just  as  well 
to  take  him  here  as  anywhere  else.  Isn't  that  so  .''  Only 
understand,  my  dear  httle  one,  that  this  is  an  affair  of  a  most 
serious  nature — one  over  which  we  must  think  twice  before 
deciding.  From  the  moment  that  I  noticed  the  behavior  of 
the  gentleman  I  did  not'wait  three  minutes  before  I  asked 
Madame  de  Louvercy  about  him,  and,  moreover,  I  have 
written  to  Paris  and  informed  myself  thoroughly  as  to  his 
standing.  Well,  all  these  investigations  result  in  the  fact 
that  there  can  be  no  serious  objection  to  him.  Uut  allow 
me  to  say,  child,  that  neither  my  opinion  nor  the  opinions  of 
Others  should  for  one  moment  influence  your  personal  feel- 
ings. There  are  no  serious  objections  to  him,  and  that  is 
all:  family,  reputation,  fortune  even — all  as  they  should  be, 
and  very  suitable.  But,  notwithstanding  all  that,  I  conjure 
you,  ma  thi7-ic^  do  not  yield  Loo  quickly,  too  easily,  to  a  first 
impression.  Take  time  to  consider  it.  1  know  you  well,  my 
child.  If  you  are  not  happy  you  will  be  miserable.  You  are 
of  the  kind  who  do  not  love  twice,  of  the  kind  that  must  not 
deceive  themselves.  When  you  have  opened  youi'  heart  to 
a  tender  sentiment— when  love,  to  speak  clearly,  shall  have 
entered  there — there  he  will  remain;  he  will  seat  himself  on 
a  royal  throne  to  leave  it  only  with  life." 

The  angel  within  me,  as  C^cile  says,  had  for  some  time 
whispered,  though  in  less  benevolent  words,  the  truths  which 
grandma  uttered  aloud.  He  put  me  on  my  guard;  he  warn- 
ed me  that  my  first  would  be  my  only  love,  all-powerful, 
eternal — that  it  must  be  well-chosen,  or  I  should  die  from 
its  effects.  . 
These  ai-e  mere  phrasesj  but  I  believe  them. 


To  love  the  man  who  deserves  all  my  affection,  all  my 
esteem,  and  all  my  respect,  and  to  be  beloved  by  him,  is  my 
dream.  Am  I  really  and  truly  near,  very  near,  its  realiza- 
tion ?     Let  us  see  for  a  moment. 

That  a  man  like  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  of  an  agreeable  and 
imposing  appearance,  refined  manners,  great  merit,  of  an 
heroic,  and  at  the  same  time  amiable  character — that  a  man 
thus  constituted,  and  apparently  almost  perfect,  should  an- 
swer all  the  ambitions  of  a  woman's  heart,  nothing  can  be 
more  simple.  That  a  young  girl  who  feels,  or  believes  that 
she  is  honored  by  the  particular  attentions  of  this  superior 
being,  should  be  flattered  and  touched  by  them — that  she 
should  find  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  her  daily  intercourse  with 
one  possessing  his  soul  and  intellect— that  she  should  feel  a 
secret  pleasure  in  the  thought  of  some  time  e.xchanging  this 
intimacy  of  a  few  days  for  a  union  which  would  last  forever 
— again,  nothing  can  be  more  simple  or  more  natural. 

But  what  appears  to  me,  unfortunately,  to  be  less  natural 
and  certain,  is  that  a  man  like  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  who,  it 
seems  to  me,  can  choose  at  his  pleasure,  throughout  all  the 
world,  a  companion  worthy  of  him,  should  in  so  short  a  time 
become  seriously  attached  to  this  pale  and  romantic  Char- 
lotte. It  is  so  easy  to  believe  what  one  wishes  !  Am  I  not 
deceiving  myself?  Am  I  not  the  dupe  of  a  few  polite  atten- 
tions which  have  been  offered  me  because  they  could  not  be 
offered  elsewhere?  We  are  in  the  country;  one  becomes 
bored,  C^cile  is  seen  surrounded  on  all  sides  and  very  much 
occupied,  and  I  on  the  contrary  am  neglected — that  seems 
unjust,  and  a  few  little  attentions  are  offered  to  me  for  hu- 
manity's sake. 

And  is  that  all  ?  Still,  if  I  mistake  not,  he  is  incapable  of 
disturbing  a  woman's  peace  for  his  own  amusement.  And 
yet  how  have  I  been  able  to  please  him?  By  what  merits? 
If  I  have  any,  he  can  not  have  discovered  them.  I  do  not 
easily  reveal  my  thoughts  and  feelings,  nor  tell  my  secrets. 
I  have  told  him  nothing  more  than  I  ought  to  tell  about  mat- 
ters of  Uttle  consequence.  I  know  that  I  am  not  wanting  in 
beauty  ;  and  without  doubt,  at  first  sight,  it  is  attractive  even 
to  a  man  like  him.  But  if  that  were  all,  how  many  women 
much  more  beautiful  than  I  am  has  he  not  met  in  his  life  ? 

After  considering  the  matter  well,  I  think  that  my  princi- 
pal virtue  in  his  eyes,  and  thai  which  gains  me  his  sympathy, 
is  the  compassion  I  feel  for  his  friend  Roger.  It  is  quite  ev- 
ident that  friendship  for  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  is  his  dom- 
inant passion,  and  he  can  not  help  liking  all  that  encourages 
it.  From  the  day  of  his  arrival  I  have  unthinkingly  helped 
to  cultivate  this  weakness  ;  and,  as  I  call  things  to  mind,  I 
have  often  had  opportunities  of  touching  this  tender  spot  in 
his  heart.  You  must  know  that  Monsieur  Roger,  thanks  to 
the  kind  influence  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  has  for  several  days 
come  to  our  table.  The  first  time  that  he  consented  to  do 
so  our  surprise  was  very  great,  and  very  great  our  pleasure, 
particularly  that  of  his  mother.  The  poor  woman  was  de- 
lighted. He  had  had  his  hair  cut,  and  had  taken  care  of  his 
dress,  which  he  generally  neglected.  His  handsome,  pale, 
fierce-looking  countenance  brightened  and  softened  little  by 
little  in  our  company,  though  he  became  gloomy  and  drew 
within  himself  the  moment  anything  reminded  him  of  his 
infirmities — for  instance,  whenever  he  needed  assistance  in 
helping  himself  at  table,  and  in  sitting  down  and  rising.  It 
was  in  these  little  things  that  I  found  means  of  showing  him 
the  sincere  commiseration  with  which  he  inspired  me.  After 
dinner  he  generally  remains  for  a  little  while  on  one  of  the 
garden  benches  which  are  just  under  the  basement  windows. 

The  other  evening  Cdcile  and  I,  noticing  that  he  was  not 
comfortably  seated,  made  a  sign  to  each  other.  She  ran  to 
the  salon  for  a  pile  of  cushions,  which  she  passed  out  of  the 
window  to  me.  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  to  whom  I  handed  them, 
tried  to  place  them  so  that  the  arm  and  leg  of  the  wounded 
man  would  rest  upon  them  ;  but  he  went  the  wrong  way  to 
work,  and,  jokingly  scolding  him  for  his  awkwardness,  I  said 
to  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  : 

"Allow  me  to  try  ;"  and  with  a  woman's  tact  soon  adjusted 
the  cushions. 

As  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  was  thanking  me  with  some  dif- 
fidence, Monsieur  d'Ebhs  said  gayly  to  him  :  "  Isn't  she  an 
excellent  nurse,  Roger?" 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  seemed  more  grateful  to  me  for  these  lit- 
tle attentions  than  did  the  one  who  was  more  directly  the  ob- 
ject of  them.  At  such  times  he  regarded  me  with  a  deep, 
pensive,  and,  I  think,  almost  tender  look.  Nevertheless, 
whatever  may  be  his  feelings  for  me,  they  are  only  betrayed 
by  these  slight  evidences  of  his  gratitude,  and  by  the  pleas- 
ure with  which  he  appears  to  seek  my  presence  and  make 
himself  agreeable  to  me. 

Is  this  sufficient,  mon  Dieti.,  to  render  it  wise  for  me  to  open 
my  heart,  and  nourish  in  it  a  predilection  which  to-day  is  only 
a  passing  reverie,  but  which  to-morrow,  if  1  am  led  away  by 
it,  may  become  an  everlasting  passion  ? 

July  ^th. — This  morning,  after  an  almost  sleepless  night, 
I  arose  with  the  dawm — that  is  at  seven — intending  to  do 
something  extraordinary.  Taking  under  my  arm  my  pre- 
cious locked  book,  and  in  one  hand  my  parasol,  and  in  the 
other  my  bamboo  case  which  holds  my  writing  materials,  I 
passed  quietly  out  of  the  North  Tower  by  its  southern  door. 
Fronting  the  door  is  a  long  avenue,  at  the  left  of  which  is  a 
winding  way.  At  the  end  of  the  way  there  is  a  grove,  and  in 
the  grove  a  statue  of  Flora,  Ceres,  or  Pomona,  with  a  rustic 
table  and  three  chairs.  A  charming  spot,  particularly  on  a 
beautiful  morning  like  this  !     A  religious  half-light  i-eigns 


there ;  the  branches  of  the  trees  fall  over  and  cross  each 
other,  forming  as  it  were  a  thick  lattice,  through  which  it  is 
difficult  to  make  out  a  few  patches  of  blue  sky.  The  sun 
casts  here  and  there  on  the  sand,  on  the  chairs,  and  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  goddess,  a  few  luminous  bands — a  few  rays 
which  seem  stained  by  the  colored  glass  of  a  church  window. 
A  delicate  odor  of  orange  blossoms  passes  off  with  the  dew 
from  clusters  of  white  acacias  ;  and  to  finish  all,  one  hears 
from  the  ravine,  which  one  can  not  see,  the  musical  gurgling 
of  the  little  brook  that  feeds  the  swan's  pond  and  then  passes 
away,  one  does  not  know  where. 

Neither  does  one  know  how  the  idea  came  into  the  head  of 
Mademoiselle  Charlotte  d'Erra  to  choose  this  delicious  spot 
in  which  to  write  what  happened  last  evening.  Perhaps  she 
wished  to  richly  frame  with  gold  and  with  flowers  a  simple 
episode  in  the  life  of  a  young  girl,  which  might  become — if 
God  in  his  goodness  were  willing — the  first  page  in  the  life 
of  a  young  wife. 

After  dinner  yesterday,  we  were,  as  is  our  daily  custom, 
bpread  over  the  court-yard  of  the  chateau,  breathing  the  fresh 
evening  air  mixed  with  the  perfume  of  roses  and  cigars. 
Monsieur  de  Louvercy  was  smoking  as  he  reclined  on  his 
favorite  bench  in  the  midst  of  the  cushions  we  had  heaped 
about  him.  Cecile,  always  as  unsteady  as  a  star,  all  at  once 
conceived  the  unfortunate  idea  of  playing  with  the  crutch  of 
her  cousin.  At  first  she  examined  it  timidly  ;  then,  taking 
it  up,  she  brought  it  to  her  shoulder  as  though  it  were  a 
gun.  Her  father  has  just  sent  her  a  small  one,  with  which 
she  proposes  to  kill  all  the  rabbits  and  squirrels  in  the  park. 
In  the  meanwhile  she  went  through  the  exercises  with  the 
crutch,  taking  careful  aim  with  it  at  imaginary  rabbits,  rep- 
resented by  Messieurs  Henri  and  Ren^  de  Valnesse.  I 
noticed  that  Monsieur  Roger  was  scowling  and  Captain 
d'Eblis  biting  his  moustache.  I  cast  my  sternest  looks  at 
Cdcile,  but  had  my  trouble  for  my  pains.  Encouraged  by 
the  enthusiastic  admiration  of  her  two  lovers,  she  cruelly  ag- 
gravated the  folly  of  her  action  by  placing  the  crutch  under 
her  arm  and  trj'ing  to  walk  with  it,  with  one  foot  in  the  air 
as  her  poor  lame  cousin  does.  She  took  a  few  steps  in  the 
court-yard  in  this  way  with  a  very  serious  air  and  without 
the  slightest  thought  of  wrong,  simply  to  see,  as  she  said,  if 
it  were  very  difficult.  Monsieur  Roger  pretended,  to  smile, 
but  I  could  see  a  frown  on  his  brow.  Perceiving  it,  I  was 
going  to  Ce'cile  to  warn  her,  when  Monsieur  d'Eblis  stepped 
before  me.  He  went  quickly  up  to  her,  and  said  in  a  low 
tone,  but  with  much  vivacity  of  manner,  a  few  words  which 
I  did  not  hear.     But  I  heard  Cecile  answer  him  perfectly  : 

"  Always  reproofs." 

"  This,  I  think,  is  well  merited,"  said  Monsieur  d'Eblis. 

She  seemed  taken  aback,  as  though  hesitating  a  moment 
between  her  devil  and  her  angel  ;  then  returning  with  quick 
steps  toward  the  house,  she  gently  rested  the  crutch  against 
the  bench,  and  breaking  off  from  the  trellis  which  goes  over 
the  window  a  sprig  of  jessamine,  she  began  to  put  it  in 
Monsieur  de  Louvercy's  button-hole. 

"  Let  me  decorate  you,  cousin,"  said  she. 

Monsieur  Roger  snatched  the  flower  from  her  hand  and 
threw  it  on  the  sand. 

"  You  are  crazy,"  said  he.  Rising  immediately,  he  bowed 
slightly  to  me,  and  went  in. 

As  soon  as  he  disappeared,  Cecile  clasped  her  hands,  and, 
raising  her  shoulders,  exclaimed  ; 

"  There  are  times  when  I  could  kill  myself." 

Then  sinking  upon  the  bench,  she  hid  her  face  in  her 
hand  and  began  to  sob.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  gave  me  a  look 
and  a  smile  ;  then  stooping  over  toward  Cecile,  he  said  : 

"  Come,  mademoiselle,  your  grief  is  excessive  for  so  small 
an  affair — mere  child's  play.  Well,  what  do  you  say,"  ad- 
ded he,  as  he  picked  up  the  sprig  of  jessamine  ;  "  are  you 
willing  that  I  should  take  your  poor  little  flower  to  him?" 

Still  weeping,  she  made  a  sign  that  she  wished  he  would  ; 
then  raising  her  head  a  little,  and  smiling  at  Monsieur 
d'Eblis  through  her  tears,  she  said  : 

"  You  are  always  a  father  to  me.' 

We  walked  a  little  distance  a^vay  to  allow  her  to  recover 
herself  All  the  guests  of  Madame  de  Louvercy  walked  up 
and  down  in  groups,  chatting  in  undertones  as  though  pen- 
etrated with  the  beauty  of  the  night.  It  was  mild  and  ver>' 
beautiful.  A  moon  of  dazzling  brightness  filled  the  vast 
court-yard  with  its  limpid  light ;  the  water  in  the  basin  was 
like  a  sheet  of  silver,  in  the  middle  of  which  the  two  large 
swans  slept  immovably  in  their  snowy  whiteness.  Exchang- 
ing with  each  other  words  of  little  import.  Monsieur  d'Eblis 
and  I  went  and  came  between  the  end  of  the  basin  and  the 
first  trees  of  the  avenue,  whose  arches  in  the  midst  of  this 
light  were  as  dark  as  a  cathedral  at  midnight.  After  some 
moments  of  silence,  I  remarked  to  him  that  so  quiet  and 
peaceful  a  scene  must  form  a  striking  contrast  to  his  souve- 
nirs of  the  war.     He  stopped,  and  said  : 

"  Mademoiselle,  have  you  the  gift  of  second  sight?" 

"I  have  hardly  the  gift  of  first  sight,"  said  I,  laughing, 
"for  I  am  very  near-sighted.  But  why  do  you  ask  me  that 
question  ?" 

"  Because  at  that  ver)'  moment  my  memory  brought  back 
a  scene  of  my  militar>'  life — on  a  night  like  this,  less  mild, 
but  quite  as  peaceful." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  about  it  ?" 

He  paused,  sighed,  and  then  bowed  slightly  : 

"Oh,  wcv/  /?/(■;/,  yes,"  said  he.     "I  was  then  ]v'^\  ^' 
Metz.    On  the  night  of  which  I  speak  I  was  charue 
some  orders,  the  meaning  of  which  appeared  '.mi 
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I  was  more  particularly  ordered  to  stop  the  march  of  one  of 
our  regiments,  the  number  of  which  I  have  forgotten.  I  had 
caught  up  with  it,  and  stopped  it  in  fact,  and  was  about  to  go 
on.  I  was  only  waiting  to  let  my  horse  bloiv  a  little.  We 
w«re  at  the  time  in  a  plain  near  a  village  called  Colombey,  I 
think.  The  awful  storms  which  marked  those  unlucky  days 
had  ceased  for  a  few  hours  ;  a  calm  looking  moon  was  re- 
flected in  the  ponds  of  water  which  covered  the  fields  in 
every  direction.  The  imagination  brings  strange  things  to- 
gether. There  is  certainly  but  little  in  common  between  the 
pleasing  order  of  everything  which  surrounds  us  here  and 
those  desolate  swamps  ;  yet  that  moonlight  on  the  water  re- 
minded mc  of  them  just  now,  and  those  beautiful  swans  which 
are  sleeping  there  made  me  think  of  my  escort  of  dragoons, 
as  motionless  as  they  in  their  long  white  cloaks.  The  reg- 
iment, wailing  further  instructions,  kept  its  ranks.  They 
had  lighted  a  large  H-.'i'inu  fire,  around  which  some  officers 
were  conversing  in  a  low  voice  and  w  iih'verj-  sad  looks.  Ku- 
mors  of  a  capitulation  h.ad  circul.ited  through  the  camps  ever 
since  the  previous  day.  The  Colonel,  who  was  a  man  in  his 
prime,  with  moustaches  just  turning  gray,  was  walking  up 
and  down  alone,  at  a  little  distance  apart  from  the  others, 
crumpling  in  his  hands  the  order  which  I  had  brought  him. 
All  at  once  he  approached  me  and  seized  my  arm  :  '  Cap- 
tain, said  he,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  who  wishes  mortally  to 
provoke  another,  'two  words,  if  you  please.  Vou  come  from 
headquarters — you  ought  to  know  more  than  I  do — this  is  the 
end,  is  it  not?' 

"  ■  They  say  so,  Colonel,  and  I  believe  it.' 

'"You  believe  it.'    How  can  you  believe  a  thing  like  that." 

"  He  let  go  my  arm  with  a  jerk,  took  a  few  steps,  and,  com- 
ing roughly  up  to  me  again,  he  Ipoked  me  in  the  eyes  : 

"  *  Prisoners  then .' ' 

" '  Colonel,  I  fear  it.' 

"  There  was  another  pause,  and  he  remained  some  time 
facing  me  in  .in  attitude  of  profound  reflection  ;  then,  raising 
his  head,  he  asked,  with  e.xtraordinar)'  emotion  in  his  voice  : 

"'And  the  flags.'' 

" '  I  don't  know.  Colonel.' 

"'.Ah!     You  don't  know?' 

"  He  left  me  again,  and  walked  aside  for  five  or  si.x  min- 
utes ;  then,  advancing  to  the  front  of  his  men,  he  said,  in  a 
tone  of  command : 

"'The  flag!' 

"  The  subordinate  officer  who  bore  the  flag  stepped  out  of 
the  ranks.  The  Colonel  seized  the  staflT  with  one  hand,  and 
raising  the  other  toward  the  corps  of  drummers,  '  Beat  the 
roll ! '  ordered  he.    The  drums  beat. 

"  The  Colonel  had  drawn  near  the  fire,  carrjing  the  flag  on 
high.  He  placed  the  stafl'on  the  ground,  looked  around  the 
circle  of  officers,  and  uncovered  his  head.  They  immedi- 
ately followed  his  example,  and  the  attentive  troop  of  sol- 
diers kept  a  death-like  silence.  He  hesitated  for  a  moment, 
and  I  could  see  his  lips  tremble,  and  his  eyes  cling  with  an 
expression  full  of  anguish  to  those  glorious  shreds  of  tattered 
silk — sad  emblem  of  his  countr)-.  Finally,  he  was  decided  ; 
and  bending  a  knee,  gently  embedded  the  eagle  in  the  burn- 
ing brands.  .\  more  vivid  flame  shot  up  suddenly,  and 
clealy  lightened  the  pale  faces  of  the  officers,  some  of  whom 
were  weeping. 

" '  Beat  the  roll  I '  ordered  the  Colonel,  and  for  the  second 
time  the  lugubrious  roll  of  drums  soaked  with  rain  resound- 
ed through  the  air. 

"  He  put  on  his  kepi  and  came  toward  me  :  '  Captain,' 
said  he,  in  a  stem  voice,  '  when  you  arrive  down  there,  don't 
have  any  scruples — not  one — about  telling  what  you  have 
seen.     I  salute  you  ! ' 

" '  Colonel,'  said  1 , '  will  you  let  me  embrace  you  ? ' 

"  He  drew  me  violently  to  his  breast,  and  almost  stopped 
my  breath  as  he  pressed  me. 

"  '  Ah.  my  poor  child  ! '  murmured  he,  '  my  poor  child  ! ' " 

At  this  part  of  his  story.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  turned  away 
from  me,  and  I  heard  a  kind  of  sob.  I  could  not  help  oflTer- 
ing  my  hand  to  him.  He  seemed  astonished,  took  it,  and 
pressed  it  ver)-  hard,  saying  : 

"  You  understand  all  that  one  must  suffer  at  such  mo- 
ments, don't  you  ? " 

"  Yes.''  And  as  I  attempted  to  withdraw  my  hand,  he  re- 
tained it  gently. 

"  If  any  thing  in  the  world,"  added  he,  "could  make  one 
forget  them,  it  would  be  a  moment  like  this." 

I  did  not  answer,  and  he  gave  me  up  my  hand.  After 
taking  a  few  steps  in  silence,  I  said  : 

"  Let  us  go." 

"  Well,  any  thing  that  you  wish." 

And  we  went  in. 

Nothing  more.  But  from  so  reserved,  so  true  a  man,  is  it 
not  much,  is  it  not  ever)-  thing  ?  His  words,  when  I  recall 
them,  when  I  read  them,  seem  almost  insignificant  ;  but  the 
expression  he  put  in  them,  so  deep,  so  tender,  so  penetrating 
—was  it  not  that  of  a  heart  which  offers,  devotes,  consecrates 
itself?  I  think  so  truly.  And  to  judge  by  myself,  one  such 
moment,  one  single  instant  on  which  two  souls  are  brought 
together  and  unite  so  closely,  is  sufficient  to  make  them  be- 
long to  each  other  on  earth,  and  in  heaven,  and  forever.  Oh, 
I  beseech  Thee,  my  God,  let  me  not  deceive  myself ! 

yuh  ijl/i. — For  several  days  I  have  not  had  the  courage 
to  take  my  pen'in  hand.  1  do  not  know  what  has  happened. 
I  do  not  know  what  wicked  gL-nius  has  touched  the  chateau 
with  his  wand,  cast  a  gloom  over  all  our  spirits,  embittered 
all  our  tempers,  and  changed  all  hearts — except  mine,  alas  ! 

The  first  symptoms  of  this  disturbance  became  manifest  on 
the  very  evening  that  so  happy  an  impression  had  been  left 
on  my  mind,  and  t  fear  so  deceptive  a  one.  When  1  rejoined 
Cecile  under  the  parlor  windows  after  separating  from  Mon- 
sieur d'Eblis.  1  thought  she  seemed  angry  with  me,  and  1 
asked  her  the  reason.  As  usual,  I  had  to  beg  her  for  some 
time  to  get  her  to  tell  me,  and  then,  as  1  insisted,  she  drew 
me  under  the  lilacs,  and  told  me  very  seriously,-and  with  a 
bitterness  quite  unusual  from  her  mouth,  that  I  was  a  bad 
friend,  that  1  completely  neglected  her  interests  and  betrayed 
her  confidence,  that  I  was  amusing  myself  she  did  not  know 
how,  while  she  was  hanging  suspended  in  the  air  between 
her  two  admirers  in  a  horribly  painful  and  even  ridiculous 
situation.  My  head  bent  under  the  storm,  acknowledging 
to  myself  that  1  did  somewhat  deserve  the  reproaches,  and 
iliat  for  some  time  1  had  been  more  preoccupied  with  my 
•v.ni  interests  than  with  hers,  1  calmed  her  as  well  as  I 
.:ould,  pretending  that  it  was  so  difficult  to  choose,  and 


promising  to  have  a  conversation  with  her  ver>'  soon,  and 
tr>*  to  come  to  some  decision. 

I  It  seems  that  at  that  very  moment  a  much  more  serious 
quarrel  was  taking  place  between  Captain  d'Eblis  and  Mon- 
'  sieur  de  Louvercy,  and  no  one  could  tell  on  what  account. 
I  merely  learned  from  Madame  de  Chagrcs  that  Monsieur 
de  Louvercy,  w-ho  had  gone  in  immediately  after  the  little 
scene  with  Cdcile,  soon  after  returned  to  the  court-yard:  that 
he  had  accosted  Monsieur  d'Eblis  the  moment  1  left  him; 
and  that  they  had  talked  together  under  the  shadow  of  the 
gloomy  arch  of  the  avenue.  There  they  had  heard  them 
converse  in  a  most  excited  manner.  >ladame  de  Chagres 
said  that  the  voice  of  Monsieur  dc  Louvercy  gave  evidence 
either  of  anger  or  of  a  most  distracting  grief.  They  were  af- 
terward seen  to  cross  the  court-yard  in  silence,  .Monsieur 
d'Eblis  sustaining  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  who  seemed  to 
walk  with  more  difficulty  than  usual.  A  little  while  after- 
ward Madame  dc  Louvercy  was  sent  for.  Her  son,  they 
said,  had  a  severe  nervous  attack,  .\fter  this  accident  three 
or  four  days  elapsed  without  his  appearing  among  us. 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  also  kept  much  away  from  us  during  the 
same  intenal.  He  was  closeted  all  day  with  his  friend,  or 
drove  over  the  fields  with  him,  and  we  saw  them  only  at 
meal  times.  He  was  remarkably  sad  and  quiet,  his  manner 
toward  me  embarrassed,  and  his  words  unusually  cold,  and 
one  would  say  affected.  If  it  were  possible  for  me  to  think 
that  1  had  been  in  question  in  this  quarrel  with  Monsieur 
Roger,  and  that  the  latter  had  slandered  me,  I  should  be- 
lieve it.  But  that  supposition  is  inadmissible.  Whatever 
may  have  been  the  cause  of  their  disagreement,  no  trace  of 
it  now  remains  between  them.  Their  friendship  seems 
stronger  than  ever ;  one  would  say  that  it  has  become 
strengthened  by  some  new  bond.  This  feature  is  more  ap- 
parent in  Monsieur  Roger's  manner,  whose  conduct  toward 
Monsieur  d'Eblis  gives  evidence  of  a  certain  penitence  of 
feeling,  as  though  he  had  done  something  which  he  wanted 
forgiven.  It  is  clear  that  the  wrong  is  on  his  side.  But 
what  wrong  ? 

Madame  de  Louvercy  knows,  apparently,  for  she  is  more 
thoughtful  than  usual.  From  contact,  doubtless,  my  grand- 
mother seems  preoccupied,  and  the  Messieurs  de  Valnesse 
themselves,  as  well  as  their  sister,  seem  to  be  dreaming  in 
comers. 

As  for  me,  I  will  not  dwell  on  what  I  experience.  1  was 
soaring  through  the  heavens  among  the  stars  ;  suddenly  my 
wings  were  clipped,  and  I  fell  heavily  to  the  earth.  That  is 
all.  I  am  forcing  myself  to  forget  the  blissful  illusion  of  a 
moment,  but  1  can  not — I  never  shall  be  able  to,  I  fear. 

yiilv  23d. — Have  I  not  perhaps  too  soon  yielded  to  a  feel- 
ing of  despiir?  It  seems  to  me  now,  that  after  that  unac- 
countable disturbance  everything  has  retuned  to  its  accus- 
tomed order.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  did  certainly  suffer  from  a 
severe  shock  which  at  first  overcame  ever\  other  feeling  in 
him,  and  which  he  had  great  difficulty  in  getting  rid  of.  But 
he  has  driven  away  the  cloud  little  by  little,  and  seems  now 
to  be  entirely  free  from  it.  He  has  also  resumed  his  old 
habit  of  chatting  pleasantly  and  confidingly  to  me,  but  not 
without  a  certain  sadness  and  constraint  of  manner.  L'nder 
his  seriousness,  however,  he  possesses  a  fund  of  humor  which 
Cecile  in  particular  has  the  power  of  exciting.  That  charm- 
ing, honest,  fantastic,  crazy  character  interests  and  amuses 
him.  While  blaming,  he  likes  those  capricious  and  cunning 
ways,  a  mixture  of  the  graceful  and  grotesque,  which  she  is 
so  full  of  Yesterday  morning,  for  instanee,  she  resolved  to 
tr)'  her  skill  with  a  gun  in  a  wood  beyond  the  park.  We  all 
accompanied  her.  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  in  his  quality  of  soldier, 
was  asked  to  preside  over  this  dangerous  expedition.  The 
rabbits  ran  about  the  wood  like  mice  in  a  garret,  but  it  is 
unnecessary  to  say  that  Cecile  killed  none.  She  came  near 
laming  the  Messieurs  de  \*alnesse,  however,  who  had  to 
jump  behind  a  tree  whenever  she  took  aim. 

As  we  were  returning  gayly  from  this  fruitless  campaign, 
following  a  road  opening  through  the  wood,  Cecile  all  at 
once  spied  in  the  very  middle  of  it,  just  before  a  green  gate, 
one  of  those  brown  stone  pitchers  used  for  milking. 

"  Do  look,"  said  she:  "  there  is  a  pitcher  down  there  walk- 
ing along  all  by  itself 

Put  out  by  her  want  of  success  with  the  rabbits,  she  con- 
ceived the  bright  idea  of  taking  her  revenge  upon  this  un- 
fortunate pitcher.  Quickly  bringing  the  gun  to  her  shoulder 
she  fired. 

"  I  did  hit  it,"  cried  she,  and  there  in  fact  lay  the  pitcher 
smashed  to  pieces,  while  a  stream  of  milk  was  trickling  all 
over  the  ground.  At  the  same  moment  the  milkmaid,  not  at 
first  seen  because  she  was  busy  shutting  the  gate,  appeared 
suddenly  in  the  road-  She  was  a  little  countr)'  girl  of  about 
ten  years  of  age,  whose  flaxen  hair  was  partly  hidden  by  a 
cap.  When  she  perceived  the  wreck  of  her  pitcher,  the  poor 
child  threw  up  her  arms  in  great  consternation.  She  seem- 
ed stunned  for  a  moment,  and  then  burst  into  tears,  saying 
that  her  mother  would  beat  her,  she  was  sure. 

"  No,  no  !  Don't  be  alarmed,'  cried  Cecile.  "  I'll  pay  for 
the  milk." 

While  speaking  she  ran  forward,  and  noticing  that  the 
bottom  of  the  pitcher  still  held  a  considerable  quantity  of  it, 
she  exclaimed:  "  How  lucky,  for  1  am  as  thirsty  as  a  wolf," 
and  putting  her  lips  down  drank  with  zest.  Then  stopping 
to  take  breath,  and  noticing  the  admiration  with  which  we 
all  regarded  her,  for  she  was  really  charming  with  her  bit  of 
pitcher  in  hand  and  ever)'  dimple  smiling,  she  cried  out, 
"  A  'Greuze  !'"  and  then  began  to  drink  again.  After  she  had 
had  enough,  there  still  remained  some  milk  in  the  broken 
pitcher. 

"  Who  will  have  some  ? "  asked  she.  Monsieur  de  Val- 
nesse, the  brun.,  seized  the  pitcher  with  avidity  and  moist- 
ened'his  lips. 

"  It  is  worth  twenty  francs,"  said  Cdcile. 

The  young  man  laughed,  drew  forth  ■  his  purse  and  gave 
her  a  louis.  Monsieur  de  Valnesse,  the  blond,  drank  in  his 
tum. 

"Twenty  francs,"  repeated  Cicile.  "  Now  it's  your  tum, 
Captain,"  said  she  to  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  but  he  did  not  take 
it. 

"  Mine,  .Mademoiselle?"  asked  he.  "I  don't  like  milk, 
but  here  are  my  twenty  francs.' 

ICO.'iTIKLEO   IS    VEXT   Nl'MBEK.] 


HOBSON'S  EXCURSION, 


Characters  never  change:  opinions  alter,  characters  are 
only  developed. 


tin  Wednesday  last  Mrs.  Clarissa  Hobson  entered  a  suit 
in  the  District  Court  of  Alameda  County  against  John  Hob- 
son. 

On  the  same  day  and  afternoon  John  Hobson  entered  a 
similar  suit  in  the  County  of  San  Francisco  against  Clarissa 
Hobson. 

.Mrs.  Hobson's  complaint  and  affidavit  charged  desertion. 
So  did  Mr.  Hobson's. 

The  chain  of  circumstances  which  led  to  this  sudden  dis- 
position to  separate,  after  a  blissful  wedded  existence  of 
thirty  years,  is  certainly  worthy  of  being  described.  In  my 
humble  opinion  half  the  suits  for  divorce  entered  in  San 
Francisco  have  their  origin  as  did  this  one  of  Hobson  t'j'. 
Hobson  and  the  other  of  similar  name  and  title. 

On  Saturday  last  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hobson  sold  out  their  ten 
shares  of  Gould  &  Curry,  which  had  been  purchased  at  low 
quotations,  and  feeling  a  trifle  elated  over  the  realization  of 
money  acquired  without  any  special  mental  or  physical  en- 
deavor, determined  to  take  a  little  run  from  San  Francisco 
across  the  bay,  and  concluded  that  a  private  excursion  to  ( 
San  Leandro  would  fill  the  bill. 

They  were  informed  by  the  clerk  at  the  Palace  Hotel  that 
the  boat  connecting  with  the  San  Leandro  train  started  at 
three  o'clock  P.  .\i.,  and  returned  promptly  at  five  the  same 
afternoon. 

Hobson  was  particularly  anxious  to  go  and  retum  that 
day,  so  as  to  not  miss  a  meal  at  the  Palace,  where  he  was 
paying  his  board  by  the  week. 

Crossing  the  ferr)'  they  got  on  the  train  at  Oakland  Point, 
and  were  quickly  whirled  up  to  Alameda,  where  they  got  off 
and  looked  about  them.     It  was  evidently  not  San  Leandro. 

Hobson  prowled  about  the  place  to  find  some  one  who 
could  tell  him  the  next  move  to  make,  leaving  his  wife  on 
the  platform. 

Presently  he  was  accosted  by  a  flash  female  whom  he  had 
noticed  had  sat  behind  him  all  the  way. 

She  said  she  was  anxious  to  reach  San  Leandro.  Dobson 
said  he  was  bound  for  that  same  point,  at  which  the  woman 
remarked  that  she  would  keep  him  in  sight. 

Then  Hobson  and  his  wife  jumped  into  a  sort  of  open 
omnibus,  followed  by  the  strange  women,  and  were  taken 
across  a  sort  of  bridge  to  Oakland. 

Then  they  took  a  car  and  went  to  Brooklyn.  Here  was  a 
delay  of  half  an  hour.  One  of  the  employees  of  the  road, 
who  is  paid  $30  per  month  to  mislead  travelers,  said  that  the 
cars  would  start  soon  ;  but  the  conductor,  who  is  paid  $100 
a  month  to  complete  the  work  begun  by  the  underling,  sent 
Hobson  and  wife  across  the  country  to  catch  the  horse-car. 

The  strange  woman  followed,  and  presently  began  to  at- 
tract the  attention  of  Mrs.  Hobson. 

"  Who  is  the  woman  who  follows  us  so  close  ? " 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear  ;  never  saw  her  before." 

Here  the  woman  overtook  Hobson,  and  remarked  : 

"  I  thought  you  said  you  were  going  to  take  me  to  San 
Leandro  ? " 

A  hack  was  passing.     Mrs.  Hobson  hailed  it  and  got  in. 

"  I  see  I  am  in  the  way,  Mr.  Hobson,"  she  said  airily. 
"If  you  are  going  about  the  country  making  assignations 
with  such  creatures,  pray  don't  take  me  along  as  a  blind. 
Drive  to  the  Grand  Central  immediately,  Mr.  Driver,  imme- 
diately .' " 

She  slammed  the  door,  the  hack  started,  and  left  Hobson 
and  the  strange  woman  staring  first  at  each  other  and  then 
at  the  departing  hack. 

As  a  matter  of  course  the  hackman  drove  Mrs.  Hobson  to 
the  Grand  Central  ?  No,  to  Tubbs',  where  she  leamed  that 
the  driver  could  not  speak  the  English  language. 

Mrs.  Hobson  now  got  on  a  horse  car  to  go  to  Oakland  Sta- 
tion. It  took  her,  however,  the  wrong  way,  and  she  rnet  a 
car  containing  Hobson  going  the  other  way.  She  saw  Hob- 
son and  the  woman,  who  was  still  determined  to  make  the 
unfortunate  man  her  guide. 

Reaching  the  terminus  Mrs.  Hobson  took  the  back  track 
for  Oakland.  Being  alone  in  the  car  she  gave  herself  up  to 
her  own  gloomy  reflections. 

At  nightfall  the  driver  reached  a  stable,  where  he  put  up 
his  horses,  saying  he  went  no  further  that  day. 

The  stars  came  out  one  by  one,  and  the  melody  of  the 
vocal  frog  filled  the  damp  air.  She  now  began  to  feel  that 
she  was  alone. 

The  driver  next  ran  the  car  into  a  sort  of  stable,  which 
caused  .Mrs.  Hobson  to  vacate  the  place  and  set  out  on  foot. 

Alone  in  the  trackless  wastes  of  Alameda.  She  knelt  down 
to  pray.     Let  us  leave  her  struggling  with  Providence. 

Meanwhile  Dobson,  after  tiring  himself  out  chasing  the 
hack,  started  for  San  Francisco,  where  he  expected  to  meet 
his  wife,  and  arrived  in  due  form  at  Lathrop,  San  Antonio, 
.\lameda,  Newark,  Petersville,  Oakland  Station,  Oakland 
Point,  Elm  Cottage,  and  seven  other  points  not  on  the  map. 

The  woman  who  was  the  cause  of  his  sufferings  stuck  to 
him  all  the  way,  and  would  not  be  shaken  off.  She  was  out 
of  money,  and  Hobson  was  obliged  to  buy  all  the  tickets. 

He  finally  purchased  a  ticket  to  Sacramento,  and  she  said 
she  guessed  it  would  be  easier  to  reach  it  than  to  get  to  any 
place  in  Alameda  County.     Exit  flash  woman. 

Dobson  reached  the  Palace  next  day,  and  did  not  find  his 
wife.  Concluding  she  had  eloped  with  the  hackman  who 
drove  her  off  he  entered  a  suit  for  divorce. 

As  soon  as  .Mrs.  Hobson  could  find  a  law)'er  she  did  the 
same. 

The  time-tables,  schedules,  railroad  maps,  and  tickets  pur- 
chased by  Hobson  and  Mrs  Hobson,  will  be  introduced  as 
evidence  to  show  the  whereabouTs  of  the  two  parties.  Hob- 
son will  of  course  see  all  in  a  different  light  before  the  trial 
is  half  over.     So  will  Mrs.  Hobson. 

Then  he  will  sue  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company 
for  conspiring  to  cause  him  to  travel  nine  times  o\'er  their 
road  when  he  only  feels  inclined  to  travel  once. 

The  brakemen,  conductors,  ticket  agents,  and  switch  tend- 
ers will  be  criminally  prosecuted  as  accessories. 

An  impartial  jury  will  give  him  a  verdict  for  a  million 
damages,  and  the  Hobsons  will  start  again  in  the  world. 

S.\N'  Francisco,  October,  1878.  S.^m  D.wis. 


Our  ideas,  like  pictures,  are  made  up  of  lights  and  shad- 
ows.—7««&>/. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES. 


By  Little  Johnny. 


Our  Tiny  Contributor  7-clates  certain  Fish  Stories  and  En- 
deavors to  Oblige  a  distant  Correspondent, 


One  day  ole  Gaffer  Peters  cum  to  our  hous  with  his  fishn 
pole  and  sum  werms,  and  he  sed  to  Uncle  Ned  :  "  Ederd  les 
go  a  fishn." 

But  Uncle  Ned,  wich^thot  it  was  Sundy,[he  sed  no,  cos 
that  wude  be  whicked. 

Then  Gaffer  was  a  stonish,  and  he  sed  :  "  Wot  do  you 
mean?     It  aint  Sundy,  cos  its  Mundy." 

Uncle  Ned  he  thot  a  wile,  reel  a  shamed,  and  then  he  sed  : 
"  I  kano  that  wel  a  noughf,  Gaffer,  but  to  a  man  wich  has 
ben  in  Injy,  and  evr>'  were,  it  is  jest  the  same  thing,  cos 
Mundy  is  the  Sabth  of  the  Galoots,  and  mebby  thay  is  right, 
I  wont  take  the  chances." 

But  Gaffer  he  sed  :  "  I  aint  got  no  respeck  for  the  relidg- 
ous  scroopils  of  them  hethens  in  their  blindness  wich  bows 
down  to  wooden  stone,  but  if  you  are  one  of  em  lie  go  a 
fishin  ol  alone  by  my  own  sellef." 

After  a  wile  Uncle  Ned  he  wocked  out  to  were  Gaffer  he 
was  a  fishin,  but  he  had  went  to  sleep  with  his  fish  line  in  the 
woter,  but  he  had  cot  some  and  they  was  in  a  basket.  Uncle 
Ned  he  cum  to  the  house  and  got  sum  dride  herrins  and  he 
took  ole  Gaflfers  fish  away  and  put  the  dride  herrins  in  the 
basket  and  one  on  the  hook  too,  and  cum  a  way.  Bimeby  I 
seen  Gaffer  cumin  back,  and  Uncle  Ned  he  put  on  his  sto- 
pipe  hat  and  his  Sundy  gluves  and  went  out  to  meet  Gaffer, 
and  fore  Gaffer  cude  speek  a  word  Uncle  Ned  he  sed  :  "Wy, 
Gaffer,  you  ben  fishin  agin  ?  If  you  haint  any  spect  for  the 
lidgious  faith  of  the  Galoots  I  think  you  ot  to  hav  for  our 
own  Sabath." 

Gaffer  he  got  wite  like  a  sheet,  and  tride  for  to  say  sum 
thing,  but  he  cudent  cos  he  was  trembly.  Then  Uncle  Ned 
he  sed  a  nother  time  :  "  I  shude  think  a  feller  wich  fishes  on 
the  Sabath,  sted  of  goin  to  church,  like  Ime  a  goin  now, 
wude  be  struck  senseless  for  a  week,  and  his  fishes  wude  dry 
up,  and  mebby  bio  a  way.  Thats  how  it  wude  be  if  you  was 
a  Galoot,  but  I  gess  our  Provdence  aint  so  strick  bout  them 
things  as  the  wooden  stone  feller." 

Then  ole  Gaffer,  which  was  witer  and  witer  evr)-  minit,  an 
more  trembly,  he  sed:  "  No,  nothing  of  that  kine  has  hap- 
pen to  me,  but  I  jest  ben  up  to  Sackermento  for  a  fue  days.'' 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  sed  :  "  Cum,  Gaffer,  les  go  to  church 
or  we  will  be  late." 

But  Gaffer  he  coffed  a  little,  and  blode  his  nose,  and  then 
he  sed  :  "  Ederd,  I  gess  I  wont  go  to  meetin  anny  more.  I 
ben  goin  some,  but  that's  cos  I  like  Mister  Pitchel,  thats  the 
preecher,  but  at  hart  I  was  always  a  Galoot." 

But  wen  Gaffer  got  home  and  foun  out  it  was  Mundy  yet, 
and  he  haddent  been  gone  but  jest  2  hours,  he  was  the  hop- 
pinest  mad  ole  man  wich  was  ever  saw  ! 

Jack  Brily,  the  sailer,  wich  wude  be  a  offie  liar  only  he  giv 
me  a  kite,  he  was  tellin  ole  Gaffer  one  day  how  he  was  to 
Virginny  Citty,  and  how  he  set  an  fished  down  a  mine  with 
a  fish  line  20  hundred  feet  long.  Gaffer  he  sed  :  "  Wot  a 
whopper,  I  ben  to  Virginny  Citty  my  ownsef,  and  I  kano  the 
whoter  in  the  mine  is  bilin  hot." 

Then  Jack  he  said  :  "  Thats  wot  makes  it  so  eesy  for  to 
cetch  em,  you  only  got  to  use  ice  creem  for  bate,  them  pore 
fish  is  jest  crazy  for  ice  creem." 

But  Gaffer  he  sed  :  "  Wy,  Jack^Brily,  do  you  think  Ime  a 
idiet,  if  there  was  fish  in  that  woter  they  wud  be  biled ; "  and 
Jack  he  sed  :  "  Thats  jest  it.  Gaffer,  thats  jest  the  idee,  cos  I 
dent  con  sidder  fride  fish  is  fit  for  to  be  et." 

But  gimme  plenty  tatoes,  and  mints  pize,  and  pserves,  and 
sonje  do  nots,  and  mlases,  and  sos,  and  He  take  em  fride 
and  biled  too. 

My  father  he  sed :  "  Johnny,  did  you  ever  hear  a  bout 
Jony  and  the  wale  ?  " 

But  I  sed  :  "  You  cant  fool  me,  you  want  me  to  say  yis, 
and  then  yule  say  taint  so,  cos  twassent  no  wale  at  all,  but 
only  jest  a  fish,  and  wales  aint  fishes." 

Then  my  father  he  sed,  my  father  did,  reel  solium  :  "  No, 
Johnny,  it  was  a  wale,  I  give  you  my  werd  of  onner  it  was  a 
wale,  and  wot  I  wanted  for  to  pint  out  is  that  the  Bible  says 
that  he  was  throde  up  by  the  wale  after  bein  swoUered,  but  it 
stans  to  reason  that  it  wasent  so.  No,  Johnny,  he  must  hav 
be  come  part  of  the  wale,  cos  wen  he  was  shet  up  in  the 
stumach  of  its  belly  the  thot  of  home  an  frens  wude  natuly 
make  him  blubber," 

Then  my  mother  she  spoke  up  an  said  :  "Henr)',"  cos 
that  is  fathers  giv  name,  "  any  one  which  wil  falsf>'  the 
Scripter,  and  put  his  werd  against  a  Bible  truth  for  sech  a 
joke  as  that,  wil  go  were  the  werm  dieth  not." 

But  my  father  he  said  :  "  He  take  along  a  early  bird,  and 
we  wil  have  some  fun  with  that  feller." 

A  man  wich  lives  in  Luzanny  has  rote  to  me,  and  he  says 
the  man  does,  can  I  tel  him  wich  is  the  most  imorl,  men  or 
wimmin  ?  So  I  ast  my  sisters  yung  man,  which  she  got 
married  to;  and  he  sed:  "Wel,  Johnny,  it  de  pens  on  what 
the  fool  means  by  imorl,  if  its  drinkin  wisky,  an  playn  cards, 
and  chune  2  backo,  and  fitin,  and  swarin,  we  can  beat  the 
wimmen  fokes  ol  to  deth  at  that,  but  if  he  means  bein  ol 
night  comin  to  bed  wen  the  mometer  is  ten  degrees  blow 
Nero,  wy  thay  can  giv  us  pints  and  git  a  way  with  the  game 
evry  time." 

Wen  he  had  went  out  I  shode  the  letter  to  my  sister,  and 
ast  her  what  did  the  man  mean  by  bein  immorl,  and  she 
luked  ol  round  the  room  and  then  she  sed;  "  Means  to  enjoy 
hissef,  I  spose,  the  notty  feller  !" 

But  I  sed:  "You  dont  understand,  wot  is  it  for  to  be 
imorl  ?  " 

Then  she  thot  a  wile,  my  sister  did,  and  then  she  looked 
at  her  new  shoes,  and  Billy  he  has  got  sum  new  boots  too, 
with  legs  to  em,  not  like  hern,  and  after  a  wile  she  got  reel 
red  like  beets,  and  she  sed  :  "Johnny,  you  needent  say  any 
thing,  but  1  gess  he  means  kissin." 

But  if  thats  so  the  wimmin  fokes  is  the  most  imoral,  cos 
the  men  dont  kis  no  body  but  jest  them,  but  they  kises  the 
men,  and  their  selfs  too,  but  if  a  uther  boy  wude  kis  me  Ide 
wack  him  on  the  snoot  of  his  nose. 
San  Rafael,  October  i6th. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES. 


The  Tress  of  Hair. 

A  single  strand  of  golden  hair. 

How  comes  it  here  upon  my  shoulder? 
Blown  from  the  head  of  lady  fair, 

Wliere  did  1  meet  or  last  behold  her? 
I'm  certain  that  she  must  be  young. 

And  pretty?  Yes!  But  then  I  wonder 
What  pain  it  was  her  heart  that  urung. 

And  made  her  tear  her  locks  asunder  ? 

'  Only  a  woman's  hair,''  wrote  Swift, 

Form  words  so  tender  and  so  bitter, 
In  each  light  breath  to  sway  and  drift, 

And  in  each  passing  ray  to  glitter. 
Slight  tendrils  of  most  sacred  vines — 

Oh,  think  upon  it,  ye  who  bind  them — 
These  little  threads,  these  slender  lines, 

Will  drag  the  whole  wide  world  behind  them. 

It  isn't  yours,  O  lady  mine, 

Down  from  the  wall  serenely  gazing, 
W^lile  in  my  heart  "that  look  of  thine  " 

The  ghost  of  buried  hopes  is  raising. 
There  may  be  one  would  prize  this  hair 

As  I  the  look  from  those  soft  lashes ; 
There  may  be  one,   I  can't  tell  where. 

And  so  —  I'll  throw  it  in  the  ashes. 

T.  Gray  Ashton,  in  Peterson  s  Magazine. 


In  Praise  of  Sleep. 

There  is  a  Land  where  nightly  I  repair. 
At  whose  dim  gate  I  lay  my  cross  aside. 
Stretch  out  my  arms  toward  Rest  as  toward  a  bride, 

And  am  withal  assuaged.     Ah !   even  there. 

Beyond  fond  hope,  beyond  the  stress  of  prayer. 
Beyond  the  hurt  end  smart  of  wounded  pride. 
With  no  more  hunger  for  sweet  things  denied. 

My  heart  has  rest  and  respite  from  despair. 

0  Land  of  mystic  shapes  and  languid  pleasure  ! 
Waste  field  of  poppy,  without  track  it  seems  ; 
O  scentless  lilies,  by  the  voiceless  streams 

Where  come  my  ghosts  and  dance  a  silent  measure. 

Hold  my  lost  joy  now  only  in  dear  dreams  ; 
Give  back  to  me,  sometimes,  my  buried  treasure. 

1  have  no  heart  in  me  for  Love's  delight. 

How  sweet  the  summer  was.     I  know  its  spell. 

Who  care  not  now  what  stars  may  have  to  tell. 
For  me  the  day  is  void,  and  void  the  night. 
Upon  her  dim  and  inaccessible  height 

Fame  stands  above  me,  robed  and  crowned.    Ah,  well, 

Let  those  who  love  her  find  her  pleasurable. 
She  hath  nor  grace  nor  merit  in  my  sight. 
I  only  am  in  love  with  tender  Sleep — 

Dew  on  my  sad  unfruitful  flower  of  Ufe, 
Of  which  no  man  the  memory  may  keep. 

O  most  di\ine  forgetfulness  of  strife. 
My  sky  is  not  too  gray,  my  path  too  steep. 

While  thou  art  mine,  for  friend,  for  love,  for  wife! 

Philfp  Bol'RKE  Marston. 


An  Air-Castle. 
I  built  a  house  in  my  youthful  dreams. 

In  a  sunny  and  pleasant  nook, 
Where  I  might  listen  the  whole  day  long 

To  the  voice  of  the  gurgling  brook ; 
A  cottage,  with  wide  and  airy  rooms 

And  broad  and  shining  floors — 
A  house  with  the  hidden  charms  of  home 

And  the  freedom  of  out-of-doors. 

Fair  morning-glories  climb  and  bloom 

At  will  by  the  eastern  eaves. 
And  on  the  doorstep  and  window-sill 

The  roses  shake  their  leaves, 
And  fair  old-fashioned  lilacs  toss 

Their  purple  plumage  high. 
While  honeysuckles  drop  their  sweets 

On  every  passer-by. 

Down  at  the  end  of  a  pleasant  path 

Is  a  group  of  evergreen  trees — 
Pine  and  hemlock,  and  spruce  and  fir, 

With  tlieir  spicy  fragrances ; 
And,  sweetest  picture  of  calm  content 

That  mortal  ever  saw. 
Under  a  low-boughed  apple  tree 

Is  a  bee- hive  made  of  straw. 

I  have  pictured  it  all  a  hundred  times — 

I  shall  do  it  a  hundred  more; 
But  I  shall  never  own  the  pleasant  home 

With  the  roses  over  the  door. 
Never  a  dream  of  mine  came  true — 

It  is  Fate's  unbending  law ; 
I  never  shall  see  the  apple  tree. 

Nor  the  bee -hive  made  of  straw. 

But  yet  in  the  airy  realms  of  dreams, 

Where  all  my  riches  be, 
I  enter  into  the  heritage 

Which  is  else  denied  to  me. 
I  have  but  to  close  my  eyes  to  find 

My  Eden  without  a  flaw — 
The  home,  the  garden,  the  apple  tree. 

And  the  bee -hive  made  of  straw. 
Elizabeth  .\kers  Allen  ("Florence  Percy"),  Baldwins  Monthly. 


FLIRTING  FACTS. 


Kindness  is  the  golden  chain  by  which  society  is  bound 
together. — Goethe. 


The  Ballad  of  Prose  and  Rhyme. 

When  the  roads  are  heavy  with  mire  and  rut, 

In  November  fogs,  in  December  snows. 
When  the  North  Wind  howls  and  the  doors  are  shut. 

There  is  place  and  to  spare  for  the  pains  of  prose ; 
But  whenever  a  scent  from  the  whitethorn  blows, 

And  the  jasmine-stars  at  the  lattice  climb, 
And  a  Rosalind- face  at  the  casement  shows, 

Then  hey!   for  the  ripple  of  laughing  rhyme! 

When  the  brain  gets  dry  as  an  empty  nut. 

When  the  reason  stands  on  its  squaresl  toes. 
When  the  mind,  like  a  beard,  has  a  "formal  cut," 

There  is  place  and  to  spare  for  the  pains  of  prose; 
But  whenever  the  May-blood  stirs  and  glows. 

And  the  young  year  draws  to  the  "  wanton  prime," 
Whenever  Sir  Romeo  courting  goes. 

Then  hey!   for  the  ripple  of  laughing  rhyme! 

In  a  theme  where  the  thoughts  didactic  strut, 

In  a  changing  quarrel  of  "ayes"  and  "noes," 
In  a  starched  procession  of  "if"  and  "but," 

There  is  place  and  to  spare  for  the  pains  of  prose  ; 
But  whenever  a  soft  glance  softer  grows. 

And  the  birds  are  glad  in  the  pairing  time. 
And  the  secret  is  told  "that  no  one  knows," 

Then  hey !    for  the  ripple  of  laughing  rhyme  ! 

ENVOY. 

In  the  valley  of  life,  for  its  needs  and  woes. 
There  is  space  and  to  spare  for  the  pains  of  prose ; 
But  whenever  the  joy -bells  clash  and  chime. 
Then  hey !   for  the  ripple  of  laughing  rhyme  I 

.Austin  Dobsun,  in  J3elgravia. 


A  jealous  man  with  a  pretty  wife  who  will  flirt  is  in  a  very 
unenviable  condition. 

Of  what  use  is  it  for  him  to  forbid  her  to  go  to  this  or  that 
place,  or  to  speak  to  such  and  such  young  men. 

Either  she  will  boldly  refuse  to  obey  him,  or  she  will  prom- 
ise— only  to  deceive. 

To  watch  her  day  and  night  is  manifestly  impossible. 

The  husband  must  occasionally  go  to  see  a  friend,  and  the 
moment  his  back  is  turned  the  wife  is  at  liberty. 

He  may  hire  a  man  to  watch  her  in  his  absence  ;  but,  as 
the  man  who  can  be  hired  to  watch  a  wife  is  necessarily  open 
to  briber)-,  he  will  certainly  be  bribed  by  the  wife  or  by  her 
friends. 

The  Turk  is  enabled  to  calm  his  jealousy  by  keeping  his 
wives  locked  up  ;  but  there  is  no  American  wife  living  who, 
if  locked  up  in  the  third-stor}'  back  room,  could  not  contrive 
to  escape  within  fifteen  minutes  after  her  husband's  depart- 
ure from  the  house. 

Among  certain  tribes  of  savages  the  husband  breaks  his 
wife's  nose,  or  in  some  other  equally  effective  way  renders 
her  no  longer  attractive  to  young  men  ;  but  these  wretched 
heathen  have  never  heard  of  the  proverb  of  biting  off — or 
otherwise  disfiguring — one's  wife's  nose  in  order  to  spite  one's 
personal  face. 

If  some  association  of  philanthropic  business  men  were  to 
fit  up  a  safe-deposit  office,  where  wives  could  be  left  when- 
ever their  husbands  were  absent  from  home,  jealous  men 
could  feel  a  reasonable  confidence  in  the  permanence  of  their 
domestic  happiness  ;  but  the  experiment  is  yet  to  be  tried. 

Various  crude  and  unsatisfactory  schemes  for  the  preven- 
tion of  flirting  on  the  part  of  married  women  have  been  tried 
from  time  to  time. 

There  was  a  man  somewhere  who  cut  ofT  his  wife's  beau- 
tiful yellow  hair  on  the  pretext  that  it  was  a  vain  and  unchris- 
tian adornment  of  her  person,  but  really  in  order  to  prevent 
her  from  receiving  visitors  until  the  hair  should  grow  again. 

This,  however,  seriously  impaired  the  wife's  value,  and  was 
merely  a  modification  of  the  savage  nose-breaking  process. 

Another  man  constantly  spread  abroad  rumors  that  his 
wife  was  suffering  from  diphtheria  or  scarlet  fever  ;  but,  find- 
ing that  there  were  young  men  who  could  not  be  thus  terri- 
fied, he  finally  contrived  to  have  her  inoculated  with  the 
small-pox. 

For  about  a  week  he  enjoyed  the  success  of  his  ingenious 
plan,  but  at  the  end  of  that  time  his  wife  died,  putting  him 
to  the  expense  of  a  funeral  and  the  annoyance  of  being  with- 
out a  wife  for  nearly  five  months. 

The  most  noteworthy  plan  which  was  ever  devised  for  en- 
forcing marital  faithfulness  was  that  tried  by  a  Chicago  man. 

Two  years  ago  he  married  a  widow  of  remarkable  beauty 
and  a  well  earned  reputation. 

She  had  never  been  accused  of  any  really  immoral  act — 
such  as  eloping  with  a  poor  man  or  an  impostor — but  being 
extremely  fond  of  admiration  and  society,  she  was  the  centre 
of  a  group  of  young  men  who  were  currently  said  to  bask  in 
her  smiles,  though  there  is  a  difference  of  opinion  among 
scientific  authorities  as  to  what  constitutes  basking. 

The  latest  husband  of  this  charming  woman  is^  man  of  a 
particularly  jealous  disposition,  and  his  acquaintance  prophe- 
sied that  the  widow  would  drive  him  to  insanity,  murder,  or 
suicide,  in  a  ver)'  brief  time  after  the  honeymoon. 

He  was  well  aware  of  the  difficulties  of  his  position,  but 
calmly  determined  to  prevent  his  wife  from  flirting,  and  was 
strengthened  in  that  determination  by  the  open  pity  which 
his  friends  expressed  for  him. 

It  so  happened  that  he  had  learned  through  some  occult 
source  that  the  widow's  teeth,  which  were  marvelously  beau- 
tiful, were  false. 

He  was  the  only  human  being  besides  the  dentist  who 
possessed  this  terrible  secret,  and  he  felt  well  assured  that  it 
would  enable  him  to  repress  all  flirting  tendencies  on  the 
part  of  his  future  bride. 

The  honeymoon  was  passed  at  the  Lakes,  and  no  oppor- 
tunity was  given  to  the  wife  to  indulge  her  fondness  for 
society  other  than  that  of  her  husband. 

On  the  very  first  morning  after  the  pair  returned  to  Chi- 
cago the  husband  rose  early,  put  his  wife's  entire  set  of  teeth 
in  his  pocket,  and  coolly  informed  her  that  hereafter  he 
should  never  leave  her  alone  without  taking  her  teeth  with 
him. 

Tears,  entreaties,  and  threats  had  no  effect  upon  him,  and 
he  carried  off  the  teeth,  remarking,  as  he  went  out  of  the 
door,  that  it  was  his  duty  as  a  husband  to  guard  her  from 
the  approaches  of  designing  men,  and  to  thus  prevent  any 
shadow  of  discord  from  blighting  their  married  happiness. 

For  the  next  three  months  that  unhappy  wife  was  never 
seen  apart  from  her  husband. 

Scores  of  young  men  who  called  upon  her  in  his  absence 
were  politely  told  that  she  was  not  at  home. 

Obviously,  this  was  the  only  course  which  she  could  pur- 
sue. 

Every  day  when  her  husband  went  to  business  he  carried 
her  teeth  with  him  ;  and  she  would  sooner  have  died  than 
ha^e  shown  herself  in  a  toothless  state. 

Every  evening  her  teeth  were  restored  to  her,  and  she  was 
permitted  to  receive  calls  in  her  husband's  presence. 

The  whole  neighborhood  was  lost  in  wonder  at  her  abso- 
lute cessation  of  flirting,  and  hundreds  of  husbands  were 
ready  to  oft'er  unlimited  wealth  to  learn  how  she  had  been  so 
completely  subjugated. 

Last  week,  while  the  husband,  with  the  teeth  in  his  pocket, 
wa5  about  to  leave  his  place  of  business  and  to  return  home, 
a  note  from  his  wife  was  put  into  his  hands. 

It  informed  him  that,  wear)-  of  his  intolerable  cruelty,  she 
had  eloped. 

The  companion  of  her  flight  was  a  man  both  of  whose 
legs  had  been  shot  away. 

"We  have  oiTset  my  teeth  against  his  legs,"  said  the  note, 
"and  we  can  overlook  each  other's  peculiarities." 


"  Don't  you  love  her  still?"  asked  the  judge  to  a  man  who 
wanted  a  divorce.  "  Certainly  1  do,''  said  be  ;  "I  love  her 
better  still  than  any  other  way,  but  the  trouble  is  she  will 
never  be  still."  The  judge,  who  is  a  married  man  himself, 
takes  the  case  under  advisement.  \ 


Habit  is  ten  times  nature. —  Wellington. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


BONBONS.-FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE, 

There  are  some  who  never  would  have  loved  if  they  never 
had  heard  it  spoken  of. 

The  whisper  of  a  beautiful  woman  can  be  heard  farther 
than  the  loudest  yell  of  duty. 


THE  OLD  STORY.- IN  OLD  METRES. 


An  inquisitive  countr\'  gentleman  thus  accosts  a  boy  who 
is  tending  pigs  :  "  Boy. 'whose  pigs  are  those  ?  ' 

"The  sow's,  sir,"  is  the  prompt  reply. 

"  Well  then,  whose  sow  is  it  ? " 

"  Father's." 

"Well,  well,  who  is  your  father?" 

"  If  you  will  mind  the  pigs  I  will  run  home  and  ask  my 
mother."  

Patriotic  Frenchman  (discussing  the  prospects  of  war  in 
Europe):  "  Ah  !  1  would  give  half  my  fortune  lo  prevent 
another  invasion  of  the  soil  of  my  beloved  countr>'.'" 

ICnthusiastic  friend  :  "  Noble  heart  I " 

Patriotic  Frenchman  :  "  Yes,  I  had  too  slow  a  time  in 
Belgium  the  time  of  the  last  one." 

An  old  maid  from  Hoslon,  a  Miss  Warren,  leaves  the  hop- 
room  with  a  young  gentleman  from  Cincinnati  to  sit  in  the 
flirting  balcony. 

.After  sitting  there  ten  minutes,  sa>'ing  little  and  looking  at 
the  moon  a  great  deal.  Miss  Warren  draws  a  long  sigh,  and 
savs  : 

'"  Nobodv  loves  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Johnson,  nobody — ' 

"Yes,  Miss  Warren,  God  loves  you,  and— your  mother 
loves  you." 

"  Mr.  Johnson,  let's  go  in." 

And  five  minutes  aftenvard  Miss  Warren  has  another 
young  gentleman  on  the  flirting  balcony. 


A  scientific  gent  lays  his  finger  on  the  table  in  front  of  a 
buzz  saw  to  feel  the  momentum  of  air. 

The  saw  is  going  so  fast  that  the  teeth  are  not  to  be  seen. 
His  finger  is  taken  off. 

While  he  is  looking  at  it  the  foreman  comes  up  with  the 
question  ;  "  How  did  you  do  it  ?  " 

"Why,  I  put  my  finger  down  so,"  he  answers,  placing  the 
other  forefinger  as  he  thinks  well  away  from  the  teeth. 

Both  are  horrified  to  see  the  saw  take  that  one,  too,  clean 
off  at  the  second  joint. 

If  you  want  to  have  a  man  for  your  friend,  never  get  the 
itl-will  of  his  wife.  Public  opinion  is  made  up  of  the  aver- 
age prejudice  of  womanhood. 


At  a  discussion  meeting  held  by  negroes  the  question  of 
the  evening  is  :  "Which  am  de  mudder  ob  de  chicken — de 
hen  wol  lay  de  egg,  or  de  hen  wot  hatches  de  chicks  ? " 

The  question  is  warml;'  debated,  and  many  reasons, /r^? 
and  con^  urged  and  combated,  when  a  shrewd  fellow  puts 
the  case  thus  : 

"  S'pose  dai  you  set  one  dozen  duck's  eggs  under  a  hen, 
and  dey  hatch,  which  am  de  mudder — de  duck  or  the  hen.^" 

This  is  a  poser,  but  the  chairman  extricates  them  from  the 
difficulty. 

Rising  from  his  chair  in  all  the  pride  of  conscious  superi- 
ority, he  announces  :  "  Ducks  am  not  before  de  house ; 
chickens  am  de  question  ;  therefore  I  rule  the  ducks  out." 

And  so  he  does,  to  the  complete  overthrow  of  those  who 
hold  a  different  opinion. 

Her  pa  was  one  of  the  Montgomeries  de  Montflomerie, 
though  she  married  a  Smith.  (A  Smith,  not  a  Smijth,  or  a 
Sm>'the,  or  even  a  Smyth,  but  merely  a  Smith.)  This  fact 
she  liked  to  make  public  upon  her  cards  and  in  her  formal 
correspondence.  Thus  when  she  gave  her  garden  party  the 
invitations  ran: 

"Mrs.  Smith  (n/e  Montgomerie  de  Montflomerie)  begs  to 
in\-itc,"  etc.,  etc. 

Among  the  guests  was  an  aged  colonel  who  dearly  hated 
a  snob.  Also,  his  nose  was  tip-tilled  like  the  petals  of  a 
whole  bouquet  of  flowers.  He  took  his  pen  quickly  and 
wrote: 

"  Colonel  Blank  (w^j  Retrouss^)  accepts  with  much  pleas- 
ure," ere,  etc 

The  proprietor  of  a  great  restaurant,  just  recovered  from  a 
recent  illness.  Is  at  the  desk,  supported  by  his  faithful  wife 
and  partner. 

"  Number  heleven's  bill,  sir,' says  the  waiter. 

"  Lemme  see.     Bisque  for  two — 15  francs." 

"Twenty  francs,  dear,"  says  his  wife,  softly. 

"Yes,  20  francs.     Turbot—  25  francs." 

"  Thirty  francs,  my  love,"  says  his  spouse.  "  Why,  Isidore, 
you  arc  hardly  yourself  yet." 

"  How  are  the  stairs  ?"  said  the  lady  to  the  house  agent  ; 
"not  steep,  I  hope." 

"Steep,  madam  ?  I  should  say  not  It's  the  easiest  stair- 
case I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  Why  it's  so  easy  that  when 
you're  going  up  you'd  swear  you  were  going  down." 


At  Moscow,  a  traveler,  enchanted  by  the  beauty  of  some 
tapestries,  which  the 'dealer  asserts  are  ft-om  the  ancestral 
home  of  the  Vypurchmoffsky  family,  having  been  embroid- 
ered by  a  Princess  of  that  house  in  the  seventeenth  century, 
and  never  haWng  left  the  chateau,  s'help'm,  tilt  last  week, 
asks  their  price. 

"  Twenty  thousand  francs,  your  Excellency." 

"Twenty  thousand  francs  !  Why,  I  can  get  precisely  the 
same  articles  in  Paris  for  fifteen  thousand.'" 

"  1  know  you  can,  but  you  add  on  the  freight  from  Paris 
here,  and  the  duties,  and  you'll  see  \ve  can't  sell  em  for  a 
centime  less  than  twenr\'  thousand." 


"Drunk  again,  Alphonsc,"  said  his  indulgent  master: 
"some  night  the  police  will  take  you  to  the  hotel  where 
there  is  no  objection  to  your  wearing  your  boots  in  bed." 

"Thaz  allri,  olefler,''  hiccoughed  the  valet  with  a  wink  of 
illimitable  wisdom;  "allers  carryourcard  mvpock— thinks 
;   ;/.    Shee?" 


1.— The  Meeting. 
(Rondel.  J 
A  pair  of  eyes !  .Ah.  how  ihcy  beamed  ; 

1  saw  them  and  they  pierced  mc  lliroiigh  ! 
I  gazed  in  speechless  joy  and  dreamed 

Of  hcMvcnly  light  from  stars  most  true. 

Of  ghstening  nems  most  fair  to  view. 
Of  all  brichl  hopes  that  ever  gleamed. 
.\  pair  of  cyfc, !     Ah,  how  tlicy  beamed  ; 

I  saw  them  and  they  pierced  me  through  ! 

When  first  their  splendor  shone,  I  deemed 

My  duty  then  to  die  or  do  ; 
Her  fate  was  mine,  for  well  it  seemed 

That  eyes  hke  hers  must  shine  for  two. 
.\  pair  of  eyes  !     Ah,  how  they  beamed, 

I  s;iw  them  and  they  pierced  me  through  ! 

II. -The  Wooing. 
(i'iUaniHe.} 
Don't  laugh,  treasured  maid,  in  my  face, 
And  say  1  don't  know  my  own  mind, 
While  I^vc  yearns  for  loving  embrace. 

Kor  my  words  with  my  thoughts  must  keep  puce; 

I  beseech  you,  sweet  maid,  then  be  kind  ; 
Don't  laugh,  treasured  maid,  in  my  face. 

I  am  hasty,  perhaps,  and  my  case 

May  be  one  that  can  scarce  be  defined. 
While  Love  yearns  for  loving  embrace. 

Affection  defies  time  and  place ! 

Then,  pray  let  your  heart  be  inclined  ; 
Don't  laugh,  treasured  maid,  in  my  face, 
While  hove  yearns  for  loving  embrace. 

III.-Doubt. 

f  Triolets.  J 

W'hat !  ask  mamma  and  let  me  know  ? 

Why  don't  you  ask  yourself,  my  own? 
''lis  not  her  joy — 'tis  not  her  woe. 
What  !  ask  mamma  and  let  mc  know, 
.\nd  then  consent  if  she  say  so? 

Just  ask  your  heart  and   that  alone, 
Wliat  !  ask  mamma  and  let  mc  know? 

Why  don't  you  ask  yourself,  my  own  ? 

I  promise  you  that  she'll  consent 

If  you  say  "yes,"  in  fondness  free. 
If  on  love's  triumph  yon  are  bent. 
I  promise  you  that  she'll  consent. 
Oh.  ask  her  to  your  heart's  content. 

But  not  until  you've  answered  mc. 
I  promise  you  that  she'll  consent 

If  you  say  "yes,"  in  fondness  free. 

IV.-The:Reply. 

(Ru/ri/eaii.J 

Forever  mine!     Is  life  so  sweet? 
Is  this  delusion  or  deceit? 

Or  has  the  gift  most  rich  and  rare 

Of  daily  thought  and  nightly  prayer 
Been  laid  at  Love's  victorious  feet? 

There  is  no  tongue  with  utterance  meet 
To  sing  of  pleasure  so  complete 
,\s  this,  new-born  in  accents  fair, 
Forever  mine ! 

W'e  feel  the  pulse  of  passion  beat ! 
Soft  music  for  the  soul's  retreat 

In  lover-land,  where  weighty  care 

Grows  lighter  than  the  empty  air. 
Ah,  love,  those  magic  words  repeat — 
Forever  mine ! 

v.— The  Marriage. 
(Ballade.) 

Have  ye  wooed,  have  ye  won.  is  the  wooing 

Of  a  maid  not  a  world  of  delight  ? 
Oh,  the  charm  of  the  playful  pursuing 

Of  love  from  its  noon  lo  its  night. 

But  the  heart  that  shall  feel  not  affright 
When  the  glee  of  its  passion  is  done, 

Shall  hold  in  its  tenderest  sight, 
But  the  perfect  sweet  image  of  One. 

In  fair  bowers,  ye  wooers  renewing 

Mad   vows  in  a  passionate  plight, 
When  the  harvest  of  hearts  now  accruing 

Shall  gather  around  ye  in  might. 

Ye  will  ask  is  there  none  to  requite. 
For  a  love  that  shall  last  \viih  the  sun  ? 

And  then  there  shall  rise  ever  bright 
But  the  perfect  sweet  image  of  One. 

Ere  the  deed  that  shall  know  no  undoing 

Shall  bind  you  in  penance  contrite. 
Ere  the  pathway  that  Joy  has  been  hewing 

Through  roses  be  ended  in  blight. 

It  were  well — were  it  not.  it  were  right. 
Ere  the  new  page  of  life  be  begun 

To  feci  that  Love's  soul  can  in\ite 
But  the  perfect  sweet  image  of  One. 

ENVOY. 

Poet — whose  verse  in  mad  flight, 

Has  worshiped  strange  maids  as  they  run; 

Thou  art  wedded !     Then  learn  to  indite 
But  the  perfect  sweet  image  of  One. 

SVDNEV    ROSENFELD. 


FROM  MY  SKY-PARLOR, 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  October  so,  1878. 


The  occupant  of  the  sky-parlor  mourns  for  the  apathy  and 
prosaic  character  of  events  in  his  block  in  Grub  Street.  He 
has  no  fashionable  movements  to  record  amonj;  its  elite. 
Grub  Street,  like  Calypso,  can  not  console  herself  for  the  de- 
parture of  her  Ulysses  MacUooligan,  the  millionaire,  who, 
"ijrand,  gloomy,  and  peculiar,"  sits  upon  his  throne  on  Nob 
Hill.  His  charming  family  are  in  F.uropc.  A  live  dis-Count, 
wc  learn,  is  paying  devoted  attention  to  the  fair  Margaret. 
Bernard's  frequent  presence  gladdens  the  waiters  at  Mabille. 
He  had  heard  that  all  Frenchmen  arc  victims  of  the  roman- 
tic passion  ;  the  only  romantic  passion  he  says  he  has  no- 
ticed in  them  is  what  Artemus  Ward  calls  "a  romantic  pas- 
sion for  gratuitous  drinks."  Mamma  can  be  daily  seen  riding 
in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne, witli  her  faithful  attendant, heryoung 
nephew  Laurence  MacShinnegan,  from  a  neighboring  island 
on  the  other  side  of  the  channel.  She  is  very  busy  arrang- 
ing a/(Vc  ihampcirc  like  those  of  Le  Petit  Trianon,  in  honor 
of  a  distinguished  American  general  who  wears  as  decor- 
ations all  the  dilTcrent  corps  badges  of  the  .Army  of  the  Po- 
tomac on  his  manly  breast.  She  will  receive  dressed  as  a 
Watteau  shepherdess,  the  MacShinnegan  coronet  of  dia- 
monds above  her  fair  brow,  a  crook  in  her  hand,  and  leaning 
on  the  arm  of  the  distinguished  general,  who  will  have  his 
mustaches  fiercely  wa.\ed  out  by  a  first-class  French  artist  for 
this  especial  occasion,  and  a  Napoleonic  curl  on  his  fore- 
head after  the  manner  of  General  Daniel  Butterfield.  The 
young  gent  in  the  hosiery  department  of  the  palatial  dry 
goods  store  on  Kearny  Sreet  has  made  a  turn  in  stocks.  His  ' 
icsthetic  tastes  are  now  devoted  to  the  purchase  of  brilliant 
and  stunning  cravats.  He  has  become  the  sole  possessor  of 
a  diamond  pin  that  lately  glistened  in  the  windows  of  Uncle 
Harris.  Though  he  has  not  the  divine  iijjiali/s,  he  is  redolent 
oi  patc/iouiy  ^n&  Savage's  Ursina.  When  the  occupant  of 
the  sky-parlor  first  reached  these  hospital  shores  he  made 
the  acquaintance  of  a  young  gent,  who,  on  a  certain  oc- 
casion, attempted  to  give  him  a  lesson  in  the  proprieties. 
While  walking  on  Kearny  Street  the  occupant  stopped  at 
one  of  the  windows  to  feast  his  eyes  on  the  opulence  of 
watches,  jewelry,  sabres,  compasses,  and  so  forth,  therein 
displayed.  The  young  gent  seized  his  arm  and  hurriedly  with- 
drew him  from  the  spot.  "  It  may  be  thought  nothing  of  in 
the  Empire  City,"  said  he,  "but  in  San  Francisco  it  is  quite 
Igar  to  stop  at  the  windows  of  pawn-shops."  A  few  weeks 
after  this  event  he  met  the  young  gent  at  an  afternoon  con- 
cert, and  noticed  him  casting  sheep's  eyes  on  a  very  pretty, 
well  dressed  young  lady.  He  was  very  dilatory  in  leaving 
the  concert-room,  and  when  they  finally  moved  off  the  occu- 
pant perceived  that  the  goddess  immediately  preceded  them. 
The  young  gent's  whole  figure  seemed  lo  dilate  at  the  near- 
ness of  her  presence.  They  were  approaching  a  pawn-shop. 
Seized  with  an  inspiration  of  revenge,  the  occupant  quick- 
ened their  pace  till  they  were  immediately  behind  the 
divinity,  and  then  drawing  out  a  five-dollar  gold  piece  os- 
tentatiously, he  exclaimed,  in  loud  and  guileless  tones  :  "  My 
dear  fellow,  I  am  tired  of  seeing  that  silver  watch  of  yours 
hanging  in  that  window.  Here,  go  in  and  redeem  it."  Since 
that  memorable  event  young  David  does  not  recognize  his 
Jonathan,  but  the  occupant  of  the  sky-parlor  now  stops  at  all 
the  windows  of  pawn-shops,  especially  on  Saturday  after- 
noons. The  occupant  of  the  sky-pirlor  has  been  to  see 
Mfl-rop^  a  number  of  times.  He  finds  it  is  generally  pro- 
nounced Mee-rope  by  fair  damsels  here.  But  that  he  is  for- 
bid, he  could  a  tale  unfold  of  the  delightful  and  profound 
criticisms  that  he  has  heard  during  his  visits  to  the  Lost 
Pleiad  (Ply-ad).  Two  young  ladies  have  been  indicated  to 
him,  each  as  the  bright  particular  one  whose  arms  were  the 
models  of  those  of  Mcrop^,  and  another  fair  visitant,  who 
spends  much  lime  there,  has  her  ears  tingled  not  unpleas- 
antly with  the  whispering  comment  that  her  hands  inspired 
the  hands  which  Rodgers  wrought  from  the  marble.  Cer- 
tainly he  has  heard  no  one  lay  claim  to  having  furnished 
that  sharp  angular  chin.  Wherever  he  goes,  however,  he 
finds  one  universal  wail  and  lamentation  on  account  of  the 
anticipated  dullness  in  society  this  winter,  owing  to  the  ab- 
sence in  Europe  and  the  East  of  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  and  G., 
who,  on  account  of  their  great  wealth,  and  consequent  abil- 
ity to  give  sumptuous  entertainments,  have  ruled  society 
here.  Even  phlegmatic  Dutch  bands  bewail  this  prognosis 
of  events  over  their  beer.  Perhaps  some  Mrs.  Cheese- 
Cream  or  Mrs.  Syllabub  may  aspire  to  take  the  pas  in  that 
line  this  winter.  A  good  deal  of  this  kind  of  froth  has  been 
beaten  up  from  the  bottom  lately,  and  is  as  full  of  inflated 
bubbles  as  some  wash-tub  over  which  she  may  have  dili- 
gently stooped  in  departed  days.  M. 


Ye  Quail  Hunter. 


Tomato  Soup. 

Mu&kmclon. 

Lobster  en  Coquillc. 

Broiled  Snipe  on  Toa^L 

Green  Peas.  ^gS  Pl^nt. 

Roa^  Beef.  Sw-cel  Potaioe&. 

Vegetable  Salad. 

Lemon  Pie. 

Fnjit-bo»l  of  Apples,  Pears,  Pcachci,  Grap^,  Figs,  and  Plums. 

To  Cook  Lobster  ew  Coijiille. — Cui  the  lobster  intn  small  pieces;  mix 

Uiem  with    Bechamel,  or   creain  sauce;  sprinkle  o^c^  wilh   bread-crumbs,  aiid 

brown  slightly  in  the  oven.     The  lobiier  is  put  in  scaJlop-shcIN  before  baking. 


The  ex-Empress  Eugenie  does  not  rtse  from  her  sewing- 
machine  when  gentlemen  call  on  her,  but  works  the  cush- 
ioned pedal  more  merrily  than  ever.  Eugenie  has  a  very 
pretty  foot 

The  SL  Louis  Post  says  :  *Mn  his  youth  the  Boston  Post 
funny  man  wanted  but  little  ear  below.  He  got  that  little 
long." 


The  foolish  cow  frisketh  her  tail  and  cheweth  her  cud  and 
goeth  forth  with  joy  to  browse  in  the  thicket  the  whole  day 
long. 

But  the  wise  cow  knoweth  that  quail  shooting  hath  begun, 
and  she  harkeneth  unto  the  voice  of  wisdom,  which  saith, 
Lo  !  the  hunter  is  come  anon,  girt  about  with  the  shot-pouch 
and  the  powder-horn,  and  in  his  hand  he  carrieth  a  weapon, 
the  barrel  of  which  be  doubled. 

And  he  goeth  about  seeking  the  birds  that  do  run  upon  the 
ground  with  exceeding  swiftness,  that  he  may  ensnare  them 
and  slay  them  with  the  weapon,  and  devour  them,  even  upon 
toast 

And  the  weapon  goeth  bang,  and  ye  hearelh  the  sound 
thereof,  and  ye  smelleth  the  powder,  but  ye  knoweth  not,  nor 
doth  any  man  know  whereunto  the  discharge  appertaineth. 

For  it  flyeth  with  haste  into  the  thicket  and  into  the  region 
located  thereby,  even  into  the  whole  territory  thereunto  ad- 
jacent. 

And  it  falleth  upon  the  cow,  and  it  smiteth  her  sore,  so  tliat 
she  lifteth  up  her  tail  and  flyeth,  being  sorely  and  grievously 
displeased. 

But  the  bird  escapeth  the  wrath,  and  from  a  rail  in  a  re- 
mote corner  of  the  land  laugheth  he  the  hunter  to  scorn. 

Therefore  has  the  wise  cow  said  in  her  heart,  1  will  lay 
me  down  in  the  home  pasture,  and  will  not  go  into  the  thicket, 
nay,  not  for  the  hunter  or  any  udder  man. 


Miser\'  loves  company,  and  so  does  a  marriageable  young 
lady. 


i 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


INGERSOLL  ON  BOBBY  BURNS. 


A  Talk  with  the  Western  Orator  about  the  Scottish  Poet  of  the  People. 

At  the  Pennsylvania  railroad  depot  in  Jersey  City  I  saw 
Bob  Ingersoll  last  Friday  morning,  buying  tickets  for  Wash- 
ington. He  had  that  morning  landed  from  the  steamship 
after  a  tour  of  a  portion  of  Europe.  Soon  after  we  started 
on  the  express,  the  great  infidel  appeared  by  my  side  and 
answered  a  few  inquiries  I  desired  to  make. 

"  Where  have  you  been,  Colonel  ?'' 

"  I  have  been  to  Scotland,  sir  ;  I  have  been  to  the  grave 
of  Robert  Burns  ;  in  fact,  I  have  chased  Burns' history  from 
point  to  point,  and  that  was  my  main  purpose  in  Europe." 

"  I  suppose  you  are  going  to  lecture  on  Burns  ;  now,  tell 
me  how  you  came  to  pick  out  that  subject  for  a  lecture." 

"  Because  Bums  hated  the  Presbyterians.  Although  a 
Scotchman,  and  raised  in  the  Kirk,  he  had  sense  enough  to 
despise  John  Calvin  and  his  ministers." 

"  Colonel,  r  have  a  very  obscure  idea  of  Robert  Bums.  I 
know  that  he  is  idolized  by  his  countrymen,  but  his  dialect  I 
don't  understand.     What  was  he  .''"- 

"  Burns,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  was  a  simple  peasant  with  a 
.  big  brain.  He  looked  out  on  the  world  and  saw  jackasses 
eminent  in  it ;  he  saw  merit  depressed  and  talent  poor,  and 
flunkeyism  the  law.  He  held  Almighty  God  responsible  for 
such  a  distribution  of  things,  and  he  shot  his  darts  from  the 
beginning  at  God  himself  for  doing  such  injustice  to  His 
human  creatures.  Burns  was  emphatically  the  republican 
poet  of  the  British  kingdom.  It  is  true  that  once  or  twice 
in  his  deep  poverty  he  threw  butter  over  some  aristocrat  who 
patronized  him  with  money  or  an  office  ;  but  the  natural  ex- 
pression of  the  man  was  indignation,  contempt,  and  laughter 
for  the  patronizing  class."  The  Colonel  then  repeated  a 
stanza  from  Burns' "  Dirge  "  to  show  his  republican  spirit : 
If  I'm  designed  yon  lordling's  slave — 

By  Nature's  law  designed — 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 
E'er  planted  in  my  mind? 

I  said  to  the  Colonel  :  "  Give  me  an  idea  of  how  Burns 
began  and  ended  his  life.     I  mean  the  time." 

"  Burns  was  bom  in  1759,"  said  Colonel  Ingersoll,  "  at  Ayr. 
He  died  in  1796,  three  years  before  Washington's  death,  and 
seven  years  after  the  French  Revolution  opened.  Do  you 
know  that  he  sent  two  cannon  to  the  French  Assembly  in 
honor  of  the  revolution  .'' " 

"  How  the  deuce  could  he  buy  two  cannon,  Colonel,  when 
he  was  so  wretchedly  poor  ? " 

"  Well,  as  I  understand  it,  these  cannon  belonged  to  a 
smuggler  that  came  ashore,  and  they  were  put  up  at  auction, 
and  Burns  got  them  cheap,  and  sent  them,  with  his  compli- 
ments, to  the  French." 

"  Did  Bums  sympathize  at  all  with  the  American  Revolu- 
tion, which  began  when  he  was  sixteen  years  old  and  had 
just  begun  to  issue  his  poetry?" 

"  He  did,"  said  Colonel  Ingersoll,  and  quoted  as  follows  : 
Poor  Tommy  Gage,  within  a  cage. 

Was  kept  at  Boston  ha',  man. 
Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  tlie  knowe 

For  Philadelphia,  man  ; 
Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 

Guid  Christian  blud  to  draw,  man  ; 
But  at  New  York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork. 
Sir-loin  he  hacked  sma',  man  ! 

"  Give  me  an  idea,  Colonel  Ingersoll,  oi  Scotland  and  the 
vicinage  of  Bums." 

"Well,  Scotland  is  a  good  deal  like  Massachusetts,  an 
upland  and  sterile  country,  with  indented  shores  and  numer- 
ous streams.  Burns  originated  on  one  of  these  creeks,  the 
Doon,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  ocean.  The  coun- 
try is,  not  remarkable  ;  it  reminds  me  a  good  deal  of  Central 
and  Western  Massachusetts.  It  was  a  very  poor  country  at 
one  time,  but  industry  and  an  improved  stage  of  gardening 
and  farming  have  brought  it  up  since  Bums'  time." 

"Are  you  of  Scotch  descent,  Colonel,  that  you  take  such 
an  interest  in  Burns?" 

"  No  ;  I  take  an  interest  in  any  man  who  adorns  human 
nature  and  speaks  his  mind  boldly.  From  my  reading  I 
formed  a  great  admiration  for  Burns,  and  I  think  higher  of 
the  Scotch  nation  than  the  English.  I  can't  like  the  En- 
glish :  they  are  such  flunkies." 

"  How  did  you  travel  through  the  country  where  Burns 
lived?" 

"  I  took  a  carriage  and  did  it  all  up  carefully.  I  went  to 
the  cottage  where  Burns  was  born  to  begin  with.  It  was  a 
mud  cottage,  only  one  story  high,  and  with  a  single  room,  in 
area  about  eleven  by  thirteen  feet,  with  only  one  window, 
about  a  foot  square,  one  door,  and  a  recess  for  a  bed." 

As  Colonel  Ingersoll  gave  this  description  I  saw  the  tears 
start  behind  his  glasses  and  silently  run  down  his  cheeks. 
He  continued  :  "  One  end  of  this  cottage  was  attacked  by  a 
storm  the  night  Burns  was  born,  and  his  father,  William 
Bums,  had  to  move  him  to  another  house,  and  when  the 
cottage  was  repaired  the  couple  and  infant  moved  back 
again.  There,  in  indigence,  almost  in  squalor,  the  great 
peasant  was  born  and  passed  his  youth.  He  had  to  tum  out 
I  and  work  as  a  common  laborer  from  a  boy.  His  father  was 
a  gardener." 

"  Colonel,  did  you   discover  any  reason  why  such  an  in- 
tellect as  Bums'  should  have  been  begotten?" 
I  "Only  the  existence  of  a  fine  natural  mind  in  the  mother. 

His  father  was  not  at  all  remarkable.     Scotland  had  no  dis- 
tinctive poet  of  the  people  in  that  rising  time  of  individuality 
and  liberty.     Burns  took  great  dehght  in  stating  that  his 
father  had  been  a  Jacobite  rebel,  and  fought  the  house  of 
I      Hanover,  and  ought  to  have  been  hanged.     All  his  life  was 
marked  by  distress,  mixed  with  Bohemian  humor  and  indif- 
ference.    He  sold  his  effects  at  auction  to  avoid  distraint, 
(      and  coming  back  home  to  the  empty  house  of  his  fi-iends, 
took  all  the  money  the  effects  had  produced  to  have  a  good 
I      spree.     When  he  awoke  the  next  day,  at  twelve  o'clock,  and 
I      found  even-  rent  gnne,  instead  of  repining,  Burns  and  his 
,      friends  said  :  '  By  George,  we'll  start  it  again,'  and  they  went 
,      on  the  second  night  with  the  same  drunk.'' 

"  Was  he  married  once  or  twice  ?  I  forget. 
"  Once  ;  his  wife  was  Jean  Armour,  and  she  survived  him 
several  years.  Burns  left  two  sons ;  Robert,  who  died  at 
Dumfries  in  1857,  and  William,  who  died  as  late  as  1874. 
The  sons  were  well-to-do,  and  provided  well  for  their 
mother.     One  of  them  was  a  full  colonel  in  the  British 


army,  and  I   think  both  had  been  in  India.     None  of  his 
blood  exists  to-day." 

"  It  must  have  been  an  uninteresting  trip  for  you  there,  Col- 
onel, seeing  none  of  Burns' tribe?  Did  you  see  anybody 
who  had  ever  seen  Robert  Bums  ?" 

"  Not  a  soul.  I  did  see,  however,  his  two  nieces,  whose 
name  is  Begg.  They  were  aged  ladies,  and  unmarried. 
They  were  rejoiced  at  seeing  me,  and  said  to  me;  'Our 
uncle  has  always  been  better  appreciated  in  America  than 
in  Scotland.  More  and  better  pilgrims  come  to  his  grave 
from  America  than  from  any  part  of  the  world.  More  light 
has  been  shed  on  his  genius  by  American  orators  and  schol- 
ars than  by  Scotchmen.'" 

"Colonel  Ingersoll,  why  did  not  Burns,  being  poor  and 
loving  liberty,  come  out^to  America  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  he  did  get  ready  to  come  to  America,  but  not 
to  the  United  States.  He  had  an  opportunity  to  be  an  over- 
seer in  Jamaica,  and  got  all  ready  to  start  when  he  was  in- 
duced instead  to  repair  to  Edinburgh  and  issue  the  second 
edition  of  his  poems,  which  had  begun  to  attract  attention. 
He  stayed  in  Edinburgh  nearly  a  year,  and  that  broke  up  his 
design  of  leaving  Scotland." 

"  How  far  did  Burns  ever  travel  from  his  native  district?" 

"  I  think  he  was  never  south  of  Berwick-on-Tweed.  He 
never  was  in  London  at  all;  he  made  one  trip  to  the  high- 
lands of  Scotland." 

"Where  did  he  die?" 

"  He  died  at  Dumfries,  fifty  miles  or  so  from  the  place 
where  he  lived.  He  died  in  a  tenement  part  of  a  common 
house,  and  in  the  same  street  is  now  kept  a  ragged  school. 
His  dying  hours  were  distressed  by  the  constable,  and  his 
final  words  were  devoted  to  cursing  the  creditor  who  pur- 
sued and  disturbed  him." 

'    "  I  am  surprised  to  learn  that  Scotland  is  not  foremost  in 
appreciation  of  Robert  Burns." 

"Well,  the  Scotch  of  our  day  are  only  less  flunkies  than 
the  English.  The  British  example  embraces  Scotland,  and 
makes  them  bow  down  to  rank  and  wealth.  There  are  three 
monuments  to  Burns  in  Scotland,  but  all  poor  affairs  ;  while 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  a  man  who  wrote  without  a  heart,  has  mag- 
nificent monuments  in  every  direction.  I  saw  a  monument 
in  Edinburgh  to  George  IV.,  a  damned  scoundrel.  When  I 
saw  the  inscription  on  its  base  I  swore  like  a  pirate.  It 
said:  *  This  statue  is  erected  to  commemorate  the  visit  of 
his  Majesty,  George  IV.,  on  such  a  day.'" 

"You  were  disappointed,  then,  at  the  extent  of  the  appre- 
ciation of  Bums  in  Scotland  ?  Did  you  see  any  signs  on  the 
taverns  or  shops  to  indicate  that  strangers  were  expected  to 
be  looking  for  Burns?" 

"  Yes,  there  were  a  few.  On  the  whole,  however,  I  was 
not  satisfied  with  the  hold  Burns  had  on  Scottish  society.  I 
went  to  almost  every  place  where  he  resided  or  which  he 
commemorated."  Mr.  Ingersoll  then  gave  a  list  of  such 
places,  but  1  forget  the  names.  He  said  that  Burns  was  an 
excise  officer — a  ganger,  with  a  salar>'  of  $250  to  $350  a  year. 

I  expressed  surprise  that  so  good  a  poet  could  have  been 
a  small  Custom  House  officer.  The  Colonel  said,  however, 
that  Nathaniel  Hawthorne  had  been  a  ganger. 

"  I  possess,"  said  he,  "  the  first  edition  of  Burns'  poems 
issued  at  Kilmarnock  ten  years  before  he  died.  The  second 
edition  was  issued  at  Edinburgh." 

"Who  now  inhabits  Bums'  birth-place?" 

"  It  was  occupied  by  a  person  named  Morley.  When  I 
went  into  the  cottage  and  registered  my  name  this  man  said 
tome:  'Are  you  Bob  Ingersoll  of  the  United  States?'  I 
said 'Yes.'  He  shook  both  my  hands  warmly,  and  said: 
'There  is  nobody  I  am  so  glad  to  see.  I  served  in  the 
Federal  army.  Colonel  Ingersoll,  four  years.  I  have  read 
your  lectures  on  "Liberty,"  "  Hell,"  "Ghosts,"  etc.,  as  they 
have  been  republished  in  this  country  in  the  Refo?->nerJ '" 

"  Colonel  Ingersoll,  did  you  see  Burns'  grave  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  he  was  buried  in  one  place,  and  then  dug  up  and 
taken  to  another  place,  A  lady  who  admired  him  very 
much  asked  to  be  deposited  in  the  grave  which  had  been 
emptied  of  him,  and  there  she  lies  to-day.  I  was  taken 
through  the  graveyard,  and  there  was  a  sign  up  telling  what 
fees  were  to  be  paid  to  see  this  and  that  pertaining  to  Burns. 
I  said  to  the  sexton  : 

" '  Don't  you  think  it  is  rather  mean  business  that  the 
Church,  which  Burns  detested  and  covered  with  odium, 
should  be  collecting  money  for  showing  his  tombstone?' 

"'  Yes,'  replied  the  sexton;  '  I'll  be  dommed  if  you  ain't 
right.' " 

"Are  you  dissatisfied  on  the  whole  with  the  places  Bums 
wrote  about  ?" 

"  No;  they  were  all  in  miniature.  The  Bridge  of  Doon  is 
only  a  little  bridge  of  one  arch  and  Kirk  Alleyway  is  a  very 
simple  church." 

"  How  much  money  did  Burns  ever  possess  ?  " 

"  Twenty-five  hundred  dollars,  or  five  hundred  pounds,  of 
which  he  sent  nine  hundred  dollars  to  his  brother  at  once  to 
make  him  independent  in  his  homestead." 

"  Did  Burns  accomplish  anything  ?  Do  you  see  his  in- 
fluence on  the  liberality  of  the  Scottish  Kirk,  for  example  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes;  they  have  become  much  liberalized.  At  Glas- 
gow and  Edinburgh  you  see  immense  numbers  of  people 
going  out  into  the  country  on  Sunday,  and  lying  dcwn  on  the 
grass.  The  influence  of  such  a  man  is  unconsciously  felt  all 
through  the  country  he  belongs  to.  As  I  have  said  before, 
there  is  a  great  deal  of  time-serving  in  this  Scottish  charac- 
ter; but  the  ever  arising  generation  of  young  people  recog- 
nize in  Burns  the  pioneer  of  independent  thought  and  feel- 
ing in  the  race." 

"Why  are  Burns'  poems  so  coarse?  I  am  told  that  there 
is  great  licentiousness  even  in  Edinburgh?" 

"That  arises,"  said  the  Colonel,  "from  a  want  of  the  de- 
cent separation  of  the  sexes.  They  are  banded  together 
without  privacy." 

"  I  suppose  you  went  to  Stratford-on-Avon  after  you  made 
the  rounds  of  Bums'  locality." 

"  I  did,  and  spent  some  time  in  that  vicinity." 

"  Did  you  recognize  any  resemblance  between  Burns  and 
and  Shakspeare?" 

■"  Yes,  the  same  difference  and  the  same  likeness  that  you 
have  between  a  cottage  and  a  palace.  Shakspeare's  house 
and  surroundings  show  a  man  in  good  condition  ;  he  was 
well-to-do.  The  only  trouble  I  have  in  identifying  Shaks- 
peare is  that  he  could  ever  have  been  an  Englishman.  The 
terrible  severity  of  the  English  character  is  wholly  foreign  to 
the  genius  of  Shakspeare." — Gath^  in  Philadelphia  Times. 


ALL  ABOUT  WOMEN, 


Women  are  like  a  cold — easily  caught,  but  mighty  hard  to 
get  rid  of. 

A  Boston  girl  never  thoroughly  enjoys  herself  while  bath- 
ing.    She  is  too  suspicious. 

General  Mite's  mother  is  a  widow.  Perhaps  it  isn't  neces- 
sary to  give  the  rest. 

The  worst  thing  about  a  handsome  woman  is  some  other 
arm  than  your  own. 

Mrs.  Partington  says  that  her  minister  preached  about 
"  the  parody  of  the  probable  son." 

A  Chicago  woman  has  hair  of  mixed  red  and  black,  locks 
of  two  distinct  colors  being  mi.xed. 

A  bachelor  merchant's  advice  in  selecting  a  wife — "  Get 
hold  of  a  piece  of  calico  that  will  wash." 

Many  a  woman  has  spoiled  a  bright  future  by  foolish 
pride,  and  saying  no  at  the  wrong  time. 

An  old  lady  said  she  had  often  seen  "men  struck  with  a 
happy  thought,  but  could  never  see  where  it  hit  'em." 

Mrs.  Grundy  says,  tell  a  man  the  truth  about  himself  and 
he  will  hate  you,  particularly  if  he  affects  to  despise  flattery. 

When  men,  women,  and  opportunity  meet,  the  devil  sits 
down,  knowing  that  the  fire  will  burn  without  aid  from  him. 

"  Dipped  into  a  weak  solution  of  accomplishments,"  is  the 
term  now  applied  to  those  of  our  girls  professing  to  be  so 
highly  educated. 

The  Memphis  Avalanche  says  :  "  Parents  have  deserted 
children  and  children  parents,  husbands  their  wives,  but  not 
one  wife  a  husband." 

When  a  man  returns  home  at  night  and  kisses  his  wife 
with  more  than  ordinary  tenderness,  she  may  be  pretty  cer- 
tain that  he  has  been  into  some  mischief. 

"Bob,  did  you  ever  see  Miss  Simpkins?"  "  No,"  replied 
Bob.  "  How  do  you  know  she  is  handsome,  then  ?  "  "  Be- 
cause the  women  are  always  running  her  down." 

A  little  girl  wanted  more  buttered  toast,  and  was  told  that 
she  had  had  enough,  and  that  more  would  make  her  ill.. 
"Well,"  said  she,  "give  me  anuzzer  piece,  and  send  lor  the 
doctor." 

At  a  recent  New  York  party  a  young  lady  sang,  with 
touching  effect,  "  I'm  saddest  when  I  sing,"  when  a  critic  re- 
marked :  "  Well,  miss,  I  know  of  no  one  who  has  greater 
occasion." 

"  I  should  just  like  to  see  somebody  abduct  me,''  said  Mrs. 
Smith  at  the  breakfast  table  the  other  morning.  "  H'm  !  so 
should  I,  my  dear — so  should  I,"  said  Mr.  Smith,  with  ex- 
ceeding earnestness. 

Jennie  June  tells  us  that  the  young  men  of  our  countr)'  do 
not  marry  enough,  but  we  are  of  the  opinion  that  some  of 
them  marry  too  much.  The  trouble  is  they  don't  stick  to 
the  one  they  married  first. 

Twenty-one  young  girls  of  Kenosha,  Wis.,  have  " Jie~ 
solved^  That  if  the  young  men  won't  come  and  see  us,  we 
will  go  and  see  them."  And  the  young  men  are  stepping 
down  and  out,  and  taking  to  the  woods. 

The  Post-office  Department  has  ruled  that  a  husband  has 
no  control  over  the  correspondence  of  his  wife.  But  this  de- 
cision does  not  prevent  a  man  from  carrying  his  wife's  letter 
in  his  inside  coat-pocket  three  weeks  before  mailing  it. 

A  Virginia  woman  offers  to  sell  her  husband  by  auction, 
and  apply  the  proceeds  to  the  liquidation  of  the  State  debt. 
"I  can  recommend  him  to  purchasers,"  she  adds,  "as  a  man 
possessing  all  the  qualities  a  woman  capable  of  controlling 
him  could  desire." 

It  was  very  discouraging  to  young  genius,  traveling  with 
his  sweetheart  and  her  mother,  to  write  home  to  the  local 
newspaper  that  "the  ladies'  quarters  were  very  large  and 
handsome,"  and  then  have  the  word  "  quarters  "  come  out  in 
the  paper  "  garters."  But  the  other  word  wouldn't  have  been 
just  the  proper  term  either. 

A  tall,  slim-waisted  woman,  aged  forty,  called  at  the 
Brighton  House,  Detroit,  and  demanded  to  be  registered  as 
a  voter.  When  politely  informed  that  she  didn't  belong  to 
the  voting  sex,  she  struck  the  table  with  her  fist,  upset  a  bot- 
tle of  ink,  and  said  ;  "  I'll  vote  if  it  takes  me  a  thousand 
years  ! "     And  she'll  keep  her  word. 

Farmer  Gilman  fixed  a  gun  in  his  melon  patch,  in  Sum- 
merset, Iowa,  in  such  a  way  that  the  person  who  stirred  a 
certain  large,  ripe  melon  would  receive  a  charge  of  beans. 
He  meant  to  remove  the  gun  in  the  morning  if  no  thief  was 
caught  in  the  night,  but  before  daylight  his  mother-in-law 
went  out  to  get  a  melon,  and  got  the  beans.  She  was  seri- 
ously wounded,  and  refuses  to  believe  that  Gilman  did  not 
set  the  trap  for  her. 

Five  noble  and  wealthy  English  girls  are  about  to  take  the 
veil,  all  having  considerable  fortunes  in  their  own  rights. 
They  are  Lady  Edith  Noel,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Gains- 
borough ;  the  Hon.  Constance  Howard,  sister  of  the  Mar- 
chioness of  Bute  ;  two  daughters  of  the  Hon.  Maxwell  Stu- 
art, of  Traquhar,  Peebleshire,  and  the  youngest  daughter  of 
Mr.  Blount,  of  Mapledurham,  the  representative  of  the 
staunchest  Catholic  family  among  commoners  in  England." 

We  think  of  "Miss  Kilmansegg  and  her  Golden  Leg"  as 
a  mere  fable,  and  all  the  more  so  that  her  dres;  was  looped 
up  to  the  knee  to  exhibit  it  at  her  grand  ball,  and  yet  she 
actually  had  a  precedent,  for  in  1795  a  young  Scotch  lady 
had  the  audacity  to  intrude  herself  into  the  presence  of  her  . 
most  chaste  majesty.  Queen  Charlotte,  at  a  ball  at  the 
"  Queen's  House,''  as  Buckingham  Palace  was  then  called, 
with  a  silver  gauze  dress  so  festooned  that  at  every  turn  of 
the  Scotch  reel  her  garter,  with  I'aiiwur  upon  it  in  plain 
gold  letters,  stood  revealed.  The  fair  Caledonian,  how- 
ever, wasn't  asked  again,  there  was  such  a  prcdigious 
amount  of  "Well,  I  never,"  "  Did  you  ever?"  audible  in  the 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


MISS  MERIVALE'S  WILL, 


Miss  Mehiiabel  Merivale's  life  had  been  so  ver)'  simple 
and  quiet  that,  but  for  such  strange  interweaving  of  itself 
with  other  lives  at  the  last,  there  would,  perhaps,  have  been 
nothing  in  il  worth  writing  about ;  yet  it  had  been  long,  as 
we  count  our  earthly  years,  and  lonely  ;  for  she  had  far  out- 
lived father,  mother,  and  stalwart  brothers  who  had  died  in 
their  prime.  Sole  heiress  of  her  large  ancestral  estate,  she 
was  still  living  with  Janet  Cameron,  her  old -maid  servant,  in 
the  same  great  house  where  she  was  bom.  One  sees  many 
not  unlike  it  in  New  England. 

The  picture  of  Miss  Merivale,  hung  up  among  other  early 
memories,  shows  her  in  her  seat  in  the  old  church,  of  a  sum- 
mer Sunday  morning — a  slight,  shy  little  figure  in  a  black 
satin  gown,  half  obscured  by  the  high  walls  of  the  old-fash- 
ioned pew  ;  her  small  gloved  hands  crossed  upon  ilic  Bible 
in  her  lap  ;  her  head,  with  its  band  of  gray  under  the  close 
silk  bonnet,  bent  slightly  forward  ;  and  her  timid  glance, 
lifted  only  to  the  face  of  the  old  minister,  in  the  lofty  bird's- 
nest  of  a  pulpit  roofed  with  its  odd  sounding-board. 

Her  face,  a  ver>'  smooth  one  for  her  years,  had  yet  a  cer- 
tain quality  which  was  wont  to  fascinate  my  childish  gaze, 
and  move  me  to  vague  wonder.  Now,  with  the  light  of  ma- 
lurer  observation  thrown  upon  its  remembrace,  it  might  be 
said  to  have  worn  the  repressed  look  of  a  shrinking,  affec- 
tionate nature,  hungn.*  for  sympathy,  yet  morbidly  dreading 
misunderstanding  or  repulse.  I  understood  it  better  when. 
long  afterward,  I  heard  the  stor)-  of  the  gallant  young  cap- 
tain-lover, whose  ship  had  gone  down  just  outside  the  harbor- 
bar,  only  a  month  before  the  wedding-day  that  should  have 
been.  Miss  Merivale — a  sweet-faced  young  girl  then — had 
fallen  like  dead  that  day ;  but,  the  first  cruel  shock  once  over, 
she  had  made  no  lamentations,  and  no  one  remembered  to 
have  heard  her  speak  his  name  again.  Vet  none  the  less,  1 
think,  had  something  gone  from  her  which  no  measure  of 
content  or  blessing  could  ever  quite  restore.  Not  one,  per- 
haps, of  all  the  fifty  summers  following,  had  held  a  single 
day  so  perfect  that,  looking  out  upon  the  miracle  of  spring- 
ing blossom,  tossing  bough,  or  far,  fathomless  blue  sky,  she 
could  once  more  be  glad  just  to  be  alive — in  June  ! 

Across  the  little  common  she  would  go,  with  Janet  always 
at  her  side — Janet,  whose  shrewd,  courageous  Scotch  face, 
strongly  marked  enough  to  be  made  a  model  for  a  gargoyle, 
was  so  strange  a  contrast  to  her  own.  Miss  Merivale  was 
sure  of  one  friend,  at  least  To  Janet  she  would  always  be 
**  .Miss  Hitty,"  young,  beautiful,  and  tender;  to  be  served  and 
guarded  with  a  fidelity  and  passionate  devotion,  the  outgrowth 
of  the  old  family  relation  between  mistress  and  maid,  which 
the  new  modes  and  e.vigencics  of  our  changing  civilization 
have  rendered  so  nearly  obsolete. 

Janet,  in  her  way,  was  a  character.  Intensely  human  in 
her  sympathies,  with  a  keen  but  kindly  inquJsitiveness  con- 
cerning all  the  happenings  of  the  village,  and  a  tongue  often 
sharply,  if  justly,  critical  of  men  and  motives,  her  staunch 
lo>-aUy  made  her,  nevertheless,  absolutely  reticent  when  the 
affairs  of  her  mistress  were  in  question.  Whatever  she  might 
talk  about,  in  her  round  of  marketing,  or  over  the  gate,  with 
some  neighbor  passing  in  the  early  evening, '"  Miss  Hitty" 
was  too  sacred  to  be  made  a  theme  for  even  the  most  inno- 
cent gossip.  So  it  happened  that  those  who  lived  nearest 
Miss  .Merivale  knew  little,  after  all,  of  the  life  and  thought  of 
the  lonely  lady.  The  visits  of  ceremony  duly  made  upon  her 
from  lime  to  time,  by  the  \illage  gentlefolk,  were  as  duly  re- 
lumed. There  was  talk  of  the  weather,  the  Sunday's  semion, 
the  latest  wedding,  or  funeral ;  yet  nothing  ever  quite  drew 
aside  the  shy  reser\'e  which  clothed  her  like  a  veil. 

Once  only,  for  a  moment,  1  saw  her  soul  look  out  at  her 
eyes,  like  a  caged  thing  fain  to  break  its  bars.  It  was  the 
last  time  she  came  to  church,  before  she  was  borne  there  in 
her  coffin.  Il  had  been  understood  for  some  time  that  Miss 
Merivale  was  "failing,"  but  I  think  no  one  had  known  how 
really  ill  she  was.  As  she  rose  to  leave  her  seat,  putting  her 
hand  in  Janet's  arm  and  leaning  upon  it  with  unconscious 
heaviness,  she  raised  suddenly  her  downcast  eyes,  with  one 
long,  sweeping  glance,  which  gathered  and  embraced  the 
congregation,  each  by  each,  from  the  minister  upon  the  pul- 
pit-stair, lo  brown-haired  Leila  Thomwell  standing,  like  St. 
Cecilia,  in  the  choir,  her  whole  soul  thrilling  yet  with  the  last 
chord  of  the  psalm.  If  there  was  in  that  look  all  the  pain 
of  unsatisfied  yearning,  there  was  also  all  the  tenderness  of 
a  caress.  How  silently  our  best  opportunities  pass  us  by  ! 
The  lime  was  not  far  distant  when  some,  at  least,  whom  her 
garment  brushed  in  passing,  would  have  given  almost  a  year 
of  life  to  have  kissed  its  ver)-  hem  that  day. 

"What  will  she  do  with  her  money?"  people  asked  each 
other,  when  it  was  known  that  .Miss  Merivale  was  slowly  but 
surely  dying.  The  question  took  on  all  shades  of  emphasis, 
from  the  careless  tone  of  a  merely  idle  curiosity  to  the  eager 
whisper  of  envy.  One  bold  spirit  ventured  to  approach  Janet 
upon  the  vexed  question,  but  was  repulsed  with  a  resentment 
so  fierce  that  none  dared  repeat  the  experiment. 

The  ageni  of  a  certain  charitable  endowment,  a  good  man 
but  a  narrow  (do  specialties  in  benevolence  tend,  sometimes, 
to  narrowness?;,  sojourning  in  the  town,  felt  himself  forth- 
with called  as  a  messenger  of  God  to  demand  from  the  in- 
\'alid  the  bequest  of  all  her  possessions.  Full  of  joyful  zeal, 
he  sought  an  inter\*iew  with  her,  and  returned,  a  self-right- 
eous but  disappointed  man. 

It  was  after  this  that  Miss  Merivale  sent  sometimes  for  the 
old  pastor  of  the  church.  Two  or  three  times  her  attorney 
from  the  city  was  also  present,  and  to  these  conferences  Janet 
Cameron  was  always  admitted. 

She  died  quietly  as  she  had  lived,  reclining  in  her  easy- 
chair  before  her  western  window,  with  the  low  sun  flooding 
all  the  chamber  with  radiance.  "  She  spoke  to  me,"  said 
poor,  heart-broken  Janet,  "then  turned  her  head  on  the  pil- 
low— so — and  was  gone  ! " 

With  what  strange  distinctness  and  solemn  reverberation 
the  first  sound  of  the  tolling  bell  shivered  the  quiet  air  I  Even 
the  children  at  play  upon  the  village  green  paused  to  count 
with  hushed  voices  the  measured  strokes.  On  and  on,  past 
the  twenties  and  thirties  and  forties.  They  looked  at  each 
with  awed  faces — to  the  young  old  age  seems  so  impossible  1 
After  the  seventy-third  stroke  came  silence,  as  the  solemn 
echoes  lost  themselves  among  the  enduring  hills, 

"  Miss  Merivale  ? "  said  one  to  another ;  and  while  they 
:;  om   the  band  of  crape  on  the  door-handle  of  the  great 
.;<e  mutely  answered  the  question. 


There  seemed  some  slight  incongruity  in  the  announce- 
ment of  a  public  funeral  for  one  whose  life  had  been  so  se-  j 
eluded.  The  little  church  was  quite  filled  when  the  bearers 
brought  in  the  light  coftin  and  placed  it  on  the  bier.  The 
poor  lady's  lonely  lack  of  kindred  had  never  been  so  sadly 
apparent  as  when  Janet,  in  her  black  dress,  bent  and  trem- 
bling, took  the  seal  of  chief  mourner.  It  was  at  this  moment 
that  sweet  Rachel  Morris,  with  riushcd  cheeks  and  eyes 
heavy  with  unshed  tears,  stepped  swiftly  and  noiselessly  for- 
ward and  laid  the  bunch  of  snowy  lilies  she  had  carried 
upon  the  velvet  pall.  A  little  thing,  indeed,  to  do  ;  yet,  per- 
haps, an  hour  later,  she  was  more  glad  lo  have  done  it  than 
for  any  other  action  of  her  life. 

The  congregation  was  not  a  large  one,  although  nearly 
ever>'  family  in  the  little  village  was  represented  in  it.  A 
few  well-to-do  were  scattered  here  and  there,  but  the  ma- 
jority, people  of  moderate  or  scanty  means,  had  done  long 
battle  with  the  clamorous  cares  of  life,  armed  only  with 
weapons  of  honest  work  and  self-denying  economy.  No  ig- 
noble conflict,  surely  1  Out  of  such,  in  all  the  years  of  the 
republic,  has  been  born  the  sturdy  strength  that  saved  her 
in  ihc  hour  of  her  consummate  peril.  Yet,  sometimes  in  our 
wear>'  hours,  we  wonder  why  the  most  perplexing  problems  of 
our  life  concern  the  matters  for  which  we  are  bidden  to  "  take 
no  thought" — what  we  shall  eat  and  drink,  and  wherewithal 
we  shall  be  clothed. 

The  old  minister  had  of  late  had  cause  for  some  such 
troubled  thoughts.  His  faith  had  not  wavered,  but  it  had 
been  sorely  tried.  To  save  a  wayward  younger  brother,  dear 
to  him  as  his  own  son,  from  deep  disgrace,  he  had  stripped 
himself  of  the  careful  savings  of  many  self-denying  years. 
Not  more  than  two  or  three  of  his  parishioners  knew  how 
even  the  rarest  and  most  precious  volumes  of  his  library  had 
gone  to  the  bookseller.  There  had  been  tears  in  the  good 
man's  eyes  as  he  wrapped  them  tenderly  for  the  express  man; 
he  could  fancy  them  the  faces  of  dead  friends.  He  was  an 
old  man,  and  must  soon  give  his  place  to  a  younger,  and 
then  ?  All  the  self-respecting  independence  of  his  Puritan 
ancestry  rose  up  within  him  at  the  question,  but  he  crushed 
it  back.     It  should  be  with  him  as  God  willed. 

And  Rachel  Morris,  despite  her  tender  thought  for  the 
dead,  had  brought  a  heavy,  wounded  heart  to  church.  The 
flush  on  her  cheek  deepened,  and  her  whole  nature  thrilled 
like  a  sensitive  plant,  as  Mark  Atherton  took  his  seat  in  the 
pew  before  her.  A  noble  face  was  Mark's — a  face  to  trust, 
to  love  and  be  loved,  but  it  was  prematurely  care-wom,  and 
about  the  mouth  to-day  were  some  new,  hard  lines  of 
trouble,  revealing  the  thought  of  one  who  had  grown  sud- 
denly uncertain  of  master)',  brought  to  bay  by  his  own  dis- 
appointed hopes.  Rachel  felt  the  look  as  he  passed  her, 
although  her  own  eyes  were  scarcely  lifted  ;  she  had  seen  it 
there  three  days  before  for  the  first  time. 

Seven  years  ago— how  long  it  seemed  ! — they  were  be- 
trothed. Mark  was  a  senior  at  Han'ard  then  ;  brilliant,  ad- 
mired, "  with  a  future  before  him,''  the  professors  said.  Ah, 
that  vacation  summer  1  Was  it  not  worth  even  this  pain  to 
have  known  three  months  so  perfect  ?  Sitting  there  in  the  quiet 
church  she  thought  of  all  that  followed  :  the  sudden  death  of 
Mark's  father,  his  recall  from  college,  the  settlement  of  the 
estate,  the  crushing  surprise  of  finding  that  the  payment  of 
the  debts  left  absolutely  nothing  for  the  support  of  the 
invalid,  heart-broken  mother  and  the  troop  of  young  brothers 
and  sisters.  She  remembered  how  Mark  had  taken  the 
burden  on  his  strong,  young  shoulders  so  nobly  and  cheer- 
fully— how  proud  she  had  been  of  him  for  that !  It  had 
been  a  hard,  brave  struggle  ;  over  and  over  they  had  put  by 
their  own  plans  and  struggles  ;  over  and  over  he  had  said  : 
"  In  one  year  more,  my  darling  !  "  and  she  had  answered  : 
"  One  or  ten,  dear  Mark  !" 

But  now,  at  last,  when  the  good  times  seemed  really  near, 
he  had  come  to  her  with  the  darkness  of  a  new  reverse  upon 
his  face.  When  before  he  had  been  weary  and  impatient 
she  had  soothed  him  ;  he  had  drunk  at  the  spring  of,  her 
hope  and  courage.     But  this  time  she  was  powerless. 

'I  can  never  marr>*,  Rachel  !"  he  said,  in  a  hard,  bitter 
voice  which  she  could  not  recognize.  "  1  have  been  a  fool 
to  think  of  it.  Fate  is  against  me.  You  are  wearing  out 
your  youth  working  and  waiting.  I  should  be  a  coward  to 
let  it  go  on  longer.     Henceforth  you  are  free  ! '" 

"O  Mark  I  Mark  !  "  she  cried,  *'  you  do  not  know  what  you 
say  '  You  can  not  make  me  free  !  My  own  heart  binds 
me  ;  would  you  break  my  heart  ? " 

But  he  said  not  a  word.  He  grasped  her  wrists  until  she 
could  have  cried  out  with  pain,  devoured  her  face  with  bitter, 
despairing  eyes,  kissed  her  once,  twice,  almost  fiercely,  and 
went  away.  ".Mark!  Mark!"  she  called  in  agony,  but  he 
neither  turned  nor  answered. 

She  had  not  seen  him  since  until  to-day.  Was  this  the 
end  of  all  ?  she  thought.  If  he  had  loved  her,  could  he  have 
left  her  so  ?  She  might  touch  him  with  her  hand,  yet  how 
far  and  cold  seemed  the  distance  between  them  !  And  life 
was  so  long.  She  forced  herself  to  think  :  she  should  grow 
old  and  wear>'  with  small  toils  ;  her  hair  would  whiten  and 
her  face  grow  wrinkled ;  at  the  last  she  should  lie — like  that  I 
She  shuddered  as  if  the  heavy  pall  were  wrapped  about  her 
heart. 

Just  across  the  aisle  sat  John  Hemenway  with  his  gentle 
wife.  He,  too,  had  his  own  sorrow.  The  reticent,  laborious 
man  could  never  have  told  any  one  how  dear  was  the  little 
cottage  where  he  had  taken  his  young  bride  long  ago  ;  the 
chamber  in  which  his  children  had  been  bom  ;  the  pretty 
garden  where  they  played,  and  where,  loo,  one  little  grave 
had  been  made,  because  the  church-yard  seemed  so  lonely 
for  the  tender  nursling  that  had  never  slept  one  night  out  of 
the  mothers  arms.  But  sickness  and  ill-fortune  had  come, 
and  left  the  cottage  hopelessly  encumbered  ;  next  month  the 
mortgage  would  be  foreclosed  ;  he  must  begin  anew.  He 
did  not  murmur  ;  he  was  made  of  better  fibre  ;  but  the  small 
mound  with  the  white  rose-bush  at  its  head  was  not  the  only 
grave  of  hope  which  the  little  homestead  covered. 

Leila  Thomwell  turned  the  leaves  of  her  psalm-book  with 
a  touch  that  was  a  caress.  Even  the  printed  symbols  of 
sweet  sound  touched  her  with  some  strange,  dimly-compre- 
hended emotion  of  kinship.  One  upon  whom  the  divine 
birthright  has  not  descended  can  but  vaguely  suggest  what 
music  meant  to  this  child,  with  the  rare  artist-face  and  far- 
seeking  eyes,  and  the  small  hands  stained  and  hardened  by 
work  in  the  mills.  Leila  had  never  heard  a  great  singer  ex- 
cept in  her  dreams,  but  only  God  and  her  own  heart  knew 
how  the  note  of  a  bird,  the  far,  sweet  chime  of  evening  bells, 


even  the  sound  of  her  own  wonderful  voice — how  wondcrfjl 

she  never  guessed — in  the  dusky  twilight  woods,  where  she 
went  sometimes  alone  when  work  was  over,  would  make  her 
very  soul  burst  with  longing  for  the  unattainable.  "  Let  me 
learn  or  die  !  "  she  cried  out  often,  with  her  face  pillowed  on 
the  cool  mosses,  and  the  brown  leaves  drifting  over  her 
head.  Heaven,  to  some  wear)-  souls,  might  mean  white 
robes  and  rest ;  to  others,  long  fettered  by  adverse  circum- 
stances, freedom  and  growth  ;  to  Leila  it  was  "the  Song  of 
Moses  and  the  Lamb." 

Kind-hearted  Charley  Carroll,  passing  Widow  MuUane's 
cottage  on  his  way  down  the  street,  had  encountered  the  wist- 
ful eyes  of  little  Patsey  from  his  couch  before  the  door,  and 
forthwith  taking  him  inside  to  be  made  neat,  had  brought 
him  on  his  broad  shoulders  to  church.  Poor  Patsey,  with 
both  legs  crushed  in  the  runaway  last  year,  would  never 
walk  again.  "  So  patient — the  darlint  ! "  said  his  mother 
often.  "Niver  a  word  of  complainin'  from  the  mouth  of 
him,  though  it's  himself  that  must  many  a  time  set  alone  the 
whole  day.  .A.h  !  the  one  thing  I'd  be  wantin'  a  bit  of  money 
for  'ud  be  to  make  him  more  comfortable  loike." 

The  simple  sermon  from  the  grand  text,  "  1  am  the  Resur- 
rection and  the  Life,"'  was  not  long,  and  as  the  speaker 
closed  the  book,  he  bent  for  a  little  silent  space  over  the  pul- 
pit rail. 

"  My  brethren,"  he  said  at  last,  "it  has  been  my  custom 
upon  occasions  like  this  to  speak  according  to  my  knowl- 
edge and  ability  of  the  life  and  character  of  the  deceased. 
Not  wholly  of  my  own  judgment,  but  after  mature  consul- 
tation with  the  friend  now  present,  who  has  been  the  ad- 
ministrator of  the  worldly  affairs  of  our  departed  sister,  I 
have  decided  to  forego  my  usual  habit,  and  introduce  what 
may  seem  a  strange  innovation. 

'*  I  bear  upon  my  heart  to-day  a  great  sadness.  Our  sis- 
ter has  passed  among  us  a  more  solitary  life  than  was  meet. 
Far  be  it  from  me,  my  brethren,  to  accuse  you  of  undue  self- 
absorption  !  In  this  fault,  if  fault  there  be,  I  stand  also 
with  you,  and  may  God  mercifully  judge  our  sin  of  omission  ! 

"  The  confidence  of  the  dying  is  sacred,  yet  the  words 
spoken  to  me  not  many  days  since  by  our  sister  belong  to 
me,  as  it  seems,  only  as  your  representative.  I  have,  there- 
fore, no  hesitancy  in  transmitting  them  to  you. 

"  A  message  was  brought  to  me  that  she  desired  my  pres- 
ence. I  found  her  greatly  changed  since  I  had  seen  her 
last.  With  exceeding  calmness  and  self-possession  she  told 
me  that,  in  the  opinion  of  her  physician,  she  had  not  long  to 
live.  Her  words,  my  brethren,  are  vividly  impressed  upon 
my  memory.  '  It  is  better  so,'  she  said.  *  .My  time  has  been 
long,  and  perhaps  few  should  be  so  little  missed  as  1  shall 
be.  It  has  seldom  been  my  fortune  to  attract  where  I  have 
myself  been  attracted;  yet  the  people  with  whom  my  home 
has  been  so  many  years  are  very  dear  to  me.  I  have  much 
money,  more  even  than  I  myself  knew,  until  of  late.  My 
wants  have  been  few  and  my  expenditures  small,  and  the  in- 
vestments which  Mr.  Ayrbright  has  made  for  seem  to  have 
marvelously  prospered.  I  have,  as  you  may  know,  no  kin- 
dred; I  have  been  ill  a  long  time,  and  what  was  at  first 
scarcely  more  than  a  fancy,  has  grown  to  be  the  dearest  wish 
of  all  my  life. 

"  '  I  have  thought  that  I  should  like,  if  I  could,  in  dying,  to- 
make  ever>'  one  in  the  village  a  little  happier.  To  some, 
who  need,  I  would  give  aid:  to  others,  the  fulfillment  of  some 
long-cherished  wish;  to  others  still,  I  might  be  the  cause  of 
some  pleasure  not  otherwise  experienced.  Once  I  might 
have  been  sad  to  think  that  no  tears,  except  my  poor  Janet's, 
would  be  shed  for  me,  but  not  now  !  I  would  have  smiles 
instead  I  I  trust  it  may  not  be  a  selfish  thought,  but  I  have 
dared  to  wish  that  even  the  little  children  1  have  watched 
so  often  on  the  village  green  might  play  the  merrier  for  my 
sake.' 

"  My  brethren,  I  will  not  add  words  of  my  own.  You  will 
understand  now  why  I  asked  Mr.  Ayrbright,  who  is  present 
with  us  to-day,  to  read  in  your  hearing  the  last  will  and 
testament  of  our  dear  sister  who  has  left  us." 

In  the  great  stillness  which  had  fallen  upon  the  room,  all 
eyes  were  turned  upon  the  lawyer,  who  rose  in  his  seat,  and 
advancing  to  the  vacant  place  beside  the  coffin,  slowly  un- 
tied a  thickly-folded  paper,  and  holding  it  to  the  light,  be- 
gan to  read. 

Miss  Merrivale's  will  was  a  long  document,  too  long  to  be 
reproduced  here,  with  many  codicils.  The  plan  she  had 
confided  to  the  pastor  had  been  carried  out  to  its  smallest 
details  with  wonderful  fidelity.  Every  family  in  the  little 
village,  either  as  a  whole  or  through  some  representative, 
was  remembered  there — not  one  left  out.  But  the  mar\'el 
of  it  all  was  the  intuition  which  seemed  to  have  guided  her 
in  the  selection  of  her  gifts.  Even  the  mementoes  for  the 
few  wealthier  towns-people  had  been  chosen  with  rare  dis- 
crimination of  individual  character  and  tastes. 

If,  unseen,  she  had  presided  over  ever)*  household  council, 
nay,  had  shared  the  solitar)'  perplexities  of  those  on  whom 
the  burden  of  life  had  been  laid,  she  could  scarcely  have  de- 
cided more  unerringly.  There  were  no  careless  bequests, 
made  out  mere  delight  in  giving.  Wherever  existed  age  or 
ability  compatible  with  effort,  her  gift,  whether  small  or  large, 
took  the  form  of  a  means  to  more  efficient  and  independent 
self-help.  More  than  one  in  the  little  church  that  day  saw 
the  "  lost  chance  "  which  had  passed  him  by  in  the  unsuc- 
cessful race  of  life,  turn  back  to  meet  him,  like  an  angel 
with  outstretched  hands. 

First  of  all,  as  was  meet,  had  been  the  generous  provision 
for  "Janet  Cameron,  the  devoted  companion  and  faithful 
friend  of  many  years,  upon  whose  unfailing  affection  I  have 
leaned,  and  to  whose  wise  judgment  I  have  deferred  with 
especial  satisfaction  in  these  closing  arrangements  of  my 
life." 

Faithful  Janet !  No  crown  could  have  touched  the  wrinkled 
brow  with  such  sacred  honor.  To  how  many  hearts  the 
words  from  an  old  Book  seemed  to  whisper  silently,  like 
dreamed-of  music:  "Blessed  are  those  servants,  whom  the 
Lord,  when  he  comrth,  shall  find  watching:  verily,  I  say  unto 
you,  that  he  shall  gird  himself,  and  make  them  sit  down  to 
meat,  and  will  come  forth  and  serve  them." 

Strange  scenes  were  enacted.  One  by  one,  the  grave  and 
decorous  faces  gave  way  before  the  deepening  flood  of  an 
emotion  which  could  not  be  checked.  The  tears  which  the 
dying  woman  had  resigned  without  a  pang  were  mingling 
with  the  smiles  she  longed  for,  in  a  bow  of  promise  whose 
radiance  encircled  all. 

No  more  trembling  visions  of  an  old  age  fed  by  charity 
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for  the  white-haired  man  of  God  sobbing  his  heart  out  in 
thankililness  upon  the  pulpit  rail  ! 

Let  the  baby  rest  still  in  the  garden-earth,  John  Hemen- 
way,  for  the  cottage  is  your  own  again  ! 

And  Mark— O  Mark  and  Rachel  !  do  you  hear  ?  "  To 
Mrs.  Jane  Atherton,  widow,  my  homestead,  except  the  rooms 
hereinbefore  reserved  for  the  life  use  of  Janet  Cameron." 
Then,  following  close,  are  designated  the  terms  of  annuity 
which  will  reinstate  the  mother  in  the  old  independent  com- 
fort. Before  the  quick  blood  which  leaped  to  Rachel's 
heart  can  seek  her  cheek  again,  she  hears  her  own  name  in 
the  lawyers  clear  voice: 

"To  Rachel    Morris the  cottage  owned  by  me, 

known  as  "  The  A'ines.' " 

Nothing  for  Mark  ?  Yes,  everthing  for  Mark  !  Love,  hope, 
the  world  to  conquer  !  They  clasp  each  other^s  hands  across 
the  pew,  as  utterly  alone  amid  those  crowding  faces  as  were 
the  first  man  and  woman  in  Eden  ! 

"O  Patsey,  listen  !" — it  is  Charley  Carroll's  eager  whisper 
— "  don't  you  understand  ?  A  beautiful  wheeled  chair — you 
turn  it  with  your  hand — your  own  hand,  Patsey !  It  will  take 
you  ever>nvhere — it  will  be  like  walking  again  !  And  money, 
Patsey,  for  books  and  lessons,  and — " 

Ah  !  Charley  Carroll,  hush  1  There  is  no  color  in  the 
small,  thin  cheek;  the  light  figure  falls  limp  against  your  en- 
circling arm,  faint  with  excess  of  joy. 

"  To  Leila  Thomwell,  whose  singing  has  been  an  inexpres- 
sible aid  to  my  feeble  aspirations,  I  w^ould  recommend  a  life 
devoted  to  musical  study.  If  this  plan  coincide  with  her 
own  wishes,  I  direct  an  appropriation  of  money  to  defray  all 
the  expenses  of  the  most  thorough  musical  education  possi- 
ble to  be  obtained  by  her,  under  the  best  masters,  both  in 
this  country'  and  Europe." 

Ah !  Leila  !  Leila  '  Press  closer  to  her,  if  you  will;  she 
does  not  see  or  hear  you;  but  kneeling  on  the  white  wood 
floor,  you  may  see  her  face,  as  it  were  "  the  face  of  an 
angel." 

The  long  list  of  individual  bequests  was  over  at  last.  The 
two  remaining  were  of  collective  interest.  The  former  pro- 
vided for  the  establishment  and  maintenance  of  a  free  pub- 
lic hbrar)-;  the  latter  directed  the  erection  of  a  commodious 
building  surrounded  by  ample  grounds,  and  adapted  for  the 
uses  of  a  "  Kindergarten."  Not  in  vain  had  Miss  Merivale 
read  Friedrick  Froebel.  The  clear,  succinct  text  of  the  will 
portrayed  like  a  vivid  picture  the  large  and  beautiful  gar- 
dens where  the  children  should  play,  where  each  should  have 
his  own  little  spot  of  ground,  and  learn  his  first  independent 
relationship  to  the  soil. 

"  Let  us  pray  I  "  said  the  minister,  as  ^Ir.  Ayrbright  fin- 
ished; but  his  voice  ended  in  a  sob  and  he  sat  down. 
-  There  was  no  formal  invitation,  but  the  whole  assembly, 
as  by  one  common  impulse,  moved  gently  forward,  when  the 
sexton  had  unscrewed  the  coffin-lid.  Very  calm  and  sweet 
she  lay  in  her  snow-white  robes.  There  was  no  semblance 
of  extreme  age  in  the  dead  face;  it  was  as  if  her  own  lost 
youth  had  met  her  at  the  door  of  Heaven,  and  led  her  smil- 
ing across  the  golden  threshold. 

How  many  lips  that  never  touched  her  living  face,  pressed 
now  in  passionate  yearning  upon  the  cold,  still  brow,  mur- 
mured :  "  If  we  had  known,  if  we  had  only  known  !  "  It 
mattered  little — she  would  never  be  lonely  again  !  "  For  so 
He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

Years  have  passed  since  Leila  Thornwell  came  back  from 
Italy.  She  had  been  long  abroad,  but  the  fame  of  her  mar- 
velous success  crossed  the  ocean  before  her.  It  was  a  proud 
and  happy  concourse  that  welcomed  the  great  singer  to  the 
home  of  her  humble  birth.  Fresh  and  unspoiled  still,  she 
met  their  greetings  with  a  sweeter  joy  than  the  most  enthu- 
siastic applause  of  London  and  Parisian  salons  had  ever 
beerr  able  to  impart. 

A  deputation  of  her  townsmen  came  to  her,  after  the  first 
fatigue  of  her  journey  was  over. 

"  Will  you  not  sing  for  us  ? "  they  said.  "  The  to^vn  hall 
is  not  fit,  but  it  is  our  largest  room." 

"  I  will  sing  for  you,"  she  answered,  \vith  a  strange  light  in 
her  beautiful  face,  "  but  not  in  any  hall.  To-morrow  will  be 
the  anniversary  of  Miss  Merivale's  burial.  I  will  sing  to 
you  beside  her  grave." 

The  people  gathered  in  the  odorous  hush  of  the  summer 
twilight  The  church-yard  was  quite  full,  and  many  stood 
in  the  street  outside.  A  strange  stillness  brooded  over  all, 
broken  only  by  the  distant  rushing  of  the  rapid  river.  Miss 
Merivale's  monument  gleamed  white  amid  the  dusky  pines. 
The  towns-people  had  raised  it  to  her  memory,  even  the  lit- 
tle children  dropping  their  pennies  eagerly  into  the  common 
fund.  The  sculptor  knew  the  storj',  and  he  had  put  his  heart 
into  his  work.  There  was  a  massive  pedestal  of  purest  white 
marble,  and  upon  it  a  w^oman's  figure,  winged  and  veiled, 
bending  slightly  forward  as  if  for  flight,  with  both  hands  out- 
spread in  blessing.  There  were  many  flowers  upon  the 
green  mound  ;  from  early  spring-time  until  the  late  frosts  of 
autumn  it  never  lacked  such  offerings. 

Leila  stood  close  beside  the  stone,  a  slender,  graceful 
form,  with  a  face  pure  and  clear  as  the  artist's  sculptured 
ideal.  If  music  be  indeed  the  language  of  the  immortals, 
well  might  her  luminous  eyes  reflect  the  radiance  beyond. 

The  level  sunset  touched  her  brow  with  a  glor)- ;  slowly  it 
faded,  and  the  shadows  deepened  about  her  head.  Still  she 
sang — old-folk  songs,  tender  and  sweet,  bom  of  the  pathos 
of  living  and  dying  ;  hymns  that  bore  on  their  strong  wings 
the  conflict  and  triumph  of  the  ages  ;  grand  arias,  in  which 
the  souls  of  Handel  and  Mendelssohn  compelled  immortality; 
strains  that  had  lost  themselves  among  old  cathedral  aisles, 
or  soared  to  heaven  firom  the  lips  of  chanting  armies  waiting 
the  battle  charge  for  God  and  native  land.  The  grandeur  of 
the  Old  Dispensation,  the  tender  promise  of  the  New,  were 
embodied  in  a  li\-ing  voice. 

The  faint  moon  had  stolen  into  the  sky,  when  she  ceased 
at  last.  "  My  friends,"  she  said,  "  all  you  who  love  her  who 
was  bom  into  heaven  so  many  years  ago  this  day,  sing  with 
me  now,  '  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  1 '  " 

The  people  bent  like  a  wind-swayed  forest.  Not  one  was 
there  whose  life  had  not  been  somehow  broadened  and  en- 
nobled by  the  tender  beneficence  of  her  who  slept  beneath 
the  flowers. 

The  choral  harmony  rose  and  swelled  and  died  away,  but 

somewhere,  may  be — who  can  teU  ? — out  in  the  infinite  where 

God's  lonely  hearts  find  home  and  rest,  other  lips  took  up 

the  strain,  and  the  praise  of  earth  became  the  joy  of  heaven. 

Mary  A.  P.  Stansbury. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 


Domestic  Fact  and  Fashionable  Fancy. 


AIv  Dear  Em  : — I  dropped  into  the  midst  of  something 
new  and  charming  the  other  day,  at  38  Gear}'  Street,  where 
the  Wakefield  Rattan  Company  has  its  headquarters.  You 
would  be  surprised  indeed  to  see  the  almost  endless  variety 
of  articles  that  are  manufactured  from  a  simple  stick  of  cane. 
Chairs  of  every  description,  rockers,  high  chairs  for  babies, 
low  ones,  footstools,  and  invalid  chairs — the  best  things  of 
the  kind  I  ever  saw,  for  they  are  at  once  so  light  and  so  strong, 
with  none  of  the  disagreeable  feeling  of  insecurity  that  all 
the  common  wicker  work  gives  ;  no  creaking  of  ever)'  joint, 
and  no  untwisting  of  stray  straws  ;  these  last  are  made  with 
foot-rests,  high  backs,  and  arms,  large  wheels,  and  a  handle 
at  the  back  to  propel  it  by.  They  would  almost  reconcile  one 
to  permanent  invalidship.  Then  there  are  cribs  and  cradles 
— one  with  a  canopy  top,  finished  in  blue  and  white  lace, 
which  was  e.xhibited  at  the  late  Fair — music  stands,  book 
racks,  wall  pockets,  brackets,  shaving  cases  with  French 
plate  mirrors  attached,  comer  etagcres^  photograph  stands, 
firewood  baskets,  settees,  tables  of  all  shapes  and  sizes — 
some  with  a  broad  tray  midway  between  the  top  and  bottom, 
and  a  host  of  other  contrivances.  Extra  handsome  are  the 
different  varieties  of  work  baskets  and  work  tables.  They 
come  both  in  wicker  and  rustic  work  ;  are  lined  with  quilted 
silks  and  adorned  with  cords  and  tassels  ;  one  has  a  double 
covered  basket,  with  a  mirror  above  the  top  one.  Scrap- 
baskets,  too,  that  are  really  ornamental,  are  made  in  the  form 
of  open-work  barrels  and  lined  with  bright  colors.  This  is 
the  depot  for  the  famous  Kurrachee  rugs  I  have  told  you  of 
before,  which,  together  with  all  these  other  articles,  are  made 
in  Wakefield  in  the  far-away  State  of  Massachusetts.  New 
lingerie  at  Chester's  includes  some  elegant  scarfs  of  Valen- 
ciennes, Duchesse,  and  Point,  among  the  more  expensive  tri- 
fles, and  a  dozen  or  more  different  styles  in  bows,  ties,  ruch- 
ings,  and  sets.  Parures  in  nainsook  and  colored  linens  are 
made  uj)  in  the  "cock's  comb"  scallops,  with  additional  gar- 
niture in  the  shape  of  open  work  on  the  edges  and  hemstitch- 
ing running  lengthwise  ;  ties  of  the  same  are  attached  and 
cuffs  come  to  match.  They  are  prett}-  for  morning  wear — 
in  the  absence  of  greater  novelties.  Real  bargains  are  the 
embroidered  and  hemstitched  sets,  selling  for  one  dollar. 
Shoulder  capes  of  Sicihenne  and  cashmere,  richly  beaded 
and  silk-worked,  are  among  the  newest  things  there  ;  the 
same  pretty  things  in  heavy  silk  nettings,  and  in  various  col- 
ors, finished  on  the  edges  by  fringes,  are  exceedingly  handy 
to  be  used  as  scarfs  over  outside  wraps.  Doane  &  Henshel- 
wood  showed  me  yesterday  one  of  three  pieces  of  the  "  Bon 
marche"  black  silk  just  received,  which  they  are  selling  at 
the  ridiculously  low  figure  of  three  dollars  a  yard.  It  is  fully 
the  equal  of  the  Ponson  and  Bonnet,  and  far  enough  ahead 
of  the  various  other  makes.  I  find  this  an  exceedingly  sat- 
isfactor)'  store  to  deal  with  ;  everything  is  so  excellent  in 
quality,  and  there  are  no  glaring  extremes  in  anything  you 
find  there.  Mrs.  Lewis,  of  Thurlow  Block,  gives  me  many 
items  this  week  as  to  the  modes.  She  is  making  many  street 
suits  of  quite  brilliant  colors,  some  combining  three  and  four 
even.  Long  loop  bows,  lined  with  a  contrasting  color  or 
shade,  are  absolutely  indispensable  ;  and  combinations  of 
faille,  satin,  and  woolen  goods  are  now  the  favorites  for  street 
and  house  and  carriage  wear.  Black  silks  are  now  combined 
with  moire,  satin,  or  brocade,  instead  of  velvet.  A  most  el- 
egant toilet  was  one  just  completed,  of  a  bluish  sage-green  silk 
and  a  silvery  blue  green  brocade.  The  trimmings  consisted  of 
pipings  of  red  silk,  and  a  superb  light  green  chenille  fringe, 
the  balls  of  which  were  connected  by  crimson  bands.  Plas- 
trons of  fine  plaitings  are  as  much  used  as  ever,  and  a  pretty 
variation  consists  of  the  dress  itself,  where  it  meets  the 
plastron,  being  cut  in  scallops  and  bound  with  contrasting 
silk.  The  two  styles  at  present  are  the  Princess  and  a  sepa- 
rate skirt  and  basque,  or  a  combination  of  the  two.  "  La- 
veuse  "  plaits  will  be  much  used,  but  in  ordinar)'  overskirts 
the  irregular /o;/^  will  rule,  and  trimming  may  be  very  pro- 
fuse or  very  scant,  according  to  taste,  so  ver>'  obliging  is 
Dame  Fashion  just  at  this  transition  period.  The  favorite 
colors  are  caroubier,  garnet,  Vandyck,  Russian  green,  Ophe- 
lia pink,  which  shades  on  gray,  seal  brown,  and  the  newly- 
named  shade  of  mastic,  now  called  "  liver^',"  or  coachman's 
gray.  By  the  way,  Sullivan  has  some  lovely  cloaks  in  the 
different  shades  of  grays  and  brown,  and  among  them  one 
of  this  new  color,  of  heavy  beaver  cloth,  made  up  in  Dolman 
shape,  with  the  round  closed  -  sleeve,  and  trimmed  with  a 
broad  band  of  garnet  velvet  and  deep  mastic  fringe.  Mr. 
Sullivan  has  just  returned  from  Paris,  and  has  brought  back 
any  number  of  novelties  in  the  way  of  cloaks  and  suits,  be- 
sides there  is  no  telling  how  many  ideas  to  be  worked  out  by 
his  busy  brain  as  fast  as  time  will  permit.  Buttons  for  out- 
door wraps  will  be  large  again,  which  seems  to  me  more  suit- 
able than  small  ones,  and  I  saw  at  this  same  house  a  great 
variety  of  polished  wood  ones,  pearl,  vegetable  ivorj',  silk, 
satin,  and  velvet.  A  verj'  elegant  trimming  for  cloaks  is  the 
chicoree  ruche.  It  is  made  of  heavy  silk,  plaited  through 
the  centre  either  in  clusters  or  continuously,  and  the  edges 
pinked.  Sometimes  the  pinking  is  done  in  large  scallops 
composed  of  finer  ones,  and  a  still  more  showy  style  is  the 
serrated  leaf  Different  styles  are  employed,  according  with 
the  quality  of  the  silk.  A  most  comfortable  article  in  the 
way  of  a  traveling  wrap  is  the  "  Montague,"  and  I  hear  they 
have  been  having  a  tremendous  run  there  ever  since  they 
were  first  displayed.  Moming  wrappers  of  particularly  new 
and  fresh  combinations  seem  to  be  one  of  Mr.  Sullivan's  pet 
specialties.  There  is  an  exquisite  blue  one  embroidered  in 
colors  now  in  the  window,  attracting  universal  admiration, 
and  others  of  bright  cashmere  with  neck  and  sleeve  trim- 
mings of  broad  Irish  point,  that  are  not  far  behind  it  in 
beauty.  The  side  button,  or  "Provost  "  glove,  still  retains 
it  popularity,  and  elaborately  embroidered  kids  of  both 
styles  are  much  worn.  Seed  pearls  are  sometimes  intro- 
duced, reminding  one  of  the  days  of  the  Charleses,  when  the 
gloves  were  the  prime  consideration  of  the  toilet.  These 
are  extremely  handsome  with  all  white  toilets,  particularly 
where  the  garniture  of  the  dress  consists  principally  of  pearl 
trimmings.  I  find  a  very  full  and  complete  assortment 
of  these  articles  at  the  Lace  House.  Miss  Baker,  of  Boston 
dress  reform  fame,  at  430  Sutter  Street,  tells  me  that  the 
balayeuse  is  being  superseded  by  a  plaited  flounce,  edged 
with  Mirecourt  lace,  and  made  after  the  Worth  model  (for 


which  she  is  the  sole  agent  here),  attachable  to  the  Princesse 
skirts.  I  am  glad  to  hear  on  all  sides  how  these  excellent 
improvements  on  our  underwear  are  gaining  friends.  The 
Union  suits  in  flannels,  as  well  as  the  continuous  drawers 
that  combine  both  chemise  and  drawers  in  one,  are  vastly 
superior  to  the  detached  garments  we  have  hitherto  been  tor- 
mented with,  and  as  they  come  ready-made  from  head-quar- 
ters, there  is  no  delay  if  one  wants  ever  so  large  an  outfit ;  at 
the  same  time,  they  will  be  made  to  order  if  preferred. 
Ever>'  patent  in  the  way  of  skirt  and  stocking  supporter  is  to 
be  found  here,  and  Miss  Baker  is  also  the  agent  for  Mrs. 
Clark's  self-supporting  corset.  Fancy  hosiery  is  in  hair-line 
stripes  running  round  the  leg,  and  sometimes  showing  an 
addition  of  embroider}'  up  the  side.  I  saw  some  beauties  at 
the  White  House  in  silk  and  Lisle  thread  the  other  day. 
The  silks  of  the  most  delicate  tints  are  warranted  fast  colors. 
Lisle  threads,  both  open  work  and  plain,  have  designs  in 
one  color  only,  gray  or  the  neutral  greens,  browns,  etc.,  and 
even  with  a  difference  of  a  single  shade,  to  match  the  dress 
goods  now  in  vogue.  The  most  beautiful  ones  to  my  fancy 
are  the  black  and  white  that  look  like  all  lace,  and  the  pearl 
grays  worked  in  the  same  shade.  Our  bottlers  seem  de- 
termined to  keep  pace  with  all  the  refinements  of  other  foot- 
wear, and  show  some  elegant  fashions  in  their  line.  Kast, 
who  is  always  getting  in  something  new  and  tempting,  had 
some  remarkably  pretty  walking  boots  of  matelasse  in  black, 
gray,  and  invisible  green,  with  foxing  of  soft,  duU  red,  and 
then  narrow  straps  across  the  toes,  through  which  the  cloth 
is  seen.  Mottled  and  checked  goods,  though  wom  when  ac- 
cording with  the  suit,  will  never  become  as  popular  as  plain 
goods,  as  the  latter  only  have  the  tendency  to  diminish  the 
size  of  the  foot.  For  evening  and  full  dress  occasions  the 
variety  is  infinite,  even  verging  on  the  most  extravagant  of 
theatrical  styles,  which,  by  the  way,  Mr.  Kast  makes  a 
specialty.  Gold,  silver,  bronze,  pink,  blue,  and  green,  are 
some  of  the  kids  seen  in  high  laced  and  button  boots,  low 
slippers,  ties,  and  the  different  shapes  known  to  the  trade 
for  this  particular  line  of  custom,  while  others  are  in  colors, 
flaked  or  scaled  like  armor,  with  gold  and  silver,  em- 
broidered, stitched,  and  otherwise  "wonderfully  made." 
Delightfully  comfortable  toilet-slippers  are  made  of  cloth  on 
quilted  silk,  lined  with  flannel  and  edged  with  fur.  L'nlike 
most  fur-trimmed  shoes,  they  do  not  look  unduly  large  or 
cumbersome.  But  with  all  this  fancy  work  I  think  Kast  is 
strengthening  his  previous  reputation  most  by  his  make  of 
walking-shoes  that  are  now  cut  and  shaped  on  purely 
anatomical  principles,  have  broad,  low  heels,  and  are  mar\'els 
of  good  sense  and  fine  workmanship.  I  see  that  Roman  ad- 
vertises Miss  Youman's  new  book.  Lessons  in  Cookery.  I 
have  it,  and  think  it  the  best  thing  in  its  way  I  ever  got  hold 
of.  Not  only  is  it  chuck  full,  as  they  say  down  in  Maine,  of 
excellent  receipts,  but  it  goes  into  the  depths  of  the  cooking 
question  until  it  arrives  at  the  dignity  of  a  philosophical  dis- 
sertation, adding  to  its  extremely  practical  instructions  sev- 
eral such  chapters  as  these  :  "  Sick-room  Cooker>',"  an  essay 
on  "The  Principles  of  Diet  in  Health  and  Disease,"  by  Dr. 
Thomas  K.  Chambers,  which  includes  the  consideration  of 
diet  as  the  source  of  both  bodily  and  mental  strength,  its 
regulation  in  corpulent,  consumptive,  and  gouty  tendencies, 
and  the  proper  balance  of  meat  and  vegetable  diets  in  vari- 
ous conditions  of  life.  The  author  is  a  pupil  of  the  South 
Kensington  Cooking  School  of  London,  and  ever>'  receipt 
given  is  in  constant  use  there,  and,  therefore,  as  fully  verified 
as  is  possible  for  it  to  be.  There  is  nothing  cookable  that  is 
not  fully  discussed,  and  canning,  pickling,  and  preserving  are 
entered  into  at  length.  I  have  been  reading  too,  of  late,  an- 
other work,  which  I  recommend  to  you  for  solid  consider- 
ation ;  it  is  the  History  of  Ancient  Literature^  by  Quacken- 
bos.  It  begins  with  the  earliest  vestiges  of  .■\r)'an  literature, 
and  comes  down  through  oriental,  Grecian,  and  Roman,  suc- 
cessively, to  the  beginning  of  the  decline  in  letters  under  the 
last-named  empire ;  is  illustrated  by  both  engravings  and 
maps,  and  gives  a  condensed  account  that  is  extremely  use- 
firl  to  home  students  interested  in  these  subjects,  which  I 
fancy  you  are  somewhat.     Adieu,  till  next  time. 

Yours,  always,  LiLIAS  DUBOIS. 


Beauty  gets  plenty  of  praise.  Poets  sing  it,  romancers 
furnish  it  in  abundance  to  their  heroines,  dramatists  use  it  as 
the  motive  of  their  most  stirring  plays,  painters  and  sculptors 
delight  to  portray  it,  all  the  world  worships  it ;  and  yet 
there  is  much  to  be  said  about  the  noble  qualities  of  ugly  lit- 
tle women.  There  is  often  more  charm  in  the  vitality, 
energy,  unselfishness,  and  gayety  of  an  ugly  little  woman 
than  in  a  half  dozen  tall,  queenly  beauties,  who  have  to  be 
on  the  watch  all  the  time  to  pose  well  and  make  their  points 
effective.  There  have  been  men  in  the  world  who  thought 
it  a  fine  thing  to  say  that  "  an  ugly  woman  has  no  place  in 
the  economy  of  nature. '  But  if  the  records  of  the  world 
were  intelligibly  written  it  would  be  found  that  ugly  little 
women  have  been  the  heroines,  the  helpmeets  of  the  heroes. 
It  is  the  function  of  beauty  to  get  men  into  trouble.  Helen 
of  Troy,  Cleopatra,  Mar>'  Queen  of  Scots,  and  hundreds  of 
others,  wherever  they  came  they  brought  calamity.  Beauty 
and  anguish  have  walked  hand  in  hand  the  downward  slope 
to  death,  and  whenever  the  pcet  dreams  of  fair  women  he  is 
sure  to  dream  of  something  doleful.  If  he  were  to  dream  of 
ugly  little  women  it  would  be  full  of  brightness,  loyalty,  de- 
votion, sincerity,  fortitude,  and  all  these  other  lovable  female 
qualities  that  make  some  one  happy.  Tall  Beauty  is  epic  ; 
Little  L'gly  is  lyric,  homelike.  Just  think  what  a  deep- 
seated  compliment  is  involved  in  calling  irregularity  of 
feature  homeliness  1  It  means  that  she  is  not  for  the  ball- 
room, but  for  the  home,  for  the  friendships  that  cluster 
ariiund  the  hearth,  for  the  merry  little  sociable,  the  picnic  or 
off-hand  game,  or  for  the  darkened  sick-room,  where  she 
brings  rest  and  comfort.  "  Pretty  is  as  pretty  does  "  is  an 
old  maxim,  whose  truth  is  only  half  appreciated,  for  in  the 
plainness  of  feature  and  insignificance  of  person  of  homely 
women  there  are  often  found  an  eamestness,  a  whole-souled 
sweetness  and  sympathetic  expression  that  win  love  far 
quicker  than  mere  beauty.  The  world  could  far  more  easily 
afford  to  lose  its  supplies  of  beauty  than  to  give  up  its 
precious  stores  of  ugly  little  women.  The  beauties  wait  to 
be  loved  ;  the  others  delight  in  loving. 


Berlin  fashion  gossips  say  the  Empress  Augusta  ^eirs  » 
false  neck  of  w  ax. 
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single  national  and  patriotic  idea.  It  dares  take  issue  upon 
no  single  question  of  right  and  wrong.  It  slobbers  over  the 
greenback  party;  it  drools  and  drivels  in  the  presence  of 
I  national  bankers;  it  trembles  in  the  presence  of  great  cor- 
porations, and  now  with  a  more  humble  abasement,  it  seeks 
to  get  itself  under  the  very  foot  of  the  labor  movement.  It 
panders  to  Butler,  to  Kearney,  to  mobs,  to  riots,  to  commu- 
nists, to  chaos,  in  the  hope,  for  the  chance,  that  some  unex- 
pected stroke  of  fortune  may  turn  it  up  to  the  possibiUty  of 
office  loot  and  party  plunder. 
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SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  rg,  1878. 


WTien,  on  the  4th  of  March,  1880,  the  successor  of  Pres- 
ident Hayes  is  inaugurated,  the  national  Democratic  party 
will  have  been  in  the  minority  an  even  twenty  years,  and  its 
leaders  will  have  cut  but  a  poor  and  contemptible  figure  in 
the  histor)'  of  national  politics.  "Contemptible"  is  but  a 
feeble  word  to  express  the  miserable  history'  of  this  miser- 
able party.  Treason  to  the  republic,  fraud  to  the  elective 
franchise,  betrayal  of  honorable  trusts, conspiracies,  intrigues, 
intestine  feuds,  personal  broils,  have  characterized  the  whole 
histor>-  of  Democratic  leadership  since  away  back  in  the 
lime  of  Buchanan,  when  Northern  Democrats  struck  hands 
with  Southern  slave-holders  to  inaugurate  a  rebellion  in  the 
interest  of  the  twin  devils — Slaver>'  and  Democracy.  This 
coalition  was  accursed  of  God,  and  failed,  not  for  want  of  will 
or  skill  of  party  leaders — not  for  failure  of  bloody  purpose 
and  wicked  intent.  There  were  no  trembling  Macbeihs,  no 
Banquos,  no  terror  of  dreams  to  defeat  this  conspiracy  against 
liberty.  It  simply  failed  because  there  is  a  power  that  holds 
the  destinies  of  nations,  and  such  monstrous  conceptions  as 
this  always  fail.  The  womb  of  Time  refuses  to  consummate 
such  devilish  treason,  and  the  monster  is  untimely  ripped,  to 
be  destroyed  ere  life  is  possible.  There  was  a  time  when  the 
Democracy — if  its  professions  had  been  honest— might  have 
elected,  as  President,  Governor  Seymour  of  New  York,  but 
for  the  unparalled  treacher>-,  inspired  by  Tilden,  that,  with- 
out notice,  and  on  the  eve  of  the  election,  tore  out  from  un- 
der him  the  support  of  the  New  York  IVorld^  the  party  or- 
gan ;  a  piece  of  treachery  never  equaled  in  the  histor)'  of 
any  pwrty  in  any  country- ;  a  piece  of  treachery  not  only  mo- 
mentous in  itself,  but  important  as  illustrating  how  complete, 
organic,  deep-seated,  wide-spread,  and  incurable  was  the  dis- 
ease that  had  corrupted  the  whole  organization.  The  elec- 
tion of  a  Democratic  leader  and  gentleman  seemed  possible 
when  Greeley  was  nominated  against  General  Grant's  second 
candidacy.  Liberal  Republicans  came  to  the  front  with  a 
generous  and  manly  resolve  to  bridge  the  chasm,  reconstruct 
on  generous  principles  the  Southern  States,  and  give  to  the 
nation  a  national  administration,  the  basic  idea  of  which 
was  a  forgetfulness  of  the  war  and  its  wounds.  The  conduct 
of  the  Democracy  was  then,  as  ever,  disgracefuL  Its  con- 
duct was  simply  a  recognition  of  all  the  baser  qualities — 
cowardice,  ingratitude,  and  an  utter  betrayal  and  surrender 
of  every  honorable  and  moral  pledge  upon  which  it  en- 
tered upon  the  campaign.  The  South  was  hopeless  and 
helpless  under  the  mailed  and  iron  hand  of  political  power 
that  gripped  its  throat  and  held  its  arm.  There  came  another, 
and  we  believe  the  last  opportunity.  If,  instead  of  Samuel 
Tilden,  a  Democratic  Tammany  politician,  doubly-dyed  in  a 
long  line  of  disgraceful  party  intrigue;  getting  old,  and  there- 
fore desperate;  a  childless,  narrow-minded,  narrow-hearted 
intriguant  who  recognized  only  two  dominant  forces  in  Amer- 
ican politics,  viz;  money  and  fraud — if,  instead  of  this  em- 
bodiment of  ever>-  thing  to  be  hated  and  feared,  Mr.  Thur- 
man  of  Ohio,  Mr.  Bayard'of  Delaware,  or  any  other  of  a 
hundred  respectable  gentlemen  had  been  chosen  to  the 
party  leadership,  and  the  campaign  by  fraud  on  one  side  had 
not  incited  to  fraud  on  the  other,  it  is  possible  that  a  Demo- 
crat might  have  been  elected,  or  it  is  at  least  possible  that 
there  might  have  been  an  honest  election,  and  we  would 
know  to-day  who  was  d^  jure  President  of  the  United 
States.  Still  with  nearly  twenty-  years  of  experience  we  see  the 
same  disastrous  and  dirty  party  work  going  on.  Mr.  Tilden 
is  as  ambitious  of  part}-  management  to-day  as  four  years 
ago.  Mr.  Manton  Marble  cuts  as  prominent  a  figure  in  his 
councils  as  when  the  If  tfrW  betrayed  Se>-mour.  We  see  the 
Democrac>-  to-day  crawling  upon  its  belly  as  it  did  when  it 
t^n-.ptcd  Eve.     It  has  not  one  manly  principle.    It  avows  no 


Democracy  has  never  had  the  courage  to  resist  the  mob. 
As  a  party  it  has  never  dared  to  attempt  to  guide  or  control 
popular  opinion,  but  has  uniformly  adopted  the  policy  of 
pandering  to  it.  This  was  less  dangerous  before  the  exces- 
sive foreign  immigration  turned  upon  our  shores,  and  into 
the  Democratic  organization,  a  great,  unthinking,  undisci- 
plined mass  of  voters.  This  mass  of  voters  first  enjoyed 
themselves  with  the  ballot  as  a  pi  lything  ;  later  they  began 
to  understand  its  use  as  a  weapon.  At  first  they  brandished 
it  playfully,  as  the  shillalah  at  a  frolic  ;  then,  as  the  foreign 
hordes  become  more  insolent  and  fell  their  power,  the  ballot 
became  in  their  hands  a  merciless  bludgeon  and  they  wielded 
for  destruction.  This  element  the  Democracy  has  always  en- 
couraged. It  is  afraid  of  it.  It  is  an  element  within  the 
party  more  powerful  than  the  party  itself;  and  it  may  be 
safely  proclaimed  as  a  political  axiom,  that  there  is  no  action 
so  outrageous,  and  no  popular  sentiment  so  vile,  that  the 
Democratic  party  will  set  itself  up  in  opposition  to  it.  If  to- 
morrow a  strong  popular  sentiment  should  develop  itself  to 
repudiate  the  national  debt — an  unmistakable  popular  move- 
ment in  that  direction — the  Democracy  would  accept  the 
situation  and  justify  the  movement.  By  this  we  mean  fo  de- 
clare that  the  Democracy  has  passed  into  that  condition  of 
minority  and  hopeless  despair,  that  it  can  no  longer  indulge 
itself  in  the  luxur)'  of  independent  thought  and  honest  opin- 
ions. It  is  grasping  blindly  for  power.  It  has  lost  the  splen- 
did opportunity  afforded  all  minority  parties,  to  be  resolute, 
independent,  fearless,  and  honest.  If,  when  the  Democracy 
lost  the  administration,  it  had  become  a  political  Diogenes  ; 
had  become  the  fearless  advocate  of  economy,  retrenchment, 
and  an  honest  administration  of  public  affairs;  of  a  sound 
financial  policy,  of  a  generous  reconstruction,  and  had  taken 
a  stand  of  resolute  independence  against  the  greed  of  cor- 
porations, and  the  insolence  of  power,  it  would  not  to-day  be 
the  mean,  cringing,  sycophantic  thing  it  is,  but  would  have 
been,  if  not  a  majority,  a  great  formidable  power  in  the 
government— honored,  feared  and  respected.  A  minority 
party  in  England  is  in  position  to  make  itself  the  fearless 
and  patriotic  champion  of  ever}'  right  measure,  thus  laj'ing 
its  foundations  deep  in  public  sympathy;  taking  advantage 
of  government  mistakes,  like  the  pendulum  of  the  clock  it 
moves  steadily  back  to  power;  ever\-  swing  of  the  popular 
pulse  bringing  it  nearer  and  nearer  to  governmental  control. 
The  Democratic  party  is  like  a  bruised,  blind  athlete  in  the 
ring.  It  thinks  itself  brave  to  take  punishment  so  it  comes 
to  time  every  election,  swollen,  bruised,  bandaged,  blind  of 
eye,  groggy  on  its  feet,  and  is  at  ever>-  Presidential  election 
knocked  out  of  time,  and  sent  bleeding  to  its  comer  to  be 
sponged  back  in  time  for  the  next  Presidential  round.  Til- 
den still  sits  in  his  comer,  the  same  bottle-holders  having 
him  upon  their  knees,  hoping  to  give  him  another  opportu- 
nity for  the  belt.  Poor  old  dead  beaten  apology  of  a  leader. 
Better  toss  him  out  of  the  ring,  get  an  honest  candidate, 
make  one  honest,  manly  canvass,  in  the  hope  that  an  honest 
defeat  will  give  that  to  the  Democracy  which  as  a  national 
party  it  now  essentially  lacks — an  honest  and  sweet  smelling 
reputation. 


That  a  telegraphic  cipher  should  have  been  used  in  the 
pohtical  correspondence  that  followed  the  Presidential  elec- 
tion is  not  unusual.  That  Mr.  Samuel  Tilden  and  the  lead- 
ing advisers  of  his  campaign  should  under  the  circumstances 
have  desired  to  give  the  matter  full  investigation  is  not  sur- 
prising. That  there  was  fraud  on  the  part  of  both  Demo- 
cratic and  Republican  managements  in  the  States  of  South 
Carolina,  Florida,  and  Louisiana,  no  one  who  is  intelligent 
doubts.  That  Stanley  Matthews,  Sherman,  and  the  other 
\-isiting  statesmen  of  the  Republican  side  did  villainous  and 
dirty  work,  there  are  few  to  question.  But  the  Republicans 
have  this  advantage — it  may  be  regarded  as  a  poor  and 
mean  one,  and  may  have  happened  because  in  the  opinion 
of  his  friends  Governor  Hayes  could  not  be  safely  intrusted 
with  political  secrets:  the  President  is  personally  free  from 
any  contact  with  the  disgraceful  business,  while  Tilden  is 
up  to  his  ears  wading  deep  in  this  most  nasty  and  foul  con- 
spiracy to- steal  the  Presidential  ofiice,  to  buy  it,  not  by  con- 
tributions, promises  of  office  and  hope  of  future  political  re- 
wards, but  with  coin,  his  own  bank  account,  using  his  own 
personal  checks.  These  telegrams  came  to  Gramercy  Park, 
his  private  residence,  his  nephew  acting  as  his  confidence 
man  at  the  New  York  end  Such  a  scandal  never  before  oc- 
curred in  our  history.  There  have  been  intrigues,  plots,  and 
conspiracies,  but  never  before  anything  so  \-ulgar,  so  crimi- 
nal, so  audacious,  as  this  attempt  with  coin  to  bring  about  a 
result.  We  wish  the  Republican  parly  and  its  leaders  were 
guiltless  of  conspiracy  and  fraud,  but  that  they  have  not  been 


is  no  reason  for  withdrawing  from  Tilden  and  his  Demo- 
cratic confederates  the  censure  that  justly  belongs  to  their 
disgraceful  and  dishonorable  conduct. 


Since  writing  the  above  there  is  printed  the  letter  of  Mr. 
Tilden  disclaiming  in  the  most  emphatic  manner  his  knowl- 
edge of  or  connection  with  the  negotiations  for  the  purchase 
of  electoral  votes.  We  think  the  New  York  Tribune  \s  not 
illiberal  when  it  says:  "  Mr.  Tilden's  card  is  before  the  pub- 
lic. We  wish  to  speak  of  It  with  the  respect  due  to  the  ex- 
plicit, earnest  utterance  of  a  man  of  great  ability  and  recog- 
nized position — a  man  whom  half  the  people  in  a  nation  of 
forty  millions  voted  to  make  their  Chief  Magistrate,  and  a  citi- 
zen of  New  York  whose  character  is  part  of  our  civic  wealth. 
What  he  says  is  clear,  emphatic  in  terms,  and  meets  the  case 
against  him  as  far  as  a  mere  denial  can  meet  it;  but  has 
there  ever  been  a  person  acquitted  in  the  teeth  of  strong 
evidence,  upon  his  bare  plea  of  not  guilty  ?  Such  is  thus  far 
Tilden's  sole  reply.  Against  very  powerful  evidence,  which 
fits  man'elously  in  a  thousand  details  all  that  is  known  of 
his  legal  habits,  his  weaknesses  of  character,  his  fondness 
for  political 'still  hunts,' his  confidential  relations  with  the 
persons  acting,  and  his  use  to  this  day  of  peculiar  ciphers  in 
telegraphing — against  all  this  he  puts  his  naked  and  unsup- 
ported word.  The  world  over  the  denial  of  a  person  accused 
of  an  infamous  deed  has  no  weight  whatever  with  jury,  judge 
or  public  opinion.  If  his  character  has  not  been  such  as  to 
render  all  evidence  against  him  incredible,  his  word  as 
against  that  evidence  counts  for  nothing.  It  is  merely  a 
plea  of  not  guilty;  and  does  any  man  suppose  t*hat  he  who 
is  capable  of  crime  is  incapable  of  untruth  to  escape  the  pen- 
alty of  crime?  With  real  regret  we  are  compelled  to  tell 
Tilden  that  as  matters  stand  the  world  will  find  it  impossible 
to  accept  his  naked  assertion  as  final."  It  is  very  late  indeed 
for  Mr.  Samuel  Tilden  to  put  forth  his  disclaimer  of  any 
knowledge  of  or  participation  in  these  questionable  proceed- 
ings. First,  they  are  the  acts  of  his  own  household,  his  own 
relations,  his  own  friends,  and  this  correspondence  is  with 
Gramercy  Park,  his  own  home.  Two  years  are  allowed  to 
pass.  Congressional  and  other  investigations  to  be  had,  and 
not  till  these  doubly  complicated  ciphers  have  been  ex- 
plained does  he  come  forward  with  his  plea  of  not  guilty. 
We  have  had  all  sorts  of  special  pleadings,  motions  to  strike 
out,  demurrers,  and  dilatory  pleas  ;  so  that  now  when  the 
denial  comes  in  we  are  at  least  justified  in  witholding  our 
opinion  till  the  day  of  trial  comes  on.  In  our  judgment  Mr.  ' 
Tilden  does  not  show  clean  hands  in  this  electoral^ business, 
and  we  are  sony  for  it. 

Our  newspaper  contemporaries  seem  just  now  to  be  find- 
ing a  great  deal  of  fault,  because,  as  they  assert,  George  C. 
Gorham  is  mnning  the  Republican  party,  and  running  it  his 
own  way.  Now,  it  seems  to  be  essential  that  somebody 
should  be  at  the  helm.  The  thing  has  been  drifting  of  late, 
and,  to  us,  looked  ver)  much  as  though  it  was  going  stem 
on  to  a  dangerous  shore.  One  of  the  charges  against  Gor- 
ham is  that  he  will  not  distribute  Hayes"  speeches  as  campaign 
documents.  In  this  we  think  George  is  clearly  right,  and 
that  even  his  own  speeches  can  not  be  ver)*  much  worse 
than  the  specimens  we  have  seen  of  Executive  eloquence. 
It  is  true,  George  run  the  California  machine  upon  a  snag, 
ripped  a  hole  in  her  bottom,  so  that  the  thing  has  never 
been  quite  able  to  float,  but  such  incidents  go  to  make  up 
experience.  Then,  Gorham  undertook  to  be  captain,  mate, 
and  boatswain.  He  undertook  to  run  the  vessel  without 
officers  or  crew.  It  is  quite  possible  that  he  may  be  a  bet- 
ter man  at  the  helm  than  at  the  fore.  At  all  events,  if  he 
has  the  sense  to  suppress  the  efforts  of  the  good  Mr.  Hayes 
as  campaign  documents,  we  shall  take  it  as  evidence  of  such 
intellectual  growth  that  in  time  he  may  realize  the  impor- 
tance of  suppressing  his  own.  We  do  not  despair  that  Gor- 
ham may  become  a  successful  politician  yet.  \\''e  think  of 
that  spider  that  attempted  to  crawl  up  so  many  times  on  the 
wall  in  the  prison  of  the  Scotch  king,  and  finally  succeeded. 
George  has  many  of  the  qualities  of  the  spider  besides  per- 
severance. 


Again  the  tidal  wave  of  foreign  immigration  is  upon  us 
with  more  voters  for  the  Democratic  party.  Last  month  the 
arrivals  of  immigrants  at  New  York  were  8,955,  against 
6,673  foi"  t^c  same  month  last  year;  during  the  last  three 
months  they  were  25,263,  against  20,109  in  the  same  time 
last  year.  Causes  -are  now  at  work  that  will  still  futher  add 
to  this  increase.  The  Socialists  in  Germany  have  avow^ed 
their  intention  of  emigrating  to  the  United  States  by  the 
wholesale  to  avoid  persecution  at  home.  There  are  some- 
thing like  900,000  Socialist  voters  in  Germany;  should  they 
all  take  it  into  their  heads  to  come  it  would  make  a  most  de- 
lightful addition  to  the  uneasy  and  incendiary  element  of  our 
population.  The  hard  times  in  Great  Britain  will  also  send 
us  a  not  very  desirable  class  of  citizens,  and  the  famine  in 
China  means  "  more  moon-eyed  lepers  "  who  will  not  go. 


Those  who  believed  the  Republican  party  dead  have  had 
occasion  to  change  their  minds  since  the  recent  elections. 
It  is  the  Democracy  that  has  been  so  grievously  wounded, 
and  the  Greenback  party  that  had  its  little  air  cushion 
punctured  to  the  death.     The  Republican  party  is  still  alive. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


PRATTLE, 


The  California  provincial  van- 
-  ity  has  been  again  tickled  by  the 
pen  of  a  foreigner  and  smiles 
dollars.  The  tick- 
ler is  a  Frenchman, 
M.  Leon  Donnat, 
whose  bookj  VEtat 
de  California,  will 
be  eagerly  devour- 
ed, if  translated,  by 
the  local  patriot  who  fancies  heaven  bounded  by  his  visible 
horizon  when  he  is  at  home.  M.  Donnat  spent  as  much  as 
several  weeks  in  California,  and  being  unable  to  understand 
a  word  of  English  must  have  made  some  valuable  additions 
to  his  French.  He  devotes  a  laudator}'  chapter  to  the  press, 
which  is  not  ashamed  to  manifest  its  satisfaction  and  make 
payment  in  kind. 

If  you  love  me,  why,   I  love  you. 

And  we  love  one  another  ; 
If  you  didn't  love  me  I  wouldn't  love  you, 

And  your  siHy  old  book  I'd  smother  ! 
Sing.  

With  all  due  deference  to  M.  Donnat^s  superior  qualifica- 
tions and  opportunities,  I  venture  to  think  I  have  observed 
one  thing  that  he  has  had  the  politeness  to  overlook,  and 
that  is  that  the  newspapers  of  this  State,  like  most  news- 
papers ever>'where,  manifest  an  unsleeping  sycophancy — an 
alert  and  aggressive  obsequiousness  to  their  patrons  that 
would  be  creditable  in  an  English  small  shop-keeper,  but 
neither  creditable  nor  possible  in  an  American  one.  There 
is  no  popular  ignorance  too  deep  and  dark,  no  vulgar  vanity 
or  prejudice  too  unlovely,  no  local/-ice  too  base,  for  them  to 
feed  it  with  what  it  loves  and  scratch  its  back  while  it  eats. 
If  the  people  of  California  were  proud  of  running  at  the 
aose,  the  catarrh  editor  of  the  Morning  Call  would  compas- 
sionate the  nasal  aridity  of  "  our  Eastern  brethren."  If  they 
believed  stealing  meritorious,  the  Chronicle  would  lay  on  a 
thief  to  teach  the  art.  If  they  considered  the  Mechanic's 
Pavilion  earth's  foremost  architectural  gem,  the  Bulletin 
Would  labor  to  prove  that  Greece  "  proudly  wears  the  Par- 
thenon "  in  vain. 


These  are  extreme  illustrations.  It  is  not  conceivable  that 
we  should  boast  of  catarrh,  but  we  boast  of  our  "intense  nerv- 
ous energ\",''  a  worse  disease.  We  do  not  think  stealing 
honorable,  but  we  justify  murder  by  mobs.  We  are  not 
proud  of  the  Mechanics'  Pavilion,  but  we  perform  raptures 
concerning  "  the  beautiful  city  by  the  Golden  Gate  " — the 
ugliest  and  most  forbidding  town  that  chance,  cupidity,  and 
lack  of  taste  ever  conspired  to  produce,  or  benevolence  and 
toleration  ever  yearned  to  demolish. 


As  to  our  climate — we  have  a  thousand  ;  that  of  this 
Peninsula  is  conspicuously  the  most  detestable  in  the  belt  of 
civilization.  But  we  all  clear  our  throats  of  the  fog  and 
gravel  to  sing  its  praises,  as  if  we  had  made  it.  Our  soil  is 
pretty  good  in  spots,  but  take  a  map  and  trace  off  a  space  on 
the  Atlantic  sea-board,  having  the  same  area  as  that  of  Cali- 
fornia, and  embraced  by  the  same  parallels  of  latitude.  The 
nobler  and  richer  variety  of  products  in  this  area  may  be 
sufficiently  indicated  by  explaining  that  you  will  have  in- 
closed the  whole  of  \''irginia,  Mar>'land,  Delaware,  North 
Carolina  and  South  Carolina,  nearly  all  of  Pennsylvania,  and 
parts  of  New  Jersey  and  Georgia.  There  is  some  good 
climate  in  that  region,  too. 

Of  Pacific  Slope  art,  literature,  learning,  and  general  cul- 
ture, I  prefer  to  say  nothing  at  present,  for  the  reason,  among 
better  ones,  that  there  is  as  yet  nothing  to  say  it  about. 


With  all  our  inferiority  in  the  things  that  distinguish  en- 
lightened from  [^barbarous  peoples ;  ^.-ith  all  our  isolation, 
and  that  fatal  narro^'ing  of  the  intellectual  horizon  that  iso- 
lation begets  ;  with  all  our  raw,  crude,  and  ill-digested  civil- 
ization, our  impatience  of  law,  our  childish  rage  at  criticism, 
our  irreverence  of  antiquity  ablaze  with  its  luminous  lessons 
— knowledge  that  we  scorn  because  we  do  not  possess  it,  and 
uill  not  acquire  because  we  scorn  it ;  with  all  these  disad- 
vantages and  incapacities,  and  because  of  them,  we  are  the 
most  conceited  sodality'  of  insufferables  for  whom  in  the  or- 
der and  economy  of  nature  it  is  appointed  that  the  Adver- 
sar)^  shall  receipt  to  the  Fool-killer. 


It  is  herein  that  the  press  (pcice^  Mr.  Pickering}  is  not  an 
unmixed  good ;  for  we  note  the  precession  of  penitence  to 
reformation,  conviction  to  penitence,  and  admonition  to  con- 
\nction.  It  is  the  necessarj-  sequence.  But  if  the  journalist, 
perceiving  our  sin,  will  not  exhort,  but  makes  percussion  of 
applauding  palms  instead,  it  is  clear  that  whatever  influence 
he  may  have  (concerning  the  measure  whereof  let  himself 
testify)  is  given  against  progress,  and  in  confirmation  of  er- 
ror. If  the  unlovely  grub  believe  itself  a  gorgeous  butterfly 
will  it  struggle  to  rend  its  hampering  chrj'salis  ?  Having  re- 
peated assurance  that  it  is  a  perfected  frog,  will  the  tadpole 
not  resist  the  secession  of  its  wayward  tail  ? 


As  to  the  morality  of  flattering  the  people,  there  is  no  ar- 
gument ;  it  is  immeasurably  base.  As  a  business  method  it 
is  a  mistake  as  crass  as  that  of  the  man  who  should  butter 
the  pole  he  means  to  climb.  It  is  an  error  having  its  origin 
in  a  misleading  analog)-  and  a  misinterpretation  of  fact.  The 
individual  is  enamored  of  adulation  and  impatient  of  rebuke ; 
the  community  neither  rewards  the  one  nor  resents  the  other, ' 
for  no  man  draws  his  dividend  of  praise  or  pays  his  assess- 1 
ment  of  censure.  Man  is  a  fool,  but  men  are  not  such  fools 
as  to  make  personal  application  of  what  is  said  about  him. 
Successful  journals  are  such,  not  because  of  their  sycophancy 
to  the  public,  although  most  of  them  are  sycophant,  nor  in 
in  spite  of  it,  although  they  commonly  disgust.  Success  is 
a  thing  apart,  and  that  writer  has  not  duly  considered  its  el- 
ements who  subordinates  the  manner  of  his  work  to  its 
matter. 

The  average  local  journalist  knows  this — that  whereas  his 
readers  will  not  resent  his  psalms  of  praise,  psalm  he  ever  so 
ill,  they  will  not  endure  to  be  preached  at  by  dunces.  He 
writes  badly,  but  he  makes  honest  confession  by  eschewing 
{hemes  interdicted  to  bad  writers.  He  has  observed  that  the 
growl  of  a  lion  is  more  interesting  than  the  hiss  of  a  goose. 
He  can  not  growl,  he  will  not  hiss,  and  so  he  cackles,  and 
would  have  the  public  believe  it  has  laid  an  ^^g. 


Who  writes  well  writes  what  he  will;  who  writes  ill  writes 
what  he  must.  It  is  the  prerogative  of  genius  to  tell  the 
truth,  but  dullness  is  condemned  to  falsehood — a  life  sen- 
tence. Talent  bites  in  security  the  leg  upon  which  medioc- 
rity' must  fawn.  Fancy  De  Young  venturing,  with  the  regal 
impudence  of  a  Sam  Williams,  to  fasten  upon  the  "  shrunk 
shank'"  of  Poesy,  in  the  trousers  of  Prince  Hector  Stuart,  or 
imbed  his  teeth  in  the  "  fatted  calf  "  of  Military  Power,  in  the 
nether  garment  of  General  John  McComb  ! 


is  a  capital  crime  to  eat  mustard  on  mutton,  or  put  less  than 
twice  as  much  oil  as  vinegar  in  salad  dressing.  TTie  family 
is  the  social  unit  Preachers  shall  be  shot.  Wednesday 
shall  be  Sunday.  .Nobody  is  entitled  to  a  light  from  his  first 
match.  The  Chinese  must  pay  before  they  go.  A  prisoner 
acquitted  of  murder  in  one  county  can  be  tried  in  another 
and  another  until  convicted.  In  pardoning  State  convicts 
there  shall  be  no  nepotism.  People  who  do  not  like  to  walk 
shall  ride  in  barouches.  It  shall  be  illegal  in  rainy  weather 
to  wipe  your  gums  on  the  door  mat.  A  dog  is  a  cow.  There 
is  no  hell.  God  is  forbidden  to  interfere  with  the  public 
schools. 


"  Owing  to  the  dropping  out  of  the  t>-pe  from  the  forms 
while  the  press  was  running,  several  thousand  copies  of  to- 
day's Bulleiifi  were  printed  with  only  a  portion  of  the  head.*^ 
— Bulletin. 

The  Deacon  irascibly  raved  as  he  said : 
"We've  lost — oh,  condemn  it !— a  part  of  our  head." 
When  old  Mr.   Pickering  heard  the  mad  moan. 
He  eyed  the  poor  gentleman's  capital  cone. 
And  said  :    "The  part  missing  is  only  the  brains — 
Philistines  will  quake  while  the  jaw-bone  remains ! '' 


"  I  read  those  *  Prattle '  paragraphs  last  week  for  the  first 
time,"  said  "  a  subscriber  from  the  beginning,"  the  other 
day,  "  and  of  all — see  here,  do  you  mean  to  keep  up  that 
kind  of  thing  ? "  "  Why,  you  impregnable  pachyderm," 
coldly  replied  the  editor,  ''  those  are  not  reading  matter  ; 
they  are  put  in  to  balance  the  long,  solid  articles  on  the  op- 
posite page,  according  to  the  law  of  typographical  counter- 
point. If  you  read  them  that  is  your  affair,  but  don't  tell  me 
I  don't  know  what  to  put  into  a  newspaper." 


The  remainder  of  my  ideas  on  this  subject  I  feel  bound 
in  honor  to  withhold  for  my  forthcoming  "  Letters  to  an  In- 
fant Journalist,"  addressed  to  the  alleged  city  editor  of  the  ' 
Evening  Exa7niner,  but  in  conclusion  of  this  present  screed  ■ 
I  can  not  forbear  disclosing  ''to  the  profession)  this  important ; 
professional  secret,  expressed— in  order  that  it  may  be  the 
more  palatable — in  terms  of  advice;  the  public  will  have  the 
goodness  to  politely  avert  its  ear:  Remember  that  in  writing 
manner  is  ever^'thing,  matter  nothing.  This  will  do  you  no 
good,  for,  whereas  your  subject  is  of  choice,  your  style  is  ap- 
pointed by  nature.  On  no  subject  are  you  to  write  all  you 
know,  nor  the  half  of  it,  and  on  every  one  be  careful  to  omit 
(after  making  it  obvious)  some  important  consideration  or 
controlling  fact;  I  leave  the  reason  to  your  sagacity — the 
public,  I  fear,  is  listening.  Last  but  most  important — do  not 
\xy  to  please  your  reader.  Destitute  of  art  and  style,  you 
can  not;  having  them,  you  need  not.  Indulge  him  in  fre- 
quent dissent  and  occasional  anger,  but  beware  how  you  suf- 
fer him  to  once  despise  you.  Pray  why  should  you  greed 
for  his  approbation,  or  make  exaction  of  his  esteem  ?  Is  it 
not  enough  that  he  reads  ? 


The  showman,  blessing  in  a  thousand  shapes, 

Parades  a  "School  of  Educated  Apes!" 

Small  education's  needed,  I  opine. 

Or  native  wit,  to  make  a  monkey  shine  ; 

The  brute  e.\hibited  has  naxight  lo  do 

But  ape  the  larger  apes  who  come  to  view  — 

The  hoodlimi  with  his  horrible  grimace. 

Long  upper  Up  and  furtive,  shuffling  pace. 

Significant  reminders  of  the  time 

When  hunters,  not  policemen,  made  him  climb ; 

The  lady  loafer  with  her  draggling  "trail," 

That  free  translation  of  an  ancient  tail ; 

The  sand-lot  quadrumane  in  hairy  suit. 

Whose  heels  are  thumbs  per%'erted  by  the  boot ; 

The  painted  actress  ihrouing  down  the  gage 

To  elder  artists  of  the  s>'lvan  stage. 

Proving  that  in  the  time  of  Noah's  flood 

Two  ape-skins  held  her  whole  profession's  blood  ; 

The  cntic  wailing,  hke  a  hungry  pup, 

To  write  the  school — perhaps  to  eat  it — up. 

As  chance,  or  luck,  occasion  may  reveal 

To  earn  a  dollar  or  maraud  a  meal. 

To  %iew  the  school  of  apes  these  creatures  go. 

Unconscious  that  themselves  are  half  the  show. 

These,  if  the  simian  his  course  but  trim 

To  imitate  the  tricks  they  got  from  him. 

Will  call  him  "educated."     Of  a  verity 

There's  much  to  learn  by  study  of  posterity. 


Delegate  Beerstretcher  has  submitted  to  the  Constitutional 
Convention  an  article  providing  for  a  cumulative  ta.K  on  all 
property  above  $5,000  owned  by  one  person  or  corporation. 
It  is  a  good  notion  :  it  \vill  compel  men  who  make  money 
here  to  invest  it  elsewhere,  and  keep  those  who  make  it  else- 
where from  investing  it  here.  Thus  we  shall  be  protected 
from  a  double  danger,  the  unchaste  Ijondholder  be  circum- 
vented, and  the  Digger  Indian  resume  his  primal  importance 
in  finance  and  trade.  And  to  think  that  we  should  owe  this 
instauratio  felicitatis  to  Beerstretcher — a  man  whom,  to  look 
at  him,  one  might  think  a  fool ! 


I  beg  that  some  public-spirited  Delegate  will  adopt  and 
urge  the  following  provisions  as  part  of  the  Constitution.  No 
fine-tooth  comb  shall  be  made  with  fewer  than  twenty  teeth 
to  the  inch.  Door-plates  are  illegal.  It  shall  not  be  lawful 
to  place  foot-warmers  in  coffins.  Schoolma'ams  are  not  to 
struggle  when  being  kissed.  Potatoes  shall  be  a  cent  apiece. 
All  who  are  willing  to  work  shall  be  supported  by  the  State 
without  labor.     Horses  shall  not  run  away  in  the  streets.     It 


A  friend  of  mine  whose  yacht  is  heavily  mortgaged  calls 
it  his  floating  debt. 

Assuming  that  the  stock  market  was  broken  by  unscrupu- 
lous manipulators,  the  Virginia  City  Chronicle  sheds  a  few 
natural  tears  over  its  blasted  hopes,  then  thinks  better  of  it,, 
and  blazes  with  indignation  for  the  wrongs  of  its  neighbors.. 
It  is  of  the  opinion  that  "  on  the  heads  of  those  who,  to  in- 
crease their  own  wealth,  could  thus  cruelly  conspire  to  rob 
the  poor,  there  are  invoked  to-day  [last  Wednesday]  the 
heart-felt  curses  of  many  a  ruined  man  and  woman." 

O  the  pity  and  the  shame 

That  the  player  isn't  able 
To  defeat  the  little  game 

Of  the  man  who  keeps  the  table  ! 

O  the  man  who  caught  a  Tartar — 
Hear  him  bellow,  see  him  slobber! 

O  the  ruined,  ruined  mart\T 

\\'ho  essayed  to  rob  the  robber  1 


"  It  sifts  the  sophistries  of  pohticians  and  theologians," 
saith  the  Call^  speaking  of  a  free  press.  Except,  dear,  when 
the  sifter  happens  to  be  himself  a  sophist,  a  politician,  or  a 
theologian.     Did  you  ever  obsene  that  he  commonly  is ? 


"People,"  says  Mr.  Beecher,  "are  prone   to  think  evil. 

Their  ears  are  open  to  hear,  their  mouths  to  speak,  and  their 
hearts  to  believe,  the  worst  of  others.  And  it  is  as  much,  if 
not  more,  so  in  the  church  than  elsewhere."'  For  what  pur- 
pose, then,  does  the  church  exist  ?  If  it  has  not  even  suc- 
ceeded in  reducing  the  number  and  abating  the  severity  of 
bites  at  the  human  back,  it  has  probably  done  nothing  that 
was  worth  doing.  The  support  of  the  clergy  might  have 
been  managed  by  raffles. 


The  star  which  has  been  on  fire  in  the  heavens  ever  since 
last  autumn  is  now  entirely  consumed,  leaving  a  nebular 
residuum  resembling  ashes  of  roses.  No  insurance.  Sup- 
posed to  be  the  work  of  a  poet. 


It  is  proposed  to  hold  a  National  Newspaper  Paragraph- 

ists'  Convention. 

O  won't  they  be  a  merry  set, 
With  Bailey  there  and  Bob  Biu-dette, 
And  every  dunderhead  that  pokes 
The  public  ribs  to  point  his  jokes, 
And  winks  vviih  tongue  acheek,  to  show 
He  isn't  serious,  you  know — 

O  no. 

Not  serious. 

Ha-ha!  ho-ho! 

God  bless  11s  how  their  wit  will  shine  ! 
While  "  I've  another.''  "  Now  hear  mine,'" 
Will  be  the  cry  of  every  dunce — 
All  getting  in  their  work  at  once  ; 
Each  ass  protesting  in  his  glee  : 
"  The  man  who's  funny  isn't  mc — 
'Taint  me. 

Some  other  man. 
Ha-ha  !  te-he  !  " 


A  boy  finds  three  hundred  dollars  and  restores  it  to  the 
owner.  The  owner  places  one  hundred  dollars  to  his  credit 
in  a  bank,  to  be  paid  to  him  when  he  is  twenty-one  years  of 
age.  That  is  generous  and  commendable,  but  reasons  are 
given  at  considerable  length  in  the  newspapers — the  boy's 
mother  is  a  widow,  has  five  other  children,  and  is  sick.  Ex- 
plain by  diagrams  on  the  black  board  the  relation  between 
the  needy  and  ailing  condition  of  the  lady,  and  the  pro\.5ion 
of  capital  to  start  a  (uU  grown  man  in  business  some  years 
hence.  Point  out,  also,  the  relevancy  of  the  "  five  ocber  chil- 
dren." 


o 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


THE  "  GREAT  I  AM," 


A  Chapter  from  His  Life. 

Physically,  the  Great  I  Am  was  anything  but  great.  Less 
than  five  feel  eight  in  height,  with  a  face  which  unusally  fine 
eyes  barelv  rescued  from  the  reproach  of  insignificance,  his 
claim  to  the  title  "Great"  was  both  intellectual  and  pecun- 
iary ;  on  his  part  not  a  claim  at  all,  on  the  part  of  his  friends 
merely  an  acknowledgment  of  brains  more  readily  mer- 
chantable than  their  own. 

No  one  has  traced  the  origin  of  the  title  by  which  his 
familiars  liked  best  to  speak  to  him.  His  taxable  name  was 
Theodore  Tobin ;  commonplace  enough  surely,  but  the 
Great  I  .\m  was  no  ill-chosen  caption  for  a  njan  who  be- 
lieved so  thoroughly  in  himself,  and  could  so  surely  turn  his 
self-trust  into  current  coin. 

Theodore  Tobin  was  a  stock-operator,  and  the  period  at 
which  this  sketch  opens  was  the  halcyon  season  of — — ,  when 
everything  was  a  buy,  and  the  bears  were  nowhere.  He  was 
a  busy  man  among  busy  men,  in  daily  business  association 
with  the  keenest  ol  speculators  ;  his  evenings  were  those  of  a 
money-making,  money-spending  bachelor,  and  the  phrasing 
under  this  head  need  not  be  more  e.vplicit. 

A  man  so  situated  naturally  surrounds  himself  with  a 
coterie  of  friends,  satellites,  servants,  who  are  pleasant,  en. 
durable,  serviceable. 

There  was  Charley  Ic  Dascey,  a  man  of  points,  bristling 
with  information  in  regard  to  anything  and  evervthing  ;  a 
man  who  knew  infinitely  more  about  the  future  of  the  Corn- 
stock  than  most  men  knew  of  its  recent  past ;  a  traveled 
man,  who  had  breakfasted  with  (.luida  in  Naples,  and  had 
dined  with  Dom  I'edro  at  Berne  ;  an  art-lover  ;  a  trifle  less 
loquacious  than  Thackeray's  "Grandish,"  and  twice  as 
opmionated.  Yet  on  this  man's  self-taught,  self-satisfied 
personality  a  few  drops  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness  had 
somehow  fallen.  He  could  forsake  his  egotism  long  enough 
to  do  a  good  action  on  the  sly,  and  he  could  win  or  lose  with 
the  same  calm  impressiveness  which  made  the  picturesque 
ugliness  of  his  Teutonic  features  almost  cissic. 

There  was  Brownell  Brown,  man  of  the  world,  son  of  the 
church,  pupil  of  the  Sunday-school,  prodigal  and  truant 
toward  all  three ;  a  good-looking,  careless,  open-handed 
spendthrift  ;  one  of  the  most  persistent  and  successful  poker- 
players  in  all  San  Francisco  ;  and  the  squarest,  most  gentle- 
manly spendthrift  that  ever  played  at  the  devil's  baize. 

There  was  Clarence  Hebbard,  society  sharp  smdiiiUdanU: 
actor,  author,  musician  ;  profession  and  earnest  occupation, 
nil ;  livelihood,  the  interest  on  dead  men's  shoes.  One  of 
the  handsomest,  kindest,  most  dashing  fellows  in  any  set ; 
and — this  is  a  stage  secret — privately  accused  of  being  the 
"  Only  Jones." 

There  was  G.  Duncan  Krux,  professional  critic,  sui gtturis. 
Scorning  the  traditions,  he  was  neither  "  Soaper "  nor 
"Snarl,"  nor  had  he  "failed  in  literature  or  art."  He  wrote 
straight-forward,  honest,  not  always  flawless  English,  and 
earned  honorable  exception  from  the  sweeping  disapproval 
of  the  great  press  censor  who  sits  in  weekly  judgment  upon 
us  all. 

There  was  Harry  Ccntreton,  "  Our  'Arry,"  six  feet  two  in 
his  hose,  and  an  athlete — not  in  the  narrow  sense  of  gymnast 
merely,  but  in  the  full  meaning  of  the  term.  He  could  swim 
a  mile  against  wind  and  tide,  could  walk  all  day,  dance  all 
night,  and  go  home  with  the  girls  in  the  morning  ;  could 
vault  four  chairs  single-handed  ;  could  bend  backward  and 
pick  a  pin  off  the  floor  with  his  teeth  ;  could  do  more  clever 
feats  of  skill  and  strength,  and  perform  greater  marvels  of 
endurance  than  there  is  space  to  chronicle  ;  and  could  not 
stay  ten  minutes  in  a  furnished  room  without  breaking  some- 
thing, to  save  his  life. 

Most  readers  will  remember  the  failure  of  -. — - —  in . 

An  honorable  failure,  as  such  transactions  go  ;  but  honor- 
able or  not,  it  carried  disaster  to  at  least  a  score  of  homes, 
and  defaced  the  gilded  lettering  of  more  than  one  plate  glass 
window  on  California  Street,  behind  which  solvency  and  bus- 
iness prestige  were  believed  to  be  impregnably  intrenched. 

.•\mong  the  heaviest  losers  by  this  failure  was  Theodore 
Tobin.  His  name  stood  second  on  the  list  of  creditors,  and 
numbers  one  and  three,  who  lost  almost  to  the  full  limit  of 
their  assets,  were  indebted  to  the  Great  I  Am  in  sums  aggre- 
gating i6o,ooo. 

Tobin's  sunny  second-story  rooms  looked  out  upon 
one  of  the  busiest  blocks  of  Kearney  Street.  Exceedingly 
pleasant  rooms  they  were,  filled  with  bachelor  taste  and 
bachelor  comfort — the  former  dubious,  the  latter  unmistak- 
able. These  rooms  were  a  favorite  lounging  place  for  the 
young  men  herein  described.  They  called  themselves  "  Gid- 
eon's Band,''  and  the  rooms  "  the  ranch." 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  day  on  which  the  Great  I  Am's 
checks  were  thrown  out  of  bank.  Brown  and  Le  Dascey 
were  at  the  "ranch,"  playing  cribbage  for  nominal  stakes. 
Hebbard  was  present  also,  reading  the  Argon.M  i,  and  To- 
bin's  brother  Joe — not  previously  introduced,  and  in  fact  a 
lay  figure  as  regards  the  vitality  of  this  sketch— was  twirling 
his  moustache  and  looking  wise,  after  the  manner  of  young 
men  and  brothers  who  are  fond  of  drawing  sight  drafts,  and 
averse  to  the  boredom  of  business  drudgery. 

It  was  Saturday,  and  the  four  young  men  were  waiting  for 
the  matinee  to  close.  As  Le  Dascey  put  it,  they  "did  not 
care  to  sit  with  a  parcel  of  women  and  watch  overvvorked 
actors  guy  each  other."  But  they  liked  to  see  the  tide  of 
faces  flow  past  from  the  California  and  other  Bush  Street 
theatres. 

During  the  afternoon  other  members  of  the  band  hap- 
pened in,  until  all  the  persons  hitherto  mentioned  as  friends 
of  the  Great  I  .Am,  with  several  others,  were  present,  and 
the  rooms  were  almost  crowded ;  yet,  strange  to  say,  no  one 
present  had  heard  a  word  concerning  the  failure. 

Brother  Joe  had  gone  home.  The  maiinee  maskers  had 
passed  by.  The  last  censorious,  kindly,  witty,  commonplace 
comment  had  been  flung  into  the  ocean  of  speech,  and  the 
young  men  had  returned  to  their  cards  and  kindred  fritter. 
.■\  hurried  step  is  heard  in  the  hall,  a  door  is  thrown  sud- 
denly open,  and  Smeethe  Yendis  enters.  He  catches  at  the 
mantel  edge,  not  ungracefully— faces  the  room,  not  undra- 
matically— and  says  under  his  breath,  "T.  T.  has  failed— for 
a  hundred  thousand." 

It  is  hoped  that  Mr.  Smeethe  Yendis,  never-do-well  by 
'    '  t,    t  ciUrix,  it  cetera,  will  pardon  this  tardy  recognition 


of  his  place  and  power;  but  the  hurry  of  dramatic  story- 
telling leaves  a  very  narrow  margin  for  description,  and  on 
margins  in  general  Smeethe  was  invariably  "short."  \'et 
this  man  was  nearer  to  the  inmost  ego  of  the  Great  I  Am 
than  any  other  human  being.  Fiiliis  Achnlcs  means  much 
or  little,  according  to  the  WTiter  and  the  person  written 
about.  The  phrase  is  perhaps  inexact  as  an  explanation  of 
the  relation  in  which  Smeethe  Yendis  stood  to  Theodore 
Tobin,  for  neither  directly  or  indirectly  did  the  former  serve 
the  latter,  except  to  borrow  his  money,  drive  his  horses,  and 
drink  his  wine.  However,  to  bridge  an  explanation  which 
threatens  lo  expand  indefinitely,  IcT  il  sutTice  thai  in  all  the 
circle  of  his  acquaintance  there  was  no  one  else  who  so 
truly  answered  ihe  best  intellectual  and  spiritual  needs  of  the 
(ireat  I  .Am  as  did  this  last,  and  least,  among  the  men  who 
illustrate  this  sketch. 

"T.  T.  has  failed  for  a  hundred  thousand." 

The  sentence  brought  out  the  characters  of  the  men,  as  a 
sentence  so  often  will.  .-\  few  sought  their  hats  by  instinct, 
and  stole  silently  away.  The  sympathy  of  others  evapo- 
rated in  commonplaces,  which  found  no  echo,  and  they,  too, 
went  out  inlo  the  pure  evening  air,  with  sharpened  appetites 
and  loosened  tongues.  They  had  something  new  to  discuss 
over  their  black  coffee. 

When  the  room  was  cleared  of  all  except  the  "band," 
Hebbard's  mellow  voice  broke  the  silence,  which  followed 
Smeethe's  last  e.xplanation,  with  "  What's  to  be  done  I"" 

"  Set  him  up  again,  by  — ,"  answered  Le  Dascey. 

"  I'm  in,"  said  the  disciple  of  Schenck. 

There  was  another  awkward  pause.  Knix  was  figuring  on 
a  scrap  of  paper  ;  presently  he  said  : 

"  He  owes  one  hundred  thousand  dollars.  He  ought  to 
realize  twenty  per  cent,  on  a  clean-up.  Half  the  balance  can 
doubtless  be  fixed  by  notes,  and  wc  must  raise  the  other  forty 
thousand." 

"  Put  me  down  for  fifteen  thousand,"  said  the  man  of  points. 

"  1  see  you,"  said  Brown. 

"  I  have  an  aunt  who  never  failed  me  yet,"  remarked  the 
society  sharp.  "  I  am  good  for  five  thousand  sure  ;  maybe 
more." 

"As  an  exception  to  the  rule  that  the  chronic  condition  of 
newspapermen  is  'bust,'  1  promise  two  thousand  dollars, 
which  I  can  raise  on  my  Berkeley  property — thanks  to  T. 
T.'s  advice." 

"  My  five  hundred  is  not  much,"  said  Harry  Centreton, 
"  but—  " 

"  It  goes  in  all  the  same,  old  boy,"  said  Hebbard. 

Smeethe's  voice  trembled  as  he  said,  slowly  :  "  Of  course 
it  would  be  ridiculous  to  expect  coin  or  any  other  substantial 
help  from  me.  I  suppose  you  all  know  me  well  enough  to 
be  sure  that  1  am  with  you  in  feeling.  I  have  a  spavined 
mare  on  grass  at  Centreville,  and  I  have  a  picture  of  St. 
Catherine,  by —  " 

"  \'our  name  is  down  for  the  odd  twenty-five  hundred," 
said  the  art  authority.  I  always  fancied  St.  Catherine  ;  you 
have  done  me  a  real  favor,  \'endis." 

Smeethe  thanked  him  with  a  look.  The  cash  value  of  the 
picture  was  less  than  the  lusthetic  value  of  Le  Dascey's 
opinion. 

The  conversation  which  followed  resulted  in  the  drafting 
of  a  paper,  substantially  as  follows  : 

The  undersigned  promise  to  furnish  Theodore  Tobin,  for  use  during 
his  pleasure,  forty  thousand  dollars  in  United  States  gold  coin,  without 

security.     The  money  to  be  at  his  disposal  Monday. . 

(Signed),  Chas.  le  Dascey, 

Brownell  Brow.s', 
Clakf.n'ce  Hebbakd, 
H.  Centreton, 
G.  Duncan  Krux, 
Smeethe  Yendis. 

The  agreement  was  signed  and  copied.  The  original  was 
retained  by  Krux,  and  a  copy  intrusted  to  Y'endis  to  be  shown 
to  the  Great  1  Am  that  evening.  Then  all  except  Y'endis 
went  home — to  such  homes  as  they  had  or  cared  to  have. 

Smeethe  waited,  though  with  shallow  patience.  He  was 
not  unaturally  excited.  He  heard  the  clock  strike  six,  seven, 
eight.  He  heard  the  hacks  rumble  on  the  street  below.  He 
heard  a  lodger  on  another  floor  howl  elastic  opera,  when  she 
should  have  been  at  dinner.  Yet  he  only  half  heard  any- 
thing. He  paced  to  and  fro  in  the  lonesome  room  ;  forget- 
ting to  be  hungry,  forgetting  to  be  thoughtless,  forgetting  ev- 
erything except  his  plans  for  helping  his  best  friend  in  this 
his  hour  of  need. 

At  last  he  heard  the  well-known  step ;  the  door  swung  open 
and  the  Great  I  Am  entered.  .\  trifle  haggard  about  the 
eyes,  somewhat  paler  than  usual,  yet,  to  an  ordinary  observer, 
not  greatly  changed,  nor  unduly  moved.  But  to  Smeethe, 
— eager,  yet  almost  afraid  to  speak — the  change  was  terrible. 

T.  T.  put  out  his  hand  instinctively,  and  smiled — a  pecu- 
liarly sweet  smile,  that  few  men  and  few  occasions  ever  won 
from  his  calm,  calculating  features. 

"  It's  all  up,  old  man,"  he  said.  The  look  and  tone  were 
too  much  for  Smeethe ;  his  eyes  filled,  and  he  sobbed  like  a 
baby. 

For  a  moment  a  great  wave  of  feeling  almost  unmanned 
the  fallen  speculator  ;  but  he  brushed  the  hasty  tears  impa- 
tiently away  ;  and,  laying  both  hands  on  his  friend's  shoul- 
ders, said  quietly,  but  proudly  :  "You  are  a  man,  Smeethe. 
Don't  make  me  forget  that  I  am  one,  too.  Other  men  have 
pulled  through  worse  than  this.  I  have  blood  in  my  veins 
yet,  and  years  to  make  it  tell.  I  shall  pay  every  cent  I  owe, 
j  and  you  must  help  me." 

I  Smeethe  dried  his  tear^ — perhaps  the  most  creditable  tears 
he  had  ever  shed — and  asked  :  "  Are  you  going  anywhere  ? 
Have  you  had  dinner?" 

"  Yes,  I'jn  going  somewhere,  but  I've  not  had  dinner." 

"  Let  us  get  something  to  eMJirsi,  Theo.;  for  I,  who  have 
failed  at  least  once  a  day  for  the  past  twenty-six  years,  am 
hardened  and  hungry." 

The  Great  I  .Am  smiled — this  time  rather  grimly.  "  Yes, 
I  suppose  we  must  eat,  whether  our  creditors  are  paid  or  not; 
whether  our  victims  go  to  Stockton,  and  their  wives  and 
children  to  Lone  .Mountain,  or  not." 

"  True  ;  too  true,"  said  Smeethe ;  and  the  young  men  went 
out  arm  in  arm. 

"  We'll  go  to  Freeman's,  and  have  some  oysters  and  a 
small  boL,  Theo." 

"  A  cup  of  tea  and  a  sandwich  will  be  better ;  I  can't  spend 
money  for  wine  until  it's  mine  to  spend." 


"  Do  you  think  I  would  let  you  pay  for  it  ?  It's  my  night, 
old  boy  ;  the  first,  1  guess,  but  it  won't  be  the  last,  though,  by 
George  !" 

They  entered  the  oyster-rooms  and  ordered  their  supper. 
The  (ireat  I  .Am  was  silent  and  thoughtful  ;  his  companion 
alternated  betwixt  sense  and  nonsense,  sentiment  and 
sentcntiousness.  After  the  first  glass  of  Roederer  the  color 
returned  to  T.  T.'s  face,  and  Richard  was  himself  again. 

The  use  of  good  wine,  like  the  use  of  a  thousand  other 
good  things,  may  be  abused,  no  one  wants  lo  deny  that;  but 
here  the  weakness  is  least  excusable,  because  the  maximum 
of  bibulous  enjoyment  is  so  easily  reached.  To  most  men 
one  or  two  glasses  of  good  wine  aftbrds  more  real  pleasure 
than  twenty.  It  is  only  the  faded  debauchee — but  this  is  not 
a  treatise  on  alcholics,  or  an  advertisement  for  champagne. 
The  Great  1  Am  was  a  very  moderate  drinker.  Mr.  Smeethe 
^'endis  was  an  exceedingly  immoderate  one.  After  the  first 
few  glasses  Tobin  leaned  half  across  the  table  and  said,  in  a 
half  whisper  : 

"  Do  you  where  I  was  going  to-night  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Smeethe. 

T.  T.  handed  him  an  ivory  locket  containing  a  miniature 
photograph. 

"  .Not  beautiful,"  thought  Smeethe,  at  a  glance.  "  Strong, 
vivid,  taking,  though,"  he  said  to  himself  as  he  examined  the 
picture. 

"Do  you  know  her ? " 

"  No,  by  George,  I  don't.  You  have  kept  it  deuced  quiet. 
Is  she ?" 

"  You  might  have  put  the  question  in  a  less  offensive  way, 
for  it  is  offensive  ;  doubly  so  from  you  who  should  have  reaii 
*  refinement,'  '  modesty,'  '  purity '  at  a  glance." 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,  Theo.,  but  one  can't  tell  at  a  glance  ; 
certainly  not  from  a  photographic  counterfeit.  I  don't  set 
up  for  a  student  of  face,  anjhow  ;  and  then,  you  know,  wiser 
men  than  we  have  been  fooled  in  face,  since  Garrick  thought 
Woffington  an  angel  of  light." 

"  But  if  ever  truth  and  goodness  were  written — " 

"  Of  course,  of  course.  Did  you  ever  see  that  portrait  of 
Nell  Gwynne  in  Le  Dascej''s  collection.'  Il  has  a  score  of 
contemporary  indorsements  on  the  back,  yet  the  face  is 
nearer  my  pious  conception  of  what  a  Madonna  should  be 
than  anything  else  I've  seen  on  canvas.  But  we  need  not 
quarrel  over  that.     Who  is  she?" 

"  She  was  to  have  been  my  wife.  We  were  to  be  married 
next  Sunday.  You  were  to  be  best  man,  and  we  were  all 
going  to  the  Islands  for  three  months." 

"  Well — and  now  ? " 

"And  now  I  shall  go  to  her  and  say  ;  'The  work  of  ten 
years  has  been  undone.     1  must  begin  again.    I  release  you.' " 

"  .And  do  you  think —  " 

"  She  said  to  me  once,  '  1  like  fine  things,  comfortable, 
luxurious,  beautiful  things.  I  enjoy  the  uses  and  the  privi- 
leges of  wealth.  I  should  be  dwarfed  without  them.'  I  shall 
repeat  her  words,  and  ask  her  if  she  means  them  now." 

"  But  you  need  not,  old  boy,  you  need  not,"  said  Smeethe, 
joyfully  ; "  read  this,"  and  he  handed  him  the  agreement  copy. 

The  Great  I  Am  read  it,  flushed,  smiled,  and  said  quietly  : 
"  It's  splendidly  generous,  and  with  forty  thousand  I  could 
pull  through  easily  ;  but  I  can't  take  it,  Smeethe.  I  must 
fight  it  out  alone." 

"  The  deuce  you  can't  !     Not  for  her  sake  ? " 

"  Not  even  for  her  sake.  I  thank  the  boys,  all  of  you, 
from  the  lower  levels  of  my  heart ;  but  I  must  play  my  own 
hand  now  as  always. 

Smeethe  only  looked  his  disgust.  But  he  muttered  betwixt 
his  teeth  :  "You  are  a  fool,  my  boy  ;  a  doubly  dashed  ass, 
my  boy." 

The  "  small  bot."  was  empty,  and  by  its  side  another  was 
empty  also.  The  little  supper  room  was  blue  with  the  smoke 
of  the  last  cigar. 

"Are  you  going  there  to-night?"  said  the  never-do-well. 
"  You  have  a  nerve  if  you  do,"  he  added. 

"  No,  it's  time  lo  go  lo  bed."  And  the  two  friends  sepa- 
rated at  the  door. 

At  eleven  on  the  following  morning  nearly  all  the  "band  " 
were  assembled  at  the  "  ranch,"  which  they  found  deserted, 
with  a  note  from  T.  T.  stating  that  he  would  return  at  twelve 
sharp,  and  asking  his  friends,  mentioning  them  by  name,  to 
wait  for  him. 

Smeethe  arrived  last  of  all,  and  was  eagerly  questioned. 
"  The  pig-headed  idiot  refused  our  aid,"  he  said  angrily. 

"  Refused  ! ! " 

"  Yes,  refused  !     What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it  ?" 

"  Make  him  take  it ;  send  him  a  certified  check,"  suggest- 
ed Cenlrelon. 

"  He  would  return  it  with  thanks,"  said  Krux.  "  Has  any 
one  a  list  of  the  creditors  ?" 

"  I  have,"  said  Smeethe  Yendis,  and  he  pulled  down  his 
cufi: 

"  We  must  see  these  fellows  to-night,  effect  a  settlement 
with  all  we  can,  and  give  a  check  to  the  coin  sharks  for  the 
balance.  Then  when  Monday  afternoon  comes,  he  may 
whistle  for  his  outraged  dignity,"  said  the  nettled  critic. 

When  the  Great  I  Am  came  in  at  tweh'e,  he  found  his 
friends  apparently  resigned  to  his  will.  Every  one  accepted 
Hebbard's  invitation  to  a  quiet,  early  dinner,  and  the  plotters 
fairly  wearied  their  victim  with  delicate  attentions  and 
thoughtful  solicitude.  "  Has  he  seen  her  ?"  thought  Yendis. 
But  whether  he  had  oi  not,  the  Great  I  .Am  gave  no  out- 
ward sign,  and  the  never-do-well  did  not  ask  him. 

.^Ionday  morning  came.  A  few  business  associates  drop- 
ped in  to  Tobin's  office  to  ask  in  an  informal  manner  con- 
cerning his  reverses  and  the  outlook.  Three  o'clock  came, 
but  no  creditors.  One  or  two  notes  of  receipt  came  in  from 
complaisant  Shylocks  who  had  beeir  paid  in  full.  "  What 
the  deuce  does  it  mean  ? "  thought  Tobin,  at  first.  The 
notes  made  it  clear  enough,  and  when  the  huge  dimen- 
sions of  the  stolen  march  dawned  upon  his  puzzled  senses, 
he  hardly  knew  whether  lo  laugh  or  to  wax  indignant.  He 
went  lo  iiis  rooms,  half  expecting  lo  find  the  band  there,  but 
the  rooms  were  empty.  "  I'll  go  tell  Laura,"  he  said  to  him- 
self; "perhaps  she  will  give  me  a  little  dinner." 

Six  weeks  from  that  day  a  card  of  invitation  to  the  mar- 
riage of  Theodore  Tobin  and  Laura  Douglas  was  received 
by  each  member  of  the  "  band."  On  the  card  received  by 
Smeethe  Y'endis  was  written,  in  a  firm  though  unmistakably 
feminine  hand,  "  She  does  not  love  '  luxury '  less,  but  friend- 
ship more."  R.  S.  S. 

Sax  Fr.\nxisco,  October,  1878. 


The     argonaut. 


INTAGLIOS. 

A  Hint. 

Our  Daisy  la^  down 

In  her  little  nightgown, 
And  kissed  me  again  and  again, 

On  forehead  and  cheek. 

On  lips  that  would  speak. 
But  found  themselves  shut,  to  their  gain. 

Then,  foolish,  absurd, 

To  utter  a  word, 
I  asked  her  the  question  so  old. 

That  wife  and  that  lover 

Ask  over  and  over. 
As  if  they  were  surer  when  told. 

There,  close  at  her  side, 

"  Do  ^-ou  love  me?"  I  cried: 

She  lifted  her  golden-crowned  head, 

A  puzzled  surprise 

Shone  in  her  gray  eyes — 

"  Why,  that's  why  I  kiss  you,"  she  said. 

— Eclectic  Magazifte  for  Ocioho 


A  MemeBt, 

When  the  lightning  flashes  by  night, 

The  rain-drops  seem 
A  million  jewels  of  light 

In  the  moment's  gleam. 

And  often,  in  gathering  fears, 

A  moment  of  love 
To  jewels  will  turn  the  tears 

That  it  can  not  remove. 

F.  W.  ^.,  in  spectator. 


Sonnet. 
A  year  ago,  love,  for  the  space 

Of  a  brief  moment,  nobly  fraught 

With  deeper  meaning  than  our  light  hearts  thought, 
You  held  my  hand  and  looked  into  the  face 
Which,  poor  in  gifts,  has  since  by  God's  good  grace 

Grown  dear  to  you  ;  and  the  full  year  has  brought 

Friendship — and  love — and  marriage;  yet  has  taught 
My  heart  to  call  you  in  its  sacred  place 

Still  by  the  earliest  names;   for  you  who  are 
R[y  lover  and  my  husband,  and  who  bring 
Heaven  close.around  me,  will  not  let  me  cling 

To  that  near  heaven,  but  tempt  my  soul  afar 
By  your  ideals  for  me  ;   till  life  end. 
My  calm,  dispassionate,  sincerest  friend. 

Mrs.  Wellington  Rollins. 


The  Shadow  of  Love. 
The  branching  shades,  in  woodland  glades, 

Seem  to  the  under-fern 
Wide  as  the  night  that  leaves  no  light  ; 

No  shape  can  they  discern, 

And  we,  who  seek  in  senses  weak 

Love's  form  to  entertain — 
So  far  Love's  whole  o'erspreads  the  soul — 

Too  oft  see  only  pain, 

FraNXIS    W.    BOl?RDlLLON. 


Old  Loves. 

Louise,  have  you  forgotten  yet 

The  corner  of  the  flowery  land. 
The  ancient  garden  where  we  met, 

My  hand  that  trembled  in  your  hand? 
Our  lips  found  words  scarce  sweet  enough, 

As  low  beneath  the  willow  trees 
We  sat;  have  you  forgotten,  love? 

Do  you  remember,  love  Louise? 
Marie,  have  you  forgotten  yet 

The  loving  barter  that  we  made? 
The  rings  we  changed,   the  sun  that  set, 

The  woods  fulfilled  with  sun-  and  shade? 
The  fountains  that  were  musical 

By  many  an  ancient  trj'sting  tree — 
Marie,  have  you  forgotten  all  V 

Do  you  remember,  love  Marie? 
Christine,  do  you  remember  yet 

Your  room  with  scent  and  roses  gay? 
My  garret — 'neath  the  sky  'twas  set— 

The  April  hours,  the  nights  of  May? 
The  clear  calm  nights,  the  stars  above 

That  whispered  they  were  fairest  seen 
Through  no  cloud-veil?     Remember,  love! 

Do  you  remember,  love  Christine? 
Louise  is  dead,  and,  well-a-day ! 

Marie  a  certain  path  has  ta'en. 
And  pale  Christine  has  passed  away 

In  southern  suns  to  bloom  again. 
Alas  !  for  me  and  all  of  us — 

Marie,   Louise,  Christine  forget, 
Our  bower  of  love  is  ruinous, 
And  I  alone  remember  yet. 

Henri  Murger. 


"Ein  Fichtenba.uni  Steht  Einsam," 
A  pine-tree  stands  alone  on 

A  bare  bleak  northern  height ; 
The  ice  and  snow  they  swathe  it. 

As  it  sleeeps  there,  all  in  white. 
'Tis  dreaming  of  a  palm-tree, 

In  a  far-off  Eastern  land. 
That  mourns,  alone  and  silent. 

On  a  ledge  of  burning  sand. 


Two  Moods. 

I. — HATE. 
Drawn  o'er  the  airy  sapphire  of  the  day 

In  vague  perpetual  way, 
He  sees  one  dulling  film  of  dreary  gray. 
The  fragrant  sward,  or  dewy  leaves  that  shine. 

Flower,  bird,  or  lissom  %'ine. 
All  hold  weird  hints  of  something  saturnine ! 
Big  weights  of  wrong  and  insult  always  pressed 

Upon  his  tired-out  breast. 
Imperiously  distract  him  with  unrest ; 
And  through  his  mind  quick  ghastly  fancies  float, 

Where  sometimes  he  can  note 
His  enemy's  loathsome  shape,  and  clutch  its  throat 


For  him  alone  the  exultant  thrushes  call. 

The  grand  suns  rise  and  fall. 
And  the  sweet  winds  blow  benedictional ! 
A  sovereign  sense  his  being  seems  to  brim. 

Thrilling  heart,  brain,  and  limb, 
That  all  this  radiant  world  was  wrought  for  him  ! 
One  blissful  faith  his  life  divinely  cheers 

With  heavenly  joys  and  fears. 
That  sometimes  leave  his  sight  in  holy  tears  ! 
And  through  his  soul,  rich-warmed  by  sacred  heat, 

Dear  memories  move  and  meet. 
Like  shadowy  ripples  over  golden  wheat. 

Edgar  Fawcett. 


Little  Things. 
Some  little  things  we  may  not  do 

Will  haunt  the  longing  heart; 
Sweet  simple  things  might  cause  unrest. 

Though  far  from  blame  apart. 

Last  night  I  heard  a  song  was  wont 

To  thrill  me  when  a  child  ; 
Fain  had  I  wept,  but  alien  eyes 

Had  looked  askance  and  smiled. 

Last  night  a  flower  was  dropped — ah,  me ! 

My  inmost  soul  was  fain 
Instant  to  gather  up  the  prize, 

When  prudence  said,      Refrain!" 

But  when  the  gala  lights  were  out. 
Love  played  his  own  true  part ; 

I  searched  the  darkened  room,  and  now 
The  flower  lies  next  my  heart. 

— Lady's  Baaar/or  November, 


A  RACE  FOR  LIFE. 


L — The  Message. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,"  ex- 
claimed my  friend  McCausland,  as  he  met  me  at  the 
door  of  his  house. 

I  had  gone  on  a  visit  to  Holmesdale,  a  little  town 
in  the  north  of  England.  McCausland  was  engineer 
to  the  water  company  there,  and  had  invited  me  to  go 
down  for  a  week. 

After  the  usual  interval  for  dressing  we  sat  down  to 
an  excellent  little  dinner.  Not  unnaturally  the  con- 
versation turned  upon  the  weather. 

"I  am  sorry  this  rain  continues,'*  said  McCaus- 
land, "it  spoils  my  water  supply.  People  bully  me 
as  if  I  could  help  it." 

■*  Are  your  reservoirs  near  the  town  ?  "  I  asked, 

"  No,"  he  replied,  "away  in  the  hills.  We  can  go 
over  to-morrow  if  you  like.     I'm  due  there.'' 

The  excursion  was  arranged. 

We  pursued  our  way  up  the  hill,  and  crossing  the 
brow,  reached  a  small  inn.  Here  we  found  a  country 
gig  awaiting  us.  Into  this  we  clambered,  and  pro- 
ceeded along  a  wooded  by-rcid,  stony  and  rutful. 
At  length,  when  hope  had  almost  given  way  to  bad  lan- 
guage, we  pulled  up  at  another  small  inn.  called  the 
"  Reservoir.''     We  got  out  of  the  gig  gladly. 

An  engineer  foreman  accosted  us  politely, 

' '  Is  all  right,  Johnson  ? ''  inquired  McCausland. 

"  Yes,  all  is  right  ;  but —  " 

"Well,  but  what  .^" 

"  I  don't  quite  like  the  South  Reservoir  embank- 
ment," was  the  reply. 

McCausland  turned  pale  to  his  very  lips. 

"  Come  with  me,"  he  said,  abruptly.  We  hurried 
after  him  in  silence,  and  with  a  strange  dread  upon  us. 

We  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  extensive  embank- 
ment which  confined  the  waters  of  the  largest  of  the 
three  reservoirs  of  the  Holmesdale  Company.  A 
fresh  breeze  was  blowing  the  water  in  small  though 
noisy  waves  against  the  paved  top  of  the  bank. 
Here  and  there  a  tongue  of  liquid  spat  upon  the 
stone  work,  and  at  one  spot  it  trickled  down  into  and 
apparently  came  through  the  grass. 

"  This  is  the  spot,"  said  Johnson. 

"  You  had  better  have  a  few  men  to  puddle  up 
this."  said  McCausland,  indicating  a  tiny  crack  that 
would  have  escaped  less  experienced  eyes. 

We  then  continued  our  inspection,  but  during  our 
progress  round  the  works  the  clouds  had  massed 
themselves  in  wild  grandeur  above  the  hills,  and  lay 
heavily  above  the  Apps  Valley  in  front.  The  railroad 
crossed  the  valley  on  a  graceful  viaduct  near  Ammer- 
ing  Junction.  The  dark,  slaty  clouds  hung  suspend- 
ed over  this  district.  Long  tendrils  of  the  scud  came 
forth  from  them  like  fingers.  The  trees  scarce  moved, 
yet  the  water  rolled  up  against  the  reservoir  bank  as 
if  agitated  by  an  unseen  wheel. 

all  seemed  conscious  of  the  disturbance  of  the  atmos- 
pheric conditions,  and  the  leaves  whispered  strange 
confidences  to  the  motionless  boughs  above  our 
heads. 

The  men  had  all  gone  up  to  the  reservoirs.  Mc- 
Causland and  I  sat  chatting  together. 

■■  Do  you  think  you  could  find  your  way  back 
alone?"  he  asked  suddenly. 

"  Why?"  I  said.  "  Do  you  intend  to  remain  here? 
Is  there  any  danger  ?  " 

"  Well,  scarcely  that  ;  but  I  think  I  ought  to  be 
on  the  spot.     I  will  return  lo-morro\v*or  next  day." 

'  ■  Can  not  I  stay  too  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  if  you  desire  it.  We  rough  it  up  here, 
though." 

"  I  do  not  mind  that,"  I  replied.  So  it  was  settled. 
Fortunate  it  was  that  I  did  remain.  As  we  were  pre- 
paring to  visit  the  sluices  again,  we  were  startled  by  a 
vivid  flash  of  lightning,  which  had  hardly  passed  when 
the  rocks  rang  out  with  a  thousand  thunder  echoes. 

Nature  rested  not  that  livelong  night. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  as  the  gray  light  was 
struggling  into  life,  McCausland  came,  fully  dressed, 
into  my  room.     I  started  up. 

"  Dress  yourself  as  quickly  as  you  can,  and  come 
down  stafrs,''  he  said.  I  began  to  ask  questions. 
"  Lose  no  time,  there's  a  good  fellow  ;  I  want  your 
assistance.''     He  left  the  room. 

I  dressed  quickly,  and  joined  McCausland  in  the 
little  parlor.  He  was  studying  a  private  copy  of  the 
railroad  time-tables,  which,  as  an  official,  he  always 
carried. 

"  Will  you  take  the  horse  and  ride  down  to  Am- 
raering  Junction  with  a  message?" 

His  collected  manner  assured  me.  Was  this  all? 
A  ride  through  the  rain  was  not  much.  "  Of  course 
I  w\\\  go.'' 

He  grasped  my  hand  firmly,  "Are  you  nervous?'' 
he  said,  as  he  held  it  in  his  own  steady  grasp. 

"Nonsense,"  I  replied,  laughing.  "I'll  be  ready 
in  five  minutes,  if  it's  important.    Is  the  horse  here?" 

I  ran  up  for  my  water-proofs.  When  I  came  down, 
the  horse  was  at  the  door,  and  McCausland  inspect- 
ing him. 

I  mounted.  "  Now,"  I  said,  "for  this  great  mes- 
sage, if  you  please." 

McCausland's  lone  had  something  very  solemn  in  it 
as  he  replied: 

"Tell  the  station-master  of  Ammering  Junction, 
and  any  people  you  see,  that  the  South  Reservoir  will 
not  last  three  hours.  It  will  burst  down  the  valley, 
and  will  destroy  the  Apps  Viaduct,  and  carry  away 
the  bridges  on  the  Holmesdale  branch.  Stop  the 
traffic,  and  save  the  passsengers,  God  bless  you  ! 
and,  hark  ye,  ride  for  your  life.  I  will  fire  the  signal 
cannon  as  a  warning.     Good-bye." 

n.— A  Wild  Ride. 

Mechanically  I  gathered  up  the  reins,  nodded  to 
McCausland,  for  I  wastoostupified  to  reply  in  words, 
and  started  upon  my  wild  ride.  Three  hours  hence 
and  the  water  would  be  pouring  down  the  valley 
through  which  my  course  lay.  No  wonder  I  had  to 
ride  for  my  life,  and  perhaps  the  lives  of  hundreds 
of  my  fellow-creatures  depended  on  mine,  Ammer- 
ing J  unction  was  some  miles  away.  My  route  lay 
through  an  unknown  country,  intersected  with  flood- 
ed streams,  and  swept  by  wind  and  rain. 

I  must  do  it,  I  thought,  as  my  horse  picked  his 
cautious  way  amid  the  loose  stones  down  the  steep 
by-road  we  had  ascended  the  previous  day.  I  should 
need  all  my  strength  though  to  execute  my  task,  so  I 
pressed  on.  A  valuable  slice  out  of  my  time  had 
been  expended  when  I  reached  the  broad  highway 
and  urged  my  horse  to  speed.  I  had  to  turn  off 
again,  I  knew,  but  I  fancied  I  could  easily  find  the 
path.  Besides,  was  there  not  a  sign-post  ?  There- 
fore, urged  by  dreadful  tidings,  and  with  the  fierce 
wind  and  biting  rain  by  turns  and  all  together  assail- 
ing me,  I  urged  my  horse  onward,  i  reached  the 
turning,  and  pulled  up  to  read  the  direction  I  was  to 
take.  I  nearly  fainted  with  horror  as  I  read.  The 
fatal  finger  pointed  up  the  cross-road  I  was  pursuing 
— "To  Holmesdale  and  Seaham."  The  opposite 
index  pointed— '"To  Ruddall  and  Ammering."      I 


could  scarcely  credit  my  senses.  Surely  I  was  right! 
We  had  come  up  the  previous  day,  and  up  the  hill  to 
the  reservoirs.  I  had  merely  to  reverse  the  route  we 
had  traveled.  At  that  moment,  if  you  will  believe 
me.  the  true  state  of  the  case  and  my  own  stupidity 
flashed  upon  me.  We  had  come  from  Holmesdale; 
I  was  now  bound  for  Ammering,  which  lay  at  the 
opposite  side. 

This  a  terrible  mistake.  It  was  now  past  six 
o'clock,  One  of  three  precious  hours  had  elapsed, 
and  I  was  further  from  Ammering  than  when  I  start- 
ed. I  was  seized  with  despair:  what  ever  could  I  do 
now?  Two  hours  remained,  and  I  had  three  up-hill 
miles  to  ride,  and  then  about  seven  more  across  the 
moor,  before  I  could  reach  the  junction,  and  before 
that  the  trains  might  have  started,  and  then — 

I  burst  out  into  a  cold  perspiration  at  the  thought, 
and  then,  desperate  and  only  half  conscious,  I  rode 
madly  back  to  the  Ammering  road  and  up  the  hill 
again. 

As  we  gained  the  more  open  ground  the  blast  came 
down  with  such  violence  as  to  stagger  us.  It  tore 
across  the  hill-side,  and  whizzed  and  hissed  among 
the  gorse  and  swaying  gratis.  The  rain  came  down 
more  determinedly  than  ever.  At  length  1  reached  a 
small  cluster  of  stone  cottages,  and  halted  under  the 
lee  of  the  last  one  to  take  breath  for  a  fresh  struggle 
over  the  moor.  From  the  elevation  where  I  was  I  could 
trace  the  channel  of  the  Apps  River  down  the  valley, 
and  could  guess  the  spot  at  which  the  flood  would 
strike  the  railroad,  and  the  branch  line  over  the  spur 
of  the  hill,  I  could  just  distinguish  the  junction  in 
the  middle  distance.  A  dark  smoke  appeared  to  be 
rising  from  it ;  an  engine,  perhaps,  waiting  to  start 
with  a  train,  and  I  was  lingering  on  the  hill.  All  this, 
and  more.  I  could  perceive  as  I  rested  on  the  sum- 
mit.    Then  I  rode  manfully  forward  into  the  storm. 

How  my  horse  kept  his  feet  I  do  not  to  this  hour 
understand.  The  wind,  which  had  been  high  before, 
appeared  to  have  gathered  new  force  while  we  had 
halted,  and  it  rushed  across  the  track  terrifically. 

I  was  quite  alone,  for  there  was, not  a  human 
being  in  sight  ;  but  suddenly  the  whistle  of  a  locomo- 
tive was  carried  to  my  ears.  An  engine  moved  out  of 
the  station.  Another  whistle  shortly  afterward.  That 
train  was  safe.  1  watched  it  glide  away  over  the  vi- 
aduct. Five  minutes  later  I  rode  into  the  station  and 
called  for  the  station-master.  As  I  dismounted  the 
clock  struck  eight,  The  time  was  up,  and  no  sig- 
nal from  McCausland.  Telegraphing  would  now  be 
easy.    A  porter  came  out  in  response  to  my  summons. 

"  Im  sorry  ye  lost  the  express,''  he  began. 

"  I  don't  want  the  train,"  I  replied  ;  "  I  must  tel- 
egraph at  once,  though.  Where  is  the  station-master?" 

' '  He'll  be  here  in  a  minute.  But  ye  can't  telegraph. 
The  wires  is  blown  down.  We  had  to  send  a  *  pilot ' 
with  the  sxpress  to  clear  the  line  up  to  Handleigh." 

"  Not  telegraph  !  I  tell  you,  man,  I  vuist  stop  the 
traffic.  The  South  Holmesdale  Reservoir  will  burst 
this  very  hour." 

"  Can  that  be  true?"  inquired  a  cool,  gentlemanly 
man  at  my  elbow.    It  was  the  station-master  himself. 

' '  True  ! "  I  echoed.  "  It  is  only  too  true.  I  have 
ridden  to  tell  you.       We  must  stop  the  trains.'" 

"  The  excursion  leaves  Handleigh  at  8.5,"  mused 
the  station-master.  "There  may  be  time;  come 
with  me.''  He  crossed  the  line  and  entered  a  shed 
opposite.  I  followed.  Just  then  a  loud  booming 
sound  rent  the  air.  The  sound  came  back  from  the 
hills  like  thunder. 

"  It  is  the  signal,"  I  exclaimed.  "The  water  is 
out.     Heaven  help  us  now  ! " 

The  station-master  called  out.  A  cleaner  appeared. 
"  Is  that  engine  ready  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  waiting  for  the  excursion.'' 

"  Run  and  open  the  points. — Xow,  sir,  get  up.'' 

I  obeyed  mechanically,  and  before  I  quite  realized 
the  situation  we  had  crossed  to  the  up  line.  The 
station-master  stopped  to  get  a  red  flag  and  give  a 
few  instructions  to  his  subordinate.  I  now  perceived 
that  we  rt-ere  to  race  the  flood.  Steam  i/^/-i«j- Water. 
Which  would  conquer? 

A  whistle  :  we  started.  "  The  flood  !  the  flood  !  " 
shouted  the  porter.  We  turned  one  glance  up  the 
valley.  A  moving  brown  wall,  capped  with  a  snowy 
ridge,  was  tearing  down  to  the  devoted  viaduct.  No 
time  to  lose.  "  Go  ahead  !  "  cried  the  station-master. 
I  turned  on  steam,  put  the  lever  over  another 
"  notch,"  and  the  race  began  in  earnest. 

We  flew  along  the  metals.  A  few  minutes  would 
decide  it.  We  must  get  to  the  viaduct  and  over  it  first, 
or  the  excursion,  unwarned,  would  dash  to  destruc- 
tion. A  depression  in  the  ground  ran  beside  the 
railroad  for  a  short  distance.  We  trusted  to  this  to 
turn  the  velocity  of  the  approaching  water.  It  «as 
an  exciting  race,  and  one  never  to  be  forgotten.  On 
rolled  the  flood.  We  were  running  "neck  and 
neck''  for  one  terrible  half  minute.  Now  the  resist- 
less flood  bore  directly  to  the  bridge.  Stones  were 
rolled  before  it  like  marbles.  Trunks  of  trees,  hay- 
stacks, debris  of  every  description,  came  head-long 
down  upon  the  doomed  structure.  We  fled  like 
lightning  over  the  rails.  Our  speed  told  now. 
Sparks  flew  from  the  chimney.  Another  "  notch " 
— the  beat  of  the  piston  quickened  to  an  almost  in- 
conceivable rapidity.  We  were  on  the  bridge. 
Hurrah  !  The  curling  wave  beneath  seemed  to 
spring  forward.  It  broke  against  the  buttresses.  In 
a  second  we  were  across.  I  shut  off  steam,  the 
station-master  put  down  the  brakes.  A  tearing. 
rending  sound  that  was  not  the  brakes — a  crash  ! 
We  looked  back.  The  line  dropped  behind  us  like  a 
stage  trap.  The  bridge  gave  way,  and,  with  a  roar 
that  was  heard  two  miles  off",  the  pretty  viaduct  was 
swept  away  by  the  boiling,  furious  water. 

And  now  to  save  the  excursion.  Speeding  forward 
again,  whistling  like  a  demon,  our  good  engine — 
Vigilant  by  name — soon  came  in  sight  of  the  ex- 
cin-sion  train.  By  waving  our  red  flag  we  averted 
another  danger — a  collision. 

We  soon  gave  the  bewildered  passengers  to  under- 
stand the  narrow  escape  they  had  had.  Fervent  and 
sincere  were  the  thanks  we  received. 

By  the  time  we  had  arranged  matters  and  returned 
to  the  broken  viaduct  the  v.aier  had  subsided.  The 
work  of  destruction  was  complete,  but  a  "break- 
down "  gang  was  quickly  on  the  spot,  A  footway  was 
constructed  across  the  muddy  river-bed,  and  trains 
stopped  at  both  sides  of  the  stream,  the  passengers 
exchanging  from  one  to  the  other. 

The  loss  of  cattle  and  farm  produce  caused  by  that 
terrible  flood  was  very  great.  Had  the  catastrophe 
occurred  during  the  night,  the  loss  of  human  life 
would  have  been  appalling.  As  it  was.  some  un- 
fortunate people  were  drowned,  but  some  had  most 
marvelous  escapes. 

I  found  McCausland  and  his  staff  at  the  reservoir 
awaiting  me.  He  wrung  my  hand  fervently,  and 
said  certain  words  that  I  shall  not  easily  forget. 

The  viaduct  was   quickly  rebuilt,  but  the   station- 
master  at   Ammering  does   not   forget   the  race  of 
Steam  versus  Water  on  the  Vigilant  locomotive. 
Nor  do  I  I 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


Suirly  Mr  Thon.v  ' :  l^-  -  is  a  \cr>'  popul  ^ 
managrr.    Perhaps  ii  would  be  beiier  to  say  "  man'." 

He  is  at  least  constant  in  his  dt^votion  to  his  Iony 
—not  his  fini  love,  but  his  best  love— the  drama, 
or  the  art  of  minstrelsy. 

They  are,  unfortunately  for  the  first,  too  much  the 
«une  to  him  If  he  has  a  fault  in  his  managerfhip, 
that  is  it. 

I-ong  years  ago  he  made  money  in  the  Thespian 
business.  Long  rears  ago  he  lost  it-  He  has  been 
principaltr  losing  since 

But  still  he  stands  at  the  door  of  the  Thespian 
temple,  no  longer  the  chief  receiver  of  the  sacrifice,* 
but  sufiWiently  interested  to  be  pleased  with  a  full 
dress  circlt,  and  to  adore  a  crammed  galler>'. 

He  has  alwaj-s  been  fond  of  the  "  boys.'*  and  they 
have  assumed  the  patronage  of  his  career  so  long 
that  he  is  gradually  coming  to  the  opinion  that  his 
own  sur  began  to  wane  with  TAf  DaKuiuffi. 

I  really  beiie\e  he  almost  dislikes  the  dress  circle. 
But  he  does  not  despise  its  money. 

He  clings  with  a  fondness  as  foolish,  as  fondnesses 
generally  are.  to  the  old-time  .ludiences  and  the  old- 
time  entertainment ;  and  although  he  has  given  us 
two  detachments  of  the  L'nion  Square  comp^iny. 
some  of  the  finest  pliys  e\er  written,  and  the  grand- 
est opera  company  the  coast  CT-er  saw,  still  he  is  not 
happy. 

The  ktd-gIov*ed  people,  who  do  not  appLiud  for 
fear  of  splitting  their  expensive  hand-coverings,  arc 
having  all  too  much  their  own  way  for  him  ;  but  he 
yields  all  his  prejudices  to  circumstances,  and  fects 
that  Baldwin's  Theatre  is  not  Maguire's  Op-^ra 
House. 

So  £u  has  he  acknowledged  the  change  that  he  puts 
on  for  his  benefit  a  strong  ancient -modem  piece, 
which  has  only  something  of  a  gallery  reputation. 

I  fear  he  was  not  satisfied  with  the  comparatively 
quiescent  condition  of  that  portion  of  the  house  on 
Monday  night,  in  spite  of  the  full  parquette,  and  the 
almost  unusuil  henniness  of  its  applause. 

He  scarcely  beamed  as  was  his  wont,  and  I  saw  him 
in  thedoorway  of  Baldwin's  Hotel  comparatively  unin- 
terested, while  the  audience  were  calling  Rose  Wood 
before  the  curtain,  once  in  a  while  inviting  James 
O'Neill  to  come  with  her. 

It  W9S  a  good  house,  though,  and  showed  that 
people  really  did  think  something  of  Mr.  Magiure. 
for  all  the  other  theatres  were  empty.  It  was  a  com- 
pliroentan)-  benefit  tendered  by  the  company  :  but  a 
good  number  of  the  company  went  with  Mr.  and 
Mr.  \\'illiamson  into  the  proWnces,  to  .-issist  in  the 
proper  presentation  of  the  great  Dutch  drama,  also 
for  Mr.  Maguire's  benefit. 

.After  a  tour  through  England  and  Europe,  it  is 
quite  possible  that  his  puTjc  required  replenishing, 
and  I  dare  say  the  company  had  a  glimmering  idea 
of  that  when  they  decided  to  play  in  A  \\\^man  of 
tkt  Ptifle  as  a  compliment  to  tbdr  popular  manager. 

Whether  that  was  the  case  or  not.  the  object 
brought  a  good  deal  of  money  into  the  house,  and 
the  performance  w~as  at  least  wonh  iL 

A  Woman  of  the  Pe^pU  struck  Mr.  Nfaguire 
stroQgly  when  he  saw  ii  played  by  Madame  Beatrice, 
in  London.  I  don't  think  it  would  have  struck  me. 
Certainly  not  either  as  a  piece  for  San  Francisco,  or 
as  a  piece  for  Mr.  Maguir»"  s  company.  It  is  an  old, 
a  \CTV  old  play. 

It  belongs  to  d'Ennery's  crude  da>-s,  when  he  did 
not  show  the  talent  wliich  has  since  made  him  fa- 
mous. 

Those  literary  and  dramatic  firms  are  curious 
things  any  way.  If  I  may  judge  from  this  piece,  in 
comparison  with  The  Tttv  Or/iatn  and  A  CfUirjftd 
t'js£,  I  should  say  Cormon's  the  man,  not  d"  Ennery. 

There  is  not  an  sign  in  .-I  II  *i>»wj«  of  the  People  of 
the  genius  which  c^iaracterizes  the  later  efforts.  It  is 
an  almost  plotless  drama.  Such  a  plot  to-day  would 
TMX  be  looked  at. 

A  frieod  ol  mine  once  edited  a -comic  paper.  Don't 
be  alarmed,  he  is  not  apywhcre  near  here.  He  one 
day  recciv-rd  an  in\iutioa  to  dinner  from  an  old  gen- 
tleman who  had  a  rising  family,  .\fter  dinner  the 
host  produced  a  somewhat  dirty  piece  of  paprr.  on 
whi^  was  a  rough  drawing  of  a  desk,  with  the  under 
portions  of  two  human  bodies,  one  on  a  high  stool 
by  the  desk,  the  other  outside.  Prefacing  his  remarks 
by  a  story  touching  the  figure  on  the  high  sicot,  he 
remarked  that  his  son,  an  uDusoaHy  clever  and  bright 
boy.  had  made  ihb  matvdous  sketch  of  the  incident, 
and  if  my  friend  couJd  get  the  artist  of  his  comic 
paper  to  fill  in  the  heads  and  shoulders,  and  put  the 
proper  expression  into  the  faces,  he  thought  it  would 
be  a  teDfttg  contribution  to  the  next  number. 

If  IS  nuch  the  same  with  A  U'^mam  tf  tkt  PtepU. 
.    .  I  -'.  some  one  of  the  nmnerons  rising  dram- 


atists of  San  Francisco,  had  taken  this  play  to  Mr. 
Lyster  and  asked  him  to  get  Miss  Rose  Wood  to  go 
through  five  acts  of  straight  agony,  and  Mr.  James 
O'Neill  to  do  what  he  could  with  an  uninteresting 
drunken  carpenter,  without  any  plot  or  stoiy  to  keep 
the  attention  of  the  audience,  Mr.  Lj-stcr  would  ha\-e 
blandly  and  politely  e.\pUined  that  the  engagements 
of  the  theatre  would  not  pemiit  its  presentation. 

Mr.  I.ysicr  would  then  ha%e  told  anybody  who 
.asked  him  about  it  frankly,  that  it  was  a  demnition 
b;id  play. 

But  dKnner)' wrote  it.     It   was   in  fashion   years 

.1,  when  people  went  to  the  theatres  for  one  of  two 
[lurposes,  to  Liugh  or  to  cr>-.  Then  two  or  three 
hours  of  liarrowing  agony  were  as  acceptable  as  two 
or  three  hours  of  hilarity,  and  everybody  was  pleased. 

Besides,  when  it  was  played  before,  M.  d'Enner>- 
was  satisfied  with  three  acts.  That  was  as  much  of 
it  as  people  would  stand  even  in  those  days.  Now 
he  gives  us  six  .icts,  and  they  are  six  acts  of  d' Ennery 
without  Cormon. 

It  is  quite  evident  that  Comion  is  the  btuTit  sugar 
in  the  dramatic  medicine  manufactured  by  the  firm, 
and  uncommonly  fine  burnt  sugar  he  is. 

A  I  \  'itn.in  of  the  People  is  a  capiul  specimen  of  the 
hysterical  drama.  It  opens  with  a  wedding,  rudely 
broken  in  upon  by  a  disclosure  of  misplaced  affection, 
and  it  closes  with  the  reunion  of  the  two  hearts, 
somewhat  broken  in  upon  by  a  disclosure  of  mis- 
placed maternal  affection.  It  has  no  relief  for  the  har- 
rowing agony  of  its  sLv  scenes. 

There  is  not  a  smite  which  is  not  out  of  place. 

True,  on  Monday  night.  Miss  Wood  tried  to 
lighten  the  effect  by  dropping  her  darling  child's  head 
out  of  the  cradle,  but  that  was  not  repeated.  In  fact,  a 
plain  attempt  w-as  made  to  disabuse  the  minds  of  the 
audience  with  regard  to  the  wooden  material  of  w  hich 
that  head  was  composed  by  the  caieful  presentation 
of  a  real  baby  afterward.  But  that  child  was 
changed  in  the  cradle. 

The  prologue  shadows  forth  the  misery  by  showing 
the  young  husband  drunk  on  his  wedding  day.  In 
the  first  act  the  agony  begins,  and  Miss  Wood  gives 
us  a  round  of  painful  poses,  which  she  repeats  in 
each  of  the  following  four,  only  the  scenes  being 
changed- 

Two  of  the  acts  are  enough   for  any  one  piece,  and 

there  is  but  litde  in  the  other  characters  to  make  up 

I  for  the   rest  of  the  lime.     It  is  a  very  weary  play, 

without  motive,  without   art,  without   finish  or  gen- 

(  uine  dramatic  force. 

j  There  is  scarcely  a  situation  in  it  which  appeals  to 
!  the  audience  with  any  striking  effect.  It  is  a  series  of 
I  culminations  that  ne\-er  rise  to  climax  ;  and  even  the 
,  ending  only  satisfies  us  because  we  feel  that  the  mis- 
erable, unhappy,  h>-sterical  wife  needs  rest,  and  we 
are  glad  that  she  does  not  need  any  longer  to  shriek 
and  rave  about  "  my  chi-i-ild." 

But  if  the  play  is  so  poor,  it  only  shows  how  well 
Miss  Rose  Wood  does  her  work,  that  the  audience 
recall  her  after  almost  ever)-  act.  She  deser\es  iL  I 
have  never  seen  anybody  work  so  hard.  If,  when 
the  piece  is  withdrawn,  she  goes  to  Mr.  Lyster  and 
asks  for  a  holiday,  she  shall  ha%e  my  certificate,  for 
one,  that  she  has  lichly  earned  it. 

It  is  a  pity  she  has  not  a  heaxier  phj-sique  and  a 
stronger  pair  of  lungs  ;  as  it  is,  she  only  wants  them 
to  be  as  good  a  "  Marie ''  as  one  could  wish  to  see. 
I  But  her  lithe  figure,  and  her  light,  comedy  voice,  drive 
her  into  hysterics  not  altogether  becoming  the  hardy 
work-girl  who  maintains  her  idle  husband. 

I  am  not  willing,  however,  to  say  a  word  that  will 
reduce  the  credit  that  must  and  ought  to  accrue  to 
her  reputation  from  her  earnest,  and  at  times  jkower- 
ful,  performance  of  "Marie." 

Mr.  fames  O'Neill  has  a  very  disagreeable  and  un- 
important part.  It  should  not  be  unimportant,  but 
it  is  so  in  the  play. 

He  showed  how  little  more  a  leading  man,  at  two 
hundred  dollars  a  week,  can  make  out  of  a  small  part, 
than  a  subordinate  at  twenty-five. 

Mr,  Lewis  Morrison  threw  his  body  into  his  some- 
what stereotyped  attitudes  of  \illainy.  and  added  an 
"  a  "  to  his  words  to  make  an  Italian  accenL 

Mr.  Morrison  plays  a  monotonous  villain.  He 
comes  on  with  exactly  the  same  hasty  stride  in  the 
beginning,  pushes  up  his  rhoulders  and  slicks  his 
head  forward  through  the  curious  acts,  and  goes  off. 
or  is  taken  off.  at  the  end  with  the  same  defiant  snap 
of  the  fingers  in  ever>-  part  he  plays.  Between  his 
"good "  young  men  and  his  "  bad "  young  men  there 
is  merely  the  diffeience  of  opening  or  shutting  his 
eyes  and  his  mouth.  He  caught  the  Italian  accent 
very  well  at  Umes,  but  a  man  can  not  be  expected  to 
get  that  up  perfectly  in  a  day  or  two, 

1  did  not  see  him  in  the  proces-^ional  celebration  of 
the  dis<j)Tery  of  .America  on  Sunday.  That  wa-s  the 
place  for  him  to  study  dialect ;  only  he  might  have 
mistaken  the  Mayor  for  an  Italian. 

Miss  Meurice,  who  played  the  "Countess,'*  is  a 
lady  of  some  experience  on  the  stage.  She  possesses 
two  recommendations,  nol  always  found  in  the  count- 
esses of  the  stage — a  lady-like  appearance  and  repose 
of  manner,  and  a  pleasant,  lady-like  voice,  rheie 
was  nol  much  for  her  to  do,  but  she  made  a  most 
agreeable  impression  upon  me. 

Mr.  Heme  evidently  thought  "Remy'wasa  buf- 
foon. 

The  mounting  of  the  play  was  really  high  class. 
Some  of  the  scenes  were  simply  admirable  paintings. 
But  the  care  and  finish  given  to  the  stage  arrange- 


ments and  situations  in  A  Cdebrated  Case,  Agnes, 
and  L£5  Danicke^  were  conspicuously  lacking. 

A  piece  called  Proof  Pcsithc\%  advertised  to  follow. 

Where  is  Mother  and  Son  t 


The  Streets  of  Xctc  York  have  been  somewhat  de- 
serted this  week. 

I  am  not  surprised  at  iL 

The  play  has  been  played  in  all  the  best  theatres  of 
the  world  ;  but  the  criticism  of  last  week  applies  to  it 
just  as  truly  all  the  same.  It  docs  nol  belong  to  this 
age  of  dramatic  literature. 

It  is  of  the  style  which  kept  the  the.\trcs  in  disre- 
pute, and  drew  all  the  low  er  classes  to  them  as  patrons. 

It  is  as  dead  as  the  old  .-Xdclphi  dramas,  which  have 
long  been  relented  to  second  class  places  of  amuse- 
ments. 

They  were  in  a  much  higher  style  of  art.  In  them 
are  some  of  the  finest  acting  characters  known  to  the 
stage  :  and,  for  the  sake  of  those,  the  old  plays  will 
always  be  dear  to  actors  and  theatre-goers. 

But  we  do  not  want  them,  we  could  not  stand 
them  now,  and  it  is  a  pity  to  .<ee  such  relics  of  low- 
class  art  as  T/u  Streets  of  \ew  Yorh  kept  on  the 
boards,  while  Green  BusAes and  kindred  dramas  have 
been  sent  into  limbo. 

The  Punch  and  Judy  display,  and  the  Irishman 
and  Chinaman,  who  are  evidently  strong  p>artisaDS  of 
the  moribund  Kearney,  get  an  occasional  laugh  from 
the  gallery. 

Mr.  Mayo  played  Hamlet  for  his  benefit,  a  much 
more  creditable  bill. 

On  Monday  we  arc  to  l^ave  Fatinitza,  and  if  rumor 
can  be  relied  on.  it  will  be  a  success. 

1  am  much  inclined  to  believe  rumor  on  this  occa- 
sion, because  I  happen  to  know  that  -Mr.  .Max  Free- 
man has  been  working  very  hard  to  make  the  pro- 
duction perfect. 

The  libretto,  by  Mr.  Piercy  Wilson  and  Mr.  Bar- 
ton Hill,  is  to  be  a  model  of  sensible  and  artistic 
translation. 

Miss  Cottrelli  is  slightly  nervous  about  her  English, 
but  I  do  not  think  she  need  fear  a  San  Francisco 
audience  in  matters  of  courtesy.  We  stand  a  good 
deal,  and  we  can  surely  be  lenient  and  kindly  to  a 
stiange  lady  dealing  with  a  strange  language. 

The  piece  is  being  wonderfully  advertised. 

One  thing  is  creditable  about  it — every  bill,  poster, 
and  hthograpb  has  been  drawn  and  printed  in  San 
Francisco.  There  is  nothing  about  the  play  save  the 
play  itself  and  the  music  that  is  nol  home  manufact- 
ure. It  will  be  a  triumph  of  some  importance  if  it  is 
a  success.  It  will  show  that  we  can  get  up  an  opera 
on  the  spoL 

We  are  aware  that  we  can  write  plays,  and  even 
music,  of  course.  I  know  plenty  of  people  ready 
with  both  if  this  goes.  That  is  the  only  objectionable 
feature  of  the  success  o{  Fatinitza. 


Mrs.  Oates  has  not  been  freely  patronized  this  week, 

I  think  it  was  a  mistake  in  Mr.  Locke  nol  to  keep 
up  the  excitement  with  his  new  pieces,  and  leave  his 
repetitions  till  the  very  last  week  of  the  engagement. 
It  is  hard  to  bring  people  back  when  the  audiences 
have  once  dropped  off. 

Still  there  is  no  reason  why  Le  Petit  Due  should 
not  see  crowded  houses  again.  It  has  the  reputation 
of  being  Lecocq's  best,  the  numbers  being  pronoun- 
ced generally  of  higher  average  than  even  Girojle-Gi- 
rqfia. 

If  the  prima  donna  could  only  be  induced  to  leave 
the  audience  alone  a  little  more,  and  if  she  would 
direct  her  entire  attention  to  the  business  of  the 
opera,  I  do  not  know  ol  anybody  who  could  rival  her 
in  English  opera  bouffe. 

But  the  attention  of  everybody  to  herself  seems 
to  be  her  ruling  passion,  and  it  will  forever  interfere 
with  her  reputation. 

Le  Petit  Due  comes  on  Monday. 


The  Dramatic  XeiL'S  has  got  hold  of  the  plot  of 
Boucicauli's  new  Irish  play  so  long  promised.  It  was 
played  in  England,  in  some  less  prominent  theatre 
for  Mrs.  Boucicault's  benefit,  under  the  name  of 
Xorah's  I  'au.:      I  shall  not  be  sorry  if  it  is  never  given. 

WTiat  a  moral  Mr.  Boucicault's  career  points  of  the 
effects  of  puffery ! 


Afliss  is  advertised  all  over  the  country.  Each 
special  advertiser  has  sole  right.  A  Miss  Ada  Gil- 
man  makes  a  point  of  Bret  Harte's  ha\ing  forgotten 
to  copyright  the  story.  Moi'RZOL'K. 


Clara  Morris  has  a  new  horse,  which  she  named 
"  Airote''  the  moment  she  put  eyes  on  her,  and  this 
horse  has  a  little  history. 

Mr.  Harriot  happened  to  be  at  a  sale  the  other  day, 
and  among  the  stock  to  be  disposed  of  was  an  appa- 
rently worthless  animal,  for  which  there  was  no  de- 
mand. 

.After  some  spirited  bidding  the  horse  w-as  knocked 
dowm  to  the  actress*  husband  for  something  like  550. 

When  Miss  Morris  saw  the  acquisition  she  simply 
reniarked,  ".Aimee  ;"  because,  as  she  said  afterward, 
"she  looks  so  demure  and  is  so  vicious,  and  because 
of  her  general  cussedncss.'' 

"  Aim^e ''  is  blooded,  has  a  handsome  head,  is  gold 
color,  with  four  little  white  feet  ;  is  banged  ver>- short, 
and  takes  a  wall  or  fence  like  a  bird.  "  She  looks  so 
gentle,  so  demure,  and  is  the  devil."  says  Miss  Morris. 
"She  can  out  kick  any  mule,  donkev-,  or  blonde  I 
erer  saw," 


A  WELL  DESERVED   COMPLIMENT. 

The  social  as  well  as  the  financial  status  of  a  city 
is  most  markedly  seen  in  the  character  of  its  storae, 
more  particularly  in  those  lines  of  businesses  that 
come  directly  in  contact  with  what  is  known  as  oiw 
social  life,  as  dry  goods  and  genera!  house  furnish- 
ings. .Among  our  first-class  places  of  business,  the 
most  notable  instance  of  enterprise  to-day,  is  the  re- 
cently enlarged  establishment  of  our  old  friends, 
Messrs,  Kennedy  &  Durr,  formerly  of  Nos.  108  and 
110  Third  Street,  but  now  at  Nos.  834.  836,  and  838 
Market  Street.  The  "  Pavilion,"  as  it  is  now  called, 
has  already  achieved  an  enviable  reputation  among 
shoppers  since  its  removal,  and  now  stands  preemin- 
ent among  those  stores  at  which  only  the  best  goods 
are  to  be  found,  and  at  the  most  surprisingly  low 
prices.  From  minute  personal  examination  we  feel 
justified  in  saying  that  nowhere  within  San  Fran- 
cisco can  the  same  line  of  goods  be  obtained  for  the 
prices  asked,  one  reason  of  which  is  the  fact  of  the 
unusual  facilities  this  firm  enjoys  for  the  purchase  of 
goods  abroad,  for  they  arc  their  own  importers,  and 
by  this  means  sa%'e  to  their  customers  at  least  one 
hea%y  item  of  expense  in  the  ordinary-  profit  of  whole- 
sale middle  men.  A  cursor)-  glance  at  this  fine  stock 
showed  one  of  the  largest  lines  of  dress  goods  in  the 
city,  under  which  head  may  be  mentioned  ^It  the 
latest  styles  in  the  popular  Bourrtie  cloths,  and  the 
still  more  novel  Pekinades,  Chuddah  cloths.  Buna- 
poor  cloths.  Palmyra  broches,  and  the  different  varie- 
ties of  camirls'  hair  goods  in  all  the  various  fashion- 
able tints  and  shades.  In  this  department  we  noted 
a  difference  of  from  fifty  to  seventy-five  cents  on  the 
yard  between  the  prices  here  and  those  asked  else- 
where, in  the  more  expensive  grades  -particularly. 
Under  the  same  head  come  mourning  goods,  com- 
prising bombazines,  alpacas,  cashmeres,  merinos, 
Henrietta  cloth,  serges,  and  the  best  of  English 
crapes,  both  for  veils  and  trimming  purposes.  Cash- 
meres, as  one  of  the  most  popular,  may  be  quoted  as 
ranging  from  45  cents  to  $2-50  per  yard,  and  camels' 
hair  cloths  from  51-25  to  $4,  Silks  are  a  specialty  of 
this  house,  and  an  unusually  fine  choice  is  constantly 
on  hand,  in  colors  as  well  as  the  leading  makes  of 
black.  Evening  shades  in  gros  grains,  of  every 
color,  can  be  had  at  $1.50  a  yard,  the  same  goods 
selling  elsewhere  for  $2.  being  of  full  width  and 
of  extra  quality.  They  range  from  this  figure  to 
$2.50.  Bonnet's,  Ponson's,  Jaubert's.  all  the  various 
foreign  makes  are  represented  in  blacks  ;  also  the 
m.ike  known  as  "The  Pavilion,"  an  extra  quality, 
manufactured  expressly  for  the  firm,  and  bearing  their 
trade  mark.  This  can  be  recommended  as  one  of  the 
best  wearing  silks  in  the  market,  and  varies  in  price 
from  $1.50  to  $5.00  a  yard,  the  general  tine  of  these 
goods  gomg  from  75  cents  to  56,50.  Fine  brocades 
and  brocaded  velvets  should  be  spoken  of  in  this  con- 
nection ;  satins  and  plushes  also.  In  cloakings  there 
is  a  most  \'aried  assortment ;  and  these,  with  an  ex- 
ceptionally excellent  stock  of  shawls,  in  India  camels' 
hair,  broch6,  worsted  knitted  ;  and  in  laces,  the  Point 
ite  Venise  and  Duchesse  constitute  a  marked  feature 
of  this  establishment.  Lighter  grades  at  lower  prices 
are  nol  forgotten.  We  had  our  attention  specially 
called  to  the  hosier)-  department,  in  which  the  latest 
novelties  are  found  at  most  moderate  figures  ;  ladies' 
silk  hose,  extra  length,  fast  colors,  being  marked  at 
Z^.  the  usual  price  being  from  %y.$o  to  510  elsewhere. 
For  ladies,  gentlemen,  and  children  there  is  every  con- 
ceivable fancy  in  plain  white,  imbleached,  striped, 
bourette,  embroidered,  and  hair  line  goods.  -At  the 
underwear  counter  purchasers  will  find  all  grades  of 
flannels  ready  made,  the  "scarlet  medicated'*  in 
suits  and  of  %-arious  sizes.  Cartwrights  and  Warner's 
celebrated  make  of  gauze  goods,  and  Canton  flannels 
in  shirts  and  drawers  to  match.  Gentlemen's  white 
shirts  are  another  specialty.  Messrs.  Kennedy  & 
Kurr  very  justly  pride  themselves  on  their  house  fur- 
nishing display,  which  is  so  p.vtensive  as  to  form  a 
store  in  itself,  and  so  entirely  satisfactory  in  everyway 
as  to  be  beyond  comf)etition.  Linen  and  cotton 
sheetings,  lowelings,  quills,  spreads,  comfortables, 
and  blankets  are  among  the  leading  points.  These 
latter  are  both  imported  and  of  home  manufacture  ; 
one  elegant  pair,  which  may  be  given  as  a  sample,  as 
having  been  made  at  the  Mission  Mills,  costing  $40. 
They  are  to  be  had,  however,  in  all  qualities,  and  from 
this  price  as  low  as  $2  a  pair.  Lace  curtains  are  also 
selling  at  greatly  reduced  rates— fine  guipures  and 
Nottingham  laces  ranging  from  15  cents  to  $1.50  a 
yard,  and  real  lace  from  S9  to  S90  a  pair.  In  table 
linens  are  all  the  best  foreign  makes,  notably  that  of 
the  Belfast  house  of  Brown  &:  Sons.  Wine  cloths  in 
sets,  worsted  table  covers  in  Persian  and  other  fash- 
ionable designs,  are  among  the  further  requisites  of 
the  dining-room.  While  giving  so  mueh  and  such 
critical  attention  to  larger  matters,  Messrs.  Kennedy 
&  Durr  have  nol  neglected  the  various  et  ceteras  of  a 
first-class  house.  Ribbons,  neckties,  laces,  trimmings 
of  every  description,  button3,  and  other  fancy  articles 
too  numerous  to  meniion  at  length,  are  always  a  part 
of  their  stock.  In  that  important  essential  of  the 
toilet,  gloves,  there  are  no  less  than  five  different 
makes  in  kids  alone,  besides  silk.  Lisle  thread,  mitts, 
in  black  and  light  erening  shades,  gauntlets,  castor 
bea%'er  gloves  for  riding  and  dri\ing,  worsted  and  cot- 
ton, and  Swedish  iSd.  The  "  Golden  Eagle," 
"Golden  Gate.'' the  "  C&ile,''  and  a  glove mantifact- 
ured  expresslv  for  them  in  Paris,  known  as  the  "  Pa- 
%iIion.'andthe  "  Fearris  Seamless  "  of  New  York,  are 
among  the  princial  favorites  in  dress  gloves.  Son>e- 
thing  very  popular  in  ladies'  corsets  is  also  named 
after  the  store  itself,  "The  Pavilion."  It  is  a  com- 
bination of  the  best  points  known  to  the  carsetiere. 
ha\ing  the  extra  length  over  the  hips,  an  extremely 
pliable  steel,  made  broad,  and  curving  inward 
somewhat  at  the  lower  end.  to  serve  as  a  support,  has 
side  lacings,  embroidered'T'ront  bosoms,  and  is  pro- 
vided with  an  extra  number  of  the  lightest  of  whale- 
bones for  stiffening.  This  make  comes  in  gray  and 
white  jeans,  at  51.50  only.  To  sum  up  finally,  there 
is  nothing  known  to  family  wants  that  is  not  here 
amply  provided  for,  and  it  is  with  more  than  ordi- 
nar)-  pleasure  that  we  pay  this  brief  tribute  to  the 
business  energy,  tact,  and  taste  of  this  enterprising 
firm,  and  take  this  occasion  to  introduce  them  to  the 
many  readers  of  THE  .Argonavt,  feeling  sure  that 
we  shall  receive  in  return  the  sincere  thanks  of  those 
who  have  as  yet  been  unacquainted  with  them. 


We  knew  it  all  along,  and  now  we  can  prove  it  to 
you.  Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink,  comer  Montgomery  and 
Market  Streets,  have  the  largest  assortment  of  gen- 
tlemen's furnishing  goods  in  the  city. 
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"  Ah.  great  heavens,"  sighed  a  rising  young  genius, 
throwing  down  his  pen  and  leaning  back  wearily, 
"  you  don't  know  how  rauch  pleasanter  and  easier  it 
is  to  read  these  little  poems  of  mine  than  it  is  to  write 
them."  Sympathetic  but  awkward  friend — "Gad, 
how  you  must  suffer,  then  [ " 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns, 


Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink,  Montgomery  and  Market 
Streets,  are  beating  the  stock  market  all  hollow. 
They  make  things  ' "  boom  *'  every  day  of  the  week. 


"Fellow-citizens,"  said  a  Xorth  Carolina  can- 
didate, ' '  there  are  three  topics  that  now  agitate  the 
State — the  United  States  Bank,  the  Tariff,  and  the 
Penitentiary.  I  shall  pass  over  the  first  two  very 
briefly,  as  my  sentiments  are  well  known,  and  come 
to  the  Penitentiary,  where  I  shall  dwdl  for  some 
time.'' 


California  Street  is,  we  believe,  the  only  one  connect- 
ing the  waters  of  the  Bay  of  San  Francisco  with  the 
ocean  beach.  Either  the  Presidio  Reservation,  the 
Cemeteries,  or  the  Park  prevent  an  open  communica- 
tion to  the  sea.  Hence  when  the  California  Street 
Railroad  shall  be  extended,  as  it  will  soon  be,  to  the 
Pacific  Ocean,  it  will  be  crowded  with  pleasure  seek- 
ers. The  route  over  the  hills  gives  deUghtful  views 
of  the  to.\'n,  the  bay,  the  Golden  Gate,  and  ocean. 
The  street  will  be  lined  with  palaces.  The  residences 
of  Messrs.  Stanford,  Hopkins,  Colton,  Crocker, 
Flood.  Mackey,  Tobin,  Rosenbaum,  Xorris,  Caro- 
lan,  \\'iggins,  are  all  located  upon  California  Street 
Oiu-  ad\ice  to  all  the  newiy  bonanza  rich  is  to  secure 
a  fifty-vara  lot  upon  the  line  of  this  avenue,  or  to  get 
as  near  to  it  as  possible,  for  the  time  is  coming  when 
it  will  be  fashionable  exile  not  to  have  a  residence 
either  upon  Van  Ness  Avenue,  Nob  Hill,  or  Califor- 
nia Street  heights. 


We  would  call  your  attention  to  the  fine  display  of 
colored  and  plain  Photography  just  placed  at  the  en- 
trance of  Dames  &  Hayes'  gallery,  715  Market  St. 


'  Clara  Louise  Kellogg  carries  a  trunk  full  of  old 
corsets  around  with  her,  because  she  knows  that  if 
she  thows  them  aside  the  size  of  her  waist  will  be 
known  to  the  anxious  world  two  hours  after. 


Just  received  at  Sullivan's,  No.  izo  Kearny  Street, 
a  large  invoice  of  new  goods,  comprising  the  latest 
models  for  cloaks,  dolmans,  ulsters,  and  other  out- 
door wTaps.  Also,  a  hea\y  line  of  ladies'  and  chil- 
dren's suits,  ladies'  morning  wrappers  in  ever)'  variety 
of  trimming  and  material,  and  a  particularly  taking 
model  known  as  the  "Montague.''  All  kinds  of 
cloths,  Siciliennes,  and  other  suitings,  constantly  be- 
ing renewed  from  abroad,  as  well  as  the  very  latest 
designs  in  buttons  and  other  cloak  fastenings,  whale- 
bone, and  other  fringes,  tassels,  chenille,  and  all 
kinds  of  trimmings  and  garnitures.  Mourning  suits 
made  at  the  shortest  notice. 


There's  no  use  in  talking.  Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink,  of 
No.  2  Montgomery-  Street,  have  the  inside  track  on 
gentlemen's  goods  and  general  tailoring  work. 


In  a  countrj'  church-yard  we  find  the  following  epi- 
taph: "  Here  lies  the  body  of  James  Robinson,  and 
Ruth  his  wife,*'  and  underneath,  the  text,  "  Their 
warfare  is  accomplished.'' 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New-  York. 


"  I  know  I  am  a  perfect  bear  in  manners,"  said  a 
young  farmer  to  his  sweetheart.  "  No,  indeed,  you 
are  not,  John  ;  you  have  never  hugged  me  yet" 

Have  you  seen  the  new  style  of  "  Montagues"  at 
Sullivan's,  No.  120  Kearny  Street? 
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NEW  STATIONERY 

RECEIVED   DAILY. 

BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 
JDALD  WINS  -  THE  A  TRE. 

Thomas  Magiire Manager. 

F.  LySTER ACTING    MANAGER. 

G.  R-  Chipman Treasurer. 

Unparalleled  success  of  the  great  emotional  drama, 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE, 

Attested  by  the  united  verdict  of  the  people  and  the 
press,  C-.  g. : 

It  is  a  drama  that  appeals  directly  to  the  most  humane 
and  moving  sentiment  of  the  heart.  ^Ir,  James  O'Neill  as 
"Beitrand,"  the  dninken,  cruel,  and  subsequently  repent- 
ant, husband,  played  with  his  usual  ability,  ifr.  J.  .V 
Heme  as  "  Remy,"  a  careless,  drunken  scoundrel,  u-ith  a 
considerable  ingredient  of  good  humor,  was  excellent. — 
Alta. 

Miss  Rose  Wood  finds  her  opportunity.  Well  she  a%"aiU 
herself  of  it.  She  sounds  the  whole  gamut  of  a  woman's 
nature — guileless  love,  intense  suffering,  heroic  endurance. 
She  is  the  artist  in  everj-  phase  of  the  character.  The  audi- 
ence appeared  bound  to  her  by  those  strong  ties  of  s>-mpa- 
thy  which  only  the  true  actress  can  weave,  and  each  curtain 
was  a  relief  for  almost  ovensTought  feeling.  The  lady  was 
called  out  at  the  end  of  ever>'  act  amidst  emphatic  and  most 
genuine  applause. — Call. 

"  Appiani"  interests  the  audience  most,  though  so  far  re- 
moved from  their  sympathy.  In  the  hands  of  Mr.  Morrison 
the  character  receives  the  most  artistic  treatment  with  re- 
sults that  could  have  been  arrived  at  only  by  long  and 
patient  study, — Chfonide. 

This  Saturday  afternoon,  October  19th,  and  everj-  evening 
including  Sundav, 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE. 

In  Active  Pieparatiun-  PROOF  POSITIVE. 


c 


'ALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Ea  kton  &  L.\w-LOR Managers  . 

Barton  Hill Acting  Man.ager. 


One  of  a  party  of  friends,  referring  to  an  e-xquisite 
mmsical  composition,  said  :  "  That  song  always  car- 
ries me  away  when  I  hear  it"  "  Can  anybody  sing 
it?"  asked  a  wit  in  the  company. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "Worth''  Princess  Suits.  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets,  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  ortly  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


An  Indianapolis  barber  who  abandoned  his  bus- 
iness and  went  into  the  ministry  was  suddenly  called 
upon  to  baptize  three  candidates.  He  got  along  very 
well,  but  after  baptizing  the  first  he  astonished  his 
congregation  by  lustily  shouting,  "  Next ! '' 

Have  you  seen  the  new-  styles  of  ' '  Montagues"  at 
Sullivan's,  No.  120  Kearny  Street? 

"What  is  this?*'  asked  Kearney,  in  a  Boston  res- 
taurant, the  other  day,  where  he  had  ordered  pudding 
and  milk.  " '  Chinese  mush,'"  replied  the  waiter.  * '  All 
right,"'  said  Kearney,  too  hungry  to  be  particular, 
"  the  Chinese  mush  go." 


Get  your  wedding  suit  at  Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink's, 
No.  2  Montgomery  Street,  over  the  Hibemla  Bank, 
and  be  happy. 


-nUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

THE  OATES 

ENGLISH    COMIC    OPERA    COMPANY, 

Supporting  the  American  Prima  DonnaJComedienne, 

ALICE   OATES. 

Saturday  Evening,  October  igth,  last  renditions  of 

LA  PERICHOLE. 


Saturday  Matinee  and  Sunday  Evening,  last  renditions  of 

GIROFLE-GIROFLA. 

Monday  Evening,  October  21,  the  latest  opera,  now  meeting 
with  the  greatest  success  in  Paris  and  London, 

LE  PETIT  DUO,  I 

Ey  Charles  Lecocq,  author  of  Girofle-Girofia  and   La  Fille  [ 
dc  Mme.  .Ajigot. 


MONDAY.  OCTOBER  21. 
A  notable  event — First  time  in  America  of  the  Grand  Spec- 
tacular Comic  Opera, 

FATINITZAl 

Now  the  reigning  sensation  in  EerUn,  Vienna,  Paris,  and 
London.  Libretto,  by  Richard  Genee.  Music,  by  Fran, 
von  Suppe.  Translated  and  adapted  from  the  German  bj- 
Messrs.  Piercy  Wilson  ajid  Barton  Hill. 


First  apperance  in  English  of  the  Brilliant  Artists, 

MISS  MATHILDE  OOTTRELLY 
MR.  MAX  FREEMAN, 

Supported  by  Miss  Marie  Prescoit,  Mr.  Harr>'  Gates,  Mr, 
Felix  Morris,  Miss  Carrie  Godfrey,  Miss  Hattie  Moore,  an 
auxiliarj*  cast  of  great  musical  and  dramatic  e.vcellence. 

Superb  chorus  of  fresh  and  highly  trained  voices,  with  a 
full  and  complete  orchestra,  under  the  direcuon  of  Mr. 
Charles  Schultz. 

The  scenes  by  Vocgtlin  will  be  his  masterpieces.  The 
costumes,  by  Mrs.  Walter  Smith,  new,  varied,  and  beauti- 
ful. The  properties  and  mechanical  effects,  by  Slackhouse, 
Greenlock,  and  assis;;ints,  original  and  startling.  The 
whole  constituting  a  remarkable  dramatic,  musical,  and 
realistic  ensemble.  The  entire  production  under  the  di- 
rection of  Mr,  Max  Freeman. 

Fatinitza  matinee  Saturday.  Reser\'ed  seats  at  the  box 
office  six  days  in  advance. 


COMPLICATED 
J/ATCHE8 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

Aj^d  a  large  stock  of  gold 

and  Silver  Watches,    Chains,    Diamonds,  Jewelrj', 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fancy  Goods  at 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 

MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 
SAN  FRANCISCO. 


NEW  IMPORTATION 

or  iht  LATEST  STYLES  of 

EMBROIDERIES 


OF   EVERY   0E51CN. 


A 


LSO,  CANVAS  OF  NEIV  COLORS. 

Ladies"  Shopping  Baskets  of  unique  shapes. 
Bronzes,     Clocks,    I  vor>'    Carvings,    ToUei    and    Fancy 
Gojds,  Vienna  Bronze  Ornaments. 


receiver;s^  notice. 

The  undersigned,  having  been  appointed 
by  the  Judge  of  the  Fifteenth  District  Court, 
Receiver,  to  take  charge  of  the  affairs  of  La 
Societe  Francaise  d'Epargnes  et  de  Prevoy- 
ance  Mutuelle  (French  Savings  and  Loan  So- 
ciety j,  with  power  to  collect  all  moneys  due 
the  same,  and  to  take  possession  of  all  books 
of  accounts,  papers,  property,  evidences  of 
indebtedness,  and  assets  thereof,  hereby 
gives  notice  that  he  has  entered  upon  the 
discharge  of  his  duties  as  such  Receiver,  and 
has  opened  an  office  for  the  transaction  of 
the  business  intrusted  to  him  by  said  order  j 
of  the  Court,  at  Xo.  412  Montgomery'  Street.  I 

All  persons  indebted  to  the  Bank  are  here-  j 
by  notified  to  make  payment  to  the  under- ! 
signed,  and  all  depositors  holding  pass-books  , 
are  requested  to  present  them  at  the  office  of  J 
the  Receiver,  that  they  may  be  written  up  ; 
and  balanced. 

F.  F.  LOW,  Receiver. 


H.  SIERINC  &  GO. 

(Sl-ccessors  to  Locan  S:  Co.) 

19  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

LICK  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH.  GERM.A.X,   AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

022  ^^-^^   ■^^■'  BETWEEN  HYDE 

/  and  Larkin. 

KIXDERGARTEX  connected  with  the  Institute. 

The  next  term  wtI!  commence  October  2d. 

A  limited  number  of  Boarding  Pupils  received. 

JI.ME.  .A-  ZEITSK.\,  Prindpal. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

n^HE  ONLY  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  seeing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  markeL  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

.MARK  SHELDON, 
p.  S. — Howe,    Florence,   "Wheeler  fi:   Wilson,  Grover   & 
Baker,   Domestic,  Weed,  Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  5io 
each.  


W.    LITTLE 


LITTLE  &  CUMMING, 

r^ARPENTERS  AND  BUILDERS,  No. 

—      34  O'Farreli  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Estimates  given  on  all  classes  and   styles_of  work.     Gen- 
eral  jobbing  promptly  attended  to.       OHices  and  Stores 
neatly  fitted  up. 


P 


UBLIC  ADMINISTRA  TOR, 


WILLL-\M  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 
A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Shekmas  S  EL'Ii.uiNG, 

Monteomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  of  Clay,  San  Fraocisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.)  


FALL  AND  WINTER  OPENING 

MRS.  M.  A.  SOPER, 

Corner  Market  and  Third  Streets, 
]/]/!LL  HAVE  HER  IMPORTATION 

'''       of  PARIS  IIILLINERY  on  ExibWon  on 


TUESDAY,  WEDNESDAY,  THURSDAY 
October  22d,  23d,  and  24th. 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

The  Vision  of  Echard.  A  poem.    By  NS'hittier,     i2mo, 

cloth $1  25 

The  Heir  of  Charlton.     By  Mary  Agnes i  50 

All  .Around  the  House,     By  Mrs.  Henry  Waid  Beech- 
er.    lamo,  cloth 1  50 

A  Friend.     Ey  Henry  Greville.     Paper,  50c.:   cloth.,   i  00 
The  Home  Doctor,  a  Guide  to  Health.  By  Dr.  Bourne 

of  San  Francisco.     Cloth 3  00 

Parks   and   Gardens   of    Paris.     Ey    Robinson.     Svo, 

cloth 7  50 

Theism.     By  Phj-sicus.     Svo,  cloth 2  50 

Nelly's  Silver  Mine.     Ey  H.  H.     ismo,  cloth i  25 

Life  and  Adventure  in  Japan,     By  Clark.     i2mo,  clo.   i  25 

Sketches  .-Vbroad.     By  Darley.     Cloth 2  00 

Recollections  of  Writers.     By  Marj-  Cowdcn  Clarke. 

i2nio,  cloth I  75 

The   Chicken   Market,   and  other  Fairj-  Tales,      By 

Henry  Morley.     Cloth i  75 

Cousin  Polly's  Gold  Mine.     Paper. 40 

Mrs.  Jack.     By  Miss  Trollope.     Paper 20 

John.     A  Day  Dream.     Paper 30 

Just,  received,  a  large  supply  of  new  and  elegant 

PHOTOGRAPHIC  ALBUMS. 

A".    ROMAN   &.  CO., 

//  MoJifgomery  Slreei^ 

Lick  House  Block.  San  Francisco. 


JOE  POHEIM 

The  Tailor, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

0\'ercoats  to  order  from 15 

_^^  3^  The  leading  question  is 

t^£^^^  where  the   best   goods  can   be 

•Sj  ^^a  found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 

^^ilBj.'l.qjl    ^^^  answer  is  at 

f|M:^MJOE  POHEIM, 

/  ^^^^l  -°3  Montgomers"  St.  and    103 

/y||    l_d^^^U  Samples  and    Rules    for   Self^ 
-^k^W    *  Measurement  sent   free  to  any 
addre-d^.     Fit  guaranteed. 

PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  assortment  of 

T  ADIES'  AND   GENTS'   FCRNISH, 

ing  Goods,  Toilet  .-Vrticles,  Corsets,  Embroideries. 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ing and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

M  I  LLINERY    GOODS, 

.■\nd  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 


KEANE  BROS. 


IV 


OULD   KESPECTFULL  Y  ASK  A 

\-isit  of  inspection  lo  their  new  departments. 


CLOAKS,  SUITS,  COSTUMES, 


Etc,  etc.  Ladies  unll  find  only  the  latent  novelties  of  this 
season's  production  from  London,  Paris,  Berlin,  and  New 
York.  Our  cutters  and  fitters  are  thoroughly  reliable,  and 
combined  with  moderate  charges  we  can  confidently  ask  a 
share  of  public  patronage. 

.All  the  newest  materials  and  latesl  designs  are  to  be  found 
in  our  Silk  and  French  Dress  Goods  Deparimenls. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CL-ASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

V^    for  La-Jies,  Gentlemen,  and  F.-uniIie5.     i5r  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.   SHARON. 


-OFFICE    OF 


KEANE  BROS. 

107,    109,    III,   AND    113 

KEARNY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


REMOVAL. 


S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 


ryiVIDEND  NOTICE.- 

-^-^     the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada 
Block.    Room    37.  San     Francisco.  Oct.  15th,   1873,— At  a 
meeting  of  the  i'oard  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com*    \ 
pany,  held  this  day,  a  diWdend  (No.  36)  of  three  dollars  per  | 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Monday,   Oct.   21st,  18;° 

Tninsfer  books  closed  ''■>VI.o«»'^.'^k1ylor,  Sec^tan'-    I  3=2  P'le  St.,  cor.  Leidesdorff,  San  Francisco. 


(TTOCK  &^   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

Have  removed  fwni  314  Pine  Street  to  # 


DECKERBROSi  PIANOS  ^^i  BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRAI^CISCO 
&  OAKLAND. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


NATURAL  HISTORY  FOR  CHILDREN 

The  whale  is  generally  spokco  of  by  poets  as  "  the 
monster  of  the  deep.  '  Do  you  sec  how  lively  he  is? 
The  whale  is  the  most  sportive  fish  underwater.  The 
shark  can  take  a  joke  and  crack  one.  but  for  broad, 
riffling  humor  the  whale  knocks  all  Ihe  funny  al- 
manacs into  sliveri. 

Some  whales  are  eighty  feet  long,  but  if  you  e\cr 
see  one,  and  rush  into  a  printing  office  to  h:»vc  an 
item  built  on  the  fact,  it  would  be  better  for  vour  chil- 
dren if  you  said  that  the  whale  was  forty  feet  lonp. 
The  world  can  forgive  a  man  exaggerating  the  facts 
ofa  tonudo.  freshet,  or  sleamljoat  disaster,  but  the 
man  that  lies  about  fish  is  gone  up  from  that  mo- 
menL  Iliai's  the  rrason  why  no  true,  good  man 
c*"cr  goes  a  fishinj;. 

••  Can  a  whale  rrack  a  hickoni  -ntu  with  his  teeth?" 

•■  He  can.  but  he  doesn't  fool  around  with  such 
iriArs.  When  he  opK-ns  his  moutli  to  bi:e  he  prefers 
10  crack  a  whale-bait,  or  a  bcild-headed  sea  ciplain 
from  Nantucket— one  of  those  tough  old  fellow i  who 
come  back  from  tlie  .Arctic  sciis  and  tell  about  four 
moons  in  the  sky  at  once." 

'•  Is  a  whale's  mouth  as  huge  as  the  Capitol  build- 
ing at  Washington?" 

"That>  .-icconiing  to  whose  book  on  whaling  you 
have  confidt-nix'  in.  Some  writers  canoi>ena  wlyUc's 
mouth  wide  cnoui;h  to  chuck  in  most  any  building, 
while  others  who  want  to  go  to  heaven  stale  that  no 
whale  could  gulp  down  a  street  car  without  losing 
some  of  his  teeth.  The  trouble  is  that  no  newspaper 
roan  oer  finds  lime  to  go  off  on  .1  cruise  after  whales, 
and  therefore  the  public  can  secure  no  reliable  figures 
and  statistics." 

'■  How  old  do  wha'cs  li^-e  to  be?" 

"  You  have  got  us  now.  We  ne\-er  saw  the  same 
whale  o\tr  three  or  four  times,  and  whether  they  died 
of  grief  over  that  fact,  or  swam  away  to  make  new 
acquaintance,  wc  could  never  find  out.  When  a  mnn 
man  tells  you  that  a  whale  lives  to  l>c  se\en.  seventy, 
•r  seven  hundred  years  old.  a^  him  to  submit  the 
proofs." 

"Where  are  whales  mostly  found?" 

"In  the  water.  They  ne\-er  come  to  land  until 
tired  of  life  and  ready  for  a  change."   « 

"  How  fast  can  they  swim?" 

"That  is  another  disputed  point.  A  Nantucket 
captain  says  he  saw  one  s[>ecding  at  the  rate  of  thirty 
miles  an  hour,  while  a  New  Bedford  captain  saw  one 
going  at  the  rate  of  a  mile  a  minute.  Horace  Gree- 
ley couJd  ha\-e  settled  the  dispute  in  his  RecoUectiorti 
of  a  Busy  Life,  but  he  seems  to  have  avoided  doing 
so.  However,  if  you  are  ever  chased  by  a  whiile,  it 
will  be  prudent  for  you  to  make  100  miles  an  hour,  if 
)rou  can." 

"  Do  whales  prefer  shelled   com  to  com  on  the 

cob?" 

"No.  No  well-regulated  whale  would  be  in  the 
least  put  out  after  swallowing  a  wagon  load  of  cobs.*' 

"  Do  whales  fight  with  each  other?  " 

"  Not  often.  If  a  whale  comes  fooling  around, 
bltutering  what  he  can  do  and  putting  on  airs,  he  ;s 
generally  rolled  in  the  mud  to  take  the  conceit  out  of 
him:  as  a  rule,  the  whole  prefers  to  rest  his  nose  on  a 
coral  reef  and  give  himself  up  to  planning  the  social 
devaiion  of  the  walrus  and  the  squid." 

"  Is  it  cruel  to  harpoon  a  whale?" 

"  It  ii.    There  should  Ijca  Liwobliging  the  whalers 
to  catch  their  victims  with  a  noosed  rope  and  then 
stupify  them  with  chloroform.       Continue  to  be  a 
good  boy.  and  to  be  glad  that  you  are  not  a  whale. 
— Frtt  Prtss. 


CEO.  W.    FRESCOTT.  IRVING   U.    SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,   CAL. 
JUO    HOTEL     ON    THE     PACIFIC 

■*'  ■  Coa&t  can  surpOM  the  Ablinctos  in  the  air>-  che«r- 
fultwvi  and  convenicitce  of  ils  arrajigcmcnik.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natur;tl  and  artistic  bcAUtv  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  Argonai-t  will  be  plcaved  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  inexhaustible  plc-\^urc  without,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  \-er)*  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  h.-vs 
been  solved  at  the  .'\RLlNOroN',  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.   KROMI.EY.   Manager. 

Berkeley  gymnasium. 


The  B'-rkelcy  Gj-mnasium  (a  preparator>'  school  to  the 
Universit)')— -  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  o"  higher  education,  and  in  opix»siiion  to  the 
crammine  s>-sicra  of  the  small  colleges  and  militar)*  acade- 
mics of  the  State.  The  next  term  w^H  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  aad  and  ijd. 
By  requcvi.  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer mwiths  fur  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  caudogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
drsss 

JOHN    F.   BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL. 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Nore.— We  desire  to  call  spedal  attention  to  the  organi- 
^tion  of  our  Graminar  Deiiartmeni,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  bo^-s. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Foundnl  ia49.)     Post  Office  Box  aiaS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 
SAN    FRANCISCO 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS* 
MUTUAL 

Fire  Instti^ance  Company 

[established  IX  1S74.] 


1  raid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 336,000 


MAN't'FACTlJRERS    OF 
Compressed  Engines.     ' 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationar)*  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


COSSTANTLV  OS    HAND  ASD    FOR   SALK. 

Direct -acting  Pum^mgand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  bUtionar>'  Engines, 

Qu.irtz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery-- 
Blake's  Rock  Hrc-ikt.-r*, 

Smelling  Kum.-ices, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Funiaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 
—  Steam  Pumps. 

.All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT,  SCOTT  &  CO. 


J.   H.   JONES    &    CO., 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board, 

^TOCK  AND  EXCHANGE  BROKERS 

*^     Office,  320  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KBLLOCG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

/]  TTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FKAKC'ISCO,  CAU, 


THOS.  FLINT,  Presldtnl.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

FsRD.  K.  Rule S«CTetar>-. 

1.  G.  Gardner Genera!  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  oflicc,  405  California  Street,  San  Francuco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CH.\S.  A.  LATON.  .Secretary. 


'THE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S450.000 


Principal  Office,  318  and  2jo  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


AT  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
OfSce,  No.  5^  California  Street,  Rooms  i 


A.  \V.  FOSTER. 


AND    CADET   SCHOOL. 


The  Imperial  Government  of  Chin.-»  is  in  the  Shang- 
hai miHcet  to  float  a  loan.     Civilization. 

Dr.  Bucknill  of  London  pronounces  the  inebriate 
asylums  of  the  L'nited  States  a  practical  failure. 

A  mark  was  set  ypon  Cain;  but  the  umbrella  was. 
for  some  inscrutable  reason,  left  unprotected. 

"  Goats  consume  thyme,"  says  an  obser\'3nt  con- 
temporary. Yes,  they  consume  c^-erything  but  eter 
nity. 

A  Chinaman,  employed  to  set  up  pins  in  a  ball 
aDcjf.  said  he  wotild  prefer  to  roll  the  balls  if  it  vras 
"aUcy  saincy." 

"  I  don't  like  that  caL  It's  got  splinters  in  ils 
feet.'  was  t!.c  excu^  of  a  four-year-old  for  throwing 
the  kitten  away. 

One  of  the  early  Buddhist  kings  was  doubtless 
given  to  kissing  the  wine  cup.  He  was  .\soka.  and 
lived  220  B,  c 

The  director  of  the  bank  of  France  has  issued  an 
order  declaring  that  the  motutachcs  of  all  his  cm- 
ployi!s  ■*  mast  go." 

Eastern  exchanges  complain  that  some 'of  the  Chi- 
nese embassy  wear  ouuide  garmenu  of  white  silk  so 
ciosdy  resembling  night  shirts  as  to  make  the  old 
maids  dodge  around  the  first  comer. 

The  Sr'  .'uaa  thinks  that  Cronin's 

forgotten  -  ■  i©  the  front  as  an  i.'^suc  in 

the  i83o  L  1  ,  ,  . .  ,..■  ffjzxa  ReghUr,  It  would 
be  an  easy  nutter  to  pool  thai  issue— .^usvc  Semtinel. 

"■Why  docs  lir'fitn.r.:*  ^"1  rirrly  strike  twice  in  the 
same  place?  ■  I'-  n  asked  the  new  boy 

in  the  clas^  in  n  .-  v.     ••  Huh."  «iid  the 

boy,  "it  neit-er  nc.  .  it  is  a  little  singuLir 

that  nobody  had  thou^ia  oi  Ui.it  reason  before. 

A  Michigan  paper  prints  and  circulates  fiat  beer. 
One  of  its  mscnpiions  is  :  *'  Ouf  any  podv  zav  id  vas 
nodt  goot  peer.  sho05t  sphill  id  al]  ofer'him."  On 
the  other  side  the  bit  of  paper  rt=tds  :  "  This  is  one 
glass  of  beer.^pascd  00  der  grcdit  of  der  man  vat 
pnys  It." 

"  I'"i  T  ■  ■k,"  is  th*"  ex- 

pr'^ic*"  -Tido  to  inform 

everybo-i  .  Furthrr  cast  ' 

the  corrop-^ r. -!'•.-  ;i,;ni^.:.-  of  ^>.:it:tv  sa\-s :  "  I'm  a 
wolf,  and  this  is  my  time  to  howL"  In  Kentucky  he 
says  :  ""  I'm  a  rard  wide,  and  all  wool" 

••fiemlen."  said  Brother  Gardner,  as  reported  by 

the  Detroit   Frt*  Pros,  "death   mus'  come  to  all. 

\Vt  can't  escapr  ii.     Some  of  us  »-ilI  be  hting.  soni^ 

dro\^  n-rd.  some  burned  up  in  bams,  some  git  shot  by 

,'    r        ■   ^ ;::  ::  will  be  death  jus'  de  same.     Let  u's 

n  oilier,  an'  let  us  be  'spcctin'  a  visit 

■  ced  angel  who  moves  so  softly  dat 

who  strikes  so  swifilv  dat  men  h^v 


Next  quarter  will  commence  October  7,  1 
For  circolars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M., 


Principal, 
Oakland.  CaL 


REDINGTON'S 

FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

AJiE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concea:rated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  siipenor 
sQ-le,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinar}' 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  qualit)'  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  their  mekits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  arc 
respectfully  rcqueted  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

.SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


S.  B.  WAKEFIELD, 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board. 

S.  B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

CrOCA'  £-  EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

314  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy', and  all  other  cases  attended  10. 


o. 


F.   WILLEY  &'  CO., 


IMrORTBRS  AND   MAXUPACTL'RERS  OP 


FINE  CARRfAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  4:7  M'>sT';"MErv  St.,  5a,*;  Fi;,\m:i>c^'. 


A^enLs  for  the  sale  of  Wagaiu  mAnufsctored  by 
BREWSTER  &•  CO..  Nw  York. 
W.  D.  ROGERS.  Phil.idelphia. 

C.  S.  C.WVKVM.  ram.kn.  .\.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  .\e»-  York, 
H.  KII.U^M  &  CO..  New  Haven. 
COOLING  BROS..  Wilmington 


ALbO,    ACK.ST^    FOK 

HARNESS  JUNUFAC1X"RED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVII.I.E.  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMKt. 

Also,  a  fine  aswrtmentof  Robo,  Blankfts,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE   M.SKF.t-  O! 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH^TVPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  CO.MMERCIAL  STREET. 
,\Dd  30S  Lcides^lorff  Street,  Saa  Francisco. 


TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  Callfomia, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARV  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff,  z-s.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant. — An  action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  Countj-  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant : 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  daj-s- 
otherwise  within  forty  daj's — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
pl»nt. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenlh  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Septf-mber,  in  the  >-ear  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-ciyht. 

(SEAL  OF  cor  RT-l        THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 
By  \V.  STEVENSON,  Deputy  Clerk. 

T.  J.  CROWLEY,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff, 

No.  629  Kearny  Street. 


QFFICE  OF  THE  SIERRA  NEVADA 

^"^  Silver  Mining  Company  San  Francisco.  October  zd, 
iSjS. — In  accordance  witharcsolution  adopted  at  a  meeting 
of  the  Trustees  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  Silver  .Mininc  Com- 
panvi  held  this  day,  a  >pecial  meeting  of  the  slockhofders  of 
said  Company  is  hereby  called,  the  same  to  be  held  al  the 
office  of  the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block.  No.  309 
Montgomery-  Street,  San  Francisco,  Califomi.i,  on  Monday, 
the  fourth  (4lh)  day  of  November.  1878.  at  two  (2)  o'clock 
V.  M.,  to  take  into  consideration  and  decide  upon  (he  propo- 
sition to  increase  the  capital  stock  of  said  Company  from  ten 
million  ($10,000,000)  dollars,  divided  into  one  hundred  thou- 
sand (icr>.ooo)  shares  of  the  par  value  of  one  hundred  (Jio^) 
dollars  each,  the  present  capital  slock,  to  fifty  million 
($50,00,0000)  dollars,  divided  into  five  hundred  thousand 
(500,000)  shares  of  the  par  value  of  one  hundred  ($100)  dol 
latseach.  JOHN  SKAE.        \ 

CHAS.  H.  FISH. 
JOS.    CLARK.  ,  Trustees 

A.  F.  HEAD.  i 

R.  N.  GRAVES,    ) 
W.  \V.  Stetson,  Secretarj*. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETGHINGS. 


w. 


officers: 
,  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H,  GUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Sun-evo 


CILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business.  San  Francis- 
co, (^ifomia.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey  Coun- 
ty, Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  thirtieth  (30th)  day  of  September. 
1878,  an  asses-sment  (No.  4)  of  fiftj'  (50)  cents  per  snare  was 
levied  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable 
immediately  in  L'nited  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  al 
the  office  of  the  company,  Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street, 
San  Francisco,  Califom  a. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  first  day  of  November,  1878.  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction;  and  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Mo.vda%',  the  twenty- 
fifth  day  of  November,  1S78,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Direcions. 

W.  E.  DEAN.  Secretaty, 

Office — Room  8,  No.  303  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


r^RO  IVN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL  VER 

^^  Mining  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business.  San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works, 
Gold  Hill,  Storey  County.  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  13th  day  ol  September,  1878,  an  as- 
sesssment  (No,  35)  of  one  dollaj-  per  snare  was  levi^  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
Olifomia. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  twenty-third  (23d)  day  of  October,  1878,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  paj-ment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday, 
the  thirteenth  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JAMES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

Office,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


r\IVJDEXD  NOTICE.- 


-THE  STATE 


INVEST.MENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
NY.— Dividend  No.  65. — ITie  monthly  dividend  forSepten. 
bcr  will  be  paid  on  October  loih,  at  their  office,  Nos.  aiSand 
220  Sansome  StreeL 

CHS.  H.  GUSHING,  Secretary-. 
San  Francisco,  October  5,  1878. 


JJIVIDEND  NOTICE.— OFFICE  OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  OcL  7,  1878. — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  14  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  paj-able  on 
Saturday,  October  12,  1878.  Transfer  books  closed  on 
Wednesday,  October  9, 1878,  at  3  o'clock  r.  m. 

wSl.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room  29  Nevada  Block.  No.   309  Montgomery 
Street,  third  floor,  ,San  FrancUco,  C^l. 


THE    BODIE    GOLD 

,  Room  3,  San  Francisco  Slock  Ex- 


QFFICE  OF 

^■^      Mining  Company, 

change  Building,  No,  327  PineStreet,  San  Francicsco,  Cal., 
October  Q,  1878. ^At  a  meeeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors 
of  the  above  named  company,  held  to-day,  a  regular  divi- 
dend (No.  3)  of  two  dollars  (Sa)  per  share  was  declared,  pay- 
able on   Monday,  October  14,  1878. 

WM.  H.  LENT,  Secretary. 


QFFICE    OF    THE    EUREKA    CON- 

^'^  solidaled  Mining  Company.  Nevada  Block,  Room 
37,  San  Francisco,  October  5th,  1878. — The  annual  meeting 
of  the  stockholders  of  the  above  named  Company  will  be 
held  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  Room  No.  37.  Ne^-ada 
Block,  San  Francisco,  on  Mondav,  the  twenty-first  day  of 
October,  1 878.  at  2  o'clock  v .  M.  of  said  day,  for  the  election 
of  Trustees  to  serve  for  the  ensuing  year,  and  for  the  trans- 
action of  such  other  business  as  may  be  presented.  Trans- 
fer books  closed  Tuesday,  October  15th,  at  3  P.  M. 

W.  W.  TRAVLOR,  Secretarj-. 


A'.    riCKERV   NOT/F/ES  HIS 

customers  and  the  public  that  he  has  remo^'ed  to 
a  larger  and  more  convenient  office  at  No.  23  Keamy  Street 
(next  door  to  Snow  &  May's),  where  he  has  a  large  collection 
of  these  beautiful  and  rare  Works  of  Art.  To  those  who 
can  not  ^isit  his  collection,  he  will  be  glad,  on  receipt  of  a 
postal  cara,  to  take  a  portfolio  of  Engravings  for  inspection 
at  their  residence  any  forenoon  <jr  e\'ening.  23  Keamy 
Street.     Hours,  i  to  5  F.  M. 


DELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

■^'^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill.  Storey 
Countj',  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  16)  of  one  (5i)dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capita]  ^tock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  12.  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203 
Bush  Street,  San  Francisco,  C^ifomia. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  r2th  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tlesdav,  the  third  day  of 
December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  together 
v*ith  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


P 


lACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Fiiat^dass  steamers  with  unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  1st  of  everj-  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU. 
September  2d,  and  ever^*  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  ^^a  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICVN 
PORTS,  HAV.AX.A,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of   each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
.\prit  27th,  and  ever^*  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA.   E.  C,   PUGET  SOUND  PORTS, 
and  PORTL.\ND.   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
20th.  and  30lh  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS.  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


MU8IG  BOXES 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND   OF 

^"^  Standard  Reputation,  plaj-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  citj-. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CiXIN- 
DERS  a]wa>-s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
lao  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  680  Bfoadway,  New  York. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


RE-OPENED. 


HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


Are  now  recelWng 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


T 


'HE  PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 

and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley-  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
5t  Co.,  San  Fiancisco;  John  Zeile,  Ha>-«"ard's;  J.  West 
Martin.  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  Oakland, 

R.  H.  BENNETT,  Proprietor. 


J.   O.    MERRILL   &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  CALiFORNtA  St.         -       -         San  Francisco. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drtig  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest   comer   Polk   and    Pine   Streets. 


Commencing  Slndav,  Jllv  14,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

O  --,  A.  ^L  D.AILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Holllster, 
O.^U  j,.^  Pinos.  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^P"  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &.  S.  V,  R.  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
iS' Stage  connections  made  iivilhthis  train.  Parlor  Car 
attached  to  this  train. 

T n  /tn  ^'  ■^^"  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
1  U.~fU  tions. 

7  QO  ^'  ^^-  ^--^ILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J''J  jaro,  HolHster,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
gS''  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

yf  yfn  ^-  ^*-  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
y-'T^  tions. 

X  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  Menio  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^'3^  tions. 

^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9,30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  c  M. 

^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj-s  and  Sunday  memings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  JIondav,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to   Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &:  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Di\TS:ons  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
i.-ia  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  %-ia  Ferr>- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4,00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  ilohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  YfM.^. 


s 


AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  October  7th,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  \\'harf,) 

-J    on  P'  ^-i  DAILY^  Sundays  excepted^ 

^  '*D  Steamer   "James  M.Donahue"  O^^^^bington 

Street  'WTiarf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
\-ille  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyser\'iile  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

^S"  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing with  Fulton  and  GuemeWlle  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Gueme- 
ville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.35  *-  M.) 


S  00  '^'  "^'^  Sundays  only^  Excursions^ 

'  steamer  "James  SI.  Donahue,"  connecting  at 

Donahue  with  trains  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations. 

Retl"rning — Trains   will   leave   Donahue   at  4.40  p.  m., 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  p.  m. 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hl-ghes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


C;;'    P.  C.  R.  R.— {NARROW  GAUGE). 
t— ^  >  

NEW  ROUTE  TO  ALAMEDA,  SAN  JOSE 
AND  SANTA   CRUZ. 


SUMMER  ARRANGEMENT,  1S78. 


5 


Commencing  Saturday.  June  i,  1278,  and  until  further  no- 
tice, trains  and  boats  will  leave  San  Francisco, 
at  the  new  Ferrj- Landing,  Market  St.: 

QQ  A,  J/.,  via  Alameda.  Ferry,  dmly, 

for  Alameda,  West  San  Leandro,  West  San  Lo- 
renzo, Mount  Eden.  Alvarado,  Hall's,  Newark,  Mowrj-"s, 
Alviso,  Agnew's,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose,  Lovelady's,  Los 
Gatos,  and  Alma. 

O   20  ^'  ^^"*  ^^^  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

y  '  for  Alameda,    Newark,    Alviso,    Santa   Clara, 

San  Jose,  Los  Gatos,  Alma,  and  all  way  stations,  connecting 
at  Los  Gatos  with  Colgrove's  stages  for  Oil  Wells,  Patchen- 
Mountain  Charley's,  Martin's  Ranch,  Scott's  Valley,  and 
Santa  Cklz  ;  or  \-ia  Wright's  Summit,  Hotel  de  Redwood, 
Comstock's  Mill,  Mason's  Grove,  Soquel,  to  Sant.a.  Cruz. 
Also,  connecting  at  Los  Gatos  with  Blabon's  stages  for  Sar- 
atoga and  Congress  Springs.    (Dinner  at  Los  Gatos.) 

yj    Of)  P.  M.,  via  Alameda  Ferry,  daily, 

jT  •  ^  ^~^  for  ,\lameda,  Newark,  Santa  Clara,  San  Jose, 
.-VIma,  and  all  way  stations. 

S^  On  Saturdays  only  stages  will  connect  with  the  4.20 
p.  M.  train  at  Los  Gatos  for  Santa  Craz  and  Saratoga.  Re- 
turning, leave  Santa  Cruz  at  4  a.  m.  Monday  (breakfast  at 
Los  Gatos),  arriving  in  San  Francisco  at  10.15  a.  m. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W,  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

TJ/-    W.  DODGE  &-   CO,, 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


y^    7.  PETTIT  &=  CO.'S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

EST.ABLISHIIENT. 
528  California  Street.  San  Francisco,  Cai_ 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  S-\LE  BY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,    54   CLAY   STREET, 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL    TRAINS 

Will  run  as  follows  : 
LE.\VE  SAN    FRANCISCO  D.\ILY. 


A.M. 

S.oo 

1    e.l'o    1 

A.M.        1 
9.20        1 

A.  M. 

'10.30 

1        P.M. 
1       4-20 

1         P.M. 

1      6.20 

LE.WE  HIGH  STREET 

{.\lameda)  daily. 

A.M. 
5.40 

1      ^iso      1 

A.M.        1 

9.26        1 

P.M. 
*3.oo 

1        P.M. 
1      4-^6 

P.M. 
7.00 

THOS 

*  Sunday 
CARTER, 
Superintendent. 

only. 
GEO. 

H.  WAGGONER, 
Gen.  Pass.  Agent. 

C.  p.  R.  R. 


QOMMENCING  MONO  A  V,  OCTOBER 

^^     7,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 

TR.\INS  AND  BOATS 
H-'/LL  LEAl'E  6AN  FRANCISCO: 
0\-ERLAND  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7  00    ^-    ^^-^    D-'^^LY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street  Landing),  con- 

necting \vith  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(rhe  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knights  Landing, 
and  at  \\".XKlland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8,io  P.  m.] 

7  QQ   A.  M.,   DAILY,   LOCAL  PAS- 

/  *  senger  Train  (\'ia  Oakland  Ferrj-),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9,45  a.  m.  Connecting  at  Niies  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracj-  at  11.30  A.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.         [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  P,  M.J 


THE  NEVADA   BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNI.^ 


r\CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 
JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  MTiarf,  Cor.  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   w-ith   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,         OCEANIC,        BELGIC. 

Novemb^:r. 16  1  December. 17  |  October 24 

Februarj- i3     Mardli 15     Januarj- 16 

May 16  I  (  April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery-  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Sleamihip  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Genl  Passenger  Agent. 

D.\V1D  D.  COLTON,  President. 


g  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TL ANTIC 

•  Express  Train  (^-ia  Oakland  Ferrj',    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  S:  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Mari-sWlIe, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriWog  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.15  p  M.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Redcced  Rates. 

10  00   '■^-    ^'^•'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

*  land  Ferry).  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6,05  p.  m.] 

T  QQ  P.  M.,  DAILY,  SAN  JOSE 

^  '^^^^  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferr^'  and 
Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  .M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

o  QQ    P.    M.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

■^  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  m.] 

yi  QQ  P.  M.,  DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

TT*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland   Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
iicrced,  iladera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  .\na  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (.Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  bet%veen  Oakland,  Loa  .Angeles,  and 
Yuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  P-  ^'-1 

yf  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

^  .  L/  L/  Vailejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calisloga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  lea\-ing  at  9.35  P.  M.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  bet^veen  Vai- 
lejo and  Carson  [Arrive  San  Francisco  ii.io  a.  m.] 

A '  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

T^  •  ^  ^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

MTiarf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[.Arrive  San  Francisco  3.oo  p.  M.] 

^   JQ   P.    M.,   D 

y-'J  ^^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  ^^a 
Oakland  Ferrj-,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arri\ing  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  .a.,  m.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

A     OQ  P-  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

y-  * ^  ^  senger  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferrj-)  to  Ha>-\\ards, 
Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  ?.  m.] 

C  nn   P-   ^^^■'    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

Jj  •  '-^  ty  Emigrant  Train  (ria  Oakland  Fenr  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance  for   Mills  Seminarj-  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Reser\'e  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3.500,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackay,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenn\*. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)!  Geo.  L,  Brander. 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  D-A.ILY. 
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*  Alameda  passengers  change  cais  at  Oakland. 
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Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.     Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customarj'  usances.     This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On  the  principal  Cities  throughout  the  United  States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  N'ew  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York.  N.  B.  .\. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

LoNt>oN  Ea.vkers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>Tie  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco— /?aj'6'—B 7- 20 — 8.15— 9.15— 10.13 

— 11.15  A.  M. — 12.15 — '-^5 — 2.25 — 3.15 — 4.15 — 5.15P.  M. 

From  Oakland — Daily — B7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — >>-o5 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — 1-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05P.  M. 

B — Daily,  Suitdays  excepted. 


"  OfBcial  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  lo.i  Monlgomerv  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Agt. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  .A.ngel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  S:  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,ooo,ooc 

Surplus  Eai  nings 1^0,000 


%Vin  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low.  j.  Managers. 
Ign.  Steinhart,  >  "'*"'*6='=» 
P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital $SfiOO,000 

D.  O.  Mills President . 

William  Alvord Vice-President . 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia;  Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unioa 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\ings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  a\'ailable  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  .Ainslerdam,  St 
Petersbuig:,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery-  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country-  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  firet 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  m. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorportued October  13,  ic*5. 

Reorg.-\nized .August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  Presidenu 
James  Benson,  Secretarj-  and  Cashier. 


rpRENCH  SA  VINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney-,  San  Francisco. 
G.  M.AHE.  Director. 


P 


PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  u-ill  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  evcr^'  five  daj-s,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S.AN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company'^  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Moktgomerv  f -..  vear  Pinr. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  ;:  ^  ^ 
,No.  10  Market  Sir;. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEBIK  THE  GAL  FURNITURE  M'FG  CO. 


PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
ELEGAST  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .\i;cnt  fuf  IVcific  Co*st. 

or  Owner*  of  Chkkcring  Piano*  are  s|wcudly  requc«od 
to  Ica«  onlcn  for  tunbjt  »i  v»-arcTuoin»,  31  Post  Street. 


fSte 


MUSIC 

KN.\BE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Puxos, 
Prince  Organs,  U'lt/er/  Organs,  Sheet  Afusic. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 


A  WORLD'S  TRIUMPH. 

THE  CUEBENT  OF 

TRADE  REVERSED. 


H.WE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.     At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND    226   BUSH   STREET,   S.   F. 


TO  EUROPE. 

5TEINWAY  &  SONS 

ORDERS  FROM  EUROPE 

(.4VO  laciea.'"!  to  an  extent.  necesaitatlDn  ihe  ct- 
tjM*hincjit  '  t  Vi'arerooms  in  Locdon,  Emjlaiw",  ainl 
cMirivctcJ  wiih  It  U  a  Conwrt  Hill.  thewh.iU-  com- 
bmcJ  iiul:ln>:  tlii'  most  tlesant  PiaDo  \Var(^^r'.oms  in 
Europe,  •od  otinl^  thero  fts  a  monument  of  AmerJ- 
cui  f^oJos  AD  J  indaBtry. 

It  M  imposoiblo  to  mention  in  thoUmited  space  of  ai< 
kdrcrtisemcnt  the  inn tunerable  triomphsof  this  eticr* 
c-llc  firm.  Tbty  etand foremost u  inveators  in  Pi^do 
tiilldlni;  In  Amerii:».uid  in  that  respect,  do  small  com- 
pltment  to  tbolr  inventions  ia  tfao  undeniable  en- 
dontcmestof  all  their  competitors, as  sbou-n  in  tbeir 
Irollativo  efforta.  Certain  principles  of  the  Stcinwa j-is 
arf  hOTrerer  so  completely  protected,  that  no  Imitai- 
tlOQOrrabatltBtelsattemptedatall.and  the  sballov 
method  of  crying  such  InTentioos  down  are  resorted 
to  and  relied  upoik. 

The  StclDwaya  desired  and  perfected  the  Otlt- 
rtrung  and  Iron  Frame  systems.  Tho  application  ot 
tho  Agnffe  Amngements  to  Squaro  and  Upright 
PuDO«.  Tbo  Patent  I/nplez  Bcale  creating  the  most 
beaatlfDl  treble  tones,  (the  JDnplez  Scale  is  of  recent 
ioTcoitoD  jjid  only  to  be  fotmd  In  Pianos  pold 
r-ccntly).  Th«  Improved  Doable  Dampers.  The 
I 'trr  iJea  FXtrndlog  the  Afiraffes  to  every  string  in  the 
ris-j''>.  Tbohlghestllnlah  toaLpartaof  theinslru- 
ri'Tit.  incluiUug  first  qoalities  of  Ivery.  ebon;*,  felt, 
ii'^'h.cic  Tho  wood  work  and  v&mlsh  of  etich  first- 
•-:a-Jt  choracUr.  that  the  employment  of  Urge  capital 
zv'l  rxpericDce  alone  permits. 

Tho  uamoof  Btdnway  has  become  a  "  household 

word"  In    Americao  homes,  and  the  satisfactory 

rr^ord  of  Ifl  years  trial  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  in  itseli 

a.«rarrs  tho  purchaser  that  the  Inveetment  is  no 

pr*^olatlotj.  but  one  of  perfect  security. 

'.  (1-  « f^-PTf-atcd  story  of  rival  makers  claiming  tc 

.nways'  foreman,  etc.,  shonld  have  no 

irchascrs.    An  immense  inanofactnr- 

:.kothe  Stainways  Is  divided  into  de- 

.     -      r.r  the  Tuions  classes  of  work,  and  a 

:<^:cuua  of  cno  department  BnperiDtonds  that  alone, 

and  cannot  be  peiiected  in  other  details. 

The  Steinways  (a  Dnmeroos  fiunily)  are  the  Inven- 
lorii  and  desij^ors  of  the  prlndplea  of  their  Pianos, 
red  aro  alone  responsible  for  the  Choroogk  execu- 
tion of  their  own  ideas. 

In  the  Machinery  Department  at  the  late  Cestec- 
r.ial  EzhlbUlon  Steinways  were  awarded  a  special 
dedal  for  an  invention  for  testing  their  iron  framet 
nndrr  a  preaaum  ct  6,000  lbs.  to  the  square  centi 
mctrr.  (ThU  award  was  distinct  from  their  meda! 
for  the  beat  Piano*  eaitibitM)  The  iron  frames  11 
Stciuway  Pianos  ar»  the  only  ones  so  tested,  mi 
while  other  makera  rely  on  castinira  from  an  ordt- 
niry  foundry,  the  Gtelnwajs  maintain  their  owx 
fiuDdry.  and  manttihctnre  a  ftame  of  armpaate  vuial^ 
nhiohaddi  Kreatlyto  the  resonant  quauties  of  tbt 
1  □  E> '.  mment  in  generaL 

It  freqtunUy  occvrs  that  the  attempt  is  made  ti 

raiM*  the  character  of  Pianoa  eonstmctcd  on  Ipu 

rot-lj-  priodplM  to  tho  rank  that  the Stcinwsy  maitt- 

tt'iiK.  by  namtnft  a  t^ioewthe  same  or  nearly  so 

'n,M  mrtbcd  la  l^equently  exposed  by  tha  perfed 

'  il'isini<-ss  t'f  the  dealer  tff  make  astonishing  dlS' 

■      '.'i ;  r  ■  ;.h  .  r  extremely  long  crtdits  ;  sjatcmf 

:irllrst-cIaM  btulnesb    la  Ktll 

.  a  guarantee  of  worth  ia  giver. 

i-*CT  for  &  yeara,  and  catalof;u< » 

'oast  Agnirteshavean  unifurra 

tai.  l.and  where  d^lrrd  a  lib<iMl 

»"*'  ■   •  ffct^d  lo  rCTtpoaaiblo  buytr- 

t-  U  .   .  hare©    of  wmple  Inten^at  <f 

.:•  -rr-u  i^;m-i.ij.    Cataloguoa  mailed  on  appli  .* 

t.  m  to 

jr.  GBAT,  Gtnenl  Agmt, 

106  Kenmy  Strcxt.  s.   i 


REMOVAL. 

I.  W.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERNIA  BANK,  corner  Markkt  Axn  Moxtcomhry  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Jiit-iy  of  ttiCess.      Tlu-  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  eily.     Gh'e  hint  a  caU, 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 


ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

QQC  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
ODD  &.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


MISS  K.  McCARRICK. 
MILLINERY   PARLORS 

135  KEARNY  STREET,   NEAR   SUTTER,    UP  STAIRS. 

jSy  The  finest  assortment  of  French  Millinery  Goods  in  the  city  always  on  hand.  'S3v_ 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Pianos  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Sale  on  the  Installment  Plan. 

WOODWORTH,  SCHELL&  Co. 

\2   I'osi  Street   San  Francisco. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 


Who!<:^(^  and  Retail 


Druggists,   Imporlers  of  Foreign 
and  Domestic  Drugs,  Chem- 
icals, and  Perfumery, 


P 


14U  MoiHgonicrj-  Street,  under  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

^ARTICULAR   ATTENTION  PAID 

to  com|>nundiiig  Physician '^  Prescriptions,  the  div 
f)cn^ing  of  which  is  entrusted  only  10  the  nio>t  competent 
hands,  while  every  carc  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 

I  hi:  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Virion. 


WILL  REMOVE  ABOCl  Uvl. 


i  TO 


I  17    POST    STREET. 


picinc 


BUSINESS 

CO'_LEGE. 

j^j  Poat  St..  Saa  ^  ruiwb  - 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


N'ca.'   Bubh,    opposite   the    Occidental 
Hotel. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS. 

Ur.til  yoQ  sec  what  haji  been  accom- 
[.li>hed  by  DR.  PIERCE'S  btc  in- 
%icnlioa. 

Call,  or  vend  for  New  'lUtiMrated 
Book      Pries  reduc',-d. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  60Q  Sacramento  Street.  San  Francisco. 


THE  PACIFIC  LAND  AND  TRUST  CO, 

RENT    HOUSES, 
COLLECT  RENTS,MANAGE  ESTATES 

LJOUSES   AND    LOTS  FOR   SALE 

in  this  city.  Oakland,  and  Alameda.  Lands  and 
Ranche>  for  s-dc  in  all  parts  of  the  countfj-.  Atjenti  in  llie 
principal  cities.    Collections  made  throughout  the  coa^t. 

No.  534  CALIFORNIA   STREET. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 


(University  of  Copenhagen,  Den maj-k), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Rcsideocc,  tt2  Kcaxny  Streel.  Office  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  t  V.  M..  6  10  8  r.  M.  Simday  ti  to  t  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  ofBce. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE   ART    GALLERY. 


A  coiiiiilclcivsotlmciil  of  ARTISTS' M.VrERIAL.OOI.lJ 
I'RiWES.  dc. 

19    AND    21    POST   STREET. 


^AREROOMS,   N.   \V.   CORNER 
KEARNV  AND  SUITER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,  JHYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


rhe  only  really  lii;hl-rutitiing   loclc-stiicli   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.   EVANS,  30  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


STOVES 


greatest  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 


500 


Different  Size»,  Sivlks,  a.vd  Pattek.vs  to  wlecl  from. 


W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

Nos.  1 10,  112,  114,  1 18,  &  120  Batterv  St. 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY    EMPORIUM, 

UNDER  THK   BALDWIN'. 


NO.  12  TYLER  STREET,  S.  F. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY. 


F 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS 

BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 

STORES,  ETC.,  ETC. 


nrHE   LARGEST   STOCK   AND 


NOOK    FARM. 

IMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 

the  Summer  in  the  country  will  find  this  a  cheerful 
home,  and  beautiful  scenery' of  such  endless  \-anctv  as  tempi 
10  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
couuiiodalions  and  an  excellent  table.  Oocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  ihc  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Franci.ico 
pass  the  sialioii  daily.     Address 

E.  B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  County,  Cal. 

TEAMISH'S' 


The  Argonaut 


VOL.  HI.    NO.  i6. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    OCTOBER    26,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


ONTEREY,  October  15, 
1878.  —  So  I  promised  to 
tell  you  more  of  this  dream 
city  by  the  sea,  and  you 
hold  me  to  a  strict  fulfiU- 
ment  of  the  promise.  Well,  you  shall  have  the 
*^  J  romantic  histor}'  of  the  place,  interwoven  as  it  is 
with  strange  traditions  of  Church  and  State,  of 
the  doings  of  the  old  Padres,  and  the  subse- 
quent sequence  of  Alcaldes;  of  its  discovery  by 
tawny  Mexico,  instigated  by  sunny,  sumptuous 
Spain.  It  was  in  the  spring  of  the  year  1602 — 
mark  you  well  the  early  date — that  the  Viceroy  of  Mexico, 
acting  under  instructions  from  Philip  HI.  of  Spain,  dis- 
patched Don  Sebastian  Viscaifio,  with  three  small  vessels, 
to  discover,  explore,  and  bring  into  the  kingdom,  the  then 
unknown  and  almost  mythical  California.  Slowly,  storm- 
driven,  tempest-tossed,  and  fretted  by  head  winds,  this  little 
fleet  crept  up  the  coast.  Lower  California  held  the  voyagers' 
attention  for  months  and  months,  and  then  on  the  loth  of  No- 
vember they  sailed — oh!  so  thankfully — into  the  land-locked 
harbor  of  San  Diego  to  prostrate  themselves  and  pray. 
Here  they  lingered  ten  days,  thanking  God  and  proselyting 
Indians.  Then  they  en- 
camped on  Santa  Cat-  y  '  ' 
alina  Island,  opposite 
where  Santa  Barbara 
now  stands,  and  said 
their  mass,  and  on  the 
the  loth  day  of  Decem- 
ber of  the  same  year 
they  rounded  the  Point 
of  Pines,  where  the  res- 
inous needles  actually 
prick  the  bosom  of  the 
salted  waters,  and  cast 
their  curious  anchors  in 
the  blue,  the  beautiful, 
the  breezy  bay  beyond. 
Viscaifio  was  the  first 
man  to  place  foot  on 
the  snowy  sands  of  the 
crescent  beach,  where 
he,  like  the  historic  Co- 
lumbus, took  possession 
of  the  country  in  the 
name  of  God  and  the 
King  of  Spain,  and  then 
kneeling,  the  holy  sac- 
rament was  partaken  of 
under  the  wide  spread- 
ing branches  of  an  oak 
tree,  at  the  mouth  of  a 
small  ravine  (see  sketch 
abovei,  and  the  spot 
was  named  Monterey, 
in  honor  of  Gasper  de 
Luniga,  Count  de  Mon- 
terey, \^iceroy  of  Mexi- 
co, by  virtue  of  whose  pocketbook  the  expedition  had  been 
fitted  out.  As  Viscairio  was  unprepared  to  establish  a  mission 
he  remained  but  eighteen  days,  and  then  contiiv...  J  on  his 
voyage,  taking  a  full  description  of  the  country,  hou  ever, 
which  he  represented  as  being  "  clad  in  the  deepest  verdure, 
the  soil  most  productive,  the  natives  docile  and  easily 
brought  to  the  bosom  of  the  Church."  He  hoped  to  return 
for  the  founding  of  a  mission,  but  his  hope  was  never  real- 
ized. After  this  first  intrusion,  over  166  years  elapsed  before 
civilization  again  looked  on  Monterey.  On  July  14,  1769. 
Gasper  de  Portala,  Governor  ot  Lower  California,  at  the 
head  of  an  expedition  of  sixty-five  persons,  set  out  from  San 
Diego  to  rediscover  the  place.     He  arrived  at  Monterey,  but 


failing  to  identifj'  it  he  erected  the  customar)'  cross  and  kept 
on  toward  the  north.  The  third  attempt  to  settle  Monterey 
was  a  success,  and  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  of  the 
leader  of  the  expedition  tells,  in  language  as  simple  and  sweet 
as  any  I  have  at  command,  of  the  ceremonies  attending  the 
formal  founding  of  the  Mission  of  San  Carlos  de  Monterey, 
by  Padre  Junipero  Serra,  on  the  3d  of  June,  1770,  years  be- 
fore we  were  in  existence  as  a  nation  :  "  On  the  31st  of  May, 
1770,  by  favor  of  God,  and  after  a  painful  voyage  of  a  month 
and  a  half,  the  packet  San  Aittonio,  commanded  by  Don 
Juan  Perez,  arrived  and  anchored  in  this  beautiful  port  of 
Monterey,  which  is  unadulterated  in  any  degree  from  what 
it  was  when  visited  by  the  expedition  of  Don  Sebastian  Vis- 
caino,  in  1602.  It  gave  me  great  consolation  to  find  that  the 
land  expedition  had  arrived  eight  days  before  us,  and  that 
Father  Crespi  and  all  others  were  in  good  health.  On  the 
3d  of  June,  being  the  holy  day  of  Pentecost,  the  whole  of  the 
officers  of  sea  and  land,  and  all  the  people,  assembled  on  a 
bank  at  the  foot  of  an  oak,  where  we  caused  an  altar  to  be 
erected  and  the  bells  rung  ;  we  then  chanted  the  Veni  Crea- 
tor, blessed  the  water,  erected  and  blessed  a  grand  cross, 
hoisted  the  royal  standard,  and  chanted  the  first  mass  that 
was  ever  performed  at  this  place  ;  we  afterward  sung  the 
Salve  to  Our  Lady  before  an  image  of  the  illustrious  Virgin, 
which  occupied  the  altar ;  and  at  the  same  time  preached  a 
sermon,  concluding  the  w'hole  with  a  Te  Demn.  After  this 
the  officers  took  possession  of  the  country  in  the  name  of  the 
King  CCharles  III.),  our  Lord,  whom  God  preserve.  We 
then  all  dined  together  in  a  shady  place  on  the  beach  ;  the 
whole  ceremony  being  accompanied  by  many  volleys  and 
salutes  by  the  troops  and  vessels."  The  San  Antonio  soon 
sailed  for  Mexico,  leaving  behind  Father  Junipero,  five 
priests,  Lieutenant  Pedro  Fages,  and  thirty  soldiers.  The 
Indians,  as  Viscaiiio  had  predicted,  were  ready  converts,  and 
"  seated  under  those  dark  Monterey  pines,  told  weird  and 
ghostly  stories  of  how  brightly  the  crosses  shone  that  each 
white  man  wore  on  his  breast  the  first  time  they  had  passed 
through  there,  not  knowing  the  place  ;  and  of  the  great  cross 
that  Portala  planted  before  he  knew  he  was  at  the  spot  he 
coveted  ;  how  it  would  grow  at  night  till  its  point  reached 
the  stars,  glistening  the  while  with  a  splendor  that  outshone 
the  sun  ;  that  when  their  superstitious  dread  wore  off  they 
had  approached  it,  planted  arrows  and  feathers  in  the  earth 
around  it,  and  hung  strings  of  sardines  as  their  choicest 
offering  upon  its  outstretched  arms."  The  Mission  having 
finally  been  established,  Monterey  was  at  once  selected 
as  the  capital  of  .Alta  California,  and  Portala  appointed  the 
first  Governor.  Owing  to  the  small  amount  of  arable  land 
within  the  semi-circle  of  hills  surrounding  Monterey  proper, 
the  Mission  was  soon  removed  to  the  neighboring  valley  of 
Carmello,  where  the  ruins  stand  even  to  this  modem  day. 
Last  week  I  visited  the  quaint  old  place  ;  and  I  went  alone, 


death  ;  I,  because  I  was  astride  of  his  ^Mexican  back,  and 
full — of  sentiment  and  surprise.  Hang  this  picture  in  your 
mind's  eye,  and  never  turn  it  to  memory's  wall ;  look  upon 
the  original,  if  an  opportunity  ever  presents  itself:  A  canvas 
as  broad  as  your  vision  ;    in  the  immediate  foreground  a 


THE  OLD  CARMEL  MIS5ION.-SERVICE  OX  S.\N'  CARLOS  DAY,  NOVEMBER  4,  BV  THE  MONTEREY  PADRE. 


RUINS  OF  THE  OLD  FORT. 

sweeping  semi-circle  of  hills,  on  the  crest  of  which  you  stand ; 
at  your  feet,  the  adobe  town  —  quaint,  curious,  crooked, 
cracked ;  a  lagoon,  lobed  like  a  lily  leaf;  the  peninsula  being 
the  graveyard  —  a  park  of  live  oak  hung  with  mourning 
streamers  of  lonesome-looking  Spanish  moss  ;  between  the 
trees  the  graves  fenced  about,  and  tombstones  lazily  leaning 
in  the  long,  lifeless  grass  ;  beyond  the  lagoon  and  graveyard 
a  monster  embankment  of  sand,  piled  high  and  hot,  by  that 
California  anomaly— a  northern  simoon  ;  to  the  left,  the  cove 
of  the  town,  the  wharves,  the  fleet  of  Italian  fishing  boats 
with  the  Neapolitan  style  of  sail,  the  expanse  of  bay  with 
whaling  boats  far,  far  out,  heeling  over  to  the  breeze  with  the 
black  painted  sky-sail — their  distinguishing  mark  ;  in  the 
middle  foreground,  a  snowy  sweep  of  beach,  a  parabola  of 
spray,  and  creamy  masses  of  palpitating  foam,  finally  blotted 
out  by  mere  distance  in  the  direction  of  Santa  Cruz  ;  to  the 
right  of  the  beach,  the  broad,  fruitful  Salinas  Valley,  with 
Fremont  Peak  and  the  Gabilan  range  beyond  for  a  back- 
ground. And  this  but  half  the  picture.  Turning  to  the  left, 
and  jumping  with  the  eye  the  pine-feathered  crest,  a  vista 
view  of  the  ocean  and  its  waves  caressing  the  shore  in  the 
vicinitv  of  Portuguese  Bay — Cypress  Point,  and  the  light- 
house,'and  picturesqueChinatown, nestled  in  the  rocks  behind 
the  wooded  gloom  ;  still  further  to  the  left  the  Carmel  Val- 
ley, like  a  magnificent  and  graceful  fold  in  a  heavy  velvet 
dress,  tapering  out  into  the  atmosphere  of  the  bronzed  and 

rough-ribbed  hills,  with 
a  delicate  green  stripe 
running  through  the 
centre  where  the  wil- 
lows fringe  the  stream. 
Such  a  pretty  pocket  in 
the  garment  of  nature. 
I  rouse  the  mustang  by 
an  excited  jab  of  the 
spur  in  his  leather  bel- 
ly, and  we  are  off  on  a 
lope  for  more  of  the 
view.  Down  a  slope, 
up  another,  around  a 
point ;  more  of  the  sea  ; 
Point  Lobos,  with  a  halo 
of  spray,  to  the  right ; 
more  of  Carmel  Valley 
to  the  left ;  another  turn 
and  behold  the  old  Mis- 
sion— snuff-colored  and 
streaked,  as  rusty-look- 
ing as  an  old  nail.  Te 
Dcian  de  dum  patter 
the  feet  of  the  mustang 
down  the  hill,  and  into 
the  religious  little  val- 
ley. One  more  turn  10 
the  right,  a  swift  dash 
through  a  few  acres  of 
wilU'us,  and  we  are  in 
the  lane  leading  to  the 
old  ruin.  A  thousand 
ground  squirrels  hold 
a  convention  in  a  pota- 
to field  to  the  left ;  their 


for  I  knew  that  silence  meeting  solitude  would  sing  its  praises    homes  are  on  the  hot  hillside  tothe  right ;  the  road  is  between ; 
-••  .,      .         r  .,  .     ..,_.  L_-i_„-.-,r they  take  alarm  and  start  for  their  holes,  shrieking  and  whist- 

ling with  fear  ;  under  the  horse's  feet,  in  .front,  behind,  on 
either  side — the  road  is  full  of  them  and  the  scamper  uni- 
versal. Then  a  gate,  an  adobe  wall,  where  the  mustang  is 
hitched,  and,  in  another  moment,  I  stand  within  what  was 
once  the  second  Mission  of  California  ;  the  spot,  O  Junipero 
Serra — venerable  and  respected  Franciscan — where,  over  one 
hundred  years  ago  you,  wandering  in  the  wilderness  preath- 
ing  the  "  glad  tidings  of  great  joy,"  hung  your  bronze  bell  on 
yonder  tree,  shouted  "  Hear,  hear,  oh,  ye  Gentiles,  c  -^10  to 
the  Holy  Church  !"  and  gathered  into  this  adobe  f :' '  ■ 
Runsiens,  the  Eslens,  the  Eclemaches,  and  the  Ar! 


best.  The  canter  to  the  top  of  the  ridge  back  of  Monterey 
was  as  drowsy  as  the  ugly  little  mustang  I  rode  could  make 
it  ;  but  when  the  gap  in  the  crest  was  reached,  and  I  turned 
in  the  saddle  for  a  last  look  at  the  ancient  capital,  I  woke  to 
a  realization  of  the  most  perfect  and  dreamy  scene  that  1 
ever  gazed  upon.  No  wonder  that  Viscaifio,  in  1602,  in  glory 
gushed  ;  no  wonder  that  Portala,  so  many  years  after,  came 
to  seek  the  lost  spot ;  no  wonder  that  Padre  Junipero  Serra 
and  his  following  of  priests  and  soldiers,  in  the  name  of  the 
cross  and  crown,  preempted  the  place  ;  no  wonder  that  we 
the  mustang  and  I)  stopped  short  and  sharp  at  the  turn— he, 
because  he  w^s  dust-covered,  dry,  and  seemingly  tired  to 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


And  what  does  the  modern  Gentile  find  of  the  Holy  Church 
and  its  magnificence?  A  ruin.  The  roof  broken  in,  loads 
upon  loads  of  tiles  carried  off,  tall  weeds  growing  in  the  au- 
ditorium, sheep  and  hogs  in  the  baptistr>-.  My  God  '.  what 
desolation  ;  what  desecration.     I  sit  down  on  the  holy  water 


CHINATOWN    AND    FISHKRIF.S. 

font  to  think  the  thing  all  over.  This  floor,  which  never  was 
covered  by  carpet  or  pavement,  is  a  deep  burying  ground. 
Here  lies  the  good  old  Padre  Serra,  who  labored  so  zeal- 
ously among  his  native  converts,  and  died  in  17S4,  beloved 
by  them  all — his  great  and  good  work  done.  Here  are  bur- 
ied seventeen  governors  of  California,  and  a  long  line  of  Al- 
caldes, and  unnumbered  people  of  gentle  blood  and  noble 
quality.  Here  they  all  are,  but  where.'  Not  a  stone,  nor  a 
sign,  nor  a  symbol,  nothing  but  the  weed-covered,  undulat- 
ing earth  filled  with  bones.  Like  the  tomb  of  Moses  the  rest- 
ing place  of  Junipcro  Serra  is  unknown.  This  mound  may 
or  may  not  be  his  grave.  This  depression  may  or  may 
not  have  been  made  by  a  retired  Govemer  or  a  shrunken 
Alcalde.  What  a  damnable  shame  this  neglect  is;  what  a 
standing  reproach  to  the  church  and  the  State  that  permits 
it.  .Xnd  as  I  sit  and  mentally  curse  the  thousands  of  self- 
advertised  fools  who  have  written,  printed,  scratched,  and 
painted  their  names  all  over  the  walls  a  thousand  pictures 
presented  themselves.  I  see  the  laying  of  the  immense  foun- 
dation stones,  packed — the  builders  alone  know  how — from 
the  quarry  on  the  hillside  a  mile  away;  the  slow  construction 
of  the  massive  walls;  the  building  of  the  immense  tower, 
and  the  fi.xing  of  the  vesper  bells.  1  recognize  the  beauty  of 
architecture,  the  harmony  of  fresco  painting,  the  graceful 
sweep  of  the  stone  stairways,  the  magnitude  of  the  outer 
buildings,  the  energy,  and  skill,  and  perseverance  required 
to  erect  so  mammoth  an  atTair — and  all  the  work  of  a  few- 
priests  with  ignorant  Indians.  I  can  see  the  earthen  floor 
covered  by  these  kneeling  converts;  the  robed  priests  hold- 
ing aloft  the  crucifix,  and  the  banners  that  caught  the  eye. 
I  can  almost  hear  the  spoken  words  from  the  pulpit  opening 
just  above  me,  the  mournful  symphony  of  the  chanted  mass, 
and  through  the  doors  I  can  almost  see  the  procession  of 
the  great  festival  days,  when  about  the  mission  the  Indians 
camped  from  far  and  near.  Those  must  have  been  halcyon 
days  indeed.  Think  that  in  the  year  1S25  Carmel  owned 
87,600  head  of  cattle,  60,000  sheep,  2,300  calves,  365  yoke 
of  working  oxen;  so  many  horses  that  they  were  driven  into 
the  bay  in  droves  and  drowned  to  keep  the  pasturage  for 
cattle;  and  S^o.ooo  in  specie  when  money  was  a  drug;  think 
of  this  and  then  of  the  ruin  of  to-day — the  ground  squirrel 
range,  the  tar  weed  lawn  and  general  desolation.  It  is  enough 
to  disgust  one  with  modern  civilization.  I  am  informed 
that  on  the  4th  of  November  of  each  year  the  Monterey 
Padre  holds  here  a  religious  festival  in  honor  of  San  Carlos, 
the  patron  saint  of  Carmello.  Then  the  old  ruins  are  decor- 
ated with  flowers  and  evergreens,  and  there  is  music  and  a 
procession,  and  a  celebration  generally.  But  what  can  it  be 
but  a  miserable  mockery  of  those  splendid  Indian  pageants 
when  the  church  was  in  its  prime,  when  cattle  were  on  a 
thousand  hills,  when  water  was  brought  in  ditches  to  quench 
the  thirst  of  the  parched  earth,  when  bands  of  beaded  Indi- 
ans, as  brown  as  the  cocoa's  frown,  were  passive  under  the 
reign  of  the  cross,  and  hopeful  of  a  savage  crown  in  the 
great  hereafter,  of  which  they  were  told  so  much.  It  must 
be  borne  in  mind  that  when  the  Mission  was  first  removed 
to  Carmello  the  settlement  and  presidio,  or  military  estab- 
lishment, still  remained  at  .Monterey,  and  consisted  of  an  in- 
closure  containing  a  chapel,  storehouses,  offices,  residences, 
and  barracks  for  the  soldiers.  The  present  church  is  located 
on  the  site  of  the  old  presidio.  On  the  little  hill  overlooking 
the  bay  an  adobe  fort  was  built  and  equipped,  with  a  few- 
cannons.  This  was  the  beginning  of  the  town,  which  grew 
slowly  as  the  years  drifted  away.  Governor  succeeded  Gov- 
ernor, each  being  content  to  render  tribute  to  the  \'iceroy  of 
Mexico,  while  the  dominion  over  which  he  ruled  maintained 
him  in  luxurious  idleness — no  cares  of  state,  no  troubles  of 
legislation.  .And  so  matters  droned  away  till  the  year  1822, 
when  Mexico,  becoming  tired  of  Spanish  rule,  established  a 
separate  empire.  Receiving  intelligence  of  this  important 
event.   Governor   Pablo 

Vicente  de    Sola  sum-  

moned  a  council  of  all 
the  principal  military  of- 
cials  and  church  digni- 
taries at  Monterey,  and 
formally  announced  the- 
aclion  of  their  mother 
country-.  The  council  de- 
cided unanimously  that 
thereaftcrCaliforaia  was 
subject  to  Mexico  alone. 
The  oaths  were  changed 
and  de  Sola  became  the 
Mexican  Governor,  or 
"Political  Chief  of  the 
Territory-. "  The  apa- 
thetic inhabitants  offered 

no  resistance,  and  the  change  w-as  effected  w-ithout  a  strug- 
gle. In  1S23  the  -Mexican  Congress  adopted  a  plan  of 
colonization,  which  authorized  the  Governors  of  dependent 
territories  to  grant  unoccupied  lands  to  all  persons  w-ho  prop- 
trl.'  petitioned  for  them,  and  agreed  to  cultivate  and  reside 
:p'.'n  them  a  certain  portion  of  the  time.  These  grants  were 
-  i'uject  to  the  approval  of  the  Territorial  Legislature.    Many 


of  the  old  settlers  availed  themselves  of  the  privilege  thus 
accorded  them,  and  obtained  a  title  to  vast  ranchos,  then  of 
little  value,  but  destined  in  after  years  to  render  those  who 
were  fortunate  enough  to  hold  them  immensely  wealthy. 
The  harbor  of  Monterey  was  visited  about  this  time  by  nu- 
merous vessels,  which  realized  an  enormous  profit  by  trading 
their  asserted  cargoes  for  hides.  On  the  25lh  of  September, 
1834,  Hijar,  Director  of  Colonization,  arrived  at  Monterey  on 
the  brig  A<i/<;//<i  for  the  purpose  of  secularizing  the  Missions. 
The  A'ti/a/itt,  which  was  the  same  vessel  in  which  Napoleon 
made  his  memorable  escape  from  KIba,  was  thrown  upon 
the  beach  by  a  storm  and  totally  wrecked,  liut  the  coloniza- 
tion scheme  was  successfully  accomplished,  and  the  Missions 
;of  which  there  were  many  in  the  neighborhood  were  placed 
!  under  the  charge  of  Governor  Kigueroa  ;  the  beginning 
of  their  swilt  and  destructive  downfall.  Figueroa,  who  was 
the  best  ruler  that  California  had  yet  seen,  died  in  Septem- 
ber, 1835.  Then  ensued  a  scries  of  insurrections,  terminated 
only  by  the  American  conquest.  .-X  misunderstanding  arose 
between  Nicholas  Gutierrez,  Go\'ernor  after  Figueroa 's  death, 
and  Juan  Hautista  Alvarado,  Secretary  of  Territorial  Depu- 
tation, regarding  Custom  House  discipline.  Alvarado,  who 
was  a  native  Californian  of  talent  and  education,  insisted  so 
strongly  on  his  rights  that  Gutierrez  ordered  his  arrest.  But 
before  the  warrant  could  be  served  Alvarado  escaped  to 
Santa  Cruz,  across  the  bay.  Here  a  plan  was  laid  to  seize 
Monterey  and  declare  the  independence  of  California:  One 
Jose  Castro  organized  a  company  of  one  hundred  natives, 
which,  together  with  fifty  riflemen  led  by  one  Graham,  en- 
tered Monterey  in  the  night,  imprisoned  the  Governor  and 
his  soldiers  in  the  presidio,  and  after  firing  one  shot  from  a 
four-pounder,  took  possession  of  the  town.  Alvarado  was 
declared  Governor,  and  Guadalupe  Vallejo  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  militar)-.  Early  in  1S40  Alvarado,  w-ho  had  be- 
come exceedingly  jealous  of  all  foreigners,  especially  his 
former  friend  CJraham,  pretended  to  have  received  informa- 
tion of  a  deep-laid  plot  to  overturn  the  Government.  Cas- 
tro was  ordered  to  arrest  all  connected  with  the  conspiracy. 


He  ruled  until  February  i,  1845,  when  he  was  ousted  by  Valle- 
jo, Alvarado,  and  Castro,  and  Don  Pio  Pico  placed  in  his  stead. 
The  year  1846  was  a  notable  one  in  the  annals  of  Monte- 


COI.TON    H.\LL  (WHhRB  FIRST  CoNbTITl  Tlo.SAl.  CONVENTION  ASSSHBLBO). 

rev.  On  July  7th,  of  that  year,  Commodore  Sloat,  who  had 
arrived  in  the  United  States  frigate  Savannah  a  few  days 
previously,  dispatched  Captain  Mervine,  at  the  head  of  250 
men,  on  shore,  w-iih  instructions  to  hoist  the  American  flag 
over  .Monterey,  .-^mid  the  firing  of  cannon  from  the  ship- 
ping in  the  harbor  and  the  cheers  of  the  assembled  citizens, 
the  stars  and  stripes  were  raised,  and  a  proclamation  read, 
declaring  California  henceforth  a  portion  of  the  United  States. 
The  people  accepted  the  change  with  characteristic  resigna- 
tion, and  W'alter  Colton  was  appointed  the  first  Alcalde  un- 
der the  new  regime,  Colton,  who  had  previously  been  Chap- 
lain of  the  frigate  Congress,  held  the  office  of  Alcalde  for 
three  years,  during  which  time  he  figured  prominently  in  the 
affairs  of  the  town.  In  connection  with  Semple,  a  pioneer 
from  Kentucky,  he  established  the  first  newspaper  ever  pub- 
lished in  California.  It  was  called  the  Californian,  and  made 
its  first  appearance  on  Saturday,  August  15th,  1846.  It  w-as 
printed  on  paper  originally  intended  for  the  manufacture  of 
cigarritos,  and  was  a  little  larger  than  a  sheet  of  common 
foolscap.  The  office  was  resurrected  from  the  remains  of  a 
small  concern  formerly  used  for  printing  Roman  Catholic 
tracts  in  Spanish.  There  being  no  W  in  the  Spanish  alpha- 
bet, they  were  compelled  to  use  two  A"s  (thus,  VV;  whenever 
a  \V  occurred.  The  Californian,  it  is  needless  to  say,  was 
eagerly  w-elcomed,  and  was  finally  merged  into  the  Alta  Cal- 
ifornia when  the  latter  paper  was  established  at  San  Fran- 
cisco. The  first  jury-  summoned  in  California  was  empan- 
neled  by  Colton,  on  September  4,  1846.  It  was  composed 
of  one-third  Mexicans,  one-third  Califomians,  and  the  other 
third  Americans.  To  Colton  also  belongs  the  honor  of  hav- 
ing erected  the  building  intended  for  a  town  hall  and  school 
house,  which  bears  his  name,  then  the  finest  building  in  the 
State*  On  the  29th  of  .May,  1848,  news  of  the  discovery  of 
gold  on  the  American  Fork  first  reached  Monterey.  The  re- 
port w-as  scarcely  credited,  yet  it  produced  so  much  excite- 
ment that  the  Alcalde  was  induced  to  dispatch  a  special  mes- 
senger to  investigate  its  truth.  On  the  nth  of  June  he  re- 
turned, bringing  specimens  of  gold,  and  a  story  of  its  lavish 
abundance  more  marvelous  than  an  .-Arabian  Night's  tale. 
Then  commenced  the  grand  rush  to  the  mines,  which  almost 
depopulated  the  tow-n,  and  from  w-hich  it  has  never  recovered. 
On  the  3d  of  June,  1849  (the  seventy-ninth  anniversary  of  the 
settlement  of  Monterey),  Governor  Riley  issued  a  "  procla- 
mation recommending  the  formation  of  a  State  Constitution, 
or  plan  of  a  Territorial  government."  In  pursuance  of  this 
and  by  a  strategic  movement  succeeded  in  surprising  and  proclamation  the  Convention  for  forming  a  State  Constitu- 
arresting  nearly  one  hundred  persons,  principally  Americans.  !  tion  met  in  Colton  Hall  I'now  used  as  a  school  house)  on  the 
.•\fterw-ard,  about  twenty  of  the  supposed  ringleaders  w-ere  first  of  the  foUow-ing  September.  The  labors  of  the  Conven- 
transported  in  chains  to  San  Bias.  In  July  of  the  same  j  tion  were  successful  beyond  its  most  sanguine  expectations, 
year  the  American  man-of-w-ar  St.  Louis  and  a  French  ship  A  Constitution,  remarkable  for  the  w-isdom  and  liberality 
arrived  at  .Monterey  for  the  purpose  of  demanding  satisfac-  j  of  its  provisions,  was  adopted,  and  shortly  aftenvard  ratified 
tion.  .-Mvarado  w-as  so  badly  frightened  at  their  arrival  that  i  by  the  people.  Upon  adjournment,  a  salute  of  thirt}--one 
he  fled  to  the  interior,  on  a  pretext  of  business,  and  did  not  guns  was  fired  proclaiming  the  birth  in  law-  and  formality  of 
return  to  the  Capital  until  the  coast  w-as  again  clear.  For  |  the  new-  State.  Although  the  Convention  accomplished  such 
two  years  every- thing  remained  quiet  In  July,  1842,  the  great  results,  it  effectually  blighted  the  prospects  of  Monte- 
foreigners  so  summarily  banished  unexpectedly  returned  on  ■  rey  by  removing  the  State  Capital  to  San  Jose.  To  counter- 
board  a  vessel  furnished  them  by  the  .Mexican  Government,  '  act  this  blow-  the  town  determined  to  become  a  city.  By  an 
which  had  not  approved  of  Alvarado's  uncalled  for  action,  act  of  the  Legislature  an  incorporation  w-as  secured  on  the 
They  brought  the  startling  news  that  General  Micheltorena  30th  of  April,  1 851,  and  Philip  A.  Roach,  the  last  Alcalde, 
had  been  appointed  to  both  the  civil  and  military-  command  was  elected  the  first  Mayor  Monterey,  however,  did  not 
of  California.  He  arrived  at  San  Diego  in  .August,  and  w-as  long  remain  a  city.  The  gold  fever  and  the  ungraciousness 
traveling  northw-ard  in  grand  style,  when  intelligence  reached  '  of  the  Legislature  had  sealed  the  fate  of  the  place,  and  on  the 
him  that  caused  him  to  halt  at  Los  Angeles.  This  was  that  ^  i  ith  of  May,  1S53,  the  charter  was  amended,  and  the  munici- 
Commander  Jones,  in  command  of  the  frigate  United  States  pal  control  vested  in  a  board  of  trustees.  In  1859  the  place 
and  sloop-of-w-ar  Crane,  had  taken  possession  of  the  country-,    was  so  inuch  in  debt  that  it  became  necesssary-  to  sell  the 

Pueblo  lands.  An  at- 
tempt was  made  during 
the  Legislative  session 
of  1869-70  to  reincorpo- 
rate: '.he  bill  passed  the 
Assembly,  but  w-as  de- 
feated in  the  Senate. 
Another  attempt  was 
then  made,  but  in  some 
manner  the  bill  again 
miscarried.  A  third  ef- 
ort  to  obtain  the  desired 
result  proved  somewhat 
more  successful.  In 
'873-74  the  "Act  to  Re- 
incorporate the  City  of 
.Monterey"  was  carried 
through    both    Houses, 
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B.^THING  BEACH.  AND  R.AVINE  WHERE  THE  PADRES  LANDED. 

and  hoisted  the  stars  and  stripes  at  Monterey.     Alvarado    and  reached  the  Governor,  who,  it  is  alleged,  failed  to  re 


surrendered  on  the  20th  of  October,  and  California  was  ap. 
parently  a  portion  of  the  American  Union.  The  next  day, 
however,  Jones  discovered  that  he  had  made  a  blunder — that 
.Mexico  was  not  yet  at  war  with  the  United  States — and 
therefore  he  gracefully  hauled  dow-n  the  flag  and  apologized. 
Micheltorena  now  came  to  Monterey  and  assumed  his  duties. 


turn  the  bill  within  the  specified  time.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
nothing  more  was  heard  of  the  bill,  and  Monterey  still  re- 
mains under  the  nominal  control  of  its  trustees.  Simul- 
taneously with  the  growth  of  Salinas  City,  which  was  becom- 
ing the  liveliest  town  in  the  county-,  arose  the  question  of 
county-  seat  removaL     Monterey  had  held  this  honor  ever 
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THE  LIGHT  HOUSE  AT  POINT  PINOa 

since  the  organization  of  the  county,  and  the  attempt  of  her 
younger  rival  to  wrest  it  from  lier  was  bitterly  opposed.  In 
spite  of  her  efforts,  however,  a  petition  signed  by  the  requi- 
site number  of  voters  was  presented  to  the  Board  of  Super- 
visors, who,  as  in  dut>-  bound,  ordered  an  election  ;  this  wa? 
held  on  the  6th  of  November,  1S72,  the  day  of  the  Presi- 
dential election.  The  result  was  a  victor)'  for  Salinas  City, 
and  on  the  following  February  the  county  seat  was  removed 
to  its  present  location.  This  was  the  last  straw,  the  last 
struggle,  the  resignation  of  absolute  despair,  the  seeking  of 
solace  from  sorrow  in  the  natural  somnolence  of  her  sur- 


Tenderly  train  the  roses, 

Gathering  here  and  tfiere 
A  bud — the  richest  and  rarest^ 

For  a  place  in  their  long,  dark  hair. 

Feeble  and  garrulous  old  men 

Tell  in  the  Spanish  tongue 
Of  the  good,  grand  times  at  the  Mission, 

And  the  hymns  that  the  Fathers  sung. 

Of  the  oil  and  the  wine,  and  the  plenty, 
And  the  dance  in  the  twilight  gray — 
"Ah,  these,"  and  the  head  shakes  sadly, 
"Were  good  times  in  Monterey!" 

Behind  in  the  march  of  cities — 

The  last  in  the  eager  stride 
Of  villages  later  bom — 

She  dreams  by  the  ocean  side. 

And  it  is  just  this  spirit  of  resignation  and  Rip  Van 
Winkleism  that  makes  the  sleepy  hollow  of  a  town 
so  charming  to  the  Bohemian,  the  artist,  the  lit- 
teratejir^  the  tourist  of  to-day.  Nearly  thirty  years 
have  passed  and  never  a  change  since  the  mar- 
row went  out  of  its  bones.  There  is  the  curatel  on 
California  Street,  with  a  balcony  running  around  it, 
built  in  1S40,  by  order  of  Alvarado,  when  lumber  sold  for  $50 
per  thousand  feet,  and  nails  $36  per  keg;  Colton  Hall,  built 
by  the  first  Amencan  Alcalde,  a  retired  minister,  out  of  the 
proceeds  of  town  lots,  the  labor  of  convicts,  taxes  on  fandan- 
goes, and  gin  mills,  and  gambling  fines;  the  old  adobe  jail, 
which  used  to  be  filled  to  the  brim  with  Mexicans  and 
Americaiios  equally  and  internationally — yes,  gloriously  full; 
the  old  block  house  and  the  fort  on  the  hillside  overlooking 
the  bay;  cannon  still  sticking  up  as  posts  on  the  street  cor- 
ners; the  old  custom  house,  with  its  tiled  roof,  and  ballroom 
in  the  basement,  where  the  naval  officers  used  to  trip  the 
light  fantastic;  the  convent,  on  Main  Street,  with  its  ruined 
walls  and  broken  windows;  California's  first  theatre,  an 
adobe  building,  on  Pacific  Avenue,  where  the  disbanded 
soldiers  of  Stevenson's  New  York  volunteers,  essayed  the 
first  minstrel  show  on  the  coast,  subsequently  giving  a  regu- 
lar drama,  announcing  by  posters  printed  with  a  blacking 
pot  and  brush:  Putnam^  or  the  Lion  Son  of  'yd  as  the  first 
piece  to  be  played,  and  following  it  with  Damon  ajid  Pythias, 
Box  and  Cox,  The  Golden  Farmer,  Grandfather  Whitehead, 
and  A'i2«,  the  Good  for  Nothing:  the  old  commissariat  on 
California  Street;  the  old  church  built  in  1794 — first  used  as 
a  chapel  to  Carmel,  but  enlarged  and  dedicated  as  the  par- 


a  gulp  or  a  glance.  Everything  has  to  be  discovered — for, 
thank  God,  there  are  no  guides;  no  one  to  tell  a  stereo- 
typed story  with  a  two-bit  moral.  There  are  discomforts 
and  some  things  which    disgust.      The   water   is  bad,  the 
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whisky  and  wine  worse,  and  fleas  will  -move  you  from  one 
room  to  another,  especially  if  your  hide  is  tough  and  unin- 
teresting. But  living  is  comparatively  cheap;  there  is  plenty 
of  room,  and  you  can  dress  as  you  please,  and  dream  as  long 
as  you  please,  and  kill  all  the  fleas,  and  nibble  your  own  pe- 
culiar cheese.  This  satisfies  the  average  Bohomian,and  peo- 
ple who  don't  think  they  can  accommodate  themselves  to  these 
circumstances  had  better  stay  away.  For  those  who  have 
learned  to  love  the  quaint  old  place  seek  it  for  the  retire- 
ment, and  the  dreaminess,  and  the  characters  that  civiliza- 
tion, and  cleanliness,  and  city  comfort  would  annihilate. 
There  are  those  in  the  towm  who  are  ambitious  and  hopeful 
of  a  resurrection.  But  once  let  Monterey  shake  off  its  grave 
clothes,  and  the  charm  of  its  present  condition  will  have 
gone.  Still  there  will  remain  the  same  natural  features,  the 
same  broad  and  vigorous  outline  drawing,  made  by  the  mas- 
ter hand  of  the  Almighty — now  dusty,  and  brown,  and  dr>% 
and  dreary,  but  gorgeously  colored  by  nature  when  the  dark 
and  dripping  clouds  chase  a\\ay  in  the  springtime  ;  the  same 
fragrance  of  the  flower  season,  when  no  miserable  human 
imitator  of  an  artist  can  approach,  with  palette  or  brush,  the 
tints  of  hillside,  and  plain,  and  garden,  and  pasture,  or  figure 
out  the  patterns  and  the  combinations  of  color  that  carpet  the 


roundings,  and  admitting  of  an  obituarj^  in  verse  by  our 
hemian  friend,  Daniel  O'Connell,  who  writes  : 

In  a  mantle  of  old  traditions, 

In  the  rime  of  a  vanished  day, 
The  shrouded  and  silent  city 

Sits  by  her  crescent  bay. 

The  ruined  fort  on  the  hill-top. 
Where  never  a  bunting  streams, 

Looks  down,  a  cannonless  fortress, 
On  the  solemn  city  of  dreams. 

Gardens  of  wonderful  roses. 

Chmbing  on  roof,  tree,  and  wall. 
Woodbine  and  crimson  geranium. 

Hollyhocks,  purple  and  tail. 

Mingle  their  odorous  breathings 

With  the  crisp,  salt  breeze,  from  the  sands. 

Where  p>ebbles  and  sounding  sea  sheila 
Are  gathered  by  children's  hands. 

Women  with  olive  faces. 

And  the  liquid  southern  eye, 
Dark  as  the  forest  berries 

That  grace  the  woods  in  July, 
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ALVARADO  AVENUE,  THE  PRINCIPAL  STREET  OF  MONTEREY, 

ish  church  when  the  Mission  wss  secularized  and  abandon- 1 
ed — filled  with  old  paintings  and  images,  and  natives  kneel- 1 
ing  on  its  earthen  floor.  And  so  I  might  go  on  and  bewilder  | 
you  with  histor}-  and  description.  I  could  tell  you  of  quaint  \ 
and  curious  relics;  of  romantically  walled-in  gardens,  hard  I 
for  a  lover  to  climb,  like  those  in  Spain;  of  sidewalks  made  ] 
of  the  vertebree  of  whales,  and  the  mammoth  bones  piled 
high  in  fantastic  pyramids,  and  covered  with  flowers;  of  the  | 
strange  sights  at  the  w^haling  station,  but  never  of  the  sick- 
ening smell;  of  Chinatown  and  its  bales  of  dried  fish,  and 
the  junks  built  by  the  heathen  themselves,  and  equipped 
with  great  bat  winged  sails;  of  the  lighthouse  at  Finos  Point; 
of  the  Methodist  camp  meeting  ground  where  the  brethren 
annually  shouted  good  Lord  ! — of  Cypress  Point,  where  the 
gnarled  and  knotted  trunks  and  delirious  looking  branches 
actually  reach  for  you,  and  tangle  up  your  thoughts,  and 
shake  long,  disheveled  locks  of  fog-soaked  moss,  and 
point  at  you  reprovingly  with  their  tv.isted  and  devilishly  sug- 
gestive fingers,  and  stretch  on  high,  with  almost  a  human 
moan,  their  deformed  and  distressing  arms  ;  of  the  bathing 
beaches,  and  the  dives  from  the  end  of  the  wharf  down  into 
water  fitty  feet  deep,  crisp  as  broken  glass  and  as  cold  as  the 
glance  of  a  mother-in-law  ;  of  the  wonderful  natural  aquari- 
ums among  the  rocks,  visited  at  low  tide,  and 
fasciaating  enough  to  keep  you  chained  to  the 
place  till  the  incoming  waters  cut  off  all  chance 
of  getting  back  lo  land  ;  of  the  natural  caves  and 
bridges,  where  the  requiem  of  the  ocean  is  played 
by  the  waves,  and  sung  by  mournful,  sighing,  se- 
pulchral winds ;  of  the  trolling  trips  for  barracouta 
on  the  bay,  perch  fishing  in  the  surf,  and  snipe, 
quail,  and  squirrel  slaughter  on  the  land  ;  of  piu- 
maged  sea-birds,  and  flashing  dolphins,  and  shelv- 
ing beaches,  and  sand  banks  you  might  mistake 
for  snow.  All  this  I  might  amplify,  and  assert, 
and  affirm,  and  then  you  might  come  down  here, 
getting  sea-sick  on  the  way;  finding  nothing  to 
eat  or  drink;  no  comfortable  place  to  sleep;  no 
one  to  black  your  boots;  a  shivering  fog  to  greet 
you  in  the  early  morning,  an  atmosphere  of  drearj' 
discontent,  and  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
was  a  magnificent,  capable,  and  commodious  liar. 
And,  per  se,  you  would  be  justified.  There  is 
nothing  handsome  nor  attractive  in  the  place  at 
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way  into  the  little  ravines,  where  immense  clumps  of  ferns 
toss  their  tropically-tufted  tips,  and  the  lovingly  bending 
branches  stretch  out  a  floral  hand  to  "  shake"  a  welcome  ; 
the  same  languid,  lifeless,  lazy  atmosphere  that  holds  you  in 
its  arms,  and  breathes  gently  into  the  lung  cells,  while  the 
booming  waves  croon  the  senses  to  soundest,  sweetest  sleep; 
the  same  rest  that  relieves  from  the  city's  nervous,  never- 
ending  strain  ;  the  same  peacefulness  that  realizes  to  one — 
for  but  a  brief  and  fitting  moment  perhaps — the  supreme  joy 
that  shall  irradiate  to  the  human  animal,  when  a  fuller  and 
truer  knowledge  of  the   science  of  life  shall  have  chastened 

and  refined  his  morbid 
cravings,  emancipated 
him  from  care,  re- 
deemed labor  from 
drudgerj^,  and  capped 
him  with  the  blessed 
crown  of  contentment. 
Forgive  this  gurgling 
gush,  oh,  ye  practical 
slaves,  for  it  grows 
here.  Despise  its  phi- 
losophy as  much  as 
you  please,  for  nobody 
here  cares  a  rap  if  you 
do.  Cavil  till  the  cows 
come  home,  and  then 
milk  your  miserable 
morbid  existence  dr>' 
— with  all  the  modem 
conveniences.  .*\.nd 
then  t  Then  if  you 
have  an  appreciation, 
and  a  taste,  and  a  disposition  to  enjoy  life,  in  a  homely,  hum- 
ble way,  drift  down  here  by  the  sleepy  sea,  where  you  will 
find  health  and  a  hammock,  and  a  dreamy  little  hea\  en  all 
your  own,  not  eternal  in  the  skies;  not  alabaster,  but  adobe 
walls;  not  angels' songs,  but  those  that  the  sea-shells  sing; 
not  golden  harps,  but  greasy  guitars  ;  not  the  cherubim  and 
the  seraphim,  but  the  dirty  "Injun"  and  the  dusky  maid  — 
but  look  here,  this  language  smacks  too  much  r>i  the  shop, 
and  so,  shutting  it  ofi",  I  slide  to  sleep  again.  )  .^r-  - '-  -  to 
drone  and  dream  for  and  of  you  all — providin  _ 
is  sweet  and  undisturbed.  Kped.  ~  i 
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THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  FAMOUS  GILSON  BEQUEST. 


Ad  Artless  but  Systematic  Narration  of  All  tbe  Facts. 

rj,  T  was  rough  on  Gilson.  Such 
^  was  the  terse,  cold,  but  not  alto- 
i,'-  gether  unsympathetic  judgment  of 
"  public  opinion  at  Mammon  Hill. 
And  it  must  be  confessed  that  in 
a  temporal  sense  all  was  not  well 
with  iMr.  Gilson.  He  had  that 
morning  been  led  into  town  by  Mr. 
Brentshaw  and  publicly  charged 
with  horse- stealing  —  the  sheriff 
meanwhile  busying  himself  about 
The  Tree  with  a  new  Manila  rope, 
and  Carpenter  Pete  being  actively 
employed  between  drinks  compil- 
ing the  \arious  parts  of  a  pine  box 
into  a  connected  whole  of  about  the 
length  and  breadth  of  Mr.  Gilson's 
mortal  part.  Without  leaving  its 
scat,  society  had  found  a  verdict  of 
guilty,  and  there  remained  between 
Mr.  Gilson  and  eternity  only  the  decent  formality  of  a  trial. 
These  are  the  short  and  simple  annals  of  tlie  prisoner. 
He  had  recently  been  a  resident  of  .New  Jerusalem,  on  the 
north  fork  of  the  Little  Buttermilk,  but  had  come  to  the 
newly  discovered  placers  of  Mammon  Hill  immediately  be- 
fore the  "  rush"  by  which  the  former  place  was  depopulated. 
The  discovery  of  the  new  diggings  had  occurred  opportunely 
for  Mr.  Gilson,  for  it  had  only  just  before  been  intimated 
to  him  by  a  New  Jerusalem  \'igilancc  committee  that  it 
would  better  his  prospects  in,  and  for,  life  to  go  somewhere, 
and  so  he  naturally  established  himself  at  Mammon  Hill; 
but  being  eventually  followed  thither  by  all  hfs  judges  he 
ordered  his  conduct  with  considerable  circumspection,  but 
as  he  had  never  been  known  to  do  an  honest  day's  work  at 
any  industry  sanctioned  by  the  stem  local  code  of  morality 
except  draw-poker  (at  which  he  invariably  lost),  he  was  still 
an  object  of  suspicion.  Indeed,  it  was  conjectured  that  he 
was  the  author  of  the  many  daring  depredations  that  had  re- 
cently been  made  with  pan  and  brush  upon  the  sluice-boxes. 
Prominent  among  those  in  whom  this  suspicion  had  ripen- 
ed into  a  steadfast  conviction  was  a  Mr.  Brentshaw.  At 
all  seasonable  and  unseasonable  times  Mr.  Brentshaw 
avowed  his  belief  in  .Mr.  Gilson's  connection  with  these  un- 
holy midnight  enterprises,  and  his  own  willingness  to  pre- 
pare a  way  for  the  solar  beams  through  the  body  of  any 
one  who  might  think  it  expedient  to  utter  a  different  opin- 
ion— which,  in  his  presence,  no  one  was  more  careful 
not  to  do  than  the  peace-loving  person  most  concerned. 
Whatever  may  have  been  the  truth  of  the  matter,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  Mr.  Gilson  frequently  lost  more  *' clean  dust "  at 
Jo.  Bentley's  faro  table  than  it  was  recorded  in  local  history 
that  he  had  ever  honestly  earned  at  draw-poker  in  all  the 
days  of  the  camp's  existence.  But  at  last  Mr.  Bentley — fear- 
ing, it  may  be,  to  lose  the  more  profitable  patronage  of  Mr. 
Brentshaw — peremptorily  refused  to  let  Mr.  Gilson  copper 
the  queen,  intimating  at  the  same  time,  in  his  frank,  forth- 
right way,  that  the  privilege  of  losing  money  at  "this  bank'' 
was  a  blessing  appertaining  to,  proceeding  logically  from, 
and  coterminous  with,  a  condition  of  notorious  commercial 
righteousness  and  social  good  repute. 

The  Hill  thought  it  high  time  to  look  after  a  person  whom 
its  most  honored  citizen  had  felt  it  his  duty  to  rebuke  at  a 
ruinous  personal  sacrifice.  The  New  Jerusalem  contingent, 
particularly,  began  to  abate  something  of  the  toleration  be- 
gotten of  amusement  at  their  own  blunder  in  banishing  an 
objectionable  neighbor  from  the  place  they  had  left  to  the 
place  whither  they  had  come.  Mammon  Hill  was  at  last  of 
one  mind;  not  much  was  said,  but  that  Mr.  Gilson  must 
hang  was  "  in  the  air."  It  was  at  this  critical  juncture  of  af- 
fairs that  on  a  misty,  moonlight  night  Mr.  Brentshaw  rode 
r'etly  up  alongside  a  person  who  was  evidently  leaving 
t  part  of  the  countrj',  laid  a  hand  upon  the  halter  con- 
necting Mr.  Gilson's  wrist  with  Mr.  Harper's  bay  mare,  tap- 
ped him  familiarly  on  the  cheek  with  the  barrel  of  a  navy 
revolver,  and  requested  the  pleasure  of  his  company  in  a  di- 
rection the  exact  opposite  of  that  in  which  he  was  traveling. 
It  was  indeed  rough  on  Gilson. 

On  the  morning  after  his  arrest  he  was  tried,  convicted, 
and  sentenced.  It  only  remains,  so  far  as  concerns  his 
earthly  career,  to  hang  him,  reserving  for  more  particular 
mention  his  last  will  and  testament,  which,  with  great  labor, 
he  contrived  in  prison,  and  in  which,  probably  from  some 
confused  and  imperfect  notion  of  the  rights  of  captors,  he 
bequeathed  every  thing  he  owned  to  his  "  lawfle  execketer," 
Mr.  Brentshaw.  The  bequest,  however,  was  made  conditional 
on  the  legatee  taking  the  testator's  body  from  The  Tree  and 
"  planting  it  white." 

So  Mr.  Gilson  was — I  was'about  to  say  "swung  off,"  but 
I  fear  there  h.as  been  already  something  too  much  of  slang 
in  this  straightforward  statement  of  facts ;  besides,  the 
manner  in  which  the  law  took  its  course  is  more  accurately 
described  in  the  terms  employed  by  the  judge  in  passing 
sentence — Mr.  Gilson  was  "  strung  up." 

In  due  season  .Mr.  Brentshaw,  somewhat  touched,  it  may 
be,  by  the  empty  compliment  of  the  bequest,  repaired  to  The 
Tree  to  pluck  the  fruit  thereof.  When  taken  down  the  body 
was  found  to  have  in  its  waistcoat  pocket  a  duly  attested 
codicil  to  the  will  already  executed.  Briefly  stated,  the  pur- 
port of  the  codicil  was  tliis  : 

Wlums.  at  div.jr.~  limes  .-ind  in  sundry-  places,  certain  pjrsons  had 
asserted  that  dunng  his  life  the  icstalor  had  rohbed  their  sluice-boxes  ; 
therefore,  if  dunng  the  five  ycare  next  succeeding  the  date  of  tiiis  in- 
stnimenl  any  one  siiould  make  proof  of  such  assetlion  before  a  court  of 
law  such  person  was  lo  receive  as  rep.iralion  the  entire  personal  and 
real  esute  of  which  the  testator  died  seized  and  possessed,  minus  the 
expenses  of  court  and  a  staled  compensation  lo  the  executor.  Henrv 
Clay  Brentshaw  ;  provided,  that  if  more  than  one  person  made  such 
proof  the  esuie  was  to  be  equally  divided  between  or  amongst  them. 
But  in  case  none  should  succeed  in  so  cslabliihing  the  testator's  guilt, 
then  the  whole  property,  minus  court  expenses,  as  aforesaid,  should  go 
lo  the  said  Henry  Clay  Breulshaw  for  tiis  own  use.  as  staled  in  the  will. 

The  s>-ntax  of  this  remarkable  document  was  perhaps  open 
to  critical  objection,  but  that  was  clearly  enough  the  meaning 
of  iL  The  orthography  conformed  to  no  recognized  system", 
but  being  mainly  phonetic  it  was  not  ambiguous.  In' truth, 
as  the  Judge  of  the  Probate  Court  remarked,  it  would  take 
nve  acts  to  beat  it.    Mr.  Brentshaw-  smiled  good-humoredly, 


and  after  performing  the  last  sad  rites  with  amusing  ostenta- 
tion, had  himself  duly  sworn  as  executor  and  conditional 
legatee  under  the  provisions  of  a  law  hastily  passed  (at  the 
instance  of  the  member  from  Mammon  Hill)  by  a  facetious 
Legislature  ;  which  law  was  afterward  discov-ered  to  have 
also  created  three  or  four  lucrative  offices,  and  authorized  the 
expenditure  of  a  considerable  sum  of  public  money  for  the 
construction  of  a  certain  railway  bridge  that  with  greater  ad- 
vantage might  perhaps  have  been  erected  on  the  line  of  some 
actual  or  projected  railway. 

Of  course  Mr.  Brentshaw  expected  neither  profit  from  the 
will  nor  litigation  in  consequence  of  its  unusual  provisions  ; 
Mr.  Gilson,  although  frequently  "flush,"  had  been  a  man 
whom  assessors  and  tax-collectors  were  well  satisfied  to  lose 
no  money  by.  But  a  careless  and  merely  formal  search 
amongst  his  papers  revealed  the  title  deeds  to  valuable  es- 
tates in  the  Ea^t,  and  certificates  of  deposit  for  incredible 
sums  in  banks  less  severely  scrupulous  than  that  of  Mr.  Jo. 
Bentley.  Altogetl:er,  the  property  amounted  to  a  sum  re- 
quiring for  expression  in  dollars  no  less  than  seven  figures. 

The  astounding  news  got  abroad  directly,  throwing  the  Hill 
into  a  fever  of  excitement.  The  .Mammon  Hill  Patriot, 
whose  editor  had  been  a  leading  spirit  in  the  proceedings 
which  resulted  in  Mr.  Gilson's  departure  from  New  Jerusa- 
lem, published  a  most  complimentary  obituary  notice  of  the 
deceased,  and  was  good  enough  to  call  attention  lo  the  fact 
that  his  degraded  contemporary  of  the  Squaw  Gulch  Clarion 
was  bringing  virtue  into  contempt  by  beslavering  with  flat- 
tery the  memory  of  one  who  in  life  had  spurned  the  vile  sheet 
as  a  nuisance  from  his  door.  Undeterred  by  the  press,  how- 
ever, claimants  unaer  the  will  were  not  slow  in  presenting 
themselves  with  their  evidence  ;  and,  great  as  was  the  Gilson 
estate;  it  appeared  conspicuously  paltry  considering  the  vast 
number  of  sluice-boxes  from  which  it  was  averred  to  have 
been  obtained.     The  country  rose  as  one  man  ! 

Mr.  Brentshaw  was  equal  to  the  emergency.  With  a 
shrewd  appreciation  of  humble  auxiliary  devices,  he  at  once 
erected  above  the  bones  of  his  benefactor  a  costly  monu- 
ment, overtopping  every  rough  head-board  in  the  cemetery, 
and  on  this  he  judiciously  caused  to  be  inscribed  an  epitaph 
of  his  own  composing,  eulogizing  the  honesty,  public  spirit, 
and  cognate  virtues  of  him  who  slept  beneath,  "a  victim  to 
the  unjust  aspersions  of  Slander's  viper  brood."  He  em- 
ployed the  best  legal  talent  to  defend  the  memory  of  his  de- 
parted friend,  and  for  five  long  years  the  Courts  of  this  State 
were  occupied  with  causes  growing  out  of  the  Gilson  bequest. 

Nor  was  the  battle  confined  to  the  temples  of  the  blind 
goddess.  It  invaded  the  press,  the  pulpit,  the  parlor.  It 
raged  in  the  mart,  the  exchange,  the  school ;  in  the  gulches, 
and  on  the  street  corners.  And  on  the  last  day  of  the 
memorable  lustrum  to  which  suits  for  the  Gilson  property 
were  limited  the  sun  went  down  upon  a  community  in  which 
the  moral  instinct  was  dead,  the  social  conscience  callous. 

On  the  night  of  that  daj-  it  so  happened  that  the  cemetery' 
in  which  lay  the  now  honored  ashes  of  the  late  Milton  Gil- 
son, Esq.,  was  partially  under  water.  Swollen  by  incessant 
rains.  Cat  Creek  had  spilled  an  angry  flood  over  its  banks, 
which,  after  scooping  out  unsightly  hollows  wherever  the  soil 
had  been  disturbed,  had  partially  subsided,  as  if  ashamed  of 
the  sacrilege,  leaving  exposed  much  that  had  been  piously 
concealed.  Even  the  famous  Gilson  monument,  the  pride 
and  glory  of  Mammon  Hill,  was  no  longer  a  standing  rebuke 
to  the  "viper  brood,"  but,  succumbing  to  the  sapping  cur- 
rent, had  toppled  prone  to  earth.  The  ghoulish  flood  had 
exhumed  the  poor,  decayed,  pine  coffin,  which  now  lay  half- 
lifted  from  the  grave,  in  pitiful  contrast  with  the  pompous 
monolith  that,  like  a  giant  note  of  admiration,  emphasized 
the  disclosure. 

To  this  depressing  spot,  drawn  by  some  subtile  fascination 
which  he  had  sought  neither  to  analyze  nor  resist,  came  Mr. 
Brentshaw.  He  seated  himself  pensively  on  the  prostrate 
monument,  tr>ing  by  the  uncertain  moonlight  to  spell  out 
the  noble  epitaph  which,  five  years  before,  he  had  com- 
posed with  a  chuckle  that  memory  had  not  recorded,  the 
tears  of  remorse  sprang  to  his  eyes  as  he  remembered  that 
he  had  been  mainly  instrumental  in  compassing  by  a  false 
accusation  this  good  man's  death. 

As  he  sat  there  torturing  himself  with  unavailing  regrets  a 
faint  shadow  fell  across  his  eyes.  Looking  toward  the  moon 
hanging  low  and  red  in  the  west,  he  saw  what  seemed  a 
vague,  watery  cloud  obscuring  her  disk;  but  as  it  moved  so 
that  her  beams  lit  up  one  side  of  it  he  perceived  the  clear, 
sharp  outline  of  a  human  figure.  The  chill  of  the  marble 
upon  which  he  sat  rose  that  instant  along  his  spine,  spread 
over  his  shoulders,  neck,  scalp,  penetrated  his  \'ery  bones 
and  pervaded  his  blood.  The  apparition  became  momen- 
tarily more  distinct,  and  grew,  visibly,  in  approach.  Dazed 
as  were  his  senses,  half-paralyzed  with  terror  and  confounded 
with  dreadful  imaginings,  Mr.  Brentshaw  yet  could  not  but 
perceive  in  this  unearthly  presence  a  strange  likeness  to  the 
mortal  part  of  the  late  >iilton  Gilson  as  that  gentleman  had 
appeared  when  taken  from  The  Tree.  The  similitude  was 
indeed  complete,  e\'en  to  the  bulging,  stony  eyes  and  a  cer- 
tain shadowy  circle  about  the  neck.  In  apparel  it  was  with- 
out coat  or  hat,  precisely  as  Mr.  Gilson  had  been  when  laid 
in  his  rough,  cheap  casket  by  the  not  ungentle  hands  of  Car- 
penter Pete — for  whom  some  one  had  long  since  performed 
the  same  kindly  oflice.  The  spectre,  if  spectre  it  was,  ap- 
peared to  have  something  in  its  hands. 

It  drew  nearer,  with  apparent  unconsciousness  of  Mr. 
Brentshaw,  pausing  at  last  beside  the  coffin  of  the  late  Mr. 
Gilson,  the  lid  of  which  was  awry,  half  disclosing  the  uncer- 
tain interior.  Bending  over  this,  the  phantom  seemed  to 
shake  into  it  from  a  basin  some  dark  substance  of  dubious 
consistency,  then  glided  stealthily  back  to  the  lowest  part  of 
the  cemetery.  Here  the  retiring  flood  had  stranded  a  num- 
ber of  open  coflins,  about  and  amongst  which  it  moved  with 
low  sobbings  and  stilly  whispers.  Stooping  over  one  of  the 
coffins,  the  apparition,  with  an  automatic,  mindless  regu- 
larity of  movement  indescribably  more  suggestive  of  death 
than  the  most  rigid  repose,  brushed  the  contents  into  a 
basin,  then,  returning  to  its  own  casket,  emptied  the  vessel 
into  that  as  before.  This  dismal  performance  was  repealed 
at  neariy  every  exposed  coffin,  the  ghost  sometimes  dipping 
the  basin  into  the  running  water  and  gently  agitating  it 
therein,  as  if  to  free  it  of  the  baser  clay,  always  hoarding  the 
remainder  in  its  own  bo.x.  In  short,  the  impenitent  spirit  of 
the  late  Milton  Gilson  v.-as  panning  out  the  dust  of  its  neigh- 
bors, and  with  ghastly  cupidity  adding  the  same  to  its  own. 

San  FL\fael,  October  30,  1878.  A.  G.  B. 


PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS, 


Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays." 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  Mr.  Herold's  orchestra  was  this 
week  compelled  to  forego  one  of  its  usual  rehearsals,  and  the 
added  fact  that  it  never  seems  to  have  had  quite  enough  of 
them  at  the  best  (and  that,  consequently,  the  loss  of  one  is 
really  a  very  serious  matter),  it  would  be  scarcely  fair  to  deal 
with  the  performance  at  last  Wednesday's  matinee  from  any 
severely  critical  standpoint.  In  such  cases  the  conductor — 
himself,  at  least,  quite  as  sensitive  to  all  shortcomings  as  the 
most  exacting  of  his  audience — is  entitled  to  sympathy  ;  and 
if,  under  such  circumstances,  we  get  anything  like  a  reason- 
ably smooth  performance,  one  without  mishaps  or  serious 
blemishes,  I,  for  one,  am  ready  to  be  easily  satisfied,  and 
carry  oft'  my  share  of  the  symphony  with  nothing  but  grat- 
itude to  the  giver  of  the  feast,  and  a  hope  that  all  may  go 
better  next  time.  I  wish  it  were  also  possible  to  look  for- 
ward to  better  programmes  in  the  future  ;  programmes  in 
which  the  search  for  novelties  might  carry  Mr.  Herold's  ex- 
perience of  the  repertory  backward  to  an  occasional  recol- 
lection of  the  fact  that  Mozart  and  Haydn  also  composed 
symphonies  that  will  still  bear  listening  to  ;  in  which  there 
should  be  recognizable  a  somewhat  more  logical  (I  won't  say 
resthetic,  although  that's  what  1  mean)  arrangement  of  the 
various  numbers,  or  in  which  one  might  occasionally  get 
through  an  afternoon  \vithout_/^;/rhorns,/c;//- trumpets  (cor- 
nets-a-piston),  and  three  trombones,  not  to  mention  side 
drums  and  triangle. 

Let  me  revert  for  a  moment  to  last  Wednesday's  matinee, 
one  of  the  noteworthy  features  of  which  was  Mr.  Schlott's 
performance  of  Mozart's  horn  concerto,  which,  if  not  entirely 
faultless  in  point  of  execution,  was  thoroughly  enjoyable  for 
its  beautiful  phrasing  and  chaste,  musical  interpretation. 
The  slow  (middle)  movement  was  rendered  as  it  might  have 
been  by  a  great  singer  of  the  old — now,  alas,  forgotten — 
Italian  school,  and,  to  those  who  had  ears  for  it,  was  the  one 
truly  artistic  moment  of  the  afternoon.  The  other  numbers 
were  Gade's  Fourth  Symphony  (in  B  flat),  Wagner's  Riensi 
ouverture  (horrid  row  !),  and  two  trifles,  Schumann's  Reverie 
and  Taubert's  Licbeslicd^  for  string  orchestra,  the  last  an 
unaccountably  rough  and  slovenly  performance. 


I  have  been  to  see  Fathiitza^  and  should  have  no  fault  to 
find  if  I  had  not  been  compelled  to  hear  it  at  the  same  time. 
It  is  really  very  pretty — all  but  the  music.  This  seems  to 
have  been  composed  for  the  express  purpose  of  satisfying  the 
world  that  Mr.  von  Suppe  {Wasser-Sitppe  I  should  call  him) 
can  tiot  write  pretty  music  for  more  than  four  consecutive 
measures,  and  that  when  he  does  happen  to  stumble  upon  a 
reasonably  interesting  phrase,  he  has  not  the  remotest  idea 
of  what  to  do  with  it.  He  seems  to  write  his  opera  bouffe 
under  protest,  never  permitting  himself  a  bit  of  pretty  mel- 
ody lest  he  should  appear  trivial.  The  musical  dreariness 
of  the  performance  is  heightened  by  the  fact  that  only  one 
of  the  company  (Lafontaine)  can  sing  his  part  even  accept- 
ably, and  that  it  is  in  the  main  so  overscored  that  it  is  well 
nigh  impossible  to  hear  what  little  voice  the  Misses  Cottrelly 
and  Prescott  have  available.  Mr.  Freeman  has  none,  and 
Mr.  Gates  might  almost  as  well  be  in  the  same  fix,  as  what 
he  has  is  of  no  use  to  him — or  anybody  else.  I  understand 
that  this  operetta  has  had  considerable  success  in  Ber- 
lin and  Vienna,  and  imagine  this  to  be  because  the  public 
of  those  cities  gets  its  fill  of  pretty  music,  and  is  occasion- 
ally right  glad  to  take  a  rest.  I  can  fancy  the  tuneful  Offen- 
bach, most  genial  purveyor  of  musical  cocktails,  as  he  laughs 
in  his  sleeve  (out  of  which  he  shakes  so  many  pretty  melo- 
dies; over  this  dreary  mass  of  musically  correct  how-not-to- 
do-it,  and  makes  his  compliments  to  Mr.  von  Supp^.  Fancy 
what  he,  or  even  Lecocq,  would  have  done  with  such  a  spark- 
ling, suggestive  libretto  to  work  upon.  They  would  have 
poured  you  out  charming  melodies  until  every  pretty  girl 
should  sing  them,  every  gamin  whistle,  and  every  organ 
grind  them.  And  Mr.  von  Suppd  gives — probably  the  best 
he  has;  but  a  sad  lot  of  rubbish  it  is,  to  be  sure. 

The  first  of  the  third  series  of  the  Schmidt  Quintette  Soi- 
rees took  place  at  Mercantile  Library  Hall  last  evening. 
The  subscription  list  is  encouragingly  full,  and  the  pro- 
gramme of  the  season  varied  and  interesting. 


I  want  to  suggest  to  some  of  the  piano  forte-playing  young 
ladies  who  heard  the  lovely  minitelio  from  Schubert's  Quar- 
tette in  A  minor  at  the  Quintette  Concert  last  night  (I  am 
writing  this  before  the  concert  lakes  place,  but  dare  not  wait 
until  next  week,  lest  they  should  have  forgotten  all  about  it 
including  the  minuetto)  that  Mr.  Perabo  has  arranged,  and 
Ditson  (I  believe)  published,  this  little  gem  for  a  single 
player,  and  that  it  is  well  worth — yes,  a  thousand  times  worth 
— the  trouble  they  will  find  in  learning  to  play  it.  At  the 
same  time  I  may  be  permitted  to  mention  a  fact  that  seems 
to  be  unaccountably  overlooked  by  the  majority  of  both 
teachers  and  players,  and  musicians  generally,  viz.  :  that  this 
same  Mr.  Schubert  wrote  a  great  deal  of  beautiful  music  for 
the  piano — sonatas,  impromptus,  fantaisies,  etc.,  for  two 
hands,  besides  a  perfect  bonanza  of  delightful  duets  [a  qtiatre 
jnains)  in  the  form  of  marches,  polonaises,  and  sonatas. 
Everybody  knows  Schubert's  songs — /.  e.  some  dozen  or 
score  of  them  out  of  over  five  hundred  and  odd  that  are 
printed — but  nobody  seems  to  know  or  care  much  about  his 
pianoforte  music,  and  yet  much  of  it  is  as  good  as  the  best  of 
the  songs.  _ 

The  death  of  Mr.  Joseph  Trenkle,  which  occurred  quite 
suddenly  on  the  19th  instant,  affects  me,  in  spite  of  the  mod- 
est and  retiring  nature  which  kept  him  almost  entirely  aloof 
from  the  public,  like  the  passing  from  among  us  of  a  promi- 
nent man,  and  indeed  I  doubt  not  that  there  are  many  who 
occupy  a  much  larger  share  of  the  public  attention  whom  we 
could  better  ha*'e  spared.  An  admirable  pianist,  and  cult- 
ured and  refined  gentleman,  he  worked  earnestly  and  con- 
scientiously as  a  teacher  of  his  instrument,  and  exerted  over 
his  numerous  pupils  the  most  noble  and  healthful  influence. 
His  work  was  not  for  a  day,  nor  will  the  result  of  it  be  speed- 
ily lost  to  us.     Like  all  that  is  of  the  best,  it  will  endure. 

S.  E. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CONFIDENTIAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


Walker,  Junior,  Addresses  that  Uncle  of  Mine. 


Phcen'ix  Club,  San  Francisco,  October  24. 
My  Dear  Uncle: — Miss  Ellie  Wilton  put  a  very  perti- 
nent question  to  the  gentleman  who  telegraphs  interesting, 
but  not  altogether  reliable,  intelligence  to  a  morning  paper, 
when  he  interviewed  her  touching  that  little  affair  of  Mr. 
Austin's.  She  asked  him  if  her  letters  were  to  be  treated  as 
public  property  because  she  belonged  to  the  theatrical  pro- 
fession. She  has  a  great  respect  for  her  profession,  but  that 
was  perhaps  not  a  fair  view  to  take  of  the  matter.  She  is  an 
attractive  lady,  and  has  mortally  offended  the  scandal-loving 
public  by  always  dressing  on  the  stage  with  great  taste.  She 
has  thereby  drawn  away  from  less  fortunate  ladies  an  admi- 
ration which  it  is  the  ambition  of  their  lives  to  obtain,  and  it 
would  doubtless  be  an  intense  gratification  to  those  iniser- 
ables  if  it  were  to  be  publicly  stated  that  ^Ir.  Austin  paid  for 
the  dresses.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  Miss  Ellie  Wilton 
paid  for  them  herself  She  had  a  good  salary'  at  the  Califor- 
nia Theatre,  "she  was  fortunate  in  stocks," (?)  why  there- 
fore should  she  not  pay  for  them  ?  But  it  is  not  to  take  up 
the  question  of  the  scandal  which  public  officials  have  fool- 
ishly made  about  an  actress  that  I  make  this  reference.  It  is 
entirely  in  connection  with  the  profession  that  I  comment 
upon  it.  It  shows  exactly  what  the  position  of  actors  and 
actresses  is.  The  theatrical  profession  is  one  of  the  border 
tribes  of  society — half  in,  half  out ;  half  acknowledged  and 
half  despised.  Of  all  its  members  there  are  few  really  free 
or  fit  to  enter  the  higher  circles,  and  by  whose  fault?  There 
may  be,  there  are,  honest,  honorable  men,  and  pure  and  virtu- 
ous women  on  the  stage.  There  are  many  of  them.  But  the 
question  is,  what  is  the  advantage  of  being  honest,  honorable, 
pure,  or  virtuous,  while  the  vast  mass  in  the  profession  keep 
the  tone  so  low  ?  I  fancy  that  most  of  the  trouble,  so  far  as 
the  public  are  concerned,  is  to  be  placed  to  the  account  of 
the  female  members.  It  must  be  admitted  that  the  men  who 
have  most  aided  in  forming  the  public  opinion  of  the  profes- 
sion are  not  dramatic  artists,  and  that  the  women  whose 
general  style  of  life  has  given  rise  to  this  impression  of  im- 
morality are  not  much  admired  by  their  associates.  But 
with  that  the  public  can  have  little  to  do,  if  dramatic  artists 
permit  themselves  to  be  classed  with  nigger  minstrels,  can-can 
dancers,  women  whose  talents  are  less  admirable  than  their 
legs  and  busts,  and  whose  appearance  and  behavior  off  the 
stage  do  not  give  any  high  impression  of  their  moral  charac- 
ter. The  question  is  one  upon  ivhich  a  good  deal  of  discus- 
sion could  be  raised,  discussion  which  I  have  no  intention  of 
entering  into.  I  have  met  many  actors  who  have  bitterly 
complained  that  the  profession  is  rudely  abused  and  villain- 
ously maltreated  by  the  public.  They  have  told  me  that  the 
opinion  as  to  the  immorality  of  the  women  on  the  stage  is 
much  exaggerated ;  that  virtue  is  the  rule,  and  vice  the  ex- 
ception. Many  of  these  pleaders  have  been  married,  but  I 
have  found,  in  not  a  few  cases,  that  they  would  not  permit 
their  wives  to  act — a  very  sad  and  suggestive  commentar)^ 
I  once  knew  a  very  sprightly  little  soubrette.  She  was 
adored  by  the  gallery  and  bald-heads,  and  crowded  the  pit 
when  she  appeared  in  tights.  I  was  somewhat  fascinated 
myself,  and  I  made  her  acquaintance.  Suppers  and  hacks 
to  the  Cliff  House  were  more  expensive  in  those  days,  my 
dear  uncle,  and  my  allowance  was  not  always  sufficient  to 
enable  me  to  carry  on  the  liaison  without  severe  pinching  to 
hide  it  from  your  avuncular  eyes.  But  I  did.  She  was  not 
very  learned.  She  had  a  rude  way  of  treating  waiters  and 
hackmen,  and  even  used  to  address  me  in  language  which 
produced  a  momentary  chill  on  my  devotion.  She  some- 
times said  she  loved  me,  but  that  was  when  the  champagne 
had  got  into  her  head.  Champagne  produced  the  same 
effect  in  her  head  that  her  fascination  produced  in  my  heart. 
She  had  had  a  husband,  "  God  knows  when,"  and  he  was 
living  in  divorcement,  "God  knows  where."  That  was  vague. 
There  were  times  when  she  denied  his  existence.  But  she 
was  good.  She  loved  a  glass  of  wine,  and  would  put  her 
arms  around  me  quite  affectionately,  but  she  was  a  Sunday- 
school  scholar.  She  would  even  rehearse  little  love  scenes 
with  me,  and  I  could  see  her  repeat  almost  to  literalness 
the  whole  business  on  the  stage  the  next  night.  1  adored 
her  to  distraction.  I  was  not  foolish  enough  to  tell  any- 
body all  about  my  adventure.  I  kept  it  quiet.  Young  Dodd 
was  my  intimate  companion  then.  One  night  I  introduced 
him  to  her.  He  was  enchanted.  I  found  she  had  frequent 
engagements  after  that.  Young  Dodd  was  always  asking 
me  to  take  him  round  to  supper  with  us  when  I  did  meet 
her.  It  did  not  strike  me  as  strange  that  he  always  knew  of 
such  engagements.  He  said  she  was  such  a  nice,  pleasant, 
frank,  innocent  little  girl  that  he  wished  he  knew  her  as  well 
as  I  did.  I  introduced  Young  Bilkins  to  her.  Young  Bilkins 
was  agreeably  surprised.  He  always  thought  soubrettes 
were  so  co;ii=c.  SIic  had  more  frequent  engagements  than 
ever.  I  introduced  Young  Spiffles  to  her  ;  she  was  the  most 
charming  girl  he  had  ever  met.  He  envied  me,  too,  but  I 
never  saw  her  after  that ;  she  was  always  engaged.  One 
fatal  night  I  took  my  stand  outside  of  the  theatre  door  as 
usual.  A  man  came  up  and  leaned  against  a  lamp-post  a 
little  up  the  street.  He  was  covered  up  in  coat-collar.  An- 
other man,  also  all  coat-collar,  sauntered  by  and  stopped  op- 
posite a  fruit  store.    A  third  man  came  up  and  stood  with 


his  back  against  the  window  next  the  theatre  door.  A  rustle 
of  a  dress.  Suddenly  the  door  opened  ;  we  all  met,  Bilkins, 
Dodd,  Spiffles,  and  myself,  and  she  came  out  with  the  stage 
manager,  carrying  a  satchel.  She  said  :  "  Gentlemen,  I  am 
happy  to  have  had  this  opportunity  of  saying  good-bye.  I 
go  to-morrow."  We  walked  up  the  street,  went  into  an  oys- 
ter saloon,  turned  down  our  collars,  and  I  said  :  "  Boys,  I'll 
pay  the  bill."  I  accidentally  stumbled  across  her  husband  in 
New  York  last  year.  He  had  never  been  divorced  that  he 
knew,  and  wanted  to  punch  my  head  for  insinuating  that  his 
wife  had  ever  been  guilty  of  any  impropriety.  1  immediately 
explained  that  I  meant  another  lady.  He  invited  me  to  call, 
which  I  did  not  do.  I  am  not  going  to  say  that  she  was  im- 
moral, but  perhaps  good  people,  not  so  given  to  wickedness 
as  myself,  would  hesitate  before  they  committed  themselves 
to  an  opinion  of  her  character.  This  was  only  fun,  no  doubt. 
No  doubt  she  was  true  to  her  husband  ;  I  can  not  say. 
Spiffles,  Bilkins,  Dodd,  and  myself  had  much  the  same 
opinion  of  her,  and  it  did  not  agree  with  her  husband's. 
Having  been  so  deceived  by  a  lady  whose  reputation  was 
only  for  frankness  and  freedom  as  opposed  to  license,  I  de- 
termined that  if  ever  I  fell  in  love  again  it  would  be  with  one 
whose  character  should  not  disappoint  me.  I  did  fall  in  love 
with  a  "second  lady."  I  believe  thats  what  her  position 
was  called  on  the  stage.  She  was  not  a  lady  of  any  great 
ability.  She  had  any  number  of  friends,  who  told  me  all 
sorts  of  stories  about  her.  Ever>'  one  of  them  knew  little 
incidents  in  her  career.  She  was  frequently  seen  going  out 
to  the  Cliff  House  by  moonlight,  had  supper  parties  in  her 
rooms,  was  free  of  speech,  not  particular  as  to  manners  ;  in 
fact,  not  in  the  least  a  woman  by  whom  respect  would  be 
appreciated.  This  was  what  I  was  told.  Didn't  every  in- 
formant "know  it  for  a  fact?"  Hadn't  one  half  of  them 
been  at  her  rooms  at  these  suppers,  and  hadnt  they  seen 
her  kick  a  man's  hat  off  as  he  came  into  the  room  ?  How 
to  get  introduced  to  her  was  the  question.  I  was  told  to  go 
and  call  without  ceremon}- ;  she  didn't  mind  that.  My  in- 
stincts were  opposed  to  rudeness,  even  to  a  woman  like  this. 
Still,  one  might  take  me  for  a  fool  if  I  did  not  treat  her  as 
other  men  treated  her.  I  conceded  so  much  to  my  self-re- 
spect that  I  framed  some  business  with  her,  I  don't  know 
what.  I  called  at  the  hotel ;  I  sent  up  my  card.  The  boy 
came  down  and  said  the  lady  would  see  me.  I  thought  of 
that  kicking  peculiarity  as  I  went  up  stairs,  and  I  mechani- 
cally took  off  my  hat.  The  boy  pointed  out  a  door  to  me 
and  left.  1  stood  a  moment,  nerving  myself  for  the  encoun- 
ter with  coarseness  and  vulgarity.  What  would  she  look 
like  !  She  would  be  lying  in  a  loose  dressing-gown  or  read- 
ing a  novel  and  smoking  a  cigarette.  Well,  I  w  as  ready  for 
her.  I  knocked.  A  pleasant  voice  called  out :  "  Come  in." 
1  opened  the  door.  There  she  was,  quietly  and  elegantly 
dressed  in  black  silk,  a  perfect  lady-like  figure,  rising  with  a 
charming  smile  to  greet  me.  Surely,  I  had  got  into  the 
wrong  room  !  It  was  elegantly  furnished,  a  profusion  of 
pretty  nicknacks  tastefully  arranged,  a  large  easel  standing 
there  with  a  beautiful  picture  resting  on  it,  a  stand  of  flowers 
on  the  mantelpiece,  a  magnificent  ornamental  centre  piece 
facing  me,  a  canary  in  a  cage  by  the  window,  and  in  her  hand 
a  copy  of  Tennyson's  Jdyls  of  the  King.  Her  voice  came 
like  music  ;  her  hand,  with  only  one  or  two  plainly  beautiful 
rings  on  the  finger,  grasped  mine  with  the  soft  touch  of  per- 
fect breeding,  and  then  waved  me  to  a  chair  neatly  adorned 
with  some  delicate  covering.  She  said  she  was  pleased  to 
meet  me,  and  asked  me  in  gentlest  tones  what  was  the  occa- 
sion of  my  call.  My  dear  uncle,  if  I  ever  felt  small,  insig- 
nificant, infinitesimal  in  my  life,  it  was  before  this  "second 
lady  "  of  the — theatre.  My  first  impulse  was  to  apologize  for 
calling  at  all  and  back  out ;  but  there  was  such  a  repose  in 
her  manner,  such  a  fascinaiiun  m  her  smile,  that  I  stumbled 
through  my  mission — which,  fortunately,  was  a  plausible  one 
— and  made  one  of  the  pleasantest  acquaintances  of  my  life. 
What  was  her  history  ?  A  simple  one.  She  had  been  well 
educated,  tenderly  brought  up,  accustomed  to  luxury  and 
ease.  The  common  misfortune  called  bad  luck  came  to  her, 
and  she  had  to  seek  a  livelihood.  Gifted  with  taste  and  ed- 
ucation, she  tried  the  stage.  She  lived  her  hfe  quietly  and 
modestly,  made  few  acquaintance,  and  many  enemies.  Men, 
whose  lives  were  spent  in  haunting  the  green  room,  sought 
her  affections  and  offered  her  bribes.  These  she  refused,  and 
jealousy  and  malice  set  to  work  on  her  reputation.  Her  sal- 
ary was  not  large,  but  taste  made  up  for  her  slender  means  ; 
and  so  I  found  her.  I  have  given  you  a  contrast  in  theatri- 
cal life.  It  is  not  an  uncommon  contrast  by  any  means,  but 
it  is  a  very  unhappy  one.  It  is  the  combination  that  is  the 
mistake  ;  and  if  anybody  is  to  blame  for  the  combination  it 
is  the  business.  Money  is  the  cause  of  all  the  profession  has 
to  endure  of  ignominy.  In  haste  to  get  rich,  there  is  no  time 
to  spare  to  elevate  the  tone  of  the  stage.  A  woman  who  will 
draw  people  to  the  theatre — a  woman  whose  talent  may  be 
infinitesimal,  but  whose  limbs  or  whose  style  is  attractive, 
whatever  may  be  her  private  character,  is  the  requirement. 
Women  whose  modesty  and  virtue  can  scarcely  stand  the 
rude  shock  this  naturally  gives  them,  dare  not  think  of  going 
on  the  stage  ;  naturally  their  places  can  be  filled  by  less  par- 
ticular females,  who  have  their  own  object  in  view  before  the 
pubUc.  The  company  is  reduced  in  tone  by  unworthy  "stars," 
and  worthy  "stars"  have  to  accept  whatever  company  they 
are  offered.  Again,  theatrical  women  are  more  or  less  thrust 
into  the  public  eye.  They  are  talked  about  in  the  clubs,  on 
the  street,  in  the  bar-room,  as  a  matter  of  necessity.  They 
encourage  this  by  putting  their  names  in  big  letters  on  big 
bills  to  be  pasted  on  big  boards  ;  and  part  of  their  advertis- 
ing is  that  ever)'body  shall  know  their  business.  And  what 
business  is  it  of  mine  ?  None,  my  dear  uncle,  except  that  I 
know  the  acquaintance  of  theatrical  women  to  be  expensive 
and  dangerous  and  undesirable,  especially  to  old  fellows  with 
bank  accounts,  and  I  don't  want  you  to  make  the  fool  of 
yourself  that  I  hear,  and  fear,  you  contemplate  doing.  I 
have  had  the  experience — please  save  the  family  the  expense 
of  buying  it  over  again.  This  I  beg  of  you. 
Your  ver>-  affectionate  nephew,  Walker,  Junior. 


BONBONS.-FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE, 


The  man  who  fails  in  business  but  continues  to  live  in  lux- 
ury is  a  thief. 

Elder  sister  (to  little  one  who  appears  to  take  great  inter- 
est in  Mr.  Skibbens) — "Come,  little  pet,  it  is  time  your  eyes 
were  shut  in  sleep." 

Little  pet — "  Guess  not.  Mother  told  me  to  keep  my  eyes 
open  when  you  and  Mr.  Skibbens  were  together." 


Customer — "Look  here,  this  meat  is  tainted.  It's  quite 
offensive."' 

Restaurant-keeper — "Yes,  I  think  you're  right, but  I  didn't 
tell  you — I  thought  it  might  spoil  your  appetite." 


The  sand-lots  are  right  in  their  position  assumed  in  refer- 
ence to  the  taxation  of  church  property.  There  is  no  propo- 
sition more  absolutely  indefensible  than  that  church  prop- 
erty should  be  exempt  from  paying  its  just  quota  of  taxes. 
The  folly  of  Wellock  will  confound  the  wisdom  of  Shaffer  in 
any  argument  that  can  be  made  upon  this  proposition.  The 
tax-payers  will  be  with  the  labor  party  in  issues  of  this  kind. 


A  coxcomb,  talking  of  the  transmigration  of  souls,  says  ; 
"In  the  time  of  Moses  I  have  no  doubt  I  was  a  golden  calf." 
"  Very  likely,"  replies  a  lady;   "time  has  robbed  you  of 
nothing  but  the  gilding." 


"I  admit,"  said  one  dramatist  of  another,  "that  he  has  wit, 
but  it  is  heavy  wit" 

"Heavy  wit?  WTiat  difference  is  there  between  heavy  wit 
and  any  other  kind  of  wit?" 

"Precisely  the  difference  that  there  is  between  a  smell  and 
a  perfume." 

Billiard-playing  Husband  f  who  claims  that  important 
lodge  meetings  keeps  him  out  so  late  at  night) — "Goodness 
gracious,  Addie,  what  are  you  doing  in  this  billiard  saloon  ?" 

Neglected  Wife — "  Oh,  1  thought  I  would  like  to  enjoy 
some  of  your  society  ;  and  as  the  children  don't  often  see 
you,  I  brought  them  along  with  me.  Keep  right  on  with 
your  '  lodge  business,'  I  have  got  my  sewing  and  I  can  wait 
until  you  are  ready  to  go  home." 

She  doesn't  have  to  wait  long. 


"  Don't  I  envy  Louis  James,  though,"  observed  a  husband 
to  his  wife  in  an  unguarded  moment. 

"  And  don't  /  envy  Mary  Anderson,"  she  responded. 
And  there  was  a  lull. 


"  I  thought  you  had  a  dreadful  row  with  X — ,  but  you  al- 
ways seem  to  be  together  now  ;  have  you  made  it  up  with 
him?" 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  detest  him  cordially.  But  I  deter- 
mined to  make  him  uncomfortable,  so  I've  become  fi-iends 
with  him  again  so  as  to  have  the  chance  to  say  disagreeable 
things  to  him." 

"What  is  meant  by  conscience  ?"  asks  an  English  school- 
master of  his  class. 

"  A  hinward  monitor,"  is  the  almost  simultaneous  reply. 

"  And  what  do  you  understand  by  a  mo7iitor?  " 

"A  hiron-clad,"  exultingly  yells  an  intelligant  youth. 


There  is  only  one  moment  in  the  life  of  a  San  Jos^  girl 
that  can  compare  in  satisfaction  with  that  when  a  lo\'er  de- 
clares his  intentions.  It  is  when  her  pretty  fifigers  close  on 
the  mosquito  that  has  been  haunting  the  back  of  her  neck, 
and  rolls  him  up  slowly  and  luxuriously  into  a  pill. 


A  Detroit  citizen  breaks  up  a  brisk  fight  between  two  boys, 
and,  crowding  the  largest  up  against  an  ash  barrel,  says  : 

''  It  is  a  terrible  thing  for  a  boy  like  you  to  be  righting," 

"I'd  a  licked  him  if  you  hadn't  come  up!" 

"Suppose  you  had.  Do  you  want  to  be  considered  a  dog? 
Why  don't  you  try  and  be  a  good  boy  and  get  along  peace- 
fully with  ever^'body  ?  Suppose  you  had  rolled  off  the  wharf 
and  been  drowned  ?  " 

"Spos'n  I  hadn't,  too  !  It's  the  good  boys  who  get 
drowned !" 

"What!^' 

"It's  so,  and  I  kin  prove  it  !  I'll  bet  a  dollar  agin  a  cent 
that  more  Sunday-school  boys  have  been  drowned  this  year* 
than  bad  'uns !" 

The  man  reflects,  and  does  not  dispute  the  assertion. 

"And  more  run  over  by  the  cars,"  continues  the  boy. 

No  answer  again. 

"And  more  of  'em  got  sick  and  died ;  and  I'll  bet  I've  got 
more  money  and  have  more  fun  than  any  good  boy  in  town. 

"But  the  good  are  rewarded,"  quietly  observes  the  man. 

"So  are  the  bad,"  replies  the  boy.  "I'll  bet  I  make  fifty 
cents  before  dark  I" 

"But  the  good  are  respected." 

"So  am  1.  I  kin  go  up  to  the  post-office  and  borr>' $3 
'thout  any  security,  and  I'll  bet  ten  to  five  you  can't !  Come, 
now — put  up  or  shut  up  I " 


Mary  had  a  little  lamp  ; 

Her  lover  all  serene, 
Extinguished  it,  for  he  did  not 

Want  any  caress  seen. 

Solution, — Let  -r  equal  "  care?-=;,"  and  x  plus  y  equal  "caress  seen  :  "  then  x 
plus,^  plus  n  win  equal  "  kerosene,"  and  we  have  the  answer  thus  ; 
Extinguished  it,  for  he  did  not 
Want  any  kerosene. 

When  Mary  saw  the  lamp  put  out 

She  screamed:  "Oh,  dear,  it's  dark!" 
"But  bright  enough,"  her  lover  said, 
"With  delight  of  a  spark.' 

Sfliilion. — Let  y  equal  "delight,"  and  ^  plus ^  equal  a  hyphen  (-),  when  y  plus 

k   plus  ^  will   equal    "de-lighl,"  which  reduced  to  United  States  means  '  the 

light.  "     Nott: — a.  The  word   "delight"  refers  to  the  joys  of  courtship,     h.     n 

some  countries  "  spark  "  and  "  courting  "  are  synon>Tnojs  terms.     Therefore, 

"But  bright  enough,"  her  lover  said, 

"  tt'iih  the  light  of  a  spark." 

What  makes  the  youth  love  Mary  so? 

I'll  tell  you— she's  a  caich  ; 
And  he  put  out  the  lamp,  you  know, 

So  he  might  strike  a  match. 

Solitdon. — This  is  vcr>'  simple,  and  can  be  solved  by  mental  process.  _  The 
young  man  extinguished  the  lamp  so  that  be  could  have  the  fun  of  striking  a 
match  and  lighting  it  again. 


The  owner  of  Box  no,  York,  Neb.,  writes  to  the  Post- 
master of  Chicago:  ^ 

"  I  hear  there  is  plenty  of  women  that  would  like  a  home. 
I  would  like  to  correspond  with  one  soon   if  you  ;  1  -    >' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN. 


Translated  lor  the  Argonaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  FeuiUet. 


IcoMiNi-Ea  rtmit  l.*st  mu»ek.1 

C^cile  put  the  three  louis  into  the  hand  of  the  fair  Uttle 
maiden,  saying:  "There,  dear  !  Don't  crj-  any  more,"  and 
kissed  her  with  a  smack  on  both  cheeks.  We  then  continued 
our  march.  Ci!cile  seemed  a  little  thoughtful,  and  after  tak- 
ing a  few  steps  said  to  Captain  d'Llblis: 

"  Why  didn't  you  want  to  drink  after  me  .' ' 

"  Because,  as  I  had  the  honor  to  tell  you,  Mademoiselle,  1 
don't  like  milk." 

"  Don't  tell  a  story;  you  meant  it  to  be  another  lesson. 
When  we  get  ten  shall  we  make  a  cross  ?  1  don't  tind  fault 
with  you,  seriously.  I  feel  that  1  improve  much  in  your  so- 
ciety, Captain,  anil  that,  after  a  little  more  of  this  discipline, 
I  shall  become  a  miniature  perfection. " 

There  was  more  truth  than  she  thought  in  her  playful 
words.  She  had  great  respect  for  .Monsieur  d'Eblis,  and  is 
under  restraint  in  his  presence.  She  consults  him  with  her 
eyes  in  spite  of  herself,  to  see  if  her  acts  or  gestures  dis- 
please him,  and  often  stops  short  in  the  midst  of  her  frolics 
if  she  discovers  the  slightest  sign  of  disappointment  in  his  ex- 
pression. While  she  chews  the  bit,  she  recognizes  her  mas- 
ter and  obeys  him.  In  short,  she  feels  in  a  high  degree,  as 
every  one  else  does,  the  power  of  this  firm  yet  gentle  charac- 
ter, of  this  haughty  and  somewhat  disdainful  spirit.  This 
association  with  .Nlonsieur  d'liblis,  if  she  could  profit  by  it, 
would  be  salutary  for  her.  Only  he  and  I,  in  all  the  world, 
e.xercise  this  control  over  her.  Ah  1  if  ever,  if  ever  the  dream 
I  have  cradled  comes  to  anything,  this  dear  creature,  shield- 
ed on  every  side  by  our  love  and  influence,  might  indeed  be- 
come perfection  as  she  says,  and  the  most  lovable  of  perfec- 
tions. 

yu/y  sollt. — I  am  again  quite  overcome  and  disturbed  by 
a  conversation  I  have  just  had  with  Cocile.  Affected  by  the 
reproaches  which  she  addressed  me  the  other  day,  I  com- 
menced again  with  much  earnestness  my  consideration  of 
the  relative  merits  of  the  Messieurs  de  \'alnesse,  and  after 
much  thought  had  selected  .Monsieur  Rene  as  being  of  a 
much  more  serious  character  and  a  more  cultivated  intellect 
than  his  cousin.  Just  now,  after  breakfast,  I  said  in  a  con- 
lidential  way  to  Cdcile  that  1  wished  to  spe.ik  to  her. 

'*  \'ery  well,"  she  answered,  drily,  "  and  what  about  .^ '' 

"  Wh) ,  about  w  hat  interests  you  so  much." 

"  Nothing  interests  me  so  much.    But  let's  hear." 

Somewhat  surprised  at  this  beginning,  1  led  her  away  to 
the  pine  trees  in  the  park. 

"  Well,  dear,"  I  said,  "  my  choice  is  made." 

"  .-\h,  well,  you  took  plenty  of  time  for  it." 

"  The  choice  will  be  all  the  better  for  that,"  replied  I, 
laughing,  and  then  began  to  recount  my  many  hesitations, 
and  to  enumerate  all  the  reasons  which  seemed  to  make  the 
balance  lean  toward  .Monsieur  Rene.  She  listened  to  me 
w-ith  a  peculiar  expression,  and  with  closed  lips  and  wander- 
ing eyes,  striking  now  and  then  the  trunks  of  the  trees  with 
the  tip  of  her  parasol.     When  I  had  finished,  she  said: 

"  There  is  one  trouble  about  this,  and  that  is,  I  prefer  the 
other." 

"What  other?" 

"Why,  Monsieur  Henri,  of  course." 

"  The  trouble  is  not  a  very  great  one,  dearest,  for,  as  1 
have  told  you  before,  these  gentlemen  differ  but  slightly  in 
character.  There  are  in  fact  only  shades  of  difference  be- 
tween them,  and  from  this  equality  of  good  and  suitable 
qualities  and  merits,  it  is  clear  that  your  own  taste  should 
guide  you  to  a  selection." 

"  So, "  replied  Cc'cile,  "  you  >vant  to  marry  Monsieur  Ren^?" 

"  But  I  am  not  in  question." 

"  Well,  but  would  you  marry  him  if  you  were  at  liberty  to 
do  so  ? " 

"  No.'' 

"Why:-" 

"  Because  1  do  not  love  him." 

"  That  is  to  say  he  is  not  worthy  of  you,  but  is  good  enough 
for  OT^." 

"  Darling,"  replied  I,  quietly,  "if  you  love  me,  please  let 
us  postpone  this  inifrview  to  some  time  when  you  are  in 
better  humor." 

"  No,"  cried  she,  shaking  her  parasol.  "This  is  really  in- 
credible, and  it  wounds  me  deeply  to  see  how  much  you  all 
want  to  get  rid  of  me — my  father,  my  aunt,  and  finally  your- 
self. But  I  am  not  your  slave.  One  can  not  marry  off  girls 
by  main  force,  and  1  tell  you  very  decidedly,  my  dear,  as  I 
would  tell  my  father  and  my  aunt,  /  don't  -wish  to  marry^ 

"  As  for  that,"  said  I,  "nothing  is  easier,  my  dear  child." 

"  I  prefer  a  hundred  limes  to  go  back  to  the  convent.'' 

"  Excuse  me,  it  is  not  to  a  convent  you  ought  to  go,  but 
to  an  asylum.     I  am  going  to  my  room." 

I  was  about  to  leave  her,  for  my  patience,  great  as  it  is 
usually,  became  exhausted,  when  she  caught  me  by  the  arm. 

"  Charlotte,  do  not  abandon  me,  for  1  am  so  unhappy," 
said  she  in  ner  tender  way,  and  throwing  herself  upon  my 
neck  she  began  to  cry.  1  was  deeply  concerned,  and  at  the 
words, "  1  am  unhappy,"  a  sudden  light  flashed  into  my  mind, 
which  filled  me  with  alarm. 

"  But,  come,"  murmured  I,  between  the  caresses  which  I 
heaped  upon  her,  "  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  ?  What  troub- 
les you  ? " 

Bending  down  her  head,  she  answered  in  disjointed  words : 
"  Nothing,  oh,  nothing.    I  don't  know.    I  really  don't  know." 

When  1  saw  that  she  was  more  composed,  1  again  pressed 
her  with  questions  ;  and  she  looked  at  me  fixedly  for  a  mo- 
ment, as  though  on  the  point  of  confiding  her  secret  to  me, 
then  she  sighed  and  remained  silent.  Finally,  she  was  able 
to  give  me  a  sort  of  explanation  as  to  the  cause  of  her  dis- 
tress and  her  emotion.  .As  long  as  marriage  appeared  to  her 
afar  ofi^  she  contemplated  it  with  the  carelessness  of  a  child, 
but  as  it  came  nearer  and  more  real  she  could  better  under- 
stand its  serious  character,  and  drew  back  from  a  determi- 
nation which  would  carry  with  it  the  happiness  or  the  misery 
of  her  whole  life.  She  concluded  by  begging  me  to  allow 
her  a  few  days  more  in  which  to  reflect  upon  it. 

1  simply  observed  that  she  forced  those  gentlemen  to  a 
somewhat  lengthy  discipline,  and  should  she  remain  some 
time  longer  » ithout  manifesting  a  preference  for  one  or  the 
other,  we  might  fear  to  see  them  depart  some  fine  morning 
completely  discouraged. 


"And  a  pleasant  journey  to  them,"  added  Cdcile.  We 
went  in.  1  sought  my  room  immediately,  m  haste  to  be 
alone  and  to  try  to  put  some  order  and  quiet  into  my  thoughts. 
1  did  not  succeed.  My  head  and  my  heart  are  utterly  con- 
fused. It  is  impossible  for  me  to  mistake  Cecile's  sentiments. 
Her  sudden  indifference  to  the  Messieurs  de  \*alnesse,  her 
words,  her  silence,  her  tears,  are  not  to  be  interpreted  in  two 
ways.     She  loves,  or  thinks  she  loves.  Monsieur  d'Eblis. 

That  is  her  secret.  Great  God  !  is  it  possible  ?  Of  all  the 
troubles  which  could  be  inflicted  upon  me,  of  all  the  afflic- 
tions which  my  imagination  conld  conceive  of,  this  would  as- 
suredly be  the  bitterest.  .\  rivalry  of  the  heart,  a  contest  of 
jealousy  between  Cccile  and  me — a  battle  in  which  I  must 
sacrifice  either  the  dearest  friendship  or  the  dearest  love. 
Oh,  what  an  ordeal  !  And  I  have  not  even  an  opportunity 
to  pray  God  to  deliver  me  from  it,  for  it  is  here — it  is  already 
upon  me. 

I  may  do  my  best,  and  try  with  all  the  strength  of  mind 
which  is  in  me,  to  ele\ate  my  thoughts,  but  1  can  not  bear  to 
see  that  love  which  1  would  call  mine  given  to  another.  1 
can  not.  All  that  I  can  do,  and  1  will  do  it,  is  to  enter  this 
contest  with  a  straight-forwardness  and  a  loyalty  which  will 
be  irreproachable  ;  to  say  no  word  that  may  injure  Cc^cile, 
nor  even  one  that  might  help  me  too  much  ;  to  wait  with  a 
bleeding  heart,  but  peaceful  conscience,  until  he  chooses  be- 
tween us.  If  finally  he  should  choose  me,  Cocile  would  suf- 
fer cruelly  without  doubt,  poor  girl  !  Nevertheless,  knowing 
her  as  1  do,  I  believe  that,  lively,  tender,  buoyant  as  her 
spirit  is,  she  would  be  consoled  in  time.  1,  never  !  From 
the  very  beginning  his  inclination  led  him  rather  toward  me 
than  toward  her.  \  woman  can  not  be  deceived  in  such 
things.  .My  grandmother,  too,  Jias  remarked  it;  and  thus, 
though  I  am  far  from  worthy  of  it,  there  is,  it  seems  to  me, 
between  our  two  persons  and  our  two  characters  more  that 
is  sympathetic  and  harmonious.  Since  that  sweet  evening 
when  we  seemed  to  understand  each  other  so  well,  1  have 
found  him,  it  is  true,  somewhat  cold  and  reserved.  But  he 
must  have  something  on  his  mind  ;  and  he  has  seemed  to  be 
more  occupied  with,  or,  to  speak  more  truly,  more  curious 
about  Cocile.  She  amuses  him,  I  think,  more  than  she 
pleases  him,  but  w-ho  knows  ?  Ah,  my  darling,  my  darling, 
what  pain  you  are  giving  me  ! 

They  are  calling  me  for  the  afternoon  walk.  Monsieur 
d'Eblis  accompanies  us  ;  and,  now  that  my  eyes  are  opened, 
the  slightest  circumstance,  the  least  detail,  may  become  a 
positive  revelation. 

Evaiin^^  of  the  same  day, — A  singular  adventure  happened 
to  Cecile  in  the  course  of  our  walk.  We  got  into  the  car- 
riage about  two  o'clock  to-day  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  Cur^  de 
Louvercy,  who  had  made  up  a  fishing  party  for  us.  His  par- 
sonage, which  adjoins  the  church,  is  some  kilometres  from 
the  chateau,  and  on  a  small  river  which  is,  1  think,  a  branch 
of  the  Eure.  One-half  of  our  party  took  possession  of  the 
parsonage  garden,  which  is  on  a  peninsula  running  out  into 
the  river,  and  made  preparations  for  fishing.  Monsieur 
d'Eblis,  Madame  de  Chagres,  her  husband,  and  1  remained 
in  the  cemetery,  which  is  one  of  the  prettiest  village  ceme- 
teries one  ever  saw.  The  church  itself,  hidden  among  the 
trees,  is  a  graceful  monument  of  the  fifteenth  century,  whose 
porch  and  ogival  windows  are  perfect  jewels  of  car^■ing. 
Monsieur  d'Eblis  proposed  to  draw  it.  Chairs  were  brought, 
and  we  formed  a  group  about  him.  watching  him  as  he 
worked,  and  admiring  at  the  same  time  the  play  of  light 
upon  the  water  and  through  the  leaves,  for  the  day  was  su- 
perb. At  the  end  of  the  wood  which  runs  by  the  cemetery 
an  ancient  bridge  is  thrown  across  the  river,  and  opposite, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  water,  there  is  a  rocky  hill  crowned 
w-ith  a  patch  of  green.  We  were  enjoying  it  all  under  the 
shade  of  an  old  yew  tree,  which,  owing  to  the  heat,  gave  out 
a  resinous  odor. 

Cecile  made  her  appearance  after  a  little  while,  having 
become  tired  of  fishing,  and  also  perhaps  of  the  absence  of 
Monsieur  d'Eblis.  She  came  flying  and  running  about  him 
like  a  butterfly ;  then  she  ran  around  the  little  cemetery, 
reading  the  epitaphs  in  a  low  tone.  But  one  thing  above  all 
the  rest  attracted  her  attention,  and  soon  absorbed  it  com- 
pletely :  some  one  had  died  in  the  village,  and  a  grave  had 
been  dug  in  the  middle  of  the  cemetery  which  would  doubt- 
less be  filled  the  next  morning.  This  open  grave  awakened 
an  extraordinary  interest  in  the  mind  of  Cecile,  and  after 
approaching  it  several  times  with  a  mixture  of  fear  and  cu- 
riosity, she  became  emboldened  and  wanted  to  look  at  the 
bottom  of  iL  This  was  difficult,  because  on  ail  sides  it  was 
surrounded  by  piles  of  earth  and  stones,  which  had  been 
taken  out  of  it,  and  which  gave  way  under  one's  feet,  '^'et 
she  clung  to  her  idea,  and  for  the  purpose  of  stooping  over 
the  grave  without  danger,  she  took  hold  of  the  top  of  a  little 
cypress  tree  which  grew  on  a  hillock  near  by  with  one  hand, 
and  leaning  on  her  parasol  with  the  other,  we  saw  her  bend 
her  delicate  bust  over  and  plunge  an  eager  look  into  the 
grave.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  raised  his  head,  and  with  one 
glance  took  in  the  strange  scene  as  it  was  lighted  up  by  the 
bright  summer's  sun  ;  a  graceful  form  bending  over  a  dark 
and  gloomy  hole,  a  fresh  young  face,  half  smiling,  half  ter- 
rified. He  quickly  turned  over  a  leaf  of  his  album  as  if  in- 
tending to  sketch  the  souvenir  on  another  page.  Then  jump- 
ing up  suddenly,  he  cried  out :  "  Take  care.  Mademoiselle. 
My  God  !  take  care," 

We  were  all  on  our  feet  at  the  same  moment.  The  cypress 
to  which  Cecile  clung  with  one  hand  had  been  half  uprooted 
in  the  morning  by  the  grave-digger ;  it  now  gave  way  and 
leaned  toward  her,  and  at  the  same  time  the  heaps  of  dirt 
crumbled  under  her  feet.  She  lost  her  balance,  threw  her 
arms  forward,  uttered  a  shrill  cry,  and  disappeared  in  the 
yawning  grave. 

We  ran  forward  overcome  with  feelings  that  it  is  difficult 
to  describe.  As  for  myself,  I  felt  as  though  frozen  lightning 
had  passed  through  my  body  from  head  to  foot.  When  we 
arrived,  the  poor  girl  had  got  up,  and  was  standing  on  the 
bottom  of  the  grave,  with'  her  hair  down,  motionless,  dis- 
mayed, and  looking  at  us  with  the  smile  of  an  idiot. 

-Messieurs  de  \alnesse  ran  forward  with  the  rest  of  us  when 
we  heard  her  cry.  Each  one  had  advice  to  give  as  to  the 
way  of  drawing  her  from  the  horrible  tomb,  and  gave  it  con- 
fusedly. .Arms  were  extended  vainly.  You  know  how  deep 
these  graves  are.  Some  of  the  gentlemen  said  cords  roust 
be  brought ;  some,  chairs,  and  some,  ladders.  Cecile  was 
under  a  nervous  excitement  which,  if  prolonged,  might 
prove  dangerous. 


The  calm,  imperative  tone  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis  made 
every  one  silent.  He  motioned  us  away  with  a  wave  of  his 
hand. 

"  Come,  Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  laughing,  "  don't  lose  your 
senses.  "This  accident  amounts  to  nothing — only  keep  cool, 
and  in  a  moment  you'll  be  out.  I'm  a  pretty  good  gymnast, 
as  you'll  see.  Now  let  me  pass  my  hands  under  your  two 
arms."  He  half  knelt  on  the  pile  of  dirt,  and  encouraging 
Cecile  by  his  looks  he  raised  her  by  the  shoulders,  and 
straightening  himself  little  by  little  he  brought  her  feet  to  the 
top  of  the  bank.  Pale  as  death,  with  half  opened  lips  and 
eyes  closed  fast,  she  fainted  away  in  his  arms. 

"  She  must  not  find  herself  here  w  hen  she  comes  to,"  said 
Monsieur  d'Eblis.  "  1  will  carry  her  to  the  orchard  below 
there,  where  it  is  more  cheerful." 

As  he  walked  out  of  the  cemetery  carrying  CiJcile  in  his 
arms,  we  opened  the  gate  to  the  orchard  for  him,  which  was 
on  the  other  side  of  the  road.  The  moment  he  stopped  to 
lay  her  gently  on  the  ground  she  opened  her  eyes,  gazed 
at  him  for  a  moment  or  two  without  being  able  to  account 
for  her  position,  then,  remembering,  she  smiled,  and  whis- 
pering, "  .\  father  to  me,"  closed  her  eyes  and  fainted  away 
again. 

Water  was  brought.  I  bathed  her  temples  and  loosened 
her  clothes,  and  she  was  not  long  in  coming  to  herself  again. 
A  ctuarter  of  an  hour  later  we  set  out  for  the  chateau.  On 
the  way  we  tried  hard  to  turn  the  adventure  into  a  joke, 
laughing  heartily  over  it,  but  without  altogether  driving  away 
the  superstitious  feeling  it  had  left  on  the  mind  of  Cdcile,  for 
while  trying  to  join  in  our  laugh  she  continued  pale  and 
thoughtful. 

It  may  turn  out,  however,  that  she  will  owe  her  future 
happiness  to  this  lugubrious  incident.  I  walked  beside 
Monsieur  d'Eblis  as  he  carried  her  along  in  his  arms,  and 
the  expression  of  his  face  as  it  bent  over  the  pretty  sleeping 
head,  denoted  not  only  sympathy  and  pity,  but  admiration  of 
the  tenderest  kind.  In  even  the  weakness  of  this  delicate 
being,  always  requiring  protection,  there  must  be  a  power- 
ful attraction  to  a  soul  of  such  strength. 

Ah,  my  Cdcile,  Providence  is  indeed  for  you  ! 

'July  jolh. — Nothing  very  new.  That  Cdcile  is  now  more 
under  the  influence,  yoke,  or  charm  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis  is 
evident,  and  every  one  begins  to  notice  it.  I  know  not 
what  to  think  of  him  ;  he  is  an  enigma.  In  his  manner  to- 
ward her,  one  can  perceive  that  his  curiosity  is  excited,  his 
taste  gratified,  that  he  is  amused  and  interested,  that  he  has 
even  much  affection  for  her,  but  nothing  it  seems  to  me  of 
passion — nothing  which  is  worth,  if  I  dare  say  it,  one  of 
those  looks  which  I  found  so  often  fixed  upon  me  formerly, 
and  which  e\'en  now,  I  think,  1  receive  at  times.  His  voice 
even  in  speaking  to  me  shows  a  tremulousness  that  I  do  not 
perceive  when  he  is  with  Cecile.  What  is  passing  in  that 
heart .' 

I  was  walking  in  the  park  this  morning  asking  myself  that 
question  again  and  again.  I  own  that  1  cried  a  little,  and 
yet  my  tears  do  not  come  easily.  But  this  continual  agitation 
to  which  I  am  a  prey,  this  secret  rivalry  with  my  best  friend, 
this  strife  between  my  conscience  and  my  duty,  my  unfort- 
unate passion  and  my  shattered  friendship — all  this  martyr- 
dom, for  such  it  is — try  my  nerves  frightfully.  As  I  made 
a  turn  in  the  lonely  path  where  I  was  walking,  1  came  sud- 
denly upon  Madame  de  Louvercy.  As  I  hastily  dried  my 
eyes,  Madame  de  Louvercy,  who  had  her  handkerchief  in 
her  hand,  appeared  to  do  the  same.  She  also  had  been 
weeping,  but  was  not  able  to  recover  herself  as  soon  as 
I  did. 

"  You  surprise  me  in  one  of  my  desponding  moments," 
she  said. 

"  Is  Monsieur  Roger  suffering  more  than  he  did?"  asked  I. 

"  Physically,  no  ;  but  his  moral  condition  makes  me  de- 
spair. For  several  days,  while  he  consented  to  amuse  him- 
self a  little  in  our  company,  I  thought  there  was  improve- 
ment ;  but  it  was  an  illusion.  I  even  imagine  now  that 
being  in  society  has  made  him  feel  more  sensibly  the  extent 
of  his  misfortune,  and  increased  his  regrets  and  his  humilia- 
tion. You  can  not  know  it,  but  each  day  it  is  made  appar- 
ent to  me.  His  ravings  are  revolting  ;  they  have  all  the 
fury  of  a  fallen  angel,  and  terrify  me  as  a  mother — alas  !  and 
as  a  Christian.  Ah,  my  dear  child,"  added  she,  "  for  such 
misfortunes  there  is  only  God,  and  he  does  not  believe  in 
Him,  or  what  is  still  worse,  perhaps,  he  is  angry  with  Him. 
He  avoids  the  church  as  though  he  were  a  leper.  If  he 
could  only  pray  for  once,  I  feel  that  he  would  be  quieted  and 
consoled.  But  he  will  not,  though  he  loves  me  well,  and 
never  since  his  accident  have  I  been  able  to  induce  him  to. 
1  have  even  gone  on  my  knees  to  him  without  avaiL" 

And  the  poor  woman  gave  free  course  to  her  tears.  We 
gazed  at  each  other  with  looks  full  of  grief,  finding  1  know 
not  how  great  a  consolation  in  bringing  our  heavy  hearts 
thus  closely  together. 

August  1st. — This  is  a  day  that  will  count  in  my  life. 

.As  there  has  been  less  activity  in  the  chateau  for  some 
time  past,  no  walk  seemed  to  be  arranged  for  to-day.  All 
remained  in  their  rooms  or  in  the  parlor.  Having  scratched 
oflf  the  foregoing  lines  I  thought  1  would  return  to  the  sad- 
looking  path  where  I  met  Madame  de  Louvercy,  and  there 
continue  the  reverie  she  had  interrupted.  I  was  just  enter- 
ing it  when  I  heard  the  sound  of  rapid  steps  behind  me.  I 
turned  my  head  and  recognized  Monsieur  d'Eblis. 

"  Pardon  me,  -Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  with  the  most  se- 
rious air;  "will  you  allow  me  to  have  a  few  moments' con- 
versation with  you  ?" 

At  these  words  my  heart  stopped  beating,  and  when  it 
began  again  the  reaction  was  so  violent  that  my  life  seemed 
passing  away.  I  knew  that  the  moingnt  had  come,  and  that 
the  word  which  viould  decide  my  fate  was  about  to  be  ut- 
tered. 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  hiding  my  emotion  as  well  as  I  was  able, 
but  very  imperfectly  1  fear,  "  1  will  listen  to  you." 

He  was  very  much  disturbed  and  at  first  walked  in  silence 
by  my  side;  then  said  he:  "  .Mademoiselle,  1  fear  that  I  shall 
appear  to  you  guilty  of  a  great  indiscretion,  but  1  hope  to 
prove  at  least  the  profound,  the  respectful  confidence  with 
which  you  inspire  me,  since  with  you  rests  the  happiness  or 
the  misery  of  my  existence.  You  are  in  a  position  to  know 
Mademoiselle  Cdcile  de  St^le  better  than  any  one  else  in 
the  world.  You  have  been  friends  from  childhood;  you  were 
companions  at  the  convent.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 
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"You  have  been  able  to  study  and  judge  of  her  character 
to  its  very  depths.  Before  offering  her  my  hand,  before  con- 
secrating my  life  to  her,  may  I  ask  what  you  think  of  her  ?  " 

"  All  the  good  possible." 

"  You  understand,  Mademoiselle,  that  this  is  no  ordinary 
question.  I  conjure  you,  let  there  be  nothing  ordinar>-  in 
your  answer.  Any  one  can  see  that  Mademoiselle  de  StJile 
is  a  verj-  attractive  young  girl,  full  of  grace,  striking  in  ap- 
pearance, brilliant,  and  witty.  All  that  I  know.  But  her 
disposition  is  so  eccentric  that  it  astonishes  me;  it  even 
frightens  me  a  little,  I  acknowledge.  May  I  ask  of  you,  of 
you  who  must  have  penetrated  all  its  mysteries,  what  I  may 
hope  or  fear  from  it  ? " 

"  Cdcile,  sir,  never  knew  her  mother.  She  has  been 
brought  up  by  her  father,  whose  only  child  she  is,  and  who 
has  somewhat,  perhaps  considerably,  spoiled  her.  This  ac- 
counts for  the  unevenness  of  her  moods,  and  those  eccen- 
tricities and  caprices  which  strike  you  so  forcibly.  But  she 
has  an  excellent  disposition,  and  is  the  most  tender,  the 
most  reliable,  and  the  most  devoted  of  friends.  She  will 
make  the  most  tender,  the  most  reliable,  and  the  most  de- 
voted of  wives.  On  one  condition,  however,  and  that  is  this: 
if  she  is  well  guided  she  will  love  her  guide." 

"  I  ask  a  thousand  pardons,"  resumed  he,  "  but  do  you  be- 
lieve that  she  can  love  a  man  with  a  character  as  different 
from  her  own  as  mine  is,  for  example;  a  man  whose  serious- 
ness almost  amounts  to  sternness  and  forms  so  striking  a 
contrast  with  the  levity,  or  apparent  levity,  of  her  disposition. 
You  do  not  answer  me." 

"  It  is  because  I  choose  my  words — not  my  thoughts  ;  for 
my  thoughts  do  not  hesitate.  I  believe,  sir,  that  if  there  is 
a  man  in  the  world  who  can  attach  Cecile  to  him,  correct  her 
little  faults,  develop  her  good  qualities,  and  make  her  finally 
an  honest,  faithful,  happy  wife,  you  are  he." 

He  bowed  low,  and  then,  after  a  short  pause,  asiked  : 

"  You  love  her  very  much,  do  you  not  ?  " 

"Very  much." 

"  That  of  itself  is  great  praise.  I  thank  you.  Mademoi- 
selle ;  for  I  do  accept  all  you  have  told  me  with  the  great- 
est confidence." 

We  had  now  nearly  reached  the  chateau.  He  took  the 
road  to  it,  after  thanking  me  again  in  words,  as  well  as  in 
manner  and  in  look.  -A.s  for  me,  as  soon  as  he  was  out  of 
sight  I  sank  down  upon  one  of  the  seats  along  the  path  ;  for, 
after  being  sustained  during  the  inter\-iew  by  a  strong  exer- 
cise of  will  and  by  my  pride,  now  that  it  was  over,  I  felt  as 
though  the  earth  was  slipping  from  under  me.  There  was 
nothing  more  to  be  said.  From  that  moment  my  poor  life 
seemed  a  failure,  and  my  heart  of  twenty  years  carried  a 
wound  which  time  will  never  heal. 

But  how  account  for  such  a  procedure  on  the  part  of  a  man 
of  honor,  or  of  one  of  any  sense  of  delicacy.  By  what  hid- 
den prompting,  through  what  refinement  of  cruelty,  has  it 
been  brought  about  ?  Can  he  have  had  a  consciousness  of 
the  horrible  torture  inflicted  upon  me  ?  I  do  not  know.  But 
thus  it  happened,  and  that  is  all  that  I  can  sa;'. 

After  his  first  words,  after  the  first  blow  was  received,  I  had 
but  a  single  thought,  which  was  to  preser\'e  my  womanly  dig- 
nity and  suppress  any  movement  of  ignoble  jealousy  which 
might  induce  me  to  calumniate  Cecile.  Perhaps  my  over- 
anxiety  on  this  point  was  excessive,  and  led  me  in  my  praise 
beyond  what  I  thought,  and  perhaps  even  beyond  the  truth. 
Yet  excess  on  that  side  was  better  than  on  the  other. 

Even  then  I  was  not  at  the  end  of  my  days  trials.  As 
soon  as  I  was  able  to  stand,  I  began  to  walk  and  tr}*  to  quiet 
the  agitation  I  was  in.  I  went  on  straight  before  me  without 
knowing  where  I  was  going,  and  was  crossing  one  of  the 
principal  avenues  of  the  park,  when  the  noise  of  wheels 
caused  me  to  turn  my  head.  It  was  Monsieur  Roger  de 
Louvercy  in  his  dog-cart.  He  was  alone  ;  for  notwithstand- 
ing the  entreaties  of  his  mother  he  almost  always  refuses  to 
take  a  servant  with  him,  following  his  custom  in  rejecting  all 
assistance  unless  absolutely  necessary^  He  was  going  very- 
fast  as  he  usually  does,  but  seeing  me  he  checked  the  speed 
of  his  horse  with  some  difficulty,  for  he  is  very  spirited,  and 
stopped  him  two  steps  from  me. 

"  Will  you  not  ride.  Mademoiselle  ?  "  asked  he,  with  his 
somewhat  ironical  and  bitter  smile. 

"  No,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you." 

"  Is  it  my  horse  or  myself  which  frightens  you  ?  " 

"  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other." 

"  In  that  case,  do  let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  your  com- 
pany," said  he. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  I,  "  that  it  would  not  be  altogether 
proper." 

"  Oh,  not  proper  ! "  returned  he,  shaking  his  head.  "Alas  ! 
in  my  company  everything  is  proper.  Besides,  we  will  not 
leave  our  woods.  Come,  will  you  not — or  am  I  decidedly 
horrible  in  your  eyes  ? " 

I  saw  that  the  pallor  and  the  habitual  sadness  of  his  ex- 
pression were  increasing,  and  a  feeling  of  pity  overcame  me. 
Besides,  any  diversion  from  my  own  thoughts  was  welcome. 
My  head  was  half  crazed,  and  it  was  indeed  all  one  to  me 
what  I  did  at  that  moment.     So  I  said  : 

"  If  it  is  only  for  a  drive  in  the  park,  I  will  accept  your  in- 
vitation." After  two  attempts,  I  succeeded  in  getting  into 
the  dog-cart.  The  horse,  a  thorough-bred,  danced  about  a 
great  deal,  and  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  had  difficulty  in  hold- 
ing him  with  his  one  hand.  He  dashed  off  immediately  into 
a  rapid  gait.  After  he  had  gone  a  short  distance,  Monsieur 
de  Louvercy  said  to  me,  laughing  : 

"  You  have  missed  your  vocation.  Mademoiselle." 

"  How  is  that  ? " 

"You  were  born  for  a  Sister  of  Charity.  There  was  one 
at  the  Hospital  of  Orleans  while  I  was  there,  who  resembled 
you  somewhat.  It  struck  me  the  first  time  I  saw  you,  al- 
though she  was  less  beautiful.    Are  you  of  Creole  origin  ? " 

"  No,  I  am  a  Parisian.  Did  the  sister  take  good  care  of 
you  ? " 

"Too  good," answered  he  with  a  sigh. 

"  Why  too  good  ?  " 

"\\"hat  was  the  use  of  pre5er\'ing  a  life  which  could  only 
become  a  burden  to  nie  and  to  others  ?" 

''  Will  you  allow  me  to  tell  you,  sir,  that  you  seem  to  be 
unjust  to  Providence  ?  It  has  indeetl  cruelly  afflicted  you  ; 
but  are  you  not  too  insensible  to  the  advantages  it  has  left 
you,  and  which  so  many  other  unfortunate  people  do  not  pos- 
sess ?  " 

"What  advantages,  I  pray.  Mademoiselle  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  have  a  mother,  first,  with  her  incomparable 


tenderness  ;  then  all  the  attentions  coming  from  so  devoted 
and  so  rare  an  affection  ;  and,  finally,  the  opportunity  of 
study,  the  leisure  you  are  able  to  devote  to  it,  the  gratifica- 
tion it  gives  you,  and  the  consideration  that  it  promises." 

"  Yes,"  answered  he,  bitterly  ;  "  all  that  may  keep  a  man 
from  going  crazy — but  that  is  all ;  and  even  then  there  are 
moments  when  I  imagine  myself  to  be  so,  or  actually  am  so." 
j  He  did  not  continue,  but  remained  silent  for  some  time, 
j  jerking  the  reins  and  hurting  his  horse's  mouth,  who  needed 
1  nothing  to  excite  him.  .\t  first  he  did  not  seem  to  notice 
'  that  the  animal  was  becoming  impatient  and  getting  the  up- 
I  per  hand,  but  remarked  : 
I      "You  saw  d'Eblis  this  morning?" 

"  Yes  ;  I  had  just  parted  from  him  when  you  met  me." 

"  What  a  fine  man  he  is  !     Don't  you  think  so  ?  " 
I      I  answered  "  Yes,"  with  a  simple  inclination  of  the  head. 
Then,  looking  at  me,  he  remarked  ; 
j      "  You  are  pale.  Mademoiselle.     1  noticed  it  before.     Does 
1  anvthing  trouble  vou  ?" 

"  No." 

A  wicked  smile  was  playing  about  his  lips,  and,  as  though 
on  purpose,  he  again  jerked  the  reins.  The  horse  sprang  for- 
ward excitedly  and  ran  away  with  us.  Nearly  throwing  us 
on  the  avenue's  fence  in  his  furious  and  irregular  course,  he 
suddenly  turned  to  the  right,  and,  with  all  his  speed,  rushed 
on  to  the  public  road.  I  knew  that  this  ended  at  a  laundry 
on  the  bank  of  the  river,  which  was  very  steep  at  that  place. 

Monsieur  de  Louvercy  tried  to  calm  him  with  his  voice  and 
with  his  hand,  but  he  did  not  succeed.  \\'e  flew  along  like 
the  wind  ;  the  trees  appeared  and  vanished  as  they  do  in 
dreams  ;  I  experienced  a  kind  of  vertigo  as  we  neared  the 
end  of  the  road,  and  already  perceived  the  mirrored  sun 
sparkling  in  the  water. 

Monsieur  de  Louvercy  turned  toward  me,  and,  with  that 
cruel  look  which  he  has  at  times,  said  coldly  ; 

"  Mademoiselle  Charlotte,  do  you  cling  much  to  life  ?" 

No,  in  truth  I  did  not  cling  much  to  it,  and  a  simple  move- 
ment of  my  head  told  him  so. 

"  Nevertheless,"  cried  he,  "  it  would  be  a  pity." 

I  do  not  know  whether  he  has  a  secret  for  pacifj'ing  his 
horse,  which  he  did  not  care  to  make  use  of  up  to  that  time, 
but  almost  immediately  after,  saying  a  word  or  two  and  mov- 
ing his  rein  gently,  the  animal  was  quieted  and  fell  into  a 
reasonable  gait,  and  we  were  able,  just  before  reaching  the 
river,  to  turn  into  a  road  which  branched  off. 

Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  whose  coolness  I  could  but  admire, 
for  we  had  certainly  come  very  near  being  killed,  then  said 
quietly  : 

"  That  /  should  not  cling  to  life  is  easily  understood,  but 
yoii — that  is  verj-  mysterious  !  " 

"  Mysterious  ?"  repeated  I,  smiling. 

"  Disappointed  in  lover"  said  he  in  a  gravely  ironical  tone 
of  voice,  and,  after  a  pause,  "  so  beautiful,  and  neglected — 
that  would  be  very  strange." 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  excitedly,  "  your  misfortune  gives  you  great 
privileges.  It  does  not,  however,  give  you  the  right  to  insult 
a  woman,  I  presume." 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  I  was  crazy  ?  " 

"  I  see  that  it  is  so,  sir,  but  you  should  have  warned  me 
of  it  before  we  started." 

He  was  silent  for  a  long  time,  biting  his  lips  the  while  so 
violently  that  1  saw  the  blood  on  them.  At  last  he  exclaimed 
in  a  voice  full  of  contrition  ; 

"  Mademoiselle,  I  am  indeed  unworthy  of  the  honor  you 
have  done  me.  I  acknowledge  it,  and  humbly  ask  you  to 
forgive  me." 

"  It  is  well.  sir.     Shall  we  return  ?" 

We  were  then  pretty  far  r\way  in  the  country,  for  I  could 
perceive  through  the  trce^  itic  little  church  of  Louvercy. 

"We  will  return,"  said  he,  sorrowfiiUy,  "but,  my  God! 
must  we  go  back  angry  with  each  other  and  enemies  ?  Tell 
me.  Mademoiselle,  is  there  any  thing  on  this  earth  that  a 
poor  miserable  iellow  like  me  can  do  to  prove  his  profound 
respect  for  you,  and  to  efface  the  remembrance  of  his  hate- 
ful words  ? " 

A  sudden  idea  came  into  my  head,  remembering  what 
Madame  de  Louvercy  had  told  me  that  morning  about  the 
grief  which  the  revolting  impiety  of  her  son  had  caused  her, 
and  seeing  the  little  church  near  by. 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  all  at  once.  "  You  can  do  something 
which  will  gain  you  my  esteem,  and,  what  is  more,  my  friend- 
ship. You  see  the  church  down  there  ?  Go  there  and  pray 
with  me." 

His  brows  suddenly  contracted,  but,  in  a  somewhat  gentle 
tone  of  voice,  he  said  : 

"  My  mother  has  told  you  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  wish  it .' " 

"  Yes." 

"  Let  us  go,  then." 

A  few  minutes  after  we  were  near  the  garden  of  the  par- 
sonage, which  is  contiguous  to  the  church.  The  Curb's  ser- 
vant, who  was  working  in  it  raised  his  head  at  the  noise. 
Monsieur  de  Louvercy  called  him,  and  asked  him  to  hold  his 
horse.  I  got  dow-n,  and  even  helped  him  to  do  so.  We  en- 
tered the  cemetery  and  went  into  the  ogival  porch,  to  the 
great  surprise  of  the  servant,  who  was  not  accustomed  to  see 
Alonsieur  Roger  in  such  places. 

The  interior  of  the  church  is  very  simple,  the  little  nave 
quite  white  and  bare.  I  preceded  Monsieur  de  Louvercy, 
whose  crutch  resounded  on  the  slabs  and  under  the  arched 
roof  Passing  between  two  rows  of  chairs,  we  reached  the 
seat  reserved  for  Madame  de  Louvercy.  I  pointed  out  to 
him  a  low  chair  with  a  cushion  in  it,  and  in  a  low  voice  said: 

"  Th&  p}  :e-dicu  of  your  mother." 

Then  I  held  him  by  the  arm  while  he  knelt  on  it.  He 
allowed  himself  to  be  placed  just  as  a  child  would,  and  bent 
his  arms  so  that  his  head  was  resting  on  his  hand,  and  I 
kneeled  beside  him.  While  I  was  praying  for  both  with  all 
my  soul  his  heart  melted  within  him,  and  I  heard  him  weep 
like  a  child.  When  we  arose  he  showed  me  his  face  wet 
with  tears,  and  said  : 

"  See  what  )'ou  cause  a  soldier  to  do." 
But  then  you  are  forgiven,"  returned  I,  offering  him  my 


A  SPELLING  BEE  AT  ANGEL'S, 


Reported  by  Truthful  James. 


Waltz  in.  waliz  in,  ye  little  kids,  and  gather  round  my  knee. 

And  drop  them  books  and  first  pot-hooks,  and  hear  a  yam  from  me. 

I  kin  not  sling  a  fairy  tale  of  jinny's*  fierce  and  wild. 

For  I  hold  it  is  unchristian  to  deceive  a  simple  child ; 

But  as  from  school  yer  driflin"  by  I  ihou-t  ye'd  like  to  hear 

Of  a  "  Spell  in'  Bee*'  at  AngeVs  that  we  organized  last  year. 

It  wam't  made  up  of  gentle  kids — of  pretty  kids — like  you. 

But  gents  ez  hed  their  reg'lar  growth,  and  some  enough  for  two. 

There  woz  Lanky  Jim  of  Sutter's  Fork,  and  Bilson  of  Lagrange. 

You  start,  you  little  kids,  you  think  these  are  not  pretty  names. 

But  each  had  a  man  behind  it,  and-  my  name  is  Truthful  James. 

There  was  Poker  Dick  from  WTiisky  Flat,  and  Smith  of  Shooter's  Bend, 
And  Brown  of  Calaveras — which  I  want  no  better  friend. 
Three-fingered  Jack — yes.  pretty  dears— three  fingers — you  have  five. 
Clapp  cut  off  two — it's  sing'lar.  too.  that  Clapp  ain't  now  alive. 
'Twas  very  wrong,  indeed,  my  dears,  and  Clapp  was  much  to  blame; 
Likewise  was  Jack,  in  after  years,  for  shootin'  of  that  same. 

The  nights  was  kinder  lengthenin'  out,  and  the  rains  had  just  begun, 
And  all  the  camp  came  up  to  Pete's  to  have  their  usual  fun ; 
But  we  all  sot  kinder  sad-like  around  the  bar-room  stove 
Till  Smith  got  up.  permisskiss-like,  and  this  remark  he  hove : 
"Thar's  a  new  game  down  in  Frisco,  thet  ez  far  ez  I  kin  see 
Beats  euchre,  poker,  and  van-toon,  they  calls  the  '  Spellin'  Bee." 

Then  Brown  of  Calaveras  simply  liitched  his  chair  and  spake : 
"Poker  is  good  enough  for  me."  and  Lanky  Jim  sez,   " Shake!'" 
And  Bob  allowed  he  wam't  proud,  but  he  "must  say  right  thar 
That  the  man  who  tackled  euchre  hed  his  education  squar." 
This  brought  up  Lenny  Fairchild.  the  school-master,  who  said 
He  knevv  the  game,  and  he  would  give  instructions  on  that  head. 

"For  instance,  take  some  simple  word."  sez  he,   "like  'separate. 
Now,  who  c?Ji  speU  it?"     Dog  my  skin,  ef  thar  was  one  in  eight. 
This  set  the  boys  all  wild  at  once.     The  chairs  was  put  in  row, 
And  at  the  head  was  Lanky  Jim.  and  at  the  foot  was  Joe, 
And  high  upon  the  bar  itself  the  school-master  was  raised. 
And  the  bar-keep  put  his  glasses  down,  and  sat  and  silent  gazed. 

The  first  word  out  was  "  parallel.'"  and  seven  let  it  be. 

Till  Joe  waltzed  in  his  double  "1"  betwixt  the  "a"'  and  "e"; 

For.  since  he  drilled  them  Mexicans  in  San  Jacinto's  fight, 

Thar  wam't  no  prouder  man  got  up  than  Pistol  joe  that  night — 

Till  "  rhythm  '  came  \     He  tried  to  smile,  then  said,  "  they  had  him 

there." 
And  Lanky  Jira,  with  one  long  stride,  got  up  and  took  his  chair. 

0  little  kids,  my  pretty  kids,  'twas  touchin'  to  survey 

These  bearded  men,  with  weppings  on,  Uke  school-boys  at  their  play. 
They'd  laugh  with  glee,  and  shout  to  see  each  other  lead  the  van, 
AnA  Bob  sat  up  as  monitor  with  a  cue  for  a  rattan. 
Till  the  chair  gave  out  "incinerate;"  and  Brown  said  he'd  be  dumed 
If  any  such  blamed  word  as  that  in  school  was  ever  learned. 

\AT]en  ' '  phthisis  "  came  they  all  sprang  up,  and  vowed  the  man  who  rung 

.\nother  blamed  Greek  word  on  them  be  taken  out  and  hung. 

As  thev  sat  down  again  I  saw  in  Bilson's  eye  a  flash, 

And  Brown  of  Calaveras  was  a-twistin'  his  mustache  ; 

And  when  at  last  Brown  slipped  on  "gneiss,"  and  Bilson  took  his  chair, 

He  dropped  some  casual  words  about  some  folks  who  dyed  their  hair. 

And  then  the  Chair  grew  very  white,  and  the  Chair  said  he'd  adjourn ; 
But  Poker  Dick  remarked  that  he  would  wait  and  get  his  turn  ; 
Then,  with  a  tremblin'  voice  and  hand,  and  with  a  wanderin'  eye. 
The  Chair  next  offered  "eider-duck,"  and  Dick  began  with  "I.'' 
And  Bilson  smiled— then  Bilson  shrieked  !    Jiist  how  the  fight  begur 

1  never  knowed  ;  for  Bilson  dropped,  and  Dick  he  moved  up  one. 

Then  certain  gents  arose  and  said  "they'd  business  down  in  camp ;"  . 
And  "ez  the  road  was  rather  dark,  and  ez  the  night  was  damp. 

They'd '' here  got  up  Three-fingered  Jack  and  locked  the  door  and 

yelled : 
"  Ko,  not  one  mother's  son  goes  out  till  that  thar  word  is  spelled!'' 
But  while  the  words  were  on  his  lips,  he  groaned  and  sank  in  pain. 
And  sank  with  Webster  on  his  chest  and  Worcester  on  his  br^n. 

Below  the  bar  dodged  Poker  Dick,  and  tried  to  look  ez  he 

\\'as  huntin'  up  authorities  that  no  one  else  could  see  ; 

And  Brown  got  down  behind  the  stove,  allowin'  he  "was  cold.'' 

Till  it  upsot  and  down  his  legs  the  cinders  freely  rolled  ; 

And  several  gents  called  "Order!''  till,  in  his  simple  way. 

Poor  Smith  began  with  "O,  R,  or'' — and  he  was  dragged  away. 

O  little  kids,  my  pretty  kids,  down  on  your  knees  and  pray ! 
You've  got  your  eddication  in  a  peaceful  sort  of  way  ; 
And  bear  in  mind  thar  may  be  sharps  ez  slings  their  spellin'  square. 
But  likewise  slings  their  bowie-knives  without  a  thought  or  care — 
You  wants  to  know  the  rest,  my  dears?    Thet's  all!     In  me  you  see 
The  only  gent  thet  Uved  to  tell  about  thet  Spellin'  Bee ! '' 

He  ceased  and  passed,  that  truthful  man  ;  the  children  went  their  way, 
With  downcast  heads  and  downcast  hearts— but  not  to  sport  or  play. 
For  when  at  eve  the  lamps  were  ht.  and  supperless  to  bed 
Each  child  was  sent,  with  tasks  undone  and  lessons  all  unsaid. 
No  man  might  know  the  awful  woe  that  thrilled  their  youthful  frames, 
.\s  they  dreamed  of  Angel's  SpeUing  Bee  and  thonght  of  Truthful  James, 
Qy.  CVenii.  — Scrihter's/or  Noi-cmbir. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  October  27,  1878. 


Giblet. 
Cantaleup. 
Fried  Clams. 
De\i!cd  Chicken,  with  Sauce. 
Baked  Tomatoes.  0>'ster  Plant. 

Roast  Venison.     Salt  Lake  Potatoes  Baked. 
Carrot  Salad- 
Raspberries,  with  Bavarian  Cream. 
Fruit-bowl  of  Peaches,  Pears,  Apples,  Figs,  Plums,  and  Grapes. 

To  Devil  Chilken.— Boil  the  chicken  tender  in  a  little  salted  water.  WTieu 
cold,  it  is  cut  uito  pieces.     These  pieces  are  basted  with  butter  and  broiled. 

Saice.— One  leaspoonfui  of  made  mustard,  two  tables poonfuls  of  Worcester- 
shire sauce,  three  tablespoonfuls  of  Wneg.\r.-  Boil  all  together  and  pour  over  ihc 
chicken.     This  dish  is  generally  served  on  the  Cunard  steamers  for  supper. 


hand. 


ICONTINUED  IS   XBXT   NU.MBElt.] 


An  Iowa  woman  put  starch  in  her  husband's  beer,  think- 
ing it  was  arsenic,  and  was  surprised  because  it  didn't  stiffen 
him. 


The  romance  of  Judge  Orson  Brook's  marriage  in  Denver 
is  of  no  ordinary  sort.  Forty-five  years  ago  a  Massachusetts 
maiden  promised  to  marry  him.  They  had  a  childish  quar- 
rel, and  separated,  he  to  go  West,  and  ultimatily  to  marry 
there:  bhe  to  remain  and  be  led  to  the  altar  in  her  native 
village.  1  n  a  few  years  she  had  lost  her  husband  and  he 
had  buried  his  wife.  Both  were  then  married  a  second 
time,  and  after  a  lapse  of  years  again  laid  husband  and  wife 
in  the  grave.  Chance  then  threw  the  J-udge  and  his  first 
love  loijelher,  and  they  married.     He  is  70  and  she  68. 


Some  eyes  threaten  like  a  loaded  and  leveled  pistol,  and 
others  are  as  insulting  as  hissing  or  kicking  ;  some  have  no 
more  expression  than  blueberries,  while  others  are  as  deep 
as  a  well  which  you  can  fall  into. 

Appear  to  be  better  then  you  are,  and  aim  to  be  what  you 
appear  to  be.  ^ 
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SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  26,  1S7S. 


There  is  one  great  pregnant  fact  indicating  that  the  gloomy 
period  of  our  national  depression  is  fast  passing  away.  It 
indicates  the  lifting  of  the  cloud  from  our  business  horizon, 
and  gives  promise  of  a  bright  and  prosperous  future.  T/ic 
exports  of  the  i 'iiihd  SlaUs  during  the  last  fisial  yt-ar  ex- 
cctcied  the  iinporls  by  tnillions  of  dollars.  This  indicates 
prosperity;  it  shows  that  we  are  becoming  economical;  it 
suggests  the  superior  skill  of  our  mechanics;  it  proclaims  the 
enterprise  of  our  merchants,  and,  better  than  anything  and 
everything  else,  it  takes  the  conceit  out  of  our  English,  Ger- 
man, French,  and  Belgium  cousins,  and  teaches  lliem  that 
brains  are  more  than  a  match  for  money — that  cheap  labor 
is  a  snare  and  a  delusion. 


The  New  York  TintcSy  under  caption  of  "The  Curiosities 
of  the  American  E.\porting  Trade,"  groups  many  interesting 
facts,  and  prophesies  the  good  time  coming  when  Kearney 
will  become  a  bloated  bondholder,  Schwab  will  own  a  brew- 
cry  and  supply  beer  10  the  Bavarians,  Chinese  cheap  labor 
will  be  welcomed  by  its  whilom  opponents  turned  manufact- 
urers, greenbacks  will  advance  to  a  premium,  gold  will  be 
a  nuisance,  subsidies  to  steamship  lines  will  be  regarded 
with  contempt,  and  many  other  equally  incredible  things 
from  the  present  point  of  view  will  come  to  pass.  Taking 
the  figures  of  1875-6-7  as  a  basis,  we  have  advanced  at  the 
rate  of  $30,000,000  in  two  years.  Our  exports  today  are 
more  than  double  those  of  i860,  in  which  year  there  was  a 
very  heavy  export  trade,  the  one  article  of  cotton  alone 
amounting  to  over  $190,000,000,  more  than  twice  the  cotton 
export  of  1855.  In  the  fiscal  year  ending  June  30,  1S78,  the 
increase  over  1S77  was  nearly  $65,000,000,  or  about  11  per 
cent.,  and  this  notwithstanding  the  greatly  lessened  demand 
for  war  material  consequent  upon  the  cessation  of  hostilities 
abroad.  The  possibilities  of  the  future  are  enormous.  To 
say  that  our  progress  promises  to  equal  that  of  the  past  three 
years  is  to  claim  too  little.  The  least  we  can  look  for  will 
be  an  expansion  on  the  compound  interest  plan. 


Our  dry  goods  and  cotton  fabrics  are  superior  to  those  of 
England,  and  are  largely  replacing  European  goods  in  the 
markets  of  China  and  India.  Time  was  when  England  was 
regarded  as  the  work-shop  of  the  world,  and  defied  compe- 
tition, boastfully  claiming  that  cheap  labor,  cheap  money, 
and  the  proximity  of  iron  and  coal,  made  successful  rivalry 
by  America  altogether  impossible.  We  are  now  sending 
iron  to  Great  Britain,  and  competing  with  Manchester  and 
Birmingham  in  fine  cutlery.  English  papers  are  filled  with 
complaints  of  American  competition  and  consequent  loss  of 
home  trade.  One  paper — iheBrilish  Mail — tells  of  a  house 
in  Birmingham  which  is  manufacturing  "  Yankee  pattern 
household  sundries,  such  as  egg-whisks,  nutmeg-graters, 
etc.,"  and  placing  them  on  the  market  as  American  goods. 
In  another  we  learn  that  several  extensive  padlock  makers 
in  the  South  Staffordshire  district  are  ''  busy  at  work  upon 
an  order  for  padlocks  upon  a  favorite  United  States  pattern,'' 
and  American  manufacturers  are  warned  to  immediately  reg- 
ister their  trade-mark  in  Great  Britain  under  the  new  treaty. 
Could  any  plainer  acknowledgment  of  defeat  be  given  than 
this? 

In  all  .■\merican e.xports — including  breadstuffs — since  the 
foundation  of  the  Republic,  three  commodities  have  stood 
forth  prominent^n  amount  and  value — cotton,  tobacco,  and 
cheese,  and  of  these  cotton  has  been  the  king.  In  the  fiscal 
year  i860,  during  which  the  largest  crop  was  raised  and  the 
i^rfatcst  quantity  exported,  1,767,686,338  pounds  were  sent 


abroad,  over  1 ,265,000,000  going  to  Great  Britain.  Last  year, 
according  to  the  official  report  of  the  Commissioner  of  In- 
ternal Revenue,  a  greater  quantity  of  manufactured  tobacco, 
and  more  cigars  and  cigarettes,  were  removed  directly  from 
the  manufactories  for  exportation  than  during  any  previous 
year  of  which  an  account  has  been  kept  by  the  Internal 
Revenue  Office.  The  e.vcess  in  tobacco  over  the  year  pre- 
ceding was  nearly  3,000,000  pounds.  Of  the  total  amount 
England  takes  over  1,000,000;  Australia  comes  next,  Ger- 
many next,  and  the  United  States  of  Columbia  next.  There 
is  scarcely  any  spot  in  the  civilized  world  to  which  we  do 
not  export  our  manuf;>ctured  tobacco  direct.  In  Germany 
the  clippings  or  refuse  of  the  cigars  made  in  this  country 
have  recently  found  a  profitable  market  at  from  two  to  five 
cents  per  pound.  Formerly  these  clippings  were  allowed  to 
accumulate  in  American  manufactories  for  months,  until 
some  speculator  happened  along  and  took  the  lot  for  a  song. 
Now  agents  have  been  sent  out  through  Canada  to  buy  up 
all  they  can  find,  with  a  view  to  shipping  it  to  Europe.  Im- 
mense quantities  of  American  made  cigars  have,  within  the 
past  year,  been  sold  in  England,  where  they  are  eagerly  pur- 
chased as  cheaper  and  more  suited  to  the  popular  taste  than 
any  cigars  heretofore  imported  into  that  country.  On  one 
day  in  March  last  a  single  shipment  was  m  tde  aggregating 
141,000,  and  it  is  estimated  that  the  trade  already  returns  at 
the  rate  of  $4,000,000  yer  year,  equal  to  an  annual  profit  of 
$120,000. 

The  foreign  demand  for  American  cheese  exhibits  a  growth 
unparalleled  by  Any  farm  product,  except  perhaps  cotton.  As 
recently  as  forty  years  ago  the  exports  amounted  to  but  41 1,- 
338  pounds.  Last  year  they  reached  the  enormous  aggre- 
gate of  107,364,666  pounds.  If  this  were  loaded  on  drays, 
each  carrying  one  ton,  and  occupying  eight  yards,  the  line 
would  extend  244  miles,  or  a  greater  distance  than  from 
Washington  to  New  York.  If  the  shipment  were  regular 
during  every  secular  day,  in  the  year  the  daily  movement  to 
the  wharves  for  shipment  would  exceed  172  tons.  The  quan- 
tity of  milk  used  in  the  production  of  107,000,000  pounds  of 
cheese  may  be  computed  by  those  having  leisure  and  suffi- 
cient agricultural  knowledge.  Nine  -  tenths  of  this  vast 
amount  finds  a  market  in  Great  Britain,  which  formerly 
stood  preeminent  in  the  reputation  of  her  dairy  products. 
Our  dairymen  have  succeeded  in  imitating  the  size,  general 
appearance,  and  even  the  flavor  of  the  English  production 
so  closely,  that,  being  able  to  sell  at  a  much  lower  price,  they 
have  actually  beaten  the  Englishman  on  his  own  ground. 
In  Germany  a  demand  for  American  cheese  has  also  sprung 
up,  but  it  has  been  too  recent  to  permit  of  the  presentation 
of  the  results  accomplished. 

On  the  subject  of  breadstuiTs,  every  child  knows  that  this 
country  has  been  for  some  time  the  granary  of  the  world. 
Nor  will  the  ordinary  newspaper  reader  require  to  be  in- 
formed that  .American  fresh  meat  and  mutton,  both  slaugh- 
tered and  on  the  hoof,  ha^'e,  within  a  comparati\'ely  short 
time,  to  quote  an  English  newspaper,  "  deprived  the  English 
farmer  of  his  last  resource,  his  stalwart  ox,"  and  made  the 
national  roast  beef  a  common  thing  in  many  a  British  house- 
hold where  it  was  a  rarity  before.  Our  refrigerator  tonnage, 
which  was  but  8,cxx3  tons  in  1876,  is  now  28,000  tons.  This 
covers  oysters,  butter,  fruits,  eggs,  canned  goods,  and  a  thou- 
sand and  one  other  perishable  articles  of  food,  the  export 
trade  of  which  is  increasing  enormously  from  year  to  year. 
If  this  thing  keeps  on,  it  will  not  be  long  before  America  is 
the  butcher's  shop  and  grocery  store  as  well  as  the  granarj- 
and  manufactory  of  the  world.  What  will  be  thought  of  the 
United  States  shipping  plum  pudding  to  England,  potatoes 
to  Ireland,  oatmeal  to  Scotland,  toys  to  Nuremberg,  and 
lager  beer  to  Germany  ?  Yet  such  are  the  facts,  and  they  are 
no  more  astonishing  than  the  now  thrice-told  tale  of  the  reg- 
ular and  profitable  sale  of  American  cotton  goods  in  Man- 
chester, and  American  cutlery  and  hardware  in  Birmingham. 
The  business  of  making  and  canning  plum  pudding  for  ex- 
port is  regularly  carried  on  at  Dover,  Delaware,  and  else- 
where. The  trade  is  not  a  new  one,  and  exports  are  reg- 
ularly made  to  England.  .A  Philadelphia  firm  sell  large 
quantities  of  mincemeat  in  the  same  country.  Steamer 
agents  say  that  potatoes  to  Ireland  are  the  commonest  thing 
in  the  world,  and  the  business  of  shipping  them  has  been  of 
long  duration.  On  April  23d  1,100  bags  of  oatmeal  were 
shipped  to  Glasgow,  Scotland. 


prohibitory.  In  May  last  a  firm  of  German  brewers  sent  a 
cask  of  American  lager  beer  to  Count  Bismarck,  and  in  due 
lime  received  a  letter  from  him  through  the  German  Consul 
thanking  them.  Since  the  reception  of  the  letter  the  firm 
have  received  several  orders  from  German  houses  for  sam- 
ples of  lager  beer,  and  the  head  of  the  concern  has  sailed  for 
Europe  to  make  arrangements  for  its  regular  export.  The 
Englishman  has  long  had  American  turkeys  regularly  at 
Christmas,  and  he  likes  them.  In  January  last  a  famous 
English  house  sent  an  agent  to  this  country  with  orders  to 
ship  regularly  every  week  fifty  barrels  of  the  finest  quail, 
prairie  hens,  grouse,  woodcock,  wild  turkeys,  canvas-back 
ducks,  and  other  American  game  that  he  could  procure. 
The  enterprise  has  proved  a  great  success.  Buffalo  and  an- 
telope meat,  venison,  and  salmon  are  also  among  the  in- 
numerable articles  of  food  sent  from  this  country,  not  only  to 
England,  but  to  nearly  every  other  civilized  nation.  It 
would  be  unpardonable  to  close  this  paragraph  without  a 
mention  of  the  fact  that  a  Boston  company  are  turning  out 
8,000  cans  (equal  to  24,000  pounds)  of  baked  beans  and  cod- 
fish-balls daily,  and  that  they  find  a  large  demand  for  both 
specialties  in  England,  France,  West  Indies,  and  South 
America. 

There  are  numerous  other  points  in  the  American  export 
trade  that  must  be  both  novel  and  curious  to  the  general 
reader.  Take  the  item  of  coffins,  for  instance.  Coffins  and 
caskets  in  the  latest  styles  have  long  been  among  the  regu- 
lar articles  of  shipment  abroad,  and  they  command  a  large 
sale  among  the  subjects  of  effete  monarchies.  A  warehouse 
containing  two  thousand  of  American  make  was  recently 
opened  in  London.  Think  of  exporting  hoop-skirts  at  this 
late  date.  Twenty-two  dollars  worth  went  abroad  last  year. 
Berlin  has  sent  a  large  order  for  corsets  to  Worcester,  Mass., 
and  another  for  American  silk  to  Rock\'ille,  Conn.  Will  any 
one  question  the  good  taste  of  the  German  girls  after  that  ? 
Essex,  Mass.,  exports  steel  pens  to  England,  An  American 
firm  have  made  a  complete  outfit  of  locks  for  the  new  Im- 
perial Post  office  in  Bremen,  where  the  American  system  of 
lock-boxes  has  been  introduced.  Two  cargoes  of  American 
coal  were  recently  sent  to  Italy,  and  were  sold  readily  at 
$7.72  per  ton,  which  covers  cost  and  freightage,  and  leaves 
a  fair  margin  of  profit.  Heretofore  over  200,000  tons  of 
English  coke  per  annum,  at  $1 1.5S  per  ton,  has  been  used  in 
the  Mediterranean  basin.  A  staple  article  of  export  to  South 
America  and  the  West  Indies  is  patent  water-closets.  An- 
other is  American  confectionery. 


The  export  trade  in  toys,  which  amounted  last  year  to 
over  $1,000,000,  began  some  five  or  six  years  ago  through 
some  presents  sent  abroad.  Now  nearly  every  steamer  car- 
ries large  quantities.  The  principal  articles  of  export  are 
the  mechanical  or  "  clock-work  "  and  the  steam  toys,  but 
there  are  also  large  shipments  of  tin  and  wooden  toys,  most 
of  which  class  were  formerly  exported  from  England  or  Ger- 
many. Wood  is  much  cheaper  in  .America  than  in  Europe, 
and  machines  work  faster  than  hands.  \'ery  few  mechanical 
toys  are  now  imported,  and  only  the  finer  French  and  Aus- 
trian work  for  show-pieces  in  windows.  American  ingenuity 
has  also  multiplied  the  varieties  of  mechanical  toys,  and  the 
American  manufacturers  of  the  clock  mechanism  have  met 
all  overtures  for  the  purchase  of  the  detached  works  by 
European  dealers  by  demanding  prices  which  are  practically 


Peanut  oil,  from  North  Carolina,  sells  well  in  Italy,  and 
cotton  seed  oil  has  almost  taken  the  place  of  olive  oil  through- 
out Europe.  The  export  of  this  latter  commodity  jumped 
from  281,000  gallons  in  1S76  to  1,705,000'  gallons  in  1877. 
.American  jewelry  goes  everywhere,  and  American  watches 
have  nearly  if  not  quite  driven  Swiss  and  English  made 
watches  out  of  their  own  markets.  The  British  Government 
purchased  200  stem-winders  in  December  for  the  use  of  con- 
ductors and  engineers  on  one  of  the  State  railroads  in  India, 
and  in  February  an  agent  of  the  Rothcrham  Watch  Com- 
pany, of  England,  visited  this  country  and  ordered  a  num- 
ber of  sets  of  the  tools  and  machinery  used  here.  A  New- 
ark, New  Jersey,  sash  and  blind  manufacturer  filled  a  large 
order  for  shipment  to  Turkey  in  June.  A  Troy  bell-founder 
has  recentl)'  fitted  out  churches  in  Constantinople  and  Bang- 
kok. American  locomotive  manufacturers  are  hard  at  work 
filling  orders  from  Russia  and  South  America.  Our  car- 
riages, street-cars,  and  vehicles  of  all  sorts  are  being  sent  in 
all  directions.  Our  petroleum  lights  the  world.  Statuary 
and  paintings  are  regularly  exported  from  this  country  to 
Europe.  We  import  short-horn  Durhams,  breed  them  for  a 
lime,  and  sell  back  to  the  fancy  breeders  at  famous  prices, 
viz  :  the  Duchess  of  Oneida,  a  six-year-old  cow,  for  $30,000. 
We  are  supplying  England  and  France  with  the  best  trolling 
stock.  The  Emperor  Napoleon  drove  four  American  trot- 
ters in  hand  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  before  he  lost  his  throne. 
Among  other  important  items  of  export  are  books,  scientific 
instruments,  wines,  pianos,  carpels,  furniture,  tailet  soaps, 
fine  and  coarse  boots  and  shoes,  glassware,  scales,  stoves^ 
leather,  writing  inks,  slates,  marbles,  pins,  and  tools  and  ma- 
chinery of  all  kinds.  And  the  best  of  it  is  these  things  sell 
on  their  merits,  and  not  on  account  of  their  cheapness.  But 
the  list  is  unending. 

If  our  people  would,  for  say  ten  years,  deny  themselves 
the  indulgence  of  foreign  luxuries,  our  gentlemen  the  privi- 
lege of  drinking  foreign  wines  and  liquors,  smoking  Havana 
cigars,  and  dressing  themselves  in  foreign  cloths,  and  our 
ladies  the  luxuries  of  foreign  dress,  ornaments,  and  toilet 
articles,  America  would  become  the  richest  country  in  the 
world.  Our  bonds  would  be  returned  upon  us.  Both  na- 
tional and  railroad  securities  would  be  owned  in  America, 
where  they  ought  to  be  owned,  and  England  would  no  longer 
hold  to  us  the  attitude  of  pawn-broker  and  financial  uncle. 
This  time  is  coming,  and,  at  the  present  rate  of  progress, 
seems  not  far  distant  With  it  will  come  our  commercial 
supremacy  upon  the  ocean,  and  leave  us  where,  except  for 
the  war,  we  would  long  since  have  been,  the  leading  com- 
mercial country  of  the  world,  as  we  are  now  first  in  agri- 
cultural, mineral,  and  mechanical  wealth. 


THE      A  RGON  AUT. 


PRATTLE. 


The  Protestants  are  having  a 
-  rather  hard  time  of  it  in  Bohemia. 
A  religious  weekly  complains  that 
in  Prague  each  time 
they  hold  services 
a  permit  must  be 
obtained  from  the 
Government,  and,  it 
seems,  sometimes 
the  Government  is 
in  an  impious  frame  of  mind  and  has  to  be  exhorted  a  long 
time  before  it  will  give  it.  Then  a  police  officer  has  to  at- 
tend, and,  which  is  worse,  must  be  paid  a  fee.  Neither  is  it 
reported  that  any  police  officer  has  ever  been  converted. 
Altogether,  Prague  appears  to  be  a  pretty  stony  soil,  and  the 
good  American  missionary  intent  upon  its  cultivation  vainly 
beats  his  sword  into  a  plowshare,  for  it  beats  the  plowshare. 
This  is  to  be  regretted  for  the  sake  of  the  parsons,  who  (their 
own  country  being  now  so  entirely  pious  as  to  no  longer  re- 
quire their  services)  must  go  to  Prague  or  go  to  work. 


The  theatrical  reporter  of  the  Bulietm  speaks  of  "  the  ex- 
perienced and  critical  audience"  of  the  first  -nignt  oi Faii- 
7iiiza.  Why,  you  preposterous  creature,  it  is  not  the  audience 
that  advertises  ! 


The  Providence  that  feeds  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry 
is  not  unmindful  of  the  local  wits.  If  the  marriage  of  Mr. 
CashdoUar  to  Miss  Maylick,  announced  in  last  Tuesday's  pa- 
pers, had  been  postponed  much  longer  some  of  them  would 
assuredly  have  starved.  The  names  can  be  tormented  into 
at  least  six  "well  defined  and  several"  puns;  and  at  a  cent 
a  pun  this  means  a  tolerably  good  meal,  as  wits'  meals  go. 

Time  was  and  time  is — each  dog  has  his  day. 

Wit.  that  once  reigned  and  dined  like  a  Pharaoh, 
Naked  and  blind  by  the  side  of  the  way, 

Whines:   "Date  oboliim  Belisario !" 

Here's  an  easier  one,  as  the  riddle-monger — himself  a  shin- 
ing light  of  the  modern  school — would  say  : 

Alack,  the  poor  wit ! 

Like  a  bear  in  a  pit, 
He  yearneth  all  day  for  his  prog  ; 

And  he  maketh  a  lap 

For  whatever  may  hap. 
As  he  sitteth  up-ended,  agog. 

And  he'll  gratefully  taJce 

Deleterious  cake. 
Though  the  food  of  his  fathers  was  hog. 


Will  some  one  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me  what  under 
the  sun  a  damstock  is  ?  I  have  heard  the  word  repeatedly 
during  the  past  week.  Sometimes  it  is  used  in  the  plural, 
and  then  it  frequently  has  no  context — a  mere  "  cry  between 
the  silences."  In  such  instances  I  have  fancied  I  noted  an 
unusual  accent  on  the  initial  syllable ;  when  it  is  part  of  a 
connected  and  coherent  discourse  it  is  commonly  accented 
on  the  final.     Come,  come,  what  is  a  damstock? 


They  are  trying  to  beat  the  Black  Hills  road-agents  with 
an  iron-clad  coach,  but  it  is  believed  this  will  merely  alter 
the  character  of  these  gentlemen's  operations  from  placer- 
working — dropping  the  driver  with  a  shotgun  and  taking  the 
treasure-box  off  the  top  of  the  coach — to  regular  mining, 
with  improved  machinery  and  a  diamond  drill. 


It  was  owing  to  my  chum's  talk 
That  I  bought,  not  all,  but  some  stock 
In  a  pit  upon  the  Comslock, 
Dug  for  me. 

Now  the  wild  wish  has  arisen 
To  immure  my  chum  in  prison  ; 
For  the  stock  I  bought  was  hls'n, 
Do  you  see? 

Ah  !  if  I  but  had  that  smarty 
With  my  fingers  round  his  heart,  he — 
But  he's  gone  off  with  a  party 
To  Paree. 


The  truly  good  who  have  found  in  the  Decalogue  a  com- 
mandment which  reads,  "Remember  the  Sabbath  day  to 
make  thy  neighbor  keep  it  holy,"  are  dutifully  determined  to 
incorporate  it  in  the  State  Constitution.  It  seems  to  me 
that  under  the  laws  we  already  have  a  man  can  obtain  all 
the  rest  on  Sunday  that  he  requires,  unless  he  is  so  nervously 
pious  that  it  worries  him  to  think  of  the  sturdy  preachers  all 
about  him,  noisily  pounding  the  pulpits  that  might  just  as 
well  have  been  pounded  on  Saturday  afternoon. 


From  childhood  I  have  been  passionately  fond  of  the  he- 
liotrope. The  divine  plant  has  had  from  my  heart  the  de- 
votion that  other  men  give  to  women,  to  gold,  or  to  God; 
and  my  loyal  fidelity  to  it  has,  I  think,  exercised  a  whole- 
some restraint  on  me  in  matters  of  love,  business,  and  relig- 
ion. As  I  slept,  the  other  night,  a  spray  of  my  adored  flower 
on  my  pillow,  I  dreamed  that  I  was  on  a  large  island  in  a 
tropic  sea.  Close  beside  me  was  the  trunk  of  a  giant  tree — 
a  heliotrope — whose  branches  covered  the  whole  island  and 
whose  top  touched  heaven.  All  the  fowls  of  the  air  built 
nests  and  sang  in  its  foliage.  Overcome  by  the  ravishing 
perfume,  I  sank,  swooning  with  happiness,  at  its  root,  yet, 
gazing  dreamily  seaward,  could  not  help  observing  that  of 
the  many  ships  drawn  convergent  toward  the  island  by  the 


tree's  matchless  beauty  all  those  beating  up  from  leeward, 
on  arriving  within  range  of  the  odor  which  to  me  was  heaven, 
put  about  and  fled,  holding  their  noses  in  the  brine.  Look- 
ing upward  I  then  perceived  that  there  was  not  a  flower  on 
the  tree;  the  odor  came  from  the  swollen  bodies  and  drop- 
ping oils  of  my  literary  enemies,  one  of  whom  was  hanging 
by  the  neck  from  every  branch.  Filled  with  inexpressible 
rapture  I  awoke,  the  fragrant  spray  of  heliotrope  entangled 
in  my  moustache. 

Rejoice,  O  mine  enemies,  and  sing  songs,  that  for  once  ye 
were  my  rivals — in  a  dream.  A  dream  that  was  not  your 
own  !  For  in  my  dreaming  I  thought  your  attachment  to  my 
beloved  mistress,  the  heliotrope,  was  stronger  than  mine, 
hoped  it  was  more  enduring,  and  felt  it  better  for  posterity. 
I  regarded  the  union  without  jealousy,  favored  it  without  af- 
fectation, and  remembered  it  with  delight.  It  was  a  wild, 
impossible  fancy,  and  it  passed;  yet  waking  I  cherish  the 
fond  hope  that  Heaven  will  some  day  grant  me  the  paternal 
satisfaction  of  seeing  you  all  happily  united  to  a  sour-apple 
tree. 

It  has  been  decided  by  a  St.  Louis  Judge  that  street-cross- 
ings are  made  for  the  pedestrians,  and  it  is  the  duty  of  all 
drivers  of  vehicles,  street-cars  not  excepted,  to  pull  up  when 
a  fellow  is  making  the  transit  afoot.  It  is  to  be  hoped  our 
citizens  will  remember  this  when  crossing  the  bows  of  a  street- 
car, and  treat  the  conductor's  frantic  bell  with  dignified  in- 
attention. It  is  reassuring  to  have  the  law  on  one's  side 
when  the  pole  of  a  horse-car  is  being  thrust  into  one's  other 
side.     The  trouble  is  that  at  such  times 

"our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight, 

Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 

Themselves  in  pensive  order" 

to  enjoy  the  consciousness  of  having  placed  the  driver  dis- 
tinctly in  the  wrong  ;  and  when  hastily  endeavoring  to  dis- 
engage the  complications  of  one's  small  intestine  from  the 
flying  feet  of  the  horses,  one's 

"manners  have  not  that  repose 
Which  stamps  the  caste  of  Vera  de  Vere.'' 


It  is  all  very  well  for  starveling  editors,  dyspeptic  scholars, 
and  corn-fed  politicians  to  disparage  Lord  Beaconsfield's 
diplomatic  achievement  in  acquiring  the  Island  of  Cyprus, 
but  no  self-respecting  gentleman  can  be  insensible  to  the 
fact  that  Cyprus  exports  more  pottted  ortolans  than  any 
country  in  the  world.  When  there  has  been  found  a  better 
bird  than  the  ortolan  it  will  be  possible  to  outline  a  nobler 
foreign  policy  than  that  of  Lord  Beaconsfield. 


Be  good  enough  to  contrast  Lord  Beaconsfield's  acqui- 
sition of  Cyprus  with  the  late  Mr.  Seward's  vaunted  feat  in 
securing  Alaska.  Bah  !  there  is  precisely  the  difference  be- 
tween them  that  there  is  between  the  flesh  of  an  ortolan  and 
the  flesh  of  a  penguin.  Seward  was  a  gentleman,  and  knew 
well  enough  the  distinction  between  calipash  and  calipee, 
but,  bless  the  soul  of  him,  he  had  to  take  such  territory  as 
he  could  get  an  appropriation  to  pay  for.  Did  a  dunder- 
head Congress  permit  the  annexation  of  San  Domingo, 
actually  belted  with  a  circlet  of  green  turtle,  every  one  a  gem 
worth  a  king's  ransome  ?  Did  not  every  "meagre  muse-rid 
mope,  adust  and  thin,"  every  blade-faced  "thinker,"  with  his 
belly  sticking  to  his  back,  every  husk-eating  prodigal  son  of  a 
gun,  every  flabby-fibred,  sodden-witted,  lard-lover  in  the 
land,  get  upon  his  hind  legs  and  say  there  was  a  "job"  in 
it.''  May  be  there  was — what  man  of  sense  would  deign  to 
inquire  ?  There  was  turtle  in  it — great  gobs  and  dollops  of 
turtle,  as  green  as  emerald — colossal  collocations  of  foamy 
fat,  redolent,  luminous,  musical  ! — masses  for  the  repose  of 
the  undeparted  soul ! 

Speaking  of  turtle,  did  I  ever  mention — it  has  always 
pleased  me  mightily — that  ancient  minute  of  the  Royal  So- 
ciety Club,  of  London.  This  terse  but  touching  record  re- 
lates, of  a  turtle  intended  for  the  club  table,  that  it  "died  on 
its  way  home  from  the  West  Indies."  Languages  are  not 
immortal,  but  the  noble  tongue  in  which  such  a  thing  as  that 
can  be  said  may  await  dissolution  with  Christian  tranquillity. 

What  broad  fields  of  thought  are  sometimes  opened  up 
by  a  chance  expression.  (Peace,  peace,  thou  restless  reader  ; 
I  mean  to  no  more  than  set  my  toe  in  one.)  That  languages 
are  perishable  goods,  to  be  used  quickly  ere  they  spoil,  is 
trite  enough,  but  I  doubt  if  we  duly  consider  all  that  it  im- 
plies. How  many  of  us  can  intelligently  read  Chaucer  and 
Gower,  or  even  Shakspeare  or  Spenser,  without  a  glossary? 
I  have  in  memory  a  recent  article  in  an  English  magazine 
defining  scores,  and  mentioning,  I  think,  hundreds,  of  obso- 
lete and  obsolescent  terms  from  the  works  of  that  ancient 
worthy,  Charles  Dickens  !  And  is  it  not  matter  of  common 
remark  that  nearly  all  the  earlier  poems  of  Mr.  Cornelius 
Mahoney  are  unintelligible,  even  to  the  commentators? 


One  efifect  of  the  transitory  nature  of  languages  is  to  im- 
pede national  civilizations.  Each  generation  profits  directly 
from  the  intellectual  store  of  its  predecessors  only  ;  from 
antiquity,  indirectly,  at  second-hand.  For  every  learning 
there  is  a  forgetting  ;  the  prospect  changes,  but  the  horizon 
has  ever  the  same  radius.  Of  what  use  to  the  mariner  is  his 
regularly  posted  log  if  he  has  with  equal  regularity  torn  out 
all  but  the  current  page  of  his  record,  or  used  ink  that  has 


faded  in  a  week  ?  Clearly,  the  traveler  has  little  profit  of  his 
long  road  who  remembers  but  the  last  mile.  Each  genera- 
tion is  compelled  to  learn  by  experience  whatever  it  can  not 
read  ;  and  so  it  occurs  that  what  was  known  and  recorded 
by  the  earliest  English  idiot,  Mr.  William  D.  Pollock  has 
had  to  find  out  ior  himself. 


In  its  course  through  the  centuries  a  language  resembles  a 
certain  vine  cultivated  by  the  Thibetans,  and  called  in  their 
tongue  "  the  traveling  reptile,"  which,  rooting  wherever  it 
touches  the  earth,  grows  at  one  end  and  decays  at  the  other, 
thus  accomplishing  journeys  of  great  length,  and  perhaps 
carrying  the  mails,  I  don't  know.  Their  philosophers,  by 
the  way,  have  for  some  centuries  disputed  as  to  whether  the 
vine  arrived  at  one  point  is  the  same  vine  that  set  out  from 
another  ;  but  up  to  the  year  1S47  the  discussion  had  evolved 
more  heat  than  light.  It  seems  to  me  a  scientific,  rather 
than  a  philosophic,  problem,  and  I  should  like  to  have  our 
Academy  of  Sciences  go  to  Thibet  for  its  solution,  or  for 
almost  any  reason. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Kalloch,  who  possibly  mistakes  the  greed  of 
notoriety  for  the  call  of  duty,  and  the  clapping  of  an  audi- 
ence for  a  sign  of  the  divine  fctvor,  is  to  the  fore  with  an- 
other lecture — on  monopolies  ;  "  his  attack,"  says  a  morning 
journal,  "being  mainly  on  the  railroads." 

From  the  summit  of  the  town. 

Yawning  like  a  lazy  Turk, 
Stanford  sleepily  looks  down 

On  the  parson  at  his  work  : 

"All  my  roads  the  man  attacks. 
Tearing  up  the  rails  I  lay ; 
Neither  leaves  he  any  tracks 

la  '  the  straight  and  narrow  way,'  " 


Concerning  man  and  wife,  it  is  appointed  of  nature  that 
the  woman  shall  be  most  admired  by  the  man  when  she  is 
living,  the  man  by  the  woman  when  he  is  dead.  According 
to  woman,  the  master-work  of  creation  is  a  dead  husband. 


"  That  country  has  the  freest  institutions,"  says  a  contem- 
porary, "  where  the  press  is  least  hampered  by  the  govern- 
ment."    Ah  !  yes,  jesso — 

"a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themselves  are  free." 


The  moral  and  elevating  influence  of  the  press  has  pene- 
trated to  Bodie  :  the  local  lights  of  the  romantic  school  are 
so  disconcerted  in  the  presence  of  the  Weekly  Sta7tdard^s 
shining  liar  that  they  occasionally  blurt  out  the  truth  about 
their  mines  —  whereby  many  investors  are  deceived  and 
ruined. 

The  value  of  the  opinions  of  "  business  men  "  as  guides  in 
legislation  is  shown  in  a  lambent  light  by  the  action  of  our 
Chamber  of  Commerce  the  other  day.  Last  May  the 
Chamber  recorded  its  approval  of  the  proposed  commercial 
treaty  with  France,  whereby  it  was  intended  to  materially 
reduce  the  duties  on  imported  wines.  But  on  Tuesday  last, 
at  the  instance  of  the  California  Vinicultural  Association, 
they  unanimously  recalled  their  approval  and  earnestly  im- 
plored Congress  to  continue  the  present  tariff.  Now  it  so  hap- 
pens (that's  the  word  for  it)  that  a  large  number  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  are  opposed  to  protective 
duties — where  local  or  personal  interests  are  not  concerned. 
They  are  sturdy  free-traders — in -Pennsylvania  and  Massa- 
chusetts. It  would  not  surprise  if  now,  by  way  of  atone- 
ment for  their  latest  action  in  this  matter,  they  should  de- 
mand the  aboUtion  of  duties  all  over  the  continent  of  Europe. 
When  your  man  of  aflfairs,  looking  over  the  accounts  of  his 
political  conscience,  finds  himself  debited  with  a  selfish  opin- 
ion on  a  matter  aft'ecting  his  own  interests,  he  immediately 
balances  the  books  by  crediting  himself  with  a  liberal  one  on 
a  matter  aflTecting  the  interests  of  others. 


Your  man  of  affairs,  when  affairing, 

I  honor  [removing  my  hat) 
But  when  he  goes  thinking,  by — [swearing.) 

Boys  beat  tiim  at  that  1 

He  hasn't  the  [meaningly  tapping 

Aly  forehead.)     His  thinker — by  gum  I 

I  wouldn't  give  that  for  it  [snapping 
My  finger  and  thumb.) 

Mr.  Edward  Jenningsen,  an  Arizona  sheep-herder,  has  had 
the  misfortune  to  kill  his  overseer  under  circumstances  that 
seem  to  justify  the  severest  censure.  Details  are  lacking,  but 
it  is  tersely  explained  in  the  dispatches  that  Mr.  Jenningsen 
was  dissatisfied  with  the  breakfast  served  him,  but  whether 
his  objection  concerned  its  quality  or  iis  quantity  is  not  stated. 
An  imperfection  in  neither  particular  would,  it  seems  to  me, 
be  sufiicient  cause  for  taking  human  life  ;  for  whereas  the 
Decalogue  is  silent  as  to  the  service  of  bad  breakfasts,  it  dis- 
tinctly prohibits  murder  ;  though  obviously  the  Decalogue  is 
not  the  whole  law.  Whatever  may  be  the  moral  aspect  of 
the  incident  it  will  have  a  certain  value  when  the  evidence  is 
all  in,  as  marking  the  limit  of  patience  in  Arizona.  In  San 
Francisco  the  b.'eakfasts  commonly  served  at  hotels  are  not 
in  all  respects  what  they  should  be,  but  in  the  manner  of  re- 
monstrance it  seems  a  clear  enough  duty  to  keep  inside  the 
law  ;  though  every  one  must  determine  for  himself  when  a 
shot  at  the  landlord  has  become  an  act  of  simpie^self-pres- 
ervation. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


COQUETTES, 


The  fickleness  of  woman  has  been  the  subject  of  animad- 
version by  wounded  swains  and  jilted  lovers  for  many  a  long 
century.  The  fact  that  the  number  of  coquettes  is  not  less- 
ened by  their  harangues  proves  that  there  is  some  necessity 
for  their  existence,  some  circumstance  of  birth  or  disposition 
that  has  made  them  such.  Few  women  are  wantonly  and 
willfullv  cruel.  That  this  is  true  I  am  con\inced.  No  wom- 
an likes  to  give  pain  for  cruelty's  sake  ;  no  woman  refuses 
an  honest,  earnest  love  without  a  strong  sentiment  of  pity, 
albeit  the  confession  of  such  love  be  a  triumph  to  her  vanity 
and  a  tribute  to  her  superiority.  It  is  not  so  much  that  | 
women  are  fickle  as  that  men  are  unworthy.  /V  woman  who  \ 
holds  herself  to  be  the  equal  of  a  high-minded,  devoted, 
chivalrous  man,  feels  it  necessary  that  she  be  sure  he  is  such 
before  she  gives  her  heart  to  his  keeping.  There  is  an 
aphorism  of  .Madame  de  Stael's,  which  translated  reads  : 
"  Love  in  a  woman's  life  is  a  history- ;  in  nun's,  an  episode." 

This  is  true,  yet  nol,  for  the  happiness  of  women  or  the 
honor  of  mankind,  including  all  men.  It  is  this  complete- 
ness of  the  love-hislory  of  woman  s  life  that  needs,  if  possi- 
ble, the  full  assurance  of  continuity,  which  makes  women 
hesitate.  In  too  many  cases  does  she  come  to  perceive  that 
love  will  be  episodical  in  most  men's  lives,  that  she  is  rated 
highest  who  is  hardest  won,  and  that  too  often  after  winning 
one  is  regarded  "as  a  tale  that  is  told.'  It  is  not  all  women 
who  reason  deep  enough  to  perceive  this — it  is  not  all  women 
who  are  constructed  to  care  if  they  do.  The  coquette  has  a 
heart,  if  you  can  but  reach  it,  but  in  the  search  for  it  take 
care  that  your  wings  are  not  singed.  There  are  not  many 
men  who  stand  the  crucial  test  of  deep  feeling,  large-hearted 
devotedness,and  prescient  affection  which  the  isolated  nature 
of  a  coquette  demands.  One  procreant  cause  of  unhappi- 
ncss  is  a  lack  of  chivalrous  consideration,  of  purity  of  prin- 
ciple, in  the  present  generation.  Coquettes  are  not  shallow  ; 
no  mere  frivolous  woman  can  be  what  the  world  terms  a.  co- 
quette. They  are  vivacious,  witty,  imaginative,  tender  at 
limes,  often  handsome,  and  they  possess  a  subtile,  sympa- 
thetic attraction  impossible  to  describe.  When  some  new 
star  rises  in  the  horoscope  of  their  lives,  they  imagine  it 
possible  to  be  the  ideal  knight  for  whose  coming  they  have 
longed.  Friendship  strengthens  this  hope,  but  closer  inti- 
macy shatters  the  dream,  resulting  in  conviction  to  the 
woman  that  hope  lures  falsely,  to  the  man  that  consistency 
is  a  lost  jewel,  and  to  the  world  that  the  woman  is  a  coquette. 
It  is  true  that  the  fatal  defect  of  our  imagination  wrecks 
too  many  womens  lives.  Nectar  and  ambrosia  do  not  fall 
to  the  lot  of  ordinary  mortals,  yet  the  knowledge  that  women 
have  been  so  loved,  cherished,  and  protected,  that  the  crown 
of  wifehood  was  the  greatest  glory  of  life,  sen'es  to  re- 
lumine  the  future  after  successive  failures.  This  imagination 
is,  in  too  many  instances,  the  primary  cause  of  fickleness. 
There  is  such  a  sinking  of  the  heart,  such  a  fading  away  of  the 
couUitr  tii  rost\  such  a  fainting  and  failing  of  sacrificial  in- 
spirations and  aspirations,  when  one  discovers  that  the  lover 
one  fondly  believed  immaculate  and  orthodox  has  been 
guilty  of  heresy,  that  he  in  whom  truth  seemed  ingrained 
has  stooped  to  deceit  (that  most  unforgivable  of  sins  against 
integrity,  that  he  in  whom  ail  good  seemed  vivified  is  clay 
instead  of  Carrara.  But  this  very  imaginative  quality  con- 
stitutes one  of  the  chief  charms  of  its  possessor,  since  under 
the  intluence  of  it  a  woman  treats  all  men  with  deferential 
consideration,  and  a  suave  charm  of  manner  which  suggests 
that  she  believes  them  all  to  be  heroes,  knights  sans  peur  et 
sans  r(proch€.  Of  the  lesser  degrees  of  coquetry  all  women 
are  liable  to  be  accused.  While  few  possess  the  full  comple- 
ment of  charms  and  accomplishments  accorded  to  coquettes 
in  general,  all  women  display  more  or  less  of  coquetry  which 
lacks  the  earnestness  of  a  deep-seated  longing,  and  brings 
upon  woman  the  stigma  of  fickleness.  Ninon  de  I'Enclos 
must  have  been  moulded  after  this  pattern — as  also  Diana  of 
Poictiers.  The  Grecian  princess  Omphale  must  have  been 
a  wily  coquette  when  she  wore  Hercules'  lion-skin  and 
wielded  his  club,  well  knowing  that  the  playful  assumption 
of  manly  dignity  would  enhance  her  feminine  charms  in  his 
partial  eyes.  That  graceful  writer,  Rose  Terry  Cooke,  says 
of"  La  Coquette  :'' 

* '  You  look  at  rae  wiih  lender  eyes. 
Thai,  had  you  worn  a  month  ago, 
Had  slain  me  with  dinne  surprise  : 
Bui  now  I  do  nol  see  Ihem  glow." 

And  Mrs.  Bradley  charmingly  writes  : 

"  I  passed  before  her  garden  gate: 
.'she  stood  among  her  roses. 
And  stooped  a  little  from  her  slate, 

In  which  her  pride  reposes. 
To  make  her  flowers  a  graceful  plea 
For  luring  and  dekiying  mc." 

But  nowhere  in  the  poets'  songs,  in  all  the  range  of  love- 
lore,  have  I  found  any  plea  for  the  hidden  mysteries  of  a 
coquette's  nature — nothing  but  condemnation.  Even  Tenny- 
son's conceited  yeoman  has  a  stone  to  cast  at  the  proud, 
misunderstood  Clara  Vere  de  \'ere.  There  have  been  those 
who  could  not  distinguish  between  condescending  kindness 
and  treacherous  wiles,  and  this  stupid  yeoman  seems  to  have 
been  one  of  them.  I  am  not  trying  to  prove  the  supremacy 
of  those  to  whom  the  world  applies  a  misnomer.  It  is  only 
that  they  are  a  much  reviled  class  of  women,  w  hom  fate  with 
circumstantial  force  has  driven  to  violate  the  formal  laws  of 
society.  If  there  are  women  who  love  coquetry  for  pain's 
sake,  to  whom  bleeding  hearts  are  a  sacrificial  oflfering  and 
passion  and  incense,  they-  are  not  of  my  knowledge,  and  by 
me  unclassified.  There  is  no  pity  wasted  on  a  coquette's 
fate  if  her  life  is  a  blank  ;  the  inevitable,  virtuous  "  series 
you  right "  expression  of  more  fortunate,  though  perhaps  not 
more  worthy  women,  stares  her  in  the  face  like  an  immutable 
wall.  .-Vnd  if  the  failure  be  in  a  measure  her  own,  it  is  not 
on  that  account  the  less  bitter  to  endure,  but  the  mockery  of 
love,  the  vengeance  of  narrow-mindedness,  repeats  for  bene- 
fit and  consolation, 

"  I  h.ad  the  pain  when  you  had  power: 

Now  mine  Ihe  power,  who  rcips  the  pain? 
Vou  sowed  Ihe  wind  in  Uial  black  hour ; 

Receive  the  w  hirlwind  for  your  gain  ! " 
S.\N  Francisco,  October  20.  "  H." 


He  who  thinks  poorly  of  himself  can  not  win  the  respect 
of  his  felloK^s. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


The  Autumn   Fire. 
Cool  falls  ihe  day  wluse  balmy  noon 

Was  spiced  with  snitll  of  forest  gums. 
Red  on  the  long  lake  bums  the  sun. 

And  star  by  star  the  evening  comes. 

No  more  that  starry  dark  allures 

By  strange  mysterious  spells  that  thrill 

The  soul  with  longing  for  those  things 
Which  no  man's  sense  shall  ever  fill. 

For  all  the  world  of  dim  desires 

Which  haunt  the  nights  of  sunmier  days 

Is  lost  behind  the  enchanted  wall 

Buili  by  the  autumn  night's  first  blaze, 

While,  on  the  hearth  within,  the  torch 

In  laughter  and  in  song  is  laid. 
And  rich  with  increase,  rich  with  sweets, 

The  summer's  sacrifice  is  made. 

— Harper'i  Btiuir. 

The  Runic  Stone. 
I   sil  bv  the  sea  on  the   Runic  slone, 

Half  dreaming  and  half  waking; 
Tiic  stsi-mews  cry.   the  wild  winds  moan. 

And  the  wandering  waves  are  breaking. 

1  have  loved  full  many  a  maiden  kind, 

'\'<i  many  a  friend  have  bound  me  ; 
Where  are  they  now?     Wild  moans  the  wind, 

And  the  wandering  waves  break  round  me. 

Heine,  in  TetnpU  Bar. 

Mountaineer's  Prayer. 
Gird  me  with  the  strength  of  Thy  steadfast  hills! 

The  speed  of  Thy  streams  give  me ! 
In  the  spirit  that  calms,  with  the  life  thai  thrills, 

I  would  stand  or  run  for  Thee. 
T,ct  me  be  Thy  voice,  or  Thy  silent  power  — 

.\s  the  cataract  or  the  peak  — 
An  eternal  thought  in  ray  earthly  hour 

Of  the  living  God  to  speak. 

Clothe  me  in  the  rose- tints  of  Thy  skies 

L'pon  morning  summits  laid; 
Robe  me  in  the  purple  and  gold  that  flies 

Through  ihy  shuttles  of  light  and  shade. 
Lei  me  rise  and  rejoice  in  Thy  smile  aright, 

As  mounlains  and  forests  do  ; 
Let  me  welcome  Thy  twilight  and  Thy  night. 

And  wait  for  Thy  dawn  anew. 

Give  me  of  the  brook's  faith,  joyously  sung 

Under  clank  of  its  icy  chain; 
Give  me  of  the  piatience  that  hides  among 

Thy  hill- tops  in  mist  and  rain. 
Lift  me  up  from  the  clod,  let  me  breathe  thy  breath  ; 

Thy  beauty  and  strength  give  me ; 
Lei  me  lose  both  the  name  and  the  meaning  of  death 

In  the  life  that  I  share  with  Thee. 

Lucy  Labcom,  in  Sunday  Afumoon. 


Troubles  in  High  Life. 

Two  miniature  mothers  at  play  on  the  floor 

Their  xsearisome  cares  were  debating. 
How  Dora  and  Arabelle,  children  no  more, 
Were  twice  as  much  trouble  as  ever  before, 
And  the  causes  each  had  her  own  cares  to  deplore 

Were  really  well  worth  my  relating. 

Said  one  little  mother:  "You  really  don't  know 

What  a  burden  my  life  is  with  Bella  ! 
Her  stravagant  habits  I  hope  she'll  outgrow. 
She  buys  her  kid  gloves  by  the  dozen,  you  know, 
Sits  for  cartes  de  visite  every  fortnight  or  so, 

And  don't  do  a  thing  that  I  tell  her." 

.  Those  stylish  young  ladies  (her  dollies,  you  know), 
Had  complexions  soft,  pearly,  and  waxen. 
With  arms,  neck,  and  forehead  as  white  as  the  snow. 
Golden  hair  sweeping  down  to  the  waist  and  below, 
Eyes  blue  as  the  sky.  cheeks  with  youth's  ruddy  glow. 
Of  a  beauty  pure  Grecian  and  Saxon. 

'Indeed,"  said  the  other,   "that's  sad  to  be  sure; 

But  ah,"  with  a  sigh,  "no  one  guesses 
The  cares  and  anxieties  mothers  endure ; 
For  though  Dora  appears  so  sedaie  and  demure, 
She  spends  all  the  money  that  I  can  secure 

On  her  cloaks  and  her  bonnets  and  dresses." 

Tlien  followed  such  prattle  of  fashion  and  style, 

I  smiled  as  I  listened  and  wondered ; 
And  I  thought,  had  I  tried  to  repeal  it  erewhile, 
How  these  fair  little  Israelites,  without  guile. 
Would  mock  at  my  lack  of  their  knowledge  and  smile 

At  the  way  I  had  stumbled  and  blundered. 

And  I  thought,  too,  when  each  youthful  mother  had  conned 

Her  startling  and  touching  narration. 
Of  the  dolls  of  which  I  in  my  childhood  was  fond. 
How  with  Dora  and  .■\rabelle  they'd  correspond, 
And  how  far  dolls  and  children  to-day  are  beyond 

Those  we  had  in  the  last  generation. 

Mrs.  J.  G.  Blrsett,  in  St.  Nicholas. 


Under  the  Limes, 
How  sweet  in  Winter-time  we  feign  the  Spring, 

How  fair  by  night  we  dream  the  day  shall  be  \ 
Can  any  April-tide  such  freshness  bring. 

Our  eyes  on  any  mom  such  brightness  see? 
Half  heedlessly  we  hear  the  first  bird  sing, 

Behold  the  first  shoots  breaking  on  the  tree; 
And  when  we  wake  our  reason  fain  would  cling 

Prisoner  to  fancies,  fearing  to  be  free. 
For  like  the  crossing  leaves  that  day  by  day 
Grow  larger,  till  they  weave  the  linden  shade. 
Our  pleasures  so  are  woven  to  a  whole ; 
Not  in  the  part  we  see  how  glad  are  they. 
But  after  find  ev'n  fairer  than  we  prayed 

Their  dreams  and  memories  left  within  the  soul. 

Francis  W.  Bocrdili.un. 

Star,  Rose,  and  Thorn. 
I  brealhed  a  song  to  the  silent  night ; 
It  died  in  ether  beyond  my  sight. 
I   sighed  a  name  in  a  garden  fair ; 
Twas  lost  mid  clustering  roses  tliere. 
In  azure  heavens  serene  and  far 
There  glowed  a  radiant  golden  star ; 
A  fresh  bud  bhx)med  on  my  red  rose  tree  ; 
Both  star  and  flower  were  my  thought  of  thee. 

All  night  the  star  through  my  window  gleams; 
I  weave  its  light  into  golden  dreams. 
The  red.  red  rose  to  my  heart  I  pressed  ; 
Its  thom,  its  fragrance  are  in  my  breasL 
The  star  grows  dim  with  the  dawning  day ; 
My  dream  is  only  a  dream  alway. 
The  rose  is  faded,  so  fair  to  see  ; 
A  thora  is  all  that  is  left  to  me, 

El-Lis  Gray,  in  Harper's  Magazine. 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY, 


La  femme  a  un  sourire  pour  toutes  les  joies,  une  larme 
pour  toutes  les  douleurs,  une  consolation  pour  toutes  les 
miseres,  une  e.-ccuse  pour  toutes  les  fautes,  une  pri^re  pour 
toutes  les  infortunes,  un  encouragement  pour  toutes  les 
espt^rances. — Saintc-Foix. 


O  femmes  ! 
Diderot. 


vous  ctes  des  enfants  bien  extraordinaires.- 


En  amour,  comme  en  toutes  choses,  ['experience  est  un 
mt^decin  qui  n'arrive  qu'apres  la  maladie. — Xhne,  de  la  Tour. 

Les  hommes  seraient  de  grands  saints  s'ils  aimaient  autant 
Dieu  que  les  femmes. — Saint  Thomas. 

Dans  I'amour,  si  I'iuconstance  donne  des  plaisirs,  la  con- 
stance  seule  donne  le  bonheur. — L'AbbJ  Tniblet. 


"  J  e  fais  profession  de  ne  savoir  que  Tamour." — Socrate. 

Blamer  un  jeune  homme  d'etre  amoureux,  c'est  reprocher 
i  quelqu'un  d'etre  malade. — Duclos. 

Ne  te  fatte  pas  d'etre  aimi!  d'une  femme  qui  s'aime  beau- 
coup. — Pytha^ore. 

S'il  est  un  fruit  qui  se  puisse  manger  crii,  c'est  la  beaut^. 
— Alphonse  Kan . 

Les  etres  sensibles  ne  sont  pas  des  ctres  senses. — Balzac. 

BAISER. 

Lorsqu'Agalhis,  par  un  baiser  de  ilamme 

Consent  d  me  payer  des  maux  que  j'ai  semis, 

Sur  mes  livres.  soudain,  je  sens  venir  mon  ^mc 
Qui  veut  passer  sur  celles  d'.Agalhis. — PlatOH. 


I 


Le  cceur  est  comme  ces  sortes  d'arbres  qui  ne  donnent 
leur  baume  pour  les  blessures  des  hommes  que  lorsque  le 
fer  les  a  blesses  eux-memes. — Chateaubriand. 


Le  cceur  d'une  femme  galante  est  comme  une  rose  dont 
chaque  amant  emporte  une  feuille  ;  il  ne  reste  que  I'^pine  au 
mari. — Sophie  Arnould. 


Une  femme  est  une  table  bien  servie  qu'on  voit  d'un  oeil 
different  avant  ou  apr&s  le  repas. — Helvetius. 

Les  femmes  sont  des  poeles  ^  dessus  de  marbre. — Charles 
Letnesle. 


— Heureux  qui  te  regarde,  trois  fois  heureux  qui  t'^coute, 
6  ma  belle  Nais  !  Te  donner  un  doux  baiser,  cest  ^tre 
demi-dieu ;  te  serrer  entre  ses  bras,  c'est  jouir  de  I'immor- 
talit^. — Sanazar. 


SVR    LES   FEMMES. 

Dans  leur  sein  nous  puisons  la  vie, 

Et  dans  leurs  bras  la  volupie  ; 
Leur  amiti^  douce  et  ch^rie 

Sur\'it  a  la  prosperite. 
On  les  rencontre  k  son  aurore, 

Dans  le  sentier  qui  conduit  au  bonheur, 
Et,  malheureux.  on  les  reirouve  encore 

Sur  le  chemin  de  la  doiileur. 


V^nus  imptrieuse  est  moins  forte  que  V^nus  caressante. 

A  Page  de  soixante-dix  ans,  Fontenelle  avait  de  mauvais 
yeux  que  la  lumi^re  incommodait  beaucoup.  Une  jeune 
dame,  chez  qui  il  se  trouvait  en  visite,  lui  dit  un  soir  :  — Je 
vais  faire  enlever  les  flambeaux  car  je  sais  que  vous  aimez 
I'obscurit^.  — Non  pas  oii  vous  etes,  Mademoiselle,  lui  r^- 
pondit  ie  galant  vieillard. 

L'amour  est  une  erreur  du  cceur  humain,  mais  aus«i,  c'est 
la  plus  douce  quil  puisse  ressentir.  II  est  toujours  triste  et 
cruel  d'en  etre  d^sabus^. 


11  n'est  point  d'amours  sans  d^sirs.  II  nen  est  point  sans 
esp  Frances. 

On  demandait  a  Madame  de  R.  si  elle  aurait  envie  de 
connaitre  Tavenir.  — Non,  rtfpondit-elle,  il  ressemble  trop  au 
passe. 


Nous  serions  tous  parfaits,  disait  quelqu'un,  si  nous  n'dtions 
ni  hommes,  ni  femmes. 


Un  millionaire  se  trouvant  parmi  des  riches  qui  se  plai- 
gnaient  de  la  duret^  des  temps,  dit  :  — Qui  est-ce  qui  est 
heureux  dans  ces  temps-ci  ?     Quelque  miserable  ■ 

En  sortant  de  la  Bastille,  apr^s  plusieurs  anntJes  de  deten- 
tion, M.  de  X.  rencontra  un  de  ses  anciens  amis,  musqu^, 
pommad^,  et  fris^,  qui  lui  dit :  — Comme  vous  etes  gros, 
gras,  gris  !  — Et  vous,  lui  r^pondit  M.  de  X.,  comme  vous 
ices  peint,  teint,  feint ! 

Le  bonheur  est  une  violette  qui  croit  dans  la  mousse  ou 
sous  la  ram^e  ;  il  ne  lui  faut  qu'un  coin  abrit^,  de  I'ombre, 
une  temperature  moyenne,  el  la  ros^e  du  ciel.  II  comprend 
la  sante,  des  goflts  simples,  des  mceurs  pures,  de  croyances 
sincferes  et  la  reciprocity  des  affections. 


L'envie  est  au  fond  du  coiur  humain  comme  une  vipcre 
dans  son  trou. —  Balzac. 


Le  coeur  humain  sera  toujours  I'etemel  abime  de  la  raison. 
L'esp^ce  humaine  doit  probablement  divaguer  autour  de  la 
v^rite  ou  de  I'erreur  jusqu'h  la  fin  de  toute  dispute,  c'est-k- 
dire,  jusqu'k  la  fin  des  temps. 


EPITAPHE    d'L'NE  JEUNR  FILLE. 

Terre,  sois-lui  Idgere,  clle  a  si  peu  pes6  sur  toi. 


Les  yeux  sont  les  messagers  du  cceur. 

October  19,  1878.  L,  G.  J.  de  Finod. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS. 

Slain  Love. 
See,  here  he  lies — 

Dead  Love,  than  snow  more  cold ; 
His  close  shut,  hidden  eyes, 
Wan  lips,  and  locks  of  gold, 
A  sorrow  and  a  lerror  to  behold. 

No  light  of  sun  or  moon. 

Nor  roar  of  lion  winds. 
Nor  tears  that  come  too  soon, 

Nor  sharp  words  that  pain  finds. 
Shall  bring  to  life  this  Sleeper  whom  Death  binds. 

When  shall  he  live  again? 

No  more  for  us,  we  know. 
Rise  up;   pass  on;   in  vain 
We  linger,  let  us  go ; 
Throughout  our  lives  we  wander  blindly  to  and  fro. 
Ada  Vrooman  \^^s,\j.s.,  in  Lady  s  Bazar /or  Noz-e>uber. 


Wise  Items. 
The  clouds,  which  rise  with  thunder,  slake 

Our  thirsty  souls  with  rain  ; 
The  blow  most  dreaded  falls  to  break 

From  off  our  limbs  a  chain  ; 
And  wrongs  of  man  to  man  but  make 

The  love  of  God  more  plain. 
As  through  the  shadowy  lens  of  even 
The  eye  looks  farthest  into  heaven. 
On  gleams  of  star  and  depths  of  blue 
The  glaring  sunshine  never  knew. 

Whittier 


Tears. 
Is  it  raining,  little  flower? 

Be  glad  of  rain  ! 
Too  much  rain  would  wither  thee — 

'Twill  shine  again. 
The  clouds  are  verj-  black,  "tis  true. 
But  iust  behind  them  shines  the  blue. 
Art  thou  weary,  lender  heart ! 

Be  glad  of  pain  ; 
In  sorrow  sweetest  things  will  grow, 

As  flowers  in  rain. 
God  watchesj  and  thou  wilt  have  the  sun 
When  clouds  their  perfect  work  have  done. 
Folded  Hands. 


Regret. 
Think  you  the  roses  a-bloom  o'er  a  tomb 

Can  shut  in  a  sorrow  or  wTong? 
At  death's  sepulchre  a  sad  angel  stands 
To  roll  back  the  stone  with  pitiless  hands. 

And  the  dead  comes  forth  to  life's  throng. 
Thinner  than  cobweb  stretched  fair  on  the  air. 

Thinner  than  dew  on  the  heart  of  the  rose. 
More  subtle  ihan  breath  adrift  in  a  sigh. 
Is  this  ghost  that  haunts  ever  and  ever  and  aye. 

Clings  close  and  will  never  repose. 


Waiting. 
Learn  to  wait — life's  hardest  lesson. 

Conned,  perchance,  through  blinding  tears ; 
While  the  heart-throbs  sadly  echo 

To  the  tread  of  passing  years. 

Learn  to  wait — hope's  slow  fruition ; 

Faint  not,  though  the  way  seems  long; 
There  is  joy  in  each  condition. 

Hearts  through  suffering  may  grow  strong ; 

Constant  sunshine,  however  welcome. 
Ne'er  would  ripen  fruit  or  flower; 

Giant  oaks  owe  half  their  greatness 
To  the  scathing  tempest's  power. 

Thus  a  soul  untouched  by  sorrow, 

.\iins  not  at  a  higher  state  ; 
Joy  seeks  not  a  brighter  sorrow. 

Only  sad  hearts  leam  to  wait. 

Human  strength  and  human  greatness 
Spring  not  from  life's  sunny  side; 

Heroes  must  be  more  than  driftwood. 
Floating  on  a  waveless  tide. 


Eden. 
Deep  in  the  summer  time  of  long  ago. 

There  dwelt  on  either  side  a  broken  stream 
A  knight,  who,  sighing,  felt  love's  pa'^sion  grow, 

A  maiden  weeping  for  some  distant  dream. 
His  gallant  life  was  lost  on   Holy  Land ; 

Her  love  was  buried  in  a  life's  regret. 
Loving  the  river  where  he  touched  her  hand: 

They  called  it  £den  where  these  lovers  met. 

The  summer  rime  still  comes  though  knights  are  dead  ; 

With  tears  of  maidens  rivers  rush  to  sea; 
Love  rulelh  still  though  chivalry  has  fled — 

His  kisses  were  the  same  to  you  and  me. 
All  was  the  same  from  bridge  to  ruined  mill. 

Across  the  stream  we  loved,  and  met  to  part ; 
White  winters  change  to  flower  time,  and  still 

They  call  it  Eden  where  you  broke  my  heart. 

— London  H'orld. 


The  Phantom. 
I  slept  —  my  sleep  was  soft  and  sweet. 

No  pain  nor  trouble  there — 
Then  did  mine  eyes  a  vision  greet, 

A  maid  supremely  fair. 
Pale,  pale  was  she  as  marble  stone, 

And  weird  and  strange  to  see ; 
With  a  light  like  pearls  her  eyes  they  shone. 

Her  locks  hung  loose  and  free. 
And  slowly,  slowly  did  she  glide, 

So  phantom-like  and  frail, 
And  down  she  lays  her  bj'  my  side. 

That  maiden  marble -pale. 
Then  throbs  my  heart  like  a  thing  possessed 

With  passion  all  aglow; 
But  no  throb  stirs  that  fair  one's  breast. 

She  is  cold  as  the  mountain  snow. 
"My  breast,  it  neither  throbs  nor  beats; 

It  is  cold  as  the  mountain  snows ; 
But  love,  I  know — its  pangs,  its  sweets. 

And  its  all-mastering  throes. 
"My  lips  and  cheeks  bloom  not  with  red. 

The  blood  in  my  heart  is  still ; 
But  shrink  not  away  with  shuddering  dread  — 

1  am  thine,  to  do  thy  will !" 
And  madder  still  she  clasped  me  round. 

Till  my  very  breath  'gan  fail ; 
The  cock  crew — gone,  with  never  a  sound, 

Was  the  maiden  marble-pale. — Heine. 


Circumstance. 
Talk  not  to  me  of  souls  that  conceive 

Sublime  ideals,  but  deterred  by  Fate, 

And  bound  by  circumstances,  sit  desolate, 
And  long  for  heights  they  never  can  achieve. 
It  is  not  so.     That  which  we  most  desire. 

With  understanding,  we  at  last  obtain.. 

In  whole  or  part,     I  hold  there  is  no  rain, 
No  deluge,  that  can  quench  a  heavenly  fire. 
Show  me  thy  labor,  I  straightway  will  name 

The  nature  of  thy  thoughts.    \Vho  bends  the  bow 

And  lets  the  arrow  from  the  strained  string  go. 
Strikes  somewhere  near  the  object  of  his  aim. 
We  build  our  ships  from  timbers  of  the  brain. 

With  products  of  the  soul  we  load  the  hold; 

Where  lies  the  blame  if  they  bring  back  no  gold. 
Or  if  they  spring  a  leak  upon  the  main? 
There  is  no  Fate,  no  Pro%'idence,  no  Chance, 

The  Will  is  all.     So  be  it  thou  art  pure 

And  strong  of  purpose,  thy  success  is  sure; 
But  fools  and  sluggards  prate  of  Circumstance. 
Ella  Wheelbr. 


THE  AMBER  RING. 

It  was  a  cold  winter  night.  I  sat  by  the  fire  at  a 
German  inn.  Not  far  from  me  was  Carl  \'on  Arn- 
heim.  We  were  both  members  of  the  German  Uni- 
versity. The  fire  blazed  fitfully,  wreathing  itself  in 
glowing  spirals  around  the  huge  logs  that  were  slowly 
being  consumed.  I  was  about  to  go  off  in  a  doze', 
when,  suddenly,  Carl  recalled  me  to  my  senses  by 
asking: 

"  Do  you  know  that  the  Baron  Von and  his 

lovely  daughter  are  in  town?" 

I  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

As  1  gazed  on  his  face  as  it  slowly  settled  to  its 
dark,  weird  aspect.  1  was  ready  to  give  credence  to 
those  stories  bruited  around  among  the  students  of 
some  strange,  supernatural  gifts  with  which  Carl 
Von  Amheim  was  endowed.  I  had  often  met  him; 
and  from  the  first  acquaintance  Ije  had  somehow  at- 
tached himself  to  me. 

On  being  asked  why.  by  some  one,  he  replied  that 
his  and  my  own  destinies  were  united;  that  I  would 
be  necessary  to  him  some  time  in  the  future. 

The  persons  he  alluded  to  in  his  question  to  me 

were  known  to  both  of  us.      Baron  Von was  a 

frank,  free-hearted  German  nobleman.  His  daugh- 
ter, Rena.  as  she  was  called,  was  the  most  beautiful 
creature  I  ever  saw.  Not  only  that  the  beauty  at- 
tracted me — for  we  were  secretly  engaged;  but  it  had 
evidently  touched  the  heart  of  the  sombre,  pale-faced 
German  student,  Carl  \'on  Amheim.  I  do  not  know 
whether  the  thought  of  my  being  attached  to  Rena 
ever  troubled  him.  He  seemed  confident,  and  feared 
no  rival. 

But,  as  I  watched  him  that  night,  he  had  a  strange 
look  of  fierce  determination  on  his  face.  Presently 
he  turned  towards  me,  and  fi.ved  his  eyes  on  mine. 
It  was  impossible  to  avoid  his  glance;  a  lurid  light 
seemed  playing  in  the  very  depths  of  his  eyes.  I 
could  not  move  nor  speak.  Another  moment  and  his 
hands  were  monng  before  me,  and  I  knew  that  Carl 
was  a  mesmerist,  and  that  I  was  under  his  control. 
Soon  I  lost  all  consciousness,  and  when  I  awoke  to 
what  appeared  a  new  state  of  existence.  I  saw  Carl 
still  looking  at  what  was  myself;  but  from  which,  in 
some  manner,  I  was  separated. 

I  had  often  read  of  the  duality  of  our  existence; 
but  never  comprehended  its  meaning  so  clearly  before. 
Here  was  X  looking  on  a  living  and  breathing  body, 
from  which  the  soul,  the  Ego  of  metaphysicians,  was 
absent. 

Carl  still  continued  to  gaze  fixedly  at  my  body; 
then,  though  he  spoke  not,  I  knew  he  was  address- 
ing me,  There  was  no  word  uttered;  but  still  the 
horrible  purport  of  his  meaning  was  conveyed  to  me, 
the  more  distinctly  as  we  were  conversing  spirit  with 
spirit.  Knowing  by  his  diabolical  arts  that  I  h.id 
won  the  love  of  the  lady  Rena,  he  was  conjuring  my 
soul  from  its  body,  which  his  own  soul  was  to  enter, 
while  I  was  to  dwell  the  inhabitant  of  his  body.  I 
could  not  struggle;  I  could  only  submit. 

In  this  way  he  was  to  win  the  Lady  Rena  and  I 
was  to  lose  her  forever.  Again  I  lost  consciousness; 
and  when  I  came  to  myself  I  found  the  transforma- 
tion complete,  and  Carl  had  departed.  I  was  sitting 
alone  by  the  fire  of  the  German  inn  in  the  body  of 
Carl  Von  Amheim  ! 

I  arose  to  leave.  The  little  inn-keeper  stepped  up 
briskly,  and  handed  me  his  bill, 

"The  gentleman,  your  friend,  said  that  you  would 
settle  this  little  account,  Herr  Von  Amheim,"  said  he 
handing  me  a  slip  of  paper. 

Yes  ;  henceforth  I  was  to  be  Carl  Von  Amheim. 
and  he  was  to  be  myself.  I  paid  the  bill,  and  then  I 
departed. 

And  now,  as  I  came  out  in  the  cold,  frosty  air,  the 
terrible  truth  dawned  upon  my  mind  for  the  first  time 
in  its  awful  reality.  What  was  I  to  do?  Where  was 
I  to  go?  W^ould  it  not  be  worse  than  madness  to  try 
and  retain  the  love  of  Rena  in  my  present  guise ! 
Should  I  attempt  that,  Carl  Von  Amheim,  in  his  new 
personality,  would  forestall  me  by  declaring  me  a 
madman  ;  and  Rena  would  believe  him.  I  staggered 
under  the  weight  of  my  misery.  All  night  I  roamed 
the  streets,  caring  not  whither  I  went.  In  the  morn- 
ing some  of  the  students  passed  by. 

"There  goes  that  queer,  unfathomable  genius,  Carl 
Von  Arnheim,"  I  heard  them  say. 

' '  What  in  the  world  has  he  been  doing  ?  " 

"  Reading  the  stars,  perhaps,  all  night.'' 

No  one  took  any  notice  of  my  haggard  aspect.  It 
was  hke  Carl  to  look  pale  and  haggard.  I  turned  a 
comer,  and  there  a  sight  met  my  eyes  before  which  I 
recoiled  in  horror,    I  saw  Carl,  as  myself,  glide  swiftly 

past  in  the  sleign  of  Baron  Von .    The  latter  was 

driving,  and  Carl  was  silting  beside  the  lovely  Rena, 
talking  earnestly.  When  he  saw  me  he  threw  a  ma- 
licious, triumphant  glance.  The  sleigh  and  all  rtished 
past ;  and  I  staggered  and  fell — and  then  knew  no 
more. 

When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  found  myself  in 
Carl's  room.  I  recognized  it,  for  I  had  been  there 
once  or  twice  before  at  his  invitation.  A  physician 
and  one  or  two  students  were  standing  beside  the  bed 
where  I  lay.  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  thanked  them 
for  their  kindness. 

Again  the  horrid  reaUty  of  my  condition  burst  upon 
me,  and  I  nearly  fainted  again.  Rallying  my  strength, 
I  told  them  to  leave  me,  as  1  wished  to  be  alone.  The 
physician  gave  them  a  sign,  and  all  went  out.  I  lay 
for  some  moment  longer,  trying  to  reflect  upon  my 
situation.     At  length  I  rose  up  and  paced  the  room. 

A  desire  for  vengeance  had  seized  upon  me.  A 
thousand  schemes  suggested  themselves  to  me  by 
which  I  could  obtain  satisfaction  ;  but  none  of  them 
seemed  to  content  my  morbid  imaginauon.  I  looked 
about  the  room.  In  one  corner  I  espied  a  large,  iron- 
bound  chest,  which  Carl  was  always  particular  never 
to  open  in  my  presence.  A  thought  struck  me.  Why 
might  not  this  chest  contain  secrets  which  it  would  be 
of  importance  for  me  to  know  !  But  how  to  get  into 
it !  I  hesitated  a  moment,  Carl  must  have  carried 
the  key  which  unlocked  it  in  his  pocket,  I  felt  for 
key.  Sure  enough,  there  was  a  large  one  there.  I 
took  it  out,  and  tried  the  lock.  It  yielded,  and  I 
opened  the  chest. 

There  was  nothing  in  it — except  some  chemicals, 
several  old,  wrinkled,  and  yellow  parchments,  and, 
in  a  small  box  by  itself,  an  amber  ring,  I  had  a  pre- 
sentiment that  with  these  means  I  was  to  work  my 
deliverance.  I  examined  the  manuscripts  ;  large 
rolls  they  were,  filled  with  diagrams,  and  words  in  the 
Latin  language.  Being  familiar  with  the  latter,  I  was 
at  no  loss  to  understand  their  meaning. 

What!  Had  the  days  of  magic  returned?  Here 
were  directions  for  caUing  the  powers  of  darkness  to 
the  aid  of  humanity  ;  the  hidden  mysteries  of  nattu-e 
revealedjand  examined  ;  and  dissertaions  of  a  meta- 
physical character  on  the  mind  of  man,  and  its  un- 
known affinities  with  the  world  of  spirits.  All  was 
apparently  v.  riiten  long  ago — it  might  be  centuries, 
I  sat  all  day  studying  the  mysterious  writings.  Night 
came,  and,  after  obtaining  a  little  nourishment  for 


the  body  that  was  mine  for  the  time  being,  I  lit  a 
lamp,  and.  locking  the  door,  still  continued  to  pore 
over  those  wonderful  manuscripts  that  were  reveal- 
ing to  me  with  every  line  I  read  strange  secrets, 
which  would  make  my  power  over  mankind  irresisti- 
ble. 

All  that  was  demanded  for  the  possessor  of  this 
secret  was  a  peculiar  organization.  With  the  body 
of  Carl  \'on  Amheim  I,  of  coiu-se,  had  obtained  his 
temperament,  and  facility  to  use  these  powers.  I 
determined  to  make  myself  master  of  them,  and  then 
— let  the  villain  look  to  himself.  He  had  forfeited  all 
his  power  by  taking  upon  him  my  organization,  so 
great  had  been  his  love  for  the  beautiful  Lady  Rena. 

Little  did  he  think  that  I  would  act  with  my  in- 
heritance as  I  intended.  My  heart  beat  high  with 
hope.  Already  I  seemed  to  grasp  revenge.  With 
that  Amber  Ring,  and  the  knowledge  of  its  wonder- 
ful properties  made  known  to  me  by  these  old  manu- 
scripts. I  would  bring  him  down— down  to  the  very 
lowest  pit  of  misery. 

Over  the  way  was  the  mansion  of  the  baron,  the 
father  of  Rena.  It  was  lit  up  with  a  thousand  brill- 
iant lights,  i  heard  the  sound  of  nmsic  and  dancing. 
As  I  looked  from  the  window  I  saw  passing  by  the 
opposite  window,  and  inside  the  gorgeous  drawing- 
room.  Rena  and  Carl,  arm  in  arm.  I  did  not  stagger 
that  time.  I  smiled  with  secret  exultation.  Going 
to  my  table  I  unrolled  a  manuscript  and  read  : 

"The  odic  fluid  is  generated  by  wearing  the 
Amber  Ring  on  the  third  finger  of  the  left  hand  ;  and 
by  the  odic  fluid  matter  and  mind  are  united.  When 
the  odyle  is  withdrawn  from  the  body  the  mind  is 
free,  and  can  be  commanded.'' 

The  following  farther  directions  ending  with  ; 

"  Thus  the  Amber  Ring,  to  him  who  knoweth  its 
proper  use,  is,  to  a  certain  extent,  all  powerful." 
****♦*♦-* 

Days  passed.  By  the  aid  of  the  ring  I  kept  myself 
informed  of  the  movements  of  Carl.  He  was  to  be 
married  in  three  days,  which  would  be  the  day  before 
Christmas.  The  ceremony  was  to  take  place  in  the 
evening. 

My  time  was  short,  yet  long  enough  for  what  I  had 
to  do.  Day  and  night  I  studied  and  worked.  My 
experiments  were,  with  a  few  exceptions,  successful. 
By  the  diy  before  Christmas  I  was  prepared.  I  had 
perfected  myself  in  my  art.  I  had  no  more  need  of 
the  manuscripts — no  more  need  of  the  Amber  Ring. 
I  therefore,  for  reasons  of  my  own.  burnt  the  whole, 
the  manuscripts  first,  and  then  threw  the  Amber  Ring 
into  the  blazing  fire.  A  pale  light  started  up  ;  the 
whole  room  shook  and  gleamed  as  if  of  phosphor- 
escent material.  Then  all  was  silent.  I  went  to  the 
window  again  and  looked  over  the  way.  Could  I 
have  been  mistaken  ?  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  saw.  in 
the  uncertain  light  of  the  moon.  Carl  Von  Amheim 
raising  his  hands  to  heaven,  with  a  look  betokening 
the  greatest  fear.  It  was  but  for  a  moment,  and  then 
he  was  gone. 

My  vengence  should  be  a  retribution.  One  hour 
before  the  time  appointed  for  the  marriage  I  was  at 
the  inn  of  which  I  spoke  at  the  beginning  of  this 
story.  I  began  the  incantation  which  I  knew  would 
bring  Carl,  whether  he  wished  or  no.  to  my  presence. 
Soon  he  came.  There  was  a  wild  look  in  his  eyes, 
and  he  seemed  overcome  with  terror,  I  made  him 
sit  where  he  had  sat  three  weeks  before.  Then, 
using  the  same  mesmeric  means  he  had  used,  reduced 
him  to  a  state  of  insensibihty.  I  then  taking  from 
my  pocket  a  vial  containing  a  virulent  poison  which  I 
knew  would  take  deadly  effect  in  the  space  of  half  an 
hour,  swallowed  the  contents — and  commanding  the 
spirit  of  Carl  to  resume  its  original  body,  I  re-entered 
my  own.  Then  springing  up,  1  shouted  triumphantly, 
for  my  vengence  was  complete  ;  the  soul  of  Carl  Von 
Arnhein  had  gone  into  its  former  body,  whence  it  was 
soon  to  be  driven  forever  by  the  deadly  poison  I  had 
entranced  into  his  system. 

As  I  sprang  from  my  seat  the  surroundings,  some- 
how, seemed  to  be  changed.  I  was  still  in  the  same 
room  of  the  inn,  and  there  before  me  sat  Carl,  fast 
asleep.  The  little  keeper  of  the  inn  was  bustling 
about  as  usual,  and  before  me  seemed  King  the  veri- 
table box  I  had  seen  burning  a  month  before.  I 
shook  Carl. 

' '  What  do  you  want  ?  "  said  he.  looking  up. 

"What  do  1  want?''  said  I,  half  reflectively,  "I 
believe  I've  been  asleep,  and  had  a  queer  sort  of 
dream — all  about  magic  and  mesmerism.  This  isn't 
Christmas  eve,  is  it  ?  " 

"  Christmas  eve  ! ''  he  echoed.  "  WTiy,  Christmas 
won't  be  here  for  a  month." 

"  I^t  us  go,''  said  I. 


An  English  writer  has  been  sharply  criticising  the 
management  of  the  London  public  schools,  known  as 
the  "  Board  Schools."  and  produces  the  following  as 
specimens  of  the  wTilten  examinations  of  some  of  the 
scholars: 

"  Where  is  Turkey?" 

"  Turkey  is  the  capital  of  Norfalk.'' 

"  Where  is  Turin  ?  '' 

' '  Tureen  is  the  cappital  of  Chiner,  the  peepul  there 
livs  on  burds  nests  and  has  long  tails.'' 

"Where  is  Gibraltar  ?  " 

"  Gibberralter  is  the  principal  town  of  Rooshia." 

"  What  do  you  know  of  the  patriarch  Abraham  ?'' 

"  He  was  the  father  of  Lot.  and  ad  tew  wifes — 
wun  was  called  Hishmale  and  the  t'other  Haygur. 
He  kept  wun  at  home,  and  he  tum'd  the  t'other  into 
the  desert,  where  she  became  a  pillow  of  salt  in  the 
day  time  and  a  pillow  of  fire  at  nite." 

"  What  do  you  Jcnow  of  Joseph?" 

"  Hee  wore  a  koat  of  many  garments.  Hee  were 
chief  butler  to  Faro  and  told  his  dreams.  Hee 
married  Potiffers  dorter,  and  he  led  the  Gypshans 
out  of  bondage  to  Kana.  in  Galilee,  and  then  fell  on 
his  sword  and  died  in  site  of  the  promiss  land." 

"  Give  the  names  of  the  books  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment.'' 

"Devonshire.  Exeter,  Littikus,  Numbers,  Strono- 
my,  Jupiter.  Judgment,  Ruth,  etc." 

"  What  is  a  miracle?  ' 

"  Don't  know." 

"  If  you  saw  the  sun  shining  overhead  at  midnight 
what  would  you  call  it  ?  " 

"  The  moon.'' 

"  But  if  you  were  iold  it  was  the  sun  ?" 

"  I  should  say  it  was  a  lie.'' 

Another  boy,  giving  his  impressions  in  regard  to 
Moses,  wrote  as  follows  • 

"  rie  was  an  Egypshun.  He  lived  in  a  hark  maid 
of  bull-rtishers,  and  he  kep  a  golden  carf,  and  wor- 
shipt  brazen  snakes,  and  he  het  nuthin  but  kwales 
and  manner  for  forty  year.  He  was  kort  by  the  air 
of  his  ed  while  riding  under  the  bow  of  a  tree,  and 
he  was  killed  by  his  son  Abslon,  as  he  was  a-hanging 
from  the  bow.     His  end  was  pease  t  " 


It  is  a  strange  but  melancholy  fact  that  the  less 
water  there  is  on  the  bar  the  more  schooners  go  over. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED   LETTERS.. 


Sas  FRANCiSfO,  October  25,  i8r8. 
My  Dearest  Malk:f.  :— Whai  a  sni.-iU  m.irgin 
Diogt-ncs  gave  human  nature  \vhen  he  went  philan- 
dcnng  around  his  world  looking  for  an  honest  man. 
lighted  only  by  a  Ltllow  tCp.     I  make  no  doubt  ihe 
old  genilenian  would  have  an  equally  hard  lime  now- 
adays—what *ith  stocks  and  politics— should  he  start 
out  with  a  Drunimond  light.     And  perhaps  he  was 
not  so  old-fashioned  after  all,  for  I   have  obscr\cd 
that  a  Cahfomia  manager  looks  after  novelties   in 
about  the  same  way,  and  it  does  not  matter  one  jot 
which  theatre  he  belongs  to.     It  is  a  peculLirity  which 
seems  to  be  indigenous   to  ihc  species.     Naturally 
ihey  travel  in  a  circle,  and   by  the  lime  their  candle 
has  lighted  up  Joe  Murphy  in  //e//.  Lawrvnce  Bar- 
rett in  Julius  CiZi^r,  Frank  Majo  in  Davy  Crockett. 
and  so  on  to  the  end  of  the  list,  ihey  are  back  to  the 
sUirtirg  place.     I  have  been  wondering  therefore  how 
ihcy  came  to  give  us  Fatinitux.  which  we  have  never 
had  before,  but  which  we  shall  now  probably  have 
periodically  lo  the  end  of  our  lives.      I  have  come  to 
the  conclusion   hat  it  moit  have  been  that  Mathilde 
de  L'ottrclly  and  Max  Frt-eman  were  like  the  boy  in 
the  Flemish  pictures,  who  always  stands  at  the  elbow 
of  ihe  woman  with  the  lighted  candle,  and  is  such  a 
very  smoky  looking    little  chap  that  it  is  only  after 
some  peering  hc  discover  him.     I  think  I  will  let  that 
candle  go  out,   Madge.     Figures  of  speech  do  very 
well  sometimes,   but  when   the  column  becomes  loo 
long  it  ad«(Ies  one's  pate.     I  must  tell  you  all  about 
Fjtiniiij.     They  call  it  a  grand  spectacular  comic 
1  the  bill,  and  you  would  be  amazed   to  see 
ich  musical  ulent  they  have  managed  lo  bring 
'.  none  of  it  anything  wonderful,  but  all  of  it 
--cepLible.     1  am   quite  enchanted  with  Cot- 
Ithough  she  speaks  English  with  that  high, 
ae  which  any  one  is  apt  to  assume  with  a 
'.oDgue.  and  she  reminds  me  occasionally  of 
■ -<a  when  she  struggles  with  our  most  rebel- 
r    isonanis,     I  catch  a  fleeting  resemblance  to 
V  Aimec  in  her  face  now  and  then,  especially 
■ntours  are  really  not  unlike.     Wiih  all  her 
he  almost    succeeded    in    prejudicing    me 
ler  at  the  ^■er>'  beginning.     She  plays   the 
\ladimir  Dimitrowitch."  a  young  lieutenant 
.ussian  army,  and  she  saw  fit  to  m.ike  a  mus- 
part  of  the   make  up.     A  mustache  on  a 
lip,  even  in  a  play,  is  an  odious  thing,  cx.- 
-oursc  ai  a  momentary  application  according 
to  establiihed  usage.     Coiirelly's  mustache,  unfortu- 
nately, did  not  act  nicely  at  all.     One  side  of  it  par- 
tially detached  itself,  and   whrn  the  lady  expelled  a 
breath  in  singing  it  waived   idly  in  the  wind  like  a 
loose  sail.     Occasionally  it  fell  sprawhng  across  her 
face,  and  the  prettiest  face  in  the  world  could  not 
look  well  under  such  circumstances.     The  gallery  ab- 
stained from  any  remarks,  but   it  almost  spoiled  the 
scene,  for  c%-ery  onewas  manifestly  uneasy,  and  I  am 
quite  sure  that  every  mortal  man  and  woman  in  the 
audience  had  an  almost  irresistible  desire  to  get  up 
and  fasten  it  in  its  plice.     But  she  betrayed  neither 
discomfort  nor  bad  temper.     She  is  very  graceful,  and 
has  that  pleasant  foreign  courtesy,  which  may  be  all 
artificial,  and  mean  nothing,  but  is  so  ^pretty  to  see. 
She  is  a  careful  actress,  for  she  never  forgot,  c\'en  in 
her  picturesque  Russian  peasant  girl  costume,  that 
she  was  suppo?ed  to  be  a  man.  The  music  was  many 
degrees  too  dithcult  for  her,  as  it  was  for  every  body 
ebc  in  the  spectacle,  but  she  has  a  fresh,  pleasant 
voice  and  a  fund  of  expression.      She  sang  her  first 
aria— I  wonder  if  they  call  them  arias  in  spectacular 
comic  opera — with  her  heart  in  her  mouth.    Strange, 
is  it  not,  that  these  people  who  spend  their  lives  in 
the  glare  of  the  footlighus  should  ever  be  so  sh.ikcn 
by  ner\ou5  fear.      But.  like  "  Rosalind,"  she  carried 
a  sw-.-ishing  and  a  martial  outside  whatever  of  wom- 
an's fear  lay  hidden.     I  am  incUned  to  think  much  of 
this  martial  bearing  was  attributable  to  her  boots,  an 
extreineiy  handsome  pair,  which  fitted  like  a  glove  on 
a  fool   tthich  might  belong  to  a  Spanish   woman. 
You  will  ihirk    I  am  gushing  terribly  over  the  prctlv 
Gcmtan  actress.  Madge,  but  she  is  really  charming. 
and  we  arc  going  to  see  her  again  when  Fatinitza 
shall  have  osised  to  be  a  rehearsal      The  neT%ous- 
ncss  extended  itsdf  lo  M.\x  Freeman,  who.  as  an  old 
Russian  ofli^er  with  a  double-barreled  name,  disport- 
ed an  cxcrlient  make-up,  and  some  very  queer  mu- 
sical talent.    Truth  to  tell,  the  man  lias  a  voice  like  a 
buflalo.  and  while  he  roars  in  very  good  lime.  1  have 
heard  sounds  more  pleasing  to  ihc  car.     It  is  ea^y  to 
■  see  that  he  is  an  accomj^ished  actor,  although  in  Fati- 
rniiza  over-zeal  for  its  success  made  him  overdo.      1 
c  A-  that  he  suffered  keenest  pangs  with  every  hitch, 
^.oogh  they  were  very  few.      J  quite  trembled  for 


Gates  when  I  saw  his  name  on  the  bills.  I  never  like 
to  see  any  one  make  a  guy  of  himseH,  and  I  remem- 
bered him  in  opera  when,  with  a  delicious  voice  and 
a  more  than  ordinarj'  share  of  good  looks,  he  abso- 
lutely failed  to  make  any  impression.  A  man  who 
fails  with  two  such  adjuncts  for  success  had  best  for- 
swear the  stage.  But  this  time  something  or  oiher 
roused  him  from  his  supineness.  Probably  Freeman 
took  him  in  hand,  and  tmnsfused  a  little  of  his  super- 
abundant energy;  perhaps  he  voluntarily  submitted 
10  the  spur  of  necessity;  perhaps  on  this  occasion  he 
wasn't  sleepy  anyhow.  At  all  events  he  looked  quite 
spick  and  span  in  a  suit  of  shepherd's  plaid  and  a 
blonde  wig,  and  he  really  moved  around  consider- 
ably. Miss  Marie  Prescotl  has  aUo  developed  as  a 
musician.  In  fact  so  much  latent  talent  was  discov- 
ered jn  the  theatre  that  I  quite  expected  to  see  Voegl- 
lin  himself  skip  out  and  sing  a  few  bars;  but  he  ab- 
stained and  only  made  his  usual  bow  instead.  Miss 
Prescott  has  some  very  clear  tinkling  notes  in  one 
part  of  her  voice;  the  other  p.irl  has  a  very  serious 
defeci,  it  is  inaudible — that  is  in  the  California  Thea- 
tre. I  rather  like  Miss  Prescott,  more  cspeciaily 
since  I  have  heard  her  sing;  but  she  is  very  rigid  and 
angular  beside  Cottrelly.  Her  Russian  furs  looked 
strangely  enough  in  the  warm  sensuous  atmosphere 
of  the  harem,  and  the  contrast  might  have  been  pretty 
if  the  costume  had  been  picturesque,  whif'h  it  might 
easily  have  been  although  the  story  is  a  story  of  to- 
day. The  sLige  gives  .'■uch  broad  license  in  the  mat- 
ter of  light  and  color,  that  a  little  Laste  and  judgment 
can  soon  transform  a  rather  homely  woman — which 
Miss  Prescotl  is  not — into  a  picture,  if  she  only  have 
a  little  dash.  But  the  sombre  black  unifonn  of  the 
day,  which  bespeaks  the  limited  purse  as  surely  as 
alpaca  bespeaks  downright  poverty,  is  getting  a  strong 
hold  un  the  stage,  and  womankind  is  merging  herself 
into  one  vast  lump  of  "genteel."  I  have  an  idea  a 
harem  is  a  wofully  disordered  and  uncomfortable- 
looking  place,  as  ugly  and  as  odorous  as  Chinatown, 
and  even  Mr.  \'oegtlin's  bnish  can  not  dissipate  that 
idea  ;  but  he  must  think  the  Turks  have  a  pretty  good 
time,  for  he  gives  a  harem  interior  which  would  al- 
most make  one  willing  to  be  a  Turk,  so  far  as  the 
walls,  tlie  ceiling,  and  floor  are  concerned.  But  the 
houris,  my  dear  girl,  are  really  rather- well,  spindly. 
Why  in  the  world  will  not  women  wear  Turkish  trou- 
sers when  they  play  Turks'  parts,  and  not  run  around 
the  stage  like  a  flock  of  boai'ding-school  girls  on  a 
cold  morning,  ten  minutes  after  the  dressing  bell  has 
rung.  Miss  Prescott  did  not  find  it  necessary  lo  pre- 
sent this  half-clad  appearance,  for  her  Turkish  dress 
was  really  as  modefl  as  a  man's,  and  correct  enough. 
Fancy  how  long  a  Turkish  pasha  would  permit  his 
wives  lo  run  about  in  gymnasium  rig.  I  had  not  seen 
Feli.v  Morris,  the  new  comedian,  before.  He  makes 
a  ver)'  jolly  Turk,  and  blends  his  orientalisms  with 
the  introduced  occidentalisms  with  an  evident  enjoy- 
nieni  of  the  authors  intention.  In  fact,  Fatinitza, 
with  its  pretty  costumes,  its  handsome  scenerj-,  and 
its  good  music — for  some  of  its  airs  are  charming, 
though  they  will  not  be  whistled  on  the  streets — is  en- 
jovable.  The  music  of  Le  Petit  Due,  at  the  Bush 
Street  Theatre,  is  very  pretty,  but  the  libretto  is  what 
Jack  calls  "shady."  In  fact,  it  is  pretty  bad.  Mrs. 
Oates  has  been  obliged  to  make  a  point  of  her  cos- 
tumes since  her  voice  is  gone  completely — I  hope  not 
irrevocablv.  I  have  heard  prime  donnc  sing  before 
whose  voices  were  said  to  be  gone,  but  there  remained 
in  them  some  few  tones  to  hint  at  the  past  But  Mrs. 
Dates'  voice  seems  to  be  absolutely  gone.  There 
is  not  a  note  left.  It  is  not  hoarseness,  but  the  chords 
simply  refuse  to  obey  her  will.  ,\nd  yet  she  draws. 
What  a  magnificcnl  fund  of  energy  the  little  creature 
must  have  ;  too  much,  perhaps,  and  yet  who  else 
could  tide  over  such  a  situation?  A  prima  donna 
without  a  note !  It  is  well  ihat  she  lives  in  the  ward- 
robe age.  What  a  change  a  few  years  make  in  these 
women  of  the  stage,  and  how  much  is  the  change  at- 
tributable to  dry  goods.  I  remember  her  first  night 
in  San  Francisco,  when,  as  "  Clairette,*'  she  came 
modestly  down  to  the  footlights,  attired  in  simple 
white  Swiss,  with  ill -filling  white  slippers  on  her 
shapely  feel,  and  a  coiffure  big  enough  for  the  Ken- 
tucky giantess.  ■  Some  one  behind  mc  at  the  time  ob- 
serted,  in  a  high  and  painfully  audible  voice.  "There's 
come-out-ativcness  in  that  little  girl,  you  bet!"  I 
may  remark  of  the  same  gentleman,  that  his  hilarious 
delight,  and  the  expression  of  it,  in  the  quarrel  scene 
when  she  did  come  out,  were  wonderful  to  contem- 
pLiie.  I  comfxired  the  bridal  costumes  when,  as  the 
little  D'lke.  she  came  down  the  stage  point  device 
from  top  lo  toe.  How  F  did  wish  she  could  sing  just 
a  little,  for  her  voice  in  speech  is  harsh  and  discord- 
ant as  a  peacock's,  and  she  used  sometimes  to  sing 
very  well.  She  is  a  natural  stage  manager,  and  it  is 
bomeiimes  amusing  to  see  the  little  midget  guiding 
and  diieciing.  Miss  Lulu  Stevens  is  improving,  but 
has  not  yet  learned  to  pick  out  an  acquaintance  in 
the  audience  withoui  letting  tvery  one  in  the  audi- 
ence know  all  about  iL  What  a  fresh,  rich  voice  she 
has  with  its  suggestion  of  reserved  strength,  but  she 
recftiires  to  study  something  of  stage  elocution,  \\"e 
arc  introduced  to  a  convent  interior  in  Le  Petit  Due, 
although  there  are  no  nuns  about — by  way  of  con- 
trast to  llie  liarem  at  the  other  theatre  perhaps.  The 
maidens  look  very  demure  in  iheir  gray  dresses  and 
white  caps.  Taylorand  Meade,  as  "  Professor''  and 
••  Preceptress,"  have  good  parts,  but  they  are  heavy 
Aiih  an-awful  English  heaviness.  If  Mead<^  were  sup- 
posed to  be  in  an  English  school  it  would  be  different, 
but  it  strikes  rae  that  a  nunless  convent,  with  only  an 


English  preceptress  of  an  uncertain  age  in  charge,  is 
something  of  an  anomaly.  "  Poor  Little  Man*' is 
the  touching  title  of  a  favorite  air  in  Le  Petit  Due, 
and  the  four  pages  always  get  an  encore  for  it.  I 
like  to  see  the  chorus  get  an  encore  once  in  a  while, 
and  there  is  something  really  jiitiful  in  the  dazed 
gladness  with  which  they  acknowledge  a  double  re- 
call. The  scenery  in  Le  Petit  Due  is  really  quite 
ambitious  for  the  little  theatre,  and,  in  the  last  act, 
with  a  realistic  knoll  in  the  background,  is  reminiscent 
of  Henry  V.^s  gorgeous  pageanlr}-,  although  Mrs. 
Oates  in  armor  is  not  reminiscent  of  George  Rignold. 
It  is  a  funny  thing  that  at  both  theatres  a  woman 
plays  she  is  a  man  ma';qu(;niding  in  woman's  altirc. 
I  wonder  if  the  liltle  Standard  is  going  to  play  havoc 
with  the  other  theatres  when  the  long-jironiised  open- 
ing at  last  lakes  place  on  Monday  next !  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy has  bided  his  time,  and  although  the  people  are 
not  absolutely  new  to  us,  Willie  Edouin  was  always 
an  immense  favorite,  and  Alice  Harrison  is  as  blithe 
a  litde  body  as  ever  made  the  stage  merry.  At  all 
events,  they  will  have  a  big  opening,  and  Hiavuatha 
is  new  if  the  people  are  not.  I  am  afraid  the  insidi- 
ous allractions  of  new  upholstery  and  fresh  paint 
have  a  great  deal  to  do  v.ith  the  promised  crush  on 
Monday,  but  after  that  it  depends  on  the  people 
themselves.  I  like  to  see  California  graduates  do 
well,  but  it  speaks  badly  for  the  next  lot  that  we  have 
commenced  to  live  wholly  in  ihe  past  of  our  dramatic 
glor>',  and  yet,  take  it  for  all  in  all,  we  never  had  a 
bettei  company  than  they  have  now  at  Baldwin's 
Theatre,  only  we  became  used  to  having  the  best  at 
the  old  California,  and  we  are  restive  under  change. 
1  can  not  see  that  we  have  much  to  complam  of  at 
present  with  Fatinitza,  A  Woman  of  the  People,  Le 
Petit  Due.  and  Rice's  Surprise  Party.  One  at  least 
who  is  moderately  satisfied  is, 

Yours  devotedly,  Betsy  B. 


The  Standard  Theatre. 
Next  Monday  evening  this  recently  remodeled, 
newly  furnished,  and  freshly-named  and  painted  little 
theatre  will  throw  open  its  doors  with  a  strong  bid  for 
public  patronage  and  a  place  in  the  Thfspian  list. 
Mr.  Kennedy,  its  manager — who  is  so  well  known  in 
conneciion  \siih  the  Opera  House — has  taken  more 
than  ordinary  pains  to  make  an  impression,  and  that 
it  will  be  favorable  is  the  sincerest  wish  of  his  many 
friends  and,  undoubtedly,  his  most  cherished  hope. 
There  is  no  good  argument  why  the  Standard  should 
not  be  a  success.  It  is  purely  a  question  of  manage- 
ment. Kennedy  thinks  he  has  it  in  him,  and  if  he 
has,  there  is  surely  room  on  top  for  judgment,  energy, 
and  theatrical  enterprise.  "The  Surprise  Parly  "is 
well  advertised,  and  known  to  be  composed  of  lively 
people,  who  have  with  thera  the  latest  novelties,  and 
who  carry  things  w  ilh  a  rush.  They  will  make  it  verj' 
interesting — if  acceptable  to  the  public — for  Fatinitza 
and  The  Little  Duke.  But  Monday  night  will  tell 
more  of  the  story — more  of  the  Standard's  fate. 


In  Xeil  Burgess'  new  play  of  Vim  one  of  the  girls 
brings  home  a  stranger  and  introduces  him  to  her 
mother  as  the  funny  man  of  the  theatre,  whereupon 
the  old  woman  remarks:  "All  right;  say  something 
funny  and  go  home." 


Yosemite  Art  Gallery. 
In  artistic  photography  California  excels  the  world. 
Xowhere,  even  in  the  famed  art  centres  of  Europe, 
can  there  be  found  such  exquisitely-finished  photo- 
graphs as  may  be  seen  at  the  Yosemite  An  Galler)-, 
No.  26  Montgomery  Street.  The  elegant  parlors  of 
this  estabUshment  are  unexcelled  for  comfort  and 
convenience,  and  visitors  are  always  delighted  *ith 
the  home-like  air  pervading  the  premises.  The  large 
operating  rooms  are  supplied  with  every  facility  for 
producing  perfect  pictures,  including  the  latest  im- 
proved apparatus  for  instantaneously  photographing 
young  children.  The  firm  of  I.  W.  Taber  &  Co.,  by 
whom  thisGaller)-  has  been  so  successfully  conducted 
in  the  past,  have  dissolved  partnership,  Mr.  Taber 
withdrawing,  and  leaving  the  business  in  sole  charge 
of  Mr.  T.  H.  Boyd,  his  late  associate,  whose  name 
alone  is  sufficient  guarantee  that  the  high  character 
of  work  for  which  the  firm  have  ever  been  celebrated 
will  be  maintained  in  the  future.  Mr.  Boyd  was  for 
three  years  chief  of>erator  for  G.  D.  Morse,  and  has 
a  reputation  second  to  ihat  of  no  other  photographer 
in  the  United  Stales.  The  majority  of  the  skilled 
employees  of  Taber  &  Co.  are  retained  by  Mr.  Boyd, 
who  has  determined  lo  inaugurate  an  era  of  low 
prices,  such  as  will  place  the  choicest  pictures  within 
Ihe  reach  of  all,  and  cheaper  than  can  be  elsewhere 
obtained  in  a  gallery  with  first-class  appointments. 
The  lovely  cameo  glace  photographs,  cabinet  size, 
never  before  made  for  less  than  $10  per  dozen,  have 
been  reduced  to  $8  per  dozen  ;  the  same  style,  card 
size,  to  £4  per  dozen.  Full-length  cabinet  pictures, 
with  interior  or  rustic  background,  Mr.  Boyd  will 
supply  for  $5  a  dozen.  Elegant  gray-tint  vignettes 
are  now  only  $6  a  dozen,  or  $3  for  card  size.  When 
the  superior  style  of  work  is  considered,  these  prices 
are  without  a  parallel,  and  cinnoi  fail  to  render  the 
Yosemite  .Art  Gallery  more  popular  than  ever  before. 
Mr.  Boyd  also  desires  lo  specially  call  the  attention 
of  his  old  friends  and  patrons  who  have  visited  him 
at  the  Yosemite  Galler)-,  that  he  has  all  ihe  negatives 
of  the  Photographs  tAken  in  the  Gallery,  and  can 
supply  copies  desired  at  vwy  short  notice,  and  at  the 
reduced  prices. 


(STANDARD  THEATRE.  U 

*^  Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 


Lessrb  and  Manager M.  A,  Kennedy." 


This  favorite  iheairc.  after  having  been  newly  upholsteml, 
remodeled,  painted,  dccorate<l.  and  refur- 
nished throughout. 

WILL  OPEN   MONDAY  EVEN'G,  OCT.  28 
WILL  OPEN  MONDAY  EVEN'G,  OCT.  28 

With  the  reigning  novelty  of  1878, 

RICE'S   SURPRISE   PARTY 
RICE'S   SURPRISE   PARTY 

In  [tie  new  and  fascin.-\[ing  exir.ivaganza, 

HIAWATHA 
HIAWATHA 

As  pl.^yed  by  this  Great   Slitr  Company  with  the  most  brill- 
iant success  throughout  the  Eastern  States. 


Vo7t  are  inxnted  to  the  Standard  Theatre. 
You  are  invited  to  the  Standard  Theatre. 


Box  OlBce  now  open,  where  plan  of  theatre  ca:i  be  seen  and 
seats  secured  six  days  in  advance. 


\ 


DUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charlks  E.  Locks Profrirtor. 

SATLRD.W  EVENING OCT.  ai 


THE  OATES 
ENGLISH    COMIC    OPERA    COMPANY, 

In  another  decided  success. 


The  new  Military' Comic  Opera,  in  three  acts,  by  Charles 

Lecoct},  author  of  Cirofle-Girofla  and  La 

Fille  de  Mme.  Angot, 

LE  PETIT  DUO, 

With  magnificent  imported  costumes,  and  exquisite  scenery 
by  Graham  from  Parisian  models. 


GRAND    MATINEE   SATURDAY. 


Reserved  seats  at  box  office  six  da>'s  in  advance. 


JDALDWINS    THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LVSTER ACTING   MaNACEK. 

G.  R.  Chip-vian Treasi'rbr 

Last  performances  of  the  success  of  the  year, 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE, 

Attested   by  houses  crammed   from  pit  to  dome,  the  unani- 
mous verdict  of  the  press,  and  repeated  recalls 
of  the  principal  artists. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  Evenings,  Oct.  2G  and  27, 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE, 

With    Mi-s   Rose  Wood,    Mr.    James  O'Xeill,    Mr.    Lewis 

Morrison,  Mr.  James  A.  Herne,  and  thelcgiti- 

mate  Dramatic  Company. 

Saturday,  at  2  P.  -M.,  last  Matinee  of 

A  WOMAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE. 

On  Monday  Evening,  Oct.  ;8,  first  time  m  America  of 

PROOF  POSITIVE. 


r^ALlFORXIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


MONDAY,  OCTOBER  28, 

Second  Weel:  and  Great  Success  of  the  Grand  Spectacular 
Com^ic  Opera, 

FATINITZAI 

Nishtly   received  by   delighted,  crowded,  and  enthuaiastic 
audiences. 


Brilliant  reception  of 

MISS  MATHILDE  COTTRELLY 

—  AND  — 

MR.  MAX  FREEMAN, 

And  their  brilliant  supporting  cast. 


Gorgeous  Scenerj-  by  Voegtlin.     Superb  Chorus.     Full  and 
Sb.  complete  Orchestra.     Magnificent  Costumes.     Novel 
and  startling  properties  and  Mechanical  Effects. 


Fatinitza  matinee   Saturday.     Reserved  seats  at  the  box 
office  six  days  in  advance. 

BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Through  the  Dark  Continent.     By  H.  M.  Stanley.     2 

vols,  cloth 5io  00 

.■\natomy  for  Artists.     By  John  Marshall-     Cloth 900 

Cj-prus — Historical  and   Descriptive.     By  Franz  von 

Loher.    Cloth i  75 

Etiquette  of  the  Best  Society.     By  Mre.  H.  O.  Ward. 

Cloth ; 2  00 

History"  of  the  Gypsies.  By  Waller  Simson.  Cloth. .  2  00 
Modern  Frenchmen.  By  P.  G.  Hamenon.  Cloth...  2  00 
Stories  from  an  Old  Dutch  Town.     By  Robert  Lowell. 

Cloth I  50 

L'nder  the  Lilacs.     By  Miss  L,  M.  Alcott.     Cloth i  50 

Ferns  in  'llieir  Homes  and  Ours.     By  John  Robinson. 

Cloth r  50 

TbeLifeofVan  Dyck.     Artist  Biography.     Cloth 50 

Dick's  Quadrille  Call-Book 75 

Dictionary  of  Love 75 

The  Hamilton  Speaker.     By  OUver  E.  Branch.  Cloth,   i  00 

JUST  RECEIVED, 

ARCHERY  OUTFITS,  COMPLETE 
BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE   8l  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


LATEST  FASHIONS. 

In  Jewelry. 

The  season  opens  with  some  of  the  richest  designs 
in  jewelry.  The  latest  and  neatest  designs  in  dia- 
mond settings  for  breast-pins  and  hair-broouhes  now 
being  manufactured  are  the  Comet,  with  large  bril- 
liant surrounded  by  smaller  diamonds  representing 
the  star,  while  in  the  train,  neatly  arranged,  are  dis- 
persed numerous  smaller  brilliants;  the  whole,  set 
upon  delicate  gold,  making  up  in  its  elegant  design 
one  of  the  richest  ornaments  that  can  be  worn  by  any 
lady.  The  peacock  feather,  cluster  of  wheat  stalks 
in  head,  butterfly,  fern-leaf,  bird  of  Paradise,  and 
other  unique  designs  are  coming  into  favor  set  with 
diamonds  alone,  and  are  also  used  as  hair  ornaments. 
Cameo  surrounded  with  diamonds  forms  a  rich  de- 
sign for  ladies  breast-pin.  For  gents  as  well  as  la- 
dies some  of  the  neue:.t  designs  in  gold  for  breast- 
pins are  the  whip  and  horse-shoe,5t:r  with  turqouise 
and  diamonds;  also  Cupid's  arrow  breast  or  veil-pin 
for  ladies  is  set  with  pearls  and  turquoise.  Among 
other  desigr.5  for  veil-pins  will  be  seen  the  serpent 
with  ruby  eyes,  leaf  and  cluster  of  grapes,  set  unth 
pearls.  Some  of  the  neatest  designs  in  medalion  for 
ladies'  neck  chains  are  engraved  with  delicate  shad- 
ings on  gold,  making  beautiful  representations  of 
birds.  The  elegant  tints  of  the  bird's  feathers  are 
marvelous  in  their  richness  and  delicacy.  The  latest 
for  gent"s  scarf  pins  are  insects,  snakes,  lizards,  etc., 
in  different  shades  in  gold.  Neapolitan  shell  jewelry, 
V,  ith  neat  designs  of  doves,  bunch  of  grapes,  head  of 
Neptune  and  trident,  Bacchus,  and  other  mythologi- 
cal characters,  is  being  «om;  also  coial  jewalr>-,  with 
unique  and  rare  designs.  These  designs  can  be  seen 
at  .-Anderson  &  Randolph's  corner  Suiter  and  Mont 
gomer)-  Streets,  where  the  latest  st>les  may  be  found 
in  jewelry  of  every  description. 


Latest  Styles  in  Hats  and  Bonnets. 

The  latest  Parisian  novelties  in  bonnets  have  as- 
sumed the  unique  as  well  as  the  picturesque.  We 
uere  shown  some  of  the  verj'  latest  by  Mrs.  Caswell, 
at  her  millinery  establishment  on  Post  Street.  Mrs. 
Caswell  has  returned  from  Paris,  and  is  prepared  to 
receive  orders  for  the  latest  in  Parisian  bonnets,  hats, 
cic.  We  noticed  particularly  a  perfect  gem  of  a  bon- 
net, literally  covered  or  made  ol  solid  pearl  beads,  trim- 
med with  white  feathers  and  hummingbird.  Among 
other  elegant  styles  we  obsen-ed  a  rich  Bourdeaux 
velvet  bonnet,  trimmed  with  white  lace,  styled  the 
Dirccteur  bonnet,  which  has  been  recently  revived  in 
Paris.  Also  a  ver}'  pretty  and  neat  style  of  breakfast 
cap,  made  of  white  lace,  trimmed  with  silk  ribbon. 
The  Princess  of  Wales  hat,  however,  seems  to  have 
superseded  all  styles  in  Par.sian  circles.  This  style 
of  hat  is  made  of  black  soft  felt,  and  is  literally 
smothered  in  black  ostrich  feathers,  the  whole  pre- 
senting a  rich  and  elegant  appearance.  No  other 
trimming  appears,  with  the  exception  of  two  plain 
roses  nestling  among  their  sable  surroundings.  No 
display  is  ever  made  at  this  establishment,  yet  the 
proprietress  is  constantly  in  receipt  of  orders  from 
ihe  best  families  of  San  Francisco,  which  are  filled  at 
the  shortest  notice.  The  most  fashionable  ladies  of 
San  Francisco  have  here,  for  a  number  of  years, 
found  the  latest  fashions  of  Paris  that  could  be  ob- 
tained, and  have,  consequently,  given  Mrs.  Caswell 
their  liberal  patronage,  which  she  has  well  deserved 
through  her  careful  attention  to  the  wants  of  her 
many  patrons.  The  very  latest  in  the  millinery  line 
niav  here  be  found,  at  28  Post  Street.  San  Francisco. 


In  Gents'  Fumtshmg:  Goods. 
In  the  neck-wear  line  the  ' '  de  Joinville  "  scarf  is  the 
favorite.  Dark  tintj  prevail  with  light-colored  or 
raised  figure.  This  scarf  in  satin  makes  one  of  the 
richest  ties  that  can  add  to  a  perfect  toilet  for  genUe- 
men.  It  is  the  latest,  and  may  well  be  said  to  be 
necessar>-  in  full  dress.  The  ne\\e5t  styles  in  French 
Cretonne  are  of  curious  designs.  Among  others  may 
be  mentioned  the  broad  and  hair-line  stripes,  in  color 
blue  and  red.  on  white  ground;  also  the  polka  dots 
and  many  other  novel  designs  have  come  into  favor. 
These  are  all  imported  goods  from  Paris,  and  all  of 
the  very  latest.  In  underwear  may  be  mentioned 
those  of  \'icuna  wool,  in  fineness  closely  resembling 
silk  in  texture.  In  hosiery  of  French  and  English  ' 
make,  we  notice  for  gents  new  patterns  in  striped 
colors,  both  horizontal  and  vertical,  also  mottled 
colors.  The  colors  prevailing  are  blue,  and  brov.  n, 
and  cardinal.  The  latest  styles  in. the  gents'  furnish- 
ing department  may  be  found  at  the  establishment  of 
Carmany  &  Crossett,  25  Kearny  Street.  This  enter- 
prising firm  has  received  their  Fall  iniporLitions,  and 
have  on  display  silk  handkerchiefs,  wristlets,  and 
other  novelties,  prominent  among  the  latter  is  the 
"de  Joinville"'  scarf  above  mentioned.  Thenewshort 
bosom  shirts  from  this  firm  are  very  popular,  and  in 
great  demand.  When  comfort  and  elegance  are 
combined  in  this  line  of  goods  they  are  ol  necessity 
popular  as  well  as  fashionable.  We  noticed  also 
some  excellent  French  gloves  recently  imported  from 
Paris  at  this  establiuhment. 

In  Gents'  Tailoring-, 
A  perfectly  dressed  gentleman  must  of  necessity 
keep  posted  m  the  latest  designs  in  the  Tailoring  De- 
partment, while  the  ladies  look  to  Paris  for  the  latest 
in  millinery  and  dress  goods,  etc.     The  fashionable 
gent  notes  the  English  style,  and  directs  his  tailor  ac- 
cordingly.    The   single-breasted,   one-buttoned   cut- 
away is  the  prevailing  style  in  London  for  business 
suits,  as  well  as  in   New  York  and    Boston.     The 
double-breasted  sack  is  also  worn  this  season  for  street 
wear,  omitting  the  overcoat— making  up  in  warmth 
by  heavy  underclothing.     The  check  suits  of  plam 
black  and  white  are  the  most  in  favor  for  the  double- 
breasted  sack  suit.     The  four-buttoned  cutaway  is 
somewhat  stylish,  and  is  made  from  a  serge-faced 
suiting  of  a  dark  mixture.     The  overcoat  is  now  made 
single-breasted,  hall-shapely  fly-front.     Also,  for  fancy 
style,  we  have  the  box  coat  cut  straight  and  short,  cut 
both    double    and    single-breasted  —  mostly  double,  j 
The  swell  coat  is  the  single-breasted  surtout.     These  j 
various  styles  are  presented  on  the  shortest  notice  by  [ 
the  firm  of  J.  M.  Litchfield  &  Co.,  415  Montgomery  j 
Street,  who  also  make  a  specialty  of  fine  trimmings.  ' 
Their  work  is  of  the  most  durable  and  satisfactory  1 
character,  judging  from  the  liberal  patronage  that  this  j 
firm  is  constantly  receiving.     They   have   for  some  I 
years  made  up  many  of  the  military  suits  for  the  army  j 
officers  residing  in  the  city,  also  of  the  staff  officers 
connected  with  the  militia.    Some  of  the  most  fashion-  , 
able  of  our  young  men  h^re  constantly  bestow  their  | 
patronage,  and  speak  in  terms  of  the  highest  praise  of  1 
the  quality  of  the  workmanship  done  here,  where  the  ' 
latest  fashions  in  the  Tailoring  Department  are  always 
found. 


Messrs.  Burr  &  Fink,  comer  Post  and  Montgom- 
ery Streets,  over  Hibeniia  Rank,  have  the  largest  stock 
of  gentlemen's  furnishing  goods  in  the  city. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 

of  \'ELVET  Fk.\MES. 


Latest  in   Gents'  Hats  and  Caps. 

In  connection  ^nth  gentlemen's  wearing  apparel  we 
inust  not  forget  lo  call  attention  to  the  leading  styles 
in  hats.  Our  memoranda  are  taken  from  the  cata- 
logue issued  by  our  leading  hatter,  C.  Herrmann,  of 
356  Kearney  Street — branch  establishment,  910  Mar- 
ket Street — a  copy  of  which,  by  the  way,  is  clieerfuily 
mailed  to  any  one  applying.  The  fall  season  just 
having  begun,  an  immense  stock  of  fall  style  hats 
was  lately  received  by  the  above  enterprising  firm. 
among  which,  in  soft  hats,  the  'Gypsy,'  'Club.' and 
•Boss  Rawedge'  are  the  favorites.  In  stiff  hats  the  un- 
der brim  is  either  lined  with  silk  or  satin,  giving  the 
hat  a  very  rich  appearance.  Of  this  style  may  be 
mentioned,  for  young  gents,  the  "  Beauty  "  and  the 
"Challenge''  as  the  choice  of  the  "  bon  ton."  For 
older  gentlemen  the  "Forest"  and  the  "Syndicate" 
are  two  very  beautiful  styles.  A  cut  representing  the 
style  of  the  ' '  Beauty ''  may  be  found  on  the  last  page 
of  this  issue  of  the  Argonaut.  The  assortment  be- 
ing so  large  that  it  would  be  almost  impossible  for  us 
lo  give  any  thing  like  a  full  description,  v.e  would  ad- 
vise our  readers  to  call  at  the  establishment  of  Mr. 
Herrmann,  where  they  will  invariably  find  something 
to  their  taste  at  a  reasonable  rate.  The  modifications 
of  the  style  of  the  "Alpine''  still  seem  to  be  in  the 
ascendency  among  young  gentlemen,  and  it  is  whis- 
pered that  young  ladies  are  pleased  more  with  this 
style  of  hat,  when  worn  by  their  callers,  than  any 
other.  Mr.  Herrmann  has  fully  established  himself 
as  one  of  the  most  fashionable  hatters  of  the  city. 


Latest  in  Ready-made  Clothing  for  Gents  and  Boys. 
Some  of  the  latest  styles  in  ready-made  clothing  are 
to  be  found  at  the  house  of  C.  C.  Hastings  &  Co.. 
comer  Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets,  who  have  for 
the  last  twenty-five  years  been  acknowledged  as  the 
largest  retailers  of  fine  goods  on  this  coast.  Mr. 
Hastings  resides  in  New  York,  and  gives  his  attention 
lo  manufacturing  and  the  selection  of  the  novelties 
for  fine  trade  as  soon  as  they  appear  in  that  market, 
giving  this  firm  an  advantage  not  held  by  other  retail 
houses  in  this  line.  They  are  now  in  receipt  of  the 
latest  novelties  in  gents'  shirts,  undergarments,  and 
neckties,  among  which  we  noticed  an  immense  vari- 
ety of  flat  scarfs— now  f/i€  thing  with  nobby  trade  of 
all  the  large  Eastern  cities.  Also,  a  very  choice  se- 
lection of  Scotch  and  English  fancy  mixed  suitings 
and  trouserings,  many  of  the  patterns  being  exclu- 
sively in  their  hands.  Messrs.  Hastings  S:  Co.  have 
never  touched  what  may  be  termed  cheap  goods  in 
their  tailoring  department,  their  positive  rule  being  to 
allow  no  garment  to  leave  that  department  until  ab- 
solutely as  near  as  possible  perfect,  in  fit  and  work- 
manship ;  however,  as  they  name  only  cash  rates. 
Iheir  prices  are  from  ten  to  twenty  per  cent,  lower 
than  can  be  afforded  by  credit  houses.  The  boys'  de- 
partment, established  five  years  since,  is  now  full  of 
the  beautiful  and  durable;  thoroughly  finished,  fine, 
and  strong  work  here  as  in  the  men's  department,  is 
the  leading  feature.  Especial  attention  is  called  to 
kilted  suits  for  children  from  two  to  five  years  of  age. 


When  the  modest  young  man  is  unexpectedly 
caught  in  a  parlor  full  of  women,  one  of  whom  has 
roguish  eyes,  and  begins  to  try  to  think  whether  his 
hair  is  parted  straight  or  not.  the  blushes  start  from 
the  forehead,  and  creep  over  the  top  of  his  head  and 
down  his  back,  until  he  feels  like  a  nutmeg  grater 
with  a  tin  ear. 


The  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Kearny  Street,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Try  til  em. 

Currier.  103  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  Pic- 
ture Frames. 


Messrs  Burr  &  Fink,  corner  Post  and  Montgom- 
ery Streets,  over  HiberniaBank.  have  the  largest  stock 
of  gentlemen's  furnishing  goods  in  the  city. 


At  the  Pacific  Business  College  young  men  can 
prepare  themselves  thoroughly  and  efficiently  for  any 
branch  of  mercantile  pursuits.  A  diplom.i  from  the 
College  is  the  best  possible  recommendation  fur  a 
person  in  search  of  a  position  in  any  of  the  great 
business  houses,  as  it  is  recognized  evervwhere. 


MALICIOUS^ARREST. 

The  public  are  hereby  informed  that  \V. 
L.  Pierce,  the  inventor  of  the  renowned 
"  Pierce's  Patent  Magnetic  Elastic  Truss,'' 
and  "  Dr.  Pierce's  Pile  Truss,"  has  been  ar- 
rested on  complaint  of  a  person  who  has 
been,  and  is  at  the  present  lime,  engaged  in 
competition  with  our  firm,  and  whose  pe- 
culiar mode  of  competition  is  well  known  to 
the  residents  of  this  city  and  State.  The 
complaint  sworn  to  by  the  aforesaid  truss 
dealer,  charges  defendant  with  practicing 
"  medicine  and  surgery"  without  a  certificate, 
as  required  by  law.  It  remains  to  be  seen 
whether  manufacturing  and  selling  the  best 
Trusses  the  world  has  ever  known  can  be 
construed  into  "practicing  medicine  and  sur- 
gery.'' We  think  the  hundreds  of  physicians, 
judges,  editors,  merchants,  mechanics,  farm- 
ers, etc.,  who  wear  our  Trusses,  and  who 
know  our  method  of  doing  business,  will  be 
somewhat  surprised  at  this  arrest.  We  thus 
call  attention  to  the  fact  in  order  that  our 
friends  and  the  public  generally  may  see  the 
true  "  inwardness ''  of  this  additional  perse- 
cution. We  shall  continue  to  manufacture 
and  sell  "  Pierce's  Magnetic  Elastic  Truss,'' 
and  "Dr.  Pierce's  Pile  Truss."     Respectfully, 

PIERCE    &   SON, 

609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOE  POHEIM 

The  Tailor, 

303  Montgomery  Si.  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
style  goods.  __ 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

i^ge^  ^S"  The   leading  question  is 

i^^^J^^  where  the   best  goods   can   be 

^    ^  ^^^  found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 

answer  is  at 

||l?(^^JOE  POHEIM, 

'^r        ^^^^^^    203  ^lontgomerv  St.   and    103 
'%\     cL^^K*  Third  St. 

'b   S    VM^^i.'-'       Samples  and    Rules    for   Self- 
'  t  ^    '/  Measurement  sent   free  to  any 

address.     Fit  guaranteed. 


ARE  YOU 


INSURED? 


The  travelers 

LIFE  AND  ACCIDENT 

INSURANCE    CO. 

OF  HARTFORD,  CONN., 

GRANTS 

Life  and  Endowincnt  Policies, 

LOW  RATES.  ALL  CASH. 

GENERAL  ACCIDENT  POLICIES 


Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  Romeo,  in  the  gar- 
den scene,  had  just  run  himself  out  of  breath,  in  a  wild 
chase  about  five  feet  ahead  of  a  vicious  old  goat  be- 
longing to  the  Capulet  estate,  when,  in  pleading 
tones  addressed,  not  to  the  light  breaking  from  Ju- 
liet's window,  but  to  the  pursuing  goat,  he  exclaimed, 
'■  Butt  soft  !" 


Messrs.  Burr  5:  Fink,  corner  Post  and  Montgom- 
ery Streets,  over  Hibemia  Bank,  have  the  largest  stock 
of  gentlemen's  furnishing  goods  in  the  city. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  ' '  Worth  "  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  E.^KER.  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


Wanted — By  a  widow  lady  of  refinement,  and 
therefore  practical  in  all  the  various  branches  of  in- 
dustr)'.  a  position  in  a  family  of  wealth  and  refine- 
ment as  seamstress  or  housekeeper.  Best  of  refer- 
ences.    Apply  at  126  Sixth  Street,  city,  room  24. 


Messrs.  Burr  &'  P'ink,  corner  Post  and  Montgom- 
ery Streets,  over  Hibemia  Bank,  have  the  largest  stock 
of  gentlemen's  furnishing  goods  in  the  city. 


Misery. 
\\'hat  to  him  was  love  or  hope?    \\Tiat  to  him  was  joy  or 

care? 
He  stepped  on  a  bar  of  soap  the  girl  had  left  on  the  top- 
most stair, 
iVid  his  feet  flew  out  MHth  wild,  fierce  Sings; 

And  he  struck  each  stair  with  a  sound  lilte  a  drum ; 
And  the  girl  below,  with  the  scrubbing  things. 
Laughed  like  a  fiend  to  see  him  come. 

— Indepimdetil. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co..  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street.  New  York. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depositor>-.  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

Under  the  Lilacs.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Cloth 5i  50 

^lodem    Frenchmen.     By   P.    G.    Hamerton.     i2mo, 

cloth 2  00 

Dictionary'  of  Love.     By  Theocritus,  Junior 50 

Sir  Thomas  Browne's  Writings.      i6mo,  cloth 

All  Around  the  House.     By  Mrs,  Henry  Waid  Beech- 

er.     I  =mo,  cloth 1  50 

Boy  Trappers.     By  Horatio  .\lger.     lamo,  cloth i  35 

Village,-,  and  Village  Life.     By  Lggleston.     ismo,  do.   1  75 

Stories  from  an  Old  Dutch  'lown.     By  Lowell i  50 

Electric  Lighting.     By  Paget  Higgs.     Svo,  cloth 3  00 

A  Primer  of  .■\merican  Literature,     Cloth 50 

Little  Good-for-Xothing.     By  Alphonse  Daudet i  50 

The  Heir  of  Charlton.  By  Agnes  Fleming,    icmo,  clo.  i  50 

History- of  Germany.     By  ^liss  Vonge,     Cloth i  50 

New  Poems.     Bp  Joaquin  MiiUr.     Cloth i  25 

A  Friend,     Ey  Henry  GrevIUe.     Paper 50 

Remorse.     Ey  Th.  Bcntzon.     Paper 50 

Cousin   Pollys  Gold    Mine.     By   Mrs.    A.  E.   Porter. 

Paper 40 

The  Pnmrose  Path.     By  Mrs.  Olipbant.     Paper 50 

Just  received,  a  large  assortment  of  Juveniles  and  Fine  Sta- 
lioner^-.  Satchels,  etc. 

A.   ROMAN   &  CO., 

//  Montgomery  Street^ 
Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco. 


GENUINE   SALE. 

NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

TTAVING     TO    MAKE   ROOM    FOR 

the  daily  arrival  of  new  Styles  of  French,  English, 
and  Domestic  Goods  from  his  New  York  and  London 
houses,  will  display  n  verj-  large  quantity  of  uncalled-for 
garments  at  greatly  reduced  prices,  as  follows  ; 

Pants from  $3  00 

Suits "     1200 

Overcoats "     15  00 

Vests "      2  00 

Coats "       700 

Gentlemen,  before  ordering  anj-where,  will  do  well  to  oil 
and  inspect  our  daily  arrival  of  Freni;h,  English,  Scotch, 
and  Domest  c  Goods. 

No.  505  MO.^JTGOMERY  STREET. 


Solid  Cash  Assets $4,460,000 

Surplus  to  Policy  Holders 1,225,000 


ySr-  Parties  conlemplatiiig  Life  Insurance 
are  invited  to  call  before  insuring  elsewhere. 


ALEX.  M.  DEAN,  Gen  I  Agt, 

NO.  403  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  S.  F. 


COMPLICATED 

J/ATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 


A 


ND  A  LARGE   STOCK   OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chain*;,    Diamonds,  Jewelry*, 


Silver  Ware,  and  Fanc\-  Goods  at 


ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 
MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

NEW  IMPORTATION 

Of  Ihe  LATEST  STNLES  of 

EMBROIDERIES 


OF   EVERY    DESIGX. 


ylLSO,  CANVAS  OF  NEW  COLORS. 

Ladies*  Shopping  Baskets  of  unique  shapes. 
Broizes,     Clocks,     Ivorj-    Cirvings,    'loiiet    and    Fancy 
Goods,  Vienna  Bronze  Ornaments. 


The  finest  assortment  of  FANS  in  the  city. 


H.  SIERiNC  &  CO. 

(SlXCESSOKS   TO    LOCrtN   &   C".) 

19  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

LICK.  HOl'SE  BLOCK. 


QFFICE    OF    GEXERAL     THOMAS 

^^  Mill  and  Mining  Company,  San  Francisco,  October 
22d,  1878  — The  third  annual  meeting  of  the  stockholders  of 
the  above  named  corporation,  for  the  election  of  Directors 
and  the  transaction  of  such  other  business  as  may  be  pre- 
sented, will  be  held  on  Mondav,  November  4th.  187S  (first 
Monday  in  November),  at  the  hour  of  one  o'clock  v  m.  on 
that  day,  at  the  office  of  the  corporation,  Room  No.  29, 
Nevada  Block,  No.  300  Monlgomer\'  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California.  Tran.st'er  books  will  be  closed  on  Wednesday, 
October  jolh,  1S78,  at  three  o'clock  r.  M. 

\VM.  WILLIS,   Sccrctan.-. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send   for   New    Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

M.\GNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


A 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

TTORAEV A.\D  COb'ASELORAT 

Law,  No.  309  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN   FRANCIbGO 
&  OAKLAND. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  Hl'.MAX  SHIRT. 

Its    Origin    and    History    from    a    Purely    Scientific 
Standpoint. 

It  is  manifest  that  the  human  shirt  has  passed 
throDgb  a  scries  of  important  modifications.  The 
shirt  of  the  Stone  Age  did  not  open— in  the  sense  I 
that  the  upper  part  of  the  conicmporaneous  s  lirt 
opens— either  in  front  or  behind,  h  Iwd  simply  a  ] 
laige  hole  for  the  reception  of  the  head  and  neck, 
and  was  devoid  of  either  studs  or  buttons.  At  a 
later  period  the  shirt  developed  an  opening  in  front, 
and  a  little  later  studs  wherewith  to  tcmpynnly  close 
thisopenmg  appeared.  Tiiis  type  of  shirt  wasre- 
markablv  persistent,  and.  in  fact,  became  extinct  at 
or  about  the  same  time  as  the  great  ark  of  New 
FoundUnd  ;  or.  m  other  «ords.  as  Lite  as  the  begin- 
ning of  the  present  centurj*.  In  the  existmg  shirt, 
which  is  one  of  the  most  widely  diffused  of  human 
garments,  the  front  opening  is  closed,  and  an  open- 
ing in  the  back  has  uken  iii  place.  Studs,  which  arc 
now  useless,  exist  merely  in  a  rudimenury  form,  and 
what  WAS  once  the  horn  button  of  the  stud,  is  now 
merely  a  frail  growth  of  spiral  wire.  What  has  pro- 
duced these  successive  developments  is  one  of  the 
most  interesimp  inquiries  which  the  Darwinian  ini-es- 
tigalion  can  undertake. 

The  first  appeiirance  of  the  -Jiirt  with  an  opening 
in  front  w.is  coniefiipurary.  according  to  paleontolo- 
gists, with  the  first  clTons  of  man  to  navigate  the 
water.      in  the  Stone  Age  boats  of  any  kind,  from 
logs  up  to  Cunard  steamers,  were  unknown;  but  in 
course  of  time  man  began  to  paddle  acro^-s  rivers, 
ay  from  Albany  to  New  Vork,  on  the  simple  log  now 
in  use  among  Australasians.    Naturally,  he  frequently  ' 
got  *-«rv  wet,  and  hence  it  became  an  object  to  him  j 
10  remove  his  shirt  with  ease  and  rapidity.      Hence  ! 
the  front  0[5cning  was  developed  subsuntially  as  it 
appears  in  the  shirts  of  the  period  immediate  preced- 
ing the  Stone  .■\ge. 

It  is  agreed  by  all  the  anthropologists  that  the  Iron 
Age.  or  the  age  when  flat-irons  came  into  use  as  do- 
mestic weipons.  succeeded  the  Stone  Age.  The 
shirt-bosom  naturally  followed  the  introduction  of  fiat- 
irons.  Ii  is  obvious  that  no  wonwn  of  the  period 
could  h:ive  pos'^es-^ftl  i  flit-iron  without  wishing  to 
iron  something  with  ii.  and  the  shirt  bosoms  were  in- 
rented  to  supply  this  want.  About  the  same  time 
studs  appeared.  They  were  needed  to  keep  the  shirt- 
bosom  closed,  so  that  the  owner  could  shut  himself 
inside  of  it  with  a  view  to  pri\-acy.  and  were  the  de- 
vice of  a  people  among  whom  needles  and  thread, 
and,  as  a  consequence,  buttons,  were  unknown. 
Thus  we  can  trace,  by  successive  and  well  defined 
steps,  the  development  of  the  rude,  unformed  shirt  of 
the  Stone  Age.  which  was  usu.-\lly  made  of  the  coarse 
cloths  nun ulactured  of  mail  bags  and  cotton  bales, 
tintil  the  shirt  with  an  opening  in  front,  an  ironed 
bosom  and  three  studs— in  short,  the  species  classi- 
fied bv  western  paleontologists  under  the  name  of 
"  biled  shirt  "—became  the  ruling  type. 

One  of  our  most  profound  washerwomen,  who  has 
devoted  a  lifetime  to  the  study  of  shirts,  is  of  "the 
opinion  that  the  opening  at  the  bcick  of  the  neck  was 
first  develojied  either  in  Scotland,  at  about  the  period 
whcp  the  Duke  of  .\rgyle  erected  his  famous  posts, 
or  in  America,  soon  alter  the  early  colonists  made  the 
acquaintance  of  the  mosquito.  This  theon,-  is  inge- 
nious and  plausible,  but  it  is  open  to  the  objection 
that  It  is  not  true.  The  modern  species  of  shirt  is 
older  ih.»n  the  Duke  of  Argyle's  posts  or  the  caily 
settlement  of  .\merica.  Doubtless  it  was  found  to  be 
peculiarly  ad-ipted  for  Scottish  and  mosquito  pur- 
poses, and  ius  rapid  increase  may  verj-  pwsbibly  have 
been  effected  by  counter  irritant  considerations,  but 
the  latter  were  not  the  cause  of  the  great  change 
which  we  are  now  investigating.  We  can.  however, 
confidently  assert  that  this  change  took  place  in  this 
countr)'  soon  after  its  settlement,  and  in  England  soon 
after  the  passage  of  the  first  great  reform  bill.  That 
is  to  say.  it  took  place  when  demagogues  b^an  to 
bid  for  the  popular  vote.  Now.  the  demagogue,  with 
a  nice  iron«l  shirt  bosom,  could  not  with  any  plaus- 
ibility represent  himself  as  a  plain  workingman.  In 
order  to  do  this  it  was  necessarj-  that  he  should  wear 
a  shirt-bosom  devoid  of  starch  and  made  of  coarse 
materiaK  Hence  it  occurred  to  him  that  were  he  to 
wear  his  shirt  wrong  side  before,  and  cut  a  sUt  in  it 
to  simulate  an  un-ironed  and  un-omamented  bosom, 
he  would  strengthen  his  popularity.  This,  then,  is 
the  origin  of  the  shirt  with  an  opening  behind.  Witb 
the  growth  of  popular  intelligence  its  original  pur- 
pose has  been  forgotten,  and  no  one  now  attempts  to 
wear  his  shirt  wrong  side  before.  The  slii  made  by 
the  ingenious  demagogue  still  remains,  however ;  and 
two  slits  being  unnecessary,  nature  has  closed  the 
front  opening  and  decorated  it  with  rudimenury  studs. 

These  profound  investigations,  involving  as  thevdo 
prolonged  processes  of  subtile  reasoning,  are  inex- 
hausting  ;  but.  in  the  cause  of  science,  it  is  our  duty 
to  sacrifice  everything  in  pursuit  of  truth. — .V«rzr  York_ 
Times. 


''^'^^^siim^Neis^i^gr 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 


SANTA  BARBARA,  CAL. 
J\TO    HOTEL    ON     THE     PACIFIC 

■^  "      Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlington  in  ihc  airj'  chc«r- 

fuln<^»s  and  convenience  of  its  .-itrangcmenu.  None  can 
equal  it  in  the  natumi  and  artistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ing*. The  readers  of  the  .\RCONAt.T  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  ioexhauuible  pleasure  u-ithout,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  ver^'  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  ha> 
been  solved  at  the  .\rlinctos,  and  is  rci^pcctfully  submit- 
ledby  GEO.  T.  BROMLEY.  Manager. 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  B.rkclcy  Cymnasium  {a  prcparatorj-  school  to  the 
Uaiversity) — a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  educaiio.i.  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramaung  s>-stcm  of  the  small  colleges  and  military  acade- 
mies of  the  Stale.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Eximination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  azd  and  33d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer m:>itihs  for  students  preparing  for  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  Univeriiiy.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
df:ss' 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY.  CALIFORNL\. 

NoTB. — We  desire  to  cal!  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Deportment,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


;SO.  W.    FRaSCOTT,  IRVTNG   U.   SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 


Next  quarter  will  commence  October  7,  187S, 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SjVCKETT,  a.  M.,  Principal, 

Oakland.  CaJ. 


Woman's  Lore  for  the  BeaatifuL 

A  woman  went  into  a  barber's  shop  on  C  Street 
some  weeks  -igo.  says  the  Virginia  City  ChronicU,  and 
wanted  to  know  how  much  it  would  cost  lo  dye  a 
man's  hair  and  mustache.  The  price  was  named,  and 
she  then  asked  the  barber  to  get  his  dye  and  follow 
ber. 

"  \\*hy  can't  the  man  come  here?  "  asked  the  barber. 

"He's  dead."  replied  the  woman,  "and  the  last 
thing  We  said  when  he  was  passing  away  was ;  'Sally, 
fix  me  up  pretty  for  the  funeral*  His  hair  curled 
beautifully,  but  was  a  little  gray.  It  won't  look  well 
to  see  a  woman  crying  round  a  cofhn  with  an  old 
gray-bearded  man  in  it.  so  I  want  him  fixed  up  a  Ut< 
tie.  He  was  always  a  beauty  when  he  had  his  hair 
dyed.  I  know  I'd  want  mine  ^ed  up  that  way  if  I 
was  gray  and  dead." 

The  barber  d>*ed.the  dead  man's  hair  in  the  high- 
est stvle  of  the  art.  and  the  widow  remarked,  when 
all  was  over,  that  "he  was  the  loveliest  corpse  ever 
buried  on  the  Comstock.  ' 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURL 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  sii[>erior 
sl^-le,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinar> 

tffands  of  ExiracLs. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  os"  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORIXG  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
saiisfacfion  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  fr>  CO., 

IMPORTERS    AND    MAS'L'FACTl'RKRS    OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  437  iloNTGOMRRV  St.,  SaN   FraSCISCO. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  maniifactujed  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO..  -Vw  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS.  PhiLidelphia. 

C.  S.  C.\FFREY.  Camden.  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  New  York, 

H.  KILL.\M  4  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS..  WUmington 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)     Post  Office  Box  3128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN'     FRANCISCO 


MANUFACTt'RERS    OF 
Compressed  EnRincs, 
Air  Comprc<».«>rs, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoistinij  Eneines. 

Marine  Stationary-  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED   IN    1S74.] 


COKSTANTLV  ON   HAND   AND  FOR  SAL.R, 

Diroct-acung  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  biaiJonarj-  Engines, 

Qiinrii  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blalce's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  F»m.ices, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  al  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
man  ufact  urers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


J.   H.   JONES    &.   CO., 

Member  S.  F.  Stock  and  Exchange  Board, 

VTOCK  AND  EXCHANGE  BROKERS 

*^      Office,  320  Pine  Street,  San  Francisco. 


:i!.A.S.   N.    FOX. 


M.   B.   KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 
ATTORNEYS  AND   COUNSELORS 

•^  -^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office.  Na  5^  California  Street.  Room.<;  i,  2.  and  i. 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE,  209  SANSOME  ST. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT  LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


ALSO,   ACENTi   FOB 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MASDEVILLE,  AND 

A-  H.  DUNSCOMBF.. 

Also,  a  fine  assortmen:  of  Robes,  Elankeu.,  Nets,  V^Tups,  etc 


II  not  infrequently  happrns,  in  this  world  of  mis- 
takes and  ihou^hller^ness.  that  a  man.  e\Tn  the  best 
of  raen,  may  once  or  twice,  during  a  long  or  oiher- 
wise  Caultless  Ufc.  kiss  his  hired  girl  b>  mis^e  for  his 
wife.  But  no  man.  of  ages  past  or  of  to-dar.  was 
cvc  known  to  kiss  his  wife  under  the  enoneous  im- 
pression that  she  was  the  hired  girL 


"Can  stoned  urn  and  animated  bust ? "^  askF  the 
pocL  We  don't  know  anjnhing  about  the  um.  but 
the  "animated  bust"  usually  hoids  high  carnival 
throughout  the  country  during  the  entire  political 
.— — paign.  Office  hours,  10:30  p,  M.  to  2:15  A.  M. 
"  :  -  t  ^ocfc ;  posh. 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE   MANtKS  or 

EXTRA- HARD  METAL 
SCOTCHTYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGEKTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  5J9  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 

And  205  LeidesdofC  Street,  San  FraiKasc. 


REMOVAL. 


S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

(TTOCK  &-   EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

Ha\'e  removed  from  314  Pine  Street  to 

322  Pine  St.,  cor.  Leidesdorff,  San  Francisco. 


HOME    IN   THE    COUNTRY. 


NOOK    FARM. 


P 


'AMILIES    WISHING    TO    SPEND 


the  Summer  in  the  country'  will  find  this  a  cheer(ul 
home,  and  beautiful  scenerj- of  such  endless  variety  as  tempt 
to  healthful  exercise  and  recreation.  We  furnish  good  ac- 
commodations and  an  excellent  table.  Gocd  fishing  and 
hunting  on  the  premises.  Four  trains  from  San  Francisco 
pass  the  station  daily.     Address 

E.   B.  SMITH, 
Rutherford.  Napa  Count>-,  CaL 


EslowKeany.  ^^//J^ 


THOS.   FLINT,  President.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Fbrd.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardkbr General  Agent. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,  GERM.A.X,   AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

QP2  TOST  ST.,  BETWEEN  HYDE 

y  '"'  and  Larkin. 

KINDERGARTEN  connected  with  the  Institute. 

The  next  term  will  commence  Ociober  ad. 

A  limited  Dumber  of  Boarding  Pupils  received. 

MME,  B.  ZEITSKA,  PrincipaV 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Dcrmarr;), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  ii 
A.  ».  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  3  P.  M.  Sunday  ii  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone  in  the  office. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Piindpal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Franasco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON.  Secrctarj-. 


J^HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 

—  AKD  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 

CASH   ASSETS S450,000 


I 


D 


\IVWEND  NOTICE.  — OFFICE    OF 

the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mming  Company,  Nc%-ada 
Block.  Room  j7,  San  Francisco,  Ort.  15th,  1878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  theabo%-e  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  di%-idend  (No.  36J  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Monday,  Oct-  zi.st,  187S. 
Tmnsfer  books  closed  until  October  zzd. 

W.  W.  TRAYLOR.  Secreiao". 


Principal  Office,  siSand  2^0  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.   BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD   IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CHAS.   H.  CrSHING,  Secretary, 

H.   H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


(SILVER  HILL  MINING  COMPANY. 

Location  of  principal  pl.ice  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey  Coun- 
ty. Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  ihe  thirtieth  (30th)  day  of  September. 
1878,  an  assessment  (No.  4)  of  fiftj-  (50)  cents  per  share  was 
levied  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable 
immediately  in  United  Stales  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  at 
the  office  of  the  company,  Room  8,  No,  203  Bush  Street, 
San  Francisco.  Califom  a. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  first  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  pubiic  auction;  and  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  twenty- 
fifth  day  of  November,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

W.  E.  DEAN,  Secretar>-. 

Office — Room  8,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 


0 


FFICE  OF  THE  SIERRA  NEVADA 

Mlver  Mining  Company   San   Franciico,  October  2d, 
1878.— In  accordance  with  arcsotuiion  adopted  at  a  meeting 
of  the  Trustees  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  Silver  Mining  Com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  special  meeting  of  the  stockholders  of 
said  Company  is  hereby  called,  the  same  to  be  held  at  the 
office  of  the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309 
Montgomerj-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California,  on  SIonoav, 
the  fourth  (4ih)   day  of  November,  1878,  at  two  (2)  o'clock 
p.  M.,  to  take  into  consideration  and  decide  upon  the  propo- 
sition to  increase  the  capital  stock  of  said  Company  from  ten 
million  ($10,000,000)  dollars,  divided  into  one  hundred  thou- 
sand (100,000)  shares  of  the  par  vilue  of  one  hundred  (S>oo) 
dollars  each,  the    present    capital    stock,    to    fifty   million 
(550,00,0000)  dollars,    divided   into  five  hundred   thou.sand 
(500,000)  shares   of  the  par  value  of  one  hundred  (S>oo)  dol- 
lars each.  JOH.V  SKAE,         "\ 
CH.AS.  H.  FISH, 
JOS.   CLARK,         )- Trustees 
A.  E.  HEAD,  I 
R.  N.  GRAVES,    J 
W,  W.  Stetson,  Sccreiarj'. 


B 


ELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 


Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, Califoniia,  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
Count}',  Nevada- 
Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  the  eighth  day  of  October.  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  16)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  the 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203 
Bush  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  1 2th  day  of  November,  1878,  wll  bedelinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  [^jinent  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  TlesdaV,  the  third  day  of 
December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 
By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretary. 
Office — Room  tz.  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush 
Street.  San  Francisco.  California- 


/ 


.V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  Stale  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARV  E.  HENRY,  plaintiff^  vs.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant. — An  action  brought  in  the  District  CJaurt  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  C^ifornia,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  Cily  and  County-  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  oi  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J,  HENRY,  defendant: 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Cii>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  lo  answer  ihe  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  ser^-ed  within  this  cotmtj-;  or,if  seni-cd  out 
of  this  count>%  but  in-4his  district,  within  twenty  days- 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissoIWng  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  by  refer- 
ence to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
is  hereby  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demajjded- 

Givcn  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Olifomia,  in 
and  for  the  Cit>-  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Sept»-mber,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

(SEAL  OF  coLKT.]        THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 
By  W.  STEVENSON,  Deputy  Clerk. 

T.  J.  CROWLEY  ,  Attorney  for  Plaintiff, 
No.  629  Kearny  Street. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

^\^lo!esaIe  and  Retail 

Druggists,   Importers  of  Foreign 

and  D onus  tic  Drugs,  Chejn- 

icals,  and  Perfu77tery, 

No.  140  Monlgomer>-.  Stre-t,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco, 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

"^  to  compounding   Ph>'5ician's   Prescripnons,   the  dis- 

pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  ever>-  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


r\F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^'^  Standard  Reputation,  plaj"ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSia\L  BOXES  WITH  CHAXGE.AELE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly recei%-ed.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUF.\CTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway,  New  York. 


C0M>LENC1.NG    SlNDAY,    Jl^LY    I4,    167S. 

Passenger  trains  m11  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
foUows : 

P  --,  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
O  Trcs  Plnos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
I  M-  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
iS*  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 
jfi    ,//-)  A.  M.  DAILY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sta- 

-,  T^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Gilroy.  Pa- 
.J'O'-^jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Paci6c  Congress  Springs. 

y  f^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
't"r^  tions. 

P.   M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park   and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

S^  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Retuniing,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  m. 

^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj-s  and  Sunday  memings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tfct.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVrSIOXS. 
t^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Di%-is!ons  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
%-ia  0.\KLAXD,  lea\-ing  SAN  FRANCISCO  ^-ia  Ferrj- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4,00  p.  M,  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Suainer/Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgtoa,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yi'ma. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


RE-OPENED. 

HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 


GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


'-THE  PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 

and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Ad^-ances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Valley  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M.  Waterman 
&  Co.,  San  Francrsco;  John  Zeile,  Ha>-ward's ;  J.  West 
Martin.  President  Union  SaWngs  Bank,  Oakland. 

R.   H.   BENNETT,   Proprietor. 


J.   O.    MERRILL    &   00. 
SHIPPING 

— AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

■20i,  AND  206  CALiFORNtA  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


MOOD  Y'S 

Drtcg  and  Prescription 

STORE, 

Northwest  comer  Polk  and    Pine  Streets. 


Prescriptions  prepared  with  care  from  the  purest  of  Drugs 
and  Chemicals. 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  G1.0VER,  W.  W,  DoixJE,  San  Francisco 

TXr    W.  DODGE  6-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


■7^    J.  PETTIT  &»  CO:S 

LABEL,  SHOW  CARD, 

ENGRAVING    AND    PRINTING 

ESTABLISHMENT. 
523  California  Street,  Sak  Francisco,  Cal. 


6.30, 


(TAN  FRANCISCO  AND 
■J  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Coramendng  Monday,  October  7th,   1S78,  and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

^Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

J    :?Q  P-  M.,  DAILY,  Sunriavs  excepted, 

J  'J  Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (AV'ashingtoa 

Street  Uliarf ),  connecting  with  Mai!  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Qover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
Wlle  for  Sonoma ;  at  Gej-serville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Clos-erdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  Citi-,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing with  Fulton  and  Guemeville  R.  R,  for  Korbei's,  Gueme- 
viUe,  and  the  Redwoods, 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.35  a.  m.) 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

'pHE  ONLY  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S.— Howe,    Florence,   Wheeler  &   Wilson,  Grover  & 
Baker,    Domestic,    Weed,   Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
e^cfa. 


S?  QQ  A.  M.,  Sundays  only^  Exaasions^ 

•  steamer  "James   M.   Donahue,"  connecting  at 

Donahue  with  trains  for  Cloverdalc  and  way  stations. 

Retl'rning — Trains   will   leave   Donahue   at  4.40  p.  m., 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  p.  m. 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

.\rthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A-  Bean,  Sup't, 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


O 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 


JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  'Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HOXGKOXG. 
Cotmecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

November. 16  !  December 17  '.  October 24 

February' iS     March 15  1  Januarj' 16 

May 16  I  I  April . " 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgbmcry  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf, 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Genl  Passenger  Agent. 

DAVID  D.  COLTON,  President. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First^ilass  steamers   with   onequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  1st  of  everj-  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  ii-ia  HONOLULU, 
September  2d,  and  everj'  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AilER- 
IC\N,  MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,   HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
19th   of   each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
.■Vpril  27th.  and  ever^-  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR  VICTORIA.    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 
and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS.  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  AgenU, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


P 


PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  ever^-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  EARBAR-\,  S-A.NTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO.  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
everj-  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Companj-"s  advertise- 
ment In  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Moktgomerv  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.ciseo. 


LITTLE  &  CUWIMINC, 

nARPENTERS  AND  BUILDERS,  No. 

^^     34  O'Farrell  Street.  San  Francisco. 

Estimates  given  on  all  classes  and  styles  of  work.  Gen- 
eral jobbing  promptly  attended  to.  Otnces  and  Stores 
neatly  fitted  up. 


c 


C.  p.  R.  R. 

OMMENCING  MONO  A  V,  OCTOBER 

7,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 

TR.^INS  .-VND  BO.ATS 
Vi^/LL  LEA^h  :iA.y  FRAXCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7,00   ^-    '^-^    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/   '  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  CSeysers),  and  Sacramento,  Connecting  at  Daris 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knights  Landing, 
and  at  W  oodiand  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  p.  m.] 

7. 00    '^^  ^'^■'  P-'^IL  Y,   LOCAL   PAS-  \ 

/  '  senger  Train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferrj-),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  9.45  a.  m.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting  | 
i*-ith  .\Uantic  E.\presi.         [.\rrive  San  Francisco  6.05  P,  H.J  1 

^  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,    ATLANTIC\ 

•  Express  Train  (\'ia  Oakland  Ferrj-,    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj-srille,  [ 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (\'irginia  Cit>-),  Pali-  ! 
sade  (Eureka),  Ogden.  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Slnday  Exct  KsioN  Tickets  to  Sas  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez at  Redlced  R.\tes. 

10  00   ■^-    '^^•'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

land  FerT>-),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p.  M.] 

O  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

v?  ■  Passenger     Train     (\-ia    Oakland    Ferr^'   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9,35  a.  m.] 

?  00   ^-    ^^'■'    I^^ILY,  NORTHERN 

•J  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-) 

to  San  Pablo,  Maninez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  A.  m.] 

d.OO  ^-  ^'^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

/*'  Express  Train  (^-ia  Oakland   Ferrj-,    Northern 

Ry..  and  S-  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  -A.na  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Vuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  f*  ^'-3 

/I  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

/■'  Valiejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  C^istoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to w4th  passenger  train,  lea\-ing  at  9,35  v.  M.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
iejo and  Carson  [.\rrive  San  Francisco  ii.ro  a,  ji.] 

A  00  ^-  -'^■'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

T^*  *-'*-^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  P.  m,] 

^   JQ   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^~*^  Third   Class    and   .Accommodation   Train,    via 

Oakland  Ferr>-,  Northern  Rj;.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R-  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  st.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

,/     T/7  p.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^*^  senger  (\-ia    Oakland   Ferry)   to    Haj-wards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

r  nn  P-  ^^"  daily,  overland 

J»UU  Em-grant  Train  (\'ia  Oakland  Ferrj-  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public  conveyance   for   Mills  Seminarj-  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  ilclrose." 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


J^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 


.  .$10,000,000  Gold 
. .     3.500,000     " 


DIRECTORS : 
Loi-is  McLane,  President.      J.  C  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  f  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  (  Geo.  L.  Brasder. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Tiansfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  cusiomarj- usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On  the  principal  Cities  throughout  the   United   States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 


New  York  Bankers.. 
LoNiTON  Bankers 


-The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  E.  A 
.A.mer.  Exchange  NaL  Bank. 
.  .Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 
The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


7  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
■I-  (Limited.) 


No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


To 
Oakland. 


a.  m. 

p.  M. 
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3- 00 
4.00 


c*io.3o! 
8*11-45 


A.  H. 

B  6.10 
7-30J 

8.30' 
9-30 

)      TO.  30; 
'1    11.30^— 

I   *"■  "■    I 

I    "-30 

1. 00' 

3-3o| 
;     4-30| 

5 -so,' 

6.130! 
I     7-00- 
I     6.10I 

9.20I 

:  10.301 

B"-45' 


( 


A.  M.  '   A.  M. 

-00        7.30  B  6.10 

10.00     8. 30     8. 00 

P.  M.  I  9-30  10.00 
3.00  10.30  P  M. 
4.30     11.30       3.00 


A.  .M 

7.00 
P.  M. 

3.c»! 


s—Sittidays  excepted,  c—Sttndays  mly. 

*  .Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

TO  S.\N  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


■J   P   g   ;     K-n 

2I31  5-g 

■   3     I-? 


A.  .M.         A.  M. 

7.05  B  5.10 
S.ooJB  5.50 
6.40 


I? 

2  o 

S.3 


2.05 

7.40 

p.  .M. 

4-30 

8.40 

B  6.00 

? 

10.40 

P.  M. 

> 

^ 

12.40 

1.25 

1 

0 

2.40 

4.40 

5 -40 

'•< 

6.40 

■a 

A.   M. 

7.50 

!^ 

7.10 

9.00 

P.  M. 

10.10 

I-IS 



A.  M.      A.  M. 

,00  8*5.00 
110  ro  8*5.40 
'6.25 
7.00 
8.03 
g.oo 
10.03 
11.03 
12.00 
p.  M. 
1. 00 
3.00 
•3-20 
4.00 
5.0c 
6.01 
3*7-«> 

8*8.30 
J. 00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A.M. 

P.  M. 

B5.20 

12.20 

B6.00 

12.50 

6.50 

1.20 

7.20 

1.50 

7.50 

2.50 

b.2S 

3.20 

8.50 

3.50 

9.20 

4.20 

9.50 

4.50 

10. 20 

5.20 

10.50 

5.50 

11.20 

6.2, 

11.50 

6.50 

8.00 

9.10 

10.20 

B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco — Daily— sj.'m — 8.15 — 9-15 — 10.15 

—11.15  A.  M.— 12.15— 1.15— 2.25— 3.15— 4.15— 5. 15P.  "■ 

From  Oakland — Daily — 57. 10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — '"-os 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — i-os — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05 — 5.05P,  M. 

B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


London  Office. 3  Angel  Cour* 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock ^d.ooo.ooC 

Surplus  EaJtiiiigs i^o.ooo 


Vi'ill  receive  Deposits,  open  .\ccounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k   F.  Low,   )  ,, 
IGN.    StEIKHART,;*'"^*"- 
P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


HTHE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAX   FRANCISCO 


Capital SjpoOjOOO 

D.  O.  Mills President, 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agencj-  of  the  Bank  of  Califoi- 
nia;  Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unioc 
National  Bank ;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  .-Agencies  at  Virginia  Citj-  and  CJold  HiU, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort -on-Main,  ,\ntwerp,  Amsterdam.  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Sbang-bai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President SL  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President CD.  O'Scllivan. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweenev,  M.  J.  O'Connor. 

C  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sulli\-an,  Gust.  Tonchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  -A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

Attorney Rich.\kd  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomerj-  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Societj-  w-ill  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver^-. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  6rst 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  \s  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
g  A,  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  t866. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  resene  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
Jambs  Benson,  Secretarj-  and  Cashier. 


F 


RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAHE.  Director. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran-     f  QpTTf  !  J 
dolph.  Jewelers,  loi  and  103  Montijomen'  Street.  I  Y  ■  ..  ; 

A.  N.  TOWNE.  T.  H.  GOODMAN,  '  '     '■»-*'«"'f' 

General  Sop'L  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag'U 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER/ 


The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMF  ;Y  ST., 


Near   Bush, 
Hotel. 


-6 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CmCKEllIK  THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.     At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH   STREET,  8.  F. 


PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXT  PIAXOS. 
U  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Agciil  Tor  Pacific  Cout. 

tSr  Owncn  of  ChicLcriaf  Ptaoos  in  »pccia]l^-  requested 
10  leave  ordcn  for  luninc  at  warcrooms,  31  Ptt>l  StreeU 


iffe 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  I'ia.sos,  Rogers' (."pright  Pi.vnos, 
Prince  Organs,  H'altrs'  Organs,  Sheet  Musk. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &  Co., 

735  MARKET  STREET. 


PIANOS 

SCHO.M.\CKER  AND  HENRY  V.  .MIL 
LER  CELEBR.ATF.I)  PIANOS. 

Piaaos  Tuned.  RcnteJ.and  fur  Sale  on  the  Installment  TUn. 

W00DW0RTH,S0HELL&  Co. 


;  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


receiver;s^  notice. 

The  undersized,  having;  been  appointed 
by  the  Judge  of  the  Fifteenth  District  Court. 
Receiver,  to  take  charge  of  the  affairs  of  La 
Societe  Francaise  d'Epargnes  et  de  Prevoy- 
ance  .Muiuclle  (French  Savings  and  Loan  So- 
ciety^, with  power  to  collect  all  moneys  due 
the  same,  and  to  take  possession  of  all  books 
of  accounts,  papers,  property,  evidences  of 
indebtedness,  and  assets  thereof,  hereby 
gives  notice  that  he  has  entered  upon  the 
discharge  of  his  duties  as  such  Receiver,  and 
has  opened  an  office  for  the  transaction  of 
the  business  intrusted  to  him  by  said  order 
of  the  Court,  at  No.  41;  Monigomerj-  Street. 

All  persons  indebted  to  the  Bank  are  here- 
by notified  to  make  pajment  to  the  under- 
signed, and  all  depositors  holding  pass-books 
are  requested  to  present  them  at  the  office  of 
the  Receiver,  that  they  may  be  written  up 
and  balanced.  F.  F.  LOW,  Receiver. 


KEANE  BROS. 


W 


OULD  RESrECTFVLLV  ASK  A 

Tiwt  of  impccdon  lu  ihcir  new  depiTtmen'-'^ 


CLOAKS,  SUITS,  COSTUMES, 

Etc..  etc  Ladi«  will  fiod  only  the  latest  novcIiJc*  of  tht. 
teaion'fc  (rodoction  frotn  Londou,  Paru»  Berlin,  and  Nc» 
York.  Our  cutler*  aod  filler*  are  thoroughly  rclnble.  and 
coabiocd  mth  moderate  charges  «ie  can  coafidently  axk  a 
»hare  of  publk  patroaafc. 

All  the  oewT«  maienaU  and  laiesi  dc<.i(ni>  are  to  be  fuund 
ID  oar  Silk  and  French  Drc»  Goods  Depamnent^. 


KEANE  BROS. 

107,  109,  111,  .\;*D  113 
KEARNY  STREEt.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY    EMPORIUM, 

rSPEIK  THE   FALI'ViN. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

;?->  Post  5l,  San  Fraocst^o 


REMOVAL. 

I.  W.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HI  BERN  I A  B.ANK,  CORNER  M.\RKET  AND  .MoNTGO.MERY  Streeis. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  0/  aceess.     The  hamtsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  u  call. 


NIGOLL,  THE  TAILOR 


BRANCH    OF    NEW    YORK. 

HE    ONLY  HOU.SE   IX  THE  CITY    THAT  RECEIVES  FRESH  PAT- 

icrn-i  and  New  York  and  Paris  F.i.shion';  weelclv.  Samples  with  instructions  for  scIf-mcaMirement  SENT 
FREK.  A  sm;»Il  stock  on  hand  of  our  own  make  to  select  front.  Tailors  and  the  public  5upplicd  with  Cloth  and 
Trimmil1:;s  at  wholcs-ile  prices  by  the  yard  :  anv  lench  cut.  The  QritkEsT,  Bc-sr,  am>  (.HEAPtsT  Tailok  tx 
TMK  W..KLU.       I'.VNTS  TO  OKDEk   IN'   Sl\    M-irkS         SUITS  TO  UROLK  IN   ONE  DAY,  if  required. 


T 


■    TO  ORDER: 

Pants from  i  4  co 

Suits from  1500 

Overcoats ....  from  1 5  00 

Dress  Coats . .  from  20  00 


c  SH  ■-^• 


15  ?5  5f 


TO  ORDER: 

Black  Doeskin  Pants 

from $7  00 

White  Vests  . . .  .from  3  00 
Fancy  Vests  ....  from  6  00 


2 

=    o 

tn  >. 

"  I 


FINEST  STOCK  OF  WOuLENS    IN    THE  WORLD. 

505  MONTGOMERY  STREET  AND  18  KEARNY  STREET. 


PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Ha^e  a  full  aASor\mrt.t  of 

jyiD/ES'  AXD  GEXTS  FURNISH- 

ing  Goods.  Toilei  Articles,  Cousels  Emhroid^rics. 
Freich  and  Valencicono  Lat-*,  a  fine  aviortment  of  Veil- 
ing* a<d  Euchings  and  the  largest  >tock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

Ar.il  '.h-  bcit  sio-A  ui 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &.   CAPS 

In  ihe  cii). 


C/ERRA  XEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

*~^  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  btisincss, 
San  Francixio,  California.  Location  of  works.  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  (hat  at  a  meeting  uf  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  iweniy-second  day  of  October,  iS-S,  an  assess- 
mcm  (No.  56)  of  three  dollars  (Sj)  per  share  was  leWed  up>on 
the  capital  stock  of- the  corporation,  pa>-able  inuncdiatcly  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  ofBcc  of 
the  Company.  Room  47.  Ne^ida  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street.  San  Francisco^  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty- seventh  dayof  November,  iSyS,  will  bcdetin- 
quenl,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  tinless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wedsesd.w,  the 
eighteenth  day  of  December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  wilh  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  W.  W.  STETSON.  Secreiarj-. 

Ofnce — Room  ij,  Neii-ada  Block,  30^  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco.  California. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 
FREE   ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  assomncnl of  .\RTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
F!l,\MES,  etc. 

19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


WAREROOMS,   N.   IV.   CORNER 
KEARNV  AND  SUTTER  §TREETS. 

SHERMAN,  ~HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  ML"SIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  JV1ACHINE8. 

'THE  HIGH  REPVTA  TION  OF  THE 

Grover  &  B.-tfccr  Machine  is  the  result  of  true  worth 
and  long  years  of  honorable  5;ervice. 

J.  W.  EVANS.  29  Post  StrecL 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 

TN  ELEGANCE  OF  DESIGN,  QUAE- 

ity  of  6nish.  and  durability  of  polish,  they  arc  every 
way  superior  to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also, 
they  co>t  vtrj-  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far 
more  durable  than  either. 


ALL  SIZES  AND  STALES 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 

FRENCH' COOKING 

RANGES 

All  sizes,  suitable  for   Hotels.  ReMaurants,    Families,   and 
Coaril  ing- Houses. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 


NOS.  I  10,  112,  I  14,  118,  &    120  B.VTTERV  St. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE  PLACE 

^^     for  La  itrs,  Gentlemen,  and  Families,     g^  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


/ 


'.V  THE  DISIKICT  CuUKi  of  i  iiE 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  tht  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff.  \-s.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  dcfundant. 

Action  brought  in  the  DLstrici  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  Di>trict  of  the  .State  of  California  in  and  for  ihc 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Franct«:o  in  ine  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  Stale  of  California  send  greeting  lo 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant : 

Vou  are  hereby  reouired  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plai-'t;ff,  in  the  Dtstnct 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  ol  the  Stale  of 
Calir>rnia  in  and  i^x  the  City  and  County  of  Sjo  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  u-iihin  ten  days 
(ejtrluslve  of  ihe  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
ihU  summons — if  served  within  th:s  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  dtstrxt.  u-ithin  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  def;iuli  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  lo  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 
1  he  s  lid  a'lticn  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bonris  of  matrimon)'  herctolorc  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  fonh  in  the  complaint  on  tife  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  ihe  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff u-ill  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Franci.'<>:>.  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thdu 
sand  eight  hundred  and  se%'enty-eight. 

THOS.  H.  REVNOLD.S.  Clerk. 

[seal.)  By  v.".  SrEVE\S'N,  Deputy  Citik. 

Ge'>.  L.  Wi-jl-s  and  J'^hv  J.  C-jF-t-t-,  Attorneys  for 
Plaintiff. 


BEAMISH'S 


4 


\ 


The  Argonaut 


VOL.  in.    NO.  I 


/■ 


SAN  FRANCISCO,   NOVEMBER    2,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


MARGARET  SINCLAIR'S  SILENT  MONEY. 


A  Scotch  Story  Founded  on  a  Califomian  Fact. 


"It  was  ma  luck,  Sinclair,  an'  I  couldna  win  by  it." 

"  Havers  !  If  luck  ruled,  the  bull  might. calve  as  well  as 
the, cow  ;  it  was  David  Vedder's  whisky  that  turned  ma  boat 
tapsalteerie,  Geordie  Twatt." 

"Thou  had  better  blame  Hacoh  ;  he  turned  the  boat  wid- 
dershins,  an'  what  fool  doesna  ken  that  it  is  evil  luck  to  go 
contrarie  to  the  sun  ? " 

"It  is  waur  luck  to  have  a  drunken,  superstitious  pilot. 
Twatt,  that  Norse  blood  i'  thy  veins  is  o'er  full  o'  freets. 
Fear  God,  an'  mind  thy  wark,  and  thou  needna  speir  o'  the 
sun  what  gate  to  turn  the  boat.'' 

"  My  Norse  blood  willna  stand  ony  Scot  stirring  it  up,  Sin- 
clair.    I  come  o'  a  mighty  kind — ' 

"Tush,  man  !  Mules  mak'  an  unco'  fuss  about  their  an- 
cestors having  been  horses.  It  has  come  to  this,  Geordie  : 
ihou  must  be  laird  o'  theesel'  before  TU  trust  thee  again  wi' 
ony  craft  o'  mine."  Then  Peter  Sinclair  lifted  his  papers, 
and,  looking  the  discharged  sailor  steadily  in  the  face,  bid 
him  ''go  on  his  penetentiais  an'  think  things  o'er  a  bit."' 

Geordie  Twatt  went  sullenly  out,  but  Peter  was  rather 
pleased  with  himself;  he  believed  that  he  had  done  his  duty 
in  a  satisfactory  manner.  And  if  a  man  was  in  a  good  tem- 
per with  himself,  it  was  just  the  kind  of  evening  to  increase 
his  satisfaction.  The  gray  old  town  of  Kirkwall  lay  in  su- 
pernatural glory,  the  wondrous  beauty  of  the  mellow  gloam- 
ing blending  with  soft  green  and  rosy-red  spears  of  light,  that 
shot  from  east  to  west,  or  charged  upward  to  the  zenith.  The 
great  herring-fieet  outside  the  harbor  was  as  motionless  as 
"a  painted  fleet  upon  a  painted  ocean" — the  men  were  sleep- 
ing or  smoking  upon  the  piers  ;  not  a  foot  fell  upon  the 
flagged  streets,  and  the  only  murmur  of  sound  was  round  the 
public  fountain,  where  a  few  women  were  perched  on  the 
bowl's  edge,  knitting  and  gossiping. 

Peter  Sinclair  was  perhaps  not  a  man  inclined  to  analyze 
such  things,  but  they  had  their  influence  over  him  ;  for,  as 
he  drifted  slowly  home  in  his  skiff,  he  began  to  pjty  Geordie's 
four  motherless  babies.  ->nd  to  "^'onder  if  he  had  been  as  pa- 
tient with  him  as  he  might  have  been.  "An'  yet,"  he  mur- 
mured, "  there's  the  loss  on  the  goods,  an'  the  loss  o'  time, 
an'  the  boat  to  steek  afresh  forbye  the  danger  to  life  \  Na, 
na,  I'm  no  called  upon  to  put  life  i'  peril  for  a  glass  overmuch 
whisky." 

Then  he  lifted  his  head,  and  there,  on  the  white  sands, 
stood  his  daughter  Margaret  He  was  conscious  of  a  great 
thrill  of  pride  as  he  looked  at  her,  for  Margaret  Sinclair,  even 
among  the  beautiful  women  of  the  Orcades,  was  most  beau- 
tiful of  all.  In  a  few  minutes  he  had  fastened  his  skiff  at  a 
little  jetty,  and  was  walking  with  her  o\er  the  springy  heath 
toward  a  very  pretty  house  of  white  stone.  It  was  his  own 
house,  and  he  was  proud  of  it  also,  but  not  half  so  proud  of 
the  house  as  of  its  tiny  garden  ;  for  there,  with  great  care 
and  at  great  cost,  he  had  managed  to  rear  a  (^w  pansies, 
snowdrops,  lilies  of  the  valley,  and  other  hardy  English  flow- 
ers. Margaret  and  he  stooped  lovingly  over  them,  and  it  was 
wonderful  to  see  how  Peters  face  softened,  and  how  gently 
the  great  rough  hands,  that  had  been  all  the  day  handling 
smoked  geese  and  fish,  touched  these  frail,  trembling  blos- 
soms. 

"  Eh,  lassie  !  I  could  most  greet  wi'  joy  to  see  the  bonnie 
bit  things  ;  when  I  can  get  time  I'se  e'en  go  wi'  thee  to  Ed- 
inburgh ;  I'd  like  weel  to  see  such  fields,  an'  gardens,  an' 
trees,  as  I  hear  thee  tell  on." 

Then  Margaret  began  again  to  describe  the  greenhouses. 
the  meadows,  and  wheat-fields,  the  forests  of  oaks  and 
beeches,  she  had  seen  during  her  school-days  in  Edinburgh. 
Peter  listened  to  her  as  if  she  were  telling  a  wonderful  fair)^- 
story,  but  he  liked  it,  and,  as  he  cut  slice  after  slice  from  his 
smoked  goose,  he  enjoyed  her  talk  of  roses  and  apple- 
blooms,  and  smacked  his  lips  for  the  thousandth  time  when 
she  described  a  peach,  and  said :  "  It  tasted,  father,  as  if  it 
had  been  grown  in  the  Garden  of  Eden." 

After  such  conversations  Peter  was  always  stem  and  strict. 
He  felt  an  actual  anger  at  Adam  and  Eve,;  their  transgres- 
sion became  a  keenly  personal  affair,  for  he  had  a  very  vivid 
sense  of  the  loss  they  had  entailed  upon  him.  This  vague 
sense  of  wrong  made  him  tr>'  to  fix  it,  and,  after  a  short  re- 
flection, he  said,  in  an  injured  tone  : 

"  I  wonder  when  Ranald's  coming  hame  again  ?" 

"Ranald  is  all  right,  father." 

"A'  wrong,  thou  means,  lassie.  There's  three  vessels 
waiting  to  be  loaded,  an'  the  books  sae  far  ahint  that  I  ken  na 
whether  I'm  losing  or  saving.     Where  is  he?" 

"  Not  far  away.  He  will  be  at  the  Stones  of  Stennis  this 
week  some  time  with  an  Englishman  he  fell  in  with  at 
Perth." 

"  I  wonder  now,  was  it  for  my  sins  or  his  ain  that  the  lad 
has  sic  auld-warld  notions  ?  Tiiere  isna  a  pagan  aiiar-stane 
'tween  John  O'Groat's  an  Lamba  Ness  he  doesna  run  after. 
I  wish  he  were  as  anxious  to  serve  in  the  Lord  s  temple — I 
would  build  him  a  kirk  an'  a  manse  for  it." 

"We'll  be  proud  of  Ranald  yet,  father.  The  Sinclairs 
have  been  fighting  and  making  money  for  centuries  ;  it  is  a 
sign  of  grace  to  have  a  scholar  and  a  poet  at  last  among 
them." 

Peter  grumbled.  His  ideas  of  poetr>-  were  limited  by  the 
Scotch  psalms,  and  as  for  scholarship,  he  asserted  that  the 
books  were  better  kept  when  he  used  his  method  of  tallies 


and  crosses.  Then  he  remembered  Geordie  Twatt's  mis- 
fortune and  had  his  little  grumble  out  on  this  subject : 

"  Boat  an'  goods  might  hae  been  a  total  loss,  no  to  speak 
o;  the  lives  o'  Geordie  an'  the  four  lads  wi'  him ;  an'  a'  for 
the  sake  o'  a  drap  mair  than  eneuch  !"     i^        : 

Margaret  looked  at  the  brandy-bottle  standing  at  her 
father's  elbow,  and,  though  she  did  not  speak,  the  look  an- 
noyed Peter.  • 

"  You  ama  to  even  my  glass  wi'  his,  lassie.  I  ken  tell 
when  to  stop — Geordie  never  does." 

"  It  is  a  common  fault  in  more  things  than  drinking,  fa- 
ther. When  Magnus  Hay  has  struck  the  first  blow,  he  is 
quite  ready  to  draw  his  dirk  and  strike  the  last  one  ;  and 
Paul  SnackoU,  though  he  has  made  gold  and  to  spare,  will 
just  go  on  making  gold  until  death  takes  the  balance  out  of 
his  hands.  There  are  few  folks  that  in  all  things  offend 
not." 

She  looked  so  noble  standing  before  him,  so  fair  and  tall, 
her  hair  yellow  as  da\^'n,  her  eyes  cool,  and  calm,  and  blue 
as  night,  her  whole  attitude  so  serene,  assured,  and  majestic, 
that  Peter  rose  uneasily,  left  his  glass  unfinished,  and  went 
away  with  a  very  confused  "good-night." 

In  the  morning,  the  first  thing  he  did  when  he  reached 
his  office  was  to  send  for  the  offending  sailor. 

"Geordie,  my  Margaret  says  there  are  plenty  folk  as  bad 
as  thou  art;  so  thou'lt  just  see  to  the  steeking  o'  the  boat, 
an'  be  ready  to  sail  her — or  upset  her — i'  ten  days  again." 

"  I'll  keep  her  right  side  up  for  Margaret  Sinclair's  sake — 
tell  her  I  said  that,  master." 

"  I'se  do  no  promising  for  thee,  Geordie.  Between  word- 
ing an'  working  is  a  lang  road,  but  Kirkwall  and  Stromness 
kens  thee  for  an  honest  lad,  and  thou  wilt  mind  this — things 
promised  arc  things  due^'' 

Insensibly  this  act  of  forbearance  lightened  Peters  whole 
day  ;  he  was  good-tempered  with  the  world,  and  the  world 
returned  the  compliment.  A^'hen  night  came,  and  he 
watched  for  Margaret  on  the  sands,  he  was  delighted  to  see 
that  Ranald  was  with  her.  The  lad  had  come  home,  and 
nothing  was  now  remembered  against  him.  That  night  it 
was  Ranald  told  him  fairy  s<4(^es  of  greardties  and  aniver- 
sities,  of  miles  of  books  and  pictures,  of  wonderful  machin- 
ery and  steam  engines,  of  delicious  things  to  eat  and  drink. 
Peter  felt  as  if  he  must  start  southward  by  the  next  mail- 
packet,  but  in  the  morning  he  thought  more  unselfishly. 

"  There  are  forty  families  depending  on  my  sticking  to  the 
shop  an'  the  boats,  Ranald,  an'  I  canna  go  pleasuring  till 
there  is  ane  to  step  into  my  shoes." 

Ranald  Sinclair  had  all  the  fair,  stately  beauty,  and  noble 
presence  of  his  sister,  but  yet  there  was  some  lack  about  him 
easier  to  feel  than  to  define.  Perhaps  no  one  was  uncon- 
scious of  this  lack  except  Margaret;  but  women  have  a 
grand  invention  where  their  idols  are  concerned,  and  create 
readily  for  them  every  excellency  that  they  lack.  Her  own 
two  years'  study  in  an  Edinburgh  boarding-school  had  been 
ver>'  superficial,  and  she  knew  it ;  but  this  wonderful  Ranald 
could  read  Homer  and  Horace,  could  play,  and  sketch,  and 
recite  Shakspeare,  and  write  poetr5^  If  he  could  have  done 
none  of  these  things,  if  he  had  been  dull  and  ugly,  and  con- 
tent to  trade  in  fish  and  wood,  she  would  still  have  loved  him 
tenderly  ;  how  much  more,  then,  this  handsome  Antinous, 
whom  she  credited  with  all  the  accomplishments  of  Apollo  ! 

Ranald  needed  all  her  enthusiastic  support.  He  had  left 
heavy  college  bills,  and  he  had  quite  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  would  not  be  a  minister,  and  that  he  would  be  a  lawyer. 
He  could  scarcely  have  decided  on  two  things  more  offensive 
to  his  father.  Only  for  the  hope  of  having  a  minister  in  the 
family  had  Peter  submitted  to  his  son's  continual  demands 
for  money.  For  this  end  he  had  bought  books,  and  paid  for 
all  kinds  of  teachers  and  tours,  and  sighed  over  the  cost  of 
Ranald's  difierent  hobbies.  And  now  he  was  not  only  to 
have  a  grievous  disappointment,  but  also  a  great  offense  ; 
for  Peter  Sinclair  shared  fully  in  the  Orcadean  dislike  and 
distrust  of  lawyers,  and  would  have  been  deeply  offended  at 
any  one  requiring  their  aid  in  any  business  transaction  with 
him. 

His  sons  proposal  to  be  a  "writer"  he  took  almost  as  a 
personal  insult.  He  had  formed  his  own  opinion  of  the  pro- 
fession, and  the  opinion  of  any  other  person  who  would  say 
a  word  in  favor  of  a  lawyer  he  considered  of  no  value. 
Margaret  had  a  hard  task  before  her  ;  that  she  succeeded  at 
all  was  due  to  her  womanly  tact.  Ranald  and  his  father 
simply  clashed  against  each  other,  and  exchanged  pointed 
truths  which  hurt  worse  than  wounds. 

At  length,  when  the  short  Orcadean  summer  was  almost 
over,  Margaret  won  a  hard  and  reluctant  consent.  "  The  lad 
is  fit  for  naething  better,  I  suppose" — and  the  old  man 
turned  away  to  shed  the  bitterest  tears  of  his  whole  life. 
They  shocked  Margaret ;  she  was  terrified  at  her  success, 
and,  falling  humbly  at  his  feet,  she  besought  him  to  forget 
and  forgive  her  importunities,  and  to  take  back  a  gift  bap- 
tized with  such  ominous  tears. 

But  Peter  Sinclair,  having  been  compelled  to  take  a  step, 
was  not  the  man  to  retrace  it  ;  he  shook  his  head  in  a  dour, 
hopeless  way  :  "  He  couldna  say  'Yes'  and  '  No'  in  a  breath, 
an'  Ranald  must  e'en  drink  as  he  brewed." 

These  struggles,  so  real  and  sorrowful  to  his  father  and 
sister,  Ranald  had  no  sympathy  with — not  that  he  was  heart- 
less, but  that  he  had  taught  himself  to  beHeve  they  were  the 
result  of  ignorance  of  the  world  and  old-fashioned  preju- 
dices. He  certainly  intended  to  become  a  great  man — per- 
haps a  judge — and,  when  he  was   one  of  "  The  Lords,"  he 


had  no  doubt  his  father  would  respect  his  disobedience.  He 
knew  his  father  as  little  as  he  knew  himself.  Peter  Sinclair 
was  only  Peter  Sinclair's  opinions  incorporate  ;  he  could  no 
more  have  changed  them  than  he  could  have  changed  the 
color  of  his  eyes  or  the  shape  of  his  nose  ;  and  the  differ- 
ence between  a  common  lawyer  and  "  a  lord,"  in  his  eyes, 
would  only  have  been  the  difference  between  a  little  oppress- 
or and  a  great  one. 

For  the  first  time  in  all  her  life  Margaret  suspected  a  flaw 
in  this  perfect  crj'stal  of  a  brother.  His  gay,  debonair  man- 
ner hurt  her.  Even  if  her  father's  objections  were  ignorant 
prejudices,  ihey  were  positive  convictions  to  him,  and  she  did 
not  like  to  see  them  smiled  at,  entertained  by  the  cast  of  the 
eye,  and  the  put-by  of  the  turning  hand.  But  loving  women 
are  the  greatest  of  Philistines  ;  knock  their  idol  down  daily, 
rob  it  of  every  beauty,  cut  off  its  hands  and  head,  and  they 
will  still  "set  it  in  its  place,"  and  fall  down  and  worship  it 

Undoubtedly  Margaret  was  one  of  the  blindest  of  these 
characters,  but  the  world  may  pause  before  it  scorns  them 
too  bitterly.  It  is  faith  of  this  sublime  integrity  which, 
brought  down  to  personal  experience,  believes,  endures, 
hopes,  sacrifices,  and  loves  to  the  end,  winning  finally  what 
never  would  have  been  given  to  a  more  prudent  and  reason- 
able devotion. 

So,  if  Margaret  had  doubts,  she  put  them  arbitrarily  down, 
and  sent  her  brother  away  with  manifold  tokens  of  her  love 
— among  them,  with 'a  check  on  the  Kirkwall  Bank  for  sixty 
pounds,  the  whole  of  her  personal  savings.  To  this  frugal 
Orcadean  maid  it  seemed  a  large  sum,  but  she  hoped  by  the 
sacrifice  to  clear  off  Ranald's  college  debts,  and  thus  enable 
him  to  start  his  new-  race  unweighted.  It  was  but  a  mouth- 
ful to  each  creditor,  but  it  put  them  off  for  a  time,  and 
Ranald  was  not  a  youth  inclined  to  take  "  thought  "  for  their 
"  to-morrow." 

He  had  been  entered  for  four  years's  study  with  the  firm 
of  Wilkes  &  Brechen,  writers  and  conveyancers  of  the  city  of 
Glasgow.  His  father  had  paid  the  whole  fee  down,  and 
placed  in  the  Western  Bank  to  his  credit  four  hundred 
pounds  for  his  four  years'  support.  Whatever  Ranald 
thought  of  the  provision,  Peter  considered  it  a  magnificent 
income,  and  it  had  cost  him  a  great  struggle  to  give  up  at 
once,  and  for  no  evident  return,  so  much  of  his  hard-earned 
gold.  To  Ranald  he  said  nothing  of  his  relucteince;  he 
simply  put  the  vouchers  for  both  transactions  in  his  hand, 
and  asked  him  to  "  try  an'  spend  the  siller  as  weel  as  it  had 
been  earned." 

But  to  Margaret  he  fretted  not  a  little.  "  Fourteen  hun- 
'red  pounds  a'  thegither,  dawtie,"  he  said,  in  a  tearful  voice, 
"  I  warked  early  an'  late  through  mony  a  year  for  it  ;  an'  it 
is  gane  a'  at  once,  though  I  hae  naught  but  words  an'  prom- 
ises for  it.  I  ken,  Margaret,  that  I  am  an  auld-farrant 
trader,  but  I'se  aye  say  that  it  is  a  bad  well  into  which  ane 
must  put  water." 

When  Ranald  went  the  summer  went,  too.  It  became 
necessary  to  remove  at  once  to  their  rock-built  house  in  one 
of  the  narrow  streets  of  Kirkwall.  Margaret  was  glad  of  the 
change  ;  her  father  could  come  into  the  little  parlor  behind 
the  shop  any  time  in  the  day  and  smoke  his  pipe  beside  her. 
He  needed  this  consolation  sorely ;  his  son's  conduct  had 
grieved  him  far  more  deeply  than  he  would  allow,  and  Mar- 
garet often  saw  him  gazing  southward  over  the  stormy  Pent- 
land  Frith  with  a  very  mournful  face. 

But  a  good  heart  soon  breaks  bad  fortune,  and  Peter  had 
a  good  heart,  sound,  and  sweet,  and  true,  to  his  feUow- 
creatures,  and  fiill  of  faith  in  God.  It  is  true  that  his  creed 
was  of  the  veiy  strictest  and  sternest ;  but  men  are  always 
better  than  their  theology-,  and  Margaret  knew  fi-om  the 
Scriptures  chosen  for  their  household  worship  that  in  the 
depth  and  stillness  of  his  soul  his  human  fatherhood  had 
anchored  fast  to  the  fatherhood  of  God. 

Orcadean  winters  are  long  and  drear>',  but  no  one  need 
much  pity  the  Orcadeans  ;  they  have  learned  how  to  make 
them  the  ver>'  festival  of  social  life.  And,  in  spite  of  her 
anxiety  about  Ranald,  Margaret  thoroughly  enioyed  this 
one — perhaps  the  more  because  Captain  Olave  Thorkald 
spent  two  months  of  it  with  them  in  Kirkwall.  There  had 
been  a  long  attachment  between  the  young  soldier  and  Mar- 
garet, and,  having  obtained  his  commission,  he  had  come  to 
ask  also  for  a  public  recognition  of  their  engagement 

Margaret  was  rarely  beautiful  and  rarely  happy,  and  she 
carried  with  a  charming  and  kindly  grace  the  full  cup  of  her 
felicity.  The  Orcadeans  love  to  date  from  a  good  year,  and 
all  her  hfe  afterward  Margaret  reckoned  events  from  this 
pleasant  winter. 

Peter  Sinclair's  house,  being  one  of  the  largest  in  Kirk- 
wall, was  a  favorite  gathering-place  ;  and  Peter  took  his  full 
share  in  all  the  homelike,  innocent  amusements  which  be- 
guiled the  long,  drearj-  nights.  No  one  in  Orkney  or  Zet- 
land could  recite  Ossian  with  more  passion  and  tenderness, 
and  he  enjoyed  his  little  triumph  over  the  youngsters  who 
emulated  him.  No  one  could  sing  a  Scotch  song  with  more 
humor,  and  few  of  the  lads  and  lassies  could  match  Peter  in 
a  bUthe,  foursome  reel,  or  a  rattling  strathspey.  Some,  in- 
deed, thought  that  good  Dr.  Ogilvie  had  a  more  graceful 
spring  and  a  longer  breath,  but  Peter  always  insisted  that 
his  inferiority  to  the  minister  was  a  voluntary  concession  to 
the  dominie's  superior  dignity.  It  was,  however,  a  rivalry 
that  always  ended  in  a  firmer  grip  at  parting.  These  little 
festivals,  in  which  old  and  young  freely  mingled,  cr'.iivated 
to  perfection  the  best  and  kindest  feelings  of  botli  c^  : 
Age  mellowed  to  perfect  sweetness  in  the  sunshine 
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fill  gayety ;  and  youth  learned  from  age  how  at  once  to  be 
merry  and  wise. 

At  length  June  arrived  again  ;  and,  though  winter  lingered 
in  spaUs^  the  song  of  the  skylark  and  the  thrush  heralded  the 
spring.  When  the  dream-like  voice  of  the  cuckoo  should  be 
heard  once,  Peter  and  Margaret  had  determined  to  take  a 
long  summer  trip.  They  were  to  go  first  to  Penh,  where 
Captain  Thorkald  was  stationed,  and  then  to  Glasgow,  and 
see  Ranald.  But  God  had  planned  another  journey  for  Peter, 
even  one  to  "'a  land  ver>-  far  off."  -A  disease,  to  which  he 
had  been  subject  at  inter\-als  for  many  years,  suddenly  as- 
sumed a  fatal  character,  and  Peter  needed  no  one  to  tell  him 
that  his  days  were  numbered. 

He  set  his  house  in  order,  and  then,  going  with  .Margaret 
to  his  summer  dwelling,  waited  quietly.  He  said  little  on  the 
subject,  and,  as  long  as  he  was  able,  gave  himself  up,  with 
the  delight  of  a  child,  to  watching  the  few  flowers  in  his 
garden  ;  but  still  one  solemn,  waylaying  thought  made  these 
few  last  weeks  of  life  peculiarly  hushed  and  sacred.  Ranald 
had  been  sent  for,  and  the  old  man,  with  the  clear  prescience 
that  sometimes  comes  before  death,  divined  much  and  fore- 
saw much  he  did  not  care  to  speak  about- -only  that  in  some 
subtile  way  he  made  Margaret  perceive  that  Ranald  was  to 
be  cared  for  and  watched  over,  and  that  to  her  this  charge 
was  committed. 

Before  the  summer  was  quite  over,  Peter  Sinclair  went 
away.  In  his  tarr\inL;  by  the  eternal  shore  he  became,  as  it 
were,  purified  of  the  body;  and,  one  lovely  night,  when  gloam- 
ing and  dawning  mingled,  and  the  lark  was  thrilling  the  mid- 
night skies,  he  heard  the  Master  call  him,  and  promptly  an- 
swered, "//t-rt-./w;  /. '  Then  "  Death,  with  sweet  enlargement, 
did  dismiss  him  hence." 

He  had  been  thought  a  rich  man  in  Orkney,  and,  therefore, 
Ranald— who  had  become  accustomed  to  a  Glasgow  stand- 
ard of  wealth — was  much  disappointed.  His  whole  estate 
was  not  worth  over  six  thousand  pounds ;  about  two  thou- 
sand pounds  of  this  was  in  gold,  the  rest  was  invested  in  his 
bouses  in  Kirkwall,  and  in  a  little  cottage  in  Stromness, 
where  Peters  wife  had  been  bom.  He  gave  to  Ranald 
eighteen  hundred  pounds,  and  to  .Margaret  two  hundred 
pounds  and  the  life-rent  of  the  real  property.  Ranald  had 
already  received  fourteen  hundred  pounds,  and,  therefore, 
had  no  cause  of  complaint,  but  somehow  be  felt  as  if  he  had 
been  wronged.  He  was  older  than  his  sister,  and  son  of  the 
bouse,  and  use  and  custom  were  not  in  favor  of  recognizing 
daughters  as  having  equal  rights.  Hut  he  kept  such 
thoughts  to  himself,  and  when  he  went  back  to  Glasgow 
look  with  him  solid  proofs  of  his  sisters  devotion. 

It  was  nccessar\-  now  for  Margaret  to  make  a  great 
change  in  her  life.  She  determined  to  remove  to  Stromness 
and  occupy  the  little,  four-roomed  cottage  that  had  been  her 
mothers.  It  stood  close  to  that  of  Geordie  Twatt,  and  she 
felt  that  in  any  emergency  she  w^s  sure  of  one  faithful 
friend.  ^  A  lone  woman  "  in  Margaret's  position  has  in  these 
days  numberless  objects  of  interest  of  which  Margaret  never 
dreamed.  She  would  have  thought  it  a  kind  of  impiety  to 
advise  her  minister,  or  meddle  in  church  affairs.  These 
simple  parents  attended  themselves  to  the  spiritual  training 
of  their  children — there  was  no  necessity  for  Sunday-schools, 
and  they  did  not  exist.  She  was  not  one  of  those  women 
whom  their  friends  call  "  beings,"  and  who  have  deep  and 
mysterious  feelings  that  interpret  themselves  in  poems  and 
thrilling  stories.  She  had  no  taste  for  philosophy,  or  his- 
tor>',  or  social  science,  and  had  been  taught  to  regard  novels 
as  dangerously  sinful  books. 

But  no  one  need  imagine  that  she  was  either  wretched  or 
idle.  In  the  first  place,  she  took  life  much  more  calmly  and 
slowly  than  we  do  ;  a  very  little  pleasure  or  employment 
went  a  long  way.  She  read  her  Bible,  and  helped  her  old 
servant,  Helga,  to  keep  the  house  in  order.  She  had  her 
flowers  to  care  for,  and  her  brother  and  lover  to  write  to. 
She  looked  after  (^icordie  Twatt's  little  motherless  lads,  went 
to  church,  and  to  see  her  friends,  and  ver)-  often  had  her 
friends  to  see  her. 

It  happened  to  be  a  ver>'  stormy  winter,  and  the  mails 
were  often  delayed  for  weeks  together.  This  was  her  only 
trouble.  Ranald's  letters  were  more  and  more  unsatisfactory; 
he  was  evidently  unhappy  and  dissatisfied,  and  heartily  tired 
of  his  new  study.  Poets  were  so  irregular  that  often  their 
letters  seemed  to  be  playing  at  cross-purposes.  She  deter- 
mined as  soon  as  spring  opened  to  go  and  have  a  straight- 
forward talk  with  him. 

So  the  following  June  Geordie  Twatt  took  her  in  his  boat 
to  Thurso,  where  Captain  Thorkald  was  waiting  for  her. 
They  had  not  met  since  Peter  Sinclair's  death,  and  that 
event  had  materially  affected  their  prospects.  Before  it  their 
marriage  had  been  a  possible  joy  in  some  far  future,  now 
there  was  no  greater  claim  on  her  care  and  love  than  the 
Captain's,  and  he  urged  their  early  marriage. 

Margaret  had  her  two  hundred  pounds  with  her,  and  she 
promised  to  buy  her  "plenishing'"  during  her  \-isit  to  Glas- 
gow. In  those  days  the  girls  made  their  own  trousseaux, 
sewing  into  ever)-  garment  solemn  and  tender  hopes  and 
joys.  .Margaret  thought  that  proper  attention  to  this  dear 
stitching,  as  well  as  proper  respect  for  her  fathers  memory*, 
asked  of  her  yet  at  least  another  years  delay,  and  for  the 
present  Captain  Thorkald  thought  it  best  not  to  urge  her 
further. 

Ranald  received  his  sister  ver>*  jo>'fully.  He  had  provided 
lodgings  for  her  with  their  father's  old  correspondent,  Rob- 
ert Gorie,  a  tea  merchant  in  the  Cowcaddens.  The  Cow- 
caddcns  was  then  a  ver>'  respectable  street,  and  Margaret 
was  quite  pleased  with  her  quarters.  She  was  not  pleased 
with  Ranald,  however.  He  avowed  himself  thoroughly  dis- 
gusted with  the  law,  and  declared  his  intention  of  forfeiting 
his  fee,  and  joining  his  friend,  Walter  Cashell,  in  a  manu- 
facturing scheme. 

Margaret  could  /v/  that  he  was  all  wrong,  but  she  could  i 
not  reason  about  a  business  of  which  she  knew  nothing,  and 
Ranald  look  his  own  way.     But  changing  and  bettering  are 
two  different  things,  and,  though  he  was  always  talking  of  I 
his  "good  luck"  and  his  "good   bargains,"  Margaret  was' 
\-ery  uneasv.     Perhaps  Robert  Corie  was  partly  to  blame  for  | 
this  ;  his  pawky  face  and  shrewd  little  eyes  made  \-isible  dis- 
sents to  all   such  boasts,  nor  did  he  scruple  to  say  :  "  Guid 
luck  needs  guid  elbowing,  Ranald,  an'  it  is  at  ihc  j^uiif  fia? - 
^atfts  I  aye  pause  an'  ponder." 

The  following  winter  was  a  restless,  unhappy  one  ;  Ranald 
wri-^  either  painfully  elated  or  verj-  dull,  and  soon  after  the 
^  •"I. Year  Walter  Cashell  fell  into  bad  health,  went  to  the 


West  Indies,  and  left  Ranald  with  the  whole  business  to 
manage.  He  soon  now  began  to  come  to  his  sister  not  only 
or  advice  but  for  money.  Margaret  believed  at  first  that 
she  was  only  supplying  Walter's  sudden  loss,  but  when  her 
cash  was  all  gone,  and  Ranald  urged  her  to  mortgage  her 
rents,  she  resolutely  shut  her  ears  to  all  his  plausible 
promises,  and  refused  to  "throw  more  good  money  after 
bad." 

It  was  the  first  ill-blood  between  ihcm,  and  it  hurt  Mar- 
garet sorely.  She  was  glad  when  the  fine  weather  came, 
and  she  could  escape  to  her  island-home,  for  Ranald  was 
cool  to  her,  and  said  cruel  things  of  Captain  Thorkald,  for 
whose  sake,  he  declared,  his  sister  had  refused  lo  help  him. 

One  day,  at  the  end  of  the  following  August,  when  most  of 
the  towns-people — men  and  women — had  gone  to  the  moss 
to  cut  the  winters  peat,  she  saw  Geordie  Twatt  coming  to- 
ward the  house.  Something  about  his  appearance  troubled 
her,  and  she  went  to  the  open  door  and  stood  waiting  for 
him. 

"What  is  it,  Geordie?" 

"  I  am  bidden  to  tell  thee,  Margaret  Sinclair,  to  be  at  the 
Stanes  o"  Stcnnis  to-night  at  eleven  o'clock.'' 

"Who  trusts  me  there,  Geordie,  at  such  an  hour.'" 

"Thy  brother  ;  but  thou'It  come — yes,  thou  wilt." 

Margaret's  ver>'  lips  turned  white  as  she  answered  : 

*'  III  be  there — see  thou  art.  too.' 

"  Sure  as  death  !  If  nabody  speirs  after  me,  thou  needna 
say  I  was  here  at  a',  thou  needna." 

Margaret  understood  the  caution,  and  nodded  her  head. 
She  could  not  speak,  and  all  day  long  she  wandered  about 
like  a  sou!  in  a  restless  dream.  Fortunately,  ever\'  one  was 
weary  at  night,  and  went  early  to  rest,  and  she  found  little 
difficulty  in  getting  outside  the  town  without  notice  ;  and  one 
of  the  ponies  on  the  common  took  her  speedily  across  the 
moor. 

Late  as  it  was,  twilight  still  lingered  over  the  silent  moor, 
with  its  old  Piciish  mounds  and  burial-places,  giving  them 
an  indescribable  aspect  of  something  weird  and  eerie.  No 
one  could  have  been  insensible  to  the  mournful,  brooding 
light  and  the  unearthly  stillness,  and  Margaret  was  trembling 
with  a  supernatural  terror  as  she  stood  amid  the  solemn  cir- 
cle of  gray  stones,  and  looked  over  the  lake  of  Stennis  and 
the  low,  brown  hills  of  Harray. 

From  behind  one  of  these  gigantic  pillars  Ranald  came  to-  [ 
ward  her — Ranald,  and  yet  not  Ranald.     He  was  dressed  as  | 
a  common  sailor,  and  otherwise  shamefully  diguised.    There 
was  no  time  to  soften  things — he  told  his  miserable  storj-  in 
a  few  plain  words  :  "  His  business  had  become  so  entangled 
that  he  knew  not  which  way  to  turn,  and,  sick  of  the  whole  ; 
affair,  he  had  taken  a  passage  for  Australia,  and  then  forged 
a  note  on  the  Western  Bank  for  nine  hundred  pounds.     He 
had  hoped  to  be  far  at  sea  with  his  ill-gotten  money  before  i 
the  fraud  was  discovered,  but  suspicion  had  gathered  around  ' 
him  so  quickly,  that  he  had  not  even  dared  to  claim  his  pas- 
sage.   Then  he  fled  north,  and,  fortunately,  discovering  Geor- 
die's  boat  at  Wick,  had  easily  prevailed  on  him  to  put  off  at , 
once  with  him."  ! 

What  cowards  sin  makes  of  us  '.  Margaret  had  seen  this 
ver>'  lad  face  death  often,  among^e  sunken  rocks  and  cruel  I 
surfs,  that  he  might  save  the  life  of  a  shipwrecked  sailor ;  j 
and  now,  rather  than  meet  the  creditors  whom  he  had\ 
wronged,  he  had  committed  a  robber>'  and  was  flying  from  I 
the  gallows.  I 

She  was  shocked  and  stunned,  and  stood  speechless,  wring-  j 
ing  her  hands  and  moaning  pitifully.  Her  brother  grew  im-  ! 
patient  Often  the  first  result  of  a  bitter  sense  of  sin  is  to 
make  the  sinner  peevish  and  irritable.  i 

"Margaret,"'  he  said,  almost  angrily,  "I  came  to  bid  you  , 
farewell,  and  to  promise  you,  ^dy  myfathcf's  namc.'^  to  re- 
trieve all  this  wTOng.     If  you  can  speak  a  kind  word,  speak  i 
it,  for  God's  sake — if  not,  I  must  go  without  it ! "  j 

Then  she  fell  upon  his  neck,  and,  amid  sobs  and  kisses, 
said  all  that  love  so  sorely  and  suddenly  tried  could  say.    He  ; 
could  not  even  soothe  her  anguish  by  any  promise  to  write,  j 
but  he  did  promise  to  come  back  to  her  sooner  or  later  with  : 
restitution  in  his  hand.  i 

All  she  could  do  now  for  this  dear  brother  was  to  call  i 
Geordie  to  her  side,  and  put  him  in  his  care ;  taking  what 
consolation  she  could  from  his  assurance  that  "  he  would  | 
keep  him  out  at  sea  until  the  search  was  cold,  and  if  followed 
carry  him  into  some  of  the  dangerous  '  races '  between  the  | 
islands.'"      If  any  sailor  could  keep  his  boat  above  water  in  ] 
them,  she  knew  Geordie  could  ;  a?id  if  iwt — she  durst  follow 
that  thought  no  further,  but,  putting  her  hands  before  her 
face,  stood  pra>nng,  while  the  two  men  pulled  silently  away 
in  the  little  skiff  that  had  brought  them  up  the  outlet  con- 1 
necting  the  lake  of  Stennis  with  the  sea. 

Margaret  would  have  turned  away  from  Ranald's  open  | 
grave  less  heart-broken.  It  was  midnight  now,  but  her  real  ' 
terror  absorbed  all  imagininary  ones  ;  she  did  not  even  call  ' 
a  pony,  but  with  swift,  even  steps  walked  back  to  Stromness. 
Ere  she  had  reached  it,  she  had  decided  what  was  to  be 
done,  and  next  day  she  left  Kirkwall  in  the  mail-packet  for  ! 
the  mainland.  Thence  by  night  and  day  she  traveled  to  i 
Glasgow,  and  a  week  after  her  interview  with  Ranald  she  ■ 
was  standing  before  the  directors  of  the  defrauded  bank  and  \ 
offering  them  the  entire  procpeds  of  her  Kirkwall  property,  ■ 
until  the  debt  was  paid. 

The  bank  had  thoroughly  respected  Peter  Sinclair,  and  | 
his  daughter's  earnest,  decided  offer  won  their  ready  sym-  i 
pathy.  It  was  accepted  without  any  question  of  interest,  ■ 
though  she  could  not  hope  to  clear  off  the  obligation  in  less  '. 
tdan  nine  years.  She  did  not  go  near  any  of  her  old  \ 
acquaintance,  she  had  no  heart  to  bear  their  questions  and  j 
condolences,  and  she  had  no  money  to  stay  in  Glasgow  at ' 
charges.  Winter  was  coming  on  rapidly;  but,  before  it! 
broke  oyer  the  lonely  islands,  she  had  reached  her  cottage  in  j 
Stromness  again.  , 

There  had  been,  of  course,  much  talk  concerning  her ' 
hasty  journey,  but  no  one  had  suspected  its  cause.  Indeed,  \ 
the  pursuit  after  Ranald  had  been  entirely  the  bank's  affair,  | 
had  been  committed  to  private  detectives,  and  had  not  been  | 
nearly  so  hot  as  the  frightened  criminal  believed.  His  fail- 1 
ure  and  flight  had  been  noticed  in  the  Gla5go\v  newspapers,  j 
but  this  information  did  not  reach  Kirkwall  until  the  follow- 1 
ing  spring,  and  then  in  a  ver)'  indefinite  fonn. 

About  a  week  after  her  return,  Geordie  Twatt  came  into 
port.  Margaret  frequently  went  to  his  cottage  with  food  or 
clothing  for  the  children,  and  she  contrived  to  meet  him 
there. 


"  Von  lad  is  a'  right,  indeed  is  he,"  he  said,  with  an 
assumption  of  indifference. 

"  O  Geordie  !    where  ?" 

"A  ship  going  westward  took  him  off  the  boat." 

"  Thank  God  !     "^'ou'll  say  naught  at  all,  Geordie  ?  " 

"  I  ken  naught  at  a',  save  that  his  father's  son  was  i' 
trouble,  an'  tr>ing  to  gie  thae  weary,  unchancy  lawyers  the 
go-by.     I  was  fain  eneuch  mesel'  to  bauk  them." 

But  Margaret's  real  trials  were  all  yet  to  come.  The  mere 
fact  of  doing  a  noble  deed  does  not  absolve  one  often  from 
very  mean  and  petty  consquences.  Before  the  winter  was 
half  over  she  had  found  out  how  rapid  is  the  descent  from 
good  report. 

The  neighbors  were  deeply  offended  at  her  for  giving  up 
the  social  tea-parties  and  evening-gatherings  that  had  made 
the  house  of  Sinclair  popular  for  more  than  one  generation. 
She  gave  still  greater  offense  by  becoming  a  working-woman, 
and  spending  her  days  in  braiding  straw  into  the  (once)  fa- 
mous Orkney  Tuscans,  and  her  long  evenings  in  the  man- 
ufacture of  those  delicate  knitted  goods  peculiar  to  the 
country. 

1 1  was  not  alone  that  they  grudged  her  the  money  for  these 
labors,  as  so  much  out  of  their  own  pockets — they  grudged 
her  also  the  time ;  for  they  had  been  long  accustomed  to  rely 
on  Margaret  Sinclair  for  their  children's  garments,  for  nurs- 
ing their  sick,  and  for  help  in  weddings,  funerals,  and  alt  the 
other  e.xiraordinan.'  occasions  of  sympathy  among  a  prim- 
itively social  people. 

Little  by  little  all  winter  the  sentiment  of  disapproval  and 
dislike  gathered.  Some  one  soon  found  out  that  .Margaret's 
tenants  "just  sent  ever\* bawbee  o' the  rent-sillcr  to  the  Glas- 
gow Bank  ;"  and  this  was  a  double  offense,  as  it  implied  a 
distrust  of  her  own  townsfolk  and  institutions.  If  from  her 
humble  earnings  she  made  a  little  gift  to  any  common  object, 
its  small  amount  was  a  fresh  source  oi  anger  and  contempt ; 
for  none  knew  how  much  she  had  to  deny  herself  even  for 
such  curtailed  gratuities. 

In  fact,  Margaret  Sinclair's  sudden  stinginess  and  indiffer- 
ence to  her  townsfolk  was  the  common  wonder  and  talk  of 
every  little  gathering.  Old  friends  began  to  either  pointedly 
reprove  her,  or  pointedly  ignore  her ;  and  at  last  even  old 
Helga  took  the  popular  tone,  and  said  "  Margaret  Sinclair 
had  got  too  scrimping  for  an  auld  wife  like  her  to  bide  wi* 
I  anger." 

Through  all  this  Margaret  suffered  keenly.  At  first  she 
tried  earnestly  to  make  her  old  friends  understand  that  she 
had  good  reasons  for  her  conduct ;  but,  as  she  would  not  ex- 
plain these  good  reasons,  she  failed  in  her  endeavor.  She 
had  imagined  that  her  good  conscience  would  support  her, 
and  that  she  could  live  very  well  without  love  and  sympathy; 
she  soon  found  out  that  it  is  a  kind  of  negative  punishment 
worse  than  many  stripes. 

.-\.t  the  end  of  the  winter  Captain  Thorkald  again  earnestly 
pressed  their  marriage,  saying  that  "his  regiment  was  or- 
dered to  Chelsea,  and  any  longer  delay  might  be  a  final  one." 
He  proposed,  also,  that  his  father,  the  Udaller  Thorkald  of 
Serwick,  should  have  charge  of  her  Orkney  property,  as  he 
understood  its  value  and  changes.  Margaret  wrote  and 
frankly  told  him  that  her  property  was  not  hers  for  at  least 
seven  years,  but  that  it  was  under  good  care,  and  he  must 
accept  her  word  without  explanation.  Out  of  this  only  grew 
a  ver)'  unsatisfactory*  correspondence.  Captain  Thorkald 
went  south  without  Margaret,  and  a  ver)-  decided  coolness 
separated  them  farther  than  any  number  of  miles. 

Udaller  Thorkald  was  exceedingly  angr)', and  his  remarks 
about  Margaret  Sinclair's  refusal  "to  trust  her  bit  property 
in  as  guid  hands  as  her  own  "  increased  ver)'  much  tie  bitter 
feeling  against  the  poor  girl.  At  the  end  of  three  years  the 
trial  became  too  great  for  her  ;  she  began  to  think  of  running 
away  from  it. 

Throughout  these  dark  days  she  had  purposely  and  point- 
edly kept  apart  from  her  old  friend  Dr.  Ogilvie,  for  she  feared 
his  influence  over  her  might  tempt  her  to  confidence.  Lat- 
terly the  doctor  had  humored  her  evident  desire,  but  he  had 
never  ceased  to  watch  over  and,  in  a  great  measure,  to  be- 
lieve in  her;  and,  when  he  heard  of  this  determination  to 
quit  Orkney  forever,  he  came  to  Stromness  with  a  resolution 
to  spare  no  efforts  to  win  her  confidence. 

He  spoke  ver)-  solemnly  and  tenderly  to  her,  reminded  her 
of  her  father's  generosity  and  good  gifts  to  the  church  and 
the  poor,  and  said  :  "O  Margaret,  dear  lass  I  what  good  at 
a'  will  thy  silent  money  do  thee  in  that  Day  f  It  ought  to 
speak  for  thee  out  o'  the  mouths  o'  the  sorrowfu'  an'  the  needy, 
the  widows  an'  the  fatherless — indeed,  it  ought.  And  thou 
hast  gien  naught  for  thy  Master's  sake  these  three  years  ! 
I'm  fair  shamed  to  think  thou  bears  sae  kind  a  name  as  thy 
father's." 

What  could  Margaret  do?  She  broke  into  passionate  sob- 
bing, and,  when  the  good  old  man  left  the  cottage  an  hour 
afterward,  there  was  a  strange  light  on  his  face,  and  he  walked 
and  looked  as  if  he  had  come  from  some  interview  that  had 
set  him  for  a  little  space  still  nearer  to  the  angels.  Margaret 
had  now  one  true  friend ;  and,  in  a  few  days  after  this,  she 
rented  her  cottage  and  went  to  live  with  the  dominie.  Noth- 
ing could  have  so  effectually  reinstated  her  in  public  opinion ; 
wherever  the  dominie  went  on  a  message  of  help  or  kindness 
Margaret  went  with  him.  She  fell  gradually  into  a  quieter 
but  still  more  affectionate  regard — the  aged,  the  ^ck,  and  the 
little  children  clung  to  her  hands,  and  she  was  comforted. 

Her  life  seemed  indeed  to  have  wonderfully  narrowed  ; 
but,  when  the  tide  is  fairly  out,  it  begins  to  turn  again.  In 
the  fifth  year  of  her  poverty  there  was,  from  various  causes, 
such  an  increase  in  the  value  of  real  estate,  that  her  rents 
were  nearly  doubled ;  and  by  the  end  of  the  seventh  year  she 
had  paid  the  last  shilling  of  her  assumed  debt,  and  was  again 
an  independent  woman. 

It  might  be  two  years  after  this  fhat  she  one  day  received 
a  letter  that  filled  her  with  joy  and  amazement.  It  contained 
a  check  for  her  whole  nine  hundred  pounds  back  again. 
"  The  bank  had  just  received  from  Ranald  Sinclair,  of  San 
Francisco,  the  whole  amount  due  it,  with  the  most  satisfactor)- 
acknowledgment  and  interest.  It  was  a  i^v:  minutes  before 
Margaret  could  take  in  all  the  joy  this  news  promised  her  ; 
but  when  she  did,  the  calm,  well-regulated  girl  had  never 
been  so  near  committing  extravagances. 

She  ran  wildly  up-stairs  to  the  dominie,  and,  throwing  her- 
self at  his  knees,  cried  out,  amid  tears  and  smiles  :  "Father, 
father  !  Here  is  your  money  ■  Here  is  the  poors  money  and 
the  church's  money !  God  has  sent  it  back  to  me ! — sent  it 
back  with  such  glad  tidings  '."—and  surely,  if  angels  rejoice 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


with  repenting  sinners,  they  must  have  felt  that  day  a  far 
deeper  joy  with  the  happy,  justified  girl. 

She  knew  now  that  she  also  would  soon  hear  from 
Ranald,  and  she  was  not  disappointed.  The  very  ne.^it  day 
the  dominie  brought  home  the  letter.  Margaret  took  it  up'- 
stairs  to  read  it  upon  her  knees,  while  the  good  old  man 
walked  softly  up  and  down  his  study  praying  for  her.  Pres- 
ently she  came  to  him  with  a  radiant  face. 

"  Is  it  w^eel  wi'  the  lad,  ma  dawtie  ?'' 

"Yes,  father;  it  is  ver>- well."  Then  she  read  him  the 
letter. 

Ranald  had  been  in  New  Orleans  and  had  the  fever  ;  he 
had  been  in  Texas,  and  spent  four  years  in  fighting  Indians 
and  Mexicans  and  in  herding  cattle.  He  had  suffered  many 
things,  but  had  worked  night  and  day,  and  always  managed 
to  grow  a  little  richer  everj-  year.  Then,  suddenly,  the 
word  "  California  ! "  rung  through  the  world,  and  he  caught 
the  echo  even  on  the  lonely  Southwestern  prairies.  Through 
incredible  hardships  he  had  made  his  way  thither,  and  a 
sudden  and  wonderful  fortune  had  crowned'  his  labors,  first 
in  mining,  and  afterward  in  speculation  and  merchandising. 
He  said  that  he  was  indeed  afraid  to  tell  her  how  rich  he 
was  lest  to  her  Orcadean  views  the  sum  might  appear 
incredible. 

Margaret  let  the  letter  fall  on  her  lap  and  clasped  her 
hands  above  it.  Her  face  was  beautiful.  If  the  prodigal  son 
had  a  sister  she  must  have  looked  just  as  Margaret  looked 
when  they  brought  in  her  lost  brother,  in  the  best  robe  and 
the  gold  ring. 

The  dominie  was  not  so  satisfied.  A  good  many  things  in 
the  letter  displeased  him,  but  he  kissed  Margaret  tenderly 
and  went  away  from  her.  "  It  is  a'  /did  this,  an'  /did  that, 
an'  /  suflfered  yon  ;  there  is  nae  word  o'  God's  help,  or  o' 
what  ither  folk  had  to  thole.  I'll  no  be  doing  ma  duty  if  I 
dinna  set  his  sin  afore  his  e'en." 

The  old  man  was  little  used  to  writing,  and  the  effort  was 
a  great  one,  but  he  bravely  made  it,  and  without  delay.  In 
a  few  curt,  idiomatic  sentences,  he  told  Ranald  Margaret's 
story  of  suffering  and  wrong  and  poverty  ;  her  hard  work  for 
daily  bread  ;  her  loss  of  friends,  of  her  good  name,  and  her 
lover,  adding  :  "  It  is  a  poor  success,  ma  lad,  that  ye  dinna 
acknowledge  God  in  ;  an',  let  me  tell  thee,  thy  restitution  is 
o'er  late  lor  thy  credit.  I  wad  hae  thought  better  o'  it  had 
thou  made  it  when  it  took  the  last  plack  i'  thy  pouch.  Out 
o'  thy  great  wealth,  a  few  hun'red  pounds  is  nae  matter  to 
speak  aboot." 

But  people  did  speak  of  it.  In  spite  of  our  chronic  abuse 
of  human  nature,  it  is,  after  all,  a  kindly  nature,  and  rejoices 
in  good  more  than  in  evil.  The  story  of  Ranalds  restitution 
it  considered  honorable  to  it,  and  it  was  much  made  of  in 
the  daily  papers.  Margaret's  friends  flocked  round  her 
again,  saying,  "  I'm  sorry,  Margaret  !"as  simplyand  honest- 
ly as  little  children,  and  the  dominie  did  not  fail  to  give 
them  the  lecture  on  charity  that  Margaret  neglected. 

Whether  the  Udaller  Thorkald  wrote  to  his  son  anent 
these  transactions,  or  whether  the  captain  read  in  the  papers 
enough  to  satisfy  him,  he  never  explained  ;  but  one  day  he 
suddenly  appeared  at  Dr.  Ogilvie's,  and  asked  for  Margaret. 
He  had  probably  good  excuses  for  his  conduct  to  offer  ;  if 
not,  Margaret  was  quite  ready  to  invent  for  him — as  she  had 
done  for  Ranald — all  the  noble  qualities  he  lacked.  The 
captain  was  tired  of  militar>'  life,  and  anxious  to  return  to 
Orkney ;  and,  as  his  own  and  Margaret's  property  was  yearly 
increasing  in  value,  he  foresaw  profitable  employment  for  his 
talents.  He  had  plans  for  introducing  many  southern  im- 
provements— for  building  a  fine  modern  house,  growing  some 
of  the  hardier  fruits,  and  for  the  construction  of  a  grand  con- 
servatory for  Margaret's  flowers. 

It  must  be  allowed  th  it  Caotain  Thorkald  was  a  \en' ordi- 
nary lord  for  a  woman  like  Margaret  Sinclair  to  "love,  honor, 
and  obey ; "  but  few  men  would  have  been  worthy  of  her, 
and  the  usual  rule,  which  shows  us  the  noblest  wonicr.  mar- 
rying men  manifestly  their  inferiors,  is  doubtless  a  wise  one. 

While  these  things  were  occurring  P^anald  got  Margaret's 
letter.  It  was  full  of  love  and  praise,  and  had  no  word  of 
blame  or  complaint  in  it.  He  noticed,  indeed,  that  she  still 
signed  her  name  '*  Sinclair,"  and  that  she  never  alluded  to 
Captain  Thorkald,  and  the  supposition  that  the  stain  on  his 
character  had  caused  a  rupture  did  for  a  moment  force  itself 
upon  his  notice  ;  but  he  put  it  instantly  away  with  the  reflec- 
tion that  "  Thorkald  was  but  a  poor  fellow,  after  all,  and 
quite  unworthy  of  his  sister." 

The  very  next  mail-day  he  received  the  dominie's  letter. 
He  read  it  once,  and  could  hardly  take  it  in  ;  read  it  again 
and  again,  until  his  lips  blanched,  and  his  whole  countenance 
changed.  In  that  moment  he  saw  Ranald  Sinclair  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life.  Without  a  word  he  left  his  business, 
went  to  his  house,  and  locked  himself  in  his  own  room. 

Thtii  Alaroarefs  silent  money  began  to  speak.  In  low  up- 
braidings  it  showed  him  the  lonely  girl  in  that  desolate  land 
trj-ing  to  make  her  own  bread,  deserted  of  lover  and  friends, 
robbed  of  her  property  and  good  name,  silently  sufl^ering 
ever}'  extremity,  never  reproaching  him  once,  not  even  think- 
ing it  necessary  to  tell  him  of  her  sufferings,  or  to  count 
their  cost  unto  him. 

What  is  this  bitterness  which  we  call  remorse?  This 
agony  of  the  soul  in  all  its  senses  ?  This  sudden  flood  of  in- 
tolerable light  in  the  dark  places  of  our  hearts  t  This  truth- 
telling  voice  which  leaves  us  without  a  particle  of  our  self- 
complacency.'  For  many  days  Ranald  could  find  no  words 
to  speak  but  these  :  "  O  wretched  man  that  I  am  ! " 

But  at  length  the  Comforter  came  as  swiftly,  and  surely, 
and  mysteriously,  as  the  accuser  had  come,  and  once  more 
the  miracle  of  grace  was  renewed — "that  day  Jesus  was 
guest  in  the  house  of  one  who  was  a  sinner." 

Margaret's  "silent  money"  now  found  a  thousand  tongues. 
It  spoke  in  many  a  little  feeble  church  that  Ranald  Sinclair 
held  in  his  arms  until  it  was  strong  to  stand  alone.  It  spoke 
in  schools,  and  colleges,  and  hospitals,  in  many  n  s.->rrowful 
home,  and  to  many  a  l'.'nel; ,  struggling  heart — and  at  this 
very  day  it  has  echoes  that  reach  from  the  far  West  to  the 
lonely  islands  lying  beyond  the  storm}'  Pentland  Firth,  and 
the  sea-shattering  precipices  of  Duncansbay  Head. 

It  is  not  improbable  some  of  my  readers  may  take  a  sum- 
mer's trip  to  the  Orkney  Islands  ;  let  me  ask  them  to  wait 
at  Thurso — the  old  town  of  Thor — for  a  handsome  little 
steamer  that  leaves  there  three  times  a  week  for  Kirkwall. 
It  is  the  sole  property  of  Captain  Geordie  Twatt,  was  a  gift 
from  an  old  friend  in  California,  and  is  called  the  Margaret 
Sinclair. — Amelia  E.  Barr,  in  Appleton. 


LA  ALISAL. 


Sueetly  now  the  river  calls, 

Sweet  and  low, 

In  its  happy  flow- 
Round  the  feet  of  mossy  walls. 
Under  bending  larches, 
And  by  willow  arches, 

Sweet  and  low ; 
Leaving  ripples,  as  it  passes. 
Murmurs  in  its  tangled  grasses 
That  grow  tall  and  quiver 
By  the  pulsing  river, 

Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low. 

Slowly,  slowly  slipping  down. 

Past  the  mountains  broad  and  brown. 

Past  the  island  shallows. 

Past  the  meadows  and  the  fallows, 

Singing  slowly. 

Keeping  lowly 
Pulse,  and  sway,  and  accord  wholly 
With  the  grasses  and  the  trees. 
And  the  maple's  drooping  keys 
That  just  touch  the  edges 
Of  entangled  sedges. 

Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low. 

Ah  I   if  we  could  follow 
Back  o'er  ridge  and  hollow. 
And  our  river  trace 
To  the  rocky  place 
Where  from  out  the  mountain's  heart  it  slid. 

We  should  find,  I  venture  surely. 
Should  discover,  if  we  did. 

That  at  first  it,  flowing  purely, 
Came  from  haunts  of  fay  and  fair>-, 
In  bright  valleys  keen  and  airj'. 
And  crept  on,  by  gorge  and  glen. 
To  the  homes  and  hearts  of  men, 
Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low. 
XiLES,  October  23,  1878.  Charles  H.  Shinn. 


Reverie. 


I  hear  y^ur  wedding-bells  ring  golden  clear 

This  mellow  mom. 
Across  the  red  October  woods,  and  sere 

Crisp  fields  of  com; 
The  bells  to  which  your  strange  new  life  is  set 
Apart  from  mine  I  hear  with  vain  regret, 
And  desultorj'  thoughts  of  other  days. 
Dreamlike  and  dim  with  warm  October  haze. 

Forever  gone. 

I  listen  as  the  notes  come  floating  through 

The  hollow  air ; 
My  fancy  pamts  you — not  as  erst  1  knew  — 

Yet  wondrous  fair — 
A  radiant  vision,  snowy -robed,  serene. 
With  downcast  lids  and  proud  unconscious  mien. 
With  eyes  wherein  all  heaven  lies  confined. 
And  golden  glory  round  your  head  entwined 

lu  rippled  hair. 

I  bridge  the  time  from  this  to  other  days 

With  swift-winged  thonght. 
And  find  you  not  less  fair  because  the  praise 

Of  first  love  wrought 
Within  our  hearts  to  find  each  other  fair; 
Now  \  am  here  and  you  are  there  — 
So  far  apart  unfathomed  seas  might  beat 
Krom  shore  to  shore,  unheeded  at  our  feet. 

As  we  were  naught. 

"First  love  is  sweetest,"  I  have  heard  you  say 

In  other  days; 
I  wonder  if  you  would  the  proof  betray 

Were  I  to  gaze 
Upon  your  face  to-day.     It  is  not  wise 
To  wake  dead  pains.     If  other  loves  arise. 
Lock  up  the  secret  chambers  of  your  heart 
And  hide  some  tender  memories  apart 

From  common  ways. 

And  not  the  less  I  wish  you  happy  hours 

Because  we  two 
Have  gathered  raelrose  from  late -opened  flowers 

When  love  was  new ; 
I  would  not  lift  my  hand  to  beckon  back 
One  gold  -  bound  autumn  day,  nor  shall  I  lack 
The  inner  heirt  of  life  through  loving  you. 
Whom  fate  made  charming,  but  inconstant,  too : 

And  so — adieu. 
North  Columbia,  Ocl  38,  1878.  May  N.  Hawxey. 


"Saint  or  Sinner?" 


[Translated  from  the  Provencal  of  Frederic  Mistral  by  Harriet  W.  Prtston.] 


Once,  in  the  wild  woods  of  the  Luberon, 

A  shepherd  kept  his  flock.     His  days  were  long ; 

But  when  at  last  the  same  were  well  night  spent, 

-And  toward  the  grave  his  iron  frame  was  bent. 

He  sought  the  hermit  of  Saint  Onqueri 

To  make  his  last  confession  piously. 

Alone,  in  the  Vaumasco  valley  lost. 

His  foot  had  tiever  sacred  threshold  crossed 

Since  he  partook  his  first  communion. 

Even  his  prayers  were  from  his  memory  gone. 

But  now  he  rose  and  left  his  cottage  lowTv, 

And  came  and  bowed  before  the  hermit  holy. 

'With  what  sin  chargest  thou  thyself,  my  brother?' 
The  solitar)'  said.     Rephed  the  other. 
The  aged  man:    "Once,   long  ago,   I  sleu' 
A  little  bird  about  my  flock  that  flew  ; 
A  cruel  stone  I  flung  its  life  to  end  — 
It  was  a  wag-tail,  and  the  shepherds'  friend.' 

■  Is  this  a  simple  soul,"  the  hermit  thought, 
"Or  is  it  an  imposter?"     And  he  sought 

Curiously  to  read  the  old  man's  face. 

Until,  to  solve  the  riddle,  "Go,"  he  says, 
'And  hang  thy  shepherd's  cloak  yon  beam  upon. 

And  afterward  I  will  absolve  my  son." 

A  single  simbeam  through  the  chapel  strayed ; 
And  there  it  was  the  priest  the  suppUant  bade 
To  hang  his  cloak!     But  the  good  soul  arose. 
And  drew  it  off  with  mien  of  all  repose. 
And  threw   it  upward.     And  it  hung  in  sight. 
Suspended  on  the  slender  shaft  of  light. 

Then  fell  the  hermit  prostrate  on  the  floor. 
*  O  man  of  God,''  he  cried,  and  he  wept  sore, 
'  Let  but  the  blessed  hand  these  tears  bedew 

Fulfill  the  sacred  office  for  us  two ! 

No  sins  of  thine  can  I  absolve;  'tis  clear 

Tliou  art  the  saint  and  I  the  sinner  here." 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


Fable  of  the  Hen  iL'hosc  Calloic  Brood  ii^erc  Fond  of  Chicken. 
—  The  Provident  Hawk  that  Took  Thought  of  the  Mor- 
row. — More  of  the  Famous  Wooden  Leg  of  Mr.  f  on- 
nice. — Madame  Doppfs  Head  also  again  Illumijtates 
these  Cohtmns. — Stones  of  the  Ajitlwopophagi^  very  De- 
lightful in  Flavor^  with  much  other  Matter  of  Shining 
Merit  and  Ificalculable  Vahie. 


There  was  a  ole  hen  wich  was  a  settin,  and  there  was  a 
boy,  but  the  boy  wassent  a  settin,  as  boys  dont  set,  but  Billy, 
thats  my  brother,  he  can  cro  like  roosters.  The  boy  he  took 
a  way  the  ole  hens  egs  for  to  suckem.  But  wen  they  was  all 
sucked,  every  last  one  up,  he  kanew,  the  boy  did,  his  mother 
wude  say  :  ''  Wots  come  of  them  egs,  you  notty  little  feller  ?  " 
So  the  boy  he  put  sum  owls  egs  under  the  ole  hen,  wich  he 
had  found,  and  wich  aint  good  for  suckin.  And  the  ole  hen 
hatched  them  out,  and  was  reel  prowd  of  her  chicks,  jest  like 
my  mother  with  Frank  y,  thats  the  baby,  but  Mar)',  thats  the 
hired  girl,  she  likes  the  butchers  boy  wich  fetches  the  meat. 
You  never  see  sech  lukin  chickns  as  them  little  owls  was, 
eys  like  cats  eys. 

One  day  the  ole  rooster  he  sed  to  the  ole  hen  :  "  Did  you 
ever  take  notis  wot  pcuHer  lukin  chicks  them  is  of  youm  ?" 

The  ole  hen  she  side,  and  then  she  sed  ;  "  Yes,  they  look 
so  solium  out  of  their  eyes,  Ime  fraid  thay  aint  long  for  this 
werld,  pore  darlins  ! " 

The  ole  rooster  he  shuke  his  hed  and  went  a  way,  but  one 
day  he  cum  back  to  the  ole  hen  a  other  time,  and  he  sed  : 
"  Them  dam  chickns  of  youm,  wich  aint  long  for  this  werld, 
is  pla>Ti  the  ole  Nick  wile  thay  sta.  Thay  jest  now  piled 
onto  the  yeller  leg  puUit  and  give  her  fits,  yes,  in  deed,  the 
pore  darlins  et  her  up  in  a  minnit  !" 

The  ole  hen  she  thot  a  wile  and  then  she  sed ;  "  I  reck- 
leck  now  that  one  nite,  jest  fore  the  egs  was  laid  for  them 
chicks,  I  got  offly  fritend  by  a  dredfle  ole  he  owl.  I  gess  it 
afected  their  dispesitions." 

But  Uncle  Ned  he  says  a  other  ole  hen  she  spoke  up  and 
said  :  "  Its  my  pinion  that  you  wasent  so  much  a  fraid  of  that 
ole  he  owl  as  you  wude  like  for  to  have  fokes  think  you  was."' 

One  day  there  was  a  felJer  wich  was  a  plantin  tatoes,  and 
he  seen  a  hok  a  settin  onto  a  nest,  and  there  was  lots  of  hen 
fethers  round  there,  like  a  piller  had  busted.  The  hock  it 
flew  a  way  and  set  onto  a  fence,  and  the  feller  he  see  that 
the  nest  was  a  hens  nest,  with  lots  of  egs,  and  the  feller  he 
was  a  stonish  1  He  luked  at  the  egs,  and  then  he  luked  at 
the  hok,  and  then  he  sed  :  "  lie  be  blode  if  this  isent  the 
biggist  hatchin  bee  which  was  ever  held  !  Yude  make  a  nice 
mother  to  a  brude  of  yung  chickens,  wudent  you  ?" 

But  the  hok  it  tost  its  hed  up  and  sed  :  "  Wei,  wot  kind 
of  a  mother  htyouior  a  feeld  of  tatoes  ?" 

The  feller  he  was  sprisder  than  ever,  and  he  said  :  "Wy, 
you  iddiot,  Ime  a  plantin  these  tatoes  for  to  eat  em  !" 

And  the  halk  it  sed  :  "Wei,  do  you  spose  Ime  a  hatchn 
thees  chickens  for  to  let  em  eat  ine?'^ 

One  time  me  an  Billy  we  seen  one  lite  on  the  pump,  and  I 
run  and  got  my  wuden  saword,  and  soon  as  it  had  flied  you 
jest  ot  to  seen  me  be  a  brigg\'  dear  gennel  of  mhshy  !  But 
Mister  Jonnice  he  has  got  a  wuden  leg. 

Mister  Jonnice  stade  to  our  house  ol  nigt,  and  wen  he 
went  to  bed  he  hung  his  wuden  leg  on  the  ranob  of  the 
dore  out  side,  purpous  to  have  some  fun  with  Mar>',  thats  the 
hired  girl,  an  his  wuden  leg  looks  jess  like  a  meat  \^^.,  ony 
witer.  In  the  momin  Mar>'  she  see  it,  but  she  wasent  a  bit 
a  fraid,  she  jest  went  and  waked  my  mother  up  an  said  :  "O, 
if  you  pleas,  mam,  I  gess  the  gent  wich  slep  in  the  spare 
room  cant  git  his  dore  opn,  cos  he  is  a  comin  out  thru  the 
ke  hole." 

One  day  wen  Mister  Jonnice  was  to  my  sisters  new  house, 
and  I  was  there  too,  and  Missis  Doppy  was  there,  wich  has 
got  the  red  hed,  you  never  seen  sech  a  red  ^\'un,  wen  Missis 
Doppy  had  went  home  Mister  Jonnice  he  said  :  "If  I  was 
that  woomins  husban  Ide  use  her  hed  for  a  parler  fire." 

Then  Missy,  thats  my  sister,  she  spoke  up  an  sed  :  "I 
spose.  Mister  Jonnice,  you  wude  use  yure  leg  for  a  back  log." 

A  other  time,  wen  Missis  Doppy,  wich  has  got  the  red 
hed,  was  to  our  hous,  she  had  went  an  laid  her  bunnet  onto 
the  flore,  and  I  stept  in  it.  Wile  I  was  a  bein  scolded,  and 
was  a  cryin,  L'ncle  Ned  he  come  in,  and  wen  he  lemt  how 
it  was  he  luked  mity  cros,  and  he  sed,  Uncle  Ned  sed: 
"Johnny,  is  it  posble  that  you  hav  lived  ol  this  time  under 
the  in  strucktion  of  a  man  wich  has  ben  in  Injy  and  evry 
where,  and  you  dont  kanow  eny  better  than  to  wock  rite  in 
to  the  fire  place  ? '" 

Then  my  father  he  busted  out  a  lafn,  but  my  mother  she 
sed:  "  Wy.  EdardI"' 

After  a  wile  Missis  Doppy  was  in  my  mothers  bed  room 
cobming  her  hair,  and  Uncle  Ned  he  past  the  dore,  and  wen 
he  come  down  he  sed  to  my  father;  "  I  gess  she  is  firin  up 
to  be  off.     I  seen  ht:r  rakin  out  the  cinders." 

Mister  Pitchel,  thats  the  preecher,  he  sez  its  whicked  for 
to  poke  fun,  cos  fokses  miss  fortns  is  for  sum  wise  purpous, 
and  LTncle  Ned  he  sez  Missis  Doppys  hed  is  a  shinin  xample. 

But  wot  for  was  Mister  Brily  the  butcher  give  sech  a  big 
belly  is  wot  flores  me  '  Jack  Brily,  the  sailer,  wich  is  his 
boy,  he  says  it  use  to  be  biger  than  tis  now,  but  one  day 
Mr.  Briley  was  cuttin  off  some  meal  for  Mister  Gipple,  and 
was  tockn  pollitix  same  time,  and  he  was  xcited,  and  he 
dident  look  where  he  was  a  takin  it  from,  cos  his  beliy  was  a 
lyin  on  the  block,  did  you  ever  hear  sech  a  wopper  ? 

Jack  he  says  one  time  wen  on  the  sand  wich  is  islands  he 
see  3  cannibles  meet,  and  one  •annible  sed  to  the  othern, 
how  did  he  do,  and  the  other  cannible  he  said  :  "O  Ime  jest 
bully — fit  for  to  set  before  a  king  1 '' 

A  other  time  Jack  he  was  a  ship  reck,  and  him  and  the 
capten  was  the  only  ones  wich  was  safed,  a"d  thay  was  on  a 
rock  were  thay  cudent  git  nothing  for  to  eat.  So  thay  drod 
fots  to  se  wich  shude  be  et,  and  the  capten  he  lost,  and  jest 
as  Jack  was  goin  to  butcher  him  reel  nice  the  capten  sed  ; 
"  Wei,  my  man,  you  dident  think  you  an  me  wude  ever  be 
mess  mates  did  you?" 

And  Jack  he  sed  :  "  No,  sir,  and  I  wude  slickt  mvsef  up 
more  ship  shape  if  I  had  knew  me  and  yure  honor  .vas  to 
come  to  gether  at  the  same  table." 

But  suckn  pigs  is  the  dandys  for  me  1  ^ 

Sax  Rafael,  October  29th. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


./ 
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The  navigation  of  schooners  of  beer  to  the  placid  haven  of 
my  sk)'-parIor  while  wTiting  as  special  correspondent  from 
Paris  for  the  Ckroniile  has  been  forbidden  by  my  landlady. 
My  Ganymede  of  the  flattened  nose  received  the  direful 
wamine  at  the  ver>-  portals  :  "  Who  enters  here  leaves  beer 
behind."  .Vs  this  frothy  element  was  a  necessary-  element  of 
such  imaginative  composition,  I  fear,  owing  to  its  privation, 
that  foreign  correspondence  will  suffer  in  the  hereafter. 

"  Now  folds  the  lily  -ill  her  swcttncss  up. 
.'\nd  drops  into  the  bosom  of  the  lake.'' 

The  woman  who  would  raise  her  hand  to  grasp  a  schooner 
of  beer  save  in  the  way  of  conveyin;;  it  to  a  soul  athirst  is  a 
wretch,  to  whom  it  were  base  flattery  to  pay  the  month's 
rent  in  advance.  .My  standing  in  Grub  Street  was  im- 
periled. The  ilile  of  our  block  were  beginning  to  give  me 
the  cold  shoulder.  Distant  bows  and  faint  recognitions  por- 
tended a  future  heritage  of  cuts  and  oblivion.  Ganymede 
eyed  me  questioningly  at  the  comer.  His  look  reminded 
me  of  Captain  Cuttles  when  he  hails  Jack  Hunsby  as  the 
latter  is  led  by  the  inexorable  MacSlinger  to  the  altar : 
"Shipmct,  what  cheer.'''  and  mine  was  the  responsive  look 
of  Bunsby  when  he  signals  back  :  "  Damn  bad.''  .\\.  last,  in 
my  extremity,  1  gave  my  Ganymede  a  douceur,  and  asked 
him  artlessly  :  '*  Could  any  one  suppose  for  one  instant  these 
schooners  of  beer  were  for  my  landlady  ? "  The  young 
scapegrace,  I  have  learned  since,  has  actually  had  the 
audacity  to  circulate  everjwhere  that  all  the  schooners  that 
came  into  this  port  were  consigned  to  her  special  consump- 
tion. Desirous,  above  all  things,  of  moving  among  the 
native  aristocracy,  I  have  sacrificed  the  fond  yearnings  of 
nature  to  the  exigencies  of  society.  The  dispersal  of  these 
strange  craft  has  appeased  the  Junonian  wrath  of  my  land- 
lady, and  the  fair  matrons  of  our  block  open  their  doors  to 
me  once  more.  When  1  first  came  into  this  hallowed  pre- 
cinct 1  feared  that  my  attempts  to  obtain  an  eittrcd  to  its 
choicest  reunions  would  meet  with  a  chilling  discomfiture. 
I  bad  heard  that  in  Boston  society  a  certain  amount  of 
literary  taste  and  culture  is  a  prerequisite  for  an  entrance 
thereto  ;  that  the  Otises,  the  Barclays,  the  Shaws,  the  Win- 
throps,  the  Lawrences,  the  .Applctons,  and  the  Danas  are 
among  its  leading  guides.  In  New  York  the  Livingstones, 
the  Hamilton^  the  Leroys,  and  the  descendants  of  that 
valiant  army  of  old  Peter  StujTesant  (recorded  in  Washing- 
ton Ir^ing's  chronicle,  whose  muster  roll  commences  with 
the  Van  Pelts,  the  \"an  Rippers,  and  the  Van  Dams)  are 
principally  those  who  form  the  apex  of  its  society.  In 
Pbiladephia  the  Cadwalladers,  the  Pattersons,  the  Binneys, 
the  Wisters,  the  Newhalls,  and  others,  form  a  society,  whose 
marked  characteristic  is  its  exdusiveness.  But  the  problem 
was,  what  was  the  great  characteristical  distinction  of  Grub 
Street  society .'  I  found,  happily,  in  Grub  Street  thai 
literary'  and  asthetic  tastes  are  not  regarded  as  a  passport 
of  admission  to  iu  first  circles.  That  was  lucky  for  me.  I 
could  "glide  in  the  mazy  and  pledge  myself  in  the  rosy,"  as 
Mr.  Richard  Swiveller  says,  without  showing  my  ignorance 
of  evolution  or  transcendentalism.  The  Knickerbockers 
don't  lord  it  here  in  God's  own  country.  There  is  no  rigid 
exdusiveness,  and  no  silly  notions  about  ancestry,  good 
blood,  or  the  bar.sinister  in  our  street,  thank  gracious  !  At 
one  of  these  charming  soirees  in  our  block,  I  had  the  honor 
of  being  introduced  to  one  of  the  pillars  of  its  society.  1 
allude  to  that  genial  old  soul,  Ramsbottom,  who,  after  living 
happily  for  nineteen  years  with  the  stout,  portly  lady  I  saw 
at  his  side,  magnanimously  married  her  three  years  ago, 
thus  coming  bravely  to  the  rescue  of  those  half  dozen  waifs, 
his  offspring.  In  his  own  construction  of  their  sense  he  may 
congratulate  himself  in  the  words  of  Bacon,  "  that  neither  the 
births  nor  the  miscarriages  of  time  are  entered  in  our  records. ' 
It  would  be  only  a  morbid  feeling  now  that  -would  cause 
Cjiherea,  his  eldest  daughter,  aged  eighteen,  to  blush  for  her 
parentage,  and,  I  am  happy  to  say,  she  does  nothing  of  the 
sort.  Mrs.  Ramsbottom  is  ver>*  austere  and  reser\-ed  in  her 
manner ;  she  is  rigidly  devotional,  and  unfailingly  attends 
mcming  and  evening  ser\ice  at  Saint  Pancras,  whose  gifted 
pastor  has  been  irreverently  compared  to  an  Eastern  jug- 
gler who  keeps  three  balls  in  the  air  at  once,  such,  they  al- 
lege, IS  the  dexterity  with  which  he  flings  his  arms  in  differ- 
ent directions.  They  have  also  the  presumption  to  add  that 
his  gestures  have  no  more  relevancy  to  his  figures  of  speech 
than  the  arms  of  the  windmills  to  the  innsible  foes  of  Don 
Quixote.  Mrs.  Ramsbottom  has  unbent  herself  a  little  to 
the  occupant  of  the  sky-parlOr,  not  for  any  merit  of  his  own, 
but  because  Mrs.  Q  Z.  whose  ancestry  in  one  connected 
link  with  no  bar  sinister  is  found  in  Burke,  honors  him  with 
her  acquaintance,  and  whom,  as  Sir  Richard  Steele  said  of 
another  charming  lady, 

"To  know  is  a  liberal  education. 

Let  me  here  make  a  \-aluable  suggestion  to  some  young 
gents  whom  I  have  met  among  our  ^liu.  In  order  thjit  their 
hands  may  become  accustomed  to  the  feeling  of  kid  gloves, 
let  them  put  on  an  old  pair  every  night  on  retiring,  and  sleep 
in  them  for  a  month.  1  know  hands  and  feet  are  a  great 
nuisance  to  young  gents  at  parties  ;  but,  unfortunately,  they 
can  not  leave  them  at  home  in  their  dressing-rooms.  While 
making  this  delicate  insinuation  about  kid  gloves,  I  can  not, 
"Ml  the  other  band,  sufficiently  express  my  admiration  for 
!>iar  uu's^z-alicr  and  perfect  self-possession  (which  stamps 
_-iT.*j  which  induces  him  to  takes  brs  coat-tails  in 


each  hand  and  spread  them  like  a  pretty  fan  while  executing 
the/ii^  scul.  The  lavish  and  generous  application  of  pow- 
der by  many  fair  young  damsels  of  our  block  to  one  feature 
alone,  and  that  the  most  prominenti  one  of  their  dear  faces, 
produces  a  deliciously  startling  and  bewildering  effect  which 
1  have  not  noticed  in  other  cities.  1  admire  their  fine  gush- 
ing manner,  also  ;  it  is  so  exquisitely  lu'^ligi  arid  unconven- 
tional, and  so  perfectly  natural.  1  have  learned  a  i^w  items 
regarding  the  latest  movements  of  the  MacDooligans  in 
Paris.  Bernard  is  wearing  a  single  eyeglass  in  his  left  eye, 
and  is  assiduously  cultivating  long  side  whiskers.  He  says 
the  frequent  cry  of  oh,  divvy !  ieau  dc  vie)  at  Mabille  reminds 
him  of  his  early  childhood,  when  he  emerged  from  the  candy 
store  with  a  stick,  and  was  surrounded  by  hungr>'  youngsters 
of  his  own  age.  He  has  bought  a  quantity  of  handsomely 
mounted  whips  of  all  kinds  and  sizes,  on  the  platings  of 
which  are  being  engraved  legends  of  the  following  character : 
"  Presented  to  Major  Bernard  Mac  Doolig,in  by  H.  R.  H. 
the  Prince  of  Wales,"  another  by  the  Comte  de  Joinville,  Due 
de  Chartres,  H.  R.  H.  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh,  etc.  Ber- 
nard's title  of  major  is  what  the  lively  Gaul  would  call  a  brc- 
V£tg  ^invention.  .An  English  lord,  who  resides  on  the  Con- 
tinent since  a  late  transaction  at  NewmarkeLwith  the  livedis- 
Count  now  divides  the  attention  of  the  fair  Margaret.  She 
is  taking  singing  lessons,  to  prepare  herself  for  future  con- 
certs. Her  progress  is  not  rapid.  Her  voice  can  not  reach 
A  sharp  yet,  but  onl^  thus  far  strikes  U  flat.  The  occupant 
of  the  s';y-parlor  begs  to  assure  her  that  her  maidenly  dig- 
nity, and  the  innate  modesty  of  her  se.x,  run  no  risk  in  sing- 
ing in  public  here.  To  use  a  society  phrase,  nous  avons 
change  tout  ct-la^  and  it  is  quite  i:(V//w<-  il  faut*  A  mysteri- 
ous whisper  has  reach  Mamma  Mac  Dooligan  that  her 
bosom's  lord  has  installed  a  ver)*  pretty  young  housekeeper 
at  the  palatial  mansion  on  Nob  Hill,  and  who  rides  with 
Mac  to  the  Cliff.  The  sprctu-  injuria  formu-  (Anglice  ;  this 
insult  to  the  charms  of  a  Mac  Shinnegan}  is  too  much  for 
the  fair  descendant  of  Irish  kings.  She  has  written  a  letter 
to  Mac  breathing  of  revenge,  and  in  which  she  vows  never 
to  return  unless  the  huzzy  is  sent  away.  In  the  meantime, 
being  a  good  Episcopalian,  though  of  ritualistic  tendencies, 
she  desires,  by  way  of  doing  penance  for  Mac's  present  fall 
from  grace,  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  Rome  and  kiss  the 
Pope's  toe.  A  delightful  abbi^  to  whom  she  has  made  con- 
fession says  it  is  the  only  thing  left  now  to  regain  the  faith- 
less Mac.  I  have  been  asked  if  I  have  seen  Penny-lope. 
Can  she  be  any  relation  to  Mee-rope  ?  I  don't  want  to  be- 
tray my  ignorance  of  the  classics.  I  have  heard  all  sorts  of 
criticisms  about  Penny-lope.  Can  she  be  the  spouse  of 
Ulvsses  who  is  scanned  in  such  an  irreverent  manner .'     M. 


The  following  incident  of  social  life  in  San  Francisco  has 
never  before,  we  believe,  been  told  in  print :  The  party  were 
English — very  swell ;  they  were  dukes  and  lords,  and  mem- 
bers of  Parliament,  men  of  unbounded  wealth,  the  very  nobs 
of  Albion.  The  gentlemen  wore  round  hats  with  white  linen 
bands,  as  though  in  India.  Their  clothes  were  checkered 
tweeds,  their  coats  were  short  below  the  waist,  their  panta- 
loons small  in  the  legs;  they  wore  eye-glasses  and  hob-nailed 
shoes,  and  the  women  wore  dresses  like  dairy  maids  out  on 
a  walking  expedition,  and  they  all  had  umbrellas;  but  they 
were  all  duchesses,  ladies,  and  right  honorables,  and  all  were 
a  little  freckled,  a  little  red  in  the  face,  a  little  coarse  in 
manner;  wore  number  nine  brogans  and  number  ten  buck- 
skin gauntlets,  in  fact  the  very  cri:m€  di  Ui  crime  of  Eng- 
land's best  society.  They  were  entertained  at  Belmont,  sent 
down  by  special  train,  driven  through  San  Mateo  four  in 
hand;  dined,  wined, /^Ve'fl',  flattered  by  the  gentlemen  of  the 
county.  After  the  return  of  the  party  from  the  Geysers, 
Tahoe,  Vosemite,  and  the  Big  Trees,  a  ceremonial  dinner  was 
given  them  by  one  of  our  Nob-hillity — cards  issued.  At  the 
given  hour  the  guests  began  to  come.  Our  .American  gen- 
tlemen in  dinner  costume,  claw  hammer,  kid  gloves,  and 
white  neck-tie;  the  ladies  in  richest  of  dinner  toilets,  blazing 
in  diamonds.  The  English  party  came  in,  having  walked 
up  the  hill,  because  they  preferred  "to  walk  you  know," 
dressed  in  checkered  tweeds,  short  coats,  pantaloons  small 
in  the  legs,  colored  shirts,  blue  neck-ties,  hob-nailed  shoes, 
walking  dresses  and  umbrellas.  .As  the  introductions  were 
being  made  the  .American  guests  exchanged  glances,  and 
then  one  lady,  then  another,  then  gentlemen  one  after  an- 
other, quietly  withdrew.  The  gentleman  of  the  house  at  the 
conventional  hour  led  his  guests  to  the  dining  room,  seated 
them,  and  then  begged  to  be  excused  by  reason  of  a  very 
pressing  and  sudden  engagement,  and  enjoining  his  servants 
to  entertain  his  guests  right  royally,  himself  withdrew.  The 
English  party  found  itself  seated  at  a  sumptuous  board, 
adorned  with  every  thing  that  wealth  and  taste  could  pro- 
vide. Ser\'ants  in  white  waistcoats,  ties,  and  gloves,  assidu- 
ously serving  the  soup.  English  audacity  and  insolence 
found  itself  checkmated.  The  incivility  of  business  suits 
and  dirty  traveling  dresses  had  been  appreciated  and  resent- 
ed by  the  American  barbarians,  and  the  John  Bull  party  had 
been  left  to  feed.  One  of  the  younger  gentlemen  of  the 
party  having  placed  his  eye-glass  beneath  his  corrugated 
brow,  in  that  stammering  utterance  so  peculiarly  indicative 
of  the  polished  manners  of  the  higher  English  class,  inquired 
if  thpy  did  not  think  "this  was  a  beastly  Yankee  trick  .'  Is 
this  a  restaurant  where  they  give  a  fellow  free  soup  .' "  All 
parties  agreed  that  they  were  never  served  in  such  a  "nasty" 
way  in  all  their  lives.  The  position  was  embarassing,  and 
the  party  struggled  between  the  indignity  of  their  treatment 
and  the  appetizing  allurement  of  dinner  and  wine  ;  when 
one  of  the  ladies  of  the  party,  the  youngest  and  fairest,  said : 
"  I  enjoy  this.  We  have  been  justly  served.  Our  American 
friends,  who  have  been  so  generous  and  so  hospitable,  who 
have  entertained  us  everywhere,  broke  dow-n  under  this  final 
insult,  of  oUr  responding  to  a  dinner  invitation  in  the  cos 
tume  of  shop-keepers  and  green-grocers.  Had  the  condi- 
tions been  reversed,  and  an  American  presented  himself  at 
an  English  dinner  party  thus  dressed,  the  ser\-ants  would 
have  refused  them  admittance  at  the  door.  I  feel  that  we 
are  properly  treated,  and  propose  that  we  take  our  umbrellas 
and  walk  away  as  we  came.''  They  did  so.  The  joke  got 
around.  No  more  entertainments  followed,  and  the  check- 
ered short  coats,  hob-nailed  shoes,  and  umbrellas  were  left 
to  do  their  California  explorations  their  own  way. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 


•She  u-rilcs  that  in  Paris  stores  are  appropriately  called  magazines,  on 
account  of  the  frequent  explosions  they  give  rise  to  in  family  cirdes. 


BONBONS.--FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE, 


ynsticc — You  say  your  wife  threw  you  down  stairs,  dumped 
a  bucket  of  ashes  on  you,  and — by  the  way,  you  swear  all 
this  is  true  ? 

Applicant  for  yuslicc — Good  Lord,  Squire,  don't  my  looks 
confirm  my  story  ?  

Liltlc  Girl  (to  visitor) — I  know  why  Bridget  won't  come  to 
our  house  any  more  ;  she's  just  mad  about  our  swill — she 
wanted  her  husband  to  have  it. 


Caller — I  want  to  see  the  head  of  the  house. 

Mr.  Henpcck — Ah,  you  wish  to  see  my  wife,  probably. 


Kowrtf  Zarft"  (to  a  junior) — "Man  should  not  be  alone.'' 

Junior — "  Cerrect ! " 

Youn^  Lady — "  Therefore  he  should  buy  a  dog  ! " 


The  same  sweet  and  fragrant  story.  They  owned  rabbits, 
and  it  was  in  the  evening,  and  she,  hearing  a  disturbance  in 
the  back  yard,  went  out  there  and  saw  one  of  the  rabbits 
loose,  and  made  a  dive  for  it. 

Was  it  a  rabbit  ? 

No,  it  was  not  a  rabbit,  but  it  lookedvery  much  like  one 
till  the  perfume  gave  it  away. 

A  pompous  husband,  whose  wife  has  stolen  up  behind  and 

given  him  a  kiss,  breaks  out : 

"  Madam,  I  consider  such  an  act  indecorous." 

"  Excuse  me,"  meekly  replies  the  wife,  "  I  didn't  know  it 

was  you.'' 

Stranger — "  Can  you  tell  me  where  Second  Street  is  ?  " 

Smart  young  man — "  Yes,  sir,  I  can  ! " 

S.— "  Oh,  thank  you  ! " 

S.  Y.  M. — "  Do  you  want  to  know  where  it  is  ?  " 

S. — "  Oh,  no.     I  simply  wanted  to  know  if  you  knew." 


Two  members  of  the  high  Bohemianism  encounter  them- 
selves upon  the  Boulevard. 

■'.And  our  friend  Panel, the  ancient  inseparable,  how  is  he.'"' 

"  Panel  ?  Never  speak  to  me  of  the  miserable.  After  the 
way  he  treated  me  I " 

"Which?" 

"  Well,  the  banker  X.,  .whom  you  know,  invited  me  to  pass 
a  day  with  him.  Says  I,  to  myself,  '  Good  enough ;  I'll  strike 
him  for  a  thousand.'  I  set  out ;  I  arrive  at  X.'s.  Whom  do 
I  meet  ?  Panel,  d —  him.  Panel ;  and  he  says  to  me,  *  Quite 
too  awfully  jolly  a  fellow  X.  is  ;  he's  just  lent  me  a  thousand 
francs.'  See  how  I  was  left?  Impossible  to  do  anything  af- 
ter Panel  had  covered  the  ground,  so  I  gave  him  a  piece  of 
my  mind  and  left." 

"  You  were  right.  Such  an  act  of  treachery  is  not  to  be 
forgiven." 

It  takes  two  properly  to  enjoy  a  canvas-back  duck. 

I.     You. 

3.     The  duck. 

The  vessel  casts  anchor  off  an  island  which  is  laid  down 
upon  none  of  the  charts,  and  the  bosuntight,  and  the  mid- 
shipmite,  and  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig  are  sent  ashore  to 
investigate.  The  young  officer  returns  presently,  much  ex- 
cited. 

"  Fetch  on  your  Captain  Cooks  and  your  La  Peyrouses," 
he  exclaims  ;  "  we've  laid  'em  all  out.  Captain,  it  is  your 
glorious  destiny  to  plant  the  tri-color  of  la  belle  France  upon 
a  shore  never  yet  trodden  by  the  foot  of  man." 

"  Never  yet  trodden  by  the  foot  of  man  ?  "  says  the  Cap- 
tain.    "  Who  told  you  that  ? " 

"  The  inhabitants,"  proudly  replied  the  gallant  youth. 


"Like  the  piano?"  said,  with  rapture,  the  fair  Mme.  X. ; 
"  I  should  just  think  I  did.  Why  the  tuner  has  to  come 
three  times  ever)'  two  weeks — that's  how  I  like  it." 


His  wife  has  a  weakness  for  scouring  over  the  face  of  the 
city  in  hacks.  Says  a  friend  unto  him  :  "  She  always  seems 
to  be  out.     Is  there  no  way  of  catching  her  ? " 

"Tell  vou  what,"  says  the  sapient  husband,  "if  you  want 
to  find  her  just  go  out  and  hail  a  hack.  She  may  be  in  it. 
Its  your  only  chance." 

"  I  am  standing,"  yelled  the  orator,  "  on  the  sacred  soil  of 
libertee." 

"  You  are  standing,"  yelled  his  creditor,  "  on  the  soles  of  a 
pair  of  boots  you  haven't  paid  me  for." 

Said  General  Philippovitch,  Commander-in-Chief  of  the 
Austrian  army  of  occupation  in  Bosnia,  to  a  smart  sergeant 
of  hussars,  "  What  is  the  best  horse  in  the  squadron,  eh  ? " 

"  No.  2,  General;  bay,  with  four  white  feet  and  a  blaze." 

"  Why  do  you  consider  him  the  best  ?  " 

"  Because  he  trots  and  gallops  well,  carries  his  head  well 
up,  is  still  young  and  has  the  best  of  tempers." 

"  Well,  and  who  is  the  best  soldier  in  the  squadron  ?  " 

"  Nazy  d'.Anos,  General" 

"  Why  is  he  ?  " 

"  Because  he  takes  care  of  his  horse,  is  honest  and  serv- 
iceable, keeps  his  equipments  in  perfect  shape,  and  does 
his  duty  up  to  the  handle." 

"  Where  is  the  horse  you  have  cracked  up  so  ? " 

"  It's  my  horse.  General."  _ 

"And  who  is  the  paragon  of  soldiers  you  have  lauded 
thus?" 

"  I'm  the  man.  General." 

"  You  rascal  ! "'  said  pleasantly  the  commander,  as  he 
passed  his  purse  over  to  the  trooper. 

The  named  B.,  who  is  not  at  all  poor,  though  by  no  means 
a  millionaire,  returns  to  the  bouse  of  the  fi-iend  whom  he  is 
Wsiting  in  the  countr}-,  and  his  friend  says  unto  him  : 

"  See  here  !  They  took  up  a  special  collection  for  the  poor 
this  morning,  and  I  subscribed  500  francs  for  you.  Is  that 
O.  K.?" 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  can't  go  back  on  it  Only,  young  man, 
I  think^you  arejushing  my  generosity  to  extremes." 
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PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS. 


"Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays." 


The  first  Schmidt  Quintet  Soirdes  for  this  season,  at  Mer- 
cantile Librarj'  Hall  on  the  25th,  was  a  ver)'  good  concert,  with 
a  very  mixed  programme,  carefully  selected  to  suit  all  tastes 
(excepting  mine,  which  is  never  suited  with  an  illogical  mess 
of  this  sort),  and,  judging  from  the  applause  and  frequent 
encores,  seemed  to  please  the  audience  greatly.  Somehow  1 
did  not  find  the  earlier  portion  of  it  verj'  enjoyable.  The 
Beethoven  quartet — the  opening  number — had  a  chill  over 
it,  and  left  one  in  a  frame  of  mind  in  which  the  somewhat 
prolix  and  drj-  trio  of  Mendelssohn  (the  one  in  C  minor; 
was  really  a  bore.  The  Schubert  quartet,  too,  left  me  cold, 
and  failed  to  make  any  decided  impression.  In  this  number, 
however,  the  Messrs.  Schmidt  proved  that  the  summer's  study 
has  improved  their  cnsctiibU ;  the  quartet  was  ver>'  nicely 
played.  When  1  have  added  a  growl  at  Mr.  Louis.  Jr.,  for 
wasting  his  time — and  ours — over  such  stuff  as  the  piece  by 
Sarasate  (although  he  played  it  with  great  bravura  and  beau- 
tiful finish),  I  have  about  got  through  with  my  fault-finding. 
For  Mrs.  Tippett,  with  her  pretty,  sympathetic  voice,  and 
truly  musician-like  style,  I  have  nothing  but  praise.  Mr.  Er- 
nest Schmidt  shall  also  have  an  approving  pat  on  his  met- 
aphorical shoulder,  since  he  has  evidently  been  studious,  and 
is  decidedly  improved  both  in  tone  and  style.  XxiA  now  stand 
up,  all  five  of  you  Schmidts,  with  Miss  -\lice — little  trump  of 
pianistes — at  the  head,  and  be  publicly  praised  for  your  really 
admirable  playing  of  the  very  difficult  quintet  by  Saint-Saens. 
This  is  the  key  note  that  fixes  my  recollection  of  the  entire 
evening,  and  I  believe  it  will  last  a  long  time  with  everyone 
who  heard  it.  The  composition,  a  truly  beautiful  one  in  ev- 
ery sense  of  the  word,  with  great  freshness  and  spontaneity 
of  thematic  material  and  masterly  handling  of  form,  was 
finely  interpreted ;  and  1  believe  that  every  one  of  the  audi- 
ence would  be  glad  to  hear  it  again.  The  next  concert  brings 
the  succeeding  numbers — andaiite  and  scher::o — and  for 
once  I  am  satisfied  with  the  miserable  fashion  of  giving  only 
detached  movements  of  works,  since  the  impression  of  this 
first  was  quite  enough  to  take  in  at  one  time,  and  I  have  the 
others  still  to  look  forward  to. 


OLLA-PODRIDA, 


The  next  Quintet  Concert  will  introduce  two  new  faces  : 
Miss  Gertie  Dietz,  of  this  city,  a  soprano  (pupil  of  Herr  Carl 
Formes),  who  is  said  to  have  a  lovely  voice,  and  who  will 
sing  at  once  "  hail  and  farewell,"  since  she  goes  shortly  to 
England  to  fill  a  concert  engagement ;  and  Mr.  Henr>-  Kop- 
pitz,  of  Boston,  solo  flutist.  .Mr.  Koppitz  is  of  a  family  that 
has  given  to  the  world  se\'eral  fine  musicians,  and  brings  an 
excellent  reputation  with  him. 


Schumann  said  once  in  the  Neue  Zeitschrift  (I  believe  he 
was  speaking  of  the  ninth  symphony)  that  there  were  cer- 
tain things  in  art  about  which  every  word  written  or  spoken 
was  wasted;  and  I  am  confident  that  he  was  right.  Fore- 
most among  them — in  the  front  rank,  and  towering  aloft 
above  all  other  overtures  as  a  giant  in  an  army  of  pigmies — 
stands  the  Leotwre  ov^erture  No.  3,  of  Beethoven.  It  was 
performed  in  the  last  Herold  Matinee  (the  concluding  one  of 
the  series),  and  it  was  a  thousand  pities  the  concert  did  not 
close  with  its  final  chord.  What  followed  seemed  like  dese- 
cration, and  the  manner  in  which  it  was  done — the  Chopin 
march  especially — like  blasphemy.  Such  performances  as 
last  Wednesday's  are  really  very  hard  to  understand.  There 
was  this  enormously  difficult  overture,  the  undertaking  of 
which  seemed  in  advance  to  be  rash  in  the  extreme,  really 
very  respectably  played  (nobody  expected  the  great  violin 
passage  to  go,  but  it  did  with  somewhat  of  a  scramble  and 
sauv£  qui  petit'),  and  immediately  after  it  the  funeral  march, 
a  mere  bagatelle  for  an  orchestra  that  is  accustomed  to 
mind  its^'s  and_/'s,  one  of  the  most  shabby  performances 
that  it  is  possible  to  imagine.  Oh,  Trenlde  (and  Chopin), 
what  had  you  ever  done  in  the  flesh  that  you  should  have 
deserved  this  after  death  ?  The  symphony — the  D  minor 
of  Schumann,  second  time  this  season — was  almost  as  bad. 
In  this  the  slow  tempi — introduction,  romanza,  and  bits  lead- 
ing over  to  the  finale — were  taken  unaccountably  fast  and 
rendered  absolutely  unmeaning;  the  two  allegri  were  slurred 
over  until  it  was  w^ell-nigh  impossible  to  recognize  the  themes; 
the  violin  solo  of  the  romanza  played  by  all  the  first  desk 
of  fiddles  (and  barbarously  at  that)  and  the  trio  to  the  scherzo 
— oh  !  As  I  said  before,  all  this  is  not  easy  to  account  for. 
Certainly  Mr.  Herold  knows  perfectly  well  how  this  sym- 
phony should  be  played;  he  knows  as  well  as  I  do  that  the 
introduction  to  the  Leonore  overture  is  a  slow  adagio,  the 
character  of  which  is  designated  beyond  any  possibility  of 
doubt  by  its  suggestion  of  Florestan's  aria  (marked  in  the 
score  adagio  cantabile),  and  that  in  taking  the  movement 
almost  as  an  andante  he  is  quite  certain  10  render  trivial 
and  unmeaning  the  wonderful  passage  where  the  flutes  and 
violins  alternate  with  short  detached  phrases,  and  which,  to 
me,  has  always  the  effect  of  a  lovely  summer  day,  one's  con- 
sciousness of  the  beauty  of  which  seems  to  be  intensified  by 
the  knowledge  of  the  awful  tragedy  that  is  passing  within  the 
prison  walls.  All  of  this,  I  say,  Air.  Herold  knows  as  well 
as  the  best  of  us — yes,  far  better  than  most  of  us.  And  yet 
in  concert  after  concert  we  hear,  from  an  orchestra  that  is 
now  for  the  third  season  under  his  control,  performances  the 
most  unequal  that  can  be  imagined,  almost  invariably  with 
WTOng  tempi  somewhere.  I  mean  so  entirely  wrong  as  to  be 
beyond  a  mere  question  of  taste,  and  in  which  the  simplest 
and  most  superficial  details  of  light  and  shade — piafw  and 
forte — are  completely  lost  sight  of  I  am  aware  that  an  in- 
efficient leader  of  the  violins  so  adds  to  the  responsibility 
of  the  conductor  that  the  proper  rehearsal  of  a  symphony 
becomes  a  very  arduous  piece  of  work.  I  know  the  almost 
impossibility  of  toning  down  the  brass,  making  the  strings 
bow  together  ''especially  when  the  half  of  them  have  no  idea 
of  proper  bowin^^  at  all'i,  or  getting  the  reeds  to  play  nicely 
in  tune.  But  in  three  years  one  might,  after  all,  accomplish 
something,  if  it  were  no  more  than  the  reasonably  clean  play- 
ing of  a  Haydn  symphony.  To  be  sure,  the  opening  marches 
generally  go  pretty  well ;  and  so,  I  have  been  told  (I  never 
stop  for  them)  do  the  closing  ones.  But  it  is  in  the  sympho- 
nies that  I  am  more  interested,  and  I  regret  to  be  obliged  to 
say  that  they  are  in  the  main  very  unsatisfactory  perform- 
ances. S.  E. 


When  a  male  individual  of  the  human  species  has  passed 
the  age  of  fift)-  years  he  is  no  longer  young.  There  is  no 
use  of  attempting  to  disguise  the  fact— that  person  is  old. 
He  is  over  the  divide  ;  he  is  on  the  downward  track  ;  he  is 
on  the  home  stretch,  going  down  the  grade.  It  is  time  to 
put  away  delusions,  to  fling  away  ambition,  to  forgive  your 
enemies,  to  put  your  household  in  order.  There  sits  the 
grim  old  eroiipier  Death  just  on  the  other  side  of  the  green 
cloth,  with  his  rake  in  his  hand-  Every  year  he  makes  his 
game  ;  ever}-  year  the  rake  comes  nearer  and  nearer,  every 
move  gathering  in  your  neighbors,  friends,  and  associates. 
You  may  look  the  fleshless  old  skeleton  square  in  the  face  ; 
you  may  affect  to  be  brave,  to  be  careless,  to  be  indifferent; 
but  ever>'  time  his  long,  gaunt  fingers  takes  away  a  friend. 
There  comes  over  you  a  ner\ous  twitch,  and  the  smile  that 
smiles  when  he  is  gone  is  a  ghastly,  nervous  one.  These  are 
the  reflections  of  a  sick  sinner  who  has  heard  the  gates  creak 
on  their  rusty  hinges,  who  has  seen  the  shadow  of  the  wing 
of  the  passing  Azrael,  who  has  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dry 
bones  in  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  who  has  lost 
twenty  pounds  in  a  week,  who  has  been  propped  up  on  pil- 
lows in  a  lace  night-shirt,  indulged  with  dry  toast,  weak  tea, 
and  with  frequent  powders,  drops,  pills,  and  all  sorts  of 
medicaments,  prescribed  with  a  frequency  that  converts  one's 
wife  into  an  uncompromising  fiend  of  inexorable  regularity, 
and  your  sick  stomach  into  a  pharmaceutical  common  sewer 
for  druggists  to  pour  their  nauseous  drugs  into  at  about  a 
dollar  an  ounce  vial,  fifty  cents  a  powder,  and  two  bits  a 
pill.  One  of  the  most  common  conceits  of  old  gentlemen 
past  fifty  is  to  claim  that  they  are  "just  as  young  as  they 
ever  were,"  "  never  felt  so  well  in  all  my  life,"  "just  as  vig- 
orous as  ever,-'  "  prime  of  life,  sir,''  "  full  intellectual  vigor." 
Some  of  these  old  duffers  will  wink  and  look  wise,  and  hint 
hints,  and  boast  of  their  unimpaired  manly  vigor.  But  they 
do  not  ride  horseback  any  more  ;  "  have  lost  their  taste  for 
such  vigorous  exercise."  They  do  not  go  over  the  mount- 
ains for  quail  any  more,  they  shoot  ducks  from  a  punt  hid 
in  a  tule  blind.  'They  do  not  dance  or  enjoy  social  life,  nor 
ride  horseback,  nor  go  up  stairs  two  steps  at  a  time,  nor 
jump  upon  a  car  in  motion.  Just  see  one  of  these  well-pre- 
served old  gentlemen  get  out  of  a  buggj-  or  walk  up  hill ; 
hear  him  pant  and  wheeze  ;  see  him  avoid  a  draft  from  a 
crack  in  a  door  or  window  ;  see  him  throw  his  handkerchief 
over  his  bald  head  when  he  goes  to  sleep  in  church  ;  note 
the  fact  that  he  walks,  if  fat,  solid  on  his  heels;  if  spindle 
and  lean,  he  tiptoes  along  like  a  young  beau,  striking  the 
thin  calf  of  his  shrunken  shank  with  a  delicate  rattan.  After 
fifty  the  digestion  is  impaired,  the  kidneys  do  not  act,  the 
liver  is  torpid,  the  spleen  enlarges,  the  heart  is  irregular  in 
its  action,  the  blood  circulates  slowly,  motes  dance  before 
the  eyes,  glasses  are  in  demand,  the  memory  plays  tricks, 
one  can  not  sleep  of  nights,  the  hands  are  cold  and  perspire 
as  does  the  clam.  He  lays  awake  and  thinks.  The  brain 
beats  like  a  hammer,  and  worries  itself  all  night  in  hunting 
up  something  to  worrj'  about.  The  appetite  gives  way  and 
breakfast  resolves  itself  into  a  cocktail  or  a  cup  of  strong 
coffee.  This  old  man  past  fifty  carries  a  substantial  cane, 
wears  thick  underclothes,  a  buckskin  over  his  chest,  corsets, 
if  too  fat,  and  a  liver  pad.  His  hair  gets  thin,  his  legs  get 
weak,  he  gets  irritable,  thinks  this  generation  not  as  good  as 
the  last,  thinks  the  world  is  growing  dishonest,  and  the  coun- 
try is  going  to  the  devil  If  he  is  a  lawyer,  he  has  become 
an  old  fog>',  and  the  boys  worry  him  with  sharp  practice.  If 
he  is  a  doctor,  he  regards  all  young  men  as  quacks,  and  all 
progress  in  medicine  as  empiricism.  If  he  is  a  preacher, 
well,  he  begins  by  being  rifiy  years  old  and  never  gets  any 
younger.  If  he  is  banker,  he  looks  wise,  and  continues,  to 
look  wiser  and  wiser,  till  at  the  age  of  fifty  the  countenance 
is  rigid  with  frozen  sagacity.  Women  never  get  to  be  fifty; 
that  is,  not  by  the  regular  process  of  gradually  growing  old. 
The  dentist,  the  hair-dresser,  the  corset-maker,  the  milliner, 
the  importer  of  French  bonnets,  form  a  body  guard  around 
the  advancing  female,  and  when  finally  she  can  not  dodge 
old  age  any  longer  she  just  skips  with  a  bound  from  thirty- 
five  to  seventy,  throws  up  the  sponge  and  turns  pious,  finds 
that  consolation  in  religion  that  she  formerly  found  in  so- 
ciety, dress,  and  false  teeth,  becomes  charitable,  and  con- 
tributes free  soup  to  the  indigent.  We  are  not  discussing 
poor  old  men  past  fifty.  They  never  die,  and  if  they  do  it  is 
of  no  consequence.  The  old  croupiet  sends  his  rake  only 
after  those  who  have  something  on  the  cloth.  All  the  way  up 
from  $500,000  to  $15,000,000  the  old  man  past  fifty  is  worth 
raking  in.  At  fifty  the  rich  old  man  begins  to  take  care  of 
himself.  He  stays  at  home  nights — he  does  not  so  often 
have  an  appointment  to  see  a  man  down  town.  He  begins 
to  pinch  off  on  his  wine  and  cigars.  He  finds  that  cham- 
pagne inflames  his  toes,  and  makes  chalk  in  his  joints.  He 
begins  to  diet — eats  cracked  wheat  for  breakfast,  has  a  light 
dinner,  and  goes  to  bed  several  drinks  of  brandy  and  water 
earlier  than  usual.  The  rich  old  man  past  fifty  purchases  a 
trotting  horse,  or  takes  sea  baths  and  long  walks  in  the 
morning.  At  this  age  he  begins  to  moralize  on  the  vanity  of 
wealth,  and  philosophize  upon  the  accumulation  of  unneces- 
sary millions.  He  admits,  with  an  undertone  of  regret,  that 
he  can  not  take  his  money  with  him,  and  if  he  does  that  it 
will  melt.  The  rich  old  man  past  fifty  now  finds  his  hands 
full.  First  is  the  ner\ous  an.xiety  concerning  death.  He  is 
a  watchful  observer  of  the  little  indications  with  which  death 
is  good  enough  as  a  rule  to  herald  his  coming.  He  takes 
better  care  of  himself,  and  just  now  he  begins  to  realize  that 
he  has  a  family.  He  has  a  dim  consciousness  that  all  these 
years  past  he  has  had  butcher  and  other  bills  to  pay ;  but 
now,  as  the  bills  increase,  he  realizes  that  he  has  sons  and 
daughters.  Boys  are  beginning  to  assert  themselves,  and 
the  girls  are  making  raids  upon  the  treasury.  Europe  must 
be  done,  society  makes  its  demands,  and  the  rich  old  man 
past  fifty  begins  to  realize  that  just  as  his  faculties  are  begin- 
ning to  decay,  just  as  he  is  weakening  from  old  age,  just  as 
he  feels  the  gout  twingeingat  his  toes,  just  as  he  is  threatened 
with  paralysis,  softening  of  the  brain,  and  apoplexy,  all  his 
faculties  are  strained  to  hold  on  to  what  he  has.  He  finds 
it  harder  to  keep  than  to  get.  Young  fellows  whom  he  does 
not  like  steal  his  daughters.  His  boys  marr)-  girls  whose 
family  he  does  not  know.  He  hates  to  dower  and  divide, 
and  if  he  does  not  the  world  says  he  is  an  old  hunks.  Soci- 
ety is  very  busy  gossiping  over  the  rich  old  man  past  fifty. 
Having  exhausted   itself  over  the  Important  inquiry  as  to 


how  he  got  his  money  and  all  the  cognate  facts  of  his  fam- 
ily, his  early  education,  his  former  emplo>Tnent3,  whom  he 
married,  etc.,  are  explored.  Having  plowed  and  harrowed 
this  field,  the  next  inquiry  is  as  to  what  he  will  do  with  his 
money.  If  he  builds  a  mansion  in  town  and  countrv',  drives 
four  in  hand,  sends  his  family  to  Europe,  educates  his  boys 
in  Germany  and  his  daughters  in  Paris,  he  is  extravagant, 
and  society  deplores  the  fact  that  he  spends  his  money  gen- 
erously. If  he  is  economical,  lives  quietly,  boards  at  a  cheap 
restaurant,  and  sleeps  alone  in  a  garret,  society  denounces 
him  as  a  raoney-grub,  a  usurer,  and  a  mean  old  cuss.  Every- 
body speculates  as  to  what  the  rich  old  man  past  fifty  ought 
to  do  with  his  money.  Ever>'body  agrees  that  he  ought  to 
build  a  monument  for  himself,  laying  the  foundations  broad 
and  deep  in  some  princely  charity,  some  great,  noble,  gener- 
ous scheme  of  philanthropy ;  and  it  is  singrrlar  with  what 
unanimity  everj-body  asserts  that,  if  they  were  rich  and  past 
fifty,  they  would  astonish  the  world  by  some  great  act  of 
large-hearted  benevolence.  The  life  of  the  rich  old  man  past 
fifty  is  beset  «-ith  difficulties  when  he  lives,  and,  if  he  can 
look  down  from  the  bright  mansions  in  the  skies — where,  by 
the  w-ay,  all  rich  old  men  go — he  will  see  his  heirs  quarreling 
over  his  estate,  contesting  his  will,  and  raising  the  question 
of  his  sanity.  If  he  endows  a  charity,  the  heirs  fight  it ;  if 
he  does  not,  society  denounces  him.  If  he  leaves  no  heirs, 
no  wife,  no  children,  the  lawyers  hunt  them  up,  and  from  out 
of  some  vile  boarding-house  or  alley,  some  draggled-tailed 
widow,  or  servant,  or  demirep,  is  dragged  to  smirch  the  good 
name  and  steal  the  estate  of  the  rich  old  bachelor  or  widower 
past  fifty.  We  have  'been  casting  about  us,  and  in  San  Fran- 
cisco we  have  penciled  the  names  of  nearly  one  hundred  rich 
old  men  past  fifty,  all  of  whom  in  due  course  of  nature  will 
soon  be  compelled  to  pass  in  their  chips  to  the  old  eroupier 
and  give  up  their  seats  around  the  green  table.  What  a  crop 
of  law  suits,  scandals,  secret  tales,  involved  mysteries,  will 
grow  up  around  their  graves.  It  makes  us  almost  envious  of 
younger  men  that  they  will  enjoy  this  rich  harvest  of  defama- 
tion, and  may  revel  in  the  scandals  that  are  reported  of  the 
living  and  the  slanders  that  are  told  of  the  wealthy  dead. 
Who  is  the  next  gentleman  worth  a  million  who  is  to  die  ? 
Would  it  not  be  well  to  form  a  pool  and  sell  chances.  We 
gamble  at  everj'thing  else,  then  why  not  give  the  pubhc  an 
opportunity  to  bet  on  the  next  millionaire  that  dies. 


The  readers  of  the  .\RGON.WT  will  remember  to  have 
read  from  time  to  time  in  these  columns  some  ver)*  strong 
and  original  poems  signed  Richard  Realf  Realf  was  an  Eng- 
lishman of  good  birth,  was  the  associate  of  literary'  men  and 
women  of  highest  rank  in  his  native  countr)-;  came  to  .'Amer- 
ica, and  in  the  border  difficulties  of  Kansas  was  an  admirer 
and  adherent  of  John  Brown  of  Ossawatomie.  He  ser^'ed, 
and  with  honorable  distinction,  through  our  war,  was  upon 
the  staft'  of  General  John  F.  ^Miller,  and  was  highly  esteemed 
by  him.  He  was  a  poet,  a  gentleman,  a  genius.  Domestic 
difficulties  shadowed  his  life.  He  freed  himself  from  them 
and  life's  troubles  by  seeking  and  finding  in  Oakland  a  sui- 
cide's grave.  On  the  day  before  he  accomplished  his  fate  he 
wrote  the  following  poem : 

"  Dc  7nortuis  nil  nisi  cottum.^    WTien 

For  me  this  end  'nas  come  and  I  ara  dead. 
.\nd  the  httle  voluble,  chattering  daws  of  *men 

Peck  at  me  curiously,  let  it  then  be  said 
By  some  one  brave  enough  to  speak  the  tmth: 
Here  hes  a  great  soul  killed  by  cruel  wrong. 
Down  all  the  balmy  days  of  his  fresh  youth 

To  his  bleak,  desolate  noon,  with  sword  and  song, 
.\nd  speech  that  rushed  up  hotly  from  the  heart. 

He  WTought  for  Uberty,  till  his  own  wound, 
(He  had  tjeen  stabbed)  concealed  with  painful  art 

Through  wasting  years,  mastered  him  and  he  swooned, 
.^nd  sank  there  where  you  see  him  lying  now 
\\"ith  that  word  "Failure"  written  on  his  brow. 

But  say  thai  he  succeeded.     If  he  missed 

World's  honors,  and  world's  plaudits,  and  the  wage 
Of  the  world's  deft  lacqueys,  still  his  lips  were  kissed 

Daily  by  those  high  angels  who  assuage 
The  thirslings  of  the  poets — for  he  was 

Born  unto  singing — and  a  burthen  lay 
Mightily  on  him,  and  he  moaned  because 

He  could  not  rightly  utter  to  the  day 
What  God  taught  in  the  nighL     Sometimes,  natheless. 

Power  fell  upon  him,  and  bright  tongues  of  flame, 
.\nd  blessings  reached  him  from  poor  souls  in  stress; 

-\nd  tienedictions  from  the  black  pits  of  shame. 
And  little  children's  love,  and  old  men's  prayers, 
And  a  Great  Hand  that  led  hira  unawares. 

So  he  died  rich.     And-  if  his  eyes  were  blurred 

With  thick  films — silence  !  he  is  in  his  grave. 
Greatly  he  suffered;  greatly,  too,  he  erred: 

Yet  broke  his  heart  in  trying  to  Ije  brave. 
Xor  did  he  wail  till  Freedom  had  fjecome 

The  popular  shibboleth  of  courtier's  lips; 
.  But  smote  for  her  when  God  Himself  seemed  dumb 

.And  all  His  arching  skies  were  in  eclipse. 
He  was  a-weary,  but  he  fought  his  fight, 

-^nd  stood  for  simple  manhood;  and  was  joyod 
To  see  the  august  broadening  of  the  light 

And  new  earths  heaving  heavenward  from  the  void. 
He  loved  his  fellows,  and  their  love  was  sweet — 
Plant  daisies  al  his  head  and  at  his  feel. 


Clubs  for  women  are  the  fashion  at  present  in  London. 
The  Russell  Club  has  five  hundred  members.  The  arrange- 
ments of  this  club  include  both  ladies  and  gentlemen,  special 
rooms  being  set  apart  for  the  exclusive  comfort  of  each. 
Certain  rooms,  as  reading,  writing,  dining,  and  music  rooms, 
are  common  to  ladies  and  gentlemen.  While  gentlemen  are 
not  forgotten  in  the  Russell  Club,  the  special  object  in  estab- 
lishing it  was  the  accommodation  of  ladies  while  engaged  in 
the  duties  of  shopping. 

"  Is  there  a  letter  for  me  ? "  asks  an  ancient  female  of  a 
post-office  employ^. 

Inquiring  her  name,  the  obliging  clerk  answers:  "Yes, 
ma'am  ;  nine  cents  postage  due  on  it,  too." 

■■  Yes,  sir.     Would  you  be  so^ood  as  to  read  it  for  m«.'" 

Obliging  clerk  opens  the  billet,  which  proves  10  be  eleven 
pages  of  foolscap,  and  after  patiently  wading  through  it,  the 
old  lady  draws  a  long  breath  and  remarks  : 

"  All  right,  young  man,  I  don't  believe  I  will  take  it." 

Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction.  A  man  may  l^now  that  he 
is  a  liar,  and  yet  he'll  feel  decidedly  strange  when  he  is  call   " 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN. 


Truulated  lor  the  Argonaut  from  the  Preach  of  Octave  FeuiUet. 


tCO.NTlNfBD   VttOU   LAST    NL'MOBH.I 

We  Started  off  immediately  and  with  speed,  but  not  racing. 
His  emoiiun  quieted,  he  became  almost  gay,  and  began 
to  call  to,  and  talk  with,  the  country  people  whom  we  met 
here  and  there  on  the  road,  informing  himself  about  their 
affairs,  and  relating  to  me  their  histories  with  much  interest. 
I  already  knew  well  that  his  misanthropy  did  not  hinder  his 
doing  a  great  deal  of  good  in  the  country,  where  he  was 
much  beloved.  We  had  just  entered  the  park,  when  at  the 
turn  of  a  path  we  saw  three  persons  walking  slowly  toward 
us.  They  were  Madame de  Louvercy,  .Monsieur  d'Kblis,  and 
C^clie,  and  seemed  much  surprised  to  see  me  in  company 
with  Mosieur  Roger. 

"  .Mother,"  cried  he,  laughing,  "  1  was  running  away  with 
Mademoiselle  d'Erra,  but  'tis  she  who  is  running  away  with 
me.  Do  you  know  where  she  carried  me  ?  No.  You  can't 
imagine.  There,  1  n  ill  let  her  have  the  pleasure  of  inform- 
ing you." 

1  got  down,  took  Madame  de  Louvercy  apart,  who  seemed 
more  and  more  puzzled,  and  whispered  in  her  ear; 

"  I  have  been  taking  him  to  church,  and  he  prayed." 

She  cried  out  while  pressing  me  almost  violently  to  her 
heart : 

"  Ah,  my  dear  child  !  "  ;  nd  then  after  a  pause  and  a  deep 
sigh:  "  Have  I  then  all  this  happiness  at  once— for  you  know 
— C^cile — "  and  she  showed  me  .Monsieur  d'Eblis  near  by. 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  "  I  know." 

"  Who  could  ever  have  thought  that  she  would  have  made 

so  wise  a  choice? — and  that  he,  on  the  other  hand 

Well,  God  has  his  days  I " 

C^cile  had  taken  my  arm,  and  said  to  her  aunt  in  a  sup- 
pliant tone:  "  Leave  me  alone  with  her.'' 

And  Madame  de  Louvercy  and  Monsieur  d'Eblis  walked 
away  slowly,  chatting  with  .Monsieur  Roger,  who  ptit  his 
horse  to  a  walk.  C^cile  drew  me  away,  and  following  a 
short  and  winding  path  made  me  enter  a  very  retired  part    troubled. 


Here  is  the  result  of  my  night's  meditations  :  I  have  so 
often  in  society  heard  eternal  love  made  light  of,  and  con- 
stancy treated  as  a  fable,  and  more  particularly  by  my  own 
sex,  that  1  feel  reluctant  to  believe  that  1  am  an  exception  to 
the  rule.  It  is,  however,  impossible  fur  me  to  imagine  that 
my  own  heart  will  ever  receive,  even  in  the  most  remote  fu- 
ture, a  sentiment  which  drives  from  it  the  one  which  I  have 
already  admitted  there.  Right  or  wrong,  I  am  convinced 
that  1  shall  always  love  the  man  whom  I  have  once  loved, 
with  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  reason,  with  all  the  strength 
of  my  being,  and  of  my  life.  It  is  not  even  possible  for  me 
to  imagine  that,  with  such  a  sentiment  in  my  heart,  I  can 
ever  unite  myself  to  another;  and,  unless  a  very  great  change 
takes  place  in  me,  which  1  do  not  expect  nor  wish,  1  shall 
never  marry.  While  grandma  remains  1  will  live  near  her 
and  for  her.  If  I  survive  her  I  will  return  to  the  convent 
where  I  passed  my  youth,  and  I  will  never  leave  it  again.  1 
feel  that  I  shall  not  be  very  unhappy  there.  Although  many 
bitter  regrets  must  accompany  me,  1  shall  receive  some  con- 
solation also.  Apart  from  the  poetry  of  the  cloister,  and  its 
sweet  familiarity  with  things  divine,  1  shall  enjoy  in  my  hum- 
ble duties,  as  instructress,  that  sweet  dream  of  maternal  de- 
votion which  1  am  destined  to  know  only  as  a  dream.  All 
that  I  once  did  for  CiScile  I  will  do  for  others,  and  they  shall 
become  my  family. 

This  settled  as  to  the  future,  I  will  conform  now  to  the  de- 
sires and  wishes  of  my  grandmother.  Her  pride  accords 
with  my  own.  I  should  be  ashamed  to  show  by  a  sudden 
departure  any  bitterness  of  feeling,  which  would  degrade 
me  in  my  own  eyes.  Doubtless  I  shall  still  suffer,  but  I  think 
the  past  day  has  exhausted  all  that   1   can  suffer  in  that  way. 

Allots/  Sill. — My  grandmother  had  a  long  talk  with  Mad- 
ame de  Louvercy  to-day,  the  subject  of  which  1  cannot  ex 
actly  make  out,  but  it  seems  to  have  resulted  in  a  modifica- 
tion of  our  plans.  Instead  of  leaving  in  a  fortnight,  we  are 
to  leave  to-morrow.  She  has  just  notified  me  of  it,  alleging 
that  we  have  done  quite  enough  for  our  dignity.  Her  ex- 
pression was  very  thoughtful,  and  when  I  saw  Madame  de 
Louvercy  as  she  left  grandma's  room  she  looked  much 
Nothing  disagreeable,  however,  has  taken  place 


of  the  park,  which  is' called  the  "Hermitage."  .-Vccording  to  between  them,  as  their  manner  toward  each  other  proves, 
the  tradition  of  the  country,  on  this  spot  there  formerly  lived  She  is  affectionate,  and  even  tender,  but  there  is  a  pe-uliar 
a  hermit,  the  remains  of  whose  dwelling  are  supposed  to  have  sadness  in  her  look.  I  give  up  trying  to  penetrate  this  new 
been  found  in  some  ruins  half-covered  at  the  present  lime  mystery,  which  preoccupies  me  very  little.  The  most  im- 
by  a  well-turfed  hillock,  the  only  pan  of  w  hich,  still  almost ;  portant  thing  for  me  is  that  we  are  soon  going  away.  I  ac- 
inlact,  is  a  small  old  piece  of  mason-work  in  the  shape  of  an  |  knowledge.now  that  1  presumed  too  much  upon  my  courage, 
arch,  under  whose  shadow  is  the  source  of  that  brook  which.  :  which  has  come  to  an  end.  The  departure  of  the  De  Val- 
bubbling  up  from  a  little  spring,  flows  gayly  through  the  nesses  and  their  sisters  left  me  too  often  in  the  immediate 
wood.  A  rather  broad  piece  of  ground,  which  seems  to  have  j  presence  of  itie  jiancAs.  I  had  to  be  the  smiling  witness  of 
been  the  garden  of  the  house,  at  the  present  day  forms  a  I  their  Ulf-a-lcUs,  of  their  love,  and  of  their  happiness — the 
glade  with  a  walk,  along  which  groups  of  lofty  trees  have  smiling,  yet  despairing  witness  of  it  all.  The  pains  of  jealousy 
been  here  and  there  preserved.  This  site  presents  a  sin-  are  made  up  of  frightful  complications.  It  not  only  makes 
gularly  quiet  and  natural  appearance;  with  its  graceful  repose  the  heart  bleed,  it  degrades  it  also.  One  not  only  feels  its 
It  seems  a  hallowed  spot  where  one  might  dream  of  those  tortures,  but  is  made  vile  by  its  influence.  The  wound  it 
foregrounds  in  which  scenes  of  nymphs,  and  shepherds,  and  makes  is  not  a  clean  one — it  is  unhealthy  ;  ulcerated  pride 
antique  fountains  are  drawn. 

Ct'cilc  said  not  a  word  as  she  led  me  to  this  place,  but 
when  we  reached  it,  looking  into  my  eyes  with  an  expression 
of  tenderness  mingled  with  anxiety,  and  with  her  tears  trick- 
ling down,  she  threw  herself  upon  my  neck  and  exclaimed  : 
**  .^h,  I  am  robbing  you — I  am  robbing  you  !  " 
My  tears  mingled  with  hers,  and  returning  her  caresses,  I 
murmured  : 

"  What  folly  !  What  are  you  thinking  about  ?  Why  will 
you,  without  any  reason,  thus  try  to  spoil  your  own  happi- 
ness ? " 

"  You  have  been  so  kind  to  me,"  pursued  she,  still  crying, 
"  so  generous — he  told  me  all.  Ah,  it  is  you  alone  who  are 
worthy  of  him — you  alone  !  Tell  me  only  that  you  did  not 
love  him  so  very  much." 

"  Why,  no,  my  darling — rest  quite  easy.  'Twas  only  sym- 
pathy." 

"/adore  him  !  Listen  :  'twas  here  in  this  charming  spot 
that  he  told  me  that  he  loved  me— that  he  asked  if  I  would 
be  his  w ife.  Ah,  'tis  here  that  1  would  be  buried  when  I  die ! 
Do  you  think  that  would  be  possible.'' 

"  1  do  not  know,  my  darling.  But  do  you  know  that  you 
are  talking  nonsense ?" 

"  1  am  a  little  crazy,  really.     But — lio  you  think  he  will  be 
happy  with  me.'     I  do  wish  so  much  that  he  maybe  happy." 
**  He  will  be  happy,  dearest" 

Ah,  nothing  was  spared  me  !  I  can  not  dwell  on  the  re- 
cital, for  my  heart  fails  me.  And  what  shall  1  do  now  ?  To- 
morrow I  will  see.  I  will  consult  grandma,  having  decided 
to  tell  her  all. 

August  id. — My  grandmother  and  all  the  rest  of  the  cha- 
teau learned  last  evening  of  that  great  event — the  engage- 
ment of  Cdcile.  Though  much  disappointed  and  indignant 
to  a  supreme  degree,  she  received  the  news  with  a  calmness 
and  serenity  and  a  smile  which  should  be  an  example  to  me. 
She  simply  said,  on  quitting  me  at  the  stairs  : 

"  That  gentleman  has  a  singular  taste." 

This  morning  she  came  to  my  room  as  she  said  she  would, 
and,  as  I  awakened  from  a  very  short  sleep,  after  kissing  me 
and  pressing  my  hand  tightly,  she  said  : 

"  Well,  my  sweet  pet.  Mesdames  de  Sauve  and  de  Cha 
gres  have  just  informed  me  that  they  leave  today  with  their 
brothers.  I  declare  I  think  their  conduct  ridiculous.  It  is 
acknowledging  their  disappointment — their  spite.  It  is  m.ean 
— it  is  contemptible  1  We  have  more  pride  than  that,  havn't 
w-e,  little  one .' '' 

"  Yes,  grandma." 

"11 V  know  how  to  suffer  without  showing  it,  don't  we? 
.-Vnd,  though  it  be  very  trying,  we  will  remain  here  for  a  fort- 
night or  three  weeks  to  save  appearances.  At  least  that  is 
my  advice.     Have  you  the  courage  to  do  so  ?  "* 

"  I  will  try." 

"  Besides,  my  dear  child,  flight  in  such  a  case  is.no  more 
reasonable  than  it  is  honorable.     It  is  far  better  to  accustom 
oneself  to  things  as  they  are— to  face  them,  and  thus  get  rid 
of  their  first  impressions.     Don't  you  think  so?  ' 
'  I  do  not  know  what  to  think  yet.' 


envy,  and  hatred  are  mingled  in  it,  soil  it,  poison  it.  I  sup- 
pose that  there  is  no  passionate  soul  which  is  not  in  some 
accursed  hour  capable  of  these  unworthy  sentiments,  and 
the  merit  consists  not  in  being  incapable  of  them,  but  in  de- 
testing them  and  in  conquering  them.  That  is  what  with 
God's  aid  1  have  tried  to  do.     But  oh,  I  am  so  glad  to  go  ! 

I  promised  Cecile  to  return  for  her  marriage,  if  she  were 
married  here  ;  but  I  think  the  Ceremony  will  take  place  in 
Paris,  and  I  much  prefer  that  it  should. 

Monsieur  de  Louvercy  did  not  appear  at  our  breakfast  this 
morning,  and  will  not  come  to  dinner  this  evening.  It  seems 
that  he  is  suffering  very  seriously.  In  fact,  1  have  remarked 
for  some  time  that  he  seemed  weak  and  languid,  and  more 
unwell  than  usual.  I  regret  to  be  obliged  to  leave  without 
seeing  him  again.  .And  probably  I  shall  never  see  him 
again,  as  he  never  leaves  Louvercy,  and  1  hope  never  to  re- 
turn to  it.  Poor  young  man  !  I  shall  always  feel  so  grateful 
to  him  for  what  he  did  for  my  sake. 

August  gth. — What  a  night  ! 

I  was  on  my  feet  until  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  over- 
seeing our  pac';ing,  and  had  only  a  moment  before  sent  my 
maid  away  and  began  to  undress,  when  I  thought  1  heard  a 
door  open  gently  on  the  landing  in  front  of  my  room,  then  a 
slight  noise  of  steps,  creaking  of  boards,  and  dragging  of 
clothes  over  the  steps.  Some  one  was  descending  the  stairs 
in  a  mysterious  way.  Surprised  and  agitated  by  I  do  not 
know  what  vague  fear,  I  opened  my  door  softly,  and  saw 
a  faint  light  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs.  .\x.  the  same  time 
the  noise  of  half-uttered  words,  and  what  seemed  to  me  to 
be  suppressed  sobs,  reached  me.  I  leaned  over  the  balus- 
trade, and  was  able  to  discern  Madame  de  Louvercy  at  the 
railing  of  the  basement,  candlestick  in  hand,  resting  her 
head  against  the  door  of  her  son's  apartment,  and  listening 
attentively.  All  at  once  she  opened  the  door  with  extreme 
caution,  and  glided  into  the  apartment. 

For  one  or  two  minutes  there  I  stood,  holding  my  breath, 
anxious  and  alarmed,  when  a  woman's  scream,  a  sharp, 
painful  scream,  pierced  the  dead  silence  of  the  night.  I 
started  off  running  down  stairs  rapidly,  and  found  myself 
before  the  door  that  Madame  de  Louvercy  had  left  ajar.  It 
opens  into  a  cabinet  or  workroom  which  is  in  front  of  Mon- 
sieur Roger's  chamber.  This  cabinet  was  quite  dark,  but  a 
few  rays  of  light  penetrated  the  obscurity,  coming  in  through 
the  door  which  separated  it  from  the  neighboring  room.  I 
was  now  in  my  turn  listening  with  anguish,  my  heart  beat- 
ing rapidly.  Madame  de  Louvercy  had  entered  the  cham- 
ber. She  was  weeping,  her  voice  rising  at  intervals  in  ac- 
cents of  supplication  and  despair.  No  voice  answered  hers. 
\  mortal  terror  seized  me,  for  I  feared  some  accident  had 
happened,  and  without  thinking  I  stepped  into  the  cabinet 
and  raised  a  corner  of  the  curtain  which  hung  over  the  door. 
In  front  of  me  was  .Monsieur  Roger  de  Louvercy,  seated  in 
an  arm-chair,  pale  and  immovable  as  a  ghost,  looking  with 
fixed  eye  at  his  unhappy  mother,  who  knelt  before  him  with 
clasped  hands,  and  from  time  to  time  struck  his  knees  with 
her  forehead.  I  also  obser\'ed  on  the  table  a  large  letter 
sealed  with  wax,  and  near  it  one  of  those  long  narrow  violet- 


"  Well,  you  will  see.     If  it  is  more  than  you  can  bear,  we  '.  ebony  boxes  in  which  fine  pistols  are  encased.     At  last  .Mon- 
will  go.     Pardon  me,  my  de.ir  child,  if  I  have  added  to  your  i  sieur  Roger  said,  in  a  low  and  irritated  tone  of  voice  : 
pain,  instead  of  weeping,  grieving,  and  condoling  with  you.  |      "  John  had  much  better  have  held  his  tongue." 
It  is  wiser  and  better  to  do  as  I  am  doing,  you  may  depend.  |      John   is  an   old  soldier,  and   his  confidential  servant  at 
a;  should  never  hug  one's  grief.     Kiss  me,  darUng.     I  afaj  present. 

=  y,<u  so  very  much."    .Ajid  she  went  off  to  her  own  room       "  O  mon  Dicu .'    Tell  me,"  sobbed  Madame  de  Louvercy, 
iep  by  herself,  I  am  sure.  I "  tell  me,  1  beseech  you,  if  1  am  nothing — nothing  to  you  ?" 


He  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  I  saw  him  bend 
down  and  clasp  his  mother's  forehead  in  his  hands  and 
kiss  it. 

"  Forgive  me,"  said  he,  "  the  hour  of  folly  is  passed — com- 
pletely passed — 1  promise  you." 

"  Do  you  promise  me — truly  promise  me — my  beloved 
child?" 

"  1  do  indeed  promise.  Only  I  supplicate  you  to  let  her 
go,  so  that  1  may  never  see  her  again.     Shall  that  be  so  ? " 

"  \'es,  yes.  That  is  all  arranged,  you  know.  She  leaves 
to-morrow — indeed,  this  very  morning." 

"  Never  let  her  know  what  has  happened." 

"  No,  never." 

"  Now,  my  dear  mother,  you  may  leave  me,  and  go  and 
rest  in  peace.  Again  forgive  me.  Go  in  all  confidence. 
You  may  take  those  arms  with  you  if  you  choose." 

While  they  embraced  each  other,  1  left  in  haste,  ran  up 
stairs,  and  shut  myself  in  my  room,  passing  the  rest  of  the 
night  in  thinking  over  all  that  had  happened.  When  day- 
light appeared,  I  went  to  my  grandmother  and  had  a  long 
talk  with  her.  She  was  now  able  to  tell  me  why  Madame 
de  Louvercy  wished  to  hasten  our  departure,  but  it  was  use- 
less, for  I  already  knew. 

Now  I  must  try  to  sleep  a  little,  and  then  I  will  continue. 

Same  day. — The  resolution  which  I  came  to  during  the 
night  has  been  long  and  violently  opposed  by  my  grand- 
mother. 

'■  .My  darling,"  said  she,  "  you  are  aware  that  I  do  not 
from  principle  hate  whatever  is  romantic,  but  really  this  is 
too  much.  .At  your  time  of  life,  with  your  face  and  figure, 
your  accomplishments,  and  your  fortune,  to  marry  an  invalid, 
is  all  very  fine,  very  noble,  and  very  poetic  ;  but  it  is  a 
little  loo  much.  And  besides,  allow  me  to  say,  my  dear 
child,  if  you  were  to  make  such  a  resolution  at  any  ordinary 
time  when  your  mind  was  clear  and  your  heart  free,  when 
you  were  calm  and  cool  and  perfectly  self-possessed,  that 
would  be  another  thing  ;  but  this  is  not  the  case.  Y'ou  are 
suffering  from  a  most  disagreeable  surprise.  By  the  w'ay, 
r/tort  Dit'u/  I  shall  never  be  a"Dle  to  understand  what  could 
have  come  into  the  head  of  that  gentleman.  Be  that  as  it 
may,  however,  you  are  at  present  in  that  condition  of  mind, 
my  love,  in  which  false  steps  are  so  often  taken.  Y'ou  should 
mistrust  this  impulse  of  a  seeming  enthusiasm,  which,  after 
all,  may  be  only  the  prompting  of  despair.  .At  any  rate,  let  us 
wait — let  us  wait  a  (q\\  months.  Let  time  do  its  work.  If 
your  judgment  be  confirmed,  and  the  desire  becomes 
stronger — well,  well — then  we'll  see.  But  in  truth  1  should 
not  do  my  duty  if  I  allowed  you  to  engage  in  such  an  ad- 
venture while  under  the  influence  of  the  disappointment  and 
the  shock  which  your  heart  has  received,  and  also  under 
the  undue  emotion  caused  by  the  tragic  scene  of  the  past 
night." 

Such,  in  short,  were  the  objections  of  my  grandmother, 
which  were  combated  with  all  the  force  of  my  conviction  and 
all  my  eloquence.  I  was  romantic,  doubtless  ;  but  had  she 
not  always  encouraged  such  a  tendency  ?  Had  she  not,  in- 
deed, recommended  it  as  a  guarantee  of  one's  dignity  and 
happiness?  I  was  indeed  heartsick,  but  might  not  the  cure 
depend  mainly  upon  such  a  diversion  as  a  great  duty  faith- 
fully performed,  a  generous  devotion  to  a  worthy  cause,  would 
afford  ?  Should  not  my  heart  try  at  present  to  forget  the 
happiness  which  it  had  lost,  and  seek  for  another  kind  of 
happiness  in  its  efforts  to  console  others  ?  I  did  not  hide 
from  her  my  positive  determination  of  entering  a  convent  if 
ever  I  had  the  misfortune  of  losing  her.  Devotion  for  devo- 
tion, was  not  the  opportunity  now  offered  of  a  higher  order, 
more  attractive,  ol^  a  more  pious  kind — less  egotistical,  in 
fact,  than  would  be  a  simple  renunciation  of  the  world  and 
the  somewhat  common  self-denial  of  the  instructress  ?  As 
for  waiting,  it  would  perhaps  be  risking  all  the  benefit  of  my 
act.  Who  knows  but  that,  during  the  interval,  that  unhappy 
young  man  might  not  fall  again  into  one  of  those  attacks  of 
utter  despair  which  1  had  witnessed,  and  whether  his  mother 
would  be  warned  of  it  in  time,  and  whether  he  might  not  fall 
under  it?  It  was  also  certain  that  to  wait  would  cause  me 
to  lose  the  best  part  of  my  reward,  which  was  the  joy  that  I 
had  promised  myself  of  seeing  these  two  poor  people  pass 
from  an  excess  of  grief  to  an  unexpected  happiness.  To  be 
the  cause  of  this,  descending  like  an  angel  of  light  into  their 
gloomy  existence,  to  have  one  such  moment  in  my  life,  would 
spread  joy  and  peace  over  the  past  and  over  the  future,  and 
be  a  constant  source  of  consolation  to  me  for  evermore. 

My  dear  grandma,  with  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes,  was 
at  last  willing  to  acknowledge  the  force  of  my  argument. 

"  But  ah,  my  dear  little  daughter  !  "  returned  she,  in  con- 
clusion, "  the  world  will  say  that  we  are  two  fools." 

"God  bless  such  folly!" 

"  I  think  so,  too,"  added  she  ;  "but  there  is  now  another 
difficulty  which  arises." 

"Ah,  mott  Dicu  '  what  is  that?" 

"  How  are  we  to  arrange  with  the  de  Louvercys  ?  I  must 
do  the  poor  mother  the  justice  to  say,  that  while  she  confided 
to  me  the  unfortunate  passion  of  her  son,  she  did  not  for  an 
instant  appear  to  admit  the  supposition — and  it  is  really  un- 
imaginable— of  a  marriage  between  you  two.  The  young 
man  evidently  does  not  admit  its  possibility  either,  which 
does  honor  to  his  good  sense.  But  then,  what  ?  Must  you 
you  offer  yourself  to  him  ?  Must  you  throw  yourself  into  his 
arms  without  saying,  'Look  out?'  It  is  impossible,  my  daugh- 
ter.    It  is  altogether  wrong.' 

"  But,  grandma,  since  we  are  sure  that  they  will  not  refuse 
me." 

"Ah,  that  alone  would  be  wanting  !  It  is  a  very  delicate 
business — very  delicate."  ^ 

"Are  you  willing  to  leave  it  all  to  me,  grandma?" 

"  Ah,  mon  Dicu .'  why  not  ?  '  I  n  for  a  penny  in  for  a  pound.' 
As  we  are  already  up  to  our  necks  in  improprieties,  one  more 
or  less  will  not  matter.  But  I  suppose,  however,  that  you 
will  first  speak  to  the  mother." 

"Of  course  1  shall,"  said  I.  "And  that's  the  reason  why 
I  have  just  asked  for  a  few  moments' conversation  with  Mad- 
ame de  Louvercy.     I  am  going  to  her  room  now." 

Same  day. — Madame  de  Louvercy  was  in  her  son's  room 
when  my  message  reached  her.  She  came  immediately  to 
mine.  Her  face,  one  of  the  noblest  I  have  ever  seen,  was 
very  pale  and  worn,  showing  the  effects  of  her  terrible  suffer- 
ing during  the  past  night  She  smiled  upon  me,  however, 
but  with  that  absent  look  of  a  woman  whose  thoughts  were 
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a  thousand  leagues  away  from  the  surprise  I  was  preparing 
for  her. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  she,  "you  wish  to  bid  me  good-bye. 
You  are  kind.  I  am  myself  glad  to  be  able  to  do  so  without 
witnesses,  the  better  to  tell  you  how  much  I  shall  miss  you  — 
flow  much  I  thank  you  for  being  so  obliging,  so  sympathiz- 
ing, toward  us  all." 

She  took  my  hands  while  speaking,  saw  that  I  was  dis- 
turbed, and  felt  that  I  trembled.  Her  troubled  look  became 
composed  in  a  moment,  and  her  eyes  sought  mine  while  giv- 
ing forth  an  expression  of  astonishment  and  vague  suspicion 
combined. 

*' Madame," said  I,  stammering  a  little,  "  I  have  to  beg  your 
pardon.     I — I  was  very  indiscreet  last  night."' 

She  gazed  at  me  with  a  deeper  and  more  intense  look. 

"  I  heard  you  pass  by,  then  I  heard  your  sobs,  I  feared 
you  needed  my  assistance,  and  went  down." 

"  You  know  all,  then  ? "  cried  she,  trembling  in  her  turn. 

"  Ves.  I  know  all.  1  am  deeply  touched  by  the  senti- 
ments with  which  1  have  impressed  your  son — touched  also 
by  his  misfortunes;  and,  Madame,"  approaching  her  very 
gently,  "  do  you  wish  that  I  should  become  your  daughter  ?" 

She  trembled  all  over.  Her  eyes  dilated,  and  with  an  as- 
tounded— almost  wild — look  they  remained  fixed  on  mine. 
Her  half-opened  lips  moved  convulsively,  and  murmured, 
quite  low;  *■  No,  it  is  not  possible." 

*'  Will  you  take  me  for  your  daughter  ?"  repeated  I,  smil- 
ing. Oh,  what  a  cry  came  forth  !  What  a  mothers  cry  ! — 
the  cry  of  a  happy  mother. 

1  do  not  know  exactly  what  took  place  during  the  moments 
that  followed.  I  half  lost  my  senses — she  also.  She  em- 
braced me,  she  kissed  me,  she  almost  smothered  me.  She 
called  me  the  most  tender  names,  while  praying  and  weep- 
ing, and  she  joined  me  with  her  God  in  her  offerings  of  grati- 
tude.    Oh,  what  precious  moments  those  were  ! 

As  soon  as  she  could  recover  herself  a  little,  she  exclaim- 
ed with  anxiety: 

^^  Mon  Dien  :  But  your  grandmother  !  Does  she  con- 
sent t '-'' 

"  Ah,  come  to  her  and  see.'' 

She  drew  me  to  her.  After  the  first  transports  were  over, 
and  they  were  very  great  on  both  sides,  my  grandmother  ob- 
served that,  before  giving  ourselves  up  to  it  any  longer,  it 
would  be  well  to  inquire  as  to  the  intentions  of  Monsieur 
Roger. 

**■  Ah,  Z>/tVi.''' cried  Madame  de  Louvercy.  "  My.  poor 
boy  !  All  that  I  ask  is  that  he  may  not  die  of  joy.  But  I 
must  no  longer  keep  this  happiness  from  him.''  And  sud- 
denly seeing  herself  in  the  mirror  with  her  beautiful  white 
hair  falling  about  in  disorder:  "  How  1  do  look.  He'll  think 
me  crazy."  She  smoothed  her  hair  a  little  and  turned  toward 
the  door  with  the  firm  and  elastic  step  of  a  young  girl. 
Really,  the  brightness  of  her  eyes,  the  beaming  expression 
of  her  face,  would  have  led  one  to  think  that  ten  years  had 
been  taken  away  from  her  age.  As  she  went  out  she  stop- 
ped, and  turning  round  she  said — looking  timidly  at  me: 
"  He  will  not  believe  me."  I  acknowledge  that  I  was  dying 
to  accompany  her. 

My  grandmother,  carried  away  by  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
moment,  pushed  me  by  the  shoulders. 

"  Go,"'  said  she.  "  Oh,  mon  Dieu  /  go,  my  daughter.  Are 
we  not  almost  drowned  in  improprieties  already  ? " 

Madame  de  Louvercy  passed  my  arm  under  hers,  and  led 
me  away  as  fast  as  she  could  go.  As  we  went  down  stairs 
she  kissed  me  again,  saying  :  "  What  a  contrast  to  that 
awful  night  ! "  Opening  the  door  to  the  basement  rooms, 
she  begged  me  to  wait  for  a  moment  in  the  cabinet ;  then 
raising  the  curtain  which  hung  over  the  door,  she  entered 
Monsieur  Roger's  chamber. 

I  was  hardly  a  moment  alone  in  the  cabinet  when  the 
strangeness,  the  apparent  impropriety,  of  my  situation  over- 
came me.  Do  what  I  would  in  recalling  to  mind  all  that 
might  justify  the  step  I  had  taken,  all  that  was  exceptional 
in  the  circumstances  that  had  led  me  to  it,  in  the  unfortu- 
nate condition  of  Monsieur  Roger  and  the  reserv'e  it  imposed 
upon  him,  and  say  to  myself  if  I  would,  that  from  the  nature 
of  things  ordinary  rules  were  in  some  measure  overturned 
between  us,  I  was  not  the  less  at  his  door  and  waiting  his 
good  pleasure  like  an  eastern  slave ;  and,  not  being  of  a 
very  humble  disposition,  it  seemed  very  disagreeable  at  the 
least.  This  feeling  of  uneasiness  increased  painfully  as  the 
measure  of  my  solitude  was  prolonged.  Time  for  reflection 
on  which  I  had  not  counted  was  afforded  me.  My  imagina- 
tion had  painted  an  e,\act  repetition  of  the  animated,  rapidly- 
passing  scene  which  had  so  much  moved  me  a  few  moments 
before  :  a  surprise,  a  cr)-,  an  outburst,  a  transport  of  joy  ! 
But  instead  of  that,  minutes  succeeded  minutes,  and  through 
the  thickness  of  the  curtains  I  could  hear  whisperings,  ex- 
changes of  confidence,  a  sort  of  discussion.  The  blood  left 
my  heart,  and  the  floor  was  sinking  under  me  when  the  cur- 
tain was  at  last  raised,  showing  me  the  serious  and  disturbed, 
though  not  precisely  sad,  face  of  Madame  de  Louvercy. 

"  Will  you  come  in,  my  child  ?  "  said  she  to  me  gently. 

I  entered  the  chamber.  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  was  stand- 
ing resting  his  wounded  knee  upon  a  chair.  His  feat- 
ures, which  generally  wear  a  worried,  bitter,  and  sarcastic 
expression,  had  absolutely  lost  that  character.  A  grave  and 
almost  solemn  melancholy  set  off  most  proudly  their  pure 
and  well  cut  lines.  His  eyes  encircled  with  dark  rings 
seemed  moist  with  tears.  He  fixed  his  look  upon  me,  and 
said,  speaking  slowly,  as  though  trying  to  suppress  an  emo- 
tion about  to  overflow  : 

"  My  mother,  Mademoiselle  Charlotte,  has  made  me  ac- 
quainted with  that  sentiment  of  angelic  goodness  which  has 
brought  you  here,  and  were  I  not  as  infirm  as  I  am  I  should 
now  be  at  your  feet.  I  must  not,  however,  accept  your  sacri- 
fice ;  but  that  the  thought  should  have  come  to  you  suffices 
to  render  my  life  more  agreeable  and  satisfactor>*  to  me,  and 
will  cause  my  profound  and  most  tender  gratitude  to  follow 
you  wherever  you  go.  God  bless  you  always  !  And  now  I 
beg  you,  Mademoiselle,  do  not  prolong  an  ordeal  which 
would  really  lie  l)e)'nnd  the  strength  of  any  man.  Leave 
me  fiim  in  the  reaulution  which  honor  commands,  and  you 
will  esteem  me  more  highly  for  it.  Again  thanking  you,  I 
bid  you  farewell ! " 

He  bowed  very  low  to  me,  and  his  mother  wept  in  silence. 
I  went  toward  him  and  frankly  offered  him  my  hand.  He 
took  it,  and  pressed  it  warmly. 

"  Oh,  mon  Dieu  I  "  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  and  after  look- 
ing at  me  for  some  time.     "  Excuse  me,  Mademoiselle,  if  I 


find  no  words.  My  heart  is  so  full,  my  mind  so  much  dis- 
tuibed,  I  have  passed  so  suddenly  from  a  dark  abyss  to 
a  Heaven  ;  but  at  least  let  me  prove  to  you  how  sincere  I 
was  in  what  I  said  just  now,  and  how  much  I  fear  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  your  most  generous  impulse,  your  outburst  of  en- 
thusiasm. I  beseech  you  to  take  time  to  reflect — a  few- 
months,  a  year  even — and  then,  if  you  continue  to  be  of  the 
same  mind,  and  do  not  fear  to  make  the  great  sacrifice  any 
more  than  you  do  to-day,  I  will  accept  it.  But  until  that 
time  arrives,  suffer  me  to  free  }'ou  from  ^very  obligation  and 
render  you  your  entire  liberty.' 

As  he  had  retained  my  hand  in  his,  it  was  unnecessary  for 
me  to  offer  it  to  show  that  I  agreed  to  what  he  said.  Mad- 
ame de  Louvercy  seemed  well  satisfied,  hoping  perhaps,  and 
perhaps  with  reason,  that  it  would  result  as  do  so  many  other 
modem  treaties.  I  simply  replied  :  "  As  you  choose,  sir. 
But  I  will  not  change.  I  shall  see  you  again,  for  you  will 
not  insist  upon  our  leaving  immediately,  I  suppose.  You 
will  allow  us  a  few  days'  reprieve  ?  " 

He  shook  his  head,  smiled,  and  kissed  my  hand,  and  his 
mother  and  I  left  him. 

On  learning  the  result  of  this  conference,  my  grandmother 
declared  that  the  conduct  of  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  ap- 
peared to  her  perfectly  honorable  and  proper,  1  thought  so 
too,  and  after  having  been  mortified  and  shocked  at  the  lit- 
tle eagerness  shown  in  the  way  in  which  he  received  me,  and 
in  his  answer,  I  should  after  all  have  regretted  to  have  had 
him  act  differently.  I  was  thankful  for  his  hesitation  and  his 
scruples,  finding  in  them  more  than  his  words  conveyed. 
Yes,  without  doubt  he  feared  to  take  advantage  of  any  im- 
pulse of  romantic  enthusiasm  which  might  bring  repentance 
in  its  train,  and  feared  also  to  accept  the  gift  of  a  bleeding 
heart  which  is  not  yet,  and  perhaps  never  will  be,  cured  of 
its  wound  ;  for  it  is  certain  that  he  at  least  suspected  my  at- 
tachment for  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  though  he  did  not  allow  him- 
self to  ask  any  explanation  on  this  point.  Delicate  as  it  is, 
I  will  give  it  to  him  some  day,  and  as  an  honest  man  he 
shall  be  satisfied  with  me.  If  it  is  a  bleeding  heart  which  I 
offer  him,  it  is  also  a  faithful  and  devoted  one. 

August  3^th. — I  have  indeed  been  inspired,  but  I  must 
not  deceive  myself.  I  am  not  happy;  nor  can  I  ever  be  so. 
I  looked  forward  to  too  great,  too  perfect  a  happiness  to  ad- 
mit of  my  ever  consoling  myself  for  its  loss.  But  this  thought 
has  at  last  ceased  to  trouble  me.  I  have  an  end  in  view  and 
a  future.  1  have  made  for  myself  a  duty  which  shall  fill  the 
void  occupied  by  my  thoughts.  It  is  a  pleasant  task  to  raise 
a  soul  little  by  little  from  desolation,  to  relieve  it  from  its 
despair,  to  give  it  peace  and  pleasure,  to  lead  it  to  submis- 
sion, to  happiness,  to  God.  These  are  the  cares  to  which  I 
consecrate  myself  with  a  tender  interest,  Avhich  will  doubt- 
less increase  every  day  like  the  affection  of  a  mother  for  her 
sick  child,  and  which  I  hope  will  leave  nothing  to  regret  for 
him  who  is  its  object. 

So  far  he  sees,  he  understands  all  that  I  am  giving  him 
with  all  the  sincerity  of  my  heart.  I  tell  him  part — he  di- 
vines the  rest,  and  he  appears  to  be  happy,  .^s  I  expected, 
the  contract  does  not  hold.  It  is  true,  he  insists  upon  my 
observing  the  delays.  I  do  not  resist,  but  I  remain  here  and 
he  does  not  complain  of  that  I  think  we  shall  be  married 
in  a  few  weeks. 

It  became  necessary  to  confide  this  great  secret  to  C^cile 
and  her  Jiance.  I  think  I  told  nothing  new  to  Monsieur 
d'Eblis.  He  simply  said:  "  It  is  worthy  of  you."  As  for  Cy- 
clic, after  some  seconds  of  utter  amazement,  she  went  into  a 
sort  of  joyful  tender  convulsion,  which  lasts  still.  We  shall 
be  cousins — almost  sisters;  that  has  always  been  her  dream, 
and  she  figures  to  herself  that  this  marriage  is  going  to 
strengthen  our  intimacy  still  more,  and  that  our  two  e.xist- 
ences  are,  as  it  were,  about  to  unite.  In  this  she  deceives 
herself.  She  will  remain  the  dearest  among  my  friends,  but 
it  is  probable,  for  some  time,  at  least,  that  we  shall  live  more 
separate  than  during  the  past.  Despondency  had  prevented 
Monsieur  de  Louvercy  from  yielding  to  the  advice  of  doctors 
who  recommended  a  sojourn  at  the  South  and  on  the  bor- 
ders of  the  sea.  Now  that  he  wishes  to  live,  I  have  spoken 
already  of  a  residence  at  Nice  for  the  winter,  much  to  his 
gratification  for  more  reasons  than  one  perhaps. 

I  have  closed  my  locked  book,  never  to  reopen  it,  I  hope, 
for  I  think  that,  once  married,  a  woman  should  have  no 
other  confidant  than  her  husband.  So,  then,  adieu  !  passion- 
ate, romantic  Charlotte  1 

[e.^d  of  first  PAKT.J 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Sunday,  November  3,  1878. 


Celery'  Soup. 

Boiled  Sea  Bass,  Ancho\y  Sauce, 

Broiled  Quaib.  on  Toast.     Fned  Potatoes. 

Succotash.  Brussels  Sprouts, 

Roast  Lamb,  Mint  Sauce. 

French  .\rtichol;es. 

Blanc  Mange,  with  Quince  Jelly  and  ^^'^lipped  Cream. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Pears,  Plums,  ,\pples,  and  Grapes. 

Til  Make  Anchovv  Saixe. — Three  ounces  of  butter,  one  ounce  of  flour,  half  a 
pint  of  white  stock  (water  will  do),  and  some  peppter  (no  salt).  Put  two  ounces 
of  the  butter  into  a  stewpan,  and  when  it  bubbles  sprinkle  tn  the  flour.  Stir  well 
witti  a  wire  egg-whisk  until  the  flour  is  thoroughly  cooked  without  being  colored, 
and  then  mix  in  well  the  stock  or  water.  Take  off  the  fire  and  pass  through  a 
gra\y  strainer:  stir  in  the  other  ounce  of  butter  cut  in  pieces;  add  and  mii; 
thoroughly  four  teaspoonfuls  anchov-j-  extract  or  anchovy  paste.  This  makes 
nearly  one  pint  of  sauce. 


An  auction  art  sale  is  in  progress. 

A  marine  view  is  about  to  be  knocked  down  at  a  hand- 
some figure,  when  a  bluff  sailor  who  has  just  wandered  in 
exclaims,  earnestly  :  "  My  stars,  if  there  isn't  a  vessel  drift- 
ing on  to  the  rocks,  with  a  strong  breeze  blowing  off  shore." 

The  artist  takes  his  work  home  to  rearrange  the  wind. 


"  When  was  Rome  built  ?  "  asks  a  teacher. 
"  In  the  night,"*  replies  a  little  miss  of  twelve. 
"  In  the  night.''"  exclaims  the  astonished  teacher.     "  How 
do  you  make  that  out  ?  " 

"Because  it  was  not  built  in  a  day,"  is  the  prompt  reply. 

There  are  some  scenes  almost  too  pure  and  sacred  to  be 
viewed  by  the  thoughtless  world.  One  of  them  is  a  two 
hundred  pound  woman  with  a  mole  on  her  chin  "talking 
baby"  to  an  ounce-and-a-half  canar>'  bird  in  a  brass  cage. 


A  man's  own  good  breeding  is   the  best  security  against 
other  people's  ill  manners. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES. 

Song. 

O   Love,  Love,  Love ! 
Whether  il  rain  or  shine. 
Whether  the  clouds  frown  or  the  sky  is  clear, 
Whether  the  tlmnder  fill  the  air  with  fear. 
Whether  the  \s  inter  rage  or  p)eace  is  here. 
If  only  thou  art  near. 
Then  are  all  days  divine. 

O    Love,  Love,  Love ! 
Where  thou  art  not.  the  place 
Is  sad  to  nie  as  death.     It  would  be  cold 
In  heaven  without  thee,  if  I  might  not  hold 
Thy  hand  in  mine,  if  I  might  not  behold 
The  beauty  manifold, 
The  wonder  of  thy  face. 

C.  T. .  in  Lad/s  Bazar. 


Flown  Away. 

On  the  bare,  brou-n  bouffhs  before  me. 

In  the  softly  flowing  rain, 
kests  a  blue -bird.     Now,  upstarting, 
See  how  suddenly  she's  darting 

Far  away  across  the  plain. 

It  was  but  a  dash  of  color 

Shown  against  a  stormy  sky; 
Only  two  blue  wings  upUfted 
Where  the  gray  clouds  slowly  drifted  — 

But  they  bore  a  song  on  high. 

She  is  lost  in  misty  darkness  — 

Will  she  pierce  beyond  the  gray? 
Will  she  reach  the  blue  behind  it? 
Will  she  pause  when  she  shall  find  it  ? 

Will  she  know  it?    Who  shall  say? 

DoR.\  Re.-XD  GoOD.\l,fc;,  ///  Scrtbiter for  Noi  ember. 


Beethoven. 

If  God  speaks  an)'\vhere,  in  any  voice. 

To  us  his  creatures,  surely  here  and  now 

We  hear  him,  while  the  great  chords  seem  to  bow 
Our  heads,  and  all  the  symphony's  breathless  noise 
Breaks  over  us,  with  challenge  to  our  souls ! 

Beethoven's  music  !     From  the  mountain  peaks 
The  strong,  divine,  compelling  thunder  rolls ; 

And  "Come  up  higher,  come!"  the  words  it  speaks, 
'  Out  of  your  darkened  valleys  of  despair : 

Behold  I  lift  you  upon  mighty  wings 
Into  Hope's  linng.  reconciling  air! 

Breathe,  and  forget  your  life's  perpetual  stings — 
Dream,  folded  on  tlie  breast  of  I'atience  sweet, 
•Some  pulse  of  pitying  love  for  you  may  beat!" 

Celia  Thaxtek,'/«  Scribncrfor  Kovemhet 


Cardinal  Flower. 

N"o  purer  joy  the  glad  midsummer  holds 
J'or  those  who  love  to  seek  in  secret  nooks 
Of  wood  or  mead,  or  by  the  marge  of  brooks, 
Tlie  hidden  treasures  she  for  love  unfolds. 
Than  on  a  morn  when  skies  are  perfect  blue. 
And  clouds  are  far  and  fleecy,  loitering  slow, 
To  follow  some  wild  streamlet's  wapvard  flow. 
And  spy  afar,  O  flower  of  matchless  hue ! 
Thy  wondrous  brightness  flashing  through  the  green, 
As  if  a  flock  of  red-birds  stooped  to  drink 
In  airy  flutter  at  the  brooklet's  brink, 
Or,  as  a  troop  of  Indian  girls,  half  seen, 
Half  hid,  were  wadmg  in  the  crj'stal  stream^ 
While   tiirough  the  leaves  their  scarlet  'broideries  gleam. 
E.  F.  S.,  in  Applcton  for ,\'(r.'ember. 


When  Hearts  are  True. 

O  new-found  earth  !    O  wondrous  binh  I 

The  very  grass  and  clover 
Have  caught  the  sense  of  sweet  surprise — 

The  mystery  brooding  over 
All  life  that  lies  beneath  the  skies, 

WTien  eyelids  first  uncover  ; 
For  old  things  pass — the  world  is  new 
WTien  love  is  young,  and  hearts  are  true. 

But  hark,  but  hush  !    a  wakening  thrush 

Sets  all  the  air  a-quiver  ; 
And  look  !  the  brook  has  left  its  nook 

And  grown  a  rushing  river  ; 
And  buds  unclose  the  perfect  rose 

To  lose  in  gift  the  giver  ! 
O  green,  glad  earth!    O  heavens  blue! 
When  love  is  grown,  and  hearts  are  true. 

And  now — what  now  but  weighted  bough. 

Gold,  rubies,  without  measure, 
And  scarlet  leaf  and  yellow  sheaf 

Heap  up  the  royal  treasure  ; 
While  purpling  \ine,  full  veined  witli  nine. 

Thrills  with  intenser  pleasure. 
And  earth  robs  heaven  of  even.-  hue 
When  loie  is  ripe  and  hearts  beat  tnie. 

Yet  stay  !  although  the  falling  snow 

The  warm,  bright  earth  is  hiding. 
Though  dull  and  gray  the  shortening  day 

Comes  like  a  sudden  chiding ; 
Full  well  we  know  the  hearth  fire's  glow 

In  dearest  eyes  abiding ; 
I-'or  last  is  best  the  whole  world  through. 
When  love  is  tried,  and  hearts  keep  true. 

E.  E.  Brown,  ///  Atlantic  for  .\o 


An  Old  Song. 

.\n  old  song!     An  old  song!     But  the  new  are  not  so  sweet— 
Sweet  though   they   be  with   honeyed  words,  and  sweet  with  fan- 
cies fair, 

With  thrills  of  tune  in  silver  troop  of  answering  echoes  fleet. 
With  tender  longings  slumberous  upon  the  enchanted  air. 

An  old  song!     But  across  its  verse  what  viewless  voices  sing! 

Throngh  all  its  simple  burden  what  human  pulses  stir! 
.More  intimate  with  grief  and  joy  than  any  precious  thing 

That  the  years  have  wrapped  away  in  frankincense  and  myrrh  ! 

Lovers  have  sung  it.  summer  nights,  when  earth  itself  seemed  heaven  ; 

Sailors  far  off  on  lonely  seas  have  given  it  tc  ;he  gale ; 
Mothers  have  hushed  its  measure  on  the  quiet  edge  of  even, 

X'k'hile  soft  as  falling  rose-leaves  dear  eyelids  dropped  their  veil. 

Long  since  the  sailor  made  his  grave  brluo-n  two  rolling  waves. 
The  lovers  and  their  love  arc  naught,  mother  and  child  are  dust : 

But  to-night  some  maiden  lifts  it,  to-night  its  sounding  staves 
Are  blowing  from  the  stroller's  lips,  on  this  balni\   blossom -gtist. 

A  part  of  life,  its  music  flows  as  the  blood  flows  in  the  vein ; 

Laughter  ripples  through  it,  tears  makes  its  charm  complete; 
For  the  heart  of  all  the  ages  beats  still  through  this  vl4  strain — 

An  old  song,  an  old  song,  but  the  new  are  not  so  swr^t. 
Harriut  HKBScoTr  Si'oFrOKi*,  in  AiUtniic  {•■ 
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SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  2,  1S78. 


Ever  since  and  before  the  beginning  of  the  war,  Wendell 
Phillips  has  been  authority  upon  many  important  questions 
under  consideration  by  the  American  people.  There  is  a 
strength,  vigor,  and  apparent  honesty  in  all  he  writes.  He 
is  seemingly  bold,  resolute,  and  unselfish.  He  htis  never 
sought  o65ce,  he  has  always  been  loyal,  and,  in  our  judgment, 
there  is  no  man  in  .-Vmerica  %vhose  utterances  carrj*  with  them 
more  weight,  or  that  leave  a  more  profound  impression  upon 
the  public  mind.  In  the  gubernatorial  contest  which  Gen- 
eral Butler  is  now  waging  in  Massachusetts  Wendell  Phillips 
declares  for  the  squint-eyed  man  of  destiny.  This  fact  does 
not  convince  us  that  the  election  of  Butler  is  probable ;  taken 
by  itself  it  argues,  we  think,  the  probability  of  Butler's  de- 
feat, as  Phillips,  as  a  rule,  is  always  for  the  bottom  dog.  It 
does,  however,  compel  us  to  think  that  the  election  of  Gen- 
eral Butler  to  be  Governor  of  the  commonwealth  of  Massa- 
chusetts would  not  be  an  unmixed  evil 


Wendell  Phillips  also  declares  himself  opposed  to  the  Na- 
tional Banks.  As  we  understand  his  position,  it  is  in  favor 
of  a  national  currency,  to  be  issued  and  controlled  by  the 
National  Government,  and  independent  of  any  interference 
by  bank  corporations  or  individuals.  It  is  our  judgment  that 
the  Federal  Government  ought  to  have  the  sole  and  exclu- 
sive control  of  issuing  money,  and  should  exercise  that  func- 
tion of  government  as  independently  as  it  does  the  post-office 
or  revenue  department.  To  turn  the  mail  over  to  carriers  or 
express  companies,  to  farm  the  collection  of  customs  out 
among  merchants,  would  seem  to  us  as  improper  as  to  allow 
banks  or  bankers  to  have  any  right  of  interference  with  the 
national  currency.  We  are  aware  that  "  honest  money  ~  is 
the  popular  thing  to  advocate  ;  that  "honest  money"  means 
gold  and  siher  ;  and  we  know  that  gold  and  silver  may  be 
locked  up  in  \-aults,  may  be  "  cornered,"  may  be  monopolized; 
and  we  are  mistaken  if  National  Banks  are  not  instruments 
to  "lock  up,"  "comer,"  and  "monopolize  "  money  to  the  great 
hurt  of  the  people. 


Mr.  Wendell  Phillips  gives  utterance  to  another  sentiment 
that  will  find  a  response  in  the  intelligence  of  that  great 
middle  class  now  being  ground  and  crushed  between  the 
upper  and  nether  millstone — wealth  at  the  top,  vice,  ignor- 
ance, and  idleness  at  the  bottonL  Mr.  Phillips  says:  "  If 
corruption  seems  rolling  over  us  like  a  flood,  mark  it  \  It  is 
not  the  corruption  of  the  humbler  classes.  It  is  the  million- 
aires who  steal  banks,  mills,  and  railways.  1 1  is  the  defaulters 
who  live  in  palaces  and  make  way  with  the  millions.  It  is 
the  money-kings  who  buy  up  Congress.  It  is  the  demago- 
gues and  editors  in  purple  and  fine  Unen  who  bid  £50,000 
for  the  Presidency  itself  It  is  greedy  wealth  which  invests 
its  thousand  millions  in  rum  to  coin  money  out  of  the  weak- 
ness of  its  neighbors.  These  are  the  spots  where  corrupaon 
nestles  and  gangrenes  the  State.  If  humble  men  are  cor- 
rupted, these  furnish  overwhelming  temptations.  It  is  not 
the  common  people  in  the  streets,  but  the  money-changers 
who  have  intruded  into  the  temple  that  we  most  sorely  need 
some  one  to  scourge.  If  the  hills  will  cease  to  send  down 
rottennesss  the  streams  will  run  clean  and  dear  on  the  plains." 

All  this  is  true  and  pitiable.  It  does  seem  as  though  the 
\-ery  foundations  of  society  were  rotten— rotten  to  the  very 
core;  as  though  there  was  no  such  thmg  as  financial  honor; 
as  though  there  was  no  man  left  liring  honest  enough  to 
honestly  execute  a  fiduciary  trust.  Avarice  has  corrupted 
socidt) :  grasping,  swindling,  audacious  crime  runs  rampant 
-  ;av  land.   The  list  of  bankrupts  and  commercial  &ilures  is 


something  astounding.  There  was  a  time  when  the  merchant 
having  failed  the  first  thought  that  struggled  above  his  hu- 
miliation and  mortified  pride  was  suicide.  The  b.mkrupt  mer- 
chant of  to-day  is  a  cheerful  specimen  of  business  audacity. 
The  banker  who  fails  and  robs  loses  no  social  standing. 
Fifty  cents  on  the  dollar  rehabilitates  the  dishonest  and  dis- 
honorable business  man,  and  the  competition  of  trade  so- 
licits again  his  patronage. 

It  is  not  the  idler  and  vagrant,  it  is  not  the  mendicant  and 
tramp,  it  is  not  the  social  dreamer  and  the  Communist,  that 
threatens  to  overthrow  and  destroy  the  fabric  of  civilization. 
It  is  not  this  class  that  is  striking  the  most  severe  blows  at 
the  things  we  call  property,  government,  and  social  order ; 
but  it  is  the  sordid,  grasping,  unprincipled,  selfish,  rich  man, 
who,  in  trampling  upon  the  rights  of  the  poor,  is  mining  the 
foundations  upon  which  all  that  he  treasures  is  built.  It  is 
this  that  makes  the  sand-lot  possible  ;  it  is  this  that  invites 
to  social  disorders  ;  it  is  this  condition  of  things — this  evil 
condition  of  things — these  crimes  in  high  places,  infamy  in 
politics,  dishonesty  in  business,  swindling  in  trusts,  robbing 
of  savings  banks,  repudiation  of  honorable  obligations,  in- 
difference 10  the  rights  of  the  common  people — that  is  threat- 
ening a  social  revolution  and  a  political  upheaval.  It  is 
Tweed,  Lousiana  fi^uds,  telegraphic  ciphers.  Bank  of  Glas- 
gow failure,  stock  gambling,  fraud  in  trusts,  savings  bank 
and  life  insurance  robberies,  that  are  undermining  man's  con- 
fidence in  man,  and  resolving  societ)'  back  to  its  normal  con- 
dition of  barbarism,  when  property  will  belong  to  the  sharp- 
witted  and  the  strong  of  hand. 


The  failure  of  the  Bank  of  Glasgow — the  bankruptcy  of 
so  many  leading  merchants  and  corporations  in  England — 
will  have  one  good  effect,  and  that  is  to  disarm  the  English- 
man of  that  arrogant,  and  sometimes  offensive,  assurance 
that  has  continually  asserted  the  superior  integrity  of  Eng- 
lish over  .American  business  men.  They  are  exceedingly 
fond  of  assuming  to  themselves  superior  virtues.  We  expe- 
rienced this  largely  when  slaver>'  e.xi5ted  in  our  country. 
"  England  was  fi-ee  ;  when  the  slave  touched  her  soil  his 
shackles  fell."  And  yet  when  our  unfortunate  civil  war  oc- 
curred British  sentiment  arrayed  itself  in  favor  of  the  insti- 
tution, gave  money,  medicines,  ships,  and  contraband  serv- 
ice in  aid  of  the  rebellion.  England  is  full  of  private  banks, 
and  its  laws  pro\-ide  no  machinery  for  examination  as  to 
their  solvency.  It  is  now  being  whispered  abroad  through 
the  financial  circles  of  Great  Britain  that  it  is  desirable  to 
have  bank  commissioners,  armed  with  authority  to  investi- 
gate, and  the  fear  exists  lest  many  of  them  shall  be  found  to 
be  as  rotten  as  the  Bank  of  Glasgow,  and  the  management 
no  better.  Specimens  of  French  banking  in  San  Francisco 
have  been  unfortunate.  The  historj-  of  Pioche,  Bayerque  & 
Co.,  of  the  French  Savings  Bank,  have  taken  from  this  na- 
tionalit)-  the  privilege  of  throwing  stones  at  our  glass  houses. 


In  contemplating  these  things,  and  considering  the  na- 
tionality of  those  who  compose  our  criminal  classs,  who 
meet  on  the  sand-lot  to  blaspheme  God,  to  assault  the 
principles  of  republican  government ;  considering  the  birth- 
place of  that  great  body  of  tramps,  thieves,  and  idle  advent- 
urers who  are  now  scouring  the  country  in  criminal  vaga- 
bondage, we  accept  with  resignation  the  feet  that  we  are 
native-bom  and  of  .-Vmerican  parentage.  .And  while  we  thus 
write  we  again,  as  always,  desire  to  make  exception  of  those 
foreign-bom  who  come  to  our  land  inbred  with  republican 
principles,  and  prepared  to  accept  their  positions  as  .Ameri- 
can citizens.  But  we  resent  with  indignation  the  insolence 
of  this  foreign  interference  in  our  political  affairs ;  we  are 
restive  under  the  arrogant  and  impudent  meddlesomeness  of 
ignorant  foreign  demagogues  who  thrust  themselves  so  pre- 
sumptuously into  our  political  matters.  We  look  upon  this 
sand-lot  business  as  the  crystallization  of  foreign  vagabond- 
age with  .American  demagogy-,  and  can  not  hide  our  shame 
And  mortification  that  in  a  convention  to  remodel  the  organic 
laws  of  our  State  the  delegates  from  this  great  city  are  igno- 
rant and  adventurous  Germans  and  Irish,  who  represent 
neither  the  intelligence,  the  \-irtue,  the  wealth,  nor  the  re- 
spectability of  their  constituency. 


A  great  spasm  of  indignation  has  just  recently  gone  over 
the  whole  of  the  California  press  because  of  a  picture  in  one 
of  Harpers  publications,  representing  Chinamen  treading 
out  the  wine.  It  is  regarded  by  our  patriotic  journals  as  a 
direct  blow  at  the  wine  interest  by  this  representation  of  "  a 
mercenary  and  hireling  press "  to  make  it  appear  that  the 
nasty  Heathen  Chinee  tramples  in  our  wine  vats.  We  pre- 
fer to  have  it  understoood  that  our  vintage  is  managed  as  is 
represented  to  have  been  done  in  the  Roman  mountains  by 
Macaulay  in  one  of  his  lays  of  .Ancient  Rome  ; 

".\nd  in  the  vats  of  Luna 

This  year,  the  musu  <haU  foam 
Round  the  while  fe«  of  laughing  girls. 
\\'hose  sires  have  marched  to  Rome.** 

Now,  the  real  fact  is,  that  most  of  our  grapes  are  crushed 
in  the  wine  press,  and  whatever  there  may  be  of  impurities 
are  carried  away  by  the  process  of  fermentation.  But  the 
additional  fact  also  remains  that  some  of  the  grapes  are 
trodden  under  the  feet  of  the  Heathen  Chinee,  and  the  still 


cheaper  labor  of  Digger  Indians.  We  visited  some  years 
ago  the  famous  vineyard  of  Cocomungo,  on  the  road  between 
Los  Angeles  and  San  Bernardino.  We  believe  it  is  the 
oldest  large  vineyard  in  California,  as  it  is  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  for  the  excellence  of  its  wines.  It  was  then  ufMer 
the  management  of  Mr.  Sansevaine,  and  there  we  saw  the 
great  luscious  purple  clusters  being  picked  by  Indians, 
brought  to  the  vats  in  great-wheeled  Spanish  wains,  and  after 
being  dumped  into  the  vats  we  saw  them  filled  with  great, 
stalwart,  sweating  Indian  bucks,  up  from  between  whose 
gaunt  toes  spurted  the  purple  blood  that  went  to  make  the 
famous  wine  of  Cocomungo. 


.And  while  we  are  upon  the  wine  question  it  is  in  order  to 
remark  that  our  wine  enterprise  is  suffering  under  the  indif- 
ference and  criminal  conduct  of  our  own  people.  The  fact 
is,  we  affect  to  despise  our  own  wines ;  we  affect  to  believe 
that  the  imported  wines  of  Germany,  France,  Spain,  and 
Portugal,  are  better  than  those  of  California,  and  that  the 
imported  brandies  of  southern  France — which  are  supposed 
to  come  to  us  by  way  of  the  London  docks — are  superior  to 
those  manufactured  in  California.  Now,  all  this  affectation 
is  started  in  the  interest  of  a  foreign  wine  trade,  and  kept  up 
by  a  class  of  ignorant  wine-gulpers,  who  pretend  to  a  knowl- 
edge they  do  not  possess.  Ever)'  club,  and,  we  presume,  ev- 
er)- bar-room  and  comer  grocer)',  has  a  sort  of  wine  diltt- 
lunti,  who  affect  to  have  a  nice,  discriminating  taste  concern- 
ing wine,  and,  with  an  unanimity  that  is  absolutely  astonish- 
ing, they  agree  that  California  wines  are  not  equal  to  foreign. 
There  is  too  much  alcohol  in  them,  they  are  earthy,  they  are 
this,  and  they  are  not  that.  The  fact  is,  and  is  indisputable, 
and  is  growing  into  recognition,  that  the  majority  of  the  wines 
of  Califoniia  are  superior  to  a  majority  of  the  wines  of  the 
countries  we  have  named.  There  is  no  such  brandy  im- 
ported from  France,  and  has  not  been  for  ten  years,  and  is 
not  now  being  made  there,  as  that  produced  by  General 
Henry  .M.  Naglee  at  his  vineyards  at  San  Jos^.  They  do 
not  use  such  rare  and  valuable  grapes  in  any  part  of  France 
for  brandy  as  does  General  Naglee.  They  can  not  afford  it. 
.And  when  General  Naglee's  brandy  is  subjected  to  the  treat- 
ment, and  has  the  age  given  to  the  production  of  the  French 
still,  he  can  and  does  produce  a  superior  article. 


This  trath  is  forcing  its  recognition  in  our  clubs  and 
among  our  brandy  drinkers,  in  the  face  of  narrow  prejudice, 
and  the  interests  of  the  foreign  grower,  importer,  and  trader. 
Any  gentleman  who  having  traveled  in  the  wine  countries  of 
Europe,  and  tasted  the  loc^  wines  with  a  view  to  compari- 
son with  the  production  of  California  vineyards,  is  not  hon- 
est who  does  not  admit  the  superiorit)'  of  our  wines.  It  is 
undoubtedly  true  that  we  have  not  produced  such  sparkling 
champagnes  as  some  of  those  imported.  Champagne  is  a 
manufactured  article,  and  it  may  be  that  our  wine  makers 
can  not  produce  a  wine  that  pleases  the  purely  artificial  taste 
that  the  drinker  of  imported  champagnes  demand.  It  is 
undoubtedly  true  that  in  sherries  and  madeiras  there  is  a 
quality  from  abroad  that  we  have  not  equaled.  But  that  we 
will  produce  wines  of  equal  purity,  flavor,  and  excellence 
in  course  of  time,  we  do  not  doubt.  Our  port  wine,  in  point 
of  all  its  qualities,  is  now  the  equal  of  the  best  imported 
port  wines.  We  are  producing  over  55,000,000 .  in  value  of 
wines  annually.  It  is  nearly  all  sent  abroad,  and  after  being 
pasted  with  false  labels,  and  stamped  with  the  lying  device 
of  some  foreign  house  or  vineyard,  is  sent  back  to  us,  or 
distributed  over  the  world  as  French  or  German  wine. 


Wine  is  destined  to  be  not  one  of  the  greatest,  but  in  time 
the  greatest  of  the  industries  of  California.  It  will  not  be 
many  years  before  it  will  swell  in  value  beyond  grain,  or 
wool,  or  gold.  It  deserves  to  be  protected,  and  above  all 
things  it  desen'es  a  good  word  from  Califomians.  The 
sneers  of  those  brainless  asses  of  the  dubs  and  bar-rooms, 
who  find  no  good  in  the  product  of  our  vineyards,  ought  to 
be  washed  back  down  their  throats  with  a  flood  of  the  vile, 
sour  decoctions  of  the  German  Rhine,  and  the  thin,  watery 
compounds  that  the  traveler  experiences  all  the  way  from 
Lisbon  to  Naples  when  he  calls  for  the  "  wine  of  the  coun- 
try." It  stands  to  reason  that  the  best  grapes  will  make  the 
best  wine.  There  is  no  land  in  the  world  where  the  grape 
is  so  luscious,  so  large,  so  perfect  as  in  California.  In  vari- 
ety we  are  not  excelled.  Therefore  we  declare,  without  fear 
of  contradiction,  that  the  majorit)-  of  our  wines  and  brandies, 
given  the  proper  treatment  and  the  proper  age,  are  superior 
to  the  foreign  productions,  and  the  sooner  our  newspapers, 
club  sharps,  and  wine  diUtlanti  get  rid  of  the  affectation  of 
undervaluing  the  products  of  our  vineyards,  the  better  it  will 
be  for  the  country. 

We  are  frequently  asked  why  we  do  not  give  more  space 
to  the  consideration  of  questions  now  being  discussed  by  the 
Constitutional  Convention.  We  deem  it  better  to  await  the 
conclusion  of  its  deliberations.  Tn^  personnel  of  the  body  is 
representative  of  the  best  intelligence  of  the  State.  The 
Convention  works  industriously,  and  so  far  harmoniously. 
We  expect  from  it  a  good  outcome.  In  such  event  we  shall 
give  the  work  our  approval,  and  earnestly  labor  for  its  ac- 
acceptance  by  the  people. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


PRATTLE. 


Secretax>-  Evarts  has  taken  the 
-  rather  unnecessar)'  trouble  to  cor- 
rect the  press  report  of  a  speech 
of  his,  by  giving  the 
first  nine  lines  of  a 
sentence  which  the 
reporter  had  round- 
ed off  in  three.     In 
private  life  Secreta- 
ry' Evarts  is  an  in- 
It  is  said  to  be  charming  to  hear  him  say — 

Now  I  lay  me  dowTi  to  sleep, 

I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul   to  keep. 

He  kneels  at  his  bedside  in  his  little  nightj%  clasps  his  tiny 

hands,  and  looking  trustfully  upward  begins  : 

"  At  thepresent  juncture  of  affairs,  deeming  it  expedient  to  substitute  for 
a  vertical  attitude  one  of  recumbency,  in  order  to  avail  myself  of 
the  nocturnal  cessation  of  consciousness  that  restores  the  vital  en- 
ergies and  exhausted  powers, 
I  have  the  distinguished  honor  to  solicit  the  attention  of  His  Excel- 
lency, the  Ruler  of  Nations,  to  the  unprotected  condition  of  my  in- 
corporeal pan,  and  venture  to  suggest,  with  great  respect,  that 
such  measures  may  be  taken,  looking  to  its  preien*ation,  as  in  His 
wisdom  He  may  consider  most  1  kely  to  be  effective." 


teresting  child. 


It  is  announced  that  an  owTier  is  wanted  at  the  Police 
Office  for  two  hundred  pounds  of  lead,  taken  from  a  China- 
man. No  doubt  many  of  the  owners  are  dead,  and  others 
scattered  in  foreign  lands.  Few,  probably,  could  make  proof 
of  ownership;  some  from  delicacy  would  not  attempt  it.  Let 
the  lead  go  as  a  perquisite  to  the  surgeon  who  took  it  out 


The  daily  newspapers  are  bewailing  a  vanished  opportu- 
nity :  Mr.  James  Brooks,  the  chief  of  the  United  States 
Secret  Service  Bureau,  was  in  San  Francisco  for  two  weeks, 
and  they  did  not  know  who  the  ,^eat  man  was  until  he  had 
gone ;  so  the  butter  wherewith  they  would  have  anointed 
the  hide  of  him  was  tardily  expended  upon  his  trail,  sen'ing 
but  to  grease  the  metals  of  the  overland  railroad.  The  liter- 
ature of  regret  contains  nothing  more  moving  than  the  lan- 
guage in  which  one  journalist  complains,  again  and  again, 
that  the  gentleman  did  not  reveal  himself 

"Come  back,  come  back!"  he  cries  with  grief — 

The  while  his  mouth  runs  water — 
"  That  1  may  kiss  thee — kiss  thee,  chief. 

I  oughter,  oh,   I  oughter  ! " 

In  vain — he  turned  his  back  the  more. 
But  called  out:  "What's  preventing.'" 

Then  grimly  smiled  and  cried  :    "  My  child. 
Just  kiss  me  while  I'm  wenting." 

"  Had  I  but  known  his  lordship's  rank  and  officious  char- 
acter, I  had  performed  for  his  lordship  and  his  lordship's 
horse  such  dutiful  ser\-ility  as  must  needs  have  touched  their 
hearts,  and  procured  for  my  tavern  their  lasting  disfavor." 

"  You  feel,  with  Tennyson,"  writes  the  music  reporter  of 
the  Posij  "that  men  must  work  and  women  must  weep." 
Well,  if  men  would  work  harder  to  qualify  themselves  for 
their  arts,  women  (and  the  angels)  would  not  need  to  weep 
over  the  duplex  ignorance  of  a  singing  scribbler  who  thinks 
Tennyson  wrote  "  the  words  "  of  the  "  Three  Fishers." 

The  foregoing  criticism,  Herr  "  Doppelkreuz,"  is  perhaps 
needlessly  pointed ;  it  is  made  so  merely  for  your  instruction, 
by  example,  in  the  useful  art  of  assaulting  a  friend  without 
lying  about  him  in  the  interest  of  another  liar.  I  can  recom- 
mend the  truthful  method,  for  I  have  never  practiced  any 
other.  It  is  harder  on  the  self-respect  of  a  friend,  and  easier 
on  mine  ;  and  in  any  kind  of  contest  he  who  loses  his  self- 
respect  loses  the  battle.  Falsehood  (you  will  agree)  is  the 
method  of  a  bungler — an  impostor  who  knows  not  his  busi- 
ness. A  man  of  sense  and  wit  will  not  write  a  lie,  for  that  is 
to  confess  himself  wanting  in  imagination.  Any  body  can 
make  a  lie,  but  only  a  wit  can  evolve  ridicule  with  equal 
facility  from  a  discreditable  and  a  creditable  truth.  The 
man  of  imagination  and  judgment,  therefore,  ignores  false- 
hood, not  because  it  is  wicked,  but  because  it  is  weak.  It  is, 
I  suppose,  a  fault  in  morals ;  I  know  it  to  be  a  crime  in 
taste.  Would  you  willfully  sing  a  false  note?  Then  why 
should  you  write  a  false  statement  ?  Are  not  letters  as  good 
as  music  ?    Think  on  this. 

You  are  a  child,  Herr  "Doppelkreuz" — a  child.  It 
pleases  me  to  take  an  interest  in  you.  I  am  told  you  sing 
well — God  knows  Tve  no  ear — but  in  letters  you  make  mis- 
■  takes  ;  you  go  wTong,  and  must  be  set  right.  I  have  known 
you  to  mistake  v/himsical  badinage  for  unfriendly  rancor. 
You  fly  into  a  passion  and  try  to  injure  those  who  love  you  ; 
and  anon,  presto  !  you  are  caressing  those  whom  you  should 
despise.  This,  I  must  remind  you,  is  not  the  disposition  of 
a  critic  ;  it  is  more  like  a  woman.  Like  a  woman,  too,  you 
have  a  pretty  knack  at  virtue,  but  you  sin  without  much 
understanding.  You  must  learn,  Herr  "  Doppelkreuz,"  you 
must  learn.     Shall  it  be  from  the  enemy  ? 

The  San  Rafael  Herald  publishes  some  verses  by  a  con- 
vict in  the  State  Prison.  They  are  not  ver>-  good  verses — 
hardly  better  than  the  average  ;  but  as  evidence  that  at  least 
one  local  poet  has  had  justice  done  upon  him  they  are  pleas- 
ing and  instructive.  But  what  shall  we  say  of  the  reforma- 
tory character  of  the  State  Prison  ? 


"  Rutherford,"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  looking  up  from  the  docu- 
ments she  was  signing,  "  this  is  positively  the  last  agricult- : 
ural  fair  that  I  shall  permit  you  to  attend.     You  u'iil  drink 
lemonade,  Rutherford — it  seems  a  mania  with  you — and  as 
President  of  the  United  States  I  must  be  careful  of  my  ex- ' 
ample."      ''  But    it    isn't    your  e.xample,"  mildly   protested 
Mr.  Hayes,  his  crochet  needle  temporarily  suspending  its  ; 
function  ;  "  it's  mine."     "  Rutherford  Hayes — Rutherford  B.  j 
Hayes,"  replied  the  lady,  with  rasping  particularity,  "  I  will 
not  be  insulted  in  my  own  capital.     Whatever  is  yours  is 
mine,  and  whatever  is  mine — "     "  Is  your  own,  I  s'pose,"'  in- 
terrupted the  insurgent  ;  "  I've  heard  it  before."     The  lady 
removed  her  pen,  assumed  a  stiffly  vertical  attitude,  and 
took  a  reef  in  her  right   sleeve.     But  there  ensued  the  fitful 
snapping  of  coat-tails,  and  the  sound  of  a  great  going-out,  and 
the  Executive  Head  of  this  nation  was  represented  in  the 
White  House  by  a  warm  spot  on  a  cushion. 


a  disappointment,  for  I  had  hoped  to  soon  have  the  happi- 
ness of  a  visit  from  the  disembodied  spirit  of  the  brave  Mr. 
Widmer,  destroyer  of  editors.  Nothing,  it  appears,  will 
procure  me  the  pleasure  of  a  second  call  from  his  meat  and 
bones. 

The  rags  of  humility  are  not  commonly  found  on  the  back 
of  the  fool — to  whom  they  belong — ^because  they  have  been 
borrowed  by  the  knave  to  deceive  their  owner. 


A  bull  imprisoned  in  a  stall 
Broke  boldly  the  confining  wall. 
And  found  himself,  when  out  of  bounds. 
Within  a  washenivoman's  grounds. 
Where,  hanging  on  a  hook  to  dry, 
A  crimson  skirt  inflamed  his  eye. 
With  bellowings  that  woke  the  dead. 
He  low'red  his  formidable  head — 
Its  level  horns  and  gnarly  forehead  — 
Then,  planting  firm  his  shoulders  horrid. 
Began,  with  rage  made  half  insane,   ■ 
To  paw  the  arid  earth  amain. 
Flinging  the  dust  upon  his  flanks 
In  desolating  clouds  and  banks  ! 
The  while  his  eyes'  uneasy  white 
Betrayed  his  doubt  what  fof  the  bright 
Red  tent  concealed,  perchance,  from  sight. 
That  garment,  which,  all  undismayed. 
Had  never  paled  a  single  shade. 
Now  found  a  tongue — a  dangling  sock. 
Left  carelessly  inside  the  smock  ; 
"I  must  insist,  my  gracious  li^e. 
That  you'll  be  pleased  to  raise  the  si^e  : 
My  colors  I  will  never  strike. 
I  know  your  sex — you're  all  alike  — 
Some  small  experience  I've  had — 
YouVe  not  the  first  I've  driven  mad." 


A  writer  in  the  Fortnightly  Reinew  thinks  he  has  made  a 
point  against  apparitions  and  the  supernatural  by  reminding 
us  that  no  ghosts  or  visions  ever  appear  except  such  as  are 
popularly  believed  in  at  the  time.  Witches,  for  example, 
who  two  or  three  centuries  ago  were  as  thick  as  tombstones 
in  a  village  blackberr>'  patch  are  now  never  seen;  and  the 
Satan  of  the  middle  ages — I  came  near  saying  the  middle- 
aged  Satan — did  not  visibly  penetrate  into  ancient  Greece 
and  Rome.  I  fancy,  however,  this  can  be  otherwise  ex- 
plained. There  are  fashions  in  apparitions,  and  spirits  who, 
for  reasons  of  business  and  pleasure,  wish  to  be  recognized 
as  such  conform  to  the  current  descriptions  in  literature 
and  folk-lore,  assuming  such  form  and  manner  as  these  have 
made  us  familiar  with.  This  is  simpler  than  handing  us  a 
card,  which  in  most  cases  would  entail  the  necessity  of  strik- 
ing a  match  to  read  iL 

^^'hen,  on  the  contrary-,  our  fellow-citizens  who  have  un- 
loaded their  clay  (our  poor  relations,  so  to  speak),  or  the 
rarified  aborigines  of  the  elements,^wish  to  visit  us  unknown, 
they  safely  may,  and  doubtless  do,  adopt  such  tricks  of 
shape,  apparel,  and  manner  as  have  been  long  discarded  or 
are  not  yet  generally  introduced.  In  the  fourteenth  centur)- 
the  inferior  demons  commonly  presented  themselves  as 
goats.  A  Spanish  monk  was  so  annoyed  by  an  old  he  goat 
that  kept  coming  into  his  cell  by  night  in  spite  of  locks  and 
bars  that  on  one  occasion  he  seized  the  creature  by  the 
beard,  and  cut  it  off.  The  goat  instantly  vanished,  but  the 
beard  being  thrown  into  the  fire  would  not  bum;  a  circum- 
stance which  is  rightly  interpreted  as  proof  that  the  animal 
was  a  demon.  Seeing  a  group  of  fragrant  Billies  and  strad- 
dling Nannies,  who  now  recognizes  them  as  what  they  prob- 
ably are — visiting  statesmen  from  the  lower  world  ? 


You  are  walking  down  the  street ;  you  meet  a  bent  and 
bearded  old  hag,  "beated  and  chopped  with  tanned  antiqui- 
ty'," riding  a  broomstick.  Her  eyes  shine  with  a  cold,  malev- 
olent lustre,  like  the  reflection  of  a  candle  in  the  nail-heads 
of  a  coffin.  Her  gray  hair,  foul  with  dirt,  trickles  bitterly 
down  her  skinny  shoulders  to  loosely  spend  itself  amongst 
the  eminences  of  her  bony  back.  Her  shred  of  raiment  is 
bedraggled  ;  her  great  shoes  clap  and  scuffle  on  the  stones  ; 
she  croons  to  herself  an  evil  ditty,  with  rhymes  not  of  this 
earth  and  in  the  devil's  own  metre.  Now  how — precisely 
how  do  you  know  this  apparition  is  one  of  the  Post's  tal- 
ented contributors,  and  no  witch  "^ 


In  the  very  form  in  which  he  afterward  strove  with  Dr. 
Luther,  Satan,  no  doubt,  once  strutted  about  in  the  streets  of 
Imperial  Rome,  just  as  he  now  does  in  those  of  San  Fran- 
cisco. But  he  was  then  mistaken  for  the  Court  Fool  of  the 
latest  African  potentate  brought  into  the  city  at  the  chariot 
wheel  of  the  newest  conqueror,  just  as  in  San  Francisco  he 
is  now  mistaken  for  Brigadier- General  McComb. 


I  remember  Heine  somewhere  mentions  a  belief  that 
when,  in  their  dismal  wanderings,  ghosts  meet  human  beings 
the  dead  are  as  much  alarmed  as  the  li\ing.  Lord  knows 
why  the  poor  devils  should  fear  and  avoid  us  ;  they  carr>-  no 
purses.    Their  reasonless  timidity  is  to  me  a  revelation  and 


Mr.  Bierstadt  proposes  to  establish  in  London  or  Paris  a 
gallery  of  American  art.  Any  scheme  is  a  good  one  that 
will  assist  in  putting  the  Atlantic  ocean  between  .-Vmerican 
art  and  American  art  students. 


They  are  building  steamboats  above  the  Falls  of  the  Mis- 
souri. This  is  the  best  thing  that  could  happen  to  that  river ; 
the  steamboats  having  been  built  and  equipped  it  will  be 
necessarj'  to  demolish  the  falls  to  get  them  out. 


Prowling  by  night  in  the  disreputable  places  of  New  York, 

taking  notes  to  refresh  the  memories  of  the  pious,  that  man 

o'  God,  the  Rev.  Mr.  DeWitt  Talmage,  records  the  names  of 

the  respectables  he  meets  in  these  evil  comers,  and  threatens 

them  with  public  exposure.     Pending  the  revelations,  the 

frightened  gentlemen  in  question  (or  as  the  loose -thinking 

member  of  Congress  had  it,  "  the  questionable  gentlemen  ") 

are  forestalling  the  child  of  light  by  publishing  their  own 

names,  and  a\erring  that  they  visited  the  temples  of  sin  to 

have  an  eye  upon  the  Rev.  Mr.  Talmage — whose  name,  in 

connection  with  this  matter,  they  swear  they  will  pitilessly 

suppress. 

In  this  bitterest  of  quarrels 

Lo !  the. right  is  hardest  hit, 
For  DeWitt  has  all  Uie  morals 

But  the  sinners  have  DeWitt. 


WTien  one  of  my  paragraphs,  writing  itself  expires  in  a 
pun,  I  have  always  the  disagreeable  feeling  of  having  met  a 
fool  and  shaken  hands  with  him.  I  don't  like  to  be  thought 
"  stuck  up,"  and  I  am  not  unsocial,  but  really  I  have  an  aver- 
sion to  fools,  and  am  choked  by  the  atmosphere  of  the  plane 
in  which  they  move.  As  most  of  them  are  in  the  newspaper 
business,  and  many  in  my  department  of  it,  there  would 
seem  to  be  a  cenain  fitness  in  our  occasionally  coming  to- 
gether on  some  common  ground  of  fellowship.  The  field  in 
which  they  cull  their  finest  flowers  of  fancy — that  of  l>-ing — 
I  am  dissuaded  by  shame  from  entering,  and  they  never 
come  near  enough  to  the  dividing  line  between  it  and  the 
truth  for  me  to  even  shake  hands  with  them  through  the 
fence.  I  have  not  the  skill  and  experience  to  collaborate 
with  them  in  their  immortal  pictures  of  low  life— can  not  re- 
late a  bout  at  carpet-beating,  a  hunt  for  a  lost  suspender 
button,  a  struggle  with  a  stubborn  bureau  drawer,  an  attempt 
at  compihng  a  stove-pipe,  the  decapillation  of  a  hen-pecked 
husband,  nor  the  overthrow  of  a  dr^'  goods  salesman  in  a 
slangjvhanging  match  with  a  \tjlgar  beast  of  a  she  granger. 
.Amongst  the  tubs  and  towels,  soiled  linen  and  soapy  odors, 
of  the  literar}^  scuUerj'  from  which  the  "  funny  men  "'  delight 
to  draw  their  inspirations,  "  when  fond  recollection  presents 
them  to  view,"  I  should  feel  d^  trap.  I  am  not  proud;  but 
pray,  my  good  men,  where  are  we  to  meet  ?  There  remains 
the  pun. 

Hail,  peerless  Pun !   thou  last,  and  best. 
Most  rare  and  excellent  bequest 
Of  Dying  idiot  to  tiie  wit 
He  died  of,  rat-like,  in  a  pit ! 

Thyself  disguised,  in  many  a  way 
Thou  let'st  thy  sudden  splendor  play. 
Adorning  all  where'er  it  turns. 
.^  the  revealing  bull's  eye  bums. 
Of  the  dim  thief,  and  pb,y5  its  trick 
Upon  the  lock  he  means  to  pick. 

Vet  sometimes,  too,  thou  dost  appear 

As  boldly  as  a  brigadier, 

Trirked  out  with  marks  and  signs,  all  o'er. 

Of  rank,  brigade,  division,  corps. 

To  show  by  every  means  he  can 

An  officer  is  not  a  man  ; 

Or  naked,  with  a  lordly  s^vagger. 

As  proud  as  cur  without  a  wagger. 

Who  sa>-s ;  "See  simple  wonh  pre\'ail — 

All  dog,  sir — not  a  bit  of  tail!" 

'Tis  then  men  give  thee  loudest  welcome. 

As  if  thou  wert  a  sou!  from  hell  come. 

O  obvious  Pun  !  ihou  hast  the  grace 
Of  skeleton  clock  without  a  case — 
With  all  its  \itals  and  arrayed 
Intestines  modestly  displayed. 

Dear  Pun.  you're  common  ground  of  bliss. 
Where  fools  and  I  can  meet  and  kiss  ; 
Than  thee  my  wit  shall  stoop  no  IbwV— 
No  higher  theirs  did  e\'er  soar. 


Gratitude  is  a  dog  licking  the  hand  of  the  bread -giver. 
There  may  be  a  few  crumbs  adhering  to  the  fingers. 


Beerstretcher  wants  the  Constitution  to  "provide"'  that  a 
man  shall  support  and  educate  his  illegitimate  child.  His 
part  of  it,  I  suppose,  is  meant. 

A  proposed  article,  section,  chapter,  stanza,  sonnet,  or 
whatever  it  is,  of  the  Constitution  denies  the  right  of  suflrage 
to  all  who  employ  Chinese.  This  is  the  shortest  rnd  sharp- 
est way  of  dealing  with  "the  Irish  vote''  that  h.v:  ^  e'  been 
suggested. 


iO 


A  LETTER  FROM  A  SUMMER  RAMBLER, 


THE*      ARGONAUT. 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY. 


ALL  ABOUT  WOMEN. 


L'amour  est  une  goulte  ctfleste  tjue  les  cieux  om  vers^  | 
dans  le  calice  de  !a  vie  pour  en  corriger  ramertune. 


There  is  wailing  in  the  house  by  the  sea,  and  moaning  in 
the  halls  thereof;  S.  cr)-ing  for  her  morning  dip,  and  M. 
weeping  for  her  noon-clay  baih,  and  neither  will  be  comforted 
because  they  are  not !  The  long,  lazy  days  of  July  and  Au- 
gust and  September  have  drifted  away-  our  summer  idyl  is 
ended.  No  more  running  down  into  the  sea,  between  hedges 
of  wild  rose  and  azalias,  crushing  with  bared  feet  clover  blos- 
soms and  sweet  fern,  and  canning  away  on  our  bathing- 
dresses  their  perfume  to  soften  the  intenser  salt-sea  scent  of 
the  ocean  ;  no  more  garnering  up  of  lily-pod  shields  with  al- 
ternate faces  of  ruby  and  emerald,  each  one  uplifting  a  crest 
of  ivory,  rose-tinctured  at  the  heart ;  no  more  fingers  stained 
with  purple,  blue,  or  red,  as  we  rush  along  lanes  blockaded 
by  tangled  vines  beaded  with  myriad-dyed  fmitage  ;  no  more 
crabbings  in  a  leaky  boat,  returning  at  dusky  twilight,  crowned 
with  sea-weed,  wet  and  ocean- scented,  but,  alas  !  minus  the 
crabs ;  no  more  sailing  in  a  yacht,  all  white  from  stem  to 
stern,  a  veritable  bride  of  the  waves,  shining  like  a  silver 
galley  in  a  sea  of  sapphire  ;  no  more  trips  to  town  in  a  toy 
steamer,  so  low  that  our  hands  may  feel  the  cool  laps  of  the 
water  as  we  hurry  along  ;  no  more  picnickings  at  the  Grove, 
or  junketings  on  Pirate's  Rock,  or  indolent  ramblings  on  the 
banks  of  the  Thames,  or  swinging  in  a  hammock  reading  a 
deliciously  silly  novel,  or  glancing  upward  through  the  green 
gleam  of  some  dewy-tasseled  tree  to  rix  in  memory  the  tlam- 
boyant  description  of  .an  impossible  hero  or  heroine.  Ah, 
me  I  our  gala-days  are  over,  and  a  red  stone  marks  the  final 
flitting-place  of  all  their  vanished  joys  !  Happily  for  us,  we 
have  been  spending  the  summer  with  friends,  and  can  say 
nothing  of  sea-side  life  from  the  fashionable  view-point.  The 
house  in  which  we  lived  is  of  cool  gray  stone,  and  looks  as 
if  it  might  have  been  evolved  out  of  the  inner  consciousness  I  gj^J^s 

of  the  granite  foundation  from  which  it  seems  literally  to  i  *  

grow,  so  lovingly  has  nature  accepted  it  as  her  own.  Ivy  |  Qu^nd  on  songe  h  tout  ce  cue  les  feinmes  apportenl  de 
folds  green  arms  about  it  on  one  side,  while  woodbme  creeps  tendresse,  de  sollicitude,  de  protection,  de  grAce,  de  charme, 
to  the  roof  on  the  other;  dehcately  imted  lichens,  brilliant    ^^  bnnheur,  on,  du  moins,  de  consolation  dans  la  vie  de 


— Cntignez  r.xmour.  disaii  l-iurc  A  ^i  fill*-, 

C'esl  un  Sfrpent,   un  inonsire.  un  monsln-  aflVriiv  ! 

Filletie  A  quinzc  ans,  ct  filleiic  gentillr. 

Doii  redouter  ses  venins  (Lingtrviix. 
j  Or,  si  jamais  rennemi  furieux, 

IVt  i  piquer,  se  prt^nte  A  vos  yeux, 

Que  ferei-vous  pour  parcr  son  .-lUeinlc' 

— Je  le  fuirai.     — Nlais  il  vous  poursuivrti? 
I  —Oh  bien !  maman,  n'nyez  aucune  crainie, 

i  S'il  mc  iioiirsiiii,  Colin  fnc  di*fendra. 

11  y  a  dans  nous  un  obstacle  au  parfail  bonheur.  C'est 
I'ennui  des  choscs  que  nous  posst5dons,  et  le  dtJsir  de  celles 
que  nous  n'avons  pas. — Afrne.  dt'  Ru'ii.v. 

L'amour,  rinquivludc  el  le  chagrin  rheminent  toujours  en- 
semble. 


Ayez  toujours 
soupi;onne/  le 


I  l.n  amour,  le  hasard  est  un  grand  inaltre. 
I  I'hameijOn  prei,  et  dans  Tendroit  que  vous 
!  moins,  vous  trouvcre^  du  poisson.  —  Ovith: 

i  — 

I  Les  femmes  sonl  plus  heureuses  dc  Tainour  qu'elles  inspi- 
I  lent  que  de  Tamour  qu'elles  (5prouvcnt.  Les  hommes  sent 
tout  le  contraire. — Roihepi^dri: 

Ce  qu'un  homme  a  mcditf^  un  an,  une  femme  le  renverse 
en  un  jour. — Dt'mosthhie. 

Tant  que  le  cceur  garde  des  d^sirs,  I'esprit  garde  des  illu- 
Chateaubriand. 


fungi,  and   pretty  mosses   embroider  the   surface,  the   soft 
gray  tint  of  which  throws  them  up  in  the  daintiest  of  basso- 
rilinos.     The  great  ocean,  changeless,  yet  e\er  changing,  , 
chanted  its  grand  psalm  unceasingly  through  the  busy  day 
and   the   still   hours  of  the   nighL      In  early  morning,  we  ; 


Ihonime,  on  est  tent**  de  ne  plus  parler  aux  femmes  que  tcte 
nue,  h.  deux  genoux,  le  front  plongt?  dans  les  poussitrre.^:^ 
Louis  Dt'Sfioyers. 


— Si  vous  ndgligez  votre  toilette,  disaii-on  Ji  une  jeune 


Vous  aimeriez  nion  Aspasie, 

.Si,  comme  moi,  vous  pouviez  voir 

Combien  la  friponne  est  jolie. 
Sur  son  sofa,  dans  son  boudoir. 

Elle  est  coquette,  die  est  volage, 
Mais  je  ne  veux  pas  le  savoir ; 

Quelle  est  la  femme  qui  soit  sage 
Sur  son  sofa,  diins  son  boudoir? 


Tous  les  tr^sors  de  la  terre    ne 
d6tre  aim^. — Caldcron. 


■alent    pas  le    bonheur 


Les  amants  qui  se  disputent  s'adorent. 


watched  the  stately  ships,  and  the  lovely  yachts,  and  the  tiny  ■  ^j,^^  ^.^^^^  ^^  ^.^^^  marierez  jamais.  —Eh  bien  !  rdpondit- 
sail-boats,  all   flittmg  along  the  iridescent  splendor  of  the  ;  ^j,g  jj^ourdiment,  je  ferai  comme  ma  m£.re,  je  resterai  fille. 

water  like  a  flash  of  ivory  butterflies;  at  evening  we  sat  on  

the  rocks  that  creep  out  into  the  sea,  and  sang  or  dreamed — 
while  our  ho<;t  touched  softly  the  guitar — through  the  sun- 
sets, the  twilights,  and  the  gloamings,  that  succeeded  each 
other  in  theunmatchable  loveliness  of  their  daily  procession. 
The  other  night  we  had  an  atmospheric  miracle.  The  waves 
have  sculptured  that  part  of  the  coast  over  which  the  gray 
roof  of  our  friend  seems  to  brood  into  the  perfectest  possi- 
ble semi-circle  about  a  mile  and  a  half  in  extent.  Above  the 
whole  expanse  of  the  ocean,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
lay  a  cloud  of  the  richest,  deepest  carmine.  Its  peculiarity, 
after  the  rare  coloring,  was  the  uniform  tint  and  texture 
throughout.  No  fainter  hues  broke  the  opaque  magnifi- 
cence which  hung  like  a  rosy  canopy  over  the  water.  The 
pink  reflection  from  above  meeting  the  wine-colored  waves 
made  them  look  as  if  sheathed  in  glittering  coral,  the  effect  |  On  demandait  un  jour  dans  une  compagnie  quelle  ^tait 
of  which  was  heightened  by  a  tiny  strip  of  azure  which  the  i  la  vertu  la  plus  n^cessaire  aux  femmes.  Presque,  toutes 
cloud  curtain  did  not  cover.  The  contrast  between  the  rich  j  furent  davis  que  c'^tait  la  chastet^  ;  il  n'y  en  eut  qu'une  qui 
red  and  the  shining  blue  was  wonderful.  It  was,  doubtless,  I  r<5pondit :  Vous  vous  trompez,  Mesdames,  c'est  la  discr(^tion. 
the  most  remarkable  phenomenon  ever  seen  by  those  who  ,  Jai  spixanie  ans,  et  j'ai  la  reputation  d'avoir  ^t^  sage  ;  il  n'y 
gazed  upon  it.  awe-struck  and  entranced  by  its  mar\'elous    a  que  moi  qui  sache  si  cela  est. 

loveliness.     We  have  had  many  delightful  visitors  from  town  

to  enjoy  with  us  our  dreamy  seaside  ^^Av/ir;;;V«/A  Among  i  _£h  quoi  !  Madame,  disait  un  vieux  Cifladon  i  jeune 
others  William  Winter,  one  of  the  editors  of  the  Tribune,  |  femme,  vous  serez  done  toujours  cruelle  ;  pas  le  plus  petit 
and  author  of  a  volume  of  dainty  poems,  which  he  has  bap-  j  serrement  de  main  !  pas  la  moindre  petite  faveur  !  Vous  ne 
tiled '•  Thistle-down."'  It  is  an  "airy  fair>- Lilian "  sort  of  ^^  donnerez  done  jamais  rien  ?  —Moi!  Monsieur,  mais, 
book,  nch  with  the  perfumed  effervescence  peculiar  to  young  pardon,  je  vous  donne  soixante  ans,  et  les  mois  de  nourrice. 
poets,  and  giving  rare  promise  of  purple  vintages  and  yellow  

har\-ests  hereafter.    The  English  critics  place  him  very  high,        ,.     •       ^  , ^    ^  „  «    ^  „   *  %  u  ^-,™«^,™«  «,.^^  „«o 

J  .    .-      -    .  .        ...             ^         .  .     .s        ..  .     .     ^.     ^  .^  Ln  leune  homme  se  promenant  a  la  campagne  avec  une 

detecting  in  his  writings  a  racy  onemality  slnkinglv  Amen-  ■           j  „     j                   •              i   ■  j»       i   ■  J^a  «»«*,„ 

T-u                       ^j            c    t             ij          '       1-1J  eune  dame  de  sa  connaissance  lui  dit  en  lui  presentant  une 

can.     The  poems  remmd  me  of  the  minfrled  music  of  old  -"                  ■-,           ■    ,          .,,.     ,               -     j- 

n^         u   V  _       J      ■  1    J      -  .    u      ■  ^    /.u       ■  I    J  pomme  qu  il  venait  de  cueiUir  dans  un  jardm  • 

deorge  Herbert  and  wicked,  witty  Herrick  (the  wickedness  ^             m                                                    j 

left  out,  however,}  and  I  can  fancy  a  pretty  quarrel  between 

the  two   (granting   Spiritualism  and   its  materialistic  con 


Comme  Pllris,  je  suis  berger ; 

Comme  \'tinus,  vous  etes  belle  ; 
Comme  lui.  je  viens  de  juger; 

\'oulez-vous  me  payer  comme  elle? 


.A,  un  bal  masqut5 
tume  aquatique.     - 
La  mer. 


une  dame  tr^s-d(^collet<^e  portait  un  cos- 
-Que  repr^sentez  vous?  lui  demanda  un 
— Ah  !  ah  !  ii  marde  basse,  alors  ? 


Pourquoi  diable  vous  mariez-vous?  disait  un  jour  le  Car- 
dinal de  Coislin  au  vieux  Due  de  Lesdigui(!rres.  — Eh  par- 
bleu  !  comme  tout  le  monde,  pour  avoir  des  enfants.  — Des 
enfants  I  r^pHqua  le  cardinal.  Ah  !  Monsieur  le  due,  votre 
femme  est  bien  vertueuse  \ 


trol)  as  to  which  shall  enthuse  him.     Farjeon  spent  a  day 
or  two  with  us.     He  is  a  frank,  whole-souled,  cheery  English- 
man, with  slightly-suggested  Hebraic  features,  and  a  fearless. 
outspeaking  expression  of  countenance,  eminently   Anglo- 
Saxon.     We  used  to  sit  on  the  rocks  during  the  moonlight  I  in^■ite. 
nights  of  June  listening  to  his  bright   flow  of  words,  with 
whose  indolent  monotone  the  sand-kissing  waves  kept  time. 
Many  a  racy  anecdote  did  he  relate  to  us  during  these  moon- 
light stances  of  the  noted  men  and  women  that  he  had  met. 
Among  these  were  several  of  Dickens — whom  he  knew  inti- 
mately— that  have  never  been  in  print,  and  which  I  may  tell 
you  also  some  day.     He  was   intending,  when  we  last  saw 
him,  to  go  to  San  Francisco,  in  order  to  meet  his  celebrated 
father-in-law,  the  immortal    Rip  Van  Winkle.      I   have  just 
arrived  at  a  quaint  old  New  England  village,  where   I  used 
to  visit  when  a  girL     It   is   the  Sleepy  Hollow  of  the  East. 
One  of  the  villagers  said  to  me  the  other  day  that  "  fifty 
years  from  now  the  wolves  would  be  howling  through  its  vast 
forests  and  tangled  shrubber>-."    There  seems  to  be  some 
strange  spell  over  the  place  which  forces  its  voung  people  to  |      L'amour  est  le  fils  de  la  pauvret^  et  du  dieu  des  richesses. 
rush  away  from  it  as  soon  as   they  can  possibly  raise  the    pe  j^  pauvretcS  parce  qu'il  demande  toujours;  du  dieu  des 
money  to  do  so.     And   yet   its  glens,  and  waterfalls,   and  L-i^hesses,  parce  quMl  est  liberal.-/V^/^//. 
mountain  peaks,  are  of  rare  loveliness.     "  But  the  people,  ah  1 ! 
the  people  !  ■     Where  I   left  ebony,  gold,  and  amber,  I  find 
grey  and  silver  ;  for  rose-bloom,  sallowness  ;  for  dimples  and 


A  lone  association— .\n  old  maid's  club. 

How  to  manage  a  wife— Remain  single. 

The  latest  London  belle  is  an  Irish   lass,  and  her  name  is 
Gibbins. 


The  famous  mare, 
had  twins. 


^  I'nlly,"   daughter  of  ''  Kashion,''  has 


Ce  vetement  noir  que  portent  aujourd'hui  les  hommes  est 
un  symbole  terrible.  Pour  en  venir  Ik,  il  a  fallu  que  les  ar- 
mures  tombassent  pi&ce  a  [pi^ce,  et  les  broderies  fleurs  \ 
fieurs.  C'est  la  raison  humaine  qui  a  renvers^  toutes  les  il- 
lusions, mais  elle  porte  le  deuil  afin  qu'on  la  console. — Alfred 
de  Mussel. 


hfamour  est  Tarchitecte  de  lunivers. — Hcsiode, 


peach  contours,  hollowness  and  wrinkles;  for  the  lithe  grace- 
fulness and  round  forms  of  youth,  bowed  backs  and  trem-  ' 


Jad.is,  on   languissait,   on   brulait,  on   mourait  d'amour  : 


bling   limbs.      "Oh:  oh!  oh!  oh:  oh!"    as   Charles    Read  ^''J*'"'''^"^"'' ""  ^"  parle,  on  en  jase,  on  le  fait,  et,  le  plus 
says.     But  the  kindly  hearts  were  fresh  and  loving  as  ever,  ■  ^o"^'e"'»  o"  '  achcte.— J^kj'. 
and  they  had  graciously  kept  green  the  memory  of  the  ab- 1 
sent.  E.  O.  N.  E. 

1-F.vERETT,  Mass.,  October  la 


Quand  I'id^l  a  fui.  quand  la  foi  manque  k  lout, 
Fleur  au  di*in  parfum,  l'amour  seul  est  debouL 


=  L'amour  est  un  malicieux  aveugle  qui    ne  cherche  qu'k 

There  are  three  things  that  no  man  can  keep — a  point  on  crever  les  qeux  de  son  guide  pour  s'cgarer  tous  deux  en- 

a  pencil,  a  pointed  joke,  and  an  appointment  with  the  den-  semble. 

list.     Thsre  are  three  things  which  all  men  borrow — postage  

stamps,  cigarettes,  and  car  tickets.      There  are  three  things  ^^  ^^t  si  beau  d'aimer  et  d'etre  aimi^  que  cet  hymne  de  la 

nc  woman  can  do — cross  before  a  horse,  hurr>-  for  a  horse-  ^'^^  P^^^  se  moduler  h  Tinfini  sans  que  le  coeur  en  ^prouve  de 

car  and  understand  the  difference  between  ten  minutes^and  lassitude. — Mme.  de  Staifl. 

halt  an  hour.                                                                     *        |     October  36,  1878.  —                L.  G.  J.  DE  Finod. 


The  world  wlthuut  woman  woukl  be  a  perfect  blank — like 
a  sheet  of  paper,  not  even  ruled. 

A  child  thus  defines  gossip  :  "  It's  when  nobody  don't  do 
nothing,  and  somebody  goes  and  tells  il." 

If  a  lady  runs  against  you  in  the  street,  apologi/e.  She 
expects  it.     It  is  the  custom  of  the  country. 

There  are  actresses  who  are  always  recognized  of  that 
profession  when  off  the  stage,  but  never  on. 

The  divorced  wife  of  a  Boston  bowling-saloon-keeper  is 
suing  to  get  some  alley-money  from  her  former  husband. 

A  young  lady  in  tears  said  she  had  just  left  a  bed  side. 
When  asked  if  a  friend  was  ill,  replied  sweetly  :  "  Oh,  no,  it 
was  an  onion  bed."  • 

A  tiny  thread  of  gold  supporting  a  solitaire  diamond  is  the 
latest  style  of  engagement  ring.  It  is  so  everlastingly  sweet, 
and  so  easily  broken. 

Lady—" And  how  long  have  you  been  out  of  place?" 
Lady  help  (indignant  at  "out  of  place ''i—"  I  have  been  mal- 
apropos only  a  few  weeks,  madam." 

A  woman's  back  hair  has  just  been  turned  to  a  profitable 
account.  A  Mrs.  Meade,  of  Muskegon,  Michigan,  was  shot 
at  recently,  and  the  ball  lodged  in  her  Fiench  twist. 

"Why  do  you  use  paint?'  asked  a  violinist  of  his  daugh- 
ter. "  For  the  same  reason  that  you  use  rosin,  papa." 
"  What  is  that  ? "     "  Why,  to  help  me  draw  my  beau." 

Vassar  College  has  two  Japanese  girls,  and  the  Philadel- 
phia LhrPiiicle  says  it  is  an  affecting  sight  to  see  the  Ameri- 
can girls  teaching  them  how  to  slide  down  the  "  bannisters." 

Some  girls  up  in  Worcester  dosed  with  sweetened  flour  a 
fellow  who  bored  them,  and  made  him  think  he  had  taken 
arsenic.  He  took  an  emetic,  and  they  aresenickering  about 
it  yet. 

A  Frenchman  has  opened  a  Hymeneal  Academy  in  which 
young  ladies  are  taught  the  marriage  service,  with  all  the 
sighs  and  sobs  and'hysterics,  in  three  easy  lessons.  A  good 
scheme. 

An  exchange  says  a  pretty  female  lobbyist,  when  she  com- 
mences to  weep,  generally  wins  a  Congressman  over  to  her 
side.  From  this  it  would  appear  that  Congress  is  partially 
run  by  water-power. 

It  has  been  discovered  that  the  New  England  lady  who 
spelled  six  hundred  and  fifty  words  out  of  the  word  "con- 
gregationalist,"  has  never  learned  to  make  a  loaf  of  bread 
out  of  yeasc  and  flour. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,  positively,  madam,"  said  a  lawyer 
to  a  witness,  "  that  the  person  referred  to  never  left  his  na- 
tive village  after  the  day  of  his  marriage  ?  "  "I  do."  "  How 
do  you  know  he  never  did  ?"  "  Because  I  saw  him  buried 
in  the  village  graveyard  the  same  afternoon.'' 

A  young  lady  called  at  one  of  our  music  stores  the  other 
day  and  asked  for  something  new  in  piano  music.  The  clerk 
asked  her  if  it  made  any  difference  how  many  sharps  there 
were  in  the  piece.  "Oh,  no,"  she  replied,  "not  in  the  least, 
for  if  there  is  more  than  two,  I  always  scratch  them  out  with 
my  penknife." 

A  Peoria  man  trained  his  loving  wife  to  get  up  and  build 
the  fire.  His  wife  went  away  to  visit  some  friends,  and  the 
next  morning  he  tried  his  system  of  household  management* 
on  his  mother-in  law,  and  the  coroner  hung  around  his  bed- 
side for  hours,  though  the  doctor  assured  him  there  would 
be  no  occasion  for  an  inquest. 

A  barber's  apprentice  in  Hungar>'  cut  his  throat  because  a 
girl  would  not  marry  him.  He  was  taken  to  the  hospital  at 
Ratisbon  and  cured.  It  subsequently  proved  that  the  oper- 
ation his  larj'nx  had  undergone  had  given  him  a  fine  tenor 
voice,  which  he  improved  by  practice,  and  he  is  now  singing 
at  the  Opera  House  in  Vienna. 

A  St.  Louis  young  man's  chance  of  marrying  an  heiress 
to  whom  he  was  engaged  was  spoiled  by  the  use  of  his  diary 
as  evidence  in  a  lawsuit.  The  record  showed  that  he  fre- 
quently called  on  other  girls,  that  he  had  been  rejected  by 
two  of  them  since  his  betrothal  to  her,  and  that  he  had  bor- 
rowed money,  to  be  repaid  when  he  got  hold  of  her  purse. 

About  a  century  ago,  an  insurance  company  at  Madrid 
took  the  Virgin  Marj'  into  formal  partnership,  covenanting 
to  set  aside  her  portion  of  the  profits  for  the  enrichment  of 
her  shrine  in  the  city.  Not  doubting  that  she  would  protect 
every  vessel  in  which  she  had  so  manifest  an  interest,  they 
underwrote  ships  of  all  sorts  at  such  reduced  rates  that  in  a 
few  months  the  parties  were  all  declared  bankrupts  ! 

A  Palmer,  Massachusetts,  youth  took  a  minister  to  the 
house  of  his  expected  bride  the  other  day  to  have  the  cer- 
emony performed,  but  the  fickle  girl  preferred  one  of  the 
guests  to  the  bridegroom.  The-guest  procured  a  team  to 
take  the  girl  to  ride  and  think  it  over.  He  concluded  he  was 
not  ready  for  matrimony  and  proceeded  to  get  drunk.  The 
girl  did  not  get  a  husband,  the  bridegroom  did  not  get  a  wife, 
the  guest  lost  his  reason  in  a  drunken  stupor,  and  the  minis- 
ter lost  his  fee- 
Mrs.  M.  is  beautiful,  rich,  and  fashionable,  but  is  unable 
to  read.  One  day,  while  calling  upon  her  friend,  Mrs.  B., 
she  perceived  a  richly  bound  copy  of  the  Bible,  and  smilingly 
inquired  if  she  might  take  it  home  and  read  it.  Wondering 
much,  Mrs.  B.  assented,  and  one  week  later  the  book  was 
returned.  "  Were  you  pleased  with  it  ? "  asked  Mrs.  B.,  dryly. 
The  sweet  blue  eyes  of  Mrs.  M.  fairly  sparkled  with  pleasure. 
"  Oh,  my  dear  friend,  it  is  a  charming  novel.  They  got  mar* 
ried  at  last  ! " 


A 


The     argonaut. 


INTAGLIOS. 

The  Death  of  the  White  Heron. 
I  pulled  my  boat  with  cv-en  sweep 
Acro&i  light  shoals  and  eddies  deep. 
Tracking  the  currents  of  the  lake 
From  lettuce  raft  to  weedy  brake. 
Across  a  pool,  death-stJtl  and  dim, 
I  saw  a  monster  reptile  swim. 
And  caught,  far  off  and  quickly  gone, 
The  delicate  outlines  of  a  fawn. 
Above  the  marshy  islands  flew 
The  green  teal  and  the  swift  curlew. 
The  rail  and  dunlin  drew  the  hem 
Of  lily-bonnets  over  them. 
I  saw  the  tufted  wood-duck  pass 
Between  the  clumps  of  water-grass. 
All  round  the  gunwales  and  across 
I  draped  my  boat  with  Spanish  moss, 
And,  lightly  drawn  from  head  to  knee, 
I  hung  gay  air-plants  over  me; 
Then,  lurking  like  a  savage  thing 
That  meditates  a  treacherous  spring, 
.  1  stood  in  motionless  suspense 
Among  the  rushes  green  and  dense. 
I  kept  my  bow  hall"  drawn,  a  shaft 
Set  straight  across  the  velvet  haft. 
Alert  and  vigilant  I  stood, 
Scanning  the  lake,  the  sky,  the  wood. 
1  heard  a  murmur  soft  and  sad 
From  water-weed  to  lily-pad. 
And  from  the  frondous  pines  did  ring 
The  hammer  of  the  golden-wing. 
On  old  drift-logs  the  bitterns  stood. 
Dreaming  above  the  silent  flood. 
The  water-turkey  eyed  my  boat, 
The  hideous  snaJce-bird  coiled  its  throat, 
And  birds  whose  plurodge  shone  like  flame — 
Wild  things  grown  suddenly,  strangely  tame — 
Lit  near  me ;  but       heeded  not. 
They  could  not  tempt  me  to  a  shot. 
Grown  tired  at  length,  I  bent  the  oars 
by  grassy  brinks  and  shady  shores, 
Through  labyrinths  and  mysteries, 
"Mid  dusky  cj-press  stems  and  knees. 
Until  I  reached  a  spot  I  knew 
Over  which  each  day  the  herons  flew. 
I  heard  a  whisper  sweet  and  keen 
Flow  through  the  fringe  of  rushes  green 
( The  water  saying  some  light  thing, 
The  rushes  gayly  answering). 
The  wind  drew  faintly  to  the  south. 
Like  breath  blown  from  a  sleepers  mouth. 
And  down  its  currents  sailing  low 
Came  a  lone  heron  white  as  snow. 
He  cleft  with  grandly  spreading  wing 
The  haz>'  sunshine  of  the  spring ; 
Through  graceful  curves  he  swept  above 
The  gloomy  moss-hung  c^'press-grove ; 
Then  gliding  down  a  long  incline. 
He  flashed  his  golden  eyes  on  mine. 
Half-turned,  he  poised  himself  in  air. 
The  prize  was  great,  the  mark  was  fair ; 
I  raised  my  bow  and  steadily  drew 
The  silken  string,  until  I  knew 
My  trusty  aiTow's  barbed  point 
Lay  on  my  left  fore-finger  point — 
Until  I  felt  the  feather  seek 
My  ear,  s^nft  drawn  across  my  cheek : 
Then  from  my  fingers  leapt  the  string 
With  sharp  recoil  and  deadly  ring. 
Closed  by  a  sibilant  sound  so  shnll 
It  made  the  very  water  thrill; 
Like  twenty  serpents  bound  together 
Hissed  the  flj'ing  arrow's  feather ! 
A  thud,  a  puff,  a  feathery  ring, 
A  quick  collapse,  a  quivering — 
A  whirl,  a  headlong,  downward  dash, 
A  hea\'y  fall,  a  sullen  plash. 
And  like  white  foam,  or  giant  flake 
Of  snow,  he  lay  upon  the  lake  ! 
And  of  his  death  the  rail  was  glad, 
Strutting  upon  the  lily-pad. 
The  jaunty  wood-duck  smiled  and,  bowed. 
The  belted  kingfisher  laughed  aloud. 
Making  the  solemn  bittern  stir 
Like  a  half-wakened  blumbercr ; 
And  rasping  notes  of  joy  1  heard 
From  gallinule  and  crying  bird. 
The  while  with  treble  noise  did  ring 
The  hammer  of  the  golden-wing. 
M.\fRiCE  Thompson",  m  his  M'itclt^ry  of  Archery, 


Good-Bye. 
The  deepest  snows  can  melt  away ; 
Dark  clouds  can  dim  the  sunniest  day; 
Both  stranger  things  than  this,  thai  1 
Can  say  good-bye. 

The  broadest  streams  can  dry  in  drought, 
The  clearest  faith  give  room  to  doubt ; 
The  rule  holds  everj-where — don't  cry; 
Whats  in  "Good-bye?" 

Our  bond  was  not  so  firm  or  strong  — 
A  silken  fetter  snapt  ere  long — 
A  passing  fanc>*  fledged  to  fly 
With  brief  good-bye. 

To  call  such  love  puts  Love  to  shame; 
Let  who  will  lightly  speak  his  name. 
We  cannot,  even  when  death  draws  nigh. 
Bid  Love  good-bye. 

Though  casual  clouds  obscure  the  sky, 
Fortuitous  streams  at  length  run  dr^-. 
Heedless  we  mark  nor  question  why — 
Kiss  and  good-bye. 

Ah,  dear,  if  all  our  loves  like  this 
Could  end  in  one  half- careless  kiss. 
One  touch  of  hands,  no  after-sigh. 
One  brief  "Good-bye:" 

Then  would  the  marks  of  what  hath  been 
Be  wholly  done  away,  I  ween ; 
When  years  and  dUtance  should  let  die 
That  knell  "Good-bye." 

Well,  well  —  the  worst  I  wish  you  now 
Is  this,  that  those  you  make  to  bow 
May  not  all  come  to  say,  as  I, 

"My  dear,  good-bye."       John  Moran. 

Thy  Duty. 

If  thou  canst  speak  one  little  word 
I'o  cheer  thy  brother  on  hit>  way. 

Then  fearless  let  thy  voice  be  heard. 

Perchance  'twill  change  hh  night  to  day. 

If  thou  canst  lend  a  helping  hand 
To  aid  his  footsteps  up  ine  steep. 

Then  fail  thou  not,  thy  angel-band 

Will  give  thte  strength,  and  nearer  keep. 

If  thou  canst  give  one  ray  of  hope 
To  him,  when  sinking  in  despair. 

Perchance  'twill  prove  a  saving  rope ; 
Fail  not  to  do  thy  duty  there. 

If  thou  canst  do  a  kindly  deed. 
Fail  net  to  act  the  helper's  part : 

No  matter  what  thy  brotner's  creed. 
He'll  feel  thy  kjndcss  in  his  heart. 

If  thou  canst  lift  a  fallen  one, 

Who  journeys  on  in  paths  of  sin, 

Be  sure  in  this  thy  duty's  done. 

Though  thou  no  earthly  crown  may  win. 

If  thou  thyself  grow  faint  and  weak. 

And  long  for  rest  and  earthly  love. 
List  thou  to  words  the  angels  speak : 
"  Thy  rest  shall  be  with  us  above,"  ^ 

HORACH   M.    R'CHARDS. 


HOW  TO  FURNISH  A  HOME. 

Every  toiling,  energetic  business  man  some  time  in 
the  future  expects  a  home  with  all  the  modern  com- 
forts and  conveniences  that  money  can  procure.  The 
nearer  the  timeapproachesadds  to  his  pleasure  in  an- 
ticipation. Success  he  wants  in  business — for  what? 
That  he  may  some  time  he  surrounded  not  only  with 
the  comforts,  but  the  lu.\ury  of  a  home  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word.  The  house  he  shall  buy  may  be  a 
brown  stone,  or  marble  palace,  constructed  with  all 
the  beauty  and  grandeur  of  modern  architecture  ;  fit- 
t<*d  it  may  be  in  royal  splendor.  Every  room  must 
have  gas  and  water,  with  all  the  conveniences  that 
modern  civilisation  presents.  He  goes  naturally  to  a 
first-class  establishment  to  procure  gas  fixtures  com- 
bining utility  with  el^ance.  He  must  have  chande- 
liers, drop-lights,  etc.,  for  hall,  parlors,  salon,  bed- 
rooms, etc.,  not  forgetting  the  hot  and  cold  water 
bath,  which  must  be  located  in  the  most  convenient 
spot  for  comfort  and  true  luxury,  possibly  near  the 
family  bed-room.  He  wants  the  latest  improvements 
in  these  important  home  comforts.  For  hall  and 
stairway  niches  the  neatest  modem  designs  are 
bronze  statuary  of  Perseus  and  other  mythological 
characters  ;  also  slatuar>'  representing  styles  in  dress 
of  the  middle  ages,  making,  in  their  picturesque  at- 
tire, beautiful  and  rich  ornaments,  at  the  same  time 
performing  their  offices  as  necessarj'  articles  of  house- 
hold furniture.  In  chandeliers,  instead  of  the  bronze, 
which  still  seems  to  be  in  favor,  we  have  gold  and 
silver-plated  designs,  ornamented  with  cut-glass.  For 
wall  fixtures,  silver  again  prevails  in  all  the  newest 
designs,  also  polished  brass  and  bronze.  Elegance 
seems  to  be  sought  after  in  this  department  as  well 
as  utility.  Drop-lights,  in  rich  and  rare  designs  of 
animals,  miniature  statuary,  in  silver,  gold,  and 
bronze,  add  much  to  the  comfort  and  beauty  of  each 
room.  At  the  establishment  of  Bush  &  Scudder,  22 
Post  Street,  we  found  all  the  latest  designs,  novelties, 
etc.,  in  this  department. 


With  Carpets  and  Furniture. 

Every  man  has  his  ideal  of  a  home,  and  in  fitting 
up  his  new  domicile  his  taste  will  be  displayed  in  the 
selection  of  carpets  and  furniture.  A  well-furnished 
home  means  comfort,  combined  with  beauty  and 
utility.  In  making  his  choice  in  carpeiings.  he  will 
find  that  the  French  Moquettes  have  assumed  com- 
plete sway  in  this  department.  The  latest  designs  in 
this  beautiful  production  of  the  French  looms  are  all 
in  soft  colors,  combining  by  their  delicate  figures  upon 
a  light  back  ground  that  poetry  in  ientiment  for 
which  the  French  novetties  are  so  celebrated.  In 
selecting  rugs,  Turkish,  Persian  and  Indian  patterns, 
with  their  rich  modern  and  antique  designs  and  con- 
trastin  color,  will  add  to  the  air  of  elegance  and  com- 
fort presented  by  the  light  and  almost  etherial  tints  of 
the  moquetie.  In  satin  draperies  the  favorites  now 
being  used  are  blue  and  rose  colors.  Brocades  for 
the  library  are  mostly  in  solid  colors,  green  and  gold, 
and  crimson  and  gold.  Lact:  and  Nottingham  cur- 
tains are  used  sparingly  in  parlors,  but  mostly  in 
bed-room  trimmings.  In  furnitiu-e  will  be  found  true 
lu.\ury,  the  frames  being  hid  neath  their  elegant 
cushions,  which  are  covered  with  raw  silks,  satins 
and  tapestries  of  Persian  and  Turkish  patterns, 
with  puffing;  and  trimmings  contrasting  in  color. 
The  fashionable  tints  arelight  blue,  jray,  cardinal  and 
green,  corresponding  with  the  carpets.  The  patterns 
in  coverings  for  furniture  are  marvelous  in  their 
execution  and  beauty.  Luxury  in  easy  chairs  are  to 
be  found  in  the  French  patent  rockers,  conversational, 
Hindoo,  and  scroll  back  chairs — durability  being  an 
element  not  forgotten,  thereby  doing  away  with  furni- 
ture of  that  fragile  nature  so  profitable  to  furniture 
dealers.  The  soft,  yielding  cushion  upon  solid 
frames,  involuntarily  bring  Uf)on  one  adelightful  feel- 
ing of  perfect  ease  and  comfort.  In  lounges,  the 
same  perfect  harmony  in  utility,  comfort,  and  luxury 
are  found.  Truly  may  we  say  the  American  people 
have  attained  to  true  luxury,  combining  American 
and  English  durability  with  the  comforts  of  luxurious 
Turkey  and  contented  Persia,  and  the  abandon  of 
Frencli  luxuriousness.  In  bedding,  the  spiral  and 
later  improvements  in  spring  mattresses  have  entirely 
superseded  every  other  form  of  bed — downy  couches 
being  one  of  the  things  of  the  past.  We  are  indebt- 
ed to  the  firm  of  J.  \V'.  Burnham  &  Co.,  carpet  and 
furniture  dealers,  15  to  17  Post  and  618  Market  Streets, 
for  the  above  information,  and  where  we  found  all 
the  latest  luxuries  in  this  department. 


With  Painting's,  Engravings,  Etc. 

No  home  is  worthy  of  the  name  without  the  neces 
sary  wall  ornaments  .in  paintings  and  steel  engrav- 
ings. Where  one  can  afford  it  the  works  of  the  great 
masters  are  the  most  desirable,  and  in  their  absence 
steel  engravings  in  elegant  frames  should  not  be  over- 
looked. Chromos  are  indeed  excellent  copies,  but 
the  true  works  of  art  are  from  the  painters'  brush  or 
engravers'  handiwork  on  steel.  We  observed  a  rich 
oil  painting  from  the  hands  of  William  N.  Harnett, 
representing  a  worn  copy  of  the  w  orks  of  Shakspeare, 
bound  in  calf — the  rough,  furry  appearance  of  the 
binding  being  startling  in  imitation.  On  the  volume 
rests  a  written  letter,  inkstand,  and  pen,  while  on  the 
left  lies  a  pile  of  gold  notes  and  gold  and  silver  coin 
— the  representation  being  as  near  perfection  as  the 
hand  of  art  can  produce.  This  gem  of  art  can  be 
seen  at  the  establishment  of  -i..  Currier,  103  Dupont 
Street,  recently  removed  from  225  Kearny  Street. 
We  observed  here  also  some  fine  steel  engravings  and 
other  oil  paintir  gs.  For  mantel  ornaments  we  no- 
ticed also  a  fine  assortment  in  gold-gilt  portrait  and 
picture  frames;  also,  richly  carved  S\\iss  frames  in 
orange  wood,  fine  fire-gilt  embossed  frames  with  open- 
ing doors,  paintings  on  porcelain,  photographs  of  all 
the  statesmen,  orators,  writers,  and  poets  of  Europe 
found  in  the  Dresden  gallery,  of  which  these  are 
copies. 


The  Sewing  Machine. 

Next  comes  the  sewing  machine  without  which  no 
household  is  complete.  For  information  relative  to 
this  really  indispensable  article  of  household  furni- 
ture we  called  at  the  general  agency  for  the  Pacific 
Coast  of  the  Singer  Manufacturing  Company  {the 
leading  sewing  machine  manufacturers  of  the  world) 
at  No,  118  Sutter  Street,  where  we  were  shown  a  full 
lin"  of  these  new  family  sewing  machines  in  various 
styles  of  cabinet  work  and  ornamentation,  and  at 
prices  ranging  from  forty  to  one  hundred  and  sixty 
dollars.  The  only  difference  between  the  cheapest 
and  the  most  costly  machine  is  in  the  cabtjiet  work 
and  ornamentation,  the  mechanical  parts  being  made 
exactly  alike,  and  the  cheapest  machine  will  do  the 
finest  work  as  well  as  the  most  elaborately  ornamented 
sewing  machine. 


The  Cutlery  Department. 

In  the  cutlery  line  some  of  the  newest  designs  are 
silver-plated  knives  and  forks  with  pearl  and  ivory 
handles.  Carving  knives  and  forks  in  steel,  of  the 
most  perfect  make,  plated  with  silver,  have  assumed 
new  designs  in  the  shape  of  the  handle  made  of  solid 
ivory,  plain  and  can-ed  ;  also,  carving  knife,  fork,  and 
steel,  with  handles  made  of  deer's  horn,  carved  in 
new  and  elegant  designs  combining  beauty  and  per- 
fection— some  of  the  latest  with  deer's  horn  handles 
being  tipped  with  silver,  and  carved  into  the  most 
fantastic  and  elegant  patterns.  \\'o  noticed  also  in 
this  department  a  novel  invention  termed  the  skewer- 
puller,  silver-plated,  with  elegant  ivory  handle  ;  also, 
some  neat  designs  in  silver-plated  cheese  scoopers, 
lemon-squeezers  in  ebony  and  rosewood  with  rich  or- 
naments in  silver,  and  cork  screws  with  pure  ivory 
handles.  In  plated  ware  we  note  the  shell  design  for 
cake  basket,  and  castors  plain  as  ■nqS\  as  neatly  carved 
in  solid  and  plated  silver.  The  novelties  in  napkin 
rings  are  almost  endless.  The  half-egg-shaped  ring 
with  carvings  seem  to  be  the  latest.  Ladies  work 
cases,  containing  dainty  scissors,  thimble,  etc.,  have 
apparently  reached  perfection.  The  firm  of  Will  & 
Finck,  768  Market  Street,  representing  this  depart- 
ment, received  the  highest  premium  at  the  .Mechan- 
ics' Fair,  and  also  at  the  Centennial  ExpO:ition  at 
Philadelphia,  against  numerous  competitors  in  their 
specialties  in  cutlery.  Their  workmanship,  therefore, 
stands  unrivaled  ;  and,  in  furnishing  a  house,  it  is 
but  justice  to  state  that  purchasers  should  call  at  this 
establishment  where  they  may  see  and  purchase  all 
the  novelties  in  this  department  that  will  stand  the 
wear  and  tear  of  housekeeping.  For  holidays  some 
new  specialties  will  be  seen  at  this  establishment. 


The  Piano. 

In  this  age  of  culture  and  refinement  one  of  the 
necessary  pieces  of  furniture  is  the  piano.  While 
there  are  numerous  cheap  pianos  in  the  market  it  be- 
hooves one  in  selecting  to  obtain  at  least  one  of  the 
best,  possessing,  above  all  other  qualities,  that  of 
durability.  Depth  and  richness  in  tone  being  valu- 
able qualities,  still  another  more  important  quality 
must  be  taken  into  consideration.  The  climate  of 
California  puts  to  the  severest  test  the  materials  used 
in  the  construction  of  furniture,  and  more  especially 
that  of  pianos.  The  delicate  mechanism  of  pianos 
requires  the  most  diligent  care  in  their  construction. 
The  wood  must  be  perfectly  seasoned,  orthe  changes 
of  temperature  will  soon  render  this  one  of  the  most 
desirable  of  home  comfons  valueless.  The  first 
quality  of  English  steel  wire,  ivory,  felting,  veneers, 
and  perfectly -seasoned  woods  must  be  used.  The 
great  reputation  of  the  Chickering  Pianos  is  a  guaran- 
tee of  its  possession  of  the  qualities  above  mentioned. 
The  purchase  of  a  piano  is  usually  a  lifetime  invest- 
ment, therefore  great  care  should  be  exercised  in  the 
selection.  Of  all  nuisances  that  deprive  sensitive 
people  of  home  happiness,  a  rickety,  untuned  piano 
is  the  most  exasperating.  Let  beauty,  elegance, 
grandeur  of  lone  preside  over  the  music  of  the  piano, 
and  true  enjoyment  follows  its  introduction  into  the 
household.  Economy  is  a  very  valuable  goddess  to 
preside  over  a  home,  and  economy  certainly  dictates 
to  the  common  sense  of  every  piano  purchaser  to  ob- 
tain the  best  at  the  lowest  rates  attainable.  Music 
renders  life  happy  when  sentiment,  delicacy,  and  re- 
finement swell  upon  the  sacred  atmosphere  of  the 
home.  We  are  indebted  to  L.  K.  Hammer,  agent 
for  the  Chickering  Piano,  81  Post  Street,  for  the 
above  valuable  information,  and  freely  give  it  to  the 
readers  of  the  Argonaut.  At  this  establishment  the 
best  grade  of  the  Chickering  Piano  may  be  obtained, 
possessing  the  above  qualities,  at  great  reduction  in 
prices. 

According  to  M.  EmiledeLaveleye,  a  distinguished 
Belgian  economist,  the  precious  metals  are  getting 
scarce,  or  are  no  longer  in  the  same  ratio  to  the  com- 
merce of  the  world.  The  consequence,  he  thinks, 
will  be  a  general  fall  in  prices,  and  a  consequent  ad- 
vance in  the  purchasing  power  of  money.  The  two 
metals  now  increase  annually  but  850,000,000  of 
francs,  while  some  years  ago  they  increased  over  a 
millard.  M.  Laveleye  places  the  industrial  consump- 
tion of  the  metitls  at  280,000,000  of  francs,  the  an- 
nual wear  of  coin  at  250,000,000,  and  the  sum  annu- 
ally required  to  settle  the  balance  of  trade  with  the 
East  at  250,000,000  ;  making  in  all  a  total  annual  loss 
of  780,000,000  of  francs,  leaving  only  70,000.000  of 
francs  for  the  increase  of  trade  and  population. 
These  figures  have,  however,  been  vigorously  dis- 
puted, but  even  if  correct,  the  writer  has  left  out  of 
account  the  numerous  substitutes  for  coin,  and  the 
probabihty  that  Brazil,  Peru,  Central  Asia,  Siberia, 
and  Central  Africa  contain  grand  reserves  of  precious 
metals. 

What  was  it  that  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw? — Cincin- 
nati Saturday  .Y/^^ht.  What  kind  of  grub  was  it 
that  Henry  VIII.?— (f V;i-e/:ne  Leader,  What  did 
Darwin? — Kennebunk  Slar.  Whom  did  Gladstone? 
— Bdlair  Phonograph.  What  did  Count  Schovaloff  ? 
— Burlin^oji  Hawkeye.  Which  is  Beacons-field? — 
New  York  Star.     How  did  .\dmiral  Popoff? — Xcw 

York  Era.  What  did  Oliver  Twist?  What  did  Har- 
riet B.  Stowe?  How  did  Henry  Ward  Beech-er? 
Wiiere  did  Marion  Har-land  ?  In  whose  back  yard 
does  Professor  David  Swing?  What  does  Joseph 
Cook?  What  made  Mark  Twain?  What  has  be- 
come of  England's  great  Cole-ridge?  Does  any  one 
really  believe  that  Robert  Burns?  What  does  White- 
law  Reid?  Who  drinks  Fitz-John  Porter?  Would 
.Smith  E-ly?  What  will  U.  S.  Grant?  Who  knows 
how  much  Rutherford  B.  Hayes?     Does  William  M. 

Ev'arts?  Two  or  three  hundred  more  crowded  out 
for  lack  of  room. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

A  Manual  of  the  Mechanics  of  Engineering  and  of 
the  Construction  of  Machines.  By  Weisbach  and 
Du  Bois.  Vol.  II  (Heat,  Steam,  and  Steam  En- 
gines) now  ready.     8vo $6  00 

Art  and[J.\rt  Industries  in  Japan.     By  Sir  Rutherford 

Alcock,  K.CB.,  D.L.C.    8vo 6  00 

The  History  of  Indian  Literature.  EyAlbrecht  Web- 
er. Translated  from  the  second  German  edition 
John  Mann,  M.j\.,  and  Theodor  Zacharias,  Ph. 
O,      8vo |5  00 

Johnson's  Chief  Lives  of  the  Poets,  and  Macautay's 
Life  of  Johnson.  With  a  Preface  by  Mathew 
Arnold.     8vo a  00 

The  Bible  of  To-day.     A  Course  of  Lectures  by  John 

W.  Chadwick.     8vo i  50 

The  Old  House  Altered.     By  Geo.  C,  Mason.     8vo. . .  a  50 

House-Plans  for  Everybody.     By  S.  B.  Reed.     lamo.   i  50 

Talks  on  Manures,     By  Joseph  Harris.     lamo i  50 

Voung  Folk's  History  of  Germany.     By  Charlotte  M. 

\  onge,     i2mo \x  50 

The  Europeans.     By  Henr>' James,  Jr.     lamo i  50 

Prince  Bismarck's  Letters  to  his  Wife,  his  Sister,  and 
Others,  from  1844  to  1870.  Translated  from  the 
German  by  Filzh.  Maxse.     lamo. 

Cupid  and  the  Sphinx.     By  Harford  Fleming.     i2mo.   i  95 

-•Vmerican   Colleges:  Their   Students  and  Work.     By 

Chas.  F.  Thwing.     ismo i  00 

Grammar-Land,  or  <  rammer  in  Fun  for  the   Children 

of  School roomsh ire.     By  M.  L,  Nesbiit.     i2mo..   i  25 

Tecumseh   and   the   Shawnee    Prophet.     By   Edward 

Eggleston  and  Lillie  Egfileston  Seciye.     izmo i  35 

The  Family  Library'  of  British  Poetry,  from  Chaucer 
to  the  Present  lime  (1350 — 1878).  Edited  by 
James  T.  Field  and  Edwin  P.  Whipple.  Large 
8vo 6  50 

Tritons.     A  novel.     By  Edwin  Lasseter  Eynner.   lamo  i  35 

A  Woman's  Mistake;  or,  Jacques  De  Trevannes. 
Translated  by  Mary  Neal  Sherwood  from  the 
French  of  Madame  Angele  Dussaud.     izmo i  00 

The  Little  Good-for-Nothing,  from   the  French  of  Al- 

phonseJDaudet,     i2mo i  50 


721  Market  St.  S.I^ 


MILWAUKEE    BEER 

li  you  are  going  overland,  or  on  a  picnic, 
or  making  a  trip  by  steamboat  or  steamer,  or 
visiting  in  the  countr\-,  let  us  suggest  that  you 
take  with  you  some  of  this  celebrated  Beer. 
It  is  the  very  best  for  these  trips. 

For  sale  by  all  dealers. 

CUTTING  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


KURRAGHEE  RUCS! 

A  SK  FOR  THEM  IN   THE  LEAD- 

ing  Carpet  Stores.     Manufactured  by 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO., 

38  Geary  Street. 


BUTTERIGK'S 

PATTERNS--NOV.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 


A  romantic  story  is  being  told  of  one  of  the  mem- 
bers of  Gilmore's  Band,  which  has  just  returned  from 
Europe.  While  they  were  in  Berlin,  and  at  one  of 
their  most  crowded  concerts,  a  lady  screamed,  "  It  is 
he,"  and  fainted.  A  German  Countess,  of  great 
wealth  and  social  distinction,  had  recognized  her  long 
absent  son  as  a  member  of  the  .-\mcrican  orchestra, 
whom  she  supposed  to  be  dead.  He  had  spent  a 
fortune  in  dissipation,  and  as  a  last  resort  made  his 
musical  culture  available,  no  one  among  his  confreres 
suspecting  his  rank  and  former  position.  Too  proud 
to  write  of  his  position  to  his  family,  they  had  given 
up  the  hope  of  hearing  from  him  again.  The  band 
were  playing  "  The  Invitation  to  Dance"  when  this 
little  scene  occurred,  and  very  soon  papa — the  Count 
(the  name  is  not  given) — led  the  wanderer  10  his 
mother  and  sister,  who  embraced  him  with  emotional 
fondness  and  exclamations  of  joy.  It  is  said  that 
Gilmore  has  lost  one  of  his  cleverest  musicians  by  this 
recognition. 

In  the  town  where  homes  are  darkest  and  coldest 
at  eventide,  saloons  are  warmest  and  brightest. 


Hn  fi  ■  Ok^M  BUSINESS 
LiilLiJ  iS  No. 24  Post  street, 
HUBB^DHV    PP     ban-  fha;;cieco,  cai^ 
Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
IMPARTS  A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches, 
French,  German,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  enjoying  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of  the 
public. 

LIST    OF    FACl'LTV. 

E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C  Woodbury, 

H,  M.  Steams,  A.  P.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C.  Woodbury,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chesnuiwood,  Mrs.  W.  J,  Hamilton, 

A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Seregni, 

R.  Sorcini,  CJeo.  Jebens, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillen, 

For  full   particulars,  call  at   the  College,  =4  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.   HEALD,_ 

President  Business  College,  Sail  Francisco. 


RETURNED. 


TTAVING  RETURNED   FROM  THE 

East,  I  respectfully  announce  lo  my  friends  and  the 
public  that  I   shall   resume  practice  on   Wednesday,  Sept. 

5th,  187B, 

S.  W.  DENNIS,  IV!.  D.,  DENTIST, 

No.  33  KEARNY  STREET. 


D     C.  MOlVBkA  V,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

'      224  STOCKTON   ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 
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THE      A  RGON  A  U  T. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Kkancisix),  OcioIkt  ^,  1878. 
My  Ukak  MArxiK  :— Have  yon  not  someiimes 
wondervtl  »lii*Ui»-r  ihrre  is  nol  a  si>efi<*s  of  Yankee 
vendetta  bctwein  ihe  Longfellow  and  Rice  families. 
which  will  iiccouni  (or  this  second  iitUck  on  thegreal 
pocu  Some  malignant  N-ing  once  observed,  "Oh, 
lluil  mme  enemy  would  w nte  a  book  ;"  but  to  bur- 
lesque ihe  book  after  it  h.is  been  written  is  a  greater 
refinement  of  m.iUcc  Fortunately,  the  wit  of  the 
Rice  libretto  is  ot  so  peculiarly  mild  a  type  that  it  has 
not  succi-^Mjeti  in  making  either /^;./w;v//«<-  or ///- 
tntMtJkj  le^  be-autiful.  and  the  reader  of  Ihe  i>ocms 
will  be  quite  un.itl'ected  by  the  literary  sacrilege  of  the 
lloston  composer.  However,  I  make  no  doubt  his 
intentions  wcie  hononble.  and  tended  rather  to  the 
amusement  of  tlie  public  and  to  rvplet.ng  the  Rice 
exchequer,  than  to  any  design  whatever  upon  the 
Poet  of  Amenca.  I  must  confess  Mr.  Rice  has  a 
prettv  musical  taste.  Some  of  the  numlx-rs  of  /lun- 
/<■//«<■  were  charming,  though  lost  in  that  vast  blue 
and  while  opera  expanse  ;  and  Hiawathd,  though 
less  ambitious,  is  a  continu;ition  in  the  same  groove. 
Indeed,  ever)'  man  now  adays  travels  in  but  one  groove. 
The  racciias  so  multiplied  that  ide-as  are  hke  board- 
ing-house pie — they  go  around  only  once,  h  is  easy 
to  tcll  which  chords  are  most  melodious  to  the  Rice 
car.  for  they  occur  too  frequently  to  be  mistaken. 
The  choici-sl  notes  of  "Sweet  the  song  of  birds  in 
spring  time"  echo,  in  the  chorus  of  a  very  exlraoidi- 
nary  duel  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  "  Lo,"  and  twenty 
^uniliar  stniins.  bring  the  luckless  Evangeline  troupe 
back  to  memory-.  I  admire  Mr.  Kice  as  a  plagiarist. 
His  boldness  challenges  admiration  ;  for  who  else 
would  have  dared  to  place  the  first  strains  of  the  old 
time  melody  of  "Jennie  who  Lives  in  the  Dell"  un- 
der so  transparent  a  disguise  as  "  Into  the  Water  we 
Go  ;"  while  a  doxcn  other  Bouccicaultian  eccertric- 
ities  cast  one  into  a  haze  of  pcri>le.\ity  with  trying  to 
recall  the  original  air  out  of  which  the  new  was  man- 
ufactured. Hiawjihii  is  not  so  bad  as  Evungtline  in 
this  matter,  but  then  Hiirwaiha  is  not  so  good  as 
Evangeline  in  any  other.  I  like  the  troupe  much 
better.  Miss  Webster  was  a  shapely  Uttlc  woman. 
but  couldn't  sing,  and  the  a-mainder  of  the  ladies 
were  not  worth  mentioning.  .Mice  Harrison  is  an  in- 
finitely beiicr  actress,  and  can  sing  some  ;  although. 
as  a  prima  donri.t.  her  style  is  unique.  Poor  little 
Alice ;  People  wondered  the  first  night  what  was  the 
matter,  and  feared  that  it  was  a  b.\d  case  of  Boston 
refinement,  but  it  turned  out  to  be  a  bad  cold  instead; 
and  she  was  obliged  tempor.uily  to  wit  draw  from 
the  cast,  so  that  wo  shall  not  yet  be  able  to  know 
what  traniformalion  Boston  has  wrought.  It  has 
left  Mr.  Me^tayer  quite  unchang<«J.  1  do  not  re- 
member ever  before  to  have  seen  this  individual  in  a 
part  which  measured  him  so  accurately.  He  is  really 
rather  a  clever  burlesque  actor  since,  in  his  new  pro- 
vince, he  finds  full  play  for  the  peculiar  qualities  of 
his  aclmu.  with  which  you  arc  too  painluUy  familiar 
to  make  it  necessary  for  me  to  recapitulate  them.  I 
assure  you,  Madge,  they  s:t  better  upon  "  Lo,"  the 
poor  Indian,  than  upon  t  :e  legitimate  characters  over 
which  you  used  togroan.  I  may  remark  of  him,  that 
Boston  or  any  other  degree  of  refinement  and  he  do 
not  seem  to  have  encountered  each  other  upon  the 
trip.  There  is  one  really  delightful  singer  in  the 
troupe  in  the  penon  of  a  Miss  Louise  Searle,  whose 
name,  J  am  quite  sure.  I  have  seen  among  some  of 
the  English  open  companies  in  the  East.  She  is 
quite  pretty,  in  a  characterless  way.  and  in  pink  silk 
and  spangles  reminds  me  of  a  French  doll  sitting 
open-eyed  in  a  toy  window  at  Christmas  time.  She 
has  no  natural  vivacity,  no  chi^:  In  fact,  she  reminds 
me,  as  many  women  on  the  stage  do,  of  a  neat  home- 
made g.-nment.  There  is  nothing  of  the  striking,  of 
the  biz-trrc,  which  fooilight  people  cultivate  so  active- 
ly. But  there  is  a  fresh  ring  to  her  voice  which 
mokes  one  love  to  hear  her,  and  her  musical  abilities 
arc  far  beyond  the  ordinary  standard  of  a  burlesque 
troupe.  Also,  she  has  a  genile  and  most  transparent 
desire  to  please,  which  recommended  her  at  once,  and 
she  was  alrctdy  a  favonie  when  the  curuiin  fell  upon 
the  first  act  of  the  incomparable  dullness  of  Nin- 
UMtAa.  for  Hi>n.-atha.  there  is  no  disputing,  is  dull. 
1  do  not  think  it  would  be  possible  to  brighten  it  up 
mucii  ■•.■■.-.  if  i!i.-  troupe  had  not  been  fresh  from  the 
rig-'  ibie  trip,    delayed  arrival,  and  an 

inr.  Its  puns  arc  feeble  and  stile, 

anrj  ,irc  not  amusing,  although  the  au- 

thor tuu  iiiUoUuccd  the  play  within  the  pUy,  wliich 
liticrly  h.i5  grown  to  be  a  specialty  in  dramatic  writ- 
ing. I  think  Mr.  Rice  must  agree  with  Owen  Mere- 
dith, that  "old  tilings  are  best."  for  he  utihzes  yet 
once  again  the  pasteboard  dumb-bdls  and  weights, 
and  the  wooden  hurse.  which  have  become  sLinding 
properties  in  a  minstrel  troupe.  I  do  not  think  a  pa- 
tient pubhc  would  have  endured  the  re\-i\'al  of  them. 
but  that  Willie  Edouin  was  master  of  ceremonies. 
He  was  cast  for  "William  Penn  "  in  that  vague  elas- 
tic way  peculiar  to  buriesqucs.  and  perpetrated  a 
series  of  lightning  changes  from  Quaker  to  athlete. 
It  is  not  a  part  adapted  to  show  Willie  Edouin  at  his 
best,  but  he  shows  himself  to  be  a  thorough  artist 
We  arc  to  have  him  as  "Man  Friday''  next  week, 
in  which  he  made  a  hit  in  Ixindon,  .ind  then  I  will 
tell  you  more  about  him.  I  am  quite  token  with  his 
wife.  Ahce  Atherton.  who.  as  "  Mrs.  Lo, '  has  a  most 
ungraceful  part  for  a  pretty  woman.  I  know  she  is 
pretty,  for  -.he  did  her  best  to  make  hersdf  look  uglv. 
and  did  not  quite  succeed.  I  fancy  that  originally 
she  must  h.ivc  tjecn  a  very  Lime  burlesque  actress,  but 


banjo,  and  has  a  wee  little  voice,  and  is  altogether 
such  a  little  creature  that  one  feels  rather  as  if  they 
are  looking  on  an  infant  prodigy  than  the  burlesque 
actress  of  the  period.      I  admired  her  sublime  efl'ront- 
er)'  in  singing  with  such  a  voice,  and  there  is  really  a 
fascination  in  watching  her  spidery  motions  in  ihe 
dance.     These  people  are  generally  so  awfully  solid. 
The  Standard  presented  a  ver>- creditable  appearance 
at  its  opening.     The  place  had  been  brightened  up 
wonderfully,  and  the  little  stage  showed  some  excel- 
lent scenery-  and  decorations  from  the  brush  of  artist 
Sirauss.      The  wood  scene   was   piirticularly  good, 
.ind  the  curtain  an  unquestionably  needed   novelty. 
What  a  merr)*  time  of  it  they  are  having  at  the  down- 
■    An  theatrts.      I  believe  they  have  unwisely  con- 
uded  to  withdraw  E^atinifza  after  this  week,  and 
.'ii.ixiuitha  is  to  be  replaced  by  Ri^hiuson  Crusoe,  which, 
I  imagine,  will  be  a  change  for  the  better.       At  the 
Bush  Stn-et  Theatre  the  delightful  music  of  The  Lit- 
tle Duke  is  becoming  more  popular  every  day.  *'  Poor 
little  man  '*  is  all   the  rage,  and  so  is  the  minuet 
which  gives  dignity  to  the  whole  opera,  and  which 
Mrs.  Oates  dances  in  a  manner  not  one  bit  like  a 
^rand  seigneur,  but  in  a  style  of  her  own,  which   is 
very  pretty  nevertheless.      Proof  Paitive  up  at  Bald- 
win's  appears  all  the  gloomier,  perhaps,   by  contrast 
with  lUl  this  merry-making  down  town.      They  are 
verj-  lugubrious  up  there  lately,  and  poor  Rose  Wood 
threatens  lo  become  a  victim  of  melancholia  if  they 
keep  her  in  this  line  of  business  much  longer.      I 
sometimes  wonder  why  Rose  Wood  is  not  a  great 
actress.      I  have  seen  her  at  odd  moments  when  she 
w:is  worthy  a  niche  in  highest  places.     She  is  very- 
touching  in  some  lines  in  Proof  Positive,  but  a  cer- 
tain softness  and  magnetism  are  lacking  which  we 
sometimes  find  in  successful  actresses  of  lesser  taleni. 
Proof  Positive  is  one  of  those  harrowing   plays  in 
which  ever)*  ore  is  a  grand  scoundrel  except  the  suf- 
fering heroine.     She  goes  through  all  stages  of  suffer- 
ing on  account  of  the  machinations  of  one  "  Mark 
I-angley,'"  melodiously  termed  a  "  looter"  by   Mr. 
Galloway  in  one  of  the  eccentricities  of  a  very  labored 
style  of  speaker.    Mr.  Heme  plays  "  .Mark  Langley,'' 
and  looks  more  like  a  butcher  boy  in  hi"?  Sunday 
clothes  than  a  tutor,  but  acts  notb.idly.    He  is  thedis- 
canifd  lover  of  the  lieroine,  and  you  know  how  long  it 
lakes  lovers  in  plays  to  get  over  anything  of  that  sort. 
The  misery  which  the  hapless  lady  is  made  to  under- 
go is  something  dreadful.      A  letter  which  she  writes 
for  a  friend  is  misconstrued,  she  is  suspected  of  in- 
fidelity to  her  husband,  who  fires  her  out — this  liter- 
ally, not  slangily.      Shooting  at  his  false  friend  he 
manages  in  some  way  to  shoot  her  eyesight.      She 
wanders  forth,  her  child  is  stolen   from  her,  she  is 
generally  ver\-  hard  up.  and  the  villain  siill  pursues 
her.     The  gates  of  a  lock  are  left  open,  she  tumbles 
into  the  water— a  realistic  splash  is  here  introduced — 
and  is  rescued  by  her  husband,  who  opportunely  re- 
turns from  .Australia  for  this  situation.      She  has  an 
operation  performed  on  her  eyes,  and  while  they  are 
still   band.iged  she   wanders  into  a   drawing-room, 
stumbles  over  a  de.id  body,  picks  up  the  pistol — just 
like  a  woman— and,  being  found  with  it.  is  accused 
by  the  "  tooter  "  of  murder.     By  this  time  the  agony 
was  piled  so  heavily  that  I  could  endure  no  more.     I 
left  txithed  in  tears.     The  tutor  was  one  of  a  gang  of 
counterfeiters  of  which  one  "  Abnims"was  the  leader. 
Mr.  O'Neill  plays  "Abrams"— an  entirely  new  de- 
parture for  him.       Some  people  are  unkind  enough 
to  say  he  does  not  play  it  well,  but  I  entirely  disagree 
with  the  grumblers  on  this  occason,  and  consider  it  a 
remarkably   good    piece  of  acting.      He   sinks  his 
identity  completely,  has  a  new  voice,  a  new  gait,  a 
new   appearance,   and    all    of    them   minutely   well 
adapted  to  the  character  which  he  assumes.    If  it  were 
worth  study — which  it  certainly  is  not — I   fancy  he 
could  make  a  genuine  hit  as  a  character  actor.  Stiar.ge 
that  this  budding  tragedian,  by  what  seemed  at  first 
sight  a   big  stroke  of  luck,  his  engagement  at  the 
Union  Square,  has  gradually  descended  from  "  lago,"' 
*'  Romeo,*'  and   company,  through   the  intermediate 
swallow-tail   coat   stage  to  the  personation    of   an 
"  Abrams."     I  have  a  tancy  that  he  and  Lewis  Mor- 
rison changed   parts   for  an  experiment.     If  so,  the 
result  has  been  belter   for  O'Xeill  than  for  Morrison, 
for  while  there   is  really  no  fault  to  find  with  the  lat- 
ter his  part  does  not  fit  him  like  a  glove.     "  I  got  a 
heye  like  a  heagle"  has  become  one  of  the  favorite 
embellishments  in  conversation  on  the  street.     Gags 
are  odions  things,  but  I  must  do  Mr.  O'Neill  the  jus- 
tice to  say  that  he  managed  his  gag  with  good  taste, 
if  such  a  thing  be  possible,  and  did  not  thrust  his 
heagle  heye  upon  the  patient   listeners   to   Positive 
Proof  with    that    nauseating    pertinacity  which    is 
usually  peculiar  to  a  gag  part.     We  are  to  have  Clara 
Morris  next  week  in  Miss  Mutton.     I  trust  she  has 
forgotten  her  morphine  pill  box.     I  had  the  Morris 
mania  ver)-  badly  at  one  stage,  and  would  to-day  pre- 
fer  Clara    Morris   in   CaviilU  to  any  actress  on  the 
stage,  not  accepting  Modjeska,     But  there  is  nothing 
exhilarating  in  looking  at  an  actress  whose  health 
so  precarious  that  it  is   problematical  in  each  scene 
whether  or  not  she  appears  in  the  next.     The  sensa- 
tional  bulletins   of  her   health    which    the    Eastern 
papers  continued  to  issue  from  time  to  time  have  in- 
jured her  to  some  extent.     One  can  not   help  looking 
at   her  as  a   house   of  cards   which,    under  a  rude 
breath,  would  totter  to  destruction.     However,  it  is  a 
magnificent  genius  which  is  enshrined  in  so  frail  a 
casket,  and   I  am  quite  longing   to   see  again  that 
broad  characteristic  brow  and  those  earnest  eyes. 
Jack  has  laid  aside  one  of  his  biggest  handkerchiefs 
for  me  to  carry  the  first  night,  as  he  insists  that  it  is 
perfectly  absurd  for  me   to   take  home  a  pocketful  of 
the    htUe  damp    mops,  which   lasted   two   minutes 
by  the  watch  when  the  fair  Clara  began   to  make 
me  miserable.     I   can  not  say  how  she  affects  him, 
but   I    have  observed  that  a  great  many  gentlemen 
prudently   retreat   to   the  doors  and   blink    at    her 
through  their  opera  gUsses  when  the  charm  begins  to 
work.     After  all,  a  ilieatre  cry  over  a  sham  woe  is 
very  refreshing.     I  shall  let  you  know  what  havoc 
Miss  Mutton's  troubles  create.     Tilt  then  adieu. 

Yours  lovingly,  ,  Bktsy  B. 


HOW  TO  FURNISH  A  HOME. 

[CONTINIKD   FROM    ELKVE.'iTH    HAGE.l 

With  Crockery,  Glass  Ware,  Etc. 
.Mthough  the  average  American  rarely  lakes  time 
enough  to  note  what  he  is  eating,  or  from  where  it 
comes,  yet,  overlooking  this  weakness,  we  would  call 
the  attention  of  those  who  desire  the  comforts  of  a 
home  to  the  culinary  department.  Depression  in 
stocks  often  affects  the  stomach,  especially  if  careless- 
ness in  not  supplying  the  kitchen  with  all  the  Litest 
improvements  for  culinary  purposes  has  brought  on  a 
dyspeptic  tendency.  We  called  upon  a  first-class 
firm  for  information  on  the  above  subject,  and  sub- 
mit to  our  readers  the  following  :  Supposing  that 
one  of  the  latest  improvements  in  ranges  had  been 
provided,  we  found  all  the  necessary  additional  outfit 
for  this  department,  in  tin  and  wood  ware,  itays.  etc., 
at  the  establishment  hereinafter  named  ;  also  the  cele- 
brated horizontal  icecream  freezer  and  Jewett's  re- 
frigerator, without  which  no  home  can  be  s,iid  10 
be  completely  furnished.  For  the  dining-room  we 
observed  the  following  among  the  substantial  and 
latest :  Among  the  decorated  ware  of  English 
manufacture  the  old  willow  tree  pattern  still  finds  its 
place  in  this  department,  at  prices  ranging  from  $3; 
and  upward.  When  one  desires  to  obuiin  some- 
thing more  expensive,  a  very  tasty  and  eniinly  new 
v,are,  called  the  ivory-ware  from  its  peculiar  color, 
will  be  found  to  add  to  the  elegance  that  should  pre- 
side over  the  appointments  of  adining-room.  An- 
other and  later  design  from  the  establishment  of 
Wedgewood,  called  the  "Banquet"'  set.  neatly 
decorated  with  repre.sen  tat  ions  of  the  preparations  of 
the  various  dishes.  Each  piece  has  its  appropriate 
decoration,  and  isaitracting  much  attention.  In  glass 
waie  we  obseived  a  number  of  engraved  patterns  at 
the  establishment  of  B.  Nathan  &  Co.,  importers  of 
French  china,  crockery,  gUissware.  etc.,  130  Sutter 
Street,  of  this  city,  where  we  also  found  all  the  above 
mentioned  wares.  At  this  establishment  we  were  in- 
formed, by  Mr.  Dohrmann,  that  this  firm  also  make 
a  specialty  in  matching  broken  sets  in  glassware,  for 
which  purpose  they  have  in  their  employ  one  of  the 
best  Bohemian  artists.  Initials,  monograms,  and  va- 
rious desigiis  are  here  engraved  to  order,  all  of  the 
designs  of  this  establishment.  The  novelty  in  glass- 
ware has  appeared  in  the  rediscovery  of  one  of  the 
lost  arts — that  of  tinting  glassware  with  the  colors  of 
the  lainbow.  The  ware  subjected  to  this  peculiar 
process  is  called  the  ' '  iridescent. "  Specimens  of  this 
ware  collected  as  antique  may  be  found  in  the  British 
and  Continental  museums,  where  it  is  highly  prized, 
being  a  relic  of  the  lost  arts.  It  is  only  about  a  year 
since  the  rediscovery  of  the  process  of  its  manufact- 
ure. As  usual  the  above  enterprising  firm  of  this 
city  obtained  and  introduced  this  beautiful  ware  upon 
this  coast.  Their  first  consignment  was  on  hand  but 
a  few  days  when  the  whole  was  immediately  sold. 
They  at  once  ordered  a  new  supply,  vn  hich  w  ill  be 
found  at  their  establishment  in  a  short  lime.  For  the 
parlor  we  found  a  large  assortment  of  clocks  of  the  lat- 
est and  neatest  designs,  with  all  the  improvements  in 
Swiss.  English,  and  American  make,  at  prices  within 
the  reach  of  every  one.  We  also  noticed  some  beau- 
tiful bronzes  in  imitation  of  the  noblest  works  of  art 
in  sculpture.  Grouping  and  single  in  statuar)',  for 
mantle,  bracket,  and  table,  we  found  here  in  elegant 
castings.  For  the  bed-room  we  noted  some  ver)'  neat 
and  elegant  cologne  sp-ts,  jewel  boxes,  and  folding 
mirrors.  For  the  bath-room  we  observed  quite  a  nov- 
elty in  hanging  soap  dishes.  For  the  garden,  the 
majolicas,  iron  garden  \"ases.  and  garden  seats,  with 
which  every  garden  is  supposed  to  be  furnished  ;  and 
for  luxury,  in  the  midst  of  the  flowerbeds,  shrubbery, 
and  trees,  should  be  interspersed  statuary  and  fount- 
ains. Of  these  specimens  of  American  garden  lux- 
uries we  found  some  neat  and  appropriate  designs  at 
this  establishment. 
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ALDWINS    THEATRE. 


i 


Thomas  Maguirb Manager.* 

F.  LvsTRK Acting  Manacbr, 

G.  R.  Chii'.man Treasi're(( 


This   (Saturday)  afivrnoon  nnd  evening,  and  Sunday 
ing,  la^t  performances  of  the  must  powerful  and 
realistic  dr.ima  gl   the  day, 

PROOF  POSITIVE. 


ev«gi      0 


Monday  evening,  Nov.  4,  first   appearance  of  the   greatest 
actress  of  the  day, 

CLARA  MORRIS, 

In  her  gre.il  origiiiiii  imin-Tsoi\;kti>^n  of 

MISS    MULTON. 

>-itiird:iy  cvt-nitlR,  Nov.  r, 

A  DAY  AFTER  THE  WEDDING. 

Misx  Clara  Morris  as  Lady  Rivers. 


OTANDARD  THEATRE. 

^""^  Bush  Street,  between  Monlgonicrj'  and  Kearny. 


Lesske  and  Manacbr.. 

ftlSINP.SS    Manaokr 


.M.  A.  Kknnbdv. 
P.  H.  KiRbv. 


Still  ihc  reigning  ii^.s^Uy. 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY. 


This  (Saturd:iy)  afK.Tiiooii.ind  evening  ;in<l  Sunday  cveni 

HIAWATHA. 


Monday,  November  4,  first  time  in   this  city,  our  own 
sionof  the  delightful  English  hurle^que, 


ROBINSON   CRUSOE,  ESQUIRB 


\ 

.Jk 


i 

'dtfl 


With  three  members  of  the  origin:*!  cast  as  produced 
years  ago  in  London.  Alice  .\thcrton  as  Rohinton  L'ru 
Willie  l:,douiu  in  his  original  character,  .Man  Friday;  Mbt 
Louise  Searles  as  Polly;  Miss  Ella  Chapman  as  Jelly;  _W, 
A.  Mcsiayer  as  Jim  (Jox;  Mr.  Louis  Harrison  as  .Atkins: 
Mr.  H.  E.  Dixcy  as  Whatdyesoy. 


Another  of  those  fine  sacred  concerts,' which  have 
afforded  so  much  pleasure  and  satisfaction  to  lovers 
of  church  music,  will  take  place  at  the  Unitarian 
Church  (Dr.  Stebbins)  to-morrow  (Sunday  evening}. 
The  proceeds  are  for  the  charitable  purposes  of  the 
"Society  for  Christian  Work  '—a  society  which  for 
flie  past  five  years  has  quietly  accomplished  much 


good,  its  various  committees  dividing  their  work 
ihc  has  borrowed  a  leaf  from  the  book  of  her  lord  I  most  judiciously  in  caring  for  the  poor  and  needy, 
and  master,  bhe  manages  to  hit  off  the  stolidity  of  teaching  poor  children  to  sew,  and  in  distributing 
the  Indian  squaw  in  a  very*  amusing  and  thoroughly  among  hospitals,  almshouses,  and  jails  reading  mat- 
life-like  way.  and  ac\-ompli>hed  a  vt^ry  amusing  duet  ter,  and  other  som-ces  of  comfort  and  pleasant  occu- 
wiih  "  Mr.  Lo,"  although  she  has  the  merest  .skeleton    pation.     It  will  undoubtedly  receive  as  liberal  a  pa- 


Genome  Enterprise. 
We  have  watched  for  some  years  now,  and  w  ith 
great  interest,  the  various  business  enterprises  of  San 
Francisco,  seeing  many  of  those  which  are  to-day  the 
leading  firms  come  up,  through  changes  of  location 
and  gradual  extension  of  their  stock,  from  modest 
beginnings  to  their  present  positions,  and  it  is  with 
no  little  pride  that  we  sum  up  so  large  a  number  as 
the  outgrow  th  of  our  brief  civic  existence.  But  a  still 
more  signal  evidence  of  our  business  enterpriee,  as  a 
city,  is  to  be  found  in  the  launching  of  new  firms  on 
a  scale  fully  equal  to  that  which  many  others  have 
only  just  reached  through  years  of  efTort.  .\  case  in 
pomt  is  the  firm  of  O'Connor,  Moffait  &  Co.,  which 
will  throw  open  a  large  and  varied  stock  of  dr>'  and 
fancy  goods  during  the  coming  week,  at  their  new 
premises,  Nos.  iii,  113  and  115  Post  Street.  This 
is  the  first  instance  in  this  city,  we  believe,  of  a  new 
firm  of  the  magnitude  of  this  one  beginning  business 
in  an  entirely  new  building,  and  w  ith  a  completely 
new  stock.  The  building  itself  is  a  very  handsome 
one  outside,  commodious  and  cheerful,  having  a 
frontage  of  fifty  feet  on  Post  Street,  and  nonning 
through  to  Morton  street,  a  depth  of  122;^  feet  more. 
It  stands  on  the  site  lately  occupied  by  the  Morton 
House,  and  is  one  of  the  most  convenient  locations 
in  the  city,  while  its  entire  appearance  architecturally 
is  all  that  can  be  desired  in  the  way  of  solidity  as  well 
as  elegance  of  design.  The  interior  is  handsomely 
fitted  up  with  counters  of  highly  polished  walnut,  ex- 
tending the  full  depth  of  the  store  on  either  side,  and 
a  double  row  down  the  centre.  A  fine  large  skyUght 
occupies  the  middle  of  the  ceiling,  and  reflects  abun- 
dance of  sunlight,  while  for  illuminating  purposes 
after  dark  there  are  a  dozen  or  more  elegant  chande- 
liers down  each  aisle,  whose  brilliant  mountings  form  a 
pleasing  contrast  to  the  darker  surroundings.  Of 
the  business  qualifications  of  the  members  of  the  firm 
it  is  hardly  necessary  for  us  to  speak,  long  acquaint- 
ance with  the  public  having  made  their  names  house- 
hold words  in  .San  Franci?co.  Few,  if  any,  mercantile 
ventures  ha%'e  ever  been  embarked  in  on  this  coast 
with  the /r«//^^  that  attaches  itself  to  this  one,  or 
that  can  be  said  to  have  so  surely  secured  certain  and 
immediate  success  from  the  very  outset.  Of  the  stock, 
which  has  l)cen  selected  by  Mr.  O'Connor  in  person 
at  the  East,  and  through  their  importing  agents  in 
Europe,  it  is  our  intention  to  speak  later  and  in  de- 
tail; meanwhile,  our  sincerest  good  wishes  are  ten 
dered  to  Messrs.  O'Connor,  MofTait  &  Co.,  for 
their  increased  and  continued  success.  Monday  next 
is  named  as  the  opening  day  at  this  establishment, 
and  we  hope  to  sec  the  ladies  out  in  full  force  to  wel- 
come the  new  firm. 


of  a  voice  A  pm/^'s  of  skdetons,  or  rather  skeleton 
voices.  I  must  tell  you  of  a  tiny  midget  billed  as  EUa 
'Tbapman,  ^ho  has  all  the  prettiness  of  Belle,  with  a 
I-^tle  life  to  toakc  her  interesting.  She  sings  a  little 
icsg,  and  dances  a  Utile  dance,  and  play?  a  little  baby 


tronage  as  the  concert  a  year  ago,  when  Miis  Cary  so 
generously  volunteered  her  services. 


Where  can  one  thoroughly  enjoy  a  swim  ?    At  the 
Tenace  Baths,  Alameda. 


In  prep.'U-ation,  and  will  be  produced  at  an  early  date,  the 
charmmg  burlesque, 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD. 


Box  Office  now  open,  where  plan  of  theatre  can  be  seen  and 
scats  secured  six  days  in  advance. 


DUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charlss  E.  Locke Proprietor. 

MONDAY  EVENING NOV.  4 

And  most  positively  last  week  but  one  of  the 

OATES  COMIC  OPERA  COMPANY. 


First  time  in  .America,  in   English,  of  the   sparkling  Opera* 

LA  MARJOLAINE, 

By  Charles  Lccocq,  author  of  Le  Petit  Due,  Giroflc-Girofla, 
Madame  Angot,  etc. 


REPLETE    WITH    BEAUTIFUL    SONGS,    DUETS, 
AND  TRIOS. 


Imported  Characteristic  Costumes. 

New  Sccnerj'  and  Properties  have  been  expreisly  prepared 
for  the  elaborate  production  of  La  Marjolaine. 


Rcscr\'ed  seats  at  box  oflice  six  days  in  advance. 


o 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor. Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manacbk. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE. 

By  general  request,  the  last  performance  of  the  comic  opera, 

FATINITZAl 

On  Monday  evening,  Nov.  4,  WILL  BE  IN  GERMAN, 

with  a  cast  including  the  full  strength  of  the 

German  Dramatic  Company. 


ThesJay,  Nov,   5,  will  be  presented   the   thrilling  dr.-unaof 

AURORA  FLOYD,  | 

UITll 

MR.   FRANK  LAWLOR 

In  his  great  character,  JOHN  MELLISH. 


Scats  at  the  box  office. 


s 


'ACHED  CONCERT  FOR  THE  BEN- 

EFIT  OF  THE 


Ladies,  why  don't  you  get  your  riding  habits  made 
at  Burr  &  Fink's,  comet  Post  and  Montgomery  Streets, 
over  Hibemia  Bank? 


Cuiner,  703  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  Pic- 
TVRE  Frames. 


SOCIETY  FOR  CHRISTIAN  WORK 

Will  be  given  at  the  ^ 

FIRST  UNITARIAN  CHURCH 

(Gearj'  Street— Rev.  Dr.  StcbLins)  on 
SLNDAV  EVENING NOV.  3,  .678. 


A  choice  programme  will  be  given  by 

MR.S.  .MAKRINER-CAIIPBELL, 
.MRS.  PIERCE, 

.MRS.  CHISHOLM, 

.MR.  BEN.  CLARK, 

WALTER  CAMPBELL, 

.\jij  a  full  choir  ol  the  finest  talent  in  the  city,  who  have 
kindly  volunteered.     Instrumental  solos  by 

Messrs.  HENRV  HEVMANN  and  E.  SCHLOTTE. 


Tickets,  50  cents.    Concert  begins  at  8  o'clock. 


^1 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

Latest  in  Jewelry. 

i  In  this  department  the  novelties  are  approaching 
ilhepoeiicin  sentiment,  some  of  the  latest  in  ladies' 
(breast  pins  and  ear  pendants  being  elegant  represent- 
lations  of  the|tulip.  anemone,  forget-me-not.  com  and 
jsickle.etc.  ah  beauiifully  engraved  with  rich  shad- 
jings  in  gold.  We  also  noticed  a  very-  unique  design 
for  a  ladies"  breast  pin  in  the  fishing  rod  and  basket 
containing  fish  ;  also  a  very  rich  pattern  represent- 
ing a  ribbon  bow,  in  dead  gold,  set  uith  torquoise  in 
centre.  Another  very  neat  design  is  that  of  the 
hoFEeshoe,  in  black  onyx,  with  representation  of 
stirrup  and  whip  in  gold  resting  upon  the  black  sur- 
iface,  while  the  nails  are  set  with  diamonds.  The 
latest  in  ladies'  shawl  pins,  are  the  parasol  in  gold  set 
with  pearls  and  turquoise,  sickle,  key,  and  various 
other  designs.  The  latest  for  ladies'  and  gents' 
charms  for  chain  we  find  to  be  a  new  style  of  pencil — 
folded  it  assumes  the  shape  of  a  champagne  bottle  ; 
also  representations  of  a  screw,  key,  and  various 
cither  patterns.  In^coral  jewelry  exquisite  pieces  of 
workmanship,  representing  flowers,  etc.,  are  still  in 
[be  ascendency.  In  quartz  jewelry,  representing  the 
productions  of  the  various  mines  of  the  coast,  we  find 
3.  large  assortment.  Among  the  novelties  we  noticed 
^  sohd  gold  boquet  holder,  inlaid  with  rich  specimens 
rif  quartz  ;  also  a  match  box  representing  a  horse- 
shoe, set  with  quartz  and  Rocky  Mountain  agate. 
•  juartz  bracelets  and  scent  bottles  in  all  the  newest 
patterns  are  much  esteemed  by  ladies  from  the  East 
'.sho  visit  the  coast.  A  very  rare  design  for  porte- 
monnaie  in  gold  we  foimd  with  a  miniature  watch  set 
r,  the  side  with  all  its  delicate  mechanism,  the  face 
":i  being  larger  than   a  silver  half-dime.     In  ladies' 

-_k-chain  we  observed  a  novelty  in  gold  plaits,  also 
^old  braid.  All  of  these  designs  are  of  the  ver>' 
d,te5t.  and  all  designed  by  Col.  .\ndrews  of  this  city, 
proprietor  of  the  Diamond  Palace,  where  we  found 
lil  the  above  new  styles  in  jewelr>'.  Among  other 
novelties  we  noticed  at  this  establishment  a  medallion 
ior  ladies'  neck-chains,  in  dead  gold,  representing  a 
padlock  with  key  and  combination  lock.  In  watches 
A  e  found  here  almost  ^n  endless  variety  in  gold  and 
silver  for  ladies  and  gents,  among  others  the  chrono- 
^ph  repealer,  which  strikes  the  hours,  quarters, 
ind  minutes,  and  the  alarm  watch.  In  the  braided 
^old  chain  the  slide  is  set  with  diamonds.  In  the 
'.iriety  and  number  of  diamonds  of  the  purest  water 
wf:  found  this  establishment  unrivaled.  In  ear- 
p-^ndants  we  observed  a  rare  and  costly  pattern, 
plainly  set,  interfering  with  the  brilliance  of  the  gems 

^  little  as  possible,  adding  much  to  their  elegance. 
itfttings  for  ladies'  breast  pin,  the   diamond   cross 

.laid  with  black  onyx,  makes  a  rare  design,  A 
■■rry  neat  medallion  of  solid  black  onyx  set  with  three 
i'0'.\  5  of  diamonds  presents  a  rich  appearance  when 
iitached  to  anystjleof  ladies' neck-chain.  One  of 
Lhe  rarest  ladies'  breast  pins  that  we  observed  at  this 
i-siablishment  was  that  of  a  large  cluster  of  diamonds 
-onnpletely  hiding  the  setting,  while  cosily  nestling  in 

.  J  centre  abeautiful  sapphire  of  the  purest  water  adds 
the  richness  of  the  ornament.  Diamond  bracelets 
-  >;  to  be  seen  here  in  all  the  newest  patterns.  For 
hair  ornaments  the  star  design  in  diamonds  adds 
much  to  the  fa-scination  of  California's  rarest  beauties. 
Diamonds  are  becoming  almost  the  fash'iott  in  jewelrj', 
as  we  find  tooth-picks,  pencils,  as  well  as  rings,  breast 
pins,  and  shawl  pins,  and  almost  every  article  of  jew- 
elry, with  its  elegant  diamond  ornamentation.  We  are 
surprised  at  the  very  low  prices  of  diamonds  and  every 
deicripiion  of  jewelry  to  be  obtained  at  this  establish- 
ment, and  we  advise  the  readers  of  the  Argonaut 
by  all  means  to  examine,  before  purchasing  elsewhere, 
the  elegant  and  extensive  assortment  at  the  Diamond 
Palace.  We  have  no  hesitancy  in  saying  that  the 
public  may  rel)'  upon  the  representations  of  Colonel 
Andrews  as  to  the  quality  of  the  goods  exhibited  at 
tn;s  establishmenL 


Latest  in  Boots  and  Shoes. 
One  of  the  neatest  as  well  as  latest  styles  in  French 
-make  for  ladies'  slippers  is  the  "  Aimee,"  with  Louis 
X'V.  heek  This  style  in  bronze  takes  the  lead  in 
feshionable  circles.  The  "  Alice  Gates '' slipper,  for 
Lballsand  parlies,  after  the  French  pattern,  with  Louis 
XV.  heel  same  as  the  "•Aimee"  style,  appears  in 
white  satin,  or  in  colors  to  match  the  dress,  with  cut 
steel  ornaments.  This  style  of  sUpper  is  certainly 
one  of  the  daintiest  that  can  complete  the  ball  toilet. 
The  heel  is  made  of  cork,  making  the  slipper  very 
light  and  airy.  In  ladies'  winter  boots  cork  soles  are 
now  the  specialty.  The  fall  boot  for  ladies  is  made 
of  Matelass^  cloth,  in  color  black  and  gray.  A  new 
style  of  dress  button  boot,  with  pump  foxing  and  fine 
kid  or  cloth  top,  now  also  a  specialty,  has  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  slipper  on  the  foot.  A  new  style  of 
traveling  or  riding  boot,  called  the  "  Ladies'  Com- 
forter.'" has  also  appeared.  The  name  is  certainly 
very  appropriate,  as  the  boot  is  made  of  heavy 
beaver  cloth,  buttoned  very  high,  and  fitting  snugly 
to  the  limb.  This  style  is  also  made  with  patent 
leather  foxings  for  the  winter.  The  Gipsy  boot,  in 
French  kid  or  Matelasse  cloth,  with  seam  running 
down  to  the  toe  in  front,  is  another  very  pretty  style. 
In  children's  goods  the  Matelasse  cloth,  with  kid  or 
patent  leather  foxings.  is  one  of  the  novelties.  For 
gents  the  cork-soled  sewed  boot  in  French  calf,  also 
the  French  and  London  toe  gaiters,  are  some  of  the 
latest  specialties.  Also,  of  the  very  latest,  another 
style  appears,  called  the  "  Risley  Balmorals."  For 
opera  the  above,  with  London  toe.  is  made  in  French 
kid  or  patent  leather  to  fit  the  foot  neatly,  and  is  cut 
dther  high  or  low.  For  party  the  pump  is  made  of 
patent  leather  or  French  kid.  All  the  above  latest 
styles  are  to  be  seen  at  K.ast*s  fashionable  shoe 
store,  comer  Dupont  and  Market  Streets,  where  all 
the  latest  styles  are  made  to  order  on  the  shortest 
notice. 


At  the  reception  of  Clara  Morris,  at  the  Baldwin, 
on  Monday  evening  next,  the  theatre  will  be  per- 
fumed with  one  of  the  rarest  productions  of  Pansian 
penumers.  This  elegant  perfume  is  called  the  "Menlo 
Park  Bouquet."  prepared  expressly  for  Fred.  C.  K,eil. 
of  this  city,  by  Benanger.  Paris.  This  new  toilet 
article  has  been  received  with  favor  by  the  fashion- 
ables of  this  coast  The  idea  of  perfuming  the  thea- 
tre on  such  an  occasion  is  certainly  very  appropriate. 
and  Mr.  Kcil  will  deserve  the  thanks  of  the  audience 
for  his  enterprise  in  this  direction.  San  Francisco 
has  many  pharmacists,  but  in  enterprise  in  the  per- 

:merj-  department  few  have  equaled  Mr.  Keil  in  his 
ecialties  for  the  toilet     The  peculiar  fragrance  of 

".e  "Menlo  Park  Bouquet"  perfume  belongs  ex- 
clusively to  this  production,  and  we  have  no  hesi- 
ianc>'  in  saying  it  will  be  found  acceptable  to  the 
ladies  who  desire  novelties  in  perfumery.  The  card 
of  Mr.  Keil  for  this  occasion  will  be  perfumed  with 
this  exquisite  toilet  article. 


For  the  Toilet 
The  ladies  are  always  desirous  of  choosing  for  the 
toilet  those  Uttle  delicacies  that  are  the  most  fascinat- 
ing to  the  gents,  for  what  lady  can  resist  that  crown- 
ing glory  of  women — to  be  the  most  fascinating  of 
her  sex  at  the  ball,  party,  or  social  entertainment 
One  of  the  necessary  articles  for  the  toilet,  which  ev- 
ery lady  has  found  indispensable  among  her  toilet 
paraphernalia,  is  the  exquisite  and  elegant  cologne. 
That  which  is  the  most  lasting  in  odor  is  the  most 
eagerly  sought  after.  The  fragrant  perfume,  in  rich- 
ness most  closely  imitating  the  breath  of  nature's  rar- 
est flowers,  the  chemist  has  long  sought  to  produce  ; 
numerous  have  been  the  attempts,  only  to  be  followed 
by  failiu'C,  until  the  art  of  extracting  from  the  sweet- 
est-scented flowers  and  other  natural  productions  has 
become  one  of  the  most  difficult  of  all  problems  to 
the  chemist  when  he  desires  to  produce  delicacy,  pur- 
ity in  aroma,  that  will  be  new,  and  consequently  pop- 
ular. Desirous  of  giving  to  our  fashionable  readers 
an  item  in  perfumery,  we  called  at  the  magnificent  es- 
tablishment of  H.  B.  Slaven,  pharmacist,  under  the 
Baldwin,  and  found  that  Mr.  Slaven  has  been  mak- 
ing immense  sales  in  his  specialty  in  perfumery  called 
"Slaven's  Yosemile  Cologne.'  This  elegant  cologne 
has  assumed  a  popularity  that  any  lady  can  easily  see 
is  w^ell  deserved,  in  testing  the  quality  of  this  rare  pro- 
duction for  the  toilet.  This  article  is  manufactured 
only  at  this  establishment,  and  has  gradually  found 
its  way  among  the  favorite  aromas  of  the  toilet. 


To  the  Katydid. 

Shrill  oracle,  proclaiming  night  by  night 
The  antique  riddle  man  may  never  guess, 
But  which  by  ihy  fond  un  forge  tfulness 
ITirills  all  the  dark  \\-ilh  music — thy  delight, 
\Vhatever  Katj'  did,  is  to  redte 
The  act's  occurrence  with  such  ceaseless  stress 
Of  triple  chirp  as  thy  small  powers  possess, 

The  traveler's  listening  fancj-  to  exctie. 
Oh,  what  immortal  secret,  stranKc  and  dear. 
Should  hold  thy  faithful  memory'  so  long? 
What  deathless  deed  which  thou  must  still  wnthhold— 
Which  autumn  after  autumn,  year  by  year, 
Vea,  centurj'  after  century  thy  song 
Reiterates,  yet  ever  leaves  untold? 

Henrv  S.  Cor.swei,l, /«  6"i.-r//w<v, 


Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda,  now  open. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "Worth"'  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  .Abdominal  Corsets.  Xo. 
430  Sutter  Street  .\.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  .-Vgent  in  the  city. 

Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Velvet  Frames. 


A  man  who  made  a  business  of  writing  obituaries, 
epitaphs,  etc..  used  to  solicit  patronage  far  and  near. 
Hearing  of  the  death  of  a  man  in  a  distant  part  of 
the  county  and  business  being  a  little  dull  he  made  a 
journey  there.  Finding  1  he  widow  of  the  deceased 
person  he  stated  his  occupation  and  asked  if  she 
wouldn't  like  a  few  lines  about  her  husband.  "  Lines 
about  him?''  she  said,  woefully;  "he  had  all  the 
lines  he  wanted.  If  he  had  had  one  line  less  he 
would  have  been  alive  to-day,"  "What  ailed  him, 
madam  ?  "     "  He  was  hung. '' 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


A  lady  in  Bridgeport,  Connecticut,  struck  her  law- 
yer three  times  on  the  head  with  a  water  pitcher, 
"Why  did  you  do  that.^"  said  the  man,  indignantly. 
".\s  your  lawyer  I  shall  have  everything  of  value  you 
have  anyhow,  so  that  I  can  really  get  nothing  because 
of  assault  and  battery.'' 


The  finest  baths  are  at  the  Terrace.  Alameda. 


Tbe  plash  of  fountains  in  the  moonht  courts  of  the 
Alhambra  ;  the  tinkle  of  a  lover's  lute  beneath  the 
window  of  Beauty;  the  swooning  of  "the  languid 
air"  tangled  in  the  strings  of  an  -Eolian  harp;  "the 
horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blowing;"  the  "sweet  jar- 
goning''  of  "all  little  birds  that  are  " — all  these,  and 
more,  are  mixed  and  mingled,  and  anon  clearly  indi- 
vidualized, in  the  strains  of  the  modem  musical  bo.x. 
At  M.  y.  Paillard  &  Co.'s  120  Suiter  Street,  every  va- 
riety of  this  magical  instrument  can  be  heard,  and 
from  hearing  to  buying  the  transidon  is  almost  inev- 
itable. Some  of  these  angels  in  the  household  will 
perform  you  more  than  one  hundred  airs,  and  the 
prices  of  all  kinds  are  ridiculously  low. 

For  the  finest  Photographs,  go  to  Dames  &  Hayes, 
715  Market  Street 

Go  to  the  Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

The  Old   House   .•Altered.     By  Geo.  C.  Mason,  .Archi- 
tect.    8vo.  ill $2  50 

Cupid  and  the  Sphin,ic.    A  noveL     By  Hartford  Flem- 

ming.     i2mo,  cloth 1  25 

American  Colleges — Their   Students  and  Work.     By 

C.  F.  Thwing.     1 6mo,  cloth i  00 

Thanatopsis.     By   William  Cullen    Bryant.     8vo,  ill., 

cloth 2  so 

Johnson's £bief  Lives  of  the  Poets.     Ed.  by  Mathew 

Arnold.     8vo. 
Grammar  Land.     Ey  M.  L.  Nesbitt.     Square  i€mo. 
England  from  a  Back  Window.     By  James   M.    Bai- 
ley, the  Danbury  News  man.     ismo,  cloth I  50 

Lake  Breezes.     By  Oliver  Optic     i6mo,  cloth i  50 

Live  Boj"5.     Ed.  by  Arthur  .Morecamp.     i6mo.  cloth.   1  00 

Remorse.     Th.  Bentzon.     Paper.  50  cents;  cloth 75 

Vision  of  Echard.     By  J.  G,  W^itlicr.     lomo,  cloth- .   i  25 

Little  Good-for-Nothing.     By  Alphonse  Daudet i  50 

Through  the  Dark  Continent.     By  Henry  M.  Stanley. 

2  vols,  3vo,  ilL,  cloth lo  00 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSF.LLF.RS  AN'D  STATIOXKRS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 

DECKER  BROS 


REMOVAL. 

I.  W.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERXIA  BANK,  CORNER  Market  AND  Montgomery  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  access.     The  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 

MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FINE  MILLINERY. 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN     STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1 1 14  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


COMPLICATED 

J/ATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

A  ND  A  LARGE  STOCK  OF  GOLD 

and  Silver  'Watches,   Chains,   Diamonds,  Jewelry, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Kancj-  Goods  at 


NEW  IWIPORTATION 

Of  ihe  L.\TEST  STYLES  of 

EMBROIDERIES 


OF    tVERV    DESICN. 


ALSO,  CANVAS  OF  NEW  COLORS. 

Ladies'  Shopping  Baskets  of  unique  shapes. 
Bronzes,     Clocks,     Ivor>-    C3r\'iDgs,    Toilet    and    Fancy 
Goods,  Vienna  Bronze  Ornaments. 


The  finest  assortmc?it  of  FANS  in  the  city. 


ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S   „_  SIERING  &  CO. 


CORNER  OF 

MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAX  FR.4NCISCO. 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROIVIAN'S. 

Cj^prus.     Ey  Franz  von  Loher,     i2mo,  cloth $2  00 

Thanatopsis.     By   William   Cullen  Bryant.     III.,  4to, 

cloth .^ 2  50 

The  Old   House   Altered.     By  Geo.   C  Mason.     4to, 

cloth 2  50 

Grammar  Land.     Ey  JL  L.  Nesbitt i  25 

Bismarck's  Letters.     Edited  by  Ritz  Ma:tse i  00 

Broken  Walls.  Ey  author  of  \\  ide.  Wide  World.  i2mo, 

cloth 1  25 

Cupid  and  Sphinx.     A  novel.     i2mo,  cloth i  25 

Fronde's  Third  Studies  on  Great  Subjects,  izmo,  clo  i  50 
Lake   Breezes.         By  Oliver   Optic.     Great  Western 

Series,     i  smo,  cloth i  50 

Live  Boys  in  Te.xas.  Bv  Morecamp.  irmo,  cloth  . ..  1  25 
England  from  a  Back  Window,     By  J,  M.  Bailey,  the 

Danbur\"  News  Man.     i3mo,  cloth i  50 

Under  the  Lilac?.  Ey  Louisa  ^L  Alcott.  i2mo, cloth,  i  50 
Stories  from  an  Old  Dutch  Totati.     By  Robert  Lowell. 

i2mo,  cloth I  50 

.American   Colleges   and   the   American    Public.      By 

Porter.     lamo,  cloth i  50 

All  .\round  the  House.     By  Mis.  Henry  Ward  Beech- 

er.     i2mo, cloth i  50 

Modem  Frenchmen.  By  Hamerton.  i2mo,  cloth, . .  2  00 
Johnson's  Live^  of  the  Poets.  Edited  by  Mathew  -Ar- 
nold      2   CO 

The  Heir  of  Charlton.  By  May  Agnes  Fleming,  i2mo, 

cloth I   75 

Just  received,  a  large  assortment  of  Bronze  Inkstands. 

Fifty  different  styles  of  Shakspeare. 

Immense  assortment  of  Juveniles  for  the  holidays, 

A.    ROMAN   &   CO., 

II  Montgomery  Street^ 

Lick  House  Block.  San  Francisco. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 
JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  .^ND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  wlh   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC.  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

November 16  1  December 17  |  January- 16 

Februar>' 18     March 15     April 16 

May i6|  I 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at  the    Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf, 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Genl  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


(Successors  to  Locan  &  Co.) 

19  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

LICK  HOUSE  BLOCK- 


MAURICE  DORE&  CO. 

AUCTIONEERS. 


EXTRAORDINARY  SALE 

AT  AUCTION,  AT 

P  L  ATT'S     HALL 


-OF    OVER. 


3  0  0 

Central,  healthful,  and  beautiful  large 

CITY  LOTS 


TUESD.AV,  Nov.  5,  1858,  at  12  o'clock  noon. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  VV, 

NOS.  Z,  3,  AND  4   ShERM.^NS   BuILDING, 

.Montgomcrj-  Strrr«t,  N.  E.  comer  ot'CIay,  San  Frandfco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


PIANOS 


TERMS    OF   SALE: 

One-quarter  cash,  one-quarter  in  3  years,  one- 
quarter  in  5  years,  one-quarter  in  7  years. 

Deferred  paj-ments  to  bear  ONLY  5!^  per  cent,  per  an- 
num interest,  payable  semi-annually,  and  be  secured  by 
mortgage  on  the  property,  with  pri^'ilege  to  pay  any  sum 
not  less  than  S50  at  any  time  before  maturity. 

To  those  pa^'ing  all  cash,  a  discount  wilt  be  allowed  of  7 
per  cent  on  the  deferred  payments. 

THE  TITLE  IS  PERFECT. 

MAURICE  DORE  i  CO.,  Auctioneer^, 

410  Pine  Street,  San  FrarKrisco. 

JOE  POHEIM 

The  Tador, 

203  Montgomery  St,  and  103 
Third  St.,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest 
st>Te  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from Sao 

Pants  to  order  from s 

Overcoats  10  order  from 15 

S3i'  The  Icadinc  question  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

•    JOE  PCHEIM, 

.o;   Mi5n[^i>mtr\"    Sr.    and     i-'j 
'llitrd  St. 

Samples  and  Rules  for  Self- 
Measurement  sent  free  to  any 
addrtss.     Fit  guaranteed. 

KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCISOQ 
&  OAKLAND. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


J 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 

Whal  5h-i!I  I  lell  you  of  first  this  week,  dear  Em.  ? 
Shall  it  be  of  a  little' tour  I  took,  this  morning  through 
Acfcerman's  inexhauiUble  store?  Well,  there  was 
really  so  much  that  is  new  and  beautiful.  I  scarcely 
knovv  where  to  begin.  There  are  the  bronzes,  many 
entirely  novel,  and  among  them  some  of  the  most 
el^ant  vAses  I  have  yet  seen,  in  the  form  of  tall, 
slender  pitchers,  covered  with  exquisite  designs. 
docks  of  the  same  style,  and  receivers  for  cards  or 
letters,  constituting  complete  sets  of  library  or  draw- 
ing-room ornaments.  Thmgs  come  under  the  head 
of  bronzes  nowadays  that  ■^re  not  b.-on;es  at  all.  but 
are.  if  an>'ttiing.  even  more  showy.  .  The  combina- 
tion of  gilt  and  sil\-cr  in  mantel  ornaments  is  only 
comparatively  new.  but  devices  are  so  constantly 
changing  as  to  bring  a  feeling  of  freshness  with  each 
new  change.  Nothing  can  be  much  more  cfffcti%-e 
than  the  Je^igns  of  grouse  or  quail  in  silver  nestling 
among  tall  grasws  of  gold,  or  a  pair  of  hunting  dogs 
coupled  together  in  characteristic  attitudes.  Again. 
there  are  the  goUfen  tronzes,  touched  hire  and  there 
with  green.  Sonic  oe^-  and  very  quaint  figures  in 
temicuiie  show  the  faces  ard  visible  portions  of  the 
body  of  clay  color,  with  dress  trimmings  of  blue  and 
yellow.  The  ne^^est  thing  in  jewel  caics.  just  come 
from  Paris,  are  m  tde  up  in  the  Japanese  styles,  in 
round,  squ-ire.  and  nbl-jng  boxes,  with  s^»tin  linings. 
The  covers  conic  off  entirely,  after  the  lashloii  of 
powder  boxes,  and  they  are  m  bn^hi  orange,  pint, 
or  gray  groundwork,  with  f.inciful  florte.-s  spreading 
OTcr  them  in  true  Oriental  cbandtjn.  One  of  the 
handsomest  ^vas  a  lead-oolored  polished  surf  ice  with 
chr)-san  the  mums,  the  Japanse  national  flower,  in 
black  lines  all  over  it  Exquisite  toilet  mirrors, 
framed  in  gill.  silver,  and  oxidized  silver,  with  tittle 
companion  Cupids  hovering  oter  the  top  or  at  one 
side,  arc  aUo  new.  One  window  \<.  quite  filled  with 
these  damtinciscs.  and  some  of  the  huindsomest  fans 
of  the  season.  Among  the  last  are  while  satm  ones 
mounted  on  pearl  sticks,  covered,  with  the  exception 
of  one  comer,  which  is  filled  in  with  a  fine  paintmg. 
with  the  finest  of  Point  lace.  1  think  them  exceed- 
ingly moderate  in  price  at  $30  and  upward.  Y<  u 
would  like  a  new  design  in  music  sLinds  Mr.  Acker- 
mao  showed  mc.  or  rather  a  music  stand,  portfolio. 
and  ea^>ei  combined,  made  of  ebony,  the  top  so  con- 
trived that  the  easel  part  can  be  made  to  slip  down 
out  of  sight  when  not  in  use.  Of  a  large  invoice  of 
English  table  ware,  dinner  sets  numbenng  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  peces,  but  one  remains,  although  they 
were  received  but  a  few  days  since.  But  the  scn- 
saticn  of  the  day  is  the  pro>pcctive  doll's  mitiiue, 
for  tickets  of  admis:>ion  to  which  applications  are 
being  ever\'  diy  filed.  It  will  bean  immensely  fine 
and  select  affair,  and  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost  in  se- 
curing cards.  There  will  beat  least  two  thousand 
dolls  when  .Mr.  .Ackerman  gets  his  interesting  and 
numerous  family  together.  There  is  a  bustle  of 
preparation  already  going  on  at  Bancrofts  that  pre- 
sages good  things  in  the  not  far  distant  futurv;  as  an 
earnest  of  them,  there  arc  new  shapes  in  the  ver>- 
fashionable  colors  in  letter  paper,  the  >lK-lIrose  pink 
and  the  raoss-greeo.  The  leitture  is  perfect  and  the 
tints  must,  as  t.-e  saying  is.  "  be  st:en  to  be  appreci- 
ated." The  new  "  Windsor"  envelope,  with  the  di- 
agonal flap,  is  so  popular  tliat  every  other  style  is 
ginng  place  to  iL  ■  Ssi-foam"  green  is  another 
shade  that  comes  tn  both  satin  and  rough  surface, 
with  these  same  envelopes,  and.  if  you  would  be 
extra  styliih.  there  is  sealing  wax  of  all  colors  to 
match.  ^Is  to  visiting  cards,  one  must  go  into  the 
lechmcalities  in  order  to  describe  them  adequately. 
For  iosisncc,  there  are  the  round  cornered,  turn- 
down, gilt.  bcN'eled  edge;  aai  the  clipped  come.-, 
gilt,  beveled  edged,  both  and  all  styles  to  be  uncom- 
promisingly square,  so  that  there  must  needs  be  card 
cas«s  to  match,  of  which  Mr.  Bancroft  has  already 
a  most  beAiIdering  display.  By  the  way.  did  you 
know  that  this  firm  publishes  a  bi-monthly  paper, 
called  the  Mcsstngir,  which,  besides  being  an  index 
to  all  tbeir  own  publications  and  other  books,  con- 
tains quite  a  complete  list  of  pseudonyms,  a  handy 
thmg  to  have  lor  reference  in  these  days  when  so 
many  hterar)-  folks  hide  their  lights  under  figurative 
bushels.  Mrs.  DcLorme.  of  Thurlow  Block,  has 
some  elegant  toilets  this  week,  among  them  a  pale 
green  moire,  trimmed  with  black  velvet  and  deep 
black  lace  :  the  train  is  cut  square— the  most  modern 
fanc>' — edged  with  deep,  white  rufflmg.  over  which 
£ill  the  points  of  the  silk,  each  terminated  by  a  black 
tassel ;  the  velvet  draping  goes  diagonally  over  one 
hip.  across  the  from,  and  lies  down  low  on  the  train  ; 
Duchcsse  s'.eeves  are  finished  by  double  ruches  of  lace. 
A  Mandarin  yellow  gros  grain,  garnished  with  black 
velvet  in  binds  and  Large  leaves ;  numbers  of  bows 
with  fnnged  ends,  and  othei^  oddly  combined  of 
dahlia-shaped  leaves  of  the  silk  and  velvet  ro^ttcs  : 
the  silk  and  velvet,  simulating  an  overdress,  are  headed 
with  frayed  ruchings  of  the  silk.  It  is  a  vcrj-  striking 
costume,  and  goes  to  one  of  the  prettiest  brunettes 
now  at  the  Palace.  The  decided  tcndenc}*  seems  to  be 
10  a  revival  of  the  Ponipatiour  and  .Mane  Antoinette 
overdress,  with  long-waisied  corsages,  cut  round  over 
the  hips,  low  or  square  in  the  ntxk.  and  with  verv 
short  sleeves.  The  ovcrskirt.  which  is  draped  and 
poffed  behind  and  on  the  hips,  is  continuous  with  the 
boddice.  .Mrs.  Koemer  i>  having  a  general  ret»n- 
siruction  at  her  embroideiy  parlors,  under  the  Bald- 
win, enlarging  and  preparing  for  new  stock  coming 
in  in  the  course  of  the  next  week,  and  which  will 
comprise  ail  the  latest  fancies  in  vases,  statuettes,  and 
bric-a-brac  generally,  from  Parisian  and  Viennese 
markets.  Mrs.  Koemcrs  free  afternoon  instruction 
in  embroidery  is.  1  am  told,  immensely  popular. 
Yoa  have  heard  so  much  of  Wakelec's  C^mclliftc, 
you  »y,  thai  you  mean  to  trj-  iL  Now.  let  me  add 
one  or  two  points  thai  perhaps  you  have  not  yet 
beard.  You  kno*  I  ne\-er  use  any  thinj  of  the  kind, 
knowing  that  in  the  best  preparations  in  the  market 
there  are  so  nviny  dangerous  ingredients,  like  arsenic, 
mercury,  and  lead,  but  since  I  have  been  admitted 
into  the  secret  of  the  making  of  this  cosmetic— 
though  I  dare  not  breathe  to  even  you  a  syllable  of  it 
— I  am  convinced  there  may  be  one  such'  made  that 
is  not  only  not  injurious,  but  that  is  positively  bene- 
ficial. Furthermore.  I  have  seen  cenificatcs  from  out 
leading  chemists  attesting  its  perfect  pur.ty,  for  the 
firm  has  not  n-,'lrcteJ  one  precaution  ncccs>ar>"  to 
assure  tho;e  mo-t  interested  of  the  real  character  of 
the  article  they  offer  them.  Not  onlv.  too.  does  it 
give  a  temporary  softness  and  whiteness  to  the  skin, 
but  in  a  short  lime  it  effects  a  radical  change  for  the 
better  in  the  %-ery  wonit  complexions.  W^at  more 
can  I  add,  after  saying  that  it  may  be  used  for  infants, 
as  a  wash,  as  a  dcniifrce.  and  as  a  preventive  and 
cure  for  ptusoning  from  poison  oak,  and  will  have  no 
had  effects,  even  if  through  chance  anv  of  it  should 

be  swallowed.  Yours,  etc..       Lilias  Dcbois. 


^£a<  1 


CEO.  W.    PRBSCOTT.  tRVlKG   M.   SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


^' 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL 


SANTA  BARBARA,  CAL. 

J\TO    HOTEL     OX    THE     PACIFIC 

■^  ■  Coi&t  can  surpass  the  Arlington'  in  the  aJay  cheer- 
fulaess  and  convenience  of  lis  arraogemcnls.  None  con 
equal  it  in  the  natural  and  ariistic  beauty  of  its  surround- 
ings. The  readers  of  the  ArconaI'T  u-ill  be  pleased  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  w-ithtn 
doors,  inexhaustible  plC'isure  withoui,  and  calm  contentment 
all  the  time,  at  a  very  economical  rate  of  expenditure,  haj. 
been  solved  ai  the  Arlington',  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  GEO.  T.  BROMLEY,  Manager, 


UNION    IRON   WORKS 

(  Koun.lcd  1:4^.)      Puil  Orficc  Byx  juS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS'  ^ 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[established  IN  1S74.] 


MANUFACTL-RERS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rock  DrilU. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary*  and  Portable  BoiWrs 
Baby  Hoist,  complete 


Paid  Up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANCISCO,    CAL., 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  Bu-Vcley  G>'mna5iuin  (a  preparatory-  school  to  the 
Universit>-) — a  lirst-class  boarding -school  establishment  in 
the  iateresis  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cntcDTting  sj-sicm  of  the  small  collctjes  and  miHtar>-  acade- 
mics af  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  14th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  2:d  and  a3d. 
Bj  rcque*it.  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer months  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions 1  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  au- 
dr:ss 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — Wc  desire  to  call  special  alteolion  to  the  OTgaoi- 
saiion  of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  ^mall  \m\s. 


COKSTANTLV  ON   HAND  AND   TOR  SALE, 

Dirort-aclmg  Pummngand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Stationary*  Encines, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  .Walgamating  Machincr^'- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodmng  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
AI)  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers, 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


CIIAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


GOLDEN     GATE    ACADEMY 


A 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

TTORXEVS   AXD    COL'XSELO/iS 

AT  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 


Office,  No.  510  California  Street.  Room*.  1,  s,  and  x. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTOR.XEY  AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  alt  other  cases  attended  to. 


REMOVAL. 


AND  CADET  SCHOOL. 


Ncjtt  quarter  wOi  commence  October  7,  1878. 
For  circulars,  address 

D.  P.  SACKETT,  A.  M.,  Prindpal, 

Oakland.  CaL 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE   PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

\%'nere\-er  tested  ON  THEIR  .MERITS,  ihey  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  ihe  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
saiisfaciion  to  the  osnsumers  than  any  other  land  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAX  FR.\XClSCO.  C4L. 


Q    F.  IVILLEY  Sf  CO., 

:MK0F,TSRS    and    MAN'-TACrVKESS    OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  MOKTCOMERV  St.,  Sax  FraNXIsCO. 


S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &.  CO. 
CTOCA'  &-■   EXCHANGE  BR-OKERS, 

Have  removed  from  314  Pine  Street  to 

322  Pine  St.,  cor.  Leidesdorff,  San  Francisco. 


MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,  GERMAN,    AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

npo  POST  ST.,  BETIFEEX  HYDE 

y^  ■^     and  Larkin. 

KINDFRGAR  1  EN  connected  \n'lh  the  Inslilute. 

The  ne\[  term  w-il!  commence  October  3d. 

A  limilea  number  of  Boirdinc  Pupils  received. 

.M.ME.  R  ZElTalCA.  Prindpal. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(L'niver5it>-  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAX  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A- M.  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to&  p.  M.  Sunday  11  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


THOS.   FLINT,  Prrsident.        J.  W.   FOARD,  Manager. 

Ferd.   K.  RtXE Secretary. 

L  G.  Gardner General  .A,eont. 


pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLIAM  DOOLAN. 

Ofiice  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


/ 


N  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 


Agents  Tor  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactimd  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  Nw  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS.  Philadelphia. 

C.  S.  CAFFREY.  Camtien.  N.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  .New  York. 
H.  KII-LAM  &  CO..  New  Haven. 
COOLING  BROS..  Wilmington 


r.lSO,   ACeSTS   FOR 

HARNESS  M.AXUFACTURED  BY  MOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  i  MANDEVILI.E,  AND 

A-  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  Gq«  a&sortiaeiit  of  Robes,  Blaakets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKiiRS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCHTYPE. 

5PECL\L  .\OENT5  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 
Hvpocriies  arc  being3  of  darkness  di^msed  in  the  -    Xc.  539  COMJIERCLAL  STREET. 

-i-r.ients  01  light  And  »5  Lridewiorf  Street.  Saa  Fiancisco. 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  CaJifornia 
ia  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  %^  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  rti^irict  of  the  State  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  Countj'  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of 
tfac  Clerl:  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greetiDg  to 
David  P.  Nelion,  defendant : 

■N'ou  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
againM  >»u  by  the  above  namtM  plaiitiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  Liistrict  ol  the  State  of 
Calif>niia  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  FranciKX^. 
and  to  an-swer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exriusiv-e  of  the  day  of  service)  afitrr  the  senice  on  you  of 
thb  summons — if  served  wthin  this  couni>*;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  dbtrici,  within  twenty  days  ; 
olhcrw^ssc  within  forty  daj-s— or  judgment  by  defuuU  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prajxr  of  said  complaint. 

'ITic  Slid  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decrteof  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  nowexist- 
ing  between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  arc  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  app*:arand 
answ-cr  the  said  complaint,  asabove  required,  the  t>a)d  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou- 
sand eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Oerk. 

(sEAi-]  By  W.  SrEVENS"N.  Deputy  Clerk. 

Oe".  L.  Woods  and  John  J.  Copfe%',  .^ttomej-s  for 
Plaiotifl". 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  Califtimia  Street,  San  Ftatictsco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  .A.  L.ATON.  Secrelan-. 


pHE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AKD  — 

1NSUR.\NCE    COMPAXY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S460,000 


o 


FFICE    OF    GENERAL     THOMAS 

Mill  and  Mining  Company,  San  Francisco.  October 
22  3.  1378  — The  ihird  annual  meeting  of  the  »lockholdcrs  of 
the  abo%e  named  corporation,  for  the  election  of  Directors 
and  the  transaction  of  such  other  business  as  may  be  pre- 
sented, will  be  held  on  Monpav,  November  4th.  iBjS  (first 
Monday  in  November),  at  the  hour  of  one  o'clock  v  m.  on 
thai  day.  at  the  office  of  the  corporation.  Room  No.  29, 
Ne^"ada  Block,  Ko.  300  Montgomerv  Sireet,  San  Francisco, 
California.  Transfer  books  will  be  closed  on  Wednesday, 
October  jolh,  1S73,  at  three  o'clock  p.  m. 

WM.  WILLIS.  Secretary. 


Principal  Office,  aiS  and  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  V  ce-Prc&ident, 

CHAS.   H.  CUSHING.  Secretary-, 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Survevo 


S 


I  ERR  A  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Nonce  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  twenty-second  day  of  October,  187B,  an  assess- 
mcnt  (No.  5$)  of  three  dollars  (Sj)  per  share  was  le^-ied  upon 
the  caoital  slock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  47.  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty-seventh  day  of  November,  1878,  will  bcdelin> 
quent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
paj-ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the 
eighteenth  day  of  December,  1878,  to  pav  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  W.   W.   STETSON,  Secreiar>-. 

Office — Room  47,  Ne%-ada  Block,  309  Montgomerj-  Street, 
San  Francisco.  CaLfomia. 


o 


FFICE  OF  THE  SIERRA  NEVADA  • 

Silver  Mining  Company   San   Francisco,  October  2d, 
187B. — In  accordance  with  a  resolution  adopted  at  a  meeting 
of  the  Trustees  of  the  Sierra  Ne%'ada  Silver  Mining  Com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  special  meeting  of  the  stockholders  of 
said  Company  b  hereby  called,  the  same  to  be  held  at  the 
office  of  the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309 
Montgomery-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California,  on  Monday, 
the  fourth  (4th)   day  of  November,  1878,  at  two  (2)  o'clock 
p.  M.,  to  take  into  consideration  and  decide  upon  the  propo- 
sition to  increase  the  capital  stock  of  said  Company  from  leo 
million  ($10,000,000)  dollars,  dii-ided  into  one  hundred  thou- 
sand (100,000)  shares  of  the  par  v^lue  ofone  hundred  (S>oo) 
dollars  each,  the    present    capital    stock,    to    fifty   million 
($50,00,0000)  dollars,  divided  into  five  hundred  thousand 
(soo.oco)  shares  of  the  par  \-aluc  of  one  hundred  ($too)  dol- 
lars each.  JOHN  SKAE,        '\ 
CHAS.  H.  FISH, 
JOS.    CLARK,         V  Trustees 
A.  E.  HEAD.  I 
R.  N.  GRAVES,    j 
W.  W.  Stetson,  Secretary-. 


DELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO. 

"^"^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works.  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  held  on  ihe  eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  i'')  ofone  (5i)doIlarper  share  was  IcMcdupon  th« 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  ia 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203 
Bush  Street.  Sjn  Francisco,  California- 

.Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  i2ib  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  advertised  at  public  auction,  and  unless  paNTncnl  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tlesdav,  the  third  day  of 
December,  1S78,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JNO.  CROCKETT,  Secretarj-. 

Office — Room  12.  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bu^  , 
Street.  San  Francisco.  California- 


/ 


V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  judicial  District,  of  the  Slate  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

M  \RY  E.  henry,  plaintiff,  vs.  JAMES  J.  HENRY, 
defendant.— An  action  "orought  id  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  ia 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Qerk  of  said  District  l.>)Urt. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
JAMES  J.  HENRY,  defendant: 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  Distnct 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  comptaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  ser^■ice)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summona— if  sen-ed  within  this  county;  or,  if  seized  out 
of  this  count>*.  bm  in  this  district,  within  twenty-  da>-s- 
otherwise  w.ihin  forty_days — or  judgment  by  default  »*i!l 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plainL 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  thii 
Court  dissoKing  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
plaintiff  and  defendant  (as  will  appear  more  fully  bj- refer-. 
ei>ce  to  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  your  attention 
b  hereb>-  directed),  and  for  general  relief  and  costs  of  suit. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  jou  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  Cit>'  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  Third 
day  of  Scpfmber,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

(seal  of  cotBT-l        THOs.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk. 
By  W,  STEVENSON.  Deput\'  Clerk. 

T.  J.  CkOWLEV,  Atiorae>-  for  Plaintiff. 
No.  629  Kearny  Strceu 


ii 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

Wholesale  and  Retail 

Druggists,   hnpoi^tcrs  of  Foreign 

and  Domestic  Drtigs,  Cheyn- 

icais,  a7id  Perfityncry, 

N'j.  140  Montgomery-   Street,  under  the  Occidental   Hotel, 
San  Francisco. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION   PAID 

to  compounding  Phj-sician's  PrescripUons,  the  dis- 
pensing of  which  is  entrusted  only  to  the  most  competent 
hands,  while  ever>-  care  is  taken  to  ensure  the  purity  of  all 
preparations. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


C 


6.30  \ 


0' 


■)F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

Standard  Reputation,  plajing  from  one  to  over  one 
Qundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSIC.-VL  BOXES  WITH  CHAXGE.\BLE  C^'LIN- 
PERS  always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  stjies  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL     BOXES    thoroughly 
licne  in  alt  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Suiter  Street,  Sar  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  680  Broadway,  New  York. 


Cl.MMENCING    :Jt-NLiAV,    J  L  LV    I4,    I  Sjti. 

Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

P  -^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  HoUister, 
"•JJ  ^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  3^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R,  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Sali.vas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^3"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 

Tn  An  '^-  ^^-  I^AILY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sta- 

-,  -^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundaj-s  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J*»^  jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
^'  Stage  connectioii  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Cla.ra'  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

.  .^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
^••f^  tions. 

P.  M.  DAILY    for    Slenlo    Park   and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

S^  SUND.\YS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  wUI  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r,  m. 

SS'  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  un  Saturdaj-s  and  Sunday  memings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  Excursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  .Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUD.\H, 

Superintendent.  Assi.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  .-\gt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
I  S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
\  the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
j  Wa  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferr>- 
}  Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
!  close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  MohDve,  LOS 
,  ANGELES,  Wilmimgion,  .Ajiahcim,  Colton,  Colorado 
I  River,  and  Ylma. 

'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


\s 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


\3  30 


Commencing  Monday,  October  7th,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  M'harf.) 

P.  M,  DAILY,  Sundays  excepted. 

Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  {Washington 
Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
I  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
I  dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
I  \-ille  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
I  CloverdaJe  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  Cit\%  and  the 
I  GEYSERS, 

S^  Connections  made  at   Fulton  on  the  following  mom- 
itig  with  Fulton  and  Oueme\-iHe  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Gucme- 
ville,  and  the  Redwoods. 
I      (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.35  ■*•  m.) 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


RE-OPENED. 


HAYWARD  WAREHOUSES 

An;  \\>->\\  reueivini; 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 

'-THE  PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 

and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season,  Ad\-ances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas.  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Water  Yalley  Company,  Bray  Eros.,  M.  Waterman 
&  Co.,  San  Francisco;  John  Zcilc,  Ha\-ward'5:  J,  West 
Martin,  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  Oakland. 

R.  H.  BENNETT,  Proprietor. 


S?  QQ  A.  M„  Siendnvs  r>nh\   Excursions, 

'  steamer  "James  M.  Dunahuc,"  connecting  at 

Donahue  with  trains  for  CloverdaJe  and  way  stations. 

Rktcknini;— Trains   \^4II    leave   Donahue   at  4,40  r,  11,, 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  w  m. 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  a.30  r,  m,  daily  (e.vcept 
Sundiiy). 

Ticket  Offick,  Washington'   Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hlches,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Beax.  Sup't. 

P.   E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  .\gent. 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


OMMENCINC  MONO  A  V,  OCTOBER 

,  1S7S,  and  until  further  notice. 

TRAINS  AND  EO-A.TS 
IV/LL  LEA  VE  6AN  FJ<AXCISCO: 
OvERLA.su  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7.00    '^-    '^^■'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  •  Steamer  (from    MarkeL   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa(St.-iges  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
isioga(The  Gej-sers),  and  Sacramentu.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sunda>-s  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
^nJ  at  \\'o^land  for  Williams  and  \\i!io\vs. 

(.\rrive  San  Francisco  8.io  p.  m.] 

7.00    •'^-  ^^•'    D^^LY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferr^-).  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  g.45  A.  M.  Connecting  at  Niles  unth  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Trac>'  at  11-30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  .Atlantic  Express.         [.-Vrrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  M.J 

8,00  ^-  ^^^■'  D-'^^^y^   ATLANTIC 

Express  Train  (\Ta  Oakland  Ferr>-,  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R,  R.)  for  Sacramento,  >tar^*svine, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  C^'irginia  Cit>-).  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden.  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  GaJt  with 
train  anri^-ing  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  .M 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  P  m.j 
Sl^KDAV  EXCURSIO.S-   TICKETS  TO  SaN  PaBLO  aND  MaR- 

tinez  at  Keulxed  Rates. 

10  00   ^-    '^-^•'  -^^-^^5^'    (V^^    OAK- 

*  land  Ferry).  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles,  [.Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  P,  M.] 

-»   QQ  P.  J/.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

,_/  •  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Fenr    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [-Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  .k.  m.] 

^.00    ^■-  ^'^•'    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

.   ^  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (^Ha  Oakland  Ferr^") 

I  to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

j  (Arrive  San  Francisco  g.-^s  a.  m.] 

\d.00  ^-  ^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

t~'  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferrj',    Northern 

I  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
I  Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
I  (San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  An^geles, 
j  '  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  .\na  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
[  ers).  Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
i  Yuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12,35  P-  ^i-] 

A  00  ^-  ''^-^  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

ir'  Yallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  CalisCoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  r.  M.,  for  Tnickee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo  and  Carson  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

A  00  ^-  ^^■<  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

'T'*  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

liVharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3,oo  P.  m.] 

A   ?0   ^'-   '^^■'   DAILY,    THROUGH 

7~'%J  Third  Class    and   Accommodation   Train,   \-ia 

Oakland  Ferrj-,  Northern  Ry..  and  S,  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  m.'  [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.] 

//     ?r)  ^-  '^^-^    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^  *  ^  senger  (\'ia    Oakland    Ferr^-)   to    Haj-wards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore,  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

C  nn    P-   ^'^-^    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^  •  *-^*-'  Em-grant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East, 

Public   conveyance   for   Mills  Seminary-  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 


J.   0.    MERRILL   &.   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  ao6  Califorkia  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheblbk,  Sacramento, 

J,  T.  Glover.  W.  W.  Dodcb,  San  Francisco 


w. 


W.  DODGE  a-  CO., 


WHOLESALE   GROCERS. 

Northwest  comer  Ciav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Froucisct). 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

'THE  ONI. !  •  rOSITIl  E  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vekti'  ai.  Feed 
Sewing  Malhin-e,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S. — Howe,    Florence,   Wheeler  &   Wilson,  Grover   & 
Baker,    Domestic.   Weed,   Willoox  &  Gibb;.  for  sale  at  3to 
each. 


o 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 


JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and   Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA   AND    HONGKONG, 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIC. 

November.. . ! .  .16  ,  December 17  \  October 24 

February' iS  ,  March 15  ]  Januarj- 16 

May 16  1  |  April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomcrj-  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wliarf. 

T,   H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  .A.gent. 

D.WID  D.  COLTON,  President. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  ist  of  everj'  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
September  3d,  and  ever>-  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  VORK.  ria  PAN.\MA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  A.MERICAN 
PORTS,   HAVAN.\,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
igih   of   each   month. 

FOR  HONOLULU, 
April  27th,  and  evcrj-  four  weeks  thereafter. 

FOR   VICTORIA.    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 
and  POKTL.A.XD,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 
2oth,  and  3olh  of  each  month. 
WILLIAMS.  ELANCHARD  &  CO..  Agents. 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


P 


PACIFIC   COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


SteameTH  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  ever>-  five  daj-r;.  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO.  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
ever^"  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  scp  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  pap>er5. 
Ti'iciiT  OppicK,  No.  314  M'lNTf.'iMRRv  St.,  seak  Pine, 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO..  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Fra:.ciseo. 


LiniE  &  GUMMING, 

fAKPE.VTERS  .IND  BUILPERS,  No. 

54  O'Farrell  Street.  San  Francisco. 
Estimates  given  on  all  classes  and   styles  of  «-ork.     Gen- 
eral   jobbing   promptly   attendsd   to.       Officer  and   Store; 
neatly  fitted  up. 


FERRIES 

AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANXISCO.  DAILY. 
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CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco— P,?/*)'— [17.2-1 — 3.15 — 9.15 — lais 

— 11.15A.  M. — 12.15 — r-'5 — 3-=5 — 3-'5 — 1''5 — S-'S^-  "■ 

From  Oakland — Daily — r7.io — 8.05— o.^!; — 10.0^ — 11.05 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — '-05 — ?. '  5 — >f'^ — 4-os — S-**^''-  *■• 

B — Daily.  Sunday.^  eycef>ted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  b>  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph. Jewelers,  101  and  loi  Montgomcr\-  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE.  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sop't.  Gen.  Pasi.  and  Ticket  i\-  1. 


n^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

-'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds)  . 


.  .$10,000,000  Gold 
.     3,500,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
LOL-IS  McLa.s-e,  President.      J.  C  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackay,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  GLE^-^"k■, 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A-  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  J  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  t  Geo.  L,  Brander, 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  a^-ailable  io  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throiighout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  HawalL 

Nev,-  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 

London-  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


7  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
^  (Limited.) 


No,  422  California  Street,  Sa.v  Francisco. 


London  Office. 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  Eai jiings lyo.ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accotmts,  make  Collections, 
bay  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  a\-ailabte  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  ,. 
IGN.  Steinhart,;*'"»S"^ 
p.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN  FRANCISCO 


Capital Sj,ooOjOOO 

D.  O.  MiLi-S President . 

William  .Alvord Vice-President . 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia;  Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Unies 
National  Bank ;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\'ings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zeabjid ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corpoi^tioD. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  to^^Tis  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  a\'ailablein  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London.  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  F ran kfort-on- Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stoclho'm,  Christiana,  Locamo. 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney-. 

Vice-President C  D.  O'SuLLtVAN. 

TRt;STEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Coimor, 

C  D,  O'SuUii-an,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sulli\-an,  GusL  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Edward  Martin 

.Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countr>-  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  Sl  Cd.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house 
but  the  Society  wu!  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver^-. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposiL 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delh-ered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  npward.  Office  hoars  from 
9  A.  ,M.  to  3  P.  M, 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  1S60. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE.  No.  233  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

M.\RTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Benson,  Secretarj-  and  Cashier. 


P 


-RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


I  Bi'SH  Streut,  above  Kearney',  Sas  Frakcisco. 
0.  MAHE.  Director. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Drfedive  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near   Bush,    oppoiite   ihi    "--I'n'il 
Hotel.  ^ 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEBINC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Building. 
£/.EGA.\r  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Accnt  for  Pacific  CouL 

gr  Owncn  of  Chickcring  PLiaos  are  specially  rcquMted 
to  Icavrr  orden  for  tuniin!  al  warCTOonii,  31  Po*t  yircel. 

Mils  I C 


KN.-\KE  riAN'OS, 
Irving  Pi.anos,  Rogers' Upright  I'i.vnos, 
Prince  Organs,  lyalcrs"  Organs,  SAcI  Musk. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

7.V',  MAKKKT  .STKKKT. 


PIANOS 

SCHOMACKKR  -XNU  HENRY  F.  .MIL- 
LER CELEHR.-VTED  ri.ANOS. 

Pia/tcn  Tunc.!.  Rtrilcl.  and  f.r  Sale  on  ihc  ln>Ial!nicnt  Plan. 

WoODWORTH,ScHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


NO.  12  TYLER  STREET,  S.  F. 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

DKO  DUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

**  Goklen  Hair  4o  much  admired.     Superior  to  the  im- 

ported article  by  re:ason  of  its   freshness  and   the  care  used 
in  It*  production. 
PRICE,  L.\RGE    BOTTLES,  %2. 

ManufDCtUTcd  hy 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &.  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Comer  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


GENUINE   SALE. 

NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

LTAVIXG     TO    MAKE   ROOM    FOR 

the  daily  arrival  of  new  ^lylcs  of  French.  English, 
and  Dome^tic  Cruods  from  hi>  New  York  and  London 
houses,  will  display  a  very  large  quantity  of  uncalled-for 
garments  at  greatly  reduced  prices,  ai>  follou-s : 

Pants from  $3  00 

Suits "    13  00 

Overcoats "     1500 

Vests. "       3  00 

Coats "      7  00 

Gentlemen,  before  ordering  anywhere,  will  do  well  to  call 
and  in*pe«  oar  diily  arrival  of  French,  Eneli^h,  Scotch, 
and  Domcvt  c  Cootie. 

No.  505  .MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


J.J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearay  Street. 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY    EMPORIUM,! 

UNTirR  THE   EAIP'.VIX. 


THE    SPIRIT    OF    '78. 

An  Opporhmity  such  as  was  never  before  offered 
to  the  San  Francisco  P?ibiic. 


T.  H. 


.An  Artist  of  rare  ability,  long  known  to  the  public  as  being  connected  with  some  of  our 
most  prominent  I'hotogr.iphic  Galleries,  and  latterly  of  the  firm  of  Messrs.  I.  W'.  TABER 
&  T.  H.  bOVD,  noticing  the  w.ints  of  the  people  for  first-class  pictures  at  a  reasonable 
price,  h.as  retained  the  elegant  and  commodious  apartments, 

NO.  26  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

where  he  has  every  facilily  for  doing  work  of  a  superior  kind,  and  proposes  to  make  his 
prices  so  moderate  than  none  need  have  an  excuse  for  having  an  inferior  picture  taken, 
cither  of  themselves  or  their  children.  Never  before  were  such  full-length  Cabinets — 
interior  or  rustic — taken  for  the  low  figure  of  five  dollars  per  dozen  ;  the  popular  Gray 
Tint  Vignette  Cabinets  at  six  dollars  per  dozen  ;  and  the  truly  elegant  Cameo  Glacc — 
the  favorite  of  all — usually  costing  ten  and  twelve  dollars  per  dozen,  at  Boyd's  will  only 
cost  you  eight  dollars.  His  card-size  Photos,  for  the  Cameo  Glacc  finish,  will  be  four 
dollars  per  dozen,  and  the  Gray  Vignettes  only  three  dollars. 

His  apartments  are  all  that  could  be  asked  for — large,  commodious,  and  first-class 
in  every  particular  ;  every  convenience,  in  fact,  that  tends  to  enhance  the  comforts  of  his 
patrons.  His  skylight  is  the  largest  in  the  city,  thus  giving  him  a  volume  of  light  to 
be  controlled  at  his  will,  and  so  secure  an  effect  in  light  and  shade  that  can  not  be 
obtained  with  a  smaller  light.  Every  improvement  of  modern  times  that  makes  expo- 
sures shorter  has  been  secured,  so  that  pictures  of  children  will  now  be  taken  so  quickly 
that  it  is  the  exception  if  a  superior  picture  is  not  obtained. 

He  also  desires  to  specially  call  the  attention  of  his  old  friends  and  patrons 
who  have  visited  him  at  the  Yosemite  Gallery,  that  he  has  all  the  negatives  of  the 
I*holograi)hs  taken  in  the  Gallerj',  and  can  supply  copies  desired  at  very  short  notice 
and  at  the  reduced  prices. 

Pay  him  a  vis//  ami  judge  for  yottrselves. 

YOSEMITE  ART  GALLERY 

No.  26  Montgomery  St.,  near  Stttter. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  GO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

.■\s  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 


ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

QQC  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
OOD  &.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

.SEXD  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


EDUCATIONAL! 

French.  Spanish,  and  Italian  taught  by  Prof.  Barihelcmy 
dc  Filippc,  by'hLs  easy,  new  method,  saving  months  of 
vtudtcs.  Cixsscs  for  beginners  will  be  form^  September 
TOth:  also  |>rivatc  lessons.  PACIFIC  BUSINESS  COL- 
LEOEj  3J0  Post  SirecL 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
5-0  rOST  STREET,  I 

San   Francisco. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR   S\LE  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 


iJUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  you  sec  wliat  has  been  .iccom- 
plished  by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


A 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

TTORAEY  AXD  COUNSELOR  AT 

Law,  No.  509  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 
FINE-ART    DEALERS. 

FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


A  complete  ;LiWlinenl  of  ARTISTS' MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 

19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


JyT/A  RE  ROOMS,   A',    jr.    CORNER 

'^       KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,  JHYDE   &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  li^ht-ninninc   lock-stitch   Sewing  Machme 
in  the  market. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


'DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  30  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


STOVES 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS 

BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 

STORES,  ETC.,  ETC. 


J^HE   LARGEST   STOCK   AND 

the  greatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  Coasl. 

500 

Different  Sizes,  Styles,  and  Patterns  to  select  from. 


W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 


Nos.  110,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  .Si'. 


PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  ossorlment  of 

TADIES'  AND   GENTS'  FURNISH- 

ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

^:>    for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     E5r  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.   SHARON. 

RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

UST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

lection  of  fine  Engravincs  specially  purchased  in 
Idly  for  ihe  Christmas  trade.  Noihmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Enyrav- 
ing,  which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W,  K.  ViCKERV  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  note  address — 22  iMontgomerj'  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 
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LAST  PART.- 

1818. — The  extraordinary  circumstances  in  which  I  find 
myself  placed  induce  me,  after  a  period  of  five  years,  to  re- 
commence my  diary.  I  am  passing  through  a  terrible  or- 
deal, and  it  never  was  more  necessary  for  me  to  put  my 
thoughts  in  order.  First,  I  wish  to  recall  to  my  remem- 
brance the  principal  events  which  have  brought  about  my 
present  situation,  and  try  to  draw  from  it  that  light  and  those 
counsels  of  which  I  stand  so  much  in  need.  Besides  I  begin 
to  have  a  presentiment  that  these  pages  may  one  day  be 
read  by  some  one  besides  myself,  and  on  that  account  I  wish 
to  leave  nothing  about  them  in  obscurity. 

My  marriage,  as  I  foresaw  it  would,  took  place  at  the  same 
time  as  that  of  C^cile,  in  the  little  church  in  Louvercy. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  d'Eblis  left  the  next  day  for  Italy, 
where  they  intended  to  travel  for  several  months.  Five  or 
six  weeks  afterward  I  left  for  Nice,  with  my  husband  and 
my  mother-in-law.  The  health  of  my  husband  has  given 
me  the  only  serious  concern  I  have  known  during  nearly 
four  years  passed  in  that  fine  climate.  I  can  not  say  that 
my  heart  has  always  been  free  from  regrets  and  sad  re- 
membrances; but  I  can  say,  however,  that  God  has  blessed 
the  folly  of  my  marriage,  and  that  it  brought  me  all  that  I 
anticipated.  It  is  not  true  that  pleasures  derived  from  the 
passions  take  but  a  single  shape,  as  we  are  too  apt  to  think. 
There  is  a  happiness  which  comes  from  the  passions  under 
the  shape  of  duty,  devotion,  sacrifice;  it  exists  even  in  martyr- 
dom. As  for  martyrdom,  let  it  be  well  understood  that  there 
was  no  question  of  it  in  my  case;  nevertheless,  a  task  such  as  I 
had  undertaken  is  not  accomplished  without  difficulty  nor 
without  some  opposition.  It  is  not  in  one  day  that  the  most 
delicate  or  beloved  hand  can  tame  or  cure  a  naturally  violent 
spirit  embittered  by  misfortune;  but  at  the  same  time  what 
an  almost  divine  rapture  there  is  in  combating  for  a  doubtin;_ 
and  rebellious  soul,  and  in  drawing  it  little  by  little,  but 
whole  and  pure,  from  under  the  ruins  of  the  body,  where  it 
.  was  as  it  were  buried,  and  making  it  live  again  in  the  pure 
light  of  heaven  and  in  a  revival  of  its  hopes  !  For  the  few 
desponding  tears  that  I  may  have  shed  in  secret,  what  sweet, 
happy,  grateful  tears  have  1  let  fall  whenever  I  felt  that  my 
efforts  were  being  rewarded  ! 

At  last  the  time  arrived  wherein  it  was  sufficient  for  me  to 
raise  my  finger  smilingly  to  instantly  subdue  those  terrible 
fits  of  passion  to  which  my  poor  Roger  often  abandoned  him- 
self. Not  to  take  too  much  credit  to  myself,  I  ought  also 
to  say  that  the  honor  of  this  miracle  was  not  mine  alone,  for 
it  was  after  the  birth  of  my  daughter  that  her  father  became 
reconciled  to  God. 

It  was  a  little  while  before  her  birth  that  C^cile  and  her 
husband,  on  returning  from  Rome,  came  and  passed  several 
days  with  us  at  the  Villa  des  Palmes,  where  we  resided.  I 
had  secretly  dreaded  the  moment  when  1  should  have  to 
meet  Monsieur  d'Eblis  again,  but  the  event  which  was  then 
maturing  rendered  me  almost  indifferent  about  it,  or  at  least 
I  thought  I  was.  Besides,  I  found  him  so  cold  in  his  man- 
ner toward  me  that  I  was  troubled  with  the  idea  that  he  had 
some  grievance  against  me.  Was  he  dissatisfied  with  Cecile, 
and  did  he  reproach  me  with  giving  too  flattering  an  account 
of  her  when  he  asked  my  opinion  .^  Certain  little  things  in 
his  manner  toward  his  wife  astonished  me  ;  he  did  not  seem 
to  be  in  the  same  degree  under  the  influence  of  her  charms  ; 
always  extremely  courteous,  his  tone  toward  her  was  dry  and 
ironical ;  he  seemed  sometimes  to  be  bored  with  the  ridicu- 
lous account  she  gave  of  her  travels,  her  intentional  confu- 
sion of  names,  things,  epochs,  her  smart  sayings,  and  her 
prattle.  But  Monsieur  de  Louvercy,  to  whom  I  said  a  few 
words  as  to  my  fears,  assured  me  that  Captain  d'Eblis  was 
more  in  love  with  his  wife  than  ever  ;  that  perhaps  he  was 
uneasy  at  seeing  her  so  brilliant  and  sparkling,  and  so  much 
admired,  but  that  was  all.  I  therefore  thought  no  more  about 
it,  and  I  was  too  happy  and  too  much  occupied  with  the  idea 
of  my  approaching  maternity  to  trouble  myself  much  about 
other  matters.  ' 

It  was  our  intention  to  leave  Nice  at  the  end  of  the  spring, 
and  return  and  pass  the  summer  at  Louvercy,  my  husband 
absolutely  discarding  all  idea  of  a  residence  in  Paris.  But 
the  doctors  feared  a  sojourn  for  him  in  the  damp  climate  of 
Normandy.  By  their  addce  we  concluded  to  remain  at  the 
South  until  his  health  was  more  fully  asured.  The  two  suc- 
ceeding years  were  of  an  almost  perfect  serenity  for  me.  My 
dear  grandmother  came  to  see  us  two  or  three  times,  my 
mother-in-law  overwhelmed  me  with  her  affection,  and  then 
I  had  my  daughter,  whose  birth,  as  I  have  said,  had  com- 
pletely reconciled  my  husband  to  life,  and  increased  his  at- 
tachment to  me.  He  had  commenced  with  much  ardor  his 
work,  in  which  I  humbly  assisted  him  as  secretary,  classify- 
ing, as  well  as  I  was  able,  the  documents  with  which  Mon- 
sieur d'Eblis  kept  us  supplied,  making  extracts  and  copying 
in  my  very  best  handwriting  his  illegible  fly-tracks.  The 
profound  and  sincere  friendship  with  which  he  had  inspired 
Monsieur  d'Eblis  was  no  longer  a  mystery  to  me,  as  1  ac- 
knowledge it  had  been  formerly,  when  only  his  faults  were 
to  be  seen  ;  but  since  he  had  ceased  to  consider  himself  con- 
demned to  an  isolated  existence,  without  affection  and  with- 
out a  future,  the  great  qualities  of  heart  and  mind  which  he 
possessed  had  reappeared  in  all  their  force,  and  with  a  charm 
that  was  indisputable.     He   had   even   shown  a  gayety  of 


manner  of  which  I  was  far  from  believing  him  capable  in  the 
early  days  of  our  acquaintance,  and  it  was  so  pleasant  for 
me  to  think  that  I  had  something  to  do  with  these  changes. 
But  what  touched  me  more  than  all  the  rest  was  the  entire 
confidence  he  had  in  me.  I  said  to  myself  on  marrying  him 
that  a  life  in  the  world  of  society  was  over  for  me,  and  I 
freely  resolved  to  give  up  all  idea  of  it.  It  did  not  suit  me 
to  seek  pleasures  in  which  my  husband  could  not  participate. 
But  he  wanted  to  insist  upon  my  accompanying  his  mother 
to  some  of  the  assemblies  of  the  French  and  foreign  colony 
which  seethed  around  us. 

I  did  not  abuse  this  liberty,  but  was  happy  to  make  use  of 
it,  as  it  enabled  me  to  receive  in  my  own  house  at  times.  I 
was  naturally  exposed,  on  the  part  of  our  guests  and  neigh- 
bors, to  those  gallant  attentions  offered  to  every  woman 
blessed  with  a  passable  exterior  or  an  expert  dressmaker.  A 
sick,  infirm  husband  might  tend  to  encourage  the  expression 
of  them  ;  but  I  met  them  with  that  quiet  reserve  by  which  it 
is  always  easy  to  show  that  one  is  not  in  the  game.  My  hus- 
band, shrewd  and  clear-sighted,  spoke  jokingly  of  these  ab- 
surdities. I  think  he  took  priae  in  showing  by  his  sovereign 
indifference  how  far  above  the  shadow  of  suspicion  I  was 
placed  in  his  esteem.  I  was  grateful  for  this  ;  but  the  time 
came  when  his  confidence  seemed  excessive,  because  it  put 
me  to  serious  inconvenience,  which  unfortunately  became 
connected  with  the  greatest  affliction  of  my  life. 

There  was  at  that  time,  as  there  always  is  indeed  at  Nice, 
a  mixed  company  from  which  it  was  necessary  to  choose 
one's  society.  I  am  naturally  exclusive  enough,  and  do  not 
lend  myself  easily  to  certain  arrangements  which  are  too 
much  the  fashion  at  the  present  day.  Monsieur  de  Louvercy, 
like  all  of  his  sex,  I  think,  was  more  tolerant  and  liberal  than 
myself  in  these  matters.  He  pretended  that  my  salon  was 
a  sheepfold,  in  which  I  admitted  only  lambs  without  spot 
and  sheep  incapable  of  being  led  astray ;  that  this  was  a 
bore,  and  that  all  the  life  was  taken  out  of  it ;  and,  moreover, 
it  was  uncharitable — it  discouraged  sinners,  male  as  well  as 
female,  to  close  against  them  the  doors  of  an  honest  house, 
where  from  a  purer  atmosphere  and  good  example  they  might 
be  led  to  mend  their  ways,  and  reduced  them  to  a  condition 
of  lasting  impenitence.  His  arguments  in  no  way  affected 
me.  I  answered  gayly,  that  my  mission  was  not  to  regener- 
ate society  ;  that,  after  having  brought  about  his  reformation, 
I  had  done  enough  for  the  edification  of  my  life,  and  asked 
for  nothing  more. 

During  the  spring  of  our  third  year  at  Nice,  young  Prince 
de  Viviane  came  to  live  in  a  villa  near  ours.  A  great  train 
of  horses  accompanied  him,  and  a  lady,  said  to  be  English, 
which  one  might  believe  from  the  prismatic  splendor  of  her 
toilets.  Although  my  grandmother  was  intimate  with  the 
Princess  Dowager,  I  did  not  remember  to  have  seen  her  son, 
who  led  a  not  very  reputable  life,  partly  in  Paris,  but  ordina- 
rily at  the  different  watering  places.  Scarcely  had  he  arrived 
when  he  scandalized  our  little  colony  by  his  dissipation,  his 
frightful  gambling,  and  his  more  than  equivocal  household 
arrangements.  My  husband,  who  had  been  at  school  with 
him,  and  retained  a  sort  of  childish  aflTection  for  him,  was 
much  put  out  by  his  arrival,  and  particularly  on  account  of 
his  hving  so  near  us.  Through  good  luck,  however,  we  had 
not  met  him  during  the  early  portion  of  his  stay  at  Nice. 

One  morning,  I  was  walking  with  my  child  and  her  nurse 
in  the  garden  attached  to  our  villa,  which  had  several  ranges 
of  terraces  communicating  with  each  other  by  long  flights  of 
marble  steps  ;  the  lowest  of  these  terraces  faced  the  public 
road,  and  reached  it  by  means  of  a  last  flight  of  a  dozen 
steps,  whose  iron  gate  was  left  open  during  the  day.  We 
were  leaning  over  the  balustrade  and  looking  at  the  white 
sails  passing  over  the  blue  sea,  which  seemed  to  fascinate 
my  little  daughter.  All  at  once  the  noise  of  horses'  feet 
drew  our  attention  to  the  road,  and  we  saw  approaching  us 
at  a  walk  a  gentleman  and  lady  on  horseback.  The  amazon 
dress  worn  by  the  latter  was  verj'  costly  and  very  ugly. 
With  other  ungraceful  ornaments,  she  wore  a  magnificent 
white  feather  twisted  round  a  jocky  hat.  But  she  appeared 
to  me  to  be  very  beautiful.  As  the  couple  passed  under  our 
garden,  my  child  became  very  restless,  and  at  last  quite 
furious.  She  stretched  out  her  hands  and  cried  with  all  her 
might,  while  the  nurse,  who  was  an  Italian,  began  to  sing 
her  most  quieting  songs  to  her.  The  sound  of  the  music 
caused  the  gentleman  to  look  up;  On  perceiving  me,  he 
stared  and  raised  his  hat ;  then  stopping  short,  he  said, 
smiling  : 

"What's  the  matter  with  the  baby,  nurse?" 

Much  surprised  at  this  familiarity,  I  drew  back  a  short 
distance,  and  told  the  nurse  not  to  answer.  The  woman  did 
not  understand  me,  but  quickly  began  talking  with  the  gen- 
tleman.    She  ended  by  saying  : 

"  I  guess  the  little  one  wants  Madame's  white  feather." 

"  Give  her  the  feather,  Sarah,"  said  the  young  man,  turn- 
ing to  his  companion. 

The  latter  undid  the  feather  from  her  hat,  and  threw  it  to- 
ward the  terrace  ;  but  it  was  so  light  that  it  did  not  reach  it. 
The  young  man  catching  it  as  it  fell  threw  it  again  with 
greater  force,  but  quite  as  unsuccessfully. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  he,  very  loud,  ''  I  will  carry  it  myself  to 
the  child." 

Immediately  his  horse  began  to  step  upon  the  marble,  but 
baulked,  slipped,  backed,  and  snorted.  I  heard  all  this 
from  the  clump  of  orange  trees  behind  which  I  had  taken 
rufuge,  and  was  asking  myself,  not  without  considerable  fear, 
who  this  fool  might  be,  when  suddenly  I  saw  him  make  his 


appearance  like  an  equestrian  statue  on  the  ground  of  the 
terrace  and  advance  triumphantly  toward  us.  He  bowed 
to  me  again,  but  very  low  this  time,  stooped  to  put  the  feather 
into  the  child's  hand,  whom  this  apparition  had  already 
quieted,  then  bowed  once  more,  and  made  his  horse  go  down 
the  steps,  but  I  don't  know  how.  When  a  few  minutes  after 
I  related  the  adventure  to  my  husband  : 

"That  must  be  Viviane,"  said  he  ;  "that's  just  his  way." 

It  was  he,  in  fact.  That  very  evening  he  called  upon  us, 
giving  as  a  reason  therefor  his  former  intimacy  with  Mon- 
sieur de  Louvercy.  I  beheld  a  tall,  thin,  fair  complexioned 
young  man,  with  a  bold  eye,  fine  cut  features,  and  worn  ex- 
pression— such  a  figure  as  might  belong  to  the  Court  of  the 
Valois.  He  was  genial  and  very  witty.  My  husband  re- 
ceived him  very  cordially.  My  manner  was  colder,  but  I 
thanked  him  for  the  feather,  not  exactly  knowing  whether 
his  politeness  had  been  offered  to  my  child,  my  nurse,  or 
myself 

This  visit  was  followed  by  several  others  at  short  intervals. 
I  felt  that  his  sallies,  and  his  lively,  though  somewhat  wild, 
humor  amused  my  husband,  and  yet  I  could  not  take  upon 
myself  to  invite  him  to  remain  at  the  house.  The  Prince  had 
had  too  much  sense  and  usage  of  the  world  not  to  perceive 
the  icy  reserve  which  I  showed  him,  and,  notwithstanding 
his  perfect  self-possession,  he  at  times  looked  somewhat  dis- 
composed. My  husband  noticed  this,  and  it  even  troubled 
him. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  he  to  me  one  day  as  the  Prince  was 
leaving  us,  "Viviane  goes  away  feeling  quite  uncomfortable. 
You  have  really,  when  it  suits  you,  a  manner  which  is  utterly 
petrifying.  Come,  now,  let  us  see  what  the  poor  fellow  has 
done." 

"  Nothing,  my  dear." 

"No.  But  does  he  annoy  you?  Is  he  too  amiable.^  I 
should  only  smile  at  it,  you  know,  and  receive  him  less  cor- 
dially, so  as  to  spare  you  such  annoyances  in  future." 

"I  assure  you,"  I  answered,  "that  there  is  nothing  of  the 
kind.  I  never  met  the  Prince  outside  of  my  salon,  and  you 
perceive  that  he  behaves  with  great  propriety  there." 

"  Well,  then,  my  dear,  allow  me  to  say  that  you  do  not. 
You  treat  him  with  a  reserve  which  is  ueally  painful." 

"  But,  dear,  if  I  encouraged  him  the  least  bit  in  the  world, 
he  would  bring  us  the  young  person  who  is  living  with  him." 

"  Really,  you  are  not  in  earnest .'' " 

"May  be  not.  But  at  any  rate,  I  hate  disorder  in  any 
shape.  You  know  that  I  can  not  bear  to  see  a  piece  of  fur- 
niture out  of  its  place,  nor  can  I  suffer  the  presence  of  a  man 
who  is  not  correct  and  honorable.  I  am  not  at  all  sensible 
— bewail  it,  if  you  will — of  that  weakness  attributed  to  our 
sex  for  men  of  pleasure,  and  this  one,  besides,  has  particular 
claim  to  the  antipathy  which  I  can  not  help  showing  him. 
You  are  aware  of  the  intimacy  which  exists  between  his 
mother  and  my  grandmother.  I  have  more  than  once  wit- 
nessed the  despair  of,  and  the  tears  shed  by,  the  poor  Prin- 
cess on  account  of  her  son — so  that  it  is  long  since  he  has 
occupied  a  place  in  my  esteem  and  in  my  imagination  which 
you  must  allow  his  present  conduct  is  not  of  a  kind  to  make 
him  lose. 

"All  well  and  good,  my  dear.  But  as  for  the  poor  Prin- 
cess, I  can  dispense  with  mourning  on  her  account.  It  is 
she  who  has  ruined  her  son  by  idolizing  him,  and  making 
him  believe  that  heaven  and  earth  were  created  for  his  par- 
ticular amusement.  I  remember  the  day  when  she  bought 
him  the  goat  carriage  of  the  Champs  Elysi^es.  The  result  is, 
so  they  say,  that  he  is  going  to  vna.rTy  t\i^.\.  _^gu}  ante  irom 
Drury  Lane.     Very  logical,  truly  ! " 

"Very  logical,  my  dear,  but  very  unpleasant." 

We  were  one  week  without  seeing  the  Prince  at  our  house. 
At  last  he  came  again  one  morning,  and  was  closeted  with 
Monseur  de  Louvercy.  They  had  a  pretty  long  interview,  of 
which  my  husband  gave  me  an  account  immediately  after  it 
took  place.  Monsieur  de  Viviane,  it  seems,  gave  as  a  reason 
for  the  cessation  of  his  visits,  and  he  said  it  with  sadness, 
that  he  felt  that  they  were  not  agreeable  to  me.  My  hus- 
band, touched  by  his  sadness  and  his  feeling  of  mortification, 
answered  him  as  an  old  friend  would,  to  the  effect  that  he 
ought  not  to  be  surprised  if  his  strange  course  of  life  shocked 
a  young  wife  who  had  been  brought  up  with  the  strictest  of 
principles  ;  and  that  it  depended  entirely  upon  himself  to  do 
away  with  those  obstacles  with  which  he  had  chosen  to  sur- 
round himself;  and  that  his  friends  of  both  sexes  would  be 
grateful  to  him  for  all  that  he  did  to  render  their  intercourse 
with  him  easier  and  closer.  "  I  am  very  indifferent  as  a  gen- 
eral thing  to  the  opinion  of  the  world,''  said  the  Prince,  "but 
I  must  acknowledge  that  the  contempt  of  Madame  de  Lou- 
vercy is  very  hard  for  me  to  bear."  "  It  is  not  a  question  of 
contempt,  my  dear  friend  ;  it  is  only  the  inconvenience  of 
the  thing  ;"  and  then  they  separated,  the  Prince  looking  very 
thoughtful. 

Two  days  afterward,  as  I  came  home  from  my  walk,  my 
husband  told  me  that  Monsieur  de  Viviane  had  just  left  him. 

"  I  invited  him  to  dine  with  us  to-morrow,"  ^dded  he. 

I  opened  my  eyes  ver)'  wide.     He  began  to  laugh,  saying  : 
"He  has  sent  away  the  English  woman,  and  written  for 
his  mother  to  come,  which  certainly  deserves  reward." 

I  agreed  with  him,  and  when  the  Prince  made  his  appear- 
ance the  ne.xt  day  I  offered  him  my  hand  with  more  cor- 
diality than  usual.  We  became  better  friends,  and  from  that 
day  he  was  received  as  one  of  my  intimate  acquaintance. 

However,  to  console  himself  apparently,  he  commenced 
gambling  furiously.     To  his  credit  he  generally  loi\^but  one 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


eiening  he  told  me  that  he  had  won  some  thirty  thousand 
francs  at  baccarat. 

"  You  are  really  a  terrible  man,"  said  I  to  him,  shrugging 
my  shoulders.  "  When  you  are  helped  up  on  one  side  you 
fall  on  the  other." 

He  instantly  drew  from  his  pocket  a  large  roll  of  bank- 
bills,  and  presented  them  them  to  me. 

"  For  your  poor  people,"  said  he. 

"  I  accept  them,"  said  1,  "  but  on  one  condition  only,  which 
is  that  you  give  me  your  word  that  you  will  never  touch  a 
card  again.' 

"  I  do  promise  it." 

And  thus  it  was  that  I  was  enabled  to  send  my  grand- 
mother thirty  thousand  francs  for  her  society  for  young  ap- 
prentices. 

Finally,  as  he  had  a  complete  assortment  of  vices,  he  pre- 
sented himself  occasionally  at  our  house  when  he  was  a  lit- 
tle high,  not  to  say  tipsy.  Nothing  in  the  world  is  more 
horrible  to  me  than  a  man  in  that  condition,  and  I  wander 
at  those  women— and  they  arc  too  numerous,  alas  ! — who 
look  upon  the  thing  as  a  good  joke,  or  else  take  no  notice  of 
it  at  all.  The  Prince  could  not  misunderstand  the  feelings 
with  which  he  inspired  me  on  such  occasions.  lie  remem- 
bered them,  and  became  comparatively  a  sober  man,  and 
thus  he  put  the  finish  to  this  series  of  reforms  accomplished 
at  my  instigation,  .-ind  which  seemed  as  though  dedicated  to 
me.  These  little  triumphs,  which  amused  my  husband  (who 
laughed  a  great  deal  when  he  caught  the  I'rince  modestly 
winding  worsted  at  my  feet),  did  not  fail  to  interest  and  even 
to  flatter  me,  but  at  the  same  time  they  alarmed  me  a  little. 
I  mistrusted  all  these  s.acrifices,  asking  myself  whether  he 
was  not  promising  himself  some  compensation  for  them. 
These  vague  apprehensions,  kept  me  on  my  guard  with  him, 
which  he  did  not  fail  to  notice.  We  were  walking  one  even- 
ing on  one  of  the  terraces.  The  beauty  of  the  niglit,  the  al- 
most intoxicating  odor  of  the  orange  and  violet  blossoms 
with  which  the  air  was  filled,  had  the  effect  of  raising  his 
discourse  to  more  than  ordinary  sentimental  and  poetic 
heights.    .-Vs  1  rather  sharply  brought  him  to  the  earth  again, 

" Mon  Dieii.'  madame,"  said  he,  "I  do  not  know  what 
more  to  do  to  disarm  you  of  the  prejudices  you  have  against 
me.  To  please  you  i  have  put  my  vices  far  from  me.  I 
gave  up  all.  1  no  longer  gamble,  drink,  etc.  What  can  you 
ask  more .'    Shall  I  make  a  priest  of  myself.'    Tell  me. ' 

"  I  want  only  one  thing  more,"  1  simply  said,  "  which  is, 
that  you  never  let  me  question  your  friendship  for  my  hus- 
band." 

He  bowed  very  respectfully,  and  from  that  moment  every- 
thing in  the  least  equivocal  disappeared  from  his  conversa- 
tion. 

It  was  at  about  this  period  that  C^cile  and  her  husband 
came  to  visit  us  at  Nice  for  the  second  time.  My  corre- 
spondence with  Cdcile  had  been  very  frequent.  To  judge  by 
her  letters  she  was  very  happy,  though  she  appeared  to  seek 
her  principal  amusements  in  the  rounds  of  society.  1  found 
her  improved  and  perfectly  charming,  but  not  at  all  toned 
down  by  marriage,  and  always  flighty.  There  appeared  in 
her  manner  towards  her  husband  a  sort  of  timidity,  which 
struck  me.  He  was  ver>'  gentle  with  her,  but  under  a  cer- 
tain restraint.  1  was  surprised,  and  almost  frightened,  on 
this  second  visit  to  find,  notwithstanding  the  time  which  had 
passed,  how  great  was  his  influence  over  me.  I  could  not 
hear  the  sound  of  his  voice  without  extreme  uneasiness.  He 
was  scarcely  twenty-four  hours  with  us  before  I  w-as  seeking 
some  cause  for  shortening  his  visit.  He  furnished  it  himself 
by  a  singular  indiscretion,  which,  though  I  understood  it 
afterward,  at  the  time  seemed  perfectly  incomprehensible. 

Had  my  husband  discovered  in  his  heart  some  secret 
warning  of  what  was  passing  in  mine  .'  Or  was  he  then  feel- 
ing the  first  attacks  of  the  cruel  disease  which  already  threat- 
ened him  ?  I  do  not  know  ;  but  from  the  day  which  fol- 
lowed the  arrival  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis  he  became  more 
gloomy.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  asked  me  in  an  embarrassed  and 
confidential  way  one  morning  if  I  had  remarked  this  change 
in  Roger's  disposition.  On  my  answering  affirmatively,  he 
permitted  himself,  half  in  joke  and  half  in  earnest,  to  allude 
to  the  Prince  dc  \'iviane's  attentions  to  me,  leaving  me  to 
understand  that  they  might  have  caused  the  irritability  of 
my  husband.  I  knew  that  Monsieur  de  Louvercy  was  per- 
fectly at  ease  on  that  point,  and  even  too  much  so  as  far  as 
the  Prince  was  concerned,  and  I  felt  certain  that  Monsieur 
d'Eblis  in  this  instance  was  not  his  interpreter,  but  that  he 
was  speaking  rather  on  his  own  account  This  shocked  me 
to  the  utmost  degree.  I  am  not  a  saint  ;  I  had  forgiven  him 
as  well  as  I  could  his  prefering  Ct^cile  to  me,  and  his  marry- 
ing her  after  making  love  to  me ;  but  that  he  should  presume 
to  arrogate  to  himself  any  right  of  conjugal  sur\'eillance  over 
me  was  a  little  too  much.     So  I  said  : 

"  Since  you  have  the  kindness  to  interest  yourself  about 
the  secrets  of  my  family  and  the  peace  of  my  household,  1 
will  tell  you  that  you  are  both  right  and  wrorig  in  your  sup- 
positions. I  believe  you  are  right  in  attributing  the  sadness 
of  my  husband  to  a  slight  feeling  of  jealousy,  but  you  are 
entirely  mistaken  as  to  the  person  who  is  the  cause  of  it" 

At  these  words  he  became  very  pale,  bowed,  and  left  me. 
Two  days  afterward  he  announced  to  us  that  he  was  recalled 
to  Paris,  and  he  went  away  on  the  same  evening,  leaving  his 
wife  with  us. 

I  remember  that  the  day  after  his  departure  Cdcile  very 
bluntly  asked  me  this  singular  question  : 

"  Do  you  think,"  said  she,  ■'  that  my  husband  is  happy  ? " 

"  Well,  ma  chiric,  you  ought  to  know  that  better  than  1." 

"  I  fear, "  replied  she,  shaking  her  pretty  head,  '■  I  fear  that 
he  is  not  1  am  too  frivolous,  too  worldly,  too  much  carried 
away  by  pleasure.  I  drag  him  after  me  like  a  martyr — poor 
man  !  I  reproach  myself  lor  it,  and  yet  I  continue  to  do  it 
Always  that  devil  which  possesses  me,  you  see.  He  does 
not  complain  to  you  ?  Has  he  never  told  you  that  he  was 
unhappy.'    Come,  now,  truly ?" 

I  answered  that  I  had  really  never  been  the  recipient  of 
any  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis'  confidences.  Thereupon  -she  re- 
covered all  her  cheerfulness.  She  remains  with  us  a  fort- 
night, and  although  my  friendship  for  her  continued  as 
strong  and  tender  as  ever,  I  saw  her  go  away  with  a  sense 
relief.  Perfectly  pure  and  upright  as  she  was,  she  was  too 
striking  a  person  to  be  easily  guarded.  The  five  portions  of 
the  globe  represented  at  Nice  buzzed  around  her  like  a 
swarm  of  bees,  and  my  husband  insisted  that  she  should  be 
kept  night  and  day  under  a  mosquito  net  Completelysur. 
ir  ;sd  niih  such  kind  of  attentions,  she  continued  to  like  them 


nevertheless,  and  was  put  out  with  those  who  did  not  offer 
them.  So  it  was  that  she  became  annojed  at  the  marked 
indifference  which  the  Prince  de  \'iviane  showed  on  her  ac- 
count She  said  I  had  made  a  simpleton  of  him,  and  ought 
to  lead  him  about  with  a  red  ribbon. 

.Alas  !  all  our  gayety  disappeared  with  her.  A  few  weeks 
after  her  departure,  the  health  of  my  husband,  which  seemed 
to  be  restored,  grew  rapidly  worse.  Frightful  symptoms 
succeeded  each  other,  becoming  more  and  more  aggravated. 
The  rest  of  his  sad  life  was  only  agony  for  both  of  us,  and 
toward  the  end  of  the  following  winter  1  had  the  great  mis- 
fortune to  lose  him.  After  much  acute  suffering,  he  died 
calmly,  while  thanking  me  for  having  afforded  him  a  few  happy 
years.  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  who  came  to  be  near  him  at  his 
last  hour,  wept  over  him  with  all  the  transports  of  despair. 
I  pass  quickly  over  these  bitter  recollections.  God  knows 
that  any  expression  of  my  grief,  strong  as  it  might  be,  would 
not  lack  in  sincerity  ;  but  at  the  hour  in  which  1  am  writing 
this  it  would  scarcely  seem  becoming. 

I  passed  the  first  months  of  my  mourning  at  Louvercy 
with  my  mother-in-law,  and  afterward  1  took  up  my  residence 
with  my  grandmother,  at  Paris,  counting  upon  dividing  my 
life  between  these  two  very  dear  relations. 

Great  mental  shocks  like  those  which  1  had  experienced 
seem  at  first  to  cause  a  suspension  of  the  life  that  is  in  us, 
and  to  arrest  its  movement  forever.  Our  tastes,  our  feelings, 
our  passions,  come  to  a  standstill  as  though  stupified  by  the 
blow,  and  we  almost  believe  that  they  have  come  to  an  end. 
Little  by  little,  however,  the  heart  begins  to  beat  again,  and 
the  mind  to  think.  At  first  this  unfortunate  persistence  of 
life  is  almost  painful,  but  we  get  used  to  it,  for  it  is  God's 
will. 

\'ery  naturally  my  daughter  occupied  the  first  place  in  my 
new  existence;  but  this  interest,  great  as  it  was,  did  not  ab- 
sorb all  my  heart  I  had  found  again  dear  friends  in  Paris, 
and  among  the  dearest  and  most  faithful  were  Cticileand  her 
husband.  I  saw  Cticile  almost  every  day.  She  related  in 
her  spriglulicst  vein  the  gossip  of  the  city  and  of  society; 
she  brightened  my  solitude,  and  loaded  me  with  the  most 
delic.ite  attentions,  and  my  affection  for  her  was  revived  in 
all  its  strength.  Her  husband  I  saw  less  often;  but  he  never 
let  an  opportunity  pass  in  which  he  could  be  useful  or  agree- 
able to  me.  Throughout-all  the  painful  circumstances  and 
sad  details  which  crowd  such  events,  and  the  business  ques- 
tions which  are  mixed  up  with  them,  he  had  shown  me  the 
devotion  and  care  of  a  brother.  By  Monsieur  de  Louvercy's 
will  he  had  been  appointed  guardian  of  my  daughter,  and 
seemed  to  have  bestowed  upon  her  the  only  impassioned 
sentiment  of  his  life,  the  heroic  friendship  he  had  felt  for  her 
father. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  I  had  entirely  forgiven  him  for  his 
singular  indiscretion  with  regard  to  Prince  de  Viviane  and 
myself.  He  showed  that  he  remembered  it,  and  ivished  to 
make  up  for  it  by  treating  the  Prince  with  greater  politeness 
whenever  they  met  at  my  house — for  Monsieur  de  V^iviane 
was  then  living  in  Paris,  and  I  received  him  often  and  on 
familiar  terms,  his  conduct  having  been  worthy  of  all  praise 
during  the  last  months  of  our  stay  at  Nice. 

The  only  uneasiness  which  Monsieur  d'Eblis  caused  me 
was  wholly  involuntary  on  his  part,  and  without  knowing 
that  he  did  it.  I  had  only  myself  to  reproach  for  the  unsat- 
isfactory- kind  of  pleasure  with  which  I  anticipated  his  visits, 
and  for  the  suppressed  emotion  which  always  took  posses- 
sion of  me  in  his  presence;  but  I  sincerely  hoped  that  these 
unfortunate  remains  of  my  old  attachment  would  become 
efi'aced  little  by  little  and  finally  disappear.  I  hoped  it  the 
more  because  his  grave  and  respectful  politeness  to  me  was 
calculated  to  quiet,  rather  than  to  trouble,  my  heart.  I  was 
feeling,  however,  extreme  solicitude,  which  at  the  time  I 
thought  was  purely  affectionate,  in  consequence  of  his  bear- 
ing toward  Cecile,  the  condition  of  their  relations  to  each 
other  and  the  strange  turn  their  married  life  had  taken. 
As  I  had  discovered  at-  Nice,  owing  to  certain  explana- 
tions, it  was  Cdcile,  contrary  to  alt  logic,  who  seemed  to 
have  got  the  upper  hand  in  their  household.  She  had  en- 
tirely thrown  off  all  the  control  th.it  the  intellectual  and 
moral  superiority  of  her  husband  ought  naturally  to  exercise 
over  her,  and  i\Ionsieur  d'Eblis  did  not  apparently  trouble 
himself  about  it  He  submitted  to  all  the  worldly  and  dissi- 
pated habits  of  his  young  wife  with  an  indifference,  or  a 
resignation,  which  was  inconceivable.  After  having  for  a 
long  time  gone  with  her  into  society,  which  was  not  an  agree- 
able thing  for  him  to  do,  he  began  to  allow  her  to  go  alone. 
All  this  surprised  me  very  much,  and  1  asked  myself  what 
effect  it  had  upon  their  intimate  relations,  and  whether  they 
loved  each  other  and  were  happy.  Not  being  able  to  ques- 
tion them  on  such  delicate  points,  I  began  to  study  with 
great  curiosity,  not  to  say  avidity,  their  language,  their  ex- 
pression, their  bearing  toward  each  other,  so  as  if  possible 
to- draw  some  conclusion  from  them.  But  Monsieur  d'Eblis, 
with  his  serious  grace  of  manner,  had  all  the  inipassability 
ol  a  sphinx,  and  Cecile,  with  her  levity,  was  equally  difficult 
to  get  at. 

The  world  was  as  surprised  as  I  at  the  singularities  pre- 
sented by  this  household,  and  even  began  to  talk  about  them. 
One  day  Captain  d'Eblis  was  at  my  house  when  the  Prince 
de  \'iviane  came  in.  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  according  to  his  al- 
most too  polite  custom,  left  very  soon,  after  having  exchanged 
with  him  a  few  friendly  words.  As  soon  as  he  had  gone,  the 
Prince  said  : 

"  You  have  a  cousin  there  w-hom  I  like  ver>'  much,  but  who 
is  at  the  same  time  a  veritable  enigma  to  me." 

"  Why  an  enigma  ?" 

"  Because,  with  all  his  merit  and  all  his  high  sense  of 
honor,  he  seems  to  have  determined  to  ruin  his  charming 
wife." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you — absolutely." 

"  How  !  Don't  you  see  that  he  neglects  her  more  and 
more  ?  He  does  even  worse  than  neglect  her,  when  he  per- 
mits her  to  take  Madame  Godfrey  as  a  chaperon." 

'*  Who  is  this  Madame  Godfrey,  then  ? " 

"  Madame  Godfrey,  Madame,  was  formerly  a  very  beauti 
ful  and  much  courted  lady,  not  to  say  more.  She  is  to-day 
one  of  those  stars  which  are  in  their  decline,  who,  having  no 
longer  pretensions  to  any  direct  homage,  arrange  so  as  to  re- 
ceive it  in  oblique  ways  by  surrounding  themselves  with 
yt)ung  satellites  and  profiting  by  their  reflected  light.' 

ICONTLNVED   IN   XEXT  NUMBBK.] 


THE  LAST  POOL, 


Tlirough  the  murmuring  sycamore  branches 

Swept  the  breeze  from  the  south,  fresh  and  cool. 

And  the  hues  of  tlie  leaves,  autumn  tinted. 
Lay  in  trembling  sheen  on  the  pool. 

The  song  of  the  stream  had  been  silenced 

In  the  heat  of  the  summer  past. 
And  in  all  the  bed  of  the  river 

This  leaf -shadowed  pool  was  the  last. 

This  last,  lone  pool  of  the  river. 

In  the  shade  of  the  sycamore  tree. 
To  the  heart  of  the  man,  world  weary, 

Had  a  type  and  a  likeness  for  me. 

When  the  heats  of  passion  are  over 

And  hopes  given  way  to  distrust. 
When  the  brightness  and  joy  of  existence 

Arc  dimmed  witli  the  canker  and  rust, 

Though  all  may  seem  arid  and  worthless, 

And  the  founts  of  feeling  be  dry. 
There  is  still  in  the  soul,  closely  guarded 

And  remote  from  the  passers-by, 

One  spring,  which  wears  all  the*  freshness 
Of  those  days  when  the  heart  was  green. 

One  spot,  like  the  jxiol  in  the  river, 

Fair  and  pure  in  its  shadow  and  sheen. 

When  the  traveler,  footaore  and  weary, 

Conies  suddenly,  unprepared, 
Od  a  river  pool,  lonely  and  lovely, 

Which  the  heats  of  summer  have  spared, 

His  heart  is  filled  uith  thanksgiving, 

And  he  blesses  the  path  which  led 
His  steps  to  this  secret  beauty 

In  the  arid  river  bed. 

So,  when  the  human  hearted 

Find  in  the  darkest  breast 
This  spring,  which  has  never  yielded 

To  the  heats  that  consumed  the  rest. 

They  bless  the  hope  it  brings  them 

That  the  sliowers  will  some  time  come, 
When  the  silent  current  of  feeling 
Shall  no  longer  be  dry  and  dumb, 
San  Fr.vn'CISCO,  October  a8,  1878,  Daniel  O'Connkll. 


I 


Weavers  We. 


Weavers  we  at  the  loom  of  Time, 

Swift  are  our  shuttles  flying; 
Warp  and  woof  we're  weaving  fast, 
Ever  our  life -task  plying; 
In  sunshine  and  shade,  in  pleasure  and  gloom, 
Weave  we  Life's  tissue  on  Time's  busy  loom. 

Threads  of  gold  through  the  bright  new  woof 

Gleam  when  the  work  is  begun ; 

The  gold  pales  off  in  dull  gray  hues 

And  fades  ere  the  work  is  done ; 

While  some  strands  are  snarled,  and  the  tangled  skein 

Is  soiled  in  the  weaving  with  salt  tears'  stain. 

Weave  we  the  warp  as  weave  we  may, 

Vain  our  toil,  vain  all  Our  skill; 
Broidered  by  Fate,  the  web  shall  be 
Not  the  fashion  of  our  will  — 
For  a  double  tliread  e'er  runs  through  the  weft, 
In  the  fairest  stitch  some  false  loop  is  left. 

Alas!   who  gayest  wove  al  dawn. 

As  slow  the  dull  lengths  unreel, 
Most  weary  at  the  evening's  close 
Toils  on,  at  the  restless  wheel, 
Till  he  snaps  his  thread,  and  his  shuttle  drops. 
When  the  loom  with  its  unshaped  fabric  stops. 

Then  One  picks  up  the  broken  ends. 

Tangled  by  Error  and  Doubt. 
Forms  of  the  web  the  weaver  wove. 
As  He  smooths  the  roughness  out, 
Wliatever  the  worker  fashioned  below — 
His  robe  of  light  or  his  garment  of  woe. 
San  Fkancisco,  November,  1878.         Julia  Clinton  Jones. 


Ode  to  the  Owl. 


Most  bilious  bird,  slow  blinking  there 
In  gravest  quiet,  glare,  oh.  glare! 
Some  wondrous  purpose  lurks  inside 
Those  orbs  which  shine  so  round  and  wide ; 
But  what,  thou  Owl?    Why  hold  that  breath 
In  secrecy  next  door  to  death. 
Then  clear  the  cobwebs  from  ihy  throat 
With  direst  strams  e'er  sent  afloat  ? 
Enigma  of  the  open  eye. 
When  winds  of  night  all  peaceful  lie 
And  noiseless  clouds  go  'cross  the  moon, 
Why  start  that  cemetery  tune? 
Uncatered  cock  of  Erebus, 
Astounding,  solemn,  ominous. 
Thou  forest  fixture,  once  declare 
Why  thou  art  nailed  so  stiffly  there; 
Proclaim,  O  bust  of  silentness, 
Thy  true  Promethean  distress  1 
Sacramento,  November  5,  1878,  Tohn  Vance  Cheney, 


The  .Summer  days  are  laid  away 
With  crumpled  leaves  of  lavender : 
So  they  keep  sweet  for  evermore. 
So  that  their  perfumes  ever  may 

I-*loat  from  the  still  white  things,  and  stir 
Our  hearts  as  we  pass  the  open  door. 

They  are  only  clothes  our  dead  have  woni. 
What  need  to  fret  and  make  ado 
Over  a  crease  or  stain  of  mould. 
Or  feel  a  heart -pang  when  they're  torn 
By  curious  hands?     What  need  to  rue 
The  dust  that  gathers  in  their  folds? 

The  subtle  scent  of  lavender 

Stirs  us  still  with  a  far-ofF  pain  ; 
Then  we  forget,  and,  by  and  by, 
Not  even  the  breath  of  musli_or  myrrh 
Could  make  us  look  on  our  dead  again 
With  the  same  eyes  that  watched  them  die. 

But,  after  the  gales  of  Summer  close. 
We  sometimes  find  in  a  rose's  heart 
A  sensuous  perfume,  rich  and  rare, 
As  if  the  soul  of  every  rose 

Which  made  of  the  Summer-time  a  part 
Had  been  lured  back  and  prisoned  there. 

So.  while  we  fold  our  memories 

With  fast-dropped  tears  and  lavender. 
Something  that  has  no  name  or  place-  - 
Something  hidden  from  earthly  eyes — 

Is  filling  our  lives  with  the  days  that  were. 
And  rounding  them  into  fairer  grace, 
Belmont,  October  20th.  Q. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 

The  ordinary  man  who  has  worried  through  life  as  the 
husband  of  one  woman,  who  has  been  subjected  to  the  vi- 
cissitudes of  matrimony — now  crowing  in  triumph  Uke  a 
chanticleer  from  the  top  bar  after  a  domestic  misunderstand- 
ing, and  anon  lying  helpless,  wrecked,  and  wave-lashed  upon 
the  matrimonial  shore  with  the  breakers  beating  over  him — 
will  read  with  great  interest  and  profound  sympathy  the  case 
of  Elder  Miles,  the  English  Mormon,  who,  in  one  rash,  ad- 
venturous day,  took  to  himself //^riff  -wives.  Elder  Miles  had 
been  a  sailor.  He  had  braved  the  storms  and  breasted  the 
tempest  when  in  their  mad  fury  they  assailed  the  bark  that 
bore  him.  He  had  looked  upon  the  ocean  in  the  wild  fury 
of  its  madness  ;  he  had  stood  with  unblanched  cheek  when 
the  lightnings  played  around  him,  and  undismayed  when  the 
roar  of  thunders  mingled  with  the  roar  of  angry  seas.  Elder 
Miles  is  a  brave  man  ;  and,  to  illustrate  a  valor  that  has  no 
parallel  in  story,  no  equal  in  classic  legend,  no  comparison 
in  modern  life,  he  determined  to  take  to  himself  three  wives 
all  in  one  day — and  he  did  it.  Miss  Owens  was  an  early 
love — a  buxom,  red  cheeked,  strong  armed  English  girk  To 
her  he  had  pledged  himself  before  he  went  roving  on  the 
seas,  and  at  a  time  when  the  writings  of  the  prophets,  Mor- 
mon and  Moroni,  and  the  interpretation  of  the  Latter-Day 
Saints,  Jo.  Smith  and  Brigham  Young,  had  not  revealed  to 
him  the  possible  happiness  involved  in  the  possession  of  a 
harem  of  many  married  wi\'es.  He  settled  at  Salt  Lake,  sent 
to  England  for  the  lovely  Owens,  and  in  the  meantime  en- 
gaged himself  to  two  American  girls — whom  the  Owens,  in 
her  anger,  designates  as  "nasty  squaws" — and  made  pre- 
parations at  the  Endowment  House  for  the  triple  ceremony 
— tria  jitncta  in  imo.  Owens  claimed,  by  virtue  of  an  ear- 
lier engagement,  to  be  entitled  to  become  the  first  wife.  The 
inexorable  rule  of  the  Mormon  Church  declared  that  Miss 
Emily  Spencer  was  entitled  to  that  distinction  by  virtue  of 
her  years.  We  commend  the  Mormon  religion  to  our  older 
girls  ;  it  does  not  encourage  fibs  in  reference  to  age.  ,The 
ceremony  took  place.  Elder  Miles  was  seated  to  his  three 
wives  ;  he  endowed  them  with  all  his  worldly  goods,  and 
they  pledged  themselves  to  leave  father  and  mother  and 
chng,  all  of  them,  to  Miles — to  love,  honor,  and  obey  him,  to 
stick  to  him  in  sickness,  in  health,  in  prosperity  and  adver- 
sity, when  stocks  were  booming  and  when  the  market  was 
off.  After  the  wedding  ceremony  came  the  wedding  dinner, 
and  Owens — wife  No.  2 — determined  to  be  the  first  of  the 
family  to  throw  the  cat  out  of  the  v/indow.  Such  a  wedding 
demanded  a  litter  of  cats  to  determine  the  domestic  suprem- 
acy. Owens  was  equal  to  the  emergency.  She  swung  the 
feline  and  made  it  lively  times  at  the  banquet.  She  clawed 
poor  Emily,  slapped  her  in  the  face,  scratched  the  valiant 
Miles,  broke  up  the  dance,  made  a  general  row,  left  the  house, 
claimed  the  protection  of  the  United  States  Marshal,  insti- 
gated a  law  suit,  and  set  all  Mormondom  by  the  ears. 


Now,  we  did  not  intend  to  tell  the  story  of  this  English 
Mormon  scandal,  but  only  to  state  the  fact  that  Eider  Miles 
married  three  women  in  one  day,  and  draw  some  moral  re- 
flections from  the  fact.  Three  wives  !  Only  think  of  it,  my 
poor,  dear  hen-pecked  reader;  only  think  of  three  wives  all 
in  one  house,  and  all  contending  for  the  dignity  and  suprem- 
acy of  "first  wife  !"  Let  bachelors  skip  the  balance  of  this 
article,  for  we  are  writing  of  mysteries  beyond  their  compre- 
hension. Brigham  Young  had  seventeen  wives  ;  Brother 
Miles  starts  out  in  married  life  with  three.  We  look  upon 
him  as  a  brave  man  who  dares  to  shoulder  the  responsibility 
of  one  wife  in  this  age  of  luxurious  living  and  extravagant 
domestic  expenditure,  but  three  or  seventeen  !  Great  God. 
what  a  fearful  experiment !  Just  imagine  for  a  moment  that 
the  wave  of  civilization  should  sweep  over  Mormondom, 
bearing  to  it  all  the  results  of  fashionable  society.  For  the 
sake  of  striking  the  average  of  wives  between  three  or  seven- 
teen, let  us  suppose  ourself  encumbered  with  seven — one  for 
each  day  of  the  week  ;  all  young,  good  looking,  fashionable, 
well  educated,  ambitious,  prohfic.  The  months  roll  round, 
and  baby-hands  clutch  the  horns  of  the  domestic  altar.  Let 
us,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  say  twenty-one  babies  in  three 
years.  Twenty-one  times  the  doctor  comes ;  twenty-one 
monthly  nurses ;  twenty-one  diapers  drying  around  the 
kitchen  fire  ;  twenty-one  ceremonies  of  putting  the  babies 
into  short  clothes;  twenty-one  pairs  of  shoes  at  a  time  ;  twen- 
ty-one multiplies  of  each  article  of  dress  ;  seven  babies 
teething  all  at  once  ;  seven  whooping  with  a  cough  ;  seven 
with  chicken-pox,  and  measles,  and  scarlatina,  and  scarlet 
fever.  And  then  the  wives  :  Seven  French  bonnets  ;  seven 
red  satin  corsets  ;  seven  pairs  of  four-button  kid  gloves  ; 
seven  pairs  of  French  boots  ;  seven  dresses  for  a  party  ; 
seven  sets  of  diamonds  ;  seven  sets  of  laces,  Brussels,  Val- 
enciennes, and  Duchess;  seven  India  cashmere  shawls;  seven 
one-horse  phaetons  ;  seven  mothers-in-law  ;  seven  sets  of 
poor  relations.  Time  rolls  on,  children  multiply,  and  boys 
and  girls  become  young  gentlemen  and  ladies.  We  are  be- 
wildered in  contemplating  the  complications  that  will  weave 
themselves  around  the  many-wived  Elder  Miles  as  years  ad- 
vance—  the  responsibility  of  governing  so  many  wives,  of 
guiding  so  many  boys  through  all  the  incidents  of  life's 
journey,  from  the  first  boots  to  the  first  ballot,  and  directing 
so  many  girls  from  infancy  to  their  final  destination  at  the 
Endowment  House. 


Mr.  A.  L.  Mann,  or  Mr.  John  Swett,  or  Mr.  Herbst,  or  any 
body  else,  would  explain  to  the  writer  of  this  article  why  he 
should  contribute  to  educate  their  children  in  any  of  these 
branches.  Why  not  pay  to  make  carpenters,  masons,  or  far- 
mers of  them  as  well  as  telegraphic  operators  ?  Why  not  ask 
us  to  educate  your  girls  in  dressmaking,  cooking,  or  the  grace- 
ful accomplishment  of  dancing,  as  wel)  as  music,  painting  in 
oil,  as  well  as  drawing  ?  If  Messrs.  Mann,  Swett,  and  Herbst 
are  poor  we  recognize  the  obligation  to  give  their  children 
an  English  education,  upon  the  same  principle  that  we 
would  give  them  food  or  clothes  if  destitute,  and  provide 
them  homes  if  abandoned.  Please  inform  us  upon  what 
principle  of  right  do  you  exact  from  the  tax-payer  money  to 
educate  the  children  of  French,  or  German,  or  American 
citizens  in  the  French  and  German  language.  If  the  German, 
or  the  French,  or  the  American  parent,  desires  this  accom- 
plishment, why  should  he  not  pay  for  it?  What  better  argu- 
ment is  there  for  teaching  German  children  German,  or 
French  children  French,  than  for  teaching  Italian,  Portu- 
guese, Spanish,  or  any  other  of  the  foreign  languages  ?  Why 
not  teach  the  Celtic,  and  old  Irish,  Scotch,  and  Sclavic 
tongues  ?  Why  not  Hebrew  ?  The  Irish,  the  Scotch,  the  Scla- 
vonians,  the  Italians,  the  Portuguese,  the  Spanish,  and  the 
Hebrew  can  all  vote.  "  1779  pupils  are  engaged  upon  stud- 
ies outside  of  ordinary  English  branches,"  says  the  report. 
There  are  1219  pupils  in  the  high  schools;  there  are  281 1 
studying  French  and  German  in  cosmopolitan  schools;  there 
are  seven  music  teachers  earning  $1 1,400  a  year;  how  many 
special  teachers  for  the  other  flummery  departments  of  the 
schools  we  do  not  know.  The  report  is  exceedingly  barren 
of  statistics,  suggesting  a  studied  attempt  to  keep  all  the 
damaging  figures  out  of  sight.  We  suggest  to  Mr.  Superin- 
tendent A.  L.  Mann  that  his  report  shall  contain  a  tabulated 
statement  of  the  expenditures  of  the  department,  so  arranged 
that  we — the  tax-payers — may  figure  for  ourselves  the  ex- 
penditures that  go  to  teach  simple  English  branches,  and 
those  that  are  disbursed  for  what  we  please  to  style  the 
flummeries  of  a  vicious,  extravagant  school  system,  based 
upon  sentimentality,  and  upheld  by  demagogy.  If  we  de- 
sired to  make  a  facetious  article  we  would  call  attention  to 
that  part  of  the  report  where  our  very  gallant  Superintend- 
ent of  Schools  squirms  and  wriggles  between  his  "noble 
scorn  of  saving  money  for  the  tax-payers,"  and  his  desire  to 
economize  $90,000  per  annum  out  of  the  earnings  of  six  hun- 
dred and  fifty  school  marms.  He  would  not  reduce  the  pay 
of  the  fifty  male  teachers  who  get  $200  per  month,  but  would 
that  of  the  women  toilers,  who  for  the  same — and  we  believe 
oft  times  better— work  get  $65  per  month.  If  the  word 
"male"  were  stricken  from  the  law  that  qualifies  voters,  and 
women  could  attend  primaries  and  party  conventions,  Mr. 
A.  L.  Mann  would  have  a  bee  in  his  bonnet.  Perhaps  he 
will  as  It  is.  If  we  had  the  control  of  the  school  moneys 
and  the  schbol  department,  we  would  first  take  away  the  sal- 
aries from  the  Board  of  Education,  and  expect  it  to  be  filled 
with  educated  gentlemen  of  independent  means,  who  could 
afford  to  devote  one  afternoon  and  evening  in  a  month  to 
school  legislation,  and  whose  position  in  society  would  place 
them  above  the  suspicion  of  dishonest  practices.  We  would 
eliminate  from  our  schools  the  teaching  of  anything  except 
what  is  embraced  in  a  liberal  interpretation  of  the  expres- 
sion, "rudimentary  elements  of  an  English  education." 
This  would  justify  us  In  discharging  nearly  all  the  male  teach- 
ers, all  the  cosmopolitan  teachers  ;  In  abolishing  all  the  cos- 
mopolitan schools,  and  all  the  special  teachers.  We  would 
discharge  the  mob  of  janitors,  stove-pipe  inspectors,  and 
politicians  that  has  fastened  Itself  upon  the  department,  and 
in  the  place  of  ward  bummers  would  have  our  school  rooms 
swept  and  fires  made  by  honest  working  women.  In  this 
way  we  would  not  so  over-educate  the  poor  man's  boy  that 
he  should  be  ashamed  of  his  father's  hod  or  shovel ;  nor  the 
poor  girl  to  look  down  with  ungrateful  scorn  upon  the  wash- 
board and  tub  by  means  of  which  an  honest  mother  has 
gained  an  honest  support.  We  would  thus  by  a  sensible 
economy  save  to  San  Francisco  at  least  six  hundred  thou- 
sajid dollars  per  annum.,  and  secure  a  system  of  education 
out  of  which  would  come  laborers,  mechanics,  manufacturers, 
sailors,  and  adventurous  workers,  as  well  as  lawyers'  clerks, 
office  boys  to  curb-stone  brokers,  and  idle  hangers  on  and 
expectants  of  paternal  support.  When  Messrs.  Mann, 
Swett,  and  Herbst  come  to  answer  the  conundrums  we  have 
proposed,  let  them  please  to  give  us  the  per  centage  of  high- 
school  boys  who  have  engaged  in  any  occupation  demand- 
ing physical  labor  ;  let  them  tell  us  how  many  have  gone  to 
mechanical  employments,  to  the  farm,  to  the  grocery,  to  the 
mine,  to  the  forest,  to  the  merchant  ship,  to  carve  out  for 
themselves  a  career  by  honest  toik 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY, 


ANAGRAMMES    DE  QUELQUES    PERSONNAGES  CELEBRES. 

Pierre  de  Ronsard. — Rose  de  Pindare. 

Marie  ToucViet  (maitresse  de  Charles  IX.) — Je  charme 
tout. 

Frfcre  Jacques  Cldment  (assassin  de  Henri  III.) — C'est 
I'enfer  qui  m'a  crde. 

Pierre  Coton. — Perce  ton  roi. 

Louis  treiziijme,  roi  de  France  et  de  Navarre. — Roi  trfes- 
rare,  estimd  dieu  de  la  fauconnerie. 

Louis  quatorzii^me,  roi  de  France  et  de  Navarre. —  Va, 
Dieu  confondra  rarmife  qui  osera  te  resister. 

iVIarie  TWrese  d'Autriche  (femme  de  Louis  XIV.) — Marine 
au  roi  tris-chrdtien. 

Voltaire. — O  alte  vir. 

Napol(5on,  empereur  des  Fran^ais. — Un  pape  serf  a  sacr^ 
le  noir  dt^mon. 


II  y  a  une  infinite  d'erreurs  utiles  au  bonheur  ou  aux  plai- 
sirs  de  notre  vie. 


II  y  a  autant  de  plaisir  k  aimer  qu'k  etre  aim^. 


Un  amant  a  toutes  les  qualit^s  et  tous  le  ddfauts  qu'un 
mari  n'a  pas. — Balzac. 

On  aime  parce  qu'on  aime.  Cette  explication  est  encore  la 
plus  s^rieuse  et  la  plus  decisive  qu'on  ait  trouvde  pour  la  solu- 
tion de  ce  probl^me. 


We  have  been  favored  with  the  advance  printed  sheets  of 
School  Superintendent  iMann's  first  annual  report.  It  is  a 
fair  average  specimen  of  the  reasoning  of  a  schoolmaster 
who  hopes  for  renomination  and  reelection,  and  in  failure  of 
such  an  event  expects  to  drop  back  into  a  soft  berth  at  a 
good  salary.  All  the  important  questions  now  being  consid- 
ered by  indignant  taxpayers  he  has  either  dodged  or  strad- 
dled. To  the  broad  indictment  that  the  free  public  school 
system  of  San  Francisco  is  a  departure  from  the  uiiginal 
idea — that  it  is  extravagant,  unjust,  and  a  virtual  robbery  of 
tax-payers — he  makes  no  answer.  To  the  charge  that  it  is 
a  crime  to  tax  property  to  educate  the  children  of  poor  or 
rich  in  anything  beyond  a  liberal  and  generous  English  edu- 
cation, he  makes  no  answer.  He  does  not  explain  upon 
what  principle  of  justice  the  tax-payer  is  compelled  to  edu- 
cate children  in  calisthenics,  military  drill,  physics,  botany, 
geology,  mineralogy,  telegraphy,  chemistry,  music,  drawing, 
German,  French,  the  higher  mathematics,  or  any  of  the  or- 
namental branches  of  education.     We  would  be  pleased  if 


A  banker  of  the  best-knowns  and  most  honorables  sends 
out  from  his  office  for  a  cab.  The  hackman,  who  has  often 
seen  him  before,  salutes  him  amicably. 

"  Hurry  up,"  says  the  banker.  "  Drive  me  to  the  station 
of  the  railroad  of  the  north." 

The  reader  .should  understand  that  this  short  line  to 
Belgium  is  much  affected  by  assistant  district-attorneys  and 
other  gentlemen  who  have  previously  borne  an  unblemished 
reputation.) 

"  Tsh  !  Not  so  loud;  don't  give  yourself  away,"  says  the 
driver,  pleasantly,  to  the  banker,  whose  only  aim  and  object 
is  to  get  out  to  a  friend's  place  for  a  day's  shooting.  Then, 
as  the  horse  flies  up  the  street,  he  adds,  contemplatively, 
"  They  all  do  it." 

The  Baltimore  Gazette   says,  editorially,  of  IVIrs.  Hayes  : 
'  "  As  an  elegant,  refined,  matronly  woman  she  is  far  superior 
to  Mr.  Hayes."     Of  course  she  is.     As  a  woman,  Mr.  Hayes 
is  not  to  be  compared  with  his  wife. 


Mrs.  Peters  asked  rather  sharply  :  "  Do  you  think  that  a 
little  temper  is  a  bad  thing  in  a  woman  ?"  And  the  gallant 
philosopher  replied  :  "  Certainly  not ;  it  is  a  good  thing,  and 
she  shouldn't  lose  it." 


The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  introduced  in  a 
recent  breach  of  promise  case  :  "Dearest  Love — 1  swallowed 
the  postage-stamp  on  your  letter  because  I  knew  your  lips 
had  touched  it." 


Faire  naitre  un  difsir,  le  nourrir,  le  d^velopper,  le  grandir, 
rirriter,  le  satisfaire ;  c'est  un  poeme  tout  entier. 

Les  coquettes  sont  comme  certains  chasseurs  qui  aiment 
la  chasse  et  non  le  gibier. 


Le  metier  de  femme  est  bien  dur. — Mine.  d!Epinay. 


Se  voir,  paraitre  s'aimer,  se  le  jurer,  se  le  prouver,  se 
brouiller,  se  hair,  se  quitter  pour  couriraprfes  un  autre  amour, 
voila  I'histoire  d'un  moment  et  de  tous  les  jours  dans  la  com- 
^die  du  monde. — Ph.  de  Vaienne. 


Un  enfant  disait  k  son  p^re : 
-Les  fenimes  ne  vont  done  jamais  en  paradis? 
-D'ou  vient,  dit  le  pere  surpris,  cette  demande  singuli^re? 
-C'est  repliqua  I'enfant.  que  je  ne  vols  jamais, 

Malgrii  leurs  figures  gentilles, 

De  petits  anges  qui  soient  faits 

Comme  sont  les  petites  filles. 


Happy  is  the  man  who  has   neighbors  willing  to^forgive 
his  mistakes. 


C'est  en  ne  faisant  rien  que  les  femraes  apprenent  k  mal 
faire. — Publitts  Syrits. 

La  destin^e  des  femmes  est  de  plaire,  d'etre  aimables  et 
d'etre  aim^s  ;  ceux  qui  ne  les  aiment  point  ont  encore  plus 
de  tort  que  ceux  qui  les  aiment  trop. — Rochebrtine. 


— "  Je  canoniserais  gratis  une  femme  dont  le  mari  ne  se 
serait  jamais  plaint." — Sixte  V. 

Les  deux  mots  les  plus  courts  k  prononcer,  ««et  non,  sont 
assur^ment  ceux  qui  demandent  le  plus  sdrieux  examen. — 
Pythagore. 

Un  jeune  homme,  fort  amoureux  de  sa  jolie  cousine,  la 
suppliait  un  jour  de  lui  faire  la  charitd  d'un  seul  baiser.  — Je 
ne  puis  rien  pour  vous.  Monsieur,  lui  r^pondit-elle,  absolu- 
ment  rein . . . .  j'ai  mes  pauvres. 

— Quelle  difft^rence  y  a-t-il  de  moi  a  une  montre,  deman- 
dait  une  dame  k  un  jeune  homme.  — Madame,  r^pondit-il, 
une  montre  marque  les  heures,  et,  pr^s  de  vous,  on  les  oublie. 

Un  jeune  homme  timide  rodait  depuis  quelque  temps 
auprfes  d'une  jeune  fiUe,  assise  dans  un  jardin  public,  sans 
oser  lui  adresser  la  parole.  Tout  k  coup,  il  apergut  une 
araign^e  qui  montait  sur  son  banc,  et  saisissant  aussitot  I'oc- 
casion  il  dit :  Mademoiselle,  vous  avez  une  grosse  bet^  der- 
riire  vous.  — Ah,  Monsieur,  r^pondit  la  jeune  fiUe,  je  ne 
savais  pas  que  vous  ^tiez  lit. 


Les  premiers  soupirs  de  I'amour  sont  les  derniers  de  la 
sagesse. 


Heureuse,  apres  une  longue  absence  d'avoir  retrouv^ 
I'amour  et  ses  plaisirs,  une  dame  ^crivait  une  jour  i  une  dte 
ses  amies : 

Un  sourire  de  mon  amant 

A  rappel6  I'enfant  volage; 
Un  baiser  I'a  rendu  chamiant, 
Mais  rien  n'a  pu  le  rendre  sage. 


L'amour  est  comme  un  flambeau  :  'plus  il  est  agitata,  plus 
il  brirle. — Synis. 


La  femme,  chez  les  sauvages,  est  une  bete  de  somme;  en 
Orient,  un  meuble ;  en  Europe,  un  enfant  gat^. — Sfytac  de 
Meilhan. 


Une  femme  inconstante  est  celle  qui  n'aime  plus;  une 
Idgere,  celle  qui  en  aime  dejil  un  autre ;  une  volage,  celle  qui 
ne  salt  si  elle  aime  et  ce  qu'elle  aime;  une  indiftiirente,  celle 
qui  n'aime  rien. — La  Bntyi:re. 


N'avaient-ils  pas  raison  ces  deux  sages,  I'un  riant  d6s  qu'il 
mettait  le  pied  dehors,  I'autre  pleurant  sans  cesse  ?  Toute- 
fois,  le  sarcasme  sied  mieux  it  la  satire,  et  je  m'dtonne  que 
I'eau  de  ses  yeux  ait  pu  suffire  aux  larmes  d'H^raclite.  Ue- 
mocrite  riait  done  i  pleins  poumons. — Juvenal. 

Quand  les  femmes  ne  peuvent  se  venger,  elles  font  comme 
les  enfants,  elles  pleurent. — Cardan. 


Beaucoup  de  femmes  n'ont  de  chaste  que  les  oreilles. 
Tel  cherchait  rose  qui  a  trouvd  tfpine. 


L'examen  de  ia  nature  humaine  est  humiliant.   \ 
November  4,  1878.  L.  G.  J.  de  Fi\' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


PRELUDES- IN  DIVERS  KEYS. 


'Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays." 


I  did  but  scant  justice,  last  week,  to  the  great  feature  of 
the  Orchesttal  Matinee,  Beethoven's  Lconore  Overture,  No. 
3,  and  feel  moved  to  come  back  to  it  for  a  brief  space.  [  It 
will  be  obser%-cd  that  1  persist  in  designating  it  as  No.  3, 
the  profoundly  learned  Herr  "  Doppelkreuz,"  of  the  Pi>s/,  and 
his  not  always  infallible  authority,  Ur.  Grove,  to  the  con- 
trarv'  notwithstanding.  Somehow  1  prefer  to  trust,  firstly, 
Beethoven  himself,  who  composed  it ;  secondly,  Breitkopf 
and  Hartcl,  who  published  it  fi-om  the  composer's  MSS.  in 
1810;  thirdly,  >ioschclles,  Schindler,  and  von  Breuning, 
who  were  contemporaneous  with  the  composition  and  pro- 
duction of  it ;  and,  lastly,  the  internal  evidences  of  the  work 
itself.]  It  is  a  difficult  matter  to  either  analyze  or  describe  a 
musical  composition  in  mere  words  with  any  hope  of  mak- 
ing one's  self  understood  ;  the  only  intelligent  way  would  be 
to  send  to  each  reader  a  copy  of  the  score,  which  in  most  I 
cases  would  also  have  to  be  accompanied  by  some  one  who 
could  read  it  to  them.  But  as  I  desire  to  touch  only  one  or 
two  points  with  regard  to  the  Overture,  leaving  the  rest  to 
such  study  as  my  readers  may  choose  to  devote  to  it  (it  is  to 
be  had  in  arrangements  for  two  or  four  hands,  and  is  not 
over  difficult^  perhaps  I  shall  not  drift  so  far  into  the  nebula 
but  that  those  who  arc  interested  may  follow  me.  The 
points  to  which  I  would  direct  attention  are,  firstly,  the 
wonderful  conciseness  and  precision  of  form — the  mould,  as 
it  were,  in  which  the  composition  is  cast — in  which  the  de- 
velopment of  the  themes,  without  the  sacrifice  of  aught  of 
the  flow  or  grace  of  beautiful  music,  may  be  said  to  proceed 
like  a  succession  of  powerful  blows,  each  delivered  more 
forcefully  than  the  lasL  The  short  opening  theme  of  the 
Allegro  inote  that  this  h.id  already  been  used,  and  seemingly 
exhausted,  in  the  Overture  No.  2)  will  be  found  to  recur  again  i 
and  again,  always  with  the  same  epigrammatic  terseness. 
The  instrumental  color  changes,  but  the  intense  suggestiveness 
of  the  theme  is  never  weakened.  The  second  subject,  no 
less  beautiful  than  the  first,  is  equally  dramatic  ;  it  grows  al- 
most painful  in  its  passionate  earnestness.  Like  the  first, 
it  is  short,  pithy, almost  abrupt.  Its  musical  cadence  is  per- 
fect as  the  most  exquisite  line  of  Swinburne,  yet  it  urges 
constantly  with  resistless  energy  toward  the  fateful  trumpet- 
call  in  which  the  tragedy  seems  to  culminate.  This  wonder- 
ful Fanfare  (which,  by  the  w-ay,  should  be  played  behind,  not 
on,  the  stage,  as  Mr.  Herold  had  it  done)  brings  me  to  my 
second  point,  viz. :  the  enormous  dramatic  e.tpression  at- 
tained through  the  use  of  two  simple  themes  by  a  master 
hand.  There  arc  no  words  with  which  to  describe  this  ;  it 
must  be  heard,  must  be  felt.  There  is  nothing  finer  any- 
where in  Shakspcare.  and  in  the  whole  range  of  music — even 
in  Beethoven — 1  know  of  nothing  lovelier  than  the  pia/n's- 
simo  episode  in  G  flat  that  follows  the  second  Fanfare.  It 
is  like  a  glimpse  through  the  open  portals  of  heaven.  This 
Overture  ought  to  be  played  again,  and,  if  it  is,  1  trust  that 
the  public  will  appreciate  the  fact  that  it  has  the  opportunity 
of  hearing  it 

What  with  orchestral  and  quintet  concerts,  vocal  clubs,  pi- 
ano lessons,  etc.,  San  Francisco  may  be  said  to  be  undergo- 
ing a  musical  revival.  Yet  I  think  it  must  be  admitted  that 
in  the  midst  of  all  this  Euterpean  activity,  the  service  of  God 
comes  in  for  a  very  minute  share  of  the  improvement.  It 
has  always  stood  to  me  as  proof  positive  of  the  hoUowness 
of  our  affected  taste  for  Art  that  in  this  city,  where  people  of 
a  certain  class  talk  about  pictures  (even  buy  one  occasion- 
ally, when  it  is  not  too  good),  household  art  (flimsiest  of  mod- 
era  fashions),  and  />ric-d-irac,  with  all  the  garrulous  gush  of 
a  just  completed  course  of  "  High  Art  Made  Easy,"or"yEs- 
thctics  in  Ten  Lessons  without  a  Master,"'  almost  every  at- 
tempt to  cultivate  the  better  class  of  church  music  has  met 
with  the  most  signal  failure,  and  the  only  thing  that  has  been 
permanently  able  to  hold  its  own  has  been  the  utterly  des- 
picable and  bad.  If  I  believed  in  the  fashionable  art  cul- 
ture— that  is,  if  I  imagined  it  to  be  a  rea/  thing— I  might  be 
somewhat  surprised  that  these  people  who  admire  prints 
from  Raphael  and  Durer,  photographs  from  Michael  An- 
gelo,  or  casts  from  the  Gasek  marbles,  should  not  have  some 
idea  of  bringing  the  same  kind  of  taste  into  their  churches  ; 
I  might  ask  whether  a  mere  sense  of  the  fitness  of  things 
ought  not  to  have  some  little  weight  with  music  committees 
whose  duty  is  to  provide  the  music  for  Gothic  churches  and 
cultured  congregations  with  their  fervid  and  eloquent  high- 
priced  parsons  ?  1  might  ask  many  things  :  but  I  do  not  ask 
them,  because  I  do  not  believe  in  the  sham  culture  ;  because 
I  do  not  believe  that  most  of  these  people  care  a  button  for 
their  Raphaels  and  Durers,  but  have  them  because  it's  the 
proper  thing  ;  because  I  do  believe  that,  in  the  utter  degra- 
dation of  most  of  the  church  music  of  this  city,  those  who 
pay  for  it  find  what  is  thoroughly  congenial  and  to  their  taste. 
It  relieves  for  them  the  tedium  of  the  hour  or  two  of  attend- 
ance that  is  enforced  by  the  usages  of  good  society — act  as 
a  sort  of  escape- valve  for  the  desperate  <;«««/  that  overcomes 
thein  at  the  church  door.  It  helps  to  pass  the  time.  Good 
music  wouldn't  do  that  for  them  ;  it  is  not  amusing.  The 
bad  stuff  M  amusing  in  more  senses  than  they  dream  of  r,  and, 
as  they  pay  for  it,  I  suppose  they  are  entitled  to  their  choice. 
Chacun  a  son  ^tii^  etc 

I  got  a  taste  of  this  sort  of  thing  at  the  First  Congrega- 
tional Church   i^Dr.  Stone's*  last  Sunday  morning.      Here 
they  have  an  amateur  organist  who  seems  to  know  no  more 
about  the  true  manner  of  treating  his  instrument  than  he 
=    :r  cares' about  a  proper  style  of  church  music,  or  any- 
.;:  connected  with  his  duties.      He  has  a  quartet  cf 
vely   good   voices — a  good    soprano,   respectable 


contralto,  ditto  tenor  (whose  nasal  organ  occasionally  ob- 
trudes itself  upon  the  voice),  and  an  even,  though  rather 
light-weight,  basso.  The  organ  is  also  quite  good.  With 
this  jiuitt-rit'l  one  might  do  something — if  one  had  the  brains. 
But  what  is  done  there  is  worse  than  nothing;  it  is  offensive 
in  the  highest  degree.  The  organist  has  not  the  good  sense 
to  select  his  voluntaries  from  the  compositions  of  those  who 
know  how  to  write,  so  he  sits  there  in  solemn  ser\ice  and 
twaddles.  He  pours  out  treacle  and  water  until  one's  stomach 
is  fairly  turned  with  it.  .■\ccompaniments  and  interludes 
are  done  in  a  similar  style,  with  the  added  agony  of  occa- 
sion.al  false  relations,  progressions  of  parallel  fifths,  etc., 
etc.  Then  comes  the  quartet,  which  takes  up  the  hymn  and 
jerks  it  out,  literally,  fragment  by  fragment.  Why  this  is 
"done,  heaven  only  knows;  but  done  it  is,  and  somewhat 
after  this  style: 

"Jcru — s-llcm — my  hnp — py  home." 

Now,  imagine  this  in  triple  time,  with  the  up-beat  on  the 
first  syllable  and  a  rest  of  a  full  beat  where  I  have  put  a 
dash;  add  a  staccato  to  each  second  syllable,  and  you  have 
the  thing  as  nearly  as  I  can  render  it.  It  was  very  funny, 
but  a  Utile  out  of  place.  There  was  more  of  the  same  sort, 
but  I  have  neither  space  nor  patience  for  it.  That  the 
contralto  sang  "Klee  as  a  bird  to  thy  mountain"  in  the  Of- 
fertory almost  goes  without  saying;  a  week  ago  it  was  Schu- 
bert's '*  Elegy  of  Tears,''  and  next  week  it  may  be  "In  the 
Sweet  By  and  By.*'  [I  can  not  stop  here  to  say  what  I 
think  of  this  use  of  well-known  secular  songs  in  worship;  1 
may  come  back  to  it  another  time.]  The  whole  performance 
was  shocking,  and  the  contrast  of  it  with  the  simple  earnest- 
ness and  fervor  of  Dr.  Stone's  words  and  manner  was  inex- 
pressibly painful.  It  was  a  cheap  pinchbeck  setting  to  a 
gem — a  Palais  Royale  frame  to  a  picture  by  Flandrin.  It 
was  the  more  painful  because  entirely  unnecessary.  The 
soprano,  Mrs.  Howell,  has  a  good  style,  and  naturally  cor- 
rect taste;  I  have  heard  her  sing  beautifully.  Jlr.  Jansen, 
the  basso,  can  also  sing  well,  and,  1  fancy,  prefers  to.  What 
this  amateur  organist  should  do,  then,  would  be  to  endeavor 
to  elevate  the  tone  of  his  performance  to  the  st>le  of  these 
singers,  instead  of  dragging  the}n  down  to  his  unmusical 
level;  and  if  he  has  no  respect  for  the  congregation  that  em- 
ploys and  pays  him,  let  him  at  least  remember  that  what  he 
does  is  portion  of  a  Divine  service,  and  that  God  is  not  to  be 
fitly  served  out  of  the  audacity  of  ignorance  and  utter  in- 
competency. 

The  Sacred  Concert  given  at  the  First  Unitarian  Church 
last  Sunday  evening,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  S.  W.  Leach, 
was  in  many  respects  very  enjoyable,  and  reflects  credit  upon 
that  gentleman's  good  taste.  The  small  chorus  sang  very 
nicely,  and,  although  somewhat  overweighted  in  the  Anthem 
by  Garratt — a  noble  composition,  but  quite  evidently  de- 
signed for  a  large  chorus — gave  evidence  of  careful,  intelli- 
gent training.  Mrs.  Marriner-Campbell  was  heard  in  an 
Aria  in  the  grand  style — "  Rejoice  greatly,"  from  the  Messiah 
— and  I  think  I  never  heard  her  sing  so  well.  Her  voice  is 
of  somewhat  light  calibre  for  this  kind  of  thing,  but  what 
was  lacking  in  volume  was  made  good  in  the  perfect  neat- 
ness of  the  florid  passages  (and  very  difficult  they  are)  and 
discreet  management  of  the  Caiilaiile.  Mrs.  Pierce  also 
sang — a  song  by  Wallace — modestly  and  pleasantly,  and 
Mr.  Clark  wrestled  with  the  '*  Cujus  animam.''  He  went  at 
it  as  though  he  was  afraid  of  it,  and  well  he  might  be. 
Then  there  was  a  song  by  Mr.  Campbell  (not  at  his  best),  a 
vocal  quartet  and  trio,  over  which  I  draw  the  kindly  veil,  etc., 
and  some  violin  playing  by  Mr.  Hej'man,  of  which  more 
anon.  Mr.  Hunt  accompanied  on  the  organ  with  consider- 
able intelligence,  but  also  with  the  customary  occasional  ex- 
hibition of  the  Achilles  heel  of  the  amateur  who  is  blissfully 
ignorant  of  (and  probably  supremely  indifferent  to)  his  double 
counterpoint.  Pray,  obser\-e,  Mr.  Amateur,  that  when  a 
basso  sings  a  song  written  in  the  treble  clef  it  sounds  an  oc- 
tave low-er,  and  what  are  "written  as  a  series  of  parallel 
fourths  become  fifths  through  the  inversion.  Now,  there  are 
no  such  fourths  in  Mr.  Marti's  song,  and  you  might  have 
come  blamelessly  out  of  the  affair  had  you  not  felt  moved 
to  add  certain  bits  of  obligato  counterpoint  to  the  simple  ac- 
companiment which  the  composer,  in  his  professional  igno- 
rance, considered  adequate  for  his  purpose  ;  or  had  you 
managed  your  stops  more  discreetly,  or  played  your  oblioato 
bit  where  it  belonged  (if  at  all),  an  octave  lower.  What  are 
the  odds  ?  Oh,  bless  you,  none — none  in  the  least.  I  sup- 
pose there  is  no  law  to  prevent  an  amateur's  uglifying  a 
man's  composition  in  public  as  much  as  he  likes.  Only  that 
sometimes  it  may  be  a  little  rough  on  the  composer — that's 
all. 

I  sincerely  trust  that  none  of  those  who  heard  Mr.  Hey- 
man  play  the  violin  at  this  concert  will  permit  themselves  to 
be  prejudiced  against  Pergolesi's  lovely  "  Tre  Giomi  "  on  ac- 
count of  that  gentleman's  super-dry  and  expressionless  ren- 
dering of  it.  The  song — not  in  any  sense  of  the  word 
"  Preghiera,"  as  stated  in  the  bills — is  one  of  the  purest  speci- 
mens of  the  Italian  school,  noble,  simple,  e.xquisitely  melodi- 
ous. It  is  with  just  such  songs  as  this  that  I  would  supplant 
the  sentimental  trash  now  in  vogue  among  singers,  and  when 
I  recall  Mrs.  Norton's  truly  artistic  singing  of  it  at  the 
Metropolitan  Temple  last  winter,  1  marvel  at  the  temerity  of 
this  young  man,  who  seems  to  have  no  idea  of  singing  upon 
his  instrument,  in  attempting  anything  of  this  style.  He 
played  it  like  an  easy  itude,  and  not  well  at  that.  The  Adagio 
of  Mendelssohn  (an  uninteresting  bit,  out  of  the  little,  early, 
and  almost  unknown  violin  Sonata  I  take  it)  received  the 
same  dull,  mechanical  treatment  at  his  hands,  with  the 
added  disadvantage  of  not  being  always  perfectly  in  tune. 

Quoth  Bierce,  last  week,  to  "Doppelkreuz:''    "You  sin 
Without  much  underslanding.''    Ah.  friend  B., 

Could  you  but  hear  him  vocahze  you'd  grin.- 
And  straightway  to  your  "sin"  add  final  "g.'" 

Mr.  Herold's  last  programme  certainly  should  have  drawn 
a  big  house  ;  it  was  varied,  brilliant,  and  interesting.     But 
the  attendance  was  only  moderate.     I  suppose  the  Sympho- 
nies keep  people  away.     Some  of  them  ought  to,  perhaps, 
but  certainly  not  the  pretty,  cheerful  "D  major"  of  Haydn. 
I  should  imagine  that  the  most  fenent  devotee  of  Strauss 
I  and  Offenbach  could  stand  that,  although  it  must  be  admit- 
'  ted  that  after  the  stunning  En  avanl  of  Gungl  it  did  sound  a 
I  little  tame.     1  he  music  was  played  very  much  as  usual,  and 
seemed  to  please  the  audience  greatly.  S.  E. 


BONBONS.-FRENCH  AND  OTHERWISE. 


They  were  playing  cards,  when  all  of  a  sudden  the  game 
was  interrupted,  angry  words  passed,  and  the  players  arose: 

"See  here,  you're  holding  altogether  too  many  aces." 

"What  do  you  say,  sir?" 

"  I  say  you  are  a  swindler." 

"  I  will  call  you  to  account  for  this  unpardonable  insult." 

"  I  am  at  your  service  at  any  time." 

"  Here  is  my  card,  sir."  (Tiirows  do\vn,"by  mistake, 
another  ace  which  he  draws  from  his  pocket.) 


"John,  it  seems  to  me  that  you  are  not  doing  your  work 
as  well  as  you  used  to — not  as  painstaking  as  you  might  be." 

"  I  will  tell  you  why,  miladi.  I  thought  that  if  I  would 
make  myself  indispensable,  when  I  came  to  go  it  would  cause 
you  too  much  inconvenience  and  regret.     See  ?  " 

First  pickpocket,  on  Sunday  outing,  to  second  ditto,  who 
lounges  along  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets:  "  I  say,  'Arr}% 
it  isn't  genteel  to  keep  your  hands  in  your  pockets  in  that 
way." 

Second  pickpocket:  "  Oh,  that's  my  way  of  observing  the 
day  of  rest.  I've  got  'em  in  other  people's  pockets  six  days 
in  the  week/' 


"Why  don't  you  marry?"  said  Pope  Alexander  VII.  one 
day  to  Alacei,  the  Librarian  of  the  Vatican. 

"  So  that,  Your  Holiness,  if  an  opportunity  offers  I  may 
enter  the  priesthood." 

"Well,  then,  why  don't  you  become  a  priest?" 

"I  don't,  Your  Holiness,  in  order  that  if  an  opportunity 
presents  itself  I  may  marry  well." 


Restaurateur — "  Chickei^  twenty  francs." 
Guest—"  I  say,  see  here,  the  Exposition's  nearly  over,  you 
know." 

Restaurateur — "That's  a  fact  !     Chicken,  forty  francs." 


"  How  did  Your  Excellency  sleep  last  night  ?"  said  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  hotel  to  the  Russian  ambassador. 

"  I  scratched  myself  so  that  I  must  be  a  Cossack  this  morn- 
ing, my  friend." 


Attendant  at  theatre — "Hi,  Monsieur,  there!  Where's 
your  overcoat  ?     Leave  your  overcoat  with  me." 

Spectator — "Overcoat?     I'm  not  wearing  any  overcoat." 
Attendant — "  Go  and  find  one,  then.     Dyou  want  to  take 
the  bread  out  of  my  mouth  ?    What  am  I  here  for,  d'you  sup- 
pose, eh  ?  " 

Mme.  d'A.  owns  a  hoiTible  cur  which  answers — when  it 
wishes  to — to  the  name  of  Bijou. 

The  other  day  the  Countess  de  H.  says  to  her  :  "  Oh,  did 
you  know  that  that  darling  Bijou  of  yours  made  me  get  ^50 
yesterday  ?  " 

"  No,  how  ?  " 

"  I  met  a  friend  who  had  never  seen  Bijou  before,  and  bet 
him  it  was  a  dog." 


The  late  Clement  Laurier  once  got  into  conversation  in  a 
cafe'  with  a  ver>'  excitable  individual,  who,  getting  rather  the 
worst  of  the  argument,  said  to  his  opponent  hotly  : 

"Well,  young  man,  if  you  are  so  positive  in  your  state- 
ments, perhaps  you  won't  object  to  defending  them  in  an- 
other position.  We  will  meet  to-morrow  with  such  weapons 
as  you  prefer. 

"Oh,  Tm  not  a  duelist,"  said  Laurier,  "  I  won't  fight." 

"  I  knew  you  wouldn't — I  knew  you  wouldn't,"  said  the 
bully,  triumphantly. 

"  And  that  was  why  you  challenged  me,  eh  ? " 


The  Assistant  District-Attorney  was  about  to  appear  be- 
fore the  court,  and  he  said  unto  his  counsel :  "  How  do 
things  look?" 

"Pretty  black,"  replied  the  advocate. 

"  You  think  I'll  be  sentenced  ? " 

"  I  do." 

"  To  what  ? " 

"  Six  months  of  enforced  honesty."  (The  prisoner  groans 
and  faints.) 


The  nephew  was  the  typical  nephew  of  the  comedies  and 
novels;  the  uncle,  the  typical  uncle.  The  former  got  him- 
self into  debt;  the  latter  had  to  help  him  out  of  debt. 

But  the  most  long-sufTering  of  men  at  last  lose  patience, 
and  one  fine  day  the  uncle  writes  to  his  dear  nephew  that 
all  is  over  between  them.     Not  another  penny. 

The  nephew  flies  down  to  his  uncle's  country  seat  and 
falls  at  his  venerable  relative's  gouty  feet. 

"  Uncle  Peter,  dear  Uncle  Peter,  just  this  once.  Aid  me 
to  straighten  out  this  snarl  in  my  finances  and  I  will  never, 
never  come  to  you  again." 

"  Oh,  Roland,  I  know  you  too  well.  My  sister's  son — my 
only  sister's  son,"  says  the  old  man,  wiping  away  a  furtive 
tear. 

"Ah,  your  heart  is  touched;  you  will  assist  rre  once  more?" 
says  the  young  man. 

"  Listen,"  says  the  aged  relative;  "  have  you  a  rule  ?  " 

"A  which?" 

"  A  rule — a  foot-rule  ? " 

"Why  should  I  have  one?     I  ain't  a  carpenter." 

"Go  and  find  one  immediately."        ^ 

The  young  man,  puzzled  but  hopeful,  goes,  and  at  the  end 
of  half  an  hour  returns  and  says  :  "  Uncle,  dear,  here  is  the 
foot-rule." 

"Ver>' well;  measure  this  room,  length, breadth, and  height, 
so  as  to  ascertain  its  cubic  dimensions." 

The  young  man,  more  puzzled  than  ever,  sets  about  his 
ta=k,  and  at  last  makes  his  report. 

'■  Uncle,  the  room  contains  3,040  cubic  feet." 

"You  are  sure  of  that?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Very  well,"  says  the  old  gentleman,  rising  to  his  feet  and 
speaking  in  a  tone  of  thunder;  "and  now,  sir,  if  this  room, 
which  contains  3,040  cubic  feet,  were  filled  with  double  ea- 
gles packed  so  tightly  that  you  couldn't  ram,  jam,  or  cram  a 
three-cent  piece  into  it,  I  wouldn't  give  you  a  penny.     Git  !" 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


JOHN  BROWN'S  LIEUTENANT. 


The  Romance  of  Richard^Realf. 


Strange  and  romantic  was  the  career  of  Richard  Realf,  the 
soldier  poet,  who,  last  Sunday,  was  laid  by  his  comrades  in 
a  suicide's  grave.  He  told  the  troubled  story  of  his  life  to  no 
one ;  kept  it  a  close-locked  prisoner  in  the  cave  of  his  own 
peculiar  gloom  till  death  and  the  pen  of  an  acquaintance  in 
New  York,  through  the  medium  of  the  Sun,  released  the 
secret.  In  the  year  1856,  when  the  war  against  slavery  had 
begun  in  the  Territory  of  Kansas,  and  the  struggle  between 
the  "Border  Ruffians"  and  the  "  Free  State"  men  was  in 
active  progress,  a  young  man,  who  made  his  appearance  in 
Lawrence  among  the  multitude  of  adventurers  and  cham- 
pions of  liberty  who  then  gathered  in  that  wild  region,  at- 
tracted notice.  He  was  at  that  time  possessed  of  rare  per- 
sonal attractions,  and  whispers  of  mystery  and  romance 
soon  arose  in  association  with  his  name.  The  remarkable 
beauty  of  his  face,  the  softness  and  delicacy  of  his  expression, 
the  charm  of  his  manner,  the  exceptional  culture  of  his 
mind,  his  poetical  qualities,  and  his  large  knowledge  of  En- 
glish society  and  literature  added  attraction  to  his  courage 
and  heroic  conduct.  He  was  evidently  an  Englishman,  per- 
haps thirty  years  of  age,  and  his  resemblance  to  the  portraits 
of  Lord  Byron  in  early  life,  together  with  the  peculiarities  of 
his  mind,  and  his  tendency  to  romantic  and  chivalrous 
poetry,  gave  color  to  fanciful  stories  that  soon  got  afloat,  to 
the  effect  that  he  was  related  by  blood  or  very  nearly  con- 
nected with  the  hero  of  Missolonghi  and  the  author  of 
"  Childe  Harold."  It  was  believed  by  many,  even,  that  he 
was  an  illegitimate  son  of  Lord  Byron,  and  the  likelihood  of 
his  connection  with  the  poet  was  increased,  in  that  he  was  in 
receipt,  from  time  to  time,  of  remittances  from  England, 
which  were  sent,  it  was  alleged,  by  one  of  the  denizens  of 
Newstead  Abbey.  He  was  regarded  as  one  of  the  most 
heroic  spirits,  and  most  intellectual  young  man,  on  the  Free 
State  side.  He  took  part  in  scores  of  war-like  adventures 
against  the  "  Border  Ruffians,"  was  always  ready  for  a  foray 
or  a  song,  flitted  from  part  to  part  of  the  newly  organized 
Territory  wherever  dangered  was  to  be  encountered,  asso- 
ciated with  John  Brown  in  his  adventures  at  Ossawattamie 
River,  campaigned  with  Jim  Lane  on  horseback  and  on  foot 
wherever  that  wild,  and  haggard,  and  dare  devil  frontiers- 
man found  a  foe,  and  often  and  again  was  he  seen,  in  un- 
couth uniform,  with  a  Sharp's  rifle  over  his  shoulder,  a  smile 
on  his  face,  and  a  chanson  on  his  lips,  gay  as  the  troubadour 
touching  the  guitar  of  the  romanza.  One  of  his  many  ex- 
ploits was  at  the  defense  of  Mount  Oread,  in  the  vicinity  of 
Lawrence,  which  all  through  that  time  was  the  centre  of  bat- 
tle and  danger  for  the  Free  State  men,  when,  with  a  few 
kindred  spirits,  looking  from  the  rude  fort  on  the  top  of  the 
hill,  he  saw  the  red-shirted  Missourian  enemy  approaching 
from  the  river.  The  song  with  which  he  commemorated 
that  exploit  thus  opened  : 

".\11  night  within  oiir  guarded  tents, 

Unlii  the  moon  was  low, 
Wrapt  round  as  with  Jehovah's  smile, 

We  waited  for  the  foe. 

His  intimacy  with  John  Brown  led  that  stern  old  ironside  to 
take  him  into  his  confidence  when  preparing  the  Virginia  ad- 
venture that  culminated  at  Harper's  Ferry  and  on  the  gal- 
lows-tree at  Richmond.  He  was  one  of  the  conspirators 
who,  with  Kagi,  formed  at  Ossawattamie  the  plan  of  cam- 
paign in  the  Virginia  mountains,  by  which  the  Southern 
slaves  were  to  be  armed  as  a  preliminary  to  their  rising  in 
bloody  hostility  to  their  masters.  While  engaged  with 
Brown  in  this  work  he  traveled  from  one  place  to  another, 
providing  ways  and  means,  seeing  the  friends  who  could  be 
relied  upon,  and  guarding  the  secret  the  revelation  of  which 
would  be  ruin.  He  was  so  gentle  in  his  manners  and  so 
kindly  in  his  ways,  that  he  was  the  last  who  would  be  re- 
garded as  bearing  part  in  such  a  warfare.  Finally,  when 
John  Brown  had  drawn  up  his  scheme  of  government,  and 
chosen  his  officers  of  State  for  the  administration  of  a  new 
condition  of  affairs  in  Virginia,  he  appointed  Richard  Realf 
to  the  position  of  Secretary  of  State  in  his  remarkable  cabi- 
net. About  the  time  that  Brown  disappeared  from  Kansas, 
on  his  way  to  Virginia,  Realf,  as  well  as  Brown's  other  fol- 
lowers, also  disappeared  from  Kansas,  and  those  who  were 
behind  the  scenes  supposed  he  would  be  a  participant  in  the 
conflict  as  well  as  an  adjudicant  of  the  government.  News 
came  of  John  Brown's  fight  against  Robert  E.  Lee,  at  Har- 
per's Ferry,  and  among  the  names  of  those  who  in  the  first 
dispatches  were  reported  to  be  killed  was  the  name  of  Realf. 
His  body  could  not  be  found,  and  it  was  reported  that  he 
had  been  pursued  by  some  of  the  Virginia  troops,  wounded, 
and  driven  into  the  Potomac,  where  he  was  drowned.  As 
time  passed  on,  however,  it  was  learned  to  a  verity  that 
Realf  had  not  perished  in  the  fight,  had  not  been  with  John 
Brown  at  Harper's  Ferry,  and  though  expected  to  join  him 
there,  had  somehow  failed  to  do  so.  The  suspicions  of  the 
Free  State  men  of  Kansas  were  aroused,  and  charges  were 
every  where  made  that  Realf  had  turned  traitor  to  John 
Brown,  had  sold  out  to  the  Virginia  State  Government  or  to 
the  Federal  Government,  and  had  all  along  been  nothing 
but  a  spy  in  the  camp  of  the  invaders.  Such  was  the  view 
taken  of  the  romantic  young  English  poet  who  so  often,  on 
the  plains  of  Kansas,  had  merrily  risked  his  life  for  the  prin- 
ciples of  John  Brown.  Years  passed  away,  and  stories  were 
from  time  to  time  circulated  that  Realf  had  been  seen  here, 
had  been  heard  of  there,  had  sailed  for  England,  had  buried 
his  treason  in  suicide,  or  had  fled,  in  self-upbraiding  despair, 
to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth.  The  stories  of  him 
among  his  friends  were  almost  as  numerous  as  those  about 
Charlie  Ross  or  John  Wilkes  Booth.  It  must  have  been 
four  or  five  years  after  Harper's  Ferry  in  1859  that  it  was 
reported  that  Realf  was  in  Texas,  and  that  he  was  somehow 
connected  with  the  press  there  ;  and  this,  of  course,  added 
color  to  the  charges  of  treason  to  the  Free  State  cause  which 
he  had  borne.  In  course  of  time,  however,  these  charges 
were  taken  up  by  Realf,  who  gave  reasons  for  his  disappear- 
ance which  led  his  friends  to  believe  that  he  had  not  been  in 
his  sound  mind  after  the  attempt  at  Harper's  Ferry,  and  dis- 
posed of  his  alleged  culpability.  After  the  war,  in  which  he 
served  as  a  staff  officer,  he  was  next  heard  of  in  Washing- 
ton, where  he  turned  up  as  a  broken-down  man,  all  his  phys- 
ical attractions  gone,  cadaverous,  impoverished,  and  solicit- 
ing employment.  He  obtained  an  humble  place  in  one  of 
|he  departments.     From  there  he  went  to  New  York,  hung 


around  the  outskirts  of  several  newspapers,  and  got,  per- 
haps, some  remuneration  for  poems  and  other  literay  work. 
Falling  into  some  financial  difficulty  there,  he  was  arrested, 
taken  to  the  Tombs,  and  so  harshly  treated  by  the  police 
that  his  life  was  despaired  of;  and  a  letter  written  by  him 
from  the  Tombs  was  as  pathetic  a  thing  as  misery  ever 
launched  upon  the  world.  He  disappeared  from  there,  as 
he  had  disappeared  at  and  firom  so  many  places,  and  the 
next  heard  of  him  was  some  seven  years  ago,  when  he  turned 
up  in  Pittsburg  as  an  applicant  for  work  on  the  newspapers. 
His  life  as  a  frontiersman  and  soldier  had  told  upon  his  con- 
stitution, and  domestic  troubles  had  come  to  him  and 
weighed  heavily  upon  his  mind.  Still  he  was  capable  of  the 
exercise  of  his  brilliant  mental  powers,  and  a  few  sketches 
printed  in  the  Pittsburg  papers  upon  various  topics  of  local 
interest  elicited  notice,  and  led  to  his  regular  employment 
upon  the  staff  of  the  Pittsburg  Commercial.  His  brilliant 
talents  and  his  gentle  manners  soon  made  him  friends  on 
every  hand,  and  he  soon  became  assistant  editor.  He  held 
his  position  until  the  Commercial  was  consolidated  with  the 
Gazette  in  the  early  part  of  1877,  While  attending  to  his 
editorial  duties  Realf  made  also  a  reputation  as  an  orator, 
speaking  on  the  stump  for  the  Republicans  in  several  cam- 
paigns, and  delivering  several  lectures.  About  1865  he  had 
married  a  woman  who  was  his  senior  in  years,  and  whose 
tastes  were  so  far  from  harmonizing  with  his  that  they  never 
got  along  well  together.  He  applied  for  a  divorce,  and  was 
successful  in  the  lower  courts,  but  the  Supreme  Court,  on  a 
technicality,  set  aside  the  decree  and  ordered  a  new  trial. 
This  occurred  almost  on  the  eve  of  a  day  appointed  for  his 
marriage  with  a  young  lady  in  Utica,  New  York,  and  proved 
a  terrible  blow  to  him.  He  wrote  "  an  epitaph,"  which  he 
sent  to  the  Pittsburg  Dispatch,  and  which  led  his  friends 
to  suspect  that  he  at  that  time  contemplated  suicide.  He  was 
one  of  the  first  to  join  Francis  Murphy  in  the  temperance 
revival,  and  soon  became  one  of  that  agitator's  most  ready 
and  efficient  allies.  At  this  work  he  has  been  engaged  for 
the  past  two  years.  Subsequently  journeying  to  California,  the 
wife,  from  whom  he  was  unable  to  get  a  divorce,  followed  him, 
and,  demanding  an  alimony  which  he  was  unable  to  pay, 
took  out  a  warrant  for  his  aiTest,  which  circumstance  led  to 
his  suicide.  Frequently,  while  doing  service  in  the  ways  that 
have  been  mentioned,  Realf  sent  to  the  magazines  poems  of 
great  beauty  and  transfused  with  the  spirit  of  grief  and  loss, 
very  subtile  in  their  metaphysics  and  very  transcendental  in 
their  thought.  In  regard  to  Mr.  RealPs  affiliation  with  Lord 
Byron,  or  with  the  Byron  family,  nothing  definite  is  known 
to  the  present  writer.  The  different  circumstances  that  led 
to  this  belief  in  Kansas  were  not  sufficiently  definite  to  base 
a  judgment  upon.  The  fact  that  at  the  age  of  twenty-seven 
or  twenty-eight  he  bore  a  striking  resemblance  to  Lord  Byron 
at  the  same  period  of  his  life,  the  reports  that  he  received  re- 
mittances from  the  Byron  homestead,  the  fact  that  he  knew 
a  great  deal  of  English  high  life,  and  had  been  most  care- 
fully educated  in  the  literary  line,  the  fact  that  he  wrote  po- 
etry which  his  friends  thought  to  be  Byronic,  the  fact  that  he 
was  an  adventurer  in  the  name  of  liberty,  and  that  his  cam- 
paign in  the  Free  State  war  of  Kansas  was  considered  to 
bear  a  resemblance  to  Byron's  campaign  for  the  liberties  of 
Greece,  are  poor  evidences  of  relationship  to  Byron  by  blood, 
and  are  made  poorer  by  the  fact  that  in  1856  Realf  could 
hardly  have  been  more  than  twenty-six,  whereas  Byron's 
death  occurred  thirty-two  years  before  that  time,  Realf  him- 
self never  made  allusion  to  the  subject,  and  no  one  else  could 
have  alluded  to  it  in  his  presence,  so  reserved  was  he  in  his 
manner.  It  was  a  strange  and  adventurous  and  unhappy 
life,  lit  up  with  gleams  of  romance,  poetry,  heroism,  and  ex- 
alted self-sacrifice,  and  ending  with  self-murder. 


"  Valhalla  :  The  Myths  of  Norseland.  A  Saga  in  twelve 
parts.  By  Julia  Clinton  Jones,"  is  the  title  and  introduction 
of  a  neat  little  volume  dealing  in  verse  with  Scandinavian 
myth,  and  legend,  and  the  wild,  weird  stories  of  the  old 
Norse  gods.  The  subject  is  a  fascinating  one,  and  not 
often  encountered  by  the  general  reader.  It  is  the  story  of 
the  origin  of  the  world,  the  account  of  the  creation  as  crys- 
tallized in  the  mythology  of  the  frozen  north,  and  told  above 
the  iceberg's  crack  and  glacier's  groan  by  even  Loki's  re- 
bellious brood.  All  of  the  characters  are  grand,  the  fixing  of 
divinity  from  natural  surroundings,  the  looking  up  from 
Nature  to  Nature's  God,  To  the  student  of  Scandinavian 
literature  the  little  volume  of  which  we  speak  will  be  an  ad- 
ditional treat ;  to  those  unacquainted  with  the  beauties  of 
the  theme  its  contents  will  be  a  revelation.  The  whole  story 
is  pleasantly  told  in  verse,  and  the  introduction  an  intelligent 
resume  of  the  old  Viking's  plan.  Miss  Jones,  the  author,  is 
not  altogether  unknown  to  lettters,  being  remembered  doubt- 
less by  the  readers  of  the  Argon.a.ut  as  the  writer  of  many 
pretty  verses  that  have  from  time  to  time  appeared  in  these 
columns.  The  undertaking  of  publishing  a  book  was  some- 
what ambitious  ;  but  that  it  is  well  done  and  deserving  is 
perhaps  a  sufficient  reward  for  the  many  obstacles  encoun- 
tered and  finally  overcome. 


The  proposition  of  the  Constitution-cobblers  in  reference 
to  railroads  and  transportation  companies  is  simply  a  device 
to  confiscate  the  property  of  all  common  carriers — in  a  word, 
to  steal  all  the  railroads,  steamships,  coast  vessels,  stage- 
coaches, and  freight-wagons,  and  turn  them  over  to  three 
politicians  to  manage.  Three  commissioners  are  to  be 
elected  "who  shall  have  the  sole  power  to  establish  rates  of 
charges  for  the  transportation  of  passengers  and  freights  by 
railroad  and  other  trasportation  companies."  This  means 
confiscation,  and  nothing  less.  The  result  of  such  a  law 
would  compel  all  transportation  companies  either  to  buy  two 
commissioners  or  to  suspend  business.  The  delegate  who 
votes  for  such  a  provision  in  the  organic  law  is  either  want- 
ing in  intelligence  or  integrity. 


The  house  of  Brewster  &  Co.,  carriage  makers,  of  Broome 
Street,  New  York,  is  the  recipient  of  distinguished  honors 
from  the  Exposition  Franqaise  tor  their  exhibition  of  the 
best  carriage  work.  Mr.  Henry  Brewster,  senior  member 
of  the  firm,  is  made  a  Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  The 
gold  medal  is  also  awarded  the  house,  together  with  five 
special  diplomas  to  the  foremen  of  the  different  departments. 
The  significance  of  this  incident  is  in  the  important  fact  that 
an  American  house  stands  at  the  head  of  the  world's  work- 
shops in  the  production  of  fine  carriages. 


RESULTS  OF  TUESDAY'S  ELECTIONS. 


An  Austerlitz  for  the  Republican  party ;  a  Waterloo  for 
the  Democracy. 


A  Congressional  gain  to  the  Republicans  of  six,  leaving 
the  House  of  Representatives  to  stand  Democratic  by  thir- 
teen majority. 

An  utter  defeat  to  the  Greenback  party  :  a  popular,  a  na- 
tional declaration  against  "  fiat "  money. 


A  pronounced  rebuke  to  Keameyism,3Communism,  Agra- 
rianism,  incendiarism,  ignorance,  idleness,  crime,  and  the  in- 
solence of  foreign  interference  in  American  politics  in  Mas- 
sachusetts. 

A  set  back  to  demagogy  in  the  defeat  of  Butler. 


A  solid  Democratic  South  provoking  a  solid  Republican 
North. 

Defeat  of  Tammany  under  the  dictatorship  of  the  Irish- 
man Kelly  in  the  City  of  New  York,  showing  that  honest 
men  out  number  rogues  even  in  that  city. 


The  reelection  of  the  Hon.  Roscoe  Conkling  as  United 
States  Senator  for  New  York. 


The  reelection  of  Senator  Cameron  from  Pennsylvania  to 
the  United  States  Senate. 


New  Jersey  and  Connecticut  go  Republican. 


Ex-Secretar>'  of  the  Navy  Robeson  elected  to  Congress 
from  New  Jersey. 

Nevada  Republican,  electing  John  H.  Kinkead  to  be  Gov- 
ernor in  place  of  honest  old  Broadhorns. 


Hon.  John  P.  Jones  reelected  United  States  Senator  from 
Nevada. 


Alexander  H.  Stevens  returned  to  Congress  from  Georgia 
without  opposition. 

Cooper  elected  Mayor  of  New  York  city  as  Tilden's  anti- 
Tammany  candidate. 

Wade  Hampton  reelected  Governor  of  South  Carolina, 


Boston  divides  with  San  Francisco  the  shame  of  Kear- 
neyism.     It  gave  a  majority  for  Butler. 


Samuel  Randal,  of  Pennsylvania,  reelected  to  Congress, 
and  will  doubtless  be  elected  Speaker. 


Samuel  Tilden,  having  captured  the  organization  of  his 
party  in  New  York,  will  be  its  next  candidate  for  Governor. 


Democratic  majority  in  the  next  Senate  will  be  eight. 


California  will  go  Republican  at  the  next  election  if  the 
party  is  united.  It  will  be  united  if  the  party  fossils  do  not 
undertake  to  run  the  machine. 


It  is  certain  that  the  next  President  of  the  United  States 
will  be  Republican. 


It  is  probable  that  the  next  Presidential  candidate  of  the 
Republican  party  will  be  General  Grant. 


At  the  Stairs. 


'  Come  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  mamma 

My  coaxing  darling  said, 
'  And  give  us  there  our  good-night  kiss, 

Before  we  go  to  bed.'" 

To  the  warm  nursery  above, 
Whence  shown  a  mellow  light. 

The  Utile  bare  feet  clambering  up, 
The  night-gowns  fluttering  while. 

In  the  dark  hall  I  stood  and  gazed, 
Like  Jacob  when  he  dreamed  : 

Pure  angels  on  their  upward  way 
To  me  the  children  seemed. 

Since  then  the  httl-^  brood  is  less. 
One  pattering  step  I  miss  ; 

One  fair,  small  face  no  more  is  raised, 
To  claim  its  good-night  kiss. 

Alas  !  the  partings  at  the  stairs 
From  those  we  fondly  love  ! 

Our  household  angels  passing  up 
To  the  lighted  rooms  above ! 


"Prisoner,  do  you  wish  to  say  anything  in  your  defense?" 
"  Nothing,  your  honor,  e.xcept  this — lemme  off  light  ;  this 
is  the  eighth  time  I've  been  up  before  you.     We're  old  co- 
parceners, as  it  were." 


"  Cruel,  cruel  man,"  said  the  civilized  person,  "you  eat 
your  venerable  pa." 

"Ungrateful  being,"'  retorted  the  savage,  "you  let  the 
worms  eat  yours." 


They  asked  of  the  Miss  X.  whicli  she  preferred  of  the  two 
brothers  L. 

She  responded  :  *'  When  I  am  with  either  of  them  I  prefer 
the  other." 


Rich  parvenu,  who  knows  nothing  of  painting,  to  an  artist 
— "How  shall  I  hang  this  picture?" 

Artist — "I  wouldn't  hang  it  if  I  wcl  >v."  but  commute 
its  sentence  to  solitary  imprisonment  'i<-}' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


DESERTED. 


'*What  a  glorious,  all-salisfying  counlr>-  this  Nevada  de- 1 
sert  would  be  if  one  were  only  all  eyes,  and  had  no  need  of  | 
food,  drink,  and  shelter!     Wouldn't  it,   Miss  Dwycr?     Do  | 
you  know,  I've  no  doubt  that  this  is  the  true  location  ofj 
heaven.     Vou  see,  the  lack  of  water  and  vegetation  would  be 
no  inconvenience  to  spirits,  while  the  magnificent  scenery 
and  the  cloudless  sky  would  be  just  the  thing  to  make  them 
thrive." 

"  Hut  what  I  can't  get  over,"  responded  the  young  lady 
addressed,  "is  that  these  alkali  plains,  which  have  been  de- 
scribed as  so  drear>'  and  uninteresting,  should  prove  to  be 
in  reality  one  of  the  most  wonderfully  impressive  and  beauti- 
ful regions  in  the  world.  What  awful  fibbers  or  what  awful 
dull  people  they  must  have  been  whose  descriptions  have  so 
misled  the  public  !  It  is  perfectly  unaccountable.  Here,  I 
expected  to  doze  all  the  way  across  the  desert,  while,  in  fact, 
I've  grudged  my  eyes  time  enough  to  wink  ever  since  I  left 
my  berth  this  morning." 

"  The  trouble  is,"  replied  her  companion,  "  persons  in 
search  of  the  picturesque,  or  with  much  eye  for  it,  are  rare 
travelers  along  this  route.  The  people  responsible  for  the 
descriptions  you  complain  of  are  thrifty  business  men,  with 
no  idea  that  there  can  be  any  possible  attraction  in  a  coun- 
try where  crops  can  t  be  raised,  timber  cut,  or  ore  dug  up. 
Kor  my  part,  1  thank  the  Lord  for  the  beautiful  barrenness 
that  has  consecrated  this  great  region  to  loneliness.  Here 
there  will  always  be  a  chance  to  get  out  of  sight  and  sound 
of  the  swarming  millions  who  have  already  left  scarcely 
standing-room  for  a  man  in  the  East.  I  wouldn't  give  much 
for  a  country  where  there  are  no  wildernesses  left."' 

"  But  I  realty  think  it  is  rather  hard  to  say  in  what  the 
beauty  of  the  desert  consists,"  said  Miss  Dwyer.  "  It  is  so 
simple.  1  scribbled  two  pages  of  description  in  my  note- 
book this  morning,  but  when  I  read  them  over,  and  looked 
out  of  the  window,  1  tore  ihcm  up.  I  think  the  wonderfully 
fine,  clear,  brilliant  air  transfigures  the  landscape  and  makes 
it  something  that  must  be  seen  and  can't  be  told.  .-Vfter  see- 
ing how  this  air  makes  the  ugly  sagebrush  and  the  patches 
of  alkali  and  brown  earth  a  feast  to  the  eye,  one  can  under- 
stand how  the  light  of  heaven  may  make  the  ugliest  faces 
beautiful." 

The  pretty  talker  is  sitting  next  the  window  of  palace-car 
No.  30  of  the  Central  Pacific  line,  which  has  already  been 
her  flying  home  for  two  days.  The  gentleman  who  sits  be- 
side her  professes  to  be  sharing  the  view,  but  it  is  only  fair  I 
should  tell  the  reader  that  under  this  pretense  he  is  nefari- 
ously delighting  in  the  rounded  contour  of  his  companion's 
half-averted  face  as  she,  in  unfeigned  engrossment,  scans  the 
panorama  unrolled  before  them  by  the  swift  motion  of  the 
car.  How  sweet  and  fresh  is  the  bright  tint  of  her  cheek 
against  the  ghastly  white  background  of  the  alkali  patches 
as  they  flit  by  !  Still,  it  can't  be  said,  he  isn't  enjoying  the 
scenery,  too,  for  surely  there  is  no  such  Claude- Lorraine 
glass  to  reflect  and  enhance  the  beauty  of  a  landscape  as  the 
face  of  a  spirited  girL 

With  a  profound  sigh,  summing  up  both  her  admiration 
and  that  despair  of  attaining  the  perfect  insight  and  sympa- 
thy imagined  and  longed  for  which  is  always  a  part  of  in- 
tense appreciation  of  natural  beauty,  Miss  Dwyer  threw  her- 
self back  in  her  seat  and  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  car-ceiling 
with  an  expression  as  if  she  were  looking  at  something  at 
least  as  far  away  as  the  moon. 

**  I'm  going  to  make  a  statue  when  I  get  home,"  she  said 
— "a  statue  which  will  personify  Nevada  and  represent  the 
tameless,  desolate,  changeless,  magnificent  beauty,  and  the 
self-sufficient  loneliness  of  the  desert.  1  can  see  it  in  my 
mind's  eye  now.  It  will  probably  be  the  finest  statue  in  the 
world.'" 

"  If  you'd  as  lieve  put  your  ideal  into  a  painting  I  will  give 
you  a  suggestion  that  will  be  original  if  nothing  else,"  he  ob- 
served. 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"  Why,  having  in  view  these  white  alkali  patches  that 
chiefly  characterize  Nevada,  paint  her  as  a  leper." 

"  That's  horrid  I  You  needn't  talk  to  me  any  more,"  she 
exclaimed  emphatically. 

With  this  sort  of  chatter  they  had  beguiled  the  time  since 
leaving  San  Francisco  the  morning  of  the  day  before.  Ac- 
quaintance are  indeed  made  as  rapidly  on  an  overland  train 
as  on  an  ocean  steamship,  but  theirs  had  dated  from  the  pre- 
ceding winter,  during  which  they  had  often  met  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. When  Mr.  Lombard  heard  that  Miss  Dwyer  and 
Mrs.  Eustis,  her  invalid  sister,  were  going  East  in  April,  he 
discovered  that  he  would  have  business  to  attend  to  in  New- 
York  at  about  that  time  ;  and  odly  enough — that  is,  if  you 
choose  to  lake  that  view  of  it — when  the  ladies  -came  to  go  it 
turned  out  that  Lombard  had  taken  his  ticket  for  the  self- 
same train  and  identical  sleeping-car.  The  result  of  which 
was  that  he  had  the  privilege  of  handing  Miss  Dwyer  in  and 
out  at  the  eating-stations,  of  bringing  Mrs.  Eustis  her  cup  of 
tea  in  the  car,  and  of  sharing  Miss  Dwyer s  seat  and  monop- 
olizing her  conversation  when  he  had  a  mind  to,  which  was 
most  of  the  time.  A  bright  and  congenial  companion  has 
this  advantage  over  a  book,  that  he  or  she  is  an  author  whom 
you  can  make  discourse  on  any  subject  you  please,  instead  of 
being  obliged  to  follow  an  arbitrar>'  selection  by  another,  as 
when  you  commune  with  tlie  printed  page. 

By  way  ot  peace'-ofifering  for  his  blasphemy  in  calling  the 
Nevada  desert  a  leper,  Lombard  had  embezzled  a  couple  of 
chairs  from  the  smoking-room  and  carried  them  to  the  rear 
platform  of  the  car,  which  happened  to  be  the  last  of  the 
train,  and  invited  .\Iiss  Dwyer  to  come  thither  and  see  the 
scenery-.  Whether  she  had  wanted  to  pardon  him  or  not,  he 
knew  vcr>-  well  that  this  was  a  temptation  which  she  could 
not  resist,  for  the  rear  platform  was  the  best  spot  for  obser- 
vation on  the  entire  train,  unless  it  were  the  cow-catcjier  of 
the  locomotive. 

The  April  sun  mingled  w  jth  the  frosty  air  like  whisky  with 
ice-water,  producing  an  efifect  cool  but  exhilarating.  As  she 
sat  in  the  door  of  the  little  passage  leading  to  the  platform 
she  scarcely  needed  the  shawl  which  he  wrapped  about  her 
with  absurdly  exaggerated  solicitude.  One  of  the  most  un- 
misukable  s>-roptom5  of  the  lover  is  the  absorbing  and  su- 
perfluous care  with  which  he  adjusts  the  wraps  about  the 
r'r-  cc.  c'  his  atiections  whether  the  weather  be  warm  or  cold ; 
-'.  =^  .1'  ue  thought  he  could  thus  artificially  warm  her  heart 
-n    i.m.     But  Miss  Dwjer  did  not  appear  vexed,  pre- 


tending indeed  to  be  oblivious  of  everjthing'else  in  admira- 
tion of  the  spectacle  before  her. 

The  countr)^  stretched  flat  and  bare  as  a  table  for  fifty 
miles  on  either  side  the  track — a  distance  looking  in  the  clear 
air  not  over  one-fifth  as  great.  On  every  side  this  great  plain 
was  circled  by  mountains,  the  reddish-brown  sides  of  some 
of  them  bare  to  the  summits,  while  others  were  robed  in  folds 
of  glistening  snow  and  looked  like  white  curtains  drawn  part 
way  up  the  sky.  The  whitey-gray  of  the  alkali-patches,  the 
brown  of  the  dry  earth,  and  the  rusty  green  of  the  sagebrush 
filled  the  foreground,  melting  in  the  distance  into  a  purple- 
gray.  The  wondrous  drjness  and  clearness  of  the  air  lent 
to  these  modest  tints  a  tone  and  dazzling  brilliance  that  sur- 
prised the  eye  with  a  revelation  of  possibilities  never  before 
suspected  in  them.  But  the  mountains  were  the  greatest 
wonder.  It  was  as  if  the  skies,  taking  pity  on  their  naked- 
ness, had  draped  their  majestic  shoulders  in  imperial  purple, 
while  at  this  hour  the  westering  sun  tipped  their  pinnacles 
with  gill.  In  the  distance  half  a  dozen  sand-spouts,  swiftly- 
moving  white  pillars,  looking  like  desert  genii  with  too  much 
"  tanglefoot ''  aboard,  were  careering  about  in  every  direction. 

But,  as  Lombard  pointed  out  the  various  features  of  the 
scene  to  his  companion,  I  fear  that  his  chief  motive  was  less 
an  admiration  of  Nature  that  sought  sympathy  than  a  selfish 
delight  in  making  her  eyes  flash,  seeing  the  color  come  and 
go  in  her  cheeks,  and  hearing  her  charming  unstudied  excla- 
mations of  pleasure— a  delight  not  unmingled  with  compla- 
cency in  associating  himself  in  her  mind  with  emotions  of 
delight  and  admiration.  It  is  appalling,  the  extent  to  which 
spoony  young  people  make  the  admiration  of  Nature  in  her 
grandest  forms  a  mere  sauce  to  their  love-making.  The  roar 
of  Niagara  has  been  notoriously  utilized  as  a  cover  to  unlim- 
ited osculation,  and  Adolphus  looks  up  at  the  sky-cleaving 
peak  of  Mont  Blanc  only  to  look  down  at  Angelina's  counte- 
nance with  a  more  vivid  appreciation  of  its  superior  attrac- 
tions. 

It  was  delicious,  Lombard  thought,  sitting  there  with  her 
on  the  rear  platform,  out  of  sight  and  sound  of  everybody. 
He  had  such  a  pleasant  sense  of  proprietorship  in  her  !    How  . 
agreeable — flatteringly  so,  in  fact — she  had  been  all  day  ! 
There  was  nothing  like  traveling  together  to  make  people  in- , 
timate.     It  was  clear  that  she  understood  his  intentions  very  ; 
well:  indeed,  how  could  she  help  it?     He  had  always  said; 
that  a  fellow  had  shown  himself  a  bungler  at  love-making  if  j 
he  were  not  practically  assured  of  the  result  before  he  came  j 
to  the  point  of  the  declaration.    The  sensation  of  leaving  ev- 1 
erjlhing  else  so  rapidly  behind,  that  people  have  when  sit- 1 
ting  on  the  rear  platform  of  a  train  of  cars,  makes  them  feel, 
by  force  of  contrast,  nearer  to  each  other  and  more  iden- 
tified.    How  pretty  she  looked  sitting  there  in  the  door-way, 
her  eyes  bent  so  pensively  on  the  track  behind  as  the  car- 
wheels  so  swiftly  reeled  it  off  I     He  had  tucked  her  in  com- 
fortably.   No  cold  could  get  to  the  sweet  little  girl,  and  none 
ever  should  so  long  as  he  lived  lo  make  her  comfort  his  care. 

One  small  gloved  hand  lay  on  her  lap  outside  the  shawl. 
What  a  jolly  little  hand  it  was  !  He  reached  out  his  own 
and  took  it ;  but,  without  even  a  moment's  hesitation  for  him 
to  extract  a  flattering  inference  from,  she  withdrew  it.  Per- 
haps something  in  his  matter-of-course  way  displeased  her. 

"To  know  when  it  is  best  to  submit  to  a  partial  rebuff,  rather 
than  make  a  bad  matter  worse  by  trying  to  save  one's  pride, 
is  a  rare  wisdom.  Still,  Lombard  might  have  exercised  it  at 
another  time.  But  there  are  days  when  the  magnetisms  are 
all  wrong,  and  a  person  not  ordinarily  deficient  in  tact,  hav- 
ing begun,  wrong,  goes  on  blundering  like  a  school-boy. 
Piqued  at  the  sudden  shock  to  the  pleasant  day-dream,  in 
which  he  had  fancied  himself  already  virtually  assured  of 
this  young  lady — a  day-dream  which  she  was  not  really  ac- 
countable for  spoiling,  since  she  had  not  been  privy  to  it — 
what  should  he  do  but  find  expressions  for  his  mingled  vexa- 
tion and  wounded  affection  by  reminding  her  of  a  previous 
occasion  on  which  she  had  allowed  him  the  liberty  she  now 
denied.  Doubtless  helping  to  account  for  this  lack  of  tact 
was  the  idea  that  he  should  thus  justify  himself  for  so  far 
presuming  just  now.  Not,  of  course,  that  there  really  is  any 
excuse  for  a  young  man's  forgetting  that  the  ladies  have  one 
advantage  over  Omniscience,  in  that  not  only  are  they  privi- 
leged to  remember  what  they  please,  but  also  to  ignore  what 
they  see  fit  to  forget 

"  Vou  have  forgotten  that  evening  at  the  California  The- 
atre,'' was  what  this  devoted  youth  said. 

"  Pm  sure  I  don't  know  to  what  you  refer,  sir,"'  she  replied 
freezingly. 

He  was  terrified  at  the  distant  accent  of  her  voice.  It  ap- 
peared to  come  from  somewhere  beyond  the  fixed  stars,  and 
brought  the  chill  of  the  interstellar  spaces  with  it.  He  for- 
got in  an  instant  all  about  his  pique,  vexation,  and  wounded 
pride,  and  was  in  a  panic  of  anxiety  to  bring  her  back.  In 
a  moment  more  he  knew  that  she  would  rise  from  her  chair 
and  remark  that  it  was  getting  cold,  and  she  must  go  in.  If 
he  allowed  her  to  depart  in  that  way  he  might  lose  her  for 
ever.  He  could  think  of  but  one  way  of  convincing  her  in- 
stantaneously of  his  devotion  ;  and  so  what  should  he  do  but 
take  the  most  inopportune  occasion  in  the  entire  course  of 
their  acquaintance  to  make  his  declaration.  He  was  like  a 
general  whose  plan  of  batde  has  been  completely  deranged 
by  an  utterly  unexpected  repulse  in  a  preliminar}'  move- 
ment, compelling  him  to  hurry  forward  his  last  reserves  in  a 
desperate  attempt  to  restore  the  battle. 

"What  have  I  done,  Miss  Dwyer?  Don't  you  know  that 
I  love  you  ?     Won't  you  be  my  wife  ? " 

"No,  sir,"  she  said  flatly,  her  taste  outraged  and  her  sen- 
sibilities set  on  edge  by  the  stupid,  blundering,  hammer-and- 
tongs  onset  which  from  first  to  last  he  had  made.  She  loved 
him,  and  had  meant  to  accept  him,  but  if  she  had  loved  him 
ten  times  afe  much  she  couldn't  have  helped  refusing  him 
just  then,  under  those  circumstances — not  if  she  died  for  it. 
As  she  spoke  she  rose  and  disappeared  within  the  car. 

It  is  certainly  to  be  hopedthat  the  noise  of  the  wheels, 
which  out  on  the  platform  was  considerable,  prevented  the 
recording  angel  from  getting  the  full  force  of  Lombard's 
ejaculation. 

It  is  bad  enough  to  be  refused  when  the  delicacy  and  re- 
spectfulness of  the  lady's  manner  make  "  No "  sound  so 
much  li'ke  "  Yes  "  that  the  rejected  lover  can  almost  persuade 
himself  that  his  ears  have  deceived  him.  It  is  bad  enough 
to  be  refused  when  she  does  it  so  timidly  and  shrinkingly  and 
deprecatingly  that  it  might  be  supposed  she  were  the  reject- 
ed party.  It  is  bad  enough  to  be  refused  when  she  expresses 
the  hope  that  you  will  always  be  friends,  and  shows  a  dispo- 


sition to  make  profuse  amends  in  general  agreeableness  for 
the  consummate  favor  which  she  is  forced  to  decline  you. 
Not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  it  is  bad  enough  to  be  re- 
fused anyhow  you  can  arrange  the  circumstances,  but  to  be 
refused  as  Lombard  had  been,  with  a  petulance  as  wound- 
ing to  his  dignity  as  was  the  refusal  itself  to  his  affections,  is 
to  take  a  bitter  pill  with  an  asafoetida  coaling. 

In  the  limp  and  demoralized  condition  in  which  he  was 
left  the  only  clear  sentiment  in  his  mind  u-as  that  he  did  not 
want  to  meet  her  again  just  at  present.  So  he  sat  for  an 
hour  or  more  longer  out  on  the  platform,  and  had  become 
as  thoroughly  chilled  without  as  he  was  within  when  at  dusk 
the  train  slopped  at  a  little  three-house  station  for  supper. 

Then  he  went  into  one  of  the  forward  day-cars,  not  intend- 
ing to  return  to  the  sleeping-car  till  Miss  Dwyer  should  have 
retired.  When  the  train  reached  Ogden  the  next  morning, 
instead  of  going  on  East  he  would  take  the  same  train  back 
to  San  Francisco,  and  that  would  be  the  end  of  his  romance. 
His  engagement  in  New  York  had  been  a  myth,  and  with 
Miss  Dwycr's  "  No,  sir,"  the  only  business  with  the  East  that 
had  brought  him  on  this  trip  was  at  an  end. 

About  an  hour  after  leaving  the  supper-station  the  train 
suddenly  stopped  in  the  midst  of  the  desert.  Something 
about  the  engine  had  become  disarranged  which  it  would 
take  some  time  lo  put  right.  Glad  to  improve  an  opportu- 
nity to  stretch  their  legs,  many  of  the  passengers  left  the  cars 
and  were  strolling  about,  curiously  examining  the  sagebrush 
and  the  alkali,  and  admiring  the  ghostly  plain  as  it  spread, 
bare,  level,  and  while  as  an  ice-bound  polar  sea,  to  the  feet 
of  the  far-off  mountains. 

Lombard  had  also  left  the  car,  and  was  walking  about,  his 
hands  in  his  overcoat  pockets,  trying  to  clear  his  mind  of 
the  wreckage  that  obstructed  its  working  ;  for  Miss  Dwyer's 
refusal  had  come  upon  him  as  a  sudden  squall  that  carries 
away  the  masts  and  sails  of  a  vessel  and  transforms  it  in  a 
moment  from  a  gallant  bounding  ship  to  a  mere  hulk  drift- 
ing in  an  entangled  mass  of  dtibris.  Of  course  she  had  a 
perfect  right  to  suit  herself  about  the  kind  of  a  man  she  took 
for  a  husband,  but  he  certainly  had  not  thought  she  was  such 
an  utter  coquette.  If  ever  a  woman  gave  a  man  reason  to 
think  himself  as  good  as  engaged,  she  had  given  him  that 
reason,  and  yet  she  refused  him  as  coolly  as  she  would  have 
declined  a  second  plate  of  soup.  There  must  be  some  truth, 
after  all,  in  ihe  rant  of  the  poets  about  the  heartlesness  and 
fickleness  of  women,  although  he  had  always  been  used  to 
consider  it  the  merest  bosh.  Suddenly  he  heard  the  train 
moving.  Pie  was  perhaps  fifty  yards  off,  and,  grumbling 
anathemas  at  the  stupidity  01  the  conductor,  started  to  run 
for  the  last  car.  He  was  not  quite  desperate  enough  to  fancy 
being  left  alone  on  the  Nevada  desert  with  night  coming  on. 
He  would  have  caught  the  train  without  difliculty  if  his  foot 
had  not  happened  to  catch  in  a  tough  clump  of  sage,  throw- 
ing him  violently  to  the  ground.  As  he  gathered  himself  up 
the  train  was  a  hundred  yards  off,  and  moving  rapidly.  To 
overtake  it  was  out  of  the  question. 

"  Stop  !  ho  !  stop  ! "  he  yelled  at  the  top  of  his  lungs.  But 
there  was  no  one  on  the  rear  platform  to  see  him,  and  the 
closed  windows  and  the  rattle  of  the  wheels  were  sufficient 
to  render  a  much  louder  noise  than  he  could  make  inaudible 
to  the  dozing  passengers.  And  now  the  engineer  pulled  out 
the  throttle-valve  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  and  the  clatter  of 
the  train  faded  into  a  distant  roar  and  its  lights  began  to 
twinkle  into  indistinctness. 

"  Damnation  ! " 

A  voice  fell  like  a  falling  star:  "Gentlemen  do  not  use  pro- 
fane language  in  ladies'  company." 

He  first  looked  up  in  the  air,  as  on  the  whole  the  likeliest 
quarter  for  a  voice  to  come  from  in  this  desert,  then  around. 
Miss  Dwyer,  smiling  with  a  somewhat  constrained  attempt 
at  self-possession.  Lombard  was  a  good  deal  taken  aback, 
but  in  his  surprise  he  did  not  forget  that  this  was  the  young 
lady  who  had  refused  him  that  afternoon. 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,''  he  replied  with  a  stiff  bow  ;  "  I  did 
not  suppose  that  there  were  any  ladies  within  hearing." 

"  1  got  out  of  the  car  supposing  there  was  plenty  of  time 
to  get  a  specimen  of  sagebrush  to  carry  home,"  she  explained, 
"  but  when  the  cars  started,  although  I  was  but  a  little  way 
oft',  I  could  not  regain  the  platform  ;''''  which,  considering  that 
she  wore  a  tie-back  of  the  then  prevalent  fashion,  was  not 
surprising. 

"  Indeed  !"  replied  Lombard  with  the  same  formal  manner. 

"But  won't  the  train  come  back  for  us  ?''  she  asked  in  a 
more  anxious  voice. 

"That  will  depend  on  whether  we  are  missed.  Nobody 
will  miss  me.  Mrs.  Eustis,  if  she  hasn't  gone  to  bed,  may 
miss  you." 

"  But  she  has.  She  went  to  bed  before  I  left  the  car,  and 
is  asleep  by  this  time." 

"That's  unfortunate,"  was  his  brief  reply  as  he  lit  a  cigar 
and  began  to  smoke  and  contemplate  the  stars. 

His  services,  so  far  as  he  could  do  anything  for  her,  she 
should,  as  a  lady,  command,  but  if  she  thought  he  was  going 
to  do  the  agreeable  after  what  had  happened  a  couple  of 
hours  ago,  she  was  mightily  mistaken. 

There  was  a  silence,  and  then  she  said,  hesitatingly,  "  What 
are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

He  glanced  at  her.  Her  attitude  and  the  troubled  expres- 
sion of  her  face  as  well  as  her  voice  indicated  that  the  logic 
of  the  situation  was  overthrowing  the  jaunty  self-possession 
which  she  had  at  first  affected.  The  desert  was  staring  her 
out  of  countenance.  How  his  heart  yearned  toward  her  !  If 
she  had  given  him  the  right  to  take  care  of  her,  how  he  would 
comfort  her  !  what  prodigies  would  he  be  capable  of  to  suc- 
cor her  1  But  this  rising  impulse  of  tenderness  was  turned 
to  choking  bitterness  by  the  memor>'  oF  that  scornful  "  No, 
sir."  So  he  replied,  coldly,  "  I'm  not  in  the  habit  of  being 
left  behind  in  deserts,  and  I  don't  know  what  is  customary 
to  do  in  such  cases.  I  see  nothing  except  to  wait  for  the 
next  train,  which  will  come  along  some  time  within  twenty- 
four  hours." 

There  was  another  long  silence,  after  which  she  said  in  a 
timid  voice,  "  Hadn't  we  better  walk  to  the  next  station  ?" 

At  the  suggestion  of  walking  he  gbnced  at  her  close-fit- 
ting dress,  and  a  sardonic  grin  slightly  twitched  the  comers 
of  his  mouth  as  he  dryly  answered,  "  It  is  thirty  miles  one 
way  and  twenty  the  other  to  the  first  station." 

Several  minutes  passed  before  she  spoke  again,  and  then 
she  said,  with  an  accent  almost  like  that  of  a  child  in  trouble 
and  about  to  en.-,  "  Pm  cold." 

The  strong,  unceasing  wind,  blowing  from  snowy  mount- 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


ain-cavems  across  a  plain  on  which  there  was  not  the  sHght- 
est  barrier  of  hill  or  tree  to  check  its  violence,  was  indeed 
bitterly  cold,  and  Lombard  himself  felt  chilled  to  the  marrow 
of  his  bones.     He  took  off  his  overcoat  and  offered  it  to  her. 

"  No,"  said  she,  "  you  are  as  cold  as  I  am." 

"You  will  please  take  it,"  he  replied,  in  a  peremptory 
manner  ;  and  she  took  it. 

"At  this  rate  we  shall  freeze  to  death  before  midnight,"  he 
added  as  if  in  soliloquy.  "  I  must  see  if  I  can't  contrive 
some  sort  of  a  shelter  with  this  sagebrush." 

He  began  by  tearing  up  a  large  number  of  bushes  by  the 
roots.  Seeing  what  he  was  doing.  Miss  Dwyer  was  glad  to 
warm  her  stiffened  muscles  by  taking  hold  and  helping  ; 
which  she  did  with  a  vigor  that  shortly  reduced  her  gloves 
to  shreds  and  filled  her  fingers  with  scratches  from  the  rough 
twigs.  Lombard  next  chose  an  unusually  high  and  thick 
clump  of  brush,  and  cleared  a  small  space  three  feet  across 
in  the  centre  of  it,  scattering  twigs  on  the  uncovered  earth 
to  keep  off  its  chill. 

"  Now,  Miss  Dwyer,  if  you  will  step  inside  this  spot,  I 
think  I  can  build  up  the  bushes  around  us  so  as  to  make  a 
sort  of  booth  w-hich  may  save  us  from  freezing." 

She  silently  did  as  he  directed  and  he  proceeded  to  pile  the 
brush  which  they  had  torn  up  on  the  tops  of  the  bushes  left 
standing  around  the  spot  where  they  were,  thus  making  a 
circular  wall  about  three  feet  high.  Over  the  top  he  man- 
aged to  draw  together  two  or  three  bushes,  and  the  impro- 
vised wigwam  was  complete. 

The  moonlight  penetrated  the  loose  roof  sufficiently  to  re- 
veal to  each  other  the  faces  and  figures  of  the  two  occupants 
as  they  sat  in  opposite  comers  as  far  apart  as  possible,  she 
cold  and  miserable,  he  cold  and  sulky,  and  both  silent.  And, 
as  if  to  mock  him,  the  idea  kept  recurring  to  his  mind  how- 
romantic  and  delightful,  in  spite  of  the  cold  and  discomfort, 
the  situation  would  be  if  she  had  only  said  Yes  instead  of 
No,  that  afternoon.  People  have  odd  notions  sometimes, 
and  it  actually  seemed  to  him  that  his  ve.xation  with  her  for 
destroying  the  pleasure  of  the  present  occasion  was  some- 
thing quite  apart  and  in  addition  to  his  main  grievance 
against  her.  It  might  have  been  so  jolly,  and  now  she  had 
spoiled  it.     He  could  have  boxed  her  pretty  little  ears. 

She  wondered  why  he  did  not  try  to  light  a  fire,  but  she 
wouldn't  ask  him  another  thing  if  she  died.  In  point  of 
fact,  he  knew  the  sagebrush  would  not  burn.  Suddenly  the 
wind  blew  fiercer,  then  came  a  rushing  sound,  and  the  top 
and  walls  of  the  wigwam  were  whisked  off  like  a  flash,  and 
they  staggered  to  their  feet,  buffeted  by  the  whirling  bushes, 
a  cloud  of  fine  alkali-dust  enveloped  them,  blinding  their 
eyes,  penetrating  their  ears  and  noses,  and  setting  them 
gasping,  sneezing,  and  coughing  spasmodically.  Then,  like 
a  puff  of  smoke,  the  suffocating  storm  was  dissipated,  and 
when  they  opened  their  smarting  eyes  there  was  nothing  but 
the  silent,  glorious  desolation  of  the  ghostly  desert  around 
them,  with  the  snow-peaks  in  the  distance  glittering  beneath 
the  moon.  A  sand-spout  had  struck  them,  that  was  all — one 
of  the  whirling  dust-columns  which  they  had  admired  all  day 
from  the  car-windows. 

Wretched  enough  before  both  for  physical  and  sentimen- 
tal reasons,  this  last  experience  quite  demoralized  Miss 
Dwyer,  and  she  sat  down  and  cried.  Now,  a  few  tears,  re- 
garded from  a  practical,  middle-aged  point  of  view,  would 
not  appear  to  have  greatly  complicated  the  situation,  but 
they  threw  Lombard  into  a  panic.  If  she  was  going  to  cry, 
something  must  be  done.  Whether  anything  could  be  done 
or  not,  something  imcst  be  done. 

"  Don't  leave  me,"  she  cried  hysterically  as  he  rushed  off 
to  reconnoitre  the  vicinity. 

"  I'll  return  presently,"  he  called  back. 

But  five  minutes,  ten  minutes,  fifteen  minutes  passed,  and 
he  did  not  come  back.  Terror  dried  her  tears,  and  her  heart 
almost  'stopped  beating.  She  had  quite  given  him  up  for 
lost,  and  herself  too,  when  with  inexpressible  relief  she  heard 
him  call  to  her.  She  replied,  and  in  a  moment  more  he  was 
at  her  side,  breathless  with  running. 

"  I  lost  my  bearings,"  he  said.  "  If  you  had  not  have  an- 
swered me  I  could  not  have  found  you." 

"  Don't  leave  me  again,"  she  sobbed,  clinging  to  his  arm. 

He  put  his  arms  round  her  and  kissed  her.  It  was  mean, 
base,  centemptible  to  take  advantage  of  her  agitation  in  that 
way,  but  she  did  not  resist,  and  he  did  it  again  and  again — I 
forbear  to  say  how  many  times. 

"  Isn't  it  a  perfectly  beautiful  night  ?  "  he  exclaimed  with  a 
fine  gush  of  enthusiasm. 

"  Isn't  it  exquisite  ?  "  she  echoed,  with  a  rush  of  sympa- 
thetic feeling. 

"  See  those  stars:  they  look  as  if  they  had  just  been  pol- 
ished," he  cried. 

"  What  a  droll  idea  ! "  she  exclaimed,  gleefully.  "But  do 
you  see  that  lovely  mountain  ?  " 

Holding  her  with  a  firmer  clasp,  and  speaking  with  what 
might  be  styled  a  fierce  tenderness,  he  demanded,  "  What  did 
you  mean,  miss,  by  refusing  me  this  afternoon  ? " 

"  What  did  you  go  at  me  so  stupidly  for  ?  I  had  to  refuse," 
she  retorted,  smilingly. 

"  Will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir;  I  meant  to  be  all  the  time." 

The  contract  having  been  properly  sealed,  Lombard  said, 
with  a  countenance  curiously  divided  between  a  tragical  ex- 
pression and  a  smile  of  fatuous  complacency,  "  There  was  a 
clear  case  of  poetical  justice  in  your  being  left  behind  in  the 
desert  to-night.  To  see  the  lights  of  the  train  disappearing, 
leaving  you  alone  in  the  midst  of  desolation,  gave  you  a 
touch  of  my  feeling  on  being  rejected  this  afternoon.  Of 
all  leavings  behind,  there's  none  so  miserable  as  the  experi- 
ence of  a  rejected  lover." 

"  Poor  fellow  !  so  he  shouldn't  be  left  behind.  He  shall 
be  conductor  of  the  train,"  she  said,  with  a,bewitching  laugh. 
His  response  was  not  verbal. 

"  How  cold  the  wind  is  ! "  she  said. 

"  Shall  I  build  you  another  wigwam  ?  " 

"  No:  let  us  exercise  a  little.  You  whistle  '  The  Beautiful 
Blue  Danube,'  and  we'll  waltz.  This  desert  is  the  biggest, 
jolliest  bail-room  floor  that  ever  was,  and  I  dare  say  we  shall 
be  the  first  to  waltz  on  it  since  the  creation  of  the  world. 
That  will  be  something  to  boast  of  when  we  get  home. 
Come,  let's  dedicate  the  Great  American  Desert  to  Terp- 
sichore." 

They  stepped  out  from  among  the  ruins  of  their  sagebrush 
booth  upon  a  patch  of  hard  bare  earth  close  to  the  railroad 
track.     Lombard  puckered  his  lips  and  struck  up  the  air, 


and  off  they  went  with  as  much  enthusiasm  as  if  inspired  by 
a  first-class  orchestra.  Round  and  round,  and  to  and  fro, 
they  swept  until,  laughing,  flushed,  and  panting,  they  came 
to  a  stop. 

It  was  then  that  they  first  perceived  that  they  were  not 
without  a  circle  of  appreciative  spectators.  Sitting  like 
statues  on  their  sniffing,  pawing  ponies,  a  dozen  Piute  Indi- 
ans encircled  them.  Engrossed  w-ith  the  dance  and  with 
each  other,  they  had  not  noticed  them  as  they  rode  up,  at- 
tracted from  their  route  by  this  mar\'elous  spectacle  of  a 
pale-faced  squaw  and  a  brave  engaged  in  a  solitary  war- 
dance  in  the  midst  of  the  desert. 

At  sight  of  the  grim  circle  of  centaurs  around  them  Miss 
Dwyer  would  have  fainted  but  for  Lombard's  firm  hold. 

"  Pretend  not  to  see  them  ;  keep  on  dancing,"  he  hissed 
in  her  ear.  He  had  no  distinct  plan  in  what  he  said,  but 
spoke  merely  from  an  instinct  of  self-preservation,  which 
told  him  that  when  they  stopped  the  Indians  would  be  upon 
them.  But  as  she  mechanically,  and  really  more  dead  than 
alive,  obeyed  his  direction  and  resumed  the  dance,  and  he  in 
his  excitement  was  treading  on  her  feet  at  every  step,  the 
thought  flashed  upon  him  that  there  was  a  bare  chance  of 
escaping  violence  if  they  could  keep  the  Indians  interested 
without  appearing  to  notice  their  presence.  In  successive 
whispers  he  communicated  his  idea  to  Miss  Dwyer  : 

"  Don't  act  as  if  you  saw  them  at  all,  but  do  everything  as 
if  we  were  alone.  That  will  puzzle  them,  and  may  make 
them  think  us  supernatural  beings,  or  perhaps  crazy  :  Indi- 
ans have  great  respect  for  crazy  people.  It's  our  only 
chance.  We  will  stop  dancing  now  and  sing  a  while.  Give 
them  a  burlesque  of  opera.  I'll  give  you  the  cues  and  show 
you  how.  Don't  be  frightened.  I  don't  believe  they'll  touch 
us  so  long  as  we  act  as  if  we  didn't  see  them.  Do  you  un- 
derstand .-*     Can  you  do  your  part  ?  " 

"  I  understand  ;  I'll  try,"  she  whispered. 

'•■  Now,"  he  said,  and  as  they  separated  he  threw  his  hat 
on  the  ground,  and,  assuming  an  extravagantly  languishing 
attitude,  burst  forth  in  a  most  poignant  burlesque  of  a  love- 
lorn tenor's  part,  rolling  his  eyes,  clasping  his  hands,  striking 
his  breast,  and  gyrating  about  Miss  Dwyer  in  the  most  ap- 
proved operatic  style.  He  had  a  fine  voice,  and  knew  a 
good  deal  of  music  ;  so  that,  barring  a  certain  ner\'Ousness 
in  the  performer,  the  exhibition  was  really  not  bad.  In  his 
singing  he  had  used  a  meaningless  gibberish  varied  with  the 
syllables  of  the  scale,  but  he  closed  by  singing  the  words, 
"  Are  you  ready  now  ?     Go  ahead,  then." 

With  that  she  took  it  up,  and  rendered  the  prima  donna 
quite  as  effectively,  interjecting  "  The  Last  Rose  of  Sum- 
mer "  as  an  aria  in  a  manner  that  would  have  been  encored 
in  San  Francisco.  He  responded  with  a  few  staccato  notes, 
and  the  scene  ended  by  their  rushing  into  each  other's  arms 
and  waltzing  down  the  stage  with  abandon. 

The  Indians  sat  motionless  on  their  horses,  not  even  ex- 
changing comments  among  themselves.  They  were  evi- 
dently too  utterly  astonished  by  the  goings  on  before  them 
to  have  any  other  sentiment  as  yet  beyond  pure  amazement. 
Here  were  two  richly-dressed  pale-faces,  such  as  only  lived 
in  cities,  out  in  the  middle  of  an  uninhabitable  desert,  in  the 
freezing  midnight,  having  a  variety  and  minstrel  show  all  to 
themselves,  and,  to  make  the  exhiliition  the  more  unaccount- 
able, without  apparently  seeing  their  auditors  at  all.  Had 
they  started  up  the  show  after  being  captured,  Indian  cun- 
ning would  have  recognized  in  it  a  device  to  save  their  lives, 
but  the  two  had  been  at  it  before  the  party  rode  up — had,  in 
fact,  first  attracted  attention  by  their  gyrations,  which  were 
visible  for  miles  out  on  the  moony  plain. 

Lombard,  without  ever  letting  his  eyes  rest  a  moment  on 
the  Indians  so  as  to  indicate  that  he  saw  them,  had  still 
managed,  by  looks  askance  ;md  sweeping  glances,  to  keep 
close  watch  upon  their  demeanor,  and  noted  with  prodigious 
relief  that  his  wild  scheme  was  succeeding  bet'.er  than  he 
had  dared  to  hope. 

Without  any  break  in  the  entertainment  he  communicated 
his  reassurance  to  Miss  Dwyer  by  singing,  to  the  tune  of 
"  My  Country,  'tis  of  Thee,"  the  following  original  hymn  : 
"We're  doing  admir'blee — 
They're  heap  much  tickledee  : 
Only  keep  on." 

To  which  sh»  responded,  to  the  lugubrious  air  of  "John 
Brown's  Body," 

"Oh,  what  do  you  s'pose  they'll  go  for  to  do, 
Oh,  what  do  you  s'pose  they'll  go  for  to  do. 
Oh,  what  do  you  s'pose  they'll  go  for  to  do, 
'When  we  can  sing  no  more  ? '' 

A  thing  may  be  ridiculous  without  being  amusing,  and 
neither  of  these  two  felt  the  least  inclination  to  smile  at  each 
other's  poetry.  After  duly  joining  in  the  chorus  of  "  Glory, 
Hallelujah  !  "  Lombard  endeavored  to  cheer  his  companion 
by  words  adapted  to  the  inspiriting  air  of  "  Rally  Round  the 
Flag,  Boys."  This  was  followed  by  a  series  of  popular  airs, 
with  solos,  duets,  and  choruses. 

But  this  sort  of  thing  could  not  go  for  ever.  Lombard  was 
becoming  exhausted  in  voice  and  legs  ;  and  as  for  Miss 
Dwyer,  he  was  expecting  to  see  her  drop  from  moment  to 
moment.  Indeed,  to  the  air  of  "  'Way  Down  upon  the  S'wa- 
nee  River,"  she  now  began  to  sing, 

"O  dear!    I  can't  bear  up  much  longer: 
I'm  tired  to  death  ; 
My  voice's  gone  nil  to  pie-ce-ce-ces, 
My  throat  is  very  sore." 

They  must  inevitably  give  out  in  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
he — and,  terribly  worse,  she — would  be  at  the  mercy  of  these 
bestial  savages,  and  this  seeming  farce  would  turn  into  most 
revolting  tragedy.  With  this  sickening  conviction  coming 
over  him,  Lombard  cast  a  despairing  look  around  the  horizon 
to  see  if  there  were  no  help  in  their  bitter  extremity.  Sud- 
denly he  burst  forth,  to  the  tune  of  "The  Star-Spangled 
Banner  ;" 

"Oh,  say  can  you  see,  ' 

Far  away  to  the  east, 

A  bright  star  that  doth  grow 

Momentarily  brighter? 

"I'is  the  far-flashing  headlight 

Of  a  railroad -train  : 

Ten  minutes  fiom  now 

We  ehall  be  safe  and  sound." 

'What  they  did  in  those  ten  minutes  neither  could  tell  af- 
terward. The  same  idea  was  in  both  their  minds — that  un- 
less the  attention  of  the  Indians  could  be  held  until  the  train 
arrived,  its  approach  would  only  precipitate  their  own  fate  by 
impelling  the  savages  to  carry  out  whatever  designs  of  mur- 


der, insult,  or  capture  they  might  have.  Under  the  influence 
of  the  intense  excitement  of  this  critical  interval  it  is  to  be 
feared  that  the  performance  degenerated  from  a  high-toned 
concert  and  variety  show  into  something  very  like  a  Howling- 
Dervish  exhibition.  But,  at  any  rate,  it  answered  its  purpose 
until,  after  a  period  that  seemed  like  a  dozen  eternities,  the 
West-bound  overland  express  with  a  tremendous  roar  and 
rattle  drew  up  beside  them,  in  response  to  the  waving  of  Miss 
Dwyer's  handkerchief  and  to  Lombard's  shouts. 

Even  had  the  Indians  contemplated  hostile  intentions — 
which  they  were  doubtless  in  a  condition  of  too  great  gen- 
eral stupefaction  to  do — the  alacrity  with  which  the  two  per- 
formers clambered  aboard  the  cars  would  probably  have 
foiled  their  designs.  But,  as  the  train  gathered  headway 
once  more,  Lombard  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  vent- 
ing his  feelings  by  shaking  his  fist  ferociously  at  the  audience 
which  he  had  been  so  conscientiously  trjing  to  please  up  to 
that  moment.  It  was  a  gratification  which  had  hke  to  have 
cost  him  dear.  There  was  a  quick  motion  on  the  part  of  one 
of  the  Indians,  and  the  conductor  dragged  Lombard  within 
the  car  just  as  an  arrow  struck  the  door. 

Mrs.  Eustis  had  slept  sweetly  all  night,  and  was  awakened 
the  next  morning  an  hour  before  the  train  reached  Ogden  by 
the  sleeping-car  porter,  who  gave  her  a  telegram  which  had 
overtaken  the  train  at  the  last  station.  .  It  read  : 

"Am  safe  and  sound.  Was  left  behind  by  your  train  last  night,  and 
picked  up  by  West-bound  express.  WiU  join  you  at  Ogden  to-morrow 
morning.  Jennie  Dw\-er." 

Mrs.  Eustis  read  the  telegram  through  twice  without  get- 
ting the  least  idea  from  it.  Then  she  leaned  over  and  looked 
down  into  Jennie's  berth.  It  had  not  been  slept  in.  Then 
she  began  to  understand.  Heroically  resisting  a  tendency 
to  scream,  she  thus  secured  space  for  second  thought,  and 
being  a  shrewd  woman  of  the  world,  ended  by  making  up 
her  mind  to  tell  no  one  about  the  matter.  Evidently  Jennie 
had  been  having  some  decidedly  unconventional  experience, 
and  the  less  publicity  given  to  all  such  passages  in  young 
ladies'  lives  the  better  for  their  prospects.  It  so  happened 
that  in  the  bustle  attending  the  approach  to  the  terminus, 
and  the  prospective  change  of  cars,  every  body  was  too  busy 
to  notice  that  any  passengers  were  missing.  At  Ogden  Mrs. 
Eustis  left  the  train  and  went  to  a  hotel.  The  following 
morning,  a  few  minutes  after  the  arrival  of  the  Central 
Pacific  train,  Jennie  Dwyer  walked  into  her  room,  Lombard 
having  stopped  at  the  oi!ice  to  secure  berths  for  the  three  to 
Omaha  by  the  Union  Pacific.  After  Jennie  had  given  an 
outline  account  of  her  experiences,  and  I\Irs.  Eustis's  equi- 
librium had  been  measurably  restored  by  proper  use  of  the 
smelling-salts,  the  latter  lady  remarked  :  "-^nd  so  Mr. 
Lombard  was  alone  with  you  there  all  night  ?  It's  very  un- 
fortunate that  it  should  have  h^pened  so." 

"Why,  I  was  thinking  it  verj'  fortunate,"  replied  Jennie, 
tvith  her  most  childish  expression.  "  If  Mr.  Lombard  had 
not  been  there,  I  should  either  have  frozen  to  death,  or  by 
this  time  been  celebrating  my  honeymoon  as  bride  of  a  Piute 
chief."  ' 

"  Nonsense,  child  !  You  know  w-hat  I  mean.  People  will 
talk  ;  such  unpleasant  things  will  be  said  !  I  wouldn't  have 
had  it  happen  for  anything.  And  when  you  were  under  my 
charge,  too!     Do  hand  me  my  salts." 

"  If  people  are  going  to  say  unpleasant  thmgs  because  I 
pass  a  night  alone  with  Mr.  Lombard,"  remarked  Jennie, 
with  a  mischievous  smile,  "  you  must  prepare  yourself  to  hear 
a  good  deal  said,  my  dear,  for  I  presume  this  won't  be  the 
last  time  it  will  happen.  We're  engaged  to  be  married." — 
Edward  Bcllatny^  in  Lippincottfor  November. 


Mr.  George  C.  Gorham,  the  secretary  of  the  Republican 
Congressional  Committee,  and  the  author  of  the  voluntary 
contribution  circular,  has  written  a  letter  explaining  why  he 
has  not  caused  the  President's  speech  at  St:  Paul  to  be 
printed  and  circulated  as  a  campaign  document.  "  I  read 
the  President's  speech  carefully,  and  looked  anxiously  for 
some  word  expressing  a  preference  for  the  Republican  party 
over  the  Democratic  party.  Finding  no  such  expression,  I 
have  not  caused  the  speech  to  be  printed.  If  the  President 
can  yet  be  induced  to  say  that  Republican  success  in  the 
Congressional  campaign  is  desirable,  with  or  without  his 
reasons,  I  will  print  a  million  copies,  and  furnish  them 
gratuitously  as  supplements  to  every  Republican  paper  in 
the  land."  It  appears  from  this  letter  that  Mr.  Gorham  de- 
cides at  his  pleasure  what  shall  and  what  shall  not  be  print- 
ed as  a  campaign  document.  The  Republican  Congressional 
campaign  is  conducted  on  the  platform  of  honest  money. 
Mr.  Gorham,  it  is  understood,  holds  what  are  called  Green- 
back views,  which  are  incompatible  with  the  Republican 
platform.  'The  Republican  President  makes  a  clear,  concise, 
and  admirable  statement  of  Republican  doctrine  and  achieve- 
ment, and  Mr.  Gorham,  who  sends  out  his  own  Greenback 
speech  to  those  who  wish  it,  declines  to  print  and  circulate 
that  of  the  President,  because  the  President  does  not  say 
that  Republican  success  is  desirable.  If  Mr.  Gorham  ex- 
ceeds his  authority  in  assuming  to  decide  n^hat  shall  be 
printed,  he  ought  to  be  dismissed.  If  he  does  not  exceed  it, 
Republicans  have  the  right  to  know  why  a  gentleman  who 
does  not  hold  with  the  party  upon  the  chief  issue  of  the  cam- 
paign is  intrusted  with  the  choice  of  documents  to  be  printed 
and  circulated.  Meanwhile  it  is  an  edifying  spectacle,  that 
of  the  secretary  of  the  Republican  Congressional  Committee 
insulting  the  Republican  President  because  in  an  address 
upon  public  affairs  to  a  vast  throng  of  citizens  of  all  parties 
he  speaks  as  a  patriotic  ..American  and  not  as  a  politician. — 
Harpers  IVeel-fy. 

Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  Novembar  lo.  1878. 


Oyster  Soup. 

Broiled  Tahoe  Iroilt. 

Pigeon  Pie.     Lyonnaise  Potatoes. 

Green  Peas.  Young  Beets. 

Roast  Veal.  Sweet  Potatoes. 

Cclerj-  Salad. 

Ice  Cream  and  Strawberries. 

Rruit-bowl  of  Peaches,  Pears,  Apples,  Bananas,  and  Grapes. 

Tb  Cook  Lvonnaise  Potatoes.— Have  some  cold  boiled  potatoes:  slice, 
pepper,  and  sail  them,  and  fry  brown  in  butter.  When  browiied  have  some 
tinely  chopped  parsley ;  sprinkle  and  mix  well  among  them.  Some  fry  finely 
minced  onions  with  the  potatoes,  which  gives  them  a  nice  flavor. 


In  a  St.  Louis  restaurant  you  can  get  very 
ters — and  the  same  set  of  shells  you  ate  oi:i 
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SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  p,  1S78. 


Governor  Stanford  has  broken  the  ice  of  a  long  silence  in 
reference  to  railroad  affairs.     During  all  these  years  of  rail- 
road building — which  have  been  years  of  angry  discussion 
and  jealous  misrepresentations,  of  bitter  personal  vituper- 
ation, of  newspaper  controversies,  of  vexatious  litigations, 
and  of  political  contentions — the  President  of  the  Central 
Pacific  Railroad  has  for  the  most  part  remained  silent.    The 
Dutch  Flat  swindle,  so  ably  advocated  by  the  Alia,  and  so 
generously  condoned  by  permitting  its  editor  to  drive  the 
golden  spike  ;  the  long  and  bitter  war  of  the  Sacramento 
l/ttion,  which  ended  by  its  receiving  its  mortal  wound  ;  the 
t'lOat  Island  controversy,  so  eloquently  championed  by  our 
Brother  Pickering  and  both  his  journals,  and  so  sweetly  re- 
conciled upon  the  Los  Angeles  trip,  when  the  lamb  lay  down 
in  the  belly  of  the  lion — these,  and  all  the  political  questions 
at  Washington,  questions  upon  the  solution  of  which  hung 
the  political  lives  and  fortunes  of  senators,  members  of  Con- 
gress, and  the  lesser  official  vermin  that  bite  tWem,  were  al- 
lowed by  President  Stanford  to  pass,  as  though  he  was  un- 
mindful of  their  existence  and  of  the  men  and  motives  that 
gave  them  prominence.     He  now  communicates  to  the  daily 
journals  a  well-matured  paper  embracing  his  views  upon  the 
question  of  corporations,  their  liability  to  legislative  control, 
interference  with  fares  and  freights,  with  general  reflections 
upon  railroads,  their  relation  to  the  owners  and  the  commu- 
nity that  has  business  with  them.     It  is  an  able  argument. 
It  is  an  argument  that  will  challenge  the  best  reasoning  of  its 
opponents  to  answer.    It  is  logical,  free  from  passion,  and  its 
reasoning  is  based  upon  broad,  general  principles.     "  Civili- 
zation," says  the  Governor,  "has  its  foundation  in  the  rights  of 
property  and  in  the  protection  of  individuals  in  the  fruits  of 
their  industry.     It  is  measured  by  the  accumulation  of  the 
comforts,  the  elegancies,  the  luxuries,  and  the  splendors  of 
life,  and  by  the  intelligence  of  the  people."     These  causes 
make  a  demand  for  labor,  elevates  it  and  makes  it  more  val- 
uable, and  entitles  it  to  the  full  protection  of  the  law.     Cor- 
porations are  a  modern  invention,  democratic  in  their  char- 
acter, may  be  made  available  by  all  classes  of  society,  and 
are  the  means  of  defense  afforded  the  poor  man  to  resist  the 
encroachments  of  the  rich.    It  enables  people  of  small  means 
to  combine,  and  thus  by  strength  of  numbers  and  cooper- 
ative association  meet  wealth  upon  equal  terms.    It  is  in  fact 
a  system  of  cooperation,  enabling  labor  to  compete  with  cap- 
ital.    The  argument  that  State  Legislatures  have  a  right  to 
control  corporations  because  they  create  them  is  based  upon 
a  false  theory.     Corporations  framed  under  general  laws  re- 
ceive no  special  favors.     The  State  does  not  create  the  cor- 
poration, nor  provide  it  with  property.     It  simply  permits  its 
citizens  to  form  themselves  into  an  association  where  they 
may  aggregate  their  osro  property  and  their  own  labor  as  co- 
operative capital,  giving  to  it  the  same,  and  no  other,  protec- 
tion than  it  gives  to  individual  wealth.     The  property  of  the 
corporation  belongs  to  the  individuals  comprising  it,  as  rep- 
resented by  their  ownership  of  stock.     The  law  gives  a  cor- 
poration some  advantages  over  a  copartnership,  limiting  per- 
sonal liabilities,  etc.,  but  it  is,  after  all,  liable  to  all  the  require- 
ments that  govern  individuals, and  its  property  is  subject  to  all 
the  provisions  that  concern  the  possessions  of  private  persons. 
A  wrong  done  to  an  association   of  men  under  a  corporate 
tide,  or  any  act  of  legislation  or  judicial  decision  depriving 
the  corporation  of  its  property,  is  a  WTong  to  each  individual 
oivner.     If  it  were  not  for  corporations  thus  enabling  indi- 
viduals to  aggregate  their  capital  and  combine  their  labor,  all 
great  enterprises  could  and  would  be  monopolized  by  the 
mi?n  alone  who  possess  great  wealth.    All  attacks  upon  corpo- 
rations are  attacks  upon  the  cooperative  principle  and  a  blow 
.<i  the  interests  of  the  poorer  class.     Legislation  inimical  to 


corporations  is,  in  its  result,  only  friendly  to  the  men  of  large 
capital.  There  is  a  natural  jealousy  upon  the  part  of  the 
masses  against  the  managers  of  gre.tt  enterprises  leading  to 
demagogism,  and  because  the  multitude  is  in  opposition  to 
the  few,  those  managers  are  in  a  degree  defenseless  against 
wrong.  The  attempt  upon  the  part  of  the  public,  either 
through  legislation  or  by  commission,  to  regulate  the  busi- 
ness of  any  corporation,  and  especially  that  of  a  railroad 
company,  amounts  practically  to  confiscation.  No  one  can 
intelligently  interfere  with  the  inner  workings  of  a  railroad 
company,  especially  with  reference  to  fares  and  freights. 
They  are  necessarily  ignorant  of  the  question  they  are  called 
upon  to  consider.  This  part  of  Governor  Stanford's  argu- 
ment is  made  clear  by  a  plain  statement  of  facts  and  figures, 
which  we  have  not  space  to  reproduce  ;  nor  is  it  necessary. 
The  impartial  and  intelligent  business  man  needs  no  argu- 
ment to  convince  him  of  the  injustice  and  stupidity  of  any 
attempt,  by  commissions  or  others,  by  politicians,  or  any 
body  else,  to  regulate  the  complicated  workings  involved  in 
the  detail  of  establishing  fares  and  freights  over  such  a  road 
.IS  the  Central  Pacific.  Different  grades,  different  lengths  of 
road,  a  thousand  questions  involved  in  the  weight  and  bulk 
of  goods,  whether  a  road  is  doing  a  large  or  limited  busi- 
ness, whether  it  runs  through  a  sparse  or  populous  country, 
whether  the  trade  is  balanced  by  a  nearly  equal  transport 
each  way — all  these,  and  a  multitude  of  other  considerations, 
are  involved  in  "  fixing  "  fares  and  freights,  and  the  idea  of 
wrenching  this  part  of  the  "  control "  from  the  managers 
and  directors  of  a  railroad  is  only  another  and  a  milder  form 
of  expression  for  confiscation.  It  is  our  judgment  that  these 
things  are  better  regulated  by  competition  and  by  the  inter- 
ests of  the  company.  The  interest  of  a  railroad  company 
runs  parallel  with  the  interest  of  the  community  with  which 
it  does  business.  No  company  nor  corporation  is  so  safely 
intrenched  in  power,  nor  so  rich,  nor  so  formidable,  that  it 
dares  to  wage  a  war  upon  the  people  with  whom  it  does  bus- 
iness. A  railroad  finds  its  prosperity  in  the  general  devel- 
opment of  the  resources  and  industries  of  the  country. 
"  A  principle  which  all  railroads  recognize,  and  which  they 
are  compelled  to  recognize,  is  that  of  competition,  and  this 
is  largely  illustrated  in  the  competition  of  the  overland  rail- 
road with  water  carriage  from  Europe  and  the  Eastern 
States  by  the  way  of  Cape  Horn  to  San  Francisco;  also,  in 
the  competition  for  business  from  .■\sia  to  the  Eastern  States 
and  Europe  with  the  Suez  Canal  route.  The  whole  State, 
and  even  the  State  of  Nevada,  enjoys  the  benefit  of  competi- 
tive rates  from  the  East  to  San  Francisco.  A  denial  of  the 
right  of  railroads  to  meet  competition  would  be  a  practical 
denial  to  the  people  of  California  of  the  benefits  enjoyed 
from  the  overland  railroad.  It  would  be  a  practical  denial 
to  the  railroad,  in  connection  with  the  steamship  companies, 
to  compete  for  the  business  of  Japan,  with  its  forty  millions 
of  inhabitants  and  largely  increasing  trade;  a  denial  of  com- 
petition for  the  business  of  China,  of  India,  and  of  Australia, 
and  the  other  countries  of  the  Pacific,  as  it  would  also  the 
business  of  Europe  as  it  sought  the  port  of  San  Francisco,  or 
sought  an  overland  and  quick  transit  to  Japan  or  any  of  the 
countries  bordering  upon  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Locally  it  would 
deny  to  Sacramento,  Stockton,  Marysville,  San  Jos^,  Los 
Angeles,  and  other  points  along  the  navigable  streams,  the 
benefit  of  the  competing  rates  whereby,  if  they  so  choose, 
they  can  move  their  property  by  water  in  consequence  of  the 
competition  of  railroads  for  about  one-third  of  what  they 
could  before  there  was  railroad  competition.  The  attempt 
to  give  to  others  than  the  owners  of  railroads  the  fixing  of 
the  rates  of  freights  and  fares  is  so  far  an  infringement  upon 
the  ownership  of  this  property,  because  control  is  ownership; 
but  ownership  or  control,  where  the  benefits  that  may  be  de- 
rived are  not  to  be  enjoyed  by  those  controlling,  means  sim- 
ply disaster,  absolute  waste  and  destruction  of  property,  es- 
pecially when  it  is  possible  that  control  may  be  exercised 
by  parties  whose  interests  are  to  be  subserved  by  a  disre- 
gard of  the  rights  or  the  interests  of  those  who  are  entitled 
to  the  advantages  to  be  derived  from  the  property.  If  the 
control  of  railroads  is  to  be  taken  from  those  who  build 
them,  and  who  are  entitled  to  the  fruits  of  their  industry  as 
other  individuals  engaged  in  other  callings  are,  then  railroad- 
building  must  cease,  or  else  the  Slate  itself  must  assume 
all  the  responsibilities  of  their  construction  and  operation. 
There  is  one  way,"  says  the  Governor,  *'  in  which  the  State 
can  regulate  railroads  and  reduce  their  rates,  and  only  one, 
and  that  is  by  purchasing  them.  The  attempt  to  take  con- 
trol of  them  in  any  other  way  is  to  be  likened  only  to  the 
covetousness  of  him  who  would  by  fraud  or  violence  take 
the  fruits  of  another's  industry.  It  is  an  exercise  of  the  law 
of  might.  An  attack  upon  railroads,  like  atiacks  upon  all 
other  species  of  property,  is  an  attack  upon  labor,  and  more 
particularly  common  labor,  because  the  road,  from  the  time 
the  first  pick  or  shovel  is  put  into  the  ground  until  it  is  com- 
pleted, equipped,  and  ready  to  be  put  into  operation,  repre- 
sents only  labor,  and  labor  largely  of  the  most  common 
kind.  After  it  is  constructed  and  equipped  it  has  no  useful- 
ness, no  earning  capacity,  except  labor,  and  in  a  large  part 
common  labor  is  applied  to  it.  Its  benefits,  whether  to  those 
who  use  it,  who  ride  upon  it,  who  freight  upon  it,  or  those 
who  may  own  it,  are  directly  the  results  of  labor.  While  labor 
enters  so  largely  into  its  management,  in  its  development  of 


the  resources  of  the  country,  in  its  affording  the  means  of 
transportation  from  remote  distances,  or  the  facilities  it  gives 
for  the  interchange  of  commodities,  it  is  also  creative  of 
labor,  of  employment  beyond  that  of  any  other  labor-saving 
machine  of  the  age.  The  railroad  is  peculiar  in  that,  above 
all  other  property,  it  finds  its  own  greatest  prosperity  in  aid- 
ing the  development  of  the  industries  and  the  resources  of 
the  country  and  its  productions.  No  wise  man  will  ever 
knowingly  approve  of  any  laws  that  absolutely  or  approxi- 
mately prohibits  its  construction."  This  argument,  as  pre- 
sented by  Governor  Stanford,  is  able  and  logical.  We  do 
not  say  that  it  is  altogether  unanswerable,  but  we  do  say  it 
is  not  answered  by  the  puerile  and  childish  declaration  that 
the  owners  of  this  railroad  property  have  become  rich,  that 
they  live  in  elegant  mansions  in  town  and  city,  and  that  ihey 
are  generous  in  their  indulgence  of  fast  and  blooded  horses, 
and  that  they  delight  in  the  purchase  of  marble,  pictures, 
and  bronzes.  All  this  is  the  argument  of  narrow-minded, 
mean,  and  jealous  minds  which  have  not  the  manliness  to 
be  honest,  nor  the  sense  to  be  fair.  There  may  be  moral 
considerations  involved  in  the  question  of  subsidies,  legal 
controversies  may  grow  up  between  the  Government  and  the 
railroad  company,  or  between  foreign  bondholders  and  the 
corporation,  but  they  are  not  raised  in  this  discussion,  and 
are  not  fairly  within  the  scope  of  the  argument  submitted  by 
the  President  of  the  company  in  his  communication  to  the 
public  through  the  newspapers. 

England  is  almost  at  war  with  the  Ameer  of  Afghanistan, 
and  is  not  free  from  the  possibilities  of  a  war  with  Russia 
that  shall  tax  to  the  fullest  extent  the  resources  of  her  em- 
pire, and  may  involve  an  insurreclion  of  her  subjects  in 
India.  France,  not  yet  recovered  from  the  results  of  the 
German  war,  experimenting  with  a  government  republican 
in  form,  is  called  upon  to  watch  against  dynastic  con- 
spiracies, and  to  carefully  preserve  herself  from  the  Euro- 
pean complications.  Russia  keeps  her  armament  in  the 
field,  and  refuses  the  settlement  of  the  Berlin  Congress, 
threatens  England's  possessions  in  India,  favors  the  cause  of 
the  Ameer,  and  proposes  a  renewal  of  the  war  with  Turkey 
that  may  involve  her  with  the  leading  powers  of  Europe. 
Turkey  defeated,  humiliated,  her  territory  divided,  her  em- 
pire still  invaded  by  hostile  armies,  with  finances  embar- 
rassed, credit  ruined,  agitated  by  internal  dissensions,  is 
threatened  with  another  great  war,  the  objective  point  of 
which  will  be  the  Bosphorus  and  her  capital  of  Constan- 
tinople. Germany  is  involved  in  serious  domestic  dangers 
through  socialism,  is  at  feud  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  is 
embarrassed  financially,  her  Emperor  has  thrice  escaped 
assassination.  She  fears  that  France  will  again  give  her 
battle  for  Alsace  and  Lorraine.  Austria  finds  herself  in- 
volved in  a  war  as  her  part  of  the  inheritance  of  the  Russian- 
Turkish  conflict.  The  two  parts  of  the  empire  are  not 
in  political  accord,  and  she  trembles  at  the  possibility  of 
wars  in  which  she  may  not  be  able  to  avoid  taking  part. 
The  King  of  Spain  has  just  escaped  the  bullet  of  the  assas- 
sin. The  Pope  of  Rome  finds  his  resources  from  PeteHs 
Pence  on  an  alarming  decrease.  King  Humbert,  of  Italy, 
has  a  crisis  in  his  cabinet  that  threatens  his  kingdom  with 
serious  complications.  The  Khedive  of  Egypt  is  involved 
in  the  political  troubles  that  surround  Turkey.  Denmark  is 
disturbed  by  the  revolt  of  the  negroes  in  the  Island  of  Santa 
Cruz.  The  King  of  Holland  threatens  to  abdicate.  The 
King  of  Greece  was  snubbed  at  Berlin.  Our  country  is  at 
peace  with  all  the  world.  Our  exports  exceed  our  imports. 
Our  tonnage  and  commerce  are  increasing.  Our  debt  is  de- 
creasing. We  are  growing  in  population  and  wealth.  Our 
crops  of  cotton,  tobacco,  grain,  and  wool  annually  increase. 
Our  mineral  resources  multiply.  We  control  the  silver  mar- 
ket of  the  world.  We  have  no  standing  army,  and  no  neces- 
sity for  one.  We  may  recall  our  ministers  and  plenipoten- 
tiaries from  abroad,  for  we  have  no  foreign  complications. 
Let  us  all  join  in  the  Doxology. 

The  /'all  Mall  Gazette,  representing  aristocratic  thought 
in  England,  a  journal  "  written  by  gentlemen  for  gentlemen," 
complains  that  Secretary  Evarts  has  availed  himself  of  this 
period  of  England's  embarrassments  and  foreign  complica- 
tions to  assume  a  somewhat  arrogant  and  dictatorial  tone  in« 
reference  to  the  question  of  the  fisheries.  It  is  the  British 
ox  that  is  now  being  gored.  It  was  the  British  Bull  that 
demanded  the  return  of  Mason  and  Slidell — and  in  the  most 
insolent  manner.  Then  -uie  were  in  trouble,  waging  a  war 
for  our  national  existence.  It  was  from  the  shipyard  of  a 
member  of  the  English  Parliament  that  the  Alabama  went 
forth,  with  British  sailors  and  armament,  to  destroy  our 
commerce,  and  light  up  the  oceans  with  our  blazing  ships. 
It  was  English  sailors  and  English  ships  that  ran  our  block- 
ades. It  was  English  capital  that  invested  in  cotton  bonds. 
It  was  England  that  first  recognized  the  belligerency  of  the 
Confederation.  What  is  sauce  for  the  American  goose  must 
be  sauce  for  the  British  gander. 


Wellock,  the  English  shoemaking  agitator,  who  has  been 
less  than  one  year  in  America,  and  who  is  gopher  No.  2  of 
the  sand-lot,  has  given  the  business  away.  "  Pay  me  my 
agreed  stipend  of  $15  a  week,  or  I  will  go  to  making  shoes, 
at  which  business  I  can  earn  $25  a  week." 
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PRATTLE, 


The  CalPs  theatrical  reporter 
-  was  as  bright  as  a  board  and  as 
deep  as  a  duck  pond  last  Sun- 
day, in  speaking  of 
Miss  Clara  Morris' 
"magnetic  power," 
whatever  that  may 
happen  to  be.  It 
is  something,  it  ap- 
pears, which  "seems 
to  thrill  in  every  fibre  of  her  system,  and  quiver  in  the  dewy 
depths  of  her  blue  eyes."  Now.  what  is  the  use  of  a  knowl- 
edge of  the  principles  and  bases  of  dramatic  art  to  one  who 
can  write  with  such  lucidity  and  precision  without  them  ?  It 
was  that  kind  of  criticism  that  was  the  making  of  Garrick. 


From  Garrick  to  Dr.  Johnson — who  can  help  making  the 
transition  ?  What  a  dissevering  touch  the  old  intellectual  gi- 
ant had  !  Whatever  he  laid  his  pen  upon  was  straightway 
resolved  into  its  constituent  elements  ;  it  fell  apart  like  a  ship 
deprived  of  its  iron  by  the  magnetic  mountain  of  the  Ara- 
bian tale.  Moving  amongst  the  tower-builders,  he  could  dis- 
dain to  criticise  the  work  that  was  wholly  bad,  and,  himself 
a  tower-builder,  he  knew  that  none  was  wholly  good ;  so  he 
neither  condemned  without  allowance  nor  praised  without 
qualification.  Of  the  Deity  (for  whom  he  had  ever  a  great 
respect)  he  once  came  near  expressing  a  judgment  entirely 
favorable  :  "  He  is,'  said  he,  "infinitely  good" — then  added, 
with  his  customary  moderation — "  as  far  as  the  perfection  of 
His  nature  will  allow."  But  the  censor  of  the  Bulletin  says 
of  the  performance  of  the  play  Miss  Multon^  at  a  local  the- 
atre, that  it  had  not  a  fault. 

It  would  be  grand  to  have  a  Johnson's  intellect,  but  how 
glorious  to  have  a  Johnson's  opportunities  !  Fancy  the  old 
Ursiis  arctos  of  Letters  caged  in  San  Francisco  and  gravely 
preparing  for  posterity  his  Lives  of  the  Local  Poets  /  Imag- 
ine Pope,  Congreve,  or  Prior  conceiving  an  epigram,  and  then 
ransacking  his  mental  directory  of  California  notables  for  the 
name  of  some  luckless  worthy  whom  it  will  fit  without  dig- 
nifying !  No,  no,  my  brother  literary  gladiators  ;  so  long  as 
we  have  no  nobler  antagonists  than  one  another  let  us  not 
repine  that  our  swords  are  lath  and  our  shields  plaster  ;  for 
these  may  be  mistaken  as  the  outward  and  visible  signs  of  a 
useful  calling. 

Perusing  Swift,  the  other  day, 
Despair  and  envy  made  me  pray : 
"Dear  Lord,  if  it  be  right  and  fit, 
Give  me  such  formidable  wit ; 
If  not,  bestow  upon  me,  please, 
Such  formidable  enemies." 

When  Ajax  smote  Thersites  black 
And  blue  upon  the  scurvy  back 
That  bore  an  everlasting  pest, 
Methinks  the  rascal  fared  the  best. 

To  Fate  I'd  rather  give  the  odds, 
And  rail,  a  fool  among  the  gods. 
Than,  drubbing  any  dunce  that  drools. 
Prevail,  a  god  among  the  fools. 


The  September  number  of  London  Society,  I  learn  from 
the  "social"  columns  of  the  Call,  contains  an  "elegant  ode" 
(elegant,  tasty,  and  recherche,  I  suppose)  to  Farina,  by 
Hector  A.  Stuart.  "  Lotidon  Society ^^  it  is  naively  added, 
"  is  a  very  exclusive  publication,  patronized  chiefly  by  the 
nobility."  It  has  hitherto  been  usual  to  consider  this  cer- 
tainly rather  exclusive  publication  a  kind  of  Hindus  faiu- 
orum,  or  fools'  paradise,  wherein  self-crowned  idiots  chatter 
immortal  nonsense  to  the  far  future,  unheeded  and  unheard 
of  men  ;  but  Shon  Shenkin  of  the  Call  has  his  own  opinion 
as  to  that,  and,  as  Omar  Khayyam  justly  observes, 
"He  knows  about  it  all — He  knows — HE  knows.'' 


'  Who  drives  fat  oxen  should  himself  be  fat;" 

Who  sings  for  nobles  he  should  noble  be. 
There's  no  non  sequitur,   I  think,  in  that. 

And  this  is  logic  plain  as  a,  b,  c. 
Now,  Hector  Stuart,  you're  a  Scottish  prince. 

If  right  you  fathom  your  descent — that  fall 
From  grace;  and  since  you  have  no  peers,  and  since 

You  have  no  kind  of  nobleness  at  all, 
'Twere  better  to  sing  little,  lest  you  wince 

When  made  by  heartless  critics  to  sing  small. 
And  yet,  my  liege,   I  bid  thee  not  despair — 

Ambition  conquers  but  one  realm  at  once; 
For  European  bays  arrange  thy  hair — 

Two  continents,  in  time,  shall  crown  thee  Dunce  ! 


What  Mr.  Stuart  is  to  literature  Mr.  George  M.  Ciprico  is 
to  art;  the  one  makes  poetry  ridiculous,  the  other  the  drama; 
but  neither  is  satisfied  with  his  fame,  albeit  each  dictates 
the  very  terms  in  which  it  shall  be  bruited  about  by  good- 
natured  journalists.  (This,  however,  is  not  true  regarding 
that  not  inconsiderable  portion  of  their  renown  which  I  con- 
fer upon  them  myself.)  With  them  the  distinction  of  genius 
is  not  enough:  Stuart  will  have  himself  a  prince,  and  Cip- 
rico now  flames  out  as  a  count  !  A  New  York  dispatch  as- 
serts that  he  is  heir  to  an  immense  estate  left  by  Count  Cip- 
rico, who  died  intestate  in  New  York  some  twenty  years  ago, 
and  whose  property  was  taken  by  the  State.  True,  it  is  not 
stated  that  George  is  himself  a  count,  but  it  is  well  known 
that  Italian  counts  in  this  country  are  mostly  barbers.  How 
Stupid  of  us  all  not  to  have  guessed  his  rank  ! 


There  is  one  thing  not  easy  to  understand  :  it  is  stated 
that  Mr.  Ciprico  has  abandoned  the  stage,  and  is  coming 
to  California  as  an  insurance  agent,  in  the  hope  of  earning 
money  enough  to  "  fight  the  case."  What !  the  Great  Amer- 
ican Tragedian,  who,  "at  the  Surrey,  sir,"  won  such  imper- 
ishable garlands,  leaving  the  stage  to  earn  money  !  Ah, 
well,  you  ought  to  be  happy,  George  ;  you  made  no  mark 
in  the  performance,  but  as  the  central  figure  in  the  tableau 
with  which  it  concludes,  brandishing  your  newly  found  patent 
of  nobility  in  the  lime-light,  you  shine  at  last  with  a  splen- 
dor that  dazzles  ! 

You're  like  the  distant  mortar's  shell, 

That  pitching  from  the  heavens  fell. 
And  none  had  marked  the  rover 

Till  it  accomplished  all  its  arc, 

Then,  bursting,  set  afire  the  dark. 
And  all,  thank  God,  was  over ! 

Well,  well,  my  lad,  we'll  dub  you  "count;'' 
That  title's  but  a  small  amount 

For  your  retiring-pension. 
To  keep  you  from  the  stage  away, 
Lip-service  we  will  gladly  pay. 

And  call  it  art-subvention. 


Every  one,  I  should  imagine,  must  be  gratified  that  the 
case  of  Mrs.  Bein  (who  chooses  to  call  herself  Miss  Wilton) 
against  the  Sheriff  and  the  Administrator  of  the  late  Alex- 
ander Austin's  estate  has  been  amicably  arranged,  without 
publicity  being  given  to  the  letters  in  dispute.  Still,  it  is  to 
be  regretted  that  there  could  not  have  been  a  decision  on  the 
point  of  law  involved.  If  A  writes  to  B,  who  dies  before 
getting  the  letters,  it  is  of  some  importance  to  A  to  whom 
those  letters  belong — particularly  if  B  was  of  the  other  sex. 
From  certain  recent  indications  of  heart-broken  disappoint- 
ment, I  infer  that  in  some  quarters  it  is  held  that  they  belong 
to  the  newspapers. 

Accused  of  trickery  at  cards,  a  fine 
French  Senator  is  driven  to  resign. 
Of  parliamentary  justice  wise  the  plan  : 
The  rogue's  expelled  who  cheats,  at  play,  one  man  ; 
-   But  he's  absolved,  who,  cheating  in  debate. 
Misdeals  the  truth  and  ruins  half  the  State. 


As  to  cheating  at  cards,  by  the  way,  there  is  perhaps  more 
allowance  made  for  it  in  this  than  in  any  other  civilized 
country.  What  is  thought  of  it  in  France  is  sufficiently 
shown  by  the  expulsion  of  the  Senator.  Three  or  four  years 
ago  an  English  officer  of  high  rank,  who  was  not  only  the  son 
of  a  peer  but  an  intimate  personal  friend  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  was  summarily  dismissed  from  the  army  for  cheating 
at  a  game  of  whist  in  another  country.  Does  the  American 
laxity  in  this  respect  argue  a  lower  morality  ?  Hardly. 
Card-playing  is  not  considered  a  very  respectable  "institu- 
tion "  here,  and  we  are  not  concerned  to  preserve  its  purity. 
The  gambling  that  is  done  in  the  best  European  society — 
not  only  in  the  club,  but  in  the  drawing-room — is  no  less 
than  shocking  to  an  American  who  loses. 


The  London  Tj'ntk  asserts  and  proves  that  the  man  who 
lives  by  cards,  or  even  wins  much  oftener  than  he  loses,  is 
necessarily,  by  the  law  of  probabilities,  a  swindler.  It  has 
often  enough  been  observed,  I  suppose,  that,  at  any  rate, 
the  men  who  have  distinguished  themselves  as  swindlers  in 
business  frequently  play  a  remarkably  good  game  of  cards. 


"Silks?    Gol  dem  my  skin,  I  should  say  so! 

Why,  pardner,  you  jest  bet  yer  life 
Ther's  more  uv  'em  made  in  this  place — sho  ! 

Ther's  more'n  you  could  crowd  on  yer  wife 
Ef  you  was  a  Mormon  !     An'  sat'n. 

An'  ribbins,  an'  velvits,  an'  sich  — 
P'raps,  now.  you've  read  in  yer  Lat'n 

'Bout  Greasus,  who  struck  it  so  rich. 
Well,  Greasus  would  be — so  I  guess,  sir — 

Raised  out  by  a  bet  of  the  cnips 
Repersentin'  them  furbylows — yes,  sir, 

Their  value  his  pile  would  eclipse  !  " 

The  continuation  of  this  interesting  statement  can  be 
found  in  the  official  report  on  the  manufactures  of  Crefeld, 
Germany,  by  Mr.  Bret  Harte,  United  States  Commercial 
Agent  in  that  city.  The  back  of  the  document  bears  the 
following  indorsement,  in  the  writing  of  Mr.  Evarts  : 

"  This  report  is  instructive  in  matter  and  noble  in  manner,  but  it  is 
thought  by  the  Secretary  of  State  that  in  so  far  throwing  over  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  Department  as  to  state  the  value  of  the  goods  manufact- 
ured in  his  district  in  poetic  numbers  and  figures  of  rhetoric,  instead  of 
the  numbers  and  figures  commonly  employed,  Mr.  Harte  has  perhaps 
not  imparted  the  information  asked  for  in  his  instructions  with  such 
definiteness  and  precision  as  might  have  been  desired,'' 


If  this  cold-blooded  official  criticism  should  ever  hear  of 
Mr.  Harte  it  is  believed  that  the  insult  will  not  overlook  him. 
No  doubt  his  situation  will  throw  him  up  at  once. 


With  what  slovenly  blind  looseness  some  people  write, 
knowing  vaguely  what  they  wish  to  say,  then  assuming  that 
they  have  said  it,  but  darkly  unaware  what  they  have  im- 
plied. Here  is  an  example.  The  New  York  World  starts 
an  employment  office  for  servants — not,  perhaps,  so  grand  a 
development  of  journalism  as  Arctic  and  African  explora- 
tion, but  useful,  no  doubt,  in  its  humbler  way.  The  editor 
explains  that  henceforth  "no  good  servant  in  New  York 
need  be  out  of  a  place,  and  no  respectable  household  need 
be  without  a  good  servant."  Yet  if  he  were  asked  if  the  num- 
ber of  respectable  households  in  New  York,  and  the  num- 
ber of  good  servants,  are,  and  henceforth  will  remain,  exactly 
equal,  he  would  promptly  reply  that  the  supposition  is  ab- 
surd.    I  know  a  veteran  journalist  who,  relating  the  death 


of  a  lady  by  drowning,  added  by  the  plainest  implication 
that  the  body  afterward  leaped  upon  a  sailor  and  dragged  a 
boat  out  of  him  by  the  hair. 

I  once  had,  myself,  the  carelessness,  in  writing  on  "repre- 
sentative poets,"  to  unmistakably  imply  that  Mr.  William  D. 
Pollock  was  a  goose,  whereas  the  exact  reverse  was  true — the 
goose  was  Mr.  William  D.  Pollock.  The  error  caused  both 
Mr.  Pollock  and  me  considerable  annoyance,  but  I  am  happy 
to  say  I  have  since  embraced  so  many  opportunitins  to  cor- 
rect it  that  Mr.  Pollock  is  now  satisfied  to  let  the  matter 
rest  as  it  is. 


Recorder  Taylor  fixed  his  sly 
Sign  manual  on  Danforth's  eye  : 

'  Witness  my  hand '' — the  stars  revealed 
The  hand — "and  seal" — the  eye  was  sealed. 
No  man  can  see  without  his  eyes. 
No  Supervisor  supervise  ; 
For  "supervise"  is  "oversee'' — 
The  blind  can  not  ;  no  more  could  he. 
And  so  the  business  of  the  town 
Instead  of  "looking  up"  looked  down. 
Resolving  to  resolve,  the  Board 
Adjourned,  convened  again,  and  snored, 
Discussed  the  question  o'er  their. drinks 
And  {those  who  could)  took  forty  winks. 
But  he,  that  stricken  man,  did  take 
But  one  long,  lasting  wink,  awake. 
Now,  conscience  pricking  the  Recorder, 
He  thought  apologies  in  order. 
And  said:    "O   Board,   upon  my  word, 
I'm  doosid  sorry  it  occurred.'' 
This,  like  the  writing  on  the  wall. 
Brought  Dan  forth,  and  he  stood  up  tall. 
His  face  all  radiant  the  while 
With  magnanimity's  best  smile. 
His  eye  attempting  in  eclipse 
To  second  the  motion  of  his  lips  : 

'  No  man  shall  out-acknowledge  me — 
By  love,  I'm  sorrier  than  he ! " 


It  is  only  fair  to  both  the  gentlemen  mentioned  in  the 
foregoing  verse  to  explain  that  it  does  not  aspire  to  be  an 
accurate  statement  of  fact  in  any  single  particular.  It  is, 
indeed,  a  shining  example  of  imaginative  literature,  designed 
to  show  how  a  poetic  fancy  moulds  everything  to  its  require- 
ments. I  deeply  regret  the  necessity  of  this  explanation, 
but  perhaps  it  is  more  honorable  to  make  it;  and  honor 
is  itself  almost  as  good  as  the  lesser  sort  of  poetry. 

A  certain  friend  of  mine,  by  the  way,  who  writes  things,  is 
commonly  accused  by  those  of  whom  he  writes  them  of 
thinking  himself  a  Titan  among  the  pigmies.  It  can  hardly 
be  from  vanity,  for  he  frankly  confesses  that  the  happiest 
and  most  prosperous  period  of  his  life  was  passed  where  he 
felt  himself  a  pigmy  among  the  Titans.  My  friend  used  to 
write  things  in  London. 

"  Why,"  says  Brown  to  Smith,  "  do  you  invariably  affix  a 
six-cent  stamp  to  your  letters  ?  "  "  My  dear  fellow,  I  once 
had  the  misfortune  to  cheat  the  Government  out  of  a  large 
sum  of  money.  This  is  my  way  of  making  restitution." 
"  But  why  do  you  not  restore  the  whole  lump,  as  conscience 
money  ?"  "  This  is  a  bad  world,  Brown  :  the  sentiments  are 
not  as  lively  as  they  used  to  be,  and  I  never  feel  more  than 
three  cents'  worth  of  remorse  at  a  tiine.  But  my  system  of 
restitution  on  the  installment  plan  keeps  down  the  interest." 

Here  is  a  noble  quatrain  from  the  poem  mentioned  last 
week  as  the  work  of  a  convict  in  the  State  prison  at  San 
Quentin  : 

"The  room  is  too  small, 
The  bunks  cling  to  the  wall, 

And  one  'con.'  above  another 
Is  compelled  for  to  crawl." 

The  first  line  seems  to  be  a  reply  to  poor  Col.  Richard  Realf, 

who  in  some  verses  in  a  recent  issue  of  this  paper  declares  : 

"  Here's  room  for  poets  !"  As  to  the  convicts  being  compelled 

for  to  crawl  above  one  another,  the  rhyming  sort  ought  not 

to  mind  that  very  much,  for  that  was  their  single  occupation 

while  free. 

Fig  trees  are  grown  in  Stoflcton.     Why? 
Because  the  temp'rature  is  high  ; 

Men  hop  as  fleas  do, 
The  ground  so  hot.     Dressmakers  there, 
Tailors  who  winter  suits  prepare. 
And  all  who  deal  in  things  to  wear. 

Leave  when  the  trees  do. 


President  Hayes  has  dispatched  to  Bucharest  an  autograph 
letter,  officially  recognizing  the  independence  of  Roumania. 
The  document  was  superscribed  :  "To  Whom  it  May  Con- 
cern ;"  and  on  learning  froin  the  messenger  the  nature  of  its 
contents  the  Roumanian  Government  promptly  indorsed  it : 
"  Doesn't  live  here,"  and  returned  it  to  the  bearer. 

Nothing  can  ruffle  the  editor  of  the  San  Josif  Mercury. 
His  mind  is  like  the  liquid  metal  which  takes  its  name  from 
his  journal  :  if  it  were  freed  heaven  knows  what  vagaries  it 
would  be  up  to,  but  confined  in  the  pot  of  his  skull  nothing 
can  disturb  the  stoic  immobility  of  its  dead-level  repose,  and 
it  would  bear  up  a  cannon  ball.  Writing  of  the  training-ship 
Jamestown^  this  tranquil  and  philosophical  observer  says  it 
is  "a  moral  hell,  where  the  imps  wear  blue  uniforms  and 
brass  buttons,  and  for  pure  and  unadulterated  depravity  and 
wickedness  would  put  their  traditional  prototypes  to  the 
blush."  I  am  no  critic  of  style,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  when 
a  man  writes  with  the  calm,  grand  dignity  of  a  lien  fresh 
from  the  headsman's  block  it  is  because  he  has  the  same 
luminous  perception  of  the  end  to  be  accomplished,  and  of 
the  best  means  to  that  end,  that  the  hen  has.  'V 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 
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THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


Through  the  Ivory  Gate. 

I  hnd  a  dream  last  night, 

Dream  of  a  friend  thai  is  dead; 
He  canie  with  dawn's  first  light. 

And  stood  beside  my  bed. 

And  as  he  there  did  stand, 

With  gesture  fine  and  fair 
He  passed  a  wan  white  hand 

O^'er  my  tumbled  hair. 

Saying;  No  friendship  dieth 

With  death  of  any  day ; 
No  true  friendship  lyeth 

Cold  with  Ufeless  clay. 

Though  our  boyhood's  play-time 

Be  gone  with  summer's  oreath, 
No  fneadship  fades  wiih  May-time, 

No  friendship  dies  with  death. 

Then  answer  I  had  made. 

But  that  the  rapture  deep 
Did  hold  nie  half  afraid 

To  mar  that  rose  of  sleep. 

So  with  closed  eyes  I  lay. 

Lord  of  the  vision  fair; 
But  when  'twas  perfect  day. 

Only  the  day  was  there. 

J.  S.,  /*  Blacktifood^i  Magazine. 


Translations  firam  Heine. 
"ICH    WILL   MEINE    SECLE  TAl'CHEN."' 

1  will  Steep  my  fainting  spirit 

Id  the  lily's  calyx  p^Ue  ; 
The  lily,  in  tones  that  stir  it. 

A  song  of  my  love  shall  exhale. 

That  song  shall  vibrate  and  shiver. 

Like  the  ever- remembered  kiss. 
That  from  her  hps  on  mine  did  quiver 

In  hours  of  divinest  bliss. 

"ES  LIECT   DER    HF.ISSE  SOMMER." 

'Tis  summer.  ficr>'  summer 

Upon  thy  cheeks  divine  ; 
Tis  winter,  icy  winter 

In  that  little  heart  of  thine. 

Twill  not  be  so  forc\'Cr, 

My  own  dear  love  that  art ; 
On  thy  check  it  will  be  winter. 

And  summer  in  thy  heart. 

"SIF,   HABES   DIR    %'IEL   ERZAHLET.''   , 

They  told  ihcc  much,  much  they  invented, 

The  charges  were  many  they  made  ; 
But  that  which  my  soul  has  tormented, 

WcU.  that  they  have  never  said. 

Thej"  made  a  great  fuss,  and  their  fretful 
Complaints  they  envenomed  with  gall  ; 

They  called  me  base,  heartless,  ungrateful, 
.And  you  lent  an  ear  to  it  all. 

But  the  very  worst  thing,  the  most  mulish, 
Of  that  they  knew  nothing,  not  they  ; 

The  worst  thing  of  all.  and  most  foolish, 
In  ray  bosom  was  hidden  away. 

"WIR   FUHREN  ALLEIN   IM   DUNKELN." 
Alone  through  the  dark  we  traveled 

All  night  in  the  mail,  and  we 
Were  somehow  drawn  dosely  together, 

As  merry  as  well  could  be. 

But  when  morning  broke,  we  were  siariled. 

For  then  we  became  aware 
That  Love  had  been  traveling  with  us. 

Without  having  paid  the  fare. 

"ES   FALI.T   EIN  STERN    HERfNTER." 

A  star  is  falling,  falling. 

Front  the  radiant  heights  abare; 
That  star,  I  sec  it  falling. 

It  is  the  star  of  love. 

Blossoms  and  leaves  without  number 

Fall  from  the  apple  tree  ; 
The  tricksy  breezes  take  them. 

And  toy  with  them  fast  and  free. 

The  swan  on  the  mere  is  singing. 

And  to  and  fro  he  steers  ; 
Faint  grows  bis  song  and  fainter. 

He  sinks  and  he  disappears. 

And  now  'tis  so  still  and  dreary, 

Nor  leaf  nor  blo&om  remain  ; 
The  suar  into  atoms  is  shivered, 

.■\nd  hushed  is  the  swans  sad  strain. 

Theodore  M^vrtin,  in  BUckutifcd's  Magazine. 


Ante  Mortem. 

How  much  would  I  care  for  it,  could  I  know 

That  when  1  am  under  the  grass  or  snow. 

The  ravded  garment  of  life's  brief  day. 

Folded,  and  quietly  laid  away; 

The  spirit  let  loose  from  mortal  bars. 

And  somewhere  away  among  the  stars. 

How  much  do  you  think  it  would  matter  then 

What  praise  was  lavished  upon  me.  when, 

\\*hate*-er  might  be  its  stint  or  store. 

It  neither  could  help  nor  harm  me  more? 

If.  while  I  was 'toiling,  they  had  but  thought 

To  stretch  a  finger.   I  would  have  caught 

GL-idly  such  aid  to  buoy  me  through 

Some  bitter  duty  I  had'  to  do: 

Though  when  it'  was  done,  they  said,  maybe. 

To  others — ihe>-  nc^'cr  said  to  me 

The  word  of  applause  so  craved,  whose  worth 

Had  been  the  sopremcst  boon  on  earth 

If  granted  me  then:  "  II V  ere  proud  to  knmo 

That  one  of  ourselves  has  triumphed  w.** 

What  use  for  the  rope  if  it  be  not  flung 
Till  the  swimmers  grasp  to  the  rock  has  clung ? 
What  help  in  a  comrade's  bugle-blast. 
\\'hen  the  peril  of  Alpine  heights  is  past? 
^^Tiat  need  the  spurring  paean  roll 
When  the  runner  is  safe  beyond  the  goal? 
What  worth  in  culog>*'s  blandest  breath 
WTien  whispered  in  cars  that  are  hushed  in  death? 
No  !  No ! — if  yoa  ha\-e  but  a  word  of  cheer. 
Speat  it  while  I  am  alive  »  hear  1 
.M.\StGARET  J.   Prestos,  in  Sunday  Magacine  for  Xcnem^cr. 


FOLLY  AS  IT  FLIES, 


A  True  and  Touching  Story  of  Fatinitra. 


"Sallie,  who's  that  ugly-looking  man  down  there?" 

"Where?" 

"  End  scat,  first  row  of  the  dress  circle," 

"  Blest  if  I  know.     Some  old  spoon,  I  s'pose." 

The  speakers  were  members  of  the  Fatifiitsa  chorus. 

They  each  represented  a  voice  and  a  movement. 

Nothing  more. 

A  soloist  was  busy,  and  they  were  free  to  whisper. 

They  were  also  free  to  stare  at  the  audience. 

More  especially  at  ever)'body  who  was  staring  at  them. 

Everybody  in  this  case  was  not  numerous. 

But  the  "old  spoon"  was  one. 

He  was  plain,  without  a  doubt. 

They  were  pretty,  more  especially  the  first  speaker. 

That  is,  they  looked  so — at  a  distance. 

She  was  a  sprightly  maiden,  whose  paint  and  powder 
covered  the  ravages  of  thirty  hard  winters. 

But  her  legs  were  well  preserved — in  cotton. 

She  could  not  "crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee." 
At  least,  not  easily. 

She  was  airily  dressed  in  a  material  like  gauze. 

It  was  hot,  and  she  had  been  singing. 

She  was  evidently  not  accustomed  to  admiration. 

She  was  indefinably  attracted  to  the  "old  spoon." 

This  was  the  third  time  she  had  appeared  before  an  audi- 
ence in  the  same  place,  in  the  same  piece. 

Every  night  the  "  old  spoon ''  had  occupied  the  same  seat. 

He  was  not  a  spoon. 

He  was  more  like  a  fork. 

Ever)-  night  his  lorgnette  had  been  fixed  upon  her. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  why  he  was  there. 

He  came  always  for  a  short  time  and  then  departed. 

Who  could  it  be  ? 

She  knew  she  was  old. 

But  evidently  he  did  not. 

And  she  did  not  tell  anybody. 

She  had  never  been  fortunate  in  drawing  glances. 

But  that  also  was  a  secret  of  her  own. 

Her  mouth  had  gradually  become  fixed  in  a  broad  grin 
from  long  and  vainly  attempting  to  lure  the  ifnwary. 

That  was  a  fact ;  but  this  was  a  conquest. 

She  made  inquiries,  deftly  and  quietly. 

She  obtained  a  little  clue  ;  then  a  big  clue. 

Then  the  truth  stood  bare  and  unconcealed  before  her. 

He  was  a  broker — a  stock-broker  ! — a  Big  Board  brokerl 

Her  heart  bounded  with  joy  and  rapture.     A  broker  ! 

Then  a  bouquet  came,  without  any  card. 

Then  another.     And  another.     And  yet  another. 

Could  she  not  become  acquainted  with  the  man  ? 

If  he  would  only  speak  ;  if  he  would  only  write  ! 

Her  heart  had  spoken  long  ago. 

That  charm,  "a  broker,"  had  opened  it  as  "Open, 
Sesame,'*  opened  AH  Baba's  cave  of  old. 

At  last,  memorable  night !  a  note  ! 

A  little  note,  on  a  little  sheet  of  paper,  in  a  little  envelope 
sealed  to  his  "little  angeL" 

"  '  Maiden,  I  have  watched  thee  nightly, 
.■\nd  I  think  thou  lo\''st  me  weU." 
"  If  you  do.  meet  me  at  the  stage  door  after  the  show ,  and  we  wilt  sup 
together.     If  yes,  wear  the  rose  from  this  bouquet.  Henry," 

And  the  bouquet  was  tied  to  the  little  envelope. 

The  rose  !     With  trembling  hands  she  carefully  took  it  out. 

Her  heart  sunk  with  fear  when  a  leaf  fell  from  it.  What 
if  it  fell  to  pieces  before  the  curtain  went  up? 

What  if  he  did  not  come  ?     But  her  heart  said  he  would. 

Then  a  fear  that  he  would  not  distinguish  the  rose. 

Where  should  she. put  it  ? 

If  she  had  only  thought  to  have  that  white  boddice  washed  ! 

Would  she  pin  it  over  the  outline  she  called  her  bosom  ? 

It  might  rub  off  in  her  movement  on  the  stage. 

Would  she  put  it  in  her  hair? 

It  might  not  be  seen  there;  that  was  red. 

She  would  wear  it  on  her  bosom. 

She  would  gaze  at  him,  and  when  he  raised  his  lorgnette, 
as  he  was  sure  to  do,  she  would  point  to  it. 

The  evening  came;  the  house  was  full,  an  ocean  of  faces  ! 

Red  faces — bearded  faces. 

White  faces — smooth  faces. 

Long  faces — short  faces. 

She  looked  at  the  end  seat  of  the  first  row  of  the  dress  cir- 
cle.    That  was  vacant. 

He  was  not  there  ! 

False,  false,  false  !     She  could  have  cried. 

But  the  paint  would  not  stand  it. 

She  could  not  take  her  part  in  the  chorus. 

What  made  her  smile  return  so  suddenly? 

What  made  a  flush  mount  to  places  where  the  paint  could 
not  hide  it  ? 

'Twas  he,  'twas  he  !     At  last,  at  last  ! 

He  came,  and  stepping  over  the  crowd  that  filled  the  aisle. 

In  the  end  seat  of  the  first  row  of  the  dress  circle. 

His  eye  sought  her  out;  his  lorgnette  was  raised. 

She  pointed  to  the  rose,  and  smiled. 

He  could  not  help  seeing  the  smile  she  threw. 

And  he  might  see  the  rose. 

He  saw  it  !     His  lorgnette  went  down  suddenly. 

Then  he  stepped  over  the  people  and  went  out. 

Happiness  at  last !    At  last  happiness  ! 

The  broker  was  hers  !  \"isions  of  diamonds,  and  carriages, 
and  horses,  and  dresses  flashed  before  her. 

She  thought  not  of  the  piece.  If  the  stage  manager  had 
spoken  to  her  she  would  have  slapped  his  face.  Was  she 
not  to  sup  with  a  broker?  At  last  the  curtain  fell  The 
long  agony  was  over.  She  looked  ver>-  different  when  she 
had  laid  aside  her  spangled  dress,  and  donned  her  jacket 
and  hat. 

She  caressed  the  flower  in  her  hand. 

Melancholy  fate  !      Julia  insisted  on  going  home  with  her. 

They  left  the  theatre  together. 

Outside  stood  a  man.  'Twas  he  !  Her  heart  gave  a 
bound  as  if  it  would  burst.     Then  it  bounded  back  again. 

'Twas  not  he  ! 

No  sign,  no  sign  of  him.  Could  he  have  broken  his  own 
engagement  ? 


Pretending  to  have  forgotten  something  she  went  back. 

But  no,  he  was  not  there! 

'Twas  no  use  waiting.  He  had  broken  his  promise  and 
her  heart. 

She  was  angr>*.  She  did  not  cry.  She  swore  she  would 
break  his  head  if  she  ever  got  a  chance. 

And  she  went  to  bed,  got  up  next  morning,  and  went  down  : 
to  the  theatre.  ^ 

"  For  Miss  Smugg,"  said  the  box-keeper,  as  he  came  in  with  ■ 
a  letter.  i 

"  Which  Miss  Smugg,"  cried  three  or  four  voices. 

"  Miss  Sallie  Smugg."     And  she  came  tremblingly  forward.  ' 

Something  told  her  'twas  from  the  broker.  " 

She  retired  into  a  corner  to  read  it,  while  all  the  Smuggs 
watched  her  enviously. 

It  ti'iis  from  the  broker. 

"  I  waited  for  you.  You  did  not  come.  Why  did  you  wear  my  rose 
if  you  did  not  mean  to  keep  the  engagement?  Write  and  make  an  ap- 
pointment if  you  will  accept  the  adoration  of  Henry. 

"  Box  1 645 1  P.  O,,  San  Francisco.'' 

So  he  was  not  false  ! 

"  Oh,  the  luxury  of  being  falsely  accused." 

She  refuse  the  adoration  of  a  broker  !     Gracious  heavens! 

But  she  must  be  cautious.     She  must  not  be  too  eager. 

So  she  wrote  a  little  note  : 

"  Df.kre  Henry  :— I  didnt  meen  to  deceeve  you.  i  luked  for  you  ; 
but  I  d  dent  see  you.  I  caried  yur  roas  in  my  hand,  so  as  you  might 
know  me.  Butt  you  wasnt  ther  so  I  went  sir.iie  hoam  with  Julie.  Ill 
luke  for  you  agan  tonite.  Hoppin  yurc  quit  well,  .as  this  leeves  me  att 
present,  Yurc  fond  love,  Sallie  Smugg."' 

She  sent  this  note  to  llenr>-,  "  Poastoffic  Box  16451,  Citty." 

Once  more  the  curtain  rose  on  the  play. 

Once  more  the  "old  spoon  "  came  in  and  sat  in  the  end 
seat  of  the  first  row  of  the  dress-circle. 

O  bliss  1     O  rapture  ! 

He  took  out  an  envelope  from  his  pocket,  and  pretended 
to  write  something  upon  it. 

Then  he  had  received  her  note. 

Again  the  curtain  fell.  Again  she  stole  forth  from  the 
theatre  door  to  fly  to  his  arms. 

But  his  arms  were  not  there. 

He  was  not  t'here. 

Again  that  mufiled  figure  by  the  lamp. 

But  he  took  no  notice. 

Again  she  waited,  again  she  went  back  to  the  theatre,  but 
no  Henry  ! 

Now  she  was  mad,  indeed. 

A  second  disappointment  was  too  much. 

She  called  him  very  bad  names. 

Then  she  went  to  bed  again,  again  got  up  in  the  morning, 
feeling  angr>',  again  went  to  rehearsaL 

Again  that  box-keeper  with  a  letter. 

"For  Miss  Smugg." 

"Which  Miss  Smugg." 

"  Miss  Sallie  Smugg." 

'Twas  the  broker's  handwriting. 

"  Sallie  : — You  are  a  fraud.  You  have  sold  me  twice.  To-night  I 
shall  wail  for  you  again.  I  will  wear  a  light  overcoat  so  that  you  may 
know  me.     Don't  disappoint  me  again,  or  there  will  be  a  row. 

"Henry," 

Then  she  was  angr>'. 

She  wrote  another  little  note. 

"  Hennry  : — Yure  a  fule,  a  wooden-beaded  fule.  If  yu  cannt  dis- 
tinguish better  than  that  yuid  better  get  a  pare  of  dubble  binociers  an 
wear  a  telescope.  I  luked  fur  yu  agane.  Yu  didnt  cum.  If  you  cum 
to-night,  I'll  forgiv  yu ;  but  if  yu  dont  yu  can  go  to  thunnder.  I  kin  get 
plenty  belter  fellers  than  j-u.  S.\llie. 

"  P.  S. — I  will  wear  a  gray  jackiL'* 

And  she  sent  it. 

The  evening  came  once  more. 

There  was  the  "old  spoon"  in  his  accustomed  place. 

As  he  had  done  almost  ever>'  night,  he  took  a  long  look  at 
her  and  disappeared. 

She  was  happy  again.  Her  "broker"  had  seen  her,  and 
to-night  he  would  not  fail  her. 

As  the  play  was  over,  and  the  theatre  door  opened  to  give 
her  egress. 

There  he  stood  surely  this  time. 

There  was  nobody  about. 

The  gray  jacket  amalgamated  with  the  light  overcoat,  while 
a  faint  noise  broke  the  silence,  as  of  the  enthusiastic  meeting 
of.a  small  boy's  palate  with  a  toothsome  gumdrop. 

"Henr>'!" 

"Sallie!" 

"At  last" 

"At  last." 

A  pause, 

"Stop  a  minute  !" 

"  Whats  the  matter,  Henry  ?" 

"  I  think  there's  some  mistake." 

"  I  think  there  is." 

"You  are  not  Sallie." 

"You  are  not  Henr>*." 

And  the  light  overcoat  and  the  gray  jacket  parted  company. 

"  You  are  not  Henry  ?" 

"  I  am  ;  but  you  are  not  Sallie." 

"  I  am." 

"There's  some  mistake," 

It  was  not  her  "broker.'* 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  She  had  made  some  curious  blun- 
der.    This  was  not  the  "old  spoon." 

Who  was  it,  then? 

A  pause  of  a  moment. 

It  was  not  the  Henry  she  had  eicpected  ;  but  what  did  that 
matter  ? 

She  might  as  well  have  an  admirer. 

"  You  are  not  the  Henry  I  thought,  but — " 

"  Well,  you're  not  the  SalHe  I  expected,  but — " 

"  Let's  go  to  supper,  anyway," 

.So  they  went ;  and  she  told  him  all. 

She  described  the  "old  spoon,"  and  where  he  sat. 

Nestling  up  against  Henr>''s  waistcoat,  she  said  tenderly  : 
"  I  wonder  who  the  fool  was  ?" 

Then  Henr\',  struck  by  a  sudden  thought : 

"  By  Jove  !     I  know.  He's  not  a  broker  at  alL  That's 

Note. — From  the  Bugle,  of  October  — .  1878  :  "  If  the  manager  of 
the  California  will  kindly  see  that  his  company  keep  their  eyes  on  the 
stage,  and  do  not  stare  at  the  audience  with  such  marked  expression  of 
interest,  the  performance  will  be  Bore  successfuL" 


\ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS. 


Life. 


Grief  should  be  the  instruciion  of  the  wise ; 
Sorrow  is  knowledge ;  ihey  who  know  the  most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth  ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  fife.     JBvrox 


First  Love. 
Down  under  the  hill,  and  there  under  the  fir- tree 
By  the  spring,  and  looking  far  out  in  the  valley. 
She  stanas  as  she  stood  in  the  glorious  Olden, 
Swinging  her  hat  in  her  right  hand  dimpled ; 
The  other  hand  toys  with  a  honeysuckle 
That  has  tiptoed  up  and  is  trying  to  kiss  her. 
Her  dark  hair  is  twining  her  neck  and  her  temples 
As  tendrils  some  beautiful  Balize  maible. 

"O  ej"es  of  lustre  and  love  and  passion! 

0  radiant  face  like  the  sea-shell  tinted! 
White  cloud  with  the  sunbeams  tangled  in  it  !" 

1  cried,  as  I  stood  m  the  dust  beneath  her, 

And  gazed  on  the  goddess  my  boy- heart  worshipp'd 
With  a  love  and  a  passion,  a  part  of  madness. 

"Dreamer,"  she  said,  and  a  tinge  of  displeasure 
Swept  over  her  face  that  I  should  disturb  her; 

"AH  of  the  fair  world  is  spread  cut  before  you; 
Go  down  and  possess  it  with  love  and  devotion, 
And  heart  ever  tender  and  touching  as  woman's. 
And  life  shall  be  fair  as  the  first  lass  of  morning." 

,   I  turn'd  down  the  pathway,  was  blinded  no  longer: 
Another  was  coming,  tall,  manly,  and  bearded. 

I  built  me  a  shrine  in  the  innermost  temple — 
In  the  innermost  rim  of  the  heart's  red  centre — 
And  placed  her  therein,  sole  possessor  and  priestess. 
And  carved  all  her  words  on  the  walls  of  my  temple. 
They  say  that  he  woo'd  her  there  under  the  fir-tree. 
That  he  won  her  one  eve,  when  the  katydids  mocked  her. 
He  may  have  a  maiden  and  call  her  Merinda; 
But  mine  is  the  one  that  stands  there  forever, 
leisurely  swinging  her  hat  by  the  ribbons. 

They  say  she  is  wedded-     No,  not  my  Merinda, 
For  mine  stands  forever  there  under  the  fir-tree 
Gazing  and  SAs-inging  her  hat  by  the  ribbons. 
They  tell  me  her  children  reach  up  to  my  shoulder. 
*Tis  false.     I  did  see  her  down  under  the  fir-tree 
When  the  stars  were  all  busy  a-weaving  thin  laces 
Made  red  with  their  gold  and  the  moon's  yellow  tresses. 
Slow  swinging  her  hat  as  in  days  of  the  Olden, 

Joaquin  Miller,  in  HarJ>er's  Bazar. 


Little  Tyrant, 
Let  everj-  sound  be  dead ! 

Baby  sleeps. 
The  Emperor  softly  tread  \ 

Baby  sleeps. 
Let  Mozart's  music  stop  ! 
Let  Phidias'  chisel  drop ' 

Baby  sleeps. 
Demosthenes  be  dumb  I 
Our  tyrant's  hour  has  come! 

Baby  steeps.  Geo.  Birdseve, 


To  The  Rainbow. 

0  Iris!  bringing  balm  for  Summer's  tears. 

So  lightly  gliding  down  thy  bridge  of  rose, 
I  know  not  why  my  spirit  drinks  repose 

Soon  as  thy  foot-fall  the  horizon  nears. 

Spell-bound  I  watch  the  crimson-shaded  piers 
As  arch  by  arch  the  blooming  pathway  grows, 
And  where  the  richest  Rush  of  color  glows 

1  trace  thy  trailing  garments.     Sighs  and  fears 

Have  vanished;  in  one  long  and  ardent  gaze 
Thy  steps  1  follow  down  the  heavenly  slope. 

Iris,  be  mine  thy  message  I     Let  thy  rays 
Wrhe  out  how  I  ^vith  destiny  may  cope. 

Ah  I  spanned  with  light  would  be  all  coming  days. 
Could  I  but  read  thy  oracle  of  hope. 

Franxes  L.   Mace,  in  Lipplncoit's. 


An  Autumn  Picture. 
Sky  deep,  intense,  and  wondrous  blue, 
With  clouds  that  sail  the  heavens  through. 

And  mountain  slopes  so  broad  and  fair. 
With  here  and  there,  amongst  the  green, 
A  maple  or  an  ash-tree  seen 

In  glowing  color,  bright  and  rare. 
Green  fields,  where  silverj'  ripples  fade, 
With  cattle  resting  in  the  shade; 

Far  mountains  touched  with  purple  haze, 
That,  like  a  veil  of  morning  mist. 
By  gleams  of  golden  sunlight  kis.sed. 

Seems  but  a  breath  of  by-gone  days. 

And  clover  which  has  bloomed  anew 
Since  shining  scythes  did  cut  it  through. 

And  corn-fields  -ivith  their  harvest  fair, 
And  golden-rod  upon  the  hill, 
-•Vnd  purple  asters  blooming  still. 

And  sunlight  melted  into  air. 

DOR.^.  Read  Goodale,  in  Scribm 


A  White  Camellia. 

Imperial  bloom,  whose  very  curve  we  see 
A  lovely  sculptural  sj-mmetry  control, 

Looking,  in  your  pale,  odorless  apathy. 

Like  the  one  earthly  flower  that  has  no  soul, 

With  all  sweet  radiance  bathed  in  chill  eclipse, 
Pure  shape  of  colorless  majesty,  you  seem 

The  rose  that  Silence  first  laid  on  her  1  ps. 

Far  back  among  the  shadowy  days  of  dream  ! 

By  such  inviolate  calmness  you  are  girt, 

I  aoubt,  while  wondering  at  the  spell  it  weaves. 

If  even  Decay's  dark  hand  shall  dare  to  hurt 
The  marble  immobility'  of  your  leaves  ! 

For  never  sunbeam  yet  had  power  to  melt 
This  virginal  coldness,  absolute  as  though 

Diana's  awful  chastity  still  dwelt 

Regenerate  amid  your  blossoming  snow. 

And  while  my  silent  reverie  deeply  notes 
What  arctic  quietude  in  j'our  blossom  lies, 

A  wandering  thought  across  my  spirit  Boats, 
Like  a  new  bird  along  familiar  skies. 

White  ghost,  in  centuries  past  has  dread  mischance, 
Thus  ruined  your  vivid  warmth,  your  fragrant  breath, 

While  making  you,  by  merciless  ordinance, 

The  first  of  living  flowers  that  gazed  on  death  ? 
Edgar  Fawcett,  in  AHaniic. 


The  Three  Wise  Men. 
Three  wise  old  men  were  they,  were  they. 
Who  went  to  walk  on  a  winter  day. 
One  carried  a  club  to  dig  for  pickles ; 
One  wore  an  ulster  to  keep  off  prickles ; 
The  third,  and  he  was  the  wisest  one. 
To  kill  the  mosquitoes  carried  a  gun. 

"  O  dear !  "  cried  one,   "  three  wise  women  I  see  ! 
The  only  chance  for  our  lives  is  to  flee." 
So  they  ran  till  they  reached  the  great  north  pole, 
And  up  in  the  stealthiest  way  they  stole ; 
But  high  at  the  top  sat  a  Polar  beai. 
Which  filled  the  three  wise  men  with  despair. 

Ona  used  his  club  for  a  parachute ; 
One  from  the  Stock  of  his  gun  did  shoot ; 
The  third,  in  the  ulster,  fainted  away. 
And  there  he'd  have  lain  to  this  very  day, 
If  the  three  old  women  had  not  appeared, 
And  found  them  alt  more  hurt  than  skeercd. 

One  fanned  the  ulster  into  life, 
For  which  he  gladly  made  her  his  wife; 
One  caught  the  club  man  on  her  ladder— 
*Twas  hard  to  tell  which  felt  the  madder; 
And  the  third,  hiefore  he  had  time  to  ask  it, 
Carried  the  sportsman  off  in  her  b:&ket. 

Joel  Brush,  in  St.  Nicholas. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

As  Tiffany  &  Co,  among  jewelers,  or  Aniold,  Con- 
stable &  Co.  among  dr>'  goods  dealers,  so  is  the  firm 
of  H.  P.  Wakelee  iS:  Co.  among  druggists  and  per- 
fumers, and  a  visit  to  their  well  appointed  establish- 
ment will  furnish  proof  that  this  reputation  is  well 
earned.  Among  the  many  novelties  introduced  by 
this  firm  none  have  so  rapidly  assumed  the  highest 
position  in  popular  estimation  as  the  well  known 
"  Camelline,"  and  this  success  is  an  illustration  of 
what  can  be  accomplished  by  patient  e.xertion,  di- 
rected by  science  and  skill.  A  prominent  physician 
of  this  city  some  time  since  called  the  attention  of 
the  firm  to  the  great  injury  lo  health  caused  by  the 
various  preparations  in  use  for  the  improvement  of 
the  complexion,  nearly  all  of  which  contain  large 
quantities  of  lead,  mercury,  and  other  active  poisons. 
A  series  of  careful  and  expensive  experiments  were 
at  once  instituted  for  the  purpose  of  discovering  a 
substitute  for  these  objectionable  compounds,  and 
the  success  which  has  crowned  their  efforts  will  be 
appreciated  when  it  is  stated  that  "Camelline,"  as 
shown  by  chemical  analysis,  is  not  only  free  from  the 
least  trace  of  poisonous  material,  but  is  generally 
pronounced  fai^uperior  to  any  article  heretofore  in 
use.  The  great  desideratum  of  safety  and  efficiency 
■is  thus  attained,  and  ladies  will  find  in  "  Camelline  " 
an  article  exactly  adapted  to  their  requirements. 
Another  preparation  which  has  met  with  great  favor 
is  the  celebrated  "  Aureoline."  manufactured  by  tliis 
house,  identical  in  composition  with  that  of  Robare, 
of  London,  and  surpassing  that  article  on  account  of 
being  freshly  manufactured,  thus  presenting  its  pe- 
culiar properties  in  a  more  active  and  efficient  con- 
dition. As  our  lady  readers  know,  a  few  applications 
of  Wakelee's  "  Aureoline"  changes  the  hair  to  that 
sunny  golden  hue,  the  theme  of  poets  and  an  object 
of  admiration  to  all  lovers  of  the  beautiful.  Among 
the  endless  variety  of  toilet  soaps  displayed  by  this 
firm  one  brand  lately  imported,  in  our  estimation, 
stands  preeminent.  It  is  the  "Savon  Royal.''  from 
the  manufactory  of  Eeckelaer,  of  Brussels,  celebrated 
in  Europe  for  its  deHcate  perfume,  the  odor  of  the 
natural  flower,  and  for  all  the  qualities  desired  in 
soap  for  toilet  use.  Wakelee's  Extra  Cologne,  al- 
though not  new,  demands  attention,  from  the  fact 
that  connoisseurs  in  perfume  claim  that  it  equals 
in  purity  and  permanence  the  famous  colognes  of 
Farina,  Certain  it  is  that  many  of  the  first  families 
of  San  Francisco  have  for  years  used  no  other 
cologne,  purchasing  it  by  the  gallon,  while  bottles  of 
the  various  standard  sizes  in  which  it  is  sold  are 
found  upon  the  toilet  tables  of  many  of  our  city  belles. 
Scarcely  less  popular  are  their  satchet  powders  of 
varied  perfumes,  among  which  we  noticed  Musk, 
Jasmine,  Violet,  Heliotrope,  and  Jockey  Club. 
Among  the  large  stock  of  hair  and  tooth  brushes 
from  the  well  known  Gosnell  &  Sons,  and  Prout  iS: 
Harsant.  of  London,  are  to  be  seen  some  beautiful 
car\'ed  ivory  brushes,  mirrors,  and  toilet  sets  just 
imported  from  Paris,  Another  invoice  will  soon  ar- 
rive, and  we  predict  large  sales  of  these  elegant  testi- 
monials about  holiday  times.  Although  this  house 
has  long  been  noted  for  the  success  with  which  they 
cater  to  the  refined  tastes  of  their  customers,  by  far 
the  most  important  department  of  their  business  re- 
mains to  be  noted.  \Ve  refer  to  their  arrangements 
for  the  importation  of  pure  drugs  and  chemicals  direct 
from  the  leading  manufacturers  of  the  world,  their  ex- 
tensive chemirai  laboratory  for  the  manufacture  of 
medicinal  preparations,  and  the  care  used  in  dispens- 
ing upon  physicians'  prescriptions.  Their  books 
show  that  they  have  thus  prepared  since  the  estab- 
hshment  of  their  business  over  two  million  prescrip- 
tions, and  we  doubt  whether  there  is  another  house 
in  the  United  States  which  has  a  similiar  record. 
Like  all  old  Calitorniaus,  we  have  long  known  this 
firm,  and  we  say  to  those  among  our  readers  who 
desire  anything  new,  rare,  and  elegant  in  the  way  of 
toilet  articles  or  perfumes,  and  those  who  appreciate 
absolute  purity  of  material  and  ski'lful  dispensing  of 
medicines,  to  call  upon  H.  P.  Wakelee  &  Co. 


Millinery. 
Ladies'  soft  felt  bats  are  made  with  generous  brims, 
turned  up  at  either  right  or  left  side,  while  the  oppo- 
site flares  and  drops  low  toward  the  back.  The  trim- 
mings are  mostly  of  black  ostrich  feathers  for  street 
wear,  with  loose  cluster  of  roses.  These  hats  are 
cuned  and  bent  to  any  angle  that  is  believed  to  be  be- 
coming. One  of  the  handsome  and  very  picturesque 
hats,  which  is  now  much  adniired  for  opera  or  even- 
ing party,  is  in  white  felt,  or  in  rich  new  velvets.  Ma- 
roon velvet  is  made  beautifully  effective  by  a  contrast 
of  the  new  green  called  "endive.''  This  shade  ap- 
pears in  a  satin  piping  on  the  edge  of  the  brim,  blend- 
ing with  the  folded  band  of  maroon  velvet  surround- 
ing the  crown.  The  whole  is  crowned  with  loose  out- 
side tips  floating  neglige  over  the  hat.  In  color  they 
partake  of  the  same  greenish-white  shade  above  men- 
tioned. The  '  ■  Beef  eater ''  hat  is  one  of  the  novelties, 
appears  in  soft  felt  of  all  colors,  trimmed  in  velvet 
and  moss  plush — in  light  shades  for  evening,  with 
trimmings  to  match,  W'e  observed  these  latest  styles 
at  the  millinery  establishment  of  Mrs.  E.  T,  Skid- 
more.  1 114  Market  Street,  some  of  the  latest  being  of 
the  Madame  Virot  and  Schneider  modes,  Paris. 


When  Thomas  drove  up  to  deliver  the  usual  quart 
of  mixture,  the  gentleman  of  the  house  kindly  in- 
quired: 

"Thomas,  how  many  quarts  of  milk  do  you  de- 
liver?"' 

"  Ninety-one,  sir." 

"And  how  many  cows  have  you?" 

"  Nine,  sir." 

The  gentleman  made  some  remarks  about  an  early 
spring,  close  of  the  Eastern  war,  and  the  state  of  the 
roads,  and  then  asked: 

"  Say,  Thomas,  how  much  milk  per  day  do  your 
cows  average?  " 

"Seven  quarts,  sir." 

"  Ah,  urn  I  "  said  the  gentleman,  as  he  moved  oft". 

Thomas  looked  after  him,  scratched  his  head,  and 
all  at  once  grew  pale,  as  he  pulled  out  a  short  pencil 
and  began  to  figure  on  the  wagon  cover. 

"  Nine  cows  is  nine,  and  I  set  down  seven  quarts 
under  the  cows,  and  multiply.  That's  sixty-three 
quarts  of  milk.  I  lo!d  him  [  sold  ninety-one  quarts 
per  day.  Si.\ty-threc  from  ninety-one  leaves  twenty- 
eight,  and  none  to  carry.  Now  where  do  I  get  the 
rest  of  the  milk  ?  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  haven't  given 
myself  away  to  one  of  my  best  customers  by  leaving 
a  dumed  big  cavity  in  these  figgcrs  to  be  filled  with 
water !  " 


One-half  of  the  world  don't  know  how  the  other 
half  live — and  it  is  none  of  their  business.  —  Yonktrs 
Gazelle.  If  this  law  were  enforced,  one-half  the 
world  would  be  out  of  business. 


HOW  TO  FURNISH  A  HOME. 

The  Library. 
The  selection  of  a  library  being  a  matter  that  be- 
trays the  intellectual  tastes  and  abilities  of  a  man. 
we  do  not  propose  to  select  a  library  that  will  suit 
every  one.  but  will  offer  a  few  suggestions  to  the  pur- 
chaser of  a  library.  Here  a  grand  panorama  of  iha 
intellectual  ach.evments  of  the  past  are  presented, 
and  it  requires  some  little  care  in  selecting  from  the  j 
myriads  of  books  a  home  library.  We  dropped  into 
the  establishment  of  .\.  Roman  &  Co..  and  looked 
over  his  magnificent  collection  of  these  treasiu"es  of 
the  ages,  and  concluded  we  would  begin  with  "  Fic- 
tion.'' being  desirous  of  first  pleasing  the  ladies,  who, 
it  is  said,  are  passionately  fond  of  this  class  of  read- 
ing. We  observed  a  very  neat  and  pretty  edition  of 
Dickens'  works,  in  thirty  volumes,  bound  in  half  calf; 
also  "  Waverly,''  in  tueiily-five  volumes,  in  the  same 
style  of  binding,  and  Irvings  works,  an  edition  in 
twenty-eight  volumes.  We  noted  also  Lord  Lytton's 
novels,  in  half  calf,  green  and  gold,  a  very  beautiful 
edition;  also  Thackeray's  works.  For  travels,  we  1 
concluded  to  suggest  Hare,  and  Bayard  Taylor,  and  ' 
"  Through  the  Dark  Continent."  by  Stanley  (just  is- 
sued) ;  and  in  literature,  Disreali's  works,  in  nine  vol- 
umes, and  Danforths  English  Literature,  Schiller, 
and  Goethe,  in  half  calf,  blue  and  gold;  also  Taine's 
Histor)'  of  English  Literature,  and  Hallam's  History 
of  English  Literature,  and  the  works  of  Burke.  In 
history  we  would  select  Bancroft  and  Hildreth's  histo- 
ries of  the  United  States,  and  Hume's  and  Martineau's 
and  Macaulay's  histories  of  England;  also  a  very  neat 
edition  of  Parkman's  works,  not  forgetting  Rollin, 
Plutarch,  and  Hallam.  Then  in  poetry,  we  would  of 
course  select  the  best  English  and  American  poets; 
Byron.  Moore,  Shelly.  Shakspeare.  and  Tennyson, 
Longfellow.  Whiiiier.  Holmes,  and  Bryant.  For  Cy- 
clopaedias we  would  want  the  standard.  Johnson's, 
Appleton's.  Chambers,  and  the  "  Brittanica,"  These 
works  above  named  (or  the  library  we  found  very  ele- 
gantly bound,  and  at  comparatively  low  prices.  We 
had  almost  forgotten  the  Juveniles,  which  we  found 
here  in  a  choice  selection  beautifully  illustrated,  and 
we  also  ran  across  some  elegant  gift  volumes  for  the 
holidays.  In  purchasing  a  library  we  found  that 
here  was  one  of  the  places  that  purchasers  should 
visit. 


The  extraordinary  popularity  of  the  "Domestic'' 
sewing  machine  proves  conclusively  its  success  as  one 
of  the  favorites  of  the  home.  Its  almost  noiseless 
motion  and  ease  in  running,  added  to  its  possession 
of  all  the  later  improvements,  led  many  manufactur- 
ers to  imitate  some  of  its  most  valuable  features, 
thereby  acknowledging  its  superiority.  The  "  Do- 
mebiic  "  has  been  steadily  improving  until  it  has  al- 
most attained  perfection.  Among  some  of  its  most 
prominent  later  improvements  may  be  mentioned  the 
new  combination  fly-wheel,  by  which  the  bobbin  may 
be  wound,  without  running  the  machine,  also  the 
self-threading  shuttle,  and  the  self-setting  needle. 


With  Engravings,  Oil  Paintings,  Etc. 
The  surroundings  of  a  home  mould  and  develop 
the  character,  we  are  told  by  a  distinguished  writer. 
If  this  be  so.  then  how  important  it  is  that  those  sur- 
roundings be  elevating  and  ennobling  in  their  effects. 
The  forms  of  beauty  continually  impressed  upon  the 
mind  develop  a  taste  for  the  good,  the  true,  and 
beautiful.  In  this  age  of  art  culture  the  resources  in 
this  direction  are  almost  exhaustless.  Steel  engrav- 
ings with  oil  paintings  have  long  been  popular. 
Etchings,  with  their  effects  in  shading,  are  now  reach- 
ing a  high  place  among  the  works  of  art.  A  new 
process,  called  photogravure,  has  produced  a  new 
feature  in  art,  and  when  adorning  the  walls  of  the 
parlor,  library,  or  saloon,  it  adds  much  to  the  beauty 
of  a  home.  We  found  at  the  establishment  of  E, 
Wolf  S;  Co..  under  the  Palace  Hotel,  some  of  the 
true  specimens  of  art  in  paintings,  engravings,  etc. 
Among  others  in  his  choice  selection  of  etchings  we 
noticed  one  very  fine  work  entitled  "The  Roman  Em- 
peror," by  Alma  Tadema,  Also  an  elegant  series  of 
fifteen  fine  steel  engravings  for  the  library,  by  A.  Lie- 
zen  Mayer,  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  the  modern 
German  artists. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

Illustrated  Hislorj-  of  Ancient  Literature,  Oriental 
and  Classical.  By  John  D.  Quackenbos.  A.  M., 
M.  D.     i2mo $1  50 

Kngland  from  a  Back  Window,  with  Views  of  Scotland 
and  Ireland.  By  J.  M.  Bailey,  the  Danbury  News 
man.     i2mo i  50 

The  American  Colleges  and  the  ."Vmerican  Public 
New  edition.  With  afterthoughts  on  college  and 
school  education.  By  Noah  Porter,  D.  D.,  LL.D. 
1 2mo I  50 

Picciola.     By  X.  B.  Saintine.     With   ten   steel  plates 

by  Leopold  Fleming,     8vo 2  50 

The    Heir  of  Charlton.     A   Novel.     By   May  .\gnes 

Fleming.     i2mo i  50 

Vesta  Vane.     A  Novel.     By  "  L.  King  R."     i2mo. , .   1  50 

Lake  Brte/es.  or  the  Cruise  of  the  Sylvania.  By  Oli- 
ver Optic,     The  Great  Western  Series,     izmo .  1  50 

Live  Boys,  or  Charley  and  Nasho  in  Texas.  A  Nar- 
rative.    By  A.  Morecamp.     izmo 1  00 

A  Woman's  Word,  and  How  She  Kepi  It.  By  Vir- 
ginia F.  Townsend,     i2mo I  5° 

Wordsworth.      A   Biographical   ..iEsihetic  Study,     By 

Geo.  H.  Calvert,     ismo i  ^o 

Songs,  Legends,  and  Ballads.  By  John  Boyle  O'Reilly. 
i2mo 50 

The  .Studio  .A.rts.     By  Elizabeth  Winlhrop  Johnson ...       75 

Shakings.     Etchings   from   the  Naval  Academy.     By 

a  member  of  Class  '67 i  00 

mcRon's 

721  IvLiORKET  St.  S.i^ 


MILWAUKEE    BEER 

Beer  drinkers  will,  on  trial  of  this  superior 
article,  be  convinced  that  it  is  excellent  and 
unsurpassed  by  any  other  in  the  market.  It 
has  a  beautiful  amber  color,  full  body  and 
fine  flavor,  and  is  for  sale  at  all  the  leading 
places  of  resort  in  the  city  and  vicifiity.  We 
request  a  trial. 

CUTTING  &  MURRAY, 

Sole  Agents,  206  Front  Street,  S.  F. 


KURRACHJE  RUGS! 

A  SK  FOR  THEM  IN  THE  LEAD- 

ing  Carpet  Stores.     Manufactured  by 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO., 

3S  Geary  Street, 


CALIFORNIA 


My  family  use  California  Root  Tea,  and 
find  it  the  best  and  cheapest  medicinal  prep- 
aration they  have  ever  had.  It  is  a  natural 
remedy,  not -a  nostrum. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "Worth''  Princess  Suits.  Skins,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets  ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  B.-\KER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


The  courts  are  beginning  to  take  notice  of  the  rela- 
tions of  an  editor  toward  persons  with  whom  he  is 
brought  into  confidential  relations.  -A.  Rochester 
newspaper  man.  \\  ho  was  called  upon  to  testify  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  he  obtained  certain  information 
published  in  his  paper  bearing  on  a  case  at  issue  in 
court,  declined  to  answer,  alleging  that  a  disclosure, 
by  him  of  the  name  of  his  informant  would  seriously 
injure  his  business  as  the  publisher  of  a  newspaper. 
and  that  as  the  information  had  been  imparted  to 
him  under  the  pledge  of  secrecy  as  to  the  informant, 
he  was  as  privileged  as  a  lawyer  who  has  received 
disclosures  from  his  client.  The  court  took  his  view 
of  the  case. 


Ladies,  why  don't  you  get  your  riding  habits  made 
at  Burri  Fink's,  corner  Post  and  Montgomery  Streets, 
over  Hibernia  Bank? 


The  finest  baths  are  at  the  Terrace.  Alameda. 


Cumer,  103  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  PlC- 
ti;re  Frames. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Encu  Johnson  &  Co..  509  South  Tenth  Street.  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 


A  little  daughter  of  a  Connecticut  clergyman  was 
left  one  day  lo  "  lend  door,"  and.  obeying  a  summons 
of  the  bell,  she  found  a  gentleman  on  the  steps,  who 
wished  to  see  her  father.  "  Father  isn't  in, ''said  she. 
"  but  if  it  is  anything  about  your  soul  I  can  attend  to 
you  :  I  know  the  whole  plan  of  salvation." 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


Go  to  the  Terrace  Swimming  Baths.  Alameda. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Velvet  Frames. 


BUTTERICK'S 

PATTERNS--1NOV.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco, 


BUSINESS 
COLLECE, 

No.  24  Post  Street, 

BAN  FEASCIfiCO,  CAL. 

Opposite  Mectianics'  Institute. 
TMPARTS  A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches, 
French,  Gernian.  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Ttlegraphy,  This 
school  having  greater  facilitie*,  and  enjoying  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of  the 
public. 

LIST    OF    FACCLTV. 

E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C.  Woodbury, 

H.  M.  Stearns,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C.  Woodbur>-,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  .\.  Chesnutwood,  Mrs.  \V.  J.  Hamilton, 

A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Seregni. 

R.  Sorcini,  Geo.  Jebcns, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillen. 

For  full   particulars,  call   at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.  P.   HEALD. 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


J.J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


R. 


C.  MOWBRAY,  M.D.,  DENTIST 

224  .STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 


A 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

TTORNE  y  AND  COUNSELOR  A  T 

Law.  No.  30Q  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  S.\LE  BY 
JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


INTEKLLPILU  LETTERS, 


Sas   Fran{:islu.  Novl'iuIht  7.  1878. 
Mv  Dear  Madcv.  .—I  need  hardly  lell  you  that 
wc  devoted  Mondav  night  to  fLirn  Morris,     So  did 
a  great  many  other  people,  for  the  house  was  full ; 
and  thev  put  on  their  best  bib  and  tucker  to  do  honor 
to  the  occasion.    ITiere  were  quantities  of  white  bon- 
nets out.  and  a  few  r-ish  creatures  even  ventured  upon 
opera  cloaks.     In  fact,  there  w;is  quite  a  general  re- 
alixalion  that  the  coming  of  the  emotional  Clara  was 
an  e%eni.  and.  you  know,  wc  women  always  signalize 
these  things  by  putting  on  our  war-i>aint.     A  few- 
people,  who  had  not  found  out  that  Mist  A/uZ/oh  was 
£uje  LvfiHe  hash,  were  quite  disgusted  with  them- 
selves for  having  invested  three  dollars  in  the  same 
old  cry.  but  the  actress  herself  was  the  attraction  after 
all     1  can  not  see  where  Miss  Multon  is  any  im- 
proven>eni  on  East  Lvhhc.  even  if  it  is  French.     I 
dont believe  I  like  the'dignified  "  Miss  Osborne  '  as 
well  as  the  irascible  '•  Miss  Comey,"  nor  "  Mathildc'* 
as  well  as  pretty  "  Barbara   Hare.*'     I    know  that 
•'  Maurice  de  Ljiour"  is  a  perfect  No^m  Zembia  be- 
side ".Xrchibald  Carlylc,"  and  "  .Miss  Multons"  sin 
is  not  so  eisily  forgiven  as  that  of  *"  Isabel."    Of 
course  the  French  excel  in  the  more  delicate  lines  of 
character-drawine.  and  they  h.ive  an  incomparable 
gloss  of  finish.    1  \r.uted  with  some  curiosity  to  see 
how  -Miss  Morris  would  make  up  as  a  middle-aged 
woman,  but  I  found  that  she  did  nothing  ol  th«sort. 
It  is  true  she  wears  a  luxuriant  crop  of  silver-gray 
hair,  but  there  is  so  much  of  it  that  it  suggests  pre- 
mature grayness.     I  really  can  not  tell  you  whether 
her  face  was  niade  up  or  not  ;  in  repose  it  looked  fresh 
and  blooming,  but,  at  moments,  it  became  compleiely 
lran>figured— old.  haggard, drawn,  agoniied.     I  never 
experienced  so  much  uneasiness  for  a  stranger  in  the 
whole  course  of  my  life.     I   had  heard  and  read  so 
much  of  Clara  Morris  paroxysms  of  pain,  and  the 
signs  were  so  re:il,  thai  1  did  not  know  half  the  time 
whether  it  was  Clara  Morris  or  "  Miss  Multon  ''  that 
was  suffering.     It  was  with  inexpressible  relief  that  1 
saw  her  called  before  the  curtain  after  each  act.    What 
a  peculiar  way  she  has  when  thus  called,  of  appeir- 
ing  with  a  face  full  of  siuh  unutterable  sorrow  that 
she  might  sit  for  the  "Mater  Dolorosa,"  and  then 
breaking  suddenly  into  a  smile  of  such  positive  glad- 
ness that  her  eyes  dance.     My  dear  girl,  that  smile 
relieved  me  wonderfully.     I  dislike  to  be  playi-d  upon 
like  a  harpsichord,  but  1  am  obliged  to  submit  to  it 
when  I  go  to  see  Clara  .Morris.    You  will  be  surprised. 
therefore,  when  I  tell  you  that  through  the  first  act 
and  half  the  second  1  was  the  victim  of  disappoini- 
mcnL     Miss  Morris,  for  some  strange  reason,  has 
chosen  to  affect  in  the  earlier  scenes  that  preternat- 
urally  quiet  manner  which   Rose  Eytinge  employs  so 
much.     She  sank  her  voice  to  such  a  low  pitch  that 
we  could  not  hear  the  spoken  lines  at  all.  and  they 
must  have  had  some  difficulty  in  catching  ht:r  words 
even  upon  the  stage.     She  was  nerveless,  geslureless. 
almost  voiceless.     I   never  conversed   but   once  v.  it  h 
this  sort  of  woman,  and  she  was  a  lunatic.     It  only 
look  me  five  min-nes  to  find  out  she  was  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare.     Then   the  stillness  seemed  ominous. 
There  is    something  catty  about    these  ultra-quiei 
women,  and  I  momcnunly  expected  her  lo  spring  on 
to  me  and  throttle   m»^.     Miss   Kytinge's  quiet  never 
affected  me,  she  was  too  transparently  artificial ;  but 
1  do  not  like  to  see  a  great  genius  hke  Clara  Morris 
descend  to  such  sharp  contrasts  to  produce  effect  any 
more  than  I  like  to  see  her  black  her  gums  to  make 
her  teeth  white.     What  an  odious  detail  of  the  make- 
up is  this  same  gum   blacking.     I  wonder  that  so 
sfirituilU  a  creature  can   use  it.  and  she  so  dainty, 
too.     She  was  a  picture  in  her  dress  of  that  rare  pure 
gray  which  is  innocent  of  drab,  so  perfect  a  gray  in- 
deed as  to  seem  a  continuation   of  her  abundant 
locks.     .Shcclianged  her  dress  later  to  a  wine  colored 
merino,  and  looked  more  entertaining  than  ever.      I 
did  not  quite  feel  that  we  had  Clara  Morris  back  until 
she  began  to  express  the  instinct  of  the  mother  in 
her  intcri-iew  with   poor  old  •'  Mr.  Behn."  the  tutor, 
which  port  Mr.  Bradley  played  with  a  full  apprecia- 
tion of  the  old  gentleman's  uncomfortable  position  in 
Ihe  crater  of  a  domestic  volcano.    From  thai  moment 
to  the  ead  she  was  simply  perfect.     Her  genius  tends 
lothe  dcUoeation  of  morbid  passion,  but  it-is  superb. 
She  has  lost  much  of  the  old  twang  which  used  to 
offend   the  ear.     I  only  caught  it  twice,  and  1  think 
she  caught  it  at  precisely  the  same  moment,  for  it  dis- 
appeared in  the  next  sentence  each    time.     She  has 
improved  as  .all  great  ones  do.     The  last  act  is  an  ac 
cumuLition  of  agony,  woe  piled  upon  woe,  and  about 
the   most    uncomlorLiblc    dramatic    bit    1    ever   sat 
through,      t  shall  not    soon  forget    her  face  bleached 
to  dciulity  whiteness,  nor  her  subtle  knowledge  of  an 
mval  d*s  fancies.     Upon  my  word   1  felt  as  if  I  had 
the  typhoid  fei.'er  for  about  fifteen  minutes,  there  was 
such   an  echo  of  old   suffering   in  her  pec\ish  im- 
patience,  in  her  broken,  unnatural  voice,  and  that 
strange  fancv  of  the  fever-stricken,  an  irrelevant  sen- 
tence coming  into  otie's  head  and  dinning  itself  into 
one's  brain  wuh  a  hundrerl  variations.      It  is  simply 
wonderfuL  Madge.     Go  and  see  her.     The  stage  was 
mounted  very  handsomely,  and  she  was  excellently 
well    supported.      Mr.    Morrison    as    '"de    La  tour  ' 
dusted  his  temples  with  the  powder  puff.     This  was 
his  concession  to  middle  age.     I  obscr\c  that  a  great 
many  actors  will  consent  to  this  temple  lock  of  gray. 
btit  draw  no  wrinkle  on  their  faces.     Miss  Corcoran 
pl.iyrd  "  Maihilde"  in  a  succession  of  green  dresses. 
the  first  arsenic  green,  the  second  Nile  green,  ihekist 
Ixjltlc  green,  or  peacock  green,  or  something  in  that 
fine.     It  w.is  a  pretty  steep  tmderiaking   for  her.  but 
she  managed  the  situation  very  well.     She  will  be 
an  actress   some   day.      The  children    were    played 
by   Miss  Henrie  Bascombe    and   Miss  Ida  .\ubrey. 
Miss  Bascombe  has  considerable  unformed  talent, 
which  answers  very  well  in  a  child's  pan  like  this,  and 
she  got  a  round  of  applause  for  her  longest  speech, 
which  seemed  to  dj  the  little  girl  a  great  deal  of 
good.  Why  not  ?  Who  does  not  like  applause.    Miss 
Ida  Atibny  is  precocious.    I  newl  teU  yoti  no  more 


than  ihaL  I  was  glad  to  see  "  Joskyns  Tubbs "'  Jen- 
nings back  again,  and  almost  felt  as  if  that  delightful 
little  Maud  Harrison  might  fly  in  at  any  moment. 
He  made  a  very  nice  old  doctor,  with  a  crusty  exte- 
rior, and  a  heart  of  gold.  I  am  inclined  lo  think  him 
a  little  monotonous,  but  he  has  been  good  in  every- 
thing that  he  has  played  in  San  Francisco.  Miss 
Wilkes  electrified  us  by  breaking  out  in  a  stave  or 
two  of — 

"  My  sweet  Johanna  that  lives  in  Uarlcm  Laiie." 

This  for  her  is  positively  frisky.  I  should  never 
have  suspected  her  of  singing  anything  more  cheerful 
than  ""Stabat  Mater."  She  has  a  quiet,  pleasing 
manner,  and  is  very  nice  if  they  cast  her  properly.  1 
observed  that  many  sought  an  antidote  to  Miss  Mat- 
tiyn  by  going  to  sec  Rotimon  Crusoe  ne.\l  night. 
Strange — is  it  not?— that  Boston  successes  will  not  do 
here.  Hioxi-'ntha  was  a  failure,  and  Rcbinson  Crusoe 
is  a  hit.  I  must  indulge  for  once  in  the  womanly 
privilege  of  saying '•  I  told  you  so.'*  Miss  Atherton 
is  a  pretty  woman — I  may  say  a  beautiful  woman — 
and  she  is  a  good  burlesque  actress,  too  I  wish  vou 
could  s*e  her  in  her  suit  of  goat  skin,  with  only  a  dash 
of  color  let  in,  in  the  shape  of  a  red  « ing  in  her  cap. 
and  a  set  of  red  ribs  in  her  white  Jajxinese  umbrella. 
I  remember  the  cudgeling  of  brains  Lydia  Thomp- 
son had  to  conjure  up  this  costume,  and  what  a  hit  it 
wfis.  The  corresiwndcnts  thought  it  sufficiently  a 
triumph  of  art  to  send  descriptions  of  it  all  over  tlie 
counir>'.  To  read  them  one  would  think  that  the 
hide  burlesque  qut-en  must  have  looked  like  a  moving 
mountain  of  perpetual  snow.  Bui  Miss  Atherton 
does  not  look  at  all  lik«  that.  She  has  a  command- 
ing carriage,  and  seems  quite  unincumbered.  She 
sang  a  laughing  song  with  Willie  Edouin  in  very 
jolly  style.  I  do  not  think  she  has  much  natural 
vivacity,  but  she  has  stage  exi>erience,  and  she  has  a 
look  of  Maggie  Moore  which,  to  us,  makes  her  seem 
merry,  whether  or  no.  A  propos  of  resemblances, 
they  cast  the  full  blaze  of  the  calcium  light  on  Miss 
Searle  the  other  night  while  she  was  singing — singing 
exquisitely,  too — and  for  a  moment  she  was  the  pic- 
ture of  what  Minnie  Walton  used  to  be  in  the  glory 
of  her  beauty,  when  Cherry  and  Fair  Star  was  run- 
ning at  the  old  California.  Poor  old  house,  it  has 
seen  some  jolly  times.  They  have  been  reviving  the 
lig.il  of  other  days  up  there,  in  the  shape  of  Frank 
Lawlor's  "John  .Mellish."  a  remarkably  fine  piece  of 
acting,  which  has  failed  to  draw.  It  ought  to  have 
done  better  on  its  merits  alone,  but  the  impression 
was  abrcid  that  it  was  only  put  on  as  a  makeshift 
until  the  arrival  of  -Ada  Cavendish,  and  makeshifts 
never  draw.  But  lo  return  lo  Crusoe.  Little  Bella 
Chapman  put  on  a  bewitching  and  much  abbreviated 
set  of  skirls  this  week,  and  skipped  about  like  a  lillle 
huiaming  bird,  introduced  a  song  and  dance,  a  hor- 
rid clog  dance  by  the  way,  and  added  one  of  the  fun- 
niest little  baby  winks  to  her  little  repertoire.  She  is 
vastly  amusing  to  me.  I  have  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion thai  Mr.  Rice  has  brought  a  very  good  burle-^que 
troupe  with  him.  and  I  think  he  thinks  so  loo.  for  he 
sat  in  front  ihe  other  nighi  and  applauded  vigorously. 
I  never  saw  a  man  enjoy  anything  as  he  enjoyed  his 
own  show.  Willie  Edouin's  man  "  Friday  "  is  quite 
as  remarkable  a  piece  of  acting  as  report  made  it. 
Burlesques  always  fizzle  out  toward  the  end,  but  in 
the  fifsl  part  there  is  more  in  "  Friday ''  than  can  be 
lakcn  in  with  a  passing  sense  of  pleased  amusement. 
His  difficulties  with  the  English  language  are  very 
amusing  and  the  witticisms  very  happy,  Willie 
Edouin  was  always  an  athlete,  of  a  parliaularly  elas- 
tic kind,  but  he  divides  his  laurels  in  this  troupe.  I 
never  saw  such  an  india-rubbery  set  of  men  in  my 
life.  They  are  all  good  dancers,  and  ihe  trail  of  the 
"Lone  Fisherman"  is  over  them  all.  (.Also  I  saw 
several  yards  of  the  Evntigeline  ball  fringe.)  Harry 
Dixey,  whom  I  think  I  remember  as  the  elastic  police- 
man, has  a  particular  genius  for  contorting  himself. 
As  for  I-ou  Harrison,  he  made  quite  a  hit  as  the  bold 
buccaneer,  and  only  needs  a  big  voice,  which  may 
come  with  lime.  He  is  deeply  imbued  with  the  true 
spirit  of  burlesque,  and  accomplished  a  series  of  the 
most  extraordinary  exits  and  entrances.  In  fact  Rob- 
inson Crusoe  is  a  jolly  burlesque;  the  music  is  well-se- 
lecled.  and  there  is  not  a  weak  one  in  the  cast  so  far 
as  the  prominent  parts  are  concerned.  Why  is  it  not 
always  so  ?  Lillle  Oales  and  the  I.ittle  Duke  continue 
lo  attract  at  the  Bush  Street  Theatre.  They  intended 
to  replace  it  with  La  Marjolaine,  but  the  public  cried 
for  more  Duke,  so  they  have  been  indulged.  I  doubt 
if  they  will  permit  it  to  be  withdrawn  even  on  Mon- 
day, lor  its  music  grows^  upon  the  fancy  with  con- 
slant  hearing.  Every  one  has  caught  fragments  of 
it  here  and  there,  and  whistle,  hum.  or  pick  it  out  on 
the  piano,  in  the  most  distracted  manner.  It  is  really 
trying  to  pass  a  house  in  the  piano  quarter,  for  the 
strains  of  "  Poor  Utile  man  "  float  through  every  win- 
dow with  all  its  poor  little  accidental  notes  fearfully 
mangled,  while  some  few  have  been  bold  enough  to 
attempt  "  If  you  refuse  my  just  demand,''  and  are 
beating  the  martial  measure  of  "  To  the  camp.''  It  is 
whispered  that  the  music  of  La  Marjolaine  is  even 
prettier.  Bui  I  doubt  it.  There  are  rarely  two  such 
hits  in  a  season.  I  will  send  you  an  arrangement  of 
both  operas  as  soon  as  they  are  issued,  but  the  music 
dealers  are  very  slow  in  gelling  them  out.  For  the 
present  adieu.  Yours,  Betsv  B. 


B 


USH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Charles  E.  Locks Proprietor. 


MATINEE 
TO-DAY, 

TO-NIGHT,  &. 

TO-MORROW 
SUNDAY 
EVENING 


LAST 

PERFORMANCES 

OF 

LE 

PETIT 

DUG. 


MONDA  Y NOVEMBER  nth 

First  rendition  in  English  of  the  vivacious  Comic  Opera,  in 

three  acts,  by  M.  Cli^vs.  Lecocq,  author  of  Girotlc- 

Girofla,  Mme.  Angot,  and  ^c  Petit  Due, 

LA 
MARJOLAINE 


Railroad  matters  in  the  W'estem  Addition  are  be- 
ginning to  assume  something  like  a  tangible  and 
practical  shape.  This  portion  of  our  ciiy,  by  reason 
of  its  water  view,  perfection  of  drainage,  freedom 
from  dust,  and  health  consequent  upon  pure  air  and 
good  drainage,  is  ihe  most  desirable  for  residences  of 
any  part  of  the  peninsula.  For  long  years  it  has  been 
cursed  by  a  most  vexatious  railroad  system,  and  has 
been  retarded  in  its  settlement  and  hindered  in  its 
prosperity.  The  building  of  the  CaUfomia  Street 
Railroad  has  worked  a  miraculous  change,  and  this 
part  of  the  city  is  now  bi^inning  to  feel  the  influence 
of  a  railroad  well  constructed,  well  managed,  and 
run  in  sympathy  with  the  people  who  support  it. 
California  Street,  from  Polk  Streer  west,  will  be  an 
avenue  of  Palaces.  "California  Heights,**  as  this 
part  of  the  town  has  been  very  properly  named,  will 
in  time  become  the  location  of  the  mo^l  elegant  resi- 
dences of  the  city,  and  will  contest  with  Nob  Hill  its 
claim  lo  be  considered  as  the  aristocratic  quarter.  A 
new  cable  road  is  to  be  constructed  out  Montgomery 
.Avenue,  through  Cnion  .Street,  lo  the  Presidio.  Cali- 
fornia Street  road  is  to  be  extended  direct  lo  the 
Ocean,  thus  opening  up  lo  residences  another  range 
of  heights,  called  "  Pacific  Heights,''  overlooking  the 
bay,  ocean,  and  Golden  Gate.  When  the  Union 
Street  road  is  built,  and  the  Clay  Street  road  extend- 
ed— as  it  must  eventually  be— and  the  California 
Street  road  is  run  lo  the  ocean  beach,  the  Western 
addition  will  be  the  place  for  elegant  homes. 


C 


'AUFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Bartok  &  Lawlor. Managbh 

Barton  Hill Acting  Managb 


ALICE  DATES 

AS    "LA   MARJOLAINE," 

Supported  by  the 

ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  CO. 


Exquisite  Costumes  from  Pat  is. 

New  Scenery  by  Graham. 


C 


ORRESPONDENCE. 


Walter  M.  Leman,  Esq. — Dear  Sir:  In  compliance 
with  public  sentiment,  and  in  recognition  of  the  claim  whicli 
an  honorable  and  almost  unpreccdentiy  long  professional 
career  of  more  than  half  a  centur>'  (twenty-five  years  of 
which  have  been  spent  on  the  Pacific  coast)  gives  you  to  the 
remembrance  of  Californians,  we  tender  you  on  their  behalf, 
as  a  token  of  the  esteem  felt  for  you  as  an  artist  2nd  a  man 
by  the  citi7ens  of  San  Francisco,  a  SE.MI-CENTENNIAL 
COMPLIMENTARY  TESTl.MONIAL,  at  the  Grand 
Opera  House,  on  the  evening  of  Satikdav,  Nov.  16, 

In  the  hope  that  it  may  be  indeed  a  Golden  Benefit,  we 
remain,  with  great  respect,  your  obedient  servanlSf 


Hon.  A,  J,  Brj'ant, 
D.  J.  Staples, 
Hall  McMlister, 
Wm.  G.  Badger, 
Hcnr^'  M.  Black, 
Hon.  Phil.  Roach, 
A.  W.  Von  Schmidt, 
Paul  Morrill, 
Geo.  W.  Granniss, 
Matthias  Gray, 
Sam.  C.  Harding, 
F.  W.  \a.n  Reynegom, 


Hon.  Sam'l  H.  Dwindle, 

Jacob  Shew, 

J.  P.  H.  Wenlworth, 

W.  C.  Randolph, 

Dr.  J.  M.  MacNulty, 

Dr.  R.  Beverly  Cole, 

A.  N.  Towne, 

A.  W.  Stott, 

Ed.  Cahill, 

J.  A.  Jones, 

R.  W.  Graves 

C.  G.  Jones, 


J.  K.  Wilson. 


To  Hon.  A.  J.  Brvant  and  Committee  of  Citi- 
zens— Gentlemen  :  I  acept  the  compliment  tendered  me 
with  a  high  appreciation  of  the  Haltering  terms  in  which  it 
is  conveyed,  and  assure  you,  with  a  heart  grateful  for  your 
kindness,  that  no  more  gratifying  incident  has  marked  my 
long  experience  of  fifty-one  ycai-s  on  the  stage. 
I  remain  your  obliged  servant, 

WALTER  M.  LEMAN. 


MR.  FRAZER, 

(Late  of  New  York), 

DISTINGUISHED  PROFESSOR  OF 

MODERN  SOCIETY  DANCING. 

Private  Schooling  Exclusively. 
ROUND  DANCING  A  SPECIALTY 


Monday,  November    11,  for  one  week   only,  special  revi* 

after  the  most  elaborate  preparation  of  the 

Janctt  i  Palmer  version  of 

UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN. 

Now  being  played  with  unprecedented  success  in  the  tov     1*^ 
and  cities  of  Great  Britain. 


New  and   magnificent   scenery   by  Voegtlin,  includii,^ 
grtMt  Plantation  Scene  and  tht  wwiiik-rful  .-Vpoilicoiis, 

BEAUTIFUL  GATES  AJAR. 

Novel  mechajiical  cflTccts  by  Stackhouse  and  assistants, 
perfect  cast  of  characters. 

ALICE  KINGSBURY  AS  TOPSY. 

And  a  host  of  Real  Colored  Vocalists  in  their  Jubilee  Son 
and  Specialties.     The  entire  production  on  a  scile 
never  before  attempted  in  ihis  city. 


Monday,  No 


18,  first  appearance  hci 
Englibh  Actress, 


of  the  world  f 


ADA  CAVENDISH. 


B 


ALDIVINS   THEATRE. 


Thomas  Maguike Managi 

K.    LVSTER ACTING    MaNAGI 

G.  R.  Chii-man Tkkasurj 


The   Dram.itic  Event  of  the  Season— Engagement  of 
Greatest  Actress  of  the  Day, 

CLARA  MORRIS,  ^ 

Supported  by  the  great  legitimate  Company  of  thi\  Theft' 
This  (Saturday)  afternoon  at  ?  o'clock, 

MISS   MULTON. 


This  (Saturd.iy)  evening.  Nov.  9,  Miss  Clara  Morris  as  Ll 
Elizabeth  Frcclovc  in  the  Comedy  uf 

A  DAY  AFTER  THE  WEDDIN( 


Sunday  evening,  Nov.  10,  special  and   last  pcrfornL-ino 

PROOF  POSITIVE. 


Monday  evening,   Nov.  .i,  CLARA  MORRIS  as 

MISS   MULTON. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE.— In  consequence  of  the  great 
pcnsc  attendant  on  the  engagement  of  Clara  Morris, 
prices  to  the  Matinee  will  be  the  same  as  at  night. 


VTANDARD  THEATRE. 

*~-^  Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Keai 

Lesske  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennr 

Business  Manager P.  H.  Kir 


CROWDED— CROWDED— CROWDED, 
Nightly  by   the   elite   and    fashion   of  the   city   to  wit) 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY, 

In  the   charming   Musical  Erglish  Burlesque,  replete  l 
choice  Songs  and  Sparkling  Opera  Bouffe  Music, 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE,  ESQUIR 
ROBINSON  CRUSOE,  ESQUIR 

MAN  FRIDAY, 
MAN  FRIDAY, 

EVERY  EVENING  INCLUDING  SUNDAY. 


ONLY   ROBINSON   CRUSOE  MATINEE   TO-t 
at  2  r.  M. 
iar  Seats  at  the  box  office. 


/ 


WOULD   MOST  RESPECTFULLY 

call  the  attention  of  parents,  and  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  San  P'rancisco,  Oakland,  and  vicinity,  to  my 
eight-page  circular,  containing  full  information  upon  the 
treatment  of  Round  Dancing,  etc.,  and  why  so  .many  fail 
IN  THE  ART.  Rcad  Carefully  all  the  circular  contains,  and 
I  venture  to  say  the  advantages  offered  will  please  you.  I 
EXACT  KO  TtJiTlo.s  where  I  fail  in  my  undertakings. 

J.  W1LLIA.M  FRAZER. 

Circulars  at  M.  Gray's  Music   Store,  105  Kearny  Street, 
San  Francisco,  and  W,  B.  Hardy's,  Broadway,  Oakland. 


Where  can  one  thoroughly  enjoy  a  swim  ? 
Terrace  SwinuniDg  Baths,  Alameda. 


One  of  the  most  remarkable  of  books  is  a  recently 
published  work  by  Mr.  J.  Stanley  Grimes,  entitled 
Mysteries  of  the  Head  and  the  Heart  Explained. 
There  are,  we  take  it,  certain  mysteries  of  the  heart 
which  can  not  be  explained  by  the  wisest  head  ;  and 
the  head  has  also  its  mysteries,  of  which  the  explana- 
tion must  be  sought  in  the  heart — and  will  be  .sought 
in  vain.  Nevertheless,  some  of  the  dark  comers  of 
each  receive  revealing  beams  of  light  in  Mr,  Grimes' 
book;  the  sources  of  feeling  and  thought,  which,  like 
those  of  the  Nile,  have  been  for  ages  hidden  in  deep- 
est obscurity,  being  here  traced  and  mapped  with  such 
surprising  accuracy  that  the  reader  stands  astonished 
at  his  own  lack  of  penetration.  The  work  is  pub- 
lished byW.  B.  Keen  &  Co.,  of  Chicago;  for  sale  by 
Billings,  Harboume  &  Co. ,  No.  3  Montgomery  Street. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEE 

New  Greece.     By  Lewis  Sargeant.     Cloth $ 

The  Europeans.     A  novel.     By  Henry  James,  Jr.    do 

The  Histor>'  of  Indian  Literature.  By  Albrechl  Web- 
er.    Cloth 

The  Bible  of  To-day.     By  J.  W.  Chadwick.     Cloth.. 

Thanatopsis.  By  William  Cullcn  Bryant.  8vo,  ill., 
cloth 

Palissy  the  Potter.     By  Prof.  Moxley.     Cloth 

Jean  Teterol's  Idea.  By  Victor  Cnerbuliez.  Cloth, 
S I ;  paper 

Grammar  Land.     By  M.   L.  Nesbitt.     Cloth 

Dai-iy  Thornton.     A  novel.     By  MaryJ.  Holmes.  CIo 

A  Wom.in's  Word.  A  novel.  By  Virginia  F.  Town- 
send.     Cloth 

American  Colleges— Their  Students  and  Work.  By 
C.  F.  Thwing.     Cloth 

The  Haunted  House.  A  novel.  By  Wilkic  Collins. 
Paper 

Play  Days.     By  Sarah  A  Jcwetl.     Cloth 

St.  Nicholas.     Bound  volume,  1878.     Cloth 

Just  received,  a  large  assortment  of  New  Juveniles. 


BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  8l  C( 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


Gentlemen  desirous  of  the  neatness,  elegance,  and 
comfort  of  a  perfect-fitting  suit  of  clothes— business 
or  dress — will,  as  a  matter  of  satisfaction,  do  business 
with  Burr  &  Fmk,  fashionable  tailoring  emporium, 
comer  of  Montgomery  and  Post  Streets,  over  Hiber- 
Dia  Bank. 


The  photographs  of  Messrs.  Dames  &  Hayes, 
Market  Street,  are  described  by  the  lively  femal< 
our  species  as  "just  too  sweet  for  anything  !  " 
art  critic,  w  ith-the  moderation  that  comes  of  a  trai, 
judgment,  nods  his  confirming  head  and  says,  " 
bet ! "  Thus  appears  the  duality  of  the  bases  of  1 
it  is  in  the  feelings  and  in  the  intellect.  The  sens 
beauty  is  catholic,  universal,  and  Messrs,  Dame 
Hayes  are  its  prophets  and  "ministers  of  gra 
Evpry  picture  that  bears  their  imprint  is  a  schoc 
art.  O  Rafaelle,  Rafaelle  !  if  you  could  have  had 
advantage  of  their  study  ! 

Attention  is  called  lo  an  advertisement  in  ano 
column  of  J.  William  Frazer,  the  famous  New  \ 
professor  of  dancing,  who  intends  to  locate  liere_ 
instruct  in  the  Terpsichorean  art — making  as]"'~ 
of  private  lessons  in  round  dancing,  as  preli 
to  the  accomplishment  of  graceful  quadril" 
entirely  new,  novel,  and  sensible  method, 
his  circiUar. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


HOW  TO  FURNISH  A  HOME. 

[continued  from  eleventh  page.] 


With  Mantels,    Rang-esJ  etc. 
le  marbleized  iron  mantels  so  closely  imitating 
choicest  foreign  and  American  ancient  and  mod- 
marbles  have  reached  a  perfection  that  can  hardly 
realized.      In  the  imitation   of  agate.   Egyptian, 
is  lazuli,  red  and  gray  porphyry,  and  every  species 
narble  is  so  close  as  to  almost  deceive  the  eye  of 
expert;  the  most  difificult  imitations  of  mahogany, 
isewood,    English,   French,   and  American  walnut, 
id  various  other  woods,  with  veneeering  in  French 
'alnut  or  California  laurel,  are,  in  a  \vord,  one  of 
lie  wonders  of  the  age.      They  are  superior  to  the 

It  qualities  of  slate  and  marble  for  mantelpieces, 
'ardness  of  finish,  which  makes  them  impervious  to 
:ains  either  of  smoke,  oils,  or  acids,  and  in  their  soft, 
ch  color,  which  harmonizes  more  with  the  furniture, 
["his  new  production  has  now  become  fashionable, 
id  in  furnishing  a  home  one  of  the  most  durable  or- 
Jamentations.  Open  fire  places  are  superseding  the 
tove  for  the  parlor,  library,  and  salon  in  the  city,  and 
hen  adorned  with  these  mantels  finished  with  Black 
pan,  nickel  plate,  and  trimmed  with  gilt,  bronze,  or 
ickel  trimmings,  their  elegance  can  only  be  known 
'hen  seen.  We  observed  these  beautiful  mantel*;  at 
le  large  establishment  of  W.  W.  Montague  &  Co., 
Lttery  Street,  where  they  may  be  obtained  at  rates 
luch  less  than  the  cost  of  slate  or  marble,  and  in 
leir  elegance  of  design,  quality  of  finish,  and  dura- 
lility  of  polish,  they  will  be  found  in  every  way  su- 
irior.  We  noticed  here  also  for  those  who  desire 
purchase  stoves  something  elegant  in  tile  finished 
arlor  stoves  with  open  grate  front.  These  stoves 
xa  finished  with  tihng  at  the  sides  which  are  shaped 
nto  the  most  beautiful  designs  in  flowers,  \ines,  etc. 
Ve  must  not  forget  to  mention  the  fine  assortment  in 
oal  vases  we  found  here,  all  elegantly  finished  in  Ja- 
an  finish  in  various  colors,  with  neat  representations 
f  flowers,  fancy  portraits,  etc. ;  also,  the  polished 
teel  fire  irons  for  open  fire  places,  nickel  trimmed, 
/ith  ormula  heads  tipping  the  handles,  closely  im- 
:ating  gold.  One  of  the  important  features,  if  not 
he  most  important,  in  furnishing  the  house  is  not  to 
iverlook  the  culinary  department.  The  very  latest 
mprovements  for  cooking  and  baking  must  be  looked 
,fter  ;  and  in  looking  over  the  magnificent  assortment 
lerc  presented  we  found  that  the  "Van"  wrought 
ron  range  supersedes  all  others  in  the  perfection  of 
ts  construction  and  elegance  of  finish.  In  this  range 
be  fire-place  is  surrounded  on  three  sides  with  a  wa- 
erback,  presenting  a  large  heating  surface  for  hot 
vater,  making  this  the  most  durable  and  economical 
ange  ever  offered  to  the  public.  The  shelf,  with  pipe 
jassing  through  it,  is  very  useful  and  convenient  for 
)lacing  the  covers  of  the  range  or  setting  dishes  on 
o  keep  warm.  The  broiling  attachment  to  these 
anges  is  superior  to  any  ever  otfered  for  family  use, 
md  equal  in  every  respect  the  broilers  now  in  use  in 
he  best  hotels  and  restaurants ;  they  are  arranged  for 
charcoal  fire,  with  smoke  pipe  attached  to  the  main 
)ipe  to  carry  off  all  the  smoke  and  odor  from  broil- 
ng  meats.  We  noticed  here,  also,  a  new  ware  called 
he  "Agate  Iron  Ware,"  which,  in  smoothness,  light- 
less,  and  beauty  of  finish,  and  withal  its  elegant  tint 
nside  and  outside,  has  made  it  the  favorite  with  all 
lousekeepers.  Every  article  almost  in  this  depart- 
nent  is  represented  in  this  beautiful  ware.  Elegantly 
nounted  in  nickel  and  silver  the  lea  and  coffee  urns. 
:tc.,  with  their  accompaniments,  complete  the  fur- 
liture  of  the  kitchen  with  that  taste  and  elegance  so 
^leasing  to  the  eye  of  the  housekeeper.  The  above 
eading  firm  in  this  department  are  supplying  an  im- 
Tiense  demand  for  this  ware  in  many  of  the  most 
"ashionable  houses  of  San  Francisco.  W.  W.  Mon- 
:ague  Sc  Co.  were  the  first  to  introduce  this  beautiful 
A'are,  and  now  make  it  one  of  their  specialties. 


&  Co.,  581  and  583  Market  Street,  perfectly  imitating 
the  most  delicate  flowers  and  statuary,  can  certainly  be 
said  to  be  executed  in  all  the  perfection  of  this  pecu- 
liar art.  The  window  cornices  are  now  made  of  the 
same  design  to  correspond  with  the  mirrors  of  each 
room.  Rich  carvings  in  primavera  wood,  California 
laurel,  etc.,  are  here  found  in  everv  variety.  This 
style  of  mirror  is  especially  adapted  to  the  dining- 


Mosaic  Tiling,  Parquet  Flooring-,  and  Wood  Carpeting 

The  noUa  mosaic  tiling  are  made  in  Valencia, 
Spain,  and  have  been  used  for  ages  for  floors  in  halls, 
/estibules,  conservatories,  bath-rooms,  kitchens,  lab- 
aratories,  etc.  These  tile  are  considered  by  architects 
ind  builders  far  superior  to  any  similar  goods  ever 
mtroduced  into  the  homes  of  the  Pacific  Coast,  on 
account  of  their  richness  in  color,  hardness,  and 
smoothness  of  finish,  and  beauty  of  design.  These 
tilings  are  used  also  for  hearths,  and  are  preferred  to 
marble,  on  account  of  their  being  completely  proof 
igainst  stains  of  all  kinds.  The  hand-painted  facing 
tile,  for  pilaster  ornamentation  of  mantel-pieces,  are 
exceedingly  handsome,  being  perfect  imitations  of  all 
kinds  of  flowers,  birds,  and  animals,  all  in  rich  colors. 
This  kind  of  tile  is  also  used  in  single  for  side  brack- 
ets, trays,  lamp  stands,  etc.  Beautiful  designs  are 
also  used  for  wainscoting  some  of  our  most  fashion- 
able houses.  The  inlaid  or  parquet  flooring  is  manu- 
factured from  oak,  walnut,  cedar,  and  other  contrast- 
ing colors  of  wood,  and  when  laid  upon  the  floor  re- 
sembles the  rich  mosaic  inlaid  work  so  common  in 
Germany,  France  and  Italy,  and  without  which  no 
room  is  complete  there.  This  elegant  flooring  is  laid 
down  in  ornamental  designs,  to  suit  the  taste  of  the 
most  fastidious,  as  almost  every  mathematical  design 
may  be  represented.  It  has  a  beautiful  surface  finish, 
susceptible  of  high  pohsh,  and  is  easily  kept  clean 
and  in  perfect  order.  A  beautiful  effect  is  produced 
by  laying  a  parquet  border  only  around  a  room,  re- 
lieving the  carpet  by  the  contrast.  The  wood  car- 
peting is  the  most  suitable  for  a  library,  dining  or  sit- 
ting room.  These  floors  and  carpeting  are  insect 
proof,  and  so  tight  that  dust  cannot  penetrate  them. 
The  dust  may  be  as  easily  cleaned  from  them  as  a 
piece  of  furniture,  the  result  being  a  floor  much  more 
elegant,  durable,  and  cheaper  than  one  covered  by  a 
wool  carpet.  Our  most  fashionable  residences  are 
adopting  these  features  in  furnishing  a  home.  We 
found  all  the  above  neatest  and  most  elegant  designs 
in  tiling,  parquet  flooring,  etc.,  at  the  establishment 
of  W.  H.  Mahony  &  Co.,  409  California  Street,  in 
this  city.  All  the  new  improvements  in  this  depart- 
ment of  house  furnishing  will  be  found  at  this  estab- 
lishment. 


With  Mirrors. 
Rich  carvings  in  walnut,  with  veneering  in  French 
walnut,  make  a  very  beautiful  frame  for  dining-room 
or  library  mirror,  while  the  more  elegant  castings  for 
frames  in  gilt  are  the  most  appropriate  for  parlor  and 
bed-room  mirrors.  The  upper  part  of  the  mirror 
frames  in  gilt  are  now  ornamented  with  beautiful  rep- 
resentations of  mythological  characters  ;  among  oth- 
ers the  head  of  Ceres  adorns  the  centre,  while  on  ei- 
ther side  Cupid  reclines — in  perfect  imitation  of  his 
coy  reign  over  the  hearts  of  men  and  maidens  ;  the 
side  uprights  represent  columns  and  also  antique  carv- 
ings. The  plain  gilt  mirror  frames  are  t  e  relics  of 
the  crude  in  art,  in  elaborate  wall  ornamentations. 
The  wonderful  gilt  castings  in  plaster  of  Paris,  that 
are  to  b?  seen  at  the  establishment  of  S.  &  G.  Gump 


Furniture  and  Upholstery. 
Being  desirous  of  giving  some  further  items  to  the 
readers  of  the  Argonaut  on  furniture  and  uphol- 
stery, we  called  upon  one  of  the  leading  firms  in  this 
department— F.  S.  Chadbourne  &  Co.,  735  Market 
Street,  and  give  the  result  of  our  visit  in  the  follow- 
ing as  to  the  latest  and  prevailing  novelties  in  this  de- 
partment :  In  chamber  furniture  we  found  that  the 
Queen  Anne  and  Eastlake  designs  are  the  latest  and 
most  extensively  used.  The  woods  entering  into  these 
elegant  designs  are  ash  and  walnut.  Mahogany  is  to 
some  extent  now  being  revived.  The  Queen  Anne 
design  is  embellished  with  French  veneering  and 
marqueterie  and  white  holly.  The  large  and  heavy 
and  massive  furniture,  in  elegant  French  veneering, 
is  still  sought  after  ;  the  Queen  Anne  and  Eastlake 
designs  are,  however,  the  most  fashionable.  The  mir- 
rors for  these  designs  are  now  made  of  French  plate 
glass,  very  thick,  with  beveled  edge,  while  the  toilet 
drawers  are  lined  with  silk  velvets.  In  upholstery  for 
the  chamber,  Indian  cashmere  and  French  raw  silks 
in  delicate  tints  are  now  prevailing.  Lambrequins  of 
the  pole  cornice  pattern  are  very  neat  and  graceful. 
For  the  dining-room  we  have  the  large  pedestaled  ex- 
tension tables  of  the  Queen  Anne  desigh,  with  the 
feet  and  supports  richly  carved  in  antique  designs. 
The  sideboards  are  of  the  same  style  to  match  the 
tables.  The  upholstery  of  the  dining-room  is  of  Rus- 
sia leather  in  various  colors.  The  frame-work  of  the 
chairs  and  lounges  are  massive  and  heavy  ;  the  up- 
holstery is  studded  with  nickel  plated  nails  ;  also  the 
trimmings  are  nickel  plated  on  all  the  pieces.  The 
lambrequins  are  also  in  Russia  leather  to  match  the 
furniture,  trimmed  and  studded  with  nickel  plated 
nails.  The  coraices  are  made  of  plain  walnut.  The 
pieces  for  the  parlor  usually  consist  of  a  divan  and  its 
accompaniments,  in  odd  designs,  no  two  pieces  being 
of  the  same  pattern.  The  number  of  pieces  are  se- 
lected in  accordance  with  the  size  of  the  room.  The 
stuff  overwork  is  now  largely  used,  the  frame  be- 
ing hid  entirely  from  view.  The  materials  used  are 
satin  damasks — plain  satin  to  a  limited  extent  — 
while  the  more  elegant  Persian  and  Indian  patterns 
are  considered  the  most  fashionable— and  raw  silks 
trimmed  with  silk  plushes.  E^ch  piece  of  furniture 
is  entirely  encircled  with  an  Eastlake  fringe  matching 
the  tints  of  the  raw  silks,  and  hanging  to  the  floor. 
Ebonized  and  gilt  furniture  frames  are  being  largely 
used.  The  former  is  often  inlaid  with  elegant  French 
marqueterie  and  beautiful  designs  in  gilt.  The  cov- 
erings for  this  furniture  used  are  the  materials  above 
mentioned.  Draperies  are  hung  upon  gilt  cornices 
of  the  very  latest  modern  and  antique  designs.  In 
some  cases  the  cornices  enter  into  the  construction  of 
the  building.  Long  curtains  reaching  entirely  to  the 
floor  are  now  used,  the  material  matching  the  furni- 
ture. We  noticed  a  very  elegant  ebonized  corner 
what-not  inlaid  with  French  marqueterie,  with  desk 
in  a  beautiful  design  to  match.  Cabinets  of  every 
description,  hall  stands,  elageres,  and  numerous 
other  articles  of  furniture.  The  above  designs  we  ob- 
ser\'ed  at  the  establishment  of  the  above  mentioned 
firm.  Although  but  a  short  time  has  elapsed  since 
this  firm  entered  upon  business  in  this  city,  yet  an 
unexampled  prosperity  has  followed  their  attempts  to 
please  their  numerous  patrons.  By  the  liberal  pa- 
ronage  of  the  public  this  establishment  has  made 
such  rapid  strides  in  business  that  it  now  compares 
favorably  with  any  concern  in  this  department.  The 
Standard  Theatre  of  this  city  has  recently  been  re- 
fitted and  upholstered  by  this  firm.  The  elegant 
hangings  to  the  bo.xes  of  this  place  of  amusement 
add  greatly  to  is  adornments,  and  it  is  but  justice  to 
add  that  its  elaborate  finish  has  elicited  much  praise 
from  the  public. 


REMOVAL. 


I.  W.  TA 


The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERNMA  BANK,  CORNER  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  access.     The  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 


MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FINE  MILLINERY, 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN     STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1 1 14  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


FASHION   GOSSIP, 

Latest  In  Parisian  Modes. 

The  very  latest  novelty  in  carriage  costume  is  of 
black  silk  and  velvet,  the  skirt  is  en  train,  and  is 
trimmed  knee  deep  with  bands  of  velvet.  The  over- 
skirt  is  short  and  looped  en  bou^ant,  trimmed  on  the 
lower  edge  with  flounces  of  black  and  white  lace,  fall- 
ing one  over  the  other.  The  basque  is  tight-fitting, 
and  neatly  finished  on  the  lower  edge  with  a  piping 
of  satin.  Long  loops  and  ends  with  double-faced 
ribbon  tipped  at  the  point  behind,  and  flounces  of  the 
two  laces,  perfect  the  length  of  the  sleeves.  This 
makes  a  very  rich  carriage  costume,  and  we  are  in- 
formed by  a  lady  just  from  Paris  that  this  is  the  style 
among  the  bon  ton  oi  Paris,  Another  very  beautiful 
dress  for  in-door  toilet  is  that  of  the  Princesse  robe 
style.  It  is  made  of  plum  colored  velvet,  trimmed 
with  satin  of  the  same  shade,  richly  embroidered  in 
Persian  patterns  of  gold  and  steel.  Another  novelty 
in  walking  costumes,  from  Worth.  Paris,  is  a  very 
rich  lemon  brocaded  silk.  The  paletot  is  made  of 
cloth  of  the  same  shade,  and  is  trimmed  with  a  broad 
band  of  moss  cloth  of  a  darker  shade  descending 
almost  to  the  bottom  of  the  dress.  The  buttons  are 
in  a  double  row,  descending  in  front  and  on  the  lap- 
pels  at  the  back.  The  button  has  a  raised  centre  of 
half-globe  glass,  disclosing  beetles  and  various  insects, 
each  button  representing  a  different  species  of  insect. 
Another  elegant  walking  costume  of  the  Princesse 
pattern  is  made  of  ohve  brown  silk,  with  trimmings 
in  silk  and  jet  embroidery,  representing  peacocks" 
feathers.  The  above  styles  we  found  at  the  fashion- 
able establishment  of  Mrs.  Romer,  on  the  southeast 
corner  of  Kearny  and  Post  Streets.  This  lady  is  now 
making  up  all  the  very  latest  of  the  Parisian  modes 
for  some  of  the  most  fashionable  ladies  of  our  city. 


switch  is  necessary  to  make  up  the  coil.  The  price 
of  such  a  switch  will  range  from  $12  to  $20,  according 
to  quality.  Another  very  graceful  style,  tasteful  and 
elegant,  for  ball  or  evening  party  has  just  appeared: 
The  hair  is  parted  in  the  centre  in  front,  and  waved 
on  the  sides,  with  a  few  ringlets  or  frizzes  falling  on 
the  forehead.  Two  small  puffs  slant  from  the  left 
to  right,  while  parallel  with  the  puffs  a  cable  coil 
slants  also  from  the  left  to  the  right,  reaching  to  the 
nape  of  the  neck.  Back  of  the  coil  and  puffs  a  comb 
appears  (made  of  the  lady's  own  hair)  on  the  head, 
and  is  placed  in  the  hair  sidewise.  At  the  back,  fall- 
from  the  comb  on  the  left  side,  a  feather  made  out  of 
human  hair  descends  to  the  nape  of  the  neck.  To 
finish  the  head-dress  a  small  hair  bow  is  place  on  the 
top  of  the  head  in  the  centre.  This  elegant  and  fash- 
ionable head-dress  may  be  seen  at  the  hair-dressing 
establishment  of  Shephard  &  Co..  No.  8  Stockton 
Street,  near  Market.  In  fact,  all  the  latest  and  most 
fashionable  styles  in  hair-dressing  may  be  seen  and 
had  at  this  establishment. 


which  only  the  sweetment  man  knows  how  to  pro- 
duce, will  here  be  seen  and  appreciated.  We  are 
perfectly  satisfied  that  the  readers  of  the  AR(JON.a,ut, 
who  happen  to  pass  the  Baldwin,  will  be  attracted 
by  the  invJUng  appearance  of  this  new  establishment, 
and  will  not  fail  to  enter  and  e.tamine  the  elegant  ar- 
ray of  tempting  sweetmeats  that  are  to  be  found  here. 
The  above-named  establishment  is  a  branch  retail 
store  of  Mercer's  factory.  518  Kearny  Street;  also  a 
branch  of  which  is  found  at  17  Powell'  Street.  This 
factory  has  been  celebrated  for  the  superior  qualities 
of  the  candies  manufactured  there. 


Latest  in  Gent's  Tailoring'. 
Although  there  is  a  tendency  in  fashionable  circles 
in  America  to  adopt  the  prevailing  styles  in  London, 
yet  the  peculiar  American  cut  and  finish  has  made  a 
style  that  is  distinctly  and  completely  American. 
Both  styles  in  tailoring  parlance  may  possess  the 
same  name  while  they  possess  entirely  different  feat- 
ures. Durability  as  well  as  neatness  and  elegance  of 
trimmings  are  features  peculiarly  American.  The 
most  fashionable  style  for  this  season  for  business 
suit  is  the  double-breasted  sack.  All  the  garments 
close  higher  than  those  prevailing  heretofore.  The 
fine  trade  have  adopted  these  styles,  and  they  are 
consequently  the  most  fashionable.  The  changes 
from  one  month  to  another  are  not  very  marked  yet 
the  gradual  change  in  rolling  the  garments  higher, 
and  in  reducing  the  width  of  the  shoulders  has  made 
a  very  great  change  in  the  styles  prevailing  three 
years  ago.  The  business  suits  are  made  now  without 
exception  of  fancy  checks,  the  shepherd's  plaid  pat- 
tern being  the  prevaihng  style  in  various  colors  ;  plain 
black  and  white,  however,  is  the  most  in  favor.  The 
serge  faced  suiting  of  a  dark  mixture  is  made  up  into 
four-buttoned  cutaways.  The  styles  in  London  for 
winter  overcoats,  which  to  some  e.xtent  wi'l  be  thepre- 
vailing  styles  in  fashionable  circles  in  America,  are 
the  frock  great  coat,  with  the  waist  cut  longer  than 
last  winter,  while  the  skirt  is  cut  shorter  ;  also  the 
single-breasted  frock  great  coat,  which  is  made  up  in 
goods  with  a  bold  diagonal  line,  also  in  plain  melton 
in  medium  colors.  Ihe  single-breasted  Chesterfield 
has  become  a  great  favorite.  This  style  of  overcoat 
is  equally  effective  in  dark  as  in  light  colors.  Small 
patterns  or  plain  goods  are  best  suited.  All  these 
latest  styles  are  made  up  at  the  fashionable  and  long- 
established  tailoring  establishment  of  J.  N.  Tobin, 
Montgomery  Street,  where  all  the  latest  fashions  are 
always  to  be  found. 


Coi£Eures. 
The  most  graceful  and  becoming  style  of  hair- 
dressing,  to  say  the  least,  is  desirable  on  the  part  of 
every  lady;  and  one  of  the  latest,  and  withal  a  grace- 
ful style  is  accomplished  by  waving  the  front  in  short, 
irregular  curls,  or  laying  the  hair  in  graduated  rings 
across  the  brow,  and  down  upon  the  temples  to  the 
ears.  At  the  back  the  mass  ol  hair  is  taken  up,  and 
arranged  in  a  natural  coil  and  puffs,  without  any 
frizzed  hair  within,  while  a  handsome  comb  appears 
at  the  top  of  the  head  in  the  centre.  In  making  up 
this  style  of  headdress  when  the  hair  is  short,  a  large 


General  Purchasing:  Agency. 

I  have  established  myself  as  a  General  Purchasing 
Agent,  at  No.  424  Montgomery  Street,  in  this  city. 
An  experience  of  over  twenty  years  in  this  line  of  bus- 
iness, during  which  time  my  transactions  have  ex- 
tended into  almost  every  department  of  trade,  war- 
rants me  in  the  assertion  that  I  can  satisfy  the  require- 
ments of  the  most  fastidious.  M>  aim  will  be  to  give 
the  same  consideration  to  the  business  of  others  as  if 
it  were  my  own.  All  orders  for  the  purchase  of  goods, 
from  the  least  valuable  to  the  most  expensive,  will  re- 
ceive my  careful  and  patient  attention,  not  only  in  the 
selection,  but  also  in  packing,  etc.,  and  prompt  for- 
warding to  destination,  I  note  some  descriptions  of 
merchandise,  for  the  purchase  of  which  I  have  special 
facilities,  viz  :  hardware,  mining  tools  and  machinerj', 
musical  instruments,  watches  and  jewelry,  pianos, 
druggists'  sundries,  crockery,  china  and  glassware, 
chromos  and  engravings,  wines  and  liquors  (foreign 
and  domestic},  perfumery  of  all  kinds. 

Commissions  for  "Women's  and  Children's  Arti- 
cles," of  every  variety,  will  be  superintended  by  a  lady 
thoroughly  conversant  with  their  wants. 

Goods  selected  in  the  London,  New  York,  and 
Paris  markets  at  lowest  prices.  Commission  pur- 
chases at  satisfactory  rates.  Remittances  may  be  sent 
by  mail,  by  registered  letter,  postal  order,  or  express, 
at  convenience  of  sender. 

Attention  is  directed  to  advertisement  in  another 
column. 

Refers  by  permission  to  Jas.  C.  Patrick,  Esq..  J.?cob 
Underbill.  Esq.,  Louis  ^IcLane,  Esq.,  B.  M.  Harts- 
horne.  Esq.,  Hon.  S.  H.  Dwinelle.  T.  F.  Tracy,  Esq.. 
Geo.  C.  Hickox.  Esq.,  Hon.  E.  F.  Beale. 

Respectfully,  L.  T.  Zander. 


COMPLICATED 

J/ATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH,  . 
REPEATING, 
SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

/J^VD  A  LARGE   STOCK  OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chains,    Diamonds,  Jewelry, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fanc\'  Goods  at 

ANDEI^SON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 
MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


NEW  IMPORTATION 

Of  the  LATEST  STYLES  of 

EMBROIDERIES 


OF   EVERV   DESIGN, 


ALSO,  CANVAS  OF  NEW  COLORS. 

Ladies'  Shopping  Baskets  of  unique  shapes. 
Bronzes,     Clocks,     Ivory    Carvings,    Toilet    and    Fancy 
Goods,  Vienna  Bronze  Ornaments. 


Novelties  in  Candies,  etc. 
Under  the  Baldwin  one  will  notice  a  new  candv 
establishment  just  opened,  where  will  be  found  all 
the  novelties  in  sweetmeats.  The  home-made  can- 
dies, consisting  of  the  caramel  jo  popular  amon^  the 
young  ladies,  which  many  a  young  cent  has  found 
to  the  delight  of  his  pocket,  the  delicious  cream 
chocolate,  and  dainty  French  cream  candies,  are  all 
here  found  in  profusion.      All  the  new  flavors,  those 


The  finest  assortment  of  FANS  in  the  city. 

H.  SIERlC  &  CO. 

(Successors  to  Locan  &  Co.) 

19  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

LICK  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

The    Family   Library   of  Briti.sh    Poetry.     By  Fields. 

8vo,  cloth $6  50 

The  Ceramic  An.     By  Jennie  J.  Young.     Cloth 5  00 

The  Management  and   Diseases  of  the  Dog.     By  J. 

W.  Hill.     i2mo,  cloth 2  00 

Hygiene  of  the   Brain  and  Nerves   and  the  Cure  of 

Nervousness.     By  M.  L.  Holbrook.     i2mo,  clo.  1  50 

Fortune  of  the  Republic.     By  Emerson.     Cloth, 50 

Primer  of  Design,     By  Bariy.     Cloth 125 

New  Greece,     By  Lewis  Sargeant.     8vo,  cloth 4  00 

Bodley  on  Wheels.     The  favorite  juvenile i  50 

Literary  and  Scientific  Anecdotes,     By  Keddie.     8vo.   2  50 

A  Practical  Treatise  on  Casting  and  Founding 7  00 

Daisy  Thornton.     By  Mrs.  ^L  J    Holmes,      izmo 1  50 

A   Woman's   Word,  and    How  She  Kept  It.     By  Vir- 
ginia F.  Townsend.     i2mo,  cloth I  50 

England  from  a  Hack  Window.     By  J.  AL  Bailey,  the 

Danhurj' Ne\v>  Man.     i2mo,  cloth i  50 

Mother  Goose  in  Blaclc  and  White 50 

■\ddresses  and  Orations  of  Rufus  Choate.  Cloth....  2  25 
Personal  Reminiscences  of  R.  B.  Forbes.  i2mo,  clo.  2  00 
Jean   Tetcral's  Idea.     By  Victor  Chcrbuliez      Paper, 

60  cents;  cloth i  00 

Just  received — St.  Nicholas,  bound,  1878 4  00 

King  of  Picture  Books i  50 

An  immense  assortment  pf  Juveniles,  Bookb,  etc.,  for 

Christm."is  presents. 
Happy  Family — New  Blocks  by  Crandall 3  00 

A.    ROMAN   &   CO., 

IT  Montgomery  Street^ 

Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco. 

DECT  KOHLER& CHASE 

K  r  j^    I  SAN    FRANCISOO 

l#kV    I  &  OAKLAND.  ^ 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


GILROY  HOT  SPRINGS. 

Santa  Clara  Co.,  Aug.  27.  1878. 

Virgini.'i.  Al.ibama, Tennessee.  Arkansas,  Kentucky, 
Mississippi,  Minnesoia.  and  New  York  abound  in  hot 
and  cold  mineral  springs  ;  but,  if  I  am  not  mistaken. 
California  presents  more  and  better  than  them  all. 
Our  Paso  Rubles  and  Gilroy  hot  springs  arc  as  good 
for  rheuinatisiii.  paralysis,  gout,  and  cutaneous  c-om- 
plaints  as  the  famous  hot  springs  of  Ark:ins;is.  The 
cold  soda  and  N'ichy  uater  of  Sjinta  Clara  County  are 
as  palatable  and  as  cflic-acious  as  the  waters  of  Sar- 
atoga ;  the  cold  sulphur  and  other  waters  of  Napa 
County  may  be  compare*.!  to  the  \'irginia  and  Ken- 
tucky Blue  Lick  and  sulphur  springs  ;  the  cold  min- 
eral waters  of  Sonoma.  I'lumas.  and  Colusa  Counties 
arc  as  good  as  the  IVthesda  w.iiers  of  Minnesota  or 
those  at  luka.  Miwissippi ;  while  the  hot  springs  of 
Sonoma.  Napa.  I'lumas,  I^s  Angeles,  S;in  Bernar- 
dino. San  Diego,  and  Siinta  Flirb.ira  Counties  are  su- 
perior to  any  springs  in  the  liiisi,  \\ith  the  exception 
of  those  at  I.ittte  Rock.  Arkansas.  .A  few  days*  so- 
journ at  the  t.jilroy  Hot  Sprint^s  will  convtncaanyonc 
that  this  is  one  ol  the  platx-s  among  the  many  in  Cal- 
tfomii  where  the  waters  are  of  a  high  medicinal  or- 
der, and  where  the  ])ure  mountain  air  is  highly  charged 
with  o£one  and  htAlthfulness.  These  >prings  are  ^it- 
uated  in  a  detached  spur  of  the  e*o.»j.t  Range  of 
mounl;lm^,  about  fifteen  miles  from  Gilroy — which  is 
upon  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad,  abotii  eighty 
miles  fron)  San  Krancisco.  The  first  part  of  the  road 
takes  you  through  one  of  Ihe  most  lovely  portions  of 
Santa  Clara  \'alley;  after  meandering  through  miles  of 
orchard,  farm  and  vine)-ard  roads,  you  conmience  to 
ascend  the  fooihilKovera  highway  upon  which  a  good 
team  may  irot  all  the  w:»y.  'I'hc  last  three  or  four 
miles  are  through  what  is  called  Coyote  Creek,  which, 
while  a  little  rtitugh.  is  extn-ni(--lydciiglm'ul.  The  very 
last  p.trt  of  the  rt.».ul  is  througli  a  mininture  mountain 
valley  allied  the  CaAada  de  los  Osos,  The  entire  dis- 
tance of  fifteen  miles  may  bo  compared  to  a  p;ino- 
rama  incomp-irably  beautiful  in  its  succession  of 
scenic  attractions— scenery  so  varied  in  its  picturesque 
loveliness  that  each  succeeding  mile  developes  new 
charms  and  su^pri^es.  The  latter  seven  miles  is  de- 
lightfully cml>owercd  with  wide-'iprciiding  branches  of 
the  0.1k  and  the  sycamore,  Ahile  a  da.-vh,  now  and 
then,  into  and  across  a  sparkling  stn-am  imparts  ad- 
ditional zest  to  the  drive.  A  sharp  little  incline  from 
the  creek,  of  about  a  quarter  or  a  third  of  a  mile,  and 
you  arrive  at  the  springs,  located  on  the  western  slope 
of  the  mountain,  in  the  midst  of  a  natural  grove  of 
oaks,  syciinmrcs,  cypress,  pines,  and  firs.  The  springs 
arc  toc.iti-<J  about  hall  wav  up  between  the  bed  of  the 
creek  and  the  summits  ol'  the  highest  range  of  foot- 
hills. The  sides  of  these  foothills  are  either  wooded 
or  patched  with  wild  o;its  or  other  mountain  grasses 
alt  the  way  up  ;  and  they  scnc  as  a  sort  of  miniature 
Alps  for  those  who  love  to  recreate  and  perspire  in 
their  regular  diurnal  efforts  to  mount  the  tops.  Once 
on  the  summit,  and  a  magnificent  landscape  view  is 
presented,  tnking  in  almost  all  of  the  Svinta  Clara 
Valley,  the  Bay  of  San  Krancisco.  the  Pacific  Ocean. 
the  city  of  Gilroy.  and  away  down  into  the  Pajaro 
and  S.ihn.is  \'a!leys.  There  are  several  springs  on 
the  ranch  ;  the  main  one.  and  the  one  which  gives  the 
place  its  importance,  being  109  and  115  degrees  in 
temperature,  and  conipo>ed  of  sulphur,  magnesia, 
iron,  alum,  and  a  little  arsenic— the  iron  predominat- 
ing. The  waters  are  used  for  both  bathing  and  drink- 
ing, and  arc  panicuLirly  efficicious  in  cases  of  rheu- 
matism, neunilgia.  paralysis,  scrofula,  general  debil- 
ity, and.  say.  general  let-down.  They  are  also  re- 
medial  in  cases  of  gout  and  chronic  derangements  of 
the  liver,  and  produce  temporary  relief  if  not  tempo- 
rary cures.  Consumption  and  kindred  complaints 
receive  no  benefit  whatever  from  the  use  of  these  wa- 
ters in  anvway.  This  main  spring  pours  forth  a  great 
volume  continually,  and  only  varies  the  number  of  de- 
grees presented  alwve.  Tlie  facilities  for  bathers  are 
very  complete.  There  are  sixteen  lar^e  bath  rooms, 
provided  with  sprinklers  of  cool  water.  Ttierp  is 
also  a  mud  bath  for  the  cure  of  rheumatism,  scrofula, 
and  other  complaints.  Then  ihereare  two  plunge,  or 
warming  baths,  respectively  for  ladies  and  gentle- 
men. In  each  of  these  is  a  cold  shower,  and  con- 
nected with  each  plunge  is  a  dressing  apartment  and 
a  "sweat  room.''  A  large  drinking  fountain  is 
erected  over  the  main  spring,  which  is  only  a  few- 
yards  from  the  bath  houses.  This  fountain'is  kept 
covered,  so  that  no  foreign  substances  can  get  into  it 
at  any  time.  The  waters  run  from  this  founuiin  to 
ihc  plunge  and  other  bath  houses.  Near  by  are  two 
cold  sulphur  springs,  and  six  miles  away  is  a  natural 
soda  spring,  the  waters  of  which,  as  they  are  dipped 
from  the  spring,  sparkle  and  effervesce  like  Congress 
water.  Pure  cold  water  gushes  down  from  the 
springs  in  the  mountains,  and  is  communicated  to  all 
portions  of  the  premises.  Many,  if  not  most,  of  vour 
readers  will  bear  me  out  in  the  statement  that  at 
many  of  the  springs  in  California  even  the  proprietors 
are  unable  to  give  one  satiifrictor>-  information  .as  to 
the  proper  time  and  method  of  taking  these  mineral 
baths.  Having  visited  most  all  of  the  mineral 
springs  in  our  Sute.  and  having  met  all  kinds  of  peo- 
ple seeking  iclicf  from  a  whole  catalogue  of  com- 
plaints.  1  have  taken  some  pains  to  gather  informa- 
tion on  this  point,  and  am  prepared  to  disseminate  it 
f>rc  bono  puf-luc.  In  the  first  place,  persons  visHing 
the  Gilroy  Hot  Springs,  and  seeking  relief  from  rheu- 
matism, neuralgia,  and  cutaneous  diseiscs.  should, 
the  first  day.  Like  a  ten-minute  Kith  in  the  forenoon 
and  afternoon,  an  hour  before  meals,  or  two  or  three 
hours  afterward.  The  next  two  days  t.-ike  fifteen- 
minute  baths.  TT)cre:ifter  take  your  timepiece  with 
you.  and  ukc  twenty-minute  baths,  then  lei  the 
water  out  of  Uie  tub.  place  your  blanket  in  the  tub 
and  gel  into  it,  cover  yourself  up.  and  stay  from 
twenty  minntes  to  half  an  hour ;  then  dress 'slowly, 
with  the  door  closed,  until  you  gel  on  your  under- 
dothes  ;  then  open  ihe  door,  complete  vour  dress- 
ing, .and  walk  bnsklv  to  the  founuin  and' drink  one 
or  two  dippcrfuls  of  the  hoi  water;  then  exercise 
lightly  unlil  the  effects  of.lhc  bath  disappear,  and 
avoid  all  drafts.  In  from  two  weeks  to  two  months, 
according  to  the  character  of  the  case,  if  vou  follow 
the  alKJvein.Mniaions.  you  will  l>e  well.  'You  may 
cat.  too.  what  ;s  u^\  before  you.  and  drink  as  vou 
would  at  hnnie.  For  a  person  afflicted  with  goiit  I 
would  reconKii..-nd  th^:  above  method  of  baths,  wiih 
a  daily  mul  Uuh  for  the  foot  affected,  and  that  the 
"victim"  diet  hiiii?._-lf  somewhat,  abstain  from  red 
winei  and  siU^i...  and  eat  all  the  asparagus  he  can 
gel.  and  use  lime  juice  on  all  meaLs.  and  to  squeeze 
one  or  to  limes  into  his  whisky,  coM  tea,  or  soda 
water.  .-V  bad  case  of  gout  may  be  "  knocked  in  the 
head  "  in  a  few  weeks  if  the  patient  will  follow  the 
above  dirt-ciions.  For  general  debility  I  would 
recommend  a  plunge  hath  of  about  ten  minutes  an 
hour  before  breakfa5t.  and  a  tub  bath  of  about  fifteen 
minutes  in  the  middle  of  ihc  afternoon,  and  ihen  a 

nap,  and  some  good  wine,  and  a  good  hearty  dinner. 

Tc  the  obese  person   desirous  of  reducing  himself,  I 


would  recommend  a  plunge  hath  of  fifteen  minutes 
either  before  or  after  breakfast,  to  be  followed  by  a 
cold  shower  ;  then  a  fifteen-minute  tub  b.ith  in  the 
middle  of  the  afternoon,  lo  be  followed  by  a  blanket, 
or  sweat  bath,  for  half  an  hour,  as  above  described  ; 
then  he  should  let  all  things  containing  starch  and 
sugar  alone,  and  drink  soda  anti  sulphur  water  ;  in 
two  or  three  days  the  reduction  will  eommence,  and 
will  go  on  for  two  or  three,  or  more  weeks.  To  the 
entirely  healthy  person,  only  in  pursuit  of  recreation. 
and  bathes  from  a  standpoint  of  pleasure.  I  would 
recommend  a  plunge  and  a  shower  in  the  morning  of 
alwut  fxvc  minutes  each,  and  a  tub  and  a  shower  of 
about  five  minutes  each  in  the  afternoon — or  either 
one  and  not  the  other.  The  ranch  upon  which  ih»'se 
springs  and  grounds  are  locatetl  contains  four  hun- 
dred acres.  The  place  is  ow  ned  and  kept  by  Messrs. 
Roop&  Arrick,  whom.  I  must  confess,  thoroughly  un- 
derstand their  business— at  leasi  so  far  as  making 
their  guests  comfortable,  and  giving  them  a  quid  pro 
^«ij  for  the  money  lliey  spend.  The  hotel  is  one  of 
the  completesi  and  best  lo  Ik:  found  at  any  of  our 
watering  places  or  health  resorts ;  is  handsomely 
furnished  throughout,  all  the  rooms  containing  sta- 
tionary wash-basins  and  other  modern  improvements. 
There  is  a  large  parlor,  with  piano,  etc.,  and  a  dining 
room  which  will  seal  over  a  hundred  persons.  Then 
there  is  another  large  two-story  building  with  seven- 
teen rooms,  and  nineteen  cottages.  There  .2  a 
post-office,  express  and  telegraph  offices,  a  l>ar, 
and  billiard-room,  fountains,  and  shade  trees,  stables, 
and  carriage  and  saddle  horses,  A  daily  stage  is  run 
between  the  springs  and  the  railroad  each  way.  and 
there  are  numerous  delightful  drives  and  walks.  The 
proprietors  can  accommodate  200  people,  although 
they  have  had  at  one  time  249.  The  hotel  rales  arc 
libi'nd  and  the  baths  are  free.  There  are  about  fifty 
seekers  after  health  and  recreation  here  at  the  present 
time.  The  wives  of  both  of  the  proprietors  arc  pleas- 
ant and  cultivated  ladies,  and  ihey,  also,  do  all  in 
their  power  to  make  the  patrons  of  the  place  thor- 
oughly comfortable  and  at  home.  The  place  is  not 
what  is  usually  termed  a  fashionable  resort,  and  one 
can  be  perfectly  independent  in  regard  to  dress,  and 
may  gain  hcilih  and  strength,  while  both  are  often 
frittered  away  by  dress  and  dissipation  at  gayer  and 
more  stylish  places.  It  is  a  delightful  place  to  bathe 
and  hunt  and  fish  and  sleep  and  dream  and  rest  and 
forget  the  busy,  whirling  city,  with  all  its  work,  worry, 
and  di.sappointmcnt.  The  fine  mountain  air  and  in- 
comparable waters  tone  us  up  more  than  a  whole 
pharmacy  of  cures,  and  we  rejoice  at  its  many  attrac- 
tions and  its  accessibility.  B.  C,  T. 


GEO.  W.    PKBSCOTT,  IRVING   M,    SCOTT, 


H,   T.   SCOTT. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL, 

SANTA  BARBARA,  OAL. 

■ATO     HOTEL     ON     THE     PACH-TC 

Coast  can  surpass  the  Arlington  in  the  nlry  cheer- 
fulness anil  convenience  of  its  .■\rrangemcnts.  None  can 
etiu.-\l  it  in  the  natural  and  artbttc  beauty  of  Its  surruund- 
ings.  The  rcidcrs  of  the  Argonaut  will  be  plexsed  to 
know  that  the  problem  of  combining  solid  comfort  within 
doors,  ine.\h.-iusnbleplc.-isure  without,  and  calm  contenlmeni 
nil  the  lime,  at  a  vcr>'  economical  rale  of  expenditure,  haf; 
been  solved  at  the  .Vki.ington',  and  is  respectfully  submit- 
ted by  r.KO.  T.   BROMLEY.  Manager. 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  Berkeley  Gymnasium  (a  prcp.irator}'  school  to  the 
University-) — a  first-class  board injj -school  establishment  in 
(he  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cram  Tiing  system  of  the  small  college*;  and  military-  acade- 
mics af  the  State.  The  ne.vL  term  will  communcc  July  24th. 
Examination  of  cindidaCes  for  admission  July  23d  and  a3d. 
Rj  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer mitiihs  for  students  preparing  for  the  August  examina- 
tions 2   the  University.     For   catalogue  or   particulars,  ad- 

dfSSS 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS.    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  C.ALIFOK.\L\. 

NoTH. — We  desire  to  call  special  attention  lo  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Deportment,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


SURE 


REMEDY    FOR    BALDNESS. 

PreiLTllHli'n  Free  l-'  "iiypersou 
who  will  atrn-u  \«  Jiuy  $1,  wlien  a 

new  croivin  01  ntvir,  »>  niswcra  nr  MllJUn■^l.■1  Ls  iicnirtllj  pro. 

ilucod.    BiUiderson.  a,  Co..  3  Clinton  Place.  2<jow  York. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSIClAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  113  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  n 
A.  M.  to  I  P.  M.,  ^  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  11  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


% 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

NoS.  2,  3,  AND  4   ShEKMAXS   EflLDLVG, 

Mootgomery  Street,  N.  E.  coroer  ot "  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  7<>7.) 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  FoiinJc-J  lii.,.;.)      Fu^t  OlVtcc  I'.ox  ;i.:8. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

S.\N     FRANCISCO 


MANi;PACTURBRS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Comprevsors, 

Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONsTANTLV  ON   HAND  AND   COR  SALR, 

Direct -acting  Pumping  and  Hoistmg  Engines, 
Upright  and  btation:iry  Engines, 

lJunrt7  Crusliing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery' 
BLikc's  Rock  Breakcn., 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

C'hlorodinng  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  be-;!  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  nites  than  by  E;istcm 
m.-inufacturers. 

PRESCOIT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


CIIAS.  N.  P0.\. 


M.  ».  KKl.LOCC. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEVS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
OfTice.  No.  5^0  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  3,  and  t. 


FRANK  KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate     divovce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  cases  attended  to. 


REMOVAL. 

S.   B.  WAKEFIELD  &  GO. 

aTOCK  £<■    EXCHANGE  BROKERS, 

Have  removed  from  314  Pine  Street  10 

322  Pine  St.,  cor.  Leidesdorff,  San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 

AR-E    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  ITiey  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 
brands  of  Extracts. 

Comp.inng  quality  and  contents,  none  other  arc  nearly  so 
che.^p. 

Wherever  tested  on  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL. 


Q     F.   WILLEY  &•  CO., 

IMrORTERS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   OP 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


Agents  for  Ihe  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO..  New  York, 
W.   D.   ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.   CAFFREY,  Camden,  N.  I., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KH,L.-\M  &  CO..  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


AI.SO,   AGENTS    FOR 

HARNE.SS  MANUF.\C1'URED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMIiE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


MILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA-HARD  METAL 
SCOTCHTYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  529  CO.MMERCIAL  STREET. 

And  205  LcidesdorfF  Street,  San  Francisco. 

R"lJPTu"RYr 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
pILshed  by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
Vent  ion. 

Call,  or  send  for  New    Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 
MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED    IN    1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,0 

Assets  exceed 326,00 


*1 


w 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 


SAN    FKANCISCO,   CAl.., 


TliOS.  FLINT.  President.        J.  W,  FOARD.  Mnnagcr* 

FiiKD.  K.  RuLK Secretary. 

I.  G,  Garunki! General  At;ent^ 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAHA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  S.an  Fr.iucisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  Proident. 
CHAS.  A.   LATON,  Sccretarv. 


T 


HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 


INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS »450,000 

Principal  Office,  218  and  220  S-insome  Street,  San  Francisco  - 


officers: 
.A..  J.  BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD   IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo  I 


o 


PHIR    SILVER    MINING    COMPA> 

iiy. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  Califoruia.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  oftj 
Directors,  held  on  tlie  51I1  day  of  Movcmber,  1878,  an  ac-JK 
sessment  (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  per  share  w.is  levied  upoKif 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corjioration,  payable  immediately  iM 
United  Stiites  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj',  at  the  office  of  thdS 
Company,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Buildmg,  No.  203  fiiuthw 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California.  " 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  asse<;smcnt  shall  remain  unpaid  i 
on  the  loth  day  of  Dacember,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  ;»uction,  and,  unless  payment  !■,', 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  30th  day  of,y 
December,  iSyS.  lo  pay  dclirnjuent  assessment,  together^ 
with  costs  of  adverlising  and  expenses  of  sale.  ^ 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOV,  Secretary.  ^■ 
^  Office — Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush  Street^: ' 
San   Francisco,  Calitomia.  jf 


IIPA 


(TIERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING: 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
S.T,n  Francisco,  California,  Location  of  works.  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  twenty-second  day  of  October,  1878,  an  a-ssess- 
nicnt  (No.  56)  of  three  dollars  ($j)  per  share  was  levied  upon* 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  Stales  Kold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  ofi, 
the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery.  . 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California,  , 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid  1 
on  the  twenty-seventh  day  of  November,  1878,  will  bedelin-  ' 
quent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wkdnksdav,  the 
eighteenth  day  of  December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delintiuent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  W.  W.  STETSON,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco.  California.  "^i 


TDELCHER  SILVER  MINING  CO.       « 

"^"^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works,  Gold  Hill,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Tni-stees,  held  on  the  eighth  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 1 
ment  (No.  16)  of  one  ($1)  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon  th*^ 
capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  ia^ 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj*,  at  the  office  of  thol 
Company,  Room  iz.  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  303 j 
bush  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  ihis  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  i2ih  day  of  November,  1878,  will  be  delinquent, 
and  adveitiscd  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is  ^ 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tlesuav,  the  third  day  ofj 
December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  togcthe' 
with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

J  NO.  CROCKETT.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  12,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  203  BusH 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


fctli 
114 


Tornia 


rv  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

■*■       Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  C; 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FR.^NCES    A.    NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.   DAVID 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed' 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of' 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant : 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintilT,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  ofl 
California  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco.'l 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  butjp  this  di.strict,  within  twenty  days ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will  be  , 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint.] 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court] 
dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  nowexist-1 
ing  between  the  pl.iinilfl*  and  defendant,  upon  the  groundsf 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  references 
is  hereby  ex-press!y  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand' 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded.^ 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court  ^ 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  Callfor-  ] 
nia  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  thisj 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thod- 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight, 

THOS.   H.   REYNOLDS,  Clerk, 

(seal.]  Ey  W,  Stevens'jn,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Woods  and  John  J.  Coffey,  Attorneys  foi 
Plaintiff. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


WAKELEE'S 

UREOLINE 


PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

•*  Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  Lo  the  im- 

ported article  by  reason  of  its   freshness   and   the  care  used 
ID  tts  production. 
J>RICE,  LARGE  BOTTLES,  %z. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Comer  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


MUSIC  BOXE 


r\F  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^"^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
'MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    Sl    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
1 20  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  GO. 


No.  310  Sansome  Street, 


WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


RE-OPENED. 


HAYWARO  WAREHOUSES 

Are  now  receiving 

GRAIN  ON  STORAGE. 


'-THE  PATRONAGE    OF  FARMERS 

and  others  is  respectfully  solicited.  Storage,  one 
dollar  per  ton  for  the  season.  Advances  and  Insurance  ef- 
fected at  the  lowest  rates. 

Refer  by  permission  to  Chas,  Webb  Howard,  President 
Spring  Waier  Valley  Company,  Bray  Bros.,  M,  Waterman 
&  Co.,  San  Francisco;  John  Zeile,  Hayward's;  J.  West 
Martin,  President  Union  Savings  Bank,  Oakland. 

R:  H.  BENNETT.  Proprietor. 


J.   0.    MERRILL   &   00. 
SHIPPING 

— AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

304  AND  206  California  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

TJ/-    W.  DODGE  S-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

n^HE  ONL  Y  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S. — Howe,    Florence,   Wheeler  &   Wilson,   Grover   & 
Baker,   Domestic,   Weed,   Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
each. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

<^UST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

,y  lection  of  fine  Engravir^s  specially  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W.  K.  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  aod  their  prices. 

JPleasc  notea^t^ress— 22  Moaigomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Xick  House. 
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Commencing  Sunday,  July  1.1, 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend   Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  -,^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  GJlroy,  Hollister, 
^'J^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  Z^"  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M,  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
8^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 


,  A.  M.  DAILY    for    Sai 


ind  Way   Sta- 


^^^-^-^tions. 
_  _„  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  Pa- 
J'Oyjaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  wlih  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  .for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

,,     .^   P.    M.   DAILY   for    San    Jose   and    Way    Sta- 
't'-T^  tions. 

X    -,^  P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^■J '-^  tions. 

Sm-  SUNDAYS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  will  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  9.30  A.  M.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6,00  v.  m. 

S^  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  E.vcursion  Tickets  to  Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  EASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN    DIVISIONS. 

B^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Centra!  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


qAN  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  October  7th,   1878,  and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave   San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

o    DQ  P-  ^t;  DAILY^  Sundays  excepted, 

S)  ' 'D  Steamer  "James  M.Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  \Vharf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
viUe  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

B^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing with  Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Gueme- 
vilie,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10,35  a.  m.) 


8  00  ^'  ^">  ^^^'^^^'^'^  only^  Excursions, 

steamer  "James  M.  Donahue,"  connecting  at 
Donahue  with  trains  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations. 

Returning — Trains  will   leave   Donahue  at  4.40  p.  m., 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  p.  M. 

Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Erannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIO. 

November 16  I  December 17  I  January 16 

February 18     March 15     April 16 

May 16  I  i 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


P 


PACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WE.5T  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
2oth  of  each  month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARi)  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets, 


P 


PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.ciseo. 


C.  p. JR..  R. 

QOMMENCING  MONDAY,  NOVEM- 

ber  4,  1878,  and  until  further  notice, 
TRAINS  AND  "BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7.00    ^-    ^'^■'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
islogaClhe  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  p.  m,] 

yQQ    A.  M.,   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  arriving  at 

San  Jose  at  g.45  a.  m.  Connecting  at  Niles  with  train  via 
Livermore,  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.         [.-irrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p,  M.j 

S  00  ^-  ^■'  ^^^LY,   ATLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry,  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marysville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  v.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.1";  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10  00   ^-    ^'-^  DAILY,   {VIA    OAK- 

'  land  Ferry),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  p.  m.] 

T   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  *  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.35  a.  m.] 

D^OO   ^-    ^•'    D^^^y^  NORTHERN 

*D  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

fArrive  San  Francisco  g.-^s  a.  m,] 

d.OO  ^-  ^■'   D^^^  ^'   SOUTHERN 

l~'  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Ncwhall 
(San    Buenaventura   and  Santa   Barbara),    Los    Angeles, 

'  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  f-  f"'-] 

/!  on  P'  ^'^  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

^,\J\J  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  M.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a.  m.) 

/I  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/T-**-^*-^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  P.  M.j 

/I    OQ   P-    M.,    DAILY,    THROUGH 

>r"J  '-^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via 
Oakland  Ferry,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  m.   [Arrive  San  Francisco  7.30  a.  m.1 

/J     '^n  P-  ^^^•'    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

'7^*^^  senger  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  to  Haywards, 
Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

C  nn   P-   ^^■'    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

Jy  '^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland,  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for   Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Mchose." 
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CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco — Dai!y~aT.io — 8.15 — 9.15 — 10.15 

—11.15  A.  M.— 12.15— 1-'5— 2-25— 3- 15—4- 1 5—5-15  P-  "• 

From   Oakland — Daily — B7.r0 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — n-os 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — T.05 — 2.15 — 3.0s — 4.05 — 5-05P-  M* 

B — Daily,  Siuidays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  R.in- 
dolph.  Jewelers,  loi  and  103  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag't. 


^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■*■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capita] $10,000,000  Gold 

Reserve  (U,  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Lotus  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  KrNC 

Agents  at  New  York,  /  C.  T.  Christensen, 

(63  Wall  Street.)!  Geo.  L.  Bkander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    Slates, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer.  Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 
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HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock S6,ooo,ooo 

Surplus  Earnings i;o,ooo 


Will  receive  Deposits,  ©pen  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


Fked'k  F.  Low, 
Ign.  Steinhart, 
P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


Managers. 


n^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN  FRANCISCO 


Capital Ss^ooOjOOO 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President, 

Thomas  Erown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor. 
nia;    Boston,   Tremont    National   Bank;    Chicago,    Union 

National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand  ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mming  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  P.tcific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  Sr 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Sloclvho'm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
i\Ielbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 


trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 


C.  D.  O'Sullivan, 
John  Sullivan, 
R.  J.  Tobin, 


P.  McAran, 
Gust.  Touchard, 
Peter  Donahue, 


Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Oflice  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  m.  to  3  P.  m. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238,  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  BeNSON,  Secretary- and  Cashier. 
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-RENCH  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Prancisco. 
G.  M.\HE,  Director. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 

%  The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 

Near  Bush,  opposite  the    O'  cidcntal 
Hotel.  -^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHICKEBIBC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
BLEGAXT  P/AXOS. 
U  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .\Kcnl  (or  Pacific  CouL 

iy  Ovoen  of  Chickering  Pianos  are  specially  requested 
to  leave  onicT^  for  tunini;  at  wareTOOOs,  31  Post  StireL 


MUSIC 


KNABE  PI.\NOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Pianos, 
Prince  Organs,  Waler^  Organs,  i'/ifit  .ifusii. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &  Co., 

^;   MAKKKT  STRKET. 

"PIANOS 

SCHOM.ACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBR.ATED  PL\NOS. 

riaxKH  TuD«l.  KcnieiJ.  iiiii  for  Sole  on  ihc  Instalment  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,S0HELL&.  Co. 

12  I'ost  Street  San  Francisco. 


JOE  POHEIM 


Tai/i 


or. 


303  Montgomcr)'  St.  and  103 
Third  St..  ha.i  just  recei**ed  a 
Uirse  as-tonmcnl  of  the  latest 
Mylcgoo<ls. 

Suits  to  order  from $30 

Paiits  10  order  frt>m 5 

0%-ercoats  to  order  from 15 

^^  The  le&dinz  questtoa  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  ai 

JOE  POHEIM, 

303  Mcatgomcrv  St.  and    103 
Third  St- 

Samples  and  Rales  for  Self- 
Measurement  sent  free  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaraatcrd. 


N' 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

OTARY  PUBLIC,    No.   326M    Mont- 


got»er>' Street.     Residence,    1803   Stockton    Street, 
San  Frajxrisco. 


D 


\IIIDEND  NOTILE.— OFFICE  OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Miniog  Cooipany,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal,  Nov.  T,  1873.— At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di> 
rectors  of  the  aoon  named  comfony.  held  this  day,  Divi. 
desd  No.  15  of  00c  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  paj-able  on 
Tuesday,  November  13,  tSyS.  Traoifer  books  cktacd  on 
SotDrday,  November  9,  t37c,  at  13  o'clock  u. 

WM.  WILLIS.  Secretary. 
Office,  Rooo  39  Nevada  Block.  No.  309  Mootgomery 
Scrrct.  third  Soar.  San  Fraadscn,  CaL  • 


GENUINE^   SALE. 

NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

IJAVING    TO   MAKE  ROOM    FOR 

the  daily  arrival  of  new  stj-les   of  Freach.   English, 
and   Domestic   Goodi  from    his    New   York  and    Lt^don 
win   display  a  ^ns\   large   quantity   of  uncailed-for 
~   XL  fnatly  redoced  pnce»,  as  follows : 


Pants 

Soia 

Overcoats 

Vests. 

Coats 


..bcm  $3  00 


Gentlemen,  berorc  ordcrine  anrwhere.  will  do  well  to  call 
and  inspect  our  daDjr  airival  of  French,  English.  Scotch, 
and  Doincsi  c  Goodv 

No.  50s  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY    EMPORIUM, 

LSr^rR  THE  BALt.WIX. 


im, 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
iza  POST  STREET, 

San  Fraztcxsoo. 


THE    SPI  RIT    OF    '78. 

All  Opportunity  such  as  zaas  never  before  offered 
to  the  San  Francisco  Public. 


T.  H.  BOYD, 

An  Artist  of  rare  ability,  long  known  to  the  public  as  being  connected  with  some  of  our 
most  prominent  Photographic  Galleries,  and  Kwerly  of  the  firm  of  Messrs.  I.  \V.  TABER 
&  T.  H.  BOYD,  noticing  the  wants  of  the  people  for  first-class  pictures  at  a  reasonable 
price,  has  retained  the  elegant  and  commodious  apartments, 

NO.  26  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

where  he  h.is  ever)-  facility  for  doing  work  of  a  superior  kind,  and  proposes  to  m.ake  his 
prices  so  moderate  than  none  need  have  an  excuse  for  ha^•ing  an  inferior  picture  taken, 
either  of  themselves  or  their  children.  Never  before  were  such  full-length  Cabinets — 
interior  or  rustic — taken  for  the  low  figure  of  five  dollars  per  dozen  ;  the  popular  Gray 
Tint  \'ignette  Cabinets  at  six  dollars  per  dozen  ;  and  the  truly  elegant  Cameo  Glacii — 
the  favorite  of  all — usually  costing  ten  and  twelve  dollars  per  dozen,  at  Boyd's  will  only 
cost  you  eight  dollars.  His  card-size  Photos,  for  the  Cameo  Glacd  finish,  will  be  four 
dollars  per  dozen,  and  the  Gray  \"ignettes  only  three  dollars. 

His  apartments  are  all  that  could  be  asked  for — large,  commodious,  and  first-class 
in  ever)'  particular  ;  ever)'  convenience,  in  fact,  that  tends  to  enhance  the  comforts  of  his 
p?Irons.  His  skylight  is  the  largest  in  the  city,  thus  giving  him  a  volume  of  light  to 
be  controlled  at  his  will,  and  so  secure  an  effect  in  light  and  shade  that  can  not  be 
obtained  with  a  smaller  light.  Every  improvement  of  modem  times  that  makes  expo- 
sures shorter  has  been  secured,  so  that  pictures  of  children  will  now  be  taken  so  quickly 
that  it  is  the  exception  if  a  superior  picture  is  not  obtained. 

He  also  desires  to  specially  call  the  attention  of  his  old  friends  and  patrons 
who  have  visited  him  at  the  Yosemiie  Caller)',  that  he  has  all  the  negatives  of  the 
Photographs  taken  in  the  Galler)',  and  can  supply  copies  desired  at  ver)'  short  notice 
and  at  the  reduced  prices. 

Pay  him  a  visit  attd  judge  for  yourselves. 

YOSEMITE  ART  GALLERY 

No.  26  Montgomery  St.,  near  Skitter. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

H.-\VE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MLXH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


HERRMANN'S 


FALL 


STYLES 


ARE  XOir  OUT  AT 

QQA  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
000  &  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SE.XD  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

>^     for  La  lies.  Gentlemen,  and  Faaiilies.     K^  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


ryVWEXD  NOTICE.— THE  STATE 

■^  INVESTMENT  AND  IN5UR.\NCE  COMPA-  ; 
NV. — Dividend  No.  66. — The  monthly  di^'idend  for  October  ' 
will  be  paid  on  November  loth,  at  their  office,  Nos.  3t8  and  ' 
aao  Sansorac  Street. 

CHS.  H.  GUSHING,  Secretaiy. 
San  Fraivn^oj.  yovembrr  5,  1876. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 
fine-art  dealers. 

FREE    ART    GALLERY. 


L.  T.  ZANDER, 

J\TO.  424  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

between  California  and    Sacramento,  San  Frandsco. 

COLLECTOR. 

Rents,  Bills,  and   Accounts  collected,  and   prompt   returns 
made. 

ZANDER'S  PURCHASING  AGENCY. 

Onlers  for  the  pu.-ch;;se  and  shipment  to  the  interior  of 
goods  of  c\'eT>'  de=o-ipI  '•■cm  executed  with  promptoess  and 
cate.  at  a  .tna'l  'otnwu.-'&n  over  est. 


A  complete  aisorttncnt  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  etc. 

19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


''A  RE  ROOMS,   jY.   IV.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SL'TTER  STREETS. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


SHERMAN,  JHYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 

n ROVER  ^  BAKER  SEWING  AND 

^-^    Embroidering  SILKS,   Pure  Dye,  Full  Weight     To 
the  trade  and  at  retail. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  79  Post  Street. 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 


r.Y  ELEGANCE  OF  DESIGN,  QUAE- 

ity  of  finish,  and  durability  of  polish,  they  are  every 
n-ay  superior  to  5latc  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also, 
they  cost  ver>'  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far 
more  durable  than  either. 

ALL  SIZES  AND  ST^■LES 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 

FRENCH  COOKING 

RANGES 

All  sizes,  suitable  for  Hotels,  RestautanU,   Families,  and 
Boardtng-Houscs. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

Nos.  no,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  St. 

PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  assortment  of 

T  ADIES'  AND   GENTS'   FURNISH- 

■'-^  ing  Goods.  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets.  Embroiderits, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  a&sortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  GAPS 

In  the  city. 

INDEPENDENT  LINE 

— FOR — 

ASTORIA    AND    PORTLAND,   OREGON. 

The  Splendid  Low-pressure,  Side  ^\'heel  American  Steam- 
ship 

GREAT    REPUBLIC, 

J.\MES  CARROLL Commander 

Will  sa-1  from  Spear  Street  wharf,  for  the  above  ports. 
On  S.A.TURDAi',  Nov.  16,  at  10  A.  M. 

Steerage  Passage S2  oo 

Cabin  Passage 7  00 

In  Bridal  Rooms 10  00 

Freight at  Lowest  Rates 

For  freight  or  passage  apply  at  the  ofBce  on  Spear 
Street  whs^rf.  Tickets  also  for  sale  at  No.  3  New  Slonl- 
eomer>'  Street,  under  Grand  Hotel. 

P.  B.  CORNWALL. 

BEAMISH'S 


it 


The  Argonaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  ig. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,   NOVEMBER    i6,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN, 


Translated  for  the  Argonaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  Feuillet. 


[continued   FKOM   last   NUMBEK.i 

"I  thank  you  for  this  information,"  I  said,  "and  if  Mad- 
ame Godfrey  is  really  a  dangerous  companion  you  may  be 
sure  Cdcile  will  break  off  all  association  with  her ;  and  now 
I  will  explain  to  you  in  a  word  what  seems  so  inexplicable  in 
the  conduct  of  Monsier  d'Eblis.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  has  con- 
fidence in  his  wife  ;  and  allow  me  to  assure  you,  never  was 
confidence  better  placed.  I  know  C^cile  from  her  infancy  ; 
and,  notwithstanding  her  giddy  ways,  with  or  without  Mad- 
ame Godfrey,  I  will  guarantee  that  she  is  incapable  of  even 
an  impure  thought." 

"  Oh,  mofi  Dieic  /  yes,  up  to  this  time,  certainly,"  replied 
the  Prince.  "All  women  are  virtuous  at  first,  but  when  they 
lead  that  kind  of  life  bad  thoughts  come  quickly,  and  bad 
actions  more  quickly  still.     It  is  strange,  but  it  is  true." 

"  Prince,  those  are  but  the  souvenirs  of  your  former  life — 
souvenirs  of  the  time  when  you  questioned  whether  there 
were  any  honest  women  in  the  world." 

''^  Ma  foil  I  think  now  just  as  I  did  then,  that  there  are 
very  few.  Pardon  me,  and  allow  me  to  explain  that  I  am 
speaking  of  those  fast,  independent  women  of  the  world, 
who  never  are  at  rest.  Have  some  faith  in  my  experience, 
Madame,  which  is  considerable  for  its  age.  You  have  a 
daughter.  Born  of  you,  and  educated  by  you,  she  could 
only  grow  up  a  virtuous  woman.  Not  withstanding  that,  I 
caution  you  against  the  weakness  of  ever  allowing  her  to  en- 
ter into  those  rounds  of  society,  with  all  their  temptations. 
And  I  am  now  going  to  say  something  about  them  which  is 
horrible.  We  men  have  a  maxim  which  has  become  an 
axiom  ;  it  is  that,  however  virtuous  a  woman  mav  have  been, 
she  ceases  to  be  so  after  passing  through  the  excitements  of 
a  carnival,  or  even  (you  will  shudder)  after  a  cotillion  of 
three  or  four  hours.  Then  a  physiological  phenomena  takes 
place  which  I  may  merely  suggest  to  you  :  It  is  no  longer  a 
woman  we  are  holding  in  our  arms,  no  longer  a  human, 
thinking,  conscient  being  ;  she  has  become — how  shall  I  ex- 
press it  ? — a  sensitive  plant,  leady  to  shrivel  and  wilt  at  the 
first  touch.  All  that  is  then  necessary  to  cause  the  bad 
action  to  succeed  the  bad  thought  is  a  simple  opportunity. 
She  is  always  a  virtuous  woman,  only — she  falls  !  It  is  use- 
less to  add — understand  me  well,  madame — that  there  are 
some  who  escape.  And  to  return  to  your  cousin  :  although 
she  throws  herself  recklessly  into  the  current,  I  am  willing 
on  your  guarantee  to  believe  that  she  will  be  found  among 
them  ;  but  it  will  be  an  event  to  be  spoken  of  in  history." 

I  did  not  attach  to  these  impertinent  theories  more  im- 
portance than  they  deserved,  but  the  words  of  the  Prince,  with- 
out leaving  on  my  mind  the  slightest  shadow  as  far  as  Cecile 
was  concerned,  did  not  the  less  confirm  the  opinion  I  had 
formed  from  my  own  observations  as  to  the  strange  and  per- 
plexed condition  of  her  home. 

A  circumstance  which  followed  very  closely  upon  my  con- 
versation with  Monsieur  de  Viviane  helped  to  enhghten  me. 
Cecile  and  her  husband  dined  with  me  one  day.  She  was 
looking  beautifully,  and,  dressed  in  a  dazzling  toilet,  was 
going  to  a  ball  that  evening  with  Madame  Godfrey,  who  came 
for  her  at  half-past  nine.  My  grandmother,  being  somewhat 
indisposed,  kept  her  room,  so  that  my  daughter  and  I  were 
left  alone  with  Monsieur  d'Eblis.  She  ought  to  have  been 
in  bed,  but  like  most  children  she  had  to  be  told  several 
times  before  getting  through  with  that  important  ceremony, 
and  at  the  request  of  her  guardian  I  had  granted  her  a  little 
delay.  When  Cecile  had  left,  feeling  a  little  embarrassed  at 
this  kind  oi  tete-a-tete  \\A\h  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  I  seated  myself 
at  the  piano.  Monsieur  d'Eblis  was  on  the  sofa  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room.  While  playing  I  don't  remember  what 
melody  of  Chopin's,  I  heard  him  chatting  in  a  low  tone 
with  my  little  daughter,  whom  he  always  made  much  of,  and 
of  whom  he  was  very  fond.  After  a  few  moments  they  be- 
came quiet.  As  I  had  a  mirror  before  me,  I  looked  into  it 
and  saw  Monsieur  d'Eblis  with  his  elbows  on  the  table  and 
his  head  in  his  hands.  A  moment  after  my  child  crept  very 
quietly  to  my  side  and  pulled  me  gently  by  the  hand.  I 
leaned  toward  her  without  stopping,  and  heard  her  w^hisper  : 

"  Mother,  he  is  crying." 

When  my  little  child  told  me  this,  a  sudden  faintness,  ac- 
companied by  something  like  intoxication,  seemed  to  spread 
itself  through  my  veins — through  my  very  being.  Such  mo- 
ments as  these  in  a  woman's  Hfe  are  formidable  indeed. 
The  door  opened,  they  came  for  the  child,  I  kissed  her,  she 
went  and  kissed  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  and  then  left  us. 

I  continued  playing  without  daring  to  raise  my  eyes  again 
to  the  mirror,  and  tried  to  collect  my  thoughts  and  take  in 
what  was  passing.  The  sudden  emotion  of  Monsieur  d'Eblis, 
as  seen  by  my  daughter  and  myself  after  his  wife  had  gone, 
left  me  in  no  doubt  as  to  his  being  profoundly  ur.h.ippy. 
Further  than  that  I  could  discover  nothing.  But  if  I  could 
not  read  his  heart,  I  read  too  clearly  my  own,  and  what  1 
discovered  in  so  doing  frightened  me  indeed.  I  could  no 
longer  deceive  myself  as  to  the  nature  of  the  interest  which 
was  urging  me  on  to  study  with  so  much  curiosity  the  secrets 
of  Cecile's  home.  I  loved  her  husband,  and  I  loved  him 
enough  to  wish  for  the  breaking  up  of  his  home,  and  even  to 
rejoice  in  the  thought  of  it. 

There  have  been  thousands  of  occasions  in  this  life  in 
which  I  have  found  that  it  did  not  depend  upon  ourselves 


whether  we  have  or  do  not  have  wicked  thoughts,  but  that  it 
depends  entirely  upon  ourselves  whether  we  transform  them 
into  acts.  I  have  also  realized  that  the  best,  and  perhaps  the 
only,  way  of  combating  and  conquering  our  bad  passions  is 
not  to  oppose  them  with  abstract  arguments  about  right,  or 
conscience,  or  honor,  but  to  act  effectively  against  them,  and 
in  some  way  force  the  hand  to  do  good  while  the  heart  wishes 
evil.  My  resolution  taken,  I  wanted  to  carry  it  out  without 
delay. 

It  necessitated,  in  the  first  place,  a  frank  and  complete  ex- 
planation with  Monsieur  d'Eblis.  This  was  a  trial,  the  dan- 
gers of  which  I  could  not  conceal  from  myself,  although  I 
was  far  trom  foreseeing  how  serious  they  really  were  to  be. 
It  seemed  necessary  to  brave  everything,  and,  in  my  enthu- 
siasm, I  felt  certain  of  success.  I  all  at  once  left  the  piano 
and  advanced  toward  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  who  pretended  to  be 
reading  very  attentively. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  with  you,"  said  I.  "  Let  us  go  into  the 
garden,  if  you  please." 

He  looked  at  me  with  great  astonishment,  rose  without  re- 
plying, and  followed  me.  Our  hotel  of  the  Rue  Saint  Domi- 
nique has  preserved  by  rare  good  fortune  its  parish  garden, 
to  which  high  walls,  groups  of  gigantic  plane  trees,  a  spout- 
ing fountain,  and  an  arched  conservatory  give  the  sweet  and 
solemn  look  of  a  close  in  a  Spanish  monastery.  There  are 
two  or  three  steps  by  which  one  enters  it  from  the  salon  of 
the  ground  floor.  Although  we  were  in  the  middle  of  No- 
vember, the  evening  was  exceptionally  beautiful  and  warm. 
We  took  a  few  steps  in  silence,  and  I  hear  now,  and  shall 
hear  all  my  life,  the  peculiarity  of  that  silence,  disturbed  only 
by  the  crackling  of  the  dry  leaves  under  our  feet,  and  the 
murmur  of  the  \\\x\%jet  cVeaii. 

At  last,  with  all  the  courage  which  I  could  gather,.  I  said: 

"  Monsieur,  you  know  to  what  a  point  I  carr}^  my  love  of 
order  and  horror  of  disorder.  It  is  a  passion,  a  mania,  about 
which  you  often  joke  me,  but  which  you  at  the  same  time 
excuse,  do  you  not  ?  Well,  will  you  allow  me  to  try  to  rees- 
tablish order  in  a  home  in  which  I  am  deeply  interested .'' " 

^  In  what  home,  Madame,"  said  he,  rather  sternly,  taking 
a  place  near  me  on  the  bench  where  I  was  sitting. 

"  In  yours,  to  be  sure.  Don't  doubt  that  I  feel  all  the 
bearing  of  my  indiscretion;  but  if  my  friendship  for  Cecile 
and  for  yourself  is  not  sufficient  to  excuse  it  in  your  eyes, 
remember  that  you  were  willing  to  ask  my  advice  before 
marrying  Cecile,  and  that  I  recommended  you  to  do  so. 
You  must  now  let  me  redeem  the  responsibility  which  I 
took  at  that  time." 

"But  I  do  not  reproach  you  for  anything,  Madame." 

"And  you  are  right.  It  would  be  very  unjust  to  do  so,  for 
if  you  had  followed  the  advice  which  I  took  the  liberty  of 
giving  you — at  your  own  request,  however — you  would  both 
be  happy  now,  whereas  neither  of  you  are  so." 

"Excuse  me,  Madame,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  Cdcile,  at 
any  rate,  to  whom  I  give  entire  liberty,  ought  to  be  perfectly 
happy." 

'•■  Cecile  does  not  complain,"  said  I,  mth  some  vivacity. 
"  But  to  suppose  that  she  can  be  perfectly  happy  when  you 
live  your  way  and  she  hers,  when  you  neglect  her,  when  you 
prove  to  her  more  and  more  that  you  care  neither  for  her 
affection  nor  her  reputation,  is  to  suppose  that  she  has 
neither  heart,  intelligence,  nor  honor,  and  I  know  she  has  all 
these." 

'''' Mon  Dieii,  Madame,"  replied  he,  his  voice  trembling 
with  emotion,  "neither  have  I  the  habit  of  complaining;  but 
really  you  force  me  to  at  present.  Tell  me,  have  you  ever 
reflected  upon  the  fate  of  a  thoughtful  man,  fond  of  work 
and  ambitious  of  the  honor  which  it  brings,  who  has  dreamed 
of  the  joys  which  study  must  give  in  the  calm  and  contem- 
plative atmosphere  of  a  home,  and  whom  a  wife  drags  with 
her  day  and  night  through  all  the  noisy  inanity  and  per- 
petual folly  of  a  worldly  life?  It  is  all  well  enough  for  him 
to  think  that  duty,  and  prudence  even,  command  him  to  fol- 
low her,  until  at  last  he  finds  that  his  whole  existence  is 
being  exhausted  in  it;  that  this  foolish  child  takes  him,  de- 
grades him,  destroys  his  intellect,  his  future,  his  dignity,  his 
hfe;  and  then,  what  can  you  expect,  naturally  his  heart  fails 
him,  and  he  stops  short,  discouraged  by  everything  and  re- 
signed to  everything." 

Surprised  and  almost  alarmed  at  this  violent  outburst  of  a 
soul  usually  master  of  itself,  I  said  more  frankly  ; 

"  Come,  let  us  see  now.  In  all  sincerity,  have  you  faith- 
fully made  every  possible  effort  to  reform  Cecile's  tastes  ? '' 

After  a  long  pause  :  "  I  have  made  none,"  said  he,  coldly. 

"  Then  you  are  very  guilty.  I  told  you  formerly,  and  I 
repeat  it  to-day  with  the  same  conviction  and  with  the  same 
certainty  :  Cecile  was  a  spoiled  child,  but  her  faults  were 
only  upon  the  surface  ;  she  loved  and  respected  you,  and  you 
had  great  influence  over  her,  and  there  are  no  sacrifices  that 
you  might  not  have  obtained  from  her." 

"And  by  what  right  could  I  have  demanded  them.'"  asked 
he.  "  My  conscience  forbade  it.  What  had  I  to  give  her 
in  place  of  the  pleasures  that  she  sacrificed  to  me?  One  de- 
mands such  sacrifices  only  from  the  woman  whom  one 
loves." 

"  Only  from  the  woman  whom  one  loves  !  Grand  Dicii  I 
Do  you  speak  of  Cecile  ?  What  ?  When  you  married  Ce'cile 
)0U  did  not  love  her  !" 

"Never!"  said  he,  with  emphasis,  and  added,  speaking 
very  low  and  quickly  :     "Ah,  1  did  not  deceive  her.     God  is 
my  witness.     I  have  deceived  only  myself  and. . .  .you  !" 
At  that  word  the  whole  truth  came  to  me.     In  dismay  I 


arose,  and  a  cry  escaped  me:  "Ah,  wretched  man,  what 
have  you  done  ! " 

"  I  have  done,"  answered  he  "  that  which  you  can  under- 
stand better  than  any  other  person — I  have  sacrificed  myself. 
Ah,  Madame,  I  did  not  seek  this  interview.  I  would  rather 
have  avoided  it,  for  it  will  undoubtedly  separate  us  forever. 
Be  it  so.     But  since  we  have  got  so  far. . .  .my  heart  must  at 

last  unburden  itself. . .  .you  must  know  all Ah  !    let  me 

finish ....  I  speak,  you  see,  with  profound  respect.  Well, 
will  you  please  recall  what  you  must  remember.  When 
Roger  revealed  to  me  his  fatal  passion  for  you,  when  I  saw 
that  I  must  choose  between  you  and  him,  that  I  could  no 
longer  love  you  without  condemning  him  to  despair — to  sui- 
cide perhaps — I  sacrificed  myself,  and  then  by  a  courageous 
effort  which  I  thought  might  be  successful,  which  I  thought 
was  sincere,  I  tried  to  place  my  love  upon  this  child  whom 
you  loved,  who  was  enveloped  in  light  reflected  from  you,  in 
your  charms,  in  your  tenderness.  Yes,  I  thought  I  loved 
her,  but  it  was  you  I  loved  in  her.  And  if  I  knew  that  these 
words  were  to  be  the  last  I  should  ever  utter  in  your  pres- 
ence, now,  as  then,  it  is  you  only,  you  only  in  all  the  world, 
whom  I  do  love  ! " 

I  listened  to  this  in  a  kind  of  stupor,  my  eyes  looking  into 
the  darkness.  All  at  once,  at  the  bitter  thought  of  my  lost 
happiness,  my  tears  flowed  in  spite  of  myself.  He  leaned 
forward  and  witnessed  my  emotion. 

"You  are  weeping,"  said  he.  "Is  it  true?  Is  it  possi- 
ble ?  You  also — you  loved  me  ?  You  have  suffered  as  I 
have  ?  Ah,  Dieu  !  don't  say  it ;  don't  let  me  think  it,  if  you 
would  not  have  me  lose  all  the  reason  and  all  the  honor 
which  remain  to  me." 

I  placed  my  hand  gently  on  his  arm,  and  said  :  "  It  is  not 
I,  Monsieur,  I  hope,  who  will  ever  cause  you  to  lose  your 
reason  or  your  honor  ;  but  I  have  loved  you — I  do  love  you 
still.  If  you  are  worthy  of  hearing  such  an  avowal  from  an 
honest  woman,  I  am  about  to  know  it.  I  cannot  stifle  the 
sentiments  of  my  heart,  but  I  can  at  least,  and  I  expect  that 
you  will  also,  raise  them  high  enough  to  purify  them.  We 
will  not  separate  like  two  weak  creatures  who  fear  to  become 
the  playthings  of  their  passions  ;  but  bravely  preserve  our 
mutual  affection,  give  it  a  new  character,  and  make  it  an 
almost  sacred  bond  uniting  us  as  accomplices  for  good.  You 
know  what  task  I  contemplated  before  learning  all  the  truth. 
I  hold  to  it  more  than  ever  now.  Help  me  loyally  to  accom- 
phsh  it;  help  me  to  regain  for  you  the  heart  of  your  wife.  I 
promise  you  to  help  her  regain  yours.  Will  you  ?  If  you 
say  yes,  I  shall  esteem  you  so  highly  that  I  offer  you  my 
hand  in  token  of  it,  and  with  entire  confidence — otherwise, 
farewell ! " 

He  reflected  some  seconds  ;  then,  without  a  word,  he  held 
out  his  hand.  I  arose  immediately,  and  we  entered  the  Ja/cj/i 
together. 

"You  will  send  Cdcile  to  me  to-morrow,"  said  I.  "  I  must 
begin  to  preach  gently  to  her.  I  will  not  tell  you  to  be  kind 
to  her,  for  you  are  too  kind  to  her  already.  Scold  her,  on 
the  contrary  ;  she  will  be  delighted,  I  am  sure,  to  be  scolded 
by  you.     It  is  indifference  which  ruffles  us." 

He  bowed,  took  a  few  steps,  and  turning  said  : 

'"'' Mo7i  Dieti .'  I  forgot.  Do  you  know  that  I  leave  town 
to-morrow  with  my  general,  for  a  month  or  six  weeks,  on  an 
inspection  in  the  provinces?     Isn't  it  annoying?" 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  I  ;  "for  during  her  widowhood  Cecile 
will  be  necessarily  more  at  home,  which  will  be  a  step  in  the 
right  direction  ;  and  on  your  side  you  will  have  time  for  re- 
flection. On  your  return  you  will  know  better  whether  you 
are  really  able  to  keep  the  engagement  which  you  have  just 
made,  rather  quickly  and  rather  lightly,  perhaps." 

"  No,"  answered  he,  in  his  sweet,  strong  voice, "  not  lightly. 
I  understood  you  instantly.  My  life  was  gone  ;  your  friend- 
ship restores  and  saves  it.  What  you  propose  is  exalting,  it 
is  heroic — but  you  will  carrj'  me  even  to  its  heights  on  your 
wings.     Adieu  till  our  next  meeting,  and  count  upon  me." 

And  then  he  left  me.  I  passed  a  sleepless,  but  a  happy 
night.  I  was  satisfied  with  myself,  for  I  had  overcome  a 
great  temptation.  If  this  should  ever  be  read  by  a  woman 
after  having  met  in  life  a  man  whom  she  longed  to  press  for 
one  moment  to  her  heart,  even  if  she  died  for  it,  she  will  un- 
derstand me. 

Cecile  came  the  next  afternoon  to  say  that  her  husband 
had  left  the  same  morning  for  Brittany. 

"  My  dear,"  said  she,  "that  cold  man  astonished  me.  He 
begged  me  to  write  him  ever)'  day.  Can  you  conceive  of 
such  an  idea  ?  I  suppose,  however,  that  he  does  not  really 
think  or  care  much  about  it,  and  it  is  well  that  it  is  so,  for 
certainly  I  shall  not  write  him  every  day." 

"Why  not?" 

"Have  I  the  time?  It  would  be  ridiculous.  I  will  send 
him  dispatches  :  '  Is  all  well  with  you  ?  Me  also.  A  thou- 
sand kisses. — Cecile.'    That's  quite  enough." 

"But  tell  me,  Cecile,  will  you  not  remain  at  home  a  httle 
more  during  the  absence  of  your  husband?" 

"  Remain  at  home  ?  What  do  you  expect  me  to  do  at 
home?  And  then  what  difference  does  it  make  ?  Whether 
my  husband  is  present  or  whether  he  is  absent  amounts  to 
about  the  same  thing  as  far  as  I  am  concerned." 

"  I  beg  of  you,  Cecile,  let  us  talk  seriously  for  one  mo- 
ment." 

"  Yes,  my  angel." 

"Are  you  not  somewhat  tired  of  the  life  you  lead?' 

"  No,  my  treasure." 

"Well,  then,  I  shall  begin  to  love  you  less." 
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She  threw  herself  upon  my  neck  :  "  That  is  not  true." 
I  tried  for  sometime  to  lead  her  into  a  more  serious  and 
confidential  way  of  talking,  which  she  did  not  absolutely  re- 
sist, but  flow  from  one  thing  to  another,  evading  me  always 
with  her  nonsense.  I  saw  that  my  imdertaking  was  to  be 
more  difficult  of  accomplishment  than  I  had  at  first  sup- 
posed, and  that  the  dear  child  had  acquired  a  decided  taste 
for  her  giddy  mode  of  life.  1  still  felt  persuaded,  however, 
that  I  could  by  persevering  find  some  way  to  get  hold  of  that 
brave  heart  of  which  1  knew  the  essential  virtues. 

She  was  already  defending  herself  with  greater  difficulty 
when  the  Prince  de  \'iviane  w.as  announced,  and  was  evi- 
dently glad  to  have  a  pretext  for  escaping  from  mc.  She 
arose,  threw  out  some  sarcastic  remarks  to  the  Prince,  for 
she  still  owed  him  a  grudge  for  vvhat  she  called  his  stupidity 
—that  is  to  say,  his  indifference  to  her — and  left.  .Xs  I  ac- 
companied her  as  far  as  the  ante-chamber,  she  said,  laugh- 
ing : 

"  All,  my  pretty  preacher,  I  am  going  to  lake  my  revenge, 
^'ou  reproach  me,  or  would  reproach  nie  for  my  style  of  life, 
which  is  rather  gay,  I  confess  ;  but  if  you  consulted  my  hus- 
band, I  imagine  that  he  would  prefer  to  leave  me  to  my 
round  of  amusements  than  to  see  me  sealed  by  the  side  of 
my  fire  four  or  five  limes  a  week  in  company  with  such  a 
gentleman  as  you  have  there.     What  do  you  think  ?" 

"  What !  Does  .Monsieur  d'Kblis  blame  mc  for  receiving 
the  Prince?" 

"  Not  precisely,  but  I  really  think  that  he  is  still  jealous  on 
his  friend  Rogers  account,  for  he  can  not  bear  your  Prince; 
and  the  truth  is  my  dear,  that  he  comes  pretty  often,  and  I 
assure  you  people  talk  about  it." 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  said  I,  "  I  will  prove  to  you  that  I  know 
how  to  profit  by  such  good  advice,  and  I  hope  that  you  will 
imitate  my  example.'' 

"  Yes,  ir.y  love,  1  adore  you,"  and  away  she  went. 

I  rejoined  the  Prince  while  meditating  on  the  malicious 
insinuation  of  Cecile.  She  had,  however,  only  hastened  a 
resolution  already  taken.  The  assiduities  of  the  Prince  had 
in  fact  become  very  marked  for  some  time  past,  and  began 
to  annoy  mc.  Nevertheless,  while  his  wit  amused  me,  his 
language  never  denoted  anything  but  perfect  respect  for  me, 
the  amendment  in  his  way  of  living  continuing  after  his  re- 
turn to  Paris:  and  as  this  amendment  was  somewhat  my 
ovm  work,  I  thought  a  great  deal  of  it.  It  did  not,  there- 
fore, enter  my  mind  to  dismiss  him  in  a  way  that  would 
wound  him.  1  desired  simply  to  remove  from  our  relations 
wilh  each  other  that  appearance  of  too  great  intimacy  which 
he  tried  more  and  more  to  give  them.  In  the  course  of  our 
conversation,  he  himself  afforded  me  the  opportunity  which 
I  was  looking  for,  by  asking  if  I  would  be  at  home  that  even- 
ing. "  Yes,''  said  1,  laughing,  "  1  shall  be  at  hohie,  but  not 
to  you." 

"  Why  not  to  mc  i " 

"  Because  your  time  is  too  valuable,  my  Prince,  for  me  to 
abuse  it  to  that  extent." 

"  You  have  had  enough  of  me .' " 

"  I  have  not  had  enough  of  you,  but  I  do  not  want  too 
much,"  replied  1  in  the  same  tone.  "  Come,  you  do  not 
wish  to  compromise  me,  do  you  ?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  he,  gayly. 

"  Ah,  so  much  the  more  reason,  then.  I  have  friendship 
for  you,  but  1  will  be  obliged  to  you  it  you  will  make  your- 
self somewhat  scarcer." 

I  was  surprised  at  the  serious  expression  which  spread 
suddenly  over  his  features. 

"  I  must  explain  myself  then,"  said  he.  "  I  wished  to  wait 
a  little  longer,  but  I  see  that  the  time  has  come.  It  is  true 
that  1  have  multiplied  my  visits  without  scruple,  because  my 
sentiments  for  you  justified  the  indiscretion  in  my  eyes. 
I  have  loved  you,  .Madame,  for  some  time  past.  Pardon 
me  !  1  know  perfectly  well  who  I  am  speaking  to.  I  know 
that  such  an  avowal  made  to  a  woman  like  you  has  but  one 
possible  interpretation.  To  offer  you  my  heart  is  to  offer 
you  my  hand.  You  have  made  yourself  mistress  of  my  life. 
You  have  through  your  goodness  made  a  new  and  a  better 
man  of  me.  Will  you  not  be  kind  enough,  charitable  enough, 
to  finish  your  good  work  .-*  May  I  not  hope  that  you  will 
deign  to  become  my  wife  ? '' 

This  unexpected  proposal  caused  me  surprise  and  annoy- 
ance rather  than  uneasinesss.  Wishing  to  spare  the  Prince 
the  mortification  of  too  sudden  and  absolute  a  refusal,  I  said 
to  him,  hesitating  a  little,  that  1  was  sincerely  grateful  for  so 
marked  an  evidence  of  his  esteem,  but  that  he  took  me  un- 
awares— that  I  was  unable  to  complain  of  so  unexpected  a 
proposal,  as  I  had  in  some  sort  induced  it  in  spite  of  myself, 
but  that  my  mourning  was  still  too  recent  to  admit  of  my 
even  discussing  the  matter,  and  I  therefore  begged  him  not 
to  speak  of  it  any  more. 

While  he  said  he  was  willing  to  accept  .the  longest  delay 
that  I  could  impose,  he  insisted  with  some  warmth  that  he 
ought  to  obtain  a  less  indefinite  answer  and  one  word  of  hope.' 
As  I  could  not  honorably  afford  him  that  satisfaction,  I  found 
myself  under  the  necessity  of  giving  him  a  more  decided  re- 
fusal. 1  toid  him  \ery  positively,  though  in  a  polite  manner, 
that  I  had  firmly  resolved  to  consecrate  my  life  to  my  daugh- 
ter and  never  to  marry  again. 

He  was  grieved,  doubtless,  but  above  all  it  appeared  to  me 
that  I  co'ikl  distinguish  spite,  vexation,  and  wounded  pride 
in  the  face  and  voice  of  the  Prince  after  I  made  him  this 
formal  declaration.  I  found,  under  the  refined  manners  of 
the  man  of  the  world,  a  spoiled  child,  whose  caprices  were 
laws,  and  who  could  nob  resist  breaking  the  playthings  which 
were  refused  him.  His  pale,  almost  pallid  face  became  pain- 
fully contracted,  his  lids  moved  convulsively,  while  wicked 
looks  shot  from  his  eyes  at  me.  He  said  in  broken  accents 
that  1  would  make  a  desperate  and  wicked  man  of  him,  that 
I  would  plunge  him  again  into  that  mire  from  which  he  had 
coine  but  to  please  me,  that  I  could  not  at  my  time  of  life 
have  serious  mtentions  of  remaining  a  widow,  that  I  was 
doubtless  looking  for  a  better  match  ;  I  would  regret  it  some 
day,  perhaps,  and  repent  refusing  him  my  hand  ;  misfortune 
sometimes  made  people  wicked  ;  and  many  things  of  the 
same  kind,  which  were  in  the  worst  taste  possible.  I  realized 
with  sadness  the  fact,  that  wherever  \-ice  has  passed  there 
remains  a  residue  of  mire  at  the  bottom,  and  I  was  soon  to 
realize  it  more  fully. 

(COSTIXL-ED  IN   XBXT   NUMBES.) 


PAPA'S  LETTER. 


ThG  wages  of  Ah  Sin  are  seventy-five  cents  for  a  dozen 
P'.eces. 


1  was  sitting  in  my  study 

Writing  letters,  when  I  heard 

"  Please,  dear  inanimn.  Mary  told  me 

Mamma  mustn't  lie  'isturbe<l. 

"  But  I'se  tired  of  the  kitty, 

Want  some  ozzcr  (ing  to  do! 
Wiling  letters,  is  'on,  mamma  ? 
Tant  I  wile  a  letter,  too?'* 

"Not  now.  darling;  mamma's  busy; 

Run  and  play  with  kilty  nDW. 
"No,  no.  mamma,  me  wite  leiier — 

Tan  if  'ou  will  show  me  how." 

I  would  paint  my  darling's  portrait 

As  his  sweet  eyes  searched  my  face — 

Hair  of  gold  and  eyes  of  azure. 
I*'orm  of  childish  witching  grace. 

But  the  eager  face  was  clouded, 
As  I  slowly  shook  my  head, 

Till  I  said:  "I'll  make  a  letter 
Of  you.  darling  boy,  instead." 

So  I  parted  back  the  iresses 

From  his  forehead  high  and  wliite, 
And  a  stamp  in  sport  I  pasted 
'Mid  iis  waves  of  golden  light. 

Then  I  said:  "Now,  little  leiter, 
Go  away,  and  bear  good  news." 

And  I  smiled,  as  down  the  staircase 
Clattered  loud  the  little  shoes. 

Leaving  me  the  darling  hurried 
Down  lo  Mary  in  his  glee  : 
"Mamma's  wiling  lots  of  leiiers ; 
I'se  a  leiter,   Mary — see!" 

No  one  heard  the  little  prattler. 

As  once  more  he  climbed  ihe  stair. 

Reached  his  little  cap  and  tippet, 
Standing  on  the  entry  stair. 

No  one  heard  the  front  door  open. 
No  one  saw  ihe  golden  hair 

As  it  floated  o'er  his  shoulders, 
In  the  crisp  October  air. 

Down  the  street  the  baby  hastened. 
Till  he  reached  the  office  door : 
"  I'se  a  letter,  Mr.   Postman  ; 

Js  there  room  for  any  more? 

"'Cause  this  letter's  doin'  to  papa: 
Papa  lives  with  God,  'ou  know, 
Mamma  sent  me  for  a  letter, 
Does  'ou  fink  'at  I  tan  go?'' 

But  the  clerk  in  wonder  answered  : 
"Not  to-day,   my  little  man." 
"Den  I'll  find  anozzer  office, 
'Cause  I  must  do  if  I  tan." 

Fain  the  clerk  would  have  detained  him. 
But  the  pleading  face  was  gone. 

And  the  little  feet  were  hastening — 
By  the  busy  crowd  swept  on. 

Suddenly  the  crowd  was  parted. 
People  fled  to  left  and  right. 

As  a  pair  of  maddened  horses 
At  the  moment  dashed  in  sight. 

No  one  saw  the  baby  figure — 
No  one  saw  the  golden  hair. 

Till  a  voice  of  frightened  sweetness 
Rang  out  on  the  autumn  air. 

'Tvvas  too  late — a  moment  only 
Stood  the  beauteous  figure  there ; 

Then  ihe  little  face  lay  lifeless, 
Covered  o'er  with  golden  hair. 

Reverently  they  raised  my  darling, 
Brushed  away  the  curls  of  gold. 

Saw  ihe  siamp  upon  the  forehead. 
Growing  now  so  icy  cold. 

Not  a  mark  the  face  disfigured. 

Showing  where  a  hoof  had  trod  ; 
But  the  hlile  life  was  ended — 
"Papa's  letter"  was  wilh  God. 


Temptation. 


A  mighty  angel  on  the  jasper  wall. 

Sitting  serene  o'er  sin  and  death's  control, 
Heard  a  great  voice  through  the  while  spaces  call — 

"  Hasle  to  the  succor  of  a  templed  soul  !" 
He  spread  his  pinions,  and  adown  the  night 

Flew  to  that  sombre  room,  where  you  and  I 
Stood,  trj-mg  with  faint  lips  and  faces  while 

To  say  that  sad,  thai  awful  word,   "Good-bye!" 

Without,  the  strong  tides  sobbed  upon  the  shore. 

Like  some  great  soul  convulsed  wilh  mortal  pain; 
The  sea-wind  shook  the  mournful  sycamore 

Upon  the  terrace,  black  with  wintry  rain. 
Within  the  fire  was  dead.  and.  like  a  pall. 

Silence  and  gloom  hung  over  hall  and  stair; 
The  pictured  faces  on  the  carven  wall 

Frown  down  upon  us  in  our  deep  despair. 

'  Cold  is  the  way  of  duty — hard  and  cold. 

And  sweet  is  love,"  you  murmured — "  must  we  part?" 
I  felt  your  kisses  in  my  hair's  warm  gold. 

Weak — unresisting — I  lay  on  your  heart 
Until  the  angel  touched  me.     Then  my  eyes 

Were  opened,  and  I  saw  the  pit  below 
Our  falUng  feel — the  Hell  in  Heaven's  guise — 

Joy's  phantom  semblance  hiding  deadly  woe. 

And  ah  !   these  coward  lips  grew  strong  to  slay 

My  heart  and  yours.     The  dread  word  of  farewell 
I  spake  unfaltering;  I  put  away 

The  clasping  hands  that  held  me  like  a  spell. 
I  buried  deep — yea,  out  of  mortal  sight — 

The  love  ihat  was  my  life,  and  watched  you  go 
Through  the  dark  shadows  of  that  bankrupt  night — 

The  rest — my  sad  soul  and  the  angel  know  ! 

Oh.  friend,  across  the  distance,  lone  and  far. 

Call  not  to  me — I  can  not  heed  nor  slay; 
The  feel  that  walked  by  duty's  pale  cold  star 

W'il!  turn  no  more,  nor  falter  on  the  way. 
Then  call  me  not     My  weary  eyes  are  wet. 

Bui  'tw-ixt  us.  keen  and  bright  as  at  the  door 
Of  the  lost  Eden,  lo  !  a  sword  is  set — 

There  stands  the  faithful  angel  evermore  I 

Etta  W.  Pierce. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


i 


T/ti'  Fablf  of  the  Two  Sweet  Singers. — Hoio  the  Paternal 
Instimt  li'orks  in  Real  Life. — The  Glasstoate  Man  -who 
overthrew  the  Decalogue. — Some  dreailfullv  Sanguinary 
Stories  touching  the  Butchering  Business. — Misccliane- 
ous  and  Assorted  Horrors  too  Numerous  to  Mention. 


One  day  there  was  a  jackus  a  passin  by  a  winder,  and  he 
herd  a  yung  lady  singin,  and  he  stopped,  the  jackus  did,  and 
pinted  his  ears  strata  a  hcd  of  his  nose,  you  never  seen  scch 
ears,  biggcrn  he  was  his  ownself  !  After  the  jackus  had 
harked  a  wile  he  flopt  his  ears  back  til  they  tutched  his  tale, 
and  then  he  strcchcd  out  his  kneck  and  let  down  his  chin, 
and  brade  so  frilcfle  that  it  broke  all  the  windoes  in  the 
house!  And  wen  it  was  all  over  it  was  mity  stil  in  that 
house,  I  can  tel  you,  jest  like  some  boddy  was  ded. 

But  bime  by  the  ole  man  he  stuck  his  hed  out  the  windo, 
and  he  sed  to  the  jackus  :  "  Mcbby  you  dont  like  the  music 
wich  is  made  in  this  house." 

Then  the  jackus  he  scd  :  "  I  dont  kanow  wether  I  ot  to 
like  it  or  not.     I  got  a  mity  fine  voice,  but  no  ear." 

L'ncle  Ned  he  says  one  time  there  was  a  mule  wich  moved 
away  from  the  place  were  it  lived,  cos  its  master  sold  it  to  a 
other  feller.  But  after  a  long  time  he  bot  it  back,  and  wen  it 
was  brot  home  agin  it  see  a  jackus,  and  the  mule  it  had  never 
saw  a  jackous  be  fore.  So  it  luked  awile,  the  mule  did,  and 
then  it  sed  :  "  My  feelins  tels  mc  that  feller  is  my  little  boy." 
So  the  mule  it  went  up  to  the  jackus,  and  sed  :  "  Little 
feller,  dont  you  kanow  me?  Ime  the  ole  man,  yes,  in  deed, 
you  see  yure  daddy  be  fore  you,  ded  shure  !  "  And  then  the 
mule  it  snoozled  him  with  its  nose,  reel  loving.  But  the  jackus 
he  roled  his  eys  up  soUom,  like  preechers  eys,  and  dident  say 
nothing,  but  one  time  Billy,  thats  my  brother,  he  spoke  rite 
out  loud  in  church. 

The  mule  said  a  other  time:  "  My  son,  wen  you  are  grode 
up,  and  h?v  got  childerns  of  yure  own,  yule  understand  how 
I  kanew  you.  Its  the  paternel  instinct,  wich  speeks  lo  a 
fothers  hart  like  the  crack  of  a  wip,  yes,  in  deed,  my  boy, 
the  paternel  instinct  is  jest  the  biggest  thing  in  this  world  ! " 
But  the  jackus  it  was  the  mules  fother,  and  the  biggest 
quodderped  wich  wocks  the  face  of  the  erth  is  ephalents,  but 
wales  is  the  gratest  wich  plows  the  deep. 

And  now  lie  tel  you  a  litle  story  wich  Mister  Gipple  tole 
me.  Once  there  was  a  revivel  of  lidgion  in  the  town  were 
Mister  Gipple  kep  a  glas  ware  store,  chiny  and  crockry,  too, 
and  evry  boddy  was  a  goin  jest  wild  with  good,  no  more 
swearin,  and  drinkin  wisky,  and  fishin  on  Sundy,  and  steelin 
wotter  mellons.  One  day  there  was  a  feller  tendin  store  for 
Mister  Gipple,  and  a  mity  good  woman  she  cum  in  with  a 
bible,  and  she  luked  at  the  feller  out  of  her  eyes,  and  then 
she  sed:  "  Yung  man,  do  you  keep  the  divine  comandments.'" 
The  feller  he  was  from  Sacrymento  and  dident  kano  wot 
them  was,  but  he  spoke  out  reel  quick,  and  see:  "  Yes,  mam, 
we  do,  but  the  boss  was  tryin  to  git  em  out  of  his  way  yes- 
terday, and  wile  he  was  a  settin  em  a  side  he  broke  evry  one 
of  em.  But  we  have  got  sum  better  ones  comin  from  San 
Francisco,  you  come  in  nex  week." 

A  other  time  it  was  all  Temprence,  and  the  wimmen  fokes 
was  all  crusaders,  and  one  of  em  she  went  up  to  a  man  wich 
she  seen  was  a  stranger  in  town  and  she  sed,  the  wuman  did: 
"  Mister,  are  you  a  Son  of  Temprence  ?" 

The  man  he  sed:  "  Ime  a  son  of  ole  Jake  Bartle,  wich 
keeps  the  slotter  house  on  the  Marysvil  road." 

Then  the  wuman  she  sed:  "  Yes,  yes,  I  kno,  but  are  you  a 
Good  Templer?" 

Then  the  man  he  sed  agin:  "  No  mom,  I  never  worked  at 
it  a  our  in  my  life,  but  Ime  a  mity  good  hand  at  killin  cafs." 
But  I  bet  Mister  Brily,  the  butcher,  can  beat  him  at  that, 
yes,  in  deed  ! 

One  Sunday  me  and  my  mother  was  goin  to  church,  and 
wen  we  was  passin  thru  the  grave  yard  we  seen  Mister  Brily, 
dressed  up  reel  slick,  with  his  coat  on,  and  not  any  apern. 
And  there  was  a  labm  wich  was  cut  onto  a  toobm  stone,  and 
I  sed  :  "Wot  a  nice  labm  !" 

But  Mister  Brily  he  sed  :  "You  cant  tel,  Johnny,  you  cant 
tel.  Labms  is  mity  deceeven  with  their  jackets  on,  fore  you 
can  see  their  buties  thay  got  to  be  gone  over." 

Then  I  ast  Mister  Brily  wot  "gone  over"  ment,  and  he 
said:  "\Vy,  Johnny,  you  see,  a  animal  is  like  the  wimmin 
fokes,  wich  is  only  part  meal,  and  the  rest  is  close,  but  wen 
I  have  took  my  kanife  and  gone  over  a  labm  or  a  calef  it 
aint  got  enny  more  outside  follyswoddles,  nor  inside  flap- 
doodles, and  such  humbuggin  wanity,  but  is  jest  as  God 
made  it." 

One  time  my  father  he  was  in  a  slotter  house,  and  was 
mity  intrested  in  wot  he  see,  and  ast  lots  of  questens.  And 
after  a  wile  he  seen  a  man  settin  out  side  on  a  box,  a 
smokin,  and  my  father  he  sed  it  was  a  fine  day,  but  the  man 
dident  say  it  wasenl. 

Then  my  father  he  sed:  "Do  you  blong  about  here?" 
And  the  man  he  only  jest  nodded,  but  dident  make  no  re- 
marks. 

After  a  wile  my  father  he  sed  how  menny  sheeps  was  kild 
a  week,  but  the  man  he  sed  :  "  Dunno." 

Then  my  father  he  ast:  "Who  kanifes  em?"  But  the 
feller  he  ony  jest  chucked  his  ihubm  over  his  shoulder,  tord 
a  other  man,  and  went  on  smokn. 

Then  my  father  he  sed  :  "  I  spose  its  mity  slow  werk  for 
to  skin  em  ?" 

Wen  my  father  had  sed  so  the  man  jumpt  up  off  the  box 
like  he  was  shot,  and  snappt  his^ngers  loud  like  a  gun,  and 
sed  :  "  Sle,  be  blue  blasted,  you  wite  handed  galoot  !  Ime 
the  dandy  skinner  of  the  Golden  West,  thats  wot  I  am, 
and  if  any  feller  wants  to  try  me  on  He  skin  all  round  him  ! 
He  skin  any  livin  man  for  20  dollars  a  side,  and  put  up  the 
m.unny  ! " 

But  my  father  he  dident  want  to  be  skun. 
Snakes  they  skins  their  own  sellefs  evry  year,  and  one 
time  me  and  Uncle  Ned  we  see  a  snake  doin  it,  and  we  set 
reel  stil  and  watcht,  and  wen  the  snake  got  it  all  off  Uncle 
Ned  he  spoke  up  and  sed  to  the  snake:  "So  far  so  good, 
my  fine  feller,  but  how  are  you  a  goin  to  git  yure  innards  out 
less  you  got  a  kanife  .'"' 

Saddles  is  made  of  pig  skins,  and  the  hoptode  has  got 
jolly  big  worts  on  hisn. 

San  Rafael,  November  13,  1878. 


' 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


We  recall  no  modern  incident  where  the  ludicrous  and  the 
pathetic  are  so  blended  as  in  the  recent  larceny  of  the  mor- 
tal remains  of  A.  T.  Stewart.  Only  to  think  of  it  !  Break- 
ing into  a  cemetery,  burglarizing  vault,  sarcophagus,  and  cas- 
ket, to  bear  away  "  the  poor  handful  of  earth  that  lay  mould- 
ering there."  "  The  offense  is  rank  and  smells  to  heaven." 
Was  it  some  medical  student,  who  thinks  a  rich  man's  anat- 
omy different  from  a  poor  man's  frame?  Does  he  think 
perhaps  that,  hid  away  in  some  secret  cavity  of  the  corpus, 
in  some  hidden  recess  of  bone,  or  brain,  or  nerve,  or  liga- 
ment, he  will  find  the  secret  that  led  to  the  dead  man's 
great  wealth  ?  Was  it  stolen  by  some  necromancer,  to  con- 
jure up  the  devil  with?  Was  it  taken  away  by  .some  poor 
devil  whom  he  had  crushed  in  business,  that  he  in  turn 
might  avenge  the  wrong  by  sending  his  bones  to  be  ground 
for  a  fertilizer  or  for  chicken  feed?  Was  it  untimely  ripped 
from  the  womb  of  the  grave  by  some  mercenary  idiot,  who 
thinks  the  widow  will  pay  and  no  questions  asked  ?  And 
now  suppose  it  is  brought  back,  who  shall  identify  the  body  ? 
And  if  it  is  not  brought  back,  what  becomes  of  that  splendid 
memorial  cathedral,  with  its  chime  of  bells,  and  painted 
glass,  and  graceful  spire,  erected  to  pray  through  all  coming 
time  for  the  repose  of  the  rich  man's  unquiet  soul  ?  If  the 
police  are  at  all  efficient  they  ought  to  get  upon  the  scent  of 
this  plunder,  and  bring  these  offenders  to  condign  punish- 
ishment.  If  it  is  true,  as  many  good  people  believe,  that  the 
translated  dead  look  down  from  their  mansion  in  the  skies, 
and  see  what  is  going  on  in  this  comical  world  of  ours,  what 
must  have  been  the  sensation  of  the  departed  Mr.  Stewart 
when  he  saw  the  muffled  body-snatchers,  with  dark  lantern, 
iron  bar,  and  jimmy,  burst  the  cerements  of  his  grave,  and 
silently  steal  away  with  all  that  was  mortal  of  him  in  a 
gunny  sack  or  india-rubber  bag.  How  he  must  have  regret- 
ted that  he  was  not  en  7'apport  with  his  friend  Hilton,  so  that 
he  might  have  table-tipped  him  by  spiritual  telegraph^  "  the 
deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off."  This  stealing  of  dead 
men's  bones  will  doubtless  lead  to  cremation  as  a  more  satis- 
factory mode  of  disposing  of  the  mortal  remains.  In- 
stead of  "dust  to  dust,"  it  will  be  "ashes  to  ashes."  If 
Stewart  had  been  cremated,  his  ashes  might  have  been  so 
precipitated  that  they  could  have  been  worn  by  his  bereaved 
widow  in  a  mourning  pin,  or  preserved  in  an  ornamental  urn 
upon  her  dressing  table.  They  might  even  have  been  made 
into  toilet  soap.  We  would  not  indulge  in  these  grim,  sepul- 
I  chral  jokes  over  the  dead  body  of  a  good  or  gracious  man, 
who,  after  a  life  of  usefulness,  had  been  quietly  inurned  ;  we 
should  wish  him  the  repose  he  had  fairly  earned.  But  when 
a  narrow-hearted,  miserly,  cold,  and  selfish  rich  man  dies, 
we  have  so  little  sympathy  with  him  that  we  confess  to  a  lit- 
tle pleasure  in  knowing  that  his  bones  are  liable  to  be  dis- 
turbed, and  some  of  his  money  is  to  be  expended  upon  hon- 
est men  in  their  search  for  his  otherwise  quite  unimportant 
and  worthless  remains. 

If  we  are  wanting  in  respect  for  rich  men  dead,  we  fully 
compensate  for  it  in  our  regard  for  rich  men  hving.  Some- 
how when  the  millionaire  has  thrown  off  his  immortal  part 
— to  wit,  his  money — and  gone  to  join  the  innumerable  throng 
in  that  bourne  where  there  is  no  wealth  of  houses  or  lands, 
of  bonds  or  jewels,  where  only  a  single  sixpence  is  required 
to  pay  the  grim  old  ferryman  that  transports  us  all  across  the 
dark  and  fathomless  stream,  we  have  no  respect  for  him. 
About  the  sordid,  grasping,  miserly  rich  man  there  are  but 
two  parts — his  body  and  his  money.  His  carcass  lies  rotting 
in  its  coffin,  liable  to  be  stolen  and  dragged  off  over  board- 
ing-house balconies  and  iron  pickets  to  be  made  merchan- 
dise of  We  can  of  course  have  but  little  concern  for  that. 
The  money  is  left,  and  we  must  follow  it  and  give  our  con- 
sideration to  him  who  is  its  happy  possessor.  Soul  ?  The 
dead  money-grabbers  have  none  while  living,  and  we  have 
never  heard  of  any  theological  code  that  provided  them  one 
— ready-made — when  they  threw  off  the  mortal  coil.  But 
rich  men  living  !  Ah  !  these  command  our  admiration  and 
our  homage.  To  the  rich  man  we  bow  in  profoundest  respect. 
To  them  we  expose  our  weak  spot.  We  take  off  our  hat  and 
make  bare  our  bald  head.  We  defer  to  their  Judgment. 
When  they  smile  we  smile.  When  they  utter  chunks  of  wis- 
dom we  bolt  them  and  dip,  as  ducks  gulping  corn.  There  is 
a  halo  around  the  rich  man's  pocket  that  dazzles  our  vision 
with  its  brilliancy. 

Speaking  of  rich  men  we  learned  yesterday  that  General 
Beale  is  the  owner  of  one  hundred  and  ninety-six  thousand 
of  the  best  and  most  fruitful  acres  in  California.  It  is  said 
that  all  the  grants  that  gave  this  vast  estate  were  forged — 
not  that  General  Beale  forged  them,  or  had  any  knowledge 
concerning  them  —  that  they  cost  comparatively  nothing; 
that  a  hundred-vara  lot  in  San  Francisco  cost  more  than 
this  vast  domain.  This  property  was  acquired  when  the 
General  was  Surveyor-General  of  Cahfornia,  and  it  was  him 
of  whom  President  Lincoln  made  the  joke  that  when  he  went 
out  of  office  "  he  was  monarch  of  all  he  had  surveyed."  This 
land  is  crossed  by  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad.  It  is  used 
for  a  sheep  pasture  ;  it  is  doubtless  taxed  for  less  than  one- 
tenth  part  of  its  value.  None  of  it  is  cultivated.  It  is  be- 
ing held  that  time,  future  immigration,  and  the  enterprise  of 
other  men  may  give  it  value.  It  has  no  church,  nor  school 
house,  nor  improved  road  upon  it.  It  is  a  desert,  unoccu- 
pied, and  unused,  except  for  the  herds  of  its  non-resident 
landlord.  If  it  were  taxed  as  other  and  not  more  valuable 
lands  are  taxed  to  the  poor  men  who  till  them,  it  would  bring 
a  large  revenue  to  the  State.  If  it  were  owned  in  small  farms 
and  properly  cultivated  it  would  maintain  a  population  often 
thousand  souls  ;  it  would  have  doubled  its  present  worth  and 
given  value  to  other  lands;  it  would  give  occupation  to  rail- 
roads; it  would  contribute  to  the  prosperity  of  San  Fran- 
cisco. Now  it  contributes  nothing  to  the  State,  nnd  only 
serves  to  enrich  one  man,  and  he,  an  absentee,  spends  his 
money  beyond  our  borders.  And  yet  the  Constitutional 
Convention,  now  engaged  in  the  preparation  of  an  organic 
law,  hesitate  as  to  the  propriety  of  doing  anything  in  the  di- 
rection of  compeUing  these  vast  landed  estates  to  be  either 
divided  or  made  to  contribute  their  c{uota  to  the  maintenance 
of  a  State  government.  At  the  same  time  this  mob-fear- 
ing body  of  wisdom  seriously  propose  to  give  over  the  abso- 
lute control  of  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad  to  three  politi- 
cians elected  by  the  people — who  "  shall  have  the  sole  con- 
trol to  fix  the  rates  of  freight  and  passage;"  a  railroad  built 


without  subsidy  through  an  unsettled  part  of  the  State, 
reaching  out  to  the  Rio  Grande  in  Texas  in  order  to  grasp 
and  bring  to  San  Francisco  the  vast  future  trade  of  the 
great  empire  of  Arizona  and  the  valley  of  Mexico,  and 
hose  prospects  of  ultimate  profit  is  in  a  distant  future. 
This  Southern  Pacific  Railroad  enterprise  is  doing  for  our 
city,  more  than  all  the  rich  men,  corporations,  merchants, 
and  business  men  of  the  Siate  beside.  It  is  extending  the 
jurisdiction,  the  business,  and  commercial  area  of  the  city, 
to  a  great,  productive,  and  unoccupied  country.  It  is  opening 
up  to  us  a  future  business,  the  extent  and  value  of  which  the 
unthinking  city  trader  has  no  conception  or  appreciation  of. 
It  is  giving  us  a  grasp  upon  a  valuable  trade,  and  is  inviting 
to  our  port  a  business  that  in  the  future  will  be  of  inestima- 
ble value.  The  Southern  Pacific  corporation  has  no  sub- 
sidy, no  lands,  and  is  asking  no  aid,  yet  in  San  Francisco 
there  is  an  ignorant,  mean,  and  jealous  prejudice  against  it 
difficult  to  understand.  Half  the  press  are  continually  de- 
nouncing it;  all  the  politicians  are  making  capital  in  abuse 
of  it;  a  Constitutional  Convention  threatens  to  go  to  the 
voting  masses  with  propositions  to  confiscate  it;  the  sand-lot 
mob  meet  before  the  dwellings  of  its  promoters,  and  with 
bonfires,  blasphemy,  and  threats  of  personal  violence  seek 
to  intimidate  the  men  who  are  building  it,  and  who  are  giv- 
ing labor  to  honest  workers.  Such  narrow-minded  ignor- 
ance, such  mean  and  jealous  stupidity,  we  never  saw  before 
in  any  community.  If  this  road  is  built  to  the  Gulf  of  Mex- 
ico— which  is  its  objective  point — it  will  bring  to  our  city  all 
the  trade  of  that  great  empire  of  undeveloped  wealth.  If  the 
system  of  California  railroads,  now  being  carried  out  by 
Governor  Stanford  and  his  associates,  is  left  to  be  devel- 
oped, without  needless  interference,  the  Rocky  Mountains 
will  bound  our  commercial  jurisdiction  on  the  east,  and  it 
will  bring  to  our  port  the  splendid  commerce  of  Asia  and  the 
islands  of  the  Pacific.  If  the  narrow-minded  political  news- 
paper and  sand-lot  bigots  are  permitted  to  arrest  the  devel- 
opment of  this  enterprise,  the  Sierra  Nevada  hills  will  bound 
our  trade  eastward,  and  we  shall  find  ourselves,  like  Portu- 
gal, locked  in  between  the  ocean  and  the  Sierra,  with  a  lim- 
ited trade  and  a  hmited  political  influence.  It  seems  a  pity 
that  San  Francisco  can  not  produce  one  man  who  has  breadth 
of  statesmanship  enough  to  recognize  this  fact,  and  boldness 
enough  to  give  the  fact  utterance.  It  is  shameful  that  the 
press  is  cowardly,  mercenary,  selfish,  and  stupid  ;  that  it  is 
left  to  an  "obscure  literary  paper  of  limited  circulation"  to 
announce  what  everyone  ought  to  know  ;  and  the  most  ab- 
surd thing  of  all  is  the  howling  of  the  jackass  mob  at  the 
only  concern  that  gives  labor  and  the  only  men  who  spend 
money  generously.  If  the  community — of  course  we  mean 
that  portion  of  it  that  is  disinterested  and  intelligent — would 
consider  this  work  that  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad  Com- 
pany is  now  doing,  and  its  relation  to  the  future  prosperity  of 
San  Francisco  ;  would  contemplate  in  all  its  bearings  the 
effect  of  a  new  southern  transcontinental  road,  owned  and 
operated  in  the  interest  of  this  city,  it  would  be  convinced 
that  it  is  the  most  important  enterprise  ever  undertaken  upon 
this  coast.  If  Tom  Scott  could  be  permitted  to  accomplish 
the  building  of  a  road  to  San  Diego,  to  be  controlled  by  him 
in  the  interest  of  eastern  capital,  it  would  strike  a  most  seri- 
ous blow  at  San  Francisco.  Thanks  to  the  enterprise  of  Gov- 
ernor Stanford  and  his  associated  railroad  builders,  this  dan- 
ger is  now  indefinitely  postponed.  The  time  will  come  when 
our  citizens  will  understand  and  appreciate  this  contest  for 
railroad  supremacy  ;  when  they  do,  they  will  do  justice  to 
the  railroad  men  of  this  coast  and  give  them  a  credit  well 
deserved,  but  now  withheld,  under  the  influence  of  demagogy 
in  politics,  bigotry  in  journalism,  jealousy  in  business  circles, 
and  ignorance  among  the  masses. 


FOAM. 


"  Tlie  earth  hath  bubbles  as  the  water  hath,  and  these  are  of  them." 

— Macbeth. 

B.  B.,  of  Massachusetts,  tastes  the  squintessence  of  defeat. 

The  Boston  Post  says  Old  Ocean  never  had  a  corn  on  his 
under-tow.  This  may  be  the  current  opinion,  but  some  Bun- 
yan  should  show  how  many  feet  a  tidal  wave  can  move. 

The  best  scholar,  and  the  only  one  who  went  through  the 
four  years'  course  in  three,  at  the  Newport,  Rhode  Island, 
High  School,  was  a  colored  girl  eighteen  years  of  age.  This 
raises  a  hue  and  cry. 

Moody  weighs  240  pounds.  Poor  lean  sinners  cannot  keep 
the  straight  and  narrow  path  at  his  2:40  gait. 

The  Post-office  Department  has  ruled  that  a  husband  has 
no  control  over  his  wife's  letters.  They  are  writefully  hers. 
Woman's  rights  are  not  to  be  always  left. 

The  British  Royal  Society,  by  delicate  experiments  with 
thermo-electric  apparatus,  find  that  mental  work  causes  an 
increase  of  heat ;  even  to  attract  a  person's  attention  raises 
the  temperature.  How  cool  and  comfortable  the  heads  of 
some  people  must  feel ! 

Pious  young  ladies  in  England  distribute  tracts  in  sealed 
and  scented  envelopes,  through  the  mails  or  in  person,  to  the 
delight  of  the  young  men  receiving  and  opening  them  in  se- 
cret. It  is  not  stated  how  many  per  scent  are  attracted  to 
Christianity- 
Colonel  Forney  writes  of  his  interview  with  Gambetta : 
"  He  said  he  had  heard  of  Me  and  had  read  some  of  My 
writings."  The  congregation  will  now  join  in  singing  : 
"That  undivided  tract 

Known  as  '  Ye  Nowhere  Nigh,' 
Situate  skyward,  over  the  left. 
In  Elizabeth  Martin's  eye.'' 


If  Harry  Mighels  is  beaten  for  Lieutenant-Governor  of 
Nevada,  it  serves  him  right.  He  is  the  editor  of  the 
Carson  Appeal.,  and  has  been  guilty  of  the  unpardonable 
crime  of  speaking  out  in  meeting.  He  has  indulged  the  bad 
habit  of  expressing  his  own  opinions,  without  reference  to 
the  mob  that  clamors  and  the  crowd  that  crawls  ;  and  then 
when  nominated  he  refused  to  bend  the  thrifty  hinges  of  the 
pregnant  knee  that  coin  might  follow  fawning.  He  went 
upon  the  stunip,  and  stood  up  and  looked  the  hoi polloi  in 
its  dirty  face,  and  said  that  if  he  had  written  any  thing  that 
he  was  sorry  for  he  was  glad  of  it,  and  in  a  spirit  of  Chris- 
tian generosity  was  willing  to  accept  any  apology,  and  be 
forgiven  for  any  offense  that  he  had  willfully  perpetrated. 
Just  how  Daggett — another  editor — succeeded  in  getting  to 
Congress  we  do  not  know.  He  ought — in  the  logic  of  poli- 
tics— to  have  been  defeated.  If  he  has  been  a  fearless,  hon- 
est, and  intelligent  journalist,  we  can  not  understand  how  he 
could  have  received  the  popular  vote.  It  is  a  suspicious 
circumstance  at  least,  and  while  we  have  respected  Mr.  Dag- 
gett for  the  possession  of  many  admirable  qualities  as  a 
newspaper  man,  we  have  a  right  to  demand  of  him  an  ex- 
planation of  his  success  ;  by  what  arts  he  wooed  the  fickle 
Desdemona,  and  won  the  love  of  Nevada's  voters.  This 
election  in  Nevada  sets  us  a  bad  example.  We  have  edi- 
tors who  as  Lieutenant-Governor  might  grace  the  State 
Prison.  We  know  of  only  two  who  would  honor  a  seat  in 
Congress. 

The  laboring  man  who  proposed  in  the  Constitutional 
Convention  to  disfranchise  all  who  availed  themselves  of 
Chinese  labor  moves  a  sweeping  reform.  Not  one  Irishman, 
or  German,  or  other  foreigner  would  be  entitled  to  vote. 
Every  man  who  hires  a  Chinese  servant,  or  drinks  tea,  or 
smokes  cheap  cigars,  or  eats  Chinese  rice,  or  walks  on  Chi- 
nese matting,  or  purchases  fish,  fruit,  and  vegetables  from  a 
Chinese  peddler,  or  wears  a  shirt  washed  at  a  Chinese  laun- 
dry, or  eats  vegetables  raised  in  a  China  garden,  or  wheat 
harvested  by  Chinamen,  or  fruit  gathered  by  them,  or  rides 
upon  a  railroad  made  in  part  and  kept  in  repair  by  Chinese, 
would  be  eligible  to  exercise  the  privilege  of  the  elective 
franchise. 


We  have  an  idea  the  Americans  are  as  fond  of  military  ti- 
tles as  the  Europeans  are  of  titles  of  nobility.  A  Jew  boy 
baby  was  christened  "  Baron  Nathan  :"  when  he  grew  up  he 
had  a  baron's  coronet  engraved  upon  his  cards,  and  so  all 
his  life  passed  as  Baron  Nathan.  Our  suggestion  is  this  ; 
let  all  the  American  boy  babies  be  christened  with  military 
titles,  and  thus  all  the  General  Jones,  Colonel  Smiths,  Major 
Browns,  and  Captain  Robinsons,  will  be  genuine. 


Mortimer  CoUins,  writing  of  the  "Art  and  Accomplish- 
ment of  Verse,"  advised  students  of  rhythm  to  find  new  vari- 
ations among  French  poets,  and  mentioned  Victor  Hugo's 
two  hundred  lines  running  in  this  style  : 

' '  Mon  page,  emplis  mon  escarcelle 
Sella 
Mon  cheval  de  Calatrava 
Va!" 
The  popular  legend  of  Gambrinus  who  turned  into  a  beer- 
barrel,  as  told  by  Prof  John  Fiske,  might  appear  thus  : 

A    LEGEND    OF  LAGER    BIER   AND   BELLS. 

Gambrinus — though  it  was  his  sweetheart's  guilt, 

Jilt! 
Suspended  violin,  and  violin 

Din, 
And  rushed  into  the  woods  himself  to  hang. 

Sprang 
Upon  a  bough  and  even  fastened  cord. 

Awed, 
He  sat  with  rope  on  neck  and  paused  in  thought. 

Fraught 
With  doubt  and  scorn  of  all  this  nielancholy 

Folly. 
And  while  his  musings  turned  the  air  to  blue 

Hue, 
There  came  a  stranger  tall  in  coat  of  green 

(Scene !) 
With  most  officious  offer  to  assist — 

"Whist!" 
Said  he,  "Thou  shall  attain  a  lofty  niche, 

Rich, 
Shall  see  thy  sweetheart  with  regret  and  thirst 

Burst. 
But  I,  in  thirty  years,  thy  soul  the  game 

Claim. 
Gambrinus  signed  the  compact,  for  he  held 

vYelled) 
That  thirty  years  were  long  by  pleasure  blessed. 

Guessed 
The  devil  his  soul  in  any  case  might 

Bhghl ! 
By  Satan's  aid  he  planned  the  carrillon; 

Won 
The  Teutons'  hearts  by  not  too  tonic  beer. 

Sheer 
Delight  induced  the  emperor  to  proclaim 

Same 
"  The  Duke  of  Brabant,  Count  of  Flanders,  too." 

Whew  ! 
Now  how  Gambrinus  eyed  his  old  sweetheart. 

Tart! 
But  keeping  clear  of  whim-en  did  not  cease. 

Peace. 
For  thirty  years  beneath  his  belfry's  chime, 

Time 
Was  slain  and  borne  away  on  lager-^;>?-, 

Here 
He  sat  with  burghers  and  with  noblemen. 

Then 
There  came  a  message  most  imp-ortunate 

Straight 
Was  he  to  "come  below  ere  midnight's  prime 

Chime," 
But  Flemish  schoppen  sent  the  imp  to  deep 

Sleep, 
From  which  he  did  not  wake  till  next  noon  came. 

Shame 
Prevented  a  return  to  Hell,  and  thus. 

Plus 

^"^"JJPj^i  infernal,  lived  Gambrinus  on, 

On, 
A  tranquil  century  or  so,  till  he 

(Spree  ! ) 

(Esprit  f  J 
From  mere  ro-tun-diiy  sw'elled  to  a  ton, 

Tun  ! 


Through  the  *' Telegastrograph  "  people  can,  by  placing  a 
wire  in  the  mouth,  "receive  immediately  the  full  flavor"  of  a 
dainty  dish  miles  distant  connected  with  a  powerful  battery 
—like  knowing  a  kind  heart  or  a  beautiful  face  only  by 
rumor.  Ribot  says  the  universe,  with  its  light,  colors,  forms, 
harmonies,  and  arsthetics,  exists  for  us  only  as  a  sum  of 
states  of  consciousness.  Fancy  the  sum  of  the  states  of 
consciousness  experienced  at  a  banquet,  being  a  Fl.  \-^r  and 
a   cold  wire  on   vour  tongue!      This  would   be    i' <  ~ 

Iron-y  of  Fete  ! 

San  Francisco,  Nov.  13,  1878.  ' 


THE   ARGONAUT. 
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An  elegant  wedding  was  that  of  William  H.  Boothe  and 
Miss  Katherine  R.  Trowbridge,  celebrated  at  Trinity  Church 
on  Wednesday  evening  last.  The  bridegroom  is  well  known 
in  society  circles  as  a  gentleman  of  wealth,  generous  im- 
pulses, and  superior  business  talent.  He  is  not  an  "old 
citizen,''  having  come  to  the  Pacific  direct  from  Louisville, 
Kentucky,  not  more  than  seven  years  ago.  The  bride  has 
been  in  the  cily  only  five  months,  but  during  that  lime  has 
made  many  friends  by  her  many  gentle  and  womanly  quali- 
ties. The  groomsmen  were  Kdwin  B.  lioothe,  Louis  B. 
Parroii,  Kdmund  Trowbridge,  and  James  A.  Aliller;  the 
bridesmaids,  Miss  Edith  Ogden,  Miss  Jennie  Ogden,  Miss 
Katie  Ogden,  and  Miss  Hattie  Rice.  The  bride  wore  the 
loveliest  of  ^i>s  dc  tour  dresses,  made  in  the  Marguerite  de 
Valois  style,  with  high  collarette,  sleeves  of  detitelles  de 
Fhmdrt'Sy  and  a  wealth  of  the  same  filmy  material  distribu- 
ted elsewhere  in  elegant  profusion  about  the  garment.  The 
train  was  of  fabulous  length,  and  covered  with  sheeny  waves 
of  raveled  silk.  The  veil,  wliich  was  as  soft  and  volumi- 
nous as  a  summer  cloud,  was  edged  with  orange  blossoms 
and  little  lilies  of  the  valley.  The  bridal  jewels  were  dia- 
monds. The  bridesmaids  wore  tarlatan  draped  over  white 
silk,  the  costumes  being  uniform  in  make,  and  only  distin- 
guished by  the  colors  of  the  flowers  and  ribbons  worn  as  wed- 
ding-favors. Th«  Church  lent  its  highest  dignity  to  the  cere- 
monial, the  Right  Reverend  William  Ingraham  Kip,  Bishop 
of  California  ;  the  Right  Reverend  J.  U.  H.  Wingfield,  Rev. 
Dr.  H.  W.  Beers,  and  Rev.  Charles  N.  Spaulding  participat- 
ing. The  bride  and  groom  went  smiling  to  the  altar  under 
the  gaze  of  two  thousand  pairs  of  envious  eyes.  The  bless- 
ing of  heaven  was  invoked  in  a  hymn  sung  lo  the  sweetest 
melody  in  the  opera  of  D^r  Frnschutz.  While  the  service 
was  in  progress  a  gentle  melody  was  played  by  organ  and 
violin,  and  when  the  knot  was  finally  tied  the  wedding 
cortege  paced  gravely  out  of  the  church  to  the  harmonious 
nuptial  measures  of  Mendelssohn,  which  will  continue  to  be 
played  on  similar  occasions  until  some  nobler  bridal  march 
is  invented.  There  were  flowers  in  graceful  dc\ices  every- 
where, in  the  chancel  of  the  church,  and  in  the  parlors  of  the 
Palace  Hotel,  where  the  reception  was  held  a  little  later — 
arches,  bells,  wreaths,  stars,  monograms,  baskets,  and  bou- 
quets, pure  white  contrasted  with  brilliant  red.  At  the  re- 
ception good  society  was  well  represented.  Conspicuous 
among  many  extremely  handsome  toilets  were  those  of  the 
immediate  friends  of  the  bride  and  groom.  Mrs.  Howard, 
the  bride's  sister,  wore  a  pale. blue  satin  with  Louis  Quinze 
panniers  over  pale  blue  silk,  panniers  and  sleeves  puffed 
with  gauze  and  bands  of  silk  of  the  same  delicate  hue.  Mrs. 
Jeiiks,  mother  of  the  bride,  wore  a  brocaded  silk  of  a  shade 
•f  strawborn*,  opening  over  a  gros  grain  of  the  same  color. 
Mis*  Nellie  Trowbridge  was  attired  in  a  pale  pink  silk  cut 
Princesse,  covered  with  illusion  caught  up  with  bouquets 
aid  roses  pompons.  The  dress  of  Mrs.  James  M.Barney, 
wife  of  the  groom's  chief  business  associate,  was  a  rich 
black  Princesse  velvet  with  long  train,  bodice  heart-shaped, 
covered  in  front  and  on  the  train  with  myriads  of  jets  ;  the 
sleeves  and  neck  trimmed  with  Venetian  lace.  Her  princi- 
pal ornament  was  a  diamond  cross  that  blazed  like  the  Great 
Carbuncle.  Miss  Laura  Belden  wore  a  pink  silk  in  watteau 
stj'Ie,  covered  with  illusion  and  satin  ribbons  ;  Miss  Louise, 
her  sister,  who  made  her  social  d<H>ut^  a  white  gros  grain 
train  airecUur  covered  with  plaiiings  of  white  silk  gauze. 
Mrs.  A,  i\.  Towne  was  obsenable  for  one  of  the  hand- 
somest costumes  of  the  evening.  There  was  a  regal  repast 
and  dancing.  The  bridal  gifts  were  of  great  cost  and  ele- 
gance. The  entire  arrangement  of  the  wedding  showed  not 
only  good  taste,  but  a  careful  prevision  that  prevented  the 
haste,  (wrors,  and  inconveniences  incidental  to  complicated 
ceremonials  and  large  gatherings.  After'  the  reception  the 
happy  couple  went  at  once  to  the  new  and  elegant  home 
prepared  for  them  at  the  comer  of  Fillmore  and  McAllister 
Sueets. 


A  gentleman  who  signs  himself  "A  Friend,"  writes  to  in- 
quire what  disposition  to  make  of  his  knife  and  fork  when 
he  is  at  table  in  company  and  his  appetite  prompts  him  to 
ask  kor  more.  There  are  occasions,  of  course,  when  a  diner- 
out  may  with  propriety  ask  for  more,  but  they  are  limited. 
For  instance,  he  may  be  at  a  boarding  house,  where  the  fare 
is  lenten,  or  be  may  be  dining  almost  cnJamiUe,  or  he  may 
be  at  table  informally  with  two  or  three  ;  in  all  these  cases 
there  are  presumed  to  be  only  a  few  courses,  and  there  may 
be  a  repetition  of  any  one  of  them  without  physical  injur>- 
or  a  violation  of  the  rules  of  good-breeding.  As  the  number 
of  guests  and  courses  increases,  individual  freedom  is  dimin- 
ished. If  there  is  a  meal  of  a  dozen  courses,  it  would  be 
manifestly  improper  for  any  person  lo  ask  for  more  of  any 
one  of  them,  unless  he  were  familiarly  acquainted  with  every 
guest.  In  such  cases  ever)- one  is  expected  to- eat  what  is 
s«t  before  him,  and  permit  his  plate  lo  be  taken  quietly  away 
when  the  next  course  is  sened.  In  the  case  mentioned,  when 
it  is  allowable  to  ask  for  more,  usage  is  divided  in  regard  to 
the  disposition  of  the  knife  and  fork.  Sometimes  it  is  left 
on  the  table,  raised  from  the  cloth  by  some  convenient  ob- 
ject, but  ofiener  sent  away  with  the  plate.  The  last  way  is 
better  than  to  have  knife,  fork,  and  spoon  slacked  upon  a 
niece  of  bread  like  soldiers'  muskets  at  parade.  When  sent 
av.ay,  a  clean  plate  and  knife  and  fork  should  always  be  re- 
turned. 


It  is  altogether  probable  that  what  is  called  society  will 
be  soon  "stirred  from  centre  to  circumference,"  by  the  details 
of  a  scandal  that  has  been  tn.'ing  to  assert  itself  now  for  two 
or  three  years.  Time  and  again  it  has  popped  to  the  surface, 
to  be  instantly  pulled  back  by  the  ears  and  crammed  again 
into  solitary  confinement — but  now  the  jailors  are  getting 
awearj'  with  constant  watching,  while  the  ghost  of  disgrace 
is  as  active  as  ever  and  bound  lo  have  its  own  way  if  it  takes 
till  the  crack  of  somebody's  doom.  We  know  just  enough 
of  the  whole  plot  to  say  that  it  is  very  interesting.  I'ortions 
of  it  have  been  discussed  at  long  and  short  lunch  parties,  and 
talked  over  in  funeral  carriages,  and  rolled  a  savory  morsel 
under  select  and  wicked  wagging  tongues.  But  welded  to- 
gether and  made  a  connected  whole  reality  whips  romance 
right  out  of  the  road,  and  fact  crowds  fancy  clear  over  the 
wall.  Scandal  is  an  unclean  thing,  but  how  society  fondles 
it ;  what  a  welcome  it  has  in  nearly  every  household.  So,  if 
the  mystery  is  not  soon  solved  ;  if  the  daily  press  fail  with 
the  banner  of  a  superior  enterprise  in  its  hand,  we  shall  be 
obliged  to  publish  the  thing  in  cipher,  and  leave  those  who 
don't  want  to  know  anything  about  it  lo  dig  out  the  details. 


Nous  transcrivons  purement  et  simplement  I'anecdote, 
telle  qu'on  nous  I'a  racont(;e.  L'ne  de  nos  dames  les  plus 
distingu(5es,  dans  le  cerclc  le  plus  brillant  de  la  socii^tc,  vou- 
lait  essayer  sa  chance  dans  les  dangereuses  speculations  de 
la  '■  Bourse,"  et  naturcllement,  avant  de  prendre  une  resolu- 
tion aussi  importante,  elle  dcmanda  limidemcnt  I'opinion  de 
son  mari.  "  Pas  de  stocks,  ma  chi^rie,"  rcpondit  laconique- 
ment  le  grave  senateur,  dont  le  noble  front  fut  jadis  ornd  de 
la  couronne  ducale.  Sur  I'insistance  de  sa  femme,  le  vieil- 
lard  hocha  sa  venerable  lete,  blanchie  par  I'age  et  les  soucis 
d'Klal,,et  prononi;a  de  nouveau  comme  un  arret  d(5finitif, 
"non,pas  de  stocks,  ma  cherie."  Notre  charmante  duchcsse 
avail  unpen  d'argeni;  comme  toutes  les  fenimes  elle  se  laissa 
tenter,  el  enlraince  d'ailleurs  par  la  tournure  florissanle  du 
marchd  minier,  elle  se  dccida  a  avcnturer  sur  les  eaux  du 
"Slock  F.xchange"  le  pain  quolidien  de  la  famille.  Puis 
s'armanl  de  courage,  elle  s'adressa  a  un  "  Bonanza  King"  et 
lui  dit  avec  son  plus  malin  sourire,  "  Placez  cet  argent  pour 
moi."  Le  roi  de  la  finance  se  garda  bien  de  refuser,  "d'ail- 
leurs comment  resister  a  une  femme,"  surtout  a  une 
duchessc  et  fit  gracieusemcnt  ce  qu'on  lui  demandait.  Les 
stocks  du  "jNorth  End  Comslock"  augmentcrent,  les  actions 
de  la  noble  dame  montcrent  en  const^quence,  et  le  "Bo- 
nanza King"  avec  une  magnanimito,  i  nulle  autre  seconde, 
dans  I'histoire,  lui  envoya  un  cheque  de  $75,000,  comme 
rcsultat  de  I'opdralion.  C'est,  dans  la  soiree,  alors  que  la 
dame  tronait  clugamment  dans  son  salon,  entour^e  d'un 
cercle  nombreux  et  bnllant  d'invitos,  que  le  cheque  arriva. 
Elle  jeta  un  coup  d'ceil  furtif  sur  la  signature,  sourit  malici- 
cuscment  et  de  I'air  le  plus  tranquille  et  le  plus  satisfait  du 
monde,  elle  cacha  dans  son  sein  le  precieux  billet.  Bientot 
les  invites  partirent  et  le  due  et  sa  dame  se  retircrent  pour 
gouter  un  sommeil  reparateur.  C'est  le  moment  qu'avait 
choisi  la  malicieuse  duchesse  pour  informer  son  "lord  el 
maitre"du  resultal  heureux  de  loptiralions  financiure.  11 
avail  di5j;i  enlevc  son  paletot,  son  gilet  et  ses  bottes  quand, 
lout  en  jouanl,  elle  lui  lendit  le  cheque  el  lui  dit  finement, 
"  Comment  irouvez-vous  cela,  mon  cher."  Le  grave  s^na- 
teur,  assis  sur  le  bord  du  lit,  chercha  ses  lunettes  a  monture 
dorife,  lut  attentivemenl  leschifires,  la  signature  cabalistique, 
puis  regardant  dessous  ses  lunettes  avec  un  sourire  sarcas- 
tique  et  afTectueux  lout  li  la  fois,  lui  rendil  le  cheque,  ota  son 
pantalon,  et  avec  la  plus  respectueuse  rifvcrence,  dit  a  la 
victorieuse  duchesse:  "Prenez-le,  ma  chere,  il  est  a  vous  de 
droit,  puissiez-vous  le  porter  aussi  gracieusemcnt  que  vous 
I'avez  gagne."  Une  pudique  rongeur  colora  les  joues  de  la 
modeste  duchesse.  lis  se  mirent  au  lit.  Le  bonheur  dtaii 
peint  sur  leur  visage.  lis  furent  heureux  cetle  nuii-lk;  les 
rcves  les  plus  doux  ei  les  plus  agrdables  visiterent  leur  som- 
meil. 

Social  life  in  Oakland  has  not  recently  been  disquieted 
by  many  events  of  importance.  Miss  Harmon  entertained 
the  literary  clubs  last  week  with  a  supper,  and  dance  after- 
ward. Among  the  ladies  present  were  Misses  Houghton, 
Green,  Sinton,  Ward,  Crane,  Johnson,  Eells,  Raymond, 
Stanley,  and  Mrs.  Whealon,  Mrs.  Houghton,  Mrs.  C.  P. 
Eells,  Mrs.  Ferine,  Mrs.  Havens,  and  Mrs.  Rathbone.  The 
chivalry  of  Oakland  was  represented  by  Messrs.  Paxton, 
Johnson,  Tullle,  Hamilton,  Sinton,  Houghton,  Havens,  Gra- 
ham, Froelich,  Pillsbury,  and  Ferine. 


AFTERMATH, 


A  boarder  at  fashionable  hotel,  who  is  not  consumptive, 
wishes  to  know  whether  one  invalid  in  a  badly-ventilated 
room  has  special  privileges  which  four  hundred  healthy 
diners  are  bound  to  respect.  Also  whether  il  is  permissible 
for  the  lady  who  wishes  lo  display  a  well-rounded  bust  to 
arbitrarily  regulate  the  little  opening  of  the  window  through 
which  a  breath  of  the  free  air  of  heaven  endeavors  to  reach 
and  inflate  the  gasping  lungs  of  robust  manhood.  Your 
putative  invalid  is  your  real  despot ;  if  feminine,  more  ter- 
rible than  the  terrible  infant  of  tradition.  We  have  no  an- 
swer ready. 

Bancroft  &  Co.  have  in  preparation  for  the  holidays  a 
society  volume  to  be  called  the  Elite  Directory  of  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Oakland^  a  work  intended  to  contain  the  names, 
address,  and  reception  days  of  society  people,  and  the  mem- 
bership and  relative  standing  of  fashionable  clubs  and  social 
organizations.  We  have  seen  the  general  plan  of  the  volume, 
and  it  is  to  be  commended  to  the  attention  of  society  people 
as  being  something  very  desirable,  and  in  good  form  and 
taste.  New  York,  Boston,  Philadelphia,  and  St.  Louis  all 
have  their  society  crystallized  in  this  shape,  and  the  San 
Francisco  work  will  be  better  than  them  all.  As  a  private 
address  and  carriage  director)'  the  book  will  be  invaluable, 
as  a  calling  reference  something  very  desirable,  and  as  a 
segregation  of  our  society  people  very  interesting.  Within  a 
week  or  two  circular  notes  will  be  addressed  to  heads  of 
families,  and  if  those  receiving  them  will  fill  blanks  and  re- 
turn at  .once  to  the  publishers  as  directed  they  will  materially 
assist  in  making  the  work  complete  and  correct.  It  is  in- 
tended to  have  the  volume  ready  for  New  Years  and  jthe 
calling  season. 


Customer  (in  quest  of  a  particular  brand  of  cigar) — Are 
those  these  ? 

Dealer  (affably) — Yes,  sir,  these  are  those. 


Kearney  returns  to  us  upon  payment  of  $400  in  advance- 
cheap.  The  prodigal  politician,  having  fed  upon  the  Butler 
husks  in  Massachusetts,  comes  back  lo  us  lean,  hungry,  and 
repentant.  The  sand-lot  will  kill  for  him  the  fatted  calf,  and 
on  Thanksgiving  Day  Tipperary,  Kilkenny,  Schleswig-Hol- 
stein,  and  the  suburban  precincts  of  Pure  le  Chaise  will  turn 
out  their  warriors  and  statesmen  to  give  him  welcome  home 
again.  Then  Wellock,  and  Carl  Brown,  and  Bob  Ferral, 
and  Henry  George,  and  Beerstecher,  and  O'Donnell,  and 
the  subsoil  of  the  dirty  Democracy,  and  all  the  native-bom 
party  demagogues,  will  wheel  into  line;  Kearney  will  tongue- 
wallop  them  with  vulgar  and  blasphemous  slang,  organize 
them  with  his  shillalah,  and  the  politicians  of  either  party 
will  stand  in  awe  of  a  misnamed  labor  party. 


As  things  look  to-day  with  reference  to  the  Constitutional 
Convention,  there  is  about  one  chance  in  ten  that  the  result 
will  be  indorsed  by  the  vole  of  the  people.  There  is  an  ef- 
fort at  legislation  in  detail  that  is  calculated  to  defeat  the 
whole  scheme.  It  was  a  bad  lime  to  call  such  a  body  to- 
gether ;  dry  seasons,  hard  times,  and  labor  agitations  do  not 
favor  constitutional  reforms.  For  this  probably  abortive  ef- 
fort— that  will  cost  one  million  of  dollars — we  may  thank  the 
Democracy.  There  was  no  especial  necessity  of  a  new  Con- 
stitution. It  was  not  demanded  by  the  people,  and  there  is 
every  probability  that  il  will  be  repudiated  when  submitted 
for  adoption.  We  have  one  consolation  in  the  fact,  that  we 
have  a  good  enough  Constitution  if  we  would  legislate  in  the 
spirit  of  its  provisions. 


Governor  Stanford  says  the  railroads  of  this  State  pay 
$500,000  annual  taxes.  The  Chronicle  questions  the  accu- 
racy of  the  statement,  and  estimates  that  they  should  pay 
three  times  that  amount  if  the  value  of  the  property  was 
justly  estimated.  The  Chronicle  newspaper  is — if  we  are 
correctly  informed — valued  by  the  assessor  at  less  than  ten 
thousand  dollars.  It  is  worth  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  dol- 
lars, and  the  Messrs.  De  Young  would  not  sell  the  journal 
for  that  price.  The  Call  can  not  be  purchased  for  even  a 
larger  amount.  One  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars 
would  not  buy  the  AUa  California.  The  same  amount 
would  be  a  fairly  estimated  value  for  the  Bulletin.  A  million 
and  a  half  of  dollars  would  not  purchase  the  journals  of  San 
Francisco,  and  they  are  not  all  of  them  assessed  upon  a  val- 
uation of  $50,000  — not  equal  to  the  assessment  upon  one 
railroad  building  in  this  cily.  The  Argonaut  is  assessed 
upon  a  valuation  of  six  hundred  dollars;  it  is  worth  twice  as 
many  thousands.  Yet  the  entire  press  is  complaining  of  un- 
equal assessments.  The  Chronicle  should  pay  twenty-five 
times  the  amount  it  does  lo  support  the  government,  and 
would  then  do  nothing  more  in  proportion  than  does  the 
poor  man  with  a  homestead,  or  the  laborer  with  his  horse 
and  dray.  We  constantly  complain  of  the  inequality  of  as- 
sessments. We  know  the  rich  avoid  the  payment  of  their 
just  dues.  We  know  they  escape  their  duties  to  society,  but 
in  illustration  of  shirking  taxes  there  is  no  class  so  conspicu- 
ous as  the  men  who  own  newspapers. 


The  new  book  house  of  Billings,  Harbourne  &  Co.  places 
us  under  obligations  for  a  whole  library  of  new  books,  which 
we  have  no  time  lo  read,  and  no  place  to  review.  It  is  a 
great  temptation  to  introduce  to  the  Akgonaut  a  depart- 
ment for  the  review  of  new  works,  and  when  we  get  just  a 
little  older,  and  a  little  richer,  and  increase  the  size  of  our 
paper  by  eight  pages,  and  stitch  and  cut  it,  and  put  an  in- 
itial picture  page  upon  it,  and  make  it  what  it  ought  to  be, 
and  what  it  is  to  be— the  best,  and  brightest,  and  cleanest  of 
weekly  journals — we  shall  devote  some  columns  to  well-con- 
sidered book  reviews.  Then  we  shall  pay  up  our  obligations 
to  Bancroft  «S:  Co.,  Roman  »S;  Co.,  Billings,  Harbourne  &  Co., 
and  the  leading  publishers  of  the  East.  Among  the  books 
lying  upon  our  table  Nciv  Giecce^  by  Lewis  Sergeant,  and 
published  by  Cassel,  Pattee  »S:  Galpin,  looks  up  appealingly 
to  us  from  its  clear  print,  fair  paper,  elegant  maps,  and 
beautiful  binding,  and  almost  moves  us  to  fling  away  the  pen 
and  read.  F'rom  Little,  Brown  &  Co.,  of  Boston,  comes  The 
Add}-csses  and  Orations  of  Rufus  ChoatCy  and  The  Personal 
Rcinifiisccnccs  of  R.  B.  Fordes,  a  well-known  merchant  who 
came  to  California  in  1845 — a  book  full  of  narrative  and  in- 
cident that  are  valuable  to  all  who  are  interested  in  our  early 
history.  An  elegant  book  of  poems  by  Whittier,  7'hc  I'isions 
of  Echard,  and  Other  Poems,  which  must  be  of  the  highest 
merit  because  written  by  Whittier.  and  because  printed  by 
Houghton,  Osgood  &  Co.  The  IVhite  Horse  of  IVooton,  by 
Charles  J.  Foster,  from  Porter  &  Coates  of  Philadelphia. 
The  Studio  Arts,  by  Elizabeth  Winthrop  Johnson,  and 
Grammar  Land,  or  Grammar  in  Fun,  both  published  by 
Henry  Holt  &  Co.  of  New  York.  This  last  book  we  shall 
read  simply  to  learn  how  anybody  can  get  fun  out  of  gram- 
mar. We  never  could,  and  we  have  resentful  recollections 
of  Lindley  Murray  that  we  shall  be  glad  to  have  modified. 
Eventide  at  Bethel,  by  J.  R.  Macduff,  M.  D.,  author  of  Mind 
and  IVords  of  Jesus,  Footsteps  of  St.  Paul,  etc.  This  book 
we  shall  not  read  for  obvious  reasons.  The  Reverend  Doc- 
tor Macduff  can  not  "lay  on  "  any  of  this  sort  of  literature 
with  us;  life  is  loo  short.  We  have  no  unkind  feelings 
toward  Robert  Carter  &  Brothers,  who  print  the  book,  for 
they  have  appropriately  bound  it  in  blue.  The  same  pub- 
lishing house  issue  The  Broken  Wall  of  Jerusalein.  What 
it  is  all  about  we  do  not  know;  but  we  just  looked  through 
the  broken  gap,  and  guessed  that  as  the  tide  and  table  of 
contents  was  not  in  our  line  we  would  not  read  it  until  we 
see  what  Sam  Williams,  of  the  Bulletin,  says  about  il,  We 
sincerely  hope  Messrs.  Billings,  Harbourne  &  Co.  will  con- 
tinue to  send  us  nice  books,  and  look  to  the  future  for  their 
recompense,  which,  by  the  way,  seems  to  be  the  Christian 
idea  as  the  proper  mode  of  compensating  for  good  deeds. 
If  rewards  of  conscience,  deferred  payments,  and  promises 
will  pay  for  books  we  are  willing  to  lay  in  a  complete  library. 


Donn  Piatt  says  that  the  Republican  party  is  the  organ- )j[ 
ized  rascality  of  the  country ;  that  the  Democratic  party  is 
the  organized  ignorance  of  the  country,  and  that  the  Nationals 
are  "the  fellows  who  don't  like  it." 


Try  to  see  yourself  through  the  eyes  of  those  around  you. 


■ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS. 


"Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays.' 


Sitting  down  to  write  about  a  concert  that  took  place  a 
week  ago  is,  in  some  respects,  not  unlike  the  talking  over  of 
a  dinner  which,  by  virtue  of  some  special  quality,  has  lin- 
gered long  enough  in  one's  memory  to  provoke  posthumous 
reflection  or  discussion.  In  both  cases  there  is  very  apt  to 
lurk  somewhere  among  the  unclassified  senses — a  subtile  set 
they  are,  with  their  occasional  tangling  up  of  things  until  one 
is  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  the  almost  impalpable  impres- 
sion is  that  of  a  flavor,  an  odor,  or  a  note  in  some  iridescent 
Chopinesque  chord — a  key  note  to  which,  as  it  were,  one's 
entire  impression  of  the  event  is  attuned.  Now  it  is  the 
heavy,  musky  odor  of  a  truffle  (or  is  it  it's  flavor  ?),  now  the 
bouqtiet  of  the  Chateau  Yquem  (flavor,  odor,  and  Chopin  in 
one),  and  now  the  cadence  of  a  voice,  the  far-off  echo  of  a 
horn,  or  clinging  sweetness  of  violin  or 'cello  tone  that  guides 
the  uncertain  memory  through  the  labyrinth  of  confused  and 
confusing  recollections ;  or  have  we,  perchance,  brought  away 
with  us  only  the  flavor  of  an  ill-dressed  salad,  the  worse 
one  of  an  antipathetic  neighbor,  or  the  supreme  misery  of 
"  sounds  that  were  rude  and  harsh,  and  would  not  blend  !  " 
Be  that  as  it  may,  I  think  that  criticism  a  week  after  the 
event — be  it  of  dinner  or  music — is  likely  to  be  far  more  just 
than  the  snap  judgment  of  daily  reporting  possibly  can,  in 
that  it  is  less  apt  to  be  influenced  by  either  the  glamour  or 
annoyance  of  first  impressions.  One  gets  over  many  things 
in  a  week. 

The  Schmidt  Quintet  Concert,  November  8th,  second  of 
the  series,  brought  a  progamme  of  the  composite  order — 
neither  fish  nor  flesh.  There  was  just  enough  chamber  music 
to  be  tantalizing  without  satisfying,  and  more  than  enough 
of  the  virtuoso-operatic  style  to  be  wearisome.  The  whole 
thing  was  a  mistake,  including  \\\t.  debutante.  Miss  Dietz, 
who  was  announced  as  a  pupil  of  Mr.  Carl  Formes  (the 
great  basso  accompanied  her  on  the  stage  and  sat  there, 
seemingly  in  the  capacity  of  prompter)  proved  to  be  in 
no  sense  ready  for  a  debiit^  and  her  performance  would  be 
scarcely  entitled  to  notice  were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  the 
good  nature  (or  ignorance)  of  some  of  my  brethren  of  the 
daily  press  has  induced  them  to  say  things  that  are  likely  to 
mislead  the  young  lady  and  her  friends,  and  I  think  that  in 
such  cases  it  is  only  common  charity  to  point  out  the  true 
state  of  affairs.  Making  due  allowance,  then,  for  the  nerv- 
ousness that  is  apt  to  attend  a  first  appearance,  and  the 
effect  that  this  nervousness  necessarily  has  upon  the  quality 
of  the  voice,  intonation,  execution,  etc.,  I  am  compelled  to 
find  either  that  Miss  Dietz  has  very  little  voice,  and  that  ot  a 
disagreeable  quality,  or  that  she  has  been  very  badly  taught. 
From  the  pleasant  manner  in  which  she  sang  the  catitilene 
of  her  little  encore  song  I  infer  that  the  fault  lies  in  her 
teaching,  and  this  opinion  is  confirmed  by  the  ambitious 
character  of  her  selections,  as  well  as  the  extremely  stagey 
nature  of  all  the  points  she  aimed  to  make.  They  were  in- 
variably bad ;  forced,  hard,  unnatural,  and  very  imperfect  in 
execution.  Most  of  them,  indeed,  could  only  be  well  done  by 
a  ^^1?^  singer  of  great  routine,  and  I  am  forced  to  conclude 
that  the  advisers  of  this  young  lady  are  entirely  ignorant  of 
what  good  singing  consists  of,  or  they  sadly  underrate  the  criti- 
cal powers  of  a  general  audience.  What  Miss  Dietz  may  be 
able  to  do  when  she  shall  have  been  taught  how  to  produce 
her  voice  properly  it  is  at  present  utterly  impossible  to 
say  ;  but  she  has  still  everything  to  learn  and  much  to  un- 
learn. The  other  debut  was  that  of  Mr.  Henry  Koppitz,  who 
plays  the  flute  delightfully.  His  tone  and  execution  are  both 
admirable,  and  he  phrases  like  a  good  singer.  Perhaps  when 
he  plays  again  he  will  remember  that  there  are  many  better 
compositions  for  his  instrument  than  those  selected  for  last 
Friday  night,  and  that  Mr.  Schmidt's  audiences  are  entitled 
to  the  best.  Mr.  Clifford  played  Ernst's  Othello  Faiiiaisie 
with  plenty  of  dash  and  spirit,  and  got  most  of  the  difficult 
passages  out  in  very  good  form,  but  the  playing  it  at  all  was 
a  mistake.  The  piece  is  too  much  for  him  at  present,  and 
one  should  never  undertake  a  solo-piece  in  public  until  it  be- 
comes easy — that  is,  until  it  is  technically  behind  one.  Miss 
Alice  committed  the  same  error  in  her  selection  of  Chopin's 
Ballade  in  G  minor.  The  composition  is  technically,  as  well 
as  intellectually,  beyond  her  present  grasp.  She  struggled 
through  it  bravely  enough,  despite  two  very  sore  fingers,  and 
played  a  few  bits  quite  beautifully — notably  the  last  page  ; 
but  it  was  not  Chopin.  A  Quartet  of  Mozart  and  the  two 
middle  movements  of  Saint-Saens'  Piano  Quintet  were  the 
really  musical  numbers  of  the  programme,  and  thoroughly 
enjoyable  they  were ;  especially  the  Quartet,  which  could 
hardly  be  played  better,  and  made  one  long  for  more  quartet 
and  less  solo  playing.  I  refuse  to  believe  that  any  audience 
prefers  iSx^  fade  "Fantaisies"  by  Ernst,  Terschak,  etc.,  to 
the  better  class  of  chamber  music,  especially  when  it  is  as 
well  played  as  we  get  it  at  these  concerts.  But  then,  1  don't 
understand  the  business  side  of  concert  giving,  and  Mr. 
Schmidt  evidently  does. 

Writing  from  Paris,  in  1851,  Ferdinand  Hiller  speaks  of 
"a  young  composer,  Gounod,  who  formerly  achieved  the 
prix  de  Rome  at  the  Cojiservaloire,  but  of  whom  but  little  has 
since  been  heard  in  public,  who  has  just  completed  an  opera, 
Sappho,  for  Madame  Viardot-Garcia,  of  which  much  is  ex- 
pected." Since  the  date  of  Hiller's  letter,  this  "young  com- 
poser" has  written  many  operas  of  which  great  anticipations 
went  out  into  the  world,  to  be  realized  only  in  a  single  in- 
stance, that  of  his  Faust.  His  latest  work,  Polyeucte^  which 
has  just  been  performed  after  the  most  careful  preparation 
and  rehearsal,  is  reported  from  Paris  to  have  made  a  fiasco 
d'estime — a  new  way  of  putting  it — and  this  seems  to  have 
been  the  fate  of  them  all.     The  Reijie  de  Saba  managed  to 


keep  the  stage  for  a  year  or  two,  probably  on  account  of  the 
magnificent  decorations  that  had  been  prepared  for  it,  and 
Romeo  a7td  Juliet  gets  an  occasional  performance.  But  of 
Gounod,  the  composer,  the  world  knows  on\y  Faust.  Nor  is 
this  strange.  In  this  one  opera  he  said  all  that  he  had  to 
say  ;  the  rest  is  mere  iteration.  He  found  in  "  Faust "  a 
subject  peculiarly  suited  to  his  genius,  which  is,  after  all,  not 
for  the  stage.  With  his  purely  subjective— introspective,  say 
— treatment  of  harmonic  and  melodic  material,  he  could  not 
hope  to  find  many,  and  may  be  considered  very  fortunate  in 
having  found  the  one.  "  Hamlet "  might  have  fitted  him; 
and  it  has  always  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  great  pity  that,  if  it 
had  to  be  set  to  music  at  all  (of  course,  it  was  an  absurd 
idea),  the  text  should  not  have  fallen  into  his  hands,  instead 
of  being  given  to  Ambroise  Thomas  to  be  sugar-coated  and 
wrapped  up  in  tinsel  and  pink  tissue  paper. 

I  understand  that  Mr.  W.  S.  Lyster,  who  is  at  present  in 
Europe  looking  up  recruits  for  what  he  hopes  to  make  a  very 
fine  English  Opera  Company,  is  meeting  with  encouraging 
success.  He  expects  to  give  a  season  in  this  city  en  route 
for  Australia.  Either  Strakosch  or  Mapleson  ought  to  be 
along  in  course  of  the  winter  ;  probably  Strakosch.  Maple- 
son's  company  is  too  expensive,  I  fancy. 

Mr.  Hugo  Mansfeldt  gave  a  concert  at  the  Metropolitan 
Temple  last  Wednesday  evening,  assisted — as  the  pro- 
gramme stated — by  a  number  of  his  pupils,  and  I  can  not 
but  think  that  Mr.  Mansfeldt  did  a  very  unwise  thing.  When 
one  pays  seventy-five  cents  for  admission  to  a  concert,  one 
is  entitled,  firstly,  to  get  what  one  pays  for— that  is,  a  per- 
formance of  the  pieces  announced  in  the  programme — and, 
secondly,  to  at  least  a  respectable  performance  of  them. 
Mr.  Mansfeldt,  with  his  pupils,  gave  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other.  He  announced  "new  concertos"  by  Liszt  and  Saint- 
Saens  ;  for  the  former  he  had  four  young  ladies  to  bang 
away  at  the  Fugue  (Finale)  from  Schubert's  Fantaisie  in  C, 
op.  15,  while  he  made  the  horrible  muddle  more  horrible  by 
playing  on  the  organ  a  portion  of  the  orchestral  accompani- 
ment which  Liszt  has  added  to  it ;  and  of  Saint-Saens  he 
gave  no  concerto  at  all,  but  a  transcription  of  z.poeme  sym- 
phonigue,  to  which  he  also  applied  the  organ  without  stint  or 
sense.  He  announced  the  "  Schuberl-Liszt  concerto  "as 
"  first  time  in  California,"  whereas  the  piece  has  twice  before 
been  played  here  in  public — once,  in  its  original  form,  by  a 
pupil  of  Mr.  Oscar  Weil,  and  since  by  Mr.  Carl  Wolfsohn. 
What  was  written  down  as  a  ''  Spring  Song,  by  Rubenstein," 
turned  out  a  trashy  Italian  duet ;  a  violin  obligato  to  a 
song  by  Kuecken  resulted  in  some  of  the  most  uncouth  fid- 
dle scraping  that  ever  was  scraped  before  an  audience.  (That 
the  scraper  preferred  the  key  of  D  to  the  original  one  of  D 
flat  was  not  altogether  unreasonable).  In  other  words,  Mr. 
Mansfeldt  took  people's  money,  and  gave  them,  not  what  he 
promised  in  his  bills,  but  a  very  inferior  article  that  he  ought 
to  have  been  ashamed  to  bring  before  the  public  under  any 
circumstances.  Pupils  are  scarcely  legitimate  objects  of  criti- 
cism ;  they  do  as  well  as  they  have  been  taught.  But  when 
a  teacher  trots  out  a  batch  of  his  elcves  in  an  ambitious  pro- 
gramme, and  charges  seventy-five  cents  to  hear  them,  he 
should  have  something  better  to  offer  than  Mr.  Mansfeldt 
seems  to  ;  and  when  he  anticipates  that  such  an  exhibition 
will  bring  an  accession  to  his  list  of  pupils,  he  exhibits  a  sub- 
hme  confidence  in  the  ignorance  of  the  public  that  I  can  not 
find  warranted  even  in  San  Francisco. 


At  the  same  hall,  Mr.  Gustave  Hinrichs,  on  last  Satur- 
day afternoon,  gave  a  matinee  d'invitatio?i  with  a  number  of 
young  pupils,  which  I  am  the  more  gratified  to  mention  as 
it  formed  the  most  pertect  contrast  to  the  pretentious  affair 
of  Wednesday  evening.  Here  everything  was  modest  and 
imbued  with  the  right  spirit ;  the  programme  was  excellent, 
and  the  execution  of  it,  mostly,  surprisingly  good.  Some 
half  dozen  young  ladies,  from  ten  to  about  sixteen  years  of  age, 
played  the  piano-forte  part  in  trios  and  quartets  of  Haydn, 
Gade,  and  Beethoven  ;  several  difficult  solo-pieces  were 
very  creditably  performed,  and  one  young  lady — of  about 
fourteen  years,  I  should  say— played  Mozart's  Concerto  in  D 
minor  (first  movement,  cadenza  of  Reinecke),  with  quartet 
accompaniment,  really  very  well  indeed.  Apart  from  the 
fact  that  Mr.  Hinrichs'  pupils  play  with  commendable  neat- 
ness and  precision  of  touch  and  rhythm,  it  is  very  encourag- 
ing to  find  a  teacher  who  devotes  himself  to  the  cultivation 
of  a  taste  for  good  music,  and  has  succeeded  in  making  it 
enjoyed  and  understood,  as  it  seemed  to  be  by  these  young 
ladies. 

The  novelties  for  the  next  Quintet  Concert  are  a  Serenade 
by  Hiller,  a  charming  work  ;  String  quartet  of  Rubinstein, 
and  Suite  of  pieces  for  violin,  by  Ries.  These  last  are  quite 
new  and  exceedingly  beautiful.  Mrs.  Marriner-Campbell 
will  be  the  vocalist. 

Mr.  Herold's  Symphony  this  week  was  the  "  Miscellane- 
ous," composed  by  Schubert-Beethoven-Mendelssohn ;  an 
allegretto  symphony,  let  us  say,  in  which  the  tempo  moved 
along  so  placidly  as  to  make  the  lively  Saltarello  fiiuxle  very 
difficult  of  achievement.  It  is  not  easy  after  three  continu- 
ous movements  of  jog-trot  to  work  into  a  rattling  vivace^  and 
I  was  not  surprised  to  hear  this  one  go  rather  tamely.  The 
Schubert  movement  was  very  nicely  played,  as  was  also  the 
allegretto  oi^^t^oYtXi.  In  this  the  exact  tempo  was  very 
happily  found — rather  a  delicate  thing  to  do — and  the  result 
was  a  charming  effect  of  quiet  humor.  The  performance  of 
the  Tannhaiiser  overture  seemed  to  me  the  worst  I  have 
ever  heard.  Setting  aside  all  other  considerations,  this  over- 
ture is  so  much  too  difficult  for  our  orchestra  that  the  mere 
attempt  to  play  it  is  nothing  less  than  absurd.  They  get 
through  it,  to  be  sure,  but  they  make  it  sound  positively  ugly. 
Now,  the  composition  iS  not  very  beautiful  (as  music)  at  the 
best,  and  can  only  be  made  interesting  by  a  masterly,  virtu- 
oso performance;  it  got  a  shocking  bad  performance,  and 
was  correspondingly  hideous.  Hauser's  little  "  Cradle  Song," 
arranged  for  the  string  band,  was  quite  as  badly  done,  prob- 
ably because  it  is  very  easy  and  was  not  considered  worth 
the  trouble  of  study.  But  it  is  worth  the  trouble,  as  any  good 
violinist  could  show  Mr.  Herold.  I  have  heard  amateurs 
play  it,  in  its  original  form,  infinitely  better  than  it  was  done 
on  Wednesday.  The  "Strauss  Waltz  "  was  a  treat;  I  en- 
joyed it  thoroughly.  Hope  we  shall  have  more  of  them  and 
less  Wagner,  S.  E. 


HEART  HISTORIES. 


We  were  talking  of  our  mutual  acquaintance,  Penserosa. 

Said  Psyche  :  "  I  watched  her  to-day  as  she  sat  by  the  desk, 
leaning  her  head  on  her  hand,  with  such  a  pathetic,  wistful 
look  on  her  face.  I  thought  of  her  lonely  life,  no  one  Hear  her 
who  loves  her  best,  one  dreary  round  of  teaching  day  after 
day,  and  the  question  came  to  my  mind  :  what  has  rendered 
her  so  solitary  among  others — what  trouble  has  she  borne  ? 
We  see  only  a  commonplace  little  woman,  but  we  do  not 
know  what  history  she  may  have  had.  We  see  only  the 
present ;  the  past  may  have  buried  love,  happiness,  and  joy 
that  once  came  to  her,  giving  enchantment  to  the  com- 
mon air.  That  quiet  -self-contained  exterior  may  hide  the 
ruins  of  a  wasted  life." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Madam  Pansy,  "for  no  woman 
reaches  the  age  of  twenty-five  without  a  heart  history." 

"  I  never  see  a  woman  struggling  along  through  life  with- 
out thinking  the  same  thing." 

"Alas!  how  many  are  there  who  go  through  life  lonely 
and  unloved  whose  hearts  are  filled  with  grand  capabilities 
of  loving.'^ 

"  How  many  are  there  who  love  blindly,  passionately,  apd 
wake  to  find  their  idol  but  common  clay  !" 

As  they  talked  I  thought  of  fhe  old  German  song,  "  Schon 
Rohtraut."  A  page  loved  the  king's  daughter,  and  he  often 
attended  her  as  she  rode  in  the  forest. 

They  dismounted  one  day  and  sat  side  b.y  side  under  a 
forest  tree.  Suddenly  impelled  by  a  love  that  he  could  not 
resist,  he  bent  forward,  and  his  soul  settled  in  one  losig  kiss 
on  her  laughing  lips.  As  they  rode  home  silently  through 
the  darkening  shadows,  he  said  ; 

"  Wert  thou  made  Empress  to-morrow  it  matters  not,  for 
the  thousand  leaves  of  the  forest  know  that  I  have  kissed 
Schon  Rohtraut's  mouth." 

All  of  us,  sooner  or  later,  kiss  Schon  Rohtraut's  mouth  ; 
sooner  or  later  Love  will  come  to  the  heart,  bringing  either 
great  pain  or  great  joy. 

Poor  Penserosa!  In  the  great  Hereafter  will  what  she  has 
missed  on  earth  be  made  up  to  her.? 

I  know  a  woman  who  said,  when  a  question  affecting  her 
whole  future  was  placed  before  her  for  decision  :  "  I'll  be 
happy  if  only  for  a  week,  a  day,  an  hour ;  let  come  what  wiS, 
I  shall  have  had  my  day." 

Jean  Paul  says  as  surely  as  every  mountain  has  its  valley 
every  heaven-stormer  finds  his  hell.  So  I  wonder  if  those 
who  clutch  happiness  with  such  eagerness  do  not  find  that 
it  turns  to  ashes  in  their  grasp,  or  does  the  memory  of  thsit 
happiness,  even  when  withdrawn,  sanctify  their  lives  and 
give  enchantment  to  the  commonest  duties  ? 

Watch  that  quiet,  placid  woman  sitting  yonder,  with  her 
child  in  her  arms;  once  in  a  while  a  shadow  crosses  her  face. 
Ah,  if  we  could  but  read,  what  hopes  and  fears,  what  anguish 
and  longing  might  that  calm  face  reveaL  We  all  wear  masks, 
but  sometimes  they  slip  aside  and  reveal  the  worn  face  be- 
neath. 

Between  the  ages  of  twenty  and  thirty  whatever  happens 
in  a  woman's  life  makes  a  deep  impression;  yoimger,  the 
mind  is  so  elastic  that  it  can  throw  off  grief  more  readily; 
older,- the  feelings  are  dulled  by  what  has  gone  before. 

A  heart  trouble  will  leave  then  a  scar  never  \q  be  effaced. 
The  wound  may  heal  and  be  hidden  so  carefully  that  it  can 
not  be  seen,  yet  at  times  the  old  sorrow  wakes  into  life,  and 
again  the  old  agony  has  to  be  endured. 

Nature  writes  the  heart  histories  on  the  face  so  that  he 
who  is  observant  may  read  as  he  runs.  There  are  lines  so 
faint  that  they  can  not  readfly  be  perceived,  nevertheless 
they  are  there,  and  although  we  do  not  recognize  them,  yet 
their  presence  lends  an  expression  to  the  face  that  attracts 
our  attention. 

We  all  strive  to  mask  om-  faces,  and  conceal  whatever 
sorrow  has  imprinted,  but  I  think  if  the  mask  were  raised 
more  often,  and  we  could  see  the  lines  of  care,  trouble,  and 
disappointment,  we  would  be  much  kinder,  much  moBe  gen- 
tle toward  one  another. 

Cherry  Ripe  little  thinks,  as  she  walks  up  the  street,  with 
an  abstracted  air  and  a  faint  smile  on  her  lips,  that  I  know 
she  is  thinking  of  her  trip  tothe  mountains  and  her  hand- 
some fellow-traveler.  The  memory  of  the  kiss  on  Schon 
Rohtraut's  lips,  you  know,  lent  enchantment  to  the  common 
air,  and  I  have  no  doubt  the  page  lived  in  Dreamland  mosl;  of 
the  time  afterward.  I  tax  Cherry  Ripe  with  being  in  a  world 
apart  from  us,  and  a  blush  and  confused  smile  confirm  my 
opinion.  She  is  still  living  in  Arcadia,  and  we  know  that  in 
tUat  happy  land  people  are  perfectly  natural;  there  is  no 
shadow  on  her  face,  but  oh,  if  by  some  rrftschance  the  gate 
should  be  shut  on  her  never  to  open  again,  then  the  story 
will  be  painted  on  her  face  with  a  brush  se  fine  and  a  touch 
so  delicate  that  only  the  gathering  years  will  bring  it  out  in 
full  distinctness.  — J. 


Bonbons. — French  and  Otherwise. 


A  female  teacher  threatens  to  keep  an  unruly  boy  fifteen 
minutes  after  school. 

"  I  wish  you'd  make  it  half  an  hour,"  says  the  appreciative 
youth,  "  for  you're  the  prettiest  teacher  in  this  town." 

Madame  A  fplscatorially  to  young  and  eligible  gentleman) 
— "  How  do  you  like  my  daughter's  hands  ? " 

"  They  are  exquisitely  shaped,"  he  replies,  "  but  I  think 
their  skin  is  rather  dark." 

"Oh  !  that  is  not  true,"  exclaims  the  astonished  mother; 
"they  are  not  dark  ;  they  are  only  dirty." 


Parson  (sternly) — "  How  could  you  come  to  church  to  be 
married  to  a  man  in  such  a  state  as  that .''" 

Bride  (weeping) — "  It  wasn't  my  fault,  sir.  I  never  can 
get  him  to  come  when  he's  sober." 


"  I  am  a  tramp,"  pleads  he ;  and,  pointing  to  his  worn  shoes, 
continues,  pathetically,  "this  is  my  sole  oftense." 

The  judge,  clerk,  and  officer  all  fainting,  the  prisoner  es- 
capes. 

"  Sandy,  what  is  the  state  of  religion  in  your  tou  n  ■*' 
"Bad,  sir;  very  bad!     There  are  no  Chriatiin 
Davie  and  myself,  and  I  have  my  doubts  abo  .t  Da 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


MY  EXPERIENCE  AS  A  LUNATIC. 

The  Confederate  force  of  General  Early  had  gained  the 
masier>'  in  the  Shenandoah  Valley,  and  our  demoralized  bat- 
talions were  falling  back  precipitately  through  Winchester. 
Sheridan  dashed  upon  the  scene,  and  his  presence,  like  a 
spell,  checked  the  retreat  and  infused  new  courage  into  the 
disordered  mass.  Our  batter)-  reached  knoll  to  the  left  ol 
the  pike,  and  unlimbered  in  front  of  a  timbered  slope,  on  the 
brow  of  which  the  Confederates  had  posted  a  heavy  battery. 
The  infantT)'  line  on  our  front  was  advancing  splendidly, 
and  I  saw  the  gleaming  crest  of  bayonets  fall  when  the  or- 
der came  for  a  charge  on  the  double-quick.  *  *  .  * 
Bright  sunshine  was  streaming  through  the  open  curtain, 
and  seemed  to  have  awakened  me  from  prolonged  slumber. 
Slowly  my  scattered  senses  gathered  from  dim  unconscious- 
ness, and  as  thought  assumed  definite  form  the  scene  of  the 
battle-6eld  again  flashed  before  me. 

"What  of  the  charge?"  1  inquired,  anxiously,  making  a 
desperate  effort  to  rise. 

The  sharp,  unnatural  tone  of  my  own  voice  startled  me, 
and  my  strenj^th  was  unequal  lo  rustle  even  the  covering  of 
my  couch. 

"  Do  not  try  to  talk  now,  Charley ;  you  will  be  stronger 
ver>'  soon."  It  was  the  voice  of  my  wife.  In  a  moment  I 
realized  that  1  was  home,  on  the  shores  of  the  northern  lake. 
I  glanced  through  the  window,  and  the  waving  branches  as- 
sociated with  my  thoughts  of  the  battle  scene  were  not  there, 
but  the  snow  lay  heavily  on  the  fields  glistening  in  the  sun- 
shine. Many  months  must  have  passed  away,  a  blank 
period  in  my  e.\istence. 

As  I  recovered  my  strength  and  comprehension  I  learned 
the  critical  ordeal  I  had  passed  in  surviving  a  severe  wound 
that  caused  a  fracture  of  the  skull,  and  necessitated  the 
operation  of  tepanning. 

Still  many  months  more  elapsed  before  I  was  again 
abroad.  The  war  was  ended,  and  the  people  were  rejoicing 
in  the  restoration  of  peace.  1  was  tendered  and  accepted  the 
old  position  I  had  resigned  in  response  to  th^  call  to  arms — 
teacher  of  mathematics  in  the  academy  of  my  native  town. 

The  old  routine  of  the  position  was  familiar  enough,  but 
close  attention  to  its  duties  shortly  developed  the  fact  that 
my  nervous  system  had  not  recovered  from  the  severe  shock 
it  had  sustained,  and  my  mental  powers  were  impaired. 

As  nearly  as  I  could  define  the  effect  produced,  the  injur)' 
seemed  to  have  interrupted  the  harmonious  action  of  the 
brain,  and  the  right  and  left  lobes  appeared  to  operate  inde- 
pendently, and  take  separate  and  distinct  cognizance  of  emo- 
tions and  sensations  conveyed  by  the  medium  of  the  senses. 
Ever)'  thought  seemed  to  have  its  duplicate,  necessan,-  to  a 
complete  impression.  When  I  studied  a  single  problem, 
and  the  solution  occurred,  immediately  would  follow  the  so- 
lution again,  as  if  emanating  from  a  second  mind,  acting  in 
conjunction,  but  always  a  little  slower  in  its  perceptions. 
This  derangement,  vexatious  and  confusing  at  first,  continued 
to  increase  as  I  devoted  myself  to  mentaJ  labor,  until  finally 
I  was  compelled  to  abandon  my  position  in  the  academy. 
The  necessity  was  indeed  a  hardship,  as  it  left  me  without 
the  means  of  sustenance.  My  brave  and  devoted  wife  bore 
up  nobly  under  the  affliction,  and  insisted  that  I  should  in- 
dulge the  repose  that  my  critical  condition  demanded. 
Meantime  she  turned  the  fine  musical  facilities  acquired  in 
better  days  to  good  account,  and  we  continued  to  live  com- 
fortably for  a  time  on  the  proceeds  of  her  labor.  Comfort- 
ably, did  I  say  ?  No,  it  grieved  me  constantly  to  see  her 
toil  so  arduously,  with  the  double  responsibility  of  household 
cares.  And  1  knew  that  her  assumed  cheerfulness  was  the 
cover  of  painful  solicitude  she  experienced  on  my  behalf. 

This  anxiety  did  not  favorably  affect  ray  derangement.  It 
grew  more  marked  and  depressing.  Vague  fears  haunted 
me  by  day,  and  harrowed  the  long,  sleepless  hours  of  night. 
The  strange  perception  of  a  double  intellect  became  so  far 
defined  that  the  senses  were  s)'mpathetic.  The  sounds  that 
reached  my  ear  were  repeated,  as  if  by  echo;  taste  and  touch 
were  fanciful  and  erratic,  and  at  night  weird,  fantastic  forms 
flitted  before  my  eyes,  and  real  objects  assumed  the  sem- 
blance of  what  they  were  not,  and  drove  me  to  the  verge  of 
delirium;  while  the  effort  constantly  exerted  to  retain  my 
reason  only  the  more  prostrated  the  mental  powers. 

Ultimately  my  malady  reached  a  stage  at  which  I  seemed 
to  realize  both  physical  and  mental  double  existence.  At 
times  I  could  distinctly  see  the  form  and  features  of  my 
second  self,  directly  confronting  and  gazing  upon  my  more 
immediate  self.  And  then  my  own  voice  addressed  me,  and 
we  conversed  together — myself  and  my  second  self — now  con- 
doling in  common  miser)-,  and  then  in  tantalizing  and  horri^- 
ble  imprecations. 

The  terrible  delusion  became  unbearable  and  I  felt  that 
reason  could  not  much  longer  retain  command  of  the  dis- 
ordered faculties.  It  was  a  night  when  my- mental  agitation 
had  reached  a  high  degree.  My  wife  had  fallen  asleep,  over- 
come with  constant  care  and  watching.  I  was  pacing  the 
sitting  room  of  our  chamber,  about  the  hour  of  midnight,  as 
was  my  habiL  Occasionally  I  reclined  on  a  sofa,  in  the 
hope  of  catching  a  slight  respite  from  the  distress  of  my  ter- 
rible hallucination;  but  it  was  for  a  moment  only. 

1  lay  down  again  on  the  sofa.  My  brain  seemed  whirling 
in  a  blaze  of  fire,  and  I  sprung  up  stricken  with  madness. 
The  horrible  spectre  stood  before  me  and  mocked  me  with 
a  fiendish  grin  of  derision.  I  grasped  a  heavy  piece  of  fur- 
niture and  dashed  at  it  with  the  fur\-  of  a  maniac  The  spec- 
tre seemed  palpable  to  the  blow,  and  yielded.  I  saw  it  van- 
ish in  darkness  that  spread  before  me,  and  my  tormenting 
second  self  was  gone.  I  broke  forth  in  frantic  laughter,  that 
returned  in  a  hundred  echoes  around  me,  and  I  sank  ex- 
hausted, unconscious  to  the  floor. 

The  morning  sun  was  shining  in  upon  me  when  I  awoke 
to  returning  consciousness.  A  cool  perspiration  oozed  from 
my  forehead.  I  rose  on  my  elbow,  and,  for  some  moments, 
endeavored  to  recall  my  identity  and  the  recollections  of  the 
night.  Then  a  horrible  conviction  came  upon  me.  Great 
heavens  1  It  was  she  !  It  was  my  poor  devoted  wife — the 
reality  of  the  form  I  had  dashed  down  and  destroyed  in  my 
frenz)- ! 

Overwhelmed  with  remorse,  I  rushed  wildly  from  the  house 
and  tied  I  knew  not  whither.  The  greater  grief  that  had 
come  upon  me  reanimated  my  mental  power,  and  I  became 
calm  in  despair ;  but  I  shrank  cowardly  from  the  desolation 
'h'*i  my  own  hand  had  wrought. 

it  was  some  weeks  after  the  dreadfiil  night  I  have  described 


that  I  reached  New  York  City  without  detection,  a  greater 
portion  of  the  distance  working  as  one  of  the  crew  of  a  canal 
boat.  I  wandered  along  the  wharves  of  the  metropolis, 
searching  anxiously  for  some  means  of  escaping  the  country, 
and  longing  even  to  flee  the  fellowship  of  civilized  man.  The 
opportunity  was  finally  discovered  in  a  ship  about  sailing 
around  Cape  Horn  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  on  board  of  which 
my  sen'ices  were  accepted  in  a  menial  capacity. 

I  was  soon  safe  from  discover)'  and  pursuit,  and  free  upon 
the  boundless  waters — free  as  one  could  feel  with  the  remorse 
of  a  hellish  deed  upon  his  soul,  and  the  abandonment  of  all 
hope  of  a  happy  hour  in  life  again. 

1  need  not  describe  the  experience  of  a  long  and  tedious 
sea  voyage,  and  the  hardships  and  indignities  put  upon  me 
in  consequence  of  inefficiency  and  total  ignorance  of  sea- 
man's duties.  To  me  it  was  of  little  account.  But  the  change 
of  life  and  scene,  and  the  sea  air,  had  a  wonderful  effect  in 
repairing  my  mental  and  physical  strength.  It  was  on  a 
bright  September  morning  that  I  first  spied  the  hazy  shores 
of  California,  and  in  a  day  or  two  thereafter  sauntered  along 
the  streets  of  San  Francisco,  alone  in  a  new  world,  with 
only  the  companionship  of  bitter  recollections. 

As  necessity  required  1  sought  employment,  and  managed 
to  sustain  myself,  leading  a  listless,  purposeless  sort  of  life. 
But  the  monotony  soon  became  oppressive,  and  the  appre- 
hension of  ultimate  discover)' excited  renewed  anxiety.  Fre- 
quently i  fancied  the  recognition  of  a  familiar  countenance 
on  the  streets,  that  kept  me  in  painful  uncertaint)'. 

The  day  came  in  which  my  worst  fears  were  realized.  The 
miserable  wretch  in  whose  house  1  was  sojourning  delivered 
me  into  the  hands  of  justice.  By  what  means  he  discovered 
my  identity  I  could  not  determine  ;  but  I  met  my  fate  boldly; 
for  remorse  had  so  far  embittered  my  existence  that  I  dis- 
dained longer  to  struggle  for  its  continuance. 

"  Gentlemen,"  I  exclaimed,  as  the  officers  inclosed  my 
wrists  with  iron  shackles,  "  take  your  accursed  reward!  I 
am  Charles  Harden,  the  murderer,  from ." 

They  dragged  me  to  the  prison,  and  the  oflicers  of  the  law 
came  and  questioned  me.  I  told  them  all,  and  they  trans- 
ferred me  to  more  secure  confinement,  lest  I  should  escape 
again  the  retribution  of  crime. 

Long  I  lingered  in  the  solitude  of  a  gloomy  cell,  awaiting 
the  final  decree  of  fate,  until  calm  indifference  succeeded 
despair,  and  gradually  ever)*  emotion,  even  life  itself,  seemed 
to  subside  into  a  dream. 

But  a  day  came  when  my  sensibilities  seemed  reanimating, 
like  one  emerging  from  a  trance.  Slowly  my  mind  manifested 
activity,  and  in  time  I  recalled  my  identity  ;  then  suddenly 
the  recollection  of  my  whole  life  flooded  back  upon  me,  and 
all  the  weight  of  its  great  burden  of  remorse  again  descended. 

An  old  man,  whose  kindly  countenance  had  become  famil- 
iar to  me  as  in  a  vision,  appeared  and  sought  to  rally  my  de- 
spondency with  words  of  hope  and  encouragement. 

"  You  have  had  a  long,  bad  spell,  Harden,"  he  remarked  ; 
"  but  you  are  coming  around  all  right  now,  and  will  soon  be 
out  in  the  world  again." 

Then  I  was  not  in  a  prison,  but  an  insane  asylum.  Thank 
heaven,  my  wretched  guilt  had  not  been  discovered. 

-And  then  I  learned  from  the  old  man  the  circumstances  of 
my  arrest  as  a  lunatic,  and  the  nature  of  my  afiliction.  In 
the  operation  of  trepanning  at  the  hands  of  unskilled  sur- 
geons, a  small  splinter  of  the  fractured  skull  had  been  left 
adhering  in  a  position  to  irritate  the  membrane  of  the  brain, 
and  this  trifling  oversight  had  caused  the  insanity  attended 
with  such  sad  results,  to  blast  the  happiness  of  my  life  for- 
ever, and  stamp  my  memor)'  with  the  ignominy  of  murder. 

The  derangement  had  been  effectively  repaired  by  the 
skillful  surgeon  of  the  asylum,  and  my  mind  now  rapidly  re- 
covered it  original  power.  But  what  availed  it,  I  reflected 
bitterly  ;  and  why  had  I  been  restored  from  peaceful  lunacy 
to  a  consciousness  to  which  death  would  be  a  relief. 

One  morning  the  old  attendant  of  whom  1  have  spoken 
interrupted  my  gloomy  meditations  with  a  countenance  more 
than  usually  cheerful,,  that  seemed  to  radiate  the  light  of 
some  hidden  hope. 

"Harden,"  he  remarked,  "you  are  growing  vigorous  again 
in  both  body  and  mind.  I  have  a  message  for  you  that  may 
excite  you  a  little.  Do  you  think  you  can  stand  an  agree- 
able surprise  .■*" 

"  .Anything  agreeable  to  hear  would  indeed  be  a  surprise," 
I  replied.  '*  But,  my  dear  friend,  I  fear  the  world  could  now 
hardly  aflford  a  message  to  me  sufficiently  pleasureable  to 
inspire  any  appreciable  excitement." 

"Well,  if  you  are  confident  to  that  extent,  I  will  permit  the 
bearer  of  the  message  to  impart  it  directly  to  you." 

The  old  man  withdrew,  and  presently  returned  with  a 
companion.  A  thrill,  premonitor)'  of  some  great  surprise, 
startled  me  as  I  heard  the  approaching  footsteps. 

I  raised  my  eyes.  Great  heavens  I  they  met  the  old  love- 
look  of  my  wife,  ready  to  advance  into  my  ai-ms. 

The  ardor  with  which  I  returned  her  embrace  was  assur- 
ing that  my  power  of  nerve  was  restored. 

The  last  great  hallucination  was  dispelled,  and  a  ray  of 
gladness  burst  in  upon  my  heart,  streaming  through  the  dark 
cloud  of  despair  that  had  hung  over  me  those  long  and 
wretched  years.  I  laughed  and  \vept  by  turns.  And  then  1 
drew  the  recovered  treasure  of  my  life  more  firmly  to  my 
breast,  fearful  I  was  still  in  a  dream,  that  might  vanish  and 
leave  me  again  in  misery  and  despair. 

"And  how  did  you  follow  me  here.'"  I  demanded,  when 
sufficiently  collected  to  make  the  inquir\-. 

"There  is  your  address,"  my  wife  replied,  handing  me  an 
Eastern  paper  containing  the  following  paragraph,  copied 
from  a  San  Francisco  paper  : 

"  For  Stockton. — .\n  unknown  man  was  taken  from  a  boarding 
house  on  Sansome  Street  yesterday,  and  brought  before  the  Commis- 
sioners of  Lunacy,  and  by  them  commiiied  to  the  Asylum  at  Stockton. 
From  what  could  be  gathered  from  his  incoherent  talk,  his  name  is 
Charles  Harden,  from  New  York  city,  and  he  im^ines  himself  to  have 
committed  some  serious  crime.  His  insanity  is  caused  by  fracture  of 
the  skull,  which  had  been  imperfectly  trepanned." 

"  And  who  was  it  that  I  struck  down  and  killed  ? "' 

"  Your  own  reflection  in  our  pier-glass  mirror,  which  was 
shattered  to  atoms  the  night  you  disappeared." 

And  so  it  was  my  own  second  self,  and  none  other. 

We  remain  in  California,  my  wife  and  I,  for  its  air  is 
genial  and  its  skies  blue  and  bright ;  and  if  at  times  I  recall 
the  recollection  of  those  long  years  of  wretchedness  and 
despair,  it  is  that  the  contrast  may  only  render  the  present 
more  peaceful  and  happy.  R,  B . 


AN  INCIDENT  OF  OUR  VOYAGE  TO  CALIFORNIA. 


"  If  we  double  Cape  Horn,  as  we're  in  hopes  for  to  do. 
There's  lots  of  sperm  whale  on  the  coast  of  Peru." 

In  looking  over  the  journal  I  kept  daily  of  the  voyage  of 
the  Mary  Jane  around  Cape  Horn  to  San  Francisco,  in  the 
winter  of  '49  and  spring  of  '50,  I  wonder  at  the  great  im- 
portance we  then  attached  to  small  matters.  But  for  more 
than  six  months  her  narrow  deck  was  all  of  a  little  world  to 
nineteen  of  us.  \Ve  were  the  most  democratic-republican 
company  that  ever  went  in  search  of  the  Golden  Fleece.  We 
organised,  bought  the  vessel,  loaded  her,  and  sailed  her. 
Midshipman  Easy  could  not  have  asked  for  more  liberty  than 
we  voted  to  ourselves.  All  the  officers,  from  captain  to 
cook,  and  all  the  sailors  were  owners,  and  had  an  equal  voice 
and  vote  as  to  what  ports  we  should  enter  on  the  voyage,  and 
even  the  question  as  to  whether  we  should  try  the  passage 
by  the  Straits  of  Magellan  or  Cape  Horn  was  submitted  to 
a  vote  of  "  all  hands."  Several  of  the  crew  had  been  cap- 
tains and  mates.  About  half  were  landsmen.  Notwith- 
standing this  incongruous  material,  and  the  anomaly  of  the 
cook  being  an  equal  owner  with  the  Captain,  and  the  fore- 
castle having  the  power  lo  out-vote  the  cabin,  discipline  was 
observed,  and  there  was  not,  throughout  the  voyage,  any 
serious  trouble  or  difficulty.  The  nearest  approach  to  a  row 
was  as  we  lay  becalmed  in  the  Gulf  of  Tehuantepec.  As  we 
neared  Cape  Horn  it  was  found  that  the  supply  of  fresh 
water  was  becoming  short ;  so  we  entered  Good  Success 
Bay,  in  Terra  del  Fuego,  on  February  6,  1S50,  and  filled 
twenty  casks,  intending  to  obtain  an  additional  supply  at 
Juan  Fernandez.  In  trying  to  double  Cape  Horn  wc  were 
forced  down  to  latitude  60  degrees,  and  did  not  reach  Cru- 
soe's Island  until  March  6.  The  facilities  here  not  being 
good,  and  the  wind  being  fair,  we  concluded  to  run  to  the 
Gallapagos  Islands,  and  there  replenish  our  water  casks. 
We  arrived  at  Charles  Island,  one  of  the  group,  on  the  21st 
March,  but  found  it  more  difficult  to  obtain  water  than  at 
Juan  Fernandez.  We  however  bought  fresh  beef,  bananas, 
and  other  fruit,  from  the  convicts,  caught  large  quantities  of 
fish,  ran  over  to  Albemarle  Island,  hunted  tortoise,  of  which 
we  caught  more  than  fifty,  made  an  examination  of  our  sup- 
ply of  water,  and  concluded  that,  with  average  weather  and 
wind,  we  could  reach  San  Francisco  before  our  supplies 
would  be  exhausted.  By  .A.pril  5  we  had  been  forced  by  the 
wind  on  to  the  Mexican  coast.  It  then  left  us,  and  we  found 
the  Mary  Jane  becalmed  in  the  Gulf  of  Tehuantepec.  For 
some  days  we  endured  the  steady  roll  and  flapping  sails. 
The  long  swell  then  ceased  ;  the  sun  poured  on  us  his  direct 
rays  with  more  than  tropical  fer^'or ;  the  sea  became  g'lassy, 
and  seemed  filled  with  insect  and  animal  life. 

"  The  very  deep  did  rot ;    O  Christ ! 
That  ever  this  should  be  ! 
Yea,  slimy  things  did  crawl  with  legs 
Upon  the  slimy  sea.'* 

On  the  I2th,  Judge  O'Brien,  who  was  steward  that  week 
(he  has  since  joined  the  pioneers  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river),  reported  that  there  was  but  half  a  cask  of  water  re- 
maining. As  this  would  hold  out  but  a  few  days,  we  were 
immediately  put  on  an  allowance  of  a  quart  a  day.  The 
calm  still  continued  ;  the  sun  rose  out  of  the  ocean  each 
morning  a  ball  of  fire  ;  the  sea  became  a  mirror,  and  the  re- 
flected rays  seemed  more  intense  than  those  that  beat  down 
upon  us.  By  the  19th  the  supply  of  water  was  nearly  gone, 
and  still  the  calm  continued. 

■ '  Day  after  day,  day  after  day 

We  stuck,  nor  breath  nor  motion, 
.\3  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean." 

On  the  23d  the  last  of  the  water  from  the  cask  had  been  dis- 
tributed. At  the  Gallapagos  Islands  we  found  a  Marshpee 
Indian  named  Reed,  from  Sandwich,  Massachusetts,  who 
had  been  left  sick  from  a  whale  ship  at  the  convict  settle- 
ment on  Charles  Island.  He  begged  so  imploringly  to  be 
taken  to  California  that  we  gave  him  passage.  When  we 
were  becoming  short  of  water  he  stated  that  when  a  boy  he 
had  worked  in  a  New  England  rum  distillery,  and  thought 
he  could  deWs^  a  plan  to  distill  fresh  water  from  the  ocean. 
His  plans  failed.  We  had,  however,  several  of  the  crew  who 
were  accustomed  to  the  use  of  tools,  and  full  of  inventive 
resources.  Vzx\  Norden  and  Young,  who  had  the  reputation 
of  having  made  an  effective  gun-lock  from  a  cabin-door 
hinge  and  the  blade  of  a  broken  case-knife,  undertook  to 
create  a  distilling  apparatus.  As  their  success  was  of  vital 
importance  I  find  my  journal  filled  with  the  anxious  details 
of  their  efforts.  The  cook's  largest  kettle,  holding  abont  ten 
gallons,  was  filled  with  salt  water,  the  cover  was  luted  on 
with  a  composition  of  wood  ashes  and  dough,  the  nozzle  of 
the  cover  was  inserted  into  a  gun-barrel,  from  which  the 
breech  had  been  removed.  This  gun-barrel  led  through  the 
side  of  the  galley,  and  then  through  a  keg  filled  with  cold 
water.  Under  the  outer  end  of  the  gun-barrel  was  fastened 
a  demijohn,  in  the  mouth  of  which  was  inserted  a  funnel.  A 
fire  was  kept  up  under  the  kettle  ;  when  the  water  boiled  the 
steam  passed  through  the  gun-barrel,  and  when  it  came  in 
contact  with  that  part  surrounded  by  the  cold  water  in  the 
keg  it  was  condensed,  and  the  fresh  water  trickled  from  the 
gun-barrel  down  through  the  funnel  into  the  demijohn.  It 
took  several  days  to  get  this  simple  apparatus  into  practical 
operation,  but  when  completed  it  answered  the  purpose. 
With  the  fire  burning  day  and  night  it  distilled  five  gallons  a 
day,  which  gave  two  pints  to  each  person.  The  calm  con- 
tinued until  April  25th,  so  that  in  twenty  days  we  had  only 
moved  thirty-two  miles.  The  water  was  carefully  guarded, 
and  accurately  measured  to  each  person  at  eight  bells  in  the 
morning.  It  became  the  standard  of  value  by  which  all 
other  things  were  measured.  Spirits  and  tobacco  had  long 
before  become  the  luxuries  which  money  could  not  purchase. 
They  yielded  to  the  universal  solvent,  fresh  water,  WTien  I 
read  or  think  of  what  was  done  or  said  during  that  weary 
month  I  wonder  at  the  thinness  of  the  cloak  of  civilization 
that  covers  our  original  savage  nature.  Deprivation  and 
hunger  intensified  selfishness  in  some.  In  others  it  created 
a  disregard  of  a  neighbor's  rights.  Others  it  made  prudent, 
economical,  and  painstaking  in  preparing  for  a  worse  future. 
Those  who  liked  liquor  could  now  procure  it  with  water. 
The  use  of  the  liquor  but  increased  thirst.  Some  would 
stint  and  save  from  their  allowance  until  they  had  accumu- 
lated a  half  dozen  bottles  ;  others  would  club  together,  make 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


tea  or  coffee,  have  a  good  time,  and  then  go  thirsty  until  the 
next  allowance  was  served  out.  Some  soon  found  that  life 
could  be  supported  on  two  pints  a  day,  and  made  this  answer, 
neither  seelcing  to  save,  to  borrow,  or  to  lend.  In  three 
weeks  we  were  divided  into  classes.  We  had  wealthy  aris- 
tocrats, a  middle  class,  and  the  unprovided  poor.  The 
aristocrats  were  those  who  had  stinted  themselves  to  save 
and  accumulate,  those  who,  from  some  peculiarity  of  consti- 
tution, required  less  water  than  others  and  could  thereby 
save,  and  those  who  had  liquor  and  tobacco  to  part  with  for 
water.  The  middle  class  comprised  those  who  used  no  liquor 
or  tobacco  but  would  not  try  to  save,  feeling  that  they  could 
not  live  on  less  than  the  two  pints  daily.  The  poor  composed 
those  who  could  not  resist  having  a  good  time,  who  would 
part  with  water  for  brandy,  and  those  who  would  evaporate 
it  in  making  tea  and  coffee  and  drink  at  one  time  more  than 
was  necessarj' because  it  had  thus  been  made  more. palatable. 
At  last,  on  the  night  of  the  25th,  a  breeze  sprang  up,  and, 
close  hauled  to  the  wind,  we  pointed  her  bowsprit  away  from 
the  infernal  cauldron  of  the  Gulf  of  Tehuantepec.  But  with 
sails  close-hauled  to  the  wind  the  fire  in  the  galley  stove 
burned  badly,  and  not  more  than  half  the  supply  of  water 
could  be  distilled.  Ne.xt  day  our  poor  and  middle  classes 
suffered  for  their  daily  allowance.  All  day  the  wind  contin- 
ued in  the  same  direction.  \'arious  plans  were  devised  to 
improve  the  draft  of  the  stove  without  practical  success. 
Unless  the  wind  changed,  or  the  vessel  altered  her  course, 
the  supply  of  water  would  again  be  short  the  next  day.  The 
spirit  of  envy  and  jealousy  was  now  aroused.  Soon  all  those 
known  not  to  have  saved  a  supply  of  water  were  called  to 
meet  in  the  "  dog  watch  "  that  evening,  at  the  windlass.  At 
this  meeting  eight  were  present,  and  various  plans  were  pro- 
posed. A  few  urged  that  the  Captain  should  be  asked  to 
change  the  course  or  "  lay  to,"  so  that  more  water  could  be 
distilled  ;  others  argued  that  there  was  plenty  of  water,  suf- 
ficient for  all,  if  those  who  had  it  were  made  to  divide  it  with 
those  who  were  suffering ;  they  contended  that  there  was 
common  danger  of  dying  from  thirst,  and  all  alike  should  be 
made  to  share  the  danger  ;  that  each  life  was  .equally  val- 
uable, and  that  there  should  be  no  favored  class  ;  that  water 
was  a  necessity  of  existence,  and  that  no  man  had  the  right 
to  control  or  monopolize  the  necessaries  of  life,  however  ob- 
tained. We  had  as  one  of  our  number  a  sober,  careful,  pru- 
dent descendant  of  the  Puritans  named  Dennis,  who  had 
stinted,  economized,  and  saved,  until  he  was  wealthy  in  the 
possession  of  five  pint  bottles  of  water.  At  this  meeting 
Dennis  was  denounced  as  being  miserly  and  selfish,  as  a 
grasping  monopolist,  ungenerous  and  stingy,  as  the  enemy  of 
all  those  who  were  suffering,  and  it  was  proposed  that  this  wa- 
ter should  be  taken  from  him  and  divided.  Of  course  Dennis 
had  not  been  invited  to  the  meeting,  neither  had  he  been 
asked  to  relieve  their  necessities.  I  may  add  by  way  of 
parenthesis  that  Dennis  is  still  living,  the  same  prudent, 
sober,  careful  man;  and  now,  after  twenty-eight  years,  if 
water  were  sold  at  a  dollar  a  bottle,  he  could,  without  using 
his  credit,  purchase  more  than  half  a  milion.  If  the  im- 
provident and  unthrifty  had  been  more  numerous,  we  might 
have  had  our  first  serious  difficulty,  but  no  plan  to  despoil 
those  who  had  saved  and  accumulated  met  the  approval  of 
all  present  at  the  meeting.  The  discussion  continued  until 
the  watch  was  called  which  dissolved  the  assemblage,  to 
meet  again  for  definite  action  on  the  next  night.  At  mid- 
night the  wind  came  around  fair,  and  the  Alary  Jane  was 
pointed  for  Cape  St.  Lucas.  A  roaring  fire  was  made  under 
the  kettle,  and  the  fresh  water  trickled  into  the  demijohn  in 
a  shower  of  drops.  The  meeting  was  forgotten,  and  never 
again  convened.  We  were  on  our  course  with  a  fresh 
breeze  and  all  were  happy,  our  only  fear  being  that  all  the 
gold  would  be  exhausted  from  the  mines  before  we  reached 
them.  We  entered  the  Golden  Gate  on  the  twenty-fifth  of 
May,  1850,  and  cast  anchor  among  a  thousand  sailless,  idle 
vessels  swinging  listlessly  with  the  tide.  We  sold  vessel 
and  cargo,  divided  the  meagre  proceeds  and  sought  the 
mines.  After  twenty-eight  years  about  half  are  left,  scattered 
from  Arizona  to  the  Oregon  line.  The  others  "  are  with  the 
saints,  we  trust."  B.  B.  Reddixg. 

November  12,  1878. 


The  following  legend  is  told  concerning  the  introduction 
of  lace-making  in  Flanders:  A  poverty-stricken  but  pious 
young  girl  was  dying  of  love  for  a  young  man  whose  wealth 
precluded  all  hopes  of  marriage.  One  night  as  she  sat 
weeping  at  her  sad  fate  a  beautiful  lady  entered  the  cottage, 
and,  without  saying  a  word,  placed  on  her  knees  a  green 
cloth  cushion,  with  its  bobbins  filled  with  fine  thread  which 
on  autumn  evenings  iioat  in  the  air,  and  which  the  people 
call  "  fils  de  la  Vierge."  The  lady,  though  of  romantic  bear- 
ing, was  a  practical  manufacturer.  She  sat  down  in  silence, 
and  with  her  nimble  fingers  taught  the  unhappy  maiden  how 
to  make  all  sorts  of  patterns  and  complicated  stitches.  As 
daylight  approached  the  maiden  had  learned  her  art,  and 
the  mysterious  visitor  disappeared.  The  price  of  lace  soon 
made  the  poor  girl  rich.  She  married  the  man  of  her  choice, 
and,  surrounded  by  a  large  family,  lived  happy  and  rich,  for 
she  kept  the  secret  to  herself  One  evening,  when  the  little 
ones  were  playing  round  her  knee  by  the  fireside,  and  her 
husband  sat  fondly  watching  the  happy  group,  the  lady  sud- 
denly made  her  appearance  among  them.  Her  bearing 
was  distant;  she  seemed  stem  and  sad,  and  this  time  ad- 
dressed her  protJgc  in  a  trembling  voice,  "  Here,"  she  said, 
"you  enjoy  peace  and  abundance,  while  without  are  famine 
and  trouble.  I  helped  you;  you  have  not  helped  your  neigh- 
bors. The  angels  weep  for  you  and  turn  away  their  faces." 
So  the  next  day  the  woman  arose,  and,  going  forth  with  a 
green  cushion  and  its  bobbins  in  her  hands,  went  from  cot- 
tage to  cottage,  offering  to  all  who  would  be  taught  to  in- 
struct them  in  the  art  she  had  herself  so  miraculously  learned. 
So  they  also  became  rich,  and  Belgium  became  famous  for 
its  manufacture. 


The  liiter-0:etin  says  1  "Three  young  Chinamen  are  now 
studying  law  and  will  soon  be  admitted  to  the  bar.  Would 
it  not  make  Denis  Kearney  '  rare '  to  have  one  of  them  pros- 
ecute him  for  his  wash  bill  ?"  How  absurd.  Denis  has  no 
wash  biUs.  He  scorns  them  as  the  attributes  of  the  "  bald- 
headed,  blue  brimstone,  bad  smelling  bondholders,"  who  are 
likewise  "  lecherous,  heU-bom  sons  of  damnation."  While 
Conkling  waves  the  bloody  shirt  Denis  waves  his  dirty  shirt, 
and  a  wash  would  ruin  him. 


TO  A  WOODPECKER, 


O  speckled  sexton ! 

Pecking  on  the  other  side 
Of  lonely  trees  — 
This  one.  the  next  one. 

Rapping  smartly  ;  with  a  slide 
Of  ghostlike  ease-  - 

Eluding  vision 

Centred  where  you  ought  to  be 
And  never  are — 
Prince  of  incision, 

Rest  thy  surgeon's  industry 
And  stop  thy  jar. 

Thou  fickle -flighted 

Carpenter  of  tall  decay, 
Another  time 
I'll  be  delighted 

To  point  thee  worms  all  day 
In  vellumed  rhyme. 
Sacramento,  November  5,  1878,  John  Vance  Chenly. 


Crows. 

One  day  a  crow, 

Black  as  a  sloe, 
His  breast  foul  thoughts  ensla\ing. 

Sat  by  a  stream. 

Where,  in  a  beam. 
A  snow-white  dove  was  laving. 

"O  dove  elate!  " 
He  cried  with  hate. 
And  shook  with  exultation  — 
"  I'll  make  you  black 
As  any  back 
In  ray  denomination  !  " 

From  out  his  breast 

He  plucked  with  zest 
A  plume,  where  he  was  sitting — 

And  fixed  the  thing 

In  the  pure  wing 
Of  the  white  dove,  unwitting. 

And  then  he  flew 

The  valley  through. 
And  out  of  grass  and  willows. 

From  fence  and  rock  — 

A  graceless  flock — 
He  called  his  dusky  fellows. 

Oh,  rich  the  sight! 

With  shrill  delight 
They  chatter  all  together: 
"Good  neighbors,  see! 

The  white  dove — she 
Hath  got  a  smutted  feather!" 

From  out  the  woods 

They  drew  the  broods 
Of  doves,  with  their  exclaiming ; 

Disturbed  they  stood, 

Nor  credence  showed. 
Nor  spake  aught  to  her  shaming. 

Loud  screeched  the  crows. 

The  victim  rose, 
The  wind  dislodged  the  feather. 
"  We  judged  aright: 

The  dove  is  white,'' 
The  fair  ones  cooed  together. 

If  true  we  live, 
The  good  «"ill  give 
Their  confidence  to  cheef  us ; 
When  sland'rers  lie. 
And  hope  would  die. 
Heaven's  searching  truth  will  clear  us. 
San  Rafael,  November  5.  M.  E.  Sutherland. 


The  Momingr-Glory. 


I  planted,  when  a  Uttle  child, 

A  morning-glory  seed. 
But  when  the  first  two  leaves  sprung  up 

I  said:    "  Alas!  a  weed 
Has  come  instead  of  my  sweet  flower! 

These  cloven,  ill-shaped  things 
Are  no  more  morning-glory  leaves 

Than  my  two  arms  are  wings!'' 
And  so  for  the  mistaken  seed 

Childlike  I  grieved— till,  lo! 
The  germ  sent  forth  its  truer  life, 

The  leaf  I'd  learned  to  know. 

Perhaps  some  lives  that  here  have  failed 
Their  truer  selves  may  find 

In  the  Glory  of  the  Morning 
That  leaves  this  world  behind. 
Portl.\nd.  Oregon,  November  10.  Henrietta  R. 


To  a  Dream. 


O'er  mountains  and  seas  away, 
Across  the  semblance  of  a  day, 
Within  the  vagueness  of  a  night, 
In  airy  visions  rapt,  bedight. 
Beyond  a  mortal's  ken  or  sight. 
You  wander  in  the  land  of  dreams 
Lit  by  the  iridescent  beams 

Which  fall  through  banks  of  shade. 

Why  dost  thou  listen,  heart?    To  hear 
Those  voices  lost — are  they  yet  dear? 
Why  mount  beyond  the  clouded  spires, 
Charmed  to  thy  fate  by  unseen  lyres. 
To  gaae  unmoved  on  smouldering  fires 
Where  rapt  Oblivion  has  her  seat, 
And  Darkness,  Death,  and  Silence  meet. 
Whose  colors  never  fade? 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return  ! 
Seek  rest  within  thy  mortal  urn. 
Hast  lost  all  love  for  it,  or  fears? 
Why  tempt  the  distance  of  those  spheres. 
Or  wing  that  phantom  cloud  which  nears 
A  path  to  mortal  souls  unlrod — 
That  hi^huay  of  the  awful  God, 
Of  Nothingness  and  Dealh? 

Return,  O  wanderer !     Rest  thy  pinions 
Within  thine  own,  thy  fair  dominions, 
Else,  caoght  upon  thy  lonesome  way 
By  some  foul  vision  bom  to  slay. 
Thou  fall  an  unresisting  prey. 
And  this,  thy  house,  the  fair  domain, 
Returns  to  dust  and  naught  again 

Like  some  forgotten  wraith. 
October  ai,  1878.  Frank  R.  Starr. 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY, 


II  faut  croire  au  mariage  comme  ii  rimmortalit^  de  I'slme. 
— Balzac. 


Je  n'aime  ni  n'estime  la  tristesse,  quoique  le  monde  ait  en- 
trepris  de  Thonorer  de  faveur  particuUfere.  lis  en  habillant 
la  sagesse,  la  vertu,  la  conscience.  Sot  et  vilain  ornement. 
— Mo7i  taigne. 

L'exp^rience,  c'est  le  nom  que  la  plupart  des  hommes  don- 
nent  a  leurs  folies  et  a  leurs  chagrins. — A.  de  Musset 

C'est  une  plaisante  chose  que  la  penst^e  d^pende  absola- 
ment  de  I'estomac,  et  que,  malgr^  cela,  les  meilleurs  estomacs 
ne  soient  pas  les  meilleurs  penseurs. —  Voltaire. 

Les  courtes  absences  animent  I'amour,  mais  les  longues  le 
font  mourir. — Mirabeau. 


Se  bomer  a  parler  sans  cesse  de  son  amour,  pauvre  moyen 
pour  r^ussir  !  Si  les  discours  flattent  les  femmes,  les  actions 
seules  ont  le  pouvoir  de  les  convaincre. — Ovide. 


Le  premier  jour  d'un  aveu,  Ton  s'amuse, 
Le  second,  on  se  plaint  de  Timpoctunite, 
Le  troisieme,  on  <Scoute  avec  moinS  de  fiert^, 

Le  quatrieme,  en  tremblant,  on  refuse, 

Le  cinquieme,  on  se  uouble,  on  r^siste  i  demi, 
Le  sixicme,  en  chemin,  a  regret,  on  s'arrfite, 
Le  septieme,  Ton  perd  la  tete, 

Le  huitieme,  tout  est  fini. 

Une  dame  proposait  a  Chamfort  de  le  marier  avec  une  de 
ses  amies.  — Madame,  repondit-il,  il  y  a  deux  choses  que 
j'ai  toujours  aim^es  k  la  folie,  ce  sont  les  femmes  et  le  c^libat. 
J'ai  perdu  la  premiere  passion,  il  faut  que  je  conserve  la  se- 
conde. 


La  contrainte  est  la  mere  des  ddsirs. 


Le  mariage  est  quelquefois  un  licou  qui  attache  Thomme 
et  la  femme  au  chagrin. — Efasme. 


La  chastet^  est  un  tr^sor  pr^cieux  que  nous  portons  dans 
des  vases  d'argile. — Vecclesiaste. 


Les  femmes  sont  coquettes  par  ^tat. — J.  J.  Rousseau. 


Notre  choix  fait  nos  amities,  mais  c'est  Dieu  qui  fait  notre 
amour. — M?ne.  de  Sta'cl. 


Un  homme  pieux  disait :  Si  j'ignorais  I'existence  de  Dieu, 
j'adorerais  le  soleil  et  les  femmes. 


Pourquoi  done  ne  vous  mariez-vous  pas,  demandait-on  k  un 
c^libataire  endurci.  — Le  mariage,  repondit-il,  est  une  chose 
si  s^rieuse  que  ce  n'est  pas  trop  d'y  penser  toute  sa  vie. 


On  lisait  k  Rome  Tinscription  suivante  sur  le  tombeau  de 
deux  ^poux :  Arrete,  passant,  et  vols  la  merveille !  Un  homme 
et  sa  femme  qui  ne  se  querellent  pas. 


la  ^L^RCHANDE  d'amours. 
— Venez.  Monsieur,  que  je  vous  accommode, 

Achetez-moi  de  ces  oiseau,K  si  doux 

Qu'on  nomme  Amours.     Void  I'amour  jalous, 
L'amour  timide.     — lis  ont  passe  de  mode. 

— L'amour  grondeur.     — -je  le  laisse  aux  6poux. 
— L'amour  paisible.     — II  n  est  pas  de  mon  ^e. 

— L'amour  heureux.     — Jour  et  nuit  il  s'endort. 
Mais,  dites-moi,  n'auriez  vous  pas  en  cage 

L'amour  constant?    — De  vieillesse  il  est  mort. 
— Sauve  qui  peut !    Je  prends  l'amour  volage. 


En  amour,  ce  sont  moins  les  occasions  qui  nous  manquent 
que  nous  qui  les  manquons. 

L'oreille  est  le  chemin  du  cceur,  et  le  cceur  Test  du  reste. 


Une  dame  qui  avait  montr^  beaucoup  d'insensibilit^  en- 
vers  un  jeune  homme  qui  lui  avait  offert  ses  hommages, 
ayant  appris  qu'il  etait  all^  les  porter  a  une  autre  personne 
qui  lui  etait  inferieure  de  tous  points,  raccueillit  un  jour  avec 
des  sarcasmes  sur  son  bonheur  de  second  ordre.  — ^ladame, 
r^pondit-il,  j'ai  fini  par  m'apercevoir  qull  vaut  mieux  man- 
ger une  pomme  que  de  regarder  toujours  un  ananas. 

Aimer,  c'est  prier. 


La  pruderie  est  rhypocrisie  de  la  pudeur. 

L'amour  est  comme  la  rose  que  Ton  cherche  k  cueillir  en 
d^pit  des  Opines. 

— Eh  !  bonjour  mon  ami,  comment  vous  portez-vous  .'* 
— Tres-bien,  je  vous  remercie.  — Et  votrefr^re?  — II  est 
marid  depuis  six  semaines.  — JNIarie  !  lui  !  oh,  le  pau\Te  gar- 
gon,  moi  qui  Tavais  laisse  si  bien  portant  ! 

Des  zephyrs  que  Flore  rapelle, 

Je  vouiais  chanter  le  rctour ; 
Je  vis  Chloe. . .  .qu'elle  »^tait  belle  ! 

Je  ne  pus  clianter  que  ramoiu-. 

je  lui  consacmi  d6s  ce  jour 
Tous  mes  vccux.  mes  vers  et  ma  lyre. 
C'est  pour  Chloti  que  je  respire. 

Je  ne  cliante  qu'elle  el  I'amour. — Horace. 


Tout  ou  rien,  c'est  la  devise  de  I'amour. 

On  ne  saurait  trop  aimer  qui  nous  aime.  Deux  amis  se 
recontrent. — Eh  bien!  dit  Tun  .^  Taut  re,  marie  depuis  six 
mois,  es-tu  heureux  en  m<5nage  ! — Ah  !  ne  m'en  parle  pas, 
quand  j'epousai  ma  femme,  je  I'aimais  lant  que  je  I'aurais 
mangt^e  ! — Et  maintenant? — Maintenant.^  je  regrette  dene 
pas  Tavoir  fait. 


Au  sermon,  une  femme  parle  trcs-haut  h.  une  de  ses  voi- 
sines  assise  .^  cuti5  d'un  monsieur  qui  sommeille.  A  la  fin, 
le  curi^  impatient!^  Tinterpelle  ainsi  : — Madame  X.,  ne  parlez 
done  pas  si  haut.     Vous  allez  rtiveiller  Monsieur  '/..  o'  '  dort. 

November  11,  1S7S.  L.  G.  J.  L" 
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The  Argonalt  contains  of  late  but  little  politics.  It  is 
becoming  to  us  a  hateful  theme.  But  the  exercise  of  polit- 
ical duties  and  the  formation  of  correct  political  opinions 
are  responsibilities  that  no  good  citizen  in  a  republican  form 
of  government  has  a  right  to  shirk  or  attempt  to  evade.  We 
have  but  limited  respect  for  the  citizen  who  boasts  that  he  is 
"no  politician  ;"  meaning  thereby  that  he  takes  no  interest 
in  political  affairs.  There  is  in  this  State — and  the  class  is 
growing  in  every  other — a  large  and  intelligent  body  of  in- 
dependent voters  who  owe  no  allegiance  to  party,  and  do  not 
hold  themselves  bound  by  any  rules  of  party  discipline.  It 
is  to  this  class  that  we  belong.  By  education,  by  conviction 
' — and  perhaps,  in  presence  of  the  formation  of  a  "  solid 
South,"  we  may  say,  by  birth — we  are  Republican.  We  be- 
lieve the  Republican  party  has  been  the  party  of  patriotism  ; 
that  the  country'  owes  to  it  the  fact,  that  it  was  not  divided 
by  the  war  of  the  slaveholder's  rebellion.  We  believe  it  holds 
in  its  organization  more  of  the  honesty  and  intelligence  of 
the  nation  than  the  Democracy.  We  believe  its  rank  and 
file  are  more  largely  comprised  of  native-bom  Americans,  and 
we  believe  native-bom  Americans  are  superior  as  citizens  to 
any  class  that  immigrates  to  us  fi-om  foreign  lands.  Every'  act 
of  Mr.  Lincoln,  and  ever)*  act  of  his  administration — review- 
ing them  now  in  the  light  of  history — we  approve.  The  acts 
of  General  Grant,  as  military  chieftain  and  President,  we  ap- 
prove. The  shortcomings  of  his  administration  are  errors 
resulting  from  his  misplaced  confidence  in  bad  men,  which 
we  overlook  as  mistakes  and  not  crimes.  The  present  ad- 
ministration is  simply  weak.  It  is  honest ;  and  in  this  re- 
spect no  one  doubts  that  the  President  is  a  safer  and  more 
prudent  chief  magistrate  than  his  Democratic  opponent 
would  have  been  if  elected.  The  finances  of  our  nation  are 
being  honestly  and  intelligently  administrated.  We  are  sus- 
taining our  honor,  maintaining  our  credit,  and  paying  our 
debts.  Our  foreign  affairs  are  being  so  managed  that  we  are 
avoiding  diplomatic  complications  and  upholding  our  na- 
tional dignity.  So  that  we  have  very  good  reason  to  hope 
that  we  may  consult  our  personal  wishes,  and  do  our  duty, 
by  giving  our  support  in  national  politics  to  the  Republican 
party,  resening  to  ourselves  the  privilege  of  withdrawing 
that  support  if  in  our  judgment  the  party  shall  not  deser\e  it. 


In  State  matters  we  shall  even  to  a  greater  degree  depend 
upon  our  own  personal  judgment  in  goveming  our  political 
course.  Of  the  politics  of  California  we  are  thoroughly  well 
informed,  and  we  know  the  men  who  are  leaders  of  all  par- 
ties. We  know  the  motives  that  govern  them;  we  know  the 
party  history,  and  the  party  intrigues,  the  personal  schem- 
ing, wire-pulling,  and  deviltry  of  all  the  cliques  and  combi- 
nations. We  are  well  advised  of  just  what  is  going  on  to- 
day  in  political  circles,  and  we  know  that  in  the  Republican 
organization  there  is  a  profound  intrigue  on  foot  to  make  for 
the  Republican  party  very  mean  and  contemptible  nomina- 
tions. Men  are  aspiring  10  be  nominated  as  Governor,  as 
members  of  Congress,  and  for  places  on  the  State  ticket,  who 
are  utterly  unworthy  of  public  promotion;  men  who  are  of 
bad  habits,  who  have  sold  themselves  in  public  life,  who  are 
dishonest,  and  who  would  steal  if  they  had  the  opportunity, 
and  who  get  drunk  and  gamble.  Our  allegiance  to  the  Re- 
publican party  will  not  induce  us  to  give  these  men,  nor  any 
one  of  them,  our  vote  or  our  support.  If  they  carry  the  con- 
vention by  intrigue  and  combination  we  will  bolt  the  ticket, 
and  support  the  Democracy,  provided  it  has  for  its  nominees 
better  men.  This  sentiment  is  abroad  in  this  State;  this 
feeling  will  govem  the  votes  of  thousands  of  intelligent  Re- 
publicans. The  rank  and  file  of  the  party  is  honest,  thinks 
-'or  ''.seif,  and  will  not  be  dictated  to  by  the  poUtical  harlots 

::  party  drabs  who  make  poUtics  a  business,  live  upon 


party  intrigue,  and  thrive  upon  the  pickings  and  stealings  of 
office.  For  ourselves  and  for  the  class  we  claim  to  repre- 
sent, and  do  represent,  we  demand  fair  play,  open  dealing, 
an  honest  convention,  and  decent  nominations.  Califomia 
is  a  Republican  State,  and  has  been  for  twenty  years.  The 
Republican  party  is  always  successful,  by  a  large  majority, 
when  it  conducts  itself  honestly  and  decently,  and  is  always 
beaten  when  it  follows  cliques  and  gives  itself  over  to  in- 
trigue and  dirty  work.  The  same  spirit  that  revolted  against 
it  and  sent  it  to  defeat  still  e.xisis;  the  same  men  that  re- 
belled and  overwhelmed  it  still  live,  and  the  same  determi- 
nation is  resolutely  maintained  to  submit  to  nothing  that  is 
not  manly,  and  fair,  and  honest.  It  may  be  that  the  con- 
gressional vote  of  California  will  be  the  controlling  one  in 
event  of  throwing  the  Presidential  election  into  tlie  Mouse  of 
Representatives.  The  next  election  may  be  a  very  impor- 
tant one.  Let  no  one,  however,  think  that  there  can  be  any 
party  issue  so  prominent  that  the  independent  branch  of  the 
Republican  party  in  Califomia  will  submit  to  anything  but 
fair  play.  The  AKGON.\t;T  aspires  to  become  the  organ  of 
honest  politics  in  this  city  and  in  this  State.  It  will  be  either 
that  or  nothing. 

The  Republicans  of  the  North  affect  to  be  verj'  much  sur- 
prised, and  to  feel  great  indignation,  that  the  South  has  be- 
come solidly  Democratic.  The  fact  is,  doubtless,  to  be  re- 
gretted as  calculated  to  keep  alive  the  sectional  strife,  and 
for  an  indefinite  period  to  prolong  the  political  controversy 
that  now  exists.  It  is  perhaps  also  to  be  regretted  because 
it  is  likely  to  bring  about  a  solid  Republican  North,  present- 
ing the  anomaly  of  a  great  people  dividing,  not  upon  ques- 
tions of  local  interests  or  governmental  policy,  but  upon 
prejudices  growing  out  of  'the  war  and  color  prejudices  be- 
tween two  races.  Yet  it  is  not  surprising  that  this  condition 
of  things  exists.  The  South  is  Democratic  not  from  choice, 
nor  because  that  is  the  party  with  which  its  people  would 
naturally  affiliate,  but  from  circumstances.  The  South  held 
negro  slaves,  believed  in  slavery,  prospered  by  this  institu- 
tion; its  welfare  was  bound  up  in  iL  The  North  antagonized 
that  condition  of  things,  and  in  time,  the  question  having  be- 
come a  political  one  and  a  war  having  grown  out  ot  it,  the 
Republican  party  became  pledged  to  its  extinction.  The 
Democratic  party,  in  a  half-hearted  and  inefficient  way,  be- 
came the  apologist  of  slavery,  and  thus  the  ally  of  the 
Southem  people.  The  war  ended  with  victory  over  the 
South,  over  slavery,  and  over  the  Democracy.  It  left  an 
angry  feeling  against  the  political  party  that  had  wrought  the 
annihilation  of  its  peculiar  institution  that  had  cost  the 
South  so  much  of  blood  and  treasure,  and  had  so  humiliated 
its  pride.  This  feeling  was  deeply  intensified  by  the  great 
mistake  of  the  Republican  party  :  that  great  party  blunder 
and  political  crime  that,  having  justly  enfranchised  slaves, 
gave  to  ignorant  blacks  political  privileges  and  made  them 
the  law-makers,  the  magistrates,  and  the  executive  officers  of 
their  former  masters.  The  people  of  the  South  resented  this 
as  an  insolent  endeavor  of  the  victors  to  put  upon  them  a  social 
indignity.  This  was  natural;  any  one  w-ould  have  resented  it. 
There  is  not  a  Northern  man  of  honest  mind  that  under  like 
circumstances  would  not  have  felt  the  same  way.  If  Cali- 
fornia should  become  embroiled  in  a  war  concerning  the 
Chinese  of  this  State,  and  the  result  should  be  our  defeat, 
and  to  the  Chinese  should  be  given  political  privileges 
which,  with  a  majority  of  numbers,  would  enable  them  to 
elect  a  Chinese  Legislature,  a  Chinese  Supreme  Court,  send 
a  Chinaman  to  Congress,  and  place  the  administration  of 
municipal  law  under  the  control  of  Chinamen,  and  the  police 
star  upon  the  breast  of  the  Chinese,  is  it  probable  that  we 
would  meekly  kiss  the  hand  that  smote  us  this  political 
blow?  And  if  from  Washington  there  came  a  band  of 
mercenary  carpet-baggers  to  stir  these  heathen  to  the  exer- 
cise of  their  rights  that  they  might  plunder  the  people,  and 
grow  rich  by  the  loot  of  office,  would  we  welcome  them  ?  If 
the  Government  should  send  soldiers  and  arms  to  enforce 
with  bayonets  and  the  show  of  power  this  tan-colored 
supremacy,  is  it  likely  we  would  patiently  endure  it  with 
patriotic  forbearance  and  Christian  resignation  ?  We  take 
it  that  the  Southem  people  are  about  an  average  sample  of 
Americans,  and  that  they  have  done,  and  are  doing,  and 
will  continue  to  do,  just  about  that  which  Northern  men 
would  do  under  like  circumstances. 

There  is  great  irritation  at  the  South  ;  less  now  than  ten 
years  ago.  The  policy  of  President  Hayes  has  worked  well, ; 
and  is  still  working  well.  The  South  is  solidly  Democratic,  [ 
but  we  farcy  that  it  is  about  as  well  for  the  whole  country  I 
that.it  should  be  so,  as  that  we  should  have  a  darky  preacher 
in  the  Senate  from  Mississippi,  a  negro  barber  and  blackleg 
from  Louisiana,^and  a  few  members  ranging  in  color  from 
ebon  black  to  pumpkin  yellow  in  Congress.  We  do  not  per- 
haps estimate  at  its  full  value  the  voting  privilege  in  the 
hands  of  the  ignorant  blacks,  and  are  not  perhaps  as  indig- ' 
nant  as  we  ought  to  be  at  the  intimidation  that  keeps  the 
electoral  ura  out  of  the  control  of  the  mass  of  black  igno- 
rance that  swarms  in  certain  southem  localities.  We  are 
not  defendingjwhite  ^Democratic  riots,  nor  whisky-drinking 
patriotism  upon  the  part  of  that  kind  of  chivalry  that  is  pro- 
portionately brave  as  its  opponents  are  black,  unarmed,  and 
defenseless.     Perhaps  we  do  not  quite  fully  believe  all  the 


stories  of  Southern  violence  that  come  to  us  by  way  of 
Washington  about  election  times  ;  nor  quite  credit  the  fresh 
blood  clots  that  are  added  to  the  Republican  party  shirt  just 
as  it  becomes  necessary  to  elevate  it  as  the  party  banner. 
We  think,  on  the  whole,  considering  the  past  histor)-  of  our 
nation,  and  the  relations  borne  by  the  South  to  the  North, 
that  the  Southern  people  are  doing  very  well  ;  we  believe  in 
continuing  to  let  them  alone  a  little  longer.  The  Democratic 
party  can  not  live  at  the  South  as  a  united  organization  ex- 
cept by  the  pressure  of  Northern  interference.  When  that 
ceases  the  party  will  go  to  pieces.  Local  dissensions  will 
divide  it,  jealousies  will  grow  us  among  party  leaders,  local 
questions  will  arise,  and  when  the  color  prejudice  has  worn 
away  the  black  vote  will  be  solicited,  and  will  be  divided  be- 
tween contending  factions.  The  people  of  the  South  are 
naturally  anti-Democratic.  In  a  few  years  there  will  be 
coming  to  Congress  and  to  the  Senate  "  independent  "  mem- 
bers, and  they  will  on  all  general  questions  vote  with  the 
party  of  gentlemen,  of  patriots,  of  intelligence,  of  Ameri- 
cans, and  thus  strengthen  the  great  national  Republican 
party,  in  the  preser\'ation  and  building  up  of  which  is  in- 
volved the  bests  interests  o(  all  parts  of  the  republic. 


It  is  desirable  that  the  next  Presidential  election  should 
pass  off  with  less  of  party  and  sectional  feeling  than  was  dis- 
played at  the  last  one.  Our  nation  was  never  in  greater  dan- 
ger than  when,  after  election  day  had  passed,  the  country 
stood  in  doubt  as  to  who  was  rightfully  chosen  its  President. 
It  was  a  dark  hour  when  the  country,  driven  to  the  alterna- 
tive of  choosing  between  force  and  a  peaceful  compromise, 
was  pausing  in  doubt  between  the  two.  The  most  desperate 
day  of  the  rebellion  was  bright  and  hopeful  in  comparison 
with  this  most  perilous  and  eventful  hour.  Happily  the  dan- 
ger was  passed  by  a  very  questionable  settlement,  with  the 
result  of  which  the  South  has  never  been  satisfied,  and  the 
North  has  never  been  convinced  was  honest.  Under  the 
questionable  conditions  involved  in  securing  his  office,  Mr. 
Hayes  had  no  other  alternative  presented  him  than  a  peace 
policy  toward  the  South.  The  withdrawal  of  troops,  of  Fed- 
eral officials,  of  carpet-baggers,  has  always  seemed  to  us 
both  wise,  just,  and  politic.  To  let  the  South  alone,  and 
leave  the  political  and  industrial  relations  between  the  races 
to  adjust  themselves,  seemed  to  us  to  be  the  only  honest 
course  that  could  have  been  pursued.  It  has  been  success- 
ful. There  is  order  reigning  throughout  the  South  ;  there  is 
comparatively  but  little  friction  now  between  the  races  ;  af- 
fairs are  adjusting  themselves  upon  a  rational  and  natural 
basis.  Labor  and  capital  are  in  harmony,  land  and  labor 
are  coming  into  friendly  relations,  and  society  is  adjusting 
itself  as  it  would  never  do  if  disturbed  by  Federal  interfer- 
ence, the  show  of  bayonets,  or  the  exhibition  of  military 
power.  It  is  true  that  within  the  past  few  weeks  we  have 
heard  of  Democratic  white  insolence  at  Republican  meetings 
in  South  Carolina  ;  we  have  been  informed  of  intimidations 
in  Louisiana,  and  the  election  returns  seem  to  indicate  that 
the  negro  had  not  been  fairly  dealt  with  politically.  But  we 
accept  those  stories  as  likely  to  be  exaggerated  and  of  sus- 
picious authenticity.  We  shall  e.Tpect  them  to  fly  thick  and 
fast  inthene.xt  Presidential  election.  This  is  the  kind  of  po- 
litical material  that  fires  the  party  heart  and  makes  possible 
a  solid  Republican  North.  If  the  Democratic  party  leaders 
were  not  beetle-headed  lunatics — greedy,  selfish,  narrow- 
minded,  jealous  fools — there  might  be  a  possibility  that  out 
of  all  this  party  chaos  there  might  come  national  order  and 
safety.  There  are  men  in  the  Democratic  party  who,  if 
called  to  the  front,  could  achieve  a  Presidential  victory,  and 
one  that  would  not  be  a  national  calamity.  There  are  mod- 
erate men  in  the  South  whose  councils  would  be  patriotic, 
and  whose  administration  of  political  affairs  would  be  safe 
and  honorable.  Unfortunately  for  that  party  and  the  coun- 
try, these  men  are  not  in  party  power  and  their  counsels  are 
not  heeded.  Quite  another  kind  of  men  are  at  the  party 
front.  The  leadership  of  the  national  Democratic  party  is 
in  the  hands  of  political  criminals,  ultra,  impenitent,  and  fa- 
natical rebels,  foreign  adventurers,  desperate,  dishonest,  po- 
litical party  knaves. 

Hence  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  North — alarmed,  fear- 
ful of  misrule,  of  local  dissensions,  and  of  a  possible  renewal 
of  the  civil  war  ;  jealous  of  disturbing  again  the  order  and 
quiet  that  seems  to  have  settled  down  upon  the  country  ; 
afraid  of  disturbing  the  progress  and  material  prosperity  that 
appears  to  have  been  again  inaugurated  ;  anxious  lest  this 
spark  of  communism,  agrarianism,  and  social  discontent 
should  be  fanned  into  a  burning  flanie — should  again  call  to 
the  chief  magistracy  of  the  nation  one  who  has  demonstrated 
his  capacity  in  civil  administration  and  his  chieftainship  in 
more  troublous  times.  This  state  of  affairs  alone  could  re- 
sult in  the  nomination  and  reelection  of  Grant. 


It  is  amusing  to  watch  the  wild  waving  of  hands  over  the 
buzzing  of  the  Chinese  Bee  in  the  journalistic  bonnet. 
Seward,  too,  is  a  gadfly  of  uncomfortable  dimensions,  and, 
refusing  to  sip  the  cheap  logic  of  the  new-spapers  here,  is 
being  roundly  and  soundly  abused  for  having  a  mind  of  his 
own,  and  presuming  to  take  the  broad  instead  of  the  nar- 
row view  of  our  much  mixed  Mongolian  problem. 
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PRATTLE. 


In  Nebraska  they  are  crossing 
the  various  breeds  of  barnyard 
cattle  with  the  bison — or  buffalo, 
as  we  all  prefer  to 
call  it,  on  the  prin- 
ciple that  it  is  just 
as  well  to  call  a  dog 
a  cat  as  anything — 
and  have  already 
nearly  succeeded  in 
eliminating  the  "hump"  from  the  newly  produced  creature, 
which,  nevertheless,  is  very  like  a  bison.  This  shows  ye, 
statesmen,  what  might  be  done  by  man  to  correct  the  ex- 
travagance of  nature  in  your  case.  In  two  or  three  genera- 
tions your  ears  would  be  considerably  reduced  by  judicious 
crossings  with  the  jackass. 


On  the  evening  of  All  Saints'  Day  the  cemetery  at  San 
Buenaventura  was  brilliantly  illuminated,  in  accordance  with 
an  old  Spanish  custom.  The  dead  who  were  living  there 
were  deeply  touched  by  the  compliment,  and  manifested 
their  sense  of  it  all  they  knew  how ;  their  liquids  prattled 
more  merrily  along  the  water-pipes,  and  their  gases,  en- 
dowed with  a  new  levity,  possessed  the  atmosphere  with  a 
more  eloquent  emanation.  Zymotic  diseases  are  the  lan- 
guage in  which  the  dead  address  the  living. 

If  Tennyson  had  not  written  we  should  still  have  had  Mrs. 
Windle.  It  is  better  to  have  both,  but  it  would  be  good  to 
have  either.  It  is  from  Mrs.  Windle  that  I  prefer  to  leam 
the  story  of  Excalibur,  which,  it  may  be  well  enough  to  ex- 
plain to  the  unlearned  (people  who  have  read  the  Call  with- 
out profit),  was  a  sword  with  "a  winking  hilt,"  and  "a  blade 
of  thrustful,  deftful  scope."  This  extraordinary  arm  a  maiden 
carries  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  and  "  divines  its 
knight/' 

"Then  rears  her  alta-conch  at  morn, 
Whose  telephone  he  hears, 
And  comes  as  proud  as  purchased  scorn, 
And  soft  as  pity's  tears" — 

Which,  by  the  way,  it  would  be  charitable  to  shed  right 
here  ;  you  will  never  find  a  person  who  better  deserves  them 
than  this  poor  lady  whom  her  friends  lack  either  the  sense 
to  persuade  or  the  power  to  restrain. 


If  there  is  no  hell  what  follows  ?  That  the  delights  of 
heaven  are  by  no  means  uniform,  and  range  from  the 
ecstatic  down  to  the  merely  endurable.  This  is  a  necessity 
of  human  nature.  Reader,  it  is  not  conceivable  that  you 
and  I  are  to  have  in  the  next  world  no  greater  happiness 
than  the  editor  of  the  Call^  who  never  hesitates  to  use  the 
editor's  malevolent  power  of  unbalancing  a  human  intellect 
by  a  confirming  nod.  I  am  quite  serious  :  every  time  that 
an  editor  accepts  and  prints  literary  matter  of  a  worthless 
kind  from  an  amateur  writer  he  does  its  author  an  irrepara- 
ble injury.  In  weak  and  intractable  minds  the  rage  for 
writing  once  kindled  is  inextinguishable  ;  each  gratification 
is  a  new  incitement,  and  the  luckless  fool's  ambition,  which 
like  the  Lord's  Prayer  might  once  have  been  inscribed  upon 
a  nut-shell,  grows  by  indulgence  until  the  wall  of  a  mad- 
house is  too  narrow  for  its  display. 


I  knew  a  lady  of  good  social  position  and  considerable 
property  who  was  devastated  body  and  soul  by  getting  a 
story  about  a  boarding-house  into  a  country  newspaper.  It 
fired  her  heart  with  literary  ambition,  and  she  married  the 
editor.  This  miscreant  no  sooner  got  hold  of  her  money 
than  he  used  it  to  sell  out  his  paper,  and  was  compelled  to 
become  the  Prime  Minister  of  a  hog  ranch  while  she  was 
still  a  comparatively  young  woman.  The  last  time  I  saw 
the  poor  creature  she  had  straws  in  her  hair,  and  her  hair  in 
her  eyes;  and  informing  me  that  six  times  seven  was  a  hole 
in  the  ground  she  inquired  if  I  thought  the  class-leader  of 
the  Argonaut  would  accept  an  epicure  on  the  Modoc  war. 
Suggesting  the  superior  poetic  justice  of  an  epicure  on  toast, 
I  backed  away. 

With  a  view  to  somewhat  lighten  the  labor  of  "  commit- 
tees on  resolutions  of  respect,''  the  following  are  deferen- 
tially submitted  as  models.  The  introduction  of  rhymes,  it 
is  thought,  will  give  a  novel  value  to  this  kind  of  literature; 
as  the  note  of  the  swan  has  an  added  charm  when  sung,  al- 
though it  kills  the  poor  bird  to  sing  it; 

Whereas,  kind  Providence  was  willing 
To  take  A.   B.  without  a  shilling — 
Resolved,  that  his  lamented  death 
Quite  takes  (as  it  took  his)  our  breath. 
Resolved,  our  sympathy  we  grant 
To  his  wife's  mothers  cousin's  aunt. 
Resolved,  his  love  and  care  surrounded 
The  Ancient  Order  that  he  founded. 
Resolved,  our  loss  is  his  great  gain — 
We'll  ask  his  monthly  dues  in  vain. 
Resolved,  the  members  of  this  Order 
Wear  handkerchiefs  with  a  black  border, 
And  at  his  funeral  aU  weep. 
Let  none  presume  to  fall  asleep. 


whole  duty  to  make  the  South  Republican  ;  the  experiment, 
having  failed,  will  be  discontinued.  It  cost  me  the  support 
of  the  most  powerful  men  in  the  party,  but  for  the  defection 
and  treason  of  these  hell-bom  miscreants  I  feel  no  resent- 
ment. Henceforth  I  shall  enforce  the  laws  of  the  United 
States,  even  against  those  who  break  them,  for  I  can  better 
endure  the  unjust  accusation  of  cherishing  partisan  antipa- 
thies than  I  can  the  sight  of  a  Southern  Democrat.  The  sun 
of  the  agricultural  fair  has  forever  set  in  the  politics  of  this 
country  ;  the  7-egime  of  toast-and-psalmody  is  behind  us. 
Let  the  drums  beat,  and  if  any  man  attempt  to  haul  down 
the  bloody  shirt  spot  him  on  the  snoot  !  ■' 


On  Monday  evening  last,  a  man 

From  China,  just  arrived  in  San 

Francisco,  walking  out  with  glee 

To  sate  his  queueriosity, 

Perceived  a  monstrous,  surging  crowd 

Denouncing  some  one  with  a  loud 

And  terrible  displeasure  ;  so 

He  stood  aside  to  see  the  show. 

Next  day,  conversing  with  a  John 

Who'd  long  resided  here,  upon 

The  things  he'd  seen,  he  said  :  "  My  frlend"- 

They  both  spoke  English  ;  I  contend 

That  Chinamen,  when  they're  alone. 

Speak  any  language  but  their  own. 

The  reason — if  you  wish  to  leam  it 

Try  theirs,  you'll  mighty  soon  discern  it. 

And  so  the  stranger  said  ;  "  My  friend, 

It  was  my  pleasure  to  attend 

An  indignation  meeting.     Bless 

My  soul !  they're  bitter  here,  I  guess, 

On  foreigners,  and  wish  to  throne 

In  pow'r  their  Yankee  selves  alone. 

And  it  appears  to  me  that  ihey 

Are  cruelly  severe  on  Bay." 
"  On  Bay? — severe  on  Bay? — who's  he? 
"  Why,   Colonel  Bay."     "Oh!  Colonel  Bee, 

He  calls  it."     "  But  they  called  it  Bay  !  " 
"  I  daresay — that's  their  Yankee  way.'' 


Constrained  by  future  events  to  expound  his  policy  and 
announce  its  successor,  the  President  utters  his  understand- 
ing to  the  foUomng  effect :  "  I  endeavored  by  doing  my 


"  Isn't  it  pretty  near  time  for  Governor  Irwin's  proclama- 
tion appointing  a  day  of  fasting  and  prayer  in  remembrance 
of  the  late  lamented  English  grammar  't " — Evening-  Post. 
The  prayer  could  probably  be  managed,  but  as  for  the  fast- 
ing, why,  if  all  the  men  who  knew  and  loved  the  deceased 
should  meet  at  one  table,  there  would  not  be  enough  of  them 
to  let  alone  the  smallest  beefsteak. 


Speaking  of  the  Post,  I  am  reminded  that  in  writing,  the 
other  day,  of  "  Doppelkreuz,"  the  musical  critic  of  that  jour- 
nal, I  rather  broadly  implied  that  he  was  a  liar.  In  his  ar- 
ticle of  last  Saturday,  "  Doppelkreuz  "  has  the  fairness  to 
explain  that  he  was  misled  into  making  an  untrue  statement, 
and  I,  therefore,  withdraw  my  offensive  remarks.  This  I  do 
the  more  cheerfully  because,  although  my  respect  for  this 
gentleman's  talent  had  made  me  covet  him  as  an  enemy 
(heaven  knows  my  penury  of  enemies  with  brains),  this  reve- 
lation of  his  candor  suggests  the  superior  advantage  of  his 
favor.  I  have  had  some  experience  in  intellectual  hostihties, 
and  of  all  antagonists  the  candid  one  is  the  one  whom  I 
least  like  to  encounter. 

Candor  is  not  only  a  sign  of  power,  it  is  an  element ;  for, 
like  the  grace-thrust  of  the  swordsman  in  the  story,  it  is  so 
captivating  to  the  arbiters  that  even  though  bloodless  it  will 
win  the  crown  unless  met  with  a  parry  of  equal  charm.  Can- 
dor can  be  overcome  only  by  superior  candor,  and  in  him 
who  has  it  not  by  nature  the  effort  kills — his  heart  is  broken 
in  his  body.  Candor  is  the  garrison's  lime-light  flooding 
their  own  defenses  to  encourage  the  assailants.  It  is  that 
ominous  message,  "  Sir,  I  am  weak  in  cavalry,  but  let  us  en- 
gage." It  is  the  "Gentlemen  of  the  Guard,  fire  first,"  of 
Fontenoy — was  it  not  ?  One's  most  contemptible  enemies 
confess  one's  errors  ;  it  is  the  really  formidable  fellow  who 
admits  his  own. 

Bob  IngersoU's  new  lecture — "Some 
Mistakes  of  Moses  " — forth  has  come  ! 
Wherever  Moses,   Bob,  did  make, 
From  lack  of  knowledge,  a  mistake, 
God  made  as  bad  an  error,  quite, 
In  naming  ^£?«  to  setjt  right. 


A  propos  de  rieii,  the  Chicago  yoicrnal  has  discovered  *'  a 
clashing  of  poetic  thought  :  Southey  says  :  '  All  things  are 
that  seem;''  but  Longfellow  says  :  *  And  things  are  not  what 
they  seem."'  I  don't  remember  the  Southy  dictum,  but  the 
Longfellow  proposition  happens  to  be  one  of  three  spcified 
assertions  which  he  forbids  us  to  make.  The  y^?;;; ««/ man 
has  not  only  found  a  mare's  nest,  but  appears  to  have  been 
born  in  one. 

The  Secretary  of  State  has  promised  Senator  Sargent  to 
obtain,  if  possible,  the  Chinese  Ambassador's  views  on  the 
question  of  Chinese  immigration.  He  may  spare  himself  the 
trouble,  if  he  fears  it  will  give  him  any;  the  Ambassador  has 
already  "  defined  his  position  "  in  the  matter  with  something 
of  oriental  ingenuity,  but  with  unmistakable  meaning.  A 
gentleman  now  in  this  city,  Mr.  Charles  Arne  Webster,  of 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts,  informs  me  that  he  met  His  Ex- 
cellency at  the  house  of  a  friend  of  Mrs.  Webster  in  Wash- 
ington, and  ventured  (with  some  audacity,  one  would  think) 
to  ask  him  if  he  favored  unrestricted  immigration  to  this 
country  from  his  own.  The  Ambassador  without  a  moments' 
hesitation  replied:  "  I  come  to  Melica,  fleely,  alltime,  much 
I  like,  hap  good  time.  How  I  say:  'One  mo'  Chinaman  no 
come;  Melicans  no  like.  Heap  go  back,  you  sunnygun  ! 
Dam  ! " 


Beginning  at  about  this  time  every  year,  all  the  newspa- 
pers here  and  hereabout  publish  with  fatigueless  persistence 
the  information  that  in  cooking  fresh  mushrooms  they  should 
be  stirred  with  a  silver  spoon.  If  there  are  any  murderous 
ones  among  them  the  forehanded  spoon  will  promptly  go  into 
mourning.  Well,  it  won't;  the  test  is  entirely  worthless,  and 
in  families  that  put  faith  in  it  there  will  be  worms'-meat  and 
plenty  of  it.  I  feel,  however,  that  I  owe  an  apology  to  my 
editor  for  saving  life  on  this  page  of  the  paper. 


France,  England,   Portugal,  renew 

Their  war  on  other's  vices. 
To  make  Dahomey's  king  eschew 

His  human  sacrifices. 

Lo  !  through  the  wrong  the  right  arrives  ! 

Of  power  when  they've  bereft  him 
He'll  need  and  cherish  the  few  Uves 

Their  sabres  will  have  left  him. 


"And  so,  Brown,  the  doctors  did  not  quite  know  what 
ailed  your  father."  "  No,  but  he  was  getting  no  better,  and 
they  decided  on  performing  one  of  those  dreadful  surgical 
operations  in  which  the  patient's  life  depends  upon  the 
chance  that  they  have  correctly  diagnosed  his  disease;  it 
would  either  cure  him  or  kill  him  instantly."  "Well?" 
"Well,  they  have  just  performed  it."  "And  was  it  success- 
ful?"    "It  was  a  perfect  fiasco  !" 

The  Rev.  Mr.  John  W.  Ricks, 
He  bigamied  once  too  many 
With  Pepper  \Miss  Sally) 
And  Peckham  (Miss  Polly) 
And  got  hisself  into  a  secular  fix. 
'Twere  better  not  bigamy  any. 

For  Sally  Pepper  she  peppered  him  well. 
And  Polly  Peckham  she  pecked  him. 
Till  his  life  was  so  hot 
That  he  up'd  and  he  got 
Away  to  the  House  of  Correction  to  dwell, 
A%d  bade  the  Corrector  correct  him. 


In  a  poem  which,  from  its  severe  restraint  and  its  icily  clas- 
sical diction,  I  take  to  be  Mr.  Joaquin  Miller's  (though  from 
its  contemplative  piety  I  might  think  it  Mr.  Charles  Warren 
Stoddard's),  the  bard  beautifully  apostrophizes  Italy  as  the 
"Mother  of  Monks  !"  It  is  to  be  hoped  the  dear  old  lady 
is  proud  of  her  progeny  ;  after  Cassar,  Cicero,  Marcus  Aure- 
iius,  and  that  litter — Petrarch,  Dante,  Tasso,  and  similar  fry 
— the  world  had  a  right  to  expect  that  in  mothering  again 
she  would  make  a  supreme  effort,  I  fancy  I  see  her  stand- 
ing in  attitude  of  benediction  among  her  latest  brood,  pass- 
ing her  hands  caressingly  over  their  gleaming  tonsures  as  if 
they  were  keys  of  an  organ  and  she  were  executing  upon 
them  some  glorious  religious  anthem.  But  away  down  under 
their  blubber  the  juices  of  the  fat  rogues  are  dancing  merry 
measures  and  their  hearts  footing  it  featly  to  "The  Devil's 
Dream." 

In  point  of  historical  fact,  Italy  is  not  the  mother  of  monks ; 
the  monastic  system  was  founded  in  the  fourth  century  by 
Pachomius,  an  Egyptian.  Owing  to  the  obvious  superiority 
of  the  cenobitic  to  the  ascetic  method  of  doing  good,  the 
system  was  so  popular  that  before  its  founder  (unfortunately) 
died  Egypt  had  the  advantage  of  76,000  monks  and  27,000 
nuns,  who  lived  in  holy  contemplation  of  their  great  toes,  to 
the  incalculable  profit  of  humanity  and  civilization. 

The  monastic  system,  however,  destroyed  the  stylitic,  and 
for  that  it  is  difficult  to  forgive  it.  To  sit  for  sequent  years 
exalted  atop  of  a  pillar  in  all  weather,  with  never  a  clean 
shirt  nor  a  fair-minded  meal,  seems  to  me  the  most  beauti- 
ful, as  it  is  no  doubt  the  most  acceptable,  form  of  Christian 
hfe  and  service.     It  is  too  nice  for  anything. 

How  I  "made  it  in  stocks"  I  explained  to  my  dear : 
"I'd  a  comer  in  'Julia'" — artlessly  here 

The  lady  corrected  me  ere  I  could  warn  her ; 

"You  mean  you  had  'Julia,'  sir,  in  a  corner."' 

Why  should  I  have  laughed?     But  I  did,  and,  O  my! 

The  thunder  and  hghtning  that  fell  from  her  eye ! 

But  I  cooled  with  this  calm  disavowal  her  blood  : 
"Small  margins  of  fancy  don't  signify  'mud.'" 


A  "  good  understanding  "  is  now  said  to  exist  between  the 
Emperors  of  Russia  and  Austria. 

All  monarchs  are  wise  in  the  fancies  of  fools  who  have  seen  'em  ; 
Behold  two  crowned  heads  with  but  one  understanding  between  'em  ! 


By  the  way  it's  a  lucky  thing  for  the  rest  of  us  that  the  good 
understandings  between  kings  do  not  very  much  outlast  those 
among  thieves,  whose  aUiances  are  dissolved  by  prosperity 
and  adversity  alike  ;  for  if  successful  they  quarrel  over  the 
booty,  and  if  caught  inform  on  one  another  as  witnesses  for 
the  State.  Even  when  royal  alliances  have  a  religious  basis 
it  is  not  much  better ;  when  Philip  of  France  and  Richard  of 
England  set  out  to  conquer  the  Holy  Land  it  was  stipulated 
in  their  treaty  of  friendship  that  they  should  meet  with  their 
armies  at  Messina.  They  did  so  and  instantly  fell  to  fight- 
ing !  Had  their  good  understanding  continue-^  many  a  brave 
lad  who  turned  up  his  toes  at  Messina  would  have  gone  far- 
ther and  fared — well,  about  the  same. 


Le  Figaro,  jocundest  journal, 

Deckires  the  Chinese  must  go. 
But  adds,  with  a  frankness  infernal, 
Whence,  whither,  and  wherefore  none  know. 

The  Chinamen  question,  good  neighbor, 

Is  simple  as  any  can  be  :  \ 

How  stop  them  from  seUing  us  labor. 
And  make  them  keep  selling  us  fa? 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


tr 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


Come  out  of  doors,  O  mother,  and  see  what  a  wonder  is  here; 
Up  through  the  snows  of  the  mountain  the  flowers  of  spring  appear. 
Come  out  on  the  root^,  O  mother,  and  see  how  along  the  ravine 
The  Riacicr  ice  is  covered  with  the  springtime's  leafy  green  I 

There  are  no  flowers,  my  daughter;  'tis  only  because  thou  art  young 
That  blossoms  from  under  the  mountain-snows  appear  to  thee  to  have 

sprung. 
There  is  no  grass  on  the  glacier;  the  blades  do  not  even  start; 
But  thou  art  in  love,  and  the  grass  and  flowers  are  springing  in  thy 

heart. 
— "  Unwritten  Literature  of  the  Caueajus,"  in  Lippincotf s. 


Holy  day. 

Half-Greek  adown  the  Highland  glen 

And  singing  to  the  open  sky. 
I  passed  beyond  the  ways  of  men 

And  found  my  vale  in  Arcady. 

The  bees  were  drowsy  on  the  slope. 
The  air  was  wondrous  sweet  and  still. 

And  all  my  heart  beat  high  with  hope 
Of  marvels  on  the  Grecian  hill. 

The  light  clatk  from  my  shoulder  flew. 

My  baa'  brown  limbs  were  light  and   free; 

The  lark,  whose  rapture  thrilled  me  through, 
Was  but  a  singing  bird  to  me  ; 

For  I  was  Greek  in  Hellas'  prime. 

And  singing  to  the  clear,  bright  air, 
And  Grecian  bots  were  in  the  thyme 

And  the  lost  charm  in  all   things  fair. 

Hills  beyond  hills  from  blue  to  gray 

Faint  to  the  misty  highland  sky, 
But  I  have  been  an  hour  away 

In  my  own  \'ale  of  Arcady. 

From  tree  to  tree  the  whisper  creeps, 
"  Look,  sister,  at  the  wayward  man  ! 

His  arc  the  eyes  of  one  who  sleeps 
Within  the  vale  Arcadian.'" 

'  Huih,  hush  I "  the  pine-tree  sighs,  "  and  look." 
The  laverock  p>ccps  from  heather  sweet, 
And  headlong  streams  the  highland  brook 
To  break  in  laughter  at  my  feet. 

J.  S..  in  Blackwood's  Magazine. 


Eounored  Architect  of  Airy  Rhyme. 

Enamored  architect  of  airy  rhyme. 

Build  as  thou  wilt,  heed  not  what  each  man  says. 

Good  souls,  but  innocent  of  dreamers"  ways, 
Will  come,  and  marvel  why  thou  waslest  time  ; 
Others,  beholding  how  thy  turrets  climb 

Twixt  theirs  and  heaven,  will  hate  thee  all  their  days  ; 

But  most  beware  of  those  who  come  to  praise. 
O  wonder-smith,  O  worker  in  sublime 

And  heaven-sent  dreams,  let  art  be  all  in  all ! 
Build  as  thou  wilt  unspoiled  by  praise  or  blame, 
Build  as  thou  wilt,  and  as  thy  light  is  given  ; 

Then,  if  at  last  the  airy  structure  fall. 
Dissolve,  and  vanish,  take  thyself  no  shame — 
They  fail,  and  they  alone,  who  have  not  striven. 

T.  B.  Aldrtch. 


"The  Swelling  Sea." 

[FROM   THE    D.\NISH.] 

The  birds  of  the  North  flew  onward, 

The  lichen  its  odor  shed  ; 
The  cresent  moon  was  pale 

As  a  water-lily  dead — 
Tom  from  its  parent  stem  and  floating 

For  weeks  on  its  watery  bed. 

The  northern  light  burned  brightly— 

The  circle  was  broad  and  low  ; 
The  rays  were  like  whiriing  pillars  of  fire. 

With  green  and  crimson  glow. 

The  dying  man  lay  in  his  hut — 
"  Oh,  where  shall  we  bury  thee? 
Shall  we  bury  thee  on  the  mountain, 
Or  uoder  the  swelling  sea? 

'  Shall  we  bury  thee  on  the  mountain, 
In  the  eternal  snow. 
Where  the  spirits  of  the  mist  shall  dance 
WTiile  thou  liest  still  below  ? 

'  Or  wilt  Ihou  be  sunk  in  the  sea— 
The  blue  and  swelling  sea? 
The  birds  of  the  tempest  shall  whiH  above", 

And  the  seals  play  merrily." 
He  mournfully  smiled,  and  whispered  low, 
■'  In  the  sea,  the  swelling  sea." 

j.\NET  Fr.\.ser. 


ESTHETIC  NUPTIALS. 


Brahma. 

[translated    from    DSCHELALEDDI.S"   RU.\tI    BV   RITTER.] 

I  am  the  mote  in  the  simbeam,  and  I  am  the  burning  sun  ; 
"Rest  here  I"  I  whisper  the  atom;   I  call  to  the  orb,   "Roll  on!" 

I  am  the  blush  of  the  moming,  and  I  am  the  evening  breeze ; 
I  am  the  leaf's  low  murmur,  the  swell  of  the  terrible  seas  ; 

I  am  the  net,  the  fowler,  the  bird,  and  its  frightened  cry. 
The  mirror,  the  form  reflected^  the  sound  and  its  echo,  I  ; 

The  lover's  passionate  pleading,  the  m^den's  whispered  fear. 

The  wamor,  the  blade  that  smiles  him.  his  mother's  heart-wrung  fear  ; 

I  am  intoxication,  grapes,  wine-press,  and  must,  and  wine. 
The  guest,  the  host,  the  uvem,  the  goblet  of  crj-sial  fine ; 

I  am  the  breath  of  the  flute,  I  am  the  wind  of  man. 

Gold's  glitter,  the  light  of  the  diamond,  and  the  sea-pearVs  lustre  wan  ; 

The  rose,  her  poet  nightingale,  the  songs  from  his  throat  that  rise 
Flint  sparks,  the  Uper,  the  moth  that  about  it  flies. 

I  am  both  Good  and  E\-il ;  the  deed  and  the  deed"s  intent. 
Temptation,  victim,  sinner,  crime,  pardon,  punishment ; 

I  am  what  was.  is,  wiH  be ;  creation's  ascent  and  fall ; 
The  link,  the  chain  of  existence  ;  beginning  and  end  of  all. 


Sir  Babington  Ogle  was  an  esthetic  young  man,  who  wore 
his  hair  down  his  back  and  talked  of  the  higher  culture. 
He  delighted  in  the  finer  kinds  uf  modern  blank  verse,  as 
blank  of  meaning  as  of  rhythm,  and  turned  up  his  eyeballs 
voluptuously  before  pictures  of  scraggy,  cadaverous  women, 
drawn,  not  from  life,  but  apparently  from  death,  in  dissect- 
ing rooms.  To  dissert  upon  the  tireeks  i,nol  those  of  lo-day) 
and  their  beautiful  religions,  to  have  a  consumptive  wife 
dressed  in  sage-green,  to  lie  on  his  back  and  wonder  whether 
there  was  not  an  "  Eighth  Lamp  "  of  architecture  overlooked 
by  Ruskin,  and  to  comport  himself  generally  like  a  gentle- 
man in  need  of  physic — such  seemed  to  be  Sir  Habington's 
ideals  of  life. 

He  had  pubHshed  a  small  book  of  poems,  which  many 
mammas  and  their  daughters  pronounced  quite  too  delight- 
ful; and  he  appeared  to  have  become  the  centre  of  a  coterie 
of  enthusiastic  young  women  who  looked  upon  him  with  lan- 
guishing adoration.  Sir  Babington,  however,  possessed 
j^ 1 5,000  a  year,  and  this  makes  a  man  cautious.  He  ac- 
cepted female  homage  without  repaying  it  in  kind,  just  like 
a  statue  on  a  pedestal.  Perhaps  he  had  caught  some  fair 
aesthetic  one  yawning  over  his  poems;  perhaps  he  had  dis- 
covered a  hollow  ring  in  the  voices  that  chorused  assent  so 
glibly  to  everything  he  said.  Anyhow,  he  was  wont  to 
complain  of  the  false-hcartedness  of  society,  and  he  was  as 
expert  in  keeping  out  of  matrimonial  traps  as  an  old  'coon 
out  of  gunshot. 

Sir  Babington  had  a  friend  who  did  not  admire  the  baro- 
net's ai-stheticism,  which  he  vulgarly  called  "  bosh."  This 
fellow,  one  Jubb,  whom  Sir  B.  playfully  styled  the  Ostrogoth, 
professed  ideas  of  the  most  primitive  Philistinism  as  to  the 
duties  of  men  with  money.  If  he  had  had  his  way  they 
would  always  have  been  looking  after  their  estates,  riding, 
killing  game,  and  eating  beef. 

Jubb's  temple  of  culture  was  the  Agricultural  Hall  on  a 
Show-day.  As  to  women,  his  taste  ran  toward  the  fleshly 
school  of  Rubens,  and  he  would  parody  Shakspeare,  saying  : 

Let  me  have  maids  about  me  that  are  fat. 
Sleek-headed  girls  and  such  as  love  to  laugh, 
Yon  Culla  has  a  lean  and  dismal  look. 
She  sighs  too  much  ;  such  girls  ain't  weddablo. 

An  old  comradeship,  dating  from  Eton  Christ  Church, 
allowed  Jubb  to  speak  out  his  mind  candidly  to  Ogle — a 
privilege  which  he  never  let  rust  for  want  of  using.  So  one 
day  when  the  pair  were  conversing  together  about  what  the 
younger  Dumas  calls  I'cteniclfhniniJi^  the  Ostrogoth  elicited 
that  the  Baronet  had  the  ambition  of  being  "loved  for  him- 
self," like  the  Lord  of  Burleigh.  "Oh,  what  ne.xt.'*"  e.\- 
claimed  matter-of-fact  Jubb,  whose  face  was  like  a  full  cheese. 
"  Why,  Babby  [pet  for  Babington]  just  consider  what  man- 
ner of  man  you  are,  and  ask  yourself  whether  any  woman 
with  eyes  and  ears  can  fancy  your  gloomy  phiz  and  pedantic 
jargon.  Be  content  to  take  a  girl  who'll  marry  you  for  your 
money  and  fall  to  liking  you  afterward,  when  she  has 
changed  you  into  a  new  creature.  I  promise  you  she  won't 
be  long  about  it." 

"'■  Povero !'"  muttered  Babby,  indulgently,  as  he  blew  a 
puff  from  a  pink  cigarette  ceilingward,  *'you  think  all  women 
are  creatures  of  matter.  You  have  never  heard  of  the 
affinity  of  souls  ?" 

"  No  ;  where  can  you  buy  it  ?"  asked  the  Ostrogoth  ironi- 
cally. 

"You  can't  find  it  in  the  mephitic  atmosphere  of  a  society 
where  sordid  calculations  about  money  grow  over  men's  and 
women's  minds  like  the  most  inodorous  kitchen-garden  pro- 
duce— onions,  to  wit — upon  a  fat  soil,''  answered  Babby,  ele- 
gantly. "  Give  me  a  girl  who  shall  love  me  at  sight,  and  be 
loved,  owing  to  the  mute  contact  of  our  hidden  sympathies 
— a  girl  full  of  soul  and  yet  uncorrupted  by  fashion,  beautiful 
yet  modest,  poor  but  not  greedy  of  pelf " 

"  Don't  you  wish  you  may  get  her.'"'  grumbled  Jubb. 

"  Oh,  she  e.xists  somebere,"  ejaculated  Sir  Babington,  half 
closing  his  eyes  as  if  gazing  into  an  ideal  world.  "  She  is 
my  affinity,  and  we  are  fated  to  meet." 

"  Well,  I'll  help  you  look  for  her  if  you  like,"  answered 
the  Ostrogoth  with  an  uncultured  laugh;  and  he  slapped  the 
Baronet's  thigh  so  smartly  that  the  latter  gave  a  jump  and  a 
yell.  Then  he  walked  out,  repeating;  "Affinities,  onions, 
mute  sympathies — why,  the  fellow  is  as  cracked  as  a  bell  !  " 

In  saying  that  he  would  help  Babby  to  discover  his  "af- 
finity,'" the  Ostrogoth  was  only  joking,  but  as  he  wended  his 
way  through  the  streets  a  diabolical  idea  occurred  to  him  of 
a  sudden.  Amongst  his  very  miscellaneous  acquaintance 
shone  a  young  actress,  "  Miss  Gildersleeve,"  ncc  Moggie 
Lightfoot.  She  was  a  pretty,  light-hearted  baggage,  who 
had  the  merriest  heart,  and  the  finest  appetite  for  diamonds, 
consols,  champagne,  and  other  such  trifles.  Quick-witted, 
too,  she  understood  a  wink  as  well  as  a  nod,  and  ne\'er  re- 
quired to  be  told  twice  which  way  her  interests  lay.  Jubb 
and  she  were  old  friends,  and  there  was  nothing  in  a  small 
way  which  she  would  not  do  to  gratify  him, 

Jubb  called  on  Miss  Gildersleeve  and  said  :  "  Look  here. 
Moggie,  can  you  play  at  virtue,  true  love,  and  the  rest  of  it, 
for  three  weeks  or  so — ^just  long  enough  to  net  a  fool,  and 
cure  him  of  his  folly?" 

"  The  game  is  hardly  worth  the  candle,"  replied  Miss  Gil- 
dersleeve.    "  One  fool  more  or  less  won't  hurt." 

"  ril  make  the  game  worth  your  while,"  said  the  Ostrogoth. 

"  That's  another  thing,"  answered  Miss  Moggie.  "  Unfold 
your  plan."  And  she  proceeded  to  listen  ver>*  attentively 
while  the  Ostrogoth  explained  that  he  wished  his  friend 
Babby  to  fall  in  love  with  her.  He  would  contrive  a  meet- 
ing between  them.  She  would  have  to  play  the  part  of  an 
aesthetic  orphan  living  on  a  small  annuity,  but  taking  lessons 
at  South  Kensington  with  a  view  to  performing  high  jinks  in 
the  spheres  of  art.  Babby  must  not  suspect  her  of  being 
mercenary'  or  anything  else  that  was  prosy  ;  she  must  study 
Ruskin,  and  tr)-  to  look  grave  and  forlorn.  For  this  purpose 
it  would  be  well  that  she  should  do  Banting  a  little,  seeing 
that  she  was  growing  a  trifle  plump. 

"  Let  be,"  said  Moggie  ;  "  I  can  manage  this  matter  with- 
out living  on  rusks.  You  say  the  man  has  fifteen  thousand 
a  year  ? " 

"Yes,  but  that's  no  business  of  yours  ;  for  mind,  this  is 
only  a  joke." 

"Of  course,"  answered  Moggie.     "And  he  is  a  baronet?" 

"Yes ;  but  I  say,  Mog,  no  nonsense,  you  know,"  said  the 


Ostrogoth,  with  a  sudden  misgiving.  "  Babby  is  an  old  chum 
of  mine,  and  I  don't  want  him  to  come  to  any  harm.  If 
you're  thinking  of  becoming  Lady  Ogle,  you're  mistaken. 
Babby  believes  in  'affinities,'  and  I  want  to  cure  him  once 
and  for  all,  but  nothing  more.'' 

"AH  right,"'  said  Moggie,  and  she  winked.  Her  light  hair 
was  fluffisd  all  over  her  forehead  like  a  poodle's,  and  her  blue 
eyes  shone  with  a  droll  light,  demure  and  mocking. 

She  looked  at  that  moment  a  very  knowing  poodle  ;  and 
when  the  Ostrogoth  had  departed  she  snapped  her  fingers 
after  him  ;  then  she  approached  a  cheval-glass  and  took  a 
long  and  careful  survey  of  herself. 

******** 

A  month  after  this  Sir  Babington  Ogle  had  had  his  hair 
cut.  and  was  wearing  a  proper-looking  coat,  hat,  and  gloves 
like  the  Philistines.  Nobody  had  bidden  him  thus  renounce 
the  garments  of  high  culture,  but  it  is  noticeable  that  when 
a  man  is  in  love  he  tries  to  look  his  best,  and  somehow  drops 
into  observance  of  the  prevailing  fashions,  whether  icsthetic 
or  not.  Sir  Babington  had  fallen  deeply  in  love  with  Miss 
Moggie  Lightfoot,  and  he  flattered  himself  that  she  believed 
him  to  be  nothing  more  than  a  government  clerk  with  /200 
a  year.  As  for  her,  he  thought  her  a  Miss  Ida  Beauregard, 
an  artist  of  lovely  talent,  who  would  one  day  eclipse  Burne- 
Jones,  and  who  meanwhile  had  let  her  virgin  heart  catch  fire 
at  the  flame  of  his  looks  and  burning  discourse. 

How  had  they  met?  One  day,  as  he  strolled  through 
Kensington  Gardens,  dreaming  of  rhymeless  verses,  color- 
less paintings,  lifeless  women,  or  what  not,  an  aesthetically 
attired  maiden  (bronze-brown  dress,  etc.),  passing  by  him 
with  a  drawing  portfolio  under  her  arms,  had  suddenly  stum- 
bled and  fainted.  Perhaps  it  was  the  heat ;  perhaps  too 
icsthetic  diet  ;  anyhow.  Sir  Babington  raised  the  fair  sufferer 
in  his  arms,  and  leading  her  to  a  seat,  chafed  her  hands, 
sprinkled  her  face  with  water,  and  presently  had  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  her  recover  consciousness,  and  beam  grati- 
tude on  him  through  the  softest  pair  of  blue  eyes  ever  set  in 
a  maiden's  face.  As  a  crowd  had  gathered  to  stare  at  the 
affecting  scene.  Sir  Babington  offered  the  fair  one  his  arm, 
and  conducted  her  out  of  the  gardens  to  a  cab  ;  and  there 
the  interview  ended  for  the  day.  But  "  Miss  Beauregard  " 
had  given  an  address  to  her  preserver,  and  the  ne,xt  day  he 
called  there  to  inquire  how  her  health  was  faring. 

From  that  time  Sir  Babington  was  as  one  caught  by  the 
ears.  The  deep  change  that  had  suddenly  been  effected  in 
him  was  illustrated  by  the  fact  that  twenty-four  hours  had 
not  elapsed  after  his  first  visit  before  he  had  placed  himself 
unreservedly  in  the  hands  of  the  hair-cutter.  Three  days 
afterward  he  had  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  and  was  waiting 
outside  the  South  Kensington  Museum  at  the  hour  when  the 
pupils  from  the  School  of  Art  come  out.  The  next  day,  and 
the  next,  and  for  three  days  after  that  he  was  waiting  there 
again,  till  at  length,  some  ten  days  having  elapsed,  his  friend 
the  "  Ostrogoth,"  noticing  the  alterations  that  had  taken 
place  in  him,  thought  the  time  had  come  for  having  a  joke 
at  his  expense. 

Be  sure  the  Ostrogoth  had  laughed  in  his  sleeve  to  see  how 
well  Miss  Moggie  had  played  his  cards  ;  but,  as  we  know, 
he  did  not  want  matters  to  be  pushed  too  far.  He  only  de- 
sired to  explode  the  doctrine  of  affinities. 

Alas,  man  proposes,  but  it  is  woman  who  disposes.  When  a 
man  enters  into  partnership  with  a  member  of  the  other  sex 
he  must  expect  to  her  to  look  after  the  profits  and  keep  them. 
It  was  a  fine  sunny  morning  when  the  Ostrogoth  called  at 
Sir  Babington's  chambers  for  the  purpose  of  informing  him 
of  the  hoax  that  had  been  played.  He  was  in  some  trepida- 
tion from  wondering  how  Babby  would  relish  the  revelation, 
but  he  trusted  to  cheek  to  carry  him  through. 

Sir  Babington's  valet  ushered  him  in  at  once,  and  there  in 
Babby's  study  sat  the  Baronet  and  Moggie  side  by  side. 
And  Moggie  had  a  white  bonnet  with  orange-flower  blossoms 
in  it. 

"Ah!  here's  my  best  friend,"  cried  Babby,  rising  radiant. 
"  Here,  Jubb,  let  me  introduce  you  to  my  wife  ! " 

"What!"  cried  the  Ostrogoth,  feeling  the  room  spin 
round  him. 

"  Yes,  we  were  inarried  privately  this  morning,"  said 
Babby,  in  triumph  ;  "  short  engagements  are  best,  are  they 
not,  Ida  darling?  Here,  shake  hands  with  my  best  friend, 
Jubb." 

"Happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,"  said  the  new  Lady 
Ogle,  with  a  true  bridal  smile  and  blush. 

*      ■       *  *  *  *  *  * 

The  Ostrogoth,  of  course,  kept  his  secret,  and  Miss  Gilder- 
sleeve, alias  Lightfoot,  alias  Beauregard,  made  Babby  a 
capital  wife. — London  Truth. 


In  the  bill  of  declaration  of  rights  Dr.  O'Donnell  proposes 
to  insert  the  following  clause:  "God  created  all  men  free 
and  equal  w^ho  are  eligible  to  become  American  citizens." 

A  large  delegation  of  Chinese  are  preparing  to  emigrate  to 
Ireland  as  the  only  country  where  the  Irish  are  powerless  to 
influence  unfriendly  legislation  against  them. 

Distijigttished  Divine  (to  recent  convert) — "  We  propose 
to  baptize  you  by  the  Turkish  bath  method.  It  is  really  the 
only  means  to  scrub  your  years  of  sin  out  of  you  ! " 

If  electricity  forms  the  aurora  borealis,  and  is  powerful 
enough  to  light  up  half  a  hemisphere,  why  may  it  not  be 
utilized  to  light  cities? 

The  pithy  paragraph  rightly  thrown  brings  down  Goliath. 

BUI  of  Fare  for  Siz  Persons. — Sunday,  November  17,  1878. 


Chicken  Gumbo. 
Boiled  Bairacoula,  Genoise  Sauce. 
Lima  Beans.     Celer>'. 
Beefsteak.  Mashed  Potatoes. 

Roast  Pork,  Apple  Sauce, 
Jerusalem  Artichoke  Salad. 
Charlotte  Russe. 
Fruit -bowl  of  Apples,  Grapes,  Pear.i,  and  Bananas. 
How  TO  Make  Genoise  Sauce. — Put  two  ounces  of  butter  in  a  small  sauce- 
pan.    S«t  it  on  the  fire,  and  when  melted  mix  in  a  tablespoon  of  flour  ;  stir  for  a 
minute,  add  quarter  of  a  carrot  sliced  ;  stir  occasionally,  and  when  nearly  fried 
add  a  pint  of  broth,  half  a  pint  of  claret  wine,  a  small  onion  and  a  clove  of  garlic 
chopped,  two  cloves,  a  bay  leaf,  two  stalks  of  parsley,  one  of  thyme,  salt,  and 
pepper.     Boil   gently  about   one  hour  and  three  quarters,  and  strain.     Put  it 
a^ain  upon  the  Bre  with  about  half  an  ounce  of  butter.     Boil  gently  about  ten 
minutes  and  it  is  ready  for  use. 
Trout  sen-ed  with  Genoi&e  sauce  ib  considered  a  recJterclte  dish. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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INTAGLIOS. 

Regret. 

He  offered  a  kiss  in  the  morning — 

i  coldly  turned  away ; 
For  an  idle  word  that  I  overheard 

Had  rankled  a  night  and  day. 
I  knew  in  truth  it  was  nothing 

Thathe  would  have  blushed  to  own, 
That  point  and  sting  of  the  trilling  thing 

Grew  out  of  my  heart  alone. 

But  a  vexed,  unquiet  spirit 

Weighs  no  matter  aright, 
And  the  sore  smart  of  a  jealous  heart 

Pats  reason  out  of  sight. 
I  let  him  go  in  the  morning 

Without  the  kiss  he  sought ; 
And  the  day  was  long,  but  1  nursed  my  wrong 

With  many  a  bitter  thought. 

One  bitter  thought,  God  help  me  ! 

Did  not  enter  my  brain, 
That  kiss  of  mine,  by  word  or  sign, 

Would  bring  me  so  much  pain.' 
But  as  the  evening  shadows  gatheied 

My  heart  began  to  burn 
With  a  quickened  sense  of  its  influence. 

And  I  longed  for  his  return. 

Leaning  against  the  window 

That  overlooked  the  street, 
I  strained  my  ear  his  step  to  hear 

In  the  crowd  of  hurrying  feet. 
Far  off  in  the  dimmest  distance, 

I  should  have  known  it  well ; 
But  there  came  instead  a  muffled  tread. 

And  the  sharp  alarm  of  the  bell. 

Some  griefs,  though  deep  and  bitter, 

Find  at  last  their  cures, 
But  some  retain  the  old,  old  pain 

As  long  as  life  endures. 
I  did  not  know  in  the  morning 

When  I  coldly  turned  away. 
That  I  should  miss  and  mourn  that  kiss 

Down  to  my  dying  day. 


A  SoD£^  of  Modem  Love. 

Give  me  that  branch  of  lilac,  dear, 

Full  of  what  sweet  crushed  fragrances  ! 
Out  of  your  breast,  as  if  so  near 

It  lay  to  where  your  breathing  is 
That  it  is  perfumed  with  your  breath  ! 

I  would  be  naught  but  what  I  am. 
Your  lover — ^just  no  less,  no  more. 

I  would  not  have  the  right  to  claim 
One  flower,  and  lose  the  right  to  implore; 
With  joys  possessed,  such  sorrow  entereth. 

I  take  the  flower  pleaded  for. 

And  it  becomes  my  very  own. 
"Vyhere  is  its  charm  ?     Upon  the  floor 
I  strew  the  poor  bruised  blossoms  down, 
And  he  may  gather  them  who  will ! 
I  touch  your  hand — to  let  it  go ! 
I  kiss  your  lips — and  turn  aside, 

And  know  that  if  il  were  not  so. 
Long,  long  *go  our  love  had  died  : 
God  save  your  lord  that  I  may  love  you  still  ! 

— London  World. 


Defiance. 


Catch  her  and  hold  her  if  you  can  ; 

See,  she  defies  you  with  her  fan. 

Shuts,  opens,  and  then  holds  it  spread 

In  threatening  guise  above  your  head. 

Ah !  why  did  you  not  start  before 

She  reached  the  porch  and  closed  the  door? 

Simpleton !  will  you  never  learn 

That  girls  and  time  will  not  return  ! 

Of  each  you  should  have  made  the  most  ; 

Once  gone,  they  are  forever  lost. 

In  vain  your  knuckles  knock  your  brow ; 

In  vain  will  you  remember  how 

Like  a  slim  brook  the  gamesome  maid 

Sparkled,  and  ran  into  the  shade. 

Walter  Savage  Landor. 


My  Lady's  Crown. 

She  has  not  that  rare  beauty  which  the  most 

Of  women  have  whom  men  consider  fair. 
Yet,  fairest  of  all  features,  she  can  boast 

A  crown  of  rich,  lu.\uriant  yellow  hair. 
No  miser,  gloating  o'er  his  glittering  hoard, 

Looks  on  his  clinking  coins  with  joy  more  rare, 
Than  gaze  I  on  the  wealth  of  beauty  stored 

Within  my  loved  one's  golden  hair. 

Dear  lady  of  my  earnest  love,  the  years 

Work  changes  in  the  spirit  of  men's  dreams; 

The  fondest  love  oft  drowns  Itself  in  tears, 
Or  seeks  a  solace  in  life's  sordid  schemes. 

Be  thy  love  mine,  and  wealth  I  e'er  shall  "share 
While  gazing  on  thy  glorious  yellow  hair. 


For  Love's  Sake  Only. 

If  thou  canst  love  me  let  it  be  for  naught, 
Except  for  love's  sake  only.     Do  not  say — 
"1  love  her  for  her  smile — her  look — her  way 

Of  speaking  gently — for  a  trick  of  thought 

"That  falls  in  well  with  mine,  and  certes  brought 
A  sense  of  pleasant  ease  on  such  a  day," 
For  these  things  in  themselves.   Beloved,  may 

Be  changed,  or  change  for  thee— and  love  so  wrought 

May  be  unwrought  so.     Neither  love  me  for 

Thine  own  dear  pity's  wiping  my  cheeks  dry — 

Since  one  may  well  forget  to  weep  who  bore 
Thy  comfort  long,  and  lose  thy  love  thereby; 

But  love  me  for  love's  sake,  that  evermore 
Thou  mayst  love  on  through  love's  eternity. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 


A  Rough  Guess. 

Oh,  what  if  the  world  were  empty, 

Would  the  bells  toll  all  alone, 
And  the  bats  flit  over  the  dancing-halls 

To  the  owl's  and  north  wind's  moan  ? 

Oh,  how  woald  the  ghosts  fright  each  other! 

And  the  sun  staring  alway. 
And  the  flowers  reach  to  the  tree-tops. 

And  the  fishes  drink  seas  in  a  aay ! 

Nay,  men  might  be  wholly  missing 
From  the  earth,  and  the  many  years 

Would,  no  doubt,  do  much  more  business 
Than  when  constantly  drying  our  tears. 

Rose  Hawthorne  Lathrop. 


Sonnet. 
Oft  through  the  mazes  of  the  Roman  mart 
And  quaint  Trastevere  I  have  strolled  alone. 
And  m  Saint  Peter's  —  miracle  of  stone  — 
Have  felt  the  awe  of  God  pervade  my  heart. 
The  stately  city  in  its  every  part 

Has  to  mine  eyes  its  grandest  splendors  shown ; 
Its  loves,  and  pains,  and  sufferings  I  have  known  ; 
Its  dizzy  carnival,  its  peerless  art ! 

The  Vatican  rtcalls  delicious  days. 
And,  with  the  flawless,  mellow  moon  o'erhead. 
Through  august  ruins  I  have  wandered  free ;_ 
But  ah  !    1  marvel  at  all,  yet  dare  not  praise- 
On  yonder  green  Campagna  she  lies  dead. 
And  what  is  Rome's  magnificence  to  me? 

F.  S.  Saltub,  in  A/pUion't  yournal. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

The  bright,  ceol  days  of  the  autumn  are  turning 
ladies'  thoughts  in  the  direction  of  novelty  hunting 
and  shopping  generally,  and  as  a  consequence  both 
thoroughfares  and  places  of  business  are  daily 
thronged  with  the  fair  sex,  bound  on  their  commer- 
cial errands.  The  vicinity  of  Post  and  Kearny 
Streets  is  particularly  noticeable  for  its  active  and 
busy  appearance,  and  the  reason  of  the  increased 
activity  may  be  found  in  the  fact  that  the  newly 
opened  dry  goods  store  of  O'Connor,  Moffatt  S:  Co. 
is  attracting  every  one's  attention,  and  drawing 
crowds  of  curious  and  interested  visitors.  The  open- 
ing of  so  immense  a  stock  is  a  notable  event.  Its 
contents  are  too  varied  for  us  to  give  more  than  a 
superficial  idea  of  them,  but  among  the  leading  lines 
may  be  quoted  the  finest  assortment  of  woolen  dress 
goods  in  the  city,  which  includes  all  the  many  varie- 
ties of  serges,  Pekinades,  alpacas,  cashmeres,  camel's 
hair  goods,  merinos,  and  cloakings.  In  camel's  hair 
fabrics  is  the  "Schoodas''  cloth,  now  more  popular 
than  the  original  make,  and  presenting  a  smooth, 
twilled  surface,  instead  of  the  rough,  hairy  appear- 
ance of  the  former.  This  ranges  from  $1.50  to  s^.oo 
per  yard.  The  "Armada,"  a  heavy  \\orsted  mate- 
rial, shot  with  brilliant  threads  of  various  colors  on  a 
twilled  ground  ;  the  "  Yemadizze,"  a  velvet  brocade, 
in  dark  shades  on  a  light  groundwork  ;  and  the 
"  Ameer''  cloths,  another  exceedingly  elegant  variety 
— all  novelties —  come  at  $1.50  to  $2.50,  and  are  the 
most  serviceable,  as  well  as  the  most  beautiful  goods 
ever  offered  in  the  market.  Black  cashmeres  of  ex- 
cellent qualities  may  be  had  at  from  50  cents  up  to 
$3.00  a  yard;  and  good  camel's  hair  as  low  as  the 
first-named  price.  Silks  are  another  strong  feature 
at  this  establishment.  Bonnet,  Ponson,  Bellou,  and 
all  the  leading  French  makes  are  represented,  and  a 
very  fine  make  known  as  the  "  Orientale,"  at  $2.00  a 
yard,  will  rival  any  other  $3.00  silk  now  offered  for 
sale.  There  is  every  variety  of  brocade,  velvets,  sat- 
ins, and  trimming  silks  in  all  colors,  and  an  unusu- 
ally full  choice  in  light  evening  silks  and  satins.  In 
ladies'  hand-embroidered  underwear  great  bargains 
are  being  offered,  and  there  is  already  a  great  "  run  " 
on  certain  articles  of  ladies'  toilets,  as  corsets,  bal- 
moral  skirts,  merino  underwear,  and  hosiery.  The 
' '  Sirene  "  is  the  special  make  of  corsets  presented  at 
this  store,  and  deserves  especial  mention  for  the  per- 
fection of  its  shape  and  the  elegance  of  its  make-up. 
It  comes  in  several  different  prices,  and  is  therefore 
attainable  by  almost  any  purse.  The  selection  of  the 
fancy  goods  portion  of  this  stock  has  been  a  particu- 
larly happy  one.  The  eye  is  greeted  immediately  on 
entering  by  rows  of  the  newest  fancies  in  rich  colored 
neckties,  bows,  ribbons,  and  exquisite  laces,  such  as 
all  persons  of  taste  most  delight  in,  and  there  is  a 
correspondingly  choice  selection  in  dainty  linen  neck- 
wear. A  satin  brocaded  ribbon,  in  different  widths 
and  colors,  is  one  of  the  notable  garnitures  of  the 
season,  and  is  here  shown  in  several  styles.  The 
O'Connor  &  Moffat  glove  bids  fair  to  become  a  great 
success.  It  comes  in  three  grades,  and  is  made  ex- 
pressly for  the  firm,  every  pair  being  warranted  by 
them.  A  really  good  glove,  one  that  fits  perfectly 
and  will  wear  evenly,  is  a  great  desideraiian,  and 
persons  who  appreciate  such  real  bargains  are  always 
on  the  lookout  for  them  It  is  safe  to  say  that  more 
people  will  find  their  "  haven  of  rest"  from  ill-fitting, 
worthless  hand  coverings  in  this  new  make  of  glove 
than  in  any  that  has  yet  made  its  appearance.  We 
must  not  leave  the  matter  of  strictly  wearing  apparel 
without  enumerating  the  specially  attractive  white 
goods  counter,  where  can  be  found  the  linens,  lawns, 
shirtings,  flannels,  and  other  goods  suitable  for  un- 
derwear, in  great  variety,  and  for  prices  that  defy 
competition.  Household  comforts  in  the  shape  of 
blankets,  spreads,  towelings,  and  all  kinds  of  napery 
form  a  distinct  feature,  and  one  that  for  quality  and 
quantity  can  not  be  too  highly  praised.  In  short,  the 
lady  of  fashion,  searching  for  the  latest  and  most  re- 
cherche of  expensive  adornments  for  her  person  ;  the 
careful  housewife,  for  the  necessities  and  luxuries  of 
her  home  ;  the  bride  for  her  trousseau,  and  the  me- 
chanic's wife,  carefully  striving  to  practice  the  sweet 
virtue  of  domestic  economy,  and  make  her  small 
store  go  to  the  greatest  possible  advantage  ;  all  these 
will  find  no  sttrer  place  to  succeed  to  their  utmost 
satisfaction  in  suiting  their  various  needs  and  desires 
than  this  charming  store,  now  already  on  the  high 
road  to  a  settled  and  prosperous  career. 


For  the  Toilet. 
Beauty  is  the  fond  wish  of  many  a  maiden.  How 
to  add  to  Nature's  charms  is  one  of  the  problems  that 
every  young  lady  is  desirous  of  solving.  The  teeth 
are  one  of  the  cares  that  must  not  be  overlooked. 
How  to  preserve  them  so  that  their  charming  beauties 
will  heighten  the  powers  of  fascination  is  one  of  the 
problems,  while  the  comple.xion  must  be  soft  and 
pure  as  Nature  first  bestows  as  one  of  her  rarest  gifts. 
When  sunburn,  tan,  or  freckles  steal  unawares  upon 
the  faces  of  our  ladies,  thereby  marring  their  beauty, 
what  shall  be  done?  So  many  cosmetics  have  ap- 
peared containing  poison,  that  leaves  its  traces  in  skin 
eruptions,  that  our  young  ladies  become  frightened  at 
the  direful  effects  of  their  toilet  articles.  At  last  we 
have  it,  says  one — but  only  to  find  that  the  new  arti- 
cle put  upon  the  market  aggravates  instead  of  allevi- 
ating or  eradicating  the  difficulty.  Purity  in  toilet  ar- 
ticles was  at  last  solved  by  the  chemists,  and  an  arti- 
cle appeared  possessing  an  excellence  that  made  it 
one  of  the  necessities  as  a  toilet  article.  The  horrid 
skin  eruptions  caused  by  using  poisonous  cosmetics 
must  be  cured  ;  and  when  Dickey's  Creme  de  Lis 
proved  by  its  use  that  it  positively  cured  the  erup- 
tions and  beautified  the  complexion,  that  it  removed 
freckles,  sunburn,  and  tan  from  the  face,  then  its  pres- 
ence on  the  toilet  table  became  a  necessity;  and  now 
every  lady  who  desires  a  perfect  toilet  keeps  this  in- 
valuable article  among  her  toilet  paraphernalia.  The 
fact  that  this  article  has  been  sanctioned  by  the  high- 
est chemical. and  medical  authorities,  and  that  not 
only  a  large  amount  is  now  sold  upon  this  coast,  but  I 
that  its  sale  extends  to  Mexico,  the  Eastern  and  South- 
ern States,  is  a  sufficient  testimonial  of  its  popularity 
as  a  cosmetic.  Mr.  Wenzell,  pharmacist,  corner  Mar- 
ket and  Stockten  Streets,  very  kindly  gave  us  the 
above  information,  and  we  are  sure  that  the  ladies 
who  keep  a  perfect  toilet  will  agree  with  us  in  the 
statements  above  made  as  to  the  qualities  of  the  fa- 
mous Creme  de  Lis,  for  what  fashionable  lady  has 
not  heard  of  this  exquisite  toilet  article  and  tested  its 
merits  fully?  Mr.  Wenzell  tells  us  that  his  sales  of 
this  favorite  toilet  article  are  very  heavy,  and  that 
without  exception  it  has  given  perfect  satisfaction. 
The  colognes  manufactured  here  have  been  for  some 
time  very  popular.  The  delicate  Heliotrope— fragrant 
and  delightful — the  Overland  Bouquet,  Occidental 
Bouquet,  each  being  elegant  extractions  Irom  flowers  ; 
also,  the  Park  Bouquet  and  Musk  Rose,  being  combi- 
nations that  contain  some  of  the  rarest  aromas,  are 
all  elegant  and  exquisite  additions  to  the  toilet.    The 


cologne  in  the  above  and  other  flavors,  among  which 
we  may  also  mention  the  Patchouli,  are,  with  the 
Creme  de  Lis,  necessities  thatevery  lady  should  have. 
We  noted  also  an  extensive  assortment  in  sachet 
powders,  elegantly  perfumed  here,  with  many  other 
articles  for  the  toilet.  Besides  the  imported  toilet 
goods  extensively  sold  here,  we  found  that  Mr.  Wen- 
zell has  systematically  arranged  a  large  Prescription 
Department  that  is  complete,  thereby  making  his  es- 
tablishment one  of  the  most  thoroughly  equipped  and 
reliable  pharmacies  on  the  coast.  Prescriptions  here 
are  carefully  put  up,  at  the  very  lowest  rales,  and  to 
the  entire  satisfaction  of  every  customer. 

Latest  Styles  in  Boots  and  Shoes. 
For  ladies'  walking  shoe  the  "  Neilson  Tie  "  is  still 
a  favorite,  appearing  in  bronze  or  French  kid.  For 
winter  wear  the  cork-soled  button  boot  in  French  kid 
and  morocco  vamp  appears.  For  gents  the  button 
boot  is  made  with  cork  soles  for  winter  wear,  with 
London  toe,  mostly  in  French  kid.  For  parly  the 
London  toe  also  appears,  with  patent  leather  front 
and  French  morocco  tops.  The  Betlow-tongued 
Balmoral  with  cork  soles  has  now  become  one  of  the 
specialties.  For  the  opera  a  very  neat  button  gaiter 
appears,  with  patent  leather  foxings  and  French  kid 
tops.  The  seamless  Oxford  Tie,  for  dress  shoe,  ap- 
pearing in  French  calf,  is  very  neat,  and  is  becoming 
quite  a  favorite.  The  Duke  Alexis,  cork  sole,  for 
winter  wear,  is  made  of  French  calf  with  French  kid 
or  morocco  tops.  The  Napoleon  boot,  with  grain 
top  and  French  calf  front,  appears,  with  Scotch 
double  soles.  We  observed  all  these  styles  at  the 
establishment  of  John  Utschig,  326  Bush  Street. 
The  very  latest  styles,  more  especially  for  gents,  are 
here  made  to  order.  The  ladies  will  here  also  find 
some  of  the  latest  novelties  in  this  department  made 
to  order.  We  found  here  the  hunting  boot  for 
sportsmen,  made  with  New  York  toe,  and  in  the 
most  durable  shape  for  winter  sporting  wear. 


Fine  Art. 
As  every  one  can  not  possess  the  original  from  the 
hands  of  the  masters,  the  copy  must  be  resorted  to. 
Photogravure  has  supplied  this  want  in  art;  and  now 
the  photographic  aquatint  on  copper  which  leaves  a 
pleasant  dead  surface  in  the  print,  combined  with 
the  photographic  copying  of  detail,  will  reproduce  as 
near  as  possible  a  faithftil  rendering  of  lights  and 
darks  in  shading  appearing  in  the  original.  This 
process  has  now  brought  the  finest  works  of  art 
within  the  reach  of  every  one.  We  examined  some 
of  these  fine  reproductions  of  the  masters  at  the  es- 
tablishment of  E.  Wolf  &  Co.,  under  the  Palace 
Hotel,  and  noted  among  others  the  "  Lion's  Bride." 
by  G.  Max.  Also  a  pair  of  large  pieces  entitled 
"Going  to  the  Festival,"  and  "  "The  Return."  In 
the  first  the  representation  of  the  maid  resting  in  con- 
fidence on  the  arm  of  her  gay  lover,  both  in  antici- 
pation of  the  pleasure  before  them,  is  very  faithful, 
and  elegantly  executed.  "The  Return '' represents 
the  scene  changed,  the  mate  supports  her  lover  who 
has  partaken  so  freely  of  wine  that  he  finds  it  rather 
difiicult  to  meander  homeward.  The  look  of  morti- 
fication appears  very  plainly  on  the  face  of  the  maid, 
which  is  certainly  sketched  ti'ue  to  nature.  Another 
piece,  "  Hunting  on  the  Nile.''  by  Hans  Makert,  is 
very  finely  rendered.  In  the  foreground  the  swarthy 
Egyptian  forms  appear  in  a  gondola  laden  with 
fowls,  etc..  and  are  in  the  act  of  hauling  in  the  net. 
A  crocodile  has  been  caught,  and  is  being  dispatched 
by  the  spears  of  the  hunters.  The  background  rep- 
resents Egyptian  ladies  on  the  shore  shooting  with 
bow  and  arrow  at  the  flying  fowl  overhead.  The 
piece  is  spirited  and  would  make  a  very  unique  orna- 
mentation for  the  dining-room.  We  observed  here 
also  very  rich  engravings  in  water  colors,  by  Fores, 
London,  mostly  equestrian  sketches,  also  some  ele- 
gant French  etchings  by  Meissonier.  Among  others' 
"  The  Flemish  Smoker,''  "  The  Reader."  and  "  The 
Flute  Player;  also,  some  very  fine  engravings  of 
"  Pompeiian  Life,"  by  Coumans.  We  found  here 
also  a  large  collection  from  the  French  and  German 
masters  in  cabinet  size,  also  photographs  by  the  Ber- 
lin Photographic  Society  of  all  the  composers,  au- 
thors, statesmen,  and  orators  of  the  past  and  present. 


Instead  of  bridesmaids,  fashion  in  France  now  pre- 
scribes two  tiny  pages,  who  are  chosen  from  the 
prettiest  of  the  boy  relatives  of  the  bride  or  bride- 
groom. They  are  dressed  in  velvet  of  the  bride's 
favorite  color.  At  a  recent  wedding  the  tiny  court 
dress  worn  was  of  sapphire  velvet,  with  white  silk 
stockings  and  velvet  shoes  with  diamond  buckles.  A 
bouquet  composed  of  a  rosebud,  an  orange  blossom, 
and  a  branch  of  myrtle  is  attached  to  the  side. 
They  perform  the  ustial  r6le  of  the  bridesmaid,  carry 
the  bride's  bouquet  and  gloves,  and,  in  addition, 
meet  her  and  assist  her  from  and  to  the  carriage 
steps. 

The  Emperor  of  China  antedates  all  the  potentates 
of  the  Old  Wold  in  being  able  to  confer  the  oldest  dec- 
oration of  history.  This  is  the  Yellow  Tunic,  made 
of  yellow  silk,  and  has  on  the  back  a  dragon — the 
arms  of  the  Chinese  Empire — embroidered  in  gold 
and  black  silk.  It  is  the  most  distinguished  order  in 
China,  and  is  conferred  only  on  extraordinary  oc- 
casions. Only  two  Europeans  have  ever  received  it 
— the  Englishman,  Colonel  Gordon,  who  rendered 
great  service  to  the  Chinese  Government  during  the 
Taeping  rebellion,  and  the  French  engineer.  Giguel, 
who  built  a  military  arsenal  in  Northern  China. 


We  love  most  things  because  they  are  lovable,  we 
love  them  for  their  own  sakes  ;  all  but  a  tooth — no 
man  ever  loved  a  tooth  for  its  sake. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces ;  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies*  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 


Mrs,  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns, 


Gentlemen  desirous  of  the  neatness,  elegance,  and 
comfort  of  a  perfect-filling  suit  of  clothes — business 
or  dress — will,  as  a  matter  of  satisfaction,  do  business 
with  Burr  &  Fink,  fashionable  tailpring  emporium, 
comer  of  Montgomery  and  Post  Streets,  over  Hiber- 
nia  Bank. 


NEW 

EOOKS 

A  Modern  Symposium.  Subjects — The  Soul  and  Fut- 
ure Life,  and  the  Influence  upon  Mortality  of  a 
Decline  in  Religious  Belief.  By  many  authors. 
i2nio $1  25 

Play  Days.     A  book  of  stories  for  children.     By  Sarah 

O.  Jewett,  author  of  Deephaven,     i2mo i  50 

Lessons  in  Cookery.  Handbook  of  the  National  Train- 
ing School  for  Cookery,  to  which  is  added.  The 
Principles  of  Diet  in  Health  and  Disease.  By 
Thomas  K.  Chambers,  M.  D.  Edited  by  Eliza 
A.  Youmans.     i  smo i  50 

Daisy  Thornton  and  Jessie  Graham.     By  Mrs.  Mary 

J.  Holmes,     izmo i  50 

The  Boy  Trappers.     By  Harry  Castlemon,     izmo i  50 

The  White  Horse  of  Wootton.  A  story  of  love,  sport, 
and  adventure  in  the  midland  counties  of  England 
and  the  frontier  of  America.  By  Charles  j.  Fos- 
ter.    i2mo 

The  Dinner  Year- Book.  By  Marion  Aarland,  author 
of  Common  Sense  in  the  Household.  With  col- 
ored plates.      i3mo 2  25 

Swedenborg  and  Channing.  Showing  the  many  re- 
markable agreements  in  the  beliefs  and  teachings 
of  these  writers.     By  E.  F.  Barrett.     i2mo i  00 

Helene,    A  love  episode.     By  Emile  Zola.     Translated 
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San  Francisco,  November  15.  1878. 
Mv  Dear  Madge  : — f  have  bul  a  bit  of  a  budget 
for  you  this  week.  The  theatres  have  been  doing  so 
well  ilial  they  have  not  changed  their  bills  excepting 
at  the  California.  They  have  actually  had  the  hardi- 
hood up  there  to  bring  out  VncU  Tom's  Cabin,  and 
several  people  with  an  hour  or  two  on  their  hands 
ha\-«  strolled  in,  doubtless  to  seek  some  quiet  retreat 
where  no  one  would  be  apt  to  look  for  them.  It  is 
only  because  of  the  non-arri^-al  of  Miss  Cavendish 
that  this  Uresorae  old  darky  has  been  resurrected 
once  more,  but  I  begin  to  fear  his  final  bunal  time 
will  never  come.  I  suppose  in  the  original  he  was  a 
decent  old  body — as  the  countr>'  folks  say — but  be 
has  come  to  be  nothing  bul  a  peg  to  hang  *'  E\-a's  " 
precocity  on,  or  a  central  figure  in  a  band  of  howling 
darkies,  who  kick  and  shout  in  imitation  of  the  negro 
minstrels  but  gi^'c  us  nothing  of  primitive  negro 
music.  Yet  I  like  to  watcli  them.  How  instinctive 
it  is  with  the  creatures  to  show  off.  VN'hen  I  see  one 
of  them  obtruding  himself  to  the  front  of  the  line — as 
every  blessed  one  does  in  his  turn — the  children's 
roost  opprobrious  epithet  "  smarty  "  rises  to  my  mind. 
But.  ftftef  all,  their  delight  in  themselves  is  as  harm- 
less as  it  is  thorough,  and  if  an  Uncle  Tom  revival 
can  so  easily  make  a  few  creatures  happy  perhaps  it 
is  just  as  well  to  keep  on  trotting  the  old  gentleman 
out  Jd  infinitum.  They  got  up  some  very  pretty 
sc«ncr>'  for  the  occasion;  the  plantation  scene  es- 
pecially was  exceedingly  beautiful.  Vocgtlin.  you 
kiraw,  has  such  a  knack  in  striking  foregrounds  that 
the  stage  seemed  twice  its  size  and  crowded  at  that. 
You  remember,  in  Cleopatra's  barge,  how  bewilder- 
ingly  the  painted  figures  and  the  real  were  combined, 
that  it  was  only  after  the  curtain  had  been  rung  up  ; 
two  or  three  times  that  we  were  able  to  distinguish  | 
between  them.  He  uses  the  same  effect  in  the  plan-  | 
tation  scene.  That  dear  little  Adams  child,  who  : 
made  such  a  hit  in  the  Celebrated  Cine,  played  "Eva." 
\k\ox  an  eJiceedingly  elastic  part  this  is.  I  have  seen 
•'Evas"of  all  ages  from  six  to  twenty-five  and  gen- 
erally detest  ihera  quite  heartily.  But  little  Maud 
Adams,  a  microscopic  dot  of  a  creature,  is  as  fresh 
and  natural  as  a  flower  yet— and  leaves  out  all  the 
priggishncss.  It  is  a  tr>-ing  thing  for  a  little  baby  like 
this  to  go  through  a  long  part.  Jack  yawned  till  I 
thought  he  would  take  in  the  whole  stage,  so  we  were 
obliged  to  leave  at  eleven,  and  the  "  apotheosis  "  had 
not  yet  come  off.  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  that  is 
the  term  to  tise  of  apotheoses,  but  I  am  suxe  that  it 
must  have  been  pretty  late  before  that  little  one  got 
the  apotheosis  ofif  her  mind  and  was  lucked  in  bed. 
I  pity  a  child  actress.  Poor  little  forced  plant.  She 
cant  never  sit  in  front  and  believe  in  all  those  wonder- 
ful things  as  happier  children  do,  and  ought  to  do, 
and  how  really  horrible  it  is  to  pby  dead,  and  play 
drowned,  and  all  sorts  of  things  like  that,  and  tum- 
ble off  steamers  on  to  a  mattress,  and  be  yanked  up 
by  an  awkward  supe,  and  passed  around  with  a  sub- 
lime disr^ard  of  bones  and  joints.  Never  mind. 
Perhaps  she  will  be  a  gr^at  actress  one  day,  ajid  all 
these  things  will  go  into  her  reminiscences.  Alice 
Kingsbnry,  the  elfin  star,  who  comes  out  periodically 
like  the  comet*;,  played  "Topsy.''  I  have  seen  a 
great  many  pretty  bad  "  Topsys."'  The  worst  I  ever 
saw  was  the  genuine  negress  who  played  it  when 
"  Uncle  Tom  ''  was  galvanized  into  life  at  the  Grand 
Opera  House.  The  next  worst  I  saw  at  the  Califor- 
nia last  week.  You  will  be  surprised  at  me,  for  I 
would  rather  sec  Alice  Kingsburj-  than  Maggie 
Mitchell  in  "Fanchon.*  you  know,  but  I  do  not 
want  to  see  her  over  again  in  "  Topsy."'  Her  mirth 
is  simply  ghastly.  Nfr.  Wells  got  himself  up  in 
rather  an  cxiraordin.-m-  way  to  play  "St.  Clair." 
That  is  to  say,  he  had  his  hair  frizzled  to  such  a  de- 
gree as  to  be  entirely  too  sugg^iive  for  a  gentleman 
hving  in  his  part  of  ihe  country.  Like  Lewis  Mor- 
rison, in  Miii  Multon.  be  induced  in  the  Montague 
touch— a  powdered  temple  lock.  I  should  not  won- 
dCT  if  he  came  to  be  a  ver>-  good  actor  some  time. 
He  is  very  neat  and  tasteful  in  dressing,  has  a  nice 
appearance  and  a  good  voice.  He  tised  a  good  deal 
of  tremolo  as  "St.  Clair;  "*  also  he  wept  profusely 
and  frequently  into  a  cardinal  silk  handkerchief. 
Joking  apart,  he  played  it  almost  better  than  it  de- 
seni-ed,  if  ii  is  fair  to  say  sudi  a  thing,  and  he  and 
'*  Ev-a  ■'  made  quite  an  interesting  pair.  I  could 
pardon  them  under  the  circumstances,  as  no  one  else 
made  any  attempt  to  do  anything  of  the  sort-  Miss 
Cobb  played  the  languid  "Mrs.  Sl  Clair'  in  a 
mildly  scornful  way.  She  was  very  fond  of  ciiriing 
her  iip.  1  used  to  think  that  a  very  fine  expression  in 
:. .  -.lie  days,  but  I  look  upon  it  now  simply  as 
-.  L:^T^sA,     Fasxcy  a  woman's  lip  ctirling  up 


into  a  ringlet  when  she  felt  scornful,  when  really  all 
she  does  is  to  drop  the  comers  down  and  look  exces- 
sively disagreeable.  Miss  Cobb  looked  quite  radiant 
in  pink  and  w hite  lace,  and  what  a  nice  voice  she 
will  have  when  she  has  quite  learned  to  use  it.  You 
asked  me  when  they  intend  to  get  a  leading  man  at 
the  California.  Mydear  girl,  it  must  be  the  intention 
to  carr)'  on  the  institution  without  one,  for  Ada  Cav- 
endish is  coming  next  week,  and  who  is  to  support 
her?  I  am  prepared  to  be  delighted  with  the  Eng- 
lish actress.  They  say  she  is  not  pretty,  but  if  litho- 
graphs are  to  be  relied  on,  she  has  a  throat  like  a 
swan,  and  nothing  is  prettier  in  woman  than  a  round, 
white,  well  curved,  well  set  throat.  She  is  said  also 
to  have  the  enviable  gift  of  magnetism,  and  a  voice 
like  silver  bells.  Better  than  all,  she  is  credited  with 
being  the  prettiest  speaker  of  the  English  language 
on  the  stage.  They  may  say  what  they  like  of  for- 
eign tongues.  English  is  a  rich,  strong,  beautiful  lan- 
gimgc  when  it  is  purely  spoken,  as  we  hear  it  once  or 
twice,  or  three  limes  at  most,  in  a  lifetime.  And 
when  so  spmken  it  is  almost  alv\ays  on  tlie  stage. 
Barry  Sullivan  had  some  odious  ways ;  he  was  so 
autocratic,  so  overbearing,  so  prone  to  hurl  his  in- 
flections at  you  simply  to  give  a  new  reading.  But 
the  language  pealed  out  from  his  lips  like  the  toning 
of  a  clear  bell.  It  was  as  beautiful  to  listen  to  as  a 
song.  I  remember,  too,  a  little  woman  who  came  to 
San  Francisco,  and  pLiyed  a  brief  but  luckless  en- 
gagement with  her  star  husband,  Herr  Bandman.  I 
do  not  recall  a  feature  of  her  face,  but  I  have  never 
forgotten  the  tones  of  her  voice.  It  was  clear,  sweet, 
and  eminently  lady-like,  and  her  English  the  purest  I 
have  ever  heard.  Later  we  had  Miss  Fanny  Morant 
in  T/ie  Danicheffs.  You  admired  her  more  than  I 
did,  if  I  remember,  for,  although  the  words  dropped 
from  her  lips  like  clear-cut  diamonds,  she  had  a 
student  voice  and  a  brttsqueric  of  manner  which  de- 
stroyed the  effect.  When  Mme.  Modjeska  was  study- 
ing English  she  looked  around  in  vain  for  models 
from  whom  to  copy,  and  it  was  with  considerable  in- 
terest that  she  went  the  first  lime  to  see  an  actress 
who  had  been  named  to  her  as  a  representative  of  the 
American  stage.  The  delicately  attuned  ear  of  the 
artist  recognized  even  in  the  babel  of  a  foreign  lan- 
guage any  particular  grace  or  expression,  and  she  had 
already  selected  from  among  the  slock  company  those 
whose  mode  of  speech  pleased  her  most  before  she 
could  say  good  morning  in  English  herself.  The 
fair  Pole  watched  even,'  word  that  fell  from  the  lips  of 
the  representative  .American  actress  as  if  it  were  a 
pearl.  After  the  first  act  she  gazed  with  a  sort  of  pen- 
sive wonder  at  the  audience,  who  seemed'  to  enjoy 
themselves  thoroughly,  but  an  attentive  obser\'er  could 
easily  see  that  Modjeska  had  not  yet  found  her  model 
I  heard  her  afterward  plaintively  ask  one  of  her  coun- 
selors, "  Is  it  better  that  I  should  speak  like  this?" 
— whereupon  she  gave  a  remarkably  clever  imitation 
of  the  representative  American.  She  intended  it  in 
all  innocence,  but  that  delicate  exaggeration  which 
one  is  apt  to  give  in  imitation  made  a  caricature  of  it, 
and  it  was  very  funny  indeed.  The  American  lady 
has  a  fashion  of  prolonging  her  vowel  sounds  to  an 
absurd  degree  ;  and  when  the  Countess  Bozenta  lifted 
her  voice  and  let  the  vowels  roll  like  billiard-balls,  as 
long  as  they  would,  there  was  a  mock  tragedy  about 
it  that  would  have  cured  ihe  original  very  soon  if  she 
could  have  seen  herself  reproduced.  I  wonder,  by 
the  way,  if  Modjeska's  Enghsh  is  improved  with  prac- 
tice. I  obser^'e  that  the  critics  siill  mention  her  ac- 
cent in  their  notes  on  Frou-Frou.  Odd  that  she 
should  make  a  success  in  that  worn  out  little  play, 
isn't  it  ?  I  can  not  imagine  a  Frou-Frou  without  the 
Dunning  drawl.  Talking  of  English,  what  remark- 
able contortions  of  sound  the  beautiful  Alice  used  to 
achieve.  If  Miss  Cavendish  has  half  the  charm  of 
speech  they  say  she  has,  I  could  forgive  her  a  mouth 
like  Soldene's,  and  a  nose  which  turns  up  till  it  doubles 
over.  Bul  the  lithographs  promise  nothing  so  dread- 
ful. She  will  open  in  The  \ew  Magdalen,  in  which 
she  made  a  hit  in  New  York,  although,  like  a  willful 
woman,  she  did  not  want  to.  1  almost  feared  she 
might  be  wild  enough  to  ojien  in  jfarie  Shore.  Than 
we  are  to  have  that  exceedingly  unpleasant  person, 
"  Miss  Gw'ilt,"  presenled  to  us  some  time  during  the 
season.  I  it:member  that  Miss  Eleanor  Carey  made 
her  first  appearance  as  "Miss  Gwilt."  Miss  Carey 
was  a  very  pretty  girl  and  rather  a  nice  little  actress, 
but  I  ne%er  admired  anything  in  her  so  much  as  her 
sublime  confidence  in  attempting  "Miss  Gwilt."  I 
do  not  like  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins'  heroines.  They  are 
generally  either  fiends  or  lackadaisical  dolts,  and 
"  Miss  Gwilt "  is  as  pronounced  a  specimen  of  under- 
ground brimstone  as  I  ever  encountered  in  fiction. 
But  then  Wilkie  Collins  knows  just  about  as  much  of 
women  as  we  know  of  bachelor  halls  and  clubs. 
Mercy  Merrick  is  rather  a  cle\ersort  of  girl,  bul  even 
she  does  not  come  well  recommended  to  families. 
We  arc  to  have  a  surfeit  of  i^ew  things  next  week  to 
compensate  fortius.  In  the  first  place,  at  the  Bush 
Street  Theatre,  Alice  Oates,  who  has  recovered  from 
the  several  degrees  of  fever  with  which  she  is  said  -to 
have  been  threatened,  is  to  give  us  another  chef 
d''<xuvre  ol  Charles  Lecocq,  the  author  of  Le  Petit 
Due,  Girojie-Girofia,  and  La  Fille  de  Madame  An- 
jfi'/— the  pretty,  and  breez>-,  and  ver>'  naughty  little 
opera.  La  Marjolaine.  The  libretto  is  very  Frenchy 
and  suggestive,  and  so  positively  broad  in  its  Ian 
guage  that  "the  Liiile  Duke'  has  aauallyhad  to  cut 
some  of  it  out— ye  gods  ! !  But  the  music  is  said  to 
be  as  catchy  as  the  breath  of  love  itself,  and  to  waltz 
from  the  blushing  beginning  to  its  happy  and  tearful 


end.  1  do  not  dare  tell  you  the  slory  of  "Sweet 
Marjoram,"  the  music  must  do  that,  for  our  language 
wants  elasticity.  In  spirit  and  movement  the  opera 
comes  very  near  Girojie-Girojla  ;  so  much  so  that  it 
is  classed  as  a  companion  piece  by  those  who  have 
hcird  it.  Oates  and  Conncll  have  strong  parts,  and 
there  is  enough  for  the  others  to  do  to  make  it  inter- 
esting for  the  audience.  So  much  for  La  Mar- 
jolaine. Then,  too,  we  are  to  have  Jane  Fyre, 
with  charming  Clara  Morris.  It  has  never  been  my 
good  fortune  to  see  jfane  Eyre  played  to  my  taste. 
For  some  reason  the  hero  always  seemed  to  me  to  be 
rather  the  "Rawjester''  of  Bret  Harle  than  the 
"  Rochester"  of  Charlotte  Bronte.  Somehow,  when 
a  leading  man  puts  a  smoking  cap  askew  on  his  head, 
and  growls  and  snaps  and  snarls  at  everything, 
I  think  always  of  that  meaning  line  in  the  con- 
densed novel.  "  He  flung  his  bootjack  at  my  head, 
and  I  knew  he  loved  me."  He  is  not  a  bit  like 
the  lordly  "  Rochester,"  with  a  ballet  mistress  in  the 
past,  an  animated  French  doll  in  the  school-room, 
and  a  lunatic  in  the  attic,  as  pleasant  adjuncts  to  his 
cheerful  love-making.  I  have  seen  but  two  "Jane 
Eyres,"  Charlotte  Thompson  and  Maggie  Mitchell. 
It  his  high  treason  not  to  praise  Maggie  Mitchell  in 
evcr)'thing,  but  when  she  is  naughty  she  always  re- 
minds me  of  a  fractious  youngster,  and  when  she  is 
good  she  is  so  goody  good,  and  preaches  so  pedan- 
tically, that  she  seems  like  a  nice  little  Sunday-school 
girl  putting  pennies  in  the  box  for  the  heathen.  I 
hardly  see  where  Clara  Morris  will  find  room  for 
much  acting  in  Jane  Eyre.  It  does  not  seem  enough 
for  her,  bul  I  am  quite  sure  that  whatever  she  does 
w  ill  be  a  study  and  a  delight,  even  if  it  be  a  painful 
delight,  although  there  is  nothing  harrowing  in  the 
story.  I  wonder,  how  I  wonder,  that  people  do  not 
write  plays  for  her  that  will  lift  her  acting  to  a  higher 
plane.  There  should  be  a  place  for  her  somewhere 
between  this  French  sen  li  men  tali  sm  and  the  heavy 
tragedy  of  a  "Medea"'  or  a  "Deborah."  She 
should  at  least  command  the  sympathies  when  she 
plays  upon  the  emotions.  They  tell  me  she  was 
charming  as '■  Lady  Elizabeth  Freelove  "  on  Satur- 
day night.  I  think  I  should  like  her  in  comedy  if 
that  glad  smile  which  breaks  upon  her  expressive 
lace  now  and  then  tells  anything  of  the  other  side  of 
her  naliue.  I  ought  to  have  gone  to  the  Grand 
Opera  House  to  see  the  Chinese  company  to  have 
something  to  tell  you,  you  are  always  so  an.xious  to 
hear  something  about  the  theatres,  but  there  is  really 
nothing  very  absorbing  about  a  Chinese  play,  and 
somehow  people  do  not  go  to  the  Grand  Opera 
House  any  more.  I  would  rather  go  again  to  hear 
Le  Petit  Due  or  Robinson  Cntsoc.  This  last  is  hav- 
ing such  a  good  lime  of  it  that  they  are  prolonging 
the  nm  indefinitely.  Alice  Alherton  is  very  popular, 
and  she  looks  very  stunning  in  her  beautiful  costume. 
I  have  not  heard  of  a  burlesque  doing  so  well  since 
the  wonderful  days  of  Ixion.  Wait  till  next  week, 
and  we  shall  see  how  Jane  Eyre,  Mercy  Merrick, 
and  La  Marjolaine  prosper. 

Yours  expectantly,  Betsy  B. 


There  is  a  ver>'  choice  bit  of  gossip  afloat  in  theat- 
rical and  theatre-going  circles  regarding  the  domestic 
relations  of  Miss  Clara  Morris  and  her  husband — a 
Mr.  Harriott.  The  fire  was  lighted  by  an  article  re- 
cently published  in  the  New  York  Dramatic  News, 
purporting  to  be  the  gist  of  an  inteniew  between  Miss 
Morris  and  an  intimate  female  friend,  in  which  the 
Iheatncal  wife  abuses  and  upbraids  Ihe  husband, 
charging  him  with  cruelty  and  meanness  of  every  de- 
scription and  degree.  As  soon  as  the  papers  arrived 
from  New  York,  it  is  stated  that  Harriott,  the  hus- 
band, went  about  to  the  news  stands  bu>ing  up  ev- 
ery copy  that  money  could  tempt  from  dealers.  This 
proved  a  master  movement  to  keep  the  matter  quiet, 
for  no  sooner  was  the  bit  of  strategy  known  than  reg- 
ular subscribers  were  beseiged,  and  their  copies  of  the 
Dramatic  Xcivs  passed  from  hand  to  hand.  Of  course 
the  subject-matter  of  the  interview  is  denied  by  both 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Morris,  and  the  usual  proclamation  for 
a  libel  suit  issued  ;  but,  notwithstanding  contradic- 
tions, sides  are  being  taken  in  the  clubs  and  on  the 
street  where  theatrical  people  and  their  affairs  are  gen- 
erally talked  about,  and  there  is  a  great  demand  for 
the  Dramatic  A^ews. 


Mr.  George  R.  Chiproan,  the  treasurer  of  Bald- 
win's Theatre,  advertises  a  benefit  bill  for  next  Sim- 
day  evening  that  can  not  fail  to  attract.  Bishop  and 
O'NeiU  appear  in  the  fifth  act  of  Richard  III,  and 
Jennings,  Rose  Wood,  and  Lewis  Morrison  will  all 
engage  with  novelties.  An  entertainment  worth  one's 
money  and  attention. 


Mr.  Geo.  B.  Rieman.  who  has  for  so  long  a  time 
been  the  efficient  private  secretary  of  the  photo- 
graphic firm  of  Bradley  &  Rulofson,  takes  the  active 
management  on  Monday  next  of  the  new  photo- 
graphic parlors  of  Taber  &  Co.,  over  the  Hibemia 
Bank.     There  is  activity  in  the  new  firm. 


When  Miss  Mary  Anderson,  says  Puck,  goes  on 
the  stage  as  "Juhet,''  she  takes  her  chewing-gum  out 
of  her  angelic  mouth,  and  sticks  it  against  the  wing, 
10  be  finished  when  the  scene  is  over.  Therefore  it 
is  that  she  remarks  to  "  Romeo  "  :  "  Stay  but  a  little ; 
I  will  gum  again." 


aXANDARD  THEATRE. 

*— '  Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 

Lessee  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennedy. 

Business  Manager p.  H.  Kirbv. 


The  most  pleasing  attraction  iii  the  city. 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY. 

'ITiis  (S;iturilay)  afiernoon,  l;isi 

ROBINSON    CRUSOE   MATINEE. 


LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY,   AT  2  P.  M. 


This  evening,  Nov*.  i6,  last  night  bul  one  of  the  great  success 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE,   ESQUIRE. 

Monday,  Nov.  iSth,  first  time  in  this  city  of  the  charming 
Musical  Burlesque, 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD. 


BS"  Seats  at  the  box  office  six  da>'s  in  advance. 


UUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


REAPPEARANCE  OF 

ALICE     OATES. 


Matinee  to-day.  to-night,  and  to-morrow  (Sunday)  evening, 

last  performances  of 

LE  PETIT  DUO. 

MONDAY,  NOV.  i8. 

First  rendition  in  English  of  the  vivacious  Comic  Opera,  in 

three  acts,  by  M.  Chas.  Lecocq,  author  of  Girofie- 

Girofia,   Mme.  Angot,  and   Le  Petit  Due, 

LA  MARJOLAINE. 

ALICE  OATES  as  Marjolaine,  the  Sweet  Majorum,  sup- 
ported by  the 

ENGLISH   COMIC   OPERA   COMPANY. 


Exquisite  Costumes  from  Paris.     New  Scenery  by  Graham. 


TDALDWINS    THEATRE. 

Thomas  Magi.-ire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER.. AcTiNC  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer 

This   (Saturday)  afternoon   at  i  o'clock, 

CLARA  MORRIS 

Will  appear  in  her  great  part, 

CAMILLE. 

This  (.Saturday)  evening,  first   appearance   of  MISS  MAV 
HART  as  Pauline  in  the 

LADY  OF  LYONS. 

Sunday,  Nov,  17,  Benefit  of 

MR.  GEORGE  R.  CHIPMAN, 

(Treasurer^),  on  which  occasion  a  bill  of  unparalleled  at- 
traction will  be  presented,  including  the  romantic  drama  of 
BLOW  FOR  BLOW,  the  fifth  act  of  RICHARD  IIL, 
and  the  celebrated  melo-drama,   ROBERT  MACAIRE. 

Monday  evening,  Nov.  18th,  CLARA  MORRIS  as  Jane 
EjTe  in 

THE  GOVERNESS. 


c 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor. Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Monday,    November    18,   brief  engagement   of  the   world- 
famous  Actress, 

ADA  CAVENDISH, 

Who  will  appear  in  her  great  impersonation  of 

MERCY  MERRICK, 

In  Wilkie  Collins'  own   dramatization  of  his  thrilling  story, 

entitled 

THE  NEW  MAGDALEN, 

Supported  by  a  powerful  cast  of  characters. 


In  preparation,  Wills'  latest  and  best  play, 

JANE   SHORE. 


A  girl  in  Oil  City,  Pennsylvania,  [saw  a  decapitation 
trick  in  a  pantomime,  and  was  so  frightened  that  she 
had  spasms  and  died. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

MacLeod  of  Dare.     A  novel.    By  Wm,  Black.    Paper, 

IOC  ;  paper,  60c  ;  cloth $1  50 

Pleasant  ^Vays  in  Science.  By  R.  A.  Proctor.  Cloth  3  50 
The  Dinner  Year-Book.  By  Marion  Harland.  Cloth  z  25 
Prince  Bismarck's  Letters,  from  1844  to  1S70.  Cloih. .  i  00 
Art  and  Art   Industries  ip  Japan.     By  Sir  R.  Alcock. 

Cloth 6  00 

Young  Folk's  History  of  Germany.     By  Charlotte  M. 

Yonge.     Cloth i  50 

Helene.     A  Love  Episode.  — Bj'   Emile  Zola.     Paper, 

75c  ;  cloth I  25 

TTie  Bodleys  on  Wheels.    A  story  for  young  folks.  Clo  i  50 

The  Virtjinians  in  Texas.     A  novel.     Paper 75 

Eventide  at  Bethel.     By  J.  R.  McDuff.     Cloth. i  25 

Flower  Painting.     By  Susan  N.  Carter.     Paper 50 

Outlines  of  Ootological  Science.     By  Henr>-  N.  Day. 

Cloth 1  50 

The  Blessed  Bees.     By  John  Allen.     Cloth 1  00 

A  Domestic   Enc>clopa:dia   of  Practical   Infonnatioo. 

By  T.  S.  Goodholme.     Cloth 5  00 

NEW  STATIONERY,  NEW  BOOKS 

Received  daily. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 
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13 


THE  ART  OF  ROUND  DANCING. 

Nothing  is  more  graceful  than  the  modern  meas- 
ured and  mazy  waltz;  nothing  so  easenlial  to  society 
success,  and  enjoyment,  and  popularity  than  the  repu- 
tation of  being  a  good  round  dancer.  Hence  the  m- 
formation  to  those  not  as  yet  possessed  of  the  accom- 
phshment  that  Professor  J.  VViUiam  Frazer,  late  of 
New  York,  has  decided  to  locate  in  the  city  and  in- 
struct in  the  art.  His  method  is  that  of  private  instruc- 
tion and  in  explaining  the  system,  and  its  elements 
of  success  Mr.  Frazer  says:  "  1  have  found  by  many 
years  of  experience,  where  classes  assemble  for  in- 
struction in  dancing  (square  dancing  excepted),  that, 
two  hours  being  the  regular  time  allotted,  each  pupil 
receives  only  about  five  minutes  personal  instruction 
from  the  Professor.  Say  about  twenty-five  to  thirty 
members.  Larger  classes  even  less  personal  atten- 
.  tion.  WTieteas  the  pupil  who  takes  private  lessons, 
one  hour  being  the  allotted  time,  has  the  benefit  of 
an  hour's  instruction.  During  this  time  the  pupil 
will  accomplish  more  positive  training  than  one  month 
in  a  public  dancing  school,  besides  doing  away  with 
pubUcity  and  embarrassment  of  a  new  beginner. 
After  a  young  lady,  gentleman  or  child  gains  confi- 
dence in  themselves  and  dances  moderately  well,  then 
they  can  resort  to  the  Ball  Room  in  perfect  confi- 
dence. It  has  been  a  rule  among  the  profession,  as 
fast  as  pupils  become  anything  of  a  round  dancer,  to 
place  the  pupil  with  those  who  are  unproficient,  caus- 
ing the  pupil  who  is  proficient  to  dance  incorrectly, 
worry  through  and  gain  no  headway.  This  is  of  no 
benefit  to  the  advanced  scholar.  The  beginners 
should  not  be  allowed  to  dance,  where  they  have  not 
acquired  a  fair  knowledge  of  the  art,  with  those  who 
have  a  correct  motion.  Hence  private  lessons  gives 
the  pupil  the  full  benefit  of  correct  Terpsichorean  art, 
under  professional  guidance  only.  No  awkwardness 
or  embarrassment  can  come  from  strictly  private  les- 
sons, and  the  pupil  can  not  fail  under  such  auspices. 
I  have  had  large  pubhc  classes  and  found  dissatisfac- 
tion among  many  because  more  personal  attention 
was  not  shown  them.  I  came  to  the  firm  conclusion 
that  the  only  proper  method  to  pursue  and  give  gen- 
eral satisfaction  is  as  stated  above.  And  I  find  it  is 
the  only  method  to  pursue  and  be  successful  with 
pupils  in  a  short  space  of  time.  Financially,  a  public 
school  is,  by  far,  more  profitable  to  the  Professor.  But 
pupils  will  receive  a  more  thorough  course,  actual  at- 
tention, reasonable  satisfaction  by/rrVa/i:  instruction. 
But  I  have  heard  many  say  :  "  If  we  take  private  les- 
sons in  round  dancing,  how  are  we  to  acquire  quad- 
rilles?'' {How  many  understand  square  dancing 
who  are  ignorant  of  round  dancing?)  My  answer  is: 
Quadrilles  can  be  learned  in  a  very  few  lessons.  It 
being  a  second  consideration,  first  become  a  good 
round  dancer,  then  let  quadrilles  follow,  and  you  will 
be  more  easy  and  graceful,  attributing  it  all  to  your 
knowledge  of  waltzing.  By  close  observation  one 
can  learn  the  figures  in  all  square  dancing  at  sight. 
If  you  undertake  it,  secure  a  good  partner,  who  un- 
derstands the  figures,  and  after  a  few  times  of  actual 
rehearsal,  you  are  familiar  with  Quadrilles.  Not  so 
in  round  dancing,  for  that  is  an  art  and  study,  and 
requires  time  and  practice  to  acquire  it.  All  pupils 
under  my  instruction  will  have  an  opportunity  to  ac- 
quire all  my  novelties  in  square  dancing  when  private 
parties  are  given ,  after  they  have  become  reasonable 
round  dancers."  This  statement  of  the  Professor  is 
practical,  sensible,  and  valuable.  He  evidently  un- 
derstands what  he  is  talking  about,  and  as  to  his  ca- 
pabilities as  an  instructor  in  the  Terpsichorean  Art 
the  foUovang  communications  abundantly  testify : 

San  Francisco,  Cal.,  October  28,  1878. 
We,  the  undersigned,  are  personally  acquainted  wiih  Mr. 
J.  William  Frazer,  and  can  recommend  him  to  the  public  as 
a  gentleman  of  highly  cultivated  ability  and  worthy  of  the 
patronage  of  those  who  may  wish  his  services. 

Frank  H.  Ball,  520  Market  Street. 
H.  W.  Pearson-,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel. 
Jno.  S.  Mitchell,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel. 
D.  S.  MoL  LTON,  S73  Market  Street. 
Charles  E.  Perkins, 

with  Gladding,  McEean  &  Co., 
T.  A.  MouLTER,  Oakland. 
I.  C.  CowLES,  967  Broadway,  Oakland. 

Office  of  G.  F.  Child,  agent  for  Steinway  S:  Son's  Pianos 
and  M.  Gray's  Sheet  Music,  911  Washington  Street, 
Oakland,  Cal.,  October  28,  1S78. 
Having  been  a  former  resident  of  Dayton,  Ohio,  I  take 
great  pleasure  in  stating  that   I  am  personally  acquainted 
with  a  large  number  o£  Mr.  Frazer's  private  pupils  of  that 
city.    They  comprised  the  sons  and  daughters  of  the  wealth- 
iest and  most  highly  cultivated  people,  and  I  am  aw.ire  of 
the  fact  that  no  teacher  of  dancing  ever  came  to  Dayton 
who  gave  such  universal  satisfaction. 

Respectfully,  G.  F.  Child. 

Oakland,  November  12,  1878. 
I  can  cheerfullyand  willingly  recommend  Professor  Frazer 
as  a  scientific  and  successful  teacher  in  the  art  of  dancing. 
His  methods  are  entirely  new  and  his  manner  is  calculated 
to  inspire  confidence,  W.  H.  O'Brien, 

Drill  Master  at  California  Military'  Academy. 

California  Military  Academy,  \ 

Oakland,  Cai..,  November  7,  1878.  I 
We  the  undersigned,  cadets  at  the  above  Academy,  being 
under  the  personal  instruction  in  Round  Dancing  of  the 
skillful  master  of  the  art,  Mr.  J.  William  Frazer,  and  hav- 
ing taken  only  our  second  lesson,  pronounce  him  beyond  a 
doubt  a  teacher  of  great  science.  His  manner  of  instruc- 
tion is  very  simple  "  and  to  the  poiut." 

J.  H.  Rencstorff,  a.  W.  Fvrlong, 

W.  H.  Moody,  H.  B.  McElroy, 

Louis  R.  Sohns,  J.  P.  de  Cimer, 

P.  F.  Mange,  G.  W.  Stealey, 

E.  G.  Zeile,  W.  G.  Erittan, 

J.  L.  White,  T.  E.  Rlssell, 

and  others. 

Mr.  Frazer  will  occupy  as  a  dancing  academy  the 
large  and  spacious  apartments  over  M.  Gray's  new- 
store  on  Post  Street  as  soon  as  they  are  properly  fur- 
nished, which  will  be  in  ten  days  or  so.  One  room 
will  be  elegantly  fitted  up  as  a  reception  parlor,  with 
which  the  practice  and  instruction  room  will  be  in  di- 
rect communication.  The  terms  of  tuition  are  525 
for  twenty  lessons,  under  the  contract  system — that 
is,  an  agreement  that  the  pupil  shall  acquire  the  art 
in  that  number  of  lessons,  or  continue  free  of  charge 
if  a  longer  time  is  required  to  become  a  reasonably 
proficient  dancer.  There  is,  however,  a  ten -lesson 
system  for  515,  which  the  Professor  recommends  to 
those  who  learn  rapidly.  If  ten  lessons  are  not  suffi- 
cient the  additional  %io  wilt  secure  the  remaining  ten 
lessons,  which  the  Professor  guarantees  will  finish  the 
pupil.  To  those  who  exact  exclusive  attention  and 
instruction  the  terms  will  be  $3  per  hour,  with  the 
privilege  of  segregating  such  pupils  eventually  into 
sets  of  practice  fours  as  may  be  deemed  desirable. 
For  additional  information,  rules,  and  regulations  of 
the  new  academy,  testimonial  letters  from  the  East, 
and  particulars  of  the  contract  or  private  tuition  sys- 
tem, it  would  be  well  to  obtain  one  of  Mr.  Frazer's 
circulars,  which  can  be  had  by  addressing  care  of  M. 
Gray,  117  Post  Street,  or  7  Cameron  Block,  Oak- 
land.    Office  hours  from  11  to  i. 


The  most  attractive  assortment  of 


COMPLICATED 

WATCHES 


CHRONOGRAPH, 

DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC,  \  'Ipl^'sTconds,  etc. 

And  Novelties,  for  the  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  C.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


The  largest,  cheapest,  and  best  assortment  of  Ladies'  and  Cijildren's 

CLOAKS    AND    SUITS 


Can  be  found  at 


SULLIVAN'S,  120  KEARNY  STREET. 


THE    SPIRIT    OF    '78. 

An  Opporhmity  sitch  as  was  never  before  offej''ed 
to  the  San  Francisco  Public. 


T 


An  Artist  of  rare  ability,  long  known  to  the  public  as  being  connected  with  some  of  our 
most  prominent  Photographic  Galleries,  and  latterly  of  the  firm  of  Messrs.  I.  W.  TABER 
&  T.  H.  BOYD,  noticing  the  wants  of  the  people  for  first-class  pictures  at  a  reasonable 
price,  has  retained  the  elegant  and  commodious  apartments, 

NO.  26  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

where  he  has  every  facility  for  doing  work  of  a  superior  kind,  and  proposes  to  make  his 
prices  so  moderate  than  none  need  have  an  excuse  for  having  an  inferior  picture  taken, 
either  of  themselves  or  their  children.  Never  before  were  such  full-length  Cabinets — 
interior  or  rustic — taken  for  the  low  figure  of  five  dollars  per  dozen  ;  the  popular  Gray 
Tint  Vignette  Cabinets  at  six  dollars  per  dozen  ;  and  the  truly  elegant  Cameo  Glace — 
the  favorite  of  all — usually  costing  ten  and  twelve  dollars  per  dozen,  at  Boyd's  will  only 
cost  you  eight  dollars.  His  card-size  Photos,  for  the  Cameo  Glact^  finish,  will  be  four 
dollars  per  dozen,  and  the  Gray  Vignettes  only  three  dollars. 

His  apartments  are  all  that  could  be  asked  for — large,  commodious,  and  first-class 
in  every  particular  ;  every  convenience,  in  fact,  that  tends  to  enhance  the  comforts  of  his 
pptrons.  His  skylight  is  the  largest  in  the  city,  thus  giving  him  a  volume  of  light  to 
be  controlled  at  his  will,  and  so  secure  an  effect  in  light  and  shade  that  can  not  be 
obtained  with  a  smaller  light.  Every  improvement  of  modern  times  that  makes  expo- 
sures shorter  has  been  secured,  so  that  pictures  of  children  will  now  be  taken  so  quickly 
that  it  is  the  exception  if  a  superior  picture  is  not  obtained. 

He  also  desires  to  specially  call  the  attention  of  his  old  friends  and  patrons 
who  have  visited  him  at  the  Yosemite  Gallery,  that  he  has  all  the  negatives  of  the 
Photographs  taken  in  the  Gallery,  and  can  supply  copies  desired  at  very  short  notice 
and  at  the  reduced  prices. 

Pay  Jiim  a  visit  and  jtidgc  for  yourselves. 

YOSEMITE  ART  GALLERY 

No.  26  Montgomery  St.,  near  Sutter. 


Where  can  one  thoroughly  enjoy  a  swim?    At  the 
Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


Wf-  always  say  to  our  lady  friends  go  to  Sulli- 
van's,  120  Kearny  Street,    for  handsome  .^UITS  or 

CLOAKS.  

Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda,  now  open. 

Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  Street. 


DECKER 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth. 


The  finest  baths  are  at  the  Terrace.  Alameda. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  I-adies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street.  DoUs  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


Go  to  Iho  Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


A  ND  A  LARGE  STOCK   OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chains,    Diamonds,  Jewelrj-, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fancy  Goods  at 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 
MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


NEW  BOOKSJT  ROMAN'S. 

Helene.     By  Emile  Zola.     Paper,  75c;  cloth $1  25 

Water  Gypsies.     Ey  Meade.     Cloth i  00 

Eventide  at  Bethel.     By  MacdulT i  25 

Dinner  Year-Book.     Marian  Harland 2  23 

All  Around  the  House.     Ey  Mrs.   H.  W.  Eeecher i  50 

His  Heart's  Desire i  go 

Thirty  Years  at  Sex     By  Shippen i  50 

Europeans.     By  H.  James,  Jr i  50 

Recollections  of  Writers.     Ey  Clarke i  75 

Heir  of  Charlton.     By  Fleming x  50 

Drift  from  Two  Shores.     Ey  Bret  Harte i  25 

Pnmer  of  Design.     By  Barry i  25 

Margarethe.     By  Mrs.  A.  L.  Wister 1  50 

Flower  Painting.     By  Putnam 75 

Macleod  of  Dare.     By  Black.     Cloth,  $1  50;  paper..       60 

Just  received,  an  elegant  assortment  of  Russia   Leather 
Goods,  Stationery,  etc. 

OPEN  EVENINGS. 

A.    ROMAN   &.   CO., 

//  ]\Io7itgomcry  St?-eei., 

Lick  House  Block,  San  Francisco. 

OANEL  COAL 


A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRATE 

COAL  for  sale  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  718  Sansome  Street. 

JlE 

The  Tailor, 

^S^  203  Montgomery  St.    and    103 

ff:3'f3  Third  Street,   under   the  Russ 

\  ^  House,  near  Bush  Street,   has 

A*sP^  just  received  a  large  assortment 

of  the  latest  style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from Jzo. 

?/''  ^^2A  Pants  to  order  from 5 

VmaJSf^  Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

'^^^^  ^^  ^^^   leading  question  is 

S  ^^^  where  the   best   goods   can   be 

^^^  found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 

ii  J          iJ     ^^^a.  answer  is  at 

V'j  I'W^JOE  POHEIiVI, 

■■^otJ-     20j  Montgomery  St.  and    103 
11'  1     i       ^\x<isiS>  Third  St. 
Mi            :;V    i     Samples  and    Rules    for   Self- 
^^  T— »    J                         Meisurement  sent   free  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaranteed. 

MME.  B.  ZEITSKA'S 

FRENCH,  GERMAN.    AND    ENGLISH 
INSTITUTE 

FOR  YOUNG  LADIES, 

Q  p  5  POST  ST.,  BETWEEN  HYDE 

/  and  Ljrkin. 

KINDERGAR  lEN  connected  with  the  Institute. 
The  next  term  «-ili  commence  October  2d. 
A  limited  number  of  Boarding  Pupils  received. 

MME.  a  ZEITSK-A,  PrincipaJ. 

pUBLIC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

WILLLAM  DOOLAN. 

Office  No.  la  Kcvada  Block. 

R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNEYS-AT-LAW, 

NOS.  2,  3,  AN'D   4   ShEKMANS   EflLOINtJ, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  corner  or  Clay,  Sao  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707-) 

ROSS' 

MILLINERY    EMPORIUM, 

UNDER  THE  B.ALDWIN. 

DECT  KOHLER& CHASE 

K  r  ^    I  SAN    FRASCISCO 

Ir  bV    I  &  OAKLAND. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE    MOTHERS  ADVICE. 

My  eirl,  ywi  toMsi  f»ot  fall  in  love. 

With  virtue  or  with  uit : 
Vnlcss  ibere's  nnk,  or  money  too. 

To  gild  the  pill  a  bit. 
Wit's  but  a  frothy  thing  at  best. 

And  virtue  stale  becomei  — 
Stick,  to  the  solid  pudding,  Jane, 

And  marr^-  tor  the  pluoxs ! 

Kor  let  good  looks  bcgulk  j-our  heart 

To  throw  itself  a»^y  ; 
^^*hat  after  air>  a  handsome  (ace  * 

"Twiil  wrinkle  up  some  day ; 
Gray  hairs  will  -vhow,  ej-c*  will  grow  doll, 

When  Bian's  cold  vnnier  cooio  — 
Stick  to  the  v.^lid  pudding,  Jane, 

And  tnarr^*  for  the  pluou  ! 

Doa't  ever  let  me  hear  vou  say 

A  word  of  "mutual  flame:" 
That's  not  the  way  to  win  the  irick 

In  mairiiiiony's  gaine. 
Bcsklcs.  such  dame,  thuush  hot  at  lint. 

Soon  dim  a;td  quenched  becomes; 
Stick  to  the  sulid  pudding.  Jane, 

And  toarry  for  the  plums ! 

Love's  very  well,  foe  wanton  bards 

Your  Otitis.  Moores  to  sing. 
Hut  for  a  ^rl  that's  well  brought  up, 

Tis  an  indecent  thing. 
I  Devcr  loved  j-our  father,  child. 

Just  a»k  him:  here  he  comes — 
Stick  to  the  solid  podding,  Jane, 

And  Duny  for  the  plums ' 

I  know  a  )-uuthful  fac«  has  charms 

For  girU  just  fre&h  from  school. 
But  oh  !    I  hope  DO  child  of  mine 

Will  be  so  great  a  fool ! 
Yoone  men  arc  often  wild  and  gay. 

Old  age  discreet  becomes — 
Stick  to  the  solid  pudding,  Jane, 

And  maiT)'  for  the  plums ! 

Tis  very  well  for  *-u!gar  folks. 

To  talk  of  hearts  and  darts ; 
But  girU  like  j-ou  should  be  above 

Such  seoii  mental  parts. 
A  knock  '.  it  is  that  man  so  rich  — 

Though  he  has  toothless  gums; 
Stick  to  the  solid  pudding,  Jane, 

And  marry  for  the  plums  ! 

Jost  mo\-e  that  ringlet,  love,  and,  as 

Vou  sit,  lake  care  to  show* 
That  pretty  foot;  blush  —  if  yoo  can  — 

That'i  It '.  >-ou're  perfect  so  ! 
Ill  leave  you  to  rcc«i\'e  the  beau: 

Here  old  Sam  Liquorish  comes  — 
Stick  to  the  stjiid  pudding,  Jane, 

And  marr)-  for  the  plums ! 


The  Profane  OwL— A  Fable. 

A  certain  Profane  Owl  uho  sat  up  laie  o'  Nights, 
and  krpt  a  large  Collection  of  Straw  s  for  the  Purpose 
of  ascertaining  the  Direction  of  the  Wind,  was  asked 
by  the  Fox  whether  his  Party  could  not  gain  Posscs- 
sisn  of  the  Public  Trcasun'. 

"  Vour  Question.'' said  the  Profane  Owl.  winking 
his  left  Eye.  "reraJnds  me  of  the  Horse  who  said  that 
be  could  trot  a  Mile  in  a  Minute  if  it  were  not  that 
the  Ehsiance  was  too  great  for  the  Time.  I  see  only 
c»e  Reason  why  vou  can  not  succeed." 

"  What  is  that >  '  said  the  Fox. 

"The  other  Pany  has  too  Tam  many  Votes,*'  re- 
plied the  Ow  1. 

MoK.M.. — The  Census  shotild  be  taken  after  the 
Process  of  Incubation  has  been  completed.  .A  Fox 
who  wagers  4  to  3  .^cainst  a  foregone  Conclusion  is 
apt  to  lo«e  bis  Fnends'  Money. 


My  Aamack !  'tis  of  thee — 
Thou  tut  agrees  with  me — | 

Of  thee  I  sing ! 
Thoa  that  with  pork  are  fried, 
TbcD  butter  on  one  side 
WUh  ample  s3fTup  thick  applied  — 
Thou  luscious  thing. 

Oh !  savory  morsel  mine  '. 
What  taste  is  like  to  thine. 

Well  buttered  one? 
I  lore  to  waich  thee  fr>', 
To  see  the  cook  test  thee  on  h>Kh. 
And  stick  thee  with  a  fork  t(\  try 

If  thoa  art  done ! 


Ab  Expensive  Breakfast. 

There  seems  to  be  a  diversity  of  opinion  about  one 
of  Cleopatra's  breakfasts.  It  was  the  most  cosllv 
breakfast  that  has  c\cr  been  ser\ed  lo  a  single  human 
being.  I  will,  therefore,  tell  wh.tt  I  know  about  iu 
After  having  parLiken  of  Cleopatra's  necklace.  Mark 
Antony  determined  to  de^-ise  the  costliest  breakfast 
ever  gi\-cn.  After  seii-eral  days  of  g^tstronomical 
meditations,  not  hanng  found  what  he  was  looking 
for.  he  summoned  his  cook  to  his  presence,  and  told 
him  that  if  be  could  get  up  a  diinty  breakfast  for  a 
lady,  which  should  be  composed  of  as  few  .ind  as 
small  dishes  as  possible,  and.  at  the  same  time,  be 
most  costly,  he  would  reward  him  accordingly. 
Sercnl  weeks  afterward  the  cook  entered  Mark  .An- 
tony's study  and  told  him  that  he  wa>  ready  to  scne 
the  dainty  breakfast  asked  of  him.  and  iliat  it  was 
composed  of  one  oh%'c  only.  .-Vi  the  appointed  hour 
the  cook  entered  the  dining-room,  followed  bv  one 
hundred  men  carrjing  the  olive  (in  its  artificial  en- 
Tdope)  on  their  shoulders.  The>-  deposited  it  or 
a  table,  and  fifty  car;-ers  were  set  to  work  on  it. 
Alter  sevenil  hours  of  hard  work,  the  triumphant 
cook  pbced  the  olive  before  the  Egyptian  queen,  who 
kxdced  at  it  with  am-uemcnt.  still  with  perfect  de- 
light The  olipc  bad  been  prepared  in  the  following 
way  :  After  having  been  stoned,  it  was  stuffed  with 
a  rich  custard,  then  put  inside  of  a  boned  canary, 
which  was  used  to  stuff  an  ortolan.  The  latter  was 
pUced  inside  of  a  boned  oriole,  which  was  used  to 
stuff  a  thrush,  which  thrush  stuffed  a  boned  Urk.  .\ 
boned  snipe  was  stuffed  with  the  lark  and  placed  in- 
side o*  a  robin.  wh:ch  was  used  to  stuff  a  plover,  and 
which  latter  bird  n:W4  a  quail,  which  was  then  pUced 
inside  of  a  pige^-  T"  ■  -  _-- ^n  filled  a  woodcock, 
the  woodc->:k  .1  latter  a  grouse,  the 

gFOtise  a  pheai--  :  a  chicken,  thechick- 

en  a  guinea  foA.,  -  ,....ccd  inside  of  a  goose; 

the  goose  filled  a  turkey,  toe  turkey  a  swan,  the  latter 
an  ostrich,  which  was  used  to  sttiff  a  sheep  ;  the 
sheep  a  calf,  t'ne  calf  an  antelope,  the  latter  a  piij. 
the  pig  a  deer,  the  dear  a  bear,  the  bear  a  heifer,  the 
latter  an  elk.  the  elk  an  ox,  the  ox  a  hippopotamus, 
the  latter  an  elephanL  The  olive  w^s  then  roasted  in 
its  enL-dope,  which  envelope  was  thrown  away,  and 
the  0111*6  oniv  was  saved. 


MODJESK.VS    NEW  WARDROBE. 

The  following  is  a  description  of  Madame  Mod- 
jcska's  toilet  in  Frou-Frou:  Her  first  appearance  is 
in  a  riding  h.-ibit  of  bkick  cloth,  with  black  bea\-er 
hat.  gloves,  and  riding  whip.  The  next  costume  is  a 
combination  of  white  silk  and  white  moire  antique, 
made  with  low  basque,  short  sleeves,  and  full  train. 
"The  moire,  in  two  broad  revers  at  the  sides  and  front 
of  the  skirt,  is  finished  by  ruffling,  which  also  orna- 
ments the  neck  and  sleeves.  .X  bow  of  blue  and 
white  ribbon,  with  very  long  ends,  is  pendent  from  the 
right  shoulder,  and  a'  colkirette  of  blue  ribbon,  with 
bouquet  of  forget-rae-noisat  the  throat,  and  another 
on  the  left  side  of  the  corsage,  completes  the  cos- 
tume. A  third  striking  toilet  is  a  morning  dress  of 
white  embroidered  Canton  crape,  bordered  with  heavy 
fringe;  scat f  draped  across  the  left  shoulder  and 
partial  sacque  ;  high  neck  and  short  sleeves.  This 
costume,  which  throughout  is  in  neglij^e  style,  is 
highly  artistic  in  effecL  M.nUme  Motijeska  next  ap- 
pears in  a  superb  dinner  toilet  of  Nile  green  satin. 
elaborately  draped,  and  combined  with  white  illusion 
embroidered  with  pink  roses.  The  corsage  is  low. 
with  elbow  sleeves  and  long  while  kid  gloves,  and 
here  she  assumes  a  diamond  necklace  and  ear-rings 
of  surpassing  richness.  .\  cloak  of  crimson  satin. 
lined  with  white,  is  thrown  over  her  shoulders.  A 
fifth  toilet  is  a  home  dress  of  mauve  brocade  and  blue 
satin,  made  princesse,  with  flowing  train  of  the 
brocade,  low  square  neck,  elbow  sleeves,  a  blue  satin 
vest  bced  across,  and  simulated  satin  petticoat.  The 
next  succeeding  costume  is  a  demi-toilet  of  cream- 
colored  cashmere  combined  with  wood-colored  silk. 
made  high  neck,  long  sleeves,  and  vest  laced  across 
with  wood-colored  silk  cord.  The  costume  worn  in 
the  last  <d>ing)  scene  is  a  close-fitting  black  cash- 
mere, with  black  lace  scarf  thrown  over  her  head. 


A  Scals-y  Story. 

"A  major"  loved  a  maiden  so. 
His  warlike  heart  was  soft  as  "Do." 

He  oft  would  kneel  to  her  and  say, 
"Vou  are,  of  light,  my  only  'Re.' 

"Ah  !   if  but  kinder  you  would  be. 
And  sometimes  sweeUy  smile  on  '  Mi.' 

"You  are  my  life,  my  guiding  star. 
I  lo%'e  thee  near,  I  love  thee  '  Fa.' 

"My  passion  I  can  not  control: 
You  are  the  idol  of  my  'SoL'" 

The  maiden  said :  "  Fie  !  ask  papa. 
How  can  you  go  on  thus?    On,  'Lai'" 

The  major  rose  from  bended  knee, 
And  went  her  father  for  to  *'Si." 

The  father  thought  no  match  was  finer, 
This  "major"  once  had  been  "a  minor." 

They  mamed  soon,  and  after  that 
Dwelt  in  ten  rooms  all  on  "one  Bat." 

So  happy  ends  the  little  tale. 

For  they  live  on  the  grandest  scale. 

—  y'cx  Humana. 


Gossip  About  Books  and  Authors. 

Two  new  volimies  are  promised  by  Tennyson. 

Gerald  Massey.  the  poet,  was  bom  in  a  mud  huL 

Algernon  Charles  Swinburne  is  heir  to  a  baronetcy 
and  drinks  more  than  a  fish. 

A  new  work  by  Jules  Verne,  entitled  Dick  Sands, 
ike  Boy  Captain,  will  soon  be  published. 

Henry  W.  Longfellow  is  se%'enty-one  years  old,  and 
wears  well  the  dignity  of  the  gentlemen  and  the  poet. 

WTiittier  is  seventy  years  old,  and  a  most  quaint 
and  kindly  person.  He  uses,  habitually,  the  Quaker 
"thee"  and  "thoa"* 

The  Macmillans  ha%'e  just  published  a  voliuue  of 
Matthew  Arnold's  poems.  Mr.  Arnold  has  been 
called  "  the  poet  of  delighL" 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  author  of  the  "One  Horse 
Shay,"  has  been  elected  an  honorary  member  of  the 
Carriage  Builders'  Association. 

R.  H.  Stoddard,  whose  productions  in  poetry-  and 
biography  areas  ^-aluable  as  they  are  charming,  writes 
with  his  left  hand,  his  right  being  piaxalyzed. 

Alexander  Dumas.  Jr..  has  a  very  small  library,  a 
single  book-case  containing  all  his  books.  They  in- 
clude Homer,  Dante.  Shnkspeare.  Montaigne,  Mo- 
liere,  and  a  verj-  few  others.  Before  all  stands  the 
Bible,  which  is  the  book  that  Dumas  studies  the  deep- 
est, and  reads  with  the  greatest  pleasure. 


Jew  d'Esprit. 


Hie  Israelites  used  a  separate  plate 
For  all  tiesh,  and  fowl,  and  fishes ; 

Ani  though  they  enjoved  all  the  food  they  ate, 
"Twas  Certainly  in  Jew  dishes. 


Oiie  reason  why  more  people  did  not  go  into  the 
Ark  is.  that  Noah  neglected  to  advertise  in  the  daily 
papers.     There  is  a  great  moral   lesson  contained  in 


A  man  met  a  Burlington  boy  walking  toward  town 
on  the  Agenc)'  road  eating  an  apple.  "  How  many 
apples  have  you?  "  a>kt.-d  the  man.  "One-half  as 
many  apples  as  I  have  eaten,  added  to  twice  as  many 
as  1  am  going  to  eat.  less  five  that  a  beggar  boy  took 
away  from  me.  divided  by  two-thirds  of  the  number 
I  dropped  in  the  orchard  when  I  saw  the  dog.  plus 
six  which  1  ate  on  the  orchard  fence  before  the  man 
saw  me,  will  equal  one-fifth  of  all  that  1  tried  to  get?"' 
How  many  apples  did  he  have? 

Ob.  give  lis  the  month  with  the  rolicksome  R 

That  bringcth  the  >'elIowsome  yam. 
That  wafteth  the  brceirc  of  the  bnne  from  afar. 

And  be^ireth  the  o>-ster  and  clam. 
Ye  ^"coman  that  >-awl  for  the  >-arTowing  >-am, 

\  e  o}-ers  that  oysters  provide. 
Ye  clampers  that  claw  for  the  ci:unm)'Some  clam. 

May  blessing  thy  business  betide  I 


One  of  the  newest  London  fashions  is  a  revival  of 
the  old  long  Chesterfield  man's  coat  for  women's 
weir.  It  may  be  worn  with  a  skirt  of  the  same  ma- 
terial or  another,  according  to  fancy.  It  has  pockets 
at  the  waist,  and  simukited  ones  at  the  back. 


L  T.  ZANDER, 

J\JO.  424  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

between  Califor-.ia  and   Sacramento,  San  FrancL-^co. 

COLLECTOR. 

Rents,  Bills,  and   Accounts  collected,  and   prompt  returns 
made. 

ZANDER'S  PURCHASING  AGENCY. 

Orders  for  the  pu^cha^e  and  shipment  lo  the  interior  of 
goods  of  c%-er>'  description  cxecuteu  with  jronipiness  and 
care,  at  a  sm.ill  commission  over  c*st. 


GEO.  W.    PRESCOTT.  IRVING   M.    SCOTT. 


H.    T.    SCOTT. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)      Post  Oflice  Box  iisS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS. 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


TTie  Parisiennes  wear  their  short  costumes  much 
shorter  than  New  York  women  do.  and  have  in  addi- 
tion a  fashion  for  looping  them  up  directly  in  the  back, 
showing  about  tw  o  inches  of  the  white  or  colored  pet- 


MANL'FACTl'RERS    OF 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines. 

Marine  Stationary-  and  Portable  Boilers. 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


The  Litest  fancy  in  stockings  is  for  whte  polka 
dots  in  silk  embroidery  on  black  silk  feet  and  l^s, 
while  the  iocs,  Le^,  and  upper  half  of  the  leg  of  the 
stocking  are  white. 


CONSTASTLV  ON    H.\SD  A.VD   FOR  SALS. 

Direct -acting  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engmes, 
Upright  and  Staiionar)'  Engines, 

Quarts  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery* 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers. 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps^ 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT,  SCOTT  &  CO. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


A 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

TTORXEVS  AND    COUNSELORS 

AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 


Office,  No.  5-^  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  ^ 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY  AT  LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room  16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  all  other  cases  attended  le. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

F^ire  Instcrajice  Company 

[established  in  1S74.] 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
st>'Ie,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinar)* 
brands  of.  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality-  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wnere\-er  tested  ON  their  merits,  they  ha%-e  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

ST.\NDARD  FL.\VORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Padfic  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN  FR.\NCISCO,  CAL. 


Q    F.   WILLEY  b'  CO., 

IMFORTBRS  AND   It ANUPACTVRBRS  OP 

FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 

No.  427  Mo.STGOllERY  St.,  SaN  FiL^NCIiCO. 


.Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New-  York, 
W.  D.   ROGERS.  Philadelphia. 

C.  S.  CAFFREY.  Camden.  N.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  New  York. 

H.  KILUAM  &  CO..  New-  Haven. 
COOLING  BROS..  Wilmington 


ALSO,    AGENTS    FOR 

HARNESS  .MANUFACIX-RED  BVWOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  .MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCO.MBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


MILLER   &    RICHARD, 

SOLK  MAKKK5  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH_TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  519  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  305  Leidesdorff  Street. San  Francisco. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  j-ou  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plUhed  by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
ver,t:'>n. 

Oil,  or  send  for  New  jQlustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacrasieato  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 

iAN    FKA.VCISCO,    CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT.  President.        J.  W.  FO.\RD,  Manager. 

Ferd.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardnek General  A^cnt. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL  A, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  oflice,  405  Califoraia  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE.  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Scctetarv. 


'THE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AKD  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY.    FIRE    .\ND    MARINE 


I 


CASH  ASSETS S450,000 

Principal  Oflice,  iiSand  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


OFFICERS; 
.V  J.  BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CH.\S.  H.  CLSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Survevo 


QPHIR   SILVER    MINING    COM  PA- 

ny. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco.  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Ne\-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  5th  day  of  Movcmber,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  tipon 
the  capital  stocK  of  the  corporation,  pa>'ab1e  inunediatcly  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccretarj-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Cosmopc.liran  Hotel  Building,  No.  203  Bush 
Street,  i>an  Franct&co.  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  loth  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pa>-ment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  30th  day  of 
I>ecember.  1878,  lo  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
»iih  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C  L.  McCOY,  Secretary. 

Office — Cosmopolisan  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush  Street, 
San  Francisco.  California. 


CIERRA  NEVADA  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Storey 
County,  Nevada- 

Nouce  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  twent\--second  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  56)  of  three  dollars  ($3)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capita!  stock  of  the  corporation,  paj-abic  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company.  Room  47.  Ne>-ada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  twenty -seventh  dayof  No^-ember,  187S,  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  ahd,  unless 
fQ>-ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wedvesdav,  the 
eighteenth  day  of  December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  W.  W.  STETSON,  Secretary. 

Office — Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco,  Califc»7iia. 


PflVIDEXD  XOTICE.~THE  STATE 

■^-^  INVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  COMPA- 
NY.— Di\-idend  No.  66. — The  monthly  dividend  for  October 
will  be  paid  on  November  loth.at  their  office.  Nos.  3i8  and 
220  Sansome  StreeL 

CHS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary. 
San  Francisco,  November  5,  1878. 


D 


IVIDEND  NOTICE.— OFFICE  OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Nov.  7,  iSjS. — At  a  meeting  of  ths  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  I  s  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable  on 
Tuesday,  November  12,  187S.  Transfer  books  closed  00 
Saturday,  November  9,  1878,  at  13  o'clock  m. 

\V>L  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room  29  Nevada  Block,   No.   309  Montgomery 
Street,  third  6oor,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


/ 


,V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  \3.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court, 

The  People  of  the  Stale  of  California  send  greeting  lo 
Dawd  P.  Nelson,  defendant ; 

You  are  hereby  reouired  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  nam«i  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  ol  the  Stale  of 
California  in  and  for  ihe  Cit>'  and  Count)'  of  San  Francisco, 
and  10  answer  the  complaint  tiled  therein,  u-ithin  ten  daj-s 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  sejj-ice)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  countj-;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  ihe  prayer  of  said  compIainL 

ITie  said  anion  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Cotut 
dissoK-ing  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretctfore  and  now  exist- 
ing betw-een  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  arc  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  lo  ihe  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 
■  Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
1  of  the  Ntneiecnih  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
^  nia  in  and  for  the  City  and  Ci^unty  of  San  Francisco,  ihis 
'  i3lh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  se^'enty .eight. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Oerk, 

[SEA1_)  By  W.  Stevenson,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Wooi>s  and  John  J.  Coffev,  Attorneys  for 
Plaintiff. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  Btrkeley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory  school  to  the 
University) — a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramming  system  •f  the  small  colleges  and  military  acade- 
mies of  the  State,  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  22d  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer months  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — We  desire  to  call  special  altention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair  so  much  admired.     Superior  Lo  the  im- 
ported article  by  reason  of  its  freshness   and   the  care  used 
in  Its  production. 
PRICE,  LARGE  BOTTLES,  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Comer  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


MUSIC  BOXES 

QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   C.    MERRILL   &.   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  California  St.         -        -         San  Francisco. 


Newton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 


w. 


W.  DODGE  &^  CO., 


WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  coraer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 


J^HE  ONL  V  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S. — Howe,    Fiorenee,    Wheeler  &:   Wilson,  Grover   & 
Baker,    Demestic,   Weed,    Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
each. 


RARE  ENCRAVINCS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

<>fUST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

^  lection  of  fine  Engravings  specially  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothing  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W.  K,  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  noteaddresj — 22  Montgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Xick  House. 


COM.MEN-CING    SlNDAV,    JULV    14,    1878. 

Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  j^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
^'jy  Tres  Finos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  S^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R,  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 

rn  ,in  ^-  ^^-  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
i  w.^u  tions. 

-  -,^  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gihoy,  Pa- 
J^O^jaro,  Hollister,  Tres  Pinos,  and  Way  Stations. 
S^  Stage  connection  made  with  this  train  at  Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

A  An  P-  ^^-  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
T'T-^  tions. 

P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park  and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

m'  SUND.4YS  AN  EXTRA  TRAIN  ^vilI  leave  for 
San  Jose  and  Way  Stations  at  g.30  a.  m.  Returning,  will 
leave  San  Jose  at  6.00  r.  m. 

£5r  EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  other 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 

Also,  E.xcursion  Tickets  to   Monterey — good  from  Satur- 
day until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  M.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


6.30  i 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  October  7th,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

JQQ  P.M.J  DAILVj  Sundays  excepted^ 
Steamer  "James  M.Donahue"  (Washington 
Street  \Vharf ),  connecting  with  Mail  and  E.i:press  Train  ai 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  banta  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

S^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing with  Fulton  and  Gueme\'ille  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Gueme- 
ville,  and  the  Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.35  a.  m.) 


•  steamer  "James  M.  Donahue,"  connecting  at 

Donahue  with  trains  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations. 

Returning — Trains   will   leave    Donahue   at  4.40  p.  m., 
and  arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  p.  M. 

Freight  received  fsom  7  ,A.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m,  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  AVharl,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OOEANIO,         BELGIC. 

November 16  I  December 17  I  January 16 

February iS     March 15     April 16 

May 16  I  I 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  at  the   Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Com- 
pany's Wharf. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


P 


PACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class  steamers  with  unequaled  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  \-ia  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the   sth    and 
20th  of  each  month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

20th,  and  3olh  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,   ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


P 


PACIFIC   COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  evcr>'  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
S.\N  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 
No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frar.ciseo. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 

QOMMENCING  MONDAY,  NOVEM- 

ber  4,  1878.  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 

7  00    ^'    ^^'■'    ^^^LY,     VALLEJO 

/  •  Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga(The  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  e.\cepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight'i  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  p.  M.] 

7.00   ^-  ^-^   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Fenr),  arriving  at 

IVacy  at  ii.3o_A,  m.,  and  connecting  with  Atlantic  Express. 
Connectsat  Niles  with  train  arriving  atSan  Jose  at  10.15  '^■ 
■M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  6.05  ?,  m.] 

^  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,    ATLANTIC 

*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Fcrrj',    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marysville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
ScNDAY  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10  00    ^-    ^^^■'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

land  Ferry),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  4.05  p.  m.] 

T   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

O  '  Passenger    Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  P.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  0.^5  a.  m.] 

^.00   A  ^•'    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

J  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  a.  m.] 

J..00  ^-  ^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

^  *  Express  Train  (via  Oakland   Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  *"■  ^'O 

yj  QQ  p.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

n~*  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to ^vith  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  m.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia-  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  A.  M.] 

yj  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

jT'  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

\Vharf )  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Amve  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  M.] 

yf    OQ  P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^*^  Third  Class    and  Accommodation    Train,    via 

Oakland  Ferry,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  ^-  ■*'■   [Arrive  San  Francisco  9.05  a.  m.] 

A     jn  P.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

T"  *^  senger  (via    Oakland    Ferry)   to    Hay^vards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  M.] 

r  QQ   P.   M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

J  '^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance  for   Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO,  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


a.  m. 

B  6.10 
7.00 
7-3° 
8.00 
S.30 
9.00 
9-30 
10.00 
10.30 


p.  M. 
12.30 
1. 00 
1.30 
2.00 
3.00 

3-3° 
4.00 
4-30 
5.00 
5-30 
6,oo 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
nii-45 


A.  M. 

7.00 
8.00 
9.00 
10.00 
11.00 


1.30 
2.00 
•3.00 
4.00 
5.00 
6.00 
8*7.00 
B*8.IO 

*io.3o 
rii.45 


a,  m. 

B  6.10 
7-30 
8.30 
9-30 
10.30 
11.30 
P.  M. 
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1. 00 

3-3° 
4-30 
5-30 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
"1-45 


A.  M. 

7.00 
10.00 

P.   M. 
3.00 

4-30 


P.   M, 

3-00 


Change  cars 
at  West 
Oakland. 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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P.  M. 
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P.   M. 

9-30 

2.20 
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8.40 
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9.00 
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12.40 
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Change  cars 

5-40 

^ 

4.00 

6.40 

S-oo 

at  West 

A.  M. 

7-50 

6.03 

7.10 

9.00 

B*7-20 

Oakland. 

P.  M. 

10.10 

B'8.3o 

1.20 

*IO.OO 

From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A.  M. 

B  5.20 
B  6.00 
6.50 
7.20 
7-50 
8.25 
8.50 


P.  M. 


1.50 
2.50 
3 -20 
3-So 
4.20 
4.50 
5.20 
5-50 
6,25 
6.50 
8.00 


B — Sutidays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco — Daily — B7.20 — 8.15 — 9.15 — 10.15 

—11.15  A.  M.— 12.15— 1-15— 2-25— 3.15— 4- 15— 5-'5i"-  "■ 

From    Oakland — Daily — B7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — 11.05 

A.    M.  —  12.05 — 1-05 — =-"5 — 3-05 — 4-05 — 3-OSP-  M. 

B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Official  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  107,  Montgoraerv  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  As't 


'J^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CALIFORNIA. 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J,  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair- 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen, 

(62  Wall  Street.)  t  Geo.  L.  Erander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers"  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  tke  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary-  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the   United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  HawaiL 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer    Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers ilessrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Lhnited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

A  uthorized  Capital  Stock $6,ooo,ooc 

Surplus  Earnings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


Fked'k  F.  Low,  1  ,,     ^„ 
ICN.  Steinhart.  P^^^Sers. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital Sj,ooo,ooo 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier, 


AGENTS  —  New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  SaWngs  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Ci^  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA  SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

trustees. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposiL 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated i October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  233  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President 
James  Benson,  Secretarj*  and  Cashier. 


F 


RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
G.  MAKE.  Director. 


M  ULLER'S 

OPTOMETER! 


I  The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
='  Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMEeV  STj, 

lUU«.l(-7ak     I  Near   Bush,    opposite   tlic    C-cidetiW 
i  Hotel. 


:6 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CBICKEIlIiC 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGAST  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Afient  for  Pacific  Coast. 

jy  OwTkcn  of  Chickering  Piajios  arc  spccully  requested 
0  leave  orden  for  tutiinj;  at  wareroom*.  31  Po»t  StreeL 


KNABE  PIANOS, 
iRvisc  Pianos,  Rcicers' Upright  Pianos, 
Prir.Ci  OrcuKS,  ll'.i/,-rs'  Or^iiiu,Slietl  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 

PIANOS 

SCHOM.-VCKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Ptanot  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Sale  on  the  Installment  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


NO.   12  TYLER  STREET,  S.   F. 

Tbc»c  Piaooa  are  all  three-slrioged.  with  ivory  Vcys,  Dot 
imicaiion. 


MR.  FRAZER, 

(Late  of  New  York), 

DISTINGUISHED  PROFESSOR  OF 

MODERN  SOCIETY  DANCING. 

Privalc  SchooUng  E.xclush'tlv. 
ROUND  DANCING  A  SPECIALTY 


/ 


WOULD  MOST  RESPECTFULLY 

call  the  attention  of  parent^  and  younj  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  San  Francisco.  Oakl.-u)d,  and  vicinilv,  to  my 
cight'pa^e  drcular.  c.r.iaining  fuU  infurmatton  upon  the 
treatment  of  Round  I'ar.cinc,  etc,  and  why  so  manv  rAiL 
xs  THE  AfcT.  KcaJ  carefully  all  the  circular  contains,  and 
I  venture  to  way  the  ad*-antagc5  offered  will  pleas*  you.  I 
EXACT  NO  TriTiox  where  I  fail  in  my  underiakins^ 

I  will  occupy  the  large  and  spacious  rooms  oi-er  Mr.  Gray's 
Music  Store  in  about  ten  daj-^.    Those  wishing  hours  for  in- 
stmctioci  mast  apply  early,  as  my  time   is  fast  being  en- 
gaged.    Ofiice  hours,  it  A.  ».  to  i  r.  m.,  at  Mr.  Gravs, 
T-  WILLIAM  FRAZER. 

Grcular*    at    M.  Grays   Music  Store.   117   Post    Street, 
San  Francisco,  and  W.  B,  Hardy's,  Broadway.  Oakland. 


GENUINE   SALE. 

NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

ZSAl/XG     TO    MAKE   ROOM    FOR 

the  daily  arTi\-al  of  new  styles  of  French.  English, 
and  Domestic  Good.N  from  his  New  York  and  Lc^don 
booses,  will  di!>play  a  wej  lai]ge  quantity  of  ancali«l-for 
fcan&eoa  at  greatly  redtton  pnoes,  as  follows  : 


Pants 

Suits 

Orercoats ........... 

Vests. 

.&wn  $3  00 

.       "       17   00 
.       "       15    00 

Coats 

"         .1  rtn 

Geotlemen.  before  ordering  anrwhere.  will  do  well  to  call 
and  inspect  our  daily  arris-al  of  French.  Engltsb,  Scotch, 
and  Domesi  c  Goods. 

No.  -oi  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
320  POST  STREET, 

San   Francisco. 


DECORATION  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AWARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT  I 


7 HE  PARIS  EXPOSITION  HAS  AWARDED    THE  DECORATIOX  OF 
the  Legion'  of  Honor  to  Mr.  Henry  Brewster,  senior  member  of  the  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

(OF  BROOME  STREET,' 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  city  of  New  York.  Also,  the  Gold  Medal,  and  five  Diplomas  of  Merit  to  the  several  foremen  of  departments, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Thirteen  Cam.tces,  a  Park  lirag.  Pleasure  Vehicles,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  the  late  Lxpositioii, 
as  a  recognitioR  of  the  superior  c.vcclience  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

/('.  J.  DONLEY,  the  representativi,  is  now  in  San  Francisco,  and  may  be  found  at 
O.  F.   Witlev  &'  Co.'s,  oral  the  Baldwin. 

Messrs.  O.  F.  UTLLEYZ"  CO.,4,^-;  .mmfgomery  SI., arc  So!c  Agents  in  California. 

BREWSTER  &  GO.  (of  broome  street,) 

Hroadway,  47th  and  4Sth  Streets,  New  York  City. 


MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FLNE  MILLINERY. 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN     STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1114  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


REMOVAL. 

I.  W.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERNIA  BANK,  CORNER  MARKET  AND  Montgomery  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  access.     The  haitdsonest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 


THE  GAL.  FURNITURE  M'FG  CO. 

H.AVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


HERRMANN': 


FALL 


STYLES 


ARE  NOW  OUT  AT 

QOn  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
000  &.  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 


No.  510  S.^CRAMBNTO  StrEBT. 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &  CO. 

FINE-ART    DEALERS. 

free    ART   GALLERY, 


\  complete  assortment  of  ARTISTS'  M.\TERIAt,  GOLD 
FRA.MES,  etc. 


19   AND    2!    POST   STREET, 


JyT/AREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

''  '        KEARNY  AND  SUITER  STREETS. 

SHERMAN,  ^^DE   &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  liijht-runniiig  lock-stitch  Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE  PLACE 

^C^    for  Laiies.  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     S^  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON.' 


SHIRTS  AT 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegiuit,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  \V.  EVANS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


STOVES 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS 

BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 

STORES,  ETC.,  ETC. 

J^HE  LARGEST  STOCK  AND 

the  greatest  \-aricty  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 

500 

Different  Sizes,  Stvles,  and  Patterns  to  select  from. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

Nos.  no,  112,  114,  iiS,  &  120  Battery  St. 

PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  aisortment  of 

T  ADIES'  AND   GENTS   FURNISH- 

■^■^  ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 

INDEPENDENT  LINE 

—  FOR — 

ASTORIA    AND    PORTLAND,   OREGON. 

The  Splendid  Low-pressure,  Side  \\'heel  .Ajncrican  Steam- 
ship 

GREAT    REPUBLIC, 

JAMES  CARROLL Commander 

Will  sail  from  Spear  Street  wharf,  for  the  above  ports, 
On  SATL'RDAVTNov.  16,  at  10  A.  5L 

Steerage  Passage $2  00 

Cabin  Passage 7  00 

In  Bridal  Rooms 10  00 

Freight at  Lowest  Rates 

For  freight  or  passage  apply  at  the  office  on  .Spear 
Street  wharf.  Hckets  also  for  sale  at  No.  3  New  iloni- 
gomcry  Street,  under  Grand  Hotel. 

P.  B.  CORNWALL. 

BEAMISH'S 


The  Ard'onaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  20. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,   NOVEMBER    23,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


THE  DIARY  OF  A  WOMAN.* 


Translated  for  the  Argonaut  from  the  French  of  Octave  FeuUlet. 


BY  JAMES   C.   WARD. 


[concluded  from  last  number.] 

At  last,  feeling  that  he  was  wanting  in  respect  to  me  and 
to  himself,  he  begged  my  pardon,  excused  himself,  tried  to 
torn  his  frenzy  into  a  joke,  and  left  me  on  pleasant  terms 
i  enough,  begging  me,  in  spite  of  all  that  had  happened,  not 
!  to  withdraw  my  friendship  from  him,  I  promised — but  to 
myself  I  promised  the  contrary.  From  never  having  had 
much  confidence  in  him,  I  now  had  none  at  all. 

Five  or  six  days  passed,  when,  astonished  at  not  seeing 
C^cile  again,  who  was  unaccustomed  to  leave  such  intervals 
between  her  visits,  I   determined   to  go  to  her  house,  but 
1     without  much  hope  of  meeting  her,  for  she  lunched  every 
I     day  with  one  or  another  of  her  friends,     I  found  her,  how- 
l     ever,  but  in  company  with  the  Prince  de  Viviane,  who  was 
I     seated  in  front  of  her  at  the  side  of  the  fire.     On  seeing  him 
[     there,  a  painful  sensation,  a  wringing  of  the  heart,  took  pos- 
I     session  of  me.     I  knew  that  up  to  that  time  the  Prince  had 
never  set  foot  in  her  house,  and  that  she  had  complained  bit- 
terly of  it.     Thi^  change  of  habit  annoyed  me,  and  my  an- 
noyance was  not  lessened  when   I   understood,  from  some 
allusions  which  escaped  them,  that  this  visit  had  been  pre 
ceded  by  another  a  few  days  before,  and  what  was  more,  that 
they  were  to  meet   in  the  evening   at  Madame  Godfrey's, 
where  they  were  both  to  dine.     I  could  not  help  establishing 
some  connection  between  these  strange  circumstances  and 
the  equivocal  and  almost  threatening  words  which  the  Prince 
had  left  me  for  adieiix.     He  knew  my  sisterly  love  for  Cecile. 
Had  he  formed  this  plan  for  the  purpose  of  at  least  disturb- 
ing me  in  offering  my  dearest  friend  attentions  which  I  no 
longer  wanted  from  him  ?     Had  he  determined  to  reach  my 
heart  through  hers,  and  revenge  himself  upon  me  through 
her  ?     Disgraceful  and  detestable  as  such  a  design  was,  i  was 
not  so  inexperienced  in  life  as  to  ignore  the  fact  that  the  soul 
of  a  libertine  was  capable  of  conceiving  it.     This  man,  it  is 
true,  in  offering  to  marry  me  had  appeared  to  give  proof  of 
sincere  and  honest  feelings,  but  as  I  was  handsome  he  saw  no 
other  way  of  getting  possession  of  my  person. 

I  waited  impatiently  for  his  departure,  and  was  scarcely 
alone  with  Cecile  before  I  was  on  my  knees  to  her.  Kissing 
her  hands,  I  said  : 

"  Do  let  me  speak  to  you,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Speak,  golden  mouth  !  But  speak  quickly,  for  I  must 
dress.     You  know  I  dine  out." 

"  Will  you  give  me  a  very  great  pleasure,  my  dear  ?  Don't 
dress.  Send  an  excuse  to  this  Madame  Godfrey,  of  whom 
not  much  good  is  said,  and  come  and  dine  with  your  old,  old 
friend." 

"  Ah,  there  you  go  again,"  said  Cecile,  laughing,  but  with 
a  certain  amount  of  frankness.  "  We  might  as  well  clear 
this  matter  up  at  once.  I  am  willing.  What  do  you  re- 
proach me  with  positively  ?  Am  I  behaving  badly  ?  Come, 
now,  can  you  believe  that  ?  No,  you  do  not  believe  it.  You 
know  that  I  am  now  just  what  I  always  have  been — a  little 
creature  with  quicksilver  in  her  veins,  who  loves  the  move- 
ment, tJie  excitement,  the  gayety,  the  compliments,  the 
dance,  and  all  the  tra-la-la  ot  life  ;  but  yet  an  honest  little 
creature  who  does  no  harm,  who  is  devoted  to  her  friends, 
and  who  is  faithful  to  her  husband.  What  more  do  you 
want  ?  " 

"My  dear  child,  I  do  not  blame  you  for  loving  pleasure, 
but  I  do  blame  you  for  loving  that  alone.  You  had  once,  al- 
low me  to  remind  you,  a  more  serious  and  a  truer  conception 
of  life.  In  our  young  girl  talks,  we  imagined  something  bet- 
ter than  this  incessant  dissipation,  this  intoxication  in  which 
alone  you  delight  at  present.  We  gave  a  place,  and  a  large 
place,  in  our  future  existence  to  more  intimate,  more  choice, 
and  more  worthy  pleasures.  Mon  Dieu !  you  do  nothing 
wrong,  it  is  true  ;  but  you  do  nothing  good — you  do  noth- 
ing, for  example,  to  elevate  your  tastes,  your  sentiments,  your 
ideas ;  you  are  developing  only  in  the  direction  of  your  faults, 
and  then,  believe  me,  this  continual  levity  in  your  carriage  and 
language  is  not  without  danger  in  the  long  run.  For  all  the 
serious  things  of  life  bind,  enchain  themselves  together  ; 
honesty  and  virtue  are  serious  things,  and  have  need  of  some- 
thing serious  on  which  to  lean.  They  fade  away  in  the  un- 
certainty and  frivolity  of  an  existence  which  is  all  outside. 
They  lose  in  it,  little  by  little,  that  consistency  and  solidity 
■  which  are  essential  to  them,  and  without  which  they  have  not 
the  strength  necessary  to  govern  our  passions.  It  is  thus 
that  a  woman  finds  herself  disarmed  before  the  slightest 
temptation,  the  least  seduction.  And  now  let  me  beseech 
you,  my  dear  child,  to  pause  on  the  brink  of  this  precipice  ; 
and  allow  me  to  add  that  the  absence  of  your  husband  fur- 
I  nishes  you  with  an  excellent  opportunity,  and  even  imposes 
'  it  as  a  duty." 

She  listened,  alas  !  with  a  sort  of  impatient  absence  of 
mind,  beating  the  carpet  with  her  Httle  foot 

"  Well,  suppose  it  is  so,"  replied  she.  "  It  is  possible  there 
maybe  some  truth  in  your  sermon.  I  will  think  it  over  ;  but 
as  for  this  evening,  I  promised  Madame  Godfrey  solemnly, 
and  go  I  must." 

"  1  pray  you  not  to." 

"But  come,  now,  why  this  insistence?  Why  do  you  hold 
so  particularly  to  my  not  going  this  evening  to  Madame  God- 
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frey's  ?  Come,  be  frank.  It  is  on  account  of  the  Prince  de 
Viviane,  whom  you  were  put  out  to  find  at  my  house?" 

^'■Mon  Dieu  !  perhaps  it  is  so,"  said  I. 

"Ah,  well,  that  is  amusing  at  any  rate.  It  appears,  then, 
that  you  would  reserve  him  exclusively  to  yourself," 

*'  I  reserve  him  so  little  that  I  have  refused  his  heart  and 
his  hand,  both  of  which  he  offered  me  five  days  ago.  If  I 
betray  this  secret,  it  is  because  I  feel  myself  obliged  to  put 
you  on  your  guard  against  a  man  whom  I  believe  to  be  infi- 
nitely dangerous.  I  shall  be  easy  now,  for,  supposing  he  con- 
templates making  love  to  you,  as  he  seems  disposed  to,  you 
will  be  prepared  as  to  the  sincerity  of  the  sentiments  he  will 
express  to  you.  I  know  your  delicacy  of  feeling  and  your 
pride,  and  I  know  what  reception  a  rejected  lover  may  ex- 
pect from  you  when  daring  to  ask  you  to  console  him," 

She  rose  up  before  me,  her  eyes  flashing  fire, 

"  I  don't  believe  you,"  cried  she  ;  "  I  don't  believe  a  word 
you  have  told  me.  Acknowledge  the  truth — you  are  jealous 
— that's  it" 

"  Cecile,  can  it  be  you  who  are  talking  to  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  me,  and  I  say  you  are  jealous.  What !  For 
two  years  you  have  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing  the  Prince 
tete-a-tete  every  day,  or  nearly  so,  and  it  is  all  right  and  proper; 
but  because  he  comes  to  my  house  twice  by  accident,  all  is 
lost.  Come,  now,  you  are  jealous,  mon  Dieu  !  Well,  don't 
be  uneasy.  I  will  send  you  back  your  Prince.  I  don't  want 
him." 

"Ah,  my  poor  child,  whence  comes  that  tone?  Do  you 
realize  that  you  are  offending  me?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  is  you  who  have  been  offending  me 
for  the  past  hour  ;  and  indeed  you  always  are  offending  me 
by  treating  me  as  though  I  were  a  child  without  any  sense 
or  a  woman  without  any  honor.  Come,  good  evening  !  Let 
me  dress  myself" 

Half  dazed  with  surprise  and  grief,  my  eyes  sought  hers, 
but  in  vain.  She  avoided  my  look,  and  I  walked  toward  the 
door. 

"  Charlotte,"  said  she,  "  come,  let  me  take  your  hand." 

"  No,"  said  I,  "you  do  not  deserve  it,"  and  I  left  her. 

I  went  home  with  an  aching  heart.  In  the  first  moment 
of  my  grief  it.  seemed  as  though  everything  was  g_iving  way 
about  me,  everything  leaving  me.  I  was  parting' from  the 
dearest  friendship  of  my  life,  and  at  the  same  time  I  was  los- 
ing that  immense  interest  connected  with  it,  and  on  which  I 
had  counted  to  give  occupation  and  peace  to  my  heart  I 
found  in  consequence  of  C^cile's  obstinacy  that  it  would  be 
impossible  for  me  to  fulfill  the  engagement  I  had  made  with 
her  husband.  How  could  I  ask  him  henceforth  for  his  co- 
operation and  good  will  in  a  reconciliation  toward  which  his 
wife  refused  to  lend  herself?  How  inform  him  of  this  sad 
truth?     How  could  I  even  see  him  again? 

Upon  reflection,  however,  my  agitation  became  quieted 
little  by  little,  for  I  said  to  myself  that  it  was  impossible  that 
Cecile  was  entirely  transformed  and  hardened  to  such  a  de- 
gree as  to  have  become  a  person  absolutely  different  from 
her  former  self.  I  remembered  that  she  had  before  this  had 
these  attacks  of  ill-humor  and  anger  with  me,  which  she  had 
always  regretted,  and  that  her  excellent  heart  soon  gained 
the  upper  hand.  I  hoped  that  it  might  be  so  now,  and  that 
she  would  come  to  me  the  next  day  confused  and  repentant 

But  I  was  not  destined  to  pass  the  next  day  in  Paris.  I 
received  early  in  the  morning  from  Madame  Hemery,  the 
housekeeper  of  Madame  de  Louvercy,  a  letter  which  in- 
formed me  that  my  mother-in-law  was  very  ill,  and  wished 
to  see  me  and  her  little  grandaughter,  I  forgot  every  other 
trouble,  and  left  for  Louvercy  with  my  daughter. 

My  mother-in-law  had  a  violent  attack  of  bronchitis,  which 
from  the  first  presented  symptoms  alarming  to  her  physician  ; 
but  the  pain  was  soon  relieved,  and  eight  days  after  our  ar- 
rival she  was  out  of  danger.  I  had  a  great  mind  to  return 
to  Paris,  but  that  seemed  impossible,  as  it  was  already  De- 
cember, and  it  was  understood  that  each  year  I  was  to  bring 
my  daughter  to  her  grandmother's  to  spend  the  holidays, 
from  which  we  were  separated  by  only  a  short  interval,  so  I 
had  no  excuse  for  curtailing  my  sojourn. 

About  that  time  there  came  a  letter  fi-om  Cecile  which  re- 
lieved me  of  a  portion  of  my  anxiety,  but  still  left  enough  to 
trouble  me,  and  pretty  seriously,  too.  Here  is  her  letter, 
which  a  little  later  was  to  play  an  important  part  in  a  very 
sorrowfiil  event: 

CECILE    D'EELIS  TO   CHARLO'ITE  DE   LOUVERCY. 

"My  well  BELOVED  CHARLOTTE: — I  have  been  running 
to  your  house  ever  since  Monday  like  a  crazy  creature.  The 
news  of  your  departure  frightened  me,  and  I  was  obliged  to 
return  to  my  home  with  a  mountain  pressing  down  upon  my 
heart.  Oh,  ma  cherie^  say  that  we  have  not  quarreled. 
When  you  refused  to  give  me  your  hand  the  other  evening, 
it  seemed  as  though  my  good  angel  had  abandoned  me,  and 
that  I  was  falling  to — I  don't  know  where.  Oh,  my  Char- 
lotte, I  did  not  believe  one  word  of  the  base  things  I  said  to 
you.  I  beg  your  pardon  upon  my  knees.  You  have  a  thou- 
sand times  reason  to  blame  my  miserable  course  of  life;  but 
the  cause  of  all  is  that  I  am  unhappy,  frightfully  unhappy. 
My  husband  is  an  excellent  man,  full  of  merit  and  honor,  but 
he  has  one  cerrible  fault — he  does  not  love  me.  For  a  long 
time  I  have  been  aware  of  it,  almost  from  the  first,  and  that 
is  what  kills  me.  He  does  not  maltreat  me.  Grand  Dieu., 
no.  He  is  kind  to  me,  but  with  a  kindness  that  chills  me.  i 
He  does  not  love  me.      Well,  what  can  a  woman  do  who  I 


knows  that?  There  is  but  one  remedy — not  to  think,  not  to 
reflect,  but  hanging  bells  on  her  head  and  bells  on  her  heels, 
Uy  to  drown  herself  in  their  noise;  and  even  that  does  not 
always  suffice.  There  are  moments  when  my  heart  fails  me, 
when  my  head  loses  itself  entirely,  when  I  feel  almost  on 
the  point  of  doing  something  desperate,  of  committing  a  last 
and  irreparable  folly.  You  can  see  whether  I  have  need  of 
your  love.     As  for  myself,  I  adore  you  !  Cecile." 

This  letter  frightened  me,  not  only  on  account  of  the  dis- 
ordered state  of  mind  with  which  it  was  stamped,  but  above 
all  because  of  the  strange  insistence  with  which  Cecile  for 
the  first  time  complained  of  the  wrongs  of  her  husband,  of 
which  before  that  she  had  appeared  so  little  sensible.  One 
would  say  that  she  had  been  searching  for  grievances,  so  as 
to  create  or  prepare  excuses  for  herself,  and  had  suddenly 
discovered  them. 

I  answered  her  the  same  day  in  a  long  letter.  I  tried  to 
calm  her  excitement  by  assuring  her,  first,  of  my  tender 
friendship  for  her,  one  moment  rufl^ed,  but  not  the  less  re- 
maining entire  and  unalterable;  then  I  tried  to  prove  to  her 
that  her  husband  had  sinned  toward  her  only  in  the  excess 
of  his  kindness;  that  she  could  not  seriously  reproach  him 
for  not  having  abandoned  his  work,  his  career,  and  his  future, 
to  take  part  in  all  the  pleasures  of  his  wife;  that  she  would 
have  been  the  first  to  blame  him,  and  even  to  suffer  in  her 
pride  for  his  doing  so;  that  injustice  it  would  be  more  nat- 
ural for  her  to  be  sorrj'  for  her  want  of  affection,  since  he 
had  made  many  sacrifices  for  her  and  she  had  made  none 
for  him;  that  perhaps — that  certainly,  even — in  the  secret 
recesses  of  his  heart  Monsieur  d'Eblis  had  reproached  him- 
self for  all  that  she  had  reproached  him  with;  that  it  de- 
pended entirely  upon  herself  to  melt  the  ice  that  had  formed 
between  them;  and  that  I  had  reason  to  believe  the  smallest 
effort  on  her  part  to  get  nearer  to  her  husband  again  would 
be  received  by  him  with  unbounded  gratitude;  that,  finally, 
I  had  promised  myself  to  try  and  put  an  end  to  the  unfortu- 
nate misunderstanding  between  them,  and  if  she  would  but 
aid  me  a  little,  the  new  year,  which  she  was  soon  to  begin, 
would  see  happiness  again  settling  at  her  fireside  at  the 
same  time  that  she  settled  down  there  herself.  I  ended  by 
saying  that  her  husband  had  begged  her  before  his  depart- 
ure to  write  to  him  almost  every  day,  and  I  entreated  her  to 
respond  to  this  request  with  less  levity  than  she  had  at  first 
shown,  as  it  certainly  was  not  a  mark  of  indifference. 

Somewhat  reassured  after  having  sent  the  letter,  I  was 
still  more  so  upon  receiving  a  (&\v  days  after  from  Cecile  a 
rather  short  note,  in  which  she  seemed  to  show  considerable 
calmness  and  wisdom.  She  thanked  me  very  affectionately, 
and  said  that  I  was  right  and  that  she  had  spoiled  her  own 
happiness;  but  she  had  decided  to  repair  every  wrong.  She 
awaited  the  return  of  her  husband  with  impatience  to  com- 
mence an  immediate  reform;  but  nevertheless  she  added 
she  awaited  him  with  trembling,  because  her  attachment  for 
him  had  always  been  mingled  with  a  little  fear. 

This  language,  though  in  singular  contrast  with  the  tone 
of  her  preceding  letter,  seemed  to  me  to  be  natural  and 
true,  and  knowing  that  Monsieur  d'Eblis  was  to  return  to 
Paris  the  following  week  I  felt  freed  from  all  the  painful  ap- 
prehensions I  had  brought  with  me  to  Louvercy, 

On  the  evening  of  the  17th  of  December,  Madame  de 
Louvercy,  my  daughter,  and  I  were  just  finishmg  dinner, 
when  we  thought  we  heard  the  sound  of  bells  and  the  crack- 
ing of  a  whip  in  the  avenue.  We  all  three  listened  with  sur- 
prise, for  we  were  living  very  retired.  With  the  exception 
of  the  cure  and  the  doctor  who  came  during  the  day  we  re- 
ceived no  one,  and  we  were  still  farther  from  expecting  the 
visit  of  a  stranger,  because  the  weather  was  extremely  cold. 
It  was  freezing  very  fast;  snow,  which  had  been  falling  since 
the  day  before,  covered  our  woods,  and  seemed  to  separate 
us  from  the  rest  of  the  world.  One  becomes  ver>-  inquisi- 
tive in  the  country.     My  daughter  ran  to  the  window. 

"  It  is  a  carriage,"  cried  she.  "  I  see  the  lights  which 
keep  coming  and  coming." 

I  arose  also,  passed  my  handkerchief  over  the  glass  to  re- 
move the  frost  from  it,  and  perceived  in  fact  the  dark  form 
of  a  carriage  which  stood  out  from  the  background  of  snow, 
and  came  on  slowly  toward  the  chateau  along  the  side  of  the 
frozen  pond.  Apart  from  the  feeble  tinkling  of  the  bells  no 
noise  was  heard,  the  wheels  sliding  rather  than  rolling  over 
the  thick  white  carpet  which  covered  the  ground. 

My  mother-in-law  and  1  were  looking  inquiringly  at  each 
other,  when  the  door  suddenly  opened,  and  we  could  not  sup- 
press a  cr)'  of  surprise  on  seeing  Cdcile  enter.  She  came 
towards  us  in  her  blunt  and  rapid  way,  kissed  her  aunt  and 
then  me,  laughing  in  a  nen'ous  manner, 

"  I  wished  to  surprise  you,"  said  she.  "  My  husband  wrote 
me  that  he  could  not  return  for  eight  days,  and  I  took  a  no- 
tion to  pass  the  eight  days  with  you,  and  here  1  am — only  I 
came  near  remaining  on  the  road  in  the  snow-storm.  We 
were  more  than  three  hours  in  coming  from  the  station.  I 
am  chilled.     I  shiver  all  over  with  the  cold." 

In  fact,  she  was  shivering  in  all  her  members.  I  was 
struck  at  the  same  time  by  her  paleness,  and  the  changed 
look  which  her  features  bore,  but  1  attributed  this  to  the  cold 
and  the  discomfort  which  came  with  it 

While  her  aunt  gently  scolded  her  for  her  folly,  and  at 
the  same  time  thanked  her  for   her  kindness  in   coiv     -.  I 
made  her  sit  down  before  the  fire,  and  then  gave'- 
have  dinner  brought  for  her.     But  she  would  eat 
She  said  she  had  dined  at  Mantes.     Then  she   le^ 
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late  with  a  feverish  volubility  the  incidents  of  her  trip,  the 
trouble  she  had  had  to  find  a   carriage  at  the  station,  the 
fright  of  her  maid  in  the  midst  of  the  woods  covered  with  I 
snow.     She  stopped  at  times,  and   remained  with  her  eyes  j 
fi.\ed  on  something  before   her.     Then  she  hastily  took  up 
her  recital  again,  and  with  it  her  childlike  laugh,     .About  | 
nine  o'clock  Madame  de  Louvercy,  who  was  still  suffering  a 
little,  begged  to  be  e.\cu5ed,  and  went  up  to  her  room. 

"  You  will  do  well,"  said  I  to  Cdcile,  "  to  go  and  rest  also. 
You  look  ver)'  tired.     We  will  talk  to-morrow  at  our  ease." 

"  No,  no,''  said  she ;  "I  am  rested.  Let's  go  to  your 
room.     We  can  talk  there  better  than  in  the  salon." 

My  room  was  the  same  which  I  had  occupied  six  years  be- 
fore, during  my  first  visit  to  Louvercy,  in  the  tower  of  the 
chateau.  I  preferred  it  to  any  other  because  of  the  recol- 
lections which  it  brought  me.  Besides  it  joined  the  one  my 
grandmother  had  used,  into  which  1  had  put  my  daughter. 
CiJcile  and  I  went  to  it,  preceded  by  Xfadame  Heniery,  the 
*ousekteper,  who  carrietl  a  candle.  She  stirred  up  the  fire 
and  left  us.  Hardly  had  she  disappeared  before  Cecile 
threw  her  hat  upon  the  bed,  and  went  <iuickly  to  shut  the 
double  door,  which  had  been  left  half  open  ;  then  returning 
to  me  with  an  unnatural  step,  she  fi.xed  her  eyes  on  mine 
with  a  frightfully  wandering  expression,  placed  her  two  hands 
on  my  shoulders,  and  speaking  in  a  low,  dull  tone,  which  I 
shall  never  forget,  she  said  : 

"  Charlotte,  1  am  ruined." 

A  deathlike  chill  passed  through  my  veins. 

"  Mon  DUu .' ''  said  I,  in  a  whisper,  "  what  do  you  mean .'" 

"It  is  the  truth,"  replied  she,  in  the  same  tone,  '•  1  am 
ruined." 

For  some  moments  I  was  entirely  overcome,  without  be- 
ing able  to  move  or  to  speak  ;  then  questioning  her  with  a 
look: 

"The  Prince?'  s.-iid  L 

She  moved  her  head  sadly  in  sign  of  affirmation. 

"You  are  his  mistress.'"  asked  1,  lower  still. 

"  I   have  been  his  mistress  ....  yes yesterday ....  on 

leaving  the   ball how?    why? I    do  not  know! 1 

gave  myself for  no  reason without   any  passion. . . . 

without  any  desire ....  w  ithout  any  excuse ....  like  any  miser- 
able woman  of  the  town." 

I  saw  her  totter,  and  sustained  her  and  aided  her  to  get  to 
a  sofa,  on  which  she  sank  down,  I  fell  on  my  knees  before 
her,  and  with  my  head  in  my  hands  I  burst  into  tears.  At 
the  end  of  a  moment  I  felt  her  hand  passing  gently  over  my 
hair. 

" Good  Charlotte,'  murmured  she,  " do  you  weep  for  me ? 
Ah,  I  had  been  virtuous  up  to  that  time,  I  assure  you.    And 

to  think  that  1  never  more  can  be  so never. ..  .that  I 

have  that  mark  on  my  brow that  shame  in  rhy  heart,  for 

the  rest  »l  my  life  !  Can  it  be  true  ?  Is  it  possible  ?  Great 
God,  what  an  awakening  !  Ah,  if  they  knew ....  if  they  only 
knew!" 

"  Oh,  my  poor  child  ! "  said  I,  kissing  hei  hands.  She 
withdrew  them. 

"  No,  no,"  said  she,  "  I  beseech  yovr !  I  am  no  longer 
worthy  of  that.  I  have  become  horrible  to  myself.  -Ah,  my 
God,  have  pity  on  me !  Make  me  crazy,  I  beseech  you  ! " 
and  she  convulsively  joined  her  suppliant  hands. 

"  .And  now,"  cried  she,  raising  herself  suddenly,  "  what 
am  I  to  do?  For  I  liedjust  now  when  I  told  you  that  my  hus- 
band was  not  to  return  for  eight  days.  He  comes  to-morrow. 
To-morrow  !  Do  you  hear  ?  That  is  why  I  ran  away — that 
is  why  I  came  to  throw  myself  into  your  arms,  to  ask  you 
what  I  must  do.  I  can  not  see  him  again — I  can  not.  He 
was  so  kind  to  me — so  kind  !     And  he  is  so  honest,  he  is  !  " 

"  Ma  cliirie,  you  must  see  him  again,"  said  I  through  my 
tears. 

'•  What,  can  you  wish  it  ?  It  is  impossible — unless  I  tell 
him  all.  Yes,  I  want  to  tell  him  all,  whatever  may  happen 
afterward.  Let  him  kill  me,  or  let  him  forgive  me,  I  shall  at 
least  be  delivered.  Is  it  not  so  ?  I  must  confess.  Do  you 
advise  me  to  ? ' 

I  said  nothing. 

"  Then,"  said  she,  standing  up,  "  there  is  nothing  left  me 
but  to  die." 

I  forced  her  gently  to  sit  down  again,  and  I  sat  beside  her. 

"  Be  calm.     Let  us  be  calm,    my  Cecile,  1  beseech  you. 
Let  me  think — reflect.     It  is  all  so  sudden — so  confusing.  ! 
Let  us  see.     You  ask  me  if  you  ought  to  confess  your  fault 
to  your  husband.     Mon  dieu!  I  hardly  dare  say  no — for  after  I 
all  it  is  a  good  thing  to  do,  and  yet  1  scarcely  think  it  is  wise.  I 
In  the  first  place,  these  are  offenses  which  men  rarely  fur-  j 
give,  and  besides  he  would  revenge  himself,  your  husband 
would.     You  would  name  no  one,  I  know  that  well  enough. 
But  he  would  inform  himself.     It  would  be  difBcult  to  keep 
the  truth  from  him,  and  you  can  foresee  what  would  happen 
then.     Finally,  nui  chirie,  even  in  putting  .aside  that  danger, 
even  supposing  a  pardon,  I  think  that  confessing  your  fault 
would  be  to  hazard — yes,  even   to  lose  certainly — the  little 
happiness  that  might  still  be  hoped  for  between  you." 

"  What  happiness,  ^rand  Dieu  .'  can  I  hope  for,  or  give  to 
him,  with  the  secret  of  this  crime  between  us?" 

"  As  for  the  fault,'  replied  I,  "  you  alone  would  know  of  it, 
and  alone  would  suffer  from  it.  It  seems  to  me  that  it  would 
almost  aggravate  it  to  cause  your  husband  to  share  in  its 
grief  and  shame,  and  it  is  something  of  an  expiation  for  you 
to  keep  all  its  bitterness  to  yourself" 

"  I  could  not,"  said  she,  in  a  whisper,  shaking  her  head 
dejectedly. 

Her  beautiful  hair,  aH  undone,  covered  her  shoulders  and 
partly  hid  her  forehead  and  her  face.  Her  arms  hung  life- 
less by  her  sides,  and  her  eyes  were  looking  into  vacancy 
with  a  gaze  fearful  to  behold.  It  was  so  heart-rending  an 
image  of  absolute  despair  that  anything  seemed  right  which 
would  raise  her  courage  a  little. 

"  .\fa  cluri.'."  said  I,  pressing  her  to  my  heart,  "you 
thought  that  you  were  not  beloved — that  is  what  has  been 
the  cause  of  your  ruin.  I  do  not  wish  to  extenuate  your 
fault,  which  has  been  great,  but  you  are  nevertheless  not 
without  excuse — at  least,  you  thought  so." 

"  Excuse  I ""  exclaimed  she,  bitterly.  "  I  had  not  the 
shadow  of  one.'' 

"  Remember,  you  wTote  me  not  long  ago  that  it  was  the 
indifference  and  neglect  of  your  husband  which  drove  you  to 
this  irregular  and  giddy  life.     Do  you  remember?  " 

"  I  was  lying,"  said  she,  in  a  gloomy  tone.  "  You  knew  it 
V. ei;.  It  was  1  who  was  discouraging  my  husbancL  It  was  I 
■^b.o  was  neglecting  him.     I  preferred  my  stupid  pleasures  to 


his  affection,  to  happiness,  and  to  honor.  That  is  the  truth. 
You  yourself  predicted  where  it  would  lead  me.  No,_  I  have 
no  excuse — not  one." 

"  Well,  notwithstanding  all  that  has  happened,  we  must 
not  despair.  Let  us  see.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  1  would  do 
if  I  were  at  the  same  time  guilty  and  repentant  as  you  are  ? 
Shall  1  tell  you  to  what  sentiment,  to  what  hope,  I  should 
cling? " 

"  'Tell  me." 

"  Listen  :  I  would  pass  the  rest  of  my  life  trying  to  repair 
my  fault  by  conduct  entirely  opposite  to  that  which  rendered 
me  so  guilty  and  so  miserable.  I  would  confine  myself  to 
my  simple  duties,  as  I  would  were  1  in  a  cloister.  I  would 
make  myself  beloved  and  blessed  by  the  one  whom  in  one 
weak  moment  I  had  had  the  misfortune  to  wrong.  I  would 
deny  myself  anything  to  please  him,  I  would  live  only  to 
consecrate  and  devote  myself  to  him,  and  do  for  him  finally 
what  a  nun  does  for  her  God.  .And  then  1  assure  you  that  a 
day  would  come  in  which  I  could  feel  almost  consoled  and 
pardoned." 

Her  eyes  brightened,  and  she  kissed  me. 

"  I  think  you  will  save  me,"  said  she.  "  Yes,  it  seems  to 
me  as  though  that  might  be  possible.  Only  1  can  no  longer 
think — my  head  is  no  longer  right.  So,  then,  you  really 
think  I  may  look  upon  him  again  ? " 

"  Certainly  you  may,  and  you  ought  to  do  so." 

She  regarded  me  with  the  look  of  a  frightened  child,  add- 
ing :  "  And  kiss  him  ?" 

I  made  a  sign  that  she  might. 

"  Then,"  replied  she,  "  I  must  leave  for  Paris  to-morrow, 
for  he  will  be  at  home  at  four  o'clock." 

"  Yes,  you  must  do  so,  ma  c/itrit:  You  must  be  there  at 
the  moment  of  his  return.  I  will  take  you  myself  to  the 
station  for  the  nine  o'clock  train." 

And  so  it  was  arranged.  We  were  to  imagine  that  a  dis- 
patch came  from  Monsieur  d'Eblis  to  explain  this  sudden 
departure  to  Madame  de  Louvercy.  I  waited  upon  C(^cile 
to  her  room.  I  helped  her  to  undress,  and  I  did  not  leave 
her  until  I  had  seen  her  in  bed.  Entirely  exhausted  by  so 
great  an  excitement,  she  seemed  at  last  more  calm  and  about 
to  go  to  sleep.  I  kissed  her  again,  and  went  myself  to  seek 
a  few  moments  of  repose,  but  1  did  not  find  them. 

A  little  after  seven  o'clock  the  next  morning,  when  it  was 
scarcely  light,  I  arose  and  went  to  Cdcile's  apartment.  I 
knocked  at  her  chamber  door,  but  no  one  answered.  I  went 
in.  Two  candles  were  almost  burnt  out  on  her  mantelpiece. 
I  went  to  the  bed  ;  it  was  empty.  Very  much  surprised,  I 
cast  a  rapid  look  around  me.  .All  her  yesterda)''s  toilet — her 
dress,  her  fur  cloak,  her  hat — were  here  and  there  on  the 
pieces  of  furniture  where  we  had  left  them.  In  one  corner 
of  the  chamber  her  trunk  was  opened,  and  the  trays  turned 
upside  down.  I  had  noticed  in  it  the  e\-ening  before,  not 
without  some  surprise,  a  light  ball  dress  of  mauve  colored 
silk,  which  C(?cile  told  me  that  her  maid  Julia  had  put  in  the 
trunk  by  mistake.  The  dress  was  no  longer  there.  It 
seemed  as  though  I  was  almost  losing  my  senses,  and  a  vague 
feeling  of  terror  crept  over  me.  I  was  about  to  ring  or  call, 
when  my  eyes  fell  upon  a  letter  placed  so  it  would  be  seen 
on  the  marble  mantelpiece  between  the  two  lighted  candles. 
I  seized  it ;  it  was  addressed  to  me,  and  I  recognized  C^c ile's 
handwriting.     On  opening  it,  this  is  what  I  read  : 

"  My  dearly  beloved  Charlotte,  positively  I  can  not  bear 
to  see  him  again.  Notwithstanding  my  faults,  I  am  yet  too 
honest  for  that.  I  am  about  to  die,  ma  paiivre  chhie.  For- 
give me  for  the  pain  1  am  giving  you.  I  think  that  God,  after 
all,  will  receive  me  with  kindness  because  He  sees  how  much 
I  suffer.  I  loved  life  so  dearly,  but  there  is  no  other  way, 
you  see.  I  had  already  thought  of  it  last  night  as  I  came 
from  the  station  to  the  chateau.  All  along  the  road,. when  I 
saw  the  deep  snow  over  the  country,  I  said  to  myself  that  I 
wished  I  was  lying  in  it  and  asleep  forever.  That  is  the 
death  which  I  have  chosen.  I  have  read,  I  don't  know 
where,  that  one  does  not  suffer  much,  and  that  after  the  first 
shock  is  passed  one  sleeps  quietly.  I  hope  it  will  be  so  with 
me.  You  know  where  to  find  me,  ma  cliirie.  A'ou  remem- 
ber I  told  you  once  that  I  wished  to  be  buried  there  ?  I 
don't  believe  that  is  possible,  but  I  wish  at  least  to  die  there. 
It  was  there  that  he  told  me  that  he  loved  me — there  that  he 
asked  me  to  be  his  wife.  Alas  I  yes,  I  was  very  willing — for 
I  loved  him  dearly,  and  I  was  very  proud  of  his  love,  which 
I  have  not  known  how  to  keep.  'Tell  him  all.  I  desire  you, 
I  beseech  you,  to  do  it.  Tell  him  of  my  crime,  of  my  in- 
famy ;  but  tell  him  also  of  my  repentance,  won't  you?  It 
was  you  he  should  have  loved,  it  was  you  he  should  have 
chosen.  I  always  thought  so.  You  alone  were  worthy  of 
him.  How  I  wish  he  would  see  it  now  !  It  is  my  last  wish. 
You  are  both  free,  and  then,  if  you  owe  me  your  happiness 
at  last,  you  might  have  more  pity,  you  might  both  of  you  for- 
give more  sincerely  your  poor  little  dead  one. 

"Thy  Cecile." 

This  letter  has  often  been  bathed  with  my  tears,  but  it  was 
not  at  that  moment.  I  was  beside  myself;  neither  thought, 
nor  voice,  nor  tears  were  left  me.  All  at  once  the  idea  that 
each  moment  lost  might  prove  irreparable  brought  me  to  my 
senses.  I  ran  to  my  room.  I  called  one  of  my  servants, 
Jean,  my  husband's  old  soldier,  who  had  remained  in  my 
ser\'ice  and  in  whom  I  had  great  confidence.  I  told  him  in 
a  few  words  that  I  had  to  go  into  the  park,  and  that  I  wished 
him  to  accompany  me.  He  was  evidently  struck  with  the 
change  in  my  voice  and  the  expression  of  my  features,  but 
he  did  not  say  anything.  I  got  ready  and  he  was  ready  in 
an  instant,  and  we  left  the  chateau  by  the  stable  door  so  as 
not  to  attract  attention. 

I  had,  however,  to  confide  to  this  man  all  that  I  dared 
tell  about  the  frightful  truth.  I  commenced,  therefore,  as 
we  walked  along  this  explanation  which  I  had  hastily  pre- 
pared: Madame  d'Eblis,  I  said,  had  retired  the  night  before 
in  a  feverish  condition,  the  consequence  of  the  fatigue  of  the 
journey  through  the  snow.  In  her  agitation  she  told  me,  as 
though  dreaming  some  very  strange  things — that  her  head 
was  burning,  that  she  wanted  to  go  out,  to  go  into  the  park, 
to  sleep  in  the  snow.  Unfortunately  I  had  not  attached 
much  importance  to  these  feverish  words,  particularly  on 
seeing  her  go  soundly  to  sleep;  but  this  morning  when  I 
went  to  see  how  she  was,  I  had  not  found  her  in  her  room, 
and  I  had  satisfied  myself  shew-as  not  in  the  chateau.  Other 
indications  also  led  me  to  fear  that  her  fever  had  increased 
during  the  night,  and  that  in  a  delirious  condition  she  had 


tried  to  realize  her  unfortunate  reveries;  that  at  first  we 
would  look  for  her  traces  near  that  retired  portion  of  the 
park  called  the  Hermitage.  I  supposed  in  her  wanderings 
she  could  not  help  going  in  that  direction,  because  the  Her- 
mitage had  always  been  a  favorite  spot  in  her  walks.  Fi- 
nally, that  I  had  notified  no  one  but  himself,  because  I 
wished  to  spare  Madame  de  Louvercy  any  share  in  my  anx- 
ieties while  there  remained  to  me  the  least  glimmer  of  hope. 

Jean,  after  his  first  exclamation  of  surprise,  had  an  idea 
which  had  not  occurred  to  me.  He  retraced  his  steps  quickly 
as  far  as  the  lodge,  and  sent  the  cottciergt-  to  look  up  the 
family  physician.  Then  we  recommenced  our  walk  which 
the  depth  of  the  snow  rendered  ver)'  difficult  and  very  slow 
(which  I  was  not  sorn'  for).  Several  roads  leading  from  the 
ch.iteau  to  the  Hermitage  crossing  each  other,  we  took  the 
shortest.  On  it  the  snow  presented  an  even  and  undisturbed 
surface;  no  one  had  passed  over  it.  A  little  hope  entered 
my  heart;  but  on  the  turn  of  the  first  avenue,  Jean  who  was 
ahead  of  me  stopped  suddenly,  uttering  a  dry.  I  ran  for- 
ward, and  saw  with  feelings  of  inexpressible  anguish  the 
tracks  of  two  little  feet,  of  two  narrow,  well-made  shoes, 
which  alone  disturbed  the  surface  of  the  pure  white  field. 
We  looked  sorrowfully  at  each  other. 

"  Come,  let  us  go  on  quickly,"  said  I,  in  a  low  tone,  and 
we  hastened  our  steps  still  more.  Following  for  a  long  lime, 
alas  !  these  tracks,  in  the  midst  of  the  frightful  silence  of  the 
woods,  under  the  gray  sky,  hanging  so  low  and  looking  so 
gloomy  on  that  sad  winter  morning,  they  led  us  almost  out 
of  the  park;  then  they  turned  suddenly  and  were  lost  in  the 
the  path  which  traverses  the  coppice,  and  which  ends  a  few 
steps  from  the  Hermitage. 

"Madame  is  right,"  said  Jean,  in  a  whisper;  "she  is 
there." 

He  saw  that  I  stopped  and  was  tottering.  He  begged  me 
to  lean  on  his  arm;  but  I  could  not  do  that,  the  path  was 
too  narrow  for  us  two.  I  passed  before  him  and  went  for- 
ward.    Yes,  in  fact,  she  was  there  ! 

I  have  described  elsewhere  in  these  pages  this  glade  of 
the  Hermitage,  its  exceptional  and  poetic  solitude,  its  groups 
of  ver)'  old  trees  placed  here  and  there  apart  from  each 
other,  its  little  arched  fountain,  its  air  of  profound  retire- 
ment. She  was  there  !  At  the  egress  of  the  path  my  first 
look  discovered  her,  and  yet  one  could  scarcely  perceive  her. 
She  was  lying  there  in  her  pale  colored  dress  and  laces,  the 
head  a  little  raised  and  leaning  against  one  of  the  large 
beech  trees  which  shaded  the  fountain.  A  little  snow  had 
fallen  during  the  night,  which  had  covered  her  with  a  kind  of 
gauze.  I  remembei,  also,  that  from  time  to  time  light  flakes 
became  detached  from  the  branches  over  her  head,  and  float- 
ed gently  down  upon  her. 

I  threw  myself  down  beside  her.  "  Ce'cile  !  Cecile  !  "cried 
I.  I  kneeled,  I  took  and  pressed  her  cold  hand,  colder  even 
than  the  snow.  Nothing. ..  .the  heart  no  longer  beat.... 
her  color  had  become  bluish. . .  .she  was  dead  ! 

Ah,  poor,  dear  child  !  It  was  then  that  my  tears  ^came 
back  again. 

And  yet  I  could  not  believe  it.  In  spite  of  the  sad  attest- 
ations of  my  companion,  I  hoped  still.  Remembering  that 
the  distance  was  short  from  the  park  limits  to  the  huts  of  the 
charcoal  burners,  I  told  Jean  to  try  to  carry  her  to  them. 
We  might  be  able  to  warm  her  there  and  cause  her  to  revive. 
The  brave  man,  who  wept  like  a  child,  took  her  up  rigid  as 
she  was  in  his  arms,  and  we  directed  our  steps,  I  following 
him,  to  the  huts.  What  a  walk  !  What  a  scene  1  The 
desolate  look  of  the  country  about  us — the  beautiful  dead 
body  in  its  ball  dress,  assumed,  I  always  thought,  from  a 
strange,  coquelish  feeling,  and  a  desire  to  have  her  death  in 
harmony  with  her  life,  and  also,  without  doubt,  that  her  last 
look  might  remain  with  us  more  touching,  more  graceful,  and 
more  worthy  of  our  pity. 

While  the  inhabitants  of  the  hut  came  round  about  her  to 
assist  me,  I  begged  Jean  to  run  to  the  chateau  and  bring  the 
doctor,  who  ought  to  have  arrived.  But  of  what  use  is  it  to 
give  these  heart-rending  details  ?  The  doctor  came  only  to 
confirm  the  awful  truth.  Two  hours  later  they  bore  her  to 
the  chateau. 

I  repeated  to  my  mother-in-law  the  explanation  which  I 
had  given  to  Jean,  removing  all  idea  of  voluntary  suicide. 
Cecile  had  had  an  attack  of  fever  and  delirium,  she  had  gone 
out  unconsciously  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  the  cold  had 
seized  upon  her  and  killed  her.  The  feverish  condition  in 
whic'n  they  had  seen  her  the  night  before  lent  to  this  explana- 
tion a  great  appearance  of  truth. 

At  noon  a  dispatch  was  sent  to  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  asking 
him  to  come  immediately,  as  his  wife  was  seriously  ill.  He 
arrived  the  same  evening.  Madame  d'Louvercy  and  I  re- 
ceived him.  As  soon  as  he  saw  us  he  understood  that  all 
was  over,  and  wished  to  be  left  alone  with  the  body  of  poor 
Cecile.  For  a  long  while  we  could  hear  him  sobbing  bitterly 
by  its  side. 

The  day  after,  Cecile  reposed  forever  in  the  little  cemetery 
of  Louvercy,  not  far  from  the  grave  she  once  entered  alive. 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  remained  with  us  during  the  week.  We 
saw  but  little  of  him.  He  was  most  of  the  time  either  shut 
up  in  his  room  or  making  long,  solitary  excursions  in  the 
park.  He  was  much  absorbed,  very  gloomy,  and  very  silent. 
He  never  questioned  me.  He  seemed  to  receive  without  any 
hesitation  and  without  suspicion  the  account  I  gave  him  in 
explanation  of  the  death  of  his  wife,  which  I  repeated  to  him 
with  .such  details  as  were  necessary  to  make  it  appear  more 
probable. 

One  month  later,  some  days  after  my  return  to  Paris,  about 
the  middle  of  January,  he  came  to  see  me.  After  a  few 
words  of  little  importance,  and^somewhat  incoherent,  he 
arose,  approached  me,  and,  placing  a  finger  on  my  hand,'said : 

"Come,  Madame,  why  did  she  kill  herself?" 

This  took  me  by  surprise,  and  yet  I  was  able  to  answer 
him  without  difficulty  :  "  What  !    C&ile  did  not  kill  herself." 

"You  are  hiding  it  from  me,"  said  he  ;  "you  are  hiding  it 
from  all  the  world  ;  but  I  am  sure  that  she  did  kill  herself." 

■•  You  must  be  better  informed  than  I  am,  then,"  said  I ; 
"and  that  is  impossible,  as  I  was  there  and  you  were  not." 

"  Pardon  me,' said  he,  " but  I  know  that  all  the  details  you 
have  given  me  as  to  the  circumstances  preceding  this  acci- 
dent are  imaginary.  For  instance,  you  have  singularly  ex- 
aggerated the  condition  in  which  you  left  Cecile  the  evening 
before.  Julie,  her  maid,  went  into  her  room  just  after  you 
went  out  of  it,  and  she  found  her  sail,  preoccupied,  but  very 
calm.     She  went  in  a  second  time,  a  little  after  midnight,  be- 
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cause  she  heard  some  noise  there.  Cecile  had  arisen,  and 
had  put  on  her  dressing  gown.  She  told  the  girl  that  she  | 
was  well,  but,  not  being  able  to  sleep,  she  was  going  to  write  ! 
to  kill  time  until  she  felt  sleepy.  She  appeared  to  have  been 
weeping,  and  was  very  pale,  but  completely  mistress  of  her 
senses,  of  her  will,  of  her  words.  There  was  no  appearance 
of  that  delirium  which  could  have  driven  her,  according  to 
your  account,  to  an  act  of  folly.  So  you  have  deceived  me. 
Oh,  you  have  done  it  for  some  excellent  reason,  I  am  sure  ; 
but  at  any  rate  she  has  killed  herself.  Why  ?  Can  you  tell 
me?" 

"Once  more,"  replied  I,  with  as  much  firmness  as  I  could 
command,  "  I  know  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  So  you  will  not — you  can  not — tell  me,  the  cause  of  her 
suicide?" 

"  If  there  has  been  a  suicide,  I  am  ignorant  of  the  cause." 
"  You  are  not  in  the  habit  of  prevaricating,  my  poor  woman. 
Ver>' well.  Again  pardon  me.  I  will  not  urge  you  anymore. 
I  know  enough  as  it  is.  She  killed  herself  on  the  eve  of  my 
return,  before  having  seen  me  again,  so  as  not  to  see  me 
again.     If  this  is  so,  she  did  well." 

How  shall  I  describe  what  was  passing  in  my  mind,  in  my 
heart,  in  my  conscience,  during  this  terrible  inquest?  It 
never  entered  my  mind  to  make  so  bad  a  use  of  the  last  fe- 
verish words  of  Cecile  as  to  betray  her  secret  with  them  ; 
but  when  her  husband,  in  spite  of  me,  in  spite  of  all  the  ef- 
forts I  had  made  to  hide  it,  had  divined  that  secret,  what 
course  ot  conduct  should  I  pursue  ?  I  could  not  absolutely 
decide  to  denounce  and  disgrace  the  friend  who  had  confided 
in  me  ;  and,  besides,  I  said  to  myself  that  I  ought  by  all  pos- 
sible means  to  spare  Monsieur  d'Eblis  the  resentment,  the 
bitterness,  the  degradation  of  one  of  those  outrages  so  in- 
supportable to  a  man  of  honor.  I  preferred  to  pierce  his 
heart  with  a  wound  which  was  clean  at  least,  rather  than  hu- 
miliate it — fill  it,  perhaps,  with  more  grief,  but  at  any  rate 
with  no  shame.  And,  finally,  if  I  allowed  him  to  believe  in 
C^cile's  guilt,  he  could  not  help  looking  for  her  accomplice 
immediately  and  engaging  him  in  a  deadly  quarrel. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  I,  resolutely,  "since  you  wish  it — yes,  she 
did  kill  herself  Why?  I  think  I  do  know  why,  and  you 
shall  know  also." 

I  opened  the  little  bureau  in  my  boudoir,  and  took  from  it 
the  letter  which  Cecile  had  sent  me  from  Paris  after  our  quar- 
rel, and  a  very  few  days  before  the  fatal  event  In  this  let- 
ter, which  I  have  transcribed  in  full  a  few  pages  before  this, 
she  tried,  you  will  remember,  to  excuse  her  wrong  doings  on 
account  of  those  of  her  husband.  She  complained  in  the 
strongest  terms  of  not  being  beloved  by  him,  and  with  an 
appearance  of  great  sincerity,  which,  however,  was  so  only 
.in  appearance,  as  she  acknowledged  to  me  afterward.  She 
said  she  was  ver>'  unfortunate,  tired  of  her  life  and  its  dissi- 
pations, and  ended  by  this  cruelly  equivocal  phrase  :  "There 
are  moments  when  my  heart  fails  me,  when  my  head  loses 
itself  entirely,  when  I  feel  almost  on  the  point  of  doing  some- 
thing desperate,  of  committing  a  last  and  irreparable  folly." 
I  held  out  the  letter  to  Monsieur  d'Eblis.  He  looked  at 
the  date  and  then  read  it ;  and  while  he  read,  the  contraction 
of  his  features  was  such  that  I  almost  regretted  what  I  had 
done.  When  he  reached  the  end,  his  arms  dropped  by  his 
sides,  and,  raising  his  eyes  (which  were  sunken  and  troubled) 
to  mine : 

"iT/i7«  Dieu  I "  murmured  he,  "  is  it  possible  ? " 
I  wiped  my  wet  cheeks  without  replying.  He  read  again 
that  unfortunate  letter.  Not  wishing  to  have  any  doubts 
enter  his  mind,  I  finished  convincing  him  by  saying  that 
Cecile  had  passed  the  evening  which  preceded  the  catastro- 
phe in  reiterating  that  she  had  come  to  the  end  of  her 
strength,  that  she  had  run  away  from  Paris  the  evening  be- 
fore his  return,  as  she  was  not  able  to  bear  the  thought  of 
beginning  life  again  near  him,  and  under  the  weight  of  his 
disapprobation  and  contempt.  I  added  that  I  made  use  of 
ever>'  argument  and  all  my  tenderness  in  order  to  quiet  her, 
and  too  easily  I  thought  I  had  succeeded,  seeing  that  after 
all  the  misfortune  had  come  upon  us. 

"  Then,"  cried  he,  his  voice  choking  him,  "  it  is  I  who 
killed  her!" 

He  sanklnto  a  chair,  and  remained  for  a  long  time  with 
his  head  in  his  hands,  the  tears  trickling  down  between  them. 
I  suffered  terribly  on  seeing  him  in  this  condition,  but  know- 
ing only  the  choice  between  two  evils,  I  felt  persuaded  that 
I  had  spared  him  the  more  bitter  of  the  two.  It  was  already 
night  and  quite  late.  Monsieur  d'Eblis,  somewhat  recovered 
from  his  first  emotions,  arose,  thanked  me  in  a  soft,  af- 
fectionate tone  of  voice  for  having  told  him  the  truth,  hard 
as  it  was  for  him  to  bear,  and  left  me. 

It  is  two  months  to-day  since  this  scene  took  place  be- 
tween us.  During  the  following  night — yes,  during  all  the 
days  and  nights  since  then — I  have  asked  myself  if  it  might 
not  be  followed  by  consequences  which  I  had  not  foreseen, 
and  still  less  v.ished  I  acknowledge.  I  will  explain  myself 
here  with  the  utmost  sincerity.  The  first  impression  made 
upon  me  by  the  death  of  Cecile  had  been  clear  of  any  after- 
thought. It  was  a  blow  which  confounded  me,  which 
plunged  me  into  the  ver>'  depths  of  despair  ;  and  I  may  not 
be  believed  when  I  say  that  after  time  had  commenced  its 
tranquilizing  work  the  thought  never  entered  my  mind  that 
a  union  with  Monsieur  d'Eblis  had  become  possible.  C^- 
cile's  last  note,  her  final  farewell,  ought  to  have  been  suf- 
ficient to  remind  me  of  it.  We  were  both  free,  and  both 
innocent  of  the  sad  events  which  made  us  free.  I  did  not 
feel  in  my  conscience,  nor  could  I  conceive  that  there  was  in 
his,  any  obstacle  which  could  hereafter  be  raised  between  us 
to  separate  two  hearts  bound  together  for  so  long  a  time  by 
the  sincerest  affection. 

However,  from  the  day  in  which  for  the  purpose  of  remov- 
ing Monsieur  d'Eblis  suspicions  I  had  given  him  Ct^cile's  let- 
ter, and  on  which  he  thought  himself  guilty  of  her  suicide,  I 
asked  myself  if  I  had  not  put  into  the  conscience  of  that 
honest  man  scruples  of  which  I  might  become  iho  victim. 
Would  not  his  generous  and  sensitive  soal  think,  after  my 
piously  false  revelation,  that  an  expiation,  a  reparation  was 
due  to  her  who  was  no  more  ?  I  can  not,  however,  desire 
that,  and  yet  unfortunately  many  things  tend  to  make  me 
believe  that  it  is  possible  :  Monsieur  d'Eblis'  extreme  re- 
serve of  maner  toward  me,  the  rarity  of  his  visits,  his  con- 
tinued and  increasing  dejection.  This  is  the  sad  and  formid- 
able trial  which  I  am  undergoing,  or  which  threatens  me. 
It  is  at  this  crisis  that  1  had  the  idea,  that  I  indeed  telt  the 
necessity,  of  recalling  frankly  and  without  reser\'ation  all  the 
events  of  my  life  firom  the  day  of   my  marriage.      I  then 


again  took  up  my  diary.  I  have  told  it  all,  confided  every- 
thing to  it,  so  as  to  be  able  afterward  to  seek  in  it  an  inspir- 
ation for  my  future  conduct.  Well,  in  all  truth,  1  can  find 
nothing  there,  neither  an  act,  nor  a  sentiment,  nor  a  thought, 
which  might  restrict  the  liberty  which  God  has  rendered  me 
— nothing  which  can  prevent  my  accepting  the  happiness 
which  I  dreamt  of  formerly,  which  for  so  long  a  time  has 
been  refused,  and  which  at  last  seems  permitted  me. 

But  he  ?  Ah  !  I  hope  still  that  his  manner,  his  silence, 
may  be  explained  by  the  excessive  grief  which  I  felt  it  my 
duly  to  afflict  him  with,  by  his  mourning  still  so  recent,  by 
the  propriety  which  commands  it.  Yes,  I  hope  so  ;  but  if, 
after  all,  I  am  deceiving  myself !  If  the  falsehood  that  I 
risked  to  save  Cecile's  honor,  and  to  protect  his,  should  rise 
up  between  us  and  alone  separate  us  !  Then  what  is  to  be 
done  ?     I  dare  not  think  of  it. 

Eight  days  later,  March  so,  i8yS. — Nothing  is  wanting 
which  could  add  to  the  severity  of  my  trial.  It  is  complete, 
relentless. 

Monsieur  d'Eblis  came  in  this  evening  just  after  I  had  put 
my  child  to  bed.  He  wished  to  see  me  alone,  and  I  received 
him  in  my  boudoir.     Hardly  was  he  seated  when  he  said; 

"  ?^Iadame,  I  am  about  to  take  leave  of  you.  I  am  going 
away." 

"  Going  away  ! "  I  exclaimed. 

"  Yes.  I  have  obtained  the  position  of  Second  Military 
Attache  to  Russia.  I  go  to-morrow  evening,  and  I  beg  per- 
mission to  come  to-morrow  morning  and  take  leave  of  my 
little  ward,  whom  I  do  not  wish  to  awaken  this  evening." 

For  some  moments  I  was  unable  to  utter  an  intelligible 
word.  He  continued,  in  a  low  tone.  "  Heretofore  we  have 
understood  each  other  so  well,  that  we  wilt  understand  each 
other  now,  I  am  sure.  When  you  revealed  to  me  the  true 
cause  of  Ce'cile's  suicide,  I  understood  immediately,  knowing 
you  so  well,  what  duty  you  imposed  upon  me.  I  understood 
that  you  commanded  me  to  love  and  respect  in  death  her 
whom  I  had  so  misunderstood  while  living.  That  is  what 
you  wish,  is  it  not  ?  I  obey  you.  But  for  it  to  have  any 
weight,  I  must  leave  this  place  and  go  away  from  you." 

I  did  not  answer.     He  arose  and  said: 

"  Adieu,  then  !  I  have  loved  you  very  much.  I  may  say 
that  I  have  loved  you  more  than  honor  even,  for  you  will 
think  meanly  of  me  to  hear  that  when  it  seemed  as  though 
I  had  discovered  that  Cecile  had  injured  me,  and  had  killed 
herself  to  end  her  remorse,  frightful  as  was  the  thought,  my 
miserable  heart  admitted  it  even  with  a  secret  joy,  because 
it  separated  me  from  her  and  gave  me  back  to  you  again." 

While  he  uttered  these  words,  the  unhappy  man  looked  at 
me  inquiringly,  with  an  expression  in  which  doubt  and  an- 
guish seemed  to  mingle.  I  remained  silent.  He  pressed 
my  hand  and  left  me. 

And  now  let  me  see.  Can  I  let  him  go  away  ?  Is  it  pos- 
sible? Had  I  ought  to?  Can  I?  O  my  God  !  tell  me.  I 
have  loved  him  so  dearly  !  Ah,  my  God  !  I  do  love  him  so 
ver>'  much  !  And  now  shall  I  let  him  exile  himself,  and  go 
to  his  death  perhaps,  when  with  one  single  word  I  can  keep 
him  forever  by  my  side  ?  He  will  believe  me  if  I  tell  him 
the  truth  ;  besides,/I  have  Cecile's  last  letter — the  confession 
of  her  fault,  written  with  her  own  hand.  She  herself  has 
given  me  permission — she  has  even  recommended  me  to  give 
it  to  her  husband. 

Ah  !  it  is  but  just  after  all,  and  we  two  have  sacrificed  our- 
selves for  so  long  a  time  !  Happiness  awaits  us.  Nothing 
separates  us  from  it  but  an  excessive,  an  unhealthy,  a  truly 
foolish  scruple.  No,  I  will  not  let  him  go  !  I  am  decided 
as  to  that. 

I  was  up  all  night  thinking  it  over.  All  night  I  saw  again 
the  dear  little  friend  of  my  childhood  oij  her  bed  of  snow, 
and  I  have  sworn  to  do  for  her  that  which  I  should  have 
wished  her  to  do  for  me — protect  her  good  name  to  the  very 
end,  and,  even  at  the  expense  of  my  own  happiness,  even  at 
the  e.-'ipense  of  my  life,  defend  her  honor  at  ail  hazards,  and 
leave  my  poor  little  dead  one  pure  and  white  in  the  memory 
of  all.  Sleep  in  peace,  fna  cherie .'  Only  God  and  I  know 
your  fault  1 

I  have  just  burned  her  mournful  note,  the  only  proof,  and 
have  written  to  Monsieur  d'Eblis  begging  him  to  spare  me 
his  last  farewell.  I  shall  never  see  him  again.  I  am  alone, 
alone  forever.  But  you  remain  to  me,  my  daughter.  I  write 
these  last  lines  by  the  side  of  your  cradle.  I  hope  some  day, 
my  child,  to  place  these  pages  among  your  wedding  presents. 
They  will,  may  be,  make  you  love  your  poor,  romantic  mother. 
You  will  learn,  perhaps,  that  passion  and  romance  are  ren- 
dered good  for  us  sometimes  with  God's  assistance — that 
they  elevate  our  hearts  and  teach  us  the  higher  duties,  the 
greater  sacrifices,  and  the  purer  joys  of  life.  I  weep,  it  is 
true,  while  telling  you  so  ;  but,  believe  me,  there  are  tears 
which  even  angels  might  covet. 


A  MYTH  OF  MAIDENHOOD. 


An  Oakland  cat  was  in  the  cellar  of  its  home,  and  seeing 
a  crab  went  up  to  examine  it.  A  moment  later  the  cat  was 
helping  the  crab  up  stairs  at  a  rate  of  a  mile  a  minute.  To 
a  crab  such  a  rate  of  speed  must  have  been  a  luxur>'. 

"  I  never  knew  a  fashionable  woman  who  did  not  think 
more  of  a  fool  than  of  an  upright,  sensible  man,"  says  Tal- 
mage.    And  everj-body  knows  he  is  a  favorite  with  the  ladies. 


Two  lovers  in  New  Orleans  were  struck  with  yellow  fever 
at  the  same  time.     They  both  recovered  and  were  married, 
i  after  which  they  both  relapsed  and  died. 

An  able  man  shows  his  spirit  by  gentleness  and  resolute 
actions  ;  he  is  neither  hot  nor  timid. — Chcste7'ficld. 

Keep  clear  of  the  man  who  does  not  value  his  own  char- 
acter. The  ideal  saint  of  the  young  moralist  is  cut  from 
sappy  timber.  

True  prosperity  builds  up  the  soul  rather  than  pocket- 
books. 

The  vigorous  idea  keeps  warm  though  wrapped  in  few 
words.  ^ 

Faith  that  asks  no  questions  kills  the  soul  and  stifles  the 
intellect. 


Thera  was  a  maiden  in  a  moonlight  tower, 

.Silent,  and  all  about  was  still ; 

The  wind  went  creeping  down  the  hill, 
While  she  was  watching,  hour  by  hour, 
A  little  budding  flower. 

Of  Gothic  windows,  carven,  mossed,"  and  quaint. 

In  the  gray  wall  were  only  three ; 

Under  one  slept  the  pale  and  wave-haired^ sea. 
Hushed  to  a  low,  bewildering  plaint, 
Sad  as  a  lover  faint. 

The  second  to  the  still,  eternal  snow 

Of  far-off  mountain  ranges  turned  ; 

On  the  dark  fir  and  drooping  cedars  burned 
The  full  moon,  with  its  motion  slow 
And  soft,  enraptured  glow. 

The  third  looked  on  wild  violets  in  a  vale. 
Hiding  their  lips  beneath  the  grass, 
WTiile  the  light  with  searching  ripples  pass, 

And  the  stars  faintly  flush  and  pale 
The  olive's  smoky  mail. 

Low  crept  the  winds,  with  wondrous  love  and  power. 
Through  the  still  dusk  and  \ibrant  air. 
The  sweetness  of  the  moving  earth'  to  bear. 

As  she  sat,  watching,  hour  by  hour. 
That  slow  unfolding  flower. 

She  saw  the  sea's  vague  lapse  and  misty  bar 
Where  the  sky  bent  its  shadowy  wings ; 
She  saw  the  pines,  as  immemorial  kings, 

Loo'm  on  their  throne-lands  cool  and  far 
Against  the  evening  star. 

Each  hidden  purple  violet  breathed  to  her 

Its  worship  without  word  or  shape; 

So  stood  of  old,  on  his  Egyptian  cape. 
With  golden  sandal-wood  and  precious  myrrh. 
Some  Isis  worshiper. 

Xor  useless  any  trembling  song  went  by 
From  blossoms  filled  with  drowsy  bees. 
Or  midnight  voices  of  wind-harried  seas, 

Which  burden,  as  a  human  cry, 

Wide  earth  and  wider  sky. 

Old  books  she  had  wherein  with  deathless  love 

All  hero  deeds  shine  forth  as  stars ; 

From  dying  nations,  fratricidal  wars. 
Her  spirit,  as  the  olive-seeking  dove. 
Over  waste  fields  did  move. 

And  she  was  caning,  every  happy  night, 
A  statue  tall  and  wise  and  fair. 
Timing  her  tasks  to  moonlit  beats  of  air. 

And  throbbing  stars,  and  restless  might 
Of  the  wave's  rare  delight. 

And  often  thus  a  universal  moan 

Shook  stilly  all  that  sleepless  tower. 
Moving  her  chisel  with  mysterious  power, 

Where  she  had  shrined  herself  alone 
With  that  awakening  stone. 

Then  swung  her  cresset  lamp  in  circles  slow. 
The  while,  with  close  and  eager  thought, 
Her  purest  dream,  her  white  ideal,  was  wrought — 

The  sun-god,  on  his  bended  bow, 
Had  no  diviner  glow. 

For  this  she  garnered  every  transient  gleam 
From  the  revealing  heart  of  earth ; 
So  ever,  fed  by  love,  aud  hope,  and  mirth. 
Pure,  simple,  passionless,  supreme. 

Rose  that  fair  maiden's  dream. 
NiLES,  November,  1878.  Charles  H.  Shinn, 


"  Love's  Young  Dream." 


They  sat  together  'neath  the  shady  bowers, 
The  rustling  leaves  alone  the  silence  broke. 

They  whiled  away  the  summer's  golden  hours — 
They  knew  not  how,  for  neither  spoke. 

The  gentle  zephyrs  stole  so  softly  through 

The  fragrant  flowers  to  kiss  her  blushing  cheek  ; 

The  rapturous  moments  all  too  quickly  flew, 
They  live  in  bliss,  but  neither  cared  to  speak. 

She  on  his  manly  bosom  rests  her  head. 

He  toying  with  her  golden  tresses  as  ihey  fall ; 

Love  sp^iks,  though  not  a  single  word  is  said — 
The  kiss  and  rapt  embraces  tell  it  all. 

No  whispered  word  of  fondest  love 

Floats  on  the  summer  breeze.     No  voice  is  heard 

The  rustling  leaves  and  babbling  brook  above 
But  humming  bee  and  happy  mated  bird. 

What  to  them  is  all  mankind  beside? 

What  to  them  the  pains  of  worldly  care? 
The  joys  in  store  when  she  shall  be  his  bride 

Fills  up  brimful  the  blissful  measure  there. 

The  lovely  spot  to  both  was  sacred  made. 

And  cherished  ever  for  each  other's  sake. 
Where  long  they  lingered  'neath  the  fragrant  shade 
And  dreamed  of  love,  but  neither  spake. 
S.\N  Francisco,  November  20,  1878.  Philmor*. 


At  the  Gate. 


Wc  said  good-bye  :  your  little  hand 

A  moment  lay  in  mine  alone. 

That  moment  spanned  a  far-off  land 

Where  gracious  skies  were  always  blue. 

Where  trusting  hearts  vrere  always  true. 

And  melody  had  perfect  tone. 

We  said  good-bye  :  your  lips  and  mine 

Met  once  and  parted — only  once. 
It  was  not  chance  nor  yet  design- 
Somehow  it  happened— and  'tis  sweet 
To  think  again  our  lips  may  meet. 

And  I— shall  not  ba  such  a  dunce. 
San  Francisco,  October  20,  1878. 


Our  actions  are  like  the  terminations  of  verses,  which  we 
rhyme  as  we  please. — Rochefoucauld. 


Last  words  of  a  lady  who  was  hugged  to  death 
veep  for  me.     I  die  happy.'' 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


3> 


A  Chat  abuQt  Folk  at  the  Natiooal  Capital 


Washixctox,  Nov.  ii,  1878. 

Californians  have  always  taken  so  prominent  a  part  in  the 
social  as  well  as  political  life  of  the  nation's  capital,  that  I 
think  a  few  paragraphs  about  those  best  known  here  may  be 
of  interest  to  the  Argonwut's  readers,  and  especially  to 
those  who,  although  no  longer  with  us,  are  most  kindly  re- 
membered in  our  city.  Not  a  few  here  would  join  me  in 
wishing  that  ex-Senator  Stewart's  wife  and  his  daughter  were 
not  so  perfectly  content  in  San  Francisco  that  they  find  no 
time  to  spend  in  Washington,  where  their  many  lovable 
qualities  were  always  highly  appreciated.  .Mrs.  Hooker  was 
an  especial  favorite  of  mine,  and  1  have  rarely  seen  a  young 
girl  who  so  admirably  combined  domestic  traits  with  the  ac- 
complishments and  personal  attractions  which  made  her  so 
popular  in  ever)-  ball  room  in  which  she  appeared. 

Our  city  residents,  although  our  population  is  of  a  nature 
that  each  winter  witnesses  a  marked  change  of  character  in 
our  social  drama,  have  the  e.>:ceUent  characteristic  of  rarely 
forgetting  old  friends;  and  although  a  score  of  years  has 
passed  since  Dr.  Gwin's  family  were  the  acknowledged  so- 
cial leaders  here,  their  names  are  still  mentioned  frequently, 
and  their  entertainments,  especially  Mrs.  Gwin's  fancy  ball, 
are  yet  rated  among  the  most  illustrious  social  events  our 
gay  capital  city  has  ever  known. 

The  return  of  Associate-Justice  Field,  of  the  Supreme 
Court,  gave  a  full  bench  to  the  highest  judicial  body  in  the 
land,  and  now  his  handsome  wife,  who  has  been  shopping  in 
New  York,  has  come  to  preside  over  their  beautiful  home  on 
Capitol  Hill,  fronting  on  the  picturesque  eastenr  half  of  the 
Capitol  grounds,  and  commanding  a  vnew  not  only  of  the  en- 
tire eastern  front  of  the  building,  but  overlooking  a  large 
portion  of  the  cit\'.  California  may  fairly  claim  to  have  as  a 
representative  among  the  wives  of  the  Justices  of  the  Su- 
preme Court,  the  youngest  and  psettiest. 

Postmaster-General  Key  and  family,  on  their  return  hither, 
could  not  speak  too  warmly  in  praise  of  what  they  enjoyed 
on  the  Pacific  Slope,  and  the  hospitality  shown  them  in 
your  generous  land.  Mrs.  Key  and  her  elder  daughter  have 
now  gone  to  Tennessee  to  visit  the  younger  children,  who 
are  at  .Mr.  Kej-'s  residence  near  Chattanooga.  The  elder 
daughter,  who  was  with  her  parents  and  sister  in  California, 
n-ill  make  her  i/t'iul  in  societj-  here  this  winter.  She  has 
been  highly  educated,  and  is  a  modest,  sensible  girL 

Mrs.  .Manier,  of  San  Francisco,  has  been  spending  a  fen- 
weeks  here,  and  will  probably  remain  some  time  longer. 
Mr.  Manier  is  now  visiting  New  York,  and  their  daughter 
has  gone  to  a  Wesleyan  Institute  in  Tennessee. 

Senator  Sharon's  return  is  anticipated  with  pleasure,  and 
it  it  hoped  that  the  rumor  that  his  daughter  wUl  accompany 
him  is  true. 

The  news  telegraphed  that  Senator  Jones  was  secure  of 
reelection  was  most  acceptable  here  where  he  and  his  win- 
ning young  wife  are  generally  esteemed.  They  had  a 
charming  coterie  in  their  home  on  Capitol  Hill  last  winter, 
when  his  sister  and  niece,  and  two  of  NIrs.  Jones'  agreeable 
young  friends  from  Cincinnati,  aided  the  hostess  in  making 
their  -Monday  evening  receptions  delightful 

The  marriage  of  Miss  Brown,  of  this  city,  a  younger  sister 
of  Mrs.  Morton,  of  San  Francisco,  is  soon  to  take  place  at 
her  parents'  residence,  just  beyond  the  city  limits,  at  Mount 
PleasanL     Every  year  a  member  of  that  family  marries. 

Clara  Morris  once  gave  me  an  enthusiastic  account  of 
her  triumphs  in  your  cit>',  and  I  thought  her  ambition 
had  received  a  greater  stimulus  there  than  any  where  else. 
The  enthusiasm  of  her  San  Francisco  audiences  inspired 
her.  I  have  felt  decidedly  for  her  physical  sufferings,  which 
i  have  witnessed  too  often  not  to  know  are  at  times  excruci- 
ating. When  she  was  here  a  year  ago  I  was  «nth  her  behind 
the  scewes,  when  her  pain  was  so  great  that  she  was  forced 
to  have  a  physician  in  attendance  to  administer  morphine 
h)-perdermically  between  the  acts  of  M:ss  Mullon.  Know- 
ing that  even  her  iron  will  must  ultimately  give  way  under 
the  strain  of  physical  anguish  and  nervous  excitement,  I  said 
to  her  one  day  during  the  engagement  she  played  here,  in 
October,  1877:  "Why  do  you  not  take  a  year  of  rest?  " 
She  answered  :  "  I  ha\-e  a  reason  for  continuing  to  act  in 
spite  of  my  health,  but  what  it  is  I  will  not  tell  even  my  best 
friends  until  the  time  comes.  If  it  is  told  after  I  am  dead, 
people  will  say  :  '  What  a  good  woman  she  was  ; '  but  if 
known  while  I  am  alive,  they  will  say  :  'What  a  fool  she 
was-'  There  is  just  that  diSerence  which  death  makes  in  the 
estimate  of  one's  motives.'' 

On  Thursday  of  this  week  a  grand-daughter  of  Edward 
Everett,  Miss  Charlotte  Everett  Wise,  is  to  marry  Colonel 
Archibald  Hopkins,  chief  clerk  of  the  United  States  Court 
of  Claims.  The  late  Lielenant  Wise,  the  father  of  the  bride- 
elect,  was  the  author  of  Los  Gringos. 

Colonel  Harry  Thornton,  of  San  Francisco,  who  has  been 
here  attending  to  business  in  which  tvfb  of  your  greatest  min- 
ing corporations  are  involved,  has  gone  to  New  York  to 
spend  a  week,  but  will,  on  his  return,  make  an  argument  be- 
fore the  Secretary  of  the  Interior.  His  niece,  the  wife  of 
Lieutenant  Commander  Watson,  went  to  Frankfort,  Ken- 
tucky, to  %isit  her  husband's  relatives,  when  he  set  sail  on  his 
vessel — the  Wyoming — for  a  cruise  in  the  Mediterranean. 

Miss  Grundy. 


Now  that,  in  defiance  of  the  Monroe  doctrine,  royalty,  in 
the  person  of  the  Princess  Louise,  has  obtained  a  foothold 
on  this  continent,  and  the  court  will  be  established  in  Cana- 
da's capital,  there  will  naturally  occur  amongst  society 
people  a  certain  ner\-ousness  as  to  the  matter  of  court 
etiquette.  For  that  anybody  who  is  anybody  will  consent  to 
remain  un-"  presented  ''  is  not  for  a  moment  to  be  supposed. 
\\"e  shall  all  go  to  see  the  new  Governor-General  (who  is  also 
a  Marquis'  and  the  new  Governess-General  (who  has  the 
advantage  of  being  a  Princess\  and  we  must  needs  know 
how  to  behave  ourselves  when  in  their  august  presence.  It 
will  not  do  to  go  in  the  wrong  kind  of  clothes  at  the  right 
time  of  day,  nor  in  the  right  kind  at  the  wrong  time.  We 
must  know  how  to  shake  hands  with  the  Marquis,  and 
whether  to  shake  hands  with  the  Princess  ;  where  to  set  our 
rubber  over-shoes  and  hang  our  hats.  Those  of  us  who  are 
women  must  know  how  nearly  to  let  their  dresses  come  off 
— whether  they  are  to  slip  down  to  the  waist  and  drag  a  pro- 
portionate length  on  the  floor,  or  fall  to  the  ankles  and  be  all 
train.  Then  there  are  various  rites  and  ceremonies  of  intro- 
duction, a  code  of  bows,  a  complicated  system  of  smiles,  to  be 
mastered.  What  kind  of  visiting  cards  are  we  to  use  in  call- 
ing on  a  Princess,  and  are  we  to  double  down  all  four  comers  ? 
These  are  matters  of  serious  importance,  worthy  of  attentive 
consideration  prefaced  with  prayer.  In  this  emergency,  as 
in  all  others,  the  people  look  to  the  press  for  guidance,  and 
they  shall  not  supplicate  in  vain.  The  Argox.wt  does  not 
propose  to  help  them  out  any  (we  are  profoundly  accom- 
plished in  all  these  matters — were  brought  up  in  a  court, 
though  some  called  it  an  alley),  but  space  is  valuable  and  we 
beg  to  merely  direct  inquiring  minds  to  the  New  York 
Herald  for  particulars.  That  enterprising  journal  has  se- 
cured from  the  Lord  Chamberlain  of  Her  Majesty  the  Queen 
of  England  a  compendium  of  the  rules  and  regulations  which 
govern  conduct  in  cases  of  "presentation  at  court."  By 
careful  study  of  this  authentic  manual  almost  any  one  may 
hope  to  acquire  such  a  deportment  as  will  insure  him  the 
cordial  welcome  of  not  being  kicked  out ;  the  rules  are 
adapted  to  the  capacity  of  even  the  least  intelligent  curb- 
stone broker  or  his  female — our  millionaire  operators  of  the 
Big  Board  can  master  them  at  a  glance.  It  is  very  gratify- 
ing that  Lord  Beaconsfield's  partiality  to  royalty  and  its  be- 
longings has  enabled  free-born  American  citizens,  by  merely 
crossing  the  Canadian  border,  to  enjoy  all  the  advantages  of 
European  travel. 

Une  aventure  assez  plaisante  eut  lieu,  demierement,  i  San 
Francisco,  dans  un  de  nos  hotels  le  plus  a  la  mode,  je  dirai 
meme,  I'hotel  le  plus  grandiose  de  la  ville.  Le  jeune  homme 
^tait  beau  et  distingu^,  i  la  toumure  ^l^gante  et  cavaliere. 
EUe,  au  contraire,etait  d'un  age  douteux;  elle  avait  deja  passd 
le  m^ridien  de  la  vie,  et  ^tait,  ce  qu'on  nomme  vulgairement 
"  sur  le  retour."  Cinquante  hivers  au  moins  avaient  blanchi 
sa  tete,  et  elle  portait  fierement  et  noblement  le  poids  d'un 
demi-siecle  de  vertu.  Jamais  de  sa  vie,  elle  n'avait  eu  une 
"liaison  amoureuse."  Bref,  c'^tait  un  mod&le  parfait,  et  Ton 
pouvait  admirer  en  elle  I'image  vivante  de  la  pudeur.  Les 
femmes  d'une  beait-^  contestable  qui  ont  passe  un  certain 
age,  atteignent  trop  vite  et,  ii  regret  bien  souvent,  ce  degr^ 
de  perfection.  Notre  v^n^rable  dame  s'^tait  retiree  paisi- 
blement  dans  sa  chambre  oil  n'avaient  jamais  pu  p^netrerles 
traits  de  Cupidon,  et  apres  avoir  pudiquement  ramen^  sur  sa 
couche  les  draperies  protectrices  de  sa  vertu,  elle  se  laissait 
aller  aux  douceurs  du  sommeil.  Notre  galant  jeune  homme 
s'etait,  lui  aussi,  retir^  de  bonne  heure,  laissant  selon  la  cou- 
tume  de  I'hotel,  ses  bottes  i  la  porte  de  sa  chambre.  C'est 
alors  que  la  catastrophe  arriva.  Un  m^chant  farceur  porta 
les  cothumes  de  notre  nouveau  Paris  devant  la  porte  de  notre 
antique  H^lene,  et  li,  pendant  toute  la  soiree,  ces  bottes  ac- 
cusatrices  se  dressaient  et  semblaient  profaner  la  purete  bien 
connue  de  I'endroit.  Le  gar^on  d'hote!  les  nettoya,  et  elles 
persisterent  avec  une  effronterie  dclatante  \  rester  devant  le 
seuil  oil  dormaient  paisiblement  la  vertu  et  la  bont^.  Le 
lendemain,  c'etait  la  fable  de  tout  I'hotel;  la  plaisanterie  cir- 
cula  d'etage  en  ^tage,  et,  sur  tous  les  visages,  on  pouvait  re- 
marquer  un  petit  sourire  moqueur.  Quand  la  trop  confiante 
dame,  aprfes  avoir  acheve  sa  toilette  matinale,  se  pr^parait  k 
descendre  a  son  dejeuner,  elle  apercut  les  bottes.  Jugez  de 
son  dtonnement  et  de  sa  colere  1  Elle  comprit  imm^diate- 
ment  la  noirceur  de  la  plaisanterie  ;  la  rougeur  de  I'indigna- 
tion  et  de  la  vertu  outragde  empourpra  son  visage.  Elle  alia 
droit  au  jeune  homme  et  lui  dit,  les  larmes  aux  yeux  :  "Je 
n'aime  pas  une  pareille  plaisanterie,  c'est  mal,  indigne  d'un 
gentilhomme,  c'est  cruel  et  peu  gendreux."  "  Mademoiselle," 
rdpondit  timidement  le  jeune  homme,  "je  compatis  k  votre 
infortune,  vous  etes  fachee,  et  certes,  vous  en  avez  le  droit,  je 
comprends  votre  juste  indignation,  mais  grand  Dieu  !  imagi- 
nez-vous  quelle  doit  etre  la  mienne  I  " 

If  matinees  were  abolished  in  San  Francisco  a  large  num- 
ber of  cultivated  and  agreeable  women  of  good  social  posi- 
tion would  never,  or  seldom,  see  a  play.  Everj*  obsen-ant 
person  who  has  lived  long  in  San  Francisco,  and  had  his  at- 
tention called  to  the  matter,  must  have  noticed — and  we  hope 
deplored — the  growing  indisposition  on  the  part  of  our  young 
men  to  take  ladies  to  the  theatre.  They  like  well  enough  to 
go  themselves,  the  good  young  men,  but  they  find  "  women  a 
nuisance,  you  know."  Many  of  them,  if  ever  seen  at  the 
theatres  in  company  with  ladies,  are  obviously  doing  duty  in 
the  capacity  of  son,  brother,  or  city  cousin  ;  they  look  bored, 
and  they  go  out  between  the  acts.  Of  course  as  there  is  a 
reason  for  everything  there  is  a  reason  for  this.  Our  young 
man  is  of  a  peculiar  kind  of  young  man  ;  he  differs  in  many 
particulars  from  the  Eastern  variety  of  his  species.  The  one 
particular  which  concerns  the  matter  of  this  our  present  com- 
plaint is  that  he  has  less  affection  for  "  the  girls."  Whether 
this  is  owing  to  the  ener\*ating  climate,  or  whether  the  greater 
variety  and  picturesqueness  of  the  vices  in  San  Francisco, 
as  compared  with  other  cities,  bewilder  him  and  weaken  his 
affection  by  dispersing  it  amongst  many  alluring  wicked- 
nesses, of  which  Youngwomankind  is  only  one,  we  need  not 
here  inquire.  As  we  do  not  intend  to  prescribe  a  remedy  we 
are  not  concerned  to  ascertain  the  seat  of  the  disease.  It  is 
sufficient  to  know  that  our  young  unmarried  men  do  not  ade 
quately  admire  our  young  unmarried  women ;  no  young  unmar- 
ried men  could — it  takes  us  experienced  oldsters  to  manage  a 
just  and  sufficient  recognition  of  these  divine  creatures' merits. 
Not  caring  for  the  ladies,  the  young  men  steadfastly  dechne  to 
ruin  themselves  in  theatre-tickets  and  carriage  hire  for  their 
advantage;  for  it  must  be  remembered  that  a  pocket  already 


nearly  depleted  by  billiards,  wines,  cigars,  dub-debts,  and 
such-like  necessities,  is  prone  to  economize  in  luxuries.  And  i 
so  it  happens  that  to  our  young  women  the  matinee  is  a 
blessing — they  can  attend  it  without  an  escort  and  snap 
their  slender  fingers  at  the  thrifty  young  males  who  stare  at 
them  for  nothing  as  they  emerge.  We  have  intimated  that 
we  would  not  suggest  a  remedy  for  this  unpleasant  state  of 
things,  so  we  won't;  but  it  may  be  that  if  our  young  women 
would  make  the  act  of  taking  them  to  the  theatre  less  costly 
to  the  poor  fellows  who  have  so  many  other  expenses  to  meet, 
it  would  be  unnecessary  to  import  better  and  fresher  young 
men  from  the  East. 


Bonbons. — French  and  Otherwise. 


The  surgeon-in-chief  sent  for  one  of  his  junior  assistants, 
who,  hastening  to  his  superior's  presence,  found  him  just  sit- 
ting down  to  a  superb  roast  fowl  and  a  delicious  pate. 

"  Ah,  Smith,"  cries  the  chief,  "  have  you  breakfasted  yet  ?  " 

"  No,  doctor,"  replies  the  assistant,  radiantly. 

"  Then  go  and  get  your  breakfast  and  come  back ;  you 
will  have  lots  of  time." 

M.  de  Cameran,  presiding  magistrate  of  the  Parliament  of 
Trevaux,  was  an  honest  and  capable  man,  but  of  so  lively  a 
temper  that  he  could  not  brook  the  slightest  contradiction. 
Once  upon  a  time  he  had  to  lecture  before  a  village  audience 
on — of  all  things — "  Moderation."     He  began  : 

"  Gentlemen,  moderation — shut  the  door,  there's  too  much 
draught  I — Gentlemen,  moderation  is  one — will  you  be  so 
good  as  to  shut  that  door .' — Gentlemen,  moderation  is  one 

of  the  greatest  virtues — hi,  there  ; it  all  to 

,  are  you  going  to  shut  that 

door  ; you  ?  " 


X.  is  reading  his  new  play  to  the  actors  who  are  to  present 
it,  and  fears  that  they  may  not  see  as  clearly  as  he  does  the 
fine  points  and  systematic  developments  of  his  characters. 

"I  read  verj' indifferently,"  he  says,  apologetically,  "and 
I  fear  that,  perhaps,  1  do  not  set  before  you  my  creations  in 
all  their  breadth,  proportion,  light,  and  shade." 

"  Oh,  no,''  cries  the  star,  with  warmth,  "  I  have  fully  en- 
tered into,  and  become  permeated  with,  the  spirit  of  my  role. 
Why,"  she  continues,  enthusiastically,  "I  can  already  see 
my  costume  for  the  first  act  before  me." 


"  Well,  I  will  take  it,  though  it  is  rather  dear  ;  pay  you  half 
cash,  and  owe  you  the  rest     That  do  'i  " 

"  It  n-ilL" 

In  the  course  of  time  the  creditor,  thinking  the  bill  has  run 
about  long  enough,  calls  upon  the  purchaser. 

"  Me  dear  boy,"  says  the  purchaser,  "you  ain't  living  up  to 
your  contract.  If  I  were  to  pay  you  the  rest  I  wouldn't  owe 
it  to  you,  and  the  understanding  was  that  I  should  owe  it  to 
you." 

A  policeman  captures  a  pickpocket  with  his  hand  in  a  gen- 
tleman's pocket. 

"  Je  vous  ai  mart  aux  droits .' "  he  cries — "  I  have  got  you 
dead  to  rights." 

"I  wasn't  going  to  take  this  gentleman's  pocket-book, s'help 
me." 

"  But  you  had  it  in  your  hand." 

"  I  was  at  putting  it  back.  I  was  only  practising  so  as  to 
keep  my  hand  in  for  the  Exposition,  when  I  shall  be  too  pa- 
triotic to  employ  my  skill  upon  anybody  except  foreigners. 
Vive  la  Frongs  .' " 

He  had  arrived  much  later  than  he  was  due  at  his  friend's 
suburban  residence,  and  so  set  himself  about  making  apol- 
ogies. 

"  You  see,  it  wasn't  my  fault.  As  there  was  no  traveler  to 
go  by  it,  the  train  did  not  start.  Besides,  I  had  missed  it. 
But  for  that  there  would  ha\e  been  a  passenger  and  it  would 
have  started." 

A  Provencal  and  Norman  were  discussing  the  relative 
merits  of  oil  and  butter.  Each  had  exhausted  aU  the  argu- 
ments that  could  be  adduced  for  his  side,  when  the  Proven- 
cal cried  triumphantly  : 

"  Lei's  see  you  anoint  a  king  with  butter  ! " 

A  beau  sabrettr  who  was  perhaps  waiting  for  his  inherit- 
ance addressed  a  little  rustic  who  was  boo-hooing  on  a  heap 
of  stones.  "What  is  the  matter,  my  lad.'"  quoth  the  kindly 
dragoon.  "  Ou-ou-ou  ! "  wept  the  child.  "  Feyther  be 
dead."  "  Poor  little  cove,"  sj-mpathized  the  kindly  giant ; 
"  here  is  a  shilling  for  you  ;  and  if  only  your  father  had  been 
mine  I  would  have  given  you  half  a  croH-n  ! " 


Elegy  in  an  Irish  country  churchyard.  Sorrowing  "widow- 
man  "  has  just  erected  the  invariable  draped  urn  in  memory 
of  the  late  placens  uxor;  to  him  critical  old  lady,  having 
duly  inspected  the  same  :  "  An  iligant  monyement,  so  it  is, 
sor  ;  as  nate  a  patterned  water  jug  as  iver  I  see,  and  a  clain 
white  towel  reposin'  peaceful-like  on  the  top  av  iL  Well, 
well,  it's  herself  was  the  orderly  woman,  the  heavens  be  her 
bed  ! "  

An  old  lady  was  being  examined  as  a  witness.  To  almost 
every  question  asked,  the  counsel  on  the  opposite  side  would 
jump  up  and  say,  "  I  object  as  irrelevant,  immaterial,  and  in- 
competent." This  appeared  to  annoy  the  old  lady,  who 
seemed  inclined  to  make  a  personal  matter  of  it.  Finally 
the  interrogatory  was  put,  "  Did  you  see  those  men  in  that 
field  on  that  day  ? "  "  Maybe  what  I  saw  wouldn't  be  ev- 
idence," was  her  answer,  "because  I  saw  them  through 
glasses.     I  am  old  and  wear  spectacles." 


An  art  critic,  going  into  a  galler>'  in  a  state  of  mild  inebri- 
ation to  criticise  some  pictures,  sees  himself  in  a  glass,  and 
taking  out  his  note-book,  w-rites  as  follows  :  "  First  room  ; 
head  of  a  drunkard,  no  signature  ;  has  a  great  deal  of  charac- 
ter ;  red  nose  remarkably  truthful.  Must  be  a  portrait  firom 
life ;  think  I've  seen  that  face  somewhere." 


"  Tim,"  said  the  parson  severely,  '"  suppose  that  the  Lord 
should  call  you  just  as  an  oath  was  on  your  lips?"  "I 
shouldn't  go,"  said  Tim- 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS. 


'Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays.' 


With  regard  to  this  matter  of  musical  criticism,  I  want  to 
say  just  a  word.  For  a  weelc  past  I  have  been  literally  bom- 
barded with  questions — written  and  verbal — as  to  why  I 
have  attacked  Mr.  Mayer;  why  I  have  been  so  hard  on  Mr. 
Heyman;  why  I  have  found  fault  with  some  of  the  perform- 
ances of  Mr.  Herold's  orchestra,  etc.  A  lady  says:  "Why,  I 
thought  that  Miss  Schmidt  was  a  personal  friend  of  yours, 
and  that  you  considered  her  very  talented;  why,  then,  do 
you  (for  I  inow  it  is  you)  pitch  into  her  playing  of  the  Chopin 
Ballade?"  Why,  my  dear  madam,  it  is  precisely  because  I 
consider  Miss  Schmidt  to  be  a  very  talented  young  lady  that 
I  think  it  of  great  importance  that  when  she  commits  a  se- 
rious error  it  should  be  pointed  out  to  her — that  if  she  blun- 
ders she  should  be  made  aware  of  it,  kindly  but  firmly;  in 
other  words,  that  she  should  have  the  helping  hand  of  hon- 
est, intelligent  criticism,  and  such  criticism,  if  any,  shall  she 
have  from  me.  When  I  was  invited  by  the  proprietors  of 
this  paper  to  write  for  them  upon  musical  subjects,  I  as- 
sumed that  in  calling  upon  one  possessed  of  some  experi- 
ence and  accurate  knowledge  in  these  matters,  and  placing 
the  department  unreservedly  in  his  hands,  it  was  their  inten- 
tion that  it  should  become  a  vital,  living  thing,  rising  above 
the  level  of  mere  routine  reporting,  and  unfettered  by  con- 
siderations of  any  sort  excepting  only  those  of  truth  and  fair 
dealing.  This  assumption  I  based  upon  the  well-known 
character  of  the  paper,  and  upon  this  assumption  I  have 
written.  I  have  endeavored — and  hope  that  I  always  shall 
— to  deal  fairly  with  whatever  has  come  before  me,  and  have 
known  neither  friend  nor  foe.  But  it  is  difficult  in  criticism 
of  any  kind  to  be  always  sparing  of  the  feelings  of  those 
whose  performances  are  under  consideration.  These  feel- 
ings lie  so  near  the  surface,  and  the  skin  is  apt  (especially 
with  musical  people)  to  be  so  very  tender,  that  it  is  oftentimes 
only  a  matter  of  the  merest  accidental  collision — the  lightest 
touch,  perchance — that  causes  the  abrasion.  Then,  straight- 
way, a  howl !  Let  me  say  that  Lam  somewhat  familiar  with 
this  sforsando  fitrioso  that  goes  up  from  the  throats  of 
wronged  sopranos,  ill-used  violinists,  and  outraged  pianists, 
and  that  it  does  not  produce  the  slightest  effect  upon  me. 
I  have  done  my  own  howling  in  my  day — been  criticised, 
and  did  not  like  it.  But  I  came,  in  time,  to  recognize  the 
truth  of  much  of  it,  and  hope  I  benefited  by  it.  And  when  I 
hear  the  plaintive  wailings  of  the  unfortunates  and  their 
friends,  it  troubles  me  no  more  than  do  the  yells  of  the 
naughty  boy  afHict  the  surgeon  who  is  cutting  a  splinter  out 
of  his  hand.  To  be  sure,  one  must  know  somewhat  of  anat- 
omy in  order  to  cut  wisely  and  so  as  to  be  really  helpful ;  one 
must  know  how  to  avoid  arteries  and  nerves,  and  what  is  the 
proper  application  to  heal  the  wound  afterward.  But  then, 
if  one  is  quite  certain  that  the  splinter  is  there,  and  that  it 
ought  to  come  out,  there  should  be  no  hesitancy,  no  trem- 
bling, no  uncertain  use  of  the  lancet.  It  is  just  in  this  cer- 
tainty that  the  whole  matter  lies.  This  business  of  musical 
criticism  has  long  been  in  the  hands  of  reporters,  who,  lack- 
ing the  technical  knowledge  necessary  for  real  criticism,  have 
mostly — and  very  wisely — glossed  over  matters  in  general 
terms ;  praising  much,  and  forbearing  to  censure  lest  they 
might  do  so  unjustly — not  always  forbearing,  indeed,  nor  al- 
ways exercising  the  best  judgment  in  glossing  over  mat- 
ters. But  it  may  be  said  that  the  more  critical  of  them  have 
in  the  main  shot  so  wide  of  the  mark  that  the  absurdity  of 
their  shooting  at  all  was  speedily  recognized  ;  they  did  but 
little  harm.  The  harm  that  has  been  done  may  be  attributed 
mostly  to  the  species  that  I  call  "  musical  toadies,"  the  hang- 
ers-on of  certain  cliques  and  coteries,  with  friends  to  serve 
.  and  cronies  to  praise  ;  the  small  natures  with  room  in  them 
for  petty  malice  and  feline  spite  ;  the  little,  scribbling  musi- 
cians of  the  press.  It  is  these  who  have  lifted  into  notoriety 
the  small  fry  that  has  for  a  long  time  past  kept  the  musical 
status  of  this  city  at  so  low  a  level ;  one  had  but  to  poitsser 
a  bit — to  flatter  the  soi-disant  critic — in  order  to  be  favor- 
ably noticed,  howsoever  bad  or  trivial  a  performance  might 
be.  I  shall  not  attempt  any  defense  of  any  criticism  that 
I  have  written  or  may  write  in  the  future.  Those  of  my 
readers  who  are  at  all  familiar  with  the  subject  must  admit 
that  I  know  whereof  I  speak,  and  that  my  praise,  as  well  as 
my  censure,  has  been  in  the  main  correct.  I  am  aware  that 
it  is  the  custom  to  speak  of  musicians  as  a  jealous  set.  This, 
however,  does  not  concern  me.  I  know  that  no  written  or 
spoken  word  of  mine  is  prompted  by  any  such  feeling,  and 
can  trust  to  the  future  for  an  indorsement  of  every  word  that 
I  write.  Nor  shall  personal  considerations  find  any  place  in 
my  work.  I  can  heartily  respect  and  admire  Mr.  Herold, 
and  yet  take  umbrage  at  certain  faults  in  his  orchestra ;  1 
can  continue  my  very  pleasant  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Mayer, 
and  yet  consider  it  my  duty  to  point  out  the  unworthy  and 
trivial  manner  in  which  he  conducts  the  music  of  his  church. 
I  may  have  a  great  personal  dislike  for  an  artist,  and  yet  re- 
spect and  admire  his  work.  I  love  good  music,  and  de- 
spise the  bad,  and  so  long  as  these  columns  remain  in 
my  charge  they  shall  be  devoted  only  to  the  encourage- 
ment of  what  is  worthy  in  music,  and  to  the  condemnation 
of  what  is  trivial  and  unworthy,  wherever  I  may  find  it. 

Regarding  Herr  "  Doppelkreuz"  of  the  Post^  I  as  a  mu- 
sician can  not  afford  to  have  any  controversy  with  a  man 
who  writes  musical  puffs  for  candy. 

A  concert  given  by,  or  for.  Miss  Cecilia  Adler,  at  Pacific 
Hall,  on  last  Monday  evening,  presented  some  curious  feat- 
ures. Let  me  mention  the  pleasant  ones  first  They  con- 
sisted of  the  singing  by  Mr.  Jacob  Midler  of  the  baritone 
part  of  "  La  cidarem,"  which  was  in  many  respects  an  agree- 
able surprise — the  voice  appearing  fresher  and  the  manner 


much  more  artistic  than  when  last  I  heard  him — and  a  song 
by  Proch,  which  was  excellently  sung  by  Miss  Leonore 
Simons.  This  young  lady  has  a  mezzo-soprano  voice  of  fine 
timbre  and  good  compass.  She  does  not  always  sing  well, 
but  seems  to  be  trying  to.  I  fancy,  however,  that  she  is  fol- 
lowing false  gods— bad  models.  Mr.  Joseph  Rekel  also  ac- 
companied on  the  piano-forte  with  good  taste  and  nice  dis- 
cretion. The  task  of  playing  the  accompaniments  through 
a  long  and  varied  programme  is  one  of  much  greater  diffii* 
culty  than  is  generally  imagined,  and  a  thankless  one  at  that. 
(Since  Mr.  Herold's  piano-forte  days  we  have  not  had  a 
really  good  resident  accompanist ;  Miss  Alice  Schmidt  occa- 
sionally does  a  nice  thing  in  that  direction,  but  she  is  rather 
exclusive,  and  rarely  plays  except  for  her  brothers.)  Of  the 
little  concert-giver — she  seems  to  be  about  twelve  years  old 
— one  may  say  that  she  has  certainly  a  nice  voice,  of  rather 
agreeable  quality  and  considerable  power.  But  why  this 
little  child,  immature  in  voice,  and  only  in  the  very  alphabet 
of  her  musical  education — if  musical  it  be  at  all — should  be 
permitted  or  encouraged  to  sing  in  public  is  incomprehensi- 
ble. I  dare  say  she  has  some  talent.  She  sings  the  music 
correctly  and  pretty  well  in  tune  ;  but  she  sings  like  the 
merest  child  after  all,  and  as  such  it  appears  to  me  that  her 
proper  place  is  not  in  the  concert-room,  but  at  her  studies. 
I  should  be  sorry  to  think  that  she  sang  by  the  advice  of  her 
teacher,  Madame  Fabbri,  although  that  lady's  appearance  at 
the  concert  implied  her  consent,  at  least.  Surely  Madame 
Fabbri's  experience  as  a  singer  must  make  her  aware  that 
her  little  pupil  has  still  everything  to  learn,  and  that  she  will 
require  a  great  deal  of  careful  training  before  she  is  fit  to 
sing  in  public  ;  and  it  can  certainly  not  be  considered  a  wise 
or  healthy  beginning  of  the  education  of  a  young  child  to 
bring  it  before  a  promiscuous  audience,  to  be  flattered  and 
applauded  for  its  unripe  and  crude  efforts.  The  guardians 
of  this  little  girl  are  evidently  pursuing  a  wrong  course  with 
her — one  which,  if  persisted  in,  is  more  than  likely  to  bring 
about  a  result  quite  the  reverse  of  what  they  anticipate.  The 
residue  of  the  concert  was  mere  rubbish. 


Said  a  well  known  singing-master  to  me  the  other  day  : 
"After  all,  there  is  no  branch  of  music-teaching  in  which 
there  is  so  much  barefaced  humbug  and  swindling  practiced 
as  in  ours.  I  know  something  of  most  of  the  singing-teach- 
ers in  this  city,  and  1  don't  believe  there  are  more  than  a 
round  half  dozen  out  of  the  whole  lot  of  them — over  a  hun- 
dred— who  know,  or  have  ever  really  tried  to  know,  anything 
about  the  voice.  The  most  of  them  trade  upon  the  igno- 
rance and  vanity  of  their  victims  ;  their  only  capital  is  im- 
pudence and  the  ability  to  flatter."  I  know  a  little  about 
this  matter  myself,  and  my  fi-iend's  statement  of  the  case  is 
undoubtedly  quite  correct.  I  do  not  know  that  San  Fran- 
cisco is  much  worse  off  in  this  respect  than  most  cities  of  its 
size,  but  in  one  respect  it  is  most  unfortunate.  Considerably 
removed  from  the  great  routes  of  travel,  and  isolated,  as  it 
were,  it  forms  a  species  of  cul-de-sac  into  which  are  tumbled 
all  sorts  of  WTecked  and  broken-down  opera  singers,  some 
of  whom  have  drifted  in  on  the  wave  that  has  sent  them — 
with  failing  voice  and  powers — constantly  further  and  further 
from  the  centres  of  art ;  others  remaining  as  the  flotsam  and 
jetsam  of  opera  companies  stranded  on  our  somewhat  dan- 
gerous shores ;  and  still  others,  humbugs  voiii  house  aus,  as  the 
Germans  would  say.  Not  one  in  a  hundred  of  them  knows 
even  how  to  sing,  much  less  how  to  teach.  Every  community 
is  full  of  people  with  "  voices  " — often  enough  without — who 
imagine  that  with  their  voice  and  their  talent  they  have  but 
to  go  through  a  short  course  of  solfeggio  to  be  ready  at  once 
to  undertake  the  most  difficult  roles  of  the  Grand  Opera; 
people  who  have  been  praised  by  ignorant  friends,  and  per- 
haps, after  some  public  appearance,  flattered  by  equally  ig- 
norant newspaper  critics;  the  stuff,  in  other  words,  of  which 
dupes  are  made.  These  unfortunates  are  taken  in  hand 
by  the  so-called  artists,  who,  after  assuring  them  that  they 
have  remarkable  voices  and  wonderful  capabilities,  proceed 
to  prepare  them  for  a  great  career  by  plunging  them  into  the 
most  ambitious  parts  before  they  have  any  idea  of  forming  or 
sustaining  a  tone.  The  sopranos  are  started  with  Norma  or 
Lucia,  the  tenors  never  think  of  anything  more  modest 
than  Raoul  or  Stradella,  and  the  contraltos  straightway 
fall  to  a  critical  examination  of  their  figures  in  order  to  pre- 
pare for  a  debut  as  Orsini — or,  should  there  perchance  re- 
main any  lingering  preference  for  skirts,  as  Rosiria.  In 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  the  victims  are  never 
taught  to  sing  at  all.  They  are  simply  coached  in  a  few  arias 
and  scenasj  they  are  flattered  and  used  as  bait.  When 
enough  of  them  are  ready  for  it,  and  a  sufficient  acquaintance 
established  in  social  circles  to  work  off  a  goodly  number  of 
tickets,  a  concert  is  announced.  Then  the  music-sharps  of 
the  press  are  assiduously  cultivated,  the  pupils  sell  tickets 
(often  buy,  and  give  them  away  to  friends — claqueurs')  and 
the  concert — in  which  Miss  Blank  sings  the  Casta  Diva,  and 
Mr.  Blanker  Mapari,  with  enormous  effect — takes  place. 
We  all  know  the  sequel.  Everybody  is  praised  as  the  com- 
ing baritone,  tenor,  or  what  not,  and  more  pupils  (dupes)  are 
secured.  Or,  perchance,  it  is  an  opera  that  is  performed. 
This  pleases  the  dupes  more  than  a  concert,  for  they 
have  costumes,  footlights,  an  orchestra,  etc.,  and  can 
say  afterward  :  "  When  /  sang  Leofwre,'  or  "  When  I  wore 
that  lovely  dress  as  the  <2ueen  of  the  Alight"  All  this 
can  be  fitly  characterized  by  only  one  word ;  it  is  a  swindle. 
I  do  not  refer  to  the  mere  money  that  is  literally  stolen 
from  the  pockets  of  the  pupils  and  their  friends — that  is 
a  small  matter ;  but  to  the  broken  and  ruined  voices,  the 
blasted  hopes,  the  misdirected  work,  the  false  and  unworthy 
ambitions,  that  result  from  this  chicanery  and  charlatanerie. 
We  have  had  debttts  in  plenty  during  the  past  ten  years  ; 
where  is  there  to  be  found  a  single  desirable  result  from  the 
hands  of  one  of  these  teachers  I  have  described  ?  Where  is 
there  to  be  heard  a  pupil  of  such  as  these  who  retains  any 
freshness  or  charm  of  voice,  or  who  has  learned  to  sing  any 
of  the  simple  and  beautiful  songs  that  should  form  the  basis 
of  our  home  music .''  They  teach  nothing  of  singing,  nothing 
of  music.  They  merely  foster  the  taste  for  the  flash  and 
glitter  of  what  is,  after  all,  to  music  what  the  scenic  drama  is 
to  literature.  They  do  nothing  but  harm,  absolutely  noth- 
ing, to  those  who  come  under  their  influence,  and  had  I  the 
making  of  the  "  code  "  I  would  have  a  law  subjecting  every 
proposed  singing  teacher  to  the  most  rigid  examination,  and 
it  should  be  felony  to  teach  without  a  diploma  and  license. 

S.  E. 


BOOK  REVIEWS. 


We  have  received  The  Outlines  of  Ontological  Science,  by 
Henry  N.  Day.  This  is  an  invaluable  work.  It  is  full  of 
most  wonderful,  abstruse,  logical,  and  metaphysical  learning. 
It  discourses  of  philosophical  psychology,  theology,  and  cos- 
molog>' ;  it  treats  of  the  province,  the  nature,  the  gradations, 
the  stages,  the  limitations,  the  forms  of  knowle<%e  ;  of  per- 
sonal dependence,  spontaneity,  and  autonomy ;  of  vital 
force  and  cosmical  phenomena ;  of  pantheism,  hylozoism, 
theism,  and  of  primary  dualism.  The  theories  of  Descartes 
are  explained,  and  those  of  Hegel  and  Ulrici  refuted.  It  is 
the  best  book  that  Billings,  Harboume  &  Co.  have  ever  sent 
us  ;  the  publishers,  Putnam  &  Son,  can  now  retire  on  their 
laursls,  and  go  out  of  business.  The  work  is  so  far  beyond 
our  comprehension  that  we  know  it  must  be  most  valuable 
for  its  learning.  It  ought  to  be  at  once  supplied  to  John 
Swett  and  Professor  Knowlton,  for  the  girls' high  schools.  If 
translated  into  the  German  it  would  make  a  splendid  text 
book  for  Professor  Herbst's  Cosmopolitan  School.  Every 
poor  child  in  the  city  should  be  furnished  with  a  copy. 

John  Allen  was  a  young  gentleman  resident  of  Michigan, 
attending  the  agricultural  college  at  Lansing.  He  was  called 
home  by  the  death  of  his  father,  and  found  it  necessary-  with 
his  brother  Will  to  work  the  farm  for  the  support  of  his 
mother  and  the  family.  He  found  seventeen  old-fashioned 
bee-hives  with  swarms  of  the  common  black  bee  upon  the 
place.  He  ascertained  that  with  an  investment  of  $50,  and  an 
expenditure  of  $19.70,  there  had  been  a  net  gain  $156  in  one 
year.  Taking  these  figures  for  data  he  made  the  following 
table  as  a  calculation  of  the  increase  and  profit  for  five  years, 
beginning  with  five  hives,  and  calculating  an  increase  of 
three  swarms  from  each  old  one.  Thus  the  old  one  and  the 
three  new  ones  would  give  four  swarms  in  the  fall  for  each 
one  had  in  the  spring: 

Hives.  Value. 

5    X  4  =         20  5    X   $10  =  $         50 

20   X   4  =        80  20   X      10  =  200 

80  X  4  =      320  80  X      10  =  800 

320  X  4  =  1,280  320  X     10  =       3,200 

1,280  X  4  =  5,120  1,280  X      10  =     12,800 

And  so  John  Allen  went  to  bee-raising.  He  commenced 
with  thirty-seven  swarms,  and  in  one  season  cleared  a  net 
profit  of  $3,776.72.  How  he  did  it  is  narrated  most  pleas- 
antly in  his  book  entitled  The  Blessed  Bees,  for  sale  by  Bil- 
lings, Harboume  &  Co.  All  this  was  done  in  Michigan  ; 
cold,  bleak,  desolate  Michigan.  California  is  the  bee  State 
of  America;  so  we  commend  its  perusal  to  ever^'body  who 
raises  bees,  who  wishes  to  raise  bees,  and  who  is  fond  of 
good,  choice  honey  on  hot  biscuits  and  buckwheat  cakes. 

From  Henry  Holt  &  Co.  we  are  in  receipt  of  a  volume  of 
their  Leisure  Hour  Series,  entitled  The  Fifst  Violin,  by  Jessie 
Fothergill.  As  we  do  not  play  the  fiddle,  and  have  no  leisure 
hours,  we  have  given  the  book  to  the  fiddler  that  our  musi- 
cal critic  so  cruelly  excoriated  a  few  days  since.  We  do  not 
intend,  as  a  rule,  to  give  books  and  other  presents  to  all 
who  fall  under  the  lash  of  our  criticism;  there  are  not  books 
enough  to  go  around.  There  is  another  reason  why  we  do 
not  favor  this  work  on  violins.  We  have  had  a  quarrel  with 
a  fiddler,  and  he  got  the  best  of  the  affair  by  becoming  its 
historian. 


The  Argonaut,  ambitious  to  become  the  vehicle  of 
thought,  invites  thinking  and  writing  men  to  contribute  oc- 
casionally to  its  columns.  General  Thomas  H.  Williams 
promises  us  an  article  upon  "Swamp  Land  Reclamation;" 
General  H.  M.  Naglee,  of  San  Jos^,  a  paper  upon  "  Califor- 
nia Wines  and  Brandies  ;"  B.  B.  Redding  will  give  us  an  ar- 
ticle upon  the  "Thermal  Belt;"  "Irrigation  of  Desert  Lands" 
is  in  preparation  by  a  gentleman  thoroughly  and  practically 
conversant  with  the  subject ;  Dr.  Stebbins  encourages  us 
with  the  hope  of  a  paper  upon  "  Education  ;  "  and  Gov- 
ernor Stanford  with  a  full  and  complete  article  upon  "  Rail- 
road Management."  We  feel  that  we  have  a  right  to  ask 
of  men  who  think,  that  they  help  to  educate  and  guide  the 
unthinking  masses.  Only  one  man  in  one  hundred  is  ca- 
pable of  giving  direction  to  popular  sentiment ;  and  if  these 
inspired  few  shall  so  immerse  themselves  in  business  or  pleas- 
ure as  to  neglect  this  duty  it  is  not  surprising  that  the  world 
goes  wrong.  We  respectfully  submit  that  a  journal  like  ours 
is  a  better  medium  for  the  discussion  of  serious  questions, 
and  for  the  utterance  of  well-matured  and  dehberate  opin- 
ions, than  the  daily,  newsy,  commercial  press.  Our  coast  of 
the  Pacific  has  many  important  questions  peculiar  to  itself, 
and  understood  only  by  men  who  live  here.  Weekly  journals 
in  England  rank  foremost.  Scientific  and  literary  men  are 
prominent  contributors.  Such  statesmen  as  Gladstone  are 
not  unmindful  of  their  duty  to  the  public,  and  are  not  indif- 
ferent to  the  opportunity  afforded  them  for  giving  publicity 
to  their  opinions.  We  could  name,  upon  this  coast,  a  hun- 
dred intelligent  gentlemen,  each  one  of  whom  has  some  spe- 
cialty of  occupation,  or  particular  direction  of  thought,  upon 
which  he  could  write,  with  but  little  effort,  an  interesting 
and  instructive  paper.  We  meet  these  gentlemen;  we  bore 
them  to  write.  They  promise;  they  forget;  they  are  too 
busy,  and  some  of  the  very  best  minds  are  too  modest  to 
write  over  their  own  signatures.  The  result  is  that  the  di- 
rection of  popular  thought  is  left  to  the  professional  news- 
paper writer,  or  lo  the  Bohemian  who  contributes  for  pay,  or 
to  the  political  orator  who  is  as  selfish  as  he  is  ambitious. 
Orator)'  has  lost  its  persuasiveness;  the  profession  of  the  law 
no  longer  directs  opinion;  the  pulpic  has  but  small  audience 
of  thinking  men;  the  stage  makes  no  effort  to  instruct — so 
that  the  moulding  and  direction  of  public  opinion  is  left  to 
the  press.  The  daily  press  is  devoted  to  news,  to  sensa- 
tions, to  partisan  interest,  to  local  prejudice;  is  a  slave  to  its 
counting  room.  It  is  either  non-committal  cr  combative. 
It  is  either  silent  or  aggressive.  It  is  indifferent  or  partisan. 
It  is  rarely  judicial,  and  never  disinterested.  We  do  not 
claim  that  the  ARGONAUT  is  what  it  ought  to  be;  but  we  de- 
clare our  willingness  to  make  it  what  it  might  be  if  its  direc- 
tors had  the  cooperation  of  those  intelligent  minds  who 
could  and  should  aid  in  moulding  and  directing  thought  upon 
the  Pacific  Coast. 


When  your  Englishman  attempts  a  stroke  of  ente.  ,xi  = 
business  lookout.     One  has  bought  the  famous  ca   1 
loon  of  Paris.     But  he  did  not  secure  the  ta'klc, 
will  be  no  ascents— only  a  balloon  on  the  ground  \ 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


Visions  in  the  South. 

I. 

Her  human  heart  was  given. 

False  bean  for  a  ruby  true  ; 
Her  eyes  were  made  of  heaven. 

And  sold  for  the  sapphire's  blue. 

False  opal  is  on  ihe  finger 

Where  loving  lips  have  kissed, 
^\"he^c  loving  eyes  did  linger 

Collar  of  amelhysi. 

The  old  jewel-monger  chuckles 

At  the  gift  of  my  lord  ihe  carl. 
And  he  bows  to  the  diamond  buckles 

And  the  Gargantua  pearL 

But  her  place  the  pwet  passes 

With  a  sigh  for  love  astray," 
And  he  turns  from  her  opera-glasses. 

To  ihc  iarce  that  the  players  play. 

II. 

My  lady's  the  lily  of  ladyhood. 

And  when  she  has  passed  the  stair. 

The  trebled  scent  of  a  spring-tide  wood 
Is  sweet  on  the  troubled  air. 

For  her  be  vagrant  verse  of  mine. 

But  a  wedding  of  house  and  land  ; 
And,  whcrcsoe\'er  she  hap  to  dint*. 

A  seat  at  her  host's  right  hand. 

For  her  be  dozen-of-button  gloves. 

And  dozens  of  sweet  champagne. 
But  never  the  least  of  all  the  loves 

Will  come  at  her  call  again. 

III. 
'Tis  May,  my  love,  on  the  Southern  sea. 

And  night  comes  softly  on. 
And  the  moon  shines  fair  as  never  to  me 

A  moon  of  the  Northland  shone. 

And  oh  I  but  my  soul  is  beating,  love, 

With  a  passionate  thought  of  thee. 
And  my  lips  of  themselves  repeating,  love. 

The   name  that  is  dear  to  me. 

O  moon,  in  the  mantle  of  ragged  cloud 

That  ridest  the  Northern  night, 
Breathe  low  to  my  love  in  her  London  crowd 

Of  the  South  and  its  dear  delight. 

Breathe  low  to  my  love  how  the  Southern  moon 

Leans  down  to  the  passionate  sea : 
Breathe  low  to  my  love  how  the  South  winds  swoon 

On  ihc  breast  of  the  passionate  sea. 

— -J.  S.,  in  Diackwooifs. 

"  Drifting  Down. " — A  Thames  Baxcarolle. 

Drifting  down  in  the  gray-green  twilight, 

O,  the  scent  of  the  new-mown  hay ! 
Soft  dip  the  oars  in  the  mystic  shy  light, 

O,  the  charm  of  the  dying  day  ! 
While  fading  flecks  of  bright  opalescence 

But  faintly  dapple  a  saffron  sky. 
The  stream  flows  on  with  superb  quiescence. 

The  breeze  is  hushed  to  the  softest  sigh. 
Drifting  down  in  Ihe  sweet  still  weather, 

O.  the  fragrance  of  fair  j  uly  ! 
Love,  ray  love,  when  we  drift  together, 

O,  how  fleetly  the  moments  fly ! 

Drifting  down  on  the  dear  old  river, 

O,  the  music  that  interweaves  ! 
The  ripples  run  and  the  sedges  shiver, 

O.  the  song  of  the  lazy  leaves  ! 
And  far-off  sounds— for  the  night  so  clear  is — 

Awake  the  echoes  of  by-gone  times  ; 
The  muffled  roar  of  the  distant  weir  is 

Cheered  by  the  clang  of  the  Marlow  chimes. 
Drifting  down  in  the  cloudless  weather, 

O,  how  short  is  the  summer  day  ! 
Love,  my  love,  when  we  drift  together, 

O.  how  quickly  we  drift  away  ! 

Drifting  down  as  the  night  advances, 

O.  the  calm  of  the  sur-lit  skies  ! 
Eye-lids  droop  o'er  the  half-shy  glances, 

O,  the  light  in  those  blue-gray  eyes ! 
A  winsome  maiden  is  sweetly  singing 

A  dreamy  song  in  a  minor  key  ; 
Her  clear  low  voic«  and  its  tones  are  bringing 

A  mingled  melody  back  to  me. 
Drifting  down,  in  the  clear  calm  weather. 

O,  how  sweet  is  the  maidens  song  ! 
Love,  my  love,  when  we  drift  together. 

O,  how  quickly  we  drift  along.     —London    World. 


The  Cricket    on  the  Hearth. 
[imitated   from    the  FRENCH  OF   BERv\NGEK.] 

In  the  evening  I  sit  near  my  poker  anJ  tongs, 

And  I  dream  in  the  firelight's  glow,    ■ 
And  sometimes  I  quaver  forgotten  songs 

That  1  listened  to  long  ago. 
Then  out  of  the  cinders  there  cometh  a  chirp 

Like  an  echoing,  answering  cr^- — 
Little  we  care  for  the  outside  world. 

My  friend  the  cricket  and  \. 

For  my  cricket  lias  learnt,  I  am  sure  of  it  quite. 

That  this  earth  is  a  silly,  strange  place. 
And  perhaps  he's  been  beaten  and  hurt  in  the  fight, 

.\nd  perhaps  he's  been  passed  in  the  race. 
But  I  know  he  has  found  it  far  better  to  sing 

Than  to  talk  of  ill-luck  and  to  sigh — 
Lhtlc  we  care  for  the  outside  world. 

My  friaod  the  cricket  and  I. 

Perhaps  he  has  lo\-ed  and  perhaps  he  has  lost. 

And  perhaps  he  is  weary  and  weak. 
And  tired  of  life's  torrent  so  turbid  and  tost. 

And  disposed  to  be  mournful  and  meek. 
Yet  still  I  bdieve  that  he  thinks  it  is  best 

To  sing,  and  let  troubles  float  by — 
Little  wc  care  for  the  outside  world. 

My  friend  the  cricket  and  I. 

A  Flower  in  a  Book. 

A  withered  flower  shall  raise 
A  ghost  of  \-anished  days ; 

From  crumbled  leaves  a  rose. 
All  fragrant  souled.  shall  rise 
Witliin  the  heart  and  eves 

Of  one  who,  dreaming,  knows 

The  dust  that  was  a  ix>5e  ■ 

J.  J.  PlATT,  in  Atlantit. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


.A  most  e.xtraordinar)^  people  are  the  sons  of  Erin.  The 
do  so  fiy  into  a  perturbation  at  the  shghlest  of  provocations. 
When  George  Gorham  was  once  asked  at  Piatt's  Hall  which 
he  liked  best,  the  Irishman  or  the  negro,  he  wittily  replied: 
"  Show  me  the  Irishman  and  show  me  the  negro,  and  I  will 
answer  the  question."  All  those  Irishmen  in  San  Francisco 
who  lack  intelligence,  and  whose  minds  are  not  ballasted  by 
good  sense — we  mean  the  ignorant,  political,  agitating,  sand- 
lot  Irish,  with  a  sprinkling  of  native-born  American  dolts 
and  demagogues  —  are  metaphorically  up  in  arms  against 
Colonel  Bee  for  an  indiscreet  remark  comparing  the  Irish 
unfavorably  with  the  Chinese.  Now  Colonel  Bee  is  the  paid 
attorney  of  the  Chinese;  to  chant  their  virtues  and  sing 
their  praise  is  his  duty,  for  this  he  is  retained.  The  Chinese 
are  his  clients;  they  are  arrayed  at  the  bar  for  American 
opinion,  charged  with  the  most  heinous  of  crimes  ;  the 
counts  of  the  indictment  are;  (i)  That  they  are  destroying 
our  civilization  ;  (2)  that  they  threaten  by  the  rivalry  of 
their  cheap  labor  to  drive  our  working  population  to  starva- 
tion and  death;  (3)  that  they  threaten  to  overrun  our  coun- 
Irj'  and  themselves  by  force  of  numbers,  usurp  our  land,  and 
reduce  us  and  our  civilization  to  the  lower  standard  of 
theirs. 

To  all  this  Colonel  Bee  pleads  not  guilty,  and  in  defense 
of  his  clients  he  proclaims  their  virtues,  and  portrays  in 
glowing  colors  all  their  admirable  qualities.  In  the  enthusi- 
asm of  his  advocacy  he  says:  "The  Chinese  are  belter  than 
the  Irish."  In  this  Colonel  Bee  is  clearly  wrong;  first,  be- 
cause the  Chinese  are  not  better  than  the  Irish;  and  second, 
because  this  question  is  not  the  one  at  issue.  He  pleads 
for  them  that  they  are  under  the  protection  of  a  national 
treaty;  that  they  are  here  by  virtue  of  law,  and  entitled  to 
protectionfrom  violence  through  considerations  of  humanity. 
The  Colonel  does  just  what  all  lawyers  do  in  defense  of  their 
clients.  There  is  an  Irishman  now  under  indictment  for 
murder,  and  when  his  lawyer  comes  to  plead  his  case  before 
the  jury  he  will  grow  eloquent  in  delineating  his  many  vir- 
tues, in  arguing  the  impossibility  of  his  crime,  and  in  the  re- 
cital of  all  the  better  acts  of  his  life;  he  will  grow  pathetic  in 
his  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  the  jury;  he  will  exert  all  the 
ingenuity  of  his  subtle  mind  to  extricate  his  client  from  his 
peril,  and  appeal  to  court  and  jur)'  for  a  verdict  of  "  not 
guilty.''  Now,  Colonel  Bee  is  doing  the  same  for  his  clients, 
and  while  there  is  no  Irishman  in  the  land  who  would  not 
applaud  the  criminal  advocate  for  his  earnest  defense  of  the 
prisoner  charged  with  crime,  we  ask  how  can  they  blame  the 
Chinese  advocate  that  he  is  also  zealous  in  defense  of  his 
criminals — even  indiscreet  in  the  cause  his  clients  ?  This 
sand-lot  business,  where  an  ignorant  mob  of  foreigners  are 
endeavoring  to  regulate  the  government  of  the  country  that 
has  been  indiscreet  enough  to  adopt  them,  has  seemed  to  us 
all  along  as  a  verj'  absurd  proceeding.  But  when  it  under- 
takes to  interfere  with  private  and  professional  utterances, 
it  becomes  disgusting  to  the  last  degree. 


Now,  if  I  were  an  Irishman,  and  anybody  should  say^  that 
anybody  else  was  better  than  1, 1  would  not  go  dancing  down 
to  the  sand-lots  among  the  fleas  and  William  Wellocks  and 
Carl  Brownes  to  assert  the  dignity  of  my  nationality.  I 
would  not,  in  passionate,  cheap,  and  wordy  resolution,  nor  in 
angry,  vituperative,  vulgar  speech,  thus  attempt  to  vindicate 
the  character  of  my  race  or  the  superiority  of  the  blood  that 
coursed  my  veins.  Certainly  I  would  not  do  this  if  I  were  of 
Irish  birth.  The  Green  Island,  that  maintained  the  inviola- 
bility of  its  soil  when  Danish  pirates  and  Roman  legions  con- 
quered and  subdued  the  larger  islands  of  Britain  ;  the  land 
that  justly  boasts  that  it  was  once  the  seat  of  European  learn- 
ing ;  the  land  that  claims  with  pride  the  noble  names  of  so 
many  men  of  intelligence,  patriotism,  and  eloquence — is  be- 
littled by  its  unworthy  sons,  who  talk  of  hanging  men  who 
may  happen,  honestly  or  otherwise,  to  think  that  the  mug  of 
the  low  Irish  is  not  the  highest  type  of  national  beauty,  or 
that  his  intelligence,  sobriety,  and  industry  do  not  exceed 
all  the  virtues  of  all  the  world  beside. 


There  are  people  in  America — a  great  many  at  the  East, 
some  in  California,  and  now  and  then  one  in  San  Francisco — 
who  resent  these  sand-hill  protests  of  naturalized  and  unnat- 
uralized foreigners  as  unbecoming,  and  as  impudent  and 
meddlesome  interference  in  matters  that  ought  not  to  be 
turned  over  to  their  exclusive  control.  Colonel  Bee  is  one  of 
that  class;  and,  while  we  do  not  justify  the  Chinese  advo- 
cate for  making  odious  comparisons  between  his  clients  and 
the  countr>'man  of  Brian  Boru,  we  do  suggest  that  it  would 
be  more  dignified,  modest,  and  becoming  if  these  people 
would  be  less  noisy,  less  jealous,  and  less  clamorous  over  the 
invasion  of  this  country  by  an  alien  race — if  they  would  re- 
member that  only  a  short  time  ago  they  came  to  the  coun- 
try candidates  for  citizenship  and  suppliants  for  the  national 
protection. 

Now  for  the  third  time  a  public  meeting  of  Irish  citizens 
has  been  called  upon  to  protest  against  this  invidious  com- 
parison of  themselves  with  the  Chinese.  We  wonder  it  has 
not  occurred  to  Bob  Ferrall,  Harr>^  George,  and  other  intel- 
ligent and  enlightened  Irish  citizens,  that  this  too  frequent 
and  always  angry  protest  might  not  disclose  a  sensitiveness 
on  their  part,  and  indicate  that  they  were  not  quite  confident 
that  Colonel  Bee's  charge  had  not  in  it  some  grains  of  truth. 
Under  a  similar  charge  would  Englishmen  or  Frenchmen  or 
Germans  rush  to  the  sand-lot,  and,  with  noisy  declamation 
and  passionate  gesticulation,  argue  the  question  of  their 
equahty  in  intellect  and  morals  with  the  Chinese?  The 
truth  is,  the  Chinese  are  the  superiors  of  all  of  us  in  ver)' 
many  particulars,  and  the  sooner  we  recognize  the  fact  the 
sooner  will  we  be  able  to  cope  with  them  in  this  struggle  for 
a  continent.  We  have  always  underrated  the  Chinese,  and 
thus  armed  them  with  double  power.  To  regard  the  Mon- 
golian as  an  inferior  race  is  a  great  mistake.  On  one  occa- 
sion, a  great  many  years  ago,  the  Hon.  Eugene  Casserly,  at 
a  public  meeting — called  for  a  discussion  of  the  Chinese  ques- 
tion^aid,  in  substance,  that  they  "  were  a  dangerous  immi- 
gration, because  of  their  superior  skill  in  many  departments 
of  labor;  because  of  their  patient  industr>'  and  their  habits 
of  economy."  He  pointed  to  the  stone  structure  known  as 
"Parrott's"  building,  at  the  northwest  comer  of  California] 


and  Montgomer)'  Streets,  to  illustrate  their  skill  as  mechan- 
ics. The  stones  of  this  structure  were  cut,  fitted  and  marked 
at  the  quarries  in  China,  and  sent  here  ready  for  erection. 
The  Chinese  are  more  industrious  workers  than  any  other  of 
the  lower  class  of  foreigners  who  come  to  this  country.  They 
will  work  more  hours ;  they  are  to  a  less  degree  eye-servants ; 
they  are  more  cleanly  in  their  personal  habits.  As  domestic 
servants,  they  are  more  faithful  and  more  honest.  They  are 
more  temperate,  and  out  of  their  indulgences  grow  fewer 
quarrels  and  less  disturbance  of  the  public  peace.  They  are 
more  economical ;  they  are  better  workers  in  all  those  trades 
that  require  delicate  manipulation  of  the  fingers  :  this  makes 
them  dangerous  competitors  to  laborers  who  have  families  to 
support,  and  especially  to  those  of  idle  and  dissipated  habits. 


Their  superior  people  are  the  superiors  of  our  superior 
classes  in  many  respects.  As  merchants,  they  have  been 
tried  in  a  fair  competition  and  rivalry  with  commercial 
houses  of  the  largest  capital  and  the  largest  experience,  and 
the  result  has  been  that  after  half  a  century  of  endeavor  in 
China,  English  and  American  merchants  have  for  the  most 
part  given  up  the  struggle,  in  the  city  of  San  Francisco 
there  is  to-day  no  single  house  doing  a  respectable  Chinese 
trade.  C.  Adolphe  Low  &  Co.,  Macondray  &  Co.,  and  oth- 
ers, who  once  had  a  large  intercourse  with  China,  now  find 
themselves  playing  a  very  inferior  second  to  the  Chinese 
merchants.  The  Chinese  have  abundant  capital  of  their 
own,  do  their  own  importing  and  banking,  and,  except  in  ex- 
change, have  no  necessity  for  the  aid  of  any  outside  capital. 


In  several  important  branches  of  mechanical  industry  they 
now  take  the  lead,  and  it  is  not  improbable  that  if  all  social, 
political,  and  business  restrictions  were  withdrawn,  that  with 
their  skill,  industr)',  cheap  labor,  economical  habits,  large 
capital,  and  we  presume  low  interest,  they  would  become 
formidable  rivals  in  many  leading  branches  of  manufacture; 
and  we  see  no  good  reason  why  they  would  not  become  com- 
petitors in  all.  Allow  them  to  buy  land,  and  give  to  their 
property  and  to  themselves  the  protection  of  the  law,  and 
there  is  a  presumption  that  it  would  not  be  a  long  time  be- 
fore they  became  the  only  agriculturists,  fruit  growers,  and 
wine  producers  of  this  State. 


They  are  better  farmers  than  the  Dutch  or  Scotch,  better 
gardeners  than  the  ltalians,betterorchardists  than  the  .'\mer- 
icans,  better  vine-growers  than  the  French.  In  fishing  they 
have  no  equals.  In  mining,  they  have  devised  schemes  for 
working  river  beds  that  Yankee  ingenuity  never  conceived. 
In  point  of  statesmanship,  the  final  competitive  trial  is  yet  to 
come  ofif.  In  the  Burlingame  treaty  they  obtained  the  bet- 
ter of  us,  and  we  now  a\vait  the  contest  at  Washington, 
between  the  Chinese  Embassay  and  our  Department  of 
State,  with  a  well-grounded  apprehension  that  Chinese  state- 
craft and  subtlety  will  achieve  a  triumph  over  the  proud 
Saxon. 

Just  so  long  as  our  people  indulge  themselves  in  the  vain 
delusion  of  their  superiority  of  race,  and  rely  upon  it,  they 
will  find  that  they  are  working  at  great  disadvantage.  This 
question  of  the  conflict  of  races  between  the  Eastern  and 
the  Western;  between  Christian  civilization  and  heathenism; 
between  Confucian  philoaophy  and  the  religion  of  Christ  ; 
whether  the  redundant  and  over-crowded  population  of  Asia 
shall  o\'erflo\v  upon  this  western  and  sparsely  settled  coast, 
is  one  for  national  consideration.  It  must  be  met  by  the 
thinkers  and  statesmen  of  the  country,  and  must  be  settled 
after  all  upon  the  narrow  grounds  of  self-interest  and 
national  policy.  From  its  consideration  must  be  discarded 
all  sentimentalism,  and  all  the  nonsense  of  the  "fatherhood 
of  God  and  the  brotherhood  of  man,"  of  America  being  the 
"asylum  of  the  oppressed,"  and  the  "refuge  of  all  fleeing 
from  tyranny."  AH  this  balderdash  of  bigots  and  dema- 
gogues must  be  ignored.  This  question  will  never  be  pro- 
perly considered  as  long  as  the  low  and  ignorant  of  other 
nationalities  are  permitted  to  make  of  it  a  party  question  for 
their  own  political  advancement.  Intelligent  men  resent 
this  sand-lot  business  as  impertinence.  This  howl  that  "the 
Chinese  must  go  "  comes  back  from  the  East  a  broken  echo. 
It  is  not  a  question  between  domestic  servants,  to  weigh  the 
merits  of  Biddy  or  John;  if  it  were,  Biddy  would  stand  with 
her  hands  on  her  hips  outside  the  kitchen  door.  It  is  not  a 
question  confined  to  daily  laborers  and  menial  servants,  but 
it  involves  considerations  touching  the  financial,  commercial, 
and  industrial  future  of  America.  It  is  not  to  be  deter- 
mined by  ward  politicians  and  flannel-mouthed  orators,  but 
by  statesmen  in  our  national  councils.  It  is  not  to  be  influ- 
enced by  the  prayers  that  come  from  between  the  nose  and 
chin  of  sanctimonious  Chinese  missionaries,  but  addresses 
itself  to  that  intelligent  religious  sentiment  that  regards 
patriotism  and  love  of  country  as  an  element  of  Christian 
civilization.  P. 


The  color  of  a  girl's  hair  is  regulated  by  the  size  of  her 
father's  pocket-book.  If  the  latter  be  plethoric  the  girl's 
tresses  are  golden  or  auburn.  If  the  old  man  s  wallet  is  lean 
we  hear  the  daughter  spoken  of  as  only  "  that  red-headed 
gal."  

A  Maine  wife  put  her  husband  up  at  auction,  and  no  one 
bid.  Then  she  put  up  an  old  billy  goat,  and  the  animal 
brought  $4. 

Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons. — Thanksgiving,  November  28,  1878. 


Eastern  Oysiera. 

Ox  Tail  Soup^ 

Stewed  Terrapin. 

Veal  Cutlets  Fried.     Potato  Croquette. 

Asparagus,     Green  Peas. 

Fillet  of  Beef,  with  Mushrooms. 

Rotnaa  Punch. 

Roast  Boned  Turkey.  Cranberry  Sauce. 

Water-cress  Salad. 

Mince  and  Pumpkin  Pies. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Figs,  Pears,  and  Grapes. 

Almcnds,  Walnuts,  RaisitLs,  and  Prunes.  Coffee, 

To  Frv  Veal  Cl'tlets,— Procure  your  cutlets  half  an  inch  thick;  coat  them 

with  the  yolk  of  eggs  well  beaten  ;  dip  ihem  in  bread  crumbs  and  grated  lemon 

peel.     Put  some   fresh    lard    in   the  pan,  and  when  boiling  put  in  the  cutlets. 

When  ihcy  are  well  cooked  take  them  out  and  keep  them   hot ;  dredge  into  the 

pan  a  little  flour ;  pour  in  a  little  water ;  add   salt,  pepper,  and  mushroom  catsup 

to  taste.      Cook  quickly  until  a  light  brown.      Arrange  the  cutlets  in  a  circle 

around  the  dish,  pour  the  £ra\'^'  in  the  centre,  garnish  with  fancy  cut  carrots  and 

parslej-,  and  serve  hoL 

To  Make  Roman  Punch,— See  VoL  I,  No.  36, 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


PONY  GLASSES  OF  FRENCH  BRANDY, 


d'une    vieille 


A,   B.    C,    D,    MATRIMONIAL. 

D'aprSs  Balzac,  on  se  marie  par  : 
Ambition — Cela  est  bien  connu. 

Bonti^ — Pour  arracher  una  fille  k  la  tyrannie  de  sa  famiUe. 
Colore — Pour  d^sh^riter  des  coUat^raux. 
D^dain — D'une  maitresse  infid^le. 
Ennui — De  la  d^licieuse  vie  de  garden. 
Folic — C'en  est  toujours  une. 
Gageure — C'est  le  cas  de  lord  Byron. 
Honneur — Comme  George  Dandin. 
Int^ret—  C'est  presque  toujours  ainsi. 
Jeunesse — Au  sortir  du  college,  en  dtourdi. 
Laideur — Craignant  de  manquer  de  femme. 
Machiav^lisme — Pour    h^riter    promptement 

femme. 

N^cessit^ — Pour  donner  un  iftat  k  notre  fils. 
Obligation — La  demoiselle  ayant  i^t^  faible. 
Passion — Pour  s'en  gu^rir  plus  surement. 
Querelle — Pour  finir  un  proces. 
Reconnaissance — C'est  donner  plus  qu'on  a  ret^u. 
Sagesse — Cela  arrive  encore  aux  doctrinaires. 
Testament — Quand  un  oncle  mort  vous  greve  son  heritage 

d'une  fille. 
Usage — A  I'imitation  de  ses  aieux. 
Vieillesse — Pour  faire  une  fin. 
X — Terme  de  I'inconnu. 
Yatidi — Heure  de  se  coucher  chez  les  Turcs,  et  qui  en  signi- 

fie  tous  les  besoins. 
Zele — Comme  le  due  de  Saint-Aignan  qui  ne  voulait  pas 

commettre  de  pdchfe. 

Comeille  disait  du  due  de  Richelieu  ;  II  m'a  trop  fait  de 
bien  pour  en  dire  du  mal.  II  m'a  trop  fait  de  mal  pour  en  dire 
du  bien. 


Badinez  avec  la  vie,  elle  n'est  bonne  qu'i  cela. — Voltaire. 

Un  grand  obstacle  au  bonheur,  c'est  de  s'attendre  k  un 
trop  grand  bonheur. — Fontoielle. 


La  bont^  est  une  vertu,  mais  ce  n'est  pas  toujours  par  vertu 
qu'une  femme  a  de  certaines  bont^s  pour  quelqu'un.-^£. 
Jouy. 


Les  amants  ont  dans  leur  langage  une  foule  de  mots  dont 
chaque  syllabe  est  une  caresse. — Rochepidre. 


Un  rien  est  de  grande  importance, 

Un  rien  produit  de  grands  effets. 

En  amour,  en  guerre,  en  proc^, 

Un  rein  fait  pencher  la  balance. 

Un  rien  nous  pousse  aupr^  des  grands, 

Un  rien  nous  fait  aimer  des  belles, 

Un  rien  excite  nos  talents, 

Un  rien  derange  nos  cer\elles. 

D'un  rien  de  plus,  d'lin  rien  de  moins. 

Depend  le  succes  de  nos  soins. 

Un  rien  flatta.  qiiand  on  esp6re, 

Un  rien  trouble,  lorsque  I'on  crainL 

Amour,  ton  fen  ne  dure  gu^re, 

Un  rien  I'allume,  un  rien  I'^leinL 


L'amour  fait  passer  le  temps  ;  le  temps  fait  passer  I'amour. 


Pour  etre  heureux,  il  fait  ne  s'inqui^ter  ni  des  comment  ni 
des  pourqitoi  de  la  vie. 


En  amour,  un  geste,  un  sourire,  un  coup  d'oeil,  un  baiser, 
un  soupir,  tiennent  lieu  de  langage. 


— Madame,  je  vous  aime,  je  vous  aime  de  toutes  les  forces 
de  mon  coeur,  disait  un  amant  passionn^  k  une  dame.  — Et 
qu'aimez-vous  en  moi,  Monsieur  ?  — V^otre  vertu,  Madame. 
— Alors,  pourquoi  vous  efforcez-vous  tous  les  jours  k  me  faire 
perdre  ce  que  vous  aimez  tant .' 


Alphonse  Karr  ayant  engage  un  jardinier  I'envoya  sur  sa 
propri^t^  et  lui  donna  pour  habitation  un  charmant  pavilion, 
au  milieu  d'un  pare  plein  d'oiseaux  chanteurs.  Quelques  jours 
apr^s,  le  jardinier  lui  ^crivit:  Monsieur,  je  ne  puis  dormir 
dans  votre  pare,  les  rossignols  hurlent  tout  la  nuit. 


Monsieur  R.,  membre  du  Bohemian  Club  de  San  Fran- 
cisco, m'exprima  un  jour  cette  pens^e  pleine  de  justesse: 
C'est  quelquefois  par  vertu  qu'on  est  libertin. 


Les  lettres  d'amour  sont  I'aliment  de  l'amour. 


Les  femmes,  les  chats  et  les  oiseaiuc  sont  les  ^tres  qui 
perdent  le  plus  de  temps  k  leur  toilette. 


II  est  des  douleurs  dont  tes  remf:des  sont  inconnus,  et  pour 
lesquelles  la  nature  n'a  point  produit  de  baume. — Balzac, 


Un  ^crivain  se  trouvant  dans  un  salon  fut  pri^  de  donner, 
en  peu  de  mots,  son  opinion  sur  les  femmes.  — Mesdames, 
dit-il  au  bout  d'un  moment  de  reflexion, 

Vous  savez  mieu.x  plaire  et  seduire, 
Vous  savez  mieu.\  aimer  que  nous, 
Vous  avez  un  parler  plus  dous, 
Vous  avez  un  plus  doux  sourire ; 
Mais,  pour  completer  votre  empire 
Et  nous  mettre,  en  tout,  apr^s  vous, 
•  Mesdames,  il  me  faut  bien  le  dire, 

Vous  savez  mieux  troraper  que  nous. 


Une  jeune  fille  de  seize  ans  se  laisse  aimer,  une  femme  de 
trente  ans  se  fait  aimer. — A.  Ricard. 


Quand  un  objet  fait  ri^sistance, 
L'anglais,  fier  et  vam,  s'en  offense, 
L'itatien  est  d^sole, 

L'espagnol  est  inconsolable, 

L'allemand  se  console  i  table, 
Le  Francais  est  tout  console. 

Mais  que  fais-tu  done,  Marie  ?  Voilk  plus  d'une  heure 
que  tu  perds  devant  ton  miroir  !  disait  une  dame  k  sa  fille, 
charmante  personne  de  dix-sept  ans. — Ce  que  je  fais,  ma- 
man?  r^pondit  la  jeune  coquette,  j'admire  ton  plus  bel  ou- 
vrage  ! 

San  Francisco,  Nov.  17,  1878.       L.  G.  J.  de  Finod. 


THE  TWO  MUSES. 


My  fire  burnt  low — at  inteirals 

Struggling  for  life  it  flared  and  sank. 

And  shapeless  shadows  on  the  walls 
Towered  up,  and  into  comers  sank. 

The  black  brand  crackled,  bent,  and  broke. 
And  through  the  soot  the  eager  spark 

Worried  like  busy  worldly  folk, 

And  burrowing  died  in  dirt  and  dark. 

In  the  dead  silence  loud  the  clock 

Remorseless  ticked  each  second's  flight  — 
Heart-beats  of  Time,  with  quiet  shock 

Driving  Life  on  to  Death  and  Night- 
Well,  let  Life  go  !     My  weary  heart 

Is  sick  of  things  that  only  seem ; 
Love  is  a  sham,  and  so  is  Art, 

And  Faith  the  ghost  of  Hope's  vain  dream. 

A  curse  is  on  this  world  of  ours. 

Where  Faith.  Love,  Art,  are  all  a  lie  ; 

Beneath  the  curse  the  spirit  cowers. 
And  their  best  gifts  the  gods  deny. 

.■\s  thus  I  mused  in  desperate  mood 

I  raised  my  eyes,  and.  faintly  seen 
In  the  dim  light,  a  figure  stood. 

With  prayerful  face  and  vesture  mean. 

Her  eyes  were  shy  with  half  alarm. 

Wan  were  her  cheeks,  and  pale  her  hue. 

And  o'er  her  breast  her  white  bared  arm 
With  modest  grace  her  drapery  drew. 

"WTio  art  thou,  and  what  dost  thou  here? 

Speak,  can  I  help  thee?"    Then,   "Alas!" 
She  said,  "how  own  the  name  I  bear — 
So  fallen,  so  changed  from  what  I  was. 

"Once  in  the  far  and  golden  time. 

When  Freedom  wore  its  fairest  hues, 
WTien  glorious  Greece  was  in  its  prime, 
They  called  rae  by  the  name  of  Muse. 

"My  feet  from  worldly  soil  were  free; 
The  Furies  lent  to  me  their  rods  ; 
My  praise  was  Immortafity, 

My  home — the  temple  of  the  gods. 

"All  for  my  favors  sought.     To  none 
I  gave  them  but  the  true  and  tried, 
Heroic,  godlike  men  alone. 

Whose  Life  by  Faith  was  purified. 

"Now  in  the  public  mart  my  strings 
For  every  want  I  fain  must  strum. 
And  hide  beneath  a  shawl  my  wings. 
And  sing  when  I  were  better  dumb. 

"Must  smile  to  hide  my  heart's  despair. 

Must  starve,  or  cringe  to  greed  and  lust; 
Of  all  who  hear  me — oh,  how  rare 

The  few  « hom  I  can  love  and  trust ! 

"  How  many  mock  my  decent  dress  ; 

Their  thoughts  are  low.  their  works  are  base  ; 
They  shock  me  with  their  vile  caress, 
Until  ashamed  I  hide  my  face. 

"Fallen  so  low.  I  stretch  to  thee 

My  hands,  and  cry,  Ob  !  are  there  none 
To  lift  me,  save  me,  honor  me, 
As  once  in  Greece  in  ages  gone? 

"No  one  of  all  the  venial  throng 

That  take  my  name  upon  their  lips, 
To  shield  me  from  the  shame  and  wrong 
That  shadow  me  in  such  eclipse? 

"No  one  above  this  sordid  mart, 

With  godlike  spirit  shrined  in  man. 
Who  with  pure  soifl  will  worship  Art, 
Not  woo  her  like  a  courtesan? 

"Not  pandering  to  the  world's  low  taste, 
WrM  skill  to  tempt  and  to  degrade; 
Not  like  a  broker,  greed-debased. 

Who  makes  of  Art  a  vulgar  trade?" 

"Yes.  one  at  last,  though  weak  and  poor," 
I  cried.     "I  pledge  this  heart  of  mine, 
Content  to  labor,  wail,  endure. 

To  win  at  last  one  smile  of  thine." 

WTiat  sudden  change !    An  aureole  globed 

Tliat  radiant  face — a  Grecian  dress, 
\\"\xh  pale  and  perfect  draperies,  robed 

Her  pure  and  stately  loveliness. 

Serene  she  smiled,  and  at  her  feet 

Prostrate  I  fell,  and  bowed  my  head. 

And  silence  came  as  calm  and  sweet 
As  silence  to  the  peaceful  dead. 

Then  suddenly  a  laugh  pierced  thraugh 
My  ears — I  raised  my  ej'es — the  Muse 

Had  vanished ;  in  her  stead  a  new, 

Suange  figure  stood — in  high-heeled  shoes. 

A  creature  like  a  biscuit  rare, 

Painted  and  dyed — hair,  eyes,  and  face — 
Tight-laced — her  back  and  bosom  bare — 

All  chiflbns,  jewels,  silk,  and  lace. 

With  head  thrown  back  and  glance  askant. 
She  laughed,  and  leered,  and  beckoned  me. 
"Great  God!"  I  cried,   "what  dost  thou  want? 
And  who  art  thou?  and  where  is  she?" 

'She?    Who?     My  queer  old  sister?    Oh! 
Dear  solemn  prude,  pray  who  can  tell? 
Gone  back  to  Greece,  I  hope.     You  know 
That  here  she's  quite  impossible. 

"  Poor  thing.  I  pity  her;  but  then 
She's  such — so  tiresome,  loo, 
And  dresses  so — and  bores  the  men 
About  the  Beautiful  and  Fine. 

"She  had  a  grand  success  a  while 

In  Athens,  when  the  world  was  young  ; 

But  here,  we've  changed  in  dress  and  style. 

And  she's  old,  ner\'ous,  and  unstrung. 

"And  so  take  care;  you're  young,  mon  cher. 

And  just  beginning  in  your  art  ; 
Don't  be  imposed  upon  by  her. 

But  trust  me  if  you  want  a  start." 
With  that  she  finger-tipped  a  kiss, 

Laughed,  pirouetted  on  her  loe, 
Kicked  out  her  train,  and,  with  a  hiss 

Of  rustling  silks,  turned  round  to  £0. 

"  Now,  don't  forget — don't  be  a  fool ; 

I  count  upon  youl    Well — good-bye, 
Sundays,  you  know — cards,  dancmg.  pool, 

And  everything  that's  cktc  and  sly  1 
"Stop,  here's  my  card — I'd  quite  forgot." 

With  that  she  vanished,  and  I  read : 
^'Madame  la  Muse — n^e  la  Cocotte, 

Rue  de  Pantasse" — and  went  to  bed. — Blackwood's. 


LETTER  FROM  ENGLAND. 


How  they  Live  in  an  English   Country  House. 


October  2,  1878. 

Away  from  the  stir  and  bustle  of  the  great  city,  right  in 
the  heart  of  Blankshire,  where  the  air  is  fresh  and  cheer- 
ing, the  trees  still  clothed  in  their  many  tints  of  green,  varied 
with  autumn  reds  and  yellows,  where  life  seems  idyllic,  with 
shepherds  and  dairy-maids,  and  each  copse  and  wood  might 
be  the  haunt  of  nymphs  and  fairies,  dryads  and  hamadryads  ! 

We  are  at  Saint  Runwold's  Priory;  not  an  ecclesiastical 
house,  as  its  name  would  imply,  but  a  comfortable  mansion 
with  all  modern  appliances  of  ease  and  refinement,  and  with 
nothing  left  of  the  old  monkish  establishment  save  the  re- 
fectory, which,  with  its  dark  oaken  wainscot  and  open  raft- 
ered roof,  does  duty  as  the  entrance  hall  to  the  more  modem 
dwelling.  This  is  the  home  of  the  Walronds,  and  has  been 
in  their  possession  since  the  time  of  Henry  VIII. 

It  is  from  Saint  Runwold's  that  I  now  write  this  letter,  but 
how  can  I  describe  the  charm  of  the  place  and  all  belonging 
to  it  The  house  is  on  an  eminence,  with  a  terraced  front, 
and  gardens  sloping  to  a  rapid  trout  stream;  beyond  there 
are  park  and  blue  hills,  and  around  there  is  again  park  with 
noble  oak  trees,  but  resplendent  in  beeches,  graceful  with 
their  silver)-  sides,  and  magnificent  in  their  towering  foliage. 
There  are  dells  where  the  dappled  deer  are  herding,  and  the 
bracken  seems  alive  with  four-footed  game;  you  hear  the  cry 
of  the  peacock,  and  far-off  through  the  trees,  you  see  the  dis- 
played plumage  of  some  amorous  male,  glinting  in  the  sun- 
light. 

At  this  season  here  the  days  all  pass  in  much  the  same 
manner.  Breakfast  is  at  half-past  eight,  when  all  meet.  Some 
have  been  up  for  hours,  rambling  on  foot,  riding,  sauntering 
about  the  garden,  or  at  the  home  farm  ;  but  at  the  stated 
time  they  are  expected  to  assemble,  and  laggards  are  not 
waited  for.  Cutlets,  grilled  trout,  fried  soles,  kippered  her- 
ring, deviled  kidneys,  home-cured  bacon  deliciously  broiled, 
and  new-laid  eggs  are  on  the  table,  /tot,  whilst  on  the  side- 
board are  to  be  found  a  cold  magnificent  ham,  a  boiled  round 
of  beef,  game  and  chicken  pie.  Tea  and  coffee,  with  hot 
milk  or  rich  cream,  are  dispensed  by  the  ladies,  and  if  any 
one  desires  to  quench  his  thirst  with  a  tankard  of  home- 
brewed, he  has  the  opportunity  of  doing  so.  This  meal  is 
made  delightful  by  its  perfect  ease  and  self-help.  The  con- 
versation is  light  and  cheerful,  about  what  one  has  seen  or 
expects  to  see  ;  sometimes  a  letter  just  received  gives  a 
story  of  some  one  known  to  most  of  those  present,  and  is 
told  with  facetious  addenda  by  the  narrator.  There  cer- 
tainly is  not  much  strain  on  the  intellect,  for  has  not  every 
one  there  a  hard  but  enjoyable  day's  work  before  them. 

The  great  feature  in  the  programme  is  the  meet  of  the 
hounds — not  the  grand  pack,  but  the  puppies,  who  are  to  be 
blooded  after  the  chase  of  some  fox  cubs,  whose  where- 
abouts are  well  known  to  the  keepers.  All  the  ladies  who 
like  may  attend  the  meet,  for  there  will  be  pony  carriages  for 
those  who  do  not  ride.  The  squire  will  be  there  cheering 
and  directing,  and  to  see  him  and  his  hearty  ways  is  of  itself 
a  sight  worth  some  trouble  to  obtain.  But  the  music  of  the 
puppies,  as  it  breaks  forth  when,  led  by  one  or  two  old 
hounds,  they  first  come  upon  the  scent  of  their  future  quarry! 
How  jubilant  !  How  clanging !  Now  shrill  with  expecta- 
tion, now  deep  and  dissonant  with  fearful  anger.  The  fox 
cub  has  got  away,  and  the  little  pack  stream  out,  soon  how- 
ever to  return,  for  the  puny  victim  dares  not  go  far  from 
home.  Anon  the  voice  of  the  huntsman  is  heard  to  sound 
the  fatal  "  who-oop,"  and  the  youngsters  are  tearing  to  pieces 
the  carcass  of  their  quest.  But  all  of  the  breakfast  party  are 
not  here,  some  have  gone  to  the  woods  to  shoot  pheasants, 
and  others — lovers  of  the  gentle  sport — have  taken  their  rod 
and  basket,  and  are  away  up  the  stream,  to  the  haunts  which 
the  trout  love  best.  There  are  scarcely  any  left  at  home. 
All  are  out  in  the  sun,  getting  health,  and  good  looks,  and 
cheerfulness. 

Seven  is  the  hour  for  dinner;  evening  dress  is  the  rigid 
rule,  and  the  ladies'  toilets  are  works  of  art  worthy  of  May- 
fair  or  Belgravia.  There  is  an  excellent  dinner,  superb 
wine,  and  a  flow  of  talk,  which  is  general  round  the  table. 
This  as  it  does  not  last  long  is  not  unpleasant. 

After  dinner  there  is  the  billiard  room  and  cigars  for  gen- 
tlemen, just  to  give  the  ladies  time  to  settle  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and  then  all  meet  again,  and  enjoy  music,  or  a  rubber, 
and  sometimes  the  chairs  and  tables  are  put  on  one  side  and 
the  young  people  dance. 

I  have  now  told  you  how  a  day  passes  in  an  English  coun- 
try house.  I  can  truly  say  for  myself,  that  coming  from  the 
unrest  of  a  new  country,  there  is  a  delight  in  the  even  but 
energetic  flow  of  life  in  these  happy  English  homes,  which 
far  from  disqualifj'ing  a  man  for  noble  endeavor,  stimulates 
him  to  do  bravely  and  unselfishly  the  work  he  has  before 
him. 

To  be  one  of  a  great  people,  striving  and  struggling  to  lay 
broad  and  deep  the  foundations  of  a  nation  which  shall 
have  a  grand  and  glorious  future,  is  what  a  man  may  well  be 
proud  of,  but  this  pride  will  be  chastened  and  purified  by  the 
knowledge  that  amidst  defective  institutions,  and  undevel- 
oped social  laws,  there  are  enfolded  states  of  being  where 
the  human  heart  blossoms  and  flowers  with  a  beauty,  which, 
in  the  midst  of  our  sterner  endeavor,  we  must  strive  to  pre- 
serve for  the  ages  yet  to  come.  X. 


There  have  been  many  men  who  left  behind  them  that 
which  hundreds  of  years  have  not  worn  out.  The  earth  has 
Socrates  and  Plato  to  this  day.  We  are  indebted  to  the 
past.  We  stand  in  the  greatness  of  the  ages  tliat  are  gone, 
rather  than  in  that  of  our  own.  But  of  how  many  of  us  shall 
it  be  said  that,  being  dead,  we  yet  speak  y—Beeclier. 


A  little  girl  recently  testified  innocently  to  the  life  of 
drudgery  experienced  by  the  average  "queen  of  the  house- 
hold' who  does  her  own  work.  Somebody  asked  the  child  if 
her  mother's  hair  was  gray.  "  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  "she 
is  to  tall  for  me  too  see  the  back  of  her  head,  and  she  never 
sits  down."  

If  the  girls  don't  quit  wearing  these  abominable  wide  belts 
squeezing  will  soon  be  one  of  the  lost  arts.  No  man  of  deli- 
cate feelings  hkes  to  embrace  a  leather  trunk,  eve;,  •if  ther« 
is  a  woman  in  it. 
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Why  this  quarrel  should  exist  between  the  Central  Pacific 
Rnilroad  Company  and  the  public  we  do  not  at  all  under- 
stand, nor  why  the  owners  and  managers  of  the  railroad  should 
not  be  the  most  popular  men  in  the  community.  I  s  it  the  fault 
of  the  public  or  of  the  directors?  Or  is  it  the  result  of  mis- 
understanding ?  Is  it  true  that  the  corporation  is  oppressive, 
tyrannical,  and  unjust  ?  Or  is  it  true  that  the  people  are 
jealous  and  fautt-finding — unappreciative  of  the  benefits 
and  unmindful  of  the  advantages  that  have  followed  the  con- 
struction of  the  transcontinental  road  ?  Has  the  press  been 
honest  in  discussing  this  question,  or  has  it  been  prejudiced, 
one  sided,  and  dishonest  ?  How  does  it  happen  that  poli- 
ticians find  it  necessar)'  to  ride  as  a  hobby  this  anti-railroad 
prejudice  ?  How  does  it  occur  that  even  the  labor  class,  to 
whom  it  has  furnished  an  immense  amount  of  employment, 
are  not  upon  Iricndly  terms  with  it?  We  recall  to  mind  the 
early  agitation  of  the  transcontinental  railroad  ;  we  remem- 
ber the  railroad  meeting  once  at  old  Musical  Hall  that 
transformed  itself  into  an  overland  wagon  road  and  mail 
route  meeting — this  being  of  possible  accomplishment,  while 
the  rail  and  steam-car  were  regarded  as  something  for  the 
next  generation.  We  remember  the  pony  express  as  an 
achievement  of  which  we  were  vastly  proud.  We  recall  the 
enthusiasm  at  the  passage  of  the  railroad  bill,  and  that  the 
earliest  opposition  arose  because  it  was  feared  the  parties 
were  not  in  earnest,  that  the  road  across  the  Sierra  was  im- 
possible, and  that  the  whole  scheme  was  only  to  result  in  aid 
of  the  Dutch  Flat  wagon  road.  We  do  not  disregard  the 
fact  that  State,  county,  and  national  subsidies  have  been 
granted  the  company.  San  Francisco  gave  $600,000,  which 
it  has  been  repaid  a  hundred  limes  ;  Sacramento  gave  $250- 
000,  that  it  has  had  relumed  ten-fold  to  its  treasury  ;  Placer 
County  gave  something,  all  of  which,  principal,  interest,  and 
napkin,  has  been  returned  to  it.  The  General  Government 
has  given  to  it  generous  subsidies,  and  no  national  money 
has  been  better  expended  than  in  aid  of  this  great  national 
and  transcontinental  highway.  Maine  and  Florida  may 
complain  of  the  amount,  but  it  ill-becomes  California  to 
do  so. 

When  this  road  received  its  charter  San  Francisco  had 
less  than  a  hundred  thousand  population  ;  now  it  has  three 
hundred  thousand.  Then  it  had  less  than  a  hundred  million 
of  taxable  wealth  ;  now  it  has  three  hundred  millions.  Then 
San  Francisco  was  an  experiment ;  now  it  is  a  great,  fixed, 
promising  commercial  emporium.  Then  the  Asiatic  com- 
merce had  not  chosen  its  route  ;  now  the  oriental  trade  is 
pouring  iis  volume  through  our  port.  Then  there  were  no 
foreign  banks  of  importance  upon  our  coast ;  now  we  are  be- 
coming one  of  the  great  centres  of  exchange.  Then  the 
north  was  a  wilderness  and  the  south  a  desert ;  now  Redding 
northward  and  Los  Angeles  southward  are  suburbs  of  our 
city.  Then  Arizona  was  an  undiscovered  country  ;  now  it  is 
one  of  the  treasure  boxes  of  the  continent  and  a  most  inviting 
field  for  enterprise.  Then  Nevada  was  a  land  of  sage-brush 
and  scoria;  now  it  is  the  Aladdin's  lamp,  the  cave  of  Monte 
Crisio,  the  valley  of  diamonds  of  Sindbad  the  Sailoi.  Then 
lands  in  the  San  Joaquin  were  unattractive, worthless  deserts; 
now  they  arc  valuable,  growing  day  by  day  more  valuable 
as  the  railroad  gives  them  facilities  for  developing  their  in- 
exhaustible resources.  Then  the  ChronicU  was  a  theatrical 
thumb  programme  of  gratuitous  circulation  ;  now  it  is  an  en- 
terprising journal  of  wide  circulation.  Then  the  agitators  of 
the  sand-lots  were  at  home  in  their  native  bogs  ;  Kearney 
was  fishing  or  wrecking  oflT  the  coast  of  Ireland,  Wellock 
was  cobbling  in  London  ;  now  they  are  aspiring  to  become 
the  leaders  of  a  great  national  party,  are  forming  an  organic 
law  for  California,  and  are  ambitious  to  work  reforms  and 
fix  fares  and  freights  for  the  railroads  that  brought  them  to 
the  counir)'. 


The  railroad  has  done  ever>'thing  for  this  coast.  Its  touch 
worked  magic  ;  it  brought  us  population  and  wealth  ;  it  gave 
us  commercial  and  political  recognition  ;  it  gave  value  to 
ever>'  homestead  lot  and  commercial  building  in  our  city, 
and  if  it  has  impaired  values  anywhere,  or  worked  injury  to 
any  part  of  the  coast,  we  do  not  know  it.  The  men  who 
conceived  il,  who  worked  its  accomplishment,  who  carried  it 
so  far  on  its  way,  and  who,  with  all  their  energy*  and  all  their 
resources,  are  still  pressing  forward  in  the  construction  of 
other  roads,  are  decent  citizens  ;  they  are  of  reputable  so- 
cial position  ;  they  are  honorable  in  their  business  relations; 
and  hence  we  ask  whether  all  this  prejudice,  passion,  and 
resentful  feeling  may  not  be  the  result  of  misconception,  or 
of  lack  of  reflection,  or  because  it  has  been  excited,  stirred 
up,  and  hounded  on  by  a  selfish,  cowardly,  and  mcrcenar)* 
press  and  ambitious  political  demagogues  ?  With  the  rail- 
road we  have  no  relations  ;  with  its  owners,  no  personal 
friendships;  and  there  is  no  umbilical  cord  between  us  and 
its  treasury'.  We  never  received  a  dollar  from  it,  except 
what  has  been  fairly  earned  by  a  part  column  of  advertise- 
ment ;  but  we  have  a  sense  of  right,  of  fair  play,  of  decency, 
and  we  have  an  all-absorbing  interest  in  California  and  in 
San  Francisco.  With  the  welfare  and  prosperity  of  the 
State  and  city  we  are  deeply  identified  ;  and  we  know  this, 
that  just  to  the  extent  and  limit  of  this  railroad  system  will 
extend  the  commercial  jurisdiction  of  our  city  of  San  Fran- 
cisco. Every  merchant  knows  that  the  trade  of  the  city  ex- 
tends eastward  just  so  far  as  the  Central  Road  was  built. 
All  along  the  route  to  Ogden  our  commercial  empire  is  writ- 
ten by  empty  boxes,  kegs,  and  bottles,  scattered  along  the 
route  ;  beyond  Ogden  every  indication  of  trade  points  to 
Chicago,  Si.  Louis,  and  the  East.  The  race  of  construction 
between  the  Central  Pacific  and  the  Union  Pacific  Railroads 
was  a  competition  for  trade  ;  it  was  a  race  for  business  em- 
pire ;  it  was  a  conflict  between  the  East  and  the  West  for 
commercial  and  business  jurisdiction.  It  would  have  added 
millions  to  our  merchants'  wealth  if  another  hundred  miles 
had  been  constructed  by  the  Central  Pacific  people.  The 
East  has  stolen  the  trade  of  the  valley  of  the  Great  Salt 
Lake  that  justly  and  properly  belongs  to  us. 


The  same  conflict  is  now  going  on  southward  between 
Tom  Scott  and  the  Southern  Pacific  corporation.  The  con- 
test is  now  for  the  trade  of  Southern  California,  New  Mexico, 
.\rizona,  the  Mexican  States  of  Chihuahua,  Sonora,  and  the 
great  valley  of  Mexico.  It  is  a  splendid  prize  for  which 
these  athletes  in  the  railroad  ring  are  contending.  If  Stan- 
ford and  company  succeed,  all  this  trade  comes  to  our  port, 
enriches  our  people,  stimulates  our  industries,  and  builds  up 
San  Francisco  to  become  one  of  the  greatest  and  richest  of 
the  commercial  emporiums  of  the  world.  If  Tom  Scott  suc- 
ceeds, he  will  steal  away  our  trade,  and  leave  our  port,  in  com- 
parison with  what  it  ought  to  be,  an  embarcadero  for  hides 
and  tallow.  While  this  contest  is  going  on,  while  these  rail- 
road wrestlers  are  straining  every  nerve  and  putting  forth 
every  exertion  for  the  prize  of  victory-,  our  editors,  politicians, 
and  sand-lot  orators  are  anxious  to  arrest  this  work,  stop  the 
progress  of  railroad  construction,  and  are  prepared  to  throw 
up  their  thumbs  in  exultation  at  the  defeat  of  an  enterprise 
upon  which  is  hanging  the  future  greatness  and  prosperity 
of  our  city,  and  in  the  success  of  which  every  business  man, 
property  owner,  mechanic,  and  laborer  is  deeply  interested. 
A  Constitutional  Convention,  supposed  to  represent  the 
higher  intelligence  of  the  State,  deliberates  whether  it  will 
not  put  an  iron  band  around  the  throat  of  this  southern  rail- 
road enterprise,  and  give  the  chain  into  the  hands  of  three 
party  politicians  to  have  authority  over  it.  We  know  the 
technical  lawyer's  argument  that  gives  to  the  sovereign  po- 
litical power  the  right  to  control  corporations  ;  we  will  not 
here  either  dispute  or  discuss  it,  but  content  ourselves  with 
declaring  that  such  a  step  would  be  most  unwise  and  most 
impolitic.  Let  us  build  our  railroads  before  we  persecute 
the  men  that  own  them.  Let  us  secure  this  road  to  the  Rio 
Grande  and  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  before  we  steal  it.  We 
commend  this  view  of  the  railroad  question  to  Mr.  Estee  and 
the  other  party  politicians,  who  would  ride  into  office  upon 
this  false  and  malicious  misrepresentation  of  an  enterprise 
that  underlies  the  prosperity  of  both  our  city  and  State. 


We  are  not  especially  interested  in  the  question  whether 
the  company  is  performing  its  obligations  to  the  Government 
— transporting  troops  and  mails  and  paying  interest  on  its 
bonds.  Let  the  company  and  the  Government  settle  this 
controversy  between  them.  It  is  undoubtedly  true  that  the 
railroad  company  has  received  an  enormous  grant  of  lands. 
It  is  also  true  that  the  building  of  the  road  has  given  them 
value  and  made  them  available  ;  that  the  purchaser  can  bet- 
ter afford  to  pay  $2.50  or  $5  per  acre  with  a  road,  than  without 
a  road  to  have  the  lands  for  nothing.  The  railroad  company 
is  selling  as  fast  as  it  can,  because  it  is  for  the  interest  of  the 
corporation  to  have  people,  farms,  and  villages  along  its  line 
rather  than  unoccupied  lands.  Its  business  is  to  transport 
passengers  and  convey  freight,  and  not  to  hold  property  for 
a  speculati\-e  rise  that  would  never  come.  It  is  a  mean  and 
narrow  jealousy  that  voices  the  complaint  that  the  road  is 
making  money  and  the  stockholders  are  getting  rich.  We 
believe  this  is  true  ;  and  we  are  quite  sure  there  is  no  editor 


so  unselfish,  no  politician  so  patriotic,  and  no  sand-lot  ag- 
itator so  disinterested,  that  he  would  not  be  willing  to  grow 
rich  in  the  same  way.  The  fact  is — and  it  is  a  redeeming 
feature  and  an  argument  in  favor  of  the  policy  of  letting  these 
people  alone  and  calling  ofT  the  political  and  newspaper  dogs 
— that  all  the  money  being  earned  by  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad,  California  Pacific  Railroad,  California  and  Oregon 
Railroad,  the  Napa  Valley  Railroad,  the  Sacramento  Valley 
Railroad,  San  Francisco  and  San  Jose  Railroad,  the  steam- 
ship company,  Oakland  Ferry-  Company,  Contract  and  Fi- 
nance Company,  and  every  other  branch  of  the  business,  is 
being  used  in  the  construction  of  the  Southern  Pacific  Rail- 
road. It  is  being  pushed  ahead  in  anticipation  of  trade  ;  it 
is  reaching  out  for  it  even  in  advance  of  population  ;  it  is 
stretching  out  its  tentacles  for  a  commerce  that  is  growing. 
There  may  be  other  parts  of  this  Slate  that  have  a  right  to 
complain  of  unjust  discrimination.  It  may  be  that  there  are 
other  localities  that  have  been  injured  and  harshly  dealt  with, 
but  the  merchants  and  citizens  of  San  Francisco  have  no 
cause  for  dissatisfaction. 


In  order  to  appreciate  what  the  road  has  done  for  the  en- 
tire State,  let  us  reflect  upon  our  isolated  condition  before 
we  had  it.  A  long  and  perilous  steamship  journey  over  two 
oceans,  and  the  hazards  of  crossing  an  unhealthy  tropical 
Isthmus ;  a  tedious  stage  ride  across  the  continent ;  a 
mountain  trade  of  mules  and  oxen  drawing  ponderous 
prairie  schooners ;  passengers  in  stage-coach  and  mud- 
wagons  at  fearful  prices  ;  six  dollars  to  Sacramento ;  two 
hours  to  Oakland ;  corners  in  merchandise  till  it  came 
around  the  Horn  or  over  the  Isthmus  ;  twenty-two  days 
from  San  Francisco  to  New  York,  with  Panama  fever  thrown 
in.  Lei  us  conceive  a  conflict  between  the  railroad  managers 
and  the  proposed  commissioners  :  a  dead  conflict  and  lock- 
out, the  engines  rolled  into  the  roundhouse,  the  fires  put  out, 
the  cars  switched  off  upon  side  tracks,  ihe  trade,  business, 
and  passenger  traffic  of  the  entire  State  asked  to  stand  still 
till  a  suit  at  law  should  determine  whether  the  railroads 
should  be  run  by  the  men  who  built  and  own  them,  or  by  the 
commissioners  proposed  by  this  Constitutional  Convention. 
Then  our  business  community  would  appreciate  the  value  of 
this  system  of  railroads  now  centering  in  San  Francisco. 
They  might,  also,  get  a  better  idea  of  the  Chronicles  angry 
vituperation,  the  sand-lot's  ignorant  and  noisy  abuse,  and  the 
politician's  selfish  and  mischievous  demagogy. 


General  John  F.  Miller  and  the  Hon.  John  F.  Swift,  of 
San  Francisco,  are  being  discussed  as  candidates  of  the  Re- 
publican party  of  California  for  Governor.  John  H.  Jewett, 
of  Marysville,  is  also  mentioned  in  connection  with  the 
office.  Mr.  Swift  has  been  seeking  recreation  and  health 
during  the  summer  in  the  mountains  of  Switzerland.  Gen- 
eral Miller  has  been  seeking  fame  in  the  Constitutional 
Convention,  and  John  H.  Jewett  has  been  minding  his  own 
(banking)  business  at  home.  Estee,  also  in  eai-nest  search 
of  the  gubernatorial  seat,  has  been  seeking  reputation  at  the 
cannon's  mouth  ;  he  has  fired  himself  off  against  the  rail- 
road in  the  Convention.  George  Evans  has  taken  to  the 
political  highway — is  driving  his  own  team,  gathering  up 
passengers  for  inside  seals,  and  blowing  his  own  horn.  His 
horn  is  a  locomotive  steam  whistle.  Horace  Davis  is  stand- 
ing around  conspicuous  corners,  so  that  if  the  gubernatorial 
ofiice  should  ever  be  driven  to  the  necessity  of  seeking  the 
man  it  may  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  him.  Modesty 
prevents  us  from  naming  the  best  man  for  the  office,  and  it  is 
unnecessary.  He  could  not  be  nominated,  and  if  he  were 
could  not  be  elected,  and  if  he  were  elected  would  never  be 
available  for  any  other  position.  The  next  Governor  of 
California  will  be  a  Republican,  and  the  State  will  send  to 
Congress  four  Republican  members. 

Mr.  George  C,  Gorham  is  in  San  Francisco  for  his  health, 
for  recreation,  to  visit  his  boys,  to  spend  his  vacation,  to  re- 
gain strength  for  his  arduous  duties  as  Secretary  of  the  Sen- 
ate. We  are  assured,  in  confidence,  by  his  most  intimate 
friends,  that  he  is  taking  no  part  in  California  politics,  that 
he  will  not  interfere,  and  that  he  is  not  engaged  in  putting 
up  a  parly  deal.  We  are  quite  confident  that  Mr.  Gorham's 
mission  to  this  coast  at  this  time  is  not  political,  and  that  he 
is  not  endeavoring  to  manage  party  affairs.  Mr.  Gorham  is 
conscious  that  his  day  of  power  has  gone  by.  He  has  no 
adherents  outside  the  Federal  offices;  he  has  not  friends 
enough  in  California  to  form  a  base-ball  club.  La  Grange, 
Shannon,  Carr,  Page,  and  Tom  Rogers  are  but  the  ragged 
remnants  of  a  once  proud  following,  no  longer  formidable 
and  no  longer  worthy  of  even  watching^  The  Gorham  scare 
is  over.  We  had  it  once  ourselves;  but  having  fought  the 
substance  we  do  not  propose  to  fight  the  shadow.  We  are 
not  afraid  of  ghosts,  and  we  propose  to  whistle  our  way 
through  this  political  graveyard  without  fear  of  raising  any- 
thing worse  than  a  bad  smell  from  the  graves  of  his  dead 
and  buried  party  friends. 

Mr.  Page's  political  enemies  authorize  us  to  withdraw  his 
name  as  a  candidate  for  Go%'emor,  and  to  announce  that  he 
is  a  candidate  for  renomination  to  Congress  at  the  earnest 
request  of  his  three  friends.  The  Hon.  Alexander  Campbell 
will  perhaps  make  his  congressional  candidacy  a  warm  one. 
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AFTERMATH. 


Before  the  next^issue  of  our  paper  the  statesman,  patriot, 
and  orator  whom  Ireland  has  loaned  to  America  that  he  may 
reform  her  republican  institutions,  will  be  back  to  his  adopt- 
ed sod.  Our  streets  will  be  ablaze  with  enthusiasm  to  receive 
this  eminent  opponent  of  property,  go\'ernment,  and  God. 
After  his  victorious  achievements  in  cis-Alpine  Massachu- 
setts, he  comes  back  clothed  in  a  blue  Roman  toga.  His 
triumphal  chariot  is  a  Pullman  palace  car  ;  in  his  pockets 
barbaric  spoils  of  golden  twenties,  sent  him  by  the  toilers  of 
San  Francisco.  His  queen,  his  heirs  apparent,  and  a  prince 
of  the  royal  blood  accompany  him.  As  he  marches  through 
our  streets  surrounded  with  a  torrent  of  brown  shillalahs  and 
a  sea  of  upturned  mugs,  with  bummers,  politicians,  and 
lecherous,  bloated  bond-holders  bound  captive  at  his  chariot 
wheels,  he  will  proclaim  the  purpose  of  his  coming,  namely  : 
"  To  astonish  the  Eastern  people,"  "  to  obtain  power  on  the 
Pacific  slope,"  "  to  punish  his  enemies  for  wrongs  done  him," 
to  make  the  city  of  San  Francisco  pay  him  $50,000,  "  to 
reconstruct  the  Constitution,"  and  "  to  take  the  law-making 
power  into  his  own  hands,"  leaving  only  one  conundrum  to 
be  solved  :  Which  is  crazier,  the  crazy  fanatic  who  leads,  or 
the  ignorant  mob  that  follows  ? 


The  stock  market  opened  on  Monday  morning,  the  Com- 
stock  Lode  having  a  value  of  $80,000,000.  Tuesday  after- 
noon, at  the  I'/z  o'clock  call,  its  value  was  $48,000,000 — a  de- 
cline of  $32,000,000,  or  forty  per  cent.  The  half  of  $32,000,- 
000  represents  very  nearly  all  the  money  in  circulation  in 
California.  This  is  simple,  unadulterated  gambling  ;  every 
dollar  that  somebody  lost,  somebody  won.  The  men  and 
women  who  are  in  this  stock  deal  are  simply  gamblers  ;  they 
are  entitled  to  no  sympathy ;  and  those  people  who  go  around 
with  scornful  countenances,  or  in  angry  denunciation  that 
they  have  been  inveigled  into  stocks  and  ruined,  ought  to 
have  the  fire  engines  play  on  them.  There  are  two  classes 
of  persons  playing  at  this  game  of  stocks — knaves  and  fools. 
Our  syinpathies  are  entirely  with  the  knaves. 


"  Thus,  in  England  neither  the  Tory  nor  the  Whig  parties 
have  a  clear  record  on  the  tariff  question,"  quoth  the  Bulle- 
tin in  one  of  three  nearly  consecutive  ungrammatical  sen- 
tences. There  is  no  Whig  party  in  English  politics  ;  there 
is  in  English  politics  no  tariff  question.  Our  well-informed 
contemporary  means  the  Liberal  party — called  "  Whig  "  by 
neither  itself  nor  its  opponents  ;  and  by  "  the  tariff  question," 
if  he  does  not  mean  the  question  of  protective  duties  he  does 
not  mean  anything.  As  to  that,  we  fancy  the  "  record "  of 
each  party  in  England  is  tolerably  clear.  The  English  sub- 
ject who  advocates  "protection  to  home  industries"  may  have 
almost  anybody  for  his  first  audience  ;  but  he  will  assuredly 
have  Her  Majesty's  Commissioners  in  Lunacy  for  his  second. 


Clearly,  our  contemporary  must  have  fallen  asleep  some 
thirty-five  years  ago,  during  the  agitation  in  England  for  re- 
peal of  the  Com  Laws,  and  has  only  just  waked.  He  sup- 
poses the  contest  to  be  still  going  on — Whig  and  Tory  fight- 
ing one  another  on  "  the  tariff  question  "  as  viciously  as  ever. 


Whatever  may  be  the  merits  of  Protection  as  a  political 
dogma,  it  will  have  to  be  admitted  that  the  proselyting  meas- 
ures of  its  latter  day  apostles  are  not  always  as  moral  as  they 
might  be.  In  the  American  edition  of  Chambers'  Encyclo- 
pcedia  the  article  on  Protection,  if  there  was  one,  has  been 
cut  out,  and  this  charming  bit  substituted  by  the  American 
editor:  "Protection  —  Protective  Duty,  in  PoHtical 
Economy,  terms  applied  to  a  practice  found  necessary  in  the 
United  States  'of  discouraging,  by  heavy  duties  and  other- 
wise, the  importation  of  foreign  goods,  it  having  been  proved 
that  such  a  practice  increases  the  prosperity  of  the  country 
at  large."  Turning  to  the  article  "  Free  Trade,"  we  find  its 
key  note  struck  as  follows  :  "  A  dogma  of  modem  growth, 
industriously  taught  by  British  manufacturers  and  their  com- 
mercial agents."  These  are  neat  things,  truly,  to  appear  in 
what  purports  to  be,  and  no  doubt  by  arrangement  with  the 
original  publishers  was  required  to  be,  an  American  reprint 
of  a  British  work  !  It  is,  we  suppose,  hardly  necessary  to 
add  that  this  edition  is  published  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania ;  but  whether  its  publishers,  Messrs.  Lippin- 
cott  &  Co.,  are  interested  in  iron  works  we  are  not  informed. 


That  good  little  man,  Johnny  Skae,  and  his  amiable 
friends,  having  formed  a  charitable  syndicate  for  eleemosy- 
nary purposes,  gave  to  the  widows,  orphans,  and  adult  imbe- 
ciles of  our  community  Sierra  Nevada  at  $260  per  share. 
They  are  now  (Wednesday)  kindly  taking  it  back  at  $70  per 
share.  This  is  the  benevolent  organization  that  was  insti- 
tuted to  give  all  persons  an  opportunity  to  get  a  slice  of  the 
new  bonanza,  and  (unlike  the  grasping  monopolists  who  con- 
trol the  Nevada  Bank)  to  distribute  the  new  discovery,  and 
keep  it  from  being  gobbled  up  by  the  greedy  dynasty  of  Bo- 
nanza kings. 

Certain  skinless  persons  appear  to  have  been  disturbed 
by  recent  touches  of  our  musical  critic's  playful  finger  ;  they 
have  been  so  shrinking  into  themselves  that  there  is  precious 
little  left  of  them  but  voice,  and  if  they  go  on  contracting 


their  sensitive  tissues  they  may  hope  to  soon  attain  to  the 
enviable  because  unassailable  condition  of  the  "bodiless 
nymph,"  Echo,  who  can't  be  scratched,  yet  is  able  to  talk 
back  when  reviled.  It  is  true  these  victims  of  our  fury  have 
not  as  yet  "  sung  out "  in  their  own  natural  tones  ;  they  have 
been  piping  through  the  goosequills  of  their  friends  in  the 
newspapers.  But  although  the  hand  is  the  hand  of  Esau, 
the  voice  is  unmistakably  the  voice  of  Jacob.  We  presume 
our  musical  critic  can  take  care  of  himself  in  this  contro- 
versy ;  we  mention  the  matter  here  only  to  base  upon  it  a 
httle  preachment,  not  for  the  profit  of  either  the  supersensi- 
tive musicians  or  their  superserviceable  champions — heaven 
forbid  ! — but  for  the  advantage  of  local  art  and  letters. 


Our  local  artists  and  journalists  forget  that  San  Francisco 
now  contains  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  inhabi- 
tants ;  they  do  not  understand  that  if  they  elect  to  remain 
provincial  this  community  does  not.  Time  was,  when  every- 
body knew  everybody,  and  criticism  was  necessarily  a  mere 
expression  of  personal  likes  and  dislikes,  having  nothing  in 
the  world  to  do  with  merit.  It  is  the  same  now,  but  no 
longer  necessarily.  The  honest  and  intelligent  censor  who 
has  the  interests  of  art  or  letters  always  clearly  in  mind,  and 
who  does  not  believe  that  the  best  way  to  serve  his  friends 
is  to  "  butter  "  them,  will  be  as  warmly  hated  as  heretofore, 
but  he  can  be  no  longer  silenced.  He  needs  no  longer  fear 
the  combined  malevolence  of  the  little  souls  of  the  mutual 
admirationists,  who,  having  never  felt  any  but  "  personal  mo- 
tives "  themselves,  can  understand  nothing  else  in  others — 
who  construe  all  censure  as  attack,  all  praise  as  puffing  a 
friend.  With  these  creatures,  "  You  scratch  my  back  and 
I'll  scratch  yours  "  is  the  guiding  principle  and  rule  of  literary 
conduct  ;  they  recognize  no  higher  and  better  one  in  others, 
nor  believe  in  the  possibility  of  its  existence.  These  bats 
and  owls  of  our  provincial  darkness  blink,  flutter,  squeak, 
and  hoot  prodigiously  in  the  dawn  of  a  better  era,  but,  like 
the  "  moon-eyed  leper,"  they  have  got  to  "go,"  and  they  may 
as  well  make  up  their  minds  to  it.  It  ought  not  to  take 
very  long  to  make  up  such  small  parcels,  either. 


That  he  is  a  good  fellow  ;  that  he  is  a  personal  friend  ; 
that  he  is  poor  and  has  a  sore  toe  ;  that  His  no  shirt  proves 
him  a  self-made  genius  ;  that  he  is  a  fair  judge  of  whisky  ; 
that  he  may  hit  back — these  are  pretty  reasons  for  withhold- 
ing censure  from  an  actor,  musician,  writer,  lecturer,  preacher, 
who  is  thought  to  have  done  bad  work  !  Bah !  Is  there  no 
better  way  to  sen'e  a  friend  than  to  encourage  him  in  his 
folly? — no  surer  way  of  founding  a  local  art  and  literature 
than  by  disgusting  the  efficient  worker  by  crowning  him  and 
the  incapable  with  the  same  cheap  laurels  ?  Where  every 
gowk  and  looby  can  show  you  half  a  hundred  of  the  "  com- 
plimentary press  notices "  which  his  conceit  mistakes  for 
fame,  pray  what  incentive  has  the  man  of  sense  ?  The 
crown  is  polluted  by  the  grease  of  brainless  brows  ;  to  prof- 
fer it  is  to  insult  him.  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  your- 
selves, you  men  who  write  puffs  of  work  no  whit  better  than 
your  own  ! 

If  there  is  one  kind  of  writer  we  detest  with  a  higher  and 
more  holy  detestation  than  another  it  is  your  "  genial  "  one — 
the  rogue  who  has  no  word  of  censure  for  anything  or  any- 
body. Oh,  he  is  such  a  fraud  ! — fair  and  smiling  without,  but 
full  of  rancor  and  dead  men's  bones  within.  The  fellow 
whom  everybody  thinks  he  likes,  and  who  appears  to  like 
everybody  in  return,  is  the  basest  hypocrite  in  all  this  world. 
He  will  swallow  down  his  grievances  as  if  they  were  fish-balls, 
but  do  you  think  he  digests  them  ?  What  does  his  heart  do 
with  the  bittemess  which  that  organ  necessarily  and  natu- 
rally secretes  if  none  of  it  ever  slips  fi-om  his  tongue  or  runs 
off  his  pen  ?  Your  gentle  humorist  "  whose  wit  never 
wounds  ; "  your  amiable  critic  who  "  loves  to  dwell  upon 
what  is  excellent ; "  your  cheery,  sunny-tempered  censor  who 
begs  you  to  consider  your  nose  pulled,  with  such  a  suave 
and  captivating  manner  that  it  is  quite  a  disappointment  that 
he  does  not  pull  it — away  v/ith  them  to  the  headsman's  block  ! 
Their  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  others — their  studious 
abstention  from  offending — it  is  the  noonday  virtue  of  the 
literary  harlot,  the  platform  temperance  of  the  talking  teeto- 
taler, who  goes  home  and  fuddles  himself  into  a  horrible 
example  with  the  kerosene  from  his  bed-chamber  lamp. 


The  Alta^  discussing  the  late  convulsion  of  the  stock 
market,  with  a  magnanimity  that  ever  distinguishes  that 
highly  intelligent  journal,  very  generously  defends  the  bo- 
nanza firm  from  the  charge  of  robbing  those  mythical  widows 
and  orphans  who  are  so  feelingly  brought  forward  by  the 
press  whenever  its  proprietors  have  lost  money  in  stock  gam- 
bling, and  says;  "We  can  hardly  accept  the  conclusion  that  its 
members  are  so  selfish,  so  avaricious,  that  the  mite  of  the 
widow,  the  crust  of  the  orphan,  the  milk  of  the  infant,  is  cov- 
eted by  them."  We  agree  with  the  Alta.  We  are  quite  confi- 
dent that  if  the  Nevada  Bank  vaults  were  opened  there  would 
not  be  found  in  them  the  mite  of  a  widow,  the  crust  of  an  ; 
orphan,  or  a  baby's  milk  bottle.  It  is  quite  possible  that 
there  might  turn  up  a  sixty  thousand-dollar  mortgage  on  a 
printing  office.  We  know  there  are  plenty  of  women  in  the 
stock  business,  fat  and  rosy  widows,  lean  and  scrawny  ones,  | 


divorcees,  ancient  maidens,  sharp  visaged  wives,  all  scratch- 
ing like  hens  in  a  bam-yard,  offering  mites  for  points.  We 
know  plenty  of  orphans,  worthy,  bald-headed,  copper-lined 
old  gamblers,  but  they  never  deal  in  crusts;  and  the  ordinary 
stock  infant  is  a  sharp  boy  with  his  teeth  cut,  who  has  dis- 
carded the  milk-bottle  for  the  whisky  cocktail,  lo,  these  many 
years. 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  how  keenly  sympathetic  the  press 
becomes  when  there  is  a  break  in  stocks.  It  assumes  at 
once  the  attitude  of  the  metaphorical  pig  under  the  gate,  and 
squeals  for  the  whole  community.  If  people  do  not  want  to 
lose  their  money  in  gambling,  let  them  refrain.  If  they  gam- 
ble and  lose,  let  them  dry  up.  This  nuisance  of  railing  at 
those  who  win  is  as  meanly  contemptible  as  it  is  absurdly 
comical.  This  thing  has  now  been  going  on  for  twenty  years, 
and  the  man  or  woman,  widow,  wife  or  maid,  orphan  or  in- 
fant, parent,  guardian  or  trustee,  lawyer,  merchant,  mechanic, 
miner,  or  laborer,  who  indulges  himself  or  herself  in  the  vice 
of  stock  gambling,  must  take  the  consequences.  To  squeal 
is  cowardly.  There  is  no  element  of  sympathy  in  this  bus- 
iness ;  every  man  for  himself — sauve  qui  pent — when  the 
crash  comes,  and  the  devil  take  the  hindmost 


We  should  dearly  love  to  know  what  is  passing  in  the  mind 
of  a  man  engaged,  for  the  moment,  in  sending  off  to  this  pa- 
per a  literary  contribution,  accompanied  by  a  private  note 
asking  its  acceptance  by  the  editor,  to  whom,  in  neither  the 
article  nor  the  note,  does  he  disclose  his  name.  It  seems  to 
us  that  this  person's  notions  of  civility  have  so  bewildering 
a  perversion,  and  his  caution  so  colossal  a  development,  that 
he  must  be  an  insult  and  a  terror  to  himself. 


A  writer  in  an  Eastern  journal  assures  us  that  we  can  keep 
the  "  crow's-feet "  from  the  eyes  of  our  daughters  until  they 
(the  daughters)  are  past  middle  age  by  merely  compelling 
them  to  sleep  on  their  backs.  It  kills  a  girl  to  sleep  habit- 
ually on  her  back, but  between  having  "crow's-feet"  and  be- 
ing "  crow's-meat "  no  girl  of  sense  would  hesitate  a  moment 
from  any  caws. 

An  Alabama  judge  of  election  was  deliberately  destroying 
a  half-bushel  of  negro  Republican  votes.  A  Northern  man 
remonstrated  ;  "  Have  you  not  swom  to  preserve  the  purity 
of  the  ballot-box  ? "  "  Yes,  and  I  am  throwing  out  the  im- 
purities." 

"The  Argonaut,  we  observe,  purloins  a  good  deal  of 
matter  from  the  Courier  and  then  calls  names." — Boston 
Courier.  True,  we  took  for  many  months  some  three  or  four 
colums  weekly  of  your  matter  without  credit.  B\jt  we  always 
took  it  a  week  or  two  before  you  got  it,  dear.  Then  calling 
you  "the  monumental  thief  of  American  journalism" — which 
you  really  are — we  ceased  our  depredations. 


A  Cincinnati  paper,  too,  complains  that  we  do  not  "  credit 
funny  paragraphs."  This  is  a  true  bill ;  we  do  not — we  are 
only  concemed  to  make  it  apparent  that  they  are  not  ours. 
The  man  who  writes  "  funny "  paragraphs  for  fame,  or  the 
newspaper  that  prints  them  for  glory,  has  no  rights  that  we 
feel  bound  to  respect ;  and  if  we  do  anything  to  trifle  with 
the  feelings  of  the  one  or  impair  the  circulation  of  the  other 
we  are  pleased  to  know  it. 

The  Theosophists,  having  cremated  the  body  of  Baron 
Palm,  have  consigned  his  ashes  to  the  sea.  This  would  seem, 
in  this  utilitarian  age,  to  be  a  very  great  waste  of  material. 
If  the  Baron's  body  had  been  consigned  to  the  sea  before 
burning  it  would  have  furnished  fish  food. 


We  do  not  believe  that  it  is  possible  for  "  General  Evans, 
of  Tuolumne,"  or,  as  he  is  perhaps  better  known,  "  Senator 
Evans,  of  San  Joaquin,"  or,  to  come  down  to  his  simple  ap- 
pellation, "  George  Evans,  of  Stockton,"  to  be  either  nomi- 
nated as  the  Republican  party  candidate  for  Governor,  or  in 
event  of  nomination,  to  be  elected.  His  political  backing 
is  strong,  but  his  candidacy  would  give  the  party  a  severe 
wrench. 

The  literar>'  woman  who  has  written  and  published  every 
kind  of  book  mentioned  in  the  catalogue  of  the  Mercantile 
Library,  and  made  a  fortune  enabling  her  to  fill  the  columns 
of  the  Post  for  consecutive  weeks  at  the  Colonel's  own  prices, 
is  ver)'  sure  to  end  by  malignantly  sending  us  a  poem  as 
long  as  her  leg,  with  the  threat  that  if  we  don't  publish  it  she 
will  send  it  elsewhere.  There  is  nothing  so  merciless  as  dis- 
appointed literary  ambition. 


"  One  can  not  visit  San  Rafael  for  a  night  without  being 
struck  with  the  vast  superiority  of  the  gas  which  is  produced 
in  that  charming  resorV— Bulletin.  Why,  there  is  no  gas 
in  San  Rafael— not  a  cubic  foot,  so  help  us  !  Down  near 
the  railway  station  a  saloon-keeper  has  rigged  up,  and  keeps 
going,  the  headlight  of  an  old  locomotive  engine,  and  it 
really  has  quite  a  brilliant  local  effect.  But  if  the  Bulletin 
man,  when  on  the  boat  going  up  to  San  Rafael  the  other 
evening,  had  stuck  to  his  Napa  soda,  as  advised,  he  could 
never  have  mistaken  that  lonely  luminary  for  a  double  row 
of  gas  lamps,  with  other  rows  intersecting  them  at  right 
angles.     No,  there  is  no  gas  in  San  Rafael. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


COLUSA  NICK. 


My  hero  is  not  a  myth.  He  is  neither  a  "  Starbottle  ''  nor 
a  "  Hawkhurst,"  nor  a."  fighting  Tarantula  from  Tuolumne." 

On  the  contrary-  he  U  a  veritable  personage  living  to-day 
in  the  town  of  Colusa,  in  this  State,  and  is  known  to  nearly 
every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  Yuba,  Suiter,  and  Colusa 
Counties.  All  through  that  section  of  country  his  drolleries, 
funny  sayings,  and  witticisms  are  as  familiar  as  household 
words,  and  it  is  an  even  chance  that  any  man  selected  at 
random  from  among  a  crowd  ot  the  older  residents  would 
regale  you  with  one  of  Nick's  jokes  in  the  course  of  a  half 
hour's  conversation,  or  employ  it  to  point  the  moral  of  an  ar- 
gument.    Nick  is  sui X'^/i^ri's. 

In  my  California  e.\perience,  which  has  brought  me  in 
contact  with  as  many  original  and  humorous  characters  as 
it  is  the  average  lot  of  ordinarj-  mortals  to  meet,  1  have 
never  s(*en  his  like.  His  humor,  though  sometimes  coarse, 
is  bright  and  crisp,  and  always  flows  without  seeming  eflibrt, 
popping  and  sparkling  with  the  elTervescence  of  champagne 
when  occasion  prompts  the  discharge  of  the  metaphorical 
cork. 

His  jokes  and  witty  sayings  are  not  laboriously  cudgeled 
from  an  unwilling  brain  in  the  quiet  of  a  sanctum,  written, 
rewritten,  and  studiously  embellished,  but  they  burst  spon- 
taneously, and  ofuimes  when  least  expected,  from  the  con- 
fines of  an  inexhaustible  fund  of  humor,  and  upon  the  slight- 
est provocation. 

And  his  fun  bears  no  sting  of  malice.  Hit  where  it  may, 
the  victim  never  thinks  of  taking  ofTense.  To  "  get  mad  " 
over  one  of  Nick"s  shafts  of  wit  would  be  the  height  of  folly, 
for  the  exhibition  of  the  wound  inflicted  would  provoke  an 
avalanche  of  ridicule  from  a  non-sympathizing  community 
that  would  completely  overwhelm  the  complaining  parly  and 
speedily  convince  him  that  it  were  better  to  have  suffered 
the  pain  in  silence  than  have  sought  such  relief.  And  Nick 
is  thoroughly  impartial  in  the  distribution  of  his  favors,  but 
sends  his  pointed  arrows  wherever  the  humor  suggests,  re- 
gardless of  politics,  creed,  nationality,  color,  or  "previous 
condition  of  servitude." 

Nick  is  a  Pioneer — an  Argonaut  of  '49.  Arriving  in  Marys- 
ville  in  the  early  dawn  of  her  prosperity,  his  open-hearted 
and  open-handed  ways,  his  proclivity  for  fun,  and  his  quaint 
and  original  sayings  soon  made  him  exceedingly  popular. 
No  convivial  party  was  complete  without  him.  Those  who 
missed  the  cracking  of  one  his  jokes  listened  eagerly  to  its 
repetition  by  others,  and  if  the  after  relation  were  imperfect 
it  was  only  necessarj'  to  disclose  the  name  of  the  author  to 
secure  its  acceptance  and  hearty  approval. 

One  of  his  first  practical  jokes  is  well,  and  by  some  sadly, 
remembered  to  this  day.  .A  citizen,  whom  we'  will  call 
Brother  Randolph,  fancied  that  a  neighbor  was  appropriat- 
ing his  chickens,  and  confidentially  communicated  his  suspi- 
cions to  Nick. 

"  ril  tell  you  what  to  do,"  said  Nick,  taking  him  cautiously 
aside  ;  "you  go  home  and  gather  in  your  chickens,  and  then 
tie  a  piece  of  red  yarn  on  the  left  wing  of  everj'  one  of  them. 
Tie  it  under  the  feathers  where  it  won't  fe  seen,  and  then 
when  you  see  a  chicken  which  you  think  is  yours,  you  can 
easily  prove  property  if  it  has  your  mark  on  it ! '' 

The  idea  struck  Brother  R.  as  a  capital  one,  and  he  acted 
promptly  upon  it.  Bui  in  the  meantime  Nick  had  not  been 
idle.  Procuring  a  wholesale  supply  of  red  yarn,  he  spent 
that  night  among  the  Marj'sville  hen-roosts,  and  few  chick- 
ens there  were  in  town  next  day  that  did  not  bear  Brother 
R.'s  private  mark. 

The  joke  soon  bore  fruit.  Brother  R.  not  only  claimed  his 
own,  but  his  neighbors',  and,  in  fact,  everybody's  chickens. 
The  best  citizens  of  Marysville  were  accused  of  stealing  his 
fowl.  Chicken  coops  were  invaded  with  search-warrants, 
criminal  prosecutions  were  instituted,  actions  were  com- 
menced in  Justice's  courts  for  the  recover)'  of  the  feathered 
properly,  suits  for  slander  were  threatened,  the  lawyers  reaped 
a  rich  harvest  of  small  fees,  and  the  town  was  kept  in  a  hub- 
bub until  the  chicken  complication  was  finally  settled.  And 
when  it  leaked  out  that  the  whole  thing  was  "one  of  Nick's 
jokes,"  those  who  had  been  the  maddest  were  perforce  com- 
pelled to  laugh  loudest  and  treat  ofienest  to  turn  the  tide  of 
ridicule  that  threatened  lo  overwhelm  ihem. 

Nick  was  never  addicted  to  partisan  politics.  Being  a 
Virginian  his  natural  leanings  are  toward  the  Democracy  ; 
but  it  has  always  been  his  pleasure  and  his  boast  that  he 
"don't  care  for  party,  but  works  for  his  friends."  .In  1S52  he 
was  porter  and  salesman  with  the  house  of  John  C.  Fall  & 
Co. — then  doing  the  largest  business  of  any  concern  in  North- 
ern California.  Mr.  Fall  became  a  candidate  for  the  State 
Senate,  and  Nick  was  of  course  active  in  his  behalf.  On  the 
morning  of  the  election  Mr.  Fall  handed  him  the  key  to  his 
safe  and  said  : 

"  Nick,  I  am  very  anxious  to  win  this  fight.  You  will  find 
about  SSoo  in  the  safe.  Take  it  ahd  spend  it  among  the  boys 
where  you  think  it  will  do  the  most  good.'* 

Nick  was  very  active  that  day.  Wine  flowed  like  water, 
"the  boys"  were  flush  and  happy,  and  the  noisy  indications 
were  all  favorable  to  the  eleaion  of  Mr.  Fall.  Late  in  the 
afternoon,  and  just  before  the  closing  of  the  polls,  the  latter 
stepped  into  the  Magnolia  Saloon,  and  there  was  Nick  hold- 
ing forth  to  a  crowd,  flourishing  aloft  in  his  right  hand  a  bun- 
dle of  ballots,  and,  in  tones  inspired  by  a  free  indulgence  in 
wine,  otTering  to  bet  on  Fall's  election. 

"  Do  you  think  I've  won,  Nick  /"  asked  Mr.  Fall. 

"Won?  Why,  of  course  you've  won!  No  doubt  of  it. 
Dead  sure  as  four  aces,"  responded  Nick. 

"What  makes  you  think  so?"  asked  Mr.  Fall. 

"Why,  I've  plumped  a  hundred  and  twenty-four  of  them 
fellers  into  the  ballot  box  this  afternoon,"  said  Nick,  triumph- 
antly shaking  his  tickets. 

"  Let  me  see  them,"  said  Mr.  Fall. 

Nick  handed  him  a  ballot ;  he  gave  it  a  single  glance,  and 
his  countenance  fell. 

"  My  God,  Nick,  you've  beaten  me  ! "  he  exclamed,  and  it 
was  true.  Some  cunning  fellow  of  the  opposition  had  taken 
advantage  of  Nick's  hilarity  and  substituted  for  the  genuine 
ballots  bearing  Mr.  Fall's  name  bogus  ones,  on  which  the 
name  of  James  E.  Stebbins,  his  opponent,  had  been  substi- 
tuted, and  John  C.  Fall  missed  being  a  California  Senator  by 
five  votes. 

There  is  but  one  well  authenticated  instance  of  Nick  hav- 
-^  ever  again  taken  part  in  a  political  contest,  and  that  was 


on  an  occasion,  some  years  since,  when  W.  T.  Ellis,  a  pres-  ' 
net  prominent  merchant  of  Marysville,  was  a  candidate  for  ' 
the  office  of  City  Treasurer.     On  election  day,  so  the  story  , 
goes,  he   quietly  slipped  a  twenly-dollar  piece  into  Nick's  ; 
hand  and  informed  him  that  he  would  be  glad  of  his  assist- 
ance, which  was  promptly  tendered.     During  the  day  the 
candidate  visited  the  polling  places,  but  saw  nothing  of  Nick, 
and  finally  went  to  Nick's  house,  where  he  found  him  lying 
on  the  lounge,  smoking  and  reading  the  paper,  utterly  un- 
mindful of  the  political  contests  waging  without. 

"Why,"  said  Mr.  E.,  in  surprise,  "1  thought  you  were 
going  to  work  for  me  I " 

"  I  have,"  coolly  responded  Nick. 

"But  I  gave  you  twenty  dollars  to  spend  for  me,"  said 
Mr.  E. 

"That's  so,"  replied  Nick.  "  I  spent  a  dollar  of  it  among 
the  boys,  and  ?*/  /ooJi-  the  other  nineteen  to  convince  me." 

It  might  be  inferred  from  this  anecdote  that  Nick's  political 
conscience  was  somewhat  elastic,  but  it  is  probable  ibat  he 
preferred  exposing  his  character  to  that  suspicion  rather  than 
lose  so  good  an  opportunity  for  perpetrating  a  joke. 

Another  illustration  in  point  :  When  Hon.  James  A.  John- 
son, our  present  Lieutenant-Governor,  returned  home  after 
his  second  term  in  Congress,  he  desired  to  take  the  stage 
from  Colusa  to  Marysville,  but  there  was  a  slight  obstacle  in 
the  way.  Governor,  then  Congressman,  Johnson  has  al- 
ways been  too  honest  a  man  to  profit  pecuniarily  from  his 
official  positions,  and  on  this  occasion  lacked  sufficient 
money  with  which  to  purchase  a  ticket  by  the  stage,  and  was 
compelled  to  borrow  it.  Nick  heard  of  the  matter,  and 
when  next  he  met  Johnson  said  to  him,  with  great  serious- 
ness : 

"  Doc." — the  Governor  is  popularly  known  as  Doc.  John- 
son in  the  Third  Congressional  District. — "  Doc,  I've  always 
been  your  friend  ;  1  worked  for  you  both  times  when  you 
was  elected  to  Congress,  but  this  lets  me  out.  Em  ashamed 
of  you,  Doc,  I'm  ashamed  of  you." 

"What's  the  matter,  Nick?"  asked  Johnson. 

"  Doc,  I  thought  you  was  a  statesman.  I  thought  you 
had  a  little  sense  ;  but  Eve  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
you're  a  d — d  fool ! " 

"Why,  Nick,  that's  pretty  hard  talk.  What  in  the  world 
do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Johnson. 

"Well,"  said  Nick,  "here  you've  been  two  terms  in  Con- 
gress, and  have  to  borrow  a  little  ticky  two  dollars  and  a  half 
to  buy  a  stage  ticket.  Now,  I  aint  no  statesman,  but  you 
just  bet  your  life  if  Ed  been  four  years  in  Congress  Pd  have 
owned  a  qiuxf-ter  section  of  the  Northern  Pacific  Railroad^'' 

Some  years  since  Nick  left  Marysville,  and  took  up  his 
abode  in  Colusa,  where  he  opened  a  saloon  which  he  now 
keeps,  and  his  relation  of  his  early  experience  in  his  new 
home  was  exceedingly  interesting  and  amusing.  I  will  en- 
deavor to  tell  his  story  as  nearly  as  possible  in  his  own  style  : 

"  When  I  went  to  Colusa,"  said  Nick,  "  I  wanted  to  get 
the  trade  of  them  lop-eared  Missourians,  so  I  went  down  to 
the  bay,  and  I  laid  in  a  stock  of  the  best  whisky  that  had 
ever  been  seen  in  that  town.  But,  don't  you  know,  them  six- 
toed  Missourians  would  come  in  and  take  a  horn  of  that 
whisky,  and  turn  up  their  noses,  and  they  wouldn't  come 
back  again.  I  tried  to  find  out  the  reason,  and  one  day  one 
of  'em  told  me.  '  Why,'  said  he,  '  it's  too  powerful  weak  ! ' 
Then  I  sent  down  and  got  a  lot  of  Barbary  Coast  tanglefoot. 
That  suited 'em  better,  but  they  said  it  didn't  take  a  good 
hold.  Then  I  mixed  up  some  benzine  and  sulphuric  acid, 
and  they  said  it  was  pretty  good,  but  it  wouldn't  stay  by  a 
feller.  So  at  last  I  went  to  work  and  made  up  a  decoction 
of  poison  oak  and  buckeye,  and  called  it  the  '  Sheep-Herd- 
ers' Delight.'  You  oughter  seen  them  huskies  go  for  it.  One 
drink  of  it  would  set  a  feller  to  turnin"  flip-flaps.  A  peddler 
come  into  the  place  one  day  and  took  two  drinks  of  it,  and 
managed  to  get  away.  About  two  hours  afterwards  he  came 
back  and  said  he'd  been  robbed  of  his  pack.  I  knew  the 
effects  of  the  *  Sheep-Herders'  Delight,'  so  I  went  out  and 
hunted  around,  and  found  his  pack  where  he  had  hid  it  in 
the  bushes  and  forgot  all  about  it.  I  tell  you  it's  a  mighty 
popular  drink  over  there." 

During  the  War  of  the  Rebellion  Colusa  was  a  very  hot- 
bed of  treason,  its  inhabitants  being  mostly  from  Arkansas, 
Missouri,  and  the  Southwestern  States.  Shortly  after  the 
commencement  of  hostilities,  Nick,  who  was  an  unswerving 
and  earnest  L^nion  man,  determined  to  celebrate  the  Foruth 
of  July. 

"There  was  one  American  in  the  town  besides  me,"  said 
Nick.  "Well,  we  went  and  got  an  old  anvil,  and  we  took 
her  down  on  the  bank  of  the  Sacramento  River  and  loaded 
her  up,  and  about  daylight  we  commenced  banging  away. 
We'd  fired  about  a  dozen  salutes,  and  jest  as  day  was  break- 
ing we  saw  half  a  dozen  things  in  the  river  that  looked  like 
ducks  coming  towards  us.  In  a  little  while  they  reached  the 
bank  where  we  were,  and  we  saw  that  they  were  a  lot  of 
Missourians,  with  their  clothes  tied  to  their  heads  and  rifles 
in  their  hands  swimming  the  river.  When  they  reached  the 
shore  the  head  man,  a  big  husky  more  than  six  feet  high, 
climbed  up  the  bank,  and  planking  the  butt  of  his  rifle  on  the 
levee,  sung  out  : 

"  I  say,  stranger,  ivhar's  the  war?" 

But  this  happened,  if  it  happened  at  all,  in  the  compar- 
atively early  days  of  Colusa,  which  has  since  become  more 
cosmopolitan  in  her  population  and  now  boasts  of  all  the  con- 
comitants of  civilization  and  refinement.  She  has  good  pub- 
lic schools  and  churches  and  an  excellent  town  and  county 
government.  Most  of  the  Southwestern  people  are  Camp- 
bellites,  and  they  have  erected  a  neat  Httle  church  in  the  town 
for  their  peculiar  worship. 

Nick,  for  some  reason,  became  a  great  admirer  of  "Brother 
Porter,"  the  pastor,  and  lost  no  opportunity  in  sounding  his 
praises.  One  Sunday  he  took  a  friend  to  his  favorite  church, 
and,  after  the  services  were  over  and  they  were  walking  qui- 
etly home,  his  friend  broke  the  silence  by  remarking  : 

"  Nick,  that's  a  nice  little  church  and  a  good  preacher,  but 
it's  a  new  thing  to  me  to  see  a  congregation  stand  up  when 
the  minister  prays.     They  always  kneel  in  my  church." 

"Why,"  exclaimed  Nick,  "you  don't  s'pose  Brother  Porter 
would  let  them  huskies  kneel  in  that  new  church,  do  you  ? " 

"  And  why  not  ? "  asked  his  friend. 

"  Because  if  he  did,"  responded  Nick,  "John  Eoggs,  Frank 
Goad,  Bill   Harrington,  Doc.  Glenn,  and  all  them  money- 
lenders would  snake  out  their  pencils  in  prayer-time  and  fig- 
ure up  their  interest  money  on  the  backs  0/  them  new  pews." 
Coming  down  on  the  Sacramento  boat  soon  after,  I  was 


heartily  glad  to  meet  Nick  as  a  fellow-passenger.  His  droll 
sayings  and  funny  stories  soon  transformed  a  tedious  journey 
to  a  pleasure-trip. 

"And  how  is  Brother  Porter's  church  getting  on?"  I 
asked. 

"  It's  all  right  ;/i'7t',"  said  he;  "  but  it  had  a  mighty  close 
call  a  while  ago,  and — you — hear — me  !  " 

"  How  so  ?"  I  inquired. 

"Well,"  said  Nick,  "  you  see  ther  was  one  o'  them  cussed 
Missourians  come  to  town  with  a  jackass,  and  bought  a 
lot  right  alongside  the  church,  and  every  lime  that  jackass 
would  squeal  the  whole  congregation  would  run  out  doors. 
For  a  little  while  'twas  a  question  whether  the  church  or  the 
jackass  would  have  to  move,  but  Brother  Porter  he  jest 
threw  hisself  and  rassled  with  the  Lord,  andj'^'/c  bet  thai  Jack- 
ass had  to  go^ 

Up  to  a  very  recent  date  most  of  the  light  freight  des- 
tined for  Colusa  was  taken  there  on  the  tops  of  the  stages 
from  Marysville.  On  one  occasion  a  Colusa  undertaker  was 
the  consignee  of  several  burial  caskets,  which  loaded  on  the 
top  of  the  stage  gave  it  a  decidedly  funereal  appearance,  and 
attracted  the  attention  of  an  old  lady  passenger  on  the  back 
seat.  Nick  was  her  vis-o-vis,  and  her  extreme  nervousness 
soon  excited  his  interest  and  curiosity. 

The  old  lady  finally  spoke  to  Nick  in  tremulous  tones: 
"Are  those — those — corpses,  on  the  top  of  the  stage?" 

"  Oh,  no,  marm,"  replied  he.  "They're  only  empty  cof- 
fins." 

Both  relapsed  into  silence  for  a  few  minutes,  when  the  old 
lady  asked;  "Why  do  they  carry  them  on  the  passenger 
coach  ?  " 

At  this  moment  the  spirit  of  mischief  took  possession  of 
Nick.  His  eyes  twinkled,  and  his  sympathies  for  the  elderly 
female's  nervous  sensibilities  vanished  in  the  provocation  for 
a  practical  joke. 

"You've  never  been  to  Colusa,  have  you,  madam?"  he 
asked,  confidingly  and  mysteriously. 

"  N-n-no,  sir  !  "  she  stammered. 

"  Well,jyer  see,  it's  very  dangerous  going  up  and  down,  and 
around  these  mountain  curves,  and  so  they  take  them  coffins 
along  for  the  passengers  in  case  of  accident,"  said  Nick 
softly. 

"  To-to-to  send  the  bodies  to  Colusa  ?  "  she  inquired. 

"  Oh,  no  ! "  said  Nick.  "  They  bury  'em  right  alongside  the 
road.  'T wouldn't  be  any  use  to  take  'em  to  Colusa  after 
they  was  dead,  you  know.     They  wouldnH  enjoy  their  visit." 

The  old  lady  buried  her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  and 
when,  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  she  alighted  from  the  stage 
at  the  end  of  her  journey,  she  was  utterly  ignorant  of  the 
fact  that  the  entire  distance  traveled  had  been  across  a  vast 
plain. 

One  more  of  Nick's  jokes,  which  will  be  best  appreciated  in 
San  Francisco,  and  I  will  close.  Your  readers  doubtless  all 
remember  the  Pioneer  celebration  of  1875,  the  twenty-fifth 
anniversary  of  the  admission  of  California  into  the  Union  ; 
how  the  '4gers  congregated  here  from  all  parts  of  the  State, 
and  were  ?iot  received  by  their  metropolitan  brethren  ;  how 
they  couldn't  get  any  lunch  at  Woodward's  Gardens  ;  how 
mad  they  got  thereat ;  how  the  balloon  collapsed,  and  Tom- 
my Newcomb  got  his  arm  broken  ;  and  how  the  failure  of 
the  celebration  was  made  entirely  disastrous  through  the 
mismanagement  of  the  excursion  around  the  harbor  on  the 
steamship  Great  Repi(blic.  Nick  was  one  of  the  pilgrims, 
and  came  as  a  member,  or  guest,  of  the  Society  of  Pioneers 
of  Colusa. 

The  morning  after  the  trip  around  the  Bay  I  met  Nick  on 
Montgomery  Street,  and  as  the  affair  was  the  general  sub- 
ject of  adverse  criticism  I  was  curious  to  see  what  he  would 
say  about  it. 

"  Well,  Nick,"  I  said,  "  I  suppose  you  went  on  the  excur- 
sion.    How  did  you  enjoy  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  he,  "  I  went,  and  had  a  bully  time.  I  just 
rung  in  with  the  Cap'n,  and  had  all  the  boned  turkey  and 
champagne  I  wanted."  And  after  a  pause  he  added  :  "But 
a  lot  of  our  party  from  Colusa  made  a  mistake  and 
didn't  go." 

"What  mistake  did  they  make?"  I  asked. 

"Well,  you  see,"  said  Nick,  "a  lot  o' them  six-toed,  lep- 
eared  Missourians  had  come  across  the  plains  in  bull  teams, 
and  never  seen  a  steamship,  and  they  mistook  the  Long 
Bridge  for  the  Great  Republic^  and  thought  that  a  pile-driver 
was  the  smoke-stack,  and  Fm  d — d  if  them  huskies  didnH 
sta?id  071  that  b?  idge  ail  day  long  waitin'  for  ""em  to  cast  off 
the  lincs^'^ 

I  have  presented  these  few  jokes  as  samples  culled  from  a 
seemingly  inexhaustible  stock  that  increases  as  the  days  go 
by,  for  Nick,  although  fairly  advanced  in  years,  has  lost  none 
of  that  keen  sense  of  humor  and  love  of  fun  that  have  made 
his  name  famous  where  he  has  lived.  Kind-hearted,  open- 
handed,  chivalrous,  and  brave,  he  is  a  fair  specimen  of  a 
large  class  of  Pioneer  Californians  who  are  rapidly  yielding 
to  the  inexorable  march  of  old  Father  Time,  and  who  are 
erroneously  supposed  to  have  lived  only  in  the  creations  of 
romantic  brains.  Frank  W.  GROSS. 

San  Fran'CISCo,  November,  1878. 


There  is  a  wide  difference  between  admiration  and  love. 
The  sublime,  which  is  the  cause  of  the  former,  always  dwells 
on  great  objects  and  terrible  ;  the  latter  on  small  ones  and 
pleasing  ;  we  submit  to  what  we  admire,  but  we  love  what 
submits  to  us  ;  in  one  case  we  are  forced,  in  the  other  we  are 
flattered  into  compliance. — Burke. 


The  end  of  the  honeymoon.  Young  bride  (much  hurt) — 
"  Edwin,  you  have  been  whistling  and  singing  all  day,  and  it 
is  our  last  day,  too  !  Anyone  would  think  you  were  glad  to 
get  back  to  town  again." 

Young  husband — "  So  I  am.  (Happy  thought  occurs  to 
him  here.)     With  you,  pet — vith  you,  of  course." 


As  the  lion's  foot  carries  in  its  velvety  surface  hidden 
claws  that  can  rend  you,  so  does  nature  carry  concealed  be- 
neath its  fair  surface  a  vengeance,  a  hell  that  will  torture  or 
slay  you  for  every  violation  of  their  required  duties. — Chas. 
Ellis.  .       ___________ 

Every  event  that  man  would  master  must  be  mounted  on 
the  run,  and  no  man  ever  caught  the  reins  of  a  thought  ex- 
cept as  it  galloped  by  him. — holmes. 


THE       ARGONAUT- 


INTAGLIOS. 

A  Legend  of  the  Forget-me-not. 
When  Pysche  lost  her  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Love, 

Weeping  alone  she  wandered 
Listless  by  every  well-known  field  and  grove, 

And  on  her  lost  Love  pondered. 

Lastly,  by  Lethe's  stream  her  footsteps  strayed  ; 
And  "OK!"  she  said,  in  sighing, 
"That  I  might  dip,  and  my  past  life  be  made 
Like  dreams  with  d:iylight  dying!" 

The  big  tears  from  her  blue  eyes  raining  down. 
Fell  on  earth's  pitying  bosom ; 

Sudden  there  sprang  amid  the  sedges  brown. 
Blue  as  her  eyes,  a  blossom. 

And  o'er  her  head  soft  rustling  sweet  and  low. 

As  though  some  bird's  wing  fluttered. 
In  those  love  tones  whose  loss  was  all  her  woe, 
"Forget  me  not!"  was  uttered. 

No  mora,  no  sight,  no  touch;  these  words  alone; 

And  "Ah!"  she  cried,   "forget  thee?" 
Nay,  but  half  Love  in  our  glad  life  was  known ; 

Half  Love  is  to  regret  thee. 

"Forget  thee?     Nay,  these  flowers  my  tears  begot 
Shall  be  to  me  a  token 
Of  Love  ;  they  shall  be  called  Forget-me-not, 
The  name  to  cheer  me  spoken." 

So  well,  sweet  river-flowers,  we  welcome  you. 
Earth  with  faint  sadness  scenting — 

Born  of  the  tears  from  Psyche's  eyes  of  blue. 
For  her  lost  Love  lamenting. 


Snares. 


Bright  were  the  threads  the  lady  wrought. 
And  bright  the  weft  her  needles  spun. 

While  the  gay  balls,  upon  the  floor. 
The  little  cat  harried,  one  by  one, 

And  in  their  gold  and  purple  play 

Saw  only  feints  of  flying  prey. 

Around  the  lady  suitors  pressed. 

This  pale  with  passion,  that  with  pride  ; 

These  watched  the  flashing  of  her  hand. 
And  those  the  fair  face,  violet-eyed  ; 

One  sang,  one  sued,  one  sighed,  and  each 

Hung  on  the  honey  of  her  speech. 

And  as  I  saw  the  lady's  smile, 

Now  here,  now  there,  indulgence  shed 

Glances  beneath  a  drooping  lid. 
Tremor  of  lip,  and  bend  of  head, 

To  me  the  lithe  cat's  bounding  play 

Had  counterpart  of  nobler  prey  ! 


Analog?. 
The  maples  in  the  forest  glow ; 

On  the  lawn  the  Fait  flowers  blaze ; 

The  landscape  has  a  purple  haze ; 
My  heart  is  filled  with  warmth  and  glow. 
Like  living  coals  the  red  leaves  burn : 

They  fall  —  then  turns  the  red  to  rust; 

They  crumble,  like  the  coals,  to  dust. 
Warm  heart,  must  thou  to  ashes  turn? 


Harvest  Languor. 
Who  has  not  seen  thee  oft  amid  thy  store? 

Sometimes  whoever  seeks  abroad  may  find 
Thee  sitting  careless  on  a  granary  floor, 

Thy  hair  soft -lifted  by  the  winnowing  wind; 
Or  on  a  half-reapen  furrow,  sound  asleep, 

Drowned  with  the  fume  of  poppies,  while  thy  hook 
Spares  the  next  swath  and  all  its  twined  flowers ; 
And,  sometimes,  like  a  gleaner  thou  dost  keep 

Steady  thy  laden  head  across  a  brook. 

Or  by  a  cider-press,  with  patient  look. 
Thou  watchest  the  last  oozings,  hours  by  hours. 

Keats. 


Fading  Flowers. 
Her  yellow  stars  the  jasmine  drops 
In  mildewed  masses,  one  by  one  ; 
The  hollyhocks  fall  off  their  tops, 

The  lotus -blooms  all  while  i'th' sun  ; 
From  brazen  sunflowers,  orb  and  fringe. 

The  burning  burnish  dulls  and  dies ; 
Sad  Autumn  sets  a  sullen  tinge 
Upon  the  scornful  peonies. 
Ah  '  well  a  day  '. 

Life  leaves  us  so. 
Love  dare  not  stay ; 
Sweet  things  decay. 

Owen  Meredith. 


No  More. 
How  did  Love  sleep?    The  sweet  moon  sailed 

In  robes  of  dusky  gold  last  night, 
Until  our  tender  glor>'  paled 

Before  the  ruddy  dawn  of  light ; 
Love  lay  enshrined  in  bridal  bowers. 

And  kissed  the  sweets  that  come  and  go 
From  far-off"  fields — from  all  the  flowers 
That  blow. 

How  did  Love  wake?     The  early  beams 

Had  pierced  the  rose-leaf  where  he  slept. 
And  rising  from  his  perfumed  dreams. 

Into  the  dewy  world  he  leapt. 
Singing,  soared  upward  into  light — 

"For  day  is  but  a  little  pain. 
And  then  'tis  night,  with  soft  delight, 
Again  !" 

So  Love  returned  when  twilight  fell,  • 

And  found  his  flowers  dying — dead  ; 
The  queenly  rose  he  loved  so  well 

Lay  in  his  arms  with  drooping  head. 
"Ah,  Love!"  she  cries;  "thy  kisses  burn: 
But  Death  has  wooed  my  lips  before ; 
If  Love  once  flies — he  may  return 
No  more  !  " 
Launch  Lee,  m  Hood's  Comic  Annual/or  iSjg. 


Autumn's  Last  Rosary. 
The  squirrel  gloats  ov^  his  accomplished  hoard. 

The  ants  have  brimmed  their  gamers  with  ripe  grain. 
And  honey-bees  have  stored 

The  sweets  of  Summer  in  their  luscious  cells; 
The  swallows  all  have  winged  across  the  main  ; 

But  here  the  Autumn  melancholy  dwells, 

And  sighs  her  tuneful  spells 
Amongst  the  sunless  shadows  of  the  plain. 
Alone,  alone, 
Upon  a  mossy  stone. 
She  sits  and  reckons  up  the  dead  and  gone, 

With  the  last  leaves  for  a  love -rosary; 

While  all  the  withered  world  looks  drearily. 
Like  a  dim  picture  of  the  drowned  past 

In  the  hushed  mind's  mysterious  far-away, 
Doubtful  what  ghostly  thing  will  steal  the  last 

Into  that  distance,  gray  upon  the  gray.       Hood. 


The  Deceiver. 

0  wanton  wind,  I'm  watching  you, 
As  o'er  the  world  you  wander  — 

1  saw  you  steal  that  silver  dew 

From  those  dear  daisies  yonder. 

A  lily  queened  the  river's  bank; 

Yet  in  your  arms  you  caught  her — 
You  bowed  her  head  until  she  drank 

Her  shadow  in  the  water. 

Then  singing  loud  you  laught  and  leapt 

Along  the  lolling  meadow: 
But  there  the  lovely  lily  slept 

Forever  with  her  shadow. 

W.  I.  Strincham. 


SHAKSPEARE  AND  ROYALTY. 

Scarcely  two  centuries  ago  the  "•  plain  people,"  as 
Mr.  Lincoln  used  to  call  them,  were  not  considered 
by  the  ruling  classes  of  any  consequence  whatever. 
In  other  times  ihey  were  thought  lit  only  to  build 
monster  castles,  and  useless  walls,  and  worthless 
pyramids  ;  and  when  these  monuments  to  folly  and 
superstition  were  completed  the  human  machines  that 
built  them  were  thrown  aside  with  the  broken  tools 
and  the  scaffoldings,  or  they  were  sent  to  be  iinnihi- 
lated  in  war  ;  to  be  slaughtered  like  so  many  cattle  in 
bloody  conflicts— conflicts  the  cause  of  which  they 
did  not  know,  the  justice  or  injustice  of  which  they 
were  kept  too  ignorant  to  understand.  Therefore, 
when  we  think  of  the  times  in  which  he  lived,  it  is  not 
strange  that  Shakspeare  takes  royalty  or  the  titled 
nobility  for  all  his  characters,  with  few  exxeptions — 
the  exceptions  being  his  witches,  eccentrics,  madmen, 
artd  fools.  Not  a  smgle  representative  of  the  middle 
classes  of  thrifty,  intelligent,  independent  people, 
such  as  abound  in  this  age,  finds  a  place  in  the  plays 
of  Shakspeare,  and  for  the  good  reason  that  there 
were  no  such  classes  in  the  days  ol  which  he  wrote. 
In  those  times  every  man  was  either  connected  with  a 
reigning  family  or  he  was  a  vassal  and  dependent ; 
there  were  few,  if  any,  "well-to-do  people"  in  those 
ages,  outside  of  the  nobility. 

Shakspeare's  plays,  with  all  the  richness  of  senti- 
ment, "  sw»et  as  damask  roses,"  and  wonderful  many- 
sided  genius  displayed  in  them,  have,  L  think,  ed- 
ucated many  to  believe  that  kings  and  princes  are 
ustialiy  great  men.  The  wise  sayings  and  sparkling 
epigrams  the  immortal  poet  puts  into  the  mouth  of 
nearly  every  royal  character  are  delightful  reading. 
Yet  many  people — especially  in  Europe — get  to  asso- 
ciating Shakspeare's  speeches  as  the  real  emanations 
of  the  royal  personages  who  utter  them.  Of  course 
none  of  the  Henrys,  nor  Richard,  nor  Lear,  nor 
Hamlet,  ever  was  capable  of  originating  any  part  of 
the  golden  or  witty  words  the  great  bard  makes  them 
utter,  or  of  acting  as  he  makes  them  act.  It  is  not 
improbable  that  in  reality  Richard  III.  was  something 
such  a  man  as  the  late  Mr.  Vasquez.  Possibly  he  was 
a  little  better  educated,  but  he  was  like  Vasquez — a 
low  and  vulgar  murderer.  Hamlet,  if  the  truth  was 
known,  was,  quite  likely,  about  such  a  character  as 
our  Emperor  Norton — his  only  distinction  being  that 
outside  of  being  born  a  prince,  he  assumes  to  be 
craay.  Whether  he  was  or  not,  one  or  two  facts  was 
all  that  Shakspeare  required  to  evolve  out  of  them  a 
great  drama. 

That  these  plays,  abounding  in  sweetness  and  light 
as  they  do,  have  nevertheless  kept  back  Republican 
institutions  in  Europe,  and  retarded  freedom  in  many 
places,  there  can  be  little  doubt.  They  have  done 
this  by  the  impression  they  convey  to  the  ordinary 
reader,  that  there  is  a  divinity  that  "doth  hedge  a 
king."  Now  if  any  proof  were  required  to  show  the 
absurdity  of  the  statement  that  there  is  a  particle  of 
divinity  about  a  king,  it  is  only  necessary  to  quote 
Thomas  Jefferson,  who,  when  a  foreign  minister 
ninety  years  ago,  visited  every  important  court  in  Eu- 
rope. Mr.  Jefferson's  fame  and  mission  were  such 
that  he  was  allowed  to  meet  personally  all  the  illus- 
trious emperors,  and  kings,  and  queens  of  that  period. 
And  after  he  had  made  the  grand  tour  he  wrote  home 
to  his  daughter,  that,  taking  them  as  a  lot,  and  con- 
sidering their  early  advantages,  they  were  the  stupid- 
est men  and  women  he  had  found  in  all  his  travels, 
Not  one  of  them  was  capable  of  writing  a  readable 
public  document,  nor  even  an  intelligent  letter.  He 
said  there  was  always  behind  every  throne  a  power 
that  ruled  it  absolutely.  The  speeches  of  every  sov- 
ereign he  met  were  always  written  by  some  minister 
or  secretary.  The  battles  they  were  supposed  to  have 
fought  were  invariably  planned  by  some  one  else 
Then  the  author  of  tlie  Declaration  of  Independence 
described,  one  by  one,  the  personal  habits  and  eccen- 
tricities of  the  royal  highnesses  he  had  seen.  His 
descriptions  are  both  amusing  and  painful ;  amusing 
when  they  show  how  ridiculously, a  king  can  act,  and 
painful  when  they  narrate  his  often  indecent  conduct. 
If  the  crowned  heads  of  Europe  have  personally  grown 
in  grace,  or  scholarship,  or  statesmanship  since  then, 
the  fact  is  yet  to  be  ascertained. 

There  is  not  to-day,  with  two  exceptions,  a  reign- 
ing monarch  who  has  natural  or  acquired  ability 
enough  to  make  an  efficient  vestryman  of  a  thriving 
church.  One  of  the  exceptions  I  make  is  Dom  Pedro 
II.,  of  Brazil,  by  far  the  ablest  sovereign  living,  yet 
Dom  Pedro  has  capacity  enough  to  qualify  him  for 
an  average  county  judge — no  more.  He  is  more  er- 
ratic than  brilliant.  And  yet  there  are  those  who 
talk  about  our  adopting  some  figure-head  of  a  kini^ 
one  of  these  days,  so  as  to  make  of  ours  a  "  strong 
government.'' 

There  is  just  one  other  type  of  kingly  prerogative 
which  I  will  mention  now,  and  that  is  the  extremely 
religious  one.  Like  him  of  whom  Spencer  wrote 
three  hundred  years  ago: 

"And  on  his  heart  a  bloody  cross  he  bore. 

The  dear  remembrance  of  his  dying  Lord, 
For  whose  sweet  sake  that  glorious  badge  he  wore, 
And  dead,  as  living,  ever  he  adored." 

It  is  no  attack  upon  vital  Christianity  to  say  that 
kings  who  have  been  religious  bigots,  have  frequently 
became  the  most  cruel  and  bloodthirsty  in  all  history. 
Ed\v.a.rd  Curtis. 

San  Francisco,  November,  1S78. 


It  ought  not  to  be  forgotten  that  the  famous  music 
house  of  Kohler  S:  Chase  is  now  at  137  and  139  Post 
Street.  The  new  store  is  large,  commodious  and  well 
lighted.  Messrs.  Kohler  &  Chase  are  agents  for  the 
"  Decker  Bros.,"  the  "  Emerson,"  and  the  "  Fischer 
Upright"  pianos,  and  the  celebrated  Mason  &  Ham- 
lin organs.  They  have  also  the  largest  and  finest 
stock  of  band  instruments  in  the  city.  Their  Oak- 
land house  is  at  the  corner  of  Washington  and  Ninth 
Streets.  It  would  be  superfluous  to  add  anything  to 
this  information  in  the  way  of  commendation  ;  the 
firm  of  Kohler  &  Chase  is  to  music  in  San  Francisco 
what  Mr.  John  Murray  used  to  be  to  English  literature. 


BEFORE. 

Gayly  the  candidate 

yeeketh  the  bar. 
Where  thirsty  citizens 

Throng  from  afar. 
Singing  "In  se-irch  of  ihes 

Hitlier  we  come  ; 
Candidate,  candidate, 

Set  up  the  rum." 

AFTER, 

Hark,  'tis  the  candidate 

Hastening  home  ; 
Vainly  the  citizens. 

Seeking  him,  roam. 
'  Light  is  my  pocketbook. 

Lighter  my  vote  : 
Citizens,  no  you  don't. 

Not  if  I  knowt." 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

Ladies'  Dress  and  Fancy  Goods. 
As  the  winter  season  approaches  the  ladies  are  de- 
sirous of  making  their  purchases  in  the  most  satisfac- 
tory manner.  Fashion  naturally  leads  in  this  as  in 
every  other  department  in  which  the  ladies  are  inter- 
ested, and  a  few  suggestions  presented  in  the  wav  of 
items  we  feel  assured  the  fashionable  readers  of  the 
AkG0N.\UT  will  kindly  receive.  Where  to  purchase 
all  the  novelties  in  winter  goods  being  an  item  in  this 
direction  we  beg  leave  to  submit  the  following  as  the 
result  of  our  visit  to  one  of  the  leading  fashionable 
houses  in  the  city.  We  found,  upon  entering  the  es- 
tablishment of  Uoane  &  HeHslielwood,  corner  Mont- 
gomery and  Post  Streets,  that  they  have  been  and  arc 
now  making  extensive  sales  of  ladies'  dress  goods  in 
plain  black  and  brocaded  silks  and  armures  ;  also, 
colored  silks,  bourette  cloths,  and  plain  black  as  well 
as  all  the  winter  colors  in  velvets.  We  found  here  an 
extensive  assortment  of  ladies'  dress  goods  in  the 
mourning  department,  embracing  drap  d'Alnia,  Hen- 
rietta cloth,  cashmeres.  French  mohairs,  and  the  cam- 
el's hair  goods  ;  we  found  the  favorite  shades  to  be 
the  dark  or  navy  blue,  dark  green,  various  brown 
shades,  plum  color,  and  garnet — the  latter  being  the 
new  shade  in  camel's  hair  goods.  The  Scotch  plaids 
are  now  assuming  some  popularity,  and  are  being  se- 
lected for  young  ladies' street  suits.  Mr.  Doane  in- 
forms us  that  he  has  just  received  all  the  high  grade 
novelties  in  silk  mixed  wool  goods  ;  also,  some  of  the 
latest  novelties  in  bourettes,  invisible  plaids,  etc.  We 
found  here  also  an  extensive  assortment  of  ivory  port- 
monnaies,  card  cases,  match  safes,  fancy  work  boxes, 
etc.,  and  the  very  latest  designs  in  French,  German, 
and  Japanese  fans.  In  ladies'  lingeries,  embroidered 
silk  and  satin  ties.  Breton  lace  bows  and  Chantilla  lace 
bows  may  be  classed  among  the  specialties.  Among 
the  novelties  in  lingerie  we  noticed  a  very  delicate  gold 
braid  interwoven  with  black  lace  and  plaited  white 
ruches.  In  ladies'  handkerchiefs  we  noticed  embroid- 
ered handkerchiefs  in  unique  and  elegant  designs  ; 
also,  the  embroidered  initial,  the  latter  being  classed  as 
novelties.  These  handkerchiefs  are  a  specialty,  and 
are  made  to  order.  The  embroidery  is  in  cotton,  and 
in  fast  colors.  The  Harris  seamless  kid  glove  is  now 
quite  a  favorite,  and  may  be  found  here  in  an  exten- 
sive assortment.  All  the  latest  shadings  in  ladies" 
and  children's  silk  and  cotton  hose  may  here  be  ob- 
tained, also  the  celebrated  Cartwright  &  Warner 
make  of  underwear  foi  ladies  and  misses,  also  ladies' 
union  suits.  In  table  linen,  the  very  best  make  may 
here  be  found,  embracing  the  justly  celebrated  John 
S.  Brown  &  Son's  make,  of  Belfast.  The  table-cloths 
and  napkins  to  match,  made  of  the  best  Irish  linen, 
may  be  obtained  here  atjrales  that  are  exceedingly  low. 
For  damp  and  rainy  weather  the  gossamer  water- 
proof sold  at  this  establishment  now  fills  a  want  long 
felt  by  ladies  who  have  experienced  the  unpleasant 
sensation  produced  by  our  damp  atmosphere  while 
on  the  streets  shopping.  These  waterproofs  are  very 
light  and  entirely  proof  from  rain  and  dampness. 
Gossamer  coats  for  gents  may  here  also  be  found. 
This  firm  was  the  first  to  introduce  these  goods  and 
their  immense  sales  of  this  class  of  goods  indicates 
the  appreciation  of  the  public  in  their  enterprise  in 
this  direction.  We  would  call  the  attention  of  the 
gents  also  to  a  very  choice  assortment  in  cigar  cases 
and  pocket-books,  etc.,  in  Russia  leather  to  be  found 
at  this  establishment. 


Velvet  Frames,  Albums,  Etc. 
Photographs  are  now  being  framed  in  frames  that 
give  them  a  place  among  mantel  and  cabinet  orna- 
ments. Velvet  and  fire  gilt  frames  for  cabinet  or  card 
photographs  are  considered  the  most  appropriate, 
although  carved  frames  are  to  some  extent  favorably 
looked  upon  as  appropriate  for  this  class  of  pictures. 
One  of  the  neatest  of  cabinet  ornaments  is  the  velvet 
album  standing  on  easels.  The  trimmings  of  the 
velvet  frames  are  very  elegant,  being  mostly  trimmed 
with  satin  and  gold.  The  firm  of  E.  Wolfe  &  Co. , 
under  the  Palace  Hotel,  have  a  very  fine  selection  of 
these  frames  and  albums,  and  in  their  specialty  in 
gold  frames  in  Grecian  designs  we  feel  warranted  in 
saying  that  the  most  fastidious  will  here  find  some- 
thing to  their  taste.  These  elegant  ornamentations 
are  here  made  to  order  by  the  most  skillful  gildeis. 
Regilding  of  mirrors  and  picture  frames  is  here  done 
also  in  the  most  satisfactory  manner.  Some  very  fine 
passepartouts  we  find  herein  an  extensive  assortment. 
Some  new  styles  of  flat  frames  for  engravings,  with 
finely  engraved  ornamentations  in  the  corners,  are 
here  to  be  seen.  Among  some  of  the  specialties  we 
notice  some  fine  gold  and  ebony  brackets  and  wall- 
pockets.  Also  the  Vienna  fire  gilt  and  enameled 
frames  for  cabinet  photographs.  As  no  picture  is 
complete  without  a  frame,  so  its  beauty  may  be  en- 
hanced by  a  judicious  taste  displayed  in  selecting  this 
necessary  ornamentation.  Some  of  the  most  fashion- 
able ladies  have  here  found  every  style  of  frame  for 
home  decoration  that  can  be  obtained,  and  by  their 
liberal  purchases  have  expressed  their  entire  satisfac- 
tion in  the  display  here  presented. 


Bartlett's  Book  Sale. 
The  standard  works  of  the  greatest  English,  French, 
and  American  authors,  embracing  history,  fiction, 
travels,  and  poetry,  may  be  seen  at  No.  3  Dupont 
Street  every  night,  selling  at  a  terrible  sacrifice  at  auc- 
tion, the  works  of  Hume,  Macaulay,  Walter  Scott, 
Shakspeare,  in  elegant  cloth  and  library  binding  ; 
also  the  choice  works  of  fiction,  embracing  Bulwer, 
Wilkie  Collins,  Charles  Reade,  Jules  Verne,  Holland, 
Holmes,  and  numerous  others  ;  also,  the  best  Eng- 
lish and  American  poets,  are  being  sold  at  the  very 
lowest  rates.  This  is  one  of  the  rare  chances  to  buy 
a  library  at  the  very  lowest  rates. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits.  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder- brace  Corsets  ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 


Currier,  103  ipupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  Pic  1  - 
URE  Frames. 


Where  can  one  thoroughly  enjoy  a  swim  ?    At  the 
Terrace  Svvimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Velvet  P'ramls. 


The  finest  baths  are  at  the  Terrace,  Alameda. 


NEW 

BOOKS 

'Ihe   Story   of  Liberty.     By  Charles  Carlcton  Coflin. 

4to $3  00 

The  ISIeSsc-d  Bees.     By  John  Allen i  00 

Outlines   of  Ontoiogical    Science,    or  a  Philosophy  of 

Knowledge  and  Ueing,    By  Henry  N.  Day.     i2mo  i  75 

Stock  Breeding.     By  Manly  Miles,  M.  D.     izmo 1  50 

The   Young  Adventurer,    or  Tom's   Trip  across    the 

Plains.     By  Horatio  Alger,  Jr.     i2mo....' i  25 

The    First   Violin.     A   novel.     By  Jessie    Fothergill. 

Leisure  Hour  Series i  00 

Astronomy.     By  R,  S.  Hall.     Handbooks  for  students 

and  general  readers 60 

Fra  Angelico.     Artists"  Biographies 50 

Just  How.     A  Key  to  the    Cook  Books.     By  Mrs.  A. 

D.  T.  Whitney i  00 

VNCEQFT'S 

721  Market  St.  S.i^ 


ARMY  AND  MAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 


No.  510  Sacramento  Street. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAlM  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  I  p.  M.,  6  to  8  p.  M.  Sunday  11  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


KURRACHEE  RUGS! 


A 


SK  FOR   THEM  IN   THE  LEAD- 

ing  Carpet  Stores.     Manufactured  by 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO., 

38  Geary  Street. 


CALIFORNIA 

T  TEA. 


My  family  use  California  Root  Tea,  and 
find  it  the  best  and  cheapest  medicinal  prep- 
aration they  have  ever  had.  It  is  a  natural 
remedy,  not  a  nostrum. 


BUTTERICK'S 

PATTERNS-NOV.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 
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BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

ITo.  24  Post  Street, 

E.VK  FSAKCISCO,  CAI.. 


Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
IMPARTS  A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 
French,  German,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  enjoying  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of  the 
public. 

LIST   OF   FACULTY. 

E.  P.  Hcald,  F.  C.  Woodbury, 

H.  M.  Stearns,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C.  Woodbury,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chcsnutwood,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 

A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Soregni, 

R.  Sorcini,  Geo.  Jebens, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillen. 

For  full   particulars,  call  at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.   HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


J.J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


R. 


C.  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

224  STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post,  S.  F. 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

ATOTARY  PUBLIC,    No.    326;^    Mont- 

■^  '      gomcry  Street.     Resitjencc,    1803  Stockton  Street, 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  liY 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54    CLAY    STREET. 


A 


R.  P.  &.  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA IV, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Sherman  B  B01..01NG, 


Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  ot  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.)_ 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 

San  Francisco,  November  22,  1878. 
Mv  Dear  M\o<it  :  —  I  wondered  on  Monday 
night  where  I  had  seen  Ada  Cavendish  before.  I 
knew  it  could  not  have  bt-eii  in  the  flesh,  for  there  has 
always  been  an  ocean  and  a  continent  between  us. 
But  she  perplexed  me  with  an  inungible  memory 
Hhich  I  only  settled  this  morning.  I  was  turning 
over  the  leaves  of  sonic  tJiglish  novels,  when  I  found 
her.  The  strong  indi\'idual  fcitures.  the  sweep  of 
her  draperies,  the  pose  ol"  her  body,  flashed  upon  me 
familiarly  from  many  a  wood  cuL  They  are  hid- 
eously unlUttering.  but  I  knew  them  instantly,  and  I 
have  irrevojably  made  up  my  mind  that  when  a 
London  novel  is  illustrated  the  artist  goes  to  Ada 
Cavendish's  Theatre— the  Olympic,  is  it  ?— and  studies 
her.  She  is  a  verj-  graceful  woman  sometimes.  She 
has  the  pretty  trick  of  falling  into  a  striking  posture 
with  surtling  quickness,  and  she  faints— my  dear 
girl,  she  drops  down  as  dead  as  a  door  nail  and  as 
hmp  as  a  silk  handkerchief,  so  that  you  have  a  second 
of  genuine  uneasiness.  Her  voice  is  soft,  gcniie,  and 
low.  an  excellent  tiling  in  woman,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  but  a  very  had  thing  for  the  Cahfornia  The- 
atre acouaiics.  1  suppose  no  one  back  of  the  fourth 
row  in  the  dress  circle  heard  one  word.  Moreover,  she 
has  such  a  habit  of  quickening  her  utterances  with 
emotion,  so  that  I  doubt  if  she  is  alwiiys  distinctly 
audible  even  on  the  stage.  I  like  her  well.  "  Mercy 
Merrick  "  never  seemed  to  me  less  like  a  heroine  and 
more  hke  a  real  woman.  She  iJentifies  herself  so 
thoroughly  with  the  situation  of  the  moment,  though 
never  forgetting  that  she  is  an  usurper,  thai  you  ain 
not  help  being  absorbed.  I  tried  my  best  to  get  up 
a  little  sympathy  for  "  Grace  Roseberry."  I  always 
do  as  a  matter  ol  principle.  I  conceive  it  my  duty 
to  lake  issue  with  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins,  but  he  made 
her  such  an  esseuiially  disagreeable  person  that  I  am 
reluctantly  compelled  to  go  back  on  virtue  in  distress. 
1  must  Si»y  that  Miss  DeForrest  extended  everj'  aid 
within  her  power  to  sustain  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins. 
"  Thty"  say  she  pLiyed  it  well.  Certainly  she  pre- 
sented a  strong  contrast  with  ihegenile-voiced  shrink- 
ing crcJiturc,  upon  whom  she  piled  her  reproaches 
\nth  an  adamantine  hardness,  and  with  a  rasp  whirh 
pierced  one's  tympanum  painfully.  In  fact  the  va- 
riety of  voice  and  accent  in  the  cast  was  something 
remarkable.  Miss  Cavendish's  exquisitely  modulated 
and  essentially  Lnglish;  Miss  DeForrest's  American, 
and  Ihe  trail  of  the  elocutionist  over  il  all;  Mr.  Barton 
'W^%  sui generis;  Mr.  Lawlor's,  full  of  McCullough 
echoes,  and  very  hltle  like  that  of  a  curate  of  the 
Chureh  of  England.  Mr.  Lawlor  did  his  best  to  look 
hke  one  of  those  rosy  cherubim,  the  minor  English 
clergy,  but  he  could  have  stepped  out  and  sung 
*•  Muldoon  the  SoUd  Man"  for  us  without  its  striking 
the  audience  as  being  ver>'  inappropriate.  He  was  as 
nervous  as  a  debutante,  and  devoted  his  energies  10 
lus  watch  chain  with  an  assiduity  and  strength 
which  abundantly  testified  to  his  having  "just  re- 
turned from  an  agricutural  district.''  Somehow, 
although  they  did  their  best,  the  cast  seemed  incon- 
gruous, and  Miss  Cavendish  not  in  her  element — han- 
dicapped at  e^■ery  turn.  What  a  strong,  fine  face  she 
has — a  Celtic  face  I  should  think,  for  her  eyes  are 
deeply,  darkly,  immistakably  blue,  and  get  no  shade 
of  black  even  from  a  pair  of  dark,  expressive  eye- 
brows. You  should  see  hT  smile.  It  is  a  complete 
transhguration  ;  more  so  even  than  the  smile  of  Clara 
Morris,  for  a  spirit  of  mischief  leaps  into  her  eye, 
which  is  very  captivating.  There  is  about  her  an 
utier  absence  of  straining  for  effect,  which  I  like  im- 
mensely. She  wears  her  own  hair,  neither  gilded  nor 
with  tliat  long,  superfluous  switch  which  always  dan- 
gles down  actresses' backs  when  they  wear  flowing 
hair.  She  dresses  with  characier.  but  plainly  and  in- 
expensively— in  fact,  dear  Madge,  in  one  scene  a  lit- 
tle loo  inexpensively  ;  for  when  she  hands  over  the 
pearls,  with  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets  over  "  Lady 
Janet  Roy's"  munificence,  they  consist  of  a  pair  of 
very  tinny  bracelets  and  a  dollar-store  locket  ;  in 
fact  the  entire /t/rtr«  ratUes  and  jingles  with  such  a 
suggestivenessof  that  eminent  baiaar  that  it  becomes 
ridiculous.  Thoroughly  English  as  Miss  Cavendish 
is.  it  is  easy  to  see  that  she  takes  kindly  to  French 
method.  She  has  none  of  the  airs  of  the  English 
tragedy  queen,  even  in  her  strongest  scenes.  I  re- 
member how  Miss  Hateman  used  to  lift  her  great 
voice  when  "  Mercy  Merrick  "  turns  at  last,  slung  to 
desperation  by  "Grace  Roscberry's  "  taunts,  and 
asks.  "Who  are  you?"  until  the  rafters  trembled, 
and  the  gods  almost  kicked  the  beams  out  of  the 
gallery.  1  shall  never  get  over  the  loss  of  Miss  Pate- 
man,  but  after  all,  Madge,  it  struck  me  as  being 
rather  niore  like  the  real  thing  when  Miss  Cavendish 
came  close  to  the  stony  "Grace,"  and  asked  her  the 
question  with  ominous  quiet.  It  had  a  more  danger- 
ous sound  than  the  shnek  of  a  \-irago.  To  be  sure 
she  had  the  hysteria  afterward,  but  then  you  know- 
women  always  do  something  like  ihaL  We  cani 
keep  anything  up  very  long,  even  a  good  mad. 
Then,  loo,  in  ".Mercy's"  confession  to  "Julian 
Gray''  there  was  all  the  quiet  of  hopelessness,  and 
very  little  of  the  stage  30b.  What  a  pretty  piuiu-e 
she  made  as  she  feil  at  his  feet  in  one  of  those  expres- 
sive attitudes  which  she  understands  so  thoroughly. 
Oh.  she  is  verj*  interesting.  Madge,  and  it  is  better  to 
be  interesting  than  to  be  beautiful.  I  fanc>'  that  she 
holds  the  isamc  pLicc  with  the  London  public  as  that 
spoiled  darling  of  fortune  in  Black's  last  novel. 
"  .\li5S  ijertrude  While."  Of  course  you  have  read 
JAZjt>«/^"  Djre.  and  will  agree  with  me  that  there 
is  a  stroke  of  genius  in  his  giWng  that  commonplace 
name  to  thai  commonplace  creature,  who  unwittingly 
became  the  heroine  ol  such  a  romance.  What  a  de- 
lesuble  minx  she  is  to  be  sure.  Do  not  think  I  am 
comparing  Miss  Cavendish  lo  her,  excepting  as  a 
London  fiivonte.  Miss  White's  debut  in  "  some- 
f  thing  tragic"  was  anticipated  with  inlertsL  lean 
-  >^iti'out  very  much  effort  iuxcy  that  Miss  Cavendish's 
77  Ji.j:r.  ~ji  a  new  part  at  home  is  quite  the  sensation 
.  -^  London  theatre-goers,  and  when  she  essayed 


tragedy  it  must  have  brought  out  the  diletianti.  the 

artists,  and  the  critics  in  full  force.  Imagine  even  the 
first  night  in  London  of  The  Xew  Magdalen  or  Miss 
Gwilt!  Yet  she  is  not  a  great  actress,  though  to  me 
infinitely  charming.  I  can  look  over  the  strange  fact 
ihat  she  does  not  use  her  hands  well,  and  that  she 
flutters  about  too  much.  In  fact,  I  believe  1  hke  to 
see  her  flutter  ;  for.  though  she  approaches  a  degree 
too  near  the  description  of  a  "fine  woman."  she  is 
shapely,  round,  and  supple.  Mrs.  Saunders  made  a 
ver)-  nice  "  Lady  Janet  Roy."  but  she  always  gives 
me  the  impression  that  she  is  going  to  break  out  in 
low  comedy.  In  fact  evcr>*ihing  seemed  to  be  a  make- 
shift. Mr.  Lawlor  is  not  at  all  adapted  to  the  part  of 
"Julian  Gray,"  and  the  Reverend  "Julian,"  as  you 
know,  figures  quite  conspicuously  in  the  play.  Sir. 
Hill  played  "  Horace  Holmcroft  "  fairly,  and  both  he 
and  the  Reverend  "Julian"  contrived  to  make  it  very 
patent  to  the  audience  that  they  were  both  palpably 
out  of  place  and  ver)-  poor  supjwrt  to  the  distinguished 
actress.  It  was  verj-  evident  that  Miss  Civendish  held 
the  same  opinion.  There  w.-is  much  better  care  shown 
up  at  Baldwin's  in  the  production  of  Jane  Eyre.  An 
audience  is  so  easily  caught  with  little  things,  why 
not  indulge  them  ?  There  is  such  an  air  of  "  Thorn- 
field's  "  being  a  well-appointed  house,  and  I  really  be- 
lieve nothing  so  conveys  this  impression  as  the  good 
training  of  a  couple  of  ser\'ants.  a  pompous  butler, 
and  an  attendant  footman — a  little  matter  which  can 
not  have  cost  twenty  minutes'  extra  rehearsal.  They 
tell  me  the  dramatization  is  from  Miss  Morris'  own 
pen.  and  1  can  quite  believe  it.  for  she  has  ciught — 
as  much  as  the  stage  can  catch — the  weird  and  eerie 
spirit  of  the  lonely  Yorkshire  girl,  who  drew  her  in- 
spiration from  the  bleak  solitude  of  the  moor.  How- 
little  she  could  have  known  of  plays  or  players,  or 
dreamed  that  these  fancies  of  her  brain,  springing  up 
in  the  glowing  coals  of  the  broad  rector)'  fireplace, 
could  ever  leave  tlieir  homely  habitation  for  such 
scenes  ;  that  her  solemn,  gloomy  hero  would  pace  the 
boards  of  a  theatre,  or  plain,  dark.  Utile  "Jane  Eyre" 
shine  before  the  footlights,  -\fter  all,  it  is  neither 
"Jane  Eyre"  nor  "  Rochester"  that  we  see,  though 
something  near  akin  ;  for  Clara  Morris  has  preser\'ed 
the  quaint  phraseology  of  Charlotte  Bronte,  and  thus 
to  some  e.xtent  the  glamour  of  the  romance.  The  un- 
canny raoonliglit  plays  its  part,  too  ;  and  we  know 
nothmg  of  "  Mrs.  Rochester''  but  the  clank  of  her 
chains  and  the  shriek  of  her  voice.  In  fact,  it  is  the 
only  time  I  have  ever  seen  the  play  of  Jane  Eyre  when 
it  left  upon  me  any  of  the  feeling  with  which  I  read 
the  book.  I  really  believe  this  is  due  almost  as  much 
to  Mr.  O'Neill  as  to  Clara  Morris  herself.  1  man- 
ufactured upon  my  own  responsibility  last  week  a 
deep-seated  prejudice  against  this  gentleman  which  I 
expected  would  be  Listing.  It  was  entirely  due  to  his 
"Armand  Duval."  He  went  through  this  part  in  a 
manner  exceedingly  distasteful  to  nie — his  brow  cor- 
rugated with  an  expression  of  acute  distress,  his  voice 
breaking  b.-idly  on  the  home-stretch  of  ever>'  gTist  of 
piassion.  I  acknowledge  that  he  dissipated  the  im- 
pression this  week.  It  is  not  easy  to  play  "  Roches- 
ter.'' Theyalw-ays  do  make  such  a  cad  of  him.  But 
Mr.  O'Neill  inspired  me  with  respect  for  his  mere 
make-up.  He  did  not  try  to  be  pretty  or  romantic 
He  wore  a  full  beard,  not  at  all  becoming,  but  which 
made  the  hero  a  manlier- looking  fellow  than  the  ever- 
lasting mustache.  .\\sq,  he  quite  discarded  the  snap- 
pish bear  element,  and  was  simply  an  embittered  man 
of  the  world.  I  observed  that  Miss  Morris  gave  him 
a  very  cordial  hand-shake  before  the  curtain,  and  he 
deserved  it.  You  should  see  Clara  Morris  in  a  short 
frock  and  gingham  apron  and  a  pair  of  strap  slippers. 
She  looks  like  an  overgrown  girl  with  an  old  head  on 
young  shoulders.  She  has  some  very  natural  ways, 
and  chews  the  comer  of  her  apron  ivith  as  much  gusto 
as  if  it  were  the  best  gum.  "This  act  does  not  seem 
pertinent  to  the  story,  except  to  introduce  the  detest- 
able "  Mrs.  Reed  "  and  her  brood  ;  and  yet  I  suppose 
it  bears  upwn  it  and  is  necessary.  But  there  are  only 
three  acts  in  the  play,  and  everj'thing  is  very  hurried. 
The  second  act  is  rambling,  but  interesting.  It  intro- 
duces the  mask  party,  but  not  "Rochester's"  own 
masquerade.  The  little  "  Adele"  is  there  in  the  brief- 
est of  petticoats,  and  is  altogether  a  very  leggy 
youngster.  Miss  Marie  Ravel  excellently  made  up 
as  "  Grace  Poole,"  gUdes  hither  and  yon  in  a  man- 
ner which  would  let  a  blind  bat  know  there  was  a 
mystery.  The  maniac  is  kept  "quite  comfortably  near 
to  the  family  hving-room  ;  is,  in  fact,  ridiculously 
convenient  when  "Mr.  Rochester's'' wedding  is  in- 
terrupted. But  these,  of  course,  are  dramatic  li- 
censes. The  brother  of  the  maniac  bride  appears 
with  a  much  inflamed  \isage,  a  shaky-looking  wig. 
and  a  pair  of  toppling  clerical  whiskers,  and  also 
mysteriously  darts  hither  and  thither  and  yon.  Yet, 
for  all,  everything  is  admirably  worked  up,  and  the 
scene  closes  with  "  Rochester's"  presentation  to  the 
multitude  (of  people  in  their  night-gowns)  of  "Jane 
Eyre'' as  his  bride.  In  the  next  scene  I  felt  really 
quite  awful — I  don't  mean  awfully  awful,  as  the 
slang  goes,  but  awed — for  upon  my  word,  Madge, 
they  commenced  the  marriage  service  and  went 
right  through  it  according  to  Hoyle — no,  I  don't 
mean  that,  I  mean  Une  by  line  from  the  ritual — 
.until  I  really  felt  quite  as  miserable  as  if  I  were 
at  a  genuine  marriage  service.  It  seemed  a  little 
sacrilegious,  too,  but"  I  suppose  it  was  all  right.  Of 
course,  the  grand  scene  is  "Jane  Eyre's "  renuncia- 
tion. I  felt  pretty  solemn  over  that.  too.  for  the 
woman  played  it  as  if  it  were  something  holy.  You 
can  not  think  how  unclean  it  made  the  performance 
of  last  week  seem,  for  Clara  Morris  beatifies  ihe 
French  cocotte,  and  does  not  satisfy  in  so  doing.  I 
looked  at  her  as  she  raised  her  hand  to  heaven  in 
beautiful  words  of  appeal,  words  which,  sinner  as  I 
am,  seemed  almost  too  sacred  for  the  stage,  and  I  won- 
dered :  How  do  her  sympathies  lie?  No  one  is  a 
stickler  for  ptroprieiy  nowadays,  but  I  was  just  think- 
ing I  have  seen  Clara  Morris  many  limes,  for  I  am 
one  of  the  warmest  admirers  of  her  superb  genius. 
In  all  those  limes  I  have  seen  her  play  the  parts  of 
only  three  good  women,  "Julia,''  "Alixe,"and  "Jane 
E>Te.''  1  never  admired  her  more  ihan  as  the  little 
English  primrose.  To  my  thinking  she  never  played 
more  beautifully,  more  feelingly,  than  in  her  renunci- 
ation of  "  Rochester"  and  his  love.  After  all.  there  is 
something  in  the  sweet,  the  clean,  and  the  true  which 
strikes  a  resonant  chord  in  human  nature.  The  tri- 
umph of  the  good  is  sure  to  delight  every  one,  from 
the  gallery  box  down  to  the  fiddler  nodding  in  the 
orchestra.  Unfortunately  a  little  deviltry-  is  necessary- 
to  a  good  dranxatic  situation.  In  this  instance  "  Mr. 
Rochester"  supplied  iL  I  disUke  exceedingly,  after 
having  my  feelings  wrought  up  to  such  a  pitch,  to 
have  them  brought  down  with  such  a  bang.  Of 
course,  it  was  necessary  to  dispose  of  "  Mrs.  Roches- 
ter'rather  summarily,  but  it  seemed  too  bad  that 
five  minutes  after  all  this  sublimity  of  self-sacrifice 
they  should  be  in  each  other's  arms  congratulating 
themselves  that  the  old  girl  was  out  of  the  way.  I 
did  not  ascertain  just  what  disposition  they  made  of 
her.     In  the  cri.giiial  she  was  biunt  to  a  cinder  ;  I  got 


an  idea  here  that  she  was  impaled  on  the  carving-knife, 
but  Miss  Maria  Ravel  was  not  perspicuous.  After 
all  this  misery,  you  could  hardly  expect  me  to  make 
merry  with  La  Marjolaine  and  The  Babes  in  the 
Wood,  but  I  did  and  was  literally  restored  to  natur- 
alness by  naughtiness  and  nonsense.  The  "Sweet 
Marjoram  "  is  naughty  though  its  music  is  nice,  and 
the  "  Ribes  "  and  "  Cock  Robin  "  is  nonsense  of  the 
most  maudlin  and  mellow  variety.  How  1  laughed 
at  Edouin  in  the  school-room  scene,  where  he  prances 
so  wildly  about  with  all  the  naturalness  of  the  red- 
headed imp  that  he  is;  Ijow- I  skipped,  in  imagination, 
the  roi^ewiih  cunning  Ella  Chapman;  howl  involun- 
tarilv  kept  time  with  the  boys  in  the  gallery  to  the 
mischievous  and  witching  measures  of  the  can  can 
song;  how  I  raised  the  approving  palm  when  Marian 
SingfT  and  her  chorus  gurgled  out  in  that  captivating 
"  The  man  in  the  moon  is  winking  ;  "  how  I  held  my 
breath  for  the  fragile  little  humans  who  did  the  "Cock 
Robin  "  business,  and  how  finally  I  came  away  with 
the  opinion  that  the  Babes  in  the  Wood  was  just  as 
good  a  burlesque  as  Robinson  Crusoe.  As  for  La 
Sfarjolaine,  so  handsomely  put  upon  the  Bush  Street 
Theatre  stage  with  appropriate  scencr>'  and  gorgeous 
costumes,  I  hardly  know  what  to  say  about  it.  The 
libretto  is  as  broad  as  our  moral  law-  is  long,  the  plot 
as  Frenchy  as  French  can  be,  and  the  music  a  de- 
lightful interpreter  of  some  very  questionable  situa- 
tions. Imagine  virtue  being  awarded  a  sequence  of 
medals  by  vice,  a  woman  possessing  these  medals 
marrying  a  man  only  in  name;  a  series  of  very  gau  y 
plots  and  counter-plots  10  get  her  involved  and  dis- 
graced,  in  which  noble  pursuit  the  husband  encour- 
ages a  club  of  gay  young  bachelors;  her  final  fall — lo 
the  eyes  of  the  world — in  which  her  only  regret  and 
biggest  tears  are  over  the  supposed  loss  of  the  next 
medallion;  her  separation  from  the  brevet  husband, 
and  marriage  at  last  10  the  fellow  discovered  in  the 
closet,  and  you  have  a  very  good  idea  of  the  story  of 
"Sweet  Marjoram."  It  can  not  safely  be  recom- 
mended save  to  the  perfectly  pure  in  heart,  and  then 
there  is  a  degree  of  embarrassment  that  nothing  but 
the  delightful  music  can  chase  away.  And  now  I 
have  lold  you  everything  of  four  remarkably  strong 
theatrical  attractions  all  in  one  week,  all  doing  well, 
and  all  well  worth  an  evening's  attendance  if  for 
nothing  more  than  a  counter-irritant  to  the  cramp  of 
Sierra  Nevada.     Tout  A  lous,  Betsy  B. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

Latest  from  Paris. 
During  the  wintry  season  short  dresses  are  almost 
without  exception  now  selected  for  the  walking  cos- 
tume. The  colors  adopted  are  intended  to  assimilate 
to  the  entire  costume.  Scotch  plaid  is  to  some  extent 
becoming  one  of  the  fashionable  materials.  The  in- 
door toilet  preser\'es  more  the  elaborate  in  detail  and 
elegance  in  material.  One  of  the  latest,  and  withal 
a  very  rich  style,  is  made  of  silk  of  the  grey  pink 
shade  and  cherr>'  colored  satin.  The  skirt  is  trim- 
med with  a  high  bouillonne,  framed  on  each  side  with 
a  ruche  of  cherry  color  faye,  and  crossed  with  bar- 
rettes  of  the  satin.  The  corsage  is  made  with  a  point 
at  the  front  and  at  the  back,  the  material  being  j«raA 
satine,  plaited  c,  err>-  color.  The  collar  is  composed 
of  grey  bouillonne  ruches,  and  cheny  barret ies.  The 
sleeves,  of  grey  silk,  arc  made  with  reverses  same  as 
the  collar.  A  heavy  drapery  of  the  surak  satine, 
trimmed  with  a  latticed  fringe  appears,  and  large 
square  pockets  to  match  the  collar  and  sleeves  com- 
plete the  costume.  Another  elegant  style  is  made  of 
Bordeaux  velveL  The  skirt  is  perpendicularly  plait- 
ed, and  is  fixed  under  a  dress,  the  front  of  which  is 
formed  in  a  drapery.  The  dress  is  shaped  at  the  front 
so  as  to  form  a  large  waistcoat  ;  at  the  back  the^iz« 
<f  habit  falls  over  the  skirt  cut  in  a  pointed  way.  All 
the  contours  are  bordered  with  a  narrow,  light  ecru 
lace,  which  gives  the  whole  costume  a  rich  and  ele- 
gant appearance.  On  the  drapery  three  rows  of  pas- 
sementerie appear.  The  collar  and  sleeves  are  also 
made  to  match  with  lingerie  of  plaited  white  ruche. 
These  styles  are  now,  with  all  the  latest,  being  made 
lo  order  at  the  extensive  parlors  of  Madame  Lewis, 
Thurlow  Block,  comer  Kearny  and  Sutter  Streets. 
We  noted  also  a  very  elegant  Princess  robe  in  ecru 
and  blue  silk.  Also  another  made  of  a  rich  bronze 
brown  brocade  velvet ;  and  three  magnificent  bridal 
trosseaus  being  made  here.  The  fashionable  circles 
have  justly  pronounced  this  establishment  as  the  lead- 
ing fashionable  dressmaking  establishment  of  the  city. 


Latest  Fashions  in  Furs. 
The  beauty  of  shape  and  design  in  furs  this  season 
shows  the  taste  of  our  furriers  has  followed  the  cult- 
ure and  refinement  that  has  swept  over  the  world  of 
fashion.  Perfection  of  finish  has  been  reached  in  this 
department.  The  buttons  and.  indeed,  all  the  trim- 
mings are  covered  with  fur,  matching  the  garment 
The  garments  are  lined  with  quilted  satin,  mostly  of 
the  dark  brown  shades.  In  this  department  the  large 
circular  cloak,  made  of  rich  Lyons  silk,  is  Uned  with 
squirrel.  The  "  Dolman  "  has  deep  wide  sleeves  and 
fur  collar  ;  it  is  made  of  thick  black  silk,  hned  with 
dark  squirrel,  and  bordered  with  black  beaver,  pointed 
with  the  white  hairs.  The  Parisian  silk.  Dolman  is 
trimmed  with  black  fur.  The  seal  skin  sacque  still  re- 
tains its  popularity,  and  is  manufactured  from  the  fin- 
est South  Shetland  and  Alaska  seal  skins.  Thesacques 
for  genls  and  ladies  are  very  similar  in  design.  The 
seal  sacque  has  the  English  rolling  collar,  and  is  Uned 
with  quilted  satin,  while  the  buttons  are  covered  with 
seal  fur  and  ornamented  with  seal  tassels  suspended 
by  thick  cords  ;  the  lining  is  of  a  dark  shade.  The 
fur  hats  appearing  this  season  are  very  picturesque, 
and  are  styled  the  "  Florence,"  the  "Alpine,"  and  the 
"Brighton."  The  hais  arc  mostly  trimmed  with  a 
bird  made  of  fur  and  a  long  ostrich  feather.  The  lin- 
ings of  the  hats  are  made  of  satin.  All  these  latest 
styles  we  observed  at  ihe  fashionable  fur  establishment 
of  H.  Liebes  &  Co.,  113  Montgomery  Street  Avery 
fine  assortment  may  here  be  found  of  all  the  very  lat- 
est in  this  department.  This  establishment  is  the  old- 
est in  the  city,  and  has  long  received  the  fashionable 
patronage  of  the  city. 


On  the  26th  and  27th  days  of  this  month — that  is 
next  Tuesday  and  Wednesday — at  ten  o'clock  A.  M. 
sharp,  at  No.  649  and  651  Market  street,  the  auction 
firm  of  H,  M,  .N'ewhall  will  sell  by  catalogue  ihe 
largest  and  best  assortment  of  elegant  furniture  that 
was  ever  offered  in  San  Francisco.  The  large  stock 
of  the  California  Furniture  Manufacturing  Company 
goes  lo  the  hammer  under  a  peremptory  order  of  sale 
that  will  give  splendid  bargains.  Such  a  chance  for 
Christmas  gifts  of  articles  of  real  value  is  seldom 
offered. 

Next  week  is  to  be  the  last — positively — of  the  "Rice 
Surprise  Party  "al  the  Slandard.  This  will  be  re- 
gretted by  the  patrons  of  that  place,  but  they  will  be 
consoled  v."ith  something  equally  good. 


jyALDlVIN-S    THEATRE. 

Thomas  Macuire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Tkeaslrjsr 


This   (Saturday)  afternoon   at  -i  o'clock,  last   appearance  of 

CLARA  MORRIS 

AS  JANE  EVRE  IN  THE  GOVERNESS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday  evenings, 

BLOW  FOR  BLOW. 

FIFTH  ACT  OF  RICHARD  III, 

And  MR.  JENNINGS  in  his  inimitable  songs. 


Monday,  Nov.  35,  and   till  further  notice,   production  first 

lime  in  this  countr>-  of  the  powerful  Engli^i 

Drama,  by  Edmund  Yates. 

NOBODY'S  FORTUNE, 

Or  THE  GREAT  GOLD  ROBBERY. 


In  active  preparation,  a  new  Comedy,  adapted  from  the 
Spanish,  by  Jose  Godoyt  Esq. 


STANDARD  THEATRE. 


Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 


Lhssrk  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennedy. 

Business  Manager P.  H.  Kikbv. 


The  most  pleasing  attraction  in  the  city, 
Fourth  Week  and  still  crowded  nightly.   Brilliant  succeu  of 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY. 

This  (Saturday)  afternoon,  at  2  o'clock  first 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD  MATINEE 


LADIES'  MATINEE  TO-DAY,  AT  2  P.  M. 


This  evening   and   every  evening,  including^  Sunday,  at  8 

o'clock,  the  great  success,  B>Ton's  fascinating 

Musical  Builesque; 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD. 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD. 

BABES  IN  THEiWOOD. 


g^  Seats  at  the  box  oSice  six  days  in  advance. 


c 


'ALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Last  Weeic  but  one  and  complete  triumph  of  Miss 

ADA  CAVENDISH. 


Monday,  November  25,  and  ever>*  evening  during  the  week, 
and  at 

SPECIAL  THANKSGIVING  MATINEE, 

Thursday,    Nov.  aS,   and   at    Regular   Matinee   Saturday, 
Mis5  Cavendish  wilt  appear  as 

JANE   SHORE, 

In  Wills'  Latest  and  best  play  of  that  name,  supported  by  a 
strong  cast  of  characters. 


Seats  at  the  box  office. 


In  active  preparation,  \\1lkie  Collins"  thrilling  drama, 

MISS  GWILT. 


B 


USH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Charles  E.  Locke Propribtos. 


Matinee  lo-day,  to-night,  and  to-morrow  (Sunday)  evening, 


LA  MARJOLAINE. 


ALICE     OATES 

As  Marjolaine,  the  Sweet  Majoram,  supported  by  the 

ENGLISH   COMIC   OPERA   COMPANY. 


Exquisite  Costumes  from  Paris.     New  Scenery  by  Graham. 


BOOKS  OF  THE  WEEK 


Iris,  the   Romance  of  an    OpaJ    Ring.     By  M.  E.  M. 

Toland.     Cloth,  $3;  morocco %^  00 

Genevieve  de  Brabant.     A  legend  in  verse.     By  Mrs. 

Chas.  Willing.     Cloth 3  to 

Th«  First  Yiolin.     By  Jesse  Fothcrgill.     Clolh i  00 

Edith  Murray.  .\  novel.  By  Joanna  Mathews.  CIo..  i  50 
Evelj-n's  folly.  A  novel.  By  Bertha  .M.  Clay.  Clo..  i  50 
The  French    Revolutionary   Period,     By   Henri    Van 

Laun.     2  vols,  cloth 3  50 

Just  How.     A  Key  to  the  Cook  Books.    By  Mrs.  A. 

D.  T.  UTiiiney r? i  00 

Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson.     New  edition,  cloth. 2  00 

Piciuresque  Arizona.     By  E,  Conklin.     C^olh -i  txi 

On  the  Road  to  Riches.  By  J.  Fred  Waggoner.  Clo.  i  50 
Songs,  Legends,  and  Ballads.     By  J.  Boyle  O'Reilly. 

Cloth. I  50 

A  Shocking  Story.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Paper 10 

Raymonde.     By  Andre  Theuriei.     Paper 30 

The   largest   stock  of   PR.\YER    BOORS,  HYMNALS, 
and  BIBLES,  on  the  coast. 

NEW  STATIONERY,  NEW  BOOKS 

Received  daily. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 
NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Patronize  a  Home  Industry. 
The  delightful  aroma  of  a  good  cigar  is  one  of  the 
true  enjoyments  of  life.  Poets  and  philosophers  have 
lent  their  talents  in  praise  of  this  lu.-airy.  One  of  the 
true  comforts  of  life  it  has  been  pronounced  bv  its 
votaries  ever  since  its  adoption  as  an  article  ot  luxury  by 
the  Caucasian  race.  One  of  the  most  important  of  our 
industries  it  has  grown  to  be,  imtil  millions  are  to- 
day invested  in  the  manufacture  and  sale  of  this 
truly  American  commodity.  TTie  trade  on  this  coast 
has  become  one  of  first  importance,  and  a  compe- 
tition is  now  being  carried  on  so  extensively  in  this 
depanment  that  it  has,  to  a  great  e-ttent,  lowered  the 
old-time  prices  hitherto  prevalent.  The  New  York 
brands  have  been  heralded  with  such  hue  and  cry  in 
the  trade  on  this  coast  that  very  naturally  a  fierce 
competition  arose  through  the  difference  of  prices 
presented  by  the  New  York  brands.  While  other  CaJi 
fornia  manufacturers  were  consulting  and  planning  to 
drive  the  New  York  trade  back  from  whence  it  came, 
the  firm  of  E.  Briggs  &  Co..  646  Market  Street,  of 
this  city,  quietly  entered  upon  a  plan  to  successfully 
compete  with  the  New  York  manufacturers.  The 
five-cent  cigars  introduced  by  the  New  York  trade 
possessed  an  appearance,  it  is  true,  that  added  to 
their  sale.  To  produce  a  cigar  at  the  same  price 
with  a  superior  flavor  was  the  real  problem  to  be 
solved,  was  the  judicious  conclusion  of  this  enter- 
prising firm.  By  experiments  made  in  the  judicious 
blending  of  the  different  grades  and  qualities  of  to- 
bacco this  firm  has  at  last  succeeded  in  producing  a 
cigar  that  gives  belter  satisfaction  than  any  New 
York  five-cent  cigar  made  of  domestic  tobacco.  Our 
climate  is  better  adapted  for  the  manufacture  of  cigars 
than  the  Eastern  climate,  and,  therefore,  when  the 
cigar  is  properly  made  by  blending  the  different 
grades  and  qualities  of  tobacco,  the  cigar  must  neces- 
sarily be  of  a  superior  quality.  These  cigars  are 
made  entirely  of  pure  tobarco.  without  the  use  of  any 
coloring  or  other  deleterious  matter  whatever,  and 
possess  a  flavor  that  has  justly  made  them  very 
popular.  In  the  manufacture  of  these  cigars  none 
but  white  labor  is  employed.  Mr.  Briggs  informs  us 
that  in  manufacturing  cigars  that  white  labor  pro- 
duces a  belter  smoking  cigar,  in  the  intelligence  dis- 
played in  the  selection  and  proper  blending  of  the  dif- 
ferent grades  and  qualities  of  tobacco.  The  China- 
man is  but  an  imitator,  while  the  white  laborer  exer- 
cises a  judgment  that  is  of  the  first  imp>ortance  in  the 
proper  selecting  and  blending  of  the  tobacco  to  pro- 
duce the  desired  flavor.  Messrs.  Briggs  &  Co.  have 
been  making  heavy  sales  in  their  speoialty  cigars,  ow- 
ing to  the  fact  that  the  pubUc  are  beginning  to  real- 
ize that  they  can  obtain  a  cigar  in  every  way  superior 
to  the  New  York  cigar  for  the  same  price,  and  that, 
when  they  have  once  tried  these  cigars,  that  ihey  pro- 
duce better  satisfaction  in  flavor  than  any  other  cigar 
of  the  same  price  in  the  market.  Having  tried  these 
cigars  we  do  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  them  in  every 
way  deserving  of  the  popularity  they  are  assuming  in 
the  market ;  and  we  are  satisfied  that  the  readers*of 
the  Argonaut  will  agreej  with  us  who  have  tried 
these  cigars.  We  do  not  proprose  to  give  to  our  read- 
ers any  praise  of  an  article  that  does  not  meet  with 
our  entire  approbation;  and  we  feel  fully  warranted 
in  saying  that  the  enterprise  of  Messrs.  Briggs  &  Co. 
is  well  desewing  of  praise  from  the  public.  This  firm 
have  also  every  grade  of  imported  cigars  and  tobacco, 
so  that  the  taste  of  the  most  fastidious  may  here  be 
satisfied  in  goods  of  domestic  or  foreign  manufacture. 


The  notable  art  collection  of  Mr.  Vickery,  of  No. 
22  Montgomery  Street,  has  recently  been  augmented 
by  the  addition  of  a  large  number  of  new  engrarings, 
reprints  from  the  old  masters,  etchings,  etc.,  for 
which  his  studio  has  already  become  widely  known 
to  the  art-lovers  of  San  Francisco.  The  approach- 
ing Christmas  Holidays — the  season  of  friendly  of- 
ferings— can  be  commemorated  by  no  more  appro- 
priate or  acceptable  gifts  than  fine  pictm^es.  There 
is  something  in  them  peculiarly  suited  to  express  sen- 
timents of  love  or  friendship,  while  they  have  an  in- 
dividuality of  their  own  which  never  permits  them  to 
grow  old  or  pall  upon  the  taste.  Articles  from  this 
collection  have  the  added  advantage  of  being  without 
their  duplicates  here.  A  large  invoice  is  expected 
during  Uie  coming  week,  among  them  many  repre- 
sentations of  the  modem  schools.  The  excellent  ar- 
ticle, Frederick  Keppel.  on  "The  Golden  Age  of 
Printing,"  from  a  late  number  of  Harper's  Monthly 
has  been  reprinted  in  pamphlet  form,  and  may  be  ob- 
tained from  Mr.  Vickery.  For  the  accommodation 
of  visitors,  the  studio  will  remain  open  during  the 
evening. 

We  always  say  to  oiu*  lady  friends  go  to  Sulli- 
van's, 120  Kearny  Street,   for  handsome  suits  or 

CLOAKS. 
Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda,  now  open. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth- 

If  you  want  the  '  nobbiest '  suits  in  town— best 
material  and  latest  style  in  cut — why  don't  you  go  to 
Burr  &  Fink's,  comer  Montgomery  and  Post  streets, 
over  Hibemia  Bank  ? 


The  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Kearny  Street,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Try  them. 

Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  StreeL  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


Go  to  the  Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 

Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  Street 


C  TA  TE    OF    CALIFORNIA,    CITY 

*'~^     and  County  of  San  Francisco — In  Probate  Court. 

In  the  matter  of  the  Estate  of  JOHN  BLISS,  deceased. 
Notice  for  publication  of  time  appointed  for  proving  will, 
etc. 

Pursuant  to  an  order  of  said  Court,  made  on  the  19th  day 
November,  a.  d.  1878,  notice  is  hereby  given  that  Mon- 
day, the  Qth  day  of  December,  a.  d.  1878,  at  11  o'clock  a. 
M.  of  saicl  day,  and  the  courtroom  of  said  Court,  at  the  new 
City  Hall,  in  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  have 
been  appointed  as  the  time  and  place  for  pro\ing  the  will  of 
said  John  Bliss,  deceased,  and  for  hearing  the  application 
of  C.  H.  PHELPS  for  the  issuance  to  him  of  Letters  of 
Administration  with  the  will  annexed,  when  and  where  any 
person  interested  may  appear  and  contest  the  same. 

Dated  Jjtovember  igih,  1878. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 

ISEAt,  OF  COURT.)     By  Wm.  a.  Stuart,  Deputy  Qerk. 

Charges  P.  Eeli^,  Attomej-  for  Petitioner,  6$  Nevada 
Block. 


DIAMONDS. 

The  most  attractive  assortment  of 

DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC, 

And  Novelties,  for  the  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  0.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


THE    SPIRIT    OF    '78. 

A7Z  Opportunity  sttck  as  was  never  before  offered 
to  the  San  Francisco  Public. 


An  Artist  of  rare  ability,  long  know-n  to  the  public  as  being  connected  with  some  of  our 
most  prominent  Photographic  Galleries,  and  latterly  of  the  firm  of  Messrs.  I.  \V.  TABER 
&  T.  H.  BOYD,  noticing  the  wants  of  the  people  for  first-class  pictures  at  a  reasonable 
price,  has  retained  the  elegant  and  commodious  apartments, 

NO.  26  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

where  he  has  every  facility  for  doing  work  of  a  superior  kind,  and  proposes  to  make  his 
prices  so  moderate  than  none  need  have  an  excuse  for  having  an  inferior  picture  taken, 
either  of  themselves  or  their  children.  Never  before  were  such  full-length  Cabinets — 
interior  or  rustic — taken  for  the  low  figure  of  five  dollars  per  dozen  ;  the  popular  Gray 
Tint  Vignette  Cabinets  at  six  dollars  per  dozen  ;  and  the  truly  elegant  Cameo  Glace — 
the  favorite  of  all — usually  costing  ten  and  twelve  dollars  per  dozen,  at  Boyd's  will  only 
cost  you  eight  dollars.  His  card-size  Photos,  for  the  Cameo  Glac^  finish,  will  be  four 
dollars  per  dozen,  and  the  Gray  Vignettes  only  three  dollars. 

His  apartments  are  all  that  could  be  asked  for — large,  commodious,  and  first-class 
in  every  particular  ;  every  convenience,  in  fact,  that  tends  to  enhance  the  comforts  of  his 
patrons.  His  sk>'light  is  the  largest  in  the  city,  thus  giving  him  a  volume  of  light  to 
be  controlled  at  his  will,  and  so  secure  an  effect  in  light  and  shade  that  can  not  be 
obtained  with  a  smaller  light.  Every  improvement  of  modem  times  that  makes  expo- 
sures shorter  has  been  secured,  so  that  pictures  of  children  will  now  be  taken  so  quickly 
that  it  is  the  exception  if  a  superior  picture  is  not  obtained. 

He  also  desires  to  specially  call  the  attention  of  his  old  friends  and  patrons 
who  have  visited  him  at  the  Yosemite  Gallery,  that  he  has  all  the  negatives  of  the 
Photographs  taken  in  the  Gallery,  and  can  supply  copies  desired  at  ver)'  short  notice 
and  at  the  reduced  prices. 

Pay  him  a  visit  attd  pidge  for  yourselves. 

YOSEMITE  ART  GALLERY 

No.  26  Montgomery  St.,  near  Sutter. 


COMPLICATED 

J/ATCHES 

CHRONOGRAPH, 
REPEATING, 
•    SPLIT  SECONDS,  ETC. 

AND  A  LARGE   STOCK  OF  GOLD 

and   Silver  Watches,    Chain";,    Diamonds,  Jewelrj-, 
Silver  Ware,  and  Fanc\'  Goods  at 

ANDERSON  &  RANDOLPH'S 

CORNER  OF 
MONTGOMERY  AND  SUTTER  STS., 

SAN  FR.-iNCISCO. 


MR.  FRAZER, 

(Late  of  XewVork), 

DISTINGUISHED  PROFESSOR  OF 

MODERN  SOCIETY  DANCING. 

Private  Schooling  Exclusively. 

ROUND  DANCING  A  SPECIALTY 


/ 


WOULD   MOST  RESPECTFULLY 

call  the  attention  of  parents,  and  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  San  Francisco,  Oakland,  and  vicinity,  to  my 
eight-page  circular,  containing  full  infonnation  upon  the 
treatment  of  Round  Dancing,  etc.,  and  why  so  many  fail 
IN  THE  ART.  Read  Carefully  all  the  circular  contains,  and 
I  venture  to  say  the  advantages  offered  A^ill  please  you.  I 
EXACT  NO  TLiTiON  where  I  fail  in  my  undenakings, 

I  will  occupy  the  large  and  spacious  rooms  over  Mr.  Gray's 
Music  Store  in  about  ten  days.    Those  wishing  hours  for  lo- 
struction   must  apply  early,   as  my  time   is  fast  being  en- 
gaged.    Office  hours,  11  a.  m,  to  i  p.  m.,  at  Mr,  Gray's. 
T.  WILLIAM  FRAZER. 

Circulars    at   M.  Gray's    Music  Store,   117   Post   Street, 
San  Francisco,  and  W.  E.  Hardy's,  B^oad^vay,  Oakland. 


CANNEL  GOAL 


A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRATE 

-^       COAL  for  sale  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  71S  Sansome  Street. 

NEW  BOOKSJT  ROIVIAN'S. 

M_y  Queen.     A  novel.     By  a  San  Jose  lady $1  50 

Ins,  or  the  Romance  of  an  Opal  Ring,     By  Mrs.  Dr. 

Toland.     Illustrated;  cloth,  $y,  morocco S  00 

Stories  from  Virgil.     Designs  by  Pinelli 2  00 

Genevieve  of  Brabrant.     111. ;  cloth 5  00 

Evelyn's  Folly.     By  Bertha  Clay, i  50 

Orators  and  Oratorj-.     By  Malhews.     lamo,  cloth 2  00 

Edith  Murray.     By  J,  H,  Mathews,     iimo.  cloth i  50 

Beatrice  Cenci .     By  Guerrazzi.     larao,  cloth i  75 

Just  How.     A  Cook  Book.     By  Mrs.  Whitney.   i6mo, 

cloth I  00 

Mrs.  Youman's  Cook  Book.     i2mo,  cloth 1  50 

Keat's  Love  Letters.     i6mo,  cloth i  50 

For  Percival.     A  novel.     Paper 75 

Outwitted  at  LasL     A  novel.     By  S.  A.  Gardner ^  5° 

The  First  Violin.     By  Fothcrgill.     i6mo,  cloth i  00 

French  Revolution.     By  "V'an  Laun.     a  vols.,  cloth 3  50 

JUST  RECEIVED, 

A   large  assortment  of    Christmas   Books   in   all   styles  of 

bindings. 
Elegant  Russia   Writing  Desks   and    Photograph   Albums, 

Pocket  Books,  Sachels,  and  Inkstands. 

OPEN  EVENINGS. 

A.    ROMAN   &  CO., 

II  Montgomery  Street^ 

Lick  House  Block.  San  Francisco. 

For  the  best  New  Crop  Japan    ^p  f"  ■ 
"      English  Breakfast     I    L  A 
"  "      Formosa  Oolong       I    F  H 

"  "      Mixed  I    l-l  I 


LADIES'    SILK    SU  ITS  ■- O  R  I  N  G'S 


BLACK     AND     COLORED. 


LARGE    ASSORTMENT   AND    VERY  CHEAP   AT 

SULLIVAN'S, 


922    MARKET   STREET, 

ManofactoTT  of  "THE  PRESIDENT  COFFEE"— put 
up  in  air-tight  cans,  retaining  its  purity,  freshnessand  aroma. 


120    KEARNY    STREET. 


A  P PLICA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

■^~^  TRADER.  —  Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I, 
Emma  S.  Howe,  wife  of  Charles  W.  Howe,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  23d  day  of  December,  a.  d. 
1678,  the  same  being  a  day  of  the  November  term,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  a^d  permitimg  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carrj'  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  ■•foresaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  buying  and  selling 
real  and  personal  properly  and  mning  slocks,  and  to  keep 
boarding  and  lodging-house,  and  to  loan  and  borrow  money 
on  mortgage  or  otherwise,  and  to  do  and  perform  all  act^ 
connected  ^^'ith  or  incident  to  said  dilferant  branches  of  bus- 
iness. ^  EMMA  S.  HOWE. 
San  Francisco.  Cal..  November  iSth,  a.  d.  1S7S. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS  »l  BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCrSCO 
&  OAKLANb. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


THE  OLD  LOVE  REVIVED. 

"  Mv  Dear  Heli.e  : — I  reached  Mrs.  Thome's  at 
5  p.  M.,  and  found  five  wide-awake  maidens,  in  the 
prettiest  possible  modern  traveling  costumes,  and  five 
young  men  who  had  come  by  boat  and  rail.  My  new 
address  is  Denvcnt  Grange.  Belluia.  Any  letter  so 
directed  will  reach  your  cxpecLint 

"Kate  Ham.mond." 

"My  Dear  Belle:— Last  evening  I  really  felt 
prepared  to  be  brilliant,  when  Mrs.  Thorne.  u ho  is  a 
charming  hostess,  generally  without  fault,  made  a 
faul  remark,  just  as  wc  stepped  from  ray  lovely  rose- 
colored  room,  and  stood  looking  down  into  the  large, 
softly  lighted  hall  which  opens  to  a  conserv-atory  on 
oneside.and  toadrauing-roomontheolhcr.  *  Now, 
Kate.  I  want  you  to  be  very  charming  and  fascina- 
ting to-night,  for  p.inicular  reasons,'  she  s;iid.  My 
dear,  had  she  dniwn  a  circle  of  magic  art.  and  danced 
round  me  to  enforce  silence  by  all  the  powers  of 
witrhcraft.  she  couldnt  have  done  so  more  cfTcctu.dly 
than  by  those  simple  words,  and  her  evident  desire 
for  me  to  "shine."  I  was  paralyzed  then,  but  petri- 
fied later,  when  Mrs.  Thome  came  leading  a  nmn  lo 
present,  who,  I  knew  by  the  expression  on  her  face.  1 
was  the  'reason'  for  expected  charms.  But.  oh,  ' 
when  I  heard  the  ".Allow  me  to  present  Mr.  Law- 
rence,' and  when  I  looked  up  and  jaw  Ralph  Law- 
rence's face — well,  after  exactly  one  minute's  pause,  1 
raised  my  eyes  again  to  find  him  still  there.  Some- 
thiag  must  be  done,  and,  despite  our  past  engage- 
ment, quarrel,  and  years  of  separation,  we  must  talk 
now.  But  there  I  stood  in  my  yellow  silk,  tongut- 
tied.  and,  after  staying  up  to  the  precise  second  re- 
quired by  etiquette,  my  gentleman  l..;iwrence  retired 
to  the  genial  fascinations  of  Miss  Gray,  a  blonde,  in- 
evitably in  blue. 

"You  never  fully  understood  this  Kiwrencc-Ham- 
mond  case.  I'irst,  why  we  fell  in  love,  secondly,  why 
we  fell  ouL  If  it  puzzles  my  friends  half  as  much  .as 
mysdf.  they  have  my  sympathy.  You  know  the  facts 
of  our  meeting — ftther  bringing  to  our  house  this 
wonderfully  promising  young  lawyer,  working  his  way 
from  that  soil  most  producti%e  of  great  men — poverty. 
At  first  I  pitied  him.  in  view  of  the  hard  ^trug^le  he 
was  having  in  life;  then  I  admired  his  noble  patience 
and  splendid  intellect;  then  I  liked  him  as  a  whole, 
and  finally  I  loved  him  entire.  I,  Ihe  proud,  cold 
Kale,  worshiped  Ralph  Lawrence  (bum  this  letter), 
and  he  truly  loved  me.  I  say  it  wonderingly,  for, 
although  careless  of  most  men's  Cblecm,  before  him  I 
felt  strangely  humbU-.  so  poor  in  soul  and  spirit,  that 
hs.  with  nil  his  strength  of  mind  and  he:tr[,  .should 
choose  me  for  his  dearest  one.  Why,  Belle,  even 
now  as  1  write,  feeling  his  cold  eyes  on  me  yet,  and 
hearing  his  indifferent  tones  of  last  night,  I  thrill  at  the 
memorj'  o*"  his  love  as  no  man's  wealth  of  devotion 
can  thrill  me  now.  Neither  Ralph  nor  I  ever  knew 
how  our  engagement  was  broken. 

"  Vou  remember  Maurice  Gray  ?  I  hate  him  *  He 
was  the  root  of  all  these  far-reaching  branches  of  es- 
trangement  ~      No  !  1  will   not  give  his  weak  soul 

the  credit  of  being  the  root  ol  anything  in  ray  life. 
He  was  rich,  pleasant,  and  very  devoted — Ralph 
poor,  jealous,  and  ver)*  earnest — I.  vain,  young,  and 
foolish — what  wonder  these  element  hadan  ejcplosion? 
Yours.  K.  H." 

"  Dear  Belle  : — This  is  the  most  beautiful  home 
I  cversaw — nay.  ever  dreamed  of.  It  is  of  rough  gray 
stone,  with  many  windows  and  bow-windows,  pi.izz.is 
— great,  little,  and  middling — tall  chimneys,  towers, 
and  turrets  ;  ami  all  of  this  picturesqueness  set  down 
on  the  greenest  lawn,  with  royal  groupings  of  flowers  ; 
this  slopes  to  deep,  cool  woods,  beyond  which  the 
lake  glistens,  and  soft-cur\'ed  mountains  rise. 

"Now.  Belle,  I  want  to  ask  you  for  a  candid  an- 
swer. Don't  you  think  it  a  little  strange  thit  Mr. 
Lawrence  should  markedly  avoid  me?  Not  that  I 
care.  Belle,  if  he  dislikes  me  !  But  somehow,  when 
he  refuses  to  act  in  some  Shakspcarcan  tableau— Ro- 
meo to  my  Juliet— then  takes  the  trouble  to  black  up 
for  Othello  to  Miss  Gray's  Desdemona.  I  feel  very 
strangely,  and  am  lully  persuaded  that  mortifying  the 
pride  is  not  good  for  my  spiiit,  however  it  may  sanc- 
tify others ! 

*'  Of  course,  you  understand  it's  only  a  question  of 
pride  on  my  part  ;  but  one  night.  Belle,  pride  flew 
away,  and  my  heart  lay  '  folded  down  in  purple  stale* 
of  old-time  memories,  when  Ralph  sang  a  iitile  bal- 
lad in  his  clear,  rich  tenor,  with  the  well-remcmbercd 
tender  expression  on  the  closing  refrain  : 

"  Loyal  je  semis  durant  ma  vie  ;" 
And  my  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  I  remembered  how 
h«  once  sang  to  me  alone.  But,  oh  !  k^ck.  tears— up 
smiles,  as  I  saw  Ralph  coming  ;  and  as  he  drew  near, 
with  tliose  true  words  on  his  lips.  I  suddenly  felt 
mildly  angry  at  him.  myself,  every  one.  I  greeted 
him  with.  *  Like  all  men.  you  sing  the  truest  songs.' 
He  answered,  giavelv,  '  Like  all  honest  men.  I  try  to 
sing,  live,  and  be  the  truest  possible  amid  so  much 
that  is  changing.'  Ah,  well,  it  may  be  so.  Good- 
bye, dear.  K.  H." 

"My  Dear  Belle  :— We  went  on  a  picnic  to  the 
ruins  of  a  castle,  famous  in  its  day,  but  never  so  much 
visited  as  now,  where  vidl-s  creep  over  its  once  hospi- 
table walls,  and  birds  build  where  once  was  human 
life  and  human  gaycty.  .Among  the  ruins  remains 
one  room  inuct.  but  reached  only  by  a  trembling  old 
staircase.  It  is  said  of  this  desened  room,  that  she 
who  is  brave  enough  lo  step  o%'er  its  threshold  will  be 
blessed  with  a  vision  of  her  true  lover — her  future 
liege. 

"  i  decided  to  try  the  feat,  but  Ralph  openly  ob- 
jected, and  came  to  me  pleading.  How  angry  I  was 
that  he,  treating  me  with  such  obvious  indifference, 
should  now  display  lo  them  all  how  powerful  his  in- 
fluence :  but  I  gave  my  version  of  his  influence,  and 
Vfiit.  watched  by  the  frightened  faces  of  all,  while 
Ralph  stood  on  the  first  l.mding  of  the  stairs— they 
bending  so  as  to  be  exactly  under  the  doorwav  above, 
then  curbing  out.  and  back  to  the  door.  \Vhv  he 
stood  on  that  pirticular  spot  was  a  wonder  and  an 
irritation  to  me,  as  I  stepped  proudly  pwst  him  with 
one  glance. 

"  On  I  went,  calling  back  gayly.  *  The  \ision  is  be- 
ginning to  shine  through  the  door !  *  Now  the  stairs 
benL  1  felt  a  little  dizzy;  Ralph  shouted.  'Come 
back,  Kate,  for  my  sake ! '  That  spurred  me  on.  I 
flung  back  the  dusty  door — there  was  a  blinding  crash 
— and  I  lay  m  R.ilph's  arras,  he  once  more  calling  rae 
his  love — his  owti, 

"  Fnght  and  tumult  reigned  supreme,  until  I.  find- 
ing myself  unhurt,  arose  and  quieted  the  jjarty  by 


sling,  and  his  face  was  white  with  pain  and  weariness, 
for.  Belle,  with  miraculous  strength  he  caught  me  in 
my  fearful  fall,  and  saved  my  life — my  life  !  What 
is'  it  to  him  that  he  should  save?  Or  was  it  tme 
he  called  me  Love  again?  If  I  thought  he  did— but 
why  am  I  writing  so  wildly?  Ralph  is  kind,  and 
anxious  for  me  as  my  friend,  nothing  more;  and  now 
1  am  in  my  senses  ;  then  I  was  dreaming — vision- 
seeking.     Good-bye.  K.  H.'* 

"  Mv  Dear: — I  am  almost  ashamed  to  tell- am  in 

direst  contrition,  that  the  end  of  my  story  must  be  so 
ordinary,  following  the  old.  old  way.  Dramatic  jus- 
tice demands  my  future  misery ;  but  facts  decide 
otherwise,  so  listen  to  my  fate.  After  ail  the  party 
but  myself  had  gone — at  least,  I  thought  so — I  turned 
to  see  Ralph  Lawrence,  too,  waving  farewell,  and  at 
his  side  stood  Mrs.  Thorne,  who  had  persuaded  me 
to  stay,  smiling  innocently  as  a  babe.  'Ihen  the 
whole  *  current  of  my  being  "  was  a  boiling  geyser  of 
indignation  at  being  so  trapped,  so  planned  for,  by 
Mrs.  Thorne.  Would  Ralph  think  I  stayed,  knowing 
he  was  to  si.iy  ?  -Should  1  seem  infatuated?  Cer- 
tainly not,  if  plain  words  could  help  it.  '  .\re  you  to 
stay,  Mr.  I-iwrence?  You  are  the  last  one  I  should 
have  supposed  would  linger.' 

*■' And  evidently  the  last  one  you  desire,  judging 
from  your  expression,  but  it  is  impossible  for  me  lo 
go  now.'  Ralph  Lawrence  answered  so  simply  that 
my  anger  fell  a  little,  and  1  left  hini.  standing  on  the 
sunny  piazza,  with  really  an  agreeable  smile  of  good 
morning. 

" 'Dien  Mrs.  Thorn&s  management,  she  so  prides 
hcrsen  on,  was  begun.  Her  first  move  was,  I  admit, 
a  very  wise  one  ;  she  carelessly  told  me  of  Ralph's 
being  unable  to  travel,  because  of  the  strain  on  his 
arm.  and  then  she  said  no  more. 

"  I  blamed  myself,  pitied  him,  felt  i^cnitent,  and 
would  alone,  if  possible,  for  my  thoughtlessness ; 
and  by  the  next  morning,  when  Mrs.  Thorne  drove 
off  on  some  errands,  and  I  k.iew  Ralph  w.is  lying 
alone  in  the  hbrary,  I  ran  down  stairs,  opened  the 
door,  so  that  retreat  was  impossible,  and  entered 
ver)"  much  as  though  I  was  there  to  confess  petty 
larceny,  stammering  out  :  *  W'ould  you  like  me  to 
resid?  I  thought  you  might  be  lonely."  If  the  Liblc 
had  walked  over  to  Ralph  and  delivered  that  little 
speech,  he  couldn't  have  looked  more  surprised  ;  it 
wasn't  pleasant, 

"The  silence  was  so  profound,  that  you  might 
have  heard  half  a  pin  drop.  I  broke  the  stillness 
with  my  usual  'tact  and  tenderness:'  'Don't  feel 
you  must  accept  the  offer — I  don't  want  to — I 
only — * 

■■' Kate,  please  leave  a  little  of  the  pleasure  that 
the  thought  of  remembering  me  gave — yes,  indeed, 
read  or  sing,  play,  dance,  sit  still,  if  you  will,  only — 
but  don't  think  me  delirious,  and  look  so  frightened. 
Can  you  find  some  book  here  to  please  you? ' 

"  With  great  concentration.  1  looked  fonhatbook, 
fin:\lly  choosing  Carlyle's  'Chartism*  as  surely  safe 
ground,  giving  only  abstract  truth  and  calm  logic  ; 
but  there  being  one  little  nettle  of  possible  personality 
I  alighted  on  it  by  reading  the  '  happy '  chapter, 
which  so  grandly  shows  the  ideal  living,  with  no  care 
for  easy  happiness  when  life  has  work,  duties,  results 
to  accomplish — Ralph  interrupted  : 

"  •  It  is  fitting  that  you  read  me  that,  Kate  ;  for  if 
ever  man  needed  such  thoughts  'lis  I,  nort-  happiness 
has  left  my  life  ;  not  that  I  claimed  it  for  my  right, 
but  it  came  so  freely  and  fully,  I  scarcely  grow  used 
to  the  loss.' 

"  Here  Mrs.  Thome  entered,  looking  so  pleased 
over  the  tableau,  thai  a  mild  desire  rose  in  me  to  spoil 
il,  not  lo  be  managed  for,  smiled  over  ;  so  I  arose, 
saying  :  '  Carlyle  and  happiness  together  are  too 
much  for  any  sick  man.  so  I'll  take  Carlyle  and  leave 
you  the  happiness  of  quiet.' 

"  *  You  are  taking  both  with  you.  Miss  Hammond,' 
was  the  response. 

"Safe  in  my  own  room,  the  confusion,  doubt,  of 
my  excited  thought  that  evening  might  have  suffo- 
cated me  then  and  there  ;  but  a  call  came  to  join  in 
a  sail  on  the  lake,  and  drove  all  thought  away  but 
that  of  enjoyment-  I  could  be  only  restfully  quiet, 
drifting  on  the  brigh'  water,  hearing  Ralph's  clear 
voice  singing  through  the  stillness  of  the  night : 

'  Oh,  lake  me  to  thy  heart  again, 
I  neser  more  will  grieve  ihce; 
All  hope  is  dead  and  joy  is  fled. 
If  I  indeed  must  leave  ihce." 

I  think  I  did  take  him  to  my  heart  then. 

"The  next  day  my  head  ached  so  violently  that  lie 
down  I  must,  and  keep  still,  Mrs.  Thome  insisting 
that  my  place  should  be  in  the  library,  on  the  com- 
fortable great  sofa.  .A.nd  there  Ralph  found  me  at 
twilight.  Hedre.vhis  chair  lo  the  sofa,  gently  put 
his  hand  on  my  head,  and  spoke  to  mr  tenderly. 

"  No  one  can  tell  why  two  hot  tears  rolled  down 
my  cheeks,  but,  Belle,  I  did  feel  so  tired  resisting — 
resisting  all  the  cravings  of  my  heart !  He  looked 
into  my  eyes  very  steadily  for  a  moment ;  then — will 
you  be  very  much  shocked? — kissed  the  tear-drops, 
before  he  said  : 

"  '  I  have  thought  of  many  ways  to  try  to  re-win 
you,  dear,  but  my  love  is  so  great  thai  I  have  not  pa- 
tience to  irj*  a  longer  road  if  asking  you  to  be  my 
wife  will  bring  you  back  lo  me.     Will  it.  Kate?' 

"  What  I  said  I  don't  know,  and  I  don't  believe 
Ralph  does;  but  when  Mrs.  Thorne  came  in.  an  hour 
later,  Ralph  held  my  hand,  with  the  same  dear  ring 
on  it  thai  pledged  us  so  long  ago,  and  he  said  : 

"  '  Kate  is  my  promised  wife,  Mrs.  Thorne.  Can 
I  everihankyou  enough  for  this  summer's  visit?' — so 
I  must  have  said  '  Yes.' 

"Once  before  we  were  engaged  and  verj- happy, 
but  now  I  can  only  quote  Miss  >IuIock's  words  : 
'  The  tenderest  thing  on  earth  is  an  old  love  revived.' 

"K.   H.' 


L.  T.  ZANDER, 

ATO.  424   MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

between  Califurni.i  aiid   Sacrnmenlo,  San  Francisco. 

COLLECTOR. 

Rents,  Bills,  and    .^ccounls   collected,  and   prompt   returns 
made. 

ZANDER'S  PURCHASING  AGENCY. 

Orders  for  the  ptirch.isc  ;ind  shipment  to  the  interior  of 
good.'^  of  evcr>'  description  c\ecuted  with  promptness  and 
care,  at  a  small  comniission  over  c«st. 


GEO.  W.    PKESCOTT.  IRVING   M.    SCOTT. 


H.   T.    SCOTT. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)      Post  Office  Box  2128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MANLTACTrRERS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rack  Drills. 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Staiionarj'  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


Pa  a  recent  court  ball  one  of  the  fair  queens  of  so- 
ciety, wife  of  a  foreign  diplomatist,  was  the  object  of 
Count  Bismarck's  attenlions.  and  manyobsened  tliat 
her  beauty  had  produced  a  great  impression  on  the 
famous  statesman.  The  count,  wiih  that  audacity  of 
conquest  which  i;  his  especial  characteristic,  extended 
his  hand  to  pluck,  without'  leave,  a  flower  from  the 
splendid  bouquet  w  hich  the  lady  carried.  She  rapped 
his  knuckles  with  her  fan,  saying — "  Pardon,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte.  but  that  flower  is  not  a  German  :iiate. 
You  must  ask  for  it.'' 


CONSTANTLY    ON    HAND    AND    FOR   SALE, 

Dir«cl-.-ictmg  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engmes, 
Upriglu  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  af  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furoished  ai  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT,  SCOTT  &  CO. 


0. 


F.   WILLEY 


CO., 


IMPORTERS   AND   MANUFACTURERS   O? 


FINE  CARRIAGES  AND  WAGONS 


No.  427  Montgomery  St.,  San  Francisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS,  Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREY,  Camden,  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KILLAM  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


AI.SO.    AGENTS   rOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  EYWOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMIiE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  ^Vhips,  etc. 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  CO.MMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


/INNUAL    MEETING.— MEXICAN 

Gold  and  Silver  Mining  Company. — The  annual 
meeting  of  the  stockholders  of  the  Mexican  Gold  and  Silver 
Mining  Companywill  be  held  on  Tuesday,  December  5th, 
1S78,  at  one  o'clock  i-.  M.,  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
203  Bush  Street,  S.\n  Francisco,  Cal.  Transfer  books  will 
be  closed  on  Saturday,  November  23d,  at  12  o'clock  m. 

C.  L.  McCOV,  Secretarj". 


Wife — "Ah.  husband,  doyou  see  this  beautiful  carv- 
ing? How  delicately  cut  is  the  pure  white  stone  ! '* 
Husband—**  Yes.  very  pretty."     Wife—"  Bbi.  Will- 


laughing  bravely,  saying :  '  No  more  \-isions  will  I  iam,  you  have  no  tas'te  for  art,  you  don't  enjoy 
haunt  that  room,  for  I  have  broken  door-sill  snd  '  these  things  as  I  do.  Just  notice  this  splendid 
charm— the  golden  entrance  to  futurity.*  Did  Ralph  i  column  of  immaculate  marble,  with  the  touching' 
know  thai  weak  place?  Did  he  catch  me  in  his  ]  question,  so  beautifijlv  carved,  *  Do  thev  m^ss  me  al 
*r™^ ^  r^'^  }^^  *^^'^'  °^  ^^ it  aU  a  vision?  Not  a  ,  home? '  '  Husband—"  Yes.  I  see  ;  and  here  is  her 
v.ii:,r.  for  Ralph  humed  home,  sajing  that  he  had  a  .  name  on  the  fooistone,  'G,  A.  a'  Yes,  they  miss 
:-  rr.t  hurl ;  but  that  eveniog  he  wore  his  arm  in  a  •  her,  if  thai  was  her  name,'*    And  there  came  sileooe. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS'       L 
MUTUAL 

Tire  Insurance  Company 

[established  IN  1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANCISCO,   CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Ferd.  K.  Rl'LK Sacrctary. 

I.  G.  Gardner General  Acent. 


JN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

•^     Nineteenth  Judicial  f)islnct,  of  the  Stale  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

IZETl'A  GOODHUE,  plaintiff,  va.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judicial  Distnci  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  ^aid  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
oflice  of  the  Cleric  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant; 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  senice)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ■ 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissoKing  the  bonds  erf  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
fore existing  between  plaintiff  and  defendant  upon  the 
grounds  set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which 
special  reference  is  hereby  made,  and  fwr  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  demanded  therein. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  \4th 
day  of  Noxember,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy -eight. 

(SEAi_J  THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS.  Oerfc. 

By  J.  H.  PiCHENS,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Woods  &  Cofpev,  Attome>-s  for  Plaintiff. 


COMMERCIAL 

TNSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAL'A, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  C-iliromia  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON.  Secretary. 


T 


HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


—  AND  — 

INSURANCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  2 1 8  and  230  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 


.  J.  BRYANT.  Presidei 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Survevo 


QOULD  £f  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia, 
Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i8th  day  of  November,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  ($1  50)  per 
stiAre  was  levied  upon  ih«  capital  stock  of  the  corporation, 
payable  immediately,  in  United  States  gold  coin,  to  the 
Secretary-,  at  the  ofiice  of  the  Company,  Room  60,  Nevada 
Block,  309  Montgomcrj-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  stock  upon  which  thisasscssmentshal!  remain  unpaid 
on  the  23d  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  Kile  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tuesday,  the  fourteenth  day 
of  Januarj',  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  to- 
gether with  coat  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Bo-ird  of  Directors. 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW,  Sccretar}-. 

Oflice — Room  69,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco,  California. 


o 


FHIR   SILVER    MINING    COM  PA- 

ny.— Location  of  principal  piace  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  Cilifornia.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  slh  day  of  Movember,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capita]  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccrctarj',  at  the  office  of'^the 
Company,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  No.  203  Busti 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  »his  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  10th  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  payment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mondav,  the  30th  day  of 
December,  1878,  lo  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOV,  Secretary. 

OfBce — Cosmopoli3an  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush  Street, ' 
San  Francisco,  Calitomia, 


OIERRA  NE  VADA  SILVER  MINING 

*-'^  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  lx>cation  of  works,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  thai  al  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  twenty-second  day  of  October,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  56)  of  three  dollars  ($3)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco^  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  iwenty-seventh  dayof  November,  1878,  will  bcdclin- 
quent,  and  advertised  for  sate  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday,  the 
eighteenth  day  of  December,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  W.  W.   STETSON,  Secretary. 

Oflice — Room  47,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery*  Street, 
San  Francisco,  California. 


TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant: 

Vou  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  af  the  State  of 
California  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  iigpHce)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  aid 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  fur  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seventy -eight. 

THOS.   H.   REVNOLDS,  Clerk, 

[seal.]  By  W.  Stevenson,  Deputj-  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Woods  and  John  J,  Coffey,  Attorneys  for 
Plaintiff. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


1  ^ 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  Berkeley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatory  school  to  the 
University) — a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  edacaiion,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
cramming  system  of  the  small  colleges  and  military  acade- 
mies of  the  State.  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  22d  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  during  the  sum- 
mer months  forstudents  preparing  for  the  August  examina- 
tions a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
dress 

JOHN    F.    BURRiS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY,  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — "We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  from  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  to  the  im- 
ported article  by  reason  of  its   fresh«ess   and   the  care  used 
m  Its  production. 
PRICE,  LARGE   BOTTLES.  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Corocr  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


MUSIC  BOXES 

QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS ahvaj-s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
done  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House,  680  BroadwaVi  New  York. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   O.    MERRILL    &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  California  St.        -       -         San  Francisco. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

JXr    W.  DODGE  &»   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets.  San  Francisco. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

<>fUST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

^  lection  of  fine  Engravings  specially  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, whidi  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W.  K.  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  note  address — 22  Montgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
X'ick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


WINTER     ARRANGEMENT, 

COMMENXING   MoNDAY,    Nov.  l8,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

g  ^^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
O  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  5^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R,  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R,  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
5^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 


rn   /fn  ^-   ^^-   DAILY    for    San    Jo; 


and   Way    Sta- 


Jo^  P-  M-  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  and 
•JJ^  Way  Stations. 
flS"  Stage    connection    made    with   this    train    at   Santa 
Clara  for  Pacific  Congress  Springs. 

.     .f.    P.     M.    DAILY    for    San    Jose    and    Way    Su- 
^'^^  tions. 

P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menio    Park    and  Way  Sta- 


6.30] 


j^^  The   extra  Sunday   train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions is  discontinued  for  the  Winter  season. 

EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  intermediate 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
^W  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  WilmimgtoD,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  November  ii,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  \Vharf,) 

JQQ  P.  M.^  DAILY,  Sundays  induaed, 
Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (\Vashington 
Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Mail  and  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

jj©*  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  11.00  a.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  A.  m.  to  2.30  P.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office.  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Eraanan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OOEANIO,         BELGIC. 

February 18  I  December. 17  I  January 16 

May 16     March. 15     April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomcrj'  Street. 

For  freight  apply  to  Geo.  H.  Rice,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Company's  \Vharf,  or  No.  218 
California  Street. 

T.   H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'I  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  PresidenL 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers   with   un equaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Fraucisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  \-ia  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
2ath   of    each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET    SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARj\.  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 

Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 

GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  FraT.cisoo. 


CHAS.  N.  fox. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
OfEce,  No.  510  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  1.. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

■^~^      chant  Street,    Room  16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and_all"other  cases  attended  to. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


C 


'OMMENCING  MOND.AY,  NOV  EM- 

ber  18,  1S78,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEA  VE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Oppice  at  Ferrv  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

y  QQ    A.    M.,    DAILY,    VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

nectmg  with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istog;i(  ihe  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8,10  p.  m.] 

7,00    ^'  ^^•'   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  *  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  arriving  at 

Tracy  at  11,30  a.  m.,  and  connecting  with  Atlantic  Express. 
Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  atSan  Jose  at  10.15  '^• 
M.  [Trains  returning  from  Tracy  arrive  San  Francisco  6.05 
P,  M.] 

^00  ^-  ^■'  OAILY,    ATLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj',  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento.  Marysville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez at  Reduced  Rates. 

10.00   ^-    ^-'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

land  Ferr>'),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  4.05  p.  m.] 

?  00  ^-  ^^•'   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

■D  '  Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles),'stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  q.^s  A.  M.] 

?.00    -^v  ^^•'    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

«-'  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.35  A.  m.] 

d.OO  ^-  ^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

I*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Karbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (.\rizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p-  ^'-l 

d.  00  ^-  ^^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/   *  ValJejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  m.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo  and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

A  00  '°-  ^'^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

T"'  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

^Vharf )  for  Bcnicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

yj   JQ   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

^~'Jj  Third  Class    and   Accommodation    Train,   via 

Oakland  Ferr^',  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  m.   [Arrive  San  Francisco  9.05  a.  m.] 

yi     on  P-  ^■'    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^  '  ^  ^  senger  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  to  Hay  wards, 
Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m.] 

t-  Qf)   P.   M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^  *^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Oraaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for   Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose," 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


1  6.10 
7.00 
7.30 
8.00 
8.30 
9.00 
9-30 

10.00 


p.   M. 


12.30 
1. 00 
1.30 
2.00 
3-00 
3.30 
4.00 

4-3° 
5-00 
5-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
g.zo 
10.30 
311. 45 


7.00 
8.00 

9.00 


1.30 

2. 00 

*300 
4.00 
5,00 
6.00 

B*7,00 

b'B.io 
*io.30 
i*ii.45 


8  6.10 
7-30 
8.30 
9.30 
10.30 
11.30 
P.  M. 
12.30 
1. 00 
3.30 
4-30 
5-30 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 


3.00 
4.30 


7.00 
P.  M. 
3,00 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


Change  cars 
at  West 
Oakland. 


2.20 
4-30 


p  o 

E3 


A.  M. 

3  5.10 

3  5 -50 

6.40 
7.40 
8,40 
9.40 
10.40 
11.40 
P.  M. 
12.40 
1.25 
2.40 
4.40 

5-4° 
6.40 
7.50 
9.00 
10.10 


c:3 


A.  M. 

B  8.00 
Bio.  CO 

BII.OO 

p.  M. 
D  6.00 


B'5.00 

B*5.4o 

'6.25 

7.00 

8.03 

9.00 

ie,e3 

11,03 

12.00 

P.  M. 

1. 00 

3-00 

•3-20 

4.00 

5-00 

6.03 

B'7 . 20 

8*8,30 

0.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


J  5.20 
1  6.00 
6.50 
7.20 
7.50 
8.25 
8.50 
9.20 
9-50 
10.20 
10.50 
11.20 
11.50 


12.20 
12.50 
1.20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4.20 
4-SO 
5.20 
5-5° 
6.25 
6,50 
8. 00 
9.10 


B — Su>tdays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisc&— ZJu/'/y — 117.20 — 8.15 — 9.15 — 10.15 

—11.15A.M.— 12.15— 1,15— 2.25— 3.15— 4.15— 5. 15  P.  "■ 

From   Oakland — Daily — B7. 10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — "-oS 

A,    M.  —  12.05 — 1.05— 2.15— 3.05— 4.05— 5. 05P.  M. 

B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran 
dolph,  Jewelers,  101  and  io:i  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  AgL 


Y^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  (3oId 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Macicav,        J.  L.  Flood,       Jambs  G.  Fair- 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv, 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  i  Geo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customarj'  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,   the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  E.  A. 

.\mer   Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths, 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No,  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Lendon  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  fi:  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $b,ooo,ooc 

Surplus  Ea)  nings 1^0.000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


Fred'k  F.  Low, 
Ign.  Steinhart, 
P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


■  Managers. 


nrHE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


Capital $§,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President, 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor* 
nia;  Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand  ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation, 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Cit>^  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  ."Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stocl.holm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


H 


IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M,  D.  Sweenev. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

TRi;sTEes. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C,  D.  O'Sultivan,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R-  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Todin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery-  Streets 


REMITFANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj'  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house^ 
but  the  Society  wntl  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver^'. 

"The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  a.  m.  to  3  P.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorporated October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

'  MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 

James  BeNSOK,  SECretar>'  and  Cashier. 


F 


RENCH  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bush  Street,  above  Kearney,  San  Francisco. 
.G.  MAHE.  Director. 


M  ULLER'S 

LOP  TO  METER/ 


The  only  reliable  instninent  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 


135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


Near  Bush,  opposite 
Hotel. 


10 

CIItKEeiNG 

PIANO   WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGAXT  P/A.XOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  Aicenl  Tor  Puifc  Coast. 

tM"  Owners  of  Chiclcering  Pianos  are  specially  requested 
10  leave  orders  Tor  tuning  at  warcrootns,  31  Post  StrecU 

.MUSIC 

'  KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Pia.nos, 
Prince  Organs,  Waters'  Organs,  Sheet  Musie. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 

PIANOS 

SCHOM.^CKER  AND   HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

PiiscM  Tun^.  Rcnie-i.  and  frr  SaJe  on  the  Installmcnl  Plan. 

WOODWORTH,SOHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 

INDUSTRY 

!StJTTER&M0NTG!SI5S5: 

REDINGTON'S 

FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

"^  ■*■      taA  highly  cooceouotcd  Exu^cts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 

Prepared  with  sreat  eve-  They  are  pat  up  to  snperior 
styK,  m  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  orainary 

braods  of  Extracts. 

Cocaparing  qualit)*  and  contents,  none  other  are  Dearly  so 
cbeaa. 

WBcrerer  tested  os  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  ia  prefcreoce  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  gix-e  better 
MfTsfaciioo  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

.SAN  FR.\NCISCO.  CAL. 

RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

UntD  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCES  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New   lUusti^ed 
Book      Prices  reduced. 
MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacranvento  Street.  San  Francisco. 

palace   hotel  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CU\SS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

j^  for  La  iies.  Gentlemen,  and  Families.  17  EntrvKe 
south  .ide  of  C^ur.. A.    D.    SHARON. 

d'l  i  11  %^^  REMEDY  FOR  BALDNESS. 
^^  B  1   gm  -  Wm   p  «*:-tt -fl  Freet.'»nTP«rtoo 

^«^  ^i^  ^BiW^KM  «ho  vui  sfn***  ^3  p«j  SI,  wboQ  • 
B««  Rvvt^  of  Hilr.  whUkin  i^r  MiutArbe*  u  actnaUj  pn»- 
fis£9d.    a*adenoa  &  Co..  3  Clinton  Flaoe.  Zi'ew  Tork. 

GENUINE   SALE. 

NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

ZJAVLXG     TO    MAKE   ROOM    FOR 

the  daily  arrinl  of  new  styles  of  French.  English, 
and  Domestic  Goods  from  his  New  York  and  L<»idon 
booses.  wUl  display  a  very  large  quantity  of  uncalled-for 
Kanacnts  at  greatly  reduced  prices,  as  foII<rvs  : 

Pants from  S3  00 

Suits.. "     12  00 

Orerooats "     15  00 

Vests. "      a  00 

Coats "      700 

GeatlcQcu.  before  ordering  anrwhere.  will  do  w^l  to  call 
aikd  inspect  oar  daily  airinl  of  French,  English,  Scotch, 
aad  Dooiest  c  Goods- 
No.   ;o3  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


DECORATION  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AlVARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT  I 


T 


-HE  PARIS   EXPOSITION  HAS  AlVARDED    THE  DECORATION  OF 
the  Legion  of  Honor  to  Mr.  Henry  Brewster,  senior  member  of  the  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

OF  BROOME  STREET,! 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  city  of  New  York.  Alw,  the  Gold  Medal,  and  five  Diplom.-u.  of  Merit  to  the  several  foremen  of  departments, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Thirteen  Carriages,  a  Park  Drag,  Plexsure  Vehicles,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  the  laic  Exposition, 
as  a  recognition  of  the  superior  excellence  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

/( '.  J.  DOXLE  Yt  tJw  representative^  is  ftiKi*  in  San  FranciscOy  ami  may  be  found  at 
O.  F.   Willey  &*  Co 's^  or  at  the  Baldwin, 

Messrs.  O.  F.  ll'/LLE)'  Sr*  CO.y  421  Montgomery  St.^are  Sole  Agents  in  California. 

BREWSTER  &.  CO.  (Of  broome  street,) 

Broadway,  47th  and  4Sth  Streets,  New  York  City. 


MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FLNE  MLLLLNERY. 

the    latest    PARISIAN    STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1 1 14  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


1.  w.  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERNIA  B.ANK,  CORNER  Market  AND  Montgomery  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  eucess.     The  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 

:IS3-  Mr.  GEORGE  B.  RIEMAN,  for  many  years  the  leading  man  at  Bradley  & 
Rulofson's,  is  now  connected  with  this  establishment,  and  will  personally  superintend 
the  business. 


THE  CAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

H.A.VE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.     At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.  F. 


SAN   FRANCISCO 

SE.\D  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

T/ie  Extra  100    Yards.      Quarter  Otitue.      Outue  Spools.      Em- 
broidery Silks. 
THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  eighty-five  white  women  and  girls.      Sold 
by  ail  first-class  dealers. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


MORRIS,  SCHWAB  &.  CO. 
FINE-ART    DEALERS. 

FREE    ART   GALLERY. 


A  complete  assortment  of  ARTISTS'  MATERIAL,  GOLD 
FRAMES,  «c. 

19   AND    21    POST   STREET. 


^A  RE  ROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &.   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


r-ROVER  &-  BAKER  SEWING  AND 

^-^    Embroidering  SILKS,  Pure  Dye.  Full  WeighL    To 
the  trade  and  at  retaiL 

J.  \V.  EVANS.  29  Post  Street. 

MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 

TN  ELEGA.XCE  OF  DESIGN,  QUAE 

ity  of  finish,  and  durability  of  polish,  thej*  are  every 
u-ay  superior  to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also, 
they  cost  ver>-  much  less,  are  strooger,  and  certainly  far 
more  durable  than  either. 


ALL  SIZES  AND  STYLES 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 

FRENCH  COOKING 

RANGES 

All  sizes,  suitable  for  Hotels,  Restaurants,  Famihes,  and 
Boarding-H  ousts. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 


Nos.  no,  112,  114,  ii8,  &  I20  B.\TTERV  St. 


PALMER  BROS. 


L 


726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  assortment  of 

ADIES'  AND   GENTS'  FURNISH- 

ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

M  ILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  [he  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 


JOE  POHEIM 


TJie  Tailor, 


03  Mr)iitgoinerj'  St.  and  103 
Third  Street,  under  the  Russ 
House,  near  Bush  Street,  has 
just  received  a  large  assortment 
of  the  latest  style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from S20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15 

i^r  The  leading  question  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

JOE  POHEIM, 

303  Montgomen"  St.  and    103 

Third  St. 
Samples  and    Roles    for  Self- 
Measurement  sent   free  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaranteed. 


BEAMISH'S 


The  Argonaut. 


VOL.  III.     NO.  21. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    NOVEMBER    30,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


Money  !  If  there  is  any  thing  in  this  world  that  has  met 
with  long,  persistent,  cruel  misrepresentation,  it  is  this  thing 
used  as  a  measure  of  values  and  known  as  a  circulating  me- 
dium to  regulate  the  exchange  of  commodities,  commonly 
called  "money  ;"  in  its  broader  sense,  embracing  everjlhmg 
of  value,  and  called  "  wealth."  Regarding,  as  we  do,  money 
as  the  one  most  desirable  thing  in  this  world ;  as  of  more 
importance  than  health,  fame,  education,  social  station,  rep 


of  it,  and  in  their  expressed  opinions  concerning  it  place  it 
last  of  all  the  virtues  they  do  not  possess.  The  very  rich 
men  delight  to  say  to  their  poor  friends  that  wealth  is  a 
great  burden ;  it  entails  duties  and  responsibilities  that  are 
more  than  commensurate  with  the  pleasures  it  confers;  that 
all  they  can  get  from  their  great  wealth  is  clothing,  board, 
and  bed;  that  they  are  slaves  to  their  possessions;  that  true 
comfort  lies  in  the  enjoyment  of  moderate  means,  and  that 
if  they  could  consult  their  own  wishes  they  would  retire  to 
their  places  at  JMenlo  and  enjoy  the  delights  of  a  quiet  and 
easy  life.     Of  course  they  do  not  mean  it.  because  we  rarely 


utation,  and  all  the  other  gifts  besides,  we  have  been  deeply    i,'»u»         -iju"  „i,v'  i- 

„^-  ^  .  ,     K^      V  n        •  .  J        J  •  ^    \\    !  hear  that  a  railroad,  bonanza,  merchant,  or  money  king  ever 

pained  to  hear  it  so  cruelly  misrepresented  and  persistently  \  ^lj-     *      u-    »t,  u-  \    »i,    u  • 

'^  J  .  -.      1]      u       J      117    ^       1.  -  ■     n      u  abdicates  his  throne  or  passes  his  crown  to  the  heir  apparent 

and  hypocritically  abused.     We  say  hypocriLically,  because         ,  i-r         j  i,     uu       j  \     .       t>  .  .u 

-     -    ■'^  -  ■'  .^.    ^K.        .      ■" .      .  so  long  as  life  and  health  and  reason  last.      But  the  most 


all  the  philosophers  and  savants  of  the  olden  time  who  have 
endeavored  to  depreciate  its  worth,  and  all  the  preachers  and 
poets,  orators  aiid  demagogues  of  these  later  days  who  decry 
it,  have  spent  their  lives  and  periled  their  souls  in  attempting 
its  acquisition.  The  godly  man  who  preaches  from  the  text, 
"Lay  up  for  yourselves  treasures  in  heaven,  where  moth  and 
rust  doth  not  corrupt  nor  thieves  break  through  and  steal,'"' 
gets  paid  for  his  homily  ;  and  if  he  did  not  get  his  monthly 
or  semi-annual  "scrip,"  would  strike  on  his  congregation, 
and,  in  answer  to  his  own  prayers,  accept  a  call  at  a  salary 
where  the  figure  was  higher  and  the  collection  sure.  The 
poet  who  versifies  his  contempt  for  coin  is  thinking  hov/ 
much  the  publisher  will  pay  him  for  his  poetical  disdain  of 
the  only  thing  he  writes  for.  Solomon  foohshly  exalted  his 
wisdom  above  his  shekels,  and  handed  himself  down  to  an 
immortality  of  ridicule,  when  he  declared  that  money  was 
the  rout  of  all  evil.  The  very  reverse  is  true  :  money  is  the 
source  of  all  good.  Who  would  not  rather  be  out  of  health 
than  out  of  money?  To  be  sick  at  home,  coddled  by  your 
wife,  attended  by  the  best  physicians  that  money  will  hire, 
with  every  comfort  and  luxur)'  that  money  will  buy,  anxiously 
inquired  for  by  solicitous  relatives  who  hope  to  inherit  your 
estate  ;  a  grand  funeral,  with  millionaires  for  pall  bearers  ; 
a -funeral  sermon  that  magnifies  your  good  qualities  and 
opens  wide  for  you  the  pearly  gates  of  the  New  Jerusalem  ; 
and  a  monument  builded  of  bronze,  or  marble,  or  granite,  to 
commemorate  your  many  virtues,  and  to  hand  down  your 
honored  name  to  posterity — is  not  this  better  than  to  live  on 
to  old  age  a  healthy,  star\-ing,  ragged,  foot-sore,  and  wear}- 


comical  thing  of  all  is  when  we  poor  folk  get  together  and 
philosophize  upon  the  vanity  of  wealth  and  the  vexations  of 
its  possession  ;  we  would  not  swap  places  with  these  ignoble 
money  grubs ;  we  would  not  exchange  our  nobler  faculties, 
our  love  of  books  and  travel,  our  ease  and  independence, 
our  sense  of  manly  virtues,  for  their  poor,  groveling  love  of 
pelf  We  affect  to  despise  and  pity  rich  men,  in  fact  to  be- 
wail the  miserable  fate  that  chains  them  down  to  the  gather- 
ing and  holding  of  money,  while  we  nobler  souls  are  airily 
poised  on  freer  pinions  and  sublimely  floating  above  them 
in  a  higher  and  purer  atmosphere.  And  yet  we  are  all  the 
time  eating  our  lives  with  jealousy,  and  biting  our  tongues 
in  vexation  at  our  infernal  poverty. 


We  poor  people  take  great  delight  in  finding  fault  with  the 
rich,  that  they  are  not  generous,  that  they  do  not  endow 
more  charities  at  their  death,  or  begin  the  building  of  their 
monuments  when  alive  by  some  great,  noble  deed.  We 
take  pleasure  in  thinking  what  superior  rich  people  we  would 
be.  How  charitable,  how  generous,  how  comprehensive 
would  be  our  ideas  of  the  responsibility  that  attaches  itself 
to  wealth.  We  are  quite  sure  that  we  do  not  respect  a  man 
simply  because  he  is  rich,  but  it  is  man-elous  what  hidden 
excellencies  we  discover  in  him  when  we  ascertain  that  he  is. 
It  is  surprising  that  we  should  keep  up  all  these  affectations 
when  the  only  business  of  all  the  people  in  all  the  world  is 
to  make  money.  San  Francisco  is  our  "  all  the  world,''  and 
we  judge  other  people's  worlds  by  ours.     There  is  not  a  man 


tramp?  What  is  the  use  of  good  digestion,  if  vou  have  scant  i  or  woman  m  this  city  that  does  not  desire  more  money.  No 
and  poor  food  or  none  at  all  ?  What^s  the  good  of  being  !  one  has  enough— no  one  has  yet  acquired  all  that  he  desires, 
healthy,  if  you  are  weary  from  daily  toil,  or  cold  from  desti-  All  are  toihng  for  coin.  The  priest,  preacher,  and  rabbi 
tution  .=•  Who  would  exchange  money  for  the  chance  of  be- 1  wrestle  m  prayer  at  the  altar  for  com.  The  judge,  the  law- 
ing  famous.'  or  who,  being  famous  and  poor,  would  not  e.x-  \  yer,  the  politician,  the  orator,  are  learned,  zealous,  and  elo- 
change  his  reputation  for  coin?  Or  who  is  there,  in  ancient  |  q^^ent  for  com.  For  com  the  artist  pamts.  Professor 
history  or  in  our  present  time,  that,  searching  for  this  worid's  j  Knowlton  teaches  for  com.  Money  inspires  the  poet,  the 
honors,  has  not  had  his  eye  on  the  main  chance  and  looked  actor,  the  merchant,  the  mechanic.  All,  all  are  toiling  for 
out  to  feather  his  nest  for  old  age?  ^^e   only  one    thing   needful.     Kearney   agitates   for   com. 

Wellock  works  for  fifteen  dollars  a  week.     The  price  of  the 

-      ,.  ,  ^.  ,  ,     ^,    -    -      1 .5////tf//«is  twentv-five  cents  ;  Gz// and  C/irtJ^wV/c',  only  fifteen 

-U  e  accept  the  history  of  Diogenes,  tne  eariy  Christian  j  ^  delivered  by  carriers.     The  Alta  is  on  it,  and  Colonel 

fathers,  monks,  and  hermits,  as  somewhat  apocryphal,  and   jackson,  of  the  Workingman's  organ,  accepts  advertisements 

at  reduced  rates  as  a  partial   remuneration  for  his  earnest 

labors  for  the  public  welfare. 


prefer  to  believe  that  the  ancients  were  not  unlike  the 
modems,  and  there  is  not  a  grumbling  Diogenes  of  our  ac- 
quaintance who  would  not  exchange  his  tub  for  a  palace  on 
Nob  Hill,  nor  any  of  our  modem  priests,  padres,  monks,  or 
hermits  who  would  do  much  of  the  sack-cloth  and  starvation 
business  as  the  order  is  represented  to  have  done  in  the  days 


for  education,  who  would  not 


gone  by.  As 
than  learned , 
writers,  some  book-worms,  students,  and  philosophers,  who 


That  all  men  are  mercenary'  we  lay  down  as  a  rule — an 

almost  universal  rule  ;  we  know  of  but  one  exception  in  all 

5ne  m  ine  uaj  b  |  ^^^  broad  circle  of  acquaintance.     We  know  of  but  one  en- 

ratner     e  nc      j^rprise  that  we  can  conscientiously  assert  was  undertaken. 


know.  We  know  there  are  weeping  and  wailing  all  the  way 
down  Califomia  Street.  There  is  gnashing  of  teeth  in 
Leidesdorff  Alley  and  its  adjacent  cellars.  But  not  one 
broker  has  failed,  and  no  money  has  been  lost  A  little 
coin — not  much — has  changed  hands;  imaginative  paper 
fortunes  have  not  been  realized.  A  man  who  sits  down  with 
a  hundred  dollars  at  a  faro  bank,  has  good  luck,  plays  red 
chips,  wins  ten  thousand  dollars,  does  not  draw  out,  loses  it 
again,  and  goes  away  in  the  morning  full  of  champagne  and 
without  a  cent,  has  lost  a  hundred  dollars  and  not  ten  thou- 
sand. There  is  apt  to  be  more  cr>'  than  wool  when  this 
devil  of  the  stock  exchange  shears  the  old  gambling  ewes 
and  wethers  that  seek  to  play  themselves  off  for  innocent 
lambs  as  soon  as  they  are  fleeced.  This  mock  sympathy, 
under  cover  of  which  the  Cktomcle  personally  abuses  Mr. 
Flood  for  results  which  no  one  man  can  control,  finds  no  re- 
sponse from  intelligent  thinking  men. 


There  may  be  some  scholars  thmkers,  and  :    J .     „„„  being  carried  on,  with   an  unselfish  purpose  to 

!  promote  the  public  good.     And  even  the  Argoxaut — m 


would  not  come  out  of  their  libraries,  shut  up  their  books,  |  ^^f^^^^g  ,„  ^^  estabTished  custom  among  iournals-allows 
and  throw  down  their  pens  under  the  temptation  of  all  the 
pleasures  that  wealth  affords  ;  we  say  there  may  be,  but  they 
are  not  at  the  University  at  Berkeley  ;  they  are  not  teach- 
ing nor  writing  for  newspapers  in  San  Francisco.  Every 
lawyer  at  our  bar,  every  doctor  who  gives  a  pill,  every  quill- 
driver,  each  of  us,  ever)body,  is  working  for  money.  Money 
gives  social  station,  and  without  money  no  one  can  maintain 
any  social  status  in  any  good  society  in  any  civilized  land. 
Society  demands  good  clothes,  a  clean  shirt,  gloves,  and 
polished  boots.  It  is  even  more  exacting  :  it  demands  a 
claw-hammer  coat,  white  necktie,  clothes  of  fashionable  cut, 
and  imperatively  requires  that  you  shall  rendezvous  at  the 
place  of  social  entenainment  in  a  carriage.  You  shall  enter- 
tain in  return  for  being  entertained  ;  you  shall  dine  and  wine 
the  dinner-givers.  We  know  there  are  traditional  good  so- 
cieties where  only  blood  and  breeding  tell.  It  is  so  in  the 
Quartier  St.  Germain  in  Paris,  and  there  dukes  keep  board- 
ers for  hire.  It  is  so  among  the  nobility  in  England,  the 
heirs  of  a  long  line  of  landed  ancestors  ;  but  they  never  re- 
fuse a  matrimonial  alliance  with  the  scion  of  a  banker  or  the 
heir  of  a  fat  brewer.  Hannah  Rothschild  marries  an  Eng- 
lish lord,  and  her  sister  is  about  to  ally  herself  to  a  French 
duke  of  noble  blood.  On  Beacon  Hill,  Boston,  the  descend- 
ants of  the  old  pirates  of  the  Spanish  .Main,  of  slave-dealers, 
and  codfishers,  are  respectable  only  as  long  as  the  money 
lasts.  The  descendants  of  the  first  families  of  \u,.;in;a  and 
the  Huguenots  of  South  Carolina  were  respectable  as  long 
as  the  niggers  lasted.  The  aristocracy  of  those  patroons 
who  owned  vegetable  gardens  on  Manhattan  Island  dies  out 
when  the  moneygives  out.  And,  as  for  San  Francisco,  there 
has  never  been  but  one  kind  of  good  society  here,  and  that 
is  the  circle  that  is  on  top  when  stocks  are  up. 


There  is  another  curious  thing  regarding  money ;  those 
who  have  it  and  those  who  have  it  not  affect  to  despise  it 
and  to  think  it  of  but  little  cousequence :  they  speak  lightly 


its  carriers  to  receive  thirty-five  cents  a  month  for  its  deliv- 
ery ;  and  in  order  to  encourage  our  boys  to  habits  of  busi- 
ness thrift,  permits  them  to  receive  ten  cents  for  a  single 
copy.  

The  conflict  of  the  stock  gamblers  is  over.  It  was  a  hot 
encounter  all  along  the  Comstock  line.  Judea  and  Ireland 
met  in  financial  battle ;  the  troops  were  massed  at  the  north 
end,  and  there  the  strife  raged  fiercest,  there  the  profoundest 
strategy"  was  exercised,  there  the  blows  fell  thickest  and 
hea^est.  The  smoke  has  lifted,  the  dead  and  wounded  have 
been  carried  to  the  rear,  and  all  Jerusalem  mourns.  The 
Egyptians  ha\-e  spoiled  the  Israelites  of  raiment  and  jewels, 
of  stock  and  shekels,  and  thus  histor)'  reverses  and  repro- 
duces itself.  Why  stocks  went  up  or  why  they  went  down, 
who  put  them  up  or  who  put  them  down,  whether  they  will 
go  up  again  or  whether  they  will  not.  are  conundrums  that 
are  now  engaging  stock  operators.  Whether  they  do  go  up, 
or  stay  where  they  are,  or  go  down,  seems  to  us  a  matter  of 
very  little  importance.  Now  that  the  fight  is  over,  we  regard 
it  as  of  no  more  consequence  than  the  seige  of  Jerusalem 
under  Titus.  We  were  in  neither  fight,  and  to  ourselves  and 
others  who  kept  out,  either  from  principle  or  cowardice  or 
want  of  coin,  there  was  no  danger  of  being  hurt.  \'ery  few 
outsiders  were  interested  in  this  last  deal.  It  was  a  duel  be- 
tween two  gambling  slock  circles ;  a  challenge  boldly  tlung 
by  the  .A.nglo-Californian  Bank,  Glazier  &  Co.,  certain  wealthy 
Israelites,  and  their  allies,  Skae,  Morrow,  Head,  and  others, 
to  the  bonanza  people.  Ireland  took  up  the  glove,  and  the 
strife  was  an  angry  and  bloody  one.  It  was  not  intended  to 
be  an  idle  pageant  on  cloth  -of  gold,  but  a  battle  between 
the  money  giants.  The  financial  walls  of  Jerusalem  were 
breached  by  the  heavy  battering  rams  of  the  Nevada  Bank. 
\\'hether  Johnny  Skae  is  taken  prisoner  of  war  and  held  as 
a  hostage  for  the  good  behavior  of  his  allies,  or  whether  he 
has  gone  over  to  the  enemy  bag  and  baggage,  we  do  not 


The  present  Senate  of  the  United  States  has  39  Republi- 
cans, 36  Democrats,  and  i  Independent  Democrat.  After 
the  4th  of  March,  1S79,  it  will  have  33  Republicans,  42  Dem- 
ocrats, and  I  Independent  Democrat.  The  present  House 
of  Representatives  has  137  Republicans,  156  Democrats. 
After  the  4th  of  March,  1S79,  it  will  have  130  Republicans, 
14S  Democrats,  15  Greenbackers.  This  result  proves  that 
the  Republicans,  instead  of  gaining,  have  lost  the  Upper 
House,  and  have  not  held  their  own  in  the  Lower.  While 
the  Democrats  have  gained  States  in  the  South,  they  have 
lost  Connecticut  and  New  Jersey,  with  Representatives  from 
New  York,  but  in  each  section  this  w-as  owing  more  to  local 
causes  than  to  any  national  issues  at  stake.  Roscoe  Conk- 
ling  will  succeed  himself  in  the  Senate,  and  this  places  him, 
where  he  has  already  been,  in  the  front  rank  of  Republican 
candidates  for  the  Presidency;  whereas  the  success  of  Conk- 
ling  takes  from  Samuel  J.  Tilden  the  hope,  if  he  had  any 
left,  of  being  the  chosen  leader  of  the  Democracy.  It  also 
turns  a  large  trump-card  against  General  Grant,  whom  the 
newspapers  have  been  writing  up  most  assiduously.  It  has 
killed  off  Blaine  of  Maine,  damaged  Thurman  of  Ohio,  but 
helped  Hendricks  of  Indiana  and  Bayard  of  Delaware.  Let 
us  examine  further :  The  crj-stallized  South  give^  13S  electo- 
ral votes;  the  North,  106;  leaving  the  doubtful  States  of 
California  6  votes,  Connecticut  6,  Ohio  22,  Pennsylvania  29, 
New  York  35,  New-  Jersey  9,  and  Oregon  3  votes.  With  the 
Southern  vote,  only  47  votes  more  are  required  to  elect  the 
President.  Where,  then,  is  there  security  for  the  Republi- 
cans, provided  the  Greenbackers  and  Workingmen  unite  or 
make  terms  with  the  Democrats  ?  Suppose  the  South  nom- 
inate some  Greenbacker,  upon  whom  they  could  all  agree, 
from  Pennsylvania  with  29  votes,  and  they  secure  Indiana's 
1 5  votes,  with  Oregon's  3  votes ;  this  w'ould  elect  the  Presi- 
dent. Butler  will  not  be  a  candidate  for  the  Presidency,  but 
he  has  a  strong  following  in  the  Bay  State,  and  the  idea  of 
becoming  "the  power  behind  the  throne"  would  be  a  tempta- 
tion for  him  to  consolidate  the  Democratic  and  Labor  ele- 
ments ;  and,  wi:h  a  harmonious  joint  ticket,  even  in  Massa- 
chusetts the  Republicans  will  find  it  no  easy  task  to  save 
that  State.  But  between  this  and  the  Presidential  election 
there  is  time  enough  for  things  to  change ;  and  what  we 
want  to  obsers-e  is  the  fact  that  neither  of  the  parties  has 
such  an  assurance  of  success  that  it  can  afford  to  spare  any 
exertion.  Assume  that  the  Democracy  misuse  their  power 
during  the  coming  Congress,  where  will  the  Democratic  parly 
end.'  This  cry  of  a  solid  North  and  South  is  losing  its  sig- 
nificance, for  the  people  know  it  only  proves  a  union  of  the 
honest  and  responsible  elements  of  society  banded  against 
dishonest  government.  There  is  no  honest  Republicanism 
in  the  South  fthey  tried  it  until  they  bankrupted  every  State 
where  Republicanism  prevailed;,  or  it  would  certainly  have 
an  effective  strength  to-day.  Every  one  knows  that  in  the 
city  of  New  York  there  was  no  honest  Democracy  at  the 
last  election,  or  the  Republicans  could  not  have  carried  that 
State.  The  union  of  the  non-partisans  even,  in  Califomia, 
is  proof  positive  that  men  will  abandon  old  parties  to  accom- 
plish results.  If  they  have  done  so,  why  will  they  not  do  so 
again .'  When  they  do  so  again,  our  country  will  have  ar- 
rived at  that  political  millennium  when  intelligence  and  hon- 
esty, holding  the  balance  of  power,  will  compel  parties  to 
the  performance  of  their  duties.  The  great,  intelligent,  in- 
dependent middle  class  of  society  is  beginning  to  make  itself 
felt  in  local,  State,  and  national  politics. 


The  Call,  in  estimating  the  chances  of  Democratic  or  Re- 
publican success  in  the  coming  gubernatorial  election,  says, 
and  properly,  that  the  party  which  does  the  most  in  check- 
ing Chinese  immigration  will  be  the  one  which  will  control 
the  State  at  the  next  election.  This  we  think  is  true,  and  we 
commend  the  suggestion  to  both  parties  in  Congress.  This 
is  California's  opportunity  to  secure  intelligent  legislation 
upon  the  Chinese  question.  That  Chinese  immigration  must 
be  restricted — kept  within  reasonable  bounds— is  the  opinion 
of  all  intelligent  classes.  That  the  "Chinese  must  go"  is  the 
slogan  of  demagog)'  and  ignorance. 


M.  M.  Estee  has  assured  us  that  he  is  not  a  candidate  for 
Governor  ;  he  has  also  made  the  same  declaration  to  the 
Constitutional  Convention  of  which  he  is  a  memb".-.  This 
relieves  the  press  from  the  responsibihty  of  lellivL' r^  '  far- 
ther lies  about  him  in  that  connection  ;  we  b:i 
freely. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  COOK  AT  EURISCO  SAW-MILL. 


strong,  white,  even  teeth,  that  evidently  do  not  belong  to  a 
tobacco  chewer.  He  is  a  man  of  education,  with  a  great  deal 
of  mechanical  genius.  His  brother,  some  ten  years  his  sen- 
ior, keeps  the  books  and  is  general  overseer  in  the  lumber 
yard. 

The  crew,  a  motley  assortment  of  men,  mostly  young, 
were  pleasant,  rollicking  fellows;  hard  workers,  all  of  them. 

-  What 

a  splendid  cook  she  was,  and  how  hadnsome;  but  how  ver>' 
quiet.  None  of  the  boys  except  Dan  had  as  yet  spoken  a 
word  t»  her,  c.vccpt  to  say  good  morning,  and  to  ask  for  more 
tea  or  coftec  at  the  table.  That  there  was  something  mys- 
terious about  her  was  evident.  In  the  first  place  it  was  a 
strange  thing  for  a  beautiful,  lady-like  woman  like  her  to 
come  up  among  the  mountains  to  cook  for  a  saw-mill  crew, 
for  Dan  had  told  them  that  she  was  from  Sacramento.  And 
again,  on  the  third  evening  of  her  arrival,  after  her  work  was 
finished  and  she  had  retired  to  her  room,  as  Dan  and  Archie 


.Vway  up  among  the  Sierra  Nevada  Mountains,  about  five 
miles  from  the  town  of  T — — ,  there  stood,  in  the  spring  of 
'71,  a  large  saw-mill  owned  by  the  C'arUle  Brothers.  They 
had  agreed  to  furnisii  a  lar^e  amount  01'  timber  m  a  certain 
company  who  were  to  build  an  immense  llume  during  the  j  Their  favorite  topic  of  conversation  was  the  "  cook. 

summer,  and  the  mill  was  got  in  running  order  as  soon  as  ""  .... 

possible.  The  mill  was  6\e  miles  from  any  habitation,  and 
stood  in  a  lovely  glen,  with  huge  mountains  rising  on  three 
sides  of  it ;  a  lonely  place  it  must  Im:  admitted,  but  soon  to 
be  made  lively  by  the  buzzing  of  saws,  shouting  of  teamsters, 
and  shrieking  of  the  whistle. 

The  mill  with  its  surrounding  buildings  formed  quite  a  lit- 
tle village.  There  was  the  large  barn,  with  its  corral  for  the 
tired  o.\en  to  repose  in  on  Sundays  :  two  or  three  cabins  scat- 
tered around,  for  the  accvmmotkttion  of  the  men,  and  the 

dwelling-house,  which  stood  near  the  mill,  and  consisted  ]  Carrington,  the  engineer,  were  coming  up  the  track  into  the 
chieflyof  a  large  dining-room,  where  the  hungry  "boys  '  were  mill,  they  heard  the  faint,  sweet  tones  of  a  violin  coming 
wont  to  rush  in  to  their  meals  immediately  after  the  whistle  ^  from  the  direction  of  the  house.  They  crept  softly  around 
blew.  Uut  this  spring,  just  before  the  opening  of  our  story, .  and  stationed  themselves  in  the  shade  of  a  large  madroiio 
George  Carlyle,  the  elder  brother,  had  a  wing  containing  I  tree  that  grew  close  to  the  house.  They  saw  her  seated  by 
parlor  and  bed-rooms  built  on,  and  had  moved  his  wife  out  her  window  in  the  moonlight,  playing  softly  on  a  small  vio- 
there.  [  lin.     .She  was  evidently  a  perfect  mistress  of  the  instrument. 

She  was  a  delicate  little  woman,  who  thought  the  change  They  listened  enchanted  until  she  ceased  playing  and  then 
would  do  her  good.  The  brothers  also  detennined  that  they  went  carefully  away.  As  they  passed  round  the  house  they 
would,  if  possible,  get  a  white  woman  to  do  the  cooking  for  saw  Mr.  and  .Mrs.  Carlyle  seated  by  an  open  window.  They 
the  mill  crew,  as  they  had  borne  the  infliction  of  Chinese  |  had  also  been  listening  to  the  music. 

cookco'  long  enough.  But  where  to  get  one  was  the  ques-  Dan  went  over  to  his  room  in  the  loft  of  the  mill,  and  lay 
lion.  .V  woman  who  would  go  to  that  lonely  place  and  cook  awake  a  long  time  wondering  what  kind  of  a  fair)'  he  had 
for  len  or  fifteen  men  was  not  to  be  easily  found.  However,  picked  up  down  in  the  city,  and  Archie  went  down  to  the 
the  younger  brother,  Dan  (who  was  the  head  sawyer),  was  cabin  and  electrified  the  boys  by  telling  them  that  "  the 
obliged  to  go  down  to  Sacramento  to  get  some  new  ma-  !  cook  could  play  the  fiddle.'  The  news  so  excited  the  boys 
chiner)-,  and  he  volunteered  to  find  one.  j  that  the  entire  brigade  arose  from  their  beds  and  stole  cau- 

Hc  reached  Sacramento,  ordered  his  machinery,  and,  the  |  tiously  out  to  the  shade  of  the  friendly  madroiio,  but  the 
day  before  he  started  back,  set  out  to  find  a  cook.  Passing  ,  cook  had  disappeared,  and  no  sound  came  from  within,  so 
the  store  of  an  old  acquaintance  on  J  Street,  he  entered,  i  they  were  obliged  to  crawl  back  disappointed  to  their  bunks; 
thinking  that  perhaps  his  friend  could  aid  him  in  the  search,    but  the  ne.xt  night,  and  many  a  night  after,  saw  silent  listen- 

.A  lady  stood  by  the  counter  dressed  in  deep  mourning. ;  ers  beneath  the  tree. 
Her  veil  was  down  and  he  was  unable  to  see  her  face.     He  ]      Mrs.  Carlyle,  who  was  a  pleasant,  sociable  little  woman, 
greeted  his  friend  warmly,  and  then  said  :  |  was  anxious' to  know  something  more  of  Dora  Winchester 

"  Mr.  Bronson,  I  am  in  trouble, and  I  want  you  to  help  me  '  other  than  that  she  was  a  widow,  handsome,  a  good  cook, 
out  of  it  if  you  can.  You  see  the  boys  have  got  tired  of  ^  and  played  the  violin;  so  she  asked  her  one  day  to  tell  her 
Chinese  cooking  up  at  the  mill ;  and,  as  my  brother  has  built  1  something  about  herself  and  her  past  life,  and  elicited  the 
on  an  addition  to  the  house,  and  moved  his  wife  out  there  '  facts  that  her  mother  had  died  when  she  was  born;  that  her 
for  the  benefit  of  her  health,  we  thought  we  would  try  and  father  and  an  old  Spanish  nurse  brought  her  up  until  she 
get  a  woman  to  do  the  cooking  this  summer.     I  have  rashly    was  old  enough  to  be  sent  to  school;  that  her  father  taught 


agreed  to  find  one,  and  am  perfectly  at  a  loss  where  to  look. 
Can  you  tell  me  where  I  would  be  likely  to  succeed  ? " 

The  lady  standing  by  the  counter  threw  up  her  veil  and 
turned  her  face  toward  the  speaker.  It  was  the  face  of  a 
woman  of  perhaps  twenty-two,  a  very  beautiful  face,  in  spite 
of  the  shadow  of  sorrow  in  the  brown  eyes. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,'  she  said,  while  a  flush  rose  to  her 
cheek,  "how  far  is  it  to  the  mill  of  which  you  speak?" 

"  FWc  miles  from  T — ,''  he  responded. 

"  How  many  men  to  cook  for?'  she  asked. 

"  From  ten  to  fifteen,"  was  the  reply. 

"  My  father  owned  a  saw-mill  once,  and  I  cooked  for  the 
men,''  she  said.  '"  1  think  I  could  satisfy  you  if  you  will  let 
me  try.  I  assure  you  I  am  quite  a  good  cook.  Will  you  take 
me  ? "' 

Dan  tried  to  hide  his  surprise.  "  Yes,"  he  said,  "  when  can 
you  come?  " 

"When  the  mill  starts.     When  will  that  be.'" 

"  .'\  week  from  Monday." 

"  I  will  be  in  T —  on  Saturday,"  she  said. 

"  Very  well, "  said  he  ;  "I  shall  meet  you  there  and  convey 
you  and  your  baggage  to  the  mill.  What  name  shall  I  in- 
quire for  ?  " 

"  M  rs.  Winchester,"  she  replied,  and  passed  quickly  out  of 
the  store. 

.Mr.  lironson  laughed.  "Well,  Dan,  you  don't  seem  to 
need  a  great  deal  of  help  from  me  in  this  matter." 

"  Who  is  she,  anyway  ?  "  asked  Dan. 

"  She  is  a  widow  who  has  been  in  here  twice  before,  look- 
ing for  work  ;  but  I  should  certainly  have  hesitated  before 
recommending  n  young  and  lovely  woman  like  her  to  you,  to 
go  up  there  and  cook  for  a  saw-mill  crew.  Vou  must  take 
good  care  of  her." 

"  I'll  try  to,"  laughed  Dan,  and  so  the  subject  was  dropped. 

When  he  reached  the  mill  the  first  thing  his  sister-in-law 
.-isked  him  was  if  he  had  got  a  cook.  He  said  yes,  and  told 
her  of  his  success. 

On  Saturday  he  took  the  light  express  wagon  and  drove 
into  tovi-n.  He  arrived  there  just  as  the  stage  drove  up.  A 
lady  in  deep  mourning  and  closely  veiled  alighted.  Dan 
knew  her  and  approached. 

■■  This  is  .Mrs.  Winchester,  I  believe."  ' 

"  Yes.  " 

"  Which  is  your  trunk  ? " 

When  they  reached  their  destination,  Mrs.  Canws  came 
out  to  welcome  the  new  "  cook,"  and  show  her  to  tier  room. 
She  saw  at  once  that  she  was  a  lady,  and  wondered  not  a 
little  at  her  accepting  such  a  situation  when  she  was  so  man- 
ifestly well  fitted  to  fill  a  much  higher  one.  But  she  was  still 
piDre  surprised  to  see  how  naturally  she  took  hold  of  things 
in  the  big  kitchen,  and  went  to  cooking  as  if  she  had  been 
used  to  it  all  her  life  ;  and  Saturday  evening  found  such  a 
supper  ser\ed  up  as  oiily  a  thoroughly  good  cook  can  serve. 

On  Sunday  the  rest  of  the  mill  boys  arrived  with  their 
blankets  and  baggage,  prepared  for  their  summers  campaign. 
The  cook  was,  of  course,  talked  about  a  great  deal,  and  many 
were  the  curious  and  admiring  glances  at  her  as  she  quietly 
waited  on  the  table ;  but  they  were  gentlemanly  in  their  man- 
ner toward  her,  and  loud  in  their  praises  of  her  as  a  cook 
among  themselves. 

On  Monday  morning  the  whistle  blew  at  six -o'clock,  and 
immediately  after  breakfast  there  was  a  loud  noise  of  escap- 
ing steam  to  be  heard,  and  the  white  clouds  wreathed  round 
the  roof  of  the  milL  A  log  was  rolled  on  the  "  carriage,''  and 
"  dogged  ;"  steam  was  let  on.  Dan  grasped  the  lever  ;  the 
saws  buzzed  ;  the  carriage  siarted  forward,  and,  in  a  few  mo- 
ments more,  the  first  cut  of  the  se«son  had  been  made.  .And 
n«w,  while  he  stands  with  his  hand  on  the  lever,  I  will  de- 
s;ribe  the  head  sawyer  and  pan  o»-nerof  this  establishmenu 
He  is  a  man  of  about  thirtj-,  tall,  and  well  formed,  with 


her  to  play  the  violin;  that  her  nurse  had  taught  her  to 
cook,  but  had  died  when  she,  Dora,  was  sixteen;  that  about 
a  year  later  her  father  had  built  a  saw-mill  near  N — ,  and 
she,  much  against  her  wishes,  had  cooked  for  the  men;  that 
she  had  done  so  for  more  than  a  year  when  the  mill  was  ac- 
cidentally burned,  uninsured,  and  the  loss  seemed  more  than 
her  father  could  bear  and  he  died  soon  after;  that  she  went 
to  live  with  an  aunt  of  hers  (her  only  living  relation)  who 
lived  in  the  next  county — had  studied  and  obtained  a  certifi- 
cate, and  taught  school  for  one  term.  While  teaching  she 
had  met  her  husband;  he  was  the  owner  of  a  quartz  mill  in 
the  same  town.  They  were  married  when  her  school  closed. 
She  had  lost  him  a  short  time  ago,  and  being  once  more 
obliged  to  support  herself  was  looking  for  employment  when 
she  met  Mr.  Carlyle  at  Sacramento. 

Mrs.  Carlyle  wanted  ver)-  much  to  ask  how  it  was  that  the 
widow  of  the  owner  of  a  quartz  mill  was  obliged  to  work  for 
a  living,  but  as  Mrs.  Winchester  evinced  great  reluctance 
about  speaking  of  her  affairs  she  forbore;  but  having  lost 
two  children  herself,  she  could  not  resist  asking  Mrs.  Win- 
chester whether  she  had  been  similarly  afflicted. 

Yes,  §he  had  lost  a  little  girl,  she  said,  and  such  an  e.x- 
pression  of  anguish  came  over  her  face  that  Mrs.  Carlyle 
ceased  her  inquiries  and  never  again  had  courage  to  renew 
them. 

Just  back  of  the  mill,  a  little  to  the  left,  was  a  deep,  cool 
canon  that  extended  back  into  the  mountains,  and  here  in 
the  afternoons,  for  the  short  hour  of  rest  she  had  between 
dinner  and  supper,  Mrs.  Winchester  would  go,  and  return 
with  her  hands  filled  with  strange  wild  flowers,  great  green 
maple  leaves,  and  long  wreaths  of  honey-suckle,  and  once  in 
one  of  her  rambles  she  found  a  litde  brown  bird  with  a 
broken  wing.  She  took  it  tenderly  in  her  hands  and  brought 
it  to  the  mill.  As  she  passed  by,  .'Vrchie,  who  was  throwing 
down  wood  for  his  engine,  from  the  slab-pile,  asked  her 
what  she  had  found.  She  showed  it  to  him,  and  he  asked 
her  eagerly  if  she  wanted  a  c.ige  for  it.  .She  said  she  would 
like  one;  and  he  said  he  would  make  her  one  that  evening. 
She  thanked  him  and  passed  on. 

After  supper  that  evening  he  went  to  the  kitchen  door,  and 
asked  her  how  large  she  wanted  the  cage.  She  told  him,  but 
begged  him  not  to  go  to  any  trouble,  as  almost  anything  would 
do  to  hold  the  birdie  in  until  it  got  well  Archie  went  over 
to  the  mill,  whither  he  was  immediately  followed  by  all  the 
"boys,"  who  were  very  curious  to  know  what  business 
Archie  could  possibly  have  with  the  cook.  When  he  told 
them,  he  htd  so  many  offers  of  assistance  that  in  an  incredi- 
bly short  space  of  time  the  cage  was  completed.  Archie 
took  it  over  to  her,  and  was  rewarded  with  a  bright  smile 
and  a  gratified  "Oh,  thank  you!  Why,  how  quick  you  have 
been  '. " 

"The  boys  helped  me,"  he  said, "or  I  couldn't  have  done 
it  quite  so  soon." 

"  Tell  them  I  am  ever  so  much  obliged,"  she  said,  and 
Archie  went  back  to  the  waiting  crowd  and  described  the 
important  interview  minutely. 

-As  the  long  summer  evenings  came  on  Mrs.  Carlyle  would 
beg  .Mrs.  Winchester,  after  she  had  finished  her  work,  to 
come  and  sit  on  the  porch  with  her,  and  Dora,  who  liked  to 
oblige  the  kind  little  woman,  would  comply  with  her  request. 
There  they  were  frequently  joined  by  Mr.  Carlyle  and  Dan, 
and  the  conversation  would  become  general.  These  were 
precious  hours  for  Dan,  for  to  tell  the  truth,  this  old  bache- 
lor of  thirty,  who  had  resisted  the  fascinations  0/  many  a  fair 
one,  and  thought  himself  proof  against  female  charms,  had 
discovered  that  there  was  a  weak  spot  in  his  armor,  and  that 
Mrs.  Winchester  had  unknowingly  discovered  it.  And  so 
the  long  days  of  summer  crept  by,  and  September  came, 
with  its  yellowing  leaves. 

One  lovely  afternoon,  about  the  middle  of  September,  as 


'i-^^^^«^^f^k  t^'*i^"^"'T  ''1?^''  T'-  ."*=  "■^"'  =*    Dora  came  down  from  the  caiion  with  her  arms*  filled  with 
...Jk  mustache  and  beard,  and  when  he  smiles  shows  a  set  of  I  beautiful  crimson  and  gold  leaves  and  long,  green  ferns,  she 


found  that  the  mill  had  stopped.  Wondering  at  the  cause 
she  reached  the  house,  and  met  Dan  coming  down  the  steps. 
She  inquired  the  cause  of  the  stoppage,  and  he  told  her  that 
Archie  had  caught  his  hand  in  the  machinery  and  crushed 
it  quite  badly;  that  his  brother  had  taken  him  to  town  to 
the  doctor,  and  that  he  would  try  while  there  to  get  another 
engineer. 

She  was  sorry  for  Archie,  for  he  was  a  bright,  pleasant 
fellow,  always  full  of  fun.  She  expressed  pity  for  his  mis- 
fortune and  passed  into  her  room,  which  she  decorated  with 
the  leaves  and  ferns  she  had  brought  from  the  woods.  She 
then  went  to  prepare  supper.  An  hour  or  two  later  Mr.  Car- 
lyle drove  up  with  a  stranger  on  the  seat  beside  him.  She 
was  setting  the  table.     Dan  came  on  to  the  porch. 

"  Here  is  George  with  our  new  engineer,"  he  said. 

Dora  turned,  with  a  plate  in  her  hand,  and  glanced  out  of 
the  window.     The  plate  fell  to  the  floor  with  a  crash. 

Dan  looked  in  and  laughed.  "Accidents  will  happen,"  he 
said. 

She  made  no  reply,  but  picked  up  the  pieces  and  went 
quickly  into  her  room.  Her  face  was  deathly  pale,  and  her 
eyes  had  a  tearful  look  in  their  brown  depths. 

"  O  my  God,  pity  me  ! "  she  moaned,  sinking  into  a  chair, 
and  rocking  herself  back  and  forth.  After  a  little  she  ivent 
and  resumed  her  work,  and  only  the  pallor  of  her  face  be- 
tra>'ed  her  recent  emotion. 

"The  new  engineer  came  up  the  steps.  He  glanced  into 
the  kitchen  and  saw  her  there.  A  deep  flush  overspread  his 
handsome  face.  He  was  a  man  of  medium  height,  but 
strongly  built,  with  fair  wavy  hair  and  a  blonde  moustache. 
His  square  chin  deeply  cleft,  and  the  steely  glint  in  his  blue 
eyes,  showed  him  to  be  a  man  of  indomitable  will.  He 
passed  into  the  dining-room  with  the  rest  of  the  men.  Dora 
waited  quietly  on  the  table,  but  her  hand  shook  visibly  as 
she  handed  him  a  cup  of  tea.  He  glanced  up  at  her,  but  she 
averted  her  head  and  refused  to  meet  his  eye. 

After  supper  Dan  lingered  a  moment  in  the  dining-room. 
"  What  do  you  think  of  our  new  engineer's  looks  ?  "  he  said. 
"  Why,  how  pale  you  look,'  he  continued,  without  giving  her 
a  chance  to  reply.     "  You  are  working  too  hard,  I  fear." 

"  Oh,  no,''  she  said,  hastily  ;  "  it  is  only  the  warm  weather, 
and  I  walked  rather  too  far  this  afternoon.  Your  engineer 
is  a  fine-looking  man,  I  think.     Where  is  he  from  ?" 

"  George  found  him  at  T— .  I  don't  know  where  he  is 
from.  He  gave  his  name  as  Fairchild,  I  believe — Norman 
Fairchild." 

Dora  did  not  sit  on  the  porch  with  Mrs.  Carlyle  that  even- 
ing, but  went  to  her  room,  and  Dan  was  disappointed.  He 
stole  round  to  the  madroiio  to  listen  for  some  music,  but  all 
was  silent  within.  He  waited  an  hour  or  so,  hoping  she 
would  play  a  little,  and  then  went  to  his  room.  If  he  could 
have  glanced  into  the  "  cook's  "  room  he  would  have  seen  her 
kneeling  by  her  bed,  clasping  in  her  hands  a  tiny  curl  of 
golden  hair,  and  weeping  convulsively. 

Autumn  was  dying  slowly.  The  days  passed  much  as 
usual  at  the  mill,  except  that  the  "  cook  "  got  paler  and  paler, 
and  her  eyes  grew  larger  and  darker  every  day.  The  men 
all  noticed  it,  and  attributed  it  to  over-work.  Well,  the 
season  would  soon  be  over,  and  then  she  could  rest. 

The  new  engineer  understood  his  business  thoroughly. 
He  was  a  splendid  worker  ;  he  not  only  attended  to  his  en- 
gine but  frequently  helped  the  "  off-bearer  "  take  away  the 
lumber  from  the  saws.  He  had  not  as  yet  spoken  to  the 
cook  ;  in  fact,  he  seemed  rather  to  avoid  a  meeting  with  her, 
but  he  inquired  all  about  her  Irom  the  men,  who  cheerfully 
gave  him  all  the  information  they  possessed. 

One  evening  as  she  stood  alone  on  the  porch — Mrs.  Car- 
lyle having  gone  over  to  the  mill  with  her  husband — Dan 
came  up  the  steps  and  joined  her.  She  turned  toward  him 
with  such  a  wan  white  face  that  he  was  fairly  frightened. 

"  You  are  ill,"  he  said,  anxiously.  "  I  am  sure  you  work 
too  hard,  cooking  for  us  thankless  savages.  Don't  you  think 
you  had  better  give  it  up  ?" 

She  looked  wearily  away  over  the  dark  mountain  to  where 
the  moon  was  just  rising,  and  said  she  had  been  thinking  of 
leaving  for  some  time,  but  thought  she  would  stay  until  the 
season  was  over  as  it  was  such  a  short  time.  Two  weeks 
would  finish  her  contract,  and  then  they  would  shut  down. 

"And  then  where  will  you  go  ?  "  he  asked,  eagerly. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  slowly.  "  I  have  not  decided 
yet." 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  said  :  "  Mrs.  Winches 
ter — Dora — I  have  been  wanting  to  ask  you  something  fo) 
some  time  ;  may  I  ask  you  now?" 

She  turned  her  frightened  brown  eyes  upon  him  and  read 
a  glance  what  it  was  he  would  ask  her.  "  Wait  a  moment/ 
she  said,  "  I  must  tell  you  something  first,  ^'ou  believe  mi 
to  be  a  widow  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  said,  his  face  paling  in  the  moonlight. 

"  I  am  not,"  she  continued,  quickly  ;  "  my  husband  is  li 
ing,  and   1   have  never  obtained  a  divorce.     I  know  1  cai 
trust   you    to   keep  a  secreL     Good  night,"  and  she  disa] 
peared.     Dan  stood  like  a  statue. 

"  I  am  ready  to  hold  the  light  now  for  you  to  swedge  yoi 
saw."     It  was  his  brother's  voice  just  behind  him. 

"  I  believe  1  won't  swedge  it  to-night,"  he  said.     "  I  gui 
I'll  have  time  in  the  morning." 

"Where  is  Mrs.  Winchester?"  asked  his  sister,  who  sa' 
at  a  glance  that  something  had  gone  wrong. 

"  She  has  gone  to  her  room,  I  believe,  and  I  guess  I'll  folJ 
low  her  example  and  go  to  mine.  Good  night"  And  hi 
went  down  the  steps  two  at  a  time  ;  but  instead  of  going 
his  room  he  turned  off  on  a  log  road  and  went  up  into  thi 
caiion.  Daylight  was  dawning  when  he  returned,  and  the 
engineer  was  getting  up  steamT  Dan  fixed  his  saws,  and^ 
went  in  to  breakfast-  Dora's  pallid  face  showed  that  sbi ' 
had  not  rested  any  better  than  himself  during  the  night. 

The  day  was  one  of  those  which  are  often  found  in  the  last 
of  autumn,  when  the  air  is  warm  and  sultry,  and  the  blue 
smoke  hangs  over  the  mountain  tops.  Dora  moved  wearily 
about  her  work.  Mrs.  Carlyie  came  on  the  porch  and  called 
her  to  look  at  a  fire  on  the  mountain  side.  "  What  a  queer 
kind  of  a  day  it  is,"  she  said.  "  I  feel  as  though  something 
were  going  to  happen." 

About  nine  o'clock  Dora  had  finished  her  work,  and  going 
into  her   room   commenced   packing   her  trunk.     She  w 
going  away  ;  she  could  not  stay  here  and  endure  the  life  shi 
had  been  living  for  the  past  few  weeks.     She  would  tell  Mi 
Carlyle  at  noon  that  he  must  get  some  one  to  fill  her  place. 
Suddenly  above  the  noise  of  the  mill  she  heard  a  shout,  and 
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then  another  ;  then  the  mill  was  suddenly  stopped,  and, 
looking  from  her  window,  she  beheld  men  running  from  all 
directions  into  the  mill.  A  presentment  that  something  ter- 
rible had  happened  flashed  over  her.  Mrs.  Carlyle  came 
into  her  room  with  a  white  face. 

"  The  mill  ! "  she  gasped.  "  I  fear  there  has  been  an  acci- 
dent ;  let  us  go  !" 

Dora  ran  quickly  toward  the  mill,  outstripping  her  feeble 
companion.  As  she  entered  she  saw  a  crowd  of  men  stoop- 
ing over  a  terribly  mangled  something  that  lay  on  the  floor, 
while  the  saws  were  terribly  stained  with  crimson  blood. 
She  saw  at  a  glance  who  it  was  that  lay  upon  the  floor. 

Dan  stepped  forward  and  caught  her  arm.     "  This  is  no 
place  for  you,"  he  said,  hastily. 
.  "  Let  me  go,"  she  cried,  wildly  ;  "he  is  my  husband." 

Dan  dropped  her  arm  and  stepped  back,  while  the  look  of 
horror  deepened  on  his  face.  She  knelt  on  the  floor  and 
took  her  husband's  head  in  her  arms  ;  but  she  saw  that  he 
was  dead,  and  sank  down  in  merciful  unconsciousness.  It 
seemed  that  he  had  been  helping  the  "off-bearer"  takeaway 
the  slab  from  a  large  log.  After  the  carriage  had  gone  back 
he  stooped  to  pick  a  piece  of  bark  from  beside  the  saw,  and 
they  supposed  he  must  have  tripped  and  fallen  forward.  His 
body  was  almost  severed. 

They  buried,  him  on  the  mountain  side  above  the  mill  in 
the  shade  of  a  group  of  whispering  pines.  Dora  would  have 
it  so,  and  at  the  head  they  caused  a  marble  slab  to  be 
erected,  bearing  this  inscription  ; 

NORMAN  FAIRCHILD. 
Died  October  20th,  1S71,  aged  33  years. 

Those  awful  stains  were  washed  from  the  saws  and  the 
floor,  a  new  engineer  was  procured,  and  the  mill  started 
again  to  finish  the  contract.  Mr.  Carlyle  was  obliged  to  find 
a  new  cook,  as  Dora  was  confined  to  her  bed  after  the  terri- 
ble shock  she  had  received.  Mrs.  Carlyle  nursed  her  ten- 
derly, and  in  a  few  days  she  declared  herself  quite  recovered, 
and  announced  her  intention  to  leave.  Mrs.  Carlyle  begged 
her  her  to  remain  with  her  as  a  companion,  but  she  was 
firm.  So  one  day  in  the  last  of  October  she  finished  the 
packing  which  had  been  so  fatally  interrupted.  She  took 
down  the  withered  leaves  and  long  green  ferns  with  which 
she  decorated  her  room,  and,  throwing  them  from  the  win- 
dow, watched  thein  float  away  m  the  autuam  wind.  Then  she 
opened  the  cage  containing  the  little  brown  bird.  His  wing 
had  healed,  and  he  had  become  very  tame.  He  hopped  out 
on  her  hand  and  uttered  a  chirp,  as  though  to  say  goud-bye, 
and  then  flew  out  into  the  shade  of  the  madrofio,  where  he 
trilled  a  song  of  joy  at  once  more  regaining  his  freedom. 
Dora  was  to  leave  the  next  morning,  and  that  evening  as  she 
stood  by  the  window  in  Mrs.  Carlyle's  parlor,  pale  and  quiet 
in  her  black  dress,  Dan  came  in. 

'"It  is  a  lovely  moonlight  night,"  he  said.  "Won't  you 
come  out  and  walk  for  a  lew  m.nutes?  1  have  a  question  to 
ask  you." 

She  looked  up  at  him.  He  was  very  pale,  and  there  was 
a  pleading  look  in  his  eyes  that  she  found  hard  to  resist. 

'•  Yes,"  she  said,  "  1  owe  you  an  explanation.''  She 
wrapped  a  shawl  around  her  and  they  passed  out. 

"■  Let  me  tell  you  my  wretched  story  first,''  she  said. 
"Four  years  ago,  after  my  father  died,  I  went  to  live  with 
my  aunt.  1  obtained  a  certificate,  and  taught  school  eight 
months.  While  teaching  I  became  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Fairchild.  He  was  the  owner  of  a  quartz  mill  in  the  vicinity, 
and  was,  as  you  know,  a  handsome  man.  He  was  also  a 
good  friend  of  my  aunt's,  and  I  was  almost  constantly  thrown 
in  his  society.  From  the  first  he  evinced  a  great  deal  of  in- 
terest in  me  ;  and  I — well,  I  had  never  before  met  a  man  for 
whom  I  could  care.  He  seemed  to  possess  a  kind  of  mag- 
netic power  over  me.  1  knew  he  was  a  very  determined 
man  and  had  a  quick  temper,  but  he  took  good  care  to  show 
it  as  little  as  possible  during  our  engagement.  We  were 
maj-ried  as  soon  as  my  school  closed  in  the  fall,  and  went  to 
San  Francisco  on  our  wedding  trip.  He  was  kmd  and  atten- 
tive to  me,  but  I  saw  all  too  soon  that  I  must  submit  to  him 
in  everything,  or  live  in  war.  When  we  returned  we  lived 
near  the  mill,  and  here  my  trouble  began  in  earnest.  He 
dictated  to  me  in  everything.  He  seemed  to  love  me,  but 
certainly  had  a  strange  way  of  showing  it.  I  could  scarcely 
endure  his  jealous  watch  on  all  my  actions.  No  one  visited 
me  except  my  aunt.  He  was  not  unkind  in  his  manner 
toward  me,  but  seemed  to  rejoice  in  his  power  o\er  me. 

"  When  my  baby,  my  little  Gracie,  was  born  I  hoped  he 
would  change,  and  love  the  little  one  as  well  as  I  did  ;  and 
though  he  seemed  pleased  at  first,  he  soon  began  to  grow 
jealous  of  my  attention  towards  her.  She  was  a  delicate 
little  thing,  and  when  awake  fretted  if  out  of  my  arms.  Nor- 
man scolded  a  great  deal,  said  I  was  spoiling  her  with  so 
much  attention,  and  would  sometimes  try  to  make  me  lay 
her  in  the  crib  and  let  her  cry  herself  to  sleep,  but  this  1 
utterly  refused  to  do.  She  was  a  beautiful  little  thing,  and 
was  all  I  had  to  love,  and  I  worshiped  her.  As  she  grew 
older  she  evinced  the  greatest  fear  of  her  father,  and  could 
not  be  induced  to  go  to  him,  and  that  seemed  to  aggravate 
his  dislike  for  her.  One  day  when  she  was  about  ten  months 
old  she  was  unusually  fretful.  I  knew  the  child  was  not  well, 
and  did  my  best  to  soothe  her.  When  Norman  came  in  in 
the  evening  I  was  trying  to  get  her  to  sleep,  but  she  cried  in- 
cessantly.    '  I  am  afraid  she  is  not  well,'  said  L 

"  '  Nonsense,'  said  he,  and  crossed  the  room  with  a  black 
look  on  his  face,  '  You  are  making  a  fool  of  yoarself  and 
of  her  too.  Give  her  to  me.  I'll  see  that  she  stops  her 
everlasting  crying.' 

"  I  begged  him  in  terror  to  let  her  be,  and  I  would  soon 
quiet  her.  But  he  took  her  from  me,  and  holding  her  on  one 
arm,  held  me  back  with  the  other.  The  child's  fear  of  her 
father-  increased  her  screams.  1  implored  him  to  let  me  take 
her,  but  he  refused.  She  suddenly  ceased  screaming,  and 
looking  at  her  in  terror,  I  saw  that  she  was  in  convulsions. 
I  sprang  for  my  child,  and  tore  her  from  his  gr.i:.[j,  but  be- 
fore I  could  do  anything  fur  her  she  was  dead. 

"  1  dimly  remember  shrieking  frantically  and  calling  him 
a  murderer,  and  then  1  knew  no  more  for  several  days. 
When  I  came  to  myself  again  Aunt  Ellen  stood  by  my  bed- 
side. As  the  knowledge  of  what  had  happened  came  over 
me  I  was  almost  frantic.  'Where  is  my  baby  !'  I  cried.  1 
tried  to  rise  from  my  bed,  but  was  too  weak,  and  fell  back 
weeping  bitterly.  Knowing  that  this  was  best  for  me,  my 
aunt  gently  tnud  to  comfuit  me,  and  presently,  when  1  grew 
calmer,  gave  me  a  little  curl  of  golden  hair  and  told  me 
where  my  baby  was  buried. 


"  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  ask  for  my  husband,  but  that 
evening  1  heard  his  voice  in  an  adjoining  room  inquiring  for  i 
me.  But  I  refused  to  see  him,  and  the  next  day  my  aunt 
told  me  that  he  had  gone  to  Nevada  to  see  about  an  interest 
which  he  owned  in  a  silver  mine,  and  would  probably  be 
gone  several  weeks,  and  had  left  orders  that  I  was  to  stay 
with  her  until  he  returned.  He  had  merely  told  her  that  the 
little  one  had  gone  into  convulsions  and  died,  and  she  was 
surprised  at  my  refusing  to  see  him.  My  strength  returned 
rapidly  after  he  had  gone,  and  in  a  few  days  I  was  able  to 
be  around  again.  ls\y  aunt's  duties  called  her  home,  and  she 
tried  to  persuade  me  to  accompany  her.  But  this  I  utterly 
refused  to  do.  She  then  urged  me  to  get  some  one  to  stay 
with  me  during  his  absence.  I  promised  to  try,  and  she 
went  home.  My  plans  were  already  formed.  Packing  up  a 
few  of  my  most  cherished  possessions,  and  procuring  a 
widow's  dress,  I  left  home  as  quietly  as  I  could.  He  had 
always  kept  me  well  supplied  with  money,  so  that  I  had 
sufficient  for  my  needs.  I  took  an  assumed  name,  and  soon 
reached  Sacramento.  I  tried  to  find  employment  as  a 
teacher,  but  failed,  and  was  looking  for  work  when  I  met 
you.  He  must  have  traced  me  here.  I  don't  know  what  his 
intention  was,  unless  to  make  me  believe  that  he  had  not  lost 
his  old  power  over  me,  and  that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to 
get  away  from  him.  I  don't  know  what  he  has  done  with 
his  property.     One  thing  is  certain,  I  shall  never  trouble  it." 

Dan  had  remained  perfectly  quiet  during  her  recital,  and 
only  his  clenched  hands  and  deeply- labored  breathing 
showed  how  deeply  he  was  affected  by  it. 

"  And  now  that  you  are  free  once  more  where  are  you  go- 
ing?" he  asked. 

"  I  shall  go  back  to  my  aunt,"  she  said  ;  "  I  know  I  can 
find  employment  there  as  a  teacher." 

He  hesitated  a  moment, 
now .'' " 

"Not  now,"  she  replied  hastily, 
and  then  you  may  ask  it."  For 
question  would  be. 

"  A  year  is  a  long  time  to  wait. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  in  a  low  tone ;  "  and  now  I  must  go. 
night." 


LORELEI. 


'  May   I    ask  you  my  question 


"  Come  to  me  in  a  year, 
she  well  knew  what  the 

Will  you  give  me  hope." 
Good 


Passing  by  a  fine  ranch  midway  between  M —  and  R 
in  one  of  our  best  farming  counties,  one  beautiful  evening 
last  May,  I  saw  a  pleasant  sight  :  a  tall,  dark  man  was 
romping  on  the  grass  in  front  of  the  house  playing  with  a 
pair  of  rosy-cheeked,  curly-haired  twin  boys,  about  three 
years  old  ;  while  beyond  them,  in  the  shelter  of  the  porch, 
rocking  a  beautiful  baby  girl  in  her  arms  and  smiling  at  the 
revelers  on  the  lawn,  sat  a  lovely  brown-eyed  woman,  whom 
I  knew  could  be  none  other  than  "The  Cook  of  Eurisco 
Saw  Mill."  E.  A.  T. 

Patterson,  Cal.,  November  12,  1878. 


The  Yellowstone  Canon. 


This  great  gorge  has  been  recently  explored  by  Professor 
Hayden,  the  chief  of  the  Geological  Survey,  who  had  pen 
etrated  it  once  or  twice  before.  It  seems  to  surpass  in  grand' 
eur  and  interest  even  the  famous  caiion  of  the  Colorado, 
made  familiar  to  us  by  the  daring  and  perseverence  of  Major 
Powell.  It  is  3,000  feet  deep,  the  walls  being  almost  verti- 
cal. It  is  so  dark  at  the  bottom  of  this  awful  chasm  that 
stars  are  plainly  visible  in  the  sky  at  any  hour  in  the  day 
The  loneliness  of  the  place  is  dreadful.  Waterfalls  are  nu- 
merous. The  four  highest  and  grandest  ones  are  called  the 
Tower,  Shoshones,  and  Upper  and  Lower  Yellowstone  falls. 
The  lower  fall  has  a  plunge  of  nearly  400  feet  ;  the  others 
average  about  100  feet.  The  average  width  of  the  river  in 
the  canon  is  less  than  600  feet.  The  celebrated  geysers  were 
reexamined  by  Professor  Hayden,  to  ascertain  whether  the 
phenomena  had  developed  any  new  features.  "Old  Faith 
ful,"  the  largest  of  the  group,  is  still  subject  to  hourly  erup- 
tions, the  intervals  of  activity  occurring  as  regularly  as  the 
licks  of  a  clock.  When  at  work  "Old  Faithful"  projects  a 
stream  of  hot  water  200  feet  in  the  air.  The  party  camped 
for  seven  days  within  sixty  yards  of  this  geyser,  the  mild 
temperature  of  the  spot  greatly  mitigating  the  rigors  of  the 
weather,  which  was  severely  cold  and  tempestuous,  snow 
having  fallen  to  the  depth  of  two  feet  in  some  localities.  The 
suffering  experienced  by  the  men  was  intense.  The  expedi- 
tion endured  many  hardships,  and  met  wiih  many  thrilling 
adventures.  The  crossing  of  the  swift  mountain  streams  in 
that  region  was  often  attended  with  extreme  peril  to  both 
human  and  animal  life.  The  animals  were  frequently  led 
along  the  most  dangerous  defiles.  One  mule  bearing  a  heavy 
pack  missed  its  footing  and  tumbled  over  a  precipice  1,600 
feet  high.  The  men  peeped  over  the  brink  and  saw  a  pile  of 
bones  and  mule  meat  at  the  bottom,  but  no  time  was  spent 
in  efforts  to  recover  the  pack.  Wild  game  abounded,  and 
the  men  could  sit  by  their  camp  fires  and  shoot  moose,  elk. 
deer,  and  bear. 

Macaulay  thus  foreshadows  the  Kearney  movement :  "  I 
remember  that  Adam  Smith  and  Gibbon  had  told  us  that 
there  would  never  again  be  a  destuction  of  civilization  by 
barbarians.  The  flood,  they  said,  would  no  more  return  to 
cover  the  earth;  and  they  seemed  to  reason  justly,  for  they 
compared,the  immense  strength  of  the  civilized  part  of  the 
world  with  the  weakness  of  that  part  which  remained  sav 
age,  and  asked  from  whence  were  to  come  those  Vandals 
who  were  again  to  destroy  civilization.'  Alas,  it  did  not  oc- 
cur to  them  that,  in  the  very  heart  of  great  capitals,  in  the 
very  neighborhood  of  splendid  palaces,  and  churches,  and 
theatres,  and  libraries,  and  museums,  vice,  ignorance,  and 
misery  might  produce  a  race  of  Huns  fiercer  than  those  who 
marched  under  Attila." 


When  Chariotte  Corday  stabbed  the  terrible  Marat  to 
death  in  his  bath,  July  13,  1793,  an  effusive  Frenchman  em- 
braced, as  he  called  her,  "the  angel  of  assassination."  A 
sense  of  gratitude  as  strong  will  pervade  the  minds  of  the 
good  men  of  New  York  city,  as  they  give  credit  to  Samuel 
J.  Tilden  for  his  brave  and  successful  assault  upon  Tammany 
Hall.  But  the  parallel  bids  fair  to  be  completed.  Tilden, 
like  Charlotte  Corday,  will  have  to  die  for  his  destruction  of 
a  great  tyrant. — Forney. 

On  state  occasions  liis  Excellency  Chin  Pan  Lin  chalks 
his  queue. 


Below  a  cliff  the  curled  waves  drift 
With  gleams  coruscant  in  the  light. 
And  on  the  white  cliffs  sloping  height 

The  bright  sun -lances  break  and  shift. 

And  from  the  cliff  a  mystic  song 

Floats  outward  on  the  flowing  tide; 
Shine  sun  or  stars,  the  echoes  glide 

In  meliing  magic  streams  along. 

A  woman  leans  above  the  swell 

Of  billows  on  the  sapphire  sea, 
From  whose  full  lips  flow  ihrillmgly 

Wild  cadences  of  subtile  spell. 

Her  white  limbs  gleam  like  pearls  alone 
The  lucent  shimmering  waves  below; 
'Tis  joy  to  gaze  upon  their  snow, 

But  death  to  listen  10  her  song. 

What  time  a  boatman  slips  adown. 

The  wild  sweet  notes  ring  o'er  the  wave, 
And  if  he  pause  to  hear,  a  grave. 

Sea-bound,  he  gaineth  by  the  sound. 

Wherefore  a  rower  passeth  by 
Averted -faced,  afraid  lest  he 
Should  see  the  white  form's  symmetry 

And  hear  his  death-song  ringing  nigh. 
North   1     umbia,  November,  1878.  May  N.  Hawlet. 


ow  say  you,  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury? 


The  downward  path  in  pain  she  trod, 

Loathing  the  thing  she  did ; 
The  question  is  with  her  and  God: 

To  live?    To  starve?    Who  bid. 
Or  bids,  us  mortals  live  or  die? 

And  who  shall  draw  the  line. 
And  in  a  sea  of  misery 

High  duty's  task  define? 

Is  it  to  pine  beneath  God's  sun, 

To  wither  inch  by  inch? 
To  steal,  to  filch,  to  leave  undone 

Our  purer  self?    The  pinch 
Of  poverty  is  hard  to  bear; 

'Tis  hard  in  vain  to  ask  ; 
And  there  are  those  who  \\ell  could  dare, 

Yet  find  no  fi  ting  task — 

Those  upon  whom  once  fortune  smiled, 

And  after  frowned  as  black. 
By  Fate  or  cheated  or  beguiled  ; 

And  those  who  knew  to  lack 
From  iheir  first  breath  of  vital  air 

To  life's  last  throb  of  pain. 
Ah.  who  amongst  us  here  shall  dare 

Fling  that  first  stone — Disdain? 

And  in  such  grief,  is  she  who  falls 

Guiltv  of  desperate  crime? 
The  suicide  not  less  appals. 

Which  is  the  fitting  rhyme 
To  such  a  life,  to  such  a  fate? 

Pause,  happier  hearts,  and  say. 
Ye  who  have  wealth  and  large  estate. 

Yet  sometimes  go  astray. 
Oakland,  November,  1878.  Harry  A.  Ca 


San  Francisco. 


Though  night  has  come  upon  the  hills,  I  stay. 
And  ray  eyes,  resting  in  their  downward  glances. 
Fall  on  the  fair  young  city  of  Saint  Francis — 

The  dim  Sierra  fading  fast  away, 

The  fleet  of  anchored  ships,  the  noble  bay  ^ 

Upon  whose  rippling  waves  the  moonliglit  dances. 
And  Golden  Gate  through  which  the  fog  advances 

That  soon  will  hide  the  scene  with  cowl  of  gray. 

O  Guy  watching  by  Balboa's  sea! 

When  greed  of  gain  and  lawlessness  are  past, 
Thine  is  the  future,  and  sure  faith  I  hold 

Thou  wilt  have  brighter  days,  for  thou  wilt  be 
A  home  of  science,  art,  and  song,  at  last. 
As  Rome  and  Athens  were  in  days  of  old. 
San  Francisco,  November,  1878.  R.  E.  White. 


On  Hearing  the  Song,  "  Leaf  by  Leaf  the  Roses  Fall." 


Slowly  and  still  the  twilight  shades  are  stealing, 
Gently  the  thronging  night-birds  sing  and  call; 

Softly  from  out  the  purple  distance  pealing 

Sweet  tones  are  telling  how  the  'TDses  fall" — 

Voices  so  apt  in  Nature's  silent  teaching 
They  hold  the  spirit  in  a  mystic  thrall. 

Waking  within  the  heart  an  ardent  reaching 
For  the  cool  bank  whereon  the  "roses  lalL" 

Leaf  after  leaf,  they  say,  the  rose  is  falling; 

Drop  after  drop,  they  sing,  the  springs  run  tiry ; 
But.  with  a  sudden  thrill  of  hope,  they're  calling — 

Fountain  and  flower  shall  freshen  by  and  by. 

Once  more  the  rose,  now  stripped,  and  sere,  and  trodden. 
Shall  spread  her  fragrant  petals  to  the  sun. 

And  where  the  cool,  dark  shadows  reach  and  broaden. 
Gleaming  and  clear  the  dancing  stream  shall  run. 

So.  in  this  life,  when  all  our  hopes  are  shattered, 
.A.nd  the  worn  spirit  faint  and  sick  has  grown, 

When  the  false  friends  whose  lips  had  smiled  and  flattered 
Have  left  us  broken  hearted  and  alone. 

Sweet  Faith  shall  point  us  to  inviting  mountains, 
Whereon  the  springs  of  love  are  never  dry, 

WHicre  flowers  are  blooming  by  immortal  fountains 
In  the  eternal  gardens  of  the  sky. 
Oakland,  November  20,  1878.  Mary  U  Clougil 


A  Portrait 


Brown  hair  that  glints  with  gold  when  sunbeams  meet 
Amid  its  meshes  ;  eyes  so  darkly  blue 
They  seem  like  purple  violets  wet  with  dew  ; 

Lips  dainty  red,  and  npe,  and  very  sweet  ; 

A  rounded  chin  where  chasing  dimples  greet  ; 

A  little  hand  whose  warm  clasp  thrills  you  through  ; 
A  form  like  that  which  greeted  Cupid's  \'iew 

When  Psyche  came  ;  and  tripping  bits  of  feet. 

So  bright  and  beautiful  is  she  I  love. 

The  far-off"  stars,  the  worlds  that  hang  remote. 
Can  show  no  form  so  lithesome  and  so  fair.  ^ 

Delicious  dreams  with  her  forever  move. 
And  ringing  notes  of  music  near  her  float. 
Within  that  realm  where  her  kind  rule  1    stir 
New  London,  Conn.,  Nov.  10,  1878.  Thos  i. 


i 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  HANGING  IN  GEORGETOWN, 


The  pioneers  will  recollect  that  Coloma,  the  spot  where  the 
gold  was  first  found,  was,  in  those  early  days,  a  sort  of  Mecca 
— the  end  of  a  lonf;  journey,  whence  the  diggers  were  wont 
to  "branch  out."  There  was  an  Oregon  man  of  the  name  of 
Hudson  (peace  to  his  soul,  for  he  is  long  since  dead)  slipped 
away  from  Coloma  in  1S49,  and  found  a  gulch  which  was 
rich  beyond  anything  then  known.  He  relumed  to  Coloma, 
gathered  six  friends,  and,  each  packed  like  mules,  left  the 
sleeping  hamlet  at  midnight  for  this  secluded  and  unknown 
spot.  This  was  about  September  of  the  year  named  ;  and 
the  seven  worked  steadily  till  November,  when  they  were 
discovered.  The  rush  came  in  by  thousands,  for  the  eager- 
ness to  get  hold  of  rich  diggings  then  was  as  strong  as  it  is 
now.  The  finders  were  circumscribed  at  once  as  to  the 
amount  of  ground  they  were  to  h.ave  ;  but,  having  had  nearly 
a  two  months'  quiet  swing,  they  were  content  that  others 
should  reap  some  of  the  fruits  they  had  already  bountifully 
secured,  for  their  average  to  the  man  had  been  J200  a  day. 

We  almost  neglected  to  record  the  name  given  to  the 
gulch  ;  it  was  called  by  the  little  part)'  in  honor  of  the  man 
who  found  it  the  Oregon  Gulch.  Upon  these  diggings  be- 
coming known  the  town  of  Georgetown  sprang  into  being  ; 
a  large  parly  of  Georgians,  who  found  the  Hudson  party, 
made  their  camji  at  the  head  of  the  ravine,  which  has  ever 
since  been  known  as  "Georgetown."  The  Oregon  Gulch 
was  taken  up  from  its  source  to  Caiion  Creek,  into  which  it 
emptied,  and  Georgetown  became  at  once  a  famous  place. 
The  "Round  Tent,"  during  1S50,  known  in  nearly  every 
minin;  camp  in  the  St.ate,  was  bigger  there  than  usual,  and 
the  hard-earned  money  was  bet  upon  the  gambling  tables 
not  in  ounces,  but  pounds.  In  digging  to  the  bed-rock  along 
the  gulch  aforesaid,  some  of  the  Georgia  miners  (for  it  was 
they  who  introduced  what  is  called  the  "  long  torn,"  and 
there  it  was  they  first  put  it  into  practical  use)  had  thrown 
out  a  square  piece  of  gold  so  perfect  that  it  seemed  as  if  it 
had  been  run  in  a  mould.  It  was  thrown  up  among  the 
debris,  being  nearly  three  and  a  half  inches  square  (for  it 
was  too  long  to  pass  through  the  iron  slots  of  the  "  long 
torn  "),  to  be  picked  up  by  a  worthless  chap  who  had  a  hard- 
working woman  for  a  wife.  This  nugget  of  gold  the  woman 
kept  for  a  long  time,  giving  everything  else  to  her  husband, 
who  as  persistently  got  drunk  and  gambled  away  their  earn- 
ings as  the  day  followed  the  night.  On  this  occasion  the 
husband  got  drunker,  if  it  could  be,  than  ever,  and  knowing 
that  his  wife  still  had  the  nugget  secreted  somewhere,  tried 
to  force  her  to  give  it  up.  This  she  refused  to  do.  Mad- 
dened by  rum,  and  the  hope  of  gain  from  the  gambling 
tables  then  groaning  under  loads  of  gold,  he  grasped  his  gun 
— an  old  musket — and  shot  her,  the  ball  passing  through  the 
woman's  stomach  ;  and  when  the  murderer  was  taken  with 
the  smoking  weapon  in  his  hand,  and  the  wife  said  it  was  he 
who  committed  the  deed,  giving  the  reason,  and  pointing  to 
the  spot  in  the  cabin  where  she  had  hidden  the  bar,  that 
man's  fate  was  sealed  ! 

Of  course  the  agony  of  the  poor  woman  was  great.  She 
was  shot  at  nine  o'clock  at  night,  but  when  mortification  set 
in  the  next  morning  she  became  easy  ;  and  then,  like  the 
true  woman  that  she  was.  she  commenced  to  beg  for  her 
husband's  life,  although  she  knew  her  own  was  ended.  The 
poor  thing  died  so  easily  in  the  afternoon  that  it  seemed  as 
if  she  had  simply  gone  to  sleep. 

Then  it  was  the  hard,  rough  hands  which  had  so  gently 
nursed  the  woman  grasped  the  man.  He  was  a  short,  stout. 
burly  fellow  from  Sydney,  clad  in  a  red  woolen  shirt  and 
common  pants.  He  was  led  out  by  two  powerful  miners, 
followed  by  the  whole  camp,  to  a  little  knoll  south  of  the 
town,  where  the  tall  sugar  pines  grew.  Some  sailor  climbed 
a  tree  and  tied  a  rope  to  the  limb.  The  man  saw  it  all ;  had 
been  taken  to  see  his  dead  wife,  but  had  nothing  to  say — 
not  a  request,  not  a  prayer  to  make.  They  lifted  him  into  a 
wagon,  built  a  sort  of  platform  on  it,  tied  his  feet  and  hands, 
put  the  rope  around  his  neck,  and  a  thousand  willing  hands 
pulled  the  wagon  away,  and  as  the  evening  sun,  just  dipping 
behind  the  hills,  cast  strange,  low  shadows  upon  that  wild 
scene,  there,  at  the  end  of  the  rope,  was  the  swinging  body 
in  the  red  shirt. 

The  Coronor  cut  him  down  the  next  morning,  and  his 
picked  jury  rendered  a  verdict  of  "  Served  him  right." 

S.^XON. 

Mrs.  William  C.  Ralston,  having  returned  from  Europe  to 
confront  the  vile  accusations  that  have  been  so  cruelly  and 
so  cowardly  made  concerning  her,  is  now  at  the  Palace 
Hotel.  She  is  intending  to  ascertain  by  proceedings  at  law 
what  are  her  rights  as  the  heir,  and  b)-  will  the  legatee,  of 
her  deceased  husband.  She  has  met  the  acirusation  of  men- 
tal incompetency  i:nd  compelled  the  discontinuance  of  pro- 
ceedings that  ought  never  to  have  been  commenced.  She 
declares  it  to  be  her  intention  to  reside  in  California,  and  to 
establish  her  sons  here  where  their  father  lived  and  died. 
To  attack  and  assault  this  lady  as  some  journals  have  done 
since  her  return  seems  to  us  to  be  most  unjust,  unkind,  and 
altogether  uncalled  for.  Those  newspaper  proprietors  who, 
when  the  husband  was  in  his  power,  w<«-e  his  most  abject 
slaves  and  flatterers,  are  now  the  first  to  assault  and  slander 
his  defenseless  widow.  Those  whose  friendship  for  William 
C.  Ralston  survives  his  ability  to  sene  them,  and  who  have 
kindly  memory  of  his  many  generous  qualities,  and  his  many 
acts  of  public  service,  will  deeply  deplore  this  attack.  All 
gentlemen  will  recognize  the  impropriety  of  dragging  her 
name  into  the  public  print  when  no  good  purpose  can  be 
sened  thereby.  If  the  race  of  gentlemen  has  not  emirelv 
run  out,  and  the  age  of  courtesy  to  women  entirely  gone  by, 
there  will  be  some  who  agree  with  the  Argo.saut  in  depre- 
cating this  most  cruel  and  cowardly  assault. 


There  are  theatrical  people  who  stoutly  assert  that  Joaquin 
Miller  never  wrote  one  single  line  of  the  pi  ,v  called  The 
Daniles,hw\.  lent  his  name  to  it  for  a  moneyed  consideration. 
Who  the  mischief  would  purchase  the  use  of  Joaquin's  name? 
— which  is  Cincinnatus  Hiner. 


A  march  composed  by  Rossini,  but  never  published  or  per- 
formed, has  been  officially  distributed  to  the  militarj-  bands 
at  Rome, and  promises  to  become  \ery  popular.  The  maes- 
tro presented  it  to  the  Italian  Government  in  return  lor  the 
order  of  San  Maurizio  bestowed  on  him  by  \'ictor  Emanuel 


THE  WAY  MEN  DRESS. 


I  have  been  much  struck  during  my  residence  in  CaHfornia 
with  the  disregard  men  show  to  dress.  American  men  are 
all  stubbornly  independent  in  this  respect,  and,  it  is  needless 
to  add,  are  in  consequence  notorious  the  world  over  for  their 
want  of  taste  and  slovenly  manner  in  dressing.  Of  courr>e 
there  are  exceptions  to  this  rule,  and  I  am  happy  to  say  that 
these  exceptions  arc  daily  increasing  ;  but  they  are  lew  and 
far  between,  especially  in  California.  In  all  countries,  except 
America,  to  be  scrupulously  neat  and  exact  in  all  conven- 
tional forms  of  dress  is  an  essential  element  in  a  gentleman's 
character  ;  and  people  are  able  to  recognize  by  his  dress  the 
class  to  which  a  man  belongs  as  accurately  as  a  sailor  can 
tell  the  nationality  of  a  ship  by  the  general  trim  and  set  of 
her  rigging  and  sails.  The  dress  of  the  man  of  the  present 
day,  taken  at  its  best,  is  hideous  enough,  heaven  knows  ! 
Then  why  deform  it  further  by  making  bad  combinations  of 
color  and  shape  ?  Many  men  purposely  never  give  the  sub- 
ject a  moment's  thought,  for  fear  of  being  considered  fop- 
pish. Perhaps  they  do  not  reflect  that  by  going  to  the  other 
extreme  they  make  themselves  quite  as  snobbish,  and  uncon- 
sciously class  themselves  with  those  nature's  noblemen  who 
avoid  cold  water  on  principle.  A  careless,  slouchy  man  is 
seldom  cleanly,  is  always  uncomfortable — as  nothing  ever  fits 
him — spends  twice  as  much  on  his  clothes  as  there  is  any 
necessity  for,  and,  lastly,  shows  a  lack  of  respect  for  th<*  la- 
dies he  associates  with.  For  these  strong  reasons,  and  as  it 
is  quite  as  easy  to  wear  the  right  thing  as  the  wrong,  I  can 
not  imagine  why  people  iL'ill  make  themselves  uncomfortable 
and  extraordinary.  In  the  East,  men  are  beginning  to  be 
well  dressed ;  that  is  to  say,  they  finally  acknowledge  that 
hats  of  a  certain  shape  go  well  with  coats  of  a  certain  shape, 
and  that  every  gentleman  should  take  off  his  dusty  otflce- 
clothes  and  put  on  his  evening  suit  for  dinner.  The  fastid-, 
ious  reader  will  at  once  see  the  advantage  of  doing  the  latter, 
as  it  necessitates  a  clean  shirt.  Then  again,  ladies  always 
dress  for  dinner — why  should  not  men  do  the  same?  Ah  I 
it  may  be  said,  ladies  have  nothing  else  to  do.  My  answer 
to  this  ungallant  evasion  is,  that  ladies  invariably  dress 
with  a  detailed  elaboration  in  comparison  with  which  a 
man's  unbecoming  vmiformity  of  garb  is  as  nothing.  But, 
comparisons  aside,  a  man  who  knows  how  to  put  on  his 
clothes  can  dress  thoroughly  in  fifteen,  or  at  the  outside 
twenty,  minutes,  and  surely  every  man  can  spare  that  time. 
It  is  refreshing,  on  going  to  your  club,  to  find  everybody  in 
evening  suit,  and  it  makes  you  feel  fresh  and  good-natured 
yourself  to  put  one  on.  It  is  rare  in  San  Francisco  to  see  a 
man  properly  dressed  in  the  evening  at  a  club,  or  a  theatre, 
or  even  a  private  dinner  table  ;  and  I  have  seen  men  not  in 
evening  suits  at  dinner-parties  and  even  balls  ;  and  "as  for 
going  to  all  the  trouble  of  tying  a  white  cravat  just  to  call  on 
a  lady,"  who  ever  heard  of  such  a  foolish  custom  ?  Now,  1 
won't  be  positive,  but  I  think  /  have.  The  hardship  and 
roughness  of  the  life  of  '49  have  given  way  to  the  ease  and 
refinement  which  naturally  follow  wealth  and  women.  San 
Francisco  can  boast  of  a  greater  amount  of  luxurious  refine- 
ment and  elegance  in  private  houses  and  hotels  than  almost 
any  other  city  in  the  world.  In  fact,  everything  has  kept 
even  with  the  times  except  the  men's  dress.  This  is  not  at 
all  in  harmony  with  their  surroundings,  and  could  be  greatly 
improved.  No  man  is  more  of  an  American  by  right  of 
birth  or  by  feelings  than  I  am,  and  nobody  takes  a  greater 
interest  than  I  do  in  everything  American.  I  constantly 
hear  foreigners  making  malicious  remarks  about  America 
and  Americans,  and  I  want  the  time  to  come  when  it  will  be 
impossible  for  them  to  do  so,  even  about  such  a  trivial  mat- 
ter as  dress.  GRINGO,  Jr. 


Some  Artists. 


With  the  near  approach  of  Christmas  our  artists  have  set- 
tled down  to  the  most  industrious  spell  of  work  that  has  yet 
overtaken  them.  Especially  is  this  the  case  with  Rix,  Tav- 
ernier,  Strauss,  and  Robinson,  who  are  all  engaged  in  filling 
orders  for  the  holidays,  brmging  out  from  their  easels  some 
of  the  most  exquisite  little  gems  that  brush  and  colors  can 
produce.  Tavernier  has  returned  from  Monterey,  and  is 
now  located  with  Rix  in  studio  No.  6,  Mercantile  Library 
building,  where  the  talented  pair  can  be  found  every  day  be- 
tween the  hours  of  11  and  3  o'clock,  ready  to  do  artistic 
service  in  the  shape  of  sketches  in  oil,  pastel,  or  water-colors 
to  the  satisfaction  of  the  purchaser.  Rix  is  doing  some  cap- 
tivating twilights,  and  Tavernier  has  on  the  easel  subjects 
in  delicate  summer  landscape  and  rugged  coast  marine.  The 
little  landscapes  that  Strauss  is  now  painting  in  pairs  are 
something  superb  and  should  be  seen  by  those  not  yet  pos- 
sessing specimens  of  his  work,  and  the  sketches  of  Robin- 
son when  once  seen  are  certain  to  be  appreciated,  as  de- 
lightful subjects  for  pictures.  And  just  here  we  want  to  give 
a  brief  bit  of  advice  to  those  who  spend  money  for  pictures, 
and  who  desire  to  get  a  satisfactory  return  for  the  money  so 
expended.  Deal  directly  with  the  artist,  and  avoid  as  a 
snare  and  a  delusion  the  commission  merchant  or  frame 
peddler,  who  has  more  interest  in  the  disposal  of  rejected 
and  unsalable  canvases  from  the  East  than  he  has  in  the 
work  of  our  acknowledged  home  talent,  for  the  reason  that 
the  speculation  is  his  own  or  the  commission  larger.  Avoid 
the  influence  which  is  always  sure  to  meet  you,  and  visiting 
the  artists  give  an  order  to  them  which  will  bring  you 
a  single  picture,  or  a  pair,  that  will  have  attached  oftentimes 
the  added  value  of  your  own  suggestions  and  be  correspond- 
ingly valuable.  Then  again  you  save  the  percentage  to  deal- 
ers, have  your  own  taste  suited  in  the  matter  of  frames,  and 
possess  an  association  with  the  canvas  that  is  always  pleas- 
an.t.  In  this  manner,  and  by  this  method,  there  are  hun- 
dreds of  our  modeiately  wealthy  or  well-to-do  people  who 
can  have  our  local  artists  represented  on  their  walls,  or  who 
can  make  glad  the  hearts  of  appreciative  friends  and  ac 
quaintance  by  a  Christmas  gift  as  acceptable  as  it  assuredly 
will  be  valuable.  Think  of  this,  and  if  there  is  anything  in 
the  suggestion  remember  that  nearly  all  our  artists  can  be 
found  at  their  studio  addresses,  and  that  they  have  qualities 
and  canvases  that  will  make  the  visit  interesting. 


In  no  other  city  in  the  countr>',  says  a  correspondent  of 
the  Pittsburg  Commercial^  is  there  such  an  army  of  half- 
educated,  half-witted,  no-mannered,  vulgar,  hobbledehoy  girls 
as  one  meets  constantly  upon  the  Washington  streets. 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  FRENCH  BANK, 


'After"  Poe's  "Bells.' 


I. 

How  the  i>eople  curse  the  Bank, 
The  French  Biink ; 
WImt  perjury  and  fraud  thosa  Commissioners  did  outflank  ! 
How  the  jingle,  jingle,  jingle 

Of  the  coin  which  took  its  flight 
Would  gladden  those  who  mingle 
On  the  streets,  by  twos  and  single, 

With  felicitous  delight. 
Crying  coin,  coin,  coin, 
Aficr  those  who  did  purloin 
From  the  safe  and  soHd  vaults  of  thai  safe  and  solid  Bank — 
From  the  blank,  blank,  blank,  blank. 
Blank,  blank  B.ink  ! — 
From  the  safe  and  solid  vaults  of  the  French  Rank. 

II. 
Hear  the  wise  and  learned  Courts — 
District  Courts  : 
What  "  concurrent  ■' jurisdiction  attaches  to  their  skirts! 
With  how  liille  true  compunction 
Tliey  issue  an  injunction. 

And  by  the  slirewd  manoeuvre 
Of  a  sharp  and  cunning  lawyer 
Appoint  a  Bank  Receiver 
hi  due  form. 
Thus  by  getting  jurisdiction. 
Secure  the  malediction 

Of  a  rival  forum. 
Oh,  the  we-ilth  of  "latent"  justice  in  the  Courts! 
How  it  gushes  forth  in  dignified  transports  ; 
How  il  sports 
And  supports 
The  bailifis  of  the  Courts, 
The  lawyers  and  the  sheriffs  of  the  Courts, 

Courts.  Courts, 
The  lawyers  and  the  bailifis  of  the  Courts. 

III. 
Hear  the  shrewd  and  crafty  lawyers  — 
Brazen  lawyers ! 
What  a  real  source  of  terror  are  these  artful  peace-destroyers 
Hear  their  blandncss  to  the  Bench 
As  they  quote  their  bad  Law  French. 
Hear  them  try  to  hoodwink  juries. 
How  they  scream  thenibelves  in  furies. 
Too  much  horrified  to  speak, 
They  can  only  shriek,  shriek. 
All  the  lime. 
In  a  clamorous  appealing  to  the  patient  Court  and  jury. 
In  a  mad  expostulation  with  the  weary,  worn-out  jury. 
Speaking  higher,  higher,  higher, 
With  a  desperate  desire 
And  a  resolute  endeavor 
Now  to  win  the  case  or  never — 
With  a  perseverance  almost  sublime. 
Oh,  these  lawyers,  lawyers,  lawyers. 
What  terrible  annoyers 

They  all  are ! 
How  they  jangle,  clash,  and  roar. 
What  a  horror  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  palpitating  air ! 
Yet  their  clients  are  aware 
By  their  wrangling 
And  their  jangling 
That  for  fees  alone  they  care  ; 
Yet  the  clients  of  these  lawyers, 
As  they  wrangle 
And  entangle, 
Well  know  them  to  be  wicked  fell  destroyers, 
By  the  wrangling  and  the  janglinf^  of  the  shrewd  and  crafty  lawyei 
Of  the  lawyers,  wretched  lawyers, 
Of  the  lawyers — peace  destroyers — 
By  the  wrangling  and  the  jangling  of  the  lawyers. 

IV. 
Hear  the  staid  Appellate  Court — 
Supreme  Court — 
What  depths  of  legal  wisdom  its  opinions  do  import ! 
How  its  writ  of  Prohibition 
Squelched  the  coveted  Commission 
Of  the  Gallagher  Rt-cf^iver  of  the  Bank, 
And  transferred  to  that  high  forum. 
With  its  wise  and  august  quorum. 
The  Bank  case  for  argument  ut  Banc! 
But  the  people,  ah,  the  people. 
The  dear,  deluded  people. 
The  Teuton,  the  Latin  and  the  Frank, 
W'ho  by  toiling,  toiling,  toiling 
Months  and  years  without  recoiling, 
Saved  a  pittance  to  deposit  in  the  Bank — 
They  are  men  and  they  arc  women. 
They  are  Irish.    Frencn,  and  German, 

But  they're  fooh  ; 
For  'twixt  Sheriffs  and  Receivers, 
Bank  Directors,  Courts  and  lawyers 

With  no  souls. 
They  are  plucked  like  silly  geese. 
Or  like  sheep  shorn  of  their  fleece, 
By  the  Sheriffs  and  Receivers, 
Bank  Directors,  Courts  and  lawyers, 

Like  mere  tools. 
And  they  seem  to  think  it  nice 
To  be  plucked  like  silly  geese 

By  these  ghouls. 
These  cold,  inhuman  ghouls, 
So  plausible  and  fair. 
Who  feast  on  human  souls 

Entrusted  lo  their  care. 
But  beware,  oh,  beware. 
For  in  the  dead  of  night. 
When  shut  out  from  human  sight. 

They  are  ghouls  ; 
And  they  stalk,  stalk,  stalk. 

All  alone  ; 
With  their  King  alone  they  walk. 
With  their  King  alone  they  talk. 
With  Satan— their  King — all  alone. 
Devising  "  legal^  measures. 
How  by  law  to  reach  those  treasures, 
How  to  reach  that  bright  six  millions  of  gold  coin  ; 
How  to  keep  the  case  in  Court, 
The  Court  of  last  resort, 
Or  a  Court  of  any  sort, 
UnUl  those  glittering  millions  are  all  gone. 
How  to  keep  the  case  in  Court, 

In  the  Court,  Court,  Court, 
Until  the  whole  six  millions  are  all  gone  \ 

H.   N.  C. 


"  I  meant  no  harm,"  said  the  Rev.  Joseph  H.  Beale,  Met! 
odist,  of  Wallingford,  Connecticut,  when  arraigned  before 
church  committee  on  a  charge  of  kissing  seven  young  womer 
And  he  didn't  do  any  harm — they  had  all  been  kissed  befort 
by  the  deacons. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


They  are  right,  after  all,  who  call  the  violin  the  king  of 
struments  ;  it  needs  but  that  it  find  itself  in  the  proper 
inds  to  assert  its  sovereignty  right  royally.  We  are  apt  to 
rget  it.  The  tricks  of  the  modern  virtuoso  school — the 
a;4anini-UeBeriot-Leonhard-isms,  so  to  speak — have  belit- 
;d  it,  until  in  our  day  the  dignity,  the  nobility,  of  its  true 
vie  seems  to  be  almost  lost  out  of  sight ;  to  be  a  popular 
mcert  violinist  is  nearly  the  same  as  to  be  a  saltimbaiiqtte. 
he  Ouintet  Concert  of  last  Friday  night  was  a  valuable  les- 
m  to  such  of  our  young  violin  aspirants  as  still  fancy  that 
e  attainment  of  a  certain  facility  in  staccato^  pizzicato^  and 
y-rockets  generally,  constitutes  a  violinist.  They  will  have 
arned  that  it  is  in  the  purity  and  warmth  of  his  tone,  the 
eadih  and  refinement  of  his  phrasing,  the  neatness  and  ac- 
iracy  of  his  passages,  that  the  true  artist  seeks  his  effects  ; 
at  the  genuine  violinist  aims,  firstly,  lastly,  and  always,  to 
;/^"upon  his  instrument ;  that  his  ambition  is  to  makeimtsic^ 
id  iet  the  applause  depend  upon  his  having  accomplished 
is,  instead  of  upon  his  astonishing  the  audience  by  a  dis- 
a\-  of  difficult  and  unmeaning  gyrations.  The  Suite  of 
ies  furnished  Mr.  Louis  Schmidt,  Jr.,  the  welcome  oppor- 
nity  to  illustrate  all  this,  and  he  performed  his  task  with  a 
mpleteness  that  I  may  say  surprised  even  those  who  were 
05t  sanguine  of  his  possession  of  the  true  stuff.  His  play- 
^  of  the  Sttite  was  simply  admirable  ;  the  Prehide^  with 
.  ahnost  symphonic  breadth  ;  the  Romaiiza^  tender,  impas- 
Hied,  and  yet  broad  and  dignified  ;  and  the  weird,  almost 
Libolical  Scherzo — they  were  alike  beautituUy  interpreted. 
>icore,  say  1  ;  we  must  have  the  Suite  again.  The  String 
jartets — three  movements  from  the  Op.  47  of  Rubenstein, 
bcndlied  by  Schumann,  and  Mi^metto  by  Mozart — were 
autifuUy  done,  and  their  warm  reception  by  the  audience 
emed  an  indorsement  of  my  request  for  more  quartet,  and 
)S  solo  playing.  This  is  the  purest  form  of  instrumental 
usic  that  we  have  ;  and  if,  as   I   hear  reported,  we  are  to 

e  our  quartet  after  this  season,  we  ought  to  get  all  the  en- 
mble  playing  we  can  out  of  it,  for  heaven  only  knows  when 

shall  get  another.  The  Trio  {Serenade)  by  HiUer,  with  its 
teresting  forms  and  rhythmically  quaint  Intermezzo^  to- 
iher  with  the  Filiate  from  the  Saint-Saens'  Quintet,  pre- 
nted  Miss  Alice  at  her  best,  while  I  thought  the  'cello  solo 
ther  dry,  both  as  a  composition  and  performance.  Mrs. 
arriner-Campbell,  who  gave  a  very  delicate  rendering  of 
e  Berceuse  from  Dino7'ah  (a  hazardous  selection,  by  the 
ly,  for  the  concert  room,  since  the  dramatic  situation  forces 
■on  the  composer  a  form  so  fragmentary  and  capricious 
at,  removed  from  the  stage,  it  becomes  almost  an  absurdity) 
rnished  a  delightful  surprise  in  a  pretty  German  song  by 
icken,  which  she  sang  with  a  warmth  of  voice  and 
inner  that  I  was  not  prepared  for.  The  song  of  Bizet — 
ther  interesting  as  a  composition — furnished  some  debat- 

le  points.     I  did  not  like  Mrs.  Campbell's  conception  of 

rts  of  it,  but  fancy  that  she  studied  it  in  Pans,  and  there 
ey  certainly  ought  to  know  how  these  things  are  intended 

be  sung. 

iln  looking  over  a  folio  of  piano-forte  pieces  by  Stephen 
slier  the  other  day,  I  chanced  upon  an  old  friend  whose 
quaintance  I  feel  assured  it  will  delight  every  pianist  to 
ike  :  his  Ldndler  u?id  Watzer,  Op.  97.  The  set  consists 
twelve  short  waltzes  in  the  style  of  Franz  Schubert;  they 
2  exquisitely  melodious,  full  of  sentiment,  and  not  at  all 
licult  to  play.  We  all  know  how  delightful  Heller  can  be 
len  he  choses,  and  in  this  work  we  have  him  at  his  best. 


the  performance  of  last  Wednesday  convinced  me  that  Mr. 
Herold  is  right  in  ending  as  he  does — only  that,  in  order 
that  this  anti-climax  should  not  be  misunderstood,  there 
should  be  some  word  of  explanation.  In  the  opera  this 
piece  fills  a  place  somewhat  analogous  to  the  IVeddin^  Afarc/i 
in  the  "Midsummer  Night's  Dream,"/,  e.,  it  is  played  be- 
tween the  acts  as  a  "  curtain  music,"  but  has  its  place  and 
ynotive  in  the  logical  development  of  the  drama.  The  second 
act  closes  with  the  procession  of  Elsa  and  Lohengrin  (ac- 
companied by  king  and  nobles)  to  the  cathedral,  where  the 
marriage  is  about  to  take  place,  and  the  third  opens  with  a 
chorus  of  the  guests  who  are  accompanying  the  happy  couple 
to  their  apartments  after  the  festivities  which  are  supposed 
to  have  been  held  in  the  great  hall  of  the  castle.  It  is  these 
festivities  that  are  intended  to  be  portrayed  by  the  joyous 
rush  of  the  Entr'acte;  the  scene  itself  is  hidden  from  view 
by  the  curtain,  but  the  sound  of  its  jubilant  strains  makes  us 
participants  as  it  were,  and  merging  it  at  the  close  into  the 
quiet  and  melodious  bridal  chorus  is  after  all  the  only  pos- 
sible logical  or  poetical  termination  of  it.  It  is  part  of  the 
Wagnenan  theory  that  the  mere  formal  structure  of  a 
musical  composition  should  be  a  consideration  entirely  sec- 
ondary to  its  dramatic  character,  and  in  this  piece  he  has 
furnished  a  most  happy  illustration  of  thfe  theory  without 
any  sacrifice  of  beauty  or  formal  consistency. 


I  have  been  asked  :  "  Who  should  study  Bach,  and  what 
is  to  be  learned  from  him  ?''  I  reply :  Everybody  and 
everything.  He  is  meat  for  every  stomach,  the  weakest  as 
well  as  the  strongest,  and  almost  all  that  is  worth  knowing 
in  music  can  be  learned  from  him.  I  have  only  to  hear  peo- 
ple say  that  they  "  don't  like  Bach"  to  be  convinced  that 
with  them  the  musical  feeling  is  not  more  than  skin  deep. 


The  Orchestral  Matinees  are  suspended  until  after  the 
holidays.  The  fourth  Quintet  Recital,' which  falls  on  next 
Friday,  6th  prox.,  will  bring  the  Mendelssohn  Violin  Con- 
certo, Piano-forte  Quartet  by  Schumann,  String  Quartets  by 
Hayden  and  Schubert,  and  son gs^-not ably  Reinecke's  lovely 
ones  with  violin  obligato — sung  by  Mrs.  Tippett.        S.  E. 


Church  Music. 


Mr.  Herold's  programme  of  last  Wednesday  afternoon  con- 
■ted — for  me — of  the  Preiiedcs  by  Liszt,  Mendelssohn's  Con- 
'to  in  G  minor,  and  the  Entf^acte  to  the  third  act  of  "  Lo- 
ngrin,"  by  Wagner  ;  not  a  bad  metiu,  by  any  means,  albeit 
e  in  which  the  gentle  Leipziger  might  have  suffered  from 
-  gorgeousness  of  his  surroundings  had  he  been  made  of 
:aker  stuff.  As  it  was  he  stood  the  test  right  manfully  ; 
d,  indeed,  with  this  Concerto  he  might  well  face  any  place 
any  programme,  with  the  odds  greatly  in  favor  of  his  car- 
ng  off  the  honors.  It  is  one  of  the  brightest  and  loveliest 
compositions  for  the  piano  forte — brilliant,  graceful,  and 
t  over  difficult.  The  Preludes  was,  on  the  whole,  a  very 
:isfactory  performance,  though  it  suffered  considerably  from 
;  inefficiency  of  the  string  force.  The  composition  is  ex- 
mely  brilliant,  and  full  of  a  certain  vivid  picturesque  qual- 
that  renders  it  very  attractive,  especially  in  this  market. 
5zt  chooses  to  call  it  a  Pocme  Sy?iiptio?iique,  and  as  it  is  of 
»  composition  (most  of  it,  at  least ;  the  second  theme  is 
ry  like  the  trio  to  the  Scherzo  of  Schubert's  C  major  sym- 
ony),  I  suppose  he  is  entitled  to  call  it  what  he  likes  ;  but 
s  no  more  '*  symphonic  "  in  form  or  structure  than  are  most 
the  Rhapsodies,  and  not  nearly  so  much  so  as  dozens  of 
mo  forte  pieces  I  could  name.  It  is  a  Fa?ttaisie  for  or- 
estra — precisely  that  and  nothing  more.  Mr.  Herold's  fu- 
■us  teinpo  for  the  E7itr'acte  almost  took  away  my  breath  at 
;  outset,  but  when  1  had  become  accustomed  to  it  it  seemed 
right,  and  1  rather  liked  it.  It  made  it  go  off  splendidly, 
d  helped  to  cover  up  the  weakness  of  the  fiddles. 


We  had  this  Enti^acte  up  for  discussion  lately,  a  musical 
2nd  and  I,  and  my  friend  contended  that  for  concert  pur- 
ses the  last  dozen  measures  should  be  cut,  and  a  new 
ise  substituted  by  adding  a  {^w  measures  to  follow  the  last 
'iissimo  in  G  ;  this  new  finish  to  preserve  the  jubilant  char- 
ier of  the  piece,  which  he  conceived  to  be  weakened  by 
i  quiet  ending  of  it  as  it  stands.  Although  at  first  dis- 
sed  to  agree  with  him  (the  carrying  it  past  the  fortissimo 
( tainly  seems  unwarranted  on  merely  looking  at  the  score), 


BOOK  REVIEWS. 


Editor  Argonaut  : — As  criticisms  on  church  music 
seem  to  be  in  order,  will  you  permit  one  who  can  speak  more 
from  the  heart  than  the  book  to  make  a  few  suggestions. 
Your  critic  is  evidently  one  who  is  a  thorough  musician,  but 
in  his  articles  on  church  music  he  criticises  a  performance  as 
he  would  a  "  Schmidt  recital  ;  "  he  overlooks  the  fact  that  in 
our  church  ser\ace  the  music  is  intended  simply  as  an  acces- 
sory of  worship,  not  a  display  of  talent  or  skill.  Taking  Dr. 
Stone's  choir  as  an  illustration,  the  music  is  expected  to  be, 
and  usually  is,  adapted  to  the  occasion.  The  praise  service 
is  as  deeply  interesting  and  savors  as  much  of  devotion  as 
the  prayer  sen'ice,  and  the  notes  of  some  touching  chant,  or 
the  lifting  power  of  some  grand  Te  Deutn,  have  their  place  in 
soul-worship.  We  listen  to  our  song  service  not  to  criticise 
it  as  a  performance,  but  as  a  vehicle  for  our  emotions.  In 
some  churches  congregational  singing  prevails  (a  chorus  by 
the  masses),  in  others  a  quartet  of  harmonious  voices  lead  in 
the  song  service  like  the  preacher  in  the  prayer.  Cathedral 
music,  so  to  speak,  is  not  adapted  to  our  Protestant 
churches.  Bach's  Fugues  would  have  no  place  ;  even  an 
organ  voluntary  would  not  tolerate  them.  Such  a  compo- 
sition as  "  God  is  a  Spirit,"  sung  by  a  "  Whitney  quartet,"  is 
"simply  sublime,  but  I  do  not  think  your  critic  could  enjoy  it. 
"  Paradise,''  as  sung  by  the  quartet,  is  touching  and  simple, 
and  even  "The  Sweet  By  and  By"  has  its  place  in  our 
worship.  The  hushed  silence  that  prevails  during  the  utter- 
ances of  the  chair  before  spoken  of  is  proof  enough  of  the 
deep  interest  felt  in  the  music.  Your  critic  evidently  judges 
of  church  music  from  a  German  standpoint,  so  to  speak,  and 
classes  it  as  a  performance,  while  we  forget  to  consider  it  in 
any  such  light,  so  that  it  is  adapated  to  the  time  and  place. 

B. 

[The  editor  has  referred  this  criticism  to  the  gentleman 
whom  it  chiefly  concerns,  and  he  says  in  reply ;] 

Criticisms  "from  the  heart"  are  very  difficult  matters  to 
deal  with.  I  have  known  most  excellent  hearts  to  beat  re- 
sponsive to  very  bad  music,  or  be  deeply  stirred  by  the  most 
atrocious  poetry,  and  can  even  imagine  such  a  one  of  com- 
mendable rhythmical  correctness,  and  yet  in  fullest  sympa- 
thy with  Mr.  iVIayer  and  his  peurile  twaddle.  The  fact  is 
that  "  B." — like  many  others — has  simply  misapprehended 
the  standpoint  of  the  critic,  even  as  he  evidently  fails  to  quite 
comprehend  the  standpoint  from  which  church — or  any  other 
— music  should  be  judged.  It  is  precisely  as  "an  accessory 
of  worship  "  that  I  demand  that  the  musical  portion  of  a 
church  service  should  be  conducted  in  a  reverential  spirit, 
and  with  decency  ;  that  it  should  be  musically  clean.  In  or- 
der to  be  so  it  should  be  entirely  free  from  the  tawdry  pretti- 
nesses  with  which  a  certain  class  of  organ -players  (y/^/ (7?-- 
ganists,  by  any  means)  delight  the  more  ignorant  and  dis- 
gust the  cultivated  portion  of  their  hearers  ;  it  should  have 
nothing  pretentious  in  its  character,  and  nothing  that  will 
serve  to  distract  the  attention  of  the  congregation  from  the 
worship,  or  attract  it  to  the  mere  music.  I  cannot  undertake 
in  this  place  to  make  clear  to  "  B."  what  I  mean  by  "  good 
music  ;  "  firstly,  because  it  would  lead  too  far  for  my  space, 
and  secondly,  because  from  the  status  from  which  he  writes 
I  fancy  it  would  be  a  hopeless  task.  I  can  only  assure  him 
that  the  music  at  Dr.  Stone's  church  is  not  good  music,  in 
any  sense  of  the  word — not  even  respectable,  decent  music. 
That  a  portion  of  the  congregation  likes  it  is  no  concern  of 
mine  ;  what  I  have  heard  from  more  than  a  dozen  sources 
since  first  I  wrote  about  the  matter  convinces  me  that  there 
is  another  portion  that  fully  appreciates  and  coincides  with 
my  strictures  upon  it. 


More  books  !  One  from  Roman  &  Co.,  by  Mrs.  Henry 
Ward  Beecher,  for  us  to  review.  How,  in  the  name  of  rea- 
son, are  we  to  review  this  book  ?  It  is  about  housekeeping 
and  cooking.  We  do  not  know  anything  about  either.  If 
we  ask  our  wife  to  review  it,  she  is  not  going  to  admit  that 
any  body  knows  any  more  about  housekeeping  than  she 
does  ;  and  how  can  we  advise  concerning  the  cooking  re- 
ceipts unles6  we  try  the  dishes  ?  Ninety-six  pages  of  receipts  ! 
It  would  take  a  year.  At  the  end  of  that  time  we  should  be 
dead,  of  over-feeding.  If  our  readers  want  to  review  this 
book  let  them  buy  it. 

C.  P.  Somerby,  a  book  publisher  in  New  York,  sends  us  a 
work  entitled  "  The  Ethics  of  Fositivis?}ij''  by  Giaccomo 
Barzellotti,  Professor  of  Philosophy  at  the  Liceo  Dante,  Flor- 
ence, price  $2,  and  writes  us  that  unless  we  review  it  and 
send  him  a  marked  copy  of  the  paper  he  won't  send  us  any 
more  books.  This  has  placed  us  in  a  very  embarrassing 
position.  The  senior  editor  took  the  work  home,  read  it 
carefully  through  several  times,  and  could  make  neither 
head  nor  tail  of  it.  It  defends  the  theory  of  absolute  moral 
obligation  against  the  claims  of  empirical  expediency. 
Modern  psychology  is  fully  entered  into;  Locke,  Hartley, 
Hume,  Auguste  Comte,  Stuart  Mill,  Bain,  Spencer,  Paley, 
Bentham,  Kant,  Schelling,  are  fully,  completely,  and  ex- 
haustively considered.  Our  senior  editor  acknowledges 
that  he  never  read  any  one  of  these  books,  knows  nothing 
about  psychology,  nor  the  physiological  theories  of  any  one 
of  these  writers  ;  he  tried  hard  to  master  this  book,  was 
threatened  with  softening  of  the  brain,  and  is  now  off  on 
leave  of  absence,  duck-hunting,  to  recover  his  mental  equi- 
librium. Bierce  tackled  it  and  went  to  grass  on  the  first 
round.  We  then  sent  it  to  our  musical  critic.  He  returned 
it  with  the  remark  that  it  was  written  in  a  measure  with 
which  he  was  not  familiar,  and  thought  it  must  be  by  some 
new  composer.  "  Betsy  B."  sat  up  all  night  with  it  after  her 
return  from  the  theatre,  and  thinks  there  might  be  a  very 
nice  comedy  or  melo-drama  got  out  of  it  by  Boucicault,  if  the 
the  copyright  is  not  reserved.  So  we  give  it  up  ;  the  book 
is  too  deep  for  the  Argonaut.  We  shall  send  the  book  to 
President  LeConte,  of  the  University,  and  if  he  can  not  un- 
derstand it  we  shall  have  it  analyzed  by  the  Professor  of 
Chemistry,  and  the  result  we  will  send  to  the  publisher;  and 
in  the  mean  time  if  he  is  publishing  any  primers  or  story- 
books within  our  comprehension  we  trust  he  will  send  them 
along.    We  send  him  this  copy  of  the  Argonaut  marked. 

From  Putnam  &  Sons,  through  Billings,  Harbourne  &; 
Co.,  comes  Thanatopsis,  elegantly  printed,  and  artistically 
illustrated  by  Linton.  There  have  been  but  few  American 
poets,  and  these  have  written  but  few  poems.  Bryant  is  one 
of  America's  best  poets,  and   Thanatopsis  is  his  best  poem. 


It  is  now  known  that  the  eucalyptus  was  discovered  in  1792 
by  a  French  expedition  in  search  of  the  famous  admiral.  La 
Perouse.  This  expedition  was  a  double  failure  ;  it  did  not 
find  La  Perouse — it  did  find  the  eucalyptus.  It  did  not  re- 
store a  great  man  to  France,  and  it  did  play  the  aged  Henry 
with  every  Californian  landscape  by  defacing  it  with  blotches 
of  unsightly  blue,  and  loading  the  atmosphere  with  unpleas- 
ant, and  no  doubt  unwholesome,  odors.  We  are  almost  sorry 
La  Perouse  was  lost. 


Bonbons, — French  and  Otherwise, 


At  the  masked  ball,  and  by  way  of  establishing  one's  self : 

"  Does  not  my  face  seem  familiar  to  you  ?" 

"  Ye-es  ;  I  seem  to  have  engaged  you  once,  at  some  .time 
or  other,  as  my  deputy  sub-acting  assistant  coachman,  but 
at  present " — 

"Takes  up  with  some  one  else  and  vanishes. 


Who  knows  how  it  was  that  Chateaubriand  became  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Acaddmie .' 

This  is  how  :  I.  At  I'Abbaye-aux-Rois  Mme.  Recamier 
had  a  spaniel.  II.  One  day  M.  Charles  Lenormand  gave  a 
piece  of  cake  to  the  dog,  and  Mme.  Recamier  said  to  Father 
Ballanche:  "He  is  a  man  of  taste."  Father  Ballanche  drew 
Chateaubriand  to  one  side  and  said  :  "  He  is  a  man  of  sin- 
gularly good  taste."  With  much  emphasis,  Chateaubriand 
cried  aloud  :  "  M.  Lenormand  has  the  best  taste  of  any  man 
I  ever  saw." 

In  due  course  Chateaubriand  entered  the  Institute. 


"  Waiter  ! " 
"Sir!" 

"  This  turbot  is  simply  frightful.     It  is  falling  to  pieces." 
"You  are  unjust,  sir  (with  sadness).     If  you  knew  its  age 
you  would  think  it  didn't  begin  to  show  it." 


At  the  office  for  the  issue  of  sporting  permits  X.  meets  the 
Dr,  B. 
"  Hello,  Doc  ;  how  goes  it  ?    Where'r'  you  off  to  .'" 
"Off  to  get  my  license  to  kill  something." 
"  Why — Where's  your  diploma  ? " 


First  Bather — "What  are  all  these  things  I  feel  at  the 
bottom  ?" 

Second  Bather — "  Torpedoes,  mister  ! " 


"  You  oughtn't  to  drink,"  says  a  friend.  "  See  how  it  makes 
you  stagger  when  you  try  to  walk." 

"  Thaz  ari,"  says  the  wretch.  "  I  ossent  try  to  walk  ;  thaz 
whaz  matter." 


The  Asiatic  cholera  is  said  to  have  made  its  appearance 
in  Japan.  We  commend  this  fact  to  the  attention  of  our 
health  officers,  and  we  also  commend  to  their  very  careful 
perusal  an  article  in  this  Argonaut  from  the  pen  of  an  emi- 
nent scientist  who  declares  that  artesian  water  in  San  Fran- 
cisco is  unhealthy  and  poisonous.  The  Morning  Call  and 
the  Evening  Bulletin  are  encouraging  the  sinking  of  these 
wells  for  domestic  use.  Their  motive  is  of  course  apparent. 
We  admit  that  the  war  against  Spring  Valley  justifies  almost 
any  strategy.  But  the  laws  of  war  among  civilized  iiations 
do  not  justify  the  poisoning  of  wells  and  springs.  Repre- 
senting the  non-belligerents  in  this  strife,  we  suggest  that  the 
health  office  employ  Mr.  McAlpine  to  give  them  a  report 
upon  this  matter. 

Mr.  Taylor,  one  of  the  Directors  of  the  Glasgow  Bank, 
was  arraigned  in  the  dock  of  the  very  Police  Court  in  which 
he  formerly  presided  as  chief  magistrate.    He  does  not  like  it. 


That  man  that  doth  not  know  those  things  which  arc  t 
necessity  for  him  to  know,  is  but  an  ignorant  man,  Trhatev 
he  may  know  besides. 


THE   ARG'ONAUT. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


After  Dark. 

When  Twilight  gathers  in  her  sheaves, 
And  wheeling  swallows  skim  ihe  flume. 

The  plow-man.  turning  homeward,  leaves 
His  plow  mid -furrow  in  the  brooni. 

And  through  the  melancholy  eves 

The  orange,  drops  its  nnlk-whitc  bloom. 

The  old  delight-'i  that  go  and  come 
Through  soirow,  in  the  falling  dew. 

Like  waves  that  wore  a  wreath  of  foam, 
The  darker  that  the  waters  grew, 

Flow  round  my  solilary  home 

At  evening,  when  the  stars  are  few. 

So,  sad  and  sweet  as  bridal  tears 

For  broken  homes,  to  see  withdraw 
The  child  we  love,  ha%'e  gone  the  years 
We  climbed  the  frosty  hills,  and  saw- 
Descend  on  all  the  frozen  meres 

The  sunlight  breaking  through  the  thaw. 

Like  one  who  in  the  driving  snow. 

When  all  the  untrodden  paths  are  dim. 

Hears  far-off  voices,  faint  and  low, 
Across  the  woodland  calling  him, 

I  hear  the  loved  of  long  ago 
Singing  among  the  seraphim. 

And  as  the  soft  dissembling  light 

Falls,  shadowing  into  dusky  red, 
I  think  how  beautiful  ihe  night 

With  gathering  stars  is  overspread, 
Like  seeds  of  many  an  old  delight 

Through  sheaves  of  sorrow  harvested.— //ar/^r. 


Expectatiou. 

We  rode  into  the  wooded  way ; 
Below  us  wide  tht-  shadows  lay  : 
We  rode,  and  met  the  kneeling  day  : 
We  said,  "It  is  too  late." 

The  sun  has  dropped  into  the  west  ; 
The  mountain  holds  him  to  her  breast — 
She  holds  and  hushes  him  to  rest. 
For  us  it  is  too  late. 

•  To  see  the  leaf  take  fire  now, 
To  see,  and  then  to  wonder  how 
The  glory  pauses  on  the  bough. 
While  panting  gniss-iops  wait.'' 

When  lo !  the  miracle  came  on — 
A  roadside  turn — a  moment  gone — 
And  far  the  sun  low-lying  shone  ; 
The  forest  stood  in  slate. 

Transfigured  spread  the  silent  space  ;  • 

The  glamour  leaped  about  the  place. 

Touched  us,  swept  from  face  to  face. 

We  cried  "  Not  yet  too  late  ! "' 

But  one  who  nearer  drew  than  all. 
Leaned  low  and  whispered  :  "  Suns  may  fall 
Or  flash  ;  dear  heart  I  I  speak  and  call 
Your  soul  unto  its  fate. 

'  Tread  bravely  down  life's  evening  slope. 
B.^fore  the  night  comes  do  not  grope  1 
Forever  shines  some  small  sweet  hope. 
And  God  is  not  too  late."'— //a^y^r. 


Dawn. 

With  a  ring  of  silver. 

And  a  ring  of  gold, 
And  a  red.  red  rose. 

Which  illumines  her  face. 
The  s'ln,  like  a  lover 

Who  glows  and  is  bold, 
Woos  the  lonely  earth 

To  his  strong  embrace. 

Eve. 

In  millions  of  pieces 

The  beaulil'ul  rings. 
An:)  tlie  semen  d  pei^iis 

Oi  lite  roae  so  red, 
1  h  ■  sun.  like  a  lover 

Who  is  weary,  flings 
On  the  lonely  earth 

When  the  day  is  dead. —Scrthnr. 


One  Out-of>Doors. 

A  ghost — is  he  afraid  to  be  a  ghost? 

A  ghost?     It  breaks  my  heart  xo  think  of  it. 
Sonelhing  that  wavers  in  the  moon,  at  most; 

Something  ti.at  wanders,  something  that  must  flit 
From  morning,  from  the  bird's  breath  and  the  dew. 
Ah.  if  I  knew— ah,  if  I  only  knew! 

Something  so  weirdly  wan,  so  weirdly  still! 

O  yrarning  lips  thai  our  wami  blood  can  flush. 
Follow  It  with  your  kisses,  if  you  will  ; 

O  beating  heart,  think  of  its  helpless  hush. 
Oh,  bitterest  of  all.  to  fear  we  fear 
Something  that  was  so  near,  that  was  so  dear ! 

No  —  no.  he  is  no  ghost ;   he  could  not  be  ; 

Something  thai  hides,  forlorn,  in  frost  and  brier, 
tOiicthmg  >hut  outbide  in  the  dark,  while  we 

Uiu^ih  and  forget  by  the  fam.har  fire; 
Something  we  call  the  wind,  whose  tears 
Sound  but  as  rain -drops  in  our  human  ears. 

Sallie  M.  B.  Piatt,  in  Atlantic. 


In  the  Dusk. 

Fa  k  among  ihy'pine?.  thou  troubled  river, 
.■\ll  day  long  l..y  rcalless  waien.  moan  ; 

Th'uugh  the  bu^y  summer  ficldb,  unheeded, 
Faintly  over  tarm  and  village  blown. 

Still  thy  sorrowlul  murnmr  everywhere 

Haunts  the  homes  of  men  beneath  the  noon-tide  glare. 

Eui  when  Night  along  the  misty  valley 

SteaU.  and  shuts  the  door  Ol  lor^e  and  mill, 

Hushing  all  ihe  stir  of  toil  and  traffic, 
then  arise  the  winds  that  do  thy  will, 

TTien.  O  river,  calling  through  the  hills. 

Heard  afar,  thy  voice  the  darkening  silence  thrills ! 

All  day  long  the  heart  unblest  is  sighing ; 

Toil  and  thought  rebuke  its  yearning  prayer ; 
Life  needs  niany  things,  nor  stays  for  pity  ; 

But  Night  conies  at  last.     Day's  strife  and  care 
Die  forgotten  ;  then,  O  heart  of  mine. 
Have  thy  way  ;  the  silence  and  the  dark  are  thine  ! 

— AppUton, 


HOW  TO  MARRY  IN  RUSSIAN, 


Marriage  in  the  Catholic  and  Greek  Churches  is  a  sacra- 
ment. Under  the  old-time  rt'i^i/nt'  il  was  ever  regarded  as  a 
religious  ceremony,  to  be  properly  performed  only  by  the 
priest,  and  with  proper  observance  of  rites,  before  the  holy 
altar  of  the  God  who  was  invoked  lo  bless  and  sanctify  a 
union  between  the  man  and  the  woman.  iManiage  in  these 
late  and  more  secular  days  has  become  a  simple  matter  of 
civil  contract.  It  is  regarded  by  the  Prolestani  and  non-re- 
ligious world  as  a  sort  of  co-partnership,  and  is  entered  into 
in  a  sort  of  hap-ha/ard,  hil-or-miss  style  quite  in  accordance 
with  the  little  importance  that  is  attached  to  it.  We  will 
not  in  this  article  discuss  the  question  whether  the  inariai^e 
iit'  cofivcmtuct',  arranged  by  parents,  as  is  the  European  cus- 
tom, is  or  is  not  belter  than  the  marriages  of  love  and  chance 
brought  about  in  our  country  ;  whether  imprisonment  be- 
hind convent  bars  is  a  better  preparation  for  the  trials  and 
temptations  of  married  life  than  the  promiscuous  intercourse 
of  sexes  in  our  public  schools. 

It  is  certainly  true  that  with  us  the  marriage  ceremony  is 
ver>'  lightly  considered.  We  have  two  extremes :  the  ultra- 
fashionable,  that  makes  display  of  trains  and  marriage  veils, 
of  jewels,  gifts,  and  rich  trousseaux;  that  flouts  itself  in  long 
processions  of  bridesmaids  and  groomsmen  up  the  centre 
aisles  of  churches,  and  holds  a  matinee  of  fashionable  dis- 
play before  Gods  altar.  We  have  the  marriage  ceremony 
where  the  bride  and  groom  steal  secretly  before  the  civil 
magistrate,  and,  in  hastily  mumbled  words  of  the  busy  jus- 
tice, take  upon  themselves  the  obligation  of  married  life.  We 
have,  too,  the  quiet  domestic  ceremony,  so  fitting  and  so  ap- 
propriate, where  the  maiden  is  taken  from  her  home  a  bride, 
the  solemn  rites  consecrated  at  tlie  domestic  altar,  amid  the 
select  circle  of  cherished  friends,  and  departs  amid  the  kisses, 
tears,  and  blessings  of  parents,  brothers,  and  sisters.  All 
this  is  preliminary  to  the  introduction  of  an  account  of  the 
mode  of  betrothment  and  marriage  sanctioned  by  the  Greek 
Church,  which  seems  to  us  more  fitting  and  beautiful,  more 
appropriate  and  solemn,  than  that  of  any  other  religious 
ceremony  we  know. 

Previously  to  the  marriage  the  intention  of  the  contracting 
parties  is  proclaimed  three  times  in  the  church.  No  nuptial 
ceremony  can  be  performed  outside  of  the  church,  or  with 
closed  doors.  The  ceremony  is  not  only  encompassed  with 
solemnity,  but  publicity,  every  precaution  being  taken  to 
guard  against  anything  like  a  private  marriage.  The  cere- 
mony of  betrothal  is  almost  as  solemn  as  the  nuptial  cere- 
mony itself.  In  the  first  place  the  parents  give  their  bless- 
ing, which  is  a  ceremony  beginning  with  prayer.  A 
holy  picture,  the  symbol  of  the  blessing,  is  waved  in  the 
form  of  a  cross  over  the  heads  of  the  couple,  who  are  kneel- 
ing before  the  parents.  This  picture  is  carefully  j^reserved 
by  the  couple,  and  accompanies  them  ever)' where.  The 
parental  blessing  is  called  in  Russian  obrasoiL<anit\  from 
obras — a  picture.  On  this  occasion,  in  the  presence  of  the 
parents,  the  first  kiss  is  given — the  seal  of  a  holy  promise 
and  faithful  love. 

The  ceremony  of  betrothal  is  solemnized  in  church  imme- 
diately before  the  wedding  ;  in  the  case  of  royalty  several 
weeks  intervene  between  the  betrothal  and  the  nuptials. 
The  bridegroom  having  arrived  at  the  church,  a  lady  is  then 
sent  to  conduct  the  bride  to  the  sacred  edifice.  As  a  gen- 
eral thing  the  parents  do  not  accompany  their  daughter,  as 
she  is  now  to  pass  from  their  guardianship  forever.  A  friend, 
who  is  generally  the  near  relative  of  the  groom,  acts  for  the 
parents.  He  places  the  couple  before  the  altar,  and  puts  in 
their  hands  a  lighted  taper,  which  they  hold  during  the  cere- 
mony. After  a  fonn  of  prayer,  the  rings,  which  have  been 
previously  placed  on  the  altar,  are  taken  from  thence  by  the 
priest,  and,  with  these  words  are  put  on  the  fingers  of  the 
couple  :  "  The  servant  of  God  [here  the  name  is  given]  is 
betruihed  to  the  maid  of  God."  "  The  maid  of  God  [here 
the  name  is  given]  is  betrothed  to  the  servant  of  God." 
Then  follows  the  benediction  from  the  officiating  priest. 
After  this,  thetriend  who  acts  for  the  parents  advances  and 
intercnanges  their  rings  three  times.  This  ceremony  being 
concluded,  the  priest  pronounces  the  blessing,  and  the  young 
couple  stand  before  God  and  in  the  sight  of  man  pledged  to 
each  other  for  weal  or  for  woe.  The  brilliantly  lighted  church, 
the  gorgeous  robes  of  the  priests,  the  incense  floating  upward, 
the  bridegroom  and  bride  crowned  with  golden  crowns, 
standing  amid  the  richly-decked  audience,  make  an  im- 
pressive pageant. 

As  the  couple  approach  the  altar  the  choir  sing  "  Glory  be 
to  Thee,  our  God,  glory  be  to  Thee  ! ''  The  bride  and  bride- 
groom then  place  themselves  on  a  pink  silk  mat  in  front  of 
ihe  altar,  and,  alter  various  prayers  of  supplication,  the 
crowns  are  brought  from  the  altar  on  a  plate,  and  blessing 
one  he  places  the  crown  on  the  head  of  the  bridegroom,  say- 
ing :  "  The  servant  of  God  [naming  him]  is  crowned  for  the 
maid  of  God,"  that  is,  united  under  this  crown  ;  the  blessing 
then  follows.  The  same  ceremony  is  repeated  in  the  case  of 
the  bride.  Those  who  marry  a  second  time  are  not  crowned. 
Singing  ensues,  after  which  the  priest  hands  a  cup  of  wine 
and  water  three  successive  times  to  the  couple,  who  drink  of 
the  contents.  This  common  cup,  as  it  is  termed,  is  symbolic 
of  that  common  cup  of  fortune  of  which  married  couples  are 
supposed  to  drink  in  common.  The  procession  then-follows; 
the  priest  places  the  hand  of  the  bride  in  that  of  the  bride- 
groom, and,  taking  their  hands  in  his,  leads  them  around  the 
altar,  while  behind  walk  persons  holdmg  the  crowns  above 
their  heads,  the  choir  chanting  in  solemn  strains. 

After  the  crowns  are  removed  from  the  heads  on  which 
ihey  have  been  placed,  the  couple  kneel  before  the  huly  pict- 
ures in  the  church  in  prayer,  while  the  choirs  chant  the  Te 
Deitm.^  On  their  risii.g,  the  relatives  and  friends  approach 
and  offer  their  congratulations  ;  after  which,  in  company  with 
the  priest,  or  the  holy  picture  which  had  been  given  them  by 
the  parents,  and  which  had  lain  on  a  desk  in  the  church,  they 
return  home,  w  here  the  parents  present  them  bread  and  salt. 
The  marriage  feast  follows,  of  which  the  priest  generally  par- 
takes. 

Whether  married  life  in  Russia,  thus  solemnly  begun,  is  of 
a  higher  type  than  marriage  in  other  countries  we  know  not ; 
but,  certainly,  a  service  so  solemn  must  have  its  effect  upon 
the  most  thoughtless,  impressing  them  with  the  fact  that  mar- 
riage is  a  serious  obligation  entered  upon,  a  high  and  holy 
duty  incurred,  and  not  a  simple  pastime,  or  contract  entered 
into  for  a  few  weeks  or  months,  but  forever. 


ARTESIAN  GREAT  BORES. 


"And  there  Isaac's  servants  digged  a  well." 

The  BuUctin-Call^  prompted  only  by  a  desire  for  the  pub- 
lic good,  are  waging  an  unremitting  war  against  the  Spring 
Valley  Water  Company.  They  desire  the  city  to  have  and 
own  the  property,  but  are  not  willing  to  obtain  it  in  the  only 
honest  way  it  can  be  attained,  namely,  by  purchase  at  its 
real  value. 

In  order  to  depreciate  Spring  Valley  the  Bullciift'Ctill 
advise  everybody  to  dig  artesian  wells — that  is,  ever>  body  but 
themselves.  Mr.  Pickering  has  a  splendid  place  for  an 
artesian  bore  at  his  residence  on  Bush  Street,  and  we  are  ex- 
pecting every  day  to  have  him  commence  the  work.  Some 
three  months  since,  .Mr.  B.  B.  Redding  communicated  to  the 
ARGONAlfT  a  paper,  showing  conclusively  that  the  artesian 
water  upon  this  peninsula  contains  uric  acid,  recei\'es  the 
seepage  Irom  the  sewers,  closets,  and  other  places  of  foul  de- 
posits, and  is  dangerous  to  the  health  of  the  city.  On  the 
15th  of  last  July  the  BulUtifi  wrote  the  following  eulogistic 
notice  of  William  J.  McAlpinc,  engineer,  of  New  York  : 

"The  name  of  William  J.  iMc.A.lpine,  of  New  York,  is  as- 
sociated with  the  greatest  engineering  works  on  the  eastern 
side  of  the  continent.  He  was  at  one  time  chief  engineer  ot 
the  Erie  Railroad.  He  devised  a  plan,  and  carried  it  into  ex- 
ecution, of  furnishing  Brooklyn,  New  York,  with  a  supply  of 
water  from  Long  Island.  He  was  also  the  engineer  who 
constructed  the  Albany,  New  York,  and  the  Chicago  water 
works.  The  reconstruction  of  the  Erie  Canal  was  also  ac- 
complished by  him.  He  is  regarded  as  one  of  the  most 
eminent  engineers  now  living." 

Mr.  McAlpine  was  subsequently  engaged  by  the  Austrian 
Government  to  remove  obstructions  to  the  navigation  of  the 
river  Danube.  He  is  an  eminent  engineer  and  all  that  the 
Bullclin  said  of  him  is  well  deser\ed.  This  gentleman,  who 
is  now  visiting  our  coast  with  an  invalid  daughter,  having 
read  the  article  referred  to  in  the  Argonaut,  and  his  atten- 
tion being  called  to  the  discussion  of  a  question  with  which 
he  is  entirely  fainiliar,  called  at  our  office  and  gave  expres- 
sion to  the  following  views  as  to  the  quantity  and  quality  of 
the  supply  of  artesian  well  water  upon  this  peninsula.  He 
says  that  all  the  wells  that  could  be  sunk  in  this  city  would 
not  furnish  an  aggregate  permanent  supply  of  six  millions 
of  gallons  a  day  of  water  suitable  for  domestic  purposes. 
He  says,  further,  that  there  are  some  mechanical  and  other 
purposes  for  which  such  waters  as  can  be  procured  from  wells 
in  the  city  may  be  used,  but  as  soon  as  their  true  quality  is 
generally  understood  they  will  never  be  used  for  domestic 
purposes. 

In  discussing  the  quality  of  artesian  water,  Mr.  Mc.A.]pine 
says  that  water  reetdily  seizes  hold  of,  or  enters  into  combina- 
tion with,  almost  every  substance  with  which  it  is  brought  in 
contact,  and  what  is  important  in  the  present  examination, 
is  that  it  eagerly  absorbs,  and  reluctlantly  parts  with,  those 
substances  which  render  it  most  objectionable  for  domestic 
uses.  The  impure  gases  from  combustion,  and  those  which 
arise  from  the  vast  masses  of  refuse,  decaying  vegetable  and 
animal  bodies  which  abound  In  the  fouler  parts  of  a  large 
city,  all  float  in  the  atmosphere  over  large  populations,  and 
are  seized  upon  by  the  falling  rain  water,  and  materially  in- 
jure the  quality  of  what  would  in  the  country  be  very  pure 
water.  When  the  fluid  reaches  the  surface  of  the  earth,  it  is 
brought  into  contact  with  the  decaying  vegetable  and  animal 
products,  which  it  rapidly  dissolves  and  incorporates,  and 
when  the  rain  water  passes  into  the  interstices  of  the  earth, 
or  porous  rocks,  its  great  solving  power  enables  it  to  decom- 
pose and  incorporate  the  earthy  and  mineral  matter  with 
which  it  comes  in  contact. 

The  water  which  is  obtained  from  wells  within  the  city, 
must  necessarily  contain  all  of  the  contaminations  which  have 
been  enumerated,  viz:  from  the  impure  gases  always  exist- 
ing in  the  atmosphere  over  the  city  ;  trom  absorption  of  the 
eft'ete  animal  and  vegetable  matter  which  is  so  abundant  on 
the  vacant  lots  and  grounds  around  the  dwellings  of  certain 
classes  of  the  population  ;  from  the  earthy  and  mineral  salts 
in  the  soil ;  and  from  the  leakage  of  stables,  privies,  imper- 
fect house-drains  and  sewers — the  most  hurtful  and  repug- 
nant of  all  contaminations.  Water  which  is  brought  into 
contact  with  excrementary  matter  imbibes  therefrom  the 
most  deadly  and  disgusting  of  all  pollutions  to  which  it  can 
be  subjected.  The  Arab,  Turk,  East  Indian,  and  the  Chi- 
nese, only  half  civilized,  hurry  such  matter  from  sight,  and 
deposit  it  where  its  emanating  gases  and  germs  will  perform 
the  functions  of  natural  dissolution,  without  coming  into 
contact  with  any  air  or  water  which  man  is  compelled  to 
breathe  or  use.  It  is  only  among  the  civilized  Caucasians, 
and  in  their  densely  populated  cities,  that  these  obviously 
necessary  sanitary  measures  are  disregarded,  and  men, 
women,  and  children  are  forced  to  drink  the  deadly  and  dis- 
gusting water  obtained  from  wells  within  a  city. 

Many  of  the  open  privies,  earth  closets,  water  closets, 
and  leaky  house-drains  and  sewers  discharge  their  contents 
into  the  adjacent  soils,  and  the  water  from  the  next  rain,  per- 
colating through  this  filthy  soil,  becomes  contaminated  with 
it,  and  flows  on  to  the  nearest  well.  If  a  deep  well  is  sunk 
through  the  upper  porous  soil,  and  one  or  more  layers  of 
clay,  the  smooth  exterior  surface  of  the  iron  pipes  ofier  a 
ready  conduit  to  the  contaminated  water,  which  will  then 
enter  the  pipe  at  the  bottom  of  the  deepest  w  ell  and  poison 
the  whole  supply  therefrom.  I  have  been  informed,  and 
have  observed,  that  a  great  many  of  the  sewers  of  the  city 
have  been  very  badly  constructed,  of  loose,  porous  brick 
masonry  of  inadequate  thickness,  laid  up  with  common  mor- 
tar of  very  bad  quality,  and  that  jhese  sewers  leak  into  the 
adjacent  soil  a  considerable  amount  of  their  contents.  So 
far  as  this  leakage  occurs,  it  is  a  terrible  source  of  corruption 
to  any  contiguous  wells  of  water. 

The  enteric  fevers  and  zymotic  diseases,  which  prevail  to 
so  frightful  an  extent  in  many  of  our  American  cities,  have 
been  traced  directly  to  the  use  of  water  from  wells  which 
have  been  polluted  by  the  admixture  of  sewage  matter  and 
drainage  therefrom.  The  chemical  analysis  of  the  water 
from  many  of  the  old,  long-used  wells  in  Eiiropean  cities, 
and  from  those  formerly  in  use  in  some  of  the  American 
cities  (some  of  which  jet  continue;,  show  huw  fjul  and  cor- 
rupt all  such  sources  must  be,  under  the  similar  conditions 
which,  we  have  endeavored  to  demonstrate,  must  exist  in 
almost  every  well,  shallow  or   deep,  to  which  now  or  here* 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


after  a  resort  is  had  for  any  portion  of  the  supply  for  domes, 
tic  uses. 

In  vindication  of  the  position  taken  by  the  Argonaut 
■with  reference  to  artesian  water,  we  print  this  statement  of  Mr 
McAlpine.  If  the  Bulletin  and  Call  have  believed  that  ar- 
tesian water  was  proper  for  domestic  use,  and  are  now  con- 
vinced that  every  family  that  uses  it  for  domestic  purposes 
is  being  poisoned,' it  will  be  their  duty,  as  it  will  be  their 
pleasure,  to  warn  the  community  of  its  danger.  The  health 
of  the  city  is  of  more  importance  than  to  punish  the  Sprint 
Valley  Water  Company  by  depreciating  the  value  of  its 
property  in  order  to  steal  it. 


Pony  Glasses  of  French  Brandy. 


APHORISMES  DE  LA  PHVSIOLOGIE  DU   GOUT. 

Les  animau.-<  se  repaissent ;  Thomme  mange ;  Thomme 
d'esprit  seul  sait  manger.  • 

La  destin<;e  des  nations  d(Spend  de  la  mani{:re  dont  elles 
se  nourrissent. 

Dis-moi  ce  que  tu  manges,  je  te  dirai  ce  que  tu  es. 

Le  Cr&teur,  en  obligeant  I'homme  a  manger  pour  vivre, 
I'y  invite  par  I'appetit,  et  Ten  r(5compense  par  le  plaisir. 

La  gourmandise  est  un  acte  de  notre  jugement  par  lequel 
nous  accordons  la  pr^f^rence  au.x  choses  qui  sont  agr^ables 
au  goilt  sur  celles  qui  n'ont  pas  cette  qualit(£. 

La  table  est  le  seul  endroit  ou  Ton  ne's'ennuie  pas  pendant 
la  premiere  heure. 

La  ddcouverte  d'un  mets  nouveau  fait  plus  pour  le  bonheur 
du  genre  humain  que  la  diScouverte  d'une  (ftoile. 

Ceux  qui  s'indigferent  ou  qui  s'enivrent  ne  savent  ni  boire 
ni  manger. 

Celui  qui  revolt  ses  amis  et  ne  donne  aucun  soin  person- 
nel au  repas  qui  leur  est  destine  n'est  pas  digne  d'avoir  des 
amis. 

Convier  quelqu'un,  c'est  se  charger  de  son  bonheur  pen- 
dant tout  le  temps  qu'il  est  sous  notre  toit. 

L'homme  est  le  grand  gourmand  de  la  nature. 

L'homme  repu  n'est  pas  le  m^me  que  l'homme  i  jeun. — 
Brillat-Savarin. 


FORWARNED  BY  A  PRESENTIMENT, 


La  conviction  est  la  conscience  de  I'esprit. — Chainfort. 

Les  cceurs  peuvent  s'aimer,  meme  quand  les  caractferes  ne 
s'accordent  pas.  Une  dame  dcrivait  Ji  son  amant :  Je  ne 
puis  vivre  avec  toi,  ni  sans  toi. 


Plus  I'amour  vient  tard,  plus  il  est  ardent. 

.  Un  critique  d'art  examinait  les  sept  Sacrements  peints  par 
Poussin.  — Celui  du  mariage  est  le  plus  faible,  dit-il.  — C'est 
qu'un  bon  mariage  est  difficile,  meme  en  peinture,  lui  r^pondit 
le  peintre. 


Deu.x  moines,  chemin  faisant, 

Se  demandaient  :  Dans  le  nionde, 
Lequel  est  le  plus  plaisant 

D'avoir  une  femme  brune  ou  blonde? 
— Fri^re,  dit  I'un. 
Le  poll  ne  fait  pas  la  femme, 

Mais,  pour  resondre  le  cas. 
La  meillure,  sur  mon  Ame, 

Est  celle  que  Ton  n'a  pas. 


Les  femmes  ne  vivent  que  des  Amotions  que  donne  I'amour. 
Une  vieille  dame  avouait  qu'^tant  jeune  elle  avait  beaucoup 
aim^.      — Oh  !  s'(?crait-elle,  les  bons  chagrins  que  j'avais  en 
_  ce  temps-Ik  ! — A.  Houssayt. 


En  amour,  aujourd'hui  vaut  mieux  que  demain  ;  le  bon- 
heur que  Ton  dilKre  est  toujours  du  bonheur  perdu. — A. 
Ricard. 


On  pardonne  les  infiddlit^s,  mais  on  ne  les  oublie  pas, 
-M'lle  de  Lafayette. 


L'amour  est  un  traitre  qui  nous  ^gratigne  lors  meme  qu'on 
ne  cherche  qu'k  jouer  avec  lui. — Ninon  de  Lenclos. 


Pour  les  femmes  du  monde,  un  jardinier  est  un  jardinier, 
et  un  ma9on  est  un  magon  ;  pour  quelques  autres  plus  reti- 
rees, un  ma^on  est  un  homme,  un  jardinier  est  un  homrae. — 
La  Bruyir£. 


— Ce  coquin  de  X.,  c'est 
^Pourquoi  I'avant-dernier  ? 
ger  personne. 


I'avant-dernier  des   hommes  ! 
— Parce  qu'il  ne  faut  ddcoura- 


On  est  plus  heureux  dans  la  solitude  que  dans  le  monde, 
parce  que  dans  la  solitude,  on  pense  aux  choses,  et  que  dans 
le  monde,  on  est  forc^  de  penser  aux  hommes. — Chainfort. 


Ah,  malhe^reu.x  qui  pechez  sans  plaisir, 
Dans  vous  erreurs,  soyex  plus  raisonnables, 
Soyez  au  moins  des  pfecheurs  fortunus, 
Et  puisqu'il  faut  que  vous  soyez  damnes, 
Damnez-vous  done  pour  des  fautes  aimables. 


-  Voltaire. 


Un  homme  qui  avait  (^pousd  une  femme  galante  dont  il 
^tait  tr^s-entiche,  parlait  constamment  de  ses  charmes,  de 
ses  qualit^s,  de  ses  seductions.  — C'est  inutile  de  nous  feire 
son  Jloge  aussi  souvent,  lui  dit  un  de  ses  amis,  nous  la  can- 
naissons  mieux  que  vous. 


Les  femmes  demandent  si  un  homme  est  discret,  comme 
les  hommes  demandent  si  une  femme  est  belle. 


— Laissez-moi  tranquille,  disait  une  jeune  fiUe  k  un  vieil- 
lard  qui  voulait  lui  prendre  un  baiser. — Mais,  ma  chere 
demoiselle,  kmon  age,  vous  pouvez  m'embrasser  sans  p^ch^. 
— C'est  justment  pourquoi  je  ne  le  veux  pas,  ri^pondit  la 
petite  friponnc. 


Un  mauvais  danseur  s'excusait  ainsi  aupres  de  sa  dan- 
seuse : 

Pour  vous,  si  je  sors  de  cadence, 

Tout  ce  que  vous  pouvez  penser, 

C'est  qu'un  homme,  en  votre  presence, 

Ne  sait  plus  sur  quel  pied  danser. 

San  Francisco,  Nov.  24, 1878,       L.  G,  J.|de  Finod. 


I  had  been  living  in  Oakland  but  a  short  time,  and  crossed 
the  ferry  eveiy  day  to  business  in  San  Francisco.  One  even- 
ing I  was  watching  from  the  ferry-boat  the  lights  of  San 
Francisco  receding  in  the  distance,  and  was  absorbed  in  the 
beauty  of  their  dancing,  flashing,  many-colored  rays.  Long 
lanes  of  brilliant  lamps  were  coming  into  view  and  then  t»iv° 
ing  place  to  othei-s  ;  all  these  shining  avenues  of  lights,  from 
my  shifting  point  of  view,  seeming  to  revolve  upon  a  com- 
mon centre,  while  the  thousand  lights  upon  the  hills  were  re- 
flected in  the  calm  water  of  the  Bay.  Gradually  a  feeling  of 
dread  crept  over  me  :  a  curtain  seemed  to  fall  over  the 
lights,  excluding  from  my  view  all  save  one,  a  bright  red 
lamp  upon  the  water  front— the  danger  signal  to  my  awaken- 
ing apprehensions.  I  turned  suddenly  and  saw  him  for  the 
first  time,  a  tall,  athletic  man,  hij  face  covered  with  a  long 
black  beard,  standing  near,  and  evidently  watching  me.  As 
I  turned  he  stepped  toward  me,  and  I  noticed  that  we  were 
alone  upon  the  afterdeck.  I  jumped  away  from  the  rail  and 
hastily  joined  the  crowd  at  the  bow  of  the  boat.  There  1 
laughed  at  my  foolish  fears,  and  looked  in  vain  for  the  fellow 
who  had  alarmed  me.  I  saw  him  no  more  that  night,  and  be- 
gan to  curse  my  cowardice,  for  there  was  nothing  at  all  re- 
markable in  the  circumstance  that  we  two  were  alone  uoon 
that  part  of  the  deck,  and  there  really  was  nothing  suspicious 
in  the  movement  he  made  toward  me.  However,  I  slept  but 
little  that  night,  and  felt  uneasy  for  several  days  afterward. 
This  apparently  trivial  incident  made  so  great  an  impression 
on  my  mind  that  I  bought  a  revolver,  carefully  loaded  it,  and 
carrie'd  it  always  with  me. 

For  some  weeks  I  saw  nothing  of  the  man,  and  although 
I  had  ceased  to  think  of  him,  I  continued  from  habit  to 
carry  the  pistol.  One  night  I  had  been  working  late  in  my 
office,  and  was  hurrying  down  California  Street  to  take  the 
last  boat  for  Oakland.  When  near  the  corner  of  Battery 
I  was  seized  as  before  with  the  same  feeling  of  terror,  and 
instinctively  my  hand  was  upon  my  revolver.  At  the  corner 
I  met  the  same  black-bearded  stranger  and  recognized  him 
irnmediately.  He  stopped  full  in  front  of  me,  and  extending 
his  arm  to  bar  the  way,  he  said:  "  My  friend,  do  you  know 
that  your  life  is  in  danger  on  these  streets  at  this  hour  of 
the  night  ?  " 

I  had  with  me  a  considerable  sum  of  money  that  had  been 
handed  to  me  in  the  evening,  and  which  in  my  hurry  I  had 
forgotten  to  deposit  in  the  safe. 

"  Yes,"  I  answered,  as  I  drew  and  presented  my  pistol,  "  I 
know  that,  and  am  prepared  to  defend  it." 

The  instant  he  saw  the  pistol  he  fled  up  Batterj'  Street 
and  disappeared.  Had  I  raised  an  alarm,  I  should  have 
been  detained  and  would  have  missed  the  last  boat,  which, 
indeed,  I  barely  succeeded  in  catching. 

I  did  not  mention  the  occurrence  to  any  one,  as  my  busi- 
ness often  obliged  me  to  remain  in  the  city  until  late  in  the 
evening,  and  if  my  family  knew  of  it  they  would  be  con- 
stantly alarmed  for  my  safety.  Something  told  me  that  I 
had  not  seen  the  last  of  the  man,  and  I  carefully  examined 
my  pistol  every  morning.  I  made  cautious  inquiries  at  the 
police  office,  but  nothing  was  there  known  of  such  a  person 
as  I  described.  I  became  nervous  and  excitable  from  con- 
stant apprehension  and  walked  nowhere  alone  at  night. 

Some  months  had  passed,  when  one  day,  feeling  that  a 
ramble  among  the  hills  would  do  me  good,  I  took  an  early 
boat  to  Saucelito,  and  strolled  for  several  hours  through  the 
canons  among  the  hills.  Again  that  nameless  terror  came 
upon  me,  and  I  was  hurrying  through  the  woods  along  a 
narrow  path  leading  to  the  road,  when  a  sudden  turn  brought 
me  face  to  face  with  the  tall  iinknown.  For  the  first  time  I 
saw  his  face  distinctly,  ii  was  an  intelligent  countenance, 
but  there  was  something  relentless  in  its  expression,  and  the 
eyes  looked  wild  and  cruel.  For  a  moment  I  stood  trans- 
fixed with  fear  and  amazement.  He  bent  his  piercing  eyes 
on  me  and  laughed  a  hollow,  mocking  laugh.  My  blood 
curdled. 

"Aha!"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  had  no  idea  of  taking  a  life 
^ver  here.  But  I  am  always  ready  for  business.  Excuse 
"me,  sir,"  he  continued,  with  a  fiendish  smile,  "  do  you  real- 
ize that  you  have  not  long  to  live  'i  "  As  he  spoke  he  thrust 
his  hand  into  his  breast  pocket. 

I  saw  that  I  had  a  madman  to  deal  with.  When  the  truth 
flashed  upon  me  1  recovered  my  coolness  and  self-posession 
in  a  moment.  My  only  chance  for  life  lay  in  getting  the  first 
fire. 

"  If  you  want  my  money,"  said  I,  at  the  same  time  carry- 
ing my  hand  to  my  pistol-pocket,  "here  it  is."  He  laughed 
again  that  cruel  laugh. 

"  I  don't  ask  for  any  money,  all  I  want  now  is  to  secure 
your  life." 

I  heard  something  snap  in  his  pocket.  Quick  as  thought 
I  whipped  out  my  pistol  and  fired.  He  fell  back  dead,  his 
hand  still  clutching  something  in  his  pocket.  I  withdrew 
his  hand,  and  was  horrified  to  find  that  it  grasped,  not  a  pis- 
tol, but  a  packet  of  papers. 

What  had  I  done .''  Had  I  made  a  mistake  ?  The  danger 
of  my  situation  burst  upon  me.  Were  I  discovered  upon  the 
ground  I  would  be  apprehended  and  charged  with  murder  ! 
Upon  the  impulse  of  the  moment  I  thrust  the  pistol  into  his 
hand  and  ran.  I  reached  the  road  unobserved,  and  got  to 
the  boat  in  safety. 

The  night  which  followed  was  one  of  terrible  anxiety  and 
apprehension.  I  knew  that  the  body  must  have  been  found 
before  dark,  as  the  path  was  much  used  by  workmen  on  their 
way  home  at  night.  Morning  and  the  newspaper  came  at 
last.  I  tore  open  the  paper,  and  this  was  the  first  paragraph 
that  caught  my  eye  : 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


"SUICIDE  AT  .SAUCELITO. 
"  Yestarday  afternoon  the  body  of  M.  P.  M.  Dodge  was  found  in  the 
woods  at  Saucelito.  He  had  shot  himself  through  ihe  brain,  and  the 
pistol  with  which  he  committed  the  act  was  still  firmly  clutched  in  his 
hand.  Disappointment  in  business  has  been  assigned  as  the  motive  for 
the  deed.  The  deceased  had  been  only  six  months  on  this  coast.  A 
packet  of  circulars  found  in  his  pocket  led  to  his  identification.  They 
bore  his  name  as  the  special  traveling  agent  of  the  Purely  Philanthropic 
Life  Insurance  Association.  The  company  have  lost  in  him  their  bold- 
est and  most  fearless  operator.     There  was  no  insurance  on  his  life. '' 

The  reading  of  that  paragraph  lifted  a  great  load  off  my 
mind.  I  had  slain  a  life  insurance  agent,  and  it  was  justifi- 
able homicide  after  all.  No  jury  would  find  a  different  ver- 
dict.    I  was  safe,  but  said  nothing. 

San  Francisco,  Nov.  22,  1S78.         Wm.  A.  L.vwsON. 


Affecting  Narration  of  the  Sausage-Eater  Consuming  his 
Son. —  The  Dog  that  went  to  Dinner  with  a  Snake,  and 
was  Surprised  at  the  Meat. — The  Man  that  Disembow- 
eled the  Boa  and  was  Devoured  by  the  Boa's  Dinner. — 
The  Joking  Vulture  and  the  facetious  Ophidian.—The 
Author's  Uncle  Edward  ventures  upon  a  Pleasantry, 
and  is  Sat  Upon. — Two  Fish  Stories  of  Great  Merit, 
and  many  other  Amasing  Matters  not  hitherto  Recorded. 
One  time  there  was  a  butcher,  and  Mister  Brily  he  is  a 
butcher  too,  and  his  boy  is  Jack  Brily,  the  wicked  sailer,  and 
thats  the  sort  of  thing  for  me,  hooray  for  a  life  onto  the  otion 
wafe  !     And  the  butcher  he  made  sossidges.  . 

One  day  a  liltle  boy  come  in  the  shop  wich  had  busted  a 
bras  button  off  his  jacket,  and  he  snapt  it  in  the  sossidge 
meat,  and  then  he  dassent  ask  for  it  out.  Nex  day  the  boys 
father  was  to  the  butchers  hous  to  dinner,  and  thay  had  sos- 
sidges, cos  the  butcher  he  kanew  the  boys  father  was  offle 
fond  of  em,  but  the  boys  father  he  got  the  bras  button  in  his 
mouth.  Then  he  tuke  it  out  and  looked  at  it  a  wile,  and 
then  he  sed  :  "  Xcuse  me,  but  were  did  you  git  the  pig  wich 
these  sossidges  is  made  out  of?" 
And  the  butcher  he  sed  :  "  I  disremember." 
And  the  man  wich  was  a  cryin  like  his  hart  was  busted  he 
sed  a  other  time  :  "  .Xcuse  me,  but  I  gess  you  got  the  rong 
pig  by  the  ear,  and  hav  chop  up  my  Charly." 

Then  the  butcher  was  a  stonish,  but  he  thot  the  man  had 
gon  crazy,  and  must  be  humerd,  so  he  sed,  the  butcher  did  : 
"  Thats  a  faek,  but  it  was  a  mistake,  and  if  you  dont  let  on 
He  giv  you  a  other  boy." 

Then  the  man  he  britend  up  and  sed  :  "  Xcuse  me,  but 
wile  we  took  it  over  I  gess  He  jest  hellup  mysef  to  a  other 
plate  of  thisn." 

My  Uncle  Ned,  wich  has  ben  in  Injy  and  evrywere,  he 
says  once  there  was  a  big  snake  in  a  sho,  and  the  sho  man 
he  put  a  dog  in  the  cage  for  the  snakes  dinner,  and  the  dog 
was  a  live.  The  dog  he  luked  at  the  snake  a  wile,  and  then 
he  went  and  smelt  it  with  his  nose,  like  it  was  a  posy,  and 
the  snake  it  lay  reel  stil,  but  wank  its  ey,  much  as  to  say  : 
"  Ime  a  mity  nice  nose  gay  wen  I  open  out." 

Then  the  dog  he  set  down  and  thot  a  other  wile,  and  then 
he  sed  :  "  Thats  the  biggest  sossidge  wich  I  have  ever  saw. 
I  like  sossidges,  but  I  dont  bleef  thisn  can  be  et  to  one  meal 
by  eny  dog  livin  ! " 

But  bime  by  he  was  et  his  own  self,  and  when  he  was  nice 
swoUered  the  snake  it  wank  its  eye  a  other  time,  much  as  to 
say  :  "  The  man  wich  invented  self-stufn  sossidges  wasent 
eny  frend  to  dogs." 

One  time  in  Injy  a  man  wich  was  in  the  woods  he  see  a 
offle  big  snake  wich  had  over  et  itsef  and  cudent  creep  it 
was  so  big  a  round  the  stumk  of  its  belly,  and  the  man  he 
sed  :  "  You  wicked  reptle  you  got  a  caf  in  their  ! " 

But  the  snake  it  jest  luked  up  out  of  its  eys  in  to  the  mans 
eys,  sollem,  like  sayn  :  "  Give  yoti  my  werd  of  onner,  hope 
to  die,  honest  Ingin  ! " 

But  the  man  he  sed  :  "  I  kanow  you,  you  wrascle,  cosyure 
the  same  feller,  I  gess,  wich  et  my  wagon,  there  isent  any 
use  tryin  for  to  be  a  farmer  wile  you  are  in  this  naberhood." 
So  the  man  he  kild  the  snake  and  cut  it  open  for  .to  let  the 
caf  out,  but  it  was  a  tiger,  and  it  et  the  man  up,  the  tiger 
did,  in  a  minnit,  and  Uncle  Ned  he  says  this  fable  teaches 
that  a  good  deed  is  sure  of  its  reward, 

iMy  father  he  said  :  "Johnny,  did  you  ever  hear  of  the 
man  wich  found  a  froze  snake  and  warmed  it  in  his  busom, 
and  wen  the  snake  got  nice  and  cumftable  it  bittim  ?  " 
And  I  sed  :  "  Yes,  evry  fool  has  herd  that." 
Then  my  father  he  sed  :  "  Wei,  Johnny,  the  goodnes  isent 
all  on  one  side,  cos  one  time  a  snake  found  a  man  wich  was 
cold,  and  the  snake  w^armed  the  man  in  its  busom  too." 

Then  I  sed  ;  "  Wot  did  the  man  do  wen  he  had  got  the 
chil  off  of  him.'" 
And  my  father  he  sed  :  "  Wei,  Johnny,  he  dijested." 
One  time  there  was  a  vulter,  and  vulters  dont  hav  enny 
fethers  on  their  necks,  and  there  was  a  rattle  snake,  and  the 
rattle  snake  it  sed  to  the  vulter :  "  You  better  pul  up  yure 
coller,  ole  man." 

But  the  vulter  it  sed  :  "You better  pul  down  the  skirts  of 
yure  skin,  cos  yure  bones  is  a  stickn  out." 

You  jest  ot  to  hear  Billy,  thats  my  brother,  play  the  bones 
like  he  was  a  nigger,  but  fiddle  strings  is  made  out  of  cats. 

One  morning  my  mother  she  sed :  "  Did  you  hear  that 
dredfle  cat  las  nite,  I  think  its  too  bad  that  cats  is  let  make 
such  noises  wen  fokes  wants  to  sleep." 

But  Uncle  Ked  he  spoke  up  and  sed  :  "  I  gess  if  you  was 
as  ful  of  fiddle  sitings  as  cats  is  you  wude  make  a  noise  in 
the  world  too,  mebby." 

Then  my  mother  she  sed :  "  Wy,  Edard  !  "  but  my  father 
he  la)'  down  his  knife  an  fork,  and  looked  a  wile  at  Uncle 
Ned,  and  then  he  put  on  his  spettacles  and  looked  a  other 
time,  and  Bildad,  thats  the  new  dog,  he  rose  up  his  hed  an 
took  a  look  hisself,  but  Mose,  wich  is  the  cat,  he  snook  under 
the  sofy  like  sayn,  "  Settle  it  yure  own  sellefs." 

Then  my  father  he  sed  :  "  Edard,  it  aint  ben  the  custom 
in  this  famly  for  to  be  a  end  man  in  a  nigger  minstel  pform- 
ance,  but  if  you  are  con  \'inced  that  the  famly  intrest  re- 
quires you  to  be  one  you  better  git  Johnny  for  10  rile  yure 
jokes,  cos  them  wich  Adam  rote  is  gittin  mitj'  shaky.'' 

Then  Bildad,  thats  ihe  new  dog,  lay  down  agin,  and  Mose, 
wich  is  the  cat,  lay  down  on  top  of  Bildad,  and  Uncle  Ned 
he  wisseled  to  hisself  but  dident  say  no  more. 

A  ephalent  had  went  to  a  river  fur  to  drink,  and  he  was  so 
dr\  he  put  his  trunk  way  down  deep  as  he  cude,  and  was 
wagglin  it  a  round  in  the  woler  dlited.  .\nd  there  was  too 
offle  big  fishes.  And  one  fish  it  said  to  the  othern,  one  did: 
"  Now  there  is  a  worm  wich  is  fit  for  to  set  before  a  king." 

And  the  other  fish  it  sed:  "  Yes,  and  you  beter  let  it  a  lone, 
or  you  will  be  set  before  one  yure  own  sellcf,  cos  1  bet  its  got 
a  hook  in  it  like  the  anker  of  a  3  decker," 

Jack  Brily  says  one  time  a  nigger  fel  of  a  ship,  and  the 
sailers  throde  him  a  rope,  wich  he  cot  by  the  end,  and  they 
was  a  hollin  him  a  board  when  a  shark  snapt  him  rite  in  2. 
And  jusl  then  a  .Suthern  planter,  wich  was  a  pasinger,  he 
come  on  deck,  an  luked  over,  and  seen  the  shark  do  it,  .ind 
he  was  excited,  and  he  hollered  to  the  sailers:  "He  has  look 
yure  hook,  boys,  he  has  took  yure  hook  !  Fetch  a  other  one 
quick  and  git  a  fresh  nigger  ! "  n 
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One  of  the  wealthiest,  most  successful,  clear-headed,  and 
honorable  of  our  great  mine  managers  asked  us  a  few  days 
Since  if  we  operated  in  stocks  ;  upon  being  informed  that 
we  did  not,  he  said :  "  Vou  are  wise,  you  can  sleep  nights ; 
for  you,  who  have  other  occupation,  who  can  by  no  possi- 
bility inform  yourself  of  the  true  condition  of  a  mine,  can 
have  no  part  in  its  management,  to  invest  in  it  is  gambling 
pure  and  simple."  The  working  of  mines  and  the  dealing 
in  mining  stocks  are  inseparably  connected,  and  from  the 
nature  of  things  must  be  so.  It  is  almost  as  nearly  correct 
10  say,  if  there  were  no  stock  transactions  there  would  be  no 
mines,  as  to  say,  if  there  were  no  mines  there  would  be  no 
stock  gambling.  The  two  things  will  go  together.  The 
Comstock  mines  have  built  the  Stock  Exchange  on  Pine 
Street;  the  Stock  Exchange  has  opened  the  Comstock  fis- 
sure, and  timbered  it  to  the  depth  of  twenty-two  hundred 
feet,  has  constructed  the  Sutro  tunnel,  and  has  developed  a 
system  of  engineering  more  remarkable  than  elsewhere  in 
the  world.  From  this  lode  (and  it  has  encouraged  the  de- 
velopment of  others)  hundreds  of  millions  of  minted  gold 
and  silver  coin  have  been  put  into  the  world's  circulation. 
The  whole  superstructure  of  the  State  of  Nevada  rests  upon 
Its  mmes.  San  Francisco  is  enriched  by  them,  and  the  greater 
part  ol  its  property  is  directly  attributable  to  them.  Out  of  the 
deep  silver  mining  of  the  Sierra  railroads  are  built,  farms 
are  occupied  and  cultivated,  manufactories  employed,  me- 
chanics, merchants,  and  an  army  of  laborers  furnished  occu- 
pation. It  is  natural  that  a  class  of  stock  and  mine  opera- 
tors should  grow  up  whose  only  business  it  is  to  deal  in 
these  properties.  Of  this  class,  one  subdivision  will  give  its 
especial  attention  to  the  working  of  the  mines,  and  another 
to  dealing  in  their  stocks.  It  is  as  unjust  to  say  that  stock 
dealing  is  dishonorable  as  that  mining  is  dishonorable  ;  the 
two  are  inseparable.  Out  of  this  business  comes  a  banking 
system  peculiar  to  it,  and  interwoven  with  it.  The  Bank  of 
California,  the  Nevada  Bank  of  San  Francisco,  and  to  a 
lesser  extent  private  banks  and  individuals,  have  loaned 
money  upon  stocks,  simply  because  certificates  of  mines 
having  value  are  natural  security  for  borrowing  money,  and 
are  easily  convertible.  Brokers  have  just  as  naturally  ad- 
vanced money  upon  stocks,  because  it  is  their  occupation  to 
deal  in  them.  All  of  this  is  recognized  in  older  communities 
as  a  natural  condition  of  things — effects  resulting  from  nat- 
ural causes. 

Stock  gambling  is  new  to  California  because  it  is  a  new 
State  ;  the  same  cause  would  have  produced  the  same  result 
in  any  other  country.  If  these  unexampled  discoveries  of 
mineral  wealth  had  been  made  in  England,  France,  or  Ger- 
many, there  would  have  been  much  greater  excitement  in 
London,  Paris,  or  Berlin.  The  people  of  California  are  un- 
doubtedly predisposed  to  gambling.  Our  State  was  settled 
by  daring  and  adventurous  spirits.  The  gambling  of  the 
early  days  disclosed  the  fact  that  we  all  loved  to  take  the 
chances  of  the  green  cloth.  We  are  not  quite  assured  that 
all  men  are  bom  sinners  ;  the  doctrine  of  total  depravity  is 
rot  hall  as  viell  assured  as  the  fact  that  all  men  are  bom 
gamblers.  Of  all  the  races  or  classes  we  know  the  Digger 
Indian  is  the  lowest,  and  we  have  seen  squaws,  bucks,  and 
papooses  gambling  ofT  their  grub  and  blankets  in  the  sage 
brush  of  Nevada.  The  purest,  best,  and  most  intellectual 
people  we  know  gamble  at  church  fairs.  The  sweetest  of 
females  play  poker  at  lunch  parties.  We  have  seen  it  from 
the  Prince  in  his  purple  to  the  peasant  in  his  blouse,  at  the 
Kursaals  in  Europe.  Our  preachers  and  judges  gamble  in 
stocks  ;  our  fashionable  clubs  are  fashionable  gambling  hells. 
Senators  choose  their  first  terms  by  the  toss  of  a  coin  ;  and 
good  and  perfect  as  we  know  ourselves  to  be,  we  have  felt 
the  tictde  of  desire  running  through  our  veins  as  we  have 
■   ".da  the  rising  tide  of  swelling  millions  surging  around 


us,  and  seen  our  friends  and  acquaintance  indulging  them- 
selves in  the  exuberance  of  paper  wealth.  When  the  tide 
runs  out,  and  we  see  upon  the  shore  the  dead  carcasses  of 
our  drowned  friends,  we  rejoice  that  we  did  not  venture,  and 
realize  the  fact  that  we  are  virtuous  from  cowardice,  and  not 
from  principle,  and  that  the  only  reason  we  do  not  gamble 
to  win  is  because  we  are  afraid  to  lose.  Let  us  then  take 
things  as  we  find  them  ;  let  us  make  the  best  of  conditions 
that  are  inevitable  ;  let  us  admit  that  we  have  a  stock-gam- 
bling class,  and  that  it  is  indispensable  to  us  ;  that  it  is  com- 
posed of  good  and  b.id  men  ;  of  honorable  and  dishonorable; 
that  its  results  are  of  mixed  good  and  evil.  But  in  the  name 
of  an  indulgent  Providence,  let  our  newspapers  cease  writing 
all  their  useless  homilies  upon  its  immorality,  all  their  angry 
vituperation  at  its  managers,  and  all  their  sorrowful  and 
hypocritical  sermons  at  the  presumed  calamities  that  result 
from  it  in  the  losses  to  innocent  people,  who  have  been  in- 
duced to  risk  their  mites,  and  crusts,  milk  bottles  and  sugar- 
teats,  in  this  seductive  business. 

The  mines  and  the  mining  operations  of  the  Sierra  are 
bringing  to  our  Stale  untold  millions  of  wealth  ;  not  only 
that  which  comes  in  dividends,  but  that  which  results  from 
distribution  to  laborers,  mechanics,  and  merchants.  The 
management  of  mines  is  not  what  it  ought  to  be,  is  not  as 
open  and  as  honest  as  it  ought  to  be  ;  and  this  is  an  addi- 
tional reason  why  people  who  are  neither  miners  nor  stock- 
jobbers should  not  invest  in  them.  The  hazard  of  the  mine 
is  increased  by  the  hazard  of  the  street ;  the  tricks  and  ma- 
nipulations of  trustees  are  among  the  chances  to  be  consid- 
ered in  the  venture  ;  lying  reports  of  humbug  experts,  false 
assays  of  paid  chemists — all  these  things  are  parts  of  the 
dangerous  machinery  that  should  warn  intelligent  business 
men  to  keep  away  from  the  game  they  "  do  not  understand.'' 
We  are  not  at  all  disposed,  either,  to  join  this  yelping  pack 
of  hungry  wolves  who,  having  gambled  and  lost,  unite  in  a 
howl  against  the  successful.  We  are  not  disposed  to  think 
that  the  class  represented  by  Squire  P.  Dewey,  or  by  those 
dealers  who  have  lost  their  money,  are  any  better  than  the 
men  who  have  won  it.  We  question  the  hypothesis,  that  if 
those  who  have  been  impoverished  by  stock  ventures  had 
become  millionaires  or  mine  managers,  they  would  have  been 
more  honest,  more  open,  more  generous  than  the  men  who 
have  succeeded.  To  become  jealous  of,  to  misrepresent  and 
lie  about,  the  victors  in  a  contest,  or  the  winners  in  a  game, 
is  a  part  of  humanity  and  is  a  proof  of  the  doctrine  of  total 
depravity.  When  this  game  of  stocks  was  first  begun,  we 
were  indignant  when  any  honest  man  or  woman  was  over- 
reached by  fraud,  or  any  innocent  person  was  seduced  by 
misrepresentations  to  the  loss  of  his  money.  We  saw  with 
deep  regret  that  this  great  swirling  maelstrom  of  stock  gam- 
bling was  drawing  into  its  vortex  the  gains  of  honest  labor, 
and  was  destroying  many  branches  of  legitimate  industry. 
But  this  has  now  been  going  on  for  twenty  y^ears  ;  we  have 
stood  upon  the  brink  of  this  seething  cauldron,  and  nearly 
all  of  us  have  tried  to  breast  its  dangerous  waters  ;  advent- 
urous ones  have  disappeared  and  never  more  been  seen  ;  su- 
icides have  gone  down  ;  families  in  it  have  wrecked  their 
domestic  peace  ;  as  into  the  opening  chasm  where  Mettus 
Curtius  cast  himself,  we  have  thrown  lives  and  properties, 
hopes  and  ambitions,  and  still  the  chasm  yawns.  Our  fount- 
ain of  sympathy  has  dried  up,  and  we  have  become  callous 
and  indifferent  to  the  fate  of  that  great  class  of  fools  and 
idiots  who  still  think  that,  with  their  little  brains  and  small 
accumulations,  they  can  outwit  and  overreach  the  subtle  in- 
tellects that  so  craftily  and  with  large  means  manipulate  the 
stock  market.  This  large  mob  of  seedy  and  brainless  idlers, 
who  herd  in  Leidesdorff  Alley  and  swarm  in  its  adjacent  cel- 
lars, have  no  place  in  our  sympathies.  This  throng  of  drag- 
gle-tailed and  unsexed  females,  who,  like  moths,  go  sailing 
around  the  fires  of  this  gambling  hell,  have  our  best  wishes 
that  they  may  tumble  in  and  be  burned.  The  man  of  mature 
intellect,  who  has  reached  the  age  of  twenty-one  years  and 
who  risks  and  loses  his  money  in  this  business,  has  no  right 
to  bruit  his  losses  in  the  public  ear.  The  leading  mine  man- 
agers, bankers,  stock  brokers,  and  heavy  operators  do  not 
desire  to  gather  this  school  of  little  fish  in  their  nets,  nor,  as 
a  rule,  do  they  ;  the  meshes  of  their  seines  are  too  large  to 
catch  this  small  fry.  Here  comes  in  the  petit  larceny  oper- 
ations of  the  curb-stone  broker,  confidential  points  from  the 
beer  cellar,  wild-cat  mines,  that  have  no  existence  save  in  the 
imagination  of  the  small  swindler  who  exploits  them,  and  no 
value.  It  is  from  this  class  that  come  up  the  howl  of  anger 
and  the  wail  of  agony  when  the  break  comes.  If  all  Leides- 
dorff  Street  could  have  been  taken  by  the  heels  and  shaken, 
when  Sierra  Nevada  was  $260  per  share,  there  would  not 
have  been  heard  the  jingle  of  silver  upon  its  pavement ;  and 
yet  when  the  market  breaks  it  is  in  Leidesdorff  Street  that 
the  banshee  howls  its  notes  of  wildest  despair.  It  is  among 
the  impecunious  loafers  of  Virginia  City  that  Mr.  Mackay  is 
in  peril  of  personal  violence,  restrained  by  the  honest  toilers 
of  the  Miners'  Union.  Those  who  have  everything  to  gain 
and  nothing  to  lose,  who  are  too  proud  to  work,  too  cowardly 
to  steal,  and  too  lazy  to  beg,  are  the  indignant  ones  who  turn 
their  mercenary  faces  to  the  Nevada  Bank  and  curse,  be- 
cause its  vaults  contain  money  that,  in  their  imaginations, 
they  ought  to  have  had  means  to  gamble  for  and  luck  to  win. 


We  have  passed  through  a  "deal"  the  wildest,  and  we 
believe  the  wickedest,  that  has  ever  been  put  up.  Under  the 
manipulations  of  an  unchristian  syndicate  the  whole  line  of 
the  Comstock  was  inflated  in  value.  A  pool  of  resolute  men 
were  to  hold  Sierra  Nevada  beyond  the  reach  of  the  bonanza 
kings  for  the  declared  purpose  of  giving  a  great  dividend- 
paying  mine  to  the  people.  The  wealth  of  this  bonanza  was 
to  be  distributed,  and  not  concentrated.  It  was  to  give  us 
the  harvest  of  a  new  crop  of  millionaires.  It  caught  the 
credulous,  and  it  caught  themselves.  Who  has  lost  or  who 
has  won,  it  is  as  impossible  as  it  is  unprofitable  to  conjecture. 
California  is  no  richer  and  no  poorer  than  it  was  before  this 
deal  began.  Some  money  has  changed  hands ;  some  coin 
that  was  in  Seligman's  bank  and  in  Glazier's  office  has  had  a 
winze  sunk  into  it,  been  crosscutted  and  mined  out,  and 
through  the  clearing-house  and  stock  exchange  gone  into 
somebody's  else  bank  or  broker's  shop.  The  lesson  is  a 
profitable  one,  and  it  is  simply  this  :  Let  this  mining  and 
stock  gambling  be  confined  to  the  class  which  makes  it  a 
business,  and  let  other  people  keep  out.  There  have  been 
fewer  innocent  victims  to  this  deal  than  to  any  other  ;  there 
will  be  fewer  in  the  next  than  this,  and  finally  the  disease 
will  cure  itself — will  regulate  itself;  mining  and  stock  oper- 
ating will  become  more  legitimate  ;  wild-cat  mining  and 
curb-stone  thieving  will  peter  out ;  there  will  be  a  class  and 
a  money  capital  that  will  operate  upon  the  bourse  ;  mines 
will  be  worked,  and  discovered,  and  developed  ;  mining  will 
continue  to  be,  what  it  now  is,  a  great  and  profitable  indus- 
try, enriching  the  coast,  encouraging  all  other  legitimate  en- 
terprises, and  itself  develop  an  extent  and  magnitude  of 
which  we  have  at  present  no  real  conception. 

There  never  was  a  silver  mine  that  gave  out.  The  Com- 
stock will  be  worked  for  a  thousand  generations,  and  wher- 
ever silver  has  been  found  upon  our  continent  it  will  con- 
tinue to  be  found.  Every  mine  that  has  ever  given  a  divi- 
dend, or  that  has  yielded  a  profit  over  its  working  cost,  is 
the  promise  of  a  continuing  mine,  and  is  evidence  of  other 
mines  in  that  vicinage.  The  mines  of  the  Ural  and  the 
Andes,  of  Hungary  and  Mexico,  still  exist;  the  mines  de- 
scribed by  Herodotus,  and  those  discovered  by  the  early 
Spaniards,  are  not  yet  exhausted.  Silver  mining  is,  and  will 
be,  a  question  of  engineering  and  machinery.  The  silver 
mines  of  this  coast  are  as  enduring  as  the  Sierra  Nevada, 
the  Sierra  Madre,  and  the  Cordilleras,  in  which  they  are 
found.  San  Francisco  is  the  capital  of  the  empire  in  which 
these  mines  exist.  Its  future  is  largely  involved  in  their 
working  and  development ;  its  growth  and  prosperity  to  a 
large  extent  depend  upon  their  success.  These  mines  are 
now  challenging  the  attention  of  the  world,  and  inviting  to 
our  coast  a  splendid  capital.  Regarding  mining  as  one  of  our 
greatest,  most  enduring,  and  profitable  industries,  we  should 
be  glad  to  see  mine  management  honorably  conducted ; 
should  be  glad  to  see  these  paroxysmal  "  deals  "  less  fre- 
quent, and  should  be  glad  if  our  business  community  and 
our  press  writers  would  take  a  somewhat  broader,  more 
comprehensive,  and  generous  view  of  the  whole  subject  than 
they  seem  to  do. 

Kearney  occasionally  scintillates  a  truth.  His  opposition 
to  the  railroad  does  not  blind  him  to  the  folly  and  crime  o 
providing  for  the  election  of  railroad  commissioners  to  con- 
trol fares  and  freights.  The  drayman  and  the  workingman 
has  the  sense  to  know  that  if  this  great  enterprise  is  placed 
under  the  control  of  a  political  commission  it  will  prevent  the 
extension  of  the  work  and  injure  the  State.  The  lawyers 
and  politicians  in  the  Convention  know  the  same  thing,  but 
lack  the  moral  courage  to  assert  an  unpopular  truth.  In 
this  respect  Howard  of  Los  Angeles,  Judge  Terry,  M.  M. 
Estee,  and  others,  might  profitably  learn  of  Kearney.  We 
have  but  little  patience  with  the  statesmanship  that,  setting 
itself  afloat  upon  a  chip,  sails  complacently  down  the  popular 
current,  and  swings  into  and  out  of  every  side  eddy  that  it 
encounters  as  breeze  or  wave  may  direct  it.  The  obstinate, 
wrong-headed,  pragmatical,  honest  ass  that  we  think  Kearney 
to  be  is  the  superior  of  all  such  statesmen  in  our  opinion. 

The  Hon.  George  Evans  avows  his  candidacy  for  the  Re- 
publican nomination  for  Governor,  admits  that  he  is  actively 
canvassing  for  the  same,  and  expresses  great  confidence  that 
he  will  win  the  leadership  of  the  ticket.  It  is  a  little  early 
in  the  race  to  name  the  victor,  because  all  the  entries  are  not 
yet  made,  and  we  can  not  help  thinking  that  it  would  be  bet- 
ter that  there  should  be  no  active  putting  up  of  delegates — 
that  the  members  of  the  Convention  should  come  together 
as  a  deliberative  and  not  a  packed  body.  This  manipulation 
of  conventions  is  the  curse  of  party  organization,  and  just  to 
the  extent  that  we  detest  Senator  Evans  or  anybody  else  en- 
deavoring to  forestall  public  opinion,  just  to  that  extent  we 
shall  cool  on  him.  There  are  several  gentleman  in  this  State 
who  have  a  right — a  better  right  than  .Senator  Evans — to  be 
considered  in  connection  with  the  office  of  Governor,  and 
they  ought  not  to  be  compelled  to  have  their  claims  advo- 
cated before  a  convention  packed  in  the  interest  of  Mr. 
George  Evans. 

Subscribers  to  the  Argonaut  have  one  cause  for  thanks- 
giving which  is  denied  to  "them  asses'  who  take  the  Bulletin: 
they  are  spared  the  reading  of  thanksgiving  sermons. 


THE      A  RGON  AU  T. 


AFTERMATH. 


Is  it  because  we  are  an  isolated  people,  and  outside  of  the 
active  world's  great  current  of  thought,  that  we  are  more 
narrow-minded,  more  jealous,  more  illiberal  than  other  com- 
munities ?  Or  are  we  misrepresented  by  a  press,  the  leading 
characteristics  of  which  are  illustrated  in  a  passionate  and 
vindictive  desire  to  tear  down,  misrepresent,  and  destroy  ev- 
erything that  in  other  countries  is  held  sacred  ?  We  are  now 
intending  to  refer  to  that  sensational  literature  of  the  daily 
press  that  claims  the  privilege  of  invading  domestic  circles 
and  opening  up  to  the  world's  gaze  every  incident  of  the  in- 
ner home  life,  and  violating  every  private  sanctity  that  in 
other  and  more  civilized  places  are  regarded  as  inviolate. 
The  newspaper  proprietor  that  instigates  his  hirelings  to 
prowl  around  private  houses  to  spy  out  the  weaknesses,  the 
follies,  or  the  crimes  of  persons  occupying  only  the  private 
station,  and  the  wretch  of  vulgar  birth  and  foul  tastes  that 
does  this  thing  for  hire — employer  and  employed — ought  to 
be  burned  alive.  The  moral  training  that  permits  this  thing 
allows  blackmailing,  and  will,  for  money,  suppress,  invent,  or 
publish  any  vile  scandal.  The  man  who  will  assault  and  kill 
the  one  who  maliciously  scandalizes  his  mother,  his  wife,  or 
his  sister  in  a  public  journal,  and  viciously  gives  currency  to 
some  devilish  tale,  should  stand  excused  and  be  justified  by 
that  higher  law  that  overrides  codes  and  governs  humanity. 


In  nearly  all  deliberative  bodies,  where  opportunity  is  of- 
fered for  the  exhibition  of  the  talents  of  statesmanship,  some 
prominent  person  is  developed  as  a  leader ;  there  arises 
some  Mirabeau,  who,  by  his  commanding  talents,  recognized 
genius,  and  oratorical  ability,  steps  to  the  front  as  the  War- 
wick of  counsel  and  the  Rupert  of  debate.  The  members  of 
cur  Constitutional  Convention  seem  to  be  all  upon  the  dead 
level  of  equality.  The  traditional  Irishman,  entering  the 
Convention  to  strike  with  his  shillalah  the  head  uplifted  to 
prominence,  would  be  embarrassed  where  to  deliver  his  first 
blow.  It  is  possible  that  the  great  intellects  are  reser\-ing 
themselves  for  a  final  effort,  but  so  far  the  turbid  stream  runs 
tranquil,  bearing  on  its  placid  bosom  sand-lot  agitators,  law- 
yers, orators,  and  statesmen.  As  James  MciW.  Shatter  and 
Dr.  O'Donnell  go  drifting  down  the  current,  the  doctor  may 
properly  exclaim  :  "  Behold,  how  we  apples  swim  !  "  We 
are  impatient  to  see  the  instrument  this  Convention  will  pro- 
duce. 


There  would  seem  to  be  a  peculiar  propriety  in  these  lighter 
and  less  formal  columns  of  the  ARGOX.A.tJT  containing  an 
occasional  obituary  notice,  but  as  no  one  of  the  staff  of  the 
paper  will  be  influenced  by  any  such  literary  and  business 
considerations  to  die  and  give  us  a  fair  chance  at  his  moral 
character  we  are  sometimes  compelled  to  say  complimentary 
things  of  dead  outsiders — even  of  those  who  have  thrown 
their  patronage  into  the  hands  of  rival  obituarists.  Shuffling 
and  dealing  our  exchanges  for  suitable  elegiac  verse  to  illu- 
mine this  column,we  find  the  following,  which  is  the  verj' thing 
required,  and  just  as  good  as  if  written  by  (or  of)  ourselves  : 

"I  arrived  to  see  you  layi.iff  dead 
On  your  low  and  lonely  bed  ; 
Go  your  soul  to  heaven's  cleft, 
Is  the  prayer  of  a  friend  bereft." 

We  hope  next  week  to  be  able  to  lay  before  our  readers 
the  reply  of  the  deceased,  and  that,  so  far  as  we  are  con- 
cerned, must  close  the  quarrel. 

Quite  by  accident  and  very  much  to  our  credit  we  have 
have  made  the  important  literary  discovery  that  Mr.  Loring 
-Pickering  is  7iot  the  author  of  the  current  obituary  poetr)'. 
It  affords  us  the  greater  satisfaction  to  correct  this  error  be- 
cause we  are,  to  some  extent,  responsible  for  it,  inasmuch  as 
we  are  the  only  human  beings  who  have  ever  said  he  was. 
The  real"  author  is  a  pale-eyed  young  salesman  or  clerk  in 
the  undertaking  establishment  of  Nathaniel  Gray.  Poeta, 
they  say,  nascitm;  non  fit,  but  this  bard  was  born  an  under- 
taker's clerk,  and  was  made  a  poet  by  the  exigencies  of  bus- 
iness. Bereaved  relatives  come  to  him  to  order  coffins,  car- 
riages, and  "  whatever  is  necessary."  To  his  lasting  honor 
be  it  said  he  does  not  himself  consider  rhymes  necessary, 
but  many  of  his  customers  do,  and  before  leaving  the  shop 
mention  the  matter  in  a  hesitating,  dubious  way,  and  if  not 
rudely  repelled — and  the  bard  is  a  man  of  politeness — they 
commonly  end  by  asking  him,  flat-footed,  to  make  some  po- 
etry about  the  dear  deceased.  He  complies,  and  he  is  right ; 
but  he  charges  it  in  the  bill  and  there  he  is  wrong.  The  ef- 
fort is  worth  the  money  to  him,  but  the  result  is  worth  noth- 
ing whatever  to  the  widow  and  orphans. 


The  proprietors  of  the  newspapers  of  this  town  are  hiring 
people  to  take  their  journals.  The  Chronicle  offers  premi- 
ums of  pianos,  buggies,  books,  marbles,  molasses  candy,  and 
chromos.  The  Call  gives  a  map — the  same  map,  appar- 
ently, that  the  subscribers  to  the  other  paper  would  not  take, 
and  sent  back  when  it  was  forwarded  to  them — an  occca- 
sional  shotgun,  sewing  machines,  and  cooking  stoves,  and  will 
send  a  man  to  put  up  a  lightning  rod.  The  Bulletin  pays 
coin.  None  of  them  seem  to  like  the  plan  of  making  their 
papers  so  good  that  people  will  take  them  for  nothing.  This 
desperate  expedient,  in  truth,  is  not  necessary ;  nor  is  the 


plan  of  briber^',  and  all  the  money,  furniture,  wagons,  and 
similar  kickshaws  paid  out  by  our  contemporaries  is  a  dead 
waste.  From  an  epitome  of  "newspaper  laws"  conspicu- 
ously displayed  in  the  columns  of  many  country  journals  we 
extract  the  following  :  "  i.  Any  person  who  takes  a  news- 
paper regularly,  from  the  post-office,  whether  directed  to 
his  name  or  another,  or  whether  he  has  subscribed  or  not,  is 
responsible  for  the  pay."  "  3.  The  courts  have  decided  that 
refusing  to  take  newspapers  and  periodicals  from  the  office, 
or  leaving  them  uncalled  for,  \%  prima  facie  evidence  of  in- 
tentional fraud."  Nothing  could  be  plainer  or  more  just ;  if 
you  want  a  man  to  take  your  newspaper  send  it  to  his  post- 
office.  If  he  takes  it  out  he  is  responsible  for  its  price  ;  if 
he  does  not  you  can  have  him  up  for  swindling  and  compel 
him  to  prove  his  innocence — and  that  is  the  plan  we  have 
adopted  ourselves. 

Senator  Perkins,  formerly  of  Butte,  now  a  merchant  of 
San  Francisco  and  member  of  the  shipping  house  of  Good- 
all,  Perkins  &  Co.,  is  prominently  and  most  properly  named 
in  connection  with  the  Republican  nomination  for  Governor. 
Senator  Perkins'  career  as  a  public  man  has  been,  so  far  as 
we  know,  a  most  useful  and  honorable  one  ;  his  name  in  bus- 
iness circles  is — so  far  as  we  know — above  the  shadow  of  re- 
proach. He  is  intelligent,  honorable,  capable,  and  a  thor- 
ough Republican  of  the  early  and  better  days  of  the  party. 


We  are  edified  and  enlightened  to  observe  our  Eastern 
exchanges  sternly  protesting  against  suicide  as  "  cowardly." 
We  fancy  we  have  heard  something  of  the  kind  before  from 
pious-minded  women,  brigadier-generals  of  Sunday-schools, 
comfortable  gentlemen,  and  philanthropists.  Whether  a 
suicide  is  a  coward  depends  altogether,  in  our  humble  judg- 
ment, on  his  view  of  the  life  he  leaves  behind  him.  If  he 
takes  the  religious  view  of  it — considers  it  a  duty  to  live — 
he  is  a  coward  if  he  abandons  his  post  because  "  the  fever 
called  living"  is  making  it  too  warm  for  him.  Believing  that 
his  Maker  made  him  for  a  purpose,  he  ought  to  lend  himself 
with  docility  and  fidelity  to  the  accomplishment  of  that  ob- 
ject, whatever  it  may  be.  But  it  happens  that  many  per- 
sons do  not  take  that  view  of  the  matter.  They  reason — 
and  very  honestly,  too ;  whether  correctly  is  another  thing 
— that  not  having  been  consulted  as  to  whether  they  would 
accept  life — as  it  was  thrust  on  them,  whether  they  would  or 
no — they  are  not  bound  by  any  contract,  express  or  implied, 
to  endare  its  evils  if  they  don't  wish.  From  their  point  of 
view  they  are  entirely  right,  and  when  they  elect  to*' step 
down  and  out "  the  real,  old,  original,  Simon  Pure,  and  only 
genuine  coward  is  the  fat  and  prosperous  peddler  of  liter- 
ary milk-and-morality  who  insults  them  above  ground  while 
the  manlier  worms  are  attacking  them  below. 


Senator  McCoppin,  in  answer  to  an  inquiry  by  us,  says  he 
desires  no  place  upon  the  next  Democratic  State  ticket.  We 
congratulate  the  Senator  for  his  prudence.  We  write  this 
in  kindness,  because  we  think  the  Democracy  will  be  beaten 
at  the  next  general  election.  We  wish  Senator  McCoppin 
a  better  fate  than  defeat,  to  whatever  place  he  may  as- 
pire. He  is  one  of  the  few  Democrats  for  whom  we  liave 
always  voted,  and  whom  we  regard  as  entirely  honorable 
and  entirely  competent  to  fill  any  position  of  trust  in  this 
State. 


In  Mr.  Bret  Harte's  last  story,  in  the  December  Scribner, 
he  introduces  a  character  whom  he  calls  Josh  Silsbee. 
Perhaps  it  is  not  quite  accurate  to  say  "  introduces  "  him,  for 
he  is,  in  fact,  comfortably  hanged  for  horse-stealing  and  out 
of  the  way  before  the  story  opens ;  but  indirectly  he  is  a 
rather  important  personage  in  the  story,  and  absorbs  a  large 
part  of  the  reader's  interest.  Now,  the  name  Josh  Silsbee 
is  an  unusual  one,  and  not  being  an  invention  could  hardly 
have  been  written  without  recalling  the  personality  of  the 
man  who  bore  it.  Who  then  is,  or  was,  Josh  Silsbee  .''  He 
was,  some  fifteen  or  twenty  years  ago,  a  well-known  come- 
dian. He  died — a  natural  death,  we  believe — in  San  Fran- 
cisco, and  was  buried  in  the  old  Verba  Buena  cemetery.  If 
he  was  a  horse-thief  we  never  heard  of  it,  on  the  contrary 
have  been  accustomed  to  hear  him  spoken  of  in  terms  of  the 
tenderest  respect  by  all  who  knew  him.  We  question  the 
taste  if  not  the  motive  of  Mr.  Harte  in  fastening  upon  this 
blameless  gentleman's  memory  an  immortality  of  shame. 
Are  there  not  plenty  of  John  Smiths  in  the  world  for  Mr. 
Harte's  purpose  ?  If  he  had  not  the  imagination  to  invent 
a  name  for  his  graceless  hero  he  might  have  laid  hands  on 
one  of  more  general  currency  and  wider  application  than 
that  of  poor  Josh  Silsbee. 


This  man  Silsbee,  by  the  way,  must  have  had  re- 
markable physical  endowments.  Many  years — we  forget 
the  number — after  he  was  buried,  and  when  the  bodies  were 
being  taken  up  from  the  cemetery  mentioned  to  make  room 
for  the  new  City  Hall,  his  casket  was  exposed,  when  it  was 
seen  through  the  glass  that  the  face  had  undergone  no  per- 
ceptible alteration — Josh  appeared  as  if  enjoying  a  comfort- 
able siesta  in  the  flesh,  when  in  all  fairness  he  ought  to  have 
been  but  a  pinch  of  dust.  These  instances  of  the  higher 
law  of  self-preservation  are,  however,  not  uncommon 
amongst  the  residents  of  our  cemeteries.    The  soil  of  Cali- 


fornia has  other  valuable  properties  besides  those  concerned 
in  the  expansion  of  cyclopean  squashes  and  the  prolonga- 
tion of  the  aspiring  oat. 

A  correspondent  sends  us  the  following  lines,  which  he 
elegantly  says  w-ere  "  thrown  off  in  a  hurry,  like  a  passen- 
ger's breakfast  from  an  Oregon  steamer  :" 

"A  friend,  who's  somewhat  of  a  fop, 
And  has  a  shallow  pale — 
Whose  head  not  ev'n  of  a  first  crop 
Of  ideas  bears  the  weight — 
Asked,  with  a  laugh : 
"What's  'Aftermath?'" 
"Gospel  truths,"  answered  I,  sudden  and  fierce; 
"  U pleasant  gospel  truths  floated  by  Bierce." 
"  Wnat  Gospel?"     "Mark.     Don't  it  strike  you  at  once? 
The  Gospel  that  comes  after  Matthew,  you  dunce  ! " 

Our  correspondent  must  have  "  throv.-n  off"  his  answer  as 
glibly  as  he  has  done  his  verses,  and  with  as  little  reflection, 
for  everybody,  we  hope,  knows  that  the  gospel  truths  of 
"  Aftermath "  represent  the  combined  brains  of  the  whole 
Argonaut  staff,  assisted  by  an  inspired  idiot  and  a  practic- 
ing maniac.  Their  wisdom  being  thus  assured  they  are  sent 
to  the  City  Prison,  where  their  morality  is  ""painted  in"  by 
the  oldest  offender — and  that  is  the  only  connection  the  gen- 
tleman named  by  our  correspondent  has  with  the  matter. 


The  following  are  a  few  of  the  reasons  (in  addition  to  those 
enumerated  by  the  Governor,  the  newspapers,  and  the  par- 
sons) why  we  were  all  so  thankful  on  Thursday  last ;  The  re- 
cent famine  which  destroyed  some  millions  of  lives  occurred 
in  China.  All  the  destructive  earthquakes  of  the  year  oc- 
curred in  South  America.  Of  the  many  thousands  of  peo- 
ple killed  in  battle  the  larger  part  were  Turks  and  Russians. 
It  is  Afghanistan  that  is  threatened  with  invasion.  There  is 
a  greater  business  depression,  and  more  suffering  amongst 
unemployed  workingmen,  in  England  than  here.  Most  of 
the  disasters  at  sea  have  occurred  to  foreign  ships.  It 
was  the  Scotch  whaling  fleet  that  didn't  get  any  blubber. 
The  yellow  fever  in  our  country  was  fatal  in  only  fifteen  thou- 
sand instances.  The  ravages  of  the  phylloxera  are  confined 
to  France,  and  it  is  in  India  that  twenty  thousand  lives  an- 
nually are  destroyed  by  tigers  and  serpents.  Truly,  Prov- 
idence has  had  a  fatherly  care  of  His  creatures. 


Our  good  friend  the  Bulletin  has  done  as  much  as  any  pa- 
per, probably,  to  show  the  workingmen  that  nothing  is  to  be 
gained  by  violence  and  bloodshed.  Peace  being  now  assured 
here,  it  is  generously  allaying  the  turbulent  elements  of  Eng- 
land. It  has  the  courage  to  assure  the  English  "  landed  aris- 
tocracy" that  they  will  have  to  face  a  general  reduction  of 
rents,  but  adds  that  if  they  "  could  realize  the  financial  truth 
that  the  lesser  rent  with  w'hich  they  must  evidently  be  con- 
t'ented  in  the  future  will  have  a  larger  purchasing  power 
than  formerly,  it  is  possible  that  no  great  resistance  would  be 
offered  to  the  march  of  financial  events."  That's  the  talk  ! 
— teach  the  dangerous  classes  the  rudiments  of  common 
sense  and  there  will  be  no  insurrection.  But  will  these  des- 
perate dukes  and  brawling  baronets,  hare-brained  gentlemen 
and  reckless  dowagers,  listen  to  the  voice  of  reason  ?  It's  a 
gloomy  outlook  for  life  and  property  in  England  if  they  do 
not. 


What  is  the  use  of  a  registration,  and  a  register,  and  a 
registrar  of  voters,  and  all  the  expensive  machinery  which 
these  imply  ?  The  elector  who  knows  his  rights,  and  know- 
ing dares  maintain,  can  exercise  the  highest  privilege  of 
American,  etc.,  whether  his  name  is  on  the  ward  poll  list  or 
not,  as  was  abundantly  shown,  the  other  day,  at  Green  River, 
Wyoming.  A  trapper  stepping  up  to  the  polls  to  exercise 
the  highest  pri\ — beg  pardon — had  his  vote  challenged  by  a 
zealous  by-stander  concerned  for  the  chastity  of  the  ballot- 
bo.x.  The  trapper  was  grieved,  but  not  disheartened.  The 
occurrence  did  not  make  him  despair  of  republican  institu- 
tions ;  it  did  not  cloud  his  faith  in  the  future  of  popular  gov- 
ernment on.  this  continent.  Undiscoaraged  by  the  domi- 
nance of  that  carping,  fault-finding  spirit  that  is  the  precur- 
sor of  monarchical  institutions,  he  did  not  sullenly  retire 
from  politics.  He  simply  turned  about  and  shot  the  inquisi- 
tive gentleman  dead  ;  and  a  reputation  of  doing  that  kind  of 
thing  would  enable  a  man  to  exercise  the  high — to  vote,  that 
is  to  say,  better  than  the  correctest  transcript  from  the  Great 
Register. 

Cremation  of  the  dead  has  been  legalized  in  Gotha.  We 
await  with  impatience  its  introduction  to  San  Francisco. 
We  have  never  been  much  given  to  attend  the  ordinary  bu- 
rials, but  we  have  a  large  circle  of  acquaintance  whom  we 
should  delight  to  see  burned,  and  if  the  custom  should  be 
adopted  here  it  would  give  us  a  new  pleasure  till  it  became 
our  turn  to  go,  and  then  we  should  furnish  pleasure  to  that 
large  class  that  does  not  like  us— -persons  whom  we  have 
scorched. 

Colonel  Bob  Ingersoll  is  evidently  intending  to  secure  the 
nomination  for  the  Presidency  if  it  can  be  done  by  conciliat- 
ing the  largest  class  of  our  voting  population — the  poets. 
He  declares  Robert  Burns  "the  second  poet  of  the  world," 
and  every  living  rhymer,  tranquilly  drawing  the  obv'ous  in- 
ference that  he  is  himself  the  first,  prays  for  a  blesii  -  ' 
the  Ingersolid  head  which  had  the  sagacity  to  d  r 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  COQUETTE  IN  CAMP, 


A  Story  without  a  Denouement. 


La  Honda  lies  on  the  road  from  Redwood  City  to  the 
coast.  Though  dismal  enough  when  the  gray  rainy  sky 
seems  to  settle  down  close  over  the  tops  of  the  trees,  and  the 
creek  becomes  swollen  and  ambitious  to  be  thought  a  river, 
it  has  a  cheerful,  busy  air  in  summer.  A  small  hotel,  a  sa- 
loon and  countr>'  store,  a  blacksmith  shop,  a  modern-built 
cottage  nestled  in  the  hill-distance  overlooking  the  beautiful 
San  Grcgorio  Caiion — this  is  all  one  sees  (following  the  road 
of  the  settlement. 

The  school-house  stands  apart  in  a  round-shouldered  field 
of  growing  grass,  and  is  closed  and  deserted  these  lovely 
June  days,  and  Mr.  Angeun,  the  school-master,  gone  no  one 
knows  where  for  his  vacation.  Hut  he  comes  back  unex- 
pectedly a  week  before  the  July  opening. 

"HIess  my  heart!"  exclaims  Mrs.  I'ayson,  whom  the 
sound  of  the  incoming  stage  has  brought  to  her  door,  "is  it 
you,  -Mr.  Angeun  .'  Why,  I've  got  in  a  lot  of  city  folks,  and 
have  put  some  into  your  room.  Hut  there's  a  lounge  in  the 
parlor  if  you  wouldn't  mind  for  a  night  or  two." 

Mrs.  Payson  has  no  fear  of  any  complaint  from  her  old 
boarder.  She  is  used  to  saying  that  he  is  never  so  contented 
as  when  he  is  putting  himself  out  for  somebody.  Indeed, 
though  a  school-teacher,  Mr,  .Xngeun  is  proof  against 
trilling  disturbances.  Still,  that  first  night  of  coming  home, 
he  was  glad  to  escape  from  the  echoing  and  re-echoing 
noises  of  the  new,  uncarpeted  house,  out  into  the  dark,  wel- 
come quiet  under  the  trees. 

This  man's  life  had  not  been  an  easy  one ;  but  thoughts 
of  his  early  toiling  and  struggling,  which  at  thirty-six  had 
made  him  seem  older  than  his  years,  were  present  to  him 
then,  chiefly  as  a  vague  disqualification  for  a  hope  which  lie 
hftd,  nevertheless,  cherished  until  now.  The  past  might 
have  been  overlooked  but  that  it  had  prevented  present  fru- 
ition. No  less  earnest  and  ambitious  than  other  men,  yet 
here  was  Angeun  a  poor  country  teacher  at  his  time  of  life, 
with  no  immediate  opening  into  anything  better. 

There  was  one  who  had  not  hesitated  to  make  him  feel  his 
humble  position.  He  remembered  her  light  laugh  and  light 
words  as  if  he  had  heard  them  yesterday,  and  yet  it  was  a 
week  of  yesterdays  since  she  had  said:  "Goodnight  and  good- 
bye, .Mr.  Angeun  ;  I  suppose  you  will  soon  be  going  back  to 
your  alphabet-blocks.  At  anv  rate,  I  am  off  for  a  pleasure- 
trip,  and  wont  be  home  after  this  evening."  Ah,  the  indif- 
ferent hand-touch,  the  saucy  smile  careless  of  wounding  1 

A  sensible  man,  Mr.  Angeun  knew  that  such  rctlections 
^!iould  be  treated  as  temptations,  and  after  that  night  he 
meant  to  have  done  with  them.  So  resolving,  he  rounded  a 
curve  in  his  path  and  saw  down  in  the  dark,  wooded  hollow 
off"  to  the  left  puffs  of  glowing  smoke  and  up-fiying  sparks. 

"Somebody  camped  there,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and 
turned  back  again  listlessly  the  way  he  !iad  come.  Bidding 
farewell  to  a  pleasant  dre.im  is  very  like  getting  up  from  a 
sick  bed  :  one  can  not  feel  an  immediate  interest  in  anything 
beyond  one's  self.  La  Honda — that  is,  man's  part  of  it,  the 
short  curve  of  glaring  wooden  buildings  and  hot  open  road 
before  them — has  its  own  way  of  enjoying  the  d:iy  which  was 
blessed  and  hallowed  so  long  ago.  All  through  the  sweet, 
sacred  hours  beings  made  a  "  little  lower  than  the  angels  " 
sit  on  a  certain  veranda  against  a  suggestive  background  of 
bottles  visible  through  a  doorway,  drinking,  smoking,  and 
spilling  by  turns.  The  farm  laborers  trudged  away  from 
such  meetings  with  pockets  as  light  as  their  wits  are  heavy, 
and  ihe  mill  hands  go  back  to  their  cabins  and  shingle- 
blocks  with  something  like  band-saws  buzzing  in  their  heads. 
But  what  then?  That's  belter  than  sermons  and  psalms 
after  a  week  of  weary  toil,  isn't  it  ? 

Mr.  Angeun,  having  a  contemplative,  quiet-loving  soul,  got 
himself  up  and  away  early  from  these  scenes  on  the  morning 
following  his  return.  He  who  loves  the  redwoods  knows, 
very  likely,  with  what  dewy  benedictions  the  Sabbath  de- 
scends to  brood  in  their  cathedral-like  shadows.  Sensitive 
to  these  gentle  influences,  Angeun  began  to  take  heart. 

"  Day  by  day  thoughts  of  her  will  be  growing  less  poign- 
ant," he  said  to  himself.  "  I  suppose  1  needed  the  trial  for 
some  wise  end." 

He  was  following  a  narrow  beaten  path  through  the  trees, 
and  just  then  he  came  suddenly  upon  two  white  tents,  out  of 
which  young  people  were  flocking  in  a  tumultuous  way  that 
reminded  him  of  little  chickens  leaving  the  spreading  wings 
of  their  mother.  For  fear  of  seeming  intrusive  he  beat  a 
h*sty  retreat,  and,  bearing  down  toward  the  creek,  he  passed 
an  open-air  kitchen  and  black  cook,  only  to  blunder  directly 
upon  as  pretty  a  sylvan  picture  as  one  could  well  wish  to  see. 

Just  before  him,  kneeling  on  the  low  bank  and  dipping 
their  bared,  white  arms  down  into  the  eddying  water,  were 
two  young  ladies  intent  on  their  morning  toilet.  Like  wild 
creatures  startled  in  their  native  haunts,  two  pairs  of  bright 
eyes  flashed  up  in  his  direction ;  and  one  face,  glittering  with 
gcmmy  drops,  brightened  instantly  in  recognition. 

"  Why,  as  I'm  aUve,"  cried  a  merrj'  voice,  "it  is  Mr.  An- 
geun ! "' 

And  as  Mr.  Angeun  was  alive,  it  was  the  verj*  girl  to  whom 
last  night  he  had  bade  an  eternal  farewell. 

"  What  an  unexpected  encounter !  '  she  said,  smiling.  "  Do 
wait  a  moment  until— Pauline,  where  have  you  put  the  towel? 
— I  want  to  shake  hands." 

Which  she  presently  did,  and  also  introduced  her  compan- 
ion, Miss  Pauline  Bayard- 

"  And  pray  what  is  my  old  friend  Mr.  Angeun  doing  at  La 
Honda?' 

"  My  work.  Miss  Menlcith.  Your  tents  are  within  sound 
of  my  school-bell :  you  see  I  have  come  back  to  my  alpha- 
bet-blocks." ^ 

He  would  have  been  more  than  mortal  had  he  forborne 
that  thrust.  Did  she  remember?  A  beautiful  color,  whose 
coming  and  going  no  art  can  simulate,  flushed  the  young  la- 
dy's cheeks.     But  she  tossed  up  her  chin  coquetiishly. 

"Since  we  have  met  again  so  happily,  Mr.  Angeun,  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  to  breakfast." 

Of  course  the  man  saw  his  danger,  and  courteously  de- 
clined.    He  did  nothing  of  the  sort ;  but  muttered  some- 
thing about  being  delighted— to  which  his  looks  gave  em- 
rhAiii— orTered  an  arm  to  each  wood-nymph,  and  walked 
:      ^  back  with  them  in  the  direction  of  the  camp.    Bare- 
..■■  \.  In  the  mild  morning  air,  thay  presently  clustered 


around  the  picturesquely  rude  table,  IVfr.  Angeun  close  by 
Miss  Menlcith's  side — nobody  knew  by  what  happy  accident. 
A  stray  sunbeam,  fallen  down  through  the  leaves  overhead, 
struck  out  a  bronze  gleam  along  the  waves  of  her  hair  ;  and 
then,  as  she  glanced  up  at  him  in  her  pretty,  mischievous 
way,  how  it  would  dart  into  her  eyes,  to  sparkle  and  spin  in 
them  as  it  might  ia  a  clear  bit  of  water — those  frank,  inno- 
cent eyes,  with  nothing  but  truth  in  their  depths  ! 

"Where  did  you  pick  up  his  acquaintance,  Leslie? "asked 
Grace  Harstow,as  they  talked  Mr.  Angeun  over, girl-fashion, 
upon  the  first  opportunity. 

"  You  needn't  laugh  ;  he's  a  right  good  old  fellow,''  an- 
swered Miss  Menleith  in  a  spirit  of  championship,  "and  de- 
serves better  luck  than  he's  had.  His  father  was  the  worst 
of  the  worst — a  drunken  creature,  hanging  like  a  millstone 
around  Mr.  Angeun's  neck.  The  eldest  son,  Mr.  Angeun, 
was  obliged  to  work  at  a  trade  to  support  his  mother  and 
brothers.  Reheved  of  these  cares,  he  went  on  struggling 
ever  so  long  before  he  could  afiford  a  year  or  two  schooling. 
We  were  at  the  L'niversity  together.  Funny,  wasn't  it,  for  a 
bearded  man  and  a  girl  like  me  to  be  class-mates  ?' 

"  Rather  pathetic,  i  should  say,  when  one  considers  what 
lay  back  of  it,"  exclaimed  Miss  Bayard. 

"Well,  we  both  gave  up  about  the  same  time.  I,  from 
disinclination  to  study,  and  he  to  earn  his  own  living" 

These  campers  made  quite  a  stir  in  the  neighborhood, 
dashing  hither  and  thither  on  horseback  or  in  their  gay  little 
wagons,  startling  quiet  folks  with  their  picturesque  costumes. 
Leslie  Menleith,  in  her  tall,  pointed  hat,  with  its  saucy  knot 
of  cardinal  ribbon,  her  short  velveteen  skirt  and  deep-tinted 
red  stockings,  was  not  the  least  conspicuous  and  admired. 

In  picnic-days  one's  heart  should  be  as  open  as  out-of-door 
life  to  all  unstudied  influence.  With  a  long  summer-week  of 
freedom  and  pleasure  before  one,  how  can  one  think  of  the 
to-morrow  of  conventionalities,  of  impossibilities?  Not  An- 
geun. 

Nor  Miss  Menleith,  apparently,  for  she  did  not  hesitate  to 
invite  the  insignificant  school-teacher  to  join  them  in  their 
rambles  and  excursions. 

There  was  this  in  Mr.  Anguen's  favor,  that,  setting  aside 
old  Mr.  Peitigrew  and  a  few  half-grown  brothers  whom  these 
saucy  girls  had  dubbed  "  ander-done  beaux,"  the  little  camp 
boasted  of  no  other  gentlemen.  Young  ladies  of  experience 
in  such  matters  will  bear  me  out  in  th  s;  that  if  a  masculine 
escort  has  any  value  in  town  the  country  will  double  or  treble 
it.  Why,  even  a  stupid  fellow,  if  he  has  a  pleasant  knack  of 
helping  one  over  a  fence  or  a  brook,  and  a  commendable 
zeal  for  the  fulfilling  of  feminine  whims,  may  come  to  be 
thought  almost  a  genius  at  a  distance  from  street  cars  and 
sidewalks. 

On  the  Fourth  of  July  evening.  La  Honda  had  its  open- 
air  dance.  The  platform  was  built  down  under  the  trees 
opposite  the  hotel,  and  hundreds  of  people  had  come  miles 
to  jostle  each  other  about  to  the  music  of  two  squeaking  fid- 
dles. All  day  long  dust-covered  wagons  had  been  bringing 
in  their  human  loads;  country  girls,  with  their  fresh,  cheer- 
ful faces,  and  bright,  simple  dresses;  and  women  from  mount- 
ain cabins  far  away,  so  queer,  so  uncouth,  that  one  might 
fancy  them  newly  fallen  down  from  some  burnt-out  star. 

The  little  store  did  a  brisk  trade  in  fire-works,  and  a 
brisker  in  fire-water;  and  by  dusk  the  merriment  was  loud 
and  wild. 

T'he  campers  had  turned  out  in  full  force  to  look  on  at  the 
unusual  scene,  made  weird  and  unearthly  by  the  lurid  light 
of  bonfires  glancing  against  the  sombre  shadows  of  the  trees, 
and  almost  putting  out  the  dull  steady  glow  of  the  Chinese 
lanterns  with  their  chrysalis  shape  and  butterfly  colors. 

Suddenly  Mrs.  Pettigrew  missed  Leslie  Menleith  from 
their  number. 

"  Wliere  is  she,  Pauline  ?"  she  inquired. 

"With  Mr.  Angeun,  I  presume,"  returned  Miss  Bayard, 
dryly. 

"That  girl  is  carrying  this  thing  too  far,"  growled  old 
Mrs.  Pettigrew.  "  She's  hooked  that  fellow  through  his 
gills  or  I  am  no  judge  of  signs.  Catch  me  acting  major- 
domo  to  a  pack  of  unconscionable  flirts  again  ! " 

"  Don't  put  me  in  the  list,  if  you  please,"  said  Pauline, 
sweetly. 

"  Why  ?  Because  you  have  found  no  susceptible  victim. 
You  girls  are  all  alike  !  But  let  me  tell  you  that  playing 
with  love  is  very  like  angling:  sport  at  one  end  of  the  line 
and  agony  at  the  other." 

Leslie  Menleith  was  in  Mr.  Angeun's  company;  more 
than  that  she  was  clinging  to  his  arm  with  a  confiding  air. 
Presently  a  rough-looking  man  approached  her. 

"  Do  come  and  hop  around  with  me,  Miss,"  said  he. 

"  The  young  lady  is  not  dancing,"  Angeun  hastened  to 
reply. 

"Thank  you!"  she  exclaimed  as  her  would-be  partner 
turned  away.  "What  an  odd  person!  I  do  believe  that 
some  of  these  queer  men  grow  from  acorns  out  in  the  woods. 
Did- you  ever  see  such  knotted  and  gnarled  hands?" 

"  it  is  hard  work  does  that,  r^iiss  Leslie,"  replied  Mr.  An- 
geun, gently. 

After  their  many  talks  and  walks  together  this  young  creat- 
ure had  led  him  to  expect  her  ready  sympathy.  These 
were  delightful  moments,  even,  when  he  utterly  forgot  the 
rough  beard  like  a  tuft  of  yellow  stubble  on  his  chin,  and  the 
days  of  the  years  that  separated  them  in  age  were  no  more 
to  him  than  to  the  green  flourishing  tree  the  dead  leaves  it 
sent  down  stream  in  a  past  season. 

"  You  life  is  not  so  hard  nov,-,"  Leslie  said,  softly. 

"  Not  so  hard.  Still  it  is  contracted  and  lonely.  When 
two  white  tents  I  know  of  have  taken  unto  themselves  wings 

"  Oh,  dear,  how  tiresomely  noisy  it  is  !"  interrupted  Miss 
Menleith.  _"  I  believe  I  am  getting  a  headache.  1  am  sure 
it  is  far  nicer  down  by  the  creek  yonder." 

It  was  nice.  The  sound  of  dance-music,  the  outbursts  of 
song,  were  subdued,  almost  poetic.  And  Miss  Menleith  and 
Angeun  walked  close  together.  A  thrice  happy  erening  for 
him  !     Never  had  Leslie  Menleith  been  so  gentle,  so  kind. 

Seeing  her  home  to  the  tents,  how  think  you  the  brook 
was  crossed  ?  Not  by  the  stepping-stones,  the  fallen  tree, 
nor  the  bridge  ;  for  in  the  dark  they  missed  all  three,  nor 
took  pains  to  find  them.  Hubert  Angeun  went  back  alone, 
fluttered  and  joyful 

Nobody  carried  Mrs.  Pettigrew  over  the  creek;  she 
tramped  across  by  way  of  the  bridge,  in  a  state  of  great  in- 
dignation. 


"  Look  here,  Leslie  Menleith,"  she  began  vigorously,  "  I 
wonder  what  you  think  of  yourself?  I  am  ashamed  of 
you — a  girl  engaged  this  three  months  to  be  married  !  I 
have  made  up  my  mind  that  if  you  don't  stop  flirting  with 
that  Angeun — you  understand  ;  Arthur  is  expected  down  on 
Saturday  ! " 

"  Don't  threaten,"  replied  Leslie  with  a  light  laugh.  "I 
assure  you  to-night  ends  that  nonsense.  It  has  been  terribly 
stupid  ! " 

On  Saturday  morning  Miss  Leslie  ^lenleith  and  her 
friends  were  all  perched  on  the  top  of  the  stage  when  Mr. 
Angeun  came  out  from  his  breakfast.  She  had  thrown  aside 
her  tall  Bohemian  felt,  and  wore  a  seaside  hat,  like  a  circle 
of  sunshine  lined  with  a  bit  of  the  sky,  and  so  large  that  it 
drooped  to  her  shoulders  like  the  sky  to  the  hills.  Mr.  An- 
geun thought  she  had  never  looked  so  modest  and  lovely. 
He  hastened  to  speak  to  her. 

"  We  are  otT  to  Pescadcro,"  she  said,  "  where  we  hope  to 
meet  some  of  our  party  and  bring  them  back  with  us  to- 
night." 

.Angeun  could  wait — yet  his  whole  soul  longed  for  his  next 
opportunity  to  see  Leslie  alone.  After  that  sweet,  thrilling 
moment  when,  lifting  her  over  the  shallow,  swift-flowing 
water,  her  head  had  been  on  his  shoulder,  how  could  he 
doubt.  He  did  not.  He  dared  love  her,  and  link  her  sweet 
name  in  his  dreams.     She  had  given  him  the  right. 

Dashing  through  the  canon,  thundering  over  the  bridges, 
swaying  as  it  hastily  rounds  the  curve,  rattling  up  the  slope, 
home  comes  the  stage  from  Pescadero,  crowded  outside  and 
inside  with  its  laughing,  joyous,  pleasure-seeking  freight. 
Golden  clouds  tinted  with  the  sunset  float  over  the  redwoods, 
and  shining  down  touch  the  bronze  hair  and  light  up  the 
laughing  face  of  Leslie  Menleith — for  she  has  taken  off  her 
broad  hat  and  lets  it  swing  on  her  arm. 

Mr.  Angeun  hastily  advances  to  lend  her  a  helping  hand. 
She  does  not  need  it.  A  young  gentleman  has  gallantly 
.sprung  from  his  place  beside  her  to  the  porch,  and  turns  to 
put  up  his  arms  :  "Come,  Leslie  I"  She  looks  down  into 
a  bright,  youthful,  handsome  face  ;  then  discovers  just  be- 
yond, Angeun's,  with  something  of  agitation  and  question  in 
it.  And  directly  she  is  down,  there  is  the  school-teacher  put- 
ting out  his  hand  and  trying  to  smile. 

"You  have  enjoyed  your  trip?"  he  asks  with  palpable 
over-interest. 

"  Oh,  delightful  !  "  she  replies,  with  one  of  her  coquettish 
head-tossings,  "for  Mr.  Arthur  Wilton  was  with  us."  Here 
she  gives  Angeun  a  cool  little  nod,  takes  Mr.  Arthur  Wil- 
ton's arm  and  marches  away. 

The  tall,  slim,  growing  trees  had  never  seemed  so  clearly 
to  have  their  one  potent  mission  of  Godward  pointing  as 
when  Angeun  took  refuge  that  night  in  their  darkness.  Songs 
floated  up  from  the  merry  camp-fire  down  in  the  hollow, 
but  the  man  would  neither  look  nor  listen  that  way.  On 
high  there  were  clear  fires,  that  glowed  and  sparkled  with 
sublime  meaning  because  of  the  quenching  of  a  poor  earthly 
flame.  E.  M.  Ludlum. 

San  Francisco,  November  20,  1878: 


Society  Women. 


There  are  moralists  of  a  certain  sort  thai  delight  to  speak 
censoriously  of  what  the  call  "society  women."  They  are 
called  "  worldly,"  devoted  to  dress  and  to  social  pleasures, 
and  it  is  not  unfreciuently  hinted  that  they  have  worn  off  the 
bloom  of  niodesty  that  is  the  great  charm  of  womanhood. 
They  are  nearly  always  represented  as  idle  and  given  up  to 
frivolity  and  fashion.  Now  this  is  often  a  vast  mistake.  In 
the  first  place  a  true  society  woman  cannot  be  indolent. 
There  is  a  vast  deal  of  hard  work  involved  in  keeping  a 
stylish  house  and  making  it  look  attractive.  Ladies  who  as- 
pire to  a  leading  position  in  society  have  a  truly  laborious 
life.  They  have  an  immense  amount  of  mere  duty-visiting 
to  do,  and  a  large  quantity  of  duty-receiving.  They  must  he 
thoughtful  of  everybody,  must  have  the  sort  of  knowledge 
and  tact  that  can  carry  incongruous  companies  over  awkward 
situations.  Not  only  must  a  society  woman  do  a  great  deal 
of  work,  but  she  must  have  a  certain  amount  of  natural  kind- 
liness. Winning  manners  are  rarely  artificial.  Those  traits 
which  make  a  woman  attractive  to  all  those  who  are  in  con- 
tact with  her  are  nine  times  out  of  ten  genuine.  This  is 
proven  by  the  fact  that  the  so-called  society  ladies  are  usually 
the  leaders  in  benevolent  enterprises  of  all  kinds.  The  ladies 
whose  natural  elements  appear  to  be  luxurious  drrawing- 
rooms  are  those  who  often  work  hardest  in  disinterested 
charities.  But  this  is  only  a  small  part  of  the  good  that  they 
do.  Their  kindest  deeds  are  those  that  the  world  knows 
nothing  of.  It  is  thus  that  certain  moralists  judge  them  so 
severely.  They  do  not  know  their  better  and  gentler  natures. 
These  censors  fix  their  attention  on  the  single  fact  that  soci- 
ety ladies  are  fond  of  company,  of  balls  and  dinner  parties, 
of  drives  in  the  park,  and  stalls  at  the  opera  ;  they  do  not 
know,  or  want  to  know,  that  they  are  also  often  the  most  de- 
voted mothers,  the  most  attentive  and  helpful  wives,  the 
most  faithful  friends,  and  not  unfrequently  the  most  conscien- 
tious Christians.  So  far  as  our  observation  has  extended, 
we  are  satisfied  that  society  ladies  do  a  great  deal  of  very 
hard  and  thankless  work,  and  give  up  a  great  deal  of  their 
time  to  make  others  happy  ;  and  in  effect  do  more  to  brighten 
the  pathway  through  this  vale  of  tears  than  many  of  the 
over-righteous  who  condemn  them. — Every  Saturday. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  December  1st,  1878. 

Mock  Turtle  Soup.' 

Fried  Skatt-s.     Masbed  Potatoe.*.. 

Broiled  Beefsteak. 

Asparagus.      Green  Peasr  • 

Roast  ^Ia!la^d  Ducks,  Currant  Jelly. 

French  Artichokes. 

Raspberries.       cc  Cream.     Fancy  Cakes. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Figs,  Apples,  Grapes,  Oranges  (in  sections),  and  Pears. 

To  Make  Mock  Tcktle  Soup. — Take  four  calf  \  feet ;  boil  in  three  pints  of 
water  until  verj-  tender ;  remove  tlic  meat  from  the  bones ;  strain  ihe  liquor ;  add 
one  pint  beef  gravy  and  two  glasses  madeira  or  claret  wine;  season  with  salt, 
cayenne  pepper,  allspice,  and  thinly  sliced  lemon.  Cut  some  of  the  pieces  of  the 
feet  in  small  squares  and  the  yolks  of  six  eggs;  also,  six  force-meat  balls.  Just 
before  serving  add  half  a  cup  of  butter  rubbed  in  a  little  flour,  just  enough  to 
thicken. 

If  too  troublesome  to  prepare  at  home,  you  may  purchase  at  Lebenbaum's  one 
can  of  mock  turtle  soup,  to  which  add  one  pint  of  beef  stock  and  the  above 
seasonings,  and  you  will  have  a  delicious  soup. 


The  highest  exercise  of  charity  is  charity  toward  the  un- 
charitable. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Jl 


INTAGLIOS. 


Church  in  a  Gtade. 
This  popiar-tree  shall  be  our  priest; 

An  incensed  air  around  is  shed ; 
The  fragrance  wafts  from  west  to  east 

Of  clover-fields  unharvested. 

Listen  !   no  music  wanteth  here  ; 

For  song  of  bird  or  hum  of  bee 
Carol  and  murmur  throuyh  the  clear 

Nave  of  the  wood's  immensity. 

And  down  the  laureled  ais'es,  a  path 
That  points  to  where  the  garden  lies, 

Shall  be  what  our  cathedral  hath 
To  lead  our  thoughts  to  Paradise, 

Who  catch,  as  in  their  sparkling  strife 
The  fountains  fall,  in  crescent  rings, 

Some  symbol  of  the  higher  1  fe 

'Ihat  reaches  into  heavenly  things. 

Wm.  M.  Hakdinge. 


Wie  der  Mond  sich  leuchtend  drangt. 

As  the  moon  through  clouds  that  darkle 
Flashes  forth  with  sudden  light. 

So  through  darkling  memories  nses 
On  my  soul  a  vision  bright. 

On  the  deck  we  all  were  seated, 
Gayly  down  the  Rhine  we  go. 

And  the  mcadowi,  green  with  summer, 
In  the  evening  sunshine  glow. 

At  a  lady's  feet  I  laid  me ; 

Fair  she  was  and  full  of  grace; 
Rosy  golden  gleams  of  sunshine 

Played  upon  her  sweet,  pale  face. 

Oh,  how  gay  we  were,  how  happy  ! 

Lute  and  voice  made  music  rare ; 
Bluer  grew  the  sky  ;   the  spirit 

beemed  as  it  were  winged  on  air. 

Hill  and  castle,  wood  and  meadow. 

Swept  along  in  faery  wise ; 
And  the  whole  scene,  1  beheld  it 

Alirrored  in  that  lady's  eyes.  Hein 


"  So  Wandl'  Ich  Wieder  Den  Alteu  Weg." 

So  again  I  am  pacing  the  well-known  streets, 
The  road  I  so  oft  have  taken  ; 

I  come  to  the  house  where  my  darling  dwelt — 
How  blank  it  looks  and  forsaken  ! 

The  streets  are  too  narrow,  they  shut  mc  in ! 

The  very  stones  of  them  scare  me ! 
The  houses  lall  on  my  head.     1  Hy 

As  fast  as  my  feel  can  bear  me.  Hein 


Barberries. 
In  scarlet  clusters  o'er  the  gray  slone-wall 
The  barberries  lean  in  ihin  Autumnal  air : 
Jost  when  the  fields  and  garden-plots  are  bare, 
And  ere  the  green  leaf  takes  the  tint  of  Fall, 
They  come  to  make  the  age  a  festival ! 

Along  the  road  for  miles  their  torches  flare — 
Ah,  if  your  deep-sea  coral  were  but  rare 
(The  damask  rose  might  envy  it  withal). 
What  bards  had  sung  your  praises  long  ago. 

Called  you  fine  names   in  honey-worded  books — 
The  rosy  tramps  of  turnpike  and  of  lane, 
September's  blushes,  Ceres"  lips  aglow. 

Little  Ked  Kiding-hoods,  for  your  sweet  looks — 
but  your  plebeian  beauty  is  in  vain. 

T.    B.    Al.DRlCH. 


Landscape. — Twiligrht. 

Gaunt  shadows  stretch  along  the  hill; 

Cold  clouds  drift  slowly  west ; 
Soft  flocks  of  vagrant  snow-Hakes  fill 

The  redwing's  empty  nest. 

By  sunken  reefs  the  hoarse  sea  roars ; 

Above  the  shelving  sands 
Like  skeletons  the  scyamores 

Uplift  thair  wasted  hatids. 

The  air  is  full  of  hints  of  grief, 

Strange  voices  touched  with  pain — 

The  pathos  of  the  falling  leaf 
And  rustling  of  the  rain. 

In  yonder  cottage  shines  a  light. 

Far-gleaming  like  a  gern  — 
Not  fairer  to  the  Rabbins'  sight 

Was  star  of  Bethlehem  ! 

T.  B.  Aldrich. 


At  the  Theatre. 

On  the  stage  an  acted  horror, 
A  king  crime-haunted  to  death; 

Around'  me  glitter  and  glare. 

And  fans  that  harry  an  air 

That  stifles  me  breath  by  breath  ; 

And  eyes  all  one  way  gazing 

On  the  magical  master-player, 
Whose  face,  chameleon-wise, 
Reflects  all  moods  that  arise — 

Craft,  crime,  and  credulous  prayer. 

I  gaze,  and  listen — but  sudden 

1  dream  in  midst  of  the  play; 
And  the  king  may  threaten  or  whine. 
It  seems  no  matter  of  mine — 

I  am  t^\'enty  miles  away. 

Down  in  a  mossy  dingle, 

Where  sinless,  a  stranger  to  pain, 
And  friend  to  all  winds  that  blow. 
And  hearing  the  fresh  herbs  grow, 

And  feehns  the  dew  or  the  rain, 

A  slight  wind-flower  is  hiding. 

Green-scarfed,  white-faced  as  the  snow ; 
The  young  year's  earliest  child, 
That  1  found  last  murn  growing  wild 

And  spoke  with,  and  left  it  to  grow. 

—spectator. 


Carcamon. 
His  steed  was  old,  his  armor  worn, 

And  he  was  old,  and  worn,  and  gray; 
The  light  that  lit  his  patient  eyes 

It  shone  from  far  away. 

Through  gay  Provence  he  journeyed  on  ; 

To  one  high  quest  his  life  was  true. 
And  so  they  called  him  Carcamon — 

The  Knight  who  secketh  the  world  through. 

A  pansy  blossomed  on  his  shield  ; 
"  A  token  'tis,"  the  people  say, 
"That  still  acrosTi  the  world's  wide  field 
He  seeks  la  dame  de  ses  pcnsees" 


To  scorn  the  promise  of  the  real  ; 

To  seek  and  seek  and  never  find ; 
Yet  cherish  still  the  fair  ideal-;- 

It  IS  thy  fate,  O  restless  mind  ! 

Henry  A.  Beers. 


Imperfection. 
When  comes  the  old,  silent  charm,  whose  tender  stress 

Has  many  a  moihei   potently  beguiled 
To  leave  her  rosier  children  and  caress 

Ihe  white  bruw  of  the  frail,  misshapen  child? 

Ah,  whence  the  mightier  charm  that,  age  by  age, 
Has  lured  su  many  a  man  through  spells  unknown. 

To  serve  for  years,  in  reverent  vassalage, 
A  beauteous  bosom  with  a  heart  of  stone ! 

Edgar  Fawcbtt. 


THE    FORMAL  FATHER. 

Mr.  Alfred  Ethelridge  is  bashful ;  he  does  not  deny 
it.  He  wishes  lie  wasn't,  sometimes.  But  wishing 
doesn't  seem  to  help  his  case  much.  Every  body  in 
Burlington  likes  him,  except  the  father  of  a  young 
lady  out  on  Pond  street.  With  an  instinctive  knowl- 
edge of  this  old  gentleman's  feelings.  Alfred  had  for- 
borne to  aggravate  them,  and  kept  out  of  tiie  father's 
way  as  much  as  possible,  atoning  for  this  apparent 
neglect  by  seeing  the  daughter  twice  as  often.  The 
other  afternoon  Alfred  went  up  the  steps  and  rang 
the  bell.     The  door  opened,  and — 

Papa  stood  glaring  at  him,  looking  a  thousand 
things  and  saymg  nothing. 

Alfred  Ethelridge  had  never  felt  quite  so  lost  for 
language  in  his  life.  Presently  he  stood  on  one  foot 
and  remarked  : 

"  Good  afternoon  ! " 

"  Goofinooh,''  grunted  papa,  which  is,  by  interpre- 
tation, also  good  afternoon. 

"  Is-ah-is-er-er-Miss  Lollipop — is  your  daughter 
at  home?"  asked  Alfred,  standing  on  the  other  foot. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  papa,  rather  more  shortly  than 
Alfred  thought  was  absolutely,  necessary.  Then  no- 
body said  anything  for  a  long  time.  Presently  Alfred 
Ethelridge  stood  on  both  feet  and  asked  : 

"  Is  she  in?" 

"  Yes.  sir,"  said  papa,  not  budging  a  step  from  his 
position  in  the  door,  and  looking  as  though  he  was 
dealing  with  a  book-agent  instead  of  one  'of  the  nicest 
young  men  in  Burlington.  Then  Alfred  Ethelridge 
stood  on  the  right  foot  and  said  : 

"  Does  she — can  she  receive  company?" 

"Yes,  sir."  papa  said,  savagely,  not  at  all  melted 
by  the  plcadmg  intonation  of  Alfred's  voice,  which 
everybody  else  thought  was  so  irres  stibly  sweet. 
Then  Alfred  Ethelridge  stood  on  his  Itft  foot  and 
said  :  / 

"  Is  she  at  home?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  papa  said,  kind  of  coldly. 

Alfred  Ethelridge  looked  down  the  street  and 
sighed,  theii  he  looked  up  at  papa  and  shivered. 
Then  he  stood  on  the  right  foot  and  said  : 

"  Is  she  in?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  papa  said,  grimly,  and  never  taking  his 
eyes  off  the  young  man's  uneasy  face. 

Alfred  Ethelridge  sighed  ^nd  looked  up  the  street ; 
then  he  stood  on  his  left  foot  and  looked  at  papa's 
knees,  and  said,  timidly  and  in  tremulous  tones  : 

"  Can  she  see  me?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  papa  said,  but  he  never  moved,  and  h'e 
never  looked  pleasant.  He  only  stood  still  and  re- 
peated a  second  lime  :  "  Yes,  sir." 

Afred  Ethelridge  began  to  feel  ill.  He  looked  up 
and  down  the  street,  and  finally  pinned  his  wander- 
ing gaze  to  the  bald  spot  on  the  top  of  papa's  head  ; 
then  he  said  : 

"  Will  you  please  tell  her  that  Mr.  Alfred  Ethel- 
ridge called  ? " 

■'  Yes,  sir,"  said  papa,  and  he  didn't  say  any  more. 
And  somehow  or  other  Alfred  Ethelridge  kind  of  sort 
of  got  down  oft'  the  porch  and  went  kind  of  out  of 
the  gate  like.  He  discontinued  his  visits  there,  and 
explained  to  a  friend  that  the  old  man  didn't  say  any- 
thing that  wasn't  all  right  and  cordial  enough,  but 
the  manner  of  him  was  rather  formal, 

R.  Bltrdktte. 


The  Last  Fly. 


The  last  fly  is  hovering  on  the  verge  of  the  grave. 
Gone  to  him  are  the  joys  of  gladsome  summer  time, 
the  sweets  of  the  noonday  meal,  the  morning  ditto, 
the  evening  likewise.  He  is  all  doubled  up  with  pleu- 
risy. Faded  and  gone  are  the  friends  of  his  youth, 
and  the  sad  sounds  that  echo  and  reecho  through  the 
forsaken  galleries  of  his  memory  are  fraught  with  dis- 
mal melancholy.  Some  of  them  have  fallen  before 
the  fury  of  the  irate  housewife ;  many  have  found  rest- 
ing places  in  the  butter,  the  sauce,  the  cup  of  tea  ; 
while  hosts  have  dropped  with  the  cold,  cold  frosts. 
And  the  last  fly  ponders  reflectively  upon  the  bright 
and  happy  days  now  lang  syne.  He  sees  himself  a 
sportive  youngster,  careless  of  the  frown  of  elders. 
frolicking  in  the  warm  sunlight,  with  no  thought  of 
the  future.  He  beholds  himself,  a  little  older,  a  little 
more  sedate,  laying  sharp  plans  for  his  meals  ;  he  re- 
flects upon  his  numerous  escapes  from  the  treacher- 
ous butter,  the  deceitful  pan  ot  milk,  the  deadly  cup 
of  tea,  aiid,  worst  of  all,  the  murderous  sticky  paper 
and  the  destructive  red-faced  woman  with  a  towel. 
A  dreadful  paia  in  his  side  makes  him  stop  for  breath. 
Oh,  what  a  blessed  thing  is  memory!  Oh,  the  de- 
lightful scenes  of  bygo»e  happy  hours  it  treasures  in 
his  mind.  Oh,  how  he  dwells  upon  the  gay  sunshine 
of  summertime,  the  warm  breezes,  the  fragfant  flow- 
ers. Oh,  how  he — oh,  what  a  dreadful  twinge  of 
rheumatism,  driving  him  nearly  wild.  And  it  is  all 
past  now.  The  last  fly  draws  his  fore  leg  sadly  across 
his  eves,  wiping  away  the  tmbidden  tear.  There  is  no 
friend  near  to  receive  a  dying  message,  to  minister  a 
word  of  comfort  to  a  soul  hovering  on  the  brink  of 
the  dark,  undefinable.  A  feeling  of  faintness  comes 
over  him,  a  dark  film  gathers  before  his  sight  ;  his 
legs  grow  weak — he  totters  wildly.  W^hoop  !  bang! 
The  last  fly  is  a  brilliant  decoration  on  the  wall. 


Here  is  something  about  the  wines  which  we  do  not 
get  as  the  restaurants  and  hotelj.  Lachrym^e  Chrisli 
is  sipped  by  travelers  at  Naples,  but  few  flasks  find 
their  way  far  from  their  native  slopes  of  Vesuvius. 
The  white  wine  of  jUrancon,  sacred  to  the  memory 
of  the  kings  of  Navarre,  and  always  loved  by  Henry 
the  Fourth  of  France,  can  not  be  bought.  Every 
drop  is  bespoken  years  before  by  far-sighted  Legiti- 
mist consumers.  It  is  hard,  even  at  Vienna  or  Pres- 
burg.  to  buy  one  of  those  quaint  bottles  of  white 
glass  and  biilbous  shape  that  holds  an  imperial  pint 
of  imperial  Tokay.  It  is  dearer,  bulk  for  bulk,  tlian 
any  wine  in  the  world.  It  is  almost  as  strong  as 
French  brandy,  almost  as  substantial  as  syrup,  and 
is.  in  fact,  only  a  superior  raisin  wine,  luscious  and 
cloying.  But  it  is  a  Porphyrogenite.  born  to  gran- 
deur. Those  who  grow  the  grapes  are  princes. 
whose  Hungarian  territories  are  administered  by  pre- 
fects and  councils,  and  those  who  buy  the  wonderful 
wines  are  kings  and  kaisers,  whose  august  demands 
leave  only  a  handful  of  flasks  to  be  scrambled  for 
by  the  outside  public  So,  in  a  less  degree,  with 
Prince  Meiiernich's  Cabinet  Johannisberg,  monarch 
of  Rhine  wines,  the  best  of  which  scorns  to  lind  pur- 
chasers not  commemorated  in  the  "Almanac  de 
Golha,''  but  pseudo  specimens  of  which,  at  about 
eight  dollars  a  bottle,  are  to  be  had  at  Rhineland 
hotels  and  Paris  restaurants,  in  quantities  that  would 
make  a  thoughtful  man  marvel  at  the  fertility  of  the 
few  stony  acres  of  the  historical  vineyard. 

A  pretty  girl  down  East  is  a  "  mind  reader."  She 
said  to  a  bashful  beau  the  other  night :  "  Ha  1  I  be- 
lieve you  are  going  to  kiss  me  t "    She  was  right. 


A  CURE   FOR  SLANDER. 

The  following  very  homely  but  singularly  instruct- 
ive lesson  is  by  St.  Philip  Ncri  :  A  lady  presented 
herself  to  him  one  day,  accusing  herself  of  being  given 
to  slander.  "  Do  you  frequently  fall  into  this  fault?" 
inquired  the  saint.  "  Yes,  father,  very  often,"  replied 
the  penitent.  "  My  detir  child."  said  the  saint,  "  your 
fault  is  great,  but  Mercy  is  still  greater.  For  your 
penance,  do  as  follows  :  Uo  to  the  nearest  market, 
purchase  a  chicken  just  killed  and  well  covered  with 
leathers  ;  you  will  then  walk  to  a  certain  distance, 
plucking  the  bird  as  you  go  along;  yourwalk  finished, 
you  will  return  to  me."  Great  was  the  astonishment 
of  the  lady  in  rcc'^ving  so  strange  a  penance  ;  but, 
silencing  all  human  reasoning,  she  replied:  "I  will 
obey,  father ;  I  will  obey. "  Accordingly,  she  repaired 
to  the  market,  bought  the  fowl,  and  set  out  on  her 
journey,  plucking  it  as  she  went  along,  as  she  had 
been  ordered.  In  a  short  time  she  returned  anxious 
to  tell  of  her  exactness  in  accomplishing  her  penance, 
and  desirous  to  receive  some  explanation  of  one  so 
singular.  "Ah,''  said  the  saint,  "you  have  been  very 
faithful  to  the  first  p.irt  of  my  orders  ;  now  do  the 
second  part,  and  you  will  be  cured.  Retrace  your 
steps,  pass  through  all  the  places  you  have  already 
traversed,  and  gather  up.  one  by  one,  all  the  feathers 
you  have  scattered."  "But,  father,''  exclaimed  the 
poor  woman,  "that  is  impos»ible.  I  cast  the  feathers 
carelessly  on  every  side  ;  the  wind  carried  them  indif- 
ferent  directions  ;  how  can  I  now  recover  them  ? " 
"Well,  my  child.'' replied  the  saint,  "so  it  is  with 
your  words  of  slander.  Like  the  feathers  which  the 
wind  has  scattered,  they  have  been  wafted  in  many 
directions  ;  call  them  back  if  you  c;m,  Go,  and  sin 
no  more."  History  does  not  tell  if  the  lady  was  con- 
verted, but  it  is  probable.  It  required  a  saint  to  give 
the  lesson  ;  one  would  be  a  tool  not  to  profit  by  it. 


Adoring  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

An  Enghsh  gentleman,  who  has  lately  traveled  in 
Palestine,  recently  gave  a  description  of  the  curious 
scenes  that  are  enacted  in  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre,  He  said  when  you  first  entered  the  church 
you  would  be  surprised  to  see  a  party  of  soldiers  with 
their  swords  by  their  sides,  and  their  guns  stacked 
within  reach.  It  seemed  a  sacrilege  in  such  a  holy 
place,  and  struck  one  rather  unplensantly  ;  but  he 
soon  found  out  the  necessity  for  it.  According  to  the 
laws  of  the  country,  every  sect  is  allowed  to  worship 
there,  and  as  it  is  considered  equally  sacred  both  by 
Christians  and  Mahommedans,  all  wish  a  time  for 
their  mode  of  worship. 

The  law  allows  them  an  hour  each.  They  com- 
mence at  six  in  the  morning.  At  that  hour  those 
who  have  the  first  privilege  enter,  bringing  with  them 
whatever  is  necessary  to  conduct  the  r  particular 
religious  rites.  They  go  through  their  prayers  and 
chants,  and  all  is  very  quiet  till  about  a  quarter  to 
seven,  when  those  who  have  the  privilege  of  the  next 
hour  begin  to  arrive. 

At  first  alt  is  decorum,  but  presently  the  new  com- 
ers begin  to  hiss  and  mock.  As  their  numbers  in- 
crease, and  they  become  stronger,  they  push  and 
crowd,  and  as  the  time  lessens  they  get  more  and 
more  bold.  A  few  minutes  before  seven  they  pro- 
ceed to  more  forcible  demonstrations.  They  think  if 
they  can  clear  out  these  blasphemers  a  few  minutes 
before  the  time  they  have  done  so  much  good  work, 
while  the  worshiper,  on  the  other  hand,  think  if  they 
can  keep  possession  a  few  minutes  after  the  time  they 
have  doQC  an  equally  good  work. 

As  some  of  the  sects  use  torches,  wax  candles, 
staves,  or  crooks,  in  their  worship,  they  proceed  to 
use  them  as  weapons  of  offense  or  defense,  and  a  free 
fight  ensues.  Then  come  in  the  soldiers,  who  sepa- 
rate the  combatants  by  filing  in  between  them,  turn- 
ing out  those  whose  hour  is  up,  and  leaving  the  place 
in  the  possession  of  the  last  comers.  If  blood  is 
shed  the  church  is  closed  for  the  day.  Such  scenes 
are  occurring  all  day  long,  and  the  presence  of  sol- 
diers is  absolutely  necessary. 


A  farmer  in  a  village  near  Frankenburg,  Austria, 
whose  cabbage  garden  suffered  greatly  from  the  de- 
predations of  hares,  hit  on  a  plan  of  revenging  him- 
self, without  transgressing  the  law  by  either  shooting 
or  catching  the  thieves.  He  cleared  the  garden  of  all 
cabbages  but  one,  in  which  he  made  a  hole  and  filled 
it  with  snuff.  Round  the  cabbage  he  placed  a  num- 
ber of  stones  to  facilitate  operations.  In  due  time  a 
number  of  hares  appeared  on  the  scene  and  addressed 
themselves  to  the  hocussed  cabbage,  the  contents  of 
which  soon  had  the  effect  of  making  them  sneeze 
frightfully,  knocking  their  heads  against  the  stones. 

A  wag  being  invited  to  a  little  dinner  given  by  a 
stingy  but  pious  old  gentleman,  on  being  asked  to  say 
grace,  looked  meaningly  around  the  meagre  board 
and  muttered  ;  "  For  what  we  are  about  to  receive 
make  us  correspondingly  thankful."  The  stingy  host 
took  the  hint,  and  more  than  one  kind  of  wine  graced 
the  board. 


The  willow  which  bends  to  the  tempest  often  es- 
capes belter  than  the  oak,  which  resi.'^ts  it;  and  so,  in 
great  calamilfes,  it  sometimes  happens  that  light  and 
frivolotts  spirits  recover  their  elasticity  and  presence 
of  mind  sooner  than  those  of  a  loftier  character. — 
Walter  Scott. 


"Mother,  what  is  an  angel?"  "An  angel? 
Well,  an  angel  is  a  child  that  flies."  "  But,  mother, 
why  does  papa  always  call  my  governess  an  angel?" 
"Well.''  explained  the  mother,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  ' '  she  is  going  to  fly  immediately.'' 


Jonathan — "There's  a  sleigh,  I  guess."  John 
Bull — "  You  shouldn't  say  I  guess,  you  know."  Jon- 
atlian — Bat  yuu  say,  you  know,  I  guess."  yohn  Bull 
— "  But  if  I  say  you  know,  you  say  I  guess,  you  know, 
but  I  don't  say  you  know,  you  know." 

' '  Do  you  say  your  prayers  regularly  every  night  and 
morning?"  asked  a  sympathetic  lady  of  a  little  shoe- 
black, to  whom  she  had  just  given  a  trifle.  "  I  alluz 
sez  'um  at  night,  mum,  but  any  smart  boy  can  take 
care  of  hisself  in  the  daylime." 

A  timid  Bostonian  has  married  a  young  lady  whose 
weight  verges  closely  upon  two  hundred  pounds. 
"  iiy  dear,'*  says  he  to  her,  "shall  I  help  you  over 
the  fence?''  "No,"'  says  she  to  him,  "help  the 
fence." 


Brother  Beecher  now  says  that  the  ten  commnnd- 
menls  belong  to  a  barbaric  age.  Suppose  they  do  ; 
is  that  the  reason  why  he  should  go  about  picking  out 
the  easiest  ones  to  break? 


TO-DAY, 

OUR  GREAT 

CHRISTMAS 

OPENING. 

THE    FINEST  EXHIEITION  OF 

HOLIDAY  GOODS 

Ever  shown  in  the  city,  comprising  everj'thing  new  in  Holi- 
day Eook.s,  Stationer^',  Russia  Goods,  etc., 
etc.,  can  now  be  seen  at 

MGROIT'S 

721  Market  St.  S.P 
OPEN     EVENINGS. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University'  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  ii 
A.  M,  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  ii  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  oflice. 


A 


SK  FOR   THEM  IN   THE  LEAD- 

ing  Carpet  Stores.     Manufactured  by 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO., 

38  Gearj'  Street. 


CALIFORNIA 


My  family  use  California  Root  Tea,  and 
find  it  the  best  and  cheapest  medicinal  prep- 
aration they  have  ever  had.  It  is  a  natural 
remedy,  not  a  nostrum. 


PATTERNS-DEC.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

No.  24  Post  Street, 

KAN'  FRAN'CIGCO,  CAL. 

Opposite  Meohanios'  Institute. 
TMPARTS  A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

ca!  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 
French,  Gcrntan,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telugraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  enjoying  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgnienl  of  the 
public. 

LIST    OF    FACl'I.TY. 

E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C.  Woodbury. 

H.  iM.  Stearns,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C.  Woodbury,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chesnuiwood,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 
A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Screen!, 

R.  Sorcini,  Ceo.  Jcbens, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillen. 

For  full   particulars,  call  at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.  P.  HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES, 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 


No.  510  Sacr.\mento  StIieet. 


J.  J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


n     C.  MO  11 'BRA  V,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

'     224  STOCKTON  ST..  corner  Post.  S.  F. 


IB. 


R !  N  T  E  R 

^.vJAJ^J.1:^Mj.■l■m^aa!l 


?!>"'' 


THE       ARGONAUT 


'>. 


■■^^•s}i% 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 

San  Francisco.  November  28.  1878. 
Mv   Dearest  Maiick  :— E>o  you  remember  the 
Mill-  uf  read  ihe  old  play  of  yane  Shore  togtlher? 
VS  ■  .ii-jt-nv^  ouropiiiions  with  that  nntocmtic  rcck- 

!;  III-.-  wliith  dlsunyui^hcs  ihi*  ft-niiik-  sex,  when  we 
t..u:  - 1  It  .1  ;■  kv.  niixcnitilc  aff.iir.  and  closed  the  book 
w.w.  .1  I  :■-  :Iial  is,  if  you  can  snap  a  mt-an.  liith.*. 
>i.-.K'«  I'.ii.,  !:k-i.  I  do  not  think  now  that  we  were 
rirwronj;.  tor  I  have  a  dim  rtcoUeciion  of  ha\ing 
st-rn  Mrs,  Bower*,  drag  throufili  that  vcftion  one  des- 
olair  Saturday  night— an  ofT  nighu  But  the  version 
uhich  they  play  at  the  Cahfumia  is  quite  ditt'erent. 
.tiid  I  fancy  1  could  ruid  it  with  keen  pleasure  ;  for 
\s  hat  struck  me  most  in  the  entire  performance  w:is 
the  poeiic.d  beauty  of  the  text.  I  obscrv'ed.  however, 
that  all  the  thetr's  and  thou  s.  the  mine's  and  thine's. 
could  not  make  Miss  Cavendish  seem  to  belong  to  the 
uldcn  time.  She  is  essentially  and  thoroughly  mod- 
ern, with  that  inipre>:nable  British  modcrntiess  which 
neither  text  nor  costume  can  ever  overcome.  And 
yet  she  played  lieautifully.  She  i.";  one  of  those  ac- 
tres?i*s  over  whom  you  and  I  always  disagree  ;  and  I 
niii>t  confess,  dear  .Mad^e,  that  nightly  the  people 
!  me  distribute  your  opinions  with  a  bivibh  pro- 
Such  quite  irriiaies  me,  until  my  turn  comes, 
.■ly  dors  when  she  rouses  now  and  then.  I 
\i.i^  ^viiij;  tos.iyshc  has  no  voice  ;  that  is,  no  strength 
of  v.i^e — she  is  so  addicted  to  the  use  of  the  Utile 
1.111^1. >li  treble.  But  she  has  a  full,  round,  organ  tone 
uhcn  she  chooses  to  let  it  out.  I*ardon  even  the  re- 
\•^^\\  of  the  slang.  Ma«igc.  hut  Jack  quite  paralyzed 
me  with  horror  by  ad;unng  her  m  an  undertone  the 
otiicr  light,  for  "heaven's  sike.  to  sling  it."  Propi- 
tious fate  nude  his  petition  unhe.ird.  and  there  w;is 
ni'thint:  but  a  subdued  growl  to  tell  of  tl>e  awlui  pro- 
'.-         n  m  seat  690.  or  wliatevcr  number  it  was.     "ihe 

,  scene  lemindionc  somewhat  of  Ine  engrav- 

; 'urcits  giving  alm^  "J-ine  Shore's"  toilet. 
J  )  ..-:.  IS  so.iielliing  diflVrcnt.  It  was  in  pink  and 
n.,1'  .L-  I  tin nk,  and  with  just  enough  silver  to  give 
(hj::jI  lo  the  Speech  of  the  t.ided  sptingles.  Miss  Cav- 
ri,di,l,  never  wears  a  verj-  long  tram,  and  always  wears 
,1  very  long  sJecve.  In  fact.  I  began  to  think  her  arms 
;iusl  be  tiltooed.  she  covered  them  so  persistentlv, 
uRltl  1  jaw  her  in  the  penitential  sheeL  Then  I  under- 
st-  ■(•  i.  She  is  right.  1  mention  the  costume  mainly 
l.<v.iu-*'  when  it  is  worn  "  |anc  Shore"  is  in  the  plen- 
tiliide  of  her  power  and  prosperity,  and  you  always 
want  to  knuw  about  the  handsome  f;d-Lils  of  the  loi- 
\r\.  But  she  is  not  a  dresser.  Two  costumes  which 
*lie  wore  aft<:rward — the  one  of  pale  mauve  and  pur- 
\Aii  v.-hmerc  combim-d.  and  the  other  an  invalid's 
tuiifi  ul'  light  blue  and  white — were  more  characier- 
\--\w  .uul  more  becoming.  "  lilizabeth,  of  York.''  in 
ilir  j-trson  of  Miss  Marie  Prcscott.  bursts  in  upon 
tl.is  ^ct-ne  to  find  "jane  Shore"  caressing  the  young 
rriDLC.  How  ihcdramjitistsdolove  to  bnng  together 
l«o  women  who  liate  e.ich  other.  Whtn  they  gel  two 
men  together  who  entertain  these  amiable  feelings  it 
IS  t-asy  enough  to  dispose  of  them.  They  want  to 
t':i;hi  .  that  is  all  there  is  about  that.  But  the  women 
want  10  call  each  other  names,  and  it  must  be  done 
d,-:i;  .::cally.  They  never  do  do  it  dramatically  in 
The)'  employ  cither  a  cold  and   cutting 

S5,  which   is  quite  useless  for  any  possible 

i<.-ct,  or  a  style  of  language,  even  in  high  life, 
ould  be  rather  rlectnfying  as  coming  across 

:  ights.  Miss  Prcscott  is  not  a  remarkable 
but.  fortunately,  sfie  does  not  rani,  and 
'.  one  would  scarcely  cavil  at  Edward's  taste, 
y  goo  with  her,  for  all  "Jane  Shore's"  gentle- 

i  nc  interview  closes  by  the  King  selecting 
;.,  iiijuiarly  apposite  time  to  die,  and  the  Queen  is 
I.  :^;  - 1  to  leave  and  look  after  things.  .Miss  Prescoti 
.Li..'.i.iMted  the  stage  on  this  occasion  with  a  vermil- 
l: .n  silk,  which  would  hav.^  been  simply  frightful  if 
*hc  hjd  not  happened  to  aven  attention  by  acting 
ru.'iiT  well.  *"Janc  Shore"  is  abandoned  at  hst  ]jy 
•  11  excepting  "John  tJnsl."  a  gentleman  who  rejoices 
n  a  good  tnide.  an  euphonic  n.ime,  and  a  verj-  big 
.oicc.  It  w-is  ver>'  funny  to  see  people  gel  swearing 
riiad  at  Miss  Cavenish  because  she  would  not  speak 
iijud  enough,  and  close  theireitrs  to  deaden  Mr  Bas- 
-'■ti's  roar.  "JohnGnst"  vcr)-  considerately  takes 
her  to  her  husband  w  hen  she  has  no  where  else  to  go, 
.\nd  she  is  magnanimously  willing  .to  take  back  ilie 
!:Ome  ranch,  together  with  all  the  "dips,  spurs,  and 
Awv.':.-^  peruining  thereto. "     She  is  very  artistic  in  the 

n*  with  her  husUtnd— pathetic ,  womanly,  soft. 

^     --  Mr.  Barton  Hill — artistic  I  mean,  not  womanly 

■  11.     He  seemed  pretty  well  to  do  for  a  lock- 

-  1   ■   ,  .ind  his  home  looked  very  in\iling  ;  but  the 

jiliy  w-is  handsomely  mounted,  and  the  snow 
,'.  1  ne\er  saw  such  reckless  expendi- 
I'.ter  of  white  paper.  Down,  down  ii 
and  quires,  and  quires  and  reams,  lill 
on  a  blinding  snow  storm  with  a  very 
r-au  defined  through  its  flakes.  Poor 
rtith  her  penitential  sheet  in  tatters, 
^^  ■  ^  :'^  .vwy^K  begging  for  food,  had  a  pretiv  hard 
liiiif  of  iL  1  have  conic  to  the  conclusion,  upon  re- 
il.viion.  thai  hunger  mu>t  be  the  worst  trouble  in  the 
\*  kKI.  We  can  see  a  fellow-baog  overw helmetl  with 
<v.  ---T;  misfonunc,  and  we  may  or  may  not  extend  him 
a  p.-;5iRg  sympitby.  But  no  one  sees  one  hungry 
withoiu  acculcly  realising  their  distress  and  withuut 
atlenipting  to  relieve  them.  Hunger  is  not  the  no- 
blest in^suncl  of  our  natures,  but  it  is  Ihe  strongest. 
I  do  nol  think  thnt  all  I  have  ever  read  of  adventures 
by  :1l.  1:  .-.Li  T'  ■  !  .lU  the  yams  spun  about  Lake 
Uornur— r,  ^^ ,  :  :  .-.en  the  "Rime  of  the  Ancient 
M-tTiner"'  .t;ci:  — e-c,"  made  me  realize  how  downright 
hi:ngr>'  one  c»n  cet  lill  I  saw  "Jane  Shore"  gasping 
at  "John  Grisi's^'  feet  and  begging  for  food-  She 
craw'ied  up  the  steps  like  a  wild  animal,  and  seizing 
the  loaf  tore  it  apan  like  one.  I  shall  not  soon  for- 
get ihe  really  awiul  picture  she  made  s.ttiog  there  in 
hi^r  rags,  ia  the  blinding  snow,  weakened  and  ex- 
.  r-l.  iKit  .ieroiiring  hke  a  wild  thing  of  the  plains 
-  ';-ja:'.  <vhicfa  the  soldiers  of  Gloster  seek  to 
-■r  ^ir.til  "Henry  Shore"  comes  to  the 
: .'.  have  done  long  before.     I  was 


quite  wrought  up  till  "Jack"  requested  "John 
Grist"  to  pass  the  butter  to  her.  and  s;irdonically  in- 
timated that  he  did  not  consider  it  a  square  meal 
anyhow.  He  thought  she  ought  to  have  had  several 
dozen  of  Blue  Point  oysters.  But  a  good  deal  had  been 
invested  in  while  paper,  and  wc  must  draw  a  line 
somewhere.  Of  course,  evcr>'tliing  ends  all  right. 
"Jane"  is  taken  home,  put  up  in  the  big  arm  chair, 
with  gnieland  all  sorts  of  nice  things  at  her  ellxiw. 
"  Henry  Shore"  "makes  up,"  and  the  green  curtain 
falls  on  a  happy  mother  with  her  child  in  her  arms. 
Ada  Cavendish  carries  a  child  so  prettily,  a  little 
thing  which  so  few  actresses  do  naturally  and  well. 
She  has  a  hundred  graces  of  attitude.  In  fact,  this 
is  the  sort  of  thing  in  which  she  excels  r.ither  than 
in  declaiiiatorj-  forte  or  facial  expression,  and  ix;r- 
haps  that  is  why  she  has  been  better  liked  in  "Jane 
Shore"  than  in  "  Mercy  Merrick."  for  poor  "Jane'" 
gets  into  a  heap  of  trouble,  and  has  an  inhnity  (or  de- 
nouncing, defving,  and  imploring  to  do.  .Mr.  Bock 
took  the  part  of  that  amiable  gentleman  the  "  Duke 
of  Gloster.'  He  looked  like  Edwin  Adams  resur- 
rected for  a  few  moments,  an  illusion  which  was 
heightened  by  the  d'-eper  tones  of  his  voice,  but  the 
ivsemblancc  laded  as  he  a-inaincd  on  the  stage. 
[  Like  Mr.  Rissett.  he  was  too  deeply  conscious  of  the 
'  magnitude  of  his  task  to  carry  it  off  well,  so  I  sup- 
I  pose  they  both  improved  afterward.  I  weni  to  Bald- 
I  win's  to  see  Rose  Wood  in  A  Woman  of  the  /V."- 
t//f.  and  encountered  more  snow  and  more  cradles. 
I  I  can  get  up  a  ver>'  respectable  amount  of  agitation 
I  over  a  child  old  enough  to  toddle  and  lisp,  and  make 
!  itself  sci-n  and  heard  uj>on  the  stage,  but  I  refuse  to 
be  worked  upon  any  more  by  a  plaid  shawl  wi".h  a 
tag  doll  inside.  In  the  first  place  they  always  handle 
it  with  agrip  which  would  jam  it  to  the  similitude  of 
a  wafer  if  it  wete  real,  and.  in  the  second  place,  it 
makes  ihe  agony  a  travesty  every  lime  that  one  re- 
flects that  it  is  simply  a  bundle  from  ihe  rag  bag.  1 
got  over  my  rag  doll  sorrows  centuries  ago.  and  I 
Icvl  that  it  is  a  little  late  to  begin  again.  1  w.U  take 
sham  mo'jiishine  and  sham  water,  sham  diamond;;, 
i»nd  a  few  sham  actors  in  the  lesser  parts,  but  I  do 
think  they  might  have  a  sure-enough  baby  in  "A 
Woman  of  ike  People.  Rose  Wood  h.as  got  a  toucli 
of  the  .Morris  tinryma.  I  obser\e  that  all  the  great 
ones  le;ivc  their  mark  upon  the  stage  for  some 
months.  I  am  quite  certain  that  if  Rose  Wood  were 
new  to  us.  ^nd  if  the  pl.ay  were  in  any  sense  a  pleas- 
ant one,  she  would  have  created,  a  sensation  as 
"  Marie."  Poor  little  woman,  how  conscientiously 
she  works  with  a  part,  and  how  narrowly  she  escapes 
being  almost  great  sometimes  I  I  like  her  best  in 
comedy,  however.  Lewis  Morrison  as"Appiani" 
strikes  me  as  being  the  original  of  the  liltle  ventrilo- 
quist's smoked  Italian.  He  is  very  dark  and  very 
villainous,  and,  altogether,  he  plays  it  remarkably 
well ;  but  the  house  was  dismally  empty,  and  you 
know  one  never  enjoys  anything  under  such  circum- 
stances. I  scarcely  even  appreciated  llic  scener\', 
which  in  the 'first  and  third  acts  was  really  someihiiig 
worth  seeing.  But  the  house  will  fill  up  again,  for 
Clara  Morris  reappears  as  "jane  Eyre;"  and  the 
ushers  will  have  a  big  house  on  Sunday  night.  On 
Monday  the  California  dramatist  once  more  presents 
his  claims  to  a  coldly  critical  and  heartless  world,  of 
which  more  anon.  They  are  having  all  the  fun  down 
on  Bush  Street.  That  naughty  MarJolaitte—\hc 
opera,  not  the  girl,  for  she  is  rather  a  clever  little 
parly — is  very  attractive.  Mr.  Beverly  continues  to 
look  like  a  guy  in  a  most  abnormally  thick  wig,  and 
to  sing  rather  well.  It  would  be  a  perfect  treat  to 
me  to  see  that  man  as  bald  as  an  eagle  he  is  so  per- 
sistent in  making  himself  look  his  worst.  Mrs.  Gates 
looks  10  be  the  merest  dot  of  a  creatuie  beside  him, 
and  I  momentarily  expected  to  see  him  swing  her  up 
on  his  shoulder  he  was  obliged  to  bend  so  f.tr  to 
I  catch  the  accord.  The  adieu  song  is  becoming  very 
I  popular,  but  is  not  rehearsed  in  drawing  rooms  with 
■  all  Ihe  business,  although  it  is  nothing  but  the  convent 
kiss,  one  on  each  cheek.  Mrs.  Gates  looks  extremely 
well  in  red  hair  and  piquant  costumes.  She  has  re- 
covered some  of  her  notes.  Miss  Lulu  Stevens'  self- 
possession  is  not  half  so  attractive  a5  was  her  extreme 
timidity.  Dear  me!  "when  I  dip  into  the  future 
far  as  human  eye  can  see,"  I  can  almost  read  a  critique 
advising  Miss  Stevens  to  subdue  her  style.  She  does 
not  need  much  advice  yet.  but  the  bashfulness  is  all 
gone.  It  would  not  matter  if  slie  caught  the  grace  of 
stage  experience  in  its  stead.  I  went  up  street  the 
other  night  just  as  the  people  were  coming  out  ol  the 
Bush  Street  Theatre,  and  every  blessed  one  I  mei  was 
cuckooing  at  such  a  rate  that  I  thouglit  cuckoo  bed- 
lam W.1S  let  loose.  The  cuckoo  duet  in  the  opera 
itself  is  ch-arming,  but  as  no  one  catches  much  beside 
the  cuckoo  it  becomes  a  little  lame  when  you  hear 
three  or  four  hundred  people  sing  it  I  was  quite  re- 
lieved when  some  man  started  an  opposition  and  in- 
formed me  in  a  shrill  whistle  that  the  "  Man  in  the 
moon  was  looking.'  He  had  been  across  the  way 
w  here  Marian  Singer  gives  this  pretty  ditty  in  a  white 
dress  with  diamond  buttons,  something  a  la  l^dy 
.Macbeth.  Ella  Chapman  as  one  of  the  naugiily 
babes  has  an. aw  fully  jolly  time  of  it.  She  dresses  it 
like  a  liide  lot  of  four  years,  and  Willie  Edouin 
dresses  and  acts  like  an  imp — a  small  male  imp  of 
six,  Tlicy  have  strung  a  lot  of  pretty  melodies  to- 
gether and  Miss  Searles  introduces  her  best  songs — 
lo-night  one.  to-morrow  another,  as  the  spirit  moves 
her.  It  is  a  pity  they  must  go  in  the  midst  of  their 
success,  but  needs  must.  Pretty  Belle  Chapman  has 
joined  the  Uoupe.  so  that  it  is  quite  Californian  in  its 
elements,  what  with  Willie  Edouin.  Lewis  Harrison, 
etc  Josh  Hart  comes  next  week  with  a  variety  com- 
pany, which  sends  the  burlesque  troupe  inio  the  in- 
terior. That  has  a  verj'  foreboding  sound,  but  peo- 
ple love  to  laugh,  even,  I  suppose,  in  the  interior, 
although  they  do  not  look  like  very  jolly  dogs  when 
they  come  to  town.  Tne>'  will  have  something  to 
laugh  at.  though  it  be  only  the  donkey.  By-bye. 
Yours,  Betsv  B. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 

Mv  Dear  Em  :— How  the  doll  mating  at  Acker- 
man's,  last  Saturday,  di  J  take  me  bacj;  to  childhood's 
days,  when  you  and  I  thought  ourselves  rich  m  the 
pjsicssion  of  a  broken-nosed  specimen  of  inanimate 
oabyhood  apiece !  It  is  really  wonderful,  ihe  im- 
provement in  all  manner  of  toys  since  tlien,  and  it  is 
not  so  ver>-  long  ago  either.  Of  course  the  dolls  were 
the  great  attraction.  They  say  there  were  al  least 
three  thousand  on  exhibition,  and  j«M dolls!  The 
youngsters  won't  see  another  such  sight  in  many  a 
day.  Ranging  in  size  from  tiny  mites  no  bigger  than 
an  agate  stone  on  the  forefinger  of  an  alderman,  to 
blue,  brown,  and  black-e>ed  dariings  as  large  as 
children  of  four  and  five  years,  there  were  many  of 
them  so  Ufdike  that  I  wanted  to  pinch  them  to  make 
sure  they  weren't  real  flesh  and  blood  babies  iianging 
at  those  perilous  heighis  along  the  walls,  and  up  and 
dow-n  every  available  pillar,  robed  only  in  the  gar- 
ment of  innocence,  the  forerunner  of  the  now  famous 


"chemiloon."  I  felt  a  positive  itching  of  my  thimble 
finger,  tco,  to  go  to  work  making  doll  clothes  once 
more — those  big  beauties  would  dresa  so  splendidly. 
Would  you  believe  it,  the  ver)'  large  ones  were  some 
of  them  only  eleven  dollars?  Doctor  .-\ckerman  tells 
me  the  heads  are  ma<Ie  in  Austna  and  Gcmianv. 
where  loy  making  of  all  kinds,  you  know,  is  one  of 
the  great  industries,  and  the  bodies  in  France.  You 
never  saw  more  perfect  ihez-elnres  done  up  in  the 
most  approved  "bangs,"  crimps,  and  ^lon^ague 
locks,  and  surmounted  by  Ihc  cutest  a  Ixiby  caps  ; 
eyes,  too,  that  follow  one  everywhere,  shaded  by 
curling  lashes,  and  real,  real,  real  teeth  between 
ihe  smiling  lips,  as  one  dcai  little  dot  beside  me  ex- 
claimed with  a  cumulative  inflection  only  equaled  by 
Gavroches  "enormous,  ENOKMOfS  dog.''  in  Hugo's 
Miserables.  And  isn't  it  a  pretty  idea  of  the  Doctor's 
to  send  photographs  of  his  liitle  customers  abroad  to 
have  dolly  made  e.\actly  like  her  mamma  ?  1  fancy  a 
good  many  of  our  lovely  San  Franci.,co  children  will 
be  duplicated  more  than  once  as  models.  The 
dressed  dolls  were  naturally  sought  after  first.  They 
were  all  costumed  by  experienced  dressmakers  and 
milliners  in  Paris,  and  after  the  latest  fashions.  One 
demoiselle  wore  a  dress  of  stone-colored  gros-grain, 
very  much  er:  /rain,  with  bands  and  ruffles  of  garnet 
silk,  and  Pingai  hat  of  Italian  straw,  wreathed  with 
flowers— her  bright  face  shaded  by  a  canopy  para- 
sol, and  in  one  hand  is  an  elegant  fan.  Another  is  in 
full  ball  dress  of  corn-colored  silk,  with  an  avalanche 
of  tulle  pufl^ings,  etc.  One  of  the  richest  loilets  is  of 
sage-green  brocade.  The  make-up  of  every  one  is 
simply  perfect  ;  veils,  fans,  opera -glasses,  vinaigrettes 
—in  fact,  every  luxury  of  the  feminine  toilet  is  there. 
Many  of  these  dolls  were  already  sold,  but  lest  I  let 
the  rat  out  of  the  bag  before  the  proper  time  1  will 
mention  no  names,  bul  be  sure  no  dolly  goes  out  of 
this  store  that  is  not  adopted  into  the  hrst  families  in 
town.  Then  there  were  whole  wardrobes,  including 
shoes,  stockings,  muffs,  boas,  brochf^  shawls,  dressing 
cases,  conuiimng  combs,  brushes,  etc.,  in  trousseaux, 
or  by  ihe  single  article,  the  whole  collection  looking 
for  all  the  world  like  a  first-class  dry  goods  establish- 
ment seen  through  the  small  end  of  a  telescope.  I 
can'l  describe  one  hundredth  part  of  this  interesting 
but  numerous  family,  bui  there  were  some  very  funny 
ones  that  seemed  to  tickle  the  youngsters  immensely  ; 
wee  ones,  in  long  clothes,  with  bottles  grasped  in 
their  chubby  fists  and  rubber  tubes  in  their  mouths  ; 
others,  that  would  cry-  most  naturally,  tucked  up  in 
their  cribs,  or  enjoying  their  siestas  in  goat  wagons, 
or  wheeled  about  by  comely  nurses.  There  was  one 
beautiful  group  of  this  kind,  attended  by  adonru-  with 
the  sweetest  of  faces  and  a  most  maternal  air.  More 
favored  infants  s;it  beside  elegantly  dressed  mothers 
in  grown-up  carriages.  Twins  were  not  wanting  and 
and  there  were  several  sets  of  these  remarkably  inter- 
esting freaks  of  nature,  though  strange  to  Siiy  for  San 
Francisco,  there  wasn't  a  triplet  (or  ought  they  lo  be 
triplets  with  the  "  a?")  to  be  seen.  However.  Doc- 
lor  Ackerman  will  probably  supply  the  omission  next 
year.  The  swimming  doll  attracted  crowds  all  day. 
Since  Edison  has  not  thought  it  beneath  his  dignity 
lo  make  toys,  ordinary  grown  folks,  I  suppose,  need 
not  think  it  beneath  theirs  lo  be  amused  with  them, 
and  many  of  the  mechanical  ones  are  wonderful.  A 
hen.  perfect  in  every  feature,  cackles  and  clucks,  and 
drops  an  occasional  egg,  lo  thegreat  delight  of  juvenile 
students  of  natural  history.  One  of  our  Simian  an- 
cestors performs  on  a  harp  to  the  inspiring  notes  of  a 
music  bar,  on  which  he  stands,  keeping  his  head 
agoing  and  his  grinning  mouth  agape  the  while. 
Strange,  uncouth  figures  of  unmistakable  African  de- 
srent,  sprawl  and  caper,  and  even,-  variety  of  oddity 
in  human  and  brute  form  gibber  in  Punch  and  Judy 
voices,  and  gyrate  after  a  fashion  that  becomes 
.actually  uncanny  after  watching  them  for  a  few  min- 
utes. There  are  weeks  of  solid  happiness  to  a  child 
in  the  pretty  farm  yards  stocked  with  cows  or  horses, 
stout  Uttle  carts,  corn-cribs,  racks,  whips,  and  har- 
ness, or  milking  pails  and  stools,  and  an  important 
looking  driver  m  carter's  dress,  or  a  ruddy  milkmaid, 
just  within  the  gateway.  In  the  same  category  are 
the  grocery  stores  with  counters,  scales,  and  meas- 
ures, and  a  full  stock  of  goods  ;  kitchens  provided 
with  genuine  stoves,  and  furnished  with  rows  of  shin- 
ing tins  and  china  on  the  shelves,  cooking  utensils  of 
polished  brass,  tubs,  washboards  and  wringers— I 
wondered  if  these  last  might  not  be  considered  in- 
fringements on  the  patent,  they  were  so  e.xact ! — 
pasteboards,  and  potato- mashers  to  encourage  the 
gentle  art  of  cooking  among  maiden  housekeepers. 
Doll  houses,  with  elegant  upholstery  "up  stairs  and 
down  stairs,  and  in  my  lady's  chamber,"  china  din- 
ner sets,  hand-painted,  silver  services,  china  toilet 
sets,  even  to  shaving  mugs  ;  pianos  that  look  like  the 
great-grandchildren  of  Mozart's  harpsichord,  are 
among  the  more  expensive  toys.  The  locomotive 
piopjensiiies  of  young  San  Francisco  find  full  scope 
in  velocipede's,  carts,  and  wagons,  with  ever)*  con- 
ceivable propdling  power,  from  woollj'  dogs  that  al- 
ways remind  me  of  dear  old  CaM  Pinmnur.  lo  the 
most  realistic  of  equines.  My  small  escort  nearly 
went  into  fits  over  a  strongly-buill  wagon  with  cush- 
ioned scats,  and  a  prancing  steed  that  was  to  be 
worked  with  the  feet  of  the  rider  and  guided  by  an 
ingenious  contrivance  to  which  the  reins  were  at- 
tached. There  are,  of  course,  hobby  horses  of  everj- 
kind,  Noah's  arks,  and  all  the  standard  favorites,  be'- 
sides  any  number  of  new  and  interesting  games,  in 
miniature  billiards,  croquet,  lawn  tennis,  etc.  The 
exhibition  has  been  a  delightful  episode  to  the  little 
ones  impatiently  waiting  the  revelations  of  Christmas, 
and  Ackerman's  will  be  looked  ui>on  as  a  possible 
fairy  land.  May  this  be  only  one  of  many  more,  says 
Yoiu- correspondent,  Lili.vs  Dcbois.' 


B 


USH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Mrs.  Charies  Schroder,  of  this  city,  will  make  her 
deitit  3X  Baldwin's  on  Monday  evening.  Ambitious, 
and,  it  is  said,  gifted,  Mrs.  Schroder  will  appear  as 
"  Hester  Grasebrook  '  in  The  Unequal  Match,  and 
"  Gertrude"  in  The  Loan  of  a  Lover,  both  in  one 
evening.  We  have  no  hope  for  debutantes  and  sui- 
cides, but  nous  verrons. 


Charlrs  E.  Lockr Propi 


ALICE  DATES  COMIC  OPERA 
SEASON. 

L.ist  performances  of 

LA  MARJOLAINE, 

At  the  Saturday  Maiine*.  Saturday  and  Sunday  evenings 


Monday.  Dec.  7,  production  of  the  universally  popular  .ind 
verj-  amusing  Opera  EoulTe,  by  OtTcnb-ch.  the 

PRINCESS  OF  TREBIZONDE. 

SPECIAL  NOTICE. — The  Tnan.-igement  beg  leave  to 
announce  that  upon  Wednesday  evening,  Dec  4th,  will  oc- 
cur iheONE  IIUXDRKIMH  perform.-ince  of  ihc  present 
very  successful  Comic  Opera  Scvson,  upon  which  occasion 
ALlCF,  O.M'ES  will  have  the  honor  to  present  as  a  me- 
mento of  ihe  occasion,  lo  each  lady  present,  an  elegant 
gold  and  satin  programme. 


STANDARD  THEATRE. 

Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 

Lessrb  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennedy. 

Bi'RiNess  Manager P.  H.  KtxuY. 

Treasurer C.  S.  Walton. 


DALDWIN'S  THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTEa AtrriNG  Manager. 

G.  R.  CnirMAN Treasurer. 

.MONDAY   EVENING,    DEC.    i,    1S78,    DEEUT    OF 

MRS.  CHARLES  SCHRODER 


AN  UNEQUAL  MATCH 


LOAN  OF  A  LOVER. 

And  will  be  supported  by  die  full  strength  of  the  company. 
Box  ^bcct  now  opcU. 


Fifth  and  last  week  and  Ixst  wso  niRhts  of 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY. 

Last  two  nights  of 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD. 


Saturday,  Nov.  30,  1S73,  al  _•  ]■.  M.,  LAST 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD  MATINEE 


Monday,  Dec.  2,  first  appearance  of 

JOSH  HART 

And  his  celebrated  Novelty  Company,  the  largest  and  best 
compai.y  evcrorganued. 


Seats  should  be  reserved  six  days  in  advance. 


c 


'ALIFORXIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor. Managers. 

Bakton  Hill Acting  Manacbr. 


Last  week  of  the  world  famous  actress,  Misi 

ADA  CAVENDISH. 

Week  of  legitimate  comedy.     Miss  Cavendish  in  her  greal 

'  roles. 

Monday  and  Tuesday — 

AS   YOU   LIKE   IT. 

Wednesday  and  Thursday — 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

Friday,  Farewell  Benefit  of  Miss  Cavendish— 

MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING, 
CHARGE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIGADE. 


Last   Cavendish   Matinee  Saturday— AS  YOU  LIKE   IT. 


Saturday  Night — 

LADY   OF   LYONS. 


Monday  evening,  Dec.  oih,  FR.\NK  CHANFR.\U  in 
his  great  creation,  KIT. 


DALDWINS   THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LVSTBR ACTING   MaNAGBR. 

G.  R.  Chipman Trbasiirer 


Reappearance  of 

CLARA  MORRIS 


I'his  (Saturday)  afternoon,   Nov.   30th,  at  2  o'clock,   Clara 
MorrLs,  for  the  last  lime  positively,  as  Jane  E>Te  in 

THE   GOVERNESS. 


Sunday.  Dec.  isl.  Benefit  of  the  Ushers. 

PINK   DOMINOS, 
SLASHER  AND   CRASHER. 


Mond.ay,  Dec.  =.  Debut  of  Mrs.  CHARLES  SCHRODER. 

UNEQUAL    MATCH, 
LOAN  OF  A  LOVER. 

Tuesday,    Dec.    3d,   first    production   of  a    new   Comedy, 
adapted  from  the  Spanish  by  Jose  F.  Godoy,  Esq., 

HONI  SOIT  QUI  MAL  Y  PENSE. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Life  of  Alexander   H.   Stephens,     By  Johnston   and 

Browne.     Cloth $3  50 

India  and  her  Neighbors.  Bj-  W.  P.  Andreiv.  Cloth  7  50 
Orator>-  and  Orators,  By  William  Matthews.  Cloth  2  00 
The  Leavenworth  Case.     .\  novel     By  A.  K.  Green. 

Cloth I  so 

Pleasant   Spots  around  Oxford.     By  Alfred  Rimmer. 

Cloth 77. 

A   Face  Illumined.     A   novel.     By   Rev.    E.  P.  Roe. 

Cloth I  50 

Angelo,  the  Circus  Boy.  Ej-  Frank  SewaJI.  Cloth,,  i  00 
Apple  Blossoms.     Poems.     Uy  E.  and  D.  R.  Goodale. 

I  he   Normans  in  Europe.     Epoch  Series.     By  A.  H. 

Johnson.      Cloth i  00 

Lindsay's  Lack.     By  Mrs.  Burnett.     Paper 30 

Prescription  Writing.     Ey  M    D.  Mann.     Cloth 

Handbook  of  Nursing  for  Family  and   General  Use. 

I I  is  the  Fashion.     Star  Series.     Cloth i  00 

A  Mx<Miue  of  Poets.     No  Name  Series i  00 

On   the    Right  Use   of  Books.     By  W.  P.  Atkinson. 

Cloth so 

New  Books,  Juveniles,  Games,  and  Stationery. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &.  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  ST.4TI0NERS, 
NO,    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 
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Millinery. 
The  styles  for  ladies'  hats  and  bonnets  for  the  sea- 
son are  varied  in  shape,  so  that  ladies  find  no  diffi- 
culty in  selecting  that  style  which  is  most  becoming. 
Cbapeau  and  Capole  styles  in  bonnets  appear  in  va- 
rious shades,  in  velvet,  felt,  drawn  satin,  and  chenille. 
Flat  bandeaux  fill  in  the  fronts  of  many  bonnets, 
while  the  trimmings  are  selected  from  a  \-ariety  of  rich 
velvety  shades  in  feathers,  with  all  the  different  colors 
mingled  together.  The  feathers  of  the  lopophore 
are  the  most  frequently  selected.  Velvet  and  chenille 
flowers  are  the  novelties  for  trimmings,  the  favorite 
being  velvet  tulips  in  all  shades.  Among  the  many 
styles  of  hats  and  bonnets  we  note  a  very  neat  style 
of  Capote  in  black  velvet,  with  the  brim  formed  of  a 
wTeath  of  feathers,  and  strings  made  of  "^tin  ribbon  ; 
also,  another  elegant  style  of  Chapeau  in  felt,  in  va- 
rious shades,  with  a  bouilloune  of  satin  appearing  in 
front,  and  a  plume  of  cock's  feathers— the  loops  and 
strings  are  made  of  satio  ribbon.  Another  verj'  effect- 
ive style  of  Chapeau  is  made  of  white  felt,  trimmed 
with  a  long,  white  feather,  and  bow  of  white  satin 
ribbon  on  the  crown  in  front ;  the  strings  are  also 
made  of  white  satin  ribbon.  This  same  style  of  Cha- 
peau makes  an  elegant  appearance  when  trimmed 
with  reversible  satin  ribbon  and  pompons  in  the  two 
shades.  Another  very  rich  style  of  Capote  in  black 
velvet,  bordered  with  jet  beads,  and  trimmed  «iib 
black  satin  ribbon  and  plume  of  the  same  color,  with 
strings  in  black  satin  ribbon,  makes  a  very  pretty  and 
withal  an  elegant  style  for  the  completion  of  the  shop- 
ping toilet.  This  style,  however,  is  quite  a  favorite, 
and  is  made  in  all  shades.  Our  lady  readers  of  the 
Argon.^UT  will  find  all  these  styles  and  many  others, 
of  the  ver>-  latest  from  Paris,  at  the  fashionable  estab- 
lishment of  Miss  Lizzie  Carter  at  906  Market  Street. 
The  magnificent  display  of  all  the  latest  styles  to  be 
seen  here  will  be  sure  to  please  our  lady  readers,  and 
we  therefore  have  given  to  the  public  the  foregoing 
notes  as  the  result  of  our  \isit  to  this  establishment. 


DIAMONDS. 


CALIFORNIA 


1  he  most  attractive  assortment  of  OOOOI  ^DE       l# 

DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC.,  ^  f^ "  ^  L   b  I L  K 


The  World  of  Books. 
We  take  great  pleasure  in  calling  the  attention  of 
the  readers  of  the  Argon.\ut  to  the  e.\tensive  and  ele- 
gant book  establishment  of  Messrs.  A.  Roman  &  Co., 
No.  II  Montgomery  Street,  whose  show  nindows 
present  a  very  attractive  appearance,  and  v.  hose 
shelves  are  filled  with  a  rich  stock  of  standard  and 
miscellaneous  books  in  every  style  of  binding.  We 
notice  a  very  fine  display  of  albums  and  fancy  sta- 
tionery. Also  an  immense  assortment  of  Juveniles. 
Among  the  latest  we  may  mention;  "The  Saint 
Nicholas,"  "Chatterbox."  and  "Mother  Goose," 
elegantly  illustrated  in  colored  engra\ings  ;  "Aunt 
Sopiy^s  Boys  and  Girls,"  "The  Story  of  Liberty," 
by  Charles  E.  Coffin,  "Under  the  Lilacs."  "The 
Western  Boy,''  "The  Young  Adventurers,"  and  Op- 
tic's "  Lake  Breezes."  For  gift  volumes  for  the 
holidays  we  may  mention  just  issued  :  "The  Rock  of 
Ages,''  Shakspeare's  works  in  various  editions.  "  The 
Great  Painters  of  Christendom,"  elegantly  illustrated 
with  fine  steel  engravings,  "  The  Yellowstone  Na- 
tional Park  "  in  handsome  chromos  by  Prang.  All 
the  standard  works  of  the  poets,  in  every  style  of 
binding,  may  here  be  secured  for  gift  volumes  for  the 
holidays  ;  and  we  would  suggest  to  our  readers  who 
desire  to  purchase  to  give  this  firm  a  call,  where  will 
be  found  books  of  every  description  at  the  very  low- 
est rates. 


And  Novelties,  for  the  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  C.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

no    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


A  Legend  of  the  Fair  Melusins. 
An  illustration  of  the  "  Legend  of  the  Fair  Mel- 
usinje"  maybe  seen  in  a  series  of  fourteen  photo- 
graphs of  the  original  pointings  by  Morris  V.  Schwind. 
the  great  German  painter.  The  series  are  in  a  large 
portfolio,  designed  as  a  holiday  gift.  The  Water  Fairy 
reposes  lonely  and  dreaming  profoundly  in  her  spring, 
which  bubbles  from  the  bottom  of  a  dark,  rocky  cave. 
Count  Raynaud,  of  the  famous  house  cf  the  Lusig- 
nan,  wandering  about  in  the  dark  mountain  wilder- 
ness, finds  the  nymph  seated  close  to  a  half-ruined 
forest  well.  Love  speaks  to  the  Count,  and  the  fair 
Melusinee  finds  a  response  to  his  wooing  ;  marriage 
follows  on  his  sacred  promise  that  he  will  not  invade 
the  castle  of  which  she  is  mistress.  Children  bless 
ihehappyunion.butjealousj'leads  the  Count  to  break 
i  his  promise-  He  enters  the  castle,  where  he  finds  his 
I  wife  surrounded  by  her  nymphs.  The  castle  falls,  the 
wife  escapes  and  vanishes  from  his  sight.  The  hus- 
band wanders  in  foreign  climes ;  returns  and  finds  his 
wife  at  the  spring.  He  rushes  to  her  arms  and  is 
smothered  to  death  vvith  kisses.  The  series  close  uith 
the  nymph  again  left  in  her  loneliness.  This  magnif- 
icent work  may  be  seen  at  the  establishment  of  J.  B. 
Golly  &  Co.,  31  Kearny  Street 


Mirrors,  Cornices,  Etc 
Elegant  designs  in  gold  and  walnut  in  mirrors  are 
sought  after  by  those  who  desire  the  omamentai 
coupled  with  the  usefuL  One  of  the  styles  of  mirrors 
we  noted  especially  at  the  fashionable  establishment 
of  E.  Wolfe  6c  Co.,  under  the  Palace  Hotel,  was  of 
the  Eastlake  design,  in  rich  and  el^ant  cartings  in 
gold,  with  crown  surmounting.  The  Eastlake  and 
Queen  Anne  designs  in  walnut,  elegantly  ornamented 
with  french  veneering,  and  inlaid  with  gold,  makes  a 
satisfactory  completion  to  the  appointments  in  furni- 
ture for  the  fashionable  home.  Panel  pictures  are 
now  sought  after  in  home  decorations,  even  after  the 
home  seems  thoroughly  furnished  in  wall  ornamenta- 
tions; still  the  addition  of  panel  pictures  will  find  a 
place  in  every  thoroughly-furnished  residence.  Pho- 
tographs of  statuar\',  and  of  oil  paintings  of  the  mas- 
ters, flowers,  birds,  animals,  eta,  are  the  subjects 
mostly  selected  in  this  class  of  pictures.  Finely  orna- 
mented and  engraved  easels  for  the  piano  or  mantel- 
piece very  el^antly  set  oflf  cabinet  photographs. 
Wall  pockets  are  now  mostly  manufactured  in  ebony 
inlaid  with  gold,  in  very  chaste  designs.  Those  of 
our  readers  who  desire  all  the  la,test  novelties  in  this 
department  can  not  do  better  than  to  call  at  this  es- 
tablishment while  selecting  for  home  ornamentation 
the  above-named  articles.  Messrs.  Wolfe  &  Co.  are 
constantly  receiving  orders  from  some  of  our  most 
fashionable  residents  of  the  city,  and  by  their  liberal 
pratronage  have  expressed  iheir  entire  satisfaction  in 
their  purchases  at  this  estafelishmenL 


Large  Book  Sale. 
Amon^  the  many  excellent  works  now  being  sold  at 
Bartiett's  book  sale.  No.  3  Dupont  Street,  may  be 
noted  the  following:  "Livingstone's  Life  Work  in 
Africa,"  "Livingstone's  Lost  Journals;''  "Kane's 
Arctic  Explorations;"  "Overland  Through  Asia.'' 
by  Knox:  "Beyond  the  Mississippi,"  bv  Richard- 
son; "Field.  Dungeon,  and  Escape;"  "  Our  Sister 
Republic,"  by  Colonel  A,  S.  Evans;  "Palace  and 
Hovel,  or  Phases  of  Life  in  London,"  by  Kirwan; 
"  The  Great  Metropolis,  a  Mirror  of  New  York."  by 
Junius  Henri  Browne ;  Edward  King's  "  Great 
South  ; "  "  Afoot  and  Alone,'"  by  Stephen  Powers  ; 
J.  Ross  Browne's  works,  in  five  volumes.  "  Wander- 
mgs  in  Four  Continents,"  and  "  Persons,  Places, 
and  Things  ; ''  the  tvvo  latter,  just  issued,  are  ele- 
gantly bound  in  green,  and  blue  and  gold.  It  is  a 
notorious  fact  that  all  the  standard  and  miscellaneous 
works  in  history,  poetry,  and  fiction,  albums,  etc., 
are  being  sold  at  a  great  sacrifice.  Among  the  many 
works  deserving  special  mention  we  noticed  "The 
World  of  Wit  and  Humor,"  inelegant  cloth  binding, 
which  may  classed  among  some  of  the  best  gift  vol- 
umes for  the  holidays. 

Sterling  Silverware. — A  large  assortment  of 
elegant  designs  at  Anderson  &.  Randolph's,  comer 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 


We  always  sav  to  our  lady  friends  go  to  Sulh- 
van's,   120  Kearny  Street,    for  handsome  St'lTS  or 

CLOAKS. 

If  you  \vant  the  '  nobbiest  *  suits  in  town — ^best 
material  and  latest  style  in  cut — why  don't  you  go  to 
Bun-&  Fink's,  comer  Montgomery  and  Post  streets, 
over  Hibemia  Bank? 


Currier,  103  Dupoat  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Velvet  Frames. 


The  community  at  large  reaps  one  benefit  from  the 
failure  of  the  last  stock  deal.  When  the  new  bo- 
nanza first  disclosed  itself  in  the  Sierra  Nevada,  and 
gave  promise  of  large  dividends,  everybody  rtished  to 
the  Diamond  Palace,  sold  their  jewels,  and  bought 
shares,  intending  of  course  to  purchase  others  in  due 
time.  By  everybody  we  mean  all  the  stock  gamblers, 
and  they  are  the  people  who  have  the  largest  and 
finest  stones.  Col.  Andrews,  keen  for  bargains,  and 
himself  believing  that  we  were  to  have  a  bouncing 
stock  market  about  the  Christmas  holidays,  bought 
all  that  came.  In  addition  to  the  diamonds  thus  ot>- 
tained  he  imported  heavy  lots  from  Europe.  Hard 
times,  wars,  and  political  changes  threw  lots  of  dia- 
monds into  the  market,  and  thus  he  became  loaded 
down  with  such  a  stock  as  never  before  was  seen  in 
San  Francisco.  The  stock  market  turned  the  wrong 
way,  and  in  consequence  Col.  .Andrews  finds  himself 
with  drawers  and  shelves  full  of  biilliants.  With  the 
boldnesss  of  the  merchant  who  knows  his  business, 
and  never  allows  himself  to  be  cornered,  he  has 
determined  to  sell  these  goods  to  those  people 
who  have  not  met  with  slock  losses.  The  pro- 
gramme is  a  simple  one.  He  will  offer  diamonds 
at  twenty  per  cent,  less  than  they  can  be  imported 
from  Europe.  The  Colonel  authorizes  the  Akgo- 
N.AUT  to  announce  his  willingness  to  show  his  goods 
to  gentlemen  and  ladies  at  all  times.  There  need  be 
no  delicacy  in  \isiting  the  Diamond  Palace  ;  it  is  a 
pleasure  to  expose  his  goods  to  people  who  have  the 
t2s:e  to  admire  and  appreciate  them.  Colonel  -An- 
drews thinks  that  ordinary  human  nature  and  especi- 
ally female  human  nature  is  not  strong  enough  to  re- 
sist the  temption  to  buy  his  jewelry  if  it  is  once  seen. 

The  natives  of  the  Marquesas  Islands,  according 
to  an  American  who  has  lived  among  them  for  years 
and  studied  their  character,  customs,  and  creed, 
picture  hel'  as  a  region  of  profound  darkness,  no  ray 
of  light  ever  entering  it  except  on  arrival  of  a  spirit 
from  earth.  By  this  ray  the  newly-condemned  spirit 
is  guided  to  the  special  seat  appointed  for  him — or  it 
— and  there  he  remains  in  impenetrable  shadow  until 
the  next  comer  brings  a  flash  of  light.  There  is  no 
other  punishment  for  the  doomed.  TTiey  are,  how- 
ever, singed  on  entrance,  becaase  they  are  then 
obliged  to  pass  a  huge  demon,  who  flaps  his  wings 
and  e.vhales  fire  continually.  Women,  it  may  be  in- 
teresting to  know,  are  seldom  sent  to  the  Marquesan 
Tophet,  owing  to  the  love  (witness  the  customary 
egotism  of  the  male  animal  even  in  Polynesia)  and  de- 
votion they  bear  the  native  chiefs  and  priests,  who 
(here  is  gallantry)  would  be  inconsolable  without 
them,  even  in  Paradise.  But  women  are  not  ad- 
mitted to  the  highest  circles  of  the  good  place,  pre- 
pared alone  for  men.  who  can,  however,  descend  to 
them  when  they  wish  to  enjoy  feminine  society. 
There  are  different  planes  of  divine  life  for  women, 
the  loftiest  being  reserved  for  those  who  have  loved 
and  been  loved  most  intensely  in  this  world,  and 
whose  greatest  bliss  will  come  from  the  visits  of  the 
spirits  of  the  chiefs  and  priests. 

BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth''  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No, 
430  Sutter  StreeL  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  ori/y  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth. 

Artistic  novelties,  manufactured  from  California 
quartz,  at  Anderson  &  Randolph's,  comer  Monigom- 
ery  and  Sutler  Streets. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  PiCT- 
CRE  Frames. 


A  party  of  gentleman  from  Switzerland,  among 
whom  is  a  distingmsoed  engineer,  in  a  recent  visit  to 
Sin  Francisco  have  been  making  a  veiy  careful  exam- 
ination of  our  system  of  cable  roads,  with  a  view  to 
utilizing  them  upon  me  mountains  of  their  native  land. 
There  is  already  a  railroad  up  the  Riga,  which,  by  a 
system  of  cog  wheels  and  complex  machinery,  takes 
passengers  to  the  summit  of  that  mountain.  There 
are  many  other  heights  to  which  a  railroad  could  be 
profitably  constructed.  The  California  Street  Rail- 
road, in  its  thorough  constmction.  perfect  equipment, 
and  clever  management,  seemed  to  these  gentleman 
to  be  perfection.  They  were  surprised  to  find  that 
no  wood  was  used  in  its  structure — being  built  of 
wTought  iron  and  stone.  The  easy  working  of  the 
cable,  and  the  entire  protection  afforded  by  the  sys- 
tem of  brakes,  convinced  them  of  the  safety  of  lifting 
cars  to  tl  e  highest  accessible  Alpine  peaks  by  this 
system.  Mechanics  from  nearly  all  the  Eastern  and 
European  cities  have  examined  this  work  with  a  view 
of  introducing  cable  roads  to  their  respective  localities. 

Owing  to  their  rapidly  increasing  business,  the  new 
and  el^ant  establishment  of  Messrs.  Billings,  Har- 
boume  &  Co. ,  at  No.  3  Montgomery  Street,  <  as  been 
permanently  enlarged  by  the  connection  of  the  ad- 
joining store  with  the  original  stand,  and  this  week  a 
large  invoice  of  new  goods  in  their  special  lines  is  of- 
fered to  the  inspection  of  visitors.  A  fine  assoiiment 
of  Russia  leather  goods,  comprising  pocket  and  note 
books,  frames,  writing  desks,  lap  tablets,  etc.;  new 
and  imique  designs  in  stationery  and  visiting  cards, 
and  a  variety  of  elegant  fancy  goods,  are  among  the 
specialties.  All  the  new  publications,  hohday  books, 
bibles,  and  prayer  books,  in  bindings  suitable  for  hol- 
iday gifts,  as  well  as  standard  literature  on  ever)- sub- 
ject, are  always  to  be  found  on  their  shelves.  A  fur- 
ther extension  is  also  to  be  effected  by  ihe  addition  of 
a  fancy  goods  department,  which  is  to  comprise  soaps, 
perfumery,  and  other  toilet  articles.  Messrs.  Billings 
Harboume  &.  Co.  also  make  a  specialty  of  engraving 
visiting  cards,  wedding  and  other  invitations,  and  their 
work  in  ibis  jjarticular  line  is  not  excelled  by  any 
other  house  in  this  city. 

Mr.  T.  H.  Boyd,  a  well-knowTi  photographer  of 
rare  ability,  formerly  of  the  firm  of  Taber  &  Boyd, 
has  opened  a  fine  gallery  at  No.  26  Montgomery 
street  Mr.  Boyd  does  the  very  best  work  that  can 
be  done  in  this  city — where  the  best  work  of  the  world 
is  done.  It  would  be  judicious  to  visit  Mr.  Boyd's 
gallery  when  in  want  of  photographs. 


TESTIMONIAL. 


Referring    to    certain   adverfisements   re- 
cently published  derogatorj'  to  the  quality  cf 


CALIFORNIA 
SPOOL  SILK 


We   beg   to  offer   the  following  testimonial 
from  the  largest  dealers  in  the  city. 

CALIFORNIA  SILK  MFC  CO. 


The  King  of  Spain  not  only  decorated  Captain 
Boyton.  but  he  gave  Mr.  Michael  Boyion  the  order  of 
the  Knight's  Hospitalers.  The  Captain,  they  sav,  has 
a  keen  eye  to  business.  The  other  day,  in  an  inter- 
view with  the  French  Minister  of  Marine,  that  digni- 
tary, while  complimenting  Captain  Boyton.  said  :  "  I 
am  sorry  I  can  not  give  you  an  order."  "Oh.  but 
you  can,"  replied  Boyton.  "  There  is  only  the  Legion 
of  Honor,"  said  the  Minister,  smilingly.  "I  don't 
mean  that,''  replied  Boyton.  quickly  ;  "  I  mean  an 
order  for  the  dress."  The  Minister  laughed  heartily, 
and  the  Captain  got  his  order,  and  something  more. 
The  Minister  made  him  an  honorary  captain  of  the 
French  navy. 

The  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Keamy  Street,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Try  them. 

An  elegant  assortment  of  gold  watches  and  chains 
at  .Anderson  Sz  Randolph's,  comer  Monlgomeiy  and 

Sutter  Streets. 


The  last  relative  of  Thomas  Hood  has  just  passed 
away.  Mrs.  Frances  Freeling  Broderip.  only  daugh- 
ter of  the  humorist,  died  on  the  3d  in=tant,  at  Cleve- 
don,  in  the  forty-ninth  year  of  her  age.  In  conjunc- 
tion with  her  brother.  Tom  Hood,  the  late  editor  of 
I^un.  she  wrote  and  published  the  life  of  her  father. 


From  and  after  December  2.  1878,  the  Long  (Oak- 
land) Wharf  will  be  closed  for  leams  and  stock,  etc. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  I,adies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  StreeL  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Sueet.  Phil- 
adelphia, and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York, 


Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  StreeL 


THE  LAST  SENSATION!  , 

I 

"  -r/fE  SOCIETY  IN  SEARCH  OF\ 

Truth ;  or,  Stock  Gambling  in  San  Francisco."     A  . 
N'ovil,  in  F'orty-four  Chapier^,  by 

I.   F.   CLARK, 

A  former  insmbcr  of  the  Paafic  Stotk  Exchaoje.     Now 
rea'Jy.      Read  it- 


We,  the  undesigned,  hereby  state  that  we 
have  sold  the  CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK 
for  a  number  of  years,  and"  have  found  it  to 
give  entire  satisfaction. 

We  recommend  it  to  the  public  as  equal  in 
quality  to  any  siik  in  this  market,  of  either 
Foreign  or  Eastern  manufacture. 
[  Signed.] 

DOANE    &    HENSHELWOOD,     No.     i 

Montgomer)"  Street. 
FRATINGER  S;  NOLL,    lo  to    14   Mont- 
gomery- Street. 
F.  CHESTER  &  CO.,  34  to  36  Montgomer)- 

Street. 
KAINDLER  &  CO.,  Ville  de  Paris,  comer 

Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 
J.  SAMUELS,  2S  Kearny  Street. 
THE  WHITE  HOLSE,  J.  \V.  Davidson  &: 

Co.,  corner  Keamy  and  Post  Streets. 
THE  LACE  HOUSE,  D.  Samuels,  104  to 

loS  Keamy  Street. 
BUYER,  REICH  &  CO.,  129  Kearny  Street. 
S.  BINE,  130  Keamy  Street. 
LANDERS    &    GILMORE,     133    Keamy 

Street. 
SULLIVAN'S  CLOAK  &  SUIT  HOUSE, 

220  Keamy  Street. 

B.  SCHONWASSER   &  CO.,  222  Keamy 

Street. 
JACOBS  &  GLASS,  226  Keamy  Strcc 
P.  B.  KENNEDY,  232  Keamy  StreeL 
O'CONNOR,    MOFFATT    &   CO.,   Ill   to 

115  Post  Street. 
O'NEILL,  KENNEDY   &   STUART,  875 

Market  Street. 

C.  CURTIN,  911  Market  StreeL 

J.  J.  O'BRIEN  &  CO.,  924  to  92S  Market 

Street. 
ODWVER  &  EINHORN,  36  and  38  Third 

StreeL 
PEIXOTTO    &    SILVERMAN,  42   to   46 

Third  StreeL 
S.  MOSGROVE  &  CO.,  Ii4and  116  Keamy 

StreeL 
THE  SILK  HOUSE,  Samuel  Leszynski  & 

Bro.,  120  Kearny  StreeL 
.And  bv  manv  others. 


DECKERBROS  PIANOS  ^^i  BEST 


KOHLER&  CHASE 


SAN    ' 
&   < 


■,:    •.^'=;cO 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


BEAUTIFUL  RUINS. 

A  woman  can  hardly  be  said  lo  pass  into  ihe  cate- 
gory of  beautiful  ruins  much  before  she  is  forty. 
though,  of  course,  she  may  h:ive  ce:ised  to  be  beauti- 
ful altogether  before  then.  How  long  she  remains  a 
beautiful  ruin  uill  dtrpend  in  some  degree  on  herj;*od  I 
fortune,  but  yet  more,  perhaps,  on  her  own  clever- 
ness. A  woman  who  has  charms  independently  of 
her  physical  graces  will  proiraa  the  reign  even  of 
these  last ;  so  that  chann  of  mind  and  manner  may 
be  called  the  twilight  of  maierial  loveliness,  which 
carr>-  the  afterglow  of  radiant  beauty  far  into  the 
night.  .-V  beautiful  ruin  enjoys  a  maiked  advantage, 
if  she  happens  lo  be  a  person  of  rank  or  fashion. 
Our  most  popuKir  ruins  are  those  to  be  found  in  the 
ncight>orhood  of  noble  houses  an  J  Uironial  halls  stiU 
extant.  One  quiUty  is  perfectly  inJi.-|x:n^-\l'le  to  a 
perfectly  beautiful  ruin,  and  tli.u  is  a  ■■en-^e  of  tran- 
quillity and  composure.  Fireuorks  and  a  band  aw 
not  more  out  of  place  among  shattered  arcli  and 
crumbling  column*  than  friskiness  and  fussiness  is  in 
a  wom^n  who.  though  ^lill  beautiful,  is  no  longer 
youn<.  She  should  accept  the  rcv%ard  of  time,  in- 
stcid  of  resenting  and  lejecting  it,  and  trust  to  his 
kindly  grouih.  not  only  to  beautify  her.  but  to  keep 
her  to^rther.  Neither  must  she  expect  to  receive 
those  loisv  hymns  o*"  praise  which  are  chanted  only 
to  newer  lemples  ;  it  is  enous:h  for  her  to  inspire  thai 
silent  and  more  sacred  ^xorship  which  we  feel  lor 
roofless  aisles  and  aHandoned  altars,  and  to  t>e  ad- 
dressed iji  the  chastened  but  comforting  language  of 
a  givat  pocl  :— 

Thy  thoughts  and  fccHngs  &hall  not  die. 
Nor  leave  rhc«.  when  gray  hain  arc  nii;h, 

A  mcUnvholy  slave ; 
But  nn  olJ  ;t$e  6erene  and  bright, 
Aitd  lovely  ^  a  Lapland  ni^ht, 

Shall  lead  thcc  to  thy  gnive. 

This,  pcrliaps.  is  an  ideal  rather  than  an  accurate 
description  of  what  usailly  happens.     But  that  is  the 
fault  of  the  beautiful  ruin  herself.     Too  often,  doubt- 
less, she   refuses  to  let   resignation  gently  slope  the 
way.     She  tijihts  with  time,  and  inflicts  wounds  only 
on  herself.     She  ceases  to  be  bciutiful,  and  becomes 
something  worse  than  a  niin  ;  she  grows  to  bean 
anachronism.     She  gives   herself  the  airs  of  youth, 
and  insists  upon  retaining  its  follies  and  its  draw- 
backs when  ;he  has   lost  all  its  witcheries  and  com-  J 
pensations      She  init;ht  have  been  revered,  and  she  ' 
elects  to  h.1  riiiLi.-uiou'>.     Youth  might  have  consulted 
and  manhood  de:t-rrt-d  to  her.     As  it  is  both  fly  her  i 
as  the  plague,  while  old  age  is  ashamed  to  think  that  I 
she  wiU  shortly  belong  to  iu  | 


CANNEL  COAL 


,  /  SUPER/OR  QVALITY  OF  GKA  TE 

■^'-       lOAl.   for  ..Jel.y 

MIDDLETON    &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Succi,  ant]  7i5  Samomc  Succt. 


For  the  best  New  Crop  Japan 
"  "      English  Breakfast 

"  "      Formosa  Oolong 

"  "      Mixed 


TEA 


LOR!  NG'S 

922    MARKET   STREET, 

M.inufactor\-  of  "THE  PRESIIIFXT  COKFEE' -pul 
up  in  air-light  can«.  rclainiiic;  iu  purity,  freshness  and  aroma. 


L.  T.  ZANDER, 

T\JO.  424  MONTGOMERY  STREET, 

bctwet:u  Califonii.i  .iiid   Sacramento,  San  Francl-ico. 

COLLECTOR. 

Rents,  Bills,  and  Accounts  collected,  and  prompt  returns 
made. 

ZANDER'S  PURCHASING  AGENCY. 

Orders  for  llic  pu^^;ha^c  and  .shipiiicitt  to  the  interior  of 
gOi>ds  of  evfr)  description  executed  with  pruinpUic:>:»  and 
care,  at  a  small  commission  over  C9Si. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[established  in  1S74.] 


Z«0.  W.    ^RHSCOTT. 


IKVINC  M.  SCOTT.  H.  T.  SCOTT. 


MR.  FRAZER, 

(Late  of  Xcw  Vorlc), 

DISTINGUISHED  PROFESSOR  OF 

MODERN  SOCIETY  DANCING. 

Private  Schooihjj^  Exclusivdy. 
ROUND  DANCING  A  SPECIALTY 


/ 


In  a  town  near  Boston  there  lives  a  good  lady  who 
stiffers  acutely  from  sciatica.  She  has  consulted 
physiciins  far  and  near,  but  h.is  been  unsuccessful 
in  finding  any  cure.  Not  long  since  she  heard  that 
a  man  living  not  far  au':ay  u'as  afflicted  with  the  s^ime 
disease  in  an  ttg^rav-ating  f:>nn,  and  it  occurred  to 
her  that  she  would  call  upon  him  and  ask  whether  he 
bad  found  anything  that  wouid  a\-ail  to  lessen  its 
terrors,  bhe  did  so.  and,  having  iuuoduccd  herself, 
stated  her  errand. 

"  Do  you."  she  asked.  "  find  anything  that  affords 
j-ou  relief?" 

'*  Yes.  niarm,"  he  replied.     "  Two  things." 

"  Pray  what  arc  they?" 

"  Cursing  and  swearing,"  said  the  invalid. 

It  is  added  that  on  her  return  home  the  good  lady 
told  her  husKind  that  she  only  regretted  that  she 
could  not  avail  herself  of  this  remedy. 

"  Not  that  I  ha%-e  any  conscientious  scruples,"  she 
said,  "but  t  don't  know  how." 


WOULD  MOST  RESPECTFULLY 

call  the  attention  of  parents,  ani  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  San  Francisco.  Oakl.-uid,  and  viciniiv,  to  my 
eight'pkiK«  circular,  Ci>ntatniug  full  iiifomiaiion  uix>n  the 
trcitment  of  Round  Dancinc,  etc.,  and  why  so  many  fail 
IN"  TilK  ART.  Re.i'!  c.  rt:fu!I>  ;.I!  J^hc  circuLir  contains,  and 
I  venture  to  iay  thi^  VMrcdwiU  please  you.     1 

EXACT  NO  Ti'iTu  i  my  undcriakinijs. 

1  will  occupy  the  :  ■  rooms  over  M  r.  Gray's 

Music  Store  in  aho... ,.--     1  .ijicwishinc  hours  for  m- 

stniction  must  apply  c.uiy,  :is  my  time  is  fast  being  en- 
gaged.   Office  hours,  it  a.  .m.  to  i  p.  m..  at  .Mr.  Omv's. 
I.  WILLIAM  FRAZER. 

Circalari    al   M.  Gray's   Mus'c  5*tore,   117    Ptjsi   Street, 
San  Frajicisco.  and  W.  B.  Hardy's,  Broadway,  Oakland. 


TTierewas  a  famous  resiaiiraieur  in  Paris  who,  dur- 
ing the  Exposition.  ha\-ing  exhausted  every  other  de- 
vice to  swell  the  bills  of  his  patrons  by  charging  for 
c^-ery  conceis-able  thing,  hit  upon  ihe  happy  thought 
of  ch-irging  each  for  the  number  of  the  table  occu- 
pied. Thus,  table  No.  13  figured  in  ihe  addition  as 
13  francs.  His  genius  was  rewarded  by  a  large  fort- 
une ;  but  wh;n.  overcome  by  cupidity,  he  became  ac- 
tually dishonest,  and  renumbered  all  his  tables,  be- 
ginning at  20.  on  the  pretext  that  there  were  nineteen 
in  another  room,  his  patrons  began  sadly  to  drop 
away  from  him.  and  he  was  ruined. 


In  the  funeral  honors  paid  to  the  memor>-  of  the 
late  M.  Tniers.  M.i'lame  Thi^s  rather  "ovtrdid  the 
the  thing"  by  sending  out  cards  of  inritation  set- 
ting forth  that  the  requiem  was  "  for  the  repose  of 
the  soul  of  M.  Thiers."  "  How  can  I  respond  to 
such  an  invitation  :■•*■  exclaimed  a  distinguished 
Deputy  :  **  in  the  first  pUce.  I  am  a  Jew :  in  the  next, 
'repose'  is  precisely  the  thing  that  is  not  wanted  by 
that  restless  Uttle  soul.  I  coufd  undersund  a  Tc 
Deum  in  gratitude  '/.^*rr  l£  repos  de  la  langtu  dt 
Monsieur  Thiers." " 


1V1ILLER   &   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA- HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.-s=9  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 

And  303  LcidesdorCr  Street,  San  Fiandsco. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  lE+g.)      Post  OCyct:  P-ox  si:S. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     F  R  A  N  C  I  6  C  O 


MANUFACTURERS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors, 

Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

^larine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers. 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY  OH   HAND  AND   FOR  SALE. 

Direct-actmg  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  SLation.-ir>*  Engines, 

Quartz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery-- 
Blake's  Ro«*  Breakers. 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksib-cr  Pumps, 

Chlorodiiing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumpys. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
wortcmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOrr.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


Paid  up  Capital ' $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST 


SAS'    FRANCISCO,    CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT.  pTCNi.lem.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Ferd.  K.  Rule Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardner ., General  Aecnt. 


COMMERCIAL 

TNSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office,  405  California  Street,  San  Franciico. 

JOHM  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Sccretarr. 


'HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


-TJIE 


INSURANCE    CO.MPANV,    FIRE    AKD    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS 8450,000 

Principal  Office,  218  and  220  Sansome  Stn:Kt,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  I  VERS.  V  cePtesident, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHIXG,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Survevo 


O.  F.  WILLEY  &  CO 

!MI«RTEKS   AND   MANUPACTUKERS   07 

FINE  CARRIAGES  &  WAGONS 

No.  427  XIOXTGOMERV  St.,  San  Francisco. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 

/IRE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  In  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinal- 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ON  their  merits,  ihey  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  al!  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FUWORIXC  EXTR^VCTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coasl.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  belter 
Mlisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  t;ind  and  ate 
respectfully  rt-qucncJ  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

.SAN  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactttred  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS,   Philadelphia. 

C.  S.  CAFFREY,  Camtien,  N.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  New  York, 
H.  KILL.\M  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


ALSO,   ACEXTi.   FOR 

H.UINE.'SS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILI.E,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  VpHiips,  etc 


s 


When  you  see  a  woman  sit  down,  open  her  desk. 
jerk  out  a  pen  and  uritins  material,  roll  up  her 
£lcc^i■cs,  nTid  '•:'7-2  ih--  pen  as  though  she  were  pre;>ar- 
i*^  t'J  irmy,  you  may  rest  assured  there 

*rc  r.  _  :i  ia  the  English  language  to  ex- 

press i. 


An  officer  in  the  army  laughed  at  a  timid  woman 
because  she  was  abrraed  at  th«  noise  of  a  cannon 
when  a  salute  wits  fired.  He  sub-c^picatly  married 
that  timid  woman,  and  six  monihs  aften.\.mls  he  took 
off  his  boots  in  the  hall  when  he  came  in  late  at 
nighL  

The  average  woman  is  composed  of  two  hundred 
and  forty-three  banes,  one  hundred  and  sixty-nine 
mtiscles.  t^eaty-tAO  old  newspapers,  and  two  hun- 
dred and  ten  b,i;rp;ns. 


Grrek  is  the  Unguace  for  poetry,  French  for  love, 
and  Italian  for  hind-of^an  melody;  but  the  man 
with  a  shirt  collar  that  don't  fit  is  tbe  same  hopdess 
fellow  in  alL 


A  Xashrillc  belle  has  fee:  tha*  do  not  match.  Baih 
are  perfect  in  shape,  but  one  is  a  number  one  and  the 
other  a  number  seven.  She  alwavs  puts  her  best  foot 
forAard, 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

I'mil  you  see  what  hr.^  hwn  accom- 
plished by  DR,  PIERCES  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send   for  New   Illustrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

^„    ,      ^        -  MAGNETIC  KL.^STIC  TRUSS 

t,0.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  S.vi  Francisco. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

rrasT  CLASS  in  all  respects. 
QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

yCf     for  La  lies.  Gentlemen,  and  Fan.'Kcs.     £^  Entrance 
socth  side  of  Coon.  A.    D.   SHARON. 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

PJOTARY  PCBLrC,    No.    iib'i    Mont- 


goawry  birsct. 
San  F/viciscol 


Residence,   1803  Stockton  Street, 


A  porter  on  a  sleeping-car  sa>-s  that  as  a  rule  the 
woman  who  lo5es  a  fifty-cent  breastpin  makes  more 
fuss  than  the  one  who  loses  a  whole  set  of  eood 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY.     54   CLAY   STREET. 


Soaie  pere.-ras  of  weak  under^tending  ai«  sosensi- 
^"^    "*  thai  weikncss  as  to  be  aUe  to  make  a  good 


pUBUC  ADMINISTRATOR, 


WILLIAM  DOOLAN. 

O&oe  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


TA  TE    OF    CALIFORNIA,    CITY 

and  County  of  San  Francisco — In  Probate  Court. 

In  [he  matter  of  the  Estate  of  JOHX  BLISS,  deceased. 
Notice  for  publication  of  time  appointed  for  pro\-iDg  will, 
etc. 

Pursuant  lo  an  order  of  said  Court,  made  on  the  19th  day 
November,  a.  d.  1878,  notice  is  hereby  given  that  MuN- 
DAV,  the  Qth  day  of  December,  a.  d.  1878,  at  11  o'clock  a. 
M.  of  said  day,  and  the  court  room  of  said  Court,  at  the  new 
City  Hali.  in  die  City  and  Count>-  of  San  Francisco,  have 
been  appointed  as  the  time  and  place  for  pro\'ing  the  will  of 
said  John  B]i.<^,  deceased,  and  for  hearing  the  application 
of  C.  H.  PHELPS  for  the  issuance  t*  hira  of  Letters  of 
Ad  minis  traiiou  with  the  will  annexed,  when  and  where  any 
person  interested  may  appear  and  contest  the  same. 

Dated  November  lOth,  187S. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 

(sE.\L  OF  COURT.]    By  \Vm.  A.  Stuart,  Deputj-  Clerk 

Charles  P.  EBtxs,  .Attorney  for  Petitioner.  66  Nevada 
Blocks 


A 


NNUAL    MEETING.  —MEXICAN 

Gold  and  Sil\'er  Mining  Companv. — The  annual 
meeting  of  the  stockholders  of  the  Mexican  Gold  and  Silver 
Mining  Company  will  be  held  on  TccstJAV,  December  5th, 
1878,  at  one  o'clock  v.  m.,  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No. 
203  Bush  Street,  San  Francis«>,  Cal.  Transfer  oooks  will 
be  closed  on  Saturday,  No%-eraber  33d.  at  12  o'clock  m. 

C.  L.  McCOV,  Secrct.-try. 


JN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District, of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  ban  Francisco. 

IZETIA  GOODHUE,  plaintiff,  vs.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judicial  District  of  the  Slate  of  Ca]ifomi.-i,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  ihe  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
oiiice  of  ihe  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  grecling  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant: 

^'ou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  ia  the  District 
tJourt  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  iii  and  for  the  Cit>  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  ans'A'cr  the  complaint  filed  therein  uithin  ten  days 
(excluave  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  yoa  of 
this  socunons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  ser\-ed  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  cays" 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  takeu  against.  )-ou,  according  lo  the  pra>'er  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  lo  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissohing  the  bonds  of  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
iore  exis.t:rig  bet\veen  plaintiS'  and  defendant  upon  ih« 
ground.%  set  forth  ia  die  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which 
^,'-t..aI  reference  is  hereby  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

Ar.d  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  app=ar  and 
ansn'cr  tho  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff m-i!l  apply  10  the  Court  for  the  re!i&f  demanded  therein. 

Cii-cn  tinder  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  14th 
day  of  No%'*mb=r,  in  ihe  j-ear  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
ei^t  hundred  and  seventj- -eight. 

[SEAL,]  THOs.  H.  REYKOLDS,  Clerk. 

By  J.  H.  PICHEN5,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Woods  &  CoFFrv,  .^tiomej-s  for  Plaintiff. 


nOULQ  &-■  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia. 
Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Nutice  is  hereby  i;ivcn,  that  al  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i&h  day  of  November,  1878,  an  as- 
sessmeni  (No.  54)  of  one  dollar  and  fiuy  cents  (Si  50)  per 
share  was  lewed  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation, 
payable  immediately,  in  United  States  gold  coin,  10  the 
Secretary,  at  the  otnce  of  the  Comp,Tny,  Room  60.  Nevada 
Block,  309  MonEgomer>-  Street,  San  Francisco, C^ifomia, 

Any  stock  upon  whichthisassessmentshall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  23d  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  pa>-ment  Is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tuesdav,  the  founcenth  day 
of  January'.  1878.  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  to- 
gether vrith  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors, 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW.  Sccretarj-. 

Office — Room  69,  Nevada  Block,  309  Monigomcrj*  Street, 
San  Fiancisco,  California. 


o 


iPHIR   SILVER    MINING   COM  PA- 

Location  of  principal  piace  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
Count)-,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  5th  day  of  Movember,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  to 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj',  at  the  ofhce  of  the 
Company,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  No.  203  Bush 
Street,  ban  Francisco.  Cahfomia. 

.■Vny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  loth  day  of  December,  1878,  wll  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pajTnent  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  30th  day  of 
December,  1S78,  to  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOY,  Secr«lar>-. 

Ofhce — Cosmopolijaa  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush  Street, 
San  Fnmcisco.  California. 


A  PPLICA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

•^  •*■  TRADER.  —  Notice  is  hereby  gi^xn  that  I, 
Emma  S.  Howe,  wife  of  Charles  W.  Howe,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  Slate  of  California,  v,nil  apply 
to  the  Count)'  Court  of  s^aid  city  and  county  and  state 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  23d  day  of  December,  a.  d. 
1S7S,  the  same  being  a  day  of  the  November  term,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  aid  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carrj-  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaio,  the  busi- 
ness of  bujnng  and  selling  merchandise,  buying  and  selling 
real  and  personal  property'  and  m  ning  slocks,  and  to  keep 
boarding  and  lodging-bouse,  and  to  loan  and  borrow  money 
on  mortgage  or  otherwise,  and  to  do  and  perform  all  acts 
connected  with  or  incident  lo  said  different  branches  of  bus- 
iness. _  EMMA  S.  HOWE. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  November  18th,  a.  d.  1878. 


/ 


,V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  Saa  Francisco  in  the  cfhoe  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
Da^-id  P.  Nelson,  defendant; 

You  are  hereby  required  lo  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  name^  plainiff,  in  the  Distnct 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
C^if-xnia  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complajj^t  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  oi 
this  summoris — if  served  within  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  uithin  twenty  days ; 
otherwise  within  forty  daj"s — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimonj-  herctolore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  thai  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  lo  the  Court  for  ihe  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

THOS.  H.  KEVNOLDS,  Clerk. 

fsEAi_l  By  W.  STEVeNSw^,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Woods  and  Joh.s  J.  Cofpe*",  Attonicys  for 
Plaintiff. 


THE       ARGONAUT 


BERKELEY  GYMNASIUM. 


The  Berkeley  Gymnasium  (a  preparatorj'  school  to  the 
Universin-) — a  first-class  boarding-school  establishment  in 
the  interests  of  higher  education,  and  iii  opposition  to  the 
cramming  system  of  the  small  colleges  and  military  acade- 
miesof  the  State,  The  next  term  will  commence  July  24th. 
Examination  of  candidates  for  admission  July  22d  and  23d. 
By  request,  instructions  have  been  provided  durinji  the  sum- 
mer months  for  students  preparing  fur  the  August  e.vamina- 
lions  a  the  University.  For  catalogue  or  particulars,  ad- 
drsfts 

JOHN    F.    BURRIS,    PRINCIPAL, 

BERKELEY.  CALIFORNIA. 

Note. — We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  organi- 
zation of  our  Grammar  Department,  separate  irom  the  Aca- 
demical, and  solicit  the  patronage  of  parents  and  guardians 
of  small  boys. 

WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  lo  the  im- 
ported article  by  reason  of  its   freshness  and   the  care  used 
m  Its  production. 
PRICE,  LARGE   BOTTLES,  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Corner  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


QF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND    OF 

^'^  Standard  Reputation,  plaj'ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assortment  in  this  citj-. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS always  on  hand.  Netv  and  interesting  stj-les  con- 
stantly received.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REP.\IRING    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES     thoroughly 
done  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  9treei,  San  Francisco. 
Br^ich  of  House,  680  Broadway,  New  York. 


ALASKA 

OOMMERGIAL  GO. 

No.  310  S.\NSOME  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   O.    MERRILL    &   CO. 

SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AND  206  California  St.        -        -         San  Francisco. 


K  c>  Jg  J^  I  Li  gg  O  JCpT^ 

WINTER     ARRANGEMENT, 

CoMMIiNCI.NG   Mo.VDAV,    Nov.  iS,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townscnd  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

g  y^  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
'O  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  ^  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
^^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 

rn   An  ^-  ^I-  daily    for    San    Jose    and   Way    Sta- 
±  u.^u  lions. 

J^Q  p.  M,  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  and 
•J '^  Way  Stations. 

^    .^   p.    M.    DAILY    for    San    Jose    and    Way    Sta- 
T'T*^  tions. 


P.  M.  DAILY    for    Slenlo    Park   and  Way  Sta- 


^'30  Ls. 

^^  The   extra  Sunday   train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions is  discontinued  for  the  Winter  season. 

EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  intermediate 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdaj-s  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH. 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
i^"  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaviag  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  FerT>- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  P.  M.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohsve,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


(TAN  FRANCISCO  AND 
>->  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  November  11, 187S,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

JQQ  ^-  ■^^M  DAILY^  Siindays  inchtaed^ 
Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washington 
Street  AVhaiT ),  connecting  with  Mail  ani  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
v'ille  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

8^  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  foUott-ing  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  11.00  A.  M.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2,30  P.  M.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office.  Wa.shington  Street  Wharf. 

Akthi?r  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A,  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.   E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


Newton  Booth,  'Z.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodgs,  San  Francisco 

W-  DODGE  &^   CO., 
WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


w. 


r\CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamsrs   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,         BELGIO. 

February 18  I  December 17  I  Januarj- 16 

May   16     March 15     April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  to  Geo.  H.  Rice,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacihc  Mail  bieanibhip  company's  Wharf,  or  No.  218 
California  Street. 

T.   H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'I   Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


P 


dCIF/C  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with    unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  Kt  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKL.^ND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAM.\,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS.   HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
2olh   of   each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,  Orego.i,  on  the  loth, 

2oth,  and  30lh  of  each  month. 

V/ILLIAM.^,  ELANCHARD  &  CO., -Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

yUST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE  COL- 
lection  of  fine  Engravings  specially  purckased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothing  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
lime  rare.  W.  K.  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  iheir  prices. 

Please  note  address — 22  iloiitgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


-PACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamei-s  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj-  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARD.\R.\,  SANTA  CRUZ. 
SAN  DIEGO,  .SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisca  abeut 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company  s  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers.    . 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pink. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &.  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frai.cisGO. 


CHAS.  N.  FOX- 


M.   B,  KELLOGG. 


FOX  8l  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW,  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  S10  California  Street,  Rooms  1,  2,  and  %. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

■^-^      chant  Street,  Room  16.     Probate    divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and.all  .other  cases  attended  to. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 

QOMMENCING  MONDAY,  NOIEAJ- 

ber  i5,  1878,  and  until  fnrlher  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
V17LL  LEA  l''E  SAiV  FRANCISCO: 
OvERLANu  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Stuket. 

7,00    ''^-    '''^•'    ^■■l^^^\     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    M.-trkct    Street   Landing),  con- 

necting ^vith  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  CaU 
isi'igiit  The  (ieysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  P.  M.] 

7,00    ^^-  ^^^^   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferr>-).  arriving  at 

Tracy  at  11.30  a.  ,m.,  and  connecting  with  Atlantic  Express. 
Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriving  at  San  Jose  at  10.15  a. 
M.  (Trains  returning  from  Tracy  arrive  San  Francisco  6.05 
p,  M.J 

8  00  ^-  ^'^-^  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-,  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  S:  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj-sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Co!fa.\,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
train  arrixing  at  June  at  3.40  v.  .m 

I  Arrive  San  Francisco  5.15  P  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10.00   ^-    ^^"<  DAILY,   {VIA    OAK- 

land  Feny),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  4.05  r.  M.) 

->  QQ  P.  M.,  DAILV,   SAN  yosE 

ij  '  Pasj;enger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  0.^5  a.  m.] 

9   QQ    P.    M.,    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

%D  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antloch. 

r.Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a.  m.] 

zf  00  ^-  '^^•'    DAILY,   SOUTH  ERA 

n~*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    FerTj-,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  S:  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma  [Arrive  San  Franci.sco  at  12-35  '^-  ^'-1 

A  00  ^-  '^■>  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

■T"'  Valiejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  Avith  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knights  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  .M.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  ears  bet%veen  Val- 
iejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

^  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

■7-'  ^-^'^     Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  M.] 

A   70  P-    ^^■'   JO^^^^'    THROUGH 

T^"^  ^  Third  Class  and  Accommodation  Train,  via 
Oakland  Ferrj",  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  a.  m.  (Arrive  San  Francisce  0.05  a.  m.] 

yi     ^Q  P.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

^'^  senger  (\'ia    Oakland    Ferry)   to    Haywards, 

Nilcs,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  v.  m.] 

M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 
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nn  P- 

•  "-^  *-^     Emigrant     Train    (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 


Northern  RailwajO,  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public  conveyance  for   Hills  Seminar^' connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCrSC®.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


A. 

M. 

6 

10 

7 

00 

7 

^o 

a 

^ 

.^0 

q 

00 

9 

V> 

IXt 

10 

10 

ir 

30 

12 

OB 

1. 00 
I -3° 
2.00 
3.00 
3-3° 
4.00 
4-30 
5.00 
5-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 
10.30 
iiii.45 


11.00 

12.00 

p.  M. 

1-3° 

2.00 

*3.oo 

4.00 

5-00 

6.00 

8*7.00 

b'S.io 

'io.30| 

J '"11-45; 


A.  M. 
3  7.00 
B  9.00 
BIO.OO 

P.  M. 

J  5.00 


k^S 


e  6.10 
7.30 
S.30 
9.30 

TO. 30 
11.30 
P.  M. 
12.30 
1. 00 
3.30 
4.30 
3-30 
6.30 


3.00 
4.30 


O- 


g.20 
10.30 
Bit.4Sl 


7.00 

'.  M. 
3. CO 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILT. 


A.  M.    .   A.  M. 

B  6.30  B  5.40 

7-3° 


7.00  M  5.10 

8.00  u  5.50 

6.40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
It.  40 


12.40 
1.3S 
2.40 
4.40 
5-40 
6.40 

7- SO 
9.00 
10.10 


Bio.no  V.  _ 
mi.oo'  '6.25 

p.   M.  7'00 

B  6.00         8.03 

j     9.00 

10.03 

11-03 

12. 0 
p.  M- 

r.oo 

3.00 

"3.20 

4.00 

S-oo 

6.03 

8*8.30 
0.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


no.oo 

12.50 

6. so 

I.ZO 

7.20 

1.50 

7. so 

2.50 

8.=S 

3.20 

8.50 

3.50 

9.!o 

4.20 

9-50 

4SO 

10. 20 

5.20 

10.50 

5.50 

11.20 

6.2, 

11. SO 

6.50 

8.00 

B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 


CREEK  ROUTE 

From    San    Francisco — /J.///)'— 1*7.20—2.15—9.15—10.15 

—II. It; A.  M.— 17.15— 1.15— 3-25— 3-'5— 4-15— S-'5''-  "■ 

From  Oakland— /?rt//v—B7- 10— 8-03— 905— '0-05— i'-oS 

A.    M.  — 12.05— 1.05— 2.15— 3-05— 4-05— s.osr.  "• 

B — Daily,  Sundays  excepted. 


"Ofificlal  Schedule  Time"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  i&-(  Monlgomcrv  StreeU 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag  t. 


Y^UE  NEVADA    BANK 

J-  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3.500,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L,  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glennv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.) "i  (5eo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  In  any 

Cart  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the  principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    Stales, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A, 

Amer    Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>-ne  &  Smiths. 

The  Usion  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No,  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office ■  -  -  3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  S:  W.  Seligman  S:  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $6,000,000 

Surplus  EainiTtgs 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  Kj^  , 

Ign.  Steinhart,  j  ^ 

P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  C^hier. 


T 


HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAil   FRANCISCO 


Capital $^,000,000 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  EanJ^^;  Chicago,  Unioc 
National  Bank ;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\-ings  Bank ;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort -on-Main,  Antwerp,  Anislerdam.  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockho'm,  CJhristiana,  Locarno, 
Melbeume,  Sydney,  AucUand,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
n.  »      AND  LOAN  SOCIETY, 


President M.  D.  SwebneIt-. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sl^llivan. 

trusters. 
M.  D-  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  OSullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  SuUi^'an,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martix 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Marfcetand  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countrj-  m.-iy  be  sent  through  Wcl  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  wi!l  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signaliu-e  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  cleposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $3.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Tncorpomted  . .. . 
Reorganized 


October  13,  x866. 

August  ^,  187S. 


OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  atid  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
Jamf^  Benson,  Secretary-  and  Cashier. 
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•RENCH  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bi:sH  Stiveet.  above  Kear.sev,  San  Francisco, 
G.  MAKE.  Dir"lor. 


MULLER'S 

i^OP  TO  METER/ 

I  The  ooly  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  Vision. 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST., 


r  M  U  L  L  E  R 

1  OPTICIAN 

ISjUoatfi'jSu     I  Kear   Busli,   oprn 
I  Hotel. 


t6 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CilCKMIiG 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEGANT  PIA.WS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER. 

Sole  Ac«nt  for  Pacific  Coasl.r]^i 

fy  Owners  of  Chick«rin2  Piano*  are  specially  requested 
to  leave  orders  for  tuoinc  at  wareroom^,  31  Post  Street. 


MUSIC 


KX.VBE  PI.\.NOS, 
Irving  Pi.anos,  Rogers' Upright  Ph.n'os, 
Prince  Orcii/is,  ll'ii/,rs'  Orguiis,  Sheet  Aftisie. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  M.\RKET  STREET. 


NO.  12  TYLER  STREET,  S.  F. 

These  Pianoii  are  all  thice-stringed.  with  ivory  kcj-s,  not 
inttution. 


PIANOS 

SCHOM.'\CKER  AND  HEXRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

Pianot  Tuned.  Rcotcd,  and  for  Silc  on  the  lostallmcnt  Plan. 

W00DW0RTH,SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


SSUTTER&MONTGYSHSf. 

TNDEPEXDENT  LINE 
ASTORIA    AND    PORTLAND,   OREGON. 

The  Splendid   Low  -procure,  Side  WTiccI  Ameritan  .■.team- 

GREAT    REPUBLIC, 

38SJ  TONS. 

.1  AMES  CARROLL Commander 

Will  >ail  from  Spear  Street  wharf,  for  the  above  pon&, 
On  TUESDAY,  Dec.  3.  at  10  .A.  M. 

Steerage  Passage $2  oo 

Cabin  H;i5sage 7  00 

In  Bridal  Rooms 10  00 

Freight at  Lowest  Rates 

FREIGHT  RECEIVED  D.AILV. 

For  freight  or  n.-t$^gc  apply  at  the  office  on  Sj,ear 
Street  wharf.  Tickets  also  for  sale  at  No.  3  New  Mont- 
gomery Street,  under  Grand  Hotel. 

P.  B.  CORNWALL. 

NEW  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS 

AT  ROMAN'S. 

The  Tablc-BooV  of  Art.     By  B.  P.  Sandhont.    410, 

cloth,  illttiiraied $6  00 

Briti&h  Poetr>\  By  Fields  Cloth,  $6  50;  half  calf..  10  00 
Thanaiopsis.  By  Br>-ant.  Cloth,  Sa  50;  morocco  ...  5  00 
Thaaaiopsis  and  Flood  of  Years.  -  CIo,  S3  50;  mor. ,  -  7  00 

Ceramic  An.     By  Jennie  Young.    Ooth 500 

Iris,  or  the  Rom.mrjc  of  an  Opal  Ring.     By  Mrs.  Dr. 

Toland.      ll!astr:ite<i;  cloth,  $3;  morocco. 7  00 

The  Rag  Fair.     By  L.  Clartson.     410,  cloth 5  00 

Mother  Oxjse,     Su;>crbly  illustrated,  410.  cloth 3  00 

Fretich  Pictures.     IHustnited 6 

Our  Woodland  Trees.     By  F.  S.  Heath,     aoth. 6 

Fanuliar   WilJ    Flowers,     liy   F.  E.   Huime.     isico, 

.  cloth 5  00 

Swiiierlir.d.     410,  cloth,  illustrated,  StS;  morocco 35  00 

Beauty  a;id  the  Bca&t.  Colored  illustrattons,  410,  do.  3  js 
BiTor.  Munchausen.     Colored  illustrations,  410.  doth.  4  00 

Aunt  Louise's  Culiicn  Gift  0"^"cr.ile).     4to,  cloth 2  50 

Shakspcare   in    Fifty  Different  Styles.     Standard  Works  ■ 
all  bindingi.  Juveniles.  Ojld  Pen*,  etc 

OPEN  EVENINGS. 

A.    ROMAN    &.   CO. 

Hv;  Blodt,  San  FnuMisco. 


DECORATION  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AWARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT! 


HTHE  PARIS  EXPOSITION  HAS  AWARDED  THE  DECORATION  OF 
-'      the  Legion  of  Honor  to  Mr.  Henry  Brewster,  senior  member  of  th«  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

(OF  BROOME  STREET,! 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  city  of  New  York.  .-Vlso,  the  Gold  Medal,  and  five  Diplomas  of  Merit  to  the  several  foremen  of  depart  mcnlh, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Thirteen  Carriitgcs.  a  Park  Drag,  Pleasure  Vchidc^,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  the  late  E.vposition, 
a:i  a  recognition  of  the  superior  c,\ccllencc  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

W.  J.  DONLEY,  the  representative,  is  now  in  San  Francisco^  and  may  bcfotindat 
0.  F.   Wiiiev  &^  Co:s,  or  at  the  Batdwin. 

Messrs.  O.  F.  l\'ILLE\' &^  CO.^./J^y  .yfon/gomery  St.^arc S(yh-  A'^rnts in  Catifornia. 

BREWSTER  &  CO.  cof  broome  street,) 

Broadway,  47th  and  48th  Streets,  New  York  City. 


I.  W.  TABER 

Tlie  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occupied  his  new  and  handsome  parlors 

over  the  HIBERNIA  BANK,  CORNER  MARKET  AND  Montgomery  Streets. 

Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.      Elevator  connected  with  building. 

Easy  of  access.     The  handsomest  Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city.     Give  him  a  call. 

^S-  Mr.  GEORGE  B.  RIEMAN,  for  many  years  the  leading  man  at  Bradley  & 
Rulofson's,  is  now  connected  with  this  establishment,  and  will  personally  superintend 
the  business. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

H.AVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  T.ASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH   STREET,  S.   F. 


fjNE^y 


SAN  FRANCISCO 

BRANCH,       SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE.       910   MARKET  ST, 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

T/ie  Extra  lOO    Ya7-ds.      Quarter  Ou7ice.       Ounce  Spools.      Em- 
broidery Silks. 
THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  ninety-five  white  women  and  girls.      Sold 
by  ali  first-class  dealers. 


Y'ffE  ANNUAL  MEETING  OF  THE 

Stockholders  of  the  Gould  &  Curr^-  Silver  M:ning 
Company  will  be  held  at  the  offict  of  the  Company,  Room 
69,  Xc%-ada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery-  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California,  on  Monday,  the  i6th  day  of  December, 
1878.  Transfer  books  will  be  closed  on  Friday,  December 
sixth,  1673,  at  the  hour  of  3  r.  M. 

AT  P'RFD  K.   DI-RBROW.  <«-rT*-«nr^-. 


^AREROOMS,   N.   IV,   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,  JHYDE   &,   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  books, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The   only  really  ligh '.-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


BUSINESS 

college, 
320  post  street, 

San  Francisco. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  .-uid  reliable. 
J.  W.  EV.\NS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


BUY  YOUR   SHIRTS  AT 


STOVES 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS 

BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 

STORES,  ETC.,  ETC. 


J^HE  LARGEST  STOCK  AND 

the  greatest  variety  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 

500 

Different  Sizes,  Styles,  .^nd  Pattern's  to  select  from. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

NOS.  IIO,  112,  114,  118,  &    120  B.ATTERV  St. 

PALMErBM 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  as.sortment  of 

T  ADIES'   AND   GENTS'   FURNISH- 

"^^  ing  Gotid-.,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  V;ilcncieuncs  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruciiin^s,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  best  slock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 

JOE  POHEll 

The  Tailor, 

203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  Street,  under  the  RussS 
House,  near  Bush  Street,  has 
just  received  a  large  assortment 
of  the  latest  style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 15  , 

'  A  ^^G&  ^^  ^^  Icadine  question  is 

'Fuv  i^^^^m  where  the  best   goods   can   be 

'rf'll''"^'    ^^k.  found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 

illMl.:'ll     ^^  answer  is  at 

^^JOE  POHEIM, 

'  -,o3  Montgomery*  St.  and    103 
/  1  Third  St. 

t^'ll'l     I  :-'J:v.W,ij!i^  (Samples  and     Rules    for   .Self- 
^^>k'^    if  "Measurement  sent   free  to  any 

~^  address.     Fit  guaranteed. 

"THnTERTiCAL  FEED. 

n^HE  ONLY  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

■^  all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
.Sewi.sg  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S.— Howe,    Florence.   Wheeler  &   Wilson,  Grover   & 
Baker,    Domestic,    Weed,   Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
each. 

BEAMISH'S 


The  Ar0*onaut. 


VOL.  III.    NO.  3fi 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    DECEMBER    y,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


OLLA-PODRIDA. 


but  if  these  motives  are  lacking,  the  intelligent,  thinking 
man  will  not  go  and  listen  to  the  old,  worn  out,  unmeaning 
platitudes  of  faith  in  which  he  has  no  belief,  to  dogmas  and 
traditions  that  do  not  commend  themselves  to  his  reason. 
He  will  certainly  avoid  the  church  if  he  has  reason  to  ques- 
tion the  sincerity  ot  !the  teacher,  and  finds  in  him  a  dull 
thinker  and  a  drawlinig  talker. 


There  is  an  important  inquiry  now  going  on  why  the 
attendance  at  what  is  called  divine  worship  is  falling  off 
in  America.  This  question  seems  to  have  arisen  in  Cincin- 
nati, and  is  the  subject  of  an  editorial  disquisition  in  the 
San  Francisco  Bulletin.  The  facts  are  admitted  that  at- 
tendance is  decreasing  at  the  houses  of  Protestant  service, 

that  the  female  part  of  the  worshipers  largely  exceeds  that  of  If  the  Christian  religion  is  anything  ;  if  it  is  what  it  pro- 
the  male,  and  that  this  decline  is  more  noticeable  in  Protest-  I  fesses  to  be  ;  if  this  brief  moment  of  time  is  but  the  oppor- 
ant  than  in  Catholic  congregations.  Personally  we  had  not '  tunity  for  preparing  for  an  unending  and  immortal  life  ;  if 
observed  this  condition  of  things,  because  of  the  fact  that  we  I  God  so  loved  us  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son  for  our 
do  not  ourselves  verj'  frequently  spend  the  Sabbath  day  in  :  redemption  ;  if  belief  in  him  involves  an  eternity  of  happi- 
attending  church.  But  we  know  why  church  attendance  is  ness  or  of  misery  ;  if  upon  our  acts  or  beliefs  in  this  world 
on  the  decline,  and  we  know  why  there  are  more  female  than  hangs  our  destiny  in  the  world  to  come  ;  if  the  Supreme  In- 
male  attendants,  and  we  know  a  remedy  for  it.  Knowing  so  ,  telligence  and  the  Supreme  Power  has  given  us  the  sacred 
much  we  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  withhold  our  information,  ,  writings  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments  as  the  interpreta- 
but  are  impelled  by  the  sense  of  duty  to  settle  these  questions  tion  of  His  will  and  His  direction  for  our  guidance ;  if  the  men 
at  once.  We  do  it  reverently,  and  in  no  disposition  to  make  i  who  call  themselves  priests  or  preachers  are  divinely  chosen 
light  of  what  other  people  regard  as  sacrei  The  first  and  I  as  our  teachers,  exemplars,  and  guides — then  indeed  theirs  is 
prominent  cause  is  that  the  religious  world  is  not  keeping  i  a  most  holy  and  a  most  solemn  vocation  ;  then  we  have  a 
pace  with  the  intelligence  of  the  age  ;  it  is  not  abreast  with  ,  right  to  observe  in  them  a  course  of  conduct  above  even  the 
the  progress  of  the  time  ;  it  is  endeavoring  dogmatically  to    suspicion  of  selfishness  or  worldly  desire.    According  to  their 


sit  down  upon  reason,  and  with  an  almost  slavish  adherence 
to  tradition,  and  to  the  teachings  of  the  fathers  and  the  literal 
interpretation  of  the  Sacred  Writings,  to  declare  themselves 
at  war  with  the  demonstrations  of  science.  Hence  it  is, 
that  in  those  communities  where  learning  has  made  its  pro 


own  profession  they  stand  at  God's  holy  altar,  between  Him 
and  us  poor,  sinful  fellow-men,  as  the  only  means  by  which 
we  may  be  rescued  from  an  eternal  death.  If  they  believe 
this,  and  are  sincere  in  their  professions,  if  they  are  not  the 
.-ilest  of  hypocrites,  they  must  feel  that,  above  all  other  men 


roundest  researches,  where  knowledge  is  most  generally  and  all  other  vocations,  they  are  bearing  a  great  burden  of 
diffused,  the  fact  is  most  noticeable.  Because  men  are  responsibility.  And  we  sinners  (as  they  call  usj  have  a  right 
more  independent  in  thought,  and  have  less  veneration  for  '  to  demand  that  they  possess  a  learning  equal  to  the  preten- 


traditions  and  early  fables,  and  less  respect  for  the  require- 
ments of  custom,  than  women,  they  are  the  first  to  withdraw 
themselves  from  religious  teachings. 


Another  and  important  factor  in  producing  this  condition 
of  things  is  that  the  Christian  teachers  of  to-day  are  not 
comparable  with  those  of  the  earlier  time  in  point  of  learn- 
ing, eloquence,  devotion,  and  enthusiasm  in  their  calling. 
We  had  almost  added  "  piety  "  to  this  categorj-  in  which,  in 
our  judgment,  the  preachers  of  to-day  are  deficient ;  and,  in- 
deed, it  seems  to  us  that  between  the  ordinary'  parson  and 
the  ordinary  gentleman  one  can  perceive  no  marke(^  differ- 
ence as  to  purity  of  life  and  probity  of  conduct.  In  compar- 
ing the  clergy  of  earlier  days  with  their  contemporaries  in  the 
other  learned  professions  we  must  admit  them  to  have  been 
fully  equal  in  respect  to  the  qualities  we  have  named.  At  one 
time  they  almost  monopolized  the  learning  of  the  age  ;  they 
were  eloquent  beyond  the  gentlemen  of  the  bar,  or  of  legisla- 
tive and  political  circles.  That  they  were  devoted,  enthusi- 
astic, sincere,  and  unselfish,  the  labor  of  their  lives  attested.  If 
we  are  not  mistaken,  the  clergymen  of  our  Protestant  churches 
(say  half  a  century  ago)  were  abler  and  stronger  men  than 
those  of  to-day.  Then,  the  pulpit  claimed  and  secured  the 
brighter  minds,  and  the  better  thinkers,  and  the  broader  in- 
tellects ;  now,  the  pulpit  secures  more  than  its  share  of  the 
dull  and  narrow-minded — of  men  who  are  content  to  look 
behind  and  not  before  them.  The  young  men  from  our 
colleges  and  schools  who  devote  themselves  to  polemic  dis- 
cussions and  theological  investigations,  and  consecrate  their 
lives  to  the  church,  are  not  the  broad-browed,  ambitious 
men,  who,  in  their  intellectual  strength  and  restless  desire  to 
arrive  at  the  truth  and  the  accomplishment  of  grand  results, 
avoid  the  profession  of  the  ministry  as  one  that  fetters  their 
freedom,  and  does  not  allow  them  that  scope  for  scientific 
and  philosophical  research  which  ever)-  healthy  and  honest 
mind  demands.  We  know  that  there  are  still  in  the  pulpit 
men  of  great  culture,  of  splendid  accomplishments,  of  reso- 
lute, original  minds,  of  independent  thought  ;  yet,  if  we  are 
not  mistaken,  just  to  the  extent  that  they  follow  their  reason, 
and  just  to  the  extent  that  they  cut  themselves  loose  from 
dogmas  and  traditions,  and  just  to  the  extent  they  give  utter- 
ance to  free  thought,  they  are  charged  with  want  of  ortho- 
doxy. We  could,  we  think,  give  examples  of  this  b)-  pro- 
nouncing many  illustrious  names,  both  of  clergy  and  laity, 
both  in  the  Protestant  and  Roman  churches — names  of  men 
who  have  lived  and  died  at  variance  with  their  fellows,  be- 
cause they  were  in  advance  of  them  in  the  recognition  of 
certain  great  truths  which  their  respective  churches  were  not 
prepared  to  admit. 


If  then,  we  are  correct — if  the  preachers  of  to-day  have 
not  kept  in  advance  of  their  congregations  in  learning,  and 
in  knowledge  of  science  ;  and  if  they  are  not  as  instructive, 
as  eloquent,  and  as  earnest  as  formerly — it  would  naturally 
follow  that  the  more  intellectual  and  thinking  portions  of 
their  audience  should  fall  away.     The  time  has  gone  by  in 


sions  of  their  calling,  the  eloquence  of  a  divine  inspiration, 
and  lead  a  life  the  purity  of  which  admits  of  no  suspicion. 
And  if  they  are  not  such  men  ;  if  they  are,  on  an  average, 
no  more  learned,  no  more  eloquent,  no  better  in  their  daily 
lives  than  we  are  ;  if  they  serve  Mammon  instead  of  God, 
as  we  do  ;  if  they  indulge  themselves  as  much  as  we  in  the 
enjoyment  of  this  world's  goods  ;  if  they  sometimes  run  after 
strange  women,  and  worship  idols  of  gold  with  feet  of  clay ; 
if  they  live  and  dress  fashionably,  and  buy  stocks,  and  turn 
politicians,  enjoy  society,  accumulate  money,  pursue  this 
world's  ambitions,  and  are  no  more  honest  than  honest  men 
ought  to  be  in  their  business  ^cations,  thjj-.  it  is  not,  per- 
haps, surjlAising  that  we  shoald^aot  be  over^ivilling  to  sit  at 
their  feet  to  learn  wisdom,  nor  imitate  their  examples  as  the 
road  to  God's  favor.  It  is,  perhaps,  not  altogether  surprising 
that  we  should  question  the  sincerity  of  their  professions  and 
the  authenticity  of  their  commissions. 


dress,  show  of  wealth  ;  less  arrogance,  less  display  on  the 
part  of  the  members  ot  fashionable  congregations ;  and  on  the 
part  of  all  professing  rehgion  greater  consistency  of  life, 
greater  purity  of  conduct,  a  closer  imitation  of  the  life  and  a 
closer  observance  of  the  teachings  of  Christ — the  founder  of 
the  religion  they  profess. 


There  is  another  reason  why  in  a  great  many  of  the 
churches  there  are  so  few  attendants  :  the  costly  structures, 
the  expensive  adornments,  the  salarj-  of  a  fashionable 
preacher,  and  the  money  to  sustain  a  choir  of  professional 
musicians,  with  an  organ,  must  come  out  of  the  congrega- 
tion and  through  the  sale  and  hire  of  pews.  This  makes  re- 
ligion a  luxury  beyond  the  reach  of  the  poor,  and  if  we  may 
be  permitted  in  the  discussion  of  so  grave  a  topic  to  give  our 
personal  experience,  we  narrate  the  following  incident  which 
occurred  to  ourselves  :  In  the  days  before  the  railroad  we 
went  east  by  ocean — from  .-^spinwall  to  New  York  on  the 
steamer  Champion  belonging  to  old  Vanderbilt,  and  may 
the  most  orthodox  devil  consume  him  in  the  most  orthodox 
of  flames.  It  was  a  rotten  tub,  dangerous  and  uncomfort- 
able. Such  a  storm  as  we  passed  through  has  seldom  \exed 
the  .A.tlantic,  but  we  came  to  port  safe  and  sound  and  felt 
like  thanking  God  for  our  preservation.  We  arrived  on  Sat- 
urday night,  and  on  the  following  morning  determined  to 
signalize  our  gratitude  to  the  Supreme  Ruler  by  attending 
church.  From  the  St.  James  Hotel  we  sought  five  Fifth  Ave- 
nue churches — ponderous  piles  of  architectural  beauty.  In 
ever>'  one  we  were  refused  a  sitting,  in  three  instances  slighted, 
and  in  two  insulted  by  overfed,  and  doubtless  godly,  sextons. 
These  were  Episcopalian  ;  and  one  of  them  had  for  its  pas- 
tor that  eminently  pious  and  honored  divine  whom,  in  the 
intimacy  of  our  early  California  days,  we  used  familiarly  to 
call  Ferd.  Ewer,  now  the  Reverend  Ferdinand  Ewer,  D.D., 
LL.D.,  and  who  has  written  a  great  work.  We  then  thought 
demonstrated  "  Protestanism  a  failure."  In  San  Francisco 
how  is  it  :  We  can  not  speak  of  all  the  churches,  but  take 
any  one  of  the  fashionable  ones  for  an  illustration.  It  would 
create  a  sensation  to  .narch  any  poor  family  of  your  neigh- 
hood,  clothed  as  they  are  able  to  clothe  themselves,  up  the 
aisle  one  of  these  sacred  edifices.  There  would  be  a  nodding 
of  plumes,  and  a  fluttering  of  fans,  and  upturning  of  pious 
noses  such  as  has  not  occurred,  and  is  not  likely  to  occur,  in 
a  well-regulated  house  of  worship.  The  cost  of  a  pew  in  any 
one  of  our  fashionable   congregations,  with  incidentals  of 


the  Protestant  church  when  thinking  men  will  submit  to  the  I  dress,  Easter  bonnets,  and  four-button  kid  gloves,  prevents 


infliction  of  a  prosy  and  uninteresting  sermon  from  a  dull  and 
ignorant  person,  through  the  superstitious  belief  th.i:  it  is 
wicked  not  to  attend  Sabbath  service.  Life  is  too  short,  and 
time  too  valuable,  and  one's  librarj-  too  interesting,  and  Gods 
groves  too  inviting,  to  spend  a  day  in  listening  to  prayers 
from  those  whose  daily  lives  seem  ho  better  than  our  own, 
and  whose  learning  and  research  seem  in  no  respect  supe- 
rior to  ours.  One  may  go  to  church  as  an  example  to  the 
_young  ;  he  may  go  in  obedience  to  an  earlv  habit  ;  he  may  , 

go  because  of  a  promise  to  a  dead  and  loving  Christian  '  eloquence,  earnestness,  honesty,  unselfishness,  godliness,  and 
mother  ;  he  may  go  because  his  ivite  desires  it,  or  because  j  purity  of  life  among  those  who  set  themselves  to  minister  to 
he  may  think  his  attendance  a  good  example  for  his  children;  I  us  in  holy  things  ;  by  less  aristocracy,  pretension,  pride,  folly. 


any  person  of  moderate  means  the  luxury  of  going  to  heaven 
through  the  medium  of  these  first  class  churches.  It  would 
seem  almost  to  savor  of  levity  and  want  of  reverence  to 
speak  thus  lightly,  if  it  was  not  true.  It  is  true  ;  everybody 
knows  it,  and  even-  really  sincere  and  godly  person  must 
deplore  the  fact. 

Now,  how  shall  all  this  be  remedied  r    How  shall  the 
churches  be  filled  ?     We  answer — by  more  talent,  learnin: 


Dueling  in  France,  says  Colonel  Forney,  has  always  been 
more  or  less  customary.  That  foolish  Bonapartist  fire-eater, 
Paul  de  Cassagnac,  fought  fifteen  duels  in  three  months,  and 
never  killed  anybody.  He  challenged  Gambetta,  but  the 
latter  disdained  even  to  answer  him.  He  came  naturally  by 
this  habit.  His  grandfather,  who  ser\'ed  under  the  first  Na- 
poleon, w-as  constantly  in  hot  water.  He  murdered  a  private 
Englishman  to  avenge  Waterloo  ;  then  he  killed  an  English 
naval  officer  ;  and  next  tried  to  force  a  fight  on  a  Paris  edi- 
tor, and  traveled  for  two  months  to  challenge  him,  but  the 
editor  fooled  him  by  apologizing.  The  son  of  this  man,  and 
father  of  Paul,  was  fighting  editor  of  the  ministerial  Epoque 
under  Louis  Phihppe.  Paul  is  always  in  a  row.  He  refused 
to  fight  Lieutenant  LuUier,  and  had  his  face  slappec?  ;  and 
Paul  did  the  same  thing  to  Vermorel,  of  the  Courier  Franqais, 
who  would  not  fight  him. 

This  Paul  de  Cassagnac,  according  to  another  writer,  has 
fought  in  all  seventeen  duels,  not  one  of  which,  however,  has 
been  fatal.  On  the  occasion  of  his  meeting  with  Aur^lien 
Scholl,  the  high  road  of  St.  Denis  was  the  spot  selected,  two 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  the  time.  A  crowd  quickly  assem- 
bled, and  the  combatants  were  about  to  commence,  when  a 
gendarme  made  his  appearance.  However,  instead  of  mak- 
ing an  arrest,  the  e.xecutive  oificer  drew  his  sword,  and,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  the  spectators,  cried  :  "  Hats  off,  gentle- 
men. When  there  is  fighting  in  France,  one  uncovers." 
Poor  Scholl  received  a  terrible  wound,  but  he  is  still  alive 
and  well,  on  excellent  terms  with  with  his  old  adversary,  the 
editor  of  the  Voltaire.  M.  Paul  de  Cassagnac  then  fought 
Henri  Rochefort,  and  after%vard  his  own  cousin,  Lissagaray, 
who  did  all  he  could  to  kill  the  Imperialist  champion.  After 
having  been  touched  four  times  in  the  face,  Lissagaray  lost 
his  head,  and  flung  himself  on  the  sword  of  his  adversary. 
He  hardly  recovered  when  he  again  challenged  M.  Paul  de 
Cassagnac,  who  refused  a  second  meeting  in  the-following 
terms  ;  "  Since  i  fought  with  you  and  left  you  riddled  like  a 
svrainer  in  ^he  garden  at  VesinA:,  I  have  reflected  that  it  is 
sufScient  to  have  been  your  adversary,  and  that  it  is  useless 
to  become  your  charadicr  ipork  butcher)."  \"ictor  Noir, 
who  was  afterward  shot  down  by  Prince  Pierre  Bonaparte, 
challenged  M  .Paul  de  Cassagnac,  who,  having  the  choice  of 
weapons,  selected  orthography,  in  which  his  opponent  was 
deficient.  The  only  case  in  which  he  really  backed  out  of  a 
duel  was  when  defied  by  Dr.  Clemenceaa,  one  of  the  mem- 
bers for  Paris.  But  this  gentlemaf  is  left-handed,  and  one 
of  the  most  expert  swordsmen  in  France  ;  so  that  M.  de 
Cassagnac  affected  to  treat  his  cartel  as  an  "  attempt  at 
assassination."  "  If  you  will  fight  with  your  right  hand," 
said  he,  "  I  will  fight  with  my  left,  and  we  shall  meet  on 
equal  terms,  but  1  am  not  going  to  stand  up  against  a  man 
who  has  gone  into  training  to  kill  me." 

During  the  first  French  Revolution,  in  1793,  dueling  was 
very  common.  Mirabeau  and  Camille  Desmoulins  both  went 
out  and  met  their  foes.  The  eloquent  Bamave  had  two  du- 
els. Danton  was  challenged  by  the  Duke  d'Artois,  but  de- 
clined. Two  days  after,  another  royalist  asked  him  if  he 
would  rather  be  kicked  than  shot  like  a  dog  ;  to  which  Dan- 
ton  replied,  as  he  was  the  challenged  party,  he  would  choose 
the  guillotine,  which  retort  he  made  good  by  causing  the  roy- 
alist to  be  beheaded  in  a  few-  days. 

Under  the  first  Empire  there  was  a  great  deal  of  dueling, 
Napoleon  drily  remarking  that  it  helped  promotion. 

On  the  return  of  the  Bourbons  there  were  over  three  hun- 
dred political  duels.  Some  of  them  were  amusing  and  oth- 
ers fatal.  The  orator,  B.  Constant,  had  the  gout,  and  fought 
with  pistols  from  his  chair.  Lamartine,  Guizot, Thiers,  Royer 
Collard,  Couvier,  Auber,  all  had  their  "affairs."  Girarchn 
killed  Arinand  Correl,  the  editor  of  the  National,  which  so 
incensed  the  liberals  of  that  day  that  Girardin  received  a 
score  of  challenges,  on  which  he  vow-ed  he  never  would  fight 
again,  and  he  has  kept  his  word. 

Under  the  Second  Empire  there  w-ere  many  duels.  The 
newspaper  men  had  their  full  share.  One  editor  was  chal- 
lenged for  having  stated  that  the  sub-lieutenants  in  the  army 
devoured  too  many  refreshments  at  social  parties  ;  the  w-hole 
set  challenged  him.  The  editor  selected  one  and  "pinked 
him  ;  "  his  second  flew-  at  the  editor  and  wounded  him  seri- 
ously ;  and,  as  the  journalist  lay  on  his  bed,  the  whole  body 
of  republican  editors  called  on  him,  and  formed  a  committee 
of  combatants  to  fight  for  him.  This  was  as  late  as  1858  ; 
and  two  years  after,  in  1S60,  the  Due  d'Aumale  challenged  - 
the  cousin  of  Louis  Napoleon,  Prince  "  Plon  Plon."  He 
consulted  the  Emperor,  and  Eugene  was  so  iiiCensed  that 
she  exclaimed  :  "  The  gentleman  who  wants  to  fight  never 
asks  questions  or  takes  advice,"  and  Louis  Napoleon  added, 
with  a  w-it  more  keen  than  cousinly,  a  few  days  after:  "If 
ever  a  bullet  is  found  in  my  cousin's  stomach,  he  will  have  to 
swallow  it." 


During  the  last  war  594,000  Russian  soldiers  poured  down 
through  Roumania  into  Turkey.      Of  these  58,000  were  sent 
back  by  rail  wounded,  and  62,150  ill,  31,000  sick  '.-       v        ■: 
to  Odessa  by  sea,  29,000  are  still  in  the  hospital, 
their  bones  in  Roumania  and  99,000  perished  ;: 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


FOUR  OLD  MAIDS. 


It  was  one  of  the  oldest  houses  in  one  of  the  oldest  courts, 
yet  a  most  respectable  house,  and  a  most  respectable  court, 
and  most  respectable  people  lived  in  it.  A  luok  of  extreme 
neatness  was  about  the  Iront  steps  and  the  window  blinds, 
and  no  mud  or  dust  seemed  to  cling  to  the  one  nor  unwary 
fly  to  buzz  about  the  other.  An  extremely  modest  door-plate 
of  quiet,  unpolished  bronze,  bore  the  somewhat  aristocratic 
name  of  Pemberton  ;  and  lo  this  door-plate  a  tidy  serving 
girl  was,  early  one  summer  mornmg,  paymg  her  respecis  in 
the  matter  of  brushing  up  its  sedate  brownncss,  when  a  voice 
filiated  out  through  the  open  passage  : 

'•  Hannah  !  Hannah  !" 

"  Yes'm,"  she  answered,  suspending  her  work  and  peeping 
up  the  stairway. 

"  Shut  the  door  ;  the  flies  are  coming  in." 

The  door  was  drawn  to  carefully,  and  the  sen-ing  girl  at- 
tacked the  door-plate  again,  then  silvered  up  the  knub,  and 
actually  applied  a  rub  or  two  to  the  key  hole,  which  seemed 
gazing  into  the  court  like  a  calm  eye  that  disdained  lo  wink. 

**i  wonder  which  one  of  em  'tis  nozvf"s)\^  said  under  her 
breath  ;  and,  as  if  to  take  her  rubbing  towel  into  her  confi- 
dence :  *Mf  'ta:nt  .Miss  LIspcth,  its  Miss  Anne  ;  if  taint  nei- 
ther, it's  Miss  Hester;  if  taint  her, then  I'm  bound  it's  Miss 
Harriet,  the  t'other  of  'em." 

What  with  her  Klspeihs,  and  her  Annes,  and  her  Hesters, 
and  her  Harriets,  it  seemed  like  an  extraordinary  number  ol 
mistresses  \frhen  one  look  into  account  the  trouble  an  ordi- 
nary girl  has  with  one.  But  Hannah  did  very  well  consider- 
ing ad  things;  and,  being  meek-minded  and  capable,  she 
suited  the  place  tolerably,  and  the  place  suited  her  so  toler- 
ably that  she  had  now  occupied  it  some  four  years,  She  had 
had  her  follo.ver  for  the  half  of  this  time,  and  she  never //(i// 
been  quite  able  to  get  over  Miss  Elspeth's  snitT — actually  a 
sniff! — when  she  communicated  to  that  elder  sister  the  fact 
of  her  possessing  such  an  article  and  asked  that  he  might  be 
allowed  to  come  of  a  Sa.urday  night  for  an  hour  or  two  of 
decorous  courting.  Miss  Elspeth  to  be  sure  had  g  ven  the 
desired  permission — oh,  yes  !  she  had  given  it,  but  of  a  Sun- 
day morning  she  always  distended  her  nostril  on  entering  the 
kitchen,  and  once  she  remarked,  with  a  cur\e  of  her  lip : 
"Somehow,  Hannah,  it  seems  so  like  a  man.  Undoes  seem  so 
liki  a  f/wi,  in  here  !" 

And  ye:,  during  the  first  year  of  her  ser\'ice,  Hannah  re- 
membered a  man  who  had  been  an  inmate  of  the  house  for 
a  full  six  months — a  young  man  and  a  handsome  man,  with 
a  reckless  lock  of  hair  dangling  over  his  forehead,  and  a 
waistcoat  that  had  the  peculiarity  of  always  looking  shabby, 
though  Miss  Anne  had  been  caught  time  and  again  guiltily 
sponging  it  and  putting  a  needle  into  it  when  the  gentleman 
had  come  home  in  an  unusually  reckless  state  of  a  night  and 
was  sleeping  off  his  recklessness  of  a  morning. 

He  used  to  come  home  of  nights  and  lurch  about  on  the 
front  steps,  and  make  dabs  at  the  unwinking  key  hole,  as 
though  it  really  had  been  an  eye  which  he  was  trying  to  put 
ouL  And  .Miss  .A.nne,  pale  and  anxious,  would  flit  down  the 
stairs  and  through  the  hall,  shading  her  lamp  with  her  thin 
hand,  to  open  the  door  and  silently  let  htm  in.  It  was  very 
trying  to  the  nerves  to  know  that  the  night  latch  was  off  lill 
all  hours  ;  and  so  the  other  sisters  must  have  felt  it  to  be,  for 
remonstrance  was  frequently  heard  at  the  breakfast  table, 
and  Miss  Hester  said  once  this  trouble  was  "wearing  her  to 
the  bone  T  whereat  Miss  Harriet  had  crooked  her  own  little 
finger,  as  she  toyed  with  her  fork,  and  reproved  her  sister 
next  older  for  "  such  language." 

That  ver>-  night  things  came  to  a  crisis.  The  gentleman 
had  come  home  unusually  early,  but  he  was  also  unusually 
reckless,  making  great  lurches  outside,  and  even  muttering 
as  he  wildly  endeavored  to  take  aim  at  the  key  hole.  Han- 
nah was  just  creeping  away  to  her  bed,  and  the  four  sisters 
were  in  the  little  back  parlor,  three  sewing,  while  the  fourth 
read  a  grave,  staid  article  from  the  orthodox  periodical,  of 
which  piles  in  regular  order  were  stacked  away  in  a  chest  up- 
stairs. When  the  uncertain  footstep  was  heard.  Miss  Anne 
started,  and  her  mild  face  flushed  scarlet;  but  Miss  Elspcth 
put  out  her  hand  and  aaid  sharply  : 

"  Not  to-night,  sister ;  I,  myself,  will  go  to  the  door." 

And  she  went,  while  the  poor,  pale,  loving,  cowering  Anne 
pushed  back  her  smooth  hair  from  her  white  ears  and  wrung 
her  hands,  and  Hester  and  Harriet  laid  by  their  sewing  and 
arose. 

Tnen  there  was  a  scrabbling,  spluttering  sound  in  the  hall, 
and  Miss  Elspeth  came  rushing  back  into  the  parlor  with  her 
petticoats  drawn  around  her  and  a  grim  light  in  her  eyes.  A 
mocking  laugh  followed  her;  someone  bumped- along  the 
hallway  and  stumped  across  the  carpet ;  then,  with  pursuing 
clutch,  invaded  the  sanctity  of  the  sisters' -presence.  Miss 
Hester  gasped  ;  Miss  Harriet  bridled  and  scuttled  to  the  far- 
ther side  of  the  table,  and  poor  Miss  Anne  shrunk  away  into 
her  chair,  uttering  a  low,  shuddering  cry  of  "O  William  ! 
William!" 

"  Whas  a  matter,  whas  a  matter  s'  Annie?"  The  gentle- 
man tried  to  steady  himself  against  the  door,  but  failed,  and 
almost  fell  a«  he  lurched  in. 

"Cousin  William,*' said  Elspeth,  striving  to  keep  dignity 
in  her  \u;.e,  '"you  vile  creature  !" 

**Beg  y*  pardn,  ladies  ;  didn't — didn't  shpect  such  a  gar- 
den a'  girls. '  His  face  was  red,  and  a  certain  fullness  was 
about  his  eyes  and  mouth  ;  but  a  gentility  lurked  under  his 
shabbiness,  and  he  was  a' handsome  man,  from  the  strajing 
curl  on  his  bare  forehead  to  the  finger  tips  he  was  del- 
icately and  gallantly  reaching  toward  .Miss  Elspeth.  He 
^azed  at  her  for  a  moment  admiringly,  as  who  should  say, 
.**Oh!  zu'iii/  luveliness  is  here!"  and  then  he  clasped  his 
hands,  which  wandered  about  a  moment  in  the  air  before 
they  found  each  other  :  "  Rosebud,  Rosebud,  oh,  what  a 
rosebud  !  ^  he  whispered  in  a  tone  of  thrilled  admiration,  and 
sank  upon  his  tipsy  knees. 

Miss  Elspeth,  men,  I  give  you  my  word,  was  awful  to  see. 
The  verj-  nifBe  on  her  head-dress  trembled  as  if  shocked, 
and  the  gray  curls  that  hung  about  her  ears  seemed  to  twine 
lighter  with  indignation.  Anger  shook  her  to  her  ver>-  soul ; 
and  she  drew  her  skirts  about  her  with  htr  two  respectable 
hinds,  and,  with  curdled  impressiveness  in  her  voice,  she  said : 
*  William,  you  wretched,  you  horrible  man  ! " 
P.^or  .-Vnne  !  How  her  soul,  and  her  heart,  and  all  there 
vj  =  .n  her  life  of  sweet  hope,  how  it  shriveled  and  shrunk 

-i^r  oigfat  perhaps  no  one  will  ever  know.     Shame  reddentd 

;r  checks,  and  then  in  its  fierceness  tore  the  blushes  away  ; 


grief  grasped  at  her  throat  till  she  scarce  dared  speak  lest 
her  voice  should  fail  her ;  and  then,  as  day  after  day  that 
miserable  scene  grew  and  ripened  again  and  again  in  her 
memorj*,  a  deep-laid,  shy,  and  timid  sorrow  appeared  in  her 
eyes,  and  hung  upon  her  features.  She  went  about  the  old 
house  softly,  as  though  she  had  tainted  its  well-kept  respect- 
ability, and  offered  herself  a  perpetual,  unspoken  apology  to 
her  sisters.  And  then  when  night  came  she  caught  her 
ear  waiting  for  the  uncertain  click  of  a  key.  She  started 
and  her  cheek  lit  many  a  lime  while  Harriet  read  aioud  of 
an  evening,  when  she  was  sure  she  heard  a  foot  stumble 
upon  the  outer  step,  and  she  would  have  given  worlds  just  to 
quiet  and  comfort  herself  by  going  to  look,  but  she  never 
dared  indulge  in  the  weakness  before  the  dreaded  gaze  of  the 
other  three,  and  Harriet,  in  her  precise,  high-voiced  way, 
read  on  and  on  without  interruption. 

"  O,  my  beloved,  my  beloved  ! "  she  constantly  cried 
aloud  in  her  heart,  vvhile  she  yet  never  acknowledged  to  her 
own  thought  a  name  one-half  so  endearing.  It  had  been 
her  dread,  and  yet  her  relief,  to  hear  that  staggering  step, 
and  its  absence  was  now  her  agony.  The  remembrance  of 
what  had  been  was  like  a  wound  that  never  closed,  and  miny 
a  sweeping  remark  of  Miss  Elspeth's  stung  like  a  touch  1  .id 
on  the  raw.  That  good  elder  sister  hoped  it  was  "all  over 
with  Anne  ;"  she  said  so  to  herself  in  private,  and  aloud  to 
Hester  and  Harriet — the  latter  of  whom  elevated  her  eye- 
brows, and  made  airs  with  her  chin  as  though  she  would 
have  addressed  a  row  of  docile  girls  with  some  such  remark 
as  :  '"Young  ladies,  another  warning  lo  you  !  Put  not  your 
faith  in  man." 

To  Harriet  and  to  Elspeth,  Annie  was  indebted  for  many 
a  remark  that  was  like  a  whip  to  her  shoulders,  and  onl> 
Hester  sometimes  stole  up  lo  her  with  kindly  though  unex- 
pressed sympathy.  No  unkindness  was  ever  meant,  for  one 
might  expect  gall  to  fall  from  the  tongue  sooner  than  the 
Pemberton  sisters  would  turn  against  each  other ;  but  con- 
tinually they  dropped  a  word  here,  and  a  word  there,  meant 
to  serve  as  a  text  for  Anne's  meditation,  and  this  with  the 
best  heart  in  the  world,  till  the  poor  creature  was  wont  some- 
times to  think  of  it  as  a  persecution. 

"  How  glad  I  am,"  Elspeth  would  say,  presiding  at  the 
coffee  urn  on  Sunday  morning,  after  she  had  sighed  sub- 
duedly  over  Hannah's  regular  follower,  "how  giad  I  am 
there's  not  a  man  in  the  house  every  night  1 " 

"A  world  of  trouble  and  anxiety  they  bring  with  them," 
or  something  such,  Harriet  would  say  in  a  firm,  elocutionary- 
voice,  as  though  waving  an  imaginary  hand  and  wafting  with 
it  a  reminder  to  groups  of  youthful  and  to-be-instructed 
femininity. 

''A  poor  woman  I  visited  to-day,"  Elspeth  said,  as  they 
drew  around  the  lamp  one  evening,  "has  made  me  thankful 
— as  I  always  am,  however — that  we  have  none  of  us  ever 
married.  Her  husband  loves  liquor,  and  beats  her,  and  she 
feels  herself  now  obliged  to  go  out  by  the  day's  work  to  find 
support  for  three  children.  I  have  engaged  her  to  come  on 
.Mondays,  as  Hannah's  hands  are  full  of  extras  on  that  day." 

'*  Thus  it  is,"  said  Harriet — and  the  young  ladies  seemed 
to  gather  from  the  shadows,  and  shrink  into  class  for  the 
warning — "  thus  it  is  that  the  unmarried  woman  comes  to 
pity,  and  finally  assist,  her  whom  the  world  calls  the  happier 
of  the  two."  ^^ 

"  Ves,  yes,  Hester,  and  Harnet,  and  An^e,  we  iil^y  have 
none  of  the  happiness  of  marriage,  but  we  have,  also,  none 
of  its  unhappiness.  We  are  blessed  as  we  are  day  by  day, 
1  am  more  convinced.  Anne,  my  dear,  will  you  read  to 
night"  And  so  Anne  took  up  the  reading  where  it  had  been 
dropped  ;  but  try  as  she  might,  and  would,  to  forget,  and  be- 
lieve her  lota  happy  one  after  all,  she  would  still  bend  her 
ear  to  catch  the  sound  of  a  key  struggling  to  fit  the  front 
lock  between  sentences,  though  heaven  knows  how  she 
strove  not  to  hear  it,  since  she  kner>-  it  was  but  imagination 
leading  her  a-wandering  again. 

It  is  rare  to  find  four  spinsters  in  one  family.  It  may  be 
these  had  been  too  respectable  for  the  approach  of  the  aver- 
age man  ;  it  may  be  no  lightness  of  behavior  had  ever  hap- 
pened to  lead  another  of  the  opposite  sex  to  suspect  one  oi 
them  would  incline  to  love  and  matrimony.  Certain  it  is 
that  Anne  herself  had  never  even  a  suggestion  of  another 
love  affair,  though  indeed  she  and  her  Cousin  William  had 
been  half-sweethearting  all  their  lives,  so  that  she  had  no 
chance  of  knowing  if  another  could  have  pleased  her  fancy. 
Somehow,  though,  he  had  ever  been  a  sort  of  ne'er-do-weel — 
though  all  the  dearer  to  her  for  that,  probably — and  it  had 
set  the  other  sisters  in  a  tremble  when,  at  the  earnest  solici- 
tation of  Aunt  Judith,  his  mother,  he  was  allowed  to  come  to 
them  for  a  home  when  his  own  was  broken  up. 

"It  will  probably  come  to  something  between  him  and 
Anne  yet,"  she  had  said,  appealingly  and  half  sadly,  "and 
Elspeth  and  Harriet,  you  are  so  self-reliant,  and  its  only  for 
six  months  you  know,  and  I  hope  for  the  best  for  Anne's  in- 
fluence over  him  while  I  am  away."  Annes  influence — 
alas  !  alas  I 

"This  isn't  the  first  time,  Sister  Elspeth,  the  natural  order 
of  things  has  been  reversed,  and  the  womenkind  have  been 
proved  the  stronger."  It  was  Harriet  who  whispered  it,  with 
the  tips  ot  her  fingers  together  lecture-fashion  ;  and  Elspeth 
.had  nodded  her  gray  curls  twice  or  thrice  ;  and  then  William 
had  come,  and  they  had  borne  with  him  till  forbearance  was 
a  duty  no  longer,  and  be  had  almost  broken  Anne's  heart, 
and  then  Elspeth,  with  a  hot  spot  of  indignation  on  either 
cheek,  had  shaken  the  family  skirts  clear  of  him,  and  he  had 
departed,  none  knew  whither. 

And  Anne  mourned  him  silently  and  deeply.  She  was 
thirty-five  if  she  was  a  day,  Anne  Pemberton  was,  and  it  was 
time  the  romance  and  the  bright  edges  had  fallen  away  from 
her  life  with  her  youth,  but  God  knows  she  never  thought  ol 
sentiment  bom  of  youth,  of  passion,  or  of  feeling.  It  w-as  the 
love  that  wrung  her  heart  that  remained,  and  this  was  all. 
Hester  was  next  younger,  and  Harriet  next,  both  being  over 
thirty,  and  Elspeth  seemed  almost  like  a  mother  lo  the  other 
three,  since  she  was  forty-five,  and  never  thought  of  disown- 
ing her  years.  They  hdd  'been  left  singularly  alone  in  the 
old  house,  with  nothing  but  it  to  cling  to.  it  was  old  in- 
deed, and  dark  wiih  weather-stains,  and  quaint-fashioned 
!  and  high  ceiled  inside,  but  it  firmly  and  sturdily  held  its 
j  own,  and  yet  bade  fair  to  outstand  the  modem-built  block 
I  pushing  it  in  the  rear,  and  its  quieter  neighbors  crowding  it 
on  either  hand.  Here  the  sisters  had  always  lived  since 
Anne  could  remember,  and  here  they  had  always  managed 
to  exist,  if  fhjgally  yet  comfortably. 


Harriet,  whose  teeter>'  step  and  high  voice  could  never 
pass  unnoticed  in  a  crowd,  suggested  at  a  glance  the  prudish 
instructress,  and  it  was  indeed  some  such  position  she  filled 
in  a  young  ladies'  seminar)-  somewhere  in  the  suburbs  of  the 
city.  Elspeth,  as  was  natural,  had  ever  been  the  house- 
keeper, but,  in  addition,  a  few  staid  children  came  to  her 
twice  in  the  week  to  stiffen  their  small  fingers  over  the  anti- 
quated little  piano  that  upreared  itself  on  four  slim  legs  in 
the  darkened  parlor,  and  rattled  its  keys  loosely  at  the 
touch.  Not  infrequently  Elspeth  herself  would  disappear 
from  the  common  sitting-room  at  twilight  or  some  such  ap- 
propriate hour,  and  then  the  strings  would  give  out  the  fa- 
miliar thrum  of  an  old  set  of  waltzes,  or  the  tunes  of  her  own 
young  days  put  to  variations,  and  the  sisters  would  feel  it  a 
treat,  and  remark  to  each  other  of  Elspeth's  "  gift  "  for  music. 

Whatever  was  earned  by  eiiher  went  into  the  family  purse, 
and  the  same  was  drawn  to  supply  the  various  small  wants 
of  the  household  from  day  to  day.  If  a  new  article  of  dress 
was  needed  by  any  one  of  the  fohr,  economy  for  the  purpose 
was  practiced  in  a  greater  degree  by  that  one  than  by  the 
rest  ;  its  making  was  the  combined  work  and  taste  of  all, 
and  pride  in  it  because  of  its  newness  was  felt,  in  a  moderate 
degree,  by  each  of  ihe  sisterly  hearts.  It  happened,  because 
it  had  to  be  in  association  with  her  outside  duties,  that  Har- 
riet was  of  somewhat  smarter  appearance  than  Elspeth,  or 
Anne,  or  Hester,  and  had  a  little  oltener  than  they  new 
gloves,  or  shoes,  or  perhaps  a  diess,  but  not  even  hers  ever 
went  beyond  the  extreme  of  sobriety. 

Their  means  being  thus  slender,  it  had  always  been  matter 
of  mortification  to  Hester  and  Anne  that  they  brought  only 
dependence  to  the  family  ;  but  Hester  was  the  delicate  one, 
the  one  who  had  a  cough  all  through  the  winter  and  took 
her  nap  in  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and  Anne  had 
racked  her  brains  for  something  to  do  whereby  she  might 
make  the  burden  of  their  living  lighter.  She  had  pretty 
ways  and  tricks  with  her  needle,  but  that  in  the  city  where 
thousands  had  a  greater  talent  for  ihe  same  could  avail  her 
nothing.  She  had  tried  that  and  she  knew.  Here  sensitive- 
ness and  family  feelings  alike  kept  her  from  the  shop,  and 
there  was  nothing  further  for  her  to  think  of,  though  the  thing 
in  her  own  mind  was  canvassed  often  enough  to  have  brought 
light  upon  the  subject  if  li^ht  there  had  been.  It  was  just 
the  longing  to  be  of  use  and  account  that  so  many  women 
have  crushed  out  of  them.     Occupation  we  all  need. 

Nearly  a  year  after  William's  departure,  since  which  Anne 
had  never  dared  to  make  inquiry,  and  had,  consequetly, 
never  heard  a  word  of  him,  Hetty's  cough  grew  worse,  her 
nights  more  restless,  her  days  more  languid,  and  how  could 
they  all  but  know  the  end  ?  It  was  the  old  story  of  a  gradu- 
ally failing  hold,  of  a  silent  and  secret,  though  steady  and 
sure,  letting  go  of  the  grasp,  and  so  Hester  died. 

Anne  stood  at  her  bedside  just  where  the  sunlight  fell 
upon  her  own  fading  face,  stamped  with  the  impress  of  that 
gnawing  grief  that  was  always  with  her. 

"Sister  Anne,"  said  the  dying  woman,  "it's  been  a  lone- 
some life,  hasn't  it?" 

Anne  was  glad  that  Elspeth  and  Harriet  were  absent  at 
that  moment,  since  now  they  would  never  know  Hester  had 
been  so  weak. 

"  Sister  Anne,"  continued  the  failing  voice,  faintly,  "  we've 
known  what  it  was  to  be  lonesome  and  longing  for  we 
scarce  ktiew  what,  haven't  we.'"  The  listener  bent  her 
head,  and  the  bitter  tears  rained  over  her  cheeks,  but  Hester 
smiled,  while  she  feebly  stroked  the  thin  hand  lying  in  her 
own. 

"  I  think  Elspeth  and  Harriet  never  felt  so,  but  we  have, 
and  it  was  the  longing  for  the  love  that  is  beyond  and  above 
sisterly  affection.  I  know  now.  It  was  a  restless  life,  Anne, 
but  it  is  a  sweet  death,  and  it's  all  right,  dear  sister,  in  the 
end,  it's  all  right  in  the  end.  I  leave  no  husband  and  no 
child,  and  it  spares  great  sorrow.  What  there  is  in  store  t 
can  not  see  yet,  but  the  Lord  will  make  it  satisfy.  Good- 
bye, sister  .A.nne  ;  you'll  find  it's  all  right  in  the  end." 

The  bells  from  the  church  on  the  other  street  were  ringing 
so  sweetly  that  it  seemed  to  Anne  they  must  bear  Hesters 
spirit  as  they  died  away,  and  friends  of  the  sisters  were  com- 
ing in  to  the  little  old  parlor  for  the  funeral,  nothing  young 
and  nothing  gay  about  any  of  them,  but  all  quiet,  and  staid, 
and  sober  in  dress,  and  feature,  and  manner — as  staid  and 
as  sober  as  the  sisters  themselves. 

"  My  life  has  all  been  old,"  whispered  Anne  to  herself; 
"old  and  quaint,  and  long,  so  long,  but  it's  all  coming  right 
in  the  end."  And  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  white,  pinched 
face  under  the  glass  of  the  coffin,  and  repeated  :  *' All  com- 
ing right  in  the  end,  sister  Hetty." 

She  drew  in  her  breath  as  she  saw  a  bowed  head  humbly 
uncovered,  and  she  knew  that  William's  eyes  were  riveted 
upon  her.  She  was  thankful  for  the  heavy  veil  hanging  like 
a  pall  about  her,  and  felt  as  though  she  were  in  a  dream  and 
viewing  herself  among  the  people  at  the  funeral,  while  she 
moved  her  blanched  lips  mechanically,  "in  the  end,  all  right 
in  the  end."  Her  spirit  seemed  to  walk  apart  from  her,  and 
she  knew  with  no  throb  of  surprise  or  glow  of  gladness  that, 
as  she  went  by  him,  he  passed  his  hand  wistfully  across  the 
fringe  of  her  shawl. 

"Anne,  dear  Anne  !" 

She  knew  he  said  it  and  pitied  him  and  herself,  but  the 
sound  of  his  voice  lay  away  off  from  her  heart,  and  she 
walked  on,  still  in  a  dead  dream. 

The  bells  rang  the  days  in  and  the  da}«  out,  and  after 
they  were  gone  they  still  seemed  to  linger  about  in  her  dark, 
old,  clean  room,  and  to  whisper  quietly  and  stilly  something 
about  *■  the  end,  the  end." 

She  began  to  put  her  hand  oftefter  to  her  head,  and  once 
she  said  :  "  Elspeth,  I  believe  I  thought  once  of  having  some 
one  come  to  live  with  us — to  bring  in  money,  you  know.  I 
know  1  had  made  a  plan  for  it,  but  I  dont  remember  things 
any  more.  Do  you  suppose  if  I  could  remember  it  1  could 
do  it  yet  ?  " 

"Anne,  Anne!"  answered  Elspeth,  between  a  voice  and 
a  sob,  "  don't  be  thinking  of  plans  and  of  money  now,"  And. 
something  almost  like  a  terror  filled  her  eyes. 

That  night  Hannnh  put  into  words  for  the  first  time  a 
thought  that  had  been  haunting  the  house.  "  Heaven  help 
us,"  she  said  ;  "  Heaven  help  us,  but  it  is  the  truth  that  Miss 
Anne's  a-going  like  Miss  Hester." 

And  one  day  Harriet  came  in  beside  the  cot  on  which  her 
s'ster  lay,  and  her  face  worked  quiveringly,  as  if  she  had 
been  brooding  in  secret  over  that  meek  white  face  of  Anne's. 
The  bell-whispers  were  flying  like  bats  around  the  room,  and 
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their  \vin»s  '.vere  flitting  and  striking  against  the  ceihng  and 
in  the  dark  comers,  and  they  were  saying  eagerly,  louder 
and  louder,  in  one  woman's  ears  :  "  The  end,  the  end." 

"Anne,  dear  !  "  Harriet  said  it  tremblingly  as  if  she  knew 
of  the  shadow  hovering  like  a  wing  over  the  wandering  mind. 
•'Anne,  dear  !  •'  she  repeated. 

A  tear  fell  from  the  stern  lash  of  the  instructress,  and  quite 
unconsciously  to  herself  she  seemed  to  making  lowly  apology 
to  the  waiting  class  called  from  the  shadows.  "  1  am  going 
to  keep  a  seminary  of  my  own,  Anne,  and  you  and  Elspeth 
shall  come  away  from  the  old  house  and  the  old  sorrow; 
You  have  lived  out  the  past,  haven't  you  ?  And  you  shall 
have  no  fret  for  the  future.  There  shall  be  a  new  life  for 
you,  and  you  shall  forget  the  sadness  that  clings  now  to  your 
memory.  I  am  afraid  I  didn't  realize  )0ur  troubles  when 
they  were  fresh  and  must  have  been  the  hardest  to  bear. 
I'm  sorry  for  it  now.  Come,  I'm  sorry  for  it,  and  wish  I'd 
knoivn  when  I  said  many  of  the  thing's  which  I  now  recall 
with  such  regret. 

"It's  all  coming  right,  it's  all  coming  right  in  the  end," 
murmured  Anne,  and  Harriet  took  it  for  a  good  sign  and 
stole  away. 

But  that  night  Elspeth  heard  a  stealthy  foot  creeping  along 
the  hall,  and  silently  opening  her  door,  beheld  Anne  making 
her  way  in  the  dead  of  night  to  the  front  door,  carrying  in 
her  thin  hand  a  lamp  which,  shaded  by  her  other  hand,  cast 
a  sickly  glare  upon  her  pinched,  care-stricken  face.  Now 
and  then  she  paused,  and  laid  her  finger  upon  her  lip,  or 
curved  her  hand  around  her  ear,  and  when  she  reached  the 
door  she  silently  shot  the  fastenings,  and  noiselessly  turned 
the  knob  as  she  must  have  done  so  many  times  in  the  nights 
gone  by  at  the  click  of  the  never-forgotten  key. 

"  I  thought  it  was  he,"  she  said,  despairingly,  and  turned 
away  with  a  weary  disappointment  in  her  step,  while  Elspeth 
saw  to  the  bolts  again,  and  went  back  to  her  bed  and  wept 
till  her  eyes  were  dimmed  and  blurred. 

"  My  poor  Anne  ! "  she  said  next  morning,  and  folded  the 
tall,  thin  form  in  her  repentant  arms. 

And  a  week  after  Elspeth  grimly  bade  William  Pember- 
ton  to  an  interview  with  his  dying  cousin  Anne. 

He  came  with  the  old  shabbiness  upon  his  waistcoat,  the 
old  handsome  look  worn  deep  in  his  face,  the  reckless  lock 
fallen  upon  his  forehead.  His  hands  were  so  uncertain  now, 
and  so  restless  they  passed  distressedly  and  rapidly  from  one 
thing  to  another,  now  touching  his  full  lips,  now  smoothing 
the  limp  rim  of  his  old  hat,  now  going  one  over  the  back  of 
the  other  till  they  seemed  like  evil  birds  without  a  spot  to 
perch  upon. 

"  I'd  have  died  for  her,  yes,  willingly,"  he  said,  in  a  voice 
torn  with  dissipation  and  deep  with  emotion. 

"  Died  for  her !"  replied  Elspeth,  unpityingly  and  scornfully, 
"why  couldn't  you  have  lived  for  her  ?  "There  never  was  a 
man  yet  but  brought  sorrow  and  trouble  upon  a  woman. 
Thank  God,  I  never  was  meant  to  be  mated,  and  that  I  ha\  e 
escaped  the  sufTering  which  even  an  inclination  seems  to 
bring." 

She  ushered  him  in  where  Anne  was  lying  upon  her  pillow 
listening  to  the  bells,  the  bells  that  were  forever  floating  from 
far  away  to  her  ears  now. 

He  gazed  upon  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  his  bloated 
form  shook  with  sobs. 

"  Anne  !  "  he  cried  aloud,  and  sank  upon  his  knees  and 
buried  his  face  in  her  couch. 

She  stirred  uneasily  and  half  rose,  "  I  hear  the  key,"  she 
said,  weakly.  "  He'll  never  be  able  to  get  up  the  stair  aloae. 
Oh,  I  must,  I  must  go  to  him  ! "  And  she  struggled  fee'oly 
and  grasped  with  her  thin  lingers  at  the  pillow  and  at  the 
covering,  and  then  as  he  crept,  or  rather  crawled  and  dragged 
himself  like  an  animal  upon  the  floor,  her  hand  fell  upon  his 
head,  and  he  sprang  upon  his  feet,  lifting  her  in  his  arms, 
covering  her  pallid  face  with  kisses  at  last,  strait. ing  her 
hands  in  his  own,  pressing  her  upon  his  heart,  till  she  turned 
in  his  arms  and  panted  for  breath. 

"  Anne,"  he  said,  fiercely,  "  I'm  cursed  of  God.  I  might 
have  been  a  good  man,  and  you  might  have  been  a  happy 
woman  to  day.  My  darling,  it  was  not  I,  it  was  the  old  curse 
laid  upon  me  in  my  cradle.  I  fought  it,  oh,  how  I  fought  it, 
but  it  fought  back,  and  it  CQnquered.  Don't  leave  me  now, 
Anne,  my  darling.  I  will  fight  the  old  battle  over  again,  and 
live  out  the  curse.  How  I  ha^■e  hungered  and  thirsted  for 
you  ;  how  I  have  longed  for  you  ;  and  now — my  God,  m^y 
God — I  shall  be  alone  again  !  " 

Her  eyes  fixed  themselves  with  a  happy  light,  and  she 
listened  with  a  rapt  look  upon  her  face.  "  1  hear  the  bells.'" 
said  she,  "'  the  joyful  bells  floating  from  everywhere.  1  never 
knew  they  could  ring  such  sweet  music  out,  and  each  one  is 
ringing  the  same  song.  Yes,  Hetty,  yes  !  The  old  life  is 
gone,  and  it  all  seems  right  in  the  end.  Oh,  blessed,  blessed 
end  !  All  the  old  lonesome  love  is  gone,  and  1  feel  the  new 
love  in  my  heart.  It  is — Elspeth,  Harriet,  William  my  be- 
loved, my  beloved  ! — it  is  all  right  in  the  end,  and  the  end  is 
now." 

And  the  soul  of  Anne  Pemberton,  spinster,  was  born  away 
as  the  bells  in  the  next  street  struck  the  first  note  of  their 
evening  chime. 

It  was  months  after  that  the  two  remaining  sisters  were 
sitting,  as  the  twilight  deepened,  where  the  sliadow  of  a  bud- 
ding acacia  trembled  at  their  feet. 

"  Sister  Elspeth,"  said  Harriet,  humbly,  but  even  in  her 
humility  there  was  a  certain  strength,  and  an  air  of  sad  fact 
given  for  the  benefit  of  the  uninstructed. 

"  Yes,  Harriet." 

"  It  has  been  gradually  coming  to  me  in  these  last  few 
months  that  some  women  are  born  with  natures  that  lean 
toward  the  married  stale.  I  would  not  for  the  world  cast  a 
breath  of  blame  upon  Anne  and  Hester,  but,  Elspeth,  do  you 
not  think — " 

"Yes,  Harriet,"  interrupted  the  other,  "Anne  and  Hester 
should  have  been  wives  of^.  i^ci  men  and  mothers  ot  cui'c'ren. 
Let  us  account  it  no  shame  to  them.  But  as  for  me,  and  1 
feel  that  I  speak  for  you  also,  sister,  thank  God  I  never  had 
inclinations  that  way." 

And  the  two  strong-bodied,  stout-hearted  old  maids  gave 
one  another  the  open  glance  of  women  when  love  without 
romance  ennobles  their  lives.  K.\TE  HEATH. 

San  Francisco,  December,  IS7S. 

Great  power  of  acquisition  ^  common  to  millionaires  and 
hogs. 


THE  FLEA, 


A  Short  DiscoQrse  on  a  Lively  Subject. 


ThXT. —  The  witked  flea -when  no  man  pursue/ h  ;  then  he  bitetk  as 

hold  as  a  lion. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  the  above  is  the  correct  rendering  of 

the   Solomonic   observation,  for  in   these   days   every   live 

preacher,  from    Henry  Ward   Beecher  down    to   the  mere 

screecher  with  distorted  feature,  in  fact,  every  poor  creature, 

I  sets  up  his  claim  lo  his  own  private  interpretation  and  alter- 

I  ation  of  ever)-  part  of  Sacred  Writ  on  the  ground  of  mis- 

I  translation,  or  misunderstanding  of  the  Greek  text.     So  they 

set  up  their  own  dogmas,  and  I  have  as  good  a  right  as  any 

I  one,  and  insist  on  the  above  rendering.     I    have   not   the 

I  slightest  doubt  that  the  complaint  was  forced  from  him  by 

1  the  attack  of  one  of  these  pestilent  vermin  during  some  of 

the  stately  old  ceremonies  of  the  temple,  when  the  king  was 

expected  to  stand  majestic,  like  an  essay  on  the  sublime  and 

I  beautiful,  done  up  in  rich  robes  and  with  a  shiny  crow^n. 

j  Fancy  the  poor  soul's  agony  when  he  had  struck  an  attitude, 

and  the  admiring  multitude  were  all  agape  at  his  glory,  to 

I  feel  that  electrical  little  kick  in  the  small  of  his  back,  and  the 

insertion  of  that  tiny  but  sharp,  red-hot  needle  that  every 

flea   carries   in   his   pocket     Of  course,  Solomon's  dignity 

would  not  allow  of  his  rubbing  his  back  against  the  corners 

of  his  throne;  he  might  not  even  squirm,  so  he  must  grind 

his  teeth  and  bear  the  torture  while  the  small  assassin  took 

his  life. 

I  have  reflected  profoundly,  and  I  venture  to  say  painfully, 
on  the  flea.  I  had  made  his  acquaintance  in  solitarj'  speci- 
mens in  other  countries,  but  had  never  met  him  where  he 
came  down  in  "  cohorts,  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold,"  until  I 
sojourned  on  the  Presidio,  in  '53.  The  ground  was  covered 
with  chaparral,  and  that  swarmed  with  gray  rabbits  and  wood 
rats,  and  they  swarmed  with  fleas,  and  by  the  distribution  of 
these  fleas  they  in  some  measure  avenged  the  slaughter  that 
thinned  their  ranks.  So,  becoming  disgusted  with  the  Pre- 
sidio in  those  ancient  days  on  account  of  the  vigor  of  its  in- 
sect population,  and  having  been  attracted  by  the  beauty  of 
the  country  about  the  Rancho  los  Pulgas,  also  slightly 
pleased  with  the  euphony  of  its  name,  of  the  signification  of 
which  I  was  profoundly  unaware,  I  bought  a  squatter's  claim 
to  some  land  that  lay  on  the  edge  of  the  marsh  where  is  now 
Redwood  City.  This  land  was  so  hard  that  the  progeny  of 
potatoes  dropped  in  the  furrows  in  the  spring  grew  into  the 
shape  of  buckwheat  pancakes,  as  we  discovered  when  we 
turned  over  the  clods  in  the  fall  with  a  crowbar,  i  felt 
happy  in  the  thought  that  soil  on  which  a  steel-pointed  crow- 
bar would  make  no  impression  in  the  dry  season  would  be 
impervious  to  all  the  flea  tribe. 

Near  to  this  hard  ranch  was  the  ranch  and  cabin  of  a 
good-natured,  slow-talking  New  Englander.  Having  occa- 
sion to  see  this  worthy,  I  betook  myself  to  his  abode.  The 
luxuries  of  life  were  not  over-abundant,  and  I  noticed  a  stick 
ladder,  leading  to  a  bunk  as  near  the  peak  of  the  roof  as 
could  be  and  allow  the  passage  of  man  into  this  queer  roost- 
ing place.  I  ruminated  somewhat  on  the  significance  of  such 
a  bed,  and  was  suddenly  enlightened  by  five  simultaneous 
and  distinct  bites,  and  looking  down,  a?,w  the  white  stock- 
ings that  1  wore  with  low  shoes  had  the  appearance  of  being 
sprinkled  with  oepper  in  motion.  To  say  that  1  got  out  ot 
doors  in  a  hurry  mildly  expresses  the  truth  ;  and  the  rest  of 
my  visit  was  spent  perched  on  the  top  of  the  highest  fence, 
while  I  discoursed  with  my  friend — who,  by  the  way,  bore 
the  name  of  S.  Marble  Stone,  a  flea-proof  name  one  would 
think.  On  observing  to  him,  between  slaps,  jerks,  and 
squirms,  that  his  fleas  seemed  to  be  hungry  and  lively,  he 
answered,  winking,  slowly  :  "  Wal,  yaas,  I  guess  they  hev 
fared  pooty  slim  for  a  week  or  two.  1  rayther  come  it  on 
'em  in  gettin'  my  bunk  up  in  the  peak.  I  jes'  slide  out'n 
every  dern  rag,  'n  then  shin  up  that  ladder,  and  leave  'em 
howlin'  round  my  old  pants.     Yaas  !  " 

By  this  time  I  was  howling  myself.  I  made  a  bee-line  for 
a  bunch  of  brush  on  the  bank  of  the  creek,  and  imitated 
friend  Stone  as  to  the  disrobing  process.  When  I  was  rid  of 
my  clothes,  1  imitated  the  Celestials  of  Washerwoman's  Bay 
and  turning  my  clothes  inside  out,  walloped  them  round  a  tree 
trunk  with  the  greatest  zeal. 

That  same  afternoon  I  learned  that  Rancho  los  Pulgas  sig- 
nified *'The  farm  of  the  fleas  !" 

One  oi  those  patient  lunatics  that  occasionally  astound  the 
world  by  making  all  sorts  of  things  that  are  infinitesimally 
small,  in  the  days  when  old  George  III.  reigned  over  us, 
made  a  gold  chain  of  one  hundred  links,  with  a  padlock  at 
one  end.  So  small  was  this  chain  that  it  could  be,  and  was, 
dragged  about  by  a  single  flea  that  the  artificer  had  trained 
with  a  patience  equal  lo  ih;.t  that  forged  the  links  of  the  chain. 
This  toiler  in  the  minute  had  also  made  a  tiny  wagon  of 
gold,  to  which  he  harnessed  his  flea.  The  fame  of  his  team 
had  reached  the  court,  and  old  George,  who  pottered  curi- 
ously over  all  matters  to  which  he  could  make  his  profound 
obser\'ation  of  "What,  what,  what!''  commanded  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  artificer  at  court  with  his  microscopic  team. 
So  to  court  he  went,  and  royalty  was  hugely  delighted  with 
the  elfin  wagoa  and  steed.  One  of  the  princesses,  who 
united  the  curiosity  she  inherited  from  her  sire  to  that  owned 
of  right  by  her  se.\,  was  anxious  to  know  how  so  small  a 
draught  animal  was  fed.  The  exhibitor  took  him  gently  up 
and  placed  him  on  the  back  of  his  hand,  and  the  flea  there 
and  then  consumed  his  repast,  the  princess  bending  eagerly 
over  to  see  the  operation. 

Now,  the  probability  is  that  education  had  done  with  that 
flea  as  it  does  with  larger  mortals — made  him  ambitious, 
and  seeing  the  fair  neck  and  bust  of  the  Princess  so  near,  it 
was  too  good  a  chance  to  taste  the  blue  blood  of  royalty  to 
lose.  One  superb  bound  and  he  landed  on  the  white  neck, 
another,  and  he  was  safe  out  of  sight  lower  down,  and  his 
i  owner  was  in  frantic  despair,  for  how  could  he  hope  to  coax 
\  or  obtain  that  vagabond  flea  from  such  fair  pasture. 

But  the  jolly,  good-natured  lady  retired  with  one  of  her  at- 
tendants fur  a  short  time,  and  soon  came  laughing  back  with  , 
the  daring  flea,  and  it  was  hard  to  say  who  was  most  inter-  i 
ested  with  the  return  of  the  truant,  old  George  himself  or  the 
exhibitor. 


ANTONY  IN  ROME. 


Bridesmaids  are  going  out  of  style.  Fashion  in  France 
now  prescribes  two  tiny  pages,  who  are  chosen  from  the  pret- 
tiest of  the  boy  relatives  of  the  bride  or  bridegroom. 


Octa%ia.  sister  of  Ociavius,  cold 

A.S  is  thy  brother,  ihou'rt  my  wife,  my  own  — 
Pledge  of  our  friendship.     To  ihee  I  am  sold. 

Bound  down  by  law  to  love  thee — ihce  alone; 
And  when  I  \-iew  the  beauties  manifold 

Set  free  at  the  unclasping  of  thy  zone, 
I  almost  wonder  that  I  love  thee  not. 
And  almost  wish  the  past  could  be  forgot. 

I  kiss  thy  pure  lips  and  thy  haughty  brow, 
And  think  of  Cleopatra's  rapturous  kiss ; 

I  clasp  thee  in  my  arms,  yet  even  n«\v 
Am  dreaming  of  past  ectasias  of  bliss 

With  my  grand  queen.     True  love  to  thee  I  vow. 
ril  be  thy  slave,  thy  wedded  slave.     For  this 

I  left  the  passionate  love,  the  fierce  embrace 

Of  the  last  goddess  of  a  godlike  race. 

0  Cleopatra!   I  am  false  to  thee 

Only  in  seeming.     All  my  pulses  beat 
In  harmony  with  thine.     Thou  art  to  me 

More  than  to  Eros  Psyche.     We  must  meet 
Again,  my  loved  one — slave  I  can  not  be; 

'Tis  death.     I  will  arise,  and  at  thy  feet. 
Free  worshiper,  drink  life  from  thy  full  veins — 
Love's  boundless  life,  life's  most  delicious  pains. 

This  pale  and  starveling  Roman  beauty's  charms 
To  thine  are  but  as  water  to  rich  wine. 

Thy  luno  form  and  velvet  swarthy  arms 

Were  made  for  warrior's  love --for  love  like  mine; 

Love  like  a  tempest  rushing  through  the  palms. 
Through  pylon,  court  and  hall,  to  inmost  shrine. 

Followed  by  dreamy  calms  of  speechless  bliss. 

Life  running  out  in  one  impassioned  kiss. 

Let  Caesar  keep  his  sister.     What  care  I 

For  him  or  her,  ev'n  though  she  be  my  wife? 

Cleopatra  shall  have  her  Antony — 
And  he  his  Cleopatra,  love,  and  life. 

Unloved  let  CjEsar  and  his  sister  die — 
Duty  with  passion  holds  but  feeble  strife. 

1  fly  lo  thee,  Cleopatra,  my  own. 

Thy  heart  my  empire,  and  thy  breast  my  throne. 
Sax  Francisco,  December,  1878.  W.  X.  L. 


A  Lake  of  the  Sierra- 


One  golden  noon,  when  all  the  secret  ways  were  free, 
I  found  Sierra's  heart;  the  mountains  round  were  three, 
That  to  their  knees  and  loWng  arms  did  gently  lake 
Each  quiet  ripple  of  a  tender  mountain  lake. 

The  long,  imtrodden  grass  was  full  of  passing  wings, 
Of  idle  birds,  and  toiling  bees,  and  gauzy  things  ; 
While  little  shining  leaves  and  modest  blooms  of  white 
Swung  in  the  genUe  wind,  and  all  the  world  was  bright 

Over  the  lake's  blue  edge  the  beaded  fern  leaves  bent, 
Willow  and  aspen  boughs  their  shadow's  witchery  lent. 
While  in  its  changeful  breast  were  gay  and  glorious  shapes 
Of  all  the  motmiain  slopes  and  gray,  reflected  capes. 

Still,  on  his  steadfast  wing,  the  hawk  above  was  moored. 
So  near  it  was  as  if  a  cloud  the  sun  obscured ; 
Faint  from  his  sunny  slope  there  called  an  idle  quail. 
By  distance  mellow  grown  it  seemed  to  float  and  fail. 

The  far  off  summits  of  the  peaks  were  white  and  chill. 
They  touched  the  purple  clouds,  and,  satisfied,  were  still ; 
And  the  long  slopes,  from  leaves  of  fern  to  heights  of  pine 
And  wreaths  of  snow,  had  made  the  quiet  lake  their  shrine. 
NrLEs,  December,  1878.  Charles  H.  Shinn. 


Phryne. 

Three  thousand  years  ago  the  Spring  awoke  the  Spartan  flowers, 
And  mating  birds  impassioned  sang  sweet  madrigals  of  love; 

A  world  of  fresh  unfolding  bloom,  expanding  with  the  hours. 
From  waving  censers  perfume  flung  to  smih'ng  skies  above. 

Three  thousand  years  ago,  amid  the  wealth  of  bloom  and  song. 
Among  Dodona's  leafy  oaks,  by  Sappho's  glowing  shrine. 

Passed  on  tD  Hymen's  sacred  grove  a  merrj'  bridal  throng. 
To  weave  the  web  of  bndal  mom  and  taste  the  nuptial  wine. 

Hymettus.  scarred  as  Tamalpais,  looked  down  upon  the  sea. 
And  blue  .-Egean's  shining  waves  felt  lightly  on  the  strand 

Three  thousand  silent  years  ago,  and  still  there  seems  to  be 
A  trace  of  that  Greek  bridS  mom  in  every  Christian  land. 

Praxiteles  and  Phryne — ah.  friends,  we  know-  the  tale: 

Their  nuptials,  and  their  lives  and  love,  the  master  sculptor's  fame. 

The  artist's  form  is  sl*rouded  in  the  silent  ages'  veil. 

But  PbrjTie,  in  her  youthful  guise,  remaineth  still  the  same. 

And  in  the  Spring,  when  roses  fling  their  incense  to  the  breeze, 
Where  rugged  Tamalpais  looks  down  upon  the  shining  bay. 

Poised  like  an  angel  form  amid  the  homeitead's  leafy  trees 
A  marble  Phryne  tells  of  time  three  thousand  years  away. 
Merced,  December,  1878.  Anglb. 


"Twenty  years  ago,"  said  the  passenger  with  the  red  rib- 
bon in  his  button  hole,  "  I  knew  that  man  whom  you  saw  get 
ofi"  at  the  last  station.  He  was  a  young  man  of  rare  prom- 
ise, a  college  graduate,  a  man  of  brilliant  intellect  and  shrewd 
mercantile  ability.  Life  dawned  before  him  in  all  the  glow- 
ing colors  of  fair  promise.  He  had  some  money  when  he 
left  college.  He  invested  it  in  business,  and  his  business 
prospered.  He  married  a  beautiful  young  girl  who  bore  him 
three  lovely  children — '* 

The  sad-looking  passenger,  sitting  on  the  wood  box  :  "All 
at  one  time.-"' 

The  red-ribbon  passenger  :  "  No  ;  in  biennial  installments 
of  one.  No  one  dreamed  that  the  poor  house  would  ever  be 
their  home.  But  in  an  evil  hour,  the  young  man  yielded 
to  the  tempter.  He  began  to  drink  beer.  He  liked  it,  and 
drank  more.  He  drank  and  encouraged  others  lo  drink. 
That  was  only  fourteen  years  ago,  and  he  was  a  prosperous, 
wealthy  man.     To-day  where  is  he?'' 

The  clerg)man  in  the  front  seat,  solemnly  :  "A  sot  and  a 
beggar." 

The  red-ribbon  man,  disconsolately  :  "Oh,  no;  he  is  a 
member  of  Congress,  and  owns  a  brewery  worth  $50,000. 

Sometimes  it  will  happen  that  way. 


When  told  by  a  Millerite  that  the  world  was  about  to  be 
destroyed,  "that,"  replied  Emersrn,  "is  of  no  conf  n:ence; 
we  can  get  on  quite  comfortably  without  it.''  ^ 


Mr.  Samuel  J.  Tilden,  to  Mr.  C.  A.  Dana 
thee  to  send  me  back  my  love-letters  and  pie> 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OUR  SET, 


With  the  exodus  of  our  fashionables  for  Europe,  who  re- 
joiced in  unlimited  credit  in  the  banks,  last  spring,  we  obeyed 
Miss  Grundy's  commands ;  but  now  these  gay  butterflies 
have  returned,  or  will  soon  return  with  fresh  plumage  to 
dazzle  you  all.  The  dear  old  Arco.saut  welcomed  me  with 
open  arms,  and  once  .igain  there's  "a  chiel  ,imang  ye  takin' 
notes."  Some  well  known  faces  and  forms  we  miss  from 
among  you,  solid  men.  Dc.ith,  who  loves  a  shining  mark, 
has  made  places  vacant  not  easily  filled — those  whose  hos- 
pitable doors  were  never  closed.  The  gamble  in  stocks  has 
also  caused  retrenchment  in  some  c|uarters,  but,  like  the  bat- 
tle-field, others  will  till  the  places  of  those  who  go  down,  so 
society's  ranks  are  kept  full.  It  is  not  in  our  country  as  on 
the  other  side  of  the  .Atlantic  ;  it  does  not  lake  generations 
of  birth  and  blood  to  weigh  down  the  social  scale,  but  like  the 
Israelites  of  .Moses' day,  we  all  worship  in  a  grc;itcr  or  a  less 
degree  the  golden  calf  .Among  the  gayeties  of  the  last  two 
weeks  there  w-as  a  charming  entertainment  by  a  club  of  the 
young  sons  of  our  nicest  people.  They  have  given  them  the 
title  of  the  assemblies,  and  held  their  first  German  at  Stein- 
way  Hall,  on  Tuesday  evening,  November  26th.  The  Ger- 
man was  led  by  Willis  j.  Currier  and  Miss  Lutic  Cole,  second 
daughter  of  ex-Senator  Cole.  Among  the  ladies  present 
were  .Mrs.  S.  \V.  Sanderson,  Mrs.  William  Freeborn,  Mrs. 
Cornelius  Cole,  Mrs.  Mich.ael  Castle,  and  Mrs.  Hall  McAlis- 
ter,  and  a  group  of  young  ladies,  many  of  them  tWhutantes  of 
this  and  List  year.  The  assembly  was  excellently  managed 
by  the  following  young  gentlemen  :  W.  H.  Talbot,  Willis  J. 
Currier,  Charles  *!.  Crocker,  and  Seward  Cole.  This  is  soon 
to  be  followed  by  several  others.  On  Wednesday  of  last 
week  I  was  at  the  last  of  the  wedding  receptions  of  Mr.  and 
.Mrs.  William  H.  Boothe,  held  at  their  residence  on  Filmore 
Street.  I  met  charming  people,  and  passed  a  delightful  even- 
ing. May  our  young  frientls,  whose  future  looks  so  roseate, 
always  find  the  clouds  in  their  skies  silver  lined.  The  Ger- 
man at  (.fCneral  McDowell's  residence,  on  IJIack  Point,  was 
a  brilliant  affair.  The  German  was  led  by  Edward  H.  Shel- 
don and  .Miss  McDowell  ;  the  favors  were  unique,  and  the 
figures  new.  .An  excellent  collation  was  served,  and  the 
guests  were  some  of  our  most  prominent  society  people. 
Music  by  the  Fourth  .Artillery  band.  I  did  not  leave  till  the 
wee  hours  of  the  morning — our  army  people  know  so  well 
how  to  entertain,  and,  like  many  fair  ladies,  I  love  the  brass 
buttons.  On  Sunday  evening  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shillaber  gave 
an  informal  reception  at  their  residence,  on  Sixteenth  Street, 
in  compliment  to  their  guests.  General  and  Mrs.  Kautz.  The 
grounds  were  lighted  ;  the  house  had  a  look  of  old-time 
comfort  about  it — the  alcoves  draped  in  red,  in  which  were 
those  gems  of  art,  the  statues  of  Delilah  and  Merope.  It 
was  quite  different  from  my  usual  quiet  Sunday  evenings, 
and  I  enjoyed  the  innovation  ;  then  it  occurred  to  me  with 
what  holy  horror  my  Puritan  progenitors  would  have  regard- 
ed me  1  the  compilers  of  the  blue  laws  of  Connecticut,  how 
they  would  have  hurled  me  down  to  an  eternal  perdition  ! 
On  last  Wednesday  evening  there  was  a  quiet  wedding — 
Miss  Daisy  Hunter  and  .Mr.  Edward  Piatt — at  the  residence 
of  Lloyd  "Tevis  on  Taylor  Street  The  young  lady  is  a  niece 
of  Mr.  Tevis,  and  spent  some  t'me  out  here  a  year  or  tuo 
ago.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by  the  father  of  the 
groom.  Invitations  were  given  only  to  relatives  and  inti- 
mate friends  of  the  family— recent  deaths  barring  all  festiv- 
ities. On  Thursday  Miss  Donahue,  daughter  of  Mr.  Peter 
Donahue,  gave  an  informal  dance  to  a  few  of  her  intimate 
friends,  which  was  greatly  enjoyed.  On  Saturday  Mrs.  Gwin, 
with  her  charming  daughters,  expect  their  friends  to  a  kettle- 
drum. In  your  next,  1  may  tell  who  was  there.  The  after- 
noon teas  have  been  quite  the  thing  in  Washington  this  win- 
ter, and  the  fair  entertainers  rival  one  another  in  the  variety 
and  beauty  of  their  tea  cups,  the  mania  for  rare  china  being 
as  rampant  among  them  as  among  the  i^andes  dames  of 
Europe. "     M.\RY  J.^ne. 

It  will  be  remembered  by  those  who  keep  the  run  of  art 
.and  artists  th.at  some  months  ago  Tiburcio  Parrott  ordered 
of  Jules  Tavemiera  large  picture  of  the  ceremonial  Indian 
dance  in  the  sweat-house  at  Clear  Lake,  to  be  presented  to 
Haron  Rothschild  as  a  souvenir  of  his  visit  to  California. 
The  painting  was  completed  and  shipped,  and  has  been  re- 
ceived in  Paris— as  the  Baron  writes  .Mr.  Parrott — "with 
great  favor,  attracting  a  deal  of  attention  and  comment  at 
Goupil's,  where  it  is  now  being  framed  for  my  private  gal- 
lery." This  Paris  approval  of  a  Californian  work  is  quite  a 
feather  in  the  cap  of  Tavemier,  and  a  credit  to  the  art  status 
of  the  coast. 

Another  of  the  old  land-marks  disappears.  The  well 
known  art  gallery  of  Snow  &  May  will  be  closed  January 
1st.  For  twenty-five  years  Mr.  Snow  has  been  engaged  in 
picture  dealing  in  San  Francisco.  First  Robinson  &  Snow, 
then  Snow  &  Koos,  and  now  Snow  &  .May.  On  Wednesday, 
December  nth,  at  the  auction  house  of  Xewhall,  Sansome 
Street,  the  entire  stock  of  paintings  of  the  firm  will  be  dis- 
posed of— pictures,  in  oil  and  water  colors— a  very  choice  and 
desirable  collection— many  of  them  chosen  by  Mr.  Snow  in 
Europe.  The  sale,  being  peremptory,  will  undoubtedly  afford 
bargains  to  those  who  seek  genuine  works  of  art. 

French  local  item:  "Two  employes  of  the  Hungarian 
restaurant,  being  taken  with  a  quarrel  vesterday  towards  six 
hours  of  the  night  at  the  C-hamp-de-.Mars,  thought  it  their 
duty  to  immediately  empty  this  affair  in  the  manner  of  their 
countr>-.  They  put  the  knife  in  the  hand  and  commenced 
a  struggle  of  the  most  bloody,  in  the  which  one  of  them  named 
I—  received  a  blow  of  the  knife  at  the  bottom  of  his  loins. 
We  then  separated  them.  The  wound  is  happilv  without 
seriousness.  The  murderer,  named  W— ,  has  been  placed 
in  a  state  of  arrestedness." 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES, 


By  Little  Johnny. 


*  Bret  Harte,''  says  the  London  IVorid,  "is  a  literao'  ^-'ly- 
ing Dutchman.  You  hear  of  him  as  being  al  a  certain  place, 
send  there  to  find  him,  and  lo,  he  is  gone,  leaving  no  trace. 
Last  week  he  was  said  to  be  in  London,  but  anxious  inquir- 
ers could  not  hit  upon  his  track.^  Anxious  inquirers  may,  if 
they  think  it  wonh  while,  send  their  accounts  to  Crefeld, 
'■crmany, 

.\le\-ander  Stephens   wbo  recently  weighed    ninety 
-  -^  \\o\r  weighs  ninet>--two.     A  nemocratic  gain. 


Missis  Doppy  which  has  got  the  red  head  like  fier  she  was 
over  to  our  house  ycsterdy,  and  she  brot  little  Sally  Brope, 
wich  is  her  nees,  but  not  any  red  hed,  brown  and  cei  ly.  Wen 
me  an  Hilly,  tliats  my  brother,  we  come  home  an  seen  Sally 
playn  in  our  yard  !  said  :  "  Hilly,"  and  Billy  he  luked  at  me 
a  long  time, and  then  he  sed :  "Johnny,"and  1  sed :  "Wot?'" 
Then  Billy  he  sed  :  *'Wot?" 

Then  1  said  :  "  Hilly,  do  you  like  gerls  ?  "  and  Billy  he  said 
"Gerls  is  nasty?"' 

Then  I  sed  a  other  time  :  "  Billy,  you  jest  stan  by  for  to 
se  fair  play,  dont  let  her  hurt  me,  and  lie  giv  her  the  biggist 
lickin  wich  you  hav  ever  saw  giv  !" 

But  he  sed  :  "  No,  its  bigmy  for  to  lick  gerls,  cos  a  gerl 
aint  got  any  fiter." 

But  ihats  jest  wy  1  was  a  goin  to  lickcr,  cos  Ime  brafe  like 
sojers. 

Bime  by  my  mother  she  made  me  go  and  pla  with  little 
Sally,  an  we  plew  to  gether  for  a  long  wile  but  dident  s;iy 
any  thing,  cos  little  Sally  she  was  bashtle  and  I  cudent  think 
of  nothing  for  to  say.  Bout  a  hour  little  Sally  she  spoke  up 
an  sed  :  "  Les  kis." 

I  think  she  is  jest  the  nicest  little  gerl  wich  was  e\'er  see, 
yes,  in  deed,  but  sossidges  aint  no  slowtches  eether,  fride, 
and  now  look  out  for  a  story  : 

A  feller  was  drivin  a  waggen  settin  on  the  seat,  hi  up  like 
a  steeple,  there  wasent  never  sech  a  hi  up  seat,  and  the  feller 
had  his  dog  up  there  with  him,  and  the  road  was  mily  roughf. 
Dime  by  the  waggen  it  giv  a  lertch  to  one  side  an  the  dog  ir 
was  ihrode  out,  yes,  in  deed,  it  went  fline,  bout  as  fur  as  from 
here  to  the  cole  skutle  and  lit  onto  its  hed.  The  man  he  laft 
like  he  wude  bust,  and  he  sed  :  "Wot  for  did  you  git  down 
wen  there  isent  any  rabbits?"' 

Then  the  dog  it  puld  it  sellef  to  gather,  and  luked  up  out 
of  its  eys, and  shuke  its  hed  reel  wise,  much  as  to  say  :  "Ime 
too  smart  a  pupp  for  to  ride  wen  I  mite  be  any  minnit  throde 
out." 

Jest  then  the  waggen  give  a  other  lerch  and  the  man  he 
was  sent  fline  too,  and  lit  on  his  hed  his  ownself,  and  was 
most  kild,  but  wen  he  had  found  his  hat,  and  hollerd  wo  to 
the  horses,  he  luked  at  the  dog  and  sed  :  "Its  curious  how  a 
tbundrin  cowrd  makes  a  brave  man  cotious.  I  mite  rode  up 
there  ol  my  life  and  never  ihoi  of  falln  if  you  hadent  got 
scared.     And  1  dont  bleef  there  was  any  danger,  after  all." 

There  was  a  mockn  bird  and  it  was  a  singin,  on  and  on 
and  on,  like  it  never  wude  come  to  a  stoppn  place,  but  bime 
by  it  was  intrupted  by  a  goose,  wich  said,  the  goose  did  ■ 
"Xcuse  me,  but  I  got  a  engadgement  and  I  cant  stay  for  to 
hear  ol  you  got  to  say." 

Then  the  mockn  bird  it  said  :  "  Vou  mite  jest  flew  a  long 
to  keep  your  piniment,  1  gess  I  woud  have  come  to  a  end 
fore  you  had  darted  out  of  hearin."' 

But  Uncle  Ned  he  says  me  an  Billy  we  can  make  a  goos 
fly  mily  fast  ifits  nice  roasted. 

Mister  Jonnice  wich  has  got  the  wuden  leg  has  ben  here, 
and  he  rites  poetry  butifle,  so  I  sed  wude  he  make  me  sum 
ephitaps,  like  he  did  last  winter,  wen  1  shode  him  thatn  by 
Missis  Doppy  wich  Jias  got  the  red  hed  on  little  Jo.  Mister 
Jonnice  he  sed  :  "  Nothin  is  easyer,  Johnny,  you  jest  furnish 
the  ded  corpses  and  lie  make  rimes  about  em  til  they  cant 
rest." 

But  I  sed  how  cude  I,  and  Mister  Jonnice  he  sed  :  "  Wei, 
He  rite  sum  any  how,  and  if  you  ever  find  any  remanes  wich 
wude  like  for  to  have  em  you  can  dispose  of  em  as  you  like, 
or  fire  em  off  at  any  hed  stones  wich  you  think  thay  wil 
sute." 

So  he  rote  thees,  but  by  tween  you  an  me  I  think  they  are 
jest  mizzable,  not  a  bit  of  sense.     The  bad  spelln  is  hisn. 

"  Here  lie  the  bones  of  Colonel  Jackson. 
The  devil  got'  his  soul  by  axin  ." 

"  Thi-;  monument  keepelh  Trom  rol 
The  mem'iy  of  Gorham, 
The  .Scribe  of  the  Forum, 
Who  ought  to  be  dead,  though  he's  nol." 

"  Poor  Kearney,  who  lies  here  asleep, 
Was  drownded  in  the  briny  deep. 
He  bathed — the  unaccustomed  damp 
Donated  him  a  twisting  cramp 
That  squeezed  his  bowels  through  his  snout, 
Dislodged  his  soul  and  fired  ii  out." 

"  Pause  stranger  and  a  frugal  tear 

For  Pickering  expel ; 
Here  closed  that  gracious  man's  career — 
He'd  long  been  dead  when,  walking  here, 

He  stumped  his  toe  and  fell." 

"The  pedagogue,  John  Moore,  lies  here, 
Who  coached  the  girls  by  methods  queer, 

That  wanted  to  be  teachers  ; 
His  spirit  sings  before  the  Throne, 
But  not  through  merit  of  his  own 

Nor  through  the  prayers  of  preachers  : 
The  scamp  obtained,  by  hook  or  crook, 
A  copy  of  the  Judgment  Book. 

And  '  crammed '  for  all  its  riddles. 
So,  then,  he  passed  the  dreadful  bound, 
And  entered  gIor\'  to  the  sound 

Of  golden  harps  and  fiddles." 

"Here  rests  the  orbicular  body,  a-clout. 
Of  Johnny  McComb,  the  brigadiar  stout. 
Who  went  in  the  ocean  and  never  came  out. 
Supposed  to  be  sloshing  about." 

V  Here  lies  the  last  of  Deacon  Fitch. 
Whose  business  was  to  melt  the  pitch. 
Convenient  to  this  sacred  spot 
Lies  .Sammy,  who  applied  it,  hot. 
"Tis  hard— so  much  alike  they  smell — 
One's  grave  from  I'clher's  grave  to  tell, 
But  when  his  tomb  the  Deacon's  burst 
(The  dead  in  Christ,  you  know,  rise  first), 
He'll  see  by  studying  the  stones 
That  he's  obtained  liis  proper  bones. 
Then,  seeking  Sam's  vault,  he'll  unlock  it. 
-And  put  that  person  in  his  pocket.'' 

Now  Ide  jest  like  for  to  kanow  wot  al!  that  rot  is  a  bowt, 
cos  I  cude  make  better  poivr)-  than  that  a  standin  on  my 
bed,  and  Treesy  Collet  cude  a  standin  on  hern. 

San  RaF-aw.,  December  4,  1S78. 


CONCERNING  WEATHER-PROPHETS. 


One  of  our  Californian  growths  of  which  we  are  not  so 
proud  as  we  might  be  is  the  weather-prophet.  Unlike  most 
other  natural  products  he  is  peculiar  in  this,  that  the  drier 
the  districts  in  which  he  abounds  the  more  astounding  are 
his  proportions  ;  nay,  it  might  even  seem  as  if  the  prophetic 
soul  of  the  summer  grasshopper  was  wont  to  migrate  into 
the  body  of  the  winter  prophet,  so  cheerful  and  so  meaning- 
less is  his  song,  and  so  similar  his  habitat.  One  who  is 
sturdy  a  prophet  in  his  own  country,  if  not  elsewhere,  seri- 
ously writes  to  the  papers  that  the  rats  and  mice  in  the 
mountain  canons  are  building  their  nests  up  a  tree,  and 
higher  than  usual.  They  evidently  feel  the  coming  flood  in 
their  bones,  and  are  gifted  with  greater  prescience  than  that 
with  which  the  teachings  of  science  and  experience  have  en- 
dowed mankind.  Another  prophesies  a  wet  winter  because 
we  have  had  no  drying  winds,  while  some  insist  that  a  plen- 
tiful allowance  of  wind  is  indispensable.  The  early  rising  of 
the  springs  in  the  mountains  is  regarded  as  a  good  sign,  but 
it  is  not  sought  to  be  shown  what  is  the  relation  between 
moisture  to  be  blown  here  from  the  South  Seas  in  Decem- 
ber and  January,  and  the  increase  of  water  in  the  springs  in 
August.  It  would  be  impossible  to  enumerate  all  the  absurd 
signs  and  facts  which  are  quoted  as  the  sure  forerunners  of 
a  wet  winter;  they  have  all  the  charm  of  variety,  and  are 
curiously  and  conveniently  adapted  to  the  most  incongruous 
liappenings.  Storm  and  calm,  beasts,  birds,  and  fishes  in 
happy  family  conclave,  deliver  providential  warnings  of  the 
new  flood,  and  fall  into  prophetic  line  at  the  word  of  the  in- 
spired clod-hopper.  It  is  a  painful  subject,  and  a  due  regard 
for  public  decency  would  make  one  pile  up  all  the  supposed 
favorable  signs,  but,  unfortunately,  most  of  them  are  mutu- 
ally destructive,  and  can  only  be  classed  as  amiable  super- 
stitions. "  Build  your  own  ark,  and  dont  send  the  money 
out  of  the  country,"  would  be  the  most  popular  advice  that 
could  be  given  to  a  high  and  dry  community  ;  but,  alas,  it  is 
difficult  to  show  anything  reliable  enough  to  justify  the  pur- 
chase of  an  umbrella.  The  ever-changing  and  mysterious 
moon  comes  out  with  undiminished  vigor  on  these  occasions. 
If  the  moon  is  new,  well ;  if  the  moon  is  old,  it  is  also  well. 
Apparently,  its  strange  and  irresponsible  influence  is  as  likely 
to  be  exercised  at  one  moment  as  another.  Our  prophets 
are  not  proud  and  will  let  us  take  our  choice  without  paying 
our  money.  Unhappily,  if  the  observations  of  meteorologists 
have  demonstrated  anything  it  is  that  there  is  not  the  very 
smallest  connection  between  the  changes  of  the  moon  and 
those  of  the  weather.  It  is  a  painful  and  perhaps  humiliating 
fact  that  all  attempts  to  generalize  from  experience  on  the 
future  course  of  the  weather  have  hitherto  been  failures,  but 
the  human  mmd  craves  for  knowledge,  and  as  the  cravings 
of  the  stomach  are  stayed  by  candy  and  such  trash,  so,  in 
the  absence  of  more  wholesome  food,  the  mind  is  forced  to 
batten  on  the  babblings  of  every  blockhqad  who  thinks  that 
wisdom  is  the  necessary  result  of  years,  or  the  invariable  ap- 
panage of  an  editorial  pencil.  It  is  a  survival  of  tbeold  sav- 
age instinct  which  made  itself  gods  out  of  its  ignorance 
The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  stocks  and  stones  of  the 
universe  were  in  turn  worshiped,  because  men  knew  not 
their  genesis  and  jumped  at  a  supernatural  explanation. 
Perhaps  we  have  changed  all  that,  but  if  instinct  is  placed 
above  reason,  and  if  "rats  and  mice  and  such  small  deer" 
are  endowed  with  attributes  more  than  human,  we  can  trace 
our  ancestry  clearly  enough.  Already  the  prophetic  clan  is 
gathering,  and  we  may  hear  them  shouting  to  keep  up  their 
courage,  but  for  all  their  chattering  we  shall  know  nothing 
until  the  fullness  of  time.  If  the  reproach  be  made  that  it  is 
easy  to  be  wise  after  the  event,  the  answer  is  pat  that  it 
seems  still  more  easy  to  be  foolish  and  even  childish  before 
it.  Is  there  a  kernel  of  good  under  all  this  husk  of  nonsense  ? 
It  is  not  easy  to  say  ;  but  if  one  were  gifted  with  a  symmet- 
rical soul,  and  were  eager  to  hug  even  the  shadow  of  a  gen- 
eralization, it  might  be  pointed  out  that  as  the  alchemist  was 
to  the  chemist  so  are  our  modern  prophets  to  the  future 
ineteorologists  ;  but  this  is  a  moral,  and  morals,  like  good 
advice,  are  flowers  which  do  not  fruit. 


To  make  a  "corner"  in  anything,  particularly  in  one  of 
the  necessities  of  life,  like  wheat,  is  considered,  even  among 
the  classes  of  persons  by  whom  it  is  commonly  done,  as  a 
dishonorable  advantage,  not  so  much  because  it  pinches  con- 
sumers as  because  it  beats  the  dealers  who  are  not  "  in  it." 
Jim  Keene  appears  to  be  a  restless  spirit  who  not  only  makes 
corners  wherever  he  may  be,  but  travels  ail  over  the  country 
looking  up  chances  to  make  them.  He  not  only  falls  when 
tempted  at  home,  but  goes  abroad  in  quest  of  temptation. 
If  we  may  believe  the  press  dispatches  he  is  now  cornering 
all  the  wheat  in  Chicago,  as  he  cornered  mining  stocks  here 
and  railway  stocks  in  New  York.  \Ve  do  not,  however,  be- 
lieve the  press  dispatches:  we  think  Jim  Keene  honorable 
enough  to  plot  a  corner  in  wheat,  but  we  doubt  if  he  is  wise 
enough  to  tell  the  newspapers. 


i 


"The  Lord  loveth  a  cheerful  giver."  but  there's  no  use 
chucking  a  copper  cent  into  a  contribution  box  loud  enough 
to  make  the  folks  on  the  back  seat  think  the  communion  ser- 
vice has  tumbled  off  the  altar. 


In  the  bright  lexicon  of  the  country  press  there  is  no  such 
word  as  woman.  That  prude,  "lady,"  has  flaunted  out  the 
best  word  in  the  English  language. 


Garibaldi  says  he  would  willingly  give  his  life  for  Trent 
and  Trieste.  The  offer  would  be  more  generous  if  the  old 
man  had  a  longer  life  to  give. 


A  priest  has  just  been  expelled  from  the  Vatican  for  sell- 
ing the  late  supreme  pontiff's  old  slippers  and  drawers  to 
rich  pilgrims. 

General  Grant  continues  to  work  the  European  free-lunch 
route  in  a  manner  to  excite  the  undying  enmity  of  a  Chicago 
reporter. 

Atlanta,  Georgia,  has  five  poets  and  a  writer  of  fiction. 
The  city  is  perfectly  healthy. 

Butler  and  Kearney  will  apply  for  a  divorce. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS, 


"Wilt  thou  have  music?    Hark!    Apollo  plays.' 


I  do  not  know  where  the  responsibihty  resLs,  bat  some- 
body made  an  atrociously  long  programme  for  the  concert 
given  in  aid  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian  Association  (at 
the  Metropolitan  Temple,  on  Friday  night,  26th  ultimo),  and 
somebody  else  blundered  sadly  in  announcing  it  as  a  "great 
musical  treat."  It  was  nothing  of  the  sort.  Oratorios  never 
are  in  this  city— even  under  the  most  favorable  auspices— 
and  the  fragment  from  Samson  given  on  this  occasion  was 
particularly  lame.  To  begin  with,  the  Handel  and  Haydn 
Society  cannot  sing  the  choruses.  They  sing  af  them,  to  be 
sure,  in  a  halting,  uncertain  sort  of  way,  and  in  a  monoto- 
nous, inflexible  uit-zzo-foi-tc ;  they  manage  to  get  through 
them,  but  this  is  not  chorus  singing,  above  all  for  numbers 
like  "O  first  created  beam,"  or  "Fixed  in  His  everlasting 
seat."  (1  am  aware  of  the  enormous  number  of  corns  that 
are  likely  to  be  disagreeably  affected  through  an  unwonted 
[unwanted?]  contact  with  the  critical  boot,  and  will  say,  in 
advance,  that  I  sympathize.  But  it  remains  none  the  less  a 
fact  that  for  many  years  past  this  society  has  not  sung  well, 
and  that  there  does  not  seem  to  be  the  slightest  ground  for 
hope  that  it  will  ever  sing  so  as  to  make  an  Oratorio  enjoy- 
able. A  chorus  that  will  not  Icani  to  sing — /.  ^.,  to  sustain 
a  tone,  make  a  piano^  forte^  crescendo^  diinimiendo,  sforzan- 
do,  etc.,  together  and  properly — will  never  make  anything 
but  a  mess  of  Handel's,  or  any,  music.  And  performed  by 
such  a  chorus  any  oratorio  becomes  a  dreadful  infliction). 
The  accompaniment  to  the  Samson  was  simply  a  disgrace  ; 
four  fiddles — two  of  them  in  the  hands  of  children — a  bass, 
the  organ,  and  a  piano  forte .'  Miss  Lowell,  who  played  the 
01  gan,  shows  an  improvement  creditable  alike  to  her  master, 
Mr,  J.  P.  Morgan,  and  her  own  perseverance,  and  played  her 
Toccata^  in  the  second  part,  right  bravely.  Miss  Dillaye 
also  did  some  good  work  in  the  dreadfully  long,  dreadfully 
ugly,  and  dreadfully  difficult  Pieiicde  and  Fiigiis  of  Liszt. 
The  only  serious  mistake  she  made  was  in  playing  the  piece 
at  all  ;  it  is  too  hard  for  her  to  do  well,  ancl  after  she  has 
had  all  the  pains  of  learning  and  playing  it,  nobody  could 
possibly  enjoy  hearing  the  thing.  There  was  also  a  Trio 
from  Rossini's  Messe  Sole?ieite,  the  "  Gratias  agimus  ti-hi- 
hi-bi "  (I  am  not  sure  that  "  ti-hi-hi-bi  "  is  pure  Latin,  but 
this  is  the  manner  in  which  it  was  sung),  a  Scena  from  // 
Gnaraiiy  (an  opera  that  made  fiasco  a  year  ago)  superbly 
sung  by  Mrs.  Norton,  and  three  movements  from  the  Se}-e- 
nade  by  Hiller,  very  finely  played  by  Miss  Schmidt  and  her 
brothers,  Louis  and  Ernst.  Then  the  "  Hallelujah  "  chorus 
by  the  Society,  four  fiddles  and  a  bass,  the  organ,  and 
pianoforte! 

The  managers  of  this  concert  missed  a  good  point  in  mak- 
ing their  preliminary  announcement.  They  might  have 
called  the  attention  of  the  majority  of  our  organ-players — 
our  sloppy  sentimentalists,  who  improvise  their  "  sweet " 
things  because  they  can  not  play  the  good  ones — to  the  pro- 
gramme put  forward  by  two  young  ladies,  who  are  not  afraid 
to  play  real  organ  music  of  the  best  class,  and  who  play  as 
though  they  had  a  proper  respect,  not  only  for  the  music,  but 
also  for  the  noble  instrument.  I  fancy  1  can  hear  the 
"sweet"  organists  pipe  out  their  little  chorus:  "But  you 
can't  play  Bach  in  our  service,  you  know  ;  and  what's  the  use 
of  studying  these  things  if  one  is  not  to  use  them,  and  if  the 
people  won't  stand  them?"  Now  I  do  not  imagine  that 
either  of  these  young  ladies  plays  much  of  Bach  in  service, 
nor  is  there  much  opportunity  or  occasion  for  it,  though  a 
nobler  voluntary  than  some  of  the  Chorale-preludes  would 
be  difficult  to  find.  But  1  know  that  the  earnest  study  of 
the  good  things  leads  to  an  impatience  of  the  bad  ;  that  one 
can  not  delve  far  into  the  spirit  of  Bach  and  remain  a  twad- 
dler, and  that  there  is  no  better  cure  for  a  puny,  sickly  organ 
style  than  the  study  of  the  thoroughly  healthy  music  of  the 
old  blind  organist.  It  is  not  so  much  his  compositions  as 
his  influence  that  we  need  in  our  church  music,  and  I  be- 
lieve that  there  is  not  a  congregation  in  this  city  but  that,  if 
brought  for  six  months  under  this  influence  in  an  intelligent, 
conscientious  way,  would  reject  at  once  and  forever  the 
maudlin  stuff  that  is  weekly  put  before  it,  and  be  content 
with  nothing  less  than  a  healthy,  sound  musical  diet,  no  mat- 
ter how  simple  it  might  be. 


It  is  not  to  be  disputed  that  Mr.  Max  Strakosch  is  an  fait 
in  the  art  of  advertising,  especially  in  that  branch  of  it  that 
brings  much  notoriety  for  very  little  money.  The  wrangle 
with  Mr.  i\Iapleson  over  his  right  to  produce  Bizet's  Ca?'inen 
is  really  nothing  more  than  a  clever  dodge  for  advertising 
this  opera  in  a  manner,  and  to  an  extent,  that  it  would  never 
do  for  itself;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  when  the  music 
comes  to  be  heard  we  shall  find  the  entire  affair  only  another 
case  of  much  ado  about  nothing.  The  fact  is,  that  although 
Mr.  Mapleson  is  undoubtedly  the  rightful  owner  of  the  work 
— having  purchased  score,  parts,  and  right  of  representation 
from  the  publishers — Mr.  Strakosch  might  have  performed  \ 
with  the  instrumentation  arranged  from  the  piano  forte  score 
— as  is  mostly  done  in  this  country,  and  as  is  probably  really 
the  case  with  his  parts  for  Carmen — saying  nothing  about  the 
original  instrumentation,  and  the  great  public  would  have 
neither  known  nor  cared  anything  about  the  matter.  But 
this  would  not  have  answered  the  purpose  ;  and  so  we  find 
a  great  outcry  made  in  musical  circles  about  the  "possession 
of  the  original  parts"  of  an  opera  that  failed  in  Paris  and 
survived  London  only  on  account  of  the  sprightly  acting  of 
Miss  Hauck,  when  we  know  that  neither  of  the  rival  man- 
agers cares  a  whit  about  the  originality  of  the  instrumenta- 
tion, does  not  possess  the  original  parts  to — probably — more 
than  one  out  of  every  six  operas  in  his  repertoire,  and  wouU! 


not  be  likely  to  use  them  if  he  had  them  on  account  of  the 
expense  of  a  complete  orchestra.  The  American  public  has 
not  been  pampered  in  this  matter  of  original  instrumentation, 
we  San  Franciscans  least  of  all.  I  remember  to  have  heard 
certain  operas — Troz'atore,  Ernani^  and  others — performed 
here  from  parts  that  seemed  to  have  been  cobbled  together 
by  some  ambitious  cornet  player  who  was  determined  to  have 
the  best  share  of  everything  to  himself,  and  have  seen  tenors 
and  sopranos  strutting  about  the  stage,  open-mouthed,  and 
wildly  gesticulating  in  their  futile  efforts  to  make  themselves 
heard  through  a  fortissimo  chorus  of  the  brass.  And  then, 
perhaps,  some  gentle  classicist  in  next  morning's  Call  com- 
plains of  the  weakness  of  Signer  Belloini's  voice,  while  his 
alter  ego  of  the  Bulletin  finds  fault  with  Verdi  for  his  noisy, 
or  brassy,  instrumentation  (of  cJiestJ'aiion^thay  call  it  mostly, 
I  believe).  The  fault  is  rarely  that  of  either  Verdi  or  the 
Signer.  It  is  apt  to  fie  much  nearer  home.  So  Mr.  Strak- 
osch need  have  but  little  anxiety  in  bringing  his  spurious 
wares  to  this  market ;  he  has  but  to  open  with  Ttovatoje — 
from  the  old  parts— and  the  chances  are  that  his  instrumen- 
tation of  Carmen  will  be  hailed  as  "tender,"  "delicious," 
"lovely  in  color,"  and  what  not  else  of  it. 


There  !  he  has  got  an  advertisement  out  of  me  in  spite  of 
myself.  Strakosch's  one  object  is  to  get  his  opera  and  his 
company  talked  about,  and,  in  one  way  or  another,  he  gen- 
erally succeeds.  When  impudence  is  trumps,  your  opera 
manager  usually  holds  a  full  hand. 


The  London  operatic  success  of  the  moment  is  Hermann 
Goetz's  "Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  given  at  the  Drury  Lane  by 
Carl  Rosa's  English  company.  Like  Bizet,  the  composer — 
still  a  young  man — died  before  the  success  of  his  work  was 
quite  assured,  but  (and  in  this  his  fortune  was  better  than 
Bizet's)  Goetz's  opera  has  been  well  received  in  his  own 
country,  and  is  already  on  the  repertoire  of  a  dozen  leading 
theatres.  The  music — I  have  but  just  received  the  score, 
which  is  beautifully  printed  by  Augerer  »S;  Co.,  of  London, 
and  imported  by  M.  Gray — looks  very  pleasing,  light,  and 
characteristic  ;  I  think  that,  well  done,  in  would  prove  a  suc- 
cess in  this  country.  The  adaptation  of  the  text — from 
Shakspeare's  comedy—  seems  very  skillfully  made,  retaining 
in  many  of  the  scenes  all  the  humor  and  droll  situations  of 
the  original. 

Mr.  Stephen  W.  Leach  announces  a  concert  at  Piatt's 
Hall  for  next  Monday  evening,  9th  inst.,  and  has  secured  the 
cooperation  of  such  a  host  of  his  fellow  artists  that  a  very 
pleasant  entertainment  may  be  anticipated.  For  my  part  I 
hope  Mr.  Leach  may  have  a  full  house,  for  he  is  an  able  and 
careful  musician  who  has  done  some  excellent  work,  both  as 
a  conductor  and  composei'.  S.  E. 


A  Case  of  Pig. 


Some  one  should  gather  the  late  Mr.  Lincoln's  jokes  and 
make  them  into  a  book.  The  following  he  used  to  tell  on 
Tom  Hamer,  of  Ohio.  Mr.  Hamer's  client  was  charged  with 
hog  stealing.  The  case  was  clearly  proven,  and  when  it  went 
to  the  jury  Tom  was  indisposed  to  say  a  word  : 

"  Don't  give  it  up,  don't  give  it  up,"  whispered  his  client. 

"  But  I  can  say  nothing,"  replied  the  poor  attorney. 

"  But  you  must.  Get  up  and  yowl — holler,  holler,  man,  or 
I'm  lost,  and  I  won't  pay  you  a  d — d  cent." 

Thus  instigated,  Tom  rose  gravely  and  astonished  the  court 
by  a  dissertation  on  the  law  of  forcible  entry  and  detainer. 
Then,  turning  to  his  jury,  he  gave  them  a  discourse  on  the 
nature  and  habits  of  hogs.  He  called  attention  to  the  pro- 
hibition of  God,  through  Moses,  of  hog  meat  as  an  article  of 
food.  He  told  how  our  Saviuur  put  the  devil  that  afflicted 
the  poor  man  into  the  swine,  and  the  swine  ran  do\Vn  a  steep 
place  and  were  drowned.  Tom  asserted,  however,  that  all 
were  not  drowned,  but  some  escaping,  gradually  extended 
the  breed  of  damned  hogs — "  for,"  said  Tom,  "if  they  are 
possessed  of  the  devil  they  must  be  damned" — until  all  the 
hogs  of  earth  had  devils  in  them. 

"  Let  any  man  owning  a  corn-field  or  a  garden-patch  an- 
swer," demanded  Hamer.  "  Is  there  a  fence  that  will  turn  a 
damned  hog,  gentlemen  of  the  jury?  I  say  not  one.  It  will 
find  a  hole  if  there  is  one  ;  if  not,  it  will  make  one.  It  rat- 
tles down  bars  and  lifts  gates  off  their  hinges.  I  have  known 
hogs  climb  fences ;  yes,  gentlemen,  clamber  up  and  fall 
down,  but  always  fall  on  the  garden  side.  The  devil  teaches 
them  anatomy,  gentlemen,  for  who  ever  heard  of  a  hog  fall- 
ing on  his  snout  ?  He  always  comes  down  on  his  rump,  with 
a  grunt ;  that  is  a  mingled  expression  of  surprise  and  satis- 
faction. When  a  damned  hog — remember,  gentlemen,  that 
I  quote  Scripture  ;  I  am  not  profane — when,  I  say,  a  damned 
hog  gets  under  your  buggy  he  does  not  run  out  of  the  way 
like  a  sensible  Christian  animal ;  he,  on  the  contrary,  goes 
to  backing  and  getting  under  every  leg  of  the  horse  and 
wheel  of  the  buggy,  until  the  one  is  broken  and  the  other 
thrown  down.  Now,  gentlemen,  I  put  it  to  you  :  Suppose 
my  client  did  kill,  under  the  mistaken  notion  that  they  were 
his,  six  of  these  creatures  denounced  by  the  Almighty  and 
damned  by  Jesus,  is  he  to  be  held  up  as  a  malefactor  and 
punished  by  imprisonment  ?  But  I  deny,  gentlemen,  that  it 
has  been  proven.  He  is  innocent.  The  prosecuting  attorney 
smiles,  it  is  a  swinish  smile,  gentlemen,  and  makes  me 
ashamed  of  him." 

Hamer  sat  down  with  a  round  of  applause  from  the  bucolic 
bystanders,  while  his  client  winked  at  the  jury.  In  due 
course  of  legal  forms  the  jury  retired,  and  soon  returned 
with  a  verdict  of  "  not  guilty." 

"  Well,  I'll  be  d — d  as  well  as  the  hogs,"  exclaimed  Hamer, 
"if  I  can  understand  it." 

"  You  can't,  eh  ? "  responded  the  hog  thief;  "  well,  I  can. 
Eleven  of  the  jury  had  some  of  the  bacon." 


According  to  a  French  paper  there  was  exhibited  at  the 
Centennial  a  patent  music-stool  containing,  concealed  in  the 
seat,  a  steel  blade  and  a  strong  spring  worked  by  clock-work. 
When  a  performer  was  asked  to  play  in  the  United  States 
the  hostess  calculates  how  many  minutes  the  audience  will 
listen  to  him,  winds  up  the  clock-work  and  sets  it  at  "  10," 
"15,"  or  "20."  If  the  artist  exceeds  his  time  by  a  second 
the  spring  is  released.  As  the  Figaro  says,  this  is  "  cruel 
but  practical." 


THE  OPPOSING  SEX, 


Mr.  Tennyson's  wife  is  an  invalid  who  spends  most  of  her 
time  lying  on  a  sofa  in  her  drawing-room. 

Olive  Logan  has  discovered  that  man  existed  600,000 
years  ago,  and  is  mad  because  she  wasn't  on  hand. 

Some  one  says,  watch  a  woman's  lower  lip  if  you  want  to 
know  whether  she  is  offended  or  her  feelings  hurt. 

Whether  a  lady  claims  a  rubber  shoe  which  she  has  drop- 
ped in  the  mud  depends  on  the  number  of  the  shoe. 

It  can  not  be  denied  that  the  number  of  men  found  under 
beds  is  totally  disproportioned  to  the  number  of  women  look- 
ing for  them. 

In  Paris  fashion  discards  the  poodle,  and  prescribes  a  lit- 
tle nigger  (negrillon)  as  an  elegant  lady's  pet,  dressed  in 
oriental  style. 

"  Oh,  see  that  my  grave  is  kept  green,  darling,"  She  did. 
She  bought  seven  pounds  of  Paris  green  and  planted  it 
three  inches  thick. 

A  colored  woman  who  sat  down  on  a  beehive  to  watch  the 
progress  of  a  fire  in  Russellville,  Kentucky,  left  her  seat  be- 
fore the  close  of  the  entertainment. 

Some  young  ladies  are  opposed  to  the  telephone.  They 
say  they  do  not  care  to  have  any  young  man  whispering  in 
their  ears  with  his  lips  twenty  miles  away.    , 

Eight  female  preachers  held  forth  in  New  York  on  a  re- 
cent Sunday,andas  St.  Paul  looked  down  from  his  holy  perch 
in  high  heaven,  his  teeth  gnashed  and  the  thorn  in  his  flesh 
rankled  again. 

Sara  Bernhardt,  the  famous  French  actress,  has  had  her- 
self photographed  in  the  coffin  in  which  she  means  to  be 
buried.  She  is  so  thin,  however,  that  she  might  be  buried  in 
a  piece  of  gas-pipe. 

A  man  committed  suicide  in  St.  Clair,  Illinois,  by  drow-n- 
ing  himself  in  four  inches  of  water,  but  the  local  newspaper 
thinks  he  would  not  have  succeeded  if  his  wife  had  not  oblig- 
ingly sat  on  his  head. 

It  was  a  hard  answer, yet  deserved.  Some  one  announces 
the  death  of  a  venomous  gossip  and  asserted  that  she  died  of 
poison.  When  asked  what  he  meant,  he  replied  that  by  some 
accident  she  had  bitten  her  tongue. 

Baroness  Mary  Itulak  Artymowska,  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  and  moving  in  the  best  Russian  society,  has  just  been 
banished  to  Siberia  for  forgery,  fraud,  and  bribery,  leaving 
debts  to  the  amount  of  2,000,000  roubles. 

Miss  Florence  Davenport,  the  youngest  lady  member  of 
that  illustrious  family,  will  soon  go  on  the  stage.  She  is 
very  handsome,  talented,  and  is  possessed  of  a  superb  con- 
tralto voice.     One,  Blanche,  is  already  on  the  lyric  stage. 

Dr.  Mary  Walker  has  gone  at  it  agaiti.  This  time  she  is 
telling  what  she  knows  about  "  Pure  Love  and  Sacred  Mar- 
riage." We  don't  suppose  that  Dr.  Mary  knows  much  about 
the  question,  but  her  lectures  last  three  straight- hours  all  the 
same. 

The  Woman's  Suffrage  Society  of  England  calls  for  brief 
statements  in  a  few  lines  by  all  female  authors.  Did  any- 
body ever  hear  of  a  female  paragrapher  ?  The  thing  is  im- 
possible, for  all  the  fair  hke  to  have  a  good  say  when  they 
begin. 

Bertha  Von  Hillern,  who  for  several  years  performed  re- 
markable feats  in  pedestrianism,  and  thereby  accumulated 
considerable  money,  has  settled  down  to  the  study  and  prac- 
tice of  sculpture  in  Boston.  She  says  that  the  walking  that 
she  has  done  has  not  in  any  way  injilred  her  health. 

Miss  Lewis,  of  Liverpool,  formally  and  in  set  terms — in 
original  poetry  it  was — renounced  her  lover,  Mr.  Molyneu.x; 
called  him  a  "deceiver,"  bade  him  "go,"  and  declared  that 
hereafter  she  would  be  dead  to  him  ;  then,  when  he  took  her 
at  her  word  and  married  another  w^oman,  sued  him  for  breach 
of  promise. 

"We  have  in  our  library,"  says  an  exchange,  "three  hun- 
dred and  two  French  plays  brought  out,  and  more  or  less 
successful,  in  the  last  twenty  years,  and  many  of  them  have 
been  translated  or  adapted  to  the  English  stage.  The  plot 
of  every  one  of  this  dramatic  collection  turns  on  marital  in- 
felicity."    If  it  were  not  for  women  this  would  not  be  so. 

A  young  woinan  living  near  Manchester,  wishing  to  be 
waked  early  by  a  young  man,  tied  a  string  to  her  foot  and 
let  the  end  hang  out  of  the  window,  so  that  if  she  overslept 
herself  he  might  pull  it.  He  was  up  the  earlier  and  pulled 
the  cord,  and  the  clergyman,  holding  tl'.at  this  was  an  "act 
of  impropriety,"  refused  him  the  sacrament. 

A  letter  from  a  Memphis  woman  says  :  "  I  believe  this 
plague  has  made  a  Universalist  of  me.  1  have  seen  men  in 
a  moment  rise  from  the  depths  of  degradation  and  wicked- 
ness to  Christ-like  sublimity  in  devotion  and  sacrifice,  and 
the  most  polluted  of  my  own  sex  suddenly  changed  into  an- 
gels of  love  and  mercy.  Thus  f^od  teaches  us  to  scorn  none 
of  his  creatures." 

Queen  Mercedes  has  been  but  a  few  months  dead,  but  al- 
ready Alfonso  has  written  to  the  Pope  asking  his  advice  on 
the  sul^ect  of  contracting  a  second  marriage.  He  goes  on 
to  say  that,  personally,  the  thou.ght  of  another  marriage  is 
distasteful  to  him,  but  that  every  influence  is  being  used  to 
convince  him  that  the  interests  of  the  Spanish  monaixhy  re- 
quire hnu  to  lake  another  royal  partner.    This  is  thin,  indeed. 

Melissa  Underwood,  of  Vincennes,  Ind.,  was  so  suscepti- 
ble to  wooing  that  she  promised  to  marry  both  Philip  H. 
Donovan  and  William  Ayres.  At  length  she  consented  to 
be  linked  to  .•\yres  if  the  marriage  could  be  kept  secret  for 
awhile  from  Donovan  ;  but  Donovan  was  informed  by  some- 
body, and  burst  into  the  room  just  in  lime  to  intenipt  the 
ceremony.  He  grabbed  Melissa  in  his  arms  and  cried  : 
"Hold  on;  you  promised  me  first."  "Go  on,  p-rson,"  said 
Ayres;  "  we're  half  married,  anyhow,  and  you'i'  l\  r  Iniish 
the  job."  But  the  clergyman  refused,  and  Mil: 
a  wife. 


THE       ARGON/\UT. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


The  Children. 

The  children  !  ah,  the  children  ! 

Your  innocent,  joyous  ones  ; 
Your  daughters,  with  souU  of  sunshine  ; 

Your  buoyant  and  laughing  sods. 

Look  long  in  their  happy  faces. 

Drink  love  from  their  sparkling  eyes, 

For  the  wonderful  charm  of  childhood, 
How  soon  it  withers  and  dies ! 

A  few  fast  vanishing  summers, 
A  season  or  twain  of  frost. 
And  you  suddenly  ask.  bewildered, 
"What  is  it  niy  heart  hath  lost?" 

Perchance  you  sec  by  the  hearih-sione 

Some  Juno,  stately  and  proud. 
Or  a  Hebp,  whose  soft  ambushed  eyes 

Flash  out  from  the  golden  clDud 

Of  i.ivish  and  beautiful  tresses 

That,  w.inlonly  floating,  stray 
O'er  the  white  of  a  throat  and  bosom 
^Iore  fair  than  blossoms  in  May. 

And  perchance  you  mark  their  brothers — 

Young  heroes  «ho  spurn  the  sod 
With  the  fer\or  of  antique  knighthood. 

And  the  air  of  a  Grecian  god. 

But  where,  ah,  whare  are  the  children. 

Your  household  fairies  of  yore? 
Alack  !  they  are  dead,  and  their  grace  has  fled 

For  ever  and  evermore.  ^Hitrpers. 


Sleep. 


In  a  tangled,  scented  hollow, 

On  a  bod  of  crimson  roses. 

Stilly  now  the  wind  reposes ; 
Hardly  can  the  breezes  borrow 
Breath  to  stir  the  nighi-swcpt  river. 

Motionless  the  water-sedges. 

And  within  the  dusky  hedges 
Sounds  no  leaf's  imp;itient  shiver — 
Sleep  has  come,  that  rare  rest-giver. 

Light  and  song  have  flown  away 

With  the  sun  and  twilight  swallow; 

Scarcely  will  the  unknown  morrow 
Bring  so  sweet  a  day. 
Song  was  born  of  joy  and  Thought; 

ijght  of  Love  and  her  Caress. 

Nothing's  left  me  but  a  tress ; 
Death  and  Sleep  the  test  have  wrought — 
Dciih  and  Sleep,  who  came  unsought. 

L.  Frank  Tooki;r,  in  Scribner. 


Love's  Young  Dream. 


Love,  like  the  evening  wind  at  dusk. 

Blew  on  my  he.irt  a  dream  of  you  ; 
As  flowers  do,  that  bre;\the  their  musk 

By  windows  open  to  the  dew  ; 
An  unseen  sweetness  of  the  heart. 

That  can  do  nothing  else  but  seem, 
And  yet  your  very  counterpart. 

So  fair  it  was,  though  but  a  dream. 

Our  fond  lips  met  to  part  and  meet ; 

You  cannot  cliiie  lur  th.at.  you  know; 
The  mu>k  still  Icave^i  the  rose  as  sweet. 

Nor  dims  the  jasmine's  scented  snow  ; 
'Twas  noiliing  but  a  dream  of  sleep 

That  canie  and  went,  your  counterpart ; 
Yet  Itrft  me  something  dear  to  keep — 

Love's  unseen  sweetness  of  the  heart. 

Wii.L  Wallace  Haknev,  in  Apphton, 


Unanswered. 

Strange  mists  of  thought  that,  welling  through  the  mind. 
Drift  into  shadows  vague  and  undefined  ; 
Fancies  that  faint  before  they  meet  desire, 
And,  quivering  with  the  breath  of  life,  expire ; 

Sweet  cadences  of  unvoiced  thought  that  stray 
From  wandering  worlds  of  music  far  away — 
Wild,  wailmg  melodies  that  but  suggest 
With  tremuluus  ccn.iinty  the  unexpressed  ; 

Memories  of  soul-songs  that  we  do  not  hear, 
Sir.iins  from  afar  that  never  have  been  near — 
Echoes  of  answers  aflluent  of  bliss. 
Vagrants  from  dream-land  floating  down  to  this. 

O  inner  life,  that  dwell'sl  apart  on  eartli, 
Interrogatmg  Heaven  for  thy  birth, 
Whoae  silence  fills  the  interlude  of  sound 
With  a  dumb  agony  of  eloquence  profound  ! 

Is  there  no  latent  fire  that  can  reveal 

A  rapturous  response  to  what  we  feel? 

No  harmony  to  voice  the  still-bom 'song. 

Whose  migbly  impotence  makes  weakness  strong? 

O  question,  traversing  the  realms  of  space, 
\.  listening  for  my  answer,  faintly  trace 
Its  last  \nbraiions  sighing  in  refrain, 
"Always  lo  question  is  the  joy  of  pain  !" 

S.\KA  Jewett,  in  AppUton. 

A  Picture. 

She  sat  beneath  an  ancient  spreading  oak 

At  close  of  day.  the  while  the  young  May  moon 
Rose  like  a  queen  to  grant  the  promised  boon ; 

He  lying  at  her  feet,  his  purple  cloak 

Beside  him,  while  delicious  silence  woke 

Heart  echoes.     Fronds  of  fairy  ferns  made  tune 
In  the  soft-sighing  wind,  and  fo.\gloves  soon 

Answered  the  strains,'and  the  sweet  silence  broke. 

Around  them  bloomed  primrose  and  nolet, 
Ti.e  daffodil  and  dear  forget-me-not. 

The  while  the  fragrant  woodruff  made  regret 

ITiat  they  so  soon  should  leave  the  cliarmM  spot; 

And  the  fond  lovers  looked  with  lips  apart — 

Summer  in  nature,  summer  in  each  heart 

—  Tinsleys  Magazine. 


The  present  King  of  Holland  was  not  to  be  found  upon 
the  death  ot  his  father,  William  II.  Dispatches  were  sent  to 
all  the  Dutch  Consuls  throughout  the  world  to  make  inqui- 
ries regarding  him,  when  suddenly  it  was  recollected  that  the 
Prince  had  become  enamored  of  an  actress  in  an  English 
traveling  company.  This  was  in  1840,  and  he  was  then 
■  'rty-two  years  of  age.  The  troupe  was  found  in  a  small 
|of  Scotland,  and  the  Prince  for  a  month  had  been  acting 
proTipter.     And  he  wasn't  a  good  prompter. 


THE  CHINESE  AND  SOCIALISM. 


Translated  for  the  Argonaut  from  the  "Revue  des  Deux  Mondes." 

In  the  Berlin  Congress,  Count  Schouvaloff  thought  it  his 
duty  to  call  the  atteniion  of  his  colleagues  to  a  phase  of  the 
Asiatic  question  which  at  present  occupies  the  attention  of 
both  England  and  the  United  States.  Making  allusion  to 
those  hundreds  of  millions  of  human  beings  who  inhabit  In- 
dia and  the  Chinese  Empire,  he  pointed  out  the  danger  which 
not  only  the  British  Empire  and  America  but  the  entire  world 
might  run  if,  some  day  or  other,  these  hordes,  appropriating 
the  arms  of  a  civilisation  they  hate,  and  taking  their  stand 
on  the  treaties  it  has  imposed  upon  them,  should  turn  both 
against  itself,  and  clear  the  barriers  which  would  then  be 
powerless  to  restrain  them.  In  incidentally  raising  this  ques- 
tion. Count  Schouvalotf  was  only  the  authorized  echo  of  fears 
which,  though  manifested  at  a  distance  from  us,  and  under 
another  form,  are  not  the  less  real  on  that  account.  Tiie 
American  journals,  with  the  vivacity  which  the  feeling  of 
danger  gives,  have  been  the  fust  to  comment  on  the  oppor- 
tune warning  of  the  representative  of  Russia.  We  need  not 
be  surprised  at  this,  for  the  bonds  of  sympathy  and  confi- 
dence which  e.xist  between  the  cabinets  of  St.  Petersburg  and 
Washington  are  not  a  secret  to  anyone.  The  Crimean  war 
fully  exhibited  them  ;  and  quite  recently,  when  a  conflict  was 
believed  imminent  between  England  and  Russia,  it  was  to- 
ward the  United  States  that  Russia  turned  her  eyes,  certain 
of  finding,  in  the  crowd  of  daring  American  cruisers,  a  formid- 
able aid  in  a  maritime  struggle. 

Whatever  the  infiuences  Count  Schouvaloff  may  have 
obeyed,  it  is  quite  certain  that  the  peril  pointed  out  by  him 
increases  from  day  to  day.  Slowly  but  surely  China  invades 
the  Pacific  Stales.  San  Francisco  has  raised  a  cry  of  alarm  ; 
Congress  has  determined  to  adopt  energetic  measures;  the 
President  is  assailed  by  earnest  protests  from  the  represent- 
atives of  California  ;  and  the  London  Times  itself  declares, 
"  the  Chinese  question  before  long  may  be  more  menacing 
to  the  American  republic  than  ijje  question  of  slavery  was 
ten  years  ago,  especially  as  the  immi^'ration  of  the  negioes 
was  involuntary  and  ceased  with  the  suppression  of  the  slave 
trade,  while  the  Chinese  flow  in  of  their  own  accord,  and  it 
is  impossible  to  say  when  the  movement  will  stop."  Advanc- 
ing beyond  the  action  of  the  public  powers  and  of  diplomacy, 
which  are  always  slow  and  measured,  the  socialistic  radical 
party  has  taken  possession  of  the  question.  It  agitates  it  in 
its  meetings,  debates  it  in  the  street,  incites  the  fury  of  impas- 
sioned minds,  and  threatens  the  local  authorities  and  even 
the  Federal  power  itself. 

In  fact,  owing  to  wretchedness  and  famine,  Chinese  emi- 
gration is  becoming  a  constant  factor.  The  provinces  of 
Northern  China  suffer  from  a  fearful  scarcity,  and  those 
human  masses,  slow  to  move  but  ditificuU  to  restrain,  follow 
the  irresistible  current  which  drives  toward  these  ports,  and 
come  to  demand  of  California  the  means  of  subsistence 
which  their  own  government  is  powerless  to  assure  them  of. 
The  movement  is  encouraged  and  facilitated  by  si.x  great 
companies,  represented  at  San  Francisco  by  Chinese  houses 
of  the  first  rank,  and  also  by  the  Pacific  Steam  Packet  Com- 
pany. 

When  the  discovery  of  gold  on  the  banks  of  the  Sacra- 
mento, in  1848,  called  forth  in  Europe  that  great  current  of 
emigration,  which  political  evei>ts  and  social  commotion 
rendered  still  more  active,  China  remained  impassive. 
Novelties  and  ideas  were  slowly  filtrating  through  her  ports, 
scarcely  yet  open  to  foreign  commerce,  and  were  painfully 
climbing  the  sanitary  cordon  with  which  the  Chinese  Ad- 
ministration still  encircled  the  Celestial  Empire.  However, 
the  ships  that  entered  Chinese  ports  took  on  board  not  only 
tea  and  sugar,  but  sailors,  who  were  desperate  or  seduced  by 
the  tales  of  rapid  fortunes  and  inexhaustible  placers.  These 
first  comers  were  successful.  Some  returned,  others  sent 
favorable  reports  ;  but  the  difficulty  of  communication,  the 
high  price  of  the  passage,  the  want  of  organization,  and  par- 
ticularly the  fatalism  of'  the  race,  were  all  at  first  opposed  to 
the  current  of  emigration.  It  was  not  until  1855  (seven 
years  after  the  discovery  of  gold)  that  the  movement  as- 
sumed any  proportions.  From  1S55  to  i860  the  annual  num- 
ber of  Chinese  landed  at  San  Francisco  reached  4,530  ;  from 
i860  to  1865  it  was  6,600  ;  from  1S65  to  1S70  it  rose  to  9,31 1; 
and  from  1S50  to  1S75  it  exceeded  13,000.  At  this  moment 
the  Chinese  population  of  California  is  estimated  at  more 
than  150,000  souls,  and  these  figures  are  increasing  every 
year  in  such  proportions  that  the  number  of  Chinese  male 
residents  very  nearly  equals  the  number  of  electors  in  the 
State. 

Thus  in  fifteen  years  the  annual  number  of  Chinese  emi- 
grants has  trebled,  while  the  great  current  of  immigration 
from  the  Eastern  States  and  Europe,  instead  of  increasing, 
has  diminished.  If  we  now  take  into  account  the  fact  that 
China  sustains  nearly  400,000,000  inhabitants,  that  their 
wretchedness  is  extreme,  that  large  numbers  are  compelled 
to  eke  out  a  precarious  existence  on  the  rivers,  that  a  bad 
harvest  is  sufficient  (as  happens  at  the  present  moment)  to 
jeopardize  the  existence  of  70,000,000  of  human  beings,  the 
fears  of  American  statesmen  will  not  seem  exaggerated.  If 
nothing  comes  to  check  the  movement,  before  the  close  of 
the  century  China  v.'ill  have  taken  possession  of  California, 
and,  driving  her  waves  of  emigrants  before  her,  will  make 
her  way  to  the  rich  and  fertile  plains  of  the  centre  of  the 
American  continent.  A  war  of  extermination  might  then 
wrest  from  them  what  they  had  peacefully  conquered  by  force 
of  numbers,  and  by  labor  and  slow  and  patient  economy 
alone. 

In  San  Francisco  itself  there  already  exists  a  Chinatown. 
In  the  interior  a  number  of  the  old  placers  are  occupied  and 
worked  by  the  Chinese.  You  find  them  everywhere  as  mar- 
ket-gardeners, laborers,  laundrymen,  miners,  and  domestic 
servants.  They  have  gradually  monopolized  all  the  lowest 
trades.  They  are  sober,  and  can  live  on  a  quarter  of  the 
salar>*  of  a  workman  of  the  while  race.  They  are  hard  and 
steady  toilers,  and  a  large  number  of  manufacturers  find 
their  account  in  employing  them.  They  are  docile,  and  have 
none  of  the  needs  of  the  Irish  and  Germans,  whom  they  are 
gradually  driving  from  the  humbler  occupations.  They  are 
industrious  and  economical,  intelligent  in  their  way,  and  able 
to  get  round  the  difficulties  they  can  not  surmount.  In  the 
great  public  works  their  aid  has  been  gladly  availed  of.  The 
undertakers  of  the  Pacific  railroad  have  realized  immense 
revenues  by  substituting  gangs  of  Chinese  navvies  for  the 


Irishmen  whom  they  employed  at  first.  The  Chinese,  in- 
deed, were  satisfied  with  a  reduced  salary,  worked  as  fast, 
did  as  well,  and  obeyed  without  a  murmur.  In  China  their 
salary  varied  from  fifteen  to  twenty-five  francs  a  month.  In 
California  they  think  themselves  well  paid  at  seventy-five  or 
one  hundred  a  month.  On  this  sum  they  can  live  and  still 
find  the  means  of  economizing.  No  white  laborer  could  suc- 
ceed in  doing  this.     It  would  be  utterly  impossible. 

At  starting,  the  difficulty  of  communication  and  the  high 
price  of  passage  created  obstacles  almost  insurmountable  to 
Chinese  emigration.  Today  they  no  longer,  so  lo  speak, 
exist.  The  six  great  companies  organized  in  Chinese  ports, 
and  represented  at  San  Francisco  by  Chinese  agents,  watch 
over,  encourage,  and  direct  this  great  current.  The  price  of 
passage  has  been  successively  reduced,  first  to  two  hundred 
francs,  then  to  one  hundred  and  fifty,  and  finally  to  sbcty. 
If  the  emigrant  is  unable  lo  pay  this  sum,  one  of  the  com- 
panies makes  an  arrangement  with  him  by  which  he  engages 
lo  pay  them  every  month  a  portion  of  the  product  of  his 
labor  during  a  certain  lapse  of  time.  On  its  side  the  com- 
pany furnishes  him  with  passage  and  provisions,  and  on  his 
.irrival  in  San  Francisco  its  agent  directs  him  whore  he  will 
find  work  ;  in  case  of  accident  or  sickness  it  assures  him  re- 
lief ;  in  case  of  death,  the  transmission  of  his  body  back  to 
China.  E\ery  year  one  or  more  ships  take  back  to  China 
ihe  bodies  of  such  emigrants  as  have  died.  This  is  the  only 
faith  that  exists  among  a  population  indifferent  lo  every  form 
of  belief.  On  the  assurance  that  they  will  not  be  buried  in  a 
foreign  land  they  leave  their  own  without  scruple  or  regret. 
To  suppose  that,  in  the  presence  of  an  organization  so  power- 
ful and  intelligent,  Chinese  immigration  will  cease  or  remain 
stationary  is  to  suppose  the  impossible.  In  spite  of  the  bad 
reception  given  to  the  Asiatics,  in  spite  of  the  bad  treatment 
to  which  they  are  often  exposed  in  places  where  they  are 
isolated,  they  push  every  year  farther  into  the  interior.  In- 
structed by  experience  they  are  uniting  together  closely  and 
beginning  to  show  everywhere,  if  not  a  threatening  front,  at 
least  resisting  groups,  hard  to  be  first  attacked,  sustaining  each 
other,  and  imposing  by  their  numbers  on  their  scattered  adver- 
saries. On  their  side  they  have  public  right,  law,  treaties,  the 
principles  of  individual  liberty  consecrated  by  the  American 
Constitution,  and  the  open  or  tacit  complicity  of  the  material 
interests  to  which  they  furnish  cheaply  intelligent  and  docile 
help.  This  is  so  true  that  the  committee  of  Congress,  charged 
to  examine  the  question  explicitly,  recognized  the  fact  while 
reporting  against  them.  It  admits  that  in  some  respects  the 
Chinese  emigrant  is  superior  to  others;  that  he  is  sober,  in- 
dustrious, patient,  good-humored,  and  obedient;  that  he  has 
rendered  vast  services  to  Ca!i''ornia,  he  has  dug  her  canals, 
worked  her  mines,  constructed  her  railways,  and  contributed 
to  the  development  of  the  country  ;  and  that  if  the  question 
rested  solely  on  the  ground  of  material  interest  the  conflict 
which  exists  between  the  white  and  Chinese  race  should  be 
resolved  in  favor  of  the  former. 

Judge  Heydenfeldt,  when  summoned  to  give  evidence  be- 
fore the  committee  of  Congress,  also  pays  the  highest  com- 
pliment to  the  honor,  sincerity,  and  loyalty  of  the  Chinese 
merchants. 

To  get  the  better  of  such  evidence  there  must  be  very 
powerful  reasons. 

The  report  of  which  we  have  spoken  proceeds  to  their 
enumeration.  They  may  all  be  included  in  one  word  :  pub- 
lic policy.  For  the  first  time  in  history  the  two  races  meet, 
measure  each  others  strength,  and  the  defeat  of  the  white 
race  is  certain.  On  the  Pacific  soil  it  can  not  fight  with 
equal  arms.  Its  intellectual  superiority  is  incontestable,  but 
the  other  has  on  its  side  numbers,  patience,  and  the  least 
needs.  Without  pride  as  well  as  without  prejudices,  it  ap- 
propriates new  processes  and  recent  inventions.  Satisfied 
with  little,  habituated  by  misery  to  privations,  economical  to 
excess,  it  lives  and  prospers  where  the  white  man  can  not 
find  anything  to  subsist  on.  We  are  now  assisting  at  the 
curious  spectacle  of  a  race  whose  qualities  are  arrayed 
against  itself. 

A  witty  writer  has  said  that  whenever  logic  would  enter  as 
sovereign  into  the  things  of  this  world  it  would  make  more 
havoc  than  an  elephant  in  a  china  shop  ;  therefore,  let  us 
willingly  leave  logic  to  catch  her  death  of  cold  outside  of  the 
door,  and  treat  those  who  make  use  of  her  name  as  trouble- 
some and  inconvenient.  The  Chinese  invoke  it  in  Cali- 
fornia as  the  Incas  did  in  Peru,  the  Indians  in  America,  and 
the  Celestial  Empire  itself,  when  it  refused  to  opium  and  the 
Europeans  the  entry  to  its  harbors  which  the  latter  bom- 
barded, imagining  that  wherever  a  cannon  ball  can  pene- 
trate, a  bale  of  merchandise  and  an  idea  can  follow  this 
winged  messenger  of  civilization.  They  did  not  foresee  that 
England  and  America  would  regret  their  successful  audacity 
and  unite  in  one  common  action  to  protect — the  one  Aus- 
tralia, the  other  her  Pacific  States — against  a  legal  invasion 
sanctioned  by  treaties  they  themselves  imposed  on  China. 

LcoNTiMinn  in  .vext  ncmukk.] 


Lucy  Stone  says  that,  although  women  have  not  secured 
their  ballot,  they  have  in  her  lime  vastly  improved  their  con- 
dition. She  remembers  when  a  woman  was  thought  com- 
petent to  leach  only  the  small  children  in  the  summer 
schools,  when  her  pay  for  such  teaching  was  a  dollar  a  week, 
and  she  was  expected  to  board  around.  Now  women  are 
professors  in  colleges,  with  good  salaries.  In  four  Slates 
they  vote  on  all  school  matters.  Teaching,  sewing,  and 
keeping  house  were  regarded  as  the  only  occupations  that 
were  at  all  suitable  to  women.  Now  the  census  records 
I  seventy-one  occupations  that  are  open  to  women.  No 
woman  was  a  public  speaker  out  of  the  Quaker  church. 
Now  all  platforms  are  free  to  them.^  The  lyceum  offers  to 
the  woman  lecturer  the  same  open  field  that  it  does  to  a 
man.  The  pulpit  and  the  bar  are  both  occupied  by  women. 
The  woman  physician  did  not  exist.  Now  they  have  a  suc- 
cessful practice  in  every  large  city  and  many  of  the  smaller 
towns.  There  was  not  a  college  in  the  world  that  admitted 
women.  Now  there  are  not  only  distinctively  colleges  for 
women,  but  a  large  number  that  welcome  women  to  all  their 
advantages.  It  is  not  many  years  since  a  married  woman 
could  own  nothing  that  she  earned  ;  could  not  make  a  will 
of  anything  she  possessed  ;  could  not  sue  or  be  sued  ;  could 
not  carry  on  business,  had  no  lawful  right  to  her  children, 
and  could  not  even  be  their  guardian  ;  nor  had  she  the  right 
to  her  own  person.  Now,  in  most  of  the  States,  all  this  is 
changed  or  very  much  modified. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


BOOK  REVIEWS. 


We  have  always  been  in  doubt  whether  we  loved  poetry 
or  not.  We  have  even  questioned  whether  we  were  a  good 
judge  of  the  article.  Ever  since  our  childhood,  along  through 
our  school-boy  days,  when  we  were  in  love,  and  when  we 
used  to  go  out  into  our  father's  woods  to  declaim  aloud  as 
practice  for  the  village  debating  society,  in  our  college  days, 
and  later  when,  in  San  Francisco,  political  aspirations  made 
us  ambitious  to  attain  to  oratorical  fame,  we  have  read  po- 
etry. We  have  in  our  library  one  hundred  and  twenty  vol- 
umes of  the  English  poets,  from  Tennyson  away  back  to  the 
old  ballads.  Since  writing  for  the  ARGON.-iUT  we  have  read 
a  wilderness  of  poetry,  and  yet  we  have  never  quite  made 
up  our  mind  as  to  whether  our  taste  inclined  to  the  jingle  of 
rhyming  verse.  There  are  some  poems  that  have  made 
upon  us  a  strong  impression  ;  some  we  can  repeat ;  some 
linger  in  our  recollections  in  broken  fragments,  like  the  mem- 
ory of  sweet  sounds,  pleasant  dreams,  or  good  dinners  en- 
joyed and  passed.  We  have  been  oftentimes  mortified  to 
find  that  we  had  admired  the  wrong  ones  and  found  beauties 
which  no  one  else  but  ourself  could  perceive  ;  and  we  have 
just  as  often  found  ourself  languishing  over  what  we  called 
a  stupid  piece  of  verse,  to  be  informed  by  some  one  whose 
superior  taste  and  judgment  we  never  dared  to  question  that 
it  was  a  "splendid  poem."  We  have  been  sat  down  upon 
time  and  time  again  by  those  who  have  edited  verses  into 
the  Argonaut,  that  we  thought  ought  not  to  have  been 
printed,  and  we  have  revenged  ourself,  when  their  backs  were 
turned,  by  su-reptitiously  putting  poems  in  the  prmters'  hands 
that  we  liked.  This  accounts  for  the  fact  that  good  and  bad 
verse  gets  into  our  columns.  The  writer  of  this  puts  in  all 
the  good  and  the  other  gentlemen  put  in  all  the  bad.  We 
would  run  a  column  of  '"  old  favorites ''  every  week  if  we  had 
our  way  ;  and  if  our  poet-cditors  ever  leave  town  or  get  rich 
enough  in  stocks  to  retire  from  business,  we  will  run  an  en- 
tire page  of  favorites  from  the  old  masters.  Porter  &  Coates, 
of  Philadelphia,  have  printed,  and  Billings,  Harbourne  & 
Co.  have  presented  us  with,  a  splendidly  got  up  book  of 
splendid  poetry,  entitled  the  Fireside  Encyclopaedia  of  Poetry^ 
compiled  by  Henry  T.  Coates  ;  and  it  contains  nearly  all  the 
poetry  we  ever  thought  poetry,  and  it  does  not  contain  any 
of  the  trash  that  has  been  imposed  upon  us  as  the  genuine 
article.  A  beautiful  book  of  i,ooo  pages,  bound  in  Russia, 
containing  all  the  good  poetry  the  English  speaking  world 
has  ever  produced,  with  numerous  steel  engravings,  is  the 
one  before  us.  The  work  is  a  comprehensive  collection  of 
the  choicest  poetry  of  the  English  language,  an  encyclopse- 
dia  of  the  best  and  brightest  poems  of  all  the  best  authors. 
It  is  a  magnificent  Christmas  gift. 

From  the  press  of  Henry  Holt  &  Co.,  of  New  York,  there 
comes  a  work  in  the  same  general  direction  containing  a 
series  of  selections  from  American  authors  no  longer  living, 
embracing  poetry,  fiction,  humor,  satire,  and  sketches  of  life 
and  character.  This  work  demonstrates  the  poverty  of 
America  in  polite  literature  for  the  first  century  of  its  exist- 
ent e.  Judging  from  some  of  our  living  authors  we  may 
expect  to  make  a  better  showing  in  our  next  centennial  ex- 
hibit. 

From  the  Punch  -office.  Fleet  Street,  London,  and  repub- 
lished by  Estees  &  Lauriat,  Boston,  through  Billings,  Har- 
bourne &  Co.,  we  receive  a  copy  of  7'he  Beaconsjietd  Car- 
toons, one  hundred  and  eight  in  number,  funny  pictures, 
containing  caricatures  of  Benjamin  Disraeli  from  the  time 
he  was  an  adventurous  boy  daring  to  aspire  to  political  lead- 
ership in  i^ngland  till  he  reaches  the  summit  of  his  ambition 
and  becomes  the  Premier  of  the  realm.  An  eventful  and 
adventurous  life,  that  of  this  young  Jewish  gentleman,  who 
dared,  in  spite  of  race  prejudice,  and  without  the  aid  of  birth 
or  fortune,  to  attempt  the  achievement  of  the  highest  politi- 
cal honors  of  the  proud  nation  that  stands  at  the  head  of 
Christian  civilization.  That  he  succeeded  is  evidence  of  the 
most  exalted  genius.  The  first  cartoon  represents  Disraeli 
as  the  young  Gulliver  commencing  his  attacks  upon  the 
ministry  of  Sir  Robert  Peel  in  1S45.  Sir  Robert  Peel  was 
the  Brobdingnag  Minister.  The  last  cartoon  represents  the 
distinguished  Premier  enjoying  his  otiinn  cum  dignitate — 
his  work  done,  his  honors  fairly  won. 

As  in  the  natural  world,  so  in  the  world  of  book-making. 
The  rains  that  fall  from  the  heavens  are  usually  pure  and 
clean  and  refreshing,  but  sometimes  the  clouds  drop  frogs 
and  angle-worms,  dead  meat  and  putrid  fish.  We  do  not 
discuss  the  theory,  we  but  slate  the  fact.  The  Society  in 
Seatch  of  Truth,  or  Stock  Ca7nbling  in  San  Francisco;  a 
Novel,  by  J.  F.  Clark,  formerly  a  Member  of  the  Pacific  Stock 
Exchange,  Published  by  the  Autho>;  is  a  small  green  frog 
of  a  bo(Dk,  in  which  the  author  has  fairly  wrenched  himself 
in  an  abortive  attempt  to  be  witty.  His  highest  flight  of 
fancy  is  to  call  Mr.  Flood  Mr.  Highwater.  His  characters 
are  a  Judge,  a  Commodore,  a  General,  and  a  Captain.  He 
marries  them  all,  and  their  servants,  to  women  imported  to 
San  Francisco  for  the  purpose.  The  book  is  stupid,  without 
beauty  of  style  or  interesting  incident.  We  would  not  go  so 
far  out  of  our  way  to  write  of  it  were  it  not  a  home  produc- 
tion. It  enjoys  the  one  distinction  of  being  the  most  indif- 
ferent work  ever  put  forth  on  this  coast.  So  far  as  we  are 
informed,  no  book  house  keeps  it  for  sale. 


JACK  AND  THE  BEANSTALK, 


Mrs.  Roberts  tells  this  story  in  the  Washington  Capital: 
"  People  have  said  John  Sherman  had  no  heart.  That  shows 
how  people  can  be  slandered.  A  man  with  a  family  to  sup- 
port was  dismissed  from  the  Treasury,  rather  unjustly  he 
thought.  He  concluded  that  Government  positions  are 
rather  uncertain  things,  and  he  would  go  to  Kansas,  where 
he  had  a  show  for  employment.  Money  being  low,  he  thought 
he  would  try  to  get  back  for  one  month,  and  his  salary  would 
pay  the  expenses  of  the  journey.  So  he  went  to  John,  ex- 
plained the  situation,  and  that  he  wanted  to  get  to  Kansas, 
but  had  not  a  cent.  ''  Well,"  says  the  financial  head  of  our 
country,  "  TU  help  you  on  your  way,"  and  gave  the  other  a 
quarter.  That  family  is  packing  its  trunks  in  joyous  haste, 
for  they  have  been  started  on  their  long  journey,  having  on 
hand  enough  to  pay  the  fare  in  the  street  cars  to  the  depot." 


The  New  York  Observer  mentions  the  case  of  a  Kentucky 
Presbyterian  minister,  who,  at  a  Monday  meeting  of  his 
brethren,  prayed,  saying  :  "  Lord,  Thou  has  seen  by  the 
(norning  papers  how  the  Sabbath  was  desecrated  yesterday.' 


It  is  a  charming  work  to  trace  to  their  origin  the  various 
legends  and  nursery  tales,  for  even  in  such  seemingly  foolish 
and  childish  stories  we  find  that  an  ancient  religion  or  pagan- 
ism is  at  the  root,  and  that  the  fable  which  we  thought  de- 
vised to  amuse  the  children  is  really  the  remnant  of  the  old 
belief  of  some  tribe  or  people  in  days  long  since  gone  by. 
It  is  certain  that  no  religion,  however  violently  overthrown, 
expires  at  once.  1 1  protracts  a  lingering  life,  and,  though  re- 
jected by  the  enlightened  upholders  of  the  new  creed,  is  cher- 
ished by  the  ignorant,  and  its  ti'aditions  are  handed  down  by 
mothers  to  their  children  from  age  to  age. 

For  some  time  this  oral  lore  is  kept  secret,  because  it  is 
held  to  be  antagonistic  to  the  religion  which  is  publicly  pro- 
fessed ;  but  in  a  few  generations,  when  its  religious  signifi- 
cance has  faded  from  remembrance,  its  treasures  of  story  are 
taught  and  remembered — no  longer  as  sacred  myths,  but  as 
popular  tales.  Some  of  these  are  believed  even  at  this  day 
to  be  historical,  and  places  have  been  assigned  as  the  birth- 
places of  the  hero,  as  witness  the  myth  of  William  Tell  and 
others  of  the  same  sort.  We  propose  considering  the  story 
of  Jack  and  the  Beanstalk,  which,  although  a  fairy  story  for 
children,  is  really  a  mythological  tale  belonging  to  the  pre- 
Christian  Norse  invaders  of  England. 

All  remember  that  Jack  was  the  son  of  a  widow  ;  that  he 
sold  a  cow  for  a  hahdtul  of  colored  beans,  which  his  angry 
mother  threw  out  of  the  window.  Next  morning,  the  beans 
had  taken  root  and  grown  to  the  sky.  Jack  ascended  and 
reached  a  land  above  the  clouds,  and  at  night  sought  refuge 
at  the  house  of  the  giant  who  ruled  over  this  heavenly  land. 
The  giant  had  three  great  treasures  :  One  of  these  was  a  red 
hen  which  laid  every  morninwj  a  golden  egg  ;  the  second  was 
a  harp  which  played  of  itself  the  most  delicious  music  ;  and 
the  third  was  bags  of  gold,  silver,  and  diamonds.  All  these 
Jack  stole  in  succession. 

Such  is  the  outline  of  the  story,  but  the  inain  incidents 
with  which  we  have  to  do  are  these  :  The  existence  of  a 
superterrestrial  land,  to  which  access  is  gained  by  a  tree  ;  a 
giant,  one-eyed,  and  the  possession  by  the  giant  of  the  gold- 
egg-laying  hen,  the  magic  harp,  and  the  treasure  bags.  Now 
all  these  leading  points  reappear  in  ancient  mythologies,  and 
connect  the  story  to  them  so  securely  that  it  is  impossible 
not  to  recognize  in  it  a  myth  of  the  remotest  antiquity. 

"  I  remember,  I  remember 

The  fir  trees  dark  and  high, 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 

Were  close  against  the  sky. 

"  It  was  a  childish  ignorance. 
But  now  "lis  little  joy 
To  know  I'm  further  off  from  heaven 
Than  when  I  was  a  boy.'' 

What  Hood  learned  in  a  very  few  years  cost  uncivilized 
man  ages  to  discover. 

When  the  descendants  of  Noah  built  their  tower  of  Babel 
their  object  was  to  make  it  so  high  that  its  top  "  might  reach 
unto  heaven."  The  natives  of  New  Zealand  believe  that  the 
Father  of  Forests  keeps  the  sky  from  falling  on  the  earth  by 
the  tree  tops  scattered  over  the  face  of  the  earth.  In  a 
South  American  story  a  lad  stuck  a  piece  of  wood  into  the 
earth,  which  became  a  fir  tree,  and  grew  with  amazing  rapid^ 
ity  until  its  top  reached  the  Sky,  and  by  this  he  ascended  into 
heaven.  In  the  mediseval  legends  of  the  Cross,  in  like  man- 
ner Seth  journeys  to  Eden,  and  sees  the  tree  of  life — its  roots 
in  hell,  its  crown  in  heaven.  Around  the  trunk  was  wreathed 
a  frightful  serpent,  which  had  scorched  the  bark  and  de- 
voured the  leaves.  Seth  saw  Cain  in  hell,  endeavoring  to 
grasp  the  roots  and  climb  into  heaven  ;  but  the  roots  laced 
themselves  around  his  body  and  limbs,  and  the  fibres  pene- 
trated his  body  as  though  they  were  gnawing  worms.  Seth 
plucked  three  seeds  from  this  tree.  They  grew,  and  unit- 
ing forined  one  tree,  whereof  in  the  fullness  of  time  was 
made  the  Cross.  This  idea  of  a  land  above  the  tree-tops  is 
common  to  various  countries,  and  to  the  old  mythology  of 
Saxons  and  Norsemen.  It  does  not  prove  a  common  origin; 
it  only  indicates  a  common  ignorance.  In  their  minds  the 
earth  was  a  flat  plain,  surrounded  by  the  sea,  and  the  sky 
formed  a  roof  on  which  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars  travel.  We 
next  come  to  the  giant  dwelling  in  this  upper  region.  This 
is  Odin  or  Woden— the  "All-father."  He  was  one-eyed, 
like  the  giant  in  the  nursery  tales,  and  in  the  Norse  sagas 
is  always  recognized  by  his  one  eye. 

The  barbarians  from  whom  we  are  developed  were  sadly 
puzzled  by  the  sun.  What  was  it,  a  shining  stone,  a  burnished 
disc,  a  fiery  wheel,  or  a  golden  egg  ?  The  Norsemen 
thought  it  a  table  of  burnished  gold  on  which  the  gods  ate. 
The  old  Greeks  thought  the  orbs  of  heaven  were  golden  ap- 
ples hanging  on  the  branches  of  the  world-tree  in  the  garden 
of  the  Hesperides.  Ovid  calls  the  sun  a  wheel,  and  in  Arab 
myths  it  is  the  luminous  egg  of  the  mighty  bird  Roc  that 
haunts  the  diamond-sprinkled  'Vallev  (the  sky)  in  the  ad- 
ventures of  Sindbad  the  Sailor.  The  idea  that  the  sun  was  an 
egg  of  gold  laid  every  morning  by  the  Dawn  was  the  origin 
of  the  fable  of  the  man  who  killed  his  goose  to  get  the 
golden  eggs.  The  Druids  considered  the  golden  egg  of  the 
sun  was  laid  by  a  heavenly  serpent,  and  the  Greeks  thought 
the  evening  and  morning  stars  were  hatched  out  of  eggs,  and 
beautiful  "  Helene,  fair  Helene,"  the  moon,  issued  likewise 
from  an  egg.  The  return  of  the  sun  with  force  in  spring 
was  symbolized  of  old  by  the  pnesent  of  eggs,  a  practice 
sanctioned  by  the  church,  whilst  giving  it  a  different  signifi- 
cation, in  the  origin  of  Easier  eggs. 

The  one-eyed  giant  had  also  a  harp  which  played  of  itsell 
the  most  enchanting  music.  This  is  the  wind.  It  must  be 
remembered  that  the  giant  is  the  supreme  god  of  heathen 
times,  and  has  atmospheric  attributes.  Sometirr.es  he  is 
said  to  have  a  spear  or  arrow  that  never  misses  its  mark  : 
that  is  the  lightning.  The  magic  harp  of  the  wind  rolling  its 
deep  tones  through  the  ancient  Norwegian  forests  had 
marvelous  powers  attributed  to  it.  It  made  everything 
dance.  A  lad  in  a  fairy  tale  wins  his  bride  by  playing  at  a 
feast  where  she  is  to  be  wedded  to  another,  and  keeps  the 
"uests  dancing  until  they  are  too  exhausted  to  move  a  limb, 
when  he  runs  away  with  his  own  true  love.  Orpheus  and 
his  lyre  are  brought  to  our  minds  by  this  fable. 

The  third  object  was  the  treasure  bags.  By  their  glitter- 
ing spring,  summer,  and  autumn  rains  are  symbolized.  A 
German  fairy  tale  relates  how  there  were  two  sisters,  the  one 
when  she  smiled  dropped  roses  from  her  lips,  and  her  tears 


were  diamonds,  while  the  other  when  she  opened  her  mouth 
gave  escape  to  newts  and  frogs.  This  story  represents  two 
spring  months,  one  flower-producing  and  sparkling  with 
precious  flowers  ;  the  other,  the  elder  month,  is  destructive 
and  prejudicial  to  growth.  It  was  the  universal  notion  that 
the  clouds  were  vessels  containing  water,  and  it  is  repre- 
sented in  the  story  by  the  bags.  Moses  speaks  of  the  rain 
as  "  water  poured  out  of  heavenly  buckets,"  and  Job  calls  the 
clouds  the  "  bottles  of  heaven,"  tracing  in  them  a  certain 
similarity  to  the  skins  in  which  water  was  transported  on 
camels  over  the  desert.  yEolus  gave  Ulysses  a  bag  contain- 
ing the  winds,  and  they  all  got  out  at  once  and  made  it  ex- 
ceedingly lively  for  the  old  warrior.  This  belief  is  widespread, 
and  throughout  the  world  we  find  it  in  some  shape  or  other. 
The  storm  bags  of  the  north  are  howeverreplaced  with  sacks 
of  diamonds  in  the  south.  With  such  material  as  these  bar- 
barous conceptions  of  natural  phenomena  many  of  our  most 
ancient  household  tales  are  made  up.  The  same  ideas,  not 
always  arranged  in  the  same  manner,  occur  throughout  the 
world  wherever  men  are  ignorant  and  the  laws  of  nature  are 
misunderstood,  and  it  gives  a  clearer  idea  of  the  common 
origin  of  man  when  we  see  the  Norsemen  and  the  Hottentot, 
the  ancient  Gerinan  and  the  North  .American  Indian,  adopt- 
ing the  same  rude  symbols  to  express  the  mysterious  work- 
ing of  old  Mother  Nature.  W. 
Hay^vard's,  November,  1878. 


Buy  a  Home  for  the  Wife. 


"  Every  man  should  own  his  home,  if  he  can.  That  phi- 
losophy which  tells  a  man  to  drift  on  over  the  ocean  of  this 
uncertain  life  without  a  home  of  his  own,  is  wrong.  The  man 
who  does  not  own  his  home  is  like  a  ship  out  on  the  open 
sea  at  the  hazards  of  the  storm.  The  man  who  owns  his 
home  is  like  a  ship  that  has  arrived  in  port  and  is  inoored  in 
a  safe  harbor.  One  man  should  no  more  be  content  to  live 
in  another  man's  house,  if  he  can  build  one  of  his  own,  than 
one  bird  should  annually  take  the  risk  of  hatching  in  another 
bird's  nest ;  and  for  my  own  part  I  would  rather  be  able  to 
own  a  cottage  than  hire  a  palace.  I  often  see  men  eager  to 
effect  an  insurance  upon  their  lives,  and  this  is  well — it  is 
right.  But  the  man  who  owns  his  home  has  effected  an  in- 
surance upon  his  family — which  is  as  much  to  him,  if  his 
mind  is  right,  as  his  own,  and  constitutes  his  own.  I  have 
seen  the  homes  of  the  people  in  foreign  lands  ;  1  have  heard 
them  talk  of  their  conditions  and  lot  in  life,  and  this  is  the 
main  theme  of  thought  with  mankind  everywhere.  As  I 
listened  to  them  I  discovered  why  it  is  that  the  Switzer  in 
his  hut  in  the  Alps,  where  the  limit  of  vegetation  is  reached 
and  the  winter  storm  howls  and  rages  around  him,  is  happier 
than  the  Italian  tenant  on  the  beautiful  plains  of  Lombard)', 
amidst  the  bloom  and  fragrance  of  perpetual  summer.  It  is 
the  consciousness  of  the  ownership  of  a  home,  which,  no  mat- 
ter how  the  storm  rages,  nobody  can  take  from  him,  and 
which  he  can  inake  happy  in  spite  of  the  storm.  I  would 
say  to  every  man,  buy  a  home  if  you  can  and  own  it.  If  a 
windfall  has  come  to  you,  buy  a  home  with  it.  If  you  have 
laid  up  money  by  toil,  buy  a  home.  If  you  have  made 
money  in  stocks,  buy  a  home.  Do  not  let  anybody  tempt 
you  to  put  all  your  winnings  back  in  the  pool.  Put  the  rest 
back  if  you  will.  Gamble  on  it  if  you  must,  but  buy  the 
home  first.  Buy  it  and  sell  it  not.  Then  the  roses  that 
bloom  there  are  yours.  The  jessamine  and  clematis  that 
climb  upon  the  porch  belong  to  you.  You  have  planted 
them  and  seen  them  grow.  When  you  are  at  work  upon 
them  you  are  working  for  yourselves  and  not  for  others." 

The  foregoing  is  an  extract  from  an  address  delivered  at 
Metropolitan  Temple  by  the  Hon.  George  liarstow,  and 
while  it  contains  an'  idea  that  should  govern  every  man,  it 
does  not  cover  the  entire  ground.  Our  position  is  this  ; 
Every  woman  who  performs  the  duty  of  wife  and  mother 
should  own  a  home.  It  is  the  first  duty  of  every  business 
man  to  purchase  a  home  and  secure  it  to  his  wife  by  such  an 
instrument  of  conveyance  as  shall  place  it  beyond  his  own 
reach — beyond  his  own  temptation  to  risk  it,  and  beyond  his 
own  ability  to  encumber  it.  No  man  should  ever  marry  un- 
less either  the  wife  or  husband  has  the  means  to  procure  a 
home.  The  prosperous  business  man  owes  this  duty  to  his 
wife,  his  children,  himself,  and  his  creditors,  to  segregate 
enough  of  his  wealth  to  secure  his  family  from  the  possibility 
of  becoming  homeless  by  the  vicissitudes  of  business.  The 
commerc  al  code  that  declares  it  dishonorable  for  a  man  to_ 
thus  consider  his  wife  and  children  before  the  claims  of 
creditors  a  false  one.  .\  man  in  debt  has  no  right  to  steal  a 
homestead  ;  nor  has  a  creditor  any  right  to  steal  a  home- 
stead after  it  is  once  secured  to  the  family.  The  business 
man  who  yields  a  home  honestly  acquired  to  his  creditors, 
through  a  false  sense  of  commercial  honor,  is  a  coward  and 
a  thief  In  fear  of  losing  the  respect  of  creditors  he  steals 
the  roof  from  over  his  family.  Our  nation  is  but  the  aggre- 
gate of  the  homes  of  the  people,  and  in  the  permanency  and 
happiness  of  our  homes  our  national  strength  and  stability 
are  to  be  found.  In  the  home  lies  the  strongest  and  most 
enduring  element  of  national  life.  If  every  family  in  Amer- 
ica had  secured  to  it  a  home,  our  republican  government 
would  be  immortal. 

The  following  interesting  narrative  is  condensed  from  a 
full-page  article  in  a  New  York  daily  newspaper.  It  is,  in 
fact,  that  article's  head-lines,  thoughtfully  so  constructed  as 
to  permit  editors  of  other  iournals  to  give  all  the  particulars 
that  the  most  exacting  reader  could  demand,  and  at  the 
same  time  save  their  souls  by  not  making  distinct  assertions: 
"  Dead  and  yet  alive.  The  extraordinary  case  of  Miss 
Fancher,  of  Brooklyn.  Facts  verified  by  abundant  testi- 
mony. A  mental  sight  that  is  not  the  clap-trap  of  clairvoy- 
ance. Lving  for  thirteen  years  almost  motionless,  and  at 
times  cold  with  the  chill  of  death  and  pulseless  ;  blind,  yet 
reading  with  perfect  ease;,  seeing  and  describing  acts  and 
persons  far  removed  from  her  bedside  ;  irrnial  phenomena 
that  might  seem  incredible  except  for  the  testimony  of 
physicians,  clergymen,  teachers,  and  trustworthy  friends  ; 
without  food  for  months  at  a_time  ;  seeming  never  to  sleep." 


Kaiser  William   of  Germany  scorns   to   spell   his   name 
Wilhelmj.     It  is  only  a  fiddler  who  would  do  it. 

Despite  the  hard  times  there  has  been  no  reduction  in  the 
wages  of  sin.  » 
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SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  7,  1S7S. 


The  winter  season  is  again  upon  us,  and  again  the  labor 
question  is  likely  to  present  itself  for  the  consideration  of  our 
municipal  authorities.  The  experience  of  last  season  should 
admonish  us  to  be  prepared  for  the  exigencies  of  this.  The 
mob  that  last  year  gave  us  so  much  of  anxiety  is  now  better 
organized  ;  it  is  strengthened  by  a  political  victory,  and,  if 
we  may  judge  by  the  expressions  of  its  leaders,  has  in  no  de- 
gree abated  the  insolence  of  its  pretensions.  Kearney  is  the 
more  dangerous  because  in  a  sense  he  is  honest,  and  in  a 
degree  earnest.  The  movement  is  the  more  dangerous,  be- 
cause the  working  man  has  grievances  of  which  he  may 
justly  complain.  If  Kearney  were  mercenary,  he  might  be 
bought  off;  if  he  were  ambitious,  he  would  split  upon  that 
rock  in  search  of  office.  Kearney  is  partly  right  and  partly 
wrong.  His  adherents  and  followers  are  some  of  them  hon- 
est, earnest,  good  men  ;  some  of  them  are  villians  ;  some  of 
them  are  industrious,  willing  workers,  ambitious  only  to  earn 
an  honest  day's  wages  with  an  honest  day's  labor ;  some  of 
them  are  idle  vagabonds,  tramps,  and  criminals.  Some — 
perhaps  most  of  them — are  ignorant,  and  of  foreign  birth  ; 
some  are  intelligent  foreigners  ;  and  some  are  Americans, 
native  bom.  Some  of  the  leaders  are  honest,  misguided, 
shallow  thinkers ;  some  are  adroit,  subtle-minded,  selfish 
rogues  and  demagogues.  To  denounce  what  is  known  as 
the  Kearney  movement  with  angry  and  unreasoning  vituper- 
ation would  not  only  be  impolitic  and  unwise,  but  unreason- 
able and  unjust.  It  should  be  treated  calmly,  intelligently, 
and  firmly.  To  the  extent  that  it  arrays  itself  against  the 
law,  it  should  be  promptly  checked  ;  to  the  extent  that  it 
deals  in  threats  of  violence,  it  should  be  boldly  confronted 
with  the  assurance  that  any  uprising  for  the  purpose  of  dis- 
turbing social  order  will  be  met  by  bayonets  and  bullets,  in 
the  hands  of  stem  men,  who  will  consider  it  the  very  essence 
of  humanity  to  make  the  first  encounter  a  bloody  one,  in  order 
that  it  may  be  the  last.  There  should  be  no  force — except 
in  self-defense — until  even,-  argument  has  been  exhausted  to 
convince  the  honest  and  intelligent  members  of  the  organi- 
zation that  the  laws  should  be  observed.  Reforms  should 
be  inaugurated  wherever  abuses  exist.  Foreigners  should 
be  educated  to  the  American  belief  that  in  a  government 
republican  in  form  there  is  only  one  path  to  the  correc- 
tion of  political  abuses,  and  that  is  through  the  ballot-box. 
Intelligent  men  and  good  citizens,  of  foreign  or  native  birth, 
will  recognize  and  understand  such  arguments  ;  they  will  be 
convinced,  and  their  conduct  will  be  governed  by  them,  and 
upon  the  honest  and  well-meaning,  but  ignorant,  of  their  as- 
sociates they  will  e.\ercise  a  healthful  and  restraining  influ- 
ence. The  vicious,  the  idle,  the  profligate,  the  tramp,  we 
will  leave  to  the  chain-gang,  to  be  driven  to  daily  labor  with 
ball  and  chain,  and  water  and  bread. 


But  this  is  not  all  that  society,  organized  government,  and 
wealth  are  called  upon  to  do.  Good  advice  and  admonitions 
to  obser\'e  the  law  are  very  well,  but  brains  and  property 
have  yet  another  and  a  paramount  duty  to  perform.  It  is 
the  dut>'  of  organized  society  to  furnish  work  to  everj'  head 
of  a  family  who  has  no  means  and  no  other  source  of  liveli- 
hood than  his  labor.  The  husband  and  father  who  is  will- 
ing to  work,  and  whose  daily  bread  for  wife  and  children  de- 
pends upon  his  daily  toil,  to  whom  God  has  given  muscle 
and  not  brains,  has  a  right  to  demand  of  organize.d  society 
that  it  furnish  him  a  day's  labor  and  give  him  for  it  a  day's 
wages  ;  he  has  a  right  to  look  his  fellow-citizens  in  the  face 
and  say  to  them  :  "  My  wife  and  children  are  suffering  for 
bread.  I  am  not  improvident,  I  am  not  drunken,  I  am  not 
lazy ;  I  am  willing  to  work,  and  upon  my  work  depend  the 
live?  of  my  loved  ones,  and  unless  you  give  it  to  me  I  will 
-..il  :f  I  can  ;  I  will  take  it  by  violence  if  I  must."  There 
M  J  jjiswer  to  this  plea.     We  care  not  for  the  sophistries 


of  any  political  economists,  or  the  hypocritical  subterfuges 
of  any  false  and  selfish  reasoning  that  denies  work  to  a  work- 
ingman  under  such  circumstances.  He  must  have  it,  he  is 
entitled  to  it,  and  it  is  right  to  raise  the  devil  unless  he  gets 
it.  If  the  municipal  authorities,  by  reason  of  defective  laws, 
have  not  the  technical  right  to  furnish  this  labor,  then  it  be- 
comes the  duty  of  citizens  to  meet  and  organize  a  labor 
bureau,  and  advance  the  means  for  its  support.  Citizens 
should  be  called  upon  not  to  give,  but  to  loan  the  money. 
If  it  is  a  gift,  only  the  generous  will  respond  ;  if  it  comes  ulti- 
mately from  the  cit>'  treasury,  taxation  will  equalize  it  to  all. 
If  there  is  no  existing  law  for  this  purpose — and  we  believe 
there  is  not— the  Legislature  can  pass  one  at  its  next  session. 


The  first  and  best  effect  of  a  bureau  that  furnishes  labor 
is  to  segregate  honest  and  industrious  workers  from  the  vi- 
cious and  idle.  There  is  no  present  mode  of  determining 
between  honest  poverty  and  criminal  idleness.  There  comes 
to  our  doors  a  poorly  clad  man  ;  he  asks  for  work  ;  we  have 
no  work.  He  asks  for  food  ;  he  asks  for  money.  We  have 
no  means  of  testing  his  sincerity.  He  may  be  a  fraud — he 
usually  is — and  yet  he  may  be  a  hungry  man  who  would  be 
glad  of  work.  There  is  not  a  householder  in  SaJn  Francisco 
who  has  not  been  called  upon  either  to  feed  a  worthless  vag- 
abond or  refuse  an  honest  man,  a  thousand  times.  He  can 
not  tell  the  worthy  from  the  unworthy;  and  whether  he  gives 
or  withholds,  his  conscience  reproaches  him  for  a  possible 
mistake.  Now,  give  us  a  labor  bureau,  and  to  this  traveling 
mendicant  we  say  :  "You  can  obtain  work  by  going  to  the 
labor  bureau."  This  distinguishes  the  honest  from  the  vi- 
cious, and  draws  the  line  between  the  laborer  and  the  tramp ; 
enables  us  to  aid  the  honest,  and  leaves  the  vicious  to  be 
dealt  with  by  the  stern  discipline  of  the  criminal  courts.  We 
would  not  pay  the  highest  wages,  so  that  we  might  not  come 
in  competition  with  the  private  employer.  We  would  fix  the 
hours  of  labor  at  eight  hours,  and  would  pay  for  it  one  silver 
dollar  at  the  close  of  the  day's  labor.  Thus  we  say  to  the 
workingman  :  "  We  do  not  exact  full  hours  ;  we  do  not  give 
full  wages  ;  we  do  not  encourage  you  to  lean  upon  us  ;  we 
are  simply  aiding  you  to  bridge  over  a  temporary  difficulty." 
This  takes  from  the  sand-lot  the  unanswerable  argument 
that  accompanies  the  declaration  that  for  lack  of  employ- 
ment there  is  a  class  wanting  bread.  We  say  to  the  dem- 
agogues :  "You  lie."  We  say  to  the  vicious  and  idle  foreign 
rogues  :  *'  Go  back  to  your  native  bogs  in  Ireland,  to  your 
huts  and  hovels  in  Germany,  to  your  damp  meadows  and 
dirty  towns  in  Holland.  Go  back  and  eat  leeks  in  France  ; 
go  and  toil,  upon  garlic  ai»d  a  crust,  upon  the  plains  of  Lom- 
bardy  ;  go  and  yoke  yourselves  with  dogs  and  drag  carts  in 
Belgium  ;  go  plow  in  harness  with  horses  and  cows  in  Aus- 
tria ;  go  back  to  your  native  lands  and  do  mihtary  service 
for  your  kings  ;  go  home  and  be  shot  to  uphold  your  dynas- 
ties, or  in  fights  to  rectify  your  borders.  You  are  not  intelli- 
gent enough  or  worthy  enough  to  be  American  citizens.  You 
are  too  ignorant  to  appreciate  the  blessings  of  a  free  govern- 
ment.    You  are  not  Americans." 


All  other  questions  are  pohtical  ones  ;  we  can  discuss 
them  through  the  journals,  at  the  hustings,  upon  the  sand- 
lot,  in  the  Legislature,  or  wherever  differences  of  political 
opinions  may  be  properly  considered.  Mr.  Kearney  says 
the  Chinese  must  go,  and  Colonel  Bee  says  they  must  not 
go  ;  they  are  here  by  invitation  of  international  treaties. 
Kearney  has  a  perfect  right  as  a  naturalized  citizen  to  say 
that  the  Chinese  must  go,  and — within  the  law — he  has  a 
right  to  endeavor  to  compass  their  removal.  Colonel  Bee 
and  his  friends,  though  they  are  most  assuredly  in  a  most 
woeful  minority,  have  the  same  right  to  say  the  Irish  must 
go,  and — within  the  law — they  have  a  right  to  endeavor  to 
compass  their  removal.  Foreigners  armed  with  political 
power,  after  being  duly  naturalized,  have  a  right  to  say  that 
native-born  American  citizens  have  no  claim  to  office,  and 
ought  not  longer  to  be  tolerated  with  political  power,  and — 
within  the  law,  if  they  have  the  majority — have  a  right  to 
put  none  but  naturalized  citizens  on  guard  to  protect  Repub- 
hcan  Government ;  and  Americans,  native-born,  have  a 
right  to  think  that  naturalization  laws  are,  and  have  been,  a 
mistake,  and  that  they  ought  to  be  repealed,  and  that  it 
would  be  better  if  about  half  our  foreign  element  was  denat- 
uralized and  no  more  admitted  to  citizenship. 


Freud,  the  German  corset  maker,  Vacquerel,  the  French 
cook.  Bonnet,  the  Parisian  hair-dresser,  O'Donnell,  the  Irish 
quack  doctor,  Beerstecher,  the  Prussian  lawyer,  have  the  au- 
thority to  aid  in  making  an  organic  law  for  the  government 
of  this  State  ;  to  reorganize  our  judiciary,  and  consider  how 
our  corporations  shall  be  controlled,  and  how  property  ac- 
quired before  they  left  the  palaces,  castles,  and  baronial 
hallb  of  their  ancestors,  shall  be  held.  All  these  are  political 
questions,  and  we  can  meet  and  decide  them  at  the  ballot- 
box.  The  other,  the  labor  question,  is  one  in  which  they 
have  us  at  a  disadvantage  so  long  as  there  is  one  deserving, 
honest,  unemployed  man  in  their  ranks  demanding  work, 
and  for  whom  work  is  unattainable.  When  we  have  taken 
him  out  and  provided  for  him  we  can  take  care  of  the  bal- 
ance, rank  and  file  and  leaders,  by  accepting  any  challenge  of 
settlement  they  may  decree  it  advisable  to  suggest,  and  by 


this  we  mean,  that  if  they  invite — as  Kearney  seems  to  hint 
— an  armed  conflict,  it  shall  not  be  decHned  by  the  citizens 
and  property-holders  who  are  interested  in  preserving  their 
property  and  protecting  their  laws  against  this  insolent  band 
of  agitators. 


One  word  to  the  ladies  :  We  say  to  you,  keep  your  hands 
off ;  do  not  meddle  in  affairs  that  demand  a  sterner  handling 
than  your  sympathetic  natures  are  capable  of  understanding. 
With  your  piety  and  your  sensibilities  you  complicate  things 
very  much.  With  your  very  generous  free  meals  you  invited 
all  the  old  "bums"  and  tramps  in  the  State  to  come  to  San 
Francisco.  One  good  square  meal  is  all  they  want  ;  it  is 
what  they  tramp  and  spar  for.  Should  you  do  the  same 
thing  this  season  you  will  fill  the  town  with  vicious,  idle  per- 
sons. A  little  less  showy  and  ostentatious  benevolence  than 
is  required  in  washing  dishes  and  waiting  upon  criminals  and 
vagabonds,  and  giving  a  premium  to  vagrancy  and  idleness, 
would  enable  you  to  patrol  the  alleys  and  by-ways  in  your 
immediate  neighborhood  in  search  of  modest  poverty  that 
would  rather  starve  than  feed  at  your  public  cribs,  would 
enable  you  to  find  and  relieve  poor  women  and  poor  child- 
ren, and  minister  to  their  wants,  and  thus  do  a  world  of 
good. 


We  regard  these  remarks  as  timely,  in  prospect  of  the 
possibility  of  a  recurrence  of  the  scenes  of  last  year.  We 
must  prevent  the  shameful  proceedings  that  last  winter  dis- 
credited our  intelligence  and  disgraced  the  name  of  our  city. 
We  have  had  a  prosperous  season,  a  bountiful  harvest ;  labor 
has  been  abundant  and  remunerative  ;  the  outlook  for  the 
winter  is  a  good  one.  Let  us  hope  there  will  be  no  necessity 
of  organising  any  aid  to  our  workingmen  ;  but  if  there  is,  let 
us  promptly  do  it,  so  that  we  can  as  promptly  deal  with  the 
vile  element  that  makes  labor  troubles  an  excuse  for  disturb- 
ing the  public  peace  and  threatening  the  tranquillity  of  our 
city. 

There  are  four  men  in  the  Constitutional  Convention 
whose  conduct  surprises  us,  and  with  whose  course  we  are 
disappointed.  Of  course  we  are  observing  them  from  a  dis- 
tance and  through  the  imperfect  and  somewhat  misty  medium 
of  the  daily  press.  They  are  persons  of  large  experience  in 
political  affairs  ;  two  of  them  are  gentlemen  as  we  Ameri- 
cans understand  that  term,  and  each  has  been  honored 
in  a  position  of  public  trust  and  confidence.  How  far  pov- 
erty, disappointments  in  life,  defeated  ambition,  and  general 
bad  luck  may  influence  their  course  and  legislation  we  are 
not  prepared  to  estimate.  How  far  they  are  bitten  by  the 
tarantula  of  political  ambition,  and  to  what  extent  the  virus 
has  extended  we  do  not  know.  An  old  poHtician  warmed 
into  life  by  the  new  hope  of  a  last  opportunity  is  a  sad  and 
pitiful  object,  and  it  really  seems  as  if  a  good  working  ma- 
jority of  the  delegates  intended  to  make  this  Constitutional 
Convention  a  stepping-stone  to  their  personal  advancement. 
Judge  Terry  of  San  Joaquin,  Volney  Howard  of  Los  An- 
geles, Timms  of  Trinity,  and  Larkin  of  El  Dorado  —  all 
Democrats,  thank  God  ! — are  developing  themselves  into 
agrarians  and  communists  of  a  type  quite  as  pronounced, 
more  dangerous,  and  less  respectable  than  that  of  the  sand- 
lot  leaders  whom  they  are  anxiously  endeavoring  to  supplant. 
When  men  of  respectable  intellectual  attainments,  who  have 
held  high  legislative  and  judicial  positions  violate  all  known 
rules  of  propriety  and  all  recognized  obligations  of  society  in 
their  endeavor  to  pander  to  the  prejudices  of  the  voting  mob 
that  they  may  attain  position,  we  may  regard  the  sign  as  an 
ominous  one.  Whether  these  gentlemen,  three  of  whom  are 
lawyers,  and  all  of  whom  are  politicians,  and  who  have  al- 
ways been  politicians,  can  wrest  the  leadership  of  this  new 
party  from  the  men  who  created  it  we  do  not  know.  If  they 
do,  we  shall  think  the  movement  has  got  into  the  hands  of 
more  dangerous,  more  selfish,  and  less  honest  men  than 
those  who  originated  it. 


The  Chronicle  is  engaged  in  house  cleaning.  It  has  read 
the  alien  Englishman  Wellock  out  of  the  party,  and  now  the 
Irish  O'Donnell  gets  one  for  his  nob.  Poor  Knight  and  Day, 
who  started  in  early  upon  the  sand-lot  plan  of  reformation, 
were  passed  out  by  the  Cfu  onicle  long  ago.  So  there  are 
now  left  among  the  leaders  only  Kearney  and  his  private 
secretary,  Carl  Browne,  whom — if  we  understood  Kearney 
correctly  in  his  Sunday  speech — he  denounces  as  a  liar.  In 
the  party  there  remains  then  but  one  leader — that  is,  one 
leader  beside  the  Chronic/e.  The  Workingmen's  Party,  as 
constituted  to-day,  is  the  Chronicle  and  Kearney,  The 
Chronicle  is  the  organ,  and  Kearney  grinds  it,  while  Beer- 
stretcher,  Clitus  Barbour,  Vacquerel  the  cook,  Freud  the  cor- 
set-maker, and  Bonnet  the  hair-dresser,  are  the  monkeys 
that  dance  to  the  music  as  Kearney  jerks  the  string  and 
turns  the  crank.  This  Workingmen's  Party  is  a  curious  de- 
velopment. Its  rank  and  file  composed  of  lawyers,  abortion 
doctors,  played-out  politicians,  foreign  mountebanks,  native- 
bom  demagogues,  French  cooks  and  hair-dressers,  and  hav- 
ing for  its  chief  an  illiterate,  profane,  and  blasphemous  Irish 
drayman,  who  keeps  his  private  secretary,  and  tramps  the 
continent  in  a  Pullman  palace  car  at  the  expense  of  real 
workingmen,  who  toil  ten  hours  at  hard  labor  for  two  dollars 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


AFTERMATH, 


It  is  undoubtedly  true  that  when  Kearney  began  his  agi- 
tation seven-tenths  of  his  followers  were  Irish  Catholic  labor- 
ers. Bishop  Alemany  was  almost  the  first  of  our  clergy  to 
observe  that  this  movement  was  a  vicious  one,  and  that  its 
promoters  and  leaders  had  no  honest  motives  to  serve.  He 
was  the  first  to  warn  his  church  people  against  participating 
in  what  was  intended  to  be  an  insurrection  against  the  law. 
Kearney  felt  the  blow  and  unwisely  lost  his  temper ;  de- 
nounced thechurch,  misrepresented  an  interview  with  Bishop 
Purcell,  and  began  to  blaspheme  God.  This  has  alienated 
from  him  every  honest-minded  member  of  the  Roman  Cath- 
olic Church.  He  stands  to-day  at  war  with  the  law,  with 
property,  with  social  order,  with  republican  government,  with 
civilization,  with  the  Christian  religion,  and  with  God.  Yet 
there  are  a  few  shallow-minded  demagogues — some  in  the 
Democratic  party,  some  in  the  Constitutional  Convention, 
some  in  ward  politics,  some  on  the  bench,  and  some  in  edi- 
torial chairs — who  think  this  base  born  and  ignorant  advent- 
urer, with  his  ragged  regiment  of  tramps  and  bums,  is  to  lay 
the  foundation  of  a  great  national  party,  to  work  out  great 
national  reforms. 


Everybody  remembers  Signer  De  Vivo,  the  advance  agent 
and  bill  poster  for  singing  circuses — "an  amoozin  little  cuss," 
as  Artemus  Ward  described  his  performing  kangaroo.  Per- 
haps some  of  our  theatre  and  opera  sharps  can  tell  us  if  it 
is  true  that  he  is  now  a  member  of  the  Italian  Chamber  of 
Deputies,  and  is  chairman  of  the  Committee  on  Finance. 
We  find  it  so  stated  in  an  Eastern  journal,  and  as  our  ignor- 
ance of  the  movements  and  capacities  of  circus  people  is 
dense  and  base,  we  confess  it  seems  to  us  as  likely  that  he  is 
that  as  anything.  We  are  told  also  that  the  King  frequently 
consults  Signor  De  Vivo,  but  this  is  unlikely.  We  do  not 
believe  that  Signor  De  Vivo  can  be  so  easily  approached — 
not  oitr  De  Vivo. 


Standing  upon  the  corner  of  California  and  Montgomery 
Streets  on  Thursday  evening  we  saw  a  multitude  of  school 
ma'ams  filing  into  a  broker's  shop,  and  upon  inquiry  ascer- 
tained that  their  object  was  to  sell  their  warrants  for  a  dis- 
count. And  then  we  thought  of  the  million  of  money  ex- 
pended for  school  purposes,  the  half  of  which  is  squandered  ; 
of  the  street  department,  and  its  swindling  for  street  sweep- 
ing and  sewer  draining  ;  of  the  City  Hall,  costing  $5,000,000; 
of  Lobos  Square  and  Senator  Rodgers  ;  of  the  exorbitant 
salaries  ;  of  the  political  bummers,  paid  for  doing  nothing  ; 
of  the  millions  it  costs  to  run  our  municipal  government ;  of 
the  cost  of  lighting  our  streets  with  gas  ;  and  of  the  hundred 
and  one  treasury  leaks  ;  and  we  went  to  our  office,  and  won- 
dered whether  the  whole  male  sex  was  not  a  mistake,  and 
whether  it  would  not  be  well  to  turn  over  all  our  affairs  to  a 
petticoat  government.  It  would  be  certainly  an  improve- 
ment in  the  way  of  honesty.  , 


As  long  as  human  nature,  and  particularly  American  po- 
litical human  nature,  remains  the  hoggish  thing  it  seems  sat- 
isfied to  be,  there  is  nothing  but  the  maddest  nonsense  in  the 
hope  of  composing  our  difficulties  with  the  Indians  by  any 
such  machinery  as  the  Indian  Bureau  of  the  Interior  Depart- 
ment. A  system  that  requires  the  disbursement  of  large 
sums  of  money  and  vast  quantities  of  goods  at  remote  points 
on  the  frontier,  on  no  better  vouchers  than  an  occasional  re- 
ceipt signed  with  a  cross  by  some  clay-painted  barbarian  with 
a  name  that  has  to  be  broken  gently  by  decent  blanks  to  the 
Actmg  Twenty-third  Assistant  Deputy  Sub-Auditor  at  Wash- 
ington, must  be  esteemed  an  invention  of  the  devil,  credit- 
able alike  to  that  old  public  functionary's  head  and  heart. 
Under  this  system,  with  its  grotesque  alliance  of  political, 
commercial,  and  religious  "tramps  and  casuals,"  it  has  cost 
us  a  million  dollars  for  every  lecherous  scalp-holder  whom 
we  have  dissuaded  from  the  war-path  by  presents  of  repeat- 
ing rifles  with  telescopic  sights,  and  another  million  to  civil- 
ize him  up  to  the  point  of  eschewing  the  savage  vices  of  glut- 
tony and  plunder  for  the  Christian  virtues  of  drunkenness 
and  cheating.  The  annual  additional  loss  of  life  which  our 
Indian  policy  entails  is  enormous  but  unimportant ;  the  only 
lives  on  the  frontier  that  are  worth  a  tinker's  malediction  are 
those  of  the  army  officers,  and  those  are  never  taken. 


The  ruinous  and  disheartening  sacrifices  made  for  the 
maintenance  of  an  Indian  Bureau  by  us  and  the  Indians  have 
no  adequate  result.  Being  involuntary  they  have  not  even 
the  elevating  moral  effect  of  a  benevolent  contribution  to  an 
unworthy  object.  There  is  a  certain  satisfaction  in  heroically 
maintaining  a  nuisance,  even  if  it  afflict  oneself  as  keenly  as 
one's  neighbors,  but  the  pleasure  vanishes  the  moment  there 
is  any  compulsion  in  the  matter ;  and  for  the  better  part  ol 
a  century  the  Government  of  this  country,  incited  by  the  im- 
migration agents  of  the  Better  Land,  has  had  its  long  fingers 
in  the  pocket  of  every  person  who  has  had  the  hardihood  to 
acquire  a  taxable  jackknife,  to  support  this  insupportable 
abomination,  the  Indian  Bureau.  And  now  when  an  earnest 
and  intelligent  effort  is  making  to  efface  the  thing,  transfer- 
ring its  necessary  functions  to  the  men  who  have  the  deepest 
and  directest  interest  in  their  honorable  performance,  and 
who  are  themselves  the  only  honorable  class  of  men  in  the 


public  service — the  officers  of  the  army — there  is  a  concert- 
ed yawp  of  dissent  and  apprehension  from  Maine  away  down 
to  Connecticut,  and  back  again  all  the  way  to  Maine,  follow- 
ing the  chart  line  of  greatest  religious  depression.  Our  godly 
and  blue-bellied  Puritan  contemporary  ancestors  seem  to 
have  somehow  convinced  themselves  that  an  Indian  Bureau 
is  an  essential  means  of  grace  to  that  minute  and  apparently 
undeserving  fraction  of  humanity  which  their  uncomfortable 
creed  reluctantly  excludes  from  universal  and  foreordained 
dashnation. 


There  is  not  a  township  in  any  State  in  this  Union  whose 
soil  has  not  at  some  time  been  soaked  like  a  surgeon's  sponge 
with  innocent  blood  shed  through  the  barbarous  miscar- 
riage of  some  theologico-piratical  Indian  policy,  of  which 
that  of  the  present  Bureau  is  the  lineal  descendant  and  legiti- 
mate heir.  But  the  people  of  the  States  east  of  the  Alleghany 
Mountains  have  forgotten  their  part  in  this  unpleasant  busi- 
ness ;  it  was  only  their  grandfathers  and  grandmothers  who 
were  flayed,  roasted,  and  brained  by  the  sons  of  nature  justly 
incensed  at  being  accosted  by  that  frowsy  bawd.  Civiliza- 
tion. We  in  the  concededly  golden,  but  indubitably  ticklish, 
West  have  a  nearer  sense  of  the  brusque  hatchetings  and 
frank  skin-strippings  whereby  the  virtuous  Red  Man  declines 
with  thanks  ;  and  if  that  useful  department  of  our  Govern- 
ment that  is  responsible  for  his  defects  of  civility  depended 
for  its  life  and  disservices  on  the  popular  will  out  this  way,  it 
would  be  voted  out  of  existence  with  what  it  would  be  mild 
to  call  unanimosity. 

The  second  seige  of  Jerusalem  continues.  As  in  the  olden 
time  the  sacred  walls  were  environed  by  Roman  hosts,  with 
catapultic  missile,  battering  rams  and  engines  throwing  jav- 
elins and  stones,  so  now  the  chosen  people  are  driven  to 
cover  by  the  aggressive  hosts  of  Ireland.  Sierra  Nevada 
only  $45  per  share  ;  Johnny  Skae  captive  of  war  ;  the  envi- 
roned hosts  demoralized  ;  margins  growing  narrow,  and  a 
money  famine  threatening  the  besieged  on  the  inside  and  a 
Flood  on  the  outside  ;  there  is  no  hope,  except  in  a  surren- 
der without  terms.  No  marching  out  with  side  arms  and 
the  honors  of  war  ;  but  absolute,  unconditional  surrender. 

When  Celt  and  Saxon  meet. 

Then  comes  the  tug  of  war  ; 
When  Israelite  and  Greek, 

There's  thunder  in  the  air. 


Fay  Hempsted  is  a  poet  and  Sam  Williams  is  her  critic. 
And  Sam  says  :  "  Fay  is  a  nice  name,  and  suggests  youth, 
beauty,  and  a  passionate  soul  palpitating  with  warm  fancies ;" 
but  Fay's  verses  he  condemns  as  dull.  Well,  the  poor  girl 
had  to  make  them  so  in  order  to  show  that  she  isn't  that  kind 
of  a  girl. 

Within  the  last  twenty  years  some  twelve  or  fifteen  China- 
men have  been  naturalized  in  the  city  of  New  York.  Of  the 
three  naturalized  last  year,  "  all  could  read  and  write  and 
said  they  believed  in  a  Christian  God" — whatever  that  may 
be.  The  reading  and  writing  our  American  institutions  are 
strong  enough  to  dispense  with,  but  the  faith  in  a  Christian 
God,  or  a  God  of  any  kind,  is  in  these  days  a  rare  and  noble 
qualification  for  American  citizenship.  Even  Wellock,  the 
alien  Englishman,  would  be  a  more  interesting  aspirant  to 
political  power  if  he  had  been  "  suckled  "  in  this  "  creed  out- 
worn "  than  he  is  in  the  attitude  of  squaring  himselt  and 
"  putting  up  his  hands  "  against  heaven.  The  trouble  with 
the  average  Chinaman  is  that  he  and  his  ancestors  before 
him  have  been  so  accustomed  to  violating  the  sanitary  reg- 
ulations of  nature  that  he  recognizes  God  in  his  constitution. 


alarm  and  anxiety  of  the  few  is  met  by  the  indifference  of 
the  many.  Slavery  was  terminated  by  civil  war.  Chinese 
immigration  seems  destined  to  produce  an  equally  terrible 
result.  This  question  will  find  a  peaceful  solution  at  the 
National  capital,  or  a  bloody  one  upon  California  soil. 
President  Hayes  has  determined  to  make  his  four  years  term 
a  pleasure  excursion.  He  is  keeping  the  log  of  the  voyage 
by  omitting  to  enter  any  of  the  unpleasant  or  threatening  in- 
cidents, so  that  history  may  record  that  his  empire  was 
peace.  We  hope  he  may  get  ashore  before  the  storm  comes, 
as  we  are  convinced  he  would  make  but  a  poor  captain  in  a 
tempest. 

Why  is  it  men  will  scorn  a  maid 

Of  thirty-two  or  so, 
But  if  in  crape  and  cap  arrayed 

Pronounce  her  comme  il /ati/ ?    — The  World. 

Because  however  romme  ilfijiit, 

However,  too,  arrayed. 
The  girl  of  thirty-two  or  so 

They  don't  believa  a  maid. 


California  has  turned  out  ( "  fired  out,"  the  coarse  of 
speech  prefer  to  say )  another  great  actor.  We  throw  off 
("  throw  up,"  the  vulgar  have  it)  great  actors  with  the  aston- 
ishing facility  of  a  Briarean  tadpole  eschewing  a  hundred 
tails.  They  never  come  to  much  somehow  after  their  first 
fitful  fever  of  the  Eastern  popularity  that  consists  in  compli- 
mentary notices  in  theatrical  programmes  (which  they  in- 
dustriously compile  and  send  back  to  their  journalist  friends 
here  as  "  commendation  from  high  quarters  ")  but  while  the 
thing  is  new  and  their  memory  here  green  they  work  the 
oracle  with  amazing  success  ;  seen  through  the  spectacles  of 
their  co-conspirators  of  the  local  press  every  puny  devil  of 
the  lot  of  them  looms  up  against  the  background  of  Atlantic 
fog  as  an  intellectual  giant.  Of  Tom  Keene  we  are  seri- 
ously told  that  "a  leading  Richmond  paper"  says  "his  act- 
ing in  Baltimore  has  placed  him  at  the  very  head  and  front 
of  the  actors  of  the  day  ;"  and  that  "  other  "  journals  "com- 
pare him  with  the  elder  Booth."  This  last  judgment  we  are 
not  disposed  to  quarrel  with  ;  as  actors  Tom  Keene  and  the 
elder  Booth  are  to-day  running  pretty  nearly  neck  and  neck 
— though  the  latter  has  perhaps  a  trifling  advantage  in  being 
stone  dead,  whereas  the  former  will  move  if  you  touch  him. 


The  President,  in  his  message,  seems  to  have  avoided  all 
the  burning  questions,  and  to  have  confined  himself  to  a 
somewhat  tame  review  of  all  others.  We  of  the  Pacific  are 
disappointed,  and  have  a  right  to  be,  that  he  has  no  opinion 
upon  what  we  deem  a  vital  question ;  or,  if  he  has  an  opinion, 
lacks  the  moral  courage  to  utter  it.  The  parallel  between 
negro  slavery  and  Chinese  immigration  still  holds  good.    The 


After  a   severe   fit   of  sickness   Heller  has  gone   to  see 
whether  there  is  any  positive  of  which  he  was  the  compara- 


The  Fire  Commissioners,  having  detected  the  Secretary  of 
their  Board  in  discounting  at  usurious  rates  the  pay  of  fire- 
men before  the  same  was  earned,  have  fired  him  out.  They 
have  acted  promptly  and  well.  We  advise  the  Board  of  Ed- 
ucation to  make  their  examination  searching,  and  then  to 
turn  out  all  the  male  malefactors  who  have  been  engaged  in 
the  sale  of  contraband  examination  papers  ;  and  when  the 
Board  of  Education  have  cleansed  the  schools  of  incompe- 
tent and  criminal  teachers,  we  advise  the  people  to  turn  out 
the  Board  of  Education  and  put  in  better  men.  And  then 
we  advise  the  Legislature  to  so  change  the  entire  system  of 
public  schools  that  it  will  not  be  necessary  to  purchase  the 
conundrums  prepared  by  IVIrs.  Carr,  and  to  bring  the  instruc- 
tion within  the  capacity  of  intelligent  female  teachers.  Turn 
out  the  males,  or  make  them  work  for  the  same  price  that 
ladies  work  for.  Turn  out  all  the  married  women  that  are 
supporting  idle  husbands  ;  bring  matters  down  to  some  prin- 
ciple of  economy  and  common  sense.  The  present  school 
system  is  a  fraud  and  a  sham.  It  is  worse,  it  is  a  crime  ; 
still  worse,  it  is  a  blunder. 


The  manager  of  one  of  our  theatres  has  received  from  an 
ambitious  gentleman  whose  name  we  suppress  a  letter  begin- 
ning thus  :  "  Sir  I  herewith  submit  to  you  a  true  pencil  cut  of 
my  both  feet  what  do  you  think  of  them  are  they  worlhy  of 
exhibition  I  am  told  by  many  persons  when  properly  adver- 
tised and  pictured  up  they  would  draw  immense."  The  gifted 
and  fortunate  writer  adds  :  "  My  right  hand  is  also  very 
queerly  formed  which  would  all  make  a  fine  display  on  a 
large  poster."  The  submitted  diagram  of  this  aspirant's  foot 
looks  somewhat  like  a  picture  of  a  pair  of  sheep  shears  nip- 
ping a  monkey  wrench,  but  rather  more  like  a  map  of  Eu- 
rope, Asia,  and  Africa,  drawn  upon  the  back  of  a  starfish. 


Signor  Carlo  Pizzola  has  struck  a  streak  of  bad  luck  in  this 
foreign  land.  He  has  been  arrested,  tried,  and  fined  for 
cruelty  to  animals.  It  appeared  in  evidence  that  he  has  a 
reprehensible  habit  of  piu'chasing  cats  from  boys,  and  imme- 
diately cutting  off  their  tails — the  cats'  tails — and  dipping 
the  stump  in  a  barrel  of  salt.  This,  a  tiny  witness  explained, 
"  made  them  run  around  pretty  lively."  Signor  Pizzola 
maintained  that  his  object  was  to  increase  the  health^of  the 
cats,  but  we  beg  to  urge  that  if  privation  of  tail  were  a 
condition  of  a  cat's  health  God  would  doubtless  have  crea- 
ted them  without  tails.  We  suspect  that  the  liveliness  ob- 
served by  the  small  witness  is  not  so  much  an  indication  of 
improved  health  as  a  sign  of  mental  confusion  and  tempo- 
rary inability  to  think  in  an  emergency. 

The  circumstance  that  Signor  Pizzola  is  rear-admiral  of  a 
celebrated  sausage  factory  sufliciently  unmasks  the  animus 
of  his  prosecution  by  the  officers  of  the  Society  for  the  Pre- 
vention of  Cruelty  to  Animals  ;  it  is  not  that  they  love  cats, 
but  that  they  are  enamored  of  sausages,  and  have  committed 
themselves  on  the  cylindrical  comestibles  of  this  man's  con- 
struction. The  ARGON.VUr  does  not  eat  sausage,  and,  so  far 
as  concerns  this  prosecution,  is  an  impartial  journal ;  and  we 
say  that  it  is  a  wicked  and  unholy  thing  to  arraign  this  un- 
fortunate gentleman  for  one  crime  and  punish  him  for  an- 
other.   

The  topic  is  fascinating  and  we  are  loth  to  leave  it.  Piz- 
zola testified  in  his  own  behalf  that  his  place  was  overrun  with 
rats,  and  that  he  purchased  the  cats  to  kill  the  rats.  This 
relieves  him  of  a  grave  suspicion.  Clearly  he  did  not  buy 
the  cats  for  sausage,  but  like  an  honest  man  employed  them 
to  catch  the  rats  which  he  needed  in  his  business. 

Mr.  Laine,  a  member  of  the  Constitutional  Convention, 
has  the  honor  to  be  peacefully  permitted  to  consider  Mr. 
Charles  Francis  Adams,  Jr.,  "the  biggest  fraud  in  the  coun- 
try." And  yet  Mr.  Laine's  ambition  is  not  satisfied ;  he 
seems  to  aspire  to  Mr.  Adams'  contempt,  which  3  ..iming 
rather  high,  for  Mr.  Adams  can  not  by  any  pos  ■ 

aware  of  Mr.  Laine's  existence. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


IS  IT  NOT  FATE? 

If  any  one  had  told  Cora  Pen»  ick  that  she  did  anything 
so  ilibred  as  "nag,"  she  would  have  been  "dreadfully  in- 
suhed" — would  have  quivered  with  Lillipuiian  indignation 
from  the  crown  of  her  sunny  head  to  the  sole  of  I.er  pretty 
fjot.  But  the  rectitude  of  immortal  fiction  must  be  preseried, 
and  I  grieve  to  say  that  Cora  Penwick — the  dainty  beauty, 
the  charming  housewife,  the  pet  of  S.tn  Mateo's  seleclest  co- 
terie— did  this  thing  ;  and  it  is  but  scant  commendation  to 
acknowledge  that  she  did  it  thoroughly  and  well.  I  said 
Cora  Henwick,  but  that  was  because  I  knew  her  as  a  girl  and 
may  assume  privileges.  I  should  have  said  iMrs.  Gemini 
Penwick,  for  she  was  married. 

It  all  came  about  in  this  wise  :  In  the  summer  of  i86— , 
when  Gemini  Penwick  was  a  gay  widower  of  twenty-nine, 
with  a  lucrative  practice  and  no  incumbrance,  he  chanced  to 
be  in  Shingle  Springs  during  a  court  recess,  and  there  he  met 
Cora  Lennox.  "They  met  by  chance,  the  usual  way" — the 
story  is  older  than  the  hills.  They  met,  they  mated,  and  they 
married. 

Some  one  has  somewhere  said  that  most  novels  end  where 
they  should  itgin.  So,  behind  this  rampart  of  borrowed 
commonplace,  i  fearlessly  intrench  myself  and  begin  this  un- 
derdone talc  in  the  middle. 

Cora  Lenno.\  became  .Mrs.  Gemini  Penwick.  Joy  bells 
pealed,  old  shoes  were  tlung,  and  tears  and  kisses  tinkled  in 
delighted  harmony.  He  took  her  home.  "Oh,  how  beauii- 
ful  it  is  !"  she  said  ;  and  truly  it  was  rather  pietty — a  lawn 
with  cherry  trees  in  the  angles  ;  a  plat  of  dairies  ;  another 
of  violets  ;  a  pansy  hedge,  and  "  roses  everywhere"  Inside, 
the  house  was  quite  a  marvel  of  convenience,  comfort,  and 
good  taste.  It  was  not  large  ;  but  there  was  a  boudoir  for 
Cora,  and  a  library  for  Gemini  :  could  heart  ask  more  ? 

Kiir  a  jear  they  were  very  happy.  To  be  sure  Gemini  di:i 
smoke  to  excess,  but  it  did  not  make  him  fretful,  fault-finding, 
churlish;  it  merely  helped  to  intensify  the  soothing  charm  of 
his  pretty  wife — "and  as  for  other  bad  habits,  why,  he  hadn't 
any."  If  Cora  sighed  for  soci.il  conquest  and  society  bustle 
she  gave  no* sign.  "  Home  is  home,'  she  said,  "and  love  is 
enough."  Nor  did  her  husband  sigh  for  the  bachelor  pleas- 
ures and  privileges  he  had  reliniiuished — clubs  and  club-men 
were  alike  relinquished,  or,  if  remembered,  unregretted. 
Gemini  bdici'cd  in  the  home  life  he  had  chosen,  and  loyally 
striving  to  contribute  his  share  to  the  home  sunshine  never 
once  looked  back.  So  for  a  while  they  watched  iher  urn  of 
happiness  full  to  the  brim  and  were  content.  He  read  aloud 
his  favorite  books,  and  her  beautiful  sea-green  eyes  glowed 
in  excitement  or  glistened  in  sympathy.  They  drove,  and 
rode,  and  walked,  and  boated,  and  sat  together.  Is  it  not  for 
this  the  gods  have  made  the  world  always  young,  that  Pan 
has  piped,  Aurora  painted,  and  Flora  decked  our  mothers 
mantle.' 

Kor  fifteen  cloudless  months  Gemini  and  Cora  wooed  each 
other  as  if  they  were  not  husband  and  wife,  and  therefore 
trespassing  upon  the  lawful  preserves  of  unmarried  lovers. 

"  Perhaps  i  had  so  much  sunshine  then  that  Fate  grudged 
me  any  more,"  1  heard  Cora  say  one  evening — an  odd  even- 
ing long  afterward.  It  was  the  nag  oblique,  but  I  saw  poor 
Gemini  wince. 

A  baby  girl  had  come  to  them  by  this  time  ;  the  pride, 
the  darling,  the  what-not  of  their  hopes.  It  was  only  another 
bond  between  them.  If  Gemini  erred  in  thinking  his  wife 
needed  but  little  society  other  th;m  his  own  profuse  atten- 
tion, it  was  an  error  born  of  his  deep  affection  ;  and  Cora's 
failure  to  attribute  this  to  the  proper  feeling  was  inexcusable 
blindness.  Vet  this  was  their  first  stumbhng-block,  and  un- 
happily they  did  not  note  its  huge  proportions  until  the  mis- 
chief had  been  done. 

"  i  don't  care  for  strangers.  Why  should  I  ?  I  have  you. 
Why  should  we  bring  a  lot  of  people  to  stand  between  us 
and  our  quiet  pleasure-duties  ?  My  dear,  if  I  agreed  to 
your  plan,  yours  would  be  the  worst  punishment ;  you  would 
end  by  banishing  yourself  from  society  altogether." 

These  were  among  Gemini's  objections  to  Cora's  appa- 
rently innocent  scheme  to  go  into  San  .Mateo  society  during 
the  season  succeeding  the  weaning  of  baby,  merely  as  an 
acknowledgment  of  courtesies  shown  and  favors  received. 
Many  and  many  a  good-natured  tilt  they  had,  until  at  last, 
by  f  heer  persistence,  she  carried  her  point. 

Sp  Gemini  put  his  "  Praise  of  Folly  "  into  an  'overcoat 
pocket,  and  went  out  into  the  world  with  a  flower  in  his  but- 
ton-hole, and  another  flower  on  his  arm  :  but  with  a  smoth- 
ered sigh  in  his  throat,  and  a  cruel  void  in  his  manly  heart. 
If  a  cherub  with  a  flaming  sword  had  circled  about  Cora's 
hapless  head,  to  drive  her  from  the  shelter  of  her  husband's 
arms,  he  could  not  have  pointed  out  a  surer  road  to  desola- 
tion than  the  labyrinthine  paths  of  social  folly. 

Gemini  was  not  a  dancing  man,  but  there  was  always  a 
card-room  and  buffet  for  the  wall-weeds,  and  Penwick's  club 
habits  returned  with  mar\'elous  celerity  as'  the  home  charm 
was  broken  more  and  more.  They  went  everywhere,  and  of 
course  -Mrs.  Penwick  received.  \ery  soon,  also,  the  house 
was  found  to  be  too  small,  and  a  conservatory,  a  dancing 
parlor,  and  a  billiard-room  did  not  make  it  much  larger— 
though  one  of  the  cherrj'  trees  was  cut  down,  and  the  daisy 
plot  banished  to  the  back  yard. 

Geminis  library  became  a  deserted  garden.  The  dear 
Tauchnitz,  "Thackeray,"  the  "Burton,"  the  "Autocrat," 
and  the  other  favorites  slumbered  voiceless  on  the  shelves. 
Gemini  must  not  enter  the  pretty  boudoir  any  more,  for  the 
sacred  rites  of  .Millinery  and  her  kindred  were  paramount 
and  perpetual. 

And  yet  Cora  Penwick  was  no  Rosemaud  Lydgate,  no 
upas  tree  among  women  ;  she  was  only  a  "foolish  virgin" 
wandering  without  her  lantern  upon  a  journey  that  knew  no 
whither  ;  a  loumey  that  was  all  a  mistake,  but  from  which 
she  was  too  proud  to  turn.  Was  he  to  blame  that  his  warn- 
ings were  misjudged,  his  badinage  misunderstood  ?  Should 
he  learn  to  dance  and  risk  the  gauntlet  of  ridicule  for  the 
cheap  bliss  of  clasping  his  own  wife  in  a  public  romp  .^  On 
the  other  h.and,  should  not  he  eat,  drink,  and  be  as  merry  as 
a  wall-weed  might,  whose  wife  was  adance  with  other  men, 
and  he  was  the  footman  to  see  her  home  ^ 

Did  she  love  him  still .'  I  think  so  ;  but  from  society-lore 
she  h.ad  learned  a  fatal,  biting  glibness  of  speech  that  skilled 
her  disiippointment  of  society  to  sting  the  one  thing  vulner- 
able wiihin  range — her  husoands  heart.  He  was  a  man 
strung  in  purpose  as  men  go,  tireless  to  do  when  the  object 
i  -eLjcd  worth  the  having,  but  his  robust  vigor  could  not 


thrive  on  the  little  sips  of  happiness  his  present  life  afforded; 
so  was  it  strange  that  he  turned  to  the  only  solace  within  his 
reach  ? 

Strong  men  ha\-e  been  fatally  weak  so  often  that  the  world 
has  ceased  to  wonder.  From  Noah  to  Gemini  Penwick  is  a 
long  historic  stride,  but  in  the  type  there  is  but  little  differ- 
entiation. He  might  have  said  ;  "The  woman  tempted  me 
and  I  did  eat;"  but  hew-as  too  true  a  knight  to  breathe 
complaint  :  no  word  of  reproach  ever  passed  his  lips  ;  he 
suffered  and  drowned  his  sorrow  as  best  he  might.  It  was 
sorry  comfort,  perhaps,  but  it  was  the'  best  his  unreligious 
nature  could  find,  for  the  love  of  this  woman  was  all  that  kept 
the  fire  of  his  intellect  lighted. 

♦  *■»♦«■»* 

To-day  men  call  him  a  sot,  and  Cora  Penwick  is  no  longer 
the  pet  of  San  Mateo's  selected  corterie.  The  world  terms 
it  incompatibility.     1  merely  ask  :  Is  it  not  fate? 

S.\.\  Francisco,  .November,  1S7S.  R.  S.  S. 


THE  OLDEST  DRAMA, 


The  social  life  of  a  people,  what  ihey  feel,  do,  and  say, 
will  always  possess  a  more  aj^reeable  imerest  than  iheir  phi- 
losophy or  piietry.  Take  away  'he  familiar  fijjures  of  Socra- 
tes the  elder  Cato,  and  Dr.  Johnson,  from  their  respective 
cpuchs,  and  most  of  the  attractions  which  they  now  possess 
would  disappear.  Persons  who  pass  by  with  indifference  a 
discussion  as  to  the  relative  merits  of  the  10,000  Hindoo  di- 
vinities, would  read  with  avidity  the  story  of  the  every-day 
life  of  the  humblest  of  the  world's  dreamers. 

The  recent  labors  of  oriental  scholars  have  made  it  possible 
to  offer  something  like  a  true  picture  of  Hindoo  life  from  a 
century  before  Christ  to  the  present  day.  We  know  of  no 
work  which  would  be  more  acceptable  to  the  English  public 
than  an  ancient  Hindoo  story  in  the  style  of  liecker's  Gallns 
/i«(y  C///iy/V/tT,  wrnujrht  out  by  a  learned  and  skillful  hand. 
The  drama  of  JUaconhi/a^  of  all  the  translations  of  Sanscrit 
literature,  as  it  was  the  first,  so  it  is  still,  the  most  interesting 
literary  wiuk  that  has  appeared. 

Kalidasa,  the  author  of  Sacontttia^  was  one  of  the  "nine 
gems"  of  the  court  of  King  Vikraniaditya,  who,  about  half 
a  century  before  Christ,  began  the  Hindoo  era  called  Sam- 
vat.  The  drama  was  first  translated  into  Enj^lish  by  Sir  Wil- 
liam Jones.  The  original  which  that  great  pioneer  in  San- 
scrit literature  used  was,  however,  a  copy  of  an  inferior  class 
of  manuscrip',  and  the  translation  itself  bears  marks  of  that 
haste  and  inaccuracy  which  could  scarcely  be  avoided  by  the 
discoverer  of  a  new  literary  world.  The  more  recent  and 
e.xact  labors  of  Dr.  Boehtlink  and  Monier  Williams  have  set 
forth  the  beauties  of  this  chosen  work  of  the  '*  Shakspeare  of 
India"  in  a  clever  light. 

The  play  begins  with  a  prayer  to  Siva,  embodied  in  the 
five  elements — fire,  earth,  water,  air,  and  ether  (the  vehicle 
of  sound) — and,  after  a  brief  prologue,  advances  with  rapid 
action. 

Dushmanta,  accompanied  by  his  charioteer,  was  pursu- 
ing a  black  antelope.  The  King,  as  he  was  fixing  his  arrow 
in  the  bow-string,  was  terrified  by  a  voice  from  the  forest  into 
which  the  game  had  fled,  which  called  him  to  forbear.  Upon 
the  word,  two  hermits  issuing  forth,  bade  him  replace  his  ar- 
row in  the  quiver. 

"The  weapons  of  Kings,"  they  admonished  him,  "are  for 
the  deliverance  of  the  oppressed,  not  for  the  infliction  of 
wounds  upon  the  innocent." 

"  The  word  of  a  Brahmin  is  accepted,"  answered  the  King, 
and  he  replaced  his  arrcuv.  Upon  which  the  hermits  en- 
treated him  to  enter  their  sacred  retreat  and  partake  of  iia 
hospitality.  Their  master,  Canna,  they  regretted  to  inform 
him,  had  just  left  his  home  to  visit  a  distant  place  of  pilgrim- 
age in  hope  of  averting  a  threatened  evil  from  his  daughter, 
Sacontala. 

The  hermits  then  retired,  and  the  King,  dispatching  his 
charioteer  to  water  his  horses,  advanced  alone  into  the  sacred 
grove. 

"  It  is  strange,  I  feel  my  right  arm  throb,'"  he  suddenly  ex- 
claimed, looking  around  the  tranquil  hermitage.  "What 
important  event  is  about  to  happen  ?  Truly  the  gates  of  des- 
tiny lie  open  ever>'where."  As  he  thus  meditated  he  heard 
the  sound  of  female  voices,  and,  himself  unseen,  witnessed 
the  approach  ot  the  priestess  Sacontala  and  two  attendant 
damsels,  who  employed  themselves  in  watering  the  plants  of 
the  grove. 

Sacontala,  whose  superior  charms  distinguished  her  from 
her  fellows,  was  attired  in  a  coarse  mantle  of  bark,  a  sight 
which  caused  the  King  to  exclaim  against  the  equal  folly  of 
cutting  a  branch  of  hard  acacia  wood  with  a  lotus  leaf,  and 
making  a  lovely  maiden  perform  penance. 

"  Do  you  know,"  asked  one  of  the  attendants  of  the  other, 
**do  you  know  why  Sacontala  is  gazing  on  the  plants  with 
such  delight?  She  is  looking  at  that  jasmine  (the  light  oi 
the  grove;  that  has  just  elected  the  fragrant  mango  tree  for 
a  husband.  *So  may  I,'  she  is  hoping,  '  elect  a  worthy  bride- 
groom.' " 

As  the  two  damsels  were  thus  bantering  Sacontala,  the 
King  looked  upon  her  lace,  and  felt  a  sudden  love  for  the 
artless  woodland  maiden  arise  in  his  heart.  With  his  love 
fear  mingled.  May  she  not,  he  thought,  be  a  Brahmini,  and 
ineligible  in  marriage  to  one  of  the  military'  caste. 

Seizing  a  favorable  opportunity,  he  discovered  himself  to 
the  maidens  with  the  salutation  :  "  May  your  devotion  pros- 
per. I  am  a  student  of  the  Veda,"  he  continued,  "dwelling 
in  the  city  of  our  King,  and  have  come  hither  to  behold  this 
sanctuar>'  of  virtue.  But  tell  me,"  he  said  earnestly,  and 
turned  to  one  of  the  damsels,  "  can  this  young  maiden,  Sa- 
contala, be  the  daughter  of  the  sage  Canna  ?  " 

What  was  his  delight  to  receive  the  answer  that  Sacontala 
was  but  the  adopted  daughter  ef  Canna,  and  that  her  real 
father  was  a  person  of  no  higher  caste  than  his  own,  a  king. 

As  the  maidens  were  bathing  the  feet  of  the  stranger  his 
mind  was  aga:n  tortured  "by  the  fear  lest  Sacontala  was  des- 
tined to  pass  her  life  as  a  priestess.  This  fear  was  also  re- 
moved by  the  reply  that  the  lovely  maiden  intended  to  ally 
herself  with  a  worthy  husband.  The  turn  which  the  conver- 
sation had  taken  caused  Sacontala  to  frown,  and,  averting 
her  head,  she  would  have  retired  had  she  not  been  restrained 
by  her  companions. 

At  this  point  the  party  were  interrupted  by  a  cr>'  from  the 
Kings  officers,  who  bade  them  beware  of  a  wild  elephant 
that  had  just  broken  into  the  forest.     The  King  assuaged  the 


fear  of  the  ladies,  and  as  they  turned  to  retire,  one  of  the  at- 
tendants said  to  him  : 

"  We  are  ashamed  lo  offer  our  inadequate  hospitality  to  a 
guest  as  a  reason  for  seeing  h'm  again." 

"Nay,"'  replied  the  King,  "  I  have  received  all  the  honors 
of  a  guest  from  the  mere  sight  of  your  ladyships." 

Sacontala  said  nothing,  but  impeded  the  flight  of  her 
friends  by  complaining  that  her  foot  was  hurt  by  a  pointed 
blade  of  cufa  grass,  and  that  her  vest  of  bark  was  caught  by 
a  branch  of  a  vine  ;  a  gentle  reluctance  which  the  King's 
love  noticed  and  cherished. 

"  My  own  body,"  he  exclaimed  sadly,  as  he  moved  away, 
"my  own  body  goes  forward,  but  my  heart  runs  backward 
like  a  banner  borne  against  the  wind." 

Upon  the  King's  return  to  camp  his  buffoon,  Madhavya, 
in  vain  tried  to  awaken  him  from  the  reverie  into  which  he 
had  fallen.  The  buffoon's  jests  upon  his  lord's  indifference 
to  the  chase  only  drew  from  the  Klnt:  an  order  that  his 
officers  should  not  molest  the  grove  or  irritate  the  holy  men. 

"Remember,"  he  warned  them,  "that  the  sages  conceal 
under  their  asceticism  a  vital  fire  ;  like  a  cr)'stal  lens  that, 
however  cool,  emits  a  burning  heat  when  touched  by  the 
rays  of  the  sun." 

"  But  how  foolish,"  urged  the  clown,  changing  his  mode  of 
attack,  "  that  you  who  have  so  many  court  jewels  in  your 
harem  should  wish  to  add  to  them  this  rustic  prize.  Truly 
the  cooling  tamarind  is  pleasant  after  the  luscious  date." 

The  unprosperous  jests  of  the  buffoon  were  interrupted  by 
the  presence  of  two  Brahmins.  Having  saluted  the  King 
they  begged  him  to  enter  the  asylum  of  the  grove  and  defend 
it  from  evil  demons  who  in  the  absence  of  the  sacred  Canna 
had  invaded  its  repose.  The  king  listened  eagerly  ;  in  vain 
the  clown  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  this  new  temptation  ; 
a  sacred  duty  had  ranged  itself  upon  the  side  of  desire,  and 
he  told  the  Brahmins  that  he  would  comply  with  their  re- 
quest. They  retired,  and  he  was  preparing  to  follow  them 
when  a  msssenger  from  the  Queen  Mother  was  announced. 
He  informed  the  King  that  four  days  hence  the  ceremony  of 
cherishing  the  body  of  a  son  would  take  place,  and  that  his 
presence  was  most  earnestly  demanded.  The  King,  after  a 
moment's  hesitation,  concluded  to  send  the  clown  in  his 
place,  at.d  hastened  afier  the  hermits. 

Af.er  a  ^cw  twangs  Irom  his  bow  the  deinons  fled,  and  the 
King's  thoughts  recurred  to  the  banks  of  the  stream  where 
he  imaged  the  lovely  Sacontala  reposing.  His  steps  rapidly 
followed  his  fancy,  and  again  unseen  he  saw  the  three  lovely 
maidens.  But,  alas  !  Sacontala  was  no  longer  the  blithe 
creature  that  he  had  befure  beheld  her;  her  neck  was  bent 
with  languor,  and  her  wasted  wrist  could  endure  no  heavier 
bracelet  than  the  stalk  of  the  lotus  flower ;  her  comrades 
sadly  whispered  to  each  other  the  gentle  cause  of  her  un- 
gentle malady.  Sacontala,  at  the  urgency  of  her  friends,  at 
length,  to  the  delight  of  the  monarch,  confessed  her  affection 
for  the  stranger ;  and,  to  relieve  her  heart,  pricked  upon  a 
lotus-leaf  these  verses  : 

"  Thy  heart,  indeed,  I  know  not,  but  day  and  night,  cruel 
one,  love  inflames  the  limbs  of  one  whose  desires  are  centred 
in  thee." 

The  King,  enchanted  at  hearing  these  words,  came  forward 
and  replied  to  Sacontala  in  verses  not  less  affecting  : 

"Thee,  O  slender-limbed  one,  love  inflames,  but  me  he 
consumes  ;  the  sun  does  not  cause  the  lotus  flower  to  fade 
as  utterly  as  it  does  the  moon." 

Sacontala's  damsels  soon  retired,  and  she  was  left  alone 
with  the  King ;  in  her  embarrassment  she  dropped  her  brace- 
let, which  the  King  reclasped  upon  her  wrist.  But  the  royal 
hand  trembled,  and  the  royal  eyes  were  as  two  flames  of  fire. 

This  is  not  the  end  of  the  play,  but  we  trust  we  have  said 
enough  to  persuade  our  readers  to  hasten  and  read  the  story 
in  full  whenever  they  can  find  it. 


Many  of  the  old  masters  made  amusing  and  curious  blun- 
ders in  their  works.  Tintoretto  represented  the  "  Israelites 
Gathering  Manna,"  armed  with  guns.  Cigoli  painted  the 
a^ed  Simeon  at  the  circumcision  of  Christ  with  a  pair  of 
spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  Rubens  committed  the  same  er- 
ror in  his  famous  picture  of  "  Mary  Anointing  the  Feet  of 
Christ."  In  a  picture  of  "  Christ  Healing  the  Sick,"  by  Ver- 
rio,  the  spectators  are  represented  as  wearing  periwigs  on 
their  heads.  Albert  Durer  painted  the  expulsion  of  Adam 
and  Eve  from  the  Garden  of  Eden  by  an  angel  in  a  flounced 
dress.  The  same  artist,  in  a  picture  of  "Peter  Denjing 
Christ,''  introduces  a  Roman  soldier  smoking  a  German  pipe. 
A  Flemish  picture  of  the  wise  men  worshipping  the  infant 
Christ  has  one  of  them  depicted  in  a  large  white  surplice  and 
in  boots  and  spurs.  In  this  incongruous  dress  he  is  repre- 
sented in  the  act  of  presenting  the  child  with  a  model  of  a 
Dutch  man-of-war.  An  artist  of  the  same  school,  in  a  paint- 
ing of  Abraham  offering  up  his  son  Isaac,  the  patriarch,  in- 
stead of  using  a  knife  as  described  in  the  Scriptures,  is  hold- 
mg  a  blunderbuss  to  the  head  of  Isaac.  Bellini  has  pictured 
the  Virgin  and  Child  in  the  act  of  listening  to  a  violin  ;  in 
another  picture  he  has  drawn  King  David  playing  a  harp  at 
the  marriage  of  Christ  with  St.  Catherine.  In  a  French 
picture  of  the  "  Last  Supper,"  the  table  is  ornamented  with 
tumblers  filled  with  cigar  lighters.  The  crowning  blunder  is 
shown  in  a  painting  of  the  Garden  of  Eden,  in  which  Adam 
and  Eve  are  represented  in  all  their  primitive  simplicity,  while 
in  the  immediate  background  appears  a  hunter  in  a  modern 
sporting  suit  in  the  act  of  shootmg  ducks  with  a  gun. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  December  8,  1878. 


Oxtail  Soup. 

Boiled  Trout,  Gcno>«e  Sauce. 

Breaded  Lamb  Chops.  Maahed  Potatoes. 

Baked  tg5  Plant.      Stewed  Lclerj-. 

Roast  Canvas-back  Ducks,  Currant  Jelly. 

Cucumber  Salad. 

Italian  Cream  and  Ssrawberrics. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Figs,  Plums,  Pears,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Oxtail  Soup. — Cut  one  oxtail  deeply  at  the  joints.  Chip  a  imall 
slice  of  salt  pork  very  fine  :  put  into  a  soup  kettle,  and  when  panly  cooked  add  a 
sniall  onion  (choppeQ).  When  these  have  browned  put  in  the  oxtail,  and  fry  for 
ten  or  fii'ieen  minutes,  turning  t^ten  that  it  may  be  evenly  browned.  Set  the 
kettle  off  until  partly  cooled,  then  pour  two  quarts  of  cold  water  over  the  con- 
tents, and  boil  slowly  fur  three  hours.  At  the  end  of  this  time  add  a  small  carrot 
sliced,  part  of  a  root  of  cel»rj',  a  couple  of  sprigs  of  parsley,  two  cloves,  and  pep- 
per and  salt  to  taste.  Boil  one  hour  longer;  strain  and  set  away  to  cool,  iirst 
fiuttiog  in  several  nicely  trimmed  joints  of  ike  oxtail.  The  next  day  remove  tho 
at  from  the  soup,  heat  it  thoroughly  and  serve  with  one  or  two  joints  in  eacli 
plate. 

To  M.-iKE  Italian  Cream.— See  Vol  I,  No.  ig. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS. 

Some  Flowers. 
Here  are  the  flowers  she  wore  in  her  hair 

At  the  charit)--ball.     Vou  remember 
You  sent  them  to  her  with  a  tender  note 

One  snowy  day  in   December — 
Heliotrope's  purple  and  roaCs.*  bloom. 

Geranium  leaves  in  their  sweetoess ; 
Words  of  honty  and  dew  and  fire. 

Love  in  its  lotid  conipleteness. 
She  asked  me  to  send  them  back  to  you, 

Ihe  night  that  she  lay  a-dying; 
"Too  laie."  she  said,  "for  any  rcruni, 

Repentance,  or  replying ; 
Only  he  knew  that  my  soul  was  his, 

'ihat  his  whisper  and  glance  had  won  it." 
You  quaffed  the  stvceiness  as  men  will  do. 

And  liilt  the  shadow  upon  it. 
Here  are  the  flowers  she  wore  on  her  breast, 

In  the  stdly  coffin  lying. 
Tuberose  with  the  odor  of  death, 

Love  and  remembrance  sighing. 
I  took  them  away  from  her  wa.\en  hand  — 

Momhs  have  passed  since  you  kissed  it; 
Up  ill  the  country  whither  she  went, 

I  v/onder  if  she  missed  it? 
So  take  them  back  ;  when  women  are  young. 

Before  the  world's  deceiving. 
They  are  ready  to  trust  for  the  best  of  life. 

In  men  and  in  love  believing; 
But  when  onedrains  to  the  bitter  dregs. 

Let  the  comn-hd  close  over; 
What  matter  then  the  faded  flowers 

Scot  by  a  laithless  lover. 

A.MANDA  M.  Douglas. 


Song. 
Love  came  to  me  with  a  cro\v'n, 
I  took  it  and  laid  it  down. 
Love  came  to  me  and  said : 
"Wear  it  upon  thy  head." 
"  'Tis  :oo  he.T.\y,  1  can  not  wear  it ; 
I  have  not  strength  enough  lo  bear  iL" 
Then  my  soul's  beloved  spake, 
Saying:   "Wear  it  for  my  sake." 
When  lo  !  the  cro\vn  of  love  grew  light. 
And  I  wore  it  in  all  men's  sight. 

t-LLA   DiETZ. 


Storm. 


Here,  where  my  windows  open  on  the  sea. 

And  white  waves  darkling  under  hidden  stars, 
I  hear  the  breakers,  dashed  against  the  scars, 

Surge  in  a  barren  effort  to  be  free. 

The  storm  swoops  hithenvard  from  murky  skies; 
The  r^in,  blown  east  on  westering  window-panes, 
Splashes  the  casement  with  its  blinding  stains. 

And  down  the  valley's  cleft  the  pent  wind  sighs. 

What  halh  the  day  done  that  the  night  should  hear 
Such  loud  remorse?  What  hath  the  wind  to  tell? 
What  secret  ihis,  upheaved  from  ocean's  hell? 

What  is  God's  mandate?     Whence  is  Nature's  fear? 

Nay — while  creation's  travail  groans  like  this 

We  shall  not  learn  God's  message  ;  but  to-morrow 
Gold  skies  shall  glow  the  brighter  for  passed  sorrow. 

And  spent  sea-tumults  calm  to  meet  their  kiss. 


October. 
A  bacchanal  fair,  at  the  edge  of  the  wood  _ 

She  Stan  is,  where  the  grapes  hang  purple  and  low. 
Her  crimson  bodice  is  torn  aside. 
And  her  soft,  pale  bosom  glows  like  snow ; 
Amber  buds  in  her  tresses  droop  ; 
Her  sensuous  lips  are  red  and  rare. 
And  can'ed  in  a  dazzling,  treacherous  smile  ; 
Her  arms  and  her  feet  are  white  and  bare  ; 
Her  checks  are  stained  with  the  blood  of  the  vine ; 
A  jeweled  serpent  is  on  her  neck ; 
Her  sleepy  eyes  are  filled  with  the  light 
Of  baleful'  beacons  in  time  of  wreck. 
A  Circe  of  beauty,  half-divine, 
Yel  wholly  earthy — a  Queen  of  Wine. 

Fanny  Driscoll. 


Two  Men. 
One  was  a  king,  and  a  wide  domain 

He  ruled  as  his  sires  had  done; 
A  wooden  hovel,  a  bed  of  pain. 

Belonged  to  the  oihei  one. 
I'he  king  was  ill,  and  the  world  was  sad — 

But  the  monarch  languished,  the  monarch  died  ; 
The  beggar  was  sick  unto  death,  but  he  had 

No  one  to  watch  at  his  low  bedside. 
Then  under  the  minster  the  king  was  laid, 

While  o'er  him  the  marbles  were  piled ; 
But  a  shallow  grave  in  the  fields  was  made. 

By  careless  hands  for  Poverty's  child. 
But  now  there  are  those  who  profanely  declare. 

If  you  opened  the  tomb  and  the  grave. 
You  could  not  distingui  h,  whatever  your  care. 

The  dust  of  the  king  and  the  slave. 

Charles  Noblk  Gregorv. 


Judg:e  Not. 
How  do  we  know  what  hearts  have  vilest  sin? 

How  do  we  know? 
Many,  like  sepulchres,  are  foul  within. 

Whose  outward  garb  is  spotless  as  the  snow. 
And  many  may  be  pure  we  think  not  s». 
How  near  to  God  the  souls  of  such  have  been. 
What  mercy  secret  penitence  may  win — 
How  do  we  know  'i 

How  can  we  tell  who  have  sinned  more  than  we? 

How  can  we  tell? 
We  think  our  brother  walked  full  guiltily, 
Judging  him  in  self-nghteousness.     Ah,  well ! 
Perhaps  had  we  been  driven  through  the  hell 
Of  his  u.itoid  temptation^,  we  might  be 
Less  upright  in  our  daily  walk  than  he- 
How  can  we  tell? 

Dare  we  condemn  the  ilb  that  others  do? 

Dare  we  condemn  ? 

Their  strength  is  small,  their  trials  not  a  few. 

The  tide  of  wrong  is  difficult  to  stem. 

And  if  to  us  more  clearly  than  to  them 

Is  given  knowledge  of  the  good  and  true. 

More  do  they  need  our  help  and  pity,  to'j  ; 

Dare  we  condemn? 

God  help  us  all,  and  lead  us  day  by  day, 

God  help  us  ail ! 
We  can  not  walk  alone  the  perfect  way; 
Evil  allures  us,  tempts  us,  and  we  lall. 
We  are  but  human  and  our  power  is  small ; 
Not  one  of  us  m.iy  boast,  and  not  a  day 
Rolls  o'er  our  heads  but  each  hath  need  to  say, 
God  bless  us  all  ! 

— AttribitUdto  Harrv  Larkvxs. 


The  GUded  Age. 
O  friend  !  I  know  not  whxh  way  I  must  look 

For  comfort,   being,  as  I  am,  oppresl 

To  think  that  now  our  lile  is  only  drest 
For  show — mean  handiwork  of  craftsnian,  cook. 
Or  groom !     We  must  run  glittering  like  a  brook 

In  the  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unble=t : 

The  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best. 
No  grandeur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 
Delights  us.     Rapine,  avarice,  expense — 

'Jhis  is  idolatiy.  and  these  we  adore. 

Plain  living  and  high  thinking  are  no  more. 

The  homely  beauty  of  the  good  old  cause 
Is  gone — our  peace,  our  fearful  innocence. 

And  pure  rdigioa  breathing  household  laws. 

W«iU»SWORTH. 


HISTORICAL  FIBS. 

Professor  Wheeler  recently  read  a  paper  before  tiie 
Yale  Alumni  Association  in  which  he  "exploded"  a 
number  of  popular  historical  tales  :  The  famous  say- 
ing attributed  to  Louis  XIV.  of  France,  "L't-iat  c'est 
moi,"  according  lo  Professor  Wheeler,  was  never  ut- 
tered by  Louis  at  all,  but  was  said  by  >Iazarin  twenty 
years  before  Louis  came  lo  the  ihrone,  and  said  be- 
fore Mazarin  by  Queen  Elizabeili.  Sappho  never 
killed  herself  by  jumping  from  a  rock,  but  cUed  a  nat- 
ural death.  Leonidas  fosght  at  Thermopylje.  noi 
with  only  300  at  his  back,  but  with  7.000.  The  phi- 
losopher Diogones  never  lived  in  a  tub.  The  story  of 
the  virtues  of  the  Roman  matron  Lucrelia  must  be 
rejected,  while  the  story  of  the  Horatii  and  Curalii  is 
worse  than  doubtful.  The  sons  of  Brutus  were  noi 
the  victims  of  their  father's  firmness,  but  of  his  bru- 
tality. It  was  utterly  impossible  for  Hannibal  10  have 
loUoaed  up  his  victor)- at  Cannas,  and  the  storj- of 
his  using  viriegar  to  cleave  the  rocks  of  the  Alps  is 
absurd.  So,  too,  is  the  story  of  Cleopatra  dissolving 
a  pearl  in  a  ijoblet  of  vmegar  and  drinkirtg  up  a  fort- 
une at  one  draught.  Archimedes  never  snid.  "Give 
me  a  lever  long  enough  and  I  will  move  the  world  ;' 
nor  did  he  crj'  out  "  Eureka  !"  at  any  known  pienod 
of  his  life  or  discoveries.  Ale-Nandria  was  never  vis- 
ited by  Omar,  nor  was  the  Alexandrian  library  burned. 
No  more  did  Galileo  say  :  '"  And  jet  st  moves  for  all 
that !'' since  It  is  proved  from  authentic  documents 
that  he  did  not  dare  to.  That  Columbus  broke  the 
end  of  an  egg  and  thus  confuted  his  mockers  is  fab- 
ulous, as  also  is  the  story  that  he  encouraged  his  fol- 
lowers with  bmve  words  wlien  the  shores  of  San  Sal- 
vador were  still  out  of  sight.  Richard  III.,  of  Eng- 
land, did  not  kill  his  brother  Clarence,  and  the  story 
about  a  bull  of  Malmsey  arose  from  the  fact  that  the 
body  of  Clarence,  who  died  a  natural  death,  was 
transported  from  Calais  to  England  in  a  wine  bult. 
Charles  II.  never  had  the  body  of  Cromwell  taken 
from  Westminster  Abbey  and  hani^ed  at  Tyburn,  for 
the  daughter  of  Cromwell,  apprehensive  of  scuiie  such 
ill-trcniment,  had  her  father's  corpse  secretly  removed 
from  the  abbey  and  buried  in  a  quiet  churchyard. 
Milton's  daugtiters  could  not  have  consoled  their 
father  in  his  blindness  by  reading  passages  Irom  the 
old  authors,  for  the  best  of  reasons — liiey  did  not 
know  how  to  read.  Almost  the  ony  story  which  Pro- 
fessor Wheeler  aid  not  succeed  inover  hrowing  is  that 
of  the  cow  that  is  recorded  to  have  jumped  over  tne 
moon. 


A  singular  spot  is  Benares,  the  sacred  city  of  the 
Hindoos.  From  all  parts  of  India  pious  Hindoos 
come  to  spend  their  labl  days  and  die,  sure  of  thus 
obtaining  their  peculiar  form  of  salvation.  All  day 
long,  from  the  earliest  dawn  till  sunset,  thousands  of 
people  bathe  on  the  steps  of  the  ghats,  which  run 
aioiig  the  river's  bank  for  nearly  two  miles,  in  the  sure 
and  certain  hope  that  by  such  ablution  their  sins 
are  washed  clean  away.  It  is  an  extraordinary  sight 
to  sit  in  a  boat  and  quietly  drift  with  the  stream  along- 
side the  whole  length  of  this  great  city,  and  watch  the 
bathers,  who  fill  up  almost  tne  entire  line.  Men  and 
women  are  thus  piously  engaged,  and  the  usual  plan  is 
to  bring  down  a  plain  robe,  which  they  deposit  on  the 
stone  steps,  while  they  descend  into  the  water  in  their 
other  rubi.-.  and  there  perform  the  necessary  amount 
of  ablution.  Whila  the  bathers  stand  up  to  t  eir 
waists  in  water,  devoutly  folding  their  hands  in  prayer, 
or  shedding  offerings  of  leaves  into  the  running  stream 
from  large  baskets,  the  priests  are  squatting  on  the 
shore  by  scores,  each  under  an  enormous  umbrella  of 
plaited  bamboo  some  ten  or  twelve  feet  in  diameter, 
and  each  with  a  continually  increasing  heap  of  small 
coin  presented  by  the  bathers — for  what  purpose  we 
do  not  know.  One  of  the  ghats  is  called  the  "burn- 
ing ghats,"  wher*-are  stacked  great  piles  of  wood, 
and  where  the  boats  you  see  coming  down  the  river 
with  enormous  stacks  of  wood  upon  them  unload 
their  burdens.  Here,  in  the  midst  of  the  bathers, 
the  dead  are  burnt  by  their  sorrowing  friends.  The 
body  is  brought  down  lashed  upon  a  small  hand-bier. 
Ifa  man.  it  is  wound  tightly  in  while  robes,  so  that 
every  part  is  covered  ;  if  a  woman,  tiie  robes  are  red. 
The  body  is  then  plunged  over  head  in  the  stream, 
and  there  left  lying  in  the  water,  half  submerged, 
while  the  fr;ends  bu.ld  the  funeral  pyre.  When  the 
pile  is  half  built  the  body  is  laid  on.  and  then  more 
wood,  and  then  the  torch  is  applied,  and  the  smoke 
of  the  burning  soon  pours  fortli  in  thick,  murky  vol- 
umes. \S'hen  the  wood  is  burned,  all  the  parts  of 
the  body  that  are  left  unconsumed  are  thrown  into 
the  Ganges,  down  which  they  float  till  the  birds  and 
fishes  finish  what  the  fire  leaves  undone.  This  cre- 
mation goes  on  daily  ■  and  during  one  short  visit,  be- 
fore breakldsl,  we  saw  si. v  funeral  tires  lighted,  but  did 
not  feel  called  upon  to  walch  the  entire  destruction  ol 
the  several  pyres. 


The  ways  in  which  babies  aredressed  and  "tended" 
in  different  countries  would  m^tke  quite  an  inierestirg 
study  for  our  young  folks  if  theyoniy  slopped  to  think 
about  ii.  The  Greenland  baby  is  dressed  in  furs  and 
carried  in  a  sort  of  pocket  in  the  back  of  his  mother's 
cloak.  When  she  is  very  busy  and  does  not  want  to 
be  bothered  with  him,  she  digs  a  hole  in  the  snow  and 
covers  him  up  all  but  his  face  and  leaves  him  there 
until  she  is  ready  lo  take  care  of  him  again.  The 
Hindoo  baby  hangs  in  a  basket  from  the  roof,  and  is 
laughl  to  .smoke  long  before  he  learns  to  walk. 
.A.mong  the  Western  Indians  the  poor  tots  are  lied 
fast  to  a  board,  and  have  their  heads  flattened  by 
means  of  another  board  fastened  dovvn  over  their 
foreheads,  in  T..ima  the  little  fellow  lies  all  day  in  a 
hammock  swung  from  a  tree  lop.  like  the  baby  in  the 
nursery  song.  In  Persia  he  is  dressed  in  the  most 
costly  silks  and  jewels,  while  in  Yucaun  a  pair  of  san- 
dals and  a  straw  hat  are  thought  to  be  all  the  cloth- 
ing he  needs.  Ti.e  contented-looking  little  one  is  a 
German  baby.  His  limbs  are  carefully  wrapped  in 
folds  of  cloth,  beciiuse  his  manmia  thinks  that  is  the 
way  to  make  him  grow  straight  ;  then  he  is  lightly 
pinned  up  in  a  pillow  made  expressly  for  him  ;  the 
case  is  drawn  over  his  little  feet  and  fastened  in  place 
with  bright-colored  ribbons.  Made  up  into  this  cu- 
rious bundle,  his  nurse  can  toss  him  about  without 
the  least  danger  of  hurting  him  or  bumping  his  head. 


The  "Columbarium"  in  the  new  cemetery  at  Golha 
has  been  completed.  The  town  authorities  have  de- 
cided that  the  coffins  for  cremation  are  not  lo  meas- 
ure more  than  seven  feel  four  inches  in  length,  thirty 
inches  in  width,  and  twenty-nine  in  height.  The  urns 
to  be  placed  in  the  Columbarium  are  not  lo  be  more 
than  thirty-two  inches  in  height  and  seventeen  in  di- 
ameter. The  e.Kpense  of  cremation  of  each  body  will 
amount  lo  aboui  $6. 

A  Western  lawyer  included  in  his  bill  agairist  his 
client:  "To  waking  up  in  ihe  night  and  thiokiog 
about  your  case,  $5." 


SCENERY  AND  SCENE  PAINTING. 

Writing  from  Paris  "  Spiridion''  says  :  I  give  you 
below  a  curious  example  of  the  pains  taken  by  our 
theatres  to  secure  the  success  of  new  pieces.  Com- 
pare it  with  the  heller-skelter  way  in  which  new  plays 
are  brought  out  by  your  theatres,  where  it  is  not  un- 
common to  see — however  that  is  none  of  my  business. 
Some  persons  think  that  scene  painting  is  an  inde- 
pendent art ;  that  the  manager  of  a  theatre,  after 
reading  a  manuscript  play,  sends  for  his  scene- 
p.iintcr  and  says  ;  "  The  scene  is  laid  in  such  a  place, 
at  such  a  time  ;  make  me  a  sketch  fulfilling  these  con- 
ditions.* Thereupon  the  scene-painter  j^ives  reins  to 
his  imagination  and  makes  a  palace  or  a  temple  as 
his  fancy  pleases.  Persons  who  hold  these  opinions 
are  mistaken.  The  manager,  or,  when  the  author  is 
experienced  in  dramai  c  matters,  the  author  arranges 
ih.e  scenery  to  suit  with  the  requirements  of  the  play. 
So  far  from  giving  the  reins  to  the  scene  painter,  he 
says  to  ihe  latter  :  "  My  characters  enter  here,  Itave 
there.  The  interest  of  the  dialogue  requires  that 
they  should  step  so  many  paces  from  this  piece  of 
scenery  lo  that  piece  ol  scenery.  You  must  place 
here  a  break  in  the  ground  against  which  my  char- 
acters shall  stumble,  or  behind  which  they  may  hide. 
I  do  not  want  you  to  paint  scenery  which  shall  of 
itself  be  beautiful  ;  your  first,  greatest  care  must  be  to 
piiint  scenery  which,  while  pleasing  the  eye  (if  possi- 
ble), must  above  all  things  contribute  to  bring  out  the 
salient  points  of  my  play  to  which  I  may  call  attention." 
You  should  hear  the  discussions  which  take  place 
upon  the  sketch  when  the  scene-painter  brings  it  to 
the  manager's  office.  Manager,  author,  stage-man- 
ager, all  the  actors,  examine  it  in  every  detail,  manu- 
scripts in  hand,  and  insist  upon  changes  here,  or 
changes  there.  The  actor  must  in  the  fourth  act  rush 
forward  furiously  on  the  stage  ;  hoiv  can  he  do  so  if 
the  door  be  too  far  back,  if  he  meet  this  or  that  ob- 
stacle in  the  way?  The  unhappy  scene-painter  in 
vain  urges  tnai  tl'iis  obstacle  placed  there  delights  the 
eye  and  adds  beauty  to  the  landscape.  The  author 
replies  that  the  play  was  not  written  for  the  landscape, 
but  the  landscape  was  pointed  fur  the  play,  that  the 
most  beautiful  scenery  is  that  which  gives  most  effect 
to  the  play.  .A  former  manager  of  the  Odeon.  and  a 
very  skillful  manager  he  was,  talked  with  me  one  dny 
upon  the  necessity  of  subordinating  scenery  to  action. 
He  said  :  "Scenery  must  be  merely  the  humble  ser- 
vant of  action.  W\  its  office  is  to  figure  action  and 
make  action  as  sensible  lo  the  eyes  as  dialogue  makes 
it  sensible  to  the  mind."  He  gave  me  a  curious  ex- 
ample of  the  truth  of  ihis  remark.  He  determined 
to  bring  out  Alfred  de  Mussel's  Carmosine.  "  Car- 
mosine  "  made  her  appearance  in  the  fifth  scene  of 
the  fiist  act,  v.  hile  her  father  was  talking  with  an  old 
friend  about  her  and  about  the  disease  which  was  un- 
dermining her  constitution  rapidly  ;  so  that  when  she 
iippeared  in  the  garden,  her  father  showed  tender  un- 
irasiness  about  her.  She  was  to  say ;  "  Well,  father, 
are  you  uneasy  ?  You  look  at  uie  with  surprise. 
You  did  not  expect  to  see  me  up,  did  you?  'Tis  I, 
nevertheless.  Don't  you  recognize  me?"  Were 
these  sentences  to  be  uttered  rapidly,  all  in  one 
breath,  in  a  coaxing  tone,  and  ended  by  a  kiss? 
This  manner  was  tried.  It  was  thought  cold.  The 
actress,  who  was  to  play  the  part,  suggested  that  it 
would  be  best  to  enter  slowly,  like  a  convalescent 
who  walked  languidly,  and  lo  repeat  so  slowly  each 
sentence  that  when  she  uttered  the  last  phrase : 
"Don't  you  recognize  me?"  she  had  reached  her 
father's  side  and  held  out  her  brow  for  him  to  kiss, 
This  manner  was  tried,  and  it  proved  as  unsatis- 
factory as  the  first.  The  manager  and  all  the  artors 
were  astonished  to  see  a  dialogue,  which  was  so 
charming  when  read,  utterly  fail  of  effect  when  per- 
formed. Thereupon  the  manager  had  a  very  in- 
genious idea.  He  supposed  that  the  chamber 
from  which  Carmosine  came,  and  which  neceS' 
sarily  looked  on  the  garden,  had  steps  by  which 
persons  came  from  the  chamber  to  the  gaiden. 
When  Carmosine  entered,  she  leaned  on  the  balus- 
trade and,  addressing  her  father  from  this  distance, 
said;  "Well,  father,  are  you  uneasy?  You  look  at 
me  with  surprise?''  She  then  began  lo  go  down  the 
steps.  She  went  down  one  step  :  "You  did  not  ex- 
pect to  see  me  up;''  sheweni  down  another  siep  ; 
• '  Did  you  ?  'Tis  I "' — she  went  down  the  last  step — 
"nevertheless;"' — she  walked  to  her  father — "don't 
you'' — and  when  she  stood  by  his  side — "recognize 
me?'' — and  held  out  herbiowto  be  kissed.  Why 
did  the  manager  ask  the  scene-painter  for  these  steps 
going  from  Carmosine's  chamber  to  the  garden?  Was 
his  intention  to  delight  the  eyes  by  this  break  in  the 
landscape?  Xoi  a  bit  of  it.  He  translated  DeMus 
set's  dialogue  to  the  eyes.  He  made  the  dialogue': 
impression  deeper.  Suppose  this  detail,  which  he 
had  voluntarilyadded,  had  spoiled  the  proportion  and 
beauty  of  the  lines  which  the  scene-painter  had  im- 
agined, the  manager  would  nevertheless  have  been 
right ;  for  the  object  sought  was  not  to  place  btfore 
the  public  scenery  beautiful  in  itself,  but  to  give  re- 
ahty.  embodiment  to  the  poet's  idea  by  means  of 
scenery." 


The  war  has  begun  in  good  earnest.  The  cor- 
respondents accompanying  ll:e  English  column  that 
is  moving  into  Afghanistan  are  already  writing  back 
about  grapes  that  are  l.^^ge^  than  walnuts.  This  is 
the  correspondent's  tactics.  He  begins  lo  lie  about 
the  things  he  sees,  and  then  it  is  only  two  or  three 
days  before  he  is  ready  to  lie  about  a  battle  that 
lasted  all  day.  and  resulting  in  the  slaughter  of  289,- 
675  856  of  the  enemy  and  "  the  death  of  two  of  our 
pickets."  And  he  usnally  tries  to  convey  the  im^ 
pression  that  one  of  these  pickets  died  of  eld  age. 


We  hive  heard  but  one  adverse  criticism  on  Wil- 
helmj  since  he  reached  this  couniry.  A  West  W 
man  heard  him  play  in  Cleveland,  and  says,  "he  don't 
put  enough  rosin  on  his  bow."  In  the  midst  of  the 
warm  showers  of  praise  that  have  been  rained  upon 
him,  this  must  fall  on  the  heart  of  the  great  fiddler 
like  a  snow  storm  in  August. 


Once  there  was  a  Man  who  sought  to  Cheai  the 
Merchant  to  whom  he  Sold  his  Grain.  He  slyly 
Measured  out  the  Wheat  with  a  half  bushel  ihat  held 
onlv  fourteen  Quarts.  But  the  Merchant,  who  was 
an  "Observant  Man,  paid  the  Farmer  with  Silver 
Coins  worth  eighty  cents  on  the  Dollar. 


"  Get  right  out  of  this,"  shouted  an  irrinied  mer- 
chant to  a  mendacious  clerk.  "  This  is  the  third  lie 
I  have  caught  you  in  since  ten  o'clock  this  morning." 
"Oh,  well,'  said  the  new  man,  "don't  be  loo  hard 
on  me.     Give  a  fellow  lime  to  learn  the  rules  of  the 

hOUiC."  

He  who  boasu  of  his  lineage,  boaits  of  ihat  which 
does  not  belong  to  him. 


THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY 


OLIDAY 

GIFTS. 


Do  not  fail  to  see  our  magnificent   slock.     For  particulars, 
see  Bancroft's  "Christmas  Messenger."     Supplied  free. 


OPEN     EVENINGS. 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIA^i  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  3  P.  .M,  Sunday  11  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  ihe  office. 


KURRAGHEE  RUGS! 


A 


SK  FOR   THEM  IN   THE  LEAD- 

ing  Carpet  Stores.     Manufactured  by 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO., 

38  Geary  Street. 


OANNaOOAL 

A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRA  TE 

-^      COAL  for  sak  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  718  Sansome  Street. 


BUTTERICK'8 

PATTERNS-DEC.  STYLES. 

Send   stamp   for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
ban  Francisco. 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

Ko.  24  Post  Street, 

6.\N  FEA^"CISCO,  CAL. 


Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
IMPARTS   A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 


cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 


French,  Gern^an,  Spani.';h,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilitie-,  and  enjoying  a  mor«  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of 
public. 

LIST   OF   FACILTY. 
E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C.  Woodbur>', 

H.  M.  Stearns,  A.  P.  Capp, 

Mrs,  C.  Woodburj*,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chesnutwood,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 

A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Scregni, 

R,  Sorcini.  Geo.  Jebcns, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  .\.  Vander  Naillen. 

For  full   particulars,  call   at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.   HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 


No.  510  S.\CK.\MENTO  Street. 


J.  J.  CLARKE,  M.D. 

No.  106  Slockion  Street.  S.m  Francisco. 


J.J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


p     C.  MO  II -BR A  V,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

'     224  STOCKTON  ST..  corner  Post.  S.  F. 


THE  VERT!GAL  FEED. 

^pHE  Oi\L  1 '  POSIT/ 1  'E  SUCCESS  IN 

-*  all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  sli-Jttle 
machine  in  the  m-vkct.  The  N  ew  D.wis  Vektical  1  B.^\i 
->.w,.vG  M.ct.vB,  .3oPostST«t.^^_^^  SHF-.nON. 

p.  S —Howe,  Florence,  Wheeler  &  WiUon,  ,,f,Acr  & 
Baker,  Domestic,  Weed,  WUlcox  &  (Jibbs,  f  -'  -^^  ^••'^ 
each. 


THE 


ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


Sas  FRANClsro,  December  6.  1878.      ' 
Mv  Dear  MAOnK. :— Did  youevt-rgo  loa  variety 
show?    1  know  you  fmwn  darkly  upon  that  sort  of 
thinE.  but  then  I  admire  cK-vcmcis  wherever  I  find  it,  j 
and  1  really  h.»ve  seen  a  liitle  of  it  in  a  \-arifty  troupe.  ( 
It  was  not  high  art.  but  it  was  amusing.     1  thought 
wc  might  at  least  iki^s  a  jolly  hourwiih  the  Josh  Hart 
troupe,  so  Jack  and  1  ver>'  fooliihly  wended  our  way 
to  the  Standard  on  the  opening  night.    The  place  was 
tTowd*^.     The  thcUrc  i-^  small,  tht  night  was  warm. 
We  were  obliged  to  ni.ikc  our  way  through  a  solid  I 
wedge  01*  perspiring  humanity.     At   first   I   tried   to  1 
walk  through,  but  soon  found  myself  lifted  off  my 
feci  and  wafied  through  the  ptialanx.  which  closed  in  ' 
in- a  w.iv  that   promised   ho|>elessly  for  exit.     What  p 
that  audience  suflfered  during  that  miserable  evening  ; 
can  not  Iw  told  in  words  ;  that  is  to  say,  I  can  not 
tell  it  in  mv  own  wonis.     But  the  air  around  me  was 
blue  with  a  Iang\uge  singularly  terse  and  [>er;picuous. 
and  which  expressed  the  case  so  e.\actly  that  I  am 
sorry  I  did  not  lake  it  down.     How  1   missed  the  , 
Surprise  Party,  the  little  bobolinks,  and  robins,  and  i 
sparrows,  the  pretty  girls,  and  the  lively  music,  when  | 
the  curtain  rose  on  one  of  those  bare,  sparse  sets  sa-  i 
cpcd  to  negro  minstrelsy.     The  "bughable  sketch''  1 
dragged  through  and  made  way  for  Mr.  Dave  Rt-ed.  j 
who  pLiys  a  bone  solo  fairly.     He  wa«;  followed  by  t 
the  ineviiable  pair  of  Irishmen  in  a  Dutch  acL     1  ; 
have  seen  many  Irishmen  in  Dutch  eccentricities ;  in  I 
(act.  it  seems  sometimes  as  if  the  whole  variety  stage  j 
is  held  by  young  Irish  lads  ;  but  1  have  never  vet  se-n 
a  genuine  Dutchman  in  an  Irish  act.    Funny,  isn't  it? 
Murphy  and  Shannon  went  through  the  usual  per- 
formance :  kicked  the  fioor  till  they  raised  a  big  dust, 
convcr>ed  with  tf.e  orchestra  leader  in  tjiat  charming- 
ly facetious  style  which  is  so  amusing  to  those  on  Uie 
suge  and  so  mcffably  tiresome  to  those  in  front,  ac- 
cepted (heir  encores  with  the  usual  alacrity,  and  re- 
tired in  favor  of  Miss  Helene  Smith,  the  impress  of 
Song  and  Dance.     I  thought  the  Empress  was  about 
to  give  a  slick-rope  performance,  she  was  so  e.\act  a 
copy  of  that  type  of  performers.     She  was  arrayed  ' 
d  ia  Lucreiia  Borgia,  in  black  velvet,  and  wore  a  piir  \ 
of  silver  clogs— why,  I  can  not  say;  perhaps  some  I 
time  in  the  hazy  future  she  may  intend  to  attempt  a  ! 
dog  d.ince.     She  frisked  around  a  Itttte  after  each  1 
stanxa  this  time,  it  is  tnie,  but  she  can  not  be  said  to  | 
ha\c  danced.    Exit  Empress,  enter  Fostelle  and  Arm-  1 
strong.     I  do  not  often  express  an  extreme  opinion, 
but  1  think  Mr.  H.  Armstrong  has  about  as  little  Uil- 
cni  as  any  one  I  have  ever  seen  attempt  to  entenain  ! 
an  iiudience.     As  for  Fostelle,  his  dancmg  is  wonder-  ' 
fully  <ood.    He  may  not  quite  .ipproach  the  premiere  , 
•jjWh/,;  in»grace  and  finish,  but  is  better  than  half  I 
the  seconds.    But  he  has  that  excessivdy  disagreeable  \ 
familiarity  with  the  audience  ;  be  is  inexcusably  vul-  | 
gar,  and  he  sings  like  a  screech-owl     We  did  get  1 
something  good  after  all.     Mr.  Frank  Bush,  a  young  ■ 
actor  of  the  So!  Smith  Russell  school,  pre*ent«l  two 
or  ttiree  sketches  which  were  really  admirable,  espe- 
cially his  imitation  of  Denman  Thomi>son  in  Joshua 
\V kit  comb.     It  really  seemed  that  thai  wholesome 
old  Vankee  must  have  come  back  again,  he  looked  so 
natural   in  the   familiar  place.     Then  Bobby  New- 
comb's  dancing  w-as  very  good.     Fancy  a  man  grow- 
ing old  under  such  a  name  as  Bobby  !    Bobby,  i  may 
remark  in  pissing,  has  a  temper.     Every  one  else 
struggled  w  ith  the  musical  dift'iculties  w  ith  the  patience 
of  a  saint,  but   Bobby  evinct-d  a  most  unmistakable 
and.  apparently,  almost  irresistible  desire  to  punch 
the  orchestra  leader's  head.      I  believe  the  whole  au- 
di«*ncc  would  have  risen  simultaneously  to  assist  him 
if  he  had  carried  out   his  amiable  intention,  for  no 
other  orchestra  man's  head  was  ever  more  in  need  of 
that  saluL-ir>- process.     But  I  could  not  helpadmiring 
the  man  s  sangfroid.     He  fiddled  away  with  exa5>T- 
aiiriij  cilmncis,  out   of  time,  out  of    lune.  bli'sfulty 
otj!i.ious  of  all    the   performers,  who   clipped  their 
h  l^d^  for  faster,  or  tried    to  slow    him  up,  or  called 
■■  t')iid';r'    or  "  fian<,y"  all  in  vain.      1    cime  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  must  be  a  trance  musician.     He. 
played  just  badlyenough  to  be  under  spiritual  inspira- 
tion.    !  wonder  »hcrc  v.incty  Momen  learn  losing. 
The   Richmond  sisters,  dressed  of  course   in  boys' 
clotlies.  first  in  white  satin,  and  afterwards  in  red. 
;inil  w\\\\  their  faces   made  Up  in  thai  exaggeraCed 
st>lc  n'ri:ch  \m}.\v\  eiT\=-   most  affect,  favored  us  with  a 
^pcciniri    of    \\.\-~  \nK-c.       It    was   very    distressing. 
They  cot  o'li     :  ti-tilh.  and  cvcr>-   one  in  the  atidi- 
t-ri._-    c  ;       -'-    'I'  bre.tt!i.    in    sympathy.       But    ihey 
*^v  ::'Iy  through  iwovtrses.  Ahilcweall 

:vs  in  trying  to  ciich  a  breath.   Poor 
rather  neatly,  but  it  w^is  not  to  be 
r-;ij   )'_■:;  ;i.-  fciiint;   growing  stronger  every  mo- 

ment th.^t  one  IV  i;t  .1  v.icuum,  and  I  am  ccnain  I  did 
not  gel  my  bn'-ii!;  for  five  minutes.  Mi>.s  Jennie 
Engle  .almost  took  it  a«.iy  -i gain  when  she  oa^hed 
upon  the  &c._'ne  \n  f.tJe  puii..  .tnd  commenced  a  song 
in  an  ei:nc^t-rTitcTl 
and  gi'<  ~ 
songs 
length.  ^ 
the  new  t  :-..  ll  .li 
dlci  I  c^'cr  saw. 
and  she  \ises  it 
cowed,  stunno:! 
not  ii.irrf  no;  t 
whicli  di,i  n.n 


:  jr  she  is  said 
_•:  ase%-er.     \S' 

.^  ..ijojt  the  variciv  i. ... 


She  goes  for  the  gods, 

■..mcnl  in  cheap  motto 

-   ';siic    is  their  extreme 

jcsc  question,  Beecher, 

."^u--  -.z  r.e  most  vigorous  Sl  Ce- 

She  h.is  a  voice  i;ke  a  war  trumpet, 

r»II      Th-'    mdienc:   was  abashed, 

.ded  because  they  did 

-nded  wnth  a  readiness 

-hnrss.     She  gave  us  a 

■  —  ^ave  us  Wash- 

"■;  the  American 

nd  her,  but  did 

>'.>.  It  a  "'  winding 

i  thencxi  night 

:i  spare  you  any 

id  you  about  the 


much  of  her  music.  She  looks  trim  a.s  *'  Prince  Ra- 
ph.iel."  and  aipers  around  very  nimbly.  !  think  the 
little  woman  has  cultivated  herself  for  bn-eches  pkirts 
Litely.  and  takes  unkindly  to  petticatts.  Mr.  Beverly 
a-S  "  Tremnlini"  was  very  much  beruffled.  and  looked 
as  big  as  Gog  or  Magog.  He  forbore  to  tuni  any 
somersaults.  It  was  impossible  towiden  the  stage  on 
short  notice,  and  we  were  obliged  to  accept  him  for 
a  clown  on  circumstantial  evidence.  The  choruses 
are  very  pretty  in  this  opera,  and  were  encored  as  of 
old,  but  the  hunters  bad  not  that  sylran  look  which 
proper  costuming  would  give  them.  They  looked 
rathi-r  like  half-clad  courtiers  than  huntefls.  Even 
Mrs.  Oaies  was  careless  in  her  costume  In  this  scene, 
and  the  pretty  and  very  tiecoming  green  hunting  suit 
was  missing.  Mr.  Meade  as  the  romantic  "  Paola" 
was  rather  amusing.  Mr.  Taylor,  whose  humor  is 
decidedly  peculi.tr,  reveled  in  puns  and  gags  to  his 
he-art's  content.  The  juvenile  pleasure  which  he 
takes  in  his  puns  is  something  extraordinary,  and 
some  of  them  arc  so  awfully  bad.  He  must  be  a 
very  bewildering  sort  of  a  person  to  act  with,  for  he 
constructs  a  libretto  of  his  own  with  every  opera,  and 
seems  mnocent  of  cues  in  any  situation.  We  are  to 
have  the  Sultan  of  Mocha  next ;  rather  a  shaky  name 
for  an  opera  touje.  it  strikes  me,  considering  the 
license  it  implies,  but  who  cin  tell  when  simple 
/'Sweet  Marjoram"  developed  so  very  peculiar  a 
plot,  in  which  the  little  medal  maiden  is  given  such 
immense  advantage  in  the  choice  of  husbands.  A 
fropos  of  shady  plots,  h.^vc  you  heard  of  the  pro- 
duction of //<'///  s-'it  ifui  mal  Y  pettu  /  It  is  a  most 
extraordinary  melange.  English  people  of  condition 
are  set  up  at  housekeep'ng  with  a  man-servant  and 
maid-servant,  the  one  a  wild  Irishman,  the  other 
heaven  knows  what.  The  ladies  go  out  to  do  a  little 
shopping — a  peculiarly  .-Xmerican  transaction.  No  one 
ever  saw  such  a  buying  of  rings  and  earrings  except- 
ing at  Chribtm.as  time.  "Sir  Leicester  Hastings" 
inspects  his  wife's  bundles  when  she  leaves  the  apart- 
ment for  a  moment  In  fact,  this  dignitied  English 
nobleman  is  a  regular  '•spook."  Now,  Madge, 
fancy  the  humblest,  most  frugal  American  pulling 
over'  his  wife's  handkerchiefs  and  hose  to  see  what 
she  has  bought  when  she  goes  shopping  !  The  lady 
of  the  house  has  a  violent  quarrel  with  the  maid- 
servant. This  is  about  the  most  spirited  scene  of  the 
play.  Think  of  Rose  Wood  and  James  O'Neill  be- 
in^' nbli^hed  to  act  this  sort  of  stuJt !  Imagine  Rose 
Wood,  who  has  played  "Agnes.'  and  "  Marie."  and 
the  Saratoga  belle,  whatever  her  name  was,  and  a 
dozen  other  beautiful  parts,  being  obliged  to  do  the 
tragic  over  a  fractious  maid-ser%-ant  who  would  go  out 
without  leave  !  To  what  a  pass  have  we  come  when 
Eer\-ant-girlism  is  the  basis  of  a  drama.  To  be  sure, 
there  is  a  lot  of  loose  jewelry  floating  about,  but  the 
entire  superstructure  rests,  after  all.  upon  two  domes- 
tics. Tliere  are  ser\'antsand  servants.  A  "  Madame 
Hortensc,'' as  played  by  a  janauschek,  is  something 
to  see,  but  a  "  Watkins."  as  played  by  a  Miss  May 
Halt,  is  too  much.  Somehow,  Madge,  no'.with- 
sunding  my  experience,  I  can  be  humbugged  by  see- 
ing a  name  in  ctipiial  letters.  I  siiw  Miss  May  Hart's 
name  in  letters  half  a  foot  longwhen  she  arrived,  and 
my  childish  belief  in  capitals  revived,  I  fondly  ex- 
pected that  she  might  be  able  to  do  something,  but 
I  found — another  amateur.  What  an  amaleurasylum 
the  place  has  Iteconie.  I  can  not  say  whether  or  not 
Miss  De  Fcrrcst  belongs  in  this  roll,  but  1  think 
iTot.  Miss  Pretcott,  however,  is  an  amateur,  but 
talented  ;  Miss  Cobb  is  an  amateur  but  promising  ; 
Miss  Grace  Pierce  is  an  amateur  with_  all  the  elocu- 
tionary mannerisms  of  the  girls  of  the  San  Francisco 
High  School.  What  a  soft,  pretty  eye  she  has  when 
one  gets  near  enough  to  the  stage  to  see  it.  I  think 
she  will  come  out  some  day  if  she  does  not  fall  into 
the  primness  which  was  fatal  to  Carrie  Wyatt.  At 
Baldwin's  we  have  Miss  Kate  Corcoran,  who  is  really 
an  amateur  but  shows  no'traces  of  it.  In  fact,  this 
lady  lounges  about  the  stage  with  wondrous  self-pos- 
session. It  may  be  a  little  less  languor  would  be  be- 
coming. Every  chair  becomes  to  her  a  sleepy  hol- 
low, and  every  chair-back  a  prop.  She  has  a  nice 
taste.  Miss  Corcoran,  not  only  in  dress,  but  in  the 
playing  of  little  pans.  The  fates  may  be  thanked 
that  there  will  be  no  more  dt^butanies  and  no  new- 
plays.  They  are  simply  bores,  however  charitable  one 
may  feel.  As  for  Honi  soil  qui  ma  I  y  peine,  if  it  be  re- 
garded as  a  good  Spanish  comedy  the  Spanish  are 
easily  amused.  WTiy  then  would-  not  Spain  be  a 
good  field  for  these  unfortunate  commonwealth 
troupes.  WTiy  should  not  all  the  unemployed  local 
ulent  migrate  to  Spain  since  Australia  is  overrun  ? 
Ckira  Morris  <  onies  back  next  week  with  Conscience. 
a  play  in  which  Kate  Salamander Claxton  once  maJe 
quite  a  hit  But  Clara  Morris  played  it  afterward  in 
Brooklyn,  and,  as  Jack  says,  "walked  all  around 
Kate.'*  They  have  engaged  Samuel  Piercy  to 
strengthen  the  cast,  and  I  suppose  there  will  be  a 
grand  crush  on  the  opening  night  Meantime  we 
lose  Miss  Cavendish.  I  for  one  am  sorry,  although 
I  can  not  get  as  many  f)eopleto  agree  with  me  on  the 
stibject  as  I  should  like.  They  have  developed  a  new 
trageJi.in  up  at  the  California  in  the  person  of  Mr. 
("harlcs  Welles,  who,  I  suppose,  came  third  or  fouith, 
or  MJmelhing  Tike  that,  in  the  comp;iny.  He  makes 
a  ver^'  'air  "  Orlando  "'  lor  he  is  trim,  good  looking. 
and  speaks  well  *"  Romeo"  ta.\ed  him  a  little  more. 
I  think  that  like  many  young  actors  he  has  the 
B.irrett  f-ver.  I  recognized  a  few  f.imiliar  inflections. 
He  played  the  p;irt  not  badly,  although  he  let  his 
ardor  carry  him  away  too  soon  in  the  stronger  pas- 
S1SI.-S.  Miss  Cavendish  is  too  ipaturt:  looking  for 
"Juliet,"  and  she  is  not  a  tragedienne,  but  she  makes 
a  mad,  merry,  witching  romp  of  "  Rosalind."  and  I 
amquite  sure  she  will  be  a  delightful  "Beatrice." 
How  o<ld  it  seemed  to  see  any  oneelse  than  Harry 
Edwards  as  tlic  "  melancholy  Jacques.*"  »I  am  not 
quite  ceilain  but  that  1  prefer  Barton  Hill.  Miss 
Cavendish  will  be  followed  by  Chanfrau  in  Kit. 
Picture  the  differenr-e  !  I  shall  be  obliged  to  devote 
myself  to  Clira  Morris  and  the  Princess  of  Trebizonde, 
One  is  sure  of  a  little  fun  at  the  latter  performance 
for  those  three  English  comedians  are  very  clever  in 
their  way  and"  the  choruses  arc  exceptionally  good. 
Somehow  I  found  it  easier  to  make  jack  take  me 
there  ilwn  anywhere  else.  •  Adieu. 

Vours  faithfully,  Bktsv  B. 


Princess  ^  Tretizonde.      i   am    sure    1   never  quite 

missed  little  Drew  or  John    How«>n  till  now,  but  .as 

1  .->!T';#!t  Lulu  Sie\Tns  is   infinitely  preferable  either 

''■'-  Larkelle.  or  to  that  acme  of  stupidity.  Rose 

-    and  the  chorus  girls  are  really  pleasant  to 

ron  and  quite  agreeable  to  listen  to.     Mrs. 

-  -:     ~:ia3  a  brand  n«w  cold,  aod  was  obliged  10  omit 


This  is  the  centennial  week  of  the  Oates  Opera 
Bouffe  season  at  the  Bu.ih  Stnx-t  Theatre.  Wednes- 
day Last  the  one  hundredth  performance  was  given, 
on  which  occasion  a  saiin  and  gold  souvenir  of  the 
event  was  presented  to  each  lady  in  attendance.  So 
great  has  been  the  demand  for  them  since  that  a 
souvenir  matinee  will  be  given  to-day.  with  the 
Princess  of  Trebizonde  as  a  bill,  each  lady  receiving  a 
programme  in  satin  and  gold.  Next  Monday,  for 
I  the  fir^t  time  in  America.    .Mfrcd    Cellier's  grand 

i  spectacular  opera  bouffe.  Sultan  of  Mocha,  « ill  be 
presented,  with  new-  dresses  from  London,  and  new 
and  gorgeous  scenery  by  Graham.  This  opera  will  be 
the  holiday  attraction  at  the  Btish  Street, 


TOLD  IN   LETTERS. 

My  Dej\R  Em  : — Have  you  been  to  .Mrs.  Koer- 
net's  lately  ?  You  will  be  ciiarmed  to  see  the  changes 
made  there  recently.  The  store  has  been  consider- 
al>ly  enlarged  by  the  moving  of  the  embroidery  parlor 
closer  to  the  front  window,  and  also  improved  in  ap- 
pearance by  its  tasteful urrangcnient  wnhinand  with- 
out. The  sp.icc  gained  is  to  be  filled  with  a  large 
stock  of  elegant  goods,  now  on  their  way  from  f^u- 
rope  and  Japjin.  Some  samples  of  the  former  are 
already  dispUiyed.  in  Bohemian  glassware,  toilet  sets, 
vases,  etc,  that  promise  fine  things  for  the  coming 
holidays.  Many  of  the  handsomest  were  sold  before 
11  ey  had  fairly  touched  the  shelves,  which  goes  to 
show  the  taste  th.it  selected  them.  Of  all  these  will 
be  duplicated  in  a  few  days.  There  will  be  every  de- 
scription of  can-ed  wood-work,  brackets,  and  boxes 
among  the  incoming  pretty  things.  Christm.as  is  be- 
ing provided  for  by  all  manner  of  fancy  work,  for  the 
fashioning  of  which  Mrs.  Koemer's  fingers  are  fa- 
mous :  toilet  boxes  in  silk  and  satin — suitable  gifts,  by 
the  way,  for  either  male  or  female  friends — sofa  and 
toilet  cushions.  b.igs.  smoking  caps,  slippers,  mats, 
and  tidies ;  in  short,  everything  that  Cin  be  made 
with  the  needle.  Mrs.  Koerner  is  also  ngent  for 
Madame  Demoresi's  patterns,  and  you  know  without 
telling  what  her  ow  n  p-itterns  are  for  embroidery  and 
monograms — the  handsomest  in  town.  A  new  artist 
has  arisen  among  us  us,  a  Miss  Emily  Ryder,  an 
English  lady,  and  a  pupil  of  the  Government  Art 
School  at  Kensington,  from  which  she  brings  the 
highest  diplomas  for  excellence  in  portrait,  landscape, 
and  porcelain  painting ;  crayons,  water-colors,  and 
the  decoration  of  tiles  ;  and  special  qualifications  for 
the  teaching  of  all  Besides  a  large  number  of  orig- 
inal pictures,  and  copies  of  famous  masters  (her  own 
work),  she  brings  several  fine  landscape  and  marine 
views  in  water-colors  by  Mrs.  riume,  and  some  heads 
— exceedingly  strong  bits  of  work — by  Miss  Kip, 
both  famous  English  artists.  These  arc  for  sale  at 
Miss  Ryder's  new  studio.  No.  26j<  Keamy  Street 
Such  pretty  things  as  there  arc  at  Mayer's,  213  Kear- 
ny Street,  in  the  way  of  gold  and  silver  filagree  jew- 
elry, bouquet  holders,  lace  pins,  and  so  on,  and  one 
set  (the  queerest  and  quaintest  bit  of  Chinese  car\'- 
ingi.  a  pin  and  earrings  cut  from  the  beak  of  a  crane 
and  mounted  in  gold,  the  color  a  rich  amber,  and  the 
design  .a  cluster  of  flowers — the  prettiest  oddity  I 
have  seen  lately.  Admirers  of  California  products 
will  find  this  store  the  headquarters  for  California 
diamonds.  Love  &  Goldstein,  at  the  same  number, 
are  doing  a  rushing  business  in  candies.  Their  cara- 
mels, candied  fruits  and  nuts,  are  fit  for  the  gods,  and 
there  is  a  genuine  candy  pull  there  every  night  of  the 
week,  the  results  of  which  are  given  away  in  samples 
the  next  day.  They  have  put  down  the  price  of  mo- 
lassses  candy  to  25c.  a  pound.  My  godsons,  Billings. 
Harbourne  &  Co. ,  evidently  mean  to  win  the  sweet  god- 
dess, Success,  by  a  bold  coup  rather  than  by  slow  and 
timorous  advances.  Tbftir  two  stores,  now  thrown 
into  one  and  connected  by  a  graceful  archway,  are 
filled  w  ith  new  and  enticing  goods  of  every  description. 
The  Russian  leather  goods  counter  is  a  special 
favorite,  and  there  are  novelties  without  end  there 
and  at  the  siaiionery  department,  where  1  saw  some 
of  the  prettiest  card-writing  and  fancy  printing  im- 
aginable. New  books  come  so  thick  and  fast  I  can 
not  begin  to  particularize,  but  go  and  see  for  your, 
self.  By  the  way,  1  hear  it  said  that  this  store  is 
the  headquariers  of  all  the  pretty  girls  in  town  who 
are  seeking  for  Christmas  gifts  in  their  line.  It  cer- 
tainly looks  like  it,  and  when  the  new  department  for 
perfumes  and  other  toilet  accessaries  is  fully  estab- 
lished it  will  be  still  more  so.  Since  I  last  wrote  I 
have  had  many  a  delightful  half  hour  at  Lawton's. 
where  there  are  hosts  of  ChrislmaiS  novelties.  I  like 
the  systematic  way  in  which  everything  is  arranged 
there.  Have  you  noticed  it?  Down  the  east  side  of 
the  store  are  the  elegant  tea  sets,  ice  pitchers,  Danish 
terra  cotta,  Wedg\vood,  Copieland,  Minton,  and 
Royal  Worcester  wares,  the  Galvani  bronzes  and 
French  clocks  ;  on  the  west.  Webb's  ornamental  and 
table  glass,  artistic  faiences  of  images,  Doulton  and 
Lambeth,  Whatcorabe,  terra  cotta,  bronze,  Parian 
and  Belgian  ware,  and  those  lovely  clocks  with  the 
cathedral  chimes.  On  the  north  end  are  the  Bo- 
hemian glass  g^oAs.  jardinieres.  Venetian  mirrors, 
Choisy  le  Roy  placques,  vases  from  Dresden,  and 
Weissen,  and  Corinth  ewers.  There,  too.  you  will 
find  two  dishes  made  for  Frederick  the  Great  They 
are  an  excellent  match  for  the  new  Dresden  sets 
Mr.  Lawton  has  just  received.  At  the  southern  ex- 
tremity of  the  store  are  Japanese  porcelains,  engraved 
glass  in  ruby  and  crystal,  the  Gien  and  Longny 
faiences,  .^.arreguimnee  desert  ware.  Harlequin  sets. 
Cloisonne  enamels,  Luccn  delia  Robbia,  Nancy  ware, 
and  \"ergonian  cups  and  vases.  There  is  also 
something  Very  beautiful  as  well  as  entirely  new  in 
the  glassware  ornamented  with  delicate  sprays  of  flow- 
ers in  while  enamel  ;  it  divides  my  artistic  affections 
with  the  iridescent  glas-^,  the  making  of  which  is  one 
of  the  lost  ans  revived,  and  that  you  can  get  here  in 
every  possible  shape,  from  a  soap  bubble  paper-weight 
to  elaborate  vases.  Don't  you  recollect  the  room  in 
the  D-^nish  section  at  the  Centennial,  that  was  filled 
with  the  Copenhagen  Terra  Cotta?  Mr.  Lawton  has 
some  dainty  bits  of  it  It  is  the  finest  made,  and 
its  manufttcture  is  under  Government  supervision. 
"More  finally."  as  Emery  Ann  says,  Mr.  Lawton  is 
having  prepared  a  concise  Utile  manual  of  Keramics, 
which  will  contain  a  deal  of  information  in  a  small 
space,  and  which  is  to  bo  el^antly gotten  up  by  Ban- 
croft. It  wilt  be  given  away,  too,  to  patrons  and 
friends.  Mr.  Meyers,  of  825  Capp  Street,  still  wears 
the  belt,  as  the  fighting  men  say.  as  the  champion 
Koumiss  maker  of  the  Pacific  Coast,  as  he  was  the 
original  introducer  of  it  here,  and  the  only  genuine 
concocter  of  that  delicious  beverage.  One  heeds  only 
to  look  at  Mr.  Meyers  himself  to  be  con^inc-.-d  of  its 
etficacy,  as  he  is  his  own  best  proof.  Mrs.  Meyers  is 
making  an  equal  reputation  for  herself  as  a  com- 
pounder of  the  most  palatable  of  blackberry  brandy, 
that  is  so  welcome  a  cordial  in  sickness.  You  won't 
think  you  have  had  your  just  dues  if  you  hear  noth- 
ing of  the  Diamond  Pidace  this  week.  Colonel  An- 
drews is  surp.assing  himself  in  beautiful  novelties  for 
Christmas  tide,  in  which  diamonds,  in  every  form  of 
setting  and  for  every  possible  ornament,  as  usual  take 
the  lead.  Moreover,  he  has  never,  he  tells  me  him- 
self, sold  these  gems  at  so  low  a  figure  as  this  season. 
A  fine  pair  of  solitaires  can  be  bought  at  the  "  Pal- 
ace" for  525.  and  you  can  spend  55,000  on  a  pair  if 
you  like  that  better.  The  sapphire  breastpin,  sur- 
rounded by  a  double  row  of  diamonds,  gets  numbers 
of  admirers.  It  is  said  to  be  the  finest  stone  of  its 
kind  on  the  coast.  Turquoises  in  various  combina- 
tions, with  silver,  with  diamonds,  and  in  plain  gold, 
are  the  rage  of  the  hour,  and  the  Colonel's  collection 
of  these  lovely  gems  is  a  rare  treat  Sixty-five  i»irs 
of  diamond  bracelets.  What  do  you  think  of  that 
for  one  item  of  a  collection  equally  large  in  every 
other  direction?    Au  revoir.         LitiAS  Dubois. 


This  paper  is  printed  with  ink  furnished  by  Chas. 
Eneu  Johnson  &  Co.,  509  South  Tenth  Street,  Phil-  ' 

adelphia,  and  59  Gold  Street,  New  York. 


Yosemiie  Art  Gallery,  T.  H.  Boyd,  26  Montgom- 
ery Street. 


B 


BALDWIN'S    THEATRE. 


TitoiiAS  Macitire. 

F.  LVSTKK 

G.  K.    ClIlI'MAN.  .  .. 


Managhk. 

.ACTING   MaN-aGBK. 
, Tkeaslrbr 


Tliis  (Saturday)  Matinee  and  Evening  and  Sunday,  will   bt 
iicied,  tiy  pariiLuLir  rcqiiL-si, 

PINK   DOMINOS. 


MONDAY  EVENING.  DEC.  9. 
TTic  management  has  the  honortoAnnounce  that  in  defer- 
ence  10   the  wish   of  the  public,  .is  expres^scd  by  coniinu;tl 
inquiries  and  requests  at  the  I>oxolllice,  a  rc-cnK.igemciit  h.i% 
been  elfccicd  with  the  grcal  emotional  actress, 

CLARA  MORRIS, 

Who  will  appear  in  her  nt«  pl.iy. 

CONSCIENCE, 

Clara  Morris  as  COXST.\XCE,   supported  by   the    full 
strength   of  the  great   Icf^ilimatc   company  of  tnis  theatre.  ' 


c 


CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barto.s'  &  Lawlor. Ma.sagbrs. 

Bakto.s  Hill Acti.ng  Manager. 


Commencing   Monday,  Dec.  9th,  the   inimitaViIe  actor,  Mr. 


F.  S.  CHANFRAU, 


In  his  great  crcalic 


KIT, 


Supported  by  a  powerful   cast.     New  scenery  byVoegtIir 
including  complete  panorama  of  the  Mi»>i!»ippi  River. 


Seats  may  be  secured  at  the  box  office. 


B 


USH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


Centennial  Week  of  the 

ALICE  OATES  OPERA  BOUFFE 
SEASON. 

SOUVENIR  MATINEI;, 

PRINCESS  OF  TREBIZONDE, 

I  Saturday,  i  v.  m.,  when,  in  response  to  tlie  numerous  re- 
quest for  the  memento  given  at  the  one  hundredth  perform- 
ance, will  be  presented  to  each  lady  in  attendance  a  Satin 
and  Gold  Souvenir. 


Monday  next,   first  lime  in   America  of  Alfred  Cellier's 
Grand  Spectacular  Opera  Bouffe, 

SULTAN  OF  MOCHA, 

With   magnificent  dresses  from   London,    new  scenery  by 
Graham,  novel  effects,  etc 


STANDARD  THEATRE. 

^"^  Bush  Street,  between  Monigomeir  and  Keamy. 


Lessfe  and  Manager M.  A.  Kesnedv. 

Busi-sess  Manager P.  H.  Kibbv. 

Treasirer. C.  S.  Wai.to.v. 


Immense  success  of 


JOSH  HART'S  NOVELTY  CO. 


HOUSES  CROWDED  NIGHTLY. 


The    Fine5it   OrganLtation   that   has  ever  visited  the  Pacific 
Coast. 


LADIES'   MATINEE  TO-DAY,   AT  2  P.  M. 


Next  week  an  ehlire  change  of  programme. 


r^RAND     VOCAL    AND    INSTRU- 
^^     metital  Concert^  given  to 


8.  W.  LEACH, 


By   his  musical  friends   of   San    Francisco,   at   PLATT'S 
Hall,  on  Mo.sday  Evening,  Decembei  9. 


The  following   ladies  and   gentlemen  have  kindly  volun- 
teered their  services :  THL  SCHMIDT  QUINTET,  Miss 
Alice  Schmidt,  Mr.  Louis  Schmidt,  Sr.,  Mr.  Louis  Schmidt 
Jr.,    Mr.    Clifford   Schmidt,    .Mr.  Ernest   Schmidt,  Mr.  D.   ' 
0"Lonnell,    Mr.  .Alfred    Kellcher,   .Mr.  E.  SchUt,  the  Glee   , 
and  Madrigal  Society,  Mrs,  Marriner-Campbcll,  Mrs.  J.  E. 
lippcit,  Mrs,  Maggie   Pearcc.  Mrs.    BlaLc-Alverson,   Miss 
Ida  Beuilcr,  Miss  Emma  Beutler,   Mr.  B.  Clark,  Mr.  S.  D. 
.Mayer,    .Mr.  J.  E.  Tippeil,   Mr.  W.  C.  Campbell,    Mr.  C.    ■ 
W.  Dungan,  Sir.  W.  S.  Edwards.      Accompanists — Mr.  G. 
T.  Gee  and  .Mr.  H.  O.  Hunt. 

Tickets.  5',  may  be  had  at  the  Music  Stores.  Reser%'ed 
seals,  without  extra  charge,  can  be  ^secured  at  Gray's  Music 
Store  on  the  day  of  Concert. 


BOOKS  OFTHE  WEEK 

Life  of  .\Iexander   H.  Stephens.     By  Johnston  and 

Browne.     Cloth $3  50 

India  and  her  Neighbors,  Ey  W.  P.  Andrew.  Cloth  7  50 
Oratory-  and  Orators.  By  William  ilatthews.  Cloih  2  00 
The  Leavenworth  Case.     A  novel.     Uy  /V,  K.  Green. 

Cloth I  50 

Pleasant    Spots  around  Oxford.     By  Alfred   Rimmer. 

Cloth 

A   Face   lUumiQcd.     A   novel.     By   Rev.   E.  P.  Roe. 

Cloth - I  50 

Angelo,  the  Circus  Boy.     By  Frank  SewalL     Cloth,,   i  00 
Apple  Blossoms.     Poems.     Ky  E.  and  D.  R.  Goodale. 
Tne   Normans  in  Europe.     Epoch  Series.     By  A.  H. 

Johnson.      Cloth i  00 

Lindsay's  Lack.     By  Mrs.  Buriiett.     Paper 30 

Prescription  Writing.     By  M    D.  Mann.     Cloth 

Handbook  of  Nursing  for  Family  and   General  Use. 

It  is  the  Fashion.     Star  Series.     Cloth i  00 

New  Books,  Juveniles,  Games,  and  Staiionery. 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  .\XD  STATIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

Seal-skin  Sacqaes,  Sa.tchels.  etc. 
The  seal-skin  sacques  of  same  length  as  the  Dohl- 
man  is  the  favorite  this  season.  It  is  owing  to  the 
fact  that  they  may  be  made  to  fit  closer  at  the  back, 
which  gives  the  whole  costume  a  more  elegant  ap- 
pearance. The  Dohlman  is  however  selected  by 
many  ladies  for  the  general  air  of  comfort  it  presents. 
In  this  day  of  neatly-fitting  costumes  in  which  the 
graceful  is  the  one  prominent  feature,  we  may  predict 
that  the  seal  paietot  \\  ill  assume  complete  sway  for  at 
least  one  or  two  seasons.  The  Dohlman,  however, 
being  a  roomy  garment  places  one  more  at  ease  u  iihin 
its  ample  fold's.  The  sleeves  are  so  large  that  per- 
fect freedom  of  the  arms  is  the  result.  No  winter 
costume  is  more  ele^nt  in  appearance  than  a  com- 
plete suit  of  furs,  embracing  liat.  paletot,  or  Dohl- 
man, and  the  muff,  and  not  forgetting  that  necessarj* 
article  with  ladies  while  shopping,  viz  ;  the  satchel. 
We  noted  with  the  various  styles  in  furs  at  the  estab- 
lishment of  H.  Liebes  &  Co.,  furriers,  No.  113  Mont- 
gomery- Street,  a  handsome  assortment  of  seal-skin 
satchels.  These  satchels  are  made  entirely  of  seal- 
skin, intended  to  match  the  sacque  or  Dohiman,  and 
certainly  after  ha\ing  seen  this  elegant  article  no  one 
can  be  said  to  be  completely  dressed  without  one  of 
these  satchels,  who  appears  in  furs.  It  is  lined  with 
satin,  has  fur-handles,  and  is  trimmed  with  nickel. 
The  prices  are  very  low,  and  withal  the  article  is  so 
el^ant  that  we  are  not  surprised  that  this  firm  are 
selling  them  very  fast  to  their  many  patrons.  In  fact 
they  have  become  quite  a  rage,  and  the  purchaser  of 
the  seal  sacque  does  not  forget  the  satchel  with  the 
other  furs.  These  satchels  appear  in  all  sizes,  and 
are  manufactured  by  the  above-mentioned  firm  at 
prices  that  arc  much  lower  than  they  can  be  imported, 
so  that  in  this  item  we  feel  that  we  have  given  to  our 
lady  readers  something  that  will  interest  the  pur- 
chaser of  furs. 


Switzerland — Its  Mountains  and  Valleys. 
The  above  is  the  title  to  a  new  and  superbly  illus- 
trated w  ork  now  on  the  counters  of  Messrs.  A.  Ro- 
man &  Co.  The  work  is  magnificently  bound  in 
cloth,  gilt,  and  morocco,  and  contains  over  four  hun- 
dred illustrations.  The  richly-illustrated  volumes  of 
the  past  seasons,  entitled  "Italy,''  "India,''  and 
"Spain."  are  excelled  in  the  present  volume,  not  only 
by  the  real  interest  of  the  subject,  but  also  in  the  pro- 
fusion and  variety  of  its  pictorial  attractions.  The 
silver>^  peaks  and'  blue  lakes  of  Switzerland,  with  her 
mighty  storm  winds  that  sweep  across  the  glaciers, 
and  shake  the  bald  tops  of  the  ancient  forests,  and 
send  to  the  valleys  her  mighty  avalanches,  have  been 
portrayed  by  poet's  pen  and  aniit's  pencil  with  im- 
mortality. Si\  iizerland  has  louiz  since  w  on  the  hearts 
of  her  own  peopie,  and  fascinated  with  her  grand 
scenery  thousands  of  travelers  from  foreign  lands. 
.So  beautiful  and  sublime  is  the  Alpine  scenery  that 
authors  and  artis  s  have  combined  their  labors  to 
transfer  them  to  paper,  to  render  them  permanent, 
and  within  the  reach  of  all  the  lovers  of  the  beauties 
of  natur^.  The  result  appears  in  the  magnificent 
gift  volume  entitled  "Switzerland."  No  pains  or  ex- 
pense has  been  spared  in  the  completion  of  this  mag- 
nificent work,  and  the  happy  buyer  will  have  secured 
a  treasure  in  art  and  literature  who  adds  it  to  his 
library.  Besides  this  elegant  work  we  note  also  as 
gift  volumes.  "Italy,''  "India,''  and  "Spam,"  uni- 
form with  the  above  ;  also  The  Rhine  Illustrated. 
Goethe,  H-^rman  and  Dorothea.  Don  Quxote  illus- 
tra.teJ  by  Dore  ;  al.so  Bryants  Library  o[  Puetry.  and 
the  Yellowstone  National  Park,  illustrated  by  Prang, 
French  pictures  with  pencil  and  pen,  and  the  School 
Boy,  by  Ohver  Wendell  Holmes. 


Photographs  from  Original  Paintings  by  Kaulbach. 
Kauibach,  the  great  German  anist,  has  illustrated 
the  works  of  Goethe  and  Schiller.  The  attempt  has 
been  made  to  portray  the  idea  of  the  artist  in  produ- 
cing the  female  characters  described  in  the  works  of 
Germany's  greatest  poets.  The  muse  of  Goethe  ap- 
appears  in  angelic  form  floating  in  the  air  before  him, 
while  Goethe  sinks  to  his  knees  in  admiration  and 
reverence  before  her.  "  Iphigenia"  is  portrayed  as  in 
the  act  of  restraining  her  fur)'  haunted  brother  while 
gently  barring  his  advance  upon  his  supposed  ene- 
mies, by  disclosing  that  she  is  his  sister  whose  death 
he  has  mourned.  "  Gretchen  ''  is  represented  on  her 
way  to  er.urch,  when  Faiist  sees  her  passing,  and 
seems  amazed  at  the  vision  of  such  beauty  and  inno- 
cence. Gretchen  Mater  Dolorosa  is  represented 
bowed  down  m  the  agony  of  remorse  before  Michael 
Angelo's  pathetic  group  of  the  Pieta.  The  illustra- 
tion of  Helena  represents  Faust  in  the  act  of  kissing 
Helena,  while  Euphorion  with  the  lyre  is  springing 
upwards,  and  Mephistoples  in  the  background  leer- 
ing on  the  picture  of  happiness.  "Herman  and 
Dorothea"  are  painted  while  on  their  way  to  his 
father's  house.  Her  foot  slips — she  falls  into  his 
arms,  breast  to  breast,  cheek  against  cheek.  They 
remain  one  brief  moment,  while  he  merely  supports 
her,  and  not  daring  to  press  her  fondly  and  protect- 
ingly  to  him.  These  elegant  copies  of  the  originals 
are  to  be  seen  at  J.  B.  GoUy's  establishment.  No.  31 
Kearny  Street,  with  many  other  choice  copies  from 
the  masters. 


Auction  Sale  of  Books. 
The  immense  sale  of  books  at  auctien  at  Bartlett's 
establishment,  3  Dupont  Street,  still  continues  un- 
abated, while  the  prices  are  a  terrible  sacrifice  com- 
pared with  former  rates.  Among  the  many  volumes 
being  sold  every  night  may  be  mentioned  the  follow- 
ing :  Beecher's  Life  of  Christ,  in  various  styles  of 
binding ;  Lossing's  First  Centur>-  of  the  C  nited  States, 
Lossing's  Histor>-  of  the  Civil  \Var,  in  three  volumes ; 
Woman  in  Battle.  Johnston's  narrative  ;  Miracles  of 
Jesus,  illustrated  ;  W'omen  in  Sacred  Historj'.  by  Har- 
riet Eeecher  Stovve  ;  Bible  History  and  Sacred  Biog- 
raphy, Iliustrated  Bible  Lands,  good  novels,  a  collec- 
tion of  the  best  Enplis  .  and  French  novelists  in  one 
large  octavo  ;  uniform  with  the  latter,  select  novels 
and  choice  reading  ;  The  L'ncivilized  Races  of  Man, 
Personal  Histor\'  of  U.  S.  Grant.  Unwritten  History, 
by  Joaquin  Miller.  A  full  collection  of  bibles  and 
albums  also,  and  an  extensive  assortment  of  Juve- 
niles ;  of  the  latter  may  be  mentioned  Children  of  the 
Abbev,  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw ,  Robinson  Crusoe, 
Swiss  Family  Robinson.  Gulliver's  Travels.  Pilgrim's 
Progress,  etc.  All  the  standard  poets  and  works  of 
historians  are  also  being  sold. 


Vosemite  Art  Gallery,  finest  photographs,  reduced 
prices,  No.  26  Montgomerj-  Street, 


Go  to  the  Tenace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


Ycsemite  Art  Gallery,  26  Montgomery  Street. 


Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  Street. 


ONDS 


The  most  attractive  assortment  of 


CALIFORNIA 

SPOOL  SILK 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC,  i..:^SE.ss;r4';rST:.if,'s 


TESTIMONIAL. 

ins    I"    i:erlain    advertiser 
ibiished  dt^rogaiory  to  the 

CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK, 

Ve   beg   to  offer   the  following   lestimonia 
f^C/^  r^  ^LIQCMn        S>,        r^r\    ^G  .rom  the  largest  dealers  m  the  «>-. 

CatO.   C.   SHREVE  &   CO.  S,  OALIFORNIA  SILK  MFC  CO, 


And  Novelties,  for  the  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 


110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


H  1  \m 


RSLICE  &  CO. 


No.  136   SUTTER   STREET. 


ENSE    REDUCTION 

IN     SILVERWARE. 

aOLIO  STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  AND  FORKS, 

Of  our  oU'ii  manuJ'Lictiirc.  at  $1,4-0  A'''  ''-•• 

THIS  BEING  MUCH  LOWER  THAN    THEY  EVER   HAVE  BEEN  SOLD. 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AT  LOWEST  RATES. 


KIN  CLOAKS. 


[list  received^  a  lai'ge  assortnicjif  of 


Ver>'  elegantly  finished,  and  will  be  sold  exceedingly  cheap  at 

SULLIVAN'S, 

120    KEARNY    STREET. 


DIAMONOS  OF  RARE  PERFECTION 

In  single  stones,  and  carefully  matched  pairs,  set  and  unset.  ' 

EMERALDS,  RUBIES,  AND  SAPPHIRES, 


W'e,  the  undersii:ned,  hereby  state  that  we 
have  sold  the  CALIFORXIA  SPOOL  SILK 
for  a  number  of  year?,  and  have  found  it  to 
give  entire  satisfaction. 

\^'e  recommend  it  to  the  public  as  equal  in 
quality  to  any  silk  in  this  market,  of  either 
Foreign  or  Eastern  manufacture.  [Signed.] 
DO-\NE    &    HENSHELWOOD,     No.     i 

Montgomery  Street. 
FRATIxXGER  &  NOLL,    lo  to    14    Mont- 

gomerv-  Street. 
F.  CHESTER  &  CO.,  3410  36  llontgomeri-. 
KAINDLER  &  CO.,  Ville  de  Paris,  corner 

Montgomerv  and  Sutter  Streets. 
J.  SAMUELS,  is  Kearnv  Street. 
THE  WHITE  house;  J.  W.  Davidson  & 

Co..  comer  Kearnv  and  Post  Streets. 
S.  MOSGROVE  S:  Co'.,  i  I4and  1 16  Kearny. 
THE  LACE  HOUSE,  D.  Samuels,  104  to 

loS  Kearny  Street. 
BUYER,  REICH  &  CO.,  129  Kearny  Street. 
S.  BINE,  130  Kearny  Street. 
LANDERS  &  GILMORE,  132  Kearny  St. 
SULLI\"AN'S  CLOAK  &  SUIT  HOUSE, 

220  Kearnv  Street. 
THE  SILK  HOUSE,  Samuel  Leszynski  & 

Bro.,  120  Kearnv  Street. 

B.  SCHONWASSER  &  CO.,  222  Kearny  St. 
JACOBS  &  GLASS,  226  Kearny  Street. 

P.  B.  KENNEDY,  232  Kearnv  Street. 
O'CONNOR,    MOFF.ATT    &    CO.,   11 1  to 

115  Post  Street. 
O'NEILL,  KENNEDY   &    STUART,  S75 

Market  Street. 

C.  CURTIN.  911  Market  Street. 

I-  J.  O'BRIEN  &  CO.,  924  to  92S  Market  St. 
b'DWYER  &  EINHORN,  36  and  38  Third 

Street. 
PEIXOTTO    &    SILVERMAN,   42   to   46 

Third  Street.      And  hundreds'  of  others. 


EUREKA  SJM  MF'G  CO. 

PUREKA  STOXE   SEWER  PIPE  A 

specialty.      None  but  the  best  brands  of   rnglish 
Portland  Cement  used. 

Factoky,  555  Brannan  Street. 


AXD    OTHER    PRECIOUS   STONES. 


WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AND  SILVERWARE 

AT  UNENCEPTIONABLY  LOW  RATES. 


PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

'      Have  a  full  as^rtment  of 

T  ADIES'  AND   GEXTS'   EURXISH- 

ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennts  Laces,  a  fine  as^rtment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of     " 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

AnJ  the  Lest  ^tocV;  of 

BOYS*  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  ciiy. 


BRAVERMAN  &  LEVY, 


A 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

TTORNEY  AT  L.iU;  N,>.  jog  Call- 

fomia  Street.  San  Fraiici-^co,  Cal. 


iig 


MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


From  London  and  Paris. 
H.  B.  Siaven,  of  Ihe  Baldvun  Pharmacy,  having 
resident  agents  in  Paris  and  London,  is  in  a  position 
10  obtain  and  retail  to  his  numerous  patrons  all  the 
English  and  French  toilet  articles  at  very  low  rates. 
He  has  just  received  a  splendid  assortment  of  fine 
hair  brushes,  combs,  etc.,  and  elegant  fancy  goods 
suitable  for  holiday  trade.  The  very  Iaie=t  novelties 
in  French  perfumery  and  toilet  articles  for  ladies  and 
gents  mav  here  be  obtained,  as  Mr.  Siaven  is  con- 
stantly being  posted  in  all  the  French  and  English 
novelties  in  thi^  department.  Ladies  who  desire 
something  new  in  toilet  articles  will  do  well  to  call 
upon  Mr.  Slaver,  and  examine  his  recent  importations 
in  this  cla.,s  of  eoods. 

\\V  stopped  a  lady  friend  the  other  day  on  (jeary 
Street,  and  inquired  as  to  the  unusual  excitement  we 
observed  She  replied  :  "  It  is  an  open  secret.  The 
people  of  -San  Francisco  have  found  a  place  to  buy 
their  Christmas  goods  cheaper  than  they  have  dared 
to  dream  of,  and  it's  such  a  nice  place !  In  fact  all 
the  latest  novelties  in  fancy  goods,  card  board  mot- 
toes, chromos,  papelcrics.  toys,  and  almost  everything 
in  the  holiday  line.  The  place  is  easily  found.  It  is 
at  27  Geary  Street,  and  is  kept  by  |A.  S.  Spence  & 
Co.,  and  they  show  you  all  the  goods  with  the  great- 
est of  pleasure. 


CoNbU.MPTTOX  Ci'RKi>- — An  old  physician,  retired 
from  practice,  having  had  placed  in  his  hands  by  an 
East  India  missionary  the  formula  of  a  simple  vege- 
table remedy  for  the  speedy  and  permanent  cur*"  for 
consumption,  bronchitis,  catarrh,  asliima,  and  all 
throat  and  lung  affections,  also  a  positive  and  radical 
cure  for  nervous  debility  and  all  ner\ous  complaints, 
after  having  tested  its  wonderful  curative  powers  in 
thousands  of  cases,  has  felt  it  his  duty  to  n)ake  it 
known  to  his  suffering  fellows.  Actuated  by  this 
motive  and  a  desire  to  relieve  human  sufr<.Ting,  I  w  ill 
send  free  of  charge  to  all  who  desire  it  this  rccii^;, 
with  full  directions  for  preparing  and  usine,  in  Ger- 
man, French,  or  English.  Sent  by  mail  by  address- 
ing with  stamp,  naming  this  paper,  W.  W.  Shkbar, 
7^9  Piii'ers'  Block.  Rochi'sier.  A".    1*.. 


ANNUAL  MEETING.— OPHIR  SIL- 

ver  Mining  Company.— The  annual  meeting  of  the 
stockholders  of  the  Silver  Mining  Company  wHII  beheld  on 
Wkdnesdav.  December  i3th,  1878,  at  one  o'clock  *•.  .m.,  .'.' 
llie  ofiice  6f  the  Company,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Fr.Tn. 
CISCO.  California.  Transfer  book^  will  cluse  on  Saturday, 
December  7th,  at  i^  o'clock  l!. 
^ C.   L.   McCOV.  Secretar>-. 


s 


AVAOE  MIXING  COMPANY. 


For  the  finest  pholographsat  Reduced  prices  go  to 
T.  H.  Boyd's  Yosemitt  .\rt  Gallcrj-.  No.  26  Mont- 
gomery Street. 


Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict, Storcj'  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fourth  (»th)  day  of  December,  1S73.  an 
a-^essment  (No.  36)  of  one  dollar  per  share,  was  levied 
on  ihecapital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Sccrciar>',  ai  ihi:  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  ip.  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
ery- Street.  S.in  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  thb  asscssacnt shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  seventh  (7th)day  of  Janu.ir>*,  1870.  will  bedelinquci.t 
and  .idYttrtiscd  forsalcat  public  auction,  and.  unless  ixiy- 
menl  i-  made  before,  will  be  >oId  on  Mo.ndav,  the  twenty- 
seventh  (lay  of  January-.  1S79,  to  p.iy  the  delinquent  aiscsi- 
mem,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
^ale.  K.  B.  HOLMES,  Secretary-. 

Office.  Room  IS,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  .Montgomerj 
Street.  San  Fniiicisco,  California.  - 

IVIDEND  NOriCE.—THE  STATE 


The  finest  assortment  of  bronze  and  marble 
statuettes,  with  an  endless  variety  of  fancy  articles 
suitable  for  holiday  presents,  can  be  found  at  Ander- 
son &  Randolph's,  cornt-r  o(  Montgomerj-  and  Sutter 
Streets, 


D 


LNVESTMENT  AND  INSURANCE  CO.MPA- 
JJV, — Dividend  No.  67. — ^The  monthly  dividend  for  Novem- 
ber will  be  paid  on  December  10,  aithcir  office,  V  '■^.  aiSaml 
270  Sansomc  Street.  \ 

CHS.  H.  CUSHIN' 
San  Francisco,  December  5,  1878. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


■f 


SCRIPTURAL  QUOTATIONS. 

Editor  Akcosaut  :— There  should  be  a  "  Pro- 
fessor of  Biblical  Lilemlnre"  connected  with  every 
import.int  journal,  to  revise  the  Scriptural  allusions 
and  quotations.  An  cditur  may  be  mighty  In  politics 
and  HTK-M  in  literature,  and  vt^t  not  very  well  versed  in 
the  writinjis  of  Sl  I'au!.'  Even  the  AkgoKal'T 
sometimes  trip?  up.  For  instance,  in  the  last  num- 
ber, in  the  opening  pkira^'raph.  is  this  sentence; 
"  Solomon  foolishly  exalted  his  wisdom  above  his 
shekels,  and  handed  himself  down  to  an  inmiorulity 
of  riJicjie  when  he  declared  that  money  is  tt:e  root 
of  all  evil."  Now,  in  the  first  place,  no  one  in  Script- 
ure ever  said  this.  Ihe  declaration  of  lioly  Writ  is  : 
"  For  /At  /tKv  o/  m?/ier  ii  the  root  of  all  e\'il ;  which 
while  son)e  coveted  after,  they  h;\t!  erred  from  the 
faith,  and  pierced  themwilves  through  with  many  sor- 
rows "  This  is  a  truih  v\hich  we  t  link  no  one  will 
deny.  If  one  will  \\alk  down  California  Strtvt_,  and 
listen  to  the  wci*ping  and  wailing  resultini; from  "the 
lo\*e  of  monry,"  he  will  conclude  that  the  "  piercing 
ihemselvcb  through  with  iu.iiiy  sorrow  s'  was  a  pro- 
phecy. In  the  second  place,  this  was  not  by  Solo- 
mon, but  by  St.  Paul,  in  his  Epiitle  to  St.  Tiniothv 
{CAap.  vi.  V.  fo).  .And  he  adds,  also:  "  Hut  thiy 
that  will  be  rii.-h  fill  into  temptation  and  a  snare,  and 
into  miny  foolish  and  hurtful  lusts,  which  drounmen 
in  destruction  and  p«'rdition."  Alas,  how  true  !  Solo- 
mon's pmciicd  view  is  :  "  Money  answereth  all 
things"  (/Ttr/tf.  .r, /9).  '  K. 


The  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Ktramy  Slreel,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Try  them. 


An  elegant  assortment  of  gold  watches  and  chains 
at  Anderson  &  Randolph's,  corner  Montgomery  and 
Sutler  Streets. 


Mr.  T.  H.  Boyd,  a  well-known  photographer  of 
rare  ability,  formerly  of  the  firm  of  Taber  &  Boyd, 
has  opened  a  fine  gallery  at  N'o.  26  ilonigomery 
street  Mr.  Boyd  does  the  very  best  work  that  can 
be  done  in  this  city — wherr  the  best  work  of  the  world 
is  (lone.  It  would  be  judicious  to  visit  Mr.  Boyd's 
gallery  when  in  want  of  photographs. 


Where  can  one  thoroughly  enjoy  a  swim?    At  the 
Tenuce  Swimming  Oaths.  Alameda. 

BOSTON'  DRli:sS  REFORil. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  miss<;s' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  .Abdominal  Corsets.  N'o. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  on/j'  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  homn-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth. 


We  have  heard  of  an  Englishman  who  went  abroad 
with  the  dcsiiin  of  t.iking  an  cMen-jive  tour  on  the 
continent,  but  who  wis  diverted  from  his  purpose  by 
finding  himself  so  comfortable  on  board  a  certain 
canal  l>oat  in  Belgium,  that  he  went  no  further  ;  pre- 
ferring to  be  a  daily  pi»s->cngcr  in  the  boat,  which 
went  and  returned  between  certain  limits  on  alternate 
days.  There  is  more  than  one  version  to  this  story, 
which  we  believe  to  be  founded  on  fact.  It  seems  to 
be  agreed  that  the  gentleman  started  on  his  iiitL-ndcd 
lour  m  1815,  the  year  of  the  battle  of  Waterloo;  that 
he  landed  at  0->tcnd  with  the  design  of  pushing  on  to 
Brtissels.  and"  that  the  can.il.  b0.1i  which  arrested  his 
progress  was  one  that  plied  between  Bruges  and 
Ghent ;  starting  one  d  ly  at  Ghent,  and  the  other  at 
Bruges.  .Accordmg  to  one  account  which  we  have 
heard,  the  individitd  in  question  went  abroad  not  only 
to  see  foreign  lands,  but  in  the  hopi:  of  nieciing  wkn 
illustrious  p'.'rsoii..ge>  and  distinguished  characters, 
which  will  account  lurhis  making  fur  Brusst-ls  is  1815. 
Finding,  however,  that  on  boird  ihe  boat  he  not  only 
fell  in  with  many  persons  worth  meeting,  but  had  the 
opportunity  of  sitting  down  with  them  at  the  iiidU 
d'hote,  he  thought  he  could  not  do  belter,  and  went 
backward  and  forward,  never  getting  further  than 
Ghent. 

A  young  French  sculptor  named  Vidal.  who  has 
attameJ  high  distinction  in  his  art.  has  been  lotallv 
blind  ever  since  ihe  age  of  twenty-one.  Before  tlii^ 
age  Vidal  had  been  a  pupil  in  the  ate'/cr  of  Bar>c. 
and  ha  1  lenrned  the  technicalities  of  tculptuie.  when. 
quite  suddenly,  he  was  Mri'ick  »ith  blindness.  M<- 
persevered  in  the  profession  I  c  had  adopted,  and 
after  months  of  patient  Ubor  found  that  he  couli 
readily  make  hi>  fingers  do  the  wnrk  of  <'yes.  His 
touch  has.  in  truth,  become  so  iensiiive  that  byme^ns 
of  feeling  his  mixlel  in  everj-  pin  he  is  able  to  repro- 
duce it  with  an  cxac:iiiide  often  not  gained  by  those 
who  merely  see  iL  He  generally  takes  animxls  for 
his  subjects — lions,  stags,  piniiiers,  hares,  horses — 
and  his  skill  in  modeling  their  forms  in  \'arto us  atti- 
tudes is  so  great  that  it  gained  him  a  medal  at  the 
Siton  of  1861.  The  State  has  also  purchased  several 
of  his  marbles  and  bronzes.  One  of  the  most  remark- 
able things  related  about  Vidal  is  that  he  can  jutlge. 
not  only  of  l.is  own  work,  but  also  of  that  of  others. 
by  the  touch,  as  was  proved  during  a  recent  visit  to 
the  Universal  Exhibition,  when  he  showed  himself  a 
very  good  critic  of  the  sculpture  there  ex.-ibiied. 


Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda,  now  open. 


Artistic  novelties,  manufactured  from  California 
quarir.  at  .Anderson  &  Randolph's,  corner  Montgom- 
eiy  and  Sutler  Streets. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  Pict- 
ure Frames. 

Currier.  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Vglvut  Kkamks. 


Sterling  Silverware.— A  large  assortment  of 
elegant  designs  at  Anderson  &  Randolph's,  corner 
Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 


The  finest  haths  are  at  the  Terrace.  Alameda. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  I -adies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  ai  126  Post  Street.  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
sivles.     New  l^ace  Patterns. 


MUSIC  BOXES 


CEO.  W.    PKESCOTT.  IRVING   M.    SCOTT.  H.    T.   SCOTT. 


To  give  an  idea  of  the  relative  distances,  suppose 
a  voyager  through  the  celestial  spaces  could  travel 
from  lae  sun  to  the  outermost  planet  of  our  system 
in  twenty-four  hours,  so  enormous  would  be  his  ve- 
locity that  it  Would  cirry  him  across  the  Atlantic 
Ocean,  from  New  York  to  Liverpool,  in  less  than  a 
tenth  of  a  second  by  the  clock.  Starting  from  the 
sun  with  this  velocity,  he  would  cross  the  orbits  of  the 
inner  planets  in  rapid  succession,  and  the  outer  ones 
more  slowly,  until,  at  the  end  of  a  single  day,  he 
would  reiich  the  confines  of  our  system,  crossing  ths 
orbit  of  NVpiuae.  But  though  he  p.assed  eight 
planets  the  first  day.  he  would  pass  none  the  next ; 
for  he  would  h.ave  to  journey  for  eighteen  or  twenty 
years  without  diminution  of  speed,  before  he  could 
reach  the  nearest  star,  and  would  then  have  to  jour- 
ney as  far  again  before  he  could  reach  another.  All 
the  planets  in  our  system  would  have  \-ani5hed  in  the 
distance  in  the  course  of  the  first  three  days,  and  the 
sun  would  be  but  an  insignificant  star  in  the  firma- 
nent. 

The  Paris  correspondent  of  the  Liverpool  Courier 
writes  :  "  A  fashion  that  is  springing  up  in  Paris,  and 
that  is  as  yet  rather  ■  fast."  is  the  wearing  bv ladies  of 
a  garment  ex.iclly  resembling  a  man's  cut-away  coat. 
I  saw  many  of  thtrse  in  shop  windows,  and  one  or 
two  on  persons  who  c^-idcntly  did  not  mind  being  ol>- 
served.  A  lady  on  the  Boulevard  des  luliens  wore. 
for  instance,  a  dark  green  cashmere  short  skirt,  duly 
plaited,  and  around  her  a  scarf  bordered  with  green 
silk  ;  her  t>odice  was  a  short  cut-away  coat,  fastened 
by  three  buttons  .-it  the  chest,  and  slanting  a.vayat 
the  neck  and  at  the  waist.  leiving  nsible  a  waistcoat 
of  the  palest  shade  of  green  satin,  elaborately  worked 
in  the  darkest  green  silk.  These  cut-away  coats, 
worn  over  fanciful  w,aistcoats.  to  which  I  have  alluded, 
are  destined  to  invade  society. 


Baltimore  h.xs  had  its  laugh.  At  one  of  ihe  thea- 
tres they  are  firing  Mile.  Gsraldine  out  of  a  cannon. 
The  Ex'try  Saturday  of  that  city  relates  that  one  day 
recently  the  Udy  was  duly  fired  out  and  reposed 
calmly  m  the  net  prepired  for  her  reception,  when, 
lo  t  bing  went  the  c-innon.  Of  course  the  discharge 
of  the  ?un  hid  nothing  to  do  with  the  atrial  flight  of 
Geraldine.  and  the  spring  that  worked  Mile.  Gerald- 
ine  and  the  spring  that  worked  the  powder  discharge 
didn't  go  off  logether. 


QF  ALL  DESCklPTIONS  AND   OF 

^"■^  Standard  Rcputaiion,  plaj-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  and  best  assorimeiit  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  COXES  WITH  CH.-VNGEABLE  C\'LIN- 
DERS  alwa>'s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  stj-les  con- 
staatly  recci%'ed.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OK    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
dene  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &.    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
120  Sutter  Street,  San  FrancliCO. 
Branch  of  House.  6S0  Broadway,  New  York. 


THE  LASTJENSATION! 

K  Y^Jii:  SOCIETY  IX  SEARCH  OF 

Truth  :  or,  Stock   Gambling  in  San  Francisco."     A 
Novel,  in  Korty-four  Chapter*,  by 

I.   F.   CLARK, 

A  former  member  of  the  Pacific  Slock  Exchange.     Now 
ready.     Read  it. 


For  the  best  New  Crop  Japan 
"  '*      English  Breakfast 

"  "      Formosa  Oolong 

"  "      Mixed 


TEA 


LO  Rl  N  G'S 

922    MARKET    STREET, 

Minufaciorj-  of  "THE  PRESIDENT  COFFEE"— pul 
up  in  air-tight  cms,  retaining  its  piirity.  frcshnessand  aroma. 


PALACE    HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN'  ALL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND   DESIRABLE   PLACE 

yC^    for  La  :ies,  GenUemen,  a.'.d  Families,     i^  Entrance 

^ouih  side  of  Coan.  A.  D.  SHARON. 


The  ble  Archbishop  Whately  wrote  from  Dublin 
in  1840  :  "  It  is  only  by  making  the  rising  generation 
civilized  beings,  and  not  mere  unfealhered  bipeds, 
that  SociAlism  and  all  other  such  poisons  can  be  ef- 
fectually counteracted.  The  Uw— not  perhaps  in 
these  regions  (Irelind).  but  in  despotic  countries  — 
maj  guard  the  people  against  tlie  arrow  that  flrelh  in 
_t:--e.  tioonday.  but  not  against  the  greater  danger  of 
-±a  pcsiiicncc  that  w-alketb  in  darkness." 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

J^OTARY  PUBLIC,    No.    326K    Mont- 

gomery  Street.     Restdeace,    1S03   Stockton   Street, 
San  Fr--— "— 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY.     54   CLAY   STREET. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)      Post  Omce  Box  2128. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAX     F  R  .-V  N  C  I  S  C  O 


M.VNUPACTURBRS    OP 

Compressed  F.nKines, 

Air  Compressors, 

R^l:  Drills. 

Portable  Hoi'^lin^  Engines. 

Murine  St.-ttionnry  and  Port.-iblc  Buil<:rs 
Daby  Hoist,  complete. 


CONSTANTLY  ON    H^ND  AND   FOR  SALE. 

Direct-acting  Pumpmgand  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  bintion.iry  Engineii, 

OiLirtz  (.Wishing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rode  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps^ 

Chlorodiimg  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Sic^m  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  dcsi^pi,  .ind 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT,  SCOIT  &  CO. 


O.  F.  WILLEY  &  CO 

IMI'OKTEkS    AND    MANUFACTURERS    OK 

FINE  CARRIAGES  &  WAGONS 

No.  4=7  .Mo.\TGOMKKV  St.,  Sas  Fkancisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,   New  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS,   Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREY,  Camden,  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS.  N'e.v  York, 

H.   KILLAM  &  CO..  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


ALSO,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BY  WOOD  GIDSON, 

TO.MPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMEE. 

.Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  M'hips,  etc 


SUR£ 


REi^EDY    FOR    BALDNESS. 

P  (jHLTtpii'-n  pc-ir«i  -Hiiv  person 

-        _  -. wlio  will  MC-i^..' i.ijMy  SJ.,  wtiori  a 

raw  eromhof  Hnlr.  \VhUke"<  t  Mu-i^rlie--^  lanriimily  oro- 
duce*!.    bauUer-oa  U  Uj..  a  CliilonTiacj. -\ew  York. 
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HE  ANNUAL  MEETING  OF  THE 

stockholders  of  the  Gould  S:'Curr>-  Silver  Mining 
Company  will  be  held  at  ihe  office  of  the  Company,  Room 
69,  Nevada  Bl'jck.  No.  309  Monlgomer>-  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California,  on  Monday,  the  ifiih  day  of  December, 
1878.  Transfer  books  will  be  closed  on  Friday,  Deccmbci 
sixth,  1878,  at  the  hour  of  3  r.  v. 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW,  Secretary. 
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TA  TE    OF    CALIFORNIA,    CITY 

and  Countj-  of  San  Francisco — In  Probate  Court. 

In  the  matter  of  the  Estate  of  JOH  N  BLISS,  decea-sed. 
Notice  for  publication  of  time  appointed  for  proving  will, 
etc. 

Pursuant  to  an  order  of  said  Court,  made  on  the  19th  day 
November,  A.  d.  1878,  notice  is  hereby  given  that  -Mun- 
DAV,  the  Cfth  day  of  December,  a.  d.  1878,  at  11  o'clock  a. 
M.  of  said  day,  and  the  courtroom  of  said  Court,  at  (he  ntw 
City  Hall,  in  the  City  and  County  of  San  Fnr.cisco,  have 
been  appointed  .ns  the  lime  and  place  for  pro%-ing  the  will  of 
said  John  Ull^,  deceased,  and  lor  hearing  the  application 
of  C.  H.  PHELPS  for  the  issuance  to  htm  of  Lettcni  of 
Administration  with  the  w.ll  annexed,  when  and  where  any 
person  interested  may  appear  and  contest  the  same. 

Dated  November  15th,  137S. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 

[seal  of  cofftT.l     By  W«.  .^.  Stuakt,  Deputy  Clerk 

Charles  P.  Eell^,  Attorney  for  Petitioner,  66  Nevada 
Block. 
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V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  Counlv  of  San  Francisco. 

IZEITA  GOODHUE,  'plaintiff,  vs.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  tor  ih;  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  ajid  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
(jlBce  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  .State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant: 

Vou  arc  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
tjourt  of  the  Nineteenth  Judici.-il  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  Lity  and  County  of  San  Kranci-sco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  daj-s 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  withm  this  county ;  or,  if  ser\'ed  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  \%-ilhin  twenty  cays' 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  agaiast  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plain c 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  ditioiii'ing  the  bonds  of  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
fore existing  between  plaintiff  and  defendant  upon  thu 
grounds  set  forih  in  the  complaint  un  file  herein,  to  which 
special  reference  is  hereby  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  lail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  ihesaid  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  ihe  reliel"  demanded  therein. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  14th 
day  of  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  sevcntv-e^ght. 

[SEAI-]  THOS.  H.  REVNOLDS,  Clerk. 

By  J.  H.  PiCHE.vs,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Woods  S:  Coffey,  Attorneys  for  Plaintiff. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 
MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurance  Company 

[established  in  1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $300,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 

PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST 

SA.N    FKASCISCO,    CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President.        J.  W.  FOARD,  Manager. 

Fbrd.  K.  Rblb Sccrciarj'. 

r.  G.  Gardner Gcncml  A^cnl. 


COMMERCiAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE    AND    MARINE. 

Principal  office.  405  Califoniia  Street,  San  Francisco, 

JOHX  H.  WISE.  PresiJent. 
CHAS,  a.  L.\T0N,  Sccrci.an-. 


T 


HE  STA  TE  INVESTMENT 


I 


IN'SURj\NCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CAS  H   ASS  ETS S450,000 


Principal  Office,  2iSand  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS.  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  W.ATSON,  Marine- Siirvevo 


QOULD  (S-  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  ol  works,  Virginia, 
Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  iJoard  of 
Directors,  held  on  [he  iSth  day  of  Novcml)er,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  ($1  50J  per 
share  was  levied  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation, 
^aj-ablc  immediately,  in  United  Slates  gold  coin,  to  the 
Secretary',  at  the  otnce  of  the  Compnny,  Room  69,  Nevada 
Block,  309  Monlgomciy-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

Any  stock  upon  which  thisassessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  23d  day  of  December,  187&,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  pubhc  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tue-SDav,  the  fourteenth  day 
of  January,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as.ses.>mcnt,  to- 
gether with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ot  the  Board  of  Directors, 

ALFRED   K.  DURBROW,  Secretar>-. 

OfTice — Room  ^9.  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San   Ftancisco,  California. 
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PHIR   SILVER    MINING   COM  PA- 

Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San 
Francisco,  California,  Location  of  works,  Virginia,  Storey 
County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  5th  day  of  Movembci,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary',  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel  Building,  No.  203  Bush 
Street,  S.tu  Franci.sco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  asse<^sment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  loih  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  payment  is 
made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  30th  day  of 
December,  1878,  lo  pay  delinquent  assessment,  together 
with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  of  the  Bo.nrd  of  Directors. 

C.  L.  McCOV,  Secretary*. 

Office — Cosmopo!i3an  Hotel  Building,  203  Bush  Street, 
San   F  ancisco.  Calitomia. 


A  PPLiCA  TION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

-^^  TRADER.  —  Notice  is  hereby  given  thit  I, 
E>iMA  S.  Howe,  wife  of  Charles  W.  Howe,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  Slate  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  Countj-  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Mo.ndav,  the  23d  day  of  December,  a,  d. 
1878,  the  same  being  a  day  of  the  November  term,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Traderj  and  as  such  to  carry  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  ccunty  and  State  aforcsaio,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  buying  and  selling 
real  and  personal  property  and  m  ning  stocks,  and  to  keep 
boarding  and  lodging-house,  and  to  loan  and  borrow  money 
on  mortgage  or  otherwise,  and  to  do  and  perform  all  acts 
connected  with  or  incident  to  said  different  branches  of  bus- 
iness. EM.^L'i  S.  HOWE. 
San  Francisco,  Cal..  November  i8ih,  a.  u.  1878. 
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\'  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  .A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California  in  and  for  lh«; 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  ol  San  l-'rancisco  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant: 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff,  hi  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
California  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  lo  answer  the  complaint  tiled  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  &r^rvice)  afiA  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  (his  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  daj-s — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 

Ihe  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
di-s-solving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  y'j\x  are  herebj'  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  the  said  complaint,  asabove  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  Diitrict  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seveciy-eight. 

THOS.   H.   REVNOLDS,  Clerk, 

(seal.)  By  W.  Stevensun,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Woods  and  John  J.  Coffhv,  Attome}-?  for 
Plaintiff. 


R 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

pRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  Lo  the  im- 
ported article  by  reason  of  its   freshness   and   the  care  used 
m  lis  product  on, 
PRICE,  LARGE   BOTTLES.  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Corner  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 


No.  310  S-A.NSO.ME  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   C.    MERRILL   &   GO. 
SHIPPING 

— AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 


304  AND  S06  California  St. 


San  Francisco. 


Nkwton  Booth,  C.  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  DoixiE,  San  Francisco 

U/'    IV.  DODGE  &-  CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San   Francisco. 


RARE  ENGRAVING 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

yUST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE  COL- 
lection  of  fins  Engravinss  specially  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothing  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
timerare.  W.  K.  VICKEK.V  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  hfe  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  nots  address — 22  iMontgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH    FRUITS 


Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  on  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Paafic  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 


REDI NGTON    & 

S.^N  FR.1NCISCO.  CAL. 


CO. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Bovk      Price?;  reduced. 

MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco, 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA- HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECI.A.L  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 

PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


WINTER     ARRANGEMENT, 

COMMENCING  Monday,  Nov.  i3,  iSyS. 
Passenger  trains  «-ilI  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend   Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

8  ?0  ^'^■  '"•  I'AILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
c  '"^  Ir^Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  S3-  At  Pajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
X<<,  't'^,"■'""  '"'"■  AP'»S  a"*  Santa  Cruz,  At  Salinas  the 
ih.^  ^"  ■  ^'  ^-  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
iS^bTAGIi  connections  made  with  this  train. 

A.  M.  DAILY    for    San    Jose    and  Way  Sla- 


?    ?0  ,?;  ^^-  ^-^JLY  tSiindays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  and 


4-40  L^' 


ay  Stations. 

DAILY    for    San    Joso    and    Way    Sla- 

A    -,^  P.  M,  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park   and  Way  Sta- 
^•J  ^  tions, 

^  The  extra  Sunday  train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions IS  discontinued  for  the  Wmter  season. 

EXCURSION    IICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  intermediate 
pomts  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  muruiiigs, 
Ooodfor  return  until  foiluwing  Monday,  inclusive. 
A.  C,  EASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Supenntendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN    DIVISIO.NS. 

S^  Pa.'isengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  \nli  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAN'D,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  y..  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  CoUon,  Colorado 
Kiver.  and  VirMA. 


C.  P._R.  R. 

(-•OM.UEXC/XG  MOMDA  V,  DECEM- 

ber  s,  1S78,  .ind  niitil  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEAVE  i^AM  1-KANCISCO: 

OVERLA.ND     llCKET    Oi--FICE    AT    FeKKV    LaNDING,    MaK- 
KET   StkEET. 

7,00    ^-    ^'^-^    ^-i^^y,     VALLEJO 

/     _  _  _  Steamer  (irom    Market    Street   LandinL'^.  con. 


Steamer  (from    Market    Street   Landing),  con- 
th  the  trains  for  Napii  (.Stages  for  SunomaJ.  Cul- 


Meeting 

isi.ig.'.^i>ie  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Coiineciiti] 
(buiiUays  excepted)  tor  Woodland  and  (vnighii 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  W.llows. 

|.Arrive  San  Francisco 


at  Davis 
Landing, 

:.io  P.  M.] 


C^iV  FRANCISCO  AND 
^  NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  jSIonday,  November  n,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice,  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave   San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

?  00  ^-  '^^-^  DAILY,  Simdiiys  inchiaed, 

Jj  Steamer   "James  M.  Donahue"  O^ashington 

Street  WTiarf).  connecting  with  Mail  anr  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Ro^a,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
viUe  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

&&"  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guerneville,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  11.00  a.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office,  Washington   Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughe*.  Gen,  Manager.  A.  A,  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERT\',  C^n.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 


JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  \Vharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND    rIONGKOXG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

BELGIC. 

J.i:iU.ir)- it 

"April ic 


P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

Passenger     Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 


GAELIC, 

February  

May   


OCEANIC, 

I  December 17 

March 15 


Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street. 

For  freight  apply  to  Geo.  H.  Rice,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacific  Mail  ^steamship  Company's  Wharf,  or  No.  218 
California  Street. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class   steamers   with   unequaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Franciseo : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
Nevember  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  \-ia  PANAMA.  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  .-AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DI.\    PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
2oth   of   each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND   PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  loth, 

20th,  and  30th  of  each  month, 

WILLIAMS,  BLANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comar  First  and  Brannan  Streets, 


7,00    ^-  ^^^^    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  0.^k[and  Kerrj-  and  via  Liv- 

crmore)  arrivmg  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m„  and  connecting 
wrih  .-Ulaniic  Express,  Conutcts  at  Niles  with  train  arriv- 
ing at  San  Jose  at  10.15  A.M.  [Keiurning,  train  from  1  rjcy 
arrives  at  6.05  p.  m.] 

8,00  ^-  '^^-^  DAILY,    A  TLANTIC 

Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry,  Northern 
Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marjsvilie, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or,)  Collax,  Reno  (Virginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gall  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  p.  m 

lArriveSan  Francisco 5.1=;  P  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez  AF    RKUUI.EO   RATF.S. 

10,00   ^'    ^^^■'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK' 

land  Fcrr>-),  Local  Pxssenger  Train  to  Hay- 
wards  and  Nilcs.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  4.05  p.  m.] 

3.00 

Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  p.  M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9,15  a.  m.] 

^.00   ^'    ^^-^    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

*J  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Anlioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.  ■^s  a.  m,] 

4.00  ^-  ^^■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERA 

/   '  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Alerccd,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(t)an  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton,  and  Yuma  (.Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ep).  Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angelea,  and 
^'^'"s.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12,35  ■'•  i"-] 

d.  00  ^-  ^'f-'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

1'  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Caiisloga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p.  m,,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

d  00  ^-  ^^^■'  ^U^^DA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

T"'  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  Siin  Francisco  3.oo  p.  m.] 

d.   00   ^-    ^'^■'    DAILY,    THROUGH 

/   *  Third   Class    and   Accommodation    Train,   via 

Oakland  Ferr>-,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  wiih  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  ^-  ^i-   [Arrive  San  Francisco  9.05  a.  .m.] 

^     JQ  P.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL  PAS- 

T'  '  -J  senger  train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  to  Haywards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  .m.] 

r-  QQ   P.   M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

J'  Em  grant     'j'rain    (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Northern  Railway),  to  O^den,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public  conveyance  for  Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  exicjitcd ,  at  "  Melrose." 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL    TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


n^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

-^  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FR.\NCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bond.';) 3.500,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
LoL-is  McLa.s-e,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mack/iv,        J.  L.  Flooli,       Jamiis  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H,  W.  Glek.nv. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  Ki.sg 

Agents  at  New  York,  I  C.  T.  Chkistensen. 

(6z  Wall  Street.)  (Geo.  L.  Bkander, 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers"  Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.     .Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  cusioniarj'  usances.     This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  Last  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 


New  York  Bankers.. 
London  Bankers 


-The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  E.  A, 
Amer    Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 
..Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 
ITie  Union  Bank  of  London. 


7  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN BANK 

■'■  (Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Franxisco, 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligraan  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $t,OQo.ooc 

Surplus  Eat  nings 1^0,000 


^Vill  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world- 


Fred'k  F.  Low, 
Ion.  Steinhart, 
P.  N.  LiLlENTHAL,  Cashier. 


Managers. 


Y^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FRANCISCO 


B  6.10 
7.00 

7-3° 


9.00 
9.30 
10,00 


P.  M. 
12-30 
1. 00 
1-30 
2.00 
300 
3-30 
4.00 
4-30 
5-00 
5-30 
6.00 
6.30 


9,20 

10.30 
cii-45 


A.  M. 

7.00 

A.   .M. 
B  7.00 
BQ.OO 

9.oo|bio.oo 

10.00!  P-  M- 

ii.ooIbs.oo 

12.00 
p.m. 

1.30 

2,00 

'3-00 
4.00 
5.00 
6.00 

■■7.00 
*8.io 

10.30 
11-45 

A.  M, 

B  6.10 


9-30 
10.30 
11.30 


12.30 
1. 00 
3-30 
4.30 

^-30 
6.30 
7,00 
8.10 
9,20 

10,30 


Capital $S-fioo,ooo 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

THOM.A.S  Ekow.v Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Ageno"  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Bo.^ton,  Tremont  National  Bank ;  Chicago,  Unioc 
National  B.-ink;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand :  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  Ci^- and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coa^it. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Fran kfort-on- Main,  •Antwerp.  .Anistcrdnni,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stoclho'm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sytlney,  .Auckland,  i-longkong,  Sha-ng-hai,  Yc- 
kohama.  ^ 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN-  SOCIETY. 


P 


ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Corapany  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARHAR.\,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 

Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgombry  St.,  near  Pine. 

GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Fra;,cisoo. 


CHAS,  N.  FOX. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &.  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^-^       AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  C:al. 

Office,  No.  510  (^lifomia  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  1. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate     <kvo.-ce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and,aU  other  caies  attended  to. 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


B — Sundays  excffiled. 

'  Alameda  passengers  shange  cars  at  Oakland. 

NO  TEAM  THOROUGHFARE. 

The  Long  (Oakland)  Wharf  from  and   after  Dec.  2,  (678. 

will  be  closed  lo  Team-,  Stock,  etc. 

CREEK  ROUTE 
From  Sa  n   Fra  ncisco — Daily — 116.00 — 7. 20 — 8. 1 5 — 9. 1 5 — 
10.15— II. rs  A.M.     13,15—1.15—2,25—3.15—4,15—5.15 
— 6.15  p.  M, 

FROM0AKLAND^Z?il//y — D5.45 — ?.  lO — 8.05 9.05 — lO.OS — 

11.05  A.  M.      12.05 — 1'05 — ^-'5 — 3-oS — 4'OS — 5-05 — 6.05 
p.  M.  B — Sutuinys  exctpUd. 

"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  loi  Monigomerv  Street. 
A.  N.    lOWNE.  T.  H,  GOODMAN, 

GflGeral  Sup'L  Geo.  Pass,  aod  Ticket  Agt. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  0'Si;lli\an, 

TRUSTERS. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  ftL  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  0"Sulli\-an,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R,  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer. EnwARD  Martin 

.Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomerj-  Streets 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wcl  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  E,\press  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  dcpo>itor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  1'.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS"  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorporated October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized '. August  7,  1S78. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 


Jame.s  Bessor 


MARTIN  riELLER, 
I  Secretiirj-  and  Cashier. 


r^RENCH  SA  VINGS 
■^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  BlSH  StkEBT,  ABOVE   KSARNEV,  Sak  FraNCISCO. 

G.  MAKE.  Director. 


MULLER'S 

OPTOMETER.' 

The  only  reliable  instrument  for  Testing 
Defective  \"isioa. 

135  MONTGOME.iV  ST.. 

Near   Bush,   opposii<-     1 
Hotel. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


CHIKHIBE 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Ipstitute  Building. 
ELEGAST  PJA.\OS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

.Sole  .Aceni  Tor  Pacific  CaasLf 

BF  Owitn  of  Chickeriog  Pianos  are  speaalty  requested 
to  leave  orders  for  lunini;  at  warerootiu,  31  Post  Street. 

MUSIC 

KNABE  IM.VNOS, 
Irving  Pianos,  Rogers' Upright  Pianos, 
Prince  Organs,  Waters'  Origans,  Sheet  Afiisie. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  M.VRKET  STREET. 

PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  .MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PL-VNOS. 

Pianos  Tcncd.  Rcnicd.  and  for  Sale  on  the  Installment  Plan. 

WOODWORTH,  SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street   San  Francisco. 


JOE  POHEIM 


il 


77ic  Tailor, 


i%Wj 


203  Montgomcrj'  St.  and  103 
Third  Sircr.t,  under  the  Ru^s 
House,  near  Bubh  Street,  has 
just  received  a  large  a.uortment 
of  the  lalot  style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

OvercoaLs  to  order  from 15 

tS"  The  leodlni:  tiitcstloD  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
*"— irid  at  the  lowest  pricek.  The 


JOE  POHEIM, 

203  Montgomer\'  St.  and    103 

Tliird  St. 
Samples  and     Rules    for   Self- 
Measurement  sent   fro*  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaranteed. 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 


/■ 


VV  ELEGA.WE  OF  DESIGX,  (JCAL 


iiy  of  fints-h,  and  durability  of  polish,  they  arc  every 
way  superior  to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  rconomy,  also, 
tbfry  coit  vvry  much  less,  ar=  stronger,  and  certainly  far 
norc  durable  than  cither. 


AIL  SIZES  AN'n  :si  VI.F.S 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 


A  REVOLUTION  IN  SEWING  MACHINES! 


TH  E 


Automatic 

Fast  superseding  all  others.     Enthusiasm  of  purchasers  unbou7idcd. 

Nothing  like  it  itt  the  tcorld.     So  easy  to  run  a  child  ten 

years  old  can   operate  it.       Entirely   noiseles.i. 

Positively   no  tension    whatever. 

WILLCOX  &.  GIBBS  SEWING  MACHINE  CO. 

0.  L  HOVEY,  AGENT. 

No.  124  Post  Street,  San  Francisco,  and  No.  361  Twei.kih  Stuklt,  Oakland. 

DECORATiON  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AlVARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT! 


fHE  PARIS  EXPOS/T/O.V  HAS  AWARDED  THE  DECORA T/O.Y  OF 
-«       the  Legion  of  Honor  to  Mr.  Henrv  Brewster,  senior  member  of  the  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

iOF  BROOME  STREET,! 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  citj*  of  New  ^'o^k■.  AKo,  the  Gold  Medal,  and  five  Diplomas  of  Merit  to  the  several  foremen  of  departments, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Tlilrteen  Carriages,  a  Pari;  Drag.  Pleasure  Vehicles,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  ihe  late  Exposition, 
as  a  recognition  ef  the  superior  excellence  of  the  work  of  the  Iirm. 

W.  y.  DONLE  \\  the  representative.,  is  now  in  San  Francisco^  and  may  be  found  at 
0.  F.   IVi/tev  &^  Co.'s,  or  at  t/u- Ba/dzcin. 

'J/essrs.  O.  F.  IVILLEV  Sr'  C0.^42j  Montgomery  St. ^arc  Sole  Agents  in  California. 

BREWSTER  &  CO.  (of  broome  street,) 

Broadway,  47th  and  4Sth  Streets,  New  York  City. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.     At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.  F. 


FRENCH  COOKING 


I 


RANGES! 

All  sires,  suitable  for  HoteU,  Restauiants,  Families,  and  I 

Boarding- HooMTS.  1 

W.  W.  MONTAGIJE  &  CO.  | 

Nos.  no,  112,  114,  n8,  &  120  B.^TTERV  St.  I 

CHRISTMAS' 

QA.XDIEU  A.\D   HOLIDAY   UOODS 

^^     supplied  to  Church  Festiial*  and  Parties  at  wholesale 
ral£s-     Imported  Cap  Bonbons,  extra  tine,  Jocents  a  doren. 

ROBERTS,  corner  Bush  and  Poll  Streets. 


''AREROOMS,   N.   IV.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  .STREETS. 


SAN  FRANCISCO 

BRANCH,       SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE.       910   MARKET  ST, 


SHERMAN,  JjYDE   &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING:MACHiNES. 


(TROVER  ts'  RAKER  SEWING  AND 

^-^     Embroidering  SILKS,  Pure  Dye,  Full  Weislit.     To 
the  trade  and  at  retail. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  =9  Post  Street. 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

The  Extra  TOO    i  ards.      Quarter  Ounce.      Ounce  Spools.      Em- 

bi'oidery  Silks. 

THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  over  loo  white  women  and  girls.      Sold 
by  all  first-class  dealers. 


STEINWAY  HALL, 


117  POST  STREET. 


GRAY'S 


NEW 


MUSIC  STOR 


The  greatest  display  of 


TElNWAYi 


AND  OTHER 


PIANO 


\ 


EVER 


EXHIBITED    ON    THIS    COAST. 


GKERBROS  PIANOS  ^Si  BEST 


KOHLER&CHftSE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 
&  OAKLAND. 


ALL  ARE  INVITED. 


IIFII 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

320  POST  STREET, 

San  Frs 


heAr 


VOL.  III.     NO.  23.  SAN   FRANCISCO,    DECEMBER    14,  1878.  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 

CHRISTMAS  ISSUE  OF  THE  ARGONAUT. 


NOTE    THESE   SPECIAL    FEATURES. 


A  Splendid  DoiLble  Number  (tJw^ty-tiuo  pages),  containing  the  following  specialties  prepared  expi^essly 

for  this  issue,  luith  illustrations,  and  a  beautiful  title-page  designed  by  yules  Tavernier 

and  engraved  at  the  establishment  of  Harper  &  Bros.,  New   York. 

nUnLnrli    a  Calif ornian  stoiy,  by  the  mttlior  of  "Big  Jack  Small."  U>     if.    UnLLIi 

IHt    ulNutU    UAI,    a  ingorous  Character  and  Dialed  Sketch,  '  '  L.     H.    uLUDuil. 

IrlL    uUIYIINu    ulnUlliuLt,    a  scholarly  presentation  of  the  Cliimse  problem,  ~  W.     N.     LUulxlilulUll. 

ELEVEN  DAYS  IN  THE  HIGH  SIERRA,  illustrated,     -  GEORGE  B.  BAYLEY. 

SAN  FRANCISCO  THIRTY  YEARS  AGO,  illustrated,  -        JAMES  C.  WARD. 

DnDuLnluKu    IVIUnAL    uUUnAuL,    Hozo  Singlc-handcd  he  stayed  a  Revolutio^t,  A.    U.     IVIUULUtH. 

AL  HARITH,  A  STORY  OF  THE  ORIENT,  -  -        L  H.  FOOTE. 

IHt    U  n  I  N  to  t    IVI  U  U  I     U  U  J    «  Satire  on  the  Sand-lot,  in  the  vernacular,  with  translation,  U I  ll  U    L L L. 

A  CALIFORNIAN  SHEEP  SHEARING,  -  ROBERT  DUNCAN  MILNE. 

DEATH  AND  DESOLATION,  -  BY  THE  LATE  COL  RICHARD  REALF. 
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THE   ARGONAUT. 


MISS  JARVIS'  MYSTERY. 


"  Will  yc  ride  ?  " 

"did"  liarkcr  drew  up  his  horse  to  ask  the  question. 
The  little  muddy  bugg>-  drawn  by  a  big  bay  horse,  with 
sharp  bones  and  short  tail,  was  in  a  sort  of  road— an  uncer- 
tain wagon  track — winding  through  a  scattering  growth  of 
scraggy  pines,  more  or  less  under-grown  with  pink-flowered 
manzanita.  At  the  side  of  the  track  a  tall,  sunbonncted  girl 
was  walking  with  an  alert  air,  swinging  a  tin  lunch-paii.  She 
turned  at  Barker's  call,  showing  a  pair  of  bright  black  eyes, 
and  a  comely,  capable  sort  of  face,  assented  promptly,  and 
mounted  to  the  seat.  Gid  Barker  drove  on  in  silence  for  a 
few  minutes,  slouching  forward  till  his  elbows  were  almost 
on  his  knees,  and  watching  the  ears  of  his  horse.  Mean- 
while the  girl's  bright  black  eyes  took  an  inventory  of  his 
small,  leathery  face  and  '*  seedy  "  clothes. 

"  Ver  the  new  school-mom  in  this  yer  district?"  he  drawled 
at  last,  without  looking  up. 

"  Yes." 

"  Miss  Jarvis  is  yer  name,  aint  it?"— after  another  pause. 

"  Yes." 

Now  it  was  not  at  all  strange  that  Mr.  Barker  knew  these 
facts  ;  for  at  a  quarter  to  nine  that  morning  he  had  traversed 
the  road  in  an  opposite  direction  affixing  posters  to  pine 
trees  and  houses ;  posters  which  set  forth  his  claims  and 
recommendations  to  a  vacant  place  in  the  California  House 
of  Representatives.  He  had  stuck  one  to  the  tiny  log  school- 
house,  just  behind  abend  in  the  road,  and  had  taken  the 
chance  to  ask  of  a  heavy-faced,  half-breed  boy  who  stood  by 
and  stared  : 

"  Got  a  new  school-mom  ?    What's  her  name  ?  " 

But  Miss  Jarvis  had  likewise  improved  her  opportunities. 

"  YouVe  Mr.  Barker,  I  s'pose  ?  Running  for  the  Legisla- 
ture, ain't  you  ? " 

She  had  catechised  the  children  about  the  poster,  and  the 
man  who  put  it  up.  Miss  Jarvis  was  blessed  with  a  very 
large  share  of  the  spirit  of  inquiry. 

"  How  come  you  to  run  in  ^tviuary  ?"'  she  said. 

"  Special  'lection — man  dead,"  said  Barker,  cheerfully. 
"  Course  ye  stop  at  Mis'  Sharp's  ;  I  kin  take  ye  clear  home, 
then." 

They  continued  to  investigate  each  other's  antecedents. 
Barker  learned  that  Miss  Jar\-is  was  "from  the  mountains," 
and  lh:it  this  dismal  wilderness  of  low  knolls,  with  its  thin 
growth  of  pines  and  occasional  sheep-ranches  was  a  populous 
region  to  her.  Her  native  taste  for  her  neighbor's  aftairs 
was  stimulated  by  thus  coming  into  a  new  neighborhood, 
and  just  then  a  subject  came  up  that  roused  her  curiosity  to 
the  utmost.  They  came  out  from  among  the  pine  trees  and 
crossed  a  wide,  gravelly  creek-bed,  where  cottonwoods  grew, 
festooned,  like.the  banks,  with  wild  grape-vines.  A  moment 
later  they  came  to  the  ancient  bed  of  the  same  creek,  now 
become  the  most  fertile  spot  in  the  same  region.  Here  was 
a  shanty,  shaded  by  a  ver>'  old  Cottonwood  that  had  once 
marked  the  edge  of  the  water,  and  surrounded  by  a  thriving 
vegetable  garden  and  orchard.  That  was  a  rare  sight  in 
that  part  of  the  country,  and  Miss  Jarvis  leaned  out  to  look 
at  it  with  eager  interest. 

"  Reckon  ye've  never  been  by  here?"  Barker  said. 

"No,  I've  only  been  here  three  days,  and  I  cut  across 
home  through  the  pine  trees.  Who  lives  here?  I  asked 
Mrs.  Sharp  who  all  lived  round,  but  she  never  told  me  of 
this  place." 

"Well,  Mis*  Sharp,  she's  kinder  funny.  She  don't  like  to 
answer  questions,  an'  I  reckon  she  thought  it'ud  make  a 
good  deaJ  o'  lalkin'  th  say  anyihin'  about  Ol'  Tom.  He's  a 
queer  stick.  Lived  there  by  himself  this  five  year.  Thar 
he  is,  in  that  comer,  by  the  water-pipes." 

Sure  enough,  in  the  fence-corner  was  an  ingenious  home- 
made hydrant,  connected  by  rude  pipes  with  the  stream 
farther  up,  where  water  was  perennial.  Stooping  over  this 
arrangement  and  tinkering  with  it  was  a  tall,  gray-haired 
man,  shabbily  dressed,  and  slouching  in  his  carriage. 

"Do  you  know  him  ?"  asked  Miss  Jarvis,  eagerly. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  him.  Been  in  his  shanty,  an'  that's 
whar  ther  ain't  many  been." 

"  Why  not  stop  and  speak  to  him,  then  ?" 

"Jest's  soon,"  said  Barker,  drawing  up  the  bay  horse,  and 
whistling  a  call,  fingers  in  mouth.  The  gray-haired  man 
turned  and  came  slowly  across  the  field. 

"  Why  hain't  many  been  in  his  shanty  ?  "  Miss  Jar\'is  de- 
manded, meanwhile. 

"Well,  he  don't  ask  'em  to — didn't  ask  me.  Fact  is,  he's 
queer.  He  lets  ye  see  sometimes  that  he's  eddicated,  'ithout 
meanin'  to  ;  one  thing,  he  don't  seem  to  know  how  to  talk 
to  a  woman  any  way  but  stylish,  but  mostly  he  talks  com- 
mon. They  say  he's  got  a  college  .-//-ploma  in  thar.  An' 
they  say  he's  been  a  doctor,  or  jedge,  or  suthin'  sech,  in  some 
city,  an'  jest  backed  out  an'  come  up  yer  to  raise  veg'tables." 

Miss  Jarvis  had  no  time  for  more,  for  "Old  Tom"  was 
close  to  them.  As  he  came  nearer  she  saw  that  he  was 
younger  than  his  gray  hair  and  shambling  gait  made  him 
seem.  If  he  had  straightened  up  and  stepped  out  freely  he 
would  have  been  quite  stalwart ;  he  had  a  heavy  blonde 
beard,  and  listless  blue  eyes  ;  hisl  features  were  fine  and  in- 
telligent, but  with  a  passive,  indifferent  expression. 

"Well,  Gid,"  he  said,  absently,  standing  between  the 
wheels,  and  leaning  his  arms  on  the  seat.  "  'Lectioneerin', 
hey  ? " 

"  Yaas.     Coin'  to  vote  for  me  ?  '■ 

"  Do'  know.     Like's  not  I  shan't  vote." 

"Oh,  you'd  oner  vote' for  me,  hadn't  he.  Miss  Jarvis? 
Le'me  interduce  ye  to  Miss  Jarvis,  Tom;  she's  yer  new 
school-mom." 

Instantly  the  battered  hat  came  off  with  a  courteous  gest- 
ure, and  Tom  straightened  up  from  his  slouching  position. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  madam  ;  I  did  not  see  that  Mr. 
Barker  had  a  lady  with  him.  I'm  glad  to  meet  you.  Miss 
Jar\'is,  and  I  hope  your  school-teaching  here  will  be  ver>- 
pleasant.  I'm  afraid  ladies  find  teaching  these  vtry  remote 
schools  rather  wear>'  and  thankless  work." 

"This  seems  to  be  an  easy  school ;  mostly  half-breeds, 
and  they're  too  stupid  to  be  troublesome,"  Miss  Jar\is  said, 
much  impressed  by  the  impalpable  air  of  courtesy  and  re- 
finement in  the  man's  tone  and  manner.  "You  don't  send 
any  children,  do  you  ?" 

She  meant  it  for  a  home  question,  and  watched  his  face. 
V.iz  -.eonly  said,  indifferently  though  politely  :  "No,  I  have 

Ol  dat  pleasure." 


When  they  had  driven  on.  Miss  Jarvis  began  :  "  But 
you  must  know  somt-f/ihij^  about  him.  Where'd  he  come 
from  ;  and  what's  his  true  name?" 

"  We-f  11,"  began  Barker  leisurely,  settling  himself  for  a 
story,  "this  'ere's  all  ever  /  knew^an'  I  ain't  no  bad  hand  to 
find  out  things,  neither.  Say  eight  year  ago  thar  come  a 
tramp  'round  whar  I  was  at  Shasta.  Tramps  wasn't  every- 
day diet  them  days,  an'  folks  'd  give  'cm  money.  But  this 
man,  says  he  :  '  Wha'  does  a  man  do  yer  fcr  a  livin'  when  he 
ain't  got  no  capital  ?'  says  he.     An'  says  I,  bein'  by,  says  1  ; 

*  Herds  sheep.'     '  Kin  1  herd  yours?'  says  he.     An'  says  I  : 

*  What's  yer  name  ? '  And  he  says  :  *  Tom  ; '  and  not  a  word 
more  could  I  get  outen  him.  Then  1  says  :  '  Whar'd  ye 
come  frum  ? '  .A.n'  he  says,  says  he:  '/Ml  over;  I've  ben 
trampin'  it  this  five  year,  an'  now  I'm  sick  on  it,  an'  wan'  to 
settle  down.'  says  he  ;  an"  that's  all  ever  I  got  outen  him. 
Well,  1  hired  'im  ;  and  he  jest  stuck  to  the  herder's  camp, 
an'  never  spent  nothin'  ;  an'  in  two  or  three  years  he  pros- 
pected 'round  an'  bought  that  'ar  patch,  an'  put  it  into  gar- 
den. He's  ben  addin' to  it  ever  sence.  There  haint  no  sech 
garden-stuff  in  the  county  as  his'n  ;  but  he  won't  try  to  make 
money  ;  sells  his  stuff  to  Chiny  peddlers  fer  jest  enough  to 
save  himself.  Ye  see,  he's  sort  o'  cracked  ;  smart  enough 
fer  governor,  if  he  was  all  there.  He's  kind  o'  wrapped  up 
in  his  garden  ;  once  a  lot  o'  sheep  broke  away,  an'  cum 
acrost  a  piece  of  new  corn,  an'  used  it  clean  up.  Well,  they 
do  say.  Old  Tom,  he  really  cried  when  he  see  it,  bein'  as  he's 
gettin'  sorter  childish  ;  but  he  wouldn't  take  a  cent  for  it. 
"Tain't  the  vally  of  the  corn,'  says  he  ;  '  but,'  says  he,  *  it 
makes  me  feel  bad  to  see  that  pretty  field  all  spoiled.' 
Seems  like  he  feels  fer  his  garden,  not  havin'  anythin'  else  to 
be  fond  of,"  ended  Barker,  sentimentally. 

But  Miss  Jarvis  was  not  sentimental. 
"  May    be   he's    hiding    from    officers,"    she    suggested. 
"  Wasn't  there  ever  sheriffs  here  looking  for  some  one  ?" 

"  Plenty  of 'em,"  said   Barker,  chuckling     "Some  one  or 
'nother  always  sends  'em  after  Tom.     They  go  up  an'  'rest, 
him,  an'  examine  him,  an'  come  away  an'  say  he  ain't  their 
man.     He's  got  quite  used  to  bein'  arrested,  Tom  has." 
"  Don't  he  ever  have  letters  ?" 

"  Not  a  letter.  Once  a  letter  come  to  the  office  for  an 
Austin  Wedgwood,  an'  one  to  the  postmaster  askin'  about 
sech  a  man.  He  went  to  Ol'  Tom,  but  Tom,  says  he  : 
'  'Tain't  none  o'  mine  ;  I  don't  know  no  sech  man.' " 

"  Why,  good  land  ! "  cried  Miss  Jarvis  in  great  excitement, 
with  her  eyes  blacker  and  her  cheeks  redder  than  ever  ; 
"there  was  a  letter  like  that  came  to  our  postoffice  !  Just 
the  same  name  !  " 

"  Folks  are  always  writin'  all  over  Californy  after  stray 
men,"  said  Barker,  philosophically.  "They  think  that  Cali- 
forny's  'bout  as  big  as  a  township,  an'  that  everybody  here 
knows  all  the  men  in  the  Slate.  Well,  here  we  are  ;  glad  I 
come  along  jest  right  to  bring  you  home.  Suppose  you  jest 
take  this  poster  along  with  ye,  an'  get  one  o'  them  big  boys 
to  stick  it  up  on  the  shed  whar  it  kin  be  seen  frum  the  road." 
Miss  Jarvis  stood  on  Mrs.  Sharp's  unplaned  door-step  a 
moment,  watching  the  buggy  roll  away,  in  the  low  wintry 
sunshine  that  made  the  manzanita  shrubs  rosier  than  ever. 
"  Great  Representative  hcUl  make,"  she  thought.  "  He 
ain't  educated  at  all."  Then  she  turned  to  a  more  interest- 
ing subject.  "  I'll  find  out  that  Old  Tom  before  I  set  foot 
but  of  this  district,"  she  said  with  decision,  turning  to  open 
the  door. 

But  what  picture  is  this  that  awaits  her?  She  stopped 
short  in  the  doorway  to  stare.  A  little  carpetless  room,  with 
unplaned  walls  ;  a  fireplace  of  rough  stone  ;  a  wide  red  glow 
in  the  darkening  room,  falling  full  on  a  strange  lady  who  sat 
and  knitted  in  an  old  crippled  rocking-chair.  But  sitch  a 
lady  !  Amanda  Jarvis  had  never  seen,  even  in  a  picture, 
such  a  clear,  pure  contour,  where  the  bent  head  and  rounded 
cheek  showed  against  the  fire-Ht  wall ;  such  soft  dark  hair, 
curling  a  little  at  the  temples,  and  knotted  back  with  such 
simple  grace  over  a  shapely  head ;  such  wide,  sorrowful 
brown  eyes,  and  such  a  proud  and  sweet  mouth.  And  there 
was  such  a  perfection  of  taste  in  every  line  and  shade  of  her 
simple  dark-brown  dress,  with  her  red  worsteds  trailing 
across,  that  it  was  no  wonder  Miss  Jarvis  thought  her  richly 
dressed.  She  rose  to  meet  the  girl,  with  a  peculiarly  winning 
smile. 

"You  must  be  Miss  Jarvis — I  thought  you  would  be  here 
soon.  And  I  am  Miss  Wyman.  Mrs.  Sharp  has  gone  to  the 
sheep-camp  ;  she  told  me,  and  left  me  to  introduce  myself. 
She  is  going  to  let  me  board  here  for  a  few  weeks,  so  we 
shall  know  each  other  quite  well."  She  was  looking  down — 
for  she  was  a  little  the  taller — with  a  sort  of  kindly  interest 
at  the  girl's  handsome  face,  which  made  a  vivid  contrast  to 
her  own,  clear  and  pale,  and  dark  as  that  of  an  Italian  Ma- 
donna. 

Miss  Jar\'is  made  some  confused  answer,  and  sat  down  to 
cross-question  Miss  Wyman.  She  had  learned  caution  by 
experience,  and  did  not  dare  push  her  questions  loo  far.  So 
she  only  found  that  Miss  Wyman  was  from  the  East;  that, 
returning  from  a  trip  to  Shasta,  she  had  come  upon  this 
place  by  the  merest  accident,  and,  liking  its  loneliness,  had 
decided  to  stay  here  and  rest  awhile.  She  led  the  girl 
always  imperceptibly  away  from  the  subject  of  Miss  Wyman 
to  that  of  Miss  Jarvis,  and  entered  into  all  the  little  interests 
that  made  up  the  teachers  life.  Miss  Jan'is  found  herself 
telling  of  those  Wedgwood  letters.  She  did  not  know  just 
how  the  subject  came  up,  but  it  was  something  Miss  Wyman 
said  about  men  disappearing  in  California. 

"And  was  the  man  found?"  the  lady  asked,  with  her 
pleasant,  interested  way. 

"  No,  there  was  no  such  man,  either  here  or  in  my  neigh- 
borhood."' 

Miss  Wyman  shook  the  ends  of  red  worsted  from  her  lap 
into  the  fire,  and  stood  looking  through  the  window.  She 
began  to  talk  of  the  manzanita,  and  of  the  wild-flowers  "at 
home,"'  and  of  some  she  had  picked  in  Europe.  Miss  Jarvis 
learned  by  persistent  questioning  that  this  slight,  quiet  lady 
had  traveled  almost  everywhere  that  white  men's  feet  had  gone 
— in  China  and  Africa,  as  well  as  in  Russia.  The  longer  she 
studied  Miss  Wyman's  face  the  surer  she  was  that  some  ob- 
ject, not  love  of  adventure,  had  led  her  all  over  the  world, 
and  she  vowed  that  she  would  learn  what  it  was,  if  she  had 
to  go  herself  and  ask  questions  in  China  or  Russia. 

From  that  afternoon  the  new  school-teacher  in  the  "Sheep 
District"  lived  to  unravel  the  two  mysteries  she  had  lighted 
on.  Teaching  was  a  "side  issue  ;"  her  chief  business  in  life 
was  to  find  out  who  Old  Tom  was,  and  why  he  left  the 


world  ;  who  Miss  \Vyman  was,  and  whe  traveled  the  world 
over  alone.  She  used  to  walk  home  from  school  by  the 
long  way,  along  the  road,  and  stop  to  talk  to  the  hermit. 
There  was  something  perplexingly  gentlemanly  always  in  his 
way  to  her  on  such  occasions,  but  he  talked  only  of  his  gar- 
den or  her  school,  and  seemed  uncomprehending  when  she 
asked  about  his  former  life.  It  was  so  evident  that  his  mind 
was  to  some  extent  shattered,  that  Miss  Jarvis  began  to  sus- 
pect that  he  had  partially  lost  his  memory.  Certainly  she 
could  "get  no  more  outen  him  ''  than  Mr.  Barker— whom  his 
constituents  had  by  this  time  sent  with  pride  to  Sacramento 
as  a  specimen  of  the  honest  granger,  with  no  book-learning, 
who  was  to  circumvent  the  wiles  of  literary  fellers  and  of 
railroad  kings,  and  make  the  cost  of  freighting  wool  and 
sheep  merely  nominal,  while  their  price  should  remain  as 
high  as  ever. 

At  last  Miss  Janis  admitted  that  Tom  himself  either  could 
not  or  would  not  tell  his  history  to  her,  so  she  decided  to 
search  for  herself.  She  watched  for  a  time  when  he  was 
busied  in  a  distant  part  of  his  orchard,  and  slipped  valiantly 
in  his  house  iby  courtesy  so  called).  She  found  a  shabby 
kitchen  with  the  unmistakable  air  of  a  man's  housekeep- 
ing, but  though  she  looked  in  every  pot  and  pan,  and 
up  the  rough  stone  chimney,  she  could  find  no  more  than  a 
fire-place,  two  shelves  of  dishes  and  kettles,  a  box  made  into 
a  cupboard  for  food,  and  two  chairs.  There  was  a  dark 
closet  of  a  bed-room,  too,  which  she  explored,  holding  her 
breath  and  listening  for  the  owner's  step.  It  had  a  rough 
bunk,  with  only  pillow  and  blankets,  and  a  few  clothes  in  a 
box,  nothing  more.  Not  a  book  in  the  house;  not  even  a 
candle.  She  had  just  found  some  seeds  and  garden  tools 
under  the  bed  when  she  heard  Tom's  step  in  the  other  room. 
There  was  no  resource  but  to  scramble  ignominiously  under 
the  bed,  and  dispose  herself  among  the  bags  of  beet  and 
turnip  seed  till,  after  a  half  hour  of  the  greatest  trepidation, 
she  was  liberated  by  his  departure.  It  was  a  bitterly  disap- 
pointed young  school-teacher  that  found  her  way  home  in 
the  dusk,  and  told  Mrs.  Sharp  she  had  stayed  to  sweep  the 
school-room,  and  that  was  what  made  her  dress  so  dusty. 
She  had  counted  on  making  tremendous  revelations — secret 
correspondence,  documents,  at  least  the  college  (yZ-pIoma. 
She  began  to  think  Old  Tom  was  a  humbug,  in  spite  of  his 
manners. 

But  the  incident  did  her  service  by  suggesting  a  plan  for 
her  other  campaign.  Miss  Wyman  had  not  gone  far  in  her 
acquaintance  with  Miss  Jarvis  before  she  began  to  be  very 
careful  about  keeping  her  door  locked.  She  made  Mrs. 
Sharp's  a  sort  of  headquarters  whence  she  made  long  or  short 
trips  to  the  camps  and  villages  for  miles — to  the  grazing  settle- 
ments in  the  hills  forty  miles  away  ;  to  the  mines  sixty  miles 
away — but  her  key  always  went  with  her.  These  trips  ex- 
cited Miss  Jarvis  very  much,  but  she  could  only  find  that 
Miss  Wyman  always  came  back  looking  weary  and  hopeless. 
One  of  the  trips  ^^■as  to  take  place  on  a  Saturday,  a  few 
weeks  after  the  search  of  Tom's  cabin.  Miss  Jarvis  kept 
persistently  in  the  sitting-room  from  which  Miss  Wyman's 
door  opened.  Miss  Wyman  came  and  stood  by  the  fire, 
waiting  till  Joe  Sharp  should  bring  her  horse  to  the  door. 
She  was  singing  softly  to  herself,  in  a  voice  that  had  been 
the  envy  of  drawing-rooms  : 

"  '  Du  Heilige,   nehme  dcin  kind  zurijck. 
Ich  habe  geiiosscn  d;is  irdische  Gliick, 
Ich  habe  gelebl  und  geliebet."' 

"  Is  that  French?"  asked  Miss  Jarvis. 
"  No  ;  German." 
"  What  does  it  mean  ?" 

Miss  Wyman  turned  a  little  and  looked  at   the  girl  ;  she 
hesitated  a  moment,  then  said,  in  her  quiet,  pleasant  voice  ; 
"'Then  take,   Holy  Virgin,  thy  child  b;ick  to  thee, 

I  have  plucked  the  one  blossom  thai  hangs  on  liarlli's  tree, 
I  have  lived  and  have  loved,  and  I  die.' 

That  is  a  free  translation." 

"  Oh,"  Miss  Jarvis  said.  Then  :  "  Don't  you  want  me  to 
go  along  with  you  ?     It's  a  dreadful  lonely  ride  to  Dogtown." 

"Thank  you,  but  I  like  to  ride  alone." 

"All  right,"  said  Miss  Jarvis  to  Miss  Jarvis'  own  soul; 
"  I'll  do  something  else  then,  see  if  I  don't." 

Miss  Wyman  went  into  the  kitchen  to  speak  to  Mrs. 
Sharp.  She  was  gone  about  sixty  seconds,  but  in  that  time 
Miss  Jarvis  had  darted  into  the  room,  and  put  herself  under 
the  bed.  Miss  Wyman  came  in  and  moved  about,  fastening 
that  beautiful  hair  of  hers  securely,  putting  on  her  hat,  and 
still  singing  low  : 

"'Ich  habe  gelebt  und  geliebet."* 
Once   she   stopped,   stood    still   for  a   moment,    and   said, 
clearly  : 

"  'I  have  lived  and  have  loved'  "—caught  her  breath  quickly 
and  moved  about  again.  In  a  moment  she  went  out,  locking 
the  door  from  without ;  her  horse's  hoofs  sounded  outside, 
and  Amanda  Jar\'is  rolled  triumphantly  out  from  under  the 
bed.  She  was  in  a  very  small  room,  walls  and  roof  of  un- 
planed pine,  floor  of  planed  ;  a  chair,  a  little  table — spread 
with  a  white  towel — a  clean  little  white  bed,  a  trunk,  a  shelf 
full  of  books,  a  fresh  white  cotton  curtain  ;  on  the  wall,  little 
photographs  and  engravings  in  plain  frames — but  all  high 
art,  if  Miss  Jarvis  had  known  it ;  wild  flowers  in  a  glass  on 
the  stand,  by  a  work  basket,  and  a  little  Bible — all  so  dainty 
and  lady-like  that  it  half  awed  Miss  Jarvis.  But  all  this  she 
had  seen  before,  for  she  had  often  been  Miss  Wyman's  guest 
in  the  room  ;  had  looked  over  the  books,  and  read  a  few  of 
them.  There  was  one  picture  over  which  had  always  fallen 
a  blue  silk  veil ;  beneath  was  a  bracket,  where  a  slender  vase 
always  held  the  prettiest  clusters  of  bloom — shell-pink  man- 
zanita, dreamy  anemones,  or  perhaps  a  handful  of  blue  bells 
from  the  hills  ;  the  blue  silk  was  drawn  aside  now,  making  a 
pretty  canopy  ;  and  there,  so  enshnned,  was  the  portrait  of 
a  bright-faced  young  man.  Miss  Jarvis  studied  it  carefully, 
but  could  find  no  likeness  in  the  smiling  eyes,  the  brave,  ea- 
ger young  look,  and  the  keen,  sensitive  features,  to  any  one 
she  had  ever  seen.  So  she  hunted  up  the  key  to  the  trunk 
and  opened  that ;  she  impressed  the  order  of  everything  on 
her  mind,  so  that  she  might  put  things  back  in  the  same  way, 
and  then  explored.  And  first  she  found  a  long  list  of  post- 
offices,  all  over  the  world  ;  most  were  marked  "written  to  ;" 
many,  "heard  from."  There  were  memorandum  books,  full 
of  records  of  clues  to  "A.  W." — all  of  which,  when  followed 
up,  seemed  to  have  failed,  and  were  marked  "no  use  ;"  all 
this  in  what  Miss  Jarvis  had  learned  was  Miss  Wyman's 
round,  clear  hand.  There  were  receipts  for  money  paid  for 
advertisements  in  an  incredible  number  of  papers;   and, 
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finally,  a  casket  whose  secret  spring  was  found  after  half  an 
hour's  persistent  search.  Inside  were  little  mementoes,  dried 
flowers,  and  a  package  of  letters — all  in  the  same  hand.  She 
glanced  at  the  signatures,  and  started  up,  with  her  eyes  wide 
open,  and  an  exclamation  only  checked  by  prudence.  "Aus- 
tin Wedgwood  ! "  So  this  was  the  seeker  after  Austin  Wedg- 
wood ?  So  it  was  that  search  which  had  carried  her  over  the 
world  ?  Miss  Jarvis'  quick  shrewdness  sprang  from  one  con- 
clusion to  another.  She  ran  over  the  letters  ;  some  were 
from  Europe,  all  friendly,  and  more  and  more  tender  in  tone ; 
bright,  happy,  loving  letters  they  were,  with  little  sketches 
on  the  margins,  and  most  confident  hopes  for  the  future.  "  1 
defy  Fate,"  he  wrote  ;  "  my  darling,  what  is  there  that  could 
part  you  and  me  ? "  There  was  a  photograph  with  them — 
the  same  face  as  on  the  wall ;  and  beneath  them,  a  deed  of 
gift,  dated  more  than  thirteen  years  back,  transferring  all 
property  of  Austin  Wedgwood,  Providence,  Rhode  Island,  to 
Gertrude  Wyman,  of  the  same  place.  To  Miss  Jarvis'  eyes 
the  property  seemed  immense. 

She  recovered  from  her  triumphant  astonishment  in  time, 
escaped  through  the  window,  trusting  that  the  removal  of  the 
nail  which  fastened  it  (the  only  trace  left  of  her  presence) 
would  not  be  observed  ;  and  made  a  new  vow,  to  find  what 
had  become  of  Austin  Wedgwood,  and  why  he  had  disap- 
peared. She  had  taken  the  precaution  to  tell  Mrs.  Sharp  in 
the  morning  that  she  had  to  go  over  to  the  school-house  to 
make  out  her  monthly  report,  and  might  be  gone  for  several 
hours.  Miss  Wyman  came  home  late,  looking  pale  and  sick- 
hearted.  "She  didn't  find  him  at  Dogtown,"  thought  Amanda 
Jarvis.  It  was  at  breakfast  next  day,  when  she  was  looking 
more  her  own  gravely  sweet  self,  that  one  of  the  big  Sharp 
boys  said  ; 

"Ma,  I  saw  the  doctor  goin' by  this  mornin'.  Said  Old 
Tom's  down  sick,  an'  he  thinks  it's  small  pox,  fer  he's  been 
'xposed." 

"  Where'd  he  get  it  ?"  cried  Miss  Jarvis,  losing  some  of  her 
color,  as  she  went  through  a  rapid  calculation  of  the  number 
of  days  since  she  had  seen  him. 

"  One  o'  the  Chiny  peddlers." 

"Not  the  one  that  comes  here?"  Mrs.  Sharp  said,  with 
lively  interest. 

"No;  the  old  feller  with  pock-marks.  He  couldn't  have  it, 
if  he  tried ;  but  the  doctor's  jest  found  out  thet  he'd  been 
workin'  fer  some  folks  whar  thar's  small-pox,  an'  kep'  up  his 
peddlin',  too.  He's  run,  or  he'd  get  hurt ;  folks  is  mighty 
mad.  But  it's  rough  on  01'  Tom,  fer  he  ain't  got  nobody  to 
tend  to  him." 

"  No  one  at  ail  ?"  said  Miss  Wyman,  in  her  earnest  way. 
"  Oh,  surely  they  won't  leave  him  so.  The  doctor  will  get 
him  a  nurse." 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Sharp,  slowly,  "if  'twas  anythin'  but 
small-pox,  or  if  he  was  a  body's  own  folks.  But,  you  see,  it's 
nobody's  business  more'n  anybody  else's  ;  an'  everybody  has 
their  own  family  to  think  of  I've  got  as  much  call  to  go  as 
anybody,  but  how  could  I  do  it ;  'twouldn't  be  doin'  right  by 
them  that  has  first  claims  on  me." 

"  Doctor's  been  tryin'  to  get  a  nurse,"  Joe  went  on. 
"  Couldn't  find  none." 

Miss  Wyman  had  risen,  and  stood  with  her  slender  hand 
on  the  back  of  her  chair.  The  diamond  of  an  engagement 
ring  twinkled  there. 

"It  seems  a  very  plain  case,"  she  said,  with  her  quiet  smile. 
"  I  have  no  nearer  claims  to  consider." 

^^You!  Are  you  crazy?"  cried  Mrs.  Sharp,  taking  in  her 
meaning  after  a  long  stare,  though  the  quicker-witted  Miss 
Jarvis  had  cried  out  at  once  :  "An  old  tramp."  Mrs.  Sharp 
went  on,  in  strong  remonstrance  :  "  No  one  knows  who  he 
is  !     A  lady  like  you  ! " 

"  I  am  the  very  best  one.  I  have  no  reason  to  object  to 
death — none  whatever.  There  is  nothing  I  should  leave  be- 
hind me.     This  comes  to  me  like  a  God-send." 

The  people  at  the  table  looked  at  her  silently.  Outside, 
the  April  sun  broke  through  a  rift,  and  a  little  stream  of 
light  crossed  the  dim,  rough  kitchen,  and  wrapped  her  where 
she  stood — the  tall.  Madonna-like  lady,  with  her  clear  face 
all  lighted  with  a  great  gladness.  Even  Miss  Jarvis  felt  with 
awe  a  glimmering  perception  of  what  the  love  and  the  long- 
ing must  have  been  that  had  lived  in  this  other  women  all 
these  years,  and  what  life  must  have  meant  to  her,  that  the 
chance  to  leave  it  honorably  could  bring  such  a  joy  to  her 
face.  Joe  Sharp  sobbed  outright.  Miss  Wyman  moved  to 
leave  the  room. 

"  And  never  find  him  ?  "  cried  Miss  Jarvis,  excited  beyond 
her  own  control. 

Miss  Wyman  turned  at  the  door,  and  looked  at  the  girl ; 
but  it  was  no  time  for  resentment. 

"  I  am  as  likely  to  find  him  in  the  next  world  as  in  this," 
she  said,  more  to  herself  than  to  the  other,  and  left  them. 

Then  Miss  Jarvis  told  the  excited  circle  what  she  had 
learned,  avoiding  any  mention  of  how  she  had  learned  it. 

"  Yes,  I  heard  some  time  ago  from  Diggerville  and  Red 
Crick  fellers  that  it's  Wedgwood  she  asks  for  when  she  rides 
around.     I  didn't  know  who  he  was  though,"  said  Joe. 
"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  ? "  Miss  Jarvis  cried,  chagrined. 
"  Oh,  I  do'  know  ;  it  seemed  kinder  shabby,"  the  young 
man  said,  coloring. 

While  they  talked   they  heard  her  pathetic  voice  in  the 
*  other  room  singing  in  snatches  : 

"  '  Why  vex  our  souls  with  care? 
The  grave  is  cool  and  low. 
Have  we  found  life  so  fair 
That  we  should  fear  to  go  ? ' 

"  '  Then  hold  us  close,  sweet  Death, 
If  so  it  seemeth  best.'" 

When  they  looked  for  her  five  minutes  later  to  see  if  she 
could  be  in  earnest,  they  discovered  she  had  already  gone. 
In  the  sweet  morning  air,  along  the  road,  green  with  spring- 
time, under  the  white  clouds,  breaking^and  aieUing  from  the 
dark-blue  sky,  she  was  walking,  a  gracious  visiw];,  in  that 
lonely  place.  A  few  moments  later  she  entered  the  dour  of 
the  shanty  under  the  old  Cottonwood. 

The  sick  man  had  been  moved  out  into  his  kitchen,  and 
the  doctor  had  evidently  done  all  he  could  for  his  comfort 
before  leaving  him.  The  disease  had  not  yet  declared  itself, 
except  as  fever.  The  heavy  beard  was  gone,  and  his  face, 
still  unmarred,  had  taken  on,  in  the  unconsciousness  of  a 
feverish  sleep,  something  of  the  look  of  younger  days.  Miss 
Wyman  had  never  seen  him  before,  as  it  happened,  and 
now,  as  she  stood  gazing  at  his  face  in  the  squalid  sick  room, 
she  looked  like  an  angel  come  to  carry  him  from  the  world. 


One  minute,  five  minutes  passed,  and  still  the  dark,  long 
lashes  were  studying  his  unconscious  features  ;  she  bent  her 
head  to  listen  to  his  mutterings.  At  last  he  woke,  leoked  up 
with  a  vague  awe. 

"  So  I  am  delirious  already  ;  but  this  is  a  beautiful  delir- 
ium. It  is  the  Angel  of  Sorrow — but  she  is  blended  with  my 
memory  of — her? 

Gertrude  Wyman  knelt  down  by  him,  and  took  both  his 
hands  in  hers. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Austin,"  she  said,  without  a  quiver  in  her 
clear,  grave  tones  ;  "see  if  you  can  understand  what  I  say. 
1  have  searched  the  world  for  you  to  say  this  :  If  it  was  to 
escape  me  that  you  left  me,  thirteen  years  ago,  and  for  a 
reparation  that  you  left  everything  to  me,  then  you  are  free 
of  all.  1  shall  stay  with  you  while  you  are  sick  ;  and  when 
you  are  well  I  shall  go  away  somewhere,  and  you  may  go 
home  without  fear  of  me  ;  you  will  find  your  property  un- 
touched. But  because  it  may  be  that  there  is  some  mistake, 
I  have  spent  my  life  and  my  fortune  in  finding  you.  And  if 
there  has  been  a  mistake  that  can  be  set  right,  we  will  begin 
all  over  again,  for  you  are  as  dear  to  me  as  ever  ;  and  if  not, 
I  shall  leave  you  to  go  your  ways,  and  my  love  will  go  with 
you  always." 

At  first  he  listened  confusedly  ;  then  the  fog  that  had  lain 
on  his  brain  for  years  seemed  to  break  away,  as  the  voice 
from  his  youth  went  on.     He  tried  to  snatch  away  his  hands. 

"Gertrude,  Gertrude,  are  you  mad?  If  this  is  not  a 
dream,  nor  a  miracle,  you  must  not  be  here.  Do  you  know 
it  is  small-pox  that  I  have?" 

She  held  his  hands — for  he  was  too  weak  to  free  them — 
and  smiled,  looking  into  his  eyes.  He  had  known  of  old 
that  he  might  as  well  resist  the  ocean  as  Gertrude  Wyman 
when  she  smiled  so.    After  a  moment  she  said  : 

"  Your  mind  will  not  be  clear  long  ;  what  is  it  that  you 
have  to  say  to  me  ? " 

"  I  can  not  understand,"  he  broke  out,  in  a  voice  of  terri- 
ble excitement,  though  repressed.  "  Gertrude,  1  never  took 
up  a  hasty  suspicion  ;  I  had  your  own  hand  and  signature." 

"  To  what  ?  "  she  said  quietly,  but  trembling  with  eagerness. 

"  To  your  falsehood,"  he  cried,  breaking  into  fierce  and 
rapid  speech.  "  To  your  intention  to  keep  your  word  to  me, 
and  your  faith  to  that  man — Stuart ;  to  give  me  your  hand 
and  him  your  heart.  Could  I  mistake  your  writing  ?  There 
is  none  like  it  in  the  world  ;  and  there  were  other  things  to 
confirm  it.  If  you  had  changed  your  mind  like  other  women 
I  might  have  said,  'Go,  and  God  bless  you.'  But  what 
could  I  do  but  '  creep  away,  poor,  hurt  fowl,  to  hide  myself 
in  sedges?'  I  loathed  our  civilization  that  was  only  a 
lyingcrust  over  brutality — a  whited  sepulchre,and  within  are 
dead  men's  bones  and  all  uncleanness  ;  and  I  deeded  every- 
thing to  you,  and  walked  out  of  my  house  in  the  rain,  with 
not  a  thread  but  the  clothes  I  wore  ;  and  I  was  a  tramp  for 
years.  Then  I  felt  that  a  man  ought  to  be  at  some  simple, 
honest  work,  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  that  fiend  society  ; 
and  I  took  up  this  work.  I  never  read ;  I  never  thought  nor 
felt  ;  I  tried,  as  my  highest  attainment,  to  achieve  '  The  dull 
mechanic  pacing  to  and  fro,  the  set  gray  life  and  apathetic 
end,"  and  I  did  it.  My  life  meant  nothing  to  me  but  hoeing 
and  weeding,  and  eating  and  sleeping.  I  had  blotted  out 
the  memory  of  you  ;  the  pain  of  it  would  have  maddened 
me — killed  me.  A  blankness  had  settled  on  me  for  years, 
till  there  came  dim  dreams  in  my  feverishness,  and  then 
everything  came  back  at  your  voice." 

There  were  tears  in  her  dark  eyes,  and  her  hands — clasped 
now — trembled. 

"And  all  the  time,"  she  said,  "  I  have  done  just  the  oppo- 
site. I  have  kept  my  mind  awake  ;  I  have  thought,  and 
studied,  and  felt — O  my  God,  how  I  have  felt  !  There  has 
never  been  an  hour  that  I  have  not  thought  of  you  ;  never  a 
moment  that  you  have  not  been  vaguely  in  my  mind.  And 
the  pain  of  it  was  killing  me." 

The  two  faces  said  the  same  thing.  The  dark-eyed, 
straight-browed  woman's  w-as  so  sensitive  and  responsive,  so 
keenly,  vividly  alive  ;  the  fair-faced  man,  with  his  prema^ 
turely  gray  hair,  seemed,  in  spite  of  his  present  look  of  tre^ 
mendous  agitation,  to  have  been  paralyzed  by  some  great 
blow  long  since. 

"  Austin,"  she  said  again,  "  tell  me  all  the  details  of  what 
you  had  against  me." 

He  told  her  all  she  asked,  answering  her  careful  questions 
about  dates  and  places.  When  he  had  ended,  she  was  silent 
a  little  ;  then  she  said  : 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  your  mistake.  There  was  deceit  and 
treachery.  My  handwriting  is  peculiar ;  but  in  our  school 
days  my  cousin  Dorris  learned  to  imitate  it  perfectly,  out  of 
sheer  affection  for  me.  My  side  of  the  story  that  you  tell, 
and  other  things  that  I  have  learned  since,  convince  me  that 
she  has  forfeited  all  right  to  my  silence.  She  loved  you, 
Austin  ;  and,  though  I  never  dreamed  of  it  before,  it  was  she 
who  deceived  you." 

The  man  had  sprung  up  in  his  bed  with  a  curse,  spite  of 
weakness. 

"  My  darling,  don't,"  she  said — and  at  last  all  the  long-re- 
pressed passion  of  tenderness  was  in  her  voice.  "  Poor  girl ! 
she  lost  you  and  her  honor  both.  I  might  have  hated  her  if 
she  had  won  ;  but,  Austin,  she  died  of  remorse — died  beg- 
ging to  see  me,  and  tell  me  something  ;  but  I  was  across  the 
ocean.  Let  it  go — what  does  it  matter  now  ?  '  Wir  haben 
gelebt  und  geliebet ' — we  have  lived  and  have  loved.  Let  us 
die  :  I  have  you  now,  O  my  darling,  my  darling  ! " 

Her  voice  broke  at  last  into  a  pathetic  cry.  In  his  last  lu- 
cid minutes  he  held  her  in  his  tremulous  arms,  calling  her 
caressing  names,  and  murmuring  his  passionate  penitence. 

But  Amanda  Jarvis  never  knew.  For  the  doctor  never 
saw  the  sick  man  again  except  in  delirium.  And  when  they 
buried  them  side  by  side  under  the  pines,  and  put  Gertrude 
Wyman's  name  on  one  wooden  slab,  they  wrote  only  "  Tom" 
on  the  other.  Miss  Jarvis  still  watches,  wherever  she  goes, 
for  Austin  Wedgwood. 

The  next  school-teacher  among  the  pines  was  an  Oakland 
girl.  As  she  stood  by  the  graves  and  heard  soft-hearted  Joe 
Sharp  tell  of  the  beautiful  lady  who  sought  the  world  over 
for  her  lover,  and  died  at  last  for  an  old  hermit,  she  took  out 
a  pencil  and  wrote  on  the  slab — all  unconscious  that  they 
were  the  words  Gertrude  Wyman  used  to  sing,  and  almost 
the  last  that  she  had  spoken  to  her  lover's  conscious  ear — 
"  Ich  habe  gelebt  und  geliebet." 

Then  she  turned  away,  and  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 
NiLES,  December  2,  1878.  MiLiCENT  W.  Shinn. 


UNDER  THE  STARS. 


The  day  is  not  for  thought,  but  deeds, 
And  one  who  dreams  at  midday  needs — 
He  needs  the  throbbing  pulse  which  acts. 
The  will  which  changes  dreams  to  facts  ; 
He  needs  to  know  both  right  and  wrong. 
He  needs  to  know  men  weak  and  strong  ; 
To  learn  to  think  with  healthful  mind, 
With  creed  as  broad  as  human  kind  ; 
He  needs  to  feel  that  toil  is  great, 
The  architect  of  every  fate. 

But  day  is  only  half  our  lives, 
And  he  half  lives  who  always  strives. 
Who  takes  no  survey  of  the  field, 
Who  plants,  but  never  plans  the  yield. 

Go  forth  at  night  by  peaceful  seas, 
And  catch  their  wondrous  melodies  ; 
Go  forth  and  hear  the  tide  of  fate 
Which  pulses  through  the  Golden  Gate, 
While  far  to  seaward  breaks  the  moan 
Of  billows  on  sad  Farallon. 
There  yield  thyself  unto  the  spell, 
And  let  thy  soul  uplift  and  dwell 
Beneath  the  searching  silent  stars    . 
That  pierce  like  silver  scimitars. 
Then  in  the  unimpassioned  night 
Hiy  soul  shall  feel  diviner  light. 
Shall  ait  entranced,  as  one  who  hears 
The  surging  anthem  of  the  spheres. 
There  dream  of  things  of  high  estate. 
Of  deathless  deeds  which  make  men  great. 
Of  burning  words  which  flame  like  fire, 
And  rouse  a  nation's  deep  desire. 
Of  noble  thoughts  which  glorify. 
Of  fame  and  immortality. 

Oh,  it  is  grand  to  dream — to  play 
With  inspiration — disarray 
The  mind  so  it  may  cleave  the  sea 
Of  thought,  with  god-Uke  poise,  soul  free  ! 
Like  him  who  saw  new  worlds  in  space. 
Thy  finer  vision  now  shall  trace 
A  hint  of  higher  mysteries, 
A  glimpse  of  possibilities 
Which  lie  like  undiscovered  spheres 
Within  diviner  atmospheres. 
Thy  mind  shall  hold  a  broader  plan, 
Thy  heart  confess  a  truer  man  ; 
And  day,  no  more  a  weary  round 
Of  toil  ng  hours,  of  jarring  sound. 
Shall  come  to  thee  with  new  intent. 
Thy  time  of  grand  accomplishment. 
San  Francisco,  December,  1878.  Chas.  H.  Phelps. 


A  Sat-Upoo  Litterateur. 


Editors  Argonaut  : — What  I  am  about  to  relate  is  so 
surprising — so  out  of  the  course  of  nature — that  I  hesitate  to 
set  it  down.  It  is  a  fact  of  my  experience,  but  so  incredi- 
ble that  I  doubt  it  myself.  I  have  read  Gulliver  and  Mun- 
chausen, and  I  believe  them.  I  have  studied  the  daily 
papers,  and  agree  with  the  views  expressed  in  the  leaders. 
Mr.  Stanley's  account  of  his  explorations  presents  some  diffi- 
culties which  I  hope  my  growing  faith  will  in  time' remove  or 
surmount.  Jim  Anderson's  testimony  before  the  Potter 
Committee,  and  Colonel  Cremony's  tales  of  travel  and  ad- 
venture are  indubitably  true.  But  what  I  have  to  relate 
does,  I  confess,  resemble  a  lie  of  the  first  magnitude.  The 
reader  must  judge  for  himself. 

Some  five  years  ago  there  was  a  rage  in  this  country  for 
posthumous  literature  ;  the  periodicals  would  publish  almost 
anything  one  might  write,  if  one  would  only  die  when  it  was 
written.  Every  number  of  every  magazine  contained  from 
one  to  a  half  dozen  posthumous  papers.  The  living  had  no 
chance.  I  remember  being  told  by  a  regular  contributor  to  a 
leading  magazine  that  having  indiscreetly  handed  in  several 
papers  he  went  in  bodily  fear  lest  the  editor  should  kill  him. 
Here  was  clearly  my  opportunity.  I  was  weary  of  life  ;  I 
coveted  the  distinction  of  print,  My  name  was  now  so  well 
known  that  my  "last  words"  would  be  eagerly  snatched  at, 
and  printed  with  such  captivating  headings  as  these  :  "A 
Voice  from  the  Beyond;"  "Hark!  from  the  Tomb;" 
"  Talking  Back,"  etc. 

I  took  retired  lodgings  on  Clay  street,  stored  my  rooms 
with  stationery,  and  for  two  months  labored  night  and  day — 
worked  the  oil  out  of  my  joints,  the  fire  out  of  my  soul,  the 
hair  off  my  head,  and  the  flesh  off  my  bones,  preparing  arti- 
cles on  all  manner  of  subjects,  but  principally  life,  death,  and 
immortality.  I  prepared  three  for  each  magazine  in  Amer- 
ica. These  articles  would,  I  think,  have  delighted  you. 
When  all  were  finished  I  sealed  and  stamped  them,  address- 
ing each  packet  to  its  proper  periodical,  and  left  them  on  my 
table.  I  made  my  will,  wrote  a  lying  entry  in  my  diarj'  ex- 
plaining the  motive  of  my  terrible  deed,  and  walked  away 
in  the  night  to  the  cemetery  at  Lone  Mountain,  and  entered 
by  climbing  the  fence.  1  drew  the  deadly  steel  from  my 
pocket,  and  placed  the  edge  against  my  throat.  "  Now," 
said  I,  "come  Death,  come  Fame!"  Just  then  the  moon 
came  out  and  flooded  the  cemetery  with  light. 

Believe  me  now,  if  ever.  In  three  minutes  every  corpse 
in  that  field  had  got  up  in  its  night  clothes,  taken  a  look  at 
the  weather,  and  sat  down  beside  its  tombstone  to  write  a 
posthumous  article  for  some  magazine  !  The  scratching  of 
their  pens  could  have  been  heard  a  mile  !  One  yellow  and 
fieshless  old  rascal  near  me  nodded  familiarly  while  arrang- 
ing his  paper,  and  remarked  that  the  dead  had  never  enjoyed 
such  opportunities  of  literary  distinction  in  all  their  lives, 
and  for  his  part  he  looked  for  nothing  less  than  a  world-wide 
fame  if  he  were  spared. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  in  the  face  of  such  competition 
1  relinquished  my  design,  and  still  drag  out  a  miserable  ex- 
istence as  yours  very  truly,  C.  P.  Q. 


The  Paris  Figaro  says  :  Ornaments  made  of  the  blood  of 
bullocks  are  the  latest  mania  among  fashionable  dames  ; 
women  admiring  the  peculiar  black  tint  which  pervades  the 
ornaments,  and  which  is  absent  from  those  of  similar  app;;ar- 
ance  derived  from  the  mineral  instead  of  the  animal  king- 
dom. The  blood  is  first  dried  in  a  sieve  and  reduced  to  pow- 
der, and  then  again  sifted  to  insure  the  utmost  finent--;sin  th-^ 
material.  The  powder  is  next  fired  in  moulds  i: 
fully  pressed  for  five  or  ten  minutes,  and  is  uImiui 
polished  to  the  necessary  shape. 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 


San  Francisco,  December  12,  1878. 
Dear  Madc.i;  : — Vou  are  so  exceedingly  dubious  about  the 
American  drama  that  I  almost  hesitate  to  tell  you  that  I 
have  really  seen  one.  It  is  thoroughly  American,  too,  for  it 
is  the  tale  of  a  jack-knife,  which  is  not  a  common  implement 
of  war  outside  our  big  Republic.  I  must  say  I  was  ineiTably 
bored  during  the  first  act,  everybody  dawdled  and  drawled 
50.  There  seemed  to  be  nothing  doing  and  very  little  saying. 
A  v.tgue  suggestion  was  thrown  out  that  a  croquet  game  was 
going  on  somewhere  in  the  vicinity,  but  there  was  only  one 
girl  to  play.  But  the  jack-knife  was  fin.ally  introduced,  and 
began  to  play  its  part  in  a  very  spirited  way,  and  thenceforth 
all  was  action.  **Constance  Harewood"  isabanker's  daughter, 
You  will  obser%e  that  it  is  the  thing  to  make  an  American 
heroine  always  a  banker's  daughter.  It  puts  her  upon  a 
sound  financial  basis  to  start  with,  and  bankers,  I  suppose, 
are  our  patricians.  .Miss  Harewood  is  afilicted  with  three 
several  lovers  of  three  several  kinds.  The  first,  in  Miss 
Harewood's  consideration,  is  her  cousin  "Cyril,"  a  young  man 
with  a  lot  of  money  and  a  very  hot  temper.  ^Ir.  Cyril's 
temper  and  the  jack-knife  are  placed  in  close  juxtaposition 
and  forced  upon  the  attention  so  pertinaciously  that  one  is 
not  pennitted  a  panicle  of  myster>'  as  to  what  is  going  to 
take  place.  .Mr.  .Sam.  Piercy  played  the  impetuous  lover,  and 
played  it  excellently  even,  although  he  has  not  what  Stuart 
Kobson  calls  metropolitan  finish.  In  fact,  the  cast  was  unex- 
ceptionable, for  the  other  two  lovers'  parts  were  taken  by 
O'Ne  11,  and  .Morrison ;  and  with  Clara  Morris  as  heroine  and 
Jennings  and  .Mrs.  Karren  to  fill  out  with,  what  better  need 
we  ask.'  Mr.  t)'.\'eiirs  n.ime  happened  to  be  left  out  of  the 
bills,  much  to  the  anguish  of  a  couple  of  pretty  countr)-  girls, 
who  wore  their  programmes  to  tatters  trying  to  find  the 
name  tucked  into  some  obscure  corner,  at  the  last  moment. 
They  held  a  grave  dissertation  as  to  the  appearance  of  age 
or  youth  which  he  presented,  for  you  must  know  he  took  the 
part  of  first  old  man,  and  whitened  himself  to  the  eyebrows. 
The  finally  concluded  that '"Clara  .Morris  was  real  mean  not 
to  take  him,'"  and  let  the  subject  drop.  He  is  a  judge,  a 
Knickerbocker,  I  presume,  by  his  name,  "  Van  Cort,"  and  he 
is  as  cool  and  collected  as  "  Cyril  "  is  rash  and  impetuous. 
The  third  lover  is  the  confidential  clerk  of  the  banker.  He 
takes  to  speculating,  gets  into  trouble,  gets  up  a  moli/iox  the 
crime,  and  is  altogether  quite  a  villainous  young  villain.  Of 
course  it  follows  that  this  part  goes  to  Mr.  Morrison.  Fancy 
an  ingenuous  young  maiden  basking  in  the  smiles  of  good  for- 
tune, having  three  articles  of  this  kind  on  hand  at  one  time. 
No  reasonable  girl  objects  to  one  lover,  but  if  she  must  ha\e 
three  she  prefers  them  in  rotation.  They  .ill  declare  them- 
selves in  one  day,  and  one  of  them  closes  the  eventful  twenty- 
four  hours  by  stabbing  the  young  lady's  papa  with  the  jack- 
knife.  "Cyril,"  who  owns  the  knife,  is  clapped  into  prison, 
and  put  on  trial  with  a  promptitude  which  afifords  an  excel- 
lent example  to  our  courts.  "Judge  Van  Cort"  next  gets  into 
a  very  unpleasant  dilemma.  Of  'course,  being  a  little  older, 
he  loves  a  little  harder  than  the  others  do.  Consequently 
when  the  delight  of  his  heart  comes  to  him  in  her  trouble, 
and  lets  him  know  in  rather  a  roundabout  way  that  if  he  will 
only  ask  once  more  she  will  say  yes,  he  can  not  unreasonably 
forbear  to  ask.  Unfortunately,  the  acquittal  of  "  Cyril," 
against  whom  circumstantial  evidence  is  strong,  is  her  con- 
dition. As  the  case  is  on  trial  in  his  own  court  it  is  a  hard 
one.  Dear  girl,  has  my  lucid  explanation  given  you  an  idea 
of  the  plot  ?  If  so,  you  can  easily  understand  that  this  inter- 
view is  the  best  bit  in  the  play.  Clara  Morris  as  an  ingenue 
is  nothing.  It  is  only  when  she  begins  to  suffer  that  she  is 
strong,  and  by  this  time  she  was  having  pretty  hard  times. 
She  gave  the  "Judge' a  close  struggle  between  love  and 
duty.  As  for  .Mr.  O.N'eill  ,-ind  Miss  Morris,  they  never  either 
of  them  played  a  scene  better  than  they  did  this.  Fortunately, 
and  strangely  enough,  for  audiences  are  uniformly  cold,  the 
scene  was  appreciated.  .Meanwhile,  as  the  summaries  say, 
"  Eustace  Lawton,"  the  real  murderer,  is  having  a  bad  attack 
of  good  old-fashioned  remorse.  He  enters  gloomily  from 
various  unexpected  quarters,  his  face  touched  up  with  three 
coats  of  lily  white  and  an  inch  and  a  quarter  of  lampblack 
under  each  eye.  He  is  a  nervous,  distrait,  apprehensive, 
and  unutterably  miserable.  .Mr.  .Morrison  fell  into  line  with 
every  one  else  and  played  well,  more  especially,  perhaps, 
in  the  last  scene,  a  sort  of  modernized  transcription  of  "  Lady 
Macbeths  '  sleep  walking  gymnastics.  Of  course  he  be- 
tray shimself.  and  equally  of  course,  it  was  necessary  that 
"Cyril "should  be  present.  But  the  American  dramatist  is 
not  to  be  floored  by  a  little  thing  like  this.  "  Cyril "  was 
made  to  break  jail,  and  entered  very  opportunely  with  one 
lock  displaced  on  his  brow,  and  his  necktie  loosened  to  give 
eii-idence  of  the  tremcnd'Tus  experience  through  which  he  had 
passed.  "Judge  Van  Cort"  made  a  timely  midnight  call, 
and  the  curtain  fell  on  every  one  but  the  banker.  Now, 
Madge,  do  not  you  think  that  is  rather  an  ingenious  plot  for 
an  American  drama  ?  The  fastidious  New  Yorkers  called 
it  thin,  and  so  do  the  fastidious  here,  but  there  is  so  little 
of  the  really  picturesque  in  the  every-day  American  life 
that  I  consider  it  quite  remarkable  when  they  can  carry"  an 
orajn  try  household  through  five  acts  of  dramatic  interest 
•1.  ..u  introducing  the  Washington  politician,  the  Ijoor  of 
-  1,  iKier.or  the  eternal  negro  n-ith  his  minstrel  witticisms. 
"  Comciaue  the  authors  are  obliged  to  introduce  a 


convent  for  the  sake  of  the  picturesque,  and  convents, 
though  they  have  become  thick  in  America,  are  essentially 
foreign  articles.  This  one  is  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
Hudson,  and  they  have  midniglit  vespers.  This  is  a  dra- 
matic license  which  the  nuns  never  take.  They  are  ;isleep 
and  snoring  long  before  twelve — good,  honest,  hearty, 
healthy  souls — and  they  only  know  midnight  by  tradition, 
except  at  Christm.as  lime.  Hut  the  convent  on  tiie  Hudson 
made  a  fine  background — and  I  am  inclined  to  think  there 
is  considerable  competition  among  the  theatres  in  the  mat- 
ter of  scenic  effect ;  for  at  the  C.ilifurni.i,  where  the  g.ille- 
ries  are  as  black  as  plum  pudding  every  night,  the  moving 
panorama  of  the  Mississippi  'River  with  "  Kit  "  himself,  one 
feels  one's  self  to  be  gliding  up  the  river  as  the  beautiful  pict- 
ures go  by,  gilded  certainly  with  a  "  light  that  never  w.is  on 
sea  or  land,"  and  too  suggestive  perhaps  of  transformation 
scenes,but  charming  to  look  upon  withal.  Besides,  the  noon- 
day blaze  gives  way  to  shadow  as  the  pictures  move  on, 
and  settles  at  last  into  a  gentle  gray  twilight.  Down  at  the 
Bush  Street  Theatre  tiraham  also  has  been  responding  to 
calls  before  the  curtain  for  ;i  couple  of  striking  Oriental 
scenes.  It  is  not  so  easy  to  produce  strong  effect  in  this  little 
theatre,  but  he  has  used  his  brush  boldly  and  to  good  pur- 
pose. It  is  true  there  is  a  Turkish  gentleman  in  the  fore- 
ground who  looks  as  if  he  were  made  of  a  piece  of  the  bark 
of  the  big  trees,  and  there  are  some  very  rakish-looking 
camels  further  off,  but  the  A';//  fincinhU-  is  good.  Then  the 
harem  is  a  very  luxurious  apartment,  having  a  very  Turkish 
looking  carpet,  which,  in  the  proper  texture,  would  be  a 
miracle  of  light  and  color.  The  walls  are  fretted,  the  ceiling 
arabesqued  to  an  extraordinary  degree,  and  all  this  effect  is 
heightened  by  the  music,  which  is  of  a  very  Oriental  charac- 
ter. I  find  it  always  safe  to  call  anything  Oriental  which  is 
so  much  mixed  that  you  can  make  neither  head  nor  tail  of 
it,  whether  it  be  in  colors,  patterns,  sounds,  or  morals.  As 
the  first  part  of  the  Sidtaji  of  Minha  is  nautical,  the  music 
is  rollicking.  The  last  part  is  mainly  chanting,  and  there 
are  some  very  sweet  accords.  In  these  Mrs.  Oates  did  not 
join.  According  to  her  usual  custom,  she  informed  the  audi- 
ence, the  conductor,  and  every  one  else,  that  she  could  not 
sing.  This  revelation  was  entirely  superfluous  on  her  part. 
We  have  all  known  that  these  three  months  past.  But,  if 
she  can  not  sing,  why  will  she  not  allow  Miss  Lulu  Stevens 
to  sing,  who  has  both  voice  and  method.  We  are  all  will- 
ing to  watch  Mrs.  Oates  frisk  about  in  her  energetic  way,  to 
look  at  her  pretty  costumes,  her  faultless  chaussurcs  (of 
which  she  has  made  a  specialty),  her  bright  face  (when  for  a 
moment  she  forgets  the  stage  grin),  even  to  laugh  at  her  im- 
pertinences once  in  a  while.  But,  after  all,  people  go  to  the 
bouffe  opera  to  hear  music.  Miss  Stevens,  in  a  pretty  Turk- 
ish costume  of  mauve  and  pink,  had  but  a  brief  time,  and 
was  allowed  to  open  her  lips  only  in  chorus.  Why  should  it 
be  so?  Since  ^Irs.  Oates  can  not  sing,  and  Miss  S. evens 
does  not,  the  choruses  carry  off  the  honors.  They  will  bring 
out  //.  M.  S.  Pinafore  for  the  holidays.  It  has  been  an  im- 
mensely successful  opera  in  England,  where  John  Howson, 
once  the  bulwark  of  the  Oates  troupe,  so  to  speak,  has  made 
a  big  hit.  I  presume  that  extraordinary  comedian,  Mr. 
Taylor,  u'ill  take  Howson's  part  here.  What  a  queer  ram- 
bling sort  of  an  actor  he  is.  He  always  appears  to  be  in  the 
play,  but  not  to  be  a  part  of  it,  and  wanders  around  saying 
and  doing  just  what  he  likes,  amusing  himself  always,  appa- 
rently, and  sometimes  those  in  front.  He  executes  a  horn- 
pipe in  the  Sultan  in  not  bad  style,  and  sings  a  song  most 
atrociously,  but  carries  it  off  rather  well  with  his  eccentric- 
ities. Talking  of  singing,  did  you  ever  see  a  performance  in 
which  the  Mississippi  River,  or  any  of  the  dwellers  on  its 
banks,  was  introduced  when  "  Dearest  Mae  "  did  not  pop  in 
at  some  stage  of  the  game.  If  Christy  had  ever  anticipated 
the  shadowy  thinness  to  which  the  girl  would  be  worn  I  am 
quite  sure  he  would  have  forborne  to  introduce  her.  I  think 
she  is  in  her  last  stages  now,  for,  as  they  sang  it  in  Kit  the 
other  night,  it  was  a  very  feeble  wail.  Kit  has  more  gun- 
powder and  old  jokes  than  ever  before.  It  is  a  remarkable 
construction,  and  holds  its  own  well.  Mr.  Chanfrau  has  come 
back  with  an  increased  rapidity  of  speech.  There  was  a 
time  when  one  could  distinguish  half  he  said  ;  he  has  now 
reduced  it  so  that  you  can  understand  just  about  one-fourth, 
and  that  you  are  not  sure  of.  i  begin  to  think  I  see  a  clever 
trick  in  this.  It  holds  attention.  Every  one  is  on  the  alert 
to  catch  a  word.  The  house  is  as  silent  as  if  a  tragedy  were 
going  on.  There  is  a  species  of  fascination  in  watching  to 
see  how  many  words  you  can  catch  out  of  a  dozen.  "The 
chances  are  about  like  those  in  a  game  of  solitaire.  And  yet 
he  plays  with  wonderful  naturalness  and  looks  it  exactly.  You 
can  not  imagine  how  strange  it  seemed  to  see  any  one  else 
than  Harry  Edwards  as  "  Judge  Suggs  " — a  part  sacred  to 
him  through  all  the  successive  seasons  of  Kit.  What  a  hit 
he  made  that  first  time,  with  that  wonderful  gait  and  his  in- 
comparable copy  of  the  genuine  old  Southern  political  bum- 
mer, while  little  Leach,  tagging  after,  made  an  appropriate 
companion  picture.  John  Wilson  and  .Mr.  Beck  replaced 
the  pair  as  well  as  such  things  ever  are  replaced.  Little  Miss 
Long  put  on  a  long  dress  and  played  "  Mrs.  Washington 
Stubbs  ;"  and  little  Felix  Morris  put  on  burnt  cork  and 
played  "Julius  C;esar,"  and  if  he  had  been  playing  in  La 
Scala  he  couldn't  ha\'e  roared  louder.  The  conscientious 
Willie  Simms  got  a  round  from  the  gallery,  at  last  It  was 
only  for  maintaining  a  statuesque  stillness  for  an  unconscion- 
ably long  time  in  his  capacity  of  English  gentleman's  gentle- 
man ;  but  he  got  it,  and  my  soul  was  rejoiced.  There  never 
was  an  actor  who  took  more  pains  in  making  himself  up,  nor 
tried  harder  to  please,  but  he  never  quite  hits.  As  for  the 
English  gentleman  himself,  notwithstanding  the  Glengarry 
cap,  the  field-glass,  the  traveling  gear,  etc.,  he  was  in  no  wise 
like  the  English  tourist.  .Mr.  Wells  will  be  a  tragedian  some 
day,  but  he  will  never  be  a  character-actor.  The  author  of 
Kit  evidently  made  it  a  point  to  introduce  every  sort  of  char- 
acter which  a  most  elastic  opportunity  would  admit.  Strange 
that  he  overlooked  the  Irishman.  However,  the  Irish  com- 
edian seems  to  have  had  his  day  ;  although  we  hear  great 
news  of  Harrigan's  new  Irish  play  in  New  York,  liut  then 
he  is  a  genius,  and  I  will  engage  his  irishman  is  not  even 
cut  upon  the  Boucicaultian  pattern.  Perhaps  Florence  will 
attempt  an  Irish  part  once  more  when  he  comes  to  the  Cal- 
ifornia for  the  Christmas  holidays  ;  but  for  the  present  the 
Irish  comedian,  as  an  institution,  has  passed  away  for  the 
nonce,  Allah  be  praised.  Miss  Clara  Morris  will  appear  next 
week  in  Article  4-;  as  "  Cora,"  a  part  in  which  she  first  kin- 
dled the  green  fires  of  jealousy  in  Fanny  Davenport's  mas- 


sive breast  and  made  a  New  York  reputation.  Heaven  knows 
how  long  we  will  be  obliged  to  wait  between  the  acts  in  tliis 
play.  We  had  at  least  a  half  an  hour  between  each  act  of 
Cons.  itnCi\  although  Conscience  is  to  Article  .fy  as  a  rippling 
brook  to  a  strong  cataract.  1  asked  Jack  how  he  liked  Coit- 
science,  and  he  said  he  wanted  more  girls.  It  is  true,  there 
is  no  girl  but  Clara  Morris,  and  Mrs.  Farren,  if  you  will,  but 
I  did  not  miss  them  till  Jack  spoke,  .and  then  I  realized  that, 
although  it  was  an  American  play,  1  had  seen  \'ery  few  dry 
goods.  Article  47  will  remedy  all  that  sort  of  thing.  I  be- 
gin to  see  that  Christmas  is  coming  in  the  theatres,  where 
they  have  already  begun  to  put  out  advertisements  for  the 
leg  brigade.  How  do  those  poor  creatures  live  the  remain- 
der of  the  year  when  there  is  no  Christmas  spectacle  t  In 
truth,  unemployed  talent  is  a  problem  to  me.  1  meet  them 
on  the  street  once  in  a  while — dancers,  singers,  actors — with 
that  strange,  only  half-familiar  look,  which  strikes  you  in  the 
people  whom  you  are  accustomed  to  seeing  in  artificial  light 
and  amid  all  the  bewildering  accessories.  The  men  gener- 
ally wear  an  ulster,  the  women  a  seal-skin  sactjue — two  marks 
of  prosperity.  They  look  comfortable  and  merry,  as  if  they 
were  well  housed  and  well  fed.  The  unemployed  working- 
man  never  looks  this  w.iy,  and  the  victim  of  stock  specula- 
lions  gets  shabby  and  peaked  in  three  months.  How  is  it  ? 
1  can  not  say,  but  it  is  well  that  it  is  so.  However,  it  is  a 
fortnight  too  soon  to  commence  to  talk  about  Christmas 
spectacles ;  so,  good  bye.        Yours,  ever,  Betsv  B. 


The  JRi-'cls  is  to  be  the  Christmas  attraction  at  the  Grand 
Opera  House  under  the  new  management  of  Messrs.  Tor- 
rence  &  Rodgers.  'J'/ie  Kc-oels  is  a  spectacular  burlesque 
version  of  the  story  of  St.  George  and  the  Dragon.  It  af- 
fords ample  scope  for  the  display  of  the  varied  talents  of  the 
Rice  Combination,  and  will  be  put  upon  the  stage  in  a  mag- 
nificent manner. 

There  is  to  be  a  revival  of  Le  Petit  Due  at  the  Bush  Street 
Theatre,  commencing  Monday.  The  Gratid  Ditchcss  is  all 
ready  for  produclion,  but  there  was  such  a  general  demand 
for  lite  little  Duke  that  it  was  concluded  to  set  aside  the 
Duchess.  Friday  next  Mrs.  Oates  takes  a  benefit,  when  ev- 
erybody, including  the  occupants  of  the  gallery  even,  will  be 
presented  with  a  photograph  of  .Mrs.  Oates  as  J-e  Petit  Due. 
On  the  23d  instant  JJer  Majesty s  Ship  Pinafore  will  be  put 
on  the  boards  as  the  holiday  attraction.  It  will  be  mounted 
and  cast  in  superb  style. 


What  Our  Best  Society  is  About. 


Last  week  I  promised  to  tell  you  about  the  kettle-drum  on 
Saturday  at  Mrs.  William  M.  Gwin's.  The  ladies  came  in 
visiting  costumes,  wearing  their  hats  ;  the  gentlemen,  in 
morning  suits.  At  the  kettle-drums  in  Washington  and  New 
York  dancing  is  not  the  custom,  but  Mrs.  Gwin,  deviating 
from  the  usual  routine,  gave  us  fine  music  and  dancing,  and 
did  not  limit  us  to  the  hours  the  cards  specified,  many  of  us 
remaining  till  after  eight  o'clock.  A  light  supper  was  served 
at  five  o'clock,  consisting  of  tea,  coffee,  chocolate,  and  light 
viands.  Among  the  guests  were  Mrs.  Delos  Lake  with  her 
daughters  Miss  Helen  and  Anna,  Mrs.  Hall  McAllister,  with 
her  daughters  Miss  Marion  and  Miss  Edith,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
William  McLung,  Mrs.  John  McMullen,  with  her  daughters; 
Miss  Eva  Maynard,  Miss  Lena  Maynard,  daughters  of  our 
Auditor;  Miss  Mamie  Maynard,  Mrs.  William  F.  Wallace, 
.Miss  Addie  Wallace,  Mrs.  James  C.  Flood,  Miss  Jennie  Flood, 
Mrs.  Solomon,  Miss  IVIattie  Solomon,  Mrs.  Stuart  M.  Tay- 
lor, Mrs.  General  McDowell,  Miss  Lizzie  Spotts,  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Wilson,  Miss  Loyal,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  Coleman, 
.Mrs.  George  Wallace,  Miss  Swearingen,  .Miss  Lizzie  Bruner, 
Miss  Nina  Thomson,  Miss  Bertie  Thomson,  Mrs.  Stewart, 
.Miss  Wilkins,  i\Ir.  Masten,  Miss  Maggie  Masten,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  J.  Henly  Smith.  Among  the  gentlemen,  Mr.  John  T. 
Washington,  Mr.  James,  Mr.  Sheldon,  Mr.  lien  Teal,  Mr. 
Taylor,  Mr.  Edward  McAfee,  Mr.  Chambers,  iWr.  Twiggs, 
.Mr.  Wilford  Page,  Mr.  Stone,  Mr.  James  A.  Miller,  Jr.,  Mr.' 
D.  Beck,  and  many  others.  On  Saturday  evening,  IVIr.  James 
Ben  Ali  Haggin,  son  of  J.  B.  Haggin,  was  married  to  ISIiss 
Lizzie  Wood,  at  the  residence  of  her  sister,  Mrs.  William  Sil- 
lem.  The  young  lady  has  just  returned  from  a  trip  to  Eu- 
rope, and  is  a  resident  of  Lima,  Peru.  The  groom  is  a  mem- 
ber of  the  firm  of  Haggin  cS:  Lounsben-y,  of  Wall  Street,  New 
York.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by  the  Right  Reverend 
Bishop  Kip,  in  the  presence  of  only  a  few  intimate  friends 
and  relatives.  -Among  those  present  were  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
William  Sillem,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  I-i.  Haggin,  .Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lloyd  Tevis,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carrol  McAfee,  Mr.  Charles 
-Mayne,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Babcock.  They  gave  a  re- 
ception at  Mrs.  Sillem's  on  Thursday,  soon  after  leaving  for 
their  new  home  in  New  York.  There  seems  to  be  quite  an 
epidemic  in  the  families  of  Haggin  and  Tevis,  for  before  the 
reverberations  of  one  marriage  bell  have  ceased,  another  peals 
forth.  It  is  considered  the  thing  to  patronize  the  theatres 
on  Monday  night  among  our  set ;  so  we  found  ourselves  at 
the  Baldwin  on  the  opening  night  of  Clara  Morris'  return. 
Among  our  people  we  saw  Mr.  Flood,  wife,  and  daughter, 
.Mr.  and  -Mrs.  Breckinridge,  the  Maynards,  Mr.  Ned  Park- 
er, the  Gwins,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Coleman,  ex-Senator  Cole, 
wife  and  daughter.  Judge  Clark,  Mrs.  Ben.  HoUiday,  Jr.,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Fred.  Castle,  Mrs.  Judge  Wheeler  and  son,  H.  B. 
Williams  and  wife,  Mrs.  Poett,  Mr.  and  .Mrs.  Hopkins,  Judge 
Hager  and  wife.  Then  there  were  the  usual  number  of  our 
beaux  lining  the  walls  and  doorways.  One  enjoys  the  theatre 
so  much  when  about  us  are  familiar  faces.  Across  the  bay, 
in  Oakland,  on  Thursday  morning  of  last  week,  at  the  resi- 
dence of  the  brides  mother,  Mr.  John  H.  Hughes  and  Miss 
Ella  H.  Bugbee  were  married,  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, ceremony  by  J.  D.  Parks;  only  relatives  and  friends 
present.  The  bridal  party  entered  the  parlors,  preceded  by 
Misses  Alice  and  Bessie  Bugbee,  Misses  Ethel  and  Helen 
Smith,  young  nieces  of  the  bride,  the  bridegroom  and  Mrs. 
S.  C.  Bugbee,  the  bride  with  her  eldest  brother,  .Mr.  Charles 
L.  Bugbee.  On  their  return  from  their  trip  they  will  receive 
their  friends,  at  Tenth  Street,  after  the  twenty-fifth  of  this 
month.  Mrs.  Theodore  Shillaber,  whose  receptions  at  the 
Occidental  we  have  all  enjoyed  so  much,  is  now  building  a 
large  ball  room  at  her  residence  on  Sixteenth  Street.  She 
leaves  for  the  East  soon,  and  on  her  return  intends  to  enter- 
tain in  her  usual  charming  manner.  Mrs.  Hall  McAllister 
has  charming  Sunday  evening  teas,  made  pleasant  by  chat" 
ting  and  music.  Mary  Jane, 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


PRELUDES -IN  DIVERS  KEYS. 


A  more  thoroughly  delightful  concert  than  the  fourth  one 
of  the  Schmidt  Quintet  Club — on  Friday,  6th  instant — has 
probably  never  been  heard  in  this  city,  and — which  may  as 
well  be  noted  right  here — is  rarely  heard  in  any  city.  For 
once  the  programme  was  entirely  harmonious  ;  the  vocal 
and  solo  numbers  were  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  concerted 
pieces,  which  were  admirably  selected,  and  could  not  fail  to 
delight  the  dilletanti,  while  they  interested  the  professional 
musicians  who  form  so  large  a  proportion  of  the  audience  at 
these  recitals.  The  keynote  to  the  entire  evening  was  struck 
in  the  string  quartet  of  Haydn,  with  which  the  concert 
opened — Mr.  Clifford  Schmidt  leading — of  which  the  Mcn- 
uetto  was  given  with  the  most  charming  grace  and  humor. 
Mr.  Clifford  also  placed  a  new  feather  in  his  cap — and  a  still 
larger  one,  1  think,  in  that  of  his  teacher,  his  elder  brother, 
Louis,  Jr. — by  his  really  admirable  playing  of  the  Andante  and 
Finale  from  Mendelssohn's  Violin  Concerto ;  the  Andante, 
although  beautifuly  played,  suffered  somewhat  from  the 
rather  rapid  tempo  in  which  it  has  become  the  fashion  of 
late  years  to  play  it  (entirely  uncalled  for  and  mistaken,  I 
think),  but  the  Finale  was  a  delightful  performance  in  many 
respects.  So  was  also  that  of  the  Variations  Serieiises, 
by  Miss  Schmidt,  who  certainly  showed  great  courage  in  at- 
tempting this  most  difficult  and  profound  of  Mendelssohn's 
piano-forte  compositions,  but  who  proved  herself  to  be  as 
nearly  equal  to  the  task  of  playing  it  as  it  is  possible  to 
be  at  her  age.  The  enthusiasm  of  youth  is  rarely  tempered 
with  artistic  reticence  ;  young  blood  must  be  permitted  its 
moments  of  gush.  But  I  prefer  it  in  mild  doses,  especially 
in  Mendelssohn's  music.  The  String  Quartet  of  Schubert — 
the  posthumous  Allegro  nwlto  in  C  minor — a  work  of  inde- 
scribable beauty,  and  one  that  made  a  truly  profound  impres- 
sion on  the  audience,  was  one  of  the  most  perfect  quartet 
performances  I  ever  heard  anywhere.  Aware,  as  I  was,  of 
the  great  difficulty  of  this  movement,  both  for  each  individ- 
ual player  and  in  the  ensenil'le,  I  had  prepared  myself  to  be 
satisfied  with  a  moderately  good  performance  of  it,  and,  in- 
deed, should  have  considered  this  quite  an  achievement. 
But  I  was  delightfully  disappointed.  Mrs.  Tippett — who 
did  not  seem  to  be  in  her  best  voice — sang  with  the  true 
musical  intelligence  and  sympathetic  style  that  characterizes 
every  thing  she  does.  The  first  song,  by  Raff,  was  not  well 
chosen — for  her — since  it  should  be  given  with  a  dramatic 
force  for  which  her  voice  in  entirely  inadequate  ;  the  songs 
of  Reinecke — with  violin — she  sings  beautifully. 


An  interesting  feature  in  connection  with  these  lovely  songs, 
which  may  be  said  to  have  become  an  established  favorite 
with  our  music  public — since  for  the  past  four  or  five  years 
they  have  been  sung  at  least  once  every  winter — is  the  fact 
that  they  were  the  first  music  of  Reinecke  to  find  place  on  a 
programme  in  this  city,  and  formed,  so  to  speak,  the  begin- 
ning of  our  acquaintance  with  one  of  the  most  delightful  of 
modem  composers.  Since  their  introduction  here — it  was 
by  Miss  Dingeon,  at  one  of  the  concerts  of  the  Musical  In- 
stitute, about  eight  years  ago — Reinecke's  name  has  become 
almost  as  familiar  to  our  music  lovers  as  it  is  at  Leipzig, 
where  he  is  conductor  of  the  famous  Gewandhaus  concerts  ; 
his  orchestral  compositions — notably  the  exquisite  Entr'acte 
from  Manfred — and  songs  are  frequently  given,  his  chamber 
music  diligently  studied,  a  chorus  club  has  been  named  after 
him,  and  his  piano-forte  music  holds  a  very  high  place  in  the 
estimation  of  players  and  teachers.  I  recognize  in  this  cul- 
tivation of  the  music  of  a  composer  like  Reinecke  a  sign  that 
we  are  developing — to  a  certain  e.\tent  at  least — in  a  good 
direction,  since  an  appreciation  of  his  work  implies  the  re- 
cognition of  much  that  is  best  in  art,  namely,  purity  of  orig- 
inal thought,  great  refinement  and  noblesse  of  expression,  as 
well  as  the  most  consummate  skill  in  the  treatment  of  his 
subject,  be  it  what  it  may.  The  same  masterly  hand  that  in 
the  Freidensfeier  overture  depicts  the  glory  of  a  great  nation 
with  all  the  breadth  and  grandeur  of  a  great  epic  lingers 
with  loving  care  and  lightest  touch  over  the  elaboration  of  a 
Sofiatine  or  group  of  charming  little  pieces  for  the  children  ; 
the  composer  of  an  opera  like  Manfred  is  also  he  of  the  A^;^/- 
cr<zrf«-,and  in  none  of  his  greater  choruses  will  there  be  found 
more  patient  or  conscientious  attention  to  detail  than  is  ap- 
parent in  every  line  of  the  Trios,  for  female  voices,  or  the  two 
songs  with  violin.  Reinecke's  work — especially  his  admira- 
ble instructive  material — is  invaluable  to  us  in  our  musical 
progress,  and  one  of  the  most  satisfactory  evidences  that  we 
are  attempting  in  serious  earnest  to  make  this  progress  is  to 
be  found  in  the  fact  that  San  Francisco  is  a  pretty  good  cus- 
tomer of  Breitkopf  and  Hrirtel  of  Leipzig,  who  publish  most 
of  his  compositions. 

The  unusually  attractive  programme  put  forward  for  the 
next  Quintet  Concert — it  fairly  bristles  with  good  things — will 
be  accepted  in  many  quarters  as  after  all  but  poor  recom- 
pense for  the  accompanying  announcement  that  this  is  to  be 
the  last  of  these  delightful  performances.  But  the  end  of  all 
good  things  must  come  sooner  or  later  ;  that  of  a  concert 
season  arrives  when,  on  making  up  the  accounts,  the  balance 
is  found  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  page,  and,  this  being  the 
case,  I  for  one  am  not  disposed  to  find  fault  with  Mr.  Schmidt 
for  preferring  to  devote  the  time  and  energies  of  his  quintet 
to  study  and  preparation  for  their  Eastern  tour  rather  than 
getting  up  concerts  in  this  city  when  they  do  not  pay.  We 
have  as  yet  too  small  a  public  for  good  music,  while  its  pre- 
sentation is  attended  with  comparatively  too  great  expense. 
When  we  have  learned  to  look  for  good  concerts  ourselves, 
instead  of  compelling  the  concert-giver  to  lose  three  or  four 
weeks  in  hunting  up  a  sufficient  subscription  to  cover  his  ex- 


penses— besides  laying  out  about  one-fourth  of  the  receipts 
for  printing  and  advertising — and  when  we  are  prepared  to 
accept  a  well  carried  out  programme  of  chamber  music,  with- 
out insisting  on  the  costly  luxury  of  a  singer  (vocalists  are 
very  rarely  included  in  such  programmes  abroad),  we  can 
possibly  find  a  quartet  party  that  can  afford  to  remain  in 
this  city  and  give  us  some  more  music.  Until  then  it  is  out 
of  the  question.  Meantime  Mr.  Schmidt  and  his  talented 
family  go  East,  ^\■here,  I  have  no  doubt,  their  excellent 
playing  will  win  them  no  end  of  success.  The  programme 
for  next  Friday  is,  as  I  stated  before,  ver>'  strong,  and  in- 
cludes the  piano-forte  Quintet  of  Schumann,  clarinette 
Quintet  of  Mozart,  Gavotte  of  Bazzini  for  strings,  Aria  for 
violin  by  Bach,  a  Ciaconne  for  violin,  by  Vitali,  Rotnanza  for 
'cello,  by  Bargiel,  and  the  brilliant  Capriecio  in  B  minor  of 
Mendelssohn  (with  quintet  accompaniment)  for  piano-forte. 
Mrs.  Marriner-Campbell  will  singan^;;ir  ixora  Prd ajix  clercs 
with  obligato  violin,  and  a  Slumber  Song  by  Oscar  Weil. 


BOOK-COVER  REVIEWS, 


If  Mr.  Gee,  of  Trinity  Church  choir,  had  undertaken  to 
make  a  special  effort  to  assist  me  in  the  illustration  of  what 
I  consider  to  be  the  true  direction  in  which  church  music 
should  be  cultivated,  he  could  hardly  have  succeeded  more 
eflfectually  than  in  the  service  which  I  heard  sung  at  this 
church  on  last  Sunday  morning.  Not  that  everything  was 
well  sung,  by  any  means.  This,  with  a  volunteer  choir  that 
is  still  in  an  almost  experimental  state,  and  with  an  organ 
loft  so  badly  constructed  that  the  singers  are  obliged  to 
string  themselves  out  in  a  long  row — some  of  them  almost 
out  of  hearing  of  the  organist—  would  be  too  much  to  expect. 
But  the  effort  to  perform  the  music  of  the  service  with  a 
choir  instead  of  a  solo  quartet — which  is,  after  all,  only  the 
make-shift  of  indolence  or  incapacity — is  of  itself  of  great 
importance,  and  Mr.  Gee's  chorus  already  begins  to  show  re- 
sults of  careful,  intelligent  training,  singing  pretty  ■:vell  in 
tune  and  nicely  together,  etc.  That  only  good  music  is  sung 
understands  itself;  I  can  not  imagine  Mrs.  Mills  singing,  or 
an  organist  of  Mr.  Gee's  training  playing,  anything  else.  The 
portion  of  the  service  that  I  heard  included  a  Benedietushy 
Barnby,  a  composition  of  pure  style  and  much  beauty, 
Spohr's  As  pants  the  Jiart  (as  an  offertor)^,  Mrs.  Mills  singing 
the  soprano  solo  with  all  her  accustomed  charm  of  voice), 
and  several  hymns.  These  were  given  with  the  greatest  sim- 
plicity and  breadth — as  they  always  should  be — the  choir 
forming  a  support,  as  it  were,  for  such  of  the  congregation 
as  chose  to  join  in  the  singing.  A  noble  Toccata  of  Bach, 
played  as  a  closing  voluntary,  formed  a  fitting  conclusion  to 
a  service  in  which  everything  was  orderly  and  in  keeping, 
and  in  which  the  aim  of  organist  and  choir  alike  seemed  to 
be  only  to  make  good  music,  and  avoid  everything  like 
parade  or  a  display  of  their  own  abilities.  I  think  Trinity 
Church  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  success  that  has  attend- 
ed Mr.  Gee's  efforts,  and  hope  that  gentleman  will  persevere 
in  the  excellent  work  that  he  has  undertaken. 


It  would  be  interesting  to  ascertain  to  whose  artistic  judg- 
ment this  church  owes  the  utterly  atrocious  arrangement  of 
color  on  its  walls.  The  prevailing  tint  is  a  chalky,  lightish 
blue  ;  this  is  intersected  by  a  sort  of  string  course  of  white, 
which  is  streaked  and  spotted  with  a  deep,  positive  blue  ; 
below — near  the  base — are  a  series  of  panels  of  chalky, 
blueish  lilac,  that  give  a  cold  purple  tone  to  everything  that 
comes  within  their  reach,  and  altogether  the  efliect  is  some- 
thing like  a  chill  accompanied  by  a  touch  of  toothache.  I 
don't  remember  when  I  have  seen  anything  uglier,  unless 
perhaps  in  two  or  three  of  our  swell  houses  that  had  been 
turned  over  to  the  tender  mercy  of  the  fresco  painter  for 
decoration.  There  is  much  about  the  interior  of  Trinity 
Church  that  is  very  good — some  pleasant  wood-work  and 
nice  stained  glass — and  it  seems  a  pity  that  the  effect  of  this 
should  be  killed,  as  it  is,  by  the  overwhelming  ugliness  of 
the  walls. 


I  suppose  I  shall  be  told  that  church  walls  are  outside  the 
jurisdiction  of  a  musical  critic,  and  that  it  might  be  as  well 
that  I  should  attend  to  my  own  shop,  etc.  But  the  walls  of 
a  room  in  which  music  is  performed  are  a  part  of  my  shop, 
for  I  maintain  that  the  effect  of  music  is  largely  influenced 
by  the  external  surroundings  that  attend  its  performance,  and 
am  not  alone  in  this  opinion.  I  believe  that  some  of  my 
readers  will  recollect  the  story  about  an  extra  occasion — 
it  is  many  years  since — on  which  the  directors  of  the  Ge- 
luandhaus,  at  Leipzig,  determined  to  brighten  up  their  little 
salle,  and  replace  its  modest  coat  of  creamy  yellow  (slightly 
relieved  with  gilt)  with  one  that  should  make  a  little  more 
pretension — a  Fifth  Symphony  dress,  let  us  say.  So  the 
fresco  painters  were  called  in,  and  the  room  was  made  splen- 
did. But  the  music  would  not  sound.'  It  got  a  fair  trial ; 
they  tried  it  with  voices,  quartet,  and  orchestra  ;  they  tried 
it  by  daylight  and  candle-light  (they  had  no  gas  there  in  those 
days),  and  without  any  light ;  they  tried  it  in  every  possible 
way.  but  they  could  not  make  it  sound  like  the  old  thing. 
Then  they  held  a  solemn  consultation,  and  determined  to  go 
back  to  the  old  cream  color  and  gilt.  The  painters  came, 
the  old  tints  were  restored,  and  with  them  the  old  charm  of 
the  music  ;  it  sounded.  I  was  not  there  at  the  time,  but 
heard  the  story  in  Leipzig,  and  believe  it.  A  friend,  who  has 
seen  a  great  deal  of  Richard  Wagner,  has  told  me  how  the 
Maestro  has  the  greatest  aversion  to  hearing  music  in  rooms 
whose  walls  are  white — that  he  can  not  write  in  such  a  room, 
and  that  he  complains  that  the  white  color  freezes  up  the  tone. 
I  understand  this  perfectly,  and  it  is  precisely  the  effect  pro- 
duced by  the  purplish,  chalky  tint  of  the  walls  at  Trinity. 
They  chill  the  music,  and  are  ugly  besides. 


Mr.  Stephen  W.  Leach  gave  his  concert  at  Piatt's  Hall  on 
last  Monaay  evening,  and  in  doing  so  only  succeeded  in  prov- 
ing what  has  been  abundantly  demonstrated  in  former  at- 
tempts of  the  same  kind,  viz  :  that  the  public  of  San  Fran- 
cisco does  not  care  for  concerts  in  which  the  music  is  the 
only  attraction,  and  will  not  go  to  them  excepting  under  pres- 
sure. The  only  way  to  get  houses  in  this  city  is  to  either 
coax  or  bully  people  into  buying  tickets  ;  Mr.  Leach  only  of- 
fered a  very  interesting  and  attractive  programme  carried 
out  by  some  of  our  best  artists,  and  has  probably  the  bulk 
of  the  expenses  to  pay  for  his  pains  and  misplaced  confi- 
dence. The  music  was  excellent,  especially  the  old  English 
part-songs  ;  Mr.  Leach's  Chorus- Waltz — a  well  written  and 
effective  number — was  also  very  enjoyable.  S.  E. 


Houghton,  Osgood  &  Co.,  of  the  Riverside  press,  are  print- 
ing all  the  books,  and  Billings,  Harbourne  &  Co.  are  giving 
them  away.     We  have  received  from  this  house  this  week 
the  Biography  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  the  wonderful  painter, 
who  flourished  in  the  second  half  of  the  sixteenth  century 
— the  golden  era  of  the  middle  ages,  during  which  Shaks- 
peare,  Ariosto,  and  Cervantes  wrote  their  immortal  pages  ; 
when  Raphael,  Michael  Angelo,  Titian,  and  Giorgione  were 
learning  how  to  prepare  their  celestial  colors  (quoted).     Le- 
onardo was  an  illegitimate  son  of  his  father  ;  this  accounts 
for  his  genius  ;  the  other  eleven  children  bom  in  wedlock 
never  amounted  to  anything.     His  famous  work  of  the  Last 
Supper  is  now  seen  in  the  refectory  of  a  ruined  old  Domin- 
ican monastery  at  Florence — the  first  and  best  painting  the 
world  has  ever  produced.     We  say  the  painting  is  seen  ;  not 
so — only  the  wall  where  it  once  was.     It  has  been  so  often 
repaired,  repainted,  and  retouched,  that  nothing  of  the  nrig- 
inal  is  visible.     An  interesting  book  is  this  life  of  L 
da  Vinci.     While  we  read  it,  it  occurs  to  us  to  asl 
the  age  and  the  art  of  painting  will  ever  be  re\ 
how  does  it  happen  that  w^hile  in  almost  every  c 
ment  of  art,  of  literature,  and  science,  the  pres. 
vance  of  the  sixteenth  century,  we  have  no  pai    u;s  ■  i-ii'- 
parable  with  those  who  flourished  then  ?     We  call  upon  Vir- 
gil Williams  for  an  answer,  and  we  pause  for  a  reply. 

It  will  be  interesting  for  our  children  to  be  informed  that 
The  Melodies  of  Mother  Goose  were  written  by  a  veritable 
goose — a  real,  live  goose.  This  is  a  fact.  On  the  5th  of  July, 
1693,  at  Boston,  Elizabeth  Foster,  aged  twenty-seven  years, 
married  a  man  by  the  name  of  Ver  Goose,  or  tureen  Goose, 
an  old  widower  fifty-four  years  of  age,  who  had  ten  children. 
The  new  Mrs.  Goose  had  six  children,  making  sixteen  in  all. 
It  was  for  this  flock  of  goslings  that  Mrs.  G.  wrote  The 
Melodies  of  Mother  Goose.  Children  have  better  times  now- 
adays than  when  we  were  boys.  .  Mother  Gooses  Melodies 
were  crooned  to  us  by  old  nurses;  now  they  are  printed 
in  splendid  type  on  beautiful  paper,  illustrated  in  colors,  and 
in  green  and  gold,  but  they  are  to  the  little  ones  the  same 
attractive  melodies  as  when  nearly  two  hundred  years  ago 
they  were  sung  to  the  family  of  Boston  by  the  good  Mother 
Goose, 

"  Who  had  so  many  children  she  didn't  know  what  to  do." 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes'  poem  of  "The  School  Boy"  comes 
to  us  beautifully  illustrated,  suitable  for  a  holiday  present. 
A  Book  of  Stories  for  children,  by  Sarah  O.  Jewett ;  and 
what  most  interests  us,  another  cook  book,  entitled  Just 
How,  by  Mrs.  A.  D.  T.  Whitney.  Having  arrived  at  that 
period  of  life  when  we  live  to  eat,  nothing  can  be  more  ac- 
ceptable than  a  book  that  embraces  the  life-long  experience 
of  a  good  cook,  telling  us  just  how  everj'  dish  should  be  pre- 
pared. Memorandum — We  had  written  thus  far  when  we 
were  admonished  that  it  was  time  for  lunch.  We  had  writ- 
ten this  puff  of  Mrs.  Whitney's  cook  book,  having  only  ex- 
amined the  covers  as  is  the  custom  among  book  reviewers. 
After  our  return  from  the  Bohemian  Club,  filled  with  its  in- 
comparable hash,  we  chanced  to  look  again  at  Mrs.  Whitney's 
cook  book,  page  ig-J,  and  to  our  utter  astonishment  read  the 
following  receipt  for  cooking  cauliflower.  Now  cauliflower 
is  our  favorite  vegetable  ;  it  is  the  most  delicate  and  delicious 
of  all  esculents  if  properly  cooked.  In  California  the  cauli- 
flower grows  to  greater  perfection  than  elsewhere  in  the  world, 
and  it  is  evident  that  Mrs.  Whitney  knows  nothing  about  cauli- 
flower, or  how  to  cook  it :  "  An  hour  before  dinner  put  the 
cauliflower  in  a  large  porcelain  kettle  with  a  great  deal  of 
boiling  water,  salted.  Let  it  boil  steadily,  but  not  in  a  furi- 
ous manner  to  toss  and  bruise  it,  for  an  hour  ;  prepare  for  it 
a  cream  sauce,  etc."  This  produces  a  nasty  mess  of  soft 
I'egetable  mush,  unsightly  to  look  upon  and  unfit  to  eat. 
The  true  and  only  way  to  treat  this  vegetable  is  to  drop  it 
into  a  kettle  of  boiling  water  like  an  egg  ;  if  small  in  size  like 
a  Boston  cauliflower,  leave  it  four  minutes  ;  if  like  a  Califor- 
nia specimen,  as  large  as  your  head,  leave  it  seven  minutes. 
Serve  hot  with  butter  sauce.  Mrs.  Whitney  may  know  how 
to  cook  Boston  brown  bread,  codfish,  mackerel,  salt  herring, 
Indian  pudding,  fry  pork  with  molasses,  and  make  cofiee  out 
of  beans  ;  she  might  wrestle  with  an  apple  dumpling  or  a 
mince  pie  made  out  of  dried  apples  and  boiled  cider,  or  she 
might  accomplish  a  pot  of  baked  beans  ;  but  cauliflower  is 
to  her  a  hidden  mystery.  We  do  not  wish  to  be  harsh  or 
over-critical,  but  we  do  not  justify  Houghton,  Osgood  &  Co. 
in  printing  such  matter,  and  we  notify  the  new  book  house  of 
Billings,  Harbourne  &  Co.  that  they  can  exchange  this  cook 
book  for  a  full  set  of  the  Encyclopaedia  Britanica  or  any 
other  useful  works  of  reference  required  in  llic  cdiluriul  li- 
brary. 

From  Peterson  &  Co.,  of  Philadelphia,  we  have  the  ro- 
mantic story  of  Gz?«/ev;,  written  by  Prosper  Merimiie,  of  the 
French  Academy.  It  is  from  this  romance  that  the  opera  of 
Carmen,  as  presented  by  Miss  Minnie  Hauck  and  Miss  Kel- 
logg, was  dramatized.  It  is  a  most  interesting  tale  and  most 
excellently  printed.  It  is  issued  in  paper  as  a  companion  to 
Fanchon,  noticed  by  us  last  week. 

Roman  &  Co.,  impressed  with  our  thorough  manner  of 
criticising  book  covers,  our  exhaustive  review  of  the  ta- 
bles of  contents,  and  the  fidelity  with  which  we  announce  the 
publisher,  the  author,  and— what  is  altogether  more  import- 
ant— the  retailer,  have  sent  us  several  most  interesting— as  we 
conjecture — books,  of  beautiful  print  and  binding,  which  we 
shall  notice  next  week,  they  being  too  late  for  this  issue. 


A  Radical,  heated  by  copious  libations,  was  merrily  singing 
the  "  Marseillaise." 

"What  makes  you  say  '  opprogrium '  ? "  asks  a  friend. 
"  Vou  ougin  10  say  'opprobrium.'" 

"  1  know  it's  opprobrium  in  the  book,  hut  I  prefer  oppro- 
grium." 

"  But  what  does  opprogrium  mean  ? " 

"  Damfino,  but  it  e.xpresses  my  thought  more  clearly." 


"  You  see,"  said  the  host  genially  at  dinner,  "  there  is 
nothing  mean  about  me.  All  through  the  house  e\  erything 
is  regardless  of  expense.  My  servants  drink  the  same  wine 
that  I  do." 

"  You  mean,"  says  a  guest  gently,  "that  ■  >  •  ■he 
same  wine  the  servants  do." 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


OUR  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  FAVORITES, 


The  Two  Angels. 

God  called  ihe  nearest  angels  who  dwell  with  Him  above  : 
The  lenderest  one  was  Pity,  the  dearest  one  was  Love. 

"  Arise,''  He  said,  "  my  angels,  a  wail  of  woe  and  sin 
Steals  through  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  saddens  all  within. 

'  My  harps  take  up  the  mournful  strain  that  from  a  lost  world  swells, 
The  sniokt  ol   lumient  clouds  the  light  and  blights  tlie  aspliodi-ls. 

'  Fly  downward  to  that  undtr  world,  and  on  its  souls  of  pain 
Let  Love  drop  smiles  like  sunshine,  and  Hty  tears  like  rain  1  " 

Two  faces  bowed  before  the  Throne  veiled  in  their  golden  hair  ; 
Four  white  wings  lessened  swiftly  down  the  dark  abyss  of  air. 

The  way  was  strange,  the  flight  was  long  ;  at  last  the  angels  came 
Where  swung  the  lost  and  netner  world,  red-wrapped  in  niyless  ttime. 

There  Pity,  shuddering,  wept ;  but  Love,  with  faith  too  strong  for 

fear. 
Took  hean  from  God's  almightiness,  and  smiled  a  smile  of  cheer. 

And  lo !  that  tear  of  Pity  quenched  the  flame  whereon  it  fL-ll. 
And,  with  the  sunshine  of  that  smile,  hope  entered  into  hell  I 

Two  unveiled  faces  full  of  joy  looked  upward  to  the  Throne, 
Four  white  wings  folded  at  the  feet  of  Him  who  sat  thereon  ! 

And  deeper  than  the  sound  of  seas,  more  soft  than  falling  flake, 
Aniidai  the  hush  of  v.ing  and  song,  the  Voice  Eternal  spake  : 

'  Welcome,  my  angels  !  ye  have  brought  a  holier  joy  to  heaven  ; 
Henceforth  iis  sweetest  song  shall  be  the  song  of  sin  forgiven  ! " 

W'HITTIER. 


The  Lotos-Eaters. 
I. 
"Courage,"  he  said,  and  pointed  toward  the  land; 
"This  niouniing  wave  will  roll  us  shoreward  soon," 

lo  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land, 

In  which  it  seemed  always  ailemoon. 

All  round  the  coast  the  languid  air  did  swoon. 

Breathing  hke  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 

FuU-faced  above  the  valley  stood  the  moon  ; 

And  tike  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender  stream 

Along  the  cliff  to  fail  and  pause  and  fall  did  seem. 

n. 

A  land  of  streams  I   some,  like  a  down^'ard  smoke. 

Stow-dropping  veils  of  thmnest  lawn,  did  go ; 

And  some  through  wavering  lights  and  shadows  broke. 

Rolling  a  slumbrous  sheet  of  foam  below. 

They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 

From  the  inner  land  ;  far  off,   three  mountain-tops. 

Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged  snow. 

Stood  sunset-flushed ;  and,  dewed  with  showery  drops, 

L'p^lomb  the  shadowy  pine  above  the  woven  copse. 

HI. 
The  chaimM  sunset  lingered  low  adown 
in  the  red  West  ;  through  mountain  clefts  the  dale 
Was  seen  far  inland,  and  the  yellow  down 
Bordered  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding  vale 
And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galingale  ; 
A  land  where  all  things  always  seemed  the  samel 
And  round  about  tlie  ket:l  with  faces  pale. 
Dark  faces  pale  against  that  rosy  flame, 
The  niild-«yed  melancholy  Lotos-eaters  came. 

IV. 
Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem. 
Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof  they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them. 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gushmg  of  the  wave 
Far,  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  alien  shores  ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake, 
His  voice  was  ihin,  as  voices  from  the  grave  ; 
And  deep-asleep  he  seemed,  yet  all  awake. 
And  music  in  his  ears  his  beating  heart  did  make. 

V. 
They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand. 
Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore  ; 
And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of  Fatherland, 
Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave;  but  evermore 
Most  wearj*  seemed  the  sea,  weary  the  oar, 
W'cary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 
Then  some  one  said:  "We  will  return  no  more;" 
And  all  at  once  they  sang  ;  "Our  island  home 
is  far  beyond  the  wave;  we  wiU  no  longer  roam." 

Tennyson. 


Some  misguided  genius  has  established  at  the  comer  of  the 
Faubourg  Saint  Denis,  Paris,  at  the  most  crowded  part  of 
that  most  crowded  of  thoroughfares,  two  dials,  the  one  white 
with  black  figures,  the  other  black  with  white  figures,  and  an 
inscription  stating  that  the  dials  change  color  ever)*  five  min- 
utes. The  consequence  is,  from  dawn  to  dusk  a  crowd  gath- 
ers on  the  opposite  pavement,  and  at  times  numbers  two 
hundred  to  three  hundred.  There  they  stand  until  the  min- 
ute-hand points  to  a  figure,  and  some  go  away  contented  at 
having  seen  the  change.  Many,  however,  remain  ;  for  a 
passing  omnibus  or  van  has  probably  eclipsed  the  dials  at 
the  momentous  time,  or  possibly  the  observers  attention  has 
been  withdrawn  for  a  second  of  time.  It  is  only  five  minutes, 
and  so  they  remain,  recruiting  their  numbers  by  new  acces- 
sions. 

A  community  of  Trappists  has  purchased  a  lot  of  land  in 
western  Pennsylvania  with  a  view  to  establish  a  monastery- 
there.  The  society  will  consist  of  two  hundred  monks  from 
France,  Ireland,  and  Turkey.  The  Trappists,  the  most  aus- 
tere of  all  the  religious  orders  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church, 
were  founded  in  the  seventeenth  century  by  Armand  Jean  de 
Ranee,  They  rise  at  two'  o'clock  in  the  morning  ;  devote 
twelve  hours  of  the  day  to  devotion,  and  the  remainder  to 
hard  work,  mainly  in  the  field.  No  secular  conversation  is 
permitted.  On  meeting,  they  salute  one  another  with  "  Re- 
member death, '  and  speak  no  more.  They  subsist  on  water 
and  vegetables.  Meal,  beer,  and  wine  are  strictly  pro- 
hibited. They  sleep  on  a  board  with  a  pillow  of  straw. 
They  never  undress,  even  in  illness.  There  are  only  2,500 
of  them  in  the  whole  world,  and  that  is  enough. 


There  is  more  active  fun  in  an  ounce  of  kitten  than  in  a 
ton  of  elephant 

A  wicked  New  Jersey  man  says  Talmage  talks  too  much 
with  his  legs. 

The  perfectly  contented  man  is  also  perfectly  useless. 


THE  CHINESE  AND  SOCIALISM. 


Translated  for  the  Argronaut  from  "  Revue  des  Deiix  Moades." 


[coNciA-nen  from  last  ki-mrer.] 

Force  alone  has  opened  the  vast  empire  of  China,  unto 
whose  centre  hardly  any  Europeans  have  as  yet  penetrated, 
but  from  which  issues  every  year  an  ever-increasing  wave  of 
emigrants.  "  China,'' wrote  two  years  ago  an  author  who 
was  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  country,  "will  send  forty 
millions  of  men  to  Atnerica  without  those  who  remain  taking 
any  notice  of  it.  The  race  is  so  prolific  that  the  country  will 
obtain  no  perceptible  relief  from  this  exodus."  The  rigorous 
exactness  of  the  assertion  will  strike  any  one  who  has  had 
an  opportunity  of  observing  those  compact  masses,  the  in- 
numerable multitudes  in  search  of  their  daily  subsistence. 

In  Australia  the  white  race,  menaced  in  its  means  of  sub- 
sistence, demands  energetic  measures,  and,  under  popular 
pressure,  the  Legislative  Assembly  is  taking  steps  to  keep 
out  the  Asiatic  race.  The  .complaints  alleged  against  it  are 
the  same  in  Q^J^dstown  and  San  Francisco,  with  this  differ- 
ence, that  in  California  the  question  has  assumed  a  far  more 
keen  and  threatening  character.  The  socialist  party,  in  fact, 
has  taken  possession  of  it  in  order  to  excite  the  masses,  and 
it  has  succeeded  in  provoking  manifestations  of  such  a  char- 
acter that  during  some  days  the  inhabitants  believe  they 
were  on  the  eve  of  very  serious  events.  Though  the  crisis 
passed  without  danger,  the  causes  that  produced  it  still 
exist.  The  conflict  is  only  adjourned,  and  will  certainly  be 
renewed  if  satisfaction  is  not  given  to  popular  passions.  Is 
this  satisfaction  possible?  This  is  the  question  we  must  try 
to  meet  in  an  examination  of  the  accusations  brought  against 
the  Chinese,  and  the  measures  suggested  to  conjure  away 
the  peril. 

The  first  charge  alleged  against  them  is  as  follows  :  They 
live  on  little,  they  have  no  family  to  support,  they  are  content 
with  the  poorest  wages.  Their  clothing  is  the  simplest, 
they  wear  sandals  ;  consume  nothing  but  rice,  salt  fish,  and 
tea  ;  everything  they  want  they  bring  from  their  own  country. 
A  hundred  Chinamen  will  lodge  in  a  space  ihat  will  hardly 
suffice  for  ten  white  men  ;  and  not  only  do  they  add  nothing 
to  the  public  wealth,  but,  as  statistics  prove,  they  impoverish 
the  country.  The  study  of  local  statistics  throws  a  curious 
light  on  the  question.  The  Americans  are  a  practical  people, 
able  to  reduce  everj-thing  to  figures.  From  certain  calcula- 
tions of  their  economists  it  follows  that  the  value  of  an  emi- 
grant of  the  white  race  is  about  $1,500.  In  other  words,  the 
mean  excess  of  his  production  over  his  consumption  is  es- 
timated at  this  figure.  It  is  his  contribution  to  the  overplus 
of  social  activity.  According  to  them  the  Chinese  not  only  do 
not  contribute  anything  to  this  overplus,  but  they  infringe 
considerably  on  the  common  capital.  Bank  accounts  show 
that  in  the  space  of  twenty-five  years  (from  185310  iSySlthey 
have  sent  to  China  the  enormous  sum  of  900,000,000  francs. 
Now,  during  the  same  lapse  of  time  the  amount  that  emi- 
grants of  the  white  race  have  been  able  to  economize  out  of 
their  wages  is  estimated  at  only  300,000,000  francs.  From 
the  statistics  of  the  custom  house  of  San  Francisco  for  1S77, 
it  is  known  that  the  amount  of  silver  exported  to  China 
reaches  90,000,000  francs,  and  this  is  not  reckoning  the  sums 
the  Chinese  carry  on  their  persons  on  the  voyage.  It  is  a 
third  of  the  total  exportation  from  California.  The  power  of 
absorbing  silver,  whether  in  ingots  or  in  specie,  by  China 
and  the  East  Indies  is  a  fact  which  has  been  often  verified. 
Even  before  the  discovery  of  California  and  Australia,  Asia 
had  almost  exhausted  the  metallic  stock  of  Spanish  and 
Mexican  dollars.  In  1877  its  importation  of  silver  from  all 
sources  exceeded  525,000,000  francs.  Southampton,  San 
Francisco,  Marseilles,  and  Venice  are  the  principle  ports 
through  which  this  arg^tiferous  movement  is  efi'ected.  The 
importation  of  gold  to  China  is  almost  null,  and  for  1878 
represented  about  200,000  francs. 

What  strikes  us  in  the  figures  given  above  is  the  prodig- 
ious economy  of  the  Chinese  emigrants,  and  their  producing 
power.  If  these  two  qualities  are  a  crime  in  the  eyes  of 
their  adversaries,  it  is,  they  say,  because  the  Chinaman  does 
not  establish  himself  definitively  in  the  countrj' ;  he  obeys 
his  fixed  idea  of  returning  to  his  native  land,  which  alone 
benefits  by  the  results  of  his  labor.  This  argument  wants 
logic,  for  it  is  evident  that  on  the  day  when  the  Chinese  be- 
come permanent  residents,  the  invasion  will  march  with  giant 
steps,  and  the  American  population  will  disappear  among 
those  compact  masses  of  Asiatics.  Only  for  this  double 
current,  California  would  long  since  have  become  a  Chinese 
colony.  It  is  easy  to  understand  the  hatred  of  the  white 
emigrants  :  they  see  in  the  new-comers  successful  rivals  with 
whom  a  peaceful  struggle  is  impossible.  The  Americans  on 
their  side  feel  themselves  inundated  by  this  rushing  tide 
which  they  dread  will  not  only  ruin  their  countr}*,  but  render 
it  uninhabitable.  After  the  economists,  speaking  in  the 
name  of  material  interests,  come  the  moralists,  who  tell  us 
that  the  life  and  habits  of  the  Chinese  are  so  different  from 
theirs  that  their  presence  is  a  permanent  danger  in  every 
respect.  Their  filthiness  is  extreme,  and  their  dwellings  are 
hot-beds  of  epidemics.  They  despise  women  ;  they  have  no 
repect  for  an  oath  ;  they  are  perjurers,  profligates,  without 
honor,  without  religion,  and  without  faith. 

However  severe  a  judgment  evidently  dictated  by  passion 
may  be,  we  cannot  declare  it  entirely  false.  It  is  certain 
that  Chinese  emigration  recruits  itself  from  the  very  lowest 
classes  of  the  population,  and  that  among  these  classes  there, 
as  ever>'\vhere  else,  vice  and  ignorance  hold  sway.  is 
missionar)'  teaching  powerless  among  them  ?  Can  they  not 
be  brought  under  the  influence  of  religious  ideas  ?  To  this 
the  missionaries  can  only  reply  by  avowing  their  utter  want 
of  success,  and  their  entire  inability  to  make  proselytes 
among  the  Chinese. 

After  the  economists  and  moralists,  men  of  politics  in  their 
turn  declare  that  the  Chinese,  bending  for  centuries  under 
the  yoke  of  a  crushing  despotism,  are  incapable  of  becom- 
ing free  citizens  of  a  free  countr)-.  "  For  a  long  time,"  they 
say,  "we  have  been  cradled  in  the  idea  that  in  every  conflict- 
ing race  the  superior  race  must  necessarily  absorb  the  in- 
ferior, and  impose  on  it  its  ideas,  customs,  and  laws.  His- 
tory oflTers  many  examples  of  this  ;  but  theory  is  one  thing, 
and  fact  is  another.  There  are  exceptions  to  general  laws  of 
humanity,  and  if  we  examine  the  matter  the  Chinese  will 
prove  it.  So  far  are  they  from  considering  themselves  our 
inferiors,  that  they  look  on  us  as  barbarians,  and  manifest  a 


profound  disdain  for  our  civilization.  They  form  a  compact 
mass,  inaccessible  to  every  influence.  They  diflfer  from  us 
in  everj'thing — color,  features,  dress,  language,  morals,  and 
religion.  Can  two  races  so  distinct,  separated  by  insur- 
mountable barriers,  live  side  by  side,  on  the  same  soil,  and 
under  the  same  government  ?  If  union  between  them  is  im- 
possible, one  of  them  must  yield  and  the  other  bend. 
Which.''  Number  is  strength,  and  strength  makes  right. 
They  come  in  waves,  driven  on  by  an  irresistible  current, 
and  to  our  complaints  and  protests  they  answer  :  '  We  have 
on  our  side  right  and  treaties.'"  Moderate  men  stop  at  this, 
but  the  masses,  menaced  in  their  interests,  in  their  existence, 
have  their  own  logic — brutal  and  violent,  like  themselves. 
Before  we  view  them  at  work,  let  us  examine  briefly  the 
measures  by  the  aid  of  which  they  propose  to  remedy  the 
danger. 

However  great  the  contempt  professed  for  the  Chinese, 
they  are  not  the  less  masters  of  a  vast  empire  with  which'the 
United  States  have  a  considerable  commerce.  There  exists 
in  China  American  residents,  American  interests,  which  were 
not  established  withoat  trouble  or  created  without  difficulty, 
and  which  will  not  easily  permit  themselves  to  be  sacrificed. 
It  is  not  probable  that  China  will  seek  revenge  for  a  violation 
of  treaties  by  declaring  war  against  the  United  States.  Her 
junks  would  certainly  not  come  to  bombard  San  Francisco  ; 
but  who  could  prevent  her  from  replying  to  these  unjust  pro- 
ceedings by  an  order  expelling  American  residents  and  by  a 
refusal  to  admit  the  ships  of  the  United  States  into  her  har- 
bors ?  The  massacres  of  Tien-tsin  are  not  yet  forgotten. 
Blood  can  still  flow,  and  a  frantic  populace  can  include  in 
one  common  hatred  and  revenge  all  foreign  residents. 

It  is  proposed  to  organize  a  general  crusade  of  capital 
against  Chinese  labor,  to  come  to  an  agreement  not  to  em- 
ploy any  Chinaman,  to  give  always  and  everywhere,  at  all 
costs,  the  preference  to  the  white  workman  over  the  Asiatic, 
and  thus  place  the  latter  in  the  alternative  of  dying  of  hun- 
ger or  of  quitting  the  country.  In  theory,  very  well,  but  how 
about  the  practice.''  What  will  yon  do  with  the  refractory? 
There  are  ten  to-day,  there  will  be  a  thousand  to-morrow. 
Here  is  a  farmer — American,  German,  Irish,  it  does  not  mat- 
ter— who  employs  twenty  Chinese  ;  he  dismisses  them  and 
replaces  them  by  twenty  Irishmen  who  cost  him  daily  three 
times  as  much.  Will  he  sell  his  produce  at  a  dearer  rate  and 
in  the  same  proportion?  And  if  he  has  a  neighbor  who, 
more  careful  of  his  own  than  of  the  general  interests,  persists 
in  employing  cheap  labor,  what  will  he  do  ?  Rivalry  becomes 
impossible.  The  one  is  ruined,  the  other  is  enriched.  Shall 
they  employ  force  to  insure  the  strength  of  this  new  league? 
But  the  law  is  opposed  to  it  on  one  side,  and  on  the  other 
the  time  is  past  for  sailing  back  against  economic  currents. 
Revolutionary  measures  can  do  nothing. 

Finally,  the  revision  of  the  treaties  with  China  is  suggested. 
The  committee  of  Congress  to  which  the  examination  of  the 
question  had  been  referred,  after  having  developed  at  length 
in  its  report  all  the  arguments  that  militate  against  Chinese 
immigration,  concluded  by  recommending  to  Congress  the 
adoption  of  the  following  resolution  :  "The  President  of  the 
United  States  is  invited  to  open  negotiations  with  the  gov- 
ernments of  China  and  England,  and  to  take,  in  concert  with 
them,  the  measures  necessary  to  arrest  Chinese  immigration 
to  the  United  States."  But,  adinitting  that  the  Imperial  Gov- 
ernment would  consent  to  this  revision,  it  also  would  insist 
on  regaining  its  liberty  of  action,  and  the  first  use  it  would 
make  of  it  would  be  to  reestablish  the  ancient  barriers.  This 
revision,  then,  would  not  be  a  solution  ;  it  would  be  neces- 
sary to  modify  and  reconstruct  the  laws  relative  to  immigra- 
tion to  the  United  States.  Civilization  does  not  retreat,  and 
the  artificial  barriers  raised  against  interests  and  principles 
are  powerless  dikes,  promptly  swept  away  by  a  more  impet- 
uous torrent. 

These  considerations  strike  the  eyes  of  the  more  clear- 
sighted, but  the  popular  current  hurries  them  on  ;  powerless 
to  master  it,  they  try  to  direct  it.  On  the  i6th  of  December 
Mr.  Page,  a  representative  from  California  in  the  Congress 
of  the  United  States,  addressed  a  letter  to  the  President,  in 
which  he  called  his  attention  to  the  restlessness  manifested 
through  the  entire  State.  He  assured  him  that  an  insurrec- 
tionary movement  was  in  preparation  the  consequences  of 
which  would  be  terrible,  and  concluded  by  begging  him  to 
take  the  measures  necessary  to  dispel  the  dangers  threaten- 
ing California.  This  warning,  in  truth,  only  came  in  lime. 
The  discussion  no  longer  turned  on  the  more  or  less  legality 
or  efficiency  of  the  plans  suggested  ;  the  mob  were  prepared 
to  act,  and  the  socialist  leaders  placed  themselves  at  the  head 
of  the  movement ;  they  aimed  high  and  far. 

If  by  socialist  we  understand  every  one  who  busies  him- 
self with  social  questions,  everj'  one  is  a  socialist  more  or 
less.  When  we  speak  of  the  socialist  party  of  the  United 
States,  we  understand  by  the  term  those  who  undertake  the 
solution  of  social  problems  by  revolutionary  means,  and  this 
is  what  those  who  direct  the  socialist  movement  in  San  Fran- 
cisco claim  to  do.  The  Irish  and  the  Germans  are  at  the 
head  of  it,  and  this  is  easily  understood.  Labor  is  scarce  ; 
Chinese  competition  ruins  them.  From  the  start  the  move- 
ment has  been  purely  social.  The  Workingmen's  party,  as 
it  is  termed,  has,  through  the  medium  of  its  principal  orator, 
Kearney,  repudiated  openly  all  alliance  with  the  Repubhcan 
or  Democratic  party.  It  confounds  them  in  a  common 
hatred,  declares  them  corrupt  and  rotten,  incapable  of  solv- 
ing any  of  the  questions  raised,  and  claims  to  substitute  itself 
in  place  of  them.  The  theories  of  the  International  are 
dominant  among  its  partisans.  Political  questions  do  not 
exist,  they  say  ;  there  are  only  social  questions — people  who 
possess  and  others  who  have  nothing.  Politics  has  created 
different  nationalities  ;  it  has  kept  nations  divided  in  order 
to  force  them  to  hate  each  other  thatit  might  the  more  easily 
rule  them.  The  logical  conclusion  resulting  from  this,  ap- 
parently, is  to  pursue  with  fire  and  sword  the  Asiatic  race  m 
the  name  of  the  great  principle  of  the  fraternity  of  mankind. 

Kearney  has  not  feared  to  affirm  that  he  had  60,000  men 
of  action  behind  him,  ready  for  everything.  "It  is  enough," 
he  said,  "to  make  the  rich  tremble  and  force  them  to  dis- 
gorge." A  few  sentences  will  gi\e  an  idea  of  the  violence  of 
his  language  :  "  To-morrow,  probably,  the  press  of  San  Fran- 
cisco will  treat  you  as  cut-throats  and  vagabonds.  The  Cali- 
fornia press  is  in  the  pay  of  railroad  thieves  like  Stanford  & 
Co.,  and  land-grabbers  like  Billy  Carr.  The  municipal 
authorities  are  the  most  infamous  scoundrels  the  world  has 
ever  seen.  What  are  our  representatives  doing  at  Sacra- 
mento ?     They  would  sell  Jesus  Christ  for  a  glass  of  beer. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


No  more  Chinese  ;  buy  powder  and  ball.  As  for  your  repre- 
sentatives, buy  a  rope  and  hang  them  high  and  quick.  All 
who  are  in  favor  of  it  hold  up  their  hands."  (All  hands  are 
raised.)  We  see  that  the  Chinese  serve  as  a  pretext  for  de- 
mands the  most  absurd,  but  also  the  most  threatening.     It 


cil  ?  However  it  be,  an  incident  precipitated  events.  The 
steamer  Tokio  was  expected  on  the  17th  of  January;  it 
brought  on  board  a  considerable  number  of  Chinese.  The 
most  violent  of  the  party  resolved  to  oppose  their  landing, 
and  Kearney  accepted  the  direction  of  the  movement.     On 


is  not  with  them  alone  that  Kearney  is  concerned,  but  in  the    the  evening  of  the  15th  the  agitation  assumed  such  propor- 


most  seditious  language  he  demands  a  radical  revolution 
The  authorities  were  abused.  A  warrant  was  issued  for  the 
arrest  of  Kearney  and  the  principal  leaders.  No  sooner 
were  they  informed  of  this  than  they  went  insolently  to  the 
City  Hall,  gave  in  their  names,  and  demanded,  in  accord- 
ance with  law,  to  have  the  amount  of  their  bail  fixed.  It  was 
fixed  at  $42,000,  which  was  immediately  subscribed.  En- 
couraged by  this  first  success,  the  boldness  of  Kearney  and 
his  partisans  increased  tenfold.  In  San  Francisco  they 
reckoned  numerous  adherents.  The  press  was  generally 
hostile  to  them ;  but  the  influence  of  the  press  in  California 
is  limited  enough.  Most  of  the  journals  are  the  property  of 
a  party  or  of  a  man.     They  are  read  rather  for  their  com 


tions  that  the  municipal  and  Federal  authorities  met  secretly 
to  consider  the  matter.  Emissaries  were  dispatched  to 
Sacramento,  the  National  Guard  was  ordered  to  be  put  un- 
der arms,  and  the  commander  of  the  Federal  troops  prepared 
them  to  march.  On  the  evening  of  the  i6th,  Kearney,  Wel- 
lock  and  Knight  were  arrested  and  imprisoned.  These 
measures — skillfully  concerted  and  quickly  executed — ren- 
dered the  attempted  riot  abortive.  A  few  days  after  Kear- 
ney was  set  at  liberty  under  bail  of  55,000  francs  ;  Knight, 
Wellock,  and  the  others,  under  bail  of  25,000  francs  each. 
At  bottom,  public  opinion  sympathized  with  Kearney  in  his 
crusade  against  the  Chinese  ;  but  it  stopped  at  this,  being 
opposed  to  the  violent  means  he  used,  and  alarmed  by  the 


mercial  intelligence  than  for  their  political  opinions.  On  the  1  popular  passions  and  socialist  ideas  which  were  let  loose, 
other  hand,  there  was  great  wretchedness,  and  the  exaspera-  Kearney  not  only  demanded  the  expulsion  of  the  Asiatic 
tion  against  the  Chinese  was  kept  up  in  San  Francisco  still  I  race  ;  he  insisted  on  an  income  tax,  on  the  rate  of  interest 
more  than  elsewhere  by  the  numbers  of  them  who  were  con-  j  being  fixed  at  se\'en  per  cent.,  on  limits  to  the  rights  of 
stantly  arriving.  Most  of  the  local  and  federal  authorities  {  property,  and  other  extravagances.  Many  did  not  care  to 
resided  there.  The  leaders  resolved  to  convoke  a  mass  follow  him  so  far,  and  reproached  him  bitterly  with  compro 
meeting,  and,  at  its  head,  address  a  petition  to  the  Mayor 
and  Board  of  Supervisors,  which  they  knew  well  how  to  con- 
vert into  an  imperious  summons.  The  third  of  January  last 
was  fixed  for  the  threatening  demonstration,  and  on  every 
side  the  necessary  precautions  were  taken.  The  law  could 
not  prevent  the  meeting.  Mr.  Bryant,  the  Mayor,  put  the 
police  in  motion,  enrolled  special  constables,  while  on  their 
side  the  householders  and  capitalists  organized  themselves 
as  a  militia,  ready  to  repel  force  by  force. 

At  the  appointed  hour  the  crowd  filled  O'Farrell  Street. 
A  platform  erected  in  an  open  lot  served  as  a  tribune  for  the 
orators.  Wellock,  the  right  arm  of  Kearney,  opened  the 
meeting  by  some  significant  words.  "  The  law,-'  said  he, 
"  gives  food  to  the  thief,  it  refuses  labor  and  bread  to  the 
workman  who  is  dying  of  hunger.  We  must  have  labor  and 
bread."  Kearney  afterward  spoke.  ''  If,"  said  he,  "  there  is 
not  a  great  change  soon  you  will  see  the  most  terrible  revo- 
lution that  ever  was."  The  procession  fell  into  marching 
order,  and  went  to  the  City  Hall,  when  Kearney  demanded 
that  a  delegation  of  which  he  was  one  should  be  received  by 
the  Mayor.  The  latter  consenting,  Kearney  explained  the 
demands  of  the  workingmen.  "  If,"  said  he,  "you  refuse  to 
do  what  is  necessary,  I  declare  that  I  will  do  nothing  to  re- 
strain my  followers,  and  that  you  expose  the  city  to  pillage. 
The  peril  is  urgent.  Speak  to  those  men  and  give  them 
work.  If  the  law  does  not  allow-  it  tell  them  to  rob  a  store 
get  them  arrested  afterward  if  you  can,  and  you  will  then  be 
forced  by  law  to  give  them  bread."  The  Mayor,  after  much 
hesitation,  consented  to  address  the  crowd.  He  declared 
that  while  sympathizing  with  the  misery  of  the  workingmen 
he  could  not  create  work  for  them.  "  Then,"  cried  a  voice, 
"  rid  us  of  the  Chinese."  "  I  desire  it  as  much  as  you,"  he 
returned,  "  and  if  we  had  not  a  single  Chinese  on  our  soil  I 
would  be  the  first  to  rejoice."  He  concluded  by  promising 
to  ask  the  capitalists  to  hire  as  large  a  number  of  workmen 
as  possible,  and  request  the  benevolent  societies  to  come  to 
the  aid  of  the  more  wretched.  His  discourse,  warmly  criti- 
cised the  next  day  by  the  party  of  resistance,  only  half  satis- 
fied his  auditors,  who,  nevertheless,  took  note  of  his  promises, 
and  particularly  of  his  declaration  relative  to  the  Chinese. 
Kearney  and  the  principal  leaders  thought  they  had  gained 
much  already  in  bringing  the  Mayor  to  make  common 
cause  with  them  against  Chinese  immigration.  "  You  have 
heard  the  answer  of  the  Mayor.  The  common  enemy  is  the 
Asiatic.  His  fortress  is  Chinatown."  "  Burn  it  ;  carry  it  by 
assault  ■  "  shouted  the  crowd.  "  Be  it  so,"  said  Kearney  ; 
"  but  first  let  us  organize.  Listen,  in  a  short  time  I  will  have 
40,000  men,  and  then  we  will  see  what  the  police  and  Federal 
troops  can  do." 

The  next  day  a  San  Francisco  journal  replied  that  75,000 
resolute  citizens  would  bar  the  way  to  Kearney's  40,000  men, 
and  now  that  anarchy,  violence,  and  conflagration  were 
openly  preached  in  the  streets,  and  that  the  authorities  were 
incapable  or  intimidated,  they,  and  70,000  others  had  de- 
termined to  put  an  end  to  scenes  so  odious.  The  display 
of  the  3d  of  January  resulted  in  increasing  considerably  the 
influence  of  Kearney.  On  the  next  day  he  proceeded  to  the 
miUtar>'  and  political  organization  of  his  partisans.  It  is 
beyond  doubt  that  for  a  long  time  he  kept  up  relations  with 
the  heads  of  the  socialist  party  of  New  York,  Philadelphia, 
Chicago,  St.  Louis,  and  New  Orleans.  In  all  these  cities 
the  socialists  have  formed  military  companies,  and  under  the 
protection  of  the  law,  they  exercise  themselves  publicly  in  the 
use  of  arms ;  they  know  their  leaders,  and,  though  not  exactly, 
the  number  of  men  they  can  dispose  of.      In  the  State  of 


mising  the  credit  of  the   State,  shaking  confidence,  and  in- 
juring the  very  cause  he  pretended  to  serve. 

What  the  heads  of  the  socialist  party  could  not  wrest  by 
force,  they  prepared  to  obtain  by  lesal  methods.  Renounc- 
ing for  the  moment  an  armed  conflict,  the  issue  of  which  was 
doubtful,  Kearney  adopted  as  the  rallying  cry  of  his  party 
the  revision  of  the  Constisution.  The  legislative  assembly 
had  voted  it,  fixing  the  elections  for  the  19th  of  June,  1878. 
Sustained  and  counseled  by  some  of  the  members  of  the 
Assembly,  who,  in  their  eagerness  for  popularity,  had  rallied 
to  his  party,  Kearney  commenced  a  campaign  of  peaceful 
agitation.  In  all  the  electoral  districts  committees  were 
formed,  the  lists  of  candidates  discussed,  and  the  principal 
orators  of  the  party  harangued  numerous  meetings.  This 
time  they  wished  to  arm  the  State  with  sovereign  rights,  in 
order  to  solve  the  Chinese  question.  He  claimed  to  free  it 
from  the  international  obligations  contracted  by  the  Federal 
Government,  and  to  give  it  the  power  of  legislation  without 
taking  into  account  the  limits  imposed  by  the  Federal  com- 
pact. This  was  to  raise  anew  the  great  question  of  State 
rights,  decided  by  the  war  of  secession  and  the  defeat  of 
the  South.  The  consequences  resulting  firom  such  princi- 
ples could  not  escape  the  two  great  political  parties  which  in 
California,  as  in  all  the  States  of  the  Union,  contend  for  the 
ascendency.  The  Democrats  and  the  Republicans — particu- 
larly the  latter — saw  with  terror  the  new  party,  which  con- 
founded them  in  a  common  contempt,  repelled  all  their  ad- 
vances, recruited  itself  from  among  their  adherents,  and 
threatened  one  day  to  raise  itself  on  their  ruins.  In  a  con- 
ference held  between  the  principal  representatives  of  the 
Democrats  and  Republicans  a  fusion  of  the  two  parties  was 
agreed  upon  with  the  object  of  defending  threatened  social 
interests.  The  candidates,  selected  in  almost  equal  numbers 
from  the  two  parties,  presented  themselves  for  the  suffrages 
of  the  people  as  "non-partisans." 

On  both  sides  preparations  were  made  for  a  struggle  the 
issue  of  which  did  not  seem  doubtful.  Kearney  could  not, 
it  was  said,  make  headway  against  such  a  coalition.  Observ- 
ers of  public  events  were,  however,  wrong  in  their  calcula- 
tions this  time.  San  Francisco  gave  a  large  majority  to 
Kearney,  whilst  outside  of  the  city  thirteen  counties  elected 
Workingmen.  The  official  result,  proclaimed  on  the  12th  of 
July  last,  shows  that  the  Non-partisans  elected  83  ;  Kearney 
and  his  followers,  51  ;  the  Republicans,  n  ;  and  the  Demo- 
crats, 7.  Most  of  the  Non-partisan  representatives  engaged 
themselves  beforehand  to  \'ote  with  the  Workingmen  on  the 
Chinese  question.  The  day  after  the  voting  the  socialist 
journals  announced  that  Kearney  proposed,  as  soon  as  the 
result  of  the  election  should  be  officially  proclaimed,  to 
go  to  New^  York,  where,  they  said,  fifty  thousand  adherents 
were  waiting  to  hail  the  head  of  the  party  in  California. 
Thence  he  would  go  to  Chicago.  We  know  the  important 
role  that  the  latter  city  played  in  the  railway  riots — M. 
Cucheval-Clarigney  has  described  in  this  review,  with  rare 
impartiality,  the  bloody  changes  of  the  drama,  the  first  ex- 
plosion of  socialism  in  the  United  States.  We  know  the 
causes  and  aim  of  the  riot,  its  point  of  departure,  its  excesses, 
and  its  repression.  No  doubt  Chicago  would  have  given  to 
the  ci-devant  drayman,  promoted  to  the  rank  of  statesman, 
enthusiastic  honors.  But  Kearney — like  the  promoters  of 
the  socialist  movement  in  New  York  and  in  the  other 
great  cities  of  the  Union — does  not  possess  the  notoriety 
and  influence  necessary  to  rally  in  one  mass  those  scattered 
and  destructive  forces.  Like  them,  he  has  succeeded  in 
carrying  the  populace  with  him,  in  gaining  an  unhealthy  and 
blustering  popularity  ;  but  his  violent  and  impassioned  ha- 
rangues have  alarmed  interests  and  frightened  the  moderate. 
A  chief  was  wanting  to  the  party.  He  has  just  appeared 
among  a  class  where  one  would  hardly  expect  to  find  him. 
He  is  a  man  whose  career  is  well  known  in  the  United 
States,  whose  name  has  crossed  the  Atlantic,  who  has  occu- 
pied high  military  and  civil  positions,  and  who  aspires  openly 
to  the  presidency  of  the  Republic.  On  the  last  Fourth  of 
July  General  Butler  pronounced  a  discourse  that  resounded 
throughout  the  Union,  in  which  he  declared  himself  the 
head  of  the  Workingmen's  party,  and  solicited  its  votes  for 
the  presidential  election.  Parties  are  seldom  scrupulous  in  the 
choice  of  men  and  means  ;  therefore,  while  viewing  General 
Butler  with  legitimate  distrust,  the  Workingmen's  party  has 
received  this  new  recruit  with  transport,  whose  ability  is  well 
known,  and  whose  ambition  aims  at  the  supreme  magistracy. 
In  opposition  to  him  the  Republican  party  is  putting  forward 
already  the  candidature  of  General  Grant.  His  authorita- 
tive mannei,  his  aristocratic  tendencies,  the  great  services  he 
has  rendered,  mark  him  out  as  head  of  the  party  which 
wishes  to  maintain,  at  all  hazards,  with  the  Union,  the  Fede- 
ral bond,  already  becoming  somewhat  strained. 

Every  one  feels  that  the  problem  to  be  solved  is  complex, 
and  that,  if  in  some  Slates  sorial  principles  form  the  diffi- 
culty, in  all  and  for  all  the  question  of  autonomy  is  again  be- 
ing raised  ;  on  its  solution  the  maintenance  or  rupture  of  the 


under  the  shadow  of  which  their  industries  are  growing,  per- 
fecting themselves,  and  preparing  at  no  very  distant  day  to 
enter  into  dangerous  competition  with  those  of  England. 
The  States  of  the  West,  entirely  devoted  to  the  cultivation 
of  cereals  and  stock  raising,  complain  that  they  have  to  pay 
an  excessive  price  for  objects  of  the  first  necessity  which  they 
formerly  procured  at  a  cheap  rate  on  account  of  European 
exportations.  Articles  of  furniture,  clothing,  tools,  everything 
has  grown  dear  since  an  exorbitant  tariff"  has  been  laid  on 
foreign  productions.  "  We  owe  taxes  to  the  State,"  they  say, 
"  but  not  premiums  to  our  fellow-citizens."  They  consider  it 
unjust  to  have  to  pay  Eastern  manufacturers  very  dearly  for 
what  they  can  get  cheaply  from  .Manchester,  Leeds,  or  Glas- 
gow. Hence  a  discontent  which  is  making  itself  felt  more 
and  more  eveiy  day  in  the  discussions  of  Congress,  and  a 
significant  understanding  between  ihem  and  the  South. 

The  latter,  conquered  and  disarmed,  have  preserved  their 
hatred  and  their  hopes.  They,  too,  suffer  cruelly  from  the 
economic  ri^^inie  imposed  by  the  victorious  North.  To  the 
bitterness  of  their  interests  is  joined  that  of  their  pride.  It 
was  they  who  founded  the  great  republic.  It  is  the  work  of 
their  generals,  their  statesmen,  their  diplomatists,  their  ad- 
mirals, and  seamen.  They  governed  it  until  the  democratic 
element,  constantly  increased  and  strengthened  by  European 
immigration,  finally  got  the  better  of  its  aristocratic  tradi- 
tions, destroying  at  one  blow  slavery,  which  ser\-ed  them  as 
a  basis,  and  the  autonomy  of  the  States  whose  sovereign 
rights  they  alone  defended.  For  a  time  their  ser^^ants  be- 
came their  masters.  In  South  Carolina,  of  the  one  hundred 
and  twenty-five  members  of  the  lower  chamber  ninety  were 
negroes.  Baron  Hubner,  in  his  remarkable  work,  A  jour- 
ney  Rotiiid  the  World,  describes  with  rare  faithfulness  the 
fury,  the  despair,  the  hatred  accumulated  in  the  hearts  of  the 
whites,  not  against  their  former  slaves,  but  against  the  North 
— in  their  opinion,  the  author  of  all  their  evils.  That  which 
was  true  in  1871  is  still  more  so  to-day.  Then,  the  late  Pres- 
ident of  the  Confederation,  Jeff  Davis,  made  a  triumphal  pro- 
gress through  the  country,  electrifying  his  hearers  with  the 
words  :  "  Silence  and  hope  ! "  Their  hopes  have  grown  big ; 
the  hour  approaches  ;  and,  with  ear  strained  to  hear  the 
threatening  rumors  that  come  from  the  West,  from  Chicago 
and  San  Francisco,  the  planters  of  the  South,  the  women  es- 
pecially— more  impassioned  than  their  husbands  and  broth- 
ers— dream  of  revenge  and  a  successful  insurrection.  In  the 
vehement  complaints  of  the  West  they  find  the  feeble  echo 
of  their  o%vn  griefs  ;  and  if  socialist  theories  are  repugnant 
to  their  instincts  as  well  as  their  traditions,  they  see  in  their 
rapid  progress  a  threatening  weapon  directed  against  the 
North,  an  appeal  to  that  right  of  secession  for  which  they 
have  struggled  and  suffered,  to  which  they  have  sacrificed 
everything,  and  which  they  do  not  despair  of  seeing  yet 
triumph. 

If  that  day  comes,  the  great  American  republic  will  be  sep- 
arated into  three  distinct  groups,  perhaps  four,  if  California, 
Oregon,  and  the  Pacific  territories  are  strong  enough  to  as- 
sert their  independence.  Will  a  federation  with  limited  pow- 
ers be  substituted  for  the  actual  federal  bond  which  is 
strained  to  excess  ?  Will  the  rupture  be  complete,  or  will 
the  partisans  of  the  L^nion  succeed  in  maintaining  the  status 
quo  by  means  of  a  dictatorship  ?  What  is  certain  is  that  great 
great  events  are  in  preparation,  and  that,  without  conscious- 
ness or  volition  in  the  matter,  the  Asiatic  immigration  is 
called  to  play  an  important  part  in  the  history  of  that  Amer- 
ican continent  of  whose  name  and  existence  China,  fifty 
years  ago,  was  utterly  ignorant. 


Pennsylvania,  for  instance,  the  estimates  varj'  between  60,000 
and  90,000  volunteers  armed  and  equipped.  In  New  York 
they  are  considered  to  number  50,000.  Their  party  is  chiefly 
recruited  among  the  German  and  Irish  emigants.  The  first 
are  the  most  numerous,  and  that  they  are  the  most  influential 
can  be  judged  from  the  titles  of  the  principal  journals  of  the 
socialist  party  :  the  Volks-Zeitung,  Arbeiter-Zeitiing,  Tags- 
blatt,  A?  deiter-Stimme,  and  Socialistiche,  which  are  published 
at  New  York,  Philadelphia,  and  Chicago.  Germany  is 
largely  represented  in  the  supreme  council.  Louis  Huck  di- 
rects the  section  of  Bohemia.  F.  Leib,  Paul  Grotkan,  con- 
demned at  Beriin,  Gustav  Lyser,  Henry  Ende,  both  escaped 
from  the  prisons  of  Frankfort,  and  the  latter  of  whom  figured 
in  the  events  of  the  Commune  of  Paris,  are  among  the  mem- 
bers. The  French  section,  which  is  not  numerous,  has  for 
leader  B.  F.  Millot.  One  of  the  influential  members  in  the 
supreme  council  wrote  in  May  last  :  "  We  are  at  work  not 
only  in  the  large  cities,  but  also  in  many  others,  and  we  are 
gaining  ground  with  a  rapidity  that  astonishes  even  ourselves. 
During  the  last  ten  months,  since  July,  our  number  has  quad- 
rupled, and  we  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  our  progress 
in  this  respect  will  be  continued.  In  Cincinnati  the  companies 
drill  every  week,  and  from  week  to  week  the  number  of  men 
present  under  arms  increases  from  five  to  eight  per  cent." 

At  San  Francis.-o  Kearney  adopted  the  same  plan.     In  a 
few  davs  companies  of  volunteers  were  organized,  under  the  ,      .,      ,  r    .  ^ 

command  of  Knight,  Wellock,  and  others.     Recruits  began  I  Union  will  depend.     Between  the  Northern  manufacturer. 


to  flock  in.  Was  Kearney  preparing  an  immediate  move- 
ment, or  was  he  waiting  until  things  would  be  more  ad- 
vanced, and  the  signal  for  action  given  by  the  supreme  coun- 


the  Western  farmer,  and  the  Southern  planter  there  exist  pro- 
found divergencies  of  views  and  interests.  The  States  of  the 
North  have  succeeded  in  establishing  a  protectionist  r/gime, 


"  To-morrow  I  will  utterly  confute  all  that  I  have  proved 
to-day,  by  stronger  arguments,"  said  Simon  of  Toumay,  at 
the  close  of  a  lecture  in  which  he  vaunted  that  he  had  proved 
all  the  great  mysteries  of  religion  ;  on  the  morrow  he  was 
laid  low  by  apoplexy.  George  Valla  was  hurrying  from  his 
lodgings  to  deliver  a  lecture  on  the  probability  of  the  im- 
mortality of  the  soul,  but  before  he  had  reached  his  class- 
room he  had  solved  the  problem,  for  himself  at  least,  by 
dropping  dead  on  the  way.  The  impious  and  profligate 
Pietro  Aretino,  who  boasted  that  he  had  libeled  everybody 
dead  or  alive,  with  the  exception  of  the  Almighty,  whom  he 
had  spared  iDecause  he  knew  nothing  about  him,  terminated 
his  existence  characteristically.  He  was  drinking  and  enjoy- 
ing himself  with  certain  other  ecclesiastics,  and  one  of  them 
telling  a  stor)'  of  Aretino's  sisters,  little  enough  to  their 
credit,  the  wit  leaned  back  in  his  chair  to  laugh  with  full  free- 
dom, slipped,  and  dashed  his  brains  out  on  the  marble  floor. 
Edgar  Allen  Poe  gasped  out  a  life  the  world  could  ill  spare 
in  the  agonies  of  a  drunken  debauch.  Who  has  not  cursed 
the  fatal  brawl  which  robbed  us  of  Christopher  . Marlowe? 
"  Death,"  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  "  creeps  upon  our  most 
frivolous  as  w-ell  as  upon  our  most  serious  enjoyments,"  but 
of  all  the  scenes  on  which  he  ever  obtruded  his  unwelcome 
presence,  none  surely  was  more  alien  than  that  foul  haunt  at 
Deptfore.  There,  amid  the  refuse  and  offal  of  humanity, 
with  their  licentious  songs  ringing  in  his  ears,  the  dagger  of 
a  bully  plunged  into  the  brain  of  him,  who  at  tw-enty-nine 
was  the  rival — the  superior — of  Shakspeare.  They  were  born 
in  the  same  year,  and  the  work  which  Shakspeare  had  pro- 
duced at  that  age  was  far  inferior  to  that  of  his  ill-fated  fel- 
low-dramatist. It  is  curious  to  observe  how  many  tragic 
writers  have  terminated  their  existence  in  a  tragic  manner — 
in  a  manner,  we  may  add,  w-hich  corresponded  only  too 
closely  with  the  character  of  their  lives.  Robert  Greene, 
worn  out  with  debauchery,  and  completely  shattered  with 
diseases  w-hich  were  the  consequence  of  his  ill-guided  indulg- 
ences, was  carried  off,  it  is  said,  by  a  surfeit  of  red  herrings. 
There  is  no  sadder  book  in  literature  than  his  dying  homily, 
"A  Groat's  Worth  of  Wit  bought  with  a  Million  of  Repent- 
ance." That  Otway  died  miserable  it  is  clear,  though  it  is 
not  easy  t  >  learn  the  precise  manner  of  his  death,  but  it  is 
lamentably  probable  that  the  immortal  author  of  "  Venice 
Preserved]"  and  "  The  Orphan  "  perished  wf  actual  want. 
His  remains  are  mouldering  away  in  St.  Clement  Danes 
churchyard,  with  no  stone  to  mark  the  spot.  In  the  same 
place,  too,  sleeps  his  friend  Lee,  who  also  "  died  like  a  dog." 
Poor  Lee  !  his  "Rival  Queens"  is  certainly  one  of  the  gems 
of  the  later  drama,  and  his  other  jjlays  with  all  their  bom- 
bast are  lull  of  beauties.  He  h.ad  been,  it  is  said,  carousing 
with  a  party  of  his  friends,  none  of  whom  had  the  grace  to 
see  him  home.  In  the  morning  he  was  found  dead  in  the 
streets,  which  w-ere  covered  with  snow.  A  dra\-  v'  parsed 
over  his  body  whether  before  or  after  death  \\  r 
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M.  D.  Boruck,  of  the  Spirit  of  the  Times,  did  faithful 
service  to  the  Republican  party  as  the  Secretary  of  its  State 
Central  Committee.  He  worked  faithfully,  intelligently,  and 
gratuitously.  The  duties  of  the  position  were  arduous,  and 
occupied  his  time  for  half  a  year.  To  him  more  than  to  any 
one  man  in  the  Stale  is  due  the  victory  that  gave  Hayes  its 
electoral  vote.  This  vote  made  him  the  President.  When 
it  came  to  the  distribution  of  the  honors  and  offices  result- 
ing from  this  hard-won  political  victory,  Mr.  H.  L.  Dodge 
was  appointed  Superintendent  of  the  Mint.  Mr.  Dodge  is 
a  respectable  merchant,  who,  so  far  as  we  know,  had  not 
spent  an  hour  of  time  nor  a  dollar  of  money  in  the  cam- 
paign. .After  his  appointment  Mr.  Boruck  asked  him  to  ap- 
point a  laborer  in  the  Mint.  Mr.  Dodge  replied  :  "  I  am 
not  here  to  reward  politicians."  This  was  a  damper  to  our 
friend  .Marcus.  Mr.  Boruck,  who  publishes  a  weekly  jour- 
nal, verj-  naturally  sours  over  this  kind  of  treatment,  and 
scolds,  and  in  our  opinion  he  has  a  right  to  scold.  He  says 
— and  it  is  true — that  the  cast-off  relative  of  some  Senator, 
Congressman,  or  other  official — not  even  excepting  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States — is  sent  out  here  to  fill  a  pl.ice 
which  by  right,  by  every  sentiment  of  justice,  by  party  hon- 
esty and  honor,  by  the  recognition  which  meritorious  services 
are  entitled  to,  should  be  held  by  a  Republican,  native  and 
to  the  manor  bom.  Now,  another  and  a  very  important 
election  is  coming  ;  upon  the  vote  of  California  may  depend 
the  next  Congress,  or  the  next  President.  All  the  Federal 
officers,  contractors,  administration  pets.  Treasury  favorites, 
people  at  Mare  Island,  all  the  hangers-on  upon  Federal 
places,  will  expect  a  campaign  to  be  carried  on  in  California 
with  enthusiasm.  The  politicians  at  Washington  will  send 
Mr.  Gorham  out  to  manage  our  affairs,  and  they  will  suggest 
for  us  a  programme  ;  and  we  who  write  for  journals  will  be 
expected  to  "enthuse"  the  masses;  and  those  of  us  who  have 
the  gift  oratorical  will  be  called  upon  to  stump  the  State — 
and  this,  among  the  mountains  and  long  distances  of  Califor- 
nia, means  a  summer  of  arduous  labor.  And  those  of  us 
who  have  money  will  be  called  upon  to  contribute  for  the  ex- 
penses of  the  campaign.  And  the  rank  and  file  will  be  ex- 
pected to  rally,  parade,  and  bear  torches,  and  finally  on  elec 
lion  day  to  vote  early  and  often.  And  when  the  contest  is 
ended,  and  the  victory  won,  the  house  of  Seligman  &  Co. — 
who  compose  with  others  a  syndicate  to  manage  the  national 
finances,  place  bonds  upon  the  market,  and  handle  the  bul- 
lion of  the  nation— will  designate  a  superintendent  for  our 
Mint,  and  this  superintendent  will  tell  us,  who  write,  and 
speak,  and  pay,  and  vote,  that  he  is  "  not  here  to  reward 
politicians." 

There  is  a  patriotic  side  and  a  money  side  to  politics.  We 
are  not  discussing  the  patriotic  side  of  this  question  just  at 
present.  We  know  that  coin  comes  from  syndicates,  from 
the  Alaska  fur  contract,  from  railroad  subsidists,  from  the 
naval  construction  bureau,  from  army  supplies,  from  Indian 
management,  from  the  distribution  of  official  patronage,  from 
the  public  lands  ;  and  we  know  that  the  money  motive  is 
more  powerful  than  patriotism,  and  that  it,  and  it  alone,  is 
the  strong  incentive  to  active  party  exertion.  There  is  at 
Washington  and  all  over  the  countrj-  a  mob  of  officials,  some 
few  of  them  content  with  honors  and  moderate  pay,  but  in 
addition  to  these  a  great  army  of  greedy  money-makers. 
Abroad  in  foreign  lands  are  commercial  agents,  consuls,  and 
ministers  plenipotentiary,  very  ornamental  and  very  useless. 
We  know  that  the  average  Congressman  and  Senator  get 
rich  on  S5,ooo  a  year  after  only  a  few  years  of  official  oppor 
tunity.  We  know  that  in  Caiifomia  and  Nevada  more 
money  is  expended  for  a  Senatorial  election  than  the  salary 
of  lie  two  terras  would  pay.  We  hear  it  asserted,  and  we 
•rar  it  contradicted,  that  our  Secretary  of  the  Treas- 


ury entered  the  Senate  a  poor  man,  and  that  now  he  is 
worth  his  millions.  We  know  that  many  millions  of  public 
money  from  the  National  Treasury  are  annually  expended 
to  secure  party  rule.  Hence,  we  are  not  surprised  when  a 
man  like  Mr.  Boruck  has  served  the  party  faithfully,  and 
gratuitiously,  and  successfully,  that  he  should  be  angry  at 
being  told  by  an  official,  who  has  come  into  the  vineyard  to 
get  his  penny  after  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day  is  past, 
that  he  is  "not  in  office  to  reward  politicians,"  and  that  he 
should  scold  and  resolve  in  his  own  mind  that  the  man  who 
got  the  loot  should  make  the  fight. 

We  know  that  this  is  not  the  high-toned,  patriotic  view  to 
take  of  politics.  We  know  that  when  we  write  editorials  and 
make  political  speeches  we  ought  to  ignore  all  these  base 
considerations  and  rise  above  all  thought  of  self,  or  place,  or 
money.  We  know  we  ought  to  enlist  under  the  party  banner, 
keep  step  to  the  party  music,  fight  the  parly  fight,  and  all  for 
the  most  patriotic  of  purposes.  We  know  that  party  orators 
and  party  editors  ought  to  proclaim  danger  to  the  Republic 
unless  their  side  wins,  and  ought  to  find  arguments  to  make 
it  perfectly  clear  that  the  nation  will  come  to  grief  in  the 
event  of  the  success  of  any  party  other  than  their  own. 
This  is  the  orthodox  wa)'  of  making  a  campaign.  We  know 
it  would  not  be  honorable  for  an  independent  journalist  like 
Mr.  Boruck  to  ask  any  money  to  print  and  publish  partisan 
arguments  for  a  partisan  triumph.  We  know  that  honorable 
and  high-minded  men  are  above  being  paid  for  any  cam- 
paigning, and  that  the  oratorical  part  of  the  business  is  done 
gratuitously,  and  yet  we  also  know  that  money  is  paid  out 
like  water  to  a  band  of  mercenary  politicians,  Bohemians, 
and  rabble  masses  ;  that  promises  are  made  to  those  who  will 
sell  themselves,  and  the  only  class  of  workers  who  are  de- 
frauded of  their  just  claims  are  the  honest,  zealous,  respect- 
able class,  who  are  in  the  party  from  principle  and  too  decent 
to  exact  money  for  party  work.  When  a  man  of  this  kind  asks 
place  for  himself,  or  in  his  necessities  seeks  a  party  favor,  he 
is  met  at  the  threshold  of  the  Mint  with  the  declaration  that 
it  is  a  place  to  coin  money  and  not  to  reward  politicians. 

The  politicians  of  the  Eastern  States,  and  the  Federal  offi- 
cials of  this,  tell  us  that  our  California  congressional  election 
is  an  important  one  ;  that  upon  its  result  it  is  possible  the 
Presidential  election  and  the  majority  in  Congress  may  hang ; 
that  it  is  of  the  gravest  consequence  that  this  State  should 
go  Republican.  Now,  we  are  not  so  overwhelmingly  im- 
pressed with  the  consequences  of  a  Republican  defeat  as 
some  of  our  office-holding  and  party-aspiring  friends  would 
wish  us  to  be.  We  are  Republican,  as  everybody  knows,  and 
all  things  else  being  equal,  would  prefer  the  success  of  that 
party.  But — indeed  there  are  many  huts  and  ifs  in  the  way 
of  our  desiring  its  continuing  to  remain  in  power.  We  know 
that  the  long  continued  exercise  of  political  power  is  likely 
to  lead  to  abuse.  The  Republican  party  has  committed  gross 
abuses  ;  it  has  intrenched  itself  with  rogues  in  office,  till  we 
are  calmly  considering  in  our  own  mind  whether  it  would  not 
be  well  to  allow  it  to  go  into  a  minority  and  give  the  opposi- 
tion an  opportunity  to  drive  the  national  coach  for  a  term. 
This  State  is  now  under  Democratic  party  government,  and 
this  city  under  the  same  party  control.  Candor  compels  us 
to  say  that  the  affairs  of  the  State  are  well  managed,  and 
that  it  would  not  be  a  calamity  if  its  administration  should 
continue  another  four  years  in  the  same  direction.  Mayor 
Bryant  is  making  an  excellent  mayor ;  and  if  the  Board  of  Su- 
pervisors, only  part  of  whom  are  Democrats,  and  the  Super- 
intendent of  Streets,  who  is  a  Republican,  and  some  other  of 
the  subordinate  officers,  were  more  honest  than  we  think  them 
to  be,  our  city  would  be  doing  very  well.  So,  unless  the  Re- 
publican party  make  respectable  nominations,  and  in  a  re- 
spectable way,  there  will  be  great  indifference  as  to  the  result 
in  California.  If  our  State  Convention  is  packed,  and  a  pre- 
arranged programme  put  upon  the  party  by  the  Washington 
and  Federal  clique,  or  by  the  secret  manipulations  of  any 
local  interest,  the  Republican  rank  and  file  will  revolt.  If 
we  may  be  permitted  to  borrow  a  somewhat  vulgar  but  forc- 
ible expression,  it  will  jump  stiff-legged  like  a  wild  California 
broncho.  Hence,  we  take  the  liberty  of  saying  to  George 
Gorham  and  George  Evans,  and  to  the  men  who  would  make 
governors  and  members  of  Congress,  go  slow.  We  would 
say  to  the  Federal  officials,  be  modest,  and  do  not  undertake 
to  convince  anybody  that  your  shrieks  for  bread  and  butter 
are  the  disinterested  howls  of  patriotism. 


It  is  only  necessary  to  recall  some  of  the  prominent  events 
of  our  history  in  California  to  illustrate  how  easy  it  is  to  de- 
stroy the  supremacy  of  either  party  in  this  State.  The  Gwin- 
Broderick  quarrel  demonstrated  to  the  Democracy,  after 
several  defeats,  the  necessity  of  party  union.  The  same  ne- 
cessity compels  the  North  and  South,  Ireland  and  Chivalry, 
to  coalesce.  It  is  fire  and  water  commingling.  When  Gor- 
ham became  a  power  in  the  Republican  ranks,  and  when 
the  little  band  of  Douglas  mercenaries  came  into  the  Repub- 
lican party,  it  was  divided,  rent  asunder,  and  torn  to  pieces. 
It  has  been  compelled  ever  since  to  scratch  gravel  for  a 
political  existence.  Whenever  the  Gorham  faction  has  come 
to  the  top  the  party  has  gone  to  defeat  ;  whenever  this  ele- 
ment has  consented  to  keep  out  of  sight  the  Republican 
party  has  been  triumphant    W^hen  Gorham  was  nominated 


for  Governor  he  went  to  grass  on  the  first  round,  and  the 
party  was  knocked  out  of  wind  for  four  years.  Booth  was 
not  elected  Governor  till  he  had  first  achieved  a  victory  over 
ihe  camp-followers  and  mercenaries  in  his  own  party.  Hor- 
ace Davis  was  sent  to  Congress  from  San  Francisco  because 
he  was  unknown  to  the  Republican  party,  and  the  trick  of 
his  no.nination  was  not  discovered  till  after  his  election — a 
ruse  that  never  succeeded  with  the  same  person  twice.  When 
that  most  excellent  and  otherwise  honest  man,  Guy  Phelps, 
allowed  himself  to  become  the  tool  of  this  Federal  faction  as 
its  nominee  for  Governor,  the  Chroniele,  disposed  to  be  the 
organ  of  the  Republican  party,  and  desiring  to  do  service  for 
it,  gave  one  swing  of  its  editorial  blade,  cut  the  party  into 
two  parts,  and  gave  the  State  to  the  Democracy  ;  the  same 
sword  of  Damocles  hangs  by  a  hair  over  the  Republican 
parly  in  California  to-day,  and  no  continuance  of  politicians, 
and  no  combination  of  mercenary  interests  can  be  brought 
about  that  can  insure  party  success.  An  honest  Republican 
Convention,  with  honest  leadership,  and  honest,  capable, 
honorable  candidates,  can  carry  this  State  for  the  Republican 
party  ;  any  of  these  elements  wanting  the  State  will  go 
Democratic. 

It  will  not  be  wise  to  assume  that  the  Republican  party 
has  an  easy  walk-over  in  the  coming  contest.  Parties  are 
very  nearly  equally  divided,  all  things  working  together  har- 
moniously. 7"he  disturbing  element  to  the  Democracy  is 
likely  to  be  this  new  Workingmen's  organization,  the  opera- 
tions of  which  can  not  be  calculated,  for  the  reason  that  it  is 
an  unknown  cjuantity,  the  force  of  which  can  not  be  ascer- 
tained except  after  a  political  contest  that  measures  its 
strength.  There  are  several  possibilities  connected  with  this 
departure  in  politics.  It  is  conceded  that  the  Kearney 
movement  is  one  within  the  Democratic  organization.  Take 
from  the  Democracy  all  the  foreign  and  criminal  and  dem- 
agogue element  that  goes  to  make  up  the  new  party,  and  its 
rank  and  file  is  very  largely  absorbed.  We  see  a  tendency 
among  Democratic  leaders  to  go  off  with  this  mob.  When 
such  men  as  Judge  Terry,  Volney  E.  Howard,  Larkin  of  El 
Dorado,  Senator  Gwin,  and  others  show  this  disposition, 
there  occurs  to  us  the  Dundreary  conundrum,  whether  the  tail 
may  not  wag  the  dog,  and  whether  the  conflict  may  not  come 
to  an  issue  between  the  Republican  party  and  the  Working- 
men's.  When  we  remember  the  fact  that  in  this  State  the 
Democracy  has  become  a  happy  family  of  strange  reconcili- 
ations, embracing  the  political  criminals  of  all  sections, 
nationalities,  and  creeds,  we  must  not  calculate  too  largely 
upon  the  fact  that  it  may  not  present  itself  in  solid  front  at 
the  polls.  It  may  absorb  Kearneyism  into  its  capacious 
maw,  and  in  its  platform  embrace  all  the  ultraisms  of  this 
modern  tendency  to  communistic  and  agrarian  results.  So 
far  there  has  not  developed  in  the  Constitutional  Convention 
or  elsewhere  one  Democratic  party  leader  who  has  had  the 
boldness,  or  the  moral  courage,  or  the  honesty,  to  express 
his  convictions  in  opposition  to  the  new  faith.  There  will  be 
a  contest  between  what  seems  to  us  to  be  but  two  wings  of 
the  same  party  for  control,  and  the  Republican  party  will  be 
called  upon  to  meet  a  single  enemy  fighting  with  its  forces 
massed  in  solid  column.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the  Re- 
publican party  may  be  placed  on  the  defensive  with  refer- 
ence to  all  questions  of  public  importance.  Subsidies  to 
railroads,  encouragement  to  corporations,  creation  of  mo- 
nopolies, financial  burdens,  extravagances  of  expenditures, 
profligacy  of  rings,  will  be  laid  to  the  door  of  the  party  that 
for  twenty  years  has  governed  the  country.  The  popular 
mind  does  not  reason  logically,  and  it  may  be  somewhat  dif- 
ficult for  the  Republican  party  to  relieve  itself  from  the  po- 
sition of  defensive  explanation. 


There  is  another  question  which,  in  this  State,  will  absorb 
and  override  all  others.  It  is  the  question  of  Chinese  immi- 
gration. The  party  that  bids  highest  for  the  anti-Chinese 
vote  will  get  it.  The  platform  of  both  parties  will  be  un- 
equivocal opposition  to  Chinese  immigration.  It  is  possible 
the  Democracy  may  commit  itself  to  the  ultraism  of  Kear- 
ney, that  "  the  Chinese  must  go."  The  platform  that  pro- 
nounces the  extremest  doctrine  upon  this  point  will  be  the 
one  that  will  most  commend  itself  to  a  very  large  voting  pop- 
ulation. If  the  resolutions  of  the  two  parties  balance  each 
other,  then  the  question  will  come  up  for  discussion,  Which 
party  gives  the  best  promise  of  aid  in  the  anti-Chinese  direc- 
tion? Governor  Irwin  will  answer  for  himself  and  his  ad- 
ministration :  "  We  could  do  nothing,  as  we  are  hampered 
by  the  Federal  laws."  The  Democratic  orator,  in  apology 
for  the  inaction  of  a  Democratic  House  of  Representatives 
will  say  ;  "This  Chinese  question  is_one  belonging  to  the 
treaty-making  power  and  the  Executive.  The  Senate  has 
been  and  still  is  Republican  ;  the  President  is  Republican, 
and  the  Democracy  have  been  powerless  in  this  direction." 
There  is  force  in  these  arguments,  because  they  are  true. 


Madame  Modjeska  is  having  a  special  palace  car  built  for 
her  and  her  troupe,  and  it  is  asserted  that  this  coach  is  hav- 
ing painted  on  each  side,  in  glaring  capitals  as  long  as  a  link 
of  sausage,  the  words :  "  Modjeska,  Countess  Bozenta." 
Republican  simplicity  is  working  its  sweet  will  upon  even 
this  daughter  of  the  Old  Worid  aristocracy.  At  home  she 
would  have  been  too  stuck  up  to  ride  in  an  advertising  van. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


AFTERMATH. 


In  the  Senate  of  the  United  States,  Blaine  of  Maine  has 
sounded  the  war  note  of  the  next  Presidential  campaign. 
He  does  not  flaunt  the  old  banner  of  the  bloody  shirt  with 
its  offensive  stains  of  negro  blood,  nor  echo  the  dying  shrielis 
of  martyrs,  who  have  died  that  the  Republican  party  might 
live,  but  ingenuously  gives  utterance  to  the  wail  of  the  de- 
frauded and  oppressed  North.  The  solid  South  sends  a 
solid  Democratic  representation  to  Congress,  and  thus  the 
Southern  white  men  obtain  an  undue  proportion  of  repre- 
sentation and  political  power  over  the  white  men  of  the 
North.  Senator  Blaine  presents  some  startling  figures  in 
support  of  this  anomalous  condition.  It  was  clearly  the  in- 
tention of  the  Republican  Senators  to  sound  their  slogan 
before  the  holidays,  so  that  it  might  have  time  to  reverberate 
through  the  Northern  hills  and  across  the  Western  prairies, 
unanswered  by  a  Democratic  echo.  But  Senator  Thurman 
of  Ohio,  evidently  prepared  for  this  political  and  strategic 
sortie,  answered  the  Senator  by  charging  upon  him  and  the 
other  men  of  his  party,  that  the  present  political  condition  at 
the  South  is  the  legitimate  and  natural  outgrowth  of  the  four- 
teenth and  fifteenth  amendments  to  the  Constitution  ;  that 
it  was  the  Republican  party  that  drew  the  color  line,  and 
that  the  supremacy  of  the  white  race  over  the  black  race  is 
a  natural  consequence  ;  that  property  and  intelligence  will 
necessarily  control  the  propertyless  and  ignorant,  and  of  a 
right  ought  so  to  do. 

Senator  Lamar  followed  Mr.  Thurman  with  some  very 
pertinent  comparisons,  showing  how  disproportionate  was 
the  representation  of  Maine  and  New  York  in  the  National 
councils,  and  how  vastly  disproportionate  is  the  representa- 
tion of  New  England  in  the  Senate  compared  with  the  grow- 
ing and  populous  Middle  and  Western  States. 


From  the  brief  epitome  we  have  of  this  debate  it  does  not 
occur  to  us  that  Messrs.  Blaine  and  Edmonds  (who  also  par- 
ticipated) gained  any  advantage  over  Messrs.  Thurman  and 
Lamar.  Having  always  opposed  negro  enfranchisement, 
and  having  always  protested  against  giving  to  black  igno- 
rance the  elective  privilege,  we  are  not  surprised  at  the  po- 
litical condition  of  the  South.  When  the  Republican  party 
endeavored  to  make  the  negroes  of  the  South  the  instru- 
ments to  punish  white  disloyalty,  it  was  a  blunder.  It  was 
an  attempt  to  build  up  the  party  by  securing  the  black  vote 
as  a  permanent  antagonism  to  the  white  vote,  and  no  party 
ought  to  succeed  in  its  endeavor  to  antagonize  local  interests 
for  such  a  purpose.  So  long  as  a  solid  Republican  North 
and  a  nearly  solid  Republican  South  could  be  secured  for  the 
Republican  party  the  danger  was  not  apparent  to  Senator 
Blaine.  Had  the  Southern  States  no  black  voters,  and  no 
Congressional  representation  by  reason  thereof,  this  unfortu- 
nate condition  of  things  had  not  existed. 


A  New  York  actuary  has  compiled  statistics  of  bank  rob- 
bery in  that  city  during  the  last  dozen  years,  and  finds  that 
the  burglars  have  got  away  with  fifteen  millions  of  dollars. 
This  is  a  pretty  fair  showing  for  "  the  honest  poor  "  who,  Mr. 
Wendell  Phillips  says,  do  not  "  rob  depositors."  So  far  as 
our  observation  goes  it  is  the  poor  who  do  most  of  the  rob- 
bing and  stealing  in  this  world.  It  is  a  poor  man  who  ex- 
plores your  pocket  in  a  crowd  ;  a  poor  man  who  garrotes  you 
in  a  lonely  street  at  midnight ;  who  chloroforms  you  in  your 
bed,  fills  your  body  with  buckshot  when  you  won't  hand  down 
Wells-Fargo's  treasure  box  from  the  top  of  the  stage,  takes 
your  overcoat  from  the  rack  in  the  hall,  and  makes  oft'  with 
a  brace  of  your  yellow-legged  pullets  in  the  sweet  silver  light 
of  the  moon.  Ninty-nine  one-hundredths  of  the  forthright, 
naked,  and  unashamed  crime  of  the  world  are  committed  by 
the  poor.     The  rich  plunder  otherwise. 


Canada  and  Nova  Scotia,  and  all  the  British  possessions 
of  the  Dominion,  and  all  the  officials,  and  all  the  people,  are 
in  a  state  of  most  enthusiastic  gush  over  the  arrival  of  a 
Gaelic  Marquis  and  a  royal  Piincess  to  rule  over  them.  It 
is  almost  as  good  as  to  have  a  king  and  a  royal  court.  It  is 
the  next  best  thing  to  the  genuine  article,  this  double-gilded, 
pinchbeck  imitation  of  a  real  crown,  this  vice-regal  substi- 
tute for  royalty  itself  We  wish  Canada  joy  of  her  new  ac- 
quisition, and  may  the  change  of  climate  bring  an  heir  to 
the  ducal  house  of  Argyll  and  add  one  more  pensioner  to 
the  throne  of  the  British  and  Indian  Empire. 


The  President  of  the  United  States  has  appointed  Henry 
S.  Foote,  of  Mississippi,  of  California,  of  Washington,  of 
Tennessee,  and  now  carpet-bagger  of  Louisiana,  to  be  Su- 
perintendent of  the  Mint  at  New  Orleans.  We  do  not  cry 
out  at  the  appointment  of  Wade  Hampton,  or  Mosby,  or 
Longstreet,  or  any  other  gallant  Southerner  who  was  loyal 
to  the  rebel  cause  and  took  up  arms  in  defense  of  what  we 
thought  the  wrong.  But  we  shriek  at  the  appointment  of 
this  venerable  carpet-bagger,  whose  whole  political  life  has 
been  an  effort  to  so  straddle  the  fence  that  he  might  hold 
office.  Henry  S.  Foote  betrayed  the  State  of  Tennessee. 
When  it  had  determined  to  stand  by  the  Union,  and  had,  by 
a  decisive  majority,  repudiated  the  ordinance  of  secession,  he 
arrayed  himself  against  Parson  Brownlow,  Horace  Maynard, 


and  John  Bell,  and,  by  the  arts  of  the  demagogue,  made 
Tennessee  the  frontier  and  battle-ground  of  the  slaveholders' 
rebellion.  We  are  sorry  to  see  such  men  rewarded  by  the 
Republican  party,  and  think  the  President  and  his  advisers 
indicate  only  great  moral  cowardice  in  thus  attempting  to 
conciliate  the  South.  In  our  judgment  there  are  and  were 
but  two  honest  classes  developed  by  the  civil  war — those  who 
were  openly  and  unqualifiedly  for  the  rebellion,  and  those 
were  unreservedly  opposed  to  it.  Henry  S.  Foote  belonged 
to  neither,  and  should  have  office  from  neither. 


Mr.  Sam.  Davis  writes  us  from  Virginia  City  :  "  I  notice 
in  your  last  issue  a  poem  entitled  'Judge  Not,'  which  you  say 
is  'attributed  to  Harry  Larkyns.'  A  few  days  after  Larkyns' 
death  a  lady  called  at  the  Stock  Report  o^c(t,  and,  placing  the 
manuscript  poem  in  my  hands,  asked  me  to  pubUsh  it.  I 
did  so,  and  also,  at  her  request,  returned  the  manuscript. 
She  said  that  Larkyns  wrote  it  shortly  before  his  death  and 
left  it  with  her  for  perusal.  The  poem  was  in  Larkyns' 
handwriting."  Mr.  Davis  provokingly  withholds  the  name 
of  the  lady. 

Dr.  C.  C.  O'Donnell  brings  suit  against  the  Chronicle  for 
calling  him  hard  names,  and  the  Doctor,  taking  advantage 
of  his  position  in  the  Convention,  denounces  the  Chronicle 
therefor.  The  Chiviiicle  reiterates  the  charges,  and  dares 
the  Doctor  to  the  contest  of  characters.  The  Doctor  re- 
sponds in  another  action  with  the  venue  laid  at  Sacramento. 
We  have  abstained  from  giving  our  opinion  in  reference  to 
the  law  of  libel,  but  we  make  the  suggestion  whether  it  would 
not  be  well  to  give  an  equity  court  jurisdiction  in  all  libel 
and  slander  cases.  Let  the  case  be  tried  upon  the  issues 
found  by  a  master  in  chancery,  and  let  him,  in  a  sort  of  ju- 
dicial scales,  weigh  the  characters  of  both  parties  and  strike 
a  balance.  It  a  careful  analysis  of  Doctor  O'Donnell's  life 
should  disclose  the  fact  that  he  had  no  character  to  lose, 
why  then,  of  course,  no  damages  would  lie.  We  hear  a  great 
deal  about  the  license  of  the  press  ;  and  assuredly  it  is  a 
cowardly  and  indecent  thing  for  a  journalist  to  assail  char- 
acter for  any  other  reason  than  to  promote  the  public  good. 
Errors  may  occur ;  false  information  may  be  given  in  any 
well  -  regulated  newspaper.  Such  incidents,  properly  ex- 
plained, should  absolve  the  proprietor  from  damages. 


It  is  a  manifest  wrong  to  subject  a  journalist  to  a  multi- 
plicity of  suits  for  the  same  offense.  It  is  a  manifest  wrong 
also  to  allow  a  many-thousand-tongued  newspaper  to  defame 
an  individual,  assault  private  reputations,  and  scatter  de- 
famations broadcast  over  the  land.  We  are  not  quite  cer- 
tain that  the  best  way  to  settle  such  controversies  is  not, 
after  all,  by  the  wager  of  battle.  The  code  of  the  duello  has 
its  unpleasant  features,  is  a  relic,  doubtless,  of  a  barbarous 
but  chivalric  age  ;  but  if  we  are  correct,  the  conduct  of  jour- 
nals was  more  reputable  in  those  countries  where,  and  in 
those  times  when,  the  editor  was  held  responsible  for  his 
printed  utterances.  If  a  newspaper  given  to  the  exposi- 
tion of  official  and  political  abuses,  and  to  the  exposure  of 
those  crimes  that  affect  the  public  good,  can  be  intimidated 
and  broken  down  by  legal  proceedings,  it  will  prove  a  calam- 
ity to  the  community.  Women  of  pure  lives  and  modest  de- 
meanor are  seldom  subjected  to  scandalous  detraction. 
Officials  and  public  men  who  are  honest,  and  private  citizens 
who  keep  within  the  circumference  of  their  own  affairs,  are 
seldom  assaulted  by  the  press,  and  where  they  are  the  as- 
sault falls  harmless. 


"  What  is  my  crime  ?  That  I  sold  to  the  competitors  the 
Examination  Questions  which  came  into  my  possession 
without  any  contract  to  conceal  them.  Can  you  call  it 
fraud?  No,  for  in  return  for  the  money  received  I  gave  a 
position  in  which  the  purchaser  could  make  a  far  larger 
amount.  You  can  not  call  it  obtaining  money  under  false 
pretenses,  for  I  rendered  a  full  equivalent  ;  in  fact,  a  liveli- 
hood. For  what  can  you  punish  me  .*'  I  have  violated  no 
oath.  I  have  broken  no  statute."  No.  The  statute  books 
do  not  call  it  theft  to  steal  from  the  parents  the  competent 
instruction  for  which  they  pay.  It  is  not,  legally,  infanticide 
to  starve  the  children  who  hunger  for  education.  It  is  not 
known  as  murder  to  kill  the  expected  good-citizenship  of  so- 
ciety. It  is  not  technically  treason  to  receive  a  bribe  for  ad- 
mitting the  hideous  shape  of  Ignorance  within  the  fortifica- 
tion of  the  State.  You  might  justly  complain  of  unheard-of 
hardship  were  we  to  bid  you  to  go  down  to  infamy  as  the  in- 
ventor of  a  new  crime. 

Your  front  needs  redden  with  no  blush  of  slianie  ; 

You  have  but  done — a  Deed  without  a  Name. 


The  wisdom  of  the  Constitutional  Convention,  in  provid- 
ing for  the  appointment  of  a  Board  of  Sausage  Commission- 
ers, is  now  evident.  Recent  disclosures  have  called  the  at- 
tention of  the  public  to  the  fact  that  there  is  money  in  the 
sausage  business,  and  it  should  therefore  be  under  legishitive 
control.  Not  many  years  ago  a  few  scattered  links  of  sau- 
sage represented  this  branch  of  industry  in  California  ;  to- 
day we  find  that  two  great  corporations,  rich  and  powerful 
monopolies — the  Segregated  Bunker  and  the  Consolidated 
Bologna — have  gathered  to  themselves  the  whole  production 
and  entire  control  of  the  staple  food  of  a  million  people. 


Fattening  for  years  upon  the  public,  they  have  insidiously 
been  forging  the  links  of  a  mighty  chain  with  which  to  bind 
hard  and  fast  the  people  of  California.  Already  the  Segre- 
gated Bunker  has  stretched  its  ties  from  Mount  Diablo  to 
Davidson,  and  linked  Nevada  to  the  sea,  while  the  great  in- 
terior valleys  of  California  groan  under  the  oppression  of  the 
Consolidated  Bologna.  It  is  even  whispered  that  these  ra- 
pacious corporations  are  about  to  be  joined  into  one  monster 
combination,  one  great  greedy-gut  monopoly,  a  design  fraught 
with  untold  danger  to  the  State,  a  fell  plot  which  legislation 
should  promptly  defeat. 

It  was  argued  before  the  Convention,  by  the  paid  hirelings 
of  these  corporations,  that,  as  the  Seg.  Bunker  and  Con.  Bo- 
logna companies  had  in  the  beginning  risked  their  all  in  the 
enterprise,  that  as  their  success  had  reduced  the  rates  of  sau- 
sage here  in  California,  and  had  attracted  to  the  State  the 
lovers  of  sausage  from  every  part  of  the  civilized  world,  they 
should  be  allowed  to  mind  their  own  business  and  to  vend 
their  products  at  the  prices  fixed  by  their  own  selfish  inter- 
ests. These  sophistries  were  met  by  the  advocates  of  the 
people  with  the  final  and  convincing  reply  that  the  State  had 
an  undoubted  right  to  control  a  large  and  profitable  business 
which  concerned  the  very  digestion  of  its  people,  and  to 
check  the  unbounded  greed  of  monopolies  whose  emissaries 
had,  by  secretly  purloining  untold  numbers  of  harmless, 
necessary  animals,  made  many  a  hearth-stone  desolate  ;  and 
that  these  corporations,  uncontrolled,  would  soon,  by  their 
consumption  and  probable  extermination  of  cats,  drain  the 
country  of  ninety-five  per  cent,  of  its  vitality. 


A  cable  dispatch  from  London  informs  us  that  the  bill  of 
indictment  against  Lady  Gooch,  "for  conspiracy  to  palm  off 
a  spurious  child  on  her  husband  as  his  son  and  heir,"  has 
been  thrown  out. 

That  e'er  the  law  molested  her 

Seems  surely  very  curious, 
For  nurses,  wet  and  dry,  aver 
That  children  all  are  spew-rious. 


Economical  lot,  our  Eastern  brethren  :  they  wear  reversi- 
ble ulsters  with  a  business  surface  and  an  opera  surface. 
Trousers  similarly  constructed  have  not  yet  made  their  ap- 
pearance— which  would  be  a  fine  one. 


The  number  of  Americans  who  go  to  Europe  is  thirty 
thousand  annually.  They  stay  two  years  and  spend  one 
hundred  million  dollars  in  each  year — a  little  more  than  thir- 
ty-three hundred  per  American.  It  is  in  nearly  every  case 
the  most  profitable  use  to  which  the  money  could  be  put. 
European  travel  is  a  school  where  the  tuition  fees  are  com- 
paratively light,  and  the  instruction  is  thoroughly  sound.  It 
improves  everybody.  It  makes  the  refined  woman  com- 
pletely refined,  and  the  vulgar  lady  completely  vulgar  ;  the 
gentleman  a  more  perfect  gentleman,  the  jackass  a  more 
perfect  jackass.  It  is  a  better  business  proposition  than  a 
wild-cat  mine,  a  safer  preparation  for  the  next  world  than  a 
full  deck  of  rent  receipts  for  a  pew  in  Grace  Church.  We 
are  not  alarmed  at  the  expenditure  of  a  hundred  million  dol- 
lars annually  "  out  of  the  country"  if  it  takes  the  national 
conceit  out  of,  say,  one  hundred  American  men  and  women, 
and  intensifies  that  of  twenty-nine  thous.and  American  ladies 
and  gents.  It  all  tends  to  broaden  and  blacken  the  line  of 
social  distinction  of  which  we  mean  to  be  always  on  the  right 
side,  if  money  will  keep  us  there. 


The  President  was  so  unfortunate,  so  indiftisrent,  or  so  cow- 
ardly in  his  message,  as  to  ignore  the  Chinese  question,  and 
treated  it  as  of  secondary  importance  to  that  of  cruelty  to 
animals.  These  two  questions  are  now  prominently  before 
the  California  pubhc.  One  Pizzola,  a  sausage-maker,  is  ar- 
rayed before  a  judicial  tribunal  for  cutting  off  the  tails  of 
cats,  preparatory  to  making  them  into  sausages  ;  the  Cal- 
ifornia population,  diftering  with  his  Excellency,  the  Pres- 
ident of  the  United  States,  think  this  conflict  of  races,  this 
invasion  of  heathenism,  this  incursion  of  barbaric  hordes,  of 
more  importance  to  the  future  welfare  of  the  nation  and  the 
future  safety  of  the  Republic  than  the  cutting  off  of  cats'  tails ; 
and  if  the  next  Presidential  contest  should  turn  upon  this 
issue,  we  are  quite  sure  the  electoral  vote  of  California  would 
be  cast  for  the  friend  of  Christian  civilization,  and  not  for 
cat-tail  Republicanism.       

It  is  about  time  the  following  current  slander  on  our  city 
ceased  its  run  in  the  Eastern  press :  "  Boots  are  made  in 
San  Francisco  with  a  pocket  in  the  leg,  for  a  pistol."  The 
story  refutes  itself;  if  a  man  have  a  boot  on  what  use  has 
he  for  a  pistol  ?  With  the  boot  he  can  kick  ;  a  pistol  com- 
monly does  no  more. 

The  Esquimau  tramp  goes  to  business  clad  in  a  seal-skin 
suit,  and  demands  a  quart  of  train  oil  to  keep  him  from 
work.  But  he  has  the  decency  not  to  say  that  he  was  once 
the  commodore  of  a  gold  mine,  with  an  income  of  ten  thou- 
sand dollars  a  year,  secured  by  a  mortgage  on  his  liabilities, 
and  that  he  is  expecting  the  death  of  a  rich  father  up  at  Mel- 
ville Bay. 

The  most  intolerable  of  traveled  folks  are  the,  a^ who  have 
come  back  from  everywhere  without  having  btcr  r 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


COMPENSATION  IN  CHARACTER, 


"  Xiitun  hates  momypclUs.''' — Emersos. 
Every  noble  human  attribute  is  dogged  by  its  Shylock  ex- 
acting with  tiendish  reiteration  his  bond  : 

■*  An  etjual  pound 
Of  your  fair  flesh  to  K-  cut  off  and  taken 
In  wliat  pari  of  your  body  ptcast-th  nie." 

As  of  objective  burdens  so  of  subjective — did  we  know  the 
bitterness  of  our  neighbor's  heart  we  would  not  change  with 
him.  Kach  soul  is  aware  of  a  rottenness  in  Uenmarlc,  and 
strives  to  hide  it  from  both  friend  and  foe,  and  in  silence, 
and  "the  solitude  of  life  more  pathetic  than  death,"  tijjhls 
with  his  hideous  fate.  Right  through  the  symphony  of  hfe 
runs  this  minor  strain,  leHing  the  tale  of  nature's  barter  and 
the  pity  of  it.  You  pay  the  price  of  pain  for  your  pleasures, 
the  price  of  hate  for  your  love,  the  price  of  peace  for  your 
intellect.  Some  natures  seem  exempt  from  this  usur>-,  but 
look  deeper  and  you  will  tind  the  parchment  of  a  bond,  at- 
tested by  an  ancient  seal,  hidden  away  amidst  the  beautiful 
insignia  of  a  godlike  nature. 

A  trite  compensation,  and  one  superficial  in  its  nature,  is 
the  balance  between  mind  and  body,  or  intellect  and  beauty. 
This  is  often  a  matter  of  direction  of  energ}',  rather  than  any 
inherent  dilTerence.  A  keen  realization  of  necessity  often 
drives  a  plain  woman  to  study.  Every  animal  has  its  means 
of  defense  or  least  vulnerable  point,  and  in  the  absence  of 
one  expedient  we  tind  another.  "  A  woman  without  beauty  is 
a  curse,"  I  once  heard  a  man  say.  Realizing  that  this  "sin- 
gular defect  requires  a  singular  substitute,'"  she  is  driven  to 
the  castle  of  her  intellect,  and  in  a  less  progressive  age  was 
looked  upon  as  an  uncomfortable  anomaly.  Even  conser\-a- 
live  Paley  must  look  upon  a  plain  woman's  skilled  use  of 
her  tongue  or  pen  as  analogous  to  the  "  compensating  con- 
trivance "  exhibited  in  the  much-needed  quills  of  the  porcu- 
pine. On  the  other  hand,  a  woman  endowed  with  beauty 
naturally,  if  not  stimulated  by  some  external  inducements, 
tights  with  the  weapon  put  into  her  hand,  nor  endeavors  to 
forge  one  possibly  stronger  and  of  truer  steel.  Again,  often 
a  difterence  of  time  and  attention  given  to  the  matters  of  the 
toilet  makes  the  world's  ditTerence  between  beauty  and 
plainness,  and  a  student  has  not  time  for  both,  or,  having  it, 
very  wrongly  scorns  it.  The  question  does  not  touch  men,  as 
they  are  happily  exempt  from  the  exacted  toll  of  beauty. 

A  keen  appreciative  sympathy,  capable  of  the  highest  es- 
thetic pleasure,  is  haunted  by  a  perception  and  sensitiveness 
that  sees  and  feels  all  human  ills.  The  optimist  turns  the 
back  of  his  perception  on  all  that  is  monstrous,  and  calls  his 
sight  the  only  healthy  one  ;  the  pessimist  faces  the  monster, 
and  calls  his  eyes  the  only  true  ones  ;  but  "  the  lot  of  hu- 
manity is  on  these  children,"  and  each,  in  his  soul,  acknowl- 
edges the  great  law  of  equity  that  broods  us  all.  Content- 
ment is  often  but  a  negative  vinue,  dependent  on  a  lack  of 
keen  human  sympathy,  self-analysis,  and  a  dearth  of  that 
progressive  longing  that  impels  our  thoughts  and  hopes  ever 
onward  and  upward,  like  silver  spirals  that  wind  up  through 
the  depths  of  blue  ether  and  that  pass  the  stars  midway. 
There  is  a  higher  human  contentment,  and  of  truer  tone,  that 
comes  from  a  harp  that  learns  to-day  a  harder  symphony 
than  yesterday's  reverie,  and  that  gives  out  its  purest  notes 
at  every  touch,  and  responds  to  no  hand  but  that  of  the  mas- 
ter— Truth  ;  but  it  is  a  peace  that  almost  "passeth  human 
understanding."  With  an  even,  narrow,  contented  nature 
comes  an  unconscious  cruelty,  that  sees  no  needs  and  recog- 
nizes no  feelings  not  bounded  by  its  own  small  hori£on.  And 
nothing  is  so  unconsciously  devilish  as  the  touch  of  one  of 
these  coarse-natured,  phlegmatic  hands  across  a 

"SduI  by  Nature  pitched  too  high." 

It  is  the  intellectual  and  moral  purgatory.  With  a  high- 
strung,  poetic  nature  comes  the  fiend  Unrest — a  word  that 
covers  the  ground  of  a  never-satisfied  intellectual  thirst,  a 
wearying  sense  of  the  world's  friction,  and  the  subtle  imp, 
self-analysis — that  tears  at  our  unprotected  vitals  forever, 
and  to  bear  which  and  smile  requires  a  stoicism  that  puts  the 
Spartan  boy  to  shame. 

The  spiritual  demands  of  a  narrow  nature — "feeding,  toil- 
ing, sleeping,  an  insensate,  weary  round  " — are  easily  satis- 
fied ;  nor  does  it  often  wake  to  a  sense  of  its  own  great  blind- 
ness and  loss.  But  in  a  broad  nature,  the  usury  demanded 
of  its  greatness  is  an  ideal  seldom  realized.  In  love,  the 
greater  the  capability  of  the  sovereign  gift,  the  higher  looks 
the  heart  for  its  idol,  above  and  beyond  the  "ear-kissing  ar- 
guments '  of  flattery,  that  would  drag  it  douTi  and  chain  it 
to  a  damning  mediocrity.  And  such  a  soul  is  called  cold 
and  cautious  !  Cautious  ?  Yes  !  As  we  step  aside  from  the 
mire  of  the  highways  and  choose  our  steps  lest  we  fall  from 
our  nature's  high  estate,  and  fly  to  fragrant,  sunny  lanes, 
where,  without  fear  of  falling,  we  can  walk  with  uplifted  eyes 
and  read  the  truths  of  eternity. 

Elizabeth  Browning  ofifers  this  highest  compensation  to 
such  a  heart  : 

"God  keeps  a  niche 
In  Heaven  to  hold  our  idols — 

Albeit  he  denied 
Thai  our  close  kisses  should  impair  their  white." 

Physical  courage  is  often  a  lack  of  sensibility — it  has  nerve 
but  not  ner\es. 

As  Wellington  stood  with  his  aides  watching  a  charge  of 
his  cavalr>%  his  omnipresent  eyes  noted  a  man  who  reined  in 
his  horse  and  fell  behind  hi^  unheeding  comrades,  and  turn- 
ing, fled  ;  stopped,  hesitated,  turned  again,  and  putting  spurs 
to  his  horse  in  an  instant  had  rejoined  the  ranks.  Wellington 
said,  turning  to  those  present  :  "  That  is  the  bravest  man  on 
the  field  to-day."  He  had  gained  a  greater  victory  than  over 
the  Trench  that  day — he  had  conquered  his  own  greatest 
weakness.  A  moral  courage  that  is  dominant  over  a  physi- 
cal cowa'-dice  is  the  highest  stamp  of  courage.  Self-control 
argues  the  living  presence  of  turbulence,  held  in  abeyance 
and  collecting  its  interest  hourly.  Experience  lessens  the 
rate  of  interest,  often  not  until  the  heart  is  faint  and  sore 
from  the  struggle. 

Some  virtues  are  at  first  sight  positive,  mathematically 
exact  in  their  limitations,  admitting  of  no  infringement ;  yet 
an  innately  truthful  mind  is  often  marked  by  an  absence  of 
imagination — that  will-o'-the-wisp  that  acknowledges  no  laws 
of  consistency,  and  jilts  the  memory  at  everj-  turn.  \"iftue 
''■Xs::^\^,  in  its  accepted   meaning,  oftener  bespeaks  an  absence 


than  a  presence,  and  in  many  souls  is  purely  negative, 
backed  by  a  duenna-sense  of  uohlcssc  oblige. 

"  '  Yet  Chloe  sure  was  fomrd  without  a  spot, 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not.  but  forgot." 

And  yet  there  is  ever  another  type  that  leads  to  a  higher 
development,  that  has  a  worse-self  and  holds  it  by  the 
throat. 

Life,  with  its  many  lessons  of  disappointment,  sorrow,  and 
endurence,  plows  up  ihese  barren  spots  in  our  natures,  and 
sows  them  with  seeds  that  will  surely  give  us  ripe  fruit  and 
fragrant  flowers  ;  if  not  in  the  present  sentient  dispensation, 
in  a  development  of  it  beyond.  A  true  charity  should  be  the 
oft'spring  of  a  wisdom  that  has  learned  the  existence  of  this 
universal  spiritual  scrofula,  and  should  teach  us  to  take  every 
human  being  ("pied  with  black  and  white"  like  we  our- 
selves) by  the  hand,  to  look  with  a  clear,  level  glance  Into  his 
eyes  and  say :  "  1  recognize  your  power  over  mine  in  this, 
and  mine  over  yours  in  that  ;  let  us  bear  with  each  other  for 
the  sweet  sake  of  our  common  humanity."  X. 

San  Erancisco,  December  7,  187S. 


One  of  the  "  Perils.'* 


The  Chronicle  of  Sunday  last  contains  the  two  following 
editorials,  which  are  reproduced  without  comment.  They 
arc  entitled 

THE    PERILS  OF  RICHES.  ' 

A  very  rich  man  has  great  oppor- 
tunities, but  tliere  arc  drawtxicks 
to  the  full  enjoyment  of  riches  that 
make  them  often  as  Dead  Sea  fruit 
in  the  mouth  of  him  who  thinks  to 
fciist  upon  them  in  their  full  ma- 
turity. .\  very  rich  man  must  live 
with  the  conviction  that  when  he 
has  gone  to  his  rest  the  disposition 
of  his  proix;rly  will  be  a  source  of 
contention  amongst  hungry  claim- 
ants who  will  hardly  wait  until  the 
breath  is  out  of  his  body  before 
they  begin  10  wrangle  over  it.  He 
can  not  have  the  satisfaction  of 
feeling  that  his  bones  will  rest  in 
I>eace  when  his  l.fe's  work  is  done, 
and  even  if  he  be  one  of  those  per- 
sons who  lliink  more  of  the  day 
th.an  of  the  morrow,  he  is  exposed 
during  life  to  a  hundred  annoy- 
ances troni  which  others  supposed 
to  be  less  fortunate  are  free.  He 
is  the  butt  of  every  adventurer  or 
adventuress  who,  looking  for  some 
object  of  plunder,  sees  in  him  a 
promising  object  for  extortion  or 
blackmail,  and  the  least  weakness 
or  the  least  vacillation  that  he  be- 
trays is  the  signal  for  the  departure 
of  all  peace  or  happiness. 

It  has  always  been  the  custom  of 
a  certain  class  of  persons  who  live 
by  their  wits  to  single  out  for  at- 
tack some  prominent  character, 
and  by  the  use  of  one  device  or 
another  to  make  a  profit  out  of 
him  ;  but  of  late  the  machinations 
of  this  class  have  become  so  bold 
and  desperate  thai  a  sharp  and 
prompt  check  to  their  movement  is 
called  for.  It  is  unnecessary  to  re- 
capitulate the  cases  that  have  oc- 
curred. Many  of  them  have  gained 
notoriety,  and  notoriety  is  in  some 
inst;inces  the  very  point  aimed  at ; 
but  for  one  case  that  becomes  pub- 
lic there  are  a  hundred  in  which  the 
victim  sufters  in  silence  and  in  se- 
cret, and  his  woes  are  known  only 
to  a  few  intimate  friends.  The 
blackmailer  is  becoming  too  promi- 
nent in  oiu"  civilization.  He  needs 
to  be  put  down,  and  it  requires  but 
a  little  efiort  to  bring  his  nefarious 
trade  to  a  full  stop.  If  on  the  next 
occasion  that  any  rich  man  is  sub- 
jected to  the  process  he  promptly 
hands  over  his  persecutor  to  the 
hands  of  the  police,  a  reform  of 
which  the  consqnences  will  be  most 
beneficial  to  himself  and  his  fel- 
lows will  have  been  begun. 


DtWKY  VS.    K1.00D. 

The  point  In  this  connection 
most  apt  to  attr.icl  general  atten- 
tion is  that  Flood  should  so  com- 
placently admit  that  while  Treas- 
urer and  Trustee  of  the  company 
|ic  had  willfully  made  a  false  state- 
ment as  to  the  financial  condition 
of  the  corporation — a  matter  about 
which  every  stockholder  had  as 
good  a  right  as  Mr.  Flood  to  be 
accurately  informed.  The  false- 
hood could  not  even  have  the  poor 
excuse  of  a  desire  to  •'  sustain  the 
stock  in  the  market,"  for  it  had 
directly  the  opposite  tendency.  In- 
deed, it  w;is  designed  to  aid  him 
in  "  freezing  out''  sm:ill  stockhold- 
ers prepamtory  to  a  de;^il.  It  is 
only  a  sample  of  the  disgraceful 
expedients  to  which  professional 
stock  manipulators  resort  in  or- 
der to  caiTy  out  their  dishonest 
Schemes. 

The  whole  history  of  this  bo- 
nanza deal  is  1  history  of  duplicity, 
fraud,  and  cunning  venality,  with- 
out precedent  or  excuse  of  any 
kind.  There  were  mines  of  great 
richness,  containing  enough  gold 
and  silver  to  make  each  of  the  prin- 
cipal owners  fabulously  rich,  richer 
than  any  man  ought  to  be.  They 
had  but  to  let  the  miners  take  out 
the  money.  They  could  afford  to 
pay  well  for  all  the  work  or  sup- 
plies furnished  them.  They  were 
in  a  position  to  be  entirely  inde- 
pendent of  the  stock  market,  and 
they  could  liave  redeemed  the  man- 
agement of  the  mines  from  previous 
bad  repute.  In  this  way  they 
might  have  been  of  inesUmable 
service  to  the  country,  injuring  no 
one  and  benefiting  all-  Their  re- 
ward would  have  been  an  abundant 
fortune  obtained  by  honest  mining, 
and  the  lasting  and  univers;il  re- 
spect of  their  fellow-men. 

High  -  minded,  public  -  spirited 
citizens  would  have  eagerly  im- 
proved such  a  golden  opportunity. 
Flood  and  his  associates  did  no 
such  thing.  From  the  very  first 
they  worked  the  stock  market  quite 
as  dihgently  as  the  mines,  seeking 
to  get  two  dollars  from  the  savings 
banks  for  every  dollar  in  dividends 
paid  to  an  outsider.  They  have 
won  the  unenviable  distinction  of 
having  preferred  to  be  millionaires 
by  tricky  stock  jobbing,  when  they 
might  have  been  millionaires  by 
honest  mining.  So  they  must  ex- 
pect the  natural  reward — the  ha- 
tred and  contempt  of  mankind. 


The  Madrid  newspapers  do  not  like  Grant,  unfortunately, 
as  sufficiently  appears  frpm  the  following  extracts — the  first 
from  the  Constitiicional  Espahol,  and  the  second  from  the 
Mundo  Politico  : 

"  We  have  oftentimes  asked  ourselves  the  question  :  Why 
is  this  foreigner  1  Grant)  lionized  wherever  he  appears  in  Eu- 
rope ?  That  he  may  have  distinguished  himself  in  his  own 
country,  and  achieved  great  deeds,  we  are  willing  to  admit  ; 
but  what  claims  to  recognition  he  can  have  on  this  side  of 
the  Atlantic  we  fail  to  perceive,  if  we  are  to  judge  him  ac- 
cording to  his  behavior  here.  He  was  preeminently  honored 
by  our  august  monach  and  his  ministers  beyond  any  prece- 
dent in  history  ;  and  yet  he  has  been  very  negligent,  not  to 
say  guilty  of  a  gross  breach  of  good  breeding  and  etiquette, 
in  having  failed  to  pay  his  respects  and  congratulations  to 
the  King  immediately  after  his  lucky  escape  from  the  hands 
of  an  assassin,  because,  forsooth,  the  railroad  tickets  had 
been  bought  for  Lisbon,  and  the  loss  of  the  sum  could  not, 
in  his  mercenary  mind,  be  for  the  moment  entertained.  Had 
he  been  descended  from  royal  blood  he  would  not  have  hesi- 
tated. Our  statesman,  ex->Iinister  Silvela,  in  accompanying 
him  to  the  station,  and  charging  himself  with  messages  of 
congratulations  for  the  King,  evinced  a  sad  lack  of  taste ;  he 
should  have  left  him  to  depart  unattended. 

"It  seems  that  General  Grant  was  guilty  of  excess  in  the 
banquet  given  him  by  Premier  Canovas  del  Castillo  at  his 
residence  ;  so  much  so,  that  he  presented  a  much  to  be  la- 
mented spectacle  a  few  hours  later,  in  the  interior  of  the 
Ministers  box  at  the  Royal  Theatre.  Such  an  exhibition 
was  the  only  thing  wanting  to  stamp  him  as  unworthy  of  all 
the  civilities  showered  upon  him." 

"  Yes,"'  observed  a  friend,  "  she  certainly  is  very  highly  cul- 
tivated. She  is  very  stylish,  plays  well,  talks  \vell,  dances 
well,  and  rides  well,  and  succeeds  admirably  in  pri\ate  the- 
atricals. In  fact,"  he  added,  "she's  just  the  kind  of  a  girl 
you'd  like  one  of  your  friends  to  marry." 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 


TantaJus. — Texas. 

[The  Llano  EsLicado,  or  St-iked  Plain  (so-called  from  the  means  taken  by  ihc 
Mexicans  to  mark  a  track  for  travelers),  is  a  large  (able-land  in  the  west  of  the 
State  i,.f  Texas,  U.  S.,  and  is  wiihnul  a  stream  in  its  estciit.] 

"  If  I  may  trust  your  love."  she  cried, 

"  And  you  would  have  me  for  a  bride, 

Ride  over  yonder  plain  and  bring 

Your  fl.isk,  full  from  the  Mustang  spring. 

Fly.  fnst  as  western  eagle's  wing, 

O'er  tlie  Llano  Eslacado." 

He  heard,  and  bowed  without  a  word, 
His  gallant  steed  he  lightly  spurred  ; 
He  turned  his  face,  and  rode  away 
Toward  the  grave  of  dying  tlay, 
And  vanished  with  its  parting  ray 
On  the  Llano  Estacado. 

Night  came,  and  found  him  riding  on; 
iJay  came,  and  still  he  rode  alone. 
He  spared  not  spur,  he  drew  not  rein. 
Across  that  broad,  unchanging  plain, 
Till  he  the  Mustang  spring  niiglit  gain. 
On  the  Llano  Eslacado. 

A  little  rest,  a  little  draught. 
Hot  from  his  hand,  and  quickly  quaffed, 
His  flask  was  filled,  and  then  he  turned. 
Once  more  his  steed  the  maqui's  spurned, 
Once  more  the  sky  above  him  burned 
On  the  Llano  Estacado. 

How  Ijot  the  quivering  landscape  glowed! 
His  brain  seemed  boiling  as  he  rode. 
Was  it  a  dream,  a  drunken  one, 
Or  was  he  re;illy  riding  on  ? 
Was  that  a  skull  that  gleamed  and  shone 
On  the  Llano  Eslacado  ? 

"  Brave  steed  of  mine,  brave  steed  !"  he  cried, 

"  So  often  true,  so  often  tried. 
Bear  up  a  little  longer  yet ! " 
His  mouth  was  black  with  blood  and  sweat — 
Heaven,  how  he  longed  his  lips  to  wet! 
On  the  Llano  Eslacado. 

And  still,  \\ithin  his  breast  he  held 
The  precious  fiask  so  lately  filled. 
Oh,  for  a  drink  I     But  well  he  knew 
If  empty  it  should  meet  her  view 
Her  scorn — but  still  his  longing  grew 
On  the  Llano  Estacado. 

His  horse  went  down,  he  wandered  on. 
Giddy,  blind,  beaten,  and  alone. 
While  upon  cushioned  couch  you  lie. 
Oh,  think  how  hard  it  is  to  die 
Beneath  the  cruel,  unclouded  sky 
On  the  Llano  Estacado, 

At  last  he  staggered,  stumbled,  fell. 
His  day  was  done  he  knew  full  well, 
And  raising  to  his  lips  the  flask. 
The  end,  the  object  of  his  task. 
Drank  to  h>-r — more  she  could  not  ask. 
Ah,  the  Llano  Estacado ! 

That  night  in  the  Presidio, 
Beneath  the  torchlights'  wavy  glow. 
She  danced— and  never  thought  of  him. 
The  victim  of  a  woman's  whim. 
Lying  with  face  upturned  and  grim 
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On  the  Llano  Estacado. 


-  Temple  Bar. 


Twenty- One. 

Grown  to  man's  stature!     O  my  little  child! 

My  bird  that  sought  the  skies  so  long  ago  ! 
My  fair,  sweet  blossom,  pure  and  undefiled, 

How  have  the  years  flown  since  we  laid  thee  low  ! 

What  have  they  been  to  thee?  If  thou  wert  here 
Standing  beside  thy  brothers,  tall  and  fair. 

With  bearded  Hp.  and  dark  eyes  shining  clear, 
And  glints  of  summer  sunshine  in  thy  hair, 

I  should  look  up  into  thy  face  and  say, 

Wavering  perhaps  between  a  tear  and  smite, 
'O  my  sweet  son,  thou  art  a  man  to-day!'' — 

And  thou  would'st  stoop  to  kiss  my  lips  the  while. 

But — up  in  heaven — how  is  it  with  ihee,  dear? 

Art  thou  a  man  —  to  man's  full  stature  grown? 
Dost  thou  count  time  as  we  do,  year  by  year? 

And  what  of  all  earth's  changes  hast  thou  known? 

Thou  hadst  not  learned  to  love  me.     Didst  thou  take 
Any  small  germ  of  love  to  heaven  with  thee. 

That  t  lou  hast  watched  and  nurtured  for  my  sake, 
Waiting  till  I  its  perfect  flower  may  see? 

What  is  it  to  have  Hved  in  heaven  always? 

To  have  no  memory  of  pain  or  sin  ? 
Ne'er  to  have  known  in  all  the  calm,  bright  days, 

The  jar  and  fret  of  tarih's  discordant  din? 

Thy  brothers — they  are  mortal  —  they  must  tread 
Oft-times  in  rough,  hard  ways,  with  bleeding  feet ; 

Must  fight  with  dragons,  must  bewail  their  dead, 
And  fierce  Apollyon  face  to  face  must  meet. 

1,  wI*o  would  give  my  very  life  for  theirs, 

I  can  not  save  them  from  earth's  pain,  or  loss  ; 

I  can  not  shield  them  from  its  griefs  or  cares  ; 
Each  human  heart  must  bear  alone  its  cross ! 

Was  God,  then,  kinder  unto  thee  than  them, 
O  thou  whose  little  life  was  but  a  span? 

Ah,  think  it  not !     In  all  His  diadem 

No  star  shines  brighter  than  the  kingly  man, 

Who  nobly  earns  whatever  crown  he  wears. 

Who  grandly  conquers,  or  as  grandly  dies  ; 
And  the  white  banner  of  his  manhood  bears 

Through  all  the  years  uplifted  to  the  skies  1 

What  lofty  peans  shall  the  victor  greet  ! 

What  crown  resplendent  for  his  brow  be  fit  ! 
O  child,  if  earthly  life  be  bitter-sweet. 

Hast  thou  not  something  missed  in  missing  it? 

JCLiA  C.  R.  Dorr,  in  Sunday  Afternoon. 
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Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  December  15,  1878. 


Tomato  Soup, 

Boiled  Salmon,  Anchovy  Sauce.     Mashed  Potato. 

Broiled  Snipe  on  Toast. 

Asparagus.  Lima  Beans. 

Roa'it  Beef.     Yorkshire  Pudding. 

Lettuce,  French  Dressing. 

iMiiice  Pic. 

Fruil-bowl  of  Plums,  Fics,  j^pplcs.  Pears,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Anchovv  Sauce, — Prepare  a  rich  butter  sauce,  and  rub  one  lea- 

sp->onfuI  of  ancho\'>'  paste  thoroughly  through  it ;  then  add  a  tablespoonful  of 

mushroom  catsup.     Do  not  salt  the  sauce,  as  the  paste  will  make  the  whole  salt 

enough. 


THE       ARGONAUT, 
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BLOOD-AND-IRONY. 

As  Dr.  Johnson  had  his  Boswell,  so  Bis- 
marck has  his  Dr.  Moritz  Busch,  an  attache 
of  the  Prussian  Foreign  Office  who  accom- 
panied the  Prince  of  "  Blood  and  Iron  '  dur- 
ing the  campaigns  of  the  Franco-German 
war,  and  has  now  published  the  great  man's 
conversations,  from  which  we  extract  the  fol- 
lowing interesting  "bits."'  Speaking  of  Na- 
poleon at  Sedan,  the  Prince  said  : 

When  delivering  Napoleon's  lelter,  General  Reille 
beliavL'd  most  courleously  and  like  a  gentleman. 
In  a  conversation  I  had  with  him  while  the  King 
wrote  his  reply,  the  General  hoped  that  no  harsh 
conditions  would  be  imposed  upon  so  large  and 
valorous  an  army.  I  shrugged  niy  shoulders,  upon 
which  the  General  said  that,  rather  than  accept 
severe  terms,  they  would  blow  themselves  up  with 
the  fortress.  1  replied  " /^7/V^j  j<z///(fr.  that  is  your 
affair."  I  asked  him  whether  the  Emperor  Napoleon 
could  still  rely  upon  the  army  and  officers,  and 
whether  his  commands  were  still  obeyed  at  Melz, 
The  General  answered  in  the  affirmative,  and,  as  we 
subsequently  learnt,  spoke  the  truih.  1  really  believe, 
if  the  Emperor  had  concluded  peace  there  and  then, 
he  Mould  be  a  respected  reigning  sovereign  to  this 

day.     But  he  is  a .     I  said  so  sixteen  years  ago, 

when  nobody  would  believe  me.  Stupid  and  senti- 
mental. 

The  Due  de  Gramont,  whose  indiscretion 
precipitated  events,  finds  little  favor  in  his 
eyes  : 

If  I  had  been  in  his  place  I  should  have  entered 
a  regiment  and  Liken  my  chances  on  the  battle-field, 
after  muddling  affairs  in  the  Cabinet.  I  myself  was 
quite  prepared  to  do  this  in  i866.  If  things  liad  gone 
wrong  how  could  I  have  shown  myself  again  in  Ber- 
lin ! 

Nor  did  M.  Jules  Fa\Te  succeed  in  gaining 
the  Chancellor's  respect  during  the  negoti- 
ations preceding  the  conclusion  of  peace  : 

M.  Favre  says  in  his  report  to  the  French  Govern- 
ment that  he  could  not  help  shedding  tears  in  one  of 
his  conversations  with  me.  I  must  confess  he  looked 
as  if  he  were  about  to  weep,  and  I  consoled  him  ; 
but  of  this  I  am  certain,  that  he  did  not  shed  a  single 
tear.  He  tried  hard,  but  he  could  not.  He  no  doubt 
thought  to  impress  me  with  his  fine  acting,  as  Paris 
lawyers  are  in  the  habit  of  imposing  upon  their  audi- 
ence. I  am  perfectly  convinced  that,  to  add  to  the 
pathos  of  the  situation,  he  was  painted  white  on  his 
several  visits  to  Ferrieres  ;  particularly  the  second 
time,  when  he  had  laid  on  an  extra  coating  of  pallid 
color,  the  better  to  impersonate  the  suffering  and 
deeply  moved  patriot.  I  do  not.  however,  deny  tiiat 
he  felt  his  situation.  But  he  is  not  a  politician.  He 
ought  to  know  that  sentiment  and  politics  do  not  go 
together.  When  I  dropped  a  hint  about  Strasbourg 
and  Metz  he  looked  as  if  he  thought  it  was  a  joke.  I 
might  have  told  him  what  happened  to  me  in  a  fur- 
rier's shop  in  Berlin.  I  wanted  a  fur  cloak,  and  a  high 
price  being  asked,  I  said  to  the  shopkeeper,  "  I  suf)- 
pose.  sir,  you  are  joking."  "  Never  in  business,*'  was 
the  reply. 

M.  Thiers,  who  replaced  M.  Favre  in  the 
German  camp,  was  likewise  not  a  diplomatist 
after  the  Chancellor's  heart: 

He  is  a  clever,  attractive  gentleman,  witty,  spirited, 
intellectual,  but  without  talent  for  diplomacy.  He  is 
far  to  sentimental  for  the  profession.  Though  more 
manly  and  dignified  than  M.  Favre.  he  is  altogether 
unfit  for  the  trade.  He  came  to  me  as  a  negotiator, 
when  he  had  not  gumption  enough  for  a  horse-dealer. 
He  is  easily  staggered,  and  shows  it.  You  can  worm 
out  of  him  whatever  you  like.  I  actually  made  him 
betray  that  Paris  had  full  provisions  only  for  three  or 
four  weeks  more. 

Of  French  statesmen,  Thiers  and  Momy 
are  the  subjects  of  pointed  anecdote.  M  omy's 
story  has  a  bitter  taste  : 

Of  all  the  Napoleonic  statesmen  Momy  best  knew 
how  to  make  money.  When  going  to  St.  Petersburg 
as  .\mbassador,  he  arrived  with  a  large  number  of  el- 
egant carriages,  all  fitted  with  silks,  point  lace,  and 
ladies'  omamenls.  Each  servant  had  one  of  these 
carriages  allotted  to  him  ;  each  attache  and  secretary 
at  least  two  ;  while  as  to  the  Ambassador,  he  claimed 
six  as  his  share.  Being  an  Ambassador  he  had  to  pay 
DO  duty.  A  few  days  after  his  arrival  the  whole  lot, 
carriages  and  all.  were  sold  by  auction  and  a  trifle  of 
800,000  roubles  realized.  But  though  Momy  had  no 
conscience,  he  was  certainly  an  amiable  man. 

Count  Bemstorff,  the  late  Prussian  envoy 
in  London — a  deliberate,  easy-going,  but  high- 
principled  statesman — was  never  high  in  the 
Prince's  favor : 

Count  Bemstorff  certainly  beats  me  in  one  thing. 
I  never  succeeded  in  covering  reams  of  paper  with 
dignified  verbiage  about  nothing.  He  has  just  sent 
me  another  cart-load  of  dispatches,  full  of  emptiness, 
and  copiously  referring  to  previous  communications 
of  the  like  intrinsic  worth.  The  King  always  wishes 
to  be  informed  about  references  to  documents  he  does 
not  remember.  Goltz  was  nearly  as  bad — reams  of 
dispatches  accompanied  by  basketfuls  of  matter  dock- 
eted "Private  and  confidential.''  Heavens,  how  much 
leisure  he  must  have  had  at  his  command  !  Were  he 
alive,  and  heard  of  Napoleon  a  prisoner  and  Eugenie 
in  London,  what  would  he  say  !  Probably  he  would 
not  feel  much  for  the  Emperor,  but  the  Empress ! 
However,  in  spite  of  his  infatuation,  he  could  not 
have  been  led  astray  as  were  some  others. 

An  Austrian  diplomatist  may  be  next  intro- 
duced : 

I  always  listened  to  old  Metternich's  stories,  and  he 
loved  me  for  it.  I  remember  that,  after  spending  a 
few  days  with  him  at  Johannisberg,  the  old  Chancel- 
lor said  to  Count  Thun,  the  presiding  member  of  the 
Diet :  "Bismarck  is  an  excellent  man,  and  if  you  can't 
get  on  with  him  you  can  get  on  with  nobody.*'  Well, 
said  I,  frankly,  to  Thun.  I  will  tell  you  how  I  manage 
him.  1  listen  to  all  his  long  yams,  touching  him  up 
every  now  and  then  when  he  seems  flagging.  Noth- 
ing more  delightful  to  garrulous  old  men. 

"  I  wonder,  uncle,"  said  a  little  girl,  "if  men  will 
ever  yet  live  to  tie  five  hundred  or  a  thousand  years 
old?''  "No,  my  child,"  responded  the  old  man; 
"  that  was  tried  once,  and  the  race  grew  so  bad  that 
the  world  had  to  be  drowned,'* 


Bailey,  of  the  Danbury  News,  never  forgets  what 
he  reads.  In  his  youth  he  diligently  perused  the 
Scriptures,  and  to-day,  'tis  said,  he  carries  the  whole 
Bible  in  his  head — giliedged,  nestled  cosily  in  that  ear 
which  is  the  wonder  and  adrniration  of  the  country. 


RUSSIA 


LEATHER 
GOODS, 

PORTMONNAIES,  PURSES, 

POCKET  BOOKS,  CARD  CASES, 
CIGAR  OASES,  INKSTANDS, 

CARD  RACKS,  STAMP  OASES, 
TICKET  HOLDERS,  PORTFOLIOS, 

CARD  BOXES, 

And  a  multitude  of  Nic-nacs  loo  numerous  to  mention.     Be 
sure  and  look  over  the  most  elegant  stock  in  the  city. 


LOOK  OUT  FOR  BANCROFT'S 

CHRISTMAS  MESSENGER 

Supplied  Free  at 

TMNCROnS 

JLr  721  Market  St.  S.i^ 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

No.  24  Post  Street, 

B.iN  FDANCIBCO,  CAL. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 
IMPARTS   A    THOROUGH  PRACTI- 

cal  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 
French,  Gem.an,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilide-,  and  enjojnng  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of 
public. 

LIST    OF    FACL'LTY. 

E.  P.  Heald.  F.  C.  Woodbury, 

H.  M.  Stearns,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C  Woodbury,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chesnutwood,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 

A.  P.  DuBief,  r.  Scregni, 

R.  Sorcini,  Geo.  Jebens, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillcn, 

For  full   particulars,  call  at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.   P.   HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES, 


A.  J.  PLATE  &  CO., 


No.  510  S.^CRAME.NTo  Street. 


CANNEL  COAL 


A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRA  TE 

^^       COAL  for  sale  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  yrS  Sansome  Street. 


BUTTERICK'8 

PATTERNS-DEC.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 


CHRISTMAS 

BANDIES  AND   HOLIDAY   GOODS 

supplied  to  Church  Festivals  and  Parties  at  wholesale 
rates.     Imported  Cap  Bonbons,  extra  fine,  50  cents  a  dozen. 

ROBERTS,  corner  Bush  and  Polk  Streets. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmarl;), 

PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

-^  and  Residence,  iiz  Kearny  Street,  Office  hours,  1 1 
A.  M.  to  I  P.  M.,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  11  to  1  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


J.  J.  CLARKE,  M.D. 

No.  106  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco. 


J.  J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


E>     C.  MO  WBRA  Y,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

'      11'^  STOCKTON  ST.,  corner  Post.  S.  F. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

q-^HE  ONE  V  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

•*■  all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Fked 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK  SHELDON, 
p,  S.— Howe,    Florence,   Wheeler  &    Wilson,   Grovcr   S: 
Baker,    D«mestic,   Weed,   Willcox  &  Gibbs,  for  Bale  at  $10 
each. 


HEADQUARTERS 


.FOR. 


SEWING  MACHINES! 


Agency  for  the  celebrated 

Howard  Needles 

For  all  Sewing  Machines. 


FLOR  ENCE 


— -\ND — 


FLORENCE. 
WHITE, 
NEW  HOME. 
WEED,  IMPROVED 

FLORENCE.         !   California  Oil  Stoves. 

The  expensive  system  of  sending  out  ^^acllines  on  trial,  supplying  ni.iny  uilh  Machines  who  have 
no  fntention  of  buying  them  and  who  misuse  and  deface  them,  having  been  discontinued.  Machines  can 
now  be  sold  to  real  purchasers  at  much  lower  prices. 

All  in  want  of  Machines  are  invited  to  e.saniine  the  splendid  new  stvle  large-arm  Machines  at 

NO.  19  NEW  MONTGOMERY  ST.,  SAMUEL  HILL,  AGENT. 


HERRMAN 


HOLIDAY    STYLES 


A  Very  Suitable  Present  for  Gent,  Boy,  or  Child.     An  immense  stock  to  choose  from  at 


QQC  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
000  &  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


QUINN, 


1400  POLK  STREET,  CORNER  OF  PINE, 

'-THE  LADIES'  FANCY  STORE  OF  HESTERN  ADDITION.  A  FULL 
-•  line  of  Berlin  and  Fairy  Zephyr:  Java,  Honey  Comb  and  Panama  Canvas,  all  colors; 
Floss  and  Embroidery  Silks,  and  everything  to  be  found  in  a  first-class  fancy  goods  store. 

OPEN    EVENINGS. 


HOLIDAY  GIFTS  FOR  OLD  AND  YOUNG. 


A  MAGNIFICENT  ASSORTMENT 


-^  CHAIRS,  WORK  STANDS, 
KURRACHEE  RUGS, 

AND  FANCY  ARTICLES. 


WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO.,  38  geary  street. 


THE  CAL.  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.  224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

The  Extra  100    Yards.      Quarter  Ounce.      Ounce  Spools.      Em- 
broidery Silks. 
THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  over  loo  white  women   and  girl:.      Sold 
by  all  first-class  dealers.  ^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS, 

Df.ak  Em  :— Some  one  was  idling  me  the  other 
day  whai  an  inmicnse  number  of  spoons  and  forks 
Vanderslice  has  bei*n  manufacturing  to  fill  ordi-rs  for 
the  hoUda\'S,  and  my  womanly  curiosity  being 
aroused.  I  itnrnediately  went  down  there.  Nly  frit-nd 
u-as  right,  1  won't  undertake  to  say  how  many  dozen 
Lbcre  were  alnrady  ordered,  but  its  number  was  ex- 
ceedingly gratifying  to  the  proprietors,  who  have  re- 
duced the  price  of  these  anicles  to  S' -io  «n  ounce 
— quite  an  unheard  of  price.  This  firm  was  Ihc  first 
here  to  make  the  "Marguerite"  spoon,  with  the 
while  enameled  and  gold  daisy  on  the  handle  of 
ench.  I  saw  something  there  that  wns  rather  odd,  at 
Ihc  same  time  very  prtrtty  :  a  Ici-ciddv  of  beaten  sil- 
ver, the  siuiace  sho-ini:  the  indentations  of  the  ham- 
mer like  a  qu:ioiity  of  fish  sciles.  Frosted  silvernnd 
gold  gave  the  fini-hing  louciies.  A  gn-at  deal  uf  the 
niello  work,  from  the  Gorham  and  other  factories,  is 
also  disj-IivtiL  and  some  superb  tea  sets  in  frosued 
Sliver.  Oi  ihe  cameos  and  pointed  sets  you  hardly 
nrexl  rvniinding.  we  have  so  often  admired  them  to- 
gether. 'Hiert  arc  some  very  choicv  ones,  and  sets 
in  the  pink  conch  shell  combined  with  the  tortoise 
shell,  tf^it  thon:;h  not  so  expensive,  are  exceedingly 
Weil   .  rlWlive   ornaments.     Sitting  here 

thi--  :  >n  one  of  those  charming  chairs 

tlijl  I  .  .    Katun  Company  have  made  so 

famous  t.i;  th<_-  coast  alreiidy.  a  Kurrachev  rug,  in 
soft,  warm  colors — another  specialty  with  this  firm- 
under  mv  feet.  I  really  f';e!  at  peace  with  ail  the 
world.  If  you  Kiiv-en't  been  in  there  lately — 38  Geary 
Sirecl--do  go  at  once,  and  see  what  an  infinite  \-ari- 
tlv  of  new  and  odd  things  there  are  there,  just 
Opened  :  little  rockers  for  children,  and  the  same 
style  somewhat  larger  for  nur<«s,  .are  among  them. 
These  are  specially  pretty  when  trimmed  up  with 
colored  ribbons,  which  are  threaded  in  and  out,  and 
fastened  by  bows  here  and  there  among  the  o|«n 
work  of  the  back.  Doll  baby  cribs,  with  mattresses 
.ir  !  ;;'■  ..  ^  are  somctliing  else  lliat  will  deliglit  the 
Vou  know  the  particular  merit  of  thtsc 

::''i  only  their  elegance  and  lightness,  but 
tier  i;t.r,  luiity,  which  is  really  surprising,  judging 
fixir.  tl.i-ir  Kglit  appearance.  Ever)'  pointabout  them 
wjll  ln-.ir  the  most  rigid  examination,  llie  I-ace 
Hoi!>i_-  i^  I.olding  out  every  possible  inducement  to 
in-vii'.'-  to  laiy  and  be  happy  this  Christmas  season, 
ihc  oi'pl.iv  of  laces,  fans,  came"'s-liair  shawls,  and 
those  dciiphtful  trifles  that  ai  i^oc-d  husbands  are 
aw^rc  are  the  most  suitable  cfferings  at  the  shrine  of 
domestic  afftxtion,  has  never  btcn  Ijetter.  Two  fans 
alone,  of  the  richen  Point,  that  I  saw  there  yesterday 
Were  enough  to  reconcile  one  to  being;  a  women  in 
order  to  wear  them.  A  dozen  or  so  of  the  "  Pcrinot '' 
ki<l  gloves  would  not  bean  inappropriate  gift  either, 
il  MipiilmicTited  by  a  ^rA«  of  Point  or  Bnudles, 
w.ijM  'I?  If  Cu[Md  has  not  exhausted  alt  his  arrows. 
Ihrre  will  be  several  fashionable  weddincs  before  the 
new  year  Is  far  on  its  way.  .and  there  will  be  so  many 
elegant  trousseaux  to  chronicle  as  coming  from  this 
house,  for  it  is  a  matter  of  town  talk  that  w  hen  a  San 
Francisco  belle  enters  the  bonds,  no  matter  where  tl;e 
remainder  of  the  trous^eatrs  may  come  from,  the 
wedding  dres5  iL«eIf  must  be  made  at  Samuel's.  I 
remember  this  moment  a  dozen  weddings  within  the 
last  year  whose  entire  furnishing  has  come  from  here. 
K\crv  one  will  be  glad  to  kr.ow  that  Mr.  Samuels 
oHiimip!  iti-s  a  remoN-al  from  his  present  stand  to  one 
iiiuuii  mure  commodioi's  and  belter  suited  to  his  in- 
crv^i-^tng  business.  It  is  because  of  this  intention  that 
he  proposes  a  grand  clearance  sile  of  his  present 
stock.  Among  their  new  holiday  books,  Billings. 
Harboume  \  ( "o. ,  have  a  nmiarkabic  copy  of  Cioelhe's 
"Fau-st."  illuslrtted  both  by  photographs  and  steel 
pUte  engravings,  by  Professor  \'on  Leiling.  Hie 
binding,  which  is  exceedingly  unique,  is  of  embossed 
riir>r  I-  ,  o.  of  a  gray  color,  and  has  the  comers  finished 
wall  tit-.i\;.  -liver  filagree  work.  On  one  sideaiesi-\ 
nmliliion>  of  silver,  representing  the  principal  char- 
acters in  the  poem.  Faust.  Marguerite.  Mephistophiles, 
Wjgnef,  Martha,  and  N'alentine,  pbicvd  at  intervals, 
and  the  title  in  the  centre  is  ernhLizoned  in  gold. 
On  ti'<- other  are  the  same  comer  ornamentations,  and 
on  b-.'ih.  at  each  of  the  four  corners,  are  heavy  silver 
knol>«  for  ihc  Inwk  to  rest  on.  In  quaint  device.  I 
have  seen  nothing  more  noticeable  among  the  new- 
books  than  ■•  Viola Tricolor."by  Count  Pocci.  wherein 
the  illustmtions  of  the  stor>-  arc  all  in  colors,  ever)- 
figure  being  supplied  with  a  pansy  to  simuLite  the 
face,  the  whole  expression  IxMngdcp^-ndenton  the  at- 
titude of  the  figure  and  the  position  of  the  floral  head. 
It  is  reallya  remarkable  piece  of  work.  "  Rag  Fair,*" 
a  poem,  by  the  author  of  "The  Gathering  of  the 
Uli<^."  i5  another  new  book,  exquisitel)  illubtraied. 
Then  there  is  "Switzerland,  its  Nlountains  and  \'al- 
leys,"  with  numbers  of  splendid  engravings  by  Closs ; 
Bryant's  fir>t  and  List  poems.  "  Thanaiopsis,"  and 
"The  Flood  of  Years."  filled  with  illustrations  by 
Linton;  and  Ohver  Wendell  Holmes  last  poem.  "The 
School  Boy."  which  is  elegantly  gotten  up  ;  and — not 
to  forgtt  .1  prophet  in  her  own  country — .Mrs,  Dr.  To- 
bnd"s  last  p>.-tical  eisay  entitled  "  Iris."  In  the  more 
S4jlid  work--,  .ire  full  editions  of  Dicktns,  MacauLiy, 
.Tnd  Thackeray,  the  latter  containing  all  the  original 
pialr^.  an  exceedingly  valuable  work  ;  "  The  Fireside 
h-nocloi^L-dia  of  Poetry,"  Knight's  edition  of  Shaks- 
pcxTf.  and  any  rmmber  of  others  of  the  same  kind. 
.A  not  m.ippr'i'n.ite  pn^sent  in  these  rkiys  of  "cult- 
ure." w.ir.:  1--  .1  ii*ii.Jsoniely  bou.id  Webster, a  most 
l..i;hfTil  !::■■. id  when  on.:  gets  a  bad  spell,  -\mong  the 
jrucriiif-.  I',  t  mc  recommend  a  year's  nimil>erof  "  Su 
.\icli>'l.i'^.'  in  fine  binding,  and  the  same  of  "  Baby- 
l^nd."  for  the  little  tots,  .\long  with  books.  I  must 
not  forget  that  they  have  also  very  neat  wulnut  book 
casM  for  5a!^  <  hicen  .\nne  pattern,  and  cheap  at  535. 
Til  ■  ■'  '-ather  goods  diii>lay  is  actually  l>e- 

wi.  ■    re.     A  new  style  of  album,  both 

m  r  .!^ie  lother.  is  mounted  on  a  ro- 

tar,  ■    i  by  a  siKer  card  receiver: 

t'l  ■  Iver  tase  for  flowers.    It  is 

m  ;  -.ing  a  book  on  both  sides 

of  I,      .1,  -      -' inets,  the  othei  lor 

STvUkr  p:c;r-.r,-.  y  like  ibcm  is  to  be 

--»n  anv-vh'-Ti;  >\-  .,  of  the  same  Icatlier 

-ir^-  "-    '     ■  .  ..ufcinjs;  others  are  of 

sat  _   rtitbin  and    without,  and, 

whv  -nxiH  hand-bag.     A  pretty 

tn::  '— !  wood,  which   has  a 

>i!  ■  -eping  from  an  ap- 

P''  -\.     All  these  goods 

are  ...    ...:.      : :.^-.:y   with    their    pro- 

duiitufi  t-ij-t.  as  the)- are  what  you  might  call  the 
■  ■  jJv.ince  sheets."'  and  Just  from  the  importers^  You 
jxTceivc.  my  dear,  these  special  nombers.  3  and  5 
M  jnt^oiiicr\-  Street,  have  a  fascination  for  mc  ;  I  can 
y^.Tctz'.y  get  awiay  from  them.  Cher  the  way.  a: 
Cfi->*.'.T'5  comer,  there  arc  some  pretty  novelties  in 
the  w^y  of  ties,  laces,  and  handkerchiefs,  and  very 
;.-j."  Liryains  in  blade  silks,  for  which  this  firm  is 
'Their  embossed  vehets,   by  the    way,  are 

f.ut.  both  io  texttm  and  design,  and  there 


are  a  large  number  of  new  and  to^ty  dress  patterns 
in  the  rich  Persian  goods  so  much  in  vogue.  If 
they  are  not  already  sold  you  really  should  see  two 
scarfs  there,  one  of  Duchesse,  the  other  of  Valenci- 
ennes lace.  I  do  not  think  you  will  find  anything 
handsomer  in  a  day's  walk  than  the  Litter,  the  like  of 
which  in  tliat  particular  lace  is  50me%vhat  rare.  I 
found  Clara  at  Will  &  Fink's,  on  Market  Street, 
yesteniiy-  looking  at  their  el(^ant  cutlery  and  ivory 
goods.  'ITicy  were  immensely  busy  as  usual,  and 
had  just  complctt-d  an  order  of  fifty  sets  of  carvej-s. 
knives  and  forks  for  Tiffany,  of  New  York,  for  whom 
they  manufacture  all  such  goods,  and  in  an  incredi- 
bly short  space  of  time— something  like  two  days  I  be- 
heve  it  w;is.  It  is  really  astonishing  what  a  lot  of 
pretty  things  one  can  find  where  the  severely  useful 
would  seem  to  be  the  rule.  The  (ancy  pocktt- 
knivcs  arc  a  show  in  themselves  ;  then  all  the  %'arious 
modem  conveniences  for  the  dining-room  make  an- 
other quite  .15  an  interesting.  Make  them  a  cill,  and 
while  you  arc  therc  look  at — everything,  for  there  is 
hardly  .anything  there  that  will  not  be  pretty  to  give 
to  some  one.  or,  in  default  of  friends,  to  keep  youiself. 
.\  merr>- Christmas.    Aumoir,    Lii.iAS  Di  Bois. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

How  to  Dress, 
llie  fashion  in  dressmaking  should  follow  the  re- 
cognized rules  of  taste  in  graceful  confomiation  to 
the  fomi,  complexion,  and  age  of  the  wearer.  Har- 
mony of  color  must  not  be  overlooked,  or  else  true 
taste  will  discard  the  ill-assorted  materials.  The 
trimmings  must  tiamionize  in  material,  color,  and  de- 
sign. Experience  and  cuUiiN-ated  taste  on  the  part 
of  the  Dressmaker  is  the  most  important  i>oint  to  be 
obtained,  as  the  pattems  and  styles  appearing  in  the 
f;\shion  platts  will  not  suit  ever)-  individual,  and  the 
final  selection  of  the  real  costume  often  thus  devolves 
on  the  judgment,  taste,  and  experience  of  the  dress- 
m.aker.  Madame  I-ewis.  the  acknowledged  le^iding 
dressmaker  of  our  city,  is  one  of  those  ladies  of  busi- 
ness in  this  department  whose  exquisite  taste,  coupled 
w  itii  her  ability  to  adapt  it,  has  given  her  the  foremost 
rank  in  her  department.  This  you  soon  recognize 
while  visiting  her  elegant  parlors.  She  comes  into 
your  presence  without  ostentation,  ceremony,  or  an- 
no>iiig  etiquette,  lends  an  attentive  ear  to  your  needs 
anddesires.  and  while  she  is  looking  over  with  you 
the  Latest  Parisian  styles  in  the  p>eriodicals  that  lie  on 
her  table,  she  is  busy  also  in  studying  you — your  com- 
plexion, your  figure,  your  defects,  and  attractions, 
arc  all  in  her  mind,  and  by  the  time  you  have  decided 
on  the  style  of  dress  you  want,  she  has  decided  liow 
to  adapt  il  most  becomingly  to  your  personality. 
You  thus  have  the  full  benefit  of  her  remarkable 
power  in  taste  and  discrimination,  and  when  the  re- 
sult of  the  visit  is  a  dress,  you  may  rest  assured  you 
have  a  perfect  fit.  the  latest  style,  and  that  its  general 
nxake-'up  is  that  which  is  most  becoming  to  you.  and 
the  most  satisfactory  to  yourself. 


Seal  Skins. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  seal  skins  that  are  now  be- 
ing used  for  Sacques.  Dohlmans,  eic,  viz  :  the  Alaska 
and  South  Shetlajjd.  The  latter  are  of  fine  quality, 
and  arc  very  scarce.  On  account  of  their  coming  from 
an  island  not  claimed  by  any  nation,  they  are  cap- 
tured without  any  regulation,  and  are  therefore  fast 
disappearing.  The  .-Maska  seals  are  protected  by  the 
laws  of  ihe  Cn  ted  States  regulating  the  number  and 
the  condition  of  the  animals  to  be  captured,  and  the 
result  is  seen  in  the  increase  of  the  number  of  skins 
and  in  the  improvement  of  their  quality.  There  are 
some  skins  that  are  obuiined  from  the  Copper  Islands, 
oflTthe  .Siberian  coast.  These  skins  are  sometimes 
palmed  off  on  the  public  by  irresponsible  dealers  as  a 
superior  article,  using  the  cant  phrase  "  Russian"  in 
order  to  secure  their  sale ;  but  on  inquiry*  of  the 
Alaska  Commercial  Company  il  can  be  ascertained 
that  at  the  London  Sales  Copper  isLind  seal  skins, 
misnamed  "Russian."  are  purchased  at  full  thirty 
per  cent,  less  than  the  .-Maska  skins",  on  account  of 
their  inferior  qtiality.  The  firm  of  H.  Liebcs  &  Co., 
Furriers.  113  Montgomery  Street,  deal  only  in  the 
best  quality  of  furs  of  all  kinds,  and  the  public  may 
fully  rely  upon  any  statement  made  by  this  establish- 
lishment  as  to  the  quality  of  the  goods,  they  arc  offer- 
ing to  the  public.  AH  the  latest  styles  in  Seal  Skin 
Sacqces.  Dohlmans,  and  Furs  of  every  description 
mav  here  be  found. 


Toilet  Articles. 
The  ladies'  toilet,  when  complete,  is  one  of  the 
pictures  of  American  luxury.  The  very  best  and 
finest  articles  are  selected,  embracing  all  the  fancy 
and  delicate  perfumes,  colognes,  cosmetics  and  frag- 
rant soaps,  that  lend  a  charm  to  the  mechanical  pro- 
cess of  morning  prc|xir»tion.  Tlie  little  delicacies 
that  are  found  as  necess;iry  anicles  in  this  depart- 
ment .arc  numerous,  and  almost  fabulously  in  de- 
mand. The  proprietor  of  the  elegant  Apothecary's 
Hall  under  the  Grand  Hotel  has  for  a  number  of 
years  been  patronized  by  some  of  our  most  fashion- 
able ladies.  'Iliey  have  here  found  the  famous  Fari- 
na's Eau  de  Cologne.  Lubin's  celebrated  extracts  and 
soaps :  also  Gosnell's  perfumes,  that  have  found  a 
place  in  many  a  fashionable  lady's  toilet ;  also  .Atkin- 
son's delicate  extracts,  which  are  well  known  to  be 
among  the  best.  Among  an  extensive  assortment  of 
the  fancy  toilel  soaps,  may  be  mentioned  here  tlie  old 
English  Windsor  and  honey  soaps.  pom.ade,  tooth 
powders,  hair,  nail  and  tooih  brushes  of  the  best 
manufacture-,  and  other  elegant  toilel  articles  may  be 
foimd  here  in  an  endless  \-ariety.  together  *iih  a  full 
assortment  of  ivorv-  goods.  Among  the  tooth  wash 
and  powders,  the  fragrant  Oriental  Tooth  Wash  and 
Powder  may  be  classed  among  the  favorites.  Then 
we  must  not  forget  to  mention  also  one  of  the  popu- 
lar articles  manufactured  at  this  establishment,  which 
ladies  have  used  with  delighi  and  perfect  satisfaction, 
known  as  Thayer's  Roses  and  Kosemar)-.  In  the 
Prxscription  Department  fine  chemicals  and  pure 
drugs  alone  are  used.  This  fcaliire  is  one  of  the 
specialties  of  this  house. 


Table  Book  of  Art  and  California  Pictures. 
The  "Table  Book  of  Art"  is  a  finely  illustrated 
work  now  to  be  seen  at  the  establishment  of  A.  Ro- 
man &  Co.  The  work  deals  only  with  authenticated 
history,  b^inning  with  a  notice  oi  Art  as  practiced 
by  the  ancients  in  Egypt,  Assyria,. India,  China.  Per- 
sia, Phoenicia,  and  Greece,  dwelling  upon  the  paint- 
ings and  artists  of  Greece  ;  thence  transferred  to  an- 
cient Rome,  and  then  to  the  Byzantine  Empire  ;  back 
again  to  Rome  and  Florence,  through  the  dark  ages 
in  Italy  till  the  RenaisSitrice ;  thence  by  each  school 
and  lis  great  painters — the  Italian.  Dutch.  Spanish, 
Gem»an,  French,  and  English — till  1776,  when,  with 
our  own  West,  ice  iiuiugurate  the  American  school, 
and  record  at  length  the  history  of  American  paint- 
ing, closing  w  ith  the  ait  and  artists  of  the  present  day 
in  every  land.  The  work  is  invaluable  to  the  student 
in  art.  and  is  readable  and  absorbing  in  its  delineation. 
The  price  is  exceptionally  low — only  $6 — and  to  the 
student  in  this  department  it  will  be  received  with 
pleasure  and  gratification.  "  California  Pictures  "  is 
the  title  to  another  new  volume  that  will  be  read  with 
delight  and  profit  by  every  one  who  takes  pride  in  the 
Golden  State.  We  will  note  this  volume  on  another 
occasion  more  fully.  All  the  illustrauons  are  after 
drawings  from  nature  by  artists  who  have  found  tlieir 
inspiration  in  the  motintains  and  v-allevs  of  our  own 
Slate. 


Schiller  Illustrated. 

The  works  of  Schiller  have  been  illustrated  by  a 
series  of  painiings  by  Kaulbach.  The  paintings  have 
been  photographed,  and  now  may  be  obtained  in  a 
large  volume  to  be  seen  at  ).  B.  Golly's.  31  Kearny 
Street.  The  series  of  illustrations  commence  with  an 
elegant  portrait  of  the  great  German  poet,  and  con- 
tinue with  copies  of  paintings  representing  thefgreat- 
est  character  scenes  portrayed  by  this  most  remark- 
able poetic  genius  of  Gennany.  The  series  is  so  large 
that  we  notice  only  a  few  of  the  most  remarkable. 
The  great  masterpiece,"Maria Stuart, '"isa  wonderful 
portrayal  of  passion  and  intense  energ}-.  The  artist 
here  selects  the  moment  when  the  unfortunate  Maria 
Stuart,  after  ^■ainly  endeavoring  to  move  the  heart  of 
her  enemy,  wildly  denounces  her ;  Elizabeth,  speech- 
less with  passion,  presses  her  right  hand  upon  her 
heart,  as  if  a  dagger's  point  had  pierced  il,  and  with 
her  left,  as  if  bent  on  revenge,  she  seizes  a  rose  tree 
and  kills  a  flower  before  its  bloom.  The  "  Maid  of 
Orleans"  is  portrayed  kneeling  before  the  Holy  Vir- 
gin, receiving  the  banner  of  France.  Many  others 
follow,  that  will  live  with  the  immortal  works  of 
Schiller. 


Japanese  Fine  Art. 

The  connoisseurs  in  bric-a-brac  will  be  pleased  to 
leam  that  Messrs.  Doyle  &  Co.,  of  the  Japanese  Art 
Agency  of  this  city,  are  to  e.\hibit  and  expose  for  sale 
their  large  collection  of  Japanese  an  treasures  at  new 
Dashaway  Hall,  on  Post  Street  The  sale  is  to  com- 
mence on  Monday  ne.\t  and  continue  through  the 
week,  both  dayand  nighL  Those  of  our  readers  who 
have  l>een  fortunate  enough  to  visit  the  establishment 
of  the  above-named  firm  under  the  Palace  Hotel,  New 
Montgomery  Street,  will  remember  the  extraordinary 
collection  they  there  observed.  These  goods  will  be 
found  at  the  above-named  Hall,  and  visitors  will  find 
additional  inducements  to  purchase  their  gems  of  ^/-/V- 
ii-cr,ic  on  account  of  a  large  importation  just  arrived 
from  Japan,  embracing  the  choicest  specimens  of 
porcelaines.  bronzes, lacquers.  Cloisonne's  ivories,  an- 
liquities.  screens,  relics,  etc  The  superior  facilities 
possessed  by  this  firm  in  securing  genuine  antiquities 
and  ciuios  enable  them  to  offer  inducements  to  col- 
lectors in  this  depanment  of  fine  an  that  are  un- 
cqiLaled  by  any  other  house  on  the  coast  A  mem- 
ber of  the  firm,  G.  T.  Marsh,  has  been  a  resident  of 
Japan  for  the  Last  ^iix  years,  and  has  traveled  in  the 
interest  of  this  firm,  collecting  the  above-named  goods 
from  all  parts  of  the  Empire,  .\lthough  they  have 
heretofore  exhibited  an  unusually  fine  collection,  they 
have  added  several  beautiful  descriptions  of  entirelv 
new  manufacture,  notably  the  .A.waia  or  modem  Sai- 
suma  porcelain,  with  the  Ota  decoration — heavy  re- 
p>oass£ — which,  for  fertility  of  design  and  beauty  of 
finish,  can  not  be  surpassed.  >  Mention  may  be  made 
of  some  pretty  conceits  in  Banko  ware  in  various 
sKapes.  To  a  certain  extent  this  resembles  the  Ma- 
jolica—very highly  prized  in  Europe — and  can  not  fail 
to  please  every  taste.  The  genuine  antiquities  which 
may  here  be  found  are  highly  prized ;  and  it  is  well 
understood  by  those  who  have  made  their  purchases 
at  this  establishment  that  this  firm  offers  for  sale  un- 
Ms\xxi  attractions  in  Japanese  curios,  at  rates  so  low 
'  that  the>-  are  brought  within  the  reach  of  all  lovers  of 
this  depanment  of  fine  an.  Those  desiring  to  pur- 
i  chase  holiday  gifts  will  find  this  a  rare  opportunity. 
This  firm  rave  a  wide  reputation  throughout  the 
United  Slates,  and  purchasers  may  rely  upon  their 
representauons  as  to  the  class  of  goods  sold  by  them. 
Our  most  fashionable  and  aristocratic  families  have, 
for  a  number  of  years,  been  their  constant  patrocs. 


We  stopped  a  lady  friend  the  other  day  on  Geary 
.Street,  and  inquired  as  to  the  unusual  excitement  we 
observed.  She  replied  :  "  It  is  an  open  secret  The 
people  of  San  Francisco  have  found  a  place  to  buy 
their  Christmas  goods  cheaper  than  ihey  have  dared 
to  dream  of.  and  it's  such  a  nice  place  !  In  fact  all 
the  latest  novelties  in  fancj'  goods,  card  board  mot- 
toes, chromos.  papetiries.  toys,  and  almost  everything 
in  the  holiday  line.  The  place  is  easily  found.  It  is 
at  24  Geary  Street,  and  is  kept  by  J.\,  S.  Spence  & 
Co.,  and  they  show  you  all  the  goods  with  the  great- 
est of  pleasure. 


Consumption  Ci'REd.— An  old  ph>-sician,  retired 
from  practice,  having  had  placed  in  his  hands  by  an 
East  Inaia  missionary  the  formula  of  a  simple  vege- 
table remedy  for  the  speedy  and  pemianent  curf  for 
consumption,  bronchitis,  catarrh,  asthma,  and  all 
throat  and  lung  .affections,  also  a  positive  and  radical 
cure  for  nervous  debility  and  all  ner%'ous  complaints. 
after  having  tested  iis  wonderful  curative  powers  in 
thousands  of  cases,  has  felt  it  his  duty  to  make  it 
known  to  his  suffering  fellows.  Actuated  by  this 
motive  and  a  desire  to  relieve  human  suffering,  I  will 
send  free  of  charge  to  all  who  desire  il  this  recipe, 
with  full  directions  for  preparing  and  using,  in  Ger- 
man, French,  or  English.  Sent  by  mail  by  address- 
ing with  stamp,  naming  this  paper.  W.  W.  Sherar, 
/./9  Powers'  Block.  Rochester,  N.  Y.. 


Book  Anctioa. 
The  wonderful  sale  of  books  by  A,  Barilett  &  Co.. 
No.  3  Dupont  Street,  continues  with  crowds  of  pur- 
chasers. The  books  are  being  sold  at  such  prices  as 
to  create  a  furore  in  the  trade.  The  following  books 
are  finding  numerous  purchasers  :  Sages  and  Heroes 
of  the  Revolution  ;  Gabriel  Conroy,  by  Bret  Harte  ; 
Garnered  Sheaves,  by  Richardson;  Illustrated  Historj- 
of  Rome ;  In  search  of  the  Castaways,  by  Jules 
\'eme ;  My  Winter  on  the  Xile.  by  Warner  ;  Force 
and  Nature,  by  Winslow  ;  American  Female  Poets  ; 
Miss  Muloch's  works,  and  WiUde  Collins'  novels  ; 
Arctic  -■\dventures  ;  Centennial  Exposition,  described 
and  illustrated  ;  Ration's  Concise  History  of  the 
.American  People ;  Battling  with  the  Demon  :  the 
Poets  of  EtJTOpe  and  America,  and  choice  holiday 
books  in  extensive  assortments. 


RESIDENTS 


VISITORS. 


SIossiN.  .iiiiloiNoii  A'  KaiiiloI|»li 
invito  all  adiiiircTs  «>!'  Iiuhistrial 
Art  to  rail  at  tlicir  estabiisliiiieiit 
aiul  leisurely  e.vainiiie  tlieir  ex- 
tensive stock  «f  Elegant  iioocis. 
In  addition  to  tlieir  large  stoek  of 
Dianioiuls.  M'atelies.  .lewelry  and 
Silverware,  tliey  lia^  e  alsit  a  va- 
ried eolleetion  of  Bronzes,  Mar- 
bles, and  Faney  Xovelties,  spe- 
cially adapted  lor  Presents. 

All  goods  are  marked  in  Plain 
Figures  at  Low<'r  Prices  than  sim- 
ilar <j:«>ods  liave  before  been  of- 
fered in  tliis  city.  Visitors  incur 
no  obligation  to  pnrcliase. 

CLOCK  TOWER  BUILDING, 

Comer  Montgomery  and  Suiter  Streets. 


Go  to  the  Yosemite  Art  Gallery.  T.  H.  Boyd,  No. 
26  Montgomery  Street. 

Try  E,  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
{^esion.    923  Market  Street. 


MEm  CHRISTMAS 

B.H.&GO'S 


The  Largest  Collection  of 

Standard  Works  of  Fiction,  History,  Travel^ 

Biography,  Poetrj',  and  General  Litexa- 

ture,   in   Fine    Librarj-   Binding. 

ILLI'STRATED  CiALLERlES 

Bound  in  half  and  full  morocco. 


JUVENILES 

In  set5  and  separate  volume^;. 

Bibles,  Prayer-Books,  and  H\-mnals,GanieSi- 
Toy  Books,  etc.,  etc 


RUSSIAN    LEATHER 

Writing    Ftesks,    Portmonnales    Portfolios.  Jewdry  Cases,    '' 

Work  Boxes,  Lunch  Boxes,  Mu«ic  Rolls,  etc 
Photograph  Albums,  Stamp  and  Autograph  Albums,  and 

ELEGANT  STATIONERY, 

Embracing  the  newest  Myles  of  Wedding,  Corresponding,. 
Visiting,  and  Menu  Cards. 

Copper  Plate  Eugi-jiving 

and  Printing  a  Speeialty* 


BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

EOOKSLLLERS  AND  STATIONERS. 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


Terrace  SuimmiDg  Baths,  Alameda,  now  open. 


Currier.  103  Dupont  Street,  makes  the  finest  PiCT- 
L'KE  Frames. 


The  finest  baths  are  ai  the  Terrace,  Alameda. 


Mrs,  Parker,  of  the  Indies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  StreeL  Dolls  dressed  in  all- 
styles.     New  Lace  Pattems. 


Yosemite  Art  Gallery  ;  finest  photographs,  reduced  - 
prices  ;  No.  26  Mongomer>'  Street. 


Go  to  the  Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


Currier,  103  Dupont  Street,  has  a  fine  assortment 
of  Velvet  Frames, 
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TDALDWINS   THEATRE. 

Thomas  Magl-ire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G-  R-  CHIP.MAN Treasurer 


This  Saturday  matinee,  at  two  o'clock,  last  appearance  of 

CLARA  MORRIS 

AS  CONSTANXE  HARLWOOD   IN  COXSCIENXE. 


Saturday  eveamjj,  December  14th,  benefit  of  Mr.  C.  B. 
Bishop.  "Happiest  day  of  my  life,"  "Seeing  Bishop," 
"  Miscellaneous  Entertainment,"  and  RICHARD  III. 

Sunday  evening,  same  bill. 

Monday,  December  i6th,  and  every  evening,  and  Satur- 
day matinee,  Clara  Morris  in  her  original  version  of  AR- 
TICLE 47. 

Sunday  evening,  December  22d,  first  appearance  as  Mac- 
beth of  Master  Louts  Le\-y,  the  boy  tragedian,  supported 
"by  the  great  Baldwin's  ITieatre  Company.  Also  first  ap- 
earance  on  any  stage  of  Miss  Olive  West  as  Lady  Macbeth. 

Moaday  evening,  December  23d.  first  production  of  the 
grand  Christmas  piece,  NOT  GUILTV'.  First  appearance 
of  the  Cameron  Cadets  in  full  Highland  costume. 

AU  the  musical  gems  from  the  opera  of  Carmen.  The 
scenerj-  by  Dajion.     Music  by  Widmer. 


REVELS. 


JDUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Pboprietor. 

.Saturday   Matinee,     Saturday  and   Sunday  evenings,  an- 
other decided  success.  Grand  Spectacular  Opera  Bouffe, 
by  Alfred  Cellier,  its  first  rendition  in  America, 

SULTAN  OF  MOCHA. 

ALICE  GATES  in  her  new  role,  "  DOLLY," 

"  The  Lass  that  Loves  a  Sailor," 

Snpported  by 

THE  GATES  ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  COMPANY. 


Next  weel;,  grard  revival  of 

LE    PETIT    DUO. 

Friday,  December  20th, 

BENEFIT  TO  ALICE  GATES, 
When  a  photograph  of  Alice  Gates  as  The   Little  Due  w^\ 
be  presented  each  person  attending  any  part  of  the  theatre. 


Holiday  Announcement — Beginning   December  sid,   H. 
M.  S.  PINAFORE. 


REVELS. 


iTTANDARD  THEATRE. 

*~~^  Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Keamy. 


Lessee  and  Manager M.  A.  Ken.vedv. 

BUSINESS  Manager P.  H.  Kirbv. 

TbEASUKER C  S.  W.\LTON. 


MR.  JOSH  HART 

And  hia 

GREAT  NOVELTY  COMPANY 

Will  appear  next  week  in  an  entirely  new  olio. 


The  new  burlesque, 
WAS  SHE  LED  OR  DID  SHE  GO  ASTRAY, 


THE  TERRY  JOINED   THE  GANG   EXCURSION. 


Seats  six  days  in  advance. 


REVELS. 


c 


'ALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlor Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


I 


Monday,  Dec.  loth,  second  week  and  immense  success  of 

MR.  F.  S.  CHANFRAU, 

AS 

KIT, 

THE  .iRKANS-^S  TRAVELER. 


VOEGTLIN'S  PANORAMA 

OF    THE 

MISSISSIPPI 

Nightly  received  with  tremendous  applause. 


Monday,  Dec  2^d — Christmas  week — maEnificent  pro- 
duction of  the  OCfOROON.  MR.  CHANFR.\Uin  his 
great  character,  "Salem  Scudder." 


Seats  at  the  box  office. 


REVELS. 


For  the  finest  pholog^raphs,  all  styles,  at  reduced 
prices,  go  to  T.  H.  Boyd's  Vosemite  Art  Gallery,  No. 
26  Montgomerj'  Street. 


The  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Kearay  Street,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Tr>'  them. 


WTiere  can  one  tlioroughly  enjoy  a  swim  }    At  the 
Terrace  Swimming  Baths,  Alameda. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children  ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder- brace  Corsets  ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


DIAIVIONDS. 

The  most  attractive  assortment  of 

DIAIVIONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC., 

And  Novelties,  for  the  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  C.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


AT  THE 


TE  HOUSE 


Nt-vt  \\'i:ck  and  during  the 


OL!  DAYS 

C-cnubc  Uiir^ains  in  our 

DRE.S8  iiOOUS  DEPARTMEXT 


W.  K.  VANDERSLICE  &  CO. 


FANCY   ARTICLES 

j  SallaHe  for 

CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS. 


NO.  136  SUTTER  STREET. 


IMMENSE    REDUCTIO 

IN     SILVERWARE. 

S,OLID  STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  AND  FORKS, 

Of  our  ozvn  inantifactiirc,  at  $  1.4-0  P'^'''  oz., 

THIS  BEING  MUCH  LOWER  THAN   THEY  EVER  HAVE  BEEN  SOLD. 


LADIES'INITIAL  HANDKERCH'FS 

Reduced  to  Jj  per  <iozt;'i. 

I  POINT   LACE   HANDKERCHIEFS 

I  Reduced  toStz — worth  530. 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AT  LOWEST  RATES. 


THE 


PLACE 


We   have  just   received   the  verj'   ncn-est  styles  in  FAXS, 
BOWS,  TIES.  SCARFS,  ALGERIAN 

FICHUS,  etc.,  etc..  at 

VERY    LOW    PRICES. 


During  the  holidays  the  store  will 

remain   open  until  late 

in  the  evcnino: 


J.W.  DAVIDSON  &  CO 

NORTHWEST   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND   POST  STREETS. 


PRICES  REDUCED! 


In  this  city  where  a  lady  can  find  a  Suit  ready  made,  stvlish,  and  cheap,  15  at 

SULLIVAN'S, 

120    KEARNY    STREET. 


DIAIVIONDS  OF  RARE  PERFECTION 

In  single  stones,  and  carefully  matched  pairs,  set  and  unset. 

EMERALDS,  RUBIES,  AND  SAPPHIRES, 

AND    OTHER    PRECIOUS   STONES. 

WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AND  SILVERWARE 

AT  UXEXCEPTIOXABLY  LOW  R.A.TES. 


SIERING'S. 

HOLIDAY  NOVELTIES! 

Juit  o[«:ned,  toni^isting  of 

I  lard  Trays,  Baskets,  Xecessaries 

In  Canvas  and  Leather. 

Perfume  Stands, 

Card  Receivers. 

Mateli  Boxes, 
.Siiiukin^  Sets, 

Ilistoru-al  Statuettes, 

Clocks,  etc., 

L\  EIRE    GILT,  NICKEL,  AND  SIL- 
VER BRONZE. 

FANCY  GOODS  AND  WORSTEDS. 


BRAVERIVIAN  &  LEVY, 

iig  MONTGOHfERY  STREET. 


A  large  assortment  of 

Ivorv  Bnishcs  aud  i'arviii^is. 


Yosemite  Art  Gallery,  No.  26  Montgomery  Street. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sbcth. 


REVELS. 

The  improvements  lately  made  in  musical  boxes 
are  surprising  ;  instead  of  the  old  tinkling,  metallic 
notes  made  by  the  crazy  instrument  of  our  fathers. 
we  have  the  richest  and  mellowest,  wiih  none  of  the 
prim  mechanical  character  tiiat  used  always  to  sug- 
gest the  machinery.  Paillard  Ik.  Co.'s  musical  boxes 
— they  have  ihem  of  all  kinds  at  everj- price— are  de- 
lightful, e-tquisite,  ravishing!  "Age  can  not  wither 
nor  custom  stale  iheir  infinite  variety."  For  Christ- 
mas presents  they  are  without  a  peer.  120  Suiter 
Street. 

REVELS. 


PILIPI'ES     ACADEMY     OF    LAN- 

guages,  120  Suiter  Street.  French,  Spanish,  English. 
German,  Italian,  Latin,  Greek,  Portugvese,  Russian,  anu 
Scandinavian  languages  taught,  at  moderate  terms,  by 
IJ-horough  teachers,  w-ith  the  shortest  and  best  mcihwls. 
( 'la'wes  or  private  lessons  day  and  evening.  Take  the  ele- 
vator.    Free  school  librarj'  for  the  students. 


PALMER  BROS. 


H.  SIERING  &  CO. 

\M\i   IIOrSE   Bli04  H. 


STORE  OPEN    EVENINGS. 


L 


726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  a^.-^rtment  of 

ADIES'  AND   CENTS'   FURNISH- 

ing  Goods.  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

Aii'l  l''  e  I  <:>t  sV-yC<  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &  CAPS 
la  the  city. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


Every  man  is  a  mirfnible  sinner  in  church,  but  out 
of  church  it  is  unsafe  to  say  much  about  il.  except  lo 
A  small  man. 

A  new  terror  is  added  to  death  for  country-  editors. 
Their  bodies  may  be  stolen,  and  not  returned  until 
$100,000  in  hard  cash  is  paid  down  out  of  the  esutc. 


"  BrillLint  and  impulsive  people."  -s;iid  a  lecturer 
00  phj-siofinoiny.  "  have  black  eyes  ;  or  if  ihcy  don't 
have  em  they  re  apt  to  get  em.  if  they're  loo  brilliant 
and  too  impulsive.' 

A  timid  Bostonian  has  married  a  lady  whose  weight 
\*cT;ges  closely  ujxtn  200  pounds.  "  My  dear,"  says 
he  to  her,  "shall  1  bclpyoa  over  the  fence?"  "  No," 
says  she  to  him.  "  help  the  fence." 


A  thriftv  Massachusetts  father  took  his  boy  to  a 
doctor.  "  If  you  otn  cure  him  for  less  than  the 
funeral  expenses."  said  he.  "go  ahead;  but  if  you 
can't  sonny '11  have  to  take  his  cliances." 


A  hod  actor  to  Macrcady  :  "  Mr.  Macrtady,  you 
don't  seem  to  remember  me.  I  once  played  '  l.igo' 
to  your 'Othello' ai  the  B.ith  Tht-atre."  Macready 
to  bad  .ictor  :  "  Remember  you?  I  shall  never  for- 
get you."  

What  is  the  use  of  a  man  being  a  genius  if  he  can't 
pick  a  single  fi%'C-cent  piece  from  among  a  pocketful 
of  ke}'s  with  a  mitteneil  hand,  when  he  h:is  but  two 
seconds  to  catch  a  ferrj'-boat.  and  answer  political 
questions  at  the  same  time  without  being  discon- 
certed? 

A  Michigan  gentleman  who?e  education  was  con- 
sidered tiir.  wrote  to  a  bookselter  .-is  follows  ;  "  Dere 
sur  ;  if  yew  hev  gut  a  book  c;illL-d  Danel  Webster  on 
a  brige  pleas  send  me  a  copy.  I  want  to  git  it  ter- 
morrcr  if  I  kin,  caus  my  spdlin  techersays  1  oughter 
h«v  iu'' 


He  had  broken  his  promise  to  marry  the  girl,  and 
her  father  wanted  a  money  consideration  to  help  heal 
a  wounded  heart.  The  yuung  man  said  he  would 
consider  a  n^bonable  proposition.  "Well,  then." 
said  the  irate  father,  who  was  seeking  justice  for  his 
daughter.  ' '  young  man,  how  does  a  dollar  and  a  half 
strke  you?' 


MUSIC  BOXES 


GEO.  W.    rRKSCOTT. 


IRVtMG  U.  SCOTT. 


M.   T.   SCOTT. 


/^F  ALL  DESCRIPTIO.YS  AND   OF 

^^  Standard  Reputation,  playing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  Tlie  largest  and  best  assorlmcnl  in  this  city. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS alwuj'^  on  hand.  New  and  intcreiling  styles  con- 
stantly receixtd.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OK    MUSICAL    JiOXES    thorouehly 
dsne  in  all  their  particularities. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACTURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
I30  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  680  Broadway.  New  York. 


O.  F.  WILLEY  &  CO 

IMrOKTERS    AND    MANL'FACTLKEKS    CiF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  &  WAGONS 

No.  4=7  MONTGOMEKV  Sx.,  SaN   FraSXISCO. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1849.)     Post  Office  Box  aiaS. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     FRANCISCO 


MANL-FACTUBRItS   OP 
Compressed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoisltnc  Engines, 

Marine  Slation.'vr>'  and  Pon.iliIe  Boilers, 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.   D.  ROGERS.  Philadelphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREV.  Camden.  X.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KILLAM  &  CO.,  New  Haven. 
COOLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


A  young  American  lady  traveling  recently  in  a 
FrcniJi  city,  inquired  the  price  of  a  small  crucifix  at  a 
shop.  "Fifteen  cents,"  was  the  reply  of  the  old 
dame  in  charge.  "That's  too  much."  obser\ed  the 
lady.  laying  itdow-n.  Shopkeeper,  thereupon:  "  .\U/t 
Dittt  !  i  offer  you  the  Eternal  beity  for  fifteen  cents, 
and  you  refuse." 


Am  reminded  of  inddent.  Was  in  boarding- 
school.  Donnitories.  Lots  of  boys.  Few  beds. 
Not  %-rry  wide.  Tliree  in  mine.  Bad  for  outside 
boy.  Occasiotuilly  rolled  oul  Adopted  a  rule.  Boy 
that  fell  to  crawl  in  next  to  utiH.  Worked  well.  Ex- 
cept on  cold  nights.  Continued  struggle.  One  boy 
always  in  the  air. 

When  an  Austrian  di%'ision  recently  occupied  a  til- 
lage in  Bosnia,  which  had  ju^i  been  pillaged  by  the 
insurgents,  a  ready-made  clothier  ran  up  to  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, and  seizing  the  bridle  of  the  iatter's 
horse,  sobbed  :  "  Oh,  General,  if  you  give  them  ras- 
cals chase,  do  order  your  men  to  fireal>ove  the  waist, 
for  those  rascals  have  run  off  with  all  my  new  trou- 
sers, and  if  your  men  don't  aim  above  the  "-aist,  all  of 
my  goods  will  be  ruined." 

A  lady  «-as  the  mother  of  a  bright  little  boy  about 
three  years  old.  The  whooping  cough  pre\'ailed  in 
the  neighhorhood.  and  the  mother  became  verv- 
mudi  alarmed  lesi  her  boy  might  take  it.  She  had 
talked  so  much  about  it.  and  worried  over  it,  that 
she  had  infected  the  child  with  ht,T  fears  to  such  an 
extent  that  he  would  scarcely  leave  her  side.  One 
night  after  the  little  fellow  had  Uen  put  lo  bed  and 
to  sleep,  a  jackass  was  driven  pa?t  the  house,  and 
when  just  opposite  set  up  his  he-haw.  With  a  thriek 
the  little  fellow  was  out  of  bed.  screaming  at  the  lop 
of  his  voice  :  "  The  whooping  cough  is  coming,  mam- 
ma ;  ibe  whooping  cough  is  coming." 

The  genteel  tramp  mounted  the  linding  and  rang 
the  front  door  bell.  "Would  you  be  so  kind,"  said 
be,  as  the  mistre«  of  the  bouse  appeared  at  the  door, 
'*  lo  exchange  this  piece  of  pie  for  a  couple  of  hard 
boiled  eggs  and  a  cup  of  coffee  ?  i  am  of  a  dyspeptic 
turn,  and  this  Ls  the  ninth  qmrter  of  a  mince  pie  that 
I  tried  to  go  through  this  morning.  I  cant  stand  it. 
it's  too  much  of  a  sameness.  If  you  accept  mv 
proposition,  you  can  also  have  the  satisfaction  of  tell- 
ing the  neighbor;  that  Mrs^  Robinson,  across  the 
street.  us«    t''  "  '-I'lof  doves,  and  lh.at  the 

tinder  crtiit  \^ed."     The  tcmptittion 

was  great.  .  ,   irantp  had  his  eggs  and 

coffee,  and  ^..-.  _ ,  .  .  .,.^.^of  frosted  cake  as  a  bonus. 


ALSO,    AGE.VTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACTURED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  .MANDEVILLE,  .\ND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

Also,  a  fine  assortment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  ^^'hips,  etc. 


For  the  best  New  Crop  Japan 
"  "      English  Breakfast 

"  "      Formosa  Oolonj^ 

«  "      Mixed 


TEA 


LO  R  I  N  G'S 

922    MARKET   STREET, 

Manufactorj-  of  "THE  PRESIDENT  COFFEE"— put 
up  in  air-tight  cans,  retaining  its  purity,  freshness  and  aroma. 


HOLIDAY  WeSENTS 

MULLERS  OPTICAL  DEPOT 

135  Ml>ntgomf..'<y  Street,  near  Blsh. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 

qViet  and  desirable  place 

>^     for  La  'ies.  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     S^  Enirancc 
souih  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


Some  medical  students  who  had  dissected  a  "  sub- 
ject "  took  one  of  the  feet  into  a  New  York  street 
car  and  slipped  it  into  the  pocket  of  a  uilors  ulster. 
Soon  a  terrible  ydl  rent  the  air.  ITn^  tailor  had  put 
his  hand  in  his  ulster  pocket  and  grasped  the  dis- 
sected hum.vi  foot.  He  threu-  away  the  accurebed 
garment,  and  spnuig  through  a  second  story  window . 
throwing  an  old  gentleman  into  hysterics.  They  all 
stepped  into  "The  Hamlet"'  and  took  a  drink,  and 
the  tailors  tilslcr  was  fomi-^ly  presented  to  the  bar- 
tender. An  hour  afterward  the  human  foot  was 
placed  on  the  plate  among  the  ham  on  the  lunch 
coip'er  by  one  jf  the  doctors,  and  a  butcher  who 
'.r-'i-rJ  :i.  and  b^an  to  gnaw  it  went  of  bellowing 
::  '::k^  iLoo  a  caltle-pen. 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

J\TOTARY  PUBLIC,    No.   326^^    Mont- 

Bom=r>-  Street-     Resitleoce,    1803   Stockton   Street, 
San   KrancJsco- 


CONSTANTLV  ON   HAND  AND   FOR   SALK, 

Direct-acting  Pumping  and  Hoislins  Enpnes, 
Upright  anii  Siationar)'  Engines, 

t^u.irt2  Crushing  and  AmaJgamating  Machinery- 
Blake's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelling  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactiu^d  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  al  low«r  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insitrance  Company 

[ESTABLISHED    IN    1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAN    FRANCISCO.   CAt.., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President. 

Fbru.   K.  Rule Secretao*- 

1.  G.  Gardner General  Attent. 


SAFES  AND  SCALES. 

FOR  SALE  EV 

JOHN    MOLLOY,     54   CLAY   STREET. 


12  KnMdes  Almost  liiTea  Avaj 

TO    A  T>  V  JcJ.b!,mSS:    (300I3S. 

Mio^  lartaU*  l«t  {wott  CBrrtifenfcuLT  .  An~BiK  Tc>7tef. 
^  Bi^xNcTHMclanlgMrtaiePanua  fraud  BtMn-.Hua 
.  Srnr*  Cara  t»A  Wut  C«rc.  SciaMd  Ba  Bhrtt.  SoCck    ■■■; 


Ciaca ;    will  Kfl  mdil}  for  si 

Suc^takfSl-     CaHloTM  or2,0CD  n 

'VXZAKD  llA>"i:FACn:RING  COHP\>-T. 

h«.  %  Cu>T9V?i.US.N*«T{»x. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 
J^  TTORNE YSA T-LA W, 

N05.  3.  3,  A.VD   4   SllBfiUAXS    Bnii.DING, 

Mootgocaery  Street,  N'.  E.  comer  ot  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707-) 


THE  LASTJENSATION! 

<■!■  nri/E  SOCIETY  IN  SEARCH  OF 

Truth  :  or.  Stock  Gambling  in  San  Francisco."    K 
Novel,  in  Forty-four  Chapters,  by 

I.   F.   CLARK, 

A  former  member  of  the  Pacific  Stock  Exchange.     Now 
ready.      Read  it. 


rxIVIDEND    NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

■'-^  THE  CALIFORNIA  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco, Dec.  7th,  1878.  Ata  mectini;  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ots  of  the  abo\e  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  29)  of  One  (Si)  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable 
on  Monday,  December  i6,  1878. 

C.  P.  GORDON,  Secrctarj-. 


JJIVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Dec.  7,  187S- — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day.  Divi- 
dend No.  i6of  one  dollar  per  share  wasdeclared,  payable  on 
Thursday,  the  i2ih  day  of  Deeember.  1878.  Transfer  books 
closed  on  Monday,  December  o.  1878.  at  3  o'clock  p.  >i. 
\VM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office.  Room  29  Ne%-ada  Block.  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  third  floor,  San  FrancL-^co,  Cal. 


ARIZONA  SILVER  MINING  COM- 

pany.  —  Location  of  works,  L'oionville,  Humbotdt 
County,  biate  of  Ne\-ada.  Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  al  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  ninth  (9th)dayof  December.  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  4)  of  one  dollar  ($1)  per  share  was  levied  on 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  pa^-able  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secreiarj-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  No.  29.  Ne\-ada  Block,  No.  309  Mont- 
gomery* Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  Monday,  the  ihirteenih  (i3th>  day  of  January,  1S79, 
vnW  be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mon- 
day, the  third  (3d)day  of  Fcbruarj-,  1S79,  to  pay  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  WILLL\M  WILLIS,  Secretary-. 

Office — Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Mont- 
gomery Street,  San   Francisco.  California. 


ANNUAL  MEETING.— OPHIR  SIL- 

%-er  Mining  Companv.— The  annual  meeting  of  the 
stockholders  of  the  Silver  Mining  Company  ^^-ill  be  held  on 
Wednesdav,  December  iSih,  1878,  at  one  o'clock  p.  m.,  at 
the  office  of  the  Company,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  'I'ransfer  books  will  close  on  Saturday, 
December  7th,  at  12  o'clock  m. 
C.   L.   McCOY.  Secretary. 


J^HE  ANNUAL  MEETLWG  OF  THE 

stockholders  of  the  Gould  &  Curr^-  Silver  Mir....^ 
Company  will  be  held  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  Room 
69,  Nc^'ada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California,  on  Monday,  the  i6tn  day  of  December, 
1878.  Transfer  books  will  be  closed  on  Fnday,  December 
sixth,  1S78,  at  the  hour  of  3  P.  M. 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW.  Secretary. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  ofHce,  403  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  LATON,  Secretary. 


T 


HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 


—  A.VD  — 


INSUR.\NCE   COMPANY,    FIRE   AND   .MARINE 


CASH   ASSETS 5450,000 


Principal  OiSce,  2i8and  330  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CHAS.  H.  CUSHING.  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON,  Marine  Simevo 


s 


AVACE  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California,  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict, Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meetine  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fourth  (^ih)  day  of  December,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  36)  of  one  dollar  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Room  i^,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
ery Street.  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  slock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  stve:ith  (7th)  day  of  January*,  18^9,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  twenty- 
seventh  day  of  January,  1S79,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  t^'ith  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sate.  E.   B.   HOLMES,  Secreiar>-. 

Office.  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco.  California. 


r^OULD  S^  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

Company, — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  CaJifomix  Location  of  works,  Virginia, 
Storey  County,  Nevada, 

Notice  is  hereby  civen,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i8th  day  of  November,  1878,  an  as- 
se*.sment  (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  ($1  50)  per 
share  was  levied  up>on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation, 
p3\"able  immediately,  in  L^nited  States  gold  coin,  to  the 
Secretarj',  at  the  office  of  the  C^ampany,  Room  6q,  Nevada 
Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unp^d 
on  the  23d  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  paj-ment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tl'ESDAV,  the  fourteenth  day 
of  January,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  to- 
gether with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors. 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW,  Secr«lar>-. 

Office — Room  69,  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomerj'  Street, 
San  Francisco,  California. 
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V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

IZEITA  GOODHUE,  plainuff  vs.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

,-Vction  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judiciai  Disinct  of  the  State  of  C^ifornia,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  Countj-  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  io  ^aid  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court, 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant: 

^'oQ  are  hereby  required  to  appear  io  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  .State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  Cx)unty  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  n-ithin  ten  days 
{exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  al'ter  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  u-ithin  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  dislria,  within  twenty  days" 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

TTie  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
tore  existing  between  plaintifT  and  defendant  upon  the 
grotinds  set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which 
special  reference  Ls  hereby  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff T»-ilI  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relid"  demanded  therein. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  fJistrici  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  i^th 
day  of  November,  in  the  year  of  oox  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy -eight. 

IsE.\u]  THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk, 

By  J,  H.  PicHE,>4s,  Deputy  Qerk. 

WooiW  fic^COFFEY,  Attorneys  for  Plaintiff. 


APPLICATION  TO  BECOME  SOLE, 

■^^  TRADER.  —  Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I 
Emma  S.  Howe,  wife  of  Charles  W.  Howe,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Franciso,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  23d  day  of  December,  a.  d. 
1S7S,  the  same  being  a  day  of  the  November  term,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  Countj-  Court,  for  the  judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  Sole 
Trader,  and  as  such  to  carry  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaia,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  buying  and  selling 
real  and  personal  property  and  mining  stocks,  and  to  keep 
boarding  and  lodging-house,  and  to  loan  and  borrow  money 
on  mortgage  or  otherwise,  and  to  do  and  perform  all  acts 
connected  u-ith  or  incident  to  said  different  branches  of  btis- 
iness.  EMMA  S.  HOWE. 

San  Francisco.  (Za!.,  November  i8th,  a.  d.  1878. 


J 


TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

■'■       Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  CZalifornia 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  P'rancisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court, 

The  People  of  the  State  of  (iJifomia  send  greeting  to 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant ; 

Vou  are  hereby  rcouired  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
California  iu  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  u-iihio  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days— or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 

ITie  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bomls  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  thereui  demanded. 

Given  under  my  band  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  (Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
i3lh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk. 

fSEAi-]  By  W.  Stevenson,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Woods  and  John  J.  Coffey,  Attome>'s  for 
Plaintiff. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 
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WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  lo  the  im- 
ported article  by  reasoo  of  its   freshness   and   the  care  used 
in  lis  production. 
PRICE,  LARGE  BOTIXES,  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Comer  Monlgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  CO. 

No.  310  Saksome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   C.    MERRILL    &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

304  AND  ao6  California  St.        -        -         San  Francisco. 


Newton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

ytr    W.  DODGE  6-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  <x)rner  Clav  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


RARE  ENCRAVINCS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

<^UST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

^  lection  of  fine  Engrasings  speciaUy  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade,  Nothmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
mg,  which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
lime  rare.  W.  K.  VICK.ERV  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engra\-iDgs  and  their  prices. 

Please  note  address — 22  Montgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


REDINGTON'S 
FLAVORING    EXTRACTS 

ARE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ON  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDINGTON    &    CO. 

SAN"  FRANCISCO.  CAL. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO   TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
ventinn. 

Call,  or  send   for  New   lUostrated 
Book      Prices  reduced. 

M.-\GNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  6og  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA- HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


WINTER     ARRANGEMENT, 

Commencing  Monday,  Nov.  iS,  1673. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Sireet,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

Q  ^^  A.  M.  D.\ILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy.  Hollisler, 
'-'•JJ  ^  Tres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  £^  At  P.uako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Sam.vas  the 
M.  &  S.  \ .  R,  R,  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
AS"  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train, 

rn  ^in  -^  ^^-  daily  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
j.\j.^\j  lions. 

O  on  P-  ^*-  DAILY(Sundaysexcepled)for  Gilroy,  and 
J-JO\Vzy  Stations. 

.  .^  P.  ^L  daily  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
't'T^  tioQS. 

A  on^'  ^^-  DAILY  for  Menio  Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^•O^  tions. 

£S'  The  extra  Sunday  train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions is  discontinued  for  the  Winter  season. 


C  p.  R.  R. 

fOMMENCLXG  TUESDA  Y,  DECEM- 


ber  5, 


EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  intermediate 
pKiints  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Mundav,  inclusive. 
A.  a  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCLSCO  via  Ferr>- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making  | 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohsve,  LOS 
■■ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Vl".ma. 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  November  ii,  T878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco: 

{Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  ^Vharf,) 

JQQ  P^Af.^  DAILY,  Sundays  indieaed^ 
Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washington 
Street  \Vharf),  connecting  with  Mail  an«  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaiuma,  banta  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  L^e- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyser\-ille  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  Cit\',  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

fi^  Connections  made  at  Fullon  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  Guemeville,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.30  a.  ?iI.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office.  Washi.vgton  Street  Whakf. 

Arthcr  Hughes.  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 
STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOF.  — 

JAPAN    AND    CH  INA, 

Leave  ^Vharf,  Cor.  First  and  Erannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAiLA.  AND    HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama   with   steamers   for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,        BELGIC. 

February i3  I  December. 17     Janiiary 16 

May 16    March 15    April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  e.vhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomerj"  Street. 

For  freight  apply  to  Geu.  H.  Rice,,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Company's  Wharf,  or  No.  ziS 
California  Street. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


PACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers  with   unequaled-  accommodations    for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  .A.ND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  %-ia  HONOLULU, 
Nevember  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  ^^a  PANA^L\,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  A.MERICAN 
PORTS,   HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
20th   of   each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND   PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,   on  the  10th, 

20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 

Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


P 


ACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj*  five  da>-s,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  S-AN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 
Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Moktgomery  St.,  sear  Pine. 
GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 
No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Fraj.ciseo. 


chas.  n'.  fox. 


M.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS   AND    COUNSELORS 

-^       AT  LAW.  Sail  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office.  No.  5^  California  Sli«t,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  q. 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LA  IV,  604    MER- 

-^^      chant  Street,    Room   i6.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and.all  other  cases  attended  te. 


3,  and  until  further  notice. 

tr.\ins  and  boats 
will  leave  han  fr  ax  cisco: 

OvEP.LA.ND  Ticket  Office  at  Keuk-,    La.suing,  Mar- 
ket Stkeet. 

y  00   ^-    ^^•'    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  '  Steamer  (from    Market    Street  Landing),  con- 

neciirig  with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istug;U  The  Gcj'sers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knights  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

(Arrive  San  Francisco  S.io  P.  ai.) 

y_OQ   A.  M.,   DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferrj-  and  via  \X\- 

ermorc),  arriWng  at  Tracy- at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  .Atlantic  E.\press.  Connects  at  Nilcs  with  train  arriv- 
ing atSan  Jose  at  10.15  a.m.  [Reluming,  train  from  Tracj- 
arrives  at  6.05  p.  m.] 

8  00  ^-  '^•'  I>^ILY,   A  TLANTIC 

'  Express  Train  {via.  Oakland  Ferr>-,    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj-sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfa.\,  Reno  (\"irginia  Cit>-),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Oannects  at  Gait  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  P.  si 

[ArriveSan  Francisco 5.15  p  m.j 
Sf.VDAY  EXCCKSIO.V   TICKETS  TO  SaN  PaBLO  aND  MaK- 

tinez  AT  Reduced  Ratf^. 

10  00   ^-    ''^•'  -^^^-^^>   (^^-^    OAK- 

*  land  Ferry),  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [.-VrTive  San  Francisco  4.05  p.  M.J 

O   QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  •  ^  *^  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferr^'  and 
Niles), 'stopping  at  all  u-ay  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  P.  51.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  g.'^s  ^  -'^'•] 

^.00    A  "'■^•'    D^J^^^'  NORTHERN 

*J  '  Railway  Passenger  Train  (\Ta  Oakland  Ferrj-) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a.  m.] 

d  00  ^-  "^^•'   DAILY,   SOUTHERN 

/   *  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner.  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (.Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Vuma,  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p-  ^'-3 

4  nn  P-  ^^-^  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

'  '  .  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 
connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Ge^-^ers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9,35  P.  M,,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  bet^veen  Val- 
lejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

A  00  ^-  ^■'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

t"*  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  P.  M.] 

^  QQ   P.    M.,   DAILY,    THROUGH 

"X"'  Third  Class    and   Accommodation    Train, 

Oakland  Ferry,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  n.55  a.  m.   [Arrive  San  Francisco  9.05  a.  m.] 

A    on  P-  M.,   DAILY,  LOCAL  PAS- 

^  *  ^  senger  train  (\-ia  Oakland  Feny)  to  Haj-ivards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  .v.] 

K  nn  ^'   ^^-^    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^  '^^  Emigrant  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance  for  Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sttiidays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 


FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


7.00 
7.30 
8.00 
8.30 
9.00 
9.30 
10.00 
10.30 
11.00 
11-30 


I     F.  M. 

12-30 

I      1. 00 

I      1-30 

I       2. 00 

i    3-0° 

I  3.30 

I     4-00 

,  4.30 
5-00 
5.30 

6.00 
6.30 

7.00 

S.IO 
9.20 

10.30 
BII.45 


7.00 
8.00 
9.00 


A.  M. 

B  7.00 
B  9.00 


P.  M. 

1-30 

2.00 

*3-oo 

4.00 

5.00 

6.00 

8*7.00 

B*8.io 

*io.3o 

j*ii.45 


8.30 
9.30 
10.30 
11.30 

P.   M. 

13.30 

z.oo 

3-30 
4-30 

5-3° 
6.30 


9.20; 
10.30 
Bii.45 


A.  31. 

7.00 

10.00 

P.  M. 

3-«30 

4.30 


Change  cars 
7.00;      at  West 
p.  M.  I     Oakland. 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


5-30 
c  6.3c 


2.2Q 
4.30 


A.  M. 

B  s-io 

85.^ 

6.40 

7.40 

8. 40 
9.40 
10.40 
11. 40 

p.  M. 

12.40 
1.25 
2.40 
4.40 
5-40 
6.40 
7.50 
9.00 

10.10 


A.  M. 

B  8.00  b'5,oo 

B10.00  B*5.4o 

Bll.on'    *6.25 


B  6.00 


7.00 
3.03 
9.00 

ie.e3 
11.03 
12.00 

p.  M. 
1. 00 
3-00 
■3.20 
4.00 
5.00 
6-03 
8*7.20 

b'8.3o 
0.00 


From 

Oakkmd 

(Broadway). 


A.M. 

B  5.20 
B  6.00 
6.50 
7.20 
7-SO 
8.25 
8.50 
9.20 
9.50 
10.20 
10.50 
11.20 
11.50 


;  p.  M. 

I  12.20 
12.50 
1.20 

1  I -50 
2-50 

I   3 -20 

3- so 
4.20 
4.50 
5-ao 
'  5-50 
6.25 
6.50 
8.00 
9.10 
to. 20 


B — Sundays  excepted. 

*  Alameda  pa'isengers  change  car.i  at  Oakland. 

NO  TEAM  THOROUGHFARE. 

The  Ix)ng  (Oakland)  Wh.Trf  from  and   after  Dec.  2,  \^^^, 

will  be  closed  to  Team.s,  Stock,  etc. 

CREEK  ROUTE 
Fkom  San  Francisco— ZJo/Vy—Bfi. 00 — 7.20 — 8.15—9.15— 
10.15— 11.15  A.. M.  »?-i5— 1-15— 2-25— 3-»5— 4-I5— S-»5 
— 6.15  p.  M. 
Feo.m  Oakland — Daily— z^.^'^ — 7.10 — 8.05—9.05 — 10.05 — 
11.05  A.  M.  12.05 — '-05 — '-'S — 3'°5 — 4-05 — 5-05 — 6.0' 
p.  M.  B — Sundays  excepted. 

"  Onficial  Schedule  Time  *"  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers.  loi  and  lo:)  Montgomery-  StrccL 
A  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup't.  Geo.  Pai&.  and  Ticket  Ag'L 


rHE  NEVADA   BANK 
OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FR.\NCISC0,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Re:^erve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000     " 


DIRECl'ORS: 
LoL'is  Mi:LA.*iE,  PrKsident.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-Presidenu 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L.  Flood,       Jame(  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  |  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)  (  Geo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers*  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customary'  usances.  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughotit  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan.  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  .Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Backers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A 

Amer    Exchange  Nat,  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Pa>Tie  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office. .3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligmao  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Slock $b.ooo.ooo 

Surplus  Eai  nings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  )  xt,^.,-,-,^ 

lev.    STEINHART.J-^^^^^^eers. 
P.  N.  LiLiENTHAL,  Cashier. 


J^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN   FR.ANCISCO 


Capital $jfiOO,ooo 

D.  O.  Mills President . 

William  .\lvord Vice-President. 

Thcmas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agencj-  of  the  Bank  of  Califor^ 
nia;  Boston,  Treraont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St,  Louis,  Boatmen's  Sa\-ings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast, 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  aN-ailable  in  all  parlsof  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort -on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam.  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno. 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


TTIBERNIA   SAVINGS 
J^  AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C  D.  O'Slxlivan. 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'SulIivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sulli\'an,  Gust,  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A  Donahue. 

Treasurer. Epward  Martin 

Attomey RicHARD  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comerof  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMirrANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country'  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co-"s  E.\press  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society'  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  firiii 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  depc»it  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 


Incorponited October  13,  1866. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE.  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  reserve  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
Jambs  Benson,  Sccretarj-  and  Cashier. 


P 


FRENCH  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


411  Bush  Street,  above  Kkaknev,  San  Francisco. 
G.  M.\HE.  Director. 


LEE  D.  CRAIG, 

Notary  Public  and  Coniniissioncr 
of  Deeds. 

'TAKI.VG  OF  DEPOSITIONS,  Scirch- 

ing  of  Records,  Convev-ancing,  and  the  iacorporating 
of  Milling  Companies,  speciallie^i. 

No.  600  MONTGO.MKk-V  StRKKT,    N.  E.  CORN*  -•\of  Clav, 
San  Fkancisco. 
KS"  Successor  to  F.  V.  Scudder. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


EilCKEEIK 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Medianics' Insiituie  Building. 
ELEGAXT  PIAXOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

SoJi:  Asent  for  Pacific  CoasL^ 

^V  Owncn  of  Chtclcerinc  Pianos  are  speciall),-  requested 
to  lea^-c  <M^eri  for  tuninsat  warcrooou,  31  Pcsi  Street. 


.-.^-^  Al  L  b  1  b 

^*^KNABE  PIANOS, 
Irving  Pia.nos,  Rogers' Upright  Pi.\nos, 
PriiUi  Organs,  Wafers'  Organs,  Sluct  Music. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

:-,-,  MARKET  STREET. 


NO.   12  TYLER  STREET,  S.   F. 

'ITicie  Pianos  arc  all  thre«-strinsed.  with  ivorj-  ke>"s,  not 
imitatioo. 

PIANOS 

SCHOM.'^CKER  AND  HENRV  F.  .MIL- 
LER CELEBR.ATED  PIANOS. 

Ki--^  Tur.-J.  Rcnlc],  a.Kl  fo-  S.i!-  .,n  'he  Ir-:l,il!mi;n[  Plan. 

WoODWORTH,ScHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


STOVES 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS 

BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 

STORES,  ETC.,  ETC. 


''THE  LARGEST  STOCK  AND 

the  greale&t  variety  on  the  Pacific  Coail. 


500 


DlFFERBKT  SUES,  St^I-ES,  AND  PATTERNS  to  select  fironi. 


W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 


NOS.  110,  112,  114,  II S,  &    120  iJ.iTTERV  St. 


EUREKA  STONE  MF'G  CO. 


pi'REKA  STONE  SEWER  PIPE  A 

specialty.      Nodc  but  the  best  brands  of   Kngl^ 
Poctlaod  CecKOt  used. 

Factory,  535  Brajcnak  Stbeet. 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

A  TTORXEY  AT  LAW,  Xo.  J09  Cali- 

fomia  Strtrtrt,  San  Franci<CQ,  CaL 


DECORATION  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AJl'ARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT! 


'T'NE  PARIS   EXPOSITION  HAS  AWARDED    THE   DECORATIOX  OF 
-'      the  Legion  of  Honor  to  Mr.  Henrv  Brewster,  senior  member  of  the  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

(OF  BROOME  STREET,! 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 


lepartmcntji, 
Exposition, 


Of  the  cit\'  of  New  York.  Also,  the  Gold  Medal,  and  five  Diplomas  of  Merit  to  the  several  forer 
for  ail  exhibition  of  Thineen  CarriaKcs,  a  Park  Drag,  Plea5Ure  A'ehicles,  and  a  Racing  Sulk>-,  at  i 
as  a  recognition  of  the  superior  cxcclicnce  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

IV,  y.  DONLE  V,  the  representative,  is  now  in  San  Francisco,  and  may  bef^undat 
O.  F.   Wiilcy  Sr*  Co.'s,  or  at  the  Baldwin. 

Afessrs.  O.  F.  WILLEY  &*  CO..  42-;  Montgomery  Si.,are  Sole  Agents  in  California. 

BREWSTER  &  CO.  (of  broome  street.) 

Broadway,  47th  and  48th  Streets,  New  York  City. 


MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FLNE  MILLINERY. 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN    STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1 1 14  .Market  St.,  betneen  .Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


CALIFORNIA 

SPOOL  SILK 


TESTIMONIAL 

Referring    lo    certain   advertisements   re- 
:ently  published  derogatory  to  the  quality  oi 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK, 

We   beg   to  offer  the  following   testimonial 
from  the  largest  dealers  in  the  city. 

CALIFORNIA  SILK  MFC  CO. 


We,  the  undersigned,  hereby  stale  that  we 
have  sold  the  CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK 
for  a  number  of  years,  and  have  found  it  to 
give  entire  satisfaction. 

We  recommend  it  to  the  public  as  equal  in 
quality  to  any  siik  in  this  market,  of  either 
Foreign  or  Eastern  manufacture.  [Signed.] 
DOANE    &    HENSHELWOOD,     No.    I 

Montgomer)-  Street. 
FRATINGER  &  NOLL,    10  to    14   Mont- 

gomer)-  Street 
F.  CHESTER  &  CO.,  3410  36  Montgomery. 
KAINDLER  &  CO.,  Ville  de  Paris,  comer 

Montgomery'  and  Sutter  Streets. 
J.  SAMUELS,  2S  Kearny  Street. 
THE  WHITE  HOUSE,  J.  W.  Davidson  & 

Co.,  comer  Keamy  and  Post  Streets. 
S.  MOSGROVE&CO.,  1 14 and  116  Kearny. 
THE  LACE  HOUSE,  D.  Samuels,  104  to 

loS  Keamy  Street. 
BUYER,  REICH  &  CO.,  129  Keamy  Street. 
S.  BINE,  130  Keamv  Street. 
LANDERS  &  GILMORE,  132  Keamy  St 
SULLIVAN  S  CLOAK  &  SUIT  HOUSE, 

220  Keamy  Street 
THE  SILK  HOUSE,  Samuel  Lesrynski  & 

Bro.,  120  Keamy  Street 

B.  SCHONWASSER  &  CO.,  222  KeamySt 
J..\COBS  &  GLASS,  226  Keamy  Street 

P.  B.  KENNEDY.  232  Kearny  Street 
O'CONNOR,    MOFFATT    &    CO.,  in  to 

1 1 5  Post  Street 
O'NEILL,  KENNEDY   &   STUART,  875 

Market  Street 

C.  CURTIN,  911  Market 'Street 

J.  J.  O'BRIEN  &  CO.,  924  to  928  Market  St 
O'DW^'ER  &  EINHORN,  36  and  38  Third 

Street 
PEIXOTTO    &    SIL\"ERM.AN,   42    to   46 

Third  Street      And  hundreds  of  others. 


T,T/A  RE  ROOMS,    X.   W. 
'''       kear:.v  .\nd  suiter  str 


CORNER 

TREETS. 

SHERMAN, ~HYDE   &   GO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


lEGKER BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


FINE  BOOKS  AT  ROMAN'S 

FOR  CHRIST.M.4S  GIFTS. 

Dore  Gallery.     4to  mor. $85  00 

Paradise  Lost.     410  mor.     Illust^ted  by  Dore 40  00 

Dante's   Purgatory  and  Paradise.     4to,  mor.     Illus- 
trated by  Dore 40  00 

Dante's  Jnfemo.    410,  mor.    Illustrated  by  Dore 4000 

Italy.     Ey  Trollope.     4to,  Levant  mor.,  $45!  antique, 

S35 ;  cloth 22  50 

Switzerland,  418  illustrations.     4to,  mor.,  $25;  cloth,  j8  co 

Mcj-er  von  Bremen  Gallery,     folio,  mor 50  00 

FausL     Eayard  Taylor's  translation,  folio,  mor.,  $50 : 

cloth 36  00 

The  Rhine,  425  illustrations,  4to,  mor.,  $25;  cloth,  j8  00 
Spain.  Illustrated  by  Dore.  410,  mor.,  5=5;  cloth..  1800 
Don   Quixote.      Illustrated  by  Dore.  4I0,  mor.,  $25  ; 

cloth 12  00 

La  Fontaine's  Fables,  Illustrated  by  Dore.  4lo,mor,, 

S25  ■  cloih 12  00 

Great  Painters  of  Christendom.  410.  mor.,  $45  ;   cloth,  25  00 

Schiller's  Song  of  the  EelL     410,  mor., -Szo;  cloth 15  00 

Goethe's   Herman  and   Dorothea.     4to,   mor.,   $20; 

cloth 15  00 

India.     317  illustrations.     4to,  cloth 30  00 

Schiller  Gallery,     folio,  cloth 36  00 

.■\ncient  Mariner,     Illustrated  by  Dore.     folio,  cloth.  10  00 

Elack's  Atlas  of  the  World 25  00 

Colton's  Atlas  of  the  World 20  00 

Table  Bo-ak  of  ,-\-ri.     410,  doth 6  00 

Just  received  by  express — 

Rock  of  Ages.     Illustrated i  50 

Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.       Iluslraied 3  50 

Art  in  the  House.     By  Von  FaJke i6  00 

.\merican  Painters 8  00 

.\raerican  Literature.     By  Tyler     2  vols.    Cloth,  $5 ; 

half  calf 10  00 

Goethe  Gallery.     Illustrated 10  o3 

•OPEN  EVENINGS. 

A.   ROMAN   &.  CO., 

II  Montgomery  Street, 
use  Block,  San  Francisco. 

B    II^fBH     B  W  San   Francisco. 


nRO  IV N  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL  VER 

^^  Mining  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California-  Location  of  works. 
Gold  Hill,  Storey  Countj-,  Nevada. 

Notice  b  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  12th  day  of  December,  1S78,  an  as- 
^esisment  (No,  36)  of  one  dollar  (5i)  per  share  was  Ie\-ied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  paj-able  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretarj-,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  to.  No.  203  Bush  Street,  Saa  Francisco, 
Calil'omia. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  sixteenth  (i6th)  day  of  Januarj',  1879,  w-ill  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and 
unless  pajTnent  is  made  before  w-ill  be  sold  on  Thursday, 
the  si.\lh  day  of  Fcbruarv,  187^,  to  pay  the  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of^advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JA.MES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

OfBce — 203  Bush  Street,  Room  10,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel, 
.San  Francisco,  California. 


H- 


ALE  £"  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Location  of  priocipai  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada, 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  tenth  (10th)  day  of  December,  1878,  an  a:>sess- 
mcnt  (No.  60)  of  fifty  (50)  cents  per  share  ■n^  le-vie-i  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
Unit«i  Slates  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj',  at  the  omce  of 
the  Company.  Room  53,  Nevada  Block,  northwest  comer 
Pine  and  Monlgomerj-  Streets,  San  Francisco,  California,  _ 

Any  stock  upon  which  thb  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  fifteenth  (15th)  day  of  Januarj-,  1879,  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
pa>-mcnt  is  made  before,  ■will  be  sold  on  Friday,  the 
seventh  day  of  Februar>',  1879,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
se^mcni,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  ll.e  Board  of  Diredors. 

JOEL  F.  LIGHTNER,Secretar>-. 

OIHce — Room  5B,  Nex-ada  Block,  northwest  comer  Pine 
and  Montgomery-  Streets,  San  Francbco.  California. 


BEST 


KOKLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 
&  OAKLAND. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  licht-running  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  market. 


DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  90  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


STEIN  WAY 

&  SON'S 

PIANOS 


Two  Highest  Awards  for  the  best  Pianos  and 

Piano  Forte  Material, 

U.  S,  CENTENNIAL  EXHIBITION, 

Philadelphia,  1876. 

The  Steinway  I?ianos  alone  were  accorded  the  "  highest  de- 
gree of  excellence  in  all  stj'lcs." 

The  First  Grand  Gold  Medal  of  Honor,  Ex- 
position Universelle,  Paris,  1867. 
Grand  Honorarj'  Testimonial  Medal,  Society 

of  Fine  Arts,  Paris,  1867. 

Grand   National   Gold   Medal,  from    H.  ^I. 

King  Charles  XV.  of  Sweden  and 

Norway,  186S. 

Academical  Honors  of  the  Royal  Academies, 

Berlin  and  Stockholm. 
First  Prize  Medal,  International  Exhibition, 

London,  1862. 
Twenty-five  First  Medals  at  American  Ex- 
hibitions. 
Testimonials  and  Certificates, 

From  the  Most  Eminent  Musicians,  Composers,  and  Artists 
in  the  World,  who  all  unite  in  the  Unanimous 
Verdict  of  the  Superiority  of  the  Stein- 
way Pianos  over  all  others. 

Every  Steinway  Piano  is  Fully  Warranted 
for  Five  ^"ears. 


Illustrated    Catalogues,     with     Price 
Mailed  Free  on  Application. 


List, 


STEINWAY  HALL. 

GRAY'S 

MUSIC  STORE 

117  POST  STREET. 


/ 


:V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the-City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

I.  M->\GGIE  WHEELER,  plaintiff,  E'j.  GIRAD  B.  H. 
WHEELER,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicia]  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in  and  for  the 
CityandCountj- of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  tne  ofnce  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
GIR-\D  E.  H.  WHEELER,  defendant: 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above-named  plaintiff,  in  the  Disoict 
Coun  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exdusive.of  the  day  of  service),  after  the  ser\'ice  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  ser^-ed  within  this  county  ;  or,  if  ser^-ed 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  dap ; 
otherwise,  wn'thin  forty  days — or  judgment  bydefault  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayerof  said  complaint. 

■The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  judgment  of  th:s 
Court  dissolving  the  bond^  of  matrimony  existing  between 
the  piaintiff  and  defendant,  on  the  grounds  of  failure  to  pro- 
vide the  plaintiff  with  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  and 
extreme  cruelty  to  said  plaintiff,  b>'  the  defendant,  and  that 
the  said  plaintiff  be  allowed  to  resume  her  maiden  name,  to 
wit:  I.  Maggie  Saunders,  as  will  ir.ore  fully  appear  in  the 
plaintiffs  complaint  herein,  to  which  reference  is  hereunto 
expressly  made. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Coun 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia, in  and  for  the  Citj-and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
twenty-nfth  day  of  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thousand  eight  hundred  and  se%-enty-eight. 

[5EAL.1  THOS.   H.  REYNOLDS,  Oerk. 

EyW.  STEVENSON,  Deputy-  Clerk. 


REVELS. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


SEWERAGE  IN  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

The  Akcoxaut  does  not  charge  itself  with  the 
guardimship  of  our  municipal  Ejovx-mment,  nor,  as  a 
rule,  docs  it  undertake  to  correct  the  errors  of  its 
Board  of  Supcr\isors,  nor  interest  itself  in  the  details 
of  city  affairs.  There  is,  however,  one  matter  so  im- 
portant, and  to  such  an  extent  involving  the  health 
and  welfare  of*"  he  community,  that  we  shall  claim  in- 
dulgence in  cilling  the  attention  of  the  authorities 
and  the  people  to  it.  The  mode  of  sewering  our  city 
and  the  material  to  be  used  in  the  construction  of  our 
sewers  and  drain-pipes  is  one  involving  the  health  of 
the  people,  and  addresses  itself  to  the  pocket  of  ev- 
ery property-owTier  and  ta.v-jxiyer.  There  are  three 
kinds  of  5ewers  now  being  built :  Kor  our  level  bnd. 
where  there  arc  long  reaches  of  sewers  to  be  con- 
structed for  cirrying  the  dischni^e  of  large  areas,  the 
brick,  five-foot. 'granite-bottomed  sewer,  laid  in  brick 
rnd  Portland  cement,  is  indispensable.  But  there  is 
a  very  large  area  of  the  city  of  San  Francisco  rolling 
and  hilly  land,  whrf«  less  expensive  work  and  less  ca- 
pacious <lrains  will  answer  all  useful  purposes.  For 
this  we  liave  two  kinds  of  pipe  now  in  use,  one  known 
as  "iron  stone,"  and  ttie  other  as  "cement.*'  It  is 
asserted  by  those  who  claim  to  know  that  the  iron 
stone,  so  called,  is  not  iron  stone,  and  that  it  will,  by 
reason  of  its  inferior  matfrial  and  inferior  construc- 
tion, prove  entirely  useless ;  that  it  will  soften  and 
disintegrate  under  the  chemical  action  of  our  sewer 
discharges  ;  that  it  will  cnmible  and  break  under  or- 
dinary pressure,  and  that  it  is  not  at  ."xll  calculated  to 
answer  the  puri>o^  for  which  it  is  used.  The  cement 
pipe,  m.mufaclurcd  of  gravel  and  Portland  (English) 
cement  by  the  Eureka  Stone  Manufacturing  Co.,  is 
represented  as  a  most  enduring  and  imperishable  ar- 
ticle, growing  harder  and  more  indestnictible  for 
years  ;  that  when  once  properly  laid  it  will  last  for 
hundreds  of  >-cars,  continually  improving.  It  is 
charged  against  the  so-called  iron  stone,  that  it  is 
made  of  ordinary  California  potter)-  clay,  and  that 
the  only  part  of  it  that  is  genuine  and  of  vitrified 
stone  is  imported  from  Pennsylvania,  and  only  enough 
of  it  used  to  make  a  thin  outer  coating  ;  that  in  case 
of  fracture  it  softens  under  action  of  water  and  be- 
comes wort/iless.  It  is  known,  by  those  who  know 
anything,  that  the  Portland  cement  is  the  best  in  the 
world,  and  that  cement  is  more  indestructible  than 
stone  or  brick.  Hence  the  value  to  be  assigned  to  the 
work  of  the  Kureka  Stone -Manufacturing  Co.  is  simply 
a  question  whether  the  pipe  is  made  of  the  genuine  im- 
ported material,  or  not.  Its  makers  have  offered  to 
submit  it  to  any  test  of  pressure,  or  any  scientific  or 
practical  test  that  may  be  asked  of  them  to  deter- 
mine the  quality  of  their  wares.  And  now  comes  the 
strange  part  of  this  business,  and  this  is  the  feature 
that  justifies  us  in  calling  attention  to  what  under 
otlicr  circumstances  might  be  called  ordinarj'  rivalry 
in  business.  It  is  asserted,  and  we  believe  it  is 
true,  that  the  Board  of  Supervisors  have  refused,  and 
do  refuse,  to  allow  the  use  of  any  cement  pipe,  but 
that  the  whole  work  of  the  city  is  assigned  to  the 
company  who  make  iron-stone  pipe  ;  that  miles  and 
miles  of  this  verj-  questionable  material  is  being  used, 
and  that  the  Eurel^  Company  find  it  utterly  impossi- 
ble to  make  enough  impression  upon  the  Board  of 
Supervisors  to  induce  them  to  give  the  cement  pipe 
even  a  trial  We  believe  we  are  within  the  truth 
when  we  .assert  that  no  European  city  ever  attempted 
to  solve  the  problem  of  drainage  by  the  use  of  either 
pipe,  and  that  all  the  best  sewer  works  of  Europe  are 
constructed  of  cement.  The  city  of  Paris  uses  ce- 
ment, and  Portland  cement,  imported  from  England 
to  France.  San  Francisco  seems,  so  far  as  we  know, 
to  be  the  only  city  in  the  world  that  is  using  pipes  of 
potler>',  and  discarding  cement  concrete  pipes.  The 
Argonaut  is  not  quick  to  assume  that  all  public  offi- 
cers are  corrupt,  nor  that  the  Board  of  Supervisors  is 
in  its  majority  composed  of  persons  who  will  form 
rings  with  manufacturers  and  contractors  for  the  pur- 
pose of  indivual  profit,  or  that  its  Street  Committee 
is  other  than  honorable  and  just,  and  impartial  in  its 
dealings  with  contractors  and  material  men.  If  we 
are  in  error  in  this  matter — we  mean  in  reference  to 
partiality  and  favoritism  by  the  Board — we  shall  be 
glad  to  have  ourselves  set  righL  As  to  the  question 
of  the  superiority  of  cement  pipe  over  pottery  pipe  or 
iron-stone  pipe,  it  is  not  an  open  one.  Having  px?r- 
sonally  examined  both,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  pro- 
nounce the  unquestioned  superiority  of  the  pipe  made 
of  cement,  sand,  and  gravel,  over  that  made  of  pot- 
ters" clay,  slicked  over  with  iron-stone.  If  this  ques- 
tion was  one  interesting  only  rival  manufacturers  we 
should  not  discuss  it.  But  bad  drainage— producing 
sewer  gases,  typhoid  fevers,  zymotic  diseases  —  in- 
volves consideratfons  other  than  political,  and  ques- 
tions of  greater  importance  than  how  much  money 
can  be  made  by  manufacturers,  and  divided  between 
Supenisors.  If  there  is  any  one  question  that  is 
more  important  than  another  to  the  people  of  this 
cily  it  is  drainage.  Sewergasis  a  subtle,  deadly  poi- 
son, stealing  silently  into  chambers  where  we  sleep, 
noiselessly  moving  through  the  mansions  of  the  rich 
and  the  houses  of  the  poor.  The  Prince  of  Wales 
was  struck  down  with  typhoid  fever  in  his  gorgeous 
house  at  Sandingham.  The  Princess  Alice  dies  in 
her  royal  palace  with  diphtheria.  These  diseases  stalk 
abroad  in  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  ;  they  are  es- 
pecially fata!  to  children.  Hence  it  is  that  such  ma- 
terial should  be  used  in  the  construction  of  sewers  as 
will  best  prevent  the  absorption,  retention,  and  escape 
of  these  poisonous  gases.  This  material  is  cement, 
and  it  is  English  (Portland)  cement,  and  none  other. 
Benicia  cement  is  a  failure.  The  hilly  part  of  San 
Francisco  should  all  besewered  with  this  pipe  so  that 
when  once  done  it  is  done  for  all  time.  If  our  Sup>er- 
\isors  tamper  with  this  business  for  some  paltr>-  profit 
let  them  reflect  that  the  price  of  their  dishonest  gains 
is  human  Ufe.  San  Francisco  with  her  rolling  hills, 
her  diurnal  winds,  her  cool,  bracing  airs,  her  salt 
sea  fogs,  ought  to  be  one  of  the  healthy  cities  of  the 
worid,  and  will  be  if  hOnestly  and  scientifically 
drained. 

Clara  Monis  writes  to  the  Dramatic  Seios  that  her 
husband  only  loves  her  when  she  plays  to  "big 
houses"  and  "paying  business."  We 'don't  know- 
that  Clara  could  make  Mr,  Harriot  love  her  any 
more.,  but  she  could  make  a  much  better  man  of  him 
if  she  would  hire  Christine  N'iLsson  to  kick  him  once 
or  twice  a  week  higher  than  ever  she  raised  a  piano 
stool.  When  a  man  assumes  the  position  of  an  only 
husband,  dependent  upon  his  wife  for  support,  the 
gods  begin  to  look  around  for  something  lo  smash 
him  with. 

A  young  lady  on  being  asked  where  her  native 
place  was.  replied  :  "  I  have  none  ;  I  am  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  Methodist  minister." 


Fhe  finest  candies  in  the  city  are  to  be  had  at  the 
-^  i^n-ndon,  213  Kearny  Sueei/of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Trv  them. 


TOLD  IN  LETTERS. 

"""""   Rl'F-  de  Montgomery,  Numeros  3  et  5. 

Oh,  I  see  that  quizzical  smileth.it  is  curling  your 
lip  at  the  date  of  my  letter.  You  think,  my  dear 
Em.  I  have  been  there  ever  since  I  last  wrote,  but  I 
give  you  my  word  I  have  not,  though  i'  faith  it  is  a 
pleasant  enough  place  to  keep  one  even  longer,  there 
is  such  a  charming  variety  of  useful  and  ornamental 
things  to  be  seen,  such  comfortal)le  nooks  where  one 
may  sit  by  the  hour,  dipping,  beelike,  in  the  honey  of 
the  newest  books,  and  moreover,  the  most  perfectly 
match^tl  trio  of  partners  in  town.  Every  one  knows 
them,  Billings  with  his  face  like  that  of  a  St.  John  on 
a  church  window  ;  Harbourne,  always  business-like, 
but  gay  and  debofinairc  \  and  Robertson,  the  one 
matrimonially  unappropriated  member  of  the  firm— 
what  shall  I  say  of  him?  (They  do  tell  me,  Em,  that 
he  is  sworn  to  some  horrid  secret  society  and  has 
taken  a  dark  and  fearful  vow  of  lifelong  celibacy. 
Sad,  isn't  it?  So  young,  so  promising  !  En  passant,  he 
is  permitting  his  tonsure  to  grow  again,  so  I  have 
hopes  of  him  yet).  I  saw  there  this  morning  a  new 
book.  Art  in  ike  House,  by  Dr.  Von  Falke,  one  of  the 
finest  things  of  the  season.  It  is  illustrated  by  Prang, 
the  great  chromo  maker,  witli  etchings  and  colored 
pictures  in  the  best  style.  House  /ieauiifn/^hy  Clar- 
ence Cook,  is  another  in  the  same  line  that  every  col- 
lector of  artistic  works  should  have  ;  in  fact,  every 
housewife  could  greatly  profit  by  it.  Miss  Alcoit's 
new  book.  L'nder  the  Lilacs,  is  a  great  success. 
Some  day  I  must  tell  you  what  a  jolly  evening  we 
once  spent  together.  Mrs.  Whitney's  Cook  Book 
ought  to  be  another.  Don't  you  remember  one  of 
the  stories  that  begins  with  a  strawberry  shortcake 
scene,  and  about  the  corner  biscuits  in  another  one 
of  them  ?  I  didn't  give  you  half  an  idea,  in  my  last 
letter,  of  how  much  is  being  done  for  the  children 
this  year.  A  superb  book  for  older  ones  is  T/te  Arc- 
tic World,  and  another.  The  Mediterranean,  both 
profusely  illustrated,  and  full  of  graphic  informa- 
tion. Aunt  Louisa's  Golden  Gift  is  a  charming  story, 
and  every  one  knows  what  "  H.  H."  is  at  her  best, 
as  she  is  in  A'ellfs  Silver  Mitte.  All  the  standard 
juvenile  literature  is  represented,  and  an  Annual — 
Strahan's — new  to  me.  but  I  find,  vcrj'  excellent,  and 
myriads  of  smaller  books,  linen  and  others,  adapted 
to  the  destructive  age.  I  fancy  that  a  year's  sub- 
scription to  a  popular  magazine  a  very  nice  gift,  for 
besides  its  own  merit,  it  is  a  most  pleasant  monthly 
reminder  of  the  giver,  and  our  friends  receive  sub- 
scriptions for  a  large  number.  They  have  added 
quite  a  toy  department,  too,  for  the  holidays,  where 
there  are  several  novelties,  among  them  paper  soldiers 
and  dolls'  playhouses  made  to  take  apart  after  the 
manner  of  the  Crandall  toys.  Artistically,  there  is 
a  very  handsome  show,  the  painted  tiles  especially 
being  a  very  attractive  feature.  There  is  one  capital 
dog's  head  there,  and  different  designs  in  figures  and 
flowers.  Some  beautiful  painting  is  seen  on  the  silk 
covered  toilet  bottles,  and  on  feather  pen  handles 
that  are  finished  off  at  the  end  with  a  metal  holder  to 
receive  the  pen.  A  most  complete  and  compact 
writing  desk,  which  is  full  of  drawers,  pockets,  and 
handy  places,  and  even  has  slabs  of  porcelain  inserted 
on  one  of  the  inside  covers  for  memoranda.  The 
prettiest  of  picture  frames,  the  handiest  of  handker- 
chief, glove,  and  work  boxes,  baskets,  all  sorts  of 
quaint  notions  in  iridescent  glass,  dressing  cases 
filled  with  ivory  dressing  articles,  graphoscopes.  are 
some  of  the  things  I  failed  to  mention  last  week.  I 
came  home  by  way  of  Nathan's  where  I  found  loads 
of  lovely  things  in  the  way  of  crockery,  glass,  and 
/'r/V-(7-^rd(- generally.  The  majolica  from  Buda-Pesth, 
in  Hungary,  is  the  queerest  stuff  you  ever  saw  ;  and. 
as  it  is  comparatively  rare  here,  it  is  correspondingly 
prized.  Quite  as  quaint,  and  almost  as  seldom  found, 
are  the  tall,  straight  pitchers  in  the  old  Flemish  style, 
from  the  Doullon  factory,  the  figures — hounds  and 
hunters — being  etched  in  fine  black  lines  on  a  creamy 
white  ground.  St.  Clement's  faience  is  another  nov- 
elty, the  designs  being  of  the  oddest  possible  order  ; 
vases  in  the  forms  of  card  and  paper  boats,  and  some 
of  the  prettiest  little  ice  cream  plates  with  long  han- 
dles, like  a  sauce-pan.  In  Amsterdam  ware,  there 
are  prcliy  plat/ues  for  wall  decorations;  one  partic- 
ularly pretty,  is  oblong  with  the  raised  figure  of  a 
mackerel  in  the  centre  ;  the  author  is  Regcrut.  Fan- 
ciers of  the  grotesque  will  seek  the  Barbizen  ware, 
that  imitates  Palissy's  queer  notions  so  perfectly — 
satjTlike  heads,  grinning  baboons,  humpbacked  mon- 
strosities, all  in  the  rich  deep  colors  he  so  delighted 
in.  Still  further  on.  in  ornamental  articles,  is  the 
Gien  faience.  Choisy  le  Roi.  and  many  lovely  things 
in  the  Longwy  crackle.  For  the  dining  table  there 
are.  of  course,  the  usual  displays  of  Royal  Worces- 
ter, Dresden.  Seares.  India,  the  red  and  yellow  Bom- 
bay ware,  and  some  beautiful  bits  of  English  porce- 
lain from  Westfield  &  Brown's,  that  Mr.  Dohrraan 
tells  me  is  becoming  more  popular  every  day.  I  have 
seen  nowhere  else  the  peculiar  Irish  china — Bel- 
leck  ware,  it  is  called— that  they  have  here.  It  has  a 
wonderfully  fine  glaze,  equaled  only  by  the  famous 
Italian  enamel  of  the  sixteenth  century  ;  is  lightness 
and  durability  itself,  and  looks  exactly  like  a  silvery 
sea-sheiL  It  comes  in  fancy  articles,  statuettes,  and 
in  table  ware.  One  more  thing  and  I  leave  this,  to 
me,  fascinating,  theme  ;  the  vases  of  sulphurescent 
glass,  that  are  reproductions,  by  Webb,  of  England, 
of  the  articles  found  by  Dr.  Schliemann  during  his 
researches  in  ancient  Troy.  In  form  they  are  severely 
simple,  with  straight  throats,  and  are  entirely  unoma- 
mented,  only  the  base  of  the  vase  being  of  a  globe 
shape :  has  indentations  on  all  sides,  as  if  a  huge 
thumb  had  pinched  it  together  when  hot  and  left  its 
impression.  In  substance  they  are  quite  opaque,  the 
coloring  being  changeable  like  iridescent  glass  ;  only 
in  the  deepest  shades  of  purple,  green,  and  a  glint  of 
gold  when  the  light  strikes  in  it  in  the  right  way. 
Altogether,  these  are  an  e.itirely  new  '  ■  sensation  "  in 
the  pottery  world.  Come  to  think  of  it,  Chester  has 
some  very  handsome  table  linens  and  other  napery, 
so  Clare  tells  me,  and  is  making  a  great  run  on  some 
very  pretty  embroidered  sets  he  has.  for  the  holidays. 
I  have  seldom  found  prettier  "  Pekinades  "  than  those 
displayed  there,  with  velvets  in  the  corresponding 
shades  ;  and  Mr.  Chester  says  he  has  some  black 
silks  now  that  are  calculated,  figuratively  speaking, 
to  "reihove  the  dilapidated  linen  from  the  shrub- 
ber>'"  of  every  competitor!  Ithat  slang  isn't  mine,  I 
assure  you.  but  a  conscientious  quotation) ;  and  em- 
bossed velvets,  that  are  the  handsomest  ever  brought 
to  San  Francisco.  These  last  run,  I  believe,  lo  $6.75 
a  yard.     Good-bye.  till  next  year. 

Yours,  LiLiAS  Dubois. 


FASHION  GOSSIP. 

Seal  Skins. 
The  elegant  Seal  Skin  Sacques  and  Dohlmans  that 
are  to  be  seen  at  the  fashionable  establishment  of  H. 
Liebes  iS:  Co.,  J13  Montgomery  Street,  are  made  of 
the  finest  furs  that  are  obtainable,  and  their  trim- 
mings are  of  the  latest  as  well  as  neatest  i>alterns. 
There  are  a  large  number  of  worthless  seal  skins  now 
being  made  up  by  irresponsible  dealers,  and  are  be- 
ing palmed  ofT  on  the  public  at  low  prices  in  order  to 
insure  their  s;ile.  These  worthless  skins  are  cnptured 
on  the  Copper  Islands,  ofV  the  Siberian  coast,  and  are 
called  "Ru,s.sian."  They  are  recognized  to  be  in- 
ferior by  the  trade,  and  are  consequently  placed  upon 
the  market  at  lower  prices.  The  best,  and  conse- 
quently the  most  valuable,  of  the  seal  skins  that  arc 
taken  come  from  Alaska  and  South  Shetland.  These 
last-named  skins  are  the  only  kind  that  arc  sold  by 
the  above-named  firm,  and  the  public  may  rely  upon 
their  statements  as  to  the  quality  of  the  goods  sold  by 
them.  Of  course  our  fashionable  readers  desire  to 
obtain  the  genuine  article,  and  the  very  best  quality 
of  the  above-named  goods,  and  we  therefore  deemed 
it  a  matter  worthy  of  the  attention  of  our  readers 
that  it  will  be  well  for  them  lo  be  on  their  guard  in 
purchasing  furs  from  irresponsible  houses.  Those 
who  have  purchased  of  the  above-named  firm  have 
never  found  reason  to  regret  their  visit  to  that  estab- 
lishment. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  StreeL  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


Yosemite  Art  Gallery  ;  finest  photographs,  reduced 
prices ;  No.  a6  Mongomery  StreeL 


Nero. 

This  greatest  monster  Emperor  of  Rome  has  been 
painted  by  the  great  German  painter  Kaulback.  The 
Emperor  is  portrayed  in  the  background,  surrounded 
by  his  mistresses,  drinking  wine,  while  he  orders  the 
massacre  of  Christians  who  are  brought  before  him. 
The  scene  is  a  wonderful  representation  of  one  of  the 
blackest  pages  of  Roman  history.  This  great  work 
has  been  pliotographed.  and  may  be  seen  at  J.  B. 
Golly's,  31  Kearny  Street.  Romeo  and  Juliet  are 
also  to  be  seen  in  a  photographic  copy  of  the  origi- 
nal painting.  The  Roman  Triumph,  painted  by 
Pilotry  :  The  Roman  Chariot  Race,  by  Kaulback  ; 
and  a  Hungarian  Race,  by  Wagner,  are  wonderful 
tnumphs  in  art.  The  intense  enthusiasm  of  the  two 
latter  people  is  indeed  wonderful.  Their  possession 
by  art  lovers  will  be  an  endless  source  of  delightful 
study.  Besides  these  Mr.  Golly  has  a  large  number 
of  magnificent  copies  of  paintings  from  the  hands  of 
the  masters  that  would  be  excellent  additions  to  art 
collections  by  our  readers. 


California  Pictures,  American  Painters,  Etc. 

Those  who  love  nature  for  her  own  sake,  and  for 
her  relations  to  the  best  art,  will  read  with  delight 
the  new  volume  to  be  seen  at  A.  Roman  &  Co.'s,  en- 
titled California  Pictures.  The  unrivaled  sublimity 
of  our  wild  mountain  scenery,  and  the  beauty  of  our 
lakes  and  their  surroundings,  has  left  an  indelible 
impression  upon  the  minds  of  travelers  of  even*  land. 
The  work  above  mentioned  treats  with  masterly  effect 
the  picturesque  beauties  of  our  Stale.  The  Ameri- 
can school  in  Art,  following  the  original  genius  of  our 
immortal  West,  has  achieved  laurels  that  European 
artists  and  art  critics  have  been  compelled  to  award. 
A  work  embodying  a  history  of  American  Art  and 
Artists  has  appeared,  that  will  be  welcomed  by  every 
lover  and  student  of  art.  This  work  contains  en- 
gravings copied  from  original  paintings  by  American 
artists,  and  is  one  of  its  principal  features.  It  is  ele- 
gantly bound  and  illustrated,  and  may  be  seen  at  the 
above-named  art  establishment.  The  choicest  collec- 
tion that  could  be  obtained  in  the  Eastern  market  and 
from  abroad  of  holiday  gift  volumes  and  standard 
works  may  be  seen  here. 


More  Laurels  for  California. 

We  have  just  seen  one  of  the  finest  sets  of  carvers 
without  any  exception  that  Mr.  Price,  the  well-known 
cutler  of  our  city,  has  ever  made.  They  were  made 
for  Mr.  Seligman.  one  of  the  well-known  bankers  of 
Xew  York.  We  have  seen  other  sets  made  by  Mr. 
Price  for  various  parties,  notably  among  which  may 
be  mentioned  Baring  Brothers.  Brown  Brothers,  and 
Mr.  Wicker,  one  of  the  prominent  distillers  of  Lon^ 
don.  but  we  think  the  set  made  for  Seligman.  above- 
mentioned,  surpass  all  the  others  ;  not  in  temper,  for 
all  the  goods  manufactured  here  are  made  of  the  best 
material  ;  nor  in  finish,  but  in  style.  The  styles  are 
constantly  improving  in  design  and  beauty  of  outline. 
It  may  be  mentioned,  as  a  matter  of  national  pride, 
that  Mr.  Price  turns  out  all  of  his  elegant  goods  from 
raw  material  that  is  entirely  American.  Some  elegant 
hohday  goods  of  the  above-named  description  we  also 
noted  here  that  are  a  credit  to  the  manufacturer  and 
our  city.  Mr.  Price  has  made  California  famous  for 
the  elegance  in  design  and  beauty  of  finish  of  its 
cutlery. 

Messrs.  Gibbie  tt  Barrie,  615  Sansom  Street,  Phila- 
delphia, are  republishing  in  this  country,  from  the 
French,  a  work  entitled  Chefs-dQLm-rc  of  Art  of  the 
Paris  International  Exhibition  iSyS.  This  is  de- 
signed to  be  a  literary  and  artistic  souvenir  of  the 
exhibition,  containing  engravings  of  the  very  best  and 
most  famous  canvases  there.  The  engraving  is  done 
fn  Paris  by  masters,  and  the  text  of  this  American 
edition  is  translated  from  the  French  by  competent 
hands.  The  work  is  issued  in  parts,  each  containing 
two  fine  mezzo-tint  engravings,  a  whole-page  wood- 
cut, ^nd  six  folio  pages  of  descriptive  and  critical 
text,  together  with  many  fac  simile  drawings  of  the 
paintings  by  the  artists  themselves.  The  work  is  full 
of  charmingly  designed  initial  letters,  head  and  tail 
pieces,  etc.  AMien  completed  it  will  contain  more 
than  one  hundred  illustrations  of  medal  pictures,  and 
will  be  a  portable  gallery  of  the  masterpieces  of  Eu- 
rope's famous  living  painters.  The  Pacific  Coast 
agency  for  Messrs.  Gibbie  &  Barrie  is  at  120  Sutler 
Street,  San  Francisco. 


Auction  Sale  of  Holiday  Books. 

Those  who  desire  to  make  purchases  of  holiday 
books  cheap  will  do  well  to  attend  ihe  auction  sale  of 
books  by  A.  Bartletl  &  Co.,  3  Dupont Street.  There 
will  be  found  the  following-named  volumes,  that  are 
being  sold  at  extremely  low  rates:  The  College  Li- 
brary. Ballantyne's  novels.  Smiles*  works.  .Ksop's  Fa- 
bles. The  Poets,  complete  in  sixteen  volumes.  Our 
Little  Folks'  Picture  Albums.  German  Popular  Talcs, 
Wonders  of  the  Deep.  Life  of  Patrick  Henry  by 
Wirt.  -Animals  and  Birds. i>tories  about  Birds.  Stories 
about  .Animals,  Little  Wide  Awake  Pictures.  Pussy 
Tip  Toes'  Family,  etc. 


A  Crystal  Palace. 
A  long-needed  want  of  the  elite  has  been  filled  by  J 
a  New  York  gentleman,  who  has  opened  a  jnagnifi- 
cent  ston:  at  31  Kearny  Street,  the  Gem  Candy  Em- 
porium. Delicious  candies,  excelling  anything  here-j 
tofore  in  this  cily.  are  oflfered  at  very  re.isonahk 
prices.  Marsh  mallows  from  the  celebrated  Whij 
man  of  Philadelphia.  Opera  and  chocolate  cart, 
mcls.  in  quality  which  heretofore  could  only  be  found 
at  Maillaird's,  New  York.  Eleg-ant  bonbon  boxes, 
etc.  This  is  the  only  candy  store  in  the  city  which  is 
closed  every  Sunday. 


We  stopped  a  lady  friend  the  other  day  on  Geary 
Street,  and  inquired  as  to  the  unusual  cxcilemenl  we 
observed.  She  replied  :  "  It  is  an  open  secret.  The 
people  of  San  Francisco  have  ^und  a  place  to  buy 
their  Christmas  goods  cheaper  than  they  have  dared 
to  dream  of.  and  it's  such  a  nice  place  !  In  fact  all 
the  latest  novelties  in  fancy  goods,  card  board  mot- 
toes, chromos,  popeterics,  toys,  and  almost  everything 
in  the  holiday  line.  The  place  is  easily  found.  It  is 
at  24  Geary  Street,  and  is  kept  by  A.  S.  Spence  & 
Co..  and  they  show  you  all  the  goods  with  the  great- 
est of  pleasure. 

Consumption  Curkd.— ,An  old  physician,  retired 
from  practice,  having  had  placed  in  his  hands  by  an 
East  India  missionary  the  formula  of  a  simple  vege- 
table remedy  for  the  speedy  and  permanent  curf  for 
consumption,  bronchitis,  catarrh,  asthma,  and  all 
throat  and  lung  affections,  also  a  positive  and  radical 
cure  for  nervous  debility  and  all  ner\'OUs  complaints, 
after  having  tested  its  wonderful  curative  powers  in 
thousands  of  cases,  has  felt  it  his  duty  to  make  it 
known  to  his  suffering  fellows.  Actuated  by  this 
motive  and  a  desire  to  relieve  human  suffering.  I  will 
send  free  of  charge  to  all  who  desire  it  this  recipe, 
with  full  directions  for  preparing  and  using,  in  Ger- 
man. French,  or  English.  Sent  by  mail  by  address- 
ing with  stamp,  naming  this  paper,  W.  W.  Sherar, 
7-/9  Powers*  Block,  Rochester,  N.  Y.. 


Those  undecided  as  yet  as  to  what  description  of  a 
Christmas  present  they  will  make,  we  commend  and 
recommend  a  handsome  music  box.  It  is  a  neat,  a 
pretty,  a  valuable  present,  and  its  tinkling  music  a 
constant  reminder  of  the  giver.  To  get  boxes  of 
standard  reputation  and  worth  the  purchaser  should 
deal  with  AI.  J.  Paillard  &  Co..  manufacturers  and 
importers,  120  Sutter  Street.  They  have  the  largest 
and  best  assortment  in  the  city  ;  boxes  large  and 
small,  boxes  with  chargeable  cylinders,  and  boxes 
with  the  music  hidden  in  the  most  ingenious  and  cu- 
rious forms  and  shapes.  Take  a  look  at  this  stock 
before  deciding  your  Christmas  gift  and  you  will  soon 
make  up  your  mind. 


For  the  finest  photographs,  all  styles,  at  reduced 
prices,  go  to  T.  H.  Boyd's  Yosemite  Art  Gallery,  Xo. 
26  Montgomery  Street. 


A  Dangrerous  State. 
There  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said  .against  long  en- 
gagements, particularly  by  the  lady  interested,  as  it  is 
she  who  must  bear  all  the  small  annoyances  caused 
by  gossiping  friends.  "Why  doesn  t  John  marry 
Sarah  ?  "  asks  Mrs.  Grundy.  "They've  been  engaged 
these  five  years.  Evidently  he's  in  no  hurry  to  give 
up  his  freedom."  These  and  other  remarks  come  to 
Sarah's  ears,  and  she  finds  her  position  a  trying  one. 
Indeed,  many  of  the  difficulties  and  quarrels  of  lov- 
ers are  the  results  of  a  protracted  betrothal.  The 
state  of  the  engaged  can  never  be  thoroughly  satis- 
factory to  them.  They  are  kept  in  an  exacting  mood, 
which  often  breeds  unfounded  jealousies.  They  en- 
joy the' bliss  of  loving  and  being  loved,  yet  they  are 
not  quite  sure  it  is  going  to  last.  Somebody  else  may 
come  along  and  capture,  the  heart  they  so  highly  prize. 
Therefore  engaged  people  are  apt  to  exchange  their 
vows  frequently,  both  for  the  pleasure  of  listening  to 
what  they  know  already  and  to  gain  new  assurances 
that  they  are  first  in  each  other's  affections  and  im- 
movably fixed  there.  This  period  of  joy  and  trial 
may  be  extended  for  a  reasonable  time — for  months, 
and  even  a  year  or  two — but  after  that  there  is  the 
danger  of  a  break  in  the  engagement  which  may  be 
beyond  healing.  It  is  best  for  all  parties  concerned 
that  marriage  should  follow  an  engagement  as  soon 
as  possible.  But,  if  for  any  good  reason  an  early 
marriage  is  not  practicable,  engaged  people  must  be 
very  patient  with  each  other.  If  they  are  loo  exact- 
ing, and  so  much  pre-occupied  with  their  sentiments 
that  they  neglect  their  ordinary  duties,  they  are  apt 
to  get  into  a  morbid  slate,  which  will  result  in  their 
estrangement.  A  long  engagement,  to  reach  a  happy  . 
ending,  must  flow  on  in  a  peaceful  course.  Numer- 
ous quarrels  will  finally  separate  the  most  tender  of 
lovers. 


Go  to  the  Yosemite  Art  Gallery,  T.  H.  Boyd,  No. 
26  Montgomery  Street. 


Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  Street. 


~--  The  Graphic  calls  ^Sitting  Bull    the   Akhoond  of 
Squat. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth''  Princess  .Suits,  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces:  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutler  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  ihe  city. 


New  York's  unwritten  law  provides  that  cooking  ' 
clubs  shall  consist  of  four  or  six  ladies,  and  that  the 
meetings  shall  take  place  either  weekly  or  fortnightly, 
and  that  the  hostess  shall  invite  as  many  gentlemen 
as  there  are  ladies  in  the  club.  The  suppers  at  these 
meetings  may  be  either  hot  or  cold,  but  must  be  very 
simple.  The  bill  of  fare  is  selected  by  lot  from  seve- 
ral prepared  by  the  guest,  and  the  greatest  liberty  of 
criticism  is  allowed. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogele/s,  913  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth. 


Yosemite  Art  Gallery.  No,  26  Montgomery  Street. 


The  improvements  lately  made  m  musical  bo.ves 
are  surprising  ;  instead  of  the  old  tinkling,  metallic 
notes  made  by  the  crazy  instrument  of  our  fathers, 
we  have  the  richest  and  mellowest,  with  none  of  the 
prim  mechanical  character  that  used  always  to  sug- 
gest the  machinery.  Paillard  &  Co.'s  miasical  boxes 
— they  have  them  of  all  kinds  at  every  price — are  de- 
lightful, exquisite,  ravishing  !  "Age  can  not  wither 
nor  custdm  stale  their  infinite  variety."  For  Christ- 
mas presents  they  are  without  a  peer.  120  Sutter 
Street 
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0RES8   SHIRTS  TO   OROER! 


N'S  FINE  FURNISHINGS. 


CHOICE  NECK  DRESSINGS,  GLOVES,  ETC. 


GARMAI 


CRI 


25  KEARNY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


G. 


RMA 


Importer  and  Manufacturer  of 

FINE   HATS   AND 

LADIES'   RIDING   HATS  AND   CAPS 
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THE  LARGEST  STOCK  ON  THIS  COAST. 


The  Finest  Goods  at  the  Loiuest  Prices! 


336 


KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
&  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


SEND   FOR   ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE. 
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GREAT  REOUCTION  IN  PHOTOGRAPHS! 


THE  FINEST  WORK  AT  LOWEST  PRICES. 


FULL  LENGTH  CABIJJETS,  INTERIOR  ©K  RUSTIC,  $.5  Per  Doz. 

TME  POPULAK  GRAYTIXT  VIWNETTE  CABIXETS,  $C  Per  Doz. 

The  Elegant  Cameo  CJlace  Cabinets,  Usually  Costing  Elsewhere 
$10  and  $1-^  Per  Dozen,  Only  $8  Per  Dozen. 

Card  Size  Photos.,  Cameo  Glace  Finish,  $4  Per  Dozen.    Card  Size 
Photos.,  Gray  Vignettes,  $3  Per  Dozen. 

Every  improvement  of  the  present  day  has  been  added  to  tlie 

Gallery,  so  that  now  all  Photographs  are  taken  so  quickly 

that  only  Superior  Pictures  are  obtained. 


CHILDREN'S  PICTURES  A  SPECIALTY  I 


YOSEMITE  ART  GALLERY, 

NO.   26   MONTGOMERY  ST.,    NEAR  SUTTER. 


SCHOMACKER'S, 

HENRY  F.  MILLER'S, 

GROVESTEEN  &  FULLER'S 


PIANOS 
TUNED 

AND 

REPAIRED. 


PIANOS 


RENT. 


PIANOS  SOLD  ON   EASY  INSTALLMENTS. 


Warerooms, 


\o.  12  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


WOODWORTH,  'SCHELL  &  CO, 


SOLE  AGENTS. 
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Christmas  at  Bancroft's! 


'Books  we  knoio  arc  a  substantial  wot  Id,  both  pure  and  good.     Round  t/icsc,  unth  tendrils  strong  as  flesh  and  blood,  our  pastime  and  i 

happiness  icill  ^toto." 

BUY    YOUR    HOLIDAY    BOOKS 

And  Christmas  Preseuts,  from  the  finest  assortment  of  the  following  articles: 


BOOKS. 

RUSSIA  GOODS. 

STATIONERY. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

[and.ird  Works  in  IM.iin  and  Fine  Bindings, 

Portinonnaies  with  Poig^nee, 

Card  Plate  Engraving  and  Printing, 

Photograph  Albums, 

Elegant  Kdilions  of  the  Poets, 

Purses  with  Silk  Cord  Handles, 

Heraldic  Engraving  and  Stamping, 

Easel  Albums, 

Oxford  Bibles  and  Pravers, 

Pocket  Books  and  Card  Cases, 

Wedding  and  Invitation  Stationery, 

Scrap  Albums, 

Juvenile  and  Toy  Books, 
New  Children's  Hooks, 

Handkerchief  Boxes, 

Fine  Paper  and  Envelopes, 

Writing  Albums, 

Card  Boxes  and  Card  Racks, 

Billets  de  Correspondence, 

Gold  Pens  and  Pencils, 

Holiday  (iift  Books, 

Cigar  and  Cigarette  Cases, 

Fine  Visiting  Cards, 

Painted  Cologne  Bottles, 

Dor<!  Books, 

Mirrors  and  Toilets, 

Elegant  Menu  Cards, 

Painted  Pearl  Shells, 

Fine  Art  Galleries, 

Portfolios, 

Dance  Programmes, 

Painted  Oak  Panels, 

Dictionaries. 

Glove  Boxes. 

Papeteries. 

Christmas  Cards. 

Our  stock  of  the  aboz'e  goods  is  laigc,  nczc,  fresh,  and  cheap,  and  zee  can  assure  the  public  the  most  elegant  assortment  in  the  city  to  choose  fro7n. 

Everybody  interested  in  the  difficult  problem  of  what  to  o-ivc  for  a  Christmas  present  should  procure  and  read 

BANCROFTS  'CHRISTMAS  MESSENGER,  supplied  free  on  application  at 

BANCROFT'S,    721    MARKET    STREET. 

NOTE  /--OPEN  EVENINGS. 
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During  the  Holida}  Season  we  will  offer  some  DECIDED  BARGAINS  in  our 

DRESS    GOODS    DEPARTMENT 


-IX  orR- 


FANCY     GOODS     DEPARTMENT, 


-AJUfD    IN    OIR- 


HANDKERCHIEF  AND   LACE   DEPARTMENT. 

Dress  Goods  reduced  to  j/  1-3  cents,  uwth  jj  cents  ;    Initial  Handkcirhicfs  reduced  to  $3  per  box,  -worth  $6  ;    Point  Lace  Handkerchiefs 

reduced  to  $12,  worth  $20.       Also,  a  large  and 

COMPLETE  STOCK  OF  BRONZE  STATUARY  AND  OTHER  PARISIAN  FANCY  ARTICLES, 

ALL    .AT    REI>14FJ»    PRICES. 

J.  W.  DAVIDSON  &  CO., 

NORTHWEST    CORNER    KEARNY    AND    POST    STREETS,    SAN    FRANCISCO. 
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VOL.  in.     NO.  24. 


SAN   FRANCISCO,    DECEMBER    21,  1878. 


PRICE,  TEN  CENTS. 


OLLA-PODRIDA, 


California  is  tlie  land  of  gamblers,  and  its  community  is 
devoted  to  games  of  chance.  We  were  born  gamblers  ;  we 
are  gamblers  by  choice  or  from  necessity.  It  was  a  gamble 
to  come  to  the  country  in  the  early  days.  It  was  a  toss-up 
with  Indians  for  one's  scalp  in  crossing  the  plains.  It  was  a 
set-to  with  fever,  malaria,  and  death  to  cross  the  Isthmus 
of  Nicaragua  or  Panama.  It  was  a  chance-game  with 
storms  and  tempests  in  rounding  the  Horn  and  braving 
the  dangers  of  two  oceans.  It  was  throwing  dice  with 
the  devil  to  endeavor  to  live  in  the  country  during  the  first 
decade  of  its  settlement.  Gathering  gold  was  a  gamble 
against  "the  ivories,"  loaded  with  fevers,  diarrhoea,  and 
scurvy.  Placer,  deep  river,  caiion,  and  quartz  "  diggin's  " 
were  only  other  names  for  faro,  monte,  roulette,  and  chuck- 
a-luck.  There  was  no  game  ever  played  upon  the  green 
cloth  that  carried  with  it  so  many  hazards,  in  which  the  per- 
centage against  the  players  was  so  great  as  in  mining. 
There  is  no  gambling  game  extant  that  begets  greater  de- 
moralization than  to  search  in  the  earth  for  the  precious 
metals.  The  grim  and  bearded  gambler  and  desperado  who 
sits  behind  his  heaps  of  glittering  coin,  with  bowie-knife  in 
his  boot  and  pistol  in  his  belt,  dealing  wa.xed  cards,  does  not 
guard  his  treasure  with  half  so  many  tricks  of  dishonest 
practice  as  the  mysterious  god  of  chance,  who  hides  his 
gold-dust  in  the  rocks  and  ravines  and  mountain  gulches, 
and  then  tempts  the  miner  by  its  occasional  display  to  spend 
his  youth,  his  manhood,  his  age,  in  searching  for  it,  and  to 
waste  his  life  and  peril  his  soul  in  the  pursuit.  It  looks  as 
though  the  whole  scheme  of  life  and  the  entire  business  of 
the  age  was  one  of  chance ;  as  though  the  earth  and  its 
creation  were  an  accident,  formed  in  caprice  and  thrown  to- 
gether at  haphazard.  We  know  there  is  a  philosophy  that 
teaches  order  in  creation,  and  a  divine  and  intelligent  pur- 
pose running  through  the  entire  scheme  from  the  beginning 
of  time,  and  a  preexisting  arrangement  of  events,  even  to 
the  minutest  detail  of  man's  existence.  We  know  plenty  of 
people  who  know  all  about  this  divine  purpose,  and  carrying 
themselves  beyond  the  region  of  speculation  can  tell  all 
about  the  creation  of  matter,  the  beginning  of  time  ;  just 
how  the  creator  was  created,  when  chaos  took  the  form  of 
order,  what  occurred,  and  how  it  happened  that  the  universe 
existed.  They  have  the  same  fixed  and  definite  opinions 
concerning  the  future  as  the  past ;  they  will  roll  the  heavens 
together  as  a  scroll,  fix  the  ultimate  day,  and  pack  away 
humanity  with  entire  confidence.  The  human  soul,  its 
origin,  existence,  destiny,  are  all  as  clear  to  their  perceptions 
and  as  easily  to  be  understood  as  the  page  of  a  printed 
book.  Ask  them  who  created  the  creator  ? — what  existed 
before  the  beginning  of  time  ? — when  eternity  will  end  ? 
— whether  the  pullet  laid  the  first  egg  or  from  the  egg  was 
hatched  the  first  pullet  ? — and  the  answers  are  prompt  and 
conclusive.  Speculations  regarding  the  heavenly  bodies  are 
not  speculations  with  them.  Theories  concerning  the  origin 
of  matter,  the  formation  of  the  earth,  its  interior  structure, 
are  with  them  not  theories,  but  fixed  and  certain  conclu- 
sions evolved  from  that  inner  consciousness  that  stands 
them  in  lieu  of  knowledge. 


It  appears  to  us  as  though  the  whole  thing  might  be  a 
simple  game  of  chance,  without  any  rule  or  system,  and 
that  this  earth  was  a  great  roulette  table  whirling  in  space, 
with  its  red  and  black  spots,  and  its  eagle-bird-by-chance  set 
in  motion  by  celestial  gamblers,  who  sit  and  watch  its  revo- 
lutions, now  and  then  dropping  an  aeroli'.e,  and  betting 
their  ambrosia  or  their  golden  harps  whether  it  drops  on  sea 
or  land  ;  now  sending  down  upon  us  an  epidemic,  to  specu- 
late upon  the  numbers  of  its  human  victims  ;  now  a  desolat- 
ing war,  that  they  may  hazard  a  calculation  of  the  numbers 
immolated  upon  its  bloody  altar;  now  a  famine,  to  see  it 
sweep  away  a  race.  It  requires  no  great  stretch  of  the 
imagination  to  suppose  that  in  the  economy  of  the  great 
original  purpose  among  so  many  planets,  this  little  and 
most  insignificant  one  was  flung  to  the  fiends  as  a  gambling 
tool  for  them  to  sport  with.  We  know  there  are  fiends  in 
the  upper  realms,  devils  who  fought  for  supremacy  on  the 
golden  ramparts,  and  is  it  not  quite  possible  that  this  earth- 
speck  was  assigned  to  them  and  their  imps  for  a  plaything  ? 
If  this  theory  can  be  maintained,  it  accounts  for  thousands 
of  things  that  upon  any  other  hypothesis  seem  utterly  unac- 
countable. It  would  answer  a  million  of  questions  that 
wise  men,  philosophers,  theologists,  and  scientists  are  now 
speculating  about.  If  this  earth  is  governed  by  fixed  laws, 
how  about  storms  at  sea  and  earthquakes  that  shake  it  to 
its  centre  ?  How  about  epidemics  that  carry  death  in  their 
mysterious  marches .''  How  are  the  metalliferous  forma- 
tions so  variable,  the  mountains  so  lacking  in  uniformity,  the 
lands  and  waters  so  wanting  in  systematic  order  ;  the  sea- 
sons so  changing,  and  all  the  supposed  results  of  natural 
laws  so  entirely  uncertain  .'  If  our  suggestion  is  admissible, 
that  this  earth  was  formed  to  allow  bad  angels  to  gamble 
over  it,  we  can  then  understand  all  the  eccentricities  of  its 
organization.  When  it  began  to  form,  and  was  in  atoms, 
swinging  in  nebulous  chaos,  we  can  fancy  the  airy  old  sports 
01  the  "  upper  deep  "  watching  its  development,  and  risking 
jed  checks  upon  the  shape  it  would  assume,  the  functions 


it  \yould  perform,  or  the  kind  of  animal  life  it  would 
maintain.  Every  step  in  its  progress  from  nothing  to  its 
present  rounded  symmetry  of  form  would  have  been  a 
betting  point  among  the  dark  intelligences  that  had  nothing 
better  to  do. 


f  This  theory  would  account  in  a  measure  for  the  mental 
character  and  moral  make-up  of  the  earth's  inhabitants.  It 
would  account  for  the  fact  that  all  of  the  earth's  races  have 
been  gamblers  :  that  among  the  lowest  orders  of  human 
intelligence  and  among  the  highest  gambling  has  been 
a  natural  pursuit.  It  would  account  for  the  seeming  fact 
that  almost  every  incident  of  life  is  mere  chance,  mere  luck, 
mere  accident.  It  is  by  chance  that  we  are  born  at  all  ;  it 
is  by  luck  that  we  survive  the  incidents  of  childhood,  and 
it  is  by  luck  that  we  go  stumbling  through  the  world.  The 
whole  scheme  of  our  lives,  therefore,  is  a  mere  gambling  ven- 
ture. If,  when  one's  father  had  diffidently  popped  the  im- 
portant question,  one's  blushing  mother  had  declined  with 
thanks,  and  married  some  other  fellow,  one  might  have  been 
still  an  unborn  soul  drifting  in  spiritual  cloud  realms. 
If  Bloody  Mary  had  borne  a  son  to  Philip  of  Spain, 
England  would  to-day  have  been  a  Catholic  country.  If 
Elizabeth  had  married  the  Earl  of  Leicester,  Victoria  had 
not  become  the  Queen  of  England.  If  Hortense,  the  royal 
bride  of  Holland,  had  been  faithful  to  her  king,  there  would 
have  been  no  Napoleon  III.  If  Karl  Otto  von  Bismarck 
Schonhausen  had  not  married  Johanna  von  Putkammer. 
he  had  not  become  a  Junker,  an  ultra  Royalist,  and  the 
Prussian  throne  had  not  been  exalted  and  Germany  unified 
at  the  cost  of  France  and  her  provinces  of  Alsace  and 
Lorraine.  Had  it  not  been  for  a  chance  encounter  between 
Juan  Perez  Marchena  and  a  poor  sailor  at  a  road-side  con- 
vent in  Andalusia,  America  would  not  have  been  discovered, 
and  General  Jackson,  General  Grant,  and  General  McComb 
would  never  have  been  distinguished  in  the  military  annals 
of  this  continent.  If  the  father  of  Washington  had  not  mar- 
ried a  second  wife,  the  country  would  have  had  no  Father, 
and  we  should  have  remained  a  dependency  of  the  British 
crown.  If  Rutherford  Hayes  had  not  married,  we  should 
have  no  President  of  the  United  States.  If  the  breeching 
had  broken  on  a  down  grade,  and  the  horses  had  run  away 
and  the  coach  had  tumbled  over  a  precipice,  and  the  driver 
had  been  killed,  the  Second  District  of  California  might  have 
been  represented  in  Congress  by  some  inferior  statesman  in 
place  of  the  Hon.  Frank  Page.  If  it  had  not  been  for  a 
series  of  political  accidents,  our  State  might  never  have 
developed  that  bright  galaxy  of  distinguished  political  leaders 
that  now  adorn  the  ranks  of  the  Republican  party,  and  the 
eminent  law-makers  who  now  cluster  around  the  Hon.  Jo 
Hoge,  Chairman  of  the  Constitutional  Convention.  Gor- 
ham  might  have  still  been  fiddling  in  mountain  bar-rooms, 
Sargent  at  the  printer's  case,  Carr  bunking  in  an  engine- 
house,  Kearney  gathering  clains  upon  the  Irish  beach,  Freud 
making  corsets,  Vacquerel  with  paper  cap  and  cotton  apron 
cooking  for  a  restaurant,  and  Paul  Bonnet  frizzing  hair  on 
Sutter  Street.  If  the  bonanzas  were  not  placed  by  the  mer- 
est chance  in  the  great  fissure  of  the  Comstock  vein,  and  if 
it  were  not  the  merest  luck  to  find  one,  the  crowns  of  the 
bonanza  kings  might  have  been  placed  upon  other  heads  ; 
and  if  Squire  P.  Dewey  had  not  shorted  dividends,  he  might 
not  now  be  enacting  the  role  of  the  sow  that  the  devil 
sheared. 

"  Luck"  is  the  word.  Everything  turns  upon  luck  ;  and 
because  no  human  intelligence  can  see  one  moment  into  the 
future,  or  foretell  any  event,  or  draw  aside  the  curtain  of 
death  to  see  beyond  the  portals  of  the  tomb,  every  event  to 
happen  is  a  gambling  point — nothing  certain  but  death  and 
taxes,  and  there  are  exceptions  to  these  rules,  still  leaving 
betting  points  at  odds.  Elijah  went  up  to  heaven  in  a 
chariot  of  fire;  and  so  long  as  the  present  Supreme  Court 
exists,  there  is  no  telling  whether  taxes  can  be  collected  for 
the  opening  of  IVlontgomery  Avenue  or  not.  Medicine  is  an 
experimental  science,  and  it  is  not  even  yet  quite  determined 
how  many  doctors  nor  how  much  medicine  it  takes  to  make 
death  certain.  The  law  is  a  speculative  science;  the  verdict 
of  a  jury  is  -like  a  square  deal  at  faro,  if  you  give  the  dealer 
the  benefit  in  case  of  a  "hung"  verdict.  Theology  is  a 
conundrum  harder  to  guess  than  the  string  game,  chuck-a- 
luck,  or  three-card  monte.  Every  church  plays  its  thimbles 
and  arranges  its  loops  in  ways  that  make  it  impossible  to 
guess  where,  the  little  joker  lies  or  to  put  your  finger  in  the 
untangled  skein  of  dogmatic  mysteries.  Commerce  is  a 
gamble,  pure  and  simple;  it  requires  some  skill,  some  expe- 
rience, some  judgment,  some  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
some  knowledge  of  the  resources,  credit,  and  character  ol 
the  parties  with  whom  the  trader  deals,  and  the  more  the 
better.  It  is  the  same  with  the  game  of  draw.  It  requires 
genius  and  judgment  to  play  poker  with  any  degree  of  suc- 
cess. A  cool  hand,  a  steady  nerve,  an  unflinching  cheek,  an 
eye  that  never  blinks,  facial  muscles  that  never  twitch,  reso- 
lution that  never  falters,  courage  that  never  fails,  are  all 
eisential  to  the  game  of  draw.  The  farm,  with  its  fields  of 
grain,  orchard,  vineyard,  meadows,  and  pasture,  may  be 
likened  to  the  green  cloth  over  which  the  cards  are  spread. 
If  the  season  is  dry,  the  farmer  must  copper  his  grain  crop; 
the  curculio  destroys  his  vines,  worms  eat  his  fruit,  and  if  he 


stands  to  win  under  a  plentiful  harvest  of  grain,  Liverpool 
and  Mark  Lane  go  back  on  him  with  a  glutted  market,  and 
the  middleman  takes  all  the  percentage  of  the  game. 
Manufacturing,  finance,  politics,  war,  diplomacy,  marriage — 
all  are  games  of  chance.     It  is  all  luck. 


The  old  Californian  Argonaut  remembers  the  early  min- 
ing camp  ;  its  great  saloon  or  its  spacious  round  tent ;  its 
music,  bar,  and  glittering  heaps  of  coin  and  dust ;  its  wild 
scenes  of  revelry  and  riot,  and  its  tragic  incidents  of  sud- 
den encounter,  passionate  struggle,  and  frequent  deaths. 
The  old  San  Franciscan  recalls  the  time  when  Portsmouth 
Square  (the  Plaza)  was  the  centre  of  a  gambling  hell  ;  when 
the  evening  was  a  carnival  and  the  night  a  saturnalia  of 
wild  revels ;  when  grave  judges,  professional  men,  and 
merchants  whirled  in  the  mazy  dance  at  the  California  Ex- 
change in  company  with  the  fair  ones  who  flourished  in  the 
pre-nuptial  era  of  our  fast  lives.  This  seed  bore  fruit,  and 
the  business  man  who  gamed  at  night  gambled  the  next  day 
in  merchandise  ;  cornered  goods  in  the  market,  studied 
invoices  to  arrive  as  cards  in  the  pack,  took  advantage  of 
long  voyages  and  lack  of  information  as  he  would  from 
aces  or  a  flush.  The  telegraph  and  railroad  drove  these 
hogging  games  out  of  existence,  and  the  silver  discoveries 
gave  us  a  new  game  of  hazard— one  that  beat  all  the  old 
ones,  and  the  result  of  which  has  been  to  drive  legiti- 
mate gambling  almost  out  of  existence.  It  found  us  a  com- 
munity of  gamblers,  tired  of  the  old  tricks  of  the  old  games, 
and  eager  for  a  new  one.  Stock-gambling  was  a  new  one. 
It  was  respectable.  We  dedicated  a  temple  to  it  on  Pine 
Street.  We  appointed  high  priests  to  minister  at  its  altars. 
We  carried  our  treasures  and  our  earnings  to  it  as  gifts  to 
its  gods.  It  eats  us  up,  and  still  we  are  devoted  to  its  wor- 
ship. It  consumes  our  substance,  destroys  our  children, 
debauches  our  women ;  for  it  we  swindle  and  steal  and  over- 
reach our  neighbors,  sweat  and  struggle  and  toil,  plot  and 
scheme  and  intrigue.  In  the  olden  time  a  few  tens  of  thou- 
sands limited  the  game.  We  have  since  taken  off'  the  limit, 
and  our  last  exploit  in  "bucking  against  the  tiger"  of  Pine 
Street  was  to  lose  thirty-two  millions  in  thirty-two  hours  ! 
If  California  ever  raises  an  altar  to  the  god  of  her  idolatrj'i 
it  will  be  a  colossal  statue,  with  smiling  countenance  :  The 
God  of  Chance,  with  gamblers  worshiping  at  his  shrine. 


We  do  not  intend  to  correct  this  tendency.  We  are  not 
quite  sure  that  we  wish  to  bring  about  any  reform  in  this  di- 
rection. We  propose  to  accept  the  situation  and  make  the 
most  of  it.  In  the  early  and  golden  days  of  our  State,  gam- 
bling was  a  recognized  pursuit,  and  its  professionals  were 
men  of  highest  honor  and  strictest  integrity.  Start  not, 
dear  reader  !  We  know  what  we  say,  and  we  speak  by  the 
card.  We  could  name  a  score  of  splendid  fellows — knights 
of  the  green  cloth — who  would  scorn  to  do  an  ungentlemanly 
act,  and  who  into  all  the  relations  of  business  life  carried 
souls  of  honor.  They  would  lose  an  arm  sooner  than  to 
draw  a  dishonest  card.  They  were  generous,  just,  and  cliari- 
table  ;  they  were  intelligent,  brave,  and  genial.  They  would 
not  allow  a  young  boy,  or  a  clerk,  or  one  holding  a  fiduciary 
trust,  to  play  at  one  of  their  games.  Billy  Chapman  sent 
General  Joe  Hooker  to  the  battle-field,  paid  his  passage  and 
his  outfit.  Whipple  gave  largely  to  the  sanitary  fund  during 
the  war,  and  when  the  law  frowned  upon  the  "  tiger,"  became 
a  successful — and  was  an  honorable — merchant.  Charles 
Burrows  could  quote  you  Shakspeare,  and  was  a  gentleman 
by  birth  and  education.  We  have  a  kindly  memoiy  ot  those 
olden  times  when  the  games  of  faro,  monte,  rouge-et-noir, 
roulette,  were  played  openly  and  honestly  in  the  glare  of 
light  to  the  sound  of  music.  Less  harm  in  gambling  then 
than  now,  when  driven  to  secret  dens.  California  will  al- 
ways have  a  co.Timunity  of  gamblers.  Its  climate,  its  mines, 
its  everj'thing  tends  to  the  temptation  of  hazard  ;  and  so  long 
as  it  will  be  so,  had  we  not  better  recognize  the  fact  and 
make  our  efforts  tend  rather  to  elevate  it  than  to  endeavor  to 
abolish  it.  The  German  Ciovernment  has  driven  gaming  from 
the  Kursaals  at  Hombourg  and  Baden-Baden.  The  French 
refuse  to  license  it  at  their  watering  places.  Monaco  is  now 
the  only  other  place  than  San  Francisco  for  openly  playing  the 
gambling  game.  We  are  not  now  justifying  the  vulgar  gam- 
bling with  cards  ;  the  day  of  the  "  tiger  "  has  passed  ;  this  is 
the  reign  of  the  "  wild  cat."  Let  us  keep  down  gambling  with 
dice  and  cardboard,  but  let  us  keep  alive  our  stock  exchange. 
Let  us  invite  to  our  Kursaal  of  Pine  Street  the  gamblers  of 
the  old  world,  and  beg  them  to  risk  upon  our  mining  stocks 
the  ventures  they  ha\'e  been  wont  to  stake  upon  the  green 
cloth  of  their  fashionable  health  resorts.  It  strikes  us  tliat  a 
communit)'  of  gamblers  ought  to  be  a  very  jolly  and  a  very 
prosperous  one,  and  if  we  can  gather  heic  all  the  sports  of 
Europe  and  the  East,  to  risk  their  money  upon  our  stock 
certificates,  it  will  make  money  plenty  and  times  good.  It 
will  help  business.  Our  streets  will  be  thronged  with  fashion- 
able people,  real  estate  will  advance,  elegant  houses  be  con- 
structed, and  we  of  the  small  and  virtuous  minority,  who  can 
lay  our  hands  upon  our  waistcoats,  beneath  which  oi;r  honest 
hearts  beat,  and  truthfully  assert  that  in  life,  in  marriage,  in 
society,  in  business,  in  religion,  and  in  death,  vi  never  took 
a  risk,  or  run  a  venture,  or  hazarded  an  c^■(^,^  -  \,  liy.  we, 
perhaps,  had  better  emigrate  to  some  beiiei 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


THE  FAMOUS  SAUSAGE  PIZZOLA  BUILT, 


This  is  the  sausage  Pizzola  builL 

This  is  the  stuffing 

That  lay  in  the  sausage  Pizzola  builL 

This  is  the  bowel  so  nice  and  ihin. 
That    held    so    closely    wrapped 

within 
The  fragrant  stuffing 
That   lay  in  the  sausage   Pizzola 

built. 

This  is  the  medal,  presen-ed  with  care. 
The  Italian  took  at  Mechanics'  Fair, 

All  for  the  bowel  so  nice  and  thin. 

That  held,  so  closely  wrapped  within 

The  mysterious  stuffing 

That  Liy  in  the  sausage  Pizzola  built 

This  is  the  shop  on  Dupont  Street 
Where  people  rushed  to  get  the  meat 
That  look  the  medal,  preserved  with  care, 
The  Italian  got  at  Mechanics*  Fair — 


/'(7c>  on. 

This  is  the  boy  with  the  brimless  hat 
Who  came  to  the  place  with  a  Thomas  cat, 
Giroc  to  the  shop  on  Dupont  Street 
\\'hcre  people  flocked  to  get  the  meat — 

(Forte  z'h-ace. 
This  is  the  woman,  short  and  fat. 
XNTio  frightened  the  youth  by  hollering  "  scat," 
Frightened  the  boy  with  the  brimless  hat 
Who  came  to  the  place  with  a  Thoma:;  cat — 

(Scherzo. 
This  is  the  cleaver,  covered  with  blood. 
That  lopped  off  the  tail  with  an  awful  thud. 
Sickening  the  woman,  short  and  fat. 
Who  frightened  the  youth,  by  hollering  "scat" — 

(Adagio. 
This  is  the  salt,  that  was  kept  in  a  pail. 
To  put  on  the  stump  of  the  Maltese  tail 
Made  by  the  cleaver  covered  with  blood 
That  lopped  off  the  tail  with  an  awful  thud — 

(Con  seniimento. 
This  is  the  yell  that  rent  the  sky 
Wlien  the  guillotine  dropped,  and  the  fur  did  fly 
Into  the  salt,  that  was  kept  in  a  pail. 
To  put  on  the  stump  of  the  Maltese  tail — 

(Faga  del  diavolo. 
These  the  bo>-s  who  followed  the  trail 
Of  the  bob-tailed  Tommy  o'er  hill  and  dale, 
Led  on  by  the  ^-ell  that  rent  the  sky 
When  the  guillotine  dropped,  and  the  fur  did  fly — 

(Forte  vivace. 
This  the  policeman,  tall  and  thin. 
Who  found  the  neighbors  all  in  a  grin. 
Watching  the  boys  who  followed  the  trail 
Of  the  bob-tailed  Thomas  o'er  hill  and  dale 


(Piano. 


(Sforzando. 


This  is  the  warrant  describing  the  sin 

By  which  "Old  Sausage"  was  "taJcen  in'' 

By  the  policeman,  tall  and  thin. 

Who  found  the  neighbors  all  in  a  grin — 


TTiis  is  the  evidence  given  in  court 
By  the  hoodlum  boys,  who  sold  it  short, 
Endorsing  the  warrant  describing  the  sin. 
By  which  "Old  Sausage"  was  "taken  in'* — 

(Passijgio  chromatieo. 
This  the  statement,  not  overwrought. 
How  twenty  cats  for  a  dollar  were  bought. 
Given  in  evidence  told  in  court 
By  hoodlum  boys  who  sold  it  short — 

(Capriccioso. 
This  is  the  plea  that  was  made  so  well. 
But  received  with  sneers  and  a  blunt  oh — 
Well,  this  is  the  record,  not  overwrought. 
Given  in  evidence,  told  in  court — 

(Adagio  con  seniimento. 
This  is  the  break  in  the  breakfast  bill 
When  the  papers  got  hold  of  the  sausage  mill. 
Discussing  the  plea  that  was  made  so  well. 
Asserting  that  somebody  lied  like 

(Pianissitno. 
This  is  the  man  who  was  found  stone  dead 
With  a  lump  in  his  stomach  heavy  as  lead. 
Who  had  read  of  the  break  in  the  breakfast  bill. 
When  ilie  papers  got  hold  of  the  sausage  mill — 

(Piano. 
These  are  the  butchers  all  forlorn. 
Who  in  1850  came  round  the  Horn, 
Cursing  the  man  who  was  found  stone  dead 
With  a  lump  in  his  stomach  heavy  as  lead — 

(Fortissimo  P'ivavissimo. 
This  is  the  fraud,  so  promptly  spiked, 
For  which  Pizzola  got  disliked, 
And  the  miserable  butchers,  all  forlorn, 
Who  in  1850  came  round  the  Horn, 
Cursing  the  man  who  was  found  stone  dead 
With  a  lump  in  his  stomach  hea%'j*  as  lead, 
Bewailing  the  break  in  the  breakfast  bill. 
When  the  papers  got  into  the  sausage  mill. 
Discussing  the  plea  that  was  made  so  well. 
But  received  with  howLi  and  a  fierce  oh !  — 
Well  this  is  the  statement,  not  ovenvTouglit, 
How  twenty  cats  for  a  dollar  were  bought. 
Given  in  c\idencc.  told  in  court 
By  hoodlum  bo's  who  sold  it  short. 
Endorsing  the  warrant,  describing  the  sin 
By  which  "Old  Sausage'*  was  "taken  in'' 
By  the  policeman  tall  and  thin. 
Who  found  the  neighbors  all  in  a  grin. 
Watching  the  boys  who  followed  the  trail 
Of  the  l»b-iailed  Thomas  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Led  on  by  the  yell  that  rent  the  sky 
When  the  gmlloline  dropped  and  the  fur  did  fly 
Into  the  salt  that  was  kept  in  a  pail 
To  put  on  the  stump  of  the  Maltese  tail. 
Made  by  the  clearer  covered  with  blood, 
Tliat  whacked  off  tlie  tail  uitb  an  awful  thud — 
Sickening  the  woman  short  and  fat, 
Who  frightened  the  boy  by  hollering  "scat,"' 
Worried  the  boy  with  the  brimless  hat. 
Who  came  to  the  place  with  a  Thomas  cat. 
Came  to  the  shop  on  Dupont  Street, 
Where  people  rushed  to  get  the  meat 
That  took  the  medal.  preser\-ed  with  care. 
The  Italian  got  at  Meclianics'  Fair, 
For  the  festive  bowel,  nice  and  thin. 
That  held  so  safely  wrapped  within 
The  cat-meat  stuffing 
That  lay  in  the  sausage  Pi£z<^  built. 


"Not  too  much  of  it." 


A.  K.  B.  CLUB  CONVERSATION. 


Discussing  the  Succulent  and  Toothsome  Canvas-Back. 


BV  A.   S.    BENDER. 


"Is  all  our  company  here  ?  " 

"  All  but  T — ,  who  will  be  on  time,  so  you  need  not 

'Call  them  generally,  man  by  man,  according  to  the  scrip.' 

It  lacks  fifteen  minutes  of  seven.  Please  go  on,  M — , 
with  your  lecture  ;  it  will  interest  B —  as  much  as  any  one, 
and  he  will  have  something  to  say  also  when  you  have  done." 

"  I  was  saying  that  there  is  no  difference  between  the 
canvas-back  of  the  Atlantic  waters  and  our  own  bird.  The 
fact  is  established  that  this  duck  does  not  nest  anywhere  in 
the  Kastem  States,  though  it  does  so  in  the  West.  It  breeds 
in  the  Rocky  Mountains,  from  latitude  49  dcg.  northward. 
Its  young  have  been  seen  while  still  unable  to  fly  in  the 
Cascade  Mountains,  and  Captain  Dall  saw  them  in  summer 
in  abundance  on  the  Yukon  River.  I  have  heard,  too,  that 
when  the  annual  flight  southward  commences,  the  great 
multitude  divides  and  streams  away  to  the  East  and  West — 
the  old  birds  presumably  leading  their  families  back  to  their 
own  feeding  grounds  of  the  last  season.  Certain  it  is  that 
they  make  their  nests  here  and  in  Chesapeake  Bay  at  the 
same  time. 

'  Ever>'thing  which  has  been  published  regarding  the  habit 
of  this  duck  has  come  from  Eastern  pens,  and  is  founded 
upon  experience  had  in  Eastern  waters  ;  and  we  learn  about 
as  follows  :  His  scientific  name  is  Aythya  vaUisncria  or 
Fuligitla  vallisueria.  He  arrives  at  his  feeding  grounds 
about  the  first  of  November,  and  selects  such  as  furnish 
abundantly  the  zostcra  vaiiisncria,  upon  the  roots  of  which  he 
prefers  to  feed  and  from  which  he  takes  his  specific  name.  The 
plant  grows  on  shoals  where  the  water  is  eight  or  nine  feet  in 
depth,  and  which  are  never  entirely  bare  ;  its  root  or  stem 
lies  horizontally  in  the  mud  and  somewhat  resembles  small 
celer>* ;  its  leaves  are  narrow,  grass-like  blades,  two  or  three 
feet  long,  which  are  left  by  the  duck  spread  in  long  rows 
upon  the  water.  He  dives  for  the  root,  and  having  torn  it  up 
rises  to  the  surface,  being  of  course  unable  to  swallow  it 
while  under  water.  Often  before  he  has  shaken  the  water 
from  his  eyes  he  is  robbed  by  the  widgeon  and  redhead, 
which  cannot  dive,  and  being  equally  fond  of  this  root  obtain 
it  by  robbing  the  industrious  canvas-back. 

"  It  seems  to  be  admitted  on  all  hands  that  the  peculiar 
and  delicious  flavor  of  the  duck  is  derived  from  this  root. 
'Frank  Forester'  (H.  W.  Herbert)  says  that  'what  renders 
the  canvas-back  of  the  waters  of  the  Chesapeake  the  very 
best  bird  that  flies  is  the  wild  celery  which  he  eats  there,  and 
cannot  get  in  Long  Island  Sound  or  on  the  Jersey  shore, 
where  he  is  at  best  a  fourth-rate  duck.' 

"  A  writer  in  a  late  number  of  a  sportman's  paper  says, 
regarding  shooting  canvass-backs  on  the  Susquehanna  Flats 
on  the  first  of  November,  that  'although  it  is  sport  of  the 
most  exciting  character,  fit  to  make  a  hearty  sportsman's 
blood  thrill,  yet  it  seems  like  useless  slaughter.  The  game 
is  hardly  worth  carr^-ing  home.  At  this  season  it  is  rank, 
though  exceedingly  fat,  from  the  unlimited  supply  of  food. 
Later  in  the  season,  when  the  ribbon  grass  is  washed  out 
and  nothing  but  celer}'-  can  be*  had,  the  birds  are  prime  for 
the  table-'  Another  writer  in  the  same  journal  speaks  of 
this  duck  (as  well  as  others)  as  often  '  suffering  from  the  pangs 
of  hunger  on  first  reaching  the  feeding  grounds  ; '  but  adds 
that  after  cleaning  themselves  with  long  and  vigorous  splash- 
ing in  the  water  and  with  great  flapping  of  wings,  and  care- 
fully arranging  their  feathers,  they  begin  their  search  for 
food,  and  in  a  week  or  two  become  fat  and  juicy.  There 
seems  to  be  a  httle  conflict  of  evidence  here  as  to  the  condi- 
tion in  which  the  duck  reaches  the  feeding  grounds,  but  all 
the  writers  agree  that  he  owes  his  fine  flavor  to  a  plant  which 
they  call  *wild  celery  ;'  though  it  is  not  celery  at  all,  and 
does  not  resemble  it  in  the  least  except  slightly,  as  has  been 
already  said,  in  the  shape  of  the  root,  but  is  simply  the 
aquatic  plant  Vallisneria  spualis.  Xo  mention  is  anywhere 
made  of  his  eating  any  other  food  than  the  grasses,  and  it  is 
presumed  that  he  is  considered  a  vegetable  feeder  only. 

"  I  have  referred  to  these  published  statements  in  order  to 
compare  them  with  our  own  experience  of  the  same  bird  on 
these  shores.  The  canvas-back  comes  to  us  in  the  last  days 
of  October,  and  is  then  in  as  good  condition  and  as  ready 
for  the  table  as  at  any  time  in  the  season.  Whether  he 
comes  from  the  far  north,  where  the  Russian  Telegraph 
Company's  explorers  found  him  nesting,  we  do  not  know. 
There  may  be  breeding  places  nearer  to  us,  though  to  birds 
of  such  power  of  flight  distance  is  of  small  consequence  ;  or 
there  may  be  mountain  lakes,  as  yet  undiscovered,  where 
the  flavor-giving  plant  is  to  be  found.  It  does  once  in  a 
while  happen  that  the  birds  are  in  bad  case  when  they 
come.  It  was  so  last  year,  and,  although  owing  to  the 
widely  spread  waters  of  that  season  comparatively  few  were 
brought  to  market,  all  those  which  I  saw  throughout  the  whole 
time  were  verj'  poor  ;  but  the  general  rule  is  as  I  have  said. 

"  In  the  bays  of  San  Pablo  and  Suisun  and  their  wide 
sloughs,  and  in  the  Sacramento  and  San  Joaquin  rivers,  the 
canvas-back  of  this  part  of  California  spends  the  long  gentle 
season  which  we  call  winter.  If  at  the  other  side  of  the  con- 
tinent he  haunts  by  choice,  as  has  been  said,  the  edge  of  the 
thin  ice  and  the  waters  just  upon  the  point  of  congealing,  he 
is  obliged  to  forego  that  enjoyment  here  ;  but  here  he  re- 
mains in  seeming  content  often  until  April.  In  flocks  and 
clumps  of  goodly  size,  though  not  in  such  multitudes  as  in 
and  about  the  Chesapeake,  he  feeds  and  keeps  fat  and  de- 
licious until  the  later  part  of  the  time,  and  then  begins  gen- 
erally to  get  rank  and  to  acquire  a  coarse,  fishy  odor  and 
taste.  Once  in  a  while  one  is  killed  at  the  end  of  the  season 
that  has  not  done  so,  but  the  case  is  rare. 

"  I  have  said  that  he  feeds,  and  keeps  fat  and  delicious. 
Bitt  IV hat  does  Ju  cat  ?  It  is  agreed  that  the  Eastern  bird 
owes  its  excellence  to  the  root  of  the  Valisncria  spiralis^  and 
we  may  not  gainsay  it.  It  is  agreed  among  us,  who  are  ac- 
quainted with  and  have  eaten  both,  that  our  bird  has  the 
same  condition  of  flesh  and  the  same  marked  and  excellent 
flavor  as  his  relatives  of  the  other  coast.  Our  duck  dives, 
to  be  sure,  but  he  leaves  no  long  rows  of  grass-blades  float- 
ing on  the  water  ;  robbed  he  may  be  by  the  widgeon  and  the 
redhead,  but  not  of  the  root  of  the  Valisncria  spiralis,  for  I 
can  get  no  evidence  that  the  plant  grows   in  our  waters. 


What  shall  we  say  ?  Have  all  the  Eastern  sportsmen  and 
epicures  been  all  this  time  in  error  in  ascribing  the  flavor  of 
the  canvas-back  to  this  particular  plant?  Have  we  another 
which  gives  that  same  flavor?  In  this  distinguishing  quality 
inherent  in  the  bird,  only  needing  food  of  a  certain  delicacy 
to  be  developed,  and  can  it  be  that  it  is  only  absent  in  ex- 
ceptional cases,  as  in  the  last  season,  when  a  wide  spread  of 
water  with  its  great  deposit  of  sediment  may  have  destroyed 
or  covered  up  every  kind  of  food  but  the_  coarsest  ? 

**  And  one  question  more.  Is  it  certain  that  the  canvas- 
back  is  a  pure  grass-eater  only?  Is  it  certain  that  he  does 
not  seek  the  sea-slug,  and  the  little  delicate  pearly-shelled 
clam,  and  the  minute  crab,  so  plentiful  along  the  shores  in 
some  parts  of  the  upper  bays  ?  Is  that  strong  bill  given  him 
to  pull  up  by  the  roots  a  plant  which  two,  certainly,  of  our 
botanists  have  never  seen  in  this  State?  And  what  is  he 
plunging  and  dipping  for  so  merrily,  and  busily,  and  persist- 
ently alone  the  line  of  the  retiring  tide  on  the  bay  side  of 
Mare  Island,  on  a  flat  where  there  is  not  a  semblance  of 
vegetable  growth  ?  Perhaps  he  does  eat  these,  perhaps 
many  hunters  know  the  fact,  but  it  has  never  been  declared; 
and  if  it  is  true,  how  is  it  that  the  bird  keeps  his  delicate  fla- 
vor so  long  ?  But  I  have  said  enough.  I  hope  some  one 
will  some  time  answer  my  questions.  I  have  told  all  I  know 
about  the  bird,  and  something  more.  What  have  you  to 
say,  B — ,  about  hunting  and  killing  him  ?" 

"  I  will  begin,  as  you  did,  by  a  reference  to  the  Eastern 
bird.  It  used  to  be  set  down  as  established  that  he  would 
not  fly  to  decoys,  and  must  be  killed  from  a  floating  battery 
or  sink,  from  a  blind  on  a  point  over  which  he  must  fly  from 
one  reach  of  the  bay  to  another,  or  by  tolling — that  is,  entic- 
ing a  flock  by  the  gambols  of  a  trained  dog  to  swim  toward 
the  shore,  which  a  fatal  curiosity  always  impels  it  to  do, 
and,  when  it  comes  within  range,  pouring  in  the  contents  of 
all  the  guns  hidden  among  the  rushes  on  the  bank.  This  is, 
I  believe,  still  practiced  ;  but  gentlemen  shooting  for  sport 
are  gradually  coming  to  prefer  the  method  so  commonly  fol- 
lowed by  us,  of  setting  out  decoys  in  front  of  a  shore  blind, 
and  shooting  the  birds  as  they  wheel  to  and  sweep  above  the 
wooden  counterfeits.  The  pot-hunters  have  a  murderous 
way  of  rowing  down  to  the  feeding  grounds  at  night  in  boats, 
carr)-ing  in  the  bow  a  light  and  reflector,  and  shooting  right 
and  left  among  the  bewildered  birds  who  have  been  attracted 
almost  within  arm's  length  ;  but  this  is  regarded  with  disfa- 
vor, and  I  am  not  sure  but  it  is  illegal.  Our  way  of  dealing 
with  the  canvas-back  is  pleasant  and  easy  ;  as  the  climate  is 
moderate,  we  seldom  suffer  from  cold  while  sitting  in  the 
booth  or  while  setting  out  and  taking  in  the  decoy.  With  a 
stool  of  fifteen  or  twenty  well  made  imitations,  in  a  spot  ju- 
diciously chosen,  off  a  point  projecting  beyond  the  general 
line  of  the  shore,  just  enough  to  make  the  bunch  a  little  con- 
spicuous from  either  direction,  and  a  breeze  sufficient  to  sJiake 
t{p  the  water  a  little  and  make  the  ducks  disposed  to  move 
about,  you  will  hardly  fail  to  get  as  many  shots  as  you  desire, 
and  to  have  as  many  ducks  as  you  will  wish  to  walk  under  if 
you  are  far  from  home.  M — ,  there,  who  is,  however,  rather 
a  crack  duck-hunter,  and  another  man,  bagged  forty-five,  be- 
sides losing  by  their  diving  some  eight  or  ten  wounded  ones ; 
and,  though  the  men  were  a  longer  time  in  the  blind,  I  be- 
lieve the  birds  were  all  killed  inside  of  two  hours — all  single 
shots,  too,  and  no  slaying  half  a  dozen  at  once  as  they  swam 
in  a  body  up  to  the  decoys.  M —  killed  and  bagged  more 
than  thirty  of  the  number,  and  they  were  all  killed  clean  and 
dead.  He  used  a  gun  of  fourteen  calibre  and  No.  7  shot — 
which  may  be  an  item  worth  marking  by  some  of  you  who 
believe  in  gauges  of  nine  or  ten  and  Xo.  4.  But  nearly  all 
of  you  have  had  practice  in  this  sport,  and  require  no  teach- 
ing from  me.  I  w'ill  not  ask  you  why  the  canvas-backs  flock 
into  ponds  about  Suisun  Bay,  and  why  this  bay  duck  abounds 
in  Tulare  Lake,  for  you  could  not  answer  ;  but  as  this  is  the 
first  time  of  our  meeting  for  a  regular  canvas-back  dinner, 
I  will  ask  P —  how  he  has  has  ordered  them  to  be  cooked, 
and  what  we  are  to  eat  with  them?" 

"  Before  answering  your  question,  I  will,  in  imitation  of 
you,  my  two  fellow- lecturers,  say  a  word  about  his  treatment 
in  the  Eastern  States.  It  is  so  long  since  I  shot  or  tasted  a 
canvas-back  on  the  other  side,  that  all  ways  of  doing  either 
may  have  changed  completely  since  ;  but  I  remember  me 
of  a  bird  roasted  for  fifteen  minutes  and  sent  to  the  table, 
where  he  was  car\-ed  like  a  chicken,  the  pieces  laid  in  a 
chafing-dish  over  an  alcohol  lamp,  and  stewed  in  his  own 
gravy,  mixed  with  wine,  currant  jelly,  red  pepper,  and  doubt- 
less other  things.  It  was  good  undeniably,  but  it  might 
have  been  any  other  duck  as  well.  A  late  article  in  an 
Eastern  paper  says  a  quick  oven  will  roast  a  canvas-back 
sufficiently  in  twenty-two  minutes,  and  that  it  should  never 
remain  in  over  twenty-five.  The  article  generally  shows 
good  knowledge  of  the  subject,  but  we  consider  the  time 
named  far  too  long.  The  writer  says  truly  that  no  gravy 
need  be  prepared,  that  much  depends  on  the  carving  (and 
tells  how  to  carve  also,i,  and  adds  that  dry  champagne  or 
burgundy  is  a  fit  companion.  I  differ  with  him  a  little,  and 
so,  without  quoting  him  further,  will  say  that  your  ducks  as 
soon  as  drawn  were  wiped  dr^' ;  that  before  cooking  a  table- 
spoonful  of  ver>'  salt  water  will  be  poured  in,  and  the  duck 
turned  round  and  over  to  distribute  it — that  is  all  the  season- 
ing that  is  used  by  the  cook;  next,  the  bird  will  repose  in  a 
hot  oven  for  scvc7iict7i  minutes;  it  will  then  be  removed, 
placed  on  a  hot,  dry  dish,  and  brought  to  table.  The  fork 
will  be  placed  across  the  breast-bone  with  one  tine  touching 
it  on  each  side;  the  knife  shall  deftly  follow  the  bone  closely 
along,  pass  skillfully  through  the  joints  of  the  wing  and  leg, 
and  one-half  of  the  bird  in  a  single  slice  shall  slip  gently  into 
the  gra\y  that  will  be  rapidly  pouring  into  the  dish;  the 
other  side  shall  be  similarly  treated,  and  only  the  carcase 
shall  remain  upon  the  fork.  One  of  these  slices  shall  be 
placed  on  the  hot  plate  which  will  be  given  you,  a  share  of 
the  rich  natural  gravy  shall  be  added;  you  shall  have  a  slice 
of  lime  and  some  aji,  or  if  you  prefer  it  some  cayenne  pep- 
per shall  be  at  your  command.  A  portion  of  that  celery 
salad  which  the  Doctor  is  so  carefully  preparing  shall  be 
given  you,  and  the  bottle  shall  be  within  easy  reach.  Thence- 
forth you  are  under  your  own  guidance;  you  shall  season, 
you  shall  divide,  you  shall  eat  as  you  will.  Thus  dine  those 
who  love  the  canvas-back  for  himself  alone.  But  here  is 
T — .  Let  us  take  our  glass  of  vermouth,  our  few  spoon- 
fuls of  preparatory  botdllon^  and  then — our  canvas-back 
duck." 


Industry  need  not  wish. — Fraiiklin. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


LITERATURE 


From  his  new  volume,  Tlie  Fireside  Encyclopedia  of  Poe- 
try, "  comprising,"  he  says,  "  the  best  poems  of  the  most  fa- 
mous writers,  English  and  American.  Mr.  Henry  T.  Coates 
explains  that  it  has  been  his  aim  to  exclude  that  class  of 
work  which  "  would  tend  to  undermine  any  one's  faith,  or 
destroy  a  single  virtuous  impulse."  This  is  perhaps  not  a 
very  high  standard  of  exclusion,  if  we  may  use  the  term,  but 
it  may  be  necessary  in  a  "fireside  "  encyclopedia.  Most  of 
the  people  who  know  anything  of,  or  care  anything  about, 
poetry  are  not  afraid  to  encounter  a  passage  of  questionable 
morahty  here  and  there.  Their  "faith  "and  "virtuous  im- 
pulses "  are  not  at  the  mercy  of  even  the  most  "  powerful 
rhyme."  And  then  some  of  them  are  destitute  of  faith  and 
virtuous  impulses  already. 

Captain  Chaworth  Musters,  who  published  some  years 
ago,  a  remarkable  work  on  Patagonia,  and  is  now  British 
Consul  for  the  Portuguese  possessions  in  Eastern  Africa,  is' 
a  grandson  of  the  Marj^  Chaworth,  Lord  Byron's  romantic 
youthful  passion  for  whom,  he  produced  one  of  the  finest 
poems  in  any  language.  "  Jack  Musters,"  whom  the  gentle 
Mary  had  the  prudence  to  prefer  to  the  fledgling  rhymster, 
was  a  stolid,  dram-drinking  country  squire — something  like 
the  fellow  whom  Tennyson's  "  Cousin  Amy  "  preferred  to  her 
poet — but  notwithstanding  these  advantages  he  did  not  turn 
out  very  well.  But  it  was  an  error  on  the  right  side,  to  marry 
a  granger  instead  of  a  poet. 


A  New  York  journal  of  rather  radical  character  has 
"acted  on  the  advice  of  the  Amencan  Philological  Associa- 
tion "  by  dropping  the  final  "  e  "  in  the  words  "  give,"  "  have," 
and  "  live."  This  is  a  modest  enough  beginning  in  spelling 
reform  to  satisfy  the  most  conservative.  We  hope  our  con- 
temporary will  in  time  make  the  bold  venture  of  dropping 
the  useless  "  o  "  in  the  word  "  stough." 


Houghton,  Osgood  &  Co.  have  issued  a  second  edition  of 
Haug's  Essays  oh  the  Sacred  Langtcage,  ll'ritijigs,  and  JRe- 
ligion  of  the  Pa?'sis.  The  Parsis  are  the  fire-worshiping  de- 
cendants  of  the  old  Persians,  who  emigrated  to  escape  mas- 
sacre and  persecution  at  the  hands  of  the  Mussulmans. 
They  live  in  India,  and  constitute  a  prosperous,  highly  in, 
telligent,  and  deserving  people.  They  are  Aryans,  of  the 
same  race  as  ourselves,  though  of  purer  blood  ;  but  they 
worship  a  god  that  we  use  to  cook  the  heretics  who  deny 
ours. 


M.  Thiers  left  in  manuscript  a  philosophical  work,  of 
which  he  wrote  to  Mile.  Dosne  :  "  If  God  does  not  suffer 
me  to  enjoy  my  glory — for  this  work  surpassess  all  my  histo- 
rical works — you,  Elise  and  F^lecite,  will  enjoy  it."  Mme. 
Thiers  has  just  put  it  into  the  hands  of  M.  Mignet  to  edit. 
It  is  curious  to  learn  that  a  part  of  it  had  to  be  rewritten  be- 
cause M.  Thiers,  as  late  in  life  as  1S73,  had  taken  up  the 
study  of  botany  and  astronomy,  of  which  he  was  previously 
ignorant.  Observe  the  inconvenience  entailed  by  acquiring 
new  knowledge. 


Mr.  Edgar  Fawcett  continues  to  pour  out  his  poesy  like 
water — or  milk-and-water — in  the  magazines.  Some  of  his 
sonnets  (the  sonnet  is  his  favorite  method  of  uttering  him- 
self) are  pleasing,  none  of  them  great,  all  of  them — too  many. 
Shakspeare  wrote  one  hundred  and  fifty-four  sonnets,  more 
than  any  other  famous  English  poet,  and  Shakspeare  is  im- 
mortal. It  appears  to  be  Mr.  Fawcett's  ambition  to  write 
one  hundred  and  fifty-five,  and  be  more  immortal  than  Shak- 
speare. 

It  was  our  intention  to  notice  in  this  column  the  Christ- 
mas numbers  of  the  various  magazines,  but  we  have  disqual- 
ified ourselves  for  the  critical  function  by  losing  our  mental 
equipoise  in  admiration  of  our  own. 


AL  HARITH. 


Some  maniac  has  published  at  Padua  a  microscopic  edi- 
tion of  Dante's  "  Divina  Comedia."  It  makes  a  volume  of 
five  hundred  pages,  two  inches  long  by  a  little  less  than  an 
inch-and-a-half  in  width.  The  text  is  said  to  be  in  the  small- 
est type  ever  used.  As  if  the  "  Divina  Comedia,"  in  addition 
to  being  unintelligible,  must  for  the  sake  of  consistency  be 
illegible  also,  and  worry  the  eyes  as  well  as  the  brain  ! 


Literature  has  been  enriched  and  the  cause  of  human  pro- 
gress advanced  an  inch  by  the  publication  of  two  volumes 
on  art — A  Practical  Treatise  on  China  Painting  in  America, 
and  The  Art  of  Flower  Painting— \\\^  one  by  a  Frenchman, 
the  other  by  a  woman.  We  hardly  know  which  subject  is 
the  more  important  to  the  temporal  well-being  and  spiritual 
salvation  of  the  race,  but  as  to  authors,  we  think  we  could 
spare  the  Frenchman  better  than  the  woman  if  the  Foolkiller 
should  unhappily  compel  us  to  make  a  choice.  One  likes 
painted  China  well  enough,  and  one  can  endure  painted  flow- 
ers, but  one  does  not  want  to  know  how  the  thing  is  done  in 
either  case,  unless  it  is  one's  trade.  Shall  any  impudent  per- 
son presume  to  tell  us  how  our  boots  are  polished,  or  our 
doors  grained  ? 


Al  Hamadini,  wonder  of  his  time, 

Relates  how  Harith,  blessed  with  goodly  store, 

The  owTier  of  an  hundred  steeds  and  more, 

Grown  overwise  and  restless,  in  his  prime 

Set  sail  upon  the  desert  seas  of  yore. 

From  Irak  to  Damascus,  bold  of  wing. 

He  braves  the  tongue  of  flame,  the  Simoon's  blast; 

Rackward  the  iron  hoofs  of  his  courser  fling 

The  dust  of  travel,  till  he  stands  at  last 

Beside  the  blessed  gate  of  Illah,  wheie 

The  shining  city  sits  beneath  the  palms. 

His  face  toward  Mecca,  first  he  bows  in  prayer, 

As  all  good  Moslems  should,  bestows  his  alms. 

And  then  betakes  him  to  the  bath,  then  pays 

His  service  to  the  Kadi,  to  express 

With  due  decorum  all  the  grave  excess 

Of  oriental  greeting  :   length  of  days. 

Increase  of  store,  for  thus,  in  Eastern  lands, 

With  gracious  speech,  the  Moslem  greets  his  guest. 

And  so  the  son  of  Irak  folds  his  hands. 

And  sits  him  down  by  Syrian  streams  to  rest. 

To  oriental  ears  no  sound  so  sweet 

As  sound  of  running  waters  ;  while  he  makes 

The  pilgrimage  of  life  in  dust  and  heat, 

He  fondly  hopes,  whene'er  his  soul  awakes 

In  Paradise,  to  realize  his  dreams 

Of  singing  bulbuls  and  of  babbling  streams. 

Damascus,  gold  within  and  grime  without ; 
With  here  and  there  a  narrow  tortuous  street 
Through  which  the  living  tides  flow  in  and  out. 
We  catch  a  glimpse  of  palms  above  the  walls. 
And  in  the  transient  hush  of  hurrying  feet, 
We  hear  the  tinkling  tones  of  waterfalls. 
Within  the  portals,  sheltered  from  the  heat, 
When  sultry  days  succeed  to  lustrous  dawns, 
Are  cool  arcades  where  shining  waters  run, 
And  tesselated  courts,  and  terraced  lawns. 
And  marble  fountains  flashing  in  the  sun. 
'Twas  much  the  same  a  thousand  years  ago. 
The  dreamy  Moslem  hfe  pulsed  to  and  fro 
In  the  same  sensual  round,  when  Harith  found 
Its  mosques  and  market  places  crescent-crowned. 
A  mart  of  splendor  by  a  sea  of  sand. 
Her  khans  were  filled  with  wares  from  every  land  : 
Spices  and  gums,  frankincense,  musk,  and  myrrh. 
Amber  and  coral  from  the  Indian  seas  ; 
Brocades  and  arabesques  from  Nishampur, 
In,\Tought  with  gold  and  silver  filigrees; 
Embroidered  silks  and  satins,  rare  perfumes, 
Rubies  from  Ava,  pearls  from  Hindoostan  ; 
Cambrics  and  tapestries  from  Persian  looms. 
Caftans  from  Fez,  and  shawls  from  Khorasan. 
Rivers  of  wine  and  oil  ran  down  her  streets, 
While,  tossed  and  travel-stained,  the  desert  fleets. 
With  freights  from  Egypt,  Khiva,  and  Cathay, 
Beside  her  sacred  gates  at  anchor  lay. 

Hot  is  the  heart  of  youth  ;  what  wonder  then. 
As  in  his  veins  the  streams  of  molten  lava  leap. 
That  he  of  Irak  should,  like  other  men. 
Forget  the  words  of  wisdom,  and  despite 
The  warnings  of  the  Prophet   fall  asleep 
In  some  forbidden  palace  of  delight. 
Meanwhile  the  moons  of  Syria  waxed  and  waned  ; 
And  he,  enchanted  first,  and  then  enchained, 
A  willing  slave  in  silken  meshes  lay, 

Where  broad-browed  nymphs  with  sombrous  waves  of  hair. 
And  lustrous  eyes  that  shunned  the  hght  of  day. 
Like  Venus  veiled  in  phantom  robes  of  spray, 
Were  idly  swaying  in  the  perfumed  air. 
Change  follows  change  in  all  material  things. 
The  dawn  gives  place  to  day,  the  day  to  night  ; 
Our  treasures,  as  the  Prophet  says,  have  wings. 
And  like  the  mists  of  morning  take  their  flight. 
Love  tires  of  its  delicious  pain,  and  power 
Is  but  the  fleeting  phantom  of  an  hour. 
Perhaps  the  still  small  voice,  by  night,  was  heard, 
Which  comes  to  us  unbidden  and  unsought  ; 
Perhaps  the  ghost  of  loves  forsaken  stirred 
Once  more  ttie  turbid  current  of  his  thought. 
If  vows  were  made,  or  expiation  done, 
The  text  does  not  disclose,  nor  can  we  tell. 
But  this  we  know,  he  broke  the  Circean  spell, 
And  swore  by  Allah  that  the  morrow's  sun 
Should  see  him  on  his  way  :  and  when  the  dawn 
With  rosy  fingers  had  in  part  withdrawn 
The  mantle  of  the  night,  he  stole  away. 
Leaving  the  dancers  at  their  revels  still, 
And  with  his  camel  drivers  waited,  till 
The  earth  unveiled  before  the  full -orbed  day. 
Beyond  the  gates,  beside  the  sacred  well. 
In  abject  squalor  on  his  leathern  mat, 
Abu  Ben  Zayd,  the  prince  of  beggars,  sat, 
And  told  his  wondrous  tales,  and  sought  to  sell 
His  amulets  :  "This,  from  the  holy  shrine, 
Will  guard  thee,  son  of  Islam,  from  thy  foes  ; 
And  this,  peace  be  with  thee  and  thine, 
Will  comfort  thy  distress  and  soothe  thy  woes ; 
And  this,  if  thou  should' st  chance  to  go  astray. 
Will  lead  thee  safely  back.''     "Upon  my  word," 
Al  Harith  said,  "  I  do  believe 

Thou  best ;  and,  as  the  spider  weaves  his  web  ior  prey. 
So  thou  dost  weave  these  pretexts  to  deceive." 
The  Prophet  in  the  seventh  heaven  heard 
The  impious  scoff,  the  dervish  bowed  his  head  : 
"Illah  il'  Allah!''    God  is  great,  he  said. 

A  steel-blue  sky  above,  and  on  either  hand. 
As  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  a  sea  of  sand. 
In  all  of  the  great  white  space  no  sound  nor  sight ; 
Only  the  glare  of  day,  only  the  hush  of  night. 

Curses  have  followed  like  wolves,  as  they  march 

Day  after  day,  under  the  arch 

Of  the  pitiless  sky  ;  no  joy  and  no  rest, 

For  omens  are  thick  in  the  thin  white  air  ; 

And  the  camel-drivers  forget  to  jest 

When  Fear  looks  into  the  face  of  Care. 

In  the  door  of  his  tent  .\1  Hdrith  sits. 

And  his  face  wears  a  troubled  look,  for  lo  I 

On  the  rim  of  the  desert  a  shadow  flits. 

And  it  seems  like  the  cloud  of  the  coming  foe. 

He  hears  their  hoof-beats  nearer  and  more  near; 
No  hope  in  flight  ;  and,  paralyzed  with  fear. 
He  calls  on  Allah,  but  he  calls  in  vain  ; 
Across  the  wide  expanse  of  arid  plain 
Full  half  a  hundred  horsemen  dash  ; 
And,  foremost  where  the  circling  sabres  flash, 
Behold  !  the  face  of  him  who  sought  to  sell 
The  amulets  beside  the  sacred  well. 

The  wise  man  says  :  "Give  ear,  O  sons  of  men  ! 
Obey  the  precepts  of  t!^e  faith,  and  then 
Accept  the  preordained  decrees  of  fate. 
Illah  il'  Allah  I "    Only  God  is  great. 
San  Francisco,  December,  1878.  L.  H.  Footr. 


Smiles  are  the  language  of  love. 


FABLES  AND  ANECDOTES. 


By  Little  Johnny. 


preecher's  eyes,  and  sed  : 


Uncle  Ned,  he  sed  :  "Johnny, 
you  kanow  ol  a  bowt  Santy  CI02, 
and  Crismiss  trees,  and  hangin 
up  yure  stockns,  and  pertickler 
you  kanow  a  bowt  terkys  and 
pudns,  and  sech  noUidge  is  mity 
vallble,  but,  Johnny,  tween  you 
an  me,  can  you  tel  me  wot  is 
Crismiss  ?" 

Then  I  spoke  up  real  quick  an 
sed  :  "  Bet  j'our  life  1  can  !" 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  looked  at 
me  long  time  out  of  his  eyes,  like 
"Johnny,  the  xpression  wich  you 
have  preferd  for  to  use  in  this  connecksn  is  a  stron  jn  for  a 
little  feller,  but  I  spose  you  can  justify  it  by  yure  anser. 
Now  wot  is  Cristmist.^" 

Then  I  sed  :  "Its  the  day  wen  Crissifer  Clumbus  got  lick 
like  smoke  by  Genl  Washnton,  ten  millon  hunderd  thousen 
Brittishers  a  wollern  in  their  gore,  and  ole  King  George  a 
bustin  thru  the  brush  like  zebries  for  to  safe  hissef,  and  John 
Maccoom  a  slottern  fokes  offle,  hooray  P' 

And  wen  I  had  sed  it  I  was  so  xcited  I  fel  over  Mose, 
which  is  the  cat,  and  Bildad,  that's  the  new  dog,  snook 
under  the  stofe  and  burnt  the  hair  ol  off  the  spine  of  his 
back,  and  yeld  like  Injins  ! 

Then  Uncle  Ned  he  luked  a  stonish  a  wile,  and  then  he 
blode  his  nose,  and  then  he  sed  a  other  time  :  ''  Johnny, 
yure  Uncle  Edard  has  ben  in  Injy  and  evry  were,  and  he  has 
worship  the  deeties  of  ol  nations,  from  the  sacrid  cracky  dile 
of  Egip  to  the  silver  doller  of  the  hethen  Madgigaskers.  He 
is  a  pious  man  in  ten  langwages,  and  can  keep  the  stopper 
in  his  temper  wen  the  mometer  stans  at  a  hundrd  in  the 
shade  of  a  ice  hous,  but,  Johnny,  I'me  golly  be  gum  dasted 
to  slipery  ellum  if  you  aint  the  dum  bustedest  mulligaloot  on 
this  side  of  ole  Gaffer  Peterses  new  barn  ! " 

Wen  I  ast  Uncle  Ned  wot  was  a  mulligaloot,  he  jest 
smiled  sweet  like  he  was  sick  to  his  stumick  ake,  and  said. 
Uncle  Ned  did  :  "Johnny,  I  was  only  try-ne  to  say  in 
broken  Pattigonian  that  if  you  was  bein'  .xamined  for  to  teech 
error  to  the  ignorant,  and  if  you  had  been  giv  the  questions 
and  ansers  forehand,  you  wude  get  a  first  grade  stififiket, 
slick  like  a  wissle  !" 

But  wen  it  comes  to  wissles  I  can  make  em  out  of  wilier, 
and  Billy,  thats  my  brother  Billy,  he  can  do  it  in  his  3 
fingers,  loud  like  a  engine.  My  mother  she  has  tole  me  wot 
Cristmis  is  but  I  cant  tel  you,  cos  its  got  swearin  in  it. 

Las  time  it  was  Cristmis  I  had  a  little  picter  card  giv  me, 
and  it  sed  on  it  in  poetry  : 

"  Cristmis  comes  but  once  a  year. 
But  wen  it  comes  it  brings  good  cheer." 

And  Missis  Doppy,  wich  has  got  the  red  hed,  like  a  house 
a  fire,  she  was  to  our  house,  and  she  makes  poetry,  too,  so 
she  said  :  "  Johnn)',  He  finish  this  verse  for  you  an  make  it 
jest  nice."     So  Missis  Doppy  she  rote  be  lo  the  other  poetry  : 

"  And  when  the  cheer  is  brought  and  set  jn 
It  leeches  us  Crismis  aint  a  day  for  to  fret  in." 

Wude  peckers  has  red  beds,  too,  and  tungs,  pinted  like 
a  fish  huke,  and  one  time  a  wude  pecker  had  made  a  hole  in 
a  log  and  seen  a  werm  in  the  bottom  of  the  hole,  like  down 
a  wel.  So  the  wude  pecker  he  put  his  tung  in  a  little  way, 
and  the  werm  it  luked  up  and  sed  :  "  If  yure  a  goin  a  fishn 
wy  dont  you  thro  in  yure  line  were  there  is  sum  woter?" 

Then  the  wude  pecker  it  sed  :  "  Thats  wot  I  was  jest  a 
thinkn  my  own  sellef,  but  I  gess  I  better  put  some  bate  on." 

Some  times  it  rains  werms,  and  then  the  fishes  is  jest 
dlited,  same  as  me  and  Billy  wude  be  if  it  wude  rain  fishes, 
and  I  gess  the  liens  and  tigers  wude  be  tickeled  if  it  wude 
rain  me  and  Billy. 

Once  there  was  a  fish,  and  it  sed  to  a  other  fish  :  "  It 
looks  mity  black  this  momin,  like  it  was  goin  for  to  be  a 
shour,  we  better  go  under  the  bank  or  we  will  git  wet." 

Then  the  other  fish  he  sed  ;  "  Les  wait  a  wile  and  see 
wether  its  agoin  to  be  drink  or  wittles." 

Jest  then  there  was  a  red  werm  cum  down,  and  the  fish 
which  had  spoke  last  he  hollered  :  "  Hooray !  I  tole  you  so, 
here  gose  for  the  first  drop  !  " 

So  he  snacht  the  werm,  but  it  was  unto  a  hook,  and  he  was 
cot,  the  fish  was.  Then  the  other  feller  he  shuke  his  head 
and  swimd  away,  a  sayn  to  hisself :  "  I  notice  that  dinners 
wich  is  sent  from  Hevven  ol  ways  begins  with  soop." 

But  my  father  he  says  :  "  Yes,  and  the  soop  is  foUerd  by 
fish."  But  a  nice  Crismiss  terky  is  hi  upper  than  a  hock. 
One  time  Mar)^,  thats  the  house  maid,  she  seen  a  hock  salin 
roun  and  roun,  up,  up,  up  hire  than  steeples,  and  she  sed  : 
"Wot  keeps  it  up.?" 

Then  my  father  he  sed  ;  "  Mary,  the  sientiffical  expina- 
tion  is  that  hocks  is  supported  by  the  air." 

But  Uncle  Ned  he  spoke  up  and  said  :  "  Mebby  so,  but 
the  popler  bleef  is  that  thay  are  suported  by  spring  chickins 
and  hop  todes." 

Hop  todes  is  mity  good  for  worts  if  you  let  em  alone,  and 
ole  Gaffer  Peters  he  has  got  a  big  one  on  his  nose. 

Ole  Gaffer  has  got  a  boy  wich  was  a  saler,  like  jack  Brily, 
and  the  boy  grode  up  and  stopped  in  Spain,  and  got  marrid. 
One  time  he  rote  to  ole  Galfer,  and  sent  the  letter  to  my 
father  for  to  be  giv  him,  but  my  father  he  opened  it  his  own- 
self,  cos  he  thot  it  was  hisn.  The  letter  it  had  a  photy  grap 
in  it,  and  the  photy  grap  was  ole  Gaffers  gran  son,  wich  his 
father,  thats  ole  Gaflers  boy,  rote  was  a  fine  feller  and  luked 
mity  like  ole  Gaffer.  But  my  sisters  young  man  he  snook 
out  the  photy  grap,  and  put  a  other  in,  wich  was  a  man  wich 
had  a  hed  like  a  jackous.  My  father  he  dident  kanow,  and 
he  giv  the  letter  to  old  tiafter,  wich  luked  ct  the  picter  and 
then  red  the  letter  carefle,  and  then  thot  a  wile,  reel  solium, 
and  then  he  sed  ;  "  Wen  a  yung  feller  makes  a  fule  of  his- 
sef, and  gits  marrid  to  a  wUd  Spannerd,  his  boys  dont  look 
like  fokes  one  bit." 

But  my  father  he  sed  ;  "  Wy,  Gafier,  I  never  seen  sech  a 
likenis  to  you  as  that  picter." 

Then  Gafler  he  put  his  spettirles  on,  and  luked  at  it  a 
other  time,  reel  long,  and  then  he  shuke  his  hed  agin  and 
sed  :  "  Wel,  wel,  wel,  ole  age  is  onnable,  but  it  .  -^^l  cs  a  fel- 
ler luke  like  a  dam  rabbit ! " 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


OUR  ART  CULTURE, 

No  one  who  has  watched  the  progress  of  art  matters  in 
this  city  for  the  past  ten  years  will  be  likely  to  refuse  us  credit 
for  a  certain  appearance,  at  least,  of  advancement  in  the  di- 
rection of  art  culture.     We  have  spent   our  money  freely 
upon  it,  at  times  ;   have  talked  and  written  a  deal  about  it 
— such  talking  and  writing  as  it  has  been  ;  h3\'e  taken  it  up, 
in  fact,  and  made  it  a  fashion.     This,  it  seems  to  me,  as  1 
look  around  for  the  appreciable  results  of  our  ten  years  cutte, 
is  about  all  there  is  of  it  :  another  favor  to  pin  upon  our 
sleeves,  one  more  liveried  servant  .who  ministers  only  to  our 
vanity  and  gratifies  our  love  of  display.     1  have  said  that  we 
are  entitled  to  credit  for  the  showing  of  some  progress,  but  1 
fear  I  must  also  add  that  with  this  display  the  matter  is  nearly 
at  an  end.     In  saying  this  I  hope  I  do  not  undervalue  the 
work  done  by  our  School  of  Design  ;  I  certainly  do  not  mean 
to.     I  believe  that  in  the  main  it  has  wrought  all  the  good 
that  was  possible  under  the  circumstances,  and   that   had 
these  been  more  favorable,  or  less  attended  by  unfortunate 
limitations,  it  would  have  accomplished  much  more.     1  be- 
lieve that  even  now,  if  this  School  could  be  put  upon  a  firm 
financial  basis — one  that  would  place  it  above  the  necessity 
for  accepting  any  pupil  simply  because  he  pays,  whether  tal- 
ented or  not,  whether  in  earnest  or  only  trilling  with  art,  and 
one  which  should  permit  its  excellent  masters  to  fully  carry 
out  their  ideas  with  regard  to  its  management — it  would  ful- 
fill its  mission  and  be  helpful  to  the  entire  community  in  a 
matter  in  which  I  fear  the  coinmunity  is  ill  prepared  to  help 
itself.     We  have  bought  pictures,  to  be  sure,  and  statues  ; 
have  followed  the  newest  fashions  in  house  furniture  ("house- 
hold art "  is  the  modish  term  for  it)  and  brii-i-brac,  gone  into 
pottery  and  Japanese  fans,  and  whatever  else  there  may  be 
of  it,  to  a  very  considerable  e.vtent  ;  and  in  so  far  we  make 
our  showing.    But  behind  all  this  there  lies  what  to  me  is  the 
■  important  question  in  such  matters,  viz  ;  To  what  degree  have 
we  done  these  things  intelligently  or  wisely,  and  in  how  far 
has  this  seeming  a;sthetic  culture  been  the  result  of  an  inwArd 
want,  of  a  genuine  craving  after  what  of  beauty  there  may 
be  in  these  latest  acquisitions  ?     .\re  they  a  real  element  in 
our  lives,  a  part  of  our  everyday  existence,  so  to  say  ;  or  are 
they  after  all  mere  new  toys  with  which  we  replace  the  old 
ones  that  have  been  cast  aside  ?     Dare  we  be  candid  with 
ourselves  and  ask  ourselves  this  question  ?     Are  we  ready, 
any  business  man  of  us,  to  say  that  we  are  willing  to  lose  the 
chance  of  a  profitable   speculation  for  the  opportunity  of 
studying  a  drawing  of  Diirer?     How  many  of  my  lady  read- 
ers— even  my  Eastlake-fumiture  or  Cloisoniie-enamel-mad 
lady  readers — could  be  induced  to  go  to  a  swell  party  in  an  old 
gown  for  the  sake  of  possessing  a  drawing  by  Holbein  ?     If 
we  ask  ourselves  seriously  whether  our  art  feeling  is  more 
than  skin  deep,  whether  it  is  even  skin  deep — I  am  speaking 
of  "  ourselves  "  now  ev;  bloc — I  fear  we  shall  not  get  much 
comfort  out  of  the  answer.    And  this  is  why  I  fear  it :  When 
I  see  the  art  tendency  first  breaking  out  on  the  inner  walls 
of  a  house  I  have  my  doubt  about  it.    When  I  find  the  outer 
walls  of  that  house  the  architectural  banalite  that  one  is 
forced  to  call  ninety-nine  out  of  every  hundred  of  our  best 
San  Francisco  structures,  I  am  past  all  doubt     \\Tien  I  see 
a  hideous  carpet  giving  way  before  one  of  artistic  design 
or  harmonious  arrangement  of  color  because  the  artistic  one 
is  in  the  fashion,  I   know  just  how  deep  to  look  for  the  art 
feeling  that  prompted  the  change.     When  people  talk  bric-a- 
irac,  and  buy  the  kind  of  stuff  that  is  mostly  put  before  them 
by  the  dealers,  it  is  enough  for  me.     I   do  not  care  to  look 
deeper  than  the  skin.     The  fact  is,  and  in  our  heart  of  hearts 
we  know  it — or  shall  if  we  are  quite  honest  with  ourselves 
— we  are  cultivating,  not  art,   but  the  outward  semblance 
of  it ;  not  the  true  spirit  of  beauty  in  our  homes,  but  rather 
the  }node  of  decorating  them  that  has  received  the  sanction 
of  the  leaders  of  fashion  ;  not  a  true  thing  at  all,  but  a  sham 
and  a  pretense.     A  true  art  culture  should  come  from  within; 
with  us  it  comes  mostly  from  the  shops.     The  genuine  love 
for  the  beautiful  is  modest  withal ;  with  us  it  flaunts  itself 
in  the  glitter  and  glare  of  the  drawing-room,  and  wears  its 
price  labeled  upon  it.     Our  artists  have  long  since  ceased  to 
give  us  their  best  work  ;  there  would  be  no  buyers  if  they 
did,  and  they  must  sell  pictures  to  live.     Our  dealers  bring — 
what  will  pay  ;  occasionally  a  good  picture  among  the  many 
bad  ones,  but  generally  (if  they  are  wise;  those  that  are  loud 
and  can  assert  themselves.     Our  School  is  doing  but  a  small 
part  of  what  it  could  and   should.     Of  the  better  Eastern 
work  but  very  little  comes  to  us  ;    Inness,  Wilham  Hunt, 
La  Farge,  Colman — the  best  of  them — are  almost  unknown 
and  unrepresented.      For  this  market  an  artist  must  have 
notoriety  ;  the  good  artists  have  only  reputation.     A  picture 
of  La  Farge  or  Colman  must  be  ordered  and  waited  for ; 
ihey  are  rarely  in  the  hands  of  dealers.     And  we  Califomi- 
ans  cannot  wait  ;  if  it  is  the  proper  thing  to  have  pictures, 
we  must  have  them  at  once,  in   time  to  furnisii  the  new 
house  that  is  to  be  built  and  ready  for  occupancy  in  ninety 
days  at  the  furthest,  and  if  the   dealers  don't  bring  us  the 
"  art  "  and  tell  us  what  it  is,  how  are  we  to  know  anything 
about  it  ?    Study  ?     Oh,  we  have  no  time  for  that !     Besides, 
we  don't  care  anything  about  it ;  if  its  necessary  to  have  the 
pictures,  we  are  willing  to  have  and  pay  for  them,  but  bothtr 
the  studying !     Now,  1  am  not  finding  fault  with  those  who 
do  not  care  to  study  art,  although  I  believe — yes,  I  know — 
that  they  are  daily  losing  out  of  their  lives  much  of  what  is 
best  worth  living  for ;  it  is  rather  of  those  others  who  assume 
to  care  for  it  without  making  the  effort  to  know,  who  talk  and 
buy  themselves  into  somewhat   of  influence,  and   through 
their  ignorance  and  arrogance  exert  this  influence  only  to  the 
injury  of  the  true  art  caused  that  I  am  thinking.     Mere  igno 
ranee,  a  conscious,  honest  ignorance,  would  be  a  blessing  to 
us.     It  seems  to  me,  indeed,  to  be  the  only  condition  from 
which  there  is  any  chance  that  we  shall  ever  progress  in  a 
sound,  healthy  direction,  though   how  we  are  to  attain  this 
desirable  status — and,  above  all,  the   right  consciousness  of 
it — is  more  than  I  can  imagine  :  or  rather,  let  me  say,  more 
than  I  dare  to  hope  for,  since  the  manner  of  its  aitainn:ent 
does  not  he  so  far  from  us  after  all,  had  we  but  the  moral 
courage  to  be  quite  true  to  ourselves.     This  we  must  have 
before  we  may  hope  to  know  anything  of  what  is  best  worth 
knowing  in  art.     -Modesty  and  reverence  are  bom  of  that 
conscious  ignorance   that  is  almost  one  with  the  highest 
knowledge,  and  out  of  these  qualities  only  can  spring  that 
love  for,  and  appreciation  of,  the  beautiful  that  is  of  itself 
the  beginning  and  ending  of  a  true  art  culture. 

OSSAR  Wbil. 


OH,  THE  CHINESE  MUST  GOl* 


In  'Frisco,  California,  from   China  far  away, 
There  lives  a  little  Irishman,  who  used  to  drive  a  dray; 
But  he  tired  of  the  hiisiness,  and  gathered  once  a  week 
A  lot  of  idlers  like  himself,  who  came  to  hear  him   speak. 

A  newspaper  reporter,  who  was  dying  for  a  joke, 

Wrote  this  Dennis  Kearney  speeches,  which  the  httle  drayman  spoke, 

And.  speaking,  got  so  very  bold  that  recklessly  he  swore 

That  if  we  didn't  leave  this  coast,   he'd  drench  the  place  in  gore. 

So  every  Sunday  he  jwurcd  forth  abuse  of  the  Chinese, 
On  the  sand-lots  of  the  city,  where  are  many,  many  fleas, 
And  the  people  of  his  own  kind — some  ignorant  and  low — 
Yelled  wildly  when  he  shouted,   "The  Chinaise  must  go." 

But,  strange  to  say,  he  always  calls  the  tmmps  who  tread  the  sand 

The  Sons  of  Labor,  and  declares  he  has  a  homy  hand. 

But  tills  can  not  be,  he  only  talks,  and  tlien — 

Asks  money  from  his  followers,  who  are  not  workingmen. 

The  men  who  write  on  newspapers,  he  says,  are  "lying  slaves." 
The  lawyers  are  all  "  slimy  imps."  the  judges  "  thieving  knaves  ;"  . 
And  that  he'd  lead  a  band  of  men  to  set  this  country  free, 
To  drive  out  all  the  Chinamen  and  drown  them  in  the  sea. 

And  yet  this  man.  my  countrymen,  the  leader  in  this  cause, 
Came  here,  like  us,  to  earn  his  bread  and  keep  this  countrj-'s  laws; 
Although  to  hear  him  talk,  and  see  him  thump  his  freckled  hand. 
You  might  suppose  the  Kearney  tribe  for  years  had  owned  this  land. 

Yes.  he  lifts  his  voice  and  hollers,  calling  many  people  tools 

Of  bloated  bondholders,  and  all  his  followers  fools, 

Because  perchance  they  don't  make  haste  to  crush  the  rich  man's  pride, 

And  all  the  golden  goose's  eggs  with  "hoodulums"  dinde. 

Some  time  ago  this  Kearney  departed  for  the  East, 
To  slaughter  English  grammar,  and  swear  "the  lecherous  beast;" 
.■\nd  a  little  "  beast"  named  Butler,  gave  him  counsel  if  he  would 
Tell  the  gentle  sons  of  honest  toil  that  he  was  great  and  good. 

But  the  laborers  wouldn't  have  it,  they  didn't  care  a  pin 
For  Butler,  or  for  Dennis,  so  the  "squint-eye"  didn't  win  ; 
Then  Kearney  branded  Butler  as  a  traitor,  though  he'd  paid 
So  dearly  for  the  music  this  "flannel-mouth"  had  made. 

One  day  a  message  came  to  say  the  little  cuss  was  bust, 
That  he  could  no  longer  get  his  board   and  lodgings  East  on  trust, 
That  if  they  wanted  him  back  agiin,  the  coin  must  come  along. 
And  then  he'd  drive  the  Chinese  back  to  Shanghai  and  Hong  Kong. 

Well,  Kearney  he  came  back  again,  and  on  the  sand-lot  told 
The  people  that  he'd  never  touched  a  cent  of  Butler's  gold, 
That  the  story  was  a  fable  that  was  started  by  his  foes. 
But  the  people  who  stood  round  him    "put  the  finger  to  the  nose." 

For  two  years  now  he's  clamored  "The  Chinaman  must  go," 
But  we  don't   skip  worth  a  copper,  for  we  "moon-eyed  lepers"  know 
That  they  can't  get  on  without  us.   "so  near  and  yet  so  far" 
Are  the  gentle  hoodlum's  "short  bit'  and  Sam  Kee's  cheap  cigar. 

It's  very  strange,  in  spite  of  all  these  threats  against  our  lives. 
We  ever\-  day  call  at  their  doors,  receiving  from  their  wives 
Sheets,  and   shirts,  and  other  things,  to  wash,  for  which  they  pay(?) 
And  give  us  work  that  keeps  us  here,  though  wishing  us  away. 

The  overalls  that  Wellock  wears,  and  Carl  Browne's  broad-gaugo  shoes. 

The  slipf>ers  that  the  followers  of  Dennis  Kearney  tise. 

Are  made  by  us  in  Chinatown,  and  now  I'd  hke  to  know 

How  they  will  purchase  what  we  make,  yet  cry  that  we  must  go. 

Sing  To  does  Irish  washing;  Ah  Sam,  of  Jackson   Street. 
Sells  them   parsnips,    carrots,    cabbages,    potatoes  and   salt  meat; 
They  buy  from  us  because  its  cheap,  yet  on  the  lots  of  sand 
Tht-y  swear  that  Sing  To  and  Ah  Sam  are  curses  in  this  land. 

We  work  in  people's  kitchens,  we  cook  and  ser\'e  their  food; 
Whv  do  they  keep  us  if  they  find  the  Irish  just  as  good? 
Thev  sav  their  girls  are  saucy,  and  wasteful,  and  displease, 
And  after  all,  there's  nobody  that  suits  them  like  Chinese. 

There  is  a  very  splendid  man,   whose  name  is  Colonel  Bee, 
WTio  went  East,  and  who  told  the  truth  about  "these  vile  Chinee;" 
Then  the  Irish  got  together,  to  vent  their  uicked  spite — 
To  hang  the  smiling  colonel — but  they  broke  up  in  a  fight. 

.And  now,  my  sweet  Celestials,  the  time  is  drawing  nigh. 

\\'hen  Kearney  and  his   howling  crowd  themselves  will  have  to  fly, 

Or  else  keep  very  quiet,  for  Americans.  I  know. 

Say  if  ihey  don't  behave  themselves — "The  Irishman  must  go  !" 


[*  Note. — The  piece  of  Oriental  literature  herewith  presented  is  the  work  of  one 
Sing  Lcc,  a  writer  or  corresponding  secretary  with  one  of  the  large  Chinese 
wholesale  establishraenU;  on  Sacramento  Street.  Lee  is  a  very  intelHeenl  China- 
man, and  about  the  time  of  the  publication  of  the  celebrated  Kwang  Chang  Ling 
letters  became  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the  Argonaut,  coming  to  the  business 
office  regularly  evcr^-  Saturday  with  his  ten  cents  to  buy  the  paper.  Becoming 
thus  acquainted  with  Sing  Lee.  and  finding  that  he  was  not  only  an  intelligent 
ard  well-informed  Celestial,  but  a  scholar — of  the  seven  button,  or  classical  de- 
gree— wc  suggested  that  he  write  an  article  on  "  the  Chinese  must  go  '  problem, 
treating  it  in  his  own  way,  and  in  his  owti  language.  He  promined  to  do  so,  and 
the  first  of  last  week  walked  smilingly  into  the  editorial  rooms  with  eleven  large 
pages  of  handsome  gold-bespangled  paper,  on  which  was  beautifully  painted  the 
promised  coatribution.  Of  course  we  were  much  obliged — ver>-  much  pleased — 
but  would  Mr.  Lee  remember  that  space  was  valuable,  and  would  he  kindly  re- 
duce the  essay  from  its  formidable  proportions  to  the  modest  limits  of  a  single 
column?  Lie  would,  and  Lee  finally  did,  his  efforts  resulting — after  being  fur- 
nished with  the  e.xact  size  of  the  column — in  filling  up  the  entire  space  and  put- 
ting the  head  on  afterward,  obliging  us  finally  to  saw  it  off,-  and  put  it  in  another 
cjlumn,  in  order  to  get  the  poem  inside  the  chases.  Having  secured  the  original, 
the  next  thing  was  to  get  an  intelligent  and  comprehensive  translation.  Lee  fur- 
nished enough  of  an  idea  to  show  that  the  production  was  a  metrical  satire  on 
Kearney  and  the  sand  loL  Other  translators  were  called  in,  and  finally,  after 
three  or  four  days'  hard  labor,  and  the  total  wrecking  of  the  combined  intellectual 
force  of  the  establishment,  the  very  free  translation  above  given  was  decided 
upon  as  best  representing  the  sentiment  and  spirit  of  the  poem,  if  such  it  can  be 
called.  Those  who  read  it  in  the  origioa!  will  be  kind  enough  to  begin  at  the  lop 
of  the  right  hand  column,  reading  down  ;  thence  totopof  next  column  and  down, 
and  so  to  the  intercsung  and  thrilling  end.  It  looks  hard  to  read,  and  it  is,  beisg 
krim  full  of  "wise  sa«-s  and  modem  instances. '1 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


BRODERICK'S  MORAL  COURAGE. 

How  Single-handed  he  Stayed  a  Revolution. 


EY  A.  J.  MOULDER. 


Jenkins  had  been  hung  the  ni?ht  before— June  lo,  1S51 

hung  from  the  projecting  eaves  of  the  old  Adobe  Building, 
then  standing  on  the  northwest  comer  of  the  Plaza,  and  the 
whole  city  was  in  a  state  of  suppressed  excitement.  The 
people  were  thoroughly  roused.  It  was  known  that  a  Com- 
mittee of  Safety,  comparatively  few  in  numbers,  but  strong 
in  influence,  had  been  in  session  late  into  the  night,  while 
the  masses  slept — had  condemned  the  culprit  and  executed 
him  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  all  were  looking  for 
the  next  move.  A  mass  meeting  was  called,  and  held  on  the 
Plaza,  June  11,  185 1,  but  adjourned  to  meet  the  next  after- 
noon. At  the  time  appointed,  5  p.  Ji.,  a  great  concourse  of 
people  had  assembled  in  front  of  the  portico  of  the  Old 
Adobe.  This  ancient  building,  one  of  the  relics  of  native 
California  rule,  was  a  long,  one  story  structure,  facing  the 
east,  built  of  adobe  and  roofed  with  tiles.  It  was  raised 
upon  a  foundation  some  four  or  five  feet.high.  At  this  alti- 
tude a  wide  porch,  or  portico,  guarded  by  railings,  about 
three  feet  high,  stretched  around  three  sides  of  the  building. 
The  eaves  projected  as  far  as  the  outer  edge  of  the  portico, 
forming  a  complete  covering  from  the  weather.  The  ap- 
proach was  by  a  flight  of  five  steps,  leading  from  the  ground 
up  to  the  portico,  on  the  east.  It  was  on  the  platform,  at 
the  head  of  these  steps,  that  the  meeting  was  organized,  by 
the  election  of  Mr.  Hiram  Webb,  as  Chairman. 

Never  before  had  so  vast  a  throng  assembled  in  the  city — 
at  that  time  containing  not  a  sixth  of  its  present  population. 
Ten  thousand  excited  men,  prepared  for  anything,  packed 
the  space  in  front  of  the  stand,  and  clustered  upon  every 
elevation  in  the  neighborhood.  The  fence  around  the 
Plaza  was  black  with  eager  spectators.  After  the  chairman 
had  stated  the  object  of  the  meeting,  Mr.  Hoag  appeared, 
and  presented  a  series  of  resolutions  for  adoption.  The  pre- 
amble declared  that  the  people  had  a  right  to  change  their 
laws  whenever  they  became  nugatory  and  insufficient — that 
under  existing  laws,  crime  had  flourished,  and  criminals 
stalked  unpunished  through  our  midst;  therefore,  the  peo- 
ple should  resolve  themselves  into  their  original  elements, 
return  to  a  state  of  nature  and  commence  again.  To  make 
that  commencement,  a  series  of  resolutions  followed,  de- 
claring that  the  people,  in  primary  assembly,  enacted  that 
the  crimes  of  grand  larceny,  burglary,  street  robbery,  drug- 
ging, and  arson,  as  well  as  murder,  should  be  punished  with 
death.  An  election  by  the  people  was  provided  for,  and  a 
committee  named  to  fix  the  time  and  place,  and  appoint  the 
officers  of  election  in  each  ward,  to  adopt  or  reject  the 
above  resolution.  It  was  also  provided,  that  there  should 
be  at  the  same  time  an  election  of  a  people's  judge  and 
sheriff,  unless  the  judge  and  sherifi"  under  the  existing  sys- 
tem should  acknowledge  the  supremacy  of  the  people's  new 
laws.  The  new  court  ihould  have  jurisdiction  over  all 
criminal  cases,  and  every  man  solemnly  pledged  "  his  life, 
his  property,  and  his  sacred  honor,"  to  support  the  new 
laws  and  the  new  court,  in  opposition  to  the  judgments  un- 
der the  existing  system  of  jurisprudence.  The  new  code 
and  court  were  to  be  sustained  by  voluntary  contributions. 
This,  of  course,  was  revolution,  pure  and  simple.  In  their 
excited  mood,  the  great  heaving  mass  were  prepared  for  any- 
thing. They  were  ready  to  vote  for  any  measure,  however 
extreme,  that  the  wildest  demagogue  might  present.  The 
resolutions  were  received  with  a  hoarse  roar  of  approval, 
and  were  about  to  be  put  to  the  vote,  when  a  disturbance 
occurred  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd.  A  compact  body  of 
about  fifty  men  were  seen  forcing  their  way,  in  no  gentle 
fashion,  to  the  front,  and  at  the  head  of  them  strode  Uavid 
C.  Broderick. 

After  a  violent  struggle,  he  mounted  the  steps  and  stood 
upon  the  portico,  facing  the  expectant  crowd  with  a  fixed 
and  determined  expression — every  one  knew  him.  A  deep 
silence  fell  upon  the  multitude,  for  they  expected  that  he 
was  about  to  speak  in  support  of  the  resolutions.  He 
quickly  disabused  them,  for  his  first  -words  were  in  strong 
condemnation.  He  denounced  the  resolutions  in  most  em- 
phatic terms.  A  moment  of  silence  followed,  until  the 
crowd  could  take  in  the  full  measure  of  his  audacity,  and 
then  such  a  roar  of  rage  and  fury  went  up  as  only  a  wild 
mob  can  utter,  followed  by  cries  of  "  hang  him"  from  every 
quarter. 

Broderick,  even  at  that  early  day,  was  the  idol  of  the  so- 
called  "shoulder  strikers,"  a  class  of  men  who  had  become 
notorious  for  their  deeds  of  violence,  and  who,  for  a  long 
time,  exercised  a  terrorism  over  peaceful  citizens  by  their 
reckless  audacity.  Broderick  was  with  them,  but  not  of 
them.  He  could  wield  their  brute  forces  with  absolute  sway, 
and  it  was  a  compact  body  of  these  devoted  adherents 
that  had  surrounded  and  accompanied  him  in  his  forced 
march  to  the  front.  There  they  ranged  themselves  around 
the  steps,  acting  as  a  body-guard.  When  the  cries  of  the 
mob  against  their  chief  went  up,  they  bristled  and  showed 
their  teeth  like  bull-dogs,  turning  to  the  right  and  to  the 
left,  shaking  their  clenched  fists  at  the  crowd,  and  swearing 
vengeance  against  the  first  man  that  committed  an  overt 
act  of  violence.  So  resolute  a  front,  from  so  formidable  a 
body,  in  a  little,  while  commanded  a  murmurous  peace. 
Mr.  Broderick  then  proceeded  with  his  address,  urging  the 
people  not  to  bring  disgrace  and  civil  war  on  the  city  by  the 
passage  of  such  revolutionary  measures.  He  was  no  orator, 
and  at  that  time  had  had  no  experience  in  public  speaking. 
He  was  a  man  of  nervous  temperament,  and  had  not  yet 
learned  the  art  of  the  skillfull  stumper,  who  ignores  un- 
pleasant interruptions,  unless  he  can  twist  them  to  his  own 
purposes.  He  was  incessantly  interrupted  by  insulting  cries 
from  the  crowd.  "  Hang  him  !"  burst  out  repeaiudly  from 
some  excited  auditor,  and  Broderick  would  turn  furiously  on 
the  offender,  and  answer  him  back.  His  bull-dogs  would 
bristle  and  show  their  teeth.  He  spoke  for  about  twenty 
minutes,  the  only  effect  being  to  exasperate  the  crowd,  who 
knew  and  hated  the  shoulder  strikers,  and  to  make  them 
more  fixed  in  their  resolves.  The  chairman  then  put  the 
resolutions  to  a  vote  : 

"  Those  in  favor  of  the  resolutions  say  '  Aye! ' " 

"  Aye,"  went  up  in  a  roar  from  ten  thousand  hoarse 
throats. 

"  Those  opposed  say  ' No!' " 


"  No,"  cried  the  little  body-guard,  with  a  prolonged  howl. 

It  was  as  the  squeak  of  a  puny  whistle  to  the  roar  of  a 
steam  pipe.  The  chair  declared  the  "  Ayes  "  had  it ;  but 
with  refreshing  coolness,  Mr.  Broderick  swore  the  "  Noes  " 
had  it.  The  chair,  who  was  a  mild  mannered  gentleman, 
overcome  by  the  vehemence  of  Broderick,  at  last  consented 
to  put  the  question  again. 

"  Its  of  no  use,"  said  Mr.  Broderick  ;  "  we'll  vote  it  down 
again." 

Here  a  scene  of  wild  confusion  ensued  ;  a  hundred  furious 
men  rushed  upon  Broderick,  and  attempted  to  drag  him 
down  the  steps  into  the  crowd,  but  he  was  a  powerful  man, 
and  struggled  fiercely.  With  a  yell  that  could  be  heard  far 
above  the  deep  growl  of  the  mob,  his  faithful  body-guard 
fairly  leaped  over  the  heads  of  the  assailants,  to  the  rescue 
of  their  chief  They  were  just  in  time,  for  Broderick,  borne 
down  by  weight  of  numbers  had  been  bent  backward  over 
the  railings,  and  in  a  moment  more  would  have  been  flung 
to  the  wild  beasts  in  the  arena.  His  followers,  now  lashed 
to  fury,  dashed  his  assailants  to  the  right  and  left.  Intimi- 
dated by  the  savage  assault,  some  leaped  over  the  railings, 
some  were  pitched  headlong  to  the  ground.  In  a  moment 
the  portico  was  clear  of  the  enemy  and  the  little  band  of 
fifty  held  possession — with  flashing  eyes  and  savage  mien 
confronting  and  defying  ten  thousand.  Something  hke  or- 
der was  restored,  and  Broderick  again  took  the  stand,  and 
sought  to  move  the  crowd  from  their  purpose.  He  asked 
them  in  earnest  tones  "  if  they  were  prepared  to  overthrow 
by  violence  the  laws  and  the  constitution  .'  "  Cries  of  "  Yes, 
yes!  We're  the  people  !  We  are  supreme  !  Down  with  the 
shoulder  strikers  ! "  At  length,  as  night  approached,  Mr. 
Broderick,  tired  of  the  profitless  wrangle,  intimated  that  it 
was  time  for  all  good  citizens  to  go  home. 

"  All  in  favor  of  adjourning  say  '  Aye.'  "  The  body-guard 
fairly  split  their  throats  in  their  long  cry  of  "  Aye." 

Without  putting  the  negative,  Broderick  announced  that 
the  "  Ayes  "  had  it,  and  declared  the  meeting  adjourned. 

"  Come,  boys,"  he  cried,  "  this  meeting's  adjourned." 

With  wild  shouts  and  the  waving  of  hats,  the  little  band 
made  a  rush  down  the  steps,  striking  the  compact  throng  in 
front  with  such  violence  that  they  reeled  for  a  moment  from 
the  shock — then  opened  and  allowed  the  assailants  free  pas- 
sage to  the  rear.  The  adjournment  was  a  failure.  In  a 
moment  the  crowd  closed  their  ranks,  the  chairman  once 
more  took  his  stand,  resolutions  in  hand,  and  business  re- 
commenced. 

"Come,  boys,"  says  Broderick,  "  we  must  try  it  again!" 

Another  wild  rush — a  moment  the  crowd  swayed  to  and 
fro — then  yielded,  and  once  more  Broderick  and  his  follow- 
ers carried  the  steps,  and  portico  by  assault.  He  seized  the 
resolutions  from  the  hand  of  the  chairman,  and  with  an  au- 
dacity that  was  amazing,  tore  the  paper  into  shreds  in  the 
very  faces  of  the  infuriated  mob.  The  roar  that  followed 
was  frightful.  Hundreds  nearest  the  stand  made  a  rush  for 
the  audacious  offender — they  swarmed  up  the  steps — seized 
him,  and  hauled  him  now  here,  now  there,  despite  his  pow- 
erful struggles.  His  guard,  however,  acting  with  concert  of 
purpose,  swooped  down  upon  the  disorganized  assailants — 
"  Crack — thud — thud,"  rained  down  their  blows.  In  a  mo- 
ment the  attack  was  repulsed,  and  the  little  band  held  the 
pass.  Mr.  Broderick,  panting,  and  pale  from  the  rough  us- 
age he  had  encountered,  but  with  a  will  inflexible,  again  at- 
tempted to  address  the  crowd.  It  was  useless,  however. 
The  cries  and  uproar  were  incessant,  and  not  a  word  could 
be  heard.  By  this  time  the  vast  throng  had  been  standing 
on  their  feet  for  nearly  three  hours,  and  night  was  fast 
closing  in.  Once  more  Broderick,  under  cover  of  the  dusk, 
put  the  question  to  adjourn,  and  declared  it  carried. 

*•  Now,  boys,  adjourn  them  this  time,  sure  !  Spread  your- 
selves ! " 

A  wild  hurrah — a  frantic  waving  of  hats  high  overhead — 
a  fierce  rush  —and  the  crowd  gave  way.  The  little,  but 
compact,  band  wheeled  and  charged,  now  to  the  right,  now 
to  the  left,  carrying  everything  before  them,  until  the  masses 
slowly  gave  way,  and  retired  from  the  ground,  fairly  worn 
out — beaten  by  the  indomitable  pluck  of  one  man  ! 

For  that  night's  work,  JNIr.  ISroderick  was  to  me  ever 
after  a  hero.     Single  handed,  he  had  averted  a  revolution  ! 

I  could  admire  the  nen'e,  because  I  felt  so  few  could  imi- 
tate the  moral  courage  that,  in  defense  of  the  right,  could 
singly  face  and  defy  a  great  multitude,  wrought  up  by  ex- 
citement to  such  a  pitch  of  unreasoning  fury  that,  could 
they  have  laid  hands  upon  him,  would  have  torn  him  limb 
from  limb  ! 


Evidently  the  Princess  Victoria  is  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  her  mother  as  regards  the  domestic  training  of  her 
children.  One  day  the  imperial  party  started  for  a  drive  up 
the  Salzburg,  and,  when  quite  near  the  summit,  their  car- 
riage broke  down.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  The  distance 
was  too  great  to  allow  of  walking,  and  to  send  one  of  the 
carriage-horses  down  to  Hombourg  for  another  carriage 
would  insure  a  long,  and,  for  the  children,  a  perhaps  injuri- 
ous delay.  However,  the  Prince  was  on  the  point  of  dis- 
patching his  messenger,  when  a  peasant  passed,  driving  an 
immense  hay  wagon.  Instantly  realizing  the  situation,  and 
recognizing  the  imperial  party,  he  sprang  from  his  seat  and 
implored  them  to  make  him  the  proudest  and  happiest 
farmer  in  all  Germany  by  getting  into  his  wagon  and  per- 
mitting him  to  drive  them  home.  The  royal  pair  laughed 
and  consented.  The  whole  party  were  accommodated  with 
seats  amid  the  fragrant  hay,  and  in  this  guise  the  future  Em- 
peror and  Empress  of  Germany,  with  their  "  august  off- 
spring," as  the  papers  call  the  little  princes  and  princesses, 
came  riding  back  to  the  swellest  watering  place  in  all  Ger- 
many.   

The  Old  Gentleman  of  Neglected  Education  asked  his 
son,  who  had  just  brought  home  a  prize  for  geography  from 
the  Apollo  .Academy  1 

"  What  does  g-u-I-p-h  mean,  Jimmy  ?  " 

"  'Tisn't  g-u-1-p-h,  papa  ;  it's  g-u-l-f." 

"  Well,  then,  what  does  g-u-l-f  mean,  Jimmy  ? " 

"  I  don't  know." 

A  French  writer  has  described  a  young  lady  as  a 'creature 
that  ceases  to  kiss  gentlemen  at  twelve  and  begins  again  at 
twenty.  

"Is  that  a  funeral?"  "Yes,  sir."  "  WTio  was  it  that 
died  ? "    "  The  man  in  the  coffin,  sir." 


JOVINA. 


A  Legend  of  the  San  Carlos  Mission. 


Many  legends  of  the  Missions,  in  the  pleasant  days  of  old, 

Round  tlie  hearth  in  Spanish  households,  when  evening  falls,  are  told. 

Many  tales  of  love  and  daring,  and  woman's  faith,  that  last 
In  the  archives  of  tliose  people  who  reverence  the  past. 

In  the  cold,  material  present  it  is  well  to  catch  a  glance 

Of  those  dim  and  mouldering  pages  of  a  country's  brief  romance. 

*  *  *      •        *  «  *  * 

One  evening  in  December,  half  a  century  ago, 

On  the  Mission  of  San  Carlos  fell  the  sunset's  wintry  glow. 

From  the  belfry  the  Angelus  was  musically  rung ; 

In  the  aisles  the  hymns  were  chanted  in  the  soft  Castilian  tongue. 

Padre  Juan,  with  hands  uplifted,  the  kneeUng  faithful  blest. 

Then  dismissed  them — and  the  Mission  was  wrapped  in  sleep  and  rest, 

Up  rose  the  moon,  its  soft  hght  in  tender  shimmer  lay 
On  the  bosom,  cypress  shadowed,  of  Carmel's  tranquil  bay. 

Round  Point  Pinos'  rugged  headland,  by  ocean  breakers  swept, 
By  the  west  wind  gently  wafted,  a  tall-sparred  schooner  crept. 

And  ere  had  ceased  the  rattle  of  her  noisy  anchor-chain, 

At  her  peak  streamed  out  her  ensign,  the  flag  of  haughty  Spain. 

Ne\-t  morning,  in  the  Mission,  her  commander  and  the  priest 
Sat  down  in  friendly  converse  to  a  hospitable  feast. 

Count  Alfredo  told  his  story — how  his  idol  and  his  pride, 
His  faithful  wife  Jovina,  but  a  week  ago  had  died, 

And  now  the  hopes  that  filled  him  of  name  and  fame  were  gone, 
He'd  lift  anchor  on  the  morrow  and  return  to  Spain  alone. 

He  had  longed  to  bring  back  tidings  of  this  unknown  northern  shore. 
But  ambition  had  departed ;  he  was  stricken  and  heart-sore. 

He  would  leave  his  little  daughter  with  the  padre  till  again 
A  larger,  safer  vessel  should  arrive  from  distant  Spain. 

Then  he  called  the  little  maiden,  who  among  the  rose  trees  played, 
And  her  hand  within  the  padre's  with  graceful  reverence  laid. 

The  good  priest  kissed  with  tenderness  the  sweet  upturned  face, 
"May  the  Virgin  help  me,'"  said  he,   "I  will  try  to  fill  your  place.'' 

A  dozen  years  passed  over,  and  the  padre,  old  and  gray. 
Looks  seaward  from  the  Mission  ;   for  never  since  that  day 

The  Count  Alfredo  left  him  Jovina  for  his  ward, 

Had  aught  that  might  concern  the  captain's  fate  been  heard. 

And  she,  the  fairest  daughter  of  the  Mission,  like  the  rest 
Of  maidens,  felt  love  knocking  for  admittance  at  her  breast 

Her  tender  heart  was  given — nay,  her  pure  and  earnest  soul — 
For  what  Spanish  maid  who  loves  well  surrenders  not  the  whole 

Of  her  being  to  her  lover?    But  the  youth  Jovina  loved 
By  the  good  folk  at  the  Mission  was  very  ill  approved : 

Carlos  Sanchez,  brave  and  handsome,  whom  careful  mothers  said 
Wandered  round,  guitar  on  shoulder,  when  'twas  time  to  be  abed. 

The  old  priest,  sighing,  murmured  :   "I  am  full  of  years  and  rust ; 
Yet  a  few  months  and  this  chancel  will  open  for  my  dust. 

"And  Jovina — who  can  fathom  a  youthful  maiden's  mind 
Whose  fancies  are  as  various  and  fickle  as  the  wind ! 

' '  I  have  told  her  of  her  father ;   I  have  taught  her  all  I  could 
Of  the  fortitude  and  bearing  that  belong  to  noble  blood. 

"And  this  Sanchez — but  she  loves  him,"     "Padre  mio!"  at  his  side 
Kneels  Jovina,     "Ah,  my  daughter,  so  soon  to  be  ^  bride, 

"Blessings  on  you,  mi  chiquita,  may  your  future  be  as  bright 
As  yon  mellow  sun  now  bathing  this  dark  hair  in  his  light." 

Christmas  eve— the  bells  are  ringing,  and  the  mission  maids  are  gay 
In  mantles  and  mantillas  for  Jovina's  wedding  day. 

It  lacked  an  hour  of  sunset  when  on  the  ocean's  rim 
The  white  sails  of  a  vessel  loomed  indistinct  and  dim. 

Another  hour,  a  great  ship  her  anchor  drops,  and  flies 

The  Spanish  ensign,  greeted  from  the  shore  by  many  wondering  eyes. 

Padre  Juan  stands  on  the  wet  sands  ;   the  first  that  leaps  to  land 
Rushes  fast  toward  him,  and  grasps  his  outstretched  hand. 

"  My  daughter?"    "She  is  yonder,''  said  the  padre,  with  troubled  fe.ce. 
And  the  Count  strides  toward  the  Mission  in  fierce,  impatient  haste. 

The  news  has  traveled  quickly,  and  the  Mission  maidens  grieve  : 
Jovina  and  her  lover  will  not  wed  this  Christmas  eve. 

For  the  bride  has  kissed  the  bridegroom  she  will  never  see  again, 
And  sleeps  aboard  the  vessel  that  will  carry  her  to  Spain. 

The  night  is  dark  and  stormv,  and  the  anchor  watchmen  creep 
"Neath  the  forecastle  for  shefter,  where  all  their  comrades  sleep. 

The  plash  of  oars  they  hear  not,  so  loud  the  storm's  wild  wail. 
Nor  see  the  mu51ed  form  now  bending  o'er  the  rail. 

They  only  hear  from  Pinos  the  breakers  on  the  strand. 

Nor  see  the  tossed  and  spray-lashed  skiff  that  struggles  toward  the 

land. 
Christmas  day— the  sun  dispelling  the  early  morning  haze 
Gleams  through    the   fringing  pine  trees  ;   its  broad  and  golden  rays 

Rest  on  the  old  church  belfry,  then  mercifully  fall 

On  the  long  black  tresses — veiling  the  body  hke  a  pall— 

Of  a  woman,  drowned,  disfigured,  and  cast  up  by  the  tide. 
And  clad  in  wedding  garments,  for  death  had  claimed  a  bride. 

Nor  was  the  bridegroom  wanting,  for  farther  down  the  shore 
Lay  Sanchez  in  his  death-clasp  grasping  still  a  broken  oar. 

And  the  Mission  mourned  for  them,  and  still  old  gossips  say 
The  roses  bloom  the  whole  year  round  above  their  graves  to-day. 
0.-\KLvVND,  December  19,  1878.  Daniel  O'Connell. 


At  Parting:. 


Some  day— some  day  of  days,  when  you  have  passed 
Quite  from  the  circle  of  my  life,  to  lands 
Where  palpitant  waters  throb  on  silver  sands, 

Where  you  have  vanished  as  a  shadow  cast 

Waveward  from  flying  pennons  on  some  mast^ 
I  may  reach  forward  to  the  time  which  stands 
Rock-hkc,  immutable  before  my  hands 

Outstretched  in  vain  to  clasp  yours  at  the  last. 

No  presage  have  I  — to  relieve  your  pa-"  — 
That  I  sh.all  ever  need  you  at  my  side; 

No  hope  I  offer  that  would  not  be  vain. 
No  solace  that  I  would  not  have  denied. 

O  friend,  I  know  we  shall  not  meet  again 
When  we  are  parted  by  this  fluctuant  tide. 
North  Columbia,  December,  1878.  May  N.  Hawley. 


Oh,  how  rapidly  develop, 

From  mere  fugitive  sensations, 

Passions  that  are  fierce  and  bound!- 
Tenderest  associations  I 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


HUALAPI, 


By  J.  W.  GaCy.  author  of  "  Big-  Jack  Small." 


r-      7-/: 


-^\- 


In  a  primitive  quartz-mining  town  situated  to  the  eastward 
of  the  main  range  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  in  North  America, 
there  is  great  neighborlincss  by  reason  of  the  scarcity  of 
water  and  tlie  narrowness  of  the  glen,  or  canon,  in  which  the 
houses  are  situated.  Water  is  a  great  democrat,  and  willing 
to  enter  into  anybody  that  is  dry  and  absorbent  without  dis- 
tinction of  person  ;  but  fresh  water  in  the  Great  Salt  Lake 
Basin  is  mostly  found  in  the  arid,  rough,  stony  gorges  of  the 
mountains,  and  there  ofiencst  in  a  single  spring  to  each 
gorge;  and  thus  1^'  reason  of  the  innocent  fluid  the  inhabi- 
tants are  persuaded,  while  by  the  positive  commanding  topo- 
graphy they  are  forced,  to  come  together. 

The  nearly  naked  rock-surface  of  the  more  or  less  perpen- 
dicular mountains,  rising  on  two  and  sometimes  three  sides, 
makes  a  sort  of  natural  Coliseum  in  which  the  various 
noises  and  voices  of  mining  industry  arc  echoed  about,  un- 
til, wasted  by  the  weakness  of  repetition,  they  languish  into 
silence. 

Gviing  from  the  neighborhood  of  the  spring  by  a  sort  of 
irregular  radiation  are  cenain  roads  and  trails,  which  climb 
the  stony  soilless  surface  of  the  hills,  zigging  here  and  zag- 
ging  there  into  and  out  of  the  time-worn  gutters  which 
wrinkle  the  solid  faces  into  holding  places,  where  the  route 
may  cling  and  climb  toward  the  "dump,"  or  pile  of  waste 
earth,  that  newly  shines  among  its  weather-beaten  surround- 
ings, as  H  landmark  to  lead  the  inquiring  eye  in  its  search 
after  the  cause  of  this  invasion  of  Nature's  most  exclusive 
solitudes. 

In  this  sort  of  a  mining  town  you  may  expect  to  find  silver 
more  than  golJ,  but  need  not  expect  to  find  either  silver  or 
gold  in  such  form  or  colors  as  your  unciducated  eyes  are  ac- 
cuato.ned  to,  from  contemplation  of  your  spoons,  watches, 
and  metal  ornaments.  The  silver  and  any  other  accom- 
panying metal  is  in  a  state  of  ore,  which  may  be  green, 
black,  blue,  yellow,  or  a  "pinto"   combination  of  all  these. 

When  you  get  "a  job" — why  should  a  permit  to  labor  be 
called  "a  job"? — up  at  and  down  in  one  of  the  openings  in 
the  hill  wnere  you  ^ee  the  dump  of  new  earth  I  have  pointed 
out,  you  take  a  tin-pail  of  lunch  in  your  hand  and  climb  one 
of  those  trails  I  have  told  you  of  till  you  get  to  the  shaft  or 
mouth  of  the  mine,  at  which  last  place  you  step  into  a 
bucket,  if  the  shaft  is  perpiindicular,  or  into  a  car  if  it  is  an 
i  icline,  and,  going  down  into  the  darkness,  you  work  eight 
ikours,  be  it  in  the  day-time  or  in  the  night-time.  At  the  end 
of  this  eight  hours,  you  are  relieved  by  another  gang  of  men 
who  take  your  place  for  eight  other  hours,  and  so  the  work 
goes  on  without  pause,  day  or  night,  Sunday,  holiday,  or  any 
other  d.iy.  As  you  go  up  the  trail,  lunch-pail  in  hand,  if 
your  "  shift "  comes  on  in  daylight,  you  can  look  down 
upon  the  town  and  the  town  can  look  up  at  you,  until,  like  a 
prairie-dog  contemplating  a  railway  train,  you  turn  tail  and 
pop  into  the  hole  in  the  hill;  or,  if  you  go  along  the  trail 
at  night-time  the  town  looks  up  at  you  and  winks  its  hundred 
red  eyes  as  much  as  to  say,  "Hurry  down  again,  old  boy, 
and  we'll  have  another  drink."  So,  as  you  will  see,  every- 
thing in  this  kind  of  mining  town,  animate  or  inanimate,  is 
on  a  sociable  or  neighborly  basis. 

If  there  is  a  good  joke  or  a  bad  accident  at  one  end  of  this 
town  of  ours  we  know  it  immediately  at  the  other  end,  and 
thus  have  instant  opportunity  to  laugh  or  look  sad  as  the 
case  may  roquire.  Our  sociability  is  increased  and  made 
potential  by  the  fact  that  the  mines  do  not  change  gangs — 
or  shifts — at  precisely  the  same  hour  day  or  night,  but  are 
always  chinging  at  their  appointed  times  respectively ;  so 
thai  at  all  hours  many  men  are  liable  to  be  in  the  streets, 
saloons,  etc.  Far  into  the  night  the  restaurant  man,  with 
his  table  spread  and  his  red  broiling  coals  sleeping  under 
their  ashen  coats,  nods  in  his  chair,  with  napkm  over  his 
arm,  and,  like  an  anxious  housewife,  waits  and  waits  for  the 
cruncaingfjorfalUof  the  heavy  boots  tothunier  into  supper 
— while  the  saloon  m.in  over  the  way  worries  with  the  late 
"bum,"  who  essays  to  sing  him  the  mystified  remnant  of  a 
song  ancnt  the  '■  Beautiful  Maids  of  Ostraly,"  as  he  keeps 
watch  for  the  men  who  deem  it  necessary  to  take  stimulating 
spirits  internally,  previous  to  eating  or  fading  asleep. 

So  that  a.togetiier,  one  way  or  another,  in  our  town  there 
is  something  not  strictly  private  going  forward,  or  perhaps 
is  going  bdckivard,  but,  at  all  events,  there  is  something 
going. 

in  the  day-time  once,  about  noon,  I  was  in  the  office  with 
my  la\\7er,  adjusting  some  legal  papers,  when  a  pervasive 
shout,  mingled  with  explosive  laughter,  attracted  my  atten- 
tion. 

"What's  that?"  I  inquired  of  the  legal  man,  having 
reference  to  the  noise  ouisl^e. 

'■  ih:;  boys  have  got  something  up.  We'll  go  out  and  see 
-----:   -  n;::iuie,  as  soon  as  1  file  this  paper."    By  the  term 


'•'boys"  my  legal  light  referred  to  such  of  the  able-bodied 
miners  and  other  stalwart  persons  as  were  above  ground 
and  abroai  "all  on  a  summer's  day." 

There  was  but  one  street  in  the  town,  and  it  occupied  the 
evenest  part  ol  the  sole  of  the  canon  with  a  very  perceptible 
up-grade.  In  this  street  was  a  crowd  of  various  men,  of 
various  weights  and  sizes,  costumed  more  or  less  elaboralelv, 
with  coats,  and  without  coats.  No  women  or  children,  bnt 
here  and  there  an  Indian,  male  or  female.  The  saloon  man, 
with  elaborately  done  hair  and  immaculately  white  shirt 
sleeves  tucked  up  under  elastic  bands  or  garters  ;  the  miner, 
with  slouch  hat,  woolen  shirt,  and  pants  /loi  stuffed  into  his 
boots;  the  blacksmith,  with  apron  and  hat  on;  the  shoe- 
maker, with  apron  on  and  hat  off;  the  butcher,  blooming  in 
white  all  over  except  as  to  his  head,  his  feet,  and  the  middle 
of  his  back  ;  the  bare-headed  merchant,  with  a  Faber  pencil 
behind  his  ear,  and  the  baker  with  a  high,  puffy,  white  cap 
on  his  head  ;  to  say  nothing  of  the  cold-looking,  well-clad 
gambler,  and  other  characters — watching  Sam  Grain's  dog. 
Sam  Grain's  dog  was  a  black  dog,  mostly  shepherd, 
though  he  may  have  combined  a  variety  of  choice  breeds, 
but  he  was  not  a  very  big  dog,  and  he  had  a  sharp  nose, 
long  hair,  and  a  drooping  bushy  tail — a  sort  of  heavily 
fringed  tail — that  saved  itself  from  dragging  on  the  ground 
in  relaxed  or  careless  moments  by  curving  gently  upward 
just  before  it  came  to  a  point.  I  wish  that  my  reader  would 
regard  this  dog's  tail,  because  a  tail  is  to  a  dog  what  a  nose 
is  to  a  man's  face — a  very  prominent  and  indicative  feature 
— and  the  particular  kind  of  tail  that  went  about  with  Sam 
Grain's  dog  was  what  you  might  call  Roman  tail,  the  same 
as  you  say  Roman  nose,  and  indicates  great  powers  of  mind 
and  execulive  ability.  I  hope  I  may  not  forget  to  say  that 
this  dog,  which  as  I  have  before  said  belonged  to  Sam  Grain, 
had  a  yellow  or  tan  spot,  about  as  big  as  $2.50  in  silver 
(remonetized)  in  the  centre  of  his  breast — a  sort  of  yellow 
shirt-bosom  peeping  out  from  under  a  black  cloth  coat  and 
silk  cravat;  and  also  an  exceedingly  delicate  tipping  of 
white  in  the  end  of  his  tail,  just  enough  whiteto  make  him 
out  a  dog  of  three  colors  (when  you  want  a  good  dog,  or 
cat,  always  get  one  of  three  colors),  and  his  Christian  name 
was  Garlo. 

When  we  arrived  in  the  street  there  was,  in  addition  to  the 
crowd  of  citizens  on  foot,  a  man  on  horseback  riding  about 
in  an  aimless  sort  of  manner — a  limber,  half-drunk  kind  of 
a  ride — jingling  the  great  Spanish  spurs  at  his  lieels  and 
swinging  the  end  of  a  riata  around  and  above  his  head  while 
he  shouted  out,  "  I  can  beat  anything  that  wears  hair,  from 
a  single  jump-up  to  a  half  mile — honest  measure.  For  coin 
I  can,  and  money  talks!"  swaying  about  on  his  horse  and 
striking  his  pocket  till  the  gold  pieces  chinked  audibly  under 
the  blow. 

"  For  how  much  money  can  ye  beat  my  dog  a  hundred  and 
fifty  yards,  up  this  street?" 
*' Yerdog  ?" 
"  Yes,  my  dog." 
"  Where  is  yer  dog?'* 
"  He's  right  yur.     Yur,  Carlo,  come  yur." 
"  What,  beat  that  collie  ?    That  dern  sharp-nosed,  yaller- 
eyed,  trundle-tail  purp — I  can  beat  him  for  his  weight  in 
coin  ! " 

"Wot  with  ?" 

"  With  this  identical  broncho  that's  now  between  my  legs  !" 
"  I've  got  a  twenty  that  says  ye  can't  beat  Garlo  for  a  hun- 
dred'n  fifty  yards,  with  no  hoss  >*e  ever  owned,  er  ar'  goin'  to 
own  ;  and  money  talks  !" 

"Put  up,  or  shet  up  !"  said  the  man  on  the  horse,  draw- 
ing a  twenty-dollar  gold  piece  from  his  pataloons  pocket. 

"  Up  she  goes  ! "  said  Sam  Grain,  drawing  a  similar  piece 
from  the  same  style  of  pocket. 

Now  there  was  instantly  a  taking  of  sides — some  for  horse, 
others  for  dog — and  clamor  about  who  were  to  hold  stakes, 
also  about  who  were  to  judge  of  .the  starting  and  who  other 
of  the  outcome.  It  was  finally  agreed  that  the  chilly-looking 
gambler  should  take  his  hands  out  of  his  trowsers  pockets 
long  enough  to  take  in  the  money  and  hold  it  for  stakes. 

"As  for  judgin'  the  start,  ye  don't  need  nary  judge,"  said 
Sam  ;  "for  Til  guarantee  that  Garlo  don't  start  till  the  hoss 
does  ;  but  I'm  'greeable  for  a  judge,  ef  ye  want  him." 

After  a  season  of  vehemently  profane  gesticulatory  discus- 
sion, it  was  ordered  that  the  blacksmith  and  the  shoemaker 
s.iould  wear  both  hats  and  aprons,  and,  so  attired,  should 
measure  off  the  ground,  set  the  scores  and  judge  the  out- 
come ;  while  the  "butch,"  with  his  white  apron  on,  should 
umpire  the  start. 

"Now,"  said  Sam,  "I  want  to  walk  my  dog  once  over  the 
course  and  have  some  confidential  remarks  with  him.  Yur, 
Carlo,  come  yur." 

Carlo,  who  had  sat  around  among  the  crowd  changing  his 
seat  as  often  as  his  master,  in  the  heat  of  the  discussion, 
faced  about  from  one  point  to  the  other — Carlo  arose  at  his 
master's  bidding,  bearing  with  him  the  serious  air  and  smile- 
less  countenance  of  the  true  humorist,  and,  walking  sedately 
with  drooping  tail  by  the  side  of  his  master,  passed  out  of 
the  crowd  down  the  street  some  paces  in  the  rear  of  the 
blacksmith,  the  bhoemaker,  and  the  butcher  ;  which  trio  of 
honest  sons  of  toil  were  going  down  to  set  the  starting-score 
and  measure  off  the  ground. 

"Now,  Carlo,"  said  Mr.  Grain,  in  his  most  solemn  and 
paternal  manner,  "don't  ye  go  back  on  me.  This  is  busi- 
ness, old  boy,  and  means  money.  D'ye  und'stan'  me,  Carlo, 
hey?"  Carlo  slowly  and  quietly  wagged  his  tail,  looked  up 
the  street  after  the  men  measured  otf  the  distance,  and  lay 
down,  as  imperturbably  as  a  Chinaman,  wi^  his  fore  paws 
across  the  newly  made  starting-score  ;  while  Mr.  Grain  pro- 
ceeded with  the  measuring  party  back  toward  the  outcome, 
and  the  butcher  looked  about  for  something  to  sit  down  on 
until  busmess  should  begin. 

"Who  is  that  feller  on  the  hoss?"  asked  the  baker  of  the 
saloon  man. 

"Damfino,'   answered  the  saloonist. 

"Dig  &:  Wiggles's  vaquero,  'n  a  gay  boy.  Up  for  anything 
he  is,"  remarked  the  clerk  to  the  crowd  in  general. 

"All  ready  I  "  shouted  the  shoemaker.  '■  iMake  yer  bets, 
boys  ;  the  game  is  made.  Put  up  yer  money  and  stop  chin- 
nin'."    , 

"  Yur,  Sam,  wer's  that  dog  ?  "  asked  the  blacksmith. 
"  He's  all  right.     Ef  ye  don't  find  him  on  time  I'll  put  up 
twenty  more  f.*r  forfeit." 

"You  bet  he's  all  right,"  said  the  saloonist,  pointing  down 
the  street.      "Look  at  him  yender  at  the  start,  waiting  for 


business.     Don't  you  see  him  ?     Looks  like  a  peck  'n  half  o' 
charcoal  spilled  off'n  a  wagon." 

"Go  ahead,  Hualapi,  with  yer  hoss  ;  the  little  dorg's  a 
waitin'  for  ye  1"  cried  another  horseman,  who  by  this  time 
had  arrived  on  the  ground. 

"Is  his  name  Hualapi?"  queried  the  saloon  man,  with 
emphasis  on  the  "  his." 

"No,  don't  reckon 'tis  his  name,  but  the  boys  call  him 
Hualapi ;"  and  he  pronounced  the  word  as  though  it  were 
spelled  Wollop-cye. 

Swinging  the  coils  of  his  riata  about  the  flanks  of  his  mus- 
tang, Hualapi  tore  away  down  the  street,  flinging  the  gravel 
from  under  his  horse's  feet.  As  he  passed  by  the  butcher 
and  across  the  starting-score,  Carlo  lay  perfectly  still  and 
flattened  his  nose  between  his  fore  legs,  merely  looking 
askance  out  of  the  corner  of  his  brown  eye  toward  the 
butcher,  as  much  as  to  say,  "Butch,  there  is  no  nonsense 
about  me ! " 

Hualapi  wheeled  about,  and  as  he  came  back  to  the  score 
on  a  full  run  his  horse's  head  this  time  pointed  toward  the 
outcome,  the  dog  raised  himself  slowly  to  his  feet,  and  the 
butcher  yelled  at  the  top  of  his  voice,   "Go!" 

And  they  went,  not  standing  on  the  order  of  their  going, 
as  one  William  Shakspeare  saith  it,  but  each  getting  up 
and  dusting  to  the  end  of  his  ability.  It  was  a  brief  race, 
and  a  close  one,  amid  much  shouting,  some  heavy  swearing, 
and  a  great  deal  of  laughter. 

"All  quiet  there,  you  fellows !    Silence  in  Court  !"  shouted 
the  Deputy-Sheriff — "  tell  we  yhear  who  wins." 
"  Five  dollars  on  the  dog,"  shouted  somebody. 
"Give  ye  two  per  cent. — double  the  bet — and  take  it  !" 
ejaculated  another. 

"Two  per  hell  !  Talk  English!"  retorted  the  five-dollar 
man. 

"  We  decide,"  roared  the  blacksmith,  as  chairman  of  the 
judicial  committee,  "that  the  dog  wins  by  a  length." 
"What  sort  o'  length — hoss  or  dog?"  asked  somebody. 
"  Dog  length,"  responded  the  smith  ;  "  that  'er  is,  the  dog 
was  one  dog's  length  ahead  of  the  hoss,  at  the  outcome." 
"  BuUee  for  the  dog  !  "  squeaked  a  wizen-faced  boy. 
The  coin  was  duly  paid  over  to  Mr.  Samuel  Grain,  where- 
upon that  hombre  invited  the  horseman  yclept  Hualapi,  and 
everybody  else,  to  come  in  and  drink. 

During  all  the  proceedings,  while  at  the  starting-score, 
Carlo  had  kept  close  to  his  master,  watching  his  face  as 
keenly  as  a  Callfornian  watches  a  barometer  through  a  dry 
winter;  but  now,  when  Sam  went  hailing  away  to  the  saloon 
in  the  m  dst  of  a  crowd,  the  sagacious  animal  knew  by  ex- 
perience the  probable  result,  and  with  head  and  tail  droop- 
ing started  quietly  but  resolutely  down  the  road  to  his 
master's  wagon  and  camp.  For  be  it  known,  though  I  have 
not  herein  before  so  stated,  Mr.  Grain  was  what  they,  over 
in  the  Great  American  Desert,  call  a  "bull-puncher" — the 
dictionary  slang  for  which  is,  ox-driver. 

Ihere  was  much  loud  talking  and  praise  of  Sam's  dog 
while  the  drinking  was  in  progress. 

"  Wher'd  ye  git  sich  a  d — dog?"  asked  Hualapi. 
"  1  didn't  git  him— he  got  me.  I  was  a  drivin'  along  one 
day  on  the  desert  from  Stockton  station  to  Ragtown,  and  by 
the  tracks  on  the  road  and  all  about  there  I  should  say  there 
must  a'  been  as  many  as  five  thousand  sheep  ahead  o'  me ; 
1  didivt  see  no  sheep,  but  as  I  was  walking  slow  along  with 
the  team  something  cold  come  up  behind  me  and  touched 
me  on  the  hand.  I  jumped  round  to  see  what  it  was,  and 
there  was  a  little  black  dog,  about  half-growed,  flattenin' 
hisself  down  in  the  dust,  waggin'  his  tail,  and  lookin'  up  at 
me  with  tei.rs  in  his  eyes." 

"  *  Pore  little  purp,'  sez  I,  and  picked  him  up  as  if  he  were 
a  little  black  lamb,  and  walked  along  with  him  in  my  arms. 
He  began  a  lickin'  his  paws  and  then  1  see  he  wai  foot-sore 
with  traveling  and  cactus  thorns,  so  1  put  him  in  the  wagon 
on  my  blankets  and  drove  along.  Two  days  after  that  I  met 
the  sheep  man  at  Ace  Canon's,  and  I  asked  him  if  he'd  lost 
any  pup,  and,  sez  he,  'Yes,  but  ye  may  hev  him  if  you've 
got  him.'  Well,  I  had  him  ye  know,  or  he  had  me.  That's 
how  I  come  by  Carlo." 

"  Where  is  the  d —  dog?"  inquired  a  sympathetic  listener, 
looking  about  the  saloon  floor  to  find  him. 

"Oh,  you  needn't  look  for  Garlo  in  no  saloon  !  He's  too 
high-toned   for  that  ! "  said  Sam. 

"  He  is,  hey  !  Yes,  you  have  been  lickin'  him  when  you 
was  drinkin',"  said  the  sympathetic  man. 

"No,  I  swear  I  never  laid  a  cross  finger  on  that  dog 
in  my  life.  He's  slep  with  me,  on  the  road  and  off  the  road, 
for  goin'  on  four  year,  an'  I  never  even  talked  cross  to  him 
half  a  dozen  times.  In  this  country,  ye  know  a  man  kin 
make  much  of  a  good  dog,  because  there  is  no  fleas  yer." 
"  Wei ,  where  is  he  now  ?  " 

"Gone  down  to  camp,"  rasped  the  wizen-faced  youth.  "I 
wisseled  to  him,  and  butch  offered  him  meat,  but  he  just 
waltzed  off  down  the  road." 

"  Well,  you  see,  he's  a  bettin'  with  himself  that  I'll  get 
drunk  afore  this  is  over,"  said  Sam. 

"  Yes,  'n  he's  got  a  good  thing.  I'll  go  him  halves  on 
it,"  said  the  gambler. 

"Oh,  well  now  !  I  don't  get  drunk  so  derned  often,  Mart, 
do  I  ? " 

"  The  dog  says  you  do." 

"  No,  he  don't,"  answered  Sam.  "Taint  my  drunks  he's 
down  on — it's  the  whisky.  He  despises  whisky." 
''Sensible  dog,"  growled  the  gambler. 
"  You  bet  he  is  !  You  see,  I'll  tell  you  how  it  is.  Once 
when  Carlo  was  about  a  year  old  Big  Burroughs  an'  me  was 
teaming  together,  and  a'  course  camping  out.  Well,  one 
night  Big,  he  come  to  camp  haU-iight,  with  one  0'  these  yer 
olue  galloij-kegs  full  of  whisky,  and  \vc  both  got  tight  ;  and. 
Big,  he  wanted  to  make  Carlo  drink,  and  then  kicked  him 
because  he  bit  at  him  when  Big  tried  to  drench  him. 
As  soon  as  Big  kicked  my  dog  1  kicked  Big  ;  and  at  it 
we  went,  down  into  the  camp-fire  and  every  way  ;  and  Big 
Burroughs  would  'a  put  a  head  on  me — 'cause  you  see  I'm  a 
light  weight  —if  Garlo  hadn't  bit  a  purty  fair  supper  of 
'  round  steak'  out  of  him.  Ever  since  that  Carlo  don't  go 
a  cent  on  saloons,  nor  drinks.  He  won't  come  nigh  me 
w^hen  I'm  drunk,  night  nor  day,  unless  somebody  jumps  me  ; 
and  when  I  ain't  drunk  he  won't  go  away  from  me  a  rain- 
nit,  'less  I  send  him." 

"Sam,  will  me  that  dog  when  you  die,  won't  you?"  said 
Plualapi. 
"  Don't  know,"  answered  Mr.  Grain.     "  Can't  say  what  III 
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do  when  I'm  dead  ;  but  we'll  have  something  more  to  drink 
at  present.  Set  'em  up,  you  handsome  cuss  with  the  purty 
back  hair  !     Boys  what'll  it  be?  " 

Thus  the  drinking  bout  went  forward,  until,  from  satiety 
on  the  part  of  some,  and  business  engagements  on  the  part 
of  others,  the  crowd  was  reduced  to  Mr.  Grain,  Mr.  Hualapi, 
and  a  few  shameless,  hardened  hangers-on — the  latter  doin'' 
faithful  and  efficient  duty  every  time  either  of  the  former 
put  up  the  money  for  more  stimulants. 

Hour  by  hour  the  after  part  of  the  day  wore  away,  and  as 
the  long  evening  shadow  began  to  paint  one  hill  against  the 
canvas  of  another,  our  two  racing  worthies  came  weaving 
out  of  the  saloon,  arm  in  arm,  with  hats  cocked  over  noses, 
each  protesting  that  the  other  was  the  "best  feller,  and  the 
d — dest  whitest  man  in  the  mountains." 

Unhitching  the  Hualapi  horse  from  the  post  in  front  of 
the  saloon,  where  he  had  stood  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
afternoon  dreaming  of  far-off  fields  and  pastures  green, 
they  wended  or  wabbled  their  way  down  the  middle  of  the 
road,  with  the  disconsolate  horse  leading  in  the  rear,  it 
being  the  muddled  intention  of  Mr.  Grain  to  offer  to  Mr. 
Hualapi  the  hospitality  of  Mr.  Grain's  camp  and  a  share  of 
his  bed,  blankets,  board,  and  a  feed  of  hay  to  his  horse,  at 
the  rear  of  the  wagons. 

It  has  long  been  presumed  that  they  reached  the  wagons 
in  a  meandering  way  about  sunset,  and,  scorning  so  unim- 
portant a  matter  as  supper,  tied  the  horse,  unrolled  the  bed, 
and  lay  down  to  a  drunken  sleep. 

That  night  about  midnight,  Hualapi  was  found  by  two 
travelers,  far  down  the  road,  beyond  the  camp,  lying  with 
his  head  in  a  pool  of  blood  and  a  great  wound  in  his  skull — 
dead. 

The  travelers  proceeding  up  to  town  reported  their  find- 
ing, which  report  caused  a  party  toward  daylight  to  arrive 
at  the  place  in  the  road  as  designated  by  the  travelers.  This 
party  found  the  stain  of  the  blood,  the  marks  of  men's  feet 
as  if  struggling,  and  the  tracks  of  a  medium-sized  dog  in 
the  dust. 

Instantly  the  mind  of  each  member  of  the  searching 
party  worked  backward  over  the  events  of  the  preceding 
day,  and  each  by  his  own  process  arrived  at — Sam  Grain. 
The  horse  of  Hualapi  tied  to  Sam's  wagon  increased  the 
suspicion  ;  while  finding  himself  sound  asleep  with  his  now 
watchful,  growling  dog  at  his  feet,  only  intensified  the  sus- 
picion as  to  his  crime  and  heartlessness. 

"  Sam  !  Hi,  Sam  !  Wake  up  and  tell  us  where  Hualapi 
is.  We  want  him,"  said  one  of  the  party,  as  they  all  stood 
about  the  out-door  bed  of  the  sleeping  teamster. 

"  Humph.?"- grunted  Sam,  boring  his  knuckles  into  his 
boozy  eyes  against  the  shock  of  the  now  open  daylight. 

"Yes!  Never  mind  humphin'  and  boring  your  eyes. 
Where's  Hualapi  ?" 

"Hualapi?  Yur  he  is  in  bed  with  me,"  answered  Sam, 
looking  over  his  shoulder  as  he  rested  on  his  elbow  in  the 
bed.  "  Yes,  we — why,  hell !  where  is  he  ?  Carlo,  you  wasn't 
drunk,  where's  Hualapi  ?  "  The  dog  sat  up  on  his  haunches 
and  looked  seriously  down  the  road. 

"  Get  up,  Sam,  and  come  up  to  town.  Hualapi's  dead. 
We  want  you  to  tell  the  magistrate  who  killed  him." 

"Killed  him!"  exclaimed  Sam,  jumping  up.  "Killed 
him!  Boys,  yer  joshin' a  feller.  Why,  there's  his  boss  tied 
to  my  wagon.     He  must  be  somewhere's  around." 

"Well,  you  get  your  hat  and  come  along  with  us — may  be 
you  can  find  him  for  the  Court." 

CHAPTER  II. 

Not  every  one  in  this  world  knows  that  there  are  regions 
of  country,  on  the  planet  they  have  the  honor  to  inhabit, 
where  a  bed  out  under  the  open  sky  is  the  ufual  refreshing 
and  pleasant  night-lodging  of  many  human  inhabitants. 
The  pilgrim  to  Palestine  thinks  he  is  quite  an  adventurer 
when  he  sleeps  in  a  guarded  tent  and  wakes  in  the  night  to 
hsten  to  the  laughing  howl  of  the  same  family  of  jackals 
which  served  the  sportive  Samson  in  his  pyrotechnic  assault 
upon  the  cereals  of  his  neighbors  ;  but  if  this  pilgrim  is  a 
pious  Anglo-American,  it  is  pretty  safe  to  say,  unless  he  is 
an  "innocent  abroad,"  that  he  does  not  realize  the  amount 
of  out-door  sleeping  there  is  to  be  enjoyed  in  his  own 
United  States.  Safe  to  say  that  he  does  not  know  where 
the  Holy  Land  is  in  the  United  States  ;  the  land  where  all 
the  world  seems  either  to  be  descending  into  or  rising  out 
of  an  alkali  flat,  or  else  to  be  crossing  a  mountain  ;  where 
the  whole  earth  is  so  thirsty  it  swallows  all  the  rivers,  and 
the  soil  is  so  dry  that  neither  fog  nor  dew  softens  the  sun  at 
morn  nor  the  moon  at  night  ;  where  no  sweet  song-bird 
carols  to  the  crw. .;,  and  only  the  wide  wing  of  the  raven  casts 
its  black  shadow  in  silent  motion  gliding  o'er  the  plain  at 
noon.  A  land  of  drought,  of  sinking  Jordans  and  Dead 
Seas.  A  land  without  a  history,  or  else  so  old  that  Nature 
has  forgotten  and  wiped  out  whatever  marks  historic  creat- 
ures left.  A  land  so  gray  and  dry,  so  wrinkled  and  so 
deaf,  that  silence  sits  enthroned  among  the  hills  with  her 
sad  finger  on  her  pallid  lips,  listening— listening — listening 
for  the  unreturning  feet  that  carried  here  and  there  the 
giants  of  the  darkness  that  has  been.  A  land  of  wandering 
pasturage  for  the  herds — where  wells  are  wealth,  and  springs 
are  few  and  far — without  a  record. 

At  present  it  is  the  land  of  a  peculiar  people — they  are 
tramps,  but  industrious  tramps.  ' 

They  tramp  not  by  twos  and  by  threes  only,  but  by  towns, 
counties,  cities  and  states.  They  advance  upon  the  silence 
of  the  wilderness  and  the  echo  of  industry  jingles  aloft  upon 
the  ancient  air.  They  tear  open  the  bosom  of  the  rock- 
ribbed  hill  to  find  the  medals  of  commerce — and  finding 
them,  they  stamp  them  with  a  winsome  woman  on  one  side 
and  a  cruel  old  rooster  on  the  other.  They  sleep  out  under 
the  sky,  while  the  coyote  on  noiseless  feet  keeps  watch, 
with  his  wild  eyes  peering  from  the  outer  darkness  ;  they 
snore  in  the  ear  of  the  rattle-snake  till  the  iVightened 
reptile  glides  away  into  the  chilly  night,  forgetting  to  ring 
the  bell  in  his  back-action  ;  they  lie  down  with  the  deadly 
tarantula  and  sleep  with  the  stinging  scorpion.  And  they 
are  not  afraid. 

To  come  upon  a  camp  in  the  morning — the  camp  of  a 
solitary  man  who  drives  a  team — in  the  silverland,  is  to  find 
two  or  three  or  more  heavy  wagons  strung  together  by 
strong  iron  chains,  and  from  the  largest  and  most  forward 
wagon  a  line  of  yokes  and  chains,  like  a  gigantic  rosary, 
lying  among  the  sage-brush  in  the  dust,  just  as  though  the 
cattle  had  dropped  out  of  line  into  some  magical  trap  and 


left  their  gearing  in  place.  Beside  some  wheel  of  one  of  the 
wagotis  is  the  bed  of  the  camper  ;  and  not  far  from  his 
bed  his  fire  or  the  remains  of  it,  surrounded  by  his  kitchen 
utensils.  Why  does  he  not  sleep  in  the  wagon' secure  from 
reptiles  and  "  varmmts  ? "  Because  the  dry  ground  is  warmer 
in  the  after  part  of  the  always  chilly  night,  and  he  knows  it. 
Why  does  he  not  sleep  under  the  wagon,  so  that  if  the  o.^en 
come  they  will  not  tramp  on  him  ?  Because  he  knows  that 
no  work-o.K  is  going  to  be  caught  near  his  own  working 
p'ace  so  long  as  food  can  be  found  elsewhere,  and  because 
he  belongs  to  a  peculiar  people  who  are  always  ready  for 
battle,  and  the  under  side  of  a  wagon  is  a  poor  place  to  get 
out  of  bed  in  a  hurry,  and  battles  generally  begin  in  a  hurry. 

Under  about  such  circumstances  as  these  they  found  Sam 
Grain  asleep  in  the  early  morning,  with  his  black  dog  lying 
at  his  feet,  and  they  awoke  him  to  charge  him  with  murder. 

Sam  Grain  a  murderer  ! 

Nobody  who  ever  looked  square  into  the  laughing  twinkle 
of  his  honest  eyes  would  believe,  without  heavy  testimony, 
that  Sam  Grain  would  feloniously  take  the  life  of  a  fellow-man. 

But  then  the  circumstances  !  Yes,  the  circumstances 
were  against  him  ;  he  was  the  last  man  seen  with  the  de- 
ceased ;  he  knew  the  deceased  had  money  ;  they  were  both 
intoxicated  when  they  left  town  together  ;  the  horse  of  the 
deceased  in  Sam's  possession,  etc.,  etc. 

"Well,  boys!"  said  Sam,  "this  is  mighty  rough  on  a 
feller.  I've  been  waiting  here  now  for  five  days  lor  the  mule 
teams  to  come  in  with  my  load,  and  'f  ye  take  me  to  jail  for 
a  murderer,  I'll  lose  my  load  an'  that'll  break  me." 

" '  Tis  rough,  Sam,  but  the  way  things  looks  we've  got  to 
take  you." 

"  All  right  !  I'm  a  comin'  soon 's  I  roll  up  my  bed  an'  put 
my  traps  together.  An'  that  boss,"  added  Sam,  as  he  fussed 
about,  throwing  his  loose  property  upon  the  wagons ; 
"somethin'U  hev  to  be  done  with  him — nothin'  more  yur  for 
him  to  eat,  an'  no  water." 

"We'll  take  him  to  Court,  too,"  said  one  of  the  men  mov- 
ing over  and  untying  the  broncho. 

"  No  !  Let  him  be  there  ! "  said  another.  "  Let  the  Court 
send  for  him — 'taint  far  to  town.  He's  better  evidence  tied 
where  he  is  than  anything  we  can  say." 

"  Ain't  you  rather  anxious  about  evidence?"  asked  Sam, 
turning  upon  the  last  speaker  abruptly. 

"  Guess  not !  "  coolly  answered  the  man  addressed.  "  I 
want  facts,  that's  all  1  want — and  facts  at  first  hands  is  always 
best  for  a//  hands." 

"All  right;  I'm  readj'.  Go  ahead  with  yer  old  murder 
case  !     We  may  be  happy  yit  ! "  rejoined  Sam,  cheerfully. 

The  little  partv  passed  by  a  few  strides  out  of  the  brush 
into  the  road  and  away  deliberately  toward  town,  talking, 
chewing  tobacco,  and  gesticulating.  Carlo  seriously,  if  not 
sadly,  following  close  in  the  rear. 

The  town  was  awake  ;  in  fact,  part  of  it  was  met  on  the 
road  down  to  the  scene  of  the  murder. 

"  Come  in,  boys  !  '  said  Sam,  as  they  neared  the  saloon  of 
yesterday's  drunk.  "  Come  in  !  '  Taint  every  man  that  kin 
get  accused  an'  'rested  for  murder.  I'm  gettin'  to  be  a  dis- 
tinguish' cuss,  'n  I  want  to  treat  on  it :  if"  added  he,  as 
as  they  stepped  up  to  the  bar,  "if  Dan  '11  trust  a  murderin' 
midnight  'sassin." 

"  Have  you  been  killing  some  people,  Sam  ? "  asked  the 
saloon  man,  in  a  yawning,  sleepy  way,  as  he  placed  the  re- 
quired tumblers  on  the  board. 

"  That's  what  they  tell  me,"  answered  Sam. 

"  About  how  many  did  you  get  away  with  ?  " 

"  Well,  only  one's  fer  as  heered  from,  but  the  returns 
haint  all  in  yet.  'F  I  killed  anybody,  I  didn't  stop  at  one 
man — such  a  desput  cuss  's  I  am,"  and  Sam  smiled,  as  he 
made  the  ferocious  remark,  adding  after  drinking  the  cock- 
tail :  "  Dan,  put  him  on  the  slate  to  remember  me  by. 
I  panned  you  out  all  I  had  about  me  yesterday.  Now, 
boys,  take  a  feller  to  breakfast  and  then — to  Court,  me 
noble  lords,  to  Court  !  "  and  he  strode  out  into  the  street 
like  the  gloomy  king  in  a  high  tragedy. 

Sam  Grain  was  a  small  man  with  no  waste  material  about 
him,  not  even  in  the  matter  of  hair,  for  this  tasteful  natural 
covering  was  so  thin  at  the  top  of  his  forehead  as  to  amount 
almost  to  baldness,  giving  to  his  face,  when  his  hat  was  off, 
an  unusually  high  up  and  wide  open  countenance.  A  phre- 
nologist would  say  that  his  two  controlling  bumps  were  con- 
scientiousness and  humor,  for  his  head  bulged  out  between 
the  eye  and  ear  on  either  side,  and  this,  with  a  good  heavy 
back  head,  gave  base  to  a  dome  composed  mainly  of 
suavity,  firmness,  and  conscientiousness  ;  in  other  words,  he 
had  a  good  hard  head  for  homely  fun  or  honest  business.  He 
had  rather  small,  twinkling,  blue  eyes,  fair  hair,  and  no 
beard  save  a  meagre  moustache  ;  a  nose  something  the 
shape  of  the  best  class  of  Indian  nose,  but  a  flexible,  lively 
sort  of  nose — a  nose  that  seemed  to  enjoy  itself  in  its  own 
way  in  the  play  of  human  emotions  which  gave  great  ex- 
pression to  Sam's  eyes  and  mouth.  In  short  he  was  what 
the  Missourians  call  a  "peart  little  cuss." 

The  information  of  the  prosecuting  witness  had  been 
filed,  charging  Samuel  Grain  with  the  "commission  thereof," 
etc.,  etc. 

"  What  have  you  to  say  to  this  charge,  Mr.  Grain  ?" 
queried  the  J.  P. 

"It's  a  charge  of  murder — aint  it.  Judge?"  asked  Sam. 

"  Yes,  a  very  serious  charge,  perhaps  the  most  serious  that 
man  can  bring  against  man.  You  will  understand,"  added 
the  Judge,  "that  you  are  not  compelled  to  make  any  state- 
ment, nor  are;^you  required  to  take  oath  as  a  witness  ;  but 
you  may  do  both,  or  either,  or  neither,  as  you  may  elect." 

"  Well,  the  meanin'  of  it  all  is  did  I,  or  did  I  not,  kill  a 
feller  called  Hualapi,  what  was  a  spreein'  with  me  yester- 
day." 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  that's  where  you've  got  me  !  I  won't  swear  I  didn't 
kill  him,  nor  I  won't  swear  'at  I  did.  I'd  like  to  see  his  dead 
body  before  I'll  believe  that  anybody  killed  him." 

'•  The  testimony  here  taken  this  morning  is  strongly  to 
the  effect  that  his  lifeless  body  was  found,  after  midnight 
last  night,  in  the  public  road,  near  this  town,  with  the  skull 
crushed.  Its  removal  since  then,  by  parties  unknown  to 
this  Court,  does  not  lessen  the  suspicion  that  surrounds  you. 
Any  explanation  which  you  can  make  tending  to  remove 
such  suspicion  I  need  not  say  will  be  promptly  taken  into 
consideration  by  the  Court." 

"Well,  I'm  a  thousand  times  obliged  to  you.  Judge,  but  I 
swear  I  dunno  what  to  say.      I  don't  recollect  killin'  any- 


body, or  wantin'  to  kill  anyone.  '  Pears  to  me  I  w-as  in  a 
derned  good  humor  last  night.  Wasn't  I,  bovs  ?"  and  Sam 
looked  around  the  room  on  the  crowd  which  nodded  silent 
assent  to  his  query,  "An'  if  I'd  wanted  to  kill  any  man  it 
wouldn't  'a  been  Hualapi,  for  I  was  just  dead  struck  after 
that  young  feller  ;  an'  the  last  thing  I  remember  thinkin'  last 
night,  after  we  was  both  safe  in  bed,  was  that  we'd  had  a 
jolly  old  time,  lots  o'  fun,  an'  no  row  nor  nobody  hurt.  Then 
I  went  to  sleep  an'  don't  remember  knowin',  hearin',  or 
seein'  anythin'  till  the  boys  hustled  me  out  early  this  morn- 
ing. That's  all,  so  help  me  God,  Judge,  that  I  know  about 
it." 

"Were  you  intoxicated  and  quarreling  during  the  day 
yesterday?"  asked  his  Honor. 

"  Yes,  Judge,  I  was  intoxicated,  but  not  quarreling,  as  far 
as  I  recollect," 

"  Can  you  remember  what  you  do  and  say  during  a  spree, 
after  you  become  sober?" 

"  Sometimes — well,  generally  I  can  ;  but  there  has  been 
once  or  twice  that  I  could  not.     That's  a  fact,  Judge." 

Then  there  was  silence  for  a  few  minutes  while  the  J.  P. 
wrote  out  some  notes  for  his  own  information. 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  say  about  the  matter?" 

"  Yes,  Judge,"  said  Sam. 

"  You  cannot  think  of  anything  else  tending  to  throw  light 
upon  the  case  ? " 

"  No,  sir  ! "  and  Sam  turned  his  hat  rim  about  in  his 
hands  and  smiled  upon  the  boys. 

Then  there  was  a  long  silence  while  the  J.  P.  wrote  dili- 
gently, off  and  on  looking  into  his  law  books. 

"  I'll  read  the  substance  of  your  statement  to  you  that  you 
may  correct  or  amend  it  if  you  desire." 

Sam  listened  attentively  to  the  reading,  remarking  at  the 
conclusion  : 

"  Kerrect  !" 

"Do  you  wish  to  add  anything  ?  " 

"  Nothing." 

"  Please  sign  it." 

Sam  signed  it  with  a  slow  scraping  pen. 

Then  there  was  a  longer  silence,  in  which  the  Judge 
wrinkled  his  brow,  scratched  his  head,  and  consulted  divers 
pages  in  his  books. 

"  Mr.  Grain,"  said  the  Judge. 

"  Sir,"  responded  Sam. 

"  If  what  our  law  calls  the  carpus  delicti — ahem  ! — was 
within  the  purview  of  our  Court,  I  should  feel  bound  to 
commit  you  without  recourse,  and  I  am  not  perfectly  certain 
that  it  is  not  my  duty  to  so  commit  you  as  it  is  ;  but,  as 
there  is  room  for  doubt  that  a  murder  has  been  committed, 
though  a  strong  probability  points  that  way,  I  take  it  upon 
myself  as  a  matter  of  common  sense  and  average  justice, 
considering  that  our  public  jail  is  not  a  wholesome  place, 
and  that  the  county  is  poor,  to  bind  you  over  to  the  District 
Court  in  the  sum  of  one  thousand  dollars  gold  coin  of  the 
United  States.  Are  you  able  and  willing  to  give  such 
bond  ? " 

"  I  m  willin'.  Judge,  an'  if  youll  let  me  out  o'  here  till  I 
can  rustle  round  I  think  I'm  able." 

"  I'll  go  on  his  bond  ! " 

"1,  too." 

"  Dot's  me,  too  ! "  said  "  butch." 

Sam  had  arisen  to  his  feet  to  make  his  request  about 
rustling  round  ;  stood  looking  from  one  to  the  other,  as  they 
volunteered  to  go  upon  his  bond,  then  the  tears  coming  into 
his  blue  eyes,  he  said  : 

"  Boys,  by  —  " — but  he  sat  down  with  his  face  buried  in 
his  soft  hat  in  his  hands,  and  left  his  profane  sentence,  un- 
finished ;  while  the  dog  Carlo  came  fonvard  and  laid  his 
black  head  on  his  master's  knees. 

The  parties  thereto  being  all  present  the  legal  formula  of 
fixing  the  bond  was  soon  gone  through  with  ;  that  is  to  say, 
comparatively  soon,  for  the  reason  that  J.  P.s,  though  often 
of  sound  judgment,  great  patience,  and  good  intentions,  are 
seldom  "  lightning  strikers  "  with  the  pen. 

Previous  to  adjournment,  it  occurred  to  Sam  Grain  to  ask 
the  Justice : 

"About  what  time  will  this  Gran'  Jury  be  around.  Judge  ?" 

"At  the  Fall  term  of  the  Court  ;  that  is,  in  the  latter  part 
of  September,  and  it  is  now  the  earlier  part  of  August," 
answered  the  J.  P. 

Then  the  Court  adjourned,  and  Sam  was  numerously  con- 
gratulated upon  not  having  to  go  to  jail. 

"Yes,"  he  responded,  "  I'm  glad  the  old  man  didn't  lock 
me  up  ;  'cause  now  I  can  make  my  trip  down  with  the  load, 
get  my  freight  money,  ye  know,  leave  the  bulls  down  there, 
and  come  back  on  a  hoss  in  lime  to  do  what  the  Gran'  Jury 
says.  But  I  say,"  he  added,  "  does  any  of  you  fellers  know 
how  it  is  ?  Does  a  feller  in  my  fix  have  to  go  in  before  them 
Gran'  Juries,  or  do  they  come  an'  set  on  him  like  a  Karren- 
er's  Jury  on  a  dead  man  ?" 

"Where's  Rattler?"  queried  a  bystander.  "Rattler  ort 
to  know,  he's  been  theie." 

'■  Hi,  Rattler  ! "  Sam  called  out. 

"What  is  it?"  responded  the  peason  addressed.  The 
question  was  put  to  him,  and  he  continued :  "  I  dunno  how 
It  is  when  ye're  on  to  bail,  I  never  got  no  bail  in  mine  ;  but 
when  ye're  in  jail,  if  the  Grand  Jury  send  fer  yer,  just  send 
for  yer  lawyer  an'  ast  him,  Ef  he  posts  ye  up  and  sez  go, 
you  go — ef  he  sez  fer  ye  not  to  go,  yer  don't," 

"  That's  the  pint  !  Why  didn't  1  think  of  it  afore  ?  A 
lawyer's  what  I  want  now.  Come  on.  Carlo,  let  us  go  up- 
town an'  see  old  man  Damns,  So  long,  boys  !  If  I  don't 
see  some  of  ye  afore  hangin'  time,  come  and  give  me  a  good 
send-off.  I'll  go  like  a  little  man,  you  bet  your  life  !'!  And 
with  his  faithful,  silent  follower  he  wended  his  way  to  the 
lawyer's  office. 

Sam's  case  was  discussed  throughout  the  camp  all  the 
remainder  of  that  day,  and  more  or  less  for  many  days  ; 
most  of  folks  holding  him  innocent  on  his  generally  known 
character  for  kindheartedness  and  frontier  amiability  ;  but 
there  was  still  a  quasi-logical,  stubborn  minority,  as  there 
ever  is  in  any  case,  who  pointed  to  the  circumstances,  as- 
sumed the  guilt,  and  wisely  censured  the  Justice  of  the 
Peace  for  admitting  him  to  bail  ;  one  of  the  minority  going 
so  far  as  to  declare,  with  a  knowing  and  defiant  sreer  : 

"  Yes,  that's  mighty  smooth,  lettin'  him  go  on  a  thou- 
sand dollars  !  He'll  just  make  his  trip,  get  his  fr"ipht  money, 
sell  that  bull-team,  make  his  sureties  safe,  ani.  scoot !  An'n 
he's  a  damned  fool  if  he  don't," 

[CONTINUED  IM   NEXT  NtrtCB.  M 
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THE       ARGONAUT. 


A  CHRISTMAS  PLAY  FOR  CHILDREN. 


By  J.  F.  Clark. 


CAST  OF  CHARACTF.RS. 
Mrs.  Anita  Pkkklkss,  a  young  wiJow. 

Mr.  Alonzo  Ba(  on.  a  >'ouni;  bachelor  in  to\-c  with  the  young  widow, 
r.F-nkUH  PkkkliiISS,  five  years  oM,   l^»,:i  .„„  „f  \i^  .    i>„„„.  —  . 
Mamir  Pkkklf.ss.  three  >-car*  old.  f ':»"'J««  ^f  Mkn.  Pebbles:,. 
Mrs.  Winstasi-hv.  mother  of  Mhs.  Peerlkss. 
Vioi-CT  WissTANLRV,  her  sSsier. 
Stanley  WiKbTASLEv,  her  brother. 


Emter  M  AMIR,  Viko  speaks  Ike prologui  ; 
We're  going  to  have  a  little  play. 

Just  to  aniuse  our  friends. 
We  hope  you  will  not  go  away 
Until  the  acting  ends. 


ACT  I.— Scene  \,— Enter  Mrs.  Winstanlev,  disguised  as  a  gypsy. 

Mrs.  W.   I've  waited  for  this  chance  for  many  a  day  ; 
It's  come  at  Lost — I'll  carry  her  away. 

\^Exit  Mrs.  W.,  tiarryhig  Mamie. 
y\KSi\^\u'r(aming\  Mamma,  mamma, 
[^if/ir  Anita  Pekrlkss.] 

Anit.\.  I  thought  I  heard  my  Mamie  scream  ; 
Perhaps  I  only  had  a  dream. 
Upon  my  couch  where  I  was  napping,  i 

I  fancied  there  was  some  one  slapping 
Poor  little  M.amie  ;  so  I  came 
To  comfort  her.     It  is  a  shame. 

[£w/«rAL0N20.] 

Aloszo.  Madam,  you  seem  in  great  dielress, 

AsrTA.  I  thought  I  heard  my  Mamie  crying. 

.■\lonzo.  Madam,  there  is  no  use  denying 
That  just  as  I  was  passing  by 
I  thought  I  heard  your  Mamie  cry. 
And  said  there's  something  wrong,  I  fear. 
That  is  the  reason  why  I'm  here. 

Anita.  'Tis  sad  to  be  a  widow.     Every  trouble 
Comes  on  me  now  ;  it  seems  to  double 
AH  my  cares.     I  shall  go  wild. 

Alonzo.  No,  don't,  for  I  %s-ill  find  the  child, 
Or  lose  my  fonune  and  my  Hfe — 
[Aside]  A  hundred  limes  to  w  in  her  for  my  wife. 

A.NITA.  Where  can  my  Mamie  be? 

.■\LONZ0.  Madam,  wait  here — I'll  go  and  see. 

[Exif  Alonzo. 

.^NIT.\.  Some  g>-psies  passed  along  the  way. 
I  saw  them  early  in  the  day. 
And  one  tall  hag  with  visage  wild 
Cast  longing  eyes  upon  my  child. 
She's  gone  and  left  no  trace  behind  her. 
Oh.  how  I  hope  that  he  will  find  her. 

Scene  II. — Enter  Mrs.  W.,  Violet  W,,  and  Stanley  W.,  aU  dis- 
guised as  gypsies,  leading  Mamie. 

Mrs.  W.  I've  got  her  now.  the  little  queen. 
A  pretty  time  I  guess  there's  been 
Up  at  the  Hall.     What  fuss  and  bother  I 
The  ser\-ants  each  will  blame  the  other; 
I'm  really  sorry  for  her  mother. 

Violet.  If  that  is  so,  then  tell  us.  pray. 
Why  did  you  bring  the  child  away? 

Stanley.  If  you  feel  sorry  for  Anita, 
This  is  a  funny  way  to  treat  her. 

Mrs.  W.   U  may  be  so,  but  she  will  find 
That  we  have  not  been  so  unkind 
As  may  to  her  at  first  appear. 

Stanley.  Mamie's  tired.     Poor  little  dear  ! 

Violet.  They  say  .Anita's  got  a  beau. 
And  this  is  what  1  wish  to  know  : 
\Mio  is  the  man  who  wants  to  win  her  ? 
Most  likely  some  old  hoary  sinner. 

Stanley.   I'll  bet  it  is  some  learned  scholar. 

Violet.  Or  a  smart  knave  without  a  dollar. 

Mrs.  W.  My  children,  pray  you,  cease  your  gabble  ; 
It  is  at  most  but  idle  babble. 
But.  hist !  we  must  no  longer  stay — 
I  hear  some  footsteps.     Up  !  away  !  [Exeunt  aii. 

Scene  III.— ^w/ir  Anita.  &j<//«^  George. 

Anita.  \\'here  did  you  see  your  sister  last  ? 

George.  Out  in  the  garden,  ninning  fast 
After  her  ball,  which  on  the  ground 
She  kept  on  rolling  round  and  rotmd. 

Anita.  When  was  it.' 

George.  Half  an  hour  ago. 

Anita,  Where  is  she  now  ? 

George.  I  do  not  know. 

Anita.  O  dear!  O'dear!  what  shall  I  do? 

0  Mamie.  Mamie,  if  I  knew 
Where  I  could  find  you,  I  would  fly. 

George.  O  mamma,  dear,  now  don't  you  cry. 

Anita.  Why  don't  Alonzo  come  to  me? 
He  told  me  he  would  go  and  see 
If  he  could  not  my  Mamie  find. 
He  does  not  come — it  is  unkind. 
I've  vowed  I  would  not  have  him  oft ; 
But  now-,  in  this  my  great  distress, 

1  wish  that  he  were  here.       ) 

[Enter  Ax.osio.'^^       Madam,  I  am  here. 

Anft-X.  1  did  not  know,  sir,  )*ou  were  near. 
Pray  tell  me.  have  you  Mamie  found  ? 

Alonzo.  Nay.  madam  ;  I  have  searched  around 
And  offered  all  rewards  I'd  handy — 
Two  bits,  a  knife,  a  pound  of  candy. 
I've  looked  in  every  nook  and  comer. 
Thinking  she  might,  like  yotmg  Jack  Homer. 
Be  sucking  at  a  sugar-plima. 

Anita.  Is  it  to  jest  with  me  you  come 
A:  such  an  hour?    I'm  broken-hearted. 


Mamie's  \-anished — lost — departed, 

0  cruel,  cruel,  cruel  man. 

Alonzo.  Indeed  I'll  find  her  if  I  can. 

Anita.  WTiy  don't  you  find  her— biing  her  here? 
Oh.  that  I  could  once  more  behold  her. 
And  to  my  broken  heart  enfold  her, 
I'd  give  the  world — I'll  give  my  heart 
To  any  man — 

.■\LONzo.  Oh,  here's  a  start — 

Anita.  WTio  brings  my  Mamie  back  to  me. 

Alonzo.  Then  I  shall  have  it — you  will  see. 
I've  loved  you  well  for  several  years, 
.And  now  your  eyes  are  wet  with  tears. 
My  heart  is— 

.■\nita.  I  am  going  wild  ! 

Don't  talk  to  me  ;  go,  find  my  child. 

.Alonzo.  She  means  it  now.     I  think  I'll  go. 

[Exit  Alonzo. 

Anita.  Men  are  so  fast,  or  else  so  slow. 

1  hope  he  is  not  quite  offended  ;  ♦ 
For  if  he  is  our  love  is  ended. 

And  I  shall  have  to  dwell  alone,  forsaken. 

And  every  morning  think  I've  cooked  my  Bacon. 

Rut  where,  oh,  where,  can  Mamie  be? 

Why  don't  they  bring  her  back  to  me? 

And  oh — I've  made  a  solemn  vow. 

Suppose  some  man  should  bring  her  now. 

Some  ancient,  lawny,  grizzly  fellow. 

.Ml  gray  and  shriveled,  lank  and  yellow, 

And  say.  "  I've  brought  your  child,  you  see. 

And  now  you've  got  to  marry  me." 

.•\Jonzo.  O  Alonzo.  dear. 

Find  Mamie,  quick,  and  bring  her  here. 

What  shall  1  do? 

Gkorgk.  Mamma,  don't  cry  ; 

We're  sure  to  find  her  by  and  by. 

.•\nita.  Bless  you,  my  boy.     We'll  wait  and  see. 

George.  I'll  go  outside  and  shorn.     She'll  come  to  me. 

[Exit  George. 

IS.  W.,  Violet,  and  Stanley,  who  stand  in  t/u  background, 

Anita.  This  trouble  weighs  upon  my  mind. 
Who  will  my  darling  Mamie  find? 
My  heart  is  breaking  with  despair  ; 
I  think  I'll  go  and— fi.x  my  hair. 


ACT  II.— Scene  I.— Enter  Mrs.  W..  Violet,  d/ztf  Stanley. 

Mrs.  W.  My  children,  we  have  raised  conimoUon  ; 
To  try  Anita  was  my  notion. 
We  heard  that  she  had  got  a  beau— 
Who  is  the  man  ?    We  want  to  know. 

\"iolet.  Why  should  she  wish  to  keep  it  from  us  ? 

Stanley.   Perhaps  he  is  some  stupid  Thomas, 
Or  Jim.  or  Jack,  or  Bill,  or  Mike, 
And  she  may  think  that  we  would  strike. 

Mrs.  W.  To  find  the  truth  we  came  upon  this  journey. 

N'iolet. — I  fear  he  is  a  working  man  Uke  Kearney. 

Mrs.  W.  I  trust  that  such  is  not  the  case 
(True,  honest  labor's  no  disgrace), 
But  we  are  of  another  race. 
.Anita  will  not  stain  her  blood  patrician 
By  marrjing  beneath  her  own  condition. 

Violet.  Then  why  this  secrecy?     I  cannot  tell. 

Stanley.  May  be  she  loves  not  wisely,  but  too  well. 

Mrs.  W. — Violet,  fetch  our  Mamie  here  ; 
1  want  to  see  the  little  dear.  [Exit  Violet. 

[Enter  ViOLET,  leading  MAMIE.] 

Violet.  See,  here  she  is, 
M.\MiE,  I  want  Mamma. 

[^■///^r  Alonzo.] 

Alonzo.   I've  found  you  !    You're  my  lucky  star. 
[To  Mrs.  W.]  Woman,  what  does  this  outrage  mean? 
It  is  the  w  orst  that  I  have  seen. 
Flood,  Mackay,  Fair,  or  Johnny  Skae, 
Ne'er  acted  in  a  viler  way. 
Tbeir  movements  sent  the  people  wild. 
You  have  done  worse  :  you  stole  a  child. 

[Takes  Mamie  from  her. 
Now,  go  with  rac.     March,  straight  before. 
All  niake  your  exit  through  that  door. 

Stanley.  Mother,  it  is  my  chum  by  whom  we're  taken. 
The  son  of  your  old  friend,  Judge  Bacon. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Enter  Anita,  leading  George. 

Anita.  Where  is  Alonzo?    Where  is  Mamie ? 
He's  left  me.     Oh,  it  is  a  shame  he 
Don't  ret'im,     I  am  a  widow  lonely  ; 
I  have  no  other  friend.     If  only 
He  would  now  come  here — 

George.  There's  some  one  coming,  mamma  dear. 

[£ff/^r  Alonzo,  driving  "SiViS.  W.,  Violet,  and  Si  asi.il\  before  hitn.] 

Alonzo.  Madam,  I  bring  you  great  relief — 
I've  found  your  child,  and  caught  the  thief. 

Mamie.   Mamma,  mamma! 

Anita.  Dear  Utile  peL  [Embraces  her. 

[To  Alonzo.]  Your  kindness,  sir,  I  won't  forgeL 
Where  did  you  find  her  ? 

Alonzo.  On  the  road. 

She  had  been  captured  by  this  toad. 
[To  Mrs.  W.l  Woman,  you've  meriled  a  choking  ; 
Six  feet  of  hemp  would  stop  your  croaking. 
I'd  like  to  douse  you  all  in  tubs. 
Yourself  and  both  your  gypsy  cubs. 

Mrs.  W.  I  am  no  g>'psy. 

Alonzo.  WTiy  ? 

Mrs.  W.  [dropping  ker  gypsy  cloak  and  hood.]  Because 
You  see  that  I  am  Santa  Clans. 

iTo  Anita.'  This  meddler  has  upset  my  plan  ; 
shall  get  even,  and  I  can. 
f  To  Mamie.]  I've  candy  for  you  and  a  toy. 
[TV George.  1  And  here  is  some  for  you,  my  boy. 

Alonzo  [kneeling.^.  Before  you  blame  me,  Santa  Claus. 
I  beg — I  pray — one  moment  pause. 
Mrs.  W.  I  am  not  Santa  Claus. 
Anit.\.  O  dear. 

What  mystery  is  hidden  here  ? 
Not  Santa  Claus  !    Then  tell  us  who  you  are. 

[Mrs.  W.  drops  her  disguise, 
Mrs.  W.  You  see  that  I  am  Mamie's  grandmamma. 

[Violet  and  Stanley  drop  cloak  and  hood. 
Her  uncle  Stanley,  too,  is  here, 
And  this  is  sister  Violet  dear. 

Alonzo.  O  madam,, may  I  hope  to  be  forgiven. 
Mrs.  W.  Mercy  is  the  prerogative  of  heaven. 
No  longer  kneel,  sir  ;  rise  and  stand. 
Fate  and  Anita  placed  you  in  my  hand. 
I  know  you  well,  and  think  you  worthy  of  her — 
You  have  my  blessing — take  her — love  her. 

[Places  Anit.v's  hand  in  Alonzo's. 


THE  COMING  STRUGGLE, 


A  Scholarly  Presentatioa  of  the  Chinese  Problem. 


BY  W.    N.    LOCKINGTOX. 


EPILOGUE. 


George:.  Our  play  is  ended  here  to-night. 
We  hope  you  think  it  came  out  righL 
The  praise  the  actor  understands 
Is  when  the  audience  clap  iheir  h?TiT?';. 


From  Asia,  the  earth's  largest  and  central  continent,  all 
that  we  call  European — so  far  as  it  relates  to  humanity  — 
has  sprung.  From  Asia  came  Paleolithic  and  Neolithic 
man,  and  after  them  the  Celt  and  the  Teuton.  From  Asia 
came,  brought  by  the  invading  races,  all  our  domestic  ani- 
mals— the  horse,  the  ass,  the  o.\,  the  sheep.  In  Asia  arose 
that  dualistic  philosophy  which  acknowledges  two  principles, 
one  of  good  and  one  of  evil,  by  whose  interaction  the  existing 
state  of  things  was  brought  about.  This  philosophy  still 
maintains  its  hold  in  our  modem  creeds,  although  we  have 
reduced  the  evil  principle  to  the  rank  of  a  vanquished  foe. 
In  Asia  arose  monotheism,  and  Brahmanism,  the  oldest 
monotheistic  religion,  is  to-day  the  creed  of  a  hundred  and 
fifty  millions  of  human  beings  ;  its  sacred  books  antedate 
the  Bible,  and  contain  within  them  the  essence  of  that  lofty 
morality  afterward  taught  by  Christ.  In  Asia  arose  Chris- 
tianity, the  creed  so  proudly  held  by  all  European  races,  but 
so  fearfully  perverted  from  the  intention  of  its  founder,  who 
said,  "  Do  unto  all  men  as  ye  would  they  should  do  unto 
you"  and  "  Love  one  another."  Had  these  doctrines  been 
acted  upon  by  Christians,  their  religion  would  indeed  have 
regenerated  the  world  ;  but  the  history  of  Christianity  is  a 
history  of  blood  ! 

Thus  from  Asia,  as  we  learn  from  history,  archicology  and 
geology,  came  our  creed,  our  morality,  our  rule  over  the 
animal  world,  and  even  ourselves.  How,  then,  can  we  afford 
to  despise  Asi'a,  which  even  now  contains  at  least  six  hun- 
dred millions  of  men,  whose  civilization,  if  less  advanced 
than  our  own,  is  far  in  advance  of  what  ours  was  five  centuries 
ago,  and  contains  within  it  elements  which  must  inevitably- 
come  into  contact  with  ours,  and  as  inevitably  modify  ours. 
Proud  of  our  recent  advances  in  freedom,  in  riches,  in  power, 
of  our  achievements  in  science  and  art,  we  are  apt  to  forget 
how  much  we  owe  to  Asia  ;  and  even  when  we  grudgingly 
acknowledge  that  we  acquired,  in  comparatively  modern 
times,  the  mariner's  compass,  gunpowder,  and  perhaps  the 
genn  of  the  printing-press,  from  China,  and  that  still  more 
important  discovery,  the  system  of  notation,  from  India,  we 
are  apt  to  forget  that  our  creed,  morality,  animals,  and  our 
own  ancestors  came  thence  also.  After  all  this  has  come 
from  Asia,  why  do  we  inquire,  like  Nathaniel,  "  Can  any 
good  thing  come  out  of  Asia.''"  Split  up  into  a  number  of 
little  monarchies,  each  subdivided  into  dukedoms  and  earl- 
doms whose  ruling  families  were  kings  within  their  narrow 
bounds,  and  able  to  defy  the  king  by  combination  among 
themselves,  Europe,  for  several  centuries  after  the  fall  of 
the  Roman  Empire,  could  scarcely  call  itself  civilized.  Oc- 
cupied in  perpetual  petty  wars,  without  manufactures  and 
without  commerce,  the  nations  of  Europe,  Teutonic  and 
Celtic,  were  not  for  several  centuries  influenced  by  Asia,  and 
most  assuredly  they  did  not  influence  Asia. 

Then  came  the  Crusades,  undertaken  in  the  name  of 
religion,  resulting  in  the  death  of  millions  of  Christians  and 
Mussulmans,  but  resulting  also  in  the  acquisition  from  our 
enemies  of  several  Asiatic  inventions,  and  in  the  increase  of 
commerce  with  the  East.  Then  arose  manufactures  ;  gradu- 
ally towns  sprung  up,  free  from  the  oppression  of  the  nobles; 
and  little  by  little  the  germ  of  freedom  grew,  till  the  \vhole 
of  Western  Europe  Durst  its  bonds,  and  feudalism  was  dead. 
Answering  to  its  more  favorable  environment,  the  human 
mind  awoke  from  its  lethargy,  weapons  of  war  and  imple- 
ments of  peace  were  alike  improved,  and  adventurous  men 
pushed  forward  over  the  ocean  east  and  west,  in  quest  of 
those  rich  countries  from  whence  came  the  silk  and  the  cot- 
ton, the  spices,  the  tea,  the  cofl!ee,  the  shawls,  the  precious 
stones,  and  the  thousand  and  one  other  articles  necessary 
for  the  increasing  lu.xury  of  the  West. 

They  found  America  and  possessed  it,  destroyed  its  weaker 
but  not  lower  civilizations,  and  colonized  it,  killed  its  natives 
by  forced  labor  in  mines  and  on  plantations,  and  introduced 
negro  labor  in  its  stead,  till  the  colonies  rebelled  against  the 
exactions  of  the  mother  countries,  and  exacted  commerce  on 
equal  terms  ;  till  the  negro  question  culminated  in  a  bloody 
civil  war  in  the  most  powerful  of  the  new  States  ;  and  till 
the  despised  native,  by  sheer  increase  of  numbers  and 
greater  adaptabiUty  to  the  environment,  again  took  a  share 
in  the  government  of  the  southern  republics  of  the  conti- 
nent. Meanwhile  the  irrepressible  energy  of  the  European- 
ized  Anan  race  had  regained,  by  an  oceanic  route,  the 
country  of  their  ancestors,  and  had  advanced  still  further 
east  upon  Cathay.  First  the  Portuguese  and  Spaniards, 
then  the  Dutch,  the  French,  and  the  English,  carried  on  with 
the  Orientals  a  mixture  of  trade  and  stealing — trade  when  the 
natives  were  willing  or  when  it  seemed  more  profitable, 
stealing  when  trade  was  less  easy  or  the  booty  too  tempting 
for  Aryan  cupidity  to  withstand.  But  these  nations,  united 
in  their  treatment  of  the  Orientals,  were  inimical  to  each 
other,  and  finally  the  English  remained  masters  of  India — 
a  conquest  obtained  by  force  and  fraud,  but  almost  justifiable 
by  the  subsequent  use  made  of  it,  since  the  Hindoo  of  the 
present  age,  freed  from  feudal  oppression,  enjoys  an  almost 
European  liberty,  and*  is  advancing  in  knowledge  and  in 
social  ideas. 

Since  all  that  a  people  can  gain  from  its  government  is 
freedom  and  protection,  India  will  remain  under  English 
rule  as  long  as  she  receives  both  ;  but  the  Hindoo  and  the 
Englishman  must  be  on  perfectly  equal  terms,  or  else,  with 
the  growth  of  new  ideas,  India  ma>7-some  day,  choose  to 
govern  herself.  But  it  is  not  so  much  of  India,  important  as 
that  rich  countr\",  the  home  of  two  hundred  and  forty  millions 
of  people,  now  is,  and  more  important  though  it  may  be  in 
the  future,  that  we  wish  now  to  speak  ;  but  of  China,  the 
dense  population  of  which  has  overflowed  on  to  these  shores, 
and  has  given  us  a  problem  to  work  out. 

Let  us,  then,  very  briefly,  before  considering  the  pres- 
ent or  probable  future  of  our  relations  with  China,  review 
the  past  intercourse  between  the  Ar>an  and  Mongolian 
civilizations.  Oldest  of  all  existing  civilizations,  the  Chinese 
should  neither  be  compared  with  the  extinct  civilization  of 
Egj'pt,  Persia,  Greece  under  the  successors  of  Alexander, 
and  Rome  under  the  emperors,  than  with  that  of  any  modem 
European  nation.     It  existed  when  Nineveh  and  Egy-pi  flour- 
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shed ;  it  flourished  when  Rome  was  young,  continued 
flourishing  after  Rome  fell,  and  still  exists,  though  fallen  into 
feudalism  and  stereotyped  formalism.  Ever  a  quiet,  com- 
mercial people,  the  Chinese  feared  their  more  warlike 
Mongolian  neighbors,  people  of  the  same  great  division  of 
the  human  race,  but  differing  from  them  as  the  Goth  differed 
from  the  Roman,  or  as  the  modem  Gaul  from  the  modern 
German.  They  built  the  Great  Wall  of  China,  a  work  more 
wonderful  than  any  of  the  seven  wonders  of  the  ancient 
western  worid,  to  keep  out  the  barbarians ;  but  stone  walls 
could  not  supply  the  place  of  iron  muscles,  and  the  Tartars 
passed  the  wall  and  conquered  China.  But  it  happened  to 
the  conquering  Tartars  as  to  the  Normans  who  conquered 
England  and  the  Franks  who  conquered  France.  Fewer  by 
far  in  numbers  than  the  people  they  had  vanquished,  they 
became,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  Chinese,  while  the  Chin- 
ese retained  their  ancient  customs  and  modes  of  life.  With 
a  vast  horde  of  Asiatics,  composed  of  the  various  nations  he 
had  overcome,  the  successor  of  Genghis  Khan,  the  first  of 
the  great  Mogul  dynasty,  burst  over  Western  Asia  and 
Eastern  Europe  like  a  destroying  angel,  overwhelming  the 
dawning  civilization  of  Russia,  born  from  the  relations  of 
that  country  with  the  court  of  Constantinople,  utterly  defeated 
the  Poles  and  Hungarians,  and  made  the  west  of  Europe 
tremble.  In  Dalmatia  the  conqueror  stayed  his  advance, 
perhaps  from  magnanimity,  more  probably  from  other  mo- 
tives more  likely  to  influence  conquerors. 

It  is  useless  to  speculate  on  what  would  have  been  the 
result  had  Genghis  marched  against  Western  Europe. 
Divided  and  thinly  populated  as  those  regions  then  were,  he 
might  have  conquered,  but  assuredly  could  not  have  retained 
his  conquests.  That  the  weapons  of  Europe,  even  at  that 
age,  were  not  inferior  to  those  of  Asia  is  proved  by  the  Cru- 
sades, which  commenced  prior  to  the  invasion  of  Genghis 
and  continued  after  his  death,  in  which  the  mail-clad  hosts 
of  Western  Europe,  united  temporarily  in  a  common  cause, 
repeatedly  vanquished  the  Saracens  and  Seljukian  Turks, 
nations  far  more  warlike  than  the  Chinaman  or  the  Mongol. 
But  they  could  not  long  retain  their  hold  on  the  vanquished 
but  not  subdued  countries  they  overran,  neither  could  the 
successors  of  Genghis  retain  their  hold  on  his  vast  conquests, 
which  rapidly  dwindled  into  the  present  empire  of  China. 
It  is  useless  to  argue  that  Genghis  was  not  a  Chinaman. 
Alexander  was  not  a  Greek,  yet  he  led  the  Greeks  to  victory 
and  founded  a  Grecian  empire.  William  the  Norman  was 
not  English,  yet  his  successors  became  so ;  as  English  they 
fought  the  French,  and  English  history,  with  most  English- 
men, commences  with  the  alien  conqueror.  Genghis  founded 
that  dynasty  and  that  empire  of  China  which  still  exists,  and 
doubtless  is  to  an  educated  Chinaman  just  what  William  the 
Norman  is  to  an  Englishman. 

From  the  time  of  Genghis  to  the  sixteenth  century,  China 
and  Europe  were  connected  only  by  the  indirect  chain  of  a 
traffic  which  passed  through  the  hands  of  the  Arabians  and 
the  Venetians.  Then  came  the  age  of  maritime  discovery 
and  of  the  bold  half  traders,  half  pirates,  v/hose  devastations 
are  so  eloquently  deplored  by  Kwang  Chang  Ling.  Then 
China  attempted  to  close  her  ports,  fearful  of  the  aggressive 
strangers,  and  Japan,  after  a  hazardous  experience,  did  the 
same.  The  policy  of  exclusiveness,  which  California  is  imi- 
tating, was  coiiuTienced  by  China,  and  resulted  in  failure, 
as  such  policy,  in  the  very  nature  of  things,  is  bound  to  do. 
W'hen  one  nation  supplies  what  another  nation  needs,  the 
avenues  of  trade  cannot  long  be  closed.  "With  apostolic 
blows  and  knocks  "  England  forced  her  opium  on  China,  and 
the  Chinaman,  on  his  side,  was  glad  to  trade,  for  he  wanted 
money  for  his  teas,  and  had  no  great  objection  to  opium. 
By  the  impetus  given  to  the  Eastern  trade  the  United  States 
profited,  and  the  better  to  protect  Americans  resident  in 
China  she  entered  into  a  special  treaty,  in  which  she  guar- 
anteed protection  to  Chinamen  here.  But  the  Chinaman 
was  not  conspicuous  on  our  western  shores  at  that  date,  and 
his  peculiar  traits  w^ere  not  known  so  thoroughly,  or  the 
treaty  would  scarcely  have  been  made.  Had  it  never  been 
made,  the  fall  of  wages  in  California  might,  perhaps,  have 
been  delay^ed  a  year  or  two,  and  some  of  the  industries  now 
taken  up  by  the  Chinaman  would  probably  have  been  pre- 
occupied by  the  white  laborer  from  Europe  or  the  Eastern 
States.  None  the  less,  wages  would  have  fallen,  as  they  have 
fallen,  and  as  they  must  fall  until  they  are  on  a  level,  or 
nearly  so,  with  the  Eastern  States,  or  with  Europe.  None 
the  less,  though  perhaps  a  few  years  later,  the  white  man 
would  have  had  to  compete  with  the  Chinaman,  who,  if  not 
as  yet  quick  to  invent,  is  quick  to  comprehend  everything 
that  he  can  turn  to  account,  and  who,  brought  into  contact 
with  the  white  man  in  China  itself,  is  learning  whatever  in 
our  civilization  is  useful  to  him. 

It  is  as  impossible,  at  this  stage  of  the  world's  history^,  to 
isolate  ourselves  from  the  Chinese  as  it  is  for  us  to  turn  back- 
ward the  stream  of  time,  and  grow  younger  as  the  years  fly  by. 
Europe  is  crowded  ;  the  race  for  wealth,  the  rivalry  between 
the  nations,  is  a  struggle  for  life  also.  The  nations  that  have 
the  greatest  Oriental  trade  are  richest,  and  their  people,  as  a 
whole,  most  prosperous.  If  any  nation  ceases  voluntarily  to 
trade,  another  nation  will  step  in  and  reap  the  benefit. 
Steam  and  the  telegraph  have  brought  mankind  together, 
and  China,  powerful  still  in  its  decay,  both  from  the  value  of 
its  products  and  the  vastness  of  its  population,  cannot  long 
be  left  outside.  We  must  compete  with  the  Chinaman 
whether  we  will  or  no  ;  if  we  endure  him  here,  he  can  live 
where  a  white  man  mil  starve  ;  if  we  turn  him  out,  he  can 
make  cheap  goods,  and  send  them  here  to  undersell  our  own 
labor  ;  if  we  put  high  duties  on  Chinese  goods,  we  must  live 
without  Chinese  produce  and  without  the  Chinese  trade. 

There  are  two  methods,  and  there  are  no  more,  of 
dealing  with  the  Chinese  question.  The  one  is  to  so  regu- 
late our  relations  with  China  as  to  lessen  the  shock  of  the 
collision  of  races,  meanwhile  learning  from  them  some  of 
that  watchful,  unceasing  industry'  and  economy  of  time,  ma- 
terials, and  food  which  now  give  the  Chinaman  the  advantage 
over  our  improvident  working  classes  ;  the  other  is  to  totally 
exterminate  the  Chinese  race.  If  we  cannot  do  the  latter-— 
and  the  other  nations  of  European  stock  would  not  permit 
us  to  do  it  if  we  wished — we  must  take  the  former  alternative 
or  succumb  in  the  struggle.  The  trouble  is  that  we  stand 
first  ;  that  the  white  workman  of  California,  the  most  highly 
paid  and  certainly  not  the  most  hardworking  of  Aryan 
laborers,  suddenly  finds  himself  confronted  by  the  most 
underpaid  of  men,  by  men  whose  whole  lives  have  been  a 
keen  struggle  for  bare  subsistence.    The  two  opposite  ends 


of  a  chain  of  civilization  stand  facing  each  other  on  the 
shores  of  the  Pacific,  and  their  contact  naturally  generates 
some  heat. 

Kwang  Chang  Ling,  in  his  recent  communications  to  the 
-•\RGOXAUT,  endeavors  to  prove  that  Chinese  civilization  is 
at  least  as  high  as  ours  ;  but,  in  the  course  of  his  argument, 
he  admits  the  feudal  condition  and  squalid  poverty  of  the 
mass  of  the  Chinese  people,  and  in  admitting  this  he  admits 
the  inferiority  of  his  civilization.  A  recent  writer  in  the 
Argon.wt  draws  two  conclusions  : — 

(i)  That  the  Mongolian  and  Caucasian  races  do  not 
assimilate. 

(2)  That  the  mixing  of  inferior  with  superior  civihzations 
subverts  and  destroys  the  superior. 

The  first  of  these  conclusions  is  as  yet  unproven,  and  it 
will  need  centuries  of  close  contact  between  the  races  to 
prove  or  disprove  it.  The  second,  fortunately  for  us,  who 
really  have,  on  the  whole,  the  superior  civilization,  finds  no 
warrant  either  in  human  history  or  in  that  far  larger  and 
nobler  history,  which  grasps  all  Nature  from  nebulous  cha- 
otic matter  up  to  man  himself — the  history  of  Evolution. 
Evolution  teaches  us  that  all  life  must  be  in  harmony  v.  ith 
its  environment.  If  the  environment  changes,  the  organism 
must  adapt  itself  to  the  changed  conditions  or  perish.  To 
a  certain  extent,  however,  the  organism  reacts  upon  the 
environment,  and  modifies  it  so  as  to  ameliorate  its  condition. 

The  life  of  an  individual,  of  a  nation,  or  of  a  widespread 
civilization  depends,  first  on  its  power  of  adapting  itself  to 
its  environment,  and  second,  to  its  power  of  modifj-ing  the 
evironment  to  suit  its  needs.  The  earth  was  not  made  for 
man — man  has  nothing  he  has  not  fought  for,  nothing  that 
he  has  not  wrested  from  opposing  forces  by  conquering 
them  or  by  adapting  himself  to  them. 

The  white  man  has  become  what  he  is  through  a  series  of 
civilizations,  each,  except  the  present  one,  affecting  only  a 
small  portion  of  the  Aryan  races,  each  overthroA\'n  in  turn 
by  a  more  vigorous  though  ruder  branch  of  the  same  race, 
but  each  leax-ing  to  its  successor  a  legacy  of  art,  literature, 
and  science,  which  has  aided  it  to  take  a  higher  flight, 
until  at  length  the  whole  mass,  civilized  in  various  degrees, 
and  divided  into  several  nations,  has  developed  the  most  as- 
tonishing enterprise  and  the  most  wonderful  fertility  of  in- 
vention under  the  pressure  of  competition. 

The  Chinaman  has  become  what  he  is  through  a  single 
long  civilization.  Throughout  all  revolutions  and  wars, 
China  has  been  the  central  mass  of  the  Mongolian  world  to 
which  all  others  have  gravitated,  and  her  civilization,  if  it 
has  changed,  as  doubtless  it  has,  has  changed  mainly  from 
inherent  and  internal  causes,  not  from  the  eftects  of  outside 
influences.  Industrial  and  agricultural  for  so  many  ages 
that  war-like  propensities  have  almost  died  out,  and  inhab- 
iting a  comparatively  narrow  region,  hemmed  in  by  mount- 
ain and  desert,  the  continually  increasing  population  of  China 
has  been  forced  to  continually  increasing  frugality  and 
economy  in   every  transaction  of  life. 

The  Aryan  brings  to  the  contest  a  power  of  invention,  a 
spirit  of  freedom,  a  love  of  enterprise,  an  amount  of  physi- 
cal strength,  a  tendency  to  change,  w-hich  the  Chinaman  can 
only  hope  to  rival  after  long  association  with  him;  but  at  the 
same  time  he  is  improvident,  he  despises  the  day  of  small 
things,  he  rushes  over  the  world  and  through  his  own  life 
too  fast  to  make  out  of  them  the  most  possible. 

The  Chinaman  brings  to  the  contest  a  slow  and  plodding 
industry,  an  unceasing  watchfulness  for  the  slightest  opportu- 
nities, a  power  of  making  a  little  go  a  great  way,  which  the 
Aryan  can  only  learn  by  passing  through  a  period  of  com- 
parative hardship. 

What,  then,  must  be  the  result  of  the  intercourse  of  the 
races .-' 

Clearly  the  resulting  civilization  of  both  Europe  and 
China  -must  be  different  from  that  of  either  now.  The  Chi- 
naman must  develop  some  enterprise  and  inventive  power, 
or  the  whole  nation  may  become  the  sla\-e  of  some  European 
nation — to  the  certain  ruin  of  that  nation,  certainly,  but  not 
to  that  of  European  civilization  as  a  whole.  The  Aryan  on 
his  side  must  learn  frugality  and  economy,  or  a  peaceful  in- 
vasion of  Chinese  may  eat  him  out,  as  the  ground  squirrels 
eat  out  the  farmer. 

There  is  no  denying  there  is  a  great  danger  ahead,  that 
we  are  nearing  a  period  of  transition  for  the  human  race,  a 
period  in  which  there  will  surely  be  much  suffering  to  a 
large  portion  of  its  population,  but  which  will  usher  in  a 
time  when  one  civilization  similar  in  kind,  but  varying  in  de- 
tail, shall  spread  over  all  the  earth.  To  soften  the  shock, 
to  prepare  the  masses  for  the  competition  that  must  come, 
to  get  ready  to  fight  the  Chinaman  with  his  own  weapons, 
those  of  peace  and  industry,  and  at  the  same  time  to  retain 
our  superiority  in  the  weapons  of  war,  and  in  invention,  and 
enterprise,  should  be  the  aim  of  all  thoughtful  men  of  our 
race.  We  have  crowded  in  cities,  and  there,  producing 
nothing,  have  lived  by  manufacturing  the  produce  of  other 
countries,  or,  more  artificially  still,  by  being  middle-men  be- 
tween consumer  and  producer.  To  find  employment  for  our 
masses,  too  large  now  for  the  needs  of  our  factories,  we 
must  teach  them  to  return  to  the  soil,  to  learn  of  Nature 
Nature's  ways,  to  leave  no  stone  unturned,  no  foot  of  ground 
untilled,  to  take  with  them  labor-saving  machines  and  use 
them  themselves,  to  join  hands  in  peaceful  cooperations  to 
accomplish  works  they  cannot  do  alone;  in  a  word,  to  think 
and  act  intelligently  as  the  higher,  by  which  1  mean  the 
more  educated,  classes  of  our  society  are  compelled  to  do. 

Our  civilization  is  in  more  danger  of  being  overthrown  by 
the  illiterate  masses  of  society  than  by  the  Chinese;  but  if 
the  higher  strata  advance  without  pulling  up  the  lower  after 
them,  what  else  can  be  expected  ?  The  educated  of  our  race 
need  never  fear  the  Chinaman;  let  them  endeavor  to  educate 
the  masses,  and  then  those  masses  will  cease  to  fear  the 
Chinaman  also,  and  at  the  same  time  cease  to  be  a  menance 
to  our  civilization.  Do  not  misapprehend  me  when  I  use  the 
word  "educate."  By  education  I  do  not  mean  reading,  wri- 
ting, and  arithmetic,  useful  though  these  are;  still  less  do  I 
mean  classics  and  mathematics.  I  mean  the  knowledge  of  all 
that  constitutes  a  man's  duty  in  this  world:  first  to  himself,]to 
keep  himself  in  health;  second  to  his  family,  to  support  them; 
third  to  society,  to  keep  himself  and  his  family  from  becom- 
ing a  burden  to  it;  to  do  his  duty  as  a  citizen;  whenever 
called  upon  to  be  ready,  with  whatever  surplus  of  time  or 
wealth  may  remain  to  him,  to  aid  or  instruct  his  less  fortu- 
nate fellow-men,  and  to  "  do  unto  all  men  as  he  would  they 
should  do  unto  him." 


SEVEN  FAMOUS  SONNETS, 

[Of  all  English  metrical  compositions  the  sonnet  is  the  most  difficult. 
In  its  narrow  plot  the  poet  is  bound  about  with  iron  rules,  and  beset 
with  pitfalls  fatal  to  any  but  capital  genius  and  consummate  art.  Of  the 
poems  given  below  (in  our  judgroent  the  noblest  seven  sonnets,  by  seven 
hands,  that  our  literature  contains)  not  one  is  faultless  in  matter,  and 
only  one  in  form.  Their  splendor  is  in  mercy  not  unclouded  ;  it  daz- 
zles but  it  does  not  blind.  It  is  significant  that  of  these  incomparable 
examples  of  the  kind  of  verse  in  which  Petrarch  poured  out  his  love  to 
Laura,  not  one  is  inspired  by  that  passion ;  and  we  have  the  lack  of 
patriotism  to  confess  that  it  is  probably  something  more  than  accident, 
also,  that  none  are  American.  As  there  is  just  now  in  this  country  an 
outbreak  of  sonneteering — for  which  Mr.  Edgar  Fawcett,  if  not  re- 
sponsible, is  at  least  liable — we  have  thought  it  might  encourage  the  am- 
bitious bards  to  present  the  master  works  by  way  of  enabling  them  to 
more  clearly  apprehend  the  altitude  of  the  shining  summits  to  which 
they  so  resolutely  aspire.] 


Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 

Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green. 

Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchemy  ; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 

With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial- face, 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide. 

Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace. 
Even  so  my  sun  one  early  morn  did  shine, 

Witli  all  triumphant  splendor  on  my  brow  ; 
But,  out,  alack !   he  was  but  one  hour  mine ; 

The  region  cloud  hath  masked  him  from  me  now. 
Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineih  ; 
Suns  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's  sun  staineth. 

Shaksckare. 


\Vlien  I  consider  how  my  light  is  spent 

Ere  half  my  days  in  this  dark  world  and  wide. 
And  that  one  talent  which  is  death  to  hide, 
Lodged  with  me  useless,  though  my  sou!  more  bent 
To  serve  there  v.ilh  my  Maker,  and  present 
My  true  account,  lest  he  returning  chide  ; 
"  Doth  God  exact  day-labor,  light  denied?" 
I  fondly  ask  :  But  Patience,  to  prevent 
That  murmur,  soon  replies:  "God  doth  not  need 
Either  man's  work,  or  his  own  gifts  :  who  best 

Bear  His  mild  yoke,  they  serve  Him  best :  His  stale 
Is  kingly  ;  thousands  at  his  bidding  speed. 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without  rest ; 
They  also  ser\'e  who  only  stand  and  wait." 

Milton. 


The  world  is  too  much  ivith  us  ;  late  and  soon. 

Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers  : 

Little  we  see  in  nature  that  is  ours  ; 
We  have  given  our  heart  away,  a  sordid  boon  ! 
This  sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon  ; 

The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 

.And  are  up-gathered  now  like  sleeping  flowers  : 
For  this,  for  everything,  we  are  out  of  tune  ; 
It  moves  us  not.     Great  God  !  I'd  rather  be 

A  Pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn  ; 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea 

Have  glimpses  that  would  make  me  less  forlorn  ; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  iea. 

Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wxeathed.  horn. 

Wordsworth. 


Eternal  spirit  of  the  changeless  mind  ! 

Brightest  in  dungeons.  Liberty  !  thou  art. 

For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 
The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind  ; 
And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consigned — 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom, 

Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. 
And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 
Chillon  !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place. 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar,  for  'twas  trod, 
Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 

Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod. 
By  Bonni\'ard  !  may  none  those  marks  efface. 

For  they  appeal  from  tyranay  to  God.  B 


MysteBous  Night !   when  our  first  parent  knew 
Thee  from  report  di\ine,  and  heard  thy  name. 
Did  he  not  tremble  for  this  lovely  frame. 

This  glorious  canopy  of  light  and  blue? 

Yet  'neath  a  curtain  of  translucent  dew, 

Bathed  in  the  rays  of  the  great  setUng  flame, 
Hesperus  with  the  host  of  heaven  came, 

.A.nd  lo !   creation  widened  in  mam's  view. 

Who  could  have  thought  such  darkness  long  concealed 
Within  thy  beams,  O  sun!   or  who  could  liiiU, 

Whilst  fly,  and  leaf,  and  insect  stood  revealed. 

That  to  such  countless  orbs  thou  mad'st  us  blind. 

Why  do  we,  then,  shun  death  with  anxious  strife? 

If  light  can  thus  deceive,  wherefore  not  life? 

Joseph  Blanco  Wimth 


Much  have  I  traveled  in  the  realms  of  gold. 

And  many  goodly  slates  and  kingdoms  seen  ; 

Round  many  western  islands  have  I  been, 
Which  bards  in  fealty  to  Apollo  hold. 
Oft  of  one  wide  expanse  had  I  been  told 

That  deep-browed  Homer  ruled  as  his  deniesn 

Yet  never  did  I  breathe  its  pure  serene 
Till  I  heard  Chapman  speak  out  loud  and  bold  ; 
Then  fell  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skies 

When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken  ; 
Or  like  stood  Cortez  when  with  eagle  eyes 

He  stared  at  the  Pacific— and  all  his  men 
Looked  at  each  other  wiih  a  wild  surmise — 

Silent,  upon  a  peak  in  Daricn.  Kf.ats. 


I  met  a  traveler  from  an  antique  land 

Who  said  :  Two  vast  and  tnmkl<*'«  legs  of  stone 
Stand  in  the  desert.     Near  them,  on  the  sand. 

Half  sunk,  a  shattered  visage  lies,  whose  frown. 
And  wrinkled  lip.  and  sneer  of  cold  command, 
Tfil  that  its  sculptor  well  those  passions  read 

Which  yet  survive  (stamped  on  these  lifeless  things) 
The  hand  that  mocked  them  and  the  heart  that  fed. 
,'\nd  on  the  pedestal  these  words  ap[>car  : 

"My  name  is  Ozymandias,  king  of  kings; 
Looks  on  my  works  ye  mighty,  and  desjxiir!" 

Nothing  beside  remains.     Round  the  drcay 
Of  that  colossal  wreck,  boundless  and  \xi    ,^ 

The  lone  and  level  sands  stretch  far   > 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


ELEVEN  DAYS  IN  THE  HIGH  SIERRA, 


By  George  B.  Bayley. 


Grand  and  beautiful  as  are  the  scenes  of  that  incompa- 
rable spot  of  earth,  Vosemite  Valley,  the  tourist  who  contents 
himself  with  a  sight  of  its  majestic  walls  and  peerless  cata- 
acts  little  realizes  how  much  of  the  picturesque  in  nature  he 
might  have  enjoyed  within  a  short  ride  of  its  perimeter. 
The  beaten  paths  of  tourist  travel  are  trodden  by  thousands, 
but  to  the  adventurous  few  who  depart  therefrom  is  reserved 
the  enjoyment  of  new  undescribed  wonders.  I  believe  there 
are  very  few  who  know  anything  about  the  region  lying 
to  the  eastward  of  the  \'alley,  or  deem  it  worthy  of  a  visit. 
For  the  benefit  of  the  traveling  public  I  purpose  narrating 
some  of  the  incidents  of  a  ten  days'  horseback  ride  through 
the  elevated,  rugged  region  that  forms  the  backbone  of  the 
State,  expanding  the  notes  of  a  hastily  kept  diar)'.  The  party 
was  five,  three  ladies  and  two  gentlemen,  all  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, with  Manuel  Flores  for  guide — the  best  and  about  the 
only  intelligent  guide  for  the  region  about  and  beyond  Yo- 
semite — and  Chas.  E.  Peregoy  of  Mariposa,  formerly  pro- 
prietor of  the  Mountain  View  House  between  Vosemite  and 
Clark's, presiding  over  the  indispensable  culinary  department. 
I  mention  their  names  for  they  have  few  equals  in  their 
specialties,  and  I  can  recommend  them  most  heartily  to 
any  inclined  to  follow  in  our  footsteps.  We  started  from 
Vosemite  June  24th,  at  10  a.m.,  climbing  the  southern 
wall  by  the  tortuous  trail  to  lllacier  Pomt,  our  outfit 
consisting  of  blankets  (three  pairs  for  each  person),  a 
light  tent  for  shelter,  and  the  neccessary  "grub,"  cookini; 
utensils,  etc.,  condensed  into  two  packs  of  about  one  hun- 
dred and  eighty  pounds  each.  From  the  Glacier  Poini 
House  we  struck  otT  to  the  southward,  passing  between 
Mount  Starr  King  and  Sentinel  Dome,  crossing  the  Uridal 
Veil  Creek,  and  leaving  the  X'alley  of  the  Ilillouette  to  the 
left.  Our  first  camp  was  at  Dead  Horse  Meadows — an 
unattractive  name,  bat  a  beautiful  spot,  and  what  was  o( 
more  importance  having  plenty  of  feed  for  the  mules. 

Tuesday,  yune  2^. — Broke  camp  at  7:30  o'clock  tra\el- 
ing  a  little  east  of  south  and  skirting  the  flanks  of  Buena 
Vista  Peak.  The  route  lay  through  the  virgin  forest,  un- 
touched by  the  axe  of  man.  Enormous  sugar  pines  and 
firs  towered  rank  on  rank  along  the  mountain  sides,  an 
unbroken  phalanx  of  giants  for  miles.  By  noon  we  had 
reached  the  shores  of  Crescent  Lake,  twenty  miles  from 
Vosemite,  and  near  the  boundary  line  between  Mariposa 
and  Fre«no  counties.  The  lake  is  in  the  exact  form  of  a 
crescent,  with  both  horns  pointing  westward.  Its  shores 
are  densely  wooded  on  three  sides  and  on  the  fourth  tow- 
ers a  vertical  cliffof  rock,  from  which  one  may  look  down 
a  long  gateway  in  the  hills  and  see  the  San  Joaquin 
plains  in  the  dim  perspective.  The  water  of  the  lake  is 
clear  as  cr^-stal,  and  very  deep.  On  its  border  is  a  log 
cabin  inhabited  in  summer  by  a  mighty  Ximrod,  Jim 
Duncan,  who  has  killed  forty  or  fifty  bears  within  the 
past  six  years  of  his  occupancy  of  the  cabin.  The  country 
abounds  in  game — deer,  cinnamon  bear,  an  occasional 
grizzly,  and  smaller  game  ad  infinitum.  It  is  due  east 
from  Clark's,  from  which  it  can  be  reached  in  a  distance 
of  twenty  miles — an  easy  half  day's  ride.  Leaving  this 
delightful  spot  we  continued  our  route,  visiting  Lost  Lake, 
an  emerald  gem  set  in  the  hills  with  such  care  that  it  re- 
quires an  expert  to  find  it.  At  half  past  two  we  crossed 
the  south  fork  of  the  Merced,  descending  into  and  climb- 
ing out  of  a  deep  narrow  canon,  and  by  five  o'clock  hiii.] 
reached  our  second  camping  place  at  Chiquito  Meado\\ 
at  the  head  of  the  Chiquito  Joaquin,  a  large  tributary  *  1 
the  San  Joaquin.  In  this  day's  ride  we  had  crossed  th-. 
divide  between  the  headwaters  of  the  Merced  and  Sar. 
Joaquin,  and  completely  turned  the  western  flanks  of  the 
obelisk  group  of  peaks,  of  which  Mount  Clark,  Red, 
Gray,  and  Black  Mountains  are  the  most  prominent. 
The  entrance  to  the  Chiquito  Meadows  is  very  rugged. 
Riding  was  impossible.  We  could  only  pick  our  way, 
leading  our  straggling  animals  over  the  debris  of  ancient 
glaciers.  Rugged  though  it  be,  it  is  the  only  possible  way 
to  pass  from  Crescent  Lake  to  the  Chiquito  Meadows. 
Once  at  this  lofty  resting  place,  our  animals  enjoyed  an 
abundance  of  grass  and  were  rested  from  their  painful 
Journey. 

WidncsdRy^  yune  26. — Continuing  on  a  southeasterly 
course,  we  traveled  over  an  easy  rolling  countr>",  reaching 
the  Jackass  Meadows  at  noon.  These  remarkable  mead- 
ow lands  lie  at  the  foot  of  Black  Mountain,  forty  miles 
from  Vosemite,  or  about  twenty-two  due  southeast  as  the 
crow  flies.  They  are  four  or  five  miles  long  and  intersect- 
ed by  long  tongues  of  tamarack  and  pine  timber  that  di- 
vide the  meadows  into  a  succession  of  grass-grown  parks 
fringed  with  trees.  Here  we  found  hundreds  of  horses 
and  the  first  band  of  sheep  encountered  on  the  trip. 
We  traveled  through  these  droves  of  animals  for  several 
miles  and  then  struck  off  due  east,  reaching  Granite  Creek,  a 
tributary  of  the  San  Joaquin,  at  three  o'clock.  This  stream 
is  very  wide,  deep,  and  swift,  and  the  horses  were  obliged  to 
swim.  The  passage  was  made  in  safety,  however,  although 
our  packs  were  slightly  wet.  We  made  camp  at  four  o'clock 
in  some  beautiful  meadows  on  a  mountain  side  overlooking 
the  north  fork  of  the  San  Joaquin,  where  feed  was  plenty. 
We  began  to  be  sensible  that  we  had  reached  a  great  altitude, 
as  the  nights  were  extremely  cold,  and  ice  formed  on  the 
borders  ol  the  streams. 

Thursday,  yune  sy. — We  were  on  our  way  early,  and  after 
riding  a  few  hours  met  three  of  the  most  villainous  looking 
fellows  that  ever  assumed  human  shape.  We  surprised  them 
eating  breakfast  and  imagined  we  had  fallen  into  a  bandits' 
encampment.  One  of  them  who  was  minus  an  eye,  and 
flourished  a  huge  knife  in  his  hand,  looked  as  though  he 
would  cut  a  throat  with  as  much  sanq  froid  3,s  the  haunch 
of  venison  he  was  slicing.  It  was  questionable,  however, 
which  parly  was  the  most  surprised.  They  told  us  they  had 
been  sent  out  by  sheep  men  to  put  the  trail  in  order,  and  as 
we  afterwards  found  indications  of  their  work  we  could  not 
disbelieve  them,  but  the  ladies  experienced  a  sense  of  relief 
when  they  were  no  longer  visible.  About  one  hoar  after 
leaving  them  we  crossed  the  north  fork  of  the  San  Joaquin, 
a  stream  which  is  here  120  feet  wide  and  15  to  20  feet  deep, 
swift  and  clear,  fresh  from  the  snow  banks  encircling  Mount 
?_:'.:er  ?.ome  fifteen  miles  away.     A  huge  tree  that  must  have 


been  two  hundred  feet  high  when  growing  on  the  bank  had 
been  felled  across  the  stream,  its  upper  surface  smoothed  oflT 
with  the  axe  and  rough  railings  placed  on  the  sides,  forming 
a  ver\'  secure  bridge,  barely  wide  enough  for  a  horse  to  pass 
over.  We  had  been  steadily  ascending  until  we  were  getting 
into  the  region  of  almost  perpetual  snow,  and  at  twelve 
o'clock  halted  for  lunch  on  a  vast  snow  bank  where  our  last 
bottle  of  cocktails  was  drunk,  cooled  deliciously  by  the  crisp 
crystals  of  congealed  vapor.  The  whole  country  was  covered 
with  snow.  The  solitude  was  unbroken  by  the  sound  of  bird 
or  beast,  no  footprints  were  visible.  We  were  alone  with 
nature  amid  the  deep  hush  that  pervades  her  in  her  grander 
forms.  At  two  o'clock  we  reached  the  summit  of  the  San 
Joaquin  pass  9,500  feet  above  sea  level,  the  lowest  depression 
in  the  range  in  this  section  of  the  country,  although  not  pre- 
cisely on  the  dividing  ridge  between  the  waters  of  Owens 
view  and  the  San  Joaquin.  It  was  rather  a  sag  in  a  spur 
of  the  Minarets.  In  ascending  lo  the  pass  we  rode  over 
miles  of  snow,  sometimes  crossing  a  summer  rivulet  on  a 
bridge  of  snow  and  anon  tramping  through  the  slush  and 
ice  that  filled  all  the  hollows  and  meadows  of  the  heights. 
Drifts  of  snow  from  fifteen  to  thirty  feet  deep  lay  on  both 
sides  of  the  pass,  a  most  fortunate  circumstance  for  us,  as 
the  way  was  so  rugged  that  even  with  the  snow  to  aid  us  it 
was  well  nigh  impassable.     Vou  will  ask  what  was  the  view 


XEW  FALL  DISCOVERED  ON  THE  UPPER  SAN  JOAQUIN. 


from  the  summit?  My  pen  is  incapable  of  picturing  its 
grandeur.  Mount  Ritler  and  the  Minarets  lay  directly  be- 
fore us,  rising  up  from  their  surroundings  in  sheer,  precip- 
itous pinnacles  and  towers,  so  steep  that  even  the  snow  could 
not  cling  to  them,  but  lay  piled  in  masses  at  their  feet. 
Nearer  than  these  was  a  lesser  peak  over  whose  summit  a 
combing  snow  drift  seemed  to  hang  like  a  frozen  wave 
suspended  in  mid  air,  and  reflecting  tints  that  would  have 
inspired  the  pencil  of  Bradford  as  no  arctic  iceberg  could 
have  done.  Behind  us,  away  beyond,  over  the  snow  fields, 
the  broken  country  we  had  passed,  mellowed  by  its  mantle 
of  forest  and  leveled  by  the  smoothing-iron  of  distant  per- 
spective, stretched  away  as.  far  as  we  could  see  in  a  billowy 
landscape.  In  an  hour  and  a  half  we  had  picked  our  way 
through  the' pass  and  descended  to  a  stream  called  by  our 
guide  Warren  Creek  (probably  erroneously,as  I  think  Warren 
Creek  proper  is  further  north),  a  tributary  of  the  San  Joaquin 
that  rises  in  the  Minarets  and  goes  brawling  down  a  narrow 
valley  over  a  rocky  channel,  like  "Iser,  rolling  rapidly."  We 
found  the  water  ten  or  twelve  feet  deep,  sixty  feet  wide,  very 
swift  and  icy  cold.  Another  rustic  bridge  of  two  parallel 
logs  had  been  made  by  sheepmen  here,  but  it  was  too  in- 
secure to  bear  our  animals  and  we  were  obliged  to  unpack, 
*'tote"our  "plunder'"  across  on  foot,  while  Manuel  and  1 
swam  the  horses  over.  We  camped  on  this  creek,  about 
three  miles  below  the  bridge,  and  half  a  mile  above  its 
junction  with  the  middle  fork  of  the  San  Joaquin.    The  camp  '  quaintly  remarked^ 


was  in  the  loveliest  spot  that  human  fancy  can  conceive.  I 
cannot  describe  it,  but  will  ask  you  to  imagine  a  rich  grassy 
meadow  interspersed  with  fine  evergreen  trees,  a  foaming 
cascade  tumbling  over  rounded  and  polished  granite  bowlders 
in  "the  way  the  water  comes  down  at  Lodore,"  a  tall,  sombre 
volcanic  cHlf,  somewhat  resembling  the  Palisades  of  the 
Hudson,  rising  in  perpendicular  height  2,000  feet  above  the 
meadow  at  its  feet  ;  mix  up  a  good  deal  of  moonlight  and 
starlight  with  it  all,  and  you  have  the  principal  ingredients 
of  a  scene  which  kept  us  at  the  camp  fire  till  after  midnight 
absorbed  in  its  beauty. 

Ffidiiv,  yune  2S. — The  incidents  of  this  day  were  to  be 
the  climax  of  all  we  had  yet  passed  in  point  of  interest  and 
enjoyment.  Manuel  Flores,  our  sagacious  guide,  who  had 
brought  us  thus  far  safely  over  a  trackless  wilderness  with- 
out the  shadow  of  a  trail,  had  told  us  that  two  years  before, 
near  this  spot  as  he  thought,  while  traveling  from  Long  Val- 
ley to  Clark's  he  had  lost  his  way  and  found  a  number  of 
blazes  that  led  him  to  the  brink  of  a  cliff,  from  which  he  hf  d 
caught  a  glimpse  through  the  trees  of  a  beautiful  waterfall, 
rivaling  those  of  Vosemite.  The  blazes  had  doubtless  been 
made  by  hunters  who  were  lost  like  himself.  At  the  intima- 
tion of  scenery  of  this  kind  in  the  vicinity  we  at  once  resolved 
to  search  for  it.  We  left  our  camp  on  foot  and  descended 
to  the  mouth  of  the  creek,  half  a  mile.  Here  it  joins  the 
middle  fork  of  the  San  Jaoquin  river,  which  is  at  this  point 
a  stream  as  large  as  the  Merced  in  Vosemite,  although  so 
short  a  distance  from  its  source.  Ascending  this  stream 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  we  found  we  were  obliged  to  leave  its 
bed  and  climb  up  the  wall  on  ihc  northern  side  about  two 
hundred  feet  to  a  terrace  overlooking  the  river.  We  had 
not  gone  far  before  some  one  shouted,  "See  the  spray." 
A  dense  cloud  of  mist  appeared,  a  roar  of  descending  water 
was  borne  on  the  wind,  and  a  sudden  turn  confronted  us 
'.viih  the  falls.  The  view  that  we  had  of  them  from  our 
standpoint  was  entrancing;  on  the  north  side  a  bold  dyke 
of  bare  volcanic  rock,  on  a  shelf  of  which  we  were  stand- 
ing, seemingly  thrust  up  through  the  crust  of  the  earth, 
lialf  a  mile  high,  scarred  and  seamed  with  narrow  crevices 
down  which  we  could  rattle  thin  stones  that  must  have  de- 
scended hundreds  of  feet  before  reaching  bottom;  on  the 
south  a  sloping  mountain  covered  with  trees  ;  before  us 
the  whole  river  made  a  vertical  leap  from  over  a  ledge  as 
luare  cut  as  a  stone  mason  could  make  it,  descending 
into  a  deep  pool  that  was  perfectly  inaccessible,  and  hav- 
ing as  a  back  ground  to  complete  the  picture  the  snow 
capped  peak  whose  wondrous  tints  had  captivated  our 
bcnses  all  the  day  previous.  We  estimated  the  falls  to 
be  three  hundred  feet  high,  an  estimate  which  is  rather 
ider  than  over  the  mark.  The  stream  is  from  eighty  to 
ne  hundred  feet  in  width  at  the  brink.  It  impresses  one 
\silh  a  sense  of  beauty,  grandeur,  and  power  quite  as 
deeply  as  the  Vernal  Falls  of  Vosemite.  Manuel  and 
myself  succeeded  in  clambering  down  to  the  very  brink 
of  the  falls,  where  we  could  look  into  the  chasm  below. 
A,bove  the  flails  the  river  glides  over  a  smooth  bed  of  flaky 
blate,  and  seemed  totally  devoid  of  all  sources  of  attrition — 
sind,  gravel,  or  mud.  These  remarkable  falls  are  almost 
unknown  to  the  world.  Much  as  I  have  climbed  through 
the  Sierra  for  many  years  past,  I  never  before  heard  of 
them.  They  have  never  been  described  to  my  knowledge, 
and  as  they  are  off  the  natural  lines  of  travel  which  those 
whose  pursuits  take  them  through  this  section  would  be  apt 
to  take,  it  is  possible  that  we  were  the  first  lo  visit  and 
appreciate  them.  After  enjoying  this  wild  scene  to  our 
satisfaction  we  returned  to  camp,  and  at  nine  o'clock  were 
again  on  our  way.  Passing  over  a  low  divide  we  de- 
scended to  the  middle  fork  of  -the  San  Joaquin,  a  few 
miles  above  the  falls,  and  crossed  on  a  log  that  had  been 
felled  and  prepared  as  a  sheep  bridge.  A  few  miles  further 
and  we  were  at  the  summit  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.  So 
easy  was  the  ascent,  however,  that  we  scarcely  realized  it, 
and  were  at  a  loss  to  know  just  where  the  waters  parted, 
but  when  the  view  of  Long  -Valley,  stretching  away  into 
dimness  like  an  emerald  ocean,  burst  upon  us,  we  compre- 
hended that  we  were  descending  into  Owens  River  basin 
on  the  east  side  of  the  range.  Distance  lent  such  en- 
chantment to  the  sage-brush  plain  that  we  almost  thought 
we  were  getting  into  Paradise.  Beyond  the  valley  we 
had  a  view  of  the  Inyo  range  for  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miles,  overtopped  by  the  White  Mountain  peak,  which  is 
said,  by  the  Inyo  people,  to  be  the  highest  mountain  in 
North  America.  At  twelve  o'clock,  after  a  very  abrupt 
descent  we  came  upon  Mammoth  Lake,  a  handsome  sheet 
of  water  two  miles  long  and  a  mils  or  more  in  width,  set 
down  deeply  in  the  hills  and  surrounded  with  peaks  ten 
thousand  feet  high,  their  summits  covered  with  snow  and 
their  sloping  sides  clothed  in  forests  of  yellow  pine,  cedar, 
and  silver  fir.  This  is  the  real  source  of  Owens  River, 
which  is,  however,  fed  by  a  chain  of  silvery  lakes  half  a 
dozen  or  more  in  number  in  the  immediate  vicinity. 
Three  years  ago  i  had  spent  a  summer  vacation  in  travel- 
ing over  this  section  on  a  visit  to  Mt.  Whitney,  to  the 
southward,  but  saw  no  sign  of  habitation.  Now,  we  sud- 
denly found  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  a  busy  mining  district, 
with  some  six  hundred  or  seven  hundred  miners  busily  en- 
gaged in  sinking  shafts,  running  tunnels,  putting  up  log  huts 
and  tents,  etc.  Some  prospector  discovered  silver  ore  here 
a  year  ago,  and  the  croppings  proving  rich,  others  were  at- 
tracted to  the  spot,  and  the  developments  made  give  promise 
of  the  most  flattering  character.  General  Geo.  S.  Dodge,  of 
Oakland,  is  owner  of  the  Mammoth  mine,  the  largest  of  the 
district.  The  settlement  is  called  Mammoth  City  and  there 
is  not  a  woman  in  it.  The  houses  are  of  logs  and  canvas 
and  make  quite  a  showing  for  a  town.  A  saw  mill  has  re- 
cently been  put  in  operation  near  by,  furnishing  lumber  for 
the  embryo  city.  The  town  is  seventy  miles  from  Inde- 
pendence, with  which  it  is  connected  by  a  good  wagon  road, 
ard  over  which  ail  supplies  are  hauled  from  Mojave,  on  the 
Southern  Pacific  Railroad,  over  two  hundred  miles  across  the 
desert.  It  is  also  connected  by  road  with  Aurora  and  Car- 
son City.  Mammoth  City,  whose  high  sounding  title  gives  it 
a  positive  advantage  in  the  struggle  for  existence,  is  at  an  ele- 
vation of  about  seven  thousand  feet,  sixty  miles  in  air  line 
from  Aurora  and  thirty  miles  south  of  Mono  Lake.  As  we 
rode  into  it  the  people  turned  out  in  a  body  to  receive  us,  and 
they  seemed  fairly  bewildered  with  the  distinction  of  a  visit 
from  real  live  ladies.  In  answer  to  the  question  as  to 
whether  they  had  any  good  mines  about  there,  one  of  them 
Mines?    The  richest  damnedest  mines 
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in  the  country,  stranger,  don't  >ou  forget  it."  Four  miles 
below  the  town  in  the  alkali  plain  are  some  interesting  gey- 
sers and  mud  springs,  where  the  water  perpetually  boiTs'and 
hot  mud  sputters  and  fumes  like  so  many  pots  of  hot  mush. 
The  water  is  strongly  mineral,  sulphur  and  iron  predomina- 
ting. From  the  spring  the  water  runs  over  the  ground  four 
hundred  feet  before  it  is  sufficiently  cooled  for  bathing. 
Here  at  four  P.  m.,  we  halted  for  the  night  at  the  base  of'a 
rock  forty  feet  high,  which  was  so  perfect  a  representation  of 
a  skull  that  we  named  our  camp  Golgotha.  A  mile  below  is 
another  geyser,  where  three  years  ago  I  saw  a  column  of 
water  spouting  up  to  the  height  of  thirty  or  forty  feet. 

Saiurday^  Jime  sg. — At  nine  o'clock  resumed  our  line  of 
march  in  a  northward  direction,  riding  for  sixteen  miles  or 
more  over  a  country  upon  which  the  curse  of  Jehovah  seems 
to  rest.  It  is  a  long  alkali  plain,  interspersed  with  low,  des- 
olate hills  and  ancient  lake  beds  long  since  drained  by  the 
sun.  It  has  evidently  been  the  scene  of  violent  volcanic  ac- 
tion and  disturbance  of  the  earth's  crust.  There  is  a  place 
near  here  where,  in  the  middle  of  a  forest,  the  trees  have  all 
been  killed  by  subterranean  heat  for  a  space  hall  a  mile  in 
diameter.  Eleven  years  ago  this  place  was  so  hot  it  was  im- 
possible to  camp  or  travel  over.  In  another  place  the  land 
has  sunken  lOo  feet  for  an  area  of  a  couple  of  hundred  acres, 
the  cleavage  lines  being  abruptly  vertical  and  the  trees  still 
growing  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit.  Where  the  alkali  plain 
surg^es  up  to  the  line  of  pine  forest  we  came  upon  Grant's 
Lake,  a  superb  sheet  of  water,  two  miles  long  and  a  mile 
wide,  connecting  by  a  short  link  of  water  wiih  Silver  Lake, 
in  which  the  water  was  so  warm  that  it  was  not  possible  to 
drink  it  with  any  degree  of  comfort.  Here  we  concluded  to 
camp,  having  an  abundance  of  fresh  water  from  tributary 
streams.  Silver  Lake  is  filled  with  myriads  of  a  species  of 
shellfish  resembling  shrimps  or  small  lobsters,  and  which  are 
considered  by  the  Mono  Indians  as  quite  a  luxury. 

Sunday,  Jime  JO. — Rush  Creek  is  the  largest  stream  of 
water  that  takes  its  source  in  Sierra  snows,  and  flows  east- 
wardly.  It  drains  numerous  lakes  that  nestle  among  the 
bolder  spurs  of  the  summit  range,  and  goes  tearing  down  the 
steep  declivities  with  noisy  murmur,  that  is  only  hushed  as  it 
calms  down  into  an  occasional  lakelet,  spreading  for  itself  a 
mirror  with  which  to  reflect  its  surroundings,  and  finding  its 
way  at  last  into  that  alkaline  sea — Mono  Lake.  We  discov- 
ered that  we  were  near  one  of  the  most  remarkable  cascades 
in  this  stream,  and  started  out  to  spend  the  Sabbath  in  an 
exploration  of  our  surroundings.  We  rode  to  the  loot  of  the 
cascades,  three  and  one-half  miles  distant,  and,  leaving  our 
horses,  scrambled  up  to  the  top.  The  mountain  face  stood 
at  an  angle  of  more  than  forty-five  degrees — indeed  it  was 
nearer  sixty  degrees — so  that  for  about  four  hundred  feet  in 
the  centre  the  cascade  is  nearly  vertical,  gliding  down  a  pol- 
ished surface  into  a  clear  pool  fringed  with  ferns  and  pines. 
The  entire  height  of  the  cascades  exceeds  i,ooo  feet.  Reach- 
ing the  top,  Manuel  and  I  started  to  climb  a  high  peak  be- 
tween our  standpoint  and  Mount  Ritter.  It  proved  an  ex- 
ceedingly hazardous  and  difficult  undertaking  on  account  of 
the  steepness  of  the  slope  and  the  treacherous  uncertainty  of 
the  friable  surface  rocks  that  made  up  this  dead  volcano.  Its 
altitude  was  about  eleven  thousand  feet ;  and,  once  upon  its 
summit,  a  more  comprehensive  view  of  the  contour  of  the 
country  was  afforded  than  we  had  yet  had.  To  the  west,  the 
one  grand  feature  of  the  picture  was  iha  unapproachable 
Mount  Ritter,  "goring  the  sky  with  ragged  horn" — the  match- 
less monarch  of  the  Sierra.  We  had,  in  our  past  week's  jour- 
ney, seen  it  from  the  west  and  the  south  ;  we  now  saw  it 
from  base  to  pinnacled  crest  only  ten  miles  away.  South  of 
it,  in  the  chain  of  summits,  was  the  Minarets  ;  while  directly 
north  stood  Mount  Lyell,  proud  of  the  living  glacier  that 
poured  down  its  sides.  Mono  Lake  lay  far  below  us  to  the 
north.  We  counted  no  less  than  thirty-one  small  lakes  from 
the  summit  of  this  peak,  each  from  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to 
two  miles  in  diameter,  the  greater  number  being  simply  en- 
largements of  Rush  Creek. 

Alojiday,  July  i. — Broke  camp  at  seven  o'clock,  following 
the  course  of  Rush  Creek  from  the  Cascades  several  miles  to 
a  place  where  we  could  swim  the  creek,  when  we  continued 
down  its  western  bank  for  three  miles  until  it  opened  out 
into  a  large  lake.  A  short  ride  across  country  brought  us  to 
Joe  Bohler's  ranch,  the  Mecca  of  all  sagebrush  travelers. 
Bohler  is  a  character  worthy  of  study.  A  tall,  athletic  Ger- 
man, he  leads  a  lonely,  frugal  bachelor  life  in  the  hills,  sub- 
sisting on  an  anchorite  diet  of  bread  and  water,  with  a  hobby 
for  "  hygiene  "  (as  though  anybody  could  be  ailing  in  that 
climate  !),  raising  hay  on  his  scattered  meadows  for  sale  to 
the  mining  settlements  in  the  valley.  He  is  the  very  soul  of 
hospitality,  and  indulged  u«  in  fresh  milk  to  our  hearts'  con- 
tent. Four  miles  from  Bohler's  is  Mono  Lake,  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  bodies  of  water  on  the  continent.  I  was 
vividly  reminded  of  an  eventful  experience  endured  on  a  visit 
to  this  lake  three  years  ago.  As  an  account  of  the  adventure 
may  be  a  warning  to  other  venturesome  tourists,  I  may  be 
pardoned  the  digression  to  narrate  briefly  one  of  the  most 
thrilling  episodes  of  a  somewhat  checkered  life.  Our  party 
at  that  time  consisted  of  four  gentlemen,  one  of  whom  was  a 
geologist  well  known  in  California,  whose  tender  love  for 
nature  has  earned  for  him  the  appellation  of  "the  Thoreau 
of  the  Pacific."  In  the  course  of  our  wanderings  we  found 
ourselves  one  July  day  at  the  ranch  of  Louis  Sammon,  on 
the  western  shore  of  Mono  Lake.  Having  expressed  a  de- 
sire to  visit  the  islands  in  the  lake,  Louis  Sammon  volun- 
teered us  the  use  of  an  old  flat- bottomed  boat  and  his  com- 
pany as  guide.  When  we  started  out  in  the  morning  the 
lake  was  calm,  and  we  had  a  pleasant  row  of  six  miles  to 
one  of  the  islands  that  seemed  to  rest  upon  the  water  the 
perfect  semblance  of  a  turreted  monitor.  Its  surface  was 
covered  with  lava,  sand,  ashes,  and  pumice-stone,  and 
seemed  fairly  alive  with  gulls,  whose  eggs  were  scattered 
over  the  ground  by  thousands,  some  new  laid,  some  hatch- 
ing, while  the  fluttering  young  birds  but  just  out  of  the  shell 
were  under  our  feet  wherever  we  walked.  The  island  was, 
perhaps,  half  a  mile  in  diameter,  and  after  satisfying  our  curi- 
osity by  a  thorough  inspection  of  it  we  again  embarked  to 
visit  a  much  larger  island  two  miles  distant.  This  one  was 
about  two  and  a  half  miles  long  and  two  miles  wide,  and 
showed  unmistakable  evidence  of  having  been  the  crater  ol 
some  long  extinct  volcano.  It  was  a  mass  of  rugged  irregu- 
lar lava,  with  occasional  coves  and  flats  of  alkali  dust.  A 
more  desolate  spot  can  not  be  conceived.  In  coasting  about 
the  island  we  discovered  off  the  western  shore  some  boiling 
sub-aqueous  springs,  making  the  lake  water  so  hot  as  to 


scald  the  haad  thrust  into  it.  About  two  in  the  afternoon  we 
started  to  return  to  Sammon's.  We  had  got  but  a  mile  or 
two  when  a  sudden  squall  broke  over  the  lake  from  the  west, 
quickly  churning  its  surface  into  formidable  waves  that 
placed  us  in  constant  jeopardy.  The  boat  was  a  leaky  tub, 
and  one  man  was  kept  busy  bailing  out  the  water  that  came 
through  the  seams  as  well  as  over  the  sides  of  the  wretched 
craft.  It  was  decided  after  a  hasty  consultation  that  it  would 
be  folly  to  attempt  to  reach  shore  in  such  a  gale,  and  that 
our  only  safety  lay  in  returning  to  the  island.-  We  did  so, 
but  came  within  a  hair's  breadth  of  going  to  the  bottom  sev- 
eral times  before  reching  terra  firma.  The  gale  continued 
to  increase  from  hour  to  hour  all  the  afternoon,  and  not  till 
nine  P.  M.  did  the  wind  die  down.  Meantime  we  wandered 
about  the  desolate  island  like  shipwrecked  mariners,  sinking 
to  our  knees  at  every  step  in  the  fine,  flour-like  alkali.  Not 
a  drop  of  fresh  water  was  to  be  found  and  we  were  perishing 
with  thirst.  To  think  of  passing  the  night  in  such  a  place 
was  too  horrible,  and  at  ten  o'clock  a  majority  of  the  com- 
pany gained  the  reluctant  consent  of  the  rest  to  reembark 
lor  a  second  attempt  to  reach  the  shore.  It  was  desperate 
folly  as  we  soon  found,  for  although  the  wind  had  subsided 
the  waves  were  still  high,  and  tossed  our  frail  boat  merci- 
lessly about.  M.  sat  in  the  bow  to  break  off  the  waves  with 
his  broad  back,  and  keep  them  from  swamping  the  boat.  B. 
plied  the  bailer  with  unremitting  zeal.  O.  and  myself  pulled 
faithfully  at  the  oars,  while  Sammon  managed  the  rudder. 
It  was  bright  moonlight,  so  we  could  see  to  steer  for  the 
nearest  shore.  We  had  got  about  half  way  when  a  sudden 
gust  careened  the  boat  so  that  she  half  filled  with  water. 
We  all  thought  our  last  hour  had  come.  I  slipped  off  my 
boots  and  observed  that  M.  had  silently  done  the  same,  ex- 
pecting that  in  case  the  boat  sunk  we  might  possibly  swim 
to  shore.  It  was  a  vain  hope  for  in  that  intensely  alkaline 
water  it  would  have  been  an  impossibility  to  survive.  We 
should  have  been  eaten  up  and  boiled  alive  even  had  we 
managed  to  float.  Luckily,  providentially,  we  were  not 
forced  to  this  emergency.  Quick  work  with  the  bailer  kept 
the  staggering  craft  afloat  until  suddenly  we  glided  into 
smooth  water,  where  the  waves  had  subsided  and  all  was 
still.  "  Is  this  a  miracle?"  I  asked.  "  Providence,"  said  M., 
quietly.  We  found  on  investigating  the  matter  next  day  that 
we  must  have  encountered  the  narrow  current  of  Rush 
Creek  where  it  sets  strongly  into  the  lake,  producing  a 
counter-influence  to  the  surface  agitation.  At  all  events  we 
had  no  further  trouble  in  reaching  shore,  and  at  half-past 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  with  thankful  hearts,  again  set 
foot  on  dry  land.  We  were  several  miles  from  our  starting 
point,  but  we  were  safe,  and  felt  that  we  had  been  delivered 
from  the  very  jaws  of  hell.  Our  joy  knew  no  bounds.  We 
cared  not  where  we  were  to  sleep,  but,  encountering  a  little 
filthy  cabin,  threw  ourselves  on  the  floor  and  slept  soundly 
till  morning,  awaking  with  the  startling  discovery  that  we 
were  in  a  den  of  hissing  rattlesnakes  that  were  gliding  about 
the  room.  Fortunately  none  of  the  party  were  bitten  and 
we  escaped  all  dangers  to  reach  home  alive  and  well.  But 
to  return  to  my  diary. 

Tuesday^  July  2. — Left  camp  early,  passing  through 
Bloody  Cafion  on  our  westward  course,  reaching  the  summit 
of  Mono  Pass  at  10:30  a.  m.  Bloody  Caiion  is  very  properly 
named.  It  is  studded  with  sharp,  flinty  rocks,  that  cut  the 
mules'  feet  and  legs,  so  that  no  animal  passes  through  it 
without  leaving  a  bloody  track.  At  the  summit  of  Mono 
Pass  we  could  readily  imagine  that  we  had  passed  through 
the  transition  from  summer  to  winter,  as  the  wind  blew  a 
heavy  gale  from  the  west,  sweeping  through  the  snow-clad 
pass  with  marrow-chilling  force.  Snow  lay  in  enormous 
drifts  everywhere  about  us,  fixed  in  masses  unmoved  by  the 
wind  by  the  compacting  influence  of  the  summer  sun.  The 
top  of  Mono  Pass,  which  Is  10,500  feet  high,  is  marked  by  a 
strange  and  unexpected  natural  curiosity.  It  is  a  little  lake 
of  that  peculiar,  rock-bound,  fathomless  type  which  the  tour- 
ist through  the  higher  Sierra  so  frequently  encounters.  Its 
waters  are  clear  as  crystal,  and  on  a  calm  day  must  reflect 
on  its  bosom  the  image  of  Mount  Dana,  lying  directly  north, 
as  well  as  Mount  Gibbs,  over  a  shoulder  of  which  the  trail 
passes.  The  lake  is  considered  almost  bottomless  ;  no  one 
pretends  to  know  how  deep  it  is,  possibly  because  no  one  has 
come  to  it  prepared  for  deep-sea  soundings.  It  bears  the 
name  of  Sardine  Lake,  from  the  fact  that  in  iS63or'4  a  pack 
mule  loaded  with  sardines  made  a  fatal  misstep  'from  the 
trail  and  slipped  into  the  lake,  never  more  to  appear.  Into 
this  ice-cold  and  snow-bound  lake  Muir  and  1  had,  three 
years  before,  taken  an  elegant  "  header"  from  a  rock  some 
fifteen  feet  high,  scrambling  out  upon  the  snow  of  its  margin, 
after  a  few  strokes,  fairly  glowing  with  the  delicious  shock. 
Such  a  plunge  is  worth  a  hundred  dusty  miles  of  travel.  At 
half-past  one  o'clock  we  reined  up  our  steeds  at  the  famous 
Soda  Springs,  in  the  Tuolumne  Meadows.  As  an  agreeable 
beverage,  the  water  of  these  springs  is  preferable  to  any 
springs  in  the  State.  It  is  highly  charged  with  carbonic  acid 
gas,  which  keeps  it  perpetually  bubbling  and  boiling,  as  it 
pours  up  from  nature's  labratory.  We  found  a  cabin  at  the 
springs,  owned  by  a  man  named  Lambert,  who  bottles  the 
water  and  takes  it  to  Yosemite  Valley,  where  it  is  the  only 
soda  water  in  use.  The  Tuolumne  Meadows,  in  which  the 
soda  springs  are  located,  are  seven  or  eight  miles  long, 
stretching  in  an  unbroken,  gently  descending  slope  of  grassy 
meadow  from  the  base  of  Mount  Dana  westward  to  Court- 
house Rock,  the  main  Tuolumne  River  flowing  through  the 
centre.  Pursuing  our  course  down  these  charming  meadows, 
we  were  confronted  by  two  of  the  most  beautiful  crags  in 
all  the  Sierra — Cathedral  Peak  and  Unicorn  Peak — both 
rising  up  out  of  dense  forests  of  silver  fir  interspersed  with 
the  graceful  Williamson  spruce.  Unicorn  Peak  rears  up  a 
slender  horn  of  rock,  gradually  diminishing  to  a  little  point, 
on  which  there  :s  barely  room  for  two  persons  to  stand,  as  1 
have  demonstrated  by  a  somewhat  arduous  climb.  The 
peak  overhangs  at  its  summit,  and  altogether  has  a  most 
striking  and  picturesque  appearance.  Cathedral  Peak  is  no 
less  remarkable  in  outline,  its  summit  being  divided  into  ver- 
tical shafts,  pinnacles,  and  sculptured  spires  supported  by 
massive  buttresses.  It  is  forbidding  in  appearance  to  the 
boldest  mountaineer,  but  its  stupendous  massiveness,  com- 
bined with  its  airy,  cathedral-like  architecture,  convey  to  the 
observer  a  deep  sense  of  sublimity  and  awe.  Between  these 
two  peaks,  deeply  hidden  in  the  forest  that  surrounds  it,  lies 
Echo  Lake,  the  wild  scenery  of  whose  shores  demands  a 
more  skillful  pen  than  mine  to  depict  We  found  a  charm- 
ing camping  place  that  night  on  the  shores  of  Glacial  Lake, 


some  miles  further  on,  but  our  animals  suffered  from  the  lack 
of  feed,  and  although  it  was  in  the  middle  of  summer,  a 
roaring  fire  and  warm  blankets  were  most  acceptable  and 
essential  to  comfort.  Glacial  Lake — of  which  the  artist 
Munger  has  painted  a  picture  that  does  it  justice — would  de- 
light the  scientific  heart  of  the  geologist  looking  for  a  sup- 
port to  the  glacial  theory.  On  one  shore  the  bare  granite 
has  been  polished  and  striated  by  the  erosive  force  of  resist- 
less rivers  of  ice  firmly  holding  their  granite  chisels.  The 
glacier  has  even  left  its  tools  still  stranded  on  the  shore — 
huge  bowlders  borne  from  some  distant  mountain.  The  for- 
est bounds  the  lake  on  one  side,  reaching  a  tongue  of  hardy 
pines  down  to  the  verry  edge  of  the  narrow  outlet  of  the 
lake,  that  conveys  its  waters  by  an  almost  vertical  plunge  of 
two  thousand  feet  into  Lake  Tenaya. 

Wednesday.,  July  3. — We  were  so  near  Yosemite  again 
that  we  might  have  returned  in  a  half  day's  ride,  but  resolved 
to  spend  another  day  in  further  exploration.  Accordingly 
we  started  out  early  in  the  morning,  and  skirting  the  head 
of  Tenaya  Caiion,  and  making  directly  for  Mount  Hoffman, 
in  whose  wild  ravines  heads  Yosemite  Creek,  that  rushes 
thence  in  rapid  course  to  the  terrible  leap  into  the  Yosemite, 
known  to  all  the  world  as  Yosemite  Falls.  On  the  way  we 
passed  Court  House  Rock,  a  wondrous  shaft  of  granite,  whose 
sheer  precipitous  walls  rising  twenty-five  hundred  feet  per- 
pendicularly above  its  base  impress  one  even  more  deeply 
with  awe  and  majesty  than  the  far-famed  South  Dome  of  the 
Yosemite.  At  one  o'clock  we  reached  a  point  of  interest  for 
which  we  were  searching — Lake  Hoffman,  a  very  deep,  in- 
tensely blue  sheet  of  ice-water  set  on  the  bosom  of  Mt.  Hoff- 
man, just  at  timber  line,  jealously  guarded  by  surrounding 
crags.  Here  we  did  justice  to  Peregoy's  luncheon,  feasting 
our  eyes  as  well  with  the  distant  views  of  all  the  outlying 
domes,  crags,  peaks,  and  forest  slopes  that  surround  Yosem- 
ite :  Sentinel  Dome,  South  Dome,  Cloud's  Rest,  Mts.  Lyell 
and  Dana,  Cathedral  and  Unicorn  Peaks,  Mt.  Starr  King, 
Mt.  Clark,  and  all  the  most  striking  landmarks  about  the 
valley  were  spread  out  as  a  panorama  before  us. 

Thu7-sday,  July  4. — Saddling  up  at  a  moderately  early 
hour,  we  rode  leisurely  to  the  ruin  of  the  northern  wall  of 
Yosemite,  at  the  head  of  Indian  Canon,  followed  the  brink 
to  the  top  of  Yosemite  Falls,  lunched  on  the  edge  of  the 
precipice  where  the  stream  takes  its  vertical  plunge  of  1,600 
feet,  then  resumed  our  course  down  the  zigzag  trail  by  the 
side  of  the  fall,  reaching  the  hotel  from  which  we  had  started 
ten  days  before  at  3:30  P.  M.  We  had  swept  around  a  circle 
whose  centre  I  wi  1  place  at  Mount  Lyell  for  convenience 
(the  common  corner  of  Mariposa,  Fresno,  and  Inyo  counties), 
and  whose  periphery  by  the  winding  and  erratic  eourse  we 
traveled  measured  some  two  hundred  odd  miles.  We  got 
back  without  accident,  the  ladies  having  endured  the  hard- 
ships and  fatigue  of  the  trip  with  remarkable  strength  and 
courage.  Such  a  trip  is  rarely  taken  by  ladies,  and  it  may 
be  well  to  remark  that  those  of  whom  I  speak  were  not 
novices  at  mountain  climbing,  having  a'iccnded  the  heights 
and  ridden  the  animals  of  Yosemite  for  years  past.  The 
geographical  position  of  our  route  maybe  traced  on  any 
map  by  the  foregoing  description,  or  it  may  be  roughly 
imagined  when  I  say  that  within  the  boundaries  of  the  circle 
we  had  encompassed  lie  Mount  Lyell,  Mount  Dana,  Mount 
Ritter,  the  Minarets,  Mount  Clark,  Gray  Mountain,  Red 
Mountain,  Mount  Starr  King,  Cloud's  Rest,  Cathedral  Peaks, 
Unicom  Peak,  and  other  lesser  elevations.  Of  all  these 
mountain  heights.  Mount  Ritter  is  the  most  difficult  and 
most  dangerous  to  ascend,  and  it  has  been  ascended  by  but 
four  persons  to  my  knowledge.  Its  crumbling  rocks  and 
vertical  pinnacles  do  not  invite  the  cautious  mountaineer  to 
a  trial  of  his  prowess.  Mount  Dana,  at  whose  feet  we  rode 
in  crossing  Mono  Pass,  is  very  easy  of  ascent,  and  may  be 
reached  in  two  days'  ride  from  Yosemite.  From  its  summit 
you  look  down  upon  Mono  Lake  nestling  far  below  and  re- 
sembling a  wash  basin.  It  is  a  laundryman's  paradise,  if 
Mark  Twain's  story  be  true,  and  a  wash-basin  that  would  be 
a  fortune  if  some  philanihrophic  Titan  would  set  it  down 
in  the  heart  of  San  Francisco.  The  elevation  of  Mount 
Dana  is  13,227  firet.  Mount  Ritter  is  estimated  at  a  lit.lc  in 
excess  of  13,250  feet.  Mount  Lyell  is  13,200  feet,  wiiile 
Mono  Lake  is  6.500  feet.  The  Soda  Springs  lie  at  an  ele- 
vation of  8,500  feet. 

I  do  not  know  that  this  narrative,  for' which  my  diary  has 
given  me  the  material,  will  incite  any  adventurous  tourists 
to  follow  in  our  footsteps,  but  to  all  travelers  in  this  region  I 
offer  this  gratuitous  advice  concerning  their  equipment  ; 
Nothing  save  what  is  absolutely  needful  should  be  taken, 
two  or  three  changes  of  underclothing,  plenty  of  blankets, 
and  the  necessary  provisions  and  coukmg  utcnsiJs  being  all 
that  is  required,  no  tent  even  being  wanted  unlcsj  ihcrc  arc 
ladies  in  the  party.  Stout  shoes  or  boots,  with  the  soles  well 
studded  with  nails,  are  absolutely  necessary  for  climbing, 
and  a  flannel  shirt  and  the  common  blue  overalls  make  the 
lightest  and  the  most  sen'iceable  mountain  costume.  I 
may  here  mention  that  the  ladies  of  our  party  all  rode  astride, 
ana  in  no  other  way  would  it  have  been  possible  for  them 
to  have  traveled  over  the  rough  country  we  encountered.  It 
is  the  common-sense  way  to  ride  in  the  mountains,  and  i-: 
infinitely  safer  and  less  fatiguing,  both  for  horse  and  ri  icr. 
One  other  important  point,  be  sure  of  the  "doctor,"  i.e.^ 
your  cook,  for  upon  him  mainly  depends  the  comfort  and 
pleasure  of  the  cruise,  and  it  is  astonishing  what  a  variety 
of  well-cooked  and  appetizing  dishes  are  at  the  command  of 
a  good  mountain  cook.  From  Lake  Tahoe,  on  the  north, 
to  Mount  Whitney,  on  the  south,  the  whole  range  of  tlic 
Sierra  is  one  grand  camping  ground,  and  the  whole  extent 
of  country  between  these  two  p<iinis,  some  three  hundred 
miles,  can  be  compassed  in  a  summer's  vacation,  I  have 
always  preferred  making  my  early  start  from  the  Yosemite 
Valley,  partly  from  a  desire  to  get  a  yearly  view  of  it.  but 
mainlv  hi  c  lusc  a  good  outfit  can  always  be  obtained  there 
at  a  rcasunable  expense,  but  any  mountain  town  near  the 
Sierra  will  do  as  well,  and  in  the  next  yc.ir  when  the  new 
road  to  the  Yosemite,  vid  Fresno  Flat,  shall  have  been 
built,  the  tourist  will  be  able  to  reach  the  Falls  I  have  de- 
scribe.1  in  a  day's  easy  riding  from  Fresno  Flat  over  a  fair 
trail,  and  can  thence  push  on  to  Mammoth  Lake,  the  Hot 
Springs  and  Geysers  in  five  to  six  hours.  From  the  middle 
of  June  to  October,  any  of  these  trips  can  be  niiide  with 
safety  and  pleasure,  the  earlier  month  being  best,  as  feed  for 
the  animals  becomes  very  scant  in  the  wake  of  the  sheep, 
the  summer  pest  of  the  mountains.  Oureleve-  davs  in  the 
Sierra  were  all  too  short. 
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THE  ARGONAUT, 


It  will  not  be  two  years  till  the  24th  of  next  March  since 
wc  first  attempted  the  enterprise  of  giving  to  the  people  of 
this  coast  a  weekly  journal.  Following  no  model,  attempt- 
ing to  rival  no  contemporary,  and  seeking  to  invade  the 
province  of  no  occupied  field,  we  sought  to  find  in  our 
own  way  a  place  for  ourselves.  We  determined  that  we 
would  make  a  paper  of  original  features,  independent  in 
the  utterance  of  its  opinions,  and  in  order  that  we  might 
be  in  a  most  marked  and  emphatic  manner  distinct  from 
our  contemporaries  of  the  daily  press,  we  resolved  to  be 
respectable.  We  do  not  aspire  to  be  the  most  "  brilliant 
and  fearless,"  nor  the  most  "enterprising,"  nor  to  have  the 
"largest  sheet,"  nor  the  "largest  circulation."  We  do  not 
claim  that  we  are  read  by  "  the  masses,"  nor  that  we  are 
the  "  organ  "  of  any  class,  or  sect,  or  occupation,  or  party; 
but  we  claim  that  we  are  clean.  The  Argon.^ut  has 
never  made  money  enough  to  tempt  us  to  consult  blotter, 
day-book,  or  ledger,  as  to  what  opinions  we  should  entertain 
or  advance,  and  it  never  will.  We  are  not  watch-dogs  at 
the  door  of  State  or  municipal  treasuries.  W>  do  not 
contemplate  ourselves  as  standing  upon  the  public  rampart, 
to  warn  of  impending  dangers.  We  are  not  spies  to  ferret  out 
other  people's  weaknesses,  nor  detectives  to  sneak  into  the 
privacies  of  domestic  life  to  expose  human  follies.  We 
never  hope  to  become  severely  literar}-  or  to  make  our  paper 
so  exceedingly  nice  and  super-excellent  that  it  will  not 
interest  ordinar>-  people.  We  are  ambitious  to  get  circula- 
tion enough,  and  advertising  enough,  and  thus  earn  money 
enough,  to  command  the  best  thoughts  and  the  best  writings 
of  the  Pacific  Coast  ;  to  make  a  paper  that  shall  more  than 
fill  the  field  left  vacant  by  the  Overland  Monthly;  to  en- 
courage and  develop  the  literary  taste  of  the  Pacific  ;  to  pay 
for  the  best  writings,  and  become  a  vehicle  for  the  best 
thoughts.  Our  readers,  in  measuring  our  journal,  must  con- 
sider the  conditions  under  which  it  is  printed.  We  have  a 
Jurisdiction  on  this  side  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  of  less  than 
one  million  of  English-reading  people,  hence  we  must  freight 
our  vessel  with  a  miscellaneous  cargo,  some  politics,  some 
storj-,  some  poetry,  some  society  and  theatrical  gossip,  some 
wit  and  humor,  in  order  that  by  addressing  ourselves  to  all 
tastes  we  may  secure  a  circulation.  If  the  Arco.\.-\ut  were 
printed  in  New  York,  it  would  have  for  its  market  40,000,000 
of  readers.  It  would,  by  an  arrangement  with  an  enterpris- 
ing news  association,  be  promptly  and  cheaply  distributed 
throughout  the  nation.  We  labor  under  diflSculties  incident 
to  our  isolation  ;  difficulties  that  we  shall  endeavor  to  over- 
come, by  making  an  arrangement  to  place  our  journal  upon 
the  news-stands  of  six  thousand  Eastern  agents  of  the 
.\merican  News  Company  during  the  coming  summer.  So 
t'.ir,  wc  ha%-e  made  no  efforts  to  have  the  Argon.\ut  distrib- 
uted in  our  State,  leaving  it  to  make  its  own  way  by  its 
own  merits.  We  have  not,  as  yet,  overmuch  bored  people 
to  take  our  paper.  It  has  obtained  a  large  circulation,  and 
in  the  coming  season  we  shall  push  it  by  an  earnest  and 
systematic  canvass  of  the  entire  coast.  We  present  to-day 
a  thirty-two  page  number.  It  is  a  specimen  of  what  we  can 
do,  and  what  we  intend  to  do.  We  are  ambitious  to  have  a 
weekly  journal  of  brilliant  original  matter,  breezy  of  the 
Pacific,  independent  in  its  opinions  upon  all  questions, 
earnest,  honest,  respectable,  clean,  and  decent.  We  mean 
it  to  be  entertaining  and  acceptable  to  families  and  readers 
of  the  better  class.  In  its  paper,  t>-pe,  presswork  and 
general  material,  we  shall  make  it  as  good  as  the  mechani- 
cal faciUties  of  the  coast  will  permit.  As  this  enterprise  is 
not  a  purely  mercenary  one,  we  think  we  have  a  right  to 
ask  tliose  of  oiu-  readers  who  are  persons  of  property,  busi- 
r.v^.  "■;'  social  position,  who  are  interested  in  preser\ing  a 


healthy  public  opinion,  and  in  upholding  social  order, 
property,  and  good  government,  to  encourage  and  aid  us. 
Our  increase  of  circulation  is  steady  and  healthful,  our  en- 
terprise is  upon  a  solid  financial  basis.  It  is  intended  to  be 
permanent,  and  to  grow  as  the  population  of  the  State 
increases.  The  Ov,-rla>id  Monthly  obtained  a  large  circula- 
tion at  the  East,  and  was  a  welcome  guest  in  all  Eastern 
literary  circles.  After  its  first  two  years,  it  had  not  so  many 
Eastern  subscribers  nor  near  so  large  a  sale  as  we  now  enjoy, 
hence  we  feel  encour.-igcd  to  push  ourselves  to  a  broad  and 
national  recognition.  There  are  many  brilliant  writers  ujjon 
this  coast,  to  whom  wc  arc  even  now  paying  large  amounts 
for  original  matter,  and  we  promise  that  our  cncouragcmcnl 
to  this  talent  shall  keep  pace  with  our  own  prosperity,  and 
that  we  shall  deal  as  generously  with  literary  people  as 
the  public  deals  with  us.  On  our  initial  page  will  be  found 
a  design  drawn  by  Mr.  Jules  Tavernier,  and  engraved  by  E. 
Largardc,  of  the  establishment  of  Harper  Bros.,  emblematic 
of  our  name  and  ventuic,  representing  primitive  California, 
in  the  shape  of  an  Indian  maiden,  who  from  across  the  bay 
at  Ijcrkeley  is  shading  lier  eyes  to  watch  the  first  vessel  as 
it  glides  at  sunset  through  the  Golden  Gate,  the  forerunner  of 
our  ner\-ous  life  and  civilization.  It  is  our  trademark,  hence- 
forth a  permanent  heading  and  title-page  ;  for  the  Argo- 
N.\UT  will  never  be  changed  to  a  daily,  as  many  of  our 
friends  suggest.  It  will  never  become  a  monthly,  as  others 
desire  ;  but  so  long  as  its  present  proprietors  control  it,  it 
will  remain  in  its  present  shape,  and  will  be  content  to  hold 
that  safe  middle  ground  between  the  hastily  gotten-up  and 
sensational  daily  journal,  and  the  more  carefully  arranged 
and  stately,  but  unprofitable  magazine. 


It  is  believed  by  the  Christian  world  that  nineteen  cen- 
turies ago,  in  the  village  of  Bethlehem,  in  the  land  of  Judea, 
Jesus  the  Christ  was  born  miraculously  of  a  virgin  mother 
by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  a  birth  heralded  by  signs 
and  foretold  by  prophecies.  To  the  shepherds  watching  on 
Judean  hills,  the  angel  of  God  appeared  in  glory,  announc- 
ing the  birth  of  a  Saviour  of  the  world,  of  the  royal  line  of 
David.  From  Persia  came  wise  men,  magians  of  the  East, 
to  the  infant  at  Bethlehem,  with  adoration  and  bearing 
royal  gifts.  They  saw  his  star  in  the  heavens,  and  followed 
it.  It  rested  over  the  manger  in  the  stable  where  between  ox 
and  ass  the  royal  infant  lay,  and  there  they  worshiped  him. 
To-day,  hundreds  of  millions,  embracing  the  most  cultured 
men  of  the  most  advanced  civilizations,  greet  each  other 
with  joy,  exchanging  gifts  and  salutations,  and  rejoice  at  the 
birth  of  Jesus  the  Messiah,  the  Son  of  God.  His  flight 
from  Herod,  his  marvelous  teachings,  the  purity  of  his  life, 
his  sublime  moral  code,  his  miracles,  his  betrayal,  his  death, 
his  resurrection  and  ascension,  are  the  stories  of  our  Sacred 
Writings.  He  found  a  world  in  idolatry,  and  changed  it. 
His  teachings  and  example  confounded  the  wisdom  of  ages. 
He  laid  broad  and  deep  the  foundations  of  a  system  that 
now  dominates  the  world.  He  overturned  and  mastered 
the  superstitions  of  centuries,  and  gave  to  the  nations  a 
religion  that,  marching  apace  with  the  highest  culture,  keeps 
abreast  with  the  intellectual  progress  of  the  age,  and  en- 
rolls among  its  votaries  the  brightest  of  human  minds. 
Science  arrays  itself  against  none  of  the  teachings  of  Jesus. 
The  subtlest  intellects  find  no  flaw  in  the  peifect  moral  code 
of  this  inspired  teacher.  His  was  a  wisdom  deeper  than  all 
human  learning ;  his  a  code  more  consummate  than  re- 
scripts of  emperors  or  edicts  of  kings ;  his  a  philosophy 
surpassing  that  taught  in  academic  groves  ;  his  an  example 
of  loving  self-denial  transcending  all  human  example.  To- 
day, in  the  imperial  palace  of  the  Czar,  and  away  northward 
on  the  frozen  sledge-paths,  wherever  the  Greek  Church  holds 
dominion,  the  salutation  is  given,  "Christ  is  born!"  and 
the  kiss  exchanged.  From  the  Tiber,  and  wherever  in  dis- 
tant lands  the  Church  of  Rome  has  borne  the  religion  of 
Jesus  the  Christ,  this  is  hallowed  as  the  natal  day  of  God's 
Only  Beloved  Son.  Wherever  in  all  the  world  the  Protestant 
faith  is  taught,  there  joyous  bells  proclaim  anew  the  glad 
tidings  that  the  angel  of  the  Lord  announced  to  the 
expectant  shepherds  on  the  lone  Judean  hills.  This  is 
the  Christian  world's  best  holiday.  In  our  mother  land 
it  is  a  day  of  holly  and  ivy,  of  yule  log  and  Christmas 
carols,  of  feastings  and  religious  service;  in  ours  it  is  a  day 
for  exchanging  gifts,  a  day  of  social  reunions,  of  toothsome 
dinners,  of  mince-pies  and  plum-puddings,  of  morning 
thanksgiving  and  of  evening  jollity  and  dance  and  song. 
In  Roman,  Protestant,  Greek  and  Lutheran  circles,  by  the 
authority  of  church  and  by  the  sanction  of  custom,  it  is 
to  be  regarded  by  old  and  young  as  a  merrj-  day.  To  all  our 
readers,  then,  we  wish  a  Merr)',  Merry  Christmas  ! 


At  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Trinity  in  the  city  of  New 
York,  a  few  weeks  since,  there  assembled  a  convention  of 
intelligent  believers  in  the  Second  Coming  of  Christ.  The 
venerable  Dr.  Tyng,  of  the  Episcopal  Church,  presided ; 
bishops,  pastors,  professors  and  laymen,  of  all  the  evangelical 
churches  were  in  attendance,  all  of  whom  are  believers  in 
the  personal  and  pre-millennial  coming  of  the  Lord  Jesus  to 
rule  the  world,  not  in  a  spiritual  sense,  but  coming  with 
actual  personal  presence— not  as  before  the  Man  of  Sorrows 
and  acquainted  with  grief,  without  place  where  to  lay  his 


head,  but  glorious  as  the  heir  of  God,  possessor  of  the  king- 
dom to  rule  the  earth,  and  as  a  civil  potentate  to  give  laws 
to  mankind.  He  is  to  herald  the  dawn  of  the  millennium. 
His  royal  presence  is  to  illume  the  world,  and  drive  sin, 
ignorance,  and  folly  out  from  it.  It  is  claimed  that  this  doc- 
trine is  proved  by  the  natural  and  faithful  rendering  of  the 
New  Testament,  and  does  not  depend  upon  the  fanciful 
interpretations  of  prophecy.  Under  this  interpretation,  be- 
lievers in  the  Second  Advent  look  perpetually  for  His  coming. 
The  time  and  hour  they  have  not  dared  to  fix.  Unlike  the 
Millcrites,  who  recently  flourished  their  fanciful  arithmetical 
calculations  of  years  and  days  and  periods,  exhibiting  curi- 
ous pictures  of  beasts  with  horns,  of  altars  and  vials,  with 
sensuous  images  of  a  royal  incarnation,  with  absurd  antics 
in  preparation  for  an  ascension,  with  insane  ravings,  and 
with  sacrilegious  nonsense,  these  more  intelligent  adventists 
await  with  patient  and  receptive  hearts  for  the  new  and  re- 
splendent incarnation  of  the  Divine  Presence.  They  calcu- 
late not  the  day  of  His  coming,  but  believe  that  it  is  near  at 
hand,  and  that  when  it  does  come  it  will  be  instant  and 
glorious.  He  will  burst  upon  the  world  in  all  the  irresistible 
Majesty  of  His  God-like  power,  the  King  of  Kings  to  rule 
the  earth.  This  doctrine  is  taught,  not  by  an  ignorant  and 
vulgar  mob  of  fanatics,  but  by  trained  and  scholarly  minds, 
who  profess  to  have  given  attentive  consideration  and 
careful,  earnest  study  to  the  interpretation  of  the  lan- 
guage of  revelation  and  the  teachings  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment in  reference  to  the  Second  Coming  of  Christ.  It  is 
our  province  to  note  this  new  direction  to  the  current 
of  theological  thought,  not  to  discuss  it,  not  to  express  an 
opinion  concerning  it.  This  is  the  Christian's  holiday;  this 
is  the  fitting  time  for  all  who  believe  the  Christian  doctrine 
of  the  First  Coming  of  Christ,  or  who  hold  opinions  regard- 
ing the  Second  Advent  of  the  Redeemer,  to  rejoice  and  be 
exceeding  glad. 


We  have  never  doubted  the  authority  of  the  General  Gov- 
ernment to  deny  to  any  class  of  foreign  people  the  right  to 
come  to  the  United  States  of  America.  It  is  a  proposition 
the  denial  of  which  would  be  to  declare  that  the  United 
States  of  America  was  not  a  sovereign  power.  We  have 
never  doubted  that  a  State  had  authority  to  deny  access  to 
her  shores  of  any  class  of  foreign  people,  whom  her  political 
authority  may  declare  to  be  dangerous  to  the  welfare,  health, 
morals,  or  repose  of  the  community  ;  to  deny  this  is  to  de- 
clare that  States  are  not  sovereign.  We  have  regarded  every 
law  made  in  the  endeavor  to  vex  and  annoy  the  Chinese  by 
State  and  municipal  authority,  in  California,  as  a  cowardly 
attempt  to  gain,  by  indirection,  an  end  not  attainable  by 
honest  and  open  legislation.  We  have  always  looked  upon 
those  who  assault  the  Chinese,  and  who  are  guilty  of  acts 
of  cruelty  and  violence  against  them,  as  barbarians  unworthy 
the  name  of  American  citizens.  The  proposition  introduced 
to  the  Constitutional  Convention  by  Colonel  Barnes  to  re- 
move the  Chinese  from  the  State  by  legislative  and  judicial 
action,  and  to  enforce  penalties  against  all  who  employ  them, 
has  at  least  the  merit  of  directness.  It  is  taking  the  Mon- 
golian ass  by  the  ears  and  brings  the  consideration  of  the 
question  to  the  legislative  and  judicial  departments  of  the 
State  Government,  and  at  the  same  time  presents  to  the 
General  Government  a  direct  issue  ;  an  issue  that  ought  to 
be  decided  by  the  courts,  and,  when  determined,  ought  to  be 
acquiesced  in  by  the  people  of  this  coast,  unless  they  shall 
decide  that  the  grievance  is  one  that  justifies  rebellion  against 
Federal  authority.  The  proposition  referred  to  is  at  variance 
with  all  our  ideas  of  honor  and  generosity.  The  Chinese, 
who  are  among  us,  are  here  by  virtue  of  an  international  law, 
entered  into  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  the  Government  of 
the  United  States  with  the  Imperial  Government  of  China, 
and  we  are  bound  by  every  consideration  of  law,  honor,  and 
humanity  to  recognize  the  law,  abide  by  its  consequences, 
and  treat  all  Mongolions  in  our  midst  in  the  spirit  of  its 
provisions.  We  are  in  favor  of  an  immediate  revision  of 
the  Burlingame  treaty,  and  of  the  passage  by  Congress  of 
such  laws  as  shall  moderate  the  volume  of  Chinese  immigra- 
tion now  pouring  in  upon  us.  This  is,  we  believe,  the  feeling 
of  all  the  better  and  more  intelligent  people  of  this  coast. 
While  we  are  impatient  at  the  noisy  and  cowardly  vaporings 
of  our  own  ignorant  masses,  and  still  more  indignant  at  the 
shameful  moral  cowardice  exhibited  by  all  the  Democratic 
leaders,  and  by  many  of  the  Republicans  upon  this  Chinese 
question,  we  are  equally  angry  at  the  shameful  indifference 
manifested  by  intelligent  people  at  the  East,  and  their 
studied  determination  to  decide  this  question  in  ignorance 
of  the  true  condition  of  things,  and  to  subordinate  all  facts 
to  their  sentimental  ideas.  We  are  equally  indignant  at  the 
political  authorities  at  Washington — the  President  and  his 
Cabinet — because  they  will  not  give  to  this  question  the  con- 
sideration its  importance  demands.  In  view  of  bringing 
the  authorities  of  the  Pacific  States  to  an  early  and  decisive 
collision  with  the  authorities  of  the  Federal  Government,  we 
favor  the  adoption  by  the  Constitutional  Convention  of  the 
unconstitutional,  illegal,  and  otherv/ise  impolitic  clause  sug- 
gested by  Colonel  Barnes.  It  will  bring  about  one  of  three 
results — a  modification  of  the  Burlingame  treaty,  or  an 
armed  uprising  that  shall  terminate  in  a  subjugated  people, 
or  an  independent  empire  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 


THE      ARGON  AU  T. 


PRATTLE. 


My  son,  when 
thy  life  shall 
have  reached  its 
highest  point,  and 
thou  findest  thy- 
self  sinking, 
throw  thou  over- 
board a  vice,  and 
thereafter,  from 
time  to  time,  an- 
other and  another,  relinquishing  thy  last  foible  with  thy  last 
breath.  So  shalt  thou  retard  thy  descent,  and  by  well-timed 
renunciation  of  gluttony,  drunkenness,  tobacco,  the  ladies, 
late  hours,  and  such-like  ballast,  come  to  earth  with  an 
amiable  collision  that  shall  not  disturb  thee.  And  for  the 
better  ordering  of  thy_  descent,  after  this  fashion,  fail  not, 
my  son,  to  start  with  as  much  ballast  as  thy  health  can  lift. 


"Kisses,"  observes  a  poet,  "are  sips  of  the  wine  of  love.'* 
It  is  royally  good  wine,  too,  but  when  a  fellow  crushes  a 
flask  of  it  with  Susan  B.  Anthony  he  observes  that  the  vin- 
tage of  1740  is  a  shade  too  dry. 


A  life  insurance  company  in  Memphis  refuses  to  pay  one 
of  its  risks,  because,  although  the  policy-holder  is  as  dead  as 
Abel,  the  doctor,  who  should  have  certified  to  that  fact,  is 
himself  as  dead  as  Cain.  The  clergyman,  whose  certificate 
would  serve  in  a  pinch,  is  deader  than  either.  The  widow  is 
an  interested  party,  the  undertaker  has  six  feet  of  solid 
earth  above  him,  and  there  are  no  living  neighbors,  unless 
some  have  revived  since  burial.  On  the  whole,  the  financial 
future  of  that  luckless  policy  is  so  discouraging  that  no  fewer 
than  five  hundred  speculators  have  already  sold  it  short,  and 
there  is  a  powerful  syndicate  trying  to  make  a  corner  in  it  to 
"bust"  out  the  bears. 


Elder  Orson  Pratt,  of  the  Latter-Day  Saints,  is  going 
to  London  to  procure  the  publication  of  a  new  and  revised 
edition  of  the  book  of  Mormon.  This  book  is  an  audacious 
plagiarism  of  the  Bible  ;  so  an  injunction  will  probably 
issue  for  protection  of  copyright,  for  the  author  of  the  earlier 
work  is  considered  in  London  a  British  subject  and  a  digni- 
tary of  the  Church  of  England. 


The  holidays  are  fairly  laid  on,  the  prosperous  merchant 
commits  his  unusual  excess  in  advertising  and  the  local 
poet  garners  a  harvest  of  dollars.  For  his  palm  has  been 
crossed  with  silver  and  he  puts  into  rhyme  the  merits  of  his 
patron's  wares.  Pegasus  is  become  a  peddler's  pack-horse, 
soaring  to  the  "  highest  heaven  of  invention  "  and  "  dropping 
down  with  costly  bales."  All  other  things  being  equal,  the 
man  who  can  write  the  worst  verses  gets  the  most  money, 
but  he  who  can  sing  them  when  written  has  a  distinct  ad- 
vantage over  him  who  can  only  declaim  them.  Dave  Nes- 
field,  caroling  the  worth  of  the  Automatic  Sewing  Machine 
grows  fat  and  prosperous;  Dan  O'Connell,  reciting  the  splen- 
dors of  the  I.  X.  L.  Store,  achieves  a  less  considerable  com- 
petence, while  I,  who  have  neither  song  nor  eloquence,  can 
but  thrust  my  metrical  eulogium  of  Mailer's  Brazilian  Pebble 
Spectacles  into  unwilling  hands  for  a  pittance,  for  which 
Judas  Iscariot  would  have  scorned  to  fill  an  order.  Dan 
and  Con  Mahoney,  I  hear,  are  doing  pretty  well  writing  odes 
to  a  patent  stereoscope  and  embossing  them  for  the  blind. 


When  Eye  and  Adam  first  were  made. 

Ere  fairly  they'd  been  shaped  and  laid 

Upon  a  sunny  slope  to  dry, 

A  Chinaman  was  passing  by. 

Who  woke  our  father  from  his  sleep, 

Grinned,  and  said,   "  Washing  done  d —  cheap.' 

(This  scamp's  successor  still  displays 

A  sign  inscribed  so  to  the  gaze 

Of  Adam's  children — 'tis  a  pity — 

On  C  street,  in  Virginia  City) 

Now  Ad.  took  in,  when  out  of  trance. 

The  situation  at  a  glance  ; 

Then  said — the  while  his  eyes  were  turned 

On  Eve,  whose  tender  skin  they  burned, 

Raising  a  little  curl  of  smoke 

Where'er  they  fell — "  I  think  you  spoke 

Of  washing  ;  I  am  destitute  ; 

In  truth,  I've  but  a  single  suit. 

And  that — well,  John,  you  may  expect  it 

If  this  fair  lady  should  reject  it." 


olutions;  and  when  the  drop  fell  from  beneath  the  feet  of 
that  pious  assassin  and  his  mate  tlie  ropes  about  their  necks 
were  actually  kept  slack  for  some  seconds  by  the  gusts  of 
laughter  ascending  from  below.  They  are  the  only  persons 
I  know  in  the  other  world  who  enjoyed  the  ghastly  distinc- 
tion of  leaving  this  to  the  sound  of  inextinguishable  merri- 
ment. 


I  once  saw  a  cavalry  soldier  shot  for  desertion.  He  was 
seated  asttide  his  coffin,  a  black  bandage  about  his  eyes, 
his  arms  bound  behind  his  back.  The  officer  of  the  firing 
squad  gave  the  commands  "  Ready — aim!"  and  a  dozen 
loaded  carbines  were  leveled  at  his  breast.  We  heard  him 
call  out,  up  went  the  guns  and  the  ofiicer  was  seen  to  step 
forward  and  bend  his  ear  to  the  man's  lips.  Then  the  offi- 
cer stepped  back,  repeated  the  commands,  and  a  second 
later  the  poor  fellow  was  a  thing  of  shreds  and  patches. 
"  What  did  he  say  to  you  ?"  I  afterward  asked  the  officer. 
"Wanted  to  know  if  he  could'nt  have  a  saddle." 


The  foregoing  verse,  or  rather  the  shining  pun  which 
illumines  them  with  the  radiant  effect  of  a  bright  red  pump- 
kin in  a  field  of  sombre  buckwheat,  was  suggested  by  a  con- 
versation of  which  I  recently  heard  this  much  :  "  My  dear 
fellow,  you  are  blue  since  your  return  ;  did  you  make  no 
conquests  while  gone?"  "H'm!  well,  I  asked  a  devilish 
fine  girl  to  marry  me."  "And  did  she  reject  your  suit?" 
"  No;  she  accepted  it — not  the  whole  suit;  only  the  breeches." 


The  Post  entrfeats  the  theatres  to  put  their  orchestras  out 
of  sight  under  the  stage.  I  favor  this  reform  in  the  case  of 
every  theatre  except  Baldwin's.  If  I  should  advocate  depriv- 
ing the  audiences  there  of  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  Mr. 
Widmer's  back  hair,  some  sand-lot  orator  would  denounce 
me  as  a  selfish  monopohst. 


Tavernier,  leaving  Monterey, 
To  seek  the  City  by  the  Bay, 

Said,  as  he  shook  the  dust  from  oft 
His  feet,   ' '  I  dare  no  longer  stay. 

My  truthful  genius  would  not  stoop 
To  draw  a  ragged,  greasy  group 

Of  villagers  as  saints,  nor  make 
A  palace  of  each  chicken  coop. 

But  though  I  fly  this  pleasant  spot, 
I  pardon  those  who  made  it  hot ; 

Indeed,  I'll  send  friend  Marple  down 
To  paint  the  beggars  as  they're  not." 


I  wish  Mr.  Charles  Warren  Stoddard  would,  in  his  next 
letter  in  the  Sunday  Chronicle,  tell  us  something  about  the 
man  he  never  "chummed"  with,  if  such  a  man  there  is? 
When  he  gets  to  the  end  of  his  literary  career,  through  hav- 
ing "  chummed  "  the  present  generation  to  death,  I  suppose 
he'll  do  business  with  posterity,  and  display  a  sign  something 

like  this  : 

Chumming  Done  Here. 

Orders  executed  with   Neatness 

and  Dispatch,  and 

Parties  served  at  their  Residences.     No  Connection 

With  any  other  Establishment. 


I 


The  Christian  Intelligencer  holds  that  the  Welsh,  because 
they  are  all  Protestants,  are  all  moral.  Yet  Sam  Williams, 
of  the  Bulletin,  is  a  Welshman,  and  Evans  is  a  Welshman, 
and  Taffy  was  a  Welshman  !     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

"  My  child,  have  you  heard  of  the  difference  between  Mr. 
James  C.  Flood  and  Mr.  Squire  P.  Dewey  ?"  "  Oh,  yes,  my 
teacher,  I  know  all  about  it.  It  is  a  difference  of  depth 
expressed  in  their  names  ;  the  one  is  an  inundation,  the 
other  a  dew."  "  Well  answered,  lad.  Now  tell  me— consid- 
ering these  gentlemen's  watery  names — can  their  quarrel  be 
justly  termed  a  naval  engagement  ?"  "  I  have  already  well 
considered  that  point,  may  it  please  you,  and  I  think  not." 
"Why?"  "  Because  if  it  were  an  engagement  of  any  kind 
Mr.  Dewey  would  have  broken  it  long  ago."  "  Is  there  no 
other  reason  why  it  cannot  properly  be  so  called  ? "  "  Yes  ; 
those  words  are  already  in  use  to  describe  the  nature  of  Mr. 
Dewey's  former  connection  with  the  bonanza — before  Mr. 
Flood  severed  the  umbilicus."  "What!"  "'Twas  but  a 
sudden  pun — 'tis  gone.  Pray  give  me  your  arm,  and  let  us 
leave  this  place." 


A  respectable  contemporary  gets  afoul  of  Colonel  Bob 
IngersoU  and  drubs  him  stoutly  because,  he  as  what  we  may 
call  a  practicing  infidel,  "  would  leave  us  without  a  light  or 
guide,  to  grope  in  entire  darkness.  He  should  not  at- 
tempt," says  this  mindless  parrot,  "to  tear  down  unless  he 
can  build  up  for  us  something  better — but  he  has  nothing 
better  to  offer."  I  fatigue  and  fall  ill  of  this  hoary,  de- 
crepit, and  doddering  protest  of  brainless  imbecility;  it  is  the 
first,  last,  intermediate  and  only  argument  of  mental  vaciiity. 
In  the  mouth  of  a  Christian  it  is  an  unconscious,  but  uncon- 
ditional surrender,  for  it  distinctly  implies  that  there  may  be 
something  better  than  Christianity — that  Christianity  is  a 
make-shift.  On  the  lips  of  one  who  is  himself  a  sceptic, 
though  a  theoretical  one,  it  is  an  indecent  assault  upon 
common  sense,  for  it  means  that  any  kind  of  error  is  better 
than  truth.  It  is  this  kind  of  creatures  by  whom  it  is  com- 
monly and  most  shamelessly  paraded.  I  thank  heaven  1 
have  no  prejudice  either  for  or  against  religion,  but  I  should 
like  to  write  a  history  of  religious  controversy  on  the  pre- 
pared ears  of  some  of  its  assailants  and  defenders,  and  I 
would  engage  that  if  supplied  with  a  sufficient  quantity  of 
the  ears  the  work  should  extend  to  not  less  than  ten  thou- 
sand volumes. 


No  man  of  sane  intelligence  will  plead  for  religion  on  the 
ground  that  it  is  better  than  nothing.  It  i«  not  better  than 
nothing  if  it  is  not  true.  Truth  is  better  than  anything  or 
all  things;  the  next  best  thing  to  truth  is  absence  of  error. 
When  you  are  in  the  dark,  standstill;  when  you  do  not  know 
what  to  do,  do  nothing.  To  say  "  don't  take  away  my  faith 
unless  you  can  give  me  another"  is  to  beg  the  question — to 
assume  the  very  point  in  dispute  for  the  taker-away  denies 
that  you  need  a  faith.  If  you  think  you  do  that  is  your  af- 
fair. He  is  right  to  rap  the  skull  of  what  he  thinks  error 
whenever  and  wherever  it  is  thrust  up;  as  to  that  it  is  not 
permitted  to  men  to  differ,  but  only  on  the  question  is  it  error. 
We  do  not  ask  a  snake  if  snakes  are  useful,  or  if  it  is  itself 
better  than  another  snake;  we  only  ascertain  if  it  is  a  snake. 
Sometimes  it  is  a  harmless,  necessary  hangman's  rope. 


Speaking  of  religion,  hangman's  ropes,  and  such  like 
moral  agencies,  I  am  reminded  of  an  execution  I  once  wit- 
nessed, at  which  a  brace  of  miscreants  assisted  on  the  scaf- 
fold, and  some  thousands  of  not  very  sympathetic  soldiers 
below  it  and  about.  It  was  at  Murfreesboro,  Tennessee,  in 
war-time,  and  the  fellows  were  hanged  by  the  military  for  a 
murder  of  revolting  atrocity,  committed  without  orders.  At 
the  critical  moment  one  of  them  began  a  self-righteous  asser- 
tion that  he  was  "going  home  to  Jesus."  As  the  words  left 
his  mouth  a  railway  engine  standing  near  by  uttered  a  loud 
and  unmistakably  derisive  Hoot — hoot!  It  may  have  been 
accident,  it  may  have  been  design;  at  any  rate  it  expressed 
the  "  sense  of  the  meeting  "  better  than  a  leg's  length  of  res- 


If  the  poem  that  accompanied  the  Beaconsfield  testimo- 
nial has  been  published,  I  had  not  the  -good  hick  to  see  it, 
but  the  initial  couplet  appears  in  one  of  the  morning  papers 
as  follows; 

"  The  nations  cease  from  war — safe,  happ)',  free  ; 
Thanks,  noble  Beaconsfield,  to  God  and  thee  ! " 

It  is  to  be  hoped  the  whole  poem  was  a  gem  worthy  of  the 
casket  which  Mr.  Stott's  genius  created,  but  the  conclusion 
of  these  two  seems  to  be  censurable  in  the  highest  degree, 
as  not  duly  recognizing  the  relative  rank  of  an  English  no- 
bleman and  the  Deity  ;  "thee  and  God"  would  have  been  a. 
better  sequence.  I  fear  Lord  Beaconsfield  will  consider  the- 
verses  irreverent. 


For  example,  now,  what  could  be  nicer  than  to  take  up 
the  Morning  Call  at  breakfast  and  see  staring  at  you  the 
head  lines  of  Dr.  Ouackhunters'  nine  hundred  and  tenth 
letter  on  catarrh,  with  a  description  of  the  symptoms,  which 
makes  you  chuck  your  soft-boiled  egg  into  the  middle  of 
next  week,  and  get  up  and  blow  your  nose  with  the  folding 
doors  ? 


The  forerunner  of  a  new  religious  dispensation  has  ap- 
peared in  England,  where  he  has  already  a  large  following. 
This  ecclesiastical  tramp  goes  clad  in  sheepskins,  trimmed 
with  red  flannel,  has  straws  in  his  hair  and  bears  aloft  a 
blackboard  inscribed:  "  I  am  the  Prophet  Elias" — which 
is'nt  likely.  No,  he  can't  be  Elias — nor  Elisha,  nor  Elijah. 
These  were  all  prophets,  but  they're  dead.  Has  anybody 
seen  Eli  Perkins  lately  ? 


'  Who's  got  old  Stewart,"  Mr.  Hilton  cries, 
"His  rotten  body,"  Seligman  replies. 

Was  taken  by  some  robber  from  its  hole; 
"  ButJW/^  my  friend,  have  got  his  rotten  soul." 


A  foolish  contemporary  is  afflicted  with  the  opinion  that 
"  the  time  is  nearly  gone  by  when  the  doctors  can  humbug 
plain  people  with  their  Latin  names  of  diseases  and  drugs." 
Let  us  prepare  to  welcome  the  better  era  when  every  disease 
and  every  drug  will  have  as  many  names  as  there  are  lan- 
guages and  dialects,  when  the  medical  knowledge  of  one 
country  will  be  a  sealed  book  to  the  medical  students  of 
every  other,  when  a  prescription  cannot  be  filled  ten  miles 
front  where  it  was  written,  and  when  the  uninstructed  in- 
structors of  the  people  shall  perform  grave  bovine  gambol- 
ling of  joy  at  the  second  advent  of  the  sainted  old  woman 
with  her  "mixtures  rank  of  midnight  weeds  collected." 
But  O,  thou  just  and  beneficent  heaven,  take  not  from  us  in 
these  few  remaining  dark  days  the  amusement  of  curiously 
considering  how  fools  distrust  the  wise,  and  how  ignorance 
is  impatient  of  knowledge. 

For  how  long  must  one  have  been  dead  in  order  to  be 
body-snatched  without  blame  to  the  snatcher?  We  curiously 
dig  in  the  old  Indian  rancherias  and  pack  off  the  bone  of 
the  departed  brave  without  compunction  and  without  re- 
proof. The  "mound-builders'"  melanclioly  remains  are 
held  sacred  by  nobody,  and  may  be  ogled  and  pawed  in 
every  museum.  A  skull,  a  femur,  or  a  few  vertebrae  from  the 
field  of  Shiloh  or  Gettysburg  is  an  acceptable  souvenir  ol 
"  the  late  unpleasantness."  Schliemann  makes  no  bones  of 
not  only  uncovering  those  of  Agamemnon  (Schliemann's 
Agamemnon)  but  robbing  them  of  their  ornaments,  which 
respectable  Christian  gentlemen  purchase.  Considering 
these  pleasant  customs,  and  the  honors  accorded  to  those 
resurrectionists  who  make  a  notable  and  interesting  "find" 
in  some  freshly-opened  grave  or  broken  vault,  is  it  not  a  lit- 
tle finical  and  carping  to  howl  about  "  desecration,"  "  sacri- 
lege," "ghouls,"  and  the  like,  when  a  dead  relation  of  a  dead 
President  is  haled  out  of  his  hole  into  a  dissecting  room,  or 
the  rubbish  of  a  departed  millionaire  lugged  off  in  a  sack  ? 
If  a  man  freshly  dead  has  rights  which  we  are  bound  to  re- 
spect, at  what  stage  of  the  unpleasant  business  in  which  he 
is  engaged  does  he  forfeit  them,  and  why  ? 

A  correspondent  would  like  to  know  how  to  sound  the 
final  j  in  the  name  of  Wilhemj.  It  is  not  intended  to  Ije  pro- 
nounced; it  is  merely  a  rude  hieroglyphic,  or  symbol,  rep- 
resenting a  bit  of  cat-gut,  and  indicating  that  thi  tl'ow  is? 
fiddler.  K't,^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS  OF  AN  EARLY  CALIFORNIAN. 


Contrasting  the  Present  Metropolis  of  the  Pacific  Coast  with  the  Hamlet  of  only  Thirty  Years  Ago. 

'"~^'~_~~~  .  '  ^"  -         — ^  - .  n.ny  thins;  of  the  kind  I  have  ever 

seen.  He  is  very  cnteitair.inji 
and  hospitable,  and  his  house 
is  a  j^reat  resort;  a  hearty  wel- 
Z.  come  and  a  cup  of  delicious 
:  coffee  await  his  visitors  at  any 
iniir.  There  is  only  one  gar- 
Icn  in  the  place — Leidesdorfi"s 
—  which  has  been  made  by 
scraping  the  decayed  leaves 
from  under  the  scrub  oaks  and 
forming  tlower-heds  "^f  the  loam. 
His  Scotcli  gardener  has  suc- 
ceeded wonderfully  in  this  en- 
terprise. You  must  know  that 
the  land  hereabout  is  covered 
wiih  sand,  excepting  in  the 
heart  of  the  town.  At  the  Persi- 
dio,  and  about  the  Mission, 
where  tlie  winds  have  full  sweep 
— anorihwestgaleblowingdaily 
/;A<J^'  during  the  summer,  from  1 1  A. 
M.  till  sundown — the  sand  hills 
are  thickly  covered  with  scrub- 
oak  woods,  which  lean  away 
from  the  winds  as  though  they 
would  avoid  them. 

San  FRAN'CISCO,  April ^o,  fS47,—  We  cast  anchor  before  '  A/avj/,  rS^y. — This  lett(  r  will  be  brought  to  you  by  Gen- 
ihis  town,  called  by  the  Spaniards  Verba  Buena,  on  the  26lh  eral  Kearney's  party.  Ev  ry  one  regrets  his  leaving.  He 
March,  at  5  P.  M.     The  Iiuhpindence^  CyatUy  and  Lexington     has  the  esteem  of  all  who  mhabit  this  countrj',  Californians 
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vessels  of  war,  were  near  us,  besides  several  merchantmen- 
I  slept  that  night  at  the  Ponsmoulh  House,  on  the  Plaza- 
kept  by  a  man  named  Brown,  where  I  met  the  Alcalde^ 
LeidcsaortT,  late  American  Vice-Consul.  Dr.  Robert  Seiiiple- 
a  six-fooler  in  buckskin,  one  of  the  bear-flag  parly  and  edi- 
tor of  the  Califoniian,  other  residents,  and  sever.il  navy  ofh' 
ccrs — our  old  friend,  Frank  Conovcr,  among  thein.  As  six 
months  had  passed  since  we  left  New  York,  1  sat  up  listen- 
ing to  the  news.  From  all  accounts,  Stockton  and  Fremont 
have  disturbed,  rather  than  quieted,  the  people  of  the 
country,  who  were  fivorably  disposed  toward  us  at  the  time 
Commodore  Sloat  raised  our  flag  at  Monterey.  Everything 
seeming  peaceful,  he  went  home  soon  after,  leaving  Stockton 
in  command  of  the  squadron.  About  the  same  time,  a  lieu- 
tenant of  the  marines,  named  Giliespje,  arrived  here,  and 
proceeded  north  with  dispatches  for  Fremont — probably 
letters  from  Senator  Benton,  informing  him  of  the  inten- 
tions of  our  government.  Fremont  was  on  his  road  to  Ore- 
gon when  Gillespie  overtook  him.  He  turned  back,  and, 
reinforcing  his  band  with  a  party  of  emigrants  who  had 
raised  the  bear-flag,  seized  horses  from  the  rancheros  to 
mount  them,  and  cattle  to  feed  them,  and  marched  toward 
Monterey.  At  Sonoma,  some  of  our  best  friends — General 
Vallejo,  his  brother,  his  brother-in-law,  Mr.  Leese,  an  Amer- 
ican, and  a  Colonel  Prudhon — were  made  prisoners.  At 
this  place,  where  Stockton  was  received  with  honors — pro- 
cession, dinner,  etc. — numerous  Californians  assisting,  he 
informed  them  that  he  and  his  army  would  wade  ankle-deep 
in  blood,  if  necessar)',  to  conquer  the  country.  The  officers 
of  the  army,  and  of  the  navy  outside  of  Stockton's  own  ship, 
believe  the  late  troubles  have  been  caused  mainly  by  those 
who  were  ambitious  to  make  history  tor  themselves.  The 
Ind^peniit-ncc  and  Cyanc  left  here  the  early  part  of  the 
month.  We  do  not  know  their  destination,  but  suppose  they 
are  to  blockade  Acapulco  or  Mazatlan.  Last  Sunday  I  rode 
to  the  Mission  of  Dolores,  three  miles  from  here,  in  com- 
pany with   Leidesdorff,  Captain  and  Mrs. ,  etc.,  etc. — 

eight  in  all.  The  priest,  Padre  Santillan,  is  an  Indian.  He 
was  assisted  in  the  sendee  by  several  boys  clothed  in 
priestly  garments.  A  numerous  congregation  of  Califor- 
nians were  kneeling  as  we  entered  the  church  door.  The 
interior  was  decorated  with  pearl  shells,  and  many  gilt  and 
tinsel  ornan'^nts,  and  illuminated  with  candles.  The  women 
were  dressed  in  rich  colored  silks  and  satins,  with  colored 
mantillas,  or  rebosas^  drooping  from  their  heads,  and  the 
men  in  blue  jackets,  and  ca/zoturos,  w  ith  silver  buttons,  and 
red  and  blue  scrapes  on  their  shoulders — the  effect  was 
beautiful.  We  did  not  remain  through  the  service,  but 
walked  about  to  examine  the  Mission  buildings.  They 
formed  three  sides  of  a  hollow  square,  and  were  all  built  of 
adobe;  some  of  the  garden  walls  are  composed  of  bullocks 
skulls,  and  horns  piled  up  and  stuck  together  with  adobe — 
all  in  ruins,  with  the  exception  of  those  near  the  church.  A 
corral  shows  where  the  bull  fights  are  commenced.  I  hear 
the  animal  is  not  confined  to  it,  but  often  rushes  through  the 
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plaza.  As  there  are  but  few  of  us  residents  here,  we  are 
very  intimate,  meeting  at  each  other's  houses  unceremo- 
niously, often  inviting  ourselves  to  breakfast,  dine,  or  sup, 
as  we  happen  to  fail.     Besides  Americans— principally  New 


as  well  as  foreigners.  Fremontis  w.th  him  under  arrest 
Colonel  Mason  is,  of  course,  left  in  command.  News  of  the 
taking  of  Vera  Cruz  by  General  Scott,  and  of  General  Tay- 
lor's great  victory  over  Santa  Ana,  sent  by  the  British  Min- 
ister at  Mexico,  has  come  to  us  from  Mazatlan.  We  cele- 
brated here  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm  by  illuminating  the 
town,  firing  salutes,  burning  tar-barrels,  etc.  If  military 
successes,  such  as  any  army  might  be  proud  of,  fill  your  sou 
with  joy,  think  of  the  eff.cr  they  produced  upon  us,  children 
of  the  republic,  in  an  unfriendly  territory,  and  so  far  separa- 
ted from  it.  But  for  all  this  glory,  how  much  we  shall  re- 
joice in  peace — a  peace  that  adds  California  to  the  Union. 
if  it  is  restored  to  Mexico,  you  may  depend  upon  it  that  we 
shall  fight  for  it  upon  our  own  hook,  for  wherever  an  emi- 
grant has  obtained  a  piece  of  land  he  will  defend  it  till 
aeath.  Farms  of  the  Spaniards,  lands  that  have  never  been 
cultivated  before,  are  worked  on  joint  account,  and  will 
eventually  be  in  their  possession.  The  Californians  work 
but  little,  and,  receiving  large  incomes  from  their  growing 
farms,  are  enabled  to  lead  easy  lives.  Bob  gave  a  fandango 
at  the  Mission  of  Dolores  last  week.  There  were  some 
thirty  sefioritas  present,  besides  the  Mormonitas;  three  of 
them  were  quite  pretty,  and  one  married  to  a  man  named 
Andrews,  of  Salem,  Massachusetts.  Two  of  her  brothers 
were  shot  by  Fremont's  party.  Notwithstanding  their  gra- 
cious manners  I  could  not  help  thinking  they  hated  us  for 
our  American  blood.  The  dancing  commenced  at  nine 
o'clock,  and  we  left  them  still  at  it  at  five  in  the  morning. 
We  ride  on  horseback  almost  every  day,  each  resident  hav- 
ing a  cavallada  of  from  two  to  a  dozen  horses,  cared  for  by  a 
vaquero.  On  the  few  days  when  the  fog  will  allow  us  to 
catch  sight  of  them,  the  views  from  the  road  to  the  Presidio 
are  very  fine,  and  varied.  At  one  moment  you  are  picking 
your  way  through  the  thickest  scrub-oak  shrubbery,  and  the 
next  galloping  over  a  beautiful  plain;  your  path  through  the 
woods  in  the  early  morning  before  the  northwester  has  set 
in,  and  while  the  sun  is  unveiled  by  fog,  is  overrun  with  rab- 
bits and  quail,  and  if  you  choose  you  may  give  chase  to  the 
coyote,  who  jogs  along  unconcernedly  not  very  far  ahead  of 
you.  Wild  flowers  are  scattered  far  and  wide  over  the  plain, 
brilliant  in  color^  and  beautiful  enough  for  the  choicest 
garden;  and  wrt(/;//tVj  (strawberries),  just  ripe,  are  waiting 
to  be  picked  here  and  there,  and  all  along  the  road.  Of  a 
clear  day  the  beauty  of  the  Bay  of  San  Francisco,  and  of 
the  hills  and  mountains  which  encompass  it,  are  beyond  my 
powers  of  description.  Our  rides  extend  to  an  old  fort  near 
the  entrance  to  the  Bay,  but  on  our  return,  we  always  call 
upon  the  officers  at  the  Presidio,  to  tell  the  news,  or  to  listen 
to  one  of  Captain  Lippitt's  stories. 

yitne  29,  78^7. — Last  evening  I  was  introduced  to  Com- 
modore Stockton,  at  General  Vallejo's.  He  has  just  pur- 
chased a  large  and  valuable  estate  near  Santa  Clara,  and  is 
on  his  way  home  over  the  mountains.  We  have  heard  of 
the  capitulation  of  San  Juan  d'Ulloa,  and  of  our  army  being 
within  one  day's  march  of  the  City  of  Mexico.  Where  will 
you  find  laurels  sufficient  to  cover  the  victors  ?  We  have 
had  glor>' enough;  send  us  peace.  Business  is  dull.  Land 
speculations  occupy  every  one's  attention  at  present.  Think 
of  fifty  vara  lots  (one  hundred  and  thirty  and  a  half  feet 
square.)  in  San  Francisco  being  sold  for  seven  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  I     It  seems  like  1S37  on  a  small  scale. 

October  j^,  fS^j: — Governor  .Mason  paid  us  a  visit  about 
three  weeks  ago,  which  he  said  he  enjoyed  much.  We  di'l 
our  best  to  entertain  him.  Dinner  parlies  were  given  him 
every  day  of  his  sojourn,  and  a  ball,  which  surpassed  an\ 
before  given,  enabled  him  to  see  collected  together  'ou; 
best  society."  We  sent  all  around  the  Bay  for  Spanish  la- 
dies, and  had  quite  a  fine  collection  of  them,  including  Doiia 
Dolore?,  the  belle  of  the  Contra  Costa. 

December  6,  184"]. — An  overland  express  (Kit  Carson)  has 
arrived  at  Monterey,  and  we  have  just  received  a  very  prob- 
able rumor  that  Santa  Ana  is  killed,  and  the  City  of  >Iexico 
is  in  possession  of  our  forces.  If  such  is  the  case,  peace 
must  soon  follow.  We  all  pray  for  it  here.  Mr.  Davis,  of 
the  Sandwich  Islands,  has  lately  married  a  daughter  of 
Senor  Estudillo,  of  Contra  Costa.  'The  wedding  has  brought 
all  the  neighborhood  into  town.     ^Ve  have  given   up  our 


tent  known  in  all  American  cities.  We  have  just  heard  a 
rumor  of  peace  from  Mazatlan,  that  Santa  Ana  is  shot,  and 
that  we  are  to  hold  New  Leon,  New  Mexico,  Upper  and 
Lower  California,  Tehuantepec,  and  Mazatlan.  Hope  we 
shall  soon  have  this  confirmed.  Owing  to  the  failure  of  the 
government  to  pay  its  just  debts,  the  withdrawal  of  the 
squadron  to  .Mazatlan,  where  its  money  is  at  present  spent, 
the  economy  of  the  military  government  of  California,  the 
large  amount  of  cash  received  for  duties  and  locked  up  by 
tne  United  States  (2i':""termasters,  the  failure  of  the  ranche- 
ros to  pay  what  they  owe  us  in  consequence  of  the  govern- 
ment having  taken  their  horses  and  cattle  for  military  uses 
without  renumeration,  and  the  recent  custom  of  our  mer- 
chants in  paying  cash  instead  of  hides  and  tallow  for  goods, 
business  is  seriously  afTccled.  From  all  accounts  we  are  to 
h:ive  a  large  immigration  from  the  States  this  year,  and 
from  Oregon,  where  the  Indians  have  begun  a  war  of  exter- 
mination. But  the  great  inducement  to  immigration  here- 
after will  be  the  news  soon  10  rearh  the  I'nited  States  of  the 
discovery  of  the  r. chest  gold  placers  ever  known.  Although 
in  former  years  it  has  been  found  by  the  Indians  in  small 
quantities  and  brought  to  the  notice  of  the  priests,  they  had 
discouraged  them  from  meddling  w-iih  it,  forsceing  how 
much  it  would  interfere  with  their  plans  for  proselyting,  and 
for  a  long  and  peaceful  occupation  of  the  country,  and  no 
one  in  those  d;iys  supposed  it  so  abundent  as  to  render  its 
search  very  remunerative.  Unsought  and  unexpected,  it 
may  be  said  to  have  discovered  itself;  in  consequence,  how- 
ever (and  let  us  not  forget  it),  of  the  enterprise  of  Captain 
John  A.  Sutter,  who  feeling  the  necessity  of  a  good  supply 
of  timber  for  himself  and  for  the  immigrants  arriving  and 
settling  about  him,  determined  to  build  a  saw  mill  on  a 
branch  of  the  American  River,  where  woods  were  plenty. 
The  mill  was  constructed  and  running  the  early  part  of  this 
year.  Last  month  a  man  named  Marshall,  who  had  charge 
of  it,  while  looking  into  the  race  one  morning  (second  of 
February),  observed  something  sparkle,  and  scooped  it  out. 
On  exHmming  the  little  scales,  he  thought  they  might  be 
gol  ,  and  without  saying  anything  about  the  matter  to  his 
workmen,  told  them  that  he  was  going  to  the  Fort.  You 
may  be  sure  the  forty-mile  ride  was  a  hurried  one,  and  that 
the  eyes  of  the  Captain  and  himself  were  never  larger  than 
\\hen  they  secretly  tested  and  proved  that  the  particles  be- 
fore them  were  of  the  pure  stuff.  Just  before  dinner  one 
day,  as  I  sat  writing  at  my  desk,  our  neighbor  Davis  came 
into  the  store  with  two  strangers.  He  held  in  his  hand  a 
small  buckskin  bag,  and  asked  me  if  i  could  tell  virgin  gold 
when  I  saw  it.  I  answered  that  I  did  not  think  I  could,  but 
would  see;  whereupon  he  poured  from  the  bag  some  delicate 
little  yeilow  scales,  much  lighter  in  color,  however,  than 
what  we  call  guinea  gold.  Davis  said  that  the  men  wanted 
to  buy  goods  for  half  cash  and  half  gold  dust,  at  the  rate  of 
$14  per  ounce,  and  that  if  it  "U-'as  gold,  there  would  be  a  large 
profit  on  it  at  that  price ;  but  how  were  we  to  test  it  ?  "That 
is  easily  done  by  going  to  Bu.kale'w's"  (a  jewekr  who  has 
opened  a  shop  at  Clark's  Point),  said  I.  So  away  we 
started,  all  four,  and  to  the  wonder  of  Buckalew  laid  the 
treasure  before  him.  A  touch  of  his  nitric  acid  (1  think  it 
was)  soon  settled  the  matter  to  our  satisfaction,  and  home 
we  went  to  trade.  Day  after  day,  others  came  down  the 
river  to  see  if  they  really  could  buy  anything  they  wanted 
with  the  dust  so  easily  scraped  together.  As  the  stores 
were  soon  gleaned  of  what  was  most  desirable,  other  arti- 
cles long  resting  forgotten  on  the  shelves  were  taken;  in 
fact,  anything  that  came  to  hand,  as  gold  seemed  too  plenty 
to  be  worth  much  in  the  long  run.  Silver  is  hoarded,  and 
has  become  so  scarce  that  it  is  difficult  to  get  enough  to  pay 
our  launch  hands,  and  bakers,  and  washerwomen.  They 
"don't  want  gold  dust  any  way."  Larkin  was  here  on  his 
way  to  Sacramento  the  other  day.  He  thought  the  discov- 
er)' would  ruin  San  Francisco,  as  a  place  of  business,  that 
Benicia  would  become  of  more  importance,  and  that  some 
place  at  the  headwaters  of  the  Sacramento,  and  near  the 
mines,  would  become  the  future  great  city. 

May^  1S48. — Gold  is  sold  for  $9  the  ounce,  for  silver  dol- 
lars, and  very  few  of  these  in  circulation.  It  is  found  so 
easily  and  in  such  quantities  that  the  miners  seem  anxious 
to  exchange  it  for  all  kinds  of  commodities,  and  many  are 
fearful  of  its  depreciation.  I  heard  of  a  man  in  camp  who, 
being  out  of  tobacco,  and  seeing  a  Californian  prepare  a 
cigarrito,  asked  him  what  he  would  take  for  it.  "Una 
onza.''"  He  deliberately  paid  out  the  gold,  £nd  soon  turned 
into  smoke  what  would  have  brought  ftim  S16  in  Mexico. 


time  a  lieutenant  m  the  Brazilian  navy.  He  speaks  four  or  j  know  how  we  stand.  Think  of  dancing  three  nights  in  suc- 
five  languages,  draws  skillfully,  and  has  surveved  and  made  cession,  and  two  of  them  until  ei-^ht  o'cIock  in  the  morn- 
the  plans  ol  this  Pueblo  of   Yerba  Buena.     The  ceilings  of  ing  ! 

his  narlors  have  been  painted  by  him  in  tasteful  designs;]  Marches,  /«?^^.— Our  town  is  increasing  fast;  it  is  three 
a:\c.  a  panoramic  view  of  the  Bay,  in  pen  and  ink,  exceeds    times  larger  than  when  I  arrived.     Politics  rage  to  an  ex- 


Leidesdokff's  Cottage,  Present  Site  of  Odd  Fellows'  Bl  ilding. 

Talk  of  the  luxury  of  Rome  !  Does  not  this  equal  the  drink- 
ing ot  dissolved  pearls?  At  Benicia  is  a  countr>'  store, 
much  patronized  by  launch  hands  to  and  from  Sacramento, 
principally  for  drinks.  The  gold  scales  are  rounded  playing 
cards,  attached  with  cotton  cords  to  a  wooden  beam.  The 
wooden  beam  is  held  up  by  another  cotton  cord  somewhere 
near  the  centre.  And  the  weights  are  little  junks  of  lead  cut 
to  suit — no  one  objects.  The  dust  is  scattered  carelessly, 
and  the  earth  under  the  shanty  will  become  a  small  mine  at 
no  distant  day.  I  have  seen  sailors  take  pinches  of  gold 
dust  from  their  waistcoat  pockets,  and  when  in  stress  turn 
them  inside  out,  and  shake  them  upon  the  counter.     There 
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is  no  end  to  the  stories  that  are  told  as  to  the  acquisition 
and  profuse  expenditure  of  gold.  At  present  we  seem  cut 
off  Ironi  the  rest  of  the  world,  having  a  superabundance  of 
the  precious  metal,  but  being  unable  with  it  to  pay  wages  or 
buy  food,  or  even  to  pay  duties  to  the  custom  house  author- 
ities (military).  However,  they  receive  it  at  $12  per  ounce, 
to  be  sold  at  auction  a  few  months  hence.  There  are  very 
few  scales  in  the  countr}',  and  you  would  be  amused  to  see 
what  kind  of  crockery  is  used  for  gold  jars.  I  don't  know 
how  better  to  describe  the  state  of  feeling  among  the  work- 
ingmen  about  us,  than  to  say  that  I  remonstrated  with  one 
of  them  for  squandering  his  store.  "Why,  sir,"  he  an- 
swered, "what  difference  does  it  make  .■■  I  know  a  spot 
where  I  can  go  and  get  just  as  much  as  I  want."  They 
seem  to  think  it  ine.xhaustible,  the  quantity  indeed  so  enor- 
mous that  it  must  fall  in  price,  and  that  they  should  enjoy  it 
while  they  may. 

June  I,  iS\S. — The  gold  discovery  has  been  serious  in  its 
effects.  Farmers  have  left  their  ranches,  mechanics  their 
benches,  seamen  their  vessels,  and  even  traders  their  stores, 
to  dig  gold.  The  average  amount  collected  per  man  is  said 
to  be  from  $15  to  $20;  some  have  collected  $60  and  $100  a 
day.  Men  are  offered  from  $S  to  $25  a  day  to  work,  cook, 
etc.,  for  the  miners.  The  old  towns  will  hereafter  be  occu- 
pied only  by  wholesale  merchants,  and  new  ones  will  rise  in 
the  Sacramento  country.  Over  fifty  volunteers  have  deserted 
from  their  command,  and  our  town  from  being  the  noisiest 
and  busiest  of  places  has  become  the  quietest  and  laziest. 

yuly  22,  1S4S. — The  town  is  almost  deserted  ;  so  is  every 
town  in  California  as  far  south  as  the  news  has  reached. 
Coin  is  very  scarce  ;  it  is  much  needed  for  duties  at  the 
Custom  House.  Although  so  many  have  left,  we  managed 
to  assemble  a  sufficient  number  for  a  ball  on  the  night  of 
the  Fourth  by  sending  for  the  sehoritas  in  all  the  country 
round.  The  last  news  from  Mazatlan  was  not  at  aU  peace- 
ful, and  the  squadron  will  remain  there  until  September  or 
October.  When  will  the  government  open  a  way  of  com- 
municating with  us?  Your  last  letters  were  dated  January  ; 
this  is  too  long  to  wait.  The  storekeepers  are  actively  em- 
ployed from  early  morn  till  eleven  at  night.  Their  custom- 
ers are  a  strange-looking  set,  made  up  of  Californians,  trap- 
pers, Oregon  emigrants,  and  a  verj'  few  late  from  the  States 
— all  from  the  mines,  ragged  and  dirty,  having  perhaps 
landed  from  launches  which  came  in  during  the  night. 
Each  man  has  his  little  bag  of  gold,  and  buys  blankets, 
boots,  shirts,  fine  tooth  combs,  and  soap,  paying  the  prices 
asked  without  question,  and  promising  to  return,  after  clean- 
ing and  feeding,  to  tracie.  They  have  from  $500  to  $5,000 
apiece.  Vessels  are  beginning  to  arrive  from  the  Sandwich 
Islands,  Peru,  Chile,  Canton,  Manila,  and  the  States,  and 
many  of  them  must  remain  for  a  while,  as  the  crews  all  leave 
for  the  mines  whenever  they  have  a  chance  to  desert.  The 
United  States  soldiers — rank  and  file — are  also  leaving. 

August  10, 1S4S. — Most  of  the  inhabitants  have  either  re- 
moved to  the  mines,  or  are  on  the  wing  to  and  from  stores  or 
posts  near  "  the  diggings."  A  few  merchants  remain,  re- 
ceiving cargoes  from  below,  and  selling  and  distributing 
them  with  their  launches  to  different  points  above.  Not- 
withstanding the  income  from  ports  along  the  Pacific  Coast, 
from  the  Sandwich  Ii-lands,  and  from  home,  the  place  looks 
bare.  Many  prophesy  its  decline  and  the  uprising  of  a  great 
commercial  city  somewhere  above  us,  either  at  Benicia,  or 
the  embarcadero  of  Sutter's  fort,  or  at  other  points  equi- 
distant from  all  the  mines.  Larkin  has  been  shaking  his 
wise  head  and  lamenting  over  the  departing  glories  of  San 
Francisco  ;  and  Dr.  Semple  is  all  smiles,  and,  in  his  enthu- 
siasm over  the  promised  success  of  her  rival  (Benicia), 
almost  dislocates  the  fingers  of  every  hand  he  shakes.  He 
was  the  inventor  of  Francesca,  and  of  the  sale  of  its  lots  as 
advertised,  and  when  Yerba  Buena  became  San  Francisco, 
he  changed  its  name  to  Benicia,  "to  prevent  San  Francisco 
receiving  any  advantage  which  might  come  to  it  from  the 
confounding  of  names."  To-day  I  paid  $100  for  hundred- 
vara  lot  No.  113  (the  present  corner  of  Townsend  and  Third 
Streets).  As  no  survey  has  been  made,  and  no  stakes  are 
driven  in  that  part  of  the  town,  I  don't  know  exactly  the 
position  of  the  lot,  but  will  find  out  in  due  time.  The  water 
lots  are  receiving  more  consideration  and  will  become  valu- 
able in  time.  At  the  late  sale  some  of  them  brought  $400. 
The  lots  are  one-third  as  large  as  a  fifty-vara  lot.  The  most 
desirable  property  lies  between  Sacramento  Street  and 
North  Beach.  Leidesdorff^s  cottage,  its  adobe  walls  and  the 
lot  on  which  it  was  situated  having  been  purchased  from 
Bob  Ridley,  is  the  last  house  on  Montgomery  Street  toward 
the  Mission — no,  not  the  last,  for  an  old  watchmaker  named 
Russ,  who  came  out  in  Stevenson's  regiment  (bringing  his 
family  with  him)  took  out  a  fifty-vara  lot  some  distance 
beyond  him  on  the  other  side  of  the  sand-hill,  which  hides 
it  from  the  rest  of  the  town.  On  it  he  has  placed  an  old 
ship's  caboose,  to  which  he  made  additions  sufficient  to  ac- 
commodate his  wife  and  children,  who  have  moved  in  from 
the  Presidio. 

November  20, 184S. — After  many  efforts  and  long  waiting 
our  public  school  is  opened.  Dr.  Fourgeaud  is  one  of  the 
trustees,  and  Mr.  Thomas  Douglas  has  been  elected  teacher, 
with  a  salary  of  $1,000.  The  building  is  of  fair  size,  stand- 
ing near  the  old  adobe  custom-house  on  the  plaza,  and  has 
already  been  in  use  for  church  purposes.  Captain  L.  H. 
Thomas,  a  most  estimable  Welsh  gentleman,  reads  prayers 
there  every  Sunday,  and  Mrs.  Charles  V.  Gillespie  has  or- 
ganized a  Sunday-school,  the  first  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  But 
the  need  of  a  minister  who  can  preach,  visit  the  sick  and 
dying,  and  give  consolation  to  those  in  trouble,  being  seri- 
ously felt,  Mr.  Gillespie  has  succeeded  in  raising  $2,400  by 
subscription,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hunt,  now  at  the  Sandwich 
Islands,  has  been  invited  to  settle  here  as  chaplain.  A  cen- 
sus has  been  lately  taken,  showing  the  population  to  be 
about  six  hundred. 

December  ij,  184S. — Mr. and  family  have  just  ar- 
rived. They  have  brought  with  them  three  Chinese  ser- 
vants, perfectly  trained — two  men,  and  one  young  woman 
named  (1  suppose  by  themselves)  Marie.  They  are  curi- 
osities, being  the  first  natives  of  the  Celestial  Empire  who 
have  taken  up  a  residence  in  California.  They  are  much 
attached  to  Marie,  and  she  is  very  faithful  to  them.  The 
Chinese,  they\say,  make  excellent  servants,  and  it  may  be, 
although  lovers  of  their  own  country,  that  more  may  come 
to  us.  Kanakas,  who  were  good-natured,  served  pretty 
well  before  the  mines  were  discovered,  but  it  is  hard  to  keep , 
any  one  at  present.  JAMES  C.  Ward.     I 


DEATH  AND  DESOLATION. 


the 


Poems  by  the  late  Colonel  Richard  Realf.* 


EAti— DEAD! 

I  shall  never  die,    I  fear. 
O  heart  so  sore  bestead, 
O  hunger  never  fed, 
O  life  uncomforted. 

It  is  drear,  very  drear ! 

I  am  cold. 
The  sunshine  gloiifving    all 

hills; 
The   children  dancing  "mong  the 

daffodils ; 
The  thrush-like  melodies  of  maid- 
ens' lips. 
Brooding   thanksgiving  o'er  dear 

fellowships  ; 
The   caln:i   compassions   and    be- 
nignities 
Of  souls    fast  anchored  in  trans- 
lucent seas ; 
The  visible  radiance  of  the  Invisible, 
Far  glimpses  of  the  Perfect  Beautiful, 
Haunting  the  Earth  with  Heaven — they  warm  not  me  ; 
The  low  voiced  winds  breathe  very  soothingly. 
Yet  1  am  cold. 

Years — years. 
So  long  the  dread  companionship  of  pain, 
So  long  the  slow  compression  of  the  brain. 
So  long  the  bitter  famine  and  the  drouth, 
So  long  the  ache  for  kfSses  on  the  mouth, 
So  long  the  straining  of  hot  tearless  eyes 
In  backward  looking  upon  Paradise  : 
So  long  tired  feet  dragged  falteringly  and  slow. 
So  long  the  solemn  sanctity  of  woe. 

Years — years. 

Perhaps 
There  was  a  void  in  Heaven,  which  only  she 
Of  all  God's  saintliest  could  fill  perfectly  ; 
Pel  haps  for  too  close  clinging — too  much  sense 
Of  loving  and  of  Love's  Omnipotence, 
I  was  stripped  bare  of  gladness,  like  a  tree 
By  the  black  thunder  blasted.     It  may  be 
I  was  not  worthy — that  some  inner  flaw. 
Which  but  the  eye  of  the  Omniscient  saw. 
Ran  darkling  through  me,  making  me  unclean. 
I  know  not  ;  but  I  know  that  what  hath  been — 
The  thrill,  the  rapture,  the  intense  repose 
Which  but  the  passion-sceptered  spirit  knows  ; 
The  heart's  great  halo  lighting  up  the  days, 
The  breath  all  incense  and  the  lips  all  praise, 
Can  be  no  more  forever:  that  what  is — 
Drear  suffocation  in  a  drear  abyss  ; 
I^ean  hands  outstretched  toward  the  dark  profound. 
Starved  ears  vain  listening  for  a  lender  sound  ; 
The  set  lips  choking  back  the  desolate  cry 
Wrung  from  the  soul's  forlomest  agony, 
Will  last  until  the  props  of  Being  fall. 
And  the  green  grave's  deep  quiet  covers  all. 
Perhaps  the  violets  will  blossom  then 
O'er  me  as  sweetly  as  o'er  other  men  : 

Perhaps. 

It  is  most  sad  : 
This  crumbling  into  chaos  and  decay. 
My  heart  aches ;  and  I  think  I  shall  go  mad 

Some  day — some  day. 


[written  the  night  before  his  suicide.] 

"  De  TTioriuis  nil  nisi  bonum."'    When 

For  me  this  end  has  come  and  I  am  dead. 
And  the  little  voluble,  chattering  daws  of  men 

Peck  at  me  curiously,  let  it  then  be  said 
By  some  one  brave  enough  to  speak  the  truth  : 

Here  lies  a  great  soul  killed  by  cruel  wrong. 
Down  all  the  balmy  days  of  his  fresh  youth 

To  his  bleak,  desolate  noon,  with  sword  and  song. 
And  speech  that  rushed  up  hotly  from  the  heart. 

He  wrought  for  liberty,  till  his  own  wound 
(He  had  been  stabbed),  concealed  with  painful  art 

Through  wasting  years,  mastered  him  and  he  swooned. 
And  sank  there  where  you  see  him  lying  now 
With  the  word  "Failure"  written  on  his  brow. 

But  say  that  he  succeeded.     If  he  missed 

World's  honors,  and  world's  plaudits,  and  the  wage 
Of  the  world's  deft  lacqueys,  still  his  Ups  were  kissed 

Daily  by  those  high  angels  who  assuage 
The  thirstings  of  the  poets — for  he  was 

Born  unto  singing — and  a  burihen  lay 
Mightily  on  him,  and  he  moaned  because 

He  could  not  rightly  utter  to  the  day 
What  God  taught  in  the  night.      Sometimes,  natheless. 

Power  fell  upon  him,  and  bright  tongues  of  flame. 
And  blessings  reached  him  from  poor  souls  in  stress  ; 

And  benedictions  from  the  black  pits  of  shame, 
And  little  children's  love,  and  old  men's  prayers. 
And  a  Great  Hani  that  led  him  unawares. 

So  he  died  rich.     And  if  his  eyes  were  blurred 

With  thick  films — silence  I  he  is  in  his  grave. 
Greatly  he  suffered  ;  greatly,  too.   he  erred  ; 

Yet  broke  his  heart  in  trying  to  be  brave. 
Nor  did  he  wail  till  Freedom  had  become 

The  popular  shibboleth  of  courtier's  lips  ; 
He  smote  for  her  when  God  Himself  seemed  dumb 

And  all  His  arching  skies  were  in  eclipse. 
He  was  a-weary,   but  he  fought  his  fight, 

And  stood  for  simple  manhood  ;  and  was  joyed 
To  see  the  angust  broadening  of  the  light 

And  new  earths  heaving  heavenward  from  the  void. 
He  loved  his  fellows,  and  their  love  was  sweet — 
Plant  daisies  at  his  head  and  at  his  feet. 


Sonnet. 


Love  makes  the  solid  grossness  musical  ; 

All  melted  in  the  marvel  of  its  breaths, 
Lif(;'s  level  facts  attain  a  lyric  swell. 

And  liquid  births  leap  up  from  rocky  deaths, 
Witching  the  world  with  wonder.     Thus,  to-day. 

Watching  the  crowding  people  in  the  street — 

I  thougiit  the  ebbing  and  the  flowing  feet 
Moved  to  a  delicate  sense  of  rhythm  alway, 
And  that  I  heard  the  yearning  faces  say 
"  Soul,  sing  me  this  new  song  !"     The  autumn  leaves 
Throbbed  subtly  to  me  an  immoital  tune  ; 
And  when  a  warm  shower  wet  the  roofs  at  noon, 

Soft  melodies  slid  down  on  me  from  the  eaves. 
Dying  delicious  in  a  mystic  swoon. 

•  The  verses  which  head  this  column,  and  the  sonnet,  were  found  among  the 
effects  of  the  late  Colonel  Kealf,  and  purchased  by  the  Argo.naut  from  his 
widow.  The  memorable  verses  written  the  night  before  his  suicide  have  before 
been  pubtished,  but  arc  reproduced  to  fill  out  io  a  measure  ibe  solemn  and  mor- 
bid sequence. 


REMINISCENCES, 


"Black  Sand  Jack."— A  Joke  of    Early  Days. 

In  the  booming  days  of  Placerville — then  more  commonly 
known  as  "Hangtown" — during  the  years  '50  and  '51  there 
was  an  immense  canvas  building,  devoted  to  all  the  wick- 
edness and  cussedness  that  could  be  originated  or  imported 
from  any  land.  Twenty  or  thirty  gambling  tables  were 
kept  constantly  running — music,  rum,  and  the  necessary 
glitter. 

Near  the  centre  of  the  large  room  was  a  long  sheet-iron 
box  stove — for  in  those  early  days  there  was  no  cast-iron 
about — around  which  were  common  benches  for  the  habitues 
to  sit  on,  and  warm  themselves  during  the  damp  and  cold 
winter  evenings. 

One  dark  and  rainy  night,  when  the  room  was  packed 
full,  a  man  dressed  entirely  in  buckskin  came  in;  he  was 
well  known^known  too,  as  a  brave,  fearless  backwoods- 
man; he  always  carried  his  rifle  and  powder  horn,  and 
moved  and  looked  like  a  revolving  arsenal.  But  this  even- 
ing, an  unusual  thing  for  him,  he  appeared  to  be  drunk;  his 
clear,  strong  voice  would  occasionly  rise  above  the  mur- 
mured din  and  clink  of  coin,  so  that  even  tlie  sitters  round 
the  stove  seemed  inclined  to  give  him  all  the  room  he 
wanted. 

At  length,  in  a  loud  voice,  he  called  for  a  drink,  which  was 
given  him;  and  then  he  as  loudly  said  : 

"  Boys,  I  have  lived  long  enough," 

From  his  powder  horn  he  poured  a  lot  of  powder  into  his 
hand  saying,  "that  is  all  right,"  and  touched  it  off — the  dull 
puff  and  whirl  of  smoke  filled  the  air,  and  it  seemed  as  if 
every  eye  was  turned  toward  him.  Then,  apparently  be- 
coming furious  over  some  imagined  trouble,  he  tore  the  large 
powder  horn  from  his  side,  adv'anced  to  the  box  stove,  filled 
with  blazing  wood,  and  threw  it  in,  crying  in  a  loud  and 
stentorian  voice  : 

"  .\'(5K',  let  every  man  wait/'' 

But  there  was  no  wailing — through  the  windows,  out  of 
the  doors,  even  through  the  side  of  the  house,  over  the 
tables,  players,  gamblers,  lookers-on,  all  stampeded  !  There 
never  was  such  a  hurried  wreck  of  a  house  before  ! 

But  as  no  explosion  took  place,  those  who  had  left  large 
sums  of  money  gradually  crept  back;  for  everywhere  gold 
was  scattered,  and,  of  course,  much  was  found  that  never 
went  on  the  tables  again. 

The  backwoodsman  meantime  had  quietly  stepped  out  the 
backway,  mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  away  in  the  gloom. 
And  it  was  well  he  did  so,  for  the  gamblers  hunted  him  for 
a  week  afterward.  But  eventually  everybody  laughed  at 
the  joke,  and  he  became  known  as  "Black  Sand  Jack,"  for 
of  course  his  powder  horn  was  filled  with  sand,  except  the 
little  he  turned  into  his  own  hand  as  an  experiment — but 
that  little  experiment  oewildered  the  boys.  Saxon. 


The  Nevada  Schoolmaster. 

Harry  Floty  was  a  university  man,  who  had  been  some 
time  in  Nevada,  and  having  bad  luck,  couldn't  do  better 
than  to  leave  digging  and  take  to  school  teaching.  He  was 
pale,  slender,  and  scholarly  looking,  and  the  President  of  the 
Board  of  Trustees  said  to  him,  sorrowfully,  as  he  brushed  a 
tear  ; 

"  Mister,  you  may  be  book  learned,  but  it  takes  more  than 
that  for  a  teacher  in  the  Cranberry  Gulch  school,  as  you  will 
find.  The  last  teacher  sleeps  in  yonder  grave-yard;  the  one 
before  him  left  an  eye  and  one  arm  to  show  his  incapacity; 
the  one  before  was  very  much  eaten  by  the  eels  when  we 
found  his  body,  and  the  three  before  him  ran  away  with 
only  about  four  eyes  and  six  legs  between  them.  Our  boys 
are  rough  and  don't  st^i>d  no  nonsense." 

"  Let  me  try,"  replied  Harry  mildly.  "  Tm  weak,  but  I 
have  a  will.     I'll  open  next  Monday  at  9  A.  M." 

At  eight  Harry  went  down  to  the  school-house,  with  the 
key  in  one  hand  and  a  vaHse  in  the  other. 

Si.xty  scholars  were  loafing  around  in  a  good,  big  crowd 
to  see  what  would  turn  up,  while  the  undertaker  stood  near 
waiting  for  a  job. 

"  Ready  to  slope  if  he  finds  we  are  too  much  for  him," 
whispered  the  big,  bow-legged,  cross-eyed  bully  of  the 
school,  a  devilish  looking  chap,  nineteen  years  old. 

The  new  teacher  gazed  pensively  at  the  adjacent  grave- 
yard, opened  the  valise,  took  out  three  navy  sixes,  and  a 
long  bowie  knife,  whetted  the  latter  on  the  leg  of  his  boot, 
cocked  one  of  the  former,  and  then  said  sweetly: 

"  Ring  the  bell  and  we'll  have  prayers." 

The  big  bully  whom  he  addressed  mildly  obeyed. 

"  We  will  arrange  the  classes,"  he  said  mildly,  as  he 
cocked  a  revolver  and  walked  down  the  room. 

One  after  another  the  boys  were  examined  and  classed. 
He  called  the  first  class  to  recite  in  geography;  a  whisper 
was  heard  behind  him.  Quick  as  lightning  the  teacher 
wheeled  and  covered  the  oHender  with  a  deadly  aim,  as  he 
spoke  sternly  for  the  first  time: 

"  Don't  do  that  again,  for  I  never  give  a  second  warning." 

Recess  time  came,  and  the  boys,  very  much  cowed,  went 
out  on  the  play-ground. 

One  of  them  threw  his  ball  in  the  air,  and  before  it  started 
to  descend  toward  the  catcher,  the  new  teacher  struck  it 
with  a  bullet,  and  from  that  time  Harry  Floty  has  kept 
school  undisturbed.  \V.  C. 


It  was  the  Police  Court  trial  of  an  alleged  abortionist  in 
the  early  days.  The  prisoner  was  in  his  place,  the  lawyers 
were  having  it  il  I'outrance,  and  the  damning  proof  of  the 
doctor's  misdeeds  lay  piled  on  the  table  in  shape  of  some  in- 
nocent-looking lozenges,  which  confection,  it  vvas  claimed, 
had  caused  deceased  to  climb  the  golden  pole. 

When  the  trial  was  at  its  height,  and  everjuody  deeply  in- 
terested, a  reporter  from  the  daily  Evciihig slipped  qui- 
etly to  his  place  at  the  table,  and,  while  drinking  in  the  elo- 
quence of  counsel  for  the  prisoner,  he  mnocently  nibbled 
away  at  the  abortion  lozenges  with  a  relish.  Just  as  the  last 
one  disappeared  between  his  sticky  lips  the  prosecuting  at- 
torney exclaimed,  with  a  blanched  face  : 

"  My  God,  your  Honor,  this  newspaper  fellow  has  swal- 
lowed the  evidence." 

Sensation — not  only  in  court,  but  in  the  belly  fxthe  re- 
porter. 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  SINGED  CAT, 


By  E    H.  Clough. 


I.  — THK  CAT  SEEKS    A    NKW  CARRET. 

"  Whoa  haw  !   U7wu,  Buck  ! " 

The  obedient  oxen  stood  in  their  tracks,  and  the  lall, 
gaunt  driver,  throwing  the  point  of  his  "gad"  forward 
upon  the  **  butt,"  inlcnily  watched  an  approaching  cloud  of 
dust. 

"What's  the  matter  now?"  shrieked  a  shrill  voice  from 
the  interior  of  the  "  prairie  schooner." 

The  tall  man  did  not  reply,  but  continued  to  gaze  at  the 
yellow  cloud  as  it  rose  above  the  hillock  just  ahead. 

"  What're  ye  stoppin'  in  the  middle  o'  the  road  fur?"  and 
the  speaker  opened  the  rear  flap  of  the  wagon  covering,  dis- 
playing a  bronzed  face,  half  owlish  in  its  expression — it 
resembled  the  front  of  a  hawk  in  every  other  respect. 

••  Haint  fell  in  a  lit  standin"  up,  hev  ye  .'"  she  asked  with 
an  asperity  almost  amounting  to  sarcasm. 

Still  no  reply  from  the  immovable  statue  looming  beside 
the  nigh  ox. 

"  Silas,  chuck  sulhin'  at  yer  dad,  he's  gone  deaf,  dumb,  an' 
blind  agin.     WhatVe  we  stoppin'  fur  ? " 

These  last  remarks  were  addressed  to  another  tall  man — a 
young  fellow  seated  upon  a  raw-boned  gray  horse. 

"  He's  waitin'  fur  somethin'  lo  rise  the  next  hill,"  he  replied, 
without  taking  his  own  gaze  from  the  Hying  dust.' 

"  I  reckon  the  ol'  booby's  afraid  it'll  skccr  an'  wont  rise 
ef  he  speaks  to  a  body.  Dern  this  pesky  rag  of  a  dress,  I 
wish — "'and  the  woman  tore  the  skirt  from  a  nail  upon  which 
i*  had  caught  when  she  attempted  to  leave  the  wagon. 

As  she  stood  in  the  dusty  road,  her  figure  would  ha.ve 
ser\*ed  admirably  as  a  study  for  a  caricaturist.  She  was 
nearly  as  tall  as  her  husband,  and  quite  as  gaunt,  her  angu- 
larities displaying  themselves  through  a  ding\*  calico  gown. 
Her  fierj"  red  hair  was  coiled  at  the  back  of  her  head,  an:l 
it  only  required  the  wings  to  complete  the  resemblance 
already  spoken  of,  her  beak-like  nose  and  large  blue  eyes 
according  well  with  the  other  characteristics.  She  was  fol- 
lowed from  the  wagon  by  her  counterpart,  a  young  female, 
also  unnaturally  tall  for  a  woman,  also  hawklike  and  owlish 
in  features,  also  red-haired,  and  wearing  a  dress  which  was 
probably  made  from  the  same  dingy  piece  of  calico  that 
adorned  her  mother's  scraggy  frame. 

The  group  was  a  picture.  A  tall,  roughly  attired,  tawny 
haired  man,  leaning  upon  his  ox^goad  beside  two  yoke  of 
heavy  limbed  steers  attached  to  a  canvas-covered  wagon  ;  a 
/oi'  sintiU  of  the  driver  seated  upon  a  horse  on  the  other  side 
of  the  team  ;  and  the  two  women  leaning  against  the  wagon 
bows— all  ga^ing  patiently,  but  not  very  curiously,  at  a  cloud 
of  dust  in  front  of  them.  Around  them  swept  pine-fringed 
hills  and  blue  mountain  peaks;  on  the  left  a  deep,  gloomy 
ravine  ;  a  long,  dusty  road  behind,  a  gentle  slope  before 
them,  and  steep  blufls  on  the  right. 

"Thar  he  comes," said  the  young  man,  as  a  horseman  ap- 
peared at  the  summit  of  the  hill. 

"  Dust  enough  for  a  twenty-mule  team,"  remarked  the 
father. 

"  Was  thet  what  ye  stopped  fur  ?  Did  ye  think  ye  couldn't 
pass  it  ?"  sneered  the  elder  woman. 

"  Mostly — mebbe,"  replied  her  husband,  shifting  his  goad 
into  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  so  that  the  point  covered  that 
portion  of  the  road  not  occupied  by  his  team  and  family, 
thereby  blocking  the  further  progress  of  the  rapidly  ap- 
proaching traveler.  The  movement  had  tJie  desired  effect, 
for  when  the  horseman  reached  the  olT  ox  of  the  team,  he 
reined  in  and  looked  inquiringly  at  the  tall  man.  His  gaze 
was  returned,  but  with  such  an  idiotic  expression  and  immo- 
bile cast  of  feature  that  the  stranger  could  not  refrain  from 
laughter.  The  grotesque  looking  individual  who  barred  his 
passage  did  not  even  smile,  neither  did  he  byword  or  action 
show  signs  of  anger  at  the  other's  boisterous  mirth.  His 
family  seemed  to  respect  his  silence,  for  none  of  them  uttered 
a  word  or  changed  their  positions. 

"  Well,  old  pine  sapling,  have  you  got  a  mortgage  on  this 
highway?     I  see  your  ladies  have  a  lean  on  the  caravan." 

The  traveler  laughed  again,  a  loud,  aggressive  laugh,  but 
not  hearty  or  contagious: 

"  ^|ammuth  City  ?"  sententiously  inquired  the  ox-driver, 
pointing  ahead  with  the  long  goad. 

"  Mammoth  City,"  answered  the  horseman,  imitating  the 
other's  tone,  and  caricaturing  the  goad  movement  with  a 
little  riding  whip  which  he  carried. 
"  How  fur?  *'  asked  the  driver. 
"Five  miles,'' replied  the  man. 

The  driver  raised  his  left  hand  above  his  evebrows,  and 
looked  at  the  declining  sun.     Then  he  drove  the  point  of  his 
goad  into  the  rtank  of  his  nigh  ox,  muttering  as  he  did  so 
the  single  word  : 
"Gee!" 

The  patient  animals  made  an  effort,  and  the  wa^on 
creaked  with  the  strain. 

'^  Haw  !"    The  lumbering  vehicle  began  to  move.   - 
■  ^WiOZ.-o-Q-haw  /  "  and  the  driver  tapped  the  off  leader 
:'i  :he  goad. 


"  Say,  old  man,  you've  cross-examined  me  and  passed  the 
witness,  s'pose  you  allow  the  re-direcl." 

"Gee  Buck, ,i,v/  Grub,  whoa-o-o-o-haw  liUcA'y'  was  all  the 
reply  vouchsafed  by  the  driver. 

"I  object,"  shouted  the  man  on  horseback;  "this  case 
isn't  decided  yet.  Look  here,  you  old  giraffe,  stop  your 
team,  I  want  to  talk  lo  you." 

IJut  the  oxen  were  tugging  up  the  "rise,"  and  the  man 
seemed  absorbed  in  his  efforts  to  urge  them  forward.  Not 
so  his  wife. 

"  Ye  might  ez  well  shout  to  that  nigh  ox,  stranger;  he 
won't  answer  ye." 

"  Who  is  he  ?  " 

"  He's  my  ol'  man,  cf  thel'll  do  ye  any  good," 

"1  don't  iloubi  it — it's  a  case  of  long-standing  affinity 
apparently.     What  do  you  call  him  ?  " 

"  1  liram  Inch  —is  it  good  'nough  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  but  scarcely  appropriate.  If  I  had  had  the 
honor  of  naming  him,  1  would  have  chosen  some  such 
patronymic  as ''I'ower'  or  'Reed' — 'Long 'might  do  on  a 
pinch-  -but  then  what's  in  a  name,  anyhow  ?  Where  do  you 
hail  from  ?" 

"  From  the  lakes,  down  Tulare  ways." 

"Are  you  going  lo  locate  in  this  vicinity?" 

"  I  reckon  ef  it  suits  ;  ef  it  don't  we  can  travel.  But  I 
say,  stranger,  mebbe  ye  wouldn't  mind  interdoocin'  yerself, 
seein'  ye've  bin  so  chipper  pumpin'  me." 

"There's  my  card,  madam,  and  if " 

"  iMistcr,  don't  you  madam  me,  I  aint  no  sich — I'm  plain 
Samantha  Inch  an'  nolhin'  else." 

"All  right,  Mistress  Inch,  don't  get  angry  at  me.  I  meant 
no  offense,  I  assure  you.  1  suppose  you  observe  b;'  my 
card  that  1  am  an  attorney-at-law,  and  if  you  should  ever 
need  my  services,  you  will  know  where  to  find  nie.'' 

"  The  ol'  man  will — ef  he  ever  wants  ye,  but  let  me  tell  ye, 
stranger,  it  aint  lawyers  he  hunts,  it's  lawyers  hunts  him 
w'en  there's  lawin'  to  be  done.  He  beats  all  creation  wit- 
nessin'  for  the  Courts — he's  a  singed  cat,  sure's  yer  born." 

"  A  what  !  " 

"Jest  what  I  said,  a  singed  cat." 

"And  pray  tell  me,  Mrs.  Inch,  why  is  he  a  singed  cat  ?" 

"'Cause  lie's  a  derncd  sight  smarter'n  he  looks.  Mind 
what  1  icll  ye — you'll  be  humpin'  arter  him  afore  he  shouts  fur 
you.  Come,  sis,  let's  ketch  up — dad's  waitin'  on  the  hill  an* 
.Silas  hez  got  clean  out  o'  sight.  Good  day,  stranger,  an' 
mind  what  I'm  sayin" — Hiram  Inch  aint  no  sardine." 

The  woman  and  her  daughter  struck  into  the  long  swinging 
stride  so  common  to  border  citizens,  whether  male  or  female, 
and  left  the  lawyer  musing  by  the  roadside.  He  did  not 
move  from  his  position  until  the  singular  nomad  and  his 
family  had  disappeared  over  the  brow  of  the  hill.  Then  he 
jerked  the  bridle  of  his  horse,  and  summarily  cut  short  that 
animal's  scanty  ineal  of  autumn  withered  grass. 

"  From  the  southern  counties,"  he  muttered,  "  Patent 
w-itness — singed  cat— smarter  than  he  looks — just  the  man  I 
want  ;  the  old  woman's   right,  I   shall  need  this  fellow.     I 

think  I  begin  to  see  my  way  clear  out  of  that  d d  Brower 

case.  A  singed  cat— ha,  ha,  ha!  All  right,  we  shall  see 
about  that.  Get  up,  Blackstone,''  and  the  mountain  road 
once  more  offered  iret  passage  for  the  cotton  tail  rabbit 
and  the  ground  squirrel,  who  had,  with  the  chattering  blue- 
jay  and  the  chippering  quail,  lain  perdu  in  the  underbrush 
while  the  scene  described  was  in  progress. 

II. — THE  CAT  CATCHES  A  MOUSE. 

Man\moth  City  is  one  of  those  half  decayed  mining  camps 
in  the  Sierra,  which  has  long  since  passed  through  its 
boasted  "  palmy  days."  Being  the  county  seat,  and  the  cen- 
tre of  a  fruit-raising  and  agricultural  district,  it  has  retained 
more  of  its  pristine  vigor  and  importance  than  the  surround- 
ing towns — a  healthy  ghost  of  what  it  had  once  been.  In 
perfect  keeping  with  this  dead-alive  condition  were  the 
gleaming  limestone  bowlders  in  the  adjacent  gulches  and 
flats,  looming  blear  ajid  bare,  like  tombstones  erected  in 
memory  of  the  departed  prosperity  of  the  locality.  Why  the 
citizens  remained,  or  what  attraction  there  was  for  immigra- 
tion, must  ever  remain  a  profound  myster)-.  And  yet,  at  the 
period  of  Inch's  arrival,  the  place  contained  a  compara- 
tively large  population — a  congregation  of  isolated  egotists, 
whose  sole  occupation  seemed  to  be  gossiping  and  fighting 
flies  on  the  shady  side  of  the  main  street  in  summer,  and 
throwing  snow  balls,  or  drinking  hot  whisky  in  the  bar 
rooms,  during  the  winter.  It  was  near  this  tow-n  that  Hiram 
Inch  concluded  to  locate  for  the  time  being.  He  camped 
in  what  was  designated  the  "  Tigre  ' — the  Mexican  quar- 
ter— and  the  next  day  he  mounted  his  horse  and  scoured  the 
country  in  search  of  a  suitable  place  of  residence.  He  as- 
tonished all  with  whom  he  attempted  negotiation  by  his 
sententious  questions  and  laconic  answers  or  persistent  si- 
lence, and  excited  their  mirth  by  his  simple,  grotesque  ap- 
pearance and  awkward  manners.  None  of  the  places  which 
he  surveyed  seemed  to  suit  him — the  prices  were  too  high, 
the  location  unsuitable,  or  the  appurtenances  not  exactly 
what  he  wanted.  Ashe  was  returning  home  in  the  evening 
he  obscr\^ed  a  long,  low,  barn-like  structure,  tottering  to  its 
fall  on  a  dreary  flat  about  three  miles  from  the  town.  He 
rode  up  to  the  door  and  ascertained  that  the  place  was  va- 
cant and  that  a  tattered,  weather-beaten  sign  gave  notice 
that  the  building,  and  surrounding  desert  containing  two 
hundred  acres,  were  for  sale — "apply  to  Henr>'  Fogle."  A 
grunt  announced  Hiram  Inch's  satisfaction  at  the  informa- 
tion which  the  announcement  gave  him,  and  he  galloped 
back  to  his  camp  as  fast  as  the  weary  horse  could  carry  him. 
Arrived  in  the  bosom  of  his  interesting  family,  he  sat  down 
to  a  frugal  meal  of  fried  pork  and  potatoes,  without  volun- 
teering a  word,  even  lo  his  wife.  As  soon  as  he  had  filled 
his  month  with  pork  and  potatoes,  Mrs.  Inch  handed  him  a 
note,  which,  she  remarked,  had  been  brought  to  the  camp 
"by  that  galoot  we  met  down  the  road  yesterday."  It  was 
addressed  to  "Hiram  Inch,  Esq.,  Present — personal."  and 
was  as  follows  : 

"  Mammoth  City.  July  28,  18—. 

"  Meet  me  at  my  office  to-night  at  eight  o'clock,  on  impoitant 
business.  HliNRV  Fogle." 

Inch  betrayed  no  sign  of  pleasure  or  annoyance  at  this 
summons,  but  passing  the  note  to  his  wife,  finished  his  meal 
and  strode  to  the  wagon.  After  a  moment's  search,  he  drew 
forth  a  little  box  which  he  carried  to  the  camp  fire  and 
opened.  He  examined  several  packages  of  papers  which  the 
box  contained,  and  finally,  selecting  one,  placed  it  in  his 


pocket.  Locking  the  box,  he  returned  it  to  the  wagon,  and 
left  the  camp  in  the  direction  of  the  town,  without  having 
spoken  a  single  word. 

He  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  ofifice  of  Henry  Fogle, 
and  entering  without  knocking,  seated  himself  in  a  chair  in 
front  of  the  lawyer  as  unceremoniously  as  if  he  owned  the 
entire  concern.  The  attorney  elevated  his  shaggy  eyebrows 
a  trifle  at  this  abrupt  entrance  of  his  visitors,  and  remarked: 

"  I  perceive  that  you  are  on  time." 

Inch  made  no  reply. 

"Do  you  drink?  Here's  some  good  whisky."  Saying 
which,  Fogle  shoved  a  black  bottle  and  a  glass  across  the 
table. 

The  other  simply  nodded  a  refusal  of  the  prnftered  hospi- 
tality, and  looked  at  Fogle  out  of  his  sleepy  eyes. 

"  You  arr  a  queer  one,  and  no  mistake.  I  suppose  you  arc 
anxious  lo  come  to  business.     Well,  so  am  I." 

"  My  bizncss,"  answered  Inch. 

"  Your  business  !" 

"  Mine  fust." 

"What  is  your  business  ?" 

"  Thet  shanty  out  thar;"he  pointed  in  the  direction  of 
the  two  hundred-acre  desert, 

"  Sure  enough.  You  want  to  buy  old  Staghart's  place,  1 
see ;  you  can't  lay  around  in  the  open  air  like  a  gypsy  aii  the 
time.  1  guess  we  can  make  a  trade.  We  ask  five  hundred 
dollars  for  the  place,  and  it's  dirt  cheap  at  that,  too." 

"  Too  much." 

"Too  much!  Why,  man,  it's  three  hundred  dollars  less 
than  we  were  offered  a  year  ago." 

"Two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars." 

"  Can't  do  it.  Inch.  If  it  was  my  own  I  would  do  it  wil- 
lingly, but  old  Staghart  drives  a  close  bargain." 

"Three  hundred  dollars,  cash."  ^ 

"  I  can't  think  of  it." 

"  Nc'/l  take  it." 

"  Who  ?     Staghart  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I'll  bet  you  five  dollars  he  don't." 

"  Shake." 

"What  for?" 

"  It's  a  go." 

"  Oh  !  the  bet — all  right;   how'U  we  decide  it  ?" 

"  Fetch  him." 

"  I'll  see  if  I  can  find  him,"  and  Fogle  left  the  ofifice, 

Inch  sat  twirling  his  hat  and  blinking  until  he  heard  foot- 
steps approaching,  when  he  closed  his  eyes  as  if  asleep,  A 
loud,  double  laugh  sounded  on  the  outside,  and  P'ogle  en- 
tered, followed  by  a  short,  thick  set,  fat  faced,  red  whiskered 
man,  whose  nose  seemed  to  curl  with  a  chronic  contempt 
for  everything  that  was  not  in  accord  with  his  own  opinion, 

"  Ha,  ha  !  good  joke  —  three  hundred  dollars  !  Blast 
me,  Fogle,  if  I'd  a  come  with  you,  if  I  did'nt  know  that 
you've  got  a  bottle  of  prime  old  bourbon  here.     What  does  , 

the  d d  fool  take  me  for — a  Chinaman  ?     Never  mind, 

he'll  amuse  me,  anyhow."  And  the  nose  appeared  to  climb 
higher  than  ever. 

"  Mr.  Inch,  Mr.  Staghart,"  said  Fogle. 

"  Happy  to  know  you,  sir  ;  delighted,  I  assure  you,"  said 
Staghart,  with  mock  politeness,  grasping  the  limp,  but  gi- 
gantic hand  of  Inch. 

The  latter  only  grunted. 

'■  So  you  think  of  buying  a  place,  eh  ?"  continued  the  fat 
faced  man.  "Well,  I  don't  know  as  you  can  find  a  better 
or  a  cheaper  place  than  mine — five  hundred  dollars  isn't  a 
bagatelle  to  its  real  worth." 

"  Tain't  worth  mor'n  three  hundred,"  growled  Inch. 

"  You  couldn't  have  it  for  that  if  I  never  sold  it," 

"  How  much  to  boot,  'an  throw  in  the  shanty,"  said  Inch, 
handing  a  package  of  papers  to  Staghart. 

"What  are  these  ?  'William  Staghart,  debtor  to  Fillup  & 
Stirrit,  drinks,  ten  dollars.'     H —     'Whisky,  seven  dollars 

and  a  half.'     What's  this  !    *  My  darling' Where'd 

you  get  these?  Who  are  you?  By  the  living  eternal, 
you  shan't  hold  these  over  my  head,  anyhow,"  and  Stag- 
hart tore  the  papers  into  minute  fragments  and  threw  them 
into  the  blazing  fire  place,  his  fat  cheeks  glowing  with  an 
unnatural  crimson,  and  his  eyes  betraying  the  full  trepida- 
tion of  his  soul. 

Fogle  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  his  astonishment  at  this 
scene,  and  Inch  only  grunted  as  Staghart  threw  the  frag- 
ments into  the  fire.  As  soon  as  the  blaze  had  fairly  envel- 
oped the  troublesome  documents,  the  imperturbable  man 
coolly  produced  another  packet,  with  the  remark  : 

"  Originals." 

"Originals  !"  yelled  Staghart.  "Then,  what  in  the  name 
of  Satan  and  his  imps  are  those  ?  "  he  asked,  pointing  at  the 
fire. 

"Copies,"  replied  Inch. 

"  How  much  will  you  take  for  those  "originals?"  asked 
Staghart,  now  thoroughly  overcome  as  the  evil  which  these 
papers  might  accomplish  dawned  upon  him. 

"  The  shanty,  the  ranch,  and  a  hundred  cash,"  answ'ered 
Inch. 

"  I'll  do  it  Here,  give  me  the  papers.  I  havn't  got  the 
money  with  me,  but  I'll  pay  you  in  the  morning." 

"  Now  ! "  The  tone  was  decisive,  and  Staghart  put  his 
hand  in  his  pocket,  groaning  as  he  did  so.  After  placing  a 
quantity  of  gold  and  silver  on  the  table,  he  counted  it. 

"  There,  take  that ;  it's  all  I've  got,"  he  said,  waving  his 
hand  at  the  money. 

"  How  much  ?  " 

"  Seventy-eight  dollars." 

"  One  hundred." 

"  It's  all  I've  got,  I  tell  you." 

"  The  ranch,"  replied  Inch.         ~- 

"Now,  look  here,  Mr.  Inch,  I'm  paying  you  too  much  for 
those  papers,  six  hundred  — ." 

"All  right,"  interrupted,  Inch  sharply,  at  the  same  time 
returning  the  papers  to  his  pocket. 

"  Well,  take  the  ranch,  too.  How'II  you  have  it  ?  Do  you 
suppose  I  carr>'  that  around  in  my  pocket,  too?" 

"The  deeds." 

Staghart  groaned  again,  as  he  looked  at  Fogle,  who  in 
answer  to  the  glance  opened  a  safe  and  produced  the  nec- 
essary blanks,  while  Inch  was  transferring  the  money  to  his 
pockets.  A  fewstiokesof  the  pen  and  the  barn  with  its 
contingent  desert  had  become  the  property  of  Hiram  Inch. 

"Now,  hand  over  those  papers,"  said  Staghart,  as  soon  as 
everj'thing  had  been  arranged. 
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Inch  looked  inquiringly,  and  said : 

"  Your  note." 

"My  note — what  for?" 

"  Twenty-two  dollars." 

"  Oh,  that's  all  right,  Mr.  Staghart's  good  for  anything  he 
owes,"  said  Fogle. 

Inch  passed  the  package  to  Staghart,  who  snatched  it 
convulsively,  and  broke  the  string  wilh  which  it  was  tied. 

An  oath  escaped  him,  and  genuine  anger  overspread  his 
countenance,  after  a  hasty  glance  at  the  papers.  He  dashed 
them  upon  the  table,  and  striding  to  the  chair  where  Inch 
sat,  shook  his  fist  in  his  face. 

"  You've  deceived  me — those  are  not  the  papers — where 
are  the  originals  ?" 

Inch  pointed  to  the  fire  place. 

"  You  lie,  you  thief,  you  lie.  You've  got  them  in  your 
possession." 

Throwing  his  hands  up.  Inch  motioned  to  Fogle  to  search 
him,  preserving  his  cool  demeanor  in  spite  of  the  oaths  and 
epithets  which  Staghart  heaped  upon  him  during  the  pro- 
cess. 

"  I  guess  he's  right,  Bill,"  said  Fogle,  after  a  thorough 
examination.  "  Here's  a  scrap  you've  dropped  on  the  floor, 
perhaps  you  can  recognize  the  handwriting." 

Staghart  took  the  fragment,  and  after  a  moment's  scrutiny 
pronounced  it  genuine — it  was  certainly  his  own  writing. 

"  Give  me  another  drink,  Harry,  and  I'll  leave  you,"  said 
Staghart,  in  a  calmer  tone  ;  ''  but  don't  you  trust  that — 
that—" 

"  Singed  cat,"  said  Fogel,  laughing. 

"  I  don't  care  what  you  call  him,  but  don't  trust  him,  I 
say." 

With  these  words,  Staghart  swallowed  his  whisky  and  left 
the  office,  slamming  the  door  behind  him. 

"  Served  him  right — the  old  ground  hog.  He'd  squeeze 
a  dollar  till  the  eagle  squealed,  and  it  will  do  him  good  to 
meet  his  match,  once  in  a  while,"  said  Fogle.  "Inch,  you  de- 
served the  name  your  wife  gave  you,  you  are  a  singed  cat, 
sure  enough." 

"  Ready.'  "  said  Inch,  stretching  out  his  hand. 

"  Ready  for  what .'" 

"  To  pay." 

"  I  don't  owe  you  anvthing,  do  I  ? " 

"The  bet." 

"  Oh,  I  didn't  think  of  that  ;  five  dollars,  I  believe.  But, 
by  the  way,  seeing  that  you  are  so  sharp  yourself,  I  think 
I'll  split  hairs  in  this  transaction,  and  enter  a  demurrer. 
You  bet  that  Staghart  would  take  three  hundred  dollars. 
He  didn't  get  anything  but  a  lot  of  old  papers,  and  he  un- 
doubtedly considered  them  worthless,  for  he  threw  them 
into  the  fire." 

"  Profit  and  loss  ?"  inquired  Inch,  blinking  so  idiotically 
as  he  asked  the  question,  that  Fogle  could  not  help  laugh- 
ing. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  I  guess  that's  the  account  you  will 
have  to  enter  it  on — profit  for  you,  and  loss  for  Staghart. 
But,  now  lor  my  business." 

The  consultation  between  Fogle  and  Inch  lasted  several 
hours,  and  it  was  almost  dawn  when  the  latter  returned  to 
his  camp  in  the  "Tigre." 

III. — A  DI.SSIPATED   KITTEN. 

It  did  not  require  many  hours  for  Hiram  Inch  to  transfer 
his  family  and  his  property  to  his  own  residence.  With 
ready  ingenuity  and  mechanical  tact  he  soon  had  the  old 
rookery  in  comparative  repair,  rendering  it  as  comfortable 
as  his  hardy  family  desired.  These  necessary  duties 
attended  to,  the  chronic  itching  for  money-making  returned 
with  two-fold  force.  He  rambled  around  the  various  claims 
in  the  vicinity,  and,  without  asking  any  questions,  closely 
observed  the  methods  pursued  by  the  miners.  For  a  time 
he  seemed  undecided  whether  to  devote  his  energies  to 
quartz-mining  or  seek  for  the  gold  of  the  gravel  beds.  After 
considerable  prospecting  and  calculating,  he  decided  in 
favor  of  the  latter,  and  selecting  a  spot  about  two  miles  west 
of  his  home,  proceeded  to  lay  his  pipe,  arrange  for  water, 
and  drive  hard  bargains  for  the  necessary  material  and  tools 
with  which  to  prosecute  his  work. 

While  all  these  preparations  were  in  progress,  Silas  Inch 
totally  ignored  his  father,  except  when  he  wanted  a  meal  or 
sleeping  accommodation,  preferring  to  associate  with  the 
wild  young  sports  of  the  town.  He  joined  the  fire  company, 
and  speedily  became  a  prominent  member.  He  frequented 
the  lowest  saloons  and  doggeries,  and  spent  his  time  and 
money  at  cards  and  for  liquor.  Night  after  night  his  shrill 
tenor  voice  would  be  heard  issuing  from  the  low  dens  of  the 
Tigre,  pitched  in  drunken  notes  to  the  words  of  some  such 
bacchanalian  song  as — 

"  My  name  it  is  Joe  Bowers, 
I  hev  a  brother  Ike, 
I'm  jist  from  ol'  Massouri, 
I'm  all  the  way  from  Pike." 

Thus  singing,  drinking,  gambling,  and  occasionally  fight- 
ing, this  young  reprobate  passed  his  time,  and  his  father  ap- 
parently took  no  notice  of  the  wild  courses  of  his  son,  but 
pursued  his  own  occupation  without  remonstrating  with  or 
counseling  the  youth.  Strangely  enough,  for  a  long  time,  he 
supplied  the  prodigal  with  some  small  sums  of  money  when- 
ever the  young  man  asked  for  it,  making  no  remark  and 
asking  no  questions  in  regard  to  the  purpose  for  which  it 
was  used.  The  mother  and  sister  acted  differently.  They 
scolded,  pleaded,  and  threatened,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  The 
young  man  heeded  them  as  little  as  he  did  the  moaning  of 
the  autumn  wind  across  the  paternal  Sahara.  Among  the 
men  with  whom  Silas  associated  were  two  who  afterward 
played  prominent  parts  in  the  history  of  his  family.  One 
of  them  was  a  little  Polish  Jew,  named  Levi  Marks,  one  of 
those  cunning,  grasping  men  whose  every  thought  centres 
upon  dimes  and  dollars.  He  kept  a  cigar  store,  in  the  rear 
of  which  a  poker  game  was  in  progress  nightly.  This,  at 
last,  became  a  favorite  place  of  resort  for  Silas,  and  as  he 
played  an  average  game,  and  was  acquainted  with  most  of 
the  common  short-card  trickeries,  he  managed  to  "keep 
even  "  against  his  opponents,  and  sometimes  "  made  a  kill- 
ing," as  he  expressed  it.  The  other  acquaintance  he  termed 
"his  running  pard,"  and  if  accompanying  young  Inch  to 
every  disreputable  place  he  wished  to  visit,  and  assisting 
him  in  his  nightly  dissipations,  constituting  "a  running 
pard,"   Bob  Ikes   could  certainly  claim  the   distinguished 


honor.  Ikes  was  a  "  shoulder  striker,"  a  blustering 
bully,  who  loved  to  domineer  over  all  with  whom  he  came 
in  contact,  and  at  the  first  fire  which  occurred  after  Silas 
joined  the  Cataract  Engine  Company,  attempted  to  take  the 
pipe  away  from  the  new  member,  who  had  fairly  earned  it, 
by  being  first  at  the  house  after  the  alarm  was  given.  A 
fight  ensued,  in  which  Ikes  was  not  \ictorous,  although  not 
whipped,  and,  observing  that  Inch  would  not  be  iiiiposcd 
upon,  made  overtures  by  which  a  compact  was  entered  into 
between  the  two,  both  offensive  and  defensive  as  regards 
the  balance  of  the  community.  Tliey  "played  into  each 
other's  hands"  at  cards,  and  by  remaining  together  continu- 
ally, kept  their  victims  at  bay  whenever  the  latter  imagined 
that  their  losses  required  redress.  The  crowd,  of  which 
these  two  young  men  were  the  leaders,  was  known  as  the 
"  Hounds,"  a  name  applied  to  them  on  account  of  the  pecu- 
liar barking  sound  with  which  they  rent  the  midnight  air 
when  on  a  spree.  They  were  not  only  an  annoyance,  but  a 
positive  injury,  to  the  town,  and  at  the  session  of  every  Grand 
Jury  there  was  serious  talk  of  indicting  the  entire  gang,  as  a 
nuisance. 

Time  rolled  on,  and  Silas,  meeting  with  losses  at  cards, 
called  more  frequently  upon  his  father  for  money,  and  finally 
met  with  a  positive  refusal.  The  boy  was  compelled  to  ap- 
peal to  his  companion,  Ikes,  lor  advice,  and  that  staunch 
friend  informed  him  that  I\larks  often  loaned  small  sums  to 
the  bo)'s  for  a  consideration.  Young  Inch  interviewed  the 
Jew,  and  succeeded  in  negotiating  a  loan  upon  a  shot-gun, 
and  in  due  course  of  time  lost  it  or  spent  it,  and  had  to 
pawn  other  property  to  replenish  his  empty  exchequer.  In 
a  short  time  he  had  no  collateral  to  offer,  and,  as  a  forlorn 
hope,  asked  Marks  to  accommodate  him  for  a  few  days 
without  the  usual  pledge.  A  singular  smile  illuminated  the 
sallow  face  of  the  old  man  when  he  heard  the  request,  and 
much  to  Inch's  surprise,  he  granted  it,  only  stipulating  that 
Silas  should  "gif  der  node  baber."  This  was  readily  agreed 
to  by  Inch,  and  twenty  dollars  was  transferred  from  the  till 
of  Marks  to  the  pocket  of  the  spendthrift.  These  transac- 
tions were  frequent,  and  Marks  soon  had  a  considerable 
quantity  of  Inch's  "node  baber,"  the  wily  old  Hebrew 
always  insisting  that  some  witness  should  be  present  at 
each  transaction.  This  witness  was  invariably  Inch's  "  run- 
ning pard,"  Bob  Ikes,  and  it  was  highly  amusing  to  hear 
the  young  scapegrace  revile  the  old  man  for  being  so  partic- 
ular, and  cursing  him  for  a  grasping,  copper-squeezing 
bloodsucker. 

"  You  blasted  old  vampire,"  he  would  exclaim,  with  honest 
indignation,  "  I  believe  you'd  make  your  mother  pay 
eighteen  per  cent.  You're  too  mean  to  live,  Marksey. 
Can't  you  take  an  honest  man's  word?" 

"  Vy,  Iksey,  ol'  poy,"  Marks  would  reply,  "  who  ish  der 
loosher  ?  Our  frient  gits  der  moonish,  and  Marksey  gits 
der  baber.  Vash  baber  so  goot  osh  der  coin,  hey  ?  Who'sh 
der  vambire  now,  eh?  Dwendy-von,  dwendy-doo,  dwendy- 
dree,  dwenty-vour,  dwenty-vive — dere's  der  moonish,  my  poy. 
Now,  you  vash,  lishen  ter  me,  Inchey,  don't  you  go  bokerin' 
mit  clot  Ikesy.  He  vash  too  shmart  like  hail.  Don't  ye  do 
it." 

In  the  meantime,  Hiram  Inch  was  rapidly  acquiring 
wealth.  His  gravel  mine  was  the  source  of  a  fair  income — 
sufficient,  with  the  economy  of  his  domestic  arrangements, 
to  afford  him  a  large  profit  in  coin.  In  addition  to  this  he 
was  an  inveterate  trader,  and  somehow  or  other  always  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  the  best  of  those  with  whom  he  negotiated. 
His  interviews  and  consultations  with  Fogle  were  frequent 
and  prolonged.  The  object  of  these  counsels  became  ap- 
parent during  the  following  summer,  when  the  political 
conventions  met  for  the  purpose  of  nominating  county 
officers.  Under  the  shrewd  management  of  Inch  and  the 
ingenious  trickery  of  Fogle,  the  latter  obtained  both  the  Re- 
publican and  Democratic  nominations  for  District-Attorney, 
thus  assuring  his  election.  By  the  same  manipulation  of 
the  primaries  were  sent  to  the  Democratie  Convention  men 
who  considered  Inch  himself  the  best  man  for  Sheriff.  The 
Republicans  through  the  same  influences  were  induced  to 
nominate  against  him  the  most  unpopular  man  in  the 
county — William  Staghart. 

IV. — THE  CAT   INCURS  THE     HATRED   OF   A    BULL-DOG. 

One  day  while  Hiram  was  assisting  Fogle  to  further  his 
political  ambition,  and  at  the  same  time  feathering  his  own 
nest,  a  little  dapper  man,  dressed  in  gray,  strolled  through 
the  front  gate  of  the  Inch  estate,  and  was  met  at  the  door 
by  Mrs.  Inch  fresh  from  her  domestic  duties,  her  fiery 
tresses  concealed  beneath  a  soiled  towel,  and  bearing  in  her 
talon-like  fingers  a  well-worn  broom. 

"  Hiram  Inch  lives  here,  I  believe,"  said  the  man,  placing 
his  hand  against  the  door-post. 

"  Wen  he's  at  home  he  does,"  answered  the  lady  of  the 
house,  speaking  in  her  usual  supercilious  tones,  and  bringing 
the  broom  to  a  "  rest  arms." 

"  Is  he  at  home  ? "  asked  the  stranger. 

"  No,  he  aint,"  replied  the  woman.  "  Anythin'  more  par- 
tick'ler  than  common ';  " 

"  Personal  business.  He  was  thinking  of  having  his  life 
insured,  and  I  am  the  agent.  You  don't  know  where  I 
could  find  him,  do  you  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't,  unless  he  is  down  to  Fogle's  ofiice  ;  he's 
mostly  round  that  w'en  he  aint  out  'lectioneerin'." 

"  1  inquired  for  him  there,  and  they  thought  he  had  re- 
turned home.  I'm  going  away  in  the  morning,  and  I  thought 
I  would  call  on  him  here.  He  must  be  examined  by  a  phy- 
sician, you  know,  and  there  isn't  much  time  to  spare.  When 
he  returns,  I  wish  you  would  tell  him  that  I  will  be  at  the 
City  Hotel  during  the  afternoon  and  evening." 

With  these  words  the  agent  bowed  and  leisurely  strolled 
through  the  gate  again,  Mrs.  Inch  gracefully  bringing  her 
broom  from  a  "rest"  to  a  "shoulder"  by  a  single  turn  of 
her  supple  wrist,  and  closing  the  door. 

When  Hiram  returned  late  in  the  afternoon,  his  wife 
informed  him  of  the  agent's  visit,  and  Inch  scarcely  waited 
to  hear  the  full  particulars  before  he  had  mounted  his  horse 
and  was  galloping  toward  town. 

Immetiiatcly  adjoining  the  hotel,  in  a  low  brick  building, 
was  Marks'  cigar  store,  and  as  Hiram  rode  by  he  heard 
loud  voices  issuing  from  [he  rear,  and  among  them  distinctly 
recognized  the  strident  tones  of  his  own  son.  He  reined  in, 
intending  to  investigate  the  cause  of  the  quarrel,  but  the 
noise  ceased  just  then,  and  as  Marks,  who  was  sitting  on  a 
tobacco  case  in  front  of  the  store  waiting  for  customers. 


seemed  wholly  unconcerned,  he  walked  his  horse  to  a  hitch- 
ing post  in  front  of  the  hotel  and  dismounted.  His  business 
with  the  agent  required  considerable  time,  and  it  was  dark 
before  all  the  arrangements  had  been  completed.  Passing 
out  of  the  hotel,  he  was  about  to  mount,  when  Marks  ran 
out  of  his  store,  shouting  : 

"  Mishter  Inch  !  Mishter  Inch  !  dot  Silas  ish  kickin'  oop 
hail  mit  mine  broberdy  I " 

"Where?"  asked   Inch. 

"  Vere  ?  vy,  in  mine  shop.  He  keeks  der  dable  ofer  and 
vants  der  gill  dot  Ikesy,  und  Ikcsy  don't  vash  mettle  mit 
'im  at  all.  Poot  'im  out,  Mishter  Inch,  or  he  damages  mine 
goots,  und  who  bays  me  der  pill  ? " 

By  this  time  the  riot  in  the  rear  of  the  store  had  attained 
such  proportions  that  it  was  attracting  the  attention  of  the 
passers-by  on  the  street.  A  dozen  rapid  strides  brought 
Inch  to  the  door  separating  the  store  from  the  rear  room. 
Dashing  it  open,  he  caught  sight  of  two  men,  in  the  dark- 
ness, locked  in  each  other's  arms,  struggling  against  the  op- 
posite wall.  Hiram  did  not  wait  to  ascertain  whether  either 
of  them  was  Silas,  but  sprang  forward  and  grasping  each 
by  the  collar,  with  one  powerful  wrench  flung  them  apart  and 
held  them. 

"  Stop  it  ! "     Inch's  voice  was  sharp  and  decisive. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  shouted  Ikes,  endeavoring  to  release  the 
hold  upon  his  collar. 

"  Let  me  go,  d — n  you,  let  me  go.  I'll  cut  his  heart  out. 
Let  me  go,"  yelled  .Silas,  blinded  by  passion,  and  failing  to 
recognize  his  father  in  the  darkness. 

"  Stop  it  !  "  repeated  the  elder  Inch. 

At  this  moment  Marks  entered  with  a  light,  and  Hiram 
released  his  hold  upon  the  belligerents. 

"  The  Singed  Cat  !  "  exclaimed  Ikes. 

"  Dad  !"  ejaculated  Silas. 

And  each  of  the  young  men  hastily  concealed  a  glittering 
weapon. 

"  What's  that  !"  asked  Inch. 

"  Nothin',"  replied  .Silas. 

"  Hand  it  over,"  ordered  the  father. 

"He's  got  one,  too,"  growled  the  son,  passing  a  long  Mexi- 
can stiletto  to  his  father. 

"  It  don't  matter;  what's  the  row  ?  "  asked  Hiram,  placing 
the  knife  in  his  coat  pocket. 

"  He  was  cheating  at  cards,"  said  Silas,  pointing  at  I  kes. 

"You  lie,  you  thief,  you  lie." 

At  this  rejoinder  of  Ikes,  both  young  men  dashed  forward, 
but  were  prevented  from  coming  in  contact  by  Hiram,  who 
flung  them  against  opposite  sides  of  the  room  as  if  they 
were  children. 

"  What  game?  "  he  calmly  inquired,  as  soon  as  the  curses 
which  this  last  display  of  physical  power  evoked,  had  sub- 
sided somewhat. 

"  Poker,"  muttered  Silas. 

"  Poker  !"  sneered  Hiram.     "  How  much  did  they  steal  ?" 

"  About  forty  dollars." 

"  Whar's  the  keerds  ? "  asked  the  old  man  of  iMarks. 

"  I  gits  'em  pooty  kvick,  IVIister  Inch.  Mine  (jot,  look  at 
der  damages,"  and  Marks  gazed  ruefully  upon  the  battle 
field. 

It  was  indeed  a  scene  of  wreck  and  ruin.  The  table  was 
lying  on  the  floor,  cracked  through  Ihe  centre,  and  minus 
two  legs;  the  chairs  were  scattered  about  the  robm,  some  of 
them  broken  and  others  piled  together,  in  apparently  inex- 
tricable confusion.  A  large  mirror  hanging  on  one  of  the 
walls  was  shivered,  and  the  broken  glass  glittered  on  the 
carpet  amidst  the  fragments  of  a  shattered  lamp  and  hun- 
dreds of  playing  cards  that  had  been  discarded  in  the  course 
of  the  games  played  there  that  day.  No  wonder  the  parsi- 
monious Jew  looked  upon  the  scene  with  a  woe-begone  ex- 
pression. 

"  Who  bays  me  der  damages?"  he  wailed. 

"  Oh,  shut  up,  Marksy,  and  get  the  cards,"  commanded  one 
of  the  crowd  of  young  men  who  had  been  one  of  the  pre- 
vious game,  and  who  had  remained  during  the  fracas  an  in- 
terested spectator. 

"  Yes,  get  the  cards,"  said  another  ;  "  Ikes  an'  Inch  'il 
make  up  before  morning." 

Both  young  men,  after  glaring  at  each  other  a  moment, 
sat  down  on  chairs  at  opposite  sides  of  the  table,  which 
Marks  had  raised,  and  hastily  repaired  preparatory  to  the 
game  about  to  begin.  The  others  assisted  him  in  clearing 
away  the  debris,  and  in  a  few  moments  Ikes  was  dealing  the 
cards  to  three  players,  two  of  whom  were  his  friends,  and  the 
other,  Hiram  Inch. 

It  was  "  fifty  cents  ante,"  and  from  the  start  Inch  played 
in  remarkable  luck,  winning  every  large  bet  that  he  ven- 
tured, and  "bluffing"  with  so  much  coolness  and  circum- 
spection that  the  others  could  not  overreach  him.  In  three 
hours  Hiram  had  not  only  recovered  the  forty  dollars  which 
his  son  had  lost,  but  was  twenty  dollars  ahead. 

Suddenly,  and  without  any  apparent  cause.  Inch  rose  to 
his  feet,  and  with  his  left  hand  lifted  the  light  table  above 
the  heads  of  the  players,  at  the  same  time  pointing  with  his 
right  hand  index  finger  at  a  pile  of  cards  lying  on  the  laps 
of  Ikes  and  his  right  hand  companion. 

"  Thief!  "  he  growled,  as  he  replaced  the  table  and  turned 
to  leave  the  room.  For  a  moment  Ikes  sat  like  a  statue. 
The  whole  action  had  been  as  rapid  as  strong  muscles  and 
supple  sinews  could  make  it,  and  the  shock  of  discovery  for 
a  moment  overcame  the  cheaters.  It  was  not  until  Hiram 
had  reached  the  door  that  Ikes  spoke.  He  tried  to  be  calm, 
but  his  voice  trembled,  and  it  was  plain  that  he  only  lacked 
courage  to  make  an  assault  upon  the  tall  giant,  who  had 
twice  during  the  evening  handled  him  so  roughly. 

"  I'll  make  you  sutler  fur  )our  treatment  of  me  to-night. 
Both  of  you  ;  you  needn't  laugh,  I'll  settle  your  hash  the 
next  time  I  see  you,  d— n  you.  I'm  an  Injin  wiien  I'm  riled, 
and  I'll  make  both  of  you  pay  for  what  you've  done  here  to- 
night. 

With  these  words  he  threw  his  chair  back  and  followed 
his  enemies  out  of  the  door. 

"Go  home,"  said  Hiram  to  his  son,  as  soon  as  they 
reached  the  street. 

The  young  man  obejcd,  and  when  Inch  saw  that  the 
boy  was  not  followed,  he  mounted  and  rode  after  him,  disap- 
pearing in  the  darkness,  accompanied  by  the  curst  s  and 
oaths  of  the  discomfited  Ikes. 

[CONTIS'UUD   IN    NEXT   NUMBER.] 
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A  CALIFORNIAN  SHEEP-SHEARING, 


By  Robert  Duacan  Milne. 


Custom  has  thought  fit  to  cast  a  halo  of  romance  round 
the  scenes  and  dreams  of  a  pastoral  existence.  Arcadian 
idyls  have  been  chanted  by  Theocritus  and  Virgil,  and 
attempts  made  to  realize  them  in  the  pleasure-parks  and 
paiace-lawns  of  the  Bourbons.  The  bluest  blood  of  France 
took  pleasure  at  one  time,  under  the  probable  pressure  of 
ennui,  in  masquerading  in  the  guise  of  shepherds  and  shep- 
herdesses, bhakspeare,  who  handles  all  subjects  with 
equal  knowledge  and  ease,  has  introduced  us  in  the  ll'in/er's 
I'ale  to  a  little  of  the  prosaic  as  well  as  the  poetic  side  of 
pastor.ll  life,  and  again  touches  upon  it  in  the  drama  of  yi.t 
Yoti  Like  It.  But  neither  the  sheep-shearing  of  "  Perdita," 
nor  the  dialogue  between  "Corin"  and  "Touchstone," 
though  sufficient  to  prove  the  intimate  acquaintance  of  the 
writer  with  his  subject,  and  ample  for  all  purposes  of  tlie 
draina,  treat  the  matter  with  that  exhaustivencss  of  detail 
which  the  inquisitive  faculty  of  the  present  age,  so  appreci- 
ative of  facts,  demands.  The  writer  will,  therefore,  endeavor 
to  supply  this  want  by  describing  the  general  characteristics 
and  menage  of  a  "  sheep-shearing"  on  one  of  t!ie  great  primi- 
tive ranches  of  Southern  California  ;  and  though  the  theme 
may  be  deficient  in  romance,  it  will  at  all  events  have  the 
advantage  of  presenting  a  picture  of  actual  facts  in  connec- 
tion with  one  of  the  principal  industries  of  our  State,  which 
may  prove  in  some  measure  an  atonement  for  details  which, 
though  not  uninteresting,  sink  far  below  the  poetic  ideality 
with  which  custom  or  ignorance  has  invested  them.  Let 
the  reader  picture  an  eminence  rising  from  the  banks  of  a 
narrow  streamlet,  the  further  shore  of  which  is  lined  for 
miles  by  a  dense  and  almost  impassable  willow  copse  ;  on 
this  eminence  a  range  of  buildings  in  the  form  of  a  square  or 
quadrangle,  the  dwelling-house  occupying  the  further  side, 
flanked  by  two  rows  of  one-story  apartments  ;  one  forming 
the  dining  and  sleeping  rooms  of  the  employes,  and  the  other 
the  offices  ;  while  opposite  to  the  dwelling-house,  which  is  a 
commodious  two-story  structure,  stands  a  wall,  and  in  this 
wall  an  immense  gateway  or  portal — all  said  buildings  being 
composed  of  adobe  clay,  painted  white,  and  constituting  the 
Mexican  equivalent  of  the  baronial  hall  of  the  feudal  ages  of 
Europe — and  he  will  form  some  idea  of  the  Cerritos  rancho, 
in  Los  Angeles  county,  one  of  the  largest  and  most  typical 
of  its  class  in  California.  Stretching  for  miles  beyond  the 
house  in  a  northerly,  easterly,  and  southerly  direction  lie 
level  pasture  lands — level  with  the  exception  of  two  low 
round  hills  to  the  east  which  have  given  name  and  distinc- 
tion to  the  ranch  (Cerritos  meaning  "little  hills"),  and 
affording  ample  grazing  ground  for  as  many  as  thirty  thou- 
sand sheep.  Let  him  imagine,  also,  that  it  is  the  month  of 
May,  approaching  the  heats  of  midsummer,  and  that  he  is 
standing  at  the  back  of  the  said  quadrangle  of  buildings,  as 
the  day  is  cooling  off  toward  sundown,  and  that  the  shear- 
ing will  commence  on  the  morrow.  If  he  looks  round  him 
he  will  see  a  large  area  of  dry,  brown  ground  partitioned  off 
into  numerous  corrals,  or  folds,  by  strong  fences  composed 
of  movable  hurdles,  in  a  seemingly  arbitrary  manner,  but 
the  position  and  collocation  of  which  is  really  a  matter  of 
careful  and  deep  design.  Presently  he  will  hear  a  low,  far- 
off  murmur  of  bleating,  which  increases  and  grows  louder 
every  minute  as  evening  falls,  till  a  flock  of  sheep  approaches 
with  its  attendant  shepherd  and  dog,  and  is  soon  secretly  en- 
sconced in  one  of  the  largest  of  the  cotrals.  If  he  investi- 
gates a  little  further  he  will  come  upon  a  shed,  long,  open 
at  both  ends,  and  floored  with  planking,  the  side  next  the 
corrals  being  supplied  with  a  long  table,  about  half  the 
height  of  a  man.  On  this  table  are  placed  a  dozen  boxes 
about  a  foot  square,  without  any  bottoms,  and  with  four 
small  nicks  on  their  upper  edges  equidistant  from  the  cor- 
ners. These  are  the  boxes  used  for  tying  the  wool  into 
bundles.  He  will  also  probably  see  one  or  two  men  en- 
gaged in  unrolling  and  cutting  up  into  three-foot  lengths  balls 
of  twine,  and  hanging  the  product  up  on  nails  within  easy 
reach  of  the  boxes,  so  as  to  be  ready  for  the  morning.  This 
is  the  string  used  in  connection  with  the  boxes  for  tying  the 
bundles.  Turning  round  he  will  notice  a  tall  rectangular 
framework  of  scantlings  about  ten  feet  high,  narrower  at  its 
top  than  its  bottom,  from  an'  iron  ring  supported  on  the  top 
of  which  already  depends  a  woolsack,  its  mouth  firmly  sewed 
to  and  kept  open  by  the  ring.  This  is  the  frame  which  holds 
the  woolsack  in  position,  while  it  is  in  process  of  being  filled 
with  fleeces.  In  another  corner  of  the  shed  he  will  see  piles 
of  sacks  lying  ready  for  use. 

■  But  hark  !  what  is  this  clattering  of  hoofs  and  jingling  of 
spurs  over  the  court,  and  approaching  the  woolshed  i'  All 
doubt  is  removed  by  the  appearance  of  a  troop  of  mounted 
Mexicans — it  is  almost  superfluous  to  say  mounted,  for  no 
Mexican  ever  walks — who  rein  up,  dismount,  tie  their 
horses  to  any  available  post  or  fence,  unroll  their  blankets, 
and  proceed  to  appropriate  the  loose  woolsacks  from  the 
afore-mentioned  pile,  and  having  lighted  the  inevitable 
cigarrito,  choose  their  sleeping-places  by  fancy  or  judgment 
on  the  floor  of  the  shed,  and  soread  their  beds  of  blankets 
supplemented  by  sacks.  These  are  the  shearers  ;  and  as 
the  Mexican  element  almost  monopolizes  this  branch  of 
industry,  some  description  of  their  manners  and  morale  is 
necessary.  Sheep-shearing  all  over  the  State  occurs  during 
the  months  of  May,  June,  and  July;  the  spring  lambs  are 
usually  shorn  in  August  ;  and  not  unfrequently,  though  it 
is  not  a  rule  on  all'  ranches,  the  old  sheep  are  clipped  a 
second  time  in  the  fall  of  the  year.  It  may  be  roughly  stated 
that  a  s  .earer  finds  employment  for  four  months  during  the 
year.  The  wages  of  shearers  are  good.  One  who  is  master 
of  his  business,  or  can  shear  from  fifty  to  sixty  sheep  a  day, 
at  five  or  six  cents  a  head,  which  is  the  normal  pay,  can 
clear  from  three  to  four  dollars  a  day.  In  rare  ^instances, 
and  with  clean  sheep,  men  have  been  known  to  shear  as 
many  as  eighty  or  even  a  hundred  a  day,  but  such  work  is 
quite  exceptional.  A  shearer  usually  depends  upon  the 
monev  he  thus  makes  for  his  support  during  the  rest  of  the 
year,  and  will  not  work  at  any  other  kind  of  business.  They 
go  round  the  country  in  bands,  with  a  captain  at  their  head, 
who  is  nominally  supposed  to  be  accountable  for  their  beha- 
vior, and  with  whom  the  business  of  the  gang  is  transacted. 
The  gang  may  number  anywhere  from  ten  to  forty,  and  when 
they  have  finished  with  one  ranch,  they  go  on  to  another, 
engagements  being  formed  in  advance,  and  each  gang  going 


on  its  merits.  On  a  large  ranch  like  the  Cerritos,  only  the 
best  qualified  men  are  employed,  the  shearing  lasting  more 
than  two  months,  and  giving  work  to  forty  or  fifty  men. 

But  now,  dusk  has  fallen  upon  us,  and  presently  the  wel- 
come sound  of  a  bell  assails  our  ears,  and  being  enveloped 
in  the  cloak  of  Fortunatus,  we  will  accompany  the  Mexicans 
under  the  low  media:val  archway  or  postern  and  across  the 
court,  into  the  comfortable  adobe  dining-room,  where,  if  we 
were  'not  invisible,  we  might  be  sure  of  a  hospii.ible  wel- 
come, tor  no  man  leaves  these  doors  unsatisfied,  much  less 
in  shearing-time.  Many  are  the  men  who  have  lived  since 
the  time  of  Horace,  whose  luxurious  and  enervating  habits 
have  caused  them  to  bewail  their  disabilities  of  appetite, 
and  to  envy  in  less  terse  and  graphic  language  than  his  the 
ilia  dura  messonim — "  the  hardy  stomachs  of  the  reapers." 
Yet  we  venture  to  say  that  even  the  most  blasj  product  of 
the  city  would  not  be  untouched  by  the  steaming  savor  of 
loins  and  legs  of  muttons,  which  with  their  accompaniments 
of  certified  milk  and  butter,  or  with  the  more  modern  details 
of  tea  and  coffee,  and  other  "tiny  little  kicksh.aws,"  as  Jack 
Falstaff  hath  it,  disappear  like  chaff' before  the  wind  into  the 
aforesaid  receptacles  of  our  Mexican  cousins  who  mean 
work.  One  by  one  they  rise  from  the  table  with  evident 
satisfaction  and  encouragement,  for  the  way  to  the  Mexican 
heart  is  not  different  fi-om  that  of  the  common  son  of  men, 
and  as  they  appreciate  good  living — when  they  can  get  it — 
it  is  of  the  first  importance  to  keep  them  in  good  humor  and 
spirits  at  such  an  eventful  epoch  as  this  ;  and  now,  as  they 
are  somewhat  tired  by  their  long  ride,  and  wish  to  commence 
operations  early  on  the  morrow,  we  will  follow  them  to  the 

rral,  smoke  a  friendly  cigarrito  with  them,  and  say  "  Good 

ght." 

Before  daybreak  next  morning  all  is  astir.  Breakfast 
being  finished,  the  shearers  assemble  in  a  long  narrow  pen 
just  on  the  other  side  of  the  shed  containing  the  table.  The 
sheep  which  we  saw  driven  into  the  large  corral  last  night 
happen  to  be  a  band  of  ewes,  with  well-grown  lambs  from 
two  to  three  months  old,  the  old  sheep  numbering  about  six- 
teen hundred.  Haifa  dozen  men  jump  into  this  corral,  and 
crowd  the  band  with  whooping  and  waving  of  old  cloths  or 
sticks  toward  a  gate  opening  into  the  smaller  pen  where  the 
shearers  are  congregated,  whetting  their  shears  upon  fine 
stones,  formuch  care  is  taken  to  keep  the  shears  as  sharp  as 
possible,  the  time  lost  in  grinding  being  arnply  recompensed 
by  what  is  gained  in  shearing.  When  about  three  hundred 
have  been  driven  into  the  smaller  pen  the  gate  is  closed. 
Then  each  shearer  makes  a  rush  for  the  huddled  animals, 
catches  one  by  the  hind  leg,  and  drags  it  over  to  that  portion 
of  the  corral  next  the  table,  and  there  rests  it  upon  its  but- 
tock between  his  knees,  in  which  position  it  is  absolutely 
helpless  and  unresisting.  'With  his  left  hand  he  holds  and 
supports  the  body  of  the  animal,  leaning  it  over  on  its  left 
side.  Holding  the  shears  in  his  right  hand  (though  some 
shearers  are  ambidexter,  they  are  rare),  he  inserts  the  points 
into  the  wool  at  the  side  of  the  neck  and  begins  his  clip, 
running  clear  down  the  whole  length  of  the  sheep.  When 
this  is  done,  he  returns  to  the  neck  and  cuts  another  swath 
in  the  same  manner,  making  some  seven  or  eight  longitudi- 
nal swaths  according  to  the  size  of  his  shears,  or  the  dex- 
terity of  his  manipulation,  until  he  reaches  the  backbone. 
Half  the  fleece  now  hangs  loosely  from  the  sheep,  and  he 
then  swings  the  animal  over  on  its  other  side,  and  proceeds 
in  the  same  fashion  till  he  again  reaches  the  backbone, 
when,  if  the  shearing  has  been  skillfully  done,  the  fleece  falls 
off  in  an  unbroken  sheet  of  wool.  In  the  evening,  when  work 
is  over,  each  shearer  hands  in  his  checks,  which  are  counted, 
and  credit  given  him  for  the  number  in  a  book,  entitling  him 
to  receive  an  equivalent  in  money  at  the  close  of  the  shear- 
ing. Meantime  the  forty  shearers  have  all  been  vigorously 
at  work,  fleece  upon  fleece  has  been  handed  over  on  to  the 
table,  and  six  or  seven  men  are  busily  engaged  tying  them 
into  bundles.  A  good  average  fleece  of  wool  will  weigh 
six  or  seven  pounds,  and  a  well-packed  sack  from  three  to 
four  hundred  pounds.  But  now  all  the  sheep  in  the  pen 
have  been  sheared,  and  as  the  foreman  comes  round  to 
inspect  them,  some  of  them  are  found  to  be  "  scabby." 
Accordingly,  it  is  decided  that  the  band,  as  it  comes  from 
the  hands  of  the  shearers  shall  be  "  dipped,"  for  "  scab  "  on 
sheep  is  infectious,  and  requires  crucial  treatment.  The 
shorn  sheep  are  therefore  driven  into  a  side  pen,  and  while 
our  shearers  are  engaged  upon  a  fresh  batch,  we  shall  fol- 
low the  fortunes  of  the  first.  This  side  pen  gradually 
narrows  down  till  it  ends  abruptly  on  a  long,  narrow,  deep 
tank  full  of  a  dark  brown  liquid,  which  is  evidently  hot, 
judging  from  the  steam  which  rises  from  the  surface.  This 
liquid  is  in  reality  a  strong  solution  of  tobacco,  and  is  kept 
at  a  certain  depth  and  temperature  by  drawing  upon  a  large 
boiler  and  furnace  close  by.  Three  men  attired  in  the  oldest 
and  dirtiest  overalls  and  shirts  in  their  possession  (for  this 
is  dirty  work)  now  advance  upon  the  sheep,  and  seizing 
them  one  by  one  cast  them  head  foremost  into  the  tank. 
The  sheep  immediately  comes  to  the  surface,  swims  to 
the  other  end,  a  distance  of  some  twenty  feet  or  more, 
and  emerges  therefrom  upon  another  sloping  pen,  where 
it  is  allowed  to  stand  till  the  liquid  has  drained  off  its 
skin.  The  whole  penful  is  sent  through  with  the  utmost 
expedition,  and  then  the  shorn  and  doctored  animals  are  let 
out  to  graze  in  peace,  not  to  be  harassed  any  more  till  next 
shearing  season.  And  so  the  day  wears  on,  and  the  shearers 
get  tired,  and  rest  by  twos  and  threes  at  a  time  to  smoke 
and  chat,  for  the  Mexican  is  very  independent  and  freean  - 
easy,  and  will  not  be  hurried  ;  rest  is  taken  for  dinner  ;  the 
afternoon  passes  like  the  forenoon,  full  of  life  and  bustle  and 
motion,  and  at  sundown  the  band  is  shorn,  and  all  are  glad 
of  rest.  There  is,  however,  one  thing  as  dear  or  even  dearer 
to  the  Mexican  heart  than  even  repose,  and  that  is — 
gambling.  If  we  were  to  go  round  to  the  corral  at  twelve 
o'clock  at  night,  we  would  be  sure  to  find  a  little  knot  of 
hall-a-dozen  or  so  seated  round  a  blanket,  eagerly  intent 
upon  a  greasy  pack  of  cards  by  the  light  of  a  solitary  can- 
dle, and  deeply  enthralled  by  the  fascinations  of  manic. 
The  counters  they  have  earned  laboriously  during  the  day 
are  "bucked  off'  religiously  during  the  night;  and  it  not 
unfrequently  happens  that  a  shearer  may  work  through  a 
whole  season  without  having  anything  to  show  for  it  at  the 
end,  and  be  just  as  happy  as  if  he  h.-id,  so  lightly  do  the 
cares  of  life  sit  upon  the  sons  of  Mexico,  and  so  easily  do 
tney  accommodate  themselves  to  every  turn  of  circumstance. 
And  now,  though  it  may  spoil  his  ideal,  the  reader  has  the 
reality  of  a  California  sheep-shearing. 


ESOTERIC, 


^M 


Kisses  that  one  steals  in  darkness. 
And  in  darkness  then 'returns — 

How  such  kisses  fire  the.  spirit, 
If  with  honest  love  it  burns  ! 

PeHsive,  and  with  fond  remembrance. 
Then  the  spirit  loves  to  dwell 

Much  on  days  that  long  have  vanish'd, 
Much  on  future  days  as  well, 

Yet  methinks  that  too  much  thinking 

Dang'rous  is  if  kiss  we  will — 
Weep,  then,  rather,  darlinsr  spirit, 
For  to  weep  is  easier  still. 


Transformation. 
Beloved,  when  a  week  ago, 

Jn  my  full  spirit's  overflow, 

I  asked  you  if  you  could  forego 

All  higher  dreams  of  happiness. 
To  front  all  sorrow  and  distress 
For  my  sake,  and  you  answered  "Yes" — 

When,  standing  on  your  parlor  floor 
In  kinglier  mood  than  e'er  before. 
I  drew  you  to  me  more  and  more. 

And  talked  about  our  newer  hopes. 
The  belts  of  light  across  the  slopes 
Of  both  our  mystic  horoscopes. 

And  told  you  of  the  glorious  hymn 
Sung  by  the  unseen  Seraphim, 
Filling  my  soul  up  to  the  brim 

With  floods  on  floods  of  sov'reign  tones, 
Like  those  that  swell  along  the  zones 
Far-reaching  to  the  sapphire  thrones; 

And  spoke  of  blessed  fellowships, 
Till  all  my  life  burst  through  my  lips 
As  sunlight  breaks  from  an  eclipse ; 

And  all  the  solemn  majesties 
Which  sweep  across  the  Poet's  skies. 
Stood  flaming  white  before  my  eyes,      , 

Until— so  great  the  glory  was — 
I  trembled  as  I  saw  it  pass. 
Reflected  in  the  mirrored  glass, 

And  felt  my  eyes  grow  dim  with  tears. 
And  wondered  if  the  after-years 
Could  bring  that  holy  days  compeers — 

You  did  not  then,  beloved,  know 

That  through  long  months  of  ebb  and  flow, 

My  life  had  watched  your  own  life  grow. 

Shaping,  in  love  and  reverence. 
To  most  divine  and  perfect  ends. 
The  moments  which  the  Father  lends 

For  silent  deeds  of  sacrifice. 

And  lofty  hopes  that  crown  and  kiss 

The  brows  of  calm  endurances. 

You  did  not  know  you  had  so  passed 
Into  my  being,  that  at  last 
The  willful -eyed  Iconoclast 

Slid  sudden  from  his  sullen  pride, 
And  erupt  so  to  the  oihur  side 
That  all  things  seemed  half-deified. 

O  my  beloved  !   if  it  be 

Mv  blind  soul's  blind  idolatry. 

Which  raises  all  things  ebe  tluough  thee, 

And  gives  the  faces  which  I  meet 
About  ihe  market  and  the  street, 
A  kindlier  meaning,  soft  and  sweet ; 

A  tenderer  clasp  to  clasping  hands, 
And  purer  purple  to  ihe  lands, 
And  warmer  amber  to  the  sands 

That  f ircle  the  encircling  seas : 

Oh.  if  they  Iw  idolatries, 

Which  cast  me  upon  praying  knees, 

And  to  my  soul  clap  wings  of  fire — 
Not  yet,  not  yet  do  I  aspire, 
My  beautiful,  my  heart's  desire, 

To  rise  up  panoplied  and  strong, 
In  the  grave  viriuus  whrch  belong 
To  duity  manhood  without  song.  '^ 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


INTAGLIOS, 


FragmeBtary  Translations' from  Heine. 


If  ihou  hast  good  eyes  and  look'si 

In  my  songs  when  thou  hast  tried  them, 

Thou  wilt  see  a  fair  young  maiden 

Wandering  up  ancl  down  inside  them. 


Care  not  if  my  love  I'm  telling 
Unto  all  the  world  around, 

When  my  mouth,  thy  beauty  praising, 
Full  of  metaphor  is  found. 


Swear  not  at  all.  but  only  kiss ! 
All  woman's  oaths  I  hold  amiss  ; 
Thy  word  is  sweet,  but  sweeter  far 
The  kisses  thai  my  guerdon  are. 
These  keep  I,  while  thy  words  but  seem 
A  p.-issing  cloud,  a  fragrant  dream. 


!*lt  not  credit,  youthful  beauty. 

What  thy  bashful  lips  may  say  ; 
Eyes  so  black  and  large  and  rolling 

Are  not  much  in  virtue's  way. 

Strip  away  this  brown  striped  falsehood  — 
Well  and  truly  love  I  thee  ; 

Let  thy  white  heart  kiss  me  dearest  — 
White  heart,  undersiand'sl  thou  me? 


The  slender  water-lily 

Peeps  dreamily  out  of  the  lake  ; 
The  moon,  oppressed  with  love's  sorrow, 

Looks  tenderly  down  for  her  sake. 

With  blushes  she  bends  to  the  water 
Once  more  her  head  so  sweet  — 

Then  sees  she  the  poor  pale  fellow 
Lying  before  her  feet 


[she  speaks.] 
In  the  garden  fair  a  tree  stands. 

And  an  apple  hangeih  tht^re. 
And  around  the  trunk  a  serpent 

Coils  himself,  and  I  can  ne'er 
From  the  serpent's  eyes  enchanting 

Turn  away  my  troubled  sight. 
And  he  whispers  words  alluring. 

And  enthralls  me  with  delight. 

[another  speaks.] 
'Tis  the  fruit  of  life  thou  spyest — 

Its  delicious  flavor  taste. 
That  thy  life  until  thou  diest 

May  not  be  forever  waste ! 
Darling  dove,  sweet  child,  no  sighing! 

Quickly  taste,  and  never  fear  ; 
Follow  my  advice,  relying 

On  thy  aunt's  sage  counsel,  dear. 


ITie  lotus  flower  is  troubled 

At  the  sun's  resplendent  light  ; 

With  sunken  head  and  sadly 

She  dreamily  wails  for  the  night. 

The  moon  appears  as  her  wooer. 
She  wakes  at  his  fond  embrace ; 

For  him  she  kindly  uncovers 
Her  sweedy  flowering  face. 

She  blooms,  and  glows,  and  glistens. 

And  mutely  gazes  above ; 
She  weeps,  and  exhales,  and  trembles 

With  love  and  the  sorrow  of  love. 


Stars  with  golden  feet  are  \vandering 
Yonder,  and  ihey  gently  weep 

That  they  can  not  Earth  awaken, 
Who  in  Night's  arms  are  asleep. 

Listening  stands  the  silent  forests. 
Ever)'  leaf  an  ear  doth  seem ! 

How  its  shadowy  .irm  the  mountain 
Stretcheih  out,  as  though  in  dream ! 

What  called  yonder?    In  my  bosom 

Rings  the  echo  of  a  tone. 
Was  it  my  beloved  one  speaking. 

Or  the  nightingale  alone? 


The  midnight  was  cold  ;  in  plaintive  mood 
I  wandered  mournfully  through  the  wood  ; 
I  shook  the  trees  from  out  their  sleep. 
They  shook  their  heads  with  pity  deep. 


W'ith  tears  through  the  forest  I  wander  ; 

The  ihrosUe's  sitting  on  high  ; 
She,  springing,  sings  softly  yonder: 

Oh,  wherefcre  dost  thou  sigh? 

"Sweet  bird,  thy  sister  the  swallow- 
Can  tell  thee  the  cause  of  my  gloom  ; 
She  dwells  in  a  nest  all  hoUow 
Beside  my  sweetheart's  room." 


AN  ESSAY  ON  BELLS, 


By  Albert  Warner. 


If  another  Locke  were  to  write  on  the  association  of  ideas, 
modern  science  would  furnish  him  with  a  stock  of  new 
illustrations.  Sound,  like  sleep,  "has  its  own  world,"  rang- 
ing in  each  individual  consciousness  from  the  dull  mechani- 
cal routine  hinted  at  by  the  morning  drum  or  workshop 
whistle  to  that  mysterious  sphere  on  which  the  spiritually- 
minded  enter  with  the  key-note  of  a  grand  symphony. 
Some  of  the  purely  suggestive  of  master  compositions  have 
been  caught  from  the  voices  of  Nature,  whose  scale  of  har- 
mony, extending  from  the  roar  of  winds  and  waves  to  the 
rustle  of  grain  and  the  hum  of  insects,  breathes  to  attentive 
ears  the  whole  external  process  of  the  universe,  liut  of 
sounds  derived  from  human  invention  and  economy,  there  is 
none  which,  in  the  variety  and  permanence  of  the  associa- 
tions it  awakens,  compares  with  that  of  bells.  The  individ- 
ual quality  of  their  tone,  the  scenes  amidst  which  we  first 
hear  them,  the  sacred  or  local  memories  intertwined  with 
their  vibrations,  appeal  to  the  memory  with  a  distinctness 
seldom  otiierwise  realized.  Hence,  the  most  aspiring  of 
German  poets  availed  himself  of  this  fact  to  compose  the 
immortal  song  of  "  The  Bell."  The  most  reckless  and 
weird  of  our  native  bards,  Poe,  found  in  the  graduated 
intonation  and  emphatic  occasion  of  bells  ample  scope  for 
the  remarkable  verbal  and  rhythmic  ingenuity  vvhJch  marks 
his  work.  On  the  same  principle,  Gray  touched  at  once  the 
pensive  strain  of  his  "Elegy"  by  allusion  to  the  curfew. 
There  is  something  remarkably  endearing  in  the  sound  of 
bells.  Whoever  has  caught  their  distant  peal  when  coast- 
ing along  the  Mediterranean  shores,  or  has  felt  the  summer 
stillness  of  an  Alpine  valley  broken  by  the  chimes  from 
some  venerable  campanile,  can  imagine,  as  the  mellowed 
intonations  blend  with  the  scenery  and  make  the  soft  air 
melodious,  how  precious  to  native  associations  must  be  the 
familiar  echoes.  The  bells  of  one's  native  place  have  been 
the  theme  for  many  a  poet  to  ring  the  various  changes  of 
melody  suggested  to  his  fantastic  mind. 
"  On  this  I  ponder, 

Where'er  I  wander, 

And  thus  grow  fonder. 
Sweet  Cork,  of  thee  ; 

With  thy  bells  of  Shandon, 

That  sound  so  grand  on, 

The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee," 

wrote  Father  Prout,  in  praise  of  a  celebrated  chime  in  Ire- 
land. The  old  bells  that  hung  in  the  tower  of  the  Limerick 
cathedral  were  made  by  a  young  Italian,  after  many  years  of 
patient  toil.  He  was  proud  of  his  work,  and  when  they 
were  purchased  by  the  prior  of  a  neighboring  convent  near 
the  Lake  of  Como,  the  artist  invested  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  in  a  pretty  villa  on  the  margin  of  the  lake,  where  he 
could  hear  the  Angc/us  music  wafted  from  the  convent  cliff 
across  the  waters  at  morning,  noon,  and  night.  Here  he 
intended  to  pass  his  life,  but  this  happiness  was  denied  him. 
In  one  of  those  feudal  broils  he  suffered  the  loss  of  his  all ; 
and,  when  the  storm  passed,  he  found  himself  without  home, 
family,  friends,  or  fortune.  The  convent  had  been  razed  to 
the  ground,  and  his  chefs-d'ceuvj-ey  the  tuneful  chime,  whose 
music  had  charmed  his  listening  ear  for  so  many  happy 
days  of  his  past  life,  had  been  carried  away  to  a  foreign 
land.  He  became  a  wanderer.  His  hair  grew  white,  and 
his  heart  withered  before  he  again  found  a  resting-place.  In 
all  these  years  of  bitter  desolation,  the  memory  of  the 
music  of  his  bells  never  left  him  ;  he  heard  it  in  the  forest 
and  in  the  crowded  city,  on  the  sea,  and  by  the  banks  of  the 
quiet  stream  in  the  basin  of  the  hills  ;  he  heard  it  by  day, 
and  when  night  came  and  troubled  sleep,  it  whispered  to  him 
soothingly  of  peace  and  happiness.  One  day  he  met  a 
mariner  from  over  the  sea,  who  told  him  of  a  wondrous 
chime  of  bells  he  heard  in  Ireland.  An  intuition  told  the 
artist  that  they  were  his  bells.  He  journeyed  and  voyaged 
thither  sick  and  weary,  and  sailed  up  the  Shannon.  The 
ship  came  to  anchor  in  the  port  near  Limerick,  and  he  took 
passage  in  a  small-boat  for  the  purpose  of  reaching  the  city. 
Before  him  the  tall  steeple  of  St.  Mary's  lifted  its  turreted 
head  above  the  mist  and  smoke  of  the  old  town.  He  leaned 
back  wearily,  yet  with  a  happy  light  beaming  in  his  eyes. 
The  angels  were  whispering  to  him  that  his  bells  were  there. 
He  prayed,  "  Oh,  let  them  sound  nie  a  loving  welcome. 
Just  one  note  of  greeting,  oh  bells  !  and  my  pilgrimage  is 
done."  It  was  a  beautiful  evening.  The  air  was  like  that 
of  his  own  Italy,  in  the  sweetest  time  of  the  year,  the  death 
of  the  spring.  The  bosom  of  the  river  was  like  a  broad 
mirror,  reflecting  the  patines  of  bright  gold  that  flecked  the 
blue  sky,  the  tower,  and  the  streets  of  the  old  town  in  its 
clear  depths.  The  lights  of  the  city  danced  upon  the  wave- 
lets that  rippled  from  the  boat  as  she  glided  along.  Sud- 
denly the  stillness  was  broken.  From  St.  Mary's  tower 
there  came  a  shower  of  silver  sound,  filling  the  air  with 
music.  The  boatmen  rested  on  their  oars  to  listen.  The 
old  Italian  crossed  his  arms,  and  fixed  his  streaming  eyes 
upon  the  tower.  The  sound  of  his  bells  bore  to  his  heart  all 
the  sweet  memories  of  his  buried  past  ;  home,  friends,  kin- 
dred, all.  At  last  he  was  happy — too  happy  to  speak,  too 
happy  to  breathe.  When  the  rowers  sought  to  arouse  him, 
his  face  was  upturned  to  the  tower,  but  his  eyes  were  closed. 
The  poor  stranger  had  breathed  his  last.  His  own  chef- 
d'siivre  had  rung  his  "passing  bell."  The  language  of  bells 
is  cosmopolitan.  It  needs  no  polyglot  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  those  sounds,  which,  for  fourteen  hundred  years, 
have  announced  from  church  towers  worship,  festivity,  and 
death.  We  may  be  wandering  thousands  of  miles  from 
home,  afnidst  a  crowd  whose  garb  and  tongue  are  ahen,  or 
in  a  lonely  distant  region,  where  the  very  herbage  beneath 
our  feet  and  the  branches  above  proclaim  a  foreign  soil,  yet 
the  instant  a  bell's  chime'  strikes  our  ear,  we  take  up  the 
broken  link  of  our  electric  human  chain,  and  are  at  home  at 
once.  "  Bells,"  said  the  pious  Latimer,  "  inform  Heaven  of 
the  necessities  of  earth,"  and  so  also  do  they  announce  the 
identity  of  human  wants,  instincts,  and  destiny,  and  thereby 
indissolubly  blepd  their  cadences  with  the  sentiment  of  life. 
The  modern  novelists  have  well  availed  themselves  of  this 
fact,  as  in  \'ictor  Hugo's  Notre  Dauie,  and  Dickens'  Little 
Dorrit.  "The  bell  invites  me"  soliloquizes  Macbeth 
on  the  eve  of  crime,  and  Hamlet  can  find  no  more 
delicate  usage  to  betoken  Ophelia's  madness  than  "  sweet 


bells  jangled  out  of  tune."  Moore  sang  of  the  "  Evening 
Bells"  in  lines  that  will  never  be  forgotten.  Afire  and  a 
feast,  a  gratulation  and  a  requiem,  welcome  to  peace  and  call 
to  arms,  all  find  voices  in  bells.  It  was  a  beautiful  reverence 
for  their  office  that  led  the  architects  of  old  to  lavish  their 
highest  skill  on  the  towers  wherein  those  vocal  ministers  of 
humanity  were  to  vibrate.  The  Florence  Campanile  is  a 
memorable  instance.  Its  variegated  marbles,  its  harmonized 
proportions,  and  its  lofty  grace,  so  effective  beside  the  vast 
dome  and  the  massive  spread  of  the  cathedral,  associate 
the  bells  which  call  out  the  "Misericordia,"  and  sound 
matins  and  vespers  over  the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Arno, 
with  one  of  the  fairest  trophies  of  the  builder's  skill.  No 
wonder  that  primitive  laith  consecrated  bells  with  song  and 
prayer,  or  that  science  combines,  moulds,  and  tempers  the 
metals  with  vigilant  care  in  order  to  develop  the  rarest 
charms  of  sound.  One  of  the  most  affecting  legends  of 
which  so  many  charming  ballads  have  been  written  by  the 
Germans  is  the  "Blind  Steed"   of  Langbein. 

"  What  bell-house  yonder  towers  in  sight 

Above  the  market  square? 
The  wind  sweeps  through  it  day  and  night, 

Nor  door  nor  gate  is  there. 
Spe:\ks  joy  or  terror  in  the  tone. 

When  neighbors  hear  the  belt  ? 
.^nd  that  tall  steed  in  sculptured  stone, 

What  doth  the  statue  tell  ?" 

The  answer  to  this  inquiry  is,  that  the  Fathers  of  the 
town  created  what  they  called  the  "  Doom  Bell  of  Ingrati- 
tude," that  whoever  felt  that  serpent's  sting  might  therewith 
summon  the  ministers  of  the  land,  and  have  instant  punish- 
ment awarded  the  oftender.  A  prosperous  citizen  of  the 
place  owned  a  horse  not  less  remarkable  for  beauty  and 
fleetness  than  sagacity.  His  services  were  long  and  memo- 
rable, but  in  his  old  age  his  master  turned  him  adrift  to 
starve.  He  roamed  about  knawing  at  every  chance  twig, 
and  at  last — 

"  Once,  tluis  urged  on  by  hungers  power, 

All  skin  and  bone — O  shame  ! 
The  skeleton  at  midnight  hour, 

■Up  to  the  bell-house  came. 
He  stumbled  in  and  chanced  to  grope, 

Near  where  the  hemp  rope  hangs, 
His  gnawing  hunger  jerks  the  rope, 

And  lo  !  the  Doom  Bell  clangs." 

The  judges  meet,  and  are  astonished  to  find  such  a  plaintiff 
there,  but  consider  'twas  God  that  spoke,  and  compel  the 
ungrateful  master  to  take  home  and  provide  for  his  steed. 
Nature's  daintiest  products  are  the  models  of  bells.  How 
many  flowers  wear  their  shape  !  We  have  all  read  of  "  the 
floral  bell  that  swingeth,"  and  the  delicate  song  in  The  Tein- 
pest  says,  "  In  the  cowslip's  bell  I  lie."  Bells  signalize  to 
consciousness  the  most  precious  associations  of  travel.  We 
seem  to  hear  a  voice  from  the  past  in  the  reverberations  of 
cathedral  bells  in  Europe.  Near  one  of  the  wonderful  old 
churches  on  the  Danube,  in  Germany,or  Italy,  or  in  English 
cathedral  towns,  what  a  panorama  of  history  and  pensive 
retrospection  does  the  sound  of  ancient  bells  awaken  in  the 
imagination,  stranger  !  At  Oxford  and  at  Rome,  at  Rouen 
and  at  Nuremburg,  what  martyrs,  reformers,  saints,  bards, 
kings,  and  artists,  whose  names  blend  with  the  local  memo- 
ries of  the  place,  reappear  to  the  fancy,  as  the  bells  which 
announced  their  advent  or  rang  their  knell  fill  the  air  with 
echoes  from  "the  long,  dim  corridor  of  time."  All  over 
the  continent  are  famous  bells — that  of  Erfurth,  for  instance  ; 
some  celebrated  for  antiquity,  others  for  size,  this  because 
of  its  e.xquisite  tone,  that  on  account  of  some  saintly  tradi- 
tion ;  and  others  are  intimately  connected  with  the  fortunes 
of  the  church  or  town,  wherein  they  have  so  long  rung  out 
their  chimes.  What  a  bloody  history  is  unfolded  before  our 
eyes,  when  the  Sicilian  Vespers  are  sounded  by  the  bells  of 
Palermo.  And  then  the  different  kinds  of  bells  :  the  one 
that  summons  to  the  noonday  repast;  the  one  whose  clang 
awakens  the  early  toiler  ;  the  bell  at  the  stern  which  sounds 
the  monotonous  flight  of  hours  at  sea  ;  those  whose  merry 
click  on  arm  and  ancle  times  the  Egyptian  dancing  girl's 
gyration ;  the  loud,  impatient  clang  of  the  departing  steamer; 
the  warning  notes  of  the  iron  horse,  and  the  solemn  funeral 
knell;  the  tinkling  bells  upon  the  necks  of  browsing  kine  ; 
the  gay  jingle  of  sleigh-bells;  the  mule  bells  tinkling  down 
the  mountain  paths  of  Spain;  the  chime  of  happy  wedding 
bells  ;  the  joyous  peal  of  Christmas  bells,  and  the  hoarse 
note  of  the  startling  fire-alarin.  The  falcon  had  his  little 
bell;  "bell,  book,  and  candle"  were  the  old  instruments  of 
exorcism,  and  a  cap  and  bells  the  court  fool's  badge.  "Silence 
that  dreadful  bell,"  exclaims  Othello,  when  the  isle  "was 
roused  from  its  propriety ;"  and  how  often  on  sensitive 
brain  and  quivering  nerves  does  the  ill-timed  jar  of  the 
intrusive  messengers  awaken  the  same  impatient  protest 
from  invahd  and  mourner.  On  this  side  the  water  the 
church  bells  lack  the  tone  so  mellow' across  tbe  sea;  their 
accents  are  business-like  even  in  their  calls  to  prayer.  Yet 
there  are  notable  exceptions.  Whoever  has  found  himself 
in  Wall  street.  New  York,  on  a  Sabbath  morning,  and  heard 
those  deserted  precincts  of  financial  excitement  resound 
with  Old  Trinity's  harmonious  chime,  must  have  felt  the 
solemn  poetry  of  bells.  In  Independence  Hall,  Philadel- 
phia, is  a  bell,  which,  even  mute,  appeals  to  every  American 
heart  by  this  inscription  :  "  The  ringing  of  this  bell  first  an- 
nounced to  the  citizens  anxiously  waiting  the  result  of  the 
deliberations  of  Congress  (which  were  at  that  time  held 
with  closed  doors)  that  the  Declaration  of  Independence  had 
been  decided  upon,  and  then  it  was  that  the  bell  proclaimed 
liberty  throughout  the  land  to  all  the  inhabitants  thereof!" 
One  in  Boston,  long  endeared,  once  drew  crowds  to  the 
North  End  to  listen.  "Within  the-sound  of  Bow  Bells  "  is. 
the  cockney  way  of  claiming  nativity  in  the  city  of  London 
The  note  of  a  bell  is  of  all  sounds  that  which  comes  near- 
est home  to  the  local  spell  of  a  habitation.  In  cities  where 
rural  sights  and  sounds  are  wanting,  imagination  insensibly 
clings  to  the  aerial  and  familiar  tones  ;  perchance  they 
breathe  over  the  ashes  of  the  loved  or  have  mingled  with  the 
labor  and  the  pastime  of  years.  Above  the  hum  of  trade 
and  the  voices  of  the  thoroughfare,  their  clear,  deep,  pro- 
longed refrain  is,  perchance,  the  only  sound  that  whispers  to 
the  brooding  heart  of  higher  interests  than  the  work  and  the 
pleasure  of  the  hour.  There  is  to  the  forlorn  a  greeting,  to 
the  reminiscent  a  charm,  and  to  the  meditative  an  inspira- 
tion in  their  music. 

"  What  a  world  of  solemn  thought  their  monody  compels." 


THfi      ARGONAUT. 


2B 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


San  Francisco,  December  19,  1878. 
My  Dearest  Madge  :— A  menie  Christmas  to  you,  and 
"God  bless  us  every  one,"  as  "Tiny  Tim"  says  with  a  broad 
philanthropy  which  becomes  contagious  when  the  last  De- 
cember days  are  closing  in.  What  are  you  doing  with  your- 
self away  off  there  among  the  pines,  with  no  tooting  of  tin 
horns,  no  shop  windows,  no  theatre  posters,  no  anything  but 
a  promise  of  snow  and  a  shelf  full  of  tales  and  legends  to 
suggest  that  Christmas  is  here.  I  know  you  are  wishing 
yourself  in  town  to  go  to  the  spectacle,  which  you  always 
consider  as  integral  a  part  of  the  holiday  as  Kriss  Kringle  or 
the  pudding  itself.  By  the  way,  do  you  remember  our  first 
spectacle,  The  Sheep's  Foot?  Nothing  of  it  comes  back  to 
me  now  but  a  tower  in  the  coils  of  a  winding  stairway,  with  a 
pair  of  distracted  and  exceedingly  well  shaped  lovers  at  the 
top,  and  a  comedian  whom  I  then  suspected  to  be  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  very  high  order  of  wit,  who  entreated  us  at  inter- 
vals of  five  minutes,  after  making  most  extraordinary  state- 
ments, "  If  we  didn't  believe  him  to  ask  Lazarillo."  TJie 
Sheep's  Foot  was  a  very  wonderful  affair  in  its  day  and  gen- 
eration, but  I  do  not  think  we  ever  quite  understood  what 
an  English  Christmas  in  the  theatre  might  be  until  the  Mar- 
tinettis  descended  upon  us  with  a  genuine  pantomine. 
What  a  mysterious  fellow  "  Harlequin  "  seemed  with  a  black 
visor  ;'  how  graceful  was  "  Columbine  "  with  her  mazy  twink- 
ling step  as  she  skipped  across  the  stage  for  no  earthly  rea- 
son that  anybody  could  see  ;  what  an  infinity  of  trouble  had 
"  Clown  "  and  "  Pantaloon,"  and  what  ineffable  trash  and  non- 
sense it  all  does  seem  now.  Picture  the  condition  of  that 
old  Englishman's  mind  who  for  forty  years  has  done  nothing 
but  study  up  new  tricks  and  traps  for  the  Christmas  panto- 
mimes. Think  of  the  conservative  English  sitting  down  to 
this  sort  of  thing  year  after  year  and  decade  after  decade. 
We  manage  those  things  much  better  in  America,  do  we  not  ? 
For  who  would  replace  the  bewildering  extravaganzas  of  to- 
day for  the  four  Italians  of  pantomime,  with  the  hoar  of  tra- 
dition thick  upon  them. ^  The  extravaganza  presents  a  de- 
lightfully wide  field  for  various  talents,  and  no  one — from  Do- 
nati,  the  one-legged  dancer,  to  Leona  Dare,  the  beautiful — 
need  rest  in  mute  inglorious  ease.  Has  it  ever  occurred  to 
you,  Madge,  that  just  when  the  weather  is  getting  cold,  and 
the  mercury  dropping  far  down,  the  stage  managers  begin 
to  disrobe  their  coryphdes?  I  am  quite  certain  that  at  about 
this  time  last  year  1  saw  one  young  woman  dressed  in  a 
spangle  and  a  yard  of  tulle,  and  yet  every  one  exclaimed 
"  What  a  beautiful  costume  ! "  She  used  to  absent  herself 
from  the  stage  now  and  then,  and  upon  such  occasions  it 
was  always  given  out  that  she  had  a  bad  cold.  Jack  said 
the  poor  thing  must  have  dropped  the  spangle.  1  think  it 
was  during  this  same  season,  at  all  events  while  the  Kiralfys 
were  in  town,  that  we  had  the  snow  ballet.  Did  you  see 
Palladino  ?  She  was  a  charming  creature  with  a  bright, 
speaking,  sparkling  face,  and  she  danced  with  an  abandon 
and  an  expression  which  the  spindle-legged  De  Rosa  with 
all  her  art  never  managed  to  acquire.  I  recall  Palladino 
especially  in  the  snow  ballet  with  her  ample  expanded  skirts 
weighted  with  snow  drifts — cotton  batting  of  course,  but  what 
matter — and  her  pretty  upturned  eyes  inviting  the  flakes  to 
fall.  You  see  I  am  quite  masculine  in  my  admiration  for  a 
pretty  danseuse.  Strange  that  a  snow  scene  is  so  rare  in  a 
Christmas  spectacle  that  this  charmed  by  its  novelty.  Every- 
thing rather  is  tropical  with  that  strange  bizarre  luxuriance 
of  the  stage,  tropics  which  is  like  nothing  in  nature  or  art 
either,  unless  the  Arabian  Nights  comes  under  one  head  or 
the  other.  What  a  moving  mass  of  this  glittering  splendor 
was  the  scenery  of  Ahmed,  the  Christmas  spectacle  on 
Mission  Street  a  year  or  two  ago.  How  it  sated  the  eye  with 
the  gold  and  silver  tinsel,  its  pink  and  red  trees,. its  blue  and 
gold  bushes,  its  amber  and  vermilion  vines.  What  a  glint 
and  dazzle  and  glare  it  all  was  !  What  an  odd  thing  it  is  re- 
ally that  they  seldom  play  a  Christmas  story  at  Christmas 
time.  The  juvenile  papers  are  always  full  of  good  little  boys 
and  girls  who  hang  up  their  stockings  and  get  them  full  of 
all  sorts  of  delightful  Christmas  contrivances,  and  the  news- 
papers and  magazines  are  full  of  big  boys  and  girls  who  hang 
up  figurative  stockings  and  figuratively  get  them  full.  But, 
although  we  conscientiously  go  to  the  Christmas  spectacle, 
as  a  part  of  the  h?iliday  programme,  we  hear  never  a  word 
of  Christmas  itself  inside  the  theatres.  Yet  I  could  wish  that 
the  holiday  play  might  be  "chock"  full  of  Christmas,  as  the 
youngsters  say,  for  some  day  when  Pictou  declares  a  dividend 
Jack  intends  to  buy  for  me,  for  my  Christmas  present,  the 
matinee  gallerj' ;  and  I  intend  to  fill  it  with  boys,  not  out  of 
any  philanthropical  intention,  but  simply  for  my  own  solid 
enjoyment.  You  may  come  and  sit  with  me,  if  you  will,  in 
an  upper  box  where  we  can  watch  the  faces.  I  am  not  go- 
ing into  the  highways  and  by-ways  for  ragamuffins  alone. 
Any  boy  with  a  big  capacity  for  enjoyment  may  come.  I 
shall  only  stipulate  that  his  mother  let  him  come  without  any 
preliminary  attentions.  A  thoroughly  clean  boy  never  thor- 
oughly enjoys  himself  The  utter  absence  of  all  original  dirt 
has  as  depressing  an  effect  upon  him  as  a  last  year's  bonnet 
on  a  fashion  leader.  Think  of  it,  Madge  ;  two  galleries  full 
of  boys,  rising  tier  upon  tier  above  each  other,  eager,  noisy, 
dirty,  happy,  half  believing  in  the  wonders  behind  the  cur- 
tain with  childish  faith,  half  doubting  with  masculine  superi« 


ority.  They  begin  to  sneer  early,  these  bipeds,  and  a  cynic 
of  ten  is  not  less  amusing  than  a  cynic  of  twenty.  Still,  they 
have  their  weaknesses,  for  never  boy  lived  yet  with  a  soul 
above  a  Christmas  dinner  or  a  new  drum.  Barring  the  drum, 
how  little  they  out-grow  themselves.  I  want  a  Christmas 
play  for  my  gallery  ;  a  rousing,  stirring,  mystical,  magical 
Christmas  play.  A  boy's  faith  in  "  Kriss  Kringle"  is  shat- 
tered too  early.  Long  after  they  have  ceased  to  believe,  little 
girls  of  a  similar  age  will  stand  before  the  shop  windows  and 
discuss  the  intentions  of  Santa  Claus  in  the  chimney  act 
with  most  womanly,  confiding,  and  a  poetic  recklessness  of 
imagination.  "  Which  would  you'd  rather  in  your  stocking," 
asked  one  little  maid  of  another  the  other  day,  "  a  gold  dia- 
mond house,  or  a  silver  ruby  piano?"  Such  are  the  lessons 
of  the  transformation  scene,  where  these  extraordinary  com- 
binations, to  childhood  so  wondrous  and  so  beautiful,  are  not 
impossible.  Therefore,  while  one  views  with  perfect  equa- 
nimity the  decadence  of  the  pantomime,  would  it  not  be  too 
bad  to  see  the  spectacle  as  a  specialty  of  the  Christmas  time 
pass  away?  Two  years  ago  at- the  California  we  had  the 
Mighty  DoUar  for  the  holiday  piece,  and  we  are  to  have  it 
again.  Strictly  speaking  it  can  not  be  barred  out  as  a  spec- 
tacle, for  Mrs.  Florence's  succession  of  toilets  may  be  called 
transformation  business.  You  never  saw  them,  did  you, 
Madge?  It  is  a  mystery,  even  to  the  ladies,  how  she  gets 
into  and  out  of  them,  for  they  look  as  if  they  had  been  neatly 
pasted  on.  If  she  continues  to  make  her  dresses  a  specialty 
it  would  almost  be  worth  your  while  to  come  to  town  to  see 
how  a  dress  can  fit.  People  wonder  how,  being  so  decidedly 
embonpoint,  she  can  appear  so  slender.  Entire  nous,  Madge, 
her  corset  strings  are  said  to  be  as  strong  as  steel  wires,  and 
she  is  unincumbered  with  drapery  excepting  the  balayeuse. 
Jack  has  gloomily  intimated  that  all  of  the  Mighty  Dollar 
that  will  be  around  this  Christmas  will  be  on  the  posters ; 
but,  dear  me,  despite  the  hard  times,  Christmas  is  always 
jolly  whoever  croaks.  At  Baldwin's  they  are  furbishing  up  a 
little,  too.  We  are  to  have  a  drama,  an  ordinary  drama,  but 
they  have  sacrificed  themselves  to  the  spectacular  so  far  as 
to  include  a  body  of  Highlandmen  in  full  dress — if  I  may  use 
a  figure  of  speech — as  one  of  the  attractions.  It  is  quite  a 
reversal  of  the  usual  order  of  things  to  see  the  short  skirts  on 
the  men  at  this  season,  but  it  is  all  the  more  a  novelty.  Pict- 
uresque as  it  is,  how  rarely  we  see  the  Highland  kilt  upon 
the  stage.  And  I  think  nothing  is  queerer  than  the  tiny  bit 
of  plaid  which  the  prima  donnas  introduce  in  JLucia  or  La 
Dame  Blanche,  as  a  mild  concession.  Not  Guilty,  I  take  it, 
is  in  some  sort  a  military  drama.  We  are  to  have  the  boom 
of  fire  arms  and  the  clash  of  steel — and  noise  is  one  of  the 
ingredients  of  enjoyment.  Where  are  the  two  hundred 
young  ladies  coming  in  who  were  advertised  for  ?  Are  they 
to  be  Highlandmen,  or  plain  soldiers  ?  The  bill  sayeth  not. 
All  I  know  is  that  Jack,  who  does  know,  is  perfectly  satified. 
But  the  spectacle  _^rtr  excellence  will  be  Rez'cls,  at  the  Grand 
Opera  House.  There  should  be  an  injunction  against  open- 
ing this  house  except  at  Christmas  time.  I  do  not  know  of 
a  more  profoundly  gloomy  undertaking  than  a  visit  to  the 
Grand  Opera  House  under  ordinary  circumstances.  As  it 
happens,  there  are  but  few  of  sufficiently  morbid  tempera- 
ment to  make  the  experiment  frequently.  I  have  seen  the 
house  full  three  times — once  for  Aida,  once  for  Wachtel,  and 
once  for  Ahmed.  There  is  also  a  tradition  that  Snoivjlake 
drew  a  good  house  the  first  night.  A  propos,  I  see  that  An- 
nie Pixley  has  quite  won  the  Bostonians  as  "  M'liss,"  and 
a  gushing  admirer  writes  that  "  she  has  made  a  hit  in 
the  drinking  song  from  GiroJIe-GiroJla."  What  a  blessing 
was  Catharine  Lewis  to  the  California  songstresses,  who  have, 
one  and  all,  attempted  to  copy  her  in  this  her  chcf-do'uvre, 
and  have  one  and  all  failed  to  catch  the  French  piquancy  of 
her  style.  There  is,  however,  at  least  one  advantage  in 
Annie  Pixley's  singing  it.  She  can  not  be  singing  "  Pretty 
as  a  Picture "  at  the  same  time.  Truly  there  is  balm  in 
Gilead.  Now  if  some  severe  course  of  discipline  could  be 
brought  to  bear  upon  Miss  McHenry,  "  Pretty  as  a  Picture  " 
might  yet  be  effaced  from  the  earth.  This  much  at  least  can 
be  laid  to  Alice  Oates'  credit,  that  however  disgreeable  she 
may  have  made  the  entertainment  for  the  public  by  a  capri- 
cious bronchial  tube,  she  has  never  yet  inflicted  "  Pretty  as 
a  Picture "  upon  them.  Honor  to  whom  honor  is  due. 
Talking  of  Mrs.  Oates,  I  understand  that  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore 
will  be  a  sparkling  and  strong  Christmas  attraction.  I  have 
it  from  good  authority  that  all  that  lozenges,  soothing  syrup, 
and  newspapers  may  do  to  allay  that  cough  will  be  done. 
And  yet  with  a  cold  three  months  old  she  has  made  Sulli- 
van's Sweethearts  all  the  rage.  She  sings  it  well,  too,  the 
little  midget.  As  for  little  women,  what  will  Ella  Chap- 
man look  like  frolicking  around  the  big  stage  in  the  Revels  ? 
Like  a  Brazilian  bug,  most  likely.  I  intend  to  be  compli- 
mentary, for  what  is  prettier?  And  I  make  no  doubt  she 
will  be  tricked  out  like  a  rainbow,  so  that  all  we  shall  see  will 
be  the  flash  of  color,  for  she  is  nothing  but  a  little  suggestion 
after  all.  How  will  burlesque  do  in  that  great  place — the 
grave  of  Evangeline  f  But  the  "  Surprise  "  people  bring 
good  luck  in  their  wake.  I  remember  the  ill-fated  Winetta 
Montague,  in  one  of  those  disastrous  seasons,  as  "Venus," 
or  "  Luna,"  or  one  of  those  girls  who  wear  very  little  toggery, 
but  a  very  nice  article  of  dry  goods,  so  far  as  it  goes.  What 
a  magnificent  Junoesque  creature  she  was  in  her  white  span- 
gled diaphanous  robe,  and  in  all  the  glory  of  a  beauty  which 
might  have  been  Hygeia's  osvn.  Those  Beauclerc  girls,  in 
the  same  line,  were  very  attractive,  too,  were  they  not  ?  The 
tall  one  especially — I  do  not  recall  their  names — who  wore 
in  one  play  a  singular  costume,  which  from  one  point  of 
view  was  the  ordinary  burlesque  dress,  and  from  another  the 
dainty  toilet  of  a  woman  of  fashion.  But,  dear  me,  you 
will  not  care  for  a  thrice-told  tale. 

"  Here's  the  end  of  my  p^iper, 
Good-night,  if  the  longitude  please." 

I  have  rambled  along  about  Christmas  without  really  tell- 
ing that  anything  is  going  on,  for  the  simple  reason  that 
nothing  is  doing.  We  are  all  agog,  waiting  for  the  wonders 
of  the  coming  week.  Till  then,  with  once  more  a  merry 
Christmas,  I  am,  dearest,  your  own  Betsv  B. 


■  For  full  announcements  of  the  Christmas  attractions  at 
the  various  theatres  see  programmes  published  on  the  twenty- 
eighth  page.  The  specialties  are  :  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore,  at  the 
Bush  Street  Theatre  ;  Revels,  at  the  Grand  Opera  House  ; 
Not  Guilty,  ?i\.  Baldwin's;  and  The  Mighty  Dollar,  &l  the 
California. 


SOLILOQUY  ON  THE  ANCESTRY  OF  MAN. 


Durwhi ! — Thou  reasonest  well  ;  else,  whence  tliis  love, 

Among  the  race  of  man,  of  savage  things? 

Why  does  the  cruel  hunter  love  to  kill  ; 

E'en  though  his  greedy  maw  be  gorged  with  flesh 

Of  slaughtered  beast  and  bird? 

Why  does  the  angler, 
With  bated  hook,  beguile  the  harmless  fish, 
And  snatch  it  from  its  crystal  home  for  sport. 
When  not  impelled  by  hunger? 

Old  habits  tell!    Man  can't  forget  the  time, 
In  the  dim  long  ago,  when  with  savage  claw 
He  seized  his  prey,  and  tore  with  fangM  tooth 
His  victim,  limb  from  limb,  and  drank  its  blood 
Ere  yet  its  quivering  heart  had  ceased  to  beat. 

The  stately  dame  and  dainty  damsel  still. 

Though  clothed  in  glossy  silks  and  snowy  lawns, 

In  dress  and  gait  give  unequivic  signs 

Of  memories  ot  the  lost  aurestrat  tail : 

And  jewel'd  hand,  and  neck,  and  ear,  but  tell 

Of  savage  times  Te  the  historic  fig  leaf 

Became  the  simple  cloak  of  modesty. 

The  dreamy  poet  still  delights  to  sing 

Of  running  brooks,  of  wood,  and  meadow  green  ; 

Of  wintry  storms,  and  whispering  breezes  soft  ; 

Because  his  native  instincts  lead  him  back 

To  the  time  when  his  naked  ancestors 

Dwelt  in  raves,  and  dens,  and  through  the  forest  roamed 

In  search  of  food  ;  climbing  the  lofty  tree. 

And,  a  ded  by  the  useful  caudal  member, 

Swung  from  branch  to  branch  to  pluck  the  lipest  fruit  ; 

Or  stretched  their  hairy  iimbs  upon  the  earth, 

Without  the  faintest  dream  that  Plato  e'er, 

In  academic  groves,  would  teach  his  high 

Philosophy,  or  Virgil  sing  beneath 

The  spreading  beech  his  pastoral  melodies. 

Therefore,  friend  Moses  !  I  am  forced   to  think 
That,  in  the  quaint  old  story  told  by  thee 
Of  a  fair  Eden,  and  the  fall'  of  man 
From  some  high  state  of  angel  innocence, 
There  must  be  some  mistake — 'tis  very  pretty, 
And  well  wove,  but  of  too  thiit  a  texture 
To  stand  the  test  of  rigid  criticism. 
For,  if  man  e'er  lived  that  pure  and  simple  life 
Described  by  thee  amid  the  bowers  of  Eden, 
Some  remnant  of  his  early  innocence 
Would  surely  yet  remain.  Q.  E,  D. 

San  Francisco,  December  i6. 


A  Day's  Shooting. 


The  brown  hills  bask  in  the  morning  sun. 

The  chaparral  leaves  with  dew-drops  gleam, 
As  up  the  canon,  with  dog  and  gun, 

I  follow  the  birds  by  the  half-dry  stream. 

Hither  and  yon  in  her  eager  quest. 

Whipping  her  sides  with  her  busy  tail, 

Ranging  the  cover  with  tireless  zest, 
Topsy  is  seeking  the  nut-brown  quail. 

See  !     By  that  sage-brush  near  the  rock 
Her  nose  has  caught  the  delicate  scent ; 
"  Steady,  my  beauty,  we'll  find  the  flock 

Hard  by  that  scrub-oak  gnarled  and  bent." 

The  swift  feet  pause  in  their  fleet  career- 
Instantly  motionless  now  each  joint — 

Like  a  carven  statue  sharp  and  clear, 

Topsy  has  come  to  a  "dead-sure  point." 

The  whirring  covey  have  taken  wing  ; 

Two  of  their  number  have  flown  their  last. 
"  Dead  bird  !     Good  Topsy  ;  there — toho— bring!  " 
On,  where  we've  marked  down  those  that  passed. 

Beneath  the  madrono's  cooling  shade 
I  lie  at  length  for  the  noonday  rest, 

And  watch  the  bright  play  of  colors  made 

By  changing  lights  on  the  bay's  broad  breast. 

The  evening  shadow  begins  to  fall  ; 

The  fog  rolls  in  through  the  Golden  Gate — 
"  Yes,  my  good  Topsy,  I  hear  them  call, 
But  we  must  be  off  ;  it's  getting  late." 
San  FRANCfSco,  December,  1878.  G.  Chismore. 


The  Unborn  Soul. 


Life!  I  have  heard  strange  tales  of  you, 
Of  your  weird  winds,  and  starlit  dew, 

And  temples  wonderfully  cold; 
Your  cities,  full  of  loneliness  ; 
Your  twin  souls,  glad  in  one  caress  ; 

Your  face's  passion,  worn  and  old. 

I  have  known  souls  that  came  from  you 
With  sad  brows  bound  with  weary  rue, 

And  after  them  a  weeping  came  ; 
But  some  without  a  sound  go  by 
Crowned  with  uncliallenged  purity, 

And  eyes  intense  with  sudden  flame. 

Blind,  cravings  urge  me  in  my  dre-ams  ; 
I  am'  not  yet,  but  still  it  seems 

I  shall  be  soon.     The  hidden  source 
Of  being  seems  to  slowly  fill  ; 
1  wait  with  passive  yearning  still 

For  the  great  flood  of  human  force. 

The  souls,  as  yet  ungarmented. 
Press  round  mc  without  noise  or  head  ; 
And  there  is  one  de.ir  soul  who  saith 
That  she  will  clothe  herself  ere  long. 
And  if  I  guide  her  through  the  throng 

We  shall  have  love  through  life  and  death. 
Ntles,  December,   1878.  CiiARLF-s  H.   SurNN. 


Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Christmas,  1878. 


Vermicelli  Soup. 

Stewtd  Terrapin.     Poialocs  Roasted  in  their  Skins. 

Hoilcd  'J'urkcy,  Oyster  Dressing  and  Sauce. 

Orcen  Peas,     liroiled  Tomatoes. 

Roman  Puncli. 

Roast  Pic  and  Apple  Sauce. 

French  .Arlicliokc  Sniad, 

English  Plum  I'lidditiR.     Mincc  Pie. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Pc.irs,  Plums,  Bananas,  Oranges,  and  Grapes. 

\V'.ilnuls,  Almonds,  Figs,  Prunes,  and  Kaisins. 

To  Make  English  Plum  Pl  dpinc. — Take  half  a  pound  seeded  raisins,  holf 

pound  currants,  half  pound  sugar,  half  pound  breao  crumbs,  and  a  very  liitic  flour; 

two  ounces  lemon  and  orange  peel,  one  ounce  almonds  blanched,  all  finely  '■hopped; 

four  egg*  (no  milk).     Mix  with   brandy.     Hoil  in  a  b.-viii  or  mould  fi,.;  hours. 

Serve  with  a  rich  pudding  sauce.     It  is  not   ncccssar>'  to  make  ihis  pudding  the 

day  it  is  to  be  eaten  ;  it  may  be  prepared  a  day  or  two  in  advance  and  steamed 

when  needed,  or  the  batter  can   be  kept.     This  receipt  may  be  r..'',i;d  upon,  as  it 

was  obtained  from  a  celebrated  Enslisn  housckeeptr. 


1 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


MERRV  CHRISTMAS 

B.  Hi  GO'S 


The  LargcNl  Collection  of 

Standard  Works  of  Ficiion,  History,  Travel, 
Biosrapliy,  Poetry,  and  i;cneral  Litera- 
ture,  in    Fine    Librarj-    liindiny. 

ILLl'STKATED  GALLERIES 

Bound  ill  h.-Jf  and  fall  morocco. 


JUVF.NILES 

In  set^  aotl  separate  %»Iaracs. 

Bibles,  Praycr-Books,  and  H>-mnals,Games. 
Toy  Books,  etc.,  etc. 


RUSSIAN    LEATHER 

Writing    I>esi.s    Poflmoniuics.    Portfolios,  Jcwclrj'  Ca>c>, 

Work  lioxcs  Lunch  Boxes,  MitJc  Rolls,  cic 
Photograph  Albums  Stamp  and  Autograph  Albams,  and 

ELEGANT  STATIONERY, 

Embracing  the  new&t  styles  of  Wedding,  Cocrespooding 
Visiting,  and  Menu  Cards. 


C'o|>|MM-  Plat*'  Enjn'aviiig 

aud  Priuting  a  Spot-ialty. 


BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

EOOKSKLLEKS  AND  STATIONERS. 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 


CALIFORNIA 

SPOOL  SILK 


TESTIMONIAL. 

Referring    to    certain   advertisements   re- 
cently published  derogator)*  to  the  quality  ol 

CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK, 

We   beg  to  offer  the  following   testimonial 
from  the  largest  dealers  in  the  city. 

CALIFORNIA  SILK  IViPG  GO. 


GEO.  W.    PRESCOTT.  IRVING  M.   SCOTT. 


H.   T.   SCOTT. 


QF  ALL  DESCR/PTIO.XS  AAD   OF 

^"^  Standard  Kcpuiaiion,  pl-ij-ing  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  airs.  The  largest  ;ind  best  as^^ortnicnt  in  this  cit>'. 
MUSIC.\L  BOXES  WITH  CHANGEABLE  CYLIN- 
DERS alwa>-s  on  hand.  New  and  interesting  styles  con- 
stantly recci^-ed.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REP.\IRINO    OF    MUSICAL    BOXES    thoroughly 
d»r>c  in  all  their  particularities- 

M.   J.    PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUFACrURERS  AND  IMPORTERS, 
120  Suiter  Street,  San  Fianciico. 
Branch  of  House,  680  Broadvrav.  New  York. 


We,  the  undersigned,  hereby  state  that  we 
have  sold  the  CALlFOR.NI.\  SPOOL  SILK 
for  a  number  of  years,  and  have  found  it  to 
give  entire  satisfaction. 

We  recommend  it  to  the  public  as  equal  in 
quality  to  any  siik  in  this  market,  of  either 
Foreign  or  Eastern  manufacture.  [Signed.] 
DOi\N"E    &    HE.VSHELWOOD,     No.    i 

Montgomerv  .StreeL 
FRATINGER  &  NOLL,   10  to    14  Mont- 
gomery Street. 
F.  CHESTER  &  CO.,  3410  36  Montgomery. 
KAINDLER  &  CO.,  Ville  de  Paris,  comer 

Montgomery  and  Sutler  Streets. 
J.  S.^MLELS,  2S  Kearny  Street. 
THE  WHITE  HOUSE,  J.  W.  Davidson  & 

Co.,  comer  Kearny  and  Post  Streets. 
S.  MOSGRO\E&CO.,  114  and  ii6Keamy. 
THE  L.\CE  HOLSE,  U.  Samuels,  104  to 

loS  Keamv  Street. 
BUYER,  REICH  &  CO.,  129  Kearny  StreeL 
S.  BINE,  1 30  Kearny  Street. 
LANDERS  S:  GILMORE,  132  Keamv  Sl 
SULLIVAN'S  CLOAK  &  SUIT  HOUSE, 

220  Keamv  Street. 
THE  SILK  HOUSE,  Samuel  Leszynski  & 

Bro..  120  Kearny  Street. 

B.  SCHONWA3SER  &  CO.,  222  KearaySt. 
JACOBS  &  GLASS.  226  Kearny  Street. 

P.  B.  KENNEDY,  232  Keamy  Street. 
OCONNOR,    MOFF.\TT    &   CO.,   ill  to 

115  Post  Street. 
O'NEILL,  KENNEDY   &   .STU.A.RT,  S75 

Market  Street. 

C.  CURTIN.  911  Market  StreeL 

J.  J.  O'BRIEN  &  CO.,  924  to  92S  Market  St 
O'DWYER  &  EINHORN,  36  and  3S  Third 

Street 
rUTNOTTO    &   SIL\T;RMAN,  42   to  46 

1  sitd  Street      .■\nd  hundreds  of  others. 


O.  F.  WILLEY  &  CO. 

IMrORTCKS   AND   MANUFACTURERS  OF 

FINE  CARRIAGES  &  WAGONS 

No.  427  MosTGOMCKV  St.,  Sa.n  Francisco. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  WagoDS  inantifactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  Neiv  York. 
W.  D.  ROGERS,  Philaddphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREY,  Camden.  N.  J., 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  KILLAM  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
COOLING  BROS..  Wilmmgton 


AI.SO,  ACE>nrs  FOR 


HARNESS  MANUF.ACTURED  EV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  S:  .MANDEVILLE,  AND 

.\.  H.  DUNSCOMEE. 

.Also,  a  fine  assoctment  of  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc. 


USEFUL 

HO  LI  DA  V     PRESENTS 

AT  — 

MULLER'S 

OPTICAL   DEPOT, 

ijj  Montgomery  Street^ 

Xcar  Bush. 


/- 


.V  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califoroia, 
in  and  for  the  Ctt)'  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

S.  MAGGIE  WHEELER,  plaintiff,  :-f.  GIRAD  B.  H. 
WHEELER,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  Disuict  ol"  the  State  of  California,  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  tiled 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerl:  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
GIR.\D  E.  H.  WHEELER,  defendant: 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above-named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
Caiifomia,  in  and  for  the  City  and  Coant>-of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  n-ithin  ten  day^ 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service),  after  the  ser^nce  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county  ;  or,  if  ser\ed 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  ■within  twenty  days; 
otherwise,  within  forty  days — or  judgment  bydefault  w-ill  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 
.  The  5aid  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  judgment  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  on  the  grounds  of  failure  to  pro- 
vide the  plaintiff  with  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  and 
extreme  cruelty  to  said  plaintiff,  by  the  defendant,  and  that 
the  said  plaintiff  be  allowed  to  resume  her  maiden  name,  to 
urit :  S.  Jiaggic  Saunders,  as  w-ill  more  fully  appear  in  the 
plaintiffs  complaint  herein,  to  which  reference  is  hereunto 
expressly  made. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  thes^d  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia, in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
twenty-fifth  day  of  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thousand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 

[neal,]  THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Clerk. 

ByW.  STEVENSON,  I>eputvaerk. 

TiLDEN  &  Wilson,  Attorneys  for  Plaintiff. 


TiJALE  6-  SO RC ROSS  SILVER  MIN~ 

ing  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  FrajKriico,  California. '  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  gi^-en,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  tenth  (loih)  day  of  December,  iSjS,  an  assess- 
ment (No.  60)  of  fifty  (50)  cents  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  c:^Mt^  stock  of  the  corporation,  pa)-able  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Seo-etary,  at  the  o£ce  of 
the  Company,  Room  58.  Ne%-ada  Block,  northwest  comer 
Pine  and  Montgomerj-  Streets,  San  Francisco,  Califomio. 

i\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  fifteenth  (isih)  day  of  January,  1879,  will  be  delin- 
quent, and  adven^ed  for  sale  at  pubuc  atiction,  and,  unless 
payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Friday,  the 
sei.-enth  day  of  February,  1879,  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
sessment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JOEL  F.  LIGHTNER,  Secretary. 

OSce — Room  58,  Nevada  Blodc,  nwthwest  comer  Pine 
and  Moctgomery  Streets,  Sao  Fraoctsco.  California. 


UNION   IRON  WORKS 

{  Kouiiucd  1045.)      Post  OiTiCc  V-ox  3i?3. 

COR.    FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 

SAN     F  R  .\  N  C  I  S  C  O 


MANUFACTIFRERS    OF 
Compres-sed  Engines, 
Air  Compressors, 
Rock  Drills, 

Portable  Hoisting  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary  and  Portable  Boilers, 
Baby  Hoist,  comptele. 


CONSTANTLY  ON   HAND  AND  FOR   SALE, 

Direct-actmg  Pumping  and  Hotsting  Engmcs, 
Upright  and  Stationary  Engines, 

Qu.'uiz  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machinery- 
Bkke's  Rock  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
All  manufactured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmarL-diip,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


THE  LASTJENSATION! 

u  yHE   SOCIETY  IN  SEARCH  OF 

Truth :  or,  Stock  Gambling  in  San  Francisco."    A 
No%"el,  in  Forty-four  Chapters,  by 

I.  F.  CLARK, 

A  former  member  of  the  Pacific  Stock  Exchange.     Now 
ready.      Read  it. 


ryiVIDEND   NOTICE.  — OFFICE   OF 

the  Standard  Gold  Mining  Company,  San  Francis- 
co, Cal.,  Dec  7,  187S. — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors of  the  above  named  company,  held  this  day,  Di\-i- 
dend  No.  16  of  one  dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable  on 
Thursday,  the  12th  day  of  Deeember,  1878.  Transfer  books 
closed  on  Monday,  December  9,  187S,  at  3  o'clock  p.  m. 
\VM.  WILLIS,  Secretary. 
Office,  Room  29  Ne%'ada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery- 
Street,  third  6oor,  San  Francisco,  Cal, 


SURE 


REMEDY   FOR    BALDNESS. 

Proscriptloij  Free  t"  any  person 

_       _    _  who  will  afrre«  to  paj-  81,  wtiea  a 

new  growth  oT  Hair.  WhlsXen  nr  MustacLts  is  actuoUj  pro- 
dDc«d.    Sanderson  &  Co.,  3  Clinton  Place.  Hew  York. 


ARIZONA  SILVER  MINING  COM- 

pany.' — Location  of  works,  UoionWlIe,  Humboldt 
County,  State  of  Ne\-ada.  Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  ninth  (9th)  day  of  December,  i3^8,  an 
assessment  (No.  4)  of  one  dollar  (Si)  per  share  was  levied  on 
the  capita!  stocV:  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  No.  29,  Ne%-ada  Block,  No.  309  Mont- 
gomery Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  Monday,  the  thirteenth  (13th)  day  of  Januarj-,  1879, 
will  be  delinquent  and  ad\-ertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mon- 
day, the  third  {3d)  day  of  February,  1 879,  lo  pay  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  WILLIAM  WILLIS,  Secretarj-. 

Office — Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  509  Mont- 
gomery Street,  San  Francisco.  California. 


c 


'RO IVN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL  VER 

Mining  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California.  Location  <^  works. 
Gold  Hill,  Storey  County,  Neii-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i3th  day  of  December,  1S7S,  an  as- 
«esssment  (No.  36)  ofone  dollar  (Si)  per  share  was  leWed  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  Slates  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary-,  at  the  office  of 
Com[>any,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
California. 

.■\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  sixteenth  (i6th)  day  of  January,  1879,  **"•"  he 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  pubhc  auction,  and 
unless  payment  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Thi'rsday, 
the  sixth  day  of  February,  1873,  "^  P??'  ^^  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

JAMES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

Ofoce — 203  Bush  Street,  Room  10,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel, 
San  Francisco,  California. 


/ 


N  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

1ZETT.\  GOODHUE,  plaintiff  vi.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Caiifomia,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  C>3unty  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  tht  Clerk  of  said  District  tl^urt. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant: 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  tn  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  ser\-ice  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  ser*'ed  out 
of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days ' 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  ■will 
be  taken  against  you,  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action'  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
fore existing  between  plaintiff  and  defendant  upon  the 
grounds  set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which 
special  reference  is  hereby  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

.■Vnd  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  demanded  therein. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  Court  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  i^th 
day  <^  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  sei-enty-eighi. 

ISEAL.]  THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk. 

By  J.  H.  PlCHEN%  Deputy  Oerk. 

Woods  &:_Coffev,  Attorneys  for  Plaintiff, 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Insurajice  Company 

[ESTABLISHED    IN    1S74.] 


Paid  up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 


I    FRANCISCO,  CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT,  President. 

Fkrd.  K.  Rulb Secretary. 

I.  G.  Gardner General  Agent. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE   COMPANY  OF  CAIJA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  oflice,  405  California  Stzeet,  San  Francisco. 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  President. 
CHAS.  A.  UTON.  Secretary. 


n^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSURANCE   COMPANY,    FIRE   AND   MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS £450,000 

Principal  Office,  218  and  220  Sansome  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers: 
A.  J.  BRYANT,  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-President, 

CH.\S.  H.  CUSHING,  Secretary, 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Sunwo 


s 


AVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 


Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Alining  Dis- 
trict, Storey  County,  Ne\'ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fourth  (4th)  day  of  December^  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  36)  of  one  dollar  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately 
in  United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  ofScc  of 
the  Ompany,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Monlgom- 
erj-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  i^-hich  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
OH  the  seventh  (7th)  day  of  January,  18  jg,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Monday,  the  twenty- 
seventh  day  of  January,  1879,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.  E.   B.  HOLMES,  Secretary-. 

Office,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


nOULD  &-  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Francisco,  California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia, 
Storey  County,  Nc^-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i8th  day  of  November,  187S,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  (Si  50)  per 
share  was  lesied  upon  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation, 
payable  immediately,  in  United  States  gold  coin,  to  the 
Secretary,  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  Room  69,  Ne%-ada 
Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

.Any  stock  upon  which thisassessmeotshallremain unpaid 
on  the  Z3d  day  of  December,  187S,  tt-ill  be  delinquent,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  payment  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Tuesday,  the  fourteenth  day 
of  January,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  to- 
gether with  cost  of  ad%'enising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors. 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  69,  Ne^'ada  Block,  309  Montgomery  Street, 
San  Francisco,  Caiifomia. 


APPLICATION  TO  BECOME  SOLE 

■^~'-  TR.\DER.  —  Notice  is  hereby  given  that  I. 
Emma  S.  Howe,  wife  of  Charles  W.  Howe,  of  the  city 
and  county  of  San  Francisco,  State  of  California,  will  apply 
to  the  County  Court  of  said  city  and  county  and  State 
aforesaid,  on  Monday,  the  23d  day  of  December,  a.  d. 
1878,  the  same  being  a  day  of  the  November  terra,  a.  d. 
1878,  of  said  County  Court,  for  the  Judgment  and  decree  of 
said  Court,  authorizing  and  permitting  me  to  act  as  a  S«]e 
Trader,  and  as  snch  to  carry  on  and  conduct  in  my  own 
name,  in  said  city  and  county  and  State  aforesaid,  the  busi- 
ness of  buying  and  selling  merchandise,  buying  and  selling 
real  and  personal  property  and  mining  stocks,  and  to  keep 
boarding  and  lodging-house,  and  to  loan  and  borrow  money 
on  mortgage  or  otherwise,  and  to  do  and  perform  all  acts 
connected  ft-ith  or  incident  to  said  different  branches  of  bus- 
iness. EMMA  S.  HOWE. 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  November  iSth,  a.  d.  1878. 


r 


N  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 


Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

FRANCES  .A.  NELSON,  plaintiff,  vs.  DAVID  P. 
NELSON,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Caiifomia  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
David  P.  Nelson,  defendant :        • 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  Uie  above  named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
CZalifomia  in  and  for  the  City  and  Cotmty  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(e.\clusive  of  the  day  of  ser^-ice)  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  wi^in  this  county;  or,  if  ser\'ed 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
takui  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  expressly  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  ret^uired,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
13th  day  of  September,  in  tKe  j'ear  of  our  Lord  one  thou 
sand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eighL 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Qerk, 

[seal,]  By  W.  Ste\'enson,  Deputy  Clerk. 

Geo.  L.  Wooijs  and  Joh.s  J.  Coffey,  Atiome>'s  for 
Plaintiff. 


TtlE       ARGONAUT. 
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CANNaCOAL 

A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRATE 

-^      COAL  for  sale  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  yrS  Sansome  StreeE. 


PATTERNS-DEC.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp   for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
Sail  FraucUco. 


CHRISTMAS 

r^AiXDiES  a?:d  holiday  goods 

^-^     supplied  to  Church  Festivals  and  Parties  at  wholesale 
rates.     Imported  Cap  Bonbons,  extra  fine,  50  cents  a  dozen. 

ROBERTS,  comer  Bush  and  Polk  Streets. 


/ 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 

\  ITo.  24  Post  Street, 

B.^  PEA>"CISCO,  CAI« 

Opposite  Mecliamcs'  Institute. 
'MP ARTS  A   THOROUGH  PR  ACT  I- 


cat  Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 
French,  German,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy,  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  eajoj"ing  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of 
public. 

LIST   OF    FACULTY. 
E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C.  Woodbury, 

H.  M,  Steams,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C  Woodburj',  T.  R.  Southern, 


J.  A,  Chesnutwood, 
A.  P.  DuBief, 
R-  Sorcini. 
Lloyd  Baldwin, 


Mrs.  W.  J.  Hamilton, 

F.  Seregni, 

Geo.  Jebens. 

A-  Vander  Naillen. 


For  full  "particulars,  call   at  the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  E.  P.  HEALD, 

—  President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 


No.  510  Sacrajiento  Street. 


THOMAS   BOYSON,  M.  D. 

fL'niversitj'  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

pHYSICIAA'  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  Office  hours,  11 
A-  51.  to  I  P.  M,,  6  to  8  P.  M.  Sunday  11  to  1  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


J.  J.  CLARKE,  M.D. 

No.  106  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco. 


J.  J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


D     C.  MOWBRA  Y,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

'      224  STOCKTON  ST..  corner  Post.  S.  F. 


THE  VERTIGAL  FEED. 

'THE  ONLY  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  market.  The  New  Davis  Vertical  Feed 
Sewing  Machine,  130  Post  StreeL 

MARK  SHELDON. 
P.  S. — Howe,    Florence,   \Mieeler  &   Wilson,   Grover   S: 
Baker,    Domestic,   Weed,   WUlcox  &  Gibbs,  for  sale  at  $10 
each. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  ALL  RESPECTS. 
r\UIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

^^     for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     £^  Entra.ice 
south  side  of  Court.  A.    D.    SHARON. 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

ATOTARY  PUBLIC,    No.    326K    Mont- 

gomerj-  Street,     Residence,    1803   Stockton    Street. 
San  Francisco, 

EUREKA  STONE  MFC  GO. 


pUREKA  STONE   SEWER  PIPE  A 

■^■^      specialtj".      None  but  the  best  brands  of  English 
Portland  Cement  used. 

Factory,  535  Bkannan  Street. 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

A  TTORNEY  AT  LA  W,  No.  jog  Cali- 

fomia  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


PflVIDEND    NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

■^  THE  C.\LIFORNL\  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco, Dec.  7ih,  1878-  At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  above  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  29)  of  One  ($1)  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  payable 
on  Monday,  December  16, 1S78. 

C.  P.  GORDON,  Secretary. 


ELITE  DIRECTORY 


For  San  Francisco,  Oakland,  and  Vicinity. 


THE  BLUE  BODK  OF  THE  PACIFIC  COtST. 


wmim 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 
31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics' Institute  Building. 
ELEG.4.VT  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

Sole  .Agent  for  Pacific  Coast-T- 

SS"  Ow-ners  of  Chickering  Pianos  are  specially  requested 
to  leave  orders  for  tuning  at  warerooms,  31  Post  Street. 


A  Private  Address,  Carriage  and Chcb  Directory 

and  Visitijig  Gzdde,  contahiing  the  N'anies 

and  Residence  Address  of  nearly  Six 

Thousand  Society  People. 


TABLE    OF    CONTENTS: 

San  Francisco  .Society — An  article  descriptive  and  historical,  going  back  to  early 
days  and  mentioning  the  prominent  beaux  and  belles,  and  the  fashionable  resi- 
dence quarters  of  the  city  at  different  dates,  etc. 

Reception  Days — General  information  regarding  the  same. 

Special  Address  and  Calling  LLst— a  carefully  compiled  list  of  society  people, 
their  residence,  address,  and  reception  days,  made  up  from  various  select  invita- 
tion lists  and  special  sources  of  information,  and  comprising  over  two  thousand 
families.     Something  of  value  to  every  member  of  polite  society. 

Army  Calling  and  Address  List. 
Xary  Calling  and  Address  List. 
Pcrmaneut  Guests  at  Principal  Hotels. 

Bar  Association— History-  and  membership. 
Al*t  Association — Histor>-  and  membership. 
Loring  Club — History  and  membership. 
CSlit-Chat  Club— History  and  membership. 

Article  on  Social  Club  Life  in  San  Francisco. 

Pacific  Club— History  and  Membership. 
Fnlon  Club— History  and  membership. 
Bohemian  Clul>— History  and  membership. 
Occidental  Club,  Oakland— History  and  membership. 

San  Francisco  Verein,  German  Club— History  and  membership. 

Concordia  Club,  .Jewish— History  and  membership. 

Spanish  American  Club— History  and  membership. 

Theatre  Diagrams— Giving  official  bo.x  office  plans  of  all  the  principal  theatres, 
with  numbers  of  boxes  and  chairs,  so  that  a  ready  reference  can  be  had  at  home  to 
the  exact  location  of  seats  secured  by  tickets  by  comparing  numbers.  This  feature 
is  alone  worth  the  price  of  the  volume. 

Shopping  Guide — Giving  location  of  place  of  business  and  general  information  con- 
cerning a  few  of  our  high  class  retail  establishments. 


TIu  ELITE  DIRECTORY  will  be  a  book  of  288  pages,  ele- 
gantly bound  ill  blue  and  gold,  gilt  edged,  and  handsome  in  typogra- 
phy, paper,  and gejieral  appearaiue. 

READY  ON  OR  ABOUT  THE  FIRST  OF  JANUARY,  1878. 

A.  L.  BAXCROFT  A  CO.,  Publishers. 
F.  M.  SOMERS,  Editor  and  Compiler. 


T,J/ARERUOMS,   N.   IV.   CORNER 

"^       KE.\RNV  -\ND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &.   CO. 

I  SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSIC.-\L  INSTRUMENTS. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


(TROVER  &'  BAKER  SEWING  AND 

^-^    Embroidering  SILKS,  Pure  Dye,  Full  Weight.    To 
the  tiade  and  at  letaiL 

J.  W.  EVANS,  29  Post  Sutet. 


PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

Have  a  full  assortment  of 

J  ADIES'  AND   GENTS  FURNISH- 

-^^  in?  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideri«, 
French  and  Valenciennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Veil- 
ings and  Ruchings,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

Ani  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  HATS  &.  GAPS 


In  the  city. 


F 


ILIPPE'S     ACADEMY     OF    LAN- 


guaqes,  120  Sutter  Street.  French,  Spanish,  English, 
German,  Italian,  Latin,  Greek,  Pomiguese,  Russian,  and 
Scandina\-ian  languages  taught,  at  moderate  terms,  by 
horough  teachers,  with  the  shortest  and  best  methods. 
Classes  or  pri\'aEe  lessons  day  and  evening.  Take  ihe  ele- 
vator.    Free  school  library  for  the  students. 


JOE  POHEIM 


Tailor, 


203  Montgomery  St.  and  103 
Third  Street,  under  the  Russ 
House,  near  Bush  Street,  has 
just  received  a  I^rge  assortmeat 
of  the  latest  st)-Ic  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from x$ 

13"  The  leading  question  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
found  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
answer  is  at 

I9jOE  POHEIM, 

ij-C*  203  Morit^ofiierv  St.  and    103 

\:X,"  lliird  St. 

-  --  Samples  and  Rules  for  Self- 
Mcasuremi-nt  sent  free  to  any 
address.     Fit  guaranteed. 


• 
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GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE. 


REVELS 


John  Torrence  &  Co Managers. 


REVELS 


BRILLIANT 

REVELS  HOLIDAY  ATTRAITIOX! 

REVELS  Commencins 

REVELS  Tuesday  Evening. Dec.  34. 


REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 
REVELS 


LIMITED  ENGAGEMENT 

RICE'S  SURPRISE  PARTY, 

Who  will  appear  for  the  first  lima  in  the  new 

GR.\XD    COMIC     EXTRAVAGANZ.\, 

With  spectacular  Effects,  entitled 

REVELS! 
REVELS! 

Whicli  will  be  produced  with 

BEAUTIFUL  SCENERY. 

MAGNIFICENT  COSTUMES. 

NOVEL  MECHANICAL  EFFECTS. 

—  A?.-n  - 

GREAT   STAR   CAST! 

In  nJdilinn  to  which 

200    AUXILIARIES 

Will   appear,  clad  in  costumes  of  rare  beauty. 


Admission,  $i,  50  and  35  cents.  Reserved 
seats  50  cents  extra.  Sa]e  of  seats  Avill  com- 
mence at  the  box  ofBce  Thursday,  Dec.  loth. 


SOUVENIR  TICKETS  FOR  THE  OPEN- 
tXG  NIGHT. 


Graud  iliristiiias  Matinee 

AT  T^VO  O'CLOCK  P.  M. 

To  all  parts  of  the  house,  50  cents.     Reserved 
seats,  35  cents  extra. 


FRAUDS  IN  THE  PIANO  TRADE, 

Unscrupulous  dealers  in  the  piano  trade 
have  in  many  instances,  in  order  to  sell  worth- 
less instruments,  copied  the  name  as  well  as 
reputation  of  some  leading  manufacturer,  and 
by  that  means  flooded  the  market  with  dis- 
graceful instruments,  that  are  frauds  in  con- 
struction,) material,  and  name.  Among  the 
many  leading  firms  who  have  thus  unjustly 
had  their  names  used  in  order  to  sell  this 
class  of  instruments  are  the  Decker  Bros. 
The  great  merit  of  their  pianos  was  the  di- 
rect cause  of  their  being  pirated.  In  order 
to  protect  themselves  and  the  public  the 
above-named  firm  commenced  suit  in  New 
York  against  one  of  these  fraudulent  houses, 
and  the  result  was  a  triumph  in  behalf  of  jus- 
lice.  The  action  thus  taken  reflects  great 
credit  on  the  above-named  firm,  and  the  pub- 
lic may  feel  perfectly  safe  in  purchasing  the 
Decker  pianos,  by  dealing  only  with  the  au- 
thorized agents,  Messrs.  Kohler  &  Chase,  of 
this  city,  w-ho  have  one  of  the  largest  and 
finest  establishments  on  this  coast,  on  Post 
Street.  The  unrivaled  beauty  of  finish  and 
power  and  delicacy  of  tone  of  the  Decker 
pianos  has  given  them  justly  a  national  rep- 
utation. 

For  fine  fitting  custom  clothing,  go  to  J.  M. 
Litchfield  &  Co.,  No.  41 5  Montgomery  Street 


Those  imported  canes  at  J.  M.  Litchfield 
&  Co.'s,  No.  415  Montgomerj'  Street,  are  ver>' 
fine,  and  really  worth  one's  inspection.  What 
can  be  better  for  a  holiday  present  ? 


For  fine  gilt  Vienna  bronzes,  the  most  elr 
egant  ever  imported  to  San  Francisco  ;  for 
marble  and  bronze  statuary,  of  choice  and  ar- 
tistic design  ;  for  Russia  leather  goods,  gen- 
uine in  material,  unique  in  style,  and  of  most 
exquisite  patterns  ;  for  clocks,  beautiful  as  or- 
naments and  perfect  as  time  -  keepers  ;  for 
exquisite  vases,  articles  of  virtu,  and  all  sorts 
of  beautiful  Christmas  gifts,  go  to  the  house 
of  H.  SiERiNG  &  Co.,  Importers,  Mont- 
gomery Street,  front  of  Lick  House 
Block. 


HOLIDAY 


BUSH  street  theatre 

CHAS.  E.  LOCKE PROPRIETOR. 


Muiulay   Evening,   Dee.  23d,   Every  Evening,  and  Matinees  on 
€liristnias  and  Satnrday. 


THE  LONDON  SUCCESS !  THE  MUSICAL  ABSURDITY : 


Words  by  W.  J.  Gilbert,  music  by  Arthur  Sulli\'an,   now  in  its  eightli  month  at  the 
Opera  Comiqiie,  London, 

H.  M.S. PINAFORE 


Positively  the  final  production  of  the 


DATES  ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  CO. 

In  San  Francisco,  and  next  to  their  last  week. 


PERSONAGES  IN    H.  M.  S. 


RALPH  RACKSTRAW.  A  Common  Sailor ALICE  GATES. 

Sir  Joseph  Porter,  K.  C.  B J.  G.  Taylor. 

Captain  Corcoran Edward  Connell. 

Dick  Truck Richard  Beverley. 

Dick  Deadcye James  A.  Meade. 

Bin  Bobstay,  Boatswain R.  E.  Graham. 

Bob  Bucket C.  N.  Decker.    Harry  Backstay Mills  Hall. 


Jack  Jib Ed.  Horan. 

Tom  Gasket J.  M  cLaughlin. 

Billy  Scraper Geo.  Bugby. 


Jim  Junk Geo,  Clare. 

Tom  Buntline A.  Goodwell. 

Tom  Tucker C.  Walkins. 


MIDSHIPMEN. 


Mr.  Easy Miss  Bessie  Temple. 

Charley  Masher Hatlie  Richardson. 


Hon.  Heartbreaker Pauline  Hall. 

Chas.  Brassbound Jennie  Tanner. 


Josephine  Corcoran Miss  Lulu  Stevens. 

Buttercup Miss  Agnes  Halleck. 

Hebe,  Sir  Joseph's  First  C  jusin Miss  Alice  Townsend. 

Klorcncc,  Sir  Joseph's  Second  Cousin Miss  A.  Hall. 

(Clementina,  Sir  Joseph's  Aunt Miss  Sexton. 


H.  M.  S.  PINAFORE.-HIS  MAJESTY'S  SHIP  PINAFORE. 

Secured  from  the  Opera  Comique,  London,  especially  for  this  Holiday  production,  introducing  as  it 
does  many  novelties  strikingly  original  and  unique,  and  scenic  effects  of  a  most  realistic  character  by 
Graham.  It  is  confidently  expected  that  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore,  which  will  likewise  by  the  last  production  by 
the  Gates  Organization  in  San  l-Vancisco,  will  prove  to  be  their  most  enjoyable  efforr  H.  M.  S.  Pina- 
fore will  positively  conclude  this  most  extraordmary  engagement,  the  largest  and  most  successful  of  its 
character  ever  played  in  this  city,  and  it  might  almost  be  said,  in  America. 

SEATS  FOR  EACH  PERFORMANCE  NOW  AT  THE  BOX  OFFICE. 


Beginning  Monday  Evening,  December  2.3. 

SEE    THE 

ELECANT  SILK  DRESS  PATTERNS 

ON   EXHIBITION  IN  THE 

Show  IVindows  of  the  IVhite  House 

To  be  given  away  Nightly  and  at  the 

CHRISTMAS    AND    SATURDAY   MATINEES 

Together  with 


ATTRACTIONS 


OTHER  COSTLY  PRESENTS 


ROMAN'S 


II    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


A    U  Q  LJ  '  O 

PANORAMA  OF  THE  WORLD. 


QALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Barton  &  Lawlor MANAcaRS. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


Monday,  Dec.  23,  last  nights  of 

MR.  F.  S.  CHANFRAU, 

—  AND  — 

m.\gnificent, production 

—  OF    THE  — 

OCTOROON, 

Mr.  Chanfrau  a.s  "  Salem  Scudder." 


Friday  Evening,  December37th — 

FAREWELL  BENEFIT  OF  MR.  CHANFRAU. 


EXTRA    CHRISTMAS     MATINEE    WEDNESDAY. 


USUAL   MATINEE   SATURDAY. 


Monday,  December  30th — 

MR.  AND  MRS.  W.  J.  FLORENCE 

—  IN  — 

THE  MIGHTY  DOLLAR. 
(STANDARD  THEATRE. 

Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 

Lesske  AND  Manager M.  A.  Kennedy. 

Business  Manager P.  H.  Kirby, 

Treasurer C.  S.  Walton. 

This   (Saturday)  evening,  Dec.   2isl,  third  week  and   con- 
tinued success  of 

MR.  JOSH  HART 

And  his 

NOVELTY    COMPANY. 

The  laughable  burlesque, 
WAS  SHE  LED  OR  DID  SHE  GO  ASTRAY, 

The  new  local  sketch  entitled 
THE  TERRY  JOINED   THE  GANG  EXCURSION. 

Introducing  the  old-fashioned  Nine  Pin  Dance.    The  com- 
pany in  a  new  olio. 

MATINEE  TO-DAY  AT  TWO  O'CLOCK. 
Next  week  entire  change  of  bill. 

GRAND    CHRISTMAS    MATINEE. 
J^ALDWINS   THEATRE. 

Thomas  Maguire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer 

Positively  last  appearance  of 

CLARA    MORRIS 

Thus  Saturday  (matinee),  Dec.  wist, 

ARTICLE  47, 

CLARA   MORRIS  AS  CORA. 

NOTICE. 

The  theatre  will  be  closed  on  Saturday  evening  for  a 
dress  rehearsal  of  the  grand  musical,  military,  dramatic, 
and  spectacular  Christmas  piece, 

NOT    GUILTY. 

Sunday  evening,  Dec.  sad,  the  novelty  of  the  season, 

MASTER   RICHARD   LOUIS  LEVY. 

The  boy  tragedian,  as  MACBETH. 

MISS   OLIVE  WEST, 

Her  first  appearance  on  any  stage,  as  LADY  MACBETH. 

Monday,  Dec.  23d,  and  every  evening  during  the  week,  the 
production  of 

NOT    GUILTY. 

Grand  Matinee  Chri.stmas  Day,  New  Year's  Day,  and  every 
Saturday  at  two  o'clock. 


A.   D.  REMINGTON, 


411  AND  413  SANSOME  STREET, 


All  sizes  and  weights 


NEWS  AND  MANILA  PAPER 


Constantly  on  hand. 


SOLE  AGENTS  FOR 


Remington  Paper  Company,  Watertown,  N.  Y.  ;  Hudson 
River  Pulp  and  Paper  Company,  Palmer's  Falls,  N.  Y. ; 
Watertown  Paper  Company,  Watertown,  N.  Y,  ;  Lick  Mills, 
Santa  Clara,  Cal. 

The  paper  on  which  the  Argonaut  is  printed  is  furnished 
by  this  bouse. 


I 

I 
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HOpV  GIFTS  FOR  OLD  AND  YOUNG. 

A  MAGNIFICENT  ASSORTMENT 

CHAIRS,  WORK  STANDS, 
KURRACHEE  RUGS, 
AND  FANCY  ARTICLES. 

WAKEFIELD  RATTAN  CO.,  38  geary  street. 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

Tlie  Extra  loo    Yards.      Quarter  Ounce.      Ounce  Spools.      Em- 
broidery Silks. 
THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  over  loo  white  women  and  girls.      Sold 
by  all  first-class  dealers. 


GRAND    HOTEL, 


fen 


3 


Its 
9 


i^oi/^B^^ 


SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA. 
JOHNSON  &    CO. 


Proprietors. 


AMERICAN  DISTRICT  TELEGRAPH. 

UNIFORMED    MESSENGERS. 

Special  Detail  to  Deliver  Christmas  and  New 
Years  Presents. 


OFFICES: 


222  SANSOME  ST., 
2  I  I  KEARNY  ST., 
833  SUTTER  ST., 
965  MISSION  ST., 
POWELL  AND  UNION, 


CALIFORNIA  AND  FILLMORE, 
MISSION  AND  TWENTIETH, 
FOURTH  AND  BLUXOME, 
HAYES  AND  LAGUNA, 
BUTCHERTOWN. 


PATTERNS. 


Messrs.  E.  Buttcrick  &  Co/s  Cele- 
brated Patterns  -•-  Their  Merits 
--•Why  They  are  rnivei*saUy 
Preferred  to  AU  Others. 


'T'HEIR  PA  TTERNS  ARE  NO  T  ONL  Y 
■'■  prepared  with  the  utmost  precision,  but  have  the 
advantage  of  being  graded  in  all  sizes  by  a  method 
which  fifteen  years  of  constant  trial  have  failed  to 
proved  incorrect,  and  which  remains  a  secret  with 
themselves. 

The  great  object  of  their  method  of  grading  has 
been  to  secure  the  proper  fit  for  every  desired  size, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  retain  the  style  unchanged. 
This  they  have  effected  so  thoroughly  that  any  one 
can  obtain  a  pattern  requiring  but  little  variation. 

The  ladies  will  find  garments  made  from  their  pat- 
terns the  best  expontnts  the  fashionable  world  ex- 
hibits of  elegance,  style,  utility,  and  economy. 

We  say,  without  hesitation,  their  patterns  are  the 
latest  and  most  fashionable,  and  the  most  reliable  in 
use.  Every  one  using  these  patterns  will  save  at  least 
twenty-five  per  cent,  which  would  be  incurred  by  any 
other  method.  The  label  on  each  pattern  shows  the 
size,  kind,  and  the  amoimt  of  cloth  and  trimming 
needed,  as  well  as  a  picture  of  the  garment  when  fin- 
ished. It  also  gives  explicit  directions,  which,  if  care- 
fully followed,  preclude  any  possibiUty  of  mistakes  in 
cutting  and  maicing. 

Agencies  for  the  sale  of  their  patterns  are  located 
in  every  city  and  town  on  the  continent 

Their  branch  house  for  this  coast  Is  124  Post  Street, 
DEMING  &  BARRETT.— .Fr«w  Morse  fir»  Woo£s 
Fashion  Journal.  ' 


TJIVIDEND    NOTICE.—INDIAN 

Queen  Mining  and  Milling  Company,  Room  69  Ne- 
vada Block,  San  Francisco,  December  16,  1878. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany held  this  day,  dividend  No.  4  of  Twenty-five  (25) 
cenLs  per  share  was  deeiared,  payable  on  Friday,  December 
17,  1878.  ALFRED  K.  DURBROW,  Secretary. 


JJIVIDEND  NOTICE. —  OFFICE    OF 

the  Eureka  Consolidated  Mining  Company,  Nevada 
Block,  Room  37,  San  Francisco,  December  16,  187S.— At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany, held  this  day,  a  dividend  (No.  3S)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  payable  on  Friday,  December  20,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  December  21st. 

W.  W.  TRAVLOR,  Secr^uT. 


P 


-HE  AANUAL  MEETING  OF  THE 


Stockholders  of  the  Consolidated  Virginia  Mining  Com- 
pany will  be  held  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No.  26  Ne- 
vada Block,  309  Montgomery  Slreet,  in  this  city,  on  Thi  ks- 
DAY,  the  ninth  day  of  January,  1S79,  at  one  o'clock  p.  m,, 
for  the  election  of  a  Board  of  Trustees  to  ser\'e  for  the  ensu- 
ing year,  and  for  the  transaction  of  such  other  businefis  as 
may  properly  come  before  the  meeting.  Transfer  bo;)ks 
will  close  Saturday,  December  28,  1876  at  twelve  o'clock 
noon.  A.  \V.  HAVENS,  Secretary. 

San'  Francisco,  December  15,  1S78. 


P 


UBLIC  ADMINISTRA  TOR, 


WILLIAM  DOOLAN, 

Office  No.  12  Nevada  Block. 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNEYS-AT-LAW, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Euii-dinu, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  01  Clay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


DIAIVmiDS. 

The  most  attractive  assortment  of 

DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC., 

And  Novelties,  for  ihe  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  C.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

110    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


W.  K.  VANDER8LICE  &  CO. 


NO.   136  SUTTER  STREET. 


IMMENSE    REDUGTIO 

IN     SILVERWARE. 

SOLID  STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  AND  FORKS, 

Of  our  own  viaimfacltirc,  at  $  1.4-0  A'''  ''-•> 
THIS  BEING  MUCH  LOWER  THAN    THEY  EVER  HAVE  BEEN  SOLD. 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AT  LOWEST  RATES. 


DIAMONDS  OF  RARE  PERFECTION 

In  single  stones,  and  carefully  matched  pairs,  set  and  unset. 

EMERALDS,  RUBIES,  AND  SAPPHIRES, 


AND    OTHER    PRECIOUS    STONES. 


WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AND  SILVERWARE 

AT  UNEXCEPTIONABLY  LOW  RATES. 


RMAN  &  LEVY, 


iig  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


kXikm^     SKIDMORE 

FINE  MILLINERY. 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN    STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

II 14  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


THE  GAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  C.-W  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


JOHN   E.   QUINN, 

1400  POLK  STREET,  CORNER  OF  PINE, 

n^HE   LEADING,  ONE  PRICE   FANCY  GOODS  STORE  OF  WESTERN 
-*     Addition.    A  full  line  of 

First  <'IiiNs  Fancy  Goods,  t>i'css  Tiiiiiiiiiims.  Hid  Ulovrs,  llolidsi.v 
Oifts,  A'otions,  etc.,  etc. 

I  do  not  advertise  to  gi\e  my  j,oods  away  as  many  do,  but  will,  and  do,  sell  them  at 
the  lowest  market  prices. 

Open  Eveuiiigs. 
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WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

"^  Golden  Hair   so  much  admired.     Superior  lo  the  im- 

ported urttcie  by  reason  of  its   rrcshne>&  and   the  core  used 
in  Its  production. 
PKICE,  L.\RGE  BOTTLES,  $a. 

>!.->nufaciur«I  by  1 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &.  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Comer  Monigomcrj-  and  Bush  Sireets,  San  Francisco, 


OUTHERNKCtFt 


WINTER    ARRANGEMENT, 

CoMMESCINd    .MoNP-VV,    Xov.    1 3,   1S7S. 

Pa-isenger  iraitis  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Town&end  Street,  between  Third  and  Founb,  as 
folluurs : 

P  -«  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Cilroy.  HoUister, 
'^•J^  Trcs  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soledad,  and  all  Way 
I  Stations.  Ji^  At  P.ajako,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aptos  and  Santa  Criu.  .-\i  S.\lis.\s  the 
.\L  A  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Moutcrey. 
fiSTST.vCK  connections  made  with  this  train. 

for    San    Jose   and  Way  Sta- 


ALASKA 

COMMERCIAL  GO. 

No.  310  San'some  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   C.    MERRILL    &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Aeeiits  for  ibe 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

304  AKD  3o6  California  St.        -       •         San  Francisco. 


Nethton  Booth,  C  T.  WHEKLiiR,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glo^'er,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

IJ/-    \V.  DODGE  &-  CO., 

WHOLESALE   GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETCHINGS, 


fO.^0^, 


M.  DAILY 

tioii& 


-    -^  P.  M.  D.\ I  I.Y  (Sundays  excepted)  for  GUroy,  and 
J'O^  W.^y  Stations. 

A  An    '*■    ^*-    ^-"^^LY    for    San    Jose    and    Way    Sta- 
T'X^  lions. 

X    ^f.  P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menio    Park  and  Way  Sta- 
^•J  ^  tions. 

isJ"  The   extra  Sund-w  train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions is  discontinued  fier  ttic  Winter  season. 

EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  inlcrmcdbte 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturda>'s  and  Sunday*  mornings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Monday,  inclusive. 
K.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 


Superintendent. 


Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 


SOUTHERN    DIVISION'S. 

S^  Pa.sscngers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Divisions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferr>- 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  v.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Moh?ve,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmlmgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
Ri\-cr.  and  Yuma. 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  November  it,  1878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Beats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco; 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  Wharf,) 

T  QQ  P.  M.^  DAIL  y,  Sundays  inchmed^ 

^  '  Steamer  "James  M.  Donahue"  (Washington 

Street  ^Vha^f ),  connecting  with  Mail  anJ  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Peialuma,  Santa  Rosa,  HealdsDurg,  Clover- 
dale,  .and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
\-inc  for  Sonoma :  at  Gej-ser^-ilie  for  Skaggs'  Springs,  at 
Clovcrdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

SS"  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbei's,  Guemeviile,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 

(.AJrive  at  San  Francisco  10.30  a.  m.) 

Freight  recei\-ed  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  P.  m.  daily  (excepl 
Sub  day). 

Ticket  Office.  Washington   Street  Wharf. 

.\RTHfR  Hi'GH&s.  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A-  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  .\gent. 
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CHRISTMAS,    1878. 
UST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE  COL- 

_  lection   of  6nc  Engravings   specially  purchased   in 

Italy  for  the  Christmas  inule.  Nothmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
ing, which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W.  K.  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  note  address — -nt  Monlgomerj-  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


REDINGTON'S 

FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY   PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  snperior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinar)' 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wherever  tested  ox  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STAND.\RD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consnmers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

RED  I  N  GTON    &.    G  O  . 

SAX  FR.\XC1SC0.  CKU 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Ur.iil  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCES  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  !;end  for  New  Illustrated 
Bc«Ic      Prices  reduced. 

M.VGXETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sao-amento  Street,  San  Francisco, 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AcJEXTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  5=3  COMMERCIAL  STREET. 
i    :  :  5  L^;dcpdorTT_Str«t.  San^raodsco. 


QCCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 

STEAMSHIP     COMPANY 

^  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  ^\'ha^f,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OCEANIC,        BELGIC. 

Februar>' 18  I  December 17  j  Januarj- 16 

May 16     March 15     April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No,  2  Monigomcrj-  Street. 

For  freight  apply  to  Geo.  H.  Rice,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Companj's  Wharf,  or  No.  218 
California  Street. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  GenT  Passenger  Agent 

LELAND  STANFORD.  President. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steameis  with  unequaled  accommodations   for 
passenzers  will  leave  San  Francisco ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  1st  of  everj-  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  everj-  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  ^•^a  PANAMA,  CENTR.\L  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the   5th    and 
20th  of  each  month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,   E.  C,   PUGET  SOUND   PORTS, 

ani  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

20th, 'and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIA.MS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agenu, 

Corner  First  and  Brannan  Streets- 


PACIFIC   COAST  STEAMSHIP   CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  whaif 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  everj  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA.  SANTA  CRUZ, 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  lea\'ing  San  Francisco  about 
everj-  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 

Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  neak  Pine. 

G00b.\LL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frar.ciseo. 


chas.  s.  fox. 


H.  B.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

ATTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office.  No.  5^  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  2,  and  ^ 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORXEV   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chaat  Street,    Room   16.      Probate     divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, and.all  odier  cases  attended  te. 


C.  P.  R.  R. 


QOMMEXCIXG  TUESDAY,  DECEM- 

ber  5,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BO.\TS 
WILL  LEA  VE  :iAN  FRANCISCO: 
0\-KRLA.s-D  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Stkeet. 

7  00    ^*    '^^■?    ^^^^y>     VALLEJO 

/  '_  _     Steamer  (from    Market   Street   Landing),  con- 

necting with_  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
istoga^l"he  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundav-s  excepted)  for  Woodland  and  Knight's  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows, 

[.Ajrivc  San  Francisco  8.10  r.  M.] 

7  QQ   A.  M.,   DAIL  Y,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  *  sengcr  Train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferrj*  and  via  Liv- 

crniore),  amving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  m.,  and  connecting 
with  AUantic  Express.  Connects  at  Nilcs  with  train  arriv- 
ing atSan  Jose  at  10.15  a.m.  [Returning,  train  from  Tracy 
arrives  at  6.05  P.  M.] 

S  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,   A  TLANTIC 

*  Express*  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  5:  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Mar\-s\-iUe. 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (\'irginia  Cit>-),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  GaJt  with 
train  arrivin^at  lone  at  3.40  r.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  3.15  P  M.j 
Sunday  Excitrsion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez AT  Reduced  Rates. 

10  00   ■"'•    ''■'•'  O^^LY,   (VIA    OAK- 

*  land  Ferr)'),  I^oc'J  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Nilcs.  [.\rrivc  San  Francisco  4.05  v.  .M.J 

T  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

0  *  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and 
Niles),  stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5.20  i:  M.  [.\rrive  San  Francisco  at  9.-(s  a,  ii,] 

?  00   A  '''•'    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

«_?  ■  Railway  Passenger  Train  (\'ia  Oakland  Ferr>-) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[.Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a.  m.] 

d  00  ^-  ^'■'   DAILY,   SOUTHERA 

1  '  Expre.ss  Train  (^-ia  Oakland  Ferrj-,  Northern 
Ky.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton). 
Mcrccd,  Madera,  Vis-ilia,  Sumner,  ilojave,  Ncwhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Sanla  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
"  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
lon,  and  Yuma  (.\rizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [.\rrive  San  Francisco  at  12,35  p*  *'-] 

4  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

■ir  '  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calistoga  (The  Gej-sers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  g.^s  p.  11.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11.10  a.  m.] 

/I  QQ  P.  M.,  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

jT*  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

Wharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.) 

A  no   ^-    "'•^■'    DAILY,    THROUGH 

T^*^^  Third  d.-iss  and  Accommodation  Train,  %'ia 
Oakland  Ferry,  Northern  Ry.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arris-ing  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  *■  ^'-  [-Arrive  San  Francisco  9.05  a.  M.] 

yi     JQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,  LOCAL  PAS- 

"7^  •  ,_7  senger  train  (\-ia  Oakland  Ferr^-)  to  Haj^vards, 

Nilcs,  and  Livermore.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  3.35  p.  -M.] 

C  nn   P-   ■^^■'    DAILY,    OVERLAND 

^  '^^  Emigrant  Train  (%-ia  Oakland  Fcrr^'  and 
Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance  for   Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sujidays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose." 

FERRIES   AND    LOCAL   TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 
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B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

NO  TEAM  THOROUGH  F.\RE. 
The  Long  (Oakland)  Wharf  from  and   after  Dec  2,  1878, 
will  be  closed  to  Team^=^,  Stock,  etc 

CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San  Francisco — Daily — E6.00 — 7.20 — 8.15— 9.15 — 
10L15 — 11.15  A,  M.  '2-15 — 1-15 — 2'=5— 3-t5 — ^4-15 — 5-15 
—^.15  P.  M. 
FromOaklj^nd — Daily — E5.45 — 7.10 — 8.05 — 9.05 — 10.05 — 
11.05  A.  M.  12,05 — 1-05 — 2-15 — 3-05 — 4.05 — 5.05 — 6.0' 
p.  M.  B — Sundays  excepted. 

"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  fiimished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  loi  and  103  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN, 

General  Sup'L  Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Ag'L 


"J^HE  NEVADA   BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

9         SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


P.iid  up  Capital §10,000,000  Gold 

Reser^-e  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3.500,000     " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane.  President. ,    J.  C  Flood,  Vice-Presidcni. 
John  W.  Mackav,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev 
.Agents  at  New  York, 


H.  W.  Glen.nv. 

Geo.  a.  King 

( C.  T.  Christensen. 
(62  Wall  Street.)!  Geo.  L.  Bkander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers'  Credits,  available  in  any 
part  of  the  world.  Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
ble, and  draws  Exchange  at  customar\'  usances-  This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On  the  principal  Cities  throughout  the   United   States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonics,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

New  York  Bankers The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A. 

Amer    Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


7  HE  ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
J-  (Lbnited.) 


No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


London  Office. 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  AgcnU J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Cc 

Authorized  Capital  Stock $b,ooo.ooc 

Surplus  Eafnings 1^0,000 


I 


^Vill  receive  Deposits,  open  .Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  availabie  throughout  the  world. 

Fred'k  F.  Low,  >xi,„,„.« 
IGN.  Steinhar^,  r*^ee«- 

P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


qrHE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA^ 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


Capital SjjOOOjOOO 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President . 

Thomas  Brow.s' Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New- 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Ausualia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  \1rginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  DubHn,  Paris,  Berlin.  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort -on- Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


H 


I  BERN  1  A  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney- 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan. 

TRL'STEES. 
M.  D.  Sweeney,  JI.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.   McAran, 
John  Sulli%-an,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R-  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahoe, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue. 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Tobin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Iklontgomery  Streets 


REMirrANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  countr>-  may  be  sent  through  Wei  5, 
Fargo  Sc  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Societj'  wtII  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  dep<»it  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


I 


ODD  FELLOWS'  SAVINGS  BANK 

Incorporated October  13,  1S66. 

Reorganized August  7,  1878. 

OFFICE,  No.  238  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

Authorized  capital  and  resen^e  fund,  $292,000 

MARTIN  HELLER,  President. 
James  Benson,  Secretary-  and  Cashier. 


F 


RENCH  SA  VINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  Bush  Street,  ae5ve  Kzarne^',  San  Francisco. 
G.  M.AHE,  Director. 


LEE  D.  CRAIG, 

Notary  Piiblic  and  Commissioner 
of  Deeds. 

"TEARING  OF  DEPOSITIONS,  Search- 

ing  of  Records,  Conveyancing,  and  the  incorporating 
of  Mining  Companies,  specialties. 

No.  600  Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  corner  of  Clav, 
San  Francisco, 
B^  Successor  to  F.  V.  Scudder. 
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E.  WOLF  &  CO. 

DEALERS     IX 

FINE  STEEL  ENGRAVINGS. 


Photogravures  and  Photographic  Copies  of  Original  Paint- 
ings of   the  most  celebrated  masters  in 
Europe  and  America. 


MIRRORS  AND  FINE  PICTURE  FRAMES 

Of  all  sizes  and  designs. 


625  Market  St.,  under  the  Palace  Hotel. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC  STUDIO, 

838  MARKET  STKEET, 

OPPOSITE  FOURTH  STREET SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL. 


Sittings  can  be  secured  by  Telegraph  or  Telephone  from  the 

Branch  Offices  of  the  American  District 

Telegraph  Co.  and  Hotels. 


THOS.  H.  JONES  &  CO.,  Proprietors. 


GRAND    HOTEL 

SA:?f  FRANCISCO,  CAL.       ' 

JOHNSON    &    CO.,    PROPRIETORS. 


FIRST  GLASS  ACCOMMODATIONS 


NEW  DESIGNS  IN  NEW        BOOKS! 

TOILET  ARTICLES  ,..,,..,,  ,,.,^,,. 


W'e  have  just  received  from  Paris  a  complete  assortment  of  elegant 

IVORY  TOILET  SETS, 

Of   new  and    beauaful  designs;     PERFUME    CASES,  and  RARE 
PERFUMES,  to  which  we  invite  attention. 


H.  P.  WAKELEE  El  CO. 

Druggists  and  Perfumers. 


THE 


MANUFACTURING  COMPANY'S 

NEW  FAMILY  SEWING  MACHINES, 

Xow  selling  at  a  GREAT  reduction  from  former  prices. 
2S2.S12  OF  OUR  MACHINES    SOLD   IN  18^7. 


2 


Buy  ojily  the  Gcnuhie.    Bcvare  of  Counterfeits. 
CAUTION. 

No  Singer  Machine  genuine  with  our  TRADE  MARK  {%w&-n 
above)  stamped  on  the  side,  and  our  corporate  name.  "The  Singer 
Manufacturing  Company"  in  gold  letters  on  the  top  of  the  arm  of  the 
machine. 

Buy  of  our  authorized  agents  only.  Beware  of  Bogus  Agents 
and  Counterfeit  Machines. 

THE    SINGER    MANUFACTURING    COMPANY, 

118  Suiter  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Keamv,  San  Francisco. 


COPPERPLATE  PRIXTIXG  A  EXORAVIXG 

Of  all  descriptions  are  specialties  \\ith 

BILLINGS,  HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS 

Nos.  J  and  S  Montgomery  Street, 

SAN   FRANCISO. 


P.  H.  Burnett,  President.     R.  H.  McDonald,  Vice-Pres. 
S.  G.  MURPHV,  Cashier. 

PACIFIC  BANK. 


Capital  $1,000,000 

Surplus .50»,»08 


GENERAL  BANKING  BUSINESS. 


FOR  FAMILIES. 


Hinkle's  Passenger  and  Baggage  Elevator. 


p.  J.  White,  President.  John  Fay,  Vice-President. 

Geo.  O.  S.mith,  Jr.,  Secretarj-. 


WESTERN 

FIRE  &  MARINE  INSURANCE  CO.s  GAL. 

409  CALIFORNIA  STREET, 

San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Geo.  H.  Sanderson, 
W.  W.  Dodge, 
Wm.  M.  Lent, 
Henry  Casanova, 
P.  J.  White, 


BOARD  OF  DIRECTORS: 

Wm.  Willis, 
Michael  Kane, 
J.  Macdonough, 
John  F.  Boyd, 
John  Fay, 


P.  Alferitz. 


THOMAS    DAY, 

VVl  and  I'M  Sutter  Street, 

GAS  FIXTURES,  CLOCKS,  BRONZES,  AND 
HOLIDAY  SPECIALTIES, 

Including  Fan  Fire  Screens,  Brass  Andirons  and  Candlesticks,  and  a 
choice  selection  of  BISC  WARE. 


SHIRTS,  NECKWEAR,  &  UNDERWEAR 


In  choicest  selections  at 


SILVERSTEIN'S 

p^o  and  g52  Market  St.,  Baldwins. 


MISS  LIZZIE  CARTER, 


LEADING   MILLINERY  STORE 

906  Market  St.  and  5  Ellis  St.,  near  Stockton. 


FRED.  H.  LORING, 

923  Market  St.,  near  the  Baldwin,  San  Francisco, 

dealer    I.N    FINE 

TEAS,  COFFEE,  CHOCOLATE,  SPICES, 

also,  K  SELECT  LINE  OF 

G  ROC  E^RI  ES. 

MANUFACTORY    OF   THE    "PRESIDENT    COFFEE." 


Our  line  of  teas  embraces  the  Uirgesl  and  best  variety  to  be  found  in  • 
one  collection  in  San  Francisco.  The  products  of  the  entire  tea  pro- 
ducing countries  are  liere  repeesented.  and  can  be  tested  in  a  moment. 
Being  one  of  the  oldest  established  Tea  and  Coffee  houses,  our  goods 
have  a  well  known  and  first  class  reputation,  as  our  list  of  customers 
proves.       * 


WEBER  PIANOS  ARE  THE  BEST. 

HOLIDAY   PRESENTS. 


SHERMAN,  HYDE  &  CO, 

Corner  Kearny  aftd  Sutter  Sts. 


Pi.-inos  on  the  easiest  insiaUincnts  .11  cash  prices.  All  infttnimenta  sold  by  us 
0:1  tlie  iiisl.illmcnt  plan  arc  at  our  rct;ular  ca.>.li  prices.  Our  PLuio«  nnrf  OrR^-is 
are  from  the  bc.Nt  makers,  our  prices  ami  terms  are  the  easiest  of  .>ny  reli^hlc 
house  on  the  Pacific  C'J^si.  Wc  fully  guar.-uitce  cver>'  ift>trunicnt  wc  ^cll,  and 
each  Piano  an j  Organ  is  also  accompanied  with  a  guaraiii-r  frMin  thy  manu- 
facturer. Old  pianos  lakeo  io  cxchaoge  and  credited  as  fir  '  i^  ;  v  :  ^.-danca 
io  installments. 
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PIANOS 


UJ'and^  Si/:.arc\  aud  Upright. 
BEST    STOCK    OF    SHEET    MUSIC. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  MARKET  STREET. 


P 
I 


N 
O 


NO.  12  TYLER  STREET,  S.  F. 

TTie-Nc   Pian^»  are  all  ihicc-striiigcd.  wilh  ivoo'  kcj-s,  not 
imitation. 


PIANOS 

SCHO.M.ACKER  .\ND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBR.\TED  PIANOS. 

Pianos  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Sale  on  the  Installment  Plan. 

WOODWORTH.  SCHELL&,  Co. 
12  Post  Street   San  Francisco. 


MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 


TN  ELEGANCE  OF  DESIGN,  QUAE 

iiy  of  finUh,  and  durability  of  polLOi,  they  are  ever>- 
way  superior  to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also, 
they  co6t  verj-  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far 
more  durable  than  either. 


.\LL  SIZES  AND  STYLES 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 

FRENCH  COOKIXG 

RANGES 

.^I  sizes,  suitable  for   Hoicls,  Restaurants,    Families,   and 
BoardLi  g- H  ouscs. 

W.  W.  NIONTACUE  &  CO. 


Nos.  no,  112,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  St. 


TNDEPENDENT  LINE 


ASTORIA    AND    PORTLAND,   OREGON. 

The  Splendid  Low-pressure,  Side  Wheel  American  Steam- 
ship 

GREAT    REPUBLIC, 

338a  TONS. 

JASIES  C\RROLL CommsmdCT 

Will  sai]  from  Spear  Street  wharf,  for  the.  above  ports. 
On  TUESDAY.  Dec  54,  at  10  A.  M. 

Steerage  Passage $2  oo 

Cabin  Passage ■ "7oo 

In  Bridal  Rooms lo  oo 

Freight at  Lowest  Rates 


FREIGHT  RECEIVED  D.\ILY. 

For  freight   or   passage   apply    at    the  office   on   Spear 
Street  wharf.     Tickets  also  for  sale  at  Xo.  3  New  ih>nt- 
gomcr>-  Street,  tinder  Gtond  HoleL 
P.  B.  CORNWALL. 


DR.  JAS.  M.  HUTCHINS, 

JJEXTIST,  REMOVED  TO  -j~  MAH- 

kc;  Street,  oppcaue  Dupont, 


DECKER  BROS 


DECORATION  OF  mECION  OF  HONOR. 

AJJ\4RD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT  1 


T 


•HE  PARIS   EXPOSITION  HAS  AWARDED    THE   DECORATION  OE 
the  Legion  of  Honor  to  Mr.  He.vry  Brewster,  senior  member  of  tlie  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

OF  BROOME  STREET,^ 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  city  of  New  York.  Also,  the  GoliI  Med.il,  and  five  Dipli>nia.--  of  Mt^rit  lo  ihe  several  foremen  of  departments, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Thirteen  Carriages,  a  Parle  Drac,  Pkasure  Vehicles,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  the  lalc  Exposition, 
as  a  recognition  of  the  superior  excellence  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

W.  y.  DOXLE ) ',  f/u-  ttprt'sc'ntaiivc\  is  now  in  San  Francisco^  and  may  be  Uundat 

0.  F.    U'l/idy  S^  CoSs^  or  a!  i/ie  Foiifirin. 

Messrs.  O.  F.  li'/LLE  Vis^  CO.,43j Monfgomery  St.^are  Soie  Ai^entsin  California. 

BREWSTER  &.  CO.  iof  broome  street.) 

Broadway,  47th  and  4Sth  .Streets,  New  York  City. 


SIERING'S. 


HOLIDAV 

STTRACTiONS 


ROMAN 


II    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  lieht-running  lock-stitch   Si;\virig  M.achir 
in  the  market. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

£lcgant,  stylish,  and  rcliabit:. 
J.  W.  EVANS,  2o  Ppsl  Street,  San  Francisop. 


NOVELTIES  FOR  THE  HOLIDAYS  STEIN  WAY 


Embracing  the  newest  designs  from 

PARIS,    VIENNA,    AND     BERLIN 


.4iiii»u.!!  tlieiii  will  Ih'  found  IVOKY  BRI'.S1IE.S,  both  singly  and  in 

sets;    F.tXS.  with  Feathers,  Lare.  and  «f  Brocade  .SOk:  C.tRO 

CASES,  PIRSES,  (I<;.4R   (ASES,   PORTFOLIOS,  etc..  in 

French  Calf,  with  raised  figures  in  Silk,  and  in  Rusi^iii 

Leather;  IVORY,  SHELL,  and  XICMEL  .JEWELRY. 


FANCY    GOODS. 

S.ACBETS  AXD    <;L0YE    BOXES,   of   Silk,  with    Flowers,  etc. 

painted  upon  them;   Fire  Oilt.  Xickel.  and  Bronze  OR- 

XAMEXTS.  STATl'ETTES,   and   CLOCKS ;  V.4SES, 

BISiJlE  AXD  M.4J0LICA  WARE,  etc.,  etc. 


H.  SIERING  &G0. 

LLCK  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


STORE     OPEN      IN    THE     EVENING. 


NIGOLL,  THE  TAILOR 

WOOLEN    BROKER, 

(BRANCH    OF    NEW   YORK.) 

VHI  Market,  .tJO.t  Montgomery,  18  Kearny  Streets,  San  Francisco, 
And  853  Broadway,  Oakland. 

The  quickest,  best,  and  cheapest  Tailor  in  the  world.     Pants  to  crder  in  5i.\  hours,  and  Suits  in  one 
day,  if  requiretL 


TO  ORDER: 

Pants from  5  4  oo 

Suits from     15  00 

Overcoats from     1 5  go 

Dress  Coats  . .  from     30  00 


TO  ORDER: 

Black  Doeskin  Pants 

from S7  00 

White  Vests  . . .  .from  3  00 
Fancy  Vests  ....  from  6  00 


Finest  stock  of  woolens  in  the  world.  The  only  house  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New 
York  and  Paris  fashions  weekly.  Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measurement,  sent  free.  A  smpll 
stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.  Tailors  and  the  public  supplied  with  cloth  and  trim- 
ming^s,  at  wholesale  prices,  by  the  yard  :  any  lenerth  cut 


PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


KQHLER&  CHASE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 
&  OAKLAND. 


Two  Hitjhest  Awards  for  the  best  Pianos  and 
Piano  Forte  Material, 

U,  S,  CENTENNIAL  EXHIBITION, 

Philadelphia,  1876. 

The  Steinway  Pianos  alone  were  accorded  the  "highest  de- 
gree of  excellence  in  all  stjles." 

The  First  Grand  Gold  Medal  of  Honor,  Ex- 
position Universelle,  Paris,  1S67. 
Grand  Honorary  Testimonial  Medal,  Society 

of  Fine  Arts,  Paris,  1867. 

Grand   National  Gold   Medal,  from    H.   M. 

King  Charles  XV.  of  Sweden  and 

Norway,  1S68. 

Academical  Honors  of  the  Royal  Academies, 

Berlin  and  Stockholm. 
First  Prize  Medal,  International  Exhibition, 

London,  1862. 
Twenty-five  First  Medals  at  American  Ex- 
hibitions. 
Testimonials  and  Certificates, 

From  the  Most  Eminent  Musicians,  Composers,  and  Artists 
in  the  World,  who  all  unite  in  the   L'nanimous 
Verdict  of  the  Superiority  of  the  Stein- 
way Pianos  over  all  others. 

Every  Steinway  Piano  is  Fully  Warranted 

for  Five  Years. 

Illustrated    Catalogues,     with     Price     List, 

Mailed  Free  on  Application. 


STEINWAY  HALL. 

GRAY'S 

MUSIC  STORE 


117  POST  STREET. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
320  POST  STRKET, 

San  Francisco. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


HUALAPI. 


By  J.  W.  GaJJy,  author  of  '"Big-  Jack  Small." 


[concluded  from  last  mmuek.] 


CHAPTER  III. 

Time  rolled  on, and  Sam  Grain  rolled  away  with  his  loaded 
team  slowly,  surely,  and  dustily,  across  valleys,  over  mount- 
ains and  around  hills  ;  and  the  day  drew  ni^'h  for  the  (1  rand 
Jury.  Would  he  return,  or  would  he  not?  became  the  ab- 
sorbing question  in  the  saloons,  restaurants,  and  on  the 
street. 

In  the  autumn  time  the  one  street  of  a  mining  town  is  the 
promenade,  because  as  silver  mines  are  seldom,  if  ever,  situ- 
ated at  a  less  altitude  than  5,000  feet,  more  often  at  6,500  to 
7,000,  the  air  is  void  of  moisture  most  of  the  year,  and  the 
evenings  and  nights  of  early  autumn  are  just  splendid.  The 
middle  of  the  street  is  the  ground  for  friendly  discussion  or 
confidential  confab.  Here,  when  the  moon  in  a  cloudless 
sky  swings  roundly  out  from  the  endless  depth  of  stars,  all 
important  affairs  are  discussed  by  men  who  promenade  to 
to  and  fro,  or  stand  at  case  with  one  hand  either  inserted  in 
the  behind  pocket  of  their  pantaloons  or  pushed  to  the 
thumb  inside  the  waistband,  and  the  other  hand  used  to 
manipulate  the  pipe  or  cigar  and  for  purposes  of  gesticula- 
tion, the  imitative  shadows  falling  away  from  each  group  in 
grotesciue  caricature. 

"To-morrow  the  Grand  Jury  sits,"  remarked  one  promc- 
nadcr  to  the  other. 

"  Yes,  that's  what  I'm  here  for.      I'm  one  of  'em." 

"  Sam  Grain  hasn't  put  in  an  appearance  yet." 

*'  No,  not  yet." 

"  Do  you  think  he  will  ?  " 

"Well,  I  hope  so.  I  rather  like  Sam.  He  has  freighted 
for  us  a  good  deal,  one  time  or  other,  and  we  have  always 
found  him  straight  as  a  siring." 

"  Speakin'  o'  strings,  it  'pears  to  me  if  they  could  find  that 
dead  body  agin,  he'd  have  to  straighten  a  string." 

"  Mcbbe  so — mebbe  not— I'd  rather  not  discuss  the  mat- 
ter without  the  testimony." 

"  Hello  !  What's  that  ?"  There  was  a  clatter  of  horses' 
feet,  galloping  rapidly  up  the  street,  then  a  halt  at  the  door 
of  the  saloon,  then  a  hurrah,  and  a  general  handshaking. 

"Well, boys,  I'm  glad  to  see  you  all  once  more  ;  let  us  go 
m  and  throw  ourselves  around  some  poison  !  If  there's  any 
man  here  that  said  Sam  Grain  wouldn't  come  to  time  on  his 
word,  I  want  him  to  come  in  and  drink  with  me  and  get 
better  acquainted,  so  he  won't  never  say  that  about  me 
agin." 

"Here's  Sam,  sure  enough,"  said  the  promenading  Grand 
Juror  to  his  companion,  as  they  passed  Sam's  crowd. 

"Well,  I  supposed  he  had  more  sense  than  to  come 
back,"  and  the  promenaders  wheeled  about  for  another  turn 
up  the  street. 

"I  say,  Sam,  who's  them  tw-o  fellers  came  in  with  you.-'" 
asked  the  saloon  man,  as  he  put  up  the  glasses  on  the  board. 

"  Oh,  them  I  they're  a  couple  of  fellers  I  picked  up  on 
the  trip.  They  didn't  want  anything  to  drink,  one  of 'em's 
sort  o'  sick  ;  so  I  got  'em  to  take  my  horse  along  with 
theim  up  to  the  feed  stable.     Boys,  stand  in  ! " 

"Where's  yer  dog?" 

"  Gone  to  the  stable  along  with  the  hoss." 

"  I  say,  Sam,  is  it  a  fact  that  that  there  dog  o'  yourn'U 
go  out  an'  bring  in  somethin'  if  you  tell  him  to?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Sam.  "You  bet  that's  a  fact.  He'll 
do  it  any  time,  an'  no  one  ever  learnt  it  to  him.  There 
was  a  feller  had  a  yeller  dog  trained  to  that  trick,  and  a 
lot  of  us  was  in  a  store  in  Austin,  an'  this  feller  says  to 
his  yeller  dog:  'Booze,  you're  in  the  way,  go  out  and  find 
somethin','  and  his  dog  did  go  out  an'  bring  an  old  boot  an' 
laid  it  down  at  that  feller's  feet.  Everj'body  in  the  store 
thought  that  was  mighty  smart,  an'  some  one  hollers  across 
the  stove  to  me  :  'Sam,  that  lays  over  anything  ever  your 
dog  done.'  My  dog  was  laying  down  behind  my  chair,  an' 
I  says  to  him,  '  Carlo,  you  aint  nowhere  for  smart  !'  Carlo, 
he  just  rapped  on  the  floor  with  his  tail.  '  Why  don't  you 
go  out  and  find  something^  says  I  to  him.  Well,  damn  if 
he  didn't  git  right  up  an'  go  to  the  door,  and  wait  till  some 
one  opened  it  an'  went  out,  an'  purty  soon  he  came  back 
with  a  lady's  satchel,  a  bran'  new  one,  full  ol  w^omen's  truck. 
Yes,  he  did  ! "  and  Sam  looked  about  in  the  eyes  of  his  lis- 
teners. "You  bet  he  did,  an'  I  never  in  my  life  told  him  to 
do  anything  of  the  kind  afore  ?" 

"  What  did  the  yeller  dog  man  say  to  that .-' " 

"  Oh  !     He  jist  wilted  in  silence. " 

"Where  did  Carlo  get  that  satchel?  Did  you  ever  find 
out?'* 

"Certainly  I  did;  it  belonged  to  a  lady  in  that  to\vn  an' 
she'd  give  it  to  her  little  gal  to  carr\-,  an'  the  little  gal 
dropped  it." 

Late  into  that  night,  and  the  next  day,  Sam  was  about 
town  talking  with  the  boys  and  at  times  with  his  lawyer  ; 
but  after  the  next  day  he  was  either  convoyed  by  the  pei- 
haps  too  indulgent  Sheriff,  or  else  he  was  locked  up  in  the 
Jail,  because  the  Grand  Jur)-  had  found  against  him  a  true 
bill,  charging  him  with  the  highest  crime  known  to  the 
code  ;  to  which  in  open  Court  he  pleaded  not  guilty. 

Some  dreary  days  elapsed,  during  which  Sam  waited  for 
the  Sheriffs  deputies,  to  ride  the  rough  country  around, 
with  one  venire  after  another,  hunting  for  that  class  of  men 
•  who  do  not  read  and  seldom  pav  attention  to  anything — men 
who  have  no  opinions  among  their  very  few  ideas,  and  are 
therefore  first-class  trial  jurors. 

Old  man  Damus  was  on  the  alert  day  after  day  examining 
and  challenging  persons  as  to  their  fitness  to  sit  as  jurors  in 
this  case,  and  although  he  had  repeatedly  said  that  no 
Grand  Jury  had  a  right  to  find  such  a  bill  in  the  case,  and 
that  he  would  clear  Sam  Grain  before  any  jur\*.  or  never 
show  his  face  in  Court  again— still  he  took  every  precau- 
tion and  fought  ever\-  move  of  the  prosecution  as  though  he 
were  leading  the  forlomest  hope,  for  Damus  was  a  lawyer  by 
birth  as  well  as  education. 

The  court-house,  like  all  things  else  in  a  new  country  ex- 
cept nature  and  the  people,  was  a  very  incomplete  arrange- 
ment, being  the  one  room  of  a  store  house  built  over  a 
half  cellar,  set  into  the  bank  after  the  manner  of  a  Pennsyl- 
var.'c  side-hiil  barn.  The  cellar,  partly  quarried  out  of  the 
■■rCt^  and  partly  walled  in,  was  used  for  a  jail,  with  a 
or  opening  into  the  court-room — to  the  left  hand  in 


front  of  the  Judge's  stand.  To  the  right  hand  of  his  Honor 
rose  two  platforms,  one  above  the  other  like  steps,  on  which 
were  two  benches  calculated  to  hold  six  men  per  bench. 
Directly  in  front  of  the  Judge  sat  the  lawyers,  the  clerk  of 
the  court,  sheriff,  prisonc;,  witnesses,  and  a  few  invited 
guests,  all  upon  the  common  level  of  the  floor,  accommodated 
with  chairs  however.  Then  there  was  a  railing  across  the 
room  fencing  in  all  the  parties  herein  named,  but  fencing  out 
the  nameless  public. 

Each  day  the  judge  took  his  seat,  the  sheriff  bawled  out 
into  the  street  :  "  Hear  ye  !•  Hear  ye  !  The  honorable  court 
of  the th  district,  etc.,  is  now  open." 

Sam  came  up  through  the  trap  like  a  jack  in  the  box,  and 
the  case  went  forward  slowly,  till  at  length  a  jury  more  or 
less  satisfactory  to  all  parties  was  corralcd  or  sworn  in.  Mr. 
Grain,  under  the,  to  him,  new  title  of  '*  prisoner  at  the  bar," 
was  told  to  stand  up.  He  stood  up.  They  read  to  him  and 
to  the  jury  the  opinion,  entertained  and  fully  expressed,  of 
the  Grand  Jury  in  his  case. 

"  What  do  you  plead,  prisoner  ?     Guilty  or  not  guilty  ?  " 

"  We  plead  not  guilty,  your  Honor,"  replied  Uamus. 

"  Prisoner,  you  may  be  seated,"  added  the  Court. 

Sam  sat  down,  and  Carlo,  slipping  quietly  among  the  legs 
of  the  crowd,  came  and  sat  by  his  masters  side,  and  looked 
earnestly  up  into  the  face  of  the  Court. 

The  Prosecuting  Attorney  stated  to  the  jury  what  the  State 
proposed  to  prove. 

"  Gall  the  witnesses,"  ordered  the  Court. 

Then  there  was  the  usual  coming  forward  and  swearing  to 
tell  "  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth," 
followed  by  the  ordinary  blundering,  lying,  cross-questioning, 
and  self-contradiction  in  such  cases  made  and  provided. 

At  length  the  prosecution  ordered  the  Sheriff  to  call: 

"William  Killwillin  !" 

Mr.  Killwillin  came  forward  and  was  sworn  in  perfect  si- 
lence on  the  part  of  all  save  a  low,  continued  growl  from  the 
dog.  This  growl  diverted  the  gaze  of  the  witness,  so  that  he 
seemed  to  be  receiving  the  form  of  his  oath  from  the  dog 
and  not  from  the  Clerk  of  the  Court.  As  he  bowed  his  head 
with  a  quick  bob  to  kiss  the  book,  the  dog  barked  outright. 

"  Put  out  that  dog,"  was  the  order  from  the  Court,  which 
the  sheriff  was  about  to  execute,  when  the  end  man  of  the 
jury  on  the  lower  bench  arose  and  said  : 

"1  beg  the  mercy  of  the  Court.  Your  Honor,  faithful  friends 
are  few  in  this  world  ;  I  pray  that  the  dog  may  remain." 
The  juror  sat  down  while  the  Court  rather  testily  said  : 

"  Go  on  with  the  witness." 

The  dog  walked  softly  over  and  sat  down  beside  the  juror, 
keeping  his  brown  eyes  steadily  gazing  into  the  face  of  the 
witness. 

This  witness  was  the  king-pin  of  the  prosecution.  He 
knew  more  than  anybody. 

Did  not  distinctly  see  the  fight  between  Sam  Grain  and 
Hualapi,  because  he  was  in  bed  at  a  short  distance  away  in  the 
sage-brush  camping  out,  but  could  hear  Grain's  voice. 
Knew  it  was  Grain's  voice  by  a  sort  of  hoarseness  which  he 
had  often  noticed  on  other  occasions.  Also  heard  a  dog 
bark,  but  would  not  positively  swear  to  the  bark  as  that  of 
Grain's  dog — fully  believed,  however,  that  it  was. 

"  Can  you  repeat  any  of  the  words,"  asked  the  Prosecuting 
Attorney  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes,  some  of  them." 

"What  were  the  words  you  heard?  Go  on,  and  tell  it  in 
your  own  way." 

"  Well,  you  see,  I  don't  suppose  I  woke  up  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  fuss,  but  when  1  did  wake  up  I  heard  the  other 
man's  voice  calling  somebody  nearly  all  the  bad  names  there 
is  out.     Then  I   heard  Sam  Grain's  voice  say,  '  Dry  up,  you 

,  or  I'll  smash  your head.'     Then  1  heard 

the  other  man  go  on  again  in  the  same  way  ;  and  then  it 
seemed  as  if  there  was  a  tussle,  and  blows  struck  ;  then  I 
could  distinctly  hear  Sam  say  :  '  Carlo,  git  out  ! '  " 

Here  the  dog  Carlo  silently  left  the  side  of  the  juryman 
and  went  out  of  the  court-house,  and,  as  was  afterward  re- 
lated, down  the  street  on  a  full  run. 

"And,  as  I  sat  up  in  my  bed,  I  could  dimly  see  one  man 
stooping  down  over  something,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  in  the 
road." 

"  Well,  after  you  saw  this  man  stooping  over  the  other, 
what  then  ? " 

"Everj'thing  became  quiet  then,  and  I  could  still  see  one 
man  moving  away  in  the  direction  of  w-here  I  knew  Grain's 
camp  to  be.  Then  I  laid  down  and  went  to  sleep,  and  thought 
no  more  about  it  till  I  heard  next  day  about  this  murder." 

"Tell  the  jury  why  you  did  not  pay  further  attention  to  this 
matter — get  up  and  see  about  it,  or  go  call  somebody  else." 

"  Oh,  well  !  I  reckoned  it  was  a  drunken  tussle,  and  that 
they  wouldn't  hurt  each  other  bad." 

"But  you  swear  that  you  distinctly  heard  Sam  Grain's 
voice  ? " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  do." 

"  Do  you  swear  you  saw  Sam  Grain  struggling  in  the  road 
with  another  man,  and  then  saw  him  walk  away  toward  his 
own  camp  ? " 

"  No,  sir  ;  I  don't  swear  to  that,  except  on  knowledge  and 
b'lief." 

"You're  a  d —  perticular,  conscientious  duck,  you  are!" 
snorted  Sam,  in  an  undertoned  burst  of  indignation. 

The  Judge  immediately  spread  his  arms,  with  his  elbows 
turned  up  like  a  pair  of  grasshopper  legs,  and  looked  sav- 
agely over  his  desk  at  Sam. 

Whereupon  Damus  promptly  sprang  to  his  feet  and  meekly 
begged  the  Judge's  pardon  on  the  prisoners  behalf,  adding 
naively : 

"  My  client  has  no  right,  your  Honor,  to  compliment  the 
witness  on  his  conscientiousness.  He  is  entirely  wrong  in 
this  matter." 

The  end  man  of  the  jurj'  smiled,  threw  back  his  head, 
looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  and  rubbed  his  chin. 

The  Prosecuting  Attorney  looked  over  his  notes,  and  then 
said  : 

"Take  the  witness." 

Old  man  Damus  is  usually  an  eager,  aggressive,  rather  ve- 
hement lawyer  before  a  jurj-,  but  on  this  occasion  he  took  a 
chair  slowly  and  carelessly  over  in  front  of  the  witness,  sat 
down  in  it,  leaned  far  back  on  the  two  hinder  legs  of  the 
chair,  crossed  one  of  his  own  legs  over  the  other,  laid  his 
head  on  one  shoulder,  sharpened  a  Faber  pencil  in  the  most 
complete  and  highly  mechanical  manner,  and  began  to  cross- 
question  the  witness  : 


"Mr.  Killwillin — that's  your  name,  I  presume?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Is  that  all  the  name  you  claim  ?" 

'■  Ves,  bir.     William  Killwillin." 

"Well,  now,  William,  is  it  true,  or  not  true,  that  you  have 
what  we  sometimes  call  an  alias?  You  know  what  an  alias 
is,  don't  you,  William?" 

"  An  alias  is  a  name  otherwise  than  the  true  name.  I 
haven't  any." 

"  Very  well,  William.  Otherwise  is  good — otherwise  is  un- 
usually good.     But  you  have  no  alias /^^ 

"No!" 

"Sure  about  that?  Think  the  thing  over  ;  perhaps,  Wil- 
liam, you  have  forgotten  something." 

"  May  it  please  your  Honor,  we  object  to  this  ;  there  is 
nothing  in  the  record  here  touching  an  alias,"  said  the  pros- 
ecutor. 

"  If  your  Honor  please,  this  witness  swore  in  his  exami- 
nation in  chief  that  he  would  tell  the  whole  truth,  and  then  he 
said  his  name  was  what  he  says  it  is  ;  we  propose  to  show,  if 
need  be,  before  we  get  through,  that  his  very  first  answer  was 
a  lie — that's  object  enough  to  bring  us  within  the  record." 

"  (io  on  with  the  witness,"  snapped  the  Judge,  who  had 
been  rudely  awakened  from  a  pleasant  exploit  in  mental 
arithmetic  in  which  the  proposition  was  like  this  :  "  If  one 
hundred  of  my  herd  of  cows  have  ninety-two  calves,  how 
many  ought  my  branding-iron  to  have?" 

"  Were  you  ever  called  Corkey  Magoozleum,  William  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  I've  been  called." 

"  Ya-a-s  !  Were  you  called  Corkey  Magoozleum  that  you 
know  of?" 

"  Not  as  I  know  of." 

"  Now  Corkey — ah  !  excuse  me  ;  I  mean  William — don't 
you  distinctly  know  that  when  you  were  in  Cheyenne,  and 
before  you  ran  away  from  there  between  two  beautiful  days, 
that  you  were  called  by  the  name  I  speak  of?" 

The  clean-shaven  upper  lip  or  the  witness  began  to  sweat, 
but  he  swallowed  his  saliva  and  replied  : 

"  I  was  never  in  Shiann,  and  I've  told  you  before  I  have 
no  alias." 

"  William,  can  you  cork  a  drunken  man  ?" 

"  Cork  a  drunken  man  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  with  great  emphasis,  "  can  you  cork  a  drunken 
man  ? " 

"  I  don't  understand  the  question." 

"You  don't?  Well,  sir,"  putting"  the  now  beautifully- 
sharpened  pencil  in  his  breast  pocket,  and  his  closed  knife 
into  another  pocket,  "  can  you  hang  around  a  gambling  sa- 
loon, such  as  we  have  here  in  the  mountains,  skulling  checks 
till  late  in  the  night,  and  then  finding  a  respectable  laborer 
who  has  the  mistortune  to  be  drunk  and  fall  asleep  in  his 
chair  at  the  stove,  and  being  furnished  with  some  burnt  cork, 
can  you  decorate  that  unfortunate  man's  face  in  a  highly  hu- 
morous and  grotesque  manner?" 

"  Oh  !  if  that's  what  you  mean,  I've  seen  it  done." 

"  Did  you  ever  do  it  ?  " 

"  I  may  have." 

"  You  may  have.  Now,  don't  you  know,"  asked  Damus, 
in  his  softest  tones  ;  "don't  you  know  that  once  in  White 
Pine,  Nevada,  when  you  were  trying  to  get  up  courage 
enough  to  be  a  check  guerilla,  that  you  started  in  to  cork  an 
unfortunate  gentleman  known  as  '  Allemagoozle,'  and  that 
he  suddenly  awoke,  and  smote  you  over  the  head  with  his 
heavy  revolver-pistol,  making  that  scar,"  pointing  to  it, 
"  which  now  lends  additional  beauty  to  your  otherwise  hand- 
some forehead  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  anything  of  the  kind — at  least,  I  don't  re- 
member anything  like  that." 

"  Were  you  ever  in  White  Pine  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"Ah,  you  have  been  in  White  Pine!  Were  you  ever  on 
the  gamble  in  White  Pine?" 

"  I've  played  a  little  ;  yes,  of  course  I  have." 

"  Played  with  cards?" 

"  Yes,  played  w-ith  cards." 

"  Then  you  can  remember  being  at  White  Pine,  also  re- 
member gambling  there  ;  but  you  can  not  remember  trying 
to  cork  '  Allemagoozle  ? '  " 

"  No,  sir,  I  can't." 

"  Is  your  right  name  Theodore  L.  Dixon  ?"  asked  Damus 
quickly,  but  gently. 

"Unh?" 

"  Is  your  right  name  Theodore  L.  Dixon  ? "  repeated  in  a 
quick,  snapping  manner. 

"  No,  it  aint." 

"  That's  all,"  said  Damus,  looking  toward  the  prosecutor, 
and  then  added  quickly  :  "  No,  no  !  one  moment !  1  want 
to  ask  the  witness  one  more  question." 

"  You  say,"  addressfng  the  witness,  "  that  you  distinctly 
heard  Sam  Grain's  voice  at  the  time  of  the  row  to  which  you 
testified.     Now,  did  vou  as  distinctly  hear  the  man's  voice  ?" 

"  I  did." 

"  Do  you  know  whose  voice  the  other  was  ?  " 

"  Do  not." 

"Would  you  know  it  again  if  you  heard  it?" 

"Think  I  would." 

"Pretty  sure  you  would?" 

"Yes,  I'm  pretty  sure." 

"  Were  you  in  town  the  day  before  the  night  of  the  mur- 
der?— I  mean  during  the  day." 

"  No,  sir — was  not." 

"  You  were  not  at  the  saloon  drinking  with  Sam  Grain  and 
Hualapi  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Where  were  you  that  day  ?"  _ 

"  Down  the  Canon,  chopping  cord  wood." 

"  I  f  your  Honor  please,"  said  Damus,  arising  to  his  feet,  "  I 
wish  to  test  the  accuracy  of  this  witness  as  an  expert  in 
voices,  i  therefore  propose  the  trap  door  there  to  the  left- 
hand  of  your  Honor's  front,  leading  down  into  the  larger 
room  of  the  jail,  shall  be  left  open,  and  that  the  sheriff  shall 
cause  several — say  four  or  six — persons  to  enter  the  jail  from 
the  door  below,  which  persons  shall  talk  seriatim  in  a  loud 
voice,  while  the  witness  sits  at  a  little  distance  from  the  open 
trap,  to  detect,  if  he  can,  the  difterent  voices.  I  mean,  of 
course,  that  they  shall  be  persons  whose  voices  are  as  famil- 
iar to  him  as  is  the  voice  of  Sam  Grain." 

Theie  was  a  great  deal  of  discussion,  pro  and  con,  over 
this  proposition  ;  but  the  Court  admitted  the  experiment. 
The  Sheriff  was  ordered  to  go  out  and  find  the  necessary 
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persons.  He  went  out ;  but  as  he  went  the  dog  Carlo  came 
in  with  something  in  his  mouth,  which  he  carefully  conveyed 
inside  the  bar,  and  gave  into  the  hands  of  his  master,  and 
then  went  over  to  his  place  beside  the  juryman.  Sam  looked 
at  the  article,  and  handed  it  over  to  old  man  Damus. 

The  eyes  of  Damus  twinkled  with  new  light  as  he  care- 
fully examined  the  things.  The  upper  lip  of  the  witness  be- 
gan to  sweat  again  ;  not  only  his  lip,  but  his  whole  face  and 
neck,  and  the  backs  of  his  hands. 

"  Your  Honor,"  said  Damus  very  dryly,  and  without  the 
slightest  emotion,  as  he  passed  the  things  over  to  the  Court, 
"  we  will  place  this  package  in  evidence." 

"  What's  that  ?"  said  the  prosecutor,  jumping  to  his  feet. 

Damus  repeated. 

Prosecution  objected. 

Question  argued. 

Objection  noted. 

"  Go  on  with  the  witness.  If  these  things,  which  appear 
to  be  a  pair  of  heavy  buckskin  gloves  can  not  be  connected 
with  the  case  we  can  strike  out  the  entire  episode,"  and  he 
passed  the  gloves  back  to  Damus. 

"  Mr.  Killwillin,"  said  Sam's  lawyer,  "  do  you  know  what 
there  things  are  ? "  And  he  pulled  them  apart  with  a  crack- 
ling noise,  as  though  they  had  been  stuck  together  with 
starch. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Well,  what  are  they  ? " 

"  Buckskin  gloves,  I  'spose." 

"  You  'spose.  Well,  take  them  into  your  hands,  look  care- 
fully at  them,  and  tell  us  all  you  know  about  them." 

The  witness  put  out  his  hand  and  took  the  gloves. 

"  This  is  a  pair  of  my  gloves,  that  I  lost  three  months 
ago." 

"  Where  did  you  lose  them  ? " 

"  I  can't  say  ;  probably  somewhere  about  town,  or  at  the 
wood  ranch,  or  between  here  and  there." 

"  Do  you  see  anything  on  those  gloves  which  is  not  on  all 
gloves  ? " 

"  I  see  my  name  on  them." 

"  That  is  to  say,  you  see  the  name  of  William  Killwillin." 

"Yes,  that's  my  name." 

"  Did  you  write  it  there  ? " 

"  I  did." 

"  Do  you  see  anything  else  unusual  about  those  gloves  ?" 

"  I  see  some  nut-pine  pitch  on  them,  but  that's  not  very 
unusual  in  this  country." 

"  No,  the  pitch  is  not  unusual  on  a  woodchopper's  gloves. 
Don't  you  see  anything  else  ?" 

"  No,  sir,"  but  the  voice  began  to  be  thin  and  hollow. 

"  Now,  don't  you  see  the  dried  and  blackened  blood  of  the 
man  Hualapi  on  those  gloves  .-'  " 

Here  Carlo  walked  around  to  get  a  better  view  of  the  eyes 
of  the  witness. 

The  witness  looked  first  at  the  dog  and  then  at  the  lawyer, 
both  of  whom  drew  closer  to  him,  with  their  eyes  on  his  face. 
At  last  he  gulped  out  : 

"  I  ask  this  court  to  protect  me.  It's  enough  to  have  a 
lawyer  after  a  man  without  doggin'  him." 

Sam  Grain  stepped  over  from  his  seat,  took  the  dog  gently 
by  the  back  of  the  neck,  and  then,  stepping  back  again,  sat 
down  with  the  dog  in  his  grip. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Damus,  softly,  almost  soothingly,  "  we'll 
all  protect  you,  nobody  shall  hurt  you,  and  you  shan't  be 
dogged.     Is  that  blood  on  those  gloves  ? " 

"I  don't  know  what  it  is." 

"  Ah  !  you  are  not  an  expert  in  bloods — only  in  voices  and 
dog's  barks.  Well,  sir,"  continued  Damus,  after  a  pause, 
during  which  he  slightly  consulted  his  memoranda,  "  in  your 
examination  by  your  friend  here,  the  prosecutor,  you  spoke 
of  hearing  a  dog  bark  ;  now,  when  you  were  taking  your 
oath  here  to-day  you  heard  this  dog.  Carlo,  bark.  Didn't 
you  ?  " 

"  I  believe  I  did." 

"  You  believe  you  did  !  Well,  do  you  believe  that  this 
dog's  bark,  and  the  bark  you  heard  on  the  night  in  question 
in  this  case  are  identical,  and  that  the  two  barks  belong  to 
the  same  dog  ? " 

"  I  can't  say  exactly.  The  echo  in  here  is  different  from 
the  echo  out  of  doors." 

"  I  didn't  ask  you  anything  exactly.  What  do  you  be- 
lieve .' " 

"  I  believe  they  are  the  same,  or  would  be  the  same  in  the 
same  place." 

"  Well,  sir,  if  you  had  dropped  these  gloves,  or  for  some 
reason  best  known  to  you,  had  hidden  them  in  a  crevice  of 
rocks,  or  stump,  or  tree,  on  that  occasion,  do  you  believe 
this  dog  would  remember  so  as  to  go  and  find  them  for  you, 
five  or  six  weeks  afterward,  upon  your  ordering  him  out  of 
the  house  with  the  words  ;  '  Git  out.  Carlo  ! '  or  '  Carlo,  git 
out  ! '" 

"  I  'don't  know  what  he  can  remember." 

"  IVIay  it  please  your  Honor,"  said  the  Prosecuting  At- 
torney, "this  whole  business  of  dogs,  and  gloves,  and  trees, 
and  stumps  is  irrelevant,  and  new  matter  based  on  nothing 
the  witness  has  testified  to  in  his  examination." 

"  Your  Honor  will  recollect,  and  I  doubt  not  several,  if 
not  all,  of  the  jury  will  remember,  that  the  dog  was  intro- 
duced by  the  prosecution.  I  wish  to  say  to  the  learned 
council  on  the  other  side  that  his  witness  introduced  a  dog, 
and  the  dog  introduced  these  gloves  on  cross-examination — 
hence  all  these  woes." 

The  Court  smiled  at  the  ingenious  method  of  connecting 
the  testimony.  He  would  study  the  matter  and  give  a  deci- 
sion thereafter. 

Here  the  Sheriff  reported  that  he  was  ready  for  the  exper- 
iment of  testing  the  witness'  accuracy  of  ear. 

Mr.  Killwillin  was  seated  a  few  feet  distant  from  the  trap- 
door ;  the  persons  down  in  the  jail-room  were  numbered  i, 
2,  3,  4.  There  was  a  peculiar  smiling  silence,  so  to  speak,  on 
the  audience  in  the  court-room  as  the  voices  from  below,  ore 
after  the  other,  came  up  through  the  trap,  each  saying  the 
words  :  "  Carlo,  git  out .'"'  Every  man  in  the  house  tried  his 
ear  in  the  attempt  to  distinguish  and  determine  the  owner  of 
each  voice — and  Carlo  was  never  so  puzzled  in  his  life  with 
orders,  none  of  which  he  could  execute  because  Sam  kept 
him  quietly  in  hand.  A  comparison  of  notes  setting  forth 
Mr.  K.'s  answers  showed  that  he  was  right  regarding  voice 
No.  I,  wrong  as  to  Nos.  2  and  3,  while  No.  4  was  beyond 
him  altogether,  being,  he  said,  no  voice  he  ever  heard  before. 
"  That's  all  for  the  present,"  said  Damus,  resuming  his  seat. 


The  prosecution  asked  a  few  unimportant  questions  in  re- 
buttal and  then  said  : 

"  That's  all.     We  rest  ! " 

Mr.  Damus  thereupon  again  arose  and  told  the  jury  what 
he  could  and  would  prove  ;  then,  sitting  down,  he  looked 
into  his  memoranda  and  called  : 

"  Talbert  Saxon  ! " 

The  audience,  the  jury,  the  bar,  the  witnesses,  all  looked 
toward  the  street  door  to  note  the  entrance  of  the  party  just 
called.  The  last  witness  sat  near  the  trap-door,  but  giving 
his  attention  mainly  to  the  audience  and  the  front  entrance. 
Thus,  without  hardly  anyone  seemg  his  entrance,  there  arose 
up  through  the  trap-door  a  man  with  a  bandage  about  his 
head.  Almost  instantaneously  there  was  a  rustle  in  the  au- 
dience, and  a  silent  riveting  of  eyes  on  this  apparition.  The 
late  witness  also  turned  his  head  in  the  direction  of  the  gen- 
eral gaze  ;  but,  as  he  did  so,  he  arose  from  his  chair  like  a 
machine-man,  gazed  upon  the  motionless  face  before  him, 
and  commenced  backing,  regardless  of  chairs  or  persons, 
while  the  apparition,  still  staring  him  in  the  face,  advanced 
upon  him. 

"By  h — ,  it's  Hualapi  !"  shouted  an  excited  auditor. 

Then  there  was  that  sort  of  a  wild  cheer  which,  in  the 
Anglo-Saxon  part  of  America,  for  the  moment,  sweeps  away, 
like  a  storm,  all  forms  of  law  and  order,  while  it  announces 
that  the  great  public  heart  is  still  in  the  right  place. 

Mr.  Killwillin  backed  into  the  arms  of  the  Sheriff,  and  that 
worthy  officer  deposited  Mr.  K.  in  a  chair,  gave  him  a  drink 
of  water,  and  told  him  to  sit  there. 

Talbert  Saxon,  being  duly  sworn,  said  : 

"  Sam  and  me  went  to  bed  down  at  his  camp  ;  but  'long 
'bout  ten  or  eleven  o'clock  I  woke  up  pretty  sick  ;  so  I  got 
up,  thinkin'  I'd  shake  myself  and  take  a  spin  around  camp. 
Well,  the  brush  was  in  my  way  so  I  couldn't  spin  very  well, 
and  'cordingly  I  took  down  a  dry  wash  where  there  wasn't 
any  brush.  It  wasn't  so  very  dark  ;  so  I  soon  came  to  the 
place  where  the  wash  crossed  the  road,  and  there  was  a  ce- 
dar stump  ;  so  I  sot  down  on  the  stump  and  thought  I'd  have 
a  smoke.  I  filled  my  pipe,  but  I  couldn't  find  any  match  to 
light  it  with  ;  and  while  I  was  a  goin'  through  all  my  pockets 
huntin'  that  match,  I  thought  I  saw  a  man  a  comin'  down  the 
road  walking  very  fast ;  so,  fearing  he  might  turn  out  before 
he  come  to  me,  I  got  up  off  the  stump  and  went«to  meet  him. 
Well,  when  I  met  him,  says  I  :  '  Hullo,  pard  ! '  '  Hello  ! ' 
says  he,  and  stopped  right  in  front  of  me.  '  Gimme  a  match, 
pard  ! '  says  I,  and  he  did  give  me  a  match.  And  right  there, 
in  front  of  his  face,  I  put  the  lit  match  to  my  pipe,  and  com- 
menced a  smokin'  and  lookin'  at  him  by  the  light  of  the 
match  ;  and  I  noticed  his  face,  and  I  see  that  he  had  a  pair 
of  buckskin  gloves  on  his  hands,  an'  a  bran  new  axe  on  his 
shoulder ;  then  the  match  went  out,  and  then — well,  I  was 
struck  by  lightning  ;  leastways  that's  what  I  thought,  and 
that  was  all  I  did  think  for  about  two  weeks. 

"  Next  place  I  found  myself  was  in  an  Injin  wickiup,  at 
night,  on  the  side  of  a  mountain,  with  a  lot  of  Injin  doctors 
singing,  and  barking,  an'  dancing,  an'  raising  general  h — 
around  me  to  scare  away  the  death-devils.  After  that  I  got 
better  ;  then  I  got  a  doctor  to  come  and  fix  my  head  ;  then 
I  heard  about  this  case,  and  came  here  to  help  Sam." 

"  Do  you  know  who  it  was  gave  you  the  lucifer  match  ? " 

"I  do." 

"Would  you  recognize  him  if  you  saw  him  ?" 

"  I  would." 

"  Look  about  the  court-room  ;  if  he  is  here  point  him  out." 

"  This  is  the  gentleman  who  so  kindly  accommodated  me," 
answered  Hualapi,  placing  his  forefinger  lightly  upon  Mr. 
KiUwillin's  shoulder. 

"  You  say  you  were  struck  by  lightning.  What  do  you 
mean  by  that  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  somebody  belted  me  over  the  head  with  an 
axe,  or  something  hard  and  heavy.  I  have  always  thought 
it  was  an  axe,  and  my  doctor  says  it  was  the  flat  side  of  an 
axe  with  sharp  corners." 

"  Did  Sam  Crain,  the  man  who  sits  there  accused  of  mur- 
dering you — did  he  strike  you  .""' 

"  Nairy  once  !     Sam  ain't  that  kind  !  " 

Here  there  was  another  tendency  on  the  part  of  the  house 
to  come  down  cheering,  but  it  was  suppressed  by  the  stern- 
est order  of  the  Court. 

"  It  is  a  little  out  of  the  record,"  said  Damus,  smiling 
dryly  at  the  prosecutor,  "  but,  I  ask  you,  who  did  strike 
you?" 

"  Well,  Judge,  it  was — " 

"  Address  yourself  to  the  jury,"  said  his  Honor. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  it  was  very  dark  after  that  match  went 
out,  and  daylight  was  awful  long  a  breakin'  for  my  eyes,  but 
1  have  always  since  labored  under  the  impression  that  this  is 
the  gentleman  who  nearly  cooked  my  goose,"  pointing  to 
Mr.  Killwillin. 

"The  Attorney  for  the  State  will  enter  a  noHe prosequi  in 
this  case,"  said  the  Court,  and  then  added  :  "  Mr.  Crain  you 
are  discharged.  Mr.  Sheriff  take  Mr.  _  Killwillin  into  your 
custody,  and  adjourn  court." 

Ever  since  that  day  Carlo  has  been  the  most  distinguished 
dog  in  the  mountains  ;  but  I'm  sorry  to  record  ^hat  he  still  is 
compelled,  at  intervals  more  or  less  long,  to  turn  tail  upon 
his  master's  propensity  to  play  with  alcoholic  amusements. 


A  man  never  really  knows  the  exact  "  power  of  the  press  " 
till  he  sticks  his  fingers  in  the  thing  and  leaves  the  ends  of 
them  there  to  remember  him  by. 

Real  distinction  is  to  be  obtained  not  by  doing  anything 
different  from  what  your  neighbor  does,  but  by  doing  every- 
thing better  than  he  does. 

Bill  of  Fare  for  Six  Persons.— Sunday,  December  29,  1878. 


Crab  Soup. 

Veal  CutleLs,  Cream  and  Parsley  Sauce. 

Stewed  Muslirooms.  Baked  Potatoes. 

Boiled  Buffalo  Tongue. 

Roast  Canvas-back  Ducks,  Currant  Jelly. 

Kole  Stau. 

Omelette  Souffle.     Sliced  Pineapple. 

Fruit-bowl  of  Apples,  Bananas,  Oranges,  Pears,  and  Grapes. 

To  Make  Omelette  Soufi-le.— Whip  to  a  stiff  froth  the  whites  of  eight 

eggs   with   four  tablespoonfuls  of  sugar.     Have  ready  the  yolks  of  the  eggs, 

which  must  be  beaten  five  minutes.     Mix  the  whites  and  yolks  together;  add  two 

tablespoonfuls  of  flour  rul}bed  smooth  in  cream.     Bake  tifteen  minutes.     Serve  iin- 

mediately.     Some  prefer  making  it  without  the  cream  and  flour ;  either  way  is 

good,  .  ,     .      , 

For  Cooking  Canvas-baci;    Ducks.— See  Major   Bender's  article  in  last 
issue,  which  we  indorse. 


THE  LATEST  MAGAZINE  VERSES, 

These  Three. 
I. 
I  said  of  Love  :    "She  hath  no  dwelling-place, 

On  earth  or  in  the  air; 
Or  near  or  far,  no  man  hath  seen  her  face, 

That  he  should  name  it  fair. 

The  lion  hath  its  lair 
Among  the  olive  thickets,  cool  and  green  ; 
The  glittering  serpent  hath  its  balmy  screen  ; 

And  they  who  lightly  bear 
The  weight  of  floods— those  murderous  creatures — sleep 
Within  the  mossy  forests  of  the  deep: 

But  as  for  Love,  she  is  not  here  nor  there." 
II. 
I  said  of  Life:    "Too  well  I  know  that  queen 

Who  bathes  in  blood  her  feet ; 
Hard  by  the  pit  of  Hell  her  gate-ways  lean  ; 

Her  hate  is  fiery-fl>ret. 

Her  love  is  like  the  sleet 
That  pierces  to  the  heart  with  bitter  cold  ; 
The  timbers  of  her  palace  bum  with  gold — 

But  she  is  all  unsweel. 
Haply  she  hath  not  been,  she  shall  not  be  : 
Full  to  her  throne-room  creeps  the  crafty  sea. 
And  secret  waters  weave  her  winding-sheet." 
IIL 
I  said  of  Death  :    ' '  She  is  not  young  nor  old : 

She  treads  the  starry  floor 
As  one  whom  times  and  countless  times  make  bold, 

Yet  enters  at  my  door. 

Her  lifted  hands  outpour 
Vials  of  odors — precious  oil  that  drips 
Upon  the  eyes,  till  seals  of  soft  ecUpse 

Their  olden  sleep  restore. 
I  have  not  seen  her  face,  if  she  be  fair ; 
If  she  be  sweet  I  do  not  know  or  care  : 
But  what  she  is,  she  shall  be  evermore.*' 

Death  took  me  by  the  hand  and  kissed  my  lips  : 

Thereafter  I  was  still. 
"Is  there  no  wine,"  she  said,   "in  all  my  crypts, 

That  thou  shouldst  drink  thy  fUl?" 

Did  ever  voice  so  thrill? 
I  turned  to  see  if  that  was  Death  who  spake  ; 
Sunlike  she  smiled:    "Thou,  who  has  slept,  awake! 

See  thou  my  grapes  distill 
Their  sweets  from  out  the  purple  !"     Then  I  knew 
Life's  blood-bathed  feet,  but  named  her  Love,  and  drew 
AVithin  her  banquet-house  to  feast  at  will. 

Amanda  T.  Jones,  in  Scribner  s  for  January, 


f  A  Birthday. 

Into  this  world,  with  April,  you 
Were  ushered  by  the  birds,   the  dew 
On  opening  violets,  and  the  blue 
Of  skies  just  washed  from  weary  stain 
With  shower  on  shower  of  happy  rain ; 
By  earthly  scent  of  furrows  new, 
By  sudden  rainbows  on  the  wing, 
And  each  dear  thing  of  early  spring. 

Wild  hyacinths  are  in  the  grass. 
That  grow  more  purple  as  you  pass, 
And  pale  above  the  answering  glass 
They  find  in  many  a  shadowy  brook  ; 
The  daffodils  bend  down  and  look, 
See  the  chance  cloud,  a  snowy  mass, 
And  see  the  restless  bluebird  fly 
Deep  in  the  high  and  painted  sky. 

Oh.  gay  the  day  that  April  brings. 
When  all  about  the  wide  air  rings 
With  melody  of  whistling  wings. 
With  rustling  waters,  and  the  sigh 
Of  odorous  branches  far  and  nigh, 
Where  the  bee  murmurs  as  he  clings. 
While  up  and  down  the  glad  winds  strow 
The  rosy  snow  of  apple-blow. 

Ah,  if  on  some  delicious  day. 
Dropped  out  of  heaven  and  into  May, 
You  first  had  wandered  down  this  way. 
When  mellow  sunbeams  wove  their  snare 
Through  azure  vapors  everywhere, 
And  aS  the  land  in  langour  lay. 
It  had  not  seemed  a  day  so  meet, 
So  shy  and  fleet,  so  fresh  and  sweet 
Harriet  Prescott  Spofford,  in  Atlantic  for  January. 


The  Doves. 

Pretty  doves,  ::o  blithely  ranging 

Up  and  down  the  street ; 
Glossy  throats  all  bright  hues  changing, 

Little  scarlet  feet. 

Pretty  doves  !  among  the  daisies 

They  should  coo  and  fJit ! 
All  these  toilsome,  noisy  places 

Seem  for  them  unfit. 

Yet  amidst  our  human  plodding 

They  must  love  to  be, 
With  their  little  heads  a-nodding, 

Busier  than  we. 

Close  to  hoof  and  wheel  they  hover, 

Glancing  right  and  left. 
Sure  some  treasure  to  discover  ; 

Rapid,  shy,  and  deft. 

I-'riendliest  of  feathered  creatures. 

In  their  timid  guise  ; 
Wisdom's  little,  silent  teachers, 

Praying  us  be  wise. 

Fluttering  at  footsteps  careless. 

Danger  swift  to  flee. 
Lowly,  trusting,  faithful,  fearless  ; 

Oh,  that  such  were  we. 

In  the  world  and  yet  not  of  it. 

Ready  to  take  wing — 
By  this  lesson  could  we  profit 

It  were  everything  ! 
HARKiiiT  McEwEN  KiMiiALL,  ///   Widc-Awakc  for  December. 

The  Comrades. 

(l-ROM    THE   GERMAN   OF   UHLAND.) 

I  had  a  mate  in  the  regiment, 

A  better  man  ne'er  steppe''. 
The  bugle   blew  to  battle. 
And  'mid  the  roar  and  rattle. 

One  step,  one  heart  we  kept. 

"  Art  thou,  or  am  I,  the  billet 

Of  that  bullet  whisllinq;  here' 
Ah  1  poor  old  mate,  'tis  thee  it's  found  I  " 
He  fell  beside  me  on  the  ground— 
'Twas  a  part  of  myself  lay  there. 

"  Dost  stretch  thy  hand  toward  me? 

I  must  load,  and  one  more  =li'      "< 

I've  ne'er  a  hand  for  thee,  olil 

Peace  be  with  thee  in  kingdom  > 

Good-bye,  my  mate,  go.    1 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


ON  THE  MARSH. 


^^■^  Patiently  w'oitiiig  the  early  flight, 

^^^r  Through  the  cold  gray  morning's  misty  light, 

^^^B  I  watch,  while  the  ICastem  sky  grows  red. 

^^^H  From  a  rushy  blind  in  a  tule  bed. 

^^^Hi  My  comrade's  gun.  with  a  sullen  roar, 

^^^K  Booms  from  the  reeds  on  the  other  shore  ; 

^^^H  As  over  the  marsh  its  echo  rings. 

^^^H  Hark,  to  the  rush  of  the  countless  wings ! 

^^^B  From  leafy  covert,  with  startled  quack. 

^^^B  Mallard,  and  widgeon,  and  can\-as-back, 

^^^m  Led  bv  a  flock  of  the  green-winged  teal, 

^^H  They  climb,  they  circle,  they  swoop,  and  whed. 

^^^B  Not  a  moment  now  but  brings  a  shot ; 

^^^H  With  rapid  firing  the  g\m  grows  hot ; 

^^^B  Pance  the  decoys  on  the  dark  pool,  stirred 

^^^B  By  the  hea\y  plash  of  a  falUng  bird. 

^^^H  The  sun  shines  warm  on  the  red-topt  sedge 

^^^B  That  stretches  a»-av  from  the  marsh's  edge  ;  - 

^^^H  A  croaking  heron  t^ps  his  way 

^^^H  To  a  sandy  point   in  the  outer  bay  ; 

^^^H  A  roud-ben  scolds  from  the  rushes  nigh  ; 

^^^^P  A  curious  sea-gull  floats  on  high, 

XSTiile  we  seek  the  dead  birds,  one  by  one — 
The  sport  is  over.     The  flight  is  done. 
San  Fbascisco,  December,  1878.  GEORGt:  CiiisMOKt:. 


A   Song. 

Night  garnered  a  flowirr  from  orient  bower 

That  rose  by  the  southern  billow. 
And  at  midnight's  hour,  by  magical  power, 
She  laid  it  upon  thy  pillow. 

The  flower  was  orchis,  its  fragrance  was  love — 
Sing  lowly,  sweet  lute,  to  the  stars  above. 

From  heart  of  the  bloom  that  mystic  perfume 

That  guided  thy  sad,  sweet  dreaming, 

Was  in  perfect  tunc  as  are  buds  in  June. 

When  unfolding  in  sunshine  streaming. 

Loves  fears  and  its  sighs.  Love's  tears  and  its  scars — 
Of  these  sing  softly,  sweet  lute,  to  the  stars. 

All  hidden  thine  eyes,  their  dark  beauty  Ucs 

£n\-aited  while  thy  sad  soul  slumbers  ; 
The  orchis  breath  flics,  and  on  thy  breast  dies 
U'ncaught — like  my  feeble  numbers. 

Sing  sad  to  the  stars,  sweet  lute,  in  despair — 
My  lady  is  sleeping,  she  bears  not  thine  air. 

Oh.  list  ye.  my  sweet,  to  the  soul  at  thy  feet. 

It  dies  with  a  passionate  longing ! 
As  the  fragrance  fleet  of  the  bloom  of  sleep, 
It  can  sene  and  love  without  wronging. 

Sing  high  to  the  stars — sing  high  without  fear ! 
O  lute !  »ng  high,  thai  my  lady  may  hear ! 
San  Fbascisco,  December.  1S78.  SiGNA. 


Sentinel  Rock,  Yosemite  Valley. 


Old  Sentinel  and  Watchman  for  the  Long 
Ago !  Oh.  would  tliat  I  could  bribe  thee  for 
.'\n  hour  ! 

1  know  'tis  much — too  much,  perhaps — 
For  o»c  like  me,  so  poor  in  mind  and  purse. 
So  small  beside  thy  own  majestic  form. 
So  weak  in  fame  and  little  known.  10  kneel 
Upon  the  mosses  at  thy  feet,  and  ask 
One  favor  at  thy  mighty  hand. 
.\nd  yet  my  soiil  caEs  out  to  learn  of  thee 
The  ro)'Steries  of  the  past.     This  \"ale,  so 
Long  and  deep,  whose  walls  on  either  side  reach 
Upward  through  the  fleecy  clouds,  and  seem  to 
Kiss  the  sky,  has  fired  anew  my  love 
For  truth,  and  charmed  me  with  another  hope  that 
t  perchance  have  found  at  last  the  door  that 
Opens  to  the  unmeasured  pasL 

All  round  this  sacred  spot  rise  moimtains  wild 
And  free  with  Nature's  charms  and  beauties,  while 
Far  below-  ihe  crystal  river  rushing 
0\'er  giant  rocks  like  foaming  steeds  to 
Battle-fields  away ;   then,  calm  and  pure  as 
Sleeping  babes,  float  gently  through  the  pines  and 
Ferns,  where  slender  willows  droop  their  graceful 
Heads,  and  mirrored  there  gaze  on  in  slence 
On  beauty  unadorned. 

At  midnight  hours  come  moonbeams  passing  o'er. 
Thy  time-worn  peaks  send  forth  her  siU'er  rays 
Through  foliage  green,  which  break  amid  the  trees 
And  dance  like  fairies  in  the  air. 
Oh.  would  that  I  could  know  how  long  you've  watched 
This  sacred  spot;   how  long  thy  breast  hath  braved 
The  storms ;   how  long  thine  eyes  have  looked  upon 
The  grandeur  at  thy  feet;  and  oh,  how  long 
The  winter  snows  and  summer  showers  have  beat 
Upon  thy  brow. 

And  then  how  long  the  king  of  day  has  given 
His  first  salute  to  thee;  how  long  the  queen 
Of  night  has  waved  her  tumd  and  bowed  to  thee 
Before  she  dare  light  up  the  enchanted 
Halls  below,  where  unseen  forms  and  trailing 
Garments  float  in  silence  on  the  perfumed 
Air,  keep  lime  with  foaming  falls  and  rushing 
Rills,  while  angels  of  the  night  weave  sparkling 
Dewdrops  on  each  tiny  leaf  and  flower. 

Oh.  would  that  be  who  placed  thee  there  to  wntch 
In  silence  all  the  countless  ages  passed 
W'ould  now  stoop  down  and  loose  thy  flinty  tongue. 
Unchain  thy  prisoned  hands,  unlock  thy  stony  heart; 
Then  let  me  Icam  of  thee  the  days  when  thou 
Wert  but  a  child,  and.  if  thou  nc%-er  wert 
.\  child,  how  did  you  come  the  giant  that 
You  arc?     But  if  the  gods  deny  to  thee 
The  memories  of  thy  childhood'  days.  Ill 
Be  content  to  know  when  human  forms  first 
WaUted  beneath  thy  shade  — 
When  man  first  gaied  upon  thy  majesty. 
And  w  oman  first  acknowledged'  him  her  lord. 
How  many  nations  have  be«i  bom  and  died 
Since  you'hart  watdied  their  rise  and  fall? 
.-Vnd  what  the  highest  light  and  glory  of 
That  hdpless  race  now  growing  less  and  less 
With  each  succeeding  year? 
How  did  the  red  man  woo  his  dusky  mate 
Ten  thousand  years  ago?    Was  he  then  forced 
To  woo  and  w'in  each  night,  and  she  as  &ee 
To  go  each  morn  as  untamed  beasts  are  now? 
What  were  the  brarest  deeds  for  heroes 
Then  to  do?    Were  women  then  the  idle 
Toj-s  of  men.  in  costly  robes  and  glittering 
Gems  to  play  the  harlot  or  the  queen  as 
Best  might  please  their  lords? 

EHd  great  men  then  wear  crowns  of  gold  wrenched  from 
The  hardeiKd  hand  of  toQ?    Did  thieves  then  hold 
And  guide  the  ship  of  Slate?     Did  vice  and  sin 
Then  wear  the  laurel  wreath,  while  justice  cried 
.-Moud  for  bread,  and  truth  and  honor  dressed 
In  rags?    Did  gods  then  die  thai  men  might  live. 
And  did  they  live  to  know  and  do  the  right? 
-.s-ziijzo,  NoTrember,  1878.  Ltdia  E.  Drake. 


BOOK-COVER- REVIEWS. 


We  are  reaping  the  full  reward  of  our  new  mode  of  book 
reviewing.  Having  confined  ourselves  strictly  to  noticing 
covers,  and  to  pointing  out  the  mechanical  and  artistic  ex- 
cellence of  all  the  books  presented  to  us,  observing  the  beauty 
of  the  type  and  the  quality  of  paper,  we  are  in  receipt  of  all 
the  highly  ornamented,  splendidly  engraved,  and  well  bound 
and  printed  books.  All  the  severely  intellectual  works,  works 
of  erudition,  of  philosophy,  ofprofound  science  ;  all  the  dr>' 
histories  and  prosy  biographies  ;  in  fact,  all  the  learned  treat- 
ises upon  ologies  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  are  printed  with 
poor  type,  upon  cheap  paper,  and  shockingly  bound  in  paper 
or  cloth.  These  books  are  all  presented  to  the  Bulletin  to 
be  reviewed  by  Samuel  Williams,  Esq.,  while  all  the  hand- 
some works  adorn  the  book  table  of  the  .-Vrgonaut.  Hence 
it  is  apparent  that  we  have  the  best  of  the  arrangement ;  in 
time  the  Argonavt  library-  will  be  something  elegant ;  its 
shelves  glistening  with  bright  colors — gold  and  bronze — and 
its  books  illuminated  with  the  most  exquisite  engravings, 
while  the  Bulletin  book-room  will  be  as  sombre  and  gloomy 
as  all  these  musty  disquisitions  can  possibly  make  it.  There 
was  a  time  in  England  when  book  reviewing  was  carried  to 
perfection.  Books  are  reviewed  now  in  England.  The  Xa- 
tion^  also,  occasionally  gives  a  review  worth  reading.  There 
was  a  time,  when  the  Edinburgh  Rcinciv  was  in  its  prime, 
when  .Macaulayand  other  men  of  distinguished  literary- char- 
acter made  criticism  more  valuable  than  the  work  criticised. 
We  have  the  highest  regard  for  the  gentleman  who  does  the 
book  "notices'" — for  they  are  not  reviews — for  the  Bulletin: 
but  how  can  anyone  do  justice  to  a  week's  work  of  the  intel- 
lectual, book-making  world  in  two  narrow  columns  of  a  com- 
mercial journal.  Tyndall,  or  Herbert  Spencer,  or  August 
Comte  puts  forth  a  book  containing  the  work  of  years,  the 
thought  and  study  of  half  a  life  time,  and  Samuel  Williams, 
Esq. — with  all  respect — reads  it  in  a  day  and  reviews  it  in 
an  hour.  Is  this  a  review.'  Book  reviewing  is  simply  book 
noticing  in  consideration  of  gelfing  the  books.  It  is  an  ad- 
vertisement. Bancroft  &  Co.,  Roman  &  Co.,  Billings,  Har- 
boume  &  Co.  send  us  a  new  work  from  The  Riverside  Press, 
from  Appleton  &  Co.,  Harper  &  Bros.,  Carleton  &  Co.,  or 
any  one  of  the  b^lf  hundred  publishers  ;  we  have  no  time  to 
read  these  works,  and  give  to  our  subscribers  a  well-digested 
s>'nopsis  of  their  contents,  and  our  opinion  upon  the  subject 
matter  treated  in  them.  No  one  man  has  the  leisure  and  no 
hundred  men  the  varied  learning  requisite  for  such  a  labor. 

From  Bancroft  &  Co. —  The  Little  Good  for  Nothing,  trans- 
lated from  the  French  of  Alphonse  Daudet  by  Mary  Xeal 
Sherwood,  published  by  Estes  &  Lauriat  of  Boston.  From 
Billing,  Harboume  &  Co. — Madeline,  a  love  story,  by  Jules 
Sandeau,  a  prize  novel  published  by  Peterson  &  Brothers  of 
Philadelphia  ;  paper  cover,  and  cheap.  From  Lee  &:  Shep- 
ard,  New  York,  we  get  the  last  work  of  "  Petroleum  V.  Nasby," 
entitled  A  Paper  City,  descriptive  of  one  of  -those  specula- 
tive town  ventures  in  the  West  that  did  not  succeed.  The 
book  is  a  success.  Roman  &  Co.  send  us  a  work  on  eti- 
quette;  also,  the  Diary  of  a  If 'oman,  from  the  French  of 
Octave  Feuillet,  published  by  D.  Appleton  &  Co.,  the  same 
interesting  stor^-  heretofore  published  as  a  serial  in  the  AR- 
GONAUT, translated  for  us  by  Mr,  James  C.  Ward  of  San 
Francisco.  Billings,  Harboume  &  Co.  send  us,  from  D. 
Appleton  &  Co.,  the  book  of  the  season,  American  Painters, 
coming  fully  up  to  our  idea  of  good  binding,  good  print,  and 
good  paper,  and  containing  one  hundred  and  seventy-seven 
exquisite  wood  engravings  of  the  best  American  artists.  It 
is  an  elegant  work  creditable,  to  the  house  of  Appleton,  and 
we  hope  profitable  to  Billings,  Harboume  &:  Co. 


The  practice  of  newly-married  couples  going  to  a  hotel 
immediately  after  the  marriage  ceremony  has  become  so 
common  as  to  almost  supersede  the  old-time  wedding  tour. 
In  New  York,  especially,  a  fashionable  marriage  is  not  con- 
sidered complete,  if  legal,  until  the  couple  have  been  driven 
to  the  nearest  fashionable  hotel,  and  have  passed  at  least  a 
week  within  its  walls.  The  bridal  suites  of  the  principal 
hotels  are  elegantly  and  tastefully  fumished.  The  floors  are 
covered  with  the  richest  of  Turkey  carpets  ;  rhe  ceilings  are 
frescoed  in  the  most  elaborate  style,  presenting  beautiful 
contrast  of  shade  and  color ;  the  walls  are  literally  covered 
with  massive  paintings  and  engravings,  and  the  fumiture,  in 
blue  and  gold,  is  arranged  with  the  taste  of  an  artist  Mar- 
ble mantelpieces  are  adorned  with  antique  bronzes,  alternated 
with  elegant  what-nots  loaded  with  costly  bric-a-brac.  Pol- 
ished mirrors  reflect  the  golden  tint  of  the  walls,  mingled 
with  the  richer  sunlight,  stealing  through  the  partly  closed 
windows.  The  subdued  hum  of  traffic  in  the  streets  alone 
breaks  the  stillness.  Concerning  the  habits  of  their  newly- 
wedded  guests,  the  hotel  proprietors  say  very  little.  Bash- 
fill  couples  order  their  meals  in  their  rooms  ;  others  boldly 
face  the  leveled  stares  of  the  full  dining-room.  When  there 
are  from  half  a  dozen  to^  a  dozen  couples  in  the  house  at  the 
same  time  they  become  emboldened,  and  act  as  unconcem- 
edly  as  the  guests  of  maturer  years.  Where  the  couples  are 
young  and  handsome  they  receive  more  or  less  attention, 
widows  and  widowers  newly  matched  being  left  almost  en- 
tirely to  themselves.  When  an  old  gentleman  appears,  as  is 
now  frequently  the  case,  with  a  blooming  young  wife  forty- 
five  or  fifty  years  his  junior,  there  is  quiet  amusement  ail 
around. 

We  desire  to  ad%'i5e  the  health  officers  and  the  authorities 
at  Lone  Mountain  Cemeterj'  that  the  public  receiving  vault 
and  se\^ral  of  the  private  vaults  smell  bad.  In  one  a  child 
was  buried  last  March,  and  during  all  that  time  the  pocket 
has  been  left  open  that  flowers  may  be  placed  upon  a  coffin 
containing  the  unpleasant  smeUing  remains.  Sentimental 
relations  shoUld  remember  that  other  people  have  noses  not 
blunted  to  the  sense  of  smelL  There  are  considerations  of 
health,  as  well  as  propriety  and  good  taste,  involved  in  this 
question.  The  fact  is,  the  dead  should  be  burned — we  mean, 
of  course,  their  bodies. 


A  MAN  OF  FIXED  PRINCIPLES, 


In  the  winter  of  1S60 — I  think  in  the  month  of  December 
— wear)'  of  law,  sick  of  dyspepsia,  I  determined  to  make  a 
visit  to  Washoe.  San  Francisco  was  just  then  catching  the 
silver  fever.  The  Comstock  had  been  discovered,  and  we 
were  having  the  same  fabulous  tales  of  silver  wealth  as  only 
a  decade  before  had  tempted  me  from  a  law  office  in  the  city 
of  Detroit  to  hazard  the  danger  of  mules  and  Indians  in  a 
passage  across  the  plains.  No  railroad  then  over  the  Ne- 
vada hills ;  no  palace  car  by  lightning  express  from  San  Fran- 
cisco to  Virginia  City.  It  was  in  the  early  days  of  "Virginia 
town"  when  Herman  Camp,  and  Br>-ant,  and  Uncle  Billy 
Collier  were  the  magnates  and  silver  kings.  It  was  when 
Bob  Morrow,  Head,  and  Jo  Clark  used  to  make  frequent 
pilgrimages  mule-back  over  the  Sierra.  It  was  before  the 
time  of  Senator  Stewart,  or  Jim  Nye  ;  when  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sandy  Bowers  had  great  fortunes  in  Gold  Hill.  LeCount  had 
not  been  made  superintendent  of  Gould  &.  Curry  ;  Mr.  Atch- 
inson  was  a  great  man.  Winn  kept  the  leading  restaurant, 
and  Sam  Brown  did  the  principal  killing,  and  was  respect- 
fully regarded  as  the  leading  murderer  of  the  Territorj'.  It 
was  before  Colonel  Ormsby  and  Captain  Meredith  led  out 
one  hundred  and  twenty  of  us — to  punish  the  Indians  and 
revenge  the  massacre  of  a  white  family  "down  on  the  Car- 
son " — into  an  ambuscade  where  sixty-three  of  our  comrades 
were  left  scalped  and  dead  on  the  battle-field,  and  the  rest  of 
us  skedaddled ;  and,  of  course,  before  Colonel  Jack  Hays 
and  Charley  Fairfax  came  over  with  California  troops  to  pro- 
tect us  from  a  threatened  Indian  war.  Fairfax  wore  a  pair 
of  summer  shoes,  in  exchange  for  which  I  gave  him  a  pair 
of  sixteen-dollar  knee  boots  of  untanned  hide.  When  he 
met  the  Indians  and  came  away  hastily,  he  was  ungenerous 
enough  to  declare  that  the  boots  brought  him  unwittingly 
away  in  spite  of  his  valor,  because  of  cowardly  habits  ac- 
quired from  the  former  owner. 

We  made  up  a  purse  to  purchase  for  Colonel  Jack  Hays 
a  war  charger — bridle  with  Spanish  bit,  saddle  of  Mexican 
adornment,  spurs  jingling  with  silver  bells.  We  chose  an 
orator  to  make  the  presentation  speech.  It  was  earnest 
and  eloquent.  I  made  it  myself.  I  referred  to  his  heroic 
deeds  in  Texas  and  his  patriotic  achievements  in  the  Mexi- 
can war  ;  we  relied  upon  his  valor  to  revenge  the  dead  and 
to  protect  our  settlement  from  the  horrors  of  an  Indian 
massacre  ;  closed  up  with  a  little  poetrj-  and  a  peroration  to 
the  American  flag,  the  starr\-  emblem  of  liberty,  and  handed 
Colonel  Jack  the  bridle.  An  audience  of  miners,  pros- 
pectors, speculators,  and  gamblers  stood  around  in  eager  ex- 
pectancy of  his  reply.  It  came.  I  remember  it  as  though 
it  were  yesterday.  I  can  repeat  it  from  memorj',  word  for 
word.  First  he  looked  at  the  orator,  then  at  the  crowd, 
then  at  the  battle  charger,  and  taking  the  bridle,  he  said  : 

"  He's  a  demed  good  hoss,  and  Fm  much  obleeged." 

I  went  by  way  of  Sacramento — where  I  bought  a  saddle 
horse — Placer\-ille,  Strawberr)-,  Hope  \'alley,  Genoa,  and 
Carson.  At  Yank's  I  fell  in  with  a  sinewy,  handsome  gen- 
tleman, mounted  on  the  best  mule  I  ever  saw  outside  of  the 
artiler)'  mules  in  the  Spanish  army.  It  was  an  elegant  ani- 
mal ;  tall,  lithe  of  limb,  graceful,  and  black  as  night.  On 
the  narrow  snow  path  it  would  fight  a  pack-train  for  the 
right  of  way,  and  was  active  as  a  cat. 

His  master  —  well-informed,  courteous,  disposed  to  be 
communicative — was  an  agreeable  companion  up  through 
the  pine  wooded  heights  of  the  Sierra,  down  through  the 
cold  winds  of  the  Carson,  across  the  dreary'  valley  till  we 
reached  the  Devils  Gate.  He  was  bound  for  Dayton  ;  I  to 
Virginia  town.  Ever>'body  remembers  the  little  road-side 
gin  mill  at  the  mouth  of  the  canon,  there  we  dismounted  for 
a  parting  nip  of  benzine  to  lighten  our  onward  journey.  Be- 
fore mounting  I  said  to  the  stranger  : 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  we  have  had  a  pleasant  ride 
together,  and  I  am  interested  in  you  enough  to  inquire  your 
name  and  business  ? '' 

Readily  he  replied  :  "  Certainly,  only  I  am  afraid  that 
when  you  leara  my  occupation  it  will  lessen  the  good  impres- 
sion I  have  eWdently  made." 

"Oh,  no,"  I  said. 

"Well,  then,  I  am  a  professional  gambler,"  he  replied. 

"  Good,''  said  I  ;  "  now  one  inquiry'  more  and  I  am  con- 
tent. I  am  anxious  to  know  how  so  highly  educated  and  in- 
telligent a  person  as  yourself  becomes  reconciled  to  such  a 
life.  Ever>'  one  has  a  chart  of  principles,  a  sort  of  code  of 
rules  to  govern  himself.     What  are  yours  ?  " 

"  Well,"  he  answered,  "  I  am  governed  by  certain — rules  I 
would  call  them — principles  I  suppose  they  are.  I  have 
three.  First,  I  never  ask  any  one  to  drink,  lest  I  might 
tempt  him  to  excessive  indulgence  ;  I  never  refuse  a  drink, 
lest  I  might  seem  to  be  discourteous,  and  offend  ;  and  lastly, 
I  don't  care  a  damn  what  happens  to  any  body,  so  long  as  it 
don't  happen  to  me."  Rochester.- 


The  comptroller  of  the  household^of  the  Marquis  of  Lome 
is  Mr.  R.  C.  Moreton.  When  a  man  marries  and  settles 
down  in  this  country-,  he  doesn't  have  to  go  abroad  to  find  a 
comptroller  of  the  household.  His  mother-in-law  usually 
announces  herself  as  a  candidate  for  that  office  the  first 
thing,  and  as  he  is  never  permitted  to  go  behind  the  returns, 
fraud  or  no  fraud,  she  is  counted  in  ever>'  time. 


.An  anecdote  in  the  last  book  about  Bismarck  illustrates 
the  Russian  way  of  doing  things.  One  day,  walking  with 
the  Czar  at  St.  Petersburg,  he  discovered  in  the  comer  of  the 
summer  garden  an  apparently  needless  sentinel  He  asked 
why  the  man  was  placed  there.  The  Emperor  did  not 
know.  The  adjutant  did  not  know.  The  sentinel  did  not 
know,  except  that  he  had  been  ordered  there.  The  adjutant 
had  been  dispatched  to  ask  the  officer  of  the  watch,  whose 
reply  tallied  with  the  sentinel's — "Ordered."  Curiositj' 
awakened,  military  records  were  searched  without  yielding 
any  satisfactor\'  solution.  At  last  an  old  ser\'ing-man  was 
routed  out,  who  remembered  hearing  his  father  relate  that 
the  Empress  Catherine  II.,  one  hundred  years  ago,  had 
found  a  snowdrop  on  that  particular  spot  and  given  orders  to 
protect  it  from  being  plucked.  No  other  device  could  be 
thought  of  than  guarding  it  by  a  sentinel.  The  order  once 
issued  was  left  in  force  for  a  century'. 


The  ciWlization  that  does  not  hold  women  as  first  and  fore- 
most is  not  a  civilization.  The  world  to-day,  the  whole  world, 
even  the  Christian  world,  is  in  barbarism.  Look  at  Virginia  I 
Ten  lashes  with  a  cat-o'-nine-tails  and  six  days'  imprisonment 
in  the  common  jail  for  a  wife  who  "  stole  "  from  her  husband ! 


Coal  dealers  prefer  Newfoundland  dogs  to  any  other  breed 
They  weigh  more,  and  they  sit  quietly  on  the  cart  while  the 
load  is  on  the  scales. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


MUSIC  AND  ART, 


'For  Art  may  err  but  Nature  can  not  miss." 


The  last  Quartet  Soiree,  Friday  evening,  20th  inst.,  was 
particularly  interesting — firstly,  as  being  the  final  one  of  the 
best  series  of  concerts  we  have  ever  had  in  this  city  ;  and, 
secondly,  from  the  peculiar  and  attractive  arrangement  of  the 
programme,  which  was,  irt  a  sense,  historical,  and  consisted 
of  an  artistic  grouping  of  compositions  of  various  schools  and 
eras.  Italy  was  represented  by  the  Ciaconna  for  violin  solo,  by 
Vitali  (who  tiourished  in  the  early  part  of  the  last  centur>', 
and  had  been  well  nigh  forgotten  when  the  late  Ferdinand 
David  discovered  this  gem  of  violin  literature  among  the 
manuscripts  that  have  been  for  centuries  accumulating  in  the 
Royal  Librar)'  at  Dresden),  and  the  Gavotte  of  Bazzini.  The 
latter,  who  about  thirty  years  ago  was  ranked  among  the 
prominent  virtuosi  of  his  day,  is  still  living  (at  Naples,  I  be- 
lieve), and  occupies — deservedly,  too — a  very  high  rank 
among  modern  composers  of  chamber  music.  From  France 
we  had  the  Cavatinc  from  Pre  aux  clcrcs^  delightfully  sung 
by  Mrs.  Marriner-Campbell,  who  also  gave  a  Slumber  Song 
by  Oscar  Weil,  which  I  thought  rather  a  tame  affair,  evi- 
dently designed  for  the  parlor  rather  than  the  concert-room, 
and  not  very  creditable  to  the  composer  at  that.  Germany 
gave  us  of  its  best.  Beginning  with  old  Bach,  whose  lovely 
Aria  for  violin  (beautifully  played  by  Mr.  Louis,  Jr.)  was 
heartily  encored,  the  various  schools  were  represented  :  by 
Mozart,  Ctari?iette  (luintette;  Mendelssohn,  Capriccio  bril- 
Haiite  in  B  minor  ;  Schumann,  Piano-forte  Quintette  ;  and 
Bargiel  (who  is  still  living  and  writing),  whose  deep  and 
thoughtful  Adagio  for  violoncello  was  very  tenderly  and  ar- 
tistically performed  by  Mr.  Ernst,  and  formed  one  of  the 
most  enjoyable  features  of  what  may  be  called  a  thoroughly 
delightful  musical  evening.  I  have  never  seen  a  more  ap- 
preciative or  enthusiastic  audience. 


Signor  Tojetti's  Ophelia^  which  is  attracting  many  visitors 
to  Morris  &  Schwab's  gallery,  where  it  is  on  exhibition,  is 
one  of  those  pictures  about  which  one  might  write  a  good 
sized  book  without  having  exhausted  its — defects.  Its  merits 
may  be  summed  up  in  a  short  paragraph.  Signor  Tojetti 
paints  well ;  as  far  as  the  mere  technique  of  his  art  is  con- 
cerned he  is  an  able  artist,  whose  drawing  is  mostly  quite 
correct,  his  feeling  for  color  excellent  (in  some  cases — cer- 
tain fiesh  tints,  etc. — quite  masterly),  and  his  treatment  of 
draperies,  textures,  etc.,  entirely  those  of  a  painter  of  con- 
siderable knowledge  and  routine.  He  has  a  nice  perception 
of  the  picturesque,  and  perhaps  a  more  than  ordinary  talent 
for  composition.  And  yet,  with  all  these  ijualities  ac- 
knowledged, I  can  not  but  say  that  it  seems  to  me  that  Sig- 
nor Tojetti's  pictures — as  we  have  seen  them  in  this  city — 
are  almost  entirely  without  artistic  value  ;  nay,  more,  that  in 
any  higher  sense  of  the  term  they  are  not  pictures  at  all,  but 
rather  mere  clever  paintings  with  a  certain  superficial  at- 
tractiveness that  is  sure  to  win  for  them  a  goodly  amount  of 
public  and  newspaper  praise ;  but  that  is  as  far  removed 
from  true  art  as  are  the  heroics  of  the  stage  from  the  quali- 
ties that  underlie  the  heroism  of  real  life.  The  fact  is  that 
Signor  Tojetti,  conscious  of  his  tecJmique^  as  he  may  well  be, 
and  delighting  himself  in  that  fatal  facility  of  execution  that 
is  such  a  dangerous  quality  to  all  artists,  seems  to  rely  ex- 
clusively upon  the  characteristics  that  will  bring  applause  in 
the  open  market ;  he  makes  an  attractive  painting,  but — and 
especially  in  this  Ophelia — one  entirely  lacking  any  higher 
intellectual  quality.  This  fatal  defect — for  in  this  picture  it 
is  fatal — was  less  apparent  in  the  former  works  exhibited  by 
this  artist ;  the  Elaine  (weak  as  it  was)  was  carried  by  a 
certain  picturesqueness  of  arrangement,  and  the  Ve?ius  and 
Night  were  simply  subjects  that  any  painter  is  always  at 
liberty  to  maltreat  as  he  likes — a  nude  female  figure,  re- 
spectably drawn  from  any  well  formed  model,  answers  the 
purpose  sufficiently,  and,  for  the  rest,  we  are  not  likely  to  be 
over  particular.  But  an  Ophelia  is  a  very  different  affair. 
Here  we  have  to  deal,  firstly,  with  Shakspeare,  and  after  that 
each  with  his  own  ideal ;  here  we  look  for  character,  heart, 
intellect.  And  in  attempting  to  portray  these  qualities — if, 
indeed,  he  may  be  said  to  have  attempted  it  at  all — Signor 
Tojetti  must  be  said  to  have  failed  utterly.  His  Ophelia  is  the 
OpheHa  of  the  footlights  ;  she  is  studied  fi-om  Thomas'  Opera 
rather  than  from  Shakspears,  to  whom  she  bears  about  the 
same  relation  that  does  Verdi's  Louisa  Miller  to  Schiller^s, 
Donizetti's  Lucia  to  Walter  Scott's,  or  Thomas'  Mignon  to 
Goethe's.  She  is  the  Venus  over  again  with  a  somewhat 
lorn  and  saddened  visage  and  a  white  satin  gown ;  the  Night 
partially  draped  ;  the  Elaine  rediviva.  That  she  is  studied 
from  the  modern  stage  is  palpable  at  a  glance  ;  Shakspeare 
gives  no  hint  of  a  kneeling  Ophelia,  but  modern  actresses 
introduce  this  effect  and  make  it  very  telling  ;  the  loosening 
of  the  hair,  the  decolleti  gown  (which  no  respectable  woman 
wore  in  Hamlet's  day),  the  bare  arms — all  these  points  are 
of  the  theatre.  It  requires  only  the  most  superficial  study  of 
the  Scandinavian  race  to  convince  one  that  the  features  of 
this  Ophelia  are  not  the  result  of  even  such  superficial  ob- 
servation ;  they  are  pretty  enough,  I  dare  say,  but  have 
neither  the  intellect  nor  high-bred  air  of  Shakspeare's  hero- 
ine. They  are  those  of  a  pretty  Americaine  who  has  been 
caught  in  a  scrape  and  is  ''  very,  very  sorry."  The  composi- 
tion is  attractive  and  pretty  in  itself;  the  flesh  and  hair  are 
nicely  painted,  and  so  are  the  flowers  (I  don't  find  anything 
about  roses  and  geraniums  in  Shakspeare,  and  think  their 
use  the  less  happy  in  that  the  roses  are  evidently  studied 
from  Califomian  flowers,  whereas  Ophelia  could  not  have 
had  any  but  wild  ones,  and  could  not  possibly  have  had  gera- 
niums, which  are  of  comparatively  recent  introduction  into 
Europe) ;  and  designated  simply  as  "  a  fair  penitent"  the  pict- 
ure would  be  very  well  in  its  way,  with  plenty  of  latitude 
left  the  beholder  for  surmises  as  to  the  possible  cause  of  such 
pretty  sorrow.  But  with  its  present  title  it  is  simply  a  gross 
blunder,  for  there  is  nothing  of  Ophelia  about  it. 


student,  if  possible,  worse  off  than  before  undertaking  it,  since 
the  only  thing  gained  is  a  smattering  of  art  (cheap  enough  it 
is  in  our  day),  and  the  certainty  of  being  at  some  future  time 
overtaken  by  the  sickening  consciousness  of  wasted  oppor- 
tunities. But,  in  the  main,  the  work  has  been  done  honestly 
and  with  great  thoroughness  of  intention,  and  in  some  in- 
stances with  a  recognizable  striving  in  the  best  direction  that 
is  truly  delightful.  There  is  no  exhibition  at  present  in  this 
city  that  will  so  well  repay  a  visit ;  and  perhaps  no  institu- 
tion on  the  coast  a  hearty  and  liberal  encouragement  of 
which  is  apt  to  bring  forth  such  desirable  results — for  us  all 
— as  this  one.  I  think  I  can  see  among  the  drawings  and 
color  studies  a  great  deal  of  promise  for  the  future,  and  am 
strongly  in  the  hope  that  before  long  the  directors  will  be- 
come aware  of  the  fact  that  the  present  system  of  giving 
prizes  for  proficiency,  progress,  etc.,  is  in  reaUty  only  an  im- 
pediment to  the  true  progress  that  is  confidently  looked  for 
by  every  real  friend  of  the  school.  Apart  fi-om  the  jealousies 
and  heartburnings  that  are  necessarily  engendered  by  such 
a  system,  to  me  the  public  recognition  of  the  fact  that  a  stu- 
dent has  been  faithful  to  his  or  her  work  would  seem  to 
argue  that  such  faithfulness  was  not  looked  for  or  anticipated, 
and  that  the  giving  of  the  prizes  was  needed  as  an  incentive 
to  the  pupils  to  do  their  mere  duty.  Surely  in  a  school  de- 
voted to  the  cultivation  of  high  art  this  should  not  be  the 
case.  I  can  not  imagine  any  art  student  evw  doing  less 
than  his  best,  or  doing  more  careful  work  because  it  is  to  be 
rewarded  by  a  gold  medal;  indeed,  to  such  students  as  some 
of  those  whose  work  is  to  be  found  in  the  present  exhibition 
I  can  fancy  such  a  distinction  coming  almost  in  the  form  of 
an  insult.  The  true  art  student  works  for  the  love  of  his  art; 
for  him  this  is  sufficient,  and  of  a  value  inestimably  above 
all  prizes.  That  other  kind  of  work,  that  which  is  done  with 
one  eye  on  nature — or  the  easel — and  the  other  on  a  possi- 
ble medal,  or  piece  of  parchment,  is  of  accurately  no  value 
whatsoever,  whether  to  the  student  or  anybody  else,  and 
the  less  of  it  there  is  done  the  better  off  we  all  shall  be. 
Despite  the  precedent  of  the  German  and  French  art 
schools,  I  think  the  system  radically  wrong,  belittling  the 
object  of  all  study,  dwarfing  the  dignity  of  art,  and  reducing 
it  to  the  common  level  of  an  occupation  to  be  pursued  for 
what  of  public  recognition  is  to  be  gained  by  it,  and  the 
amount  of  tangible  gain  that  such  notoriety  will  bring. 


AFTERMATH. 


I  think  I  know'something  of  the  difficulty  under  which  a 
young  artist  labors  in  endeavoring  to  see  through  his  own 
eyes  rather  than  through  those  of  some  favorite  painter 
whose  work  he  very  much  admires,  and  of  the  almost  impos- 
sibility of  conquering  the  habit  when  it  has  once  been  ac- 
quired. It  comes  almost  insensibly,  and  at  times  alongside 
of  the  utmost  integrity  of  purpose  ;  it  steals  its  way  into 
work  of  the  purest  intent ;  it  is  a  trick,  and  is  there  almost 
before  one  is  aware  of  it.  But  it  is  a  dangerous,  destroying 
habit ;  it  is  the  most  dangerous  one  that  threatens  the  young 
artist,  and  should  be  guarded  against  with  the  most  unflag- 
ging watchfulness  ;  it  should  be  resisted  in  every  possible 
way  until  subdued,  for  otherwise  it  conquers,  and  its  con- 
quest is  death.  There  is  only  one  remedy  for  this  insidious 
disease,  only  one  hope  for  those  who  are  afflicted  :  Go 
straight  to  nature  !  Go  out  of  doors  with  pencil  or  brush, 
forget  all  the  pictures  you  ever  saw,  and  open  your  eyes ! 
See  what  is  there  !  Perhaps  you  will  not  be  able  to  see  it 
at  first,  and  it  will  look  like  this  painter  or  that — the  Califor- 
nian  sky  will  appear  Frenchy,  the  cattle  like  Holstein  or 
Scotch,  orany  other  that  have  been  well  painted — everything 
will  compose  itself  into  somebody  else's  lines.  In  that  case 
don't  work  ;  shut  up  your  sketching  book  and  go  home.  But 
come  back  to  it,  and  try  again,  and  again,  and  again,  until  at 
last  you  learn  to  see  through  your  own  eyes.  This  is  all, 
absolutely  all,  you  have  to  do  in  order  to  become  a  good  ar- 
tist ;  the  mere  doing  of  the  thing — the  putting  it  down  on 
paper  or  canvas — is  easy  enough  after  that.  It  is  the  seeing 
the  thing  that  makes  the  artist ;  it  is  for  what  he  sees  in  the 
world  that  the  rest  of  us  do  not  that  he  is  precious.  I  say 
that  the  seeing  through  the  eyes  of  others  is  a  difficulty  with 
young  artists  ;  I  know  plenty  of  older  ones'who  do  it  as  well, 
but  it  is  not  of  them  I  am  thinking.  It  is  rather  of  some  of 
those  whose  work  I  have  lately  seen  at  the  School  of  Design  ; 
some  of  them  with  every  evidence  of  talent  of  no  mean  order, 
and  some  with  less  talent,  and  a  consequent  greater  need 
that  they  should  be  on  the  alert  lest  some  unfortunate  man- 
nerism come  between  them  and  their  ideal.  Nature  is  al- 
ways original,  and  in  faithfully  studying  her  work  every  artist 
may  always  be  certain  of  preserving  his  originality.  If  he 
have  none  of  his  own  at  the  outset,  Nature  will  furnish  him 
with  all  the  material  he  needs,  and  in  keeping  true  to  him- 
self no  young  artist  can  fail  in  time  to  stamp  his  work  with 
the  mark  of  his  own  individuality.  But  he  must  be  true  to 
himself,  and  see  for  himself  S.  E.  . 


All  the  poetiy  that  will  be  printed,  and  all  the  pictures 
that  will  be  drawn, at  the  outgoing  of  the  Old  Year  will  repre- 
sent 1S7S  as  a  poor,  decrepit,  frost-bitten,  ragged,  sour  old 
man  ;  tottering  out  from  life  bearing  his  burden  ;  foot-sore, 
weary,  disgusted,  disappointed,  yet  looking  back  with  jealous 
malignity  to  the  bhthe  and  happy  New  Year,  that  comes  on 
after  him  with  elastic  step,  confident  of  the  good  time  com- 
ing. And  it  occurs  to  us  that  this  is  not  the  way  to  present 
the  abdication  of  the  monarch  of  a  year.  He  is  not  the  ab- 
ject, pitiable  old  remnant  of  days  going  out  into  the  shadow 
of  time  ;  and  the  New  Year  is  not  the  radiant  Prince  of 
Promise  that  our  poets  and  poetesses  delight  to  represent 
him.  The  Old  Year,  clothed  with  the  honors  of  accom- 
plished events,  crowned  withachievements,  his  brow  wreathed 
with  the  bays  of  victories  gained — victories  in  arts  and  arms 
— proud  and  stalwart,  wraps  himself  in  a  royal  mantle  of  pure 
snows  and  sparkling  ice,  steps  out  upon  the  firm,  frosted 
path,  crosses  the  threshold  of  time,  and  standing  upon  the 
golden  pavement,  looks  back  upon  a  career  accomplished, 
and  forward  to  an  immortality  of  rest.  Happy  old  monarch  ! 
Happy  that  his  work  is  done,  his  trouble  ended,  his  reward 
earned.  The  New  Year  we  would  rather  regard  as  a  raw 
and  awkward  stripling,  timorous,  shame-faced,  conscious  of 
coming  toil  and  trouble,  of  tasks  to  be  accomplished,  uncer- 
tain of  results,  and  not  knowing  whether  some  grand  con- 
vulsion might  not  undermine  his  empire,  destroy  his  throne, 
and  send  himself  headlong  into  the  chaos  of  dissolving 
worlds.  We  would  paint  the  New  Year  a  sad-eyed  boy, 
whose  prophetic  soul  sees  all  the  toil  and  sorrow,  crime  and 
misery,  the  disappointments  and  defeated  hopes  of  a  year  ; 
sees  contagion  and  death  reveling  among  his  subjects  ;  sees 
war  and  desolation  making  bloody  havoc  ;  sees  all  the  van- 
ity, weakness,  and  wickedness  of  humanity,  stumbling  and 
fretting  along  the  year's  short  pathway.  Still  it  is  the  picture 
of  old  age  and  youth.  Hopeful,  buoyant  youth,  and  old  age 
serene  and  happy,  or  full  of  discontent,  as  we  have  chosen 
to  make  it.  The  Argonaut,  in  the  babyhood  of  its  career, 
bom  of  well-to-do  but  honest  parents,  looks  out  from  its 
laces,  and  wraps,  and  long  clothes,  its  comfortable  crib,  with 
its  silver  cup  and  pap  spoon,  opens  its  serene,  calm  eyes, 
confident  of  a  promising  youth,  of  a  stout  manhood,  of  a 
useful  career,  and  of  an  immortality  that  makes  us  drop  the 
simile  of  a  single  passing  year,  and  wish  our  readers  a 
Happy  New  Year,  and  many  of  them. 


This  year's  exhibition  of  the  work  done  at  the  School  of 
Design  seems  to  me  to  excel  in  quality,  as  well  as  quantity, 
anything  that  has  preceded  it,  and  betokens  a  steady  im- 
provement that  is  very  encouraging.  There  is,  as  usual,  con- 
siderable that  seems  to  have  been  done  without  any  definite- 
ness  of  purpose  or  aim  on  the  part  of  the  students  ;  a  sort 
of  higher  boarding-school  work,  so  to  say,  that  is  to  result  in 
Ihe  attainment  of  an  "  accomplishment,"  and  that  leaves  the 


The  Stock  Exchange  in  New  York  and  London,  the  Bourse 
in  Paris,  Frankfort,  and  Amsterdam,  and  the  Stock  Boards 
in  all  the  prominent  cities  of  the  world,  have  so  familiarized 
us  with  these  institutions  that  we  have  come  to  regard  them 
as  a  necessity.  Why  Dr.  O'Donnell  and  his  associates  in 
the  Convention  should  desire  to  suppress  our  Stock  Ex- 
change we  do  not  understand. 

Mr.  Denis  Kearney  has  been  especially  emphatic  in  de- 
nouncing caucuses,  yet  the  caucus  of  a  workingmen's  club 
has  endeavored  to  control  the  action  of  Messrs.  Vacquerel 
and  Dowling  in  the  Constitutional  Convention.  Messrs. 
Vacquerel  and  Dowling  have  manfully  stood  up  to  their 
rights  and  asserted  their  personal  dignity. 

"  It  is  a  disgrace  to  civilization  that  men,  women,  and 
children  are  hungry  in  a  land  where  grass  and  flowers  grow 
in  the  open  air  on  Christmas  day  as  they  do  in  San  Fran- 
cisco."— Evening  Post.  We  say  yes,  a  disgrace  to  the 
great  hulking,  idle  tramps  who  would  rather  beg  than  toil. 

Dr.  Charles  Carroll — of  Carrolton — O'Donnell,  ^/Vt:^'(^;;/ 
horse-tamer,  and  present  member  of  the  Constitutional  Con- 
vention by  the  grace  of  Kearney  and  the  sand-lot,  has  come 
to  grief:  every  pane  in  his  glass  house  has  been  smashed  by 
the  hot  cobbles  of  the  Chronicle^  flung  by  Mr.  A.  A.  Cohen 
We  are  sorry  to  observe  these  race  conflicts.  Dr.  O'Don- 
nell contemplates  retiring  from  the  Convention  and  from 
practice. 


The  making  of  social  calls  on  New  Year's  Day  is  a  splen- 
did old-fashioned  New  York  custom  that  has  of  late  years 
extended  itself  throughout  New  England  and  the  North,  and 
been  very  generally  accepted  by  the  ladies  of  the  South.  It 
has,  in  fact,  become  one  of  our  national  customs,  as  New 
Year's  Day  has  become  a  national  holiday.  The  custom 
was  for  a  time  abused  by  the  intrusion  of  unwelcome  guests, 
but  this'abuse,  like  most  others  of  its  kind,  cures  itself  in 
time,  and  the  receiving  of  calls  is  again  becoming  very  gen- 
eral. In  the  Eastern  cities  it  has  a  new  life  and  every  hos- 
pitable mansion  throws  open  its  doors,  and  hangs  out  its 
card-basket  to  receive  gentlemen  callers.  Business  life  is 
so  exacting  that  the  amenities  of  social  liJe  are — in  our  coun- 
try— mostly  left  to  the  ladies.  On  New  Year's  Day  the  gen- 
tlemen are  at  leisure,  and  should  be  encouraged  in  present- 
ing themselves  to  their  lady  acquaintance.  So,  if  the  first 
of  January  is  a  pleasant  day  we  hope  to  see  our  streets 
thronged  with  New  Year's  callers,  and  that  our  lady  friends 
will  not  put  the  inhospitable  basket  upon  the  door-knob  unless 
for  some  good  cause.  We  want  smiles,  cake,  egg-nog, 
mince  pies,  apple  jack,  and  a  cordial  welcome  in  exchange 
for  our  congratulations. 

The  Bulletin,  Call,  and  Chronicle  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 
for  'tis  their  nature  to ;  while  all  the  respectable  journals 
like  the  Argonaut  have  something  else  to  do,  their  little 
minds  and  feeble  pens  are  just  now  busily  engaged  in  en- 
deavoring to  do  each  other  mischief.  The  Sargent-Gorham- 
Page-Carr-Pinney-Burr-Spaulding-C/:r('?«V/if  libel  complica- 
tion that  has  ended  in  two  fiascos  at  Placerville ;  the  libel 
farce  now  being  played  in  the  Constitutional  Convention  ; 
the  O'Donnel  libel  case  against  "  the  live  paper  ;  "  the  Reed 
libel  case  against  the  twins — all  this,  accompanied  with  long 
columns  of  daily  abuse  of  each  other,  is  exceedingly  nice 
and  amusing  literature  for  the  three  leading  journals  of  Cali- 
fornia. But  does  this  long-continued  journalistic  quarrel  in- 
terest anybody  else  than  Fitch,  Pickering,  and  Charles 
and  Michael  de  Young?  Is  there  in  all  California  or  else- 
where anybody  that  cares  a  tinkers  imprecation  about  the 
quarrel,  who  is  right  or  who  is  wrong,  who  wins  or  who 
loses  ?  This  thing  has  now  been  going  on  for  nine  years  : 
one  long,  continuous,  unceasing  scold  between  these  vira- 
goes of  the  press — these  cats  on  the  journalistic  clothes  line 
— these  blackand-tan  terriers  of  type.  There  is  one  consol- 
ing reflection  :  So  long  as  they  abuse  each  other  they  iiav« 
less  space  to  annoy  honest  people. 


"The  markets  and  stores  throughout  the  city  present  the 
natural  wealth  of  our  State  in  a  manner  that  must  attract  the 
attention  of  strangers.  The  costly  gems  and  jewels,  for 
Christmas  gifts,  on  public  exhibition  must  be  worth  millions. 
The  dry  goods,  millinery,  and  furnishing  stores  display  the 
most  costly  and  latest  of  everything  for  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren to  wear.  The  toy  and  fancy  stores  are  filled  with  every- 
thing to  please  the  child  or  adult.  The  book  and  picture 
dealers  present  all  the  newest  works  in  literature  and  art  in 
gorgeous  bindings  and  frames.'' — Evening  Post.  Gems  and 
jewels  are  not  a  part  of  the  natural  wealth  of  California. 
The  dry  goods  and  millinery  are  imported.  The  toys  and 
fancy  goods  come  from  abroad.  All  the  books  and  most  of 
the  pictures  are  sent  to  us  from  Europe  and  the  East.  The 
Post  is  indigenous  ;  it  is  a  home  production,  and  we  are  not 
proud  of  it 

We  knew  three  gentlemen,  and  they  were  ver>'  agreeable 
acquaintance.  We  became  intimate  and  considered  them 
friends.  We  indorsed  their  notes  and  lost  them  all.  Friend- 
ship seldom  survives  a  protest.  Your  friend  thinks  you  a 
fool  for  indorsing  his  paper,  and  you  regarcf  him  as  a  knave 
because  he  does  not  pay  ;  both  are  right.  Mv  --al  :  Have  .10 
fiiends, 


THE   ARGONAUT. 


A  SINGED  CAT, 


By  E    H.  Clough. 


(CONTINUED   FROM    LAST  NUMBBK.1 


V. — THE  CAT  ON  THE  WITNESS  STAND. 
"  Put  a  little  more  life  into  your  answers,  Inch,  old  man  ; 
don't  act  as  if  you  were  going  to  sleep  all  the  time.  Re- 
member what  I  have  been  telling  you  and  keep  your  eyes 
peeled  for  the  District  Attorney's  questions— you'll  find  some 
of  them  hard  to  dodge.  He  is  like  a  shot  gun— he  scatters, 
and  some  of  the  shot  may  hit  you.  Lengthen  out  your  an- 
swers in  the  right  place,  and  forget  to  answer  at  others. 
Above  all  things,  don't  be  positive  about  anything  except— ' 
"Who's  doin'  this?"  interrupted  Inch. 
"You  are,"  replied  Kogle,  glancing  toward  the  Court-house 
steps  to  see  whether  they  were  observed.  "  I  am  only  re- 
minding you  of  the  minor  points  in  your  evidence.  If  you 
work  this  little  game  as  well  as  you  did  those  primaries,  your 
fortune's  made.  Brower's  got  bushels  of  coin,  and  if  we  clear 
him  we've  got  him  in  the  door." 

••  I've  bin  thar  afore,"  answered  Inch,  turning  his  fish-like 
eyes  upon  the  somewhat  anxious  attorney. 

"  I  know,  but  perhaps  you've  never  had  such  a  ticklish  case 
to  deal  with  before,  and — " 

"Oh,  yes!  oh,  yes  !  oh,  yes!  the  Honorable  District  Court 
of  the  — th  Judicial  District  is  now  open  pursuant  to  adjourn- 
ment." 

The  hoarse  voice  of  the  Deputy  Sheriff  rang  out  over  the 
drowsy  town,  and  the  citizens  began  to  stream  toward  the 
Court-house,  anxious  to  listen  to  the  details  of  the  case  of 
The  T'eople  t'j.  Edward  Brower,  under  indictment  for  mur- 
der. The  spacious,  bam-like  Court-room  was  soon  filled,  and 
the  Brower  case  being  first  on  the  calendar  was  duly  called. 
The  preliminaries  of  reading  the  indictment,  calling  the  ve- 
riir^,  and  the  impanneling  of  a  portion  of  the  jurj',  occupied 
the  entire  forenoon.  During  the  afternoon  the  remainder  of 
the  jury  was  obtained. 

It  was  not  at  all  remarkable  that  a  jury  was  so  easily  se- 
cured, for  the  murder  had  been  committed  ten  years  before, 
and  many  of  those  summoned  to  act  as  jurors  in  the  case 
had  arrived  in  the  county  long  after  and  knew  nothing  of  the 
facts  whatever. 

The  District  Attorney,  in  stating  his  case,  told  how  a  man 
named  Joseph  Taggert,  a  gambler,  had,  ten  years  previously, 
quarreled  with  a  miner  named  Morris  about  the  ownership 
of  a  mining  claim  on  Douglass  Flat,  Taggert  claiming  that 
he  owned  it  by  right  of  purchase,  and  .Morris,  who  was  in 
possession  at  the  time,  claiming  that  he  was  the  rightful 
owner  by  the  right  of  discover)" — admitting,  however,  that 
he  had  not  worked  it  for  some  time,  but  urging  that  he  had 
as  much  right  to  renew  his  labor  there  as  anybody  else,  the 
claim  having  been  idle  during  a  sufiicient  length  of  time  to 
allow  the  privilege  of  working  it  to  anyone  who  chose.  This 
dispute  grew  warmer  and  warmer  ever)*  time  the  men  met, 
until  at  last  they  came  to  blows,  and  Morris  beat  Taggert  in 
a  terrible  manner — a  beating  that  was  approved  by  the  com- 
munity, as  Taggert  was  the  aggressor  and  struck  the  first 
blow.  As  soon  as  Taggert  was  able  to  arise  from  his  bed  he 
sought  Morris,  and,  finding  him  in  a  saloon,  walked  deliber- 
ately up  to  him,  drew  a  revolver,  turned  him  face  to  face,  and, 
without  a  word  of  warning,  raised  the  pistol,  pulled  the  trig- 
ger, and  sent  a  bullet  crashing  through  his  brain.  As  soon 
as  he  had  perpetrated  this  cold-blooded  act  Taggert  mounted 
a  fleet  horse  and  fled.  Years  rolled  by  and  nothing  was  heard 
of  the  fugitive  murderer  until  a  citizen  of  Mammoth  City, 
who  was  cognizant  of  the  whole  transaction,  and  who  was 
well  acquainted  with  the  murderer,  met  him  in  Marysville,  a 
highly  respected  and  wealthy  citizen  of  that  town,  living  there 
under  the  name  of  Edward  Brower.  Keepmg  his  own  coun- 
sel, this  citizen,  .Mr.  William  Staghart,  returned  to  Mammoth 
City  and  informed  the  authorities  of  the  fact,  and  Edward 
Brower  was  immediately  arrested  and  brought  to  the  place 
where,  it  was  alleged,  he  had  committed  the  crime  charged 
against  him. 

"  We  shall  endeavor  to  prove,"  concluded  the  District  At- 
torney, "that  Edward  Brower  and  Joseph  Taggert  are  one 
and  the  same  person.  We  have  witnesses  who  can  swear  to 
his  identity,  and  we  intend  to  trace,  as  far  as  possible,  his 
career  since  leaving  the  town,  thereby  obviating  the  difficul- 
ties that  might  arise  fi-om  the  fact  that  he  has  been  absent 
ten  years,  and  has,  consequently,  changed  in  his  personal  ap- 
pe;irance  considerably  in  that  time." 

Fogle,  for  the  defense,  in  his  statement,  said  that  they  did 
not  intend  to  rebut  the  allegation  that  a  murder  had  been 
committed — a  cold-blooded,  dastardly  murder.  But  they 
should  attempt  to  show,  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  intelligent 
and  acute  gentlemen  composing  the  jur>'  before  him,  that 
Edward  Brower  was  not  the  murderer  of  Morris— that  he 
was  not  Joseph  Taggert,  and  that  this  was  simply  a  very  re- 
markable case  of  mistaken  identity. 

"  May  it  please  the  Court,"  said  the  District  Attorney,  "  I 
would  ask  that  the  witnesses  on  both  sides  be  excluded  from 
the  Court-room." 

"  I  was  about  to  make  the  same  request,  your  Honor.  I 
feel  that  truth  and  justice  will  be  subseried  if  this  course  is 
pursued  ;  that  a  somewhat  remarkable  resemblance  between 
two  men  will  be  more  clearly  demonstrated,  and  an  innocent 
man  acquitted  of  the  terrible  crime  imputed  to  him.     1 — " 

'■  Your  Honor,  I  hope  that  my  learned  friend  is  not  about 
to  argue  the  case  before  hearing  the  evidence,"  said  the  Dis- 
trict Attorney,  interrupting  Fogle. 

"  Witnesses  for  the  prosecution  and  defense  in  this  case 
will  leave  the  Court-room,  but  remain  within  call, '  growled 
the  Judge  in  a  scarcely  audible  tone,  thus  cutting  short  the 
preliminary  sparring  of  the  opposing  attorneys. 

The  trial  lasted  three  days.  During  its  progress  the  prose 
cution  pursued  a  straight-forward  and  upright  course,  while 
the  defense  resorted  to  everj-  trick  and  subterfuge  which  the 
proline  ingenuity  of  Fogle  could  suggest.  He  picked  flaws 
in  the  e\-idence,  he  brow-beat  some  of  the  witnesses  and 
coaxed  others,  he  twisted  unfavorable  testimony  into  some- 
thing like  evidence  favorable  to  the  defense,  he  objected  to 
questions  by  the  District  Attorney,  and  excepted  to  rulings 
of  the  Court ;  he  cross-examined  and  re-cross-examined, 
until  a  doubtfiil  witness  was  as  limp  as  a  rag ;  and  in  fact  re- 
s— -.  d  ts  everj-  species  of  artifice  known  to  criminal  prac- 
;ie  ittempted  to  force  the  case.     When  the  prosecu- 


tion had  called  all  their  witnesses,  he  made  a  stirring  appeal 
to  the  jur>',  and  then  placed  in  evidence  several  depositions 
of  parties  living  in  .Marysville,  who  swore  that  Brower  came 
to  that  city  five  years  before  ;  that  he  had  always  acted  as 
an  honest,  respectable  citizen  ;  that  he  was  not  a  gambler, 
nor  an  associate  of  low  characters  while  resident  in  that  city. 
The  next  class  of  witnesses  called  were  citizens  who  had 
known  Taggert  before  he  fled.  Up  to  this  point  the  case  of 
the  defendant  was  far  from  being  a  satisfactory  one.  The 
proof  of  good  character  during  the  past  five  years  was  a 
nullity  as  regards  the  identification  of  the  murderer  of  Mor- 
ris, and  the  .Mammoth  City  witnesses  were  vague  and  vacil- 
latmg  in  their  evidence.  Had  the  latter  been  more  positive, 
the  prisoner's  line  of  defense  might  have  compared  favorably 
with  that  of  the  prosecution,  for  that  was  not  altogether  free 
from  the  doubts  and  su{)positions  of  witnesses  who  had  not 
seen  the  subject  of  their  testimony  for  ten  years.  The  pre- 
ponderance of  evidence  was  in  favor  of  the  people. 

"Call  Hiram  Inch,  Mr.  .Sherifli; "  said  Fogle  late  in  the 
afternoon  of  the  third  day.  "  Your  Honor,"  he  continued, 
"  this  is  our  last  witness.  1  do  not  know  what  he  will  testify 
to,  having  only  a  short  time  since  received  information  that 
he  could  be  of  any  service  to  us." 

"Hiram  Inch!  Hiram  Inch!  Hiram  Inch!  come  into 
Court,"  yelled  the  Sheritlf  from  the  front  balcony. 

"  No  answer,"  yer  Honor,"  the  Sheriff  added,  after  a  short 
pause. 

"  1  would  ask  for  an  attacliment,  your  Honor,"  said  Fogle, 

"this  witness  has  been  duly  summoned,  and  should  be  here." 

".Mr.  Wright,  make  out  an  attachment  for  this  witness. 

The  Court's  adjourned  for  half  an  hour,"  growled  the  Judge, 

addressing  the  clerk  and  the  assemblage. 

The  announcement  that  Hiram  Inch  would  appear  as  a 
witness  in  the  Brower  case  spread  like  wild-fire,  and  various 
were  the  speculations  in  regard  to  the  tenor  of  his  evidence. 
"Ef  J  edge  Rollins  don't  keep  his  eye  skinned  the  Singed 
Cat  '11  make  short  work  of  his  case,"  remarked  Pike  Sadler, 
referring  to  the  District  .-Attorney. 

"  I  don't  know  bout  thet,"  answered  Clem  Martin,  "he 
don't  'pear  to  be  over  anxious  to  climb  up  on  the  stan'.  I'll 
bet  it's  a  dodge  of  ol'  Staghart's  to  cinch  Brower.  It'd  be 
just  like  him  to  play  ol'  Inch  off  on  Fogle,  to  git  even  on 
Taggert  or  Brower,  or  whatever  his  name  is,  for  some  grudge 
thets  atween  'em. 

This  is  a  summary  of  the  opinions  generally  expressed  by 
the  citizens,  and  the  interest  excited  was  sufficient  to  pack 
the  Court-room  when  the  Court  reopened. 

"  Did  you  sen'e  that  attachment  ? "  asked  the  Judge. 
"  Y'es,  your  Honor  ;  the  witness  is  here." 
The  tall  form  of  Inch  was  in  plain  view  of  the  entire  as- 
semblage. 

"Why  did  you  disobey  the  summons  of  this  Court .^"  in- 
quired his  Honor  of  Inch. 

"  Furgot  all  about  it,"  muttered  Hiram,  turning  his  sleepy 
gaze  lazily  upon  the  Court. 

"  Are  you  not  aware  that  in  disobeying  a  summons  from  a 
Court  you  are  liable  to  be  fined  for  contempt,  sir .' " 

"  Ain't  never  heerd  tell  of  it,"  was  the  simple  reply  of  the 
apparently  embarrassed  Hiram.  . 

"  Where  did  you  find  the  witness  ?'  asked  the  Judge,  turn- 
ing to  the  Sheriff. 

"  He  was  tradin'  horses  down  at  Martinez's  corral." 
"  Trading   horses  !     Mr.   Inch,  do  you   consider   trading 
horses  of  superior  importance  to  the  mandates  of  this  Court  ? " 
.\nd  the  august  Judge  frowned  indignantly  upon  the  delin- 
quent, who  twirled  his  hat  nervously  in  his  hands. 
"  Hoss  trades  pays  better,"  answered  Inch. 
"  Mr.  Wright,  enter  a  fine  of  twenty-five  dollars  against 
this  witness  for  contempt  of  court,  and  Mr.  Sheriff,  you  will 
keep  him  in  custody  until  the  fine  is  paid.     I  think  that  will 
teach  him  that  this  Court  is  of  more  importance  than  horse 
trades — or  mule  trades  either." 

The  Court  was  evidently  fully  aroused,  and  not  in  a  mood 
to  be  trifled  with. 

"  May  it  please  the  Court,"  said  Fogle,  rising,  "  I  do  not 
percei\e  that  the  defaulting  witness  has  perpetrated  a  de- 
liberate contempt  of  this  tribunal.  He  is  evidently  a  man 
little  used  to  the  ways  of  courts,  and,  by  the  way,  I  do  not 
understand  why  a  certain  political  convention  should  have 
placed  him  before  the  people  for  the  responsible  position  of 
an  officer  of  the  courts,  but  that  is  not  here  nor  there.  I 
think  that  he  shows  upon  his  face  that  he  is  innocent  of  any 
intentional  contempt  for  this  Court,  and  would  ask  that  the 
fine  be  remitted.  I  hope  that  the  learned  District  Attorney 
will  second  my  request." 

"  I  have  no  objection,  your  Honor  ;  the  witness  does  not 
appear  to  be  impenitent,  at  any  rate,"  and  the  District  At- 
torney smiled  with  the  utmost  good  nature. 

"The  showing  is  sufficient.  Mr.  Clerk,  the  fine  entered 
againt  Hiram  Inch  for  contempt  of  court  is  remitted.  Pro- 
ceed -with  the  case,  gentlemen." 

The  Judge  leaned  back  in  his  seat  perfectly  satisfied  with 
his  own  "showing"  of  latent  power  and  authority. 

"Take  the  stand,  Mr.  Inch,"  said  Fogle,  waving  his  hand 
carelessly  toward  the  raised  platform  and  hitching  around 
in  his  chair. 

The  District  Attorney  hoisted  his  heels  upon  a  table  and 
began  to  pare  his  finger  nails. 

"  Y'  so'mly  swear  th'  ev'd'nce  in — raise  yer  hand,"  said  the 
clerk.  "  The  other  one,"  he  commanded,  in  a  distinct  tone 
of  voice.  "  Y"  so'mly  swear  th'  ev'd'nce  in  th'  case  's — s — z 
— z — truth,  hull  truth,  noth'  but  truth,  s'elp  y'  God  wash  yer 
name  ?" 

As  soon  as  the  clerk  perceived  that  the  right  hand  of  the 
witness  was  high  in  air  he  averted  his  gaze,  and  with  his  left 
hand  toyed  \yith  the  papers  on  his  desk  and  in  this  attitude 
administered,  parrot-like  and  indistinctly,  the  solemn  legal 
oath.  Having  received  a  reply  to  his  question  he  sat  down 
and  was  immediately  absorbed  in  a  bright-colored  sensa- 
tional novel.  There  was  evidently  one  man  in  that  Court- 
room for  whom  Inch's  testimony  had  no  interest. 

"Mr.  Inch,"  said  Fogle,  deliberately,  "what  do  you  know 
in  regard  to  this  case .'     Speak  slowly  and  distinctly  so  that 
the  reporter  can  take  down  your  evidence." 
"  Nothin." 

"  Nothing  !  That's  strange.  I  thought  you  were  an  im- 
portant witness.  How  is  that,  Mr.  Cringe?"  asked  Fogle, 
in  an  audible  whisper,  leaning  over  to  his  associate.  After 
a  moment's  consultation  he  raised  his  head  with  a  smile  of 
satisfaction.     "  Y'es,  I  understand  it  now.     As  1  said  before 


I  did  not  know  that  Mr.  Inch  was  to  testify  for  us  until  this 
morning,  and  I  have  not  had  an  opportunity  to  obtain  any 
knowledge  of  what  branch  of  the  case  his  testimony  may 
bear  on.  Ahem,  Mr.  Inch,  do  you  recognize  the  defendant?" 
Inch  slowly  drew  a  spectacle  case  from  his  pocket,  and 
opened  it.  Adjusting  the  spectacles  on  his  nose  he  peered 
at  Brower,  and  then  as  deliberately  replaced  them  in  the 
case  and  held  them  in  his  hand  ready  for  future  similar 
emergencies. 

"  Well,  do  you  recognize  the  defendant  ? "  asked  Fogle. 
"  I  reckon  I  do." 

"  You  reckon  you  do.  Are  you  sure  that  you  recognize 
him  ? " 

"I  ain't  exactly  sartin." 
"  Have  you  ever  seen  him  before  ?  " 
"  1  think  I  hev." 
"  Where  ? " 

"  In  the  Southern  kentry." 

"  In  the  Southern  country.     You  mean  the  lower  counties 
of  the  Slate." 
"  Yes." 

"  Very  well.     Now,  if  this  is  the  same  man  whom  you 
knew  in  Southern  California  what  is  his  name  ? " 
"Joe  Taggert." 

The  answer  was  prompt  and  positive,  and  Fogle  looked 
at  the  District  Attorney  in  seeming  blank  surprise.  Recover- 
ing himself,  however,  he  continued  : 

"  How  long  has  it  been  since  you  last  saw  Joe  Taggert  ?  " 
"  Nigh  onto  nine  year  ago." 

"  Ah,  then,  he  must  have  changed  considerably  in  that 
time  ?" 
"  Mebbe." 

"  Maybe.    "  Don't  you  know  that  he  wasl  have  changed  ?  " 
"  I  reckon." 

Another  whispered  consultati'on  between  Fogle  and 
Cringe. 

"  1  don't  know  about  that,"  he  muttered,  in  an  audible  tone. 
More  muttering  in  which  the  words  "  prosecution,"  "  wit- 
ness," "  looks  bad,"  "  we'll  see,"  and  "  never  mind  "  were 
plainly  heard  by  those  sitting  near. 

"  Take  the  witness,"  said  Fogle,  as  soon  as  he  had  con- 
cluded his  consultation  with  Mr.  Cringe. 

The    District    Attorney   smiled    his   sympathy   for   "  the 
learned  counsel  on  the  other  side,"  and  proceeded  to  cap  the 
catastrophe  which  the  defense  had  brought  down  upon  itself. 
"  Mr.  Inch,"  he  began,  fluttering  a  bundle  of  legal  docu- 
ments and  crossing  one  foot  over  the  other  on  the  table, 
"  Y^ou  were  well  acquainted  with  Joe  Taggert,  were  you  not?  " 
"  Knew  him  by  the  back." 
"  Y'es,  ah — knew  him  in — what  county  ?" 
"  Los  Angeles." 

"  You  would  trust  your  memory,  I  suppose,  for  recognizing 
him  again,  wouldn't  you  ?  "  , 

How?" 

The  lapse  of  eight  or  nine  years  would  not  change  his 
appearance  to  such  an  extent  that  you  would  fail  to  recognize 
him  if  you  were  to  meet  him  on  the  street  or  in  this  Court- 
room, would  it  ?" 

"Would  I  know  him  agin?" 

"That  is  the  substance  of  what  I  am  endeavoring  to  ren- 
der plain  to  you.     Would — you — know — him — again  ?  " 
"  I  reckon  I  would." 

"  And  this  defendant  is,  to  the  best  of  your  knowledge  and 
belief,  Joseph  Taggert  ?" 

"To  the  best  o'  my  knowledge  and  b'lief  ?" 
"That  is  what  I  said.     How  stupid  you  appear,  Mr.  Inch. 
Is  this  man  Brower,  the  defendant  in  this  case,  Joseph  Tag- 
gert ?  " 

"  I  b'lieve  he  is." 

"Very  well.     Now,  Mr.  Inch,  are   there   any  distinctive 
marks,  or  peculiarities  of  feature,  or  person,  or  manner,  by 
which  you  can  identify  the  defendant  as  Joseph  Taggert,  be- 
yond the  peradventure  of  a  doubt  ? " 
"How?" 

"Are  you  deaf?  How  do  you  know  that  this  defendant  is 
Taggert  ? " 

"  I  don't  know  it  yet." 

"  Y'ou  don't  know  it  jt-/.'    What  do  you  mean  ? " 
"  I  ain't  zackly  sartain  till  he  strips." 

"  I  submit,  your  Honor,"  wrathfully  cried  the  District  At- 
torney, "that  this  trifling  is  bordering  upon  genuine  con- 
tempt. I  wish  that  the  Court  would  admonish  the  witness." 
"  Mr.  Inch,  you  will  be  careful  to  avoid  any  undue  levity 
while  testifying  in  this  case.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  remit- 
ting fines  twice." 

Inch  looked  at  the  Judge  in  his  idiotic  way  and  grunted. 
"Now,  Mr.  Inch,  you  will  please  answer  my  question  cat- 
egorically.    How  do  you  know  that  Brower  is  Taggert?" 

"Well,  ye  see,"  and  Inch  bent  forward  and  placed  the  in- 
dex finger  of  his  right  hand  in  the  palm  of  his  left,  "  Taggert 
was  a  keerd  sharp.  Played  poker.  Beat  all  nater  puttin'  up 
col'  decks." 

"  We  don't  want  to  hear  about  Taggert's  accomplishments 
as  a  poker  player  just  now,"  interrupted  the  District  Attor- 
ney ;  "  come  down  to  the  identification." 

"  I'm  a  comin'  ez  fast  ez  I  ken,"  answered  the  witness. 
"Joe  used  ter  git  away 'ith  the  boys  down  to  Los  Angeles 
purty  lively,  an'  they  begun  ter  think  thet  perhaps  he  was 
puttin'  up  jobs  on  'em,  so  one  day  Riley  Blivens  laid  fur  him, 
an'  caught  him  at  it.  Riley  wasn't  no  slouch,  you  bet,  an'  he 
didn't  'low  no  man  to  play  him  fur  one  nuther  ;  so  he  jerks 
out  eighteen  inches,  an'  afore  Joe  c'uld  git  away  he  rips  him 
from  shoulder  to  elbow.  Ef  this  yer  man  Brower  hez  the 
marks  o'  thet  bowie  on  his  right  arm  he's  Joe  Taggert  sure's 
yer  born  ;  ef  he  hesn't,  he  aint.  Thet's-all  I  know  'bout  it." 
For  a  moment  there  was  a  profound  silence  in  the  court- 
room. Every  man  present  was  slowly  comprehending  what 
the  witness  had  just  said,  and  the  effect  that  it  would  have 
upon  the  jury.  It  was  the  crisis  of  the  case.  Then  there 
was  a  rushing  sound  of  many  voices,  a  buzzing  of  whispered 
conversation. 

"  Order  in  the  Court,"  shouted  the  Sheriff. 
"  May  it  please  the  Court,"  said  Fogle,  rising,  "  this  is  an 
unexpected  turn  in  the  evidence,  but  it  is  testimony  which 
admits  of  easy  corroboration.     If  the  defendant  will   bare 
his  right  arm  I  think  that  it  will  settle  the  whole  matter." 

Then,  without  waiting  for  the  permission  of  the  Court,  he 
turned  to  Brower  with  the  remark  : 

"Take  off  you  coat,  Mr.  Brower,  and  roll  up  your  shirt 
sleeve." 


THE      ARGONAUT. 


The  defendant  complied,  and  displayed  an  arm  as  free 
from  scar  or  blemish  as  any  limb  in  that  room. 

"The  left  arm,"  muttered  the  chagrined  District  Attorney. 

Brewer  bared  his  left  arm,  and  that  was  observed  to  be  as 
faultless  as  the  other. 

"  You  are  sure  that  it  was  his  arm,  and  not  his  side,  that 
was  struck,  Mr.  Inch  ?"  asked  the  District  Attorney. 

"  I  seen  the  cuttin',  an'  tended  to  Taggert  arter.  Thet 
aint  Joe  Taggert." 

"  That  is  all." 

"Step  down,  Mr.  Inch,"  said  Fogle  ;  and  Inch  shuffled 
down  from  the  stand,  and  out  of  the  court-room,  twirling  his 
hat  in  his  fingers,  and  gazing  lackadaisically  from  side  to  side 
as  he  passed  through  the  aisle. 

The  arguments  were  short,  and  the  case  was  submitted  to 
the  jury  at  dark.  In  half  an  hour  they  returned  with  a  ver- 
dict of  "  Not  guilty." 

Hiram  Inch  had  saved  a  cold-blooded  murderer  from  the 
gallows. 

VI. — MAKING  THE   FUR    FLY. 

For  a  week  after  the  acquittal  of  Brower,  nothing  else  was 
talked  of  in  Mammoth  City,  and  the  part  Inch  had  played 
was  freely  commented  upon.  There  were  many  who  doubted 
the  authenticity  of  his  testimony,  and  openly  declared  it  as 
their  opinion  that  he  had  imagined  the  Los  Angeles  scene. 
They  held  that  the  whole  affair  was  a  plot  concocted  between 
Fogle  and  Inch  to  clear  Brower,  and  expressed  indignation 
that  the  legal  tribunal  of  the  country  should  so  often  be 
prostituted  in  such  a  manner.  Inch  was  fully  aware  of  the 
adverse  criticism  which  he  was  receiving,  but  pursued  the 
even  tenor  of  his  way  apparently  unconscious.  He  continued 
his  mining  operations,  and  drove  shrewd  bargains  as  noncha- 
lantly as  ever,  attending  to  his  own  business,  and  thereby 
gaining  the  respect  of  the  conservative  portion  of  the  com- 
munity. 

It  was  nearly  two  weeks  after  the  trial  that  Inch  had  oc- 
casion to  walk  down  the  main  street  of  the  town,  and  meeting 
one  or  two  friends  stopped  to  converse  with  them.  The  last 
friend  he  met  invited  him  into  a  saloon  to  "  have  a  cigar — 
Inch  was  not  "  a  drinking  man."  The  saloon  was  crowded 
with  young  men,  most  of  whom  were  members  of  the  Cata- 
ract Engine  Company,  and  among  them,  half  intoxicated, 
swayed  the  form  of  Bolj  Ikes. 

"  There  he  comes,  the  old  thief,"  ejaculated  the  young 
bruiser,  as  Inch  and  his  friend  entered. 

It  was  was  too  late  to  retreat  even  if  Hiram  had  been  dis- 
posed to  leave  ;  so  he  stepped  up  to  the  bar  without  taking 
any  notice  of  the  remark  of  Ike's.  Inch's  friend  called  for  a 
mixed  drink,  and  while  the  barkeeper  was  preparing  it  Hiram 
lighted  his  cigar. 

"  He  looks  like  a  monkey  on  stilts,"  said  Ike,  evidently  di- 
recting his  remark  at  Inch.  "  The  call  him  the  '  singed  cat,' 
but  I  think  '  singed  liar '  would  suit  him  better.  Keep  your 
hands  in  your  pockets,  boys,  or  you'll  miss  something." 

Inch's  friend  observed  that  Ikes  was  bent  upon  a  quarrel, 
and  not  wishing  to  be  drawn  into  any  dispute  himself,  hastily 
drank  his  liquor  and  signified  his  intention  of  leaving.  As 
they  were  about  to  step  through  the  door  Ikes  shouted  after 
them  : 

"  Say,  old  Singey,  tell  the  old  cat,  and  the  long-legged, 
red-headed  kitten  out  home,  that  I'll  come  out  and  laugh 
overyour  lies  in  the  Brower  case  with  them." 

Inch  turned  like  lightning,  and  in  two  long  strides  was  be- 
side his  insulter.  In  another  instant  the  heavy  form  of  Ikes 
was  raised  in  the  powerful  hands  of  Hiram,  and  dashed  with 
tremendous  force  against  the  front  door,  where  he  fell  an 
inert,  helpless  lump  of  insensible  humanity.  His  companions 
stood  a  moment  completely  bewildered  until  one  of  their 
number  shouted  the  yelping  cry  of  the  "  Hounds,"  when  the 
entire  crowd  rushed  upon  the  man  who  had  thus  rudely  dis- 
posed of  their  chief 

Cries  of  rage  resounded  through  the  saloon,  almost  drown- 
ing the  confused  trampling  of  many  feet  as  the  gang  flung 
themselves  in  a  mass  upon  the  tall  form  of  Inch,  who  towered 
over  them  like  a  pine  among  dwarf  oaks,  swaying  to  and  fro  as 
he  extricated  his  arms  from  the  pinioning  embrace  of  assail- 
ants. Then  his  doubled  fists  fell  like  trip-hammers  upon  the 
upturned  heads  about  him,  threatening  to  crush  the  skulls  at 
every  blow.  He  shook  those  who  had  not  fallen  beneath  his 
terrific  strokes  from  him  as  a  terrier  would  shake  so  many 
rats,  and  sprang  for  the  stove.  The  roughs  began  to  hurl 
the  heavy  chairs  at  him,  and  he  replied  with  the  stove-lids, 
grate,  and  doors  of  the  stove,  which  he  wrenched  from  their 
fastenings.  A  chair  struck  the  stove  and  threw  it  down,  thus 
depriving  him  of  this  source  of  ammunition.  Dashing  a 
chair  full  at  the  crowd  and  felling  one  of  his  assailants  with 
his  fist,  he  reached  the  end  of  the  bar,  and  began  to  hurl 
the  tumblers  and  glasses.  Several  of  the  "  Hounds  "  had 
already  begun  to  throw  glasses  from  the  other  extremity  of 
the  bar,  and  bottles  soon  followed,  the  barkeeper  having  fled 
at  the  beginning  of  the  fight.  The  noise  of  crashing  glass- 
ware, the  rattle  of  falling  iron,  and  the  clatter  of  falling  chairs 
as  they  struck  the  walls,  were  terrific.  Mirrors  were  smashed, 
windows  were  shivered,  and  above  arose  the  shrill  yells  and 
hoarse  cries  of  the  combatants.  It  was  a  battle  of  pigmies 
against  a  giant,  with  the  odds  in  favor  of  the  latter  ;  a  fierce 
contest  of  numbers  against  agility  and  muscle.  The  air  was 
thick  with  flying  missiles,  and  the  floor  strewn  with  the  debris 
of  the  conflict.  Occasionally  a  glass  would  reach  the  object 
at  which  it  was  aimed  and  the  stricken  one  would  sink  with 
a  groan  upon  the  floor.  Such  a  contest  could  not  long  con- 
tinue. Twice  the  crowd  closed  around  the  tall  fighter  and 
twice  those  flail-like  arms  dashed  them  back  with  sounding 
blows.  The  fragment  of  a  bottle  grazed  his  cheek  and  drew 
blood.  A  chair  hurtled  through  the  air  and  struck  him  upon 
the  breast.  The  old  man  staggered.  The  gang  yelled.  For- 
tune had  turned  and  the  odds  were  telling  against  him.  The 
end  was  not  far  off.  He  rould  not  return  the  incessant  fire 
of  his  howling  enemies  much  longer.  He  must  go  down,  to 
be  trampled  upon,  kicked — beaten  to  death.  Suddenly  there 
was  a  roar,  a  reverberating  crash,  and  the  tall  form  of  Inch 
staggered  and  fell,  staining  the  floor  around  him  with  a  crim- 
son stream  that  spurted  with  every  pulsation  from  his  side. 

"  Good  shot,"  he  exclaimed  as  he  fell.  "  Brave  man,"  he 
added  as  he  struck  the  floor,  and  then  the  now  horrified 
crowd  observed  for  the  first  time  the  kneeling  form  of  Ikes 
behind  the  prostrate  man,  holding  a  smoking  revolver  and 
glaring  at  the  work  of  his  murderous  hand. 


VII. — THE  CAT  AGAIN   IN  DANGER. 

Towering  above  the  pretty  valley  in  which  Mammoth  City 
rested  rose  Bald  Mountain — so  called  on  account  of  its 
storm-washed,  granite  summit,  which  could  be  seen  for  miles 
down  the  great  cafion,  running  parallel  with  Table  Mountain 
and  leading  up  from  the  foothills.  Around  the  base  of  this 
peak,  pine,  cedar,  and  chaparral  grew  in  wild  luxuriance, 
while  the  sides  were  covered  with  chemisal  so  thick  that  it 
was  utterly  impossible  to  reach  the  bare  spot  above  except 
through  the  paths  worn  by  animals,  or  cut  by  early  explorers. 
On  the  edge  of  the  granite  cap,  concealed  in  the  high,  thick 
brush,  stood  an  old  weather-beaten  hut,  which  tradition  said 
had  once  been  the  abode  of  a  singular  old  recluse,  who,  tired 
of  the  world,  had  sought  this  lonely  spot  and  erected  this 
"  shanty."  Whether  he  had  died  or  returned  to  civihzation 
was  never  known,  but  the  gossips  of  the  locality  inclined 
to  the  belief  that  his  bones  were  bleaching  in  one  of  the  dark 
ravines  that  ran  down  to  the  turbulent  Stanislaus.  It  was 
said  that  the  old  cabin  had  afterward  been  used  as  a  lookout 
station  and  lurking-place  for  Joaquin  Murietta  and  his  gang, 
and  it  was  a  downright  heresy  to  doubt  that  in  this  solitary 
spot,  where  the  moaning  of  the  wind,  the  shrill  shriek  of  the 
hawk,  and  the  yelp  of  the  coyote  were  the  only  sounds  that 
broke  the  awful  silence,  met  the  little  band  of  conspirators 
who  acknowledged,  during  "  war  times,"  allegiance  to  that 
traitorous  organization  known  as  the  "Knights  of  the  Golden 
Circle."  The  Indians  never  visited  the  locality,  deeming  it 
the  abode  of  evil  spirits,  and  if  you  were  to  question  them  in 
regard  to  the  "  Great  White-headed  Mountain,"  they  would 
shudder  and  exclaim  :  "  Heap  bad,  moocho  malo,  Injun 
walla  no  like  big  white  hill."  It  was  seldom  that  the  place 
was  visited,  although  the  prospect  from  the  summit  was 
grand,  and  the  locality  one  to  which  all  lovers  of  solitude 
might  wish  to  retire  for  a  few  hours  to  commune  with  the 
gigantic  works  of  nature  here  displayed. 

That  the  place  was  occasionally  visited,  however,  and  at 
the  most  unseemly  hours,  was  evidenced  about  two  weeks 
after  the  shooting  of  Inch,  by  a  gleaming  light  and  the  sound 
of  human  voices  issuing  from  the  old  cabin  late  at  night. 
Within  the  hut  were  three  men  closely  wrapped  in  cloaks, 
sitting  around  a  dark  lantern,  and  talking  in  an  undertone. 

"  It  ivould  have  been  close  papers  for  some  of  us  if  Inch 
had  passed  in  his  checks,"  said  one  of  the  party. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  'some  of  us.''"  retorted  a  thick-set 
figure  leaning  against  the  remnants  of  the  fireplace,  "  I  be- 
lieve you  were  the  only  one  directly  implicated,  and  if  it 
wasn't  for  certain  good  friends  of  yoursj  you  wouldn't  be  here 
to-night." 

"  What's  the  use  of  talking  that  way,  Staghart  ?  "  replied 
the  person  addressed  ;  "you  know  that  if  you  hadn't  put  us 
up  to  it  that  fight  'd  never  have  come  off,  and  I  wouldn't  be 
trembling  in  my  boots  for  fear  the  d — d  Grand  Jury  would 
indict  me  for  assault  to  murder." 

"  Yes,  and  the  only  thing  that  galls  me  is  the  fact  that  you 
didn't  make  a  clean  job  of  it." 

Staghart's  oaths  were  frightful  during  the  delivery  of  this 
short  speech. 

"  I  triAl  hard  enough  to  croak  him,  anyhow,"  answered 
the  other. 

"  And  I've  paid  you  for  it." 

"  What  good  '11  it  do  me  if  I'm  jugged  .'' " 

"  You  can  live  like  a  prince  after  you  come  out,"  Staghart 
laughed. 

"That's  consoling." 

"  Yes,  Ikes,  old  man,  you  can  live  like  a  fighting  cock  on 
what  I  have  paid  you  already,  and  what  I  intend  to  give  you 
if  you  succeed  in  finishing  the  job  at  the  next  trial,"  said 
Staghart. 

"  Vot  noish  vash  dot  1"  quavered  the  third  person,  who 
had,  during  this  conversation,  sat  perfectly  motionless. 

"  You  heard  no  noise,  Marks,"  answered  Staghart ;  "  that 
imagination  of  yours  would  convert  the  snapping  of  a  dry 
twig  into  the  crash  of  a  falling  pine." 

"  Dot's  vot's  der  matter — dose  shnappin'  twvigs.  Shpose 
der  pe  shpies  on  der  outside  oof  der  shanty  ?" 

"  Spies  !  Why,  Marks,  you  must  be  crazy.  What  do  you 
suppose  I  brought  you  to  this  place  for,  if  I  didn't  know  that 
no  one  would  disturb  us  or  hear  what  we  were  saying? 
There's  no  danger,  Marks  ;  I've  seen  forty  men  meet  right 
under  this  brush  at  a  time  when  it  was  death  to  congregate 
for  the  purpose  that  they  did." 

"  Vash  dot  so  I "  exclaimed  Marks,  drawing  his  cloak  closer 
about  him,  and  casting  a  frightened  glance  toward  the  door. 

"As  I  was  saying,"  continued  Staghart,  addressing  Ikes, 
"  I  want  you  to  finish  what  you  attempted  the  other  day,  and 
I  will  give  you  a  thousand  dollars  for  the  work.  I  will  take 
your  written  agreement  and  pay  you  in  advance." 

"  Make  it  two  thousand,  Staghart,  and  I'll  do  it.  Risking 
a  man's  neck  is  worth  that  much,  ain't  it  ?" 

"There's  no  risk,  Ikes,  if  you  follow  my  directions.  If  you 
had  acted  as  I  told  you  to  in  that  last  row  you  would  have 
been  a  free  man  to-day — the  Justice  of  the  Peace  would  not 
have  held  you  before  the  Grand  Jury." 

"  It's  worth  two  thousand  dollars  to  murder  a  man,"  replied 
Ikes. 

"  You  needn't  be  so  blunt  about  it,  Bob.  It  ain't  murder, 
it's — it's — " 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  "  asked  Ikes,  impatiently. 

"  It's  self  defense,"  answered  Staghart.  "  All  you  have  to 
do  is  to  draw  the  old  man  into  a  quarrel  and  let  him  strike 
the  first  blow.  Have  your  witnesses  ready  to  swear  that  he 
attempted  to  draw  a  weapon.  He  naturally  feels  revengeful 
against  you  for  shooting  him,  and  will  probably  resent  it  when 
you  meet  him.  I'd  advise  you  to  use  a  knife  next  time — it's 
surer.  If  it  wasn't  lor  waiting  so  long  I'd  send  him  to  the 
State  Prison  on  perjury.  I  know  that  I  can  prove  him  guilty 
of  perjury  in  the  Brower  case." 

"  I  can't  do  it  for  less  than  two  thousand,  Staghart,"  an- 
swered Ikes  ;  "  two  thousand  in  advance." 

"  Split  the  difierence." 

"  Well,  say  fifteen  hundred,"  said  Ikes  ;  "  I  know  well 
enough  that  you  would  give  two  thousand  if  I  stood  out  for 
it.  You  want  Inch  out  of  the  way  because  you  think  he 
holds  documents  against  you  that  might  make  it  lively  for 
you." 

"  If  you  don't  want  to  undertake  it,  Ikes,  say  so  ;  I  can 
hire  a  Mexican  for  a  hundred  dollars  to  do  the  work." 

"  I  know  it ;  but  you  can't  depend  upon  a  Mexican  ;  and 
you  know  that  if  you  do  deal  with  Greasers  you  are  liable  to 


be  short  of  breath  yourself  almost  any  time,"  retorted  Ikes. 

''Is  fifteen  hundred  a  bargain.'"  impatiently  demanded 
Staghart. 

"  Yes." 

"  Dere  !     Vash  dot  ?     You  hears  dot,  Iksey  ?  " 

The  Jew  was  pale  with  terror,  and  the  others  were  not 
wholly  free  from  apprehension,  for  they  had  all  heard  the 
snapping  of  a  dry  twig  this  time,  and  something  that  sounded 
like  a  soft  footfall. 

"  Pshaw  ! "  ejaculated  Staghart.  "  It's  nothing— or  only  a 
rabbit,  perhaps.     I'll  see." 

He  went  to  the  door  and  looked  out.  His  ear  caught  no 
sound,  save  the  dismal  dirge  of  the  pine  tops  swaying  in  the 
rising  wind.  He  drew  a  pistol,  and,  cocking  it,  walked  around 
the  hut.  The  two  men  inside  could  hear  him  as  he  crept 
softly  from  corner  to  corner,  and  could  imagine  him  peering 
into  the  darkness  in  search  of  a  moving  form  at  which  to  fire. 
When  he  returned  he  threw  a  pine  burr  at  the  feet  of  Marks, 
saying  : 

"  There,  old  cent-per-cent,  that's  what  has  frightened  you, 
I  expect." 

"  Shpose  it  don't  vash  der  bine  nuts — shpose  it  vash  der 
Sheriffs,  eh .' " 

"  Dry  up,  Marksey  ;  you'd  turn  white  at  the  sight  of  your 
own  shadow  and  then  try  to  make  it  out  that  you'd  seen  a 
ghost,"  said  Ikes. 

"  I  don't  like  dish  eer  pizness — dish  gillin'  work  and  bayin' 
fur  ber  plood  off  der  man." 

"  You  don't  have  to  do  any  killing,  my  Hebrew  friend ; 
your  branch  of  the  work  is  wholly  financial,"  said  Staghart. 
"  I  want  you  to  gather  in  every  piece  of  paper  against  the 
Inches  that  you  can  get  hold  of;  commence  suit,  and,  if  pos- 
sible, ruin  them.  At  any  rate  you  can  annoy  and  harass 
them." 

"  But  der  ol'  gat  don't  vly  no  baber,"  answered  Marks. 

"  That's  the  trouble  ;  if  he  did  I  wouldn't  have  to  pay  Ikes 
so  much.  The  best  way  is  to  get  the  son  in  your  clutches 
again.     How  much  does  he  owe  us  now?"  asked  Staghart. 

"  Ofer  dree  hundred  dollars." 

"  Three  hundred  dollars,"  mused  Staghart.  "  This  work  of 
revenge  is  a  d — d  costly  article  ;  but  I'll  have  satisfaction  if 
I  part  with  every  cent  I've  got  in  the  world,  d —  them  I " 

His  red  face  and  fat  cheeks  paled  at  the  thought  of  his. 
wrongs,  and  his  eye  lighted  with  a  terrible  purpose. 

"  I  gits  der  poy  into  der  trap,  eh  ? "  asked  Marks. 

"  Yes  ;  and  after  Ikes  makes  away  with  the  old  cat  we'll 
swoop  down  on  the  rest  of  the  breed.  Let  me  know,  Ikes, 
when  you  are  ready  to  put  him  out  of  the  way,  and  I'll  send 
a  party  to  old  Inch  who  will  propose  a  speculation  that  will 
swamp  the  women  after  Inch  is  attended  to.  I  would  advise 
you  to  use  the  knife,  Ikes  ;  it's  sure  death  at  close  quarters." 

"  I  think  we  all  understand  each  other.  Let's  go,"  said 
Ikes,  rising. 

The  others  followed  his  example  ;  and  Staghart,  taking  the 
lantern  from  the  ground,  threw  the  light  ahead  so  that  they 
could  thread  the  dark  path  down  the  mountain  in  safety. 
Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  the  trio  separated,  Staghart 
crossing  a  narrow  creek  on  the  right  and  reaching  the  road 
leading  into  town,  Marks  keeping  the  more  direct  path  down 
the  creek,  and  Ikes  turning  to  the  left  and  selecting  a  path 
around  the  base  of  the  mountain.  He  kept  this  trail  until 
he  reached  the  road  which  passed  in  front  of  Inch's  house. 
As  he  passed  the  place  he  shuddered,  and,  for  the  first  time 
since  his  attempt  upon  Hiram's  life,  perhaps,  he  felt  that, 
gnawing  at  the  heart  which  some  men  call  the  admonition  of 
conscience,  and  others  designate  cowardice.  The  old,  bam- 
like  structure  was  dark  and  silent ;  and  as  Ikes  looked  up  at 
it  another  shiver  ran  through  his  frame  ;  and,  as  great  drops 
of  rain  began  to  fall,  he  hurried  his  pace,  and  soon  left  the 
gloomy  edifice  far  behind  him. 

******** 

It  was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  the  light  in  Henry 
Fogle's  office  indicated  to  the  solitary  watchman  of  the  town 
that  the  lawyer  was  hard  at  work  upon  an  important  case. 
Had  the  watchman  waited  long  enough  in  the  shadow  of  the 
wall  he  would  have  seen  a  dark  form  sneaking  with  rapid  but 
noiseless  strides  from  door  to  door  until  it  stood  motionless 
in  front  of  the  entrance  to  Fogle's  office;  he  would  have 
heard  a  low  whistle,  answered  by  the  creaking  of  Fogle's 
door  as  it  opened  ;  he  would  have  observed  the  shadow  of 
the  sneaking  form  as  it  slipped  noiselessly  into  the  office  ; 
and,  if  his  curiosity  was  by  this  time  sufficiently  aroused  to 
draw  him  to  the  key  hole  of  the  door,  he  would  have  seen 
Fogle  tendering  a  glass  of  steaming  whisky  to  an  Indian. 
Had  he  listened  he  would  have  heard  a  strange  story,  told  in 
broken  English,  of  a  dastardly  conspiracy  to  assassinate  a 
man  named  Hiram  Inch. 

******** 

It  was  about  half-past  two  o'clock  when  a  man  dashed 
through  the  front  gate  of  Inch's  yard,  dripping  from  the 
effects  of  the  driving  rain  storm,  and  knocked  at  the  door  of 
the  house.  The  sound  echoed  through  the  hallway,  reverber- 
ating hollowly  far  into  the  interior  of  the  old  building. 
There  was  no  answer  to  the  first  summons,  and  the  nlows 
fell  upon  the  panel  again  louder  than  ever.  This  lime  a 
window  was  cautiously  raised,  and  a  female  voice  pierced 
the  darkness  : 

"  Who's  that  ?  " 

A  hoarse  voice  replied  : 

"  A  man  from  Fogle's." 

"  What  do  you  want  ? — it's  a  purty  time  o'  night  to  come 
a  thumpin'  at  people's  doors,  breakin'  the'r  rest,  an' — " 

"  It's  important  business — it's  life  or  death,"  interrupted 
the  man  at  the  door.     "  I  must  see  Hiram  Inch  at  once." 

The  window  fell  with  a  crash,  and  in  a  kw  moments  Mrs. 
Inch  hastily  attired  in  her  unbecoming  cahco  gown,  opened 
the  door  and  admitted  a  man  whose  face  and  form  was  thor- 
oughly enveloped  in  a  large  black  cloak  and  slouch  hat,  down 
the  crease  of  which  ran  rivulets  of  watzr. 

"  Be  keerful  thar,  an'  don't  stumble  over  the  dogs,"  she 
said,  as  she  led  the  way  up  a  rickety  pair  of  stairs. 

The  m.in  followed  her,  and  was  ushered  into  a  sleeping 
apartment,  where,  propped  up  between  two  pillows,  sat  the 
emaciated  form  of  Hiram  Inch,  holding  a  revolver  in  his 
hand. 

"You  can  shoot  me  if  you  want  to.  Inch  ;  but  you  will 
gain  nothing  if  you  do." 

The  man  threw  his  cloak  on  the  floor,  rev.\ajing  to  the  as- 
tonished gaze  of  Inch  the  heavy  form  of  Bob  Ikes. 
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SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  zS,  1S7S. 


Intelligent  citizens  throughout  the  nation  are  looking  for- 
ward with  great  interest  to  the  next  Presidential  election. 
There  are  not  a  few  of  our  leading  men  who  have  been  com- 
pelled to  consider  the  question  of  the  perpetuity  of  the  Re- 
public, and  are  confronted  with  a  doubt  of  its  permanence, 
and  of  the  possibility  of  continuing  our  present  elective  sys- 
tem. To  disfranchise  any  class  of  citizens  clothed  with  po- 
litical power  is  a  matter  difficult  of  accomplishment,  yet  no 
well-balanced  mind  questions  the  desirableness  of  depriving 
the  vicious,  the  criminal,  and  the  ignorant  of  the  exercise  of 
the  elective  privilege.  The  present  political  condition  of  the 
nation  is  an  alarming  one.  We  have  as  the  natural  result  of 
uie  civil  war  a  class  conflict,  producing  a  sohd  Democratic 
South,  massing  the  intelligence,  property-owning,  and  influ- 
ential white  population  of  fifteen  Southern  States  in  solid 
opposition  to  the  Republican  party.  In  all  these  States,  with 
their  thirty  Senators,  and  all  their  representatives  in  Con- 
gress, their  Governors,  and  all  the  municipal  machinery  of 
their  States,  their  cities,  and  their  county  organizations, 
there  is  a  united  sentiment  of  political  hostility  to  the  pres- 
ent administration.  Public  sentiment  and  the  public  press, 
the  pulpit,  the  bar,  the  business,  commercial,  and  social 
circles,  are  all  arrayed  in  antagonism  to  the  party  that  for 
twenty  years  has  controlled  the  nation.  In  opposition  to 
this  sentiment  there  are  eight  hundred  thousand  colored 
voters,  without  organization,  lacking  intelligence  to  combine, 
judgment  to  plan,  and  courage  to  execute.  They  have  no 
leaders,  and  are  powerless  to  resist  the  influences  that  sur- 
round them,  so  that  the  Democrats  may  calculate  upon  all 
the  Southern  electoral  votes  in  the  next  Electoral  College. 
Hence,  it  is  apparent  to  the  Republican  party  managers  that 
they  must  secure  an  almost  solid  Republican  Xorth  or  allow 
the  political  power  so  long  held  by  them  to  depart.  This 
supremacy  will  not  be  yielded  without  a  great  struggle.  It 
has  already  begun.  Blaine  has  sounded  the  rallying  cry  for 
the  Northern  clans,  varied  somewhat  from  the  old  slogan 
that  during  and  after  the  rebellion  was  so  powerful  to  arouse 
party  enthusiasm  at  the  North.  It  is  not  now  the  oppressed 
and  persecuted  freedmen — for  whose  protection  armies  were 
stationed  in  Southern  States — that  Senator  Blaine  and  his 
party  friends  are  concerned  for,  but  it  is  the  North  and  its 
political  supremacy  in  the  nation  that  is  threatened.  By  a 
Congressional  investigation  of  fraud,  violence,  and  intimida- 
tion at  the  Southern  polls,  he  expects  to  accomplish  nothing 
of  practical  value  in  that  direction,  but  hopes-  again  to  fire 
the  Northern  heart  with  indignation  and  resentment  that  it 
may  resist  the  encroachment  of  the  Democratic  party.  In 
this  view  of  the  case  the  issue  presented  is  a  political  one  ; 
it  is  certainly  deprived  of  that  feature  of  patriotism  which  in 
war  times  was  wont  to  arouse  the  nation's  fears  lest  the 
Union  should  be  destroyed.  The  South  professes  to  have 
abandoned  its  desire  for  an  independent  government,  pro- 
fesses to  have  acquiesced  in  the  freedom  of  its  former  slaves, 
professes  to  be  desirous  of  maintaining  the  Union  and  of 
accepting  the  conditions  resulting  from  the  war. 


The  last  Presidential  election,  a  very  dose  contest  be- 
tween the  two  great  parties,  would  have  been  lost  to  the 
Republicans  had  not  Florida  and  Louisiana  been  counted  for 
Hayes.  What  issues  can  come  into  the  next  Presidential 
election  favorable  to  the  Republican  party  that  were  not  in 
the  last  ?  The  political,  social,  and  material  condition  of  the 
South  is  better  now  than  then  ;  the  epidemic  of  political 
massacres,  that  did  so  much  to  rouse  Northern  resentment 
and  incite  to  paily  action,  has  in  a  great  measure  passed 
a»-ay.  The  withdrawal  of  troops  has  brought  order  out  of 
chaos  ;  the  withdrawal  or  banishment  of  Northern  carpet- 
baggers and  political  adventurers  has  been  attended  with 
r-  .--  resj'ts  ;  the  finances  of  the  nation  are  in  more  prosper- 


ous condition  now  than  then  ;  the  fiery  invectives  of  South- 
ern brigadier  generals  in  Congress  have  been  toned  down  to 
more  reasonable  declamation  ;  while  moderate,  cool-headed 
gentlemen  and  statesmen  are  gaining  ascendancy  over  the 
hot  heads  that  kept  the  fires  of  Northern  prejudice  burning 
by  their  absurd  and  passionate  utterances.  We  see  no  very 
good  reason  why  moderate  Democrats  should  not  in  the  next 
Presidential  election  vote  their  party  ticket,  provided  the 
nominee  shall  be  one  in  whose  patriotism,  integrity,  and 
ability  they  have  confidence.  We  see  no  very  great  assur- 
ance that  Connecticut,  New  Jersey,  Indiana,  California,  and 
Oregon  may  not  give  their  electoral  votes  to  the  Democratic 
nominee,  unless  the  Republican  candidate  shall  commend 
himself  to  the  people  by  his  superior  qualifications  and  fit- 
ness for  the  position.  He  is  an  unwise  party  leader  who 
blinds  himself  to  the  fact  that  the  nomination  of  some  mod- 
erate, intelligent,  wise,  and  prudent  Democratic  statesman 
has  not  a  strong  probability  of  success,  and  that  the  Repub- 
lican party  is  handicapped  with  heavy  weights  in  the  coming 
race,  and  that  it  will  be  more  difficult  than  in  former  times 
to  arouse  the  Republican  party  to  a  great  e.xertion.  This  will 
certainly  be  the  case  if  Senator  Blaine  and  his  party  friends 
shall  determine  to  make  a  fight  upon  the  old,  worn-out  issues 
of  sympathy  ior  the  negro  because  he  is  deprived  of  his  in- 
fluence at  the  ballot-box  due  to  his  numbers.  The  rank  and 
file  of  the  Republican  party  are  tired  of  this  thing.  It  has 
lost  its  power  to  conjure  up  the  party  devil  with.  Senator 
Thurman  said  truly,  that  intelligence  and  property  were  justly 
entitled  to  rule,  and  would  rule  in  a  republican  community. 
The  whites  of  the  South  have  the  tight  of  political  control, 
and  they  will  control ;  and  it  can  never  be  made  an  issue  at 
the  North  that  they  shall  be  deprived  of  that  right,  or  that 
it  should  be  turned  over  to,  or  divided  with,  the  ignorant 
black  race,  that,  by  a  serious  party  blunder,  was  given  the 
elective  privilege. 

Let  us  suppose  that  Senator  Thjrman  of  Ohio,  or  Sen- 
ator Bayard  of  Delaware,  or  Hendricks  ol  Indiana,  or  any 
one  of  a  score  of  moderate,  conservative,  respectable  gentle- 
men whom  we  might  name,  should  receive  the  Democratic 
Presidential  nomination,  with  whom  could  the  Republicans 
go  into  the  Ifight  with  a  reasonable  assurance  of  victory  ? 
Would  it  be  Senator  Blaine,  or  Senator  Conkling,  or  any  one 
of  the  present  prominent  leaders  at  Washington  ?  Is  it 
possible  that  a  second  time  the  party  can  succeed  by  the 
policy  of  choosing  some  obscure  person  for  his  availability — 
available  because  obscure  i'  The  Democracy  succeeds  once 
with  Polk,  the  Republicans  once  with  Hayes.  ^Such  tactics 
seldom  prosper  the  second  time,  and  are,  so  far  as  we  know, 
never  a  second  time  attempted.  There  is  only  one  man  in 
the  nation  who  is  likely  to  become  the  Republican  candidate, 
and  can  he  be  elected  "i  Of  course  we  refer  to  General 
Grant.  That  General  Grant  will  be  the  nominee  of  the 
party  we  entertain  no  doubt.  We  have  not  for  a  year  past. 
That  he  desires  the  nomination  we  do  not  question  ;  that  he 
would  regard  his  own  election  as  certain  we  are  convinced. 
General  Grant  is  a  political  fatalist  blindly  confident  in  his 
own  luck.  If  he  had  the  counsels  of  the  most  shrewd  and 
subtle  party  leaders — which  we  believe  he  has  not — if  he 
were  acting  under  the  advice  of  the  most  inspired  party  poli- 
ticians, he  could  not  do  more  to  accomplish  his  nomination 
than  by  doing  just  what  he  is  doing,  and  that  is  nothing. 
He  did  a  wise  thing  by  going  to  Europe— and  he  knew  it 
when  he  went— and  thus  keeping  aloof  from  all  political 
complications.  He  has  been  honored  abroad  as  no  Ameri- 
can was  ever  honored,  and  this  pleases  us.  He  will  go  to 
India  and  China,  and  next  summer  he  will  turn  up  in  San 
Francisco.  He  will  make  a  speech  here  about  two  minutes' 
long,  one  of  which  he  will  devote  to  the  Chinese  question, 
and  he  will  be  very  likely  to' capture  the  sand-lot  by  it.  Gen- 
eral Grant  is  sound  upon  the  Chinese  question,  as  we  person- 
ally know.  We  will  give  him  a  rousing  welcome  ;  we  will 
send  him  booming  across  the  continent  in  a  blaze  of  party 
enthusiasm.  He  will  be  nominated  by  acclamation,  and  it 
is  in  the  possibility  of  arousing  the  latent  smouldering  fires 
of  the  old  pent-up  patriotism  that  he  may  sweep  the  North. 
Old  memories  of  battle  fields  and  bloody  scenes  when  the 
nation  struggled  for  its  life  against  the  slaveholders'  re- 
bellion will  be  rekindled.  It  is  possible  that  this  new  issue 
that  labor  presents  to  capital  will  so  alarm  the  property- 
owners  of  the  North  as  to  drive  all  the  wealth,  intelligence, 
and  industry  of  the  twenty-three  Northern  States  to  cast 
their  votes  solid  for  General  Grant.  It  would  be  just  his 
luck.  It  is  possible,  and  in  fact  probable,  that  the  Demo- 
cratic party  will  commit  some  fatal  mistake,  some  unpardon- 
able and  inexcusable  blunder  in  its  nomination  ;  it  may  re- 
nominate Tilden.  This  would  make  General  Grant  a  third- 
time  President  of  the  United  States.  It  is  not  improbable 
that  in  the  other  doubtful  States,  as  in  California,  some  de- 
fection from  the  Democracy  like  that  of  Kearney  may  give 
the  Republicans  a  walk-over.     It  would  be  just  Grant's  luck. 

Calculating  the  probabilities  of  the  next  Presidential  elec- 
tion in  the  light  of  present  conditions,  and  assuming  that  the 
Democratic  party  of  the  North  is  not  going  to  pieces  upon 
this  labor  question,  the  chances  are  very  great  that  the  next 
President  will  be  a  Democrat  It  is  possible  that  in  other 
Northern  States,  as  in  California,  the  working  element  of  the 


Democracy  may  run  away  with  it.  The  party  discipline  of 
to-day  is  not  what  it  was  in  the  times  of  Jackson  or  Buchanan. 
This  is  illustrated  in  California.  Kearney — who  is  not  even 
a  good  Democrat ;  who  voted  for  Hayes  ;  who  is  of  foreign 
birth  ;  without  money,  influence,  or  party  power ;  unaided, 
alone,  and  in  opposition  to  his  church  ;  without  eloquence  or 
education — arrays  himself  against  the  Democratic  leaders, 
destroys  their  influence,  breaks  up  the  party  organization, 
laughs  at  all  their  traditions,  defies  their  bullies,  and  is  proof 
against  both  threats  and  blandishments  ;  placing  himself  at 
the  head  of  the  Democratic  mob,  sends  fifty-two  delegates 
to  a  Constitutional  Convention,  while  the  Democratic  party 
secures  in  the  entire  State  but  a  dozen.  It  must  be  re- 
membered, too,  that  the  Democracy  are  in  power  in  the 
State.  Irwin  is  Governor  of  California,  and  Bryant  is  Mayor 
of  San  Francisco  ;  so  that  in  estimating  this  victory  the  fact 
must  not  be  lost  sight  of  that  the  drayman  was  victorious 
against  fearful  odds. 


We  think  Kearney  is  making  a  great  mistake  in  warring 
against  the  Democratic  party.  He  should  place  himself  at 
the  head  of  it ;  he  should  usurp  its  leadership.  A  majority 
of  the  rank  and  file  of  the  Democracy  is  with  him,  and  the 
principle  is  recognized  in  the  Democracy  that  the  majority 
must  control.  County  committees  and  State  conventions  are 
elected  at  primary  elections.  Kearney  can  carry  every  Dem- 
ocratic primary  election  in  all  the  cities  and  in  all  the  prin- 
cipal villages  of  the  State  ;  with  anything  like  organization 
he  can  carry  a  majority  of  the  country  precincts.  One  blast 
upon  his  bugle-horn  will  send  Irwin,  Johnson,  Bryant,  Cas- 
serly,  Hager,  Wilson,  Hoge,  Terry,  Howard,  McCoppin, 
Gwin,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  leaders — Yanks,  chivs,  and 
Irish— to  their  hiding  places.  Holding  a  County  Convention 
in  .San  Francisco  for  municipal  officers,  or  a  State  Conven- 
tion, Kearney  can  dictate  nominations,  and  the  gentlemen 
whom  we  have  named  dare  not  bolt  the  ticket,  and  bolters 
they  would  be  if  they  did  not  come  squarely  up  to  the  fight 
with  their  money,  their  eloquence,  and  their  influence.  There 
is  a  Presidential  election  approaching,  and  the  prospects  of 
a  Democratic  success  would  make  a  revolt  impossible.  If 
Kearney  were  nominated  for  Governor,  Doctor  Shorb,  Col- 
onel Stuart  Taylor,  Judge  Hager,  and  all  the  eloquent  and 
gifted  ones  of  the  Democracy  would  take  the  stump  for  him. 
This  is  what  we  mean  by  the  tail  wagging  the  dog.  Our  sim- 
ile has  a  double  meaning  ;  for,  in  our  judgment,  the  Dem- 
ocratic party  is  a  cur-sed  organization,  and  Kearny  is  the 
very  tip  end  of  its  meanest  part. 


Such  a  result  as  this  would  please  us,  and  we  trust  that 
none  of  our  readers  will  do  us  the  injustice  to  think  that  we 
are  not  most  serious  and  most  profoundly  in  earnest  in  de- 
siring to  aid  in  bringing  about  such  a  condition  of  things. 
The  Democratic  party  has  shown  itself  such  an  abject  cow- 
ard and  slave  in  its  submission  to  this  most  blasphemous 
adventurer,  and  the  gentlemen  whom  we  have  named  have 
demonstrated  that  they  are  so  utterly  void  of  political  coor- 
age,  manliness,  or  principle,  that  we  shall  be  glad  to  see 
them  chained  to  the  truck  wheels  of  this  victorious  drayman, 
and  dragged  through  the  party  mire,  with  all  the  mob  of 
sand-lot  adventurers  howling  after  them.  We  have  a  desire 
to  see  the  issue  made  in  this  State  ;  as  well  here  as  else- 
where ;  as  well  now  as  later.  If  ignorance,  idleness,  and 
crime  can  rule  San  Francisco  and  California,  why  not  let  the 
fact  be  understoood  at  once  ?  If  those  who  have  nothing 
are  to  be  allowed  to  plunder  those  who  have  something,  the 
division  may  as  well  take  place  now  as  at  some  future  time. 
If  such  Democrats  as  we  have  named,  and  hundreds  more 
whom  we  might  name,  think  more  of  the  Democratic  organ- 
ization than  they  do  of  their  self-respect,  their  property,  and 
the  good  order  of  society,  let  us  know  it,  and  let  chaos  come. 
We  are  anxious  to  have  decent,  honest  people,  who  have  so- 
cial and  property  interests  to  guard,  come  together  in  an 
association  for  protecting  and  preserving  them.  We  are 
wearied  of  this  political  party  division,  that  puts  one-half  the 
decent  and  honest  people  on  one  side,  and  the  other  half  on 
the  other,  and  allows  rogues,  adventurers,  and  plunderers  to 
control  both.  We  are  tired  of  waging  a  political  warfare 
that  gives  all  the  honors  of  the  fight,  and  all  the  loot  and 
plunder  of  the  victory,  to  the  leaders  and  the  camp  followers. 


Our  advice  therefore  to  Kearney  is,  to  kick  overboard  and 
out  of  his  ranks  all  the  timorous  respectability  of  the  Demo- 
cracy ;  cut  the  leaders,  and  lawyers,  and  office-holders  adiift, 
and  let  them  paddle  their  own  canoes  ;  take  charge  of  the 
primaries,  elect  delegates  to  nominating  conventions,  as- 
sume command,  and  clear  the  decks  for  action.  If  it  is 
to  be  a  fight  of  labor  against  capital,  these  men  will  only 
embarrass  him.  If  it  is  honesty  against  political  trickery 
and  charlatanism,  they  will  only  be  ammunition  for  the  enemy, 
and  if  Kearney  should  win  a  victory,  the  men  who  will  prove 
skedaddlers  in  the  fight  will  be  foremost  to  claim  the  re- 
wards of  success.  If  Kearney  has  the  courage  to  become  a 
leader,  and  the  firmness  to  hold  a  drum-head  court-martial 
and  shoot  every  politician  that  sneaks  into  his  party,  he  will 
accomplish  one  of  two  things.  He  will  either  reform  the 
Democratic  party  of  California  or  murder  it.  Either  resul 
will  please  us. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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PRATTLE. 


Patriots  who  dream 
of  "acquiring  Cana- 
da "  may  congratulate 
one  another  that  if 
matters  are  not  in 
train  for  the  accom- 
plishment of  that  end 
/  there  has  at  least 
been  a  sowing  of  the 
I  seeds  of  political  dis- 
content. The  Chamberlain  of  the  new  vice-regal  court  has 
issued  a  ukase  that  all  the  Dominion  ladies  who  wish  to  be 
received  by  her  Royal  Highness,  the  Princess  Louise,  must 
attend  in  ^low-neck  dresses,  unless  they  present  a  doctor's 
certificate  of  ill  health.  The  ladies  of  the  Dominion — who 
have  the  misfortune  to  be  a  trifle  scraggy  about  the  neck — 
have  ventured  to  protest  against  this  regulation,  as  unsuited 
to  the  chmate  and  imperfectly  respectful,  their  liege  lords 
dutifully  backing  them,  and  saying  things  in  the  newspapers 
which,  in  deference  to  our  republican  reverence  for  royalty, 
can  not  be  here  repeated.  In  this  grave  emergency  it  is 
hoped  that  the  attitude  of  our  Government  may  be  consist- 
ent with  a  decent  and  honorable  observance  of  international 
obligations  until  the  time  comes'for  more  decided  action. 


His  morning  journal  Tom  surveyed, 

And  read  aloud  these  lines  displayed  : 
'  A  Sacramento  Man  Repents — 

Pleads  Guilty  to  a  Grave  Ofifense." 
'  What!"  Bob  says,   "only  one  confessed? 

"Twill  cost  a  pile  to  try  the  rest  1 '' 


The  advertising  "  doctors  "  of  this  city  kill  annually  more 
people  than  are  killed  by  disease,  and  then  if  a  respectable 
journal  which  will  not  accept  their  abominable  advertise- 
ments says  a  word  against  them^and  their  hideous  trade,  the 
insolent  fellows  have  the  effrontery  to  thrust  their  unwhole- 
some carcasses  into  the  office  and  ask  a  retraction.  If  I  had 
my  way  in  this  matter  (it  is  perhaps  as  well  that  I  have  not) 
there  would  be  a  break  in  the  continuity  of  this  custom.  As 
it  is,  I  propose  to  save  a  few  human  lives  which  the  bloody- 
handed  rascals  would  otherwise  take,  and  thereby  diminish 
their  revenues.  For  it  happens  that  I  know  these  creatures 
and  all  their  tenebrous  ways  ;  and  I  did  not  get  my  know- 
ledge by  experience  either,  for  I  am  alive. 

When  one's  watch  gets  out  of  order  he  has  the  sense  to 
send  it  to  a  watchmaker ;  he  does  not  stick  his  clumsy  fin- 
gers and  thumbs  into  its  dainty  machinery  ;  nor  does  one 
unskilled  in  the  trade  endeavor  to  repair  an  ailing  steam  en- 
gine. Yet  men  and  women  of  the  highest  intelligence  in 
other  directions  do  not  hesitate  to  undertake  repairs  of  those 
incomparably  more  intricate  and  delicate  machines,  their 
own  bodies,  without  even^the  faintest  knowledge  of  the  na- 
ture of  their  disorders  or  the  action  of  their  "  remedies,"  and 
with  no  conception  of  the  disastrous  consequences  of  a  mis- 
take. With  a  fatuity  that  deserves  to  rank  as  a  continuous 
miracle,  they  will  take  medicine  on  the  advice  of  a  friend, 
the  faith  of  an  advertisement,  or,  worse  still,  at  the  maunder- 
ing dictation  of  their  own  undigested  and  misrecorded  "  ex- 
perience." I  am  convinced  that  to  one  person  cut  off  by  the 
accident  of  disease,  five  die  a  natural  death  by  poison. 

If  human  testimony  is  good  for  anything  there  are  ghosts, 
there  are  witches,  there  are  were-wolves.  There  is  no  mon- 
strous and  preposterous  superstition  that  does  not  rest  upon 
as  solid  a  basis  of  unimpeachable  human  testimony  as  does 
the  most  familiar  and  obvious  circumstance  of  any  man's  ex- 
perience. If  then,  with  regard  to  matters  within  the  imme- 
diate scope  and  purview  of  the  physical  senses,  human  tes- 
timony is  so  nearly  worthless,  what  shall  we  say  of  it  in  cases 
requiring  close  and  patient  observation,  the  widest  experi- 
ence, the  coldest  analysis,  and  the  most  methodical  classifi- 
cation, such  as  the  action  of  a  certain  medicine  down  amongst 
the  mysterious  functions  of  the  human  system  ?  Before  the 
stupendous  difficulties  of  such  a  problem  as  "  What  cured 
your  cold.'"  I  stand  appalled;  and  I  reverently  uncover 
to  the  supernal  audacity  of  the  mind  which  tranquilly  be- 
lieves itself  to  have  discerned  the  solution  —  which  from 
amongst  the  countless  other  influences  acting  on  the  organ- 
ism simultaneously  with  the  medicine  assumes  that  it  can 
disentangle  and  determine  that  medicine's  exact  part  in  the 
cure,  and  which  is  dead-sure  that  recovery  was  because  of 
treatment,  and  not  despite  of  it.  Next  to  my  JVIaker  I  adore 
the  person  who  without  a  medical  education  tells  me  what 
to  take  for  the  coUywoddles. 

This  benefactor  of  his  race,  the  prescribing  friend  or  prac- 
ticing stranger,  compared  with  whom  Prometheus  was  a 
shirk-duty  and  Howard  a  self-seeker,  has  at  least  two  of  the 
attributes  of  Deity — omniscience  and  omnipresence.  You 
shall  not  disturb  a  chip  but  he  will  jump  out  from  under  it  to 
inform  you  that  bees'-wax  is  a  regal  remedy  for  chronic  sore 
toe — which  is  not  likely. 

We  all  disparage  the  knowledge  we  do  not  possess,  and 
the  layman  who  knows  absolutely  nothing  of  the  science  of 
medicine  commonly  holds  it  in  light  esteem.  I  tell  him  he 
is  wrong  :  the  difference  between  a  man  without  medical 


knowledge  and  one  with  it  is  wider  than  that  between  the 
ignorant  and  the  learned  in  any  other  department  of  human 
knowledge  ;  compared  with  medicine  the  law  is  a  science  for 
babes  and  cloutlings.  Much  remains  to  be  learned,  but 
what  has  already  been  discovered  and  formulated  is  of  amaz- 
ing magnitude  and  value.  And  of  this  the  physicians  are 
sole  custodians.  The  man  who  has  a  diploma  from  some 
great  medical  college  may  not  be  a  good  physician  ;  he  who 
has  not  can  not  be.  Such  a  diploma  does  not  certify  its 
owner  to  be  a  man  of  brains  ;  it  merely  proves  that  he  has 
had  the  only  possible  opportunity  to  acquire  his  science — a 
science  that  can  no  more  be  self-taught  than  astronomy  can 
be  learned  by  study  of  gas  lamps  and  brass  door-knobs. 


In  selecting  a  physician  one  should  of  course  know  a  di- 
ploma when  he  sees  it,  and  should  know  which  are  the  repu- 
table medical  colleges.  In  addition,  he  must  be  a  judge  of 
men — that  is,  he  must  be  himself  a  man  of  brains.  But  any 
regularly  educated  physician  is  better  than  oneself  and  one's 
friends  ;  and  I  earnestly  counsel  all  my  readers  never,  under 
any  conceivable  circumstances,  to  take  even  the  "  simplest  " 
remedy  except  on  prescription  of  a  doctor.  Who  dares  to 
do  so  is  a  bolder  man  than  I,  but  he  won't  live  as  long — par- 
ticularly if  he  confine  himself  to  simple  "household"  reme- 
dies. It  is  these  jokers  that  knock  us  coldest.  It  is  these, 
especially,  that  make  so  lively  a  sale  for  tiny  cofifins.  Half 
the  babes  that  die  are  murdered  by  their  mothers. 


Educated  and  reputable  physicians  never  advertise — ex- 
cept sometimes  their  names  and  addresses.  This  rule  is 
inflexible  ;  there  are  no  exceptions.  iVIoreover,  most  phy- 
sicians on  graduating  take  an  oath  that  any  valuable  dis- 
coveries they  may  make  they  will  immediately  impart  to  the 
profession.  Oath  or  no  oath,  it  is  one  of  the  unwritten  laws 
of  the  profession,  observed  by  every  honorable  practitioner. 
It  follows  that  the  advertising  doctor  is  a  self-convicted  im- 
postor, and  that  if  he  affirm  his  knowledge  of  superior 
methods  and  specifics  unknown  to  the  profession,  he  is 
either  a  quack  or  a  rcnegado. 

As  for  the  homoeopathists,  who  if  they  hurt  the  physicians 
at  least  do  not  hurt  us,  they  are  the  humorists  of  the  pro- 
fession, and  no  one  regrets  their  decadence  more  than  I  do. 
I  shall  miss  them  from  medicine  just  as  I  should  miss  Mark 
Twain  from  literature,  the  Danbury  News  Man  from  jour- 
alism,  or  Sunset  Cox  from  politics.  Even  with  them  the 
world  is  none  too  bright  and  cheery. 

The  circumstance  that  Prince  Bismarck  is  described  by 
his  biographer,  Dr.  Busch,  as  an  enormous  eater  and  super- 
copious  drinker  recalls  the  fact  that  he  is  a  Pomeranian,  and 
the  Pomeranians  are  said  to  be  the  king-gluttons  of  the 
world.  It  was  a  Pomeranian  who  said  :  "The  goose  is  a 
stupid  bird,"  and  being  asked  why,  explained  that  "  there  is 
too  much  of  it  for  one,  and  not  enough  for  two." 


The  Evening  Post  says  "  it  is  a  disgrace  to  civilization  that 
men,  women,  and  children  are  hungry  in  a  land  where  the 
grass  and  flowers  grow  in  the  open  air  on  Christmas  day,  as 
they  do  in  San  Francisco,"  and  "  one  of  ours,"  elsewhere  in 
this  paper,  asserts  that  the  disgrace  appertains  to  the  tramps 
who  prefer  beggary  to  toil.  But  is  not  Nature  partly  at  fault 
in  this  matter,  in  not  having  made  grass  ard  flowers  our  ap- 
pointed food  ?  Nebuchadnezzar  could  have  a  merry  Christ- 
mas in  San  Francisco  all  the  year  round,  but  the  rest  of  us 
are  not  graminivorous  ;  we  must  have  our  chops  and  steaks, 
no  matter  how  good  the  grazing  is. 


Two  friends  dining  at  the  Poodle  Dog  restaurant.  First 
Friend — ^^Garsongl  Garsong!  Hi!  garsong — dojuiy  may 
caffy  noyer  o  siikeri'^  SECOND  Friend  (dreamily)-- 
"  Things  are  differently  ordered  in  France." 


The  most  diflicult  thing  for  an  American  to  understand  is 
that  in  a  war  between  a  half-civilized  European  or  Asian 
power  and  a  civilized  one  the  armies  of  the  former  are  not 
commanded  by  an  American.  We  would  have  it  that  Osman 
Pasha  was  an  American  ;  we  will  have  it  that  the  commander 
of  the  Ameer's  forces  is  an  American.  Why  we  should  al- 
ways claim  kinship  with  the  under  dog  remains  to  be  ex- 
plained by  some  theory  of  canine  sympathies  not  yet  formu- 
lated. 

What  we  want  is  prayer  for  rain — none  of  your  lazy,  drawl- 
ing, snuffling,  and  perfunctory  "  petitions  to  the  Throne  of 
Grace,"  but  a  good,  square,  ringing  statement  of  what  we  re- 
quire for  our  next  year's  crops,  when  we  recjuire  it,  and  why 
we  conceive  ourselves  entitled  to  it.  The  priest  or  parson 
who  fails  us  now  in  the  hour  of  our  need  has  no  claim  to  our 
tolerance  when  it  comes  to  the  hour  oihis  need.  They  must 
all  be  made  to  understand  that  our  ability  to  pay  their  sal- 
aries and  reduce  the  church  debts  depends  upon  the  next 
year's  harvest,  and  if  we  don't  get  any  wheat  we  won't  take 
any  salvation — that  we  are  not  going  to  buy  a  thing  because 
it  is  cheap  unless  we  have  the  money.  If  the  parsons  won't 
pray  for  rain  we  must  try  to  find  somebody  that  will — some- 
body that  has  faith  in  prayer  and  a  stake  in  the  country — 
somebody  whose  interests  are  not  all  in  the  Better  Land,  but 
who  has  an  intelligent  eye  to  the  secular  well-being  of  the 


San  Joaquin  Valley.     If  our  clergy — the  best  in  the  world 

will  take  hold  of  this  matter  in  dead  earnest,  giving  a  long 
pull,  a  strong  pull,  and  a  pull  all  together  at  "  the  golden  ev- 
erlasting chain,"  I  for  one  will  sustain  them  with  faith.  I 
believe  they  can  bring  rain— a  regular,  pelting,  swashing,  old- 
fashioned  down-pour,  like  those  of  the  time  of  Starr  King, 
heaven  rest  his  soul ! — and  if  they  will  make  the  attempt  there 
are  one  thousand  self-cocking  bull-dog  revolvers  that  will 
come  out  of  hip  pockets  and  boot-legs  to  keep  a  ring  for 
them.  And  if  any  scoffing  IngersoU  or  sceptical  Tyndall 
comes  chinning  about  he  will  get  something  in  his  paunch 
that  he  never  swallowed.  If  there  is  any  water  up  there  we 
want  it,  and  are  not  ashamed  to  ask  for  it  through  the  chap- 
pies that  know  the  lingo. 

The  following  lines,  entitled  "  The  Dyspeptic's  Lament,' 
were  written  in  a  lady's  album  the  day  after  Christmas  : 

Internal  turkey,  pray  thee  cease 

Thy  struggles — I  abhor 
To  glorify  the  Prince  of  Peace 

With  an  intestine  war  ! 


In  North  Carohna  is  a  family  of  children  of  whom  every 
one  becomes  stone  blind  at  sunset.  It  is  safe  to  say  that 
those  children,  when  they  grow  up,  either  will  be  more  moral 
than  the  majority  of  their  fellow  men  and  women,  or  do  a 
great  deal  toward  making  daylight  hideous.  It  is  hard  to  say 
whether  if  we  were  all  blind  at  night  there  would  be  less  or 
more  vice  in  the  world.  Our  opportunities  would  be  mate- 
rially abridged,  but  then  there  would  not  be  so  much  detec- 
tion, which  would  encourage  us  to  make  the  most  of  such 
opportunities  as  would  remain.  On  the  whole,  the  condition 
most  favorable  to  the  pursuit  of  wickedness  is  just  enough 
light  to  enable  one  to  pursue  it,  and  not  quite  enough  to  en- 
able it  to  escape. 

The  island  of  Tristan  d'Acunha  is  represented  as  being 
overrun  with  cats,  which  are  not  only  a  crying  nuisance 
themselves  but  add  insult  to  injury  by  openly  fraternizing 
with  the  rats  and  mice.  The  inhabitants  have  wearied 
hfeaven  with  prayers  and  themselves  with  forays  to  extermi- 
nate them,  and  are  now  broken  in  hope  and  fortune.  But 
Signor  Pizzola,  the  sausage  builder,  rubs  the  chin  of  him 
with  his  palm,  draws  a  visible  wisdom  across  his  brow,  and 
passing  his  free  hand  significantly  athwart  the  seat  of  his 
trowsers,  preserves  an  elaborate  and  exhaustive  silence  as  to 
what  he  could  do  for  the  people  of  Tristan  d'Acunha.  Alas! 
Pizzola,  we  know  what  you  have  done  for  us. 


It  transpires  that  the  jury  in  the  case  of  Mr.  J.  C.  Dun- 
can divided  on  the  following  lines  :  Two  were  for  conviction, 
two  for  acquittal,  two  for  either,  two  for  neither,  and  two  for 
both.  Of  the  remaining  two,  one  favored  all  these  findings, 
and  the  other  would  hear  to  none  of  them.  It  was  this  last 
fellow  that  hung  the  jury,  and  it  is  the  existence  of  such  in- 
tractable fellows  as  this  that  makes  one  regret  the  abolition 
of  the  ordeal  of  immersion.  According  to  this  ancient 
method  of  proceeding  against  a  person  suspected  of  crime, 
he  was  chucked  into  a  horse-pond  and  held  under  water. 
If  he  died  without  a  struggle  he  was  declared  innocent. 


"  Dr.  Linderman's  health,"  says  an  Eastern  telegram,  "  is 
so  far  improved  as  to  enable  him  to  discharge  his  duties.' 
Let  us  not  trust  appearances  ;  they  are  proverbially  deceitful. 
That  he  is  up  and  about  ;  that  he  eats  with  an  evenly  sus- 
tained appetite  and  conquers  his  toddy  ;  that  he  can  walk 
ten  miles  to  meet  a  reporter,  and  talk  for  three  hours  without 
stopping  on  subjects  that  he  knows  nothing  about — these  are 
misleading  symptoms.  Observe  the  furtive,  sidelong  aver- 
sion of  his  eye,  the  neri'ous  agitation  of  his  pocket,  his  con- 
stant scratching  of  his  palm  !  He  may,  indeed,  manage  to 
get  through  his  duties  in  a  dead-alive  kind  of  way,  but  he 
will  never  again  be  able  to  discharge  them  honestly.  He 
never  did. 


The  expounders  of  "an  American  system  of  finance"  are 
giving  their  so-called  minds  to  the  introduction  of  the  goloid 
dollar,  which  is  to  contain  half  as  much  gold  as  the  gold  dol- 
lar, and  half  as^much  silver  as  the  silver  dollar.  The  noliun 
of  these  philosophers  is  that  this  will  preserve  the  equilibrium 
between  the  two  metals  :  the  gold  in  the  new  coin  can  not 
rise  without  carrying  up  the  silver,  nor  the  silver  fall  without 
dragging  down  the  gold.  This  is  very  much  as  if  one  should 
endeavor  to  equalize  the  price  of  sausages  and  the  price  of 
pickles  by  tying  a  bull-pup  to  a  basket  of  cucumbers. 


Joaquin  Miller  complains  that  he  is  snubbed  in  New  York 
society.  Well,  they  are  too  high-toned  for  anything  at  New 
York.  When  a  guest  at  any  of  their  "  palatial  mansions  " 
pulls  off  his  boots  in  the  parlor  they  want  him  to  put  on  his 
rubbers.  If  at  dinner  he  takes  a  fancy  to  blow  his  nose  on 
his  napkin  they  give  him  another  napkin — sometimes  another 
nose.  And  they  insist  that  the  singing  of  a  lady  vocalist  and 
the  war-whooping  of  an  Oregon  poet  shall  be  separately  ex- 
ecuted and  enjoyed.  Mr.  Miller  is  careless  in  these  partic- 
ulars, and  so  New  York  society  prefers  his  poetry  to  his  com- 
pany. The  serener  social  circles  of  Boston  are^less  fastid- 
ious ;  they  like  the  one  as  little  as  the  other. 
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Social  Etiquette  of  New  York  is  a  small  and  clearly  printed 
book  issued  from  the  house  of  D.  Appleton  &  Co.,  of  New 
York,  and  sent  to  the  ArgonaL" t  office  by  each  of  the  lead- 
ing book  houses  of  San  Francisco.  Xow,  we  take  it  that 
this  is  a  verj'  good  joke  on  the  editors,  that  it  should  occur 
to  each  of  the  prominent  book  concerns  that  a  treatise  upon 
social  etiquette  might  prove  instructive  to  them  ;  is  suggest- 
ive of  the  fact  that  they  are  not  quite  up  in  all  the  amenities 
of  social  life,  and  that  they  may  be  wanting  in  some  of  the 
elements  of  genteel  deportment  and  good  breeding.  The 
editors  read  the  book  very  carefully,  and  submitted  it  to 
"The  Only  Jones"  for  his  critical  examination.  Jones  hav- 
ing attentively  perused  it,  and  annotated  it  with  remarks  ap- 
plicable to  the  best  San  Francisco  society,  it  was  again 
turned  over  to  us  in  recognition  of  our  superior  intelligence 
in  all  matters  of  fashionable  life,  with  a  request  that  we  would 
give  it  to  our  readers  with  the  addition  of  appropriate  reflec- 
tions adapted  to  our  higher  circles.  San  Francisco  possesses 
the  best  society  in  the  world.  It  comes  from  the  solid  foun- 
dations of  our  gold  and  silver-bearing  hills.  In  search  of  the 
qualities  that  adorn  it,  the  Sierra  has  been  explored  to  the 
depth  of  twenty-two  hundred  feet.  Sutro  has  bored  through  j 
four  miles  of  solid  rock  to  ventilate  our  aristocracy,  give  it  j 
airs,  and  enable  it  to  work  itself  out  upon  new  levels.  The  ' 
continent  has  been  spanned,  mountain  heights  overcome,  I 
great  canons  leaped  by  the  iron  horse,  great  subsidies  granted 
by  the  Government,  and  great  exactions  demanded  from  vul-  . 
gar  trade  and  commerce,  that  our  aristocracy  might  plant  it- , 
self  firmly  and  intrench  itself  safely  beyond  the  accidents  of 
poverty.  For  it  we  have  gained  Alaska  and  the  Aleutian  Isl- 
ands by  purchase  from  Russia  ;  seven  millions  of  Govern- 
ment money  to  robe  our  aristocracy  in  furs  of  ermine,  otter, 
and  fox.  To  bring  them  servants  from  the  Orient  we  have 
subsidized  Government  steamers.  To  maintain  and  enter- 
lain  them,  we  authorize  and  legalize  games  of  chance  at  the 
Stock  Exchange,  and  thus  encourage  our  toilers  to  bring 
them  gifts.  Our  good  society  is  cosmopolitan.  It  is  com- 
posed of  the  lucky  ones  of  all  nationalities.  It  is  governed 
by  no  (alse  notions  of  birth,  or  that  education  and  gnod  breed- 
ing are  essentia!  to  its  maintenance.  Good  houses,  good 
clothes,  good  carriages,  and  plenty  of  money  are  the  requi- 
sites deemed  most  important.  Then  comes  deportment,  and 
a  knowledge  of  those  canons  of  good  society  deemed  neces- 
sary in  other  and  older  civilizations,  of  whom  we  are  as  yet 
imitators.  Etiquette  is  the  machinery*  of  society.  It,  is  a 
wall  which  rich  and  well-to-do  people  build  up  around  them- 
selves as  a  protection  from  disagreeable,  under-bred  poor 
people.  It  is  the  armor  in  which  superior  folks  are  pro- 
tected from  contact  with  the  vulgar ;  a  shield  of  defense 
against  poor  relations  and  the  familiar  acquaintance  of  old 
associates  who  have  dropped  behind  in  the  pursuit  of  money. 
Etiquette  is  the  white  high  road  of  a  refined  civilization,  over 
which  good  society  drives  four  in  hand,  and  along  which 
common  pedestrians  with  club  feet  must  look  out  that  they 
are  not  run  over  or  take  the  consequences. 

There  was  a  time  when  our  English  cousins  called  us 
"raw,"  and  our  Parisian  friends  styled  us  "dr61e,"but  we 
are  getting  over  all  the  gawkeries  of  newness,  and  now  our 
girls  are  at  a  premium  in  the  aristocratic  circles  of  Europe. 
We  have  imported  family  crests,  escutcheons,  and  coats  of 
arms  ;  we  have  patronized  colleges  of  heraldy  till  our  best 
society  now  rejoices  in  a  long  line  of  duly  certified  ancestors, 
and  presents  a  lineage  of  which  any  wealthy  family  may  be 
justly  proud.  As  fast  as  our  rich  young  girls  attain  the  mar- 
riageable age  we  are  making  aristocratic  alliances  with  the 
bluest  blood  of  the  titled  families  of  the  old  world.  Cali- 
fornia will  not  take  a  second  rank  in  laying  the  foundations 
of  this  new  aristocracy.  The  old  pirates  and  cod-fishers  of 
New  England;  the  old  Dutch  market  gardeners  of  New 
York  ;  the  descendants  of  Pocahontas,  and  those  good  old 
dames  who  were  sold  at  auction  in  \"irginia  for  tobacco  ;  the 
Huguenots  of  Carolina,  the  Creoles  of  Louisiana,  the  blue- 
grass  people  of  Kemucky,  must  give  way  ;  they  have  had 
their  day,  and  as  their  money  gives  out  they  must  abate 
their  pretensions  to  be  considered  good  society,  and  give 
place  to  lucky  ones.  The  Argonaut,  as  the  organ  of 
good  society,  assumes  the  responsibility  of  laying  down  rules 
for  its  government,  and  constitutes  itself  the  ultimate  tribu- 
nal of  fashionable  appeal  in  all  matters  touching  its  interests. 

In  making  introductions  great  care  should  be  taken,  es- 
pecially in  San  Francisco.  It  is  a  rule  that  introductions 
should  not  be  made  except  by  the  consent  of  parties.  Some- 
times this  may  be  assumed.  A  gentleman  may  not  be  pre- 
sented to  a  lady  except  by  her  approval.  The  name  of  the 
less  important  personage  should  always  be  first  called.  To 
illustrate  ;  if  General  Grant  should  visit  San  Francisco,  and 
hold  a  public  reception.  Mayor  Brj-ant,  in  presenting  our  dis- 
tinguished citizens,  would  use  this  formula:  "General 
Grant,  this  is  Colonel  \Villiam  Henr>-  Livingstone  Barnes, 
who  distinguished  himself  in  the  successful  conduct  of  the 
Amador  war,  and  is  now  the  leading  member  of  the  Consti- 
tutional Convention;"  or  "This  is  General  John  Albe- 
marle .McComb,  Brigadier-General  of  the  California  Militia, 
with  whose  achievements  you  are  too  familiar  to  render  it 
necessar)'  for  me  to  recount  them;"  or  "This  is  Colonel 
Jonathan  P.  Jackson,  of  the  Evening  Post^  the  leading 
journal  of  the  Pacific — the  Workingmen's  organ.  Colonel 
Jackson  distinguished  him^lf  in  the  War  of  the  Rebellion." 
In  the  event  of  the  arrival  here  of  the  Princess  Louise  and 
Lord  Lome,  on  a  visit  of  ceremony  to  Governor  Kearney, 
his  private  secretary,  Carl  Browne,  would  thus  introduce  to 
her  the  poetess  laureate  of  the  Pacific  :  "  I  do  myself  the 
honor  of  presenting  to  your  Royal  Highness  our  most  dis- 
tinguished poetess,  who  has  honored  your  royal  mother  by 
inditing  a  poem  to  her.  I  have  the  honor  to  present  Mrs. 
Theresa  Corlett,  of  the  Evening  Post"  Among  more  pri- 
vate persons  of  equal  rank  less  formality  is  observable.  As, 
for  instance,  if  Gambetta  should  visit  San  Francisco  one 
might  say  :  "Citizen  Gambetta,  allow  me  to  present  Colonel 
Head,  whom  you  have  doubtless  frequently  met  in  Paris  ; " 
or,  under  other  circumstances,  "  Mr.  Gladstone,  this  is  Mr. 
Pickering,  of  the  Caii,  whose  able  editorials  have  done  so 
much  toward  moulding  public  opinion  in  Europe ; "  or 
■•  ih:s.  Mr.  Disraeli,  is  Mr.  Charles  de  Young,  whose  search- 
ii:^  criticisms  of  the  Berlin  Congress  and  the  Afghanistan 
•  :if   must  have  given  you   so  much   information."     WiUi 


people  of  less  distinction  there  should  be  less  formality  ;  as: 
".Mr.  Boruck,  Senator  Conklin;"  "Mr.  James  Gordon  Ben- 
nett, Mr.  Verdenal."  In  presenting  gentlemen  to  ladies 
great  care  should  be  taken  to  avoid  embarrassment.  We 
undertook  once  to  introduce  a  gentleman  to  a  lady,  with 
neither  of  whose  antecedents  we  were  familiar.  In  the  most 
innocent  way  in  the  world  we  said  :  "Mrs.  Brown,  let  me 
present  you  to  Mr.  Jones."  "1  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  Mrs.  Brown  before,"  said  Jones;  "once  in  church, 
at  a  wedding  ceremony,  if  you  recall  the  incident,  madam?" 
"Oh, yes,  I  recollect;  you  married  a  Miss  Smith;  your  feat- 
ures are  familiar,  although  I  had  forgotten  the  circum- 
stance." This  pair  had  been  divorced  after  living  together 
two  years  and  having  twins.  Loud  talk  is  vulgar  ;  too  much 
shaking  hands  is  inadmissible.  Ladies  should  first  recog- 
nize gentlemen  in  the  street.  The  younger  person  should  be 
introduced  to  the  elder.  Every  person  at  an  entertainment 
is  upon  a  social  equality  with  any  other  guest.  Conversa- 
tion may  be  addressed  to  any  guest  at  a  private  reception, 
but  this  does  not  justify  a  further  acquaintance.  Any  gen- 
tleman may  ask  any  lady  to  dance  at  a  private  dancing  party. 

One  of  the  first  things  that  the  truly  "genteel"  should  do 
is  to  establish  a  carriage  ;  or,  we  might  perhaps  more  appro- 
priately put  it  in  this  way  :  as  soon  as  you  have  "struck  it" 
in  stocks,  and  it  is  not  necessary  to  realize,  purchase  a  lot 
and  build  a  stable  upon  it  ;  if  you  fail  to  realize  and  the 
market  explodes  on  your  hands,  you  sell  to  the  next  lucky 
man.  He  builds  a  "  palatial  mansion  ;"  the  wife  sets  up  her 
carriage,  and  a  reception  day  ;  a  good  house,  good  horses, 
good  entertainments,  with  good  wine,  good  music,  good  sup- 
pers, and  good  manners  secure  the  entree  into  the  social  cir- 
cles of  the  highest  Nob-Hillity.  It  is  very  desirable  that  you 
shoqld  have  come  from  a  good  family  ;  and  this  is  easy  of 
accomplishment  by  securing  a  pedigree  from  a  college  of 
heraldry  ;  gel  the  stor)-  of  your  ancestors  pat,  and  by  fre- 
quently mentioning  your  "  family ''  you  will  soon  begin  to  be- 
lieve in  it  yourself  If  you  ever  were  senant  in  a  hotel,  or 
sold  peanuts,  or  manufactured  ginger  pop,  or  peddled  from  a 
basket  or  cart,  or  kept  a  corner  grocery  or  vegetable  stand, 
or  was  groom  in  a  livery  stable,  or  a  gentleman's  coachman, 
or  porter  in  a  store,  or  a  butcher,  or  married  a  servant  girl, 
or  ever  at  any  time  engaged  in  any  honest  pursuit  by  means 
of  which  you  were  started  in  business,  keep  the  secret  invi- 
olable and  never  allow  it  to  get  out  among  envious  or  jealous 
acquaintance.  If  your  wife's  mother  kept  boarders,  or  took 
in  washing,  or  kept  a  millinery  store  ;  or  if  your  wife  was  ever 
a  governess,  or  sewing  girl,  or  child's  nurse,  or  schoolma'am, 
or  gave  music  lessons,  He  down  the  ignoble  fact  by  blazoning 
a  coat  of  arms  upon  the  panel  of  your  carriage,  by  stamp- 
ing a  crest  upon  your  visiting  card,  by  purchasing  and  dis- 
playing old  portraits  and  referring  to  them  as  the  Judge, 
the  General,  the  Admiral,  or  the  Bishop.  A  female  portrait 
or  two  is  indispensable.  Old  silver  of  antique  pattern  is  de- 
sirable, and  can  be  purchased  second-hand  or  made  to  order. 
Heir  looms  (say  the  wedding  dress  of  the  wife's  mother  or 
grandmother,  of  quaint  pattern,  ornamented  with  rich  old 
brown  iace  ;  curious  old  jewelr>'  of  fantastic  pattern  with  real 
stones)  may  be  secured  from  bric-a-brac  stores.  The  gentle- 
man should  wear  an  old-fashioned  watch-seal  that  came  to 
him  as  an  inheritance.  If  the  family  poverty  has  been  too 
well  known  to  have  the  fact  forgotten,  it  should  be  openly 
and  often  referred  to,  accompanied  by  the  explanation  that  a 
large  fortune  was  lost  by  the  failure  of  the  United  States 
Bank,  or  loss  of  negroes  and  plantations  during  the  civil  war, 
the  massacre  of  San  Domingo,  the  great  fire  in  Boston  or 
Chicago — indeed  all  the  great  calamities  where  property  has 
been  destroyed  may  be  used  in  this  connection.  If  your 
name  is  in  any  degree  similar  to  that  of  any  noble  ^x  distin- 
guished European  family,  of  course  you  are  a  descendant  of 
it ;  your  father,  or  grandfather,  or  more  remote  ancestor,  hav- 
ing been  discarded  for  marrying  a  poor  but  lovely  girl  not  of 
equal  rank.  Or  your  ancestor  may  have  been  a  political  ref- 
ugee, his  exile  dating  from  some  great  political  event.  If 
you  are  of  Yankee  family,  of  course  your  ancestors  came 
over  in  the  Mayj7a-u'er  or  fought  at  Bunker  Hill.  If  you  are 
chivalr}',  then  play  Pocahontas  and  John  Smith  for  ances- 
tors. If  Irish,  you  are  descended  from  the  Irish  kings.  The 
Huguenot  dodge  is  a  good  one  ;  or  if  anybody  of  your  name 
signed  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  or  fought  in  the 
Revolutionar)-  war,  you  may  use  the  fact.  If  anyone  of  the 
same  name  is  in  Debretfs  Peerage^  or  Landed  Gent?-}'  of  Eng- 
land^ it  affords  an  excellent  subsoil  for  planting  a  genealog- 
ical tree.  Whenever  the  biographical  fiend  comes  around 
to  make  a  book,  the  opportunity  should  not  be  lost  to  get 
your  portrait  and  life  set  forth  ;  be  careful  to  avoid  the  old 
time  fable  of  being  a  self-made  man,  bom  of  poor  but  hon- 
est parents  ;  this  sort  of  thing  is  vulgar  and  becoming  obso- 
lete. A  tour  in  Europe  is  indispensable  ;  if  the  gentleman 
can  not  leave'  his  employments,  the  wife  should  not  fail  to 
make  the  trip  and  educate  her  children  abroad.  Knowledge 
of  the  French  is  also  indispensable  ;  German  is  desirable. 
A  French  maid  is  the  thing — a  French  bonn£  with  a  lace  cap 
is  quite  the  go  for  a  nurserj'  of  young  children. 

There  are  certain  general  rules  to  be  observed  in  giving 
entertainments  ;  the  first  requisite  being  to  make  a  grand 
display  and  to  spend  more  money  than  any  one  else  can 
afford  to  do.  The  lady  of  the  house  should  be  more  ex- 
pensively and  elegantly  dressed  than  any  of  her  guests,  and 
she  should  wear  more  jewels.  This  places  all  the  poor  per- 
sons who  may  still  be  hanging  by  the  eyelids  upon  the  rag- 
ged edge  of  good  society  very  ill  at  ease,  and  the  cHances 
are  that  they  will  decline  the  next  invitation.  It  discourages 
accomplished,  elegant,  well  bred,  but  poor  girls,  from  con- 
tinuing in  society,  and  thus  relieves  the  stupid,  inelegant, 
and  awkward  rich  young  lady  from  a  rivalr>'  in  which  money 
appears  to  a  disadvantage  with  culture,  good  breeding,  and 
elegance  of  deportment.  The  event  of  a  marriage  in  the 
family  should  always  be  seized  upon  as  an  opportunity'  for 
display  and  sensation.  It  should  be  announced  as  a  mar- 
riage in  high  life.  The  ceremony  should  always  be  per- 
formed in  a  fashionable  church  after  the  notices  have  been 
duly  distributed.  Bridesmaids  and  groomsmen,  dress  and 
parade,  glitter  and  sensation,  wide  spread  notoriety,  and  a 
full  description  in  some  daily  commercial  paper,  all  indicate 
that  the  family  belongs  to  the  more  exclusive  and  fashion- 
able social  circle.  The  after  entertainment  should  be  as 
show}-  as  possible,  and  should  be  especially  showy  in  the  dis- 
play of  wedding  gifts.     Nothing  is  better  calculated  to  im- 


press the  wedding  guests  with  the  social  importance  (wealth) 
of  the  family  than  spoons,  pie-knives,  fish-forks,  card-re- 
ceivers and  silver  sets.  After  marriage  a  wedding  trip.  The 
correct  thing  is  the  European  tour,  but  if  this  is  not  con- 
venient San  Josi?  or  Martinez  will  satisfy  the  rigid  require- 
ments of  the  most  exacting  social  code.  When  the  wife's 
family  are  unable  to  maintain  a  son-in-law,  or  for  any  cause 
it  is  inconvenient  for  the  newly-married  couple  to  live  with 
either  parent,  they  should  go  to  one  of  our  prominent  hotels, 
and  thence  to  a  fashionable  boarding-house.  This  breaks 
the  fall  down  to  a  cheap  hired  house  and  drawing  one's  own 
baby-cart.  We  might  extend  these  reflections  into  the  more 
minute  details,  but  to  an  intelligent  and  imitative  class  like 
that  of  our  new  and  pretentious  rich  who  are  ambitious  to 
distinguish  themselves  as  leaders  in  the  social  world  a  hint 
will  suffice  ;  and  if  we  find  it  does  not,  we  will  give  the  sub- 
ject further  attention. 


The  Voyage  of  the   "Jettie." 


Two  hundred  winters'  snowing, 
Two  hundred  summers'  glowing, 

Had  passed  on  Bearcamp  River ; 
And  between  its  flood-torn  shores, 
Sped  by  sail  or  urged  by  oars, 

No  keel  had  vexed  it  ever. 
Alone  the  dead  trees  yielding 
To  the  dull  axe  Time  is  wielding, 

Tiie  shy  mink  and  the  oiler, 
And  golden  leaves  and  red, 
by  counlless  autumns  shed, 

Had  floated  down  its  water. 
From  the  gray  rocks  of  Cape  Ann 
Came  a  skilled  sea-faring  man, 

With  his  dory,  to  the  right  place ; 
Over  hill  and  pkiin  he  brought  her. 
Where  the  boatless  Bearcamp  water 

Comes  winding  down  from  White-Face'., 
Quoth  the  skipper  :  "  Ere  she  floats  forth, 
I'm  suie  my  pretty  boat's  worth. 

At  least,  a  name  as  pretty." 
On  her  painted  side  he  wrote  it. 
And  the  flag  that  o'er  her  floated 

Bore  aloft  the  name  of    "Jettie.'' 
On  a  radiant  raom  of  summer. 
Elder  guest  and  latest  comer 

Saw  her  wed  the  Bearcamp  water  ; 
Heard  the  name  the  skipper  gave  her, 
And  the  answer  to  the  lavor 

From  the  Bay  Slate's  graceful  daughter. 
Then  a  singer,  richly  gifted. 
Her  charmed  voice  uplifted 

And  the  wood-thrush  and  song-sparrow 
Listened,  dumb  with  envious  pain, 
To  the  clear  and  sweet  refrain. 

Whose  notes  they  could  not  borrow. 
Then  the  skipper  plied  his  oar. 
And  from  oft'  ilie  siielving  shore 

Glided  out  the  strange  explorer; 
Floating  on,  she  knew  not  whilber, 
The  tawny  sands  beneath  her. 

The  blue  sky  bending  o'er  her. 
Amid  the  tangling  cumber 
And  pack  of  mountain  lumber 

That  spring-floods  downvvard  force. 
Over  sunken  snag,  and  bar 
Where  the  grating  shallows  are. 

The  good  boat  held  her  course. 
Under  the  pine-dark  highlands, 
Around  the  vine-hung  islands, 

She  plowed  her  crooked  furrow ; 
And  the  rippling  and  the  paddling 
Sent  the  river-perch  skedaddling, 

And  the  niuskrat  to  his  burrow. 
Every  sober  clam  below  her. 
Every  sage  and  grave  pearl-grower, 

Shut  his  rusty  valves  the  tighter ; 
Crow  called  to  crow,  complaining, 
And  old  tortoises  sat  craning 

Their  leathern  necks  to  sight  her. 
On  she  glided,  overladen 
With  merry  man  and  maiden 

Sending  back  their  song  and  laughter. 
While,  perchance,  a  phantom  crew, 
In  a  ghostly  birch  canoe, 

Paddled  dumb  and  swiftly  after ! 
And  the  bear  on  Ossipee 
Climbed  the  topmost  crag  to  see 

The  strange  thing  drifting  under ; 
And,  through  the  haze  of  August, 
Passaconaway  and  Paugus 

Looked  down  in  sleepy  wonder. 
All  the  pines  that  o'er  her  hung 
In  mimic  sea-tones  sung 

The  song  familiar  to  her  ; 
And  the  maples  leaned  to  screen  her 
And  the  meadow-grass  grew  greener, 

And  the  breeze  more  soft  to  woo  her. 
The  lone  stream,   mysterj'-haimted. 
To  her  the  freedom  granted 
To  scan  its  every  feature, 
Till  new  and  old  were  blended, 
And  round  them  both  extended 

The  loving  arms  of  Nature. 
Of  these  hills  the  little  vessel 
Hencefonh  is  part  and  parcel ; 

And  on  Bearcamp  shall  her  log 
Be  kept,  as  if  by  George's 
Or  Grand  Menin  the  surges 

Tossed  her  skippjer  through  the  fog. 
And  I,  who,  half  in  sadness. 
Recall  the  morning  gladness 

Of  life,  at  evening  time. 
By  chance,  onlooking  idly, 
Ap>art  from  all  so  widely, 

Have  set  her  voyage  to  rhyme. 
Dies  now  the  gay  persistence 
Of  song  and  laugh  in  distance  ; 

Alone  with  me  remaining 
The  stream,  the  quiet  meadow, 
The  hills  in  shine  and  shadow. 

The  sombre  pines  complaining. 
And  musing  here,  I  dream 
Of  voyagers  on  a  stream 

From  whence  is  no  returning. 
Under  sealed  orders  going, 
Looking  forward  htlle  knowing. 

Looking  back  with  idle  yearning. 
And  I  pray  that  every  venture 
The  port  of  peace  may  enter. 

That,  safe  from  snag  and  shoal, 
And  siren-haunted  islet. 
And  rock,  the  Unseen  Pilot 
May  guide  them  to  their  goal. 
John  G.  Whittier,  in  January  St.  Nicholas. 


THE      ARGONAUT. 
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CALIFORNIA 

SPOOL  SILK 


TESTIMONIAL. 

Referring    to    certain   advertisements   re- 
cently published  derogatory  to  the  quality  of 

CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK, 

We  beg   to  offer   the  following   testimonial 
from  the  largest  dealers  in  the  city. 

CALIFORNIA  SILK  MFC  CO. 


We,  the  undersigned,  hereby  state  that  we 
have  sold  the  CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK 
for  a  number  of  years,  and  have  found  it  to 
give  entire  satisfaction. 

We  recommend  it  to  the  public  as  equal  in 
quality  to  any  silk  in  this  market,  of  either 
Foreign  or  Eastern  manufacture.  [Signed.] 
DOANE    &    HENSHELWOOD,     No.    i 

Montgomery  Street. 
FRATINGER  &  NOLL,    lo  to    14    Mont- 
gomery Street. 
F.  CHESTER  &  CO.,  34  to  36  Montgomery. 
KAINDLER  &  CO.,  Ville  de  Paris,  corner 

Montgomery  and  Sutter  Streets. 
J.  SAMUELS,  2S  Kearny  Street. 
THE  WHITE  HOUSE,  J.  W.  Davidson  & 

Co.,  corner  Kearny  and  Post  Streets. 
S.  MOSGROVE&  CO.,  114 and  116  Kearny. 
THE  LACE  HOUSE,  D.  Samuels,  104  to 

108  Kearny  Street. 
BUYER,  REICH  &  CO.,  129  Kearny  Street. 
S.  BINE,  130  Kearny  Street. 
LANDERS  &  GILMORE,  132  Kearny  St. 
SULLIVAN'S  CLOAK  &  SUIT  HOUSE, 

220  Kearny  Street. 
THE  SILK  HOUSE,  Samuel  Leszynski  & 

Bro.,  120  Kearny  Street. 

B.  SCHONWASSER  &  CO.,  222  KeamySt. 
JACOBS  &  GLASS,  226  Kearny  Street. 

P.  B.  KENNEDY,  232  Kearny  Street. 
O'CONNOR,    MOFFATT    &    CO.,   in  to 

115  Post  Street. 
O'NEILL,  KENNEDY   &   STUART,  875 

Market  Street. 

C.  CURTIN,  911  Market  Street. 

J.  J.  O'BRIEN  &  CO.,  924  to  928  Market  St. 
O'DWYER  &  EINHORN,  36  and  38  Third 

Street. 
PEIXOTTO    &    SILVERMAN,   42   to   46 

Third  Street.      And  hundreds  of  others. 


IV- 


'AREROOMS,   N.   W.   CORNER 

KEARNY  AND  SUTTER  STREETS. 


SHERMAN,    HYDE    &   CO. 

SHEET  MUSIC, 

MUSIC  BOOKS, 

MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 


HERRMANN'S 

H  O  LI  DA  V   S  TYLES 

HATS!    ^^^    HATS! 

For  New  Year's  calling,  be  sure  and  get  his  latest  styles. 

QQC  KEARNY  STREET,  BETWEEN  BUSH  AND  PINE, 
000  &  910  MARKET  STREET,  ABOVE  STOCKTON. 


CALIFORNIA  SPOOL  SILK. 

The  Extra  loo    Yards.      Quarter  Ounce.       Ounce  Spools.      Em- 
broidery Silks. 

THE     BEST     IN     USE. 

Manufactured  in  San  Francisco,  supporting  over  lOO  white  women  and  girls.      Sold 
by  all  first-class  dealers. 


MADAME     SKIDMORE 

FINE  MILLINERY. 

THE    LATEST    PARISIAN     STYLES    CONSTANTLY    RECEIVED. 

1 1 14  Market  St.,  between  Mason  and  Taylor,  under  Graham  House. 


THE  CAL  FURNITURE  MTG  CO. 

HAVE    FIVE  TIMES  AS  MUCH 

FURNITURE 

As  any  other  house  on  this  Coast,  which  has  been  purchased  so  low  that  we  CAN  and 

WILL  sell  at  such  prices  that  the  poor  can  gratify  their  WISHES 

and  the  rich  their  TASTE.      At  the  old  stand, 

NOS.   224  AND   226  BUSH  STREET,  S.   F. 


AMERICAN  DISTRICT  TELECRAPH. 


UNIFORMED    MESSENGERS. 


Special  Detail  to  Deliver  Chrisimas  and  Neiu 
Years  Presents. 


OFF 


222  SANSOME  ST., 
2  I  I  KEARNY  ST., 
833  SUTTER  ST., 
965  MISSION  ST., 
POWELL  AND  UNION, 


CES: 

CALIFORNIA  AND  FILLMORE, 
MISSION  AND  TWENTIETH, 
FOURTH  AND  BLUXOME, 
HAYES  AND  LAGUNA, 
BUTCHERTOWN. 


THE  SINCER  MANUFACTURINC  CO.'S 

NEW  FAMILY  SEWING  MAGHINES. 


Now  selling  at  a  great  reduc- 
tion from  former  prices. 

The  Best  always  wins 
in  the  Long'  Run. 


282,812  of  our  Machines  sold 
in  1S77. 

Buy  only  the  Genuine. 
Beware  of  Counterfeits, 


CAUTION. — No  SlXGER  Machine  genuine  without  our  TRADE  MARK  (given 
above)  stamped  on  the  side,  and  our  corporate  name,  "The  Singer  Manufacturing  Com- 
pany," in  gold  letters  on  the  top  of  the  arm  of  the  machine.  Buy  of  our  authorized 
agents  only.     Beware  of  BOGUS  Age-nts  and  Counterfeit  M.\chin'e.s. 

THE  SINGER  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY, 
118  Sutter  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny,  San  Francisco. 


CANNELCOAL 

A  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  OF  GRATE 

-^       CO.IL  for  sale  by 

MIDDLETON   &    FARNSWORTH, 

14  Post  Street,  and  718  Sansome  Street. 


BUTTERICK'8 

PATTERNS-DEC.  STYLES. 

Send  stamp  for  catalogue.      AGENCY,  124  POST  ST., 
San  Francisco. 


CHRISTMAS 

QANDIES  AND   HOLIDA  Y   GOODS 

supplied  to  Church  Festivals  and  Parties  at  wholesale 
rates.     Imported  Cap  Bonbons,  extra  fine,  50  cents  a  dozen. 

ROBERTS,  corner  Bush  and  Polk  Streets. 


BUSINESS 
COLLEGE. 

No.  24  Post  Street, 

Sax  FE.iXClBCO,  CAI>. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

JM PARTS  A  THOROUGH  PRACTI- 
CE Education  in  all  Commercial  and  English  Branches 
French,  German,  Spanish,  Drawing,  and  Telegraphy.  This 
school  having  greater  facilities,  and  enjoying  a  more  exten- 
sive patronage  than  any  similar  institution  on  the  Pacific 
coast,  continues  to  base  its  claims  for  recognition  and  patron- 
age upon  the  good  sense  and  enlightened  judgment  of 
public. 

LIST  OF   FACL'LTY. 
E.  P.  Heald,  F.  C.  Woodbury, 

H.  M.  Stearns,  A.  B.  Capp, 

Mrs.  C.  Woodbury,  T.  R.  Southern, 

J.  A.  Chesnutwood,  Mrs.  W,  J.  HamiltOD. 

A.  P.  DuBief,  F.  Seregni, 

R.  Sorcini,  Geo.  Jebcns, 

Lloyd  Baldwin,  A.  Vander  Naillen. 

For  full   particulars,  call   at   the  College,  24  Post  Street, 
or  address  £.  p.  HEALD, 

President  Business  College,  San  Francisco. 


ARMY  AND  NAVY  GOODS, 

REGALIA  AND  LODGE  SUPPLIES. 


A.  J.  PLATE  &.  CO., 


No.  510  Sacramento  Street. 


EUREKA  STONE  MFC  CO. 


^UREKA  STONE  SEWER  PIPE  A 

specialty.      None  but  the  best   brands  of   English 
Portland  Cement  used. 

Factory,  535  Brannan  Street. 


THOMAS  BOYSON,  M.  D. 

(University  of  Copenhagen,  Denmark), 

PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON.    Office 

and  Residence,  112  Kearny  Street.  OfEce  hours,  11 
A.  M.  to  I  p.  M.,  6  lo  8  p.  M.  Sunday  11  to  i  only.  Tele- 
phone in  the  office. 


GEORGE  BARSTOW, 

A  TTORNEY  AT  LAW,  No.  jog  Call- 

fornia  Street,  San  Fraiirisco,  Cal. 


THOMAS  H.  HOLT, 

JVTOTARY  PUBLIC,    No.   326X   Mont- 

gomer>'  Street.     Residence,    1803    Stockton    Street, 
San  Francisco. 


DR.  JAS.  M.  HUTCHING, 


D 


ENTIST,  REMOVED  TO  737  MAR- 

ket  Street,  opposite  Dupont. 


J.  J.  CLARKE,  M.D. 

No.  106  Slocklon  Street,  San  Francisco. 


J.J.  BIRGE,  Dentist,  313  Kearny  Street. 


R. 


C.  MOWBRAY,  M.  D.,  DENTIST 

224  STOCKTON  ST..  comer  Post.  S.  F. 


rprilPPES     ACADEMY     OF    LAN- 

guages,  130  Sutter  Street.  French,  Spanish,  English, 
German,  Italian,  Latin,  Greek,  Portuguese,  Russian,  and 
.Scandinavian  languages  taught,  at  moderate  terms,  by 
horough  teachers,  wiih  the  shorte-it  and  best  methods. 
Classes  or  private  lessons  day  and  evening.  Take  the  cle- 
v.-itor.     Free  school  library  for  the  students. 


THE  VERTICAL  FEED. 

HE  ONL  Y  POSITIVE  SUCCESS  IN 

all  departments  of  sewing.  Lightest  running  shuttle 
machine  in  the  m.-u-ket.  The  New  Davis  Vrrtical  Fkbd 
StiwiNG  Machine,  130  Post  Street. 

MARK    --iiV  I  I'OV.  _ 
P.  .S. — Howe,    Florence,   ^Vhecle^  i';    *'  :  "V 

Baker,    Domestic,   Weed,   WUlcox  ri:  ' : 
each. 
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THE      ARGONAUT. 


.''^^^ 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 


San  Francisco.  December  27,  1878. 
My  Dear  Madge: — Christmas  lias  come  and 
Rooe,  and  its  refluent  wave  of  camiN-al  and  contagion 
leaves  us  all  stranded  on  the  shore  of  our  every  day 
life,  seedy,  and  sad,  and  sorry  almost  that  anybody 
was  ever  bom  to  the  honor,  and  the  necessity  of  so  tre- 
mendous a  birthday.  How  merry  the  present-giving. 
the  eve,  the  day,  the  salutation,  the  dinner,  the  night 
with  its  shout,  and  song,  and  sequence  of  egg-nog, 
and  "  we  won't  go  home  till  momipg  "  atmosphere ! 
How  blue  the  light  of  the  next  day — when  general 
depression  reigned  ;  when  the  infant  was  pale  even 
unto  death  from  the  effect  of  the  paint  licked  from  the 
gaudy  confection  ;  when  the  plum  pudding  in  the 
adult  stomach— hke  our  flag — "was  still  there;" 
when  husband,  and  son,  and  brother,  put  on  their 
hau  with  the  shoe  horn,  and  strolled  mournfully 
down  town  to  business,  full  of  reaction  and  repent- 
ance 1  How  diflicult  under  these  circumstances,  my 
dear  girl,  to  write  cheerfully  and  charmingly  of  the 
holiday  spectacles  on  street  and  stage  !  For  theatri- 
cally we  were  a  bit  stupid  and  stiff"  this  year.  Stupid, 
because  we  were  inflicted  with  English  stuff;  stiff",  be- 
cause we  sat  in  cloaks  and  overcoats,  and  sympathized 
with  the  unfortunates  clad  in  nothing  more  than  the 
mantle  of  one's  own  moJesty.  The  "specialties ''  be- 
gan at  the  Bush  Street  Theatre  on  Monday  night 
with  the  production  of  //.  M.  S.  Pinafore,  announced 
on  the  bills  as  "the  latest  English  musical  absurdity."' 
The  bills  were  entirely  right.  It  was  English,  it  was 
musical,  and  it  was  absurd  in  every  sense  of  the  word 
except  the  very  novel  and  realistic  stage  setting  where 
the  flies,  and  drops,  and  grooves,  are  entirely  swept 
away  to  give  scope  for  a  painted  ocean,  and  a  stage 
representing  the  quarter-deck  of  an  English  ^hip. 
There  are  many  good  things  in  the  burlesque.  The 
movement  of  the  sailors  up  the  ratUnes  and  along  the 
yards,  the  furling  of  the  sails,  the  watery  perspective, 
and  actual  touch  and  smell  of  tar,  all  go  to  the  mak- 
ing of  a  pretty  picture.  Then  the  music  is  bright  and 
sparkling,  and  sweet  for  those  sea-dogs  to  mouth. 
But  the  wit  falls  flat  and  the  dialogue  drags,  and  the 
plot  drops  through,  and  you  can  not  make  out  what 
it  is  all  about  till  some  beef-eater  tells  you,  "You 
know  that  it  is  an  awfully  clever  joke  on  the  first  Lord 
of  the  Admirality,  you  know"' — which  you  didn't,  '  'you 
know."  As  to  the  pinafore  part  of  the  business,  Mrs. 
Oates.  dressed  as  the  sailor  boy,  "  Ralph  Rackstraw," 
needed  one  very  badly.  Vet  she  santj  well — the  best 
1  have  heard  her  lately — and  her  "  Good-bye,  sweet- 
heart, good-bye."  was  as  feelingly  and  tearfully  ren- 
dered as  though  she  had  just  dismissed  another  hus- 
band. Lulu  Stevens,  as  the  Captain's  daughter,  made 
modest  love  and  a  mess  of  her  acting  as  she  always 
has — with  one  exception,  in  Marjolaine — but  she 
was  in  good  voice,  and  looked  but  passably  well  in  a 
dress  so  short  that  it  took  away  all  the  romance  of 
the  age,  and  left  her  a  little  snip  of  a  school-girl. 
Beverly,  the  cimning  httle  tenor,  received  many  a 
hand  for  the  spirited  rendering  of  "The  Death  of 
Nelson,"  and  "The  Bay  of  Biscay.  O  ! '"  Taylor 
represented  well  the  "Admiral;  Meade  had  a  good 
action  and  make-up  as  "  Deadeye,"  the  dissatisfied 
sea-dog.  and  Connell,  as  "  Captain  Corcoran.'"  roared 
about  to  the  full  eitent  of  his  natural  capacity — if  you 
can  comprehend  the  terrible  possibilities  of  such'  an 
assenion.  Taken  altogether  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore  was 
not  exactlv  a  success,  but  was  enjoyable  forits  novelty 
and  its  music,  and  disliked  for  the  thoroughly  English 
burles<iue  features  which  only  those  acquainted  with 
the  British  na\y  could  appreciate.  Tuesday  evening 
I  was  off  to  see  Rci-els,  or  ' '  Bon  Ton  George,  Jr.,""  at 
the  Grand  Opera  Hotisc,  the  comic  builesqueextra%'a- 
ganta  so  extensively  advertised  in  connection  with 
the  return  of  the  Rice  Surprise  Party.  There  was  a 
stretch  of  second-hand  carpet  from  the  street  en- 
trance through  the  marble-tiled  passage  to  the  inner 
doors,  a  brass  band  in  the  upper  corridor  making  a 
superior  but  not  %'erv  artistic  noise,  and  a  desolate 
and  dreary -looking  house  within.  There  had  been 
an  attempt  to  counteract  the  chilling  influence  of  the 
X^oc  by  trimming  the  vestibule  columns  with  alter- 
nate stripes  of  Turkey  red  and  evergreens,  and  fes- 
tooning the  boxes,  and  dress  circle,  and  balcony 
seats  with  the  same  'material,  but  it  looked  cheap, 
and  had  no  effect  whatever  on  the  imagination  or  the 
atmosphere  when  the  curtain  went  up  and  the  gale 
swept  in  from  the  great  cavern  of  a  suge.  That 
first  performance  was  anything  but  a  reveL  The 
audience  was  sparse  and  cold,  and  of  that  character 
that  demanded  satisfaction  for  anticipation,  and  was 
disrusied  when  it  did  not  even  get  it  by  waiting  till 
^ui:  twdve  o^clock  ;  for  Jieiels  opened  as  a  weakling 
snlGlnmg  along  the  most  ridiculous  lot  of  mbbish 


that  was  ever  dignified  with  the  high-sounding  name 
of  spectacle.  Another  English  imposition  without 
coherency  of  plot  or  movement,  containing  nothing 
new  or  novel,  unless  it  be  the  diabolical  attempts  at 
punning  that  so  invariably  afflicts  the  text  of  any- 
thing that  Rice  &  Co.  have  to  do  with,  and  which  is 
a  spectacle  sufticient  to  make  the  Norse  gods  weep 
icicles  a  mile  and  a  half  long  if  they  only  had  a  blue 
upholstered  seat  in  a  strong  draft  at  the  Grand  Opera 
House.  It  is  absolutely  impossible  for  me  to  tell  you 
what  it  is  all  about  ;  something  relating  to  St. 
George  and  the  Dragon.  I  believe,  with  the  first  scene 
or  two  cribbed  from  Xcrmsis,  with  a  double  action  in 
England  and  India,  and  a  following  of  situations  in- 
tended to  be  ridiculous,  but  which  are  only  saved 
from  actual  stupidity  by  the  interpretation  of  the 
character  of  "  Callapat,"  by  Willie  Edouin,  «'ho  has 
carried  the  entire  performance  and  given  what  little 
satisfaction  has  been  had  from  it.  None  of  the  other 
people  of  the  Surprise  Party  appear  to  half  the  ad- 
\'antage  that  they  did  on  the  small  stage,  and  with 
the  warm  and  cosy  surroundings  of  the  little  Standard 
Theatre.  Alice  Aiherton  was  hoarse  to  a  painful  de- 
gree, and  though  she  attempted  to  make  up  for  the 
loss  of  voice  in  sprightliness  of  action,  the  audience 
barked  out  their  sympathy  for  her  uncovered  arms, 
and  sneezed  through  the  same  breeze  that  swept 
about  the  well  filled  maroon  tights.  Some  of  the 
chorus  were  so  thoroughly  cornered  by  the  cold  that 
they  could  not  sing  at  all,  and  the  lithe  and  limbsome 
pages  had  to  blanket  themselves  Uke  so  many  Piute 
squaws  every  opportunity  they  had  to  get  within  the 
wings.  Christmas  afternoon  and  evening,  however, 
Rci-£ls  had  tremendous  audiences,  not  even  a  bit  of 
standing-room  left,  and  the  piece  was  cut,  to  its  vis- 
ible improvement ;  but  it  can  not  be  classed  as  a  suc- 
cess, for  it  is  not  of  that  merit  thai  will  draw  a  person 
the  scco.id  time  to  see  it.  There  are  but  one  or  two 
good  scenes,  and  the  best  of  them — the  transforma- 
tion and  corridor  setting — is  familiar  to  everybody 
that  has  seen  the  Black  Crook  at  the  California.  From 
a  musical  jioint  of  \iew  Rci'cls  is  a  potpourri  of  stolen 
music,  and  bad  stealing  at  that.  It  has  not  even  the 
humorous  features  of  lost  Evangeline,  the  magnifi- 
cent spectacular  failure  of  a  year  ago  ;  and  its  whole 
moral  effect  is,  or  at  least  ought  to  be,  to  make  the 
Surprise  Party,  or  any  combination  or  company  that 
has  to  interpret  the  alleged  Rice  music  and  hbrettos, 
keep  themselves  on  a  small  stage  and  close  to  their 
audiences,  and  then  they  will  be  appreciated.  Dis- 
tance lends  no  enchantment  to  a  leg  re\iew.  At  Bald- 
win's things  were  conducted  a  little  differently,  and 
then  was  the  added  advantage  of  a  comfortable  place 
to  sit,  and  warmth  and  color  in  the  surroundings. 
Xot  Guilty  is  another  English  spectacle,  but  one  that 
has  at  least  the  merit  of  a  plot,  and  the  possibility  of 
being  understood.  It  was  announced  on  the  pro- 
grammes as  "a  grand  musical,  military,  dramatic, 
and  spectacular  drama.'"  Its  musical  feature  was  a 
failure,  and  might  with  profit  be  immediately  discon- 
tinued. Its  military  were  well  dressed,  well  manoeu- 
vred, and  inspiriting.  The  dramatic  element  pos- 
sessed some  considerable  strength  ;  its  humor  quiet, 
agreeable,  and  not  so  badly  strained,  and  its  spectac- 
ular impression  and  effects  limited  only  by  the  cramped 
stage  area.  It  is  by  far  the  most  attractive  and  inter- 
esting bill  of  the  holidays.  It  Is  put  on  the  stage  in 
a  manner  that  is  highly  creditable  to  the  taste  of  the 
stage  manager  and  the  talent  of  the  scenic  artist. 
Each  scene  is  a  picture,  not  overdrawn,  nor  incongru- 
ous, nor  absurd,  but  as  realistic  as  stage  illustration 
and  action  will  permit.  It  is  rarely  that  one  sees  a 
piece  of  this  description  and  extravagance  of  detail 
so  artistically  and  satisfactorily  managed.  It  is  a 
pleasure  to  mention  a  performance  so  well  presented. 
Not  Guilty  was  as  well  cast  as  it  was  artistically 
mounted.  Heme,  as  "Joe  Triggs,"and  Bishop,  as 
"Jack  Snipe,""  gave  as  neat  bits  of  character  sketch- 
ing and  quiet  flashes  of  humor  as  one  need  to  de- 
mand or  expect.  Morrison  did  the  \iUain  and  the 
counterfeit  presentment  business  creditable  to  his 
countenance.  Rose  Wood  was  a  sweei|  little  thing 
M'ho  had  a  first  rate  chance  to  stan-e  to  death  but  for 
the  bread  that  got  poor  O'Neill,  as  "Robert  Arnold,"" 
into  the  quarr)'-with  a  really  becoming  striped  suit 
on.  .'\s  a  matter  of  course  Not  Guilty  had  its  ridic- 
ulous as  well  as  its  realistic  situations.  It  was  simply 
absiu-d  to  mix  the  modem  hoodlum  up  with  the  sol- 
diers, and  residents,  and  architecture  of  an  old  Eng- 
lish rillage.  The  procession  of  boys,  with  paper  caps 
and  toy  drums,  was  out  of  place.  The  sputter  of 
firecrackers  in  a  barrel  did  not  sound  altogether  like 
the  rattle  of  musketry,  nor  the  knocking  in  of  the 
drum  head  like  the  boom  of  distant  cannon.  The 
charge  of  the  Cameron  Cadets  was  full  of  life  and 
smoke,  but  strange  in  the  fact  that  in  the  teeth  of  that 
murderous  fire,  lace  to  face,  not  a  Sepoy  nor  a  Cam- 
eron Cadet  fell,  and  that  the  battle  raged  fiercely  till 
the  time  came  for  the  curtain  to  fall,  when  the  Sepoys 
piled  up  in  a  swath  of  destruction,  dead  to  a  man, 
and  not  a  smiling  Highlander  the  less,  not  a  smirch 
of  the  pretty  kilts,  not  a  rent  in  the  plaid  hose,.cover- 
ing"ihe  tights  which  Highland  laddies  do  not  wear, 
vide  the  muscular  shins  of  the  pipers.  But  the  girls 
looked  pretty  in  the  inarch,  and  stepped  as  short  as 
women  generally  do.  and  -found  their  hips  too  wide 
for  the  manual  of  arms,  and  altogether  made  a  very 
creditable  and  a  pretty  picture — enthusing  the  gallery 
to  its  highes:  applauding  pitch.  The  piece  has  drawn 
well  from  the  start,  and  the  Christmas  nosh  was  some- 
thing extraordinary.  At  the  California  we  have  had 
Chanfrau  =n  the  threadbare  Octoroon,  put  in  a  "  Moon- 


light on  the  Canebrake  "  holiday  dress  by  Voegtlin  to 
fill  out  the  present  week,  and  then  the  Florences  are 
to  follow  with  The  Mighty  Dollar  that  we  are  all  so 
loth  to  part  with  at  the  theatre  door.  These,  with 
the  Hart  v-ariety  performance  at  the  Standard,  makes 
up  our  hoUday  budget, [_such  as  it  is.  It  is  nothing 
ver>'  gorgeous,  hardly  up  to  the  attractiveness  of  other 
seasons,  and  of  so  doubtful  a  quality  that  few  of  the 
bills  will  survive  the  beginning  of  the  new  year.  But 
when  these  speciacles^have  faded  away,  and  the  leg 
brigade  are  nursing  "their  consumption  and  catarrh 
and  rheumatism,  and  managers  are  figuring  up  the 
account  of  profit  and  loss,  there  will  come  something 
else  to  attract  the  curious  moth  to  the  dramatic  can- 
dle ;  and  patiently  and  innocently  awaiting  it.  I  am 
just  able  to  subscribe  myself,  yours,  for  "positively 
the  last  time"  this  year,  Betsy  B. 


The  following  is  told  of  one  of  the  speakers  the 
nighl  before  the  recent  election  in  New  Hampshire  : 
The  orator,  while  in  his  speech,  reached  a  point 
where  he  was  depicting  the  results  to  the  country  if 
certain  measures  should  become  a  part  of  the  law  of 
the  land.  Said  the  speaker:  "If  this  should  occur 
the  country  would  —  would — "  Here  the  orator 
paused  for  the  right  word  to  come  to  the  point.  On 
the  instant,  a  man  in  the  rear,  near  the  door  of  the 
hall,  shouted  out :  ' '  What,  for  heaven's  sake,  what  ?  " 
to  which  the  speaker  instantly  replied  :  "  If  my  friend 
will  come  around  to  the  hotel  after  the  meeting  is 
over,  I  will  tell  him  confidentially,"  and  then  went  on 
with  his  accustomed  fluency. 


"  Do  you  think,"  writes  a  young  student  of  human 
economy,  "do  you  think  the  human  race  is  decay- 
ing ?  "  Not  at  all,  not  at  all.  Part  of  it  isn't  decay- 
ing because  it  is  yet  alive,  and  the  portion  of  it  that 
is  dead  doesn't  decay  because  the  medical  student 
don't  give  it  a  chance.  Oh,  no,  the  human  race  was 
never,  in  all  its  history,  so  well  protected  against  de- 
cay as  at  present.  Be  thankful  that  you  live  in  an 
age  when  the  grave  has  been  so  shorn  of  its  power 
that  it  can't  hold  a  man  so  long  as  a  sieve  would  hold 
a  spoonful  of  quicksilver. 


A  Norwich  bank  cashier  has  a  valuable  family  dog, 
which  he  has  been  boarding  in  the  country  until  a  few 
days  ago.  when  he  introduced  it  to  his  city  home. 
When  the  dog  was  last  seen  he  was  a  close  second  be- 
hind the  family  cat,  which  was  traveling  through  the 
lace  curtains  of  his  parlor  windows — a  lost  planet 
looking  for  space.  Result,  five  dollars'  worth  of  dam- 
aged curtains,  a  demorahzed  cat.  and  a  dog  that  is 
gone  but  not  forgotten. 


Biddy  (to  old  gent) — Please  help  a  poor  woman 
with  siven  small  children,  all  to —  Good-natured  old 
gent  (who  knows  her) — Yes,  but  I  say,  don't  you  think 
your  family  increases  rather  too  rapidly?  Last  week 
it  was  only  five.  (Biddy,  not  a  bit  abashed) — Sure 
and  isn't  it  all  the  more  reason  why  yer  honor  should 
help  me  again? 


A  Seymour  (Indiana)  'man  picked  up  a  stick  of 
cordwood  the  other  night  and  chased  a  cat  across  the 
back  yard.  He  didn't  catch  th  cat,  but  he  caught 
the  clothes-line  with  his  teeth,  and  now  when  he 
smiles  the  corners  of  his  mouth  pass  each  other  at 
the  back  of  his  neck. 


Last  winter  Dr.  Sackelt,  of  Chester,  Connecticut, 
made  a  violin  of  thousand  and  fifty  pieces  of  wood. 
We  always  thought  there  should  be  about  two  thou- 
sand and  fifty  pieces  in  most  of  the  fiddles  we  ever 
listened  to. 


Connecticut  boasts  of  a  girl  that  sleeps  standing 
up.  She  ought  to  marr)*  that  Rochester  man  who 
puts  his  umbrella  to  bed  and  stands  himself  behind 
the  door — provided  there  is  room  for  two  behind  the 
door. 

Mercer  —  "Stockings,  miss?  Yes,  miss.  WHiat 
number,  miss,  do  you — ?"'  Matter-of-Fact  Young 
Lady — "Why,  two,  of  course.  Do  you  think  I've 
got  a  woDden  leg?" 


The  finest  work  at  lowest  prices  at  Boyd's  Yosemile 
Art  Gallery,  26  Montgomery  Street. 


A  CRYSTAL  PALACE. 
A  long-needed  want  of  the  elite  has  been  filled  by 
a  New  York  gentleman,  who  has  opened  a  magnifi- 
cent store  at  31  Kearny  Street,  the  Gem  Candy  Em- 
porium. Delicious  candies,  excelling  anything  here- 
tofore in  this  city,  are  offered  at  very  reasonable 
prices.  Marsh  mallows  from  the  celebrated  Whit- 
man of  Philadelphia.  Opera  and  chocolate  cara- 
mels, in  quality  which  heretofore  could  only  be  found 
at  ilaiUaird's,  New  York.  Elegant  bonbon  boxes, 
etc.  This  is  the  only  candy  store  in  the  city  which  is 
closed  every  Sunday. 


Great  reduction  in  photographs  at  Boyd's  Yosemite 
Art  Gallery.  26  Montgomery  Street. 


BOSTON  DRESS  REFORM. 
California  "  Worth"  Princess  Suits.  Skirts,  and  at- 
tachable Flounces  :  Cashmere  and  Merino  Union 
Suits  for  ladies  and  children ;  ladies'  and  misses' 
shoulder-brace  Corsets ;  Abdominal  Corsets.  No. 
430  Sutter  Street.  A.  W.  BAKER,  the  only  Dress 
Reform  Agent  in  the  city. 


Decker  Bro.'s  Pianos,   the   leadii^  piano  of   the 
world,  at  Kohler  &  Chase's.  137  and  139  Post  St. 


Children's  pictures  a  specialty  at  Boyd's  Yosemite 
Art  Gallery,  26  Montgomery  Street. 


Try  E.  H.  Hubbard's  Parisian  Cream  for  the  com- 
plexion.    923  Market  Street. 


Mrs.  Parker,  of  the  Ladies'  Depository,  has  opened 
a  new  store  at  126  Post  Street  Dolls  dressed  in  all 
styles.     New  Lace  Patterns. 


The  finest  candies  in  the  dty  are  to  be  had  at  the 
Clarendon,  213  Kearny  Street,  of  Love  &  Goldstein. 
Try  them. 


The  finest  French  and  purest  home-made  candies 
found  at  Vogeley's,  915  Market  Street,  between  Fifth 
and  Sixth. 


^ALD WIN'S    THEATRE. 

Thomas  Macuire Manager. 

F.  LvsTER Acting  Manager. 

G.  R.  Chipman Treasurer 

CHRISTMAS    HOLIDAYS. 

Immense  success  of  the  grand  musical,  militarj-,  dramatic, 
and  spectacular  Christmas  piece, 

NOT    GUILTY. 

The  whole  of  the  GREAT  COMPANY  in  the  cast. 

This  (Satlrdav)    Evening,    December  28th,  and  until 
further  notice. 

The  Cameron  Cadets  in  full  Highland  Costume.  High- 
land Pipwrs,  Drum  Corps,  and  Miliur>-  Music  on  the  Stage. 
The  Revolt  of  the  Convicts.  Embarkation  of  her  Majest>'"s 
Troops  for  India.  Grand  Battle  Scene  —  the  Relief  of 
Bhurtpoor.  Ma^ificcnt  English  and  Oriental  Scenery,  by 
Dayion.  A  full  Operatic  Voices  of  Eight>-  Voices.  A 
largely  increased  Band.     Gorgeous  and  Correct  Costumes. 

Holiday  Matinees  New  Year's  Day,  and  every  Saturday  at 
two  o'clock. 


c 


CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 


Barton  &  Lawlok. Managers. 

Barton  Hill Acting  Manager. 


NEW  YEAR'S  WEEK. 


Monday  Evening,  December  30th,  the  incomparable  artists, 
MR.  AND  MRS. 

W.  J.  FLORENCE, 

Who   will   appear  as  "Hon.    Bardwcll   Stote"*  and    "Mrs, 
General  Gilflorj',"  in 

THE  MIGHTY  DOLLAR. 

Sfttcial  engagement  of  the  California  favorite,  MISS 

ALICE   HARRISON, 

As  "  Libby  Dear." 


Beautiful  Scenerj',  Costly  Dresses,  Elegant  Appointments, 
and  a  Brilliant  Cast. 


NEW  YEAR'S  MATiNEE  ON  WEDNESDAY. 
USUAL  MATINEE  SATURDAY. 


S^  Seats  may  now  be  secured. 


TJUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Charles  E.  Locke Proprietor. 


At  the   Matinee   to-day;  also  to-night  and  to-morrow  night, 
the  greatest  success  of  the  Oates  Opera  Season, 

HER     MAJ  ESTY'S     SHIP 

PINAFORE. 

"Good-bye,   Sweetheart."    A  real  ship,  mapned  by  real 
sailors — real  caonon — the  most  realistic  produc- 
tion ever  presented  in  San  Francisco. 


Next  week  the  last  week  of 
THE  OATES  ENGLISH  COMIC  OPERA  COMPANY, 

H.  M.  S.  PINAFORE. 


Monday,  Janoarj-  6th,  CALLENDER'S 

ORIGINAL  GEORGIA  MINSTRELS 


STANDARD  THEATRE. 

Bush  Street,  between  Montgomery  and  Kearny. 

Lessee  and  Manager M.  A.  Kennedv. 

BUSINESS  Manager P.  H.  Kirdv. 

Treasurer. C.  S.  Walton. 

This  (Saturday)  afternoon,  Dec  28th,  grand  Ladies  Matinee. 

MATIMEE  TO-DAY  AT  2  P.  M. 

This  evening,  Dec.  23th — 

MR.  JOSH  HART 

And  hb 

NOVELTY    COMPANY. 

L.\ST  WEEK  BUT  ONE  1  LAST  WEEK  BUT  ONE  1 
Entire   change   of  programme   and   positively  last  week  of 

JOSH    HART'S 

GREAT   SPECIALTY    COMPANY- 


r^RAND  OPERA  HOUSE, 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth. 
John  Torrence  &  Co Managers- 


REVELS        HAPPY  NEW  YEAR! 


REVELS   Monday,  December  30,  1878,  every  evening  at 

8  (including  Sunday).  Also,  New  Ycar"s 
REVELS  ^^'^    Saturday  Rlatnees  at   2. 


REVELS 


REVELS       SECOND     WEEK 

And  enormoiis  success  of 

RICE'S^  SURPRISE  PARTY 

REVELS  In  the  new  grand 

COMIC  BURLESQUE  EXTRAVAGANZA 
REVELS  ^„^ 

REVELS        SPECTACULAR    EFFECTS. 


REVELS  REVELSl     REVELSI 


Ji/TETROPOLITAN  TEMPLE, 
I VJ.     pijth  Street,  bet.  Market  and  Mission. 

PRESENTATION    ENTERTAINMENT, 

Wednesday  afternoon  and  evening,  Jan.  i,  1879. 
TWO  HUNDRED   GIFTS  VALUED  AT  $z,ooa. 
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A  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

y     BILLINGS, 
HARBOURNE  &  GO. 


I 


The  largest  collection  of  Standard  Works  of 

Fiction,   History,  Travel,    Biography, 

Poetry,  and  General  Literature, 

in  Fine  Library  Binding. 

ILLUSTRATED  GALLERIES, 

Bound  in  half  and  full  morocco. 


JUVENILES, 

In  sets  and  separate  volumes. 

Bibles,  Prayer-Books,  and  Hymnals,  Games, 
Toy  Books,  etc.,  etc. 


RUSSIA   LEATHER 

Writing  Deskb,   Portmonnaies,   Portfolios,  Jewelry  Cases, 
Work  Boxes,    Lunch  Boxes,  Music  Rolls,  etc.      Photo- 
graph Albums,  Stamp  and  Autograph  Albums,  and 

ELEGANT  STATIONERY, 

Embracing  the  newest  styles  of  Wedding,  Corresponding, 
Visiting  and  Menu  Cards. 


Copper  Plate  Engraving 

and  Printing  a  Specialty. 


BILLINGS,   HARBOURNE  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  ST.^TIONERS, 

NO.    3    MONTGOMERY   STREET. 

MARBLEIZED 

IRON  MANTELS. 


JN  ELEGANCE  OF  DESIGN,  QUAE 

ity  of  finish,  and  durability  of  polish,  they  are  every 
way  superior  to  slate  or  marble.  In  point  of  economy,  also, 
they  cost  very  much  less,  are  stronger,  and  certainly  far 
more  durable  than  either. 


ALL  SIZES  AND  STYLES 

ENAMELED    GRATES. 

FRENCH  COOKING 

RANGES 

All  sizes,  suitable  for  Hotels,  Restaurants,   Families,  and 
Boarding-  Houses. 

W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

Nos.  iio,  113,  114,  118,  &  120  Battery  St. 


SEWING  MACHINES. 


nROVER  S^  BAKER  SEWING  AND 

^-''    Embroaerins  SILKS,  Pure  Dye,  Full  Weight.     To 
the  trade  and  at  retail. 

J.  W.  EVANS,  29  Post  StreeL 


R.  P.  &  H.  N.  CLEMENT, 

A  TTORNE  YS-A  T-LA  W, 

Nos.  2,  3,  AND  4  Shermans  Building, 

Montgomery  Street,  N.  E.  comer  oiJClay,  San  Francisco 
(P.  O.  Box  707.) 


DIAMONDS. 


The  most  attractive  assortment  of 

DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  ETC., 

And  Novelties,  for  tlie  selection  of  wedding  and  other  presents,  at 

GEO.  C.  SHREVE  &  CO.'S, 

IIO    MONTGOMERY    STREET. 


W.  K.  VANDER8LICE  &  CO, 


NO.  136  SUTTER  STREET 


IMMENSE    REDUCTION 

IN     SILVERWARE. 

S,OLID  STERLING  SILVER  SPOONS  AND  FORKS, 

Of  our  own  vta7iufacUL7'e,  at  $|.4-0  P'^'''  ^^-i 

THIS  BEING  MUCH  LOWER  THAN   THEY  EVER  HAVE  BEEN  SOLD. 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES,  JEWELRY,  AT  LDWEST  RATES. 


DIAMONDS  OF  RARE  PERFECTION 

In  single  stones,  and  carefully  matched  pairs,  set  and  unset. 

EMERALDS,  RUBIES,  AND  SAPPHIRES, 

AND    OTHER   PRECIOUS    STONES. 

WATCHES,. JEWELRY,  AND  SILVERWARE 

AT  UNEXCEPTIONABLY  LOW  RATES. 


BRAVERMAN  &  LEVY, 

iig  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 


JOHN   E.  QUINN, 

1400  POLK  STREET,  CORNER  OF  PINE, 

'THE  LEADING,  ONE  PRICE   FANCY  GOODS  STORE  OF  WESTERN 
■^    Addition.    A  full  line  of 

First  Class  Fancy  Goods,  Dress  Triiiiniings,  Kid  Gloves,  Holiday 
Gifts,  Motions,  etc.,  etc. 

I  do  not  advertise  to  give  my  goods  away  as  many  do,  but  will,  and  do,  sell  them  at 
the  lowest  market  prices. 

Open  Evenings. 


THE  ARGONAUT, 

A  Political,  Satirical,  and  Society  Journal,  published  ever)'  Saturday,  at  522  California 
Street,  by  the  Argonaut  Publishing  Company. 


FRANK    M.    PIXLEY,     ) 
FRED.    M.    SOMERS,    J  ' 


EDITORS. 


The  Argonaut  is  essentially  a  Californian  publication — bright,  breezy  of  the 
Pacific,  and  the  medium  of  the  good  things  of  current  literature.  Sent,  post  paid,  to 
any  address  on  receipt  of  $4.00,  the  yearly  subscription  price. 

THE  ARGONAUT  PUBLISHING  COMPANY, 

A.  P.  Stanton,  Business  Manager.  522  California  Street. 


DECKER  BROS  PIANOS 


ARE 
THE 


P 


PACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 


First-class   steamers   with   un equaled   accommodations    for 
passengers  will  lca\'e  San  Francisco  ; 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG. 
On  the  isl  of  cverj-  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
January-  20,  February-  17.  March  17,  April  14,  May 
12,  June  0,  July?.  August  4,  September  i, 
September  29,  October  27,  Novem- 
ber 24,  iJecember  22,  and 
evcr>'  fourth  week 
thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA.  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN.  MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the   5th    and 
20th   of   each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    B.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,  Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

2oth,  and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


INDEPENDENT  LINE 


ASTORIA    AND    PORTLAND,    OREGON. 

The  Splendid  Low-pressure,  Side  Wheel  American  Steam- 
ship 

GREAT    REPUBLIC, 

3SS2  tons, 

JAMES  CARROLL Commands 

Will  sail  from  Spear  Street  wharf,  for  the  above  ports. 
On  SATURDAY,  Dec.  28,  at  10  A.  ^L 

Steerage  Passage $2  00 

Cabin  Passage 7  00 

In  Bridal  Rooms 10  00 

Freight at  Lowest  Rates 

FREIGHT  RECEIVED  DAILY. 

For   freight   or  passage   apply    at    the  office   on   Spear 
Street  wharf.     Tickets   also   for  sale  at   No.  3  New  Mont- 
gomery' Street,  under  Grand  Hotel. 
P.  B.  CORNWALL. 

QFFICE     OF     THE     CALIFORNIA 

Mining  Comparny,  San  Francisco,  Dec.  26,  1878, — 
The  annual  meeting  of  the  stockholders  of  the  California 
Mining  Company  will  be  held  at  the  office  of  the  Company. 
No.  23  Nevada  Block,  309  Montgomerj'  Street,  on  Wednes- 
day, Januar>-  fifteenth,  1879,  at  one  o'clock  I',  .m.,  for  the 
election  of  a  Board  of  Directors  for  the  ensuing  year,  and 
for  the  transaction  of  such  other  business  as  may  properly 
come  before  the  meeting.  Transfer  books  will  be  closed 
from  January  4th  until  Januaiy  17th. 

C.  P.  GORDON,  Secretaiy. 

TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California 
in  and  for  the  Citj-  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

MARTHA  A.  SHORE,  plaintiff,  vs.  NELSON  A. 
SHORE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  California  in  and  for  the 
City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  cpmptaint  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  in  the  office  ol 
the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
Nelson  A.  Shore,  defendant : 

You  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of 
California  in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  ser^-ice)  after  the  ser\'ice  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  within  this  county;  or,  if  served 
out  of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  wHthin  twenty  days  ; 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  i>rayer  of  said  complaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this  Court 
di.ssolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  heretofore  and  now  exist- 
ing between  the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  upon  the  grounds 
set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which  reference 
is  hereby  made — that  the  care,  custody,  and  control  of  the 
minor  children,  issue  of  said  marriage,  be  awarded  to 
plaintiff— and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appearand 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  Stale  of  Califor- 
nia in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
7th  day  of  December,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou- 
sand eight  hundred  and  seven t>- .eight. 

THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS.  Clerk. 

[seal.]  By  W.  Stevenson.  Deputy. 

Sawves  &  Bali^  No.  502  Montgomery-  Street,  .Attor- 
neys for  Plaintiff. 

ASSESSMENT  NOTICE. 

-^  THE  DEL  REY  SILVER  MINING  COMP.\- 
NY. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California.  Location  of  works.  Silver  Citj*.  Lyon 
County,  State  of  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Trustees, 
held  on  the  nth  day  of  December,  1678,  an  assessment  (No. 
3)  of  two  (2)  cents  per  share  was  levied  on  the  capital 
stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in  United 
Slates  gold  coin  to  the  Secrctarj-  or  Treasurer,  at  the  office 
of  the  Company,  No.  7  Montgomerj-  Avenue.  Room  24, 
San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaii! 
on  the  twenty-ninth  day  of  January.  1879.  will  be  de- 
linquent, and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  un- 
less payment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Wednesday, 
the  nineteenth  day  of  February-,  1879.  to  pay  the  delin- 
quent asesssmeni,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  ex- 
penses of  ile.  SAM'L  A.  CH.\P1N,  Secretary. 

Office — So.  7  Montgomer>-  Avenue,  Room  34,  San  Fran- 
cisco. California. 

LEE  D.  CRAIG, 

Notary  Public  and  Commissio7ier 
of  Deeds. 

n^AKING  OF  DEPOSITIONS,  Search- 

■^  ing  of  Records,  Conveyancing,  and  the  incorporating- 
of  Mining  Companies,  specialties. 

No.  600  Montcomerv  Street,  N.  E.  corner  op  Clav, 
San  Francisco. 

23"  Successor  to  F.  V.  Scudder. 

B^P^f  KOHLER&  CHASE 
^  %    I  SAN    FRAN" 

k  V    I  &  Oi  KL. 
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PHCHXIX. 
Translated  from  the  Swedish. 

In  Paradise,  under  the  Tree  of  Wistlom.  grew  a 
hedge  of  ro-^rs ;  hen.-,  in  the  first  ruse,  a  bird  was 
bom.  His  rtighi  was  like  that  of  light :  his  color  was 
beautiful,  and  his  song  glorious.  But  when  Kvc 
broke  of  the  Tree  of  Wisdom — when  she  and  -Adam 
were  driven  from  the  garden  of  I'ar.idise.  a  spark 
from  the  flaming  sword  of  the  .Angel  of  I'unishmenl 
fell  into  the  nesl  and  burnt  iu  The  bird  died  in  the 
fiamcs  ;  but  from  the  red  egg  there  grew  a  new  bird. 
Phccnix. 

It  is  an  old  tradition  ihat  I'hirnii  lives  in  Arabia, 
and  cvrrv-  hundred  vears  bums  himself  and  his  nest  ; 
while,  from  the  red  egg,  flies  a  new  bird,  the  only 
Pbccnix  in  the  world. 

The  bird  hovers  around  us.  swilt  as  light,  of  beau- 
tiful color,  and  with  a  glorious  voice.  When  the 
mother  sits  by  her  laby's  cradle,  he  is  near  the  pillow 
and  beais  with  his  wingi  a  crown  of  Klor>' around  the 
child's  head.  He  flies  through  the  c^jtLige  w  here  con- 
tent reigns  and  brings  sunshine  with  him.  But  the 
bird  Phofoix  is  not  alone  .-Vrabui's  bird.  He  flutters 
in  the  northern  light  on  Uipland's  ice-plains  ;  he  flits 
about  among  the  yellow  flowers  in  tirecnlind's  short 
sununcrs.  L'ndcr  F.ihlun's  c\jp[)erclifl^s.  in  Ilnghind's 
coal  mines,  he  flics  in  the  shape  of  a  molh  over  the 
psalter  in  the  hands  of  the  pious  workman.  He  sails 
on  ft  lotus-leaf  dow  n  the  G  mges'  holy  waters,  and  the 
Hindoo-girl's  eye  gh^leni  when  she  sees  him. 

The  bird  Pha-nix  !  Do  you  not  know  him  ?  The 
Bird  of  P.iradi>e,  song's  holy  swan  !  On  the  chariot 
of  Thcspis  he  sat  as  a  cawing  raven,  and  beat  his 
bU<^  wings  ;  o\-er  the  Icdandic  singers  harp  glided 
the  swan's  red,  ringing  beak:  like  Odin's  raven,  he 
was  perched  on  Siukspcare's  shoulder  and  whimpered 
"  Immonahty  ;"  during  the  concen.  he  flew  through 
Wartburgs  'h.dl  of  knights.  He  Siing  for  you  the 
Marseillaise,  and  you  kissed  the  feather  that  dropped 
from  his  wing. 

Bird  of  Paradise !  renewed  ever>-  hundredth  year, 
fed  in  flames,  dying  in  flan>es,  thy  image  made  in  gold 
bangs  in  the  halls  of  the  rich  ;  whilst  thou  often  roani- 
est,  lost  and  alone,  one  myth  only,  the  I*ha'nix  of 
Aralua.  In'  Paradisf.  when  thou  wen  bom  in  the 
first  rose  under  the  Tree  of  Wisdom,  our  Father 
kissed  lb«,  and  gave  thee  thy  right  name — Poetky. 


Dead  Lions. 
What  good  looks  are  to  w  omen,  reputation  and  in- 
fluence are  to  men.  The  masculine  cqui\-alent  is 
stUTcndercd  not  less  reluctantly  than  the  feminine 
possession.  There  is  the  same  rebellion  against  the 
inc%'itable  decree  of  malignant  Fate  when  the  fatal 
hour  strikes,  and  the  finger  of  Destiny  traces  the  le- 
gend Ichabod.  The  wicked  Lord  Lytielton  put  back 
the  hand  of  the  clock,  and  thought  he  had  "  jockeyed 
the  ghosL"  But  there  was  no  preventing  the  intm- 
ston  of  the  unwelcome  presence.  Habent  su-j  fatJ 
liMli:  the  lot  of  the  writers  of  books  is  harsher  than 
that  of  the  books  themselves,  for  the  book  very  often 
lives  when  the  author  is  forgotten,  and  admiring 
readers  frequently  fail  to  identify  the  commonplace 
middle-aged  gcnileman.  whom  ihcy  meet  occasion- 
ally at  dinner,  with  the  crcitor  of  the  fanries  which 
delight  them  and  the  saycr  of  the  sage  things  whence 
they  have  derived  wisdom.  Men  may  thus  gather 
some  idea  of  what  posthumous  fame  is  like  even  in 
their  own  lifetime.  Years  ago  they  have  given  to  the 
world  a  book  which  has  cast  its  germinating  seeds 
far  and  wide.  It  is  a  book  that  belongs  to  what  De 
Quincy  has  called  the  literature  of  power.  It  has  re- 
sulted in  the  cstablishmept  of  what  is  in  its  way  a 
school.  But  the  disciples  ignore  their  master,  and  a 
careless  and  obliwous  generation  have  lost  sight  of 
master  in  the  disciples.  F.ime  and  power  are  thr 
most  c\-anesccnt  essences,  and  the  ncjipe  for  pei- 
mancnlly  imprisoning  them  in  the  individual  has 
still  to  Ij*  found.  The  plenipotentiary  dictator  of  so- 
ciety, or  science,  or  jou.-nali5m  has  but  to  drop  out 
of  the  running  for  e\cr  so  little,  and  the  place  which 
be  once  filled  will  know  him  no  more.  He  will  wan- 
der about,  the  shadow  of  his  former  self,  the  pale  re- 
flcctioD  of  the  authonly  that  he  used  to  wield.  Tne 
great  houses  where  be  once  was  an  almost  daily 
guest  are  open  to  him  at  infrequent  inten'als.  .4 
mar\-eling  company  no  longer  hangs  upon  his  lightest 
utterances.  He  relapses  into  a  melancholy  silence. 
and  his  thoughts  take  on  a  sadly  sombre  hue.  Fui- 
mus.  he  acknowledges,  mu^t  l>e  his  motto.  The  new 
generation  is  pressing  on.  He  recognizes,  not.  per- 
haps, without  a  muttered  anathema,  that  he  is  being 
shelved.  Such  is  humanity's  heritage.  Was  there 
ever  a  nation  in  any  perio^l  of  pagan  idolatry  who 
wOT^iped  the  setting  sun? 


MUSIC  BOXES 


t  GEO.  W.    PRBSCOTT. 


IBVIKG  U.   SCOTT. 


B.   T.   SCOTT. 


UNION    IRON  WORKS 

(  Founded  1S49.)     Post  Ofnc«  Box  3iaS. 

FIRST   AND    MISSION    STREETS, 
SAN    FRANCISCO 


COR. 


CALIFORNIA    FARMERS' 

MUTUAL 

Fire  Instirance  Company 

[established  in  1S74.] 


MAN'UFACTURBKS    OP 

Compressed  Engines, 

Air  Compressors. 

KockDrUk. 

Portable  HoL^^tin^  Engines, 

Marine  Stationary'  and  Portable  Boilers 
Baby  Hoist,  complete. 


OF  ALL  DESCRIPTIONS  AND 
Standard  Reputation,  pla>-in£  from  one  to  over  one 
hundred  ^r*.  The  larRest  and  best  assortment  in  this  citj-. 
MUSICAL  BOXES  WITH  CH.VNGEAIII.E  CYLIN- 
DERS al»-a>-5  on  hand.  New  and  inlcre»tinfi  st>'Ies  con- 
>iantly  r««i\T^i.     Call  and  examine  our  stock. 

REPAIRING    OF    MLSIC\L    BOXES    thoroughly 
•Imk  in  all  their  panicularitic!!. 

M.   J.   PAILLARD    &    CO., 

MANUF.\LTtRERS  AND   IMPORTERS, 
lao  Sutter  Street,  San  Francisco. 
Branch  of  House.  68a  Broadwav.  New  York. 


CONSTASTLV  ON   HAND   ASD   FOR  SALS, 


Direct-acting  Pumping  and  Hoisting  Engines, 
Upright  and  Staiionarj-  Engines, 


O.  F.  WILLEY  &  CO. 


Uuarti  Crushing  and  Amalgamating  Machiner^v 
Blake's  RooW  Breakers, 

Smelting  Furnaces, 

Quicksilver  Pumps, 

Chlorodizing  Furnaces, 
Cornish  Pumps, 

Steam  Pumps. 
.\Il  manuraciured  by  us  of  the  best  materials,  design,  and 
workmanship,  and  furnished  at  lower  rates  than  by  Eastern 
manufacturers. 

PRESCOTT.  SCOTT  &  CO. 


THE  LASTJENSATION! 

<<  'THE  SOCIETY  IN  SEARCH  OF 

Truth :  or.  Stock  Gambling  in  San  Francisco."    A 
Novel,  in  Forty-four  Chapters,  by 

I.   F.   CLARK, 

A  former  member  of  the  P.-icific  Stock  Exchange.     Now 
ready.      Read  it. _____^^_^^_ 


FINE  CARRIAGES  &  WAGONS  m0m 


No.  427  MONTGOMEKV  St.,  San  FkANCISCO. 


Agents  for  the  sale  of  Wagons  manufactured  by 
BREWSTER  &  CO.,  New  York, 
W.  D.  ROGERS,  Philatlelphia, 

C.  S.  CAFFREY.  Camden,  N.  J.. 
WOOD  BROTHERS,  New  York, 

H.  K!LL.^M  &  CO.,  New  Haven, 
CODLING  BROS.,  Wilmington 


TyiVIDEND    NOTICE.— INDIAi\ 

"^-"^  Queen  Mining  and  Milling  Company,  Room  69  Ne- 
vada Block,  San  Franci«:o,  December  16,  1S7S. — At  a 
I  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  com- 
pany held  this  day.  di\-idend  No.  4  of  Twenty-five  (25) 
cents  per  share  was  declared,  paj-able  on  Friday,  December 
17.  187S.  ALFRED  K.  DL'RBROW,  Secrctary 


ALSO,    AGENTS   FOR 

HARNESS  MANUFACIURED  BV  WOOD  GIBSON, 

TOMPKINS  &  MANDEVILLE,  AND 

A.  H.  DUNSCOMBE. 

.\lso,  a  6ne  assortmcntof  Robes,  Blankets,  Nets,  Whips,  etc 


T^IVWEND  NOTICE.  -OFFICE    OF 

"^^^  the  Eureka  Consolidated  Alining  Company,  Xe^-ada 
Block,  Room  57,  San  Francisco,  December  16,  1S78. — At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  above  named  coi 
pany,  held  this  day,  a  dividend  (No.  38)  of  three  dollars  per 
share  was  declared,  paj-able  on  Friday,  December  20,  1878. 
Transfer  books  closed  until  December  21st. 

W.  W.  TRAYLOR,  Secretary. 


Paid  Up  Capital $200,000 

Assets  exceed 326,000 


PRINCIPAL  OFFICE   209  SANSOME  ST. 

SAX    KK,\\-CISCO,    CAL., 


THOS.  FLINT.  PresidenU 

Fbrd.  K.  R(;lb Secretar>-. 

L  G.  Gardner General  Acent. 


COMMERCIAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY  OF  CAVA, 
FIRE   AND    MARINE. 

Principal  olHce,  405  California  Street,  Sao  Francuctk 

JOHN  H.  WISE,  PraidenL 
CHAS.  .A.  LATON.  Secretary. 


J^HE  STATE  INVESTMENT 

—  AND  — 

INSUR.\NCE    COMPANY,    FIRE    AND    MARINE 


CASH  ASSETS S450,000 

Principal  Office,  21S  and  220  Saosomc  Street,  San  Francisco 


officers; 
A.  J.  BRYANT.  President, 

RICHARD  IVERS,  Vice-PrtsJdcnt, 

CHAS.  H.  CVSHING.  Secreiaiy. 

H.  H.  WATSON.  Marine  Sur^evo 


A  gentleman  who  had  patented  a  new-  religion 
deemed  it  necessary  to  quicken  and  con&rm  the  t.iith 
of  his  prosdytes  by  whooping  them  up  a  few  mira- 
cles, and  accordingly  announced  ihal  he  wotild  fly 
over  a  deep  and  wide  ravine.  A  vast  multitude  as- 
sembled on  the  appointed  d.iy.  and  he  ihusaddrcssctl 
them  :  "  Dearly  beloved  brethren,  in  order  that  I 
sbottld  peifonn  the  miracle  which  will  now  be  pre- 
sented for  your  intelligent  appreciation,  ti  is  at>so- 
lutely  nccc3>s.iry  that  1  should  be  supported  by  your 
faith  as  well  as  niy  own.  This  is  an  occasion  where 
I  can  not  refy  on  my  faith  alone.  Do  vou,  therefon:. 
bclie\'e  that  by  miraculotis  agencies  I  can  fly  over 
this  yawning  abyss?" 

■•Wcdo.' 

"Then,  dearly  beloved  brethren,  there  is  no  need 
of  my  flying  across  and  wasting  a  miracle." 


USEFUL 
HO  LI  DA  Y    PRESENTS 

—  AT  — 

MULLER'S 

OPTICAL   DEPOT, 

/jj  Monigomcry  Street^ 


II 


His  bootmaker  brotight  him  a  number  Ave  and  a 
cjuaner  boot  to  go  on  a  number  six  and  a  hall  foot. 


<ng  it  on  convinced  him  of  the 
e  to  undergo  in  what  Shaks- 
t-tming  of  liw  shoe." 
-         iffcy  huru** 

^lUeriy;  "hurt?    They 
:'  from  measurements  I 
-J  a  roomy  fiL'' 

'  you  know  anything  about  il  ? 
■'     WTiai  experience  have  >'ou 


and  the  ^'■ 
tortuic^ 
peare  i. 

"Tu       ..- 

"  Hurt.'  ■  T' 
can  t  hurt.  I 
took  rovvlf  ..■ 

..  Bu- 

"H 
Arc  yo.j  . 
had,  an>  boA  .' 


There  is  a  superstition  which  is  religiously  observed 
in  Bohemia,  that  it  is  unlucky  for  a  lovtrr  to  visit  his 
sweetheart  except  on  Thursdays  and  Sundays.  The 
yotmg  women  are  thtis  enabled  to  get  five  nights'  sleep 
evcty  week,  which  bdps  preser^-e  their  beauty  for 
years. 

Why  should  we  look  one  common  faith  to  find, 
W'.^cre  one  in  every  score  is  color-blind? 
\\  '.  ire  or.  earth   they  know  not  red  from  green, 
-'.-T  see  better  into  things  tinseen. 

—Holwus, 


THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

.-inetecnth  Judicial  District  of  the  Slate  of  California, 
in  and  for  the  Ciiy  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

S.  M.\GG1E  WHEELER,  plaintiff,  :j.GIRAD  B.  H. 
WHEELER.  defendanL 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nineteenth 
Judicial  Diiirict  of  the  State  of  California,  in  and  for  the 
CityandCounlj- of  San  Francisco,  and  the  complaint^  filed 
in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the  oince  of 
the  Clerk  of  said  DUtnct  Court. 

The  People  of  the  Slate  of  California  send  greeting  to 
GIR.\D  li.  H.  WHEELER,  defendant: 

^'ou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
against  you  by  the  above-named  plaintiff,  in  the  District 
Court  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of 
California,  in  and  for  the  City  and  Count>'of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein,  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  ol  service),  after  the  service  on  you  of 
this  summons — if  served  w-ithin  this  county  :  or,  if  served 
oat.of  this  county,  but  in  this  district,  within  twent>'  days; 
otherwise,  within  forty  daj-s — or  judgment  bydcfault  will  be 
taken  against  you  according  to  the  prayer  of  said  complaint. 
The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  judgment  of  this 
Court  dissolving  the  bonds  of  matrimony  existing  between 
the  plaintiff  and  defendant,  on  the  grounds  of  failure  topro- 
vide  the  plaintiff  with  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  and 
cxiretne  cruelty  to  said  plaintiff,  by  the  defendant,  and  that 
th-  said  plaintiff  be  allowed  to  resume  her  maiden  name,  10 
wit:  S.  Maggie  Saunders,  as  will  more  fully  appear  in  the 
plaintiffs  complaint  beiein.  to  which  reference  is  hereunto 
expres^y  made. 

.\nd  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  uid  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  therein  demanded. 
Given  under  my  hand  and  the  seal  of  the  District  Court 
of  the  Ninctccnih  Judicial  Di>trict  of  the  State  of  Califor- 
nia, in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this 
twenty-fifth  day  of  Nov-ember.  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thoiuand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 
{scAL-l  THOS.  H.  REYNOLDS,  Oerlc 

By  W.  STEVENSON,  Deputy  Oerk. 
Tildes  5:  Wils<->n.  Atiome>-s  for  Plaintiff. 


A 


RIZONA   SILVER  MINING  COM- 


County,  State  of  Nevada.  Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  ninth  ^ih)  day  of  l_tecember,  1878.  an 
assessment  (No.  4)  of  one  dollar  (5i)  per  share  was  levied  on 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation.  pa>'able  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretarj-,  at  the  office  of  the 
Company,  Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Mont- 
gomerj-  Street,  San  Francisco.  Califemia. 

Any  stock  upon  which  thb  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  MoNDA%'.  the  thirteenth  (13th)  day  of  January,  1879. 
i*-ill  be  delinquent  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction, 
and,  unless  paj-ment  is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mox- 
DAV,  the  third  (3d)  day  of  February,  1 879,  to  pay  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.  WILLLA.M  WILLIS.  Secretary. 

Office — Room  No.  29,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Mont- 
gomery Street,  San  Francisco.  California- 


aAVAGE  MINING  COMPANY. 

*^  Location  of  principal  place  of  business,  San  Francis- 
co, California.  Location  of  works,  Virginia  Mining  Dis- 
trict, Storey  County,  Nevada- 
Notice  is  hereby  given  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Di- 
rectors, held  on  the  fourth  (4th)  day  of  December,  1878,  an 
assessment  (No.  36)  of  one  dollar  per  share,  was  levied 
on  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  pa>-able  immediately 
in  United  State?  gold  coin  to  the  SetreKirj-,  at  the  ofnce  ol 
the  Company,  Room  15,  Nevada  Block,  No.  309  Montgom- 
erj-  Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 

.\ny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  seventh  (7th)  day  of  January-,  iSj'g,  will  be  delinquent 
and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  aucUon,  and,  unless  pay- 
ment is  made  before,  will  be  sold  on  Mo.vdav,  the  twenty- 
seventh  day  of  January,  1879,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assess- 
ment, together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses  of 
sale.  E.  B.  HOLMES,  Secretary. 

Office.  Room  15,  Nerada  Block,  No.  309  Montgomery 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California. 


ZJALE  £-  NORCROSS  SILVER  MIN- 

ing  Company. — Locaiign  of  principal  place  of  busi- 
ness, San  Fraaci*co,  California.  Location  of  works,  Vir- 
ginia Mining  District,  Storey  County,  Nevada. 

Notice  i-*  hereby  gi**en,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Directors, 
held  on  the  tenth  doth)  day  of  December,  1878,  an  assess- 
ment  (So.  60)  of  fifty  (50)  cent*  per  share  was  le%-ied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corp^ralioo,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
the  Company,  Rooci  58.  Nc\-ada  Block,  northwest  corner 
PiiK  and  Montgomery  Streets,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Any  stock  op>w  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  fifieeiufa  (i^th)  day  of  Jantiaiy,  1879.  will  be  delin- 
qxKQt.  and  advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and,  unless 
payiDcat  is  made  before,  will  ne  sold  on  Fsidav,  the 
seventh  day  of  Febmarj-,  1870.  to  pay  the  delinquent  as- 
s^dment.  together  with  co^is  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  il.e  Board  of  Directors. 

JOEL  F.  LIGHTNER,  Secretary. 

OSce — Room  58,  Nevada  Block,  northwcsl  comer  Pine 
and  MoQigooiei)'  Streets,  San  Francisco.  Califonua. 


TN  THE  DISTRICT  COURT  OF  THE 

Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of  (California, 
in  and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco. 

IZETT.\  GOODHUE,  plaintiff  tfs.  STEPHEN 
GOODHUE,  defendant. 

Action  brought  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  and  the  com- 
plaint filed  in  said  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  in  the 
office  of  the  Clerk  of  said  District  Court. 

The  People  of  the  State  of  California  send  greeting  to 
STEPHEN  GOODHUE,  defendant : 

Vou  are  hereby  required  to  appear  in  an  action  brought 
ag^nst  you  by  the  above  named  plaintiff  in  the  District 
(Jourt  of  the  Nineteenth  Judicial  District,  of  the  State  of 
(California,  in  and  for  the  Citj  and  County  of  San  Francisco, 
and  to  answer  the  complaint  filed  therein  within  ten  days 
(exclusive  of  the  day  of  service)  after  the  ser^-ice  on  you  of 
this  .summons — if  served  within  this  county ;  or,  if  served  out 
of  this  county',  but  in  this  district,  within  twenty  daj's ' 
otherwise  within  forty  days — or  judgment  by  default  will 
be  taken  against  you,  acconling  to  the  pra>-er  of  said  com- 
plaint. 

The  said  action  is  brought  to  obtain  a  decree  of  this 
d^ourt  dissoKHng  the  bonds  of  matrimony  now  and  hereto- 
fore existing  between  plaintiff  and  defendant  upon  the 
grounds  set  forth  in  the  complaint  on  file  herein,  to  which 
special  reference  is  ho^by  made,  and  for  general  relief. 

And  you  are  hereby  notified  that  if  you  fail  to  appear  and 
answer  the  said  complaint,  as  above  required,  the  said  plain- 
tiff will  apply  to  the  Court  for  the  relief  demanded  therein. 

Given  under  my  hand  and  seal  of  the  District  (Tourt  of  the 
Nineteenth  Judicial  District  of  the  State  of  California,  in 
and  for  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco,  this  14th 
day  of  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  se\-enty -eight. 

[SEAi_]  THOS.  H.  RE\'^"OLDS,  Derlo 

By  J.  H.  PicHEXs.  Deputy  Oerk- 

WooDS  &'CoFFETt-,  Attorneys  for  Plainiift 


W  POHEIM 

The  -Tailor, 

203  Montgomery  Su  and  103 
Third  Street,  under  the  Russ 
House,  near  Bush  Street,  has 
just  received  a  large  assortment 
of  the  latest  st>*Ie  goods. 

Suits  to  order  from $20 

Pants  to  order  from 5 

Overcoats  to  order  from 13 

S^  The  leading  question  is 
where  the  best  goods  can  be 
fciund  at  the  lowest  prices.  The 
inswer  is  at 

JOE.  POHEIM, 

K>3  Montgomery  St.  and    103 

W\    1  -J  *^^»-'^  Samples  and    Rules    for   Self- 
^^   J  '  Measurement  sent   free  to  any 

'  address.     Fit  guaranteed. 

TyiVWEND    NOTICE.— OFFICE    OF 

-'-^  THE  CALIFORNIA  MINING  CO.,  San  Fran- 
cisco. Dec  7lh,  1S7S.  .\t  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Direct- 
ors of  the  abo\e  named  Company,  held  this  day,  a  Dividend 
(No.  29)  of  One  ($1)  Dollar  per  share  was  declared,  pa^'able 
on  Monday,  December  16,  1078. 
C.  P.   GORDON.  Secretary. 

nrHE  AANUAL  MEETING  OF  THE 

stockholders  of  the  Consolidated  Virginia  Mining  Com- 
pany will  be  held  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  No.  26  Ne- 
vada Block.  309  Montgomery-  Slrcet,  in  this  city,on  Thlks- 
DAV,  the  ninth  day  of  Januarj-,  1879,  at  one  o'clock  P.  M.» 
for  the  election  of  a  B<Kird  of  Trustees  to  s«r^■e  for  the  ensu- 
ing year,  and  for  the  transaction  of  such  other  business  as 
may  properly  come  before  the  meeting.  Transfer  books 
will  close  Saturday,  December  28,  1878,31  twelve  o'clock 
noon.  A.  W.  HAVENS,  Secretary. 
San  Francisco,  December  15,  1S78. 

nOULD  &-  CURRY  SILVER  MINING 

^"^  Company. — Location  of  principal  place  of  business, 
San  Franasco,  (idifomia.  Location  of  works,  Virginia. 
Storey  Gjuoiy,  Ne^-ada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  o( 
Directors,  held  on  tne  iSth  day  of  No%-ember,  1878,  an  as- 
sessment (No.  34)  of  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  (Ji  50)  per 
share  was  le^-ied  ujwn  the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation. 
pa>-able  immediately,  in  United  Slates  gold  coin,  to  the 
i»ecretary,  at  the  office  of  the  C!ompany,  Room  69^  Nevada 
Block,  309  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco,  California, 

.Any  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  unpaid 
on  the  33d  day  of  December,  1878,  will  be  delinqueit,  and 
advertised  for  sale  at  public  auction,  and  unless  pa>Tnent  is 
made  before  will  be  sold  on  Ti'esdav,  the  fourteenth  day 
of  January,  1878,  to  pay  the  delinquent  assessment,  to- 
gether with  cost  of  advertising  and  expenses  of  sale. 

By  order  ol  the  Board  of  Directors, 

ALFRED  K.  DURBROW,  Secretary. 

Office— Room  69,  Ne\;ada  Block,  309  Montgomery-  Street, 
San   Francisco,  Cilalifomia. 

nPO  IVN  POINT  GOLD  AND  SIL  VER 

^^  Mining  Compjany. — Location  of  principal  place  of 
business,  San  Francisco,  CZahfomia.  Location  of  works. 
Gold  Hill,  Storey  Countv',  Nevada. 

Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  al  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Directors,  held  on  the  i2lh  day  ol  December,  1878,  an  as- 
sesssment  (No.  36)  of  one  dollar  (5i)  per  share  was  levied  upon 
the  capital  stock  of  the  corporation,  payable  immediately  in 
United  States  gold  coin,  to  the  Secretary,  at  the  office  of 
Company,  Room  10,  No.  203  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco, 
t^ifomia. 

.-Vny  stock  upon  which  this  assessment  shall  remain  un- 
paid on  the  sixteenth  (i6th)  day  of  Januar)-,  1879,  will  be 
delinquent,  and  advertised  for  sale  at  pubhc  auct-on,  and 
unless  pajTnent  is  made  before  will  be  sold  on  Thl  rsdav, 
the  sixth  day  of  February-,  1879,  '°  P^^  ^^  delinquent 
assessment,  together  with  costs  of  advertising  and  expenses 
of  sale.     By  order  of  the  Board  of  Directors. 

J.4MES  NEWLANDS,  Secretary. 

Office— 203  Bush  Street,  Room  10,  Cosmopolitan  Hotel, 
San  Francisco,  C^ifomia. 


F 


-RENCH  SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 

411  BcsH  Street,  abo\'e  Kearxe^-,  Sas  Frakcisco. 
G.  MAHE,  Director. 


THE       ARGONAUT. 


IS 


WAKELEE'S 

AUREOLINE 

PRODUCES    THE    BEAUTIFUL 

Golden  Hair  so  much  admired.  Superior  to  the  im- 
ported article  by  reason  of  its  freshness  and  the  care  used 
in  Its  production. 

PRICE,  LARGE    BOTTLES,  $2. 

Manufactured  by 

H.  P.  WAKELEE  &  CO., 

DRUGGISTS, 

Corner  Montgomery  and  Bush  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


ALASKA 

GOMMERGIAL  GO. 

No.  310  Sansome  Street, 
WHOLESALE  DEALER  IN  FURS. 


J.   O.    MERRILL   &   CO. 
SHIPPING 

—  AND  — 

COMMISSION    MERCHANTS, 

Agents  for  the 

SANDWICH    ISLANDS    AND    OREGON    PACKET 
LINES. 

204  AMD  206  California  St.        -        -         San  FranciECO. 


Nbwton  Booth,  C  T.  Wheeler,  Sacramento, 

J.  T.  Glover,  W.  W.  Dodge,  San  Francisco 

rj/    W.  DODGE  &-   CO., 

WHOLESALE    GROCERS, 

Northwest  comer  Clay  and  Front  Streets,  San  Francisco. 


RARE  ENGRAVINGS 
AND  ETGHINGS, 

CHRISTMAS,    1878. 

<y:UST  RECEIVED,  A  LARGE   COL- 

^  lection  of  fine  Engravings  specially  purchased  in 
Italy  for  the  Christmas  trade.  Nothmg  can  be  more  appro- 
priate for  a  holiday  or  wedding  present  than  a  fine  Engrav- 
tng,  which  is  suitable  for  home  decoration  and  at  the  same 
time  rare.  W.  K.  VICKERY  would  respectfully  invite  an 
inspection  of  his  Engravings  and  their  prices. 

Please  note  address — 22  Montgomery  Street,  opposite  the 
Lick  House. 

OPEN  IN  THE  EVENING. 


REDINGTON'S 

FLAVORING   EXTRACTS 


A 


RE    THE    PERFECTLY  PURE 

and  highly  concentrated  Extracts  of 

FRESH   FRUITS 

Prepared  with  great  care.  They  are  put  up  in  superior 
style,  in  a  bottle  holding  twice  as  much  as  ordinary 

brands  of  Extracts. 

Comparing  quality  and  contents,  none  other  are  nearly  so 
cheap. 

Wnerever  tested  on  their  merits,  they  have  been 
adopted  in  preference  to  all  others,  and  now  are  the 

STANDARD  FLAVORING  EXTRACTS 

Of  the  Pacific  coast.  Dealers  will  find  them  to  give  better 
satisfaction  to  the  consumers  than  any  other  kind  and  are 
respectfully  requested  to  give  them  a  trial. 

REDING  TON    &    CO. 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL. 


RUPTURE. 

BUY    NO    TRUSS 

Until  you  see  what  has  been  accom- 
plished by  DR.  PIERCE'S  late  in- 
vention. 

Call,  or  send  for  New  Illustrated 
Book-     Prices  reduced. 
MAGNETIC  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CO.,  609  Sacramento  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MILLER   &.   RICHARD, 

SOLE  MAKERS  OF 

EXTRA -HARD  METAL 
SCOTCH  TYPE. 

SPECIAL  AGENTS  FOR 

THE  CAMPBELL,  HOE,  AND  PEERLESS 
PRESSES. 

No.  529  COMMERCIAL  STREET.  ^ 

And  205  Leidesdorff  Street,  San  Francisco. 


WINTER     ARRANGEMENT, 

Commencing  Monday,  Nov.  18,  1878. 
Passenger  trains  will  leave  San  Francisco,  from  Passenger 
Depot  on  Townsend  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth,  as 
follows : 

£»  o/l  A.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose,  Gilroy,  Hollister, 
cj.j-c/  xres  Pinos,  Pajaro,  Salinas,  Soiedad,  and  all  Way 
Stations.  S^  At  Pajaro,  the  Santa  Cruz  R.  R.  connects 
with  this  train  for  Aplos  and  Santa  Cruz.  At  Salinas  the 
M.  &  S.  V.  R.  R.  connects  with  this  train  for  Monterey. 
B^  Stage  connections  made  with  this  train. 

rn  yfn  A-  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
■*  ^•■^'^  tions. 

J--,  P.  M.  DAILY  (Sundays  excepted)  for  Gilroy,  and 
•J^  Way  Stations. 

.  .^  P.  M.  DAILY  for  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
y—i-*-'  tions. 

P.  M.  DAILY    for    Menlo    Park    and  Way  Sta- 
tions. 

SSr  The  e.\tra  Sunday  train  to  San  Jose  and  Way  Sta- 
tions is  discontinued  for  the  Winter  season. 

EXCURSION  TICKETS  to  San  Jose  and  intermediate 
points  and  return  sold  on  Saturdays  and  Sunday  rn©mings. 
Good  for  return  until  following  Mondav,  ir.clusive. 
A.  C.  BASSETT,  H.  R.  JUDAH, 

Superintendent.  Asst.  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Agt. 

SOUTHERN  DIVISIONS. 
S^  Passengers  for  points  on  the  Southern  Di\'isions  of 
the  road  will  take  the  cars  of  the  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
via  OAKLAND,  leaving  SAN  FRANCISCO  via  Ferry 
Landing,  Market  Street,  at  4.00  p.  m.  daily,  and  making 
close  connection  at  GOSHEN  for  Sumner,  Mohave,  LOS 
ANGELES,  Wilmimgton,  Anaheim,  Colton,  Colorado 
River,  and  Yuma. 


6.30 


s 


'AN  FRANCISCO  AND 

NORTH  PACIFIC  R.  R. 


Commencing  Monday,  November  11, 1878,  and  until  further 

notice.  Boats  and  Trains  will  leave  San  Francisco; 

(Ticket  Office,  Washington  Street  "Wharf,) 

■?   00  ^'  ^^"*  ^-^^^^t  Sundays  mchtaed^ 

jy  '  Steamer   "James  M,  Donahue"  (^Vashington 

Street  \Vharf ),  connecting  with  Mail  anj  Express  Train  at 
Donahue  for  Petaluma,  banta  Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Clover- 
dale,  and  way  stations.  Making  stage  connection  at  Lake- 
ville  for  Sonoma ;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaggs"  Springs,  at 
Cloverdale  for  Uldah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  and  the 
GEYSERS. 

^  Connections  made  at   Fulton  on  the  following  morn- 
ing for  Korbel's,  GuemeviUe,  and  the  Redwoods  (Sundays 
excepted.) 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  10.30  a.  m.) 

Freight  received  from  7  a.  m.  to  2.30  p.  m.  daily  (except 
Sunday). 

Ticket  Office.  Washington  Street  Wharf. 

Arthur  Hughes,  Gen.  Manager.  A.  A.  Bean,  Sup't. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY,  Gen.  Pass,  and  Tkt.  Agent. 


O 


CCIDENTAL  AND  ORIENTAL 


STEAMSHIP    COMPANY 

—  FOR  — 

JAPAN    AND    CHINA, 

Leave  Wharf,  Cor.  First  and  Brannan  Streets,  at  noon,  for 

YOKOHAMA  AND   HONGKONG. 
Connecting    at    Yokohama  with  steamers  for    Shanghae, 

GAELIC,  OOEANIO,         BELGIC. 

February 18  j  March 15  I  January 16 

May i6  April 16 

Cabin  plans  on  exhibition  and  Passenger  Tickets  for  sale 
at  No.  2  Montgomery  Street, 

For  freight  apply  to  Geo.  H.  Rice,  Freight  Agent,  at 
the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Company's  Wharf,  or  No.  218 
California  Street. 

T.  H.  GOODMAN,  Gen'l  Passenger  Agent. 

LELAND  STANFORD,  President. 


pACIFIC  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

First-class  steamers  with  unequaled  accommodations   for 
passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco : 

FOR  YOKOHAMA  AND  HONGKONG, 
On  the  ist  of  every  month. 

FOR  SYDNEY  AND  AUCKLAND,  via  HONOLULU, 
November  25,  and  every  fourth  week  thereafter. 

FOR  NEW  YORK,  via  PANAMA,  CENTRAL  AMER- 
ICAN, MEXICAN,  and  SOUTH  AMERICAN 
PORTS,  HAVANA,  and  all  WEST  IN- 
DIA   PORTS,  on    the    5th    and 
20th  of   each   month. 

FOR  VICTORIA,    E.  C,    PUGET   SOUND    PORTS, 

and  PORTLAND,   Oregon,  on  the  loth, 

20th,  and  30th  of  each  month. 

WILLIAMS,  ELANCHARD  &  CO.,  Agents, 
Comer  First  and  Brannan  Streets. 


pACIFIC  COAST  STEAMSHIP  CO. 

Steamers  of  this  Company  will  sail  from  Broadway  wharf 
for  PORTLAND  (Oregon),  every  five  days,  direct,  and  for 
LOS  ANGELES,  SANTA  BARBARA,  SANTA  CRUZ. 
SAN  DIEGO,  SAN  LUIS  OBISPO,  and  other  Northern 
and  Southern  Coast  Ports,  leaving  San  Francisco  about 
every  third  day. 

For  day  and  hour  of  sailing,  see  the  Company's  advertise- 
ment in  the  San  Francisco  daily  papers. 

Ticket  Office,  No.  214  Montgomery  St.,  near  Pine. 

GOODALL,  PERKINS  &  CO.,  Agents, 

No.  10  Market  Street,  San  Frar.ciseo. 


CHAS.  N.  fox. 


■  0.  KELLOGG. 


FOX  &  KELLOGG, 

A  TTORNEYS  AND    COUNSELORS 

-^      AT  LAW.  San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Office,  No.  5^0  California  Street,  Rooms  i,  z,  and  v 


FRANK    KENNEDY, 

ATTORNEY   AT   LAW,  604    MER- 

chant  Street,   Room  i6.     Probate    divorce,  bank- 
ruptcy, andlalljotber  cases  attended  tQ. 


C.  p.  R.  R. 


QOMMENCING  TUESDA  Y,  DECEiM- 

ber  s,  1878,  and  until  further  notice. 
TRAINS  AND  BOATS 
WILL  LEAVE  SAN  FRANCISCO: 
Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferrv  Landing,  Mar- 
ket Street. 

7.00   ^'    ^^-^    DAILY,     VALLEJO 

/  •  Steamer  (from    Market    Street  Landing),  con- 

necting with  the  trains  for  Napa  (Stages  for  Sonoma),  Cal- 
!stoga(  1  he  Geysers),  and  Sacramento.  Connecting  at  Davis 
(Sundays  e.xcepted)  for  Woodl.-ind  and  Knights  Landing, 
and  at  Woodland  for  Williams  and  Willows. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.10  P.  M.] 

7.00    ^-  ■^^•'    DAILY,   LOCAL   PAS- 

/  '  senger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry  and  via  Liv- 

ermore),  arriving  at  Tracy  at  11.30  a.  ni.,  and  connecting 
with  Atlantic  Express.  Connects  at  Niles  with  train  arriv- 
ing atSan  Jose  at  10.15  A.M.  [Returning,  train  from  Tracy 
arrives  at  6.05  p.  m.J 

^  QQ  A.  M.,  DAILY,    A  TLANTIC 

*  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferr>',    Northern 

Ry.  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.)  for  Sacramento,  Marj'sville, 
Redding  (Portland,  Or.)  Colfax,  Reno  (\'irginia  City),  Pali- 
sade (Eureka),  Ogden,  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  GaJt  with 
train  arriving  at  lone  at  3.40  P.  m 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  5. 15  p  m.j 
Sunday  Excursion  Tickets  to  San  Pablo  and  Mar- 
tinez at  Reduced  Rjvtes. 

10  00   ^-    ^^■'  DAILY,   (VIA    OAK- 

•  land  FerrjOi  Local  Passenger  Train  to  Hay- 

wards  and  Niles.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  4.05  p.  m,] 

T  QQ  P.  M.,   DAILY,   SAN  JOSE 

^  •  Passenger    Train     (via    Oakland    Ferry   and 

Niles), "stopping  at  all  way  stations.  Arrive  at  San  Jose  at 
5,20  p.  .M.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  9.^15  a.  m.] 

^.00    ^-    ^^■'    DAILY,  NORTHERN 

■<J  *  Railway  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry) 

to  San  Pablo,  Martinez,  and  Antioch. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  9.^5  a.  m.] 

A  QQ  P.  M.,  DAILY,   SOUTHERA 

"/"■  Express  Train  (via  Oakland    Ferry,    Northern 

Ry.,  and  S.  P.  &  T.  R.  R.),  for  Lathrop  (and  Stockton), 
Merced,  Madera,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave,  Newhall 
(San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles, 
'  Santa  Monica,"  Wilmington,  Santa  Ana  (San  Diego),  Col- 
ton, and  Yuma  (Arizona  Stages  and  Colorado  River  Steam- 
ers). Sleeping  cars  between  Oakland,  Los  Angeles,  and 
Yuma.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  at  12.35  p-  i^'-l 

d  00  ^-  ^^■'  SUNDA  YS  EXCEPTED, 

/   '  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Market  Street  Landing), 

connecting  with  trains  for  Calisloga  (The  Geysers),  Wood- 
land, Knight's  Landing,  and  Sacramento,  and  at  Sacramen- 
to with  passenger  train,  leaving  at  9.35  p,  m.,  for  Truckee, 
Reno,  Carson,  and  Virginia.  Sleeping  cars  between  Val- 
lejo and  Carson.  [Arrive  San  Francisco  11. 10  a.  m.] 

A  00  ^-  ^^■'  SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED, 

jT" '  Sacramento  Steamer  (from  Washington  Street 

%Vharf)  for  Benicia  and  Landings  on  the  Sacramento  River. 

[Arrive  San  Francisco  8.00  p.  m.] 

zf  00  ^-    ^■'   DAILY,    THROUGH 

jT '  Third  Class    and   Accommodation   Train,   via 

Oakland  Ferr^-,  Northern  R^.,  and  S.  P.  and  T.  R.  R.) 
connecting  at  Lathrop  with  train  arriving  at  Los  Angeles  on 
second  day  at  11.55  '^-  ^'-  [Arrive  San  Francisco  0.05  a.  m.] 

yf     -yn  P.  M.,    DAILY,   LOCAL  PAS- 

^  '  ^  senger  train  (via  Oakland  Ferry)  to  Haj'W'ards, 

Niles,  and  Livermore,  [Arrive  San  Francisco  8.35  p.  m,] 

QQ    P,   M.,    DAILY,    OVERLAND 


^HE  NEVADA    BANK 

■'■  OF  SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FR,\NCISCO,  CALIFORNIA 


Paid  up  Capital $10,000,000  Gold 

Reserve  (U.  S.  Bonds) 3,500,000      " 


DIRECTORS: 
Louis  McLane,  President.      J.  C.  Flood,  Vice-President. 
John  W.  Mackay,        J.  L.  Flood,       James  G.  Fair. 


Cashier H.  W.  Glenny. 

Agent  at  Virginia,  Nev Geo.  A.  King 

Agents  at  New  York,  (  C.  T.  Christensen. 

(62  Wall  Street.)!  Geo.  L.  Brander. 


Issues  Commercial  and  Travelers' Credits,  available  in  any 

Eart  of  the  world.     Makes  Transfers  by  Telegraph  and  Ca- 
le,  and  draws  Exchange  at  customary  usances.     This  Bank 
has  special  facilities  for  dealing  in  bullion. 


EXCHANGE 
On   the   principal  Cities  throughout  the    United    States, 
Europe,  Japan,  China,  and  the  East  Indies,  the  Australian 
Colonies,  and  New  Zealand,  and  on  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

NEwYoRKEANKERS....The  Bank  of  New  York,  N.  B.  A, 
Amer    Exchange  Nat.  Bank. 

London  Bankers Messrs.  Smith,  Payne  &  Smiths. 

The  Union  Bank  of  London. 


'  HE  ANGLO'CALIFORNIAN  BANK 
(Limited.) 

No.  422  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


5 


Emigrant     Train    (via    Oakland    Ferry    and 

Northern  Railway),  to  Ogden,  Omaha,  and  East. 

Public   conveyance   for   Mills  Seminary  connects  with  all 
trains,  Sundays  excepted,  at  "  Melrose," 


FERRIES  AND  LOCAL  TRAINS. 

FROM  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


To 
Oakland. 


9.00 
9-30 
10.00 


p.  M. 

12.30 
1. 00 
1.30 
2.00 
3-00 
3-30 
,  4.00 
4.30 
5-00 
5-30 
6.00 
6.30 
7.00 
8.10 
9.20 

10.30 
Bii.45 


9.00IE 

lo.ool 

II.OO'E 

12.00  . 

p.  M.  . 
1.30  . 
2.00   . 

*3'00  . 

4.00 

5-00 

6. ,00 

8*7.00 

B*8.io 

^10.30 

1*11.45 


A.  M. 

3  7.00 

9.00 


* 

A.  M. 

A.  M. 

B  6.10 

7.00 

7-30 

10.00 

a.  30 

P.  M. 

9-30 

3-00 

10.30 
11-30 

4.30 

p.  M. 

^ 

12.30 

3-3° 

r 

4-30 

i 

5-3° 
6-30 

8.10 

A.  M. 

9.20 

7.00 

10.30 

P.M. 

BII.45 

,.00 

8.30 
9.30 


p.  M. 

I.ooi 
3.00 
4.00 
5-00 
6.00 
B6.30 


B  6.10 
3.00 
10.00 


4-30 

5-3° 
B6.39 


Change  cars 
at  West 
Oakland. 


TO  SAN  FRANCISCO.  DAILY. 


A.  M. 

7.00 

8.00 

P.  M. 

2.20 

4.30 


»  o 
E3 


B  5.10 

B5-50 
6,40 
7.40 
8.40 
9.40 
10.40 
11.40 

p.  M. 
12.40 

2.40 

4.40 
5-40 

6.40 
7-So 
9.00 
10.10 


5  Tl 

e:3 


A.  M. 

11*5.00 
B*5.40 
•6.25 
7.00 
8.03 
9.00 
10.03 
11.03 
12.00 
P.  M. 
1. 00 
3-00 
"3.20 
4.00 
S-oo 
6.03 
B*7 . 20 

8*8.30 

"10.00 


From 

Oakland 

(Broadway). 


A.  M. 

B3.20 

B  6.00 
6.50 
7.30 
7.50 
8.25 
8.50 
9.20 
9.50 


P.   M. 

12.20 
12.50 
1.20 
1.50 
2.50 
3.20 
3-50 
4-20 
4.50 
5.20 

5-SO 
6.25 
6.50 


B — Sundays  excepted. 
*  Alameda  passengers  change  cars  at  Oakland. 

NO  TEAM  THOROUGHFARE. 
The  Long  (Oakland)  Wharf  from  and   after  Dec.  2,  1878, 
win  be  closed  to  Teams,  Stock,  etc. 

CREEK  ROUTE 
From  San  Francisco — Daily— a6.ix> — 7.20 — 8,15 — 9.15 — 
10. 15—1 1. 15  A.  M.     12.15— 1. 15— 2-25— 3-  >5— 4- 15—5-15 

6.15    p.   M. 

From  Oak  LAND — Daily — Bs.45 — 7.10 — 8.05 — 9,05 — 10,05 — 
11.05  A-  M-  i^-os — 1-05 — 2.15 — 3.05 — 4.05—5.05—6.0- 
p.  M.  B — Sundays  excepted, 

"  Official  Schedule  Time  "  furnished  by  Anderson  &  Ran- 
dolph, Jewelers,  101  and  lo^  Montgomery  Street. 
A.  N.  TOWNE,  T.  H.  GOODMAN 


London  Office 3  Angel  Court 

New  York  Agents J.  &  W.  Seligman  &  Co 

A  uthorized  Capital  Stock f .  ■$6,ooo,ooc 

Surplus  Eai7tings 1^0,000 


Will  receive  Deposits,  open  Accounts,  make  Collections, 
buy  and  sell  Exchange  and  Bullion,  loan  Money,  and  issue 
Letters  of  Credit  available  throughout  the  world. 


P.  N.  Lilienthal,  Cashier. 


Fred'k  F.  Low,  1 
Ign.  Steinhart,  ) 


^HE  BANK  OF  CALIFORNIA, 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


Capital SjjOoo^ooo 

D.  O.  Mills President. 

William  Alvord Vice-President. 

Thomas  Brown Cashier. 


AGENTS  — New  York.  Agency  of  the  Bank  of  Califor- 
nia; Boston,  Tremont  National  Bank;  Chicago,  Union 
National  Bank;  St.  Louis,  Boatmen's  Savings  Bank;  New 
Zealand,  the  Bank  of  New  Zealand ;  London,  China,  Japan 
India,  and  Australia,  the  Oriental  Bank  Corporation. 


The  Bank  has  Agencies  at  Virginia  City  and  Gold  Hill, 
and  Correspondents  in  all  the  principal  mining  districts  and 
interior  towns  of  the  Pacific  Coast, 

Letters  of  Credit  issued  available  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Draw  direct  on  London,  Dublin,  Paris,  Berlin,  Bremen, 
Hamburg,  Frankfort-on-Main,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  St 
Petersburg,  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Christiana,  Locarno, 
Melbourne,  Sydney,  Auckland,  Hongkong,  Shang-hai,  Yo- 
kohama. 


H 


IBERNIA   SAVINGS 

AND  LOAN  SOCIETY. 


President M.  D.  Sweeney. 

Vice-President C.  D.  O'Sullivan, 

TRUSTEES. 

M.  D.  Sweeney,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,         P.  McAran, 
John  Sullivan,  Gust.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donahue, 

Joseph  A.  Donahue, 

Treasurer Edward  Martin 

Attorney Richard  Todin. 

Office,  Northeast  comer  of  Market  and  Montgomery  Streets 


REMITfANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR. 

Remittances  from  the  country  may  be  sent  through  Wei  s, 
Fargo  &  Co.'s  Express  Office  or  any  reliable  banking  house, 
but  the  Society  wnll  not  be  responsible  for  their  safe  deliver>-. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first 
deposit. 

A  proper  pass-book  will  be  delivered  to  the  agent  by  whom 
the  deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.  Office  hours  from 
9  A.  M.  to  3  p.  M. 


PALACE   HOTEL  RESTAURANT, 

FIRST  CLASS  IN  .iLL  RESPECTS. 
QUIET  AND  DESIRABLE  PLACE 

>^    for  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  and  Families.     ^T  Entrance 
south  side  of  Court,  A.    D.    SHARON. 


General  Sup't. 


Gen.  Pass,  and  Ticket  Agt 


THE        ARGONAUT. 


CIICKEBIE 

PIANO    WAREROOMS, 

31  POST  ST.,  Mechanics'  Institute  Cuildinj. 
ELEGA.WT  PIANOS. 
L.  K.  HAMMER, 

.Soic  Accn-  for  Pacific  Cout. 

iW  OwiK«  of  Olidtering  PL-uio*  ate  ^pcc.ally  requeslcd 
10  kave  cwdcn  for  tuniajE  at  wajtroomA,  31  F  .st  Slr«L 

knabF 

PIANOS 

Crand^  SgHatY^  and  Vfn^ht. 
BEST   STOCK    OF   .SHEET    MUSIC. 

Bancroft,  Knight  &.  Co., 

733  M.-\RKET  STREET. 


NO.  12  TYLER  STREET,  S.  F. 

Thex   Piano*  ire  all  th(«■^^^ir.^el^.  with  ivor>- ke>-v,  net 
imiuiioo. 

PIANOS 

SCHOMACKER  AND  HENRY  F.  MIL- 
LER CELEBRATED  PIANOS. 

PiftDW  Tuned.  Rented,  and  for  Saleon  the  In^allment  PIad. 

W00DW0RTH.SCHELL&.  Co. 

12  Post  Street  San  Francisco. 


STOVES 


DECORATION  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOR. 

AWARD  OF  THE  GOLD  MEDAL. 
FIVE  DIPLOMAS  OF  MERIT  I 


T^HE  P.^RIS  EXPOSITION  HAS  AlVAPDED  THE  DECORATION  OF 
^     the  Lecios  of  Honor  ioMr.Henrv  Brewsteis,  seniormeiiitier  of  the  firm  of 

BREWSTER  &  CO. 

OF  BROOME  STREET,' 

CARRIAGE     BUILDERS, 

Of  the  cin*  of  Neiv  York.  .\It->.  the  Cold  Med.-U.  and  five  Diplom.is  of  Merit  to  the  several  foremen  of  departments, 
for  an  exhibition  of  Thirteen  Carriaces,  a  Park  Drag.  Pleasure  \'ehiclcs,  and  a  Racing  Sulky,  at  the  late  Exposition, 
a5  a  reojgnitioo  of  the  superior  excellence  of  the  work  of  the  firm. 

W.  J.  DONLEY,  llic  rtprescntalh'C,  is  now  in  San  Frandsco,  and  may  defiundat 
O.  F.   i\'illey  &•  Co.'s,  or  at  the  liald-win. 

.Utssrs.  O.  F.  ll'/LLFV&'  C0.,42j Montgomery  St.,are  Sole  Agents  in  California. 

BREWSTER  &.  CO.  <of  broome  street,) 

Broadway,  47th  and  4Sth  Streets,  New  York  City. 


ELITE  DIRECTORY 

For  San  Francisco,  Oakland,  and  Ticinity. 


A  Private  Address,  Carriage,  and  Club  ' Directory  and   Visiting 

Gnidi,  containing  tlie  Names  and  Rcsidetite  Address 

of  nearlylSix  Thowsaiid  Society  People. 


THE  BLUE  BOOK  OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 


Ready  on  or  about  tlie  first  of  January,  iSyg. 


A.  L.  BAXCROFT  d  CO.,  PubUsliers. 


FOR  PARLORS,  OFFICES,  HALLS  ' 
BED-ROOMS,  CHURCHES, 
STORES,  ETC.,  ETC.  , 


'THE   LARGEST  STOCK  AND 

the  grcatcM  variety  00  the  Pacific  Coa>t. 

500 

DiFraasxT  StZKs,  Styles,  asd  Pattkhxs  to  select  from. 


W.  W.  MONTAGUE  &  CO. 

Nos.  no,  112,  114,  118,  &  1:0  Batterv  St. 


'THE  ANNCAL  MEETING  OF  THE 

rtockhoWen  of  the  Sierra  Xevada  Si!*-er  Mining 
Company,  foe  the  etectioo  of  a  Board  of  Trustees  to  scr%-e 
far  ihe  en«ainc  year,  and  for  ihe  tratnactioQ  of  scch  other 
basaness  as  mav  be  properly  broogfat  before  tbe  meeting, 
will  be  bcU  at  the  office  of  the  Company,  Room  47  Neva- 
da Block.  No.  309  Monigomery  Street,  .«an  Francisco, 
California,  oa  Wednesd.vv,  the  fifteenth  day  of  January, 
1879.  at  ooe  o'clock  r.  h.  Traiefcr  Books  will  be  dosed  oo 
Wednesday,  Jaaoary  Sth,  iS;^.  ontil  aitcr  tbe  meetiiis. 
San  Francisco,  December  aTch.  157S. 

W.  W.  STETSON'.  Secrttary. 


pUBUC  ADMINISTRATOR, 

'VILLIAM  r)OOL.\X. 

OSce  No.  13  Nevada  Blo^ 


HOLIDAY     ANNOUNCEMENT. 

<jlreat  Sacrifices  in  Fine  Custom  Ciotiiing  left  on  Iiaud  at 

NICOLL  THE  TAILOR'S 

Great  bargains  offered  during  the  next  two  weeks  to  reduce  stock  for  ANNCAL  IN- 
VENTORY, which  will  be  taken  the  first  week  in  January-.     No  better  present 
can  be  made  than  a  cheap,  substantial  suit  of  clothes.     Call  imme- 
diatelv,    and    secure    THE     CHOICEST    BARGAINS. 

NICOLL  THE  TAILOR 

Would  call  the  attention  of  gentlemen  to  the  daily  arrivals  of  New  ^ork  styles  of  French, 

English  and  Domestic  goods  from  his  London  an3  -New  York  houses.    Gentlemen 

before  calling  elsewhere  will  do  well  to  call  and  inspect  his  immense  stock. 

SALE  PRICES. — Pants  from  S3.00  ;  Suits  fromSi2.oo;  Overcoats  from  $12.00  ; 
Vests  from  52.oo  ;  Coats  from  $7.00.  The  trade  and  public  supplied  with  Cloth  and 
.Trimmings  at  wholesale  prices.  .Any  length  cut,  and  all  kinds  of  Cloth  kept  in  stock. 
Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measurement,  sent  free. 


Pants 

Suits 

Overcoats  . . 
Dress  Coats . 


TO  ORDER. 

from  54.00    Ulack  Doeskin  Pants from  S7.00 

"     15.00    White  Vests. "       3.00 

"     15.00 1  Fancy  Vests "      6.00 

"     20.00:  Genuine  6  X  Beaver  Suits "     55.00 

Finest  Stock  of  Woolens  in  the  World. 

NICOLL  THE  TAILOR'S  GRAND  TAILORING  EMPORIUM, 

Vl'i  Market  ,St.,  50.>  .Montsoniery  St.,  18  Kearny  St.,  160  Third  St., 
-ind  8.5:i_Broadway,_©akland. 


SEWING  MACHINE, 


The  only  really  lieht-ninning  lock-stitch   Sewing  Machine 
in  the  maxket. 


"DOMESTIC"  PAPER  FASHIONS 

Elegant,  stylish,  and  reliable. 
J,  W.  EVANS,  20  Post  Street,  San  Francisco. 


STEINWAY 


&  SON'S 


PIANOS 


Two  Highest  Awards  for  the  best  Pianos  and 

Piano  Forte  Material, 

Ui  S.  CE.NTENNIAL  EXHIBITION, 

Philadelphia,  1S76. 

The  Steinway  Pianos  alone  were  accorded  ihe  "highest  de- 
gree of  excellence  in  all  styles." 

The  First  Grand  Gold  Medal  of  Honor,  Ex- 
position Universelle,  Paris,  1867. 
Grand  Honorar)'  Testimonial  Medal,  Society 

of  Fine  Arts,  Paris,  1867. 

Grand    National   Gold   Medal,  from    H.  M. 

King  Charles  XV.  of  Sweden  and 

Norway,  1868. 

Academical  Honors  of  the  Royal  Academies, 

Berlin  and  Stockholm. 
First  Prize  Medal,  International  Exhibition, 

London,  1862. 
Twenty-five  First  Medals  at  American  Ex- 
hibitions. 
Testimonials  and  Certificates, 

From  the  Most  Eminent  Musicians,  Composers,  and  Artists 
in  the  World,  who  all  unite  in  the   Unanimous 
Verdict  of  the  Superiority  of  the  Stein- 
way Pianos  over  ail  others. 

Every  Steinway  Piano  is  Fully  Warranted 

for  Fi\'e  Years. 

Illustrated    Catalogues,     with     Price     List, 

Mailed  Free  on  Application. 


STEINWAY  HALL. 
GRAY'S 


SIC  STORE 


117  POST  STREET. 


PALMER  BROS. 

726  TO  734  MARKET  ST., 

"»  Have  a  fult-assortmenC  of 

T  A  DIES'  AND   GENTS'   FURNISH- 

"^  ing  Goods,  Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroidenea, 
French  and  Valenoiennes  Laces,  a  fine  assortment  of  Ceil- 
ings ai;d  Rucbing:,  and  the  largest  stock  of 

MILLINERY    GOODS, 

And  the  test  stoci;  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  AND  TiATS  &  CAPS 

In  the  city. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
320  POST  STREET, 

Sao  Francisco. 
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